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‘DUST AND A DEAL WITH THE DEVIL’
By

Mike Jones

FADE IN
EXT   SMALL DESERT TOWN – DAY

Sun beats down upon cracked pavement.  Up ahead is a sign: “The Desert Vistas Motel and Trailer Park” 
EXT   MOTEL – POOL – DAY

The bikini-clad form of ELLA, 35, lays poolside, stretched out on a recliner.  She has a sensuous splash of a mouth, a turbulent storm of dark hair and a pair of legs to match.  
Nearby, her husband FRED, a stout, studious-looking man in a tight-fitting waistcoat, fishes debris out of the pool with a net.  He draws an annoyed glance over at Ella.
FRED

Suite one-eleven still needs to be made up.

She yawns, lethargic.

ELLA

I’ll get to it later... Honey, do you mind - you’re blocking my sun?
She turns over, dozes off.  Fred grumbles something inaudible as he works his way along the edge of the pool. 
EXT   DESERT HI-WAY - DAY

A cream colored Cadillac Seville speeds around a tight bend. 
INT   CADILLAC - DAY

At the wheel is MASON HOLLOWAY, 40, broad-shouldered and cavalier.  He carries with him an arrogant disregard for all things.

Next to him on the seat is a duffle-bag, stuffed full of something.

MASON
C’mon now, admit it – you do feel a little sorry for her.

He draws a glance at himself in the rear-view mirror.  
MASON
After all, you did leave her crying on the doorstep, penniless and heartbroken.  And with not so much as a wave good-bye either... Poor thing.
(Then, a scoff)

Naw, she’ll be fine.  She has a family.
He glares back at his reflection.

MASON

In time, perhaps.  Still, I reckon it’s time you ought to change your wicked ways.  Settle down once and for all and live a straight life. 
(Looks away, mumbles)
Yeah, what do you know?
Suddenly his eyes brighten.  Up ahead a parked car has its rear wheel up on a jack.  Next to it stands a woman looking helpless along the side of the road. 
MASON
What have we here - a fair maiden in distress?  
He eases off on the gas, drifts ever closer.

MASON
Now tell me – how could I just leave her stranded like this?

He applies the break, steps out of the car.
MASON

Just doing what any good Samaritan would.  

EXT   ROADSIDE – DAY

A relieved expression splashes across the woman’s face as he comes over to meet her.
WOMAN

Thank god.  I don’t know what happened.  I heard this loud bang and then suddenly I lost control. 
MASON

Sounds like a blown tire ma’am.   
He bends forward to take a closer look.  The tire appears undamaged.  Confusion now crosses his face.
MASON
You sure this is the right tire--
Right then the crunch of approaching feet catches his ear.  He looks up to observe a pair of tough-looking men emerge from the brush cover along the side of the road.  
MASON

Well, well...  

Mason holds his ground as the men slowly converge.  
MAN #1
(To woman)

You did real nice darling.

He touches her on the cheek as she takes a seat in the car.  He glares at Mason now.
MAN #1
I’ll have you know my sister is inconsolable right now.  
MASON

This is between me and her.
MAN #1
You’re going to pay for what you’ve done.  
The man’s had enough.  He takes a beer bottle and smashes it against the hood of Masons’ car.  He points the sharded end at him now.

MAN #1
I’m going to enjoy this.

Both men cautiously surround him.  Mason raises his fists.
The first man jabs the bottle into Mason’s gut.  He doubles over and drops to one knee.

The second man lifts Mason to his feet and holds him in place while the other draws the bottle up to his throat.

Mason kicks him in the gut, draws an elbow to the man holding him.  He breaks free and grabs the tire-iron.

He takes a swing at the second man who drops to the ground.  Mason’s face is masked with fury.  
MAN #1
Son of a bitch.

He swings again, misses.  They wrestle, fall to the ground.  
Mason wails on him with his fists.

WOMAN

Stop!

