
TREADING WATER

by

Cassandra Dillman

FADE IN:

EXT. SPLASH STATION WATERPARK – MID AFTERNOON

The sounds of children screaming and squealing with delight permeate the air.  The park is crowded with people of all shapes and sizes, running back and forth to the slides, eating out of coolers, and chasing after children.        

Two boys, DAVE and ALAN, lean against the brick wall of the main office, taking a respite from the hot sun.  They are dressed in managers’ uniforms and red whistles adorn their necks.

Alan is tall and lean, Dave is slightly shorter and muscular.  Both boys coolly observe the park through tinted sunglasses.   

                     ALAN

               (nodding in the direction 

               of the concessions deck)

         What about her? She’s pretty cute.

The object of his scrutiny is a DARK-HAIRED GIRL furiously scrubbing away at the dirty tables. Her Splash Station hat is pulled down low over her face and her white t-shirt is splattered with assorted substances. 

                     DAVE

         How can you tell?  I can’t see her face 


under that hat.  Anyway, she looks a 


little pissed to me.

                     ALAN

         You would be too if you had to clean up


peoples’ garbage all day. 

Dave crosses his arms and leans back against the brick.

The dark-haired girl, still cleaning on the concession deck, slips in a puddle of melted ice cream and falls flat in the middle of the mess.



DAVE


Yeah, whatever, I think I’ll still pass.



ALAN


Ok, man.  Hey, you think I should ask 


her out?



DAVE

               (raises an eyebrow)


Sure, man.  She’s all yours.  

CUT TO:

EXT. CONCESSION DECK - DAY

The dark-haired girl swears silently under her breath as she ineffectually swipes at the ice cream goo all over her uniform with a dirty washcloth.

BETH, a shorter, rosy-cheeked girl, appears at her side, sympathetically holding out a clean washcloth.



BETH


Dontcha love this job, Cass?  We get to


be dirty and sweaty while everyone else 


lounges around getting tans! 

CASSIE takes the cloth with a grateful smile and begins cleaning herself off. 


  
CASSIE

               (concentrating on her uniform)


Well, Beth, we didn’t like those skimpy


red bathing suits anyway. I’ll never 


figure out why we keep coming back.

Beth notices Dave and Alan watching them from across the park.  She grins mischievously.   



BETH

               (motioning)


I’ll give you two good reasons.  

Cassie looks up to see what Beth is getting at and sees the boys.  Her expression is horrified.



CASSIE


Have they been watching the whole time?

She looks down at her uniform, still streaked with ice cream and now soaking wet and see-through in places, then back up at the boys.  She sighs helplessly.  



BETH


They were checking you out!



CASSIE


No…they were probably only laughing 
 
at me.

Beth laughs at her friend, and Cassie’s face flames red.  

Pursing her lips together and wrinkling her forehead, Beth reaches up and pushes Cassie’s hat further out of her eyes, then tucks the stray hairs underneath.

Glancing over at the boys, Beth smiles and shrugs. 



BETH


I don’t know.  That muscular one is kind


of cute.



CASSIE

               (rolling her eyes)


Dave?  Whatever.  He walks around like


he owns the park.  You can have him —-

Cassie tosses the washcloth back to Beth and resolutely pulls her hat back down.



CASSIE (CONT’D)


-- I’m going back to work.  

CUT TO:

INT. MAIN OFFICE – LATER THAT DAY

Cassie leaves the front of the admissions booth and heads toward the back of the office, where the time clock is housed.

The GIRL at the admissions counter shoots her a grateful look as she passes.




GIRL


Thanks so much for translating, Cass!  




CASSIE



(raising her eyebrows)


No problem.

She reaches the time clock and gratefully slides her I.D. through the scanner.




CASSIE



(under her breath)


You’d think they’d understand “No 
 
cervezas” but nooo, a million times a 
  
day they call me —-

She is on her way out when she notices voices from the adjacent lifeguard room.  Peering around the doorway, she sees Dave and JESSICA, a Baywatch-esque lifeguard.  

