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INT. LECTURE HALL - DAY

The lecture hall is rather empty for its capacity. A

PROFESSOR (50) desperately tries to demand attention while

students type away on their laptops.

PROFESSOR

In the field of sociology, love is

fascinating, because it’s so

societal yet primal. And it’s

always changing.

ANGLE ON

Three girls and a boy sitting near the back.

ROZ (20)--a beautiful long-haired red head.

CALYPSO (20)--a brunette that dresses TO BE SEEN.

JACKIE (20)--hot in an androgynous way with short hair, camo

pants, and no makeup.

DEAN (20)--adorable like a puppy in appearance but with eyes

that are always darting in thought.

PROFESSOR (O.C.)

What is facinating to many is the

liberation of female sexuality and

its--

They obviously aren’t paying attention but are immersed in

their laptops. We see a clock hit 2:30. Instantly, the

students spring up to leave.

PROFESSOR (O.C.)

I’m...just one more minute, please.

The students continue to leave.

PROFESSOR (O.C)

Going once...going twice....Fine!

Have fun failing the final.

CALYPSO

Thank God he’s done talking. I only

listen to men I imagine to have

large dicks...and he fails.

JACKIE

Phallocentric, Calypso.

Dean hurries out, but Roz stops him.

(CONTINUED)
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ROZ

Dean, will you be home from now

until five?

DEAN

Nope. If you’re dating some guy and

want space--I’ve already heard you

fucking. Plenty of times. Don’t

worry.

Dean looks at all of the girls.

DEAN

And that goes for all three of you,

my horny roomies. Now, I’ve got

plans. So...adios chicas.

Dean hurries off.

CALYPSO

(to Roz as she humps the air)

You have a client coming over?

ROZ

A new one. And we need to be more

cautious around Dean. Keep your

clients quiet when he’s home.

CALYPSO

Why don’t we just induct him into

our whoreship.

JACKIE

Don’t use that oppressive term.

ROZ

The three girls thing is a very

marketable trifecta. Throw a gay

male into the mix and you’re just

asking for trouble.

ANGLE ON

The professor packing up his belongings and shaking his

head.

INT. 405 STREET (BATHROOM) - DAY

Roz in a bra in the mirror. She takes a pill.

(CONTINUED)
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DEAN (V.O.)

Are you, like, breaking up with me?

Roz removes her bra.

INT. THERAPIST OFFICE - DAY

Dean, sits with a therapist, RYAN (30--solid and

professional--maybe gay).

RYAN

Dean, I’m your therapist.

DEAN

And that is a very significant

relationship.

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (BATHROOM) - DAY

Roz stretches naked.

RYAN (V.O.)

Look, I like you and all. But

feelings or commitment don’t run

the world, kiddo.

INT. THERAPIST OFFICE - DAY

DEAN

I told you, the money is on the

way. I’m working more hours than a

drug mule. No wonder I failed calc.

Ryan walks to the door and opens it.

RYAN

Grindr is why you failed calc.

Beat. Dean has no retort.

DEAN

Look, I’m sorry. The crashing of my

father’s firm wasn’t on my list of

obstacles to expect in college. Two

more weeks, and I’ll have the

money.
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INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (BATHROOM) - DAY

Roz shaving her incredibly long leg.

RYAN (V.O.)

What about your housemates?

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (BATHROOM) - DAY

Roz applies lotion to her body.

RYAN (V.O.)

Their parents were in the same

firm. What are they doing for

funds?

INT. ROZ’S BEDROOM - DAY

Roz applying lipstick.

DEAN (V.O.)

I don’t know. They’re pretty girls.

INT. ROZ’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Roz, laying in bed, smoking a ciggerette in black lace

lingerie. She watches male-on-male porn on her laptop.

DEAN (V.O.)

Rich boys are probably lined up

down the block to buy them a dinner

or drink. I guess that’s the beauty

of owning a vagina in college.

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (ENTRANCE) - DAY

Roz opens the door in a satin dress. TIM (21)--hot in a

gruff, tattooed way is behind it. They smile at eachother.

RYAN (V.O.)

But that’s just dinners and drinks.

What about bills?

Tim tries to enter the house. But Roz stops him and holds

out her hand. Tim reaches into his pocket.

DEAN (V.O.)

I guess their daddies had some

secrtet offshore account.
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Tim hands Roz a wad of twenties. She smiles and lets him in.

INT. THERAPIST OFFICE - DAY

DEAN

I need my therapy, so...I guess I’m

forced find a boy to be my meal

ticket.