Mason freezes.  The man’s face is a bloody mess.  He gathers himself back up, gleaming sadistically.
He glares towards her.  One look sends the woman reeling.  She stumbles from the car and clambers into the dusty outback.
Mason catches a breath and then winces.  He touches his gut – There’s blood on his fingers. 
INT   MOTEL – OFFICE – DAY
Fred emerges from adjoining living quarters behind the counter.  
In ritualistic fashion he draws open the blinds and then flicks on a switch that ignites a ‘Vacancy Sign’ outside.  He arranges now a few items on a display rack.  
Feeling an urge he steps back over to the counter and rings open the till.  He sifts through its contents, inspecting each wad.  

OUT FRONT:
A Cadillac pulls to a stop next to the office.  Mason steps out of the car with duffle-bag in hand and steps into the office.  
Fred smiles politely as he greets him.
FRED

May I help you?

MASON
I need a room for the night.

Discreetly Fred eyes the bruised knuckles on the man’s hand, the blood stain on his abdomen.

FRED

I’m sorry.  We don’t have any vacancies at the moment.

Fred holds firm. 
MASON

I see.

Mason casually reaches into his pocket and draws a switchblade.  He pokes the blade of it into the wood countertop, twirls it around a few times, etching out a groove.
MASON
Are you absolutely certain now?  Perhaps you might find a way to squeeze me in somehow?
FRED

Uh... Well, let’s see.

Fred turns around and reaches for a key (number tag 207) from the board. 
FRED

I believe this one has just come available.  
A smile breaks across Mason’s face as he snatches the key from him.  
MASON

Thank you kindly.  

EXT   MOTEL – POOL – DAY

Mason makes his way along the edge of the pool.  Up ahead is Ella, still basking under the sun.

MASON (V.O.)
And that’s when I saw her.  
He continues her way.  
MASON (V.O.)
Don’t say it.  I know what you’re thinking - just keep walking.
POOLSIDE:
Ella lies face-up on the recliner, her eyes shut.  A shadow falls overtop her face and she stirs ever so slightly.  

ELLA

(Agitated)

I said I’d get to it later.

She pokes open an eye as the image of someone leering from above besieges her.  
FRED
We have a new guest.  He’s in suite 207.  Be sure he gets these.
He drops a stack of towels on her lap.

INT   MOTEL – SUITE 207 – DAY

Mason enters.  He closes shut the door and sets his duffle-bag down on the bed.  
He unbuttons his shirt.  His reflection catches him in a circular, wall-mounted mirror, eliciting a scoff.
MASON

There.  I did it.  Satisfied?
EXT   MOTEL – SUITE 207 – DAY

Ella stands outside the door with the stack of towels in her arm.  She has on a kimono over her swimsuit.

She knocks twice and waits, impatiently thumping her heel on the doormat. 
INT   MOTEL – SUITE 207 - DAY

Ella pushes open the door, steps inside.  The bathroom door is ajar and a faucet is heard running from within.  
ELLA

Hello?  I have fresh towels for you here.

She steps further in.

ELLA

Hello?

MASON (O.S.)
Just set them down on the bed.

She steps over to the foot of the bed.  On it lies Mason’s blood-soaked shirt.  Next to that is the duffle-bag.
INT   BATHROOM - DAY
Mason stands in front of the sink, bare-chested as he examines his wound.  He dampens a rag cloth and dabs at it – blood oozes forth.  He grimaces.
INT   SUITE 207 – DAY

Ella draws open the duffle-bag, peers inside.  It’s stuffed full with wads of paper money. 
Right then Mason emerges.  She takes a step back from the bed, stands formal.  
ELLA

Will that be all then?

MASON

Yes, I believe it will.  Thank you.

He eyes her curiously as he grabs the duffle-bag, puts it aside.  

ELLA

Enjoy your stay.

She turns for the door, makes a quiet exit.  

INT   MOTEL – LOBBY - DAY

Fred stands behind the till, looking irritated as he rubs his thumb over the groove Mason put on his countertop.  
Ella enters from outside.  Quickly he makes himself look busy.  
She kicks off her flip-flops, puts on a pair of walking shoes.  
FRED

There’s a fifty missing from the till.  You wouldn’t happen to know anything about it, would you? 

Fred waits patiently.  Ella refuses to engage him.
FRED

Ella?

ELLA

I needed it, alright?
FRED

For what?

