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A Space In My Parking Lot

ACT ONE

FADE IN

1 EXT. JOEY’S LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT

  JOEY, FEMALE FRIEND

The apartments are dark except for a lit-up window – Joey’s lounge room. The thin curtains are drawn, and TWO DARK FIGURES are seen inside, laughing and having a good time. They go away from the window and the light goes off.

2 CONT EXT. STREET – NIGHT

  VELVET

The door to the apartment building opens and VELVET, a thin, blonde woman in her twenties, steps out onto the street. She looks dazed, lost and confused. She looks up at the dark apartment then steps out to the edge of the pavement.

3 EXT. CAR – NIGHT

A car comes racing down the street, head-lights on.

4 EXT. STREET – NIGHT

  VELVET

Velvet stares at the car. She steps out onto the road to face the car.

5 EXT. CAR – NIGHT

All that can be seen of the car is the head-lights, about to fill the screen.

6 EXT. STREET – NIGHT

  VELVET

Velvet’s face is lit-up by the head-lights. She looks peaceful despite the tears shimmering in her eyes.

7 CUT TO: EXT. JOEY’S LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT

The light in Joey’s lounge room goes back on as a screeching of brakes and a crash can be heard.

FADE OUT

FADE IN

8 EXT. STREET – DAY

  JOEY, MARC

JOEY, a tall, thin, handsome man in his forties, and MARC, a tall, thin man in his twenties, stand silently on the sidewalk, staring up at Joey’s apartment. A large box and a suitcase sit besides Joey.

9 INT. JOEY’S LOUNGE ROOM – DAY

  N/S REAL ESTATE AGENT, N/S YOUNG COUPLE

The lounge room is bare and the wooden floorboards are polished. A REAL ESTATE AGENT and a YOUNG COUPLE stand in the middle of the room, silently gesturing around. They leave through a door to the side of the room.

10 EXT. STREET – DAY

   JOEY, MARC

Joey and Marc continue to stand quietly on the sidewalk. After a moment, Marc gestures down at the box.

MARC

What are you going to do with that?

Joey doesn’t look away from the window.

JOEY

With what?

MARC

The box.

JOEY

Angela’s taking it.

MARC

Angela?

JOEY

Velvet’s mother.

MARC

You taking it to her or is she coming here?

Joey looks bitterly at Marc.

JOEY

What’s with the questions?

A moment goes by before Joey and Marc both look back up at the window.

11 INT. JOEY’S LOUNGE ROOM

   N/S REAL ESTATE AGENT, N/S YOUNG COUPLE

The young couple shake the real estate agent’s hand.

12 EXT. STREET – DAY

   JOEY, MARC

Joey and Marc continue looking back up at the window.

MARC

I don’t get why you’re moving.

JOEY

I don’t get why you’re staying.

MARC

Where will you go? You have a great apartment right here.

JOEY

Kathleen’s letting me move back in with the kids.

MARC

Why would you want to move back there for? She’ll try and change you, that’s the whole reason why you left in the first place!

Joey sighs.

JOEY

I’ve been thinking about giving up the coke.

MARC

Why?

JOEY

Where’s the point? I’m just going to get further drawn into it and end up either overdosing or killing myself. Like Velvet.

MARC

Velvet didn’t kill herself because of coke. It was because she caught you with that girl. Besides, what am I going to do if you don’t buy off me?

JOEY

Find new customers.

MARC

Kathleen won’t let you sleep around.

Joey looks down the street.

JOEY

I told you to shut up.

Joey continues to look down the street.

13 EXT. TAXI – DAY

   JOEY, MARC

A taxi drives up the street towards Joey and Marc, and stops in front of them.

14 INT/EXT. STREET – DAY

   JOEY, MARC

Joey and Marc are staring into the taxi. Joey looks uncomfortable while Marc looks interested.

