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OPENING TITLES: 

Operatic, sweeping, romantic music plays as white letters move across a black screen. Simple, not elaborate. As the last credit plays, the film abruptly cuts to:

EXT. SEASIDE RESTAURANT/ VENICE, ITALY-NIGHT

Two people, a man, a woman, warmly embrace on a terrace of a restaurant next to the sea. They warmly and passionately kiss as the light of the city illuminates them. The opening credit music fades as the film cuts to: 

INT. HIGHRISE OFFICE BUILDING/ MANHATTAN, NEW YORK-DAY

An apathetic looking man, GRAHAM FULLERTON, late twenties, handsome, rugged black hair, sits at the desk in the typical looking office. 

His desk is near a line of desks in the large office space. The desk has office appliances and a computer on it. He is writing something on a piece of paper. Graham He is formally dressed, without a hitch. He writes something down, and appears nervous. He pulls his shirt collar as if he was searching for air. With one hand, he takes a sip of water from a glass on his desk, and with the other hand, he fidgets with a pen. A title appears across the screen:

“New York City-Manhattan-Not too long ago.”

Graham’s secretary, SAMANTHA, blonde, 20’s, can be seen walking towards Graham from behind.




SAMANTHA



Mr. Fullerton.

Graham swings around in his swivel chair.




GRAHAM



Yes, Samantha.




SAMANTHA



Mr. Dwyer called and he wanted to meet with you 

for lunch on Thursday. 




GRAHAM

Oh, Christ, I don’t want to meet with him again. He was so boring at the A.V. event; I can’t take another tedious anecdote from that man. Make something up--tell him I’m busy that day.  

SAMANTHA



(writing on a notepad)



Okay, and, uh, your wife called. She wanted to



know if you could meet her and your friends at


Le Cirque.




GRAHAM



I’ll call her. Is that everything?




SAMANTHA



Yes.




GRAHAM



Okay, thank you.

Samantha begins walking away before Graham has a thought and stops her.




GRAHAM




Oh, Samantha.

She stops walking and turns around.




SAMANTHA



(stops walking, turns around)



Yes, sir.




GRAHAM



Could you get my ambien, and another glass of 


water, please?




SAMANTHA



Yes, sir.

She walks away, and Graham turns around towards his desk. He takes a deep breath, and then picks up the phone on his desk and dials a number.




GRAHAM



(into phone)



Hello, Amy...hi. 




(pause)



Yeah, I got your message, um, what time?




(pause)



Yeah, okay, seven-thirty’s great. What?




(pause)



No, no, I’m fine, I’m, I’m, uh, I’m okay. Just


a, a little claustrophobic, that’s all.




(pause)



Yeah, she’s, uh, she’s my ambient. Okay, seven


thirty...all right, I’ll see you tonight. Bye.

He hangs up the phone. Samantha approaches David with two pills and a glass of water.




SAMANTHA



Here you go, sir.

She places the water on the table and the pills in Graham’s hand.




GRAHAM



Thank you, Samantha.

Samantha walks away as Graham hurls the pills down his throat, and washes it down with the water.

EXT. UPPER EAST SIDE STREET-DAY

Graham, holding a briefcase, walks down a semi busy sidewalk on the Upper East Side. An ominous voice kicks up as the narrator. 




NARRATOR 


(voiceover)



Graham Fullerton is a twenty-nine year 



investment banker at a hedge fund in Manhattan.


His handsome and clean-cut looks have taken him 

pretty much where he has wanted to go, and his


life has gone according to his plan: he had 


reached success in the business world and was 


the founder of a hedge fund in Tribeca.

EXT. UPPER EAST SIDE APARTMENT BUILDING-DAY

CUT TO: An exterior shot which pans up to the penthouse from the ground.




NARRATOR


(voiceover)



He had a large penthouse apartment on the Upper


East Side, which had instilled great pride in 


him, because he did not have to rely on his 


father, who is very wealthy and has helped 


Graham considerably in his rise to the top in 


the business world, to help pay the great 


finical cost.

INT. UPPER EAST SIDE APARTMENT/ KITCHEN-SAME

Graham’s wife, AMY, 27, leans upon a kitchen counter taking long drags from a cigarette. She is a very pretty brunette with pale skin.

Her expression is one of beauty, which appears to be counteracting the depressed state on her face. While the narrator speaks, Amy puts out her cigarette in a nearby ashtray, lights and begins smoking another cigarette.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



And most of all, Graham had a beautiful young 


wife, Amy. Graham and Amy have been married for 

three years. Amy was only twenty-four when they


got married. She had gotten married to escape 


a small midwestern town in Kansas, and also 


because she believed that she was in love with


Graham.

Amy turns around and the camera pans over to Graham who has entered the kitchen. He sets his briefcase down on the floor as Amy walks over to him and the couple embraces.




GRAHAM



Hi, Honey.




AMY



Hi.

They kiss.




AMY



How was your day?




GRAHAM



It was, it was fine, you know, the usual. What


did you today?




AMY



I...I met with Kathy and we talked about 



raising some money for the Madison Square 


Garden Organization, and then we went shopping.




GRAHAM



Very eventful.

Amy chuckles slightly.




AMY



Yes...you should go get ready, because we have 


Le Cirque at seven-thirty with Nola, Cal, and 


Harry.  




GRAHAM



Okay.

Graham gives Amy a kiss before he heads offscreen into a close by hallway. Amy takes in a deep drag as she watches Graham walk away. 








CUT TO:

INT. INDOOR TENNIS RAQUET/ GYM-DAY

Cal Jefferson, 28, handsome, brown hair, 6 o’ clock muzzle, plays tennis by himself hitting the ball with a unique racket against a large wall. He wears white shorts, white shoes, white pants, and a white headband.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Cal Jefferson is a twenty-eight year old 



executive at a vinyl record shop company based


in New York. Cal had been raised in Brooklyn in


small apartment just south of Bed-Stuy by lower 

level crack addicts. He had pulled himself up 


from adversity, despite his intricate 



childhood.

INT. OFF-BROADWAY THEATRE-DAY

Cal’s wife, NOLA, 24, is onstage in front of an audience with another young gentleman. The scene appears to be intense and Nola and the gentlemen are arguing.

Nola is a very attractive blonde with powerful sex appeal. Her hair is short and croppy. 




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Cal has been married to the gorgeous, 



twenty-four year old, Nola, for two years. Nola


is an aspiring and struggling young actress 



who-

INT. LINCOLN CENTER-DAY

Nola sits at a desk in the lobby of Lincoln Center.




NARRATOR (cont’d)



(voiceover)



-In her spare time, does clerical work at



Lincoln Center.

EXT. WASHINGTON SQAURE PARK-DAY

Cal and Nola walk down a sidewalk outside of Washington Square Park. Cal has his arm around Nola, and the couple looks happy.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)

They had dated only six months before Cal had asked
Nola to marry him. Nola, not anything other than Cal, had cheerfully agreed to marry him. Now, two years into their marriage, Cal began to experience an unfamiliar restlessness that he could not pinpoint the reason for.

INT. WEST VILLAGE APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM-NIGHT

HARRY EPSTEIN, 26, sits at a table typing vigorously at a typewriter. Harry has a more unique look than the other two males but just as handsome, even more.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Harry Epstein is a twenty six year old writer, 


and a friend of the two couples. Harry is



their quote unquote “lonesome, single friend.”



Harry had not liked being single; he had always


resented sleeping alone nights in his hefty 


apartment, which he had purchased from another


artist who had run away to Argentina with his 


Spanish bohemian wife.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK-DAY

Harry is passionately kissing a young woman in a section of the park.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



His girlfriend of two years, Rebecca, had 


recently broken up with him for a career 



opportunity in San Francisco, which had 



left him devastated.

INT. TRENDY UPPER EAST SIDE RESTAURANT/ WAITING AREA-NIGHT

Harry enters the restaurant’s waiting area where Cal, Nola, Amy, and Graham stand waiting for him. They all embrace Harry warmly. They’re conversations overlap and flow very naturally.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



And now, at seemingly aligned parts of their 


lives, the four friends were on an unknown and 


unpredictable path beginning with a night in 


quaint little restaurant in The Village.




NOLA



(kissing Harry on the 



cheek)



Hi.




HARRY



Hi.




NOLA



(overlapping)



Finally, right. Where were you?




HARRY



(overlapping)



Stuck at the office.

AMY



(to Graham, overlapping)



I love this restaurant. It’s so quaint, you 


know.




GRAHAM



(overlapping)



I-I came here once with Arthur Krim, and we 


loved it.




HARRY



I’m sorry I’m late; traffic was a nightmare.




CAL



Did you go down eightieth street?




HARRY



Yes, unfortunately.

The others groan at his choice of street. 




NOLA


Oh, God, you should never go down eightieth 


street.

A WAITERESS approaches the party.




WAITRESS



(to the group)



Your table is ready.




CAL



Okay, let’s get going.

The group files through the waiting area.




AMY



I love your dress, Nola.




NOLA


Thank you.

INT. RESTAURANT SEATING AREA-SAME

CUT TO: The group walks to their table and takes their seats. On one side of the table, Harry, Nola, and Cal, in that order from the viewers left to right, sit accordingly. On the other side, Amy, on the audience’s left, and Graham on her right, sit down.

The Waitress sets down menus and then leaves.




GRAHAM



It’s a bit dark in here.




HARRY



I like it; I think it nice, you know, sexy in


a way.




NOLA



It has nice lighting.




AMY



So, um, Leslie and I were at this Art Gallery 


downtown in Soho the other day, and we saw the


most beautiful painting of The, The Brooklyn 


Bridge.




GRAHAM



A friend of ours did that.




AMY



Yeah, uh, Scott Fisherman. He’s really great. 


You should check him out sometime; he does the


most amazing sketches I’ve ever seen.

CAL



Nola loves those things. My knowledge of the 



art world is limited at best.

Nola has lit a cigarette and began smoking.




NOLA



I think he finds it boring.




AMY



(referring to cigarettes)



Nola, could you give me one of those.




CAL

(overlapping)
No, I don’t find it boring, it’s just that I was a business major at Columbia, so I’m pretty inept on those subjects.

Amy is now smoking.




HARRY



Well, Nola’s probably a really good teacher.




AMY



Yeah, a teacher you get to sleep with.

The group laughs.




GRAHAM



(to Amy)



Did you ever want to sleep with any of your 


schoolteachers growing up, Honey?




AMY



(deflated)



Uh, no, none of the teachers at the school I  


went to were ever attractive. Never.




CAL

When I was freshman in high school, I had a very sexy, Argentinean Latin Teacher who had the most voluptuous body. I swear to God, every day after school, I used to get my pants all wet over her.

The group, except Nola, laughs in disgust.




NOLA



(disgusted)



Oh, God, shut up. 




HARRY



(laughing)



Very vividly, put, Cal. Great job.




AMY



Well, at least he let out his passion 



creatively. 




GRAHAM



What do you mean?




AMY


Well, you know, it’s like-

A WAITER approaches the table interrupting Amy’s story.




WAITER



Are you ready to order.




CAL



Yes...yes, yes, yes.

They all open up their menus. The Waiter writes down what they order as they say it.




CAL



Umm, I’ll have the smoked salmon with truffles, 

and Red Wine.




NOLA



I’ll have the same.




HARRY



I’ll have the Caviar billinis and a Mimosa.




AMY



The seafood Linguini and White Wine.




GRAHAM



And I’ll have the Crab platter and a 




Margarita.

They all hand the Waiter their menus.




WAITER


Okay, I’ll be back with your drinks shortly.

The Waiter walks away.




CAL



I hope the Wine doesn’t taste like it was made 


yesterday.




NOLA



What were you saying, Amy?




AMY



(pondering)



Umm...oh! I was, I was just saying that it was 


ingenious of Cal to express himself sexually in


such a...whimsical way.




HARRY



Whimsical?




AMY



Yeah, I mean, so much passion is repressed that


it shouldn’t be embarrassing when it’s finally


released. It’s just a wish of mine that people


should be more expressive with their passions.




HARRY



Sort of like the French.




AMY



Exactly, love in an unrestricted manner.




GRAHAM




Speaking of the French, I should be getting 


word any minute about the trips.




NOLA



(blowing out smoke)



Oh, I-I hope everything works out because I’ve 


always wanted to go to Venice and Paris. This 


would be absolutely astounding if I could go.




CAL



She’s in love with Tintereto.

Nola gives Cal a warm smile. Nola kisses Cal.




HARRY



Oh, God, stop it. Your lovely dovey shit 



makes me sick to my stomach. 




CAL



Don’t be cynical, Harry.




HARRY



Don’t confuse this with cynicism, this is



outright rage and pessimism to my single 



status.




AMY



(tapping cigarette in



ashtray)



Well, you know, who knows about life. You could


find the love of your life at a bus stop.

Graham’s cell phone rings as Amy is talking.




GRAHAM



(answering phone)



I’m gonna’ take this outside.




AMY



Okay.

Graham stands up and walks out of the dining area while answering the phone.




NOLA



Have you ever been to Europe, Amy?

The Waiter sets down each of their respective drinks, then leaves.




AMY



Uh, no, I haven’t. I’ve always, always wanted


to go, but, you know, the opportunity has never 

presented itself until now.




HARRY



Well, to change the subject, have any of you


read my latest book.




NOLA



(sipping drink)



Yes! Yes, I did, actually. It was wonderful--I



thought your insights and approbations were 


witty, and just fantastic. Cal read it, too.




CAL



We read it together. Sort of bitter, isn’t it.




HARRY



Well, I mean, you know, it’s about all the mire


I’ve gone through. Of course it’s bitter.




(looks to Amy)



Amy, have you, uh-




(takes a sip of his




drink)



Have you read my book?




AMY



I’m so sorry, Harry. I haven’t had the time,


I’ve been redecorating the apartment, and it’s 


just so exhausting. I have bought a copy, 


though, so you should get the commission.




HARRY



That’s all that matters, right.

The group laughs. Graham returns to the table with a synchronized smile.




AMY



Good news, baby.




GRAHAM



(enthusiastic) 



Very good news. Everything is arranged. The 


deal has gone through, and we leave for Paris 


and Venice next week.

The group reacts with animated zeal.




NOLA



Oh, that’s great, this is great.




AMY



(to Graham)



You did good, honey.

Amy kisses Graham. A sound, rousing Spanish guitar drowns out their voices as they celebrate and the screen moves in slow motion.








CUT TO:

INT. CAL, NOLA’S/ AMY, GRAHAM’S/ HARRY’S APARTMENT-DAY

M0NTAGE, SPLIT TRIPLE SCREEN: Nola is packing her stuff in the bedroom of her apartment; Amy and Graham pack together in the same room, but different suitcases with their backs to each other; whereas, Harry packs away in the empty chaotic space in his Soho digs. The scene is done in a triple screen.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



The following week, the friends had decisively


gone into a frenzied panic mode: they had all 


manically been packing their things for a four 


day stay in Paris, and a two month settle in 


Venice.

INT. JFK AIRPORT-DAY

Harry, Nola, Cal, Graham, and Amy, in that order, move down the escalator in the airport. Everyone moves with an excited eager, an willing zeal.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



The group caught the first flight out of New 


York to Paris. Everyone was cheerfully 



enlightened to be taking the trip. It was a    



break from the ordinary.

