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FADE IN:

A service bell DINGS.

INT. THE LONELY MOTEL - FRONT OFFICE - DAY

The bell VIBRATES as an old man's hand with a "coke nail"
slides a key across the desk. Blood-red fob, labeled "6."

EXT. THE LONELY MOTEL - DAY

The sign says THE LONELY MOTEL - VACANCY.

A BALD MAN in a sharp business suit walks alongside the drive-
up rooms. The key JINGLES in his hand at his side, black
duffel bag slung over his shoulder. He passes several doors:
3, 4, 5. Stops in front of 6. Inserts the key.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY

The door CREAKS open. The Bald Man stands silhouetted in the
doorway, surrounded by bright daylight. He drops the bag.

BALD MAN
Hi, Mom.

The room is empty. Just a bare bureau, a bed, a desk, a
nightstand, and an out-of-focus painting above the bed.

ANGEL, mid-30s, looks over the room contemplatively. Handsome,
aside from the long scar from his bald head down to his right
eyebrow. A day's growth on his shaved head.

Angel SIGHS heavily and closes the door.

TILE CARD: ROOM 6

INTERCUT - INT. ROOM 6/INT. ROOM 6, BATHROOM - DAY

Angel stands in front of the bathroom mirror, running a hand
over his stubbled head.

ANGEL (V.O.)
Yes, hello. I'd like a girl.

(beat)
She has to be heavyset.

The PAINTING above the bed, a replica of Brueghel the Elder's
"Jonah Leaving the Whale."

Angel regards it without expression.

ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
That's right, the larger the better.
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He unzips the duffel bag on the floor. Places a pump BOTTLE
OF LUBE on the bureau.

He shakes the shaving foam and sprays some into his hand.

ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Now, the last time I sent for someone
the girl wasn't what I'd ordered. So
I'm going to say it again: large
woman.

He places a strip of condoms on the bureau.

Smooths shaving cream onto his head.

A purple dildo on the bureau.

Opens a straight razor kit. Lays the blade on the sink.

A pink rubber fist.

ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Attractiveness unimportant. Okay?

(beat)
China? Shyla. She sounds perfect.
I'm at the Lonely Motel, Room 6.
Yes, the one near the airport.

(beat)
Thank you.

Angel shaves his foam-covered head in the bathroom mirror.

A large black dildo the shape of a parking cone.

He shakes off the razor under running water. Rubs a towel
over his head as he steps out of the bathroom.

He folds the towel and places it on the bureau, now cleared
of sex toys.

Angel looks down at the duffel bag. He retches, and rushes
back to the bathroom. Raises the toilet lid and vomits.

Gripping the bowl, he turns to stare at the tub.

A KNOCK at the door startles him. He rises from the toilet.
Flushes. Rinses his mouth in the sink.

Crossing to the door, he smoothes his dress shirt. Checks
his breath in his hand. After a meditative inhale and exhale
through his nose, he opens the door.

A HEAVYSET WOMAN (28) in a gold lamé minidress, stockings,
the full prostitute getup, stands in the doorway. She offers
a sexy smile. This is SHYLA.
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Angel smiles back, obviously pleased. He sticks out a hand.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
I'm Angel. You must be Shyla.

Shyla shakes it delicately. Her curious smirk says she's not
accustomed to social graces from clients.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
Please, come in.

She looks him over as she sidles by into the room.

SHYLA
Such a gentleman. Wasn't this motel
closed for health violations?

ANGEL
You know, I think it was.

Angel closes the door behind them. He locks the door handle
and draws the chain lock.

Stepping past her, he breathes in deeply. Shyla reaches into
her Chanel clutch purse and takes out a pack of cigarettes.

SHYLA
Mind if I smoke?

ANGEL
Be my guest.

Angel turns the chair in front of the dresser to face the
bed and straddles it, like a dancer in an '80s music video.

Shyla lights a long, thin cigarette. She blows a puff of
smoke into the sunlight streaming through the curtains,
holding eye contact with him.

SHYLA
That your real name? Angel?

ANGEL
Is Shyla yours?

Shyla chuckles, exhaling smoke.

SHYLA
Touché.

ANGEL
You can sit on the bed, if you like.

Shyla sits hesitantly. The springs SQUEAK as she sinks into
the mattress.
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Angel looks at her mounds of flesh with clinical detachment.

SHYLA
So... Why don't you come a little
closer, cutiepie?

Shyla pats the bed beside her.

Angel crosses his arms over the back of the chair.

ANGEL
I'm fine here, for now.

She blows a smoke ring and shrugs.

SHYLA
If you wanna waste your money talking,
honey, that's up to you.

Angel smiles.

ANGEL
Oh, we'll get down to business soon.
I just want to ask you a few questions
first. The more questions you answer,
the bigger the tip you'll receive.

Shyla gazes at his crotch with a smirk.

SHYLA
I hope that's not the only big thing
you've got for me.

ANGEL
Are you a size queen, Shyla?

Shyla laughs boisterously.

SHYLA
That's funny. You're a funny guy,
Angel.

He doesn't react. She takes an awkward drag on her smoke.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
So what, are you writing an article?
A little exposé about sex workers
for HuffPo or something?

ANGEL
I'm not a writer. I would like to
tell you some stories, but those
will come later.
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SHYLA
Hope they're aren't the only things
that come.

She winks. Angel's lips tighten in annoyance.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Sure, I'll answer your questions. Go
ahead.

ANGEL
Do you have children, Shyla?

Shyla blows out smoke on a surprised laugh.

SHYLA
Not that it's any of your business,
but no.

He studies her face for a long moment. Shyla pops her eyes
challengingly, taking another long drag.

ANGEL
Thank you for being honest. Have you
ever thought of having children?

SHYLA
(narrowing her eyes)

Next question.

ANGEL
Okay. Do you believe in ghosts?

She laughs again.

SHYLA
Is this one of those hidden camera
pranks?

She stubs out her cigarette in a flurry of sparks.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Seriously, is this a joke? Because
it's not funny if it is.

ANGEL
This is not prank, Shyla. I'm just
curious.

SHYLA
Well, it's a really fucking strange
question.

She stares him down. Angel clears his throat.
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ANGEL
My mother... she died in this room.
That's why I ask.

He swallows hard, the memory obviously troubling him. He
reaches out to Shyla on the bed.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
May I have a cigarette?

Shyla's hard look softens.

SHYLA
Sure you can, sweetie.

She hands him the pack. Her long, glossy nails graze his
fingers as he takes one. His hand shaking badly, he nestles
it between his lips.

Shyla light her Zippo and holds the flame under the tip as
he drags on it. His breathing calms.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
I saw a ghost once. When I was little.
So yes, I do believe in ghosts. Do
you?

ANGEL
I'm not sure. I believe pain lingers.
Do I believe in spirits? In the
supernatural? Probably not.

Shyla nods thoughtfully.

SHYLA
Do you mind if I take off my shoes?

Angel raises a foot, wiggling his toes under the sock.

Shyla hunches over her belly with a GROAN, lifts her right
foot with surprising flexibility. Undoes the straps, places
the shoe on the floor, and does the same for the left foot.
With a SIGH, she squeezes her arches.

ANGEL
That's a nice color.

Shyla smiles down at her red toenails.

SHYLA
You like 'em?

ANGEL
Yeah, it, uh... It matches the carpet.
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Shyla peers down at the carpet, then at the window.

SHYLA
It's called "Vermillion Dollar Baby."
It also matches the drapes.

She winks. Angel doesn't react. She pouts.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Aw, you're no fun. Is that all? No
more questions?

ANGEL
I have one more. This one is more...
metaphorical in nature.

SHYLA
Shoot.

ANGEL
Do you think... places... like this
room... do you think they absorb bad
things?

SHYLA
What do you mean 'bad things'?

ANGEL
Betrayal. Anger. Death. When you
first walked in here, how did you
feel?

SHYLA
I felt... disgusting, honestly. Like
I shouldn't touch anything or it
might infect me. Now that I've been
here for a bit it's not as bad as it
was. It's kind of quaint, honestly.

She looks up at the painting above the bed.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
That painting's got to go, though.
Is that Moby Dick?

ANGEL
"Jonah Leaving the Whale." Brueghel
the Elder. Do you know the story?

SHYLA
The nuns gave us the CliffsNotes
version in Sunday school.

(off his look)
That's right, the prostitute was a
good little Catholic schoolgirl.
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ANGEL
So you know God made the whale eat
Jonah because Jonah had turned away
from Him. You know he lived inside
the belly of the whale for three
days and three nights, until he gave
in and prayed to God, who commanded
the whale puke him out.

SHYLA
That's not a fat joke, is it?

ANGEL
I'm just telling a story.

She looks at him until she seems satisfied.

SHYLA
Well, good then. Because I'll do a
lot of things for money, but I won't
stand for that. I'm no carnival freak.

ANGEL
Do I strike you as someone who has
any right to make fun of the way
someone looks?

SHYLA
I dunno. I like bald guys. And that
scar makes you look like a James
Bond villain, which is kind of hot,
to be honest.

Angel LAUGHS.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
What can I say? I like bad boys.

He gives her a patient smile. A beat passes in silence.

ANGEL
Back to my original point. I don't
believe in ghosts. But I do think
places, like this motel room, I think
they hold on to bad things, the way
people hold on to memories. Grief.
Pain. Disease. Addiction. I think
when you enter a place that's absorbed
enough bad things, it pukes them out
at you. It drenches you in them. So
a relatively innocuous room, like
this one, will appear evil. Because
terrible things happened here.
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SHYLA
Like your mother.

ANGEL
Like my mother. Like other things.
Do you think the whale missed Jonah,
when he was gone?

Shyla SNORTS LAUGHTER.

SHYLA
Excuse me?

ANGEL
Do you ever think about luggage?

SHYLA
(confused)

Luggage.

ANGEL
Bags. Suitcases. Duffels, like this
one...

He taps the duffel bag with a toe.

SHYLA
I know what luggage is, Angel. Is
this another metaphor?

Angel seems deep in thought.

ANGEL
When something... carries... something
else, for a long period of time, do
you think it remembers it? Do you
think it's possible it absorbs a
part of it, on an atomic level?

SHYLA
That's a really weird question.

ANGEL
I'm a weird person.

SHYLA
This is definitely the strangest
date I ever had. And I've been with
guys who get off shitting in diapers
and begging for a spanking.

Angel raises an eyebrow in curiosity.
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SHYLA (CONT'D)
Honestly, you wouldn't believe the
kind of things some of these guys
want to get into. I guess it's because
I'm a heavy woman, it makes them
feel smaller. They want me to mother
them. Suck on my tits, burp them,
that kind of thing.

ANGEL
I'm not interested in diapers, Shyla.
But that wouldn't be the craziest
thing that's happened in this room.
Not by a longshot.

SHYLA
Oh yeah? Well, like what? Give me an
example.

ANGEL
Okay.

He takes in a deep breath and lets it out.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
I'll tell you one, but I have to
warn you, it's pretty grim.

SHYLA
Worse than a grown men shitting
diapers and calling me 'Mommy'? Well,
okay. Let's hear it.

ANGEL
Okay. Let's start with the story of
Johnny and Jenny. See Johnny loved
Jenny. And he thought Jenny loved
him back.

INT. APARTMENT - DAY

A YOUNG MAN lies on the bed, straight as a board, while a
YOUNG WOMAN rides him cowgirl. They're attractive, fully-
clothed and dry humping. This is JOHNNY and JENNY.

JENNY
Oh.

(eyes rolling back)
Oh fuck. Fuck.

Johnny seems uncomfortable, watching her. When she opens her
eyes, he fakes a smile.

Jenny leans down and kisses him passionately.
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TITLE CARD OVER BLACK: CRAM(PS)

Jenny climbs off the bed and pulls her skirt down over her
panties. She LIGHTS A CIGARETTE and sits with her back to
Johnny. He watches her.

JENNY (CONT'D)
I was thinking... we should try
heroin.

Johnny scowls. Jenny turns and he shrugs.

JOHNNY
Heroin?

Jenny scooches closer. Lightly touches his cheek.

JENNY
C'mon, Johnny. Let's have some fun.

He sits up against the headboard.

JOHNNY
That's what you said about skydiving.

JENNY
And you had fun.

JOHNNY
I nearly shit my pants.

JENNY
And we laughed and laughed...

(off his sulk)
C'mon. Just one time, Johnny. I
promise.

Johnny gives her an uncertain look.

CLOSE ON: A SPOON, the heroin BUBBLES like cooked sugar.

Jenny lies against the headboard in eager anticipation. Johnny
scooches over with the syringe.

JOHNNY
Are you sure about this?

JENNY
(flashing anger)

You always do this!

JOHNNY
Do what?
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JENNY
You always try to back out at the
last second. Vegas. Bungie jumping.

JOHNNY
I'm just asking. Jesus, Jenny... You
know how I feel about blood.

She purses her lips. He nods.

JOHNNY (CONT'D)
Okay. Fine.

He SLAPS the crook of her arm. Finds a vein and gingerly
PIERCES THE SKIN with the needle. They both wince.

Johnny depresses the plunger. The grimy amber liquid enters
her vein.

JENNY
Oh.

(eyes rolling back)
Oh fuck. Oh... fuck!

