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THE WORKOUT

ACT ONE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — EARLY MORNING

The gym before anyone gets here.

Fluorescent warmth over secondhand equipment. A weight rack
along one wall. A stack of mats. A rowing machine with a
slightly bent handle no one has fixed. A whiteboard with
tomorrow's class still written on it from yesterday.

Small. Functional. Cared for.

TABATHA "TABS" MARLOW, 39, moves through the space with the
efficiency of someone who has done this ten thousand times.
Adjusts a mat. Checks the whiteboard. Erases yesterday.
Picks up the marker.

She writes today's class. Her handwriting is neat, slightly
compressed. Below the schedule, faint in a different color,
is the ghost of someone else's handwriting. She writes over
it without looking at it.

She sets the marker down.

Surveys the room.

Ready.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — MINUTES LATER

DOT HAINES, 67, arrives first. Always first. She sets her
bag in the same spot she always sets it, folds her jacket
with two precise folds, and begins stretching without
fanfare.

SYLVIA OKAFOR, 48, enters quietly. Finds her spot. Doesn't
look for conversation.

MARISOL VEGA, 32, comes in slightly rushed.

MARISOL
Sorry, sorry —

Nobody was waiting on her. She knows this. She apologizes
anyway.

LINDA MARSH, 43, enters. Her hand touches the door frame
briefly as she comes through — a check, barely conscious.
She finds her spot. Middle distance from everyone else.

CASSIE BRIGHT, 27, arrives in motion — earbuds out, ponytail
going, already talking.

CASSIE
Okay I found parking right in front,
which literally never happens, so I'm
choosing to take that as a sign.

MARISOL
A sign of what?

CASSIE
I don't know. Good things.

She unrolls her mat. Optimistic about everything, including
mat placement.

A beat of settling. The room finding its rhythm.

Then RENEE CASTILLO, 54, comes in. Last. Slightly out of
breath. She's come straight from somewhere — still has the
faint smell of industrial cleaner and breakfast food. She
finds a spot in the back.

No one notices. Everyone notices.

Tabs surveys the room. All present.

TABS
Let's go.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CONTINUOUS

Class in motion.

Tabs calls the movements. No music yet — just her voice and
the sound of bodies working. She demonstrates once, cleanly,
then moves through the group.

She's not warm exactly. She's precise. There's a difference.
The class responds to her the way you respond to someone
whose competence you've decided to trust.

Renee in the back keeps up. Barely, but she keeps up. She's
newer than she looks. Her body is working hard and she knows
it and she doesn't stop.

Tabs passes through. Adjusts Marisol's form without comment.
Gives Linda a nod — correct before she gets there. Notes
Cassie's enthusiasm outpacing her technique and files it.

She reaches Renee.

Renee is mid-rep, breathing harder than she'd like. Tabs
watches for one beat. Renee's form is rough but her effort
is genuine.

Tabs says nothing. Moves on.

That's the compliment.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — END OF CLASS

The class slowing. The particular silence of people who have
just worked.

Tabs at the front. The class facing her, water bottles out,
cooling down.

TABS
Good work.

She looks at them. Each one briefly. Something passes
through her face that isn't quite a smile and isn't quite
not one.

TABS (CONT'D)
Remember —

A breath.

TABS (CONT'D)
You're beating what you're eating.

Flat. Procedural. End of session.

The class receives it the way they always do. Cassie gives a
little yes nod. Marisol is already reaching for her phone.
Dot begins folding her towel — two precise folds, same as
her jacket.

Renee in the back mouths the phrase slightly. Learning the
liturgy.

ACT TWO

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — A WEEK LATER

New equipment out. PLYO BOXES. Various heights. The tall one
sits apart from the others like it knows what it is.

Tabs demonstrates. One clean jump. Lands soft. Steps down.

TABS
Your choice of height. Work up.

The class moves toward the boxes. Various levels of
commitment.

Cassie goes straight for a middle box. Makes it. Grins.

Marisol picks the smaller box. Sensible.

Dot approaches the smaller box with complete dignity.

Linda does it efficiently, quietly, no reaction.

Sylvia works steadily. No drama in either direction.

Renee stands in front of the tall box.

Doesn't move toward it.

Tabs sees this. Doesn't push. The class moves on around
Renee. She steps back. Takes the smaller box instead.

Nobody says anything. That's fine. Not today.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — AFTER CLASS

The women filtering out. Cassie already on her phone. Dot
with her jacket folded over her arm. Linda checking the door
on her way out — that same touch, that same barely-conscious
check.

Renee stays. Stretching, taking her time.

Tabs wipes down equipment. The room quieting.

Small talk that isn't quite small talk.

TABS
How are you settling in?

RENEE
Good. Fine. It's good.

A beat.

TABS
What brought you in?

RENEE
Doctor said I needed to move more.
Blood sugar.

Clean. Complete. Closed.

Tabs nods. Goes back to wiping down.

Renee keeps stretching. The quiet comfortable enough to sit
in.

Then —

RENEE (CONT'D)
My husband doesn't know I joined.

Tabs looks at her. Doesn't ask why.

RENEE (CONT'D)
He's deployed. Marines. He'll be back
in six weeks.

She straightens up. Looks at her hands.

RENEE (CONT'D)
I just wanted to see if I could do
something first. Before he gets back.
Something that was just —

She doesn't finish. She doesn't need to.

Tabs doesn't make it a moment.

TABS
Okay.

Goes back to wiping down.

Renee exhales. Like she set something down she didn't know
she was holding.

ACT THREE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — THE FOLLOWING WEEK

Boxes out again. The tall one in its spot.

Class moving through the exercise. The room has its rhythm
now. These women know each other's rhythms without knowing
they know them.

Tabs at the front, watching.

Her eyes find Renee.

Renee is looking at the tall box.

Tabs just looks at her. Nothing on her face. No speech. No
encouragement. Just — she looks at Renee and waits.

Renee walks to the tall box.

Stands in front of it.

One beat. Two.

She bends. She jumps.

She lands. Rough. A little sideways. But she lands.

Nobody cheers wildly. Marisol gives a small —

MARISOL
Yes.

Dot nods once. For Dot this is a standing ovation.

Tabs —

TABS
There it is.

Moves the class forward.

But Renee stands on top of the box for one extra second.

Looking out at the room from up there.

Her face doing something it hasn't done in a long time.

Something that is entirely her own.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — END OF CLASS

The women gathering their things.

Tabs at the front.

TABS
Remember —

Renee in the back. Not reaching for her bag yet.

TABS (CONT'D)
You're beating what you're eating.

The class disperses. The room emptying.

Renee mouths it again. But this time she's not learning it.

She already knows it.

She picks up her bag. Heads for the door.

At the door she pauses. Looks back at the tall box.

Still there. Waiting for next time.

She goes.

SMASH CUT TO BLACK.



Episode 2: Marisol

THE WORKOUT

ACT ONE

INT. MARISOL'S APARTMENT — KITCHEN — MORNING

Small. Almost finished. Everything at stage two.

