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| NT. DI NI NG ROOM -- NI GHT

A large dining room dd world. The wainscoting and

el aborate chair rail set a Victorian styling. A large
candel abra sits atop a magnificent dining table, very |arge
it seats 12. The dozens of candles illum nate the roomwth
an anber hue.

LIZ (V.Q)
My nanme is Elizabeth Brooks.

Years of candl e soot have darkened the ceiling. On the walls,
it has stained the clouds of the painted | andscapes dark and
om nous.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
l'mfive foot six.

Near us, the table linen sits clunped on the plate.

At the far end side sits DOCTOR EMERSON GRI CK. Even from
here we can tell he is quite up in years.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
A hundred and fifteen pounds.

He sits in a wooden wheel chair, brass adornnments, teak
arnrests, fine tailored upholstery. Sonething rarely seen
anynore, it is one fromthe past.

Dressed in his tuxedo, it is as stunning as the day it was
tail ored.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
Twenty six years old

At the head of the table sits his BRIDE. Her weddi ng gown
very full and el aborate. The thick veil just as ornate.

The fire place behind makes it glow. Her face a nmere shadow
behi nd.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
Pretty sure I'mstill single -- for
t he nonent.

Cl ose up on DR GRI CK

H s withered eyes magnified behind the thick gl asses.
Leat hery skin and thin scraggly hair paint a picture of his
antiquity.

LIZ (V.Q ) (CONT' D)
And shortly | could be dead.



Hi s giddy chuckle and beamng smle are a stark contrast to
his corpse like face. He leans forward, points in an old
phot o al bum atop the table.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
But don't worry. There mght stil
be sone tinme left.

Spect acul ar photos of a young couple. Exceptional backdrops,
vari ous wonders of the world set their surroundi ngs.

Hs frail fingers turn the pages. He acts as joyful as he
has ever been. Pointing at a photo, the young coupl e stands
overl ooking the edge of a plateau. The clouds far bel ow
them He | ooks at her.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
Because, really -- This is a |l ove
story.

He | eans back in his chair, his hands gesture a drifting
not i on.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D
Not MY kind of |ove story.

Hi s eyes peer into the shadow within the veil.

A soft noan, her head wavers. Her hand reaches up to the
table. He |ooks close at her, the curious concern shows in
hi s eyes.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
More the kind from ni ght mares.

A beat

Hi s eyes wander to the enpty chanpagne glass in front of
her .

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
Not sure | renenber the difference.

He grabs the glass, twisting in his chair he waves it about,
clearly calling for soneone.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D
It is kind of touching though. This
ol d man.

H's butler's outfit very smart and proper, CRAI G wal ks through
the door. His face is fairly average, pretty nmuch a lost in
the crowd kind of guy.



Hi s greasy bangs hanging in his eyes nmake him | ook nore
nerdi sh and uncouth than anything el se. No matter though,
he still has that sense of "creepy" to his smrk, but just
slightly.

LIZ (V.O) (CONT' D)

Going to such great lengths to inpress
his bride on their anniversary.

He approaches them

Dr Gick twists around | ooking, waves the glass. He nouths
the words, "More chanpagne Craig."

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
That takes commtment -- Al those
years.

Craig pours into Dr Gick's glass. Walks around to fil
her's, it sits untouched on the table. Dr Gick smles
delighted, raises his glass up

He reaches out, gently clinks his glass against hers.

DR GRI CK
To us. Another glorious year.

A sip of chanpagne. He relaxes back in his chair, the
Fati gue show ng. He bats his eyes, covers his nouth hiding
hi s yawn.

LIZ (V.Q)
Lovi ng each ot her.

The cl ock chinmes to announce the hour.

Dr Gick sets his glass on the table, he stares into her
eyes. Her head noving under the veil. Craig crosses the
room behind them The nood set into notion.

The chimes stop, fading into.

A beat of silence before. The gong strikes.

GONG

Close on Dr Gick, he turns around. W l|lead his trek through
the room

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
Me personally, | couldn't |ove him

GONG

Her soft noan grow ng di stant behind him



LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
It's not that he's ol d. |"msure in
hi s day he was handsone.

GONG

Cl ose on Craig, he stands behind the Bride. H's eyes |ower
fromDr Gick to the Bride.

GONG

The cl ock's gong sl ow ng, tine expanding, novenents |ingering.
Her head slowy turns.

GONG

Across the room Dr Gick nears the doorway. The Bride's
head slowy turning beneath the veil.

GONG

LIZ (V.O.) (CONT' D)
Just not ny type | guess.

Craig stares into the fireplace behind. An old nachete,
brown fromaged rust, It glows a dull red hanging in a cradle
of chain above the fl anes.

GONG

He reaches for the machete. The steel RINGS against the
chains as he wthdraws it.

GONG

LIZ (V.Q) (CONTI@
| like nmy men a i ttle |ess.

Her head wobbling, she whinpers beneath the veil, al nost
expect ant .

GONG

Crag wal ks behind her, holds the machete outward. Its heat
rippling the air above.

GONG

Her head sways, dread seeping through the sedatives. Her
whi npers turning to cries.

LIZ (V.Q ) (CONT' D)
Well -- less of a nmurdering psycho.



Crai g stands behind her, her head turning. He raises the
machete. Takes a firmstance he lines it up with her
shoul der. He pulls it back high above him

Bl ack
GONG
The WHOOSH of the machete slicing air, the blade rings.

Stark against the black, the veil. Her head presunably
within, floats slowy past.

The veil sparkles into -- Aflying shot. The city lights
tw nkle. Above the roof tops, people and cars bel ow. Sinking
| oner and lower to the street.

W slow, ending in front of a dive bar. The cliché neon
sign buzzes in the w ndow.

"UP CHUCK' S"
EXT. UP CHUCK' S -- NI GHT ( TODAY)

The door flies open, the tangl ed mass of bodi es busts out
onto the sidewal k. Struggling in the grip of the LARGE
BARTENDER t he DRUNKEN PATRON ki cks and flails.

A PETI TE TROLLCP cl anbers behind, if she's not a call girl
she certainly |ooks Iike one. Her tiny fist beating on the
bartender's back does little to bother him

PETI TE TROLLOP
Put hi m down!

The Bartender shoves himaway. The drunken patron sw ngs
his arnms, either to catch his balance or blindly attenpt to
hit at him Neither is working as he stunbles to the

si dewal k.

The Trollop clacks her way to the drunken patron. Her
excessively high heels nake her gate unnatural and cl unsy.
She wi pes the blood fromhis |ip.

PETI TE TROLLOP ( CONT' D)
Ch baby. Cone here, |ook at ne.

He struggles to get a grasp on the situation. Brushes his
hair fromhis face. She fusses over his battered face, |ooks
back at the bartender.

PETI TE TROLLOP ( CONT' D)
Fucki ng asshole. W're gonna sue

this place.
( MORE)



PETI TE TROLLOP ( CONT' D)
(turns back)
Come on baby.

Still dazed, he staggers, even slouched he towers over her
tiny frane. She struggles to hold himup, her zigzagging
prance com cal

He swftly bends over to vomt on the side wal k. He drops
to his knees, she | eaps away.

PETI TE TROLLOP ( CONT' D)
Shit!

Rushi ng cl ose, she repeatedly slaps his back. He heaves
even harder. His eyes bul ging he coughs and chokes.

The Bartender stands anused.
| NT. UP CHUCK' S -- CONTI NUQUS
It's Snoky, kind of crowed.

Filled with the typical bar flies, they al nbst seem ordered
fromsone catal og. The BIG FAT GQUY in the corner needing a
shave. The COLD SKINNY WOMAN in the short skirt, twenty years
past her prinme. Standard BUSI NESSMAN. Wl | grooned, great
suit, face down, passed out on the bar.

LI Z, 26, sits on a bar stool, |legs crossed. Her dirty blonde
eye brows, a subtle hint that her |ong black hair m ght not
bel ong. Her face clutches to it's youth, but the heavy eye
shadow can't hide the tenper in her eyes.

Her trashy high heels and tiny skirt nake her |egs | ook
deceivingly long. Seated high on the bar stool her five and
a half foot frame appears nuch taller to the | onging eye.

Her thoughts deafen the noi se.

LIZ (V.Q)
| used to hate these places. Typical
city bar, a dive to nost. The stench
of al cohol fernenting in the garbage
cans perneates the air. That
recogni zabl e snell that burns your
nose with every sobering breath.
All the nore reason to | eave sobriety
at the door. Wsh "I" could.

She gazes at her reflection between the rows of |iquor
bottles.



LIZ (V.Q ) (CONT' D)
They all have the same mrror. You
know the kind. They put it there so
you can watch your life deteriorate
deeper into depravity -- Drink nore.

She stares into the anber liquor in the shot glass. Swallows
it down.

LIZ (V.Q) (CONT' D)
Toni ght's indul gences, tonorrow s
regrets. @G ves you sonething to
wake up to.

Her face turns, distracted by a QUARREL in the back.

LIZ (V.Q ) (CONT' D)
Lovers spat? Good for them It's
what keeps themtogether -- M, |I'm
not here for that. Not tonight's
| over, not a soul mate. Not | ooking

for anyone like that -- I"'mhere to
find that person your nother warned
you about -- Whoever that is.

Her face | ocked forward in an indifferent stare, she sits in
her solitude anong the crowd at the bar.

Hol di ng up her enpty shot glass, she waves it to the
bart ender.

Wth his drink clutched. A CREEPY DUDE swaggers between the
ot her intoxicants, his many gaudy rings tapping the gl ass.
Gaunt face and the cheap suit, he's overly confident.

He pushes his way in and sits next to her. He gives her the
once over.

CREEPY DUDE
Hi .

She rolls the shot gl ass between her fingers. Steely eyed,
she stares through the anber liquid. Tosses the shot back.

CREEPY DUDE ( CONT' D)
Whoa!

He's here for a two m nute conpani on, depending on the price.

CREEPY DUDE ( CONT' D)
Let nme buy you anot her.

The ice clanks in his glass as he waves it to the bartender.



CREEPY DUDE ( CONT' D)
|'ll have another one of these. And
for the | ady?

She sets the shot glass top down on the bar. Suave as usual,
he raises his glass to her.

CREEPY DUDE ( CONT' D)
Here's to a couple of strangers who
meet in the night.

Her reflection stares back between the bottles. He runs his
hand across her leg, gives it a squeeze.

CREEPY DUDE ( CONT' D)
What do you say we get out of here?
| got nore for you to swall ow.

Her eyes | ower.

LI Z
They tell me it's hard to get rings
of f of broken fingers.

He | eans back, raises his hands in surrender.

CREEPY DUDE
Ok, ok. | get it. No business in
t he bar.

Quick to recover, he slurps back his drink.
CREEPY DUDE ( CONT' D)

You got a place? There's a roomin

t he back.
Standi ng sl ow she crowds into him He spills his drink
grabbing for the bar. Eyes |ocked on his face, she tosses a
bill on the bar.
He ogles her strut toward the door.
EXT. UP CHUCK' S -- CONTI NUOUS

Liz steps out onto the sidewal k, glares up one way, then the
ot her.

Cars cruising, the night ows roam ng, creepers and
busi nessnen ali ke wander the sidewal k.

Straight fromsone prostitute's handbook, her saunter gives
a better view of the alluring outfit. Her heels clack the
si dewal k.

Wth a gapi ng yawn she | eans back against the store's front.
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A car stops in front of her, sleepy eyes tearing she focuses
to get a good | ook at him

CHEATI NG HUBBY | eans to the wndow, with a lusty smle he
waves her over.

She approaches the | oweri ng wi ndow, eyes w deni ng, her pace
sl ows, she spies his face closely.

She leans into his wi ndow, her cold stare straight into his
face. He smles back with a smarny twinkle in his eye.

CHEATI NG HUBBY
Dat e?

A beat, the disappointnent in her face show ng.

LI Z
Your kids know you're here?

Taken aback he becones defensive.

CHEATI NG HUBBY
Fuck do you care.

She stares straight at him

LI Z
Wfe gonna be happy with V D instead
of mlk?

She starts to wal k away, turning she barks back

LI Z (CONT' D)
Go hone asshol e.

Her leer piercing back at him she wal ks back to the wall.
H's car slowy creeping away, his retreat cut short by the
eager pair of "LADH ES' waving. They clanber into his car.
Brake lights dinm ng he speeds off.

She smrks at their noisy cackling and | aughter. She | eans
back against the store front. Her face showi ng her fatigue.
She scratches her head, the wig shifts revealing a glinpse
of her real hair.

Eyes tearing she | ooks down the street, the faded nmenory
fills her m nd.

A beat

She junps with the car horn's BEEP
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The bl ack sedan sits at the curb, the man, (PROBY) inside
staring out at her.

Li z stands a nonent, contenplates. Her face show ng the
concern of being followed. She snatches up her bag, wal ks
down the sidewal k. The car inches along follow ng her. She
gl ances back. The wi ndow rolls down.

PROBY
Get in the car.

Her face | ocked forward, she ignores him Her strut clacks
resol ute.

PROBY ( CONT' D)
Get inl!

LI Z
No!

He whi ps the steering wheel hard toward her. Quns it. The
car lurches up the curb, looks like he is about to run her
down. She turns and junps. Surprised. Her eyes stunned.
The tires squeal with the sudden st op.

He junps fromthe car. He's quite tall. Well grooned, his
afro tight and sleek, nice suit. H s tie' s |oosened, it's
fl amboyant design stands out. H's jacket waves with his
qui ck gate.

She quickly turns, her noisy dash echoing off the buil dings,
she peers back. Hi's long stride catching her fast. He grabs
her arm his grasp firmbut gentle, he stops her. Turns her
around to face him

Their determ ned stare | ocked on each ot her.

PROBY
Get in the car!

LI Z
No!

PROBY

Get in the car!

LI Z
Let me go.

She | ooks away, jerks her arm She's not getting |oose of
his grip.

PROBY
Cone on.
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Hi s strength nmakes her float across the sidewal k | eadi ng her
on. He opens the door, gently guides her in. Wl ks around,
gl ances at the tire up on the curb. Rounds the other side.

PROBY ( CONT' D)
You know you shoul dn't be out here.

She | eans out the wi ndow, slowy inching her way up.

LI Z
Nice tie.

He gl ances down.

PROBY
I like it.

Reaching for his door handle, he points, watching her sneaky
attenpt to clinb out the w ndow.

PROBY ( CONT' D)
Don't you even clinb out. Don't.

Opens the door getting in.
PROBY ( CONT' D)

You know I'l| just chase you down
and put you in the trunk if | have
t o.

| NT. PROBY'S CAR -- CONTI NUOUS

The car starts, squeals back off the curb. He stops fast
tossing them back. Shifts gears, lunges forward. He stares
at her the whole tine.

PROBY
Mniskirt -- Stilettos -- does that
eye shadow gl ow in the dark?

She gives hima | eer.

PROBY ( CONT' D)
You ever think about a different
line of work?

LI Z
" m not wor ki ng.

He shakes his head.

PROBY
| get hundreds of degenerates across

nmy desk every year.
( MORE)



PROBY ( CONT' D)
Here conmes this little white bred
suburbanite girl -- not even so
much as a parking ticket.

He stares at her. She stares out the w ndow.

PROBY ( CONT' D)

12

It don't fit. | don't see this career

choi ce working for you

LI Z
l"ma grown up

PROBY
You don't know what you're doing out
here. These streets are no place
for you.

LI Z
How do you know ny pl ace?

He makes a left turn. Her head scanni ng around.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Where are you goi ng?

PROBY
Taki ng you hone.

She pulls at the door handle, it does not hing.
| ock sw tch, nothing

LI Z
Let nme out.

He smrks. Turns on the radio, snooth jazz.
i npressed.

PROBY
" mtaki ng you hone.

LI Z
| "' m not going hone.

PROBY
What are you going to do, junp out
doing forty?

LI Z
Maybe.

PROBY
Hey if it keeps you off the streets,
be ny guest.

Toggl es the

She' s not
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LI Z
Let nme out.

PROBY
Not going to.

She reaches across his | ap, he pushes back into the seat
backi ng away. She toggles his side lock switch. Hi s unlocks,
her's, doesn't nove. Locked. She |eans back, his startled

| ook hinting a subtle arousal.

LI Z
That's cute. Qpen the door.

PROBY
" mtaki ng you hone.

