
ABSTRACT 
 
BRYAN, JASON DAMON. Different People. (Under the direction of Wilton Barnhardt.) 
 

Though following the mold of the typical Hollywood romance plot in some ways, 

Different People is a feature length screenplay that seeks to expand on this type of plot by 

focusing on the romantic relationship of two male characters, while avoiding the more 

clichéd themes, which tend to focus only on the sexual orientation of gay characters, and 

ignore their potential lives beyond this limited scope. 

 Many films featuring gay characters tend to center on early adult life events, those 

of sexual orientation realization and public acknowledgment of sexual orientation, and 

late adult life events, those dealing with death either from illness or violent means, 

virtually ignoring the ten, twenty, thirty intervening years that comprise the bulk of living 

done by the average person.  Interestingly, rather than concentrating on these types of 

“separating” events, mainstream films focusing on heterosexual leading characters 

frequently emphasize plots of inclusion, rather than exclusion. 

 Giving this disparity between the stories told about these two different types of 

leading characters, Different People seeks to explore the lives of characters who happen 

to be gay, yet center the story on that part of their lives that deals with the same types of 

issues experienced by any individual facing a romantic prospect.  Thus, Different People 

tells the story of Julian Rosen, a successful lawyer in a large midtown firm, and Brand, a 

young man who lives most of his life in nightclubs and after-hour parties.  Though 

obviously these characters’ gender and sexual orientation influences the course of the 

story, it does not entirely dominate it, allowing more universally understood themes to 

emerge. 
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FADE IN:

EXT. AMOEBA NIGHTCLUB - DAY

Midday in a rundown warehouse district.  The streets are 
deserted.  The buildings are dirty, and dilapidated.  In the 
center of the block is a door leading to a staircase heading 
downward, the Amoeba neon sign unlit and barely visible 
against the dark brick.

OPEN CREDITS

MONTAGE

1) The sun quickly descends.  Streetlamps flicker on, casting 
a warm, orange-ish glow over the street.  The Amoeba sign 
flickers on.

2) A black lace shirt slides over a bare chest.

3) Fishnets, riddled with holes, are pulled up legs.

4) A section of hair is held up, being teased at its base.

5) A black corset belt is buckled around a girl’s waist.

6) Nails are painted black, then lifted to a pair of lips, 
which blow on them.

7) An eye corner is pulled upward, stretching the corner, as 
eyeliner is applied.

8) Blood red lipstick glides over a mouth.

9) Black boots are pulled on.

10) Black high heel boots are pulled on.

11) Silver platform sandals are pulled on.

12) Black platform boots are pulled on.

13) A figure clothed in black walks past a line waiting to 
enter Amoeba.

14) The figure fills the doorway with blackness.

CLOSE CREDITS

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG BRIDGE - MORNING

The sun rises over Brooklyn.



EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - MORNING

Several square brick buildings, splattered with graffiti, 
line the empty street.  A few older cars are parked along the 
curb, including  a green and very rusted VW Bug, the back of 
which is covered with stickers of various gothic/industrial 
bands.

Beyond the buildings is the foggy outline of the Williamsburg 
Bridge.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG BRIDGE - MORNING

The rising sun reflects off the buildings of the Manhattan 
skyline.

EXT. EAST SIDE APARTMENT BUILDING - MORNING

An apartment building sits in the center of the block, 
traffic already beginning to clog the street.  Sporadic 
PASSERS-BY move past the building.  The DOORMAN sweeps the 
pavement in front.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - MORNING

At the door of the basement apartment behind the VW Bug, a 
dark shape rests.  Moving closer reveals the form of ROBBIE, 
a kid in his late teens, in faded shades of black, sleeping.  
His face is pale, though bruised.

INT. DAVID’S BEDROOM - MORNING

A moderate-sized bedroom, very neat though sparsely furnished 
with cheap pieces.

DAVID GILDEN, late twenties, classically handsome, sleeps on 
his back, one arm down by his side, the other casually draped 
across the shoulder of BLOND WOMAN, sleeping against his 
chest.

INT. SYDNEY’S BEDROOM - MORNING

The very small bedroom barely accommodates the single 
mattress pushed into one corner and the cardboard box 
overflowing with black clothes.  A cheap, full-length mirror 
is nailed to the back of the door.  
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Gothic/industrial band posters, mostly the same bands as the 
stickers from the car, are taped haphazardly to the walls.

SYDNEY, twenties, sleeps curled in the sheets, surrounded by 
several worn stuffed animals. A tangle of dark purplish-red 
hair fans out from her face, still showing the remnants of 
heavy club make-up, though seeming harsher than the face 
beneath.

INT. JULIAN’S BEDROOM - MORNING

A mirror image of David’s bedroom, furnished with older, 
heavy-wood furniture.  The room looks lived in, though not 
overly messy.

JULIAN ROSEN, about David’s age, sleeps on the side of the 
large bed furthest from the door.  He is boyishly cute, 
average build, his hair a tad too long.  Light slips through 
the blinds, washing over him.

Beside him is the shape of another body, though buried 
beneath the bedclothes.  The form shifts, sliding his head 
upward, revealing first a shock of blood-red hair, then 
BRAND’s eyes peaking above the duvet.  He is slightly older 
than Sydney.  Heavy eyeliner and pale foundation smear his 
face.

Brand rolls his eyes over to Julian, then around the room, as 
he gently sits up.  He knits his brows and chews his lip as 
he glances back toward Julian, still sleeping.  Finally, he 
shrugs, sliding out of the side of the bed, landing gently on 
the floor.  

Once free of the bed coverings, Brand moves first to a pair 
of black jeans, slipping them on.  He then crawls across the 
floor toward a pair of black boots.  Boots in hand, he begins 
to slowly stand.  He looks at Julian, cocking his head to one 
side and narrowing his eyes in thought.

Julian starts to stir.  Brand’s eyes widen.  He glances 
quickly around the room, spotting a purple velvet shirt.  He 
grabs it as Julian wakes.  Brand bolts through the bedroom 
door just as Julian starts to sit up.

INT. JULIAN’S LIVINGROOM - CONTINUOUS

The livingroom of Julian’s apartment accommodates both a 
heavy sofa and chairs to one side and a dining set on the 
other.  A well-equipped kitchen can been seen behind the 
dining area via a pass-through.
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Brand emerges from the bedroom door, boots in one hand, shirt 
in the other.  He pauses in the livingroom, looking 
frantically around him, decides on the front door and bolts 
out, leaving it open behind him.

Julian, pulling on a robe, rushes out of the bedroom after 
him.

JULIAN
Wait!

Julian crosses to the door, exiting into the hallway.

INT. EAST SIDE APARTMENT BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

Julian hurries out of the apartment toward the elevator.

JULIAN
Hold on.

Brand stares back at Julian as the doors slide closed.

Julian reaches the closed elevator.  He punches the call 
button, looking up at the floor indicator.  It continues to 
move down.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Damn.

Julian turns back toward his apartment.

The door opposite Julian’s opens.  David steps out, dressed 
in a pair of sleep-pants and holding an empty coffee mug.  He 
looks quizzically at Julian as Julian walks past him into his 
own apartment.

DAVID
Julian?

JULIAN 
Don’t ask.

INT. JULIAN’S LIVINGROOM - CONTINUOUS

Julian enters the apartment heading for the kitchen.

David follows.

DAVID
Why are you running up and down the 
halls in your robe?
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JULIAN
What didn’t make sense about don’t 
ask, David?

INT. JULIAN’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Julian enters the kitchen.  He pulls a canister toward him, 
beginning to make coffee.

David follows, leaning on the doorframe.

Julian ignores him for a moment.

JULIAN
Why are you over here this early?

David extends the mug.

DAVID
Borrow coffee.  I’ve got someone to 
get rid of and it’s easier if you 
give her coffee first.

Julian laughs.

JULIAN
Nice.

DAVID
It’s hard getting chicks to leave.  
They always want you to promise to 
call.  You’ve got it so much 
easier.

JULIAN
You’re an idiot.

David pauses, trying to look very innocent.  He fails.

DAVID
You could go tell her I had an 
emergency with a murder case, or 
something, and had to leave.

JULIAN
Who are you?  Henry VIII? Get rid 
of your own women.

Julian moves past David into the hallway.
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INT. JULIAN’S HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Julian walks away from the kitchen back toward his bedroom.

David calls after him.

DAVID
What about the coffee?

Julian answers without turning around.

JULIAN
Help yourself.

Julian exits into his bedroom.

INT. JULIAN’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

David steps back into the kitchen.  He pops open the coffee 
canister and begins to spoon ground coffee into the mug.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - MORNING

An apartment consisting of two rooms.  The front room is 
small, barely accommodating the open futon and worn end-
table.  A stove, sink, and shower line one wall, with floor-
length windows lining the opposite.  Clothes, mostly black, 
litter the floor, mingled with a pizza box, a take-out 
container, and a glass or two.

Robbie showers as Sydney, wrapped in a worn kimono, enters 
from her bedroom.  She strides over toward the shower.

SYDNEY
(whipping open the shower 
curtain)

Where the hell did you disappear--

Sydney jumps back seeing Robbie.

Robbie jerks the curtain over himself.

Sydney narrows her eyes, as her lips tighten.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
Where’s Brand?

Robbie gestures toward the front door.
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ROBBIE
Smoking.

Sydney whips around toward the door.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - CONTINUOUS

Brand sits on the steps, smoking a cigarette.  He has pulled 
on the purple velvet shirt, though it remains unbuttoned.  
His boots sit on the step beside him.

Sydney yanks the door open.

SYDNEY
You hooked up with Robbie?

BRAND
And good morning to you, too, 
Sydney.  Yes, I’d love some coffee.

Sydney drops down beside Brand, snatching the cigarette from 
his hand.  She drags deeply.

SYDNEY
First you ditch me.

Brand stands, pulling a pack of cigarettes from his pocket, 
and lights one.

BRAND
I brought you back here.

SYDNEY
Then you go out and hook up with 
Robbie.

Brand reaches behind Sydney, pulling the door closed.

BRAND
I didn’t hook up with Robbie.

SYDNEY
He’s naked and in my shower.

BRAND
He hooked up with somebody who beat 
the shit out of him.  What was I 
supposed to do?

Brand sighs.
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BRAND (CONT'D)
Don’t worry.  He’s not crashing 
here.

Brand starts to slowly walk down the sidewalk.

BRAND (CONT'D)
He was at the door when I came 
home.  He needed somewhere to be, 
you know.

Brand continues toward the street.  Sydney follows.

SYDNEY
After he fucked you over?

BRAND
He fucks everybody over.  It’s in 
his nature.

SYDNEY
You just have a thing about strays.

Brand cuts his eyes at Sydney.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
What?

Brand shakes his head.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
What?

BRAND
I didn’t say anything, Sydney.

Brand walks off.  Sydney follows.

SYDNEY
What’s your damage?

BRAND
My head hurts, okay?

Brand slows his stride as he walks down the block.  Sydney 
matches his step.

SYDNEY
Where did you end up last night?

BRAND
An apartment.  In the city.
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SYDNEY
Whose?

BRAND
I don’t know.  And I didn’t hang 
around to ask.  I mean, the only 
thing worse than waking up not 
knowing where you are is not 
knowing who that is beside you.  As 
soon as I woke up, I got out.

SYDNEY
What happened to Paris?

BRAND
Isn’t it burning?

Sydney cuts her eyes at Brand.

BRAND (CONT'D)
I don’t know.  I think I remember 
Jello shots . . .

SYDNEY
That was Maeve’s.

BRAND
Oh.  Then I have no idea.

SYDNEY
You drunk.

BRAND
All God’s children got to be 
something.  I should call Paris.  
Maybe she knows his name.

SYDNEY
Who?  Apartment guy?

Brand turns back to the apartment.

BRAND
I’ve got to waz.

SYDNEY
And I would like a shower.

BRAND
So take one.  Robbie’s easy.

Sydney rolls her eyes, though a smile plays at the corners of 
her mouth.  She follows Brand back toward the apartment.
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EXT. EAST SIDE APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

The doorman opens the door.  Julian and David emerge from the 
building.  Both are dressed in conservative suits, and 
talking on cellphones. David’s free hand rest lightly on 
Blond Woman’s arm, moving her forward.

DAVID
(on phone)

No, I can’t do that . . . No, 
you’ll have to reschedule . . 
. I’ll still be in court 
then.  There’s no way I can 
be back . . .

JULIAN
(on phone)

And we’ll handle it . . . If 
it’s an issue for you, then 
it’s an issue for us . . . 
Let me make a few calls . . .

Doorman opens the door of a waiting cab.  Julian slides into 
the cab.

David smiles at Blond Woman, mouthing, “I’ll call you.”

DAVID
(on phone)

Yes . . . Yes, exactly . . .

Blond Woman looks as if she is about to speak.

David slides into the cab beside Julian.

Doorman closes the cab door.

The cab pulls into traffic.

Blond Woman huffs, turns and starts walking away.

INT. TAXICAB - CONTINUOUS

The cab pulls into traffic.  Julian and David exchange 
glances and close their phones with a laugh.

JULIAN
No one ever buys that.

DAVID
I actually had to talk to her this 
morning.  Trust me.  She did.

Julian shakes his head, turning his attention to the passing 
traffic.
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DAVID (CONT'D)
So, you were in the hall this 
morning because . . .

JULIAN
I was out last night--

DAVID
This isn’t some weird hallway 
perverse thing--

JULIAN
Asks the guy who bagged Bambi back 
there.

DAVID
Point.  Continue.

JULIAN
Things happened.  Not involving 
hallways.  And he’s running out the 
door when I wake up.

DAVID
What did he take?

Julian throws David a look.

DAVID (CONT'D)
What?  You got off easy.  Too bad 
Jan didn’t do that.  Or was it Kim?  
Some short name.