Amidst the piles of red rescue tubes and discarded water bottles, Jessica is almost touching Dave she is standing so close.  She tilts her head up and a flirtatious smile plays across her face. 




JESSICA


So, anyway, there’s this party tomorrow


Night. . .




Dave



(clearing his throat)


Umm. . . a party?  What for?




JESSICA



(moving closer)


Well, tomorrow is the 4th of July. . . 
 
You know, fireworks. . .

Putting emphasis on her last word, Jessica puts her arms around Dave’s neck. 

Dave tries backing away without seeming obvious, and is trapped when he backs into the row of lockers behind him.




DAVE


Yeah. . . I guess that’d be cool.  I don’t 


have to work or anything.  They uhh, they 


might call me in…you know how everyone 
 
always —-




JESSICA


-- Calls in sick?  Trust me, Dave.  If 
 
you get the flu, I’ll make it worth 
 
your while.

Cassie’s face is twisted in disgust.  She quickly turns to leave and

RUNS straight into Alan.




CASSIE



(breathless at being caught)


Oh, hey, Alan!  I was just on my way 
  
out.

Alan is unable to stand still.  He shuffles from foot to foot, glancing at Cassie and then staring at his feet, then back up at her.  




ALAN


Oh. . .sorry.  I’ll. . .uh. . .I’ll 
 
let you get going then. 

He holds the door open for her and Cassie hurries past him. 

Alan takes a few deep breaths, then looks determinedly up at her as she passes.




ALAN


Cassie, wait. . .I wanted to ask you 
 
something.

Cassie turns around to face him, expressionless.




CASSIE


Um. . .okay.  What is it?




ALAN


See…there’s this party tomorrow night --

Cassie face burns bright red.




ALAN

-- and I was wondering if, you know, 
if you wanted to go with me.  To 
the party.

Noticing her expression, Alan hurriedly keeps going.




ALAN


It’ll be fun. . .barbecue, music, 
 
maybe a keg. . .fireworks.

He shrugs lamely, looking at her hopefully.

Cassie is at a complete loss.  She looks down at her stained uniform and back up at Alan.




CASSIE



(awkwardly)


Well, Alan, I’d love to.  Except that I 


have to work.  Two of the managers have 


the flu and I promised to stay later and 


clean up. . .




ALAN

       
Call in sick or something.




CASSIE



(half-pleading)


I can’t.  I promised I’d be here.




ALAN


Oh, okay.  No problem.  I’ll just ask


someone else then.

Cassie smiles gratefully at him.




CASSIE


I’m sorry, Al.  I really am.  I hope you 


have fun.

She opens her mouth to say something more, decides against it, turns and walks away.

Alan stares after her for a moment before turning back inside the office.




ALAN


So I guess no fireworks.

The door to the office shuts behind him.  

CUT TO:

EXT. PARKING LOT – EARLY MORNING

The parking lot is packed with minivans, SUVS, and every other variety of family cars.  

Cassie pulls into the gravel employee section in a rusty old Chevy pickup.

Beth, in the passenger seat, is fanning herself with her Splash station hat, sheen of sweat already covering her face. 




BETH


Look at this place!  I can’t believe we 


agreed to work a double shift!

Cassie turns the engine off and reaches behind the seat to grab her hat and purse.




CASSIE


Last year me and Tommy were here until 
 
one in the morning cleaning up because 
 
everyone else called in sick.

She looks pointedly at Beth.

Beth innocently shrugs and breaks into a grin.




BETH


I’m here now! 




CASSIE


Trust me, you’re gonna regret it.




BETH


Eh, I need the overtime anyway.  I don’t 


want to be the only college sophomore 
 
without a car.  

Cassie shoots her friend a sympathetic look.

They hop out of the truck and the doors screech closed.

Cassie dusts off her for-once clean uniform.




CASSIE

               (frowning)

          Explain to me again why Concessions 


employees have to wear pants in 90 
degree weather? 

                     BETH

               (laughing)

         Explain to me why we have to wear white


t-shirts at a water park.  Do you know 
  
how many packs of twelve year old boys 
  
spray my chest with those stupid little 
  
squirt guns?

