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EXT. SANTA RITA HUMANE SOCIETY – DAY

Close up on JAMIE (mid 20s, slim, attractive, he could be 
beautiful if not for the wrong kind of frown on his face). He 
doesn’t want to do this, because it will end in tears.

Cut to his hand on the door latch. The door flings outward, 
startling him.

A HANDSOME MAN smiles at him, warm, kind. Jamie falters in 
his attempt to smile back.

The man’s gone, and the door is closing slowly. He reaches 
out and grabs it, pauses, then goes inside.

INT. SANTA RITA HUMANE SOCIETY – THE CAT SIDE LOBBY - DAY

The lobby is crowded. Lots of volunteers and potential cat 
adopters

A volunteer approaches. Her name tag says NINA (mid 40s, 
warm, nurse type).

NINA
Hi, can I help you?

JAMIE
Uh, yeah, I’m here to look at cats.

NINA
Great! Have you been here before?

JAMIE
Yeah, I got my other cat here a 
year ago.

NINA
And you’re here to get him a 
friend?

JAMIE
I’m thinking about it. I live 
alone, and he’s lonely with me gone 
at work all day, so...

NINA nods, walking away as she talks so that Jamie has no 
choice but to follow.

NINA
Hmm. I think you should meet Jane.

NINA opens a cage and pulls out JANE, a little darling. She 
plops her into Jamie’s arms. Jane looks up at Jamie placidly.
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NINA (CONT’D)
Let’s get you into a playroom, and 
you guys can get acquainted.

INT. SANTA RITA HUMANE SOCIETY – PLAYROOM - DAY

The room is empty save for a bench and a few cat toys on the 
floor. There’s a window in the door.

NINA
I’m going to see who else needs 
some help. We’re totally slammed.

JAMIE
Oh, sure, no problem.

NINA
I’ll be back to check on you guys.

She closes the door behind her.

Jamie looks at Jane, and Jane looks at Jamie. She makes a 
figure eight around his legs, rubbing sinuously and marking 
him as her own. Jamie rubs her face, charmed but worried.

JAMIE
What if you don’t get along with 
Jackson, huh? If you two fight and 
I have to bring you back here? And 
how sick does that sound – Jamie, 
Jackson and Jane? Everyone would 
think I’m a crazy cat lady.

He looks out the window at the normal people, happy, making 
new kitty friends. He can’t do it. He sees a volunteer 
through the window and waves frantically.

JAMIE (CONT’D)
Can you put her back in her cage?

VOLUNTEER #1
Sure, what’s her name?

JAMIE
Jane.

VOLUNTEER #1
Oh, yeah, this is Jane! Oh, she’s a 
sweetheart. Are you going to adopt 
her?
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JAMIE
(Guiltily)

Not today.

VOLUNTEER #1
Okay!

INT. SANTA RITA HUMANE SOCIETY – MAIN LOBBY - DAY

Jamie sits to compose himself in the main lobby. He’s a bad 
person. He looks up when the front door opens.

EXT. SANTA RITA HUMANE SOCIETY – DAY

Extreme close up on TOM (early 30s, tall, not buff but solid, 
military bearing). His natural fearlessness was sheared away 
in Afghanistan. Only suppressing the voice of experience lets 
him open this door.

Cut to his hand on the door latch, then back to his face.

TOM
(Mutters)

Another, and another, and another.

Cut to HARRY (Black Lab in a service dog harness and vest), 
who looks up at him expectantly. Tom pats his head almost 
instinctively, accepting the dog’s reassurance.

TOM (CONT’D)
Okay.

Tom takes a deep breath, sighs, and opens the door.

INT. SANTA RITA HUMANE SOCIETY – MAIN LOBBY - DAY

Tom’s in desert fatigue pants and a dark blue t-shirt with 
the Canine Comrade Corps logo on it. He walks a little oddly, 
as if his back hurts.

Something catches his attention. It’s Jamie, sitting on a 
bench. Their eyes lock for a second. Jamie looks away.

Tom follows suit, also embarrassed, caught looking. Harry 
also looks at Jamie for a second, then wags his tail.

Tom and Harry enter the dog side of the Humane Society. Jamie 
watches him go. He kicks himself, you can never have that.

He gets up, bolts back to the cat side.
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INT. SANTA RITA HUMANE SOCIETY – THE DOG SIDE - DAY

The dog side is also jammed with people.

Cut to Tom, tense, alert, anxious. He steadies himself.

CARRIE (O.C.)
Tom!

ELAINE (O.C.)
Hey, Tom!

A palpable wave of relief rolls over him. Carrie and Elaine 
hug him.

CARRIE
And hi to you too, Harry! What are 
you guys doing, huh? You guys 
recruiting today?

TOM
Yeah, any good prospects?

ELAINE
I think I have a likely candidate. 
Come on, you guys.

Tom and Harry walk through the area, people beaming at Harry 
in his vest. Harry keeps close to Tom, bumping up against 
him, reminding him he’s there, not letting him disassociate.

Elaine opens the door of a small play room.

ELAINE (CONT’D)
I’ll be right back.

INT. SANTA RITA HUMANE SOCIETY – PLAYROOM - DAY

Tom relaxes in the quiet of the play room. The windows let 
him see the action in the halls but muffle the sound.

TOM
(to Harry)

I did it.

Harry wags his tail approvingly.

Elaine comes back with a Golden Retriever puppy. Tom’s 
anxiety disappears as he checks out the dog.

ELAINE
Suzie’s only been here a week.
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Tom looks Suzie in the eye. She’s expectant, friendly, with a 
clear desire to please.

TOM
I’ll take her on trial, but she 
looks like a keeper.

He ruffles Suzie’s ears and she pants happily.

TOM (CONT’D)
Let’s get her paper done and get 
her on her way.

INT. SANTA RITA HUMANE SOCIETY – THE CAT SIDE - DAY

Jamie looks around, corrals a volunteer.

JAMIE
Have you seen Nina?

VOLUNTEER #2
Oh, yeah, she went over to the dog 
side for a sec.

JAMIE
Thanks.

He hesitates. HE is over there. Can he stand it? He wants to 
see him, he doesn’t. He enters the dog side.

