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OVER BLACK

We hear a car engine sputtering...

WOMAN’S VOICE (V.O.)

(Seductively)

You want to come inside?

FLASH IN:

INT. CAR – FRONT SEAT – NIGHT

In the driver’s seat of a ’78 Mercedes is our hero, SCOTT, he looks to be mildly nervous. He adjusts, because next to him is the sultry and sexy, AUDRA, who has asked him the defining question after a date.

SCOTT

(Nervous)

Well, I mean I was just going to walk you to the door—

AUDRA

(Rejected)

Oh, okay. That’s cool.

SCOTT

Yeah.

CLOSE UP ON SCOTT

Scott begins to fantasize. Cue the “Fantasy Music”. Whenever we hear this music, Scott is on cloud nine; no, he is on cloud twenty-seven. Whatever occurs next is completely in his mind/fantasy.

SCOTT’S POV OF AUDRA

Audra is now sexier to us. Her eyelashes flutter as she flips her hair. Then, she delivers the puppy-dog eyes. Any normal guy is getting an erection.

AUDRA

(Baby-talk)

Pwease come inside or do I have to beg?

ANGLE ON

Audra comes closer to him in the front seat of the car. She scoots over onto the console next to Scott as he closes his eyes in upcoming pleasure. Audra stretches her tongue out of her mouth and engulfs Scott ear in her mouth.

(CONTINUED)

CONTINUED(2):

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. CAR – FRONT SEAT – REALITY

Scott pops out of his fantasy. Audra has assumed he was ignoring her and she is exiting his car. He quickly rolls down his window to stop her.

SCOTT

Wait, I’ll—I’ll come in for a minute.

Audra turns and looks back at Scott. The look seems to send off the vibe that she is going to scoff and scurry into her house, but instead she smiles and continues to the door.

Scott’s eyebrows dance every which way. Is this an invitation inside? Or is this a scoff? He assumes and starts out of his car.

INT. AUDRA’S HOUSE

It is nearly pitch black when the front door unlocks and swings open. The alarm beeps. In walk the silhouettes of the couple. They stroll in, and after the door is shut, we hear a soft kerplunk! Then the lights flip on—

As the lights come up, Scott hops to his feet. He obviously tripped on something, and he leans against the wall to make himself look suave. Audra giggles and walks comfortably into her house.

AUDRA

You okay?

SCOTT

Yeah, I’m good.

AUDRA

You want something to drink?

SCOTT

What’ve you got?

AUDRA

Coke, Diet Coke, Iced Tea...

SCOTT

Coke is fine.

Audra quickly walks into the kitchen around a corner in the house. In her absence, Scott comfortably begins to walk into the living room area. He examines a nice couch. Audra returns in the living room.

SCOTT

Thanks.

An awkward silence takes over the room. They sit on the couch together and sip their beverages. An occasional glance at each other brings a giggle or a grin, but the ice needs to break, so—

SCOTT

(Stuttering)

So, um...where are your parents?

Audra flashes a look as if to say: “Slow down, buster.” But, this quickly fades.

AUDRA

(Plainly)

They’re out at dinner.

SCOTT

Seriously?

AUDRA

They go out on Fridays too, Scott.

SCOTT

(Sharing a laugh)

Yeah, I know. I’m just saying, my parents don’t get out much anymore. So, it’s funny to hear about.

(Pause.)

So, this is a nice house.

AUDRA

Thank you.

SCOTT

I like the—um—fabric—things.

AUDRA

(Looking to couch)

You like the embroidery?

SCOTT

Yeah, it’s, um...It’s—

AUDRA

(Irritated)

Are we going to continue this small talk or are we going to do something productive?

CLOSE UP ON SCOTT

Cue the “Fantasy Music”. Scott goes semi-suave as he fantasizes.

SCOTT

Like what, Audra?

SCOTT’ POV OF AUDRA

Audra, smiling, edges dangerously close to Scott. She softly licks her lips and whispers to him...

AUDRA

(Softly)

Like fucking.

CU ON SCOTT

Back to Reality. He adjusts, and grins.

SCOTT

Oh, um...I like all music. Hip-hop, Rap, whatever.

INT. LIVING ROOM – REALITY

Audra has obviously offered to listen to music, not sexual intercourse. Scott again adjusts in his seat as Audra looks around for something. Cue the “Fantasy Music”. Another fantasy begins as Audra again leans over Scott.

ANGLE ON

The upper bodies of Scott and Audra on couch are all that is seen. Audra’s hands have disappeared below the CAM. We hear unbuckling and a long zipping noise. Scott’ eyebrows vibrate in upcoming pleasure as his pants are unzipped O.S.

AUDRA

Well, let’s see how big of a boy you are, Scott.

Audra brushes her hair from her face and behind her ears as if to perform oral sex and her head drops O.S. into Scott’ lap. He leans back in pleasure.

