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INT. FACTORY- MID DAY 

The factory is full of people in jumpsuits. Several orange 
breathing masks are seen moving around the factory floor. 
Machines roar, grind, and croak. 

There is a box of sunflowers laying idly on the floor. The 
sunflowers are dull in color. A hand picks one up and puts it 
on the conveyer belt. 

The sunflower is carried by the conveyor belt onto a steam 
press that activates. The steam press raises back up and the 
sunflower continues its way down the belt. 

The sunflower then makes its way to a pool of orange paint 
where it is submerged. The sunflower is lifted from the pool 
with vibrant orange petals, and is put back on the conveyer 
belt. 

From there, the sunflower is carried to a pair of hands that 
hang it up on a washing line. The sunflower is then sprayed 
down with chemicals before being placed on the conveyer belt 
once more. 

The conveyer belt carries the sunflower to an overhead oven 
that dries the flower. It is then dumped in a large container 
that holds hundreds of other sunflowers. 

INT. BEDROOM- EARLY MORNING 

Alarm displays 5:59AM. Couple seconds go by until it hits 
6:00AM. Two alarm tones ring before DAMION KNOTS, a twenty-
something-year-old male reaches with his hand to turn it off. 
Damion then turns around and adjusts his orange-stained 
jumpsuit in the wall mirror. PATTY KNOTS, Damion's wife, also 
twenty-something years of age stirs in the bed behind him. 

PATTY 
Would you turn that damn thing off? 

Damion looks at Patty through the reflection in the mirror. 

DAMION 
Already off, honey. Tried to not let 
it ring, but I guess I was too late. 
Sorry. 

PATTY 
Damion, would it kill you to put it on 
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vibrate? You know my head's killing 
me, and here you are making noise like 
a Elephant in a china shop. 

DAMION 
Bull. You mean bull, honey. 

The woman in bed springs up from under the sheets. She holds 
her head with her hand while grimacing. Her hair is frizzy 
and her make up is still on. 

WOMAN IN BED 
Fuck You, Damion. 

Patty is slouched over on the bed. Damion zips up his 
jumpsuit and slaps off any dust that might be present. 

PATTY 
You got some nerve, Damion. Waking me 
up every day. 

DAMION 
Sorry, honey. 

PATTY 
Why even have an alarm if you're not 
going to be up before it rings. 

DAMION 
What do you mean? It's to wake me up. 

PATTY 
See that's your problem Damion, you're 
too safe. You don't take risks. Why 
not just wake up on your own. People 
have internal clocks. 

DAMION 
We do? 

PATTY 
Yes. It's how people woke up to work 
in the stone age. If you just listen 
to that instead of some stupid 
machine, then I'd get more sleep. 

DAMION 
But what if I sleep in and end up 
being late to work? 

Damion sits on the bed and starts to put on his shoes.Patty 
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picks at the sleep in her eyes. Damion ties his shoes. 

PATTY 
See that's your problem, Damion. You 
don't take risks. That's why we're 
living like we do. 

DAMION 
You think so? 

PATTY 
Damion. Look at yourself. How long 
have you been working at that factory? 

DAMION 
What do you think? About ten years? 

PATTY 
See, you don't even know anymore. 
You're in a rut. You've been in a rut. 
How much you get paid? 

DAMION 
I don't know. How much is on my 
paychecks? 

PATTY 
Last one was $750. Just about. How 
much'd you work? 

DAMION 
Monday through Friday. Eight to five. 
You know this. 

PATTY 
Yeah, so that makes fifty hours a 
week, no overtime. At least not on the 
check. So divide 750 by fifty... 
(sketching out the math in the air). 
You're making $8.00 an hour at that 
rate. 

Damion looks over to Patty and leans in. 

PATTY 
That's below minimum wage. 

DAMION 
I didn't-- 
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PATTY 
I know you didn't. What're you going 
to do about it, Damion? 

DAMION 
Quit my job? 

Patty throws her hands up in disbelief. She shakes her head. 

PATTY 
No! You're not going to quit your job, 
idiot. You're going to go into your 
bosses office. You're going to walk in 
there and ask for a damn raise. 

DAMION 
A raise? 

PATTY 
A raise. 

DAMION 
Think it's time for one? 

Patty leans in closer to Damion who is still on the corner of 
the bed. The two are face to face. 