INT. SANTA RITA HUMANE SOCIETY – THE DOG SIDE - DAY

Jamie walks in and freezes. Nina is sitting with the hot guy, 
doing paperwork. He has two dogs with him now. He did what 
Jamie couldn’t, and saved an animal today.

Tom looks up as Jamie approaches. The two men look at each 
other, neither smiling like normal people would, both waiting 
for the other one to look away. Neither does until Nina 
speaks.

NINA
Hi there! Are you going home with 
Jane?

JAMIE
No, not today. I need a little more 
time to think about it.

Jamie looks at Tom for just a second, to take that mental 
photo for... later.
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NINA
That’s good, hon. No impulsive 
decisions.

She notices something between them, and smiles.

NINA (CONT’D)
Now Tom here, he’s got it down pat, 
he’s an old pro at this.

Tom gives a self-deprecating smile, tugging at his t-shirt to 
display the logo: CANINE COMRADE CORPS.

TOM
That’s my job.

NINA
Tom rescues dogs and trains them as 
service dogs for our troops.

There’s a glint in her eye. She’s seen it in both their eyes.

JAMIE
That’s awesome.

NINA
You know, I bet they could use some 
help down there.

Tom’s eyes widen for a moment, then he recovers.

TOM
Uh, yeah, I mean, we have to have 
well trained people work with the 
dogs, but...

NINA
Tom, give the young man your card. 
He can do that paperwork I know you 
hate. You don’t mind paper work, do 
you?

Jamie starts to tell her he can't possibly, but instead...

JAMIE
I don’t mind it. I do it for a 
living all week. So I mean I 
couldn’t do anything on a 
weekday...

NINA
They’re open weekends, how 
convenient, huh?
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Jamie looks at Tom and Tom looks at Jamie. They could either 
laugh at Nina’s transparency or pretend it didn’t happen. 
It’s the latter.

Tom pulls out his wallet.

TOM
Well, here’s my card. Just give us 
a call.

JAMIE
Yeah. I will. Maybe next Saturday.

TOM
Great.

Tom watches Jamie walk out, and so do we. Jamie has a nice 
ass and Tom’s not blind.

But the dark cloud comes over him: no, forget it.

He turns to see Nina regarding him.

TOM (CONT’D)
Sorry, where were we?

EXT. JAMIE’S CAR - DAY

Jamie with his hands on the wheel, shaking.

JAMIE
You idiot.

INT. STREGA BAR - NIGHT

Jamie sits with AVA (late 20s, Modern Betty Page look – 
tattoos, curated vintage outfit).

BARTENDER leans over (early 20s, HOT, flirty).

BARTENDER
What can I get you guys?

AVA
How about chef’s choice? I trust 
you.

BARTENDER
Do you place your trust that 
easily?
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JAMIE
(answering for her)

Only in strange men.

BARTENDER
How about a Sazerac?

AVA
Make it two.

Jamie goes to protest, then thinks, fuck it.

AVA (CONT’D)
So, next Saturday, then?

JAMIE
I guess. I just said I’d call. I 
think I just felt super guilty, you 
know, about not adopting the cat. 
Jane. Like I could, I don't know, 
make up for it by doing something 
virtuous.

The Bartender puts down their drinks. They toast. Jamie 
flinches at the strong cocktail.

AVA
Why couldn't you adopt her? You 
know Jackson's lonely.

JAMIE
What if they fought? I couldn't 
stand to take her back to kitty 
prison.

AVA
So you left her in kitty prison 
instead. Hon, you turn every 
problem into a Rubik’s Cube. You 
twist it until the colors are all 
messed up, then you say, oh, it’s 
hopeless, it’s too complicated.

Jamie laughs.

AVA (CONT’D)
And maybe this Tom guy is gay. Or, 
you know,

(winks at the bartender)
flexible.

The bartender raises an eyebrow at Jamie, who blushes and 
turns away.
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AVA (CONT’D)
I mean, you saw something there, 
right? There was some kind of spark 
between you, obviously.

JAMIE
I saw what I wanted to see. And you 
know, my gaydar ain’t what it used 
to be.

AVA
(Eyeing the bartender)

Whose is?

JAMIE
He was such a... Guy. Just a dude. 
No polish, no gloss. Pretty sure 
he’s ex-military.

AVA
And you’re a hot little number. If 
he's gay, you'll know it.

He waits till the bartender is in range.

JAMIE
Yeah, a hot little number with 
AIDS.

The bartender blinks, a still pleasant but blank smile on his 
face. Jamie nods to himself, the reaction confirming 
something.

AVA
(Sternly)

HIV poz. Viral load undetectable, 
great T cells, no drugs, good diet. 
You’ll live forever.

Jamie’s face says, Right, whatever. 

AVA (CONT’D)
(Elbows him.)

Make the call. Now. Under the 
impulsive influence of alcohol.

JAMIE
They’re closed, Ava, it’s Saturday 
night.

AVA
Leave a message.
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JAMIE
(Sighs in defeat)

Fine.

He pulls Tom’s card out and dials the number.

MARY (V.O.)
CCC.

JAMIE
Oh, uh, hi, I talked to Tom at the 
Humane Society today about 
volunteering?

MARY
Jamie, right? You're coming next 
Saturday.

JAMIE
Umm, I didn’t...

Ava elbows him, hard.

JAMIE (CONT’D)
Definitely. Looking forward to it. 
Wow, you guys work pretty late.

MARY (V.O.)
We did a fundraiser tonight, so you 
just caught us finishing our 
cleanup. I’m Mary, by the way.

JAMIE
Hi. Jamie. Obviously. Duh, right?

MARY (V.O.)
It’ll be good to have a new face 
around here. I’m getting tired of 
looking at Tom’s ugly mug.

TOM (V.O.)
(In the background, 
genial)

Fuck you, Mary. 

Jamie smiles despite himself.

JAMIE
Great. Umm, I’ll see you then.

He hangs up. Ava nods her approval.

AVA
Was that so hard?
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JAMIE
Yes. Yes, it was.

INT. JAMIE’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Jamie walks in the front door, and is greeted by JACKSON 
(Maine Coon or other big orange monster kitty), rubbing 
against him.