She leers at him shaking her head defiant.

LI Z
"1l just wal k back.

PROBY
Well then -- Perhaps a night in jail.

LI Z
For what ?

He smles, swaying to the groove of the song.

PROBY
VWhat el se?

LI Z
You woul dn't -- You know t hat neans
jail.

He smrks at her, her gaze cuts through him

PROBY
That's one sol uti on.

LI Z
Fine, be a prick, take nme hone.

PROBY
G ad you see it ny way.

LI Z
You can't watch ne forever.

PROBY
But | can today.



LI Z
Why' s today special ?

PROBY
Don't play stupid, you know exactly
what today is.

She stares out the wi ndow, her voice shall ow.

LI Z
No | don't.
(poi nts)
Turn up here.

He gives her a curious leer, silence. She turns to him

LI Z (CONT' D)
| Iive on Parker.

PROBY
Si nce when?

LI Z

You're not very good at this spying
thing are you?

PROBY
| don't like this -- You're just
going to go back
LI Z
Yep, you're right. | mght.
PROBY
Liz -- look you're not trained for
this stuff, leave it to the
detectives, would ya. | can only
cover you so far.
LI Z
| have ny own way of finding what

want .
A beat, she leers over at him

LI Z ( CONT' D)
Do you know what's wong with
detectives?

He | ooks at her curious, nodding.

LI Z (CONT' D)
They're the good guys. Good guys
know good guy stuff.

( MORE)
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LI Z (CONT' D)
(turns away)
For the bad guys. You need a denon
to catch a denon.

PROBY

(becom ng nore ethnic)
Since when did you becone a denon?
Little white girl denon -- Shaking
in ny boots -- Lordy help ne.

(chuckl es)
Here cones the white devil. Actually
t hat sounds pretty good.

LI Z
Fuck you.
(ot i ons)
Ri ght here.

15

She points, his face a little perpl exed, he squints.

PROBY
Shit -- Could you pick a worse
nei ghbor hood? Your dad know you're

here? -- Half ny vics live around
here. -- Think | should stop in and
say hell 0?

LI Z
You did with ne.

PROBY
Maybe it's just that white girl thang
huh?

LI Z
Funny.

He pulls to the side stopping at the curb. She
him gets out.

EXT. SEEDY APARTMENT -- CONTI NUOUS

PROBY
Look m ss denon, you're such a bad
ass.

He reaches over, pops open the glove box, pulls
Hands it toward her. She |eans back into the w

PROBY ( CONT' D)
Her e shoot ne.

LI Z
What ?

gl ances at

out a pistol.
ndow.
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PROBY
Shoot nme -- Take this gat -- pop a
couple caps in ny ass -- no one wll

be the w ser.

He gives her a cocky stare. She reaches out and takes the
pistol. She ainms it at him

PROBY ( CONT' D)
Bad ass.

She stares hi mdown, the gun nearly funbling in her hands.

A bead of sweat rolls down his tenple. She slowy |owers
the gun. Points it at the radio. She takes ains, pulls the
trigger.

CLI CK.

Hi s eyebrow peaked, he stares. Her gaze still lock to his
eyes.

PROBY ( CONT' D)
Were you going to shoot ny radi o?

She stares at him Raises an eyebrow
PROBY ( CONT' D)
Did you really think I would hand
you a | oaded gun?

She gives it a close look, inaptly pulls back the slide.
She smrks half anused

LI Z
Can | keep this?

He reaches and snatches it from her.

PROBY
No! You can't keep it -- You won't
need it -- You' re going hone.

She gives himthe mddle finger, turns and wal ks away.

LI Z
| get a conedi an proby. GCet sone
di fferent nusic.

He | eans toward the wi ndow, yells out.

PROBY
Liz -- Quit looking for this guy --
Get off the streets, go back hone.
( MORE)
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PROBY ( CONT' D)
Be happy, raise a of couple kids --
grow old with your husband -- or
wfe.

She struts toward the buil ding.

LI Z
Sounds |ike fun -- How about you
worry about your degenerates, and
"1l worry about ny bad ass denon

sel f ok?

PROBY
You're no denon, Liz. It won't end
well. Next time | turn you in -- No

nore favors.
She waves, her back to him she wal ks of f.

PROBY ( CONT' D)
Farewel | Eli zabet h Brooks.

He waves back driving off, shakes his head.

Fade

| NT. DI NGY LAB

Pul | back fromthe open horn of an old Victrol a.

It breathes tinny nusic through the air. The roomis dank
and grungy, the cobwebs and dust evidence to the neglect and
atrophy.

The rows of bookshelves, filled with journals, their bindings
tattered. Strips of their once polished | eather dangle from
them Untouched for ages, their elegant gold lettering faded.

Dr Gick, hovers over the old desk. Surrounded by anti quated
surgi cal equi pnent |ong unused. His finger nails, |ong,

yell owed, lead his eyes across the pages of the journal.

The faded hand witing fills every inch of the page.

Hi s head | eans back, quivers. He slunps back in the chair,
his face fatigued he wheezes. His quivering hand reaches
up, he rubs his eyes.

H s hand shakes as he reaches for the wheels. H's arnms
rubbery, he rolls across the room his breathing heavy and
sl ow.

The hundreds of jars and vials fill the | arge apothecary
cabi net, | abels of every sort and size cover their contents.
Sone printed, sone hand witten, a snorgasbord of drugs.
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Hi s eyes squint as his hand waves across searching, reaches
for the vial. He brings it close to his glasses. Hi s other
hand searches across the counter top.

The vial shatters on the floor. He | ooks down, his head
trenmbling. Hi s breath heavy.

Laboring he wheels hinself across the room An old painting.
The woman | ovely. Her clothing evidence of a distant tine.
Struggling to stand, his frailty wobbles his |eg.

H's fingers dig at the framework. It pivots fromthe wall
The safe behind, hidden from sight.

Hi s crooked fingers funble the dial. Left. Rght. Left...
CLI CK

H s fingers wap around the |ever.
CLANK.
H s eyes twnkle with the openi ng safe.

The wei ght of the large satin bag burdens his arns. His
legs twitch, his feet scuffle back. He struggles, flops
back into the chair.

He clings tight to the heavy object. The chair rolling he
lay his head on top. His eyes closed, enveloped in his

di stant thoughts. He rocks in the chair. H's eyebrows
peaked, his chin quivers.

Fade
A | ong beat

The gurney BANGS and CLANKS t hrough the openi ng doorway.
The VICTIM strapped tight flails. He pulls against the
heavy straps, his nouth tightly gagged, it nmuffles his
di stress.

Crai g pushes, he sweats profusely. Gazes at Dr G ck.

CRAI G
Shit.

The victimeyes Dr Gick, his thrashing intense. Craig
struggles to keep the gurney on course.

He shoves the gurney into the grungy room it bangs agai nst
the wall. Craig slanms the door shut, nore of a ships bul khead
than a door, he spins the handle.
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CRAI G ( CONT' D)
Damm it, | can't |eave you al one.
You can't wait so |ong.

Craig slips the Satin bag fromunder Dr Gick's head. He
slips it back into the safe.

Dr Gick's head bobbles as Craig wheels himto the counter.
Hi s tongue hangs, his eyes blinking.

Craig fills the syringe with the liquid fromone of the dozen
vi al s.

He kneels beside the groggy Dr Gick, his eyes rolling.
Craig stares down, his face scrunched, he | ooks back up at
Dr Gick.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
W need thicker needl es.

He pl aces the syringe on the counter. Dr Gick's head pitches
back, his mouth opens, throat gurgles.

Craig grabs a cotton ball, dips it into the al cohol jar,

| ooks down. Rubbing it on Dr Gick's arm he pinches his
skin. Deep black, his armleathery, the scarring stretches
its entire | ength.

Dr grick levels his head, his trenors stop, his eyes open.
The veins in his eyes pulsing, cutting right through us the
rage glowing in his pupils.

DR GRI CK
I[t's fine.

| NT. GRUNGY ROOM -- LATER

Craig's face. He stands behind Dr Gick, his hand rests on
his shoulder. A syringe still poised in his fingers.

Dr Gick sits attentive in his wheelchair. H s face
surprisingly bright. Full of life, alnbst hinting a nmenory
of yout hful eagerness.

They watch, frozen, waiting.

The victimlies on the wooden table. His arns and legs tied
tight. The ropes stretch to the corners of the table. H's
mout h gagged, his nostrils flare with ever | abored breath.

H s eyes watch themintently.

Craig |l ooks at his watch. dancing as Dr Gick sits forward
in his chair. Hs legs twitching. He bops like a child
awai ting a present.
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DR GRI CK
Ti me

CRAI G
Two fifty

Dr Gick raises his hand to his nmouth, he bites his finger
nails. Craig lean toward him

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
St op.

Lowering his hand he | eers back.
The victimlies still, his eyes glazing.

They stare silent. Tinme dragging. Anticipation consunes
their faces.

The victimspasns, his eyes rolling in his head. H's back
arches. H's nouth grotesquely -- slowy gapes open.

A nmonments twi nge, he drops |inp onto the table
A qui et pause, they stare.
DR GRI CK
(whi spers)
Ti me?
Eyes | ocked on the victim he raises his arm

CRAI G
Three twenty five.

DR GRI CK
Too soon.

The silence cuts through them the anticipation stressing.

CRAI G
It"1l hold.

Dr Gick leans further forward, Craig pulls back keeping him
fromfalling forward.

The victimlies notionless, the gurgling runbles in his

t hr oat . It echoes in the room H s feet twitch.
DR GRI CK
TI MVE!
CRAI G

Pati ence.
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DR GRI CK
No dam it! Ti me?

CRAI G
Three forty five, now wait!

Crai g crouches down next to Dr Gick. H's face intense with
anticipation. Dr Gick trenbles.

A beat, and then.

They junp as the victimspasns. Pulling at the ropes he

t hrashes about. The poundi ng sound of his body thunping on
the table reverberates through the room H's eyes rolled
back, conpletely white, his face turning a dark green

DR GRI CK
Gve it to him

Dr Gick whips his head around to Craig.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
Gve it now

Craig bolts to the thrashing victim Gabs his armtight,
he struggles to hold it still. He bites the sheath pulling
the needle out, jabs it into his arm

H s violent twist breaks the needle off in his arm The
remai ni ng contents of the syringe sprays across his arm

Craig junps away, narrowy mssing the victins thrashing
arm

The victim s violent thrashing continues. He bucks and
lurches. Joints popping he twists around on hinself, the
grotesque contortion humanly inpossible.

The torturous seizure conpelling themto watch, their breath
hel d.

CRAI G
There it is.

Dr Gick lowers his head, his face awash wi th di sappoi nt nent.
He begi ns to wheel the chair backward.

The victim s thrashing ceases, he lies still, his chest rising
and falling. The injection site on his arm pul sating,

turning. It's color graying, spreading the length of his

arm

Like a tightly wound spring, the victiminstantly untw st
fromhis painfully | ooking contortion. H's arnms and | egs
stretch against the ropes, stiff as the table he [ay upon.
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The gray on his armrapidly spreading through out, the black
transformation of his skin quickly consum ng his body.

Hi s eyes roll back -- turning jet black. They sink back
devoured by his own head.

Dr Gick turns and wheels toward the door. Craig saunters
toward the victim Both silent. He stares at the failure
that is now just another corpse. Dr Gick stops, turns back.
He leers at Craig.

DR GRI CK
You used the | atest fornula?

CRAI G
O course.

Dr Gick's stare | ess than convi nced.

DR GRI CK
Show ne your arns.

CRAI G
Wy

DR GRI CK

Show ne your arns.

Craig prods forward pulling up his sleeve. Shoves it under
Dr Gick's nose. Hi s eyes |eer up.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
The ot her.

Craig's face is awash with snug confidence. He pulls up his
other sleeve. Dr Gick | ooks down, slowy back up into
Craig's eyes. He turns and wheel s away.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)

Don't let nme catch you using again.
Di spose of that.

Craig turns back to the victim

DR GRI CK (CONT' D)
| tire of these failures.

Dr Gick wheels out the door. Craig's stare dripping with
contenpt. He scratches his thigh.

DR GRICK (O S.) (CONT' D)
Prepare for dinner.
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EXT. G TY SIDEWALK -- N GHT (LATER TODAY)

Liz steps out fromanother club's door. It's pretty busy on
this end of the strip. A car horn BEEPS. A COUPLE wal ks
by, clearly not his steady girlfriend.

She turns. A scuffle down the way catches her ear. The
pedestrians staring as they wal k around. They bl ock her
view. A MAN falls outward fromthe crowd.

The PI'MP | unges out behind him he's kind of a short, about
five feet. He hovers over the fallen man. Hi s | oud voice
heard down t he bl ock

Pl VP
Put o.

The OTHERS around himwal k away. He digs into the man's
pocket, pulls out sonme wadded bills.

LIZ (V.Q)
| know what you're thinking. This
is one of those guys your nom warns
you about.

He stands counting the noney. H s DATE, prinped to the nines,
stares over his shoul der.

He | eers over at her, raises his hand to strike. She flinches
upright, near a full head-and-a-half taller than him he
acts the big man.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
It is -- but he's the good ki nd.

He rolls up the cash jamming it into his pocket.

LIZ (V.QO) (CONT' D)
You coul d say.

He | ooks around, grabs his Date's hand, marches down the
si dewal k.

LIZ (V.Q ) (CONT' D)
At least with his type you can tel
they' re com ng.

She's caught distracted in the nonent. Her stare m ndl essly
fixed on their approach.

Her gaze net with an aggressive stare, she snaps out of her
trance with his bell ow

Pl MP
Who you | ookin' at bitch?
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Hi s entourage joining the swarm he wal ks her way.

LIZ (V.Q)
Yeah, these are the kind you can
spot a mle away.

She | owers her head, |ooks away.

LIZ (V.Q) (CONT' D)
Puf f ed out chest, Roaring bark.
Lots of peasants follow ng. Walks
around |1 ke a king.

He strolls up close to her. Her eyes avert his scow, she
says not hi ng.

Pl MP
You don't work ny bl ock.

He rubs his nose, | ooks her over with a cone hither.

Pl MP ( CONT' D)
Unl ess | get some. You got ne?

He gets right up in her face. He screans at her.

Pl MP ( CONT' D)
YOU AIN T NO HO

LIZ (V.0)
Did | mention his bark?

Her stare | ocked away, her nose crinkled. She hides the
fear.

Pl MP
Get the fuck off ny street.

H s ent ourage backs away, they know to nove even before he
does. He backs away, his eyes | ocked on hers. Resunes his
stately stroll down the sidewal k. She peaks up as they | eave.

LIZ (V.Q)
It's always the little ones with the
t oughest attitude.
Big ego, tiny dick?

She slowy turns her head away.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
Still, it's not himl'm1looking for.

Fades i nto.
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EXT. EMPTY STREET -- N GHT (TODAY) -- LATE

The night streets are barren. Only the unsavory woul d wander
t he di m si dewal k.

Li z saunters down the sidewal k, she shivers in the brisk
night air. The approaching lights reflecting off the |l anp
post, she turns.

Her heel s cl ack the sidewal k as she ducks into a dark doorway.
The OFFI CER stares fromthe slow ng police car. He shines
the mars light. Hi dden well, she's unseen.

Hi s radi o WARBLES.

RADI O
Car 14. 258.

He grabs his shoul der mc.

OFFI CER
Car 14. 258 check.

The police car speeds off. Peering out, she resunes her
seductive prance.

A HOVELESS MAN st aggers toward her.

She stops, watching this m screant. Hi's groggy eyes stare.
H's dirty hands offer sone wadded bills, his eyes darting
between the bills and her face. His tongue flicks between
his remaining teeth

LI Z
Real ly ol d man?

Hi s shaking fingers fondle the bills.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Beat it!

He nmunbl es, funbling the wadded bills.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Fuck off -- Go away.

H s stare shifts to her side.

She follows his shifted eyes. She turns, stunned by a face
directly behind her.

A sw ft bludgeon, a nonent of pain.

Dar k.
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Crai g watches her body slunp, the bludgeon frozen in air.

G abbing her arnms he drags her around the corner, the car
waits in the dark alley.

Her |inp body drops into the trunk. THUD,

Slamm ng the trunk he turns, the honel ess man crowds him
Hi s shaki ng hands present the crunpled bills, Craig |l eers
and snatches the bills.

