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A | oud KNOCK, and then the scranbling of nails across wooden
fl oor.

FADE | N:

| NT. ENTRYWAY, HOUSE - EVEN NG

Anot her knock, nore insistent this time. A brown PITBULL runs
in, skidding across the wooden floor to cone to a stop at the
door. It's tail wags and it barks again, butting its nose
agai nst the door.

PEYTON
l"mcomn, |'mconin.

PEYTON (26) stunbles in fromthe living room Their danp hair
sticks to their forehead and they're pulling a shirt on.

Anot her knock. The pitbull w nes.

PEYTON
Killer, back.

They tug at the dog's collar lightly, and the dog backs away
fromthe door. It drops to a sit, tail pounding against the
fl oor.

Peyton stands on their toes, |ooking through the door's
eyehol e. When they step back, their eyes are wi de. They
unl ock the door and hold it open.

RYAN (25) stands on the doorstep. His jawis tight, and his
hand posed for another knock. The hand raised is wapped in
whi te gauze, spots of red bl eeding through.

Hi s shoul ders slunp, and he sm | es weakly.

RYAN
| need a place for tonight... Maybe a
coupl e ni ghts.

He holds up a duffle bag with his good hand, and his smle
dr ops.

PEYTON
"Il make sone coffee. Chuck your bag
in the spare room



RYAN
| don't want to be -

PEYTON
I f you say that you're being a hassle,
"1l make you sleep in Killer's bed.

Ryan manages a weak | augh

CUT TO

I NT. LI'VING ROOM HOUSE - SAME

Peyton and Ryan sit on a faded green love seat. Afire is
crackling in the large, stone fireplace - casting an orange
hue across their faces.

Killer's chin rests in Ryan's lap, and Ryan pats the dog's
head while sipping his coffee. He won't | ook at Peyton - his
eyes dancing fromthe faded rug to the wooden walls covered
in paintings picked up fromthrift ships and yard sal es.

Peyton is sitting in the opposite corner of the couch,
spreading the contents of a first aid kit over the wooden
coffee table. Their mug is on the edge of the table,
forgotten as soon as it was pl aced.

PEYTON
Hand.

RYAN
Really, it's not a -

PEYTON
Hand.

Ryan sighs and puts his nug down to hold the gauze w apped
hand out. Peyton starts unw appi ng the gauze, their notions
sl ow and cauti ous.

PEYTON
What happened?

RYAN
Not hi ng. Just a scratch from sone
gl ass.



Killer whines and Peyton raises an eyebrow. Ryan shifts under
the gaze of both the dog and its owner.

RYAN
Real ly, it's nothing.

PEYTON
Fi ne. How are things?

Peyton tosses the used gauze onto the table and grabs for the
t weezers.

RYAN
Fi ne.

Ryan flinches as Peyton yanks a piece of glass out of one of
the deeper cuts. They cover the pal mof his hand. Mst have
st opped bl eedi ng, but Peyton pulls out a couple nore shards.

Ryan still won't ook at them his eyes fixed on Killer.

PEYTON
How are things with Brianne?

RYAN
Fine. We're fine.

Peyton puts the tweezers back down, grabbing the antiseptic
and cotton balls. Killer wnes again, nuzzling Ryan's free
hand for nore pets.

PEYTON
Sorry if | don't believe you show ng
up on ny doorstep with a bl eedi ng hand
is 'fine.'

Ryan hi sses as Peyton presses the cotton balls over the cuts.
He al nost yanks his hand back, but Peyton keeps a firmgrip
on his wist so that he can't. Killer laps at Ryan's hand.

PEYTON
Spill Ryan. |I'm serious about making
you sleep in Killer's bed.

Ryan cl enches and uncl enches his hand when Peyton lets go to
grab sone fresh gauze.

RYAN
There was a fight.



PEYTON
No shit.

Ryan rai ses an eyebrow, and they put their hands up in
surrender.

RYAN
There was a fight. | shattered a
glass. That's all.

PEYTON
That's all?

They yank at Ryan's hand again, but their notions turn gentle
as they wap it in the gauze.

RYAN
| just want to give her space to cool
of f.

PEYTON

Wt hout your sketchbook. O your
tablet. O any of your draw ng
suppl i es.

RYAN
Vell, it's not like | can drawwith a
sl i ced hand!

He noves, jostling Killer's head off his lap. He drops his
el bows to his knees and covers his face. Peyton raises their
hand, stops, and then places it on Ryan's back.

They nove cl oser, rubbing circles between his shoul ders.

RYAN
You're not going to let nme rest until
| tal k?

PEYTON

Nope. So you can tell nme, or | can
force it out of you.

RYAN
l"d like to see you try.
PEYTON
Well, | do know all your ticklish

spot s.



Ryan | aughs, but it cracks at the end. He drops one of his
hands to pet Killer again, who drops its head onto his | ap.
Peyton drops their hand, grabbing for their nug finally.