15 EXT. STREET – DAY

   ANGELA, JOEY, MARC

Joey opens the taxi door and ANGELA, a neat, blonde woman in her early fifties, gets out of the taxi. Her eyes are red rimmed as she looks down at the box.

ANGELA

Velvet… are they her things, Joey?

Joey picks up the box.

JOEY

Yeah, I’ll put it in the boot.

Joey opens the boot and heaves the box in. As he shuts the lid, Angela and Marc stare at each other.

Angela, this is Marc, my brother. Marc, this is Velvet’s mother.

MARC

Hello.

Angela draws out a lace handkerchief from her pocket and twists it in her hands, looking nervously at Joey and ignoring Marc.

ANGELA

Are you coming? Where is the driver taking you?

JOEY

I’m staying with a friend.

MARC

His ex-wife.

Joey walks around the taxi and opens the far backdoor, giving Marc a dark glare. Angela looks disapprovingly at Joey, then opens her door and gets back into the taxi, slamming the door shut.

So, Joey, when are you coming back?

JOEY

When you’re not here.

Joey climbs into the taxi and the door shuts. The taxi pulls away from the sidewalk and drives away, leaving Marc staring after it.

16 INT. TAXI – DAY

   ANGELA, JOEY

Joey and Angela are sitting as close to their doors as possible. They look at each other for a moment, then turn back to face their windows.

FADE OUT
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FADE IN

17 EXT. VELVET’S HOUSE – DAY

ESTABLISHING SHOT

Velvet’s house is a neat, two story home with a white picket fence.

JOHN (V/O)

You’ve done what?!

18 INT. VELVET’S LOUNGE ROOM – DAY

   ANGELA, JOHN, VELVET

In the fancy lounge room sites Velvet, wearing a skirt and blouse, in a chair looking bored. JOHN, Velvet’s father, a distinguished greying man in his fifties, leans over her in rage. Angela sits timidly across the room.

VELVET

I dropped out.

JOHN

What on Earth possessed you to do such an immature thing?

VELVET

English Literature bores me, Dad. So I quit. There was no point staying if I didn’t like it. Look on the bright side – you don’t have to pay university fees anymore.

John becomes red in the face and slaps the mantle with his hand. He then looks at Angela.

JOHN

What do you think?

Angela looks surprised that she’s been spoken to.

ANGELA

Well, if she didn’t like her study –

John turns back to face Velvet.

JOHN

Why didn’t you come to us before leaving, you stupid girl?

Velvet lazily runs her hand through her hair.

VELVET

May I remind you –

JOHN

No –

VELVET

That I wanted to study music, and you wouldn’t let me? That’s still what I want to do.

JOHN

You won’t get anywhere studying music!

Velvet shrugs. John glares at Angela.

Well, she certainly didn’t inherit my brains.

VELVET

Don’t blame her.

John turns back to Velvet.

19 CLOSE UP INT. VELVET’S LOUNGE ROOM - JOHN’S FACE – DAY

   JOHN

JOHN

You are twenty-six years old. You’ve spent seven years here doing nothing. After six months of university, you’re back and you’re probably going to stay. You’ll be uneducated. You’ll be a spinster.

20 CLOSE UP INT. VELVET’S LOUNGE ROOM – VELVET’S FACE – DAY

   VELVET

VELVET

There’s nothing wrong with being a spinster these days.

21 EXT/INT. HALLWAY – DAY

   JOHN

John stands in the open front doorway, still angry.

JOHN

And don’t return until you’re ready to go back to university!

The front door slams shut in front of him.

22 EXT. VELVET’S HOUSE – DAY

   VELVET

On the porch in front of the shut front door stands Velvet, holding a suitcase. She turns around and walks down the front path.

23 CONT EXT. TAXI – DAY

   VELVET

A taxi sits at the curb in front of the house. Velvet opens the back door, throws her suitcase in, climbs in and shuts the door. The taxi pulls away.