He pulls a paper bag fromhis jacket, the honel ess man
inpatiently grabs it. H's grungy teeth peak through a crooked
smle.

He twsts off the cap, takes a long swwg. Craig smrks.

CRAI G
Happy ?

The honel ess man swal | ows, hands the bottle out to Craig, he
munbl es. Craig smrks, waves off his offer

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
No. Enjoy. You' ve earned it.

The car door slams. The engine starts. Headlights illum nate
the dark alley. The honel ess man stands drinking. The car
drives off.

The honel ess man stands al one as the headlights fade. Booze
dri bbling down his chin, his jaw quivers.

The bag hits the ground, bottle shatters.
Hi s body slunps to the pavenent.

I NT. BROOK'S FAM LY DI NI NG ROOM -- MORNI NG (ONE YEAR AGO
TODAY)

Close up of a candle flame. It pulls away, twenty other
candles flicker atop the cake. MOM 50's, carries it from
the kitchen. DAD, 50's, eats his breakfast at the table.

KARI, 21 today, she's far too pretty to have such a naive
face. Her toothy grin beam ng. A quirky Mardi G as mask
hi des half her face. Liz stands behind her, hands cover
Kari's eyes.

Li z noves her hands.

FAM LY
Sur pri se!



27

Kari's face beans. Liz hugs her kisses her head. Her face
glows fromthe candles. Taking a deep breath, Liz grabs her
shoul der.

LI Z

VWit! Mm there's twenty one here.
MOM

Yes. ..
LI Z

The one for luck. W need one for
| uck. Hol d on!

Liz runs into the kitchen.
KI TCHEN - - CONTI NUCUS
She scranbl es around pul ling open drawers.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Mom where are they?

A picture catches her eye. The two small girls hugging brings
a smle.

MM (O S.)
On the counter.

Liz stares at the photo.

KARI (O S.)
The cake's nelting here.

She grabs a candle fromthe counter.
BACK TO DI NI NG ROOM

Lighting it, she jams it in the mddle of the cake, the
candl es singe her arm

LI Z
ow. -- .

Kari's cheeks puff with her mghty blow. The snoke wafts
around the cake. They all cheer.

Dad pushes his plate. Standing, he wal ks over and ki sses
Kari on the head. She |ooks up and sm | es.

DAD
Happy birthday baby.

KARI
Thanks dad.
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Mom sets a piece in front of Kari. Dad grabs his coat off
t he hook.
MOM
Cake dear?
DAD
No t hanks.

Putting on his coat, he pats his belly.

DAD ( CONT' D)
You girls going out tonight.

KARI
Yeah!

Kari's cheeks bul ge, the cake rolls around her nouth,
to Liz

KARI ( CONT' D)
You com ng?

LI Z
Buying the first round.
KARI
Nah uh, 1'mbuying the first. Well --

| egal ly.
Dad gives a curious | ook as he saunters to the door.

DAD
Call nme if you're too drunk.

Kari shovels nore cake in her nouth.

KARI
That won't happen.

She gl ances at Liz.

KARI ( CONT' D)
Liz can't get drunk.

Dad grins a perpl exed guffaw

DAD
How does that happen?

turns

Mom sm rks picking up the cake. Liz w pes the corner of her

mout h.

LI Z
Ever since | got nmy Wsdons' out.



Dad stands waiting for the punch |ine.

KARI
The Novocai ne didn't do anyt hi ng.

LI Z
Hurt |i ke hell.

KARI
Her scream was so | oud. Fr eaked
everyone out.

DAD
Real | y? -- Interesting..

Mom grabs Dad's enpty pl ate.

DAD ( CONT' D)
You knew about this?

Mom | ooks at him She smrks.

MOM
O course.

She turns toward the kitchen.

MOM ( CONT' D)
The dentist was afraid to finish

DAD
Do you girls ever tell me anything?

KARI
Not if we don't have to.

DAD
Al right then.

He opens the door to | eave, pauses and | ooks back.

DAD ( CONT' D)
Still. Call if you need ne.

KARI
W al ways need you daddy.

DAD
Ri ght. Happy birthday baby.

KARI
Thanks dad.

Kari stands putting on her jacket she wal ks to Liz.

29



30

KARI ( CONT' D)
What tinme you com ng?

LI Z
Soon as | get off.

Kari grabs the mask off the table wal king toward Liz.

KARI
So... \Vat?

Just intime to carry nme honme?

LI Z
Don't get stupid.

Kari holds the nmask up to Liz's face.
KARI
Il won't. --
(whi spers)

" mgetting drunk.
The feathers fall across her eyes.
| NT. GRUNGY ROOM -- (PRESENT)
The dimlight filters through the griny cloth.

Struggling to see through the blindfold, her hands barely
reach. Her finger nails scratch as she paws the blindfol d.

One eye freed she takes in her surroundi ngs.

Liz lies on the wooden table we have seen before. Her hands
and feet tied to the corners of the table.

Gray grungy walls, strange boxes piled up, chains hang from
the ceiling, pasty and disgusting.

A | arge wardrobe, now dil api dat ed.

Agai nst the wall an old hospital gurney, a man's body |ies
still.

She pulls the ropes tight, the heavy knots bruising her
wrists. The rough wood scraping her bare flesh, she struggles
to pull the blindfold off. She twists, taxing her linbs she
reaches for the tape across her nouth.

The man noves, she freezes.
Her fingers stretch, slowy peels at the tape, it pulls her

face, lips nearly ripping off the tape gives way. She forces
out the gag, breaths in deep, holds in her scream
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Rol I'i ng over, Craig awakes.

Hi s hands w pe across his face. Eyes blink, he picks at the
corners. Half awake, he stares.

CRAI G
Good nor ni ng.

She turns her head, her steel gaze fights back the tears.
Craig sits up, stretching, he yawns.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
Sleep wel | ?

Her eyes open, nostrils quivering.

He junps fromthe gurney. His shoes smack the floor. He
twsts flexing his back. Her eyes follow his sauntering
gat e.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
Ch, man. Those gurneys suck. They're
shit to sleep on. You probably slept
better on this table.

He pounds the table with his fists. She flinches.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
Ri ght ?
(chuckl es)

He turns away from her stretching tall

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
No wonder patients don't get better.

He spins around |lunges at her, she junps with his aggressive
nove. Hi s gaze wanders down to the gag on the table.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
You're quite agile.

He | eans cl ose to her face.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
So why don't you answer ne?

She grinmaces fromhis breath

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
DID -- YOU -- SLEEP -- WELL?

Her face haughty. H s slap snaps her head asi de, he screans
in her face.



CRAI G ( CONT' D)
VELL. . .

Her |ip quivers, voice cracks.

LI Z
Yes. ..

He | owers his ear to her nouth.

CRAI G
What ?

She screans in his ear.

LI Z
YES!

He grabs his ear. Junping away his face anused with her
bold intrusion. She closes her eyes tight, waiting. His

finger probes his ear. Her eyes follow his prance back to
her.

CRAI G
Good.

She wi nces as he caresses her hair, her eyes tearing.

LI Z
Pl ease.

The loud netallic door cuts off her plea, it creaks open.
She strains to see Dr Gick wheel in.

Craig grabs the handl es and pushes himto the table. Dr
Gick's quivering hand reaches out to caress her calf.

Hi s fingers circle her ankles.

DR GRI CK
Brui ses -- Your bruises -- I'msorry.

Hi s | eathery hand caresses across her thigh.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
Sonetinmes Craig can be |less than..

Hi s gaze junps up to neet her stare.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
Less than Hospitabl e.

H s hand withdraws, glares at Craig.
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DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
Such tender flesh needs a gentle
t ouch.

He sits up tall in the chair, alnost grows fromit. He |eans
against the table. He rises up, his back creaking he groans.
He stands erect, surprisingly tall for a crippled old man.

His figure nenacing as he hovers over her face. Her eyes
wi de. They snap shut with his touch to her cheek. Her face
di straught, eyes water. He caresses her hair.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
You are very pretty.

Hi s eyes circling her face.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
Prettier than the others.

He turns his head to Craig.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
Pity.

Hi s hand glides across her face, down her neck, across her
shirt, rests on her breast. He clunsily kneads them his
tongue protrudes between his thin |ips.

She lies notionless.

Craig stares at Dr Gick's hands.

Dr Gick's hands trace across her stomach, down her skirt.
He follows down to her thigh, she flinches.

He pauses and | ooks at her face. H's hand slowy noves up
and under her skirt. Unseen beneath her skirt, he violates
her very soul .

Her eyes tear, |ips quiver, she turns her head away. Dr
Gick tugs beneath her skirt, his hand stops.

She | ooks down, her eyes cl ose.

He withdraws his hand, the light glistens off the blade of
the dagger. He studies the dagger close, his eyes wander
along its | ength.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
VWhat is this?

Craig's eyes wi den, he chuckl es.

Liz lies frozen, her eyes fixed on Dr Gick.
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He becones gi ddy, he points the dagger upward in front of
his face, the nmonent hangs heavy. He slowy raises the dagger
in his winkled hand.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
(he huns)

Hs arm rigid as a machine, it swings violently and enbeds
t he dagger into her thigh. Her screamrips through air.

LI Z
(scream

Crai g's hand cl anps down across her nouth. Her scream
muf fl ed, her spit filtering between his fingers. She withes
in pain.

Dr Gick's cold face stares at her agony, he revels in the
nmoment of her msery, his eyes closing. He slunps back into
hi s wheel chair, the exhaustion show ng.

DR GRI CK
Take ne.

Craig lifts his hand, her conplexion white, eyes rolling,
Li z fades.

Craig grabs the handles of the chair. He |ooks back pushing
Dr Gick through the door. The door clanks shut behind them
the echo lingers and hangs heavy in the room

Her ears ringing, the sound dimm ng, she fights for
consci ousness. Her head slowy rolls back and forth, tears
run down her cheeks.

LI Z
Kari -- I'msorry -- |I'mso sorry.

BLACK
INT. CLUB -- NIGHT -- (ONE YEAR AGO TCDAY)

The heavy thunp of the bass beats. The dance lights flash
and swing. The bodies bounce up and down. A tribe in
cel ebrati on.

Kari's hair floats across her face with every turn. Her
arns raise high. She dances carefree.

She reaches out, waps her arns around a man's neck, pulls
close. Her head leans to his. Her lips open, press to his,
their tongues dance wth lustful desire. The club envel opes
t hem
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She breaks the kiss, her head tilts back, eyes cl osed.
Seem ngly fused they turn.

H's head tilts up fromtheir kiss. Craig gazes at her face,
he smrks at his fortune of finding such a wlling and
attractive one night stand.

Her eyes snap open, head thrusts forward.

KARI

A dri nk! | need a drink!
CRAI G

VWhat ?
KARI

" mthirsty!

He shrugs clue-less. She rolls her eyes. G abbing his hand,
she drags hi m behind. She staggers through the crowd. His
eyes scanni ng around.

Her drunken swagger slans her into the bar, she raises her
arm

KARI ( CONT' D)
Hey!

The bartender m xes a drink further down.

She flutters her lips, smles at Craig. He |ooks away. The
bartender trades drinks for cash, he |l eers back at her waving
arm Saunters toward her.

KARI ( CONT' D)
Hey, |I'm parched here.

He stares. A nonents pause and he reaches down. Slaps a
bottle of water in front of her.

KARI ( CONT' D)
(1 aughs)

Hi s stare cold and unnovi ng.

KARI ( CONT' D)
Seriously?

She swi pes at the bottle, turns with a sneer.

KARI ( CONT' D)
Jerk.

He smrks at the bartenders |eer, watches her stagger into
t he crowd.
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He watches as Kari plops into a chair.

The table filled with gl asses, sone full, sonme enpty. Cdearly
housekeeping is not a priority for the girls.

CHRI STI, 20's, voluptuous, over done in every aspect, she
tries her best to stand out as the willing beauty of the
clique. She studies every guy around.

JILL, 20's, dark hair, she masks her unassum ng | ooks with
heavy makeup and big hair. Her face beaming with the attitude
of a shrew.

Crai g stands, |ooking around with nowhere to sit.

Kari cradles her cheeks. Plants her el bows on the tabl e,
eyes half shut, she sips the bottle.

Liz sits beside Kari. Her arnms crossed, it appears she wants
a nap nore than a drunken cel ebration. She peeks an eye at
Kari .

Jill, leers at this strange guy Kari has |atched onto. She
nmotions himto sit.
JILL
Sit Ubu, sit. -- Good dog.

SARA, 20's, bl onde, her naive innocence shows through her
pudgy face and wi de eyes. Her tight outfit tries to conceal
her body that clings to a hint of baby fat. She tries too
hard to seem ol der than her years. She sits at the far end
of the table, she laughs. The straw pasted to her I|ips.

SARA
Ha.

Kari stands letting Craig sit dowmm. Hi s eyes bulge as she
plops in his |ap.

Li z peaks an eye, reaches and noves her drink in front of
Kari. C oses her eyes. Kari happily grabs it.

KARI
Thanks.

Sara nods at Liz.

SARA
VWhat's wong with you?

LI Z
|"mjust tired.



JILL
You're just too ol d.

Christi chuckl es.

Li z peaks

CHRI STI
Ha ha
KARI
Hey.
an eye at Jill.
LI Z
Sone peopl e work.
JILL
| worK.
CHRI STI
Yeah, checking old guys prostates.
SARA
& oss.
JILL
| do not, | just like, take themto
t he roons.
CHRI STI
Yeah and get to see their winkled
asses -- real sexy.
SARA
Ch ny god, that is so gross.
KARI
| thought you answered the phones
and shit.
CHRI STI
She got pronoted,
(sips)

Now she gets to stick her fingers in
ol d guys rectuns.

SARA
G, G 0ss.

Sara shivers. Sticks out her tongue attenpting to rid her
mout h of the bad taste. The nonent passed, she bites back
down on the straw.
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JILL
| do not! Beside it's part of ny
i nt ernshi p.
CHRI STI
Don't you nmean intern SHI T?
SARA
(1 aughs hard)
Jill leers at Sara, she turns to Christi.
JILL
Fuck you!
CHRI STI
Slut...
Jill's face shows her agitation.
JILL
At least | don't sit on ny BIG ass
al |l day.
CHRI STI
My ass ain't big!
SARA
Your ass is big.
Jill's palns spread apart.
JILL
Real |y big.

Christi winkles her nose, she sneers at Jill.

CHRI STI
You're just jeal ous.

JILL
Yeah right.

Jill rolls her eyes and | ooks away. Slugs her drink.

eyes dart between them

CHRI STI
Hey, guys like ny ass.

SARA
Real | y whi ch ones?

CHRI STI
Ask him

38

Sara's
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She points at Craig, his tongue deep in Kari's nouth. Kari's
eyes shut, her nmouth stuck to Craig's.

Sara snickers loudly. Jill nudges Liz, she | ooks at her
sisters indiscretion.
LI Z
Ceez, sis...
SARA
Gross, get a room
Jill fakes a cough.
JILL
(raspy)
Sl ut .

Kari breaks the kiss, |eans back. The streamof spit still
connects them

Sara chokes on her drink, she gags, sticking out her tongue,
she wags her head.

SARA
Gaa, quk. ..

Christi mmcs the fake cough. Sara follows her taunt.

CHRI STI

(raspy)
Tr anp.

SARA

(raspy)
Hooker .

Christi gazes at Sara. Sara shrugs her shoul ders. Kar
squints a nean | ook at them

KARI
Fuck you guys.

JILL
Looked |i ke you al ready were.

KARI
Fuck all you guys.

She sits up, her eyes half closed, she points at herself.

KARI ( CONT' D)
It's MY fuckin birthday



The girls all start belittling each other, their rants
straight froma reality show

Sara stands, her whistle rips through their bickering.

SARA
Hey! Stop it. Cone on, enough.

Sara grabs her drink.

SARA ( CONT' D)
It's Kari's birthday. Here's to the
birthday girl.

She rai ses her gl ass.
SARA ( CONT' D)

May your tits never sag and your ass
never get big, too nuch...

40

They all raise their drinks and clink gl asses. Sara reaches

into her bag and pulls out a |arge 35 nm caner a.

SARA ( CONT' D)
Pi ct ur es!

She shoots several photos, the flash blinding them Craig
avoi ds the canera.