                     CASSIE


Too many.  I had to start wearing another

 
shirt underneath this one! 

                     BETH


At least we don’t have to wear suits like 


the lifeguards.  Can you imagine me in one

 
of those things? 




CASSIE


Oh, I don’t know.  They sure seem to get 


plenty of attention.

They start walking towards the entrance.

Beth is looking at Cassie like she has never seen her before.

Cassie notices and looks at Beth with embarrassment.




CASSIE


What?




BETH


What’s got into you?

Cassie can’t meet Beth’s puzzled stare.  She looks down at her feet and gives a little shrug.




CASSIE


I don’t know.  It’d just be nice to be 


noticed for a change.  




BETH


Cass, you don’t have to wear skin-tight


red spandex to do that.  You just have 
 
to —-

She reaches over and tears the hat off Cassie’s head.




BETH


-- Stop wearing this damn thing and talk to 


people!

She throws the HAT into the DIRT.

Cassie rolls her eyes.

She bends down to pick up her hat and 

A pristine F250 roars past, spraying the girls with dirt and gravel.  

It speeds to the back of the lot and grinds to a halt.  

The girls are left spitting and coughing in a cloud of dust.  




BETH


Who the hell is that!

Cassie dusts of her hat and pulls it back on.




CASSIE


I’ll give you two guesses. . .

She mocks Beth from the first scene.




CASSIE

He’s “muscular” and “kind of cute”!

She bats her eyelashes at Beth.

Beth sighs and turns to see Dave striding past them.  She hurriedly smoothes her uniform, but Dave doesn’t even look at her. 

He does notice Cassie glaring at him, and meets her glare for glare as he passes. 

Beth walks up behind Cassie and looks from her to Dave’s receding back and back again.  Suspicion blooms across her features.




BETH


What is it about him that bothers you 


so much?

Cassie is still watching Dave.




CASSIE


I don’t know.  He never has to work 
 
for anything!  He’s too cocky and 
 
superior. . .




BETH


. . .Good looking. . .




CASSIE


Yeah, and he sure knows it!

Cassie starts walking too quickly toward the entrance.

Beth runs to catch up with her. 




BETH


So you do think he’s cute!

Cassie shakes her head.  




CASSIE


I don’t care how he looks.  Something 


about him just gets on my nerves!

CUT TO:

INT. MAIN OFFICE – LATER

Dave and Alan are filling out schedules in the back of the office.  Occasionally another employee comes in to slide their I.D. through the time clock. 




DAVE


I don’t know.  Something about her just 


gets on my nerves. 




ALAN


I sure don’t know why.




DAVE



(glancing up from the schedules)


The way she looks at me. . . like I’m the 


biggest ass in the world.  




ALAN



(laughs)


Well, I hate to break it to you, man, but 


sometimes you do come off that way.  

Dave’s gaze turns inward and he frowns.  




DAVE


Well, she acts like she’s so much better


than me.  Just ‘cause I don’t sit there on


my lunch break reading huge books like she


does. . . Just because I have a social 
 
life —-

Alan puts down his pencil and looks at Dave, exasperated.




ALAN


What do you care anyway?

Dave’s pencil slips across the page.

He swears and furiously erases the blemish.  




ALAN


I should be the one upset.  She turned


me down to work a double tonight!  I 


can’t get a decent girl to go out with me!




DAVE


I’m sure Jessica has a friend —-




ALAN


-- Jessica’s a self-absorbed little 
 
rich girl.  So are all her friends.   
 
I want a girl with looks and brains.  

Dave shuffles the schedules and puts them in a pile.




DAVE


Well, good luck finding one of those.  
 
I’m going to get a pop.  You want?

Alan shakes his head and continues writing in times. 

As Dave is leaving, Alan suddenly looks up. 




ALAN


Hey, Dave, if you had to choose, what 


would you pick – brains or beauty?

Dave is caught.  Unable to answer, he can only stand there looking at his friend. 




ALAN


That’s what I thought.  

