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FADE | N:

| NT. MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

Fl ower pattern wal | paper tears along the dingy walls
accented by broken, outdated furniture.

JACOB (18), in a suit and tie, |eans against the w ndowsill
and watches MATT (20), dressed in all black, zip a dufflebag
cl osed on the bed.

MATT
The fuck you | ookin' at?
JACOB
You tell me?
MATT
Jesus Christ, Jake. Enough with the
bitchin'.
JACOB

Hey, you're not the one who was
getting eyeball ed by the asshol e at
the front desk

MATT
You ask stupid questions. |'d
eyebal | your ass too.

Matt | eaves the dufflebag on the bed, heads for the door.

JACOB
So now what? We planning to stay
here forever?

MATT
You got a better idea? W need to
stay low until this shit bl ows
over.

Matt opens the door. Jacob grabs ahold of Matt's arm

JACOB
Are you crazy? You just said we
have to stay | ow.

MATT
Take your hand off ne before |
fuckin' break it.

JACOB
But the cops...?

MATT
Fuck'em .. No way they're gonna
find us here. But hey, in case
t here pathetic asses actually do..



Matt reaches in his wai stband and pulls out a handgun.

MATT
...we're not going down quietly.

Matt jerks his armfrom Jacob's grip and sl ans the door
behind himas he exits.

Jacob heads over to the bed and unzips the duffl ebag.
| nsi de: A bl ack ski-mask and a handgun.

Jacob grips the handgun.
A faint voice echoes from behi nd Jacob.

ELDERLY WOMAN (O. S.)
Feel s good | bet? Hol ding that gun.

Jacob spins around. An ELDERLY WOVAN hi deously di scol ored,
creep towards him Her red dress faded and ri pped.

ELDERLY WOVAN
Hel | o Jacob

Jacob ains the handgun at the elderly wonman.

JACOB
Who the fuck are you? How d you get
in here?

ELDERLY WOVAN
My how you forget. Are we going to
play this ganme everytinme | see you?

JACOB
|'ve never seen you before.

ELDERLY WOVAN
OCh, but you have...

The el derly wonman snaps her fingers. The roomsinks to
dar kness. A woman NEWS REPCRTER (20), appears under a
spotlight holding a m crophone.

NEWS REPORTER
|' m standi ng outside First National
Bank where m nutes ago two arned
men stornmed in and took several
peopl e host age.

The spotlight dinms. A second spotlight appears from behind
t he news reporter.

A YOUNG WOVAN (18), has on a bright red dress that draps
over her beautiful nocha skin. She's down on her knees in
t he praying position wth a gun pressed to her head.



YOUNG WOVAN
Pl ease, | don't wanna die. | beg
you. .. please.

A SHOT rings out. The young worman is blank with expression
as she falls to the ground. Dead.

The spotlight fades away over the young woman as the
spotlight over the news reporter appears again.

NEWS REPORTER
One hostage is dead. And now t he
manhunt begins for the two
suspects.

The spotlight dinms and the roomlights up.

The el derly woman's head contorts to one side, spilling
bl ood from her nouth.

ELDERLY WOVAN
Renmember ne now, Jacob?

The el derly woman creeps cl oser. Jacob steps backward. The
gun shakes in his hand.

JACOB
Stay back! |I'm warning you!

ELDERLY WOVAN
Goi ng to shoot ne agai n?

JACOB
| swear, |I'Il pull the trigger.

The el derly woman brushes aside matted hair with her
cracked, yellow fingernails to reveal a bloody small hole on
her forehead.

ELDERLY WOVAN
Go ahead. You weren't this hesitant
the first time.

The el derly woman's face norphs, the bottom of her jaw
stretches past her shoul ders. Her eyes becone w de.

POP! Jacob stands in awe as the bullet travels through the
el derly woman and hits the wall behind her.

ELDERLY WOVAN
You can't kill what's already dead.

Jacob drops the gun and hurries to the door. Tries the
doorknob. It won't budge. He pounds on the door.

JACOB
Matt! Help me! Matt!

The el derly woman creeps cl oser.



ELDERLY WOVAN
He can't save you

Jacob presses his face against the door.

JACOB
Jesus, you're not real. You're just
ny i magination. You're not real
You're just ny imagination...

He pounds on the door.

JACOB
.Matt, where the fuck... are..

Jacob drops to one knee. Barely able to keep his eyes open.

JACOB
...you?

He col |l apses to the ground. Qut cold.
| NT. MOTEL ROOM - LATER
Jacob awakes on the bed. The handgun lies next to him

JACOB
Matt?... Matt?... Fuck ny head. .
Goddamm, where the hell is he?

