Travel Bug
He’s got it bad!

4th draft - 24/9/2005 – 0306

1 – Sydney or Bust


1.5
Quiet, Englishman NICK, 21, takes the train from Sydney airport with his backpack and guitar, and emerges from the tunnel to see the city of Sydney from near Central. 
A Montage of Nick as he walks through the streets of Sydney, reminiscent of Jon Voight at the beginning of Midnight Cowboy. 
2 – Broke



.5

Its dark by the time a jet lagged Nick walks into a backpacker’s hostel. Being almost broke, he is forced to stay in an inner city dive. There are a few young, messy backpacker types walking around. He’s not from a wealthy background, but he does feel out of place amongst them.

He uses the hostel’s public phone and removes a piece of paper with a number from his lean wallet. He checks out the phone and then fingers through the coins in his palm, having never used these foreign coins before. He makes a call.

Nick: Hello, I’m wondering if I can speak with a James please?

3 – Bush Pig


2.5
He walks into his room and it’s small. It’s a bunk bed situation and it appears someone has already taken the top one, though there is no sign of them and so he sighs and throws his gear onto the bottom one and looks out the grimy window at the gathering night life.

Time has passed and Nick must have passed out on his bed, still fully clothed, but he is awoken by his roommate returning. It’s a drunken Kiwi chick, WENDY 25, dressed in black and would be a Goth, if she were organised enough.
Wendy: How’s it goin? 
She staggers in, almost falling on top of Nick as he struggles to defend himself and holds her upright, sitting up. Almost lost me bikkies! She maintains her balance, just. 
Nick’s not impressed. It’s the last thing he feels like.

Wendy pulls out a small bottle of cheap bourbon from her leather jacket pocket. What’s ya name?

Nick: Nick.

She opens it and takes a swig. It’s potent. Farck! She shakes her head clear and offers it to Nick, who declines. 
Wendy: Don’t be a farken wuss.
Nick: I just flew in from NZ. We had a big party last…

Wendy: Hey, I’m frum Hamilton, you?

Nick: Well, I’m from London, but I’ve been travelling for last 8 months.

Wendy: London rocks!

Nick: Actually I don’t know London well; I come from a small place… nearby.
Wendy: Yeah, I never been there, but a friend of mine’s from London… in London. We used to fuck, but he’s probably farken someone else now.

Nick (quietly): Probably…

Wendy: Hey man, is that a guitar?

The guitar is in plain view, what else could it be? Nick: Um, yeah.

Wendy: All right! Play sumin man.

Nick: Oh, no, if you don’t mind, I’m gunna crash …

Wendy: Don’t farken gimme that; just pull it out and play the farken thing.

Nick raises his eyebrows in muted, questioning frustration, as people sometimes do, even when their alone. He zips open the guitar bag and pulls it out.

Wendy: So, you play in a band or what?

Nick: No. Generally I just like to fool around…

Wendy: No wat you mean lover, hey! Hit it…

Nick: Okay then, um… He starts to play. It’s quite accomplished, folk in the vein of Nick Drake. Like the aforementioned songwriter’s later career, he chooses not to sing.
Wendy: You gunna sing or what?

She has interrupted a delicate piece, clearly not appreciating his musical skill. He stops.

Nick: No, I don’t really go for the singing part.
Wendy: You should man, you’re pretty farken hot; you could be on a stage!
Nick: Thanks, but I’m just happy playing…

Wendy stumbles forward, until she’s invaded his personal space and she stinks of alcohol. Wendy: Wanna fuck?

Nick: No, I… But before he can stop her, she’s pushed him back on the bed, but he slips his guitar further up to his face to prevent her from kissing him, his eyes popping over the woodwork. She grins and slides down to his groin.

Wendy: I wanna suk ya dick.

Nick: I’m okay, really, I’m fine… 
But she has already grabbed him by the bargaining tool and rubbing him, pulling down his tracksuit pants, noticing his erection. Wendy: He’s into it!
Nick’s eyes are wide with the terror that she might actually succeed. Ah…

Wendy already has it out: You gunna knock back a blow job?

Nick (nodding): That’s a good point. 

And she starts, her head bobbing up and down. He grits his teeth, a mixture of revulsion and pleasure. She’s making a guttural groan, which is disturbing, but it is rather good though.

Nick tries to look past her to see if the door is closed. God forbid someone should discover him with such a person, but to his horror, the door is half open. He uses his guitar to reach to the door in a half hope of pushing it closed with the neck, but he accidentally pushes forward and his cock hits the back of her throat, she gags and pops her head up.

Her face is swimming. I don’t feel…

Nick’s face opens in fear.

She gargles and throws up, just where she’s been working at it.

Nick drops his guitar, his cry caught in his throat and he scuttles backwards to the bunk frame, face in terror, his hands open and away as though his own groin is too offensive to even consider touching. 
Wendy: Ohhh, sorry man, sorry, sorry. She wipes her mouth with her sleeve.
Nick is frozen in disbelief, staring at it.

Wendy: Hey, if you want I could keep going? Dudnt worry me…
Nick is shocked that she would even suggest a thing and he looks down to his cock. His face says it all. No more action for this puppy tonight. 
Nick: I’m good.

4 – Café Giaconda

1.5
Nick walks along a street in his best shirt. He’s holding the piece of paper that he used in the earlier phone call until he arrives at a 4 storey building that is the Café Giaconda. There are some tables out the front, but it is mainly an upmarket indoor cocktail bar and restaurant. He walks into the bar and can see the restaurant at the back. He walks to the polished marble bar, where the young bartender is dressed in a white shirt and vest and is pouring a beer for a customer, a labourer at the other end. This is EWEN, 22.
Nick: Hi. 
Ewen (In professional detachment): How are you?

Suddenly another guy, a little overdressed, SPIKE, 24, the Assistant Manager walks towards him. Nick looks back to Ewen who raises his eyebrows and walks off.
Spike (Irish accent): Yes?

Nick: Um, I have an interview with James at two?

Spike (Looking at watch): Right. You’re probably facing a bollocking for being late, not a good start.
Nick (looking at his watch): Oh, I thought I was on time…
Spike: My watch is correct.

Nick (Giving up): Sorry.

Spike: I just hope James accepts your apology. (Walks off)
Ewen (leaning over bar, whispering & nodding in Spike’s direction): He’s a prick, but James is okay. He’ll probably give you the stare, (quick imitation) but don’t let him intimidate you. 
Customer: Come on mate, I gotta get back to work soon!

Ewen rolls his eyes and a now nervous Nick begins to follow Spike, but the man himself appears, JAMES, 38, Australian and Spike obediently falls into line behind him.
James (to customer): Is there a problem here?

Customer (recognising James’s authority): Yeah mate, this bloke’s taken ages with me beer!
James: So, in your opinion the service is not up to an acceptable standard?
Customer: Too slow yappin to that bloke, (Pointing to Nick) so yeah, not acceptable.
James (Calmly): Well… why don’t you fuck off then?

The customer is dumbfounded.

James: Five bucks a beer here pal; face it, you can’t afford it.

Customer: You can’t speak to me like this!

James: I own this business, so go on, get the fuck out of my building.
The customer is shocked and staggers off. Five bucks…

James: Two o’clock, you must be Nick.
Nick offers hand, nodding, in awe. 

James: Hate people who are early. Worse than being late in my book! 

They shake hands. Nick briefly looks past James to Spike, who doesn’t look happy that he has been proven wrong.
James: First lesson Nick, this is an upmarket area and our regulars respect us because we don’t take shit and we keep out the scum. Secondly, this is the home of my wife and I and I don’t want assholes fucking with it. I’ve worked hard to keep it that way; three years, with no holiday. Follow me.
5 – The Interview


1
James is sitting at his office desk, Nick in a noticeably smaller seat. James studies Nick. James: So, questions.

It’s a little early for questions and it throws Nick. Everybody lives upstairs don’t they?

James: Select members of staff… you know this because of David…

Nick: Yes…

James: He was a good worker. I’m very careful about who I employ, never advertise, strictly word of mouth. James becomes silent, simply staring at Nick, waiting for him to reply. It must be the stare. It is very unnerving, especially when no question has been directly asked.
Nick: Actually, did want to talk to you about the possibility of moving in?
James: You’re getting ahead of yourself; furthermore, we’ve no room. You still have to go through the trial period; you’ve no bar experience, but we’ll see whether you’ve got what it takes or not. Don’t assume it’s easy. Your past associations got you this interview, but now you’re on your own.
Nick: I’ll do my best.
James: That might not cut it. If it’s not working, you’ll know about it.

Nick nods glumly.

James: I’ll give you two days.
6 – This guy is costing me money! 
.75
Unfortunately for Nick, its 22 yr old loud American JOSEF who is working with Nick that first night. Josef is a little full of his own self importance and is slacking off when he should be training Nick. He’s trying to impress the waitress on tonight, STEFFI the 20yr old Canadian. 
SVEN, the 21yr old German waiter is also working. 
It shifts from busy to chaotic very quickly and Nick is the one who suffers. 
Spike is floating around, but doesn’t do anything to help. James surfaces next to Spike to monitor Nick’s first night and Nick knows it, which makes him more nervous. The lights and slightly raised floor make him feel like he is on stage, but he’s no Orson Welles, more like Napoleon Dynamite and he bumps into the boutique beers lined in a display on the back counter, then ‘bang crash!’ They cascade onto the floor, domino style, a dozen in total.
The crowd roar like a football stadium.

James grumbles: This guy is costing me money!

Spike shakes his head. 

James looks at Spike. Don’t just fucking stand there, get in and help!
Josef stares at the glass and beer all over the floor.
Josef: That was beautiful! I think you’re screwed! 

Nick sighs. If he could burrow in a hole and disappear he would.
FADE OUT
7 – Learning the ropes

1.25
Nick is working with Ewen after his disastrous first night. Ewen tells him it was as much about poor training by Josef & poor management as his own fault. 
Nick is quickly introduced to PAUL, a 20yr old Swede (an ode to the Swedish chef from the Muppet Show) from the kitchen and NAOMI, the 21yrold Jewish American waitress. There’s something a little condescending about her.

FILIP sits at the end of the bar. He’s the mysterious, eccentric mogul with a drink problem that’s a constant simmer. He’s 42, seems to be seriously cashed up, but no one knows what he actually does. He simply sits and reads the paper, makes notes in a small book and talks on his mobile in brief, monosyllabic tones while slurping on Vodka Sodas all day, but never at night, as though the bar was his office. He has remembered David who has paved the way for Nick.
The regulars are of varying social backgrounds, mainly bored upper class, some stand offish, well to do alcoholics, a poor bohemian type, business people, regular Joes after coffee etc. Like any service orientated business, they are busiest at meal times.
Ewen talks him through the bar mentality. There’s something quite exclusive about it, like the inner sanctum of some club. 

Ewen is telling Nick how to run the bar.

Nick and Ewen are both English and there is an expectation that they will hit it off. Ewen asks him if he’s into dance music; not really; which is a shame for Ewen as he is quite excited about music and tells Nick about the club the staff go to on a Wednesday, their Saturday night and how they sometimes let him play as a DJ if its quiet and that Nick has to go with them. He also says how his Dad has this great future planned out for him, expects him to continue with his architecture schooling when he returns, but Ewen just wants to be a DJ, maybe put out some dance tracks. As Nick will discover, Ewen is more into himself than anyone else.
Loud Josef trundles down; laughing about the first night and how he thought Nick was going to get fired on the spot. 
Ewen: No thanks to you, useless toss.

Josef ignores him and says he hopes Nick will last long enough so he can meet his cousin Isabelle, whose family had some sort of family crisis, financial he thinks, but she’s cool. He thinks she’s been sent out to let things settle down. She’s arriving next week. 
Filip’s attention is roused, but Nick is trying to learn the ropes and doesn’t take much notice.

Josef: She’s going to replace Steffi, the waitress from last night? She’s Canadian and I normally wouldn’t go there, but when away from Rome…There’s not much time left so I’m going to make my move at the club for her farewell, it’s our normal club we go to, I’m going to get her drunk and take serious advantage of her. You’ll have to come, if you last that is. Laughs again.
8 – Bush Pig Part 2


.5

That night, as Nick is readying for sleep at the hostel, he hears someone approaching and he runs and turns his light off real quick and jumps under the sheets, fully clothed. He is facing away from Wendy as she enters the room, drunk again. She walks up to him and peers over, but he feigns sleep.

Wendy: Nick. Nick, you awake man? I’m horny! 

No response. 
Wendy: Farken boring bastard. She backs away.
Nick wonders if this nightmare will ever end.
9 – Free drinks/Lippie


1.25
Nick seems to be getting the swing of the bar and is working the night shift with LLOYD, a 22 yr old South African, Steffi and LIPPIE, Asian 20. Sven is sitting on the other side of the bar. 

Lloyd is loud, but seems to possess more personality than Josef and the customers are attracted to him. He’s the sort of guy who is unhinged, but hilarious. Everyone knows this person in the backpacking scenario. You can’t really get rid of them either, just hold on and hope for the best; though if the shit goes down, they’re good to have on your side when it counts.

Lippie is intelligent, studying, living at home and working. She’s a serious character and stays out of the staff dramas and loiters in the background. 

She turns up next to Nick to make a drink.

Nick: Do you want me to make that for you?

Lippie doesn’t answer, makes it and walks away.

Nick: Do I smell? 

Sven: Lippie doesn’t really associate with anyone, it’s just her way.

Lloyd: thinks she’s too smart for the rest of us. 
Sven: She’s studying full time you know.
Nick: I thought she worked full time?
Sven: That’s right!
Nick watches her go with curiosity. Maybe she’s just too tired for conversation. 
Lloyd: I reckon she’s too tired for sex as well, which explains why she’s so fucking uptight!
Sven (Sarcastically): Just needs a good fuck right Lloyd?

Lloyd points at him walking away as if to say, you got it!

Naomi and Josef join Sven and they all want a free drink. Nick wants to do the right thing, but wants to fit in. Spike the Assistant Manager has been floating around and Nick is reluctant. He doesn’t know about this. Lloyd says its cool, go on and the others are pressuring him and he reluctantly folds, but he says just one. Unfortunately one is all it takes as Spike is slyly watching.
10 – Big night out/Paul/Ewen

1.5
Inside an Inner city Nightclub and Nick brings a drink over to Ewen and the rest of the gang are there too. It’s midweek so the club is quieter than usual, but it’s their preferred night out as most of the staff has the night off. They tend to work weekends, so it’s their Friday night.
Josef is talking to Steffi, and she doesn’t seem to mind it. He suggests they go to another part of the club. To his pleasure, she agrees.
Paul asks Ewen and Nick if they want to partake in any business. Ewen nods half-heartedly, but Nick isn’t sure what Paul’s talking about. Paul has to speak in his ear and tells him he should have an E. Nick says he can’t afford it. Paul insists on shouting him one. Paul wanders off, not having asked Sven. It seems to hurt him and he watches Paul walk away.
In another bar, Josef downs a shot for extra courage and carries drinks over to Steffi, who is seated.

Paul has met his usual contact there, ANDY, 32 and makes a purchase. Andy is an old pro, cool but in a rough Aussie sort of way. However Paul is excited like a kid in a candy shop. 

Ewen is looking to the DJ with a kind of religious reverie and in looking around, Nick notices Sven checking out another guy from a distance and then looks away as though in shame. 

11 - Big Mouth 


1
Steffi has decided to herself to give in to Josef by the end of the night, after he works a bit for it. It’s the last night; she’s got nothing to lose, except Josef is trying so hard, that he can’t see the forest for the trees and is coming off a loudmouth. He’s already a bit pissed up and doesn’t notice that he’s attracted the attention of a couple of local, pissed up louts who have mistaken both of them for ‘annoying Americans.’

Steffi is a little shy, but she is aware of what’s happening and suggest they go meet the others. Josef thinks he’ll lose her if they go, not realising he’s got her already. 


Ewen is up at the DJ’s podium, talking to the DJ. He raises his fist at Nick, who smiles that his new found friend is happy.

The two strangers approach Josef, drinking beers, from tall flute type glasses, slightly at odds with their borderline club entry appearances.

Stranger: So this is your girlfriend is it?
Josef: Ah, I’m working on it, only a matter of time.

Stranger (to Steff): You don’t really want to go out with this guy do you?

Josef: (before she can answer) Hey, if you’re thinking of cutting in, forget it. Tonight’s she’s most definitely with me!

Stranger: (to Steff) He’s kind of a smart arse, don’t ya reckon?

Josef: This girl, sorry, lovely lady, has exquisite taste. She knows what she wants and what’s best for her.