PATTY 
Oh, I know so. Look at Johnson next 
door. Now he's aggressive. He knows 
what he wants and he just takes it. 

Patty makes a groaning sound. She clutches her fists. 

PATTY 
Now that's an assertive man. Doesn't 
take no for an answer. Can you take no 
for an answer? 

DAMION 
Yes I can. 

Damion gets up and puffs his chest in confidence. 

PATTY 
Now what are you going to do? 

DAMION 
I'm going to go into Mr. Pierces 
office and ask for a raise. 
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PATTY 
And you're going to get some dish soap 
on your way back. We're running low 
again. 

Damion shifts his body over to Patty. He grabs her hands and 
looks her in the eyes. Damion shows a weak smile. 

DAMION 
I love you, honey. 

Patty smiles back at Damion 

PATTY 
But you're getting the dish soap 
right? Can't do the dishes without it. 

DAMION 
Can you maybe pick it up? I won't get 
out until five. 

Patty retracts her hands from Damion's. She grabs her head 
again as if in pain. 

PATTY 
No. I can't today. I'm feeling a 
little sick. But go get that raise 
already! 

Patty motions for Damion to go away. 

DAMION 
Alright, I'll pick it up on my way 
back. You're the best. 

Damion gets up, fully dressed in his jumpsuit now. He looks 
around the room before heading to the door. He opens the 
bedroom door. Before fully exiting he looks back. 

DAMION 
Does that make you happy? 

PATTY 
Yes it does, babe. But remember, it 
also makes you happy. 

Patty tucks herself back into bed. Damion stands at the 
doorway and think to himself for a second. He smiles before 
fully exiting the room, making the door close as quietly as 
possible. 



                                                          6. 

Created using Celtx                                          

EXT. FRONT OF HOME- EARLY MORNING 

Damion exits the home, once again slowly closing the door. 
The front of the home is well maintained. 

Damion starts walking down the stairs. His jumpsuit ruffles 
and makes noise with every step that he takes. Damion makes 
it out of his front lawn to reveal his a beater of a car. 
Damion goes around the car and kicks the back two wheels. 
There's a bumper sticker that reads: A CHOICE NOT AN ECHO. 
GOLDWATER 1964. Damion makes his way around the front of the 
car and kicks those tires as well. 

The front door of the house next door opens and closes. 
Damion turns around to see JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON, a twenty-
four-year-old, peeking through a half-open door. Damion 
squints his eyes to identify him and waves. 

DAMION 
Hey, Johnson! Good morning! 

Johnson Johnson-Johnson opens the door fully. With 
reluctance, he waves back to Damion. Johnson Johnson-Johnson 
reveals himself to be a well-built man in a t-shirt and 
sweats. He looks like he just came out of the shower. 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
Hey, Dame. How's it hanging? 

DAMION 
Oh you know. Just off to work as 
usual. 

Johnson Johnson-Johnson fakes a laugh. Damion unlocks the 
driver seat door with his keys. 

DAMION 
Looking to start the day early I see. 
What's on the docket, Johnson? 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
It's my day off. I'm just going to 
kick back. 

DAMION 
Oh? Well, listen. If you could be so 
kind as to pick up some dish soap from 
the store later and bring it to Patty, 
I'd be grateful. She asked me to do 
it, but, I'll be at work all day 
seeing it's my big day. 
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Damion adjusts the zipper on his jumpsuit. 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
Yeah, I can do that. 

DAMION 
You can? She's a little hung over, and 
I'd hate for her to get out of bed. 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
Yeah, I know. 

Damion opens his car door fully. He halfway gets into the 
car, but he stops to continue to conversation. Johnson 
Johnson-Johnson looks like he wants to leave. 

DAMION 
Well, a rolling stone gathers no moss 
as they say. Wish me luck. It's my big 
day! 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
Oh, I will. 

Johnson Johnson-Johnson gives a flat smile. 

DAMION 
Thanks, Johnson. Enjoy your day off. 

Damion sits in his seat, finally, and goes to close the door. 
Before he shuts it, Johnson Johnson-Johnson stops him. 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
Hey, uh... what time will you be back? 

DAMION 
Five O'clock. Come one, you know this. 
Well, actually I might be getting new 
responsibilities so, lets say six. 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
Noted. 