JULIAN
I’m so glad you only date women.

DAVID
So are they.

Julian rolls his eyes with a laugh.  He starts to reply as 
the cab brakes.

EXT. CITY STREET - CONTINUOUS

Sydney and Brand, crossing the street in front of the cab 
cause it to stop short.

Sydney bangs on the hood of the cab.

SYDNEY
Do you mind?  We’re walking here.
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Brand seems to glare into the cab, though his eyes are 
covered by dark glasses.

INT. TAXICAB - CONTINUOUS

CAB DRIVER
(muttering)

Damn freaks.

The cab begins moving again.

Julian watches the duo moving back toward the sidewalk.

JULIAN
That’s him.

David glances across the cab toward the window, the sun 
throwing back his own reflection.

DAVID
What?

JULIAN 
Wait.  Stop.

CAB DRIVER
It’s the middle of street.

DAVID
Julian.  What is it?

EXT. CITY STREET - CONTINUOUS

Julian turns back to the window.

Brand and Sydney have disappeared into the crowd.

INT. TAXICAB - CONTINUOUS

Julian sits back in his seat.

JULIAN
(to himself)

Was it?

DAVID
Are you okay?

Julian shrugs and shakes his head.
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JULIAN
Fine.  Imagining things.

Julian turns back toward the window.

DAVID
Did you get a chance to look at the 
Thorgood brief?

Julian turns toward David.

JULIAN
What?  No.  I’ll get to it today.

DAVID
Don’t forget my meeting with Darby
this afternoon you said you’d sit 
in on.

EXT. CITY STREET - CONTINUOUS

The cab moves on into traffic.

EXT. CURIOUS HABITS - DAY

Passers-by, mostly trendy-looking college types, move about 
the street, consisting of several hip storefronts.  On the 
corner is Curious Habits, featuring mannequins dressed in 
outfits from the 60’s, 70’s, etc.  A side door leads to the 
apartment above.

INT. CURIOUS HABITS - DAY

Racks of clothes crowd the interior of the store.  The racks 
and displays are in good condition, though the store looks as 
if it could use a good dusting.  Incense wafts across the 
space from several incense burners lining the counter on 
either side of the register.  60’s acid rock blares from the 
store speakers.  A single beaded curtained door leads to the 
stockroom between the fitting rooms.  

In the stockroom, MAEVE, late forties to fifties, rummages 
through boxes of clothes.  Her outfit appears to have been 
created by pulling the most garish item from each of the 
period outfits in the display window.  She looks less like 
she is frozen in any era, and more like she has simply piled 
them all on.

Brand, a cigarette dangling from his lips, puts various 
shirts on hangers, pausing to look over any black ones.
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MAEVE (O.S.)
Ha ha!

Maeve rushes in from the stockroom, waving a black velvet 
shirt.

MAEVE (CONT'D)
I found it.  I knew I had put it 
back there.  Come over here.

Maeve pulls Brand in front of a mirror, draping the shirt 
over him from behind.

MAEVE (CONT'D)
Is this not groovy?

BRAND
Wicked.

Brand starts to reach for the price tag dangling in the cuff.  
Maeve snatches the shirt away.

MAEVE
This will look just fab-be with 
those black bell-bottoms that came 
in last week.

BRAND
The ones I still haven’t paid for.

MAEVE
Psh-shaw, sweetie.  Try it on.

Brand pauses.

MAEVE (CONT'D)
It’s an anniversary present.

BRAND
I haven’t been here a year.

MAEVE
I didn’t say it was your 
anniversary, lovey. Try it on, or 
you’re fired.

Brand takes the shirt.

BRAND
Oh, yeah, right.  Like that threat 
works.
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He hands Maeve his cigarette as he moves to the changing 
rooms.

MAEVE
(calling after him)

And you shouldn’t be smoking.

Maeve looks at the cigarette, shrugs, and drags from it.

EXT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK - AFTERNOON

Young men and women, mostly professional looking, move past 
the gray marble building.  “MILLER & FITZPATRICK” is carved 
on either side of the revolving glass door entrance.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK THIRTIETH FLOOR - MOMENTS LATER

David strolls down the main hallway of the office, carrying a 
folder, smiling warmly to those he passes.  Most are pulling 
on coats and heading for the elevator.

MILLIE, a middle-aged woman, busies herself at her desk 
outside a door that sports a “Julian Rosen” brass plate.

David approaches Millie’s desk.

DAVID
How are you today, beautiful?

Mille shakes her head.

MILLIE
Mr. Gilden.

DAVID
Is he busy?

Millie glances at her phone.

MILLIE
No, sir.  He just hung up.

David winks at Millie as he moves to the door, knocking.

INT. JULIAN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

The corner office is of moderate size.  The desk is scattered 
with papers, several personal objects, and an empty brass 
cardholder.
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Julian sits in an oversized, wing-back, office chair, reading 
over a file. He looks up as David enters.

DAVID
Busy?

JULIAN
Hmm?  Hey.  Just reading over some 
research.  What’s up?

DAVID
I wanted you to look over this.

JULIAN
Sure.

Julian takes the file.  David picks up the cardholder.

DAVID 
You’re out of cards.

JULIAN
What?  Oh.  Have Millie order some.

As Julian reads over the file, David paces around the office.  
He picks up a picture of Julian and himself several years 
earlier in prep school attire.  David smiles.

Julian suddenly laughs.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
This makes no sense.

DAVID
What?

David moves behind the desk, leaning over Julian’s shoulder, 
as Julian flips to items within the document.

JULIAN
Here.  You’re using logic from the 
sexual discrimination precedent, 
but you’ve cited the wrong case.  
The controlling case is Owens v. 
Brown.

David looks blank.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
The navy case?

David gives a slight shrug.
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JULIAN (CONT'D)
Which paralegals did this research?

DAVID
Why?

JULIAN
Because it’s wrong.

DAVID
It’s probably not their fault.  I 
kind of got bored reading through 
it.

JULIAN
David, you are a terrible lawyer.  
One day somebody’s going to figure 
out that you have no idea what 
you’re doing.

DAVID 
That’s what I’ve got you for.

JULIAN
To cover your ass?  Thanks.

Julian closes the folder and lays it on the desk, 
straightening the other papers.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I’ll rewrite this tomorrow morning, 
and send it up for you.

Julian yawns.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I think last night’s catching up 
with me.

DAVID
Want to grab dinner?

JULIAN
How about that new little sushi 
place?  Some saki would wake me up.

DAVID
See.  You start this, and I end up 
feeling like crap the next day.

JULIAN
It’s good for you.  Builds 
character.
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DAVID
Let me grab my coat.

David exits and Julian continues straightening his desk.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK THIRTIETH FLOOR - EVENING

Julian comes through the door, pulling on an overcoat.

Millie still works at her desk.

JULIAN
Millie?  Why are you still here?

MILLIE
Because you are, Mr. Rosen.

JULIAN
Julian, please.  You make me feel 
like my father.  And go home.

David enters from down the hall.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
(to David)

Why didn’t you tell me she was 
still out here?

DAVID
I thought you knew.

The phone RINGS.

JULIAN
(to Millie)

Don’t answer it.

Millie shakes her head, answering the phone.

MILLIE
(on the phone)

Miller, Fitz-- . . . Yes, sir.  
Right here, sir.

(to Julian)
It’s Benjamin McCoy.

JULIAN
See, Millie, I told you not to 
answer it.  Pull the file.

Julian pulls off his coat, moving back into his office.
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INT. JULIAN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Julian moves toward his desk.  David leans in the doorway.

DAVID
You want me to wait?

Julian drops into his chair.

JULIAN
No.  Go ahead and I’ll meet you 
there. This shouldn’t take too 
long.

Julian picks up the phone.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
(on phone)

Ben.  I told you if anything 
changed I’d call.

Millie enters the office carrying a large file.

MILLIE
Good night, Mr. Gilden.

DAVID
Night.

David exits.  Millie begins spreading out the file on 
Julian’s desk.

EXT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK - EVENING

A gray mist falls.

Brand moves up the street, trying to light a cigarette.

Julian enters the street from the building, looking up the 
street for a cab.  He hails a cab, continuing toward the 
curb.  He collides with Brand, knocking Brand’s cigarette 
into the street.

BRAND
Sorry.

JULIAN
Excuse me.

BRAND
Shit.

JULIAN
It’s you.

BRAND
I didn’t mean--

JULIAN
Why did you--
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BRAND
Huh?

JULIAN
What?

JULIAN 
Go ahead.

BRAND 
Do you have a cigarette?

JULIAN
Um, no.

BRAND
Damn.  My last one.

JULIAN
What happened--

BRAND
I remembered somewhere I had to be.  
Kind of like now.

JULIAN
But I--

BRAND
Look, we got drunk.  Things 
happened.  Don’t stress.  It’s 
cool.

JULIAN
It wasn’t that--

CAB DRIVER
You want a cab, or what?

BRAND
You’re cab’s waiting.

Julian ducks his head into the cab.

JULIAN
Just a moment.

Julian looks back up to find Brand having dissolved into the 
crowd.

CAB DRIVER
You want to hurry it up?

Julian gives an exasperated look to the cab driver, then 
looks back down the street.
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EXT. USED BLUES MUSIC - NIGHT

People continue passing on the street, one consisting of 
several small shops and a bodega.

Brand approaches the Used Blues, a dingy looking music store.  
Sydney can be seen seated behind the counter, reading a 
magazine through the store window.

INT. USED BLUES MUSIC - NIGHT

A few customers, mostly alternative looking, and CUSTOMER #1, 
an older man in business attire, browse through the cd’s.

Punk plays through the store’s speakers.

Brand enters.

BRAND
Look at you reading at work again.  
You’re fired.

SYDNEY
Brand, what are you doing here?  I 
thought Maeve had you closing.

BRAND
I’m having a day.

SYDNEY
What’s wrong?

BRAND
The guy from the trendy club last 
night?  He’s been in my head all 
day.  And not just cause I can’t 
remember his name, you know.  Or if 
we did anything.  Anyway, so I’m in 
a mood.  And I just ran, like 
literal, into him.  

SYDNEY
When?

BRAND
Now.

SYDNEY
Like on your way down here?

21



BRAND
Like yeah.  He was coming out of 
some building and I--

CUSTOMER #1
Excuse me.

Sydney and Brand flick their heads toward Customer #1.

CUSTOMER #1 (CONT'D)
Where are the Rolling Stones?

SYDNEY
I don’t know.  England?

CUSTOMER #1
I mean here in the store.

SYDNEY
It’s just a guess, but maybe under 
“R?”

CUSTOMER #1
I looked there.

SYDNEY
Then I guess we don’t have any.

CUSTOMER #1
I thought you might have some in 
the back?

SYDNEY
You figured it out.  We found if we 
keep the shit that sells in the 
back where people can’t find it, we 
sell more.

Customer #1 starts toward the door.

CUSTOMER #1
(under his breath)

Bitch.

Customer #1 exits.

SYDNEY
(calling after him)

I heard that asshole!
(to Brand)

They should be required by law to 
use Amazon.
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BRAND
To interrupt somebody for that.

SYDNEY
Now, go ahead.  You were talking 
about the poser from last night.

BRAND
I didn’t say he was a poser.

SYDNEY
He was at some trendy club.

BRAND
So were Paris and I.

SYDNEY
Why are you getting so pissy over 
some guy who picked you up?

BRAND
It wasn’t--I mean, I’m not.  Never
mind. I’ll see you at home.

Brand moves to the door.

SYDNEY
Don’t get pissed at me.

BRAND
I’m not.  I’ll see you at home.

SYDNEY
Brand.

Brand exits into the street.

INT. SUKIE’S SUSHI SHACK - NIGHT

Late evening at Sukie’s Sushi Shack, a small restaurant, 
rather garishly lit.  Cheap Japanese prints line the walls.  

David sits facing the door, giving him a view of the street 
in front of the restaurant through the large front window to 
his side.  A bottle of saki is on the table.

VIOLET, early twenties punk kid, haphazardly dressed in a 
uniform, comes to take his order.

VIOLET
You ready to order yet?
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DAVID
I’m still kind of waiting for 
someone.

Violet walks off exasperated.

David checks his watch.  He twirls a chopstick between his 
fingers, puts it down, picks it up and begins again. 

Julian’s cab stops outside the restaurant.  He pays the 
driver and enters.

DAVID (CONT'D)
You survived.

Julian drops into a chair facing the front windows.

DAVID (CONT'D)
What did he want?

JULIAN
Who?

DAVID
Benjamin McCoy?

JULIAN
Oh.  He’s fine.  He likes to feel 
someone is doing something.

DAVID
So what’s wrong?

JULIAN
I don’t know.

Violet returns to the table.

VIOLET
Are you a someone?

JULIAN
Excuse me?

DAVID
I was waiting to order.  Didn’t 
know what you’d feel like.

JULIAN
This.

Julian pours himself a cup of saki.
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DAVID 
And how about some cucumber rolls 
and some crunchy sesame rolls?

JULIAN
Fine.

VIOLET
Lovely.

Violet walks off.

DAVID
Pleasant.  So what’s going on?

JULIAN
Today has been a weird day.

Julian looks out into the street.  Through his reflection, he 
sees Brand on the opposite corner, paused for a light.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
And it keeps getting weirder.

David turns in his seat to see what Julian is looking at.  
The light above him reflects off the window, allowing him to 
only see his own reflection.

DAVID
Are you okay?

Julian turns his attention back toward David.

JULIAN
Do you ever feel like someone’s 
trying to tell you something?

Julian pours himself another saki.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Well, I don’t feel like listening.

Julian raises the saki cup in a toast to the now empty 
street.

David again looks over his shoulder, seeing nothing.

DAVID

I, um, want to ask you . . .