JAMIE
Hello, meat loaf.

Jamie sits on the couch, and closes his eyes.

We FLASH to a fantasy of him and Tom, kissing passionately, 
Tom pushing him up against a wall, ravishing him, hands 
exploring.

Then, there’s a hand on Tom’s shoulder, pulling him off, 
pushing him away.

It’s DANIEL in his face now (mid 20s, gorgeous in a street 
tough way, hard eyes, hard smile). Daniel grinning, laughing, 
pinning Jamie's hands over his head, against the wall.

DANIEL
You don’t get that. I’m what you 
want. I’m what you deserve.

Jamie turns his head away but doesn’t struggle.

Daniel’s laughing at him, disdainfully, disbelievingly.

DANIEL (CONT’D)
You think he’d ever want you?

BACK to the couch and reality. Jamie’s eyes open; he’s angry 
and sad.

JAMIE
Fuck you, Daniel.

Jackson jumps on him, breaking his reverie. He gives Jackson 
the attention he demands.

JAMIE (CONT’D)
It’s just you and me, buddy. You’re 
the only boyfriend I’m ever gonna 
have.
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INT. TOM’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Tom sits on his bed and takes his pants off. We see his two 
state-of-the-art carbon fiber artificial legs.

He lowers himself to the bedroom floor with his powerful 
upper body. He straightens out his legs, taking deep, steady 
breaths, unclenching his hands, closed his eyes.

TOM
Another, and another, and 
another...

THREE YEARS EARLIER --

INT. BAR, KAISERSLAUTERN, GERMANY - NIGHT

Tom and ED (late 20s, a redheaded, Prince Harry lookalike 
with a Deep South accent) drinking, Ed checking out the 
impressive rack on a BARMAID kitted out in a flouncy, 
cleavage-enhancing Oktoberfest type top.

There’s a loud CLACK and Tom’s head whips around at the 
sound, alert for danger. He calms down when he sees it’s just 
a game of pool, the sound of the cue ball splitting the 
racked balls.

Tom’s eyes are on POOL TABLE GUY. Setting up his shot, the 
guy sees him looking, smiles, then turns back to the table, 
arching his rump suggestively, more than is necessary to make 
his shot.

Tom’s eyes dilate with lust.

ED (O.C.)
Do it.

Startled, Tom looks at his friend, astonished. Ed’s drunk but 
this is a lucid moment.

TOM
What?

ED
Hit that. Give him the biscuit. 
Pound the ground round. Sink your 
eight in his corner pocket.

TOM
I’m not gay, dude.

Ed shrugs, drinking his beer. 
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ED
So what? He wants you. You’re 
horny. And you know what? We are 
here for two days. Then we go back 
to our remote Afghan shithole, 
where you won’t see an ass like 
that, male or female or goat, for 
months. Fucking do it! Go take that 
shit!

He pounds Tom on the back, then staggers, the lucid moment 
over.

TOM
You are not okay, man.

ED
Mmm fine. Go.

TOM
No, man. Let's get you back to the 
hotel.

ED
No! Go over there and cock-punch 
that ass!

Everyone looks, including Pool Table Guy. He smiles and winks 
at Tom. Tom blushes.

TOM
Let’s go.

ED
Mmm fine... Oh shit, I don’t feel 
so good.

Tom puts Ed’s arm over his shoulder and steers him toward the 
door. He takes one look back at Pool Table Guy, who smiles 
and shrugs as if to say, maybe next time.

FOUR DAYS LATER -– 

INT. RAMMSTEIN AFB HOSPITAL INTENSIVE CARE - DAY

Tom's unconscious in a hospital bed, cuts to his face, a 
bandage on his head. He wakes up and looks down. He sees 
stumps, bandaged in white, their ends patched with red.

The ICU DOCTOR (female, 40s) enters and stands next to his 
bed.
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ICU DOCTOR
You're awake.

TOM
What happened.

ICU DOCTOR
IED. Don’t talk, you need to rest.

TOM
Do I still have my...

She’s kind, warm, and honest.

ICU DOCTOR
You’ve lost both your legs above 
the knees.

TOM
I know that. Do I still have my...

She smiles, realizing what he's asking. 

ICU DOCTOR
Yes. Your genitals are intact.

TOM
(Closes his eyes)

Well. That’s something.

THE PRESENT --

INT. TOM’S HOUSE - DAY

Close up on Tom, his eyes closed. He can’t concentrate on 
inner peace.

Cut to a vision of Jamie, his ass as he walks across the 
lobby of the Humane Society.

Cut to Tom, shoulders up but we can see his arm working 
furiously.

Cut to Tom and Jamie naked on a bed, Jamie face down, Tom on 
top of him, grinding against his ass, Jamie crying out, 
loving it, Tom pulling his hair, kissing his neck...

Cut to Tom, gasping, blowing a load.

He wipes up, then stares into space. It’s just a foolish 
dream.
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TOM
No. Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck.

INT. CCC OFFICES - DAY

Tom is at his desk. He’s wearing a worn down olive-drab t-
shirt with ARMY in fading letters across the chest. Mary has 
Suzie on a leash, ready to go out the door.

MARY
We’re off.

TOM
Okay.

She gives him a meaningful glance.

MARY
Jamie should be here soon.

Tom doesn’t look up from his paperwork.

TOM
Yeah, that’s right.

She gives up, shakes her head and leaves.

Alone now, Tom stares into space. We hear a little snuffle. 
Tom looks down, to see Harry nuzzling his hand.

TOM (CONT’D)
Hey boy. It’s okay. Dad’s just 
thinking.

Harry wags his tail, but nuzzles him again, looking dubious 
about that. It’s his job to make sure Tom isn’t drifting into 
depression.

Tom can lie to himself, but not to Harry. He sighs and makes 
himself get up and walk to the coffee pot. He nods.

TOM (CONT’D)
Ok. It’s okay for it not to be 
okay.

(To Harry)
You’re right, Harry. I’m dwelling.

He looks at the calendar where Mary had written "Jamie 
McAllister."

The front door opens. Gently tinkling bells on the door 
ensure nobody with PTSD is startled by unexpected company.
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Tom stands up, pushing off from the edge of the desk.