RYAN

You know dependency deters from

recovery.

DEAN

Sad. All our progress will be lost.

Thanks, Ryan.

Ryan gestures for him to leave.

RYAN

It’s not you. It’s the money. Get

it to me this week before my

schedule fills.

DEAN

Don’t worry. In no time, my pretty,

queer ass will be right back in

this chair. Rightfully paid for.

INT. ROZ’S BEDROOM - DAY

Roz walks into her room in her robe. Tim lays naked in her

bed, watching television. Roz stares for a moment.

ROZ

Do you...need service getting

dressed.

TIM

No, catching up on Pretty Little

Liars.

ROZ

Well, I have a Business Frat

presentation to prepare for, and

I’m the president.

Tim simply turns up the volume on the TV.

(CONTINUED)
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ROZ

This isn’t a bed and breakfast.

TIM

What are you gonna do? Call the

cops and tell them I refuse to

leave your brothel?

Roz stares at him with slits for eyes.

TIM

Oh, and I’m gonna have my dealer

stop by here in a bit. It’s cool,

right?

The doorbell rings.

TIM

That could be him--

ROZ

I’ll get it. Just know, if I notice

anything missing from this room, I

am a firm believer in Hammurabi

Law.

EXT. 405 SOUTH STREET - DAY

DANNY (20--an incredibly buff and tall bro) is upon the

doorstep as Roz opens the door.

DANNY

I’m here for Calypso.

Roz’s eyes return to slits.

ROZ

Calypso’s not home. She’s most

likely being very irresponsible and

forgetting her commitments...again.

Beat.

ROZ

You’re here for operation 40569,

correct?

DANNY

(embarrassed)

...Yeah.

(CONTINUED)
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ROZ

I have a use for you.

INT. ROZ’S BEDROOM - DAY

Roz stands with Danny as Tim looks between the two.

ROZ

(re: Danny)

Say hello to my pimp. He does not

like it when boys overstay their

welcome, but he does enjoy

reprimanding them.

Tim reaches for his pants.

Roz eyes Danny, her shifting eyes showing an idea coming to

mind.

INT. ROZ’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Roz sits alone in her room on her laptop.

ONSCREEN

Roz turns on private browsing. She then types into Google

search "how to find a pimp."

BACK TO ROOM

Roz scowls in disappointment at her computer screen as she

scrolls down.

ONSCREEN

A bunch of suggested links to porn sites.

BACK TO ROOM

Roz closes her laptop and strums her fingers upon it with

slitted eyes.
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EXT. DIAG - DAY

Dean and his friend Patrick (20) walk amongst crowds of

other stressed students.

A GIRL (18) yells into her cellphone.

GIRL

No, Johnny. I don’t have time for a

relationship. I have papers, exams,

drinking plans, and a whole batch

of first world problems that don’t

involve faking orgasms with you.

CHAD (25--very cute and sharp) interrupts Dean and Patrick’s

walking, holding out a flyer.

CHAD

See my group perform tomorrow? Free

admission.

Dean spots a rainbow bracelet on Chad’s wrist. He looks Chad

in the eyes and smiles as he takes the flyer.

DEAN

Tomorrow? Absolutely.

Chad smiles in return, then quickly moves to another

prospective viewer. Dean and Patrick walk away.

PATRICK

Don’t you work tomorrow?

DEAN

Not anymore.

Dean looks at the flyer in his hands.

DEAN

Tomorrow, I have a very important

date.

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (BATHROOM) - DAY

Dean is on the phone with a warter bottle in his hands.

DEAN

I’m sorry, Dana. I just won’t be

able to come into work tomorrow.

I...I...

Dean makes a gagging sound as he squirts water into the

toilet.

(CONTINUED)
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DEAN

Oh, God. That’s so embarassing that

I just did that on the phone. I’m

so--

He repeats his trick.

DEAN

Thank you, Dana. I’ll try to get

bet...bet...oh, God, the tuna salad

is on its way out. I gotta go.

Dean hangs up the phone and smiles. There’s a knock on the

door.

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (UPSTAIRS HALLWAY) - SAME TIME

Roz stands in front of the bathroom door. She’s in a bright

blue business skirt-suit.

ROZ

Dean? If you’re going to go

bulimic, use the downstairs

bathroom from now on.

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (BATHROOM) - SAME TIME

DEAN

Thanks for the concern, housemate.

INT. EMPTY CLASS ROOM - DAY

TIGHT on Calypso. She is breathtakingly sexy. Her big eyes

stare us down as she speaks with spiciness. Slowly TRACK OUT

through the monologue.