24 EXT/INT. TAXI – DAY

   VELVET

Velvet stares out the window apphensively. Houses reflect on the window.
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Velvet leans back in her seat, staring straight ahead.

25 EXT. STREET – NIGHT

   VELVET, N/S PROSTITUTES, N/S DRUNKEN MEN

Velvet walks quickly and carefully down a dark street in London, dragging her suitcase along. The taxi drives past her, the tail-lights disappearing into the darkness. PROSTITUTES stand under street lamps, drunken men lie in the street. Velvet looks down at a paper in her hand.

26 EXT. PAPER – NIGHT

The paper reads ‘Princess Street Hotel’ with an address. A drop of water falls on the paper, smearing the word ‘Princess’.

27 EXT. STREET – NIGHT

   PETE, VELVET

Water sprinkles on Velvet’s head. She puts her hand over her head and looks up to see water dripping from a rain pipe overhead.

PETE (V/O)

Are you okay?

PETE, a neat-looking man in his twenties, steps out of the shadows towards Velvet. He offers her a toothy smile. Velvet ignorantly walks towards him.

VELVET

You wouldn’t happen to know where the Princess Street Hotel is, do you?

Pete points down the street.

PETE

Sure. Up two blocks, then turn right. You’ll see it.

VELVET

Oh. Well, thanks.

Velvet turns to walk away, but Pete gestures towards her suitcase.

PETE

You on holiday?

VELVET

Something like that.

PETE

Not many holiday around this part of the city.

VELVET

Why?

Pete gestures around the street.

PETE

You know. Druggies, prostitutes, drunks, rapists. You’re a brave girl; not many girls would walk around here on their own at this time of night. You’re pretty – it’ll be a pity if you got hurt because of that.

Pete smiles again while Velvet regards him warily.

VELVET

Thanks for the advice.

Pete takes a step towards her and Velvet takes a step back.

PETE

Here’s an idea - why don’t you let me walk you to the hotel?

VELVET

Uh… thanks, but no thanks. I’ll be fine.

Pete grabs her wrist.

PETE

I insist.

VELVET

Alright… if you insist…

Pete drags Velvet quickly towards an alleyway.

I thought you said it’s up the street.

PETE

It is. This is just a quicker way of getting there. 

Pete drags Velvet into the alleyway.

28 CONT EXT. ALLEYWAY – NIGHT

   JOEY, MARC, PETE, VELVET

Inside the alleyway, Pete quickly pushes Velvet up against the wall with his weight. Velvet struggles against him but fails. Her suitcase falls from her hand.

VELVET

What do you think you’re doing?! Help!

Pete smiles coldly at her.

PETE

I warned you about the rapists, pretty one.

Pete pushes his hand up Velvet’s skirt. She shudders.

VELVET

Oh, God…

PETE

No, no, you have it all wrong. You’re supposed to groan, ‘Oh, Pete…’

Velvet’s not listening to him.

VELVET

Help!

Pete clamps a hand over Velvet’s mouth. She glares at him defiantly.

PETE

Would you shut the fuck up already?

He moves his hand down her throat then suddenly rips open the top of her blouse, sending the buttons flying. Velvet whimpers.

I’ll cut you a deal. You pay me and I’ll be gentle.

VELVET

I won’t pay you anything!

Pete smiles, shrugs and grasps Velvet around the neck.

PETE

Your choice, pretty one. You girls become more gullible every –

SFX: Gunshot

Velvet’s eyes open wide at the sound. Pete suddenly pulls away, clutching his forearm in agony.

Shit!

Pete pulls his arm away to reveal blood pouring down his arm from the bullet wound. Velvet’s knees give in and she slides to the ground.

MARC (V/O)

Fucking hell! Joey!

Joey and Marc run down the alleyway to Pete and Velvet. Joey’s holding a smoke gun, aimed at Pete, who holds his arm tightly again.