TOM (CONT’D)
Hey, you made it.

Jamie flushes, laughs nervously.

JAMIE
Yeah, of course. I said I would.

TOM
Well, people who do what they say 
they will are my favorite kind.

Jamie laughs, the spell broken.

JAMIE
Get a lot of the other kind, huh?

TOM
Yeah. I think all volunteer orgs 
do. You know, a lot of good 
intentions, but no follow through.

Jamie’s eyes flick to a desk.

CUT TO A two second shot of Tom’s arm sweeping everything off 
the desk, pushing Jamie down on it, climbing on top of him 
and pinning his wrists to the desk, Jamie’s eyes wide...

CUT TO Jamie, blinking away the image. He looks at Tom. Tom 
seems to have had pretty much the same vision. They both look 
away.

TOM (CONT’D)
(keeping it light.)

So. Um, let’s sit down and I’ll 
show you what we do.

He waves Jamie to a desk. Tom pulls up another chair, close 
enough to him for Jamie to feel his body heat.

Harry sits next to Tom and looks at Jamie.

JAMIE
Hey, puppy, what’s your name?

TOM
That’s Harry. He’s my buddy.

JAMIE
That’s right, we’ve met. He’s 
gorgeous.
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Tom smiles, rubbing Harry’s head. 

TOM
Don’t let him know that. 

(indicates a pile of 
opened envelopes)

So these are donations. We need to 
send out form letters, thank you 
for your tax deductible donation 
etc. Here...

Tom reaches across Jamie to roll a mouse around and bring a 
computer screen to life. Jamie’s eyes are riveted on Tom’s 
big arm, memorizing the hairs, the veins, everything for 
later.

TOM (CONT’D)
We take this file, type in their 
info, and print it. I’m going to do 
some donation calls, round up dog 
food, leashes, etc. I’ll leave you 
to it.

JAMIE
OK, thanks.

Jamie’s looking at the computer, typing, thinking.

TOM (O.C.)
Hey.

Jamie looks up, startled.

JAMIE
Oh, hey. We need to build you a 
mailing list or a database. Keep 
this info for fundraising.

TOM
Sure, let’s work on that after 
lunch.

JAMIE
Lunch?

TOM
(grinning)

Yeah, you’ve been at that for three 
hours.

JAMIE
Oh shit. Wow. Time flies.
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TOM
There’s a little deli down the 
street...

JAMIE
Ivan’s, yeah, I know it. Sounds 
good to me.

EXT. CCC OFFICES - DAY

Tom locks the door behind him, Harry and Jamie.

JAMIE
So are you training Harry for 
someone?

TOM
No, He’s mine.

JAMIE
(Surprised)

Oh.

Tom flushes, embarrassed that Jamie now knew he needed one.

JAMIE (CONT’D)
(Fumbling for the right 
thing to say)

That’s great that you can take him 
everywhere.

He flinches. That was not the right thing to say.

TOM
(Neutrally)

Yeah.

EXT. IVAN’S DELI - DAY

Tom hesitates at the door, looking inside. It’s busy, lots of 
people. There are empty tables out on the sidewalk. 

His hand wavers as it moves towards the door handle, and 
Harry nudges it.

TOM
Do you mind if we sit out here?

JAMIE
No, that’s great.
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They sit at a table. LUNA (female, early 20s, cool) comes to 
take their order, brightening at the sight of Tom and Harry.

LUNA
Hey guys, what’s up? Your usual, 
Tom?

TOM
Yeah, sounds good.

LUNA
And for your friend?

JAMIE
I’ll have what he’s having.

Jamie flinches. Omigod I did not just say that line from that 
scene in a deli with the orgasm and the... But neither Tom 
nor Luna seem to notice. Luna leaves with their order.

A PASSERBY (male, 40s) slows at the sight of Tom and Harry, 
then stops.

PASSERBY
Nice dog, can I pet him?

TOM
Sure, he’s friendly.

The Passerby points at Tom’s shirt.

PASSERBY
You were in the Army?

Tom nods. The Passerby offers his hand.

PASSERBY (CONT’D)
Well, thank you for your service.

There’s a flicker of irritation on Tom’s face, a tightness to 
his mouth, that disappears in a flash. He shakes the man’s 
hand.

TOM
Thanks.

Cut to Jamie, who catches the flicker. The man moves on. 

Jamie debates saying anything.

JAMIE
(Hesitantly)

So can I ask you something?
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TOM
Sure.

JAMIE
That guy, when he said ‘Thank you 
for your service,’ it looked 
like...I don’t know.

TOM
(Smiling)

Like it pissed me off? 

JAMIE
(exhales, relieved.)

Yeah. Did it?

TOM
Yeah. It does. Because... I mean, I 
know people are sincere about it. 
They really are grateful. But... 
some of those ‘thank you’ people, 
you know, they ‘support the 
troops,’ but they don’t donate any 
money to veterans’ organizations. 
The VA will pay a service dog’s vet 
bills, but you’re on your own for 
dog food, toys, whatever. And we 
don’t get shit from the Feds. This 
whole program is privately funded.

(Really wound up now.)
When it’s time to put their money 
where their mouth is, to pay more 
taxes to support veterans’ health 
care, or take care of dead 
soldiers’ families, they’re not 
there. They say ‘thank you’ on the 
street and they’re fucking done. 
They don’t call their congressman, 
or donate money...

Tom stops himself. Easier to keep the rage in the cage than 
to put it back. He smiles.

TOM (CONT’D)
Or volunteer.

Jamie smiles, pleased at the approval.

TOM (CONT’D)
Sorry. I’m bitter.

JAMIE
No, I get it. Totally.
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Jamie’s face goes through stages. For a moment, he’s eager to 
open up to Tom, but then he remembers: it’ll end in tears. 
Remember why you’ll never have a boyfriend again. 

He decides. Fuck it, it’s time to put an end to this stupid 
dream. 

JAMIE (CONT’D)
I’m HIV positive. Oh, and gay if 
you hadn’t figured that out.

He dares to look at Tom, who doesn’t shocked, or scared, or 
repulsed. Jamie would give anything in that moment to know 
what was in his mind.