Damion turns on his car. Its motor slowly comes to a loud 
groan. Damion salutes Johnson Johnson-Johnson before closing 
the door. Johnson Johnson-Johnson checks his watch. 

INT. OFFICE - MORNING- 8AM 

Damion is sitting in MR. PIERCE'S office, who is a larger 
black male in his fourties. His head is shaven. The office 
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has dark stained wood on every furnishing. The office 
consists of a desk, a chair, a wall of books, and a window 
with no curtains. On the desk, a couple bottles of expensive 
alcohol sit. Next to them, an empty cup. Mr. Pierce is 
searching through all the books on the wall. Damion sits on 
the chair with his hands on his thighs. He rubs them 
nervously. 

MR. PIERCE 
Damion. What do you even want? I'm a 
little busy. You see that. 

DAMION 
Yes, sir, but... I a can come back 
later if you want. 

MR. PIERCE 
No, that can't do. You're meeting will 
be a pest for the rest of the day. 
What do you want? 

DAMION 
Well, I've been here for five years. 

Mr. Pierce pauses from his search to look back. 

MR. PIERCE 
And we thank you for that. 

DAMION 
You're very welcome. But the thing is 
that...uh... 

Mr.Pierce goes back to searching through the books. 

DAMION(CONT'D) 
Well, you see...I've been thinking. 

MR. PIERCE 
That's a first. 

Mr. Pierce turns around and cackles. He goes back to 
searching through the books. 

DAMION 
Yeah, well, I've been doing some of 
that... 

MR. PIERCE 
Out with it Damion. 
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DAMION 
So I want a raise. 

Mr. Pierce stops his search. He pulls out a large book from 
the wall. He plants it on the desk in front of Damion. Mr. 
Pierce sits down at his desk. Damion is wide-eyed. He stopped 
rubbing his thighs. He holds his breath. 

MR. PIERCE 
A raise? 

DAMION 
Yes, sir. If you'd be so kind. 

MR. PIERCE 
You're a fucking idiot you know that? 

DAMION 
Yeah I know. Sorry for wasting your 
time. 

Damion starts to get up from the chair and starts walking 
towards the door. 

MR. PIERCE 
No sit down. Real quick. 

Damion sits back down. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
You come in here in that battered 
jumpsuit. Stained to shit. 

Damion looks down to his outfit. It's stained to shit. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
And ask for a raise. Today of all 
days. You know what today is? 

DAMION 
It's Tuesday. 

MR. PIERCE 
It's also the day you and I got fucked 
by the great state of Kansas. You know 
what Kansas is? 

DAMION 
A state. 
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MR. PIERCE 
The sunflower state. You know why? 

DAMION 
Because there's sunflowers here? 

MR. PIERCE 
Damn right. You know what we do here? 

DAMION 
Make sunflowers? 

MR. PIERCE 
Make sunflowers. Kansas needs them. We 
make them. A nice little relationship 
there, right? 

DAMION 
Right. 

MR. PIERCE 
Well not anymore. We don't make 
sunflowers anymore. 

DAMION 
What flower do we make now? 

Mr Pierce looks at Damion in disbelief. He blinks a couple 
times and takes a second to think. 

You're a dense motherfucker. You know 
that? 

DAMION 
I don't get it. If we're not making 
sunflowers, what are we making now? 

MR. PIERCE 
Not a damn thing. Sunflower is banned 
in Kansas, Damion. At least it will be 
in two weeks. You can't even begin to 
comprehend how much they fucked us, 
Damion. 

Mr. Pierce flips through the book he pulled out and scrolls 
through a page with two of his fingers. He finds the passage 
he wants to read. 

MR. PIERCE 
Says so right here. "In the interest 
of the health and public safety of our 
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citizenry, the state of Kansas declare 
that the use, distribution, and 
manufacturing of Sunflowers shall be 
criminalized and classified as a class 
one narcotic." What a load of garbage. 

Damion swallows hard. He is in shock. He doesn't move a 
muscle. Mr. Pierce opens a drawer in his desk and pulls out 
sunflower leaves. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
Class one drug now. You believe that? 
Kids smoke this. 

Mr. Pierce crushes the petals of sunflower in his hand and 
lets them scatter on his desk. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
You and I are out of a job and here 
you are asking for a raise. You can't 
make this shit up. 

