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FADE | N:

| NT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Smal | and cranped. Noticeably devoid of windows. Lit by two
flickering linear florescent |ight bul bs.

One fl ashes off.

Barely enough light remains to illumnate the ten chairs

arranged in a sloppy circle.

support group of sone sort.

Ni ne women and one man.

The man is KELBY (24), tall and | ean, slunped in his chair

with his hands buried in his pockets,

resentnent from every pore.

COURTNEY (20s),

exudi ng

a plain Jane with over-sized gl asses and a

phenonenal |y bad haircut, has the floor, telling an enphatic
story with frequent gesturing.

| nstead of her voice, we hear:

Courtney sinks into her seat,

KELBY (V. Q)
Deat h. That bi g dark unknown t hat
brings fear to the hearts of young
and old alike. The existenti al
teeter-totter of good versus evil.
Heaven versus Hell. The ki ngdom of
God versus eternal damation. Are
the Christians onto something? Do
we need to be damm near saint-1like
if we aspire to enter the pearly
gates? O are the Atheists as right
as they think they are with their
ultimate anti-climactic theory;
young or old, acconplished or

stagnant, pure or evil, all
destined to rot in a box in the
ground?

(pregnant pause)
Who the fuck knows.

of her tale.

A honel y woman,

LEADER, perks up.

Eager hands spring up, all but Kel by s and Courtney’s.

GROUP LEADER
Anyone el se?

easily twice the age of everyone el se,

exhausted fromthe flanboyancy

GROUP



KELBY
(under hi s breath)
It doesn’'t matter.

Al'l heads snap in his direction. Soneone even GASPS. He
spoke. He’'s never spoken before.

G oup leader sits up tall in her chair, fixes her
i nqui sitive gaze on Kel by.

GROUP LEADER
|’ msorry?

Kel by still doesn’t look up. Still doesn't want to be here.

KELBY
It doesn’t matter.

GROUP LEADER
How could it not matter?

KELBY
When you get to the point where the
hell you' re living in couldn’t
possi bly be any worse than the
hypot heti cal hell that nmay or may
not be waiting for you on the flip
side... it doesn't matter. Nothing
matters.

A gloony silence stifles the energy in the room

Group leader sits with her nmouth ajar. This woman has
probably never been speechl ess before and she doesn’t quite
know how to react.

Al the eager hands slunp down onto fidgety | aps.

EXT. G TY STREET - DAY

| nt ense sunlight bathes the busy street as pedestrians and
nmotori sts go about their day.

Kel by exits a building in a hurry and heads down the
sidewal k, joining the foot traffic. He casts a resentful
scow at the sun before flipping up the hood on his
sweatshirt. Retrieves a nearly enpty pack of cigarettes from
hi s pocket, lights one up.

COURTNEY (Q. S.)
Kel by!



Kel by gl ances over his shoul der. Sees that he' s being chased
by the girl with the bad hair. Picks up his pace
accordi ngly.

So does Courtney. She catches up as he is forced to stop at
a crosswal k. Cones up al ongside him Bunps himplayfully
wi th her shoul der.

COURTNEY
Hey. | was calling. Guess you
didn’t hear.

Kel by’ s focus remains fixed strai ght ahead, on the traffic
light. The only thing standi ng between himand getting away
fromthis girl.

KELBY
| did.

Courtney is taken aback, but only for a second. She giggles,
shrugs it off. She’s one of those resilient types. O
obl i vi ous.

COURTNEY
Oh. Well... wanna grab a coffee?

He fidgets. Checks his watch.

KELBY
| have a thing.

COURTNEY
What ki nd of thing?

Kel by focuses his attention in the opposite direction. Keeps
qui et .

COURTNEY (cont’ d)

Most peopl e make somnet hi ng up. For
aut henticity sake.

(expect ant pause)
To spare the other person’s
feel i ngs.

(getting inpatient)
You' re not gonna make sonething up?

Mercifully, the Iight changes. Traffic ceases. Pedestrians
cross the intersection.

Kel by noves with the flow Courtney hurries to catch up.



COURTNEY (cont’ d)
The group has sone concerns.

Kel by continues on. He doesn’'t care. Just wants to be |eft
al one.

COURTNEY (cont’ d)
What you said back there... kinda
sounds like... you re not gonna do
anything... permanent... are you?

Kel by halts at the graffitied glass enclosure of a city bus
stop. Extends his hands flat against the glass, as if he’'s
about to be arrested.

A handful of people in the enclosure turn to watch the
spect acl e.

KELBY
Wanna frisk ne? Nothing on ny
person, but | do have rat poison
back at ny pl ace.

Courtney frowns. This isn’'t a joke to her.

KELBY (cont’ d)
We done here?

He returns his arns to his sides. Leans up against a |ight
pole. Pulls sonme earbuds out of his pants pocket and pl ugs
theminto his ears.

Courtney pronptly pulls them out.

COURTNEY
Ms. O arke wanted to nake the call
but I told her I would talk to you.

She places air quotes around "the call", in case her norbid
tone doesn’t accurately relay its serious nature.

KELBY
Do | need to sign sonething,
acknow edging that said tal k was
del i vered?

He gives her anple time to respond, then sticks the earbuds
back in when she doesn’'t. Swivels around on the pole so that
his back is now to Courtney.

She yanks the other end of the earbuds out of his

pocket. It’s not connected to anything. She dangles it in
front of his nose for a second, as if making sone
significant point, then stonps off.



Kel by turns to watch her go, then drops the plug end of the
ear buds down the front of his hoodie.

INT. CITY BUS (MOVING - DAY

A smal| scattering of md-day riders, nost on their cel
phones. Sonme neke idle conversation with neighboring
passengers.

Kel by sits in the very back, segregating hinmself from
everyone el se. Earbuds still in, he stares stoically out the
wi ndow as the world rushes by in the opposite direction.

EXT. REHABI LI TATI ON CENTER - DAY

An idyllic brick building surrounded by willow trees draped
wi t h Spani sh noss.

| NT. REHABI LI TATI ON CENTER - DAY

A RECEPTI ONI ST (40s) sits perched behind the front desk, in
the m ddl e of a personal call.

Kel by enters, taking down his hood and pulling out the
ear buds. He approaches the desk but the Receptioni st
conti nues her conversation, oblivious to his presence.

KELBY
Excuse ne.

Receptioni st gives himthe briefest of glances, then flashes
t he universal "give nme a mnute" sign

When she continues to prattle on, he wanders off to a
wal | - mount ed rmagazi ne rack stuffed with panphlets.

Donesti c abuse. Drug abuse. Al cohol abuse. Prescription pil
abuse.

He chooses one as a distraction. The bold title reads: "Are
you a nynphonmani ac?".

RECEPTIONI ST (O S.)
Do you need sone hel p?

Kel by stuffs the panphlet back in with urgency, as if he’'s
j ust been caught | ooking at porn. Slides his hands into his
pockets as he anbles over to her desk.



KELBY
| called yesterday. About checking
out a patient.

Receptionist rolls her task chair to the other end of the
desk, in front of her conputer, fingers ready to type.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Nane?
KELBY
S| oan.
RECEPTI ONI ST
Is that a | ast name?
KELBY
First.
RECEPTI ONI ST

| need the | ast nane.

KELBY
How many Sl oan’s do you have?

Receptioni st glances up, mldly annoyed.

RECEPTI ONI ST
The dat abase goes by [ ast nane.

KELBY
Shaw conmma Sl oan.

Receptioni st flashes a benused smrk, then types.

RECEPTI ONI ST
[t'll be a few m nutes. Have a
seat .

Kel by ai m essly wanders the room avoiding the hawk-Iike
gaze of the now peeved Recepti oni st.

Receptioni st resunes her phone conversation, not quite as
hushed as before.

Kel by sinks down onto one of the |eather chairs and picks up
a magazine. Aimessly flips through it.

An article about nortgage rates at an all-tine low. An ad
for erectile dysfunction. Another one for anti-anxiety
medi cati on.

He tosses down the nmagazi ne. Picks up another one. It’'s an
AARP. Wth a snicker, he puts it back.



@ ances over his shoul der at the closed door beside the
Receptionist’s desk, then at the Receptionist. She's stil
on the phone. Soneone is getting married next week and she
doesn’t have a date for the wedding. Go figure.

Kel by returns his attention to the table of nagazi nes beside
him Begins to straighten them neticul ously, so that they
overlap slightly.

Checks back with the Receptionist. Nothing has changed. He
gets up and starts pacing.

A second table of disorganized nmagazi nes steals his
attention as he starts to straighten those as well. Arranges
themin al phabetical order. Before he can finish--

A DOOR OPENS, causing himto | ook away fromthe magazi nes.

A petite dark-haired girl, SLOAN (19), enters the waiting
area dressed in a drab pair of over-sized sweats. Her

conpl exion has a pallor to it that suggests she hasn't seen
the sun in a while.

They stare at each other for a |long, awkward beat, her just
standing there, himjust sitting there. Both reluctant to
make the first nove.

After quickly conpleting the nagazi ne organi zati on, Kel by
goes to her, cradling her face in his hands. Studies her

Wi th intense concentration. The maturity in her eyes belies
t he yout hful ness of her face.

He pulls her into his arnms while hers remain stiffly at her
sides. However, within seconds, she nelts into his enbrace,
grabbing two fistfuls of his clothing as she buries her face
agai nst his chest.

Soneone clears their throat loudly, jolting them apart.
REHAB DOCTOR (60s), lanky with an al nost conpletely white
nmust ache, stands behind them clipboard hugged to his chest.
Stern-faced. Al business.

Sl oan heads for the door.

SLOAN
| need a cigarette.

Kel by reaches into one of his pockets, then the other. Cones
back enpty on both attenpts.

Sl oan nonchal antly flashes the crunpled pack of cigarettes
she just pick-pocketed as she exits.



He follows her to the door, then observes her closely
t hrough a wi ndow as she lights up a cigarette.

REHAB DOCTOR (O. S.)
She’ s not ready to be rel eased.

Kel by keeps his gaze fixed out the wi ndow, refusing to give
the doctor a fraction of his attention.

REHAB DOCTOR
She’ s been... reluctant to open up.
If I had nore tinme--

KELBY
I f you haven't gotten her to talk
in four nonths, the odds are not in
your favor.

Rehab Doctor joins himat the window in an attenpt to garner
his attention. Appears frustrated when he fails.

REHAB DOCTOR
Her issues go far beyond drugs and
al cohol . | apol ogi ze for being
blunt but... she’s one seriously

damaged young | ady. She’'s by far

t he nost dysfunctional patient |I’ve
ever encountered in ny 37 years as
a clinical psychol ogist.

Kel by flashes himan annoyed gl are before focusing back out
t he wi ndow.

KELBY
She’ s fucked up. | get it.

W NDOW POV

Sl oan stands in the mddle of the parking | ot bl ow ng
circles with the cigarette snoke. She nakes eye contact with
Kel by. W nks.

BACK TO SCENE
Kel by smiles, despite hinself.

REHAB DOCTOR
No, | don’t think that you do. If
she | eaves now, the way she is--

KELBY
(re: clipboard)
Do | have to sign sonething?



Rehab Doctor reluctantly hands over the clipboad and a pen
t hat he has plucked from his pocket.

Kel by "practices" his signhature above the line four tines
before scribbling it on the form Rehab Doctor watches this
with raised eyebrows.

Kel by hands back the clipboard but the Doctor hesitates to
take it. Kelby pushes it at his chest, then heads for the
door .
REHAB DOCTOR
M. Shaw, | strongly urge you to
reconsi der.

Kel by pauses. Reconsiders. Exits.

EXT. REHABI LI TATI ON CENTER - MOMENTS LATER

Sl oan clinbs up on the hood of a shiny new Lexus and spraw s
out across it, basking in the sunlight. She takes a drag of
the cigarette as--

Kel by hops up beside her. She passes himthe cigarette.

SLOAN
Sun feel s good.
KELBY
It’ 1l give you cancer

He tokes on the cigarette before passing it back, smrking
at the irony.

SLOAN
That fuckin’ Nazi said snoking is a
gat eway drug.

She takes a drag. It’s al nost down to the butt.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
Like it’s pot or sonething.

She passes it back to Kel by, who takes the | ast drag before
flicking it away. The butt goes skipping across the asphalt
like a rock on the surface of a | ake.

SLOAN (cont’d)
This’s his car. Fancy, huh? Just
got a brand new paint job.



10.

Kel by shakily clanbers to his feet, then clinbs up onto the
roof. The netal under his feet CREAKS as he offers Sl oan a
hand.

KELBY
M | ady?

Sl oan giggles like a school girl as she takes his hand and
allows himto help her onto the roof. Together they tranple
across the roof and junp down off the back, |eaving m nor

di ngs and dents in their wake.

EXT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - DAY

Two-story. A conbination of brick and wood. Covered in
graffiti. Rusted security bars on all the w ndows. Hone
sweet hone.

| NT. APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

The cranped space is mninmally furni shed but inpeccably
neat .

The front door opens and in trudges Kel by and Sl oan. She
i medi ately strips off her tennis shoes and di scards them
haphazardly on the fl oor.

SLOAN
| " m starving.

Kel by shuts and | ocks the door, then a deadbolt and chain.

He unl ocks the deadbolt and re-locks it four times. Slides
the chain back and forth four tines.

Wth his ritual now conplete, he turns to find Sloan gone. A

breadcrunb-like trail of shoes and socks | eads into the
ki t chen.

| NT. APARTMENT - KITCHEN - SAME

Sl oan ransacks the freezer. Unable to find what she’s
| ooking for, she slanms the door. Turns, surprised to find--

Kel by standing in the doorway. A di sappointed frown hangs on
his face.

KELBY
Fl ushed it.

She gives hima hard | ook, then squeezes past.
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SLOAN
We're out of ice cream

| NT. APARTMENT - HALLWAY - DAY

Sloan’s sweatpants lie on the floor, in front of a partially
open door.

Kel by plucks themup, adding it to the socks and shoes
al ready in hand. Nudges the door open the rest of the way.

BATHROOM

Li ke the rest of the apartnent, nodest and outdated but
cl ean enough to eat off the fl oor.

The shower is on.

Sloan pulls off her sweatshirt. Lets it fall onto the floor,
an inch away fromthe hanper. She wears no undergarnents.
Gets into the shower. C oses the curtain.

SLOAN (O S.)
He woul dn’t | et us have bras or
panti es because he said we could
use themto hang oursel ves..

| NSI DE SHOWER

She picks up an al nbst non-existent remmant of a pink soap
bar, then opts for a bottle of body wash | abeled "for nen".
Fli ps open the cap. Sniffs the contents.

SLOAN
...but I think it gave hi mwood
know ng we weren’'t wearing any.

QUTSI DE SHOWER

Kel by picks up the sweatshirt off the floor. Tosses it and
the other clothes into the hanper. Straightens sone
decorative towels hanging froma bar on the wall.

SLOAN (O S.)
A girl made a noose out of her
pants ny second day there. They
found her dangling fromthe--

KELBY
Dad di ed.

| NSI DE SHOWER
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Sloan falls silent for a nonment of conprehension, then
conti nues vigorously scrubbing her body.

SLOAN
It’s about fucking tine.

KELBY (O S.)
Funeral s on Fri day.

SLOAN
Il send a card. Do you think
Hal | mar k makes one that says: "Burn

in hell, you evil notherfucker"?
KELBY (O S.)

You can deliver that nessage in

per son.

Sl oan’ s expression changes drastically. Anger bubbles just
bel ow the surface as she rinses off. She turns off the water
but remains in the shower.

QUTSI DE SHOWER

Kel by gets a towel out of the Iinen cabinet. Opens the
curtain just enough to hand it to her.

Through the opaque curtain, we see Sloan wap the towel
around herself.

SLOAN (O S.)
| thought you got ne out because
you m ssed nme. Because you realized
you were wong and wanted me back.
" mso fucking stupid.

She rips open the curtain and bolts fromthe shower. Tries
to nmake it out of the bathroom but Kel by grabs hold of her
wist. Pulls her against him Lowers his lips to her ear.

KELBY
| m ssed you every single day. |
wanted to get you out every single
day.

Sl oan’s expression softens as her anger fades. Soon she
resenbles a little girl, scared and confused.

SLOAN
|’ ve changed. Everything’ s gonna be
better now 1’1l be better.
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KELBY
You wal ked in the front door and
went straight for your stash.

