FADE IN:

INT. SMALL TOWN BANK – AFTERNOON

The little bank has just two tellers’ windows and two desks. One desk is the Bank Manager’s. He’s off today. The other desk belongs to the Assistant Manger. He sits there now and is having a hard time staying awake. There’s no guard. There never is. 

Only two customers are in the bank at the moment. One is a HEAVY-SET WOMAN, blue-gray hair, well dressed, and probably one of the bank’s best customers the way the TELLER, a young lady in her early 20’s, is making a fuss over her. 

The other customer, FRANKIE COCCO, 45, appears to have seen better times, judging by his disheveled look and the wrinkled suit he’s wearing. He waits impatiently and toys nervously with the check he’s holding. He has no choice...the other teller’s window is closed. 

Frankie glances over at the Assistant Manager whose chin now rests on his chest as he snores away, quietly. 

Just about to explode, Frankie sees that Mrs. Tons-Of-Fun has finished her business. She turns - leaves the teller’s window and walks past Frankie. As she does, she gives him “a look” similar to the way a judge, at a dog show, would scrutinize one of the entries.

Frankie reads the look and just shakes his head as he watches her waddle over to a counter in the center of the bank.   

                      FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)

          Sir?

Frankie turns and looks at the teller – walks up to the window.

                      FRANKIE

          I’m sorry, I...

                      TELLER

          That’s okay. How can I help you?

Frankie slides the check to the teller.

                      FRANKIE

          I’d like to cash this.
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                      TELLER

                (pleasantly)

          You have an account here, sir?

                      FRANKIE

          Yes.

The teller takes the check – hits a few keys on her computer, and then slides the check back to Frankie.

                      TELLER

          I’m afraid your account is

          overdrawn, Mr. Cocco.

                      FRANKIE

          Overdrawn?! No...No. Can’t be.

                      TELLER

          I’m sorry, sir, it is.

Frankie lets out a sigh – rubs his face and stands there, not knowing what to do. Then he looks at the teller.

                      FRANKIE

          Can I borrow a pen?

                      TELLER

          Of, course.

The teller hands Frankie a pen. Frankie takes it - writes something on the back of the check and slides it back to the teller. She picks up the check and reads what Frankie has written.

CLOSE ON CHECK

The check reads, “Then, I’m just going to have to rob you. GIVE ME SOME MONEY!”

BACK TO SCENE

The teller looks up at Frankie with an expression of disbelief.

                      FRANKIE

          Did I misspell something?

The teller, in shock, shakes her head, “no.”
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                      FRANKIE

          Good. Then make that all 

          fifties and hundreds, if you

          would.

The teller nervously opens the money drawer - takes out a few stacks of banded bills and places them in front of Frankie - looks up at him. Frankie silently mouths “more.” 

The teller goes into the drawer again, for more money – then she looks up at Frankie. Frankie winks at her this time - reaches for the stacks of money and begins stuffing his pockets with them. When he’s done, he smiles warmly at the teller and brings a finger up to his lips to suggest she remain quiet. The teller is frozen with fear – doesn’t move a muscle. 

Frankie turns around and heads for the exit – glances over at the manager. He’s sound asleep.

Almost at the exit doors now, Frankie sees that Mrs. Money Bags is also about to leave. He reaches into one of his pockets and grabs a pack of money. 

                      FRANKIE

          Excuse me, ma’am, I think this

          is yours.

Frankie shoves the money into the woman’s hand and proceeds to leave the bank. The woman, confused, looks at the money she’s holding.

EXT. BANK – AFTERNOON

Frankie hastily crosses the street and heads for his dilapidated ’95 Ford Taurus. He turns and looks back at the bank. Mrs. Fatso is now outside. She’s still looking down at the money in her hand – still bewildered.

Frankie gets into his car – starts it, and once more, looks back at the bank and the woman. 

All of a sudden there’s a SMALL EXPLOSION - red smoke fills the air. Mrs. I Gotta Go On A Diet is completely covered with red dye. She stands there, in shock, looking like a graffitied wall.

