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OVER BLACK:

WOMAN (V.O.)
Again. Come on, let me hear it.

She speaks as if this is a coaching session.

MAN (V.O.)
(practiced)

I am truly, deeply sorry for my 
foolish behavior. I...

INT. BACKSTAGE - DAY

MARCUS WELLS (39) stares down at the papers in his hand. 
Conflicted. He wears a black suit with tennis shoes and a 
casual white t-shirt under his jacket.

He pulls his black-rimmed glasses off. Wipes the lenses on 
his shirt.

The woman, SUSAN EADY (42), a short woman in a perfectly-
pressed skirt suit, peeks out of the curtain.

POV outside the curtain. A press conference full of cameras 
and reporters.

SUSAN
(Impatient)

Come on, say it. Quit stalling. You 
got two minutes.

MARCUS
This isn’t...

SUSAN
Isn’t what?

MARCUS
Right. I mean, I didn’t write this--

SUSAN
No, you know what’s not right, 
Marcus. What’s not right is 
snorting blow off your writer’s 
assistant’s ass behind your wife’s 
back. All right? Now, your tour’s 
canned and Reese Publishing is 
hanging on by a thread. Unless you 
want to write birthday cards for 
the rest of your life, I suggest 
you follow the script. These people 
expect an apology and an 
explanation.
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Marcus nods, assured.

MARCUS
An explanation.

Susan grabs Marcus by the arm, pushes him toward the 
curtain.

SUSAN
All right, go. Go!

INT. PRESS ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Marcus pops out from behind the curtain. He takes pause as 
the light of the cameras hits his face; a deer in the 
headlights. He takes a breath, then walks to the podium.

NEWS CAMERA FOOTAGE

Marcus flattens the papers out in front of him on the 
podium.

ANCHOR (V.O.)
Celebrity novelist, Marcus Wells is 
holding a press conference 
following the revelations of a drug-
fueled affair with his writer’s 
assistant, Amanda Pailey.

ANGLE ON MARCUS

He avoids eye contact with the reporter. Stares down. People 
yell their questions.

MALE REPORTER (O.S.)
Have you apologized to your wife?

FEMALE REPORTER (O.S.)
Do you regret what you did?

MALE REPORTER (O.S.)
What do you have to say to your 
fans?

MARCUS
My fans?

Marcus thinks on this.

He puts his hands up to silence everyone. He pulls the mic 
close.
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MARCUS

I’d like to say a few things.
(reading from papers)

Firstly, I’d like to apologize to 
my wife. There’s no... excuse for 
my actions. I’d like to apologize 
to my Reese Publishing for letting 
them down when they invested so 
heavily in me. And I’d like to 
apologize to all of you. I have 
some very personal problems and am 
seeking help so that I may not 
inflict any more pain on others 
because of my irresponsible and 
unforgive... I’m truly...

Marcus looks up for the first time. His nervousness fades. 
He takes a deep breath. Shakes his head. Smiles a bit.

The reporters look at each other, confused.

MARCUS
You know what? You people deserve 
an explanation.

(beat)
I slept with my assistant. And some 
other women too...

Chatter erupts in the audience.

MARCUS
I fucked up. Royally. And nobody is 
more tortured about it than me. But 
let me lay it out for you. I went 
from unseen, introvert writer to 
superstar over night. The world 
laid out before me. Women 
literally, and not the figurative 
literal, throwing themselves at 
the, now rich and famous writer. 
Willpower is a finite resource, 
after the third city in two days on 
tour, it’s about depleted.

(beat)
I’m not excusing my behavior. I’m 
just telling you what happened. I’m 
a dude. I got tempted. I made 
moves. And now it’s biting me in 
the ass. So I deserved every bit of 
trash you lay out on me, but don’t 
pretend like you wouldn’t do the 
exact same thing if you were in my 
position. I’m not some unique 
monster.
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(beat)

So yes, I fucked my assistant. And 
a few others. And I’d be willing to 
bet that ninety percent of human 
men would.

He points to a chubby camera man.

MARCUS
This guy. Come on. You would.

The chubby cameraman shrugs. Nods agreement.

MARCUS
Every single one of you 
masturbates. Everyone has betrayed 
a friend, lied to family, fucked 
someone you shouldn’t have, and 
ingested something illegal. And I’m 
no fucking different.

(beat)
So go ahead. Crucify me. I deserve 
it.

Marcus throws his arms up like Jesus on the cross.

MARCUS
I’ll die for your sins and mine. 
Forgive them, father, they admit 
not what they do. But while you 
watch me die, consider who put me 
up here.

Marcus tosses his papers off to the side, then stomps struts 
off stage.

INT. BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Marcus brushes past Susan.

MARCUS
There’s their explanation.

Susan watches, wide-eyed.

SUSAN
The forgive them father line was... 
good.

MARCUS
I thought so.

Marcus disappears around the corner of a hallway.
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Susan left standing there in shock.

She takes a breath, then walks onto the stage.

INT. PRESS ROOM - CONTINUOUS

She kneels down, grabs the papers. She stands at the podium. 
The room in uproar.

She pulls the mic close.

SUSAN
I’ll be taking questions.

Flashes erupt, people yell.

SHASH TO BLACK:

THE END
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