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FADE IN:
ABOVE A COUPLE

Curled into the classic "spoon" position, deep asleep beneath
a pillowy down comforter. We are:

INT. BEDROOM - DAWN

The digital alarm clock next to the bed reads "5:55 a.m." We
can barely see the man's features by the early morning light,
but this is NATE GOODMAN (33). The sleeping woman next to him
is TARA O'CONNOR (22). We hear a faint BUZZING sound, her

eyes POP open.

Tara rolls away and pulls back the covers to reveal a pager
hooked to her underwear. She scrambles to turn it off.

Tara leans over the bed, extracts a lighted mirror and
quickly applies some non-makeup-looking-makeup, gulps a
travel-sized bottle of mouth wash, swishes, and realizes
there's no place to spit. She grimaces, swallows.

Checking that Nate is still asleep, she lies back down and
expertly draws a lock of blonde hair across her eyes. Tara
is really pretty, but leaves nothing to chance.

The real ALARM sounds. Nate rolls over and turns it off,
facing Tara, he watches her "awaken". He gently brushes the
hair out of her eyes. We now see why she bothered, he’s a

keeper.

NATE
You always look so beautiful...
especially in the morning.

Tara smiles her thanks. They begin to kiss.

CUT TO:

INT. CHAT MAGAZINE OFFICE - MORNING

Tara RACES past the receptionist's desk. DANA SMALL sits
above it all, neat and petite, up to the minute fashion and

hair.

DANA
SHE'S NOT HERE YET --

Tara visibly relaxes and walks back. Dana slides a Starbucks
coffee across the reception desk.

TARA
Thanks, did she call?



DANA
T told her you were in the bathroom.
(giving Tara the once-over)
Am I having Deja Vu?

Tara nods. Dana unbuttons her cardigan, After a moment, Tara
does the same. They take off their sweaters and EXCHANGE.

TARA
Saving me from the walk of shame and
coffee, too! Oh booba, what would I do
without you?

DANA
You'd be a tired, fired, slut.

CUT TO:

TARA'S DESK - SEA OF CUBICLES - DAY

Tara is buried beneath a pile of papers. She answers
multiple lines, types, swivels around to check on her boss
AUDREY LANFORD, who is now in her office on the phone.

Tara's desk is directly across from Dana's. The Phone RINGS.

TARA (INTO PHONE)
Audrey Lanford's office.

DANA'S VOICE
So...did he say it?

Tara turns her attention to Dana who also wears a headset. If
they just raised their voices they could talk normally.

TARA (INTO PHONE)
No. But he's giving me a drawer.

DANA (INTO PHONE)
Sounds like love to me.
(holding up a list)
Here's the final list of all the people
coming. I got a hold of James Linfield
this morning. He sounded cute.

Tara checks him off her list.

DANA (INTO PHONE) (CONT'D)
Is he?

TARA (INTO PHONE)
T haven't met him...I haven't met any of
these people.



DANA (INTO PHONE)
How did you get their numbers?

TARA (INTO PHONE)
Work...his secretary, his phone book.

DANA (INTO PHONE)
You just randomly went through his phone
book?

TARA (INTO PHONE)
Yeah...what?

Dana gets up and crosses over to Tara.

DANA
What if you invited ex-girlfriends?

Tara looks at the list as if for the first time.

TARA
I'd be okay with that, I guess.

DANA
Not you...him. Here are all your ex-
girlfriends from the past five years!
(beat)
SURPRISE! !!

TARA
He hasn’t had any serious relationships
here...he's never mentioned anyone.

DANA
He's a good-looking, single, straight
money maker in Manhattan. Obviously if
you've never heard even a name of an ex,
you just haven't had that talk yet.

Tara suddenly looks worried.

TARA
When are you supposed to have that talk?

MAN'S VOICE
Never.

Tara glances over to the cubicle next to hers.

TARA
Just pretend you can't hear us.



DANA
When the relationship gets serious.

TARA
We're serious.

DANA
But you haven't said "I love you" or
talked about moving in together or
marriage -—-—

Dana is interrupted by an EXPLOSION OF APPLAUSE AND CHEERS.
They turn to see --

GROUP OF MALE CO-WORKERS “high fivin’” each other as a CALVIN
KLEIN BILLBOARD goes up across the street. It’s a panel the
size of a football field of a woman’s thigh leading to her

Rarbie doll waist.