SLOAN
To nake sure it was gone. So |
woul dn’t be tenpted. Dr. Pritchard
sai d- -

KELBY
| don’t give a single fuck what
Pritchard said. Listen to what |I'm
saying. | can’'t do this any nore.
won’t.

She cocks her head to the side as she carefully studies his
eyes. In an instant, scared and confused Sloan is repl aced
with a bitter and rebellious version.

SLOAN
So this is just a field trip?
Funeral, then right back in the
fucki ng hol e?

Kel by answers with a heavy sigh. He tries to enbrace her,
but she pushes himaway and races out of the bathroom

After a second, he follows into the--
HALLWAY

--where she slans the bedroomdoor in his face. He tries the
handle only to find it | ocked.

KELBY
He had a will. There's noney. A |ot
of noney.

| NT. APARTMENT - BEDROOM - SAME

Still danp from her shower, Sloan struggles into a pair of
skin-tight |eather short shorts. She then rumrages through
dresser drawers until locating a red corset top.

SLOAN
| don’t want his fucking noney.

She slips into the corset, |eaving drawers open and cl ot hing
spewi ng out. Applies a superfluous anount of black eyeliner.



14.

KELBY (O S.)
After everything he’s done to you,
you’' ve earned this noney. You
deserve it.

Sl oan paints her lips a dark natte red. Smacks them
t oget her.

KELBY (O. S.) (cont’d)
You woul dn’t have to live the way
you’ ve been living. You coul d get
your GED, go to college, get a good
| ob.

She runs a brush through her danp hair. Stares down her
refl ection, unflinching.

HALLWAY

Kel by rests his forehead hopel essly agai nst the door as he
waits for her to come around.

After a long beat, the door flings open and Sloan exits,
sheat hing herself in a black trench coat. A pair of knee
hi gh boots conpl etes her hooker chic | ook.

He tries to block her path, but she slips under his arm and
takes off down the hallway and into the--

LI VI NG ROOM
--with Kel by one step behind.

KELBY
You just got hone.

SLOAN
Vacation's over. Back to work.

She throws open the front door, on the verge of stepping
out si de when he grabs her by the arm A firm unyiel ding
grip that | eaves no roomfor negotiation.

KELBY
This is the last tine you | eave
here |l ooking |ike that.

SLOAN
What are you gonna do next tine
that you haven’'t had the balls to
do before?

Kel by grabs her by the face, squeezing her cheeks so hard
that her |ips pucker.
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KELBY
| " mdone living with a junkie
whor e.

Sloan’s blue eyes flood with tears. In an instant she’s
poor, fragile Sloan again.

SLOAN
You want that to be the last thing
you say to ne?

Kel by’ s resolve begins to nelt as renorse sets in. H's hand
slips off her face.

And just like that, she flips the switch again.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
You don’t own ne. You don't get to
deliver scary ultimatuns or dictate
how | nake a living. And you sure
as fuck don’'t get to stop ne from
| eavi ng.

She gl ances down at his grip on her arm

SLOAN (cont’ d)

You want ne to screan? |’1| scream
so fucking | oud your ears wll

still be ringing when the cops show
up.

Kel by rel eases her. Watches helplessly in the doorway as she
races off, the dark night swallowi ng her whol e.

He steps back inside and calmy closes the door. Then, in a
fit of rage, kicks over a house plant, scattering dirt al
over the carpet.

After taking a nonment to calmhinself, he trudges into the--
Kl TCHEN

--and begins filling a bucket with hot water and cl eaning
chemi cal s.

EXT. SUBURBAN HOME - NI GHT

Two-story nodel hone in an upscal e nei ghbor hood.

The garage door opens as a custom zed BLACK HUMVER pul | s

into the driveway, its EXHAUST LOUDLY announcing the
arrival .
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| NT. SUBURBAN HOVE - BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

JORGE (30s), a handsone Latino with killer dinples, escorts
Sloan in. No sooner than they are past the threshold does he
start to renove her trench coat.

Sl oan’s eyes go wi de when she notices that the bed is
covered in plastic.

He drapes her coat on the back of a chair, then produces a
wal | et fromhis back pocket.

JORGE
First things first. Is it still a
hundr ed?

Sl oan just nods. She can’t take her eyes off the bed.

Jorge pulls out a crisp hundred dollar bill and hands it
over.

SLCOAN
Mnd if | use your bathroon?

Jorge notions to a door across the room

Sl oan enters the--

BATHROOM

Shuts and | ocks the door, then rests her forehead agai nst

it.

| NT. APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NI GHT

Kel by | ays one of Sloan’s garnents across the dresser,
carefully folding it length-wise, then rolling it into a
conpact shape. Places it into a drawer filled with simlarly

rol | ed pi eces of clothing.

The dresser drawers have been returned to their previously
ti dy appearance.

He begi ns dusting now, even though there isn’t any dust to
speak of. Makes his way to a franed photo on his side of the
dr esser.

| NSERT - PHOTO
An enmaci ated worman propped up with pillows in a hospita

bed. There is a scarf wapped around her bald head and a
huge smle on her face as she enbraces a snmall boy.
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BACK TO SCENE

Kel by picks up the photo to dust it, his gaze |lingering
| onger than necessary before he sets it back in place.

| NT. SUBURBAN HOVE - BATHROOM - NI GHT

Sl oan turns the faucet on full blast. Wth the sound of the
RUNNI NG WATER as a cover, she rummages through what the
medi ci ne cabinet has to offer.

There isn’t nuch of a selection. Over the counter antacids,
col d nedi ci nes, deodorant, col ogne, aftershave.

Then, behind a box of bandages, she discovers a prescription
bottle of OxyContin.

She gl ances back at the door over her shoul der, then quickly
renmoves the |id and shakes out a couple tablets onto the
vanity.

She uses a col ogne bottle to crush the tablets into a
powder. Rolling up the hundred dollar bill, she snorts her
fear away.

| NT. APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NI GHT

Kel by lies in bed, w de awake, focused intensely on the
enpty spot beside him He squeezes his eyes shut, trying to
sleep, trying to forget. When he opens thema second | ater,
the enpty spot still serves as a bitter rem nder

| NT. SUBURBAN HOVE - BEDROOM - N GHT

Sloan lies on her stonmach on the plastic-covered bed,
wearing nothing but a pair of black |ace panties. Her arns
and |l egs are spread apart, tied to the four posts.

Jorge reaches for a razor blade on the nightstand. She
squi rns unconfortably.

SLOAN
Don't hurt ne.

JORGE
The only thing worse than a |vying
cheating whore is a lying cheating
whore that doesn’t know when to
shut the fuck up
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He slices off her panties with the razor, revealing red hot
hand prints covering her buttocks.

SLOAN
Mexi co. Mexi co!

Undeterred, Jorge stuffs the panties between her pursed
l'ips.

A MJUFFLED WAI L escapes her gagged nouth as the bl ade nakes
its first incision on her back.

As the wound slowy drips blood, we realize that her back is
a roadmap of scars.

| NT. APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NI GHT

Kel by tosses and turns a few tinmes before sitting upright
and swinging his |l egs over the side of the bed. He sinks his
head into his hands, conbs his fingers through his hair.

Gving up the fight, he clinbs out of bed and wheels a
vacuum out of the closet. Plugs it in and starts it up.

| NT. SUBURBAN HOVE - BEDROOM - SAME

Jorge straddles Sloan’s hips, thrusting into her from
behi nd.

Still tied to the bed by her wists and ankl es, her back is
sneared with blood. She cries intermttently.

He closes his eyes and tilts his head back in an effort to
tune her out, but it’'s getting to him Finally, he stops
t hrusti ng.

JORGE
Shut the fuck up. Dead people don't
cry. They don’t make a fucking
sound. Your job is sinple. Just |ay
there and be fucki ng dead!

He begins thrusting again, with renewed conviction.
Sl oan steel s her expression, suppressing any further sounds.

He expels a mighty groan before collapsing on top of her.
Moves her hair aside so he can whisper in her ear.
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JORGE
Wrth every penny.

He rolls off the bed. Traces of her blood has transfered
onto his stomach and chest. He rubs it into his skin, like b
he's noi sturizing. Takes a bit nore off her back and paints
his face with it.

Sl oan grunts loudly, desperate to be heard despite the
gag. Jorge renoves it from her nouth.

JORGE
VWhat was that?

She’s out of breath fromall the crying and struggling.

SLOAN
Mex. .. Mexi co.

He fl ashes a crooked smrk

JORGE
Too late for the safe word, baby.
W' re all done for tonight.

As he struts into the bathroom wearing her blood Iike war
pai nt, Sloan’s head rolls down against the bed.

| NT. APARTMENT - BEDROCOM - DAY
An ALARM bl ares. 6:00 a. m

Kel by sits on the floor across the room right beside the
open door. Judging fromthe dark circles under his eyes,
he’ s probably been there all night.

He gets to his feet sluggishly and shuts off the alarm
Changes into his work uniform navy blue Dickies and a

mat chi ng button-down shirt with his nanme on the pocket. He
fastens all the buttons, then unfastens them and begins
agai n.

| NT. APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - MORNI NG
Two place settings have been arranged at the tiny cafe
tabl e. Eggs Benedict adorns the faded China with a five-star

present ati on.

Kel by sits in front of his untouched plate, staring
stoically across the table at the enpty chair.

The clock on the stove reads: "7:37 a.m".
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He lightly taps his fork against the table four tines. Sets
it down and picks up the spoon. TAP-TAP-TAP- TAP. He sets it
down and reaches for the knife but is interrupted as--

An ol d, wall-nmounted phone next to the refrigerator RINGS
He sighs heavily, then abandons the knife to answer it.

KELBY
Hel | 0?... speaking...

I ncredi bly |1 ong pause. His facial expression doesn’t change,
gi vi ng not hi ng away.

KELBY (cont’d)
Ckay.

He hangs up. Sits back down. Picks up the knife and taps it
agai nst the table four tines. Takes a deep breath, then..

...picks up his plate and throws it across the room
CRASH Food and gl ass everywhere.

He picks up the other plate, as if he’s going to throw that
one too, then returns it to the table.

| NT. COUNTY HOSPI TAL - DAY

Kel by wal ks briskly down a long corridor, a tinfoil-covered
pl ate i n hand.

NURSE' S STATI ON

A preoccupi ed NURSE (50s) gl ances up froma nound of
paperwork as he approaches.

KELBY
Sl oan Shaw.

He doesn’t stop at the desk. Instead, he keeps up the urgent
pace, glancing into every open door he passes.

Nurse frowns synpathetically as she hurries along after him
She takes hold of his armto stop himbut he just keeps

goi ng.

NURSE
You can’'t go in yet. Not until
t hey’ ve done a rape kit.
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KELBY
She wasn’t raped.

Her frown deepens.

NURSE
l"msorry. | know that's hard to
hear .

KELBY

Did she say she was raped?

Nurse stops to think, as if she can’t wal k and concentrate
si mul taneously. He continues on w thout her.

YOUNG NURSE
Not in so many words, but it was
obvi ous from her injuries.

He stops further down the hall. A good 10 feet separate
t hem

KELBY
Sloan likes to have sex. Wth all
ki nds of guys. Al kinds of
di fferent ways.

Nurse quickly closes the gap between them gl ancing
nervously around the corridor.

NURSE
I f you could just...

An Orderly pushing an enpty wheel chair pretends not to have
heard as he continues to the el evator bay.

A Visitor wwth flowers eyes Kel by as she hurries into a
patient’s room

KELBY
Some of them do things to her.
Fucked up things. Things she
enjoys, even if it |looks like she
doesn’t. Sonetines it goes too far,
even for her.

NURSE
No, but this was--

KELBY
When you were stitching up her
back, did you notice her scars?
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NURSE
Yes, but...

Nurse furrows her brows as realization sets in.

KELBY
s it still obvious?

Nurse stands there, speechless, while Kel by continues on.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Whi ch roonf

She clears her throat. Hesitates.

NURSE
11B.

As Kel by rounds a corner up ahead..

NURSE (cont’d)
But we already called the police.

| NT. HOSPI TAL - ROOM 11B - SAME

Dressed in a hospital gown, Sloan sits up in bed, nervously
ghawi ng at her fingernails.

Kel by enters silently. Pulls the curtain closed behind him
Sets the plate on her bedside table, positions it in front
of her. Renoves the tinfoil. Al very nechanical and w thout
a single word spoken. Then..

KELBY
We had eggs benedi ct today.

Sl oan hol ds his gaze for a nonent, studying him but his
poker face is inpervious to her scrutiny.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Eat .

She picks up the fork and starts eating, half-heartedly.

KELBY (cont’ d)
They think you were raped.

Sl oan chews, keeping qui et.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Were you?
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She reaches into the pocket of her trench coat. Pulls out
the rolled up hundred dollar bill and straightens it out.
There's still white dust residue on it fromthe Oxy. She
gathers it up with a finger and pops it into her nouth.
O fers the noney to Kel by.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Coul dn’t even go 24 hours. Jesus
fucking Christ.

Wth an exasperated sigh, he slides his hands into his
pockets. He doesn’t want anything to do with that noney.

SLOAN
Don’t soil your panties. It’s just
Oxy.

KELBY

Baby steps this tinme?
Sl oan shoves the noney back into her pocket. Chuckles.

KELBY (cont’ d)
This is funny?

SLOAN
You shoul d see your face right now.
You're all...

She attenpts to recreate the serious expression on Kelby’'s
face but fails m serably. Shovels a forkful of eggs into her
nmout h.

KELBY
They call ed the cops. Know what
you’' re gonna say?

SLOAN
(rmouth full)
Good norning, Oficer. | don’t
usual ly do cops, but for you--

Kel by picks up her plate and sets it down roughly, causing
the food to scatter everywhere.

[ Note: Kel by stutters when he’s angry]

KELBY
(stuttering)
You call nme. You cone to ne. | fix
it. I always fix it. What the fuck

wer e you t hinking?
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SLOAN
It’s hard to think when you're
unconsci ous.

Kel by i medi ately softens. Sinks down into a chair at the
foot of the bed and | owers his head into his hands.

KELBY
You have to stop.

SLOAN
What should | do for noney? Rake up
dog shit in the park?

He gets up abruptly, causing the chair |egs to SQUEAL
agai nst the Iinol eum

KELBY
(stuttering)
No, Sloan. Keep fucking for noney.
Until one of themkills you.

He stornms toward the door and yanks aside the curtain
nearly tearing it in half.

SLOAN
Kel by!

The desperation in her tone imedi ately halts his retreat
but he doesn’t turn around. When too much tine goes by and
she doesn’t say another word, he continues out.

| NT. COUNTY HOSPI TAL - DAY

Kel by and two uniformed POLI CE OFFI CERS converse at the
opposite end of the hall from Sloan’s room One of the

of ficers gestures wildly with his hands, face flushed with
anger .

Soon a doctor joins in and the conversation stretches on.

| NT. COUNTY HOSPI TAL - ROOM 11B - LATER

Sl oan sits on the edge of the bed, back in her slutty
clothes, biting her nails again. She raises her eyes
expectantly as--

Kel by enters. He tosses her coat at her.
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KELBY
Put that on. It was hard enough
convincing themyou aren’t a
prostitute.

SLOAN
How d you do it?

Sl oan struggles to get into her coat. The slightest novenent
causes her to grimace w th pain.

Kel by hel ps her slide into it. Does up all the buttons.

Nurse enters. Waits patiently for himto finish before
handi ng Sl oan a clipboard and pen.

NURSE
D scharge form

Wil e Sl oan scribbl es her signature, Nurse hands Kel by an
appoi ntnent slip.

NURSE (cont’ d)
Make sure your wife gets to that
appoi nt nent .

Sl oan |1 ooks up fromthe form eyebrows raised. Hands it to
t he nurse, who stares at her a little too |ong.

SLOAN
The fuck you | ookin at?

Nurse diverts her eyes and scurries out of the room Once
they're alone, Sloan redirects her bitterness at Kel by.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
Your wife?

KELBY
My crazy nynpho w fe.

| NT. APARTMENT - BATHROOM - DAY

Sl oan carefully peels off her top. Her back is covered in
gauze and nedi cal tape. She scratches at a snudge of dried
bl ood on the inside of her top but the stain is set.

SLOAN
Fuck.

She tosses it into alittle trash bin beside the toilet. The
bin toppl es over and trash spills out.
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KELBY (O S.)
What ' re you doi ng?

