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FADE IN: 

EXT. BOSTON - NIGHT

The Boston skyline reflects off the Charles River. Followed 
by a series of shots showcasing all the recognizable Boston 
landmarks; Fenway Park, The Prudential Building, Faneuil 
Hall, the Capitol Building, etc.  

A conversation begins as we continue the cinematic tour of 
Boston at night. 

TATE, 27, tall, handsome, with a buzzed head and dressed in a 
freshly pressed shirt waits outside a packed art gallery as 
the light and clamoring sounds from inside spill onto the 
sidewalk. He is staring down at his phone when, AMORY, 27, 
walks up. He is as tall as Tate but with in more relaxed 
attire.

TATE (O.S.)
Tonight is going to be one for the 
ages, my friend. 

AMORY (O.S.)
I can’t wait to be overwhelmed by 
an exorbitant amount of oxford 
button downs  

You will have fun, I promise. Just 
ahead of you, behind these doors is 
a menagerie of mediocre art, 
highfalutin’ Boston aristocracy and 
beautiful, available women, both 
young and old. Ready to intake your 
charms and hopefully your penis. 
Shall we proceed?

AMORY (CONT’D)
Give me a moment here. Before we 
get overwhelmed by oxford button 
downs, salmon pants and critter 
belts, I need to compose myself.

TATE
Woah! What’s wrong with critter 
belts? 

Tate lifts his shirt to reveal a blue cloth belt around his 
waist, emblazoned with WHITE WHALES. 



AMORY
You’re not serious with that.  

TATE
It’s got white whales on it, bro. 
The chicks will love it. They’re 
like Ahab. Let them try and catch 
my white whale.

AMORY
Dear God. Why am I friends with 
you? 

TATE
Because I’m the man. And you’re the 
man. Together, we’re fucking men. 
Men women want to fuck. Now I’m 
going to need you to put a smile on 
that handsome face of yours so we 
can get things started. There is an 
open bar in there that we need to 
drink dry. Becca is in there, 
surrounded by Massholes and she 
needs our support. You  know how 
she can get around these people 
without us to reign her in and keep 
her grounded. Did I mention it's an 
open bar? Open. Bar. 

AMORY
You did. And those are two of my 
favorite words. 

TATE
I know. So we’re gonna get good and 
drunk and then we’re gonna get you 
good and laid.  

AMORY
Right. My penis. Very important. 

TATE
Yes. You’re penis is very 
important. It’s important to me. Is 
little Amory important to you? 

(talking directly to 
Amory’s crotch)

Hello? Hello down there? Have you 
been feeling neglected my little 
friend? I know Amory doesn’t like 
to use moisturizer, you must be 
agonizingly raw. It’s time to wake 
up and come out and play. 
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Two PRETTY GIRLS walk past, giving Amory and Tate sideways 
glances. 

TATE (CONT’D)
(with a big smile)

Hello ladies. 

The GIRLS enter the gallery, giggling. 

TATE (CONT’D)
(back to Amory’s crotch)

See, they liked you. Don’t you want 
to say hello?

AMORY
(pushing Tate away)

All right, get away from my dick. 

Tate grabs the door handle and give Amory one last look. 

TATE
This is about you, bro. Not me. But 
I’d also like to get laid tonight. 
So let’s keep that in mind. 

AMORY
Got it.

TATE
You look great by the way. Like the 
fucking champion you are. 

AMORY
Thanks.

TATE
(musically)

“Y’all ready for this?”

He swings the door open. 

INT: ART GALLERY - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 

The inside of the gallery is a spectacle of Boston's upper 
crust art scene. Old money yuppies mingling with young 
business professionals as bright eyed college students leech 
on to anyone around who will listen to their opinions. It’s a 
world of people taking themselves too seriously, peppered 
with a few young and interesting faces. Nothing is too avant 
guard here. Sterile art hangs on the white walls as the 
throng of people mutter to each other. 
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Amory and Tate stare wide-eyed at the crowd around them. This 
is going to be a tough mountain to climb for these two. 