JULIAN
What?
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DAVID
I’ve got lunch tomorrow with the 
boys from IAX.  They’re thinking of 
changing firms.  

JULIAN
Okay.

DAVID
I was wondering if you might join 
us?

JULIAN
Why?

DAVID
I never do well in these lunch 
meetings.

EXT. SUKIE’S SUSHI SHACK - NIGHT

David holds a cab door open for Julian.

DAVID
You come with me.  Spew out some 
legal sounding phases.  They’re 
happy.  We’re happy.  What could be 
better?

INT. TAXICAB - MOMENTS LATER

JULIAN
David, at some point you realize 
you’re going to have to handle this 
kind of thing?

DAVID
That’s what I’ve got you for.  
We’re a team.

INT. EAST SIDE APARTMENT BUILDING LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Julian and David move across the lobby toward the elevators.

JULIAN
Why am I friends with you?

DAVID
I can out drink you.
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JULIAN
Like hell.

Julian pushes the elevator button.

DAVID
You’re forgetting Jacqueline’s last 
party.

The elevator doors open.  Julian enters, followed by David.

JULIAN
You’re forgetting you threw up in 
her planter.

DAVID
I was composting.

The elevator doors close.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - EVENING

Brand and Sydney turn onto the street, walking toward the 
house behind the VW Bug.

BRAND
He came in with a flyer today.

SYDNEY
They’re playing on Sunday?  That 
could be cool.  Different people.

BRAND
Same people, different setting.

SYDNEY 
But they’ll look different.  
Standing around listening to a 
band.

BRAND
Yeah, as opposed to standing around 
listening to somebody spin.

Sydney shakes her head, turning toward the VW Bug.

SYDNEY 
Hold on.  I want to get a skirt out 
of the trunk.

Sydney pops open the trunk and starts rummaging through a 
pile of clothes. 
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BRAND
Which skirt?

SYDNEY
The one I had on the other night.  
I changed clothes on the way to the 
club.

Brand looks at her blankly.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
You were standing right there.

BRAND
I have no idea what you are talking 
about.

Sydney rolls her eyes, going back to digging through the 
trunk.

BRAND (CONT'D)
Time’s just one great big blob.  I 
only remember going to one party.  
It just lasted a really long time.  
And was really fun.

SYDNEY
Could you take me with you 
sometime?  I’d like to go to the 
really fun party.

BRAND
You expect too much.

SYDNEY
We could go to some trendy poser 
club.  Different people.

BRAND
Different people, all right.

SYDNEY
It put you in a very different mood 
for a week after you and Paris 
went.

BRAND 
And we’re back to that.

Brand turns toward the apartment.
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SYDNEY
You pick up creepy guys.  It’s why 
you shouldn’t hook up.

Brand ignores Sydney and continues toward the house.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
I was just joking.

Brand flips the bird over his shoulder, ducking under the 
stairs to the apartment door. 

Sydney shrugs, then continues rummaging in the trunk.  She 
emerges with a black vinyl miniskirt and starts pulling off 
the skirt she has on.

A car turns up the street.  Sydney throws a defiant look 
toward the car, continuing to change skirts.

As the car passes, it seems to slow.  Sydney pauses, sensing 
the car behind her.  Panic rises in her face.  She turns 
slowly, moving toward the house, breaking into a run, 
stumbling under the stairs and flinging herself into the 
apartment.

The street is deserted, the car having gone.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Brand has tossed off most of his clothes, adding to those 
already on the floor.

Sydney bursts through the door.

BRAND
I’ll be ready in a sec.

Sydney shoves the door closed by falling back against it.

BRAND (CONT'D)
I hate deciding what to wear.

Brand turns toward Sydney.

BRAND (CONT'D)
That was a perfect opening-Sydney?

Sydney does not answer.

Brand leaps up, moving toward her.
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BRAND (CONT'D)
Sydney?  What--

Sydney shrinks back into the corner.

SYDNEY
Don’t touch me.

BRAND
Hey, hon, it’s me.

SYDNEY
Don’t touch me.

BRAND
I’m . . . I’m not.  You’re okay.  
Breathe.

SYDNEY
I was changing--You left--And the 
car--And eyes watching--Know when 
you’re alone--Those people moving 
past--No one helps--No one stops--
They get you--You can’t get away--

BRAND
Syd, I’m . . . I’m sorry, hon.

Sydney looks up at Brand, finally seeing him.

SYDNEY
Brand.

Sydney jumps forward, enveloping Brand.

BRAND
It’s okay.  You’re not there.  
You’ll never be there.  It’s okay.

SYDNEY
Don’t you leave me.  Don’t you ever 
leave me.

Brand pulls back.

BRAND
Like where would I go?  Besides, 
who’d take care of me?

Sydney wipes at her eyes.
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SYDNEY 
Great.  Now, I’ve fucked up my 
eyeliner.

BRAND
You’ve never looked better.

Sydney forces a laugh.

SYDNEY
Screw you.

BRAND
It’s been done.  Go fix your face.

Sydney moves toward her bedroom.

Brand turns back to the clothes littering the floor.

SYDNEY
Do the black lace shirt and those 
flares we found last week.

BRAND
You think?

SYDNEY
Yeah.  You look really good in 
those.

Sydney passes through the door into her room.

INT. SYDNEY’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Sydney kicks off her shoes as she enters.  She digs through 
the clothes piled on the bed, eventually finding a pair of 
thigh-high boots. 

Sydney turns toward the mirror, redoing her eyeliner and 
touching up her dark red lipstick.  She fluffs her hair 
before opening the door.

SYDNEY
Are you getting ready?

Sydney exits back into the main room.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Brand has pulled on the flares and shirt, the latter still 
unbuttoned.  He is still digging through the clothes.
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SYDNEY
What are you looking for?

BRAND
My boots?

SYDNEY
Car.  We’ll get them on the way.

BRAND
Groovy.  Eyes?

Brand turns toward Sydney, closing his eyes.  She lines them.

BRAND (CONT'D)
Better?

SYDNEY
Gorgeous.

BRAND
You?

Sydney shrugs.

Brand links arms with her.

BRAND (CONT'D)
Gorgeous.

Brand pulls her toward the door.

SYDNEY
Let me get my keys.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - MOMENTS LATER

Brand waits by the car as Sydney locks the door.

BRAND
Hurry up.  I want shoes.

Sydney moves toward the car.

SYDNEY
I want a drink.

Sydney unlocks the trunk.

BRAND
There’s a shock.
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Sydney starts moving down the street.

BRAND (CONT'D)
(calling after Sydney)

Wait up.

Brand slams the trunk, tucks his boots under his arm, and 
buttons his shirt as he rushes after Sydney.

EXT. UPPER EAST SIDE HIGHRISE - NIGHT

A cab pulls in front of the building.  Julian emerges from 
the cab, followed by David.  Julian smiles and nods to the 
doorman as he moves into the building.

INT. UPPER EAST SIDE HIGHRISE - CONTINUOUS

A more opulent lobby than Julian and David’s building.  The 
two move across the lobby to the elevators.

DAVID
We’re late.

JULIAN
Fashionably.

DAVID
Yeah.

David glances at his watch.

JULIAN
You’re unusually fidgety.

DAVID
What?

The elevator opens.

DAVID (CONT'D)
I just hate being late.

David enters the elevator.

Julian follows.

JULIAN
Since when?
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INT. UPPER EAST SIDE HIGHRISE ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

Julian pushes a button for an upper floor, then turns his 
attention back to David.

DAVID
Since tonight.

Julian continues to stare at David.

DAVID (CONT'D)
What?

JULIAN
I’m just waiting.  You’re going to 
tell me.  I was just wondering how 
long until you did.

DAVID
When Jacqueline called, she 
mentioned Sara was in town.

JULIAN
Sara?

DAVID
She was at your parents last month.

Julian pauses for a moment, thinking.

JULIAN
Oh, Sara Billinghurst.

DAVID
Yeah.  We seemed to hit it off.

JULIAN
She doesn’t really seem like your 
type.

DAVID
What does that mean?

JULIAN
Kind of dumpy.

DAVID
I didn’t notice.

JULIAN
You said it to me.
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DAVID
Well, I forgot.

JULIAN
When you found out her last name.

The elevator stops.

DAVID
Not everybody gets hired based on 
his last name, Julian.

David strides out of the elevator.

Julian stands for a moment, looking after him.  The doors 
start to close.  Julian pushes them back, exiting the 
elevator.

INT. UPPER EAST SIDE HIGHRISE HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Julian follows David.

JULIAN
David, I didn’t mean anything.  I 
was just joking.

David glances over his shoulder, as he stops at a door.  He 
rings the doorbell.

DAVID
She is a little dumpy.

Julian smiles.

The door opens.

INT. JACQUELINE’S APARTMENT FOYER - CONTINUOUS

The foyer, like the rest of the apartment, is decorated 
luxuriously, though in stark colors and in lots of glass.  
The foyer looks expensive, yet cold.

The MAID opens the door, revealing David and Julian.  She 
nods, stepping back to allow them to enter.  Beyond her, in a 
livingroom, a cocktail party goes on.  Included among the 
guests is JACQUELINE, an extremely attractive and well-
dressed woman of indeterminate age, as her face is without 
line, and moves very little.

Jacqueline turns.
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David pauses at the door, looking not amazed as much as 
slightly uncomfortable.  Julian moves past him, toward 
Jacqueline.

INT. JACQUELINE’S APARTMENT LIVINGROOM - CONTINUOUS

A dozen or some guests mingle about the well furnished 
livingroom.

Jacqueline extends her hand toward the approaching Julian, 
but does not move.

Julian approaches, followed by David.  Julian kisses 
Jacqueline on the cheek.

JACQUELINE
About time you two appeared.

JULIAN
I was waiting for David.

David looks as if he is about to respond, yet only moves his 
mouth as if trying to think of a response.

JACQUELINE
I certainly believe that.

Julian smiles, tossing David a wink.

JACQUELINE (CONT'D)
(to David)

A friend of mine was asking about 
you two.  I told her you promised 
you were coming.  I hope she didn’t 
leave.

David looks as if he wants to respond.

JACQUELINE (CONT'D)
There she is.

Jacqueline gestures across the room to SARA, a woman in her 
mid-twenties in a tight vinyl cocktail dress.

David gives a small sigh, turns back to Jacqueline with a 
smile.

DAVID
Excuse me.

Jacqueline nods, as David moves off.

36



JACQUELINE
(to Julian)

As if anyone could miss that.  I 
think she’s wearing a garbage bag.

JULIAN
(laughing)

Jacqueline.

JACQUELINE
Her mother never had any taste 
either.  The father, on the other 
hand . . . That was a man with whom 
I enjoyed spending time.

JULIAN
I’m guessing his attire wasn’t an 
issue, as he didn’t keep it on very 
long.

JACQUELINE
Julian.

Jacqueline offers a soft laugh, taking Julian’s arm.

JACQUELINE (CONT'D)
Speaking of attractive men, I 
didn’t forget you. 

JULIAN
Really?

Jacqueline tilts her head toward BRADFORD, a younger and 
somewhat “prettier” version of David, talking with a group on 
the other side of the room.  She begins leading Julian over.

JACQUELINE
His name is Bradford, and he’s 
perfect for you.  Just bright 
enough and looks wonderful in a 
tux.

JULIAN
And out.

Jacqueline fakes a look of shock.

JACQUELINE
Julian.  As if I would know.

JULIAN
Mmm-hmm.
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Jacqueline laughs softly.

JACQUELINE
Bradford, forgive me for 
interrupting.  This is Julian 
Rosen.

(to Julian)
Bradford is thinking of attending 
law school.  I told him he simply 
had to talk to you.

JULIAN
Nice to meet you.

JACQUELINE
You will excuse me, but I need to 
find Richard.  He gets irritable if 
I leave him too long on his own.  
Husbands can be so trying.

Bradford manages a rather bad fake laugh.

Jacqueline moves off, tossing a wink at Julian.

EXT. UPPER EAST SIDE HIGHRISE - MOMENTS LATER

Rain falls against the windows, making the shapes of 
Jacqueline’s party guests slightly hazy, though Jacqueline 
can be seen moving continuously through the crowd.  

Bradford continues talking to Julian, who merely nods, 
Bradford not pausing long enough to allow him otherwise.

INT. JACQUELINE’S APARTMENT LIVINGROOM - MOMENTS LATER

BRADFORD
. . . So I had no choice but to 
complain.  She does, after all, 
only work in a shop.  It’s not as 
if--

JULIAN
What are you drinking?

BRADFORD
What?

Julian points to Bradford’s glass.

JULIAN
What are you drinking?
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BRADFORD
A gimlet.

JULIAN
That’s sounds good.  I’ll be back.

Julian moves off into the crowd, leaving Bradford.

EXT. CURIOUS HABITS - NIGHT

The store is now dark, though colored lights flash through 
the upper windows.

Brand and Sydney approach the side door.

BRAND
I wonder if anybody has any treats?

SYDNEY
Not that they’ll give away.

BRAND
I have money.

SYDNEY 
From where?

BRAND
Don’t worry about it.

Sydney stops, grabbing Brand’s arm.

SYDNEY
From where?

Brand drags from his cigarette.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
Your get out of town money?

BRAND
Which since I’m not getting out of 
town seems rather silly.

SYDNEY
What if I want to leave?  I can’t 
leave if you don’t go.  What about 
me?

BRAND
Don’t stress.  Don’t I always take 
care of everything?
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SYDNEY
But Brand--

BRAND
Just chill.  And smile.

Brand winks.  They enter the house.

INT. MAEVE’S HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

To the right of the hallway, a beaded curtain separates a dim 
livingroom.  60’s acid rock spills into the hallway, clashing 
with the techno pouring in from the room opposite, a dining 
room empty of furniture.  In the dining room, numerous people 
dance.  Colored lights flash from the corners.