ELLA

I just had to get some things.

(Then)

I’m your wife.  I didn’t know I needed to ask.

FRED

You don’t, of course.  I just wish you’d tell me the next time you take money from the till, that’s all.

ELLA

Christ, I can’t steal a penny from the jar without you noticing, can I?
Fred steps out from behind the counter and approaches her.
FRED

What’s the matter?
ELLA

What’s the matter?  I’ll tell you what’s the matter – I’m tired of being a god damn chambermaid.  When are you finally going to sell this place so we can get on with our lives?
FRED

I told you - these things take time... I know it’s taking longer than expected.  Just give it a little more time.
ELLA
Time?  This motel was a bad investment Fred.  Can’t you see that?  The town is dying.  You should have accepted their last offer when you had the chance.
Ella looks away in contempt.

FRED

Well, at least we still have each other.

Fred steps up close to her from behind and places a hand on each of her shoulders.  
FRED

Let’s not fight again – alright?  Things’ll pick up.  You’ll see.  We just need to be patient.

He holds his hands on her.  She steps away and grabs her shawl from the hook.
FRED

Where are you going?

ELLA

This town is three blocks long – not far.
(Reaches into purse)

Oh, and here’s your fifty back Fred.  

She slaps a bill down onto the counter and marches out the door.  Fred stares after her, at a loss.
                                     DISSOLVE TO:

INT   SUITE 207 – BATHROOM – NIGHT
Mason lies soaking in a bathtub, munching on a cigar.  Next to him his switchblade rests on the countertop.
A sound outside causes him to stir.  Before he can react there is a sudden clatter as the door bursts open.  Ella appears in the open doorway with the shotgun poised on him.
ELLA

Alright, stay where you are.  Don’t move an inch or I’ll redecorate the wallpaper in this room with your blood.

She steps further inside.  Discreetly he eyes his knife.  Quickly she shoves the barrel in front of his face.
ELLA
Don’t even think about it.  
Mason complies.
ELLA

Alright - who are you?

MASON

The name’s Mason Holloway ma’am.  Check my ID if you don’t believe me... Shall I get it for you?

He goes to sit up but Ella keeps her weapon trained on him.

ELLA

That won’t be necessary.  What are you doing here?
MASON

Just needed a place to stopover for the night.  Thought I’d lay low for the next little while.
He lies back, settles himself in. 
ELLA

On the run, are we?  Figured as much.  Someone sure must want a piece of you.  
MASON

Lady, the whole world has wanted a piece of me at one time or another.
ELLA

Well, don’t get too comfortable.  This may be a small town but the people here sure do a lot of talking.  
(Then)

All it takes is one slip of the tongue...
MASON

Ain’t nothing stopping you...if that’s what you want?

He pauses; the balls now in her court.  Ella remains rigid, finger poised on the trigger. 
ELLA

Or maybe I should just pull this trigger instead and walk out of here with that dufflebag of yours.  I don’t imagine anyone would miss you much if I did.
She chastens her grip.  
MASON

Awful tempting, isn’t it?  It’s a lot of money.  Not enough to live off of, mind you, but it should hold you for a few years, give or take... It’s under my bed if you’re wondering.
(Then)

That man in the lobby – is he your husband?

ELLA

Yeah.  What of him?

MASON

Nothing... Tell me – what’s it like to be married?  It must be nice to have someone to come home to every night, to make dinner for you and kiss you good night.  Or doesn’t he do those things for you any more?  No?  What’s the matter - passion all run out, has it?  
ELLA
(Scoffs)

And I suppose you’ve got it all figured out?  Let me guess – you’re all alone in the world.  You’ve got no one.  Always on the run too, I imagine - constantly looking over your shoulder to see if anyone’s following you.  And when you do finally get a chance to slow down, you wallow your days, spewing to whomever’ll listen about how life has never cut you an even break... Am I right?  
Mason is unresponsive.  Ella smiles.