AMORY
I need a drink.

TATE
Good idea. Grab me one. I'm gonna 
mingle. 

With that, Tate disappears into the ether of the crowd. 

AT THE BAR: Amory patiently waits for an opportunity to 
squeeze his way in to get the bartenders attention. It's  
packed with people searching for service but mostly chatting, 
taking up valuable bar space. As he struggles to make his way 
through, he overhears the conversation of two young women. 

WOMAN 1
He's waiting to hear back from 
Harvard Business, but he got into 
the UMass grad program. 

WOMAN 2
Ummm... UMass isn't a Ivy League. 

WOMAN 1
I know. I really hope he get's into 
Harvard. Otherwise I don’t know 
what I’ll do.

WOMAN 2
Dump him. Obviously. 

It's then that the BARTENDER, (20’s) comes over. Her shirt is 
freckled with stains from wine and cocktails. She is very 
pretty, with hair that is winning a battle against the 
elastic used to keep it in a bun. She sees Amory and gives a 
friendly and professional smile. 

BARTENDER
Hi. What can I getcha’? 

AMORY
Two whiskeys on the rocks, please. 

The two Woman look over to Amory. He smiles. They leave. 

The Bartender returns with the drinks, then moves on to the 
next guest. Amory leaves a twenty and tip-toes out from the 
bar herd. 
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INT. GALLERY - EXHIBIT HALL ONE - CONTINUOUS 

A group of twenty-somethings are formed in a semicircle, 
around a sculpture of felt balloons tethered to a gravestone. 

HOOP EARRINGS
It’s so morose. 

BLUE EYE SHADOW
Playful, yet morbid. 

HIPSTER GUY
It reminds me of Bertolli. 

BLUE EYE SHADOW
Who’s that?

HIPSTER GUY
Doesn’t matter.

GIRL IN FEDORA
It’s sentimental in a dark way.  

GOTH GIRL
I love it. 

TATE
Me too. 

The group looks at Tate apprehensively. Where did he come 
from? 

TATE (CONT’D)
It brings out the fun in death. 

They look at each other and disperse. The Goth Girl gives 
tate a lingering look. He winks at her before she scurries 
off. 

Amory arrives and hands Tate his whiskey. 

AMORY
What was that about?

TATE
A difference of opinion. What do 
you think?

Amory takes a moment to look over the work. 

AMORY
Cool. Fun.  
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TATE
That’s what I said! These fucking 
people. 

They begin to walk around the gallery. While Amory is taking 
in all the work on the walls, Tate is fixated on the populous 
around him. Eying every woman who walks by, smiling and 
nodding to each one that catches eyes with him. 

Amory stops suddenly when a piece of art grabs him. Tate 
walks on. A small 20x20 illustration of a seedy bar room 
scene peopled with familiar children’s cartoon characters, 
drunkenly lusting over a pole dancer. Amory is lost in the 
piece when- 

WOMAN’S VOICE
It’s pornographic garbage. 

Amory turns to see who broke his concentration. She is tall, 
slender and beautiful with a metallic-red mohawk falling to 
the side of her expertly made-up face. REBECCA, (30) looks 
better than everyone else at the party. 

AMORY
Becca! Wow! You look great. 

Amory gives her a big hug. 

BECCA
Thanks. Enjoying yourself?

AMORY
Yes. Loving it. Thanks for the 
invite. 

BECCA
Anytime. I’d rather have you here 
than all these philistines.

AMORY
Philistines? Are you serious? 

BECCA
Yes. I’m a very serious person. 

They laugh at that. 

BECCA (CONT’D)
So what do you think of the work?

AMORY
I don’t know... this one isn’t bad.
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BECCA
That one? Really? 

AMORY
Yes. Why? Should I not?

BECCA
I knew you’d like this one, you 
pervert. I picked it out. Slipped 
it in without Sheena knowing. 

