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FADE | N:

| NT. MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT
Aroomwith a bed, a table and a chair.

A WOVMAN in her twenties, innocent |ooking, stands on her
knees in the mddle of the room

She stares up, at the gun nmuzzle in front of her.
JOB, 50's, long coat, steady hand, is the one aimng at her.
Wnan cl oses her eyes.

WOVAN
What crinmes, for God s sake...

Job throws a questioning | ook at sonething behind the Wman.

DARKNESS, his hands crossed on his chest, stares at Job with
his fully black eyes.

He | ooks al nost human; apart fromthe eyes, the only other
thing that separates himfromus is his smle: white and
shining, fromear to ear, it can never disappear -- because
he has no cheeks.

DARKNESS
Shoot .

JOB
" m not your personal nurderer,
Dar kness.

DARKNESS

Shut up. Shoot.

JOB
She doesn’t deserve this.

Dar kness approaches Job, whispers to his ear.

DARKNESS
Did you just change ny verdict?

JOB
She doesn’t deserve to die.

DARKNESS
You don’'t deserve a word.



JOoB
She doesn’t deserve death for
rejecting youl

DARKNESS
How do you know what she deserves?
You don’t know her.

JOB
She can’t be a bad person..
DARKNESS
Nobody knows this bitch like I do!
Well, | sentenced her to death

Shoot her, in that little brainless
head of hers, nmake it enpty, nmake

t he pieces of her skull rip her
brain, make. .

JOB
No!
Wnman cri es.
WOVAN
(whi spers)

Oh ny God, he’'s crazy.
Dar kness makes a few steps back from Job

DARKNESS
Job.

Dar kness wal ks around Job and Wnan, back and forth. He's
curi ous.

DARKNESS
Wher e does your allegiance lie,
with the snow or with burned skies?

WOVAN
Don’t kill me, sir, please.
Job realizes he still points his gun at her. He lowers it.
JOB
Cet up.
DARKNESS
Job, | swear with all the darkness

of this darkest of the worlds, I
swear, the fates of you two will be
in nmy hands toni ght!



Job hol sters his gun and tries to hel p Wnman up.

WOVAN
No, no, don’t touch ne, please,
don’ t.

JOB

Al right, all right, rel ax.

Dar kness wat ches themw th endl ess curiosity froma corner
of the room

His grin becones even wider, if that’s even possible -- an
i dea strikes him

Wman gets on her feet, noves away from Job, to the corner
wher e Dar kness st ands.

JOB
Rel ax, I won’t hurt you, | prom se.
" m | eaving, |ook.

Job heads towards the exit, away from Wnman
BANG

Sonmething flies at the window. The glass crackles, but
doesn’ t break.

DARKNESS
No you' re not.

Job | ooks through the window. the wind gains in strength,
turns into a true hurricane in nere seconds. Wl king out now
woul d clearly be a suicide.

DARKNESS
The day is going to be stormny. You
better stay at hone tonight.

JOB
| won't kill her.

WOVAN
Who are you tal king to?

JOB
Sorry. Don't mnd it. Just talking
to nyself. To Darkness.

WOVAN
Leave, sir, please, | won’'t cal
the police, | prom se.



_ JOB _
I_mnll | eave as soon as the w nd
will calm

He throws a gl ance at Darkness.

JOB
It’s not going to be I ong.

Dar kness | aughs.

JOB
|’ mnot going to hurt you. |’ m Job.
What’ s your nane?

WOVAN
Wnter.

JOB

Your nane is Wnter?

W nter shrugs.

W NTER

Yeah.
JOB

That's... one snowy nane.
W NTER

Mhm

Ankwar d.

W NTER

Ckay, sir, nothing personal, but we
can’t be in the same room

Dar kness gets up and goes towards the bat hroom

JOB
| understand. Stay here.

W NTER
Look, sir, | will take the
bat hr oom

JOB
Wiy woul d you want to take the
bat hr oon??

Dar kness grins at Job and di sappears behind the bat hroom
doors.



W NTER

This hurricane will be over soon.
JOB

No, listen, I'’mnot asking. | wll

take the bathroom that’'s out of
t he questi on.

Wnter doesn’'t listen. She grabs her purse and races to the
bat hroom Job crosses after her, but the bathroom door sl ans
before his face.

CLI CK.
Locked.

| NT. BATHROOM - NI GHT

Wnter sits on the edge of the rusty bathtub. Sone dried-up
bl ood and sperm |l eftovers on the brown floor. A piece of
pipe lies in the corner.

She tries not to ook on the floor. Darkness sits on the
toilet and stares at Wnter. The bathroomis so small that
they sit al nost cheek to cheek.

Dar kness strokes her hair --

-- but his fingers go straight through it. He bends cl oser
to her, whispers into her ear.

DARKNESS
Wnter. Beautiful.

W nter opens her purse and takes out a pack of cigarettes.
She di gs deeper --

-- shit!

W NTER
Fuck.

DARKNESS
| used to know madnmen, Wnter. Sone
of themfelt their sanity was
nearing its end.

Wnter | ooks at the door, hits the floor with her foot,
irritated.



DARKNESS
And did nothing about it.

Wnter |ooks deeper, tries to catch nore light of the dim
[ight bulb. Her rich cosnetics kit takes nost of her purse.