She gl ances over her shoulder to find Kelby in the doorway.
Props her boot up on the toilet seat so she can reach the
zi pper.

SLOAN
Thought |’ d take a bubble bath in
the jacuzzi tub while |I sip Ml bec
and contenpl ate the neani ng of
life.

KELBY
Did you bother to read the
di scharge formyou signed? You' re
not supposed to get the stitches
wet .

Undet erred, she renoves her second boot foll owed closely by
her shorts.

SLOAN
Fuck the stitches. Fuck that stupid
bitch nurse with her judgnental
stare. And fuck you too if you
think I’ mcrazy.

He takes her by the arm turns her around so that she can
see her back in the mrror. Gauze and scars stare back at
her.

KELBY
Does that | ook sane to you?

She rips her armaway. Turns on the shower.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Wio was it this tine? The | awyer?
The artist? That sick fuck fromthe
novi e theatre?

SLOAN
Fireman. He cut up his wife’'s
credit cards so she cheated on
him.. with the whooooooool e
station.

She clinbs into the shower.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
He showed that bitch
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She draws the curtain as Kel by retreats. Then, just before
he wal ks out the door...

SLOAN (cont’ d)
How nmuch noney?
EXT. FI RE STATION - DAY

A FI RETRUCK bolts out of the station, LICGHTS and S| REN
bl ari ng.

Kel by watches it tear down the street, then heads toward a
bl ack Hummer parked in the Iot. Jorge’ s black Hunmer.

He spares a glance in all directions before pulling out a
pocket knife and slashing one of the rear tires. As it
peters out, the CAR ALARM goes off.

Unfazed, he slashes the remaining tires, then carves the
word: "RAPIST" sloppily onto the hood.

EXT. COVWUNI TY PARK - AFTERNOON

Bri ght sunshine beats down on Kel by as he rakes up a big
pile of dog shit into an industrial-sized dustpan.

Joggers, nmothers with strollers and kids alike all pass him
by as if he’s invisible.

A kid on a bike tosses a fast food wapper at a trash bin
but m sses. It ricochets off Kelby' s back as the kid pedal s
of f.

Kel by sets down his rake to pick up the trash and deposit it
in the can.

I NT. OFFICE - N GHT

Small room crowded with a desk and overflowing file
cabinets. Colorful kid drawi ngs adorn the walls.

BOSS (50s), sits behind the desk, a | arge man who nakes the
room seem even smal | er

A KNOCK on t he door.

He doesn’t bother |ooking up fromhis conputer.
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BOSS
VWhat ?

Kel by enters awkwardly, hands buried in his pockets.

KELBY

| need sone tinme off.
BGOSS

W' re short.
KELBY

It’s inportant.

Boss | ooks up fromhis conputer. Stares Kel by down over the
rimof his gl asses.

BOSS
What part of "we’'re short" sounds
like I"’min a position to negotiate
W th you?

KELBY
There' s been a death. ..

Kel by’ s Boss pushes up his gl asses, attention back on the
conput er.

BGSS
The only death that gets you out of
work is your own.

Kel by approaches the desk, stutter betraying the cool
confi dence of his poker face.

KELBY
(stuttering)
| said | need time off.

Boss narrows his eyes. Pulls off his glasses.

BOSS

(nocki ng)
| f-f-fuckin” heard you, retard.
But it ain’t h-ha-hap-happenin’.

Kel by stands there for a second, stiffly, then lunges over
and clears everything off the desk with a single sw pe of
hi s hand.
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| NT. APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - N GHT

The apartnment is in a state of disarray. Pizza boxes and
beer cans on the coffee table. Huge stain on the carpet.
Cl othes on the floor.

Kel by enters, sporting a shiner over one of his eyes.
Exhal es a sharp sigh at the sight of the ness, then shuts
and | ocks the door. Deadbolt four tines. Chain four tines.

As he starts to clean up, he finds a trace of cocaine and a
pi ece of a straw under a pizza box.

G unbl i ng under his breath, he collects as nuch trash as his
arns can hold, then trudges into the--

KI TCHEN

--and disposes of it. On his way back out, he notices a
cabi net above the oven is wi de open. He reaches into it
for--

A LI TTLE METAL BOX

The lock is mssing and the hinge hangs on by a thread. He
flips open the lid. It’s enpty.

| NT. APARTMENT - BEDROOM - MOVENTS LATER
Much like the living room it is conpletely trashed.

Sl oan and a DRUGGED- UP MAN (20s) are passed out in bed,
sheet draped across their naked bodi es.

Kel by snatches up the male articles of clothing off
the floor. Tosses it |like a fastball pitch at the man
who responds by bolting upright.

KELBY
(stuttering)
CGet the fuck out of my house!

Drugged- Up Man scranbl es away, holding his clothes to his
crotch.

Sl oan lazily peeks out at Kel by from under the sheet.

KELBY (cont’ d)
(stuttering)
Bringi ng your work home with you
now?
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SLOAN
(hi gh and drunk)
This one was all pleasure.

Kel by hefts her over his shoul der--

| NT. APARTMENT - BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

--and dunps her into the tub. Turns the cold water on. She
springs to life, trying to avoid the icy spray.

Kel by holds her face in the water for a few seconds before
rel easi ng her.

She coughs and sputters while shooting hima deadly gl are.

SLOAN
What the fuck is your problen?
KELBY
(stuttering)
|”ve got so many, | don’t know

where to start.

(i ndicating his eye)
| got fired fromny job, the
apartnent |ooks |like a tornado bl ew
t hrough and your nose is full of
our airfare.

Sl oan reaches blindly for the water faucet. Takes a couple
tries before she makes contact and turns off the water.

SLOAN
You shouldn’t have left it where |
could find it.

KELBY
(stuttering)
| shouldn’t need to put my shit in
a safe in ny own fucking house.

Sloan curls up her bottomlip, |ike she's inpersonating a
chil d.
SLOAN
Another tally mark in the naughty
col um?

He tosses a towel at her.
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KELBY
W' re leaving in 20 m nutes.

Panic flushes Sloan’s face. She tries to scranble to her
feet but slips and slides back down.

SLOAN
Leaving for where? The noney’s
gone, renenber?

On his way out the door:
KELBY
Funeral or shrink appointnent. Your
choi ce.

| NT. GREYHOUND BUS (MOVI NG - NI GHT/ DAY

Packed with people. Everyone is asleep except Kel by, who
sits rigidly with Sl oan asl eep on his shoul der.

TI ME LAPSE
O her vehicles and scenery buzz past the w ndow.
The sun gradually rises.

The passengers awake fromtheir slunber and find various
means of entertainment.

Kel by hasn’t noved a nuscl e.
BACK TO SCENE

Sl oan awakens, squinting at the sunlight streamng in

t hrough their w ndow. She reaches into her bag for a pair of
sungl asses, slides themon, then |lays her head back on

Kel by’ s shoul der.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

One full-sized bed. D ngy, outdated conforter and carpet.
Looks like it’s violating nunerous health codes. A roach
scanpers across the floor for yet another.

SHOWER is on in the background.

A map is spread out on the bed in front of Kelby. He does
sone cal cul ations on a fast food bag, carefully navigating
around t he grease stains.

SHOWER GCES OFF
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He folds up the map, perfectly matching every side. Unzips
hi s suitcase.

Tucked under the neatly rolled clothing, we see the edge of

t hat framed photo he dusted earlier. He slides the map into

a pocket, then locates a bottle of over-the-counter sleeping
pills. Shakes out two blue tablets and swallows themdry.

SLOAN (O S.)
This place is gross.

He gl ances over to find Sl oan standing in the bathroom
doorway, towel drying her hair. She wears a big, raggedy
T-shirt that must have previoysly bel onged to Kel by.

KELBY
Unl ess your nose gives refunds,
it’s the best | can do.

Sl oan finishes with the towel and drops it at her feet.
Clinbs into the bed on the opposite side.

Wth a frustrated sigh, Kelby clinbs out of bed and collects
her towel off the floor.

SLOAN
If we clean up after ourselves,
what’ || the maids do?

He puts the towel in the bathroom then gets back into bed.
Turns off the | anp.

Sl oan scoots back until she is spooning with him then pulls
his arm across her wai st.

| NT. OLD HOVE - BEDROOM - N GHT (NI GHTMARE)

Qut dated wal | paper and decor. One snmall bed with no |inens.
The cl oset door hangs off its hinges. A nmassive antique
arnoire towers in a far corner

The door bursts open and a tall, skinny boy races in,
tugging a dazed little girl behind him

YOUNG KELBY (10) and YOUNG SLOAN (5) scanper for shelter in
t he shadow cast by the arnmoire. He does his best to keep
calmwhile the girl whinpers.

YOUNG KELBY
Shhh.

He pulls her close and waps his arns around her. Wen this
doesn’t squel ch her cries, he puts a hand over her nouth.
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Their frightened eyes frantically search the darkness.

A HULKI NG MALE SI LHOUETTE | unbers in. A LARGE CALLOUSED HAND
rips down the closet door like it’s nade out of cardboard.

JOSEPH (O S.)
Where the fuck are you?

Si | houette noves on to the bed. Picks up a corner of the
frame and flips it over causing a | oud CRASH

JOSEPH (O. S.) (cont’d)
The nore you nake ne | ook, the
worse it’s gonna be when | find
you.

Young Sl oan startles at the sound. Young Kel by tightens his
arm around her. C anps down even harder on her nouth.
Whi spers silent reassurances in her ear.

The Sil houette suddenly appears in front of them causing
Young Sloan to scream out from behind Young Kel by’ s hand.

The Sil houette snatches up Young Kel by by his shirt. Young
Sloan clings to himfor dear life as he’s dragged away.

YOUNG SLOAN
Kel by!!
| NT. MOTEL ROOM - DAY
Kel by awakens with a start, shielding hinself from an
invisible attack. His hands fall to his side as he realizes
he’ s safe.
The bed beside himis enpty, as is the rest of the room

He consults the alarmclock to find that it’'s 11:47 a. m

Anmbl i ng out of bed, he trudges toward the bathroom door that
has been left slightly ajar.

A FEMALE MOAN cones from behind it, followed closely by a
MALE GRUNT.

Kel by peers in through the crack.
KELBY' S POV

Sloan is bent over the sink while a grubby MOTEL JOHN (40s)
t akes her from behind. He pulls a fistful of her hair.

BATHROOM
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Sl oan gl ances at the door, her eyes neeting up with Kel by’s.
She holds his gaze for a nonent, then turns away.

MOTEL JOHN
| mcom ng. Lemre hear you, baby.

Sl oan tightens her grip on the vanity as Mdtel John thrusts

into her with renewed vigor. The deed cul m nates with her
delivering a porn quality fake orgasm

EXT. MOTEL ROOM - DAY

Kel by | eans up agai nst the second floor railing, snoking a
cigarette.

SLOAN S FAKE ORGASM echoes in his head, eerie and distorted.
The room door flings opens and Mbtel John exits with a
shit-eating grin that reveals mssing front teeth. He

slides sonme noney into Kelby's shirt pocket and rests a hand
on hi s shoul der.

Kel by qui ckly shrugs the hand off.

MOTEL JOHN
She’ s good. Real good. Got yourself
a pretty lil’” cash cow there.

He hustl es down the corridor, VWH STLI NG a cheerful tune.

Sl oan exits the room barefoot and still wearing the T-shirt
she slept in. Kelby takes the noney out of his pocket and
stuffs it into her hand.

KELBY
" m not your pinp.

Sl oan plucks the cigarette from between his |ips, indul ges
in a long drag. Exhales the snoke into his face. Repl aces
the cigarette between his lips. Stuffs the noney into his
pocket .

SLOAN
Get us a better room next tine.
| NT. GREYHOUND BUS ( MOVI NG) - DAY

A MOTHER (30s) and LITTLE G RL (6) watch an ani mated novi e
on a tablet, sharing a set of earbuds.
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Kel by and Sloan sit in the row behind them He watches the
novi e over the nother and girl’s shoul ders, absently tapping
his fingers against the armrest in sets of four.

Sloan turns in her seat, presenting Kelby wth her clenched
fists.

SLOAN
VWi ch one?

Kel by all but ignores her. She nudges himw th her fists.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
Whi ch one?

He taps her left fist. It’s enpty. Smling broadly, she puts
her hands behi nd her back and brings them out a nonent
| ater.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
VWi ch one?

He contenpl ates far | onger than necessary before choosing
her left hand again. And again he’' s wong.

She juggl es her hands behi nd her back and presents them once
nor e.

KELBY
Not pl ayi ng.

She nudges hi magain, harder this tinme. He chooses left.
It’s enpty.

On the next try, he picks her right hand. Much to his
chagrin, there’s nothing there either.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Lenme see your other hand.

SLOAN
Why ?

When she refuses the request, Kelby pries her left hand
open. It’s enpty, too. He's been had.

Sloan smles triunphantly, then strokes his cheek. He
brushes of f her hand. Goes back to watching the novie.
Doesn’t take long before his conpul sive finger tapping
r esunes.

Sl oan slides her hand onto his and interlaces their fingers,
meking it inpossible for himto conti nue.
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After a beat, his left hand picks up where his right one
left off.

| NT. GREYHOUND BUS STATI ON - DAY

Kel by hands over his debit card to the woman behind the
counter, then casually glances outside while he waits.

KELBY' S POV

He conbs the area for any sign of Sloan, but she’s nowhere
to be found.

BACK TO SCENE

Wrried, Kelby snatches the tickets fromthe teller and
hurries off.

| NT. SUNDRI ES SHOP - SAME

A revolving display rack spins round and round, cheap
jewelry jingle-jangling.

When it stops, Sloan surveys her options before carefully
selecting a girly charm bracel et. She | ooks around to ensure
she’s not being watched, then slips it into her pocket.

EXT. GREYHOUND BUS STATI ON - SAME

Kel by rushes to the curb, to a spot where his and Sl oan’s
suitcases sit unattended. He urgently searches the
surroundi ng ar ea.

| NT. SUNDRI ES SHOP - SAME

Sl oan browses the neager sel ection of alcohol. Chooses a
cheap bottle of vodka. G ances casually over her shoul der.

The wiry SUNDRI ES CLERK (20s) wat ches her from behind the
counter with his beady little eyes.

Effecting a coquettish grin, Sloan saunters over to the
counter and sets down the vodka bottle.

SUNDRI ES CLERK
. D

Sl oan clears her throat, then glances around to nake sure no
one’s watching before lifting her tank top.
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SUNDRI ES CLERK (cont’ d)
Nice tits. Now show ne your 1.D

EXT. SUNDRI ES SHOP - SAME

Sl oan exits the shop with a plastic shoppi ng bag dangling
fromher wist and a cup of coffee in hand. She i mediately
noti ces Kel by across the street at the bus station.

He appears on the verge of panic as he stops several people
to question them Although his words are unheard, it’s
obvi ous he’ s aski ng about Sl oan.

She wat ches himfor a nonent, transfixed by the angui shed
| ook on his face. Wen she’s seen enough, she WH STLES
| oudly.

EXT. GREYHOUND BUS STATI ON - SAME

Kel by turns toward the whistle. As soon as he spots her, the
worry on his face imredi ately subsides and is replaced with
hi s usual expressionless deneanor.

He grabs up their suitcases and casually wal ks away as Sl oan
appr oaches.

KELBY
Twenty mnute wait for the next
bus. Is that food?

She hands himthe cup of coffee, then retrieves a
Spani sh-English dictionary fromthe bag. Flashes the cover
before flipping through.

KELBY ( CONT' D)
What’s that for?

SLOAN
W' ve never been to Mexi co.

KELBY
We haven’t been everywhere, Sl oan.

Kel by sinks down onto a bench. Sloan renmains standing.

SLOAN
We could take a little detour.

KELBY
After the funeral ?
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SLOAN
| nstead of the funeral.

He sighs loudly. Sips the coffee.

SLOAN ( CONT’ D)
Pl ease.

KELBY
W go to the funeral, put that
bastard into the ground, get the
noney and then we di scuss where to
go next. Ckay?

Sl oan twi sts her expression into a scow, bites her bottom
lip.
KELBY ( CONT’ D)
We're going for you. I’ mdoing al
of this for you, so you don’t have
to be afraid anynore.

Sl oan stonps off in a huff.

KELBY (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Sl oan?

She doesn’t get far before whipping back around. Yells out,
so that everyone in their general vicinity is now privy to
t heir conversati on.