A bookshelf, half full, organized with care. A framed print
leaning against the wall where it has leaned for eighteen
months. A coffee maker — nicer than anything else in the
room, the one thing she bought herself on purpose.

MARISOL VEGA, 32, moves through her routine alone. Efficient.
Comfortable in her own quiet the way people get when quiet
has been the main company for a while.

A laptop sits open on the table. Three browser tabs, long
abandoned. She doesn't look at them. She never looks at them
anymore.

Her phone sits face up beside the laptop.

No notifications.

She closes the laptop. Doesn't glance at the tabs. Picks up
her gym bag.

Leaves.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — MORNING

Class in motion. The room has its rhythm — six women,
familiar movements, TABS calling instructions from the
front.

Marisol works near the back. Technically solid. Not showy.
Just correct, in the way of someone who has had nothing else
to do but get it right.

TABS
(to the room)
Elbows in.

Marisol has already adjusted before the words finish landing.

Tabs catches this. Doesn't comment. Files it.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — AFTER CLASS

The women lingering, the way they sometimes do. CASSIE is
mid-story, animated, the group loosely gathered.

CASSIE
— and he says "I'll be outside," and I
swear he was there before I even
finished stretching —

The group laughs. Marisol laughs too. Genuine. She likes
these women.

CASSIE (CONT'D)
He's gonna start a tab with the
parking attendant at this rate.

More laughter. Marisol's face does something small — a half
second, gone as fast as it arrives. Not jealousy of Tyler
specifically.

Just — someone is picking Cassie up.

Someone is coming.

No one sees it.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — OFFICE — LATER

Tabs at her desk. Paperwork spread out — the administrative
archaeology of a small gym. Emergency contact forms, mostly
untouched in months.

She flips through them. Pulls one.

MARISOL VEGA.

A name listed under emergency contact — a cousin, maybe, or
a sibling. Obligation-adjacent. Beneath it, in Marisol's own
handwriting, parenthetical, almost casual:

(may not pick up)

Tabs looks at it for a long moment.

Sets it down.

Doesn't make it a thing. Doesn't need to.

ACT TWO

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — NEXT CLASS

The group arranging into their usual spots. Marisol heads for
the back.

Tabs, without looking up from setting equipment —

TABS
Marisol. Middle.

Marisol stops. Looks at the middle of the room. Looks at
Tabs.

No explanation offered.

She moves to the middle.

Doesn't ask why. Files it the way Tabs files things.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — LATER IN CLASS

Tabs introduces a partner exercise. The class pairs off.
Odd numbers — someone has to take Tabs.

TABS
Marisol, with me.

They face each other. The exercise requires timing — passing
a weight back and forth in rhythm, reading the other
person's pace.

Marisol is technically capable but the partner element
throws her. She's used to solitude, to practicing alone,
correcting herself before anyone else can.

They fall out of rhythm. Marisol immediately —

MARISOL
Sorry —

TABS
Stop apologizing. Just respond.

They try again. This time Marisol doesn't anticipate. She
just reacts.

It works. The rhythm locks in. Weight passing back and
forth, clean, matched.

Thirty seconds of exercise. For Marisol it's the first time
in longer than she can name that her timing has matched
someone else's and held.

She doesn't say anything. Goes quiet and focused, the way
people do when something small has moved something large.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — END OF CLASS

The room emptying out. Marisol last, taking her time with
her bag.

Tabs at the whiteboard. Erasing today. Preparing tomorrow.

Marisol at the door. Stops.

MARISOL
Why'd you move me to the middle?

Tabs doesn't turn around.

TABS
You were practicing alone in a group
class.

Marisol stands there a second. Something settles in her.

She nods, even though Tabs can't see it.

Leaves.

Tabs keeps erasing the board.

ACT THREE

INT. MARISOL'S APARTMENT — KITCHEN — THAT EVENING

Marisol home. Bag dropped by the door. She moves to the
kitchen. Fills a glass of water.

Her eyes pass over the leaning print. The half-full
bookshelf.

She doesn't fix anything. Doesn't hang the print. Doesn't
fill the shelf.

But she stands in the kitchen a beat longer than usual.
Looking at her own space like she's seeing it from the
middle of a room instead of the back of one.

Her phone buzzes.

She looks down.

A text. Not from family. From RENEE — a photo from class,
the group mid-laugh, Marisol caught in the frame looking
more present than she usually lets herself look.

RENEE (TEXT)
group chat material lol

Marisol looks at it for a long moment.

A small smile. The kind that surprises the person having it.

She types back. Sends it.

Sets the phone down.

Looks at the leaning print again.

Doesn't move it.

Not yet.

But she looks at it like it's a question she might actually
answer someday.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — NEXT MORNING

The room before class. Tabs writing the schedule.

Marisol arrives. Not rushed today. Not apologizing to no
one.

She walks straight to the middle of the room. Sets up her
mat.

Tabs glances over. Says nothing. The corner of her mouth
moves, almost imperceptibly.

The rest of the class filters in.

TABS
Let's go.

SMASH CUT TO BLACK.



Episode 3: Cassie Pt1

THE WORKOUT

ACT ONE

INT. CASSIE'S APARTMENT — LIVING ROOM — MORNING

Finished. Completely. Intentional decor, plants that are
actually alive, throw pillows arranged with purpose. The
opposite of unfinished.

CASSIE BRIGHT, 27, sits at a small desk, laptop open, on a
work call. Headphones in. She's sharp or this — confident,
quick, clearly good at her job.

CASSIE
(into headset)
Yeah, I can have the deck back to you
by end of day — no, end of day's fine,
I've got time.

She types as she talks. Multitasks easily. This is a woman
with real competence. That matters.

The call ends. She pulls the headphones out.

Immediately checks her phone.

A text from TYLER (O.S., text on screen): "morning beautiful.
what time you back tonight?"

She smiles. Types back fast — a string of replies, emojis,
warmth. Sends a voice memo without hesitation.

Closes the laptop. Grabs her gym bag.

In the hallway mirror she pauses. Takes a selfie in her
workout gear. Reviews it. Posts it. Tags the gym location.

Checks immediately for a like.

Nothing yet.

She puts the phone in her bag.

Leaves.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — MORNING

The class gathering. Cassie arrives bright, already greeting
people by name and detail.

CASSIE
(to RENEE)
How's Mateo's science fair thing? Did
the volcano survive?

RENEE
Barely. There was baking soda
everywhere.

CASSIE
(to MARISOL)
Did that client ever get back to you?

MARISOL
(surprised she remembered)
Oh — yeah. Actually yeah, they did.

CASSIE
See? Told you.

This isn't performance. It's who she is. She's the social
glue of the room and has no idea she's doing it.

TABS
(from the front)
Let's go.

The class begins.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — MID-CLASS

The group working. Cassie has energy but not yet the body
awareness of real consistency — she overcorrects, laughs at
her own mistakes, the class laughs with her, not at her.

A moment between Cassie and Marisol — an easy joke, a back
and forth. Marisol looser around Cassie than around anyone
else.