In front of a mirror by the front door, ARTHUR and WELLS use 
a glittered candle like a makeup wand to apply glitter to 
their faces.

Brand and Sydney enter.

ARTHUR
Brand!

WELLS
Brand!

BRAND
(throwing his arms out)

We’re here.

ARTHUR
You are late.

WELLS
You need some of the magic wand.

Wells rubs the candle on Brand’s eyelids.

ARTHUR
Oh, how beautiful.

BRAND
You say this like you’re surprised.

WELLS
We hate him.

ARTHUR
We hate you, too.

Wells and Arthur stare angrily at each other for a moment, 
grab each other and start to make out.  Brand shakes his head 
and moves away.
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PARIS, a very pretty drag queen, rushes down the hall.

PARIS
Brand!  Sydney!  I knew I heard 
these fools yelling at you.  Child, 
Maeve has green Jello shots in the 
kitchen.

SYDNEY
My favorite flavor.  Coming?

BRAND
In a sec.  I want the Jello shots 
gone.  They get me into trouble.

Sydney looks at Brand questioningly.

BRAND (CONT'D)
I’ll be back there in a sec.  Deal?

Sydney shakes her head, and moves down the hallway with 
Paris.

PARIS
Do not leave here without seeing 
Kelly.  Girl is wearing this poor 
tired dress that my mama threw away 
ten years ago.

INT. MAEVE’S LIVINGROOM - CONTINUOUS

Brand pushes his way through the beaded curtain into the dim 
livingroom.  Several people sit draped around the room 
talking, passing a joint.

One holds the joint toward Brand as he enters.  He takes the 
joint, dragging deeply, then passes it on.

MARKUS, slightly older than Brand, though he looks much more 
drawn, slides out of the shadows beside him, laying his hand 
on Brand’s shoulder.

MARKUS
About time someone fun showed up.

Brand exhales.

BRAND
Fun’s a matter of opinion.  Some 
people have a fucked up idea of 
fun.

41



Markus smiles, leaning in toward Brand.  Brand pulls 
backward.

BRAND (CONT'D)
Where’s Robbie?

Markus stands back straight, his smile still in place.

MARKUS
What do you want, Brand?

BRAND
From you?  Nothing.  I’ve seen your 
work.  It doesn’t look like fun. 

Markus reaches his arm around Brand’s waist.

MARKUS
We could negotiate?

Markus opens his hand, offering Brand two pills.

Brand smiles.

BRAND
Thank you, but I don’t think I can 
afford them.

Brand shoves Markus away.

Markus lurches back forward, his eyes burning into Brand.

BRAND (CONT'D)
Oh, do it.  Please.

Brand and Markus stare at each other.  The others in the room 
have grown quiet.

Violet comes rushing in, sees Markus and approaches.

VIOLET
Hey.  Sorry I’m late.  Work was a 
bitch--

Markus grabs Violet’s arm.  She winces.

MARKUS
Can’t you see I’m busy.

VIOLET
Sorry, dude.  Just chill.  Didn’t 
know if you still wanted me to move 
shit for you.

42



Brand shakes his head.

BRAND
You are nothing if not predictable.

Brand turns and casually leaves the livingroom.

Talking resumes.

INT. MAEVE’S HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Brand enters the hallway.  Arthur and Wells have cornered a 
new person, who is having glitter applied to his face and 
being groped.

Brand drops against the doorway once out of view of the 
livingroom, the mask of his face fading.  He takes a few deep 
breaths before pushing off and starting back down the hall.

Robbie, entering from the dining room, sees Brand and grabs 
his arm, smiling.

ROBBIE
Hey, you.

BRAND
Um-hey.

Robbie looks at Brand strangely.

ROBBIE
What’s up with you?

BRAND
Just talking to Markus.

ROBBIE
Yeah.  I’ve been having those, too.

BRAND
Why?

ROBBIE
Don’t start.  I know he’s an ass.  
But I’ve got you for then.  It 
makes it work.

BRAND
Robbie--
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ROBBIE
I’ve got to pee.  I’ll find you 
later.

Robbie bounds up the stairs.

Brand watches after him a moment, before shaking his head and 
continuing down the hall to the kitchen.

INT. MAEVE’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Brand enters the kitchen.  Sydney is holding a Jello shot, 
involved in conversation with a small circle of people.  
Paris is fanning cool the last mini quiche.  Maeve turns, 
seeing Brand enter.

MAEVE
And speaking of the best stuff.

BRAND
Right here.

SYDNEY
What have you been up to?

Sydney hands Brand a shot.  Brand shakes his head.

BRAND 
I love green.

MAEVE
(to Paris)

Did you eat all those?

PARIS
I was hungry.

MAEVE
You, my love, are going to end up 
looking like me if you aren’t 
careful.

BRAND
She already does when she takes off 
her bustier.

PARIS
Bitch.

BRAND
And?
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MAEVE
(to Brand)

Seven-layer dip?

Brand shakes his head.

BRAND
No.  I think we are going to head 
out.

Sydney tosses Brand a look.

MAEVE
You two just got here.

BRAND
We’ll be back.

PARIS
After last call.

BRAND
Who am I to argue with free 
alcohol?  See you in a bit.

Sydney follows Brand out of the kitchen.

INT. MAEVE’S HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Brand enters the hallway followed by Sydney.

SYDNEY
What’s wrong with you?

BRAND
I just want to be somewhere else, 
okay?

Brand continues down the hall, out the door.

SYDNEY
Brand?

Sydney follows.

EXT. CURIOUS HABITS - CONTINUOUS

Sydney follows Brand out of the side door.

SYDNEY
Brand?
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Brand stops.

BRAND
What?

SYDNEY
Um . . . I don’t know.  Are we 
coming back?

BRAND
Sure.  In a couple hours.  Somebody 
will be out of pills and elsewhere.

SYDNEY
Oh.

Brand starts walking again.  Sydney rushes up beside him.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
So where to?

BRAND
Want to dance?

SYDNEY
That could be cool.

BRAND
Amoeba?

SYDNEY
That would be cool.  But no 
ditching me.

Brand laughs.

BRAND
Unless you piss me off.

Sydney smiles back as they continue down the street.

EXT. JACQUELINE’S APARTMENT BALCONY - NIGHT

Julian stands on the balcony, nursing a scotch, looking out 
over Central Park.  Behind him, the party is still visible.

David exits the apartment onto the balcony, approaching 
Julian.

DAVID
What are you doing out here?
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JULIAN
Bored with the conversation.  
Jacqueline’s at it again.

David laughs.

DAVID
She’s afraid you’ll fall for 
someone she doesn’t like.

Julian smiles back.

JULIAN
She’s a puritan.

David looks confused.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Certain someone somewhere is doing 
something.

David laughs.

DAVID
Speaking of somewhere?

JULIAN
You’re not going to do a chorus 
from West Side Story are you?

DAVID
What?

JULIAN
Never mind.

DAVID
Sara wants to drag me to this 
underground club.

JULIAN 
Could be interesting.  Different 
people.

DAVID
That’s the difference in you and 
me, Julian.  I’d rather stay here.  
I know what to expect.

Julian downs the rest of the scotch.

JULIAN
Come on.  I’ll get you through it.
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David and Julian head back into the apartment.

EXT. AMOEBA NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

Several people wait online.  JERRY, a large biker-type, works 
the door.  

A cab pulls up.  Julian, David, and Sara emerge.  Julian pays 
the driver.

DAVID
This is it?

SARA
It’s fun.  Trust me.

Sara takes David’s hand, pulling him toward the door.  Julian 
follows.

Jerry, looks at Sara, recognizing her.

SARA (CONT'D)
They’re with me.

Jerry nods, waving them in.

INT. AMOEBA NIGHTCLUB STAIRWAY - CONTINUOUS

The three enter into a narrow stairway, Sara leading the way 
down.  Gothic music pours up from below.

JULIAN
They know you here.

SARA
Of course.

INT. AMOEBA NIGHTCLUB - CONTINUOUS

The club is small, a dance floor taking up most of the space 
beyond the entrance staircase.  A bar lines one wall; ANGEL, 
a thin woman with long hair in a black tee-shirt, tends bar.  
The dance floor is very crowded with black-clad dancers in 
heavy eyeliner and makeup.

Sara and David emerge from the stairway, followed by Julian.

David looks uncomfortable.  Julian looks excited.
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SARA
Was I right?

DAVID
Fun.

Julian slaps David on the shoulder.

JULIAN
You’ve got to lighten up.  Drinks?

Julian leads the way across the dance floor, followed by Sara 
pulling David behind her.

INT. AMOEBA NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

David sits at a table, watching the crowd, nursing a drink.  
Julian, out of breath, drops down into a chair beside him.

JULIAN
Having fun?

DAVID 
Loads.  Where did she find this 
place?

JULIAN
Who cares?

DAVID
At least at Jacqueline’s I got to 
talk to her.

JULIAN
All she’s talked about is you . . . 
When we weren’t doing shots.

Julian laughs.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
She’s fun.  Still dumpy, but fun.

DAVID
Where is she?

Julian gulps from one of the drinks on the table.

JULIAN
Bathroom.  Go find her.  Dance.

DAVID
How do you dance to this?
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Julian gives David a push.

JULIAN
You’ll figure it out.

David sighs.  He finishes his drink, stands, and makes his 
way across the dance floor.

Julian laughs to himself, finishing off his drink.  He moves 
across the dance floor toward the bar.  He stands for a 
moment, watching Angel as she works her way down towards him.  
Still waiting, he turns to glance around.

Julian’s eyes come to rest on Brand framed in the doorway 
though the smoke.

ANGEL
Yeah?

Julian turns back toward the bar.

JULIAN
What?

ANGEL
What do you want?

Julian moves away.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
Whoopee.

(to the next patron)
What do you want?

Sydney moves to the center of the dance floor to dance.  
Brand moves through the crowd to a corner near Sydney to 
light a cigarette.  He drops the pack, and bends down to pick 
it up.

Julian reaches for the lighter.  Brand looks up.

JULIAN
Let me.

Brand stares at Julian for a moment, then straightens up, 
holding his cigarette for Julian to light.

BRAND
Thanks.

JULIAN
My pleasure.

50



Julian hands back the lighter, smiling.

BRAND
That smile looks familiar.

JULIAN
We seem to keep running into each 
other.

BRAND
I didn’t say the face.  I said the 
smile.  Looks like tequila.

JULIAN
You’re good.

BRAND
I may not remember you’re name.  
But I remember the tequila.  
Unfortunately.

Julian laughs, extending his hand.

JULIAN
Julian.

Brand takes Julian’s hand.

BRAND
Brand.  As in X.

JULIAN 
Clever.  Then I’ll go with Jules.  
As in family.

Brand laughs.

BRAND
Definitely tequila.  Seems odd 
shaking hands since we’ve already 
had it off.

JULIAN
No we haven’t.

BRAND
How much have you had drink?

JULIAN
I didn’t say we didn’t try.

Brand nods.
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BRAND
Tequila.

JULIAN
Tequila.

BRAND
I hate when that happens.

JULIAN
It let us do other things.

BRAND
Like?

JULIAN
Mostly talk.

Brand’s smile hardens slightly.

BRAND
About what?

JULIAN
Lots of things.  Most of which I 
don’t remember.

Brand’s smile softens.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Though I’d like to repeat it 
without a dash down the hall.

BRAND
Really?  One sec.

Brand moves out on the dance floor, speaking to Sydney.  The 
two return together, Brand holding Sydney’s eyeliner.

BRAND (CONT'D)
This is Sydney.

JULIAN
As in Australia?

Julian smiles.  Sydney narrows her eyes and looks away.

BRAND
Hand?

Julian extends his right hand.  Brand writes a number in his 
palm.

BRAND (CONT'D)
If you remember whose number this 
is tomorrow, give me a call.
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JULIAN
I’ll remember.

Brand smiles, turning away.  He heads across the dance floor 
toward the bathroom.

Sydney meets Julian’s smile with a glare before following 
after Brand.

INT. AMOEBA BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Brand and Sydney enter the small bathroom.  Brand moves to 
the sink, hopping up on it to sit down.

SYDNEY
Eyeliner?

Brand hands it to her.

Sydney turns toward the mirror, reapplying.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
What was up with that?

BRAND
What?

SYDNEY
The narc.

BRAND
He’s not a narc.  He’s the guy.  
The Paris guy.  The one I knocked 
down in the street.  He remembered 
me.

SYDNEY 
He looks like a narc.

BRAND
He’s cute.

SYDNEY
I don’t trust him.

Brand hops down from the sink, grabbing the eyeliner, and 
checking his own make-up.

BRAND
You don’t trust anybody.
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Hurt washes across Sydney’s face.  She drops back against the 
wall.

Brand, still smiling, catches sight of her in the mirror.  He 
turns.

BRAND (CONT'D)
I didn’t mean it like that.  Syd.

Sydney does not look at Brand.  Brand takes her shoulders.

BRAND (CONT'D)
I’m sorry.

SYDNEY
You think everything’s so easy.

BRAND
I think I’m here.  And you’re here.  
And we’re getting all stupid in a 
bathroom.

Sydney smiles, looking at Brand sideways.

BRAND (CONT'D)
And I think somebody in this town, 
not Markus, has some damn treats, 
which I think we should find.

SYDNEY
I doubt here.

BRAND
Then let’s go somewhere else.

Sydney nods.

BRAND (CONT'D)
Come on.

Brand takes Sydney’s hand, leading her out of the bathroom.

INT. AMOEBA NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

Julian stands by the bar, scanning the crowd.

A very hot David approaches Julian, followed by a bored 
looking Sara.

DAVID
Still having fun?
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JULIAN
(looking beyond David)

Yeah.