EXT. SKY-DAY

A plane flies through the sky.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)




None of them wanted to admit it, but it was a   

break from some of their bleak lives. They all 


were hoping to escape some of the puritanical 


traits of America for the more freewilled and 


freethinking elements of Europe.

EXT. EIFFEL TOWER-DAY

The group stands in front of the beautiful Eiffel Tower while one of the local Parisians takes a picture off all of them together. They are all dressed chicly to the tune of Paris.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



The group had agreed to have a television crew, 

from a local New York station, document the 


the trip. The documentary would include a



segment on Love in Venice.

EXT. PARIS STREET-DAY

The group walks past a barrage of fashion stores with many designer names.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



They had all taken keenly to the idea of 



talking to a documentary filmmaker about the 


passions they had hoped to experience while on


an European holiday. And, hopefully, in a way 


that wasn’t exploitive--in a way that would not 

be trying to obtain fame for shameful purposes.

EXT. PARISIAN BRIDGE-DAY
The group looks over a rounded bridge waving to a passing boat. The enthusiastic people on the boat wave back as they pass underneath the bridge.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Paris was an overwhelming success. Everything 


had gone according to plan, and everyone had a


magnificent time. They had all been 



enlightened by the open minded French, and the 


many beautiful sights that Paris had given 



them. Art, romance, and life was much 



different here than in the U.S., and had given


them new perspectives.

EXT. PARIS STREET-NIGHT

A small car drives underneath a tunnel towards a highway.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Now, summoning everything they had learned in


France, the group headed off for Venice, Italy.

EXT. VENICE, ITALY/ VILLA ON THE WATER-MORNING

The antique, beautiful, and charming villa sits on the waterside, which is riddled with Gondolas. A Venice’s lovers dream home.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



The following morning, they arrived at a 



beautiful seaside villa, which they would be 


residing in the subsequent two months. It was


a Venetian fanatic’s dream home.

INT. SEASIDE VILLA-SAME

CUT TO: A large window with a view of the gorgeous seaside in the living room.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)




And a beautiful view of the intimate seaside.

CUT TO: A chaotic writers lair with a vintage typewriter and several desktop computers. 




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



A haphazard writers lair.

CUT TO: A lively and intellectual looking bedroom.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



And lusciously decorated bedrooms.  

The group, with the exception of Harry, enters with the living room with their bags in tow.




NOLA



(amazed)



Oh, my God.




AMY



Wow! This is beautiful.




CAL



Good God, would you look at this place.




NOLA



(overlapping)



It’s gorgeous.




GRAHAM



This is fantastic. 




AMY



Look at this view.

The camera pans over to the beautiful view of the seaside.




NOLA



(offscreen)





This is my dream view.

The group walks onscreen towards the window to look at the view.




AMY



This is incredible.




NOLA



I know, I know, this is my dream home, my-my 


dream, my dream everything.




GRAHAM



I’m already in love Venice.

The camera pans over to Harry who is entering the living room with his bags. He looks like a kid in a candy shop.




HARRY



Did you see the writer’s room?




AMY/NOLA/CAL/GRAHAM



(offscreen)



No.




HARRY



It is just, it is out of this world. This Villa


is amazing.




NOLA



(offscreen)



Come check out this view, Harry.




HARRY



Oh.

Harry drops his bags on the ground and joins the group near the windowsill.




AMY



Isn’t it wonderful?




HARRY



It’s absolutely stunning. I-you know-I don’t 


what to say. It’s otherworldly.




CAL



This is gonna be great. Were gonna have a great


time here.

EXT. DOGE’S PALACE (PALAZZO DUCALE)-DAY

Harry, Nola, Cal, Amy, and Graham stand outside the architecturally stunning palace taking pictures. Italian guitar plays on the soundtrack.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



The following week, the five friends explored


the many beautiful sites to be seen in Venice.

EXT. BRIDGE OF SIGHS-DAY

The group walks across the infamous bridge. Amy is the only one who seems to be somewhat hesitant to be crossing it.

EXT. TEATRO LA FENICE-DAY

An exterior shot of the visually striking theatre.

INT. TEATRO LA FENICE-SAME

A wide shot of the group taking their seats in the ocular theatre.

EXT. CAMPANILE DI SAN MARCO-DAY

The group looks up at the compelling lighthouse as many other locals pass them.








CUT TO:

INT. VILLA/ PRIVATE ROOM-DAY

Amy sits on a chair in a room in the Villa. An unseen interviewer, the same person as the narrator, is offscreen talking to Amy.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



So, how has your trip been going? What are your 

first initial reactions to Paris and Venice?




AMY



Umm, it’s, it’s been great, you know, I’ve 


enjoyed myself these past few weeks. Europe is


everything I’d expected it to be, you know: 


It’s glamorous and creative and enthralling and


so vibrant.  

The film cuts to Graham sitting in the same chair as an earlier Amy.




GRAHAM



I’ve had a good time; I’ve had a really good 


time. But, you know, I’ve been working, so it’s


not a complete vacation, but, uh, it’s been-



(searching indifferently 




for a word)



-fun.

The film cuts to Nola sitting in the same chair as an earlier Graham smoking a cigarette.




NOLA



I-I-I can’t explain it. It’s just, it’s been 


phenomenal. I—everything has changed for me 


here. I’m-

The Interviewer asks Nola an unabridged question while she takes a drag of the cigarette.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



How has it helped you artistically? I mean,


have you learned anything about who you are as


an actress.




NOLA



Um, I-I don’t know. I mean, I’ve been 



struggling for so long as an actress, and, uh,


I guess Venice has made me a little less 



inhibited. More liberal.

The film cuts to Cal sitting in the chair previously held by Nola.




CAL



I love it here. It’s beautiful, sexy, just so 


charming. Coming from where I used to live in



Brooklyn, it’s a whole different world here. 


I used to only dream of places like this. It’s 


a dream.

The film cuts to Harry sitting in the chair previously held by Cal.




HARRY



(very enthusiastic)

Venice is just so ridiculously amazing--I can’t even explain it. You know, It’s such an ideal place to write. Paris, Venice, and New York are such fabulous, wonderful cities with, with such 

 

passionate ideas of their own. You know, it’s,


uh, it’s-it’s...a grandiose utopia. It’s



greater than anything I could ever imagine.








CUT TO:

EXT. VENICE STREET-MORNING

Graham walks briskly down the street in an exceptionally formal suit.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Over the next week, everything seemed to be


going according to plan. Graham was meeting 


business colleagues and executives frequently,


and was prospering favorably in his career.

INT. CAFÉ-DAY

Harry is typing with vigor at a local café.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Harry was flourishing wonderfully in his latest 

novel using Venice as his muse.

INT. ART MUSUEM-DAY

Cal looks at vibrant paintings in a museum. His expression matches the awe of the paintings.

NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Cal was taking in the many artistic outlets 


Venice had to offer expanding his creative



perspective.

EXT. CASTING BUILDING-DAY

Nola is entering the building with hope to a casting call for an Italian Film.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Nola was becoming more and more sure of 



herself as an actress. She had been going to 


many auditions and casting calls for Italians


plays and films. Through her hard work and a 


little bit of luck, she had received a callback


for a supporting part in an influential 



Italian director newest film as a flighty 


American who despises her Italian husband.

INT. CASTING BUILDING-DAY

Nola stands opposite of a handsome Italian actor in a small space in front of a director, producer, and a casting director who sit at a small table. Though nervous, she stands with confidence while holding a script.




ITALIAN ACTOR



How was your day, Honey?




NOLA



(in character, reading from



script, extremely good)



How was my day, how was my day. Wouldn’t you 


like to know.




ITALIAN ACTOR



Yes, yes, Vicky, that’s why I asked.




NOLA



(in character)



Oh, God, you are so narcissistic. You-you-you


think the world revolves around you. You think 


every woman wants to sleep with you and every 


man wants to be you. Well, I’m tired of it! I 


want a different life; I can’t keep living like


this.

INT. SEASIDE VILLA-DAY

Amy sits in a chair in the living looking overwhelmingly bored smoking a cigarette.

NARRATOR



(voiceover)



It was only Amy, with the trip readily 



underway, who began to feel an unwanted 



restlessness. With Graham busy with business, 


Amy’s hopes of spending time and reconnecting 


with her husband had been dashed.

CUT TO: Amy lies with the covers pulled up in a white bed in one of the many bedrooms in the bedroom.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



She had laid restlessly in her bed for days not


knowing what to do in this foreign land. Even 


though she had known Graham would be working 


during the trip, she had not expected to be 


spending so much of her time alone.

EXT. VENICE CANAL-DAY
Amy walks permissively next to a canal.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



So, instead of lying around the house, Amy 


decided to take a stroll to a canal, and then 


hitch a ride in a gondola, which she had been


dying to get on.

Amy walks down the cobbled streets and then down near the water. A Gondolier, who has been sitting next to his boat smoking, throws his cigarette out and stands up.

His name, as we’ll come to learn, is ALBERTO. He’s dark and handsome, a quality that attracts Amy, but not initially. 




GONDOLIER



(in Italian)



Can I, can I help you, Mam?




AMY



(poorly in Italian, 




struggling)



Uh, yeah, I-I-I am looking for a restaurant. 


Umm-




GONDOLIER



Oh, I’m sorry--American?




AMY



(relived)



Yes, yes, I am American. I’m sorry my Italian


is so poor.




GONDOLIER



Oh, no, no, it’s not poor--it could use a



little work--but it’s not poor. 




AMY



Oh, well, thank you for the boost of 



confidence.

There is a brief silence which is not awkward, but more of a connection being made.




GONDOLIER



So, uh, where can I take you.




AMY



It’s a restaurant called Bacilli’s. Do you know


where it is?




GONDOLIER



Bacilli’s.




AMY



Yes.




GONDOLIER



Oh, yeah, yeah, I know where that is.




AMY



Great.




(gestures to the 




boat)



Should I-




GONDOLIER



Yes, yes, get right in.




AMY



Okay.

The Gondolier gives Amy a gentlemanly hand getting in, and then stands on the tip himself and begins rowing the boat down the canal.




AMY



(sitting down)



Uh, what is your name?




ALBERTO



Alberto Bengini.




AMY



Oh, that’s a very, very erotic name.




ALBERTO



Really, you think so.




AMY




(catching herself)



Gee, I’m sorry. I hope I’m not being too frank.




ALBERTO



Oh, no, no, not at all. Thank you, by the way.


I don’t think anybody has ever called my name 


erotic. It’s very endearing, actually. What is


your name?




AMY



Amy Fullerton. 




ALBERTO



It’s a beautiful name. It’s a wonderful, 



enchanting name.




AMY



It’s an American name, which means it boring


and bland.




ALBERTO



No, I like it. It suits you very well.

Amy chuckles awkwardly and there is a silence.




ALERTO



What part of America are you from?




AMY

New York City, Manhattan. Well, I’m not 


actually from New York--I’m from Kansas, but

I’ve lived in New York for seven years now.




ALBERTO

I’ve always wanted to go to New York. I heard



so much about it.




AMY



It’s a fabulous place.




ALBERTO



So I’ve heard. So, what brings you to Venice?




AMY



(unsure, not wanting to tell



Alberto she’s married)



Umm...I’m here with a few friends. We decided



to just take a trip to Venice. You know, we’ve



always wanted to travel and go to Europe, so we



just left.




ALBERTO



That’s very admirable: To just get up and 



travel to an unknown destination. It’s wild.




AMY



I’m not an awfully wild person.

ALBERTO



(suave but not narcissistic,



almost nervous)






You probably are--you just don’t know it yet.

Amy smiles warmly, very receptively. 

The camera pans up to the sky and somewhat observes the gray firmament.

EXT. CANAL IN FRONT OF RESTAURANT-SAME

Alberto helps Amy out of the boat onto the street.




AMY



Thank you.

They stand in front of the restaurant, which appears lively.




ALBERTO



It’s no problem.




AMY



So, how much do I owe you?




ALBERTO



Oh, no, I can’t charge you. You provided me 


with a magnificent conversation.

AMY



(laughs slightly)



Uh, no, no, I can’t let you do this. No.




ALBERTO



(gesturing)



No, I don’t want you to pay. I mean, you’ve 


provided me with a delightful twenty minutes


that means so much to me.




AMY



(overlapping)



No, I have to pay you.




ALBERTO



Look, why don’t you make it up to me by letting 

me show you around Venice. You know, not the, 


the touristy stuff. Let me show you the real 


beauty of Venice.




AMY



I’d like that, actually. That sounds fun.




ALBERTO



I’ll take you to the ends of the earth.

Amy looks into Alberto’s eyes with and succumbs to his unmitigated smile.




AMY



(nodding)



Okay, sure.








CUT TO:

INT. VILLA/LIVING ROOM-DAY

The film abruptly cuts to Amy sitting in a decorated chair being interviewed.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



So were you attracted to Alberto?




AMY



(ambivalent)



Yeah, I mean, of course, you know, he’s very 


sexy and handsome and charming. Of course I was


attracted, and not in a superficial, either. He


had very old chivalrous attitude that, for some


reason, makes me crazy.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Do you think you are going to act on any of 


the impulses that you’re having?




AMY



I don’t even know if he desires me. 




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



But he had to have given off some sort of 



inclination. 




AMY



He did seem to want to get to know me more.




(very ambivalent now)



But I--what am I even saying--I’m a married 


woman! I can’t keep thinking about a gorgeous 


Venetian Gondolier with the sexy name of 



Alberto.




(pause)



I mean, the situation was impetuous to begin, 


so...I don’t what the hell I was expecting when


said yes to letting him take me out.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Do you wanna spend time with him.




AMY



I don’t know, I’m just so bored sitting around


the Villa all day by myself. I mean, for 



Christs sake, I’m in Venice, Italy; I should be


enjoying myself not...




(shakes her head)



I don’t know.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Do you think that you feel this way because you


find Graham boring?

Amy pauses.




AMY



(begins weeping softly)



Yes...yes, he’s boring in our marriage and


especially in bed. I haven’t had an orgasm from 

Graham since our first date. But, you know, 


it’s probably me. I’m probably just numb or 


something.

INT. STREET CORNER-DAY

Cal stands on a sidewalk in front of a bunch of shops. After about a minute, Nola can be seen coming out of a gondola from the canal. She approaches him and they embrace.




NOLA



Hey.




CAL



Hi.

They kiss and then begin walking down the sidewalk.




NOLA



How was the museum?




CAL



It was good. I liked it.




NOLA



That’s good.




(pause)



So, I’ve got good news.




CAL



What?




NOLA



(joyful)



I got the part in the Guido Spigot film! 




CAL




You did.




NOLA



Yeah, my agent just called me and told me I got


the part. He said the director loved me, and 


thought I did a fantastic job.




CAL



Oh, that’s great. I’m so proud of you, honey.




NOLA



I have to go pick up the script later. This is


good, I’m so happy now.




CAL



Nola, I couldn’t be happier for you.




NOLA

The director is such a brilliant filmmaker. 



He’s a genius.




CAL



Well, great minds work alike, right.

Nola laughs as they walk offscreen.

EXT. DESIGNER SHOP-DAY

Harry is walking into a ritzy clothes shop.

