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INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Brett and Ashley enter Brett’s bedroom. They’re locked in 
passion. Brett leads Ashley over to the bed. They lie back 
and start to undress. They embrace again.

BRETT
I want you so bad.

Brett tries to slide his hand in between Ashley’s legs but 
her legs are clamped firmly together.

BRETT (CONT’D)
What’s the matter?

ASHLEY
Nothing, nothing. 

Brett tries again to get his hand in between her legs. They 
won’t budge.

BRETT
Is everything okay?

ASHLEY
Yeah, why?

BRETT
It’s just that your legs are-

ASHLEY
Just give it a minute.

Ashley grabs Brett by the neck and gives him a deep kiss. He 
runs his hands against her closed legs.

BRETT
Is there some reason your legs are 
practically glued together?

ASHLEY
Oh God, I think I had too much to 
drink.

BRETT
What?



ASHLEY
Whisky legs, you know, when a girl 
has too much to drink, sometimes 
she has trouble...spreading her 
legs?

BRETT
...no...

Ashley kisses Brett again. She tries to mount him but her 
legs are stuck together. She can’t move on the bed. She ends 
up lying her legs on top of his torso.

ASHLEY
Usually it wears off.

BRETT
Don’t you want to be with me?

ASHLEY
Of course I do. It’s got nothing to 
do with you.

BRETT
You’re sure?

ASHLEY
I promise it’s not you, it’s me.

BRETT
Okay.

ASHLEY
Maybe if you just kind of rub them, 
they’ll start to open.

Brett begins to rub his hands along her legs.

ASHLEY (CONT’D)
Faster...and make a circle with 
your arms.

Brett hugs her legs and tries to shimmy his arms up and down 
her two legs.

ASHLEY (CONT’D)
Yes! Yes! Faster.

He speeds up. Her legs begin to part, slowly.

BRETT
Oh yeah, there you go baby.

Her legs snap firmly back together, almost catching Brett.
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BRETT (CONT’D)
Whoa!

ASHLEY
I lost it.

BRETT
Why?

ASHLEY
...you called me baby.

BRETT
C’mon, really?

ASHLEY
Yeah, the way you said it was 
gross. (pause) Here, let me try.

Ashley sits up on the bed and starts rubbing her own legs. 
Her brow furrows in concentration. She avoids eye contact 
with Brett. Her legs open slightly.

BRETT
Do you want me to-?

ASHLEY
Ssshhhh!

 Her legs close again.

ASHLEY (CONT’D)
I swear this almost never happens.

BRETT
Am I doing something wrong?

ASHLEY
Absolutely not. It’s me. I knew I 
shouldn’t have ordered that last 
sangria.

BRETT
It’s just weird because on the taxi 
ride up here they were wide open.

Brett lies back. 

ASHLEY
God, I’m so embarrassed.

BRETT
I mean, can I do anything to help?
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ASHLEY
Hmmm, do you have any...

BRETT
Lube?

ASHLEY
Crowbars?

BRETT
I don’t think so. 

They kiss again. Brett tries to get his hand in between her 
legs. He pulls them apart just enough to slide in one finger. 

BRETT (CONT’D)
Yes! I’ve got a grip-

While Ashley’s legs are slightly ajar, Brett grabs a book and 
slides it in between her legs. He continues his attempt to 
pry open her legs but makes no progress.

BRETT (CONT’D)
Damn!

They pause.

ASHLEY
(hesitant)

Maybe...if you use your mouth?

BRETT
Huh?

ASHLEY
Just like, move your tongue up and 
down them.

Brett hesitates. He slowly begins to lick Ashley’s legs. 
Ashley puts her hand on Brett’s head.

BRETT
Like this?

ASHLEY
Yeah, that’s it.

 After a moment her legs come apart.

ASHLEY (CONT’D)
There we go.

He moves up and into the missionary position. 
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BRETT
This was worth the wait.

Ashley’s legs suddenly snap closed. Brett is caught in 
between them. He struggles in agony

BRETT (CONT’D)
Ughhh, you’re crushing me.

ASHLEY
I’m sorry! I just can’t keep them 
open.

BRETT
Aghhhhh! My ribs!

Brett struggles to free himself. Brett gets her legs open 
just enough to escape.

BRETT (CONT’D)
That’s it, I’m done! 

ASHLEY
Geez, I’m so ashamed. I don’t know 
what to say.

BRETT
It’s fine...it’s just, I didn’t 
know this was a thing that could 
happen.

ASHLEY
It was the alcohol. In fact I 
guarantee that tomorrow I’ll have 
major morning spread.

BRETT
Yeah.

ASHLEY
Want to (pause) watch Netflix or 
something?

BRETT
Sure. I probably couldn’t get it up 
anyway.  

Blackout.
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