HELLBENDERS

Sides — Macon

INT. OLD CHURCH - DAY

Larry, the Stripper, and Macon are getting ready for the
party. Macon is in New Age bliss, cutting out moons and

hearts from colored paper.

MACON |
So... Are you a full service

stripper?
(she looks at him)
Like, the sex act?

STRIPPER
No.

MACON
Wwhat about half-service?

STRIPPER
T do lap dances.

®
MACON

What if I took care of myself?
<:: While you'’re doing the lapdance?
-

STRIPPER
No.

Larry nods his head at Macon.

LARRY
He’'s masturbating right now.

MACON
Am not!

Macon ralses his hands up.

LARRY
He doesn’t need his hands.
Macon shrugs guiltily, confides in the stripper--
MACON
do yoga.

STRIPPER
Please don’'t talk at me any more.
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Macon smiles at her, shrugs apologetically. Looking away, he
SNIPS his finger, giving himself a tiny cut.

MACON
Gah! Motherfucker! Stupid fucking
Macon! I'm so fucking stupid!

Feel free to improv some anger. Macon gathers himself, takes
a deep breath.

MACON (CONT’D)
Oof. Excuse me. I'm gonna find a

band-aid and some lotion.
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