
INT. NYC BAR- NIGHT 

Katie and Matt are at the bar, trying to get comfortable amid 

the loud 20-somethings and louder music.  

MATT 

(to bartender) 

Do you have Sono La Setty? 

BARTENDER 

Sono La no. I got $2 Bud Lights. 

MATT 

Ok- 2 please. 

MATT (CONT'D) 

Sorry. I don't remember this place 

being so... 

KATIE 

Lame? 

MATT 

Are the speakers broken? 

KATIE 

No. That's Roll- X. 

MATT 

Rolex? He sounds drunk. 

KATIE 

Roll-EX. He's in a wheelchair. Got 

shot like 94 times.  

MATT 

Jesus- what kind of bad life 

decisions gets you shot 94 times? 

KATIE 

It was all in one night apparently.  

MATT 

Of course. My bad. This is awful. 

KATIE 

It's Platinum. 



MATT 

This shit sold a million copies? 

KATIE 

No "Plati-NUMB" with a "B". That's 

the title.  

MATT 

Ahhh sure. Not to sound like my father 

but remember when music had 

like...notes? 

BARTENDER 

Four dollars chief. 

Matt grabs the two beers and pays. 

KATIE 

Rumor is it's actually MC Hammer 

making an undercover comeback. 

MATT 

I can't believe I'm saying this but 

I would love to hear me some "U Can't 

Touch This" right about now. To the 

Hammer! 

They clink bottles. Two drunk guys in suits bump into Matt who 

spills a little beer on Katie. 

SUIT #1 

Oh shit my bad sweetheart. Call me. 

I'll get that shit dry cleaned. 

He hands Katie his card.  

KATIE 

It's fine- really. 

MATT 

Yeah, we're good. 

SUIT #2 

Let us buy you a beer at least. 

MATT 

We were just... 

SUIT #1 



Ahh come on. 

(to bartender) 

Hey beautiful! Four Buds! 

KATIE 

Ok.  

Katie looks at his card. 

KATIE (CONT'D) 

Finance. Both of you? 

SUIT #2 

Yeah, other people's money. You guys? 

KATIE 

Insurance. 

MATT 

TV production- mostly reality stuff. 

SUIT #1 

No shit- dude I got a show for you. 

My boss at Goldman is fucking his 

secretary, and she's fucking his boss 

too and stealing all my bosses 

clients and giving them to his boss. 

MATT 

Wow ok- how do you know all this? 

SUIT #1 

Cuz I'm fucking her. 

MATT 

Sounds like a cool show- I have your 

card. I'll call you. 

SUIT #1 

Sweet- I'm gonna retire when I'm 35 

and make movies and reality shows and 

shit. Here's the beers. Later kids. 

The suits leave. 

MATT 

 

Let's get out of here. 



KATIE 

Yes. Good. 

EXT.- THE STREET OUTSIDE THE BAR- NIGHT 

Matt and Katie are walking out of the bar, giggling. 

KATIE 

You want that guy's card? 

MATT 

Oh God no. I get pitched shows like 

that 20 times a week. You should keep 

it. I think he liked you. 

KATIE 

Please. I'll take charming and broke 

over rich and douchy every time. 

MATT 

Well my meager bank account and I 

appreciate that. 

KATIE 

Too bad you can't make a show out of 

that. 

MATT 

What? 

KATIE 

Idiots with horrible reality show 

ideas. 

MATT 

(stops, thinking) 

Actually that's kinda brilliant. I'm 

going to think about that one. Ha- 

those guys. Only in New York. 

KATIE 

How do guys in this city get away with 

being such assholes? 

MATT 

Volume. There are so many women to 

choose from. And while you are young 

and hot you are chasing your careers 



instead of locking down a husband. So 

men can piss off a hundred and there 

are still thousands on incoming young 

girls who will give you a shot. It's 

asshole heaven. 

KATIE 

That's certainly not fair. We want to 

find the "one" and you guys want to 

do everyone. Makes me want to move to 

a town with 150 people in it. There 

would be like 2 eligible bachelors. 

I bet those guys would be willing to 

settle down. 

MATT 

What if they are both ugly? 

KATIE 

Well then I'd move of course. 

They laugh. Matt stops, faces Katie and holds her hand.  

MATT 

Hey. 

KATIE 

Hey. 

MATT 

I know that guys can be assholes. I 

even understand why. I'll admit I 

have been one myself on occasion. But 

you know what I don't understand?  