Frankie floors the Taurus, and as he ZOOMS past the woman, he puts his hand out the window and gives her “the finger.”
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EXT/INT. STREET/FRANKIE’S MOVING CAR – AFTERNOON

As Frankie drives, there’s a look of satisfaction on his face. Then he begins to chuckle. That turns into a laugh... and before you know it, Frankie’s laughing hysterically.

INT. HOUSE – LIVING ROOM – AFTERNOON

The room is small. Plain. None of the furniture matches. It’s mostly garage sale stuff, and a few, “you-put-it-together” pieces from K-Mart.

The front door opens. Frankie enters.

                      FRANKIE

          Laurie?

No answer. Frankie heads for the kitchen.

                      FRANKIE

          Laurie, it’s me, babe.

Frankie enters the...

KITCHEN

Laurie’s not there, either. Frankie glances at his watch – thinks for a moment, then walks over to the refrigerator. He opens it and grabs a Bud Light - leans against the counter and twists the cap off the bottle. 

In one gulp, Frankie downs half the beer - sets the bottle down, and begins unloading his pockets of the money. He makes two neat little piles, but they’re uneven. He removes a pack of bills from the taller stack...then stares at the two piles, and grins. 

                      FRANKIE

                (aloud; to himself)

          Twenty-two thousand.

Frankie tears off the paper band from the pack of money he’s holding and shoves the bills into his jacket pocket - reaches for his beer, and downs the rest of it.

As he’s about to trash the bottle, Frankie hears something. It’s an almost inaudible MOANING SOUND. Frankie cocks his head to one side the way we do when we think we’ve heard something, but aren’t sure. 
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                      FRANKIE

          Laurie?

Nothing. Frankie drops the bottle into the trash container.

Then we hear the MOAN again. But this time it’s actual MOANING. Frankie leaves the kitchen and enters the...

LIVING ROOM

...looks around. No one. But the MOANING CONTINUES. Frankie heads for the short hallway of the little ranch-type house. The moaning is coming from one of the bedrooms.

Frankie gingerly walks down the hall - stops in front of one of the closed doors and listens. The MOANING INTENSIFIES. It’s coming from inside the room... and from TWO PEOPLE.

Frankie closes his eyes for a brief moment – takes a deep breath, and then reaches for the doorknob. He OPENS THE DOOR... and freezes.

There’s LAURIE, stark naked, riding A MAN in a slow rhythmic motion. Frankie just stands there speechless... shocked. 

Then, as if Frankie’s gaze tapped her on the back, Laurie slowly turns her head and looks over her shoulder at him. She doesn’t miss a beat as she continues to ride the man and stare at Frankie.

Oblivious to what’s going on, the man’s MOANS BECOMES LOUDER as he nears an orgasm.  

Without taking his eyes off Laurie, Frankie reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out one of the bills that he had just stuffed in there. He CRUMPLES IT IN HIS HAND and then tosses it onto the floor, near the foot of the bed.

                      FRANKIE

          Tell him... my treat.

Frankie turns - leaves and walks down the hallway. As he does, we hear the man CRY OUT IN ECSTASY. 

CLOSE ON FRANKIE’S FACE

Frankie’s face distorts – he shuts his eyes. 

                                       MATCH CUT TO:
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C/U OF FRANKIE’S FACE

Frankie’s eyes are shut. When he opens them, and we pull back, we see he’s now in a tavern, sitting alone at the bar. 

Lost in thought, he unconsciously toys with an empty glass he’s holding. Frankie has either had too much of what was in the glass or he’s still in shock. It’s probably a little of both. He’s not right.

Besides the OLD MAN who’s sitting down at the end of the bar talking to DANNY, the owner, the place is empty. 

Frankie lifts the glass to his mouth. Realizing it’s empty, he holds it up in the air – looks down the bar.

                      FRANKIE

          Yo, Danny...

                (waving the glass)

          I’m empty.

Danny leaves the old man and walks towards Frankie, grabbing a bottle of Seagram’s off the shelf as he does.

Frankie sets his glass down and watches Danny pour.

                      DANNY

          You hangin’ around for Happy

          Hour? Got some nice pickins’

          comin’ out.

                      FRANKIE

          No, not tonight, Danny.

Frankie looks up at the little Bud Light clock over the register. He squints.

                      FRANKIE

          What’s that, 4:30?

Danny glances at the clock.