CUT TO:

INT. CONCESSION STAND - AFTERNOON

The concession stand is at full speed, its workers vainly attempting to keep up with the long lines at the windows.

Beth is working at the island in the middle of the main room, pulling steaming hot dogs out of the steamer and rolling them up in buns and foil.  From her practiced moves, it is obvious that she’s been doing it for a while.

Other workers are pouring cheese over nachos, slicing pizza that rolls out of three different ovens, and yelling orders from the four windows.  




MOUSY WORKER


Four jumbo dogs, two cheeseburgers!




BETH


We’re out of jumbo for now!




MOUSY WORKER



(to the customer)


We’re out of the jumbo.




CUSTOMER


Ok…eight regular.




MOUSY WORKER


Eight regular!

Beth raises her hands helplessly.




BETH


We’re out of regular, too.

The MOUSY WORKER shoots an accusing glare her way.




BETH


They’re cooking!

The worker turns back to the window like she’s going to be eaten alive. 

Beth heads into the back room, past racks of supplies and the two large sinks to the walk in freezer.  

Cassie is up to her elbows in soapy dishwater, a leaning tower of serving trays piled next to her.  




CASSIE


How’s it going up there?

Beth opens the freezer and disappears inside.  




BETH


Just be glad you’re back here!

She emerges from the freezer, boxes of frozen hot dogs under either arm.




BETH


Where’s Alyson anyway?

An older woman in a manager’s shirt appears from amidst the metal racks of supplies, a clipboard in hand. 

She looks like she should be home in bed instead of at work, down to the electronic thermometer clamped in her mouth. 




ALYSON


4th of July and I’m the only one who 
 
actually catches the flu.  

Cassie smiles encouragingly at her boss. 




CASSIE



(to Beth)


She’s doing inventory.  Wouldn’t want her 


sneezing on the food. 




BETH


Why are you even here?

Alyson is counting backs of chips.




ALYSON


All the other managers called in sick.  
 
Jamie is working on finding me a 
 
replacement.

From the front of the concession stand the three hear a frantic plea for more hot dogs. 

Beth hefts the boxes, readying herself for battle, then dives back into the trenches.  




CASSIE



(jokingly)


You know a good commander never leaves 
 
her soldiers in battle.

The thermometer pronounces Alyson’s fate with a beep. 

She pulls it out and her eyes close tiredly as she reads it. 




ALYSON


Yeah, well, my 103 degree fever says 


different.  

She looks at her watch. 




ALYSON


The Parson’s birthday should be getting 


their pizza right now.  Why don’t you take


it out to them?

Cassie pulls her arms out of the water and shakes the suds onto the floor. 




CASSIE


Sure thing, boss.  

She grabs a couple of clean trays and heads to into the crowded front room, to where one of the other workers is pulling pizzas out onto the counter. 

Cassie grabs waits for him to slice it, then loads it onto her tray. 




CASSIE


Thanks.

After grabbing some plates and napkins, she heads back past the racks to the exit. 




ALYSON



(from somewhere in the racks)


And you tell those lifeguards if they keep 


coming in here for free pop, I’m gonna 


stick this thermometer up —-




CASSIE



Oookay.

Beth hurries up with a full pitcher of pop in her hands.

She loads it next to the pizza.




BETH



You forgot this!

Cassie balances the tray as she tries to open the door.  

It suddenly swings outward away from her and she tumbles through the doorway. . .

Straight into Dave, spilling pop and pizza all over him.

Dave jumps back with a curse as sauce and pop drip down his uniform.

Cassie can only stand there, her mouth open in surprise, the empty tray held limply in one hand. 




DAVE


You stupid klutz!  What the hell!




CASSIE


ME! You’re the one who just pulls open 


doors all willy-nilly!  

Dave stops trying to brush off the slop from his uniform and looks up at her, anger turning to bewilderment.




DAVE


Did you just say “willy-nilly”?




CASSIE


Why, is it too big a word for you 


to understand?




DAVE


Well, maybe if you spent some time in


the real world, you wouldn’t be the 


kind of loser that says “willy-nilly”!