DARKNESS
Just |ike you.

Wnter takes out fake vanmpire fangs, throws them away and
nmoans with frustration

JOB (0. S.)
| s everything fine?

She startl es.

DARKNESS
Envy us, we are having a crazy good
time here!

W NTER

God damm it. Yes, it’s okay!

Dar kness | eans back on the toilet, puts his hand on the
flush tank.

DARKNESS
Wnter. Wnter.

Wnter doesn’t startle --
-- she freaks out. She | ooks straight at Darkness.
DARKNESS
Let’s see what you’' ve got in that
little cosnmetics bag of yours.

I NT. MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

Job paces back and forth, fromthe bathroom doors to the
crackl ed wi ndow.

He stops by the window, for the mllionth time. The wind is
nowher e near cal m ng

KRRR.
The door behi nd hi m opens.
Job turns around --

-- and falls, hit in the head by a piece of pipe.



LATER

Job wakes up. On a chair. Hands tied. Legs tied. Up --
ceiling, dowmn -- floor. Left -- Darkness, right --

-- a crazy female clown with a sophisticated black and white
make up of inprovised cosnetics paint.

Barely recognizable, it’s Wnter.
Wth a cut-throat razor in her hand.

She stands on her feet, but her body takes as much room
space as possible, with her arns stretched to sides.

Wnter sees he’'s awake, junps up and down, shaking her head
wi th her nouth open, | aughing.

DARKNESS
You shoul d have killed her when you
had t he chance.

Job nmoves his arnms, tries to set hinself free --

-- and realizes his gunis still in his holster.
DARKNESS
Wnter, what do you want to do to
Job?

W nter opens her eyes wi de, slashes the air with the razor.

DARKNESS
See that? That’'s what she really is
like. Her true nature. She al ways
was this way. Wuld you |l et her
live now?

Wnter junps on Job, bites his cheek, |aughs.

DARKNESS
This is the Wnter nobody knew, not
her famly, not her friends. And
when she will kill, they all wll
| ook in the TV caneras and say,
"She was such a nice and calmgirl,
who woul d have t hought."

Dar kness |l owers to Job’s ear.
DARKNESS

They all wll say, "W thought we
knew her."



Wnter chatters her teeth. She exam nes her razor.
She slowy cuts Job’s face.

DARKNESS
You're the executioner. Execute.

Job feels the ropes fall off his hands and | egs.
He pushes Wnter off hinself.

She falls on the floor, gets up, junps at him--
-- he makes a step to a side.

Wnter falls on the floor --

-- BANG BANG

Job hol ds the snoking gun in his hand.

Wnter lies on the floor, stares at her bl eeding | egs,
surpri sed.

She | ooks up at Job --
-- and quickly crawls towards him razor in her hand.

DARKNESS
Kl LL HER

The crackled window finally shatters from Darkness’ yell.
The chaotic hurricane wind breaks into the room

DARKNESS
Shoot !

Job steps back, hol sters his gun.
He dashes at Wnter, false steps to the right --
-- and as she sl ashes her razor, Job stonps her wi st.

Wnter screans frompain, drops the razor. Job kicks it to
t he side.

Wnter bites himin the heel and crawls after the razor, but
Job hol ds her.

He takes the rope off the floor and ties Wnter’s hands
behi nd her back and puts her on the bed.



DARKNESS
Oh, for fuck’'s sake!

Job puts inprovised tourniquets on Wnter’s | egs.
Dar kness snaps his fingers and the ropes fall off Wnter.
Wnter crawls away from Job, towards the razor

Job stands between her and the razor, draws his gun.

JOB
Wnter, Wnter, listen to ne.
Wnter grows.
DARKNESS

You don’t even understand what ki nd
of a person she is.

JOB

Wnter, look at ne. He has no power

over you. You have to | ook inside

you. W willingly choose to serve

hi m

Wnter seens to cone to her senses for a nonent.

JOB

W can willingly tell himto go

fuck hinself.

W nt er shakes her head.

W NTER
No, no, no. No will can save from
Dar kness.

JOB

Trust nme, you just never tried.

The mad wi nds of the hurricane blow right in Job' s face.

W NTER
Hs wll is always stronger. He
never |ets you go forever, no
matter what he promses. 1’d rather
di e than serve sonething |ike that

agai n.
Wnter junps at Job --

-- but he just steps aside.
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She falls on the fl oor.
Job stands over her, ains her in the head.
W NTER
Don’'t shoot, Job. You're not his
mur der er.

Wnter grabs the razor with her left hand and cuts her own
t hr oat .

The wi nds cal m
Dar kness stands over Wnter.

DARKNESS
She was pretty.

Dar kness steps over Wnter’s corpse. Job sits on the bed.

JOB
Who am| to you?

DARKNESS
You tell me.

JOoB
One of thousands of your mnurderers.

DARKNESS
Not anynore.

Dar kness | eaves the room

| NT. MOTEL ROOM - DAY

The sun burns bright through the broken w ndow, its |ight
reflects froma mllion shards of glass into the room

Wnter’s body is covered with Job’s |ong coat.
Job still sits on the bed, holds the gun in his hand.
The police sirens approach.
Job puts the gun in his nouth --
-- BANG
He falls dead.
FADE QOUT.



THE END.
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