                      DANNY

          Yeah, why?

Frankie checks his watch.

                      FRANKIE

          Don’t Bobby get here about

          this time?
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                      DANNY

          Yeah, he’ll be walkin’ in any 

          minute now.

Danny takes what’s left of Frankie’s money – walks over to the register and rings up the drink. As he does, he sees BOBBY walk in.

                      DANNY

          Here he is now.

Bobby is Frankie’s age, tougher looking, though. And a bit on the heavy side. He walks up to the bar - sits next to Frankie.

                      BOBBY

          Yo, stranger, where ya been? 

                      FRANKIE

          Hey, Bobby, how ya doin’?

                      BOBBY

          Workin’ my ass off. 

                      FRANKIE

          Whatcha drinkin’?

Bobby looks at the bottle Danny’s about to take away – points to it.

                      BOBBY

          That’s good.

Danny grabs a glass – pours, and then pushes the drink in front of Bobby.

                      DANNY

          Chaser, Bobby?

                      BOBBY

                (picking up the glass)

          Nah, this is good.

                (to Frankie)

          Salute, goombah.

Frankie and Bobby down their drinks. Danny hangs in. Frankie gestures to him to do it again.

                      FRANKIE

          You too, Danny.
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                      DANNY

          Nah, I’m okay. I’m gonna have 

          my hands full with that Happy 

          Hour crowd soon.  

As Danny pours, Bobby starts to go into his pocket. Frankie catches the move and grabs Bobby’s arm.

                      FRANKIE

          Hey! No, no! I got it.

Frankie goes into his pocket and pulls out a few bills –throws them onto the bar. Bobby and Danny look down at the two fifties and the hundred dollar bill.

                      BOBBY

          Holy shit! What’d ya do, rob 

          a fuckin’ bank?

Frankie looks at Bobby... stares at him. And as he does, pushes one of the fifties towards Danny. Danny picks it up and goes to the register.

                      FRANKIE

                (to Bobby)

          Yeah... I did.

                      BOBBY

                (chuckling)

          Yeah, right.

                      FRANKIE

          I did, Bobby. I robbed a bank. 

Bobby stops laughing.

                      BOBBY

          Get the fuck outta here!

Danny comes back with Frankie’s change – puts it on the bar.

                      DANNY

          Hey, guys, I gotta get ready.

Danny leaves. Frankie and Bobby are staring at each other. 

                      BOBBY

          You’re kidding, right?
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                      FRANKIE

                (unwaveringly)

          No, I’m not. I robbed a bank,

          Bobby.

Bobby, apparently believing Frankie at this point, reaches for his drink – downs it, and then looks at Frankie again - stares at him.

                      FRANKIE

          I... I didn’t set out to; it 

          sorta just happened. Like I 

          tried to cash a check and 

          couldn’t. I had no money in

          the account the teller said.

          And there should’a been. At

          least I thought there should’a 

          been. Then...all of a sudden I

          was writing a note and robbing

          the place. But I think the fat

          bitch had something to do with

          it, too...the way she had 

          looked me.

Bobby is totally confused.

                      BOBBY

          What fat bitch?

Frustrated, Frankie lets out a sigh, picks up his drink, and downs it - reaches for the bottle that Danny had left there and pours himself another one. Then he gestures with the bottle to Bobby to see if he wants one. 

                      BOBBY

          Fruckin’ “A” I want another one!

          And I want the whole story, too.

Frankie fills Bobby’s glass.

                      FRANKIE

          Okay. Okay. I had this job

          interview for this afternoon, 

          but I needed some money to buy

          gas. I was like running on 

          fumes, and I would have never 

          made it. So I wrote a check and 

          stopped by the bank to cash it.

          While I’m in line...
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INT. TAVERN – LATER

                      FRANKIE(cont’d)

          ...so I tossed a fifty... a

          hundred, whatever the fuck it

          was, onto the floor, and left.

          That’s it. Now I gotta leave

          town before the bank thing hits

          the news, then everybody’ll

          know. I’m sure the cops do by 

          now.

                      BOBBY

          And don’t you think they’re 

          looking for you?

                      FRANKIE

          Probably. But if I don’t leave

          before Danny puts the fuckin’

          news on, like he does every 

          night, I’m really fucked.