Cassie’s face registers hurt before she manages to cover it with anger.  




CASSIE


You. . . you. . . ass!

She storms past him and out into the busy park.  

Dave looks down at the splattered pizza, then back up in the direction Cassie had gone. 




DAVE


I am an ass!

CUT TO:

INT. MAIN OFFICE – AFTERNOON 

Dave is in the empty lifeguard room, a new shirt in its package on the table.  

As he is peeling his stained shirt off, Alan walks in.




ALAN


What happened to you?

Dave’s reply is muffled in his shirt.




ALAN


What was that?

Dave throws the shirt on the table and tears open the package to the new one. 




DAVE


I said I am an ass.

Alan bursts into laughter. 




ALAN


Oh yeah, what inspired this revelation?

Dave pulls the shirt on and looks sheepishly at his friend. 




DAVE


I pulled open the door and made her spill


her tray on me. 




ALAN


Who?




DAVE


Cassie.




ALAN


And?

Dave tucks his shirt in with a shrug. 




DAVE


And I called her a klutz.  And a loser. 

Alan raises his eyebrows and gives a low whistle. 




ALAN


So what’d she say?




DAVE


She called me an ass. 

Alan nods. 




ALAN


Yeah, you’re an ass.  

Dave collapses dejectedly into a chair.  

Alan scrapes another chair out and takes a seat, crossing his arms. 




ALAN



(eyes narrowed)


You like her don’t you?




DAVE


What?




ALAN


Oh don’t play dumb!  No one hates someone


that much unless you secretly like them.

Dave reclines back in his seat, balancing on the back legs, the realization coming over him. 




DAVE


Yeah, you know. . . I guess I do like her.  


She’s smart. . . she’s cute. . .

Alan nods angrily. 




ALAN


Yeah.  I know.  I wanted to ask her out.

Without another word, Alan gets up from the table and storms out of the room. 

Dave’s chair clatters back to all four legs and he stares at the empty space where Alan had been, dumbfounded.  

As he sits there, staring into nothing, Alyson peers around the corner into the room. 




ALYSON


Hey. 

Dave looks up. 




DAVE


Hey.  




ALYSON


Have you seen one of my workers running 


around here?  There’s a pile of trays


waiting for her —-




DAVE


Did you need something?

Alyson steps into the room. Her face is flushed and sweat beads on her forehead even in the air-conditioned room.




ALYSON


Actually yeah. . . You see, I actually am 


pretty sick, and all my Concessions


people called in. . .even the managers. . .


and I only have two people left to work 


the second shift tonight. . .and I need a 


manager. . .




DAVE


Nooo way.  No way.  I’m a Deckstaff manager.


I don’t do Concessions.  Besides. . .I’ve 


got a date.

Alyson takes a seat and rests her forehead on the table.




ALYSON



(muffled)


Fine.  Whatever.  I can stay.

Dave looks up to see JESSICA in the DOORWAY.

She smiles flirtatiously at Dave, licking her lips and grinning, before disappearing out the door. 

Dave shakes his head and blinks his eyes in disbelief.




DAVE


Ummm. . .who are the two you’ve got left


tonight?




ALYSON


Luckily my two best – Beth and Cassie.

Dave spreads his hands on the table top. 




DAVE


I’ll do it. 

Alyson is grateful. 




ALYSON


Oh thank you!  You saved my life, Dave!

She jumps up, goes to hug him, then stops. 




ALYSON


I’d hug you but I don’t want you to get


sick. 

Dave nods understandingly.

Alyson turns to leave, then looks back at Dave from the doorway. 




ALYSON


You know, you’re not as much of an ass


as everyone says you are.  

She disappears around the doorway.

Dave looks down at his hands. 




DAVE


Tell everyone else that.  

CUT TO:

INT. CONCESSION STAND – EVENING

The park’s lights have turned on, but the lines have barely shortened.  

Cassie trudges through the doorway and leans against the cement wall wearily. 

Her EYES are RED and PUFFY from crying.  

She breathes deeply and looks up to notice that the back room is empty, a pile of unwashed trays at the sink.  