INT. DESIGNER SHOP-SAME

Harry walks around the front of the store looking at shirts. Snazzy music plays on the soundtrack. As Harry looks around, an ENTOURAGE enters the store.

The entourage brings a storm with them, and they are following one woman: PENELOPE SANTIAGO, mid twenties to early thirties, is a movie star famous throughout the world, especially Spain. She has cascading black hair and to die for looks.

Staffers from the store rush to her and attend to her. Various indistinct conversations are heard. Some of the people speak Spanish, others speak Italian. Harry throws various looks at the storm.

The Entourage makes there way towards Harry’s direction. Penelope is speaking loudly on her cell phone while standing next to Harry, who is trying to ignore the hurricane.




PENELOPE



(into cell phone; in 



Spanish; subtitled)




No, no, I don’t want her there. No, no, I don’t 

want that stupid infantile cunt at my party!


She’ll screw everything up! I don’t want



that bitch there! Bye!

Penelope angrily hangs up the cell phone.




PENELOPE



(in Spanish, to



Entourage, subtitled)



Oy, these people don’t know how to do business.


It’s all so ridiculous. 

She sighs.




PENELOPE



(in Spanish, subtitled)



I have to find something pretty for the party 


tonight. Something that looks good on me.

She holds up a black shirt.




FEMALE ENTOURAGE



You look good in anything.




PENELOPE



(in Spanish, subtitled)



Do not patronize me. I need an objective 



evaluation.

Penelope looks over to an unknowing Harry, and gets a prowess expression. She turns to him and says:




PENELOPE



(in Spanish, subtitled)



Excuse me, sir.

Harry looks up to Penelope confused, not knowing what she’s just said. The Entourage is in their own world as Penelope and Harry talk.




HARRY



Oh, I’m, I’m sorry, I-I don’t speak, umm-




(guessing language)



Spanish. 




PENELOPE



American.




HARRY



Yes.




PENELOPE



Okay, American—

Penelope holds the black shirt up to her own alluring, curvy, sexy figure and clasps it tightly.




PENELOPE



Would you look at me--wearing this shirt--and


fall over yourself wanting to fuck me?

Harry, a bit taken aback by the question, awkwardly and hesitantly chuckles.




HARRY



Uh.




(clears his throat)



Umm, I think--yeah, you would look very sensual


in that shirt.

Penelope laughs at Harry’s nervousness.

PENELOPE



Sensual is not my goal. My goal is to make you 


spray your pants upon looking at me.




HARRY



Well, you know, you don’t need any help from a 



shirt to achieve that goal.

Penelope laughs. There is a connection. Something.




PENELOPE



The American has a sense of humor.




HARRY




Well, thank you, it’s, it’s, uh, it’s one of my


strong suits. Well, that and my suave 



international skills.

Penelope outstretches her arm and the two shake hands. 




PENELOPE 



Penelope Santiago.  




HARRY



Harry Epstein.

They smile and momentarily gaze into each other’s eyes before one of Penelope’s entourage, who is on a cell phone, interrupts them.




MALE ENTOURAGE MEMBER



(in Italian, subtitled)



Penelope, Marco has some emergency with the 


lighting. He wants to see you immediately.




PENELOPE



(to herself)



Oh, great, the buffoons I surround myself with.




(to Entourage, in 




Italian, subtitled)



Tell him I’ll be there in forty-five minutes.




(to Harry)



I have to go, unfortunately. Some emergency at 


the studio.




HARRY



Well, it was nice to meet you.

Penelope begins searching for something in her purse.




PENELOPE



Listen, there’s this party that’s being thrown


for a film of mine, and-




(pulls out ticket and




hands it to Harry)



I’d like you to come. Here’s a ticket.




HARRY



(holding ticket)



To-to a party?




PENELOPE


Yeah, I mean, it should be fun. You should come


check it out. Maybe I’ll bump into you again.




HARRY



(looking up)



Yeah, that sounds like--that sounds fun.




PENELOPE



I’ll see you around.

Penelope, with her entourage, walks away leaving Harry.




HARRY



Bye.








CUT TO:

INT. VILLA/KITCHEN-NIGHT

Amy sits nervously at the kitchen table drinking wine and smoking a cigarette.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Amy had been hesitantly contemplating on 



whether or not she would be going out with 


Alberto. She had numerous ambivalent feelings.


She wasn’t sure if anything was going to



happen, and she wasn’t quite sure if she even


wanted anything to happen.

Amy puts out the cigarette in a nearby ashtray and finishes her Wine when the front door of the Villa is heard opening and closing.

Graham enters the kitchen, sets his briefcase on the floor,  and kisses Amy on the cheek.




GRAHAM



Hi, honey.




AMY



Hi.

Graham heads for the fridge and takes out a water bottle.




GRAHAM



How was your day?




AMY



It was fine, um, yeah, it was, it was okay.

GRAHAM



(closing fridge, then moving



offscreen to Amy’s right)



What did you do today?




AMY



Oh, I just, I just stayed inside, you know. 


Enjoyed the view.




(she slightly chuckles)




GRAHAM



(offscreen)



You should get out more.




AMY



How was your day?

Graham walks back into the kitchen and throws something in the trashcan to Amy’s left.




GRAHAM



(sipping water)



Oh, you know, I don’t know. The same.

There is a pause as Graham takes a long sip of his water. 




AMY



Umm, Graham, honey, I-I-I met some people



earlier, and they invited to come a-




(pause)

Amy’s, thinking of a lie, expression turns to a ponderous mute.




AMY



-To an all female party at one of the museums.




GRAHAM



Who invited you?




AMY



These, these women that I ran into the other


day. I wasn’t originally planning on going, but


I thought, you know, what the hell, when in


Venice, so-




GRAHAM



Yeah, you should go. I’m sure you’ll have a 


great time. 

INT. BEDROOM-SAME

CUT TO, MONTAGE: Of Amy nervously trying on different outfits and putting on makeup.

Once she’s dressed, she puts a pair of sexy, strappy black heels, stands up, sighs with confidence, and leaves the room.

EXT. FONDAZIONE MUSEI CIVICI DI VENEZIA-NIGHT

Amy greets Alberto, who is standing in front of the museum, with a warm hug and kiss on the cheek.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Alberto had wanted to show Amy the beautiful 


art the museum. He wanted to show him the work 


of one his favorite artists: Tintoretto.

Alberto and Amy walk into the museum. 

INT. FONDAZIONE MUSEI CIVICI DI VENEZIA-SAME

The pair looks at a painting by Tintoretto. Alberto is enthralled while Amy seems very attracted to Alberto’s passions.




ALBERTO



(gesturing)



Oh, it’s so wonderful, so moving, you know.


It’s-it has a, a very powerful texture to it.




AMY



It does, doesn’t it?




ALBERTO



Do you like Tintoretto?




AMY



Uh, I, I don’t really know much about him, so 


I’m not really a great opinion; but, you know-




(gestures to painting)



-from what I can see from this, he seems very 


talented, very creative.




ALBERTO



He’s a genius, and I don’t use that word



lightly or often.

They move down to another painting; this painting is more chaotic.




ALBERTO



Look at this one.




AMY



Oh, my God, it’s so frightening. 




ALBERTO



The brush strokes are intense. Seems like he


was on the verge of a nervous breakdown.

Amy laughs.




AMY



I like it, though. It blends very well.




ALBERTO



You think so?




AMY



I do, actually, umm, it’s very controlled, 


which, I guess, is the ironic part about it.




(looks to Alberto




edgily)



But I could be wrong.




ALBERTO



No, I see where you’re coming from; I just


didn’t understand at first.

There is a silence. Amy looks to Alberto yearning.




AMY



So, is this something your really interested 


in?




ALBERTO



What do you mean?




AMY



Like-like art and paintings and creativity.




ALBERTO



Oh, yes, yes, I-I-I actually went to a local 


art school near, and I just painting, it’s one 


of my many aspirations. I love art, you know.


Especially art that breathes and lives. Oh, 



God, I hope I don’t sound like a fanatic.




AMY



No, it’s very admirable that you have something


you’re so passionate about. It’s noble.




ALBERTO



Do you have any passions?




AMY



Me, no, no--well, I used to want to design 


clothes for the theatre and films, but that


never really fermented. 




ALBERTO



You’re still young. You could still do it.

Alberto looks down and checks his wristwatch.




AMY



No, it’s, it’s just a dream.




ALBERTO



Oh, shoot, we better get going. I made 



Reservations at this gorgeous seaside and I 




(cont’d)




ALBERTO (cont’d)



-don’t wanna lose them because were about to be



late.






AMY



Oh.




ALBERTO



Come on.

Alberto gently holds Amy’s back as they walk offscreen.

EXT. CLASSY SEASIDE RESTAURANT/ TERRACE-NIGHT

It is the restaurant from the opening scene; the lights are rich and colorful. Alberto and Amy sit at a table closest to the sea enjoying dinner and Wine.




AMY



God, Alberto, you couldn’t have picked a 



classier restaurant. This place is beautiful.




ALBERTO



Thank you. I try my best.




AMY



And the food is so good. Do you come here 


often?




ALBERTO



Uh, no, I wish, heh. I only come here for



special occasions.




AMY



Oh, well, I’m glad this is a special occasion. 




ALBERTO



So am I.

Amy awkwardly chuckles while sipping Wine.




AMY



Alberto.




ALBERTO



(staring longingly into her



eyes)



Yes, Amy?




AMY



I just wanted to say that, that I have had 


wonderful time today.




ALBERTO



I’m glad you are having had a good time.




(pause)



So is this how you pictured Venice when you 


dreamt about it?




AMY



It’s better than what I dreamt about? I mean,


my dreams are not convoluted or elaborate. It’s 

a defense mechanism so I’m not too 



disappointed.




ALBERTO



Well, disappointment is a part of life. We all


go through it, and we all grow through it.




AMY



Very vividly put.

Alberto stands up.




ALBERTO


Come here, I wanna’ show you something.

Alberto moves to the terrace’s edge looking over it to the water.




AMY



What?




ALBERTO



I wanna show you something.




AMY



Show me what?




ALBERTO



(gestures)



Come here.




AMY



Okay.

Amy stands up hesitantly and walks over to Alberto.




ALBERTO



(referring to the water)



Look at this.

Amy leans over next to Alberto on our right. The two look like two kids staring over an overpass.




AMY



Oh, my God.




ALBERTO



Isn’t it beautiful.




AMY



Oh, my God, it’s, it’s stunning.

ALBERTO



This is the real reason I wanted to take you 



here. I don’t know what it is, but exactly at


this time of night, the colors of the lights in 

the streets mix and create this glamorous hue


of colors that make a rainbow in the water.




AMY



Oh, my God, look at that. 

Amy stands up and Alberto follows suit.  




AMY



This place is fabulous. Everywhere in Venice is


fabulous. I-I-

Alberto leans over and unexpectedly and passionately kisses Amy. Amy initially gives in and responds favorably, but then hesitantly pulls away from Alberto.




ALBERTO



What, what’s wrong.




AMY



I-I can’t do this. I-




(sighs)



-I didn’t tell you before, but...but I’m 



married.




ALBERTO



Oh, oh, my--I shouldn’t be messing around with  

a married woman. I-I apologize.




AMY



No, it’s your fault. I didn’t...I didn’t tell 


you, and that’s my fault.




ALBERTO



I feel so embarrassed. I should have asked; 



I-I-I just, I get so impulsive sometimes when 


it comes to my feelings, and I act so rash.

Amy walks slightly towards their seat, and Alberto follows.




AMY



I do like you, but I believe in fidelity.




ALBERTO



I know that, I’m not asking you to do anything


that you don’t want to do.

AMY



Oh, but I want you so badly.




ALBERTO



But you’re marri-




AMY



(interrupting)



Oh, what the hell.

Amy grabs Alberto’s shirt and passionately kisses him. The city lights illuminate them. Just like in the opening scene.

INT. EXECUTIVE’S OFFICE/ LARGE EMPTY ROOM-DAY

The film cuts to Nola and her male costar, CARLOS, sitting in front of large mirrors, which are attached to the wall. The director, producer, and assistant director sit across the room watching them go over lines.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Meanwhile, Nola went to her rehearsals everyday


for the film she was starring in. She got along


very well with her attractive male counterpart,


and the director, and every other cast and 


crewmember.

In mid-sentence, the director cuts Nola off.




DIRECTOR



(heavy Italian accent)



Um, Nola, could you stop right there, and take


it from Carlos’ entrance. And this time, I want


you to be more evasive with him. You know, more 

sexual as well.




NOLA



Okay, and with the same smile?




DIRECTOR



Yes, with the same smile.




CARLOS



And should I--how should I respond to her?




DIRECTOR



Nothing too aggressive. Just play with her a 


little.








CUT TO:

EXT. ITALIAN COUNTRYSIDE/ GRASSFIELDS-DAY

Nola, wearing a white dress, embraces Carlos and the two passionately kiss under a rain machine while a movie crew films this.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



The following week, filming commenced on the 


project, and one of the most passionate scenes


in the film was the first to be shot.

After a few seconds, the director yells, “cut” and an assistant runs to the two very wet actors with towels.

INT. VILLA/LIVING ROOM-DAY

The film cuts to Nola sitting on a chair in the living room smoking a cigarette.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



So, how has been filming been going?




NOLA



Filming has been amazing. I have had wonderful


time. The cast is amazing, the crew is amazing,


the director is amazing, he’s, you know, a 


genius. I’m working with an astounding amount 


of geniuses. And, you know, Venice is, is a 


wonderful place to be filming in.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



What scene did you film today?




NOLA

It was this really sexy scene with Carlos and I making love. Well, I mean, it wasn’t that sexy to film. It was pouring rain, and we were in the grass, so, but it was hot. Carlos was grabbing my ass, and I was thrusting on his crotch. Nevertheless, it was cold and difficult to get through, though. But, you know, when you’re doing it with someone as gorgeous as Carlos is, it makes it worthwhile.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Is your sex life with Cal as passionate as the


one you have with your onscreen lover, Carlos.




NOLA


Wow, that’s a pretty frank question.




(without hesitation)



Umm, I think so. I hope so. I mean, I try to be


very into it when were making love so Cal 


doesn’t get bored.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Do you ever get bored during sex with Cal?




NOLA



No, I usually climax, and have an orgasm



during sex. I try to be as sexy as possible 


with Cal.

The film cuts to Cal sitting in the same chair, as Nola was earlier.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



How is your marriage with Nola?

Cal looks down with a scared expression.




CAL



I don’t know what I was thinking marrying her.


I don’t know, I’m not, I’m not, I stray too


much.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



You cheated on her?




CAL



(talking nervously)



I know I’m the most fucked up son of a bitch. 


It was a brief fling with a cocktail waitress 


almost a year ago. It didn’t mean anything at


all, I just, I don’t know, I’ve always had a 


problem with fidelity. You know, I’m-I’m not 


the monogamous type.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Did you tell Nola about your transgression?




CAL



Uh, No, I...I haven’t told her yet.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Do you plan on telling her?




CAL



(shaking his head)



No. I can’t.

INT. VILLA/ BATHROOM-LATER

Harry primps nervously in the bathroom: he ties his ties and uses his finger to hear the squeak on his blinding white teeth.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Later, Harry primped nervously for the party, 


for which he was hoping to run into Penelope.