Stranger 2 smiling, trying to impress: Hey mate, why are Americans so bloody loud?

Steff: I’m Canadian.
Stranger 2: Same thing.

Steffi gives him a look. That’s a big insult for a Canadian.
Stranger: You? You’re best for her? 

Josef: Damn straight.

Stranger (laughing): You haven’t checked with her though have ya?
Josef: Don’t have to pal. It’s all about the body language… (Smiling to Steff).

Steffi: Perhaps we should go back to the others.

Josef: (forgetting the Stranger briefly as he feels a rejection from Steffi) No, let’s stay here a…


SMASH!!! The man’s beer glass connects with Josef’s face, blood and glass exploding, fucking him over in one fatal, cowardly manoeuvre.

Paul has his arm around Sven’s neck and giving the E fist in the air to the DJ pulpit as Ewen spins a disc. Sven loves the attention, but Paul doesn’t notice how much and slips his arm around Nick’s neck too, much to Sven’s disappointment. They are all unaware of Josef’s fate; misery and elation at the same time, same place.

12 – Steffi leaving 


.5
The next day Lloyd is walking back to the Giaconda, bouncing his basketball. He sees Steffi coming out the front with her backpack on. He calls out from across the road, but she does not respond. He runs across the road and when he gets close and can see that she has been crying. 

Lloyd: What’s up?
Steffi: Josef, he wouldn’t even say goodbye. 

Lloyd: 23 stitches, I’d say it’s probably gunna take some time.
Steffi: But I’m leaving!

Lloyd (thinks then tries to cheer her up): Guess you didn’t get a shag in huh?

Steffi shakes her head, turns and walks off.

Lloyd: Hey Steff, sorry. (She stops and turns.) It was nice working with you. 

Steffi (She nods sadly): Bye.
13 – Lloyd Spike clash / Isabelle Arrival  
1.5
It’s another day and Nick is working, day shift. Filip is reading his paper and doesn’t appear interested in the conversation taking place.
People are still talking about the Josef incident. Spike, the Assistant manager is hanging around and so is Lloyd, though he’s not working.
Spike says that Josef deserved it. Nick is a little too new to get involved, but Lloyd defends Josef. 

These two are strong egos and don’t like each other. It becomes very clear right there and then and Lloyd calls him a dois. Spike asks what that’s supposed to mean. Lloyd addresses Nick, ignoring Spike, saying dois is South African for wanker. Spike reminds him who is boss. There is thick tension in the air. Lloyds face says it all, but then Filip’s phone rings, breaking the ice.
Lloyd bites his tongue and Spike walks back towards the restaurant.

Lloyd whispers wanker at his back and then winks at Nick and takes off.

As he walks out the open front doors, in walks a young woman, wheeling a suitcase behind her. She’s attractive, but not in a traditional sense, a bit left of field, an acquired taste and certainly doesn’t do any overwhelming things for Nick, though there’s something about her…

Filip watches her with interest too, unnoticed by Nick, as she approaches, introducing herself as ISABELLE who like Nick, is 21. She appears friendly and polite. She wants to see Josef, but Nick says that she’s expected and he thinks that James will want to see her first. She thinks that’s a good sign that she’ll get work. There’s lots of smiles exchanged, daresay a hint of chemistry?

Nick begins to lead her to see James, but Spike turns up from nowhere and takes over, dismissing Nick in a rather condescending fashion, all in an attempt to make Spike look better in front of this interesting fresh female face & just quickly throws in there that Josef wont be able to work tonight and can he cover it.
They disappear into the office and Nick is left feeling a little cool, without having given his consent. It seems as though everyone, in subtle ways, is telling him what to do or how to behave.
14 – Lloyd & Jacqui

1
Back in the bar, Nick is pissed. I have to work a double, which means I have to get a cab back to the hostel, which will cost me half the nights work! If they’d let me move in, it wouldn’t be an issue.
Filip (A little condescendingly): Dilemmas of youth.

Nick (Frustrated): So, Filip, what is it that you actually do?
Filip: Part of the barman’s code is to not ask personal questions unless prompted. 
Nick: Oh, I’m still learning, sorry.
They are interrupted by a woman, JACQUI, 44. She obviously comes from money, her breasts are certainly expensive and would have been a stunner ten years previous, but looks a little plastic now. She tells Nick to get Lloyd, but Nick doesn’t know where he is. She’s rather snooty and says she will wait and goes and sits at a table. 
Nick: What’s her problem?
Filip: She doesn’t know you, don’t sweat it. She’s simply a glorified handbag that’s grown tired of being the accessory.

Nick looks as though he doesn’t follow.
Filip: Lloyd will be here soon. Ask him.
Nick: This is more like a Hotel than a café. 

Sure enough Lloyd walks in. Nick isn’t sure what to think.

Filip (whispering): How would it look if he was waiting for her, hmmm?

Lloyd walks to the bar. Good afternoon Gentlemen. He winks then walks to Jacqui who smiles, stands, takes his arm and they leave together.

Filip mumbles: You have to respect the individual.
Nick is confused and Filip can see it.
Filip: Gender reversal. Young girl, older man? 
Nick shakes his head. 

Filip: Where have you been? It’s as common as the rising sun. He returns to his paper. 
Nick finds Filip quite the mystery.
15 – Sugar Daddy

.75
On another day, Naomi is showing the new employee Isabelle, the ropes. 
Naomi: You’ll be fine, I’m sure you’ll fit in; I mean you’ve already moved in, how lucky are you? 
Isabelle shrugs. 

Naomi nudges her. We’re neighbours, course you’re lucky. It so nice to have another girl around, I was worried we’d be outnumbered on the top floor. Hey (She lowers her voice) if you really want to boost your income, then you need to get a sugar daddy to play with. Around here, loaded with them.

Spike interrupts them and starts to flirt with Isabelle. She’s new, so naturally she responds positively. Naomi keeps quiet as Spike shows Isabelle the operation of the restaurant till.
16 – Josef struggles/ Stephen’s rescue

1
Later on, STEPHEN, 37 the head chef, comes to the bar to get a drink.

Josef is back at work but it isn’t pretty. He’s not the person he was and though his facial scar is not as bad as it looked two weeks before, his confidence will take much longer to heal. He’s making mistakes.

Isabelle naturally feels empathy for her cousin, Josef and is keeping an eye on him. She is also being nice to Nick. There’s something more flirtatious in her demeanour towards him, an ulterior motive.
Spike is observing everything, but doing nothing as per usual. However it’s Isabelle he’s really got his eye on. The interaction between her and Nick has not gone unnoticed.

Nick asks Josef to perhaps collect some glasses, in other words, to stay out of the way.

By now Stephen has come around to get his own drink.

Stephen: How’s it going?

Nick: Stephen. Well… He nods in the direction of Josef but Stephen has already noticed.

Josef walks to a table and picks up an almost empty glass. A man appears behind him.

Man: I haven’t finished that!

Josef spins around in fright and knocks the drink against the man, spilling it down him and dropping the glass and it smashes on the floor. The man is angry and Josef is a bundle of nerves, apologising but the man continues to berate him.

Stephen arrives on the scene and says that Josef has already apologised.

The man continues to be an arsehole about it so Stephen tells him to settle down or he will be removed, forcibly if necessary. Seeing that Stephan is bigger and assertive, the man backs down.

Stephen asks Josef if he’s okay, but he’s clearly not.

17 – Nicks concern/Flirtation


1.25
After work, Nick is tidying up while Josef sits at the bar drinking a coke and lost in his thoughts. 
Stephen is rambling on, drinking a beer and following Nick around, saying how he’s on the first night of 4 straight nights, the same weekly roster and explains to Nick that being senior, he does the busiest nights. This way, come Monday, he can get his kid, which he does every fortnight. 

Nick asks if he was married. 

Stephen: Seemed like a good idea at the time, but because of the kids, I’m basically stuck with her for life.
Seems a little unfair, Nick says dispassionately, almost speaking on part of Stephens’s inner voice, prompting him to open up.
Stephen: Fucking right it’s unfair. Keep your pecker tucked away mate. Life can sneak up on you; snatch you by the gonads, literally. 

Nick: Can’t imagine having kids.

Stephen: They’re the only thing that keep me going! It’s the ball and chain I need to get rid of.

Nick sees Josef and says to Stephen: Thanks for your help tonight.
Stephen: That’s okay, but I think he’s the one who need the help.
Nick walks up beside Josef and puts his hand on his shoulder. Josef jumps a mile, scaring Nick too. Josef becomes flustered, saying how he can’t do this. He just wants to go home.

Nick nods his understanding and puts his hand back on his shoulder, saying nothing. Josef calms down, looks around at the bar and realises he didn’t help clean up that much and acknowledges it. Nick says it doesn’t matter. Josef looks at Nick, realising what a nice guy he is and then says; where’d you learn that, how to be the good guy?

Nick: I haven’t done anything.

Josef: Don’t give me that shit.

Nick: I was only doing my job. Stephen was really the one.

Josef: You’re doing it again! 
Nick: Sorry.

Josef: What is that? I need to do that course! 

Isabelle appears then, fussing over Josef, but all of the calamity annoys him and he stands.

Josef:  I’m fine, don’t fuss over me, I’m not a kid. He walks away.
Isabelle says she is quite worried, as it’s not like the Josef she knows. 

Nick agrees it’s bad, & is glad that she is there to keep an eye on him.

The conversation seems to have moved into flirting mode.
18 – Blackmail

.75
Spike sees Isabelle & Nick together and seems to be infuriated. He makes a beeline for Nick, politely telling Isabelle that he has to speak to Nick alone.

Spike makes certain that the other staff that is relaxing with a drink can’t hear him and tells Nick in hushed, no uncertain terms 
Spike: I’m totally aware of the free drink situation and if you want to keep your job and my silence, you have to pass over all of your tips. 
Nick is taken aback: But it was only a once off.

Spike: not interested. 
Nick: Because I live out, I’m struggling at the moment.
Spike: We all have our crosses to bear. Do you want to be kicked out of the country for theft?
Nick says nothing.

Spike:  It’s an above the line profit anyway, so theoretically it doesn’t exist. Think of it as a retainer. This way you get to retain your job.

Nick, like the oppressed, accepts his fate, but wonders what has lead to this. Isabelle?
19 – The Car


.5
It’s another day and Nick is just handing over to Ewen. 

Naomi is also finishing up. Lloyd comes running in.

Lloyd: Hello beautiful, fancy a hot ride?
Naomi: What?

Lloyd: I have a hot car outside, interested in a drive?

Naomi (Sarcastically): Sorry, I have my toe nails to attend to.

Lloyd laughs, then grabs Nick, who seems a little reticent as he is lead outside.

On the street is the sports car, roof down. It is summer and is still light and hot. 

Nick is incredulous. How’d you get it?

Lloyd: All in good time, now get your skanky ass in.

They get in. 

Lloyd: Your life…is about to change.
Nick isn’t sure what he means, but Lloyd laughs like a loony as they drive away.

20 – The Beach/ Extra Cash


1.5
The sun is low, but burning strong.

Young guys surf the frothy blue.

Hot bodies populate the glowing sand.

Nick and Lloyd are parked in the popular beach car park and some people are giving them and their hot car, the look. 
Lloyd is king, at least in his own mind. A couple of young cute girls walk past and he points to the car. Hey girls, want to slip into something more comfortable…or shall I?
The girls look at him, decide he’s a bit of a sleaze and give him the finger.

Lloyd replies: Only if you promise to be gentle!
They don’t know what he’s on about, but giggle and walk off.

Lloyd: Come on girls, promise I’ll pull out, I promise, ah…

Nick shakes his head.

Lloyd turns to Nick: Probably dud fucks anyway, the young ones always are. Now, picture this right? You… travelling around in say, three months, cashed up, living the life. What you say?

Nick: I’d say what’s the catch?

Lloyd: Okay, just hear me out here. You might possibly have to shag a woman twice as old as you, but you’ll make more money in one night than a whole week at the bar!

Nick: You can’t be serious…
Lloyd: I know you’re financially challenged, which is insane when it’s a fucking goldmine out there. You gotta start being more aggressive man. Look, I’m gunna sort it out. These are older women dude, all you have to do is turn up. They know what to do.
Nick: Prostitution… 

Lloyd: Never heard of that. I’m just keeping someone company. The odd fuck, yeah, but they just want to feel desired. It’s like acting. They love it and there’s a whole bunch of bored, rich housewives just ripe for the plucking.

Nick: I don’t know if I can do that; if anyone found out…
Lloyd: Dude, the girls have their own thing going on, whatever that is, but the thing is nobody cares. I’m just with Jacqui dude, she’s like my bitch, or maybe I’m hers… but there’s plenty of perks… (He points to the car).
Nick: Oh Jesus, you are serious…
Lloyd: Don’t bore me out with that proper English shit or the only part of Australia you will see is the inside of the Giaconda. 
Nick realises he may be right.
Lloyd: Look man, at the end of it all, you’ll get to blow your load.
Nick: I must be crazy…
21 – Mrs Halligan


1
Nick (continuing line from previous scene): …letting him talk me into this. Nick mumbles as he walks up a pathway to the door of a very nice house, spacious, upper-class. He stands there, breathing heavily. He can’t do it; frozen.
Lloyd is watching him from the fence and motions for him to hurry up and push the intercom, also signalling that Nick is a dickbrain. 
Nick silently agrees. He’s so nervous he can’t think. He pushes it, but immediately the door opens and there stands an attractive woman, 45+, Mrs Derva Halligan. 
He’s surprised that she looks so good.
She is very polite and Nick finds himself in her home, but he’s still reticent. She asks if he wants a drink but he says no and then wants to change his mind. She senses this and moves in to seal the deal. Nick is suddenly manoeuvring around the room, in ‘Graduate’ style avoidance until she lays a pile money on the table that separates them. Nick settles a little, but he’s still unsure. 
Nick: It’s not really about the money. Money isn’t that important to me… 

Derva: Then why are you here?

Nick: I do need it, but I think I made a mistake…

Derva: There really is no pressure to go through with it…

This does serve to make Nick more relaxed and she slowly walks towards him, talking.

Derva: Just stay a little while and you’ll relax and if you don’t, you can simply leave. 

Unexpectedly, Derva reaches forward and grabs him by the Negotiator. 
Derva: Is it such an unattractive proposition? With her fingers on the pulse, it’s a deal clincher, game over.
ACT II
22 – Josef leaves/Nick In/Filip girl

1
Nick is working, while on the other side of the bar Lloyd is drinking coffee. Lloyd smiles at him in that knowing way and Nick shakes his head, but can’t help a smile. Nick observes Filip, who is tucked away in a corner table talking to an attractive young girl, no older than 18 as though he’s explaining something to her. 
Nick’s eye line is distracted as he sees Josef through the window, walking away with his backpack. Nick points it out to Lloyd. 
Lloyd: It was coming.

James appears, with his wife GERALDINE, 32. 
James: I’ve just spoken to Josef…

Nick motions with his head to outside.

James: No surprises there folks, unfortunate, but now we are down one barman. (To Nick) There’s also a vacancy upstairs if you’re interested in moving in.

Nick: Most definitely.
James: My rules are simple. No loud partying, no drugs, no trying to fuck with me. I know everything that goes on in this building, and that includes everyone’s little gripes and who’s shagging who. I’m all over this place like a rash, got it?
Nick nods his understanding. 

Geraldine: Hello Nick, I’m Geraldine.

James: Sorry… (For the non existent introduction).
Nick: Hi.
Geraldine: We’re generally careful about who we let in here… (Geraldine looks to Filip, then to James).But not always. Hope you enjoy your time here and God forbid, learn something. 

James smiles as if to say, well that’s Geraldine and she leads him away.
Lloyd (looking up from his coffee): Congratulations dude.
Nick (thinking Geraldine knows about Derva): What was that, careful about who comes in?

Lloyd: Fuck knows. I never understand what women are saying to me. Though she has some cop friends, they come in here for free food sometimes; handy if there’s a drunken brawl. Follow my example. I stay out of their business and they stay out of mine. So, let’s concern ourselves with tonight. We gotta celebrate your arrival!
Nick: True. I’m just relieved to be out of that hostel. Never again, I swear it.
23 – Room Party


2.25
People are piling into the boys room with purchased beers from the bar to celebrate Nicks recent move, hurried along by Lloyd. Nick, Ewen, Stephen, Paul, Sven & Isabelle, but Lloyd is still hanging out the door like a security guard, for a particular reason. He has ensured that everyone has gotten ahead of Spike & Naomi, who are talking anyway, so that by the time they get to the door, he says; sorry, arseholes not welcome.