Johnny watches her. It's not lost on him (or us) that this
is EXACTLY HOW SHE REACTS WHILE ON HIS LAP.

She slumps down against the headboard and THUMPS her head.

Johnny sits up anxiously.

JOHNNY
Are you--?

Jenny smiles and MOANS contentedly.

Johnny gets up off the bed. Looks down at her one last time,
and leaves the room, stepping into silhouette in the doorway.

BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP!

INT. APARTMENT - DAY

The front door opens on a SMOKE-FILLED APARTMENT, the FIRE
ALARM BLARING.

Dressed in a suit, Johnny drops his shoulder bag on the floor
and rushes to the kitchenette, waving his arms frantically.

A PAN BURNS on the stove. The handle scorches his hand. He
grabs a hand towel, picks up the pan and drops it in the
sink. Runs water on it.

JOHNNY
Jenny?!
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He WAFTS AWAY SMOKE with the towel as he crosses the room.

INT. APARTMENT, BEDROOM - DAY

Jenny's on the bed, passed out or dead. Heroin needle in her
vein. Spoon on the mattress.

Johnny drops the towel and rushes to her.

JOHNNY
Jenny? Jenny!

He sits beside her and checks her wrist for a pulse. He raises
an eyelid. Her eyeball moves back and forth.

Johnny's shoulders sag and he SIGHS. He plucks the needle
from her arm, picks up the spoon, and places them both on
the nightstand.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

Johnny's sitting at the kitchen table on his laptop. Jenny
shuffles up behind him and puts a hand on his shoulder. He
tenses.

LATER: they argue, UNHEARD. Johnny picks up the pan and SLAMS
it back into the sink. He points at the bedroom. Jenny begins
to CRY. He gives in and hugs her. His stare over her shoulder
is full of quiet desperation.

ANGEL (V.O.)
That night Jenny promised Johnny
she'd never do heroin again. But
night after night, he'd come home
from work to the same routine.

JOHNNY FINDS JENNY passed out in various places and states:
In front of the TV. On the bathroom floor, pants around her
ankles. On the bed. At the kitchen table.

ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
They'd argue, and she'd say "This is
the last time, I promise." And Johnny,
because he loved her, even though
he'd recently found himself seriously
contemplating murder for the first
time in his life, would forgive her.

JOHNNY HUGS JENNY multiple times, that look of desperation
becoming slightly more desperate and sinister.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY

Shyla puts out a cigarette in the ashtray.
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SHYLA (V.O.)
If I was Johnny, I'd have kicked
that junkie bitch to the curb.

ANGEL
Love makes people do strange things.
Things they wouldn't normally do,
under other circumstances.

(beat)
Have you ever been in love, Shyla?

SHYLA
I don't have time for a man.

Angel gives her a brief smile.

ANGEL
One night, Johnny came home to find
another man in his bed.

JOHNNY (O.S.)
Jenny?

INT. APARTMENT, BEDROOM - NIGHT

Johnny steps into the room. He covers his shock quickly.

On the bed, Jenny sits beside a white guy in stereotypical
"gangsta" attire, Adidas and chains. Jenny, LOOKING LIKE A
TRUE ADDICT now, gives Johnny a troubled look.

JENNY
This is Juicy.

JUICY sticks a hand out but doesn't rise from the bed.

JUICY
Pleasure to make yo' acquaintance.

Johnny lingers in the doorway.

JOHNNY
What the fuck is Juicy doing in our
bed, Jenny?

Juicy angrily wriggles his head, JOINTS CRACKING.

JUICY
Oh it's gon' be like that now, huh?

JOHNNY
Until you tell me what the fuck you're
on my bed, yeah, it's "gon' be like
that."
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JENNY
Johnny...

Juicy grins.

JUICY
Shoot, it's cool, girl. I like this
nigga. He hard as a mufucka, for a
nigga in a suit.

Johnny clenches his jaw.

JUICY (CONT'D)
All right, dude. Lemme lay it out
for you. Your girl here owe me a
lotta money. And I let that shit
slide for a while 'cause she a bomb-
ass bitch, but I just can't do that
no more.

JOHNNY
How much?

Juicy LAUGHS through his teeth: Tss-ss-ss.

JUICY
Shit, now this a nigga who get
straight to bidness. She owe six
large. Don't you, girl?

Jenny looks down at her hands in her lap.

JOHNNY
How much is that?

JENNY
Six thousand dollars.

JOHNNY
Six--?

Clenching his fists, Johnny turns so they can't see him react.

JOHNNY (CONT'D)
You know we don't have that kind of
money, Jenny.

JENNY
Uh, why do you think I haven't paid
him off, Johnny?

JUICY
See, but that's where you in luck,
my dude.

(MORE)
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JUICY (CONT'D)
I was just elucidatin' to your girl
Jenny, if she see fit to help me in
my current predicament I might
consider lettin' that shit slide.
Shit, I might even be obliged to
send a little good luck her way, you
know'm sayin'?

JOHNNY
Honestly, Juicy, I have no fucking
clue what you're saying.

JUICY
I'm saying...

ANGEL (V.O.)
Juicy and his supplier needed to get
a shipment of heroin into Canada.
Their last few shipments got busted.
With border security tightened, they'd
lost about fifty grand. He couldn't
afford to lose anymore. What he wanted
was for Johnny to carry the drugs on
a flight.

Juicy stands and starts laying it out, UNHEARD. Jenny nods
in places. Johnny shakes his head. Juicy puts a hand on
Johnny's shoulder and Johnny shakes it off. He crosses to
the bed and sits.

JUICY
See with mules, you got yo' swallowers
and you got yo' stuffers. Obviously
swallowers swallow these wee li'l
baggies stuffed with H or molly or
Tina, and stuffers...

(grins)
... well, they cram them thangs into
whatever mufuckin hole they can.

JOHNNY
You want to use my girlfriend as
human luggage?

JENNY
You know I can't even swallow a
vitamin without choking, Johnny.

Juicy LAUGHS, snapping his fingers.

JUICY
Shoot! Bitch just straight up admitted
she don't deepthroat!
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JOHNNY
I'm not a fucking mule, Juicy. I've
got a job. I've got a reputation to
protect.

Juicy raises his jersey. Tucked into the waistband of his
joggers is a GLOCK 9mm nestled in his bunched plaid boxers.

JUICY
You think I don't? My nigga, I'm
trying to ease you into this gently,
but if you don't accept my gracious
offer all the lube in the world ain't
gon' do shit for yo' tight-ass
mufuckin reputation.

He lowers his jersey, backing off a step.

JUICY (CONT'D)
So cram 'em, swallow 'em, I don't
give a fuck. You gotta man up and
handle yo' bidness, J-Dawg. Your
girl here, she look like a addict.

(to Jenny:)
No offence.

Jenny shrugs. She knows she's let herself go.

JUICY (CONT'D)
But you - even though it look like
you got a little coffee in yo' cream -

Johnny FLINCHES.

JUICY (CONT'D)
You look like a typical mufuckin
bidnessman. Look at that skinny-ass
tie. What is that, Hugo Boss or some
shit? I put dis bitch on a flight,
lookin' like she do, they be searchin'
cavities she don't even know she has
before she even get to security.
Nigga like you could walk onto a
plane wearing a bomb shoutin' about
how you wearing a mufuckin bomb, and
nobody would even fuckin' blink.

JOHNNY
This is crazy. How the fuck am I the
one who gets fucked here?

(to Jenny:)
Can't you see how fucking unfair
this is?
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JENNY
You always do this.

JOHNNY
Fuck you, Jenny. You don't get to
pull that shit. Not now.

Jenny pouts. Johnny STARES HER DOWN until he lowers his gaze.

JOHNNY (CONT'D)
Fine.

Juicy rubs his hands together excitedly.

JUICY
All right, that's real good. But if
you mess with me, nigga, I'm-a find
out where yo' mama live and kill the
fuck out of her, you feel me?

JOHNNY
(narrows his eyes)

That won't be a problem.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY

The door opens. Johnny and Jenny step in. He's dressed in
suit and tie, carrying a black bag. She wears jeans and a
loose smock top.

He looks at the room. The bureau. The painting on the wall
above the bed. "Jonah Leaving the Whale."

JOHNNY
Are we really going to do this?

JENNY
What choice do we have?

Johnny nods solemnly and lays the bag on the bed. He UNZIPS
it. Inside are DOZENS OF LITTLE BAGGIES filled with heroin.

CLOSE ON: a WATER GLASS. TWO ANTACIDS drop into it and FIZZ.

EXTREME CLOSE UP of Johnny's throat as he swallows a baggie.

INT. ROOM 6, BATHROOM - DAY

Johnny sits on the toilet, looking ill. Large glass of water
in one hand, a baggie in the other. He crams it into his
mouth. GAGS. Swallows it with a mouthful of water.

His guts RUMBLE. He clutches his stomach.
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Jenny looks in the sink. About a dozen baggies left, like a
clutch of snake eggs.

JENNY
You're doing so good, baby. Just two
or three more.

JOHNNY
Two or three?

JENNY
Uh-huh.

She hands him another. Johnny looks at it with distaste.

He brings the baggie and water to his mouth. GAGS. Places
the baggie on his tongue, takes a sip and swallows hard.

Jenny rubs his shoulder.

There's a PROLONGED RUMBLE.

JENNY (CONT'D)
Don't you dare throw up, Johnny.

Desperate, Johnny hands the glass to Jenny and LEAPS TO HIS
FEET, pulling down his pants. He lifts the lid and sits.

JENNY (CONT'D)
Goddamnit, Johnny, don't you fucking
do it!

A FART and SPLATTER makes Jenny nearly puke into the sink.
She flees the bathroom.

The door SLAMS as Johnny grips the seat as a MASSIVE TORRENT
of shit SPLASHES into the toilet.

SHYLA (V.O.)
Aw, come on, Angel...

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY (PRESENT)

Shyla squirms uncomfortably.

ANGEL
Too much?

SHYLA
It's a little over the top, don't
you think?

ANGEL
You've never had diarrhea before?
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SHYLA
(deadly serious)

I don't poop.

ANGEL
I suppose the Lord works through
your digestive system via Immaculate
Defecation.

Shyla gives him a hard look.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
All right. No more poop. But you
have to promise me you won't interrupt
me anymore.

SHYLA
(smiling)

Cross my heart and hope to die.

She mimes the action.

Angel's smile seems slightly sly.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Jenny's pressed herself against the bathroom door.

JENNY
Don't you dare flush that, Johnny,
or I'll kill you myself!

INT. ROOM 6, BATHROOM - DAY

Johnny wipes his ass and stands up to look in the toilet.

It's filled with black shit and spattered all over the bowl,
but a few of the baggies float on top.

JENNY
What are you doing in there?

Johnny peers into the toilet again. Closes the lid.

JOHNNY
You should be dealing with this shit,
not me. This is your mess.

JENNY
God, you're such a baby! You want me
to wipe your ass for you, too?
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ANGEL (V.O.)
They argued back and forth for several
minutes, but as usual Jenny got her
way. Despite everything, Johnny still
loved her. And love makes people do
things they wouldn't normally do.

Johnny shouts at the door. Jenny shouts back. Johnny looks
at himself in the mirror and SIGHS. Jenny leans back against
the door, shutting her eyes.

JENNY
The flight's in two hours.

Johnny opens the lid. Shakes his head.

He opens the cabinet under the sink, empty aside from a sponge
and a plunger.

With a SIGH he drops to his knees in front of the toilet. He
rolls up one sleeve, then the other.

Gingerly he reaches into the bowl. GAGS. Plucks out a baggie
dripping filth and tosses it into the sink. Shit splatters
the porcelain.

He reaches in again. Again. Bags PLOP into the sink. Again.
He turns away almost puking. Fishes in the filth, his right
arm covered in diarrhea.

He rinses his arm. Rinses the baggies. Lathers up and washes
his arms and hands.

JENNY (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Is it done yet?

Johnny dries his hands on a towel.

JOHNNY
It's done. But I can't swallow these.
I'll puke. I'm holding the rest in
by the skin of my teeth.

The door opens. Jenny steps in and wafts away the stench.

JENNY
Jesus, Johnny!

JOHNNY
Something didn't sit well.

JENNY
No shit.
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JOHNNY
Lots of shit, actually.

Despite herself, Jenny giggles.

JENNY
What now?

JOHNNY
If I could swallow them, I would.
But they're just gonna come up again.
You got us into this. You have step
up, Jenny.

JENNY
Step up? You know I can't swallow -

JOHNNY
Then shove them up your twat for all
I care!

Jenny SLAPS him. Hard.

JOHNNY (CONT'D)
You fucking do your share or I'm
walking.

JENNY
He'll kill us, Johnny.

JOHNNY
Yeah well, it's been a slice so far.
Maybe we're better off.

She flashes anger. Then smiles and presses up against him.

JENNY
You don't mean that... C'mon, Johnny,
we had some fun.

He PUSHES HER away.

JOHNNY
You need to handle this. Go lie down
and take off your jeans.

Jenny punches him in the chest.

JENNY
You think I'm gonna let you rub up
against me with your pathetic little
thing after this? I hate you!
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JOHNNY
I hate you, too. But right now we're
a matching set of human luggage.

(beat)
You need to get packing.

