                     LIFE DRAWINGS





A short film

1) INT. LANCE & CHARLOTTE’S LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

The room is bare and that of an artist. There is a mountain of velvet in the centre. Canvases, paper, charcoal and wine bottles litter the area. Lance (25) and Charlotte (27) sit on chairs in the middle of it all, chain smoking with smudgy fingers and ragged clothing. Sophia (21) stands by the door, wearing a robe.






LANCE




I think she’s nervous. 





CHARLOTTE




You can move away from the door,




Sophia.

Sophia stares at them blankly, unable to move. 






SOPHIA




I… uh… I don’t know if I can –






LANCE




(Action: rushes over to Sophia,

offers her his hand)

You can do it, you can do it.

Sophia stands in front of them. Lance returns to his seat. She bites her lip and plays with the robe. She avoids eye contact. 






CHARLOTTE




Why are you nervous? You weren’t




three days ago. 






SOPHIA




That was different, I felt beautiful




then.






CHARLOTTE




(Action: pours a large glass of red wine.




Walks to Sophia, turns her face into




the light. Hands her the glass.)




Your beauty is still with us, Sophia.



That I can plainly say. Drink this. 

Sophia polishes off the glass and places it on the floor. She wipes her stained red mouth with the robe’s sleeve. Charlotte makes eye contact with Lance. He refills Sophia’s glass on the double. 






LANCE




Another?






SOPHIA




I shouldn’t.






CHARLOTTE




Come on, you’ll feel better.




We’ve had two bottles already




and we feel great, don’t we

Lance? 





LANCE

Grand, we feel grand! 



SOPHIA

Guess one more wouldn’t hurt.

Sophia, oblivious, gulps the second glass. They watch her with the eyes of predators, stalking their prey. She bends to place the glass down and it topples. Her cleavage makes an appearance through the robe. She giggles as she places the glass upright again. Charlotte signals Lance with her eyes. He stands on cue, walks to Sophia.






LANCE




Can I give you a hand with the 




robe now?

Lance, standing behind her, unties the ribbon, slides the robe off. It falls to reveal the magnificent body of someone entirely unaware of its power. Charlotte is unable to divert her eyes. Lance returns to his seat.





SOPHIA cont’d



Now what?






LANCE




Sit, stand, spread your legs,




whatever you want.






CHARLOTTE




Shut up, Lance! Just do whatever




feels natural. How about you lie 




on the velvet?

Sophia positions herself awkwardly on the velvet.

SOPHIA




Like this?

Charlotte walks to Sophia. The hairs on the back of Sophia’s neck stand, as she waits for Charlotte’s finishing touches. Charlotte bends over her, readjusting body parts with capable hands. Charlotte satisfied, returns to her seat. Lance and Charlotte grab bits of charcoal and get to work.





LANCE



Finally, we can start!






CHARLOTTE



Patience is the key, Lance. I 




keep telling you. 






SOPHIA




Am I allowed to talk?






CHARLOTTE




Of course. Tell us all about yourself.






SOPHIA




Oh, I don’t really like talking 




about myself. 

With another subtle signal from Charlotte, Lance is hunched next to Sophia, joint in hand.






LANCE




A little remedial marijuana to make




you even more relaxed? 






SOPHIA




No no no no. Never. 





LANCE




Why though? It’s the ideal 




environment. 






SOPHIA




Had a bad experience on that, not




a fan. 






LANCE



So if you had a bad experience with




a friend, you’d just stop talking to




her completely?

SOPHIA




Are you comparing marijuana to a friend?





CHARLOTTE




God! Would you leave her alone? 

Lance stands, disappointed. He sparks the joint, inhales deeply, then walks to Charlotte. 






CHARLOTTE cont’d




You don’t have to smoke if you




don’t want to. 

Charlotte grabs Lance by the collar of his shirt. They kiss and when she pulls away, she breathes out the smoke from his mouth. 






CHARLOTTE cont’d



Such a pity though, it’s fucking




brilliant!






SOPHIA




Good stuff?






CHARLOTTE




The best.






SOPHIA




So you don’t think anything bad




would happen to me if…?





CHARLOTTE




We would never let anything bad




happen to you, would we, Lance?






LANCE




Absolutely not.

Charlotte takes another long drag to prove her point. She walks to Sophia and pauses, waiting for her to make the next move.






SOPHIA




Okay, hand it over before I 




change my mind. 

Charlotte, amused, sits close to Sophia. She places the joint in her mouth. Sophia inhales, coughs, exhales. Then she does it again without coughing. And again. Charlotte and her maintain eye contact throughout the procedure. Satisfied, Sophia flops back on the velvet, blissfully. Charlotte, quite literally, goes back to the drawing board. 






CHARLOTTE




So tell us about yourself, Sophia.






SOPHIA




I’m a writer, mainly poems. 






LANCE




That’s where all the big bucks




are.






SOPHIA




I want to start my own business.




A tee shirt business. And make the




logos myself. 






CHARLOTTE




Interesting. And what about a 

partner? Do you have one of those?



SOPHIA

Umm, well no, not really. There was

someone but not anymore. 



CHARLOTTE

Shame! But don’t worry, we’ll

introduce you to some entertaining

people. 



SOPHIA

Is there a toilet I can use? The 
wine’s flowing through and through.



CHARLOTTE

Of course. Lance?



LANCE

On it.

Sophia rises, wobbly and naked. Lance and her leave the room. Charlotte lights a cigarette; Lance rushes back in.






LANCE cont’d




Are we making progress or




what?






CHARLOTTE




You really need to be patient




or everything will be ruined.






LANCE




She likes you more.






CHARLOTTE




Everyone likes me more.






LANCE




I want her so badly.
Charlotte pulls him in for a kiss.






CHARLOTTE




She’s ours for the taking, just



follow my lead. 

Lance kisses Charlotte – Hollywood style. Sophia enters in the nick of time to witness this. She is visibly embarrassed.






SOPHIA




Sorry! I’ll come back later.






CHARLOTTE




You’re naked and this is a studio.






SOPHIA




I’ll go back in and read a 




magazine or something.






CHARLOTTE




Don’t be silly! Lance just gets




carried away some times. Don’t you,




Lance?






LANCE




It would appear so. 

Sophia pours herself a glass of wine and flops onto the velvet. She is more free and less awkward. 






SOPHIA




Could I offer a suggestion?






CHARLOTTE




Yes?





SOPHIA




It’s kinda lonely done here. Maybe




you could join me. Lance wouldn’t




mind drawing both of us, would he?






CHARLOTTE




Would you, Lance?






LANCE




I could summon the courage.

Charlotte undresses languorously, all the while locking eyes with Sophia. Soon she is standing above her. They kiss and fondle one another. Lance looks on spell bound. 






SOPHIA




You didn’t need to play the




game with me. Could’ve had me for




a lot less.






CHARLOTTE




But the game makes it fun, doesn’t




it?

The tables turn and Sophia who was on the bottom is now on the top. 






SOPHIA



Games end, Charlotte. The winner




wins, the loser plummets to her




death.

Charlotte looks at her confused, as Sophia suffocates her with the velvet. Lance inspects his finger nails. Sophia rises, walks to Lance, kisses him.





SOPHIA cont’d




Okay then, let’s make some art! 






 ~THE END~ 
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