CALYPSO

You think you have me all figured

out? You come into the kitchen and

think, like a machine, I’ll be

running that dinner right outta the

oven ready for your consumption.

We now see that she is holding a knife. She saunters towards

us with incredible sex appeal.

CALYPSO

Let me tell you, baby, there’s a

whole lot in this kitchen that can

kill. I can cook up plans with

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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CALYPSO (cont’d)
arsenic spice and conjure up words

that enter your body like cyanide.

I can make a drink that will drown

your voice and blind your eyes with

steam.

She walks up to the Director’s (20--male, obviously a

narcissist) table. She puts her foot upon the table. The

director sneaks a glance up her dress. He smiles at her as

they make eye contact.

CALYPSO

I know I’m real pretty to look at.

She slams the knife down on the table. The Director and

WRITER (21--very effeminate) jump.

CALYPSO

But beauty is not safety.

She removes her leg and the knife. She ends her monologue.

Both the director and the writer are pleased.

DIRECTOR

Thank you, Tina--

CALYPSO

Everyone calls me Calypso.

DIRECTOR

That’s right. The knife was a nice

touch.

WRITER

Very fem fatal.

Calypso tucks the knife into her purse.

CALYPSO

If you don’t tell who left the mark

on the table, I won’t tell who

looked up my dress.

The Director smiles and runs his middle finger upon the slit

made on the table. Calypso sees.

DIRECTOR

You’ll be getting an email about

callbacks soon.
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INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Calypso struts down the hall with pride, her phone to her

ear.

Inter cut as necessary between Calypso and Roz in...

EXT. BUSINESS FRAT MEETING ROOM - DAY

Roz in her skirt-suit outside of a big meeting. She speaks

quietly yet firmly into her phone.

CALYPSO

You’ve called five times? That’s

stalker status, sweety.

ROZ

We need a pimp.

CALYPSO

Funny...

ROZ

I was treated like Nanny Fucking

McWhore today and discovered a pimp

was the only solution.

CALYPSO

My vagina runs on its own schedule.

ROZ

I’m aware; you forgot about another

client today. I’m tired of managing

your mistakes. Exactly why I’m

telling you--not asking--that we’re

getting a pimp. Now, call the

muscle boy you missed today, and

make him feel like your favorite

client.

CALYPSO

He’ll feel exactly what I want him

to feel. Trust me, he’s that

submissive.

ROZ

Good. Now, I have a speech on

sexual harassment in corporate to

give.
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INT. DEANS’S ROOM - DAY

Dean searches through his closet throwing clothes on the

floor.

We see that he has removed EVERYTHING that was hanging in

his closet.

He looks down at the clothes around him and gives a snarl of

disgust.

INT. STORE - DAY

We see a crisp button up on a rack. A hand grabs it.

INT. STORE - DAY

Dean sliding the shirt across the counter.

DEAN

I’d like to open up a charge card.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

Jackie sits in a circle of diverse people. JAMES (20),

argues with her.

JAMES

Jackie, I just don’t see what’s

wrong with saying, "he was blind to

the poverty around him."

JACKIE

Because it’s clearly making a

metaphor out of a disability.

JAMES

And?

JACKIE

Do not defend our ableist language.

Check your privilege. Tanya, what

are your thoughts?

Jackie turns to Tanya (19), a girl in a wheelchair.

TANYA

Those metaphors are bullshit. Those

are my thoughts. Check your

privilege, James.

(CONTINUED)
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Jackie nods her head and and snaps her fingers.

JACKIE

Validation, Tanya. Validation.

The others nervously join in with snaps. Tanya cracks a

smile at James who scowls while snapping.

JACKIE (V.O.)

Absolutely not!

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (LIVING ROOM) - DAY

Calypso and Jackie sit on a couch and Roz stands in front of

them.

JACKIE

Talk about oppressive masculine

structures.

ROZ

It would be more of a business

arrangement, not a lifestyle of

servitude.

CALYPSO

Yeah. More like an office manager.

Jackie crosses her arms.

JACKIE

When we started out, we vowed

empowerment--

ROZ

The boy with the incredibly small

penis. He seems to like me. It’s a

shame I’m so busy running this

business. If I had the time, I’d

take him off your hands.

Jackie uncrosses her arms.

JACKIE

Affirmative to proposition pimp.



14.

INT. DEPARTMENT STORE - DAY

Dean stands by a variety of makup foundations. He looks

around, then quickly takes a bottle and pockets it.