They look at each other, observing the sexual innuendo.   

BECCA (CONT’D)
She has abhorrent taste.

They look over to SHEENA, 56, an overly done-up socialite, 
drinking white wine with ice cubes, is mingling with a man in 
a bow tie and a woman with horn rim glasses and an ascot. 
They are laughing about something exceedingly funny. 

BECCA (CONT’D)
When she saw it though, she praised 
herself for her “diverse eye.” 
She’s a fucking cunt. 

AMORY
Woah. 

BECCA
Sorry. Stressful day. 

A waiter walks by with a tray of champagne flutes. Becca 
immediately grabs two. Amory thinks one if for him but Becca 
takes one down in a single gulp and hangs on to the second. 

BECCA (CONT’D)
And I’ve had one too many of these. 
So how are things? I’m a shit 
friend, I know. I feel like I 
haven’t seen you in forever. 

AMORY
You’ve been busy. Rubbing elbows 
with the upper echelon is hard 
work. I understand. 

BECCA
Ugh. It blows. But now that this 
piece of shit show is up and 
running, I’ll have more time to 
hang, I swear. Oh! How’s Maggie? 

7.



Amory flinches at the sound of the name Maggie. He downs his 
whiskey.

AMORY
We broke up. 

BECCA
Oh shit. I’m so sorry. 

(she hugs him. Awkwardly)
When? 

AMORY
A few weeks ago.

BECCA
Fuuuuuuuuck. What happened? Or do 
you not want to talk about it? Or 
do you? Sorry... I don’t know the 
proper way to ask about these 
things. 

AMORY
You’re fine. It’s fine. I’m fine. 

BECCA
Are you?

AMORY
Sure. I sometimes think I make life 
out to be worse than it actually 
is. 

BECCA
I never liked her anyway. She had 
shitty hair. 

AMORY
Let’s talk about something else. 

BECCA
Yes. Let’s. Have you seen Tate? 
Where is he?

AMORY
Mingling. 

BECCA
Shit. He better not embarrass me. 
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AMORY
The only person he will embarrass 
is himself. But we better find him 
just in case. 

CUT TO:

Tate - A small crowd of people surround him, listening 
intently. 

TATE
I think they’re cool. I love the 
use of bright colors. I feel like 
I’m watching an Italian film but 
not reading the subtitles. Some 
have a staccato energy. Most don’t 
ask too much of me. In a way I 
think they make me feel like I’m at 
a party. 

ANGELA, the woman we saw earlier in the horn-rimmed glasses 
and ascot lifts a finger, as if to pose a question. 

ANGELA
But you are at a party, dear. 

TATE
True. But if I wasn’t I feel like 
the art would still illicit the 
sense of fun that a party of this 
caliber does. 

Becca and Amory squeeze there way into Tate’s audience. 

BECCA
Fun. That’s all you feel? 

TATE
(overly philosophical)

Is fun a feeling? Or a state of 
being? 

Tate looks for affirmation, no one is with him. 

Amory notices a man near him is wearing salmon colored 
slacks. He looks to Tate and tries to inconspicuously point 
them out.

AMORY
(mouthing the words)

Salmon pants.
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TATE
(to Becca)

Do you not find this art fun?

BECCA
Parts of it, yes. But describing it 
solely as fun seems to diminish it, 
don’t you think? Isn’t it supposed 
to be more than fun? Isn’t the 
purpose of art to move you or make 
you think or give you something 
new, change your perspective? 
Shouldn’t it be more than just... 
fun? 

Everyone looks to Tate for a rebuttal. He has nothing. 

SALMON PANTS
(to Amory)

What do you think of the 
presentation as a whole? 

Amory is taken off guard. He was too busy trying to get Tate 
to notice the Salmon pants. 

AMORY
Me? Uhh... You don’t want to know 
what I think. 

ANGELA
I do. You seem very interested in 
his pants, but I’d like to know 
what you think of the work.  

Salmon Pants is confused. Is there something wrong with his 
pants?