Jenny pales. Shakes her head in horror.

JOHNNY (CONT'D)
You heard Juicy. There are swallows
and there are stuffers. I've already
swallowed enough shit for you.

She swallows hard.

JENNY
I don't even have a ticket.

JOHNNY
We'll get you on a standby.

He nods toward the bed.

JOHNNY (CONT'D)
Hour and a half until the flight.
Better make up your mind.

Jenny scowls and SHOULDERS PAST HIM.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY

Jenny sits on the bed with a HUFF. Unbuckles her belt and
pulls her jeans all the way down to her runners before
slipping them off and casting the jeans aside.

Johnny stands in the bathroom doorway.

Jenny shakes her head in a huff and jerks down her panties
to just below her knees. Stands there in her t-shirt and
socks, full bush.

JENNY
You're an asshole, Johnny. When this
is over -

JOHNNY
(nodding)

- I never want to see you again.
Good to see we're on the same page.

Jenny sits on the bed with her knees together.

Johnny enters the bathroom. He comes out with his hands full
of baggies.
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JOHNNY (CONT'D)
You want me to -

JENNY
You wish. You're never gonna touch
my pussy again.

Johnny nods and lays the baggies on the bed beside her. She
picks one up, rolls it in her hand, considering it. She looks
down between her legs.

Johnny's eyes follow hers.

JENNY (CONT'D)
I'm not doing this with you watching.

He turns around. A SQUISHING sound makes him react.

JOHNNY
Don't push too hard and break them.

JENNY
You think I don't know what I'm doing?

Johnny's jaw tightens.

Jenny picks up another baggie and SQUISHES it into her vagina.
Another. Her expression makes it seem uncomfortable.

Johnny stands with his back to her as she packs them into
her vagina on the bed.

Finally she stands up. Pulls up her panties.

JENNY (CONT'D)
It's done. Let's fucking do this.

Johnny turns as she grabs her jeans. She still looks slim,
barely any belly despite the heroin. She pulls the jeans on.

JOHNNY
(re: her purse)

You have makeup in there?

JENNY
I need some?

She passes him. Looks into the bathroom mirror.

JENNY (CONT'D)
You're right, I look like shit.

JOHNNY
I never said that.
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Jenny goes back and brings her purse to the bathroom. Starts
applying makeup in the mirror. Makes eye contact with him.

JENNY
I'm sorry, Johnny. This all got way
out of hand. I just wanted to have
some fun is all.

JOHNNY
We had some fun, Jenny.

JENNY
We did, didn't we? I mean not for a
while, but... It wasn't all bad.

Johnny nods, approaching the bathroom door.

She smiles at him in the mirror. Her SMILE BECOMES A WINCE.

JENNY (CONT'D)
Ow!

JOHNNY
What? What is it?

JENNY
Cramps.

(doubles over)
Oh God, it's real bad, Johnny!

She stumbles past him out of the bathroom, BREATHING like
she's about to give birth. Sits on the bed and clutches her
abdomen with a low GROAN.

JOHNNY
I'll call an ambulance.

She grabs his wrist.

JENNY
I'll be... fine. OH FUCK!

Her eyes roll back. She falls back on the bed.

Johnny goes to her side. SLAPS her cheek lightly. Then hard.

JOHNNY
Jenny? Jenny!

Jenny starts to SEIZE. Johnny grabs her shoulders, holds her
steady. FOAM oozes from her mouth. He clears it with a finger.

JOHNNY (CONT'D)
Fuck. Fuck!
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He unbuckles her jeans. Jerks them down roughly.

JOHNNY (CONT'D)
Gotta get them out of you, Jenny.
You'll be okay, I just gotta get
them out!

Johnny reaches between her legs. Sticks his fingers into her
and rummages around. Searching. He comes up with a bag pinched
between his fingers. Goes back in for another.

Jenny's GLAZED EYES STARE AT THE CEILING while Johnny jostles
her stiffening body.

He drops a bag onto the pile beside her.

Johnny frowns. Something's not right. He pulls out his hand
with a SLOPPY SQUISH and finds he's holding a slimy, bloody
little FETUS.

Johnny RETCHES.

The fetus hits the bedspread with a SPLAT.

ANGEL (V.O.)
Who's baby was it, Johnny wondered.
It wasn't his. They hadn't touched
each other in months. Was it Juicy's?
Or someone else's?

Johnny stands, shaking his head. He looks down at Jenny.

She hasn't moved. Isn't breathing or blinking.

Johnny covers his mouth with a hand in shock.

ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
It didn't matter. All Johnny knew
was that he'd never felt so empty in
his life. And it was time to finish
packing.

Johnny kneels beside Jenny. He picks up a baggie. Regards
it. Looks at Jenny's lifeless face again as he puts the baggie
into his mouth and swallows hard.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY (PRESENT)

Shyla lights a cigarette, obviously distraught.

SHYLA
Damn, Angel. You sure know how to
put a girl in the mood.

Angel CHUCKLES.
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ANGEL
I said it would be grim.

SHYLA
I mean, she was a bitch, but I
definitely sympathize. When love is
unbalanced like that... it puts a
lot of strain on the person holding
all the power.

Angel nods thoughtfully.

ANGEL
You think Johnny put too much strain
on their relationship? That he asked
for more of her than she could give?

SHYLA
(shrugs)

It could be anything. Men and women
act very different in relationships,
especially when it comes to sex. Men
tend to blame the woman for their
sexual problems, and women tend to
blame themselves. I'm not saying
that's how it was with Jenny and
Johnny, but I like to look at things
from both sides.

ANGEL
Devil's advocate.

Angel smiles. Shyla smiles back.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
Do you think Jenny knew she was
pregnant? Did she... have a sense of
the baby inside her, or was it like
luggage?

Shyla fumbles in her purse, not wanting to look at him.

SHYLA
Well, I've never been pregnant but I
think mothers know.

She lights a cigarette and nods.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
I think they know.

Angel nods. He crouches by the duffel bag and UNZIPS it.
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SHYLA (CONT'D)
Was Johnny a friend of yours or
something?

ANGEL
Or something.

Angel removes the pump bottle of lube and places it on the
nightstand. He puts the purple dildo beside it.

SHYLA
You're gonna need a lot bigger than
that to get me off, honey.

ANGEL
Do you have any piercings, Shyla?

Shyla runs her tongue stud across her front teeth.

SHYLA
Just this. You ever have a blowjob
from a girl with a tongue ring?

Angel ignores her, setting the rubber fist beside the dildo.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
That's a bit more like it. How come
you asked about piercings?

Angel places the black cone dildo beside the rest.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Now we're getting serious.

Angel stands and looks down at the dildos.

ANGEL
Do you know how they stretch a
piercing, Shyla?

SHYLA
Never really looked into it, no.

ANGEL
They use a thing called a taper. The
gauges, or sizes, go down in number
the bigger they get. Twenty gauge,
ten gauge, five gauge, etcetera. You
have to let the wound semi-heal,
move up to the larger size, let it
semi-heal again, go a size larger.

Shyla looks at the dildos in thought.
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SHYLA
So you're saying, you're going to
stretch me.

ANGEL
If you're okay with that.

SHYLA
I mean... I do like to feel full.

ANGEL
I'm glad to hear that.

SHYLA
(re: his crotch)

It doesn't look that big to me. But
maybe you're a grower, not a shower.

ANGEL
(grins)

I suppose we can skip the purple
one.

He pumps two SQUIRTS of lube into his palm and works it onto
the rubber fist. He approaches the bed with the wobbly thing.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
Take off your underwear, please.

SHYLA
Yes, sir.

Shyla makes a show of it, nice and slow, twiddling her toes
as she slides her panties off. She brings them to her nose
and takes a deep SNIFF, eyelids fluttering in delight.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Is it weird I love the smell of my
own pussy?

(offers them to Angel)
Want some?

ANGEL
I gave up sniffing panties after
prom.

Shyla shrugs and places them on the nightstand.

Angel climbs onto the bed and moves to Shyla on his knees.
She SPREADS HER LEGS with a sexy look.

SHYLA
Smooth as a baby's butt, isn't she?
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Angel nods, mesmerized by her pussy. Shyla GRASPS THE FIST,
wipes some lube onto her hand, and toys it onto herself,
eyeing him sexily.

Angel's eyes don't leave her hole.

Shyla grabs the rubber fist by the wrist and draws it toward
her pussy. Angel moves with it, casting glances between her
eyes and the prize like a wary driver.

A SQUELCH as it enters her. She bucks her hips against it.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
That feels fucking good...

Angel begins to pump the fist back and forth.

ANGEL
Johnny did get back at Juicy. In
case you were curious.

SHYLA
(groaning)

Oh... yeah?

ANGEL
Mmm-hmm. A couple of months later...

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY (FLASHBACK)

The door opens and Juicy swaggers in, white wifebeater, shiny
jogging pants and gold chains.

JUICY
(giggling)

I'm ready for my close-up, Mr.
DeMille.

CHUCK P stands by the door, holding a pro camera, dressed in
black with black glasses. Film lights set up around the bed.
Juicy looks around in suspicion.

Three MALE PORN ACTORS stand pantless in shoes and socks and
white t-shirts around the bed.

JUICY (CONT'D)
Shit, Chuck-A-Luck, I thought this
was gon' be a private party.

CHUCK P
What part of "gangbang" did you not
get?

Juicy flashes Chuck an ice-cold look.



31.

CHUCK P (CONT'D)
If you're not interested...

JUICY
Oh I'm interested. Long as none of
these dudes is a faggot, we cool.

The Porn Actors give each other looks.

CHUCK P
These men are professional actors.
If any one of them happened to be
gay, they wouldn't touch you in a
straight gangbang.

JUICY
Best not!

Juicy SLAPS a fist into his palm.

CHUCK P
Right. Are you sure you're ready for
this?

The bathroom door opens. A black woman steps out, slim with
a thick ass and high heels. This is CANDY RAINS. She crawls
onto the bed, eying him seductively.

Juicy rubs his chin and licks his lips appreciatively.

JUICY
Oh, I'm ready. I'm a pro.

CHUCK P
No. You're not. You may know how to
fuck but in this business you're an
amateur. You've got a good stage
name, though. That's a start.

JUICY
You know why they call me that, right?
'Cause I make them bitches squirt!

The Porn Actors STIFLE GIGGLES. Candy Rains WINKS.

CHUCK P
(grins)

We'll see about that.

INT. STRIP CLUB - NIGHT

MUSIC pounds. Strobes FLASH. Johnny sits at "drip row" beside
Chuck P. They're deep in conversation, ignoring the strippers
trolling the club for lapdances. Both men wear PONCHOS.
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ANGEL (V.O.)
Johnny knew Chuck P, the director,
from high school. They were on the
swim team together. And Chuck knew
the woman on the bed from a strip
bar near the airport called The
Canadian Ballet.

The SONG CHANGES and Candy Rains sashays onto the stage,
neon bikini and clear heels. Every man in the club - most in
ponchos - looks up at her. She smiles, loving the attention.

Chuck P nods toward Candy. Johnny sees her and grins.

INT. ROOM 6, BATHROOM - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Candy is ON HER HANDS AND KNEES IN THE TUB, a clear tube
sticking out of her ass.

ANGEL (V.O.)
She calls herself Candy Rains, and
she has a peculiar claim to fame.
Some nights she's a human pinata.
Other nights she's a lawn sprinkler.

A young female PRODUCTION ASSISTANT pours a LARGE BOTTLE OF
RED JUICE into a funnel. The liquid travels down the attached
CLEAR TUBE into Candy's asshole.

INT. STRIP CLUB - NIGHT

Candy drops down to her hands and knees and crawls toward
Johnny and Chuck P.

ANGEL (V.O.)
Her act draws in men from all around
the world. Like a siren's call.

The men put on SAFETY GLASSES.

ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
And Chuck P and Johnny had something
in store for Juicy that would make
Poncho Night at the Canadian Ballet
look like a honeymoon at Niagara
Falls.

A jet of NEON LIQUID sprays the crowd, bright under the black
lights. Johnny LAUGHS. Chuck P claps him on the shoulder
while the MEN at the tables APPLAUD.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY

Juicy admires Candy's ass in the air. The Porn Stars around
the bed pull their puds. Chuck hands Juicy a condom.
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CHUCK P
You better get in there before these
guys tear her ass apart.

Juicy tears open the condom wrapper and pulls down his jogging
pants. He gets on the bed, strapping on the condom.

Chuck P raises the camera.

Candy GRUNTS as Juicy shoves it in her and starts thrusting.

JUICY
Yeah, take that dick in yo asshole,
girl. Take all of that white dick.

Face pressed against the pillow, Candy rolls her eyes.

Chuck P raises a finger. And points.

A WET FARTING SOUND alerts Juicy. He looks down as red liquid
SPLASHES his face. His eyes widen and he SCREAMS.

Red liquid SPLASHES the Porn Actors, soaking their white t-
shirts.

Behind the camera, Chuck P LAUGHS.

THROUGH THE VIEWFINDER: Juicy leaps off the bed SCREAMING.
Covered in "blood," he GLANCES AT THE CAMERA, covers his
dick with his hands, and bolts for the door.