DAVID
Ready to bolt?

Julian looks across the crowd.  Sydney and Brand are not 
visible.  Julian finishes his drink.

JULIAN
Yeah.

DAVID
(to Sara)

Ready?

Sara kisses David deeply, and turns, heading toward the door.

David raises his eyebrows with a smile at Julian, then 
follows Sara.

Julian glances back out over the crowd as he follows David 
and Sara out of the club.

INT. EAST SIDE APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

The elevator doors open, Sara and Julian stumble out 
laughing.  David follows, looking exasperated.

DAVID
Would you two hold it down?

David moves past them to his apartment door.

INT. DAVID’S LIVINGROOM - CONTINUOUS

David’s livingroom is a mirror image of Julian’s apartment, 
though the furniture is neither as heavy nor as expensive.

The apartment is dark.  David pushes open the front door.

Julian and Sara fall through.  They burst into laughter.

DAVID
(closing the door)

Will you be quiet?

JULIAN 
Sorry.  Sorry.
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SARA
Bathroom?

DAVID
Second door on the left.

SARA
(to David)

I’ll be right back.

David collapses on the sofa as soon as Sara exits, the 
expression on his face hardening.

DAVID
I feel like I’ve been kicked in the 
head.  That music.

David rubs his temples.

DAVID (CONT'D)
Where did you disappear to?

JULIAN
Looking for someone.

DAVID
I don’t know if I’d call anything 
you’d find there someone.

Julian holds up his hand.

JULIAN
But I have a number.

SARA (O.S.)
Danny.

Julian laughs.

JULIAN
And you have that.

DAVID
Shut up.

SARA (O.S.)
Danny.  I think I’m going to be 
sick.

Julian stands, still laughing, and turns toward the door.
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JULIAN
Have fun.  Don’t forget, you have a 
meeting tomorrow with Richard 
Billinghurst.

DAVID
Why do you think I’m doing the 
daughter tonight?

Julian opens the door.

JULIAN
Let me know how that works out for 
you.

Julian exits.

INT. EAST SIDE APARTMENT BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

Sara calls again as Julian closes the door, bringing more 
laughter from him.

Julian turns to his door.  He reaches across his chest with 
his left hand fishing in his pocket for his key.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG BRIDGE - NIGHT

Brand stands smoking a cigarette, looking across the river at 
the Manhattan skyline.

Sydney comes up from behind, wrapping her arms around him.

Brand startles.

BRAND
Hey.

SYDNEY
Didn’t mean to scare you.

BRAND
It’s cool.

SYDNEY
Drag?

Brand reaches behind him, putting his cigarette to Sydney’s 
lips.  As she takes the cigarette, Brand steps toward the 
railing, leaning over it.
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Sydney looks after him for a moment, then moves to stand 
beside him.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
You’re quiet.

BRAND
Hmmm.

SYDNEY
Crashing?

BRAND
No.  You?

SYDNEY
Sort of.  This stuff hit me hard 
and then died.

BRAND
Cheap shit.

SYDNEY
Ready to head home?

BRAND
In a minute.  You can head.

Sydney looks at Brand.

SYDNEY
No.  I’ll wait.

Sydney turns her head, staring off at Manhattan with Brand.

EXT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK - MORNING

A pale, winter sun shines as morning traffic moves past the 
building.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK THIRTIETH FLOOR - MORNING

The office is crowded with employees working.

The elevator doors open.  David comes rushing out, pulling 
off his overcoat.  He quickly moves across the office toward 
a conference room, ignoring morning greetings.
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INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK CONFERENCE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

A heavy wood table takes up most of the room.  Large glass 
windows line one wall, looking out into the main office.  
Windows on the opposite side show the skyline.

RICHARD BILLINGHURST, an older, very professional man, sits 
at the head of the table, flanked on either side by several 
other men, similarly dressed.  Folders lay in front of each 
of the men.

Julian stands opposite Richard at the other end of the table.

JULIAN
And that is why I think you will be 
very happy with us.

Richard smiles, leaning back in his chair.

RICHARD
You’re good.

Richard stands.

RICHARD (CONT'D)
I think we’ve seen enough.

The others at the table stand immediately following Richard.  
Richard moves toward Julian.  Julian extends his hand.

JULIAN
Thank you for your time.

David enters the conference room.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
David?

Richard places his hand on David shoulder.

RICHARD
I trust everything is well?

DAVID
Um, yes.

JULIAN
Your father’s stable?

DAVID
Yes, yes.  He’s doing much better.
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RICHARD
Glad to hear it.

Richard pats David’s shoulder.

JULIAN
I said how sorry you were to have 
to miss our presentation after all 
your work.

RICHARD
Family first, right David?

DAVID
Yes.

Richard and Julian again shake hands.

RICHARD
Julian.

JULIAN
We’ll walk you out.

They exit the conference room.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK THIRTIETH FLOOR - MOMENTS LATER

Julian and David say goodbye to the Richard Billinghurst 
group as the elevator doors close.  David turns and falls 
against the doors.

DAVID
Shit.

Julian laughs.

JULIAN
I knocked on your door several 
times.

Julian turns, walking toward his office.

David follows.

DAVID
Why didn’t you come in?  You’ve got 
a key.
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JULIAN
Something to do with you, Sara, 
naked.  No one needs that first 
thing in the morning.

DAVID
Very funny.

JULIAN
I covered for you.  Made you sound 
brilliant.

DAVID
And put my father in the hospital.

JULIAN
Yes?

DAVID
He’s dead.

JULIAN
Didn’t think he’d mind then.

Julian winks at Millie.

INT. JULIAN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Julian moves behind his desk.

DAVID
And what if he mentions it to Sara?

David drops into a chair.

JULIAN 
Don’t worry.  I’ll explain it to 
her.  I’ll handle it.

David nods, standing, turning to exit.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
And David, I’ll come in next time.  
Just keep the sheet pulled up over 
her.

David smiles.

DAVID
Deal.

David exits.
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Julian looks down at his desk, glancing through several of 
the papers.  He looks up at the door where David had been 
standing, then shakes his head.  He pauses a moment, then 
turns around, looking out the window.

EXT. EAST SIDE APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

Julian exits the building, followed by David and Sara.  
Julian moves to the curb, hailing a cab.  Julian enters the 
cab, followed by Sara, then David.

INT. TAXICAB - MOMENTS LATER

Sara reapplies her lipstick.

DAVID
What club is this?

JULIAN
Purgatory.

SARA
It’s fetish night.

DAVID
I’m sorry?

SARA
Don’t stress.  That’s the back 
room.  Front room is dance music, 
like Amoeba.

DAVID
Oh.

SARA
A bit harder though.

JULIAN
(to Sara)

Not necessarily a bad thing.

Sara winks at Julian in answer.

David rolls his eyes.

SARA
I can’t believe you managed to get 
on the list.
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JULIAN
Thank Brand.

DAVID
Yeah, thank him.

Sara widens her eyes.

SARA
Julian.

Julian jumps.

JULIAN
What?

SARA
You should get a latenight invite.

Julian laughs.

JULIAN
I’ll work on it.

EXT. PURGATORY NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT

The Purgatory is similar to the Amoeba, though the street is 
darker.  A line of people wait outside the club, dressed in 
leather and vinyl with a few goth attired people mingled in.

BEAR, a very large man, works the line.

A cab stops in front of the club.  David, Sara, and Julian 
exit the cab.

Julian walks up to Bear.

BEAR
Line forms back there.

JULIAN
I’m Julian.  Rosen.

Bear looks him over, then shrugs.

BEAR
In you go.

Sara beams as she and David follow Julian into the club.
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INT. PURGATORY NIGHT CLUB LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Purgatory is an old opera house.  The lobby is draped in worn 
red velvets.  Doors open from the lobby to the main floor, 
the former seats now gone, replaced by a huge dance floor.  A 
mezzanine circles the main floor, the velvet curtains drawn 
over most of them.

Sara, David, and Julian enter.

SARA
Ready to explore?

Sara pulls David forward toward one of the mezzanine 
staircases.

David looks over his shoulder toward Julian.

DAVID
Coming?

JULIAN
No.  You two have fun.  I’m going 
to find the bar.

Sara and David disappear up the stairs.  Julian moves into 
the main room.

INT. PURGATORY NIGHT CLUB - CONTINUOUS

Bathed in blue light, Brand stands at the bar, waiting for 
the BARTENDER.

Sydney dances a few feet away.

Julian enters, scanning the crowd.  He sees Brand and moves 
toward the bar.

BRAND
(to Bartender)

Margarita.  With salt.

JULIAN
Make it two.

Brand glances over at Julian.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Hey.
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BRAND
You call and show up.  I’m 
impressed.

Bartender sits down the margaritas.

JULIAN
I have many talents.

Julian tosses some bills on the counter.  Bartender moves 
off.

BRAND
Thanks.  You didn’t have to do 
that.

JULIAN
I have ulterior motives.  You like 
to talk on tequila.  I like to 
listen.

BRAND 
Yeah.  Un-huh. Listen.  That’s it.

Brand sips his drink.

BRAND (CONT'D)
(toward the Bartender)

No salt!
(to Julian)

Ask for one little thing--

JULIAN
Let me.

Julian licks his finger, reaches over the bar, dipping it in 
the salt.  He holds it out toward Brand.

Brand holds Julian’s eyes for a moment before licking the 
salt from Julian’s finger.

BRAND
You’re useful.

Julian finishes the rest of the salt.

JULIAN
I try.  That way you keep me 
around.

Julian again dips his finger into the salt, offering it to 
Brand.
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BRAND
I might let you do that anyway.

Brand again takes Julian’s finger into his mouth, his eyes 
locked with Julian’s.

Sydney has stopped dancing and glares over at the bar.

INT. PURGATORY NIGHT CLUB MEZZANINE - NIGHT

Brand and Julian sit on a worn purple velvet sofa in one of 
the boxes surrounding the main floor.  The curtains are open.

JULIAN
So you’re not into all that?

BRAND
Hanging from straps and things?  
No.

JULIAN
Why do you come?

BRAND
Kelly.  She’s spinning.  She’s a 
friend.  You did bring yours?  The 
friends you mentioned?

JULIAN
David and Sara, yes.  I think you 
might know Sara.

BRAND
Irritating.  Way too tight clothes.  
Always looks like a sausage.  Yeah, 
I know her.

Julian laughs.

JULIAN
That’s her.  

BRAND
Every time she talks to me, it’s 
for a latenight invite.

JULIAN
I think I’m supposed to do that for 
her tonight.

BRAND
And you?
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JULIAN
I’m coming with her.  I got the 
invitation.

BRAND
If I give it to you.

JULIAN
You are?

BRAND
Well, yeah.  I just don’t want to 
seem easy.

They laugh.

David enters with his shirt open, dropping onto the sofa 
beside Julian.  He rubs his face with his hands.

DAVID
I’ve been looking for you over an 
hour.

BRAND
Love, the 70’s are over.  Button 
your shirt.

David drops his hands, looking Brand over.

DAVID
Do you mind?

Brand stands.

BRAND
No, I don’t mind.  I’d have to 
care.

Brand swirls the ice in his glass around.

BRAND (CONT'D)
(to Julian)

Drink.  You’ve got directions.

Brand exits.

DAVID
To what?

JULIAN
Sara’s latenight. That was rude.
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DAVID
I’m in pain.

JULIAN
Why--

David pulls back one side of his shirt revealing a freshly 
pierced nipple.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Shit, David.

DAVID
It was Sara’s idea.  I tried to 
find you--

JULIAN
(laughing)

You can’t say, “No,” on your own.

DAVID
It made sense an hour ago.  I think 
she gave me something.  Okay, I 
know she gave me something.  These 
little white pills.  I don’t know 
what they are.  Okay, I don’t 
remember what they are.  Anyway, 
she suggested it.  It made sense.  
God, my nip hurts.

Julian continues laughing.

JULIAN
Good she didn’t suggest both.

DAVID
She did.  I whimped out after the 
first.

JULIAN
You’re an idiot.

Julian stands.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Come on.  I’ll get you a drink.

DAVID
I tried one.  Everything tastes 
like crap.

Julian leads David out of the box, still laughing.
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EXT. CURIOUS HABITS - NIGHT

A cab pulls in front of Maeve’s store.  Julian, David and 
Sara emerge, moving toward the house.

DAVID
You’ve got to be kidding.

Julian checks an address written on a napkin.

JULIAN
This is the right address.

SARA
I thought it would be bigger.

JULIAN
I’ve heard that you complain about 
that.

Sara jabs Julian in the ribs playfully.

DAVID
I feel sick.

SARA
We’ll get you something to drink.

Sara takes David’s hand, pulling him toward the side door.

INT. MAEVE’S HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

The house is crowded with people dressed in various types of 
club attire.

Arthur and Wells have a pack of shaped stickers, and are 
arguing about the best positions for beauty marks.

Sara enters, pulling David behind her.  Julian follows.

ARTHUR
(to Sara)

You’re new.  Aren’t you pretty?

WELLS
You need a star.

Wells presses a black star onto Sara’s cheek.

SARA
Thank you.
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WELLS
(to David)

And you need a moon.

David jerks his arm up to ward off Wells, hitting himself in 
the chest and squealing in pain.

Sara rolls her eyes, before feigning sympathy.

Julian attempts not to laugh as he turns toward Wells and 
Arthur.

JULIAN
What do I need?

Arthur and Wells close in on Julian, enclosing him on either 
side.

Brand enters from the hallway.

WELLS
You don’t need anything.

ARTHUR
Oh, I could think of something you 
could use.

BRAND 
(to Wells and Arthur)

Fly, vultures, fly.

Arthur glares at Brand.  Wells hisses.  The two return to 
their mirror, quickly losing interest.

BRAND (CONT'D)
You found us.

Brand looks over at David.