ELLA

See – we’re not so different.
She takes a step back and retreats out of the bathroom.
ELLA

I think I’ll let you live, for now.  I have a feeling things are about to get real interesting around here.
She exits the suite.  Once gone, Mason slaps at some soap bubbles as he manages himself a wry grin.
INT   MOTEL – OWNERS’ SUITE - NIGHT

Ella slips quietly back inside.  She steps past the couch and places the shotgun back in its case.  
Behind her, Fred appears in the open doorway.  
FRED

Where were you?

Ella gasps and whirls.

ELLA

I uh, was just out for a walk.

FRED

With a shotgun?

ELLA

I thought I heard a prowler.  I didn’t want to alarm you.

FRED

I saw you enter his suite.  What were you up to in there?

Ella’s eyes turn to the floor.  

ELLA
I was just asking if he heard anything.  We got to talking.  Is that such a crime?

FRED

You spill your guts out to some stranger but not to me?  I’m your husband for Christ’s sake... I don’t want you seeing him anymore.  First thing tomorrow morning I’m kicking him out.

ELLA

(Shrugs)

Fine.

She walks past him, chin high.

EXT   MOTEL – NIGHT

Mason lingers unobtrusively by the pool.  He scratches at an itch he can’t quite reach.  Ella approaches him from behind.  He doesn’t see her coming.
ELLA
Driving you crazy yet?
MASON

Huh?

ELLA

All this sand and dust?  
Mason smiles.  
ELLA

I had a talk with my husband.  He’s going to kick you out in the morning.

MASON

I see.  And you’re telling me this - why?

ELLA

I thought I’d give you the heads up.  I know you’re a wanted man in these parts... I guess I don’t want to see you get your head bashed in.  

MASON

Well, that’s probably the nicest thing anyone’s said to me in a long while.
ELLA

Plus I could use someone to talk to. 
Ella becomes very serious.  Mason raises an eyebrow.

MASON

We can do that.

ELLA

(Looks off)

Not here.

EXT   MOTEL - NIGHT

A cleaning cart is stationed outside one of the suites.  The key is still in the lock.  On it is the number tag ‘209’.
INT   MOTEL – SUITE 209 – NIGHT
Ella sits at the foot of the bed, biting at her nail.  Mason sits across from her on a wicker arm-chair. 

ELLA
I was twenty-six when I married him.  Back then I thought he was the richest man in the world.  But as I was soon to discover, he’ not nearly the savvy businessman I thought he was.  Turns out he won the deed to this place in some poker match, if you can believe it.
Mason smiles with interest.

ELLA
The plan was to sell once a suitable buyer could be found.  That was over seven years ago.
Ella gets to her feet and stews.

ELLA

Lately he’s been dragging his feet.  I think he’s gotten used to the idea of being a Motel owner.

MASON

And so now you feel trapped?

ELLA
I’m tired of waiting.  I’ve played the doting housewife long enough.  It’s time he held up his end of the bargain.

Ella draws aside the curtain and stares outside.  She allows a moment to pass and then speaks casually:
ELLA

I’m the soul beneficiary.  
She lets these words linger in the air.  Mason sits upright.

MASON

Excuse me?

ELLA

The Motel is ours...but if something were to happen to him, as his spouse, ownership would automatically transfer over into my name.

She looks to him now.
ELLA
The whole process would be straightforward, no need for any lawyers... There’s more cash tied up in this roach-trap than you can stuff into ten of your duffle-bags.
Mason opens his mouth, about to shoot her down.  Instead he sits back, digesting this. 

MASON

And so you need someone to do the dirty work for you?

ELLA

If you aren’t willing then I’ll just walk away from this conversation and not a word of it has to be spoken of ever again.

She inches towards the doorway, reaches for the handle.

MASON

Hold it a second.

She pauses.

MASON

You’ve been thinking about this for a while now, haven’t you?

Right then there is a knock at the door.  Both freeze as their eyes lock on one another.
FRED (O.S.)

Ella?

EXT   MOTEL – SUITE 209 - DAY

Fred places his ear up against the door.
FRED

Ella, are you in there?

He tries the handle, opens the door a crack.  Ella peers back on him.
FRED

There you are.  I was looking all over for you.

He looks past her, unable to see more than a corner of the bedpost.

FRED

I uh, wanted to talk to you.  Can I come in?

He takes a step forward but Ella blocks him.