Juicy runs out into the parking lot in only his wifebeater
and trainers.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY (PRESENT)

Angel CHUCKLES, still pumping the fist into Shyla's vagina.
She LAUGHS with him.

ANGEL
Juicy never once felt guilty about
Jenny's death. Johnny blackmailed
him with that tape. Juicy was so
worried people would see his "gangsta"
ass running off with his dick in his
hands "like a little bitch" as Chuck
put it, that he paid out and Johnny
never saw him again.

SHYLA
So what happened to Candy? I kinda
feel a kinship with her, those pussy
superpowers of hers. She sounds like
a true icon.
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ANGEL
She is. She's still headlining The
Canadian Ballet. Poncho Night is as
popular as ever.

Angel pulls out the fist with a WET PLOP. He scooches off
the bed. Places the fist on the nightstand and pumps lube
into his palm. He picks up the cone dildo and rubs it on.

SHYLA
Jesus, that thing must be as big as
your head.

Angel considers it. The dildo has fourteen rings, each one
an inch wide. Not as big as his head, but BIG.

ANGEL
Not quite. Is it too big?

SHYLA
I think we could try it.

Angel returns to the bed. He scooches up to her and INSERTS
THE DILDO. Shyla WINCES SLIGHTLY, studying him as he watches
the dildo go in.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
How do you know all these stories?
Do you work here, or something?

ANGEL
We're old friends.

SHYLA
You and Johnny?

ANGEL
The motel and I.

Shyla SNICKERS.

SHYLA
You're friends with a motel.

ANGEL
You've never been friends with an
inanimate object? A stuffed animal?
A blankie?

SHYLA
I mean, I call my dildo my "special
friend," but we don't go to the movies
together, or gossip about hot boys.

Angel shrugs.
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ANGEL
This motel and I. The Lonely Motel.
We've both suffered great loss. This
room in particular.

Shyla follows his gaze to the painting.

SHYLA
Like the Whale lost Jonah.

ANGEL
Exactly like that. But I think, after
today, it's time for us to go our
separate ways.

(grins)
See other people.

SHYLA
You know I knew you were weird when
I first met you but this is like...
if Weird was a serial killer, this
conversation right here would be
Weird's creepy basement.

Angel grins and THRUSTS THE DILDO. Shyla FLINCHES.

ANGEL
Too much?

She shakes her head.

SHYLA
I guess as far as sexual preferences
go, you telling a bunch of stories
while fucking me with dildos isn't
that bad. Some guys like to choke. I
hate that. And this one guy had me
piss into a wine glass so he could
drink it. Then he wanted me to toast
him with my own glass of piss, and
he wouldn't take no for an answer. I
had to call my manager, Lars, to
come and fuck the guy up.

ANGEL
I'm sure you've got a lot of stories
you could tell.

SHYLA
Oh, I've got some crazy ones. Actually
I've been thinking about writing
them all down some day. The Curvy
Hooker. You know, a play on the Xavier
Hollander book? Or Memoirs of a Full-
Figured Geisha.
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ANGEL
I'm all ears.

SHYLA
They look pretty small, actually.

(off his curious look:)
Your ears. They're cute.

ANGEL
Ah. Well, if you're not in the mood
to tell a story of your own, do you
mind if I tell another while we play?

SHYLA
Sure, why not?

(deadly serious)
No more poop though.

ANGEL
I promise.

EXT. THE LONELY MOTEL - DAY (FLASHBACK 1979)

Same motel, different sign: THE PARADISE MOTEL.

ANGEL (V.O.)
In 1979, the Lonely Motel was called
The Paradise, and it was run by a
lovely couple named Baumgarten.

TITLE CARD OVER BLACK: WOOM

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY (FLASHBACK)

ANGEL (V.O.)
Problem was they'd been having
financial troubles since the Buffalo
Niagara International expansion.
Debt was crushing them.

MRS. BAUMGARTEN, a Mrs. Cleaver type, HUMS as she dusts,
makes the bed, wipes the mirror in the bathroom, adjusts the
painting over the bed. The room looks lovely. She's pleased.

Still smiling and HUMMING, Mrs. Baumgarten opens the closet
and staggers back in shock.

MR. BAUMGARTEN, an older man, HANGS FROM THE COATHOOK BY HIS
TIE, face purple, tongue and eyes bulging.

Mrs. Baumgarten falls to her knees SCREAMING. She unties her
husband. Drops to the closet floor with him, hugging him to
her bosom.
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ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
With her husband gone, Lola Baumgarten
fell into a deep depression. It was
Lola who changed The Paradise's name
to the Lonely Motel.

INT. ROOM 6 - NIGHT

Weeping, Mrs. Baumgarten shakes pills into her palm. She
lays the bottle on the dresser. She swigs from a bottle of
Jack Daniels, smiles wistfully through her tears at the
painting, then lies back on the bed, shuts her eyes and
crosses her arms over her chest.

INT. ROOM 6, BATHROOM - NIGHT

Mrs. Baumgarten staggers in. She grasps the sink and VOMITS
GREEN FROTH on her reflection in the mirror. She falls to
her knees slowly. Dies in the fetal position on the tiles.

INT. THE LONELY MOTEL, FRONT OFFICE - DAY

ANGEL (V.O.)
In 1980, under new management, the
Lonely Motel welcomed prostitutes
and drug dealers with open arms by
renting rooms out by the hour.

The DESK CLERK, a sleazy guy with an open sequined shirt and
gold chains knotted in his chest hair, grins as the SERVICE
BELL DINGS.

Across the desk MARY BOOKER, a demure young black woman in
her Sunday best, clutches her purse with both hands.

ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Mary Booker rented Room 6 for two
hours, though she didn't expect to
be there much longer than one.

The Desk Clerk slides the key to Room 6 - same red key fob
but brand new - across the desk. Same "coke nail," too.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY

The door opens and Mary steps in, noticeably pregnant. Her
gaze immediately falls on the painting. Something about it
disturbs her.

She slips off her heels, climbs onto the bed and covers the
painting with a towel.

Stepping back from the bed, she looks at what she's done and
nods, satisfied.
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INT. ROOM 6, BATHROOM - DAY

Mary begins to undress. Unbuttons her dress. Slips off her
pantyhose.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY

Mary steps out of the bathroom in her "granny" panties,
covering her breasts. She crosses to the closet. Opens it.

Inside several WIRE COAT HANGERS hang from the rack. She
takes one down, tears off the paper cover marked THE LONELY
MOTEL, and begins to unravel the coathook.

INT. ROOM 6, BATHROOM - DAY

Mary looks at her reflection.

ANGEL (V.O.)
Mary didn't want an abortion. She
was a good Christian girl who believed
in the "sanctity of life."

She holds up the coat hanger, straightened with a hook at
the end. Uncertainty in her features. A haunted look.

EXT. DARK ALLEY - NIGHT

A CREEP steps into the alley through a blast of steam.

ANGEL (V.O.)
But Mary had been raped by a white
man on her way home from work -

Mary walks hurriedly, glancing back over her shoulder. Behind
her, the Creep CRACKS HIS KNUCKLES and checks to see if
they're alone.

SHYLA (V.O.)
Whoa whoa whoa!

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY (PRESENT)

Shyla grasps Angel's still-pumping wrist, stopping him.

SHYLA
You didn't say this was going to be
a rape story.

ANGEL
It's not a rape story. Mary was raped,
but that's just the, uh... what do
you call it? The backstory. Why? Is
that a trigger for you?
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SHYLA
Don't.

ANGEL
Don't what?

SHYLA
Don't get all smug about trigger
warnings. I know they're bullshit,
but can't a woman just not want to
hear about rape without it being a
goddamn thing? Every time you turn
on the TV there's another woman
getting raped and murdered. Every
time you flick past the news it's
'rape culture on campus' and celebrity
sex assaults and some neo-puritanical
moral fucking panic. Enough already.

Angel looks taken aback. Then he nods understandingly.

ANGEL
I was just trying to set the scene.
But we can skip the rape part, if it
bothers you.

SHYLA
It does. Just... fast-forward, I
guess.

Angel gives her a tight smile.

ANGEL
Think we can try another inch?

Shyla looks down.

SHYLA
How far are we?

ANGEL
Just about halfway.

SHYLA
In for an inch, in for a foot.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY (1980)

Mary sits at the bureau, writing a letter.

ANGEL (V.O.)
As time went by, Mary's resolve
weakened.

(MORE)
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ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
The more she looked at the world,
the less she could imagine bringing
a child into it, especially one
conceived by rape. What chance would
a child like that have? What if he
looked like his father? How would
she explain that to her parents? To
the church? They would judge her.

She FOLDS THE NOTE into an envelope. Licks it and seals it.

INT. ROOM 6, BATHROOM - DAY

Mary draws the curtain aside and steps into the tub.

She plants her right foot on the lip of the tub. Makes sure
the coat hanger is straight.

She crosses herself, and kisses the crucifix around her neck.
She takes a few deep breaths, like Lamaze.

Then she works the coat hanger up between her legs. Parting
the labia. Feeding it slowly into her vagina.

She winces. She looks down. Feeds more into herself.

The BABY KICKS. We see it squirming in her belly.

MARY
Ow!

BLOOD DRIPS on white porcelain.

Mary tries to pull the coat hanger out but it's stuck.

MARY (CONT'D)
Oh God... God, please forgive me.

She PULLS, grimacing. BLOOD OOZES down her inner thighs, her
wrists and hands, bottom of the tub already slick with it.

Mary panics. She jerks back the curtain. Frantically looks
around the small bathroom. Nothing.

Bearing down, she wriggles the hanger. Hands shaking.
Desperate. BLOOD POURING out of her into the tub.

Finally it SPRINGS FREE. She holds it out in front of herself,
ecstatically happy. She LAUGHS.

MARY (CONT'D)
Hospital, Mary.



41.

Determined, she makes to step out of the tub but SLIPS IN
THE BLOOD. Her other foot slips out from under her.

She's falling.

She grabs the curtain. It TEARS off the rod.

Her head SLAMS against the faucet. Blood pours from the gash
in her forehead as she slips to the bottom of the tub, eyes
fluttering back.

SLOW PULL OUT as her blood pours down the drain.

SLOW ZOOM IN: to an envelope on the bed. Written on it is
"TO MY UNBORN CHILD."

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY (PRESENT)

Shyla shudders.

SHYLA
That story made my pussy shrivel up
like a salted snail.

ANGEL
Do you want a bweak for a while?

SHYLA
How about forever?

Angel sits up, letting go of the dildo.

ANGEL
Hmm. Maybe we should have a cigaw--

(scowls)
Cigarette.

SHYLA
That might help.

She reaches for her purse. Angel grabs it and hands it to
her. She plants a smoke in her mouth, hands one to him.

Angel lights hers, then his. They sit smoking for a moment.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Was the baby okay?

ANGEL
It survived. Once her two hours were
up, the desk clerk came into the
woom - room - and found Mary in the
tub. She was braindead by the time
the ambulance arrived. Died in the
hospital two days later.
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SHYLA
(beat)

I don't mean to be rude but... did I
just hear a lisp?

ANGEL
It's not a lisp. A lisp is when you
pronounce S like TH. Speech therapists
call it rhotasism. It took me a long
time to master saying my Rs for some
reason when I was little. But it's
not a lisp.

SHYLA
Sorry.

ANGEL
It's fine. Just... sometimes it comes
out when I'm stressed.

Shyla puts a hand on his arm and smiles. Angel meets her
eyes and returns a tight smile.

SHYLA
You know, I always wanted to be a
mother.

ANGEL
Oh?

SHYLA
Uh-huh. Never happen though. I'm
kind of okay with that.

ANGEL
Why not?

SHYLA
When I was younger, I... well, a lot
of damage was done to my lady parts.
I had to have an emergency
trachelectomy.

ANGEL
Trache--?

SHYLA
--lectomy. Removal of the cervix.

ANGEL
Ouch.

SHYLA
It wasn't that bad. Expensive though.

(MORE)
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SHYLA (CONT'D)
My dad went into debt to pay for it,
that's how come I started doing this.

(shrugs)
I was bleeding internally. We had to
get it done. Only problem is, it
didn't heal right. So now I've got
an extra deep vagina.

ANGEL
That doesn't seem like much of a
problem to me.

SHYLA
Well it's hard to feel satisfied by
an average-sized penis when your
pussy goes on forever.

Angel nods. He fakes a smile.

ANGEL
I have a feeling we'll fit together
nicely.

SHYLA
You don't know how good that is to
hear.

Angel nodded toward her pussy.

ANGEL
Shall we keep going?

SHYLA
Let's.

Angel begins working the dildo.

ANGEL
What's the weirdest thing a client
has ever asked you to do?

SHYLA
This is up there, don't get me wrong.

(winks)
Kidding. Let's see, there was the
diaper guy, the pee drinker... Oh!
There was that guy who was into
queening.

ANGEL
Queening?

SHYLA
Face-sitting.
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Angel SWALLOWS AUDIBLY. He smokes faster while Shyla explains.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
The sub lies on his back, and the
dom sits on his face, covering his
nose and mouth with her pussy and
butthole so he can't breathe. The
woman is in complete control, only
like most BDSM stuff there's an out,
a safe word, but with facesitting
it's a little different. The guy
can't actually talk because he's
being smothered, unless he's a pussy
whisperer or something. So he's got
to tap out - you know, like in a
wrestling match?

