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INT. DANCE CLUB RAVE - NIGHT


A floodlight fills the senses.

SFX: music plays.

The floodlight is one of many.

The lights form the backdrop to a stage.

SFX: the music stops.


In front of the lights, NATASHA -- a handsome woman in her mid-twenties -- takes off a Russian style fur hat, which she holds in the air.

Natasha smiles.  She breathes heavy and her face quivers as sweat drips down her neck and face.

M.C. (O.C.)


Natasha, ladies and gentlemen.

Natasha disappears as she takes a bow.

SFX: applause.

Revolving around, the audience comes into view, standing on the main floor below, clapping and cheering.

M.C. (O.C.)

Natasha, ladies and gentlemen.

Natasha finishes her bow and returns into view.  She now holds a fur coat, which she uses to cover her torso.

Natasha turns and walks toward the rear of the stage.

Natasha slips through the curtains. 

M.C. (O.C.)

Next up is Ni’yat.


NI’YAT pokes her head through the curtains.  Ni’yat is twenty years old, fit, lean, and of Polynesian/Asian descent.  Her skin is a rich brown, while her hair, long, black, and unrestrained. 


M.C. (O.C.)


Noel, you’re on deck.


Ni’yat cautiously appears from behind the curtains.  She is wearing a skimpy red dress and black high heels.

SFX: Ni’yat’s song begins.


Ni’yat takes two wobbly steps forward.


Ni’yat stops, smiles, and bites her lip, before taking another two wobbly steps forward.

Ni’yat pauses to look around.

The audience looks back impassively.  
Among the mass of men and women are the FAT MAN, DAVE, and EILEEN.


The Fat Man smokes a cigar and wears a suit.


DAVE is fit, trim, in his twenties, and very good looking.  His two friends, REGGIE and CARLOS jostle him about and joke behind his back, but he ignores them and watches the stage.


EILEEN has a classical ballerina’s body, tall and thin, with long light-brown hair.  She looks quickly, from the stage, to Dave, and then backs again.


On the stage, Ni’yat takes two more wobbly steps forward.


Ni’yat stops, bites her lips, and stands up straight.


Ni’yat lifts her left leg, rotating it around in a circle, until her toes are pointing at the ceiling.


Ni’yat takes off her shoe.

Putting her leg down, Ni’yat repeats the process with her left leg, only quicker, now that she’s got the hang of it.

Both feet on the ground once again, Ni’yat smiles, gives a little hop, and skips quicly toward the front of the stage.

Once there, Ni’yat tosses the shoes to the side and goes into a tight twirl.

The Fat Man smiles, as he takes a puff on his cigar.  The crowd around him roars with delight.

Ni’yat runs from one end of the stage to the other.

Jumping, Ni’yat kicks her feet in the air, coming down in a split.

The crowd cheers.

Dave watches mesmerized as Carlos and Reggie jostle each other behind him.

Ni’yat twirls around frantically in a tight spinning circle.

Eileen watches on silently, her lips counting turns.

EILEEN

(silently)

Twenty six.  Twenty seven.

Ni’yat comes to sudden stop, both feet down, front and center.

Ni’yat breathes heavy as she catches her breath.  She is sweating.  Her dress sticks to her body.  Her hair is matted against her face, neck, and torso.

Ni’yat rubs her hands down the front of her dress, as if to straighten it.

When Ni’yat’s hand reaches her abdomen, it stops.  Her eyes close and her stomach arches inward.

Ni’yat straightens herself up.

Ni’yat runs her hands down the front of her dress again.  Her eyes are closed.  Her stomach arches inward.  Her stomach arches outward.  Then outward.  Then inward.  In a rhythmic pulse.

As Ni’yat’s abdomen pulses, she slowly sinks to her knees. 

The Fat Man nervously wipes perspiration from his brow with a handkerchief.

Ni’yat’s leans forward, bowing low, embracing the stage, her arms outstretched before her, as ripples surge through her.

Ni’yat freezes for a moment, while she looks at the audience, and smiles, as if considering what to do next or letting them in on her game.

Dave returns Ni’yat’s smile.  He is completely lost in her performance, while Carlos, Kevin, and all the crowd around them are totally motionless and quiet.

Ni’yat rises to her knees.

Turning quickly, as if on a whim, she faces the back of the stage.  And then, let’s herself fall slowly backwards until she is lying on the ground, bent backwards over her knees.

Ni’yat’s eyes are closed.  Her mouth is open.  And her hands once again slide down the front of her dress, finding their way past her abdomen this time, as her body gyrates wildly at their touch.