JAMIE (CONT’D)
I meet guys, and I tell them I’m 
poz, and sometimes I see them 
freaking out inside, but they hide 
it. And I just... I don’t know. I 
just don’t talk about it now. I 
don’t try and date anyone. So I 
don’t have to deal. With my anger. 
Especially if they give me that 
phony fucking compassion before 
they reject me. Sorry. That has 
nothing to do with your situation. 
I just... I’m bitter, too, I guess.

Tom looks at Jamie, raw and vulnerable after his confession, 
steeling himself for rejection. He hesitates, then makes his 
own leap of faith.

TOM
Yeah, I’m hiding things, too. I’ve 
got PTSD. That’s what I have Harry 
for. He helps me out there. And I 
lost my legs above the knee in 
Afghanistan. That’s why I wear 
pants all the time. Because, yeah, 
I know. I don’t want to hear it 
either.

(Earnest fake whine)
‘How are you doing?’

JAMIE
(Laughing)

Yeah, phony compassion and morbid 
curiosity.

TOM
Appalled and fascinated, and 
covering it up with some huggybear 
bullshit.
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JAMIE
Yep. Best to just keep the secrets 
under wraps.

Realizing what he’d just said, he flushes with remorse.

JAMIE (CONT’D)
I don’t mean that literally, I 
just...

TOM
(Waving it away)

Don’t stress on it, buddy. I know 
what you mean.

Buddy. We can see Jamie’s stomach doing a backflip.

JAMIE
Cool. I just... I know it’s 
different. You lost your legs 
fighting for your country, and all 
I did was get fucked in the ass.

TOM
I was trying to clear a road of 
mines so we could bring fresh water 
to a village, and someone blew me 
up to stop us from doing that. 
Guess we both got fucked in the 
ass, didn’t we?

JAMIE
(Smiles)

Yeah. I guess so.

EXT. TOM’S PARENTS’ HOUSE - NIGHT

Tom gets out of his truck, and Harry jumps out to join him. 
They walk up the path to the old Victorian house.

On the porch, Tom looks at a fishing pole and kit, and 
smiles.

TOM
No fish tonight, Harry.

INT. TOM’S PARENTS’ HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Tom and Harry enter the kitchen, where his mom, ALICE (60, 
briskly efficient, no nonsense), and his older sister, 
FELICIA (late 20s, yoga instructor, modern hippie chick), are 
making dinner. Alice is hovering over a pot of pasta sauce.
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Felicia waves her hands under Tom’s nose, making him flinch 
from the smell.

FELICIA
Garlic hands, or I’d hug you.

Tom kisses Alice on the cheek. She pushes a steamy strand of 
hair out of her face.

ALICE
Hi honey.

She sees Harry and gets excited, bending down to scratch him.

ALICE (CONT’D)
There’s my favorite guy!

TOM
(Wryly)

Thanks a lot.

Tom and Felicia trade affectionate glances.

TOM (CONT’D)
(To Felicia)

Where’s Dad?

FELICIA
Guess. Can’t you hear the 
authoritative bellowing of a Fox 
News anchor?

ALICE
(automatically, with no 
fervor)

Stop it. He didn’t catch any fish 
today, so don’t make him madder 
than he is by talking politics.

INT. TOM’S PARENTS’ HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Tom joins his dad ANDY (mid 60s, a man of few words, a 
thirty-year Army man) in the living room.

TOM
Hey, Dad.

ANDY
(Eyes on the TV)

Huh.
(Pause)

Where were you today?
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TOM
Running errands.

ANDY
Errands. 

(Pause)
When you gettin’ married? Errands 
are wife’s work.

TOM
(Ignoring the second 
question)

Harry needed his nails clipped, I 
did laundry, I stopped in and 
checked in on a guy, had a softball 
game.

ANDY
Softball. You coulda gone fishing 
with me instead.

TOM
I couldn’t, Dad, the team was short 
one, I couldn’t let the guys down.

ANDY
(Pause)

Huh.

Alice sticks her head in.

ALICE
Dinner time.

INT. TOM’S PARENTS’ HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

They gather at the table and hold hands. Everyone bows their 
heads but Felicia. Tom looks up and glares at her – don’t 
start! She rolls her eyes and bows her head.

ANDY
Lord, we thank you for this food, 
and we thank you for keeping this 
family together and whole. We thank 
you as always for bringing our son 
Tom home. We thank you for our 
daughter Felicia, who hasn’t gotten 
into any serious trouble yet, 
despite her wrongheaded liberal 
values.

Felicia sighs, she’s heard this one before and won’t take the 
bait.
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ANDY (CONT’D)
We ask you to bring her a husband 
soon. Amen.

ALL
(except Felicia, glaring 
at Andy)

Amen.

Bowls start going around the table.

ANDY
(to Tom)

You voting in the primary this 
week?

TOM
Yes, sir, already did it. Vote by 
mail.

ANDY
Huh. Who’d you vote for?

FELICIA
That’s confidential, Dad.

ANDY
(To Felicia)

Well, I know who you voted for. Bet 
you’re waiting for Hillary Clinton 
to run again.

FELICIA
Better her than this circus. Did 
you see the news today? They’re 
still trying to get rid of gay 
marriage. God, they’re all so 
obsessed with... who pees where, 
and who’s fu... kissing who.

ANDY
You a lesbian?

FELICIA
No, Dad, and you don’t need to be a 
lesbian to care about gay rights. 
You care about civil rights, I know 
that. You were in Boston in 1974, 
during the busing riots. And you 
raised us to hate racists.

ANDY
That’s different. Being black is 
not a lifestyle choice.
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Felicia looks to Tom for support, but he keeps his eyes on 
his plate.

FELICIA
Being gay isn’t a choice. How many 
people do you think wake up in the 
morning and say, I think I’ll be 
gay today?

ANDY
Too many.

Everyone laughs, even Felicia.

FELICIA
Dad, Dad, Dad.

ANDY
(looks at her sharply)

If you’re not gay, when you gettin’ 
married?

FELICIA
When pigs fly. Pass the potatoes, 
please.

INT. TOM’S PARENTS’ HOUSE - NIGHT

Tom walks down the hall towards the bathroom. We hear Alice 
and Felicia cleaning up, while the volume’s back on Fox News 
in the living room.