ANGEL
Uh-huh.

SHYLA
So this guy, he was really into
facesitting, so much that he had
this thing he called a 'smother box' -

ANGEL
A smother box?

SHYLA (V.O.)
Basically it's this nice wooden box
with a pillow sewn on the inside,
and a hole on the top like the ones
on a massage table. This thing was
really elaborate. I'm pretty sure he
must have made it himself. It had
all kinds of engravings on it, like
Chinese and Indian pornographic
etchings. I don't know if they were
replicas or just something he had
someone do for the box. Maybe he did
them himself, I don't know.

ZOOM IN ON: the SMOTHER BOX on a hotel bed, an ornate
cherrywood box with a hinge and an oval hole.

BACK TO SCENE

ANGEL
I admire his dedication.

SHYLA
That's what I told him. Anyway, aside
from the smother box, he wasn't all
that out of the ordinary. You know,
no obvious red flags.
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ANGEL
Red flags? Like what?

SHYLA
Well like, do they exhibit odd
behavior. I mean, a lot of clients -
we never call them "johns," that's
what cops call them - a lot of them
are weird, or socially awkward, but
I mean things like, do they try to
coerce you into doing things you've
explicitly said you won't do. Do
they look like a cop, because cops
still harass us even when we're not
getting our business on the street.
Do they...

(considers it)
...do they try to get you to secluded
areas instead of their apartment or
a hotel. Do they act drunk or high,
or do they behave erratically - as
opposed to erotically.

(grins)
The guys with the fetish gear and
whatnot, we don't usually have to
worry about. They're there for the
act. Most guys are there for the
woman, but the fetish guys... They
know what they want and the woman is
just an accessory.

Angel nods thoughtfully.

ANGEL
So did I have any red flags?

SHYLA
Not really. First off the Lonely
Motel is a known place. And you were
specific about the type of woman you
wanted.

ANGEL
So are serial killers.

SHYLA
(chuckles)

True. But the dispatcher has your
number on record. You're a valued
customer and your call is important
to them.

ANGEL
Fair enough.
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SHYLA
But... when I got here there was a
big red flag. For me, anyway.

ANGEL
Oh?

SHYLA
You shook my hand. Some guys kiss
it, the way gentlemen used to greet
a lady, but the first and pretty
much only time a client shook my
hand he tried to beat the shit out
of me while we were fucking. I wasn't
having any of it, though. I pepper-
sprayed his ass.

ANGEL
Good for you.

SHYLA
So I've been wary of hand-shakers
ever since. But you're African-
American. Light-skinned, but it's
pretty obvious you're not Latino or
Tonawanda Indian. And everyone knows
serial killers are white. Also,
there's your scar.

Angel touches his face.

ANGEL
My scar made you trust me?

SHYLA
I figured a psychopath vain enough
to wear an expensive suit like yours
would have covered it up with
manscara, at least. It gives you a
look of vulnerability.

ANGEL
Interesting. Anything else?

SHYLA
Well, your duffel bag was a little
off-putting at first. For all I knew
you could have had a dead body cut
up in pieces in there. But then you
took out the lube and the toys, and
I knew you were safe.

(re: the large dildo)
Aside from the size of this monster,
there was nothing out of the ordinary.
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ANGEL
(smirks)

No smother boxes.

SHYLA
And no diapers. Which is a definite
plus.

Angel smiles.

ANGEL
So why don't you tell me about the
Smother Man?

TITLE CARD OVER BLACK: (S)MOTHER

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

A meek man with pimples and dandruff flakes opens the door.
This is the SMOTHER MAN. Shyla steps in with a smile and
looks over the room. A few votive candles burn on the dresser.

SMOTHER MAN
Please. Come in.

He doesn't look her in the eyes. She looks past him to the
SMOTHER BOX on the bed.

SHYLA
What's in the box?

SMOTHER MAN
Nothing.

The Smother Man crosses the room and picks up the box. He
unlatches it and flips it open.

SHYLA
Is that a jewelry box?

The Smother Man shakes his head and closes the box.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Well, what is it then?

He smiles shyly, still not meeting her eyes.

SMOTHER MAN
It call it my smother box.

SHYLA
You want me to smother you?

He nods timidly.



48.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Well okay. Why don't you put on the
smother box for me?

His eyes widen in awe and he gives a tiny smile.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Well, go on. We don't have a lot of
time.

His smile widens and he brings the box to the bathroom. Shyla
sits on the bed, takes off her heels and squeezes her arches.

SHYLA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
The older girls tell you on your
first day, never laugh at your client.
But when he came out of the bathroom
I couldn't help it. He looked like a
cuckoo clock. I thought about him
going "Cuckoo! Cuckoo!" while sticking
out his tongue to lick my pussy, and
when I get laughing it's hard for me
to stop.

A moment later the Smother Man returns with his face sticking
out of the hole in the smother box.

Shyla starts LAUGHING. She tries to stop, but can't help it.

The Smother Man looks at his feet in shame.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
I'm sorry, I shouldn't laugh...

SMOTHER MAN
Don't apologize. I know I look stupid.

SHYLA (V.O.)
He looked so sad and cute I kind of
wanted to hug him, but I understood
then what he was looking for. He was
a sub. He wanted me to berate him.

Shyla puts on her heels and stands tall. She jabs a finger
toward the bed.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Get on the bed!

SMOTHER MAN
Yes, ma'am.

SHYLA
Yes, Mistress.
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SMOTHER MAN
Yes, Mistress.

He shuffles over toward her, looking at the floor.

SHYLA
On your knees, worm!

The Smother Man drops to his knees and crawls to where she
stands by the bed. He stops there.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Climb up.

He does.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Don't you turn your back on me!

He turns on his hands and knees to face her.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Now, lie down on your back.

The Smother Man lies down, face sticking up from the hole.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Come to the edge of the bed.

He scooches so the box is at the edge of the mattress.

Shyla takes off her panties and tosses them aside. She squats
so she's just about sitting on the box. Writhes above it.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
You want this?

The box moves up and down as the Smother Man nods.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Then beg for it.

SMOTHER MAN
Please, Mistress. Please sit on my
face. Smother me, Mistress. Pleeeease!

Shyla climbs up on the mattress. She straddles the box and
sits.

SHYLA (V.O.)
Sitting on the box was uncomfortable
but I didn't let it show. I was in
charge and if I whimpered or whined
I'd seem weak.

(MORE)
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SHYLA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
He needed me to be strong. A warrior
woman. A goddess. The smother box
was his confessional and my pussy
was his salvation.

She grinds against him. Suddenly she looks surprised and
amused. She scowls, playing the game.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Put your dirty tongue back in your
mouth! Nobody said you could lick my
pussy, you worm. Get back in the
dirt.

SMOTHER MAN
(muffled)

Yeth mithtreth.

SHYLA
Breathe it in, worm. Rub your nose
in my dirty shithole.

She grinds, putting a hand to her mouth to stifle a giggle.

The Smother Man reaches up and taps out on her thigh.

Shyla rises from the box. The Smother Man GASPS.

SMOTHER MAN
Thank you, Mistress.

SHYLA
You best do better than that. You'd
better take a deep breath before you
dare to lick my pussy again.

He takes a DEEP BREATH and she sits back down, grinding her
hips against the box.

SHYLA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
His tongue came out and this time I
let it search for my clit. He found
it - I'm not sure if it was beginner's
luck or experience, and it stayed
there, circling it, flicking it.

Shyla starts to MOAN, closing her eyes and letting her head
fall back.

SHYLA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I was tripping on power, and honestly,
it was the best my pussy'd ever been
licked, even counting the handful of

(MORE)
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SHYLA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
times I'd doubled up on clients with
another girl and she ate me out. It
was like he was reading hieroglyphs
with his tongue, like he was speaking
to my clit in some ancient language.
Vaginese, or something. The Smother
Man was my pussy whisperer.

Shyla bucks against the box. The Smother Man moves his legs
and arms but doesn't tap out. Shyla begins to SHUDDER. She
MOANS long and hard.

Suddenly a torrent of clear LIQUID GUSHES OUT FROM BETWEEN
HER LEGS. It startles her, but she's too far into it to stop.
It spills over the Smother Man's clothes and spatters the
bedspread.

She quivers. Calms. Takes a few ragged breaths and rises up
from the box. She stands over the bed and looks down.

The Smother Man's eyes are closed, mouth open, face purple
and wet. IS HE DEAD?

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Hey.

She taps him on the forehead.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Hey, wake up.

He doesn't move.

Mortified, Shyla pinches his nose shut and starts CPR.
Breathes into his mouth and PUMPS his chest.

Nothing.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Come on, come on...

Pumps and breathes.

Finally LIQUID SPURTS OUT OF HIS MOUTH and he COUGHS, rising
from the dead. He GASPS and turns to face her.

Relieved, Shyla steps back from the bed with a hand on her
heart as the Smother Man LAUGHS.

SMOTHER MAN
That was the most... intense thing
I've ever experienced. Thank you,
Mistress!
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He gets off the bed and takes her hand, kissing it. LOOKING
INTO HER EYES FOR THE FIRST TIME. She's taken aback.

SMOTHER MAN (CONT'D)
Thank you, you have no idea how much
you've helped me!

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY

Angel looks like he's had a revelation.

ANGEL
He was born again.

SHYLA
Yeah, I guess he was. We talked for
the rest of his time. He told me he
was on the verge of suicide. He was
so obsessed with this idea of what
he wanted, and nothing ever came
close until he found me. When I sat
on his face, he said it was like a
religious awakening.

ANGEL
And when you came, it was his baptism.

Shyla grins.

SHYLA
I like that. Can you imagine that,
though? Being so... fixated on a
single fetish you'd kill yourself if
you knew you could never experience
it?

ANGEL
I can. It's certainly not a rational
feeling. Then again, few things about
sex are.

SHYLA
I don't know. When you think about
all the war, greed, murder, drug
addiction, crime... Those 'bad things'
you mentioned. I sometimes think sex
is the only sane thing people do. I
mean, it's simple. It's usually a
mutually beneficial transaction, as
long as it's consensual. Even when
you don't cum, it's still sex.

ANGEL
You make a good point. And on that
note, let's get back to work.
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Shyla salutes him.

SHYLA
Yes, sir. This pussy ain't gonna
fuck itself.

Angel stubs out his cigarette and gets back between her legs.

ANGEL
As luck would have it, I've also got
a story about smothering.

SHYLA
Of course you do.

ANGEL
Do you not want to hear it? It didn't
happen in this room, but I think
it's germane.

SHYLA
Germane?

ANGEL
Relevant.

SHYLA
Honestly? I'm kind of more interested
in your stories now than what you've
got waiting for me inside your pants.

Angel LAUGHS.

ANGEL
Okay then. This is a story about a
boy who grew up without his parents,
and when he was a man he drifted
aimlessly through a neutered, feckless
life. He had no goals. No attachments.
He'd only ever loved two women other
than his mother, and both of them
had betrayed him just like his mother
had when she'd abandoned him.

INT. CHEAP APARTMENT, KITCHEN - NIGHT

Dressed in a cheap suit, ANGEL sits at a small kitchen table,
looking at a scrap of newspaper. A spoon stands in a can of
Chef Boyardee. A CAT circles his feet.

ANGEL (V.O.)
The boy who grew up to be a lonely,
angry man blamed all of his troubles
on the mother he'd never known.

(MORE)
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ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Therapy didn't help. Church groups
bored him. Drugs and alcohol were
merely bandages on open wounds. When
he saw the ad in the newspaper, he
thought he'd finally found a chance
to turn things around.

The scrap in his shaking fingers reads:

OVERCOME YOUR ANGER! Rebirthing can CHANGE your LIFE! Join
us to begin YOUR new life TODAY! Serious applicants ONLY!
Send a check for $1 to P.O. Box 69058

Angel takes a dollar out of his wallet and places it in an
envelope. Licks it. Seals it.

[Clever viewers might remember another envelope that was
licked and sealed about twenty minutes ago.]

INT. CHEAP APARTMENT, DAY - EVENING

Angel steps into the apartment. MAIL FALLS out of the slot.
He drops his bag at the door and bends to pick up the mail
while the cat circles his legs.

He brings it to the table and sits. Goes through it. A few
bills. Some junk mail. He stops on a plain white envelope
with the words BE REBORN.

Eagerly he tears it open. It looks empty. He squeezes it and
turns it upside down. A SCRAP OF PAPER falls out.

An address, covered by his thumb, and "Thursday 8PM."

EXT. OLD WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Angel walks up to the creepy old warehouse. He looks up at
it warily. Looks at his watch. It's a few minutes from 8PM.

A VAN pulls up beside him. Angel glances at it, and turns
back to face the warehouse.

The passenger WINDOW ROLLS DOWN. A shaggy-haired white guy
in a military duffel coat leans out. This is IRV.

IRV
Have you come to be reborn?

Still suspicious, Angel nods.

IRV (CONT'D)
Well, hop on in. I'm Irv. This is
Janis.



55.

Irv points to the driver, JANIS, an Asian woman with graying
hippie braids and John Lennon glasses.

IRV (CONT'D)
We're attachment therapists.

Angel steps back, looking for an out. Irv lets out an annoyed
SIGH.