Mr. Pierce dusts off his hands. Mr. Pierce pours himself a 
glass of alcohol. He reaches under his desk and opens the 
mini fridge where he pulls out ice cubes. Mr. Pierce then 
adds ice to his drink. He reaches back down under his desk 
and retrieves another glass which he fills up. He motions to 
offer Damion the second glass and Damion accepts. Mr. Pierce 
makes his drink. Ice cubes and all. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
What a joke. Why even ask for a raise? 
You're not the ask for a raise type. 
I've seen to many of you type of 
people to not know. People like you 
ask for a raise because one of two 
things are happening. 

Damion grabs the glass with both hands and blows on it, 
scattering the fog coming from the ice. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
Either you're planning on hanging 
yourself or someone is fucking your 
wife. 

Before Damion takes a sip of the drink, he stops. He lowers 
the glass down with both hands. He looks nervous. 

DAMION 
W-What do you mean? 
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MR. PIERCE 
People like you don't come up for a 
raise just like that. Who told you to 
come in and ask for a raise? 

DAMION 
I did. 

MR. PIERCE 
What? Do you paint me an idiot, 
Damion. I know this stuff. I've seen 
this way too many times before to not 
know this stuff. So why are you 
painting me an idiot? 

Damion shakes his hands out in front of him. 

DAMION 
I'm not painting nothing. 

Damion lowers his hands. 

MR. PIERCE 
No, no, no. You got your paintbrush. 
Your easel. You got your damn 
painter's hair. You painters always 
have that crazy hair. And you're just 
painting me. Painting me an idiot. But 
guess what? 

DAMION 
What? 

MR. PIERCE 
I am no idiot. This bamboozle will go 
no longer, Damion. You understand me? 

DAMION 
I understand. 

Mr. Pierce pounds down a glass of alcohol. He shakes his face 
like a saint bernard and pours himself another glass. 

MR. PIERCE 
Okay. So who had the idea? Huh? To ask 
for a raise? 

DAMION 
My wife. 
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MR. PIERCE 
Just as I suspected. And how hard was 
that by the way? Regardless, I'm about 
to tell you something, Damion. But 
you're not going to like it one bit. 
Go ahead and finish that glass there. 

Damion raises his glass with both hands to his mouth and 
starts drinking. He struggles to get the small amount of 
liquid down. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
Someone is fucking your wife. 

Damion lowers the glass once more. His jaw is hanging open. 

DAMION 
My wife? 

MR. PIERCE 
Yeah. 

DAMION 
Someone is fucking my wife? 

Damion sets the glass down on the desk. Damion leans in 
closer. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
Yup. I've seen it too many times to 
not know. So who is it then? You 
probably know them? 

DAMION 
I...I don't know. 

MR. PIERCE 
Oh come on, Damion. You have to try 
harder than that. Someone is fucking 
your wife. Don't you care? 

DAMION 
Yeah, of course I care! 

MR. PIERCE 
I doesn't look like it to me. You're 
letting someone fuck your wife. 

DAMION 
I'm not letting them. 
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MR. PIERCE 
Well, someone is fucking your wife, so 
I beg to differ. 

DAMION 
Maybe... 

Mr. Pierce interrupts. 

MR. PIERCE 
There's no maybe. In such a sensitive 
topic like fucking wives, there's no 
maybe. Either who you're about to name 
is fucking your wife or they're not. 
Which is it? 

DAMION 
Yeah, he's fucking my wife. 

Damion gets up and paces the room. He scratches his neck and 
wipes the sweat off his forehead. Mr. Pierce bows his head. 

MR. PIERCE 
Who's fucking your wife. 

DAMION 
Johnson Johnson-Johnson. 

MR. PIERCE 
That motherfucker. So what are you 
going to do about it? 

DAMION 
Divorce? 

Mr. Pierce gets up. He's visibly upset. He walks over to 
Damion and grabs him by both shoulders. 

MR. PIERCE 
No. That doesn't solve the problem. In 
fact, if you divorce, you would have 
effectively made another problem for 
yourself. You'd not only be a sad and 
divorced idiot out of a job, but 
someone would also still be fucking 
your wife. 

