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FADE | N:
EXT. TRAI LER PARK - NI GHT

It is a storny, Florida night at an outdated, Florida
trailer park doubling as a retirenment comunity according to
the sign out front, though rude graffiti is painted overtop.
A pole flying the Anerican flag nearby begins to rock
harshly as a storm approaches. A HANDYMAN in a golf-cart
wearing a flag outfit to match rushes out to lower it.

One trailer on one lot in particular stands apart as
shabbi er than the rest, weeds sprouting fromevery side and
snoke visibly flowing fromthe w ndows. Misic THUWPS | oudly.

The handyman, putting the flag onto the passenger seat of
his cart, eyes the troublesonme ot wwth a judgenental stare.

Li ghtni ng and thunder CRACK in the distance, making inpact
enough that it gets himstarting his cart and rushing away.

| NT. SCOOTER S TRAI LER - NI GHT

SCOOTER, a stocky, pudgy, m sh-nmash of a rapper and rocker
in style, who wears unmat ched socks and jingles fromhis
many rings and neckl aces, closes his refrigerator.

He stands upright and steps fromthe kitchen, handling a
sandwi ch greedily, maneuvering a lit joint fromone hand to
his lips so as to better open its cheap paper w apping.

Bet ween his ear and shoul der is tucked his phone, a woman's
voi ce yelling fromthe other end. She nentions him by nane
and calls himtrouble, but he hangs up w thout concern.

Roundi ng the corner to the living rooma sleepy DOG can be
seen to raise her head, ears alert and eyes beggi ng.

He spots this, and for a nonent gives her the sane
expressi on back, but keeps on wal ki ng, eating and humm ng.

| NT. TRAI LER HALLWAY - NI GHT

He huns and eats and keeps wal king along the hall to the
bat hroom a funny bounce to his step as he goes from snoke
to food in tine with whatever song he has stuck in his head.

Reachi ng the intended doorway, he spins, throws a dance nove
into his turn, socks making it easy, and flips on the |ight.

Before fully entering, he flashes one |ast gl ance of
suspicion toward the living room re-clutching his sandw ch
He quickly dips inside, still, and slides the door closed.

| NT. TRAI LER BATHROOM - NI GHT

Scooter sidles up to the toilet, chest puffed and adjusting
his aimwith nore dainty little steps.
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The effort to unzip has himplace both joint and sandw ch in
his nmouth nmonentarily, then grab back at both with one hand
to snoke and chew at the same tine.

From beneat h hi m cones a water-on-water TRI CKLE of relief,
his eyes closed tight as he continues to bob his head.

After a short tinme, he goes to settle things wth a bounce
and zip his pants back up, returning to the trick of hol ding
the sandwich in his teeth while flushing reflexively.

He carel essly makes his way back to the door, skipping the
si nk, but taking another chew. The song in himseens to die
down as he gets further, a | ook of suspicion returning.

Rat her than bolt, he slows hinself and peers fromthe door.
The view down the hallway reveals the dog to have nade its
way to the other end, standing there expectantly.

Just then, another roll of THUNDER can be heard to seem
closer, runbling the foundation of the trailer.

In response, the dog drops its ears, shakes, and all ows her
tail to lower, frightened the sane as many dogs by a storm

Scooter | ooks closely at the behavior as if trying to
anal yze it, then down at his sandw ch, then back at the dog,
his face contorting with the formulation of a worry.

WAVE QOUT:
VWAVE | N
I NT. TRAILER LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

In a nightmare vision of a possible future, Scooter sees
hi msel f returning to the living roomas planned only to be
confronted by the waiting dog, her eyes on his sandw ch.

The tension in both their bodies and expressions grow as he
nears her, the begging | ook of the dog turning to one of
i npendi ng action. From Scooter conmes a | ook of fear.

That instant the dog |unges for the food, ripping nost of it
from Scooter's hand in the first go before com ng back for
the rest. He SQUEALS, high-pitched, and westles for it.