IRV (CONT'D)
Look, do you want help or not?

ANGEL
I've already tried therapy.

IRV
Not like this, you haven't. They
call it the Evergreen Method.

(beat)
Were you by any chance adopted?

ANGEL
I lived in a foster home until I was
sixteen.

Janis speaks through a cloud of clove CIGARETTE SMOKE:

JANIS
Both parents, huh? That's a drag.

IRV
Look, this would be a lot easier for
everyone if you got in the back.

Angel considers it. Finally he shrugs and approaches. The
BACK DOORS SWING OPEN.

A YOUNG REDHEAD with lots of makeup and jewelry scampers
back from the doors to a jumper seat and sits. A tall BLACK
MAN in his 50s squats on the spare tire beside her, Afro and
a black leather jacket.

IRV (CONT'D)
This is Raylene and Vic.

VIC
Didn't expect you to be a brother.
How you doin, m'man?

ANGEL
I'm fine.

VIC
You hear that? He fine.
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Raylene doesn't answer but her eyes linger on Angel, implying
that she agrees.

IRV
Don't pay any attention to Victor.
Pop a squat on the rug.

Angel climbs in warily and sits on the ROLLED-UP RUG.

The van pulls out from the curb. They drive in silence.
Raylene and Vic watch him until he looks away uncomfortably.

ANGEL
So what does this...?

IRV
Evergreen?

ANGEL
(nods)

What does it entail?

VIC
"What does it entail," he says.

IRV
Let him alone, Vic.

(to angel:)
It's a proven method. Janis and I
both went through it ourselves.
Janis's mother died when she was
twelve. She got into drugs and
starting fires and whatnot, until
Evergreen saved her life.

Janis locks eyes with Angel in the REARVIEW MIRROR, giving
him a stern nod.

IRV (CONT'D)
Me, I've been fighting my whole life.
Never was a good kid. Truth be told,
I was a real asshole. My parents
took me to see a therapist, Dr.
Schwartzman. Totally turned my life
around. That's why we do what we do.
To give back. Pay it forward, so to
speak.

Janis FLOORS THE ACCELERATOR through an amber light.

IRV (CONT'D)
Victor grew up in a white family,
you believe that shit? Like a reverse
Oreo.
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VIC
Yeah, it was just me, Willis, and a
sexy little redhead like Raylene.
Whatchoo talkin' bout, Irvine?

Irv LAUGHS.

IRV
That gets me every time.

Vic LAUGHS. Irv joins in and holds out a hand for Vic to
SLAP HIM FIVE.

Raylene rolls her eyes.

IRV (CONT'D)
Your parents. Did you know them?

ANGEL
I never met my mother.

IRV
And your daddy?

ANGEL
Wasn't in the picture.

Everyone nods appreciatively.

IRV
Have you always been angry?

The others eagerly await his reply.

ANGEL
As long as I can remember. I thought
it was something I'd have to live
with until I saw your ad.

IRV
That's rad. You know, it's like I
was telling Janis, life gives us
second chances all the time. You
fall into a pattern, events start
repeating themselves. You just got
to see when it's happening and seize
the opportunity for that -

The BREAKS SQUEAL. Everyone lurches forward.

IRV (CONT'D)
What the fuck, Janis? I was right in
the middle of - oh, we're here?



58.

Angel peers out the windshield but it's dark with distant
TWINKLING LIGHTS.

ANGEL
Where are we?

Suddenly there's a LOUD RUMBLING. It turns into a MASSIVE
SCREECH, RATTLING THE WINDOWS. Finally it fades away.

IRV
Airport lot. Next stop, Wombtown.

Angel looks at them nervously.

ANGEL
What does that mean?

VIC
It means, we gonna roll you up in
that carpet and let you fight your
way out.

RAYLENE
(giggles)

Like a little baby.

Angel gets up abruptly and goes for the back doors. Vic grabs
him by the shoulder and sits him down on the floor.

VIC
You ain't going nowhere. We had an
arrangement.

RAYLENE
You asked for it, baby. We're just
giving you what you want.

ANGEL
Well, maybe I changed my mind. Haven't
you ever changed your mind about
something you thought you wanted?

JANIS
I told you he'd pussy out.

ANGEL
I'm not pussying out!

IRV
Then take off your shoes, man.

Defiantly, Angel takes off his dress shoes and lays them on
the floor.
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VIC
Now unroll the carpet.

IRV
Rug.

VIC
Are we gonna have this argument every
damn time?

IRV
If you keep calling it a carpet we
are. Carpets go wall to wall. That
is an area rug.

ANGEL
(nervous)

He's... he's right.

VIC
You supposed to be on my side. Bougie
high yellow-ass nigga.

ANGEL
Just... please... We don't have to
do this. I'm fine. Seriously, I feel
better already.

RAYLENE
You messaged us. You paid us to be
here. To save you.

IRV
Just get in the damn rug, man.

VIC
Yeah, get in the carpet.

Irv narrows his eyes at Vic, who looks back challengingly.

Raylene gets up and UNROLLS THE RUG, a CLOUD OF DUST rising
as it flaps open. Angel steps back from it in distaste.

He turns to Irv, who nods encouragingly. Victor scowls at
him. Raylene smiles.

Resigned, Angel gets down on his hands and knees and crawls
onto the rug. He lies down flat on his front and looks up
for confirmation.

IRV
Hands at your sides.

Angel does. Victor and Raylene ROLL THE RUG OVER HIM. Irv
comes to the back and helps roll him up like a cigarette.



60.

Darkness envelops Angel. He can move his head to look around
but his arms won't budge. He struggles.

He cranes his neck. Sees the small CIRCULAR OPENING at the
far end of the rug. He sucks in a DEEP BREATH.

Raylene sits on his chest.

Angel EXHALES SHARPLY, startled.

Vic sits on his crotch. Irv sits on his legs.

Terrified, Angel's eyes move wildly.

His feet THRASH. Irv pinches a wiggling toe.

ANGEL
I can't... breathe...!

Angel tries to roll, rocking back and forth. Raylene and Vic
and Irv buck on top of him. Raylene WHOOPS and pretends to
swing a cowboy hat.

A PLANE ROARS by. The windows RATTLE.

Angel SCREAMS, unheard under the jet engine.

He stops moving. The people on him look disheartened.

In the silence, Angel WEEPS.

VIC
Aw, man... C'mon, man, fight!

IRV
Fight!

RAYLENE
You can do it, honey.

Angry, Angel struggles. He thrusts his elbows out. He rocks
back and forth. Sweat drips from his forehead. He pushes
with his toes until they disappear into the rug. Inching
toward the opening. Kicking toward the light at the end.

Angel ROARS in furious determination. They CHEER him on.

IRV
Push!

Irv THUMPS to the floor of the van as Angel's legs slip out
from under him.

VIC
Push!
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The light at the end of the "tunnel" widens.

RAYLENE
PUSH!

Angel's head "crowns," and he SUCKS IN A MASSIVE BREATH.

Vic and Raylene climb off him and begin unraveling the rug.
Angel pulls himself out by his elbows. Irv CLAPS.

IRV
You did it! You fuckin' did it!

Angel sits with his knees drawn up to his chest, BREATHING
HEAVILY, still terrified.

VIC
(raising a fist)

My man!

RAYLENE
I knew you could do it!

Raylene tries to pat Angel's shoulder, but he withdraws to
the corner of the van.

ANGEL
Fuck you people!

Raylene shrinks from him, her smile drooping. Vic lowers his
fist with a scowl.

RAYLENE
We were only trying to help...

ANGEL
Help?? You nearly fucking killed me!
If you think that's help, you people
need serious counseling.

IRV
Fuck you, man. We did this for you!

ANGEL
You did this for yourselves! You
think you're so fucking righteous?
Fucking enlightened? Bullshit!

Angel drags himself up the wall until he's crouching and
edges toward the doors. He grabs the handle shakily.

The others just look at him, severely disappointed.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
I'm getting the fuck out of here!
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He opens the door and BLINKS at the light as he jumps out.

VIC
You need to let go of that anger,
man...

ANGEL
Fuck you, you fucking hypocrite!
You're all insane! If any of you
contact me, if you come to my house,
I will fuck you up. You hear me? I
will fucking kill you.

Angel storms off angrily from the van. The others watch him
go. Vic and Raylene shake their heads.

ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Focusing on the walk ahead back into
the city, I felt stronger than I'd
ever felt in my life. They'd nearly
killed me, but they'd also transformed
me. They'd hardened my resolve like
galvanised steel. They'd opened up
my eyes. Lying there inside that rug
I realized what I'd wanted all along,
and now I knew how to get it.

A PLANE ROARS overhead as Angel walks toward the camera until
he's in CLOSE-UP and out of focus.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY

Shyla lets out a DEEP BREATH.

SHYLA
My mother always used to say, "Hug
your enemies and make them into
friends." I always thought that was
silly advice. If that had happened
to me, I would have gotten them
arrested. Did you call the cops?

Angel shakes his head, shamefaced.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Why not?

ANGEL
I thought if I did it would only
prove how much they hurt me. That
they'd beaten me. It's amazing what
we'll do to avoid humiliation.
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SHYLA
But what if they did it again to
someone after you? What if they killed
someone the next time?

ANGEL
I guess that never occurred to me. I
suppose I'd have to live with that
guilt, if they did.

Shyla points to his scar.

SHYLA
Did they do that to you?

Angel drags a finger down his old scar.

ANGEL
This? No. That scar's from a long
time ago. I don't even remember it
happening.

A silence hangs between them.

SHYLA
I know how hard it is, when someone
abuses you, to do what you have to
do. I know what it's like to feel
helpless and still have to try and
be strong.

ANGEL
Oh?

Shyla nods. She lights a cigarette with shaky fingers. Takes
a long drag and EXHALES.

SHYLA
When I was fifteen, I wasn't all
that comfortable in my body. I was a
sad girl. Didn't have many friends.
This one day, an older boy, Donny
Holbrook, asked me to go to the movies
with him. I was so excited I didn't
even think to wonder why he'd ask
me, out of everyone he could have
asked. Anyway, he told me to meet
him behind the theater before the
show. We were going to see the new
King Kong movie. I didn't realize
then that it was part of the joke.

She shakes her head.
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SHYLA (CONT'D)
I don't want to tell it. Not in gory
detail like you did. I came to terms
with what happened a long time ago.
I had to. Because of the way I was
found. I only told the police because
the guy who found me called them. I
only told my father because the police
made me. The more I talked about it,
the less power it had over me.

(sighs)
But I'm done telling it. The world
doesn't need another rape story, you
know? And it happened so long ago...

ANGEL
That doesn't invalidate it. There's
no statute of limitations on pain.

SHYLA
No, you're right. But those boys
already faced their judgment for
what they did to me. We were all
just kids.

Angel nods toward her vagina.

ANGEL
Should we take this out for now?

SHYLA
No. I need to feel it.

(off his confusion)
I need to feel whole. For the parts
they took from me.

ANGEL
Will you tell me what happened, Shyla?

SHYLA
The short version is, Donny and his
friends took turns raping me with a
baseball bat in the woods behind the
theater. The worst part about it,
other than the pain and the shame of
it, is that I should have known
better. I knew I should have turned
and left when I saw the other two
boys with him. But I convinced myself
to stay.

She shakes her head. A single tear spills. She takes a quick
drag and exhales.
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SHYLA (CONT'D)
That I was being an idiot, it wouldn't
be nice, that I'd be screwing things
up with Donny, who was pretty and
popular, and if I just played along
everything would be okay. You should
always listen to that voice when
something doesn't feel right. Always
look for the red flags. Stop worrying
about being nice, about making a
scene. I know that now. I learned it
the hard way that night.

ANGEL
I'm sorry that happened to you, Shyla.

SHYLA
Thank you. Before, when you asked
about children, I've always wanted
them. After what those boys did to
me, I'll never know that joy. And I
think my mother would have been okay
that I never hugged them.

ANGEL
You've probably been asked this
before, but have you thought about
adoption? Who knows, you might strike
gold and get an angel like me.

Shyla smiles through her tears.

SHYLA
Someday, maybe. If I end up with a
kid anywhere near as considerate and
intelligent as you, I'll count myself
lucky.

They both smile. He hands her a tissue and she wipes her
tears.

ANGEL
One last story then. And then we'll
get down to business.

SHYLA
I think I need to pee first. Do you
mind if I...?

She nods toward the dildo.

ANGEL
Oh, absolutely.

Shyla nods, and eases the dildo out with a GRUNT.
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It POPS out and she wipes some creaminess off it and sets it
on the nightstand.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
Did you know there's a World's Record
for the widest vagina?

SHYLA
It doesn't surprise me.

ANGEL
A Scottish giant named Anna Swan
gave birth to a twenty-two pound boy
in 1879. His head was nineteen
centimeters. That's about six inches
in diameter. You've just taken five
and a half.

Shyla looks at the dildo with a complex expression.

SHYLA
Did I? I'm not sure if I should be
impressed or concerned.

Angel grins as Shyla climbs off the bed, the mattress easing
back into shape behind her.

As she saunters toward the bathroom, she peers into Angel's
bag of tricks.

Inside is a suction-cup dildo, a WHITE HANDTOWEL, a thing of
hand sanitizer, and an UNLABELED BOTTLE.