DAMION 
So what do I do? 
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MR. PIERCE 
You eliminate the problem from the 
root. You'll thank me later. I have 
opened your eyes. 

DAMION 
I will? 

MR. PIERCE 
Yes you will. You are a sheep in the 
midst of wolves. Know this. 

Mr. Pierce walks over to his desk again and picks up a pair 
of keys and a mystery object that he tucks in his suit 
pocket. Damion is too busy pacing to see this. He tosses the 
keys over to Damion who fumbles them around. Mr. Pierce makes 
his way to the office door. He motions Damion to come along. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
Come on, Damion. You're driving. We 
got some weeds to pull. 

Damion clutches the keys in his hand. He nods his head. 

DAMION 
Whatever you say, sir. 

EXT. FRONT OF HOME- 9AM 

Damion's car pulls up next to the mailbox in front of his 
home. Him and Mr. Pierce exit the car and look at each other 
over the top. Mr. Pierce motions his head towards the house. 
Damion nods and the two make their way up the walk way. Mr. 
Pierce stops and hushes Damion. He motions Damion to get low. 
The two press up against the home and sneak their way to the 
side of the home. They keep sneaking until they encounter a 
window with the blinds closed off. Mr. Pierce presses his ear 
up to the window. Mild moaning and groaning can be heard. Mr. 
Pierce waves over Damion to put his ear up to the window. 
Damion does this and he hears the moaning and groaning. The 
two whisper to each other the following: 

MR. PIERCE 
I told you. And it's not even 10 yet. 

Damion takes a seat under the window. He buries his face in 
his lap. He quivers his lip. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
What...what are you doing? Get up and 
make this guy stop! 
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DAMION 
What's the use? She doesn't love me. 

MR. PIERCE 
Of course not. That's just how 
relationships are. Look, I love money. 
Does money love me? Probably not. But 
does that stop me from cashing out 
every other week at the bank? Fuck 
nooooo. I still love my money 
regardless. It buys me...what does it 
buy me... hookers, drugs, and whatever 
else I want. But it don't love me. At 
the end of the day, we both get blown 
and that's what matters. Your wife she 
probably don't love you. She just 
wants your money. I've see it too many 
times to not know these things. But 
what does she do for you? She sleep 
with you? 

Damion raises his head. 

DAMION 
Well... 

Mr. Pierce interrupts 

MR. PIERCE 
That's a stupid question. She's 
obviously not. Someone is fucking your 
wife for Christ's sake. Which brings 
me to my next point! Whatever your 
relationship is, it's not okay for 
someone to be fucking your wife at 10 
in the morning. 

Mr. Pierce screams out the next line: 

MR. PIERCE 
Get yourself up and stop this man! 

The moaning and groaning stops. Damion stands up immediately. 
The two look at each other in fear. The blinds open up to 
reveal Johnson Johnson-Johnson. Johnson Johnson-Johnson looks 
at the two outside and sprints the other way through the 
house. Mr. Pierce, followed by Damion, sprint back to the 
front door where they beat Johnson Johnson-Johnson and cut 
him off. Johnson Johnson-Johnson run back into the home and 
into Damion's bedroom. 
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MR. PIERCE 
Hey! Stop! Damion, tell this guy to 
stop fucking your wife. 

DAMION 
Please don't! 

MR. PIERCE 
For Christ's sake. Here. Hold this. 

Mr. Pierce takes out a gun from his suit pocket and hands it 
to Damion. Damion drops the gun in fear, but picks it right 
back up. He holds the gun with one hand on the trigger and 
the other over the back of the barrel. He also holds the gun 
out in front of him like if it smells. He then follows Mr. 
Pierce into the bedroom. 

Johnson Johnson is stuck trying to open the window to the 
bedroom. Mr. Pierce makes his way to the bedroom followed by 
Damion. Damion is still holding the gun awkwardly. Patty, who 
is covered by a blanket starts screaming at the fact that 
Damion has a gun. Johnson Johnson-Johnson, in turn, starts 
screaming too. He then sees the gun and screams louder. The 
window just won't budge. There are bottles on the floor that 
read OHIO BACKROAD. There are sunflower petals on the floor 
as well as rose petals. 

PATTY 
Damion, look. I love you, baby. 

MR. PIERCE 
She don't love you Damion. Look at 
this. 