SLOAN
|’mnot afraid. | don't wake up
from ni ghtmares, fending himoff. |
haven’t even thought about that
pi ece of shit in years. If you need
to see himin a box, if you need
proof that the boogeynman is dead,
then lets fucking go. But don’t you
dare say this is for ne.

As the onl ookers exchange unconfortabl e gl ances, Sl oan
trudges off again, this tinme w thout | ooking back.

| NT. OLD HOVE - BATHROOM - DAY ( DREAM

Di sgustingly filthy.

Young Kel by lifts Young Sloan onto the vanity. She clutches

a naked, dirty baby doll to her chest as he retrieves a
first aid kit fromunder the counter.
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Young Kel by cl eans out a fresh cut above Young Sloan’ s eye
with an antiseptic wi pe, then affixes a bandage over it. She
snat ches up anot her bandage before he closes the kit and
puts it back.

YOUNG KELBY
What’ re you gonna say?

Young Sl oan gingerly renoves the bandage fromits w apper.
Pul | s back the tape on each side.

YOUNG SLCAN
We were playing outside and | fell.

YOUNG KELBY
That was last tine. You have to say
different things or they re gonna
know. This tine you tripped and hit
your head on the coffee table.

Young Sl oan positions the bandage on her baby doll so that
it’s identical to her own.

| NT. GREYHOUND BUS (MOVI NG - DAY

Kel by’ s eyelids flutter before opening. He straightens up in
his seat then reaches out for Sloan, but she’s not beside
hi m

He searches the bus but finds no sign of her. Concern
mounting, he rises to his feet just as--

The bat hroom door sw ngs open and Sl oan exits. Wthout
saying a word to Kel by, she |lays across the enpty seat in
front of him

| NT. MOTEL ROOM #2 - BATHROOM - NI GHT

The steam fromthe running shower fills the air with a hazy
mst. We can barely nake out Kel by’s outline through the
grinmy shower curtain.

The water stops and Kel by steps out of the shower, w apping
a towel around his waist. H's body is covered in Cl GARETTE
BURNS.

He swal l ows a couple of sleeping pills with a drink fromthe
faucet, then stares at his reflection in the foggy mrror.
Draws a giant "X" over his face.
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I NT. MOTEL ROOM #2 - N GHT

Slightly nore habitable than the last. Just as outdated but
not dirty. There are two twi n-sized beds instead of a
doubl e.

Sl oan is huddl ed on the floor behind the bed furthest from
the bathroom funbling in her suitcase. She uncovers a
little baggie of cocaine nestled on the bottom

Openi ng the baggie, she inserts a piece of straw, but as she
l[ifts it to her nose--

Kel by energes fromthe bat hroom

Sl oan quickly stashes it under the mattress. Risking a
glance in his direction, she discovers that he' s eyeing her
curiously.

SLOAN
Anen.

She performs the sign of the cross, then crawls into bed and
rolls over on her side, away fromhis prying eyes.

He pulls back the conforter on the other bed and clinbs in.
Flips off the lanp. Al nost imediately, Sloan flicks it back
on.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
Are you puni shing ne?

Kel by turns the | anmp back off. She imrediately turns it back
on. He pulls the conforter up over his head. She joins him
in his bed and pulls it down.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
I's this about Mexico or the bus?
You're always nad at ne. | can’t
keep it all straight.

Kel by doesn’t reply. She holds her ground, arns fol ded
st ubbornly across her chest.

The standoff is eventually broken as Kel by relents, |owering
t he covers enough for Sloan to slip in beside him She
nuzzl es up agai nst himand drapes his arm around her.
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| NT. OLD HOVE - BEDROOM - NI GHT ( FLASHBACK)

Sane room we saw earlier with the hanging cl oset door and
arnoire, except nowit's set up |ike a make-shift hospita
room

A frail, bald wonman, KELBY'S MOM (20s), lies in bed, hooked
up to oxygen and an |. V.

Alittle boy, TODDLER KELBY (4), is curled up next to her,
sound asl eep as she gently strokes his hair.

The door suddenly swi ngs open and in stunbles JOSEPH (30s),
an intimdatingly large man with a stern expression.

| nebri ated, he staggers to the bed and fl ops down, rousing
Toddl er Kel by from his sl eep.

JOSEPH
Hospital sent another bill. Six
t housand dol | ars. Were the fuck am
| supposed to get that kinda noney?

From hi s pocket, he produces a vial of norphine and a
syringe. Kelby’'s Momis eyes get a little bit wder as she
wat ches himclunsily fill the syringe to capacity.

She nekes several attenpts before finally finding her
Voi ce. .

KELBY' S MOM
Joe?

JOSEPH
Three nonths they said. At nost.
And here you are, going on nine.
Barely hangi ng on. Just enough to
fuck everything up.

Toddl er Kel by sits up alertly and rubs the sleep fromhis
eyes. Even he knows sonething is terribly wong.

TODDLER KELBY
Monmy ?

Joseph injects the syringe into the |I.V. |ine.

KELBY' S MOM
Joe, please. Don't.

Joseph depresses the plunger.

Tears formin the corners of Kelby's Momis eyes but she’s
too weak to do nuch nore.
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JOSEPH
Way coul dn’t you just die quickly
i ke you were supposed to?

TODDLER KELBY
Moy ?

Joseph positions the vial and syringe in Kelby's Mms hand
and stunbl es back out.

Toddl er Kel by whinpers in fear. Kelby’s Mom notions himto
lay his head on her chest. She strokes his hair, slower and
slower, until finally her hand conmes to rest.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM #2 - DAY

Kel by buries the photo of he and his nom beneath the neatly
arranged clothing inside his suitcase. He’'s got the phone
recei ver tucked between his ear and shoul der, md
conversati on.

KELBY
(into phone)
A coupl e nore days... no, we're
fine... not necessary... yeah, |

know.

He hangs up. d ances toward the bat hroom door which is
cl osed.

KELBY ( CONT’ D)
There’s a copy of the wll at
Joseph’ s house. Aunt Jennie wants
us to get it on our way to the
chur ch.

He zips up his suitcase, then takes a bite of a doughnut and
washes it down with a sip of coffee. Sloan’s breakfast sits
unt ouched nearby. He | ooks back toward the door.

KELBY (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Sl oan? W’ re gonna m ss our bus.

Anxi ous, he unzips his suitcase, then unzips it again.
Repeats the process three nore tines. Wen he’'s done, he
places it in front of the roomdoor, next to Sloan’s.

Sloan still isn't out of the bathroom He knocks on the
door.
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KELBY (CONT’ D) (cont’ d)
S| oan.

TO LET FLUSHES.

Sl oan exits with her head bowed. Picks up her suitcase,
keepi ng her back to Kel by.

KELBY
What were you doing in the
bat hr oon??

When she continues to avoid his interrogative glare, he
bolts toward her. Tries to pry the suitcase from her hands,
but she holds on tight.

KELBY ( CONT’ D)
Gve it to ne.

SLOAN
Why ?!

A brief tug of war ensues which he wins w thout nuch effort.
He unzi ps the suitcase, dunps the contents onto the fl oor.
Sifts through with carel ess abandon, tossing her bel ongi ngs
every which way. Pours out a box of tanpons and a pouch with
makeup.

SLOAN ( CONT' D)
Don’t you feel stupid?

The enpty suitcase stares up at Kel by, taunting him He
takes a calmng breath, seemingly letting it drop, then
starts claw ng at the Iining.

Sl oan lunges at him

SLOAN (CONT’' D) (cont’d)
No. Kel by! Stop!

He shoves her away. The inpact sends her tunbling back onto
the floor. He continues his search with renewed
determ nati on.

Underneath the lining, tucked away in a corner, he discovers
t he baggi e of cocai ne.

He stares at it, then at her, betrayed.

SLOAN (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Kel by. ..

He stonps off into the bathroom
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SLOAN (CONT’ D) (cont’ d)
Kel by! !

She chases himinto the--
BATHROOM

They westle for the baggie, but there isn't a force in the
uni verse that could keep himfrom di sposing of the contents
into the toilet.

SLOAN (CONT’ D) (cont’ d)
No! !

He turns to her with a fire in his eye.

KELBY
Is that it, or do | have to check
up your snatch, too?

Sl oan stares despondently into the toilet as Kel by nakes his
way back out to the--

BEDRCOM

He collects Sloan’s strewn cl othing and begins the tedious
process of neatly folding everything and packing it back
i nsi de the suitcase.

Sl oan watches himfromthe bat hroom doorway, resentnent
bui I ding by the second. Finally she scoops up his suitcase
and, in a bitter frenzy, shakes out the contents into a pile
at her feet.

Unf azed, Kel by sol di ers on.

Sl oan rummages through his clothing, unfolding and tossing
t hem asi de haphazardly.

When even this fails to get his attention, she reaches for
his cherished photo. He scranbles for it as well, but she
beats himto it.

KELBY ( CONT' D)
Gve it to ne.

She pulls her arm back, on the verge of |aunching the photo
across the room

Kel by’ s breat hi ng qui ckens. Hands ball into fists.
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KELBY (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Sl oan. . .

He struggles to control his breathing, which is quickly
bordering on hyperventil ati on.

SLOAN
Sucks, doesn’'t it?

He clenches his jaw so tightly that his face trenbles.
Attenpts to steal the photo fromher, but she rips it away.

KELBY
Gve it to ne.

She rips off the back of the frame and pulls out the photo.
Positions her hands to tear it in half.

KELBY ( CONT’ D)
S| oan!

As he reaches for the photo, she swats his hand away, then
sl aps him across the face.

The force is enough to turn his cheek. He turns back, eyes
cold and enotionl ess. Makes another grab for the photo.
VWHACK! She sl aps hi m agai n.

Steeling his resolve, he tries to push her out of the way,
but she sl aps hi magain. And again. Then punches him In the
arm chest, stonach.

SLOAN
Do you feel that? What about this?
Do you fucking feel anything?

When Kel by refuses to give her the satisfaction of a
reaction, she unleashes her fury on him pumeling himwth
both fists, no holds barred.

SLOAN ( CONT' D)
You have no fucking idea what it’s
like to feel everything, all the
time.

Her assault continues with increased aggression. In the
process, the photo becones crunbled and falls to the floor.

Kel by grabs hold of her, pinning her arnms down, for her
protection nore than his. He rocks her gently in his arns,
shushing into her ear, until she begins to cal m down.
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KELBY
There’s a way to do it without
frying your brain. Do you want ne
to teach you how?

Still in tears, all Sloan can nanage is a nod.

| NT. GREYHOUND BUS (MOVING - N GHT

Sl oan and Kel by sit shoul der to shoul der. He stares out the
wi ndow whi | e she studi es the charm bracel et around her
wist, the one she stole fromthe sundries shop.

There are dark circles under her eyes and beads of sweat on
her forehead. Wthdrawal has kicked in sonmething fierce.

KELBY (V. Q.)
You have to build a box in your
mnd. A strong box. Metal, wth a
| ock. You put everything in there.
Your fear. Sadness. Anger.
Resentnent. Hatred. You lock it up,
tight. And you don’t give anyone
t hat key. Ever.

She draws her knees up to her chest and hugs them rocking
slightly. Still infatuated with the charm bracel et.

FLASH TO
-- Young Sl oan tears open the wapper of a small gift box.
-- Little fingers renove a charm bracelet fromthe box.

-- A BEAUTI FUL WOMAN f astens the bracel et around Young
Sloan’s wi st.

BACK TO SCENE
Sl oan delicately caresses the charns of her bracelet.

SLOAN
She was so beautiful. My nom

Kel by gl ances over. Takes note of the bracel et before
focusi ng back out the w ndow.

SLOAN ( CONT’ D)
Do you think I look Iike her?

He says not hi ng.
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SLOAN (CONT’ D) (cont’d)
Her eyes?

FLASH TGO

Cl ose up of the Beautiful Wnman’'s eyes, al nost the sane
crystal blue shade as Sl oan’s.

BACK TO SCENE
Still Kel by chooses to renain silent.

SLOAN
Her hair?

FLASH TO
Little fingers twirl in a blanket of silky dark hair.
BACK TO SCENE
Sloan smles faintly at the nenory.
KELBY
You were too young to renenber what
she was |ike.
SLOAN

| definitely have her cheekbones
and her figure. Before she had ne.

KELBY
She left you.
SLOAN
So did yours and you still think

she wal ks on water.
He turns to her, confrontational.
KELBY
My not her died. Yours wal ked away.
Don’t you ever conpare them

Sul ki ng, Sloan turns her back to him Continues playing with
the charns of her bracelet.
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| NT. GREYHOUND BUS (STOPPED) - N GHT

Passengers gather their bel ongi ngs and di senbark the bus.

I NT. BUS TERM NAL - NI GHT

At a pay phone, Sloan pulls a faded old photo out of her
wal | et .

| NSERT - PHOTO

A candi d nonent of the Beautiful Wnan, now pregnant,
staring down at her stomach. But she isn’t smling. In fact,
she appears nel ancholy.

BACK TO SCENE

She turns the photo over to reveal a phone nunber on the
back. She drops sone change into the phone and dials.

SLOAN
(into phone)
Yeah, hi, Anelia Sullivan?...yeah,
" msure... okay...

Wil e she waits, she gazes around the nearly enpty station,
but there isn’t nuch to look at. It’'s late and there aren’t
many peopl e around.

SLOAN ( CONT’ D)
Still here..

Di sappoi nt mnent washes across her face |like a tidal wave.

SLOAN (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Are you sure? This is the numnber

was given... No, | didn’t know How
| ong ago was that?... How do you
spell that |ast nane?... thanks.

She sl ans down the receiver. Releases a |oud sigh, then
picks it back up. Inserts nore change, dials the operator.

SLOAN (CONT' D) (cont’d)
H, | need the nunber for an Anelia
Quintana. Qu-i-n-t-a-n-a...
sonewher e around the Phoeni x
area... that’'s okay, I'Il try both.
Hol d on..

She searches in her bag until producing a black eyeliner
penci | .
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SLOAN (CONT’ D) (cont’d)
Okay, shoot.

She scri bbles two phone nunbers on her arm

EXT. BUS TERM NAL - NI GHT

A Bus Driver unloads the suitcases fromhis bus and pl aces
t hem on the curb.

Kel by collects his and Sloan’s, then | ooks around for her.

I NT. BUS TERM NAL - NI GHT

Sloan is still poised in front of the pay phone, receiver to
her ear.

SLOAN
W ong nunber. Sorry.

She ends the call. Adds nore quarters. Dials the second
nunber off her arm

ENDLESS RI NG NG
She chews nervously at her fingernails while she waits.

MALE ON PHONE (V. Q)
Hel | 0?

SLOAN
H, is, um.. Anelia there?

MALE ON PHONE (V. Q)
Yeah, hold on.

A hint of a smle appears as Sloan rel eases a relieved sigh.

FEMALE ON PHONE (V. O.)
Hel | 0?

SLOAN
Amel i a?

FEMALE ON PHONE (V. Q)
Yeah, who's this?

SLOAN
I[t’'s Sl oan.

A |l ong, unconfortabl e pause.
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FEMALE ON PHONE (V. O.)
VWho?

SLOAN
Sl oan. Your daughter.

FEMALE ON PHONE (V. O.)
| don’t have no daughter. Wwo is
this? How d you get this nunber?

Sl oan tears up. Rermains silent for a noment as she struggl es
to retain her conposure.

SLOAN
Were you married to a nan naned
Joseph Cartwight in the md 90s?

Li ne goes silent for a |l ong while.

SLOAN ( CONT’ D)
Hel | 0?

FEMALE ON PHONE (V. Q)
(al nost a whi sper)
Joe put you up to this? Look,
dunno what the hell you want, but |
ain’t got no noney.

SLOAN
| don’t want your noney. | just--

FEMALE ON PHONE (V. OQ.)
What then? An apol ogy? An
expl anation? Did what | did. Dd
what | had to. You were better off.
Don't call here again.

Li ne goes dead.

Tears trickle down Sloan’s cheeks as she continues to hold

t he phone to her ear, frozen.

| NT. BUS TERM NAL - NI GHT

Kel by enters, eyes peeled for Sloan. It doesn't take him but
a second to | ocate her at the pay phone, in the exact sane
spot, phone still clenched in her hand.

He cones up behind her, notices the photo on top of the pay

phone, turned upside down to show the nunber, then her
tears.
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He attenpts to replace the receiver but Sloan hangs onto it
with a death grip. Face frozen in angui sh.

KELBY
Put it in the box.