INT. ROOM 6, BATHROOM - DAY

Shyla enters. She fluffs her hair. Daubs her streaked mascara
with toilet paper. Then she sits on the toilet.

While she PEES she looks at the bathtub.

FLASH: The shower curtain TEARS off and Mary falls into the
tub, SMASHING her head.

Shyla's PEE stops as she shudders. She lets out a few more
dribbles and wipes, then stands up. Flushes.

She washes her hands, spritzes herself with perfume, and
steps back out into the room.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY

Angel sits on the bed, waiting. He smiles.

ANGEL
All freshened up?
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SHYLA
I'm ready when you are.

She sits back down on the bed, scooching up to the headboard.

ANGEL
I should warn you: this last story
is the darkest one of them all.

SHYLA
Goodie. Will there be a sex toy
accompaniment?

ANGEL
Not this time.

SHYLA
(faking disappointment)

Oh, poo...

ANGEL
No poo in this one either.

Shyla LAUGHS.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
You asked me earlier about fixation.
Well, this story is about a girl who
loved something so much she was
willing to do whatever it took to
get it.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

A bunch of kids at 10-YEAR-OLD BETH's birthday party. Her
mother, CORA CHASTAIN, comes in wearing a skimpy crop top
and no bra and leans over Beth, gripping her shoulders.

ANGEL (V.O.)
Bethany Chastain was a shy girl made
all the more shy by her overtly sexual
single mother.

Beth sulks as her mother BLOWS out the candles, her lips
forming a pouty red "O" with her cleavage in full view.

Cora WINKS at a LITTLE BOY, who looks away with a sly grin
like he's just gotten away with stealing the last cookie.

INT. BASEMENT ART STUDIO - DAY

MUSIC BLASTS. Cora Chastain DANCES while splashing paint
onto a large canvas, wearing only a pair of paint-splattered
coveralls. Her painting is abstract but clearly a BIG
THRUSTING DONG with angry red splotches.
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13-YEAR-OLD BETH comes in, books in hand. She glances at the
painting in embarrassment and scurries by to her door.

INT. BETH'S BEDROOM - DAY

13-Year-Old Beth bolts in and locks the door with a SIGH,
leaning against it. She STARTLES.

Leaning against the wall by her computer and photo board is
a MALE MANNEQUIN, BALD and NUDE.

She SLAMS down her books and storms out.

TITLE CARD OVER BLACK: MAN(NEQUIN)

INT. BASEMENT ART STUDIO - DAY

Cora's using spraypaint as Beth stomps out.

BETH
Mom! MOM!

Her mother doesn't hear her. 13-Year-Old Beth TURNS OFF THE
MUSIC. Cora stops dancing and painting immediately.

CORA
Heyyyy! I was in the zone.

BETH
There's a mannequin in my room.

CORA
What's the big deal? There's no room
for him out here.

BETH
Him?

(whispers)
He's naked.

Cora laughs.

CORA
"Naked"? Honey, it's just a hunk of
plastic. Don't be so puritanical!

13-Year-Old Beth HUFFS and storms back to her room.

INT. BETH'S BEDROOM - DAY

She stands against the door, staring the mannequin down. Her
eyes linger on his chiseled cheekbones. His chest muscles.
The pink mound where his penis should be.
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Beth SHUDDERS and goes to her closet. Gets a t-shirt and
pulls it over his head. Pulls a pair of jogging pants up
over his legs.

Beth pauses a moment with the pants around his legs, her
face in his groin. Her CHEEKS FLUSH. She pulls them up the
rest of the way quickly, and ties the drawstring tight.

She sits down on her bed, trying to study. Trying not to
look at the mannequin. Finally she puts down her books and
strides up to him.

She looks him over closely from head to toe.

BETH
(to mannequin)

My mom's insane.
(beat)

You know what she did to me when I
first got my period? She paraded me
all around the mall on the way to
get me tampons, telling everyone "my
daughter's a woman now."

ANGEL (V.O.)
Beth was a lonely girl. The mannequin
filled a niche in her life that had
been empty since her father passed:
the listener.

Beth sits down on the bed, SIGHING as she begins to unburden.
Speaking UNHEARD to the mannequin who looks at her in silence.

ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Eventually she gave him a name,
because talking to a hunk of plastic
without a name felt stranger to her
than with. She called him Andy.

SERIES OF SHOTS: Beth coming into her room in different
outfits, dropping her bags and sitting down to talk to ANDY.
The sequence ends with TEEN BETH doing the same.

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY

Angel smiles.

ANGEL
You may not believe this, but I was
almost happy once.

SHYLA
You?

(winks)
Impossible.
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ANGEL
It's true. I met Beth in high school.
We were both on the swim team, and
we hit it off immediately.

INT. SWIMMING POOL - DAY

TEEN ANGEL swims laps, hairless and lithe. Beth passes him
in the opposite direction. Teen Angel takes off his goggles
and stops to watch her.

Teen Angel towels off as Beth climbs out of the pool. He
makes a joke. She smiles shyly, tucking hair behind her ear.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

Teen Angel and Beth walk and talk.

ANGEL (V.O.)
We talked about everything. I never
knew my parents, and Beth's father
had passed away, so she understood
my pain more than most kids our age.

Teen Angel LAUGHS. Beth smiles, touches his arm. He smiles
back. She lets go and looks away shyly.

INT. BASEMENT ART STUDIO - NIGHT

Teen Angel and Beth sit on opposite ends of a couch jammed
into the studio, WATCHING A MOVIE in the dim light.

Teen Angel shifts closer and hesitantly puts an arm over
Beth's shoulder. Beth nuzzles into his chest and runs a hand
over his smooth head.

At the stairs, Cora stops on her way down. She smiles slyly
and creeps back up.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Teen Angel kisses Beth briefly at the door. He sees Cora
standing behind Beth and flushes.

TEEN ANGEL
Bye, Mrs. Chastain.

Cora twiddles her fingers at him.

CORA
Bye bye, Angel.

TEEN ANGEL
(to Beth)

Love you.
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Beth lowers her eyes in embarrassment.

BETH
(mumbles)

You too.

Teen Angel closes the door behind himself.

CORA
"Love you"? Are you two having sex?

BETH
Mom, it's not like that...

CORA
"Not like that"? He's a stud! What
are you, Bethany? Are you a lesbo?

Beth pushes past her mother to the stairs. Cora chases her.

CORA (CONT'D)
Sooner or later he'll try to get
into your pants and find out what a
prissy little virgin you are, Bethany!

Beth STORMS down the stairs.

CORA (CONT'D)
Don't walk away from me, young lady!

INT. BETH'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Beth SLAMS the door and locks it.

Andy the Mannequin watches her. Beth shakes her head in
impotent rage.

BETH
"Prissy little virgin." At least I'm
not a complete whore like you...

Beth looks up at Andy. A thought crosses her features - should
I? - and she goes to him.

ANGEL (V.O.)
Andy had shared her bedroom for five
years by the time Beth realized she
was in love with him.

Beth puts her hands on his chest. Looks him in the eyes. He
stares back impassively. She stands on her tiptoes and kisses
him. Tentative at first. Then gets into it. Nobody is around.
What's the harm?

She puts her hand in his. Strokes his bald head.
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She grinds up against his leg. Andy topples against the desk
and knocks her books to the floor.

Beth picks them up. Stands Andy back up.

She looks at the door a long moment.

Then she lifts Andy by the waist and carries him to her bed.
She lies him down, adjusts his head on the pillow.

She sits on the edge of the bed, considering her next move,
Andy behind her, his hands in the air.

Beth turns on the radio. A LOVE SONG. She turns it up LOUD.

She takes a deep breath and bends to kiss Andy's lips. She
pulls up his shirt, straddling him. When she grinds against
his bump, a TINY MOAN escapes her lips.

She's startled herself, but keeps kissing and grinding. Her
MOANS grow more insistent. She flicks her tongue against his
plastic lips. She twists his arm so it grabs her ass.

She climbs onto his face, straddling his head. Grinding
against his nose and chin, her eyes roll back and she CRIES
OUT as she orgasms.

Beth rolls over onto the pillow, BREATHING HEAVILY, hair a
sweaty mess. She turns to Andy, who stares at the ceiling.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
Five years. He'd listened to all the
intimate details of her life. He'd
given Beth her first orgasm, at the
age of thirteen.

FLASHBACK: 13-Year-Old Beth steps up onto a stool and kisses
Andy on the lips. She then picks him up by the waist and
carries him to the bed.

BACK TO SCENE

Teen Beth runs her hand over Andy's smooth head.

FLASHBACK: Beth runs her hand over Teen Angel's smooth head.

BACK TO SCENE

She snuggles up to Andy and kisses his cheek.

INT. BASEMENT ART STUDIO - AFTERNOON

Beth comes downstairs, backpack on her shoulder.
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BETH
Mom, I'm--

(startled)
--home.

Beth drops her backpack and it TUMBLES DOWN after her as she
rushes the rest of the way down.

ANGEL (V.O.)
Five years. And now her love was
gone. Andy was gone.

She stands in front of an "art project," but to call it art
is generous. It's particle board splashed with paint. Parts
of Andy glued to it, entangled in barbed wire. Magazine
cutouts of Jared Leto, Matthew McConnaughey, and other
handsome famous men. The word "PHALLUCIDE" spray-painted
above it all.

ANGEL (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Her mother had killed him.

All of this registers on Teen Beth's face.

BETH
OHMIGOD!

Beth breaks down in TEARS.

CORA
That's not exactly the reaction I
was hoping for.

BETH
Mom! WHAT DID YOU DO??

CORA
What did I - ? I made art, Bethany.
That's what I do.

Cora realizes what's going on and tries to comfort her. Beth
backs away, bumping into Andy's severed crotch.

CORA (CONT'D)
Oh, honey... is it because he looks
like Angel?

Beth turns away from her mother and looks at her Andy. The
realization plays on her face: from shock to realization.

INT. ROOM 6 - NIGHT (PROM NIGHT FLASHBACK)

Teen Angel steps into the room, dressed in a RENTAL TUXEDO.
He sees the painting over the bed and scowls at it [though
it holds no meaning to him].'90s MUSIC THUMPS from outside.
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ANGEL (V.O.)
On prom night, a bunch of us rented
out The Lonely Motel for the after
party. By the time Beth and I got
organized, Room 6 was the only one
left available.

Wearing a gaudy PROM DRESS, Beth clings to his side, a little
tipsy, and kisses his cheek. She lets go of him and steps
into the room, turning and leaping back onto the bed.

Teen Angel takes the key - same key fob - out of the door
handle and tucks it into his pocket. Picks up a backpack at
his feet with a GRUNT, and carries it over to the bed.

TEEN ANGEL
Jeez. What've you got in here, a
lead pipe?

Beth winks, trying for sexy.

BETH
It's a surprise.

TEEN ANGEL
I like surprises.

Her back turned to him, Beth smiles deviously.

BETH
Put it by the bed.

TEEN ANGEL
Yes, ma'am.

Teen Angel drops the heavy bag beside the bed. Beth begins
to UNZIP it, then looks up to see if Teen Angel is watching.

BETH
No peeking.

Teen Angel turns away with a grin.

TEEN ANGEL
I wasn't.

Beth plucks out some frilly garments, ZIPS up the bag, and
hurries off to the bathroom.

Teen Angel looks at the closed bathroom door. He looks down
at the bag, shakes his head with a light CHUCKLE, and kicks
off his shoes.

He sits on the edge of the bed and slips out of the tuxedo
jacket. Unsnaps his bow tie. Unbuttons two buttons.
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BETH (O.S.)
Why don't you put on some music?

Teen Angel raises an eyebrow suggestively. He shifts over
and flicks on the clock radio. '90S MUSIC plays. He unbuttons
the rest of the way and takes off his shirt.

BETH (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Could you turn the lights down?

Teen Angel grins and FLICKS ON THE BEDSIDE LAMP. He gets up
and unbuckles his belt as he crosses to the light switch. He
TURNS OFF THE OVERHEAD LIGHTS.

He kicks off his pants. Dressed only in boxers and socks, he
lies down on the bed with his hands behind his head, waiting.

The BATHROOM DOOR OPENS. Beth stands half-silhouetted by the
bathroom light, outlining her body through the thin fabric
of her babydoll lingerie.

TEEN ANGEL
Wow. You look...

(shakes his head)
You look incredible.

Beth smiles. She sashays over to the bed. Sits beside him.
Puts a hand on his chest the way she did with Andy, and leans
down to kiss him.

BETH
I love you, Johnny.

Teen Angel looks surprised and kisses her back.

SHYLA (V.O.)
Johnny? You're Johnny?

INT. ROOM 6 - DAY (PRESENT)

Angel looks like he's been caught cheating in class.

ANGEL
Now you know why this room is so
important to me.

SHYLA
Jenny and Johnny... that was you,
too. Wasn't it?

ANGEL (V.O.)
The things that happened in this
room... I'll remember for the rest
of my life.
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FLASHBACK: A few memorable shots of Angel replacing Johnny
from the "CRAM(PS" segment.

BACK TO SCENE

SHYLA
So you lost your virginity here.

ANGEL
I lost so much more than that, Shyla.
I lost everything in this room. Jenny.
The baby. My mother.