Mr. Pierce kicks around the sunflower and rose petals. 
There's a bottle of dish soap on the counter. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
She loves this man here. 

Mr. Pierce looks over to Johnson Johnson-Johnson and points 
at him. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
See these rose petals? He wasn't 
fucking your wife. He was making love 
to her. I've seen it too many times to 
not know this. 

Damion looks to Patty 
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DAMION 
Is this true? You don't love me? 

PATTY 
It's not that. I...it's complicated, 
Damion. 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
Damion, it's all just one big mistake, 
man. I just...you know. I'll make it 
up to you man. Just let me put on my 
pants and leave. Please. 

MR. PIERCE 
What do you say, Damion? Are you going 
to let this guy make love to your wife 
like that and leave? 

DAMION 
What? 

MR. PIERCE 
He made love to your wife, right? 
Right? 

He points to Johnson Johnson-Johnson. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
You made love to his wife? 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
I made love to his wife. 

Mr. Pierce nods his head once. 

MR. PIERCE 
See look. He admitted it. He made love 
to your wife. You're just going to let 
him make love to your wife and leave? 
How are you going to un-make love to 
his wife? You owe him. 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
I know, I know. Whatever it is, it's 
yours, Damion. Just let me leave, man. 

MR. PIERCE 
So what are you going to do, Damion? 

DAMION 
Make love to his wife? 
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MR. PIERCE 
No you're an idiot! You couldn't 
possibly dream about making love to 
this man's wife. You probably couldn't 
even talk to his wife if you wanted 
to. Mr. Pierce points to Johnson 
Johnson-Johnson again. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
Could this man fuck your wife? 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
Excuse me? 

MR. PIERCE 
Oh, so we can make love to this guy's 
wife... 

Mr. Pierce points to Damion. 

MR. PIERCE (CONT'D) 
But, we can't even talk about fucking 
your wife. You see you're a hypocrite, 
right? You're garbage. Regardless, 
you're not doing nothing with no one's 
wife, Damion. 

DAMION 
No? 

MR. PIERCE 
No. This garbage isn't walking out of 
this room, you hear me? 

Everyone looks at Mr. Pierce confused. 

DAMION 
What...what do you mean? 

MR. PIERCE 
I mean you're going to shoot this guy 
where he stands. If not, he's just 
going to keep making love to your 
wife. 

Johnson Johnson-Johnson drops to his knees he sobs. He has 
his hands together like he's praying. Patty is frozen in 
shock. 

JOHNSON JOHNSON-JOHNSON 
I won't make love to your wife 
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anymore, I promise. Please, man. Let 
me go. 

MR. PIERCE 
No, he's lying through his teeth. I've 
seen it too many times before to not 
know. He'll be back making love to 
your wife before Friday. 

Patty starts screaming out. It's as if she realized Mr. 
Pierce was serious just then. She ties a knot in the blanket 
to cover herself and runs over to try and cover Johnson 
Johnson-Johnson, but Mr. Pierce catches her and restrains her 
by the waist before she gets to the sobbing Johnson-Johnson. 

MR. PIERCE 
Go ahead and quit messing around! 

Patty screams louder and in a higher pitch. 

DAMION 
Shoot him? 

MR. PIERCE 
Yes! Shoot him! 

DAMION 
I don't know. Isn't there any other 
way? 

MR. PIERCE 
Any other way lets that man walk out 
the door and make love to someone 
else's wife. You want that on your 
hands? 

DAMION 
No. But... 

Mr. Pierce interrupts. 

MR. PIERCE 
Then quit playing and stop this man 
from making love to your wife! 

Damion looks at his gun that he is still holding awkwardly. 
Patty is screaming at the top of her lungs. Johnson Johnson-
Johnson pleads and prays on the carpet. Mr. Pierce holds 
Patty tighter as to not let her go. 
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DAMION 
Is that the right thing to do? 

MR. PIERCE 
This man's a thief. Stealing your 
wife. And he won't even offer up his 
own. If a thief has nothing, then he's 
sold for his theft. 

Damion aims the barrel at Johnson Johnson-Johnson. He focuses 
in on his curled up body. Damion turns his head over to Mr. 
Pierce who is nodding his head violently. Patty is flailing 
like a trapped animal. Damion closes his eyes and pulls the 
trigger. 