Sl oan eases her grip on the receiver until he's able to get
it away fromher. She takes a final glance at the photo
before Kel by takes her by the hand and | eads her away from
it.

EXT. MOTEL #3 - N GHT

Three-story walk up. Dark for this time of night, except for
the | um nous "vacancy" sign.

Kel by heads for the office while Sloan trails behind. Her
attention averts to a diner across the street.

SLOAN
|11 get us a table.

Kel by follows her gaze to the diner, then regards the notel
of fice.

KELBY

This’ Il only take a mi nute.
SLOAN

Then I’ see you in a mnute.

She starts off for the diner without waiting for his
perm ssion. He stares after her, displeased.

I NT. MOTEL #3 - OFFICE - N GHT

A female clerk (20s) sits behind the counter wearing cut-off
shorts and cowboy boots. A name tag clipped to her shirt
identifies her as JOSIE.

A fan on the counter is ainmed at her face while she uses a
paper fan to cool off her cleavage. A huge smile lights up
her overly made-up face as Kel by enters.

JOSI E
AC s busted. Don’t suppose you
still want a roonf
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I NT. DINER - NI GHT

A bell above the door JINGES as Sloan enters. She
i mredi ately takes stock of the custoners.

Three unkenpt 30-something nmen occupy a table next to the
restroom scarfing down platefuls of greasy cuisine. They
all appear in desperate need of a shower and shave.

A famly of four sit a fewtables over. The adults share a
decadent dessert while the two kids watch a novie on their
i Pad.

At the only other occupied table sits a m ddl e-aged TRUCKER
eating by hinself.

A WAl TRESS (40s) with bright red lipstick and platinum
bl onde dyed hair | ooks up from behind the register.

WAl TRESS
Pick a seat, sweetie. Be right with

ya.
One of the grubby nen takes note of Sloan’s entrance,

wat chi ng her with beady eyes as she slides into the booth
across fromthe Trucker.

Trucker gazes at Sloan over his rare steak.

TRUCKER
Can | help you?

Sl oan alternates her attenti on between hi mand the door.

SLOAN
That your truck out front?

Trucker nods.
SLOAN ( CONT’ D)
Ever fucked sonmeone in it?
| NT. MOTEL #3 - OFFICE - N CHT
Josi e | eans across the desk, breasts heaving out of her tank
top. She bites the corner of her |lip while watching Kel by

fill out the registration slip.

JOSI E
Kel by. That’'s cute. What’'s it nean?
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KELBY

It doesn’t nean anyt hing.
JOSI E

Everythin’ neans sonethin’,

darlin’.

When Kel by gl ances up, Josie’'s breasts are right in his
face. She smles flirtatiously as she exchanges the slip of
paper for a key.

JOSI E (CONT' D)
|’ m Josi e, by the way.

Kel by nods toward her nane tag.

KELBY
See t hat.

She gl ances down at it, as if just renmenbering it’s there.

JOSI E
Oh, right.
(re: room key)
Put you in 14. It’s up the stairs

and to your left. I'Il drop by in
10 minutes to bring ya sone fresh
t ownel s.
KELBY
I’m.. uh... neeting ny wife in the
di ner across the street in five.
Al the wind let out of her sail, Josie frowns, but a quick
gl ance at his bare ring finger returns a smle to her face.
JOSI E
Then | guess |I'I|l be there in two.

I NT. DI NER - NI GHT

Sl oan’s nervous glare | eaves the door to focus solely on the
Trucker, who doesn’t appear too keen for her indecent
proposal . She reaches across the table to stroke his arm

SLOAN
| swear it’ll be a good tine, baby.

Trucker taps Sl oan synpathetically on her hand before
guiding it off his arm
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DI NER
|’d be nore than happy to buy you
di nner, if you re hungry. But
that’'s the best | can do.

Sl oan steals a quick peek at the door, then around the
diner. Gubby man is still |ooking her way. She | owers her
voi ce, |eans across the table.

SLOAN
| don’t think you understand. |
need this noney.

Trucker just shakes his head. No can do.

SLOAN ( CONT’ D)
You don’t wanna get ne in trouble,
do you?
Wi tress approaches the table, order pad at the ready.

WAl TRESS
What can | getcha?

Ant sy, Sl oan checks the door again, then flashes Trucker one
| ast beseechi ng gl ance. He nods toward the Waitress, urging
Sl oan to order.

Sl oan sl ans her fists down on the table, |oud enough to
attract the attention of the entire diner.

SLCOAN
Not hungry.

She skul ks over to an enpty table and slides into the booth,
drawi ng her knees to her chest.

Sweaty and twitchy, she’s never |ooked nore |ike a drugged
out hooker than she does at this very nonent.
| NT. MOTEL ROOM #3 - SAME

Kel by tosses down the suitcases onto the doubl e bed before
wandering into the--

BATHROOM

He turns on the faucet, then absently rubs at a rust stain
while waiting for it to heat up. He splashes sone water on
his face, consults his reflection.

A KNOCK in the next roomdraws hi mback out into the--
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BEDROOM

On the other side of the door, he finds Josie holding a
stack of towels, as prom sed.

I NT. DI NER - NI GHT

The grubby man, SCOTT, makes his way over to Sloan’s table.
Hi s buddi es take note over their shoul ders.

Sl oan picks up a nmenu and flips through it, trying to appear
too busy to give himher attention. He stops beside her
tabl e, undeterred. Puts a hand out.

SCOTT
| " m Scott.

By the way she glowers at his hand, you' d think he just spit
into it.

SCOTT ( CONT’ D)
And you are?

SLOAN
Not i nterested.

He buries his hand into his pocket.

SCOrIT
How do you know? You haven't heard
nmy sales pitch

He takes a seat opposite her, which causes Sloan’s tenper to
flair.

SLCOAN
My boyfriend isn’t gonna be happy
to see you sitting there.

Scott chuckl es.

SCOIT
Your boyfriend? Were's he at?

SLOAN
Cetting us a room

SCOrT
Better make this quick then.

He slides a hand across the table, palmdown. Lifts it just
enough so that she can see a baggie of pills underneath.
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SCOTT (cont’d)
Look like you could use a
pi ck- me-up

As she reaches for it, his hand retreats back into his
pocket, taking the pills with it. He turns to regard the
Waitress who is lazily w ping down the counter.

SCOTT ( CONT’ D)
Coul d we get a Coke over here?

Sl oan fidgets nervously as they await the delivery. Waitress
sets a glass down in front of Scott. Eyes Sl oan.

WAl TRESS
You okay, hun?

SCOIT
She’s fine. Just thirsty.

He slides the glass in front of Sloan. Still being watched
by the wary Waitress, Sloan takes a sip.

WAl TRESS ( CONT" D)
Hungry yet?

SCOTT
We'll | etcha know

Waitress flashes hima disapprovi ng gl ance before wandering
off. Wth her back to them Scott presses a single white
tablet into Sloan’s palm

SLOAN
| don’t have any noney.

SCOTT
Who sai d anything about noney?

She contenpl ates the pill.

SLOAN
VWhat is it?

SCOTT
Does it matter?

Wt hout further ado, she slips the pill into her nouth and
swal lows it with a sip of soda.



57.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM #3 - SAME

Josi e backs Kel by up into the room kissing himhungrily
while he puts mnimal effort into returning her affections.
As they reach the bed, she pushes himdown onto his back and
clinbs on top.

Their |ips neet again as she goes for his zipper. He pushes
her hands away.

KELBY
No, wait...

JOSI E
W' || be quick.

She goes for his zipper again, this tinme managing to pull it
down. A | ook of disappointnent washes over her.

JOSI E ( CONT' D)
Ww, you really aren’t interested,
are you?

Mortified, she scurries off the bed and qui ckly makes her
way to the door. Kelby zips up his fly.

KELBY
It’s not that. | just--

JOSI E
It’s fine. | get it. You' re
married. | just thought... nost

married nen aren’t married 100
percent of the tine, ya know?

And with that, she ducks out of the room shutting the door
behi nd her.

Kel by sinks his head into his hands.

KELBY
Fuck.

I NT. DINER - NI GHT

Scott glares across the table at Sloan as if she’s the best
t hi ng on the nenu.

SCOrT
Cot a lotta shit back in nmy room
Pills, pot, blow smack. Watever
you fancy.
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Sl oan uneasily gazes over her shoul der at Scott’s friends.

SLOAN
Just you or... ?

SCOTT
Tall one’s Chet and the other’s
wally. We'll take real good care of
you.

He fastens a hand around her wist. Cdinbs out of the booth,
attenpting to tug her along, but she remains seated.

A bell above the door JI NGLES.

Sl oan | ooks over to see Kelby trudging in her direction. For
a split second she | ooks relieved, then nervous as she
W ggl es out of Scott’s grip.

SLOAN
Told you nmy boyfriend was com ng.

Scott turns to find a pissed off Kel by towering over him He
| ooks Kel by up and down, sizing up the conpetition.

SCOrIT
Thi s guy?
(scoffs)
I"’min 25, if you wanna know what a
real cock--

Kel by slanms Scott’s face against the table. A geyser gushes
from his broken nose as he cones back up.

Sl oan bolts to her feet.

SLOAN
Kel by! Fuck!!

Scott’s buddies rush to his aid, fists clenched, ready for
action.

Trucker wi pes his nouth on a napkin and rises to his feet as
wel | .

The famly sits in shock, nother desperately trying to keep
her children’s attention focused on the novie.

Wi tress races over, getting in between Kel by and Scott.

WAl TRESS
No way. Not in ny diner. You
Neandert hal s wanna fight, take it
out si de.
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Kel by stares down Scott, as if expecting himto nake a nove.

Scott presses a napkin to his nose. Heads back to his table,
nmoti oni ng CHET and WALLY to follow suit.

The two nmen cast an unspoken threat in Kelby's direction
bef ore conplying. They slide back into their booth and
continue their meal, as if nothing happened.

EXT. DINER - N GHT
Kel by exits the diner, dragging Sloan along by her el bow

KELBY
(stuttering)
You're like a fucking child. Can’t
| eave you al one for five m nutes!

SLOAN
He offered me 50 bucks to suck on
his balls. Not his cock, now Just
his balls.

She struggles to free herself, but his grip only increases.

SLOAN ( CONT’ D)
Said he’d throwin an extra 20 if
you' d wat ch

She wat ches his expression for a reaction, continues on when
she doesn’t receive one.

SLOAN
Just |ike the good ol’ days.

She pulls away fromhi mjust as he rel eases her. She
stunbl es backwards, |anding on her ass in the dirt.

TRUCKER (O S.)
Hey!

Kel by turns just in tinme to see Trucker’s fist connect with
his face. He staggers back, but quickly regains his footing.
Pul s back his fist to defend hinself, but--

Trucker | ands a second punch then an i nmedi ate fol | ow up
blow to the gut.

Kel by crunbles to the dirt beside Sl oan.
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SLOAN
(to Trucker)
What’ re you doi ng?!

Trucker all but ignores her. H's beef is with Kel by.

TRUCKER
You think you're tough shit?
Beating on a girl?

As Kel by shields his face, Trucker kicks himin the side.

TRUCKER ( CONT’ D)
How s it feel to be the victinP

He’' s about to kick Kel by again when Sloan |eaps in front of
Kel by, shielding himw th her body.

SLOAN
Leave hi m al one!

Trucker flashes her an incredul ous | ook, not quite
under st andi ng why she isn’'t grateful for his help.

SLOAN ( CONT’ D)
Get the fuck out of herell

Trucker shakes his head with disgust before stonping off
into the diner.

Sloan rolls Kel by over to assess his injuries. Blood oozes
fromhis nose and split lip.

| NT. MOTEL #3 - BATHROOM - NI GHT

Kel by sits on the floor slunped against the vanity while
Sl oan dabs at the dried bl ood below his nose with a danp
cloth. He doesn’t even flinch.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM #3 - BEDROOM - NI GHT

An old TV plays, nostly static. Volunme barely audi bl e.

Sl oan and Kelby lie in bed, in their usual spooning
position. He's asleep and she’s w de awake.

She slides a hand between her |egs, guiding it rhythmcally.
Squeezes her eyes shut. Parts her |ips. A disappointed sigh
escapes in lieu of a nopan.
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She positions Kel by’s hand over one of her breasts.
Continues to nasturbate but still receives no pleasure. She
slides Kel by’'s hand down her stomach and between her | egs.
Finally, a smle crosses her lips as her head rolls back.

EXT. MOTEL #3 - OUTSI DE KELBY’ S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Sl oan snokes a cigarette, hand shaking considerably, as is
the rest of her. Her hair is a matted, sweaty ness.

A PAIR OF HANDS energe fromthe darkness, groping her. She
whi ps around to find Scott there with a perverse smrk on
his face. She brushes himoff but he comes right back,

det er m ned.

SCOrT
s that any way to talk to soneone
that did you a favor?

Sl oan drops the cigarette. Stonps it out with her bare foot.
Heads for the room door.

SLOAN
Way don’t you go back to your room
and do yourself a favor?

She simul ates a hand job. As she reaches for the doorknob,
Scott grabs a chunk of her hair, yanking her back. She whips
around with sone fight in her, punching himhard in the
chest, but it in no way persuades himto rel ease her.

SLOAN ( CONT’ D)

"1l scream

SCOTT
You owe ne.

SLOAN
| told you | didn't have noney. You
gave ne the pill anyway. Figured it
was a gift.

SCOTT

You got the shakes real bad. Oxy
took the edge off, but it’s al
com ng back, isn't it? Wrse than
bef ore.

He corners her against the roomdoor. Pulls her head back by
her hair, so that she’s looking himin the eye.
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SCOTT (CONT’' D)
| " mgonna fix it, but you have to
be a good girl and invite us in.

Chet and Wally creep out of the shadows, announcing their
presence.

I NT. MOTEL #3 - KELBY' S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Sl oan enters, followed closely by Scott and conpany. Scott
t akes note of Kel by asleep in bed.

SCOrT
CGet hi m up.

Chet and Wally rush to the bed and rouse Kel by fromhis
sl eep.

Scott escorts Sloan to the table where he unl oads sone drug
paraphernalia fromhis pockets. Spoon, |ighter, syringe,
t our ni quet and heroin.

SLOAN
| don’t do heroin.

SCOrT
Then you're in for a real treat.

Sl oan’s anxiety grows as Scott taps out sonme heroin onto the
spoon.

KELBY (O. S.)
VWhat the fuck? Sl oan?!

Kel by struggles into a sitting position only to have Chet
and Wal ly push him back down.

Scott regards Sloan over his shoulder while continuing to
prep the heroin for injection.

SCOrT
Go get on the bed.

SLOAN
|1l pay you for the pill. That’s
all I owe you.

KELBY

Sl oan?!
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SCOrT
| said get on the bed, baby girl. |
ain"t got all night.

Sl oan gl ances back at Kel by, eyes brimring with tears,
bottomlip quivering. Alittle girl desperately seeking his
hel p.

SLOAN
Mexi co.

Kel by | unges upright, nearly slipping free of the two thugs
hol di ng hi m down.

KELBY
(stuttering)
Get the fuck off ne!

SCOrT
Shut hi m up.

Chet slugs Kelby in the nouth. Wally follows it up with a
punch to his ribs.

SLOAN
Ckay, okay. 1’1l get on the bed.
Stop. I'Il get on the fucking bed!

As Sloan crawls into bed, Chet and Wally ease up on Kel by.

Kel by and Sl oan exchange a gl ance as Scott joins themwth
t he | oaded syringe and tourniquet.

KELBY
Sl oan, don’t!

Chet punches Kel by in the face again, silencing him

Scott affixes the rubber tourniquet to the top of Sloan's
arm Burrows the needle into the inside crease of her el bow.
Sm |l es broadly as he presses the plunger.

Al nost inmediately, Sloan’s body falls |inply back agai nst
the bed, landing beside a still struggling Kel by. Their eyes
nmeet, once again, before hers flutter closed.

SCOrT
Time to negotiate paynent.

Scott flips Sloan over onto her stomach then unfastens his
belt and pulls down his fly.

Kel by struggles valiantly to cone to her aid.



64.

KELBY
(stuttering)
Don’t you fucking touch her!

Chet gets himin a choke hold, not only silencing himbut
forcing himto watch as wel .

Kel by goes stoney-faced as Scott’s GRUNTS begin in the
backgr ound.

| NT. OLD HOVE - KELBY' S BEDROOM - NI GHT ( FLASHBACK)
GRUNTI NG conti nues.