Harry walks out of the bathroom.

CUT TO:

EXT. DOCK-NIGHT

Harry can be seen, from a distance, walking onto a boat, which is docked next to land. Numerous others are walking onto the boat. A party is going on, and the boat is lit up tremendously.

EXT. BOAT-SAME

Harry walks away from the boat entrance through a crowd of people. He stops a waiter who is holding a tray of glasses filled with Champagne and Caviar Blinis and takes one of each.




HARRY



(to the waiter)



Thanks.

The waiter walks away. A lively band plays as people chatter. Harry walks around sipping his drink and looking at women before he sees Penelope surrounded by a crew of people talking wildly.

She has on a stunning silver dress, and is holding a glass of champagne. There is a glimmer in Harry’s eyes as he stares at the ravenous beauty.

Penelope notices Harry and walks over to him. Some of her entourage follows.




PENELOPE



(walking towards Harry)



Harry, Harry, Harry, you made it! You made it!

Penelope kisses Harry several times on the cheek. 




PENELOPE



Hello.




HARRY



(overlapping)



Hi. Hi. Hello, hi-hi, Penelope.




PENELOPE



Hello, I was just waiting for you. I was afraid 

you weren’t gonna make it.




HARRY



Oh, well, I-




(slightly chuckles)



You know, I, umm, I had some trouble finding 


the place.




PENELOPE



(holding Harry’s arm)



Mmm, well, I’d like you to meet my publicist,


Dianne.

Harry and DIANNE shake hands.




DIANNE



Hola.




HARRY



Hello.

Penelope points Harry to her ex-boyfriend, JULIO.




PENELOPE


And my ex-boyfriend, Julio.

Julio and Harry shake hands.




HARRY



Oh, hello, Julio. Your boyfri-




JULIO



Hello.




HARRY



Your boyfriend?




PENELOPE



Ex-boyfriend.




HARRY



Oh, well, that makes sense, right.




PENELOPE



Harry, why don’t I show you around the boat? 

They begin to walk offscreen.




PENELOPE


It’s gorgeous. A friend of mine owns it.




HARRY



Oh, yeah.

INT. EDGE OF BOAT-LATER








The film cuts to Penelope and Harry, alone, walking towards the edge of the boat in a private section. They both hold Champagne glasses.




HARRY



Good God, this boat is tremendous! It’s 



tremendous!




PENELOPE



Ugh, this party is so boring.




HARRY



Boring, you think it’s boring. I thought it was


exciting.




PENELOPE



It’s because you’re new to them.

The two lean upon the railing of the boat.




PENELOPE


Sooner or later they all turn to shit.




HARRY



Oh, that’s a pessimistic theory.




PENELOPE



(gesturing)



It’s not pessimistic it’s realistic.




HARRY



I-I don’t think I’ve ever been to a party on a


boat. This is so new to me, Penelope.




PENELOPE



(taking sip of drink)



This lifestyle?




HARRY



Yes, I mean, this is, this is exciting.




PENELOPE



Do you live in Venice, Harry?




HARRY



Uh, no, no, I’m here on vacation. I live in New


York. 




PENELOPE



I love New York City; it’s so alive! So 



infectious.




HARRY



I-I totally agree.




PENELOPE



So, Harry, what do you do for a living?




HARRY



Me? I’m a writer; I’m a novelist.




PENELOPE



Oh, what kind of things do you write?




HARRY



Umm, life, love, the human psyche in general. 


You know, I-I try to be realistic as possible 


with my work because-

PENELOPE



Oh, I saw one of your books in a specialty 


bookstore in Paris. Something about a



brain-dead police commissioner living in an


igloo. It was so sad. So, so touching.




HARRY



That’s, uh, The Ice Support. It expresses every


tragic aspect that moves me in life.

Penelope gazes elegantly to Harry.




PENELOPE



Let’s get out of her, and go back to my hotel.


I wanna show you my art collection that I



travel with.




HARRY



Oh, that sounds enticing.

Penelope downs the last of her Champagne and sets it down a nearby table.




PENELOPE



(grabbing Harry’s arm)



Come on.

They walk offscreen.

INT. VENICE HOTEL/ BEDROOM-NIGHT

CUT TO: Penelope and Harry are passionately kissing as they enter the bedroom. Harry switches on nearby lights as they make their way to the bed and fall down on it. Penelope is obviously in control.

The film cuts to the following morning with Harry, wearing a bathrobe, sitting inside in front a large window, which overlooks a beautiful panorama of Venice. Penelope, wrapped in a bed sheet, approaches Harry and sits next to him.




PENELOPE



(sighs, astonished)



Oh, God, Harry, last night was simply magical.


I mean, my God, your technique is just 



brilliant.  




HARRY



Yeah, unlike my writing, my sexual method is 


methodical. But, you know, you should get some


of the credit, because you were quite in 



control.




PENELOPE



Where did you learn to make love like that?

HARRY



An old Chinese herbal doctor taught me



the secrets of lovemaking: Always be on top.




PENELOPE



(standing up and



walking offscreen)



Speaking of herbs.




HARRY



What--where are you going? Penelope!

Harry crosses his legs.




PENELOPE



(offscreen)



Hold on a second!

Harry sits there quietly for a second, maybe twiddling his thumbs, before inquiring Penelope again.




HARRY



Are you okay, Penelope?




(beat)



You know, I also learned excellent eating out


skills from an ex-lover. She was quite the 


feisty one.

Penelope, now smoking pot, walks back onscreen and sits back down next to Harry. She has a joint in one of her hands.




PENELOPE



(holding out joint)



Here.




HARRY



What is--is that, is that marijuana?!




PENELOPE



(putting pot in Harry’s 



hand)



Yes, here, take it, take it.

Harry holds the joint flimsily, unsure what to do with it.




HARRY




Oh, Pe-Penelope, I can’t smoke pot. I mean, I,


you know, this is, this is, crazy. I-I haven’t-




PENELOPE



(putting pot in Harry’s



mouth and lighting it with



her lighter, overlapping)



Relax, will you. Here. It’ll help you relax;


it’s a great cap-off to hot sex-




HARRY



(overlapping)



-Smoked weed since college. I mean-




(takes first hit,




then exhales big smoke)



Oh, oh, wow, whoa, that, that is very relaxing. 




(sits back)



Okay, oh, let me-




(takes another sit, says 




blowing smoke out)



Oh.




PENELOPE


See.

INT. VILLA/ BEDROOM-NIGHT

CUT TO: Nola sits on the edge of a bed painting her toenails with red polish. Cal walks into the room carrying several shopping bags.




CAL



(closing door)



Hi, honey.




NOLA


Hi.

Cal walks over to Nola and kisses her.




CAL



(taking out dress



and showing Nola)



I got you this gorgeous dress today.




NOLA



Aww, thank you, honey, thank you. That was so


thoughtful of you. 




CAL



I saw it in a window shop and I knew you’d 


look stunning in it.




NOLA



It’s beautiful.

Cal sets the dress down next to Nola, and walks into a nearby bathroom.




CAL



And you’re gonna need it tonight for the 



Cinematech party.




NOLA



What?

CAL



(from bathroom)



The Cinematech Party at the hotel. Remember I



Told you about it, and you said you’d come.




NOLA



(caught off guard)



Oh, right, shoot, I totally forgot about it, 


Cal.




CAL



(from bathroom)



Well, I’m reminding you about it now so you 


should.




NOLA



I’m sorry, I-I can’t go.

Cal jolts out of the bathroom with a razor.




CAL



What? You can’t go?




NOLA



I can’t, I have to be on set tomorrow morning 



at five a.m, and I have to go to a fitting 


later tonight. I’m so sorry, honey.

Cal sits down in a nearby couch.




CAL



No, it’s okay. It’s just that I was really 


looking forward to going to it, that’s all.




NOLA




Well, I mean, you can still go. I don’t have to 

go with you.




CAL



No, no, it’s okay. I’ll, I’ll just stay in.




NOLA



No, I’m serious, go to the party, and have a 


good time. Don’t let me stop you.




CAL



You’re letting me go?




NOLA



(mocking)



“Am I letting you go?” Yes, go to the party; 


have a good time.

Cal stands up, walks over to Nola, and kisses her forehead.




CAL





Oh, great, thanks, honey.

Cal walks out of the room.

INT. VENICE HOTEL/ BALLROOM-NIGHT

Cal, dressed in the most elegant of black tie, enters the grand ballroom. The ballroom is filled to the brim with people dressed formally and elegantly. The film cuts to various shots of people dancing, socializing, and drinking.

We cut back to Cal who is sitting in front of the bar, and is ordering a drink.




CAL



(to the Bartender)



White Wine.

The Bartender pours a glass of White Wine and hands it to Cal. Cal then turns around as the film cuts to a man sitting at a piano who is about to perform for the crowd.




ITALIAN PIANO MAN



(in Italian)



This is for you, Lucia.

The Italian Piano Man loosens his hands and begins playing.




ITALIAN PIANO MAN



(singing and playing in



Italian)

Some day, when I'm awfully low, when the world is cold, I will feel a glow just thinking of you...and the way you look tonight. Yes you’re

lovely, with your smile so warm and your cheeks so soft, there is nothing for me but to love you, and the way you look tonight. With each word your tenderness grows, tearing my fear apart and that laugh that wrinkles your nose, it touches my foolish heart. Lovely ... never, ever change. Keep that breathless charm. Won't you please arrange it? 'Cause I love you ... Just the way you look tonight. Mm, Mm, Mm, Mm, just the way you look to-night. 

As he finishes playing, the crowd applauds graciously, and then we cut back to a clapping Cal.

CUT TO: A French diplomat enters the ballroom with an entourage of people, including a young, beautiful, brunette interpreter, who we’ll come to learn as ISABELLA.

Cal looks on in astonishment. He turns to the bartender and says:




CAL



Is that the French playwright, Zarcosy.




BARTENDER



Yes.

Cal gets up and walks over towards the French Diplomat, ZARCOSY, who is chatting it up with one of his aids.




CAL



(to Zarcosy)



Hello, sir.

Zarcosy looks at Cal, confused. Isabella steps in.




ISABELLA



Oh, you have to speak through me. He speaks no


Italian or English.




CAL



Oh, okay, umm, could you tell him that it’s 


such an immense honor to be in his presence.




ISABELLA


(smiles)



Of course.




(in French to Zarcosy)



The American gentleman wants you to know that 


is an immense honor to be in your presence.

Zarcosy smiles and laughs a hearty laugh.




ZARCOSY



(in French)



It’s an immense honor to meet you, too.

Zarcosy turns and continues talking to his aid.




ISABELLA



He said it’s an immense honor to meet you, too.




CAL



Oh.

Cal looks at Zarcosy, who is talking loudly in French to his aids, confused at what he meant. Cal looks to a smiling Isabella.




CAL



You do this often, umm-




ISABELLA



-Isabella. Isabella Soprano.

They shake hands.




CAL



Hi. Cal. Cal Jefferson. You do this often.




ISABELLA



Well, it’s my job. I’m an interpreter. 




CAL



Do you like being an interpreter?

Isabella says all of this while smiling, cheerful, and also sort of flirting with Cal.




ISABELLA



It pays the bills.




CAL



I guess that is the point, right.




ISABELLA



Sure.




CAL



(coming on strongly)



Did anyone ever tell you that you’re very



beautiful, very gorgeous, Isabelle?

She blushes warmly and nervously chuckles.




ISABELLA



Thank you. You’re very handsome yourself.

They exchange smiles before Zarcosy interrupts.




ZARCOSY



Come, Isabella, we must check out the bar.




ISABELLA



(to Cal)



I-I-I’m sorry, I have to go. I’ll see you 


around. 

Zarcosy and Isabella walk away. Cal longingly stares at her as she moves away.

EXT. HOTEL-LATER

Cal stands outside in front of the hotel entrance amongst several other people. Some talking, some going into limos. From a distance, we see Isabella exiting from the entrance. She stops next to Cal.




ISABELLA



(taking out cigarette)



Hi again.

Isabella begins to smoke.




CAL



Hi, hello, I, I didn’t think I was gonna see 


you again.




ISABELLA



What are you doing out here?




CAL



Oh, I was, umm, just getting some air. I get 


stuffy around big crowds. Where’s our French 


poet.




ISABELLA



Our French Poet is getting drunk and trying to


con his way into some pretty ladies pants.




CAL



Huh...has he gotten into your pants.




ISABELLA



(without skipping a beat)



That’s how I got the job.

A silence.




CAL



Do you wanna go back inside? Order some 



Champagne at the table?

She throws the cigarette on the ground.




ISABELLA



Absolutely.

Cal offers his arm, they link, and the two walk back towards the entrance.

INT. HOTEL/ DINING AREA-SAME

Cal is leading Isabella to the circular, white cloth covered table. He takes out the seat for her, she sits down, and he goes to his seat, across from her, and sits down. Numerous other dining people surround them.

A big band plays in a space in front of the crowd. They are, of course, singing in Italian. People carry on warm, familiar conversation around them, and dance in an open space.




CAL



Wow, this place is exciting. I think I should


order some drinks.




ISABELLA



Yes.

Cal summons down a Waiter with an effective gesture. The Waiter approaches the table.




WAITER


(in Italian)



Yes, sir.

CAL



(poorly in Italian)



Uh, can I get a bottle of your finest Champagne


on the rocks?




WAITER



(in Italian)



Of course, sir.

The Waiter walks away and Isabella looks surprised.




ISABELLA


I didn’t know you spoke Italian.




CAL

Oh, well, not very well. Vaguely. When I



learned I was coming here, I took some lessons.



I can order a drink pretty well in Italian.

ISABELLA



I could tell. So, you know what I do for a 


living, what do you do for a living?




CAL



I’m an investment banker at a hedge fund in 


Manhattan.




ISABELLA



Oh, you’re a business nut.




CAL



(laughs)



If that’s what you call it.




(beat)



You know, Isabella, you have beautiful eyes and


very sensual lips.




ISABELLA



You’re coming on strongly.




CAL



Well, I have had a little to drink tonight, 


which gives me unrestrained confidence.




ISABELLA



Are you married, Cal?




CAL



(stunned)



How-how did you know?




ISABELLA



Because men like you always are.

Isabella, proud of her previous comment, stares at an enthralled Cal. The Waiter comes back to the table with a silver paled filled with Ice and a Champagne bottle. 

The Waiter sets the items on the table, then leaves.




CAL



Would you like to dance?




ISABELLA



Absolutely.

Cal stands up and walks smoothly over to Isabella. He takes her hand and she stands up. He leads her out to the close by dancing space where other people dance, mostly couples.

Cal takes the lead and they dance with a subtle romantic suave. The dance is not gratuitous in any way, although from his look, Cal probably wanted it. After the song ends, which was being played by the band, Isabella looks up.




ISABELLA


Why don’t we take this Champagne and go back to


my place.

Cal responds with an appreciative smile.

INT. ISABELLA’S APARTMENT/BEDROOM-NIGHT

Isabella and Cal are entering her chic looking bedroom. They stand in the center, and Cal sets the pale of Champagne down on a nearby table.




ISABELLA



And to conclude our midnight tour of my 



Apartment, this is my bedroom.

She turns on a lamp on the desk. Isabella talks to Cal with her back to him.




CAL



It’s nice.