Then — on the floor beside her mat — Cassie's phone buzzes.

Face up. The screen reads: TYLER.

A beat.

Cassie glances toward Tabs — mid-demonstration, back half
turned.

Glances at the screen again.

A held moment. The decision happening in real time, small
and silent.

She turns the phone face down.

Stays in the exercise.

Her energy shifts — fractionally. A few percent less present.
Still smiling. Still moving. But part of her is somewhere
else now.

The class continues around her. No one notices.

ACT TWO

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — END OF CLASS

The group dispersing. Cassie has her phone in hand before her
water bottle is even back in the bag.

She steps toward the door, already dialing.

EXT. MARLOW FITNESS — PARKING LOT — CONTINUOUS

Cassie just outside the door, phone to her ear.

THROUGH THE WINDOW (Tabs' gym, our view from inside) — no
audio. Just Cassie's body language. Open. Accommodating.
Gesturing slightly, explaining something. She laughs at
something he says.

Everything about it looks fine.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CONTINUOUS

Inside, MARISOL and RENEE are talking near the mats. DOT
passes by the window on her way to gather her things, glances
out at Cassie on the phone.

Holds the glance half a second longer than necessary.

Then continues on.

Just Dot. Just a half second.

EXT. MARLOW FITNESS — PARKING LOT — CONTINUOUS

Cassie ends the call. Exhales. Composes herself — a visible
reset, practiced, quick.

Heads back inside.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CONTINUOUS

Cassie comes back in, bright again. Easy. Tyler handled.

CASSIE
(to no one in particular)
He just wanted to know where I was.

RENEE
Aw, that's sweet.

CASSIE
He worries.

She says it like a compliment to him. Like devotion.

She pulls out her phone, checks the selfie from earlier. The
like has landed now — TYLER liked it. She double-taps it
herself, satisfied, puts the phone away.

TABS emerges from the back office, keys in hand, closing up
for the morning.

TABS
Good work today.

CASSIE
(beaming)
Same time Thursday?

TABS
Same time Thursday.

Cassie heads for the door. Stops. Turns back, almost an
afterthought.

CASSIE
Oh — do you guys ever do couples
classes? Tyler keeps saying he wants
to come see what I do in here.

A small beat. Tabs looks at her evenly.

TABS
This class is what you do in here.

Cassie laughs like it's a funny answer.

CASSIE
Okay, weirdo. See you Thursday.

She waves. Leaves.

Tabs watches the door close behind her.

Says nothing.

ACT THREE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — OFFICE — LATER

Tabs at her desk. The emergency contact forms again — she's
going through them methodically, a small ritual she repeats
with each new member.

She pulls Cassie's.

Emergency contact: TYLER REYES.

Nothing else written. No parenthetical. No note.

Just his name, underlined twice — Cassie's handwriting,
done with the same enthusiasm she brings to everything.

Tabs looks at it longer than the others.

Sets it down.

Doesn't write anything new on it. Doesn't need to yet.

She closes the folder.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — THAT EVENING

Empty now. Tabs doing her final walkthrough before locking
up.

She passes the spot where Cassie's mat was. Straightens it
without thinking, the way you straighten something that's
already straight.

She flips off the lights.

At the door, she looks back into the dark room for a moment.

Then locks up. Leaves.

SMASH CUT TO BLACK.



Episode 4: Linda

THE WORKOUT

ACT ONE

INT. LINDA'S APARTMENT — KITCHEN — MORNING

Considered. Cautious. Everything chosen deliberately — the
colors, the furniture, the small details. Nobody else's
opinion lives here.

It is quiet in a way that has texture. Not peaceful. Careful.

LINDA MARSH, 43, moves through her morning with method.
Nothing rushed. Nothing out of place.

On the counter — a mug. Doesn't match anything else in the
kitchen. Too big. A small chip on the rim. Everything else
in this apartment she chose on purpose. This mug she just
kept.

She eats standing at the counter, looking out the window.
Not sitting down for it. Never quite sitting down for it.

She checks her phone. Work email. Nothing personal.

She grabs her gym bag. At the door, she locks it.

Checks it again.

Then leaves.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — MORNING

The class gathering. Linda arrives, finds her spot — slightly
left of center, same place every time. Nobody assigned it to
her. She arrived there once and stayed.

TABS
(to the room)
Let's go.

Class begins. Linda is technically solid, more so than she
credits herself for. When TABS calls a correction across the
room, Linda has often already self-corrected — and then
second-guesses it, undoing the fix before it can be
confirmed.

Tabs notices the pattern. Doesn't address it. Yet.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CONTINUOUS

High energy segment. Music up. The room moving together.

TABS
(sharp, across the room)
Hips square — now —

Her voice carries. Nothing aggressive in it. Just direct.

Linda's body responds before her brain does. A fractional
tightening. A half-step back.

Gone in under a second. She recovers, falls back into the
movement. No one else sees it.

Tabs sees it.

She doesn't soften her voice for the rest of class — that
would be worse, that would be noticed. She just files it.
Keeps going.

ACT TWO

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — LATER IN CLASS

Heavy lifting segment. The room has the focused quiet of
people doing hard physical things.

Linda at the weight rack. She reaches for a lighter set —
automatic, habitual, the way you reach for less than you're
entitled to when you've spent years practicing it.

TABS
(beside her, without announcement)
Go heavier.

LINDA
(looking at the next size up)
I don't think I can —

TABS
Go heavier.

Not unkind. Just certain.

Linda hesitates. Then switches. Picks up the heavier weight.

Sets up. Lifts.

It's hard. Her face shows it — real effort, real discomfort,
her body working at its actual capacity for maybe the first
time in longer than she can remember.

At the top of the rep, something comes out of her. Not quite
a grunt. Not quite a sound. Something that's been waiting
behind a long time of being quiet.

She finishes the set. Sets the weight down. Looks slightly
stunned at her own hands.

Tabs just nods. Moves on.

Linda stands there a second. Nobody made it a big deal.
Nobody looked at her like she'd done something wrong.

She picks the weight back up.

Does another set.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — END OF CLASS

The women filtering out. Linda taking her time, stretching,
the way she does when she has nowhere else to be and hasn't
quite made peace with that yet.

CASSIE, on her way out, stops.

CASSIE
Hey — you were killing it on those
lifts today. Like, genuinely.

LINDA
(deflecting, too much gratitude packed
into too few words)
Oh — thank you, that's — thank you.

Cassie doesn't notice the deflection. Already waving, already
gone.

MARISOL catches Linda's eye on her way past. Doesn't say
anything. Just a small nod.

I see you.

The quiet ones recognize each other.

Linda alone now, except for Tabs, closing up.

ACT THREE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CONTINUOUS

Linda looks at her hands. The hands that just lifted
something heavier than she thought she could.

LINDA
I kept my name.

Not directed at anyone. Just out loud. A sentence she's been
carrying for two years, finally heavy enough to set down.

Tabs looks up from what she's doing.

