
INT. GREASY SPOON – DAY

A 1950's style desert diner off the side of the interstate. 
Possibly a place to get chlamydia from the bathrooms, but 
they serve a mean pie. 

A couple sits at a booth together: TRACY (30), in a worn 
out hoodie splattered with dried paint, and JOHNNY (32) 
still in his high school letterman jacket. They're staring 
at their place mats.

Johnny stirs his coffee. The metal spoon TINKS loudly 
against the ceramic mug. Tracy stares at Johnny. Johnny 
continues to stir.

TRACY
So?

JOHNNY
So.

Tracy waits for an answer. Johnny sips his coffee. 

JOHNNY (CONT'D)
This stuff sucks.

TRACY
It's a buck.

Johnny continues to drink. 

TRACY (CONT'D)
I'm sorry, Johny.

Johnny finishes his coffee. 

TRACY (CONT'D)
I've been trying--

JOHNNY
Trying to what?

TRACY
This isn't easy.

Johnny SCOFFS. He pulls out his phone and scrolls. 

A WAITRESS (50's, smoker) walks over to their table with a 
tray of food. 

WAITRESS
Meat lover's breakfast?



  

Johnny raises his hand. The waitress sets down a giant 
plate of sausage, eggs, bacon, and hash browns. 

WAITRESS (CONT'D)
Pancakes?

TRACY
Me.

The waitress sets down a plate of pancakes in front of 
Tracy. The top pancake has a smilie face made out of 
strawberries.

The waitress walks away. Tracy stares at her pancakes. 

Johnny begins to wolf down his breakfast. Tracy watches 
him. 

TRACY
Aren't you mad?

Johnny continues to eat. Tracy sighs. 

TRACY (CONT'D)
I'd be mad...

JOHNNY
Nope. 

TRACY
But what about--?

JOHNNY
Nothing's changed. 

Tracy is taken aback. 

TRACY
What?

Johnny shrugs. 

JOHNNY
Nothing's changed. 

TRACY
I cheated.

JOHNNY
And? 

TRACY
With a woman.



  

JOHNNY
So?

TRACY
Johnny, I'm gay.

The waitress comes by and fills Johnny's coffee. She 
leaves, Johnny takes a sip. Tracy is agape. 

JOHNNY
We're getting married.

TRACY
You're not listening.

JOHNNY
You're not gay.

Tracy can't believe what she's hearing. Johnny continues to 
eat. 

JOHNNY (CONT'D)
Everything's paid for.

TRACY
Johnny--

JOHNNY
Family's flying in.

TRACY
Johnny--

Johnny SLAMS his fist on the table. Tracy jumps. The whole 
diner goes silent. The waitress at the counter stares at 
them. 

Johnny is glaring at his breakfast. His jaw is clenched. 

JOHNNY
(quiet)

We're getting married. 

Tracy is trembling. The diner goes back to normal. Tracy 
slowly calms down.

Tracy looks down at her happy pancakes. Taking her knife, 
she wipes off the smile of strawberries. 


