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FADE IN:

AS A RAZOR-SHARP CLEVER SLASHES THROUGH RAW, BLOODY MEAT.
INT.  BUTCHER SHOP - DAY

MR. ROUGE, thick and burly, wrenches the clever through wet flesh and shoves it aside in an emotionless cycle.  He’s ordinarily handsome, with shallow eyes and a bloody apron across his middle.

KRISTY HANSEN appears outside the shop window.  Rouge catches her with his eyes.  A smile spreads across his face.  He stabs the clever into the wood with a clang.

The bell rings.  Kristy is pretty, dressed in clothes that show more skin than they should.  She moves to the counter.  Rouge’s grin is polite, but his eyes are covetous.  Kristy peels her lips back in a forced smile.

ROUGE




Miss Hansen.  What can I do you




for?

His words crawl over Kristy’s skin.  

KRISTY




Hey, Mr. Rouge.  Mom needs steak.

ROUGE




I see.





(beat)




Would you care for my sausage as 

well?

Kristy’s eyes double in size.

KRISTY




Excuse me?

ROUGE




Sausage.  Fresh made this morning.

KRISTY




Oh.  No, just five New York strips.  




Please.

ROUGE




Ah.  Right back, dear.

Rouge slithers through a swing door.  Kristy stands on the checkered floor.  Scratches her leg.  Twirls her hair.  The air conditioner rattles.

The bell over the door jingles.  Kristy turns.  

A MAN in a dark suit enters.  Handsome, with charming eyes.  He flashes a friendly grin.  Kristy half-smiles, nervously. 

The Man stares at the menu over the counter.  He walks the menu, stepping closer and closer to Kristy.

She backs away from the counter to allow him room.  He stops next to her, eyes glued to the menu.  He leans, straining to read the end of it.  Kristy leans away, trying to give him space.  

He inhales.  Sighs it out.  Kristy stares at him out of the corner of her eye, a frightening thought on her face.  Did he just smell me? 

Kristy takes a step away from him.  Glances at the Man just in time to see his head turn.  She gives him a disturbed look.  Was he staring at her?

The Man takes a step closer to Kristy as -   

Rouge returns, wrapped meat under his arm.  

ROUGE




Tada!

Kristy rushes to the counter.

KRISTY




How much?

ROUGE




Thirty dollars.  Even.

Kristy throws money on the counter.  She grabs the steak.

KRISTY




Thank you.

She breaks for the door.  The Man waves.

MAN




Bye. 

Kristy stares at him.  She grips the meat and bursts out the door, the bell clanging so loudly it nearly falls off.  

The Man watches her cross the street in a trance-like state.  His eyes glaze over with a painful longing.  Something hidden...  

ROUGE




Help you?

The Man snaps out of his spell.  

MAN




What?

ROUGE




What can I get you?

Rouge points to the menu.  

MAN




Oh.  Right.  Meat.  Yeah.  Um...





(beat)




What’s the special?

ROUGE





(deadpan)




Haggis.

MAN




Haggis.





(beat)




Wow.  

ROUGE




Uh huh.

The Man runs a hand over his chin.  Rouge looks him up and down.  He recognizes the mannerisms...and smiles.
MAN

You know what?  I never liked Haggis.  

Guess I’ll take off.  In a hurry, 

anyway.  Maybe next time, huh?  

The Man heads for the door.  Rouge leans on the counter.

ROUGE




You kill girls, right?

The Man freezes.  He slowly turns, faces Rouge.

MAN




Sorry?

ROUGE




Bet good money you’ve been on her 

at least three weeks.  Hell, you did everything except lick her face right 
here in front of the counter.  

The Man locks eyes with Rouge.  He bursts out laughing, doubles over with high, tinny giggles of pure hilarity.  Rouge stares at him with steel eyes. 
MAN




You think I’m a psycho, that it?

ROUGE




Don’t con me, kid.  I know who you 
are.

MAN




You have no idea who I am.

ROUGE




You’re obviously a beginner.




Otherwise you would’ve figured me 
out by now.

MAN




What do you mean?

ROUGE




Come on, kid.  We’re like queers.





(beat)




We can smell our own.