Jacob sits up. Eyeballs the handgun. He reaches for it when
-- Matt rushes in fromthe front door

MATT
Jacob, they're here! C non, nove
your ass! Let's go!

Matt pulls Jacob off the bed.

MATT
The fuck ya doing? Hel p ne asshol e.
We need to bl ock the w ndow.

They hurry to rip the mattress off the bed frame, carry it
over to the wndow, stand it on end and cover up the w ndow.

JACOB
Did they see you?

MATT
They' ve got the place surrounded.
Shit bro, we're fucked.

JACOB
Did they see you?

MATT
| can't go out this way. Not now.
W' ve cone too far.



Jacob grabs Matt by the collar.

JACOB
D d they fucking see you?!

Matt slunps down against the mattress with his head between
hi s knees.

JACOB
Fuck!

Jacob rushes over and picks up the handgun by the bed.

JACOB
You just had to keep pushing nme to
conme along, didn't you? Said it was
a full proof plan and no one would
get hurt. Well fuck you for getting
me in this shit. This was your
fucking idea. Not mne!..

MATT
You' re right, bro... If anyone
deserves to go to prisonit's ne...

Matt wal ks to the door and opens it.

MATT
Sorry | dragged you into this.

JACOB
The fuck you doi ng?

Matt steps outside. The door closes behind him
@Qun SHOTS ring the air.

MATT (O. S.)
Come and get nme you not herfuckers!

Jacob rushes to the door. Tries to open it. Wn't budge.

JACOB
Open goddam i t!

ELDERLY WOMAN (O. S.)
He controls you, Jacob.

Jacob drops to the ground, terrified. A ns the handgun at
t he el derly woman.

JACOB
Go the fuck away. |I'mdone with
you, bitch

Jacob bangs his head wth the butt of the handgun.



ELDERLY WOVAN
Knocki ng yoursel f sensel ess won't
erase nme fromyour pain, Jacob..
but there are other avenues you can
take to make up for the terrible
deeds you bestowed upon ne. ..

light shines over a small bottle of pills in the
the room

—+Q

ELDERLY WOVAN
Look famliar?

JACOB
No... What is that?

ELDERLY WOVAN
Only one way to find out.

Jacob stands, wal ks towards the spotlight.

JACOB
What the fuck did you nean when you
said he controls nme?

ELDERLY WOVAN
Open the bottle and you'll find the
truth.

Jacob grabs the bottle. Twist the cap off. Takes out a pill
and reads the nanme ingrained into it.

JACOB
Ket anm ne? VWhat the hell is this?

ELDERLY WOVAN
Way don't you ask, Matt?

JACOB
Ask hin? Ask him for what?

ELDERLY WOVAN
Because he's been feeding themto
you.

JACOB
Bul I shit. | would renenber if Matt
or anyone was forcing these down ny
t hr oat .

ELDERLY WOVAN
O course you would if your nmenory
served you well but your no | onger
t hi nki ng straight. You can thank
the little friend in your hand for
t hat .



JACOB
No. You've got it all wong. Matt
takes care of ne. He wouldn't do
t hat .

ELDERLY WOVAN
Than ask him Watch hi m squi rm when
he denies it.

The el derly woman snatches the pill from Jacob

ELDERLY WOVAN
Soneone has to take the fall for
the crimes commtted. Wiy not bl ane
t he person who has zero
recollection of it. Don't believe
me? Check the gun. Your

fingerprints are all over it... not
hi s.
The el derly woman crushes the pill in her hand and sprinkl es

the contents to the ground.
ELDERLY WOVAN
You want this nightmare to end? You
know what to do.

The el derly wonman touches Jacob's shoul der -- suddenly he
falls to the floor and convul ses.

| NT. JACOB'S BEDROOM - NI GHT
Clean and tidy. Sports posters line the walls.
Jacob lies on the floor, awakes to a blurry inmage of Matt.

MATT
Hey, bro. You okay?

JACOB
VWhere am | ?

Matt hel ps Jacob to his feet.

MATT
Are you for real ?

Jacob scans the room

JACOB
VWhere's the notel roonm? The ol d
wonman?

MATT

Jesus, man. Wiat the fuck are you
tal ki ng about ?

JACOB
The pills? Wiere's the pills?



Matt points to the bed.

MATT
In the dufflebag. Wy?

Jacob rushes over to the dufflebag, snatches the bottle of
pills and displays themto Mtt.