RYAN
It's ny fault really.

Killer whines.

RYAN
It is.

PEYTON
Can you tell the story w thout the
sel f -deprecati ng comrent s? Because |
have a feeling it's not your fault.

Ryan gl ares briefly at Peyton, but there's no bite toit. He
shakes hi s head.

RYAN
Easy for you to say. You' ve never
i ked her.

PEYTON

| liked her well enough before you
started dating. But if | nust, |
prom se to be a fair, unbiased judge
in your storytelling.

Ryan shifts to face them nore. He holds out his pinky. Peyton
rolls their eyes, but they wap their own pinky around his
and shake.

RYAN
| just. | nmean. It's sex. Brianne
wants sex all the time, and | just.

He huffs and waves his hand. Then he runs the hand through
his hair.

RYAN
| just never feel like I'min the nood
for it. She's beautiful, and | |ove

her. But | just - she does all these
sexy things that are supposed to drive
me wld ...

PEYTON
And they don't?



Ryan shakes his head. He picks at the gauze only for Peyton
to bat his hand away.

RYAN
| went to the doctor, but they
couldn't find anything wong. But
sonething is! I'm- there's got to be
sonet hi ng w ong.

PEYTON
No! Hell no. Ryan -

Peyton shifts, grabbing Ryan's shoulders so he | ooks at them
PEYTON
There's nothing wong with you for not
wanting to have sex. But

Peyton bites their |ip, dropping their hands.

RYAN
But what ?

PEYTON
Have you ever wanted to have sex? Wth
anyone?

Ryan's shoul ders sag and he shifts away from Peyton agai n.

RYAN

PEYTON
Tell me everything?

FADE OUT
| N BLACK:

9 Months Earlier

FADE | N:



| NT. KITCHEN, APARTMENT - EVEN NG

The pop of a jar opening bounces of the brown, cracked walls.
BRI ANNE (23) cheers happily. Ryan playfully shows off his
muscl es as he sets the jar of tomato sauce on the counter.

Brianne turns back to the chicken on the stovetop while Ryan
pours the sauce into the pan to heat.

RYAN
s this what's normal ? Cooki ng
t oget her ?

BRI ANNE
Says one child of divorce to another.

Ryan | ooks down at the sauce he's stirring. He gl ances over
at Brianne. He opens his nouth, closes it, then huffs.

Bri anne puts down her spatula. She waps her arnms aroud him
pressing close. She rests her head on his shoul der.

BRI ANNE
" m scared too. About noving in
t oget her, about our parents. But -
this feels right, doesn't it?

RYAN
Yeah - it feels really right. W don't
have to be our parents.

BRI ANNE
We don't have to be our parents.

Ryan ki sses the top of Brianne's head before shoving her back
towards the chicken wwth a smle across his face.

CUT TGO

I NT. LI'VING ROOM APARTMENT - DAY, LATER DATE

The door slans behind Brianne, the punpkins beside it shaking
and the cloth ghost falling off its hook.

She drops her bag by the punpkins and kicks off her shoes.
She stal ks over the couch and flops onto it. It's unforgiving
and she groans when she hits it.



Ryan cones out fromthe bedroons door, dressed as a vanpire.
He holds his hands out to the side, as though expecting her
prai se. When he | ooks at her linp formon the couch, his
shoul ders drop.

He di sappears back behind the door for a nonent, and when he
returns it's without the cape and fangs. He drops onto the
couch beside her, alittle nore gently, and nudges her

shoul der. She |ifts her head only to glare at him

RYAN
Lay down properly. 1'Il give you a
massage.

Her glare drops and she uncurls herself so that her stonach
is pressed into the couch. He noves as well, shifting so he
can start the nmassage on her shoul ders.

RYAN
What's wrong?

BRI ANNE
It's just - ugh. People in the office
just pass their work off onto nme! And
nmy boss expects ne to do it all in
time, but won't give nme a pronotion.
|"mjust expected to do everyone
else's work with the pay of an intern.

RYAN
At least it's a paid intern!

She | ooks over her shoulder to glare at him

RYAN
Sorry, not funny. Have you tal ked to
your boss about it?

BRI ANNE
Have you tal ked to your boss about it?
What do you think! O course | did!
M sogynistic prick said | had to
"prove nyself' to clinb the | adder

Ryan | eans down and presses a kiss to the back of Brianne's
neck.



RYAN
He really is a prick. But at |east
he's not treating you like you can't
handl e it. Besides, you can.

Bri anna huffs, but she rel axes under his hands and words.

BRI ANNE
You're right. Like always. It's just -
no one said it would be this hard.

RYAN
Wel | you're stubborn enough to handl e
it.

She | aughs and turns onto her back. She |ooks up at him a
soft smle stretching across her face.

BRI ANNE
You're ny everything, you know t hat
right? I really don't know what
woul d do without you.

She pauses, then sits up and waps her arns around Ryan's
neck. She leans in, her voice dropping | ow.