ELLA

Careful... You’ll track dirt.  I’m still cleaning.

FRED

Oh?  Well, I just wanted to say - I’m sorry about the way I acted back there.  Perhaps I can make it up to you?

He gleams, hopeful.

ELLA

That’s sweet.  I’m still a little busy right now.  

FRED

Later tonight then?

ELLA

Sure hon’ – tonight.

FRED

Okay.  I’ll be waiting.

Ella finally forces the door closed on him.  She sighs.  
EXT   MOTEL – NIGHT

Wind swells kick up dust and debris.  Out front a wind-chime plays a broken tune on the balcony.
INT   MOTEL - SUITE 207 – NIGHT

Mason steps in front of the mirror as he buttons up his shirt.  He regards himself a moment.  
MASON

Yeah, that’s right.  I’m going through with it.

He subs his own reflection.  It speaks back to him:

REFLECTION
Well, excuse me all to hell.

MASON

It’s a solid plan – alright?  Fifty-fifty split.  She’s assured me that a buyer is already lined up.

He looks away, finishes buttoning.  
REFLECTION
And you believed her, of course?  Probate’s a messy business, my friend.  Remember that girl in Oregon – what’s her name?  Sally.
MASON

Yeah, I remember.

REFLECTION
She’ll play you like a fiddle and then stab you in the back.  You’ll never see a dime of this money.
MASON

So, what are you saying – I should just walk away?
REFLECTION
It’s your call.  Don’t say I didn’t warn you.

He slips on a shoe, mumbles something.  
REFLECTION
What’s that - just once more you say?

(Scoffs)

Yeah, how many times have I heard you say that?

There is a knock at the door.  He goes to answer it.

MASON

I just can’t help myself, I guess.

Ella appears wearing a veil over the bottom half of her face.  She looks to him.  He nods without saying a word. 

EXT   MOTEL – NIGHT

Ella guides him over to the office.
ELLA

He thinks I’m in the bedroom waiting for him.  If he sticks to his usual routine, he should still be in the bathroom for the next little while getting ready.
(Stops)

It should look like a break-in.  We’ll have to jimmy the lock.
INT   OWNERS’ SUITE – BATHROOM - DAY

Fred is at the sink in a t-shirt and boxers.  He gargles and spits.  He hears a door open outside the room.
FRED

Is that you darling?  

There is no answer.  
FRED

I have champagne chilling.  Pour yourself a glass.

INT   OWNERS’ SUITE – NIGHT

The lights are dim.  Under the sheets a lump is visible.  Fred slips in bed next to it.
FRED

Darling?

He runs his fingers overtop the mound, nudges it. 
FRED

Darling?

There is a slight groan as Ella turns over to face him, weary-eyed.  She wears a slip.  Fred smiles.

FRED

Hey, sleepy head.  Don’t fall asleep on me just yet.
Behind the bedroom door, Mason has himself up tight against the wall.  He holds the switchblade in his hand.

Fred continues to run his fingers along the curve of her body.

FRED

I have a surprise for you.

ELLA

You do?  What?

She props herself up on an elbow.

FRED

First off, I wanted to say – I know how hard things have been on you lately.  You’ve been a real sport about it too.  I’m proud of you...  Okay - you ready?  
ELLA

Yes.  What is it?

FRED

I’ve sold the place.

He holds a ‘tah-duh’ look across his face.

ELLA

(Off guard)

You what?  Really?
FRED

Just this evening.  I made a few calls.  I asked if their last offer was still on the table.  It turns out it was so I told them we’d accept.  It’s being written up as we speak.
Ella is stoned-faced.
FRED

Well, come on baby – give me a sign.  Did I do good?  You are happy, aren’t you?
ELLA

Yes, of course I am.  I’m just stunned, that’s all – speechless.

(Embraces)

Oh, darling.  This is wonderful news.

They hold each other.  Ella peeks over his shoulder.  Mason steps out from behind the door.  
FRED
I have a good feeling about this.  Finally we get to embark on a new chapter of our lives together.
Mason moves in, closer.

FRED

I mean, don’t get me wrong. I am gonna miss it here.  But hey, maybe it has run its course.
Ella tenses.  Her face betrays panic.  