JOEY

Piss off. Leave the girl alone or you’ll find another bullet in a more fragile place than your arm.

Pete takes several shaky steps backwards, glaring all the while.

PETE

You’ll pay!

JOEY

I’m sure I will.

Pete turns and runs off. Joey and Marc look down at Velvet, who’s distressed. She’s holding the top of her blouse together to regain some dignity and is searching for the missing buttons.

MARC

Are you alright?

Velvet looks up at them.

VELVET

I can’t find my buttons.

MARC

We’re not perverts so the buttons are the least of your problems right now. 

Marc crouches down in front of her.

Do you need any help?

Velvet looks at him untrustingly. Marc offers her his hand.

I know you have no reason to trust us, but we’re not all bad.

JOEY

We just saved your ass.

MARC

Shut up, Joey. 

Marc gives Velvet a warm, sympathetic smile.

Look, I’m Marc and this is my brother, Joey. Who are you?

Velvet takes Marc’s hand and pulls herself up. Joey gets her suitcase and hands it to her. Velvet takes it and stares at him. Joey looks uncomfortable under her gaze and lights a cigarette, looking away. Marc notices this but dismisses it as she looks at him again.

VELVET

I’m Velvet.

MARC

You’re new around here, aren’t you?

JOEY

What’s your story?

Marc glares at him.

MARC

You can’t be sensitive, can you?

VELVET

It’s okay. My father kicked me out for dropping out of university. I just wound up here.

MARC

Is that all? Hell, I dropped out of university. Waste of time.

Joey looks at him but doesn’t say anything.

VELVET

What do you do now, then?

Both Joey and Velvet stare at Marc.

JOEY

Yeah, Marc, what do you do now, then?

MARC

I… run part of a business.

Joey snorts. Velvet looks at him in interest, while Marc ignores him.

So, you need any help getting somewhere?

VELVET

I was heading to the Princess Street Hotel for the night and figure out what to do in the morning, before I got sidetracked. I guess I’ll go there.

Joey and Marc glance at each other.

What?

JOEY

Not a wise move, going there. If you thought what’s happened already tonight was pretty bad, you wouldn’t survive until morning there.

MARC

He makes it sound worse than it really is, but yeah, you ought not to go there… look, I have a room in the hostel. You can come spend the night there.

JOEY

There’s hardly any room for you there, let alone her.

MARC

She going to stay in your apartment, then? 

Joey shakes his head.

Right.

Velvet looks at Marc in confusion.

VELVET

You run part of a business, yet you live in a hostel?

MARC

It’s not very profitable business.

Marc takes Velvet’s suitcase.

Come on, we’ll help you figure out what you’ll do in the morning, won’t we, Joey?

Joey’s walked off down the alleyway. He gives a wave of his hand as he disappears.

That’s a yes, coming from him.

Marc catches the look of dreaming on Velvet’s face as she watches after Joey.

You coming?

Velvet looks at Marc.

VELVET

Oh, yes…

Velvet and Marc walk out of the alleyway and out onto the street.

FADE OUT

FADE IN

28 INT. ANGELA AND JOHN’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

   ANGELA, JOHN

By the light of a single lamp, Angela sits at a vanity. In her reflection through the mirror she wears a lace nightgown and is brushing her hair. A lit up bathroom is also reflected in the mirror and running water can be heard. Angela looks troubled and worried.

ANGELA

Velvet’s not home yet.

The sound of running water continues. Angela raises her voice.

When is she coming back? God only knows where she might be… what if she’s sleeping in a dirty street somewhere?

JOHN (V/O)

It’s none of your concern.

Angela puts down her hairbrush.

ANGELA

quiet

I think it is.

The water shuts off and through the mirror John is seen standing in the bathroom doorway. He is topless but wears pyjama bottoms.

JOHN

What did you say?

ANGELA

I didn’t say anything.

JOHN

Don’t lie to me, Angie. What did you say? Tell me. Now.