BRI ANNE
Wanna have sone fun? Get you out of
this ridicul ous costune.

Ryan shifts, putting a bit of distance between the two of
them Her face drops, and his eyes dart away fromher for a
second. He bits on his |lip, but then |ooks back at her.
RYAN
Sure. If it's gonna nmake you feel
better.

Brianne's smle lights up her face and she | aunches herself
at Ryan, knocking himonto his back on the couch.

CUT TO

| NT. BEDROOM APARTMENT - N GHT, LATER DATE

Ryan sits against the wall behind the bed, his | egs bent and



10.

bal ancing a drawi ng pad. Hi s eyebrows are drawn together and
the scratching of a pencil is all that's heard.

The door opens with a squeak, just wi de enough for Brianne to
slipin. He glances up with a sigh and lets the pencil drop
besi de himon the bed. He runs his hands over his face.

RYAN
| have four tattoos to design before
Christmas, but | can't - | can't

concentrate. Can't be creative.

The mattress tips a bit as Brianne drops onto it. She noves
the pad fromhis | ap, depositing both it and the pencil on
t he ground.

BRI ANNE
I s this about Peyton? You sounded
worri ed when you were on the phone
wi th her -

RYAN
Them

Bri anne puts her hands up. She grabs Ryan's hands, pressing
ki sses to the open, calloused pal ns.

BRI ANNE
Them |'mworking on it, okay? What's
going on with thenf

She shifts, wapping her armaround his shoul der and he | eans
intoit. He drops his head onto her shoul der where she
brushes back sonme of his hair.

RYAN
You know how their dad died just
bef ore Thanksgi ving? Well, their nom

is insistent that they cone hone for
Christrmas to be a 'proper famly'.

BRI ANNE
And that's bad why?

RYAN
Their nom was never accepting |ike
their dad and | just ... Christnmas is

their favorite holiday and it's going
to be filled with judgenental,
m sgendering rel atives.
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Brianne presses a kiss to the top of Ryan's head and pulls
hi m cl oser.

BRI ANNE
| know, but you can't do anything
about it. W're going to your nom s
and you know how she is. Peyton is
strong, and just knowi ng that you're
worried will probably cheer them up.

Ryan nods, but he continues to gnaw on his |ip.

RYAN
Maybe we can do sonething for New
Year's Eve? The three of us? Gve them
sonmething to | ook forward too.

BRI ANNE
Sure, honey.

She pulls away from Ryan only to throw a | eg over him and
settle in his |ap. She presses a kiss to the corner of his
mouth, trailing it down to his jaw

BRI ANNE
Let me help you relax, hn? | can take
your mnd off things.

Her nmouth noves | ower down to his neck, but he grabs her hips
and pushes her away.

RYAN

| don't feel like it right now, Bri.
BRI ANNE

Come on. It'll be fun

She presses closer again, trying to go back to kissing his
neck, but he pushes her away.

RYAN
Seriously! | don't want to Brianne.

She draws back. She clinbs off of his lap, slunping next to
himw th a huff. They both just |ook forward, the only noise
comi ng froma door below their apartnent slamm ng.

After a mnute, Ryan reaches over and picks his pad and
pencil back up. There's some shouting fromthe apartnment



12.

bel ow there's, mxing in with the scratching of Ryan's
penci | .

Bri anne huffs again and shifts. He doesn't |ook up fromhis
pad.

BRI ANNE
Wul d you have told Peyton no?

Hi s pencil pauses. There's anot her door slamm ng.

RYAN
VWhat ?

BRI ANNE
Wul d you have told Peyton no?

He | ooks up fromhis pad, his eyebrows drawn together. He
grabs her hand, pressing a kiss to the back of it. He tugs
her hand until she | ooks at him

RYAN
Wiy woul d you ever think that? I"'min
| ove with you Brianne.

BRI ANNE
But you | ove them

RYAN
Yeah, |ike a sibling.

She huffs. Ryan puts his pad aside again, cupping her face
and pressing a quick kiss to her I|ips.

RYAN
Don't doubt that | |ove you, Bri. |
do.

CUT TGO

I NT. LIVING ROOM APARTMENT - EVEN NG LATER DATE

Christmas lights are strung up behind the couch, but the only
sign of atree that remains is the small pile of pine needles
swept into the corner of the room



13.

There's a BOOM and a flash of red |ight outside the w ndow.
It covers the pop nusic playing off of a conmputer for a
nmonment but doesn't cover the off-pitch singing.

On the coffee table, a bottle of cheap chanpagne is open and
three half-full glasses. Besides, that are enpty cans and
bottl es of other various alcoholic drinks and nearly enpty
bow s of snack food.

PEYTON
One mnute | eft!

They stunble towards the couch, grabbing the renpte and
pointing it at the TV. Ryan tries to pause the nusic, but
struggles with Brianne hanging off of him

He nmanages to pause the nusic, just as Peyton turns the sound
back on the tv. The Tines Square cel ebration roars back to
life on the tv and Brianne cheers.