LINDA (CONT'D)
(almost embarrassed)
My married name. After the divorce.
Everyone said change it. I just —
I don't know why I kept it.

Tabs considers this.

TABS
Maybe you're not done with it yet.

Linda looks at her.

TABS (CONT'D)
Maybe it's yours now. Not his.

A beat.

TABS (CONT'D)
Yours.

She goes back to closing up. Not making it a moment. Just a
thing she said.

Linda stands with that for a long beat.

Then picks up her bag.

Straightens — and we notice, for the first time, how much
height she has. She's been slightly hunched this whole
episode without announcing it.

She walks to the door.

EXT. MARLOW FITNESS — PARKING LOT — CONTINUOUS

Linda steps out into the El Rio evening.

At the door she pauses.

Doesn't look back.

She walks to her car.

Doesn't check the door behind her.

Doesn't check it twice.

Gets in. Drives off.

SMASH CUT TO BLACK.



Episode 5: Sylvia

THE WORKOUT

ACT ONE

INT. SYLVIA'S HOUSE — KITCHEN — MORNING

Clean. Orderly. Lived in — warm, even. Not sterile. A house
that has made a kind of peace with its own space.

SYLVIA OKAFOR, 48, moves through her kitchen with the ease of
someone for whom solitude stopped being punishment a while
ago and became something more like weather. Just the
condition of things now.

She makes coffee. Methodical. Unhurried.

On the refrigerator — a photo, held by a magnet. DWAYNE, 15
in the picture, grinning at something off camera. Her eyes
in his face. Big, easy smile.

She passes it on her way to the table. Doesn't look at it the
way you look at a photo.

Looks at it the way you look at a window.

She gets her gym bag. At the front door, she pauses.

Touches the doorframe. Once. A small, private ritual.

Then leaves.

We don't explain the doorframe. We don't need to.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — MORNING

The class gathering. Sylvia arrives, present but peripheral
by choice — she responds when spoken to, smiles when it's
called for, but doesn't generate conversation. She receives
it.

TABS
(to the room)
Let's go.

Class begins. Sylvia works hard and quietly. No complaints.
No commentary on the difficulty. Just steady, devoted effort.

TABS watches her sometimes. Not obviously. Just — Sylvia is
someone her eyes find.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — WATER BREAK

The group loose, talking, the usual ease of a rest moment.

CASSIE
(mid-story)
— and my mom still brings up the time
I cried at my own birthday party
because the bounce house left early —

Laughter. Easy. Warm.

RENEE
(turning to Sylvia, warmly, genuinely)
Do you have kids, Sylvia?

The room doesn't stop. Nobody knows to stop.

SYLVIA
I had a son.

Past tense. Quiet. Complete.

A beat where nobody knows what to do with that. CASSIE'S face
falls slightly. RENEE'S hand goes to her mouth.

Sylvia takes a drink of water. Her face hasn't changed. She
said the true thing and she's still standing here.

That's all.

TABS
(calling the class back, immediate)
Okay — back at it. Squats, let's go.

She gives Sylvia something to do with her body right away.
The kindest thing available.

The class moves. Sylvia moves with them.

ACT TWO

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — END OF CLASS

The room emptying. Sylvia last, as sometimes happens, moving
through her cool-down slowly. TABS nearby. Not intrusive.
Present.

SYLVIA
He would have been nineteen next
month.

Tabs doesn't say she's sorry. Sylvia has had enough sorry to
last several lifetimes.

TABS
What was he like?

Sylvia looks at her. Really looks at her — the first time
all episode she's offered her full attention to anyone.

SYLVIA
Loud laugh. Too loud, honestly — he'd
laugh at his own jokes before anyone
else did. He used to steal my good
earbuds and just — deny it. Flat out
deny it, every time, even with them
in his ears.

A small, real almost-smile crosses her face.

SYLVIA (CONT'D)
He got into UC Davis. Was going to go
early. Graduate early, get a job,
settle down eventually with his high
school sweetheart — he had it all
mapped out, actually, more than I did.

She pauses.

SYLVIA (CONT'D)
She still texts me on his birthday.
Every year. Doesn't have to. Does it
anyway.

Tabs listens completely. Doesn't redirect. Doesn't comfort.
Doesn't fix.

Just receives it.

SYLVIA (CONT'D)
The cancer was in his blood. They said
it was genetic.

She looks at Tabs directly now.

SYLVIA (CONT'D)
I figure if I keep moving —

She doesn't finish the sentence.

She doesn't have to.

Tabs knows exactly what comes after it. She's been living
inside that unfinished sentence for four years.

A long beat. Something passes between them that doesn't have
a name.

TABS
Me too.

Just that.

Sylvia nods once. Picks up her bag.

At the door, she stops. Turns back slightly.

SYLVIA
He would have liked it here. He was
always trying to get me to exercise.

Something crosses her face. Almost a smile. The realest one
we've seen from her.

Then she's gone.

ACT THREE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CONTINUOUS

Tabs stands alone in the gym.

The weight of me too still in the room with her.

She goes to the whiteboard. Stands in front of it a moment.

Picks up the marker.

Writes tomorrow's schedule. Same as always.

Sets the marker down.

INT. SYLVIA'S HOUSE — HALLWAY — THAT EVENING

Sylvia comes home. Sets her bag down.

She walks down the hallway. Passes the closed door at the
end — Dwayne's room. The camera doesn't linger. We don't go
in.

She continues to the kitchen.

Stops at the refrigerator. Looks at the photo. Dwayne,
grinning at something off camera.

SYLVIA
(quiet, to the photo)
You'd have liked her too.

A beat.

She doesn't elaborate on who. She doesn't need to.

She makes dinner. Same as every night.

Tomorrow she'll touch the doorframe on her way out and come
back to this kitchen and pass this photo again.

That's the prayer. That's all of it.

You just keep showing up.

SMASH CUT TO BLACK.



Episode 6: The Tape

THE WORKOUT

ACT ONE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — BACK ROOM — MORNING

Cluttered. Years of accumulated gym archaeology. Old
resistance bands. A broken rowing machine, retired here to
die. Boxes stacked against the wall, taped and untouched for
longer than anyone working today has been a member.

TABS stands in the doorway, addressing the group.

TABS
We're making room. New training area,
hopefully. Anything broken goes in the
dumpster, anything usable goes
against that wall, anything you don't
recognize, ask me before you touch it.

She doesn't say what the room is actually being cleared for.
Lets them believe what's easiest to believe.

DOT, RENEE, MARISOL, LINDA, CASSIE, and SYLVIA file in,
already in good spirits. This is the most we've seen them
together outside of class structure — looser, joking, passing
boxes hand to hand.

CASSIE
(holding up a single dumbbell)
Found its other half yet? No? Just me
carrying a sad lonely dumbbell?

RENEE
Throw it on the pile, sad lonely
dumbbell pile.

Laughter. The mood is light. Genuinely fun.

Linda finds an old trophy. Reads the engraving.

LINDA
"El Rio 5K — Participant." 

(beat)

Somebody ran a 5K and only got
"participant"?

