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FADE IN:

INT. SHABBY APARTMENT - MORNING

MARK has a pile of books open on the table. He’s flipping 
back and forth between them like he’s just about to unlock 
the key to string theory.

CHRIS comes through the door, not silently, and watches Mark, 
who hasn’t noticed him yet.

Chris clears his throat. 

Nothing.

Chris inhales sharply through his nose.

Mark grabs a Kleenex and wipes his own nose, not looking up 
from the books.

CHRIS
Dude, seriously.

MARK
What?

He still doesn’t look up.

CHRIS
I’ve been standing here for like 
twenty minutes.

MARK
If only, Christopher. If only.

Chris flops into the chair next to Mark.

CHRIS
What’re you doing?

MARK
Working on something. It’s a pretty 
big problem.

CHRIS
Need my help?

MARK
Not ever.

CHRIS
Come on. Try me. I need your advice 
on something. Only seems fair.



MARK
You sure?

CHRIS
Yeah, lay it on me.

MARK
No, I mean are you sure you need my 
advice?

CHRIS
Shut up.

Mark turns back to his books.

CHRIS (CONT’D)
Dude!

MARK
Okay, what is it?

CHRIS
I don’t want to talk about it.

MARK
Then why’d you --

CHRIS
You’re supposed to make me talk 
about it. You don’t get this by 
now?

MARK
Fine.

Mark leans forward and lays his hand on Chris’ knee. 

CHRIS
Make me talk about it, don’t ask me 
to join you in the bedroom.

Mark’s hand quickly jumps back to his own lap.

MARK
Just spit it out already. I’m busy.

CHRIS
It’s hard to talk about.

Mark starts to turn back to his books.

CHRIS (CONT’D)
Okay, fine.
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Chris gulps.

CHRIS (CONT’D)
She’s faking it.

Mark leans back and strokes the beard his doesn’t have. He 
picks up a pair of glasses off the table and puts them on the 
end of his nose.

MARK
Yes, go on.

CHRIS
She told me yesterday. Apparently 
this has been going on for quite a 
while.

MARK
How often?

CHRIS
Almost every time. It’s real once 
in a while.

MARK
But not often enough for you?

CHRIS
How would you feel?

MARK
Yes, yes. I see your point.

Mark scribbles some notes on a pad of paper.

MARK (CONT’D)
Now I notice you spent the night 
anyway. May I assume coitus was 
involved?

CHRIS
Whoa, no. We just had sex.

Mark tries to shrug that one off.

MARK
So after she told you this, you 
still felt you could perform 
sexually?
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CHRIS
Well, yeah. I mean, what she’s 
doing over there doesn’t effect 
what’s going on with me over here, 
you know?

MARK
Her enjoyment isn’t a necessary 
factor for you?

CHRIS
I want her to be digging what I’m 
putting down, but I’m not gonna let 
it throw me off my game.

Mark struggles to take in that statement.

MARK
Have you thought about - how do I 
put this delicately? - learning 
what she likes?

CHRIS
How?

MARK
Communication is the key to any 
relationship.

Chris is silent for an oddly long time. He stares at his 
feet.

MARK (CONT’D)
Christopher?

CHRIS
Huh?

MARK
Communication.

CHRIS
Doesn’t talking to her about it 
kind of ruin the whole thing?

MARK
Open up to her. Ask her how she 
feels.

Chris is silent again.

CHRIS
Or I could take a class!
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This almost knocks Mark out of his chair.

MARK
A class?

CHRIS
Yeah. I think they have one down at 
the Y on Saturday afternoons, 
actually.

MARK
They have a class at the Y.

CHRIS
Yeah. You practice with a big 
group. Something about learning to 
perform in front of others helping 
your confidence and all that.

MARK
And you’re comfortable performing 
with a group of people?

CHRIS
You know me. I’m always trying new 
stuff.

MARK
Well, yeah. Like, weird foods and 
stuff.

CHRIS
Yep. This can’t be that much 
different.

MARK
I think it could be quite 
different.

Chris nods his head, smiling.

CHRIS
I feel good about this. Thanks for 
the help. You gonna come with me?

MARK
Am I what?

CHRIS
Gonna come with me. You know, help 
me out. Give me a hand and all 
that.
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MARK
A hand?

CHRIS
Yeah. You know, if I’m struggling, 
you can get in there and work with 
me.

Mark tears the glasses off of his face.

MARK
Look, I put up with a lot. The 
naked cooking. The naked TV 
watching. Pretty much the naked in 
general.

He motions to Chris’ body and gags a little.

MARK (CONT’D)
But this? No. Too far. Seriously.

CHRIS
Dude, fine. I’ll take the improv 
classes by myself.

MARK
Yeah, you will.

Mark leans back over his books.

Then turns back to Chris.

MARK (CONT’D)
Wait, what?

CHRIS
Improv. So she’ll think I’m 
actually funny.

It takes Mark a moment.

MARK
And stop fake laughing.

CHRIS
Right.

Chris gets up and walks to the kitchen.

CHRIS (CONT’D)
So what was your thing?
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MARK
Still can’t figure out how to make 
mac and cheese.

Chris looks around. It looks like the whole kitchen had been 
on fire.

FADE TO BLACK.
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