H's feeble attenpt to sal vage his nunchie proves usel ess,
his arns flail worthlessly, and his expression is a junbled
mask of trauma as if having just w tnessed a nurder.

The dog GROMALS viciously, possessed far fromits usual self,
and she doesn't brook any resistance. She swal |l ows the neal
al nost as quickly as she'd taken it, daring to be stopped.

Once finished, an abused Scooter retreats fromthe dog as if
it has becone a stranger, the sadness and terror shown in
hi s eyes remai ni ng unchanged, becom ng a rictus.
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He backs like this all the way to the nearest wall, and
pl ants hinself against it while unconsciously trying to back
away even further in spite of it blocking his path.

WAVE QOUT:
VWAVE | N
| NT. TRAI LER BATHROOM - NI GHT

In reality the traumati zed expression is mrrored on
Scooter's face as he finishes considering his vision. That
turns quickly to his own | ook of action over his food.

He pounds his way back through the door to the toilet,
stands before it, and with a display of serious authority
tosses what remains of the sandwi ch into the bow .

He nods |like he's done it a favor, and fl ushes.

He wal ks off, but in the toilet as the water is spinning,
while the contents of the sandwi ch are swal | oned wel |
enough, the bread conmes floating back up to the surface.

The bite marks grow nore pronounced as the bread soaks up
wat er and expands, left to sit there floating indefinitely.

I NT. TRAILER LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Sel f-satisfied, Scooter swooshes past his dog who continues
to be nore scared of the stormthan she is bothered with
anything else. He turns his nose up at her.

From here he can head straight for the door to the trailer's
carport, and he does so with pride in his step.

As he reaches the door, his hand w apping around the netal
of the knob, there is a flash of soft but consum ng |ight
and a CRASH fromfar away. Tine slows to a craw .

Hi s face deadens slightly at this, his grip and arm
sl ackeni ng t hroughout the stretching nonent, but his focus
returns and he carries on opening the door.

Li ke nothing is out of the ordinary, he swings it w de,
paying no attention to the fact that instead of outside the
door has opened onto an el evator, sinple but clean chrone.

He steps in, the doorways phasing together naturally as if
built to purpose, and he then turns like it were any other
el evator to exam ne the buttons. There is only one: down.

Causing himno alarm he |ooks up at the information panel.
It states the floor-level to currently be at zero.

Al so causing himno alarmor pause to think, he presses the
button. The trailer door swi ngs shut by sone unseen nmagic,
and the el evator doors close on his own side.
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Wth the casual patience of a regular to riding in
el evators, he stands contented as it begins down, chimng a
standard DI NG

| NT. ELEVATOR TO HELL LOBBY - N GHT

The information panel displays, "mnus one," in nunerals,
then continues to, "mnus seven." It settles and stops.

Once nore there is a DING off-key in tone fromthe first,
and the doors reopen with a mnor struggle. Through the
doors can be seen hints of a dingy, hotel | obby.

Scooter steps through. The |obby is dark with a few,
green-shaded | anps around the periphery, art-deco decoration
circa the 1930s. Al is dusty, and the air is snoky.

At the front desk sits a bored RECEPTI ONI ST wearing a tacky,
ill-fitted hat and uniform reading a paper and not
bothering to | ook up at Scooter's arrival.

Scoot er approaches, taking in the unwel com ng decor.

A few nonments w thout being acknowl edged go by when Scooter
notices a bell, the nesnerized |l ook since riding the
el evator wearing off to be replaced by mld confusion.

Hi s hand smacks the bell with a dull CLANG its nechani sm
broken, but the sound is enough to give the receptionist a
junp, having only been pretending to read, taking a nap.

The receptionist |ooks around in a daze and yawns,
scratching an itch before centering their eyes on Scooter,
| ooki ng himover and sitting up sone to grab a | ogbook.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Got a reservation?

