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FADE IN:

INT. PENTHOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

SAYURI WOLFE, a late 30’s painter with a gentle soul, smiles 
softly as she fills a tea kettle with water. 

Her hair is tied into a messy bun and a silk bathrobe drapes 
over her nightgown-clad shoulders.

Just as she reaches to turn off the water, she hears a KEY 
ENTER A TUMBLER and the front door OPEN and SLAM clumsily.

She clenches her eyes in frustration.

Not bothering to turn, she waits until she hears the HEAVY 
FOOTFALLS enter the kitchen.

SAYURI
Jason.

Behind her stands her husband JASON WOLFE, the middle-aged 
quintessence of addiction, SNIFFLING and wiping his nose.

JASON
Any coffee?

Finally turning, she carries the kettle over to the stove.

SAYURI
I’m making tea.

Lighting the fire, Sayuri reaches into the pocket of her 
bathrobe to retrieve, and light, a cigarette.

Jason shoots her a dirty look before rummaging through 
cabinets.

SAYURI
We missed you for dinner.

It takes a moment, but he finds their french press.

JASON
Had a late meeting, then I took the 
client out for drinks.

Finally finding the coffee, Jason opens the bag.

SAYURI
By client you mean whore, right? 



JASON
Excuse me?

The angry man turns and locks his wife with an incredulous 
stare.

SAYURI
You think I don’t know?

JASON
I have no idea what you’re talking 
about.

Jason pours ground coffee into the french press.

SAYURI
Please, I can smell her cheap 
perfume from here.

JASON
Fine, you want the truth?

Whipping around, Jason throws the open bag across the room, 
covering the kitchen floor in coffee grounds.

JASON
A man has needs you frigid bitch!

Neither notice MICHAEL WOLFE, the walking enigma with a 
silver tongue, walk up to the threshold of the kitchen. 

SAYURI
A man?  A man!

He’s shirtless, with a lit cigarette between his fingers.  He 
leans against the wall and observes the argument with a 
dispassionate gaze.

SAYURI
Maybe if you were a man I’d 
actually let you touch me.

The still ignored Michael smirks at the insult and takes a 
puff of his cigarette, while Jason flies into a rage.

Storming across the kitchen, Jason raises a hand in anger to 
Sayuri’s shock, but everything grinds to halt at Michael’s 
voice.

MICHAEL
Off the wagon again, Jason?

They both freeze, and look over to see Michael’s bored and 
displeased look.
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JASON
Mind your business Mikey.

MICHAEL
Oh, this is my business.

Michael ashes his cigarette on the floor and reaches into his 
pocket to retrieve his cell phone.

MICHAEL
After you hit her who should I call 
first, the police or the Enquirer?

He waggles the device in the air with a harsh look in his 
eyes.

MICHAEL
Which would be more embarrassing?

Jason’s eyes widen at the implication of his son’s words.

Just then the SHRIEKS of the tea kettle break their stand-
off, and Jason takes a few steps back.

JASON
I’m leaving.

MICHAEL
Good choice.

Jason hastily grabs his things and storms out of the 
apartment, SLAMMING the door behind him.

The still shocked Sayuri stares at Michael who gives her a 
small smile.

MICHAEL
I’ll get the broom, you take the 
kettle.

LATER

Michael sweeps the last of the coffee grounds into a dustpan 
and dumps them into the trash.  

SAYURI
Here, I’ll take those.

Turning he sees Sayuri holding out her hands, yet Michael 
keeps the broom and dustpan out of her reach.

Again, they lock eyes.
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MICHAEL
Sure you’re okay?

Briefly Sayuri’s eyes drift down to Michael’s exposed and 
well-toned chest.

Michael smirks before she can bring her eyes back up to meet 
his.

SAYURI
Yes, yes I’m fine.  Thank you, by 
the way.  For everything.

Michael grins wider and puts the broom and dustpan into her 
hands.

MICHAEL
Don’t mention it.

Michael walks away from Sayuri who puts the items back into a 
closet.

MICHAEL (O.S.)
Oh, and Sayuri.

The woman turns to find Michael giving her a small smile.

MICHAEL
It’s good to see you again.  I 
really did miss you.

Michael winks and walks out of the kitchen.

He doesn’t see the small, but genuine, smile cross Sayuri’s
face.
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