EXT. WEST TEXAS PLAINS -- NIGHT
A great expanse of flat land. All quiet. The moon is up.

Just off a deserted two-lane highway, a small cafe stands
sentry over the plains.

Oon the front of the cafe, a sign reads in faded script,
“Grace’s Place.” Under that, “Best Pies in West Texas. Take
one home!”

Another sign, “Breakfast served all day.”

In the gravel parking lot out front a late model FORD pickup.
A single bulb burns over the door.

Round back sits a 1963 Princess Grace Landau THUNDERBIRD
coupe.

A short distance away, a tiny cemetery with one marker,
surrounded by a faded picket fence.

CUT TO:
INT. BEDROOM -- EARLY MORNING
A clock reads 5:00 a.m.

The ALARM sounds. An arm reaches up to silence it. A MOAN
is heard.

CUT TO:
INT. BEDROOM —-- EARLY MORNING
A simply furnished room, with a sitting area of comfortable
upholstered chairs and small sofa, a desk and chair by the
window, with an outside entrance.
There are still shapes under the covers in the bed. A black
and white cat (SPOCK) sleeps curled up at the foot of the
bed.

Moonlight floods in the raised windows. The desert breeze
ruffles the sheer white curtains.

A shape in the bed stirs.
A MAN, MIKE, 40's, throws his arm over the shape in the bed.

MIKE
Come here, baby!

(CONTINUED)