VOICE (O.C.)

Excuse me!

REVEAL a SALESCLERK (35), rushing up to Dean. He is

incredibly effeminate, wearing tight red pants and

high-spiked orange hair.

SALESCLERK

I saw you.

DEAN

You saw me? I’m glad your eyes can

make out a material being.

SALESCLERK

I saw you stealing. Put that back

and get out of here before--

Dean places a hand on the man’s arm.

DEAN

You have great bicepts.

SALESCLERK

And I have a wife.

DEAN

Does she know that you’re gay? Is

it a cover?

SALESCLERK

I’m a Christian heterosexual.

DEAN

Does your wife often worry? Or

question?

SALESCLERK

That’s none of your business.

Dean looks at the Salesclerk’s name tag. It reads Jason.

DEAN

So, Jason who works at Khole’s, if

a boy came to your door and told

your wife you’d been...doing real

naughty things with him--

(CONTINUED)
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SALESCLERK

She wouldn’t believe him.

DEAN

Actually, what she wouldn’t believe

is the idea of a boy blackmailing

you over a bottle of foundation.

SALESCLERK

You have ten seconds to get out of

my sight.

Dean grabs an extra foundation bottle and takes off.

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (LIVING ROOM) - NIGHT

Roz, Calypso, and Jackie lounge about the living room eating

greek yogurt.

JACKIE

(looking about the living

room.)

How does one even find a pimp?

ROZ

Not by searching our living room.

CALYPSO

(realizing.)

Craigslist!

ROZ

Absolutely not. We’re hookers with

class.

JACKIE

The correct term is sex worker.

CALYPSO

It’s where everyone goes for weird

sexual stuff. You just need to get

off your prissy prostitute pedestal

and--

Dean walks into the room and Calypso goes quiet. He’s in the

shirt he just bought.

ROZ

Dean...

(CONTINUED)
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DEAN

Is this shirt a winner?

CALYPSO

Does my dress make me look broken

out?

DEAN

You don’t have pimple on your body.

CALYPSO

And that shirt is fabulous.

INT. DEANS’S ROOM - NIGHT

Dean stares at the flyer in his hand. He looks at the time

of the event (11 AM).

Dean then gets out his phone and sets an alarm.

ONSCREEN

Dean’s finger adjusts the time for 9 AM. He pauses and makes

it 8 AM.

DEAN’S ROOM

Dean lays in his bed. He then picks his phone back up and

begins to type on it. The sounds of porn emit from it. Dean

tucks his hand in his pants.

VOICE ONE (FROM PHONE)

You like that, boy?

VOICE TWO (FROM PHONE)

Yes, sir.

VOICE ONE (FROM PHONE)

You my little bitch boy?

VOICE TWO (FROM PHONE)

Yes, sir.

VOICE ONE (FROM PHONE)

Say it.

VOICE TWO (FROM PHONE)

I’m you’re little bitch boy, sir.

(CONTINUED)
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VOICE ONE (FROM PHONE)

Say you’re nothing but my cum rag.

We hear a slap.

VOICE ONE (FROM PHONE)

Say it!

Dean cums.

VOICE TWO (FROM PHONE)

I’m nothing but your cum rag, sir.

VOICE ONE (FROM PHONE)

Damn, you’re sad.

Dean slams his phone down on his bed.

DEAN

Fuck, I hate myself.

CALYPSO (V.O.)

I...O...S...PIMP.

INT. CALYPSO’S ROOM - NIGHT

ON COMPUTER SCREEN

A Craigslist ad in creation with the title "IOS Pimp."

CALYPSO’S ROOM

Calypso mans the computer while Jackie watches.

JACKIE

It’s I-S-O. In. Search. Of. Not

I-O-S. Also, I believe we agreed on

the term, "manager."

CALYPSO

If we get job applications from

Target workers, it’s your fault.

Calypso deletes the title and begins retyping.

JACKIE

I think Roz may be right--

(CONTINUED)
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CALYPSO

Roz needs to see that she is not

the only adult in the house. Now,

what should his height, age, and

body type be? Preference in

ethnicity?

INT - DEAN’S ROOM - NEXT DAY

Sunlight dances over Dean’s face. He looks angelic. He

slowly opens his eyes and then...

DEAN

FUCK DAMMIT!

Dean jerks up and looks at his phone.

ONSCREEN

The phone reads 10:20.

BACK TO SCENE

Dean jumps off of his bed.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

SERIES OF SHOTS

--Dean looking at his body in the mirror. He sucks in his

stomach.