TARA
I might not know every little detail
about Nate’s past, but I do know he isn’t
into pre-pubescent, anorexic, airbrushed,

fake fantasy models.

(looking at slobbering men)
I'm finally in a relationship where I
don’t have to be suspicious and worried
all the time.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE RUSSIAN TEA ROOM - NIGHT

A cozy table by the window. Nate and Tara lean into one
another, talking. A WAITER comes to the table carrying a
BIRTHDAY CAKE with a candle. Nate leans across the table and
kisses her.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. OUTSIDE OF NATE'S APARTMENT - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Nate tries to unlock the door while unbuttoning the hundred tiny
pearl buttons down Tara's back.

NATE
I'm not going to get this off of you
until midnight --

Tara wriggles around to face him.

TARA
Careful, it's vintage...



NATE
So am I.

TARA
It's early...we haven't really celebrated
your birthday, we could go dancing?

NATE
I'm just looking forward to being alone
with you.

Nate kisses her while pushing open the door...
INT. APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Flicks on the light --

EVERYONE
SURPRISE!

Nate grabs Tara as DOZENS pop out of nowhere. He quickly
looks around to see all his FRIENDS and CO-WORKERS. He
smiles at Tara, shaking his head.

DISSOLVE TO:

APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - LATER

Tara and Dana stand off to the side, watching late GUESTS
arrive. Beautiful WOMAN after beautiful WOMAN walk through
the door. Dana nudges Tara as they greet Nate.

DANA
That was casual...

A tall, BLONDE brushes Nate's cheek with a "hello", a
BRUNETTE waits her turn. They hug.

DANA {(cont'd)
That was a little warmer than just co-
worker, don't you think?

TARA
Dana —-

But you can see that Tara is evaluating each and every woman
the same way. She straightens her dress self-consciously.

TARA (cont'd)
I better get their coats.

CUT TO:



HALLWAY - LATER
Nate talks with a slick-looking, Wall Street-type, ALEX MERNIT.

ALEX
All I know is she's back and she's asking
about you.

NATE
I'm in a relationship, Alex.
(shrugging)
Tara's only twenty-two...but she doesn't
play mind games, she knows who she is.
(taking a drink)
I'm the fucked up one.

ENTRANCE TO HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS
Tara staggers forward carrying a huge PILE of COATS.

ALEX
But aren't you even a little curious to
see her?

Tara FREEZES. She cranes her neck around the coats, realizes
they haven't seen her yet.

NATE
No.
(beat)
So...how is she?

ALEX
See...see, you are. You think about her,
too. Don't deny it!

Tara quickly steps all the way into the closet, closing the
slatted door behind her.

CLOSET
Tara presses her face against the slats, watching Nate.

NATE
Things are going well with Tara --

ALEX
You've only been going out with her a
couple of months —-



CLOSE ON TARA

TARA
(whispers)

Six ——

ON NATE AND ALEX
ALEX

You're not married, you're not even
living with her --

Tara watches on in horror.

NATE
I'm not calling her.
ALEX
You two were a great couple —-
NATE
And then she dumped me and moved to
London —-—
ALEX

And now she’s back —--

NATE
What do you care?

Alex crosses his arms.

ALEX
I just think there might still be
something there between you two. When

you two got engaged, you were the envy of
every guy I knew -—-

Tara’s mouth drops open.

ALEX (cont’d)
She’s so smart, and
beautiful...incredible --

NATE
So, you ran into her?

ALEX
No, I heard through George that she’s
still talking about -you.



NATE
It’s all in the past, now. I'm going to
get a drink.

Nate walks away. Alex follows.

ALEX
I just want you to be sure about this.

Tara follows them with her eyes, unaware as a MAN opens the
closet door. Tara BURSTS forward, FALLING ON TOP OF HIM,

burying him under coats.

CUT TO:

LIVING ROOM - LATER

The party is over. Dozens of glasses cover every surface.
Ashtrays and wine bottles and general post-party disarray.
Tara follows Nate, collecting glasses.

TARA
So you liked everyone that came...and no

one was missing?