Angela glances across the vanity table before turning around to face John, suddenly defiant. The camera now faces into the bedroom, rather than through the mirror.

ANGELA

I said, I think Velvet is my concern and –

JOHN

I’m afraid you’re mistaken. You should only concern yourself about keeping the house clean, having dinner ready for me when I come home, keeping your mouth shut and being an obedient wife – those last two things, by the way, I want to see an improvement on.

ANGELA

And you need to improve as a father!

John is taken aback at Angela’s furious outburst. She takes the moment to stand and face him.

What sort of father tosses his daughter out of his house, let alone not show any remorse about it? It wasn’t as if she did anything really wrong! So she left university! Big deal! Maybe that’s not what she wants.

John’s temperament reaches Angela’s.

JOHN

She can’t want much then!

ANGELA

She… she could get an office job or something! 

John snorts.

JOHN

She’s too damn stupid for that. It’s either university or being an ugly little slut in the slums. 

ANGELA

And you think tossing her out into the streets is protecting her from that?

JOHN

Shit no. She’s probably got her legs open to some loser who’s willing to shove a twenty down her bra for a useless fuck if she shuts up and does what he wants.

He pauses, then smiles, impressed and satisfied.

She’s a good girl, then. I’d be pleased that what I’ve taught her has stayed in her otherwise stupid head.

There’s a moment of silence in the room as Angela realises what he’s said. Then she storms to him in rage.

ANGELA

What the hell have you done to my daughter?! She –

John backhands her before she can finish and she tumbles to the ground, holding her cheek. Angela stares up at him in rage and fury.

JOHN

She is my daughter and I’ll do whatever I want to her.

He punches Angela in the cheek.

Someone’s got to raise her right. You’ve been completely useless at it, at least I taught her a few things that she ought to bloody well remember!

He punches Angela in the nose. There’s the sickening sound of bones breaking as blood streams from her nose and she presses her hand against it. John looks at her for a moment with a sneer, then turns off the bathroom light.

Now look what you’ve done. You’ve made a mess. Well, get cleaned up, woman! Someone’s got to be respectable in this family… it sure ain’t you two.

Angela slowly sits up as John turns out the lamp.

29 INT. VELVET’S HOUSE, HALLWAY – NIGHT

   ANGELA

The hallway is dark and the door to Angela and John’s bedroom is shut. Suddenly it opens slowly, revealing the dark room. Angela, dressed, quietly slips out into the hallway, suitcase in hand. She shuts the door as slowly and silently as she opened it, then walks down the hallway and out of frame.

30 INT. HOSTEL, HALLWAY – DAY

   VELVET, BATHROOM MAN

Velvet’s feet walk along a tiled hallway floor, taking care to step around puddles of water. Her feet are bare except for a silver anklet on her left ankle. Her feet stop at a door and she wiggles her toes. The door swings open and a pair of man’s feet step out.

VELVET (V/O)

Excuse me?

The man’s feet stop in front of Velvet’s feet.

Do you know where the ladies’ bathroom is?

BATHROOM MAN (V/O)

Sorry, love, but this is a men’s hostel. There isn’t a ladies bathroom.

VELVET (V/O)

Oh… thanks, anyway.

The man’s feet walk away. After a moment, Velvet’s feet walk back the way she came.

31 INT. JOEY’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM – DAY

   JOEY

Sunlight streams through the small window of the cramped bedroom. A digital clock reads 8:37am and the phone sitting beside the clock is ringing. An arm reaches out from the hunched form under the covers, picks up the receiver and pulls it back under the covers.

JOEY

What?. . . Shut up. . . Glad you realise the time! What the fuck you doing, ringing me at this hour?

32 CUT TO INT. HOSTEL, MARC’S BEDROOM – DAY

   MARC

Marc, only wearing a pair of ripped jeans, sits on the edge of the unmade bed, a phone receiver cradled to his ear. The small room has the resemblance of a junkyard.