CASSIE



(raising her voice)


Hello?

Beth’s despaired voice calls from the front.




BETH


In here! Help!

Cassie rounds the corner to see Beth, and only Beth, hurrying around the metal island.  

She opens the steamer to check the hot dogs, loads frozen hamburgers in the microwave, then arrives just in time to pull a steaming pizza off of the rollers.  




CASSIE


So I guess everyone really did call in 


sick?

Beth pauses to wipe off the sweat from her forehead. 




BETH


Yeah, and the last shift left about ten 


minutes ago.  

She picks up a tray and slides on slices of pizza and a few cans of Pepsi.

Then she slides it through the window to a waiting customer. 




BETH


It’s slowed down a little bit.  Everyone is


on the other side of the park.  There’s all 


those games and contests going on.  

Cassie pulls out hamburgers from the microwaves and starts wrapping them.  

Beth takes the next customer’s order and grabs more cans of pop out of the cooler.  

As she hands them to the customer, she notices something, and stops dead. 

Alan is standing behind the line.  He taps his watch and smiles hopefully at Beth.  He nervously taps his foot and looks around the park. 

Cassie comes up behind Beth to see what has stopped her. 

Alan waves with a sheepish smile. 




CASSIE


What is he doing here?

Beth spins around to smile at Cassie.




BETH


He asked me out. . .on a date.  Theres’s 


that party. . .

Cassie looks from Alan to Beth, realization dawning.   




CASSIE


Go!

Beth’s smile grows wider.




BETH


Really?  You sure?

Cassie nods. 




CASSIE


I can handle it.  Besides, whoever they 


roped into managing should be here soon. 

Beth squeals and quickly hugs Cassie. 




CASSIE


Now, get going!  Alan’s waiting. 

Beth is practically glowing with joy as she hurries out of the concession stand.  

Cassie watches through the windows as Alan enthusiastically greets Beth as she runs up to him.

He timidly reaches out and takes her hand, and the pair walk away together.  

Cassie steps up to the window and greets the next customer. 




CASSIE


How can I help you tonight, ma’am?

CUT TO:

INT. CONCESSION STAND – LATER THAT NIGHT

Cassie is still all alone and the line has only gotten longer. 

The concession stand is a wreck, with pizzas sitting half cooked, hot dog buns littering the island, and nacho cheese dripping onto the floor. 

Dave walks into the mess, and looks as if he wishes he could walk right back out. 




DAVE


What the hell is going on?

Cassie rushes past him with a pile of clean trays. 




CASSIE


Maybe if you’dve gotten here two hours

ago, it wouldn’t look like this!

Dave opens his mouth to retort, but steps forward and helps Cassie with the trays. 




DAVE


All right.  What do you need me to do?

For a moment, Cassie can only stare at him in surprise.  




CASSIE



(recovering)


Umm. . . I’ll take orders and get drinks, 
 
you get the food.  Okay?

Dave nods and picks up a pizza cutter.




DAVE


Okay. 

Cassie pauses and narrows her eyes suspiciously. 




CASSIE


Where have you been for two hours?

She puts her hand over her eyes and her face scrunches up as if she’s smelled something bad. 




CASSIE


Never mind.  Because if you were making


out with that Barbie doll, Jessica, I 


reeaally don’t want to here about it. 

She turns away from him and opens the window to take the next order.  

CUT TO:

INT. CONCESSION STAND – CLOSING TIME

Cassie shuts the window with a flourish and spins around to sigh gratefully. 

Her hat is missing in action, and stray hairs stick out of her ponytail and frame her face. 




CASSIE


That’s it! The last customer!  I can’t


believe this night is FINALLY over!

Dave is mopping the cheese-covered floor.  He is covered in food stains and sweat drips off his brow.   




DAVE


It wasn’t all bad. 




CASSIE



(considering Dave)


You’re right.  You did pretty good 
 
tonight.

Dave smiles down at the floor. 




DAVE


Of course I did.  I’m Dave.

Cassie shakes her head and rolls her eyes. 




CASSIE


Too bad you brought that ego with you.  

