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ACT 1

FADE IN:

INT. MWR - EVENING
The doors swing open.

SGT MARCUS TAYLOR (36) enters with SPC ELI RAMIREZ (20s),
both in PTs, still sweating from the day. They’re laughing,
cracking jokes.

Ramirez heads to the mini-fridge, grabs two waters, and
presses one into Taylor’s chest.

SPC RAMIREZ
Yo, Sergeant—earth to Taylor.

SGT TAYLOR
Huh? Oh... thanks.

They sit on the couch. Ramirez grabs the remote.

SPC RAMIREZ
What are we watching?

Taylor doesn’t answer. He’s staring across the room—at the
pool table.

SGT JESS (35) is playing solo, in uniform. She sinks a
shot—clean, smooth. Then misses the next one. She frowns and
resets.

Ramirez follows Taylor’s line of sight.

SPC RAMIREZ (CONT'D)
You good?

SGT TAYLOR
Put on John Wick.

He leans back but steals one last glance at Jess.

INT. MWR - NEXT DAY

Taylor and Ramirez enter, both now in uniform. They walk past
the couches toward the TV.

SGT TAYLOR
Let’s sit over here.



They settle into the seats closest to the pool table.

Taylor powers on the console, but his eyes drift.

Across the room, SGT JESS, now in civilian clothes,

another shot. Calm. Sharp. She sinks it.
Taylor watches her reset.

SGT TAYLOR (CONT’'D)
Set the game up.

Ramirez picks up the controller, confused.

lines up

Taylor walks to the adjacent table. He grabs a cue stick and

watches Jess shoot again.
She nails it.

Taylor mimics her stance.

He shoots—misses completely.
He looks up.

Jess is watching him.

She lets out a soft chuckle, almost to herself,
to her game.

then

Taylor walks back to Ramirez—still holding the cue.

SGT TAYLOR (CONT’D)
I just remembered something—I gotta

go.

SPC RAMIREZ
But we just got—

SGT TAYLOR
Sorry. I gotta go.

Taylor heads for the exit.

SPC RAMIREZ
You taking that with you?

Taylor stops. Turns. Returns the cue to the rack.

As he walks out, he sneaks a glance back.

returns

Jess, now sitting against the wall, catches him looking.

She looks away just as fast.



Taylor exhales... and exits.



ACT 2

INT. MWR - NIGHT
Taylor enters alone.
Empty. Quiet.

He racks the balls. Pulls out his phone. Loads a YouTube
tutorial on pool.

He mimics the stance.
Misses.

Resets.

Misses.

Finally sinks one.

He nods to himself.

INT. MWR - NEXT DAY

SPC RAMIREZ
You trying to run 2K?

SGT TAYLOR
Nah. Let’s hit the table.

They grab sticks and set up.
Ramirez breaks—nothing drops.
Taylor lines up-but looks across the room.
Jess enters. Same table. Same rhythm.
Taylor stares too long. Steps away.
SGT TAYLOR (CONT’'D)
I'm not feeling too well. I think

I'm heading out.

SPC RAMIREZ
What? You just got here.

Taylor hands over the cue and starts walking.



SPC RAMIREZ (CONT'D)
Yo, you taking the stick with you?

Taylor chuckles, turns, and sets it down. He glances at Jess.

She catches it. Then returns to her game.

INT. MWR - NIGHT

Taylor walks in. Jess is there again-playing alone.
He approaches.

She sinks the black ball and gathers her things.

SGT TAYLOR
You wanna play a game?

SGT JESS
Nah. I’'m heading out.

She walks right past him.

Taylor watches the door shut behind her. He stares at the
empty table, drops his shoulders, and walks out.