Jill nmockingly shoots with her own canera phone, she turns
it and stares at the display.
JILL
Vell? Wiere are they? Lets see.
SARA
| have to devel op them stupid.
Jill holds out her phone to them
JILL
Not m ne.

Christi takes the phone and browses the pictures.
SARA
Digital? Real photographers don't
use digital. Filmis just... sexier.
Christi |leans and shows the phone to Kari, she chuckl es.

CHRI STI
Here. This | ooks sexy.

Christi holds out the phone.
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Picture of: JILL SITTING | NTERTWNED WTH AN OPEN SHI RT GUY
HER HAND BURI ED IN H' S MASSI VELY HAI RY CHEST, HER TONGUE
PROTRUDI NG

KARI
VWho was that?

JILL
Just sone guy.

Christi scrolls through nore photos. Jill shrugs.

JILL (CONT' D)
He was hot.

CHRI STI
Looks nore |i ke you were hot.

She hol ds out the phone to the others.

Picture of: JILL STANDS, LEGS W DE, BENT DOWN, FACI NG THE
CAMERA, THE GUY' S FACE COVPLETELY HI DDEN BY HER RAI SED SKI RT.

Sara grabs the phone, scrolls through the pictures.

SARA
Ch ny god that guy is so gross.

Jill shrugs.

JILL
| like hairy chests.

Sara points her finger in her open nouth pretending to gag.
She | ooks and pauses.

SARA
HA!

She shows t he phone.

Picture of: CHRI STI STRADDLES A STRANGE GUY, HER HEAD THROWN
BACK, SHE BURI ES THE GQUJY'S FACE | N HER BOSOMS.

Kari | aughs.
Christi reaches for the phone.

CHRI STI
G ve ne that.

SARA
Hands off.

Sara hol ds the phone tight.
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She continues and hol ds the phone out, she chuckl es.

SARA ( CONT' D)
Ha ha.

Picture of: CHRI STI LIES ON THE TABLE HER HEAD THROWN BACK
LEGS SPREAD W DE FACI NG THE GQJY, H S MOUTH AGAPE, EYES W DE

JILL
Ch yeah, | renenber that.

Christi snatches the phone from Sara, she stares intently.
JILL ( CONT' D)
Wasn't that the tinme you thought you
were | ate?

Christi's eyes well up with tears. The girls get silent.
Christi leers with rage at Jill.

She drops the phone in a glass of water. PLOP!
Jill junps in her seat and fishes the phone fromthe gl ass.

JILL (CONT' D)
What the fuck you bitch

Christi stares as Jill frantically w pes the phone with a
napki n.

JILL (CONT' D)
You' re fucking buying me a new phone
you cunt.

Sara stares innocently wi de eyed, she sips her straw, her
eyes follow the action.

Jill stares at her phone, her eyes welling with tears.

They all junp as Jill slanms her hand on the table. She stands
abruptly, her chair slanmng into the guy behind her.

She storns off, into the cl ub.

Christi |looks at the other girls, their brows peaked. She
stands and chases after Jill.

CHRI STI
Jillt wait., Jill.
Cat chi ng up, she waps her armaround Jill"'s shoul ders.
Jill shrugs her away, they di sappear into the crowd.
Liz sits arns still crossed, her eyes w de, shocked at their

behavi or.
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Sara shrugs and sips her drink.

SARA
Grls.

Liz | ooks over to Kari's enpty chair. She unfolds her arns
and props herself up, scans the crowd.

LI Z
Were did Kari go?

Sara shrugs. Liz stands, frantically scanning the crowd.
She wal ks through the cl ub.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Kari!

Headi ng for the door she takes one | ast | ook around the cl ub.
EXT. OQUTSIDE CLUB -- NI GHT, (LATER, MOSTLY)

I ntercut flashbacks. Today and last year. This is the sane
club we | ast saw Kari. One year ago today.

Liz steps through the club door, the MJSIC fading, slow ng,
echoi ng deep into her head.

Craig's armslung around Kari's shoul der, her buzz gl azing
her face in fearless sensuality. She staggers clutching
Crai g.

Liz | ooks this way, a slow blink. Turns the other way. She
sees Kari staggering far down.

Lost in the thought, Liz stares at a coupl e wal ki ng past.
Deja vu of a couple wal king by | ast year.

They stare back.
A shadowy echo from beyond, her yell slows in tine.

LI Z
Kari!

They continue. Liz cups her hands by her nouth

LI Z ( CONT' D)
KARI !

They continue to wal k.

She sl ouches, stands there dejected. Her face solem, she
softly speaks.
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LIZ (V.0.) (CONT' D)
Call ne...

Liz stands frozen, her face becom ng |ong, her eyes darkening,
tears welling in her eyes.

Cl ose up, they shut, transitions to
GRUNGY ROOM - - ( PRESENT)

Cl ose up, Liz gasps and cries. Her hands grasps her thigh,
t he dagger poking fromher torn flesh. The blood runs down
her thi gh.

Her hand slowy waps around the handle. She fights the
agony, grasping the dagger, she slowly withdraws the cold
bl oody steel.

LI Z
Aah!  Ow

Her blood clings to the tip, spurting fromthe wound. Her
fingers wapped tight around the handl e.

The back of her hand rubs across her angui shed face. The
bl ood stings her eyes.

Her chest heaving with every sob. Her |egs ungulate, the
room grow ng dark. Her ears ringing.

Her screamrips through the room She |ie sobbing, her blood
soaked hand covering her eyes. Her nouth clinches, silent.
She growl s intensely.

LI Z ( CONT' D)
( SCREAM)

She rolls to her side, |lunges the dagger under the ropes.
Hacki ng away, the rope gives. She sits up with the intention
of a woman possessed. Her leg stiffens, the dagger drops.

She clinches her teeth, droplets of spit spray with every
| abored breath. The blood flows from her open wound. Her
eyes clanp shut as she grabs her |eg.

LI Z ( CONT' D)
( SCREAM)

Her nostrils flare as she breaths in the agony. She snatches
up the tape and rag, lays it across the gapi ng wound.

Bl ood fl ows down her thigh, sweat drips fromher face. She
pulls the tape tight across the rag. Blood seeps from her
wound.
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LI Z (CONT' D)
(GRUNT & MOAN)
Fuck. . .

She rocks back and forth, fighting past the pain, gasping
deep.

Her conpl exi on turning green, her eyes sinking into her head.
She gags and covers her nouth. Her arm w apped across her
stomach, the putrid taste building in her nouth.

She lunges forward across the table, her attenpts to contain
the vile disgust too overwhelmng. The vomt projects forth
and spews through the air.

Rai sing her head she gasps deep, spits the renmaining vomt
in her nouth onto the floor.

Her head shaking, she sits up and rubs the back of her hand
across her forehead, it | eaves a streak of bl ood behi nd.

G abbing the dagger off the table, she pulls and hacks at
the ropes binding her legs until they are cut through.

She swings her legs off the table, the pain surges. Slowy
| oners herself across the edge, she winces as her feet touch
the fl oor.

She slowy puts her weight on one |eg, then cautiously the
other. The pain rockets through her body.

LI Z ( CONT' D)
( SCREAM)

She flinches and drops to her hands and knees. She hangs
her head shaking off the pain. Slowy she | ooks toward the
door, her only escape seal ed shut.

Liz carefully raises up and linps toward the door. The dagger
clinks against the netal door. She |eans her ear in close.
Only the terrifying silence.

She grasps the handle, it does not budge.

LI Z ( CONT' D)
Shit.

She | ooks around, her first real chance to exam ne her prison.

An ol d wardrobe, stately in its day, it's alnost falling
apart, |legs broken, it barely stands.

She linps over to it. Gasping at the knob it falls off in
her hand. The intricate detail, a vision of class and
el egance unbefitting of this place.
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She janms the dagger between the door and pulls, the wood
splinters.

The door resists, seemngly glued to its frame. It slowy
peel s away, the sound of sticky tearing fills the air.

She pulls hard at the door, it creaks on its netal hinges.
The light filtering in across its |ong hidden secret.

Liz stares at the gel ati nous mass of disgusting brown and
green. It settles relieved of its confinenent.

She opens the door wide. Gouges on the inside of the door
tell a gruesone tale. The nmass nolded fromage, it sticks
together. Her fingers touch. The mass tears open.
Startled, she junps back, the fl ow ng ooze soaking her | egs
wth its vile contents. It flows across the floor beneath
her feet.

The putrid liquid drips fromthe wardrobe, it clings to the
smal | bones, a small skull the jaw agape.

Li z gasps seeing the remains of a small child forced to rot
inthis tonb, she slans the door violently, |eaning against
it, she tries to hide her fears of the inevitable.

She | ooks up in distress and bangs her head agai nst the door,
she whi spers.

LI Z ( CONT' D)
No. . .

Her eyes cl ose, she sighs, the nonent hangs heavy.

Her hand clutches tight around the dagger, its tip poking
into the wood.

She slowy drags it across the grain.

The tip of the dagger noves away, her hand plunges into the
wood. Eyes | ocked shut, her head rolls.

The tip retracts. Lunges into the wood.
It retracts again. Lunges deeper.
Her eyes | ocked shut. Her head rolls.

The tip retracts and |unges, the rhythmincreases. It sinks
deeper with each speeding thrust, until...

Her eyes pop open w de, she stares, the rage beam ng.
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I NT. DI NGY LAB
SPLASH

The water foans filling the bowl. Craig |ooks up fromthe
sink, he puts down a glass bottle.

Turning the valve of the faucet, the pipes rattle.

The foany m xture sloshes in the pan. He walks to an old
phar maci st cabi net.

SERI ES OF SHOTS:

Craig reaches for a vial. Looks at the label. Fills a
syringe with it's liquid contents. Arranges it on the tray.
Tears open a package with a fresh sponge. Gabs a towel.

We follow himtoward the steel door. The room al nost
appearing to stretch as we wal k through the room

He reaches, spins the handle of the netal door.

Slowy pulls the door open. Pounding MJSIC grows | ouder as
the roominside becones --

INT. CLUB -- NIGHT -- (SOVE MONTHS AGO

The rhythmc flashing |lights causes the crowd of bodies to
appear as a ripple of debris floating on the water. Hair
and fabric wave and float on the invisible energy of this
bi o- mass.

Liz stands in crowded isolation in the mdst of this foreign
surrounding. Her clothing nore suited for a day at the
library than this world of intinmate exposure.

Her face is anxious. The rhythm of the roomslowy spins
around her. She stares around lost in the sea of faces, al
so differently simlar. The eyes lost in determ ned

conf usi on.

She struggl es her way through the crowd that envel ops the
bar. The MJSI C pounds in her head, deafening it drowns out
her voice. She waves at BARTENDER #2.

She hol ds up the photo as he approaches.

LI Z
Have you seen hinf

The bartender sneers, snatching it fromher hand. He squints,
sarcasm dri ppi ng, he gazes between the photo and her face.
He clearly does not care what she needs.



48

BARTENDER #2
Hi n? Looks like a girl.

Liz stretches over the bar. She | ooks curiously. Points at
t he phot o.

LI Z
Not her. H m

The bartender | eers.

BARTENDER #2
Can't even see him | don't know, |
see a |l ot of guys.

He hands her the photo back.

BARTENDER #2 ( CONT' D)
She's cute though, tell her Tuesday
is |ladies night.

Li z gives himan angered | ook.

BARTENDER #2 ( CONT' D)
You want sonet hi ng.

She's lost in his question, her mnd searchi ng, speechless
she turns away. She wanders ainl ess

The faces flash, the poundi ng beat al nost dream i ke, her
reality co-mngled with her confused search. The roomturns
around her.

Her m nd playing tricks, she sees Kari in every other girl
she | ooks at. The guys around all resenble the man she seeks.

She falls deeper into a confused real mof despair. The many
faces, the endl ess sea of people, she beconmes further |ost
in the crowd.

She spins in place, the nusic overwhelmng, it beats in her
head. The air stagnant, the swarm of people expandi ng around
her .

| NT. FAMLY ROOM -- MORNI NG ( SOVE MONTHS AGO)

It's dark. That predawn dark where |ight hides, resting for
a nonent before the rising sun. The front door knob jiggles.
Sl owl y opens.

Li z peaks her head in. Quietly pulls her keys fromthe | ock.
She tip toes in, slowy closing the door. A dull CLICK as
the door closes. A subtle smrk of relief, she pauses, turns.
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DAD
Al nost tinme to get up for work.

The sudden voice in the dark room sends her for a jolt, she
falls back against the door with a THUD

A beat -- she relaxes catching her breath, her heart races.
She flips on the light swtch. The lanp does a little to
brighten the dark room

She stares for a nmonent, hangs her head, funbles her keys.
Dad sits in one of the living roomchairs. H s bathrobe a
little less than new, it shows its tattered wear. His face
is solemm and haggard, far fromthe nman we saw before.

LI Z
| got a couple of hours.

She inches away fromthe door.

DAD
You need to stop this.

Li z pauses, |ooks down, stares at her keys. She takes a
step toward the hallway.

DAD ( CONT' D)
What do you expect to find?

She stops, her gaze stoic, fixes on his shadow face.

LI Z
Anyt hi ng.

Hi s hand cups his face, he rubs his stubble searching for
reason, he | ooks away from her.

DAD
The police are doing that. Let them
do their job.

Her brow furrows, face scrunches, the anger creeping in.

LI Z
Their job? -- Their job. [Is it their
job to find m ssing people? Wat
wll that do? Gve you a body?

H s face | owers, eyes glaze. He |ooks away from her.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Tell me DAD, what will that give
you? A reason to shop for a
headst one?
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DAD
If that is all | have left then --
yes. | will give her what | can.

Liz turns her head, she gives hima steely |eer.

LI Z
That's not good enough.

Hi s cal m deneanor begins to turn stern.

DAD
VWhat is good enough? Both ny
daught ers gone?

Liz rolls her eyes, gazes away. He stands, slowy approaching
her .

DAD ( CONT' D)
What do you expect to find out there?
The sane thing Kari did? Reckless,
bot h of you.

Liz avoids his stare, her eyes watering. He draws near, his
face torn between anger and regret.

DAD ( CONT' D)
Now you' re chasi ng ghosts or madnen,
or god knows what.

Liz has turned away fromhim she battles with her conscience
to submt to her loss and the revenge that builds inside.

DAD ( CONT' D)
Now come on, get some sleep. Leave
the detective work to the police.
They will find answers.

Liz is alnbst consuned with rage filled tears.

LI Z
(softly)
| can't | eave her this way.

DAD
And | can't have you runni ng around
on sone death w sh

He wal ks up and grabs her shoul ders, she | owers her head .

DAD ( CONT' D)
| need you here, your nom needs you
here. W don't want to | ose you
t 0o.
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He turns her around, | ooks deep into her eyes.

DAD ( CONT' D)
You were never like this. You were
al ways the | evel headed one.

Her serene nonent is short lived. Her eyes w dening.

LI Z
That girl died, DAD
(her anger grow ng)
She di ed when her heart was taken
from her.

DAD
Stop bl am ng yoursel f.

She pulls back from his hold, her eyes burning.

LI Z
Who should I blame? Huh dad? Wo?
| was wat ching her, | should have
made her stay with ne.

Hi s face waxes of synpathy, he searches for a way to console
her pai n.

DAD
So that's it. You're going to insist
on trying to get hurt?
He stares her in the eyes, their gaze unblinking.

DAD ( CONT' D)
| can't allow that.

A beat

DAD ( CONT' D)
G ve ne your keys.

A quick blink of surprise, her face awash wi th shock.

LI Z
What ?

DAD
Your keys, give ne your keys -- you're
gr ounded.

LI Z

You' re ki ddi ng?

DAD
No -- |'m not.
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She stands there in amazenent, the nonent hangs on their
stare. She drops her gaze, starts to walk around him He
st ops her.

DAD ( CONT' D)
" m serious, you're not going out
anynore. Wrk and hone, that's it!

Their eyes | ock.

LI Z
|"'man adult -- You can't tell ne
what to do.

DAD
Yes | can -- As long as you live

under ny roof you're not going to
run around playi ng detective.

Cut to
| NT. SEEDY APARTMENT -- AFTERNOON ( SOVE MONTHS AGO)

The wal |l s needed painting a decade ago. The noth eaten drapes
offer a faint ray of sunshine into the dark apartnent.