Dave leans on his mop and shoots a dirty look at Cassie.




DAVE



(sarcastic)


Well, I guess it’s too bad for you that I 


showed up at all.  Because I’m so sure you


could have done this all without me. 

Cassie stops in the middle of gathering up uneaten pieces of pizza.  




CASSIE


Well, you’re right there, Dave.  Losers


like me can’t do anything on our own.


I’m too much of a klutz to handle much


of anything! Right?  

She glares indignantly at Dave.

Dave lets the mop fall and takes a step towards Cassie. 




DAVE


Look, I’m sorry about that.  I’m not some 


nerd like you.  Sometimes I say things I 


don’t mean.  




CASSIE


Nerd? Nerd!  Well, if I’m so much of a nerd,


why don’t you just leave!  Go to that party


and get drunk and be with all of those 


nitwits you call your friends.  I’m sure 


Jessica would love to have you!

Dave’s stance would look more at home on a football field as he squares his shoulders and drops his head. 




DAVE


Yeah, well, your best friend is one of 


those nitwits at that party.

Cassie is so mad she is speechless.  A frustrated growl is the only thing to escape her throat. 




CASSIE


You! You. . .

Overwhelmed with frustrated anger, Cassie picks up a piece of cold pizza and flings it straight at Dave before she realizes what she has done. 

For the second time that day, Dave looks down at his pizza- covered shirt, surprise quickly giving way to anger. 

Cassie is looking at her hands as if she’s never seen them before.  All of a sudden, a cup of nacho cheese splatters against her shirt.  

The messy concession stand erupts into a full-fledged food fight between the two.  Pizza, nacho cheese, and assorted condiments fly though the air.  

Cassie is next to the island, darting for cover, when she slips in a pool of pizza remains. 

She slams onto the floor, her head smacking the ledge on the way down. 




CASSIE



(yelps)


OW! Truce!

Dave stops dead, then slides over to kneel at her side. 




DAVE



(worried)


Is your head okay?




CASSIE



(rubbing the back of her head)


Yeah, I think so.




DAVE


Good. 

He smashes a slice of pizza into the side of her face. 

Cassie growls angrily and pushes Dave backwards off his haunches and straight onto his butt. 

Dave lands with a grunt, all the air rushing out of him. 




CASSIE


You are such an ass. 




DAVE


So I’ve been told.  

He scoots to sit beside her, and leans his head back against the counter.  He observes Cassie rubbing her head out of the corner of his eye. 




DAVE


You sure seem to have a knack for slipping 


in food.  




CASSIE


Comes with the job.  Plus, I really am a 


little bit of a klutz.




DAVE



(deadpan)


I never would have guessed. 

Cassie breaks into a smile and elbows Dave in his side.  




DAVE


You know, you’re not the condescending 


bookworm I thought you were. 




CASSIE


And you’re not the arrogant jerk that I 


thought you were. 

Dave turns and uses a finger to wipe pizza sauce off Cassie’s face.  With his other hand, he tucks the stray hairs behind her ears. 

Cassie’s eyes meet his and she seems to lose her train of thought for a moment. 




CASSIE


So. . .umm. . .where is Jessica?

Dave pulls his hands back as if burned.




CASSIE


You know, not that I care or anything. 




DAVE


Right.  I don’t know.  I don’t care.  


I really didn’t want to go to that party


with her anyway.  




CASSIE


Why not?

Dave turns and looks at her pointedly. 




DAVE


She’s beautiful and all, but. . . 
 
seriously lacking.  

At the mention of beautiful, Cassie self-consciously reaches up to finish wiping the pizza sauce off her face.  




DAVE



(not looking at her)


You know, my friend Alan wanted to ask


you out.  




CASSIE



(looking at the ground)


I know.  I turned him down. 




DAVE


Oh yeah?




CASSIE


Yeah.  He left with my friend Beth.  




DAVE


Why’d you turn him down?

Cassie shrugs and the corner of her mouth twitches in a smile. 




CASSIE


I guess nothing gets to me like spraying 


me with dirt and calling me names.  