ANGLE ON

Scott, back in Reality, loses sense of where he is. Audra is still leaning over him for something. He jumps at her sudden proximity and spills his Coke everywhere. The liquid cascades over Audra and the couch. Audra quickly retracts her body, now she is holding a white remote; The stereo remote, which was situated on the coffee table beside Scott.

SCOTT

(Surprised)

Oh shit! I am so—fuck—my bad. Hold on.

Lots of fumbling around as Scott embarrasses himself.

SCOTT

Where are your napkins?

AUDRA

(Sweetly; forgiving)

It’s fine. I’ll get it.

SCOTT

No, stay. I’ll get it—

Scott runs off into a long hallway. Audra smiles and stays on couch. In the hallway, Scott gets lost and spins, running off another way.

INT. KITCHEN

Silence, then Scott rushes in. He searches half-frantic for some paper towels. He finds them on the kitchen counter and starts rolling them out. Music chimes in from the living room.

SCOTT

Such a dumbass! Goddammit! Music, not sex. Music. 

INT. LIVING ROOM

With the music softly playing, Audra is still trying to remove much of the sticky substance from her clothes. From the hallway, Scott soon returns with too many paper towels. He wipes down the couch, while Audra tends to herself.

SCOTT

I’m sorry about that. I feel like shit.

AUDRA

It’s fine. It’s just soda.

CU ON SCOTT

He looks O.S. at Audra.

SERIES OF SLO-MO SHOTS:

CU ON AUDRA

She is wiping down her neck with the towels.

CU ON AUDRA

The towel rubs on her silky, smooth arms.

CU ON AUDRA

The CAM gets closer as the towel squeezes in between her half-exposed breasts.

CU ON SCOTT

His jaw is dropped as drool begins to drip. Cue the “Fantasy Music”.

INT. LIVING ROOM – FANTASY

A long glance before Audra spins off the couch and kneels on the carpet. With her back to Scott, she rolls up her hair and motions him over.

AUDRA

Would you?

SCOTT

Of course.

Scott starts to wipe off Audra’s slender back. He does so with such care and compassion.

ANGLE ON

Audra arches her back in pleasure.

AUDRA

(Sultry)

Why don’t you lick it off, Scott?

Scott slowly stops wiping with the towel and tosses it behind him. Suddenly, his tongue lashes out and he closes in and just as his tongue touches her back, we...

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – REALITY

Audra is looking at Scott awkwardly. Scott quickly snaps out of his fantasy. He returns his gaze to Audra. She giggles.

AUDRA

Scott, are you okay?

SCOTT

(Quickly)

I’m good.

FLASH TO:

CU ON AUDRA

Cue the “Fantasy Music”. She is arching her back in orgasm. Suddenly she lets out a squeal of pleasure that would fucking kill a horse.

FLASH BACK TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – REALITY

Scott shakes his head. Audra leans closer, as she does this the “Fantasy Music” cues up. It plays longer then expected. Scott is about have a fantasy but he stops it and sits up straight.

SCOTT

Can I use your bathroom?

AUDRA

(Slowly)

Sure. 

(Pause.)

Up the stairs, down the hall. It’s on the left.

Scott stands and walks quickly up the stairs. Audra’s eyebrows jump at suddenly being alone. She looks at her clothes and stands as well. However, we...

FOLLOW SHOT ON

Scott stumbles up the stairs, tripping once or twice. He makes it to the top and turns down the hall and walks down the hallway. As he reaches the bathroom, he shuts the door on the CAM.

CU ON SCOTT

His head pops up from the sink as he splashes water on his face. As the droplets bead off the end of his nose, he bows his head again. He is in MAJOR hormonal rage. He looks at his own reflection for the follow monologue...

SCOTT

(To Himself)

What is the matter with you? What the hell is the matter with you? What-the—

SMASH CUT TO:

(Note: In his mind, he begins to have a series of erotic quips, where his fantasies finish off his sentences or respond to them.)

CU ON AUDRA

Arching in pleasure, she squeals out:

AUDRA

(Mid-orgasm)

FUCK!

SMASH CUT TO:

CU ON SCOTT

He continues to look in the mirror. He stares a hole through himself.

SCOTT 

(Cont.)

You’ve got to stop this. It’s driving you crazy, man. She is not a freak in the bed, like you want.

SMASH CUT TO:

CU ON AUDRA

Squealing.

AUDRA

(Mid-orgasm)

Oh, my god!

SMASH CUT TO:

CU ON SCOTT

 He begins to pace in the small bathroom.

SCOTT

(Cont.)

Oh, c’mon. Keep it together. Let’s keep this together, Jake. Come on. Jake “The Congo Snake”. Calm down baby.

Scott is obviously referencing his penis.