ISABELLA



It’s a mess.




CAL



No, it’s creative chaos.




ISABELLA



Yeah, maybe to Americans, but-

Cal moves behind Isabella and slowly moves his hand chest. She turns around; they gaze into each other’s eyes as two strangers, and then passionately and somewhat violently kiss.

They are breathing heavily. Isabella bites Cal’s lip as she rips off his shirt; Isabella takes control and is the aggressor here. Cal takes off Isabella’s shirt leaving her in a black bra.

Cal moves over to the Champagne and pours a glass; as he doing this, Isabella takes off her exposing her beautiful, supple breasts.

Cal moves back to Isabella; pours the Champagne on her breasts, and then licks and sucks it off her. They both moan passionately. They gradually fall onto Isabella’s bed.









CUT TO:

INT. VILLA/LIVING ROOM-DAY

Graham sits apprehensively on a couch. 




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



How has the trip been going for you now that 


were a month into it.




GRAHAM



Umm-




(sighs, sits back)



I...I guess it’s been going well.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



You seem a bit apprehensive when you say that.




GRAHAM



No, um, I guess I’m just tired, that’s all.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



How has your relationship with Amy changed 


since you’ve been here.




GRAHAM



She’s been gone all the time. Every time I want


to do something romantic with her, she’s never


here. And when I do see her, she’s distant, and


cold, and-and evasive.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Why do you suppose this coldness has happened 


between the two of you?




GRAHAM



I don’t, I don’t know. I mean, we barely talk 


anymore. We-we’ve hardly made love at all. 




It’s, it’s not awkward, but there’s this huge


wedge that’s driving us apart, and I don’t know 

how to fix it, you know. I wish I knew how to


fix...fix our marriage.

EXT. ST. MARY OF THE FRIARS-DAY

An establishing shot of St. Mary of the Friars.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Meanwhile, as the weeks tottered on, Amy had 


begun falling deeper and deeper in love with 



Alberto.

INT. ST. MARY OF THE FRIARS-SAME

Amy and Alberto hold hands as they walk around the Church. Amy smiles and throws Alberto tender glances.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



She had taken keen to the idea of being the 


lover of an exciting Venetian. A man who also 


cared very deeply for her. A man that she could


see herself being with.

EXT. CANAL-EARLY EVENING

The sun is setting as Alberto and Amy are being rowed down the canal in a gondola. Amy is warmly snuggled on Alberto’s shoulder.




AMY



You know, Alberto, I’ve really enjoyed these 


last few weeks with you.




ALBERTO



I’ve enjoyed them, too. You are the most 



exciting women I’ve ever been with.




AMY





(smiling)



Yeah.




ALBERTO



You are the most beautiful, intelligent, 



charming women. Any man would throw himself 


under a bus to be with you. I can see a 



wonderful future with you.




AMY



(laughs)



You really think so?




ALBERTO



Of course, I’m in love with you.

Amy, smiles, taking eagerly to the idea of a future with Alberto. She holds his cheek and kisses him.

EXT. ALBERTO’S SMALL HOUSE-SAME

Amy and Alberto walk up to the front of Alberto’s house holding hands.

INT. ALBERTO’S SMALL HOUSE/ BEDROOM-SAME

Amy, smoking a cigarette, lies naked next to Alberto on his bed underneath white sheet. The two have just made love.




ALBERTO



(sighing, tired)



Oh, Boy, you were really passionate. You were 


really into it.




AMY



Oh, wow, umm, I-I guess I try harder to please 


you.

Amy sits up with a displeased expression.




ALBERTO



You climaxed so loudly.

Alberto notices Amy’s expression. The camera focuses on Amy.




ALBERTO



(offscreen)



Hey, what’s, what’s, uh, what’s wrong.




AMY



(conflicted)



I don’t know, I just, I get very guilty every 


time we make love, because I’m...deceiving my 


husband, and he doesn’t deserve this.




ALBERTO



(offscreen)



Do you love your husband?




AMY



(without hesitation)



Yes, yes, very much so. He’s been there for me, 

and we’ve done so much together.




ALBERTO



(offscreen)



Are you in love with him?




AMY



No...I’m in love with you. No matter I try to


tell myself otherwise, I, I cant do it anymore. 




ALBERTO



I don’t wanna’ come between you and you’re 



husband. I mean, you should just work things 


out with him.




AMY



(overlapping)



But-but you already have; it’s irrevocable. But


I’m glad that you have because I’m-I’m truly, 


happy with you. I want to run away with you.




ALBERTO



It’s a dream.




AMY



It doesn’t have to be. We can, we can make it 


work. I-




(she stops and smiles)



Kiss me.

Alberto leans over and romantically kisses Amy.

EXT. VENICE BRIDGE-DAY

Nola, Cal, Amy, Graham, and Harry, in that order, are walking over a small bridge headed towards a restaurant. Cal is carrying a small strap-around bookbag.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



The following week, the group had decided to 


meet for lunch at a charming little restaurant


to discuss future plans for their last month in


Venice. And during the course of conversation, 



Harry had begun to tell his romance to a movie


star.




NOLA



Oh, no, no, I don’t like that dress.




AMY



Really, I thought it was pretty.




NOLA



Well, you know, we have different taste.




GRAHAM



Nola, how’s the movie shoot going?




NOLA



Great, actually, were, umm, were almost done 


with production. Another week or two.




HARRY



Jeez, how quickly time passes. I mean, we’ll be


leaving soon.




AMY



Cal, do you get jealous when she kisses all 


those handsome men in the movie so 



passionately.




CAL


No, I’m not the jealous type. I just go with 


the flow of things.




NOLA



(overlapping; gesturing)



Uh, let me tell you: Some of those scenes were 


anything but passionate to film. We shot em’


under a cold, wet rain machine.




HARRY



I can’t wait to see it.




AMY



So, okay, I think we should go through Sicily


before we leave, because I, you know, I’ve 


always wanted to go through the ruins where all


those plays took place, and be a thespian.

The group enters a restaurant terrace, which overlooks the canal.




GRAHAM



We can definitely make that happen, honey. I


mean, it shouldn’t be too hard with my 



connections.




AMY



Yeah.




NOLA



I’m really dying for a peach billini. I haven’t


eaten carbs or sugar in forever, because I get


so self-conscious when I get a job.




CAL



Oh, Nola, don’t fret, you’re perfect.




GRAHAM



You better say so, Cal, if you want to get 


lucky tonight.

The group laughs.




CAL



So true.




GRAHAM



You women get so self-consious when you’re 


already beautiful and perfect.

They all sit at an available table. Amy and Graham on one side, Nola and Cal on the other, and Harry on the end. The table has several empty wine glasses on it, and overlooks the water.




NOLA



This is a really beautiful view.




GRAHAM



I know, the travel guide suggested the



restaurant.

Cal sets down his bookbag while taking out a newspaper, which contains a photo of Harry and Penelope holding hands on the street. Cal holds it up for everyone to see.




CAL



So, apparently, Harry has a new, famous Lolita.

The group, with the exception of a smitten Harry, erupts with surprised gasps.




NOLA



Oh, my God, is that Penelope Santiago?




HARRY



Yes.




AMY



Harry?! You have a new girlfriend?




HARRY



No, I don’t not have a new girlfriend...I have 


a new lover, a new sex partner.




GRAHAM



Wow, this is certainly not the Harry I know.

A waitress pours a red Wine in each of the group’s glasses.




NOLA



(overlapping)



A new sex partner?




HARRY



Uh, yeah, I mean, that’s what I like to call


us. Although, I don’t really believe 



classifying relationships, which is, you know,


what I believe to be one of the reasons why I 


have so much women trouble.




NOLA



What do you mean? The pinpoint of your woman


plight is due to pigeonholing your 



relationships.




HARRY



(gesturing)

That’s exactly what I’m saying. Penelope is so free-willed and-and open to try anything. She’s


completely uninhibited. She’s opened me up creatively, as well. I consider her as-


(beat, smiles)

-the type of woman I’ve always wanted, but could never get.

They all look to Harry adoringly.




CAL



Wow, who knew dating an international 



celebrity could be so liberating. 

HARRY



(sipping Wine)



Those are my exact view on our relationship: 



Liberating. The pot that we like to smoke is 


also a sublime aspect of our sex life.




(throws hands up in 




air)




But en-enough about me. How, how has the trip


been going for you guys?




AMY



Well, I went on this amazing, amazing tour of 


Canals with a friend of mine.




NOLA



Oh, I just did that same tour.




AMY



You did?




NOLA



Yes, it was so amazing. I was astounded by-




GRAHAM



(to Amy)



-Who did you go with, honey?




NOLA



(overlapping)



-By just all the wonderful sites.




AMY



(to Graham)



Hmm?




GRAHAM



You said you were with someone when you went on


the tour. Who is this mysterious person?

The others continue talking while Graham and Amy have a sidechat.




AMY



Oh, umm, you know, just some, just some guy I


met.




GRAHAM



Who is he?




AMY



(defensively)



Just some Gondolier I met a few weeks ago.

The camera gradually closes up to Graham’s face; his expression is filled with an unknowing suspicion as Amy continues talking to the other group members.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Graham had experienced an uneasy feeling at the


concept of Amy exploring Venice with a man he 


had never met. He knew of the many romantic 


aspects of a city like Venice, and he 



felt uncomfortable about it, especially 



involving Amy.








CUT TO:

INT. VILLA/LIVING ROOM-DAY
Graham sits on a couch in the Villa’s living room. His demeanor has changed, less controlling more unkept now.




GRAHAM



(distraught)



I-I don’t know what the hell is going on with 


us. I think she’s cheating on me, but, but I 



can’t be sure. 

INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



What makes you think she’s cheating on you.




GRAHAM



(gesturing)



I don’t know...I mean, what the fuck is she 


doing with some random Italian lothario 



anyways.




INTERVIEWER

(offscreen)
Didn’t she say she was exploring Venice with him?




GRAHAM



Yeah, right, I bet they’re each other in a



Gondola right know.




(clasps his hands on his




head)



Oh, shit, I’m all fucked up. I don’t know what


I’m saying; I keep rationalizing. You know, I 


used to be very jealous in a relationship I 


once had with a beauty queen. I used to listen


to her calls all the time.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Do you think any of those old feelings of rage


and jealousy will flare up?




GRAHAM




Yes and no, I mean, how am I supposed to feel.


I-I-I really don’t, you know, it’s, it’s



difficult in a marriage sometimes. It’s hard to


put things in a lucid perspective when you’re-




(sighs, cont’d)




GRAHAM(cont’d)



Crazy about someone. Because love is not 



rational, it’s not logical; none of it’s



psychological. I keep trying to reason out our 


problems, and...it’s just not working.








CUT TO:

INT. PENELOPE’S HOTEL/KITCHEN

Penelope stands in front of the stove cooking stirring tomato sauce in a huge pot. We can hear the front door being opened.




HARRY



(offscreen)



I’m back!




PENELOPE



(shouting out, pouring pasta



sauce over bowl of pasta)



I’m in the kitchen! Dinner’s ready!

Harry walks into the kitchen to his beloved Penelope carrying a bottle of Wine. He sets the Wine on the counter next to Penelope. 




HARRY



Hi.




(he stands behind her 




kissing her neck)



I got the most expensive Wine I could fine.




PENELOPE



Thank you.




HARRY



Oh, you made dinner.




PENELOPE



I did, yes, a special one for us.




HARRY



(kissing neck)



I didn’t know you knew how to cook.




PENELOPE



I don’t know how to cook.

They laugh.




PENELOPE


I had some one of my aids teach me. I wanted to


make a special dinner for us. Can you pour two


glasses of Wine, and put it on the table, 



please.




HARRY



Of course. Hey, give me a kiss.

Penelope turns around and kisses Harry. Harry smiles, then moves over to a cabinet, takes out two glasses, and walks over to a nearby table, which is set up already with plates and forks, with the Wine and glasses, then sits down.




PENELOPE



(walking to the table



with bowl of pasta)



Today was so treacherous. I met with English 


journalist bitch, and all she wanted to talk 


about was my obstinate sex life, which an ex of


mine kindly discussed with the public.




HARRY



(pouring Wine)



Oh.




PENELOPE



(overlapping, sitting down



setting food on table)



So, what’s new, right.




HARRY



Wow, Penelope, that looks delicious. Oh, my


God, I’m gonna get fat because of you.




PENELOPE



(overlapping)



You like, you like.




HARRY



Are you kidding, I love this.




PENELOPE



Well, dig in.

Harry starts piling pasta on his plate. Penelope sips tentatively on the Wine.




HARRY



This looks divine. Splendid.




PENELOPE



This Wine is great. You have impeccable taste, 


Harry.




HARRY



(eating pasta)



Oh, well, I just got the most expensive one.

They sit in silence for a second while Penelope puts pasta on her plate.




PENELOPE


Oh, Harry, I forgot to tell you: I finished 


your book today.




HARRY



(excitedly)



You did?




PENELOPE


Yes, I, uh, I read it and I did enjoy it, but,


uh, I did have some criticisms. 




HARRY



Really. What did you not like about it?




PENELOPE



Nothing much, but, you know, it was lacking 


something.




HARRY



What was it lacking?




PENELOPE



It lacks a real spark, you know.




HARRY



What do you mean?




PENELOPE



(sits back with Wine)



Well, your main protagonist, Charlie, it 



doesn’t seem like he was thought out enough. I


mean, who is this man? Is he smart, is he sexy? 

Is he weak-willed? Does he have a cynical or 


optimistic view of the Universe? Does he smoke?


Is he perversed? Does he like kinky sex? Is he


straight, is he gay, is he bisexual? I mean, 


what do you know about this kind of person? Is 


he you secretly disguised? And then, his affair 

with Charlotte--it’s just implausible. He 


treats her so nastily, he’s so surly; they have


nothing in common, and she just falls for him. 


Is that your view on woman: their weak, 



benevolent, easily influenced. What are you


trying to say about Charlie? What’s his motive


for the things he does? What makes him tick?




HARRY



(a bit startled)



Oh, wow, huh.

PENELOPE
What’s the matter? Are you okay?

Harry gets an alarmed look on his face.




PENELOPE



Harry, sweetheart, you look like you’re gonna 



faint. 

HARRY



(sighs deeply)



Wow, no, um-




(clears throat)



I’m-I’m-I’m okay, I’m all right.

EXT. NARROW VENICE STREET-DAY

Cal and Isabella walk down the narrow streets holding hands.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Meanwhile, Cal and Isabella saw each other more


and more, and the two began to develop deep 


feelings for one another. 

Isabelle smiles and laughs at a joke Cal has just made.




ISABELLA



That’s very true.




CAL



I’m glad I’m able to make you laugh.




ISABELLA



Yeah.

There is a silence. Isabella looks at Cal thoughtfully.




ISABELLA



Cal.




CAL



Yes?




ISABELLA



What do you see us as?




CAL



Uh, what do you mean?




ISABELLA


(looking down)



Well, I mean, I know you’re married and all, 



but do you care for me; do you have any 



feelings for me that are deeper than sex?




CAL



(baffled)



What are you talking about? Of course I do. 



I...where is this coming from?




ISABELLA



I don’t know, just some feelings I’ve been


having.




(beat)



Do you think we could ever be together?

Cal looks at Isabella flabbergasted.