In the background, the crowd watches on, arching forward, expectantly, silently and still, as Ni’yat herself comes to a stop.

Ni’yat’s body jerks, once.

Ni’yat’s body jerks, twice.

Arched backwards, head resting on the ground, facing the crown, with eyes closed and open mouth, Ni’yat’s body explodes with an erratic burst of spasms.  

A final twitch.

And then, Ni’yat is done.

The crowd erupts in applause.

The Fat Man nods his head and smiles as he puts the cigar in his mouth and claps.

Dave’s, Carlos’s, and Reggie’s eyes are glued to the stage as they applaud enthusiastically.

M.C. (O.C.)

Ni’yat, ladies and gentlemen.

Eileen, who has been looking at Dave, returns her gaze to the stage.

As Ni’yat bows to the crowd, disappearing from view, a slight smile can be seen to form on Eileen’s lips, 

Rising, Eileen still in the background, Ni’yat’s body is drenched in sweat.  Hair clings to her neck, while her shoulders and back are visible through her dress.

In a deft single-handed motion, Ni’yat peels the dress over her head, taking it off.

While the crowd continues to clap, Ni’yat takes another bow.

Eileen smiles and nods her head in approval.

INT. HEXAGON STUDIO - DAY


Eileen is still smiling and nodding her head.


The source of Eileen’s image is a video screen.

Above and below the screen where Eileen’s image appears there are two other screens.  An image of Dave appears on the upper one, while the Fat Man appears on the lower.

Next to the first wall is another wall split into three screens.  All three screens work in harmony to project a full wall image of Ni’yat as she leaves the stage, dress in hand before her.  At the corner between these two walls (and between each of the six walls in the room), there is a vertical line of six video cameras.

The next wall is filled with multiple images of the cheering crowd.

EVA (a mesmerizing beautiful girl in her twenties, who wears her messy, shoulder length blonde hair over her eyes) stands in the middle of the room on a low black hexagon platform and is just finishing putting on a black dress.

After straightening the dress, Eva looks to the next wall in line, which shows a scoreboard of sorts.

Ni’yat is in first place, with a row of 9.9’s and 9.8’s followed by Natasha with 9.7’s and so forth.

EVA (O.S.)

Yes.  Yes.  

INT. HEXAGON STUDIO - DAY

KEVIN (a muscular, divinely handsome young man at the peak of perfection, call it twenty) just happens to be wearing a black dress at the moment, which fits him quiet well.  Kevin form his hand into a fist before his face to celebrate his recent sports victory.

KEVIN

In your face Natasha.  

INT. FUTURISTIC DOCTOR’S OFFICE - DAY


A video screen set on the wall shows Kevin celebrating.


KEVIN

That’s how you dance.


Next to the first screen of Kevin is a second screen, which shows Ni’yat.  Ni’yat is backstage, accepting a bouquet of flowers from the Fat Man.


NI’YAT


Thank you.  Would I be too forthcoming if I said, I always think of you when I dance.


KEVIN’S FATHER, who has been watching the videos, turns from the screens to address the DOCTOR standing next to him.

KEVIN’S FATHER


So, you see the problem?


The Doctor steps forward, fiddles with the controls, and puts the videos into super-fast reverse.


DOCTOR


Well, sort of.


  A video of Kevin dancing in the Hexagonal Studio plays backwards and in sync next to a video of Ni’yat dancing at the Dance Club Rave.


DOCTOR

  
But that’s just a passing fancy.

The Doctor freezes the action where Ni’yat and Kevin begin their first apogee.

The Doctor plays the sequence of Kevin lifting his left leg and rotating it around in a circle, until his toes are pointing towards the ceiling in slow motion.

When both Kevin’s and Ni’yat’s toes are pointed towards the ceiling, the Doctor freezes the action.  Kevin’s toes are not pointed towards the ceiling as much as Ni’yat’s.

DOCTOR


Now, right here at the apogee, this is a serious concern.  Don’t ask me how this is getting past the judges.  It’s just plain sloppy.


KEVIN’S FATHER

Yeah.  Ha.  Ha.

(beat)

I’m serious.

DOCTOR

So am I.  The boy shouldn’t be getting as high as scores as he is.


Kevin’s father clenches his fists, struggling to control his anger.


The Doctor shrugs and turns from the screens, oblivious to Kevin’s Father’s behavior.


DOCTOR


But you’re not worried about that.  You’re worried about how he’d rather play the game as a stripper than date one.


The Doctor touches the screen and an image appears of the Fat Man helping Ni’yat into a limousine just outside of the Dance Club Rave, amid the flashing bulbs of the paparazzi.