SCOOTER
Uhh, | don't know.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Hrph. Name?

SCOOTER

(uncertain)

Scoot er ?

RECEPTI ONI ST
Scoot er! ?!

The receptioni st begins flipping through the book.

RECEPTI ONI ST
(cont'd rmunbl i ng)
They shoul da cal | ed you wheel chair.

SCOOTER
VWhat ?
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RECEPTI ONI ST
Not hi ng, nothing... Welp, |ooks
like you' re a wal k-in, but we do
have a vacancy.

The receptionist turns and stands fromtheir ratty chair and
heads to the key-holders with room nunbers, scanning with a
finger for the right one, then returns it to the desk.

The key is held over the desk for Scooter to grab, but then
is pulled back just slightly when he reaches for it.

RECEPTI ONI ST
(f orbodi ng)
W al ways have vacanci es.

Scooter doesn't have nuch reaction except to | ook |ike he
has just snelled sonmething mldly gross.

SCOOTER
That's, uh, good?

RECEPTI ONI ST
No.

Scooter adjusts his footing, seem ng to think.

SCOOTER
That' s creepy.
RECEPTI ONI ST
(smling)

Yeah.

Scooter trails away fromthe desk keeping his eyes on the
receptionist, who is still smling and noddi ng.

Once Scooter passes fromview toward the stairs, the
receptionist lets the smle drop as if another boring part
of the job, sighs, and sits again to reopen the newspaper.

I NT. HOTEL HELL HALLWAY - NI GHT

Scooter reaches a floor sonme way up the staircase, and stops
to re-check the nunmber on his key. The floors are a match.

He follows the signs in the direction he needs, stepping his
way past wooden doors typical of old hotels, but the further
he goes, the nore he stalls, finally show ng concern.

SCOOTER
(to self)
Wait, what is this? Where am|?

Before he can puzzle it out, the sudden, initially nuffled
sound of a dog's paws CLATTER closer at a run, heard from
behind himin the direction of the stairway.
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This gets himalert and | ooking, fear follow ng confusion,
and his eyes go wide at the sight of his dog rounding the
corner, except she is as tall as the ceiling and enraged.

Her eyes are full of fire, and nuzzle dripped wth bl ood.
W t hout pause she keeps charging straight for him The hal
stretches back and forward, expanding al nost forever.

Scooter turns and runs as fast as he can along the hall,
checki ng over his shoulder to see the giant dog getting
cl oser. He begins panting, trying to go faster.

In front of himto the side one of the endl ess doors stands
open. He notices it, keeps towards it, the sound of running
still increasing behind him and he bolts inside once there.

He slanms the door shut, fromthe hallway show ng the roonms
nunber is a match for the key given at the front desk.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

Scoot er stands against the inside of the door, eyes closed,
catching his breath. He starts to regain his senses.

Opening his eyes, down the roomis snmaller hall with a
bat hroom door to the side, from sonewhere within the
dar kened space an orange light flashes and |ighter CLICKS.

H s stomach GROALS, and he puts his hands to his belly.

He begins to slide dowmn as if to sit on the floor in
exhaustion, but the door also grows behind himas he | owers
until he has shrunk to around the size of a newborn.

Seei ng what he sees, he sees a full-sized version of hinself
standing in the mddle of the room reveal ed by another
CLICK of the lighter, lighting a joint of his own.

Red |ight peeks through the curtains fromthe rear,
outlining the figure who noves to turn on a lanp and fully
reveal hinself. Smling |large, his eyes remain on Scooter

On a table in the room the brightest spot with the |anp,
sits a roomservice tray with a covered dish. H's double
removes the lid, revealing a perfect, delicious sandw ch.

Scooter sees this as his double holds it up, and his stonmach
GROWALS once again, forcing himback to his feet. He reaches
hi s hands toward his double, begging in his eyes.

Hi s double m mcs Scooter's earlier habits in nockery,
snmoki ng and eating, then casually wal ks toward Scooter.

