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FADE | N:

| NT. BEDROOM - DAY

GERARD 30’ s, chiseled features, blue tee, blue jeans,

nmuscl es, stands in front of a dresser, stares into an open
drawer, holds a sw tchbl ade.

He blows a kiss and slowy shuts the drawer, slips his
swi tchbl ade into his pants pocket and pats it reassuringly.

GERARD
W’ ve got nore work to do piccolo
banbi no.

He exits.

| NT. CORRI DOR - DAY

TARA 30’s, exits an apartnment, hair pulled back into a sleek
pony tail, Dolce and Gabbana dress hangs sexily as she | eans
back on the door.

She pulls a powder conpact from her M chael Kors clutch,
flicks it open and checks her I|ipstick.

She notices a slight snudge, runs her finger around her
mout h, smles coldly, snhaps the case shut, slips it into the
clutch and sexily sashays away.

| NT. ROOM - DAY

GERARD 30’ s,sits nervously in a chair, checks his watch.
2:00 a. m

He fidgets unconfortably, eyes dart around, do not settle on
anything in particular. He fingers the crucifix around his
neck.

We hear hushed whi spers froma nunber of people.

A man speaks authoritatively.

MAN (O S.)
Anyone counting days?

Gerard’ s head snaps left and right. He swallows hard. Slowy
rai ses his right hand.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

GERARD
Me...Uh.. H...I"mGerard..

He is unsure whether to keep his hand raised. Drops it
uncertainly.

Some of the people respond, nonotone, in unison, barely
i nterested.

PEOPLE (O S.)
Hi ... CGerard.

Gerard gains a little confidence.

GERARD
Today’s ny first day...l’mhere to
get clean...to get clean for
Domi ni que. .

He | ooks around, smles, seeks support.

The peopl e are al ready having further conversations. Somne
cl ap.

Cerard’s smle fades, replaced by a ook of mld despair. He
rai ses his hand neekly in recognition of the nuted appl ause,
t hen retouches his cross.

| NT. BAR - NI GHT

Lighting is |ow, noody.

The cl ock above the bar indicates m dnight.

Gerard, black tee, entertains JCE 60's, seated at the bar.
He expertly mixes a cocktail. Joe watches nesneri zed.

Confi dent hands crush ice, dark sugar, squeeze |lines
effortlessly, all theatrically tossed into a pristine stee
bow, finished off with a bottle of Cachaca.

Gerard dramatically grabs a spotless white hand-towel. As he
wi pes his hands, Tara wal ks in.

Cerard slowy cleans his hands as the vision approaches.

Tara glides across the floor. Em nently poised,
sophi sti cated, assured.

Hair perfectly coiffed, nmake up exact.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

The Gucci dress falls and clings, accentuates the curves of
her hips and breasts.

Ferragano shoes scream’class’, while the solitaire dianond
Chopard earrings indicate reserve, restraint.

She sits at the bar, opens a Hernes clutch.

Gerard’ s eyes never |eave Tara, until his hands are
conpl etely cl ean.

H s attention returns to the cocktail. He raises the bow
maj estically and the mx is poured into a silver shaker.

The top is lightly tapped into place and in one nove the
container is in the air.

Gerard’ s strong hands rhythmcally, artistically, blend the
i ndi vidual ingredients of the brew.

In a flurry of novenent, the cocktail is poured into Joe's
wai ting gl ass.
JOE
As al ways...a thing of absolute
beauty...perfection...liquid art!

Gerard proudly eases the glass toward Joe.

JCE (CONT' D)
Join ne?

CGerard shakes his head sl owy.

GERARD
Not tonight thanks...enjoy.

W hear a single round of applause. Gerard, surprised | ooks
ar ound.

Tara sits at the bar, clutch open, a white gold Tiffany
cigarette case al so open, Capri Menthols lined up
militarily.

Tara continues her slow clap and bows graciously.

TARA
Bravo. .. bravo, nmestrol

Gerard shakes the nman’s hand.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

GERARD
Excuse ne. ..

He surreptitiously grabs a silver lighter fromunder the bar
and saunters over to Tara.

He offers his hand.
GERARD
Gazie mlle bella. M chiano
CGerard.
Tara gi ggles, shakes his hand daintily.

CGerard | eans his head to one side, raises one eyebrow.

TARA
Oh, no...lI’mnot |aughing at
you...l’mbusted...that’s the

extent of ny Italian |I'’m afraid.
She slides a Capri fromit’s lair
Cerard magically produces his lighter and offers the fl ane.