JULIAN
New nipple ring.

BRAND
He doesn’t look the type.

Sara leaves David.

SARA
Hi.  I’m Sara.

BRAND
Everybody’s got to be somebody.  
And you are certainly Sara.
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(to Julian)
Drink?

JULIAN
Sure.

Brand turns down the hallway.

BRAND
We’ll send something back for your 
friend.

Julian follows Brand down the hallway toward the kitchen.

Sara looks after them, debating following, before turning her 
attention back to David.

INT. MAEVE’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Paris sits on the counter.

Maeve pulls a tray of mini egg rolls out of the oven as 
Sydney mixes a drink.

MAEVE
These have to cool for a moment.

Paris reaches for an egg roll, burning her hand.

MAEVE (CONT'D)
I told you.

Brand and Julian enter.

BRAND
Some people never listen.

Sydney turns toward the door, not speaking.

Paris hops down from the counter, extending her non-burnt 
hand.

PARIS
I am Paris.

Julian takes Paris’s hand, kissing it.

JULIAN
Very nice to meet you.

Paris giggles wildly.  Brand rolls his eyes with a smile, 
moving to the counter to make drinks.

71

BRAND (CONT'D)



Maeve pushes between Paris and Julian.

MAEVE
I’m Maeve.  I’ve got egg rolls.

(to Brand)
He is cute.

Julian blushes.

MAEVE (CONT'D)
Oh, look at him blush.

(to Julian)
How adorable.  I could just eat you 
up.

Paris moves back between Maeve and Julian.

PARIS
Girl, get in line.

Brand steps forward with two drinks.

BRAND
They get excited over fresh meat.

PARIS
Girl, you know that’s right.

SYDNEY
Pleasant visual.

BRAND
Want the grand tour?

JULIAN
Sure.

Brand leads Julian out of the kitchen.

PARIS
She doesn’t have to be so 
possessive.

MAEVE
He wants to play with his new toy.

Sydney pushes past them.

SYDNEY
Don’t worry.  After he screws Brand 
over, I’m sure he’ll be willing to 
go slumming with you.
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Sydney moves out of the kitchen.

Maeve and Paris look at each other and back out the door.

PARIS
Somebody has issues.

Maeve nods.

MAEVE
Crab puff?

PARIS
Ooo, yes, girl.

INT. MAEVE’S DOWNSTAIRS BATHROOM - LATER

Music echoes from outside the small bathroom.  The toilet 
sits between the outside wall and the sink.

Paris and Sydney are seated on either side of the sink, 
passing a bottle of wine between them.

PARIS
She should watch her mouth before I 
put my foot in it.

Paris takes the bottle from Sydney, drinking from it.

PARIS (CONT'D)
I don’t know why she doesn’t just 
stay home.

Sydney takes the bottle back.

SYDNEY
Wish I was.

PARIS
What is wrong?  Your mood crashed 
hard.

SYDNEY
I don’t know.

CLUB KID 1 enters.  He looks at Sydney and Paris, unsure of 
what to do.  Paris smiles sweetly.  Sydney stares off, not 
acknowledging him.  He pauses, then moves to the toilet to 
relieve himself.

Paris leans forward, checking Club Kid 1 over his shoulder.  
Paris winces and shakes her head.
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Club Kid 1 exits.

PARIS
Girl, if that’s all I had, I’d keep 
it at home.

Sydney forces a weak smile.

PARIS (CONT'D)
That’s it.  Spill.

Sydney shrugs.

SYDNEY
Brand went out with him.

PARIS
Who hasn’t she done?

SYDNEY
Do you ever get tired of 
everything?

PARIS
Like what?

SYDNEY
Sometimes I feel like I’m not 
there.  If I catch the mirror just 
right, there won’t be anyone 
looking back.

PARIS
Hmph. Would make eyeliner a bitch.

SYDNEY
But I can see everyone else.  They 
all want something.  He never 
listens.  And they’ll take it.

Paris gives Sydney an odd look, and sits down the wine 
bottle.

PARIS
No more for you.

SYDNEY
He lies.  And they always leave.  
Then there’s no one to come.

PARIS
Sydney, hon, why don’t we go find 
Brand?
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Paris reaches out to take Sydney’s arm.  Sydney leaps away 
from Paris.

SYDNEY
Don’t touch me.

PARIS
I--I didn’t.

Sydney blinks, looking at Paris.

PARIS (CONT'D)
Are you okay?

Sydney turns toward the mirror, and touches up her eyeliner.

SYDNEY
I’m fine.  That wine just hit me 
weird.

The door is pushed open slightly, bumping Paris.  She shoves 
it closed.

PARIS
Occupied.

(to Sydney)
Do you need some water?  Want me to 
get Brand?

SYDNEY
Really.  Too much wine.  Makes me 
weird.  I’ll be right out.

Paris exits.

Sydney continues fixing her makeup until the door closes 
behind Paris.  She then stops, dropping her hands, her face 
goes slack, devoid of expression.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG BRIDGE - LATER

The night is clear.  Brand and Julian walk along the bridge, 
the Manhattan skyline glistening in the background.  They 
stop, looking over at the island.

JULIAN
It is beautiful.

BRAND
Always is at night.  I use to think 
it was the most beautiful place.
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Julian slides closer to Brand.  Brand pulls away, looking 
upward at the lightening sky.

BRAND (CONT'D)
Sun’ll be up soon.  Then you just 
see the dirt.  Clubs are like that.  
Beautiful in the dark.  Dirty, 
faded, smelling of piss and vomit 
in morning.

Brand tosses away his cigarette.

JULIAN
Everything looks better in the 
dark.

BRAND
Not everything.  When I was a kid, 
we went to Albuquerque.  New 
Mexico.  My grandmother had a house 
there.  All that space.

JULIAN
I’ve never been.

BRAND
It’s like another world.  Flat, 
sprawling.  Then the huge mountains 
just towering up in the distance.  
Snow wrapping their peaks, shining 
in the sun.

Julian moves closer to Brand.

JULIAN
It sounds beautiful.

BRAND
Yeah.  It’s was a long time ago.

JULIAN
You never went back?

BRAND
My grandmother died.  It’s probably 
why I associate it with death.  Not 
in a bad way, but . . .

JULIAN
Like heaven or something?

BRAND
Yeah.  I guess.
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JULIAN
When I was young, I use to think 
light poking through the clouds was 
God.  I think it was because of 
that Moses movie.  That was pre-
NRA, which just becomes--

Brand suddenly pulls Julian to him, kissing him.

BRAND
You talk too much.

JULIAN
I like your option better.

They continue to kiss.

INT. PURGATORY NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT

The dance floor is densely crowded.  Industrial music blares 
from the speakers.

Brand and Julian enter from the lobby, followed by Sydney.

Brand pulls Julian through the crowd to a spot in front of a 
speaker.

Sydney moves sideways from the door into the shadows beside 
it.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

The door opens.  Brand pulls Julian into the apartment toward 
his futon.

INT. PURGATORY NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT

Julian pulls off his shirt, tossing it aside.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Brand pulls off his shirt, tossing it aside.

INT. PURGATORY NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT

Julian pulls Brand to him, kissing him.
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INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Brand pulls Julian to him, kissing him.

INT. PURGATORY NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT

Julian falls back against the speaker, making out with Brand.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Brand falls back against the futon, making out with Julian.

INT. PURGATORY NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT

The dance floor lights spin faster and faster, the mass of 
bodies writhing around Brand and Julian.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Brand is above Julian.  Julian gasps.  Brand mirrors him.

INT. PURGATORY NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT

The other dancers obscure Brand and Julian in a wave of 
moving black.  Lights flash against them, showing only sudden 
moments of movement.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - MORNING

Light shoots through the blinds of the apartment.

Julian and Brand lie sleeping on the futon.

Julian blinks awake.  He looks toward the light coming 
between the blinds, then looks toward Brand, watching him 
sleep.

Julian eases himself off the bed, trying not to wake Brand.  
He moves toward the window, pulling up the blinds.  He 
stands, framed by the window, early morning light streaming 
around him, as if the window had no glass.

Brand blinks awake.  He rises up on his elbow, shading his 
eyes with his other hand.
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BRAND
Trying to sneak out?

Julian turns, light framing him from behind.

BRAND (CONT'D)
Get out of the window.  Somebody’s 
going to call the cops.

Julian bounds back onto the futon, laughing.

JULIAN
I’ll get out of the window.

Julian pulls Brand to him, kissing him deeply.  Julian then 
starts to tickle Brand, causing Brand to shriek.

BRAND
Stop it!

Loud bangs come from the wall to Sydney’s bedroom.

Julian stops tickling Brand, dropping his face into Brand’s 
chest to muffle his giggling.  Brand drops his face to 
Julian’s head to stifle his own laughter.

Julian looks up at Brand.

JULIAN
(whispering)

I’m sorry.

Brand shakes his head, rolling his eyes at the ceiling.

BRAND
She’s not a morning person.

Julian rolls onto his back.

JULIAN
What are we doing today?

BRAND
Don’t you have, like, a job?

JULIAN
I can blow it off for a day.  Or 
two.

BRAND
Paris has that thing tonight.
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JULIAN
That’s not till tonight.

BRAND 
What do you want to do?

Julian turns his head, looking into Brand’s eyes.

JULIAN
Everything.  But first--

Julian flips over, again tickling Brand and eliciting a 
shriek of laughter.

SYDNEY (O.S.)
Would you two shut the fuck up?

Julian drops against Brand, as the two laugh.  Julian pulls 
Brand into a kiss, rolling Brand on top of him.

EXT. LE BOY NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

Pressed between abandoned shops, a former shop has “Le Boy” 
painted across its two front windows.  The inside has been 
painted black, reflecting the lights of the street.

A cab pulls up in front of the club.  Julian and Brand exit.

Brand leads the way toward the door.

JULIAN
I’m sorry Sydney didn’t come.

BRAND
She’s having a moment.  It’s cool.

INT. LE BOY NIGHTCLUB - CONTINUOUS

The former small store is crowded with tables capable of 
seating only two or three people.  A small bar is crammed 
into a corner.  A BARTENDER and WAITRESS serve drinks to 
several PATRONS.  Blacklight provides the limited light of 
the club.  At the far end, a small stage is bathed in deep 
blue light.

Brand and Julian enter, moving toward a table to the side of 
the stage.

An M.C. enters the stage.  The crowd applauds.
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M.C.
Thank you.  Miss Paris Spurning.

Paris enters, moving to center stage.  She begins to sing.

EXT. EAST VILLAGE - NIGHT

Julian and Brand walk down the street.  They pause at Astor
Place for Brand to speak to some of the club patrons from 
earlier scenes.

Julian and Brand continue across the street, stopping to 
listen to a guitarist.

INT. JULIAN’S LIVINGROOM - MORNING

The apartment door opens.  Julian and Brand enter, kissing 
and laughing.  Julian pulls Brand to his bedroom.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK DUCK POND - AFTERNOON

Brand feeds the ducks, looking amazed and excited.

Julian watches Brand, laughing.

INT. JULIAN’S BEDROOM - EVENING

Julian lies draped around Brand as the shadows lengthen.

EXT. AMOEBA NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

The usual line waits to enter the Amoeba.

Julian and Brand walk past the line together.

INT. PURGATORY NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT

Julian and Brand move slowly, seeming to dance to music 
different from the others on the dance floor.

INT. LE BOY NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

Paris continues to sing.  Brand reaches for Julian’s hand.  
They turn toward each other.
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INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - MORNING

Brand and Julian lie intertwined on the futon, their hands 
clasped.  Both still have smudges of eyeliner around their 
eyes.

Julian blinks awake.  He looks toward the light coming 
between the blinds, then looks toward Brand, watching him 
sleep.

Brand opens his eyes. 

BRAND
What are you doing?

JULIAN
Watching you sleep.

Brand rolls away from him.

BRAND
Well, stop it.  It’s creepy.

JULIAN
Are we going to Amoeba tonight?

BRAND
They’re closed on Tuesdays.

Julian’s eyes widen.

JULIAN
Today’s Tuesday?  Shit.

Julian jumps from the futon, pulling on his clothes from the 
floor.

BRAND
What?

JULIAN
I’ve got a meeting.  Where are my 
pants?

Julian rummages through the clothes on the floor.

BRAND
Hold on.

Brand pulls the sheet around himself, and begins looking for 
Julian’s pants.

82



Sydney bursts from her room, yanking her robe around herself.

SYDNEY
Shut the fuck up!

BRAND
Chill?  We’re trying to find 
Julian’s pants.

SYDNEY
I was trying to sleep.

JULIAN
Got them.  Shirt?

Julian pulls on his pants.

BRAND
Deal with it.  God, Sydney, 
sometimes you can be such a bitch.  
Help me look or shut up.

Brand moves away from Sydney looking for Julian’s shirt.  
Julian finishes pulling on his shoes and socks and grabs his 
coat.

JULIAN
If I had time to go home--

BRAND
I’ll find it.

Sydney sees Julian’s shirt in the hall.  She quietly kicks it 
into her room.

SYDNEY
Hope you find it.

Sydney exits into her room, closing the door.

BRAND
God, she can be such a pain in the 
ass sometimes.

JULIAN
I don’t have time for this.

Brand grabs one of his own shirts, a black shirt with lace on 
the collar and cuffs.

BRAND
Come here.
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JULIAN
I can’t wear that.

BRAND
Work with me.

Brand pulls the shirt onto Julian.  Brand folds the collar as 
he buttons it so the lace is hidden inside and the shirt 
looks collarless.

BRAND (CONT'D)
You’ll look unfashionable, but you 
won’t look like Robert Smith.

Julian pulls on his jacket.  He gestures to the cuffs.

JULIAN
What about these?

Brand folds the cuffs inside.