The impact of this last statement hits her.

SHYLA (V.O.)
Mary... she was...? Oh god, Angel...
I'm so sorry.

FLASHBACK: Angel in the Cheap Apartment, sitting at the
kitchen table with a WEATHERED OLD ENVELOPE in his shaky
hand. Written on it is "TO MY UNBORN CHILD."

BACK TO SCENE

ANGEL
But what Beth did to me that night...
that was the worst thing of all.
It's the reason I started connecting
the dots, like you're doing now.
There are things I need to... unburden
myself of... and then, with any luck,
I'll be ready to start fresh. And
then I can leave this godforsaken
room and never come back.

SHYLA
(beat)

What did she do to you, Angel?

INT. ROOM 6 - NIGHT (PROM NIGHT FLASHBACK)

Beth straddles Teen Angel. They're making out hot and heavy
now. He reaches up to grasp her breasts but she PUSHES HIS
HANDS DOWN.

BETH
Ah-ah-ah. Good things come to those
who wait. I have a little treat for
you first.

She raises up on her knees and moves her crotch toward his
face. Angel smiles eagerly. She lowers herself onto his face,
her PANTIES COVERING HIS MOUTH AND NOSE.
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ANGEL (V.O.)
She was already wet when she sat on
my face. But she was cold. And the
smell of her perfume... it was acrid.
It smelled like strong chemicals.

Teen Angel begins to realize something's wrong as Beth grinds
her crotch into his face, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy.

TEEN ANGEL
(muffled)

Beff. Beff!

Confused and frightened, Angel tries to raise his arms but
Beth pins them down. He STRUGGLES beneath her, but the fight
is already dying and his EYES FLUTTER CLOSED.

Beth rises from his face as he passes out.

BETH
I love you, my angel. We'll be
together again soon.

FADE TO BLACK.

MUSIC POUNDS IN THE DARKNESS.

A SOFT-FOCUS FLASH of Beth putting on safety glasses.

IN THE BLACK, A POWERTOOL SCREECHES.

The room comes back into focus. Angel BLINKS HARD. He tries
to raise himself up but he can't move.

ANGEL (V.O.)
I couldn't feel a thing from my neck
down. I couldn't move. All I knew
was that something bad was happening
to me, and I had to get out of there.

The POWERTOOL WHINES. DROPS OF RED SPECKLE his face and chest.
He blinks. Spits. Is that blood? He raises his head to look.

Beth GRINDS HIS COCK with a BELT SANDER, her tongue stuck
out in concentration.

CHUNKS OF MEAT AND BLOOD SPRAY up Beth's arms, on her
babydoll, on the lampshade and the painting above the bed.

The sight of it BREAKS ANGEL'S MIND.

He SCREAMS.
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INT. ROOM 6 - DAY (PRESENT)

Shyla cringes, looking at Angel with pity.

SHYLA
Jesus... Jesus Christ, Angel...

ANGEL
If someone hadn't chosen that exact
moment to plug something in and blow
the power, I probably would have
died of blood loss. But they did,
and the room went dark, and everything
was silent except for me screaming
at the top of my lungs. Beth laid
the sander down to shush me. 'Be
quiet, Andy, you'll get me in
trouble!' she yelled into my face,
but I wasn't Andy and I wouldn't be
quiet, and when she tried to cover
my mouth I bit her hand and screamed
ten times louder.

(deep breath)
A second later the door swung open
and rebounded against the inside
wall. The desk clerk shouted, "Jesus
fuck!" With the light from the parking
lot it was just bright enough for
him to see what Beth had done to me.
How she'd mutilated me.

(beat)
I'd never been so glad to see someone
in my life. The desk clerk had never
been so sorry to see someone in his.
Or maybe he had, the day he found
Mary Booker and her unborn baby in
the bathtub. A baby boy the hospital
named John.

(beat)
I blacked out again after that. The
next time I woke I was in the
hospital, my entire pelvis bandaged.
The pain was gigantic, an Everest of
pain. I just wanted to be unconscious
again. I wished I'd let Beth finish
the job. I wished I'd shut up and
let her kill me. A team of surgeons
told me they could fix my urethra so
I could urinate without a catheter,
but I'd never be able to have sex
without genital reconstruction, and
I'd never be able to have children
outside of in vitro. Not that I wanted
kids. I wouldn't know how to raise
them if I had.
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A tear rolls down Shyla's cheek. She hitches a breath.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
No one came to visit me, not even
the guys on the swim team. I didn't
blame them. After what she did, how
could they look at me? I'd been
mutilated. She'd erased my manhood.
I was sexless. Neutered. A mannequin
man. That's what the papers called
me, when Beth told her story to the
police, and I wasn't even a man yet.
The Mannequin Man. I was just glad
they couldn't name me because I was
a minor. But everyone at school knew.
They pitied me. I could see it in
their eyes. Their pity was almost
worse than the shame.

SHYLA
What did you do? How could you go on
living after something like that?

ANGEL
I did what I'd always done. I
survived. Just like I did when my
mother died in the tub.

He traces the scar on his face with a finger.

FLASHBACK: Mary BENDS THE COATHOOK.

BACK TO SCENE

ANGEL (CONT'D)
For me it was just one more scar to
add to the collection. Would you
like to see what Bethany did to me?

Shyla shakes her head.

SHYLA
No, I don't... I can't...

Angel stands, and begins to UNZIP his pants.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Please...

He steps out of his pants and slides down the boxers.

Shyla looks away.

ANGEL
Look at me, Shyla.
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She covers her eyes.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
I'm paying you to look at me!

She shakes her head.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
LOOK AT ME, GODDAMMIT!

Shyla turns. Lowers her hands. Her eyes widen for a moment.

SHYLA
Oh God...!

Angel stands at the end of the bed. HARD PINK SCAR TISSUE
COVERS HIS GROIN from his navel to his inner thighs. At the
center A SMALL NUB OF FLESH PROTRUDES, about the size of a
thumb knuckle, with a slit down the middle so he can piss.

TITLE CARD OVER BLACK: (STILL)BORN AGAIN

Shyla looks. She can't take her eyes away.

Angel pulls up his pants. ZIPS up. Buckles his belt.

ANGEL
Have you ever thought your life would
be better off if you could start
over. Like hitting a weset button?

(beat)
See, I've twied weligion. I've twied
meditation. I've twied therapy and
webirthing. I've even twied love.
But none of these took away my pain.
It's always been there, since I was
born. My mother was wa-raped. My
father raped her. I'll never be able
to undo that.

(indicates his groin)
Or what Beth did to me. But I can
start over. I know I can. Everything
comes back to this room. This is
where it all started. It's going to
end here, Shyla. I've started to
pwactice holding my bw-breath again.

SHYLA
(terrified)

Why did you call me here, Angel? Why
did you tell me these fucking stories?
To make me feel sorry for you? I do
feel sorry for you, Angel, I do--
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ANGEL
I DON'T WANT YOUR FUCKING PITY, YOU
FAT BITCH!

Shyla cringes.

Angel calms. He sits beside her on the edge of the bed.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
I need your cunt, Shyla. Your
magnificent, wonderfully large cunt.
See, I learned a lot from Beth. She
taught me if you want something badly
enough, you have to do whatever it
takes to get it. No matter the cost.

SHYLA
What do you want? You want to rape
me? You want to - what? Put things
inside me again?

ANGEL
Not things, Shyla. Me.

SHYLA
Y-you...?

ANGEL
I want you to accept me, Shyla.

SHYLA
I do accept you, Angel. I do, I just -

ANGEL
You said you need to feel full. I
can give you that, Shyla. That's
what you called a "mutually beneficial
transaction," wouldn't you say?

(threatening tone:)
I'd like for it to be consensual. I
want you to accept this miwacle I
have to give you.

SHYLA
Miracle?

(breaking down)
WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT?

ANGEL
You're going to give birth, Shyla.
To me. I'm going to squeeze my head
into your vagina, and you're going
to birth me.
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Shyla looks at his bald head. She shakes her head violently.
He's lost his goddamn mind.

SHYLA
No...

ANGEL
I'm very sorry to hear that, Shyla.

Angel bends quickly and reaches into the duffel bag. He comes
up with the plastic bottle of CLEAR LIQUID and the handtowel.

He SQUIRTS LIQUID ONTO THE TOWEL as he rises, moving toward
Shyla, who's already trying to get herself off the bed.

Angel crawls over the bed as Shyla stands. He throws his
arms over her shoulders and PRESSES THE TOWEL OVER HER MOUTH
AND NOSE.

Shyla struggles, staggering away from the bed. Angel holds
on tight, squeezing the cloth on her face. Her cheeks flush.
She twists her body back and forth, trying to shake him loose.

She POUNDS on his back, eyelids already beginning to flutter
as consciousness leaves her.

She lurches forward and SLAMS INTO THE DOOR.

Angel jumps off of Shyla as she falls sideways and SLUMPS to
the floor.

He looks down at her. She doesn't move. He kneels and checks
her throat for a pulse. She breathes in shallowly through
her nose. Her chest rises and falls.

This is good. He needs her alive.

Angel rolls her onto her back. He spreads and lifts her legs
one at a time, bending them at the knees so she's ready to
"give birth."

He stands and crosses to the dresser. He undresses calmly,
folds and lays his clothes in a neat pile on the dresser.

He squirts lube into his palm and LATHERS HIS HEAD WITH IT,
until his whole head and face are slick and shiny.

Angel looks at himself in the mirror. Eerily calm. He INHALES
DEEPLY. Lets out a long breath.

He leaves the mirror, crossing to where Shyla lies SNORING
LIGHTLY now.

Angel kneels between her legs, like he's about to pray. Then
he turns and sits. He lies back, his head between her legs.
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He grips her thighs. A SQUELCH as he begins to penetrate her
with his head. He GRUNTS. Grips her thighs tighter and pulls.
SQUISHY sounds.

He takes a DEEP BREATH, pulling and pushing at the same time.

Her labia folds over his ears as he pushes his head in up to
his eyebrows. He closes his eyes and holds his breath and
GRUNTS and HER VAGINA SWALLOWS HIS ENTIRE HEAD and her STOMACH
BULGES and her labia close over his throat.

Angel lets his arms drop from her thighs.

His body goes slack.

A long beat.

Suddenly, Angel starts struggling. He kicks his feet. SLAPS
at her thighs. Tries pulling himself out, but his hands are
slick with lube. He tries dragging with his feet, twisting
his body. Nothing works.

He's stuck.

Eventually, his kicking slows. His hands slip off her thighs.

He stops moving.

HOLD ON SHYLA AND ANGEL FOR AN EXCRUCIATINGLY LONG TIME.

Finally Shyla SNAPS AWAKE, sucking in a HUGE BREATH.

She looks around wildly, SCREAMING and swinging her arms to
protect herself. Realizing she's no longer in danger, she
gives up. But something still troubles her.

The problem is inside of her.

She GRUNTS as she rises on her elbows. Reacts in HORROR at
what she sees.

SHYLA'S POV: Looking over her stomach she sees Angel lying
naked between her legs. His body turning purple. His entire
head inside of her.

SHYLA
Oh God, no...!

She reaches down and tries pushing him out, but her HANDS
AND BARE FEET SLIP AND SLIDE ON THE LUBRICANT on his arms
and chest.

Wincing in pain, she tries to roll over.

Angel's body won't budge.
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SHYLA (CONT'D)
Oh God, please don't be dead.

SHYLA'S POV: the phone on the nightstand. Unreachable.

Her gaze falls on the painting. "Jonah Leaving the Whale."

She CHUCKLES madly. GROANS in pain.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Okay, you can do this, Shyla. You
can do this.

She GRUNTS, bearing down, trying to "birth" him. Nothing.

She SCREAMS. Her stomach clenches. The veins in her temples
bulge. Sweat drips off her forehead.

She takes a deep breath and PUSHES, WEEPING now, desperate
to get him the hell out of her.

FLESH TEARS and Angel's head SQUELCHES out of her torn vagina.

Shyla cries. She sits up and looks down at Angel. He's still
purple. Blood pours from her pussy over his face.

She bends over him, wipes her blood off his lips and gives
him CPR. Breathes. Pumps his chest. Breathes.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Come on, goddammit, breathe!

Angel COUGHS, and begins to breathe raggedly on his own.
Shyla LAUGHS in relief.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Oh, thank God!

Angel draws his knees up to his chest. His vacant stare
concerns her.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Angel? Johnny?

She SNAPS her fingers in front of his face. He doesn't react.

She picks up the handtowel from the floor and presses it
against her vagina to stem the flow of blood.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
I don't hate you. Johnny? I don't
know if you can hear me. I hope you
can. I don't hate you for what you
did. I don't. I pity you.
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Curled into the fetal position, Angel blinks.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
Johnny, can you - ? I'm going to
nurse you back to health. Okay?

He SWALLOWS hard.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
I'll... I'll feed you. I'll change
you. I'll bathe you.

Shyla pulls him into her lap and cradles him to her bosom.

SHYLA (CONT'D)
You're going to stay right here until
you get better.

(beat)
Right here in this room.

Angel lets out a SMALL MOAN.

Shyla SHUSHES him, patting his back as she rocks him gently
in her arms.

FADE OUT.