Tom stops at the door to his old bedroom, and gives it a long 
look.

THREE YEARS EARLIER --  XXXX DOUBLE CHECK CHRONOLOGY!!!

INT. TOM’S PARENTS’ HOUSE, TOM'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Tom in the room, in a wheelchair, his stubs exposed. He looks 
like shit, dirty, unshaven.

Alice is in the doorway.

ALICE
Take a shower, Tom. Clean yourself 
up.

TOM
(Bitter)

You mean a sponge bath.
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ALICE
Is this how it’s going to be?

TOM
How what’s going to be.

ALICE
The rest of your life. You can’t do 
this, you can’t just... take 
Oxycontin and Xanax forever.

TOM
Why not? It works. Passes the time.

ALICE
(Enraged)

If you don’t get off those pills, 
you’ll never leave that wheelchair. 
I know what you do in here. I know 
you watch those videos. Of men 
getting new legs.

Tom looks at her, surprised.

ALICE (CONT’D)
I know you want that. And if you 
want it, it’s gonna... it’s gonna 
fucking hurt, all of it. The 
memories, your body, your mind, 
everything. So you need to decide. 
Are you just gonna sit there, 
forever, wishing you had what they 
have? Then medicating the fact that 
you don’t?

Tom turns away to the window. Alice turns away, leaves, 
slamming the door behind her. Tom jumps at the sound.

He reaches for the bottle of Jack Daniel’s he’s hidden under 
the desk. As he lifts it to his mouth, he pauses.

He sets it on the desk and lifts the lid of his laptop. 

The video he was watching starts again, of single and double 
leg amputees playing softball, running and sliding with their 
artificial legs. His glazed eyes regain focus as he watches, 
and he forgets about the bottle at his side.

INT. ACTIVITY ROOM, VETERANS HOSPITAL - DAY

Laughter carries over from shot of Tom to a circle of vets in 
the VA hospital. They’re on the floor, each in front of a 
typical plastic one-piece chair.
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Tom looks at the YOGA INSTRUCTOR, folded up in the lotus 
position.

Tom raises an eyebrow. He’s on the floor with his stumps 
visible.

TOM
So, how am I supposed to fold my 
legs like that?

The other guys and gals laugh.

YOGA INSTRUCTOR
It’s not about the position. It’s 
about being in touch with your body 
as it is now. Close your eyes. This 
is an exercise in guiding yourself 
away from the fear, the pain. 
You’re strong, you’re here to face 
your pain, your fear. Feel the 
courage that takes. You take one 
step towards the light. Then when 
you’re ready, you take another.

Pan around the circle, the vets missing arms, legs, with 
facial scars, sweating, flinching.

YOGA INSTRUCTOR (CONT’D)
Choose a mantra, a word that makes 
you feel calm, but powerful. 
Anything you want, or just go with 
the standard issue "OM" if you 
like... Speak it in your mind, 
clear your mind until you’re just 
the word...

Vets around the circle, different reactions. Some struggling 
with it, some finding it useless in the face of all of it. 
Some crying. Some at peace.

Finishing on Tom’s face, the strain easing, if not the 
absence of pain then at least the divorce of the pain in his 
body from...himself.

You can see his mouth making the words, quietly.

TOM
Another and another and another.
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INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Tom’s sitting up in his bed. The ARMY DOCTOR (mid 40s, 
military look, close cropped hair, brisk manner) is there 
with his chart.

ARMY DOCTOR
What’s your pain like today on a 
scale of one to ten.

TOM
(Lying)

One.

ARMY DOCTOR looks at him, knowing he’s lying.

ARMY DOCTOR
There’s no shame in taking 
something for the pain.

Tom indicates his stubbies (very short artificial legs, the 
“training wheels” for patients getting prosthetics) at the 
bottom of the bed.

TOM
I can’t walk on these if I’m loaded 
up on pills.

ARMY DOCTOR
You can’t walk on them if you’re in 
agony.

TOM
(defiant)

We’ll see about that.

ARMY DOCTOR gives him a long look, makes a note on his chart.

ARMY DOCTOR
Pain is a one today. Nothing 
prescribed.

INT. THERAPY ROOM, VETERANS HOSPITAL - DAY

Tom, in pain, walking on the stubbies.

PHYSICAL THERAPIST
You did great. Let’s stop there.

TOM
No. A couple more steps.
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PHYSICAL THERAPIST
Let’s not push it. Tomorrow we 
can...

TOM
No. Let's do another.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Tom is laying back, in tears, everything throbbing.

ARMY DOCTOR
Now I’ll prescribe you something 
for the...

TOM
(Through gritted teeth)

Ibuprofen.

ARMY DOCTOR
(After a long look)

Okay. Your call.

INT. THERAPY ROOM, VETERANS HOSPITAL - DAY

Tom, in pain, holding onto the parallel bars, taking another 
step on generic prosthetics, and another, and another.

INT. PROSTHETIC FITTING ROOM, VETERANS HOSPITAL - DAY

Tom, at the final fitting for his new high tech, carbon fiber 
legs, clear-eyed, something different about him now. He 
fucking did it. He smiles at...

Cut to Mom, smiling back, crying.

INT. TOM’S PARENTS’ HOUSE - NIGHT

Tom in the doorway of the bedroom, lost in thought.

ALICE (O.S.)
Tom, go sit with your sister and 
calm her down, would you?

TOM
(Smiling)

Yeah, okay, mom.
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EXT. TOM’S PARENTS’ HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - NIGHT

Tom and Felicia sitting on the big porch swing. It’s a quiet 
warm evening in an old neighborhood.  Harry is in his special 
personal comfy arm chair.

TOM
I wish I could sit there, Harry. 
This thing kills my ass.

FELICIA
Dad bought that for Harry. He’d 
kill you if he saw you in it.

TOM
Don’t I know it.

Felicia pushes off with her feet, doing all the work to 
gently rock them.

TOM (CONT’D)
You shouldn’t bait Dad. You know it 
never ends well.

FELICIA
God, he never tires of that 
“gettin’ married” line, does he. In 
his generation, yeah, gettin’ 
married was about as big a deal as 
goin’ to the corner store and 
pickin’ up a bride. You did it and 
you did it young and you had kids 
and that was that. But that’s not 
how it is now.