Young Kel by lies wth his cheek pressed agai nst the bare
mattress, one of his eyes swollen shut.

Alittle girl’s WH MPER can be heard faintly in the
backgr ound.

The GRUNTI NG reaches a crescendo, then ceases. HEAVY
FOOTSTEPS recede out of the roomfollowed by a door
shut ti ng.

Young Kel by extends a hand across the bed to Young Sl oan,
who |ies face down on the bed, tears stream ng down her
cheeks.

| NT. MOTEL #3 - KELBY' S ROOM - DAY
Kel by and Sloan lie in bed, in the exact same position,
hol di ng hands, their gazes still |ocked. One of Kelby' s eyes

is swollen al nost conpletely shut.

Morni ng sunlight streans in through the ratty curtains,
illumnating the roomand the ness | eft behind.

Their suitcases |lay open on the floor, clothing scattered
everywhere. Dresser drawers all open, sone pulled conpletely
out .

A KNOCK at the door. Neither Kel by nor Sloan seemto notice.
Anot her KNOCK follows, this one nore forceful

JOSIE (O S.)
You m ssed check-out.
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EXT. MOTEL #3 - OUTSI DE KELBY’ S ROOM - DAY

Josie waits an appropriate anount of time before knocking
agai n.

JOSI E
You in there? Hello?

Her questions are nmet with nore silence. She pulls out a set
of keys from her pocket. Searches through themfor the right
one.

JOSI E (CONT' D)
|’mcomn’ in.

I NT. MOTEL #3 - KELBY'S ROOM - DAY

Hol ding his side in pain, Kelby clinbs out of bed and begins
gathering the scattered clothing into a pile.

The door SQUEALS open as Josie peeks her head in. A gasp
parts her |ips.

JOSI E
Jesus fuckin' Christ. Wat
happened?

She rushes in, shutting the door behind her. Gazes around at
the nmess before cautiously approachi ng Kel by. Then she
notices Sloan laid out across the bed with a bl anket draped
over her.

JOSI E (CONT’ D)
She okay?

Kel by says not hing, continues rounding up their bel ongings.

JOSIE (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Who did this?
(off his silence)
Did you call the cops?

Still no response. She takes out her cell phone, starts to
di al .

KELBY
No!

The desperate ook in his eyes forces her to bury the phone
back in her pocket. Then, getting on her hands and knees,
she hel ps Kel by collect the rest of their things.
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She picks up a pair of jeans, unearthing Kel by’ s photo,
housed behind the shattered glass of the picture frame. He
quickly takes it from her, but not before she gets a | ook at
t he phot o.

Her synpathetic eyes neet up with his as she expresses an
unspoken apol ogy.

Kel by renpoves the tattered photo, shakes off the fragnents
of glass and sets it in his enpty suitcase. He tosses in his
cl othes on top, not bothering to fold anything.

EXT. GREYHOUND BUS STATI ON - DAY

A car pulls up in front.

INT. JOSIE S CAR (STOPPED) - DAY

Poi sed behind the wheel, Josie glances solemly at a badly
beaten Kel by beside her then at Sloan in the rear view
mrror.

Sl oan sits slunped in her seat with her sungl asses on,
al nost devoid of life.

EXT. GREYHOUND BUS STATI ON - MOMENTS LATER

Kel by pulls a suitcase out of the trunk, gritting his teeth
t hrough the pain. Josie joins himand renoves the other.

JOSI E
If I didn't have to get to ny
second j ob. ..

She refl exively checks her watch. Kel by relieves her of the
sui tcase, then sets them both on the curb.

KELBY
W’ ve got the bus.

She reaches into her pocket, pulls out sone crunpled noney.
Ofers it to himawkwardly.

JOSI E
It’'s not nuch, but...

Kel by gl ances at the noney then heads back to close the
trunk. Josie follows.
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JOSI E (CONT' D)
Take it.

When he doesn’t, she slips it into his jacket pocket.

JOSIE (CONT' D) (cont’d)
| f you ever..

The unspoken possibility hangs there between themuntil
Kel by opens the back door and eases Sl oan out of the car.

I NT. GREYHOUND BUS STATI ON - DAY

Kel by stands at the ticket counter, hands shaking slightly
as he flips through his wallet.

BUS STATI ON CLERK | ooks on synpathetically, exam ning his
battered face.

He finally | ocates his debit card, hands it to her.

She types on her conputer, then slides the card through a
reader.

As he waits, Kel by glances over his shoul der at Sl oan, who
sits idly on a bench just outside the entrance.

BUS STATION CLERK (O.S.)
Decl i ned.

Kel by whi ps back around.

KELBY
What ?

BUS STATI ON CLERK
Your card. Sorry. Do you have
anot her one?

She hands back his debit card.

Enbarrassed, Kelby slides it into his wallet. Pulls out the
crunpl ed cash fromhis pocket. Hands it over.

KELBY
How far can we get on this?

She straightens out and counts the bills. Types on her
conput er. Looks up, apol ogetic.
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BUS STATI ON CLERK
Tucson.

EXT. CGREYHOUND BUS STATI ON - DAY

Kel by i nserts whatever change he finds in his pockets into a
vendi ng machine. Selects a protein bar and a bottle of

water. Slides onto the bench beside Sl oan. Hands her the

f ood.

KELBY
Bus is boarding in five.

Sl oan doesn't take it. Doesn’'t even seemto hear him

KELBY ( CONT' D)
Sl oan?

Still nothing. He lifts the sungl asses to study her eyes.
There is an alarmngly enpty ook to themas they stare off
at nothing in particular.

KELBY (CONT' D) (cont’d)
You with ne?

Sl oan comes around a bit, nods. Takes the protein bar and
water. All very nechanical, as if she’'s just going through

t he notions.

| NT. GREYHOUND BUS (MOVI NG - DAY

Sl oan sits notionless, head rested agai nst the wi ndow as she
stares out with a blank | ook. Kelby sits equally silent

besi de her, observing her worrisone deneanor.

She’s a bonb and he’s counting down the seconds until she
expl odes.

EXT. ARI ZONA - H GHWAY - EVEN NG

A colorful sign on the side of the road boasts: "Wl cone to
Ari zona".

Behind it, the sun sets over the horizon.
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EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD - N GHT

Kel by and Sl oan trudge along, just off the road. They both
appear fatigued to their breaking points.

Sloan throws in the towel, setting down her suitcase and
pl oppi ng down on top of it.

Kel by nops sone sweat off his brow, out of breath...

KELBY
Another mle, then we'll rest.

He continues on a short distance before realizing that Sloan
hasn’t foll owed. Exasperated, he trudges back, sets his
sui tcase beside hers and sits.

Sl oan’s head sinks into her hands. It isn’t until her
shoul ders start to trenble that we realize she's crying.

He | oops an arm around her shoul der, pulling her agai nst
him Instead of conforting her, he only succeeds in causing
her to cry harder.

EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD - LATER

HEADL| GHTS approach, illum nating Kel by and Sl oan as they
| ean agai nst each ot her, barely awake.

Sl oan perks up, sticking out her thunb.

As the HEADLI GHTS get cl oser and the vehicle doesn’t slow
down, she pops to her feet and noves onto the road.

Kel by yanks her back to safety as the car whi zzes by.

EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD - LATER
Sl oan and Kel by anbl e down the road, just off the street.

Anot her set of HEADLI GHTS attracts their attention. This
time both of them stick out their thunbs.

A old PICK-UP TRUCK pulls up and idl es beside them The
DRI VER (mal e, 20s) rolls down the passenger w ndow.

DRI VER
Where you headed?
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KELBY
As far as you are.
DRI VER
You guys aren’t arned or anything,

are you?
Kel by can’t help but release a tiny chuckle.
KELBY
No. What about you?
EXT. PICK-UP TRUCK (MOWVING - N GHT

Kel by and Sl oan sit slunped against the tailgate in the bed
of the truck, passing a cigarette between them

SLOAN
Do you think he suffered? Before he
di ed?

KELBY

God, | hope so.

SLOAN
Do you think he suffered enough?

He thinks long and hard on this. Takes a pull of the
cigarette. Hands it to Sl oan.

KELBY
What woul d be enough?

Sloan replies with a shrug.

KELBY ( CONT’ D)
| f he had gotten drunk and drove
his car off the road and | anded in
a ditch breaking every single bone
in his body and no one found the
car for days and days while he
slowy bled to death... that
woul dn’t be enough for ne.

Sl oan puffs on the cigarette. Passes it back to Kel by.

SLOAN
Driven out to the desert, stripped
naked, hog-tied and left for dead.
Two days for dehydration to set in,
one nore before the buzzards
started swarm ng. He'd probably
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_ SLOAN
still be conscious enough to fee

t hem pick the flesh off his bones
but too weak to stop them Not
enough.

KELBY
Ski nned alive. Dunked in a pool of
rubbi ng al cohol every hour on the
hour, until he passed out fromthe
pain. Then wait until he cane to
and repeat.

SLOAN
D smenbered. Uni nportant parts
first. Fingers. Toes. Arns. Legs.
Then gut him so he could see his
insides fall out in a puddle at his
feet.

As their cigarette reaches its end, Kelby puts it out on his
armw thout so nmuch as a flinch.

EXT. H GHWAY REST STOP - N GHT

Dark and dil api dated. The only sign that it’s in working
order is the little glow frominside the nen’s bat hroom

| NT. H GHWAY REST STOP - BATHROOM - NI GHT

Kel by stands at the urinal, doing his business. Flushes. As

he heads for the exit, he passes a stall with Sloan’s shoes
under neath the door.

KELBY
"1l wait outside.
| NSI DE STALL
Sl oan sits there, pants still up, staring off at nothing in

particul ar.

JOSEPH (V. Q)
| shoul da had you sucked outta your
mama as fast as you were put up
there. Kids are nothing but fucking
| eeches.

Sl oan bursts out of the stall, heads for the--

SI NK AREA
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She washes her hands, then stares blankly at her
reflection. The mrror is cracked, distorting what she sees.
Not just one nessed up girl, but numerous.

She rubs at her eyes, snmudgi ng her bl ack eyeliner
ever ywher e.

FLASH TGO

A girly charm bracel et dangles from Young Sloan’s wist as
she picks through an assortnment of her nother’s bel ongi ngs.
She carefully selects a black eyeliner. Wth an unst eady
hand, she draws a thick black |ine beneath both eyes.

She then applies sonme bright red l|ipstick, enlarging her
lips to twice their normal size.

JOSEPH (O . S.)
VWhat the fuck is all over
your face?

Terrified, Young Sloan turns to find Joseph towering
over her.

JOSEPH
You | ook Iike a fucking whore!
Know what happens to whores?!

He snatches her up and tosses her onto the bed while she
fights himoff, kicking and scream ng.

In the struggle, her charmbracelet is ripped fromher arm
Charns and beads skitter across the floor.

One | arge hand restrains her by her hair while the other
SW pes a thunb across her |ips, snearing the red

i pstick everywhere.

BACK TO SCENE

Young Sl oan’s CRIES echo hauntingly.

Havi ng made a bl ack greasy ness of her eyes, Sloan nobves on
to her Iips.

EXT. H GHWAY REST STOP - N GHT

Kel by paces outside the nmen’s bathroom Pulls out a crunpled
pack of cigarettes fromhis back pocket. Realizes it’s
enpty, he crushes the wapper in his fist and | aunches it
off into the darkness.
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He paces even qui cker now, running his hands through his
hair, trying to control his breathing. Finally, he heads
back i nsi de.

I NT. H GAMAY REST STOP - BATHROOM - NI GHT

Sloan is still in front of the mrror trying to snudge off
her makeup when Kel by enters.

KELBY
We shoul d go.

Sl oan regards himin the mrror, then grabs a handful of
paper towels and attenpts to clean up her face. The nore she
rubs, the worse she nmakes it.

Kel by takes the wad from her, noistens it and picks up where
she left off.

Once all the makeup is cleared away, he pulls her into
an enbrace and rests his forehead agai nst hers.

SLOAN
VWat're we--?

KELBY
Shhhh. Just | et ne think.

He conbs his fingers through her hair. She strokes his
cheek, then guides her nmouth to his. Their |ips neet for the
bri efest of nonments before--

A BUSI NESSMAN (50s) enters, startled to find that he’s not
alone. H's winkled suit and | oosened tie suggests he’s been
on the road for quite sone tine.

Kel by and Sl oan break apart |ike teenagers caught in the
act. He catches the door before it can close all the way,
nudges her toward it.

BUSI NESSVAN
Holy fuck, you scared ne!

Sl oan tugs Kelby's arm urging himto foll ow

KELBY
Thi nk you could give us a ride?

Busi nessnman tries to get a better |ook at Sloan, but Kel by
pul I s her behind him Undeterred, Businessman w nks
suggestively at her.
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BUSI NESSMAN
How s about | just give her a ride.

KELBY
Fuck you.

Busi nessman heads for one of the stalls.

BUSI NESSVAN
That’s what | thought. Get outta
here before | fuck that face up
even nore.

EXT. H GHWAY REST STOP - N GHT

Kel by and Sl oan energe fromthe nmen’s bat hroom hi mtugging
her al ong.

SLOAN
You shoulda let nme do the talking.

He rel eases her to pick up their suitcases.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
| ” m goi ng back in.

She attenpts it, but Kel by bl ocks the doorway. He
contenpl ates the nearly enpty parking lot, then the | one car
par ked sideways in two handi capped stall

KELBY
Take these and wait by the car.

He | oads her down with the suitcases. When she doesn’'t npve,
he gi ves her an encouragi ng nudge.

SLOAN
What are you gonna do?

Kel by stornms back into the bathroom

SLOAN (cont’d)
Kel by!

Just before entering, he positions the hood of his jacket up
over his head and tugs on the drawstring.
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I NT. H GAMWAY REST STOP - BATHROOM - NI GHT

Busi nessman finishes up in the stall. Flushes. Pulls up his
pants. Opens the door to find--

Kel by standing there, expression hardened with resolve.

BUSI NESSVAN
Change your m nd?

Kel by punches him He goes down hard, but quickly attenpts
to scranble to his feet. Before he can nake it all the way
up, Kelby swings the stall door against his head.

EXT. H GHWAY REST STOP - LATER

Kel by wal ks briskly out of the restroom Finds Sloan waiting
near by, still holding the suitcases.

KELBY
| said wait by the car

He takes the suitcases fromher, then rushes toward the
parking | ot. She has no choice but to follow

Retrieving a set of keys from his pocket, he unl ocks the
doors by renpte. Tosses the suitcases into the trunk.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Get in.

Sl oan stands frozen beside the passenger door, fear and
worry displayed in her eyes.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Get in the car.

When she doesn’t follow his directions, he opens the door
and shoves her in.

I NT. CAR (MOVING - N CGHT

Radi o plays an OLDIES TUNE faintly in the background as--
Kel by and Sloan ride in silence. She alternates gl ances

at Kel by and out the front window His attention on the road

ahead is unwaveri ng.

SLOAN
What’ d you do?
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He doesn’t answer. Tightens his grip on the wheel until his
knuckl es turn white.

She waits for a response, sighs |oudly when she
doesn’'t receive one. Reaches for the radio dial.

He catches her wist just before she nakes contact.

KELBY
Don’t touch anyt hing.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM #4 - N GHT

Sloan sits rigidly on the bed, back facing the door. She
stares down, entranced, by sonething on her |ap.

Kel by enters, pulling off the hood of his jacket. Renobves
a wallet fromhis back pocket.

KELBY
Got rid of the car. 1'Il toss
the wall et on our way to Coronado.

He sinks into a seat at the table near the door. Flips
t hrough the wall et, pauses a second on the driver’s |icense
photo, then hits the cash. Counts it out onto the table.

KELBY (cont’ d)
647. Who keeps that kind of
money in their wallet?

When he receives no response, he glances at Sl oan.
She hasn’t noved a fraction of an inch.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Sl oan?

She doesn’t acknowl edge himin any way. He sets down the
noney and approaches the bed. As he notices what’s
di stracting her, a gasp parts his |ips.

SLOAN HAS A GUN

KELBY (cont’ d)
Sl oan. . .

SLCOAN
There’s two left. One for you
and one for ne. If that’s not a
sign- -
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KELBY
Where' d you get that?

SLOAN
d ove box.

Kel by extends a shaky hand.

KELBY
Gve it to ne.