She grabs her glass and tips it back before filling it up
again. She tops off the other two glasses and hands them of f
to Ryan and Peyton.

PEYTON
Thirty seconds!

Ryan holds up his glass, waving a little where he stands.
RYAN

To another year with nmy girlfriend and
best friend!

PEYTON
Her e herel

Bri anne rai ses her own gl ass, sone of the chanpagne sl oshing
over.

BRI ANNE

To anot her year of pronotions!
RYAN

Fuck yes!
PEYTON

To anot her year of destroying gender.

RYAN
Fuck gender!
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Peyton cheers, and Brianne giggles a little. She |eans her
wei ght into Ryan as the three of them count down fromten
Wth each nunber, they get a little |ouder.

The BOOMs outside get nore consistent, colors flooding in
fromthe w ndow.

At one, they clink their gl asses - chanpagne spilling over
them and the floor - and drink. Putting his glass down, Ryan
grabs Brianne by the wai st and ki sses her. They both sway a
little, her glass nearly falling.

When he pulls back, she | aughs again, stunmbling to put her
dri nk down. Peyton bounds over, playfully pecking Ryan's lips
with their owm. Ryan pretends to gag, shoving Peyton away as
t hey both descend into a bout of giggles.

Bri anne | aughs along, though it's stilted and thrown off by
her narrowed eyes.

Peyton drops onto the couch, filling their own gl ass again.
Ryan stunbl es over to Brianne, pulling her closer and just
hol di ng onto her.

CUT TGO

I NT. LI'VING ROOM APARTMENT - AFTERNOON, LATER DATE

Ryan wal ks into the apartnment, shutting the door with his
foot as his arns are filled with a bouquet of roses and a
heart - shaped chocol at e box.

Bri anne pokes her head out fromthe bedroomand grins at the
sight of Ryan struggling to get his shoes off w thout ruining
the flowers. She steps out, dressed in a thin robe.

He manages to get his shoes off and turns, grinning and
hol ding out the gifts

RYAN
Happy Val entine's day!

She | aughs, grabbing the gifts and pressing a quick kiss to
his |ips.
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BRI ANNE
Very cliche. | approve. I'll put these
in water, but you - sit. |'ve got a

gift for you too.

She pushes himtowards the couch with a sly grin, and he
goes. He drops to a seat and she di sappears around the corner
into the kitchen.

Ryan | eans forward, straightening a stack of tattoo photos on
the coffee table. H's eyes dart around, taking in the living
room for anything that's shifted.

He junps a little when nusic starts playing fromthe
Bl uet oot h speaker.

Bri anne steps back into the living room smling at Ryan who
sm | es back at her. She turns, dropping the robe. Under, she
is wearing one of Ryan's button-down shirts and stockings.
She sways t the nusic, noving towards Ryan.

Hs smle drops a little, and his eyes dart around the room
He swal | ows, hard. She slowy unbuttons the shirt, revealing
a lace bra underneath. The shirt drops as she straddl es Ryan.

She pushes hi mdown, smirking and still noving to the nusic.
She runs her hands over his chest, rucking up his shirt.

He closes his eyes, takes a breath. He starts to rel ax, but
tenses up again. He grabs her by the wai st and pushes her
back up.

RYAN
Sorry. | just - can't.

Her shoul ders slunp, turning in on herself. She clinbs off of
him starting to wal k away. Then she stops, straightening
agai n before she spins around to | ook at him

BRI ANNE
Am | not good enough! Does this do
not hing for you? AmIl - am| not

beauti ful ? Sexy? Enticing? ANYTH NG

RYAN
No, no! You are. | just - |'mnot
feeling it today.
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He |l eans forward, trying to grab at her hand but she yanks
away. She runs her hands through her hair, pacing up and down
the I ength of the couch.

BRI ANNE
You know sone of ny friends are
convi nced you have to be gay!

RYAN
What ? Why woul d you even - no! | don't
like guys like that. | like you. |I'm

just not in the nood.

She snatches his shirt she'd been wearing off the ground.
Ryan slunps, his eyes turning dowmn. He tries again to grab
for her, catching her wist this tine.

RYAN
| can take care of you. Alright? I
don't want sex right now, but | can
make sure you feel good.

She stays frozen for a nonent, shoul ders |ocked. Then she
sags a little and tugs himup. He smles, but it doesn't
reach his eyes.

He nudges her to the bedroom and cl oses the door behind them

CUT TO

I NT. DOCTOR S OFFI CE - AFTERNOON, LATER DATE

Ryan sits on the nedical bed, his | eg bouncing up and down.
The little footrest shakes under the novenent.

He grabs his phone from beside him |ooks at it, then puts it
back down. He does this again after a nonent. Then again.