DOCTOR


Or maybe, what he chooses to do after the show is over?


KEVIN’S FATHER


Yes.  Exactly.


The Doctor touches the screen again.

INT. STATIC SWITCH - NIGHT


All the world is static.


DOCTOR (O.C.)


Unfortunately, it’s too late to do anything about that.

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - DAY


Kevin sits on a bench against one wall, while Dave sits against the other.  Both are ignoring the other and concentrating on the white plastic electronic control boxes in their hands.


DOCTOR (O.C.)


He’s already declared his interest.

INT. STATIC SWITCH - NIGHT


All the world is static.

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - DAY


Eva has taken the place of Kevin, Eileen the place of Dave.  They continue to hold control boxes in their hands, but ignore them as they smile at each other.


DOCTOR (O.S.)


Stated his desire.

INT. STATIC SWITCH - NIGHT


All the world is static.

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - DAY


Ni’yat has taken the place of Eva, while SAMANTHA has taken the place of Eileen.  Samantha is a late teen, petite, good looking Black Hispanic.  Neither holds a control box.  Both are smiling ecstatically at the other and wear the same slinky red dresses.


KEVIN’S FATHER (O.C.)


There must be something we can do.


DOCTOR (O.C.)


No, there’s nothing.


Ni’yat stands.  


KEVIN’S FATHER (O.C.)


Can’t we try cognitive behavioral reconditioning?


DOCTOR (O.C.)


It doesn’t work.


Samantha stands.


KEVIN’S FATHER (O.C.)


How about hormone therapy?


The two girls walk towards each other.

DOCTOR (O.C.)


There were unforeseen complications.  


The two girls embrace as they start to spin around.

KEVIN’S FATHER (O.C.)

Well then, how about a genetic infusion?


The two girls kiss as they continue to spin.


DOCTOR (O.C.)


The powers that be deemed it unethical.


The world revolves around the spinning girls.


DOCTOR (O.C.)

So, we don’t do that anymore.

The background streaks and blurs to a gray distorted indistinct nothing around the twirling girls.

INT. GREY FOG-FILLED PURGATORY - DAY


Ni’yat and Samantha continue to kiss and spin in their matching red dresses.


MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

But then, did we ever?

As the girls start to slow in their spin, the world around them comes into view.  It is a sea of fog, gray and indistinct.  There is no horizon, no sky, no ground; only fog.


MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

I know it’s but an abstraction, a re-creation


The girls stop, part their lips, and look at one another.  They stand under a surrealistically artificial gigantic oak tree.  It is like something from a stage set.


MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

A projection forward to a future

Holding hands, the girls skip away, disappearing into the fog.


MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

From a past that never was


Only the tree remains.

MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

In a desperate attempt to escape from a present

At the base, the tree’s trunk is large, the bark rough and uneven.

MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

Full of meaningless disbelief

At shoulder height, the trunk splits into a mass of gnarled limbs.

MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

And emptiness.

The limbs give way to leafy branches.


MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

Can you blame me for not wishing to look it in the face?

At the end of the leafy branches hang a mixed assortment of fruits, nuts, and flowers.  There are apples, berries, pears, acorns, walnuts, pecans, roses, tulips, and so on, all growing on the same branch of the same tree.  

MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

If there were not the need to argue for my viability

One of the apples seems particularly bright and shiny.

MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

My continued survival


The apple glows lightly from an inner light.


MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

After all, if that were not my desire,

The apple hangs from a low hanging limb, the rest of the tree stretching into the fog.


MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

 I could end it right here

The limb with the apple, fades away into the fog with the rest of the tree.


MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

Easily enough


There is nothing but fog.


A pair of disembodied white-gloved hands appear, clap once, and disappear.


MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

Bring out the actors


Appearing from the fog, Kevin and Samantha skip forward, holding hands and wearing matching sequined slinky-red dresses.  Behind them, Eva and Eileen hold hands, skip, and wearing matching green dresses.  And behind them, Ni’yat and Dave follow, skipping, holding hands, and wearing matching sequined slinky-blue dresses. 


As they come forward, the pairs split and form a line.  In order they are Kevin, Eva, Ni’yat, Dave, Eileen, Samantha.

MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

Let them take a bow


The dancers grab the hem of their dresses and curtsey.


Kevin, Eva, and Ni’yat join hands, skip about, and dance in a circle.

MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

A boy.


Samantha, Eileen, and Dave join hands, skip about, and dance in a separate circle.

MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)


And a girl.