SMASH CUT TO:

CU ON AUDRA

Climaxing, she lets it all out.

AUDRA

Oh Jesus. Do me, Jake. Do me.

SMASH CUT TO:

CU ON SCOTT

Scott’ face cringes at his own fantasy. Audra with another guy? That won’t work out.

SCOTT

No, no, no, wait.

SMASH CUT TO:

CU ON AUDRA

 Climaxing, she lets it all out.

AUDRA

Do me, Scott! Do me!

SMASH CUT TO:

CU ON SCOTT

He smiles, satisfied. Then, it fades. He begins to try and calm himself down.

SCOTT

(Relaxing)

That’s better. Okay, shut up. Calm down. What the shit! Breathe in and out. It’s just in my head. She’s not like that, that’s not who she is, she doesn’t take control.

Cue the “Fantasy Music”.

INT. BATHROOM – FANTASY

Audra bursts into the bathroom. She hurries over to Scott. He is not surprised. He is quite calm. She pushes him back atop the counter. She starts feeling his body and kissing his neck. We PULL IN to just their shoulder height. Scott merely continues his monologue. 

Audra bursting in the room is not real, it is going on inside Scott’ head, but what he is saying is real. This is but a combination of both worlds. What he is fantasizing about, and what he is saying to himself in reality.

SCOTT

(To Himself)

She is a nice girl. I’m a perverted asshole. Why am I having these? I mean, they’re nice. Oh my god, they are nice.

(To Audra)

To the left. Oh, yeah!

(To Himself)

But, I need to stop. Oh shit, she probably thinks I’m some dumb fuck who can’t control his orgasms. But—wait, why would she think that unless she wants me to sex her? And I’d sex her good, I know I would.

(Getting into it)

I’d ride that shit! Fuck! Get all up in that-- Wait, shut up!

As he finishes speaking, Audra removes her shirt, tossing it on Scott’ head. The bra is next. She slips it off and tosses it on his head as well. The CAM only sees her naked back however. As Scott brings his hands up to remove the garments we...

(DISSOLVE TO)

CU ON SCOTT

Scott removes a hand towel from his face instead of a bra. The fantasy is over.

SCOTT

All right, let’s go.

INT. HALLWAY

It is empty, but then Scott exits the bathroom. He enters the hallway, but is stopped by a small shaft of light coming from a room on the opposite side. It shines on him as he moves in for a better look.

CU ON DOOR

The crack, where the light is coming from, is just enough to see Audra changing from her stained clothes. Cue the “Fantasy Music”.

INT. BEDROOM – FANTASY

As Audra finishes changing, barely, the door to the room swings open and Scott swaggers in with such a suave and deviance look. Audra spins a little surprised.

SCOTT

I saw you changing. Thought I’d pop in and say: “You’re sexy!”

Audra giggles.

AUDRA

(Full of sexual undertones)

Why thank you, Scott, but can you come over here. I’ve got something to show you. I want you to tell me if you like it or not.

SCOTT

As you wish.

As he walks into the room and takes a seat at the foot of Audra’s bed, Audra dims the lights so that only disco is on. Then, suddenly, music starts. Scott keeps a straight face as she begins to dance for him. A sort of sexy striptease.

Audra moves closer to him and begins to deliver a lapdance. As she vibrates in his lap, Scott groans to himself in erection.

AUDRA

(Echo)

Scott? Scott?

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY – REALITY

He has been caught this time! Scott flares back from the door as Audra opens it and catches him peeping in on her. He pops back into reality.

AUDRA

Scott?

SCOTT

Yeah?

AUDRA

Were you just watching me change?

SCOTT

Yes! No! I was—in the—bath-piss—shit. No, I wasn’t.

AUDRA

(A little creeped out)

Right, Scott. You know you have been acting so weird tonight. I mean the date was fine.

SCOTT

(Chiming in)

But, I’m being a complete dumbass now, right?

AUDRA

Well, It’s interesting. But, you flip out and start gazing off into space. I mean, where the fuck are you at tonight?

SCOTT

(Flabbergasted)

You cuss?

AUDRA

Of course I do. Don’t think I’m some stuck-up, prissy, Girl-Next- Door type.

SCOTT

(Cutting through the bullshit)

No, I don’t! Listen, I just—I know I’ve been acting like a dumb shit. I’m sorry. I just—I like you. I mean it’s insane. I like you so much, but all I can think about is me and you going at it. Like, going at it. Like...

AUDRA

(Helping out)

...Fucking?

SCOTT

(He smiles at the irony)

Yes! Thank you! And I’m not a pervert. I’m just a guy. And a guy who knows you’re probably not interested in me that much.

(He gives up.)

Nevermind, I’m making an ass of myself. I’ll just—I’ll let myself out. Sorry.

The sentimental moment is over. Scott starts down the hallway and just as he reaches the stairs. Audra stops him.

