
INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

ALAN leans against a counter his head angled down at the 
cell screen hanging in his right hand as he causally 
swipes at it. ALLYSSA enters. 

She moves to a cabinet and pulls out a glass. She throws 
a sideways glance at Alan then takes a second glass down 
from the shelf and places them on the counter. 

She opens the freezer door and grabs some ice cubes. 
CLINK the ice cubes hit the bottom of the tumblers. She 
closes the freezer, opens a pantry door and pulls out a 
bottle. She pours some in both glasses.

She picks up the two glasses, turns and leans against the 
counter holding a glass toward Alan. He doesn’t notice. 
Eventually...

ALLYSSA
You know this ice is only going to last 
so long.

Alan turns his head and sees her offer.

ALAN
Oh - uh, no, thank you.

ALLYSSA
Excuse me?

ALAN
I’m fine, thanks.

ALLYSSA
I’m sure you are. And after this you’ll 
be just a little bit finer, now won’t 
you?

ALAN
I’m... on the job.

ALLYSSA
You’re only “on the job” because Cheri 
didn’t think to send you home before she 
passed out in the living room. (OFF HIS 
LOOK) Believe me, I know that snore. Come 
10AM and she’ll be cursing why didn’t 
anyone wake her up?

Alan starts to move forward. Allyssa holds him back with 
her outstretched arm holding the drink.
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ALLYSSA (CONT’D)
Last time someone tried to, Tony ended up 
with seven stitches from the tumbler she 
threw. Come morning she wouldn’t believe 
she had done it. Swore we made it up just 
to spite her. So... (clinks ice in the 
glass) I think this is gonna be much 
safer in your hands.

ALAN
Ron...?

ALLYSSA
Migraine. Sorry - “tension headache.”

ALAN
Well, he does seem... (OFF HER LOOK) a 
little tightly wound.

ALLYSSA
You think? If only we could find a better 
use for all that... energy.

Alan takes the glass.

ALAN
Well, no sense in letting it go to waste.

ALLYSSA
No sense at all.

Allyssa lifts her glass and “clinks” his lightly. They 
both take a sip. Allyssa starts to cast her glance around 
the room. She exhales an exhausted sigh.

ALAN
Everything okay?

ALLYSSA
Why do I feel like I’m in witness 
protection?

ALAN
Sorry?

ALLYSSA
This place. Armenians or not - I’ve seen 
the books. Perks of marrying the family 
computer whiz. I know she could afford to 
at least live in civilization. And no, 
the suburbs don’t count. So why do I have 
to be trapped in here with the whole 
Walton clan?
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ALAN
Probably so you don’t have to end up in 
witness protection. (OFF HER LOOK) You 
ever see Warren Buffett’s house? One of 
the richest men on the planet. What kind 
of place do you think he lives in? A 
castle? A mansion? (HE SHAKES HIS HEAD) 
Just a regular place that looks like all 
the other houses on his block. It doesn’t 
stand out. And it doesn’t draw attention 
to itself.

Allyssa turns and looks out the window. Another sigh.

ALLYSSA
Fine. I get it. It’s just that... once in 
a while a girl could use a little 
attention.

Alan studies her a beat.

ALAN
I don’t know.

She turns her head toward him.

ALAN (CONT’D)
I’m not sure it’s attention you need. 
Maybe just recognition.
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