They are shocked briefly, but not surprised.

Lloyd: Naomi if you’re nice to me you can come in.

Naomi: The admission price is a little high, thanks.

Spike (To Naomi): I have some scotch if you’re interested.

Lloyd: Careful Naomi, you don’t know where it’s been!

Lloyd pulls the door shut.
Isabelle: That wasn’t nice. And yet she stays on.

Ewen: Fuck em.
Isabelle finds herself sitting next to Nick on his bed, his unpacked backpack on the floor.

Beers are out and everyone relaxes, lying about on beds and Nick has pulled out his guitar, strumming away. 

Sven has waited until Paul has found his seating place on the floor and sits next to him, subtly of course. Paul starts skinning up a huge doobie.

Lloyd is a funny guy and starts working the room.

Paul passes the joint to Stephen and then brings out some Amyl. A small debate quickly escalates over Paul’s increasing drug habit and the risk of upstairs finding out. 
He has a hit of Amyl and is no longer interested in conversation. Sven goes next.

Everyone is getting louder, as young people tend to in groups and soon they hear a stomping on the ceiling; James telling them to be quiet. The serious debate forgotten, they giggle like school kids.

There’s a silent beat, then Lloyd Amyl’s and says really loudly, Whoa faarrrrkkk and everyone laughs. 

The banging from above comes again, louder and everyone laughs even harder.

Isabelle saddles up to Nick, feels comfortable. He is non-threatening…

An hour later, more drink and smoke and everyone’s become pretty plastered, though Nick seems to be fairly contained. Isabelle has slid back next to him, lying down, cuddling into him and starts getting a bit amorous; the others find it funny, but everyone is quite wasted. Nick is a little embarrassed but soon finds himself snogging her, while she is basically on top of him, all in front of the others. 

Stephen shakes his head.

Lloyd gets up and makes lewd thrusting movements to Nick behind her back. They all snigger and Nick signals for them to piss up, but he’s smiling too. It’s enough to snap her out of it and she pulls away, standing and making to leave.

Nick feels bad and follows her out. He bails her up at the bottom of the staircase and tells her its okay. She throws her arms around him, kisses him and suggests he come upstairs with her. He thinks about it, but can see how smashed she is. 

Nick: Um, I’d really like to, but um, I’ve had a history with drunk girls and vomit. 

Isabelle: Fuck you.

Nick: I didn’t mean it like that, I just meant…

But she is already half crawling up the stairs.

Nick: Do you want some help?

She doesn’t reply and he scratches his head, smiling but almost embarrassed. If things were a little different…

24 – Michel/Wet fish/James’s plan


1.5
Nick looks to a hung-over Lloyd who looks to be sleeping with his head on the bar and Filip who is reading the paper.

Nick: Filip, who was that girl you were talking to yesterday?
Filip: The first time is forgiven because you didn’t know, second time a mistake because you’re only human, but by the third time you’re a fool …
Nick: Barman’s code? And this is the second…

Filip nods.
James appears from the office, with a young dark man, whom he introduces as MICHEL, the 22yr old Frenchman. He will be starting tomorrow, taking over from Josef. James explains that he has experience and asks Nick to take him through it for the next few hours and maybe an hour into the next shift to get a feel for things, as he is on his own tomorrow. Nick nods and the Frenchman joins him.

Lippie walks up to the bar, in front of James without acknowledging him and quickly gets her own drink. James is staring at her, but she’s very functional and then walks out without so much as a shred of emotion. 

James: She has the personality of a wet fish.

Lloyd: No arguments there.
James signals to Spike and moves down the bar to have a hushed conversation. James nods in the direction of Lippie, who is serving in the restaurant.
Spike: Not a lot of character no. Okay, she’s as boring as hell, but smart though.

James: This is a restaurant, not an accountancy firm. I need personality and if she has a nice arse, then all the better. That has the arse of a pancake. Customers only get pissed off at the ugly waitresses. 
Spike: Unless the customers are female.

James: That’s what Sven’s for. Plus, he gives a hard on to the poofs. You need to pick up your game around here too. Your brain wondered off at the same time your dick got hard, which was when Isabelle arrived. 
Spike: I wasn’t …

James looks harshly at him and Spike doesn’t argue the point.

Spike: Okay. When and what’s the excuse?

(Lippie looks up and notices them talking).
James: End of her shift. Tell her whatever you want.
Spike: Today?

James: She’s smarter than you though, so don’t try to bullshit her too much.

Spike: Shit, so, should I maybe try just being straight with her?

James: No you fuckwit, tell her we’re having cutbacks, no don’t do that, tell her we don’t want Asians working here.

Silence for a moment. Spike: I don’t think I can do that, can I?

 James: Of course you fucking can’t, want me to get sued? Jesus. I don’t want to see her surly face again, so you better think of something.

25 – Ignored



.25
Nick has finished his shift and is walking towards the stairs while Isabelle is coming down to do her shift. He says Hi, but she ignores him and keeps walking, straight past him. He’s left confused as he was the one who didn’t take advantage of her when she was drunk. Has he offended her?

26 – Sia/suspicion



.5
Isabelle enters the restaurant and says Hi to Lippie. Miss Personality seems that she would rather be somewhere else entirely. 
A teenager approaches them, looking a little lost. This is SIA, 18, short blonde hair, smallish and the word cute was invented just for her, not a bimbo, but simply young. She wears nice, almost conservative clothes, suggesting someone from a solid background.

Lippie asks if she can help her, as Naomi is too busy eying Sia with that envious/spiteful look in response to someone more attractive than herself.

The girl introduces herself as Sia, which doesn’t mean a thing to them. After realising they don’t know who she is, she says she’s here to see James for an interview. 

Isabelle: Oh. (Turning to Lippie) I thought we were fully staffed? 
Lippie appears suspicious.
27 – Small time to bigger time

.75
Naomi brings Paul out the front of the Café Giaconda to her Sugar Daddy, LEONARD, 41, who is waiting by his Beamer. They shake hands, Leonard kisses Naomi goodbye as she’s got to go back to work and the men slip into the Beamer for a chat. Paul checks for people watching and then brings out a very small plastic bag with coke in it.

Leonard: If this is as good as that excellent coke you brought to the party…
Paul: I hope so, I think it is.
Leonard takes the bag and reaches in with his pinkie. I have some new clients that I would like to impress and keep impressed if you follow…
Paul: I’m not really a dealer, you know? I just look out for my friends.

Leonard snorts it. I think I could be your friend. He snorts with the other nostril. What are you, Austrian?
Paul: Swedish.
Leonard: An Abba man. Well, let me tell you Fernando, this is fucking good. I’ll be putting in some big orders so add a healthy mark-up, that way we’ll both be happy.
Paul seems uncertain for a moment, but quickly makes up his mind. No problem. 
Paul has just stepped from small time to bigger time. He eyes the bag of coke. You going to finish that?
Leonard observes the look in Paul’s eye. Be my guest.
28 – The Market 1


.75
Naomi is proudly showing off Leonard to Isabelle through the window.

Naomi: What do you think? 
Isabelle: He is good looking.

Naomi: And loaded! Look. She points to the ring on her finger. I get stuff all the time. He takes me to great restaurants, great hotels and he’s a dream in bed.

Isabelle: Doesn’t he have a place you can go to?
Naomi: What’s wrong with hotels? Fine, okay, he’s married. So what? Guys our age can’t maintain my lifestyle. Besides, they’re immature.

Isabelle nods in agreement.
Naomi: Don’t tell me you wouldn’t want to be spoilt.
Isabelle: I can look after myself.

Naomi: Do you think I can’t? If some guy wants to throw money at me and treat me like a princess, then I’m not going to argue!
Isabelle: Yeah, I’m not sure…

Naomi: Consider it, but you’ll have to be sure, because… you’ll have to go to the Market.
Isabelle: What? 
Naomi: You’ll have to be screened. I can tell you all about it but you need to think about it first. It’s very secretive.
They hear a clap and look around. Spike is waving pathetically, motioning for them to return to the restaurant, but in a semi-flirtatious way for Isabelle. He is rather sad.
Lippie is standing next to him. She doesn’t look happy.
29 – Lippie fired


.75
In the office, Spike tells Lippie to have a seat, but she’s defensive before he even starts.

Spike: The reason I’ve, um, brought you here…Lippie…always thought that was a funny name…
Lippie: I am a good worker, work vely hard.

Spike: I know, of course you are but it’s tight around here you know, cutbacks.

She’s worked it out. It’s ta girl. You reprace me with ta bimbo! 

Spike: Hey that’s the boss’s cousin, uh no…

Lippie: What?

Spike: Wife’s cousin…

Lippie: This is not fair. I am a mature, intelligent woman…

Spike: Exactly! You know! This is the not the place for you! You’re better than this!

Lippie: I need this work! I have to help my parents, pay for my education…

Spike: I know, it’s terrible, shocking really, but you’ll get work elsewhere!

Lippie begins crying. I have never been treated this way.
Spike feels bad, gets up.

Lippie: Don’t come near me! You cannot do this! I have done nothing! She loses control for a moment, sobbing, but pain turns quickly to anger. I have cousin too! Lawyer! And she storms out.

Spike: Fuck!!!!!

30 – Saturday night/Sia/Coke

2.5
Saturday night is always busy. It’s a full team on tonight, Ewen, Lloyd & Nick in the bar and Isabelle, Naomi and Sia in the restaurant. 

The boys are checking out Sia. Michel is there too, having a drink after his day shift. He especially, thinks Sia is cute. 

Michel (in his French accent): I will make love to this one, I think.

Lloyd: Michel, are you talking to your hand again?

Sia loves the attention, but the other girls aren’t that impressed. 

Naomi: Sia, table 9 needs you.

Sia: Oh, I didn’t notice. Thanks. (She goes).

Naomi (Imitating Sia in bimbo voice): I didn’t notice thanks.
Isabelle: Men, so pathetic.

Naomi: Such a boys club here. Lippie obviously wasn’t attractive enough.

Nick, who hasn’t been flirting with Sia, is feeling the daggers from Isabelle. 
Lloyd notices Nicks hurt face: Don’t bother with her man, she’s not worth it.

Nick: I’m just not sure what I did.

Lloyd: I’m telling you man, if you’d porked her, she’d be pissed at you for taking advantage. You can’t please women! I gave up long ago.

Michel, who catches the last part of Lloyd’s words, says: This is what I have heard about you. That you can not please a woman!
Naomi: Look at their smug faces. Bet they had a hand in it. Check this out. She walks into the bar and tells Nick to get her a drink, in front of Lloyd, who takes the bait.

Lloyd: Get it yourself! 

It’s an ongoing issue in the bar, as the girls make more tips.
Naomi tries to argue back, but Lloyd just growls. There seems to be an undercurrent of mutual lust here, but this one will never come to fruition. 
Ewen shakes his head at the childishness.

Spike decides upon intervention and squeezes past Isabelle, unnecessarily grabbing her upper arm as though it was a requirement of getting past her. I.e. cheap feel.
Spike: What’s the problem guys?

Lloyd: No problem. What we’re you after Naomi? All you have to do is ask next time you want me to do your job for you!

Spike: Actually it is you’re job to get all the drinks.

Naomi: I need a Coke, like yesterday. She rushes off again.

Lloyd starts making it, ice followed up with the syrup gun; I’m on it. No dramas, I’m a professional after all.
Spike is satisfied with his management prowess and leaves them to it. 
Lloyd, being at the end of the bar furthest from the restaurant with the coke, calls to Nick and Ewen, cover me. He drops to his knees below the bar so no one can see and uses Ewen and Nick to shield him from the restaurant and undoes his fly.

Ewen can’t believe what he’s doing. What the fuck man? You pissing?
Lloyd: The thing with these fake syrup drinks is you gotta stir them up to create the bubbles. Ah fuck that’s cold!

Ewen: No Lloyd, oh man. You’re sick!
Nick grins to a customer.

Lloyd (Looking down at his shrunken old fella): Jesus, he might need to be resuscitated. 
Nick: Don’t look at me!
Ewen: Mark that glass. I’m going to throw it out later.

Lloyd stands. You just want it for yourself, your perverted bastard! You wanna lick the inside of it!
Ewen: When are you gunna grow up?
Lloyd: How am I going to sleep tonight with you in the room? 
Ewen: Fuck you.
Lloyd walks to the other end of the bar where Sia and Naomi are waiting. 

Lloyd (to Sia): Darlin, if you want anything, you just ask me okay? He hands the coke to Naomi who rolls her eyes.
Spike is too busy eyeing Isabelle to have noticed Lloyds prank as Naomi walks past with her coke to the customer, a table of businessmen who smile sleazily at Naomi and has a good look at her arse as she turns around. The businessman slurps loudly on his cocked coke. 
The boys crack up loudly in the bar.

31 – Amelia Part 1



1
Suddenly Derva Halligan shows up with an attractive young woman with her. They sit at the end of the bar. A cold sweat breaks out on Nick’s face and she signals Nick to come over, which he reluctantly does. 

Mrs Halligan introduces the younger woman as her daughter, AMELIA 20 and says she wants Nick and no one else to attend to their needs tonight and to pay extra attention and he will be rewarded in kind. 

Nick says that’s okay, she doesn’t have to do that, but she hushes him and tells him to settle his ego down, that she only wants a couple of drinks, because she has business to discuss with her daughter.

Nick feels bad and does as she tells him, but the daughter is giving him a flirty knowing smile. Nick is a little disturbed. Does this mean daughter knows mother is cheating on dad?

Spike is on too and he notices what’s going on. He waits until Naomi and Isabelle are in the same place at the same time and he extrapolates his gossip, gleefully pointing out Nick’s new friends. Isabelle is very curious. Spike, smiles, his job done and he backs away again.
Michel ribs Nick on the quiet about the women, in his thick French accent. Nick, you are the stud. You tell me your secret, yes? Nick is heavily embarrassed, but no one seems to know the real story, they are just teasing. 
Lloyd knows the truth and tries to cover for him: If Nick is a stud, I’m Bill Gates.
Nick saunters up to the dishwasher with a couple of glasses and Isabelle conveniently finds an empty glass and makes sure she joins him there. 
Isabelle: Who are those two?
He doesn’t know what to say. Um, just some customers…
Isabelle: Can I talk to you, later? 
He’s surprised by this. Sure. 
Spike is watching their interaction. His plan may have backfired.
32 – Laying down the Law


1.25
Much later, Isabelle and Nick enter the top floor kitchen to talk. 

Nick: What’s up?

Isabelle: How should I say this? I guess what I need to try and explain is that, I mean, don’t get me wrong, I like you, I definitely do, but I don’t think it’s a good idea in here. We have to work together and live together…

Nick: I agree.

Isabelle: It’s just that I, uh, had a lot of emotional stuff before I came here and I can’t really deal with anything more at the moment.

Nick: I can understand that. 

Isabelle: I was out of it that night. It never would have happened otherwise.

Nick: That’s okay, you don’t have to explain. 

Isabelle: If things were different…

Nick: Isabelle, I agree with you, I feel the same.
Isabelle: Oh, okay. That’s good. I think I was… expecting you to say something else.
Nick: All I ask is… I just don’t want there to be anything weird between us, because there’s been this uncomfortable vibe and…
Nick is cut off as they hear someone approaching. Spike has surfaced, conveniently and approaches the two with a look of surprise as though he had no idea they were there.

Spike: Oh, hey guys. Didn’t know anyone was up here. Hey Nickolai, who was that hag in the bar with the younger one? Was that like a mother, daughter duet thing?

Nick squirms and Isabelle waits for a reply too. 

Nick: Just a customer. Everyone read way too much into it.
Spike: Yeah, right, we won’t say anything will we Isabelle?

Spike squeezes past Nick and starts chatting to her and she returns in kind.
Given their conversation, Nick decides to leave. Even though he and Isabelle have spoken, it already feels weird between them; the uncomfortable vibe is back. He looks back. He may as well not exist.
33 – Post Coitus


2
A naked Nick is looking out of the curtain of Mrs Derva Halligan’s master bedroom.
Nick: You positive you’re husbands not going to come home?
Derva is lying close to the bed edge. Nicholas, get your tight butt back here. From the amount I paid you, you still owe me one. (He hesitates) Come on! You’re young; you’ll get it up again!
Nick: Can I ask you why you brought your daughter…?
Derva: Amelia. I just wanted her to meet you. I thought you might find her appealing. Do you?

Nick: I don’t know. So, she’s not aware of us?
Derva: I don’t think my daughter would appreciate me cheating on her father.

Nick: That’s what I thought! Though, you’re not really cheating, because…this isn’t exactly an affair.