Scooter junps as he nears, hands raised, and tries to ask or
say sonething, but his voice seens to catch in his throat.

The double's giant feet step over Scooter, not paying him
m nd, and he enters the bathroomthen flicks on the |ight.
There, he stands over the toilet, watching Scooter beg.
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The harder Scooter begs, the bigger the double's smle
grows, until after only two bites he flushes the sandw ch.

Scooter | ooks dejected, the double taking a happy puff of
the joint before stepping back into the main room

Back at the table the tray has been reset. The doubl e
reaches it, |ooks down at it, then back at Scooter, and once
nore renoves the lid to reveal a perfect sandw ch

The horror of realization fills Scooter, but his stomach
GROALS with this permanent, holl ow enptiness.

| NT. HELL LOBBY - NI GHT

The receptionist is lounging wth feet on the desk, stil
readi ng the paper, but bored and nearing the |ast page.

Di stracted, they turn their head to the side, where behind
themsits a small office, a security nonitor visible inside
wi th nondescript events occurring on a split-screen.

The receptionist ruffles the paper and begins to read again,
but grows restless, setting it down to walk to the office.

In the office the receptionist turns the nonitor to face
them scans what is currently showing with mld interest,
t hen begins to change the channel with a new grin show ng.

On the screen it |lands on a view of Scooter from sone hidden
caneras in his room four-ways to show different angles.

The smal |, hel pl ess version of Scooter is chasing around the
| arger double, still hopping after sandw ches that continue
to be chewed then flushed down the toilet.

Seeing this, the receptionist has a short giggle of
satisfaction, stands back fromthe nonitor, nods at no one
in particular, and returns to the front once nore.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

Scooter's stomach is GROAI NG perpetual ly, voiceless cries
rising fromhis throat as he chases his gigantic double with
the ever-burning joint and i npossible to reach sandw ches.

Slowy repl aci ng desperation, Scooter's browis beginning to
show nmounti ng anger. The doubl e, too, begins show ng concern
around the toilet, nmuch of the bread not fl ushing.

The cycl e begins again, the double heading back to the table
with the tray, except this time, when |ooking up with the
new sandw ch Scooter has not returned to the hall.

The double's face furrows over this, and though stil
grabbi ng the next sandw ch, he no |onger smles as he wal ks
faster to the bathroom skipping the taunting.
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Around the corner Scooter is clinmbing the toilet's side,
pl unging hinself into the bowl. Now it is the double who is
horrified as he rushes over to get a better | ook.

Over the rim Scooter is clinging to the edge, and trying to
scoop the soaked remants of bread and fixings that did not
make it down the pipe into his nouth.

The doubl e shows his silent disgust, and indecisive for a
nmonment, sets the fresh sandwi ch and joint on the bat hroom
counter before attenpting to pull Scooter out.

Squeam shly, the double can't bring hinself to nake contact,
Scooter being so covered in toilet water.

The doubl e takes a new tactic by grabbing a | ength of
toil et-paper, covering his fingers wwth it, but as he closes
in Scooter only bites at his hand, aninmalistic with hunger.

This is enough to get the double to surrender, and after a
pause to | ook about and think, sinply tries flushing again.

It is too nuch for the toilet to handle along with the
previously flushed sandw ches, meking a total clog.

As the water overflows, a now pani cked doubl e seeks around
until finding a plunger under the sink. He plunges with al
his mght until Scooter is POPPED out fromthe suction.

Sonmehow, all of Scooter's clothes except for his boxers have
been sl oughed away by the water pressure, revealing the
juggal o 1 ogo on both his shorts and nmultiple tattoos.

Scooter's doubl e now regards himw th unmtigated terror
and backs out of the bathroom slanm ng the door.

| NT. HELL LOBBY - N GHT

Fi ngers wappi ng on the desk, the receptionist is watching a
clock on the far wall of the | obby. Nearby, an old phone's
sudden RI NG NG catches the receptionist off guard.