CAL



Well...do you mean leave my wife and be with 


you?




ISABELLA



Is it an option, I mean, I-I can’t just keep


going to bed with you, and not knowing where 


we’re going.

Cal looks ahead, thoughtfully, deep in thought. They stop walking.




CAL



(looks to Isabella)



Yes.




ISABELLA



What-what does that mean? Are you in love with 


me, do you wanna be with me.




CAL



Don’t...it’s a definitely a possibility. Just 


hang on with me, okay. Can you do that?

Isabella looks around hesitantly, and then nods.




ISABELLA



Yeah.




CAL



(holding her cheek)



Hey, hey, Isabella, look at me.

Isabella looks up at him. They press their foreheads together, and Cal says in a reassuring tone:




CAL



I love you.

He kisses her.








CUT TO:

INT. ALBERTO’S HOUSE/BEDROOM-NIGHT

Alberto and Amy are tightly embraced and our dancing to a romantic piano melody, which is being played on a small record player. Alberto’s room is very clean and tidy with wild artwork plastered on the walls.

Amy lays her head on Alberto’s chest; various red lights illuminate them. Amy looks up sweetly at Alberto.




AMY



Alberto.




ALBERTO



Yes, my love.

She lays her head back down on him.




AMY


Sometimes, I, I feel like I could just run away with you.




ALBERTO



Yeah.




AMY

I feel like myself with I’m with you. I don’t 


have to put up any false pretenses with you. If I could run away with you, I would do it in a heartbeat.







ALBERTO



Why does it have to be a dream? I mean, if it’s


what your heart desires, then just go for it. 




AMY



But do you share the same feelings as I do?




ALBERTO



(without vacillation;



keenly)



Absolutely. I have no tenacity when it comes to 

my feelings for you. I have been in love with 


you for so long, but I’ve been weary to really 


move ahead with us because of your marriage.




AMY



(ambivalent but steadfast)

This is...this is totally the right thing for me, now. I’ve never really been happy with Graham. It’s been nice but, you know, placid, boring. Maybe now I can, I can finally summon my resolve and leave Graham.




ALBERTO



Are you sure you can do this?




AMY



Yeah. There’s no doubt in my mind now. No



doubt.

INT. VILLA/ KITCHEN-DAY

Graham stands in the frustrated. He balls his fists up in frustration.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Graham had become increasingly distrustful of


Amy.

Graham pours himself a big glass of vodka and downs it.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



He kept trying to fervently keep himself in 



check, but his attempts were becoming futile.

CUT TO: Graham sitting next to the front door of the Villa.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



The idea of infidelity was a foreign one to 


Graham: both his parents had been happily 



married for thirty years, and he couldn’t bear 


the idea of Amy being unfaithful.

The front door is heard opening, and Amy enters the Villa.




GRAHAM



Amy.




AMY



(walking past Graham, then



stopping)



Oh, Christ, you scared me. 

She walks offscreen towards the kitchen. Graham stands up and walks to the kitchen doorway, leaning against it.




GRAHAM



Amy, Amy, I-

Amy rushes out of the kitchen with a glass of water almost bumping into Graham. Graham begins to follow her as she 

arranges magazines on a table in the living room.




GRAHAM



-Need to talk to you.




AMY



Really?




GRAHAM



Yes, umm, you-




AMY



(stands up towards



Graham)



About what?




GRAHAM



(gesturing)



Look, I-I don’t, I don’t wanna, you know, throw 

around accusations, but, uh-




AMY



What are you trying to say, Graham?




GRAHAM



Umm, are you cheating on me, Amy?




AMY



(baffled; trying to put 



up a façade)



What?

Brief silence.




GRAHAM



(coming on stronger)



Have you been having an affair?!




AMY



No-




GRAHAM



(overlapping)



-Just tell me the goddamn truth, all right! 


Don’t lie to me.




AMY



No, I-I’m-I’m not cheating on you? Why are you


asking me this?! God, I can’t believe this, 


this is insane!

Amy walks around Graham for an offscreen door with a bottle of pills.




GRAHAM



Hey, would you just stop and-and listen to me 


for a second!

Amy stops and turns around with a frightened expression. Graham moves closer to Amy.




AMY



What?




GRAHAM



Where have you been all this time? I mean-




(shakes his head uncertainly,




almost crying)



What-why-what-what is going on between us? 



I--have you been sleeping with another man?




AMY



No, what the hell is wrong with you?




GRAHAM



Why don’t I believe you?




AMY



(popping pills; drinking water)



How the hell should I know?! I just came from


a-an art show. 




GRAHAM



I hate to be like this, but-




AMY



(shouting)



So, why are you being like this?!




GRAHAM



(emotional)



Because, because I’m scared about us! I feel 


our marriage crumbling away! It’s like I know 


you’re slipping away, and there’s nothing I can


do about it. 

Amy stares at Graham tentatively.




AMY



Oh, Graham.

Amy walks over to Graham and hugs, consoling him. Graham responds receptively.




AMY



I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I don’t mean to hurt you.

EXT. OUTSIDE CAFÉ-DAY

Amy sits outside café looking towards an offscreen interviewer. 




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



So, what made you decide against the idea of 


telling Graham about your affair?

Amy looks down, then back up with a stream of tears coming from her eyes.




AMY



I-I couldn’t tell him. He was so distraught, 


and I felt so guilty. You know, I’ve done 


something I didn’t think I had in me. I looked


at the fear in his eyes and...I just couldn’t 


do it.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Do you think you’ll ever leave Graham?




AMY



I don’t know.




(wipes her eyes 






with her thumb)



I don’t know, it’s not fair to him.




INTERVIEWER


(offscreen)



But is it fair to you?

Amy looks up uncertainly, unable to answer the question, trying to move on.




AMY



I can’t, I can’t do this to Graham. He doesn’t


deserve this. He married me in good faith.




(beat; still teary, gesturing)



You know, I...I visited this church the other 


day, and, umm, it reminded me of my upbringing


a little, you know, because, uh, because my 


parents raised me devoutly Catholic, very 

austerely, but I could never genuinely make a connection with the faith. But the other day when I was in this church, I had this sparse, sporadic feeling of solitude of just aloneness with my thoughts and feelings about what I want for myself. And as much as I try to rationalize my way out, I know the answer to what I want, and I keep trying to ignore it, but I cant anymore.

EXT. FENICE THEATRE-DAY

An establishing shot of the famous theatre.

INT. FENICE THEATRE-SAME

A woman sings loudly in Italian onstage. A male actor watches her, and then, himself, starts singing. The camera gradually pans out to the audience to find two equal passions erupting:

Cal and Isabella, ignoring the opera onstage, are passionately making out and kissing amongst the audience, while the audience members ignore them.

INT. VILLA-DAY

The front door of the Villa opens and Isabella and Cal stumble in while kissing. They close the front door and, while kissing, make their way to a nearby coat closet. Isabella begins to tear off the buttons of Cal’s white shirt, then Cal does vice versa to Isabella.

Suddenly, we hear several indistinct voices talking, one of them being Nola. Cal looks over his hearing the voices stricken with panic. They are only obscured from view because of the




CAL



Oh, shit.




ISABELLA



What-what’s wrong?




CAL



(turned around)



Oh, my God, oh, my God, my wife.




ISABELLA


What?




CAL


(panicked; gesturing)



My wife, my wife! Oh, I didn’t know she was 


here. You gotta get out of here?




ISABELLA



What are you talking about? I thought you said


she was filming or something.

The voices are becoming clearer and closer to Cal and Isabella.




CAL



(swiftly)



Yeah, I thought so, too. Look, you gotta-




(looks to the closet)



Why don’t you go in the closet.




ISABELLA



What are you, nuts? 

Cal opens the closet door and holds Isabella’s arm.




CAL



Yeah, come on, get-get-get in the closet, 


please.




ISABELLA

             (overlapping)


I’m not some goddamn tool, you know.




CAL



(gesturing)



Please, get in. Isabella, come in, get in.

Nola can be seen with two men, one surly looking, the other business looking, and an attractive woman around the corner walking closer and closer towards Cal and Isabella.




ISABELLA



This is nuts.




CAL



Get in, please.

Isabella obliges and walks into the closet filled with jackets. Cal quickly closes the door and desperately tries to button his shirt, but Nola and her group bump into him.




NOLA



Oh, hi, Cal. I thought I heard the door open.

CAL



(nervously, buttoning)



H-h-hi.




NOLA



(gestures to shirt)



What are you doing?

The group around Nola watches Cal, talking amongst themselves about him in Italian.




CAL



Oh, I was, uh, I was, I was, you know, just 


buttoning this button that was slightly skewed-




NOLA



-What are you doing here? I thought you were at 

the Opera.




CAL



(overlapping)



-And it was bothering me. Yeah, I did go to the


Opera, yes, but, you know, it ended so-




NOLA



-Oh.




CAL



But who are these wonderful people here?




NOLA



Oh, umm, I’m sorry, uh-




(refers to surly looking




male friend)



This one of the producers on the film, Carlo. 

Cal and Carlo shake hands.




CARLO



Hi.




CAL



Hi.




NOLA



This is our assistant director, Pedro. And this


is one of my costars, Lucia. Umm, and this is


my husband, Cal.

Cal each of their hands, and they ad-lib hellos.




CAL



So, where are you going? 




NOLA



We were gonna go have lunch.




CAL



Okay. Enjoy.




NOLA



Okay.

Nola walks towards the closet.




CAL



What are you, what are you doing?




NOLA



(slightly laughing)



I’m getting my jacket. What’s wrong with you?




CAL



You don’t need a jacket, honey. It’s-it’s-it’s



pretty warm outside. Tepid.




NOLA



Really, ‘cause it feels kind of nippy in here.




CAL



I’m telling you: It’s gorgeous, beautiful, warm


weather. You don’t need a coat.

CU-Isabella stands uncomfortably in the dark coat closet with a frustrated expression. 








CUT TO:

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF VILLA-LATER
Isabella storms swiftly down the street in a semblance of rage with Cal following her. She is smoking a cigarette.




ISABELLA



(angrily)



You said you were gonna leave her.




CAL



I am going to leave her, Isabella.




ISABELLA


Oh, bullshit, so why was I hiding in a closet!




CAL



Because, you know, I’m-I’m going to tell her. 


You just have to give me some time. 




ISABELLA



I can’t wait forever, you know. This is my 



life, too. I can’t wait around forever! I’m 


not, I’m not some tool.




CAL



I know you’re not. I know, I’m just confused,


and I’m just trying to take it step by step.




ISABELLA



I can’t believe you had me in a closet.

Cal grabs Isabella’s arm and stops her.




CAL



Hey, stop, stop, for a minute. 




ISABELLA



What?




CAL



(grasping both of



Isabella’s arms)



Listen, this isn’t easy for me. Now, I know 


this is twice as hard for you, but just hold 


on, all right. Can you do that for me?

Looking away from Cal, Isabella nods.




ISABELLA



I just wanna’ know something’s gonna’ happen. 




CAL



Something is going to happen. Soon--I promise. 


Okay.

Cal hugs Isabella.




CAL



Are you okay?




ISABELLA


Yeah, yeah, I’m fine, it’s just, you know, I’m-




(sighs, poignant)



I’m alone and I feel like I’m gonna go nuts 


here. 




CAL



You’re not alone. 

He kisses her.








CUT TO:

INT. PENELOPE’S HOTEL/ BEDROOM-NIGHT

Harry lies asleep in Penelope’s messy bedroom. The door to the bedroom revealing Penelope coming in. Harry sits up and turns on a lamp next to him. Penelope shuts the door.




HARRY



Hi.




PENELOPE



(taking off earrings)



Hi.

She walks inside the nearby bathroom, turning the lights on.




HARRY



Did you just get in?




PENELOPE

(from bathroom)
Yes, Guido had a perpetually annoying problem with the camera lenses so shooting ran later than expected.


HARRY



(sitting up in bed)



Oh, you know, Penelope, I-I had dreamt about


you last night.




PENELOPE



(from bathroom)



Really? Was it a good dream or a nightmare?




HARRY



It was a very erotic dream.




PENELOPE



Men always seem to have erotic dreams about me.

Penelope steps out of the bathroom dressed in a silk, form fitting, cream colored negliche. She stands in front of the bed, the light from the lamp and an open window hitting her just right.




HARRY



Wait.




PENELOPE



What?




HARRY



(gestures)



Stop right there. Don’t move.




PENELOPE



Why.

Harry retrieves a small notebook and pen from the nightstand next to him.




PENELOPE



What are you doing, Harry?




HARRY



(writing in the notebook)



She stands forcefully in front of the bedpost 


wearing a silk negliche. Her supple breasts 


emerge as the winners in the war of the



negliche. 




PENELOPE



(overlapping)



What are you doing?




HARRY



Her gorgeous black hair is illuminated through


the night-lights. 




PENELOPE



What are you doing?




HARRY

You are my inspiration, Penelope Santiago. I’m using your intelligence and your beauty to help inspire me.




PENELOPE



(smiling)



Oh, shut up.

Penelope jumps into the bed, and begins to make out with Harry. The two are the happiest couple you could imagine.

EXT. GONDOLA/ CANAL-DAY

Harry sits in a gondola looking towards our offscreen interviewer.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



How has your relationship with Penelope changed 

you as an artist and as a person?




HARRY



(glowing about the thought



of talking about Penelope)



Well, Penelope is...she’s my muse. I mean, 


before her my writing was derivative and vague,


you know, and, uh, she’s changed my whole,


whole outlook, my whole perception of love and


relationships. I’m still the same cynical old 


bastard, but Penelope means so much to me now 


that it’s hard not to look at things with 


optimism and joy.




INTERVIEWER


(offscreen)



Do you think that kind of passion can be 



sustained forever?

Harry ponders the question.




HARRY



No, probably not, but that’s why you have to 


work on relationships: So it doesn’t get dull 


and monotonous.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Is she gonna’ come back to New York with you 


when you leave.




HARRY



Well, we haven’t discussed that yet--I 



certainly hope so. I would love her to come 


back, or maybe I would go to Spain with her. 


Who knows.








CUT TO:

INT. VILLA/ HALLWAY-NIGHT

Graham storms angrily and nervously through the hallway. An overpowering string melody plays on the soundtrack as Graham enters a bedroom.

INT. VILLA BEDROOM-SAME

Graham slams the bedroom door shut, and walks over to a closet, opening it, then throwing a number of items behind him looking for something. Uncontent, Graham moves over to a dresser and rips open the drawers.

He grabs jewelry, small perfume boxes, and other small items, mostly throwing them on the bed behind him. After opening nearly every drawer, Graham turns around with an upset expression. He walks around the bed and drops to the ground.

He picks up a huge, black suitcase and throws it on the bed. He casually unzips it as if it’s his. Bras, panties, clothes fall out of the suitcase as Graham goes through it. Also, a small picture falls onto the bed, unnoticed by Graham.   

Graham steadily stands with his hands on his hips disappointed for not finding what he wanted. Defeated. Until: Graham looks over the suitcase and notices the picture. He glares at it lying on the bed confused for a second, and then picks it up.

CUT TO: Close shot of the picture in Graham’s hand. It’s a picture of Amy and Alberto smiling in front of a canal. It seems like a tourist took it.