Derva: Isn’t it?
Nick (takes a couple of steps closer to the bed): No! It’s a… arrangement; definitely business.
Derva: Don’t go getting confused Nicholas…

Nick: Nick.

Derva: My bread is buttered very nicely here thank you. You’re just a distraction, that’s all. So you can tense down now.

Nick: Okay sorry…

Derva: We can end this at any time.

Nick (takes another step): Great, I just…

Derva: Spit it out. What’s really on your mind?
Nick: I might be attracted to someone.
Derva: How wonderful for you. I’d hate to think that your lust ended here. I’m only concerned with the time that I’m paying you for.

Nick: I know that, it’s just if you show up at work…

Derva: Ah…

Nick: …people start giving me shit …

Derva: Let them think what they like. It adds to your mystique.

Nick: I don’t like being mysterious.

Derva: Not the same thing.

Nick: Whatever, it just makes me uncomfortable.

Derva: Nicholas, I have no desire to make you uncomfortable. I simply need your young cock every now and then. Now enough of the paranoia and tell me about this hussy you fancy.

Nick: She’s not a hussy. She’s American.

Derva: Oh dear, you are in trouble. How old is this prickteaser? 

Nick: She’s not a … well, maybe she is, I don’t know. (He moves to the edge of the bed and sits on the floor, looking up at her): She kissed me once and now she doesn’t want to know me.

Derva: Exactly, a tease. Best forget her. The Americans are sexually repressed, all that religious indoctrination. She’s probably a virgin.

Nick: Can’t all be virgins.

Derva: Let me tell you something sweetie, they’re too scared to have sex with anyone that’s not American, in case they inherit the terrorist gene and contaminate the pool. We’re looking at the world’s largest genetic experiment, underway as we speak. If you were to pull that weapon of yours out, she’d probably scream. 

Nick: I think she’s Jewish.

Derva: There’s the dilemma right there. She’d be terrified of your foreskin. You won’t get anywhere without a circumcision.
Nick: Don’t even joke about things like that. I’m sure she wouldn’t care either way.

Derva: Don’t be too certain. Besides, haven’t you heard that Jewish girls don’t suck dick?

Nick: Well, maybe she’s different. It’s not everything anyway…

Derva: Oh really? (She pulls up on his arm so that he stands, his dick lined up with her face). Tell me that again in ten minutes. It’s time for the second coming… 

34 – Paul’s Warning

1.25
Paul is walking through a very bushy type environment, inside a national park. There is traffic in the distance. He’s not too far away from civilisation. In the near distance, always out of reach are a couple of shadowy figures, wondering off to the left and right like ghosts.
Paul is walking slowly, but his breathing is fast, and he is sniffing a lot like he has done a lot of coke, just to get here.

Suddenly he hears footsteps slowly coming up from behind him and he stops, almost too nervous to turn around. The footsteps halt behind him. A mans hand falls on his shoulder. Paul looks at it, then slowly turns around. The expectation on his face changes to shock. It’s Andy. His dealer.

Andy (Sniggering): You thought I was one of them, didn’t ya? (His grin turns to a sneer). You filthy fucken faggot.
Paul (whispering): No…bi.

Andy grabs him by the throat, tight and hard. You’re a dirty poofter. I was gunna shove something up your ass but you’d probably enjoy it. How bout a stick? Reckon you’d like that?
Andy looks around and spots a suitable object, which is more of a small club than a stick, then leads Paul over by his throat and picks it up. 

Paul: No…
Andy pulls him forward. Bend over you cunt!
Paul: Andy…

Andy: Drop your fucken pants. DROP EM!!!

Paul: No…

Andy squeezes hard on his throat until Paul starts to choke, then does what he is told. Andy grins and then puts the stick end against his arsehole. Wanna be fucked now?
Paul: Please don’t…

Andy gives it a little push and Paul eyes squint in pain. I don’t like cunts who profiteer from me!
Paul: I’ll stop; I’ll give you the coke back.

Andy: I don’t want it back… I want you to keep selling it, but I want every cent and I want back-pay, with interest.

Paul (nodding in hope): Okay, sure.
Andy: I want it all next week. Consider yourself fucken lucky I’m being so generous. He pushes Paul to the ground. He looks quite pathetic with his pants down at his ankles.
Andy thinks so too and spits on him. You’re fucken sick you are. (He looks around at the trees, directing his voice towards the unseen figures beyond). You’re all fucken sick!
He walks off.
Paul holds back the tears.

35 – Patsy’s dream

2
Nick is sitting on a footpath table drinking coffee and reading a music magazine. Geraldine is sitting opposite him, reading the paper. Filip walks past into the Giaconda and Geraldine eyes him with disdain.

Geraldine: disgusting …
Nick looks up at her, interested. Hmm?
Geraldine (She sighs & looks back at the paper): It’s disgusting what’s going on over there at the moment.
Nick: Makes me lose faith in the world.
Geraldine: Don’t buy too much into the propaganda. She points at the paper. It’s not what there saying here, it’s what they’re not saying. It’s like this (She reaches over and closes his magazine, pointing to the cover), scratch away the pretty surface and you find secret deals with friends. It’s all about power and profit.
Nick: It’s just a music magazine.

Geraldine: Really, so who determines who gets the good reviews or who gets an article written about them? Nick, you can let integrity slip past if you’re not observant.

Nick: Okay…

Geraldine: This area, there’s sleaze bubbling just underneath, and certain elements need to be…ferreted out. 
Nick feels paranoid. Does she know what he’s been up to?

Abruptly a car pulls up and Stephen’s ex-wife, PATSY, 36 gets out with her kids. They are RICK aged 11 and CYNTHIA, aged 9. 
Geraldine: Maybe I just need a change of scenery… (She stands and leaning over Nick, reopens his magazine). Be wary, wont you?
Nick is totally lost.
James turns up and makes a fuss over the kids, as Geraldine nods disinterestedly and walks inside. 
The kids seem to know James and respond warmly to him.

Nick is party to a different James.

Isabelle is walking across the road towards them from shopping and James calls her over to introduce them like he was the proud father, but she appears uncomfortable around them. 
James: Isabelle will be receiving some management experience soon. I think she’s made of the right stuff.
Isabelle seems happy: I am?

James smiles at her. We’ll see, but I’m rarely wrong.
Nick is trying not to pry, but he notices this exchange.
Stephen turns up and James bids them farewell and he and Isabelle walk inside the Giaconda. 
Patsy: Have you thought anymore about Melbourne?

Stephen: Yes.

Patsy: Really?

Stephen: Yeah, and it’s still no.
Patsy (sighing and then looking at the children): Can I talk to you over here a minute?

Stephen: Won’t make any difference.

Patsy: Kids just wait here a sec ok? (Leads Stephen a short distance away, out of ear shot of Nick). Listen, I’ve managed to secure places in that school, the really good one.

Stephen: Can’t see them walking there when it’s a thousand kilometres away.

Patsy: Don’t be difficult.

Stephen: Okay, 800 then.

Patsy: It’s a really good school, much better than the one they’ve got.

Stephen: This has nothing to do with some wanky school and everything to do with that dickhead.

Patsy: Stephen, the kids like him and that’s all that matters.

Stephen: Crap. All that matters is that I’m their father and they need to be near me. 

Patsy: You can still see them Stephen, holidays, some weekends…

Stephen: Like I get weekends in this job.

Patsy: That’s not their fault. We’ve been through all this; it’s time to be reasonable.

Stephen (Raising voice): Listen, I don’t care about your new love life! I just care about my kids and if you try and take them away, I’ll take you to court!

He walks back to the kids, who have overheard the last part, but it’s not the first time. Still, it doesn’t make them happy.

Patsy follows Stephen.

Patsy: You’re a bastard. One day you’ll meet someone and everything will change, I guarantee it. You’ll be bending over backwards to make her happy.

Stephen: Not bloody likely.

Nick stands up; head lowered and walks inside as the goodbyes take place, feeling guilty for having been present.

36 – Amelia part 2

.5
Amelia is waiting for Nick inside. They are surprised to see each other, as he must have missed her coming in. She has ordered a coffee and asks Nick to sit with her. He agrees though he seems a bit uncomfortable.
James and Isabelle are still talking at the end of the bar.

James: You ever thought about kids Isabelle?
Isabelle is distracted by Amelia with something a little bit more than curiosity. Um, not really. Don’t think it’s for me.
James: You might feel differently in years to come. Never say never.
Nick has his back to Isabelle and does not notice her interest. 
The unattainable are more enticing.
37 – Nicks invitation


.5
Nick, wearing different clothes, different day, knocks on Paul’s door and opens it.

Nick: Hey. You wanna come on a ferry trip with us? Check out the sights?
Paul: I’m okay here…

Nick: I’ve hardly seen you the last couple of weeks. You’re a bloody hermit lately!

Paul: No, I’m good man. I’ve gotta work anyway, so…
Nick: Okay, well, I’ll catch you later then…

Paul salutes him with a smile and watches as Nick leaves. Satisfied he is alone again, he unleashes the rolled up paper snorter that was in his hand and reaches under the bed, drawing up the hard book with the line of coke on it. He snorts it.
38 – Opera House


1
It’s a beautiful day and Nick, Ewen, Lloyd, Naomi, Sven, Sia and Isabelle are on an outing. They are walking towards the Opera House, in the sun, by the water. They are young, free and for the most part, happy. It’s what they will remember in years to come, though stripped back, they have problems and worries just the same.

Ewen has his camera and runs ahead to take a group shot. Lloyd flies over the back of them and they fall and scatter and laugh and scream – a snapshot to youth.

The group break up and walk in various directions to the House, but Nick walks to the edge of the railing, looking out over the glistening water at the Harbour Bridge. 

Isabelle is watching him. She hesitates, looks back to the diminishing group and is surprised to see Naomi talking to Lloyd. That gives her the inspiration she needs.

She walks over to Nick. He’s very surprised to see her, but he’s a little nonchalant after their recent encounter.

She seems a little nervy however and points out the Harbour Bridge. 

Nick says that he can see it. 
She laughs and says she meant that she heard it’s possible to do a walk on the very top of it. 
Nick finds that very interesting. He pauses to admire it and then makes a promise that before he leaves Sydney, he will do it.

Isabelle becomes a little shy again and decides to catch up to the others. Nick is confused by this girl. She fascinates him. 
39 – 1st floor Collapse

.5 
Paul is working with SUSAN, the 26yr old Aussie lesbian 2nd chef. It’s busy and hot.

He’s chopping up some vegetables, but he’s sweating and looks like absolute shit. He’s slicing, ever closer to his fingers; he’s squinting but notices he has the shakes and stops slicing. 

Paul: Can I… get a drink?

Susan is flat out. Actually I need you to cook the fish; oil should be hot by now. 

He looks towards the fish and picks it up, but it is slimy and he can smell it. He doesn’t feel well. 
The fat is sizzling hot. 
Paul’s eyes flutter, he turns, the world becomes dizzy, and he tries to lower the fish into the oil, but is in danger of losing his fingers in it. 

In blurred slow time he drops the fish, but it misses the pan and he bangs down on the handle with his arm, sizzling oil spurting into the air; Paul’s eyes roll and down he is going; the oil curves then falls. Paul crashes to the ground, but the oil is still coming down; Susan looks on in horror and moves out to intervene; the oil splashes onto the floor, missing Paul by just enough. He’s out cold.
40 – Paul sick




1.25
Nick walks up the stairs to Paul’s door. He hears other footsteps coming and he waits a moment. Isabelle appears and walks to him, signalling to go in. She has surprised Nick again, but he’s beginning to warm to these recent revelations.

Nick opens the door and discovers Paul in bed. Nick sits on Paul’s side of the bed while Isabelle stands, arms crossed. Paul’s exhausted, but recovering. 

Isabelle: You must stop the drugs, now. It’s ridiculous.
Paul: It was dehydration.

Isabelle: That’s fine, he wants to kill himself. Come on Nick, we’ll leave him to it. She walks to the door.
Nick stays though. So, how do you feel? He sees a small open box with little plastic bags of Coke on the floor half under the bed, around a dozen; more than personal usage here. 
Paul: Just tired.
Nick casually pushes it under the bed with the side of his foot.

Nick: When I was a kid, my Dad was a big drinker, but he never listened to anyone. He only stopped when he was ready. I would only say that you should ease back a bit, so you don’t do any damage. 
Paul: Thanks. 
Nick: Doesn’t mean I agree with the …

Paul: Da, da… Stop, before you spoil it. There is nothing more said between them, but Paul puts his hand on Nicks arm and smiles. The appreciation is evident.
Nick stands and Paul rolls over to sleep, facing towards the window. 
Nick walks to the door and pauses, looking back at Paul. Isabelle places her hand on his upper arm. He looks at her; there is light in her eyes. She signals that they should leave.

Paul: No nooky in my room, please.
Isabelle smiles and leads Nick away.

41 – Nooky



1.5
Isabelle walks straight out and into her room, leaving the door open. Nick hesitates in the doorway as she has her back to him at her dresser.

Isabelle: I don’t bite.

He cautiously enters.
Her room is neat, with a low futon style bed in the middle. It is sparse, like the other rooms, posters on the wall.

She turns to him. Isabelle: You like helping people don’t you, Josef, Paul…

Nick: I had to look after my Dad a long time. Guess I’m kinda used to it.
Isabelle: What was wrong with him?
Nick: The big C.

She nods slowly.

Nick walks into the room, looking up at the posters. It was a good fight, but got him in the end.
Isabelle: Sorry to hear…

Nick: That’s okay. Good things came out of it I suppose. I mean, I’m here now.
Isabelle moves forward and throws her arms around him, kissing him. He is surprised, but warms quickly to it and it becomes more heated. The door is kicked shut and Isabelle becomes very flirty and lustful, coming off more like a teenager than an adult. In no time, they’ve stripped down to their underwear. She gets down on her knees to pull his boxers off, but it appears she has an ulterior motive. 
However Nick has had some weird experiences in the blowjob arena of late.

Nick: You don’t have to do that.

Isabelle: I want to…

Nick: Um… no, it’s okay…

Isabelle: All right, fuck the foreplay.  She stands, going from a teenager to a Jekyll & Hyde like demanding adult and pulling him back onto the bed, with her underneath.

Isabelle: Just fuck me then, stick it in. 
He pulls her panties down and then slides it in her. She grabs his hands and holds hers down to the sheets with them so that he is dominating her. He’s not exactly comfortable with this, but he’s also excited. She’s quite vocal with the fuck me’s and wants him to come, come inside her.

Nick: What about…

Isabelle: Don’t worry.

There’s no danger in him coming and he does so reasonably quickly. 
She buries her face in his neck and there’s little sobs. Nick doesn’t understand this, but stays silent, just holding her. 

Nick: Shit, what time is it? I gotta go to work!

He jumps up and gets dressed, she watches him.
Nick: Um, I’ll call you…

She bursts out laughing.
42 – Ditching Derva

1.5
The sun glistens off the water as a yacht cruises past, with the city in the background.

Nick is in a harbour side park, sitting on a bench, but stands as Derva approaches.

Nick: Mrs Halligan…
Derva: Nicholas, are you trying to upset me? I thought you might have been curious about sex in public but now I realise it’s more like the dreaded cloak and dagger.
Nick: I need to talk to you about um, our deal and about Amelia…

Derva: Nicholas sweetie, you’ve done the deed with the JAP.

Nick: Sorry?
Derva: Jewish American Princess. I hope you had protection. If you knock up a Jewish girl, you’re basically married to her mother as well!

Nick: I’m beginning to think you’re a little bit racist…

Derva: Please darling, I know these things because I am one…

Nick: Oh, Halligan doesn’t sound…

Derva: I married a Goy; Irish. My Mother didn’t speak to me for three years. Soon as I got pregnant, I couldn’t get rid of her. She’s still trying to run my life, so trust me, this girlfriend of yours is a Princess and a tease, like I told you and you’ll simply be the summer distraction until she goes back to her real life.
Nick: For your information, she’s not a tease, we had sex yesterday…

Derva: Its temporary, she’ll dry up once she has you.
Nick: …and she’s not a Princess. She doesn’t come from money…

Derva: Just like you, how romantic. Don’t look so shocked Nick; I can smell it a mile away. Why do you think I like you so much? You’re my little bit of rough…
Nick: Thanks, but I needed the money, that’s all.

Derva: If you’re trying to hurt my feelings don’t bother. You’ll be back for more.

Nick: I’ve had a good time, but… it’s over. I really wish you would speak to Amelia because I don’t think… she should come by any more.

Derva: What exactly has she done, apart from wanting to see you? 