AMORY
(pondering a moment)

Oh... Well... I’m finding it hard 
to judge everything too harshly, 
but I think some of it’s not very 
original. It’s too heavily 
influenced by Sheppard Fiery. The 
graffiti prints evoke a nostalgic 
feel I guess... but for a time that 
I don’t remember. I feel like an 
art critic would call it 
‘uninspired.’ I know I haven’t but 
I feel like most of what I’m seeing 
in here I’ve seen before. So I’m 
tempted to dismiss it before 
experiencing it. 

(MORE)
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I think there is something so 
depressing about art work that 
can't draw you in. Something you 
forget the moment you look away. I 
mean... a person put there time and 
effort into that piece. Pouring 
emotions and feelings into it. Or 
so I’d like to believe. To dismiss 
it seems rude.

(hitting a stride)
But is it more rude to make me look 
when there is nothing to see? I 
don’t know... In the end, is both 
our time wasted? 

There is a silence that follows Amory’s assessment. Some seem 
impressed, others just stare, looking mortified. 

AMORY (CONT’D)
(trying to ease the 
tension)

But what the fuck do I know? I’m 
just a nobody.

Angela gives Amory one last glance and takes her leave of the 
conversation. She is followed by a few intellectual leeches.

AMORY (CONT’D)
(to Becca)

Was it something I said?

BECCA
That was fucking brilliant. 

Becca kisses him on the cheek. Leaving a purple lipstick 
mark. 

BECCA (CONT’D)
Do you know who that was?

Amory has no idea. 

BECCA (CONT’D)
Angela Kerry. She owns the gallery. 

TATE
And you thought I was going to 
embarrass myself. 

BECCA
There is a difference between 
leaving an impression and being an 
embarrassment. 

AMORY (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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Like my hair, it’s impressive. Your 
belt is embarrassing. 

TATE
What’s wrong with my belt?

Amory slips away, not wanting to get in the middle of the 
two. Snaking through the crowd, he finds a back exit door and 
makes his escape. 

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT 

Entering the alley, Amory is finally alone. Surrounded by 
dumpsters in the dimly lit alley, he reaches into his vest 
pocket and pulls out a perfectly rolled joint. He lights it, 
takes a long drag, enjoying his solitude. 

Suddenly the door opens and the light and sounds of the 
gallery spill out into the alley along with the Bartender, 
INEZ. She puts a cigarette in her mouth as she notices Amory. 

INEZ
Looks like we had the same idea. 

(she lights it)
Though yours seems a step up from 
mine. 

Amory offers her the joint. She takes it.

INEZ (CONT’D)
Thanks. 

(she takes a hit)
I’m Inez.

She passes back the joint and puts out her hand. 

AMORY
Amory. 

They shake. 

INEZ
Amory? How about that. I don’t 
think I’ve ever met an Amory 
before. Cool. So what’s your story, 
Amory?  

AMORY
A boring one to be sure. 

BECCA (CONT'D)
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INEZ
I doubt it. A cool guy smoking weed 
by a dumpster, what’s boring about 
that? 

AMORY
When you put it like that... 

INEZ
It’s all about perspective. 

They take turns smoking. Passing the joint between them. They 
sit in silence for a moment, checking each other out. Amory 
notices how pretty she is, even with food and alcohol stains 
on her attire. He straightens himself out, ready to present 
the best version of himself. 

AMORY
So... do you like your job?

INEZ
Sometimes. Catering usually sucks. 
But I like it when I work big 
parties at big houses. The bigger 
the better. That way it’s harder 
for people to notice when something 
goes missing. 

AMORY
So you’re a thief? 

INEZ
Oh, I wouldn’t use that 
terminology. I like to think of 
myself as more of a liberator. 
Freeing the oligarchs of their 
material prisons. One paperweight 
at a time. So, Amory- oh I like 
saying that. Amory. What do you 
think about the people in there, 
Amory?

