SEA OF LOVE
In the hallway.

H: “Catch ya later”?  Huh?  What’s that supposed to mean?  Is that some kind of brush-off, Frank?

F:  No, not at all.  No.

They go inside.  Start kissing.

H: I got something for you.

F: Oh yeah?  What?

She pulls out the record, “Sea of Love,” and puts it on.

H: You were looking at this like it rang some bells.

F: Want to dance?

H: Okay.

F: Got something for me?  Got something special for me tonight, huh?

H: Uh huh.  Real special.

F: What do you got, mommy?  Got something special for me, mommy?

H: Yeah, special.

F: What are you going to give me?

H: Find it?

F: Where’s it at?

H: Find it.

F: Here, hmm?

H: Cut it out.

F: Let’s see what we got here. He stops the music and starts going through her bag.
H: Why?

F: Let’s see.  Oh, what’s this?  What—you bring the fake one, huh?  You forgot the real one?  Wanna try mine?

H: Y-You’re crazy.

F: Come on.  Let’s get it over with.  I don’t wanna wait a couple more days.  Let’s get it over with right now.  Bingo.  Bingo, right now.  Come on.

H: Just put the gun away, please.

F: You wanna fuck first?  Get me face down?  

H: Just put the gun away, Frank, okay?

F: What kind of creep am I, Helen?  What am I, the guy who fucks you once and wants to own you, right?  What about James Mackey?  What kind of creep was he?  Or that other poor bastard in Queens.  What’s his name?  Raymond Brown.  You fucked him good.

H: You been following me around?

F: Last chance.

H: How long you been following me?

F: I ain’t been following you.

H: Then how do you know about them?

F: It’s my job.  It’s what I’m paid for.

H: I didn’t sleep with any of those guys, Frank.  They were just dates…he flips out on her.  Okay, I slept with James Mackey.  Big deal.  He didn’t mean anything to me.

F: I don’t care.  Why’d you do it, Helen?  Tell me why you did it.  Tell me you did it.  Tell me why you did it.  I want to know everything, all right?  Come on, talk to me.  Look, I’m wearing your shoes.  Talk to me.  Come on.  Talk to me.  Look.  The arresting officer was fucking the doer.  See, it’s a joke.  It won’t go to trial even.  You understand?  Talk to me.  Come on.  Come on!  Helen.  Please.  Talk to me.  She doesn’t say anything.  Get out.  Come one.  Go ahead.  Ok?

She grabs her stuff and leaves.