MARISOL
Maybe that's the nicest way to say
last place.

More laughter.

DOT works through her section methodically. Calm, precise,
unbothered by the chaos around her. She moves a stack of
boxes and finds one set apart from the others, in the
corner, slightly separate.

She crouches. Reads the label, handwriting that isn't Tabs'.

MARLOW FITNESS — YOU CAN DO IT! PROMO/DEMO — ROD M.

Dot doesn't say anything right away. She holds the box a
beat. Opens it.

VHS tapes inside. A handful. Dot lifts one out. Turns it
over in her hands.

DOT
(to the room, even-toned)
There's a TV in the storage closet,
isn't there?

CASSIE
I think so? Why —

Dot holds up the tape. Doesn't explain further than that.

The room's energy shifts slightly — curiosity now.

ACT TWO

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — BACK ROOM — MINUTES LATER

The TV has been wheeled in. Dot is already crouched behind
it, looking for the VCR hookup with the patience of someone
who has done this before, for someone else, a long time ago.

CASSIE holds cables, unhelpfully enthusiastic.

CASSIE
Does it need the yellow one? I feel
like the yellow one matters.

MARISOL
(reading the back of the VCR like an
ancient artifact)
There's like four ports and none of
them are labeled.

LINDA
(finding the right input, quietly
competent)
This one. Try this one.

Dot connects it. Static fills the screen. A collective groan.

DOT
(adjusting something, unbothered)
Hang on.

The picture rolls. Steadies.

And there's ROD MARLOW.

Maybe 35 in the footage. A Marlow Fitness t-shirt that looks
freshly printed, a little stiff. He's instantly comfortable
on camera — not performing, just talking, like the lens is a
person he likes.

Behind him, the gym looks newer. Brighter. Hopeful in a way
that reads even through old tape.

ROD (ON TAPE)
Hey — if you're watching this, you're
probably wondering what makes Marlow
Fitness different from every other
gym that's gonna try to sell you a
juice cleanse and a year-long
contract —

The room is charmed within thirty seconds. Nobody says
anything. They just watch.

Rod demonstrates a quick set of exercises — clean form,
encouraging in a way that feels specific, like he's talking
to whoever's actually watching.

ROD (ON TAPE) (CONT'D)
— and look, some days you're gonna
come in here and you're not gonna want
to be here. That's fine. Come anyway.
That's the whole secret. There isn't a
trick. You just come anyway.

He wraps the set. Wipes his forehead with the back of his
wrist. Grins at the camera.

ROD (ON TAPE) (CONT'D)
Alright — that's it from me.

He points directly at the lens.

ROD (ON TAPE) (CONT'D)
Remember —

He mimes biting into something invisible. Savors it,
exaggerated, delighted with himself.

ROD (ON TAPE) (CONT'D)
You're beating —

He throws a slow, theatrical uppercut at the camera.

ROD (ON TAPE) (CONT'D)
— what you're eating.

He grins. Wide. Pleased with the bit.

A beat.

Then CASSIE laughs — one surprised, genuine laugh.

RENEE puts a hand over her mouth.

MARISOL looks slowly around at the others.

MARISOL
That's what Tabs says.

Not a question. The recognition landing out loud.

The room goes quiet.

The tape keeps running behind them — Rod shuffling papers
off camera now, ambient gym sound, mundane footage continuing
past the sign-off. Nobody moves to turn it off.

LINDA
(softly)
She says that every class.

SYLVIA says nothing. Watches the screen with an expression
none of the others can read.

DOT just watches. Still as the room around her.

ACT THREE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — OFFICE / HALLWAY — CONTINUOUS

Tabs is on the phone, low voice, just outside the back room.
A CORPORATE REPRESENTATIVE (V.O., phone) on the other end,
pleasant, businesslike.

REPRESENTATIVE (V.O.)
(through phone, tinny)
— we just need a little more clarity
on timeline, Ms. Marlow, that's all
I'm asking for —

TABS
(quiet, controlled)
I understand. I'll have an answer
soon.

She ends the call. Exhales. Composes herself the way she
does — quick, practiced, automatic.

She starts back toward the main floor.

That's when she hears it.

Rod's voice. Coming from the back room.

She stops in the hallway.

Stands very still.

She knows exactly what tape that is.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — BACK ROOM — CONTINUOUS

The room, frozen. The TV still glowing. Rod still moving in
the background of his own recording, unaware he's being
watched by six women twenty years into a future he didn't
get to see.

TABS appears in the doorway.

The class turns.

Nobody speaks.

Tabs looks at the screen. At her brother, mid-motion, alive
and grinning and twenty pounds lighter and four years gone.

Then she looks at the women. Their faces open in a way she
doesn't have a practiced response for.

The tape plays on behind her, oblivious, looping toward its
own end.

No one says anything.

Tabs doesn't move from the doorway.

SMASH CUT TO BLACK.



Episode 7: Forward Motion

THE WORKOUT

ACT ONE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — EARLY MORNING

Earlier than usual. Tabs alone.

The back room is still half-cleared from yesterday — boxes
stacked, the TV sitting where it was left, the VCR still
connected, cable trailing across the floor.

Tabs walks over. Crouches. Unplugs it without ceremony.

She holds the tape for a moment. Doesn't replay it. Doesn't
need to.

She doesn't put it back in the box with the others.

She carries it to her office.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — OFFICE — CONTINUOUS

She opens her desk drawer. Not a storage drawer — her drawer.
The one with the spare keys and the bank documents and the
single photo of her and Rod she doesn't display anywhere.

She places the tape inside. Closes the drawer.

A beat. She sits with her hand still resting on the closed
drawer.

Then stands. Goes back out to the floor.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CONTINUOUS

She picks up the marker. Writes today's schedule on the
whiteboard.

At the bottom edge, faint, is the ghost of Rod's handwriting
— almost gone now, worn down by four years of her writing
over it.

She looks at it longer than she usually allows herself to.

Then writes over it again. Same as always.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CLASS

The women arrive. There's a different texture in the room
today — not awkward exactly, but careful. Aware.

DOT meets Tabs' eyes briefly on her way in. Says nothing.
Tabs says nothing back. An understanding passes between them
without needing language.

TABS
Let's go.

She runs the class harder than usual. Sharper instructions.
Faster pace. The women feel it. Nobody pushes back.

At the end of class, the room cooling down, water bottles
out.

TABS (CONT'D)
Remember —

The same flat delivery. Procedural. Unchanged.

TABS (CONT'D)
You're beating what you're eating.

But DOT watches her say it this time. Watches closely.

Tabs catches the look. Holds it for half a second.

Then it's over. The class disperses.

ACT TWO

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — LATER THAT DAY

The gym empty of clients now. A KNOCK at the door, though it
was already propped — more a courtesy announcement than a
request.

A REPRESENTATIVE, 30s, business casual, tablet in hand,
walks in. Friendly. Not unkind. Operating from a completely
different value system than the room he's standing in.

REPRESENTATIVE
Ms. Marlow. Thanks for making time.