AMORY
They’re fine. Hilarious really. In 
a way I think I love them. Watching 
them that is, the 1%. I especially 
like following the leeches at 
parties like this.

INEZ
Leeches?

13.



AMORY
You must have seen them. The 
squirrely looking ones who follow 
around the upper class, fetching 
their drinks, hoping to catch some 
scraps from the societal table. 

INEZ
Yes! I know them well. I call them 
‘nodders.’ 

She begins imitating, walking around with her chest puffed 
out, nodding up and down with a snooty face. 

INEZ (CONT’D)
“Mmmhmm.” “Yes, of course.” “Oh, I 
agree.” 

AMORY
Yes! That’s them. I like your 
little walk there. 

INEZ
(embarrassed)

Oh God. I don’t why I did that. 
Sorry. I sometimes get carried 
away. 

AMORY
No worries. It was cute. 

A small silence. Amory moves closer to Inez. 

AMORY (CONT’D)
So do yo-

The alley door SMACKS open, blinding Inez and Amory in the 
light and sound of the party. Inez quickly hides the joint 
behind her back, Amory does the same with a cigarette but 
doesn't know why. Tate pops his head out. 

TATE
Dude! We’re leaving. I’ve got two 
hot, horny  chicks who are ready to-

(he notices Inez)
Oh! Hello. 

INEZ
Howdy.

TATE
(extending his hand)

Tate. 
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INEZ
(shaking)

Inez. 

TATE
Pleasure. 

(to Amory)
I’ll be out front when you’re 
ready. 

(back to Inez)
Nice to meet you. 

INEZ
Likewise.

He leaves, as Amory stands in uncomfortable embarrassment. 

AMORY
Well... With that, I’ll take my 
leave.

INEZ
Of course. I get it. He needs help.

AMORY
You have no idea. It was very nice 
chatting with you, Inez. 

INEZ
You too, Amory. 

He makes to leave-

INEZ (CONT’D)
Wait. 

She licks her finger and wipes off the purple kiss on his 
cheek. Amory had no idea it was there. 

INEZ (CONT’D)
Can’t go picking up chick with 
another girls lipstick on your 
face. 

AMORY
Oh... It’s not.. My friend.. 
It’s... Thanks. 

INEZ
You’re welcome. Enjoy the hot, 
horny girls. 

She makes to hand him the joint. 
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AMORY
Keep it. 

(beat)
Try not to steal anything. 

EXT. BOSTON STREET - NIGHT

Tate and Amory tread up Beacon Hill with two girls, THALIA 
and URANIA, both 22. Thalia is pretty, tall, with an athletic 
build and hair cut in a style reminiscent of Faye Dunaway in 
Bonnie and Clyde. Urania, smoking a cigarette, is wrapped in 
Tate’s blazer. She is a head shorter than Thalia standing in 
saddle shoes. She has an aloof aura about her as her long 
black skirt trails in her wake. Tate and Urania are chatting, 
leading the way.  

AMORY
(forcing conversation)

So Thalia... How do you know 
Urania? 

THALIA
We had a class together. Women’s 
studies. And once she stole a 
boyfriend of mine. 

URANIA
He was not your boyfriend. You 
never even fucked him. 

THALIA
True. But I could have. I could 
have loved him, ya know. But 
because of you we’ll never know. 

URANIA
Whatever. Didn’t he try to finger 
you at a fund-raiser or something? 

THALIA
It was a lecture. 

URANIA
Right! About sexual dimorphism. 
What a creep. 

THALIA
I guess it turned him on.  

URANIA
He sucked. You should thank me for 
what I did. 
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THALIA
Really?

URANIA
Yes! He was... How do I say this? 

(beat)
Underendowed.

Tate whispers something in Urania’s ear. She pushes him away. 

THALIA
What about you two?

AMORY
Tate and me? 

THALIA
Yeah. How do you know each other?

AMORY
He fingered me at a lecture once.  

Urania lets out an enormous laugh.

AMORY (CONT’D)
(serious)

We grew up together. 