Nick: Nothing, she just… she reminds me of you too much…

Derva: I was wrong, you can hurt my feelings. 
Nick: I didn’t mean it like that...

Derva: I was only considering your feelings, but that’s fine, you go, go off and be happy.

Nick: I’m entitled to try…
Derva: Yes and it I’m sure it will be wonderful for a while, but she’ll either dump you before she leaves Sydney or will keep you hanging on, over entire oceans. Either way, it’s going to end badly.

Nick: Thanks for your advice. He stands. But I don’t need it. (Walks away)

Derva: Not now, but you will. You’re fragile Nick; you’ll come off second best. I’ll still be here!
But Nick keeps walking. 
43 – Lloyd Spike clash 2

1
Nick is working behind the bar watching Paul drinking at one of the tables, schmoozing a couple of girls. Paul looks up and sees Nick looking at him and smiles. Nick smiles back. It’s good to see the old Paul again.

Isabelle comes up behind Nick and slips her hand under his bum, giving him a good rub. He opens his mouth in mock horror, but loves it. Spike is observing with vitriol, everyone knows about them now.
At the end of the working night, a happy Isabelle, Stephen, Lloyd and others workers are breaking beers, though a cheery Nick is still cleaning up.

Almost as though in punishment, Spike walks to Nick aside and tells him his till is down considerably. This time, it will cost him more than tips. But Spike has not been subtle.
Lloyd has followed and has overheard. There’s no fucking way you’re doing this, no way. It’s obvious what this is really about. 

Spike: Really, why don’t you enlighten me? 
Lloyd: You’re jealous of Nick; a blind man could see it.

Spike: This is nothing to do with you, as far as I’m concerned you’re just a grunt. 

Lloyd decks Spike with one powerful punch. 

Stephen intervenes, just to make sure Lloyd is not going to do further damage, but really to stop Lloyd causing more trouble for himself. Lloyd respects Stephen and backs off as Spike gets to his feet.
Spike (to Lloyd): Cunt! That’s the end of your job!

He walks off.

The others eye Lloyd with morose faces, but Lloyd changes moods.

Lloyd: For some reason, I’ve got half a chub.
The group crack up.
44 – Mexican Standoff


1.25
Later Isabelle and Nick are in the upstairs kitchen once again. Isabelle moans about the state of the kitchen.

But Nick is making some food and laughing about Lloyd chub comment when the man in question rocks up, not Lloyd, Spike and he’s not in the best of moods. It’s suddenly tense, the reverse order of emotions at the end of the previous scene.
Spike: I was assaulted tonight because of you. You gave me the money; you wanted me out of the way. (To Isabelle) He made me look like the bad one to get to you! When James knows the truth, he’ll be gone. Don’t listen to his lies. I’m the one who’s going places. Isabelle: Fascinating. She is sarcastic but Spike doesn’t pick up on it.
Spike: (Pointing to the ground). This is nothing; I’ve got my own place lined up! I’m almost ready for a deposit…

Isabelle: I don’t think twenty dollars in tips will cover a loan…

Spike: I’ve got funds from places you don’t know about it…

Nick: I believe that…

Spike: Shut your cake hole! You’re fucking history pal!
Isabelle: If you believe for a second that Nick got in the way of anything between you and me, then you’re a bigger loser than I thought you were and that was pretty big! I only tolerated you because you were management, but the whole time I felt like puking. So why don’t you just fuck back off to that little hole you crawled out from.

Spike (devastated): You’re a …bitch. He backs away.

Isabelle: I’d rather be a bitch than pathetic, you little dick loser. (To Nick) You can always tell the ones with the small dicks.
Nick is too stunned to really notice what this means. Isabelle has buried Spike and revealed her true colours in the process.

Isabelle stands angrily: I’ve wanted to say that for a long time.

Nick: It’ll be interesting to see what will happen tomorrow.

Isabelle: How long you going to be? That got me all worked up.
45 – Domination



2.25
Isabelle and Nick are in her bedroom, getting in on. They have their tops off and she is talking dirty, which is enticing to Nick, about the things she wants him to do to her. 
She pulls him down on top of her to the bed and tells him to sit on her and pin her arms to her side. She has to encourage him, but he does it, reluctantly, not entirely certain what she wants.
Isabelle: Now slap me across the face.

Nick: What?

Isabelle: Just do it. Call me a fucking cunt and slap me…hard.

Nick: I can’t do that.

Isabelle: Are you a man or a pathetic little boy? 
Nick: I don’t want to hurt you.

Isabelle: Ohhh, fuck, I’m telling you to. 

Nick is hesitating.
Isabelle: Ahhh! Come on you prick; punish me!

She bucks, trying to get him off and he slaps her, not hard, but it stops her. She likes it.

Isabelle: Harder. Come on, fucking English arsehole!

Nick: I’m sorry, I can’t do it. And he climbs off her.

Isabelle is really disappointed and pissed off, pulling the pillow over her breasts and hugging it.
Nick looks at her, trying to figure it out. I don’t really understand why you’d want that.
Isabelle: Just forget it.

Nick is silent and sits there, not knowing what to say. He leans forward and brushes her cheek gently with the back of his fingers. Don’t be angry.

She nods. He kisses her, but she’s not overly receptive.

Isabelle: I wasn’t asking you to hurt me. It’s just like, a game, you know?

Nick: But…why would you like that? 
Isabelle (pulling away again): Don’t analyse me for Christ’s sake.
Nick: I care about you; it just feels wrong.
Isabelle: How can it be wrong if it’s what I want? Anyway, doesn’t matter, let’s just go to sleep. 
Nick: Don’t do this. 
Isabelle: Turn the light off.
Nick: Talk to me.
Isabelle: I don’t want to talk; I just wanted to fuck…

Nick sighs, runs his hand through his hair. Nick: Okay, we can fuck, but I can’t do that…

Isabelle: Can you at least hold me down, like before?

Nick: Sure.

Isabelle: I want it in the dark.

Nick dutifully rises to switch the light off.
46 – Fired & Promoted


.75
Nick places a table outside the Giaconda, ready for the day’s trade.

Outside the office, Lloyd and Isabelle are dutifully waiting as instructed.

Inside Spike fumbles through an accusation while James stares and lets him bullshit for awhile. James calmly picks up his full sized work diary and throws it at Spike. 
James: You are at first a fuck wit for ripping me off and then a dickhead for thinking you could get away with it!
Spike: Whaa… What you talking about?

James: You’ve forced my hand here and perhaps saved yourself, maybe you’re not so stupid. I almost had enough evidence to bring Geraldine’s cop mates in, but to be honest; I can’t stand the sight of you any longer. Consider yourself very fucking lucky. Now you’ve got 10 minutes to get your shit together…
Spike: But boss I haven’t ripped you off!
James: Get your smarmy Irish ass off my property! James rises to his feet, and Spike scurries out of the door and past Lloyd and Isabelle.
James: Lloyd, follow him and if he’s not out in ten minutes, you have my full permission to kick the shit out of him!

Lloyd (smiling): Yes sir!

James: Isabelle? Congratulations, you’ve made the cut. Let’s talk.
47 – Management ties 

1.5
Later that night, Nick sits on Isabelle’s bed while she walks back and forth, almost lecturing about the importance of management and how it may be best for her to sever ties so that she can do the job properly. 
Nick is shocked, what is it that she’s saying? 
She doesn’t want to break up entirely, but good management means cutting emotional ties with your staff.

Nick can’t believe that she would even suggest such a thing. She has actually considered it. He points out that they all live and work together and it’s impossible to cut ties.

She is slow to agree but does so and subsequently downplays the whole thing in a complete role reversal.

Nick is left feeling hurt, though he stays mute. The seeds of doubt have been sown.

Isabelle can read that doubt and so she turns into the naïve teenager again and sits on his knee. He is hurt though and becomes semi playful, with a hint of real anger in there and throws her back onto the bed. She is excited as he sits on top of her.
Nick: You were going to ditch me, weren’t you?
Isabelle: No, I wasn’t, I...

Nick: Don’t fucking lie to me, you’re a little lying cunt…

Isabelle opens her mouth in shock, but it is tinged with joy.
Nick starts tapping his fingers on her chest, ala typing. Ever heard of the typewriter? Da-da-da-ding! The return is done by slapping Isabelle, rather tamely across the face and Nick laughs.

Isabelle isn’t impressed. This is not the way she likes the game to be played.
Isabelle (Seriously): Is that the best you can do you fucking English prick?

She struggles and Nick can tell she means it and gets off, lying next to her, propped up on his elbow. You are very strange. I don’t get you at all. 
She relents, smiles and leans into him and they kiss.
48 – Stephen & Kids

.75
A bunch of kids play joyfully in a playground, Mums watch on with their prams.

Stephen is at the harbour side park with his kids, Rick and Cynthia. Rick is not in a receptive mood and doesn’t want to be there. Rick isn’t just referring to the park. 

This hurts Stephen. He asks Rick why; Rick hates his school and hates having to stay in Stephens’s room at the restaurant. It’s not a real house. They can get a better house in Melbourne.

Stephen gets very angry at this, stating his rights as a father etc. but Rick storms off mid-sentence to play with his sister.
Stephen buries his face in his hands.

49 – Nick & Isabelle Montage
.75
Montage to a track by 78 Saab: 
Paul is at someone’s house, naked with one of the girls he was drinking with earlier. They are both snorting coke; 
Nick and Isabelle out for a romantic dinner; 
Paul is dealing more coke to Leonard; 

Nick & Isabelle sit in the bath together, drinking champagne; 
Lloyd driving in that sports car across the Harbour Bridge, Isabelle and Nick in the back, wind blowing in their hair, smiling. Nick looks up at the bridge. He hasn’t forgotten about that promise to himself.

50 – James Isabelle & Amelia
1
Isabelle is the Assistant Manager now, but she is more proactive than Spike ever was. She waits patiently by the edge of the restaurant, glaring at Amelia, who is purchasing a drink from Michel.
James appears next to her.

James: I’ve got to go out, you’re in charge.

Isabelle: No problem.

James: Actually I’m scouting travel agents. We have to get you up to speed.

Isabelle: I’m up for it.

James: Good. Beaming, he walks away. 
Two men approach her, early 40’s, one rather fat, a couple of troublemakers overdressed to look smart as Amelia heads to a bar table. 
Isabelle doesn’t flinch, but seats the men calmly, motions Sven to look after them, then strides straight to Amelia, checks around to make sure no one is within ear shot, though Michel can see, and leans in to Amelia, who doesn’t have a clue what’s about to hit her.

Isabelle: Nick told me you had a stinky pussy, is that true?
Amelia is too horrified for words.

Isabelle (calm as can be): He told he could smell your pussy just sitting next to you and it made him sick it was so bad. Actually, I can smell it now. You really are foul. Go home and douche and don’t bother coming back, you primi little bitch! 
Isabelle stands straight again and waits hands behind her back like a mini Hitler.

Amelia is speechless, gets up and leaves.

51 – Kitchen-sink drama

1
The two men have eaten, particularly the fatter one, leave their table laden with empty plates. The restaurant seems to have emptied in the time it took these two to eat. The skinnier one shakes his head in disgust at Fatty and then they look over at Sven who is sitting at a table near the bar, folding napkins, bored with waiting for them to finish. 
Sven looks up as the men laugh and he can see, as before, their scorn is directed at him. Fatty is dabbing at his mouth with his napkin in an overtly feminine manner; the inference is clear. 

Sven is hurt by this more than they could know. It’s an ongoing issue close to his heart and so he turns the other way.
The men stand and walk quickly towards the kitchen. 

Sven hears movement, but is weirded out when he observes them walking straight into the kitchen. 
Paul realises what’s going on, even though he’s never seen them before and says hang on, hang on, but the heavies jump him before he can do anything. Skinny turns out the hot water tap and soon there’s steam spraying out of the sink. Fatty bends Paul backwards and pushes his head into the kitchen sink, face up threaten to burn him like black toast unless they get their money right now.
Sven is present, horrified and screams out to leave him alone! 
Susan, hearing the commotion, appears from the fresh goods area, seizing a pot and smashes Fatty across the back of the head. He drops like a sack of shit. Skinny lets go of Paul and pulls a knife.

Susan: You’ve made your point, now fuck off! 
Fatty is moaning and struggling to get up, pulling on the leg of his Skinny who realises he is at a disadvantage. He turns to Paul who is standing behind the men. We’ll come for you someplace else.

Susan: Just get the fuck outa my kitchen!

The men leave; Fatty doesn’t look too good.
Paul thanks her, though he’s shaken.

Susan: Nobody fucks with the chef. You okay?
Sven is now next to him, and puts his arm worriedly around Paul’s shoulder. 

Paul: No. (He looks at Sven) Though I’m glad I spat in their food.
Susan: What? 

Paul: You said they were giving you crap, so…

Sven is the happiest boy alive and ruffles Paul’s hair.
52 – Paul fired


.5
Isabelle has called Paul to the office. Sorry Paul, but this is totally unacceptable.

Paul: but I’ve just sold off the last of it, I can pay them back now!
Isabelle: I’ve got no choice but to let you go.

Paul: I know I’m a fuck up, but it will be over by next week, probably the end of this week, come on please, that will be the end of it I swear. (No response). I need one more chance.
Isabelle: This was already your second chance. 

Paul closes his eyes, licks his lips and nods.

53 – Sven farewells Paul


.75
Sven is still working in the restaurant, pacing. He’s on edge. He gives a filthy look to Isabelle behind her back and when a customer asks him for something, he sees the mouth moving, but hears no words. He stops dead in the middle of the room, within clear view of the stairwell. Nick has just traversed the last step and dumps Paul’s backpack onto the floor. Sven knows Paul will be there any second and moves back to the counter, pretending to polish some cutlery. He looks up, Paul is there and talking to Nick and he observes their exchange in near jealousy.

Sven looks away, as though in shame and sighs. He goes back to the polishing, but when he looks up, Nick is heading up the stairs and Paul is walking out the door.

Sven instinctively bolts to the door and out onto the street.

Sven: Paul!
Sven runs up to him, but then doesn’t know what to say. Paul offers him his hand with a smile. Sven looks at it a moment, then shakes his hand. Someone, uncertain who, abruptly pulls the other into a hug, a tight embrace, to be taken either way, followed by a quick release. 

Paul nods and grins, not a word spoken, turns and leaves.  
Sven becomes aware of the Giaconda behind and turns in case someone is watching him. It appears not, though it’s hard to be certain through the windows. He lowers his gaze and walks towards the Cafe. It’s all too late for he and Paul. Perhaps if they had just spoken about it, though the real issue for Sven at least, is that it’s just too early. Sven’s time will come, but not just yet.
.

54 – Lloyd confronts Isabelle

2
After work, Nick, Lloyd, Ewen, Susan, Stephen, Sven, Sia are having a drink while Isabelle is closing up. There is a kind of sombre mood, as though someone has died, especially Sven. In the backpacking world, they know that they will never see Paul again. He may as well be dead.

Lloyd is Lloyd and he feels different, not sad but angry. He is giving Isabelle the evil eye and slams his drink down. There is a thick tension in the air. Well that was a fucking great day! 
Isabelle keeps silent but Lloyd continues. Now people, some advice. If someone starts a bar fight, don’t get involved, because if you’re attacked, you’ll get fired.

Stephen: Lloyd…

Isabelle: Excuse me, but we had gangsters breaking into…

Lloyd: …Gangsters…it was just a scare job…
Isabelle: … attacking our staff.

Lloyd: Maybe they just wanted a burger. (Prompts some sniggers)

Isabelle: I have a priority for the safety of our staff.

Lloyd: Bullshit. What about staff who are attacked? We get rid of them? Boot them out on the street, with an hour to pack, like a fucking criminal.

Isabelle: I did him a favour…

Lloyd: Don’t you dare! Paul was a good guy with a small problem, that’s all.

Isabelle: A drug problem is hardly small and we don’t tolerate that in a place of business. Simple law…

Lloyd: Real simple if you don’t give a shit about anyone… James knows about this?
Isabelle: When James isn’t here, I call the shots, but for your information, I have his blessing. Look, those guys are probably coming back. It was the best thing I could do to protect Paul.
Susan: I think she’s got a point there…
Lloyd: Okay, I was wrong. I’m glad you’re on our side. I can feel relieved sleeping in bed at night knowing you’re looking out for my safety.

Isabelle: You’re opinion doesn’t really matter. That’s why you’re in the bar and I’m running the show, arsehole! (She has unknowingly mimicked Spikes earlier insult, perfectly filling into his shoes. She turns and walks).
Lloyd (fuming & loud so she can hear): What do you see in her Nick? I can’t fucking see it!