The door opens and a DOCTOR (49) wal ks in. He puts a file
down on the table beside his computer, sits, and turns
t owar ds Ryan.

DOCTOR
Vell, Ryan, | have good news for you
Everything | ooks perfectly healthy.
You' re produci ng a normal anount of
sperm and testost erone.
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RYAN
There's nothing? Is there sonething
el se you can check?

Ryan leans forward a bit on the table, but the doctor shakes
his head. He shifts away fromhis conputer, rolling on his
chair as he clasps his hands in his |ap.

DOCTOR
There is nothing biologically wong
wth you fromwhat | can see. |If
you're struggling with an abnormal |y
low |libido, it's nothing physical.

Ryan sighs and rubs his hands over his face. He stands, the
tabl e shaking at the suddenness, and shoves his phone in his
pocket .

RYAN
s that all? Because if it is, |
shoul d get goi ng.

The doctor raises his eyebrows but nods.

DOCTOR
You're welcone to go. If there's
anything else you' d like to run tests
on, just give us a call.

Ryan turns on his heel, the door slamm ng behind him

CUT TGO

| NT. KITCHEN, APARTMENT - EVENI NG LATER DATE

Ryan and Brianne sit at the kitchen table, silently eating a
chicken and rice dinner. Ryan's pad sits next to him and he
occasionally puts down his fork to nake marks on it.

After a mnute, Brianne puts down her fork and | ooks at Ryan.
She clears her throat, getting himto | ook away from his
paper .

BRI ANNE
Am | bad at sex?



Ryan lets his pencil drop, his eyebrows pushing together.

crosses her arnms and rai ses an eyebrow at him

Ryan si ghs.

RYAN
What ? No. Why woul d you ask that?

BRI ANNE
So I'"'mnot bad at sex, you are
attracted to girls, and you are in
love with me. But everytinme | want
nmore | have to push and beg for it!

onto the table.

Bri anne's shoul der's slunp and she pushes her

wel | .

RYAN
|"'mjust - I"'mnot in the nood for it
like you are! It's not the sane for
ne.

BRI ANNE
Not the sane? What - not the sane as a
normal , heal thy human?

RYAN
| know, | know. | - | went and saw a
doctor the other day. But they said
there wasn't anything wong with ne.

BRI ANNE
| didn't know you went to get it
checked out.

Ryan | ooks up from his hands, raising an eyebrow

RYAN
| told you | was going to the doctor.
| didn't say why - | didn't to have

this fight again. But | told you | was
goi ng.

BRI ANNE
No. You didn't.

He pushes his plate away and drops his el bows

18.

She

pl ate away as
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RYAN
Yes, | did. W were in the living
room | was playing with the new
drawing tablet | got. You were
wat chi ng Easy A

BRI ANNE
You did not tell nme anything. And even
if you did, you should know by now
that I don't listen when |I'm watching
Easy Al

RYAN
Wl | maybe you shoul d pause it next
time when you're partner is talking to
you!

Bri anne's nouth drops open.

BRI ANNE
Don't fucking rmake this about nme! Next
ti me maybe you can get up and pause
the novie yourself. Unless you can't
get that up either

Her chair screeches as she pushes away fromthe table. She
stornms out of the room and the bedroom door sl ans behi nd her.
There's sone rattling of objects as it does.

Ryan sighs and stands as well. He collects their plates,
storing the barely touched food away.

CUT TGO

I NT. WAI TI NG ROOM TATTOO PARLOR - DAY, LATER DATE

The hum of a tattoo machine is barely heard over the nusic
bl asting through the room Ryan is |eaning over a WOVAN (45)
sat in a worn, black chair. He's focused on her arm eyes
narrowed in concentration

The needle whirs as it presses into her skin. He pulls it
back and wi pes. Presses the needle in, and wi pes.

After a mnute, he | eans back and beans.
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RYAN
Al'l done. Wiy don't you get up and
check it out?

The woman stands and noves towards the mrror Ryan gestures
too. She twists her arm looking intently at the tattoo on
her bi cep.

It's an inpressively detail ed pocket watch, but with only six
roman nunerals on it:

XiE X1 Vil Xl XV

Underneath the watch, in small cursive letter, is the name
| sabel .

She turns back towards Ryan, tears filling her eyes. She
grabs himand hugs himtightly. He's stiff at first, but then
returns the hug.

WOVAN
Thank you, thank you, thank you.

RYAN
No need to thank ne. Your daughter
deserves only the best nenory.

The woman nods. Ryan grabs a box of tissues and hands it to
her. She takes it with a watery sm |l e and dabs at her eyes.

WOVAN
My husband was considering getting one
too. On his back.

RYAN
Just send himover. | would be happy
to sit dowmn with himand design

sonet hi ng.

She squeezes his arm before grabbing another tissue and
bl owi ng her nose.

WOVAN
| can't believe how lucky I was to
find you and this place. No one could
have done it better.
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RYAN
Really, 1'm happy that you like it so
nmuch.

