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ANTHONY (Q S.)
It’s still early but | |eave
anyways.

EXT. SEVENTH AVE - EARLY EVEN NG

ANTHONY, 21, shy and timd, keeps to hinself and despite the
way he | ooks he’s honpbsexual. He strolls down 7th ave, his
hands pinned to his pockets, face to the ground, he doesn’'t

| ook up, he can’t. Wth each passing pedestrian he shrinks
nore and nore inside hinself.

ANTHONY (O S.)
| know nmy place. They don’t show
it but | know what their
t hi nki ng. Wat el se can they do?

I NT. BAR - EARLY EVEN NG

Ant hony sits at the bar sipping his gin and tonic, he goes
unnoticed. He shares curious glances around the room none
for nmore than a second.

ANTHONY (O S.)
The bars are already filled but |
know where he is... He' s |eaning
inthe alley by third ave, snoking
a cigarette, ignoring life.

EXT. THHRD AVE. - EARLY EVEN NG

JOHN, 22, tall and handsone, fem nine but masculine, he’'s
the gentl eman you stare at perpl exed, unable to | ook
away. Leaning against the graffitied walls Iike an old
nanel ess cowboy, he puffs on his cigarette neticul ously.

ANTHONY (O S.)
| renmenber when we first
met. Tall, serious and thin, He
was goi ng nowhere, and neither was
|. We got along great.

EXT. QUTSI DE MJSEUM - AFTERNOON - FLASHBACK

Ant hony and John wal k side by side, their connection is
obvi ous. Anthony smles delightfully and grabs Johns hat
and runs off. Flustered and just as excited John turns and
chases after him

Anthony turns into an alley way and plants hinsel f agai nst
the wall waiting, John follows, |aughing he lunges into
Ant hony grabbing for the hat, they grope each ot her
playfully, they can’t control thensel ves.



ANTHONY (O S.)
He stayed with ne in the village
for a few nonths. W roaned the
city like a mut without a honme. O
course, we were just kids, what did
we really know?

EXT. APARTMENT - AFTERNOON - FLASHBACK

Ant hony exits his apartnent building, adjusting his coat
collar to protect against the cold winter air. St andi ng at
the bottomof the stairs is John. Snoking a cigarette, he

| ooks up at John innocently, his duffel bag hanging fromhis
shoul der. Anthony stands, frozen in place. John flicks his
cigarette in the street and wal ks away, never stopping to

| ook back, he disappears in the afternoon crowd.

ANTHONY (O S.)
It wasn’t long until he got bored
and left to prow soneplace
el se. Just like that he was

gone. | could never figure him
out, but | loved him

anyway. Sonething I'll never fully
get over.

| NT. BAR - EVENI NG
Ant hony stares in the depths of his drink.

ANTHONY (O S.)
It was a Tuesday when | got the

call. | still renenber the fear in
his voice. It was summer, he was
in Des Mdines in some hotel when
t hey kicked in the door... Hostages

are never taken.
EXT. STREET CORNER - NI GHT

John stands uptight on the corner. A black Lincoln stops
suddenly in front of him the passenger side w ndow | owers
slowy. Caught in it’s gravitational pull, John drifts
hel pl essly towards the vehicle.

| NT. BLACK LI NCOLN - NI GHT

John | eans through the wi ndow, the DRI VER, hidden in
shadows, hands himtwenty bucks, John takes it and gets in
the car, they drive off.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT



John and the Driver, both equally shy and handsone, sit next
to each other awkwardly on the bed. John, not know ng what
el se to do, stands up and starts unbuckling his belt-KNOCK
KNOCK KNOCK. He stares blankly at the

door. Silence. CRASH Three nen pour into the room anger
painted on their faces. 1In a panic John trips and falls,
the three nen surround himand comrence their sensel ess
beating, making sure to kick himin the groin. Welding a
knife the Driver slips in unnoticed, stabbing John

twce. Finished, they retreat.

I NT. BAR - NI GHT

Ant hony swal | ows a shot of whi skey, wincing in
satisfaction. He wipes his lips dry, ready for the next
one.

ANTHONY (O S.)
Cccasional ly he tal ks about how he
al nost didn’'t get away. Sonetines
| think he never did... Things are

different, now. 1’ve grown up. W
don’t see each other much
anynore. ..

EXT. THHRD AVE. - N GHT

John takes a drag fromhis cigarette as he patrols the
alley, patiently waiting in the shadows, his slender body
hunched, hi di ng everyt hi ng.

ANTHONY (O. S.)
My bar is sonmewhat further down the
street.

THE END