TARA
Thanks.

She draws heavily, then exhales politely into the air above.
Cerard slips the lighter into his pocket.

TARA ( CONT’ D)
| think I got Gerard, right?

She offers her hand this time.

TARA ( CONT’ D)
Tar a.

GERARD
Tara...er...

Tara, dism ssive.

TARA
Just Tara...

She points over to Joe.

TARA ( CONT’ D)
Can | get one of those?

Gerard shakes his head.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

GERARD
Sorry, Tara. That’'s Joe’s
drink...1"1l create sonething for
you. .. sonet hi ng uni que...but on one
condi tion..

Gerard slides an ashtray towards Tara. She taps ash into the
receptacle, polished, practiced.

TARA
Whi ch is?

GERARD
| can nane it after you..

She nods slowy.

TARA
On one condi tion.

GERARD
Whi ch is?

TARA

Not only unique...also, divine.
Gerard smles.

GERARD
Li ke everything named Tara?

Tara taps the ashtray again.
TARA
Touche Gerrard. You | earn
quickly...l like that...saves tine.

Gerard flashes his best smle and reaches behind for a
nunber of 1iquors.

FADE QUT/ FADE | N:

| NT. BAR - NI GHT

Tara has had a few cocktails and is | oosened up. Cerard
pour s anot her.

He noves the glass across to Tara who sweeps it up and takes
a sip, lipstick still intact.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

TARA
Aahhh! . . nectar... You?

GERARD
Not tonight...thanks.

She sips thoughtfully, |ooks seductively at Gerard.

TARA

| think I have your neasure M. G
GERARD

You t hi nk?

Tara smles, reaches for his hand, strokes it gently.

TARA
(Wi speri ng)
Strong, large, artistic hands. Wen
you work it’s very sexy.

She turns Gerrard’'s hand over and fingers his palm
expl oring, discovering.

He slowy renoves his hand and tenderly hol ds the shaker.
GERARD

| guess when | create a drink,
feel it’s like making love to a

wonman. ..l need to be gentle, caress
each individual part of the whole
body. ..

Gerard cups the shaker in his hands, holds it to his cheek,
kisses it gently. Tara visibly squirns in her seat.

GERARD
...then switch things up a
little...

He swi ngs the shaker up and slowy but with increasing pace,
shakes it.

GERARD
...in order to arrive at the
preci se nmonment for ecstasy...for
both nme and you..

He pops the Iid and pours the rest of the cocktail into
Tara’s glass. She remains silent, restrains carnal desires.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 7.

GERARD
...and you know what they say about
men with strong, |arge hands?

Tara barely shakes her head. Gerard |eans forward and
whi spers in her ear.

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
They like their rings tight.

Tara smles and eases away.

TARA

Oh yes, | definitely have.
GERARD

Have. . ?
TARA

Your neasure...|l know exactly

who. .. and what you are...
Gerard for the first tinme | ooks unconfortabl e.
Tara assunes control

TARA
Truth or dare?

Gerard resets his confidence neter

GERARD
Sure. ..shoot.

She finishes her drink. Taps the glass for another.

Gerard starts his routine while she enbarks on her
guesti ons.

TARA ( CONT’ D)
Strai ght or gay?

Cerard scoffs. Crushes ice, squeezes |enons and I|i nes.

TARA ( CONT’ D)
Strai ght or gay?

GERARD
Straight. ..

TARA
Married or single?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 8.

Gerard grabs three bottles, pours themenphatically into a
bow .

GERARD
Di vorced. .. okay, single.

TARA
Omner or enpl oyee?

Drips in Angus Duras Bitters, splashes soda, a little
t abasco, pours the mx into the shaker and agitates it.

GERARD
Enpl oyee.

TARA
Maserati or Bentley?

GERARD
Cab.

Tara rai ses her eyebrows.

GERARD
Sur pri sed?

Tara ignores him
Cerard pours a gl ass.

TARA
Pour two.

Cerard frowns, shrugs, grabs another glass and conpli es.
Tara pushes one glass towards Gerard, sits back in her seat.

TARA
Drink with nme?

CGerard freezes. Unexpected question. Collects his thoughts.
Confi dence neter desperately trying to reset.

GERARD
So...Ckay...Wat’'s the dare?

Tara reaches forward, takes her gl ass, settles back.

TARA
You have to kiss ne.

Gerard relieved, |eans on the bar, drops his head and

| aughs. He doesn’'t see Tara take a huge slug of the
cocktail .