SLOAN
| can’t decide who should go first.
(pause, revel ation)
Maybe | shoul d do the whol e
thing nyself. | don’t think you
have the stomach for it.

She ains the gun at him He flinches.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
You.

She presses the barrel against her own forehead.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
Then ne.

He eases onto his knees beside her. Nudges his open palm
alittle closer.

KELBY
G ve ne the gun, Sloan.

She ainms the gun at himagain, finger hovering dangerously
close to the trigger.

SLOAN
VWhat if one of us died and
t he ot her survived?

He inches his hand closer still. Daringly close.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
What if we went to
di fferent places? They say if you
kill yourself, you go to hell.

KELBY
If we die, he wins. Do
you understand that?
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SLOAN
| don't care any nore. It’I|
be over. That's all | want. Isn't

t hat what you want ?

KELBY
| want the gun. Can you do that?
Can you hand it to ne?

Sl oan shakes her head vehenently.

SLOAN
There can't be a hell. If there
was a hell, there' d have to be

a heaven. And if there was a
heaven, there’ d have to be a god.
But there’s no god. There couldn’'t
be.

He lunges for the gun, but Sloan bolts to her feet, renoving
it fromhis grasp. She cocks it.

He stunbl es backwards onto the floor, hands up in surrender.

KELBY
Ckay, I'msorry. | won't take it.
Just... put the safety on.

SLOAN

Even if there was a god, he’d have
to make an exception, right? Just
this once?

There’s a cold |l ook in her eye that signals she has
conpletely lost touch with reality. There’s no tal king her
out of this.

KELBY
Sl oan. .. please..

Her eyes flutter closed and she inhales sharply before
squeezing the trigger. Kelby shields hinself.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Sl oan!

A hol  ow CLI CKI' echoes throughout the room
He slowy lowers his arns, eyes wide with disbelief.

SLOAN
Maybe |’ m supposed to go first.
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She turns the gun in her hands, awkwardly positioning the
barrel in the center of her forehead. In the process, her
finger comes off the trigger.

Kel by slowy staggers to his feet, drunk with fear. Hands
out in front of himin the nost non-threateni ng demeanor he
can nanage.

KELBY
Ckay, okay. But let nme doit. If
you mss, even by a fraction of an
inch. ..

A spastic grin fornms on Sloan’s pale face.

SLOAN
You woul d do that for ne?

KELBY
| would do anything for you. You
know that. You've al ways known
t hat .

Tears of relief rain down her cheeks.

SLOAN
Prom se you' Il be right behind ne?

KELBY
| prom se. Ckay?

Satisfied, Sloan nods. He cautiously noves in for the gun,
but before he can take possession, her snmle fades and a
stony resolve replaces it.

SLOAN
No, it has to be ne.

Her finger edges toward the trigger as Kel by slaps the gun
out of her hand.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
No!

She lunges for it as Kelby tackles her to the floor. She
struggles valiantly, but her her attenpt at escape is short
lived as she dissolves to tears.

When he feels it’'s safe, Kelby rel eases her and goes for the
gun. He opens the chanber and peers down at the two bullets.

The next shot woul d have been fatal.
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He dunps the bullets into his hand. Puts themin his pocket.
Sets the gun on the nightstand.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
This is our only chance at freedom
You understand that, right? You
understand that you're ruining it?

KELBY
A bullet won't nmake you free,
Sloan. It’Il just make you dead.

He clinbs to his feet, fastens the deadbolt and chain on the
door, then stuffs the noney into his back pocket. Returns to
the bed, turning down the conforter.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Get sone rest.

Sl oan stubbornly remai ns poised on the floor at the foot of
the bed. He offers her a hand up, which she all but ignores.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Sl oan. ..

When she still doesn’t make a nove, he scoops her into his
arms and sets her into bed. Lovingly strokes her cheek as he
brushes some stray hair aside.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Tonmorrow this will all be over.
| NT. MOTEL ROOM #4 - LATER

Kel by and Sl oan are wi de awake, lying on their sides, backs
faci ng each ot her.

A tear pools in the corner of her eye, rolls across the
bri dge of her nose and down her cheek.

SLOAN

Did you kill that guy?
KELBY

No.
SLOAN

Are you sure?

KELBY
He was still breathing when | left.
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SLOAN
You should ve killed him He saw
our faces.

He gl ances at her over his shoul der, incredul ous.

KELBY
He barely saw yours and mne' s too
fucked up for an |.D.

SLCOAN
| f you had just let ne fuck him..

KELBY
Maybe | shoul d’ ve. What’ s one nore
lowlife with his dick in you?

Sil ence enconpasses them for what seens |ike an
eternity before Sloan shatters it...

SLOAN
You know how | do it? How I can
be with all those nmen? \Wen
t hey’ re whi spering disgusting
things in ny ear and choking ne and
when they' re inside ne? | close ny
eyes... and | pretend it’s you.

She rolls over to face him but he is unable to follow suit.
Undet erred, she strokes his cheek.

SLCAN (cont’d)
Because if it’s you, it
doesn’t hurt any nore. And all the
vile things they do to ne don't
seem so vile.

Kel by tightens his jaw. Swal | ows hard.

KELBY
Don't talk |like that.

SLCOAN
There’s nothing | wouldn’t do
for you. Nothing I wouldn't |et you
do to ne.

She trails her fingers down his neck, over his chest,
across his stomach, toward his zipper. He takes her by the
wi st before she can get any | ower.
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SLOAN (cont’ d)
|’d give it all up for you. | could
be good. Tell ne what you want ne
todoand I'll doit.

KELBY
Not hi ng you do could ever make this
okay.

She rests her head on his chest.

SLOAN
No one else is gonna |ove us. No
one’ s gonna understand what we’ ve
been through. W' re too damaged for

anyone to fix. You're all | have,
and I"mall you have. And that’s
enough.

KELBY

Sonmewhere, deep down in there,
you know it’s wrong.

SLOAN
What if everyone else is wong and
we're the only thing in this whole
fucked up world that’s right?

Kel by eases his hold of her wist. She slips her hand under
his shirt, guides it up his stomach and chest. Lowers her
lips to his.

He ki sses her back, just a peck at first but

qui ckly escalating. He rolls her onto her back, positioning
hi msel f on top. Squeezes his eyes shut as their |ips neet
agai n.

FLASH TO

Sloan is bent over the sink while Mtel John takes her from
behi nd.

BACK TO SCENE

Kel by pushes away from Sl oan, but she holds his face to
hers, stealing nore kisses.

FLASH TGO

Scott flips Sloan over onto her stomach then unfastens his
belt and pulls down his fly.

BACK TO SCENE
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Kel by rolls off of Sloan, holds her away at armis |ength
while she tries desperately to ease back into his enbrace.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
Nobody has to know.

FLASH TGO

Joseph corners Young Kelby in the snmall, cranped bathroom
Young Kel by backs away as the hul king figure closes in.

JOSEPH (O . S.)
Nobody has to know.

BACK TO SCENE

Sloan clings to him resisting all his efforts to keep
her away.

SLOAN
Pl ease, Kel by. Please. | need you.

Kel by flips her over onto her stomach. Wth one hand he
restrains both her wists behind her back and with the other
he funbles with his zipper.

But that's as far as he gets before his conscience catches
up to him He releases her wists.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
Don’t stop.

He clinbs out of bed, pacing back and forth |ike a caged
animal slowy going insane. Breathing out of control, body
trenbling.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
Kel by. ..

KELBY
(stuttering)
Don’t talk. Don’t say anything.
Just... just for once, shut the
fuck up.

SLOAN
|’ msorry.

She crawls to the bottom of the bed, reaches out to him

KELBY
Don’t touch ne.
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Gipped with anxiety, he puts sone distance between

t hem sl unping agai nst the room door and sliding down to sit
on the floor. Wth his face buried in his hands, he

bangs his head back, over and over and over.

Sl oan clinbs out of bed, frightened.

SLOAN
Let’s just sleep, okay? I'IIl get
your pills.

Runmagi ng through his suitcase full of crunpled clothes, she
conmes across the bottle of sleeping pills. Shakes a couple
out into her hand.

d ancing over her shoul der, she realizes that he’'s poundi ng
his head even harder. She shakes out two additional pills.

Swiftly, she disappears into the bathroom Energes a few
seconds later with a glass of water. Sinking onto the floor
beside him she gingerly takes hold of his head.

He opens his eyes and, for the very first tinme, we see
unbridl ed enotion of the rawest form Rage, fear, despair,
hopel essness. His little nmetal box has been pried open and
all that was | ocked safely away for so | ong has been all owed
to escape.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
Let’s just sleep.

She pushes one of the sleeping pills through his pursed
lips. Gves hima sip of water. Then she feeds hi m anot her,
and anot her, and another. He swall ows each one w t hout
guesti on.

| NT. OLD HOME - G RL’S BEDROOM - N GHT (NI GHTMARE)
Small roomwi th |light pink walls.

Young Kel by is pushed roughly into frane by soneone t hat
remai ns in the shadows.

JOSEPH (O S.)
Get on the bed.

Young Sloan lies on a twin-sized bed, wists duct taped to
the frame. Young Kel by weeps at the sight of her.

JOSEPH (O. S.) (cont’d)
Get on the bed! Unless you want
me to do it.
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Young Kel by eases onto the edge of the bed. Young Sl oan
wat ches himwith wide, terrified eyes.

SLOAN (O S.)
Tell nme you | ove ne.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM #4 - DAY

CLOSE ON Kel by, as his eyes bolt open. He turns his head to
| ook around. He’s in bed. Sloan is there beside him

He tries to get up but finds that he can’t nove. That’s when
he realizes his wists are secured behind his head to the
bed frame with duct tape.

The ROOM BLURS around him He blinks wildly in an attenpt to
bring it into focus. Pulls against the restraint to no
avai | .

KELBY
What* s goi ng on?

Sl oan says nothing, just silently observes his desperate
attenpt to free hinself.

KELBY (cont’ d)
What is this? What’'re you doi ng?

SLOAN
You were out of control. | was
scar ed.

KELBY

I’mfine. Take this off.

She clinbs on top of him straddling his hips.

SLOAN

You want this. | know you do.
KELBY

No. Sloan, no. | don't.
SLOAN

| need you to tell nme that you
| ove ne. Can you do that?

He tries nore fervently to break free of the duct tape, but
his efforts are in vain.
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KELBY
Sl oan. Pl ease.

She undoes his button and zi pper.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Jesus Christ. Don't do this.

She guides himinto her.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Sl oan!

Slowy and rhythm cally, she undul ates agai nst him Head
rolls back in pleasure.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Get off nme. Stop!

She licks his lips, then slips her tongue into his nouth. He
turns his head to deny her. Undeterred, she kisses his neck.
Trails her lips down to his chest, then stonmach, and | ower.

Kel by squeezes his eyes shut. Concentrating. WIIling
hinmself not to enjoy it. WIlling hinmself to stop being
aroused. But he can’t.

Sl oan rides himharder and faster, on the verge of
orgasm She convulses wildly on top of him head thrown
back, npbaning with reckl ess abandon.

He clenches his jaw into a stubborn |ine and rel eases a
m ghty wail of defeat as he shamefully | oses the battle.

Sl oan col | apses on top of him her sweat-soaked body heaving
wi th every | abored breath.

SLOAN
Tell me you | ove ne.

Kel by pulls violently against the duct tape.

KELBY
Get this off of ne.

She rolls off of him Lies on her back for a second to
catch her breath. A satisfied smrk creeps across her |ips.

SLOAN
Next time will be better.
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KELBY
(stuttering)
Get this off!

He struggles again, this time rocking the entire bed. The
i nstant Sl oan sets himfree, he scoops her into his arnms and
rushes into the--

BATHROOM

--where he dunps her into the tub and turns on the water.
Grabbi ng a wash cloth, he scrubs vigorously between her |egs
whil e she fights himoff.

SLOAN
You can’t wash it away.

He throws the sopping wet rag at her, like a slap across
the face. Paces to the door. Rests his forehead against it,
utterly defeated.

SLOAN (cont’ d)
Kel by?

KELBY
(stuttering)
Do you have any fucking idea what
you’ ve done?!

She flinches at the volune of his voice.

SLOAN
We coul d’ ve nade a baby. Hal f
you and hal f me. Living,
breat hi ng proof that we |ove each
ot her.

He turns to regard her as if she’s insane. Coll apses
back agai nst the door, physically and enotionally drained.

KELBY
(stuttering)
| f that happens, you're getting rid

of it.
SLOAN
| won’t.
KELBY
(stuttering)
You will or I'lIl rip it out of you

wi th nmy bare hands.



88.

SLOAN
Why? Because everyone w | |
know?Because you' re a coward who's
too fucking ashaned to admt--

KELBY
(stuttering)
Because you’'re ny sister!

SLOAN
Hal f sister.

KELBY
(stuttering)
You think that matters? You think
t hat nmakes it okay?

Sloan turns off the water. Waps herself in a towel.
Steps out of the tub. He points at her with a trenbling
finger.

KELBY (cont’ d)
(stuttering)
Stay away from ne!

She ignores the warning and comes up behind him pushing
t he door shut as he tries to escape.

He turns with a fire in his eye. Grabs her by the neck and
forces her against the wall.

She lets out a strangled cry as his fingers tighten,

gasps for air that won't cone. She swats at his hands and
beats agai nst his chest, but he doesn’t ease up. Not even a
little.

KELBY (cont’ d)
(stuttering)
Now | " m a fucking nonster.
Just |ike him

Sloan’s feet |leave the floor as he lifts her up the
wall. She tries to pry his fingers off her neck while her
legs flail.

Her arns gradually go linp at her sides as the fight |eaves
her. Just as she’'s about to | ose consci ousness, he rel eases
her .

She coll apses to the floor, gasping greedily for
air, hol ding her neck.

He bursts out of the room |eaving Sloan slunped in a barely
consci ous heap on the fl oor.
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EXT. MOTEL #4 - N GHT

Kel by snokes a cigarette, pacing back and forth,
m nd racing. Suddenly he stops to punch the wall. Again and
again and again, like he’'s conpletely |lost his m nd.

| NT. ABORTION CLI NI C - DAY ( FLASHBACK)

TEENAGE SLOAN (14) and TEENAGE KELBY (19) sit side by
side in an enpty waiting room

Teenage Sloan’s legs twitch nervously as she chews her bl ack
fingernails. Teenage Kel by places a hand on her knee,
causing the twitch to cease.

A CLINIC NURSE dressed in scrubs exits froma back room

CLI NIl C NURSE
Sloan... we're ready for you

Teenage Sl oan and Teenage Kelby rise fromtheir seats in
uni son. She clanps onto his hand, pulling himal ong.

CLI NI C NURSE (cont’ d)
|’ m sorry but your boyfriend has to
wai t here.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM #4 - DAY

The roomis enpty. No sign of Sloan.

Kel by enters, calmnow. Al nost too calm considering his
right hand is dripping blood onto the carpet.

He heads for the bathroom but di scovers the door is now
cl osed.

KELBY
Sl oan. . .

Upon receiving no response, he w ggles the doorknob.
It’s al so | ocked.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Did | hurt you?

He puts a hand agai nst the door, |eaving a bl ood
stain. d ances back at the nightstand.

THE GUN | S M SSI NG
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Pani cked, he reaches into his pocket, draws out only
one bull et.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Sl oan! ?!

BANG A GUNSHOT rings out frominside the bathroom

Kel by rans his shoul der into the door several tines
before it bursts open, sending himtunbling into the--

BATHROOM

Sloan’s lifeless body is slunped agai nst the shower, eyes
wi de and bl ank. BLOOD and BRAIN MATTER trickle down the
curtain.

Kel by crunbles to his knees, scooping Sloan into his arns
and draggi ng her onto his |ap.

KELBY (cont’ d)
No, no, no. Sloan. No. Don't | eave
me. You can’t leave ne. W’ll go to
Mexico. 1’1l take you to
Mexi co. Just you and ne. Just the
two of us. Please.

He shakes her, as if she’'s just asleep. As if with the right
anount of effort, she'll wake up and everything wl|
be okay.

He snoot hs back her hair, kisses her, hugs her to his
chest. Al the while weeping like a child.

KELBY (cont’ d)
You can’t | eave ne. Please
don't leave ne. | can’'t do this
wi thout you. | can’t be here
W t hout you. Sl oan!

I NT. TAXI (MOVING - DAY

Kel by sits stoically in back, face eerily expressionless
consi dering what he’ s just endured.