MARC

Okay, Joey, you know I wouldn’t ring this early without a reason, but Velvet’s left the room for a couple of minutes. . . the girl from the alley last night. . . look, you gotta take her. . . I mean, she gotta live with you.

Marc holds the phone away from his ear.

33 CUT TO INT. JOEY’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM – DAY

   JOEY

Joey now sits up in bed. He’s topless and has one hand over his eyes in annoyance as he speaks into the receiver.

JOEY

What do you mean, I’m the best choice?. . . Kicked out?. . . There’s hardly enough room for me here, let alone two people. . . Fine, it’s better than your room or the hotel. . . yeah, I’ll be there at ten. . . now fuck off.

He puts the receiver back on the phone, lies down and picks up a packet of cigarettes and a lighter from the beside table. The lighter falls down between the bed and table. Joey looks at it for a moment, then lies on his back, staring at the ceiling.

Shit.

34 INT. HOSTEL, MARC’S BEDROOM – DAY

   MARC, VELVET, JOEY

The bed is made. Velvet sits at the end of it with her suitcase, wearing a plaid skirt and white blouse, while Marc watches out the window for signs of Joey, wearing an old t-shirt with his jeans. Velvet looks picture perfect while Marc looks like something the cat brought in.

MARC

Where is he? He said he’d be here at ten.

VELVET

It’s only five past. How far away does he live?

MARC

A couple of blocks. Come on, man…

VELVET

Are you desperate to get rid of me or something, because I’ll just go if you want.

Marc looks at her then sighs, gestures for her to move over and sits down on the bed beside her.

I can just go to that hotel or something… 

MARC

You can’t. If you’re on your own there and clearly new to town, men are going to chop you up like liver. Same thing’s going to happen if you stay here with me, I’m afraid. 

He gestures around the room.

And, as you can see, I’m not really set up for having someone stay with me. Joey’s apartment is one bedroom, but there’s room for a second person.

He smiles slightly.

And though there’s no separate ladies bathroom at his place, I’m sure you’ll be welcome to share his bathroom.

VELVET

His wife won’t mind him having another woman in the apartment…?

Marc looks at Velvet quizzically.

MARC

Where’d you get the idea that he has a wife?

Velvet shrugs and looks down.

VELVET

I don’t know. I just presumed, that at his age, he’d be married…

Marc’s amused.

MARC

How old do you think he is?

VELVET

Late thirties, I guess.

Marc snorts.

MARC

Hardly! He’s forty seven. Actually, he got divorced two months ago. That’s when he moved here.

VELVET

Kids?

MARC

Two of them. They’re with Kathleen, though – she’s the ex-wife.

Velvet’s excited over the fact that Joey’s unmarried. Marc notices but before he can say anything, the door to the hostel opens and Joey walks in. He looks smart compared to Marc – neat jeans and a casual shirt hiding his slender frame. He’s freshly-showered and smelling of aftershave. While his facial features are relaxed, his eyes show anger and annoyance. Velvet’s face turns bright red at the sight of him.

JOEY

Hello. Fuck, Marc, don’t you ever clean out this place? It’s filth!

MARC

It’s quater past ten, Joey! You said you were going to be here at ten!

JOEY

Be happy I showed up at all. And what’s with you?

Joey’s question is directed at Velvet, as her face has not returned to it’s usual skin tone.

VELVET

Nothing.

Joey and Marc look at her suspiciously, but Joey shrugs it off and picks up Velvet’s suitcase.

JOEY

Good. Let’s go.

Velvet walks past him out into the hallway, deliberately catching a wift of his aftershave as she goes past. Luckily for her, Joey doesn’t notice and makes to close the door behind him out into the hallway.

MARC

Wait, Joey, I gotta talk to you.

JOEY

Can’t it wait?

MARC

No. Business stuff. Important. Now.