--Dean doing push ups on the bathroom floor lightning speed.

--Dean shaving his pubes over the sink. He turns around to

shave his ass crack.

--Dean vehemently scrubbing himself in the shower while he

mutters "Like a Virgin."

--Dean looking in the mirror, spending copious amounts of

time on one stray hair.

--Dean making a ridiculous face in the mirror as he

thoroughly inspects his teeth.

--Dean smiling as he artfully blends his new foundation on

his face.
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INT. DEANS’S ROOM - DAY

Dean looks at himself in his full length mirror. He wears

the shirt he bought the day before. He’s cute. A smile comes

to his face.

He turns around to leave and we see the merchandise tag

hanging out from behind his collar. It reads $80.00.

I.E. TAXI - DAY

A TAXI DRIVER (40), plump and agitated, eats a sandwich in

his car. Dean opens the passenger door and stick in his

head.

DEAN

You look like you need a customer.

DRIVER

I’m on break.

DEAN

I’ll pay you an extra twenty.

The driver starts his ignition.

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (LIVING ROOM) - DAY

Jackie and Calypso. Calypso is on her computer.

JACKIE

How many replies?

CALYPSO

Enough to make me view the men in

this town very differently.

JACKIE

(smug)

I guess the term manager wasn’t too

ambiguous then.

CALYPSO

(clicking on her computer)

Dick pic...dick pic...dick

pic...ewe, come look at this guy’s

body mod. He implanted bumps on his

dong.

(CONTINUED)
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JACKIE

I’ve analyzed too many phallic

symbols to have any interest.

Calypso stares at her computer as she scrolls on it. Beat.

CALYPSO

Wait. Jackie, we’ve landed, like,

the Tony Award winner for best

pimp.

JACKIE

Manager.

INT. TAXI - DAY

The taxi pulls to a stop.

DRIVER

That will be forty--

Dean is immersed in his phone, devastated.

DEAN

Bubbles just died!

DRIVER

Who?

DEAN

My dog! This is going to send me

straight back to rehab!

Dean lets out a sob.

DRIVER

It’s forty-two dollars.

Dean, teary, gets into his wallet and removes money.

DEAN

It’s too much sadness. I’m going to

vomit!

Dean opens the door, exits, and throws the money down on his

seat.

Dean runs off. The driver looks over the money. He’s got a

five and about ten ones. Dean also accidentally discarded a

condom.

(CONTINUED)
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DRIVER

You little fuck!

He looks out the window, but Dean has disappeared into the

building.

INT. THEATER - CONTINUOUS

The show has already started and Dean sneaks into seats in

the back.

He looks at the stage. A figure in a full-body neon red

spandex suit (head included) does the Macarena to "Hark Hear

the Bells."

Dean turns to a WOMAN (40), next to him.

DEAN

(whispering)

Is the band "Heaven’s Revenge" up

soon?"

WOMAN

This is them. They’re a performance

art group.

The spandex man removes his head cap and reveals his face.

It’s Chad.

A chandelier with countless condoms of all colors dangling

from it slowly descends toward Chad’s head as he puts his

hands in position to pray.

Dean makes an uncomfortable smile.

ROZ (V.O.)

Dear God,

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (KITCHEN) - DAY

Roz sits on her computer while Calypso leans against the

counter.

ROZ

Forget about Craigslist.

CALYPSO

My friend Patrick met his boyfriend

on Craigslist.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 22.

ROZ

Everything is viral for the gays.

Jackie pops her head into the room.

JACKIE

Check your privilege, Roz.

ROZ

(looking at her laptop)

Were you waiting out there

listening?

JACKIE

I simply overheard.

ROZ

You’ve already made the ad.

CALYPSO

No we haven’t.

ROZ

I’m on my computer. I can see it.

It’s quite the ad, Don Drapers.

"I-O-S Manager?"

CALYPSO

Shit, I thought I fixed the title.

JACKIE

Before you say anything, Roz, just

know that we found someone who even

I may trust the management of my

vagina to. I’m ashamed to say it,

but--

CALYPSO

He sent a résumé .

Calypso pulls a paper from her purse and places it on the

table. Roz glances at it.

ROZ

I’ll consider it.

CALYPSO

Well, he wants to meet in thirty

minutes, so...think fast.

Roz glares.

(CONTINUED)
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ROZ

Fine. But since Jackie went back on

our no Craigslist agreement, I’m

going back on our deal concerning

Mr. Small Shot.