Nick is in a very uncomfortable position and he runs his hand through his hair. Come on mate, I think we should drop it now, but Nick hasn’t really defended his girlfriend. 
It doesn’t go unnoticed by Isabelle as she shouts from the bar, locking the door. Alright, hurry up; I’m putting the alarm on!
Ewen: Oh come on, not yet!
Sven: We need to have a special toast!
Isabelle: Thank your friend there!
Sven (mockingly): He’s so not my friend!

Ewen (trying to break the tension): You’re not insinuating he’s your boyfriend instead?

Sven: Sweetheart, if I was gay, which I am not, then Lloyd would be the last man on earth…
Lloyd: Hey, if I was the last man on Earth, apart from you, I’d be getting so much pussy, that I’d have a separate country to you. I’d have my own Empire, with a thousand hot slutty slaves and this pappy (pointing to his dick) would be King!

Boys laugh.
Sia: So disgusting.

Susan: Sounds okay to me…
Isabelle walks back in.
Sven: Lloyd, you have enough charm to turn any gay man straight. They would be too terrified in case you decided to come out of the closet.
Everyone laughs, more at the easement in tension, except for Nick, who’s looking at Isabelle. She is definitely not looking at him.
55 – Isabelle & Nick fight

1.5
Later Nick knocks on Isabelle’s door. She reluctantly lets him in. 

Isabelle: It’s really not a good time Nick.

Nick: Look, I just wanted to say I know you had to do it. It mustn’t have been easy to make that call. He has only succeeded in giving her all the power. 
Isabelle: That’s great but I don’t need your fucking permission!
He sighs.
Isabelle: You better leave.

Nick: I know you don’t need my permission, but I’m just saying it’s hard for everyone because Paul was well-liked…

Isabelle: Clearly you liked him a lot.

Nick: What does that mean?

Isabelle: Your support was overwhelming. 

He sighs. Nick: You’d think I was the one criticising you, I wasn’t.

Isabelle: I expect shit from Lloyd. He’s an idiot, but you’re supposed to back me up.

Nick: You seemed to be doing so well on your own.

Isabelle: Another voice would’ve helped, but you’re right, I was on my own!
Nick: I wasn’t completely sure it was the right thing…

Isabelle: Thanks very fucking much.

Nick: I mean, I’m sure it was, you were only looking out for him, I know that.

Isabelle: It doesn’t matter if you agree or not. You stand up for me, especially in front of the others… those fuckers. (Starts getting teary) Its not good enough Nick, you really pissed me off!
Nick: Sorry …

Isabelle (angry tears): Do you know what it’s like being the only one! No one to listen, no one fucking knows what’s going on!

Nick isn’t sure what she’s talking about, management or him or something else…
Isabelle: This is a really bad idea… (Facing away from him, into the corner)
Nick: What is?
Isabelle: Get out.
Nick: You mean us? 

Isabelle (spinning around): Just get the fuck out and leave me alone!

Nick reluctantly leaves, confused, pulling the door closed.
Isabelle throws an object which smashes against the door. 

Nick is left in the hallway, alone. 
(Now its Nicks turn to yearn - the unattainable - more enticing.)

56 – Dissing Lloyd

.75

Nick walks back into his room; Lloyd & Ewen are chilling and Nick slams the door, sitting on the edge of his bed. There’s an air of tension.

Lloyd: What was that bang up there?

Nick: Did you have to go at her so hard? Paul’s gone, it was completely unnecessary.

Lloyd: Yeah I might’ve been…

Nick: Well you’ve fucked me up now, thanks a lot.

Lloyd: Sorry dude.

Nick: Just don’t fucken talk to me.

Nick flops onto the bed, facing away. 

Ewen shakes his head disapprovingly at Lloyd, but Lloyd clearly feels bad.

ACT III

57 – Searching for answers/Filip

.75
The next day, Nick walks into the bar. Isabelle is talking to Filip, but when she sees him, she finishes off her conversation and leaves. 
Michel is working behind the bar, but he’s busy wooing Sia with his French charm. It seems to be working. It depresses Nick.

He looks towards Filip, wondering what the conversation with Isabelle was about, but as he moves close, Filip holds up three fingers, suggesting it would be the third time Nick has asked him about his business if he was to enquire. 
Nick understands, feeling glum anyway and says nothing.
Stephen turns up next to Nick, calling out to Michel for some service on the way past.

Stephen: G’day mate, I heard what happened.
Nick: She’s not talking to me now. I don’t know what’s going on. 
Stephen: Mate, if I understood the riddle of women’s minds, I wouldn’t be in the crap situation I’m in currently.
Nick sighs. It’s not the insight he was hoping for.

Michel hands Stephen his drink and Sia arrives to pour a beer, smiling at Michel.

Stephen: Look at it this way. You’re living and working together 24-7 and on top of that, she’s your boss. That makes it a fucked up situation. 

Nick: I know, I must be insane, but I think I’m already in over my head.
Stephen: Just talk to her, what else can you do? You’ve got you’re work cut out for you, that’s all I can say. 

Nick nods, none the wiser. He observes Filip staring at Sia, but Filip feels his stare, looks at Nick and then guiltily lowers his head back to his paper.
Nick doesn’t make too much of it. He’s in his own head.

58 – Isabelle’s space



1.25
It’s like walking to the gallows as Nick walks up those stairs. He stops at the top of them. He’s made it this far. He walks to her door, but it’s another step entirely to actually knock upon it. He can hear the radio playing softly inside. He summons his courage and eventually, knocks on her door. 
Isabelle: Yes?

Nick: Can I come in?

There’s a long pause. 

Isabelle: Alright.

Nick enters. She’s sitting at the mirror drawer, with her back to him but does not look at the reflection of him, avoiding eye contact. 
Isabelle: I can’t talk long. James wants to see me. 
Nick: Okay, I thought we might try and work out our differences. 

Isabelle: Do we have to do this now?
Nick: You haven’t talked to me for days. I don’t know what’s going on.

Isabelle: Fuck. This is what I hate.

Nick: What?
Isabelle (sighs): This. There’s a lot of pressure, it’s…everybody…James. I swear sometimes he gets off on being a taskmaster.
Nick: It feels like its coming from you. 
Isabelle: Nick, I just… need some space. I can’t breathe sometimes with you and the job and everyone…

Nick: With me…

Isabelle sighs, puts her forehead down to her hand and rubs it.

Nick: That’s fine, I can understand that. Just talk to me, tell me what you want. I hate this silence crap.
Isabelle: What do you want Nick? I thought you wanted to go travelling, what happened to that?

Nick (shocked & hurt): Things…change.
Isabelle sighs. At the moment, I just don’t know what I want. I’ve gotta go.

She walks towards him with her head down and he is forced to go out into the hallway as she pulls the door shut and makes for the stairs.

Nick: When can we talk?

Isabelle can’t get out of there fast enough.

Nick is left hanging. He regrets being in love with her. He’s not enjoying it.

59 – Glum drunk love


2.5
No club tonight. It’s a piss up at home. Lloyd is working, so is Michel & Isabelle, but Ewen & Nick are off and drinking it up. Some of the regulars have joined in including Jacqui. They are soon joined by Naomi, Sia and Stephen, with Michel hanging around, flirting with Sia, rubbing her shoulders etc.

Isabelle sees them getting louder and is not impressed.

The group is being inspired to drink more by a jacked off Stephen and morose Nick.
Michel comes over to him, bends down to whisper.

Michel (whispering): Have you seen lady blonde?

Nick: Amelia? I haven’t actually, no.

Michel: She is too frightened to come! You’re girlfriend… (Does a little push with his hand) …kick her ass to da curb!
Nick seems surprised. I didn’t know that.

Michel nods. I have been keeping quiet for you. It was nasty!
Nick isn’t sure what to make of it.
A tipsy Ewen seems a bit insecure at their whispering. What’s that?
Nick: Just wondering what Amelia’s up to. Maybe I should try and track her down. 
Ewen (sarcastically): Big romance all over then is it? 
There’s an air of tension and everyone can feel it. Nick glares at him, but says nothing.
Ewen’s not impressed either. He’s above such things as relationships and his irritation at Nick is growing.

Time passes and Nick is clearly pissed, acting over the top, annoyingly so, but so are most of the others and there’s lots of animated chatter. 
Stephen gets up.

Nick stands too: Hey man, don’t go! 

Stephen: Piss.

Nick: Make sure you come back! (Stephen waves) Fucken love that guy!
Nick still stands, eyeing off the restaurant, in the hope of seeing Isabelle.
Ewen can’t help himself. 

Ewen: Why don’t you just go over there, and demand to know what the fucks going on?

Nick: Yeah, fucken tell her I will.

Ewen: No, no, I mean it. Just march right over there and get it over with, or just end it, because I’m sick of you fucking moping around our room!
Jacqui gently tugs on Nicks arm and he sits back down. Leave him alone, he’s in a difficult position.

Ewen: Fucking bollocks. Love just turns people into…moronic dummies! It’s embarrassing!
Naomi: It’s obviously been so long for you, you’ve forgotten.

Nick (slurring his words): Probably never had it.
Ewen: Fuck you, it doesn’t interest me. Couples make me wanna throw up. It’s a dismal state of affairs.
Nick (loudly to the air):  Ewen… exists on a higher plain than us mair…mere mortals…He can actually… make love to a spinning turntable…

The gang laugh, Ewen bursts forward and grabs Nick, their chairs going over and knocking Jacqui off hers and falling to the floor. Ewen hauls Nick to his feet.
The bar has stopped cold.

Nick: Why don’t you just do it?

Ewen: I could punch you in the fucking face!

Nick: It’s easy init …to hate everything …

Ewen pushes Nick to the ground; You know fuck all! 
Lloyd has arrived on the scene and grabs Ewen.

Lloyd: What are you doing? 
Ewen: Don’t touch me! Ewen shakes him free, but it’s enough to have defused the situation.

Lloyd picks Nick up and tells him he’s taking him out for fresh air.

Ewen goes back to the table, but everyone is stunned and not going anywhere, except for Jacqui, who is getting her things together, enough youthful shenanigans for her.
Isabelle watches from the restaurant, not amused and slowly people turn back to what they were doing.
The fresh air can either sober you up quickly, or make you dizzier than before. Lloyd tells Nick to take deep breaths, which he does, but he is not good.
Suddenly Nick hurls and Lloyd must jump backwards to avoid the splash. Jacqui walks out and Lloyd calls out for her to stay, but she is pissed off, mumbling something about schoolboy behaviours. Lloyd is torn whether to go after her or stay with Nick, who continues to hurl. It’s a big hurl too, even in Lloyd’s books and his face registers his displeasure. Too late, Jacqui is gone and he opts to stay. No biggie, it isn’t love for Lloyd.
Nick has sunk to an all time low, literally, clutching the edge of the gutter.
Susan: Having fun over there boys? Susan has finished work and is waiting for her ride.
Nick stands, swaying gently like a flag. 
Nick: Love sucks!
Susan (smiling): Don’t try and drag me down with you’re cynicisms, you evil people.

Nick (Shooing her away): Ahhh, its bullshit, it’s not real!

Susan’s ride has turned up. Nick, sometimes you just have to accept that shit, is part of the deal. Susan slides into the car. Her partner smiles at her and the two women kiss; they seem happy. 

Nick is envious, though she may have hit the nail on the head. He’s sure what he’s experiencing with his relationship is not meant to be this way. As he observes he feels even more alone. He watches them drive away.
60 – Girls out


.25
The next day, just on sundown, a seedy Nick is getting dressed for work to do the night shift. He is sweaty and feels nauseous and so he opens the window to suck in some fresh air. 
He catches a glimpse out the window and sees Isabelle and Naomi waiting by the curb for a cab. They are dressed up to the nines, in a sexy kind of way. Nick is confused and worried as the cab pulls up and they excitedly crawl in. 
Nick feels as though he’s back at rock bottom.

61 – Ditch the bitch

1
Lloyd is being a pal as he is off work tonight, but is helping Nick clean the tables as Michel cleans behind the bar.
Michel points to the table that Nick is wiping: Oh Nick, under that table?

Nick looks to where he is pointing.

Michel: Can you pick up that face please?
Nick: Droll.
Lloyd: You are a miserable bastard.

Nick: I’m trying not to be. (He fake smiles, not a good look).

Lloyd: On second thought, stick with the misery.

Nick: Hey um, about the other night…
Lloyd: Don’t say it. Michel over there might get the wrong idea. You know how gay he is.
Michel: Kiss my arsehole.

Lloyd: That’s kiss my ass you French fag and wouldn’t you just love that. (To Nick) What you need to do is conquer that hangover. Mick, two beers!

Nick: Don’t think I can stomach it.
Michel (to Lloyd): siv el plait! 

Lloyd: What are you on about now? 
Michel: So rude you people who cannot say please!

Lloyd: Oh, I thought you were making some sort of pervy French pass at me. You have to stop doing that in front of people, I told you to keep it secret.
Michel smiles and shakes his head. He knows to give in when Lloyd is concerned. The beers go on the counter and Lloyd slaps his hand down on it, calling to Nick, but Nick is now wiping tables near the front windows.

Lloyd sighs and picks up the beers to take to Nick. Buddy, listen to me. I think it’s better for your self esteem if you just ditch the bitch.
But a light sweeps through the bar as a car pulls up.

Nick looks out. It is a BMW. He watches in amazement as two men get out and open the door for the girls. He recognises one as Leonard, Naomi’s squeeze, but the other… 
Lloyd: This should be good.
62 – Confrontation


.75
Nick is at the side door in a flash and pushes it open. Naomi is in the embrace of Leonard, but Isabelle is in coy teenager mode in front of the other guy, DICK, until Nick’s presence shatters everything. 

Nick (He is so crushed he almost whispers it): What the fuck?

Naomi grabs Isabelle’s arm, protecting her and leading her towards the door, positioning herself closest to Nick.
Lloyd has joined Nick, still with his beer, but Naomi holds her hand up to the boys as she passes, with a talk to the hand type expression. 

Lloyd: Think you’re all that don’t ya, girlfriend!

Nick: Isabelle! 
But the girls have gone inside. 
Dick: Why don’t you boys leave them alone? 

Lloyd (Grabs his crotch): Why don’t you suck my gristle you fucker!
Lloyd quickly pushes Nick inside and pulls the door shut, just as the men arrive at the door, which Lloyd has now bolted shut. He watches their faces through the glass. He smiles like an idiot clown, mocking them. Dick points to Lloyd in a silent threat, but Lloyd simply waves goodbye.
He then joins Nick on the stair well. There is no sign of the girls. He looks back but the men have gone too. He notices Nick’s dejected face and he places a hand on his shoulder. She’s not worth it man, she doesn’t care about you. Pretty clear from where I’m standing.
Nick: I just don’t understand why she won’t talk to me.

Lloyd: You deserve the truth man. (He begins walking up the stairs).
Nick: She’s not going to tell me!
Lloyd: Fuck you; I want to know what the deal is! 
Nick follows, running quickly up the stairs.
63 – Confrontation Pt2


2
The girls are in the kitchen, grabbing a bottle of wine from the fridge and a couple of glasses but quickly move to Naomi’s room when the boys rock. 
Lloyd: Hey, Nick deserves an explanation!
Just before Naomi shuts the door, she pumps her fist to Lloyd in a wanking motion.

Lloyd: Only if you’ve wiped off the jism from that guy you just jerked off!

Naomi (Through the door): Disgusting pig. You’re just jealous because yours is tiny.

Lloyd: It would give you nightmares bitch, fucking nightmares! 

Lloyd looks to Nick, still holding his beer and takes a slurp, but Nick hasn’t found any of this amusing. He steps forward and begins banging on the door.

Naomi: Piss off!

Nick keeps pounding, steady, rhythmically until Naomi opens up. 
Lloyd steps forward and slips it around Naomi’s shoulder.
Naomi: What do you think you’re doing?

Lloyd: Let’s go for a walk in the moonlight.

He drags her away.
Lloyd: I know you want me. It seems as though Lloyd enjoys the close contact. Nick sees Isabelle through the open door; she’s pouring a glass of wine.
Nick enters and closes the door behind him. 
Isabelle (Still with her back turned): I really didn’t think you’d behave this way Nick.
Nick (Sarcastic): Is this you’re way of sorting out what you want?
Isabelle: You just don’t get it do you? 
Nick: No, I don’t.

Isabelle: I have a right to enjoy my own life too.
Nick: I’m not trying to hold you back. 