Joey sighs, then looks at Velvet. He tosses her suitcase at her and she catches it.

JOEY

Won’t be long. You go down and wait for me outside. Don’t wander off cause I’m not about to go on a wild goose chase through London after you.

Velvet walks off down the hallway. Joey re-enters Marc’s room.

MARC

Close the door.

Joey kicks the door shut with his foot as Marc bends underneath the bed and pulls out two baggies of cocaine powder, then throws both at Joey. Joey looks at them, his face uninterested.

JOEY

I don’t need any.

MARC

They’re not for you.

JOEY

Then who are they for…?

Joey glares at Marc as realisation hits him.

No. You’ve offered Miss Priss my apartment, I am not paying for her coke. I’m not paying anything for her. I want her out of my apartment, pronto.

MARC

Would you shut up for one goddamned minute? It’s on the house.

JOEY

You can’t afford that.

MARC

It’s none of your business what I can and can’t afford. Besides, she seems bloody ignorant and trusting and well-off, so I can get a heap of money out of her.

JOEY

We talking about the same girl here? She was looking for the Princess Street Hotel, for fuck’s sake. If she’s well-off, she wouldn’t had been heading there. Did you start rooting through her bag for cash after you fucked her?

MARC

Why do you presume I fucked her? And is that the only word you know?

JOEY

How stupid do you think I am? You did sleep in the same bed, didn’t you?

MARC

Yes, but unlike you, I don’t instantly think that having a girl sleeping in my bed is an invitation to fuck her.

The corner of Joey’s mouth twitches into what could possibly be called a smile and Marc’s mouth does the same, a definite smile.

JOEY

You’re very conservative.

MARC

A conservative coke dealer?

JOEY

There’s a first time for everything.

Joey’s smile fades as he looks down at the cocaine baggies.

Look, I don’t know. To me she looks like she’s got a rod shoved so far up her ass that she ain’t exactly gonna snort coke up her nose just for kicks and giggles.

Marc shrugs.

MARC

I don’t know about that. I have a feeling that she’s gonna do anything you say.

Joey looks at Marc sharply.

JOEY

What are you talking about?

Marc rolls his eyes and looks up at the ceiling.

MARC

He tells me he’s not stupid and then he asks that.

JOEY

I’m standing right here.

Marc stares at Joey.

MARC

Have the past two months ironed your brain? She was looking at you last night as if you were her guardian angel.

JOEY

I’d just shot a guy who was gonna rape her and leave her for dead. She ought to have praised me.

MARC

You noticed yourself she went bright red when you came in here.

JOEY

I can’t help it if women are irresistibly attracted to me.

MARC

She was also mighty pleased when she realised you aren’t married.

Joey pauses.

JOEY

What you tell her that for?

MARC

She asked if your wife would be uncomfortable with her living with you. I said you didn’t have a wife. Told her you divorced Kathleen two months back. Doesn’t matter – either way, you’ve definitely Velvet’s lust object for the time being.

JOEY

She’s only human. Anyway, I’ll deal with her. 

Joey puts the baggies in his jeans pockets and opens the door.

You reckon I should go down there now? 

MARC

Probably. So yeah, if you like seduce her or something she’ll probably snort it right up her nose. And you can’t tell me that you won’t fuck her.

JOEY

I don’t only think with my dick. Besides, she’s too young.

MARC

And how old was the youngest? Thirteen? Fourteen?

JOEY

Fifteen.

Joey walks out of the room, pulling the door shut behind him.

35 EXT. STREET – DAY

   JOEY, VELVET

Velvet leans against a streetlamp outside the hostel, her suitcase sitting next to her. The drunks and the prostitutes of the previous night are absent. After a moment, the door to the hostel opens and Joey walks out, closing it behind him. He picks up Velvet’s suitcase and starts walking away up the street.

JOEY

Come on.

Velvet runs after him, but his stride is too long for her to catch up with him and she stops.