She pats his cheek, collecting her bag.

WOVAN
"1l get out of your way and pay
upfront. I'm sure you have ot her

appoi nt nent s.

RYAN
Just a lunch date with nmy girlfriend.
She's bringing nme sonething to eat.

The woman nods and pats Ryan's cheek one nore tinme before
turning and heading to the front, tissue box still in hand.

Ryan's eyes wander past the worman to the w ndow of the tattoo
parlor. He smles when he sees Brianne clinbing out of her
car fromacross the street. She's carrying a brown back and
wal ki ng towards the parlor.

She sl ows and stops, her eyes noving fromthe parlor to a
HOVELESS WOVAN huddl ed agai nst the wall of the building. She
kneel s down beside her, talking back and forth. Then, she
hol ds the brown bag out to the wonan who takes it with
shaki ng hands.

Bri anne covers the wonman's hands with her own and says a
couple nore words. She then stands, |eaving the bag with the
woman and headi ng towards the parlor.

Ryan is beam ng now but glances over as the custoner taps his
shoul der. She clasps his hands, smling up at him

VWOVAN
Don't stop what you're doing. Your art
deserves to be seen.

He goes red and ducks his head. He smles even nore and
squeezes her hand.

RYAN
Thank you. Now get hone to your
husband, and |I'm gonna go take ny
girlfriend to lunch.
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She nods, squeezes his hand one nore tine, and turns to
| eave.

CUT TO

I NT. LI'VING ROOM APARTMENT - AFTERNOON, LATER DATE

The door snaps shut behind Ryan. He shrugs his coat off,
tossing it on the chair beside the door before kicking his
shoes off. He drops onto the couch, pulling out a fol der of
photos fromthe bag he drops beside him

He grabs his portfolio fromthe coffee table, flicking
through it. He pulls sone photos out and adds sone of the
newer ones in.

The door opens and slanms shut, Brienne storming in. She drops
her bag on the floor before stalking to the bedroom The door

sl ans shut behind her, the TV rocking dangerously on its
st and.

He | ooks at the bedroom door, sighing. He pushes his
portfolio back on the table, stands, and heads into the
kitchen. He returns with a bag of cookies and goes to the
bedr oom door .

He knocks before pushing it open a little -

| NT. BEDROOM APARTMENT - SAME

He pushes the door open, but doesn't walk in. He holds up the
back of cookies and opens his nouth but

Bef ore he can say anything, Brianne chucks a show at the
door. It slans closed in Ryan's face -
| NT. LIVING ROOM APARTMENT - SAME

Hi s shoul ders slunp. He tosses the cookies onto the coffee
tabl e and drops onto the couch.

After a nonment he unl ocks his phone and pulls up googl e,
typing in:

Can't please ny girlfriend.



23.

CUT TGO

I NT. KITCHEN, APARTMENT - EVENI NG LATER DATE

Ryan is el bow deep in soapy water, a pile of dirty dishes
besi de him The bags under his eyes are nore |ike suitcases,
and his skin seens col orl ess.

There's the sound of keyboard typing fromthe other room

RYAN
Hey Bri, | wouldn't m nd sone help
wi th these dishes. You know t he ones
we bot h have been avoi di ng.

BRI ANNE
|'ve got work to do!

RYAN
| thought you said you were done for
t he night and going to watch Easy A
And you know, not listen to ne.

There's a | oud sigh and the sound of a | aptop shutting.
Bri anne steps into the kitchen, arms crossed.

Ryan rai ses an eyebrow at her, his eyes darting to the pile
of di shes beside him

BRI ANNE
So you expect ne to work ten hours a
day, do extra work because ny boss is
an ass, and cone hone and work again?

RYAN
| expect that 1'mnot the only one
pul l'ing the wei ght of cooking and
cleaning! | work too you know. And we
both |ive here.

BRI ANNE
Oh yes, because you're so stressed
about the tattoo parlor. Tell ne again
how t he custoners sing your praise. O
how far up your ass your boss is. You
know - since it's not |ike you have
anyt hing el se going on down there.
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The glass in Ryan's hand shatters, red bl oom ng on his hands.
Brianne's eyes dart towards the bl ood. She grabs the paper
towel s and steps towards him She reaches out to help, but he
just snatches the paper towels and steps away. She turns to
one of the cabinets, digging through it.

RYAN
You know, naybe Peyton was right.
We're noving way too fast. W don't
even tal k anynore!

She pulls a first aid kit out, slanmng it on the counter.

BRI ANNE
Ooh and it's back to Peyton! Peyton
this, Peyton that. You'd think that
Peyton was your girlfriend and not ne.

RYAN
First - not girlfriend. Second, why
the fuck do you keep bringing this up!
They're ny best friend. You're ny
girlfriend.

BRI ANNE
What's the difference between nme and
them really! You don't fuck nme, you
don't fuck them You |ove nme, and you
| ove them You claimit's different
but | really don't see how

Ryan chucks a bl oody paper towel into the sink, ripping
anot her one off and pressing it to his hand.