Jackie recoils.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Dean waits. Chad enters the hallway through a door with his

group. They are all wearing feather boas and Santa Claus

hats.

Dean walks up to Chad. Now that Dean is prepared, he’s quite

smooth.

DEAN

I love your work.

Chad’s obviously flattered--he doesn’t get this often.

CHAD

You really liked it?

DEAN

I love it. But it’s conditional

love. The condition being coffee

with me.

EXT. WOODED PARK - DAY

Roz leads Calypso and Jackie down the trail of a park. The

park is deserted.

JACKIE

The point of meeting in public is

to have people around.

ROZ

Person up, Jackie. It will be three

against one.

CALYPSO

He said he would be right around--

VOICE (O.C.)

Are you girls looking for Jamison

Jones.
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REVEAL PIMP JONES (45). He’s a gruff man with a worn face, a

couple gold teeth, and some facial piercings. A fadora tops

off his head. We don’t know whether to laugh at him or run

from him. He sits at a picnic table.

INT. CAFE - DAY

Dean and Chad sit drinking coffee.

DEAN

That is so deep! I just thought the

bandannas represented, like, gang

violence, not the apocalypse.

CHAD

(dismissively laughing)

That’s thinking in stereotypes.

Beat.

CHAD

I’m not that deep--just a stressed

law student who needs an outlet.

Dean’s posture straightens with intense interest.

DEAN

Oh, you’re a law student here?

CHAD

Unfortunately.

Chad notices the tag hanging out of Dean’s shirt. He rips it

off for him.

CHAD

You forgot something.

Dean’s eyes are wide open as he watches Chad toss the tag in

the trash.

DEAN

Thank. You. So. Much.

Dean receives a text.

CHAD

I’ve gotta go. Nice--

DEAN

You don’t remember me?

Chad winces in confusion.

(CONTINUED)
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Dean is visibly embarrassed. He leans in to Chad.

DEAN

We hooked up once.

EXT. WOODED PARK - DAY

Back to the bench with the girls and Pimp Jones.

ROZ

So the rules are pretty much this:

we only service other college

men--grad students accepted.

Professors if it will get us a good

grade, but that hasn’t happened

yet. We will not service anyone

lower than a 7 on the

attractiveness scale because that

is simply degrading. No friendships

with people we service. Obviously

very discrete. Always safe sex.

PIMP JONES

You done?

ROZ

Yes.

Pimp Jone’s chuckles.

PIMP JONES

Gah-lee, you girlies sure are

entitled now-a-days.

CALYPSO

(proud)

Because we can be.

PIMP JONES

No, sweet cheeks, you can’t. First

of all, you don’t meet with a pimp,

and give him a rule book. Second,

what the hell type of operation do

you think you’re running?

ROZ

A very profitable one.

PIMP JONES

For now. You’re new, you’ve got

some clients, and things are great.

You can afford to be selective.

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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PIMP JONES (cont’d)

La-dee-da. Cotton Candy. Unicorn’s

Silver Shit. Things are grand. But

what about when you’ve exhausted

your base?

ROZ

I think you’re underestimating our

base. This is college.

PIMP JONES

Yeah, sweety, this is college--men

can get the pootang on all corners

of campus now-a-days.

ROZ

But, can they get whatever they

want whenever they want it? No

strings attached. No mess. Complete

discretion. No girlfriend finding

out.

CALYPSO

We’re hot commodities, Jonesie.

PIMP JONES

I’m sorry to break it to you

beauties, but all you are...are

whores.

JACKIE

Oh, no, no, no. Would you call us

that if we were men? Check your

double standards, Jamison.

PIMP JONES

I would call a hermaphrodite

penguin a whore if it was selling

its body on the free market. I

don’t know if you girls got rainbow

farts cloudin’ your eyes, but this

business is not pretty and

definitely not safe or stable.

ROZ

We’ve encountered nothing but safe,

sane gentlemen.

PIMP JONES

Let me ask you something: what if I

whipped out a gun right now? What

if you little Alices stumbled down

the wrong rabbit whole? Who would

save you?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 27.

ROZ

Three of us, one of you.

PIMP JONES

(sing-songy)

But numbers ain’t shit if there’s

only one gun, patty-cake.

JACKIE

(getting panicked)

Are you saying you have a gun?

ROZ

He’s just fucking with us, Jackie.

JACKIE

This is so why guns should be

illegal.

PIMP JONES

Maybe I have one. And maybe, I’ll

whip it out and tell you entitled

little bitches to get into my van

right now.

He raises his hand in the air, looking at it with a smile.