                      BOBBY

          How ya gonna leave? That lady

          saw your car.  

                      FRANKIE

          I know. That’s why I need you. 

                      BOBBY

          Me?! To do what?

                      FRANKIE

          Drive me outta town.

                      BOBBY

          Drive you outta town? Then what

          are you gonna do?

                      FRANKIE 

          I don’t know; hitch a ride 

          or somethin’.

Bobby leans on the bar. Holds his head.

                      BOBBY

          Frankie, you gotta turn 

          yourself in. They’re gonna find

          ya. Give the fuckin’ money back.
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                      FRANKIE

          No! Fuck them, Bobby! And fuck 

          the world, too! I’m tired being 

          kicked around. 

At this point, a few people start to drift in. It’s getting near Happy Hour...and the 5:00 o’clock news. Frankie looks at his watch.

                      FRANKIE

          Well? You gonna help me or 

          what, Bobby?

Bobby looks at the drink in front of him -- grabs it and belts it down.

                      BOBBY

          Let’s go!

EXT/INT. COUNTRY ROAD/BOBBY’S MOVING CAR - DUSK

Frankie’s silent as he sits next to Bobby and watches the road fly by. It’s getting dark fast and there are hardly any cars on the road. 

                      BOBBY

          You sure you wanna go through

          with this?

                      FRANKIE

                 (unemotional)

          Yeah.

                      BOBBY

          Suppose the cops come out this 

          way before you catch a ride?

                      FRANKIE

          I gotta chance it, Bobby.

Bobby lets out a little sigh as he shakes his head. Both remain silent for a while – both thinking. Then...

                      BOBBY

          Ya think it was the first time?

                      FRANKIE

                (looks at Bobby)

          What? 
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                      BOBBY

          Laurie... fuckin’ that guy?

Frankie doesn’t answer right away. Then...

                      FRANKIE

          I don’t know. She kinda changed

          a little after I got fired. Ya

          know...bitchy. Guess she missed

          the going out and all the shit 

          I used to buy her. Come to 

          think of it, she did turn off 

          in the bedroom, too. So maybe  

          it wasn’t the first time. 

          Fuckin’ whore!

                       BOBBY

          I’m sorry.

                       FRANKIE

          For what?

                       BOBBY

          Ya know... everything. No job...

          having to rough it. The bank 

          thing... then catching her... all 

          that shit.

                      FRANKIE

          Fuck it, Bobby. Maybe it’s

          better this way. Maybe I can 

          start all over again someplace  

          else. 

                      BOBBY

          I don’t know, Frankie...maybe.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – BOBBY’S MOVING CAR - NIGHT

Bobby’s car pulls off the road and onto the shoulder - comes to a stop. Frankie gets out - looks at Bobby through the window.

                      FRANKIE

          I’ll call...okay?

                      BOBBY

          Okay. Take care, Frankie.

Frankie steps back. Bobby pulls away.
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EXT. ROADSIDE – NIGHT

We see Frankie walking along the roadside. Occasionally a car or truck passes. None of them stop for him. He keeps walking. Then a car approaches, slows down, and stops. Frankie gets in.

                      FRANKIE

          Hey, thanks.

The driver is a MAN in his 40’s, in good shape, and handsome. A “Slick-Dick” type.  

                      MAN

          No problem. Where you heading?

                      FRANKIE

          Um... next town, I guess. That

          okay?

                      MAN

          Sure.

The two of them remain silent. Frankie’s lost in thought when the man speaks again.

                      MAN

          What do you do? 

Frankie’S trance is broken.

                      FRANKIE

          Um... I’m sorry. What?

                      MAN

          I said, what do you do? Ya know,

          work wise? 

                      FRANKIE

          Oh! Right now I’m sorta looking.

                      MAN

          I see. I’m in sales. 

          Manufacturer’s Rep. Sporting 

          goods.

                      FRANKIE

          You like it?
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                      MAN

          Ah, it’s okay. The perks keep 

          me going.

                      FRANKIE

          What perks?

The man chuckles.

                      MAN

          The women.

Frankie thinks on the man’s reply for a second.

                      FRANKIE

          Women?