A KNOCK
A long beat and then. Anot her KNOCK

The shadow across the fl oor precedes her. Liz staggers across
the room Tank top, panties, her hair dishevel ed, she rubs
her eyes heading for the door. She covers her eyes fromthe
bri ght daylight streaming in fromthe opening door.

Sara enters with a slow cautious gate, she reluctantly enters.
Looki ng for sonmewhere to put down the cardboard box she
carries, she stands funbling with its weight.

SARA
Uh, nice place.

Liz |l eers back at Sara's sarcasm

LI Z
Wrks for ne.

Sara struggles with the box.

LI Z (CONT' D)
What do you want Sara?

Sara stands very stiff, unconfortable in the surroundings,
her voice hesitant.
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SARA
| have sone of the stuff you were
| ooki ng for.

She hands the box to Liz. She drops it down, opens it digging
t hr ough.

LI Z
What did ny dad say?

Sara stands funbling, she gazes around astoni shed at the
spars and di ngy apartnent.

SARA
Not hing -- didn't even | ook at ne.

Liz glares back at Sara, sensing she is holding back. She
stares long, her eyes cutting Sara for the truth. Sara gazes
around avoi di ng her stare.

SARA ( CONT' D)
Your nom -- she wanted to tal k, but
your dad stopped her. Al | heard
was ar gui ng.

Liz turns and wal ks toward her, Sara stands nervous.

LI Z
VWhat did they say?
SARA
Nothing -- | left right away.

Liz's cold stare sweeps across Sara's face.

SARA ( CONT' D)
Real | y!

Li z turns, goes back to the box.

SARA ( CONT' D)
| found another picture. This one
isalittle better than the one |
gave the cops.

Liz struts over, snatches it from her.

SARA ( CONT' D)
It's not that great. See.
(poi nti ng)
Kind of dark in the shadows. Should
have opened the aperture nore.

Liz leers back at her selfish answer. Her eyes stare deep
into the photo. Craig's face burning into her nenory.
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SARA ( CONT' D)

| always do that. Don't know why, |
just...

Liz's cold eyes stop Sara's rant. She wavers | ooking for an
out .

SARA ( CONT' D)
Are you going to the bachel orette
party?
Liz gives her a pained |ook, pulls sone itenms fromthe box.

SARA ( CONT' D)
You should go -- After all.

Li z opens a box pulling out some of her itens.

SARA ( CONT' D)
" mjust saying.

Her cold gaze not relenting, she keeps unpacki ng.

SARA ( CONT' D)
She woul d want you there.

Liz turns away hiding her watering eyes.

SARA ( CONT' D)
She woul d.

Her face suddenly stern and distant, Liz w pes her eyes.
Turns back to Sara.

LI Z

Go hone Sar a.
SARA

Come on, I'll go with you
LI Z

They're not ny friends.

She fights the enotions building, her anguish hides behind a
facade of indifference.

LI Z (CONT' D)
They don't want ne there anyway.

Sara's face hints a subtle enpathy.

LI Z (CONT' D)
| shoul d of stopped her.

Sara wal ks up behind Liz, enbraces her shoul ders.
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SARA
She woul dn't bl ame you.

LI Z
You're right. She wouldn't.

Liz |l eers over at Sara, her gaze unyi el di ng.

LI Z ( CONT' D)
Go honme -- Thanks for your help.

Sara slowy slinks back, the rejection covers her face. She
turns to | eave.

Li z stands watching a dejected Sara sulk to the door. She
sprints toward Sara. G abbing her shoul ders, she turns her
and gives her a tight hug, a long silence.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Sorry. Thanks for your help.

SARA
You gonna be OK?

LI Z
Let's go to this stupid bachelorette

party.
| NT. PARTY ROOM -- NI GHT (SOVE MONTHS AGO

Hi s tan buttocks shakes in front of us. The scream ng and
cheering of the girls al nost drowns out the heavy thunping
bass fromthe dance cl ub beyond.

He shimm es sideways, revealing Liz in front of him Her
eyes wide with disbelief, her hand covers her nouth. Christi
sits next to her, she bobs to the beat of the nmusic. Her
eyes as big as her smle, she reaches out. Hidden by his
backsi de we can only inmagi ne what she is doing with her hand.
Li z wat ches, further shocked.

She peers over to Sara, she sits on her other side, the straw
of her fruity drink still pasted to her lip, she sips.

She pokes the straw fromher |ips, |ooks over at Liz.

SARA
That's al nost scary ain't it?

Liz stares at her, the question making her wonder about Sara's
i nnocent persona. Sara |ooks back questioning, shrugs her
shoul ders.
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SARA ( CONT' D)
VWhat? -- |'ve never had a guy with
one so big. -- You?

LI Z
No -- why woul d you ask that.

Sara shrugs. They both turn with the |oud roar and cheers
fromthe other girls. The roomis highly decorated in very
adult paraphernalia, you nane it, it's sonewhere in the room
The crowd of girls about a dozen of them have gathered around
one of the tables.

Sara junps up strutting over to see the action, Liz foll ows
her a nonment behind. They wedge between the raucous girls.
Liz's eyes wden in further disbelief at what she is

W t nessi ng.

Jill, lies on the table, naked as the day she was born. His
undul ati ng buttocks rocking her to his rhythm Her cal ves
hang across his shoulders. Several other girls stand with
their shirts undone or renoved. The girls squeal and giggle
cheering her on. Liz points leaning to Sara.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Isn'"t she the one getting married?

Sara, w de-eyed, sipping her drink, she nods yes. Liz stands
shocked.

LI Z (CONT' D)
VWhat the fuck is she doing?

The PARTY G RL next to her gives her a puzzled | ook.

PARTY G RL
Looks pretty obvious.

LI Z
She's getting married. Wiy is she
fucking this strange guy?

Liz stands there, her face dripping with distaste.

PARTY G RL
Wiy not? This is her |ast chance to
get her freak on. After that it's
off limts. Mostly.

She snmirks at Liz, who still cannot believe what she is
W tnessing. She stares over at Sara, her stunned amazenent
seens a bit envious.

They watch as another of the G RLS | eans down close to their
mat ed crot ches.
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Hi s back still blocks her view, she's unsure of who is doing
what to whom

A Beat, and Liz slowy backs away. Her head nodding side to
side. Sara watches. Liz belts out.

LI Z
Are you fucking stupid? Wat the
fuck are you doi ng?

The crowd getting very quiet, the beat fromthe club breaking
the silent nonent.

LI Z (CONT' D)
You're all stupid -- Reckless --
Runni ng around where you shoul dn't
be. No one | earned anything from
Kari .

Li z backs away toward the door, all eyes are focused on her.

LI Z (CONT' D)
If | had any fucking clue this is
who ny sister was hangi ng around
with -- | would have | ocked her in
her room

Her eyes tearing, she covers her face prodding to the door.
She | ooks back.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Fucki ng sl uts.

I NT. CLUB -- CONTI NUOUS

The door closes behind her. The lights of the club flashing
in her face, she |eans back agai nst the door. W pes her
eyes.

Cl ose, we fade to.
| NT. GRUNGY ROOM -- ( TODAY)

The handl e spins. The nmechani smclanks wth the opening
door. Craig steps in.

H s eyes wide he | ooks at the enpty table, his head rapidly
scans the room Hi s novenents pani cked, he bends down | ooki ng
underneath the table. The small room offers few hiding

pl aces.

A sudden push the netal door slams him sideways. The tray
tunbl es, throwi ng everything crashing to the floor, the water
soaking his front.
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The dagger barely whizzes past his face. Liz's armlunges
around the door. He covers his face with the tray. The
dagger bounces off with her wild sw ngs.

It slashes across his arm he winces pulling away. She pushes
the door, he slips on the wet floor. He's stunbling, she
hesitates and it wll cost her. He catches his footing,

grabs the door shoving it into her face, her head snaps back.

She's dazed but swi ngs the dagger out toward him he pushes
the door open. The tray still grasped in his hand, he sw ngs
it hard at her hand, the blade flies across the room slides
under the gurney. She clutches her hand.

She ducks back with each swing of the tray. She backs into
t he hangi ng chain, grabs it in her hands. Swings it at him
Attached to the hoist, it doesn't give nuch to sw ng.

Crai g pauses. His face anused by her neager challenge. He
swats the tray at the swinging chain. Liz blinks with every
| oud CLANK.

Bored with her game, he watches her offhanded swi ngs of the
chain, his eyes hollow seemto anticipate her noves. She
sSwWi ngs the chain to the side.

Hi s chance as the chain swings by. A swift jab square to
her nose.

The chain drops from her hands, she covers her face, the
pai n radi ates through her head, she flops back against the
wal | .

He rushes in without hesitation. Raises the tray above his
head and slans it down hard bending the thin netal with every
bl ow agai nst her head. H's face awash with gl ee, he enjoys

t hi s occasi onal chall enge.

Li z wavers, her eyes closing. He grabs her hair and bounces
her face across the table.

She falls back onto the floor. He stares with a smle, heart
racing he wi pes his face and | ooks around. The glisten of
the swinging chain reflecting in his eye.

Liz lies rolling back and forth, she npans.

LI Z
(groggy noan)

The excitenent of the nonment over takes him Craig grabs the
hook and pulls it hard. The gears whirl as the chain snakes
t hrough the bl ock
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He bends down wapping the |ift chain around her neck. She
coughs, grasping around the chain that constricts her breath.

Craig grabs the hand chain and pulls it hand over hand. The

lift chain tightens around her neck, eyes bugging from her
head.

Craig pulls faster.

She pulls at the chain around her neck, her head lifting off
the fl oor, she gasps.

Rai sing up, slowy at first, she struggles. Her torso |eaving

the floor, then her knees. Her feet start kicking, toes
scratching at the rough concrete as they | ose ground.

Craig pulls, every jerk of the chain a little bit of delight
for him He pulls faster until -- The hand chain abruptly
st ops.

Liz kicks wldly, her body tw sting, her face planted in the
hoi st..

Crai g stares dodging her kicking feet. He's sonmewhat
sadistically satisfied with hinself, giving no thought to

what he is actually doing.

BUZZ!

The di stant buzzer echoes in the room

Ajolt back to reality, Craig s head whips around, he rel eases
the hand chain. The hoist whirls as the chain slips through
the bl ock dropping it's | oad.

Liz crashes to the floor, her head bounces off the concrete,
out col d.

Craig turns, his eyes wwde. Liz lies notionless, he stares
shocked, rubs his bl eeding arm

DR GRICK (O S.)
(all very faint)
Craig...
Crai g junps back, he | ooks down at Liz.
BUZZ!

DR GRICK (O S.) (CONT' D)
Craig...

Crai g stands frozen.



CRAI G
Shit.

BUZZ!

DR GRICK (0. S.)
CRAI G

Craig junps, he charges out, spins, sprints back
He hovers over Liz's still body.

Pulls the chain from her neck, grabs her hands, waps the
chain around her wists.

Buzz!

Frantic he twsts his head. Slowy pulls the hand chai n,
her arnms raise behind her. He waps the chain around the
table leg locking it in place.

Buzz!

He sprints out of the room and across the | ab.

Gaig DR GRICK (O S.) (CONT' D)

Craig pulls off his bloody shirt. Wpes his face.
BUZZz -- BUZZ -- BUZZ

CRAI G
Damm it, |'m com ng..

He wi nces, |ooks at his arm Waps his shirt around his
wound.

DR GRICK (O S.)
Crai g!

Dr Gick's voice distressed.
Craig yells.

CRAI G
| GOT IT!

| NT. DARK HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS
He bolts through the door.

Hi s footsteps beconmng a slow nmarch, tine slowng. The
buzzi ng sound col | apsi ng around hi m
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The hal lway fading into tunnel vision.

He pops back into real time as he stops in front of a row of
| ockers. Grabs a lab coat fromthe rack.

Gimacing, he slips in his arm He struggles wth the coat
scuffling toward the door ahead. The back of the coat in
large letters -- OFFI CE OF THE CORONER

| NT. DOCK -- CONTI NUOUS

Crai g busts through the door -- it slanms against the brick
wall. He runs up to the door, peers through the peep hole.
A beat, he pushes the "Tal k" button on the intercom

CRAI G
We are currently closed. Norma
hours are 9 amto 5 pm Pl ease take
any deliveries to the main facility
downt own, they are open twenty four
hours for your convenience.

He | eans back, the voice sequels fromthe intercom

DRI VER (O S.)
That's forty m nutes away! Cone on
Craig open up. The wife wants ne
hore.

Crai g gazes back at the hallway door

DRI VER (O. S.) (CONT' D)
It's just a dead derelict -- Sign
of f, burn himup and you can go back
to playing scientist.

Craig leers over at the door swtch. One round button printed
OPEN, the other CLOSE

DRI VER (O S.) (CONT' D)
Come on -- it's our anniversary, she
wants to go out for dinner.

EXT. DARK ALLEY -- CONTI NUOUS

The door grinds open. A portly man (DRI VER), stands beside
an old style white hearse, the gurney before him atop a

pl ain bl ack body bag, filled. The door rising, Craig's face
appears as he bends down | ooking under. [t stops opening
wth a THUWP.

CRAI G
It's not your anniversary.
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DRI VER
Thought | woul d appeal to your
sensitive side.

The driver pushes the gurney inside, Craig reaches and pulls
it al ong.

CRAI G
Sensitive side?

DRI VER
You prefer cold hearted bastard?
Shit you |l ook |ike hell.

A trace of blood runs down Craig's hand. The driver points
it out.

DRI VER ( CONT' D)
You ok?

Craig doesn't bat an eye. Wpes the blood on his sleeve.

CRAI G
Had a big fat one I was fighting
with.

DRI VER
Hat e t hose.

CRAI G

Yeah, he's a ness.

DRI VER
We had one guy, big hog beast.
Anyway. This guy decides to take
out the trash. Not sure why, the
rest of his place was pig pen.

They grab the body bag, hoist it onto another gurney.

DRI VER ( CONT' D)
Pl ace stunk. So, this guy nust have
tossed away his | ast oreo cookie,
because we get the call, show up and
here is this fat ass half wedged in
t he garbage chute.

The driver hands Craig a folder. He walks to the desk, wites
"Nat ural Causes" tears off the top sheet. He hands hi m back
the folder his face stoic. The driver |ooks at the form

hi s carel ess expressi on unchangi ng.

DRI VER ( CONT' D)
Took six of us to drag his ass out.
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CRAI G
Anyt hi ng el se?

DRI VER
Little antisocial today? Doc got
you busy on sone new mracle drug
agai n?

CRAI G
Yeah |'mvery busy.

DRI VER
O then,

He turns and pulls the gurney behind him their stare cold
and curious to each other.

DRI VER ( CONT' D)
See you later, tell the doc | said
hi .

Crai g waves, pushes the button "CLOSE'. Hi s face scrunched
in a grimace he rubs his arm The door cl oses.

THUMP.

| NT. FURNACE ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

The freight elevator doors clank and grind open. Craig jans
the gurney though, inpatiently bouncing it down the hall.

The flames bursting to life brighten the dimroom The |ight
gl owi ng through the heavy iron grates. Craig unzips the
body bag.

The cl oudy eyes of the honel ess man stare up, it's the sane
homel ess man we saw when Liz was abduct ed.

Carelessly, Craig rolls it on the conveyer. Slapping the
button it creeps into the flanes. Craig's stare lingers, he
wat ches as the flames consune the dead flesh. He peers with
a mani acal smle

Fade.

| NT. DI NGY LAB -- MOVENTS LATER

Liz lies unconscious. Her face pressed against the cold
floor. Her arns still pulled behind her back painfully tied
with the lift chain. Her body dangles just off the floor.

Slowly pulling fromthe grungy roominto the dingy |ab, Dr
Gick sits. He watches, |iz spraw ed, notionless.
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H's face hallow. The life so distant in his eyes he nearly
appears a wax figure.

JINGLI NG KEYS. -- H's eyes twitch. Head noves, just slightly.
Foot st eps approach. Craig cones into view, he stares into
Dr Gick's eyes. Slowy glances back at Liz's still figure.

He pats Dr Gick's knee, stands up. Cose on Dr Gick's
di stant eyes, they flirt a hint at followng him Craig's
reflection fills his eyes, he fills a syringe in the distance.

Crai g crouches down, kneels over liz. He gives her face a
stare. Pulls the top of her waistband down. Jabs the syringe
into her hip.

Craig reflects in Dr Gick's glasses. He approaches,
di sappears around his side. Dr Gick's head bobbles slightly.
Crai g turns him around.