NATE
No, in fact, there were a few people I
wouldn't expect at my birthday party.

TARA
Oh?

NATE
My accountant...uh, my dentist and my
plumber all assured me that they had a
great time.

TARA
I wasn't sure from your phone book...
(laughing)
But that was alright?

NATE
Great. I'm scheduled for a free cleaning
next week, my taxes will be done early
this year and if we ever have a blockage,
we can call Phil at home.
(kissing her)
Thank you.

Nate picks up more glasses, heading for the kitchen. Tara
follows.



KITCHEN

TARA
You have so many nice friends...George
and his wife Sandy, you know, the
newlyweds...they seem so happy. of
course I've never been close to getting
married, so I wouldn't know about that.

(beat)

What about you?

NATE
Marriage? Not really.

TARA
Did you ever feel like proposing. . .looked
at rings, that kind of thing?

NATE
Why are you asking?

TARA
T don't know...I just realized after
talking to all your friends...and people
from work, that there's a lot of stuff I
don't know. Like...were any of your ex-
girlfriends here tonight?

NATE
No.

TARA
So, do you see any of your ex-
girlfriends, are you still friends with
any of them?

NATE
Absolutely not.

TARA
It would be fine if you were, I'm just
asking. Is there anyone you would like

to keep in contact with?

NATE
Did Dana put you up to this?

TARA
What? No.



NATE
I wouldn’t take advice from a woman who
can’t even commit to a long distance

carrier --

TARA
I just realized we haven’t had this talk
vet.

NATE

You mean the interrogation?

TARA
I can tell you about my ex-boyfriends --

NATE
No thank you.

TARA
I just mean I can share —-

NATE
I don't think the past has anything to do
with us, with what we have right now.
Look, things are going well, right?
You'zre happy?

Nate takes Tara's hands in his.

TARA
Yes, but I don't like the idea of other
people..acquaintances of yours, knowing
more about you than I do —-

NATE
If something came up that was about one
of them, something relevant --

TARA
We're talking about it. 1It's relevant --

NATE
Why do you want to know this stuff?

TARA
To bring us closer together.

Nate pulls her into an embrace.

NATE
T can think of better ways of bringing us
closer together.



11.

TARA
(smiles)
Alright...I'm letting you off the hook
now, but I do want to talk about
it...later, because I want to know you
better and because...

She stares into his eyes...and she can't stop herself.

TARA (cont'd)
I love you.

There, she said it, blurted it, really.

Nate stares deeply back into her eyes. They stay this way
for what feels like forever.

He pulls her close and then kisses her...on the forehead.

CUT TO:

INT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

DANA
On the forehead?

Tara nods sullenly.

DANA (cont'd)
Oh my God. Tara, what did I tell you?
Never, ever, ever, ever say it first --

TARA
Too late.

DANA
Look, it's so basic. We're animals, just
watch dogs. It's the males who go around
sniffing our butts, not the other way
around --

TARA
I think it's a little more complicated
than that —--

DANA
Is it? Rudge broke up with me because 1
made it too easy for him. I liked him
and let it show, and what did he do to
repay me? He went back to his bitchy ex-
girlfriend who treated him like shit.
(MORE)
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DANA (cont'd)
I treated him like a God and to repay me
he skated. By telling Nate you love him,
you've disturbed nature's balance.

Tara puts her head on the table.

TARA
Please...I can't breathe...

Dana lowers her face to Tara's level.

DANA
Let's just go over what you heard again.

Tara sits up.

TARA
She was the most intense relationship he
ever had. He almost married her.
Everyone wanted her. He was in love with
her and so was everyone else —-

DANA
Got it. So, you may be the rebound.

TARA

Rebound...oh God, that's gotta be it.

(beat)
And he wouldn't tell me about her last
night because...he's still in love with
her. Dana, what if that's it? He
thought this woman was out of his life,
and now she's back...and he can't stop
thinking about her. That's why he didn't
say he loved me back.

Tara starts to cry. Dana hands her a tissue, patting her on
the shoulder.

DANA
Hold on. Maybe not. Let me think...

Tara wipes her tears, hopeful.

DANA (cont'd)
(long beat)
On the forehead?

Tara lets her head drop back onto the table.

CUT TO:



13.