                      MAN

                (smiling)

          Yeah, the bitches I meet.

                      FRANKIE

          So, you’re not married?

The man looks at Frankie and chuckles.

                      MAN

          Not anymore. 

                      FRANKIE

          I see. And that’s a good thing

          for you?

                      MAN

          Hey... if I’m getting’ laid in

          every town I hit, I’d say yeah,

          it’s a good thing.

                (beat)

          Damn! I had this chick today...

          Man, was she fuckin’ hot! Wow!

          She rode me like she wanted to

          wear it out. I gotta make it a

          point to look her up again when 

          I get back there. 

                (shakes his head))

          Whew! Bareback Laurie.

Frankie cringes. His head falls back against the seat. The man looks over at him. 
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                      MAN

          Hey! You okay?

Frankie gets it together.

                      FRANKIE

          Yeah. Charlie-horse.

                      MAN

          Oh, they’re mothers!

                chuckles)

          Especially when you get one 

          while you’re fuckin’.

                      FRANKIE

          So... don’t you worry about 

          catching something? 

                      MAN

          What? You mean like AIDS or

          something? 

                      FRANKIE

          Yeah.

The man starts to laugh.

                      MAN

          Too late for that... I already

          got it.

Frankies shoots a look at the man. 

                      FRANKIE

          You got AIDS and you fuck these 

          women without a condom? 

                      MAN

          Yeah, why not? Hey...if they 

          were concerned, they’d tell me 

          to wear one. If they don’t, 

          then fuck ‘em! It’s on them if

          they get it.

Frankie doesn’t say a word. He sits there thinking. The man reaches out and turns the RADIO ON. 

                      MAN

          You like music?
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                      FRANKIE

          Yeah, but I gotta take a piss. 

          Can you pull over? 

                      MAN

          Sure. I’ll join ya.

The man pulls the car to the shoulder of the road – stops. Frankie gets out and walks into the woods a few yards.

The man follows.

Frankie unzips and begins to relieve himself. The man, a few feet away, does the same.

                      MAN

          Ahhhh. Sometimes this feels 

          just as good as coming. 

Frankie finishes, zips up, and walks away. The man, still going, admires his stream. 

                      MAN

          Whoa! Like Niagara Falls.

All of a sudden... out of nowhere, something comes CRASHING DOWN on the man’s shoulders. It makes a HORRIBLE SOUND, and the man’s cry, as he falls to his knees, tells us how much it hurt. Frankie, holding a huge limb from a tree, stands there looking down at him in disgust. 

                      FRANKIE

          You fuckin’ scum bag!

The man is dazed, confused, and still exposed. Frankie pushes him to the ground and onto his back. Fear now consumes the man’s face as he watches Frankie raise the club high into the air. Their eyes lock for a second.

                      MAN

          What are you doing?!

                      FRANKIE

          Making sure you never fuck

          anyone else again.

Then... with all his might, Frankie comes down with the limb and CRUSHES THE MAN’S PENIS AND TESTICLES. A HORRIFYING CRY echoes through the woods.

Frankie drops the club – walks back to the car.
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EXT/INT. HIGHWAY/THE MAN’S MOVING CAR – NIGHT

As Frankie drives, his mind’s going a-mile-a-minute. We see the various emotions he’s experiencing through his facial expressions. And we can almost hear him saying, “how did this happen?”

EXT. HIGHWAY – MOVING CAR – NIGHT

The car makes its way down road. Eventually it pulls over to the shoulder and comes to a stop. Frankie gets out - starts walking down the road.

Before long, an 18-wheeler comes along. Frankie does the hitchhiker’s thumb thing. The truck slows down - pulls to the side of the road. Frankie scurries to it.

The DRIVER leans over and pushes the door open.

                      DRIVER

          Is that yours back there?

Frankie nods his head.

                      DRIVER

          C’mon, hop in.

Frankie climbs into the cab of the truck. 

                      FRANKIE

          Thanks.

                      DRIVER

          No problem, partner. Can use

          the company. Where ya headin’?

                      FRANKIE

          How far you going?

                      DRIVER

          All the way to Philly.

                      FRANKIE

          Good. I’ll buy ya a cheese steak.

                                           FADE OUT:

                      THE END