They head for the door. Craig lunges grabbing a syringe and
vial fromthe counter. He catches the wheelchair spins him
around opening the door. The syringe clinched in his teeth,
he nmunbl es.

CRAI G
Let's go up stairs -- what do you
say? -- get ready for dinner?

Dr Gick's shoes drag on the fl oor.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
Pick up your feet.

Dr Gick |eans back in the chair. The door slanms. W pul
intight to Liz. Her face pressed against the cold floor.

| NT. ANOTHER CLUB -- N GHT (SOVE MONTHS AGO)

The club scene changes little fromone to the next. Becom ng
a blur of the same dancing figures and pounding nusic. Liz
strolls up to the bar. A famliar scenario, except this

time her attire is a bit nore stylish, her attitude a bit
nor e school ed.

The usual suspects line the bar front. A sea of the seem ngly
sane people, just a different day. She wedges her way up to

t he bar.

The busy bartender nods to her.

LI Z
Makers.  Up.

He nods back to her. She | ooks around, the SHADY GUY next
to her giving her that "cone hither" stare. She turns away.
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The bartender gives her the drink, she calls himback.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Hey!
She slides a ten dollar bill across the bar toward him hol ds
up the photo to him
LI Z (CONT' D)

Seen this guy?

He gazes down at the bill, his eyes saying "not enough”
She slides another ten toward him

LI Z (CONT' D)
Seen hi nf?

He snatches the photo fromher. His stare dripping with
contenpt. He hands it back to her.

BARTENDER #3
| see a | ot of guys.

LI Z
Look agai n!

A custonmer down the bar yells for the bartender

CUSTOVER
Hey!

The bartender | eers at her, hands her back the photo. He
turns and wal ks away. She grabs his arm his leer cuts |ike
daggers.

LI Z
Come on! This is inportant.

He stares her down. Her face tired and dejected, she lets
go, slunping in the stool. She cradles her head in her hand,
oblivious to the stranger (STALKER) slinking in next to her.
Hs sly noves a little too planned.

STALKER
Hi .

She | ooks up at the stranger next to her. Pretty average,
just another bar fly cursing for a hook up, slightly
effemnate. He smles a toothy grin at her.

STALKER ( CONT' D)
|'ve seen him

She gives hima reserved stare. Face stressed. His smle
lingers. He snatches the photo fromher and stares.
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Hi s eyes dart between the photo and her face.

STALKER ( CONT' D)
Yeah. This guys a creep. He was in
here earlier.

Liz hesitates to prop up, a reluctant sense of interest
conpels her to listen, she gives hima side eye.

STALKER ( CONT' D)
He was trying to pick up sone girl
in here. She slapped him Mde a
real scene.

He slowy gets her interest, she sits up, her gaze frozen on
his eyes. She | ooks for a reason to believe him

STALKER ( CONT' D)
He crui ses these places around here.
Probably went down the street to

"Jui ces".

LIZ (V.Q)
Juices -- | thought the past couple
of nonths had prepared ne a little
better.

Liz stares, his deneanor seeming a bit prinped and alternate
to this type of club. He gives her a w nk.

EXT. G TY SIDEWALK -- MOMENTS LATER

They wal k down the sidewal k, the Stal ker's swagger a bit
effem nate. She |ags cautiously behind.

STALKER
Cone on sweetie, | won't bite.

He stops to wait for her. She slows her pace, approaching
slowy, anxiety filling her face.

He slings his armaround her neck, he playfully pulls her
al ong.

LIZ (V.Q)
Juices -- Juices. Fuck -- still an
i di ot.
She gazes up at him H's cheerful face, he cons her on.
LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)

You're following this stranger to
find sonme psycho.
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STALKER
Wiy so glun? We'll find your guy.

Hs smrk alittle less than convincing. She does her best
to slow their pace. The thought of turning away fills her
m nd.

Again it is her hesitation that costs her. She feels the
sharp tip against her throat.

EXT. DARK ALLEY -- CONTI NUOUS

He pulls her into the alley, the tip of the dagger pressed
ti ght agai nst her esophagus.

He forces her against the cold brick wall. Stands back, arm
ext ended, dagger held tight. Her eyes wide with fear.

H's | ook that typical lust, a fly in his web. He reaches
and fondl es her breasts, she |ooks away. H's face beans
with the typical sleazy smrk of a lowife

STALKER
(mascul i ne)
Let's see themtitties.

She gazes up, her eyes squinted in defiance. Hi's arm pushes
foreword, she bunps her head against the wall. Presses the
dagger into her throat, his | ook demandi ng.

She slowy unbuttons her blouse. H's head turns with a
nervous glance to their sides. She opens her shirt. He
drags the dagger across her sternum under her bra strap.

He pulls back on the dagger, it slices the fabric. Her
breasts exposed, she covers her arns over them Tries to
| ook away.

Wth a gleamin his eye he reaches down his hand. Pushes
her arns away grabbing at her breast, he puts the dagger
between his teeth. Reaches down with his other.

Hi s clunsy groping nmakes her shiver, she pulls her clinched
hand tight to her shoulders. Her eyes wander to his face.
The street light glistens across the bl ade.

It twinkles in her eye. The hesitation draws out the tineg,
hi s heavy breathing, his spit slurping between his teeth, it
turns to a |l ow hunm ng noise. It's now or never.

A beat. Silence.
She snatches the dagger fromhis nmouth. It rips his cheek

open. She spins around, poised to fight the dagger hers
now.
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The Stal ker doubles over, he garbs at his torn face, bobs in
pai n.

LI Z
Come on fucker!

She clinches her shirt closed.

He stands, pulls his hands away. He tries to talk, but his
split tongue just wags through his gaping cheek. He gurgles.

STALKER
(gurgling)

There is no hesitation this time. She whips around and races
down the alley |eaving himbehind, bent over he clutches his
face.

The bl ackt op poundi ng through her heels she peels themoff,
the determ nati on keeping her pretty steady. She clutches

t hem runni ng around the corner.

EXT. CTY SIDEWALK -- CONTI NUOUS

The rough sidewal k beating her feet, she runs, non-stop.

The m st of her gasping breath spraying, she jolts. Releasing
her shirt, she punps her arns sprinting |ike mad. The dagger
clutched i n her hand.

She runs.

Closing in on her face, it becones peaceful, relaxed. Mtions
stopping, rotating to a level view. Liz's face |aying.
Unconsci ous.

I NT. DR GRI CK' S BEDROOM

Craig slides several suit bags across a closet rod. He
removes one fromthe | arge wardrobe.

Pol i shed | eather, the bag is very notable. Not your typical
garnent bag, he drapes it across the bed.

He crosses the roompassing Dr Gick. His crooked fingers
westle with his tie.

Craig spins a turnstile. Guabs a box. |Its craftsmanship
froma distant tine.

He sets it next to the suit bag.
Dr Gick folds his tie. Drapes it over the armof his chair.

Craig slowy unzips the bag. A stunning black tuxedo. Fifty
years fresh
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He hangs it, brushes it with the care of a surgeon. He gently
runs his fingers across the lapel. Picks a speck, flicks
it.

Dr Gick fumbles with his buttons.

Craig kneels. Unbuttons the shirt. He lifts his shirt off,
Dr Gick's joints creak.

SERI ES OF SHOTS:

Dr Gick sits in the tub. The water running. Craig polishes
a dress shoe. Dr Gick rubs the towel across his arm

The straight razor glides across his neck. Craig w pes the
bl ade. Shaves his other side. Dr Gick swallows. Craig
W pes his face. He smles.

Dr Gick shuffles across the floor, his boxers sag. Craig
grabs his elbow Guides himto the bed. He sits. Gunts.

DR CGRI CK
Thank you

Dr Gick slouches. Craig lifts the suit. He presents it.
Front. Back. Dr Gick |ooks up. Smles.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
Beauti f ul

He reaches out. Hi s fingers quiver. Craig hands himhis
glasses. Dr Gick stares up at him

He gazes at the clothes laid out on the bed. Craig picks up
a stark white under shirt. Unfolds it. Holds it open. Dr
Gick waves him away.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
Leave ne

Crai g nods.

He strolls across the roomto the mantle. The machete,
perched, waiting. He gazes back at Dr Gick. G abs the
base.

The door slowy closes behind him Dr Gick stares. Craig
gazes back

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
You're a good boy

The door cl oses.
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| NT. DINGY LAB -- MOMENTS LATER
Crai g holds up the glass syringe.
The bubbles rise. A drop of the fluid energes at the tip.
He lays it next to a bow. The sponge floats in the foany
liquid. He lifts the netal tray, turns.

He rotates the suspended chain against the wall, the chain
rattl es against the wall.

H's hand lifts the sponge fromthe bow. Water dribbles
into the bowl with his squeeze.

| NTERCUT

| NT. GRUNGY ROOM DR GRI CK' S BEDROOM - - CONTI NUOUS

She sighs a dull nmpan as the needl e pierces her tender flesh.
The cotton ball covers the site, the needle withdraws. She
gr oans.

Dr Gick struggles his arnms into the shirt. He westles it
over his head, his hair a ness. He contorts, munbles soft.

Crai g's hands squeeze the sponge.

A wmn's leg, alittle dirtier than it should be.

The suds flow down her thigh. The sponge a gentle relief
across her dirty knee. He stops, and stares, the polish on
her toes al nost conpletely gone.

Dr. Gick's old fingers funble with his buttons.

DR GRI CK
Damm it

Craig slowy glides the soapy sponge across her shoul ders.
The soapy suds run fromthe nape of her neck to the | ow of
her back.

He raises her arm dides the sponge down its length. He
gently nmassages the sponge between her fingers.

Hi s thunb scratches at her finger nail

Dr. Gick pulls on his jacket. He stands in front of the
mrror. Adjusts his tie. He |looks to one side. Admring.
Turns the other side.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
Handsonme as ever.
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He hobbl es back. Struggles to sit. Slunps into the wheel
chair. Exhal es.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
Perf ect.

Craig dunps the water in the sink. Squeezes the sponge.
Pl aces everything on the tray, places it on the counter.

Dri es his hands.

Dr Gick sits. H's head nodding, he resists the fatigue.
Qui et solitude. Al one.

| NT. DI NGY LAB -- CONTI NUQUS

Craig rolls a |large wooden box into the room
Inserts the key. Opens the door.

He reaches below, pulls out a |arge white canvas. Unfolds
it onto the floor. Renobves his shoes.

He stretches to reach up.

Pulls the rod, pivots it. The nechanism conplicated and
el aborate for a sinple hanger rod.

A large silk bag hangs in this el aborate wardrobe.
| NT. GRUNGY ROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

Craig works the yards of satin material over her slunped
body. He reaches his armthrough the sl eeve, guides her
[imp hand out.

He fluffs the thick veil, guides the folds into a fl ow ng
form Its many layers of taffeta nmake it nearly opaque.

He layers it across her shoulders. Her face and head nearly
i nvisible. She noans.

She sits there, notionless. Fully adorned in the mgjestic
weddi ng gown. The veil so thick you can barely see her face.
The wheel chair al nost invisible under the gown.

A beat
Craig wal ks behind her. H's butler outfit a fitting statenent

of class. H's shoes brilliantly polished. He pushes her
forward. They fade into.
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| NT. DI NIl NG ROOM - - CONTI NUOUS

He rolls her up to the dining roomtable. A roomwe have
been in before.

Seated at the far end of the table, Dr Gick. dddy as a
school boy, he sits tall in his chair. H s excitenent al nost
makes him | ook 20 years younger.

DR CGRI CK
Ahh! -- My dear!

Pushing his chair back Dr Gick Stands, props hinself on the
table. A coupe slight creaks and pops and he actually seens
tall in his stance. He scuffles down the side of the |ong
tabl e.

Crai g rushes over, grabbing his armhe attenpts to help him
Dr Gick pushes him smles at his seated bride. He hobbles
al ong, the chair backs his crutch

They cross in front of the long credenza. The fine |ace
trimdrapes the edge. The sterling serving set at one end.

The | arge tapestry hangi ng above. Centered, the cradled
machete. And to the far side alnost hiding in the shadow of
the corner, a large satin bag.

He nears, his leathery face radiant. He bends down reaching
for her hand. G ves her hand a kiss, his stare vibrant.

He | ooks up and smles at her, her face hidden. He struggles
to stand up. Craig bounds over, Dr Gick wobbles to stand.

He falls back into the dining chair, nods to Craig. He |ooks
across to her, smles. Craig presents the chanpagne. Dr
Gick nods graciously. He pours it into his glass. Walks
down and fills hers.

The plate set in front of him Dr Gick snells the food
admring the aroma. A fabulous slice of prinme rib, fresh
saut eed green beans. A colorful rice nedley. He reaches
for the fork.

Craig saunters down to the other end of the table. He sets
the plate in front of her. A beat. He gazes down to Dr
Gick. He chews watching them

Craig cuts a piece off, jabs the fork into it, hangs the
fork off the plate. He stands back. She's notionless. The
appeti zing plate of food a tortuous tease she will never

eat .
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SERI ES OF SHOTS:

Dr Gick eating, smling. Craig serving. The bride sitting,
the smal | est of novenents. Her plate still full. He tips
his glass to her. Craig renoves the plates, her's untouched.
Pours coffee.

Close on Dr Gick's face, his eyes closed, a happy smrk.
Her face close to his, they bob, slowy a dance. Dr Gick
managi ng a pretty good stance.

Craig's arns wrapped around her, he holds her fromthe back,
swayi ng her.

A beat
Pul l'ing back. The table linen sits clunped on the plate.

A | arge candel abra, dozens of candles burn to illum nate the
roomw th an anber hue.

LIZ (V.Q)
Sonme say |love is what you nmake of
it.
Dar kened ceiling, candle soot, stained clouds, dark and
om nous.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
Those tender nonents that give you
hope.

He sits. H's tuxedo as stunning as the day it was tail ored.

At the head of the table a BRIDE. El aborate weddi ng gown.
A thick veil very ornate.

The fireplace glows through it. Her face a nere shadow.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
A | ook.

A giddy chuckle, a beamng smle. He |leans toward the table.
An ol d photo al bum he points.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
A touch

I ntriguing photos of a young couple. The uncommon backdr ops,
vari ous wonders of the world set their |ocations.

Hs frail fingers turn the pages. He acts as joyful as he
has ever been. A young coupl e overlooking a plateau. The
clouds far below. He |eans back in his chair, his hands
gesture a floating notion.
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LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
Looki ng past the fl aws.

H s eyes peer into the shadow within the veil.

A soft noan, her head wavers. Her hand reaches up to the
table. He |ooks close at her, curious concern in his eyes.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
M st akes.

A beat, his eyes wander to the enpty chanpagne glass in front
of her.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D
Just loving themfor who they are.

He grabs the glass, twisting in his chair he waves it about,
clearly calling for soneone.

Dr Gick twists around | ooking, waves the glass. He nouths
the words, "More chanpagne Craig."

CRAI G wal ks through the door. Craig pours into Dr Gick's
gl ass.

He reaches out, gently clinks his glass agai nst hers.

DR GRI CK
To us. Another glorious year.

A sip of chanpagne.

LIZ (V.0)
O who they are not.

Ave Maria begins to chime. The clock's chinmes announce the
hour .

Dr Gick sets his glass on the table, he stares under the
veil. Craig crosses.

The chinmes stop, fading into. A beat of silence.
The gong strikes.

GONG

Dr Gick turns, we lead his trek through the room
GONG

Her soft noan grow ng di stant.

GONG



Craig cross behind her. Dr Gick wheeling away.

GONG
Her rapid breathing grow ng | ouder.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
And someti nes.

GONG

Dr Gick nears the door across the room
GONG

Her head slowy turns.

LIZ (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
Just soneti nes.

GONG

Dr Gick's head | ocked stiff, he nears the door.

GONG
Craig rises fromthe firepl ace.
GONG
Her head wobbl i ng, she whi npers.
GONG
Crai g wal ks behi nd her.
GONG
Her head sw ngs, she whi npers.
LIZ (V.Q) (CONT D)
You have to make your own ki nd of

| ove.

GONG

Craig raises the machete. Pulls it far over his shoul der.

GONG

Tinme slows, the nusic fading, replaced by the swish of the
bl ade cutting through the air, the machete lingers init's

arc.
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Her head wavers, expectant, the veil flutters. Fleeing the
approaching blade it bunches around her neck.