Shock smacks the Man like cold water.  He levels his gaze at Rouge, who calmly continues slicing.  

MAN




This a joke?

ROUGE





(without





 looking up)




No.
The Man cocks his head.  Serious stare.

MAN




You a cop?

Rouge’s eyes burn into the Man’s.

ROUGE




No.
He goes back to butting.  The Man laughs, enjoying the game.  He stares at Rouge with excited curiosity.

MAN




So who are you?

ROUGE




I’m Mr. Rouge.  And I’ve been doing




this longer than you.

MAN




How long would that be?

ROUGE




Since my days back in Wyatt.

They lock eyes.  The Man is surprised.  

MAN




The Wyatt Butcher?
The Man laughs.

ROUGE




Something funny?

MAN




It’s just...you’re really a butcher.

Rouge shrugs.

ROUGE




Yeah, well, you know what they say.  
Might as well do what you love for 
a living.

The Man motions to the display case.  Tickled pink.  Rouge rolls his eyes.

ROUGE




Yeah?

MAN




The meat.  Are they...somebody?  

You know...
ROUGE




No.

MAN




No?

Rouge slashes beef.

MAN




I read about you. You sent the cops 
letters while you hacked up twenty 
people in eight months.    

ROUGE




Twenty two.  Cops never found the ones 
I hid in the cemetery.  

MAN




Can’t imagine why.





(beat)




Mr. Rouge - “Mr. Red.”  Obviously




a fake inspired by your surroundings.

ROUGE




You got a name, kid?

MAN





(with a grin)




Mr. Pitch.

ROUGE




Mr. Pitch - “Mr. Black.”  Funny.

PITCH




I thought it was fitting.

ROUGE




So you kill girls, right?

PITCH




Yeah.  Four so far.  I don’t write 

letters, though.  I...





(beat)




I take trophies.
ROUGE





(unimpressed)




You don’t say.
Rouge slams more meat onto the counter.  Starts to hack.  Pitch sighs out loud.

PITCH




Well, this has been fun.  Now, if 
you don’t mind, I have a pretty girl 
to terrorize.

Pitch heads for the door.  Rouge stops. 

ROUGE




What?

PITCH




Kristy.  Got a date with her tonight, 

only she doesn’t know it yet.  

ROUGE




Whoa, whoa, whoa...

Pitch’s eyebrows arch in confusion.
ROUGE




Who says you get her?

Pitch’s face darkens.  
PITCH




Why shouldn’t I get her?  I’ve been 
stalking her for two months.  I think 
I deserve it after all my hard work.

ROUGE

Two months?  I’ve been planning this escapade for a year and you can’t just 

swoop in here with your two months 
bullshit and take that away from me.  
Okay, Johnny Greenjeans?
Pitch marches back to the counter.
PITCH




No!  Not okay, pal.  You’re an old 

timer who can barely hack meat!  Hell,  

you said it yourself not five minutes 

ago and I know you said it because I 

was here when you did.

ROUGE




I never said that!

PITCH




You implied it!  I’ve got a name to 
make for myself in this town, and I’m 
not gonna let you or your old school 
spend-a-whole-year-planning-to-kill-
one-teenager dribble hold me back.  
I’m trying to make a statement, here.  
You just want to get yourself off!

ROUGE




Is it my fault regular porn doesn’t 
work for me?  

PITCH




You know what...  




(beat)

You go for the girl, and I’ll go for 
the girl, and we’ll see who gets 
there first.

ROUGE




Fine with me!

PITCH




Fine!  May the sickest man win!

ROUGE



Screw you!

PITCH



No, screw you!
ROUGE




No, screw you!

PITCH




Screw your mother!

ROUGE




Screw your sister!

PITCH




Screw your sister’s dog!

ROUGE




What does that even mean?

The two stare blankly at each other.
PITCH





(epically)




Oh, screw you!

Pitch storms out the door, passing MRS. WINTERS, an elderly woman gripping her purse with fright in every cell.  

Rouge sees her, a smile covering his face in a reflex.

ROUGE




Morning, Mrs. Winters.  We have 
a special on Haggis!

She stares at him, dead white and wide eyed.

FADE TO BLACK
