Door to door (Puerta con puerta)

Script, dialogue (English).
Nota: Ella y él son una pareja joven, recién casada, de clase social media/baja. Hablan de forma coloquial con muchos tacos.
 
Ella y él están tumbados en la cama.
 
Oh God, if I think of all the weird places we’ve done it. 

That’d be with that bitch you were with. We haven’t done that many things, you’re such a bragger.

Hey, you started that thing in the bathroom at your father’s bar, so don’t be the good one now. 

 

Él se recuesta en la cama.
 
Having a house of our own isn’t that bad, huh? No more hotels, no more cars; we can do whatever we want without having to explain anything to anyone.

It took you ages to decide, I thought you were addicted to your mother.

My mother is a Saint.

Your mother is a saint, and you don’t have balls for anything. If it wasn’t for me…

It’s not a question of balls, it’s a question of Money.

 

Ella mira por la habitación.
 

When are we going to finísh with the moving? We’ve been here for three weeks already and everything‘s still in the boxes.

Relax, Little by little. The last thing I feel like doing when I come back from work is to keep on working at home.

 

But, we’ll have to do it someday, right? You think too much and you leave everything for tomorrow. See? That’s what I mean when I say that you haven’t got the balls.

 

Enough with the Balls thing.

 

Él se levanta y se va al baño. Ella sigue tumbada en la cama.
 

So girly for some things and such a male chauvinist for other stuff.

Call your Saint of a mother, for fuck’s sake. Aren’t you going to do that either?

I can’t hear you.

Call your mother, she’s been calling me the whole fucking morning for some sofa shit. God she’s so annoying.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Él sale del baño.
 

Don’t talk about my mother like that. Don´t want to ever hear you talk about my mother like that, understand?

Remember that I’m your wife now, and your mother’s my mother in law, so I’ll say whatever the fuck I want about any of my relatives.

 

Él se viste. Ella mira por la ventana.
 

What a shitty view we have from this window.

Don’t screw me over, please. Didn’t you want to have your own house so you could have your own space? Well, here you have it, this and a fourty year relation with the fucking bank. Fuck, it was you who wanted the apartment.

 

This is a shitty view and I can’t sleep because of all the cars that stop at the traffic Light.

 

Look, the last thing i feel like doing when I’m finished fucking is to argue, you know? I’m so fucked in my job. Look, if I get fired you will not have this place or any other.

 

Él sale al pasillo.
 

Selfish bitch.
 
Vuelve al dormitorio.
 

Furthermore, you were the only one who wanted us to live together.

 

La conversación la interrumpe gritos de los vecinos de enfrente.
 
            (Gritos de los vecinos)
 

Fuck, this is my house too, get inside you bitch.

Bastard, bastard.

Shut up, shut up. Where are the children?

Don’t touch them. They haven’t done anything.

Shut up, shut up, get the fuck inside.

Bitch, bitch.

Leave me alone, leave me alone.

 

Let’s call the police. One of these days he’s going to kill her.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Él se pone un calzado.
 

What are you doing? What are you doing?

I’m sick of this shit.

Are you crazy? You’re not fucking going to go out there.

Jaime, please.

That bastard deserves to be up against someone his size, last time he almost killed her.

Jaime, please don’t go out there, that guy is dangerous, he’s screwed in the head.

It’s not your problem, it’s a couple thing. Let them solve it themselves. 

The Fact that he’s beating her to death It’s not just their problem. That guy has got to pay for it.

Forget it, let’s call the police, don’t try to be a hero.

And what about tomorrow? When I pass her in the elevator when her face is full of bruises, How will I look at her in the eye?

I lived through These fights with my parents.

I won’t tolerate that from anybody else again.

 

Suenan gritos.
 

Wait here, lock the door and call the police.

Wait.
 
Él sale al portal y entra en casa de los vecinos.
 
(Gritos de los vecinos)
 

I’m sick of this shit, you know? This is my house too and I will come here any time I fucking feel like it, ok?

Daddy don’t hit her.

You know? huh?

Please don’t hit me.

Don’t hit her, don’t hit her, you’re hurting her.

You poison them against me. Don’t you have enough with kicking me out of my own house? Bitch.

Leave me alone, leave me alone.

I payed for all this while you were doing nothing on the sofa.

 

I will come here every time i fucking feel like it.

Please daddy, don’t hit her, please.

It’s my house, you know?

Bastard.

What did you say? What did you say?

Come here you bitch, come here.

For fuck’s sake, shut up.

 

 

 

 

 

Él observa directamente la pelea de sus vecinos.
 

It’s not true.

Yes it is.

Let her go, please.

I said shut up bitch. I have ears and eyes in this neighbourhood.

Please, let her go.

Get out of the fucking way.

It doesn’t matter, she’s going to be a slut just like her mother.

 

Él se encuentra de nuevo con ella en el portal.
 

Jaime, what’s going on? What have you done?

Jaime, that blood.

Jaime, look at me, look at me Jaime, Jaime, look at me, look at me Jaime, look at me…

THE END