The bl ade slices clean through, the veil curling around the
machete. Pulling the veil with, the blade follows through
his sw ng.

The veil hangs a nonent before sliding off the end of the
machete, her veiled bundle flies across the room

Her lifeless body slunps in the chair, the brief quivering
slows. Stopping. Dead.

He stands, his face stoic.

He places the large satin bag on the table. Unties the
strings. He lowers the bag around its contents.

A large glass jar. A heavy netal fastener seal. 1Inside a
head, old and aged by the gooey fluid. It's eyes opened,
grotesque in their cold dead stare.

He pulls the head out, the stench of formal dehyde stings his
nose. It drips fromits' blonde Crown Braids. Decades of
soaki ng have pickled its skin.

He jans a steel rod into the severed neck, where her head
lived nmoments ago. The corpse wiggles with his forceful
push.

He carefully lowers the old head onto the steel spike. He
turns it, adjusting to perfection. He smles, the closest
thing to life Margaret can ever expect.

I NT. DR GRI CK'S BEDROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

Dr Gick hobbles toward the bed. H's long night shirt sweeps
across his slippers, he stops with the opening door.

Craig wheels Dr Gick's radiant abom nation of a bride into

the room His face full of glee. Mrgaret's nmumm fied head
grossly out of place atop the weddi ng gown, her nouth hangs

di st ur bi ngly open.

DR GRI CK
My darling.

He clanbers into the bed, settles in against the pill ows.
He pulls back the sheets on her side.

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
Come, ny dear.
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Crai g hoist the nmacabre corpse into the bed. D Gick | eans
close, his face radiant with glee he pulls the sheets over
her.

Hs grisly hand caresses her face. Enanored he kisses her
cheek.

| NT. DR GRI CK'S BEDROOM HALLWAY -- CONTI NUCUS

Craig closes the door behind him The grotesquely tender
scene fades fromhis view.

He pads down the hallway, the veiled head hangs in his grasp.

He wal ks slowy, his smrk grows, his head turning, he listens
to the faint sound of aged | aughter.

He approaches cl ose.
| NT. FURNACE ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

The freight elevator doors clank and grind open. Craig steps
t hrough, his hand still clutching the veiled head.

The flames bursting to life brighten the dimroom The |ight
gl owi ng through the heavy iron grates. H s gaze stoic, he
unw aps the bl ood soaked veil.

Staring long, his face glows and reflects the flanes wthin.

Her face yet unseen. He lays it on the conveyer, he pauses,
shoves it into the furnace.

The sound of hair sizzling and popping echoes in the snal
room His nostrils flare, the stench of burning flesh
captivating.

He | ooks in.

KARI. KARI's dead eyes stare back with a regretful gaze.

The flames grow consum ng KARI's face, her flesh charring.
Her jaw opens fromthe heat.

LIZ (V.Q)
But that kind of made up | ove is not
for me. -- Not tonight.

| NT. GRUNGY ROOM -- WELCOMVE BACK TO, TODAY

Her eyes pop open, with the slamm ng door, Craig and Dr Gick
have just left the room

es face down on the concrete, her arns straining in

Liz, |i
ift chain.

the |
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She twi sts looking into the dingy lab, all clear.

Her foot reaching up, she tugs at the lift chain. Gunts,
usel ess.

The hand chain wapped around the table | eg, her foot unable
to reach. She strains her shoul ders, |aboring she drags
hersel f mere inches.

Her foot paws at the chain, her face grimcing as she taxes
every joint in her body.

The knotted chain holds tight to the | eg beneath the pl ywood
shel f.

She turns herself face down. The sole of her foot kicks at
t he shel f. It creaks.

She kicks again, and again. Each kick a contorted struggle
that lifts and drops her back to the floor. The pl ywood
cracking, the splintered shards pierce her foot.

Near exhaustion, she clings to hope as the plywod breaks
free. The chain drops only slightly. It catches on the
rusty nails sticking out of the table |eg.

She spits and groans pulling the chain, the nails bending.

She pushes at the chain wth her foot. Wth her toes prying
at the chin, her foot slips. The force propelling it onto
the nails.

The pain excruciating, she chokes back the scream Her brow
soaked with sweat and grine, she buries her face on the floor.

Taking a deep breath she jerks her foot off the piercing
st eel .

Her teeth clinched, the spit sprays with every gasp. The
pain too much to bear, the agony becones rage. She violently
thrashes, a wolf ready to chew off their own foot, she
stretches her body to the limt.

The chain lets go, she drops wth a THUD

LI Z
Ugh.

Barely a nonents thought her hands twi st and pull to free
fromthe chain wapped around them She pulls her hands
free, she rolls over to junp up

G abbi ng her wounded | eg, she hobbles out into the dingy
| ab.
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| NT. DI NGY LAB -- CONTI NUCUS

Her first view of a roomw are all to famliar with. She
scans the disarray.

She linps to the door, grabbing the knob. Locked tight.
She turns and | eans. Her |eg throbbing, she w nces.

Wth all the stuff and clutter in the room there has to be
sonething here to help her escape. She |inps over the |arge
medi ci ne cabinet. Her eyes wander over all the vials and
jars.

Wth all the stuff, nothing makes a good weapon. Her face
consuned in concern, she linps to the cluttered desk

Looks around. Opens a drawer, useless junk. The journal
centered on the desk. She opens it. The witing filling
every page. She stares focused on the words on the page.
She turns the pages slowy.

I NT. PAST GRI CK HOUSE/ FOYER -- DAY (THE PAST)

The front door opens, a cloudy gray sky backdrops his
entrance. He shakes off the rain fromhis unbrella, snaps
it shut, hangs it on the rack.

The screen door hurls open sl anm ng agai nst the outside wall.
He junps grabbing for it, pulls it closed. A flash of
[ightening illumnates the room

Overcoat dripping into the tray bel ow, he hangs his hat neatly
at op.

The sitting room adj acent, nmuseumlike, all it needs is a
rope barrier between a couple of posts.

DR GRI CK
Mar gar et .

| NT. PAST GRI CK HOUSE/ STAI RWAY -- CONTI NUOUS

The long rolling stair case, as elegant and refined, frames
t he spaci ous room He | ooks up.

DR GRI CK
Mar gar et .

He ascends, his foot steps softened by the carpeted runner.
| NT. PAST GRI CK HOUSE/ HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS

The dozen crafted doors line the long hallway. Paintings
and curious neticul ously positioned through out.
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Hi s silhouette casts a | ong shadow fromthe brief flash of
I i ght eni ng.

The thunder quiets. The nonment's silence carrying the subtle
moans to his ears. He turns.

The |ightening flashes.

Hi s steps slow and stunted, he stops at a door.

Hi s ear close the sounds clearer, sharper, rhythmc

A woman's noan. A nman's grunt.

He listens close. The lightening flashes |ong. The hallway
illumnates. The painting bathed in the bright light, it
stares back at him

I NT. DINGY LAB -- (TODAY)

Liz turns around, she scans the lab. The disarray
overwhel m ng, she spins around | ost.

The old oil painting should seem out of place against the
dingy wall. Faded and chipped, the intricate carved det ai
of the large frane retains little of its gold color.

The beautiful young woman stands out agai nst the |ush garden
background. Her hair, the Crown Braid sit perfectly above
her lovely face, the wedding dress flow ng and nmagnificent.

Nearly invisible, the repaired cut catches her eye. Looking
cl oser her hand brushes across the small stitching. Al nost
the full wdth, it eerily severs across her neck.

She jerks her hand away. The canvas rebounds, the frane
shutters. It sways banging the wall.

Fl ung open, it bounces against the wall, the rusty hinge
near ripping fromthe frame. The wall safe hidden behind.

She grabs the handle, turning it the safe opens.

Mostly enpty save for a fewitens, she reaches in taking out
a wrapped stack of thousand dollar bills, her eyes w den.

LI Z
Shi t!

Droppi ng the cash she pulls out an old photo al bum  She
flips through it. Wedding photos, vacation photos, old
menories. Wrthless to her she lets it drop to the floor.

A last |l ook inside, the glisten catches her eye. Shiny, it
alnost calls to her wwth the reflecting |ight.
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Snatching it out, she gives it a long stare. Several wedding
bands and a | arge di anond engagenent ring hang al ong side of
a single key. Turning to the door she bolts.

Try as she mght the key will not fit the |ock, a dead end.
Frustrated she grows. She stares around the room It really
coul d use an organi zer.

She spots the |arge canvas that covers the wardrobe in the
corner. She tears off the tarp. Inserts the key, the hinges
squeak.

She exam nes the gown, her m nd caught between curiosity and
awe at the elaborate dress. She drops the sleeve and digs
around beneath the dress.

She pulls out a high heel shoe. 1It's not nuch of a weapon,
but as is known, can inflict sone damage. She grabs it tight.

She strolls back to the desk, her hands on her hips, the
t hought of escape fleeting. She pulls open the desk drawers,
she searches, tearing everything out, nothing.

She tears out the last drawer whipping it across the room
She pulls at her hair, sniveling, she groans.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Fuck!

She spies the safe once nore. She reaches in pulling out
the contents. The cash flutters down, a quill pen hits the
floor. The journals drop. An old picture album she lets
everything fall to the floor.

The safe enpty, she wthdraws her arm She holds an old

pi ece of paper, folded, very aged. She slowly opens it,

| ooks up fromthe letter. She jans it into the sash of the
gown.

Her gaze wanders down. The photo al bum | ays at her feet.
Their old weddi ng photo staring back at her. D Gick, in
hi s tuxedo, young and once handsone. MARGARET, sm | i ng,
beautiful in her wedding dress. She's the woman in the
pai nting.

The sudden RI NG NG of a phone, Liz junps. Frantic she |ooks
ar ound.

It RINGS again, she focuses in on the source. It rings again.

The ringing closer, she noves aside several boxes on the
desk. Her brief excitenent fades with the phone in view

No dial. A beat.
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She junps. Startled as it R NGS again.

An ol d candl e stick phone. Straight fromthe twenties, it's
the kind wth the sinple ear piece that hangs on a hook. It
resenbl es a candl e stick.

She raises the receiver to her ear. The voice rough and
| abor ed.

DR GRICK (V.Q)
Craig

Their encounter may have been brief, but he left a lasting
i npression, she knows that voice.

DR GRICK (V.Q ) (CONT' D)
Craig
| need ny shot.

Her m nd reeling, her eyes lost in thought.

DR GRICK (V.O.) (CONT' D)
Craig...

Her gaze wandering. She |ooks at the weddi ng al bumon the
floor. A beat.

LI Z
Enf

Si | ence.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Em where are you?

A beat. The sil ence tensioned.

DR GRICK (V.Q)
Mar gar et ?

LI Z
Em where are you?

The wait agonizing, her face contorting.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Em | need you. |[|'mall alone.

Biting her lower |lip, she hangs on every breath.

DR GRICK (V.Q)
Margaret, |1've m ssed you



I NT. DR GRI CK'S BEDROOM - - CONTI NUOUS

Dr Gick sits in his wheelchair, he | eans on the dresser.
H s face buried in his arm

LIZ (V.Q)
|'ve m ssed you too darling

| NTERCUT

DR GRICK (V.0QO)
Margaret, |'msorry.
| never neant to hurt you.

Dr Gick's head hangs | ow

DR GRI CK ( CONT' D)
You were my only | ove.

LIZ (V.Q)
" msorry too.

H s hands cradle his face.

LIZ (V.O.) (CONT' D)
Em conme to ne.

Weepi ng, he throws his head back.

DR GRI CK
l'mso tired.

LIZ (V.Q)
| know ny dear, let ne help you

Liz studies everything in the dingy |ab, her eyes | ook for
anyt hi ng she can use.

LI Z (CONT' D)
It's our weddi ng day ny | ove.

Li z hangs on the silence, her cheek tw tches.

DR GRICK (V.Q)
Where are you?

She | ooks around, searches for her next thought.

LI Z
| was | ooking for you ny love -- |
m ssed you -- | wanted to be with
you.

A beat .

83
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LI Z (CONT' D)
Cone to ne -- Marry ne

The sil ence agoni zi ng, she | ooks down.
DR GRICK (V.Q)
| need ny shot. \Were is Craig?

LI Z
Craig is here darling. He's getting
your shot.

Dr Gick sits frozen, his head pitched back, his nmouth hangs
open.

LIZ (V.Q ) (CONT' D)
Come to your |ab darling.

Liz stands with the cabi net open, she stares at the weddi ng
dress.

DR GRICK (V.0Q)
You were so beautiful -- | did not
deserve you

I NT. DR GRICK' S BEDROOM HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS

Dr Gick wheels out fromthe bedroom down the hall. His
movenents | abored, his eyes battle for focus. H's mnd half
di st ant.

| NT. FURNACE ROOM -- CONTI NUCUS

The grind of the freight el evator awakens him Craig lies
on the gurney. The syringe and vial, evidence of his

i ndul gences lay next to him The sane concoction he has
been giving Dr Gick.

Hi s eyes are nearly sunk back in his head, his gaze distant.
He tries to conprehend the nonent. The powerful drug taking
its toll on him

H s eyes flutter with the groani ng sound of the el evator
doors floors above, his head turns, rising fromthe gurney.
The light fromthe elevator shaft shifting with its descent.
It stops at the floor above. He stares, his gaze distant.

| NT. DI NGY LAB -- CONTI NUOUS
Liz stands back in the lab. She wears the weddi ng gown.

Her hair a gallant attenpt at Crown Braids, it |ooks pretty
good for being rushed.
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She stands radi ant against the dingy setting. She could
al nost pass for a reflection in the painting. Dr Gick wheels
into the room He stops m dway.

A beat

He's frozen stiff. She slowy shuffles to him H's fading
eyes follow her like a promdate. She circles around him
he cradles his face as her hand reaches out to his cheek.

She cones around, kneels down to him H's hand struggle to
touch her face, his eyes cl ose.

DR GRI CK
| need ny shot.

Hi s eyes dozy, he's nodding off. They stand in front of the
medi ci ne cabinet. She studies the different vials.

She has no clue which one is which. She reaches for the
ones on the top, the best stuff is always on the top shelf.
She fills the syringe. Struggles his sleeve up his arm

The skin a dark | eather, the needl e cannot penetrate. She
swings it down hard, jabs into his arm H's eyes pop open.

| NT. DI NI NG ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

The roomis enpty, but set as we have seen before. The
candl es dark. The dimfire casting an anber gl ow across the
room the shadows | ong and om nous.

The machete, seated on it's cradle alnost begs for the |ight.
It strangely alnost glows in it's perch.

A man's hand grabs it fromthe cradle.

The bl ade approaches overtaking the view

| NT. GRI CK HOUSE/ HALLWAY -- (THE PAST)

A lightening flash, the hallway Iights up.

A door opens. A weddi ng gown proceedi ng through the door.
Margaret steps into the dim hallway, she turns back to the
door .

A man steps out, her LOVER. He pulls her tight. She grabs
his crotch, a lusty smle. They have done this before, the
dress adding to insult. They Kkiss.

A lightening flash. Their tongues dance in their open nouths.
Dr Gick's shadow traces across the fl oor.
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They turn with a start. H's silhouette dark against the
| arge wi ndow behi nd.

| NT. DINGY LAB -- (TODAY)

The door opens, Craig pushes it open with the tip of the
machete. The glass jar clutched against his chest.
Margaret's preserved head in plain sight.

They stand watching Craig enter. Liz holds his hand. Dr
Gick sits up tall in his chair. H's hands in a permanent
spasm

The ook in his face not seen before, it burns with a
suppressed rage. His cheeks tighten in a smle, his stare
di st ant.

CRAI G
Doct or .

He pockets the keys in his hand. Holds out Margaret's head.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
| brought Margaret.

Liz clutches his hand tight, his head turns, nuzzles into
her arm

Craig steps in closer, holds out the jar.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
Doctor -- conme on, lets get ready.
| have your bride.

Dr Gick's hand tightens around her hand. He turns to Craig
his eyes fire red.

DR GRI CK
My bri de.

Crai g nears, his nervous gate wavers.

CRAI G
No -- she's not your bride. Here's
your bride. Here's Margaret. Right
her e.

She leans closer to Dr Gick. Dr Gick pulls her tight.