FRED

What is it darling?

ELLA

Look out!
Fred reacts just as Mason lunges.  The two men struggle.  
Ella leaps off the bed, steps out of the way. 

The two men go at it in close quarters.  A lampshade knocks over.  They fall to the floor.  The switchblade rolls to her feet.

Ella grabs the knife.  She stands back, looking helpless.  Her expression mirrors the struggle.
Fred clamors to his feet, stumbles on the bedpost and falls into her arms.  Instantly he tenses as his expression turns dour.
Ella looks down at him.  She holds the knife handle in her hand.  The blade is lodged into his gut.
ELLA

Oh god!  No—

Blood oozes out onto her hand.  
ELLA

I’m sorry.

He garbles something at her.  She tries to break free but he clings to her.  Finally his body goes limp and drops to the floor.

Ella is left holding the blood-stained knife, stun-faced.  It drops from her hand.

                                     DISSOLVE TO:  

INT   MOTEL – SUITE 207 – DAY

The blinds are drawn.  Morning sunlight casts a horizontal pattern into the room.

Mason sits on the edge of his bed.  His face is buried in his hands.  Just then there is a knock at the door.  Quickly he draws his switchblade.

MASON

(Calmly)

Who is it?

The door pushes slowly open.  Ella appears wearing a silk bathrobe.  Mason withdraws his weapon.
MASON

Jeezus woman.  

ELLA

Expecting someone else?
She steps further in and closes the door.

MASON

I just figured you’d be on the first bus out of here once this was over.
ELLA

Is that all we are then - business partners?

MASON

That was the idea.

Ella lets the robe slip off her shoulders and drop to the floor.  Underneath she wears stockings and a garter.  
ELLA

Perhaps then we need to redefine the exact nature of our association.  After all, I am a widow now.
She steps up close, draws him to his feet.  She places her hands under his shirt and runs them up and down his torso.  Mason readily submits.  
ELLA

I forgot to mention - you’ve got to watch for ticks out here.
MASON

Ticks, huh?

ELLA

That’s right.  They bore under the skin.  You’re supposed to check yourself over each night before you go to bed.

MASON

Well, can never be too cautious, can we.

She tears open his shirt, begins kissing him.  

ELLA

(Between kisses)

The money’s already in the account.  Turns out, I didn’t need you after all.  How ‘bout that?
MASON

That’s the cost of doing business baby.  Fifty-fifty split - right?

ELLA

What’s the matter – don’t you trust me?  Am I not a good woman to you?  I take care of you, don’t I?  

MASON

You are indeed a good woman. 
She keeps kissing him.  He runs his hands along the side of her body, eyes a small kitchen knife concealed in her stocking.

MASON

Then again, you may be the devil.
He catches his reflection in the mirror. 

REFLECTION

See - what did I tell you?

MASON

Yeah, I know.

ELLA

What’s that?

Mason draws his hands around her back.  He unhooks her bra and carefully removes it.  He clutches the garment now at each end with his fists.
REFLECTION
Well, what are you waiting for?  Go on – do it.  There’s no turning back now.

MASON

I don’t need you telling me what to do.

REFLECTION

You should know by now - you can run and hide but I’ll always be there.  No, my friend – you’re stuck with me.

He entwines the garment loosely around her neck.  She keeps kissing him.  

REFLECTION

(Grins)

That’s it.  You know I’m right.

MASON

Fine but this squares us.  After this, we’re through – got it?
ELLA

(Pauses)

Huh?  Who are you talking to?

She looks into his eyes – they’re cold and devious.  

MASON

I’m sorry baby but I just can’t help myself.

With a thrust, his fists clench as he pulls tight.  She grasps for her throat.

ELLA

(Garbled)

H-help--

Harder, harder he pulls.  She struggles, reaches for the knife.  Makes a feeble attempt at a jab.

He keeps at it.  Finally her cries cease and her body goes limp.  He lets it drop to the floor.  

He stares down at her now.  Her eyes are open, lips slightly parted.  
MASON

Sorry baby...but there’s only room for one devil in this town.
FADE OUT

THE END