INT. OFFICE - EVENING

Everyone else has left except for Tara and Dana who walk out
together. They step onto:

ELEVATOR - SAME

DANA
You're going to go back there, act like
nothing is wrong. Act confident. They
sense that. He may just be waiting for
an appropriate time to tell you he loves
you. Don't sweat it. Confidence.

Tara nods to her coach, straightens her coat.

TARA
Confident.

CUT TO:

INT. NATE'S APARTMENT - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Tara KNOCKS. After a moment Nate answers the door. He
kisses her right away.

TARA
Hey...I thought I'd stop by...on the way
home from work.

NATE
Great. C'mon in...
(beat)
You want something to drink...eat?

Nate heads back to the kitchen. Tara wanders around the
apartment, passing the bedroom. She STOPS in her tracks when
she sees a SUITCASE on the bed, PACKED.

TARA
Nate...where are you going?

Nate appears.

NATE
I tried to tell you before the party...

Nate looks at Tara.

NATE (cont'd)
I have a job interview in San Francisco.
It's for a non-profit...a friend set me
up with these people...I wasn't looking.
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TARA
San Francisco? That’s in a different

time zone.

Nate takes Tara's hands in his.

NATE
I haven't even thought this through.
I...I'm just going to see...

He hugs her, but doesn't say any more.

CUT TO:

INT. FRONT DOOR - MORNING

Nate hands her a key.

NATE
1'11l be gone for a week...if you could
feed Uncle Pussy. Make sure you feed him
twice a day, he'll scavenge if you
don't...make sure he doesn't have people
food.

Nate gestures over to a fat CAT sitting on the window sill.
NATE (cont'd)

Uh...plants are fake...except the orchid
on the table, but I just watered it...uh,

bring in the mail...you don't have to
answer the phone, I'll retrieve my
messages.

TARA

What if you want to call me?

NATE
1'11 ring once, hang up, then call right
back.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. NATE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Tara is dressed in an oversized sweater of Nate's. She
smells it periodically, staring at two WOMEN selling
rhinestone jewelry on the home shopping network. The BUZZER

rings.

Tara gets up and heads for the intercom.



DANA'S VOICE
Hey, freaklet. 1It's us.

TARA
I don't feel like going out.

DANA'S VOICE
That's why we're coming in! Hurry up,
it's fucking freezing!

COUCH - LATER

JAMES,

cubicle mate,

15.

CUT TO:

great-looking, tight T-shirt, gay, and RICHARD, her
standard Gen X uniform of worn corduroys and

bowling shoes, bookend Tara. The television is a Sony flat

screen,
BOXING.

huge.

RICHARD
You shouldn’t take it personally, there
are no casual conversations about exes
when it comes to women —-—

TARA
We have them all the time --

RICHARD
But we’re not sleeping together. Men
know not to share any of that stuff with
women, they remember everything. It’s
amazing, really, the recall. Every
little detail, every name, every single
thing is stored up like ammo, all to be
used for future fights.

TARA
I’'m not like that.

RICHARD
You think you’re not like that.
TARA
But...aren’t you curious to learn what

her ex-boyfriends were like?

RICHARD
What, so I can hear about what great sex
they used to have?

JAMES
GET UP, BITCH. BITCH, GET UP!

Dana and James play a reality video game -
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Dana throws down the controls, reaching for her wine. James
gets up and writhes around in a victory dance.

JAMES (CONT'D)
This deserves a celebration!

He reaches in his bag, presenting a page of stickers to the group.

TARA
Why would we want Bugs Bunny stickers?

JAMES
It's acid, Laura Ingalls.

Tara throws them back at James.

TARA
We’ re not dropping acid on a school
night, you freak.

JAMES
Ecstasy?

TARA
How is it that you never have any money
to go out to eat, but you're a walking

drug lorxrd?

The BUZZER rings.

TARA (cont'd)
Who's that?

JAMES
I invited some people to come up —-

TARA
We're not having a party here, James.

JAMES
But this apartment is so great —-

TARA
No. No. No --

But as she is saying "no" James is buzzing them up.

JAMES
I can't leave them out in the cold like

that.



g

17.

TARA
(to Dana)
Did you know about this?

DANA

(yes)
No.

(beat)
But you do have all that alcohol left
over from Nate's party...