TABS
You said you wanted to walk the
space.

REPRESENTATIVE
Just to get accurate measurements for
the file. Won't take long.

They move through the gym. He taps notes into his tablet as
he goes, half-narrating to himself.

REPRESENTATIVE (CONT'D)
Good lot size. Decent visibility from
the road once the signage update goes
in. Parking's tight but workable —

He gestures at the room generally.

REPRESENTATIVE (CONT'D)
Layout's inefficient for the square
footage, but that's not a problem,
obviously, once we start fresh.

We see the room through his eyes for a moment — small,
aging, an outdated use of space. Numbers. Square feet.
Inefficiency.

Then we cut back to Tabs' eyes. The weight bench Rod picked
out years ago. The whiteboard. The scuff marks on the floor
worn in by four years of the same six pairs of shoes.

REPRESENTATIVE (CONT'D)
(closing his tablet)
The offer stands as discussed. We'd
just need a decision soon — these
timelines tend to move once corporate
locks a quarter.

TABS
I need more time.

REPRESENTATIVE
(warm, which makes it worse)
Time's really the one thing we've got
flexibility on, Ms. Marlow. Take what
you need.

He extends a hand. She shakes it. Professional. Final.

He leaves.

Tabs stands in the middle of the empty gym for a long moment
after the door closes.

Doesn't move. Just stands there, taking up the space while
she still can.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — OFFICE — LATER

Tabs at her desk. Phone in hand. She dials. Waits.

TABS
(into phone)
Hey, Mom.

HER MOTHER (V.O., phone, warm, a little tired)
Hi, sweetheart. How's the gym?

TABS
Fine. Busy.

A pause on the line, the kind that happens between people who
know each other well enough to hear what isn't being said.

MOTHER (V.O.)
I've been going through some of your
brother's old things. Found a box of
his shirts I never gave away.

TABS
(carefully even)
Yeah?

MOTHER (V.O.)
His birthday's coming up next month.
I always think about doing something.
Never know what.

TABS
(quiet)
We found one of his old tapes. The
promo one. The class watched it.

A beat on the line.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Oh.

TABS
I wasn't there for most of it. I
walked in at the end.

MOTHER (V.O.)
How was that?

Tabs doesn't answer right away. She looks at her closed desk
drawer.

TABS
I don't know if I'm doing it right,
Mom.

Her voice catches slightly on the last word. She doesn't let
it go further than that.

A long pause.

MOTHER (V.O.)
(gently)
He used to say there's no wrong way to
show up. Just wrong reasons not to.

Tabs closes her eyes for a moment. That sounds exactly like
something Rod would say. Worn smooth by repetition, the way
family sayings get worn smooth.

TABS
That sounds like him.

MOTHER (V.O.)
It was him.

A small, real beat between them. Tabs doesn't cry. Holds it
together. But something in her shoulders eases slightly.

TABS
I have to go, Mom. Class soon.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Go on, then. Love you.

TABS
Love you too.

She hangs up. Sits very still for a long moment.

The office quiet around her.

ACT THREE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — END OF DAY

Tabs locking up. The room dim, most lights off, just the one
over the front desk.

DOT is the last one out — not unusual, Dot is always the last
one out, methodical about everything including her exits.

She has her jacket folded over her arm. Stops near the door.
Doesn't turn around fully.

DOT
He seemed like he was fun.

A beat.

TABS
He was the fun one.

Dot nods once. Doesn't push further. Doesn't need to.

DOT
You're not the fun one. You're the
one who stays.

She says it simply. Not as comfort. As fact.

She leaves.

Tabs stands alone for a moment with that.

She finishes locking up. Turns off the last light.

EXT. MARLOW FITNESS — CONTINUOUS

Tabs steps outside. Locks the front door behind her.

She stands for a moment under the sign. MARLOW FITNESS. Her
name and his name, though only hers is on the paperwork now.

The El Rio evening settles around her — quiet street, a
distant dog barking, the particular gold light of early
evening on flat ground.

She looks up at the sign a moment longer than usual.

Then walks to her car.

Drives off.

The gym sits dark behind her. Waiting for tomorrow. For as
long as it has tomorrows left.

SMASH CUT TO BLACK.



Episode 8: Cassie Pt2

THE WORKOUT

ACT ONE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — MORNING

The room filling in. CASSIE arrives — same as always, maybe
even brighter than usual. The particular wattage of someone
working very hard at fine.

She hugs MARISOL. Asks RENEE about the kids by name. Compliments
DOT'S new shoes, specific and genuine.

CASSIE
Those are new. Those are good. Where'd
you get those?

DOT
(pleased, a little surprised)
They were on sale.

CASSIE
Everything good is on sale if you wait
long enough.

It's warm. It's real. It's Cassie.

But TABS clocks something in the first thirty seconds. A
flicker in the eyes the smile isn't quite reaching. She
doesn't say anything.

She just knows.

TABS
Let's go.

Class begins.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — MID-CLASS

The room loose, working, warm. CASSIE keeping pace, laughing
at something LINDA says. The usual rhythm of the group.

TABS
(calling out)
Partner sit-ups. Pair off.

The class pairs naturally — the dynamic we've watched all
season. CASSIE ends up on the floor, MARISOL kneeling at her
feet, hands wrapping around her ankles. Ordinary. Standard.
The most unremarkable exercise in any gym in the country.

CASSIE
(settling onto her back, easy)
Okay, go easy on me today.

MARISOL
No promises.

Cassie starts the reps. Up. Down. Marisol's face appearing
and disappearing over her knees with each rep, rhythmic,
easy.

The pace settles into something almost meditative.

Then —

On the rise — Cassie comes up on a rep —

And the face over her knees is not Marisol's.

It is TYLER. His body where Marisol's was. The grin coming up
slow and certain over her knees as she rises — patient, like
he knew she'd come back up to him eventually. Like he always
knew.

No music sting. No flash cut. The transition is seamless and
wrong the way dreams are wrong — you don't realize it's
shifted until it already has.

Cassie lies back down.

Doesn't come back up.

The tears come sideways. Quiet. Unstoppable. She isn't
sobbing. She isn't making a sound. She's just lying on the
gym floor, eyes open, while her exercise partner — Marisol,
just Marisol, just the gym — still holds her ankles, not
understanding why the rep stopped.

MARISOL
(gently)
Cassie?

Nothing.

The class around them has stilled. Nobody speaks. Nobody
moves toward her or away from her. They just hold the space
the way women hold space for each other when they've learned
that sometimes holding space is the only thing there is to
do.

TABS crouches down beside her. Close to the floor. Eye level.
Not touching.

She doesn't ask what's wrong. Doesn't ask anything.

TABS
You're here.

Not a question. Not a command. A fact, offered back to her
like something to hold onto.

Cassie closes her eyes. Nods once.

ACT TWO

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — MOMENTS LATER

The class moving on quietly, no one making it strange. DOT is
the one who helps Cassie up — extends a hand, matter of fact,
the way Dot does everything.