Graham’s shell-shocked expression hardly describes the amount of mixed emotions he experiencing right now: jealousy, rage, anger, humiliation, hurt, crestfallen, and ambivalence just to name a few. 

He runs his hand over his head, and then throws the picture down. He then walks back over to the opposite side of the bed for the closet. Graham rips open the closet violently, searches it, and then pulls out a pistol, cocking it, then walks out of the bedroom.

INT. VILLA/ BEDROOM-LATER THAT NIGHT

Nola lies in bed reading a book wearing glasses, but not taking away her sexiness. Cal, coming from the bathroom and wearing just boxers, sits on the edge of the bed opposite from Nola with his back to her.

Nola closes the book, takes off her glasses, and looks over to Cal. Cal’s diffident expression is unseen to Nola, but she feels it.




NOLA



Honey.

He doesn’t respond.




NOLA



Cal, honey.




CAL



Yes?




NOLA



Is something wrong?




CAL



No...no nothings wrong.




NOLA



You can tell me, Cal. You don’t have to hide 


anything from me.

Nola sits up in the bed and moves behind Cal.




CAL


I’m not hiding anything, honey.




NOLA



You’ve been so distant and-and-and moody 



lately. What’s wrong?




CAL



Nothing, nothing. I’m just, I’m just tired,



that’s all. 




NOLA


Don’t lie to me.




CAL



I’m not lying to you. 




NOLA



Then what is going on with you. We make love 


less and less, you’ve become more evasive and I


feel like were drifting apart. 




(beat)



Are you dissatisfied in our marriage?




CAL



What?! No! No! That’s ridiculous! That’s a



ridiculous notion! 

Nola lies back down on the bed, frustrated.




NOLA



I don’t know. I don’t know what to do anymore.


I’ve-I’ve tried everything. I can’t connect


with my own husband anymore. Our marriage is a


lie.

Cal turns around and faces Nola.




CAL



Oh, God, Nola, come on, don’t worry. There is


nothing wrong with us. It’s just I’m getting a


little sad that we’ll be leaving Venice soon. 


I’m just a little sad, that’s all.




NOLA



Are you sure?




CAL



Yes.

INT. VILLA/ LIVING ROOM-MORNING

Cal sits stoically in a chair.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Have you made a decision on whether or not you


want to be with Nola or Isabella?




CAL



Oh, God, oh, my God, I-I-I don’t know. I don’t


know what to do about that.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



But you told Isabella you would leave Nola for


her.




CAL


I know, I know that. I know, but, I mean, I 


can’t hurt Nola. I can’t do that to her. She’s


been nothing but faithful to me. She’s been


there every step of the way with me, you know,


through my career, every endeavor has been with


her. She’s supported me--I can’t do this--I 



can’t break her heart like this.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Is Nola the one your really in love with?




CAL


I don’t know anymore. You know, I used to have


very set plans for my life, and now it’s all


over the place. And I think some of illogical 



and fallacious stems from my parents.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



How so?




CAL



Well, my parents were crack addicts when I was


growing up, and I was raised in a very, very 



unstable and unhinged atmosphere. And despite 


my best efforts, their habits and 



idiosyncrasies rubbed off on me.  




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



But, even so, you managed to pull yourself out


of harsh conditions. I mean, you graduated from


Yale, and you’re a successful businessman with


a flair for music.




CAL



Yeah, well, I guess it’s my own screwed up 


psyche.

EXT. VENICE STREET-DAY

GRAHAM’S POV: Amy and Alberto hold hands and romantically connect as Graham stands across a canal. Neither of the two lovebirds sees Graham staring at them or his furious and desperate expression.








CUT TO:

INT. VILLA/ AMY’S BEDROOM-DAY

Amy sits passively in her bed reading a book. Her front door wide open. As she reads and looks out of a nearby open window, her thoughts begin to pour out.




AMY



(thinking, speaking to the



Interviewer)



I had very surreal experiences as a child 


growing up dealing with love. A boyfriend, when


I was in high school, once told me that I would


always be in love with something or someone and


that I fall too deep. He said that it’s not


actual emotional love, but more of a passion 


for a symmetrical well-being.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Did you believe him? I mean you were just 



teenagers at the time.




AMY



(thinking)



He was very precocious, and he knew what he was


talking about. And he was somewhat right. I’m 


all cerebral, you know. I think I want the 


stability of a lucid, complacent relationship, 



but my heart just doesn’t want to go in that 


direction. I-I crave passion, and I have come


realize, Graham just doesn’t do that for me. He


doesn’t fulfill my sexual urges and needs, 


which is probably more of my fault, but I have


to figure it out.

There is a knock on the wall. Amy, coming back to reality, turns her head and sees Cal standing in the doorway.




CAL



Hi.




AMY



(softly)



Hi.

Cal enters the room standing near the door.




CAL



What are you doing?




AMY



Umm, I-I-I’m just reading some Tolstoy.




CAL



Oh. Well, I’m gonna head out. Can I get you 


anything?




AMY



Oh, no, no, thank you, though. 




CAL



Okay.

Cal turns around, beginning to leave, but stops and turns back around to Amy.




CAL



Uh, Amy, umm, are...are you okay?




AMY



Yeah, I’m-I’m fine. I’m okay. Do I look unwell


or something.




CAL



No, it’s just...never mind. All right. I’ll see 



you later.




AMY



Bye.

Cal exits the room, shutting the door behind him, leaving Amy as she lights a cigarette.

The film cuts to Cal walking down a set of stairs. He walks down cool and calmly into the living room. He stops at a table, picks up a wristwatch, and puts it on. He walks to a closet, picks up a coat, puts it on, and then exits the villa through the front door.

EXT. VILLA/ FRONT ENTRANCE-SAME

Cal closes the front door and begins heading towards the street. As he edges toward the street, out of nowhere, Isabella bursts in front of Cal angrily, destructive.




ISABELLA



(screaming; irate)



Where have you been, where have you been!




CAL



(caught off guard;



overlapping)



Oh, Jesus, oh, my God. What are you doing 



here, Isabella?!




ISABELLA



Where have you been! You haven’t returned any


of my calls! Where the hell were you!




CAL



(holding Isabella)



Oh, my God, Isabella, would you calm down?! 


Would you calm down, damnit!




ISABELLA



(crying; screaming; 



gesturing)



Where have you been! I called you a thousand 


goddamn times! You said you were gonna leave 


her! You said you were gonna tell her about us!




CAL



Would you calm down, for Christ’s sake! Would 


you calm down!




ISABELLA

            (overlapping)


No, no, I won’t calm down! Is she here? 




(gestures up to the




Villa)



Is that bitch up there?! Is she up there?!




CAL



No--uh—wait!




ISABELLA



I wanna speak to her!

The film cuts to Amy’s bedroom who, hearing the commotion, puts her book down, stands up, and walks over to the window. She looks outside seeing Cal and Isabella arguing intensely. 




ISABELLA



(screaming)



I can’t live like this, I cant-I cant-




CAL



Isabella, stop, okay, just stop, please. Now,


listen, I am going to tell her, I am. Just give


me some time.




ISABELLA



You said that three weeks ago, and you’re still


with her!




CAL



It’s going to happen.

Isabella tightly clenches her hand to her forehead. Passer Byers stare at them.




ISABELLA



Oh.




(in Italian)



This is bullshit! You’re nothing but a selfish


pig!




CAL



 (overlapping)



What are you saying?




ISABELLA



(in English)



You told me you were in love with me! Were you


lying when you said that?!




CAL



No, I’m, Isabella, I love you. I’m just...I’m


not ready yet. Just come with me, okay. Come 



on.

Cal wraps his arm around a crying Isabella, and the pair walks away from the house. Cal turns around and sees Amy looking out from the window. Amy gives a nonjudgmental glance, while Cal gives a fearful glance.

INT. VILLA/ KITCHEN-NIGHT

Cal stands in front the sink washing dishes.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Later, that night after dinner, a dinner which 



Graham was mysteriously absent from, Amy 



decided to have a word with Cal.

Amy, wearing an apron, walks into frame next to Cal.




AMY



Can I help you dry the dishes?




CAL



Yeah. Of course.

Graham hands Amy dishes and she dries them. There is a cold, long, awkward silence.




AMY



Cal.




CAL



Yes.




AMY



Are you cheating on Nola?

Cal drops to the sink counter in immense anguish.




CAL



(through stifled tears)



Yes.

Amy turns away in anger then looks back to Cal.




AMY



Why?

Cal stands up and sighs.




CAL



I can’t think of a logical answer to that 



question. I can’t change my ways, I can’t 


reason my heart.




AMY



Who is she?




CAL



She’s a translator. 




(beat)



It started very casually at a party, and then


one thing led to another, and before I knew it, 



I was telling her I was in love with her. I was


saying things to satisfy her and satisfy me.




AMY



Are you planning on leaving Nola?




CAL



I...I don’t think I could do that. I’ve done 


too many selfish things to Nola already, I just


can’t, I can’t do this to her. And I don’t know


how to get out of this. 

There is an intense, lingering pause.




CAL



I knew when you saw me earlier today-




(sighs)



I knew you might tell Nola.




AMY



I haven’t, and I don’t plan on doing so, 



either. Because I’m not really one to talk.




CAL



What do you mean?




AMY



I’m contemplating leaving Graham for another 



man.

Cal looks up in astonishment. She’s not the woman he has known all these years.




AMY



A more exciting man.




CAL



Amy, I’m shocked.




AMY



I’ve been so bored with Graham for years. And


I’ve fallen in love with an incredibly exciting


Gondolier who shares my feelings, and who is 


also able to fulfill all of my sexual fantasies


and perversions. 




CAL



I don’t even know what to say. You’re in love 


with another man?




AMY



Yes...and I’m tired of trying to fight that 


feeling. I just, I wanna be free of-of all the


constraints and barriers that are holding me 


away from being truly happy. Truly in love. 


A counterintuitive love. 




CAL



(puts hands up)



This is so...this is unbelievable. It’s like 


another person came and took you over. It’s 


crazy.




AMY



Well, life is short, and often painful, but 


it’s the unpredictable joys that give us 



happiness. Irrational pleasures.




CAL



Boy, we-we are really in a bind, aren’t we?




AMY



I don’t think so. Not anymore, at least. I


think I’ve finally figured out what I want.

INT. VENICE CAFÉ-DAY

Harry sits in the café waiting patiently for Penelope. From the window, Harry can see Penelope coming towards and entering the restaurant. Penelope enters the café and a waiter shows gestures toward Harry.

She walks over to the table; Harry gets up and greets her warmly.




PENELOPE



Hi.




HARRY



(kissing Penelope)



Hello.

Harry pulls out the chair for her and she sits down.




PENELOPE



Thank you.

Harry sits back down across from her. A waiter stands in front of their table.




WAITER



(in Italian)



Can I get you something to drink?




HARRY



(baffled)



What?




PENELOPE


Drinks, Harry.




HARRY



Oh, umm, your finest Pinot Red Wine.




PENELOPE



(in Italian; to the waiter)



He wants the finest Pinot Red Wine, and I’ll


have a bellini. 




WAITER



Thank you.

The Waiter walks away.




HARRY



Wow, I didn’t know you speak Italian.




PENELOPE



I don’t. I only know how to order drinks, and


say “get lost, loser.”

Harry laughs.




HARRY



So, I invited you to drinks today, because I 


wanna, I wanna talk to you about us.




PENELOPE



Oh.




HARRY



You know, I’ll...I’ll be leaving Venice next 


week.




PENELOPE



I know. I leave Venice in two weeks.




HARRY



What-




(sighs)



-What, what happens to us?




PENELOPE


Well, I thought about it, and I don’t want to-




(beat)



I don’t want to lose you.




HARRY



(happily, smiling with



relief)



Really.




PENELOPE




Yes. I feel differently with you. You’re not 


like the gorgeous imbeciles that I usually go 


out with.




HARRY



Oh, God, that is such relief, because, you


know, I’ve been going this over and over in my 


head worried that you wouldn’t share my same 


feelings.




PENELOPE



You’re different. I feel a much deeper



connection with you. You are my soul mate, and


I am profoundly in love with you.




HARRY



‘Cause of how deep I can go.

PENELOPE



(with a dirty look on 



her face)



Shut up.

There is a silence as Harry stares sweetly at Penelope.




HARRY



I want you to move to New York with me.

Penelope contemplates this.




PENELOPE



Well, as much as I would love to move to New 


York with you, I have a really busy schedule 


right now.




HARRY



So, I’ll wait for you. I’ll do anything for 


you.




PENELOPE



Only if you promise that after I come home to


New York after two months of premieres around 


the world, you’ll welcome me with a glass of 


Wine and a snuggle next to a warm fireplace.

Harry laughs.




HARRY



You can guarantee that.

The film irises out, and irises back up to:

EXT. FIELD-DAY

Graham stands in a vast open field holding a gun in his hand. A loud, dramatic Opera track plays on the soundtrack. The camera zooms in on Harry’s stressed and gloomy expression. 

INT. VILLA/ BEDROOM-NIGHT

Graham sits on the edge of the bed pouring himself a glass of Wine. Amy nervously enters the bedroom.




AMY



Oh, Graham, I was looking for you. What are you


doing in here drinking?

Amy sits down on the bed next to Graham. Graham downs the glass of Wine.




GRAHAM



I’m just, uh, I’m just thinking about things.


Amy, we need to talk.

AMY



Yeah, I, I need to talk to you about something,


and, Graham, this is not gonna be easy.




GRAHAM



Amy, listen to me. I-




AMY



(gesturing)



-Graham, wait, let me go first, because this


is, you know, this is very, very important.




GRAHAM



Okay.




AMY



(clears her throat)



Umm, I-I wish there was an easier to tell you


this. I’ve been trying to think of a simpler 


solution to this, and I know-




GRAHAM



(somber)



-Who is he?




AMY



(turns stunned to



Graham)



What?




GRAHAM



(bitter)



Who have you been fucking?

Amy stands up anxiously and stands near the door. 




AMY



How did you know?




GRAHAM



I found a picture of you two.




(beat)



I found a picture of you in the arms of a 


handsome man. I saw you smiling, happy.




AMY



Oh, God, Graham, I don’t know what to say.

Graham stands up defiantly and circles around the bed.




GRAHAM



(gesturing)



What can you say? I mean, what can you possibly 

say that’ll rectify what you did.




AMY



I’m leaving you.

Graham turns around completely flabbergasted.




GRAHAM



Are you kidding me?

Amy walks into frame in front of Graham.




AMY



I can’t live like this anymore, Graham. I can’t


do it! I can’t pretend anymore, I can’t put up


this façade anymore and pretend that I’m happy-




(beat)



Because I am not happy. I’m living in this 


marriage, our marriage, bored and unhappy. And


I’ve met a wonderful man who cares for me and-




GRAHAM



(screaming, livid)



Amy, how do you expect to react to something 


like that!




AMY



I don’t know, I don’t know! I just--I don’t



know how to go about doing this.




GRAHAM



Are you leaving me for some goddamn seductive, 



pensive, left wing artist?

Amy circles around the bed. Graham follows her as they stand behind the door in front of the bed.




AMY



It doesn’t matter; It doesn’t make a 



difference, Graham. I need to break free of our


marriage, and try something different. I’m just


suffocating here.