Taking it fromthe receiver and pressing the blinking |ight
for the incomng line, retro fashion, the receptionist
answers hesitantly as if it has never rung before.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Front desk. Er, may | help you?

The voice fromthe other end is the hissing, |owrasp of a
denon, one who has absolutely had it with their job.

DEMON VO CE
| can't do it anynore. | can't.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Sl ow down. What do you nean you
can't? Wiat's going on?
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DEMON VA CE
It's eating out of the toilet!

RECEPTI ONI ST
Uggh! Real | y!?!

The receptioni st cannot hide the disgust, gaggi ng sone. They
gl ance through to the office at the nonitor again, but
qui ckly turn away, renoving their hat, revealing horns.

RECEPTI ONI ST
(cont'd)
Look pal, this job's never pretty.
Keep it together, alright? W' re
just going to have to try again

DEMON VO CE
(conspiratorially)
It has a juggal o tattoo.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Huh?

DEMON VA CE
It has a juggal o tattoo. You know
the little guy with the hatchet and
that dunb haircut? And it's on his
boxer shorts. He's actually wearing
j uggal o boxer shorts and he eats
out of toilets.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Oh. Oh, I'mso sorry.

DEMON VO CE
| " mgoing to sue for this. Nobody
ever seens to want to check these
t hi ngs, and you know. . .

The voice on the line trails away fromthe receptionist's
attention as another line begins to blink on the phone, an
acconpanyi ng BEEP signifying a second call waiting.

RECEPTI ONI ST
(fearfully)
' mgoing to have to call you back
It's the nmanagenent.

Wthout waiting for a response fromthe denonic voice, the
receptionist switches lines. This tine the other end is
silent, but the receptionist goes cross-eyed |istening.

When finished, putting the phone back, they stand, walk
around to the front of the desk, and head for the stairs.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

The door to Scooter's hell-room sw ngs open and the
receptionist strides in to see the double huddled in a
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corner, rocking back and forth and huggi ng hi nsel f.

It begins to renew conpl aining, but the receptionist cuts
themoff wth a hand.

Cracking the door to the bathroom they see Scooter returned

to full size again, eating what remains of the sandwi ch |eft
by the denon on the counter with unrestrained gusto.

The receptioni st takes a deep breath, and opens the door
fully, straightening thenselves up wth forced authority.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Get out.

Scooter | ooks up, stopping md-bite. They nmake eye-contact.

SCOOTER
Huh?

RECEPTI ONI ST
Get out. Your kind isn't welcone in
thi s establi shnent.

Scooter, a full mouth nmuffling his response, points at his
face and skin wth a quizzical gesture.

The receptioni st responds by pointing at Scooter's boxers.

SCOOTER
(barely intelligible)
But | like Insane Clown P...
RECEPTI ONI ST

(interrupting)
Not. On. My. Watch. It's a
per manent ban. Effective
I mredi ately. Get out.

The receptionist, confident now, jabs a thunb toward the
wai ti ng door and the hallway outside. Scooter lifts hinself
to his feet, finishing the sandw ch, and wal ks t hrough.

RECEPTI ONI ST
(cont'd)
And who in holy hell eats out of a
toilet? I nean, really.

As Scooter |eaves the room the receptionist takes one | ast

| ook at the denon who is seemng relieved, then faces the
hal |, adjusting sone hair fromaround a horn with a huff and
following out wwth all the stiffness of marching in a drill.

| NT. HELL LOBBY - N GHT
The pair crosses the | obby, Scooter in front, the

receptioni st hovering a hand behind himas if to push, but
not quite wlling to make skin-contact.
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Scooter begins to turn as he wal ks, but the receptioni st
gestures with their hand and eyes to keep forward. Scooter

still has questions, though, and is undaunted.
SCOOTER
Does this nmean I'll get to go to
heav. ..
RECEPTI ONI ST
(interrupting)
No!
SCOOTER
Wel |l then where am | supp..
RECEPTI ONI ST
(i nterrupting)

Just, no!