Cassie takes it. Stands. Composed now, though her eyes are
still red-rimmed.

The class finishes out. Softer than it started, but it
finishes.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — END OF CLASS

The room cooling down. TABS at the front.

TABS
Remember —

Same flat delivery as always.

TABS (CONT'D)
You're beating what you're eating.

It lands differently today. In the context of what just
happened on this floor, it sounds almost like armor. Like
something you say to people who are still standing.

The women file out slowly. MARISOL squeezes Cassie's hand on
the way past. LINDA catches her eye, holds it a second — I
know — and moves on. SYLVIA, last of the others, stops beside
her. Says nothing at all. Just rests a hand briefly on her
shoulder.

Coming from Sylvia, that nothing is enormous.

Then it's just Cassie and Tabs.

ACT THREE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CONTINUOUS

Tabs closing up around her, unhurried. Cassie sits on a bench,
composed, water bottle turning slowly in her hands.

Tabs sits across from her. Not behind the desk. Not standing
over her. Across from her. Level.

A long beat. Just the gym sounds. The hum of the building
settling around them.

TABS
Why do you come here, Cassie?

Cassie looks at her water bottle. Almost gives the surface
answer — we can see it forming and dissolving on her face.

Then —

CASSIE
Because he doesn't know what I do in
here.

She looks up.

CASSIE (CONT'D)
You said that once. "This class is
what you do in here." And he doesn't
know what that means. He thinks he
does. But he doesn't.

A beat.

CASSIE (CONT'D)
This is the only place I'm just — me.
Not his. Just me.

Tabs looks at her for a long moment. Doesn't tell her to
leave him. Doesn't tell her what to do.

TABS
Then keep coming.

Cassie nods. Stands. Straightens her jacket — a small,
automatic gesture, putting herself back together piece by
piece.

At the door, she stops. Half turns back.

CASSIE
The phrase.

Tabs waits.

CASSIE (CONT'D)
You know it sounds different when you
smile when you say it, right?

A beat.

CASSIE (CONT'D)
You never smile when you say it.

She leaves.

Tabs stands alone in the gym.

After a long moment, she turns to the whiteboard. Picks up
the marker. Writes tomorrow's schedule.

At the bottom, almost without deciding to, she writes the
phrase itself in small letters beneath the class times.

She looks at it.

We don't see her face.

SMASH CUT TO BLACK.



Episode 9: All Of Us

THE WORKOUT

ACT ONE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — END OF CLASS

The usual cooldown. Water bottles, stretching, the room
settling.

TABS at the whiteboard, finishing up the day's notes. She
caps the marker. Then, beneath the schedule, writes something
new.

THURSDAY. 7PM. NOT A CLASS. COME ANYWAY.

She sets the marker down. Doesn't announce it. Doesn't
explain it.

The women notice it on their way out — DOT first, reading it
twice. RENEE next, a small frown of curiosity. CASSIE reads
it and looks at Tabs, who is very busy not making eye contact
with anyone.

No one asks.

This is Tabs. You come anyway.

They file out, one by one, each glancing back at the
whiteboard once before the door closes behind them.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — THURSDAY, 7PM

Different light. The overhead fluorescents instead of the
warmer class lighting. After hours. The gym feels larger
without the music and the movement filling it.

Chairs arranged in a loose semicircle — practical, efficient,
the way Tabs arranges anything she's about to present.

A folding table. A folder. A water pitcher. Paper cups.

Very Tabs.

The women arrive in twos and threes. DOT first, predictably.
Then RENEE and LINDA together. MARISOL alone. SYLVIA, quiet,
taking her usual peripheral spot — though in a circle,
peripheral doesn't quite exist the same way. It reads instead
like an anchor point. CASSIE last, sitting close to Marisol.

They settle. Look at each other. Look at the folder.

Tabs stands. Doesn't pace. Doesn't clear her throat.

Opens the folder.

ACT TWO

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CONTINUOUS

TABS
There's a company. Commercial fitness
chain, regional, looking to expand
into this corridor. They've made an
offer on the building and the lot.

She says it cleanly. Professionally. The accounting voice.

TABS (CONT'D)
If the sale goes through, the
building comes down. They'd build new
— bigger, newer equipment, the whole
thing. Current members would get a
discounted rate at the new facility.

The word lands wrong in her own mouth and she knows it. Her
jaw tightens, almost imperceptibly, on the word —

TABS (CONT'D)
— members.

She keeps going anyway. Lays out the timeline in broad
strokes. The financials, summarized, not dwelled on. What
she's tried. What hasn't worked.

She closes the folder.

TABS (CONT'D)
I wanted you to hear it from me.

Silence. The fluorescent hum filling the gap.

CASSIE
How long have you known?

TABS
Four months.

Another silence. Longer this time.

RENEE
(quietly)
Is that why you've been asking us
things? The real questions?

Tabs looks at her. Doesn't deny it.

TABS
I wanted to know who you were before
—

She stops. Starts again, more honest the second time.

TABS (CONT'D)
I wanted to know why you were really
here.

The room sits with that.

ACT THREE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CONTINUOUS

Nobody cries. Nobody raises their voice. These are women who
have absorbed larger losses than a gym closing, and they know
it, and so does the room.

DOT picks up the folder. Looks at it. Sets it back down.

DOT
Rod started this place.

Not a question. She's been putting it together since the
tape.

TABS
Rod started it. I kept it.

DOT
You did more than keep it.

Simply. Finally.

A beat where Tabs almost receives that fully — and doesn't
quite. Not ready yet.

LINDA
So what happens to the class?

TABS
That's up to you.

LINDA
What does that mean?

TABS
It means the building goes. The class
doesn't have to.

She looks around at all of them.

TABS (CONT'D)
I've been doing this in a room for
four years. Rod did it in a room
before that. The room was never the
point.

Not a speech. Just what's true. There's a difference.

MARISOL
(quiet, considering)
Where would we go?

TABS
Anywhere. The park. The parking lot.
Someone's backyard. Anywhere you can
move your body.

CASSIE
Would you still teach it?

Tabs looks at her.

TABS
Someone has to keep you people in
line.

The room laughs. Genuine. The first laugh of the evening, and
it breaks something loose in the air — shoulders dropping, a
few exhales.

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — LATER

The laughter settling into something easier. The gym humming
quietly around them — six women in folding chairs in a
building that won't be here in a few months.

Nobody gets up to leave. RENEE refills a water cup, passes it
along without being asked. She turns to DOT.

RENEE
Can I ask you something? About your
husband?

DOT
(simply)
Go ahead.

RENEE
What made you finally come in? Here,
I mean. To the gym.

DOT considers this honestly, no performance in it.

DOT
The house got too quiet. I told
everyone it was doctor's orders.
(beat)
It wasn't.

A small, real moment passes between them.

Across the circle, SYLVIA speaks — unprompted, offered freely
the way she offered things to Tabs back in her own episode.

SYLVIA
Dwayne used to say working out was
just "embarrassing yourself in
public, on purpose, until you got
good at it."