THALIA
Ahhh. So you’ve seen each others 
penises?

AMORY
(not missing a beat)

Oh yeah. Loads of times. We still 
get together once a week to play 
swords. 

THALIA
You’re funny. 

AMORY
Thanks. What do you study? 

THALIA
(flirting)

Anatomy.

Amory is a little thrown off. But likes it. 

TATE
No more small talk! We’re here.
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EXT. BEACON HILL PUB - NIGHT

A bouncer, PHIL is at the door, checking ids from people 
standing in a long line. Tate cuts in front of everyone.

TATE
Phil! What up, dude? 

PHIL
(annoyed)

How many?

TATE
Four. 

Phil waves them in.

TATE (CONT’D)
Thanks Phil. You’re the man! 

People in line are angered by this gross misconduct of proper 
line etiquette. 

INT. BEACON HILL PUB - FOYER - CONTINUOUS

The Beacon Hill Pub interior is of measurable size and pallid 
decor. The confines of a watering hole of this caliber 
afforded a strange privacy. Sparse in lighting but electric 
in an atmospheric mixing of uptown culture and downtown 
abandon. Blue collar men and white collar women mingling 
safely in dark corners.  

AMORY
Okay, first round is on me. What 
are we drinking?

TATE
Vodka Red Bull. 

THALIA
Belvedere and soda. 

URANIA
(thinking for a moment)

I’ll have a Harvey Wallbanger. 

AMORY
Seriously?

URANIA
If they have Galliano. If not, I’ll 
have a French 75. Thanks. 
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She gives an overly confident smile.

AT THE BAR - Amory pushes his way through the throng of 
people, finally finding an opening. The BARTENDER nods at 
Amory. 

AMORY
Can I get a Vodka Red Bull, a shot 
of whiskey, Jamison on the rocks, 
Belvedere and soda and a French 75. 

BARTENDER
What the fuck is that?

AMORY
Gin and Champagne.  

The Bartender rolls his eyes and begins making the drinks. 
When he puts them down on the bar, Amory immediately downs 
the shot of whiskey and pays. He leave a fifty for a tip.  

INT. BEACON HILL PUB - POOL TABLE - CONTINUOUS

Tate is racking the balls on the table while the girls look 
on. Amory arrives with drinks. 

AMORY
Beverages! 

Everyone takes their respective cocktail. 

AMORY (CONT’D)
(to Urania)

No Galliano. Sorry. 

URANIA
I suppose this will have to do. 

THALIA
(about to take her drink, 
but stops)

Did you roofie this?

AMORY
Yes. 

THALIA
(she grabs the drink)

Oh good. 
(she takes a big sip)

Mmmm. Tastes like subjugation. 
Let’s play! 
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INT. BEACON HILL PUB - JUKEBOX - LATER 

Amory, seemingly more intoxicated, flips through the album 
covers. Thalia comes over, bumping into him, spilling her 
drink. He grabs her, keeping his hand around her hips. 

AMORY
All hands on deck!

THALIA
Woah. Sorry. Whatcha doin’? 

AMORY
Setting the mood. Choosing an 
exciting jukebox playlist at a bar 
is a skill in which I pride myself. 

She gives him an “Are you serious?” Look. 

AMORY (CONT’D)
It's as much about setting a mood 
as it is invoking a response from 
fellow companions. The song 
selection should be an extension of 
one's personality, current 
disposition and taste. Now, it 
can't be solely made up of music 
you love but rather, music everyone 
should love. Or love to hate. 

She seems impressed with his logic. 

THALIA
Okay. I’m with you. 

AMORY
An opening song is most important. 
You must hook the audience from the 
start, gaining their trust and 
showing them you mean business. 
Some say you should judge the crowd 
and choose the songs from there. I 
disagree. I let the playlist stand 
for itself. To stand for me. I then 
judge the crowd based on the 
response. If they're judging the 
music, by extension they are 
judging me. So if you pick songs 
based on the crowd, you start on a 
footing that gives the audience all 
the power. Then you're bound to 
fail. I stick to my guns and never 
apologize for the choices I make. 
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THALIA
You’ve thought about this a lot, 
haven’t you?