RYAN
We're really doing this again? Look
|'"msorry that you're horny and |I'm
not. I'msorry that I'mnot in the
nood, and that you never listen to or
respect that!

Bri anne sl aps Ryan, hard. The sound echoes through the
kitchen. Ryan stunbles a little in shock, |ooking at Brianne
with wide eyes. Her jaw is set, her eyes cold.

After a nonment, she turns and stornms out of the kitchen. Ryan
just | ooks down at his hand where the blood flow has started
to slow
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He snaps the first aid kit open, breaking off one of the
pl astic | atches.

He waps his hand in gauze. From outside the room there's
the sound of cloth ruffling and then a zi pper cl osing.

Brianne returns as Ryan shoves the first aid kit back under
t he sink. She chucks a duffle bag at his feet.

BRI ANNE
Get out. Don't cone back for at | east
t he weekend.

RYAN
VWhat the hell Brianne! You can't kick
nme out of my own apartnent.

BRI ANNE
Oh go fuck yourself! It's not like |
can.

CUT TO

I NT. LI'VING ROOM HOUSE - N GHT

Peyton and Ryan are still on the |ove seat. Ryan has squi shed
himself into the corner as best he can. Killer, however, has
decided to sprawl between the two and is nosing its way into

Ryan's | ap.

PEYTON
| knew things were noving to fast.
RYAN
Oh yeah, and she seens to think I'm
ready to junp you. I'msick and tired
of your two being at each other's

t hr oat s!

Killer barks. Ryan sags and scratches behind Killer's ear.

PEYTON
Let nme finish, will ya? And | I|iked
her well enough before. | was worried

when you got together. She seened
pushy, but you seened happy! And now
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" m hearing that she's not respecting
you.

RYAN
She's not -

PEYTON
She is! She's upset you're not in the
nmood, fine. But she's taking that and
hurting you nmentally and physically
because of it!

RYAN
It's not |like that!

PEYTON
But it is! You're just too blind to
see it. You' ve been attached at the
hip since you net her, and you're too
desperate to have a better
rel ati onship than you' re parents did
to see than you're just as bad.

Ryan flinches. Killer whines. Ryan drops his legs a little
and Killer drops its head into Ryan's | ap.

He isn't | ooking at Peyton. Peyton rubs their hands over
their face.

PEYTON
Sorry. | didn't nean to say it like
t hat .
RYAN
It's okay. | nean, we have. W did get
attached really fast. | just...

Peyton shifts a little, shooing Killer back to the ground.
After a noment, Ryan leans into them Peyton waps an arm
around Ryan's shoul der and si ghs.

PEYTON
I"'mreally really sorry.

RYAN
| told you, it's fine.

PEYTON
Not about my conment.
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Ryan shifts back a little, tilting his head as he | ooks at
Peyt on.

Peyton sighs and shifts a little too. They open and cl ose
their nmouth, then run their hands through their hair. They
drop their hand, scratching Killer's ear.

PEYTON
Have you ever heard of asexuality?

RYAN
The plant thing? Were they reproduce
by thensel ves?

PEYTON
No. Yes, but. It's a part of the LGBTQ
community. Asexuality - having little
to no sexual attraction towards any
gender.

Ryan's eyes go wide. Then his eyebrows draw together.

RYAN
No. | like Brianne. | like girls. |
want to date them to kiss and hug and
be together.

PEYTON
Romantic attraction and sexua
attraction are different. You can want
to be with girls romantically, but not
to be with them sexually.

Ryan sl unmps back agai nst the couch. He runs his hands over
his face.

RYAN
You t hi nk?

PEYTON
|'ve thought for a while. But
sexuality isn't something you just go
up to soneone and push onto them But
maybe | should have. If | had -

RYAN
Stop. Stop it right there.

Killer barks in agreenent.
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RYAN
You are not going to put blane on
yourself for this. It's not your
fault, at all.

Ryan shifts and | ooks down. He takes a deep breath and | ooks
back up to neet Peyton's eyes.

RYAN
Tell me nore.
PEYTON
About ?
RYAN
Football - what do you think!

Peyton lets out a little bit of a chuckle and | eans back on
t he couch.

PEYTON
| nmean, | don't know if I'mthe right
person. |'m not asexual -

RYAN
But you're ny best friend. And you
know ne better than anyone else. 1'd

rather figure it out with you than
sone random forum onl i ne.

Peyton nods. They shift and reach for their phone.

PEYTON
Let ne nessage a friend for sone
resources, and we can go through it
t oget her.

There's a soft clicking fromthe phone as Peyton types.
Killer whines and junps back onto the couch, pressing its
col d nose agai nst Ryan's cheek. Ryan chuckles a little,
pressing Killer away until the dog settles on his |ap.

RYAN
Does this nean |'m not broken?