A beat.

SYLVIA (CONT'D)
He wasn't wrong.

LINDA laughs — full, real, taking up exactly the space she's
entitled to.

CASSIE has gone quiet, just listening, taking it in. MARISOL
notices, leans slightly toward her. Cassie leans back. Small.
Enough.

TABS stands slightly outside the circle. Watching. The folder
still in her hands.

In this moment — every real reason finally sitting in the
same room, nobody performing the surface story anymore — she
watches what these women have become to each other. Not
clients. Not members.

This.

She looks at the folder. Sets it down on the table.

Pulls up a chair.

Sits inside the circle for the first time.

Nobody comments on it.

They just make space.

The circle closes around her, easy, like it was always going
to.

SMASH CUT TO BLACK.



Episode 10: The Last Class

THE WORKOUT

ACT ONE

INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — EARLY MORNING

Earlier than usual. TABS alone.

She moves through the space slowly. Not dramatically — she
isn't touching walls and saying goodbye. She's just moving
through it the way you move through a place you know by
heart. Her body remembers every corner without being told to.

The scuff on the floor by the weight rack. The window that
sticks. The whiteboard, the ghost of Rod's handwriting
underneath hers, worn down by four years but never quite
gone.

She stands at the whiteboard. Picks up the marker. Starts to
write the day's schedule, same as every morning.

Stops.

Sets the marker down without finishing.

She goes to her office. Returns with her gear — mat, water
bottle, the small bag she carries every day. Comes back out
into the main room.

Looks at the class setup. Mats stacked. Equipment arranged
exactly where it's arranged every day. The room that has held
six women and all of their real reasons for four years.

She takes it in. Slowly. Every corner.

Then walks to the door. Pushes it open. Props it with the
same rubber wedge that's always lived beside it.

Steps outside into the El Rio morning.

Sets her gear down on the asphalt.

Starts setting up.

EXT. MARLOW FITNESS — PARKING LOT — CONTINUOUS

Early light. Flat ground, distant hills, the particular hush
of a town that isn't quite awake yet.

Tabs lays out a section of the lot like it's any other
morning. Measured steps between spots. Practical. Certain.

ACT TWO

EXT. MARLOW FITNESS — PARKING LOT / INT. MARLOW FITNESS — MAIN FLOOR — CONTINUOUS

DOT arrives first, as always. She comes around the corner,
sees the propped door — gym empty inside, Tabs already
outside.

She takes it in. One beat.

Sets her bag down just inside the door, out of habit.

Walks back out. Joins Tabs on the asphalt.

RENEE next. Same read. Same decision. Out she goes.

MARISOL. LINDA. SYLVIA. Each arriving, each seeing the
propped door, each making the same wordless choice without
needing to discuss it.

CASSIE last — rushing slightly, as always, mid-motion. She
starts to unroll her mat just inside the door out of pure
muscle memory —

Looks up. Sees the others through the open doorway, already
outside, already finding their spots on the lot.

She picks her mat back up without breaking stride. Follows.

No one asks why they're outside. No one looks back at the
building behind them. They just find their spots on the
asphalt the way they find their spots inside — same relative
positions, same instinctive geometry, just open sky instead
of a ceiling.

Tabs looks them over. All six. On a parking lot in El Rio on
a morning that belongs entirely to them.

TABS
Let's go.

EXT. MARLOW FITNESS — PARKING LOT — CONTINUOUS

The class runs. Full class. Not abbreviated. Not ceremonial.
The actual work, because the work was always the point.

The camera finds them the way Rod's camera found him in the
tape — warm, unhurried, no rush to cut away. The women move
through the exercises with the ease of bodies that know
exactly what comes next.

A passerby with a dog slows slightly, watching, then keeps
walking. A car passes. A KID ON A BICYCLE coasts by, glances
over, keeps going without much interest at all.

El Rio going about its morning around six women doing a
fitness class on asphalt like it's the most natural thing in
the world.

Because it is.

RENEE moves to the imagined spot where the tall box would be
— there's no box here, just open lot, but her body goes
through the motion anyway, automatic now, a habit bigger than
the object that built it.

LINDA lifts at full weight, an invisible barbell, form
exact, taking up exactly the space she's entitled to.

MARISOL is positioned in the center of the loose group
formation. Not the back. The center.

SYLVIA works with her usual steady devotion. Something
slightly lighter in her face today. Still carrying it.
Always carrying it. Just — lighter.

CASSIE catches Marisol's eye mid-exercise. Grins. Real. Hers.

DOT moves through everything with complete precision and
complete dignity. The parking lot does nothing to diminish
Dot.

TABS moves through them, correcting, calling the next
movement, doing the job she inherited and the job she made
her own. But something in her posture today is different.
Less contained. Like a door she didn't know was closed has
been propped open.

The way Rod propped it. The way she just propped the actual
one.

ACT THREE

EXT. MARLOW FITNESS — PARKING LOT — LATER

The class ending. The women catching their breath, that
particular post-workout stillness settling over the group.

Tabs stands in front of them. The building behind her.
MARLOW FITNESS on the sign overhead — not framed deliberately,
just there. Just true.

She looks at them. All six. On asphalt in the El Rio morning.

A beat.

Then — the sign-off. Same as always at first. Flat. Procedural.
End of session.

TABS
Remember —

Her hand comes up. Almost without her deciding to.

She mimes biting into something invisible. Savors it.

TABS (CONT'D)
You're beating —

The uppercut. Slow. Deliberate. Exactly the way it lived on
the tape for twenty years before any of them ever saw it.

TABS (CONT'D)
— what you're eating.

And then — the smile.

Small. Real. The first one any of them have seen from her in
ten episodes.

The women stare at her for half a second.

Then CASSIE laughs — the same surprised laugh she gave in the
back room, watching Rod do it on tape. It moves through the
group — MARISOL, RENEE, LINDA. Even SYLVIA. Even DOT, in the
way that is, for Dot, considerable laughter.

Tabs just stands there. Letting them laugh.

The smile still there.

Behind her, the building. The sign. The propped door, still
open, the empty gym visible through it — waiting for whatever
comes next.

In front of her, six women on a parking lot in El Rio who
came in with surface reasons and found their real ones.

The laughter settling into the morning around them.

EXT. MARLOW FITNESS — PARKING LOT — CONTINUOUS

WIDE. The group beginning to disperse — slowly, nobody in a
hurry today. Water bottles. Goodbyes. CASSIE and MARISOL
walking off together, still laughing about something. DOT
folding her jacket with her usual two precise folds before
she goes.

TABS remains a moment longer than the rest, gear in hand,
looking back once at the building.

Then she turns. Walks toward her car.

The propped door sits open behind everyone now, the gym dark
and waiting inside.

FADE TO BLACK.

TITLE CARD (WHITE TEXT, HELD):

MARLOW FITNESS
FOUNDED BY ROD AND TABATHA MARLOW
FIVE YEARS AGO

(beat)

CLASS CONTINUES.

END OF SEASON ONE.
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