H s CRIES ECHO hauntingly.
TAXI DRI VER gl ances at himseveral tines in the mrror.

TAXI DRI VER
You okay, buddy?

Kel by doesn’t reply. Continues his deadpan.
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Taxi driver adjusts the rear view mrror, noticing a snear
of bl ood on Kel by’ s neck, just above the zipper of his
hoodi e.

TAXI DRI VER (cont’ d)
You got sonething there on your...

Kel by pulls up the zipper to his chin.

EXT. OLD HOVE - DAY

An ol d Dutch colonial farmhouse, in a state of negl ect
and di srepair. Weds and vines creep and crawl across
the wought iron rail around the porch.

Ataxi pulls up to the curb in front of the house.

Kel by exits, handing the driver a wad of cash. It |ooks Iike
everything he got off the Busi nessnan.

Taxi Driver starts to count, then pauses in disbelief.

TAXI DRI VER
You only owe ne forty.

Kel by heads off for the front porch.

| NT. OLD HOVE - DAY

The inside | ooks even worse than the outside. Faded,

peeling wall paper. Dirty, scuffed hardwood floors. An inch
of dust on everything. What little furniture remains doesn’'t
appear worth sal vagi ng.

Kel by stands just inside the threshold, the front of his
pants covered in Sloan s bl ood.

He steels his nerves before wal king up the rickety
staircase to the--

SECOND FLOOR
Two doors on the left, two on the right.

Kel by chooses the first on the left. Opens it to peer
i nsi de.

Conpl etely bare. Pale blue paint-chipped walls are the
only hint as to whomthis roomused to bel ong.

FLASH TGO
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Young Kel by |ies awake in bed, the room around hi m dar kened.

The door CREAKS open and Young Sloan slips in. She closes
t he door behind her, but remains timdly beside it.

YOUNG SLCAN
Kel by?

Young Kel by doesn’t say a word, just pulls back the covers
on the opposite side of the bed. Young Sloan craws in
beside him He draws the covers over her, then drapes his
arm around her and hol ds her tight.

BACK TO SCENE

Kel by cl oses the door. Continues on a slow trudge down
t he hallway. Opens a door on the left, glances in.

The bathroomis filthy with its stained tub and m | dewed
grout. An enpty spot on the floor indicates where the toilet
and sink used to be.

FLASH TGO

Young Kel by and Young Sloan sit in the tub together,
soapy water up to the brim

YOUNG SLOAN (cont’ d)
My turn.

Young Sl oan turns her back to Young Kel by. He draws a big
puffy shape on her skin with his finger.

YOUNG SLOAN (cont’ d)
d oud?

The door flies open, causing the kids to shriek in fear.
They shield their faces as a belt snaps down on them

BACK TO SCENE

Kel by noves on to the next door. As he puts a hand to the
knob, his ears are filled with the sound of a young girl’s
bone-chi |l li ng SCREANS.

He hurries urgently in the opposite direction. Back down
t he- -

STAI RCASE
-- and into the--

LI VI NG ROOM
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A cacophony of voices reverberate inside his head, taunting
hi m

JOSEPH (V. Q)
Stop crying like a little bitch

YOUNG SLOAN (V. Q)
| don’t want to play today. Please
don’t make ne.

JOSEPH (V. Q)
You think you re tough? Get out of
the way before you get her share!
(then)
Don’t let nme see you so nmuch as
flinch!

A LEATHER BELT SNAPS AGAI NST FLESH.

YOUNG KELBY (V. Q)
Leave her al onel!

JOSEPH (V. Q)
You' re a fucking whore, just like
your not her.

YOUNG SLOAN (V. Q)
No! Stop!! Kel by!!!

JOSEPH (V. Q)
Say it. Tell nme you | ove ne.

SLOAN (V. Q)
Tell me you love nme... what if
everyone else is wong and we're
the only thing in this whole fucked
up world that’s right?... Tel

nme you love nme... W coul d’ ve nade
a baby. Half you and half ne..
Tell nme you love nme... | close ny

eyes, and | pretend it’s you...
Tell nme you | ove ne...

Unable to bear it any nore, Kel by renoves the gun out of

t he back of his wai stband. Opens the cylinder. Wth a
trenbling hand, he struggles to load the lone bullet. Pulls
back the hammer. Positions it at his tenple.

Hi s breathing is ragged as his finger twtches above the
trigger.

A lengthy stand-off. The nenories versus his will to live.
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Finally, he lowers the gun. After a deep cl eansi ng breath,
he opens the cylinder, renoves the bullet and drops it into
hi s pocket. Tosses the gun into the crunbling brick

firepl ace.

H's attention averts to a snall table in the dining area
shrouded in plastic sheeting. A copy of Joseph’s will sits
on top. He lazily makes his way over.

| NSERT - DOCUMENT COVER
Last WIIl and Testanent of Joseph Cartwi ght.
BACK TO SCENE

Kel by flips open to the first page. Skins through
t he nunmerous bl ocks of type witten font, until arriving at
the informati on he’s searching for.

KELBY
| direct that all property be sold
and the proceeds of such sal e be
di stributed evenly between ny
bi ol ogi cal son, Kel by Cartwi ght
and ny non. ..

He pauses, struggling to nake sense of what he’s reading.

KELBY (cont’ d)
... hon-bi ol ogi cal daughter, Sloan
Cartwright.

Kel by stares blankly at the docunent while the

i nformati on sinks in. When he’'s done processing, he goes
into a rage, violently flipping the table and scattering the
pages of the will.

He bolts into the--

Kl TCHEN
--and searches frantically through the cabinets. It isn't
until the very last one that he locates a bottle of Irish

whi skey.

I NT. OLD HOME - LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Kel by unscrews the top off the whiskey bottle and enpties
the contents onto the will. Wth a hardened stare, he
produces a lighter fromhis pocket and sets the whiskey
abl aze.
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He slowy backs out of the room watching the flames engul f
everything with hate-filled eyes.
| NT. CHURCH - SAME

Filled to capacity with black-clad nourners. There's a
cl osed casket positioned on the altar.

A large frane displays a photo of Joseph | ooking nmuch |ike
he did in Kel by’ s nightnares.

A gray-haired woman with bl oodshot eyes, AUNT JENNI E (60s),
stands at a podium delivering a heartfelt eul ogy.

AUNT JENNI E
He was in so nuch pain at the end,
but he still had his sense of

hunor. He took ny hand and | ooked
me in the eye and said: "Have |
ever told you how ugly you | ook
when you cry?"

Aunt Jenni e chuckl es through her tears, causing a
chain reaction with the nourners. She absently dabs at her
eyes with a balled up tissue.

AUNT JENNI E (cont’ d)
He wasn’t one to m nce words.
It was one of those things you
either | oved about hi mor hated.

A few of the nourners nod their heads in agreenent.

AUNT JENNI E (cont’d)
Hs |ast words to nme were:
"I"ve made a |l ot of m stakes in ny
life, but 1’ve done a | ot of good,
too. Make sure |I’mrenenbered nore
for the good".

Her bottom|ip quivers as she struggles to keep her
conposure.

AUNT JENNI E (cont’ d)
Pl ease, please. Renenber the good.

Wth tears in her eyes, Aunt Jennie approaches the
casket. She kisses her fingertips, then places them agai nst
t he phot o.

On her way back to her seat, she is caught off guard by a
distraction at the back of the room as--
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Kel by rises fromhis seat in the last pew In a daze,
he trudges up the center aisle, still donned in his
bl ood- st ai ned cl ot hi ng.

As he reaches the altar, he unzips and renoves his
hoodi e. The white T-shirt he wears underneath is soaked in
Sl oan’ s bl ood.

Aunt Jennie tries to approach him but a nman next to her
pul | s her back.

AUNT JENNI E (cont’ d)
Kel by? What happened?

An unconfortable lull descends upon the roomand all its
occupants.

Wth all eyes on him Kel by approaches the casket.

AUNT JENNI E (cont’d)
Where’ s Sl oan?

Kel by regards the photo for a nonent then THWACK!, throws it
to the floor wwith a sw pe of his hand.

The frame SHATTERS, startling the nourners and sucki ng out
what little air remains in the room

AUNT JENNI E (cont’ d)
Kel by!

Kel by flips open the |id of the casket, causing shocked
GASPS and MUTED CONVERSATI ONS to reverberate throughout the
room

Joseph lies inside wearing an ill-fitting suit. He | ooks so
old and frail. Not a trace remains of the form dable nan
fromthe photo

Kel by stands there for what seens |like an eternity.
No words. No enotion. Finally, he positions hinmself behind
t he podi um

KELBY
Charm ng, charismati c,
funny, |oyal, hardworking. Those
are adjectives used by all of you
to descri be Joseph Cartwight. But
Sl oan and | knew him a
little different.

Aunt Jenni e attenpts another interception, but again she’s
st opped by her husband.
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KELBY (cont’ d)
He used to put cigarettes out on ny
back, to teach ne how to be a nan.
How to take pain and internalize
it. | cried the first tine and he
threatened to castrate ne. He said
if I wasn’t gonna be a nman, |
didn’t deserve to have the

equi prent .

AUNT JENNI E
Kel by, he’s gone. Let himrest in
peace.

KELBY

Sl oan put a bullet in her head
because of him Where’s her peace?

Aunt Jenni e weeps into her hands.

KELBY (cont’d)
Most of you didn’t know, not with
any anount of certainty, but
you probably suspected. Little
Kel by and Sl oan al ways had a
brui se, busted lip or a swollen
eye. Must be a couple of
ranbuncti ous kids. Poor Joseph,
wi dowed by his first wife and
abandoned by his second. He's doing
the best he can. |Is that what you
all told yoursel f? Because the
alternative woul d’ ve nmeant you had
to do sonet hi ng.

AUNT JENNI E
Kel by, please...

KELBY
| sat back there and listened to
you spout utter bullshit. Nowit’s
your turn to listen.

He fixes a pointed glare on her until she slunps down into
her seat, defeat ed.

KELBY (cont’d)
After ny nother’s funeral,
when everyone had gone hone, he
took off his belt and beat nme until
| couldn’t stand up anynore. Then
he tied me to the kitchen chair
and beat ne sone nore. | was four
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The nmourners shift unconfortably in their seats, exchanging
uneasy gl ances. A select fewwth small children get up and
| eave.

Kel by trudges on, undaunted.

KELBY (cont’ d)
Later that year, he nmet and married
Anelia, Sloan’s nother. She woul d
give ne a lollipop al nbst every
day... one of those huge ones the
size of a kid' s face. She’'d assure
me that she’d be hone before I was
done with it and then I’'d watch
t hrough ny bedroom wi ndow whi |l e she
got into sonmeone’s car. A new car
every day. | don’t know which one
of them knocked her up, but it sure
as hell wasn't Joseph because,

according to his wll, Sloan wasn’'t
hi s biological child. She wasn't ny
si ster.

AUNT JENNI E
He | oved you, Kel by. He | oved you
bot h.

KELBY
He didn't love her. | loved her. In

a way none of you could ever
possi bl y under st and.

AUNT JENNI E
Explain it to nme. | want to
under st and.

Kel by turns away from her to focus on the other nourners,
like he’s a priest delivering a sernon to his congregation.

KELBY
Amrelia started drinking and taking
sedatives a couple years
|ater, which nmade it a | ot easier
for Joseph to pay ne and Sl oan
t hose nightly visits.

Aunt Jennie buries her face against her husband’ s chest
whil e he does his best to confort her.

KELBY (cont’ d)
As we got ol der, he would have
friends over. They’'d get drunk and
cone in our roons. Sonetines they'd
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. KELBY .
take pictures. her tinmes they'd

do things to her and nake ne watch,
or to ne and nake her watch.

Even nore famlies usher their children quickly away,
grunbl i ng under their breaths in disapproval.

Kel by continues on, oblivious to his recedi ng audi ence.

KELBY (cont’ d)
The night Anelia left, | decided
it was tine Sloan and | |eft, too.
Joseph was angry. Angrier than
| had ever seen him
Drinking. Throw ng things. | packed
up as nuch as | could fit into a
duffle and | owered Sl oan out
nmy bedroom wi ndow. We got as far
as the next county before he pulled
up in his pick-up truck and threw

us inside. | thought he would kil
us that night. Sonetines | w sh
he had.

Aunt Jennie frees herself from her husband s protective hold
and approaches the podium She tries to take Kel by in her
arns but he brushes her away.

KELBY (cont’ d)
She had three abortions before she
made it out of high school. | paid
for them | took her to the
appoi ntnents. Held her hand before
and after, while a doctor destroyed
Joseph’s dirty little secrets.

He clutches onto the podiumw th a white-knuckl ed
grip. Takes a deep, shaky breath.

KELBY (cont’ d)
| got her out of rehab, somepl ace
where she was safe from herself and
the world, and | dragged her across
the country because | thought
if she saw that that nonster
had finally gotten what he
deserved, everything would be okay.
She’ d be okay. W' d be okay
toget her. She m ght have pull ed
that trigger, but her blood is on
ny hands and all of yours, too.
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Aunt Jenni e nakes another attenpt to enbrace Kel by but is
again rebuffed as he trudges down the center aisle and out
t he back door.

KELBY (V. Q)
Li fe sucks and then you die. That’s
what they say, on shirts and nugs
and internet nmemes. But |’ve
| earned that death isn't a
puni shnent. For sone it cones
way too soon and for others not
soon enough.

| NT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Still small and cramped. Still noticeably devoid of
wi ndows. Lit by two bright linear florescent |ight bul bs.

Ten chairs are arranged in a neat circle. N ne wonen and one
man.

An easel beside the door identifies it as a "Survivors of
Sexual Abuse" support group.

Kel by sits up erect in his chair. Alert and
participatory. He tells an enphatic story with frequent
gesturing.

The ot her nenbers of the group hang on his every word.
I nstead of the story he’s currently telling, we hear:

KELBY (V. Q.)
It comes whet her you’' re happy, sad,
| oved, needed, prepared,
fulfilled or inconplete. Death
is indiscrimnate. You can spend
your life questioning the fairness
of it all, or you can give it the
finger and keep goi ng.

EXT. G TY STREET - DAY

| ntense sunlight bathes the busy street as pedestrians and
nmotori sts go about their day.

Kel by exits a building in a hurry and heads down

the sidewal k, flipping up the hood on his sweatshirt. He
takes out a foil sheet of nicotine gum Pops several into
hi s nout h.
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COURTNEY (O S.)
Kel by!

Kel by gl ances over his shoul der. Sees that he’s
bei ng chased. Reduces his pace, allow ng Courtney to catch

up.

They wal k, side by side, before stopping at the blinking red
hand of a crosswal k signal.

COURTNEY
Loved what you said today. About
Sl oan. You should bring her to a
nmeeting some tine.

Kel by smles politely, but that’s all he can manage.

COURTNEY (cont’ d)

| was thinking... if you re not
busy... maybe we coul d get sone
[ unch.

He fidgets. Checks his watch.

KELBY
| can’'t.

Court ney | ooks def eat ed.

The light changes. Traffic ceases. Pedestrians cross the
i ntersection.

Kel by noves with the fl ow but Courtney doesn’t follow
He doesn’t notice until he gets to the opposite side of
the street and gl ances back.

He yells across the traffic that is now fl owi ng again..
KELBY (cont’ d)

| have to do this thing... for

Sl oan. When | get back?
Courtney smles, hope returned. Nods.
Kel by continues on to a city bus stop. Leans up against a
[ight pole. Pulls sonme earbuds out of his pocket and pl ugs
theminto his ears.

This time they' re connected to an np3 player. He
shuffl es through a few songs before nmaking a deci sion.
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| NT. GREYHOUND BUS (MOVI NG - DAY

Kel by sits slunped agai nst the w ndow, forehead pressed
to the gl ass.

A "WELCOVE TO MEXI CO' sign blurs by outside.

EXT. BEACH - MEXI CO - EVEN NG

White sand beach. Tranquil turquoi se water neets the
vi brantly hued pre-sunset horizon.

Kel by trudges through the sand into the shoreline
and beyond. The waves | ap agai nst himas he wal ks further
in, fully dressed.

As the water conmes up to his waist, he reaches into
hi s pocket and produces the bullet. The one that was neant
to reunite himand Sl oan.

Wth a heavy heart, he pitches it into the ocean as far as
he can manage.

He lies back in the water, arns and | egs extended, allow ng
hinmself to drift with the current.

FADE OUT