Peyton stops typing. There's a woosh of a text being sent,
but Peyton isn't looking at it. They put their phone aside
and turn to fully face Ryan.
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PEYTON
No matter what. You are not broken.
Peri od. Just because you don't want
sex, doesn't mean you're broken.

Killer barks, |lapping at Ryan's hand.

RYAN
But everyone does it. Every
relationship has it.

Peyton sighs and falls back a little, running fingers through
t heir hair again.

PEYTON
Yeah, it seens like that. But it
doesn't have to be. You renenber
Alice?

RYAN
Do | renenber the girl you dated
t hrough nost of coll ege? No, Peyton
|'ve conpletely forgotten her.

PEYTON
We never had sex. It wasn't a part of
our relationshinp.

Ryan raises his eyebrows. He shifts and resettles.

RYAN
You never?

PEYTON
Nope. She had sone physical issues
goi ng on, so we never did.

Ryan chews on his lip. Killer butts against Ryan's hand,
earning nore scratches behind the ear.

RYAN
So you think that |'nf

Peyt on si ghs and shrugs.

PEYTON
Have you ever | ooked at a girl, hel
anyone, and thought 'I want to bang

t henf'
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RYAN
No.

PEYTON
Any celebrities you'd kill to have a
one night stand wwth? O had dreans of
t hent?

RYAN
No.

PEYTON
Por n?

RYAN

Never used it nyself - but | don't.
Does that nean |'m asexual ?

PEYTON
Sonetinmes, yes. No. It's different for
everyone. But - Ryan nost people who
aren't asexual have those feelings at
sone point.

RYAN
So | am br oken?

PEYTON
No! It's just - different. It's just
I i ke sone people don't feel that way
about the opposite gender, or the sane
gender.

Ryan groans and lets his head fall back.

RYAN

Well what's it supposed to feel Iike!
PEYTON

It's hard to explain. | guess - well |

get all warmaround them | want to
touch them but not just in innocent

safe for public ways. I'Ill have dreans
about them inmagine what it's |ike
with them It's just - | want to have

sex wth them

Ryan stands, dislodging Killer. He paces the room running
hi s hands through his hair. Killer junps off the cocuh,
foll owi ng behind Ryan as he paces.
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After a mnute, Ryan drops back down. Hi s shoul der sl unp.
When he | ooks back up fromhis lap, his eyes are glistening
with on comng tears. Then he laughs a little, as the first
tear slips out.

Suddenly, he's laughing and crying at the sane tine. Peyton
wr aps thensel ves around Ryan, pulling himclose.

RYAN
There's - there's nothing wong with
me. I'm- I'"mokay. | don't need to be
fixed.

PEYTON

O course not, Ry. You' ve never been
broken. You're you, and nothi ng needs
to change about that.

After a mnute, Ryan pulls back and w pes his nose with the
back of his sl eeve.

RYAN
Tha-thank you. | just. | can't - |
didn't. | don't know how nuch | onger

coul d have gone thinking | was broken.

Peyt on squeezes Ryan's good hand. They grab both of their
enpty nmugs, standing to take themto the kitchen. They stop,
| ooki ng at Ryan.

PEYTON
Pride's next weekend. |'m neeting up
with some friends to go shopping for
it tomorrow. Wanna cone wth? You
m ght get to get sone other opinions.

Ryan shakes his head and w pes his eyes.

RYAN
No. | need to talk to Brianne
tonorrow. maybe figure us out.

PEYTON
You wanna take Killer? He |ikes you
too nmuch to | et anything happen.

Ryan sm | es and shakes his head again.
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PEYTON
| f us doesn't work, don't beat
yourself up over it. And you're
wel come to crash here for as |ong as
you need. | nean, |I'mkinda lonely in
this big ole house dad |eft.

RYAN
Good to know.

CUT TO

I NT. LI'VING ROOM APARTMENT - MORNI NG NEXT DAY

Through the apartnent w ndow, Brianne and Ryan can be seen.
They're both sitting on the couch. Ryan is turned towards
Brianne, but she's sitting straight forward and not | ooking
at her.

Ryan' s hands nove as he speaks to her. She tenses, and snaps
her head towards him He flinches back a little.

She snaps at him her hands flying as well. He tenses and
pushes back, speaking over her. Brianne stands, turning to
face Ryan. She's yelling I oud enough it's al nost heard

t hrough the w ndow.

Ryan throws his hands up and stands as well.

Bot h stop. She | ooks at Ryan with her nouth agape. Her
shoul ders fall in a sigh and her face softens. She steps
towards him then steps back. He shakes his head. He hugs
her, quickly though, then goes to the bedroom

Brianne kicks the wall. She then turns to the coffee table,
collecting folders and binders of Ryan's work. She grabs the
duffle bag - enptied and brought back, and carefully tucks

t hem i nsi de.

She sighs again and sinks onto the couch, covering her face
wi th her hands as her shoul ders shake.



