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OVER BLACK
DI AL TONE. Then the SOUND of NUMBERS bei ng punched in..
PHONE RI NG NG . .
ANSVERI NG MACHI NE pi cks up..
PHONE/ ANSVERI NG MACHI NE (V. O

You’' ve reached the lonely girls

escort service. Please hold while

we set you up

SVASH TGO

| NT. MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT
Dri ppi ng faucet.

CLOSE on a snall bead of water. Slowy grow ng and expandi ng
until it’s released fromthe nozzle..

: Lands next to the drain. dinging to the silver ring
fram ng the void. Inching closer... Hanging on..

Essence finally di sappears into the dark.
FADE OUT:
FADE | N:
ON a table clock. It reads: 12:01 am
Then on to--
A MAN S dress shoes.
The dress shoes belong to PAUL, late twenties, dressed in a
suit and tie. He is tied dowmn to the bed. Al except his
ri ght hand, which dangles freely.

Paul slowy cones to. Groggy, dried spit cakes his nouth.

Moving in a surreal slow notion, he unties his |eft hand.
Then both feet.

Mustering all his energy, he sits up and slanms his back to
t he head board, rubs his face. Squints his eyes as if it’s
the first time he’s seen |ight.

Hi s hal f-open eyes search the room He notices sone pill
bottles on the night stand next to the cl ock.



A cup of water and a package of saltine crackers on a table
to his left. Everything el se about the roomis seemngly
normal . Until his POV |lands on a painting across the room
The painting is of a nude wonen staring directly at anyone
who is in the room Next to her, a nude man lies in bed.

Bl ood covers the bed. A gash on the man’s neck. It’'s Edvard
Munch’ s | nfanous, "The Death of Marat."

In sync with the faucet drip, a drop of blood falls from
Paul *s neck and | ands on the front of his shirt.

He brings his hand to a strange wound, winces in pain. He
gets up and stunbles to the sink/mrror.

SI NK/ M RROR

Paul inspects his wound. Blood and pus squirt out onto the

mrror as he frames his mddle and i ndex fingers around the

gash.

H s eyes roll back in his head as he coll apses to the floor.
SMASH TO BLACK

FADE | N:

UNDER THE SI NK

Paul comes to once again. Still lethargic and disoriented,

he pulls hinmself into--

THE BATHROOM

Paul sits hinself up against the front of the tub. He tears

off sonme toilet paper fromthe roll and puts it to his neck.

He lets out a sigh. Wiy ne? What’ s goi ng on?

A rush of nausea hits him He hangs over the toilet and
vom ts bl ood.

MAI N ROOM BED

Paul stunbles back onto the bed, | ooks around.

He grabs the crackers, rips the bag open. Hesitates.

A cracker idles at the front of his nouth. He can't do it.

He goes for the water. The sane. Rhythm c dry heaves before
every attenpt to take a sip. Fuck this!

In frustration, he checks his pockets. Nothing.



He reaches into his front shirt pocket and pulls out a piece
of paper: It’s an escort service ad.

On the front is a picture of a group of beautiful wonen
dressed in black. The ad reads:

"The Lonely girls. Each lonely girl desires the

conpani onshi p of one, single, lonely Man. At each girls

di scretion. Nightly rates. Eternal satisfaction guaranteed.”
Studying it; wapping his brain for menory. Anyt hing.

He crunbles up the ad and throws it across the room Reaches
into his back pocket, takes out his wallet, opens it to--

A FAM LY PHOTO - Paul standing next to his wife and two
little boys.

He swal | ows hard. Pain. Hunger. Confusion.

Puts the wallet back in his pocket.

Musters all his strength. Gets up and noves to the door.
He tries to open it but it’s |ocked fromthe outside. At

t hat noment strange sounds becone audi ble. He puts his ear
to the door, listening. Muffled voices.

The phone rings.

Paul eyes the phone suspiciously. He walks slowy toward it,
picks it up

A beat before:

PAUL
Hel | 0?
Short silence.
WOVAN
How do you feel ?
PAUL
Who are you?
WOVAN
Are you hungry?
PAUL
What - - what’ s goi ng on? Who are

you?

A beat .



WOVAN (V. Q)
Pati ence.

Paul drops the phone. Defeated, he noves back to the bed and
Sits.

Depl eted and stoic, he stares off into space.

All that can be heard is the drip fromthe faucet. The
dripping sound slowy turns into a holl ow syncopat ed

t huddi ng. A heart beat.

The thudding cuts off as the door to the roomopens. In
wal ks a young woman, md twenties, beautiful, bright red
hair, one of the lonely girls fromthe ad. W’ ll call her
fire.

She’ s holding a gold chalice.

Two nore wonan follow One blonde. One brunette. Both
beauti ful. Capable.

The three stand stoic for a nonent. Like sone kind of
t abl eau of dark, ancient, fem nine power.

FI RE
He's m ne.

She | ocks eyes with Paul. He follows her gaze in a
trance-li ke state as she sits in a chair at the table.

Paul can’t nobve, can’t speak. Just stares.

She brings her left armto her nouth and bites down.

Bl ood spills out of her nouth and over her wist. She hol ds
her wist over the chalice, filling it with a little bit of
bl ood.

She slides it over to Paul

Long beat.

Paul reaches in quickly and swi pes the essence fromthe
t abl e.

CUT TO BLACK