AMORY
I take music seriously. Here we go. 

He hits the play button, a small moment of silence before 
Juicy by The Notorious B.I.G. begins blaring through the 
sound system. 

THALIA
Fuck yes! 

(she downs her drink)
I love this song. 

She kisses Amory on the lips, does an eloquent about-face and 
makes her way to the dance floor. Amory is left in a trance 
as he watches her dance with Urania. Tate shuffles over. 

TATE
If a jukebox were a flame, you’d be 
the moth. 

(he hands Amory a shot)
Drink this. Doctor’s orders. 

AMORY
(toasting)

Sláinte.

TATE
Sláinte.

They drink and stare at the girls dancing. Time seems to slow 
for Amory, he is transfixed on Thalia's hair as it whips 
around her, brushing her neck, flowing through the air. Her 
hips sway and her eyes catch his for fleeting moments. Every 
second stretches to an eternity as he watches the flowers on 
her skirt blossom as she twirls.

Tate puts a hand on Amory’s shoulder, snapping him back to 
life. 

TATE (CONT’D)
Dude... So... Can we get serious 
for a moment?

AMORY
Of course.

TATE
These chicks are fucking hot, 
right? 

21.



AMORY
Ha. Yes. Very. 

TATE
I like this Urania chick. I can’t 
wait to fuck her. She looks like a 
little boy. 

Amory has trouble holding down his drink. 

TATE (CONT’D)
I don’t know why but it’s a turn 
on. Like I might break her. 

AMORY
Be careful. 

TATE
Always bro. Always. But seriously. 
What’s the deal? I haven’t seen you 
since you and Maggie split. You 
okay?

AMORY
Yeah. I just needed some time 
alone.

TATE
Life sucks sometimes but we’re all 
in it together. If you’re gonna be 
stuck in hell, you might as well be 
stuck with friends. 

Amory nods in agreement. 

TATE (CONT’D)
I’m always here for you, man. 
Whenever you need, whatever 
happens. No more disappearing, 
okay? 

AMORY
Okay. 

TATE
Now, let’s fucking dance bro!

INT. AMORY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT - LATER 

Amory POPS a bottle of champaign. His apartment is a posh, 
brick walled, two-story loft apartment, with an open floor 
plan. 
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Urania is wandering around the ground floor, lightly running 
her fingers across each piece of furniture she passes. As 
Amory pours out four glasses, he watches her as she makes her 
was to his library on the far wall. She looks over its 
shelves holding books, movies, records, a record player, a 
super8 camera and various other trinkets and toys. She picks 
up a small Buddha figurine and inspects it. Thalia then pops 
out of the bathroom. 

THALIA
This place is rad. 

TATE
Let’s hear some music. 

Tate is on the couch, hunched over the coffee table, rolling 
a joint. 

TATE (CONT’D)
Urania, pick something. 

THALIA
(taking a glass of 
champagne)

Oh you fancy huh? 

AMORY
I always keep a few bottles 
chilled. In case of emergencies.

TATE
Amory’s wicked classy!

THALIA
I think so. 

(she puts her arm around 
his waste)

Thanks for having us over. 

AMORY
My pleasure. 

THALIA
(just above a whisper)

I’m hoping it will be mine. 

The scratch of the record needle fills the room. Silent 
anticipation as they wait to hear what Urania had chosen. 
David Bowie’s Modern Love blasts through the speakers. 

AMORY
Excellent choice. 
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THALIA
Are you a music lover, Tate?

TATE
A life lived in the company of 
music is a life well lived. 

THALIA
How poetic. 

AMORY
I’ll drink to that. 

TATE
(holding up the joint)

So... you guys wanna get high? 

THALIA
Hell yes! But I’ve got a better 
idea. 