GRAHAM



Yeah, so, so what about me? What happens to me?




AMY



Oh, Graham, I’m sorry. I-I-I know I’m being a


selfish...a selfish, terrible bitch, but I have


to do this.

Graham sits on the front of the bed.




GRAHAM



(emotional)



This is, you know, you have to work on a



marriage. Things aren’t, things aren’t gonna be



perfect and, you know, a-a-a-a bed of roses all


the time.

Amy sits down next to Graham.




AMY



I know that. I know there’s gonna be festered



wounds, but-




GRAHAM



I want to meet him; I want to meet the son of a 

bitch who’s trying to steal my wife.




AMY



Graham, come on.




GRAHAM



(gesturing)



No! No! No, Amy, this the least you can do for 


me! You owe me this much.

INT. ISABELLA’S APARTMENT-NIGHT

Isabella is letting in Cal into her apartment. Isabella closes the door as Cal pours himself a glass of Bourbonin the living room.




ISABELLA



So, what’s happening? Have you told her yet?




CAL


(swallowing Bourbon)



No.

Isabella storms irately past Cal and picks up a pill bottle behind him on a table.  




ISABELLA



Oh, Jesus, Cal, you haven’t told her yet!




CAL



No, I haven’t, but-




ISABELLA



(swallowing pills)



So, then, what the hell are you doing here?! I


told you I didn’t want to see you until 



everything was done, and we could be together.




CAL



(gesturing)



Yes, Isabella, I know what you said. Look, I 


came here to tell you that I’m going to do it 


tonight. I am going to tell Nola about us 


tonight.




ISABELLA



Wow, where have I heard this before.

Cal moves in front of Isabella.




CAL



I’m serious. I’m doing it tonight.

Isabella looks up at Cal, excited, exclaimed expression.




ISABELLA



Are you sure?




CAL



Yes. Tonight.




ISABELLA



(her mood elevates greatly)



Oh, this is good. This is a good thing.

Isabella gives Cal a weary smile. 

INT. VILLA/ LIVING ROOM-NIGHT

Cal enters the living room. Nola sits on a couch reading a magazine. Cal stands in front of her almost with a strange authority.




NOLA



Oh, Cal.




CAL



Nola--

 


NOLA



--Where were you? We were supposed to have 


dinner at the Ritz.




CAL



(sitting next to Nola)



I need to talk to you. I need to talk to you 


about something.




NOLA



What do you want to talk to me about?

Cal sighs deeply.




CAL



I-I-I’ve-




(beat)



I’ve been putting much thought into...into.




(beat)



Oh...oh, God, what am I doing?

Cal has a pained expression and is almost crying.




NOLA



Honey, Cal, what are you, what are you trying


to say?

Cal looks up nothing.

CAL



(ambivalent)



Nothing.




(stands up)



I gotta, I gotta.

Cal turns around walks offscreen towards a hallway. Nola turns around, concerned.




NOLA



Cal! Cal! What’s wrong! Where are you going?!

Nola stands up and begins to a long gone Cal.

INT. VILLA/ BATHROOM-SAME

Cal enters the very white bathroom. He slams the door shut. He sobs wildly and begins pacing around the bathroom, and violently smacks products off of the sink.

INT. VILLA/ DOWNSTAIRS-SAME

Nola stands at the bottom of the staircase.




NOLA



Cal! Cal!

She begins to walk swiftly up the stairs.




NOLA



Cal!

INT. VILLA/ BATHROOM-SAME

Cal crumbles down sobbing on the toilet seat. His passions for Isabella are beginning to overwhelm him. He can’t leave Nola. He just can’t. He grabs a pair off scissors off the sink, points it towards his wrists contemplating suicide, but eventually throws them on the ground.

INT. VILLA/ UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

Nola walks frantically from the stairway down the hallway.




NOLA



Cal! Cal, where are you?

Nola walks down the hallway.




NOLA



Cal!

Nola hears sobbing in a bathroom to her right. She turns quickly, then moves to the door pounding on it furiously.




NOLA



Cal! Open the door!

INT. VILLA/ BATHROOM-SAME

Cal sits on the toilet seat looking ahead hearing Nola. He’s still sobbing.

NOLA



(offscreen, from outside)



Cal, open this door! What’s wrong! Honey, why 


are acting so foolishly!




CAL



Nothing. Nothing is wrong.

INT VILLA/ OUTSIDE BATHROOM-SAME

Nola desperately tries to open the door to no avail.




NOLA



(weeping)



Cal...Is it me? Is it our marriage? Why-




(looks down; unsure)



What am I doing to make you resent me? Cal, 


please open the door and talk to me. Cal!

INT. VILLA/ BATHROOM-SAME

Cal looks up discreetly.




CAL



Nola, please, there is nothing wrong. I just 


need to sit in here, and get my thoughts 



together, all right. I’m okay.

INT. VILLA/ DOWNSTAIRS FRONT ENTRANCE-LATER

Amy opens the front door and Alberto stands in the doorway with a smile.




AMY



Hi. Come in.

Alberto enters the Villa.




ALBERTO



Hello.

Amy closes the door.




ALBERTO



Who was the blonde woman that I just saw 



leaving?




AMY



What?

They stand in front of the doorway.




ALBERTO



There was a blonde woman storming out of here


a-




AMY



-Oh, it was probably Nola.




ALBERTO



(overlapping)



-A second ago.




AMY



She said she had to go somewhere. I don’t know.




ALBERTO



Oh.




AMY



Listen, umm, Graham is upstairs, so were just


gonna go upstairs and talk this out with him, 


okay.




ALEBRTO



Do you think this is the best idea for me to go


up and meet him?




AMY



It probably isn’t, but I owe Graham this. I 


have to do this for him.




ALBERTO



Okay, if you say so.




AMY



Come on.




(they begin walking




towards a downstairs bedroom)



He’s in our bedroom; it’s this way.

INT. BEDROOM-SAME

Graham sits on a bed with a hurt expression. After a minute or so, the bedroom door opens, and Amy and Alberto enter. Graham looks up towards them.




AMY



Graham. Graham. Graham, this is-this is 



Alberto, my-my-




(struggling to classify her and




Alberto)

Graham stands up enraged.




GRAHAM



(extremely hostile)



Oh, so you’re the son a bitch who’s been



fucking my wife.




AMY



Graham, stop it. You don’t need to be vulgar.




ALBERTO



Sir, I know this is probably extremely 



difficult for you-




GRAHAM



Shut up! Shut the hell up! I don’t wanna hear


anything from you! Not a word. You know what.

Graham turns and walks around the bed, and begins fishing in a small bag.




AMY



(walks over to Graham)



Graham, we are here to talk about-




GRAHAM



(sifting through bag)



Talk about what? Talk about how you lied and 


deceived me.




AMY



No. Were-

Suddenly, Graham pulls out a pistol and points it steadfast towards Alberto. He shakes heavily while sitting on the ground holding the gun.




AMY



(frightened)



Oh, my God, Graham!

Alberto mutters something indistinctly in Italian.




AMY



Graham, what are you doing?!




GRAHAM



(overlapping; crying)



You think I want this shit, huh! Do you think I


wanna do this! You think you can just fuck my 


wife, steal her away, and just get away with 


it!




AMY



Graham, stop it! What are you doing?! Put the


gun down!




ALBERTO



You don’t have to do this, sir! You don’t need


to do this!




GRAHAM



Shut up! Shut up! 




AMY



Graham, stop! 




GRAHAM



(out of his mind)



I loved you, Amy! I fucking love you! I love 


you! I love you! Why are you leaving me?!




AMY



Our marriage is full of problems! You know, we


fight, we argue, we have intimacy-




GRAHAM



So what! So what! Marriage is no picnic--you 



have to work at it! Things will fall apart no 


matter how hard you try, but the love and 



companionship is still there.

Amy is sobbing and sniffling at this point while Graham still has the gun pointed at Alberto.




AMY



Graham, please, please, honey, I love you, but


this isn’t working.




GRAHAM



I can make it work. We can make it work.




AMY



Oh, Graham, this is-

Suddenly, without warning, the pistol in Graham’s hand accidentally discharges hitting Alberto in the arm. Graham drops the gun immediately. The camera quickly pans over to a wounded Alberto.




ALBERTO



(in Italian)



Oh, my God.




AMY



(overlapping)



Oh, my God, Graham, look what you’ve done!

Amy runs over towards Alberto.




AMY



Oh, God, we gotta get you to a hospital. 




ALBERTO



Yeah, I think that would be wise.

INT. VILLA/ BATHROOM-LATER

The film cuts to Cal sitting on the toilet. After a moment, he takes a cell phone out of his pocket and dials a number.

INT. ISABELLA’S APARTMENT/ LIVING ROOM-SAME

The phone rings and Isabella, sitting on the couch, rushes up and answers off of a close by coffee table. She’s expecting Cal.




ISABELLA



(into phone)



Hello.




CAL



(into cell phone;



crying)



I’m sorry.




(sniffles)



I’m sorry, Isabella, I can’t do it. I can’t 


leave her.

INT. ISABELLA’S LIVING ROOM-SAME

Isabella stands listening to Cal shell-shocked.




CAL



(offscreen, over phone)



I tried. I-I did, but I can’t do it. It’s not 


fair to her.

INT. CAL’S BATHROOM-SAME

Cal still speaks with much regret.




CAL



(into phone)



And I know it’s not fair to you. And you’re a


wonderful, wonderful woman. And no one can take


that away from you. I know you’ll find someone


who can appreciate you-

INT. ISABELLA’S LIVING ROOM-SAME

Isabella is now crying.




CAL



(offscreen, over phone)



-Someone who is much better for you than me.

INT. CAL’S BATHROOM-SAME

Cal clasps his hand to his head trying to get through this.




CAL



I love you, I always will.




(beat)



I’m sorry. I don’t know what else to say. I 


hope you don’t hate me, but I probably deserve


that, right. 

INT. ISABELLA’S LIVING ROOM-SAME

Isabella stands motionless.




CAL



(offscreen, over phone)



Do you wanna say anything?

Isabella abruptly hangs up the phone. She walks offscreen.

INT. CAL’S BATHROOM-SAME

Cal looks up confused.




CAL



Isabella?

He looks at the cell phone and sees that she’s hung up. He hesitantly shuts his flip phone.








CUT TO:

INT. ITALIAN HOSPITAL/ PATIENTS’ ROOM-THE FOLLOWING MORNING

Amy enters the room. Alberto lies in a white bed with his arm bandaged heavily. Amy stands next to his bedside.




AMY



Hi.




ALBERTO



Hi.




AMY



Oh, God, look at you.




ALBERTO



(sitting up)



Oh, no, I’m all right; it’s just my arm. I 


should be getting released soon.




AMY



I am sorry about Graham. I didn’t expect him to


react the way he did.




ALBERTO



It’s okay.

There is a silence. Amy places her hand on Alberto’s cheek trying to heal whatever wounds she may have caused physically and emotionally. Alberto looks down tentatively.




ALBERTO



Amy.




AMY



Yes.




ALBERTO



(looks up)



I don’t think that this is right.




AMY



What?




ALBERTO



Us. Together, I mean.

Amy suddenly realizes what he means. She takes her hand off his cheek, moves back, and sits in a chair.




AMY



I don’t know what you mean.

But she does.




ALBERTO



I saw the way that you and husband interacted.


I saw the love he had for you, and I saw the 


love that you have for him.




AMY



(trying to negate)



No.




ALBERTO



Amy, I don’t...I don’t think you understand 


your own feelings. You want me because I’m


exciting, and I’m a warm lover. But you are


more in love with your husband than me. I saw


something more than just arguments--I saw a 


real, passionate, deep connection. And, Amy, 


that kind of love is rare. It’s not something


that should be thrown away.

Tight on Amy’s face; she has a conflicted “you’re right” expression. She nods. Alberto kisses her tenderly one last time on the lips, and then forehead.

EXT. ISABELLA’S APARTMENT-MORNING

Paramedics, police officers, a crowd of onlookers etc surround the apartment building. Most are looking at a sight, which is obscured by ambulance vehicle.

CUT TO: Cal, approaching the apartment building, stumbles upon the scene. Cal looks ahead apprehensively. He stops a man passing him.




CAL



(poorly in Italian;



subtitled)



Uh, sir, what, what happened?




ITALIAN MAN



(in Italian, subtitled)



A young woman killed herself. Poor thing.




CAL



(in Italian, subtitled)



Who--what’s-what’s her name?




ITALIAN MAN



(in Italian, subtitled)



Oh, I don’t know. Let me ask my wife.

The man taps a nearby woman who was not listening to them.




ITALIAN MAN



(in Italian, subtitled)



Lucia.

The woman turns around.




LUCIA



(in Italian, subtitled)



Yes, honey.




ITALIAN MAN



(in Italian, subtitled)


What was the name of the young woman who killed


herself?




LUCIA



(in Italian, subtitled)



Uh...Isabella, Isabella...Isabella Cantarini.




ITALIAN MAN



(in Italian, subtitled)



Thank you, Honey.




LUCIA




(in Italian, subtitled)



No problem.

The man turns around and walks his attention is back to Cal.




ITALIAN MAN



Isabella Cantarini.

Cal looks up in pain. In terror. Isabella is dead.




CAL



(to the Italian man)



Thank you.

As the camera gradually pans away from him, Cal slowly begins to crumble to the ground.








CUT TO:

INT. VILLA/ LIVING ROOM-DAY

Cal and Isabella sit together on a couch looking towards the offscreen interviewer. They are both smiling, seemingly happy.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



So, you all are preparing to leave by tomorrow.




AMY



Yes. It’s been, it’s been, uh, wild, to say the


least.




GRAHAM



Yeah.

INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



Amy, when did you come to the decision you 



wanted to stay with Graham.




AMY



I sat down and I thought very hard and deeply


about us, and-




(beat)






I realized what I’d be throwing away. And it 


would kill me if I had lost what we have.




INTERVIEWER



(offscreen)



And what do you have?




GRAHAM



An unbreakable bond.




AMY



Yeah, and an unbreakable love and security 


blanket.




GRAHAM



We decided to--well, I decided to go to a sex 


therapy class to, you know, my intimacy 



problems, and to be happy, in general, you 


know, in our marriage.




AMY



Yeah, hopefully Cal and Nola don’t go through 


the same thing as us. And, you know, someday 


Harry, too.








CUT TO:

EXT. SKY-DAY

A plane flies through the sky.




NARRATOR



(voiceover)



As their Venice trip ended and they flew back 


New York, Amy, Graham, Harry, Cal, and Nola 


pondered how their lives would change due to 


their Venice vacation.

INT. MINIVAN TAXI/ MANHATTAN, NEW YORK-DAY

The group sits in the cab. In the two middle seats, Nola, looking out of the cab lost in thought, and Harry, grinning, stares straight ahead. 

And in the backseats, Amy sits in the middle with an uncertain expression, Graham to her left sits with relieved expression, and Cal to her right sits with a depressed expression.

NARRATOR



(voiceover)



Each of them had gone through a romantic



odyssey. Each of them immeasurably diverse. 


They had found the many charms and joys of 


Venice pleasurable. As they all philosophized 



their fates, they all congenially knew what 


they now wanted in their lives, the things they


all hoped Venice would bring out in them.








FADE TO BLACK