AUDRA

Scott, wait!

SCOTT

(Turning to her)

Yeah?

Audra, now leaning sexily in the doorway, smiles seductively. Her tongue slightly licks her lips.

INT. LIVING ROOM – REALITY

No “Fantasy Music”! This is actually happening, as Scott and Audra stumble down the stairs to the living room kissing. They are in serious sexual overdrive as they move to the couch. Now were talking wild, all-out, knock down, drag-out making out. So much tongue action is going on as the couple falls onto the couch and start getting into each other. Scott stops.

SCOTT

What the--!

As they stop for a moment, Scott feels the couch beneath his back. It’s sticky soda from earlier.

SCOTT

(Realizing)

Coke.

AUDRA

(Smiling)

Your fault.

And they’re off! They continue their make-out session. It lasts for a few more moments, but as Scott begin to move his hands up Audra’s shirt they are getting rougher in their kisses and just as his hand reaches her breasts...

The front door opens! The alarm beeps. It closes loudly. The two lovers freak, and listen to the voice of Death as it rings out...

WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)

Sweetie, were home!

They both freak out! They scramble off the couch.

AUDRA

(Frantic whisper)

Oh, shit! You have to hide!

Scott runs and dives over and behind some furniture. The sound of AUDRA’S MOTHER comes into the living room. Scott is trapped.

AUDRA (O.S.)

Hi, Mom. You’re back so soon.

AUDRA’S MOTHER (O.S.)

Whose car is outside?

Scott’ face goes white as a sheet. He freaks and holds his breath.

AUDRA (O.S.)

The Mercedes? Oh that’s my date’s. Yeah, his car broke down. He called a friend who lives in our sub-division. Imagine that.

AUDRA’S MOTHER (O.S.)

Uh-huh.

AUDRA (O.S.)

Yeah, interesting. Anyway, he said he’d pick it up tomorrow. AAA just never came I guess.

AUDRA’S MOTHER (O.S.)

He wasn’t in the house with you, was he?

AUDRA (O.S.)

No, Mom. Jeez, give me some credit. He went to his friend’s.

AUDRA’S MOTHER (O.S.)

(Laughing)

Oh, okay! Thank God! Your father is going crazy! He was madder than a hornet! He said he would’ve slit the throat of a boy in the house.

Scott’s face once again goes white as a sheet.

AUDRA (O.S.)

(Nervously)

Oh, c’mon, Mom. You know Dad wouldn’t do that.

AUDRA’S MOTHER (O.S.)

(Not a bit of humor)

I don’t know. You know your father.

The couch sinks in to signal Audra’s Mother has sat down on the couch. Scott maneuvers around the couch.

AUDRA’S MOTHER (O.S.)

What’s sticky on this couch?

AUDRA (O.S.)

I don’t know.

AUDRA’S MOTHER (O.S.)

Let me go get a rag—

Her voice trails off into the house. Audra forcefully spins over the top of the couch and whispers to Scott in frenzy.

AUDRA

(Frantically)

You need to get the fuck out of here.

SCOTT

(Scared)

How?

AUDRA

Out the back patio. Go out through the screen door. Oh, and watch out for my dad.

Scott stands and bolts for the sliding glass door, then he turns back.

SCOTT

Your dad won’t actually—

AUDRA’S MOTHER (O.S.)

(Getting closer)

Sweetie, I can’t find the wash cloth.

Scott doesn’t stay for an answer. He bolts out the door. The alarm beeps. He curses and runs like a madman out the screen door and around the side of the house. Safe? Or not? Cue the “Fantasy Music”.

EXT. DRIVEWAY – FANTASY

Scott runs around the side of the house and makes it to the driveway. He checks everywhere for the father, but he’s nowhere in sight. Scott makes it to his car, but then—the garage starts to open! Scott’ face foes white and he looks to be scared shitless.

SCOTT POV OF GARAGE

As the garage door rises higher and higher, we see the feet and legs and frame of a huge man. He stands in a hockey-mask and revs up a chainsaw. Audra erupts from the door to the house and screams at the man:

AUDRA

(Bloodcurdling)

DADDY, DON’T!

CU ON SCOTT

He screams like a little girl.

INT. CAR – FRONT SEAT – REALITY

Scott jumps in the driver’s seat of his Mercedes. He looks around outside. His engine is hard to get started. It starts to turn over.

SCOTT POV OF DRIVEWAY

The garage is still closed. No one had a chainsaw, but the outside lights switch on.

SCOTT (O.S.)

Oh, shit! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!

BACK TO SCENE

The engine turns over and revs up.

EXT. STREET – NIGHT – REALITY

The last image we are left with is the bird’s eye view of the Mercedes peeling out of the driveway and speeding off down the street.

BLACK OUT

THE END