She pulls out a small brown vile from her purse and tosses it 
to Tate. He snatches it out of the air, opens it and his eyes 
light up at he sees a handful of small white pills that will 
take the party to the next level. 

TATE
You’re beautiful. 

THALIA
Me? Or the drugs?

TATE
Can’t it be both?

The night begins to spiral into a blur. A whirlwind of 
dancing, laughing, drinking, smoking and flirting. More 
bottles of champaign are opened. A frozen pizza is devoured. 
More shots. Tate falls down. On a dare, The girls make out. 
Tate and Amory are having the time of their lives. 

LATER 

Urania and Thalia dance on the coffee table as Tate looks on 
from the couch with glazed eyes. Amory is in the kitchen, 
drinking a large glass of water. Thalia stumbles down from 
the table and walks over to Amory. She grabs the water from 
his hand and chugs it with water dripping down her chin. 
Aster finishing it she slams the glass down. 

THALIA
Show me your bedroom. 
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AMORY
Follow me. 

Amory takes her hand and leads her up the stairs. 

INT. AMORY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT - CONTINULOUS 

The two enter, and begin to sloppily make out. Amory stops it 
for a moment. 

AMORY
Make yourself comfortable. I gotta 
use the bathroom. 

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Switching on the lights hurts Amory’s eyes. He splashes water 
on his face and stares at his reflection in the mirror, 
readying himself. He opens the medicine cabinet and grabs one 
condom. He thinks for a moment. And idealistically grabs a 
handful. 

INT. AMORY’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Coming out of the bathroom, Amory sees Thalia lounging on his 
bed in only her mismatched bra and panties. He grins hungrily 
and climbs into bed with her. 

INT. AMORY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT - LATER

Amory jolts awake. It takes him a moment to become aware of 
his surroundings. Thalia lies naked next to him, softly 
breathing. Amory looks at the clock, it flashes 5:14 am. 
Slowly making his way out of bed, Amory puts on a pair of 
jersey shorts and tip toes out of the room. 

INT. AMORY’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

As Amory quietly makes his was to the kitchen to pour himself 
a glass of water, the loud rumble of Tate’s snoring fills the 
room. After finishing a full glass, Amory refills and notices 
the slow dance of his curtain near an open window as 
moonlight spills onto the floor. 

He makes his way over to the open window, passing Tate’s 
naked body, sprawled on the couch. Poking his head outside, 
Amory sees Urania drinking coffee on the fire escape. 
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EXT. FIRE ESCAPE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

As Amory climbs onto the fire escape. Urania, wearing Tate’s 
button-down shirt seems so slight standing next to him. 

AMORY
Hey. 

URANIA
Hey. I helped myself to some 
coffee. Hope you don’t mind. 

AMORY
Not at all. Can’t sleep?

URANIA
With that growling?

Tate let’s out an enormous snore, mingled with meaningless 
words. 

URANIA (CONT’D)
I like your place. 

AMORY
Thanks. 

URANIA
What do you do?

AMORY
I work at a movie theater. 

URANIA
Hmm. 

Urania turns her gaze upon the Boston skyline. Amory can’t 
take his eyes off her. Tate’s button down shirt is loose on 
her and Amory spies a peek at her tiny breast through a gap. 
She looks back to him. Did she see? 

See moves a step closer to him.

URANIA (CONT’D)
I saw your typewriter. So is that 
for decoration or do actually you 
use it? 

Another step closer.

AMORY
Sometimes. I like to write. 
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And another. Urania is toe to toe with Amory, staring 
straight up at him. 

URANIA
Will you write about me?

She slides her hand down his shorts. 

AMORY
Maybe. I wouldn’t know what to say. 

URANIA
Well, let me give you something to 
inspire you then. 

Urania goes down to her knees as Amory looks out onto the 
horizon. Dawn breaks and lights in distant buildings switch 
on. Tate's snoring keeps time in the cool morning as Boston 
awakens.

Fade out.
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