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 9.

As he | ooks back up, Tara is in his face. She grabs his tie
roughly and pulls himforward with force.

Their lips neet and nonentarily Gerard is a willing partner,
then liquid seeps fromthe corner of his nouth. He struggles
but, Tara has a very strong hold on the tie.

She clings on until he swallows, then retires calmy, takes
a tissue fromher clutch and dabs her Iips.

GERARD
(enotional)
Shit lady...you are a fucking piece
of work. ..

Tara | eans forward again, slides the second glass closer to
Gerard

TARA
Actually, I like to think of nyself
as a piece of fucking art...to be
adm red by nmany and handl ed by only
a few ..a very select few..

She reaches across and again strokes his hand.

Gerard | ooks at the drink, then at Tara, who runs her tongue
around her |[ips.

TARA
| told you M. G | have your
measure. | know exactly who and

what you are...now tell nme you
didnt like that?

Cerard | ooks scornfully at Tara.

GERARD
Fuck it!...and fuck you!

Tara sips and smles, in total control. Gerard angrily turns
away and rejoins Joe.

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
How s it goin man?

Joe doesn’t | ook up.

JCE
Wman' s fuckin’ crazy son. | know
that type...she’' Il let you slice
the salnon...and then she' |l slice

yer throat!

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 10.

CGerard briefly shows Joe a sw tchbl ade.

GERARD
Al ways got this...for the crazies.

Joe shakes his head, slides his glass towards Cerard.

JCE
Tellin ya son...wouldn t be
enough...that’s fuckin’ wong that
bitch...one for the road?

Gerard shoots a glance to his right. Tara’s seat is enpty.
He is visibly relieved.

GERARD
Sure...on ne.
JOE
Thanks son...|l mght be old but I

got yer back...

GERARD
That’ s why |’ m buyi ng buddy.

They fist bunp.
FADE QUT/ FADE | N:

I NT. BAR - NI GHT

Gerard finishes up. The lights are all off bar one. He
pauses as he thinks he hears a sound.

He turns, peers into the darkness, shrugs his shoul ders then

freezes as a blood red nail is dragged spitefully down his
back.
TARA
(whi speri ng)

| m back...no one else here...no
pretense...no lies...

She places two gl asses and a bottle of vodka on the bar.
TARA ( CONT’ D)
(whi speri ng)
...Now...you re mne...

Gerard drops his head, spins around, picks Tara up. She
| ocks her |l egs around him They kiss hard, passionately.



11.

EXT. STREET - N GHT

Gerard stands in the mddle of the street, vodka bottle in
hand. He swings his arnms wildly, frequently swigs fromthe
bottl e.

Tara, on the sidewal k, screans with |aughter as Cerard
rai ses the bottle and shouts into the night.

GERARD
Oh God of The Yell ow Taxi Cab.
Pl ease best ow your bl essings upon
us and provide one of your shiny
chariots for us to make a strategic
W t hdrawal hone...as we’'re both
sonmewhat fucked up!

He raises his bottle to the heavens. Tara | aughs hard as
headlights hit Gerard. He shields his eyes and recogni zes
t he shape of a yellow cab

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
Shit! Hey...Tara...you fuckin’
believin this?..Yours or mne?

TARA
Your s baby.

He flags the cab down. Falls onto the hood. Claws his way to
the drivers door. He bangs on the w ndow

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
| got noney nman. You get a hundred
bucks...it’s only ten bl ocks
down. ..

The di ver hesitates, then sees Tara. Drops the w ndow a
crack.

CAB DRI VER
Money first.

Cerard fishes in his pants. Pulls out a wad of bills and
throws them through the window. The driver quickly counts
t he noney, then rel eases the central | ock.

Wth a whoop Gerard clanbers in, Tara foll ows.



12.

I NT. CAB - NI GHT

Gerard takes hits fromthe bottle. Tara snatches it from him
and chugs. Cerard peers at the driver. He hamrers on the
di vi de.

GERARD
You got nusic man?

No response. He hamrers harder.

GERARD
Hey you fucking retard...| asked
you a question...

He turns to Tara, roughly snatches the bottle from her
grasp. Takes a huge sl ug.

GERARD
See, this is the problemwth this
country today...illegals...no

fuckin respect.

He starts kicking the divider, then smashes the bottle
against it, showering hinself with booze and gl ass.

Tara shouts.

TARA
Enough!

Cerard stops dead. Tara cal ns.