Isabelle: That’s not true; you’ve been watching me like a jealous…

Nick: …boyfriend? My mistake.
Isabelle: More like my father…

Nick: Those guys were old enough to be…

Isabelle…don’t give me that shit. Do you expect me to check with you, who I go out with?
Nick sighs: I’m not going to enter into a whole debate about it. If you don’t…want this…just have the decency to say so …
She pauses, examining his expression. She realises that he is willing to let her go, if she just says the word. Now she’s not certain if she’s ready to give him up. She turns, picks up the glass and takes a drink, looking at some of the pictures on Naomi’s dresser.

Nick waits patiently, expecting the worst.

She turns, holding the glass. It’s become her little security blanket. Isabelle: I know what’s really going through that head of yours…

Nick doesn’t respond.

Isabelle: Men have a one track mind… so no, nothing happened.

Nick tries to see through her: Didn’t look that way…
Isabelle: You’re being paranoid. They were friends of Naomi’s; I just tagged along, to keep her company.

Nick: I wish I could believe you …

Isabelle: There’s no reason why you can’t because it was a bit of harmless fun and that’s all. She buries her face in the wine, drinking.
Nick: If that’s all, then why couldn’t you have told me? 
She gives him that, you’re not my father look.

Nick (Putting his hand to his chest): Well, what am I supposed to think?
Isabelle: Nick, look…She crosses to him, smiling. You just have a suspicious mind, too many conspiracy theories. 
Nick: So you didn’t go that Market place?

Isabelle: Shhhh (Worried that Naomi might hear. Whispering): Is that what you thought? No, no chance. I wouldn’t do that. You know how I feel about you.
Nick: No. I don’t.
Isabelle: Well, I…you just have to give me some breathing room sometimes and we’ll be okay. Is that too much to ask?  She put her spare arm around his shoulder and nuzzles his neck as the words are sounding a little unnatural and with her head on his shoulder, he cannot look her in the eye. She whispers in his ear. Stop worrying so much, you’re going to make yourself sick. 

She pulls back a bit, flicking between eye contact and looking down at his lips and then kisses him. He is reserved until the passion takes over.

They hear a loud cry from Lloyd and a thump. They race out. He picks up his dropped beer which has left a small pool on the floor and is rubbing his leg.
Lloyd: Bitch kicked me!

Naomi: What’d you expect? He made a pass at me!

It seems as though he might be a little hurt by Naomi, but he won’t ever admit it.
Lloyd: You fucking wish! 
Just then, they hear loud, deliberate thumps from beneath the floor; James telling them all to shut up. They laugh.
64 – Domination Pt2 

2
Nick closes the door to Isabelle’s room and is now making all the advancing moves, on the offensive, he takes her, kisses her heavily and she responds. He pulls off her top, kisses her breasts and then pulls his shirt off. Half naked, they walk backwards as they continue to kiss, all the way to the bed.

Nick then pushes her back on to it. 

Isabelle: I’ve been naughty…

He’s uncertain for a moment. Nick: How naughty?

Isabelle: I guess I’ve always been… What are you going to do to me?

Nick isn’t certain if this is a part of the game or whether she’s serious. He sits astride her, placing her arms to her side and locking them there. 
Nick: You’ve been very bad, very fucking bad. You’re a… slut.
Isabelle: Fuck you, you cunt.

Something inside him snaps. He slaps her, hard and her head snaps to one side.

She is shocked, but so is he. He’s frozen for a moment, then climbs off her.

Nick: Oh God, I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to do it so hard.

Isabelle: It’s okay. (She sits up a bit, rubbing her cheek). Just surprised me. 

Nick: I’m so sorry baby, really…

He reaches to her, but she pulls away.

Nick: I didn’t mean it, fuck. (He has cursed himself, there’s a silence and then he whispers) I thought that’s what you wanted …
She rolls over into a foetal position, away from him.

Nick rubs his face, horrified at himself. He doesn’t know what to do. There’s a long silence.
Suddenly she moves to a sitting position on the side of the bed, thinking, seemingly recovered. She climbs off the bed, goes to her drawer, opens it and pulls out a scarf, then returns to the bed, sitting and facing him. She holds the blindfold out to him.
Isabelle: I want you to blindfold me, then fuck me really hard.
Nick is still a little shell-shocked.

Isabelle: And I want you to slap me again, like that.

Nick: No …

Isabelle: Its okay, I wasn’t expecting it, but I’m fine, honestly…
Nick cups her face in his hand. It’s the way I feel about you, we can have sex, but … please don’t ask me…
Isabelle searches his eyes and then flops back on the bed, looking up at the ceiling. She realises she’s never going to get what she wants from him. She looks at him, seeing his pained expression. 
Isabelle: Lay down with me.

He eagerly lies down next to her. She takes his hand and then rolls on her side away from him, dragging his arm over her, so that she pulls him into a spooning position. This way, she doesn’t have to look at that face.

Nick is left confused. Nothing is said for awhile as Nick wonders what the hell is going on.

Isabelle reflects, but her eyes reveal nothing of her mysteries.
Nick: Isabelle?
She says nothing.
Nick: Can I ask you something?

Isabelle: Shhhh…

Nick pulls back gently on her shoulder, rolling her onto her back and propping himself up so he is looking down on her.

Nick: Did something… ever happen to you?

She looks at him a long time, almost wanting to answer, as though he could be the one to unlock her pain, but Nick is not strong enough to handle her and she is not ready to face it. 

Isabelle: Turn the light off.
She rolls over again, pretending to go to sleep.
Nick walks uncertainly to the light switch, but looks at her, hoping to read her before the room is plunged into darkness, but there is nothing…
65 - Nightmares 1 & 2

1.25

Soft light spills on Nicks face. He’s in bed, eyes closed but his mouth is spreading to a pleasurable mini-grin. He opens his eyes, looking at a figure next to him.

Isabelle is kneeling on the floor next to the bed, her arm under the sheet, the movements suggesting she is gently pulling him off. She smiles and with the other hand brushes his cheek with the back of her fingers, the way he has done to her. He goes to speak, but she puts her forefinger across his lips, signalling for silence. Then her hand creeps up to his eyes and closes his lids. He allows her.

She bends down and withdraws something from under the bed and with her cock hand; she whips the sheets back, then grabs his cock again. His eyes snap open and he sees the big industrial scissors in her hand and understands immediately what she’s about to do, but before he can react; she has lunged at his cock with the scissors and SNIP!


He awakens, the scream caught in his open mouth, struggling to drag himself from the nightmare. He props himself up on his elbows and remembers to breathe. He pulls down the sheet and looks at his cock, just in case, but is awash with relief. 

He turns, Isabelle is not there. Confused he gets up and slowly walks to the door, which is still closed, until he opens it, moving out into the hall, careful not to make noise. Its dark, but he can see that the kitchen is empty. The other bedroom doors are closed as expected, but so is the bathroom door. He tiptoes to it, listening. He can hear breathing, quickening; it’s her. He’s not sure how to take this, but he decides to get down on his haunches and look under the door. He can just make out a pair of legs; Isabelle must be sitting on the floor, back against the wall. He is relieved in a way because it appears she is alone, but he is confused as to why she would masturbate at all when he was right there. These questions that keep surfacing are like a living nightmare, an endless sexual confusion.
66 – Ex Strife 



.25

Michel is whistling while he works. He’s so happy that Nick can’t bear to talk to him. Overly happy people are bad news when you’re depressed.
Nick walks into the kitchen hoping to gather advice even though he looks a like he didn’t sleep much for the rest of the night after Isabelle’s pre dawn sojourn, but Stephen is on the phone.
Stephen: Oh, what would you know! …He’s just a fucking loser… Hey…I always put my kids first you whore!

He holds the phone out, tempted to smash it into the wall, but somehow contains it. 
Nick decides against chatting to him.

67 – Derva’s Advice 



1.25
Its mid-afternoon and school buses pick up a group of kids.

Nearby, Nick is walking with Derva down the street.

Derva: You’re lucky I’m even talking to you after the way that bitch spoke to Amelia.

Nick: I only just found out myself, I’m sorry.
Derva: I don’t know what you want from me Nick. This girl sounds like damaged goods. 
Nick: Don’t tell me she’s screwed up; just tell me what I should do.

Derva: I’m not privy to your pillow talk, clearly. Any decision has to come from you.

Nick: I hate it when people say that. You’re a woman; don’t you have any feminine insight?
Derva: No, because…we’re in collusion against all men and I must maintain my loyalty.
Nick: Wouldn’t surprise me. Have you heard of a place called the Market?
Derva: That’s a Playboy club thing isn’t it? I think my husband has been there …

Nick gives her an Oh shit look, but it goes unnoticed.
Derva: …not that he’d ever say. They play cards I think and bore the crap out of each other; it’s all very 19th century and beyond your years, so why would you care?
They arrive at an outdoor mall. There are some teenagers not long out of school hanging about and they sit on the edge of a concreted garden wall. 

Nick: I think I’m losing it. Every time I get an answer, up come two questions.
Derva (Thinks a moment): You know how people say listen to your heart; follow your heart, that type of thing?

Nick nods. 
Derva: Utter bullshit. Sometimes your heart lies to you, tells you what you want to hear because at the end of the day, your heart is selfish, especially when it comes to love. You have to bury it, Christ knows I have and I might be bored, but if that’s the worst of it, so be it. I could be living with him now, in a crapped out box somewhere, broke. Can you imagine, at my age?

Nick: But would you be happier?
He speaks the truth, a truth she doesn’t want to face. 
Derva: Bury your heart Nick. Listen to what your head is telling you. There’s no happy ending with this girl. (She looks at the growing crowd of mostly teenage girls). (Sardonically) I should go before someone recognises me and starts a scandal.
Nick stands: Sorry…

Derva stands. Stop apologising. You need to show some spirit and for Christ’s sake, keep the little head out of it, if it’s at all possible for a man.

Derva walks off and Nick frowns, rubbing at his stressed forehead. The truth is sometimes hard to bear but he wants so desperately to be another solution.
68 – Schoolgirls 

1.75

Nick watches the teenage girls. He is struck upon an idea. He takes a breath and walks to the nearest group.
Nick: Hi, excuse me, can I ask you a weird question? Do you know the Market?

The girl looks at him as though he’s from another galaxy.

He moves to the next girl. Do you know the Market? Same look.

He turns to another group behind him. Guys, have you heard of the Market?
No market around here…

He looks to another and she shakes her head.

Nick looks at these girls, probably a bit conservative. He looks around and sees some other girls, a bit more relaxed, a bit cooler. Hi girls, hey listen, just wondering if you know of the Market?
Girl: Piss off.

Nick: No I mean, do you know where it is?

Girl: We don’t talk to perverts; (she turns to her friends) come on…

Nick: I just need to know where it is! But the girls have left….

Sighing, he sees another couple of girls, ANNA and POLLY both 16, leaning against a brick wall, smoking a cigarette. These two look more promising, a bit rough & ready. He makes a bee line for them.

Nick: Hi girls, I just want to ask you a question, but don’t get the wrong idea. I just want to know how to get to the Market?

Polly: The Market…

Nick: Yeah, you know, the Market…

Polly: Uh, aren’t you a bit young?He makesHekjcvkljvklcjvklm,xnvmnvncvncvcnvklsdfdsjh
Nick studies them, thinking. I’m working there, will be working there…

Polly: Oh, at the bar?

Nick beams. Yeah. I’m a barman!
Anna: Cool. It’s my first time, I’m really nervous…
Polly: Shut up!

Anna: Why?

Polly (to Anna then Nick): You know we’re not supposed to talk about it, so I don’t know why you’re asking…

Nick: I just need the address…
Polly: I don’t know it yet…

Anna: They move the venue every time…

Polly elbows her. 

Anna: Ow, settle down.

Nick: When do you find out?
Polly: Same as you, an hour before.

Nick: Tonight?
Polly: You don’t work there, do you?
Nick: I do, it’s just my first night and I’ve lost my contact details and I… don’t want to appear like I don’t know what I’m doing. I have to impress, its good money. Can’t I just hang with you until you find out? I won’t tell I promise…I’ll get you drinks tonight…
Polly: Ah, they’re free!

Nick: Well, what I meant is I’ll give you special attention…

Polly: I’ll be getting that too…

The girls laugh….

Nick (to Anna): What about you? It’s your first time; I could look out for you…
Polly: I can do that for her…

Anna: It would be nice if I had someone looking out for me, it’s pretty weird you have to admit…

Polly: That’s what I mean about being up for it…

Anna: Yeah, you have to compete, blah blah, but I’m still flippin nervous in case I have to drop my panties for some older guy…
Nick: Um, girls…

Polly: if you’re picked, but maybe… I don’t know if you should go...
Anna: I’m going so shut up.

Nick: Girls, I have to go, I have to get dressed and things, but can I meet you here later on, please, I would really appreciate it and I will definitely keep an eye out for you.
Anna (Checking him out): Are you rich?

Nick shakes his head, Anna shrugs.

Polly: I think I know where it is, so we can meet close by, but we are not walking in together.
Nick: Whatever you say…

Polly: Polly…

Nick: Nick.

Anna sizes him up some more. Anna: Are you sure you’re not rich?
69 – The Market 3 

1
The moon is out, casting a fine light over a large stone house, which is more a large hall than anything. 
Nick is scouting it by some bushes and notices a Security guard in a tux at the door. He’s going to have to be adventurous to get in.

He slowly makes his way along the tree lined perimeter.
He makes his way up the side and notices a small window half open, but hears a toilet flushing inside. He continues along to the back. Peeking around the corner he sees the back door, but a kitchen hand and the Catering Manager are having a cigarette near it. 

She sneaks back to the window, listening. It’s silent. He reaches up and opens the window out further. There is just enough room for him to enter. He drags himself up, and is half through the window when he sees a girl sitting frozen on the toilet.
Nick: I’m working here, but I’m late, Shhhh.

She nods, half smiles, awkwardly.
70 – Lloyds worry 

.75

Lloyd is on the bar by himself. Naomi asks him to get her a drink. 

Lloyd: My love, can’t you see I’m on my own here?

Naomi: Where’s your better half?

Lloyd: Nick was getting dressed, but that was ages ago.
Naomi: That’s great and don’t call me love.
Lloyd spots James & Geraldine going out for the night. 

Lloyd: I thought he would have something to say about it!

Naomi: He doesn’t care, he’s on holidays tomorrow.

Lloyd: Shit, really? Oh fuck, does this mean…?

Naomi: Isabelle is a good manager; I’ll probably be her assistant.

Naomi walks off. 
Lloyd: There is no God! 

A customer waves a money note in Lloyd’s direction.

Lloyd ignores him and chases after Naomi.

Lloyd: Why don’t you get in practice and help me?
Naomi: In your dreams…

Lloyd: I know you’re burning a secret torch for me, when you gunna face up to it?
She holds up her ring. Can you afford this and more?

Lloyd (He holds her hand, looking at it): Very materialistic attitude don’t you think?

Naomi: Honey, I’m just honest about it.
Lloyd: Well, Lloydy doesn’t pay for it darlin, though you did call me honey. Ready to admit you love me?
Her hand flips, removing from his grasp and up goes the middle finger. She walks away.
Customer: Lloyd!
Lloyd watches her go, slightly disappointed, but shakes his head, turning to the customer.
71 – The Market 
4

.5

The interior is dark, lots of red curtains creating small rooms of fabric, just enough space for a man to test his merchandise. There are not many men, but plenty of sexy, naive girls everywhere. They are young, desperate to impress and are overdressed, like underage girls at nightclubs. 
A girl sits on a man’s knee. He’s 50+ and she slurps from the champagne he’s feeding her. He gives her a kiss on the mouth. It’s sleazy and gross.
Inside one of the curtained rooms, three girls are slowly stripping for another rich man, but most are inexperienced. He is pitting them against each other in skill. He points to one and dismisses her with his finger. Eliminated! She’s disappointed.
Inside another room, Dick & Leonard are snorting cocaine (presumedly purchased from Paul) off the breasts of a young woman who is kneeling on the floor and arched back. They pull away and fall back against the couch, the woman forgotten.
72 – Market Bar

.5

Behind the bar and Nick is working with ROD, though their dress code is a little different.

Nicks bar counterpart is in seventh heaven. 

Rod: I scored last time I was here.

Nick: Really?

Rod: Man, look at the odds. The girls are desperate and horny by the end of the night and most of them are drunk on free booze. You got a good chance pal…
Suddenly nearby, they see Security removing a young woman who struggles to be set free.

Woman: This isn’t fair! I’m a great fuck! Who cares if I’ve got a kid?
Nick: What she saying?
Rod: Rules are clear. No yummy mummy’s allowed. The guys won’t have it, but they keep on trying!
Nick watches in macabre fascination.
Rod: Jesus dude, didn’t they fill you in on the deal here?