BRAND
I wouldn’t make any sudden 
gestures.

JULIAN
I can’t lose this client.

Brand finishes.

BRAND
There.

Brand kicks off the sheet and pulls on a pair of pants from 
the floor, as Julian puts on sunglasses.

BRAND (CONT'D)
Now we get you a cab--

JULIAN
If I can get a cab.

Brand grabs his sunglasses.

BRAND
You can always find a cab two 
blocks over.

Brand heads out the door.
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EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - CONTINUOUS

Brand bounds out of the door toward the sidewalk.  Julian 
follows, stopping outside the apartment door.

JULIAN
You’re going out like that?

Brand stops, turning around.

BRAND
Right.

Brand rushes back into the apartment.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Brand grabs his keys, ducking back out the door.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - CONTINUOUS

Brand rushes past Julian.

BRAND 
Come on.

Julian shakes his head, following Brand.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

David stands just inside the conference room door, speaking 
to MR. STONE, an older, very conservatively dressed 
businessman.  Five other BUSINESSMEN stand behind him, ready 
to leave.

DAVID
I am sorry, Mr. Stone.  Julian was 
delayed in traffic.

Millie enters.

MILLIE
Excuse me, Mr. Gilden.  I just 
received a call from the lobby that 
Mr. Rosen was on his way up.

DAVID
Thank you, Millie.
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Millie withdraws.

DAVID (CONT'D)
He will be right here.

MR. STONE
I am not accustomed to waiting.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK THIRTIETH FLOOR - CONTINUOUS

The elevator doors open.  Julian exits the elevator, pulling 
off his sunglasses.  He pushes then into his pocket, as he 
strides across the office.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK CONFERENCE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Julian extends his hand toward Mr. Stone as he enters the 
conference room, placing his other hand on Mr. Stone’s 
shoulder.

David, seeing Julian, closes his eyes, turning his head away.

JULIAN
Jack.  I am so sorry about that.  
Traffic.

Mr. Stone narrows his eyes as he looks at Julian, first at 
the makeup, then glancing down at Julian’s hand where some of 
the lace has worked itself free.

Mr. Stone jerks his hand away.  Julian sees the lace and 
laughs.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
This is actually a rather funny 
story.

MR. STONE
Really?  At the moment, I think I 
need a firm with a little less 
levity.

Mr. Stone pushes past him, followed by the other Businessmen.  
The group heads toward the elevator.

JULIAN
Jack.

Julian starts to go after him.  David grabs his arm.
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DAVID
Couldn’t you have washed off the 
eyeliner?

Julian gasps, rubbing a finger under his eye.  He looks down 
at the smear of black on his finger, then turns his head, 
watching the burnished steal doors close on Mr. Stone and 
company.

DAVID (CONT'D)
We’ll be lucky if we’re not both 
fired.

David jerks his hand away from Julian’s arm, roughly pushing 
past Julian himself.

Julian falls back against the conference room door frame.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

A typical public restroom, tiled in dark and light gray.

Julian leans over the sink, splashing water onto his face.  
His jacket lays on the counter beside him.  He stands up, 
rubbing under his eyes, with a paper towel. 

Julian stops, looking into the mirror.  Part of the collar 
has come out.  Damp lace hangs from both cuffs.  Faint 
eyeliner still rings his eyes, now reddened and watery.

Julian closes his eyes, dropping his head against the mirror.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - NIGHT

Julian walks up the sidewalk to Brand’s apartment, carrying 
Brand’s shirt.  Arriving at the door, he positions his hand 
to knock, then pauses.  After a moment he knocks.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Brand, partially dressed, enters the livingroom from the 
bathroom.

BRAND
I’ll get it.

Brand opens the door.

BRAND (CONT'D)
Hey.  Where have you been?
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Brand turns, leaving the door open for Julian to enter, and 
heads back toward the bathroom.

BRAND (CONT'D)
I’ve called you like a hundred 
times.

JULIAN
Brand.

Brand stops, turning to face Julian.

BRAND
I wasn’t sure you were going to 
make it tonight.  I mean, one party 
or another, what’s the difference?  
But this is Maeve’s birthday, you 
know.  You’re not wearing that?

JULIAN
I . . . I’m not going.

BRAND
I was just joking.  Wear whatever 
you want.  I’m still not sure what 
I’m wearing.

Brand starts rummaging through the clothes on the floor.

JULIAN
I didn’t come for the party.  I 
actually forgot it was tonight.

BRAND
No worries.  I’m running behind as 
always so--

JULIAN
Brand, could you stop?

BRAND
It’ll just take me a sec to find 
something.  I know I saw that 
pirate thing somewhere over here--

Julian grabs Brand’s arm

JULIAN
Goddamn it, Brand, will you listen?

Brand stops, sitting back to look at Julian.
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BRAND
Don’t grab me like that.

JULIAN
I’m sorry.  I--I really need to 
talk to you.

BRAND
Fine.

Brand lights a cigarette.

BRAND (CONT'D)
Talk.

JULIAN
I brought your shirt back.

BRAND
I was worried.

JULIAN
You don’t make things easy.

BRAND
I’m all out of easy today.  Try me 
tomorrow.

Julian turns toward the window, the darkness outside 
reflecting the room.

JULIAN
I was almost fired last week.

Brand’s posture softens slightly.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I probably deserved it.  I forgot 
who I was.  I can’t see you 
anymore.

Brand stiffens.

Julian turns back to face him.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I have so enjoyed being with you.  
You . . . you’re like no one else.  
But . . .

BRAND
Yes?
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JULIAN
I don’t see this--us--going
anywhere.

BRAND
That’s your choice.

JULIAN
I don’t see you going anywhere.  
And I can’t be happy with where 
you’re at.

BRAND
Finished?

JULIAN
Brand--

BRAND
It’s not that I don’t find this 
interesting.  But I’ve got plans.

JULIAN
I thought we should talk.

BRAND
Yeah, I got that.  You want to talk 
about what you’ve decided.  I 
understand.  But that you don’t get 
to decide.  You’ve lost the 
privilege to decide anything that 
concerns me.  So, if you don’t 
mind, I’ve got plans.

JULIAN
I’m sorry.

Julian turns toward the door.

BRAND
The best place to get a cab is two 
blocks over.

JULIAN
Goodbye.

Brand nods.

Julian closes the door behind him.

Brand stares at the door.  He takes a deep breath, tightly 
blinking a few times.
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Sydney quietly slips in from her room.

SYDNEY
Are you okay?

BRAND
Could you give me a second.

SYDNEY
I always thought he was an asshole.

BRAND
I really need you to shut up for a 
second, Sydney.

SYDNEY
You don’t have to take it out on 
me.  I’m here.

BRAND
I know.  You’re always here.  Just 
give me a minute, okay?

SYDNEY
Fine.

Sydney drops down on the futon, her lips pressed tightly 
together.

Brand takes several long drags from his cigarette.

BRAND
Why did I have to meet him?

SYDNEY
Couldn’t tell you.  It’s not like 
he ever knew about any new, fun 
places or anything.

BRAND
Yeah.

Brand drags from his cigarette.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK THIRTIETH FLOOR - DAY

David moves through the office to Millie’s desk, smiling at 
her.  He taps on Julian’s door.
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INT. JULIAN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Julian is on the phone.  The window shades behind him are 
closed.

JULIAN
(on the phone)

No, that’s not too soon at all.  It 
gives me plenty of time.

David opens the door.

Julian covers the mouthpiece.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
(to David)

Have to skip lunch.  Sorry.
(on the phone)

We can do it later that day.
(to David)

Close the door on your way out.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK THIRTIETH FLOOR - CONTINUOUS

David pulls the door closed.  He smiles at Millie before 
turning back down the hallway.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - DAY

Brand sits wrapped in a sheet smoking a cigarette.  He stares 
out the window at the Manhattan skyline, barely visible in 
the clouds.

Sydney enters.

SYDNEY
You’re not dressed.

BRAND
I called Maeve.  I’m bailing today.

SYDNEY
I don’t care, but what about the 
light bill.

BRAND
I can steal it from my get out of 
town money.
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SYDNEY
Yeah.  But didn’t you do that last 
week for the rent?

BRAND
Sydney, don’t I always take care of 
everything?  I really just need to 
be alone for a bit.

SYDNEY
You’re not doing anything for 
yourself hanging around here.  I 
mean, it’s not like he’s suddenly 
going to call.  He’s an asshole.  
Forget him.

Brand doesn’t respond.

Sydney sighs in exasperation, as she grabs her keys and 
purse.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
You’ve got to move on.

Sydney exits.

Brand drags from his cigarette.

INT. JULIAN’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Julian works at his desk.  A knock comes from the door.

JULIAN
Yeah.

Millie opens the door.

MILLIE
Mr. Rosen.

JULIAN
Yeah.

MILLIE
I’m sorry to bother you, but will 
you need me anymore tonight?

Julian looks up.

JULIAN
What?
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MILLIE
It’s getting rather late, and my 
daughter’s in town.  I wanted to 
have dinner with her once this week 
before she leaves.

JULIAN
That’s fine.

Julian returns his attention to the work on his desk.

MILLIE
It’s just we have been here late 
every night recently--

Julian looks up.

JULIAN
I said it’s fine.

MILLIE
Yes, Mr. Rosen.

Julian returns to his work.

MILLIE (CONT'D)
Good night, Mr. Rosen.

JULIAN
Mmm hmm.

Millie quietly closes the door.

EXT. GREENWICH VILLAGE BROWNSTONE - DAY

The street is quiet, and very shaded.

Brand walks down the street to one of the brownstones and 
knocks on the door.

INT. MARKUS’S BROWNSTONE - CONTINUOUS

The livingroom is very well furnished with several antique 
pieces.

Markus enters, pulling a satin robe around himself, moving to 
the door to open it, revealing Brand.

MARKUS
Well.  Good morning.
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Markus moves for Brand to move past him.  Brand enters.  
Markus closes the door behind him.

MARKUS (CONT'D)
Nice surprise.  I’m sort of busy.  
But he may be up for a threesome.

BRAND
Thanks for that visual.

MARKUS
So.  Why are you here?

Brand pulls out an envelope.

BRAND
Two hundred.

MARKUS
That’s quite a bit.  You could do 
some damage with that much.

BRAND
I can wait for you to count it.

Markus takes the envelope.

MARKUS
I trust you.  Come into the 
kitchen.

Markus places his hand on the small of Brand’s back, moving 
him to the hallway.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK THIRTIETH FLOOR - DAY

The elevator opens.  GIL FITZPATRICK, 70, tall and very broad 
shouldered, emerges from the elevator.  People immediately 
stop what they are doing as he walks past to acknowledge him.  
He smiles pleasantly as he moves down the hall.

INT. DAVID’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

David’s office is smaller than Julian’s, but very neat.  He 
is talking on the phone, tossing a stress ball into the air.

DAVID
(on the phone)

It sounds great.  I’ll meet you at 
your place . . . No, he’s still--
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David stops in mid-sentence as Gil walks past his office.

DAVID (CONT'D)
(on the phone)

What? . . . No, wait, Sara, I’ll 
call you back.

David hangs up the phone, moving to the door.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK THIRTIETH FLOOR - CONTINUOUS

Millie is glancing over a newspaper, the lead story 
concerning a body found in Greenwich Village.

Gil Fitzpatrick walks up to Millie’s desk as she takes a sip 
of coffee, almost choking.

MILLIE
Mr. Fitzpatrick, sir.

Gil continues walking toward Julian’s door.

GIL
Good morning.

INT. JULIAN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Julian’s attention is to the work on his desk.  He looks up 
at the sound of the door opening.

JULIAN
Yes--

Julian quickly stands.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Mr. Fitzpatrick, sir.

GIL
Please, sit.

Gil sits in a chair in front of Julian’s desk.  Julian sits.

JULIAN
Forgive me, sir, but did we have a 
meeting scheduled?

Gil laughs.
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GIL
No.  John Norton called.  He was 
very happy with the way you handled 
that personal matter for him.

JULIAN
It was easily taken care of.

GIL
In any event, he appreciated your 
discretion.  He’ll be moving his 
company’s business over next month.  
Good job, Julian.

JULIAN
Thank you.

GIL
The board will be discussing you at 
our next meeting.  You’ve always 
been a notable associate, Julian.  
Following that messy 
misunderstanding a few weeks ago, 
you’ve been even more impressive.  
I expect you’ll be joining us 
upstairs very shortly.

Gil rises, offering his hand to Julian.  Julian takes it.

GIL (CONT'D)
Very impressive, indeed.

Gil turns to leave.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK THIRTIETH FLOOR - CONTINUOUS

Gil emerges from Julian’s office, brushing past David.

DAVID
Good morning, Sir.

GIL
David.

Gil continues past him toward the elevator.  Julian stands 
framed by the doorway.

DAVID
So?  I didn’t hear shouting.
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INT. JULIAN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Julian turns from the doorway, walking toward his windows.

JULIAN
Apparently I’ve made up for 
everything.

David follows Julian into his office, sitting on the corner 
of the desk.

DAVID
That’s good, right?

JULIAN
Great.  I’m going to be moving up 
stairs soon.

David leaps up, moving to Julian.

DAVID
That’s fantastic.  You’ve made it.  
What more could you ask for?

Julian stares at the window.  The day is gray, obscuring any 
view.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - DAY

The day is gray with rain.  The street is deserted of 
traffic.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

The apartment is dark, lit only by the dim light from 
outside.  Sydney sits on the futon, now devoid of bed linens, 
staring at the rain falling on the window.  She has been 
crying.

INT. JULIAN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Rain taps on the window behind the closed blinds.

Julian lies on his bed in the dark, his hands behind his 
head.

Julian rises, moving to the window.  He opens the blinds, 
staring out into the rain.
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EXT. CURIOUS HABITS - NIGHT

Maeve’s apartment pulses with lights, music echoing into the 
street.