The two circles break apart into lines; and as they entered, the dancers once again form a dual line with Samantha and Ni’yat at the lead and Eileen and Eva behind them, skipping along.


When it is Dave and Kevin’s turn to join hands, they balk, stopping in their tracks.


MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)

Two lines, three layers, that don’t match up


The paired girls split up.  Going in opposite directions, they skip around in large half circles back to where the boys are waiting.

MALE NARRATOR (O.C.)


No matter how hard you try.

The dancers face each other and form another circle (Ni’yat, Eva, Kevin, Samantha, Eileen, Dave) each holding the hand of the person next to them, as they slowly rotate.

Ni’yat twirls across Eva to take her place in the circle, who in turn twirls through the middle of the circle to take Samantha’s place, who twirls across Eileen to take her place, who twirls through the middle of the circle to take Ni’yat’s place.

The pattern set, the dance speeds up.  The next dancer begins their movement before the previous dancer has departed the center.  Thus before Ni’yat is finished twirling through the middle, Eva has begun to twirl across Samantha, who does not wait for Eva to finish before twirling across the middle to take Eileen’s place, who is already in the process of twirling across Ni’yat.

Anticipating their movement further and further ahead, where once there was one, two, or three girls in the middle, there are now four girls twirling about in an intersecting, intimate weave.

Kevin and Dave stand on opposite sides of the girls, forgotten, as the girls twirl about deliriously, into a blur.

INT. COMPUTER PUZZLE ENGINE COMPARTMENT - DAY


The engine compartment is a blur of spinning components and colorful whirligigs.


A wrench touches a red whirligig, turning it and another spinning component green.

EXT. DESERTED HIGHWAY GAS STATION - DAY


Eva is standing over the engine compartment of a classic black Cadillac, wrench in hand.  Carefully applied streaks of oil decorate her face and hands.  She wears a grease stained white tank top, black cargo pants, and combat boots.


Eva shakes her head and grimaces.


EVA


That’s not it.

SFX: an alarm sounds.

Bouncing the wrench in her hands, Eva turns toward the gas station.


A red light flashes over the garage doors.  The station itself is a wreck, old and in decay.  The parking lot is unpaved. 


Halfway between where Eva is working on the Caddy and the derelict gas pumps, a shimmering oval forms in the air.


Eileen steps through, wearing a sundress.


She stops on the other side and looks around.


On the other side of a two lane highway, after miles of desolate scrub land, loom tall snow capped mountains.


The mountains, far-far in the distance, are all there is to see down the road in either direction.

There is nothing here but desert, dust, and wind.

EILEEN

Nice place you’ve got here.

Eva leans against the car, wrench in hand.

A sign by the road, hanging on chains, creaks in the wind.  It is blank or nearly so, the lettering having long faded away.

EILEEN

Lots of potential, I suppose, anyway.

A tumbleweed blows by in front of Eileen

Eva holds the wrench like a club, pushes herself off the car, and starts walking towards Eileen.

EVA

What do you want?  What are you doing here?

Eva taps Eileen in the chest with the wrench.

EVA

Better yet.  Who are you?

EILEEN

Eileen.  My name’s Eileen. 


Eileen’s eyes light up.


EILEEN


I saw you dance.  Well, Ni’yat.  Anyway, it’s all the same.  And I was like, that’s how I want to dance.


Eileen brushes the wrench aside.


EILEEN


So I came to see you, so you could teach me.


Eva turns away.


EILEEN


I can pay you.


Eva walks back towards the Cadillac.

Eileen skips ahead and walks backwards in front of Eva.


EILEEN


Oh, come on.  I’ve got money.  How much will it cost?


Eileen stands between Eva and the open car hood with it’s twirling computerized graphical whirligigs.


EILEEN

 
How much does a private dance with the great Ni’yat cost these days?


Eva grabs Eileen by the hair and holds her backwards over the engine components, the wrench to her face.


EILEEN


Sorry!  Sorry!


EVA


You come here, knock down my barriers, break through my defenses, and then you insult me, and after all that, you expect me to do you a favor?

Eileen starts to giggle.

EILEEN

Sorry.  I’m sorry.  It’s just that.  You weren’t really expecting that little doorbell of yours to keep anybody out?

Eva jiggles the wrench trying to decide what to do.

EILEEN

Oh, you were.  You were?  No.  No.  That’s not a defense.

(()((DANCE NUMBER))))

Eileen waves her fingers about.

EILEEN

What you need is a fence.

A line of concertina wire unfolds itself around the perimeter of the gas station.

EILEEN (O.C.)