CUT TO:

KITCHEN - SAME

Uncle Pussy, the cat, sits by an empty bowl. He leaves the
kitchen, heading for the:

LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

He sniffs around the empty pizza boxes, his nose leading him
to James' bag. We see Uncle Pussy find the ACID TABS, and
begin to lick them. PEOPLE arrive, Tara never notices Uncle

Pussy.

DISSOLVE TO:

APARTMENT - LATER

The MUSIC blares. Tara follows a drunk-looking GUEST around,
finally extracting his glass of red wine out of his hand.

She takes a cigarette out of someone else's in one deft
maneuver. We see there are at least a DOZEN PEOPLE here now.

Tara gets to the stereo and turns it off.

TARA
PARTY IS OVER. Good night.

There are various moans and groans, but PEOPLE obey.

TARA (cont'd)
BYE, BYE...A LITTLE FASTER, THANK YOU.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Tara puts on Nate's robe. Uncle Pussy lays on the bed. As
Tara passes, Uncle Pussy turns his head left to right to
watch, and then repeats this a dozen times. Tara stops and
stares as Uncle Pussy continues to do this.

TARA
Uncle Pussy?
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Uncle Pussy lies on his back, waving a paw back and forth in
front of his face. He does this over and over, first one
paw, then the next...watching the paw “trail.”

TARA (cont’d)
What are you doing?

Tara gasps, covering her face.

TARA (CONT'D)
Uncle Pussy?

Tara looks down on the bed to see only half a page of the
acid left.

TARA (cont'd)
Oh my God! Oh my God!

CUT TO:
EXT. CITY ANIMAL, HOSPITAL - DAWN
Establishing.
INT. VET'S OFFICE - DAY

Tara RACES in, straight up the desk. She holds a cat cage
with Uncle Pussy inside. An eager INTERN greets her.

INTERN

Good morning! Did you sign in?
TARA

I have an emergency —-- my cat ate a

couple of tabs of acid.

INTERN
Okeydokey, acid as in...

TARA
Drugs. As in hallucinogenic drugs --

The intern leans down to the cage and waves his hands.

INTERN
He's trippin'? Whoa...that's kinda cool --

TARA
Please —--

INTERN
(snaps back up)
Sorry. Name of pet?



TARA
Uncle Pussy.

INTERN
Soprano fan, uh?
(off Tara’s nod)
Last name?

TARA
Goodman.

He does some rapid typing.

INTERN
No Uncle Pussy Goodman here.

TARA
Well...this is his vet.

INTERN
(typing)
I can do a Pussy search. Yeah...okay, we
have two Pussies. But not all
uncles...oh, yeah, here it 1is.

Tara nods, relieved.

INTERN (cont'd)
It was under your name, Jessica...
(trouble pronouncing it)
Fuka - Fukunaga?

He looks up at Tara.

TARA
That's not it.

INTERN
2306 West 84th Street?

He slides the piece of paper over to Tara who stares at the
information.

TARA
That's it...that's the address.

INTERN
We have the owner listed as a Jessica
Fukunaga...at that address.

Tara's completely lost, staring at the woman's name.

19.
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INTERN (CONT'D)
Oh, here it is, in case of an emergency
contact Nate Goodman, same address.

TARA
This must be her...

The guy waves his hand in front of Tara's face, she fails to
react. He tries to take the piece of paper back. Tara won't

let go.

INTERN
I can update the info --

TARA
I'l1l do it.

INTERN

Alrighty then.

(looking at Tara)
I didn't think you looked like
a...Fukunaga -- bdum, dum.

Tara looks up from the paper.

INTERN (cont'd)
So...how did this little guy score the
acid anyhow?

Tara freezes him with an ice cold stare.
CUT TO:
INT. NATE'S APARTMENT HALLWAY - DAY

Tara puts the key in the door and enters Nate’s apartment.

LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Tara places the cat cage down gently. Tara opens the door.
Uncle Pussy runs out, and Tara follows the cat with her eyes.

Tara looks around the apartment as if entering it for the
first time. Tara notices the carefully selected art prints

on the walls.

The low mahogany coffee table with a fresh, white orchid
growing out of a ceramic pot.

Tinen curtains that match the throw pillows.