Sydney turns down the sidewalk.  She is without makeup, and 
looks as if she has not slept.  She walks to the front door 
of the house.

INT. MAEVE’S HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Arthur is standing in front of the hallway mirror, removing 
long, plastic, green eyelashes, and replacing them with long, 
plastic, orange eyelashes.  Beside him, Wells rubs his 
necklace made from Barbie doll heads and sucks a ring pop.

Sydney enters.

ARTHUR
Sydney.

Wells extends his fist toward Sydney, offering her the ring 
pop.

WELLS
Want a lick?

Sydney pushes past them, walking into the livingroom.

INT. MAEVE’S LIVINGROOM - CONTINUOUS

Sydney strides over to Markus.

SYDNEY
Where is he?

Markus turns toward her.

MARKUS
Such a pleasant way to great 
people, but you should really try 
hello.  And under eye concealer.

Markus turns back to his conversation.

Sydney raises her voice, demanding again.

SYDNEY
Where is he?
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MARKUS
You are really beginning to bother 
me.

Paris enters from the hall.

SYDNEY
I know he came to you.  And he’s 
gone.  Where is he?

MARKUS
Arrested?  Dead?  How the hell 
would I know?  He bought supplies.  
He left.  Now go the fuck away!

Paris grabs Sydney by the shoulders.

Sydney jerks away.

SYDNEY
Don’t touch me.

Sydney rushes out of the house.

Markus laughs, shaking his head.

EXT. CURIOUS HABITS - CONTINUOUS

Sydney runs into the street.  Paris follows.

PARIS
Sydney?  Sydney?

Sydney stops, falls to the ground and begins to cry.  Paris 
rushes over.

PARIS (CONT'D)
Sydney, baby.  What’s wrong?

SYDNEY
I don’t know what to do.  I can’t 
find him.  I don’t know where he 
is.

Paris tries to help Sydney up.  Sydney scoots backward.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
Don’t touch me!  They touch you.  
And they grab you.  And you can’t 
get away.

Maeve emerges from the house, rushing over to them.
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PARIS
Sydney, honey, we need to get out 
of the street.

SYDNEY
But he promised we’d watch each 
other’s backs.  You’ve got to have 
somebody to watch your back.  So 
you can sleep.  Or they get you.

MAEVE
What’s wrong?

PARIS
I don’t know.

SYDNEY
And once they get you, you can’t 
get away if no one comes.  No one 
ever comes.

MAEVE
Sydney, you’ve got to get out of 
the street.  We’ll walk you back to 
your apartment.

Sydney scoots back.

MAEVE (CONT'D)
I’m not going to touch you.  Will 
you walk back with me?

Sydney looks at Maeve.  Sydney stands.

MAEVE (CONT'D)
Good.  Let’s get you home.

Sydney starts walking down the sidewalk.  Maeve looks at 
Paris and shakes her head, following Sydney.

EXT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK - DAY

The street is wet.  Moving past the building are business 
people carrying closed umbrellas and dressed in raincoats.

INT. JULIAN’S OFFICE - DAY

The blinds are open.  Julian has his chair turned away from 
his desk, staring out into the gray clouds moving past.

Millie knocks at the door as she opens it.
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MILLIE
Mr. Rosen?

Julian turns to the door.

JULIAN
Yes.  And Julian, please.

MILLIE
Edward Westland and his associates 
are waiting in the conference room.

JULIAN
Thank you, Millie.

Julian begins gathering papers from his desk.  Millie closes 
the door.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK CONFERENCE ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Julian and David approach the conference room.  Seated around 
the table are several BUSINESS MEN not previously seen.

David enters moving to shake hands.

DAVID
Thank you so much for coming in 
today.

BUSINESS MAN 1
Not at all.  We are looking forward 
to what you have to say, Julian.

Business Man 1 extends his hand toward Julian.

JULIAN
I actually am stopping in for just 
a moment.

David stops shaking hands, turning toward Julian.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
David Gilden did most of the work 
on this.  I wanted to say hello and 
let you know that I am leaving you 
in his very capable hands.  Again, 
thank you for coming in.

Julian turns and exits.

DAVID
One moment.
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David goes after Julian.

INT. MILLER & FITZPATRICK THIRTIETH FLOOR - CONTINUOUS

David grabs Julian’s arm.

DAVID
What’s going on?

David looks back over his shoulder, smiling and nodding to 
those waiting in the conference room.

JULIAN
I’m giving you the meeting.

DAVID
What?

JULIAN
You can handle it.  I--I’m taking 
the rest of the day off.

Julian nods toward the conference room.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
They’re waiting.

David turns back toward the conference room.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Good luck, David.

Julian turns back toward his office.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK DUCK POND - AFTERNOON

Julian walks past the duck pond in the gray misty rain.

EXT. EAST VILLAGE - NIGHT

Julian walks down the street.  He pauses at Astor Place, 
watching some of the club patrons from earlier scenes.  They 
do not pay any attention to him.

Julian crosses the street, stopping at the corner to glance 
back.
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INT. LE BOY NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

The Bartender and Waitress are serving several Patrons.

As Julian enters the club, the M.C. is exiting the stage.  
Julian moves to his table as a drag queen moves to the 
microphone.  She begins to sing as the waitress approaches 
Julian’s table.  He pauses a moment, shakes his head, stands 
and leaves the club.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG BRIDGE - NIGHT

Julian looks over toward the Manhattan skyline.  A light mist 
falls, causing the reflection of the building to swirl.

INT. DAVID’S BEDROOM - MORNING

Sunlight peeks through the blinds, though the room remains 
mostly gray.

Julian eases open the door.  He moves to the side of the bed, 
squatting beside David.

JULIAN
(whispering)

David.  David.

David blinks awake.

DAVID
Jules.  What-what’s wrong?

JULIAN
Nothing.  I would have rung the 
bell, but . . .

Julian nods in Sara’s direction.

DAVID
It’s fine.

JULIAN
I heard about the Westland signing.  
Congratulations.

DAVID 
You couldn’t do that later?

JULIAN
I’m going out to Brooklyn.
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DAVID
You can’t keep going out there.  
You’re going to get fired, Julian.

JULIAN
I know.

DAVID
Maybe they moved.

JULIAN
The car’s still there.

DAVID
No one ever answers the door.

JULIAN
I’m going to wait.  Got to come out 
sometime.

DAVID
You’re can’t camp on someone’s 
doorstep.

JULIAN
Why not?

DAVID
Because--because it’s crazy.

JULIAN
Then I’m crazy.

DAVID
Julian, you’re completely fucking 
up your life.

JULIAN
David, I didn’t come for advice.  I 
don’t expect you to understand.  I 
was happy.  I mean, really happy.  
I don’t want to settle for less 
anymore.  I won’t.

DAVID
Jules--

JULIAN
I’ll give you a call.

Julian stands.  David starts to sit up; Sara stirs.
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JULIAN (CONT'D)
You’re going to wake her up.

DAVID
Julian.

Julian exits.

David watches the door close.  He looks over at Sara, falls 
back onto his pillow, staring at the ceiling.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - DAY

A cab pulls up behind Sydney’s VW BUG.  The trunk of the car 
is open.  Several large black garbage bags are visible 
inside.

Julian exits the cab, leaning back in the window to pay the 
driver.  He glances at the bags in the trunk as he turns 
toward the apartment building.

Julian walks down the sidewalk to Brand’s apartment, finding 
the door ajar.  He knocks.  No one answers.

Julian pushes the door open.

INT. BRAND AND SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

The apartment is neater.  The clothes are missing from the 
floor, though the furniture is still present.

Julian enters, glances around the room.

JULIAN
Hello?  Brand?

Sydney enters from her room, carrying a large plastic garbage 
bag, clothes protruding from the top.  She tosses Julian a 
look of disgust, and walks past him.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - CONTINUOUS

Sydney exits the apartment.

SYDNEY
Fuck off.

Sydney continues toward her car.  Julian follows.
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JULIAN
I’ve been coming by for days.  I’ve 
been calling.  Leaving messages.

Sydney stops, looks at Julian.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Assuming he’s getting them.

Sydney continues to her car, putting the bag in the trunk 
with the others.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I need to talk to Brand, Sydney.

SYDNEY
I don’t want to talk to you.  How’s 
that?

Sydney slams the trunk.  She walks back to the apartment.

Julian follows her.

Sydney reaches the apartment, pulling the door closed.  She 
locks it, and lays the key under the mat.

JULIAN
Sydney.  Sydney, will you listen to 
me?

SYDNEY
No, I won’t.  I don’t need to hear 
anything you have to say after what 
you did to me.

JULIAN
I’ve never done anything to you.

SYDNEY
Just fucked up my life.  Everything 
was great here.  We were fine.  
Then you have to come along.  Screw 
everything up just to get your 
rocks off.  You don’t give a shit 
about anybody.

Sydney walks past him.

JULIAN
You don’t know anything about me.

Sydney turns back to face Julian.
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SYDNEY
Oh, I know you.  I’ve watched 
people like you my whole life.  
Coming around, looking to get a 
piece of ass.  Do you think anybody 
cares her kid’s hungry, hiding in 
the closet?  She sure as hell 
doesn’t.  All she wants is enough 
to get a fix to make the voices in 
her head shut up.

JULIAN
I . . . I didn’t--

SYDNEY
No.  You don’t get to do that.  
Everybody’s so sorry.  So fucking 
sorry they lock her up.  And what 
about me?  Shoved off.  Forgotten.  
Until the rats and the roaches 
finally get to be too much.  Then 
you find out the rats and roaches 
are outside, but walking on two 
legs and look like everybody else.  
Brand and me kept each other safe.  
And here.  We take care of each 
other.

JULIAN
You mean, he takes care of you.

SYDNEY
You don’t know.  I’m not ending up 
like her.  When--If I start to 
fade, he’s there.  Brand’s not 
going to let anybody get me.  Lock 
me up.  He’s always there for me, 
ever since we’ve been together.  
Until you had to fuck it all up.  
And who was there when you pissed 
all over him?  Huh?  Me.  Me. I 
was there when you fucked him over, 
just like I knew you would.

JULIAN
You must have done a very good job.  
Since he’s here.

Sydney stammers for a moment, then smiles slightly.

SYDNEY
He called me.  He wants me.
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Sydney pauses, savoring the moment.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
Just eats you up, doesn’t it?

JULIAN
No, Sydney, it doesn’t.  I’ve never 
thought we were in a contest.  I 
find it very sad that you do.

Anger fires back into Sydney’s eyes.

SYDNEY
Why couldn’t you have shown up in 
ten minutes?  I’d be on my way to 
New Mexico and wouldn’t have to be 
having this stupid conversation 
with you.  He doesn’t need you.    
Hanging onto him--

JULIAN
He’s got you for that.

Sydney starts to respond, then pauses, staring at Julian.  
She turns, entering the car, slamming the door.  She throws 
the car into drive, and peels off down the street.

INT. SYDNEY’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Sydney watches Julian in her rear-view mirror as she drives 
off.

EXT. WILLIAMSBURG - CONTINUOUS

Julian stands in the street, watching the car drive away.  He 
thinks for a moment, then pulls out his cellphone and dials a 
number.

JULIAN
(on the phone)

Hello, it’s Julian Rosen . . . I’ve 
been out of the office a few days.  
I need you to find someone for me . 
. . New Mexico.  Probably 
Albuquerque . . .

Julian smiles.  He turns away from the apartment building, 
heading two blocks over for a cab.
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INT. DAVID’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

The room is dark, lit only by the streetlights outside.

The phone rings.  David reaches over, turning on the table 
lamp.  He answers the phone.  He looks shocked, seeming to 
argue with the person on the phone.

Sara sits up beside David, pressing herself against him.  She 
drapes her arm across his shoulder, her hand laden with a 
large engagement ring resting between David’s pierced 
nipples.

David looks down at Sara’s hand, then turns to looks out the 
window at the dark sky.

EXT. ALBUQUERQUE APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

A row of apartments on the outskirts of Albuquerque.  The sun 
sits low in the sky behind the buildings.  Off in the 
distance, the vague shape of a mountain can be seen.

A taxi approaches, stopping in front of the building.  Julian 
exits the cab.  He looks at the various cars in the parking 
lot, then checks his PDA.  He shrugs, then turns back to pay 
the driver and pulls out a suitcase.

Brand emerges from within the apartment, his appearance now 
more subdued.  He moves his arm over his eyes, blocking the 
sun.

Julian picks up the suitcase, turning as the cab pulls away.  
His eyes meet Brand’s.

Brand moves toward Julian.

BRAND
How--how did you--

JULIAN
Sydney sort of let it slip.

BRAND
Sydney?

JULIAN
Well, just the general direction.  
I work in a law firm.  You don’t 
think we have investigators?

Julian offers a smile.  Brand remains flat.
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JULIAN (CONT'D)
That was supposed to be funny.

BRAND
I know.

JULIAN
I wasn’t sure I had gotten the 
right address.  I was looking for 
the car--

BRAND
She’s not here.  She was, but she 
decided to continue on.  Back to 
LA.  She’s from there.

JULIAN
I know.  You told me when--

BRAND
You were a real bastard.

JULIAN
I know.

BRAND
That’s it?  “I know?”

Julian reaches out for Brand.

JULIAN
I know that I love you.  And I know 
that if you’ll let me, I promise 
I’ll make that up to you.

BRAND
It might take a while.  Don’t you 
have a job?

JULIAN
I’ve blown it off for a day.  Or 
two.

BRAND
Really?  So what are you going to 
do?

JULIAN
Everything.  But first--

Brand pulls Julian to him, kissing him.
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BRAND
You talk too much.

Brand and Julian remain intertwined, their eyes locked.

FADE OUT.
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