KATIE 

What? 

MATT 

Why would any guy continue acting 

like an asshole after they've met 

you? 

They kiss. It's a good one. 

MATT (CONT'D) 



30 somethings shouldn't be making out 

on the street. We should go 

somewhere. 

They kiss some more. 

KATIE 

Ok, it's been a month right? 

MATT 

Three weeks...two and a half. 

KATIE 

Whatever. My place? 

MATT 

I've got to walk Nick. Sorry. Want to 

come over? 

KATIE 

Nick wants to kill me. 

MATT 

I'll take care of him. Come on. 

KATIE 

Ok. 

INT. NYC CAB- NIGHT 

Matt and Katie are making out. Hands are groping, buttons 

unbuttoning. They arrive. 

CABBIE 

Ok kids, time to go. 

Matt tosses some cash to him and they exit and run up Matt's 

stoop. 

INT. OUTSIDE MATT'S APT. DOOR 

MATT 

Ok I'll say hi first. Stand there. 

He gestures for Katie to stand against a wall. He opens the door, 

obstructing her from view. Nick is there looking at Matt. 

MATT (CONT'D) 



Hi buddy. 

Nick sniffs the air suspiciously and starts growling. 

MATT (CONT'D) 

Oh jeez, ok.  

Nick starts barking. 

MATT (CONT'D) 

Shut up! 

(to Katie) 

Wait here a minute- sorry. 

Matt leaves Katie in the hall and goes inside. 

MATT (CONT'D) 

(to Nick) 

Now Nick. I don't know what is going 

on with you but it's gotta stop. This 

is a big night for daddy ok? A REALLY 

big night. I'm going to take you out 

and then you are coming back and 

leaving us alone- got it? 

No response from Nick. 

MATT (CONT'D) 

Ok. Good. Come on 

Matt gets Nick in his leash, and takes him out the door. He sees 

Katie and starts growling. 

MATT (CONT'D) 

Ugh. (to Katie) Wait inside. I'll be 

right back. Make yourself 

comfortable. 

Matt and Nick exit. Katie walks in. We see Katie'S POV as she 

quickly scans the room. She smiles, relieved that its not as 

disgusting as a bachelor pad could be, and one lamp is possibly 

not from IKEA and displays a modicum of style. She takes a beat 

and makes a beeline for the bathroom. 

INT. MATT'S BATHROOM 

Katie heads straight for the medicine cabinet. Besides the usual 

guy stuff, hair gel, shave cream, nose hair clippers, etc., she 



sees what she is looking for. Prescription drug containers. 

Three of them. 

KATIE 

Here we go.  

She picks one up and reads the label. 

KATIE (CONT'D) 

Take two tablets every 6 hours until 

itching and swelling subsides. Umm 

eew. 

She shakes the fullish container and looks again at the label. 

KATIE (CONT'D) 

Expires 12/02? I guess that's cleared 

up. 

She places it back and pulls out another.  

KATIE (CONT'D) 

For acid reflux. Boring. 

She places it back and pulls out the last one. It's a large white 

container. 

KATIE (CONT'D) 

The good stuff... 

(suddenly concerned) 

Ama-triptyline? Uh oh. For 

depression and anxiety. Awesome.. 

Take with food as needed not to exceed 

four tablets per 24 hours. If 

symptoms persist or worsen call your 

VETERINARIAN?! 

(eyes widen) 

Katie takes a closer look at the container, puts it back in the 

cabinet and closes the mirrored door. She looks at her 

reflection and a giggle of relief bursts from within her. 

INT. MATT'S LIVING ROOM  

Matt and Nick return. Matt grabs a can of treats and tosses one 

to Nick. 

MATT 



Hey, we're back.  

Nick starts growling. 

KATIE 

(from bathroom) 

I can hear that. Can you lock that 

beast up somewhere? 

MATT 

I can, uhh he doesn't like 

uhh...there's no door on the kitch... 

Katie emerges. In her bra and panties. Nick growls. Matt pants. 

He takes one look at Katie, rips the top off the can of treats 

and tosses it into his bedroom like a grenade of exploding dog 

delectables. Nick scrambles after it as Matt slams the bedroom 

door behind him. 

MATT (CONT'D) 

Couch? 

KATIE 

Perfect. 

They fall onto the couch together as we 

FADE TO BLACK. 