VELVET

Could you wait a minute?

The look on Joey’s face is clear annoyance, but he stops and waits for her to catch up. Then he starts walking as he was before and Velvet has to run along beside him to keep up.

Could you walk a little slower?

JOEY

This is how I walk.

VELVET

I can’t keep up.

JOEY

Not my problem.

Joey keeps walking at his fast and long pace, forcing Velvet to keep running. There’s a few moments of silence in which Velvet stares up at Joey and when he speaks suddenly, she jumps.

Would you stop staring at me?

Velvet turns bright red once more and bites her lip, looking very much like a little kid caught out. During the conversation, they keep moving.

VELVET

I wasn’t staring.

JOEY

Then why were you watching me?

Velvet attempts to look for an answer other than she’s attracted to him but fails.

I thought so. Look girly, let me shove something into your head. Don’t make it so obvious that you want to fuck me. I don’t want to fuck you. I’m not attracted to you at all. I have no intention on having you as a girlfriend, so don’t get your hopes up. 

Velvet turns a brighter shade of red.

VELVET

I’m not getting my hopes up!

JOEY

Bullshit. You’ll be sleeping on the couch and not in my bed and I want you out of my apartment as fast as you can arrange it. The last thing I want right now is some woman staying in my apartment with me. Got that, girly?

Velvet glares at him. Joey takes no notice.

VELVET

My name is Velvet.

Joey speaks as if Velvet hasn’t spoken.

JOEY

The other thing is that don’t expect me to be a gracious host or do whatever you need. You’re living under my roof for hopefully not even a couple of days and that’s the only thing I’m providing for you.

VELVET

I don’t need you to provide anything for me.

JOEY

Good.

There’s silence for a moment.

VELVET

What did Marc need to talk to you about?

JOEY

What’s it to you?

VELVET

Well, nothing, I was just wondering…

JOEY

Well, don’t. I’ll be keeping my nose out of your business and I expect the same from you.

VELVET

mutter

Bastard.

Joey smiles his somewhat-smile.

JOEY

The girl swears.

Joey stops in front of a building and Velvet stops beside him. He walks up the short flight of stairs and throws the suitcase down to Velvet, then takes out a key and unlocks the door, opening it.

Get moving.

Velvet follows him inside and the door closes.

37 INT. JOEY’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE – NIGHT

   VELVET, JOEY

The room is dark, the curtains are drawn and light from the streetlamps outside floods the room. Velvet, wearing a long t-shirt, lies wide-awake under blankets on a long but tatted couch, facing the back. After a moment, she turns over and faces into the room. She looks scared and after another moment, sits up with her knees drawn to her chest and her arms wrapped around her legs. The front door is shut and there are five locks on it. Velvet looks over the back of the couch and the door to Joey’s bedroom is seen, almost closed. The bedroom is dark. Velvet visibly decides on something and throws the sheets off of herself, getting up and walking over to the bedroom door, opening it further. She stands there, her arms warped around herself, shy.

VELVET

Joey?

Silence. Velvet raises her voice.

Joey? Are you awake?

Silence again for a moment and when Joey speaks, he’s tired.

JOEY (V/O)

Now I am. What is it?

VELVET

I can’t sleep. I’m a bit scared.

JOEY (V/O)

What do you want me to do?

VELVET

Could I sleep with you? Just tonight?

Silence for a moment. Joey sighs.

JOEY (V/O)

Come on then.

Velvet walks into the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

38 INT. JOEY’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM – NIGHT

   VELVET, JOEY

Light from the streetlamps flood into the bedroom. In the bed we see Joey and Velvet, naked but with the sheets draped around their waists. Joey lies on his back and Velvet on her side. She smiles peacefully in her sleep, with her head on his chest and his arms hugging his waist. Joey’s arms are flung wide and his head is turned away from Velvet on the pillows, his facial expression neutral.

FADE OUT

END ACT ONE
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