They reach the el evator, the doors opening as if predicting
their arrival, and the receptionist wastes no tine pushing
Scooter onto it, leaning in to press the button for him

Anot her question al nbost cones, Scooter raising a hand as if
in class, but the doors shut too fast and silence him

At this, the receptionist brushes their hands on their
shirt, gives the sane satisfied nod as before, and returns
triunphantly to their desk where boredomreasserts itself.

EXT. TRAI LER PARK - NI GHT

The storm continues above the trailer park. A tree by
Scooter's trailer has a scorch mark, steam and snoke rising
as the rain puts out the last of a small fire.

Fromthe street a car approaches, headlights beam ng and
W pers running, which turns into the covered driveway.

I NT. SCOOTER S TRAI LER - NI GHT

H s eyes blinking open in a daze, still immobile in the
ki tchen by the door to the carport, Scooter assesses his
surroundi ngs. He grunts with the effort.

From on his back he | ooks behind to see his dog at the other
side of the roomon her belly, chin to paws and staring at
him She |ifts her head and wags her tail at his novenent.

Suddenly, he takes in the fact of his sonmehow bei ng di vested
of his clothes right down to his boxers, at the sanme tine he
notices the car pull in and its engine shut down.

The sound of two doors opening and cl osing can be heard,
foll owed by two nmal e voi ces--those of his ROOMVATES.

Scooter stands and makes a hasty retreat to his unkenpt
bedroom the closest to the kitchen at the front, shutting
hi nsel f i nside and maki ng no further noise.
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A set of keys JANGE unl ocking the trailer from outside, and
t he roommates enter wearing hal f-renoved construction gear
whil e carrying bags of fast-food burgers and fries.

As they set the food and tools down around the counter and
by the door, one of them bounces in place.

ROOMVATE 2
Man, | have got to go!

That one speedily gets his things down and heads past the
kitchen in the direction of the main bathroom

The other roommate takes his time, sorting the burgers
before turning to Scooter's bedroom

ROOMVATE 1
Scooter? You here? W got you an
extra sandw ch! You awake?

Scooter's reply cones distantly from behind the door.

SCOOTER
Gve it to the dog!

ROOWWATE 1
What ?

The bedroom door opens and Scooter peeks out.

SCOOTER
| said, give it to the dog!

Anot her great WH P- CRACK of thunder peels away nearby, the
roommate junping only slightly, but it scares Scooter to
shut hinmsel f back in his roomfor good.

ROOMMVATE 1
(rmuttering)
Hn 1 just don't get that guy
sonet i nes.

The roommate with the burgers spots the dog and signals her
to conme over, unw apping one and stripping off a small bit
of nmeat which she gleefully scarfs down.

She wags her tail and he pats her head, then a snal
comoti on can be heard fromthe bat hroom

ROOMVATE 2
Hey! Why is there bread in the
toilet?

The dog continues | ooking at the burger. The roommate | ooks
down at her, then at Scooter's door, and back at her again.

THE END.



	EXT. TRAILER PARK - NIGHT
	INT. SCOOTER'S TRAILER - NIGHT
	INT. TRAILER HALLWAY - NIGHT
	INT. TRAILER BATHROOM - NIGHT
	INT. TRAILER LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
	INT. TRAILER BATHROOM - NIGHT
	INT. TRAILER LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
	INT. ELEVATOR TO HELL LOBBY - NIGHT
	INT. HOTEL HELL HALLWAY - NIGHT
	INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
	INT. HELL LOBBY - NIGHT
	INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
	INT. HELL LOBBY - NIGHT
	INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
	INT. HELL LOBBY - NIGHT
	EXT. TRAILER PARK - NIGHT
	INT. SCOOTER'S TRAILER - NIGHT
	THE END.