(Ponders)
If I was gay, God, that would be 
the End of Days, wouldn’t it? The 
roof would probably fall in.

Tom grunts, knowing it's true.

FELICIA (CONT’D)
I wouldn’t even say if I would, you 
know?

TOM
I know.

FELICIA
Everything’s so... peaceful right 
now. You’re doing good, he and I 
don’t fight, I mean, for real 
anymore.
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TOM
(Thoughtful)

Yeah. It is. I won’t fuck it up if 
you don’t.

Silently, without looking at each other, they reach out and 
pinky swear.

INT. CARES CLINIC OFFICE – DAY

Jamie, reading headlines and shaking his head. Walter Reed 
scandal, VA case backlog, bonuses paid to incompetents. (By 
the time you read this, they’ll probably include “Trump 
Privatizes VA” but I’m just guessing.)

His phone buzzes, he looks at the text. It’s from Ava, and 
says only BAD MAN!

JAMIE
Oh shit.

He jumps up and runs out the door.

INT. CONNIE'S CAFE - DAY

Ava is reading a book at a table. Jamie rushes in and sits 
down.

JAMIE
Sorry, I was reading up on 
veterans’ health care. The system 
is so fucked up you can’t believe 
it. I really feel like I’m helping 
do something good when I’m down at 
CCC.

AVA
Uh huh. Helping Tom.

JAMIE
Shut up. We went to lunch, and I 
told him I was poz. And he told me 
he’d lost his legs to a land mine. 
It was... I don't know. I think 
we're friends now, anyway.

AVA
So has he got those awesome cyborg 
legs they make now?
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JAMIE
I don’t know. He wears pants all 
the time. 

(He does a double take.)
Did you just say "awesome cyborg 
legs?"

AVA
I did. Don’t you think they’re 
cool? I think they’re cool.

JAMIE
Well I haven’t seen them, but... 
I bet the sex is awesome. All that 
massive robot power behind his 
thrusts.

AVA
(Laughing, shocked)

So you've thought about that, have 
you?

JAMIE
It’s hard not to think about Tom 
screwing my brains out. Doesn't 
matter. I’m sure he’s straight.

AVA
You don't know that for sure. 
Wedding ring? 

JAMIE
No. But one of these days, we’ll be 
talking and I’ll say, ‘Hi Tom, how 
was your weekend,’ and he’ll say, 

(exaggeratedly deeper 
version of Tom's voice)

‘Hey Jamie, o great me and my 
girlfriend went to the lake.’ 
Besides, don’t forget, I have AIDS. 
Even if he was bi-curious or 
whatever, that’s the end of that.

AVA
HIV. Undetectable viral load. Great 
skin. Tight asshole.

JAMIE
How would you know?

AVA
You’re a tightass, Jamie. The 
advantage to which is that it gives 
you a tight asshole.
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JAMIE
It ought to be. I haven’t gotten 
laid once since, you know, Daniel.

TWO YEARS EARLIER -- XXXX DOUBLE CHECK CHRONOLOGY!!!

INT. TRACKS BAR - NIGHT

We know it’s flashback because Jamie’s face is lit up, happy, 
innocent. He’s bopping his head to the music, wedged between 
people at the bar, trying to order a drink, to no avail.

Jamie heaves a sigh.

DANIEL, to his left, lifts a hand, and there’s the bartender.

DANIEL
This pretty boy needs a drink, Sam. 
He’ll have one of these.

(indicating his own drink)

Jamie looks at the dangerous hottie. Dark curly hair, a 2 
a.m. shadow, a form fitting ultra thin T, full sleeve chef 
tattoos (vegetables, pigs, etc.)

JAMIE
(Shouting over the music 
and crowd)

Thanks! 
(Indicates the tats. )

Are you a chef?

Daniel nods. His face always says, we should fuck.

DANIEL
I am. I should make you dinner.

JAMIE
That was fast!

DANIEL
Oh?

JAMIE
A dinner date already. And I don’t 
even know your name!

DANIEL
(Extending his hand)

Daniel.
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Jamie shakes it. Daniel holds Jamie's hand, staring into his 
eyes. Jamie's doomed.

INT. TRACKS BAR - NIGHT

Jamie's fucked up after his third drink. The crowd keeps 
pushing him into Daniel.

Daniel pulls Jamie onto his lap. 

JAMIE
Oh my god, you’re hard.

DANIEL
(Growling in his ear)

You want that.

JAMIE
Fuck yeah! 

DANIEL
(Pushes him off)

Go find your little friends and 
tell them you have something better 
to do tonight.

Daniel orders two more drinks. We see him discreetly tapping 
something into Jamie’s glass.

When Jamie comes back, Daniel grabs him by the waist and 
forces him back onto his lap.

JAMIE
You just jump ‘em right here in the 
bar, huh?

DANIEL
I do what I feel like.

JAMIE
(Blurting drunkenly)

I want to do that. For once in my 
fucking life.

DANIEL
Now’s your chance. Drink up.

EXT. DANIEL'S STUDIO - NIGHT

Daniel and Jamie walk (Jamie stumbles) down a driveway to a 
free standing garage. 
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INT. DANIEL'S STUDIO - NIGHT

Daniel opens the door to reveal it’s been converted to a 
studio apartment. There's a futon, barely any other 
furniture. Shelves hold bottles of very good booze (stolen 
from various restaurants at which Daniel's been fired).

Daniel shoves him roughly onto the futon and stands in front 
of him.

DANIEL
Suck my cock.

Jamie, heart racing, reaches for Daniel’s pants, and undoes 
the belt buckle.

Cut to Daniel, grinning like a demon.

INT. DANIEL'S STUDIO - NIGHT

Jamie’s on the bed, naked, post-coital, gasping, as Daniel 
gets off him and goes to the bathroom. Jamie puts his hand to 
his chest. Daniel whistles while he pisses, as Jamie starts 
to figure it out.

Daniel returns, naked, smiling, gorgeous, ripped, 
irresistable.

JAMIE
You drugged me. I’m on speed, 
aren’t I?