TARA ( CONT’ D)
Now | ook M. G we’'re nearly hone.
Let’s not spoil the nmobod huh?

She reaches down and rubs the inside of his thigh
provocatively.

Gerard smles. Leans back.

GERARD
You' re right baby...sonetines |
lose it...

Tara places a finger on his |ips.

TARA
|’ve already told you M.G | know
just who and what you are...trust
me...trust nme...now | think you owe
our driver an apol ogy.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 13.

Gerard nods, leans forward and taps on the gl ass.

GERARD
| apol ogize man...had a little too
much. .

The driver holds up a hand in recognition.

| NT. ROOM - NI GHT.
Gerard’ s apartnent is frugal. Soft nusic plays.

Cerard sits on a slightly worn couch fully dressed, eyes
cl osed, barely awake.

Tara straddles himin lacy bra and panties, a |large glass of
vodka in hand. She kisses his face.

She grinds on him

TARA
Cnmon now M. G This isn't a solo
per f or mance. ..

She tilts his head back. Hi's nouth opens involuntarily. She
pours some vodka between his I|ips.

Gerard chokes. He opens his eyes.

GERARD
No nore...don’t need any nore.

Tara sips fromthe gl ass.

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
You don’t know ne when | really
drink...l don’t even know nyself...

Tara takes anot her sip.

TARA
You don’t understand do you...
that’ s exactly where | want to

go. .
She places the glass next to his nouth. He clanps his |ips
tight shut. She tries to force themopen, fails and sits
back.

TARA ( CONT’ D)

kay... this is pathetic...l admt
|”ve made a m stake...y know, if
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 14.

TARA (CONT’ D) (cont’ d)
|’d wanted a pussy |’'d have gotten
me a girl!

Gerard explodes. In one nove he throws Tara off. She
squeal s. He stands upright, sways violently, grabs the vodka
bottl e and guzzl es.

Tara tries to rise fromthe floor, Gerard pushes her back
down. He now straddl es her and pours the vodka into her
face.

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
You wanna see what |'mreally |ike
when | drink bitch?

Tara chokes. Gerard stops pouring and chugs the rest of the
vodka. Throws the bottle across the room

He pulls the switchblade fromhis pants pocket. Flicks it
open and presses it against Tara's face as he squeezes her
cheeks roughly.

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
Does baby want Papa to nake her
bl eed?. .

She nods.
He gets very cl ose.

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
"1l make you bl eed cunt...

He swipes with the blade. Tara cries out but Gerard has only
cut her bra strap. He stands, grabs her by the hair and
drags her to the bedroom as she screans and struggles.

He ki cks the door shut.
GERARD (CONT'D O S.)
You want me to fuck you?..1’ Il fuck
you alright, 1’1l fuck you right
up, not herfucker!

Sounds of a struggle follow



15.

| NT. BEDROOM - MORNI NG

Gerard |ies spreadeagled on the bed. Still dressed in his
tee but with no pants. His arns and hands are speckled with
bl ood.

He twi sts and turns restlessly.

He | ays on his back, exhales |loudly and wakens. H s eyes
take time to focus on the ceiling.

An arm reaches casually to the other side of he bed, in
search of sonething. The sheet is al so speckled w th bl ood.

When his hand hits enpty, he rolls on his side to take a
| ook. He sees the blood and freaks, backs up into the
headboar d.

He grips his knees to his chest.
GERARD
Conme on son...what the fuck
happened?. . Remenber for God's
sake...not here...not here..

He relaxes his grip. Junps fromthe bed, pulls open the top
drawer of his dresser, his eyes scour, search. Nothing.

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
Thank Chri st!

He steadies hinself and exits the bedroom

| NT. ROOM - DAY

Cerard enters the dimy lit living area. He retraces his
steps, plays out the aggression of the previous night.

He hol ds his head, nenory clearly failing and falls into the
couch’s wel cone confort. His hand falls fromhis head onto
hi s neck.

He tenderly touches four deep scratch marks.

From a dark corner, Tara speaks.

TARA
Concer ned?

Gerard junps. He peers around and a plune of cigarette snoke

gives Tara's hiding place away. She rises and steps out of
t he shadows.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 16.

She stands, dom natrix personified. The clinging Gucci dress
accentuating every |ast fiber of her body. Make up, sinple
but dramatic with blood red |lips and her hair pulled back
into a sleek pony tail. Cutch bag under her arm

TARA (CONT’ D)
Thought you’d hurt nme?...maybe
wor se?