And guard dogs.

A trio of GUARDS in dark uniforms, each with a duo of snarling dogs on leashes, appears and begins to patrol the perimeter.

EILEEN (O.C.)

Not to mention a guard tower.

EXT. DESERTED HIGHWAY GAS STATION - NIGHT

The roof of the gas station has been sandbagged and turned into a military outpost.  A rickety wooden watch tower stands above the rest.  Search lights scan the horizon.  Dozens of Guards armed with Uzi style submachine guns patrol the roof and perimeter.

Eva holds Eileen’s head just above the computerized puzzle of the car’s engine, as if it was a saw blade.  She holds the wrench against Eileen’s neck, as if it was a knife.

EVA

Change it back.

Eileen snaps her fingers.

EXT. DESERTED HIGHWAY GAS STATION - DAY

The sign falls off of its chain.


Eva continues to hold Eileen over the computer-puzzle engine.


EILEEN


Happy?


EVA


Are you really just here for dancing lessons?


EILEEN


Yeah.  Duh?  What have I been saying all this time?


EVA


So who are you?


EILEEN


I told you, my name’s Eileen.  If you need them, I could get you some memory circuits, too.


EVA


No.  What I need to know is who you are, behind that pretty little face of yours.

EILEEN

You mean.

EVA

Total access.

EILEEN

And then?

EVA

And then I’ll let you know.

Eileen mulls it over, squinting her face, biting her lip.


EVA


Setting up barriers, putting the guard dogs in place?


Eva motions with the wrench.


EVA


I don’t have time for this.


EILEEN


You won’t take advantage.


Eva brings her face close to Eileen’s.


EVA


I suppose that depends on what I see.


EILEEN


Be kind.


Eileen licks her lips as if in preparation for a kiss, while her eyes turn to fields of static.

INT. STATIC FILLED TUNNEL - NIGHT


The walls of the tunnel are defined by white and black dots, like static from a television screen.


At the end of the tunnel is an image of David.

INT. HEXAGON STUDIO - DAY


David stands on the platform in the middle of the room wearing a black satin dress.


The video screens around him show various images of The Deserted Highway Gas Station, the Car’s Computer Puzzle Engine, Ni’yat dancing, and Eva,


Eva stares through the monitor as if it were a window, looking around.


David smiles.


Eva throws her wrench at the screen and all of the video monitors turn to static, except for the one showing the Computer Puzzle Car Engine.


DAVID


Wait!  That’s not fair!


The whirligigs in the Computer Puzzle Car Engine continue to spin, returning us to the Purgatory Dance Floor and the six dancers as last we saw them.

INT. GREY FOG-FILLED PURGATORY - DAY

HERE   HERE    HERE

OUTLINE

RAVE DANCE

BOX

DOCTOR

PURGATORY - TREE (state of being?)

CAR PUZZLE

DAVID as EILEEN (teacher - access - rejected)


PURGATORY - Sock Race (outside, unwanted and unneeded, so they turned to sport, you could take it as some kind of parrallel but that’s just the way it was, marathon baton, radioactive shorts (blue) sport bra’s (red)

SAMANTHA AS EILEEN (arrive truck - made brother cry - dance/traffic/toro-toro speeding bullet cars, business opportunity?, drops skin off)


PURGATORY - Juggling, Hitch Hiking 

RAVE PARTY - David Snub, Ni’Yat and Eileen dance

FUN IN RAIN - 


PURGATORY - Back Seat Car

MORNING AFTER - We should go on a quest, do you have a want list

BROTHER ARRIVES - tourney (fuck that, we’re not having a dances off), Dungeon Dark and Deep (work out the details, somewhere car won’t do any good, that’s not fair), not my problem takes Skin back (this is mine)


PURGATORY - D&D

CAR TRIP - Car Dance, Dream of Finally got a car... alone, Burning Man, Burning Woman

RENASCIANCE FAIR - pass by jousting, duel (no), Public Slave Auction (S&M, no this is a private affair.  Oh, right, let the best man win), Eileen witch (doppleganger, split personality... and you’re not, give me a break)

TEAM UP - David and Eve - Justification ??


PURGATORY - Fashion??? Magazines, pron

RUNWAY FASHION SHOW (have to teach David, dance on stage as Eileen, ballet twirling, repeat step)

GUISSEPPE MANNEQUIN FACTORY - sell Eileen w/o licence (Fat Man, copy versus copyright), it’s obviously a public venue

HAPPILY EVER AFTER - money, gas station, dance

NOTES:

Garage 1st - Add Guard Dance