DANIEL
Feels great, doesn’t it? You want 
some more?

JAMIE
No... No! And we didn’t use 
protection... you came inside me.

DANIEL
Hell yeah, I can’t even count how 
many times.

JAMIE
Are you...okay?

Daniel’s eyes widen, eyebrows raised, the practiced liar’s 
look of projected innocence and shock at these terrible 
accusations.

DANIEL
Really? You’re asking me that now?
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JAMIE
I...

Daniel pushes him down flat on the futon, crawls on top of 
him. Jamie sighs softly from the unbearable pleasure. 

DANIEL
Relax. Don’t worry about it. You 
and me, we’re gonna have a lot of 
fun.

Daniel puts his head on Jamie’s shoulder as Jamie strokes his 
hair, as if it was Daniel who needed comfort and reassurance.

INT. TRACKS BAR - NIGHT

Jamie, looking like shit, ten pounds lighter, is sitting at 
the bar. The other patrons are keeping their distance from 
the mess. He's phoning Daniel.

JAMIE
Daniel? Just pick up okay? Or text 
me so I know you’re okay.

(To the bartender)
Have you seen Daniel?

TRACKS BARTENDER
Daniel’s gone, dude. He left town 
with that twink who always wears 
the PORNSTAR t shirt. 

JAMIE
That's not possible.

TRACKS BARTENDER
(Kindly, remembering who 
Jamie used to be)

Sorry, man. And, um, you should get 
tested.

JAMIE
For what?

TRACKS BARTENDER
(Shakes his head)

Everything.

EXT. CARES CLINIC - DAY

A shot of the Clinic’s name on the door and Jamie hesitating 
outside.
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INT. CARES CLINIC - DAY

Jamie is sitting on the exam table, numb.

CARES DOCTOR (O.C.)
It’s not a death sentence. But 
you’re going to have to make some 
lifestyle changes.

JAMIE
Yeah. Well, that kind of got taken 
care of already. My lifestyle just 
changed me out for a new piece of 
ass.

CARES DOCTOR
I’m sorry.

JAMIE
Yeah. Me too.

INT. TOM'S TRUCK - STARBUCKS PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Tom in his truck, the glove compartment open, a bottle of 
Xanax in view. Tom wants it. It’s there for emergencies. This 
is not an emergency. This is just fucking life.

TOM
Another, and another, and a fucking 
nother.

He shuts the glove compartment and grips the steering wheel. 
He looks at Harry.

TOM (CONT’D)
I can’t be pilled up. You need me. 
Ed needs me. CCC needs me. My 
family needs me.

He’s calmer. 

EXT. – TOM'S TRUCK - STARBUCKS PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Tom gets out of the truck, holding onto the frame for 
support. Harry jumps out and Tom clips the leash to his vest.

INT. STARBUCKS - NIGHT

Ed is already there, to Tom’s visible relief. 
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Ed gets up and hugs him. He knows it's an effort to be here 
in a fairly crowded place.

ED
Hey man.

TOM
Hey.

Tom’s head turns, we see a flash of a YOUNG GUY from the back 
who looks like Jamie. He turns, it’s not. Tom’s face falls.

ED
What’s up there?

TOM
Sorry, just drifting. It’s nothing.

Ed's eyes narrow. He looks at Harry.

ED
Harry? Is it nothing, boy? 

Harry looks dubiously at Tom.

TOM
Yeah. Not ‘I'm in denial about my 
feelings,' just a normal, human, 
garden-variety, ‘it’s stupid and I 
don’t want to embarrass myself.’

ED
Okay, a secret, okay.

TOM
Shit. Okay, fine. 

(automatically petting 
Harry)

I was looking at that guy.

ED
(Turns and looks)

Nice ass, for a dude.

TOM
Remember that night in Rammstein?

ED
Yeah. And the pool playing dude.
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TOM
And you told me to screw him, even 
if I wasn’t gay, just to get some 
before we went back into action. 
And, yeah. I did want to. I am gay.

ED
(Shakes his hand)

I thought you’d never say it, bro.

TOM
(Laughing)

Is it so obvious?

ED
Not to anyone but me, I bet. So, 
how’s that working out for you?

Tom’s smile fades.

TOM
Not so great. I mean, shit. My 
family has dealt with enough from 
me, without me coming home saying, 
‘Hey guess what else I’ve got for 
you?’

ED
I think they’d want to see you 
happy.

TOM
Well, see, it gets worse. I did 
meet someone. And let’s just say 
that if, if, it was in the realm of 
possibility that he could be 
attracted to me, which is unlikely.

ED
Why?

TOM
The legs, man. Not exactly a sexual 
selling point, you know? Oh, and 
the PTSD. Body and brain, both 
fucked up. I’m just... Being 
realistic. Besides which, there’s 
another problem. He’s got HIV.

ED
So?



41.

TOM
So, just imagine adding that to the 
conversation at home. ‘I’m gay, 
and, here’s my HIV positive 
boyfriend.’ Not gonna happen.

ED
Why not? 

TOM
Because... I’ve got my shit 
together. I’m walking. I’m working. 
I’m not in a wheelchair back home, 
with the blinds closed, rolling out 
of the bedroom now and then to ruin 
their day with my black cloud. 
Everything they put into helping 
me, it’s paid off, all the 
suffering is...behind us. Enough of 
it anyway. Who am I to start that 
whole drama cycle again? How 
selfish do I...

ED
(Cuts him off)

Are you worried about it? HIV?

TOM
Honestly, after wandering the 
trails of a country whose principal 
manufactures are heroin and IEDs? 
No, I’m not. And he’s what you call 
it, undetectable, on meds.

ED
I know your parents, dude. Your mom 
is a superstar. She would totally 
be there for you. And your sister? 
Come on, like she’d give a shit.

TOM
Yeah, but my dad?

Ed can't argue with that. He brightens.

ED
Three to one. I like those odds.

TOM
No, it’s too much. Maybe someday, 
you know, the gayness, when I’ve 
been stable long enough that we all 
forget the past.
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ED
You wait for “someday,” it’ll come 
the day of your funeral.

TOM
(Smiles)

That’s enough. Drink your fucking 
coffee, asshole.