Dave turns to her, hiding a smile. 




DAVE


Yeah, well, I just love to be glared at 


and subject myself to verbal abuse by 


pretty stubborn girls. 




CASSIE



(snorts)


Pretty stubborn.




DAVE


No.  Pretty.  And stubborn.

Cassie looks up at him with wonder in her eyes.




CASSIE


You think I’m pretty? 

Dave can’t help his grin as he wipes a speck of sauce off her nose.  




DAVE


Yeah, well, I guess I can’t resist a girl


covered in pizza sauce.  

With that, he leans down and lightly kisses her.  

CUT TO:

EXT.  PARKING LOT – MIDNIGHT

Cassie and Dave are walking side by side out of the park.  

Dave jokingly elbows Cassie in the side. 

She is knocked away a few steps, then elbows him back. 

Instead of retaliating, Dave takes her hand. 

The reach Cassie’s rusted truck, the lights of the park reflecting dully off the surface. 




CASSIE


This is me. 

She tries to take her hand back, but Dave pulls her towards him. 




DAVE


Why don’t I give you a ride. 




CASSIE


How will I get to work tomorrow?




DAVE


I’ll give you a ride then, too. 

Cassie suddenly looks unsure. 




CASSIE


I don’t know.  What if I wake up tomorrow


and none of this was real.  Or maybe it 


was some horrible joke someone is playing


on me. . .

Dave wraps Cassie in a hug and rests his head on hers. 




DAVE


I swear it’s not a horrible joke.  I’m not


going to wake up tomorrow and decide I want


Jessica instead, or that you’re not good 


enough.  




CASSIE


Promise?




DAVE


Yes.  I promise.  Now come on, get in.

They walk to Dave’s truck and he opens the passenger door for her. 

Cassie gasps in surprise when she sees what’s inside.

Resting on the passenger seat are piles of sparklers and assorted fireworks.  And on top of those are a dozen roses. 

She raises her eyes happily to meet Dave’s. 




CASSIE


Fireworks?  That’s where you were for two


hours?

Dave nods and feigns self-satisfaction.




DAVE


Yeah, well, I thought the roses were a 


nice touch.  

Cassie laughs and goes to smack him with her hat, but he catches her up in a kiss instead. 

CUT TO:

EXT. SPLASH STATION WATERPARK - NIGHT

Dave’s truck rolls down the hill, on its way out of the park, much slower and more careful then it had made its way in that morning. 

The sound of Cassie laughing can be heard as the driver’s side window rolls down and a Splash Station baseball cap is tossed out the window. 

It lands on the dewy grass, and the truck drives off into the moonlit night.  

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SPLASH STATION WATERPARK – TWO YEARS LATER – DAY




BETH


-- And they lived happily ever after. . .

A slightly-older, thinner Beth wearing a manager’s shirt is ministering to a group of baby-faced Concessions workers. 

Their uniforms are crisp and new, nametags being the only decoration for the time being. 

A DARK-HAIRED GIRL with the name Kaylie printed in bold letters frowns as Beth finishes her story. 




KAYLIE


That’s it? That’s the ending? Yeah, right!


Like I believe that.  What happens next?

The other workers clamor for a response. 




KAYLIE


I mean, did he really pick her, or did he


give in to the hot chick?

Beth smiles at the girl’s hopeful tone.  She reaches over and tucks some stray hairs back into Kaylie’s hat. 




BETH


If you really have to know, they’re 


Married —-

Ten pairs of eyes widen in disbelief.  Kaylie’s mouth hangs open. 




BETH


-- And now they’re going to college out


west.  Where they are very happy.  

Kaylie is in awe.  When she speaks, it is more to herself than to Beth, but Beth hears her anyway. 




KAYLIE


So something like that could happen to 


me here?

A whistle sounds, and Beth looks over to see. . .

. . .Alan, a red whistle between his teeth, glaring at two speeding little boys.  He spots Beth looking at him and flashes her a big love struck grin.  




BETH


Sorry, Kaylie.  I think all the good


ones are taken. 

FADE OUT.

THE END