Nick: Yeah, Mental blank day I guess… 

Rod: Get with the program man, I’m not carrying no dead weight tonight…

Nick: Don’t worry Rod. (He picks up a tray). I’m just going to collect some glasses…

Rod: Hey, it’s only early! (Nick is gone). Crap.

73 – Dick & Nick 

3
Leonard and Dick surface from their room, rubbing their noses. They look around and make their way towards a line of girls.

Nick is checking out the place while picking up glasses and placing them onto his tray.

The camp Catering Manager turns up to the bar with another barman.

Caterer: Rod, this is Christian.

Christian: I’m a bit late, sorry.

Rod: There are 3 of us tonight?
Caterer: No silly, just you two.
Rod: Well…who’s that then? (Pointing)
Nick is hanging close by Leonard & Dick, trying to pick up on their conversation as they walk along a long line of young prospects like buyers in a car yard and from some of the overly flirty looks they are getting, some girls are untested.

Leonard: I know the age cap is 25, but I swear some of these girls are under 18.

Dick (wiping at his sniffy cocaine nose): And the problem is?

Leonard: Do I need to spell it out for you? Ten years of being made to pick up the soap…
Dick: Not my establishment, I didn’t know officer…Dick stops in front of Polly, the more experienced of the schoolgirls, looking at her body. 
Anna, who is next to Polly, sees Nick back a little behind the men and she opens her mouth in recognition, but Nick quietly holds his finger to his lips for silence before she speaks.

Dick: They’re supposed to be screened, so I don’t give a shit. I just expect value for these exorbitant prices. 

Dick grabs Polly’s arm and turns her around like a spit roast and looks at her ass, having never bothered to look her in the eye. He massages her butt, grabs a chunk of flesh and then gives it a firm slap.
Dick: Where’s that minx from the other night, I fancy another crack at that…
Leonard: I already told you, Naomi doesn’t know I keep coming here. There was nothing stopping you arranging something private…

Dick: Yeah I was hoping for something younger tonight, but I will fuck that minx again, she was kinky…

Leonard: Only because you finally had permission to slap a chick around.
Though he’s not a violent guy, Nick can’t help himself. He pushes Dick forward to the floor and the tray falls on top of him, glasses smashing everywhere.

The place stops dead.

Nick: That was my girlfriend, you sick fuck! 
Leonard, being too upper-class to partake in violence, calls for Security, but they are already on the way.
Nick: What’s wrong with you people? 

Leonard helps his high but surprised friend to his feet, remarkably unscathed. 

Nick turns to the girls lined up like a display shelf, particularly Anna & Polly.

Nick: Don’t you know these guys only want you coz you’re young! They just want sex! 
Most girls don’t seem to care what he’s saying, as though he were the mad one.

Girl: Can you just stop it! You’re ruining everything!
Anna & Polly who have met him and who are the youngest, seem to take it on board.
Nick: They’re sick, old bastards, old enough to be your Fathers!
However, Security appears and grabs Nick, but Dick calls on him to wait. He walks up to Nick and punches him in the face. Blood pours out his nose. Dick punches him in the stomach and Nick doubles forward, only remaining on his feet by the hold of the security guard. Dick pushes Nick upright again and leans into his face.

Dick: I’ll fuck who I like, you little prick!
Leonard: I remember his face.
Dick: Isabelle wasn’t it? Funny, she didn’t mention any boyfriend when I had my dick up to her eyeballs!
Nicks pain drops away as anger surges in.
Anna walks right up to Nick, addressing Dick. He was only sticking up for us girls, why don’t you leave him alone?
Dick: Why don’t you mind your own business, bitch, before I take you out back and fuck some sense…

CRACK!!! Nick head butts Dick. Dick goes down. 

The security guard bashes Nick, Bud Spencer style to the top of his head. Nick goes down.
Stop that at once!
It’s a familiar voice. Nick looks up, rubbing the top of his head. It’s Filip.

Filip: I’m sorry it came to this.

Nick struggles to sit up, holding the top of his head: This is… your place?

Filip: You shouldn’t mess with things that don’t concern you. I did try and warn you.

Nick: You’re a fucking bastard.

Filip: It’s just business Nick, but I wouldn’t expect you to understand at your age. (To Guard) Help him up.

Nick shakes off the Guard. I don’t want anything from you. What you’re doing here isn’t right, these girls… Nick gets to his feet.
Filip: These girls are over 18 

Nick: It’s a market for paedophiles…
Filip laughs: This is simply a Singles Scene Party with age requirements, no different than the ones advertised in newspapers, perfectly legal, however, I can appreciate why you’re upset. It was perhaps an error, but I did try and talk Isabelle out of it. She was quite insistent. I presume her curiosity got the better of her. 

Nick: I’m sure you tried real hard.

Filip: Don’t lose faith Nick. We never truly know anybody.

74 – Shot down! 

2

It’s a busy happy night at the Giaconda.

Nick opens the front door, like a wounded gunman into a saloon. He’s been through hell, literally. He walks in, no one noticing at first and then slowly, as he gets further in, more stop to stare. He has his staff uniform on, but he’s spattered with blood. He steps onto a chair, then onto a table, continues walking along a series of tables, knocking drinks over. 
Lloyd stares in shock. By now Nick has the attention of the whole bar and finally he uses the last table to step over to Filip’s empty bar stool and Lloyd pulls him onto the bar. He has attracted the attention of everyone and they wait to see what he’s up to.
Nick: Ladies and gentlemen, the reason I’m here before you like this, is to let you know that I discovered today, after much speculation that my girlfriend, that person right there, has been cheating on me…

Isabelle: What are you talking about Nick? Get down; we should take you to a hospital.

Nick: Hello? I know everything!

Isabelle: Whatever you think you know, you don’t, okay? (Turning to the curious others next to her) I think he’s hit his head…

Nick: You know what hurts almost as much? The fact that you hardly even tried to cover it up, that you brought him to our door and rubbed it in my face, like I wouldn’t notice…

Isabelle: If I was cheating, do you really think I’d do that? I explained the other night to you already, so you should just come down…

(The curious crowd seem undecided).
Nick: Are you a fucking moron!? (Pulling a particular bloody part of his shirt out) Where do you think this came from? My period?

Isabelle: I’m calling the hospital…

Nick: I told you if you didn’t want this, just to tell me, but instead you pulled me further into your twisted, fucked up head games…

Isabelle: Fine, have it your way, let’s end it, but don’t make up some crap to make me look bad…

Nick: You never would have been honest with me would you? You would have kept stringing me alone until it didn’t suit you anymore. I must have been fucking stupid…

Isabelle: Yes, I’m beginning to think you are…
Crowd: Oooh…

(She begins to walk away).
Nick: One more thing I thought you should know, your philandering pig of a sugar daddy? Has herpes…

Crowd: Whoa…

Nick: Thank God we didn’t have sex or I would have the itch now. He had it real bad…

Isabelle: You think I’m going to fall for that…

Nick: Haven’t you been feeling just a little bit scratchy lately? I wouldn’t take the risk if I were you.

A couple of the people next to her take a step away and she suddenly feels an urge to scratch. 

Despite the jokes, Nick gives her a stern, but heartbroken look. He’s crossed the bridge and he can never come back. 

She cannot look at him, then turns.

James and Geraldine walk through the door, shocked.

Nick: Does anyone know of a good clinic she can go to? 
People laugh and Isabelle quickly walks away.

Nicks face betray his real emotion, but then he brightens. Nick: Drinks on me!

Crowd: Yeaahhhhhh!!!

He drops to the floor, nodding to Lloyd, as people gather around.
Lloyd (Pointing): You da man!
James: I don’t believe what I’m fucking seeing here!
Nick: I’m so glad you’re here. (To Geraldine) Here’s your chance to catch the ferret, there’s underage girls and everything, its perfect, but we have to act quickly. Can you help me?
Geraldine smiles.
75 – The Market 5

.5

The cops rush into the Market and people scatter. There is mayhem, particularly from the men who can’t afford to get busted. The girls have been screened into thinking that they’ve done nothing wrong. 
There is pastiche as a cop chases a naked guy and is forced to tackle him.

Filip is arrested, defending his innocence, which he truly believes.

Leonard, who was only earlier talking about the soap, allows himself to be taken away, not without a glance towards Dick, who is still high and struggling until a cop forces his arm way up behind his back. He cries out.
Polly and Anna have heeded Nick’s words and watch safely from across the street.

76 – Stephen relents
.5

Stephen and Nick come out of James’s apartment, pausing on the stairs.

Stephen: You did well there Nick…
Nick: Anyone else would have done the same.

Stephen: Actually, I think most people would only be thinking of themselves after they found out they were being cheated on.
Nick: I was. It was a kind of revenge really. It made me feel better.

Stephen: Don’t tell me that, I was going to call my ex wife. I’ve been thinking about giving her what she wants.

Nick: You still can.
Nick turns and walks slowly down the stairs.
Stephen watches him, then pulls out his mobile, sighs, retrieves a number and calls it.
Stephen: Patsy? (She complains) I know it’s late, but you might have me at the right moment, so you better run with it.

77 – In her Place

2.5
The next day, Nick and Lloyd are packing their bags. Nick zips up his guitar.

Nick: You know, I’m thinking of taking up singing lessons. Give me more options, you know?

Lloyd: As long as you don’t sing on this trip. There’s loads of pussy to schmooze and I don’t want you getting all Ricky Martin on me and fucking it up.

Nick: That’s not singing, that’s soft porn. (He looks out the window) Hey, check it out.
Lloyd joins him. James and Geraldine are going up the street, wheeling suitcases behind them.
Nick: We should’ve told him we’re going.
Lloyd: He doesn’t care man. 
Isabelle: Lloyd is right for once. He just wants to get Geraldine away from here so he can get her pregnant. Haven’t you seen the way he is around kids? It’s sickening. 
The boys didn’t notice her enter and her words sounded unnatural coming from her. They don’t respond and there’s an uncomfortable silence.

Isabelle: Can I talk to you please?

Lloyd looks disappointed, as though he might lose Nick. You want me to go?

Nick: No. Isabelle, I may have been willing to talk last night, if you had bothered to try but…

Isabelle: I thought I’d give you some space, you seemed pretty upset.

Nick: Probably right.

Isabelle: We can talk now …in private.
Nick: Talk! There’s an interesting concept. Pity you didn’t think of it before…

Isabelle: Nick, there are things you don’t know about …She turns to look at Lloyd. I can’t do this with him here.
Lloyd also feels uncomfortable in this situation and turns and looks out the window.

Nick: This is as about as private as I want to get with you.

Isabelle: That’s not fair. I have family…my past okay… it’s hard for me to talk about…

Nick: I would be been there for you, you know that, if you’d let me in…
Isabelle: It’s not that simple…

Nick: Apparently not…

Isabelle: (Looking at Lloyd again, then back) Well, this is a very public situation we’re in here.  Why should I have to tell the whole world about it just because you did? It’s my business and not an episode of Jerry Springer!

Nick: You know that’s ironic Isabelle, that’s an interesting analogy because that’s exactly what this is. (He points to Lloyd). There’s the audience and this is the part where I say, I know you’ve been fucking around or did that have something to do with your past too?
Isabelle: I was just having some fun for fucks sake. A girl likes to be indulged once in a while!
Nick: I bet. How’d I ever think you were a nice person?

Isabelle: …I am…

Nick: …everyone else could see it, except for poor misguided Nick!
Isabelle: I don’t have time for any of this. I have a business to take care of. Are you going to stay or not? We need you and you too Lloyd. We can’t afford to lose two bartenders at once.

Lloyd: You’re fucking unbelievable!

Isabelle: Fine, don’t need you anyway. Nick?

Nick: I hope that one day when you look back on what a fuckup your life has been, you’ll finally look in the mirror and realise just how many good things you’ve missed out on.

Isabelle: Meaning you no doubt.
Nick: No, not me, but there’ll be others and I wish to God there was some way I could warn them. 
Isabelle: Is that your final thought? You finished?

Nick: No. Do yourself a favour and get some fucking counselling!
Lloyd: More like the psyche ward!

Isabelle: You deserve each other, a couple of losers. (She storms out).

Lloyd: Man, that is some fucked up bitch! (To Nick) You okay?
Nick: No. 
Lloyd: You could have fooled me man. 
Nick: I’m really done with the whole relationship thing, way overrated.
Lloyd: Don’t let her bring you down man. In fact, I didn’t want to do this now; I was saving it for the trip, but … I’ve been in love with you from the moment you arrived, sweet cheeks.
78 – Farewell


.75
They pause, with their backpacks, out the front of the Café Giaconda as Nick takes one last look. 
Lloyd: Never got to fuck Naomi. That one’s going to bug me I know it. 
Nick looks at him, surprised as he seems to mean it.

Lloyd: Ah, fuck it; there’ll be a trail of pussy to follow up the coast…
Nick smiles: As long as it’s not too old… or too young or too fucked up…
Lloyd: There ain’t any other kind!
Michel races out and pumps his hand; Nick, you’re da best!

Nick: Sorry about sneaking out. I hate goodbyes.

Michel: You selfish boy. Other people want to say goodbye to you! He puts his fingers in his mouth and whistles.
Next second Stephen and Susan, Sia and Sven rush out, as do a whole bunch of the oddball regulars. 
Sia runs to Michel, and cuddles up to him, smiling at Nick. They are obviously now a couple and make a happy picture. At least someone ends up together!
It inspires Stephen: Group hug! 
People rush around them and Nick is overwhelmed. Someone grabs his butt cheek. 

Nick: Hey, who was that? 

Sven winks. 

Lloyd: What?

Nick: Nothing.

Michel: You English are very strange.
79 – The suit
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Isabelle, as sole person in command, watches the gathering from the restaurant shadows. 
A man in a suit arrives, looking for someone.

Isabelle: Can I help you?

Suit: I’m looking for the person in charge?
Isabelle (proudly): I’m the Manager here.

The man reaches into his suit pocket and withdraws a wad of papers.  I hereby serve you in the unfair dismissal of Lippie Wong.
Isabelle: Huh?
80 – The Gardener

1.5
Nick has grown, has traversed the rites of passage.
Nick is at the front door of Derva’s house. Being Saturday, Mr Halligan answers.
Nick has prepared for this, however. Good Morning sir. Can I speak to your wife please?

Mr Halligan: What is it regarding? 

Nick: Well sir, I was due to come on board as the new gardener, but I’m afraid something’s come up and I would like to apologise to the lady, in person.

Mr Halligan: I wasn’t aware we needed a new gardener. However, it is refreshing that you made the effort to come. Most wouldn’t bother these days.
Nick: Well sir, all thanks should go to your wife for making me come. (He can’t believe he said that, but he gets away with it) She has a way with people that’s rare.

Mr Halligan nods, moving inside.

Nick looks back towards Lloyd, who is waiting on the edge of the property.

Derva arrives, looking a bit shocked. She pulls the door shut and walks him back up the pathway.

Derva: Rather ballsy of you isn’t it?

Nick: I hope I haven’t compromised …

Derva: Thanks to your wife for making me come?

Nick: It just came out. You’ve had a bad influence on me. (Laughs)
Derva: Cheeky bugger. So, I gather things haven’t worked out with the precious?

Nick shakes his head.

Derva: I was hoping you would prove me wrong. I was afraid I was getting too cynical. It pains me to be so right all the time. Only reaffirms that I’m getting old.

Nick: You still look fine to me. 
Derva: Fine?
Nick: This is a quick goodbye; we have a bus to catch.

Derva: What about the Bridge Climb you were planning on?

Nick: Can’t afford it now, but don’t get cynical again, it’s not why I’m here. I just wanted to say how I enjoyed our talks.

Derva: And my body?
Nick: That too.

Derva (looking back towards the house): Why don’t you pop back in before you leave the country and you can send me off in style?

Nick: Well, my flight is from Sydney, so in theory I could…

Derva: No theory about it. The least you can do is give me a good thrashing for old time’s sake.

Nick laughs.

She reaches into her jacket pocket and pulls out her purse. One last thing, I want you to do the Climb for me…

Nick: I said I didn’t come here…

Derva: Shut that pretty mouth of yours and take it or I’ll be forced to hunt you down and have that delicious weapon of yours removed and stuffed, so I can sleep with it under my pillow.

Nick: Ouch! (Laughing) That’s seriously disturbed!

81 – The Bridge



.5
Nick and Lloyd stop as they reach the top of the Sydney Harbour Bridge; huge grins on their faces (roll credits over the top). They low five each other and then Lloyd turns, drops his pants and moons the world.

[image: image1.png]



71
79