Crai g shakes the jar, Margaret's head floats around. He
waves the machete, struggles to hold the jar.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
That's not your Margaret. She's
just sone whore. Renenber?
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Dr Gick's grasp tightens around her hand, she pulls agai nst
hi s pai nful squeeze. Hi s body stiffening, eyes opening.

LI Z
Ow.

Liz leans down to Dr Gick's face, her |ips approaching his.
Her eyes cl ose her tongue peaki ng between her |ips, she |ays
a deep kiss on him her hands cradling his face. Craig
wavers, nervous turning to inpatience. He |unges forward.

CRAI G
Fuck this.

He grabs Liz by her braids, her hand clutches his grip, the
ot her being pulled back by Dr Gick. It snaps free with
Craig's pull.

LI Z
(scream

He drops the jar on the counter, pulls her down in front of
im He fights against her struggle, her hands pulling at
S
CRAI G

CGet the fuck over here.
He takes a solid hold, raises the machete in the air. He
ainms for her neck. Dr Gick's tall shadow falls across her
face. Craig |ooks curious, he turns.
Dr Gick stands behind him He | ooks twenty years younger,
his posture straight and tall. H's frailty subdued, he's
menaci ng towering over Craig.
He grabs Craig's hands, rips the nachete fromthem
Craig leaps for Dr Gick's hands, he fights himfor the
machete. Their struggle pitches them agai nst the counter,
the jar slides off the edge.

It shatters on the floor, Margaret's head splats like a tomato
on the hard concrete.

Dr Gick enraged, bats Craig across his head with the flat
of the bl ade.

| NT. GRI CK HOUSE/ HALLWAY -- (THE PAST)
Slightly slow, tinme crawls. Silent

Dr Gick wal ks down the hall, the silhouette of the machete
appears at his side.
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MARGARET stornms at him her face enraged. He pushes her
aside. She grabs his arm

The LOVER backi ng down the hallway. Dr Gick pads toward
him Margaret pulling himback, her gown waving. She nouths
her di sapproval .

Dr Gick shakes her off, his strut w dens. He nears the
cowering Lover. He raises the nachete.

| NT. GRUNGY ROOM ( TODAY)
Dr Gick tosses Craig against the wall |ike a rag doll.
Li z wat ches guarded behi nd.

The jolt wakes Craig, he shakes it off. Crouches agai nst
the wal | .

Dr Gick strolls over to him he raises the machete. Craig's
dazed face watching him He lunges grabbing for the machete,
it pierces his side. He falls back against the wall

I NT. GRICK HOUSE/ HALLWAY -- (THE PAST)

Dr Gick approaches the Lover, he cowers against Margaret's
painting. He raises the machete. Margaret reaches up and
hangs on his arm pulls the machete down. Dr Gick |leers at
her.

Dr Gick's head turned the Lover |unges around them Dr
Gick whips his head around, he fights Margaret for the
machete. He tosses her off, she stunbl es back.

Dr Gick swwngs wildly at him he twists his | egs buckling,
he slips around. His world blurring past him The nmachete

buries into the wall, it slices through the painting, it's
tip buried into the wall. He pulls it free.
The Lover stunbles over the top step down the hall. Dr Gick

turns, Margaret to his side. She stands notionless. Her
face sallow, her head turns to him eerily slow

Dr Gick stands, he watches. She |ooks straight at him for
a nonent. Her head continuing to turn. The red line
appeari ng across her neck, it begins to streak down her

t hr oat .

Her head twi sts around, it begins to slide sideways. Her
arms nove. Her head hangs in the air. Her body sl unping.
Dr Gick reaches for her, catching her falling body. Her
head bounces on the fl oor.

Dr Gick clutches her decapitated body. He wails.
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A beat.
Li ghtening fl ash.
EXT. GRICK HOUSE/ HILLSIDE -- MOMENTS LATER

Shoes stonp through the nuddy grass. A man's |egs kick as
t hey are dragged behi nd.

The Gick house behind them The driving rain beating agai nst
t heir backs.

A flash of lightening reflects off of the machete cl utched
in his hand.

Dr Gick drags the Lover down the hillside. He fights and
ki cks, but with Dr Gick's rage so intense he pulls him
effortlessly toward the rushing river bel ow

The | over slides across the nuddy river bank. He instantly
rolls over.

Dr Gick stands watching the I over on his knees begging for
his life.

He raises the machete. The Lover pleads. A lightening flash
lights Dr Gick's face, his expression cold, his eyes
l'ifel ess.

The WHOOSH of the machete slicing the air, the blade rings.
| NT. GRUNGY ROOM -- ( TODAY)

Dr Gick breaths heavy, his threatening presence intimdating.
Craig lays withing on the floor, he holds his punctured
chest tight.

Dr Gick's eyes glare red, the uncontrollable rage buil ding,
t he possession overwhelmng. He slowy raises the nachete,
his sm|e maniacal and frightening to the core.

The shadow ri ses behind him Unawar e of the noti on behind
him he continues to raise the nachete.

Her nove would inpress a Ninja. Liz whips the lift chain
around Dr Gick's neck, catches the hook in it and pulls the
hand chai n.

Dr Gick's body lurches up. H's eyes widen in shock. His
hand grabs the constricting chain around his neck. His feet
slipping, his whole weight unsteady around his throat.

The machete slings wildly in his other hand. H's |egs kicking
as he ascends. Behind himLiz pulls down the chain faster
and faster.
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Craig crawl s across the floor, he holds his side together.

Liz raises Dr Gick, his feet flailing, the nmachete sw nging,
Craig gets | ow

Dr Gick's kicking feet slaminto the nails sticking out of
the table |egs.

The chain tightens, Liz hangs on the lift chain. D Gick
tw sts around kicking his free leg. She pulls on the lift
chain, it tightens around his neck, he gasp and flails.

She junps up and down pulling on the |ift chain, each pul
digging the links into his flesh. She hangs on it, it holds
tight.

A beat .

She stares at his withing body. No hesitation, she |eaps
across his hanging torso. His foot inpaled on the nails,
his neck in the hoist, her dropping weight pops his head
off. It falls slow, bounces off the floor. The machete
dr ops.

Liz rolls away, his decapitated corpse crashing down on her.
A beat, quiet.

The sound of the freight el evator echoes through the open
door .

She picks herself up, leg throbbing, she clutches it. Linps
away fromDr Gick's dead, headl ess body.

| NT. FURNACE ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Li z opens the el evator doors, the netal clanking echoes in
the small room Craig sits, his back to us. She approaches
sl oW vy.

Craig turns, his eyes glazed. He withdraws the needl e from
his arm he clutches his side.

She lunges at him her finger ained for his throat. He junps
up nearly catching her. Her fingers dig into his neck, he
slings her to the side. He chokes, her grasp |ike steel,

her teeth grind.

He fights for a nmonent, she shoves himagainst the wall, his
head strikes hard, his eyes roll. She slans his head agai nst
the wall again, and again.

Every slam of his head sending himfurther into darkness.
She throws his |linp body down onto the conveyer. She takes
a breath, he's notionless.
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She slaps the "ON' button. The flanes burst to life, the
conveyer grinds forward, Craig is going in, slowy into the
fl ames.

Wth a start, Liz |leaps for his pocket. She digs out the
keys. They hang up on a hook. She funbles with it, getting
closer to the open oven, the conveyer dragging her closer.
The heat radiating on her face.

It lets go with a snap. She catches herself, slowy backs
away.

FADE
| NT. DOCK -- CONTI NUOUS

The jingle of the keys and the door flies open. It slans
against the wall as Liz bolts through. She turns on the
l[ight. Leaps for the wall switch, slans her hand on the
"OPEN"' button.

The steel door grinds open, she paces | ooking back down the
hall, the wait seens | ong.

The room goes bl ack, the door lurches to stop. The dimlight
under the partly open door cutting into the dark room

LI Z
Shi t!

She drops to her knees, rolling on her back she tries to
squeeze under. The opening barely enough to get her head
under .

She struggles forcing her shoul ders through, the tension
ni ppi ng at her.

The netal door scrapes at her back as she claws her way under,
every inch a battle of wills.

She pushes and fights against the door. Wth only her hips
to get under, she can sense freedomlingering.

Her toes claw at the concrete, the skin tearing. The wound
on her leg bleeding. The door stopped solid resists her
escape.

She pushes harder, with one | ast gasp she slips her wai st
under .

Col l apsing in a nonent of exhaustion, she lays half way out.
She breaths a sigh for a nonent.
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EXT. DARK ALLEY -- CONTI NUOUS

She crawls out into the alley. Lifting herself up she |linps
down the alley. The pain finding it's way into the nonents
calm At the end of the alley, the wall lights up from an
approaching car farther down the street.

She pauses a nonent, her |inp becomng a | abored sprint toward
the alley's end. The car drives by, her arns wavi ng
frantically, the gown flowng with her struggled run.

The car passes, a face inside turns passing, the red brake
lights glow ng against the brick wall. She waves frantic.

FADE TO BLACK
| NT. DOCK

The netal door scrapes at her back as she claws her way under,
every inch a battle of wills.

She fights against the door. Freedomlingering. Toes claw
at the concrete, the skin tearing. The wound on her |eg
bl eeding. The door stopped solid resists her escape.

She pushes harder, with one | ast gasp she slips her wai st
under. Collapsing in a nmonent of exhaustion. Laying half
way out, she breaths a sigh for a nonent. A nonent too | ong.

Her head |ifts up, eyes stunned. A CLICK, the |ight under
t he door shines in her face.

She pulls. Her leg held tight, she kicks at the door with
her free | eg.

She | ooks to see a pair of legs standing on the other side.
Kneel i ng down, she can see themstarting to | ook under the
door .

The bright light shining in her eyes make it difficult to
see. Slowy it becones clear.

Dr Gick stares back at her. A beat of disbelief, stunned,
she stares at the face of the man she just killed.

She twists clawing at the pavenent. Her leg held tight, her
efforts futile. Her head turns back and forth, her gaze
caught between freedom and captivity. Dr Gick's cold stare
beam ng back at her

LI Z
( SCREAVB)
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| NT. BEDROOM -- NI GHT

She snaps up in bed, the sweat running down her face. Her
eyes adjusting to the light. Even in the dark, she finds
confort in the famliar setting of her chil dhood bedroom

She | ooks to the night stand. Reaches. The photo of her
and Kari, enbraced as children. A tear, she puts it back.

The yel | owed pi ece of paper sits atop the night stand. She
slowy picks it up

Unfolding it, she stares in the dimlight.

DR GRICK (V.0QO)
My Darling Margaret.

SLOW FADE | NTO
I NT. GRICK HOUSE/ STUDY -- (THE PAST)

Dr Gick |eans against the mantle, his head against his arm
He stands notionl ess.

DR GRICK (V.0Q)
| realize, all too late, how it nust
have becone so troubling for you.
can only imagine the solitude you
must have felt and how unbearabl e
|ife al one becane.
For this | amsorry.

He turns his head, his eyes cl osed.

DR GRICK (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
| now see with clarity. Aclarity
cl ouded far too long, that it was ny
own obsessive conpul sion that kept
me away far too often. My desire to
find the cures of man's ills, blinded
me to nmy own di sease.

Hs head lifts. He rests his chin on his arm

DR GRICK (V.Q ) (CONT' D)
A di sease far nore damagi ng than the

ones | sought to cure. | wish ny
mal ady had been one of self
destruction. Instead it did not

afflict nme alone, but destroyed your
beautiful soul and spirit. A spirit
you needed to share with soneone.

H s eyes wander up. An old vase. A native pottery bow and
a reed doll.
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A photo, silver frame, Margaret stands enbracing Dr G ck.
Beautiful in her weddi ng gown, a handsone tuxedo. They smle.
Menories of the past |line the mantle.

DR GRICK (V.QO) (CONT' D)
| feel that it is far too late for
me to return to the man | once was.
The man whose hopes had at one tinme
gi ven you great joy and happi ness.
| fear he has gone for good, never
to return.

Hi s gaze | ooki ng up, stopping on the MACHETE t hat hangs
centered on the wall above.

DR CRICK (V.O ) (CONT' D)
Sol will wait alone, wait for the
day we can once agai n be together.
It wll be ny turn to suffer through
the solitude and only through God's
forgi veness, bring us together again.

The desk drawer opens. His hand reaches in.
He wr aps the rubber tourniquet around his arm

DR GRICK (V.Q ) (CONT' D
| know now that | drove her to it.

The needl e pierces his arm
The syringe bounces across the desk.

DR GRICK (V.QO ) (CONT' D)
But if it is meant to be ny destiny
to join the fallen angels for ny
i ndi scretions, nmy wait shall be
eternal and our day together may
never corme.
For that please forgive ne.

Hi s eyes close, his head tilts back, he begins to trenble.

FADES | NTO
LI Z
Wth ny lasting |love -- Always yours --
Em "

I NT. CLUB -- NI GHT

Liz folds the old and faded letter, a tear runs down her
cheek. She | ooks up.
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The girls are all here, again. Cearly some sort of costune
ball, they wear a m x of costunes.

Jill unconfortably wears a nun's habit, her shrew sh face
al nost fitting of her attire.

Christi, not sure if this is really a costune or just one of
her regular outfits. She clings onto a prop stripper pole,
her pasties way too small for her anple breasts. She bounces
to the club MJSIC.

And Sara. The silly mask does little to conceal her face.
Her costune, very skinpy, reveals a bit too much of her
curvaceous figure.

They sit there, unconfortably silent.

SARA
WOW-- You're like a total Ranmbo --
| f Ranbo was a girl | nean.
Jill rolls her eyes.
JILL

Sounds like total bullshit to ne.

LI Z
Your fiancée buy you that costune?

She leers at Liz, her eyes |ike daggers. She turns away.
Sara stares wi de-eyed at Liz, her head nod telling her to
keep qui et.

A beat .

CHRI STI
So where did you get the letter?

LI Z
| put it in the gown, not sure why.
Wasn't thinking about it.

CHRI STI
Did you get to keep it?

Liz holds up the letter.

LI Z
The letter?

CHRI STI
No. The dress.

Li z sips her soda, nods her head.



A beat .

LI Z
No, they took it away at the hospital.

LI Z (CONT' D)
VWiy? Do you think Jill could use
it?

The others cover their nouths snickering. They al

away from

sonet hi ng.

t hem even

Li z | ooks

The girls

| ook
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Jill, clearly they are all avoi ding saying
She turns back to them her leer cutting through
deeper. Sara stands up, |eans down and hugs Li z.

SARA
Anyway, you were a total bad-ass,
want you for ny body guard.

LI Z
No thanks. Once in a lifetine is
enough for ne.

CHRI STI
well -- Did they find -- un®

down, the nenories taunting. She shrugs.

LI Z
They said it will take nonths to
figure it all out. There were
hundreds of remains all over.

| ook stunned.
LI Z (CONT' D)

They have to figure out what was
| egit and what was not.

JILL
Still sounds flaky to ne.
SARA
Vell | don't care, you're still a

hero to ne.

She stands | ooki ng around.

They stare at her with blank faces. Liz nods. She wal ks
he crowd, her strut inviting, she bounces to the

off into t
beat .

SARA ( CONT' D)
| " m gonna get another drink, maybe
check out sone of these guys here,
anyone want anythi ng?
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Sara wal ks through the crowd, the girls at the table grow ng
di stant behi nd her.

A BEAT

She sl ouches on the bar stool sipping her fruity drink.
Again the straw seem ngly pasted between her lips. Her eyes
gaze the cromd with a nmuch too i nnocent and naive stare.

We see the back of a man's head as he approaches. She sits
upright as he nears, her eyes beam ng. She coyly bats her
eyes.

MASKED MAN
Hi .

SARA
Ch , ny god, that makeup is awesone.
You shoul d take off the mask and
show it.

Hi s back to us he raises the mask. Her face beam ng, she
reaches out and touches his face. She playfully cringes.

MASKED MAN
Care to dance?
A beat .
SARA
| don't know -- your mask is very

scary.

She snickers. He reaches taking her hand. Setting down her
drink -- she stands -- wal ks toward the dance fl oor.

He turns, a plain white nmask covers half his face. The
"Phant om of The Opera" kind. It does a good job of covering
t he burn scars.

The rancor dripping in his eyes, CRAIG S |eer follows her
strut into the crowd.

She | ooks back, he foll ows.

SARA ( CONT' D)
Haven't | seen you here before?

Bl ack. ..
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