He then dramatically slides it down beneath the table.

We see a blank-faced Roz nervously clenching her hands on

her knees under the table.

PIMP JONES

Reachin’ for my pocket. You should

be getting scared. ’Cause shit is

getting real.

JACKIE

FIRE!

A knife jabs dramatically into the table. We see that

Calypso never removed the knife from her purse until now.

CALYPSO

Let me tell you something,

munchkin: there’s a whole lot in

this kitchen that can kill. I can

cook up plans with arsenic spice

and conjure up words that enter

your body like cyanide. I can make

a drink that will drown your voice

and blind your eyes with steam. We

may be pretty to look at, but

beauty is not safe.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 28.

Long beat. Everyone at the table processes what just

happened. Pimp Jones starts to laugh.

PIMP JONES

You called me a munchkin. I like

you.

He looks at the knife.

PIMP JONES

But that, my dear, is a knife, not

a dick. And when you realize that

you need a dick to protect you in

this industry, give me a call. But,

I’ll set the rules.

Pimp Jones gets up and walks away.

PIMP JONES

Alfie!

A 6’5” man who must be a body builder emerges from some

unforeseen hiding spot.

PIMP JONES

Here girls, is my muscle. He

follows me everywhere. Let’s go

Alfie.

The two men walk away. Calypso looks at the knife and

smiles. Jackie is on the verge of tears after this

"near-death" experience.

CALYPSO

I will so be famous one day.

ROZ

(to Jackie and digging into

her purse)

Fire?

JACKIE

(still traumatized)

I heard people... are less scared

to get involved...if they hear

"fire," rather than... "murder"

or... "rape."

Roz has removed a pill from her purse and now holds it in

her trembling hand.

(CONTINUED)
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ROZ

(with a stone cold face)

People are fucked up.

She gulps down the pill.

INT. CAFE - DAY

Dean and Chad.

CHAD

I’m really sorry that I didn’t

remember.

DEAN

(obviously sad)

That’s okay. We were both drunk.

And...in college today, fellatio is

more casual than coffee.

CHAD

I’m really not like that. I never

forget.

DEAN

It’s fine. I probably just remember

because I was so impressed.

Chad crosses his arms.

CHAD

Yeah. We didn’t hook up.

DEAN

I assure you--

CHAD

I have a very small penis. It’s a

disorder.

DEAN

It was dark in the room?

CHAD

You would have found a different

adjective than impressed.

DEAN

I guess my vocabulary is lacking.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 30.

CHAD

You just needed a way to keep me

here. I knew you wanted me, but

damn. Are you crazy?

DEAN

Me crazy? I just saw you onstage in

a tutu drawing a crucifix on your

forehead.

Chad begins to leave.

DEAN

Oh, so I’m crazy because I want

love? Maybe I should just be a big

shallow whore. Then nobody

now-a-days would judge me, right?

CHAD

Good. Bye.

EXT. CAFE - DAY

Dean follows Chad out the door.

DEAN

The least you could do is pay for

this shirt.

CHAD

What?

DEAN

This is an 80 dollar piece of

fabric. Isn’t it obvious why I was

saving the tag?

VOICE (O.C.)

YOU!

REVEAL the taxi driver from before coming straight at Dean.

DEAN

Oh, fuck me...

DRIVER

You owe me twenty-eight dollars.

DEAN

Give me a break, my dog just died.

(CONTINUED)
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DRIVER

Oh, really, what was his name?

DEAN

Charles.

DRIVER

Not the name you told me.

CHAD

You know what? I’ve got it covered.

Keep the change.

Chad removes thirty dollars from his wallet and gives it to

the driver.

DRIVER

(to Chad)

I wouldn’t be dating this one if I

were you.

DEAN

And I wouldn’t date a taxi driver.

The driver sarcastically laughs and walks away.

Dean walks closer to Chad.

DEAN

Did you pay because you owe me for

the shirt...or because...you’re...

kinda into me?

ON Chad’s amazed yet sickened glare.

EXT. APARTMENT - EVENING

A door opens in front of Roz.

Behind it is Freddy (24). He’s a grad student that’s too

nice to be hot, but he sure as hell is cute.

ROZ

Rough day.

FREDDY

Not really.

ROZ

It was a statement. I had a rough

day.
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FREDDY

Oh, so when your day is rough, I

get to be your little call boy? And

then you won’t text me back for a

week?

Roz leans in and whispers in his ear. Her breath titillates

him.

ROZ

Let’s not play control games.

She bights his ear.