Ger ard whi nes.

GERARD
| told you what | could do..

Tara cuts himoff.

TARA
No!...You prick! You told yourself
what you could do...sinple macho
bul | shit!

She noves close to him |legs astride, blows snoke in his
face. Throws the cigarette on the floor.

TARA ( CONT’ D)
Do you seriously consider yourself
a match for ne?

She bends forward, in his face.
TARA ( CONT’ D)
Sorry M. G |I'mtoo evolved in
this shit...way, way ahead of you.
She slaps Gerard’ s face hard. He barely responds.

TARA ( CONT' D)
That’ s for just thinking that way.

She stares into his w de eyes.

TARA ( CONT’ D)
Am | scaring you M. G?

Gerard slightly shakes his head "no".
TARA ( CONT’ D)
Y know, | think the jury m ght
still be out on that one..

She produces his open sw tchblade and presses it hard onto
his face as she squeezes his cheeks.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 17.

TARA ( CONT’ D)
How about this?..How about now?..

She nicks his skin. Gerard recoils in pain.

TARA ( CONT’ D)
...and right now?

Tara stabs himin the thigh. Gerard cries out and attenpts
to grab the knife. Tara is too quick and has the bl ade
agai nst Cerard s throat, drawing a slight trickle of blood.

She noves her head forward, quickly. Gerard junps, fearful.

TARA ( CONT’ D)

Y see...too evolved in this shit..
Tara | aughs. Pulls back and spins away.

TARA ( CONT’ D)
Mmm .. not quite sure what | should
do with you...you ve been a very
naughty boy...but there is
somet hi ng ki nd of endearing about
your sorry ass...

She shrugs. Swiftly she pulls a Capri from her clutch,
lights it, inhales deeply, nmonmentarily lost in thought.
| NT. CORRI DOR - DAY

Tara exits Gerard s apartnment, the Gucci dress hangs sexily
as she | eans back on the door.

She pulls a powder conpact fromher clutch, flicks it open
and checks her |ipstick.

She notices a slight snudge, runs her finger around her
mout h, smles coldly and snaps the case shut.

As she slips it into the clutch she spies the swtchbl ade,
| aughs out | oud and sexily sashays away.

We hear the very faint sound of a door opening.

| NT. BEDROCOM - DAY
Gerard stands in front of the dresser. He slowy opens the

drawer. W see a nunber of objects laid nmeticul ously upon a
white towel.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 18.

A line of lipsticks, jewelry, conbs, diaries...nmenmentoes,
t rophi es.

GERARD (O S.)
Good day | adi es.

He lays a white gold Tiffany cigarette case on the right of
the |ine.

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
This is Tara...Tara you are next to
Dom ni que, then Candy and the rest
of the ladies will introduce
t hensel ves. .

He reaches up and collects his switchblade fromthe top of
the dresser. He addresses the 'l adies’ once nore.

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
Il see you all tonight...need to
get clean now...but it won't be
long "til we have a new famly
menber. .. been busy al ready. ..

He blows a kiss and slowy shuts the drawer. He slips his
swi tchbl ade into his pants pocket and pats it reassuringly.

GERARD ( CONT’ D)
W’ ve got nore work to do piccolo
banbi no.

He exits.

| NT. ROOM - DAY

Gerard white tee, blue jeans, scab on his cheek, four
scratch marks on his neck, sits nervously in a chair,
gi ngerly touches his wound, checks his watch.

2:00 a.m

He fidgets unconfortably, eyes dart around, do not settle on
anything in particular. He fingers his crucifix.

W hear hushed whispers froma nunber of people.
A man speaks authoritatively.

MAN (O S.)
Anyone counting days?

Gerard’ s head snaps left and right. He swallows hard. Slowy
rai ses his right hand.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 19.

GERARD
Me...Uh.. H...I"mGerard..

He is unsure whether to keep his hand raised. Drops it
uncertainly.

Some of the people respond, nonotone, in unison, barely
i nterested.

PEOPLE (O S.)
Hi ... CGerard.

Gerard gains a little confidence.
GERARD
Today’s ny first day. |'’mhere to
get clean...to get clean for
Tar a. .
He | ooks around, smles, seeks support.

The peopl e are al ready having further conversations. Somne
cl ap.

Cerard’s smle fades, replaced by a ook of mld despair. He
rai ses his hand neekly in recognition of the nuted appl ause,
t hen retouches his cross.

FADE QUT:

THE END.