ROZ

When we already know who will win.

He swings her into the apartment, closing the door behind

him.

INT - FREDDY’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

FREDDY

One day, you’ll be mine.

Roz pushes Freddy against the door.

ROZ

I don’t do ownership.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

A pebble hits a window. Then another.

The window opens and therapist Ryan’s head emerges for it.

RYAN

Dean?

EXT. HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Ryan rushes out of the house in sweat pants.

RYAN

How did you find my house?

DEAN

Ryan, don’t drop me.

(CONTINUED)
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RYAN

I’m going to have to ask you to

leave my yard.

DEAN

I’m cute and in college. I’m

supposed to be...beleaguered by

more gentleman callers than Amanda

Fucking Wingfield .

RYAN

You should be having this

conversation with a friend, not

your therapist--ex-therapist.

DEAN

It’s Saturday night--my "friends"

are busy. And I’m alone.

RYAN

Dean, what did I tell you? Becoming

an individual--

DEAN

Is a lonely thing. I know.

RYAN

Now, I’m giving you a ten second

head start, and then I’m calling

the police.

DEAN

Do you know what it’s like to have

the boy you love die right in front

of you at the age of nineteen?

Ryan puts her hand to her mouth then takes out his phone and

begins to dial.

DEAN

I need somebody. So..stay, Ryan.

RYAN

(into phone)

Yes, I’d like to report

trespassing.
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EXT. 405 SOUTH STREET - NIGHT

Danny (the muscle bro from before) outside the door. Calypso

opens it.

CALYPSO

Look who’s here. The naughty boy

who showed up without double

checking.

DANNY

I’m...I’m sorry.

Calypso grabs Danny’s shirt collar.

CALYPSO

No. You will be sorry.

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (ENTRANCE) - NIGHT

Dean enters the house, slamming the door behind him.

He then walks into...

KITCHEN (CONTINUOUS)

Dean reaches into the fridge and retrieves Dijon mustard. He

spreads it on his finger and licks it off. He does this

several times as he stares blankly into the fridge.

DEAN

Fuck it.

He throws the mustard down on the floor and retrieves

Nutella from the cupboard. He scoops three fingers into it,

and then shoves them in his mouth.

This Nutella covered mouth makes the first authentic smile

we have seen on his face.

He then sits down at the table and spots Pimp Jones’ résumé

, which has been left out. He then looks at Roz’s laptop.

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (ENTRANCE) - NIGHT

Roz enters the house and closes the door behind her. Walks

into...
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KITCHEN (CONTINUOUS)

She gets into the fridge. She is startled to hear...

DEAN

Hello, Roz.

Roz faces Dean and recollects.

ROZ

Your mouth is covered in brown

shit. I probably don’t want to

know...Where’s the Dijon.

DEAN

You know, Roz, I was wondering how

y’all were making off so well with

our money pool all dried up. I was

feeling so inferior--working two

jobs, having no social life, and

afraid to buy a single mocha today

because my card could be declined.

But guess what? I’m finally

starting to see a silver lining,

and his name is Sweet Pimp Jones.

Dean whips out the résumé . Roz slams the fridge shut.

DEAN

Business major, didn’t anyone tell

you? Never. Leave. A paper trail.

ROZ

It’s a joke. It was a mock résum--

DEAN

I also read the Craigslist ad. Nice

title. Calypso’s work? Let’s see

what she has to say about all this.

Dean takes off. Roz pursues him.

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (HALLWAY) - CONTINUOUS

ROZ

Let me remind you that we took you

into this house as a favor to your

parents when your "friends" left

you out.
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INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (STAIRCASE) - CONTINUOUS

DEAN

I guess my parents didn’t know I’d

be living in a brothel. But maybe

they should know...

ROZ

Do not play hardball with me.

INT. 405 SOUTH STREET (UPSTAIRS HALLWAY) - CONTINUOUS

Dean reaches Calypso’s door and swings it open. Danny is

shirtless, tied to Calypso’s bed as Calypso (in a dominatrix

suit) holds a whip above him, about to strike.

They all exchange awkward stares for at least five seconds.

Dean closes the door.

ROZ

He really is submissive.

DEAN

One request, and I won’t say a word

about this whole operation.

Roz crosses her arms and scowls.

DEAN

Me, as your pimp. 20 percent of

what you make. Fuck men.

Dean cracks a maniacally sarcastic smile.

DEAN

All we need is each other, my dear

concubine.

We hear the crack of Calypso’s whip as Dean and Roz stare

each other down.

END OF PILOT