JACOB
You think |I'm stupid? That |
woul dn't know you were feeding ne
these to hel p keep nme quiet.

MATT
VWhat ? Whoa, bro. You need to calm
down. | never gave you the pills.

You took them on your own.

JACOB
Liar! She told ne you were going to
say that you son-of-a-bitch..
You' ve been pl ayi ng ne.

MATT
Wait, who told you I was playing
you?

JACOB
Don't even try and tal k your way
out of this. | know what these
pills do. I know about the bank.

The wonman in the red dress. You're
not getting ne to take the fall.

MATT
Bank? Woman in the red dress? Bro,
are you tal king about Suzanne?

JACOB
You know her name? Than it's true.
You pulled the trigger.

MATT
Pul l ed the trigger? Wat?

JACOB
You kill ed her.

Jacob runmmages through the dufflebag, pulls out the handgun.
Alns it at Matt.

MATT
Hey man. \Wat are you doing? That's
not funny. Put that away before you
hurt soneone.

JACOB
Only one way to end this
ni ght mare. ..



MATT
Jacob, c'non. Put the fucking gun
down.

The bedroom door opens. In wal ks SUZANNE (18), in a
beautiful red dress.

JACOB
She's here. See for yourself. The
woman you killed at the bank.

Matt turns to see Suzanne.
MATT

Jacob, that's Suzanne. You know
her. You can see she's alive.

JACOB
Wong! She's conme back to avenge
her death... and I'mgoing to see

that it happens.

MATT
You need to get ahold of yourself.
Put the gun down.

Jacob stares at Suzanne. Her face norphs. Her jaw drops
bel ow her shoul ders. Her eyes becone w de.

JACOB
Oh, god. I'mso sorry for what Matt
did to you...
MATT
Jacob, give ne the gun. Pl ease.
JACOB
| have to end this... Matt has to

di e!

Matt tackles Jacob, hits his arm Jacob fires off a shot as
he falls backwards.

Matt |lays on top of Jacob, westles away the gun.

CHRI STY (19), dressed like an elderly woman in a torn red
dress and AMY (20), dressed like a news reporter, rush in.

Chri sty screans in agony.

Matt and Jacob | ook over to Suzanne who |ies on the ground.
Bl ood seeps froma bullet hole wound to her head.

Chri sty holds Suzanne in her arns.

CHRI STY
What did you do?! Ch, god. No!
Suzanne. Cone back. Suzanne. Come
back!



10.
PEOPLE crowd the door. Each one dressed in a costune.
JACOB
The ol d woman? The news reporter?
They were at the notel. ..

Jacob gazes at the crowd.

JACOB
... The fuck? | see a big ass
frog... and a pirate... and a
cowboy?

MATT

Jacob, | ook the fuck around. We're
having a costune party.

Jacob spots the windowsill he | eaned up against earlier. The
duffl ebag on the bed. He eyeballs two small spotlights that
hang fromthe ceiling above.

Jacob's eyes roll back as he drops to the ground. Qut cold.
| NT. JACOB' S BEDROOM - NI GHT
SUPER: TEN M NUTES EARLI ER

Jacob, in a black suit, |eans against the w ndowsill and
wat ches Matt, dressed in all black, zip a dufflebag cl osed.

MATT
| s sonething the matter?

JACOB
You tell me? | can't get the
overhead lights to turn on. How am
| supposed to spotlight soneone in
the dark if they're not working?
Maybe we shoul d just cancel..

MATT
We're not cancelling. We'll get the
lights to work so quit your
bitchin'.

JACOB
| know, it's just | want everything
to go right. Your not the one
trying to inpress Suzanne.

MATT
Take it fromnme. Avoid the stupid
guestions and you're in. Speaking
of Suzanne, | hear her and Christy
are dressing up as sone kind of
beauty and the dead. Sounds ki nda
hot if you ask ne.

Matt | eaves the dufflebag on the bed, heads for the door.



11.

MATT
Feeling the pills yet?

JACOB
Don't know. How am | supposed to
feel ?

MATT
Oh, you'll know. Just a matter of
tinme... Heading outside for a
snoke.

Matt opens the door. Jacob grabs ahold Matt's arm

JACOB
| can't find ny ski-msk and
t hey' re gonna be here anytime now.

MATT
Rel ax, bro. If it's that inportant
than take mine. It's in the
duf f | ebag. . .

Matt reaches in the front pocket of his suit, produces a
cigarette and lights it.

MATT
Got a surprise in there too.

JACOB
Sur prise?

Matt grins. Takes a puff fromthe cigarette.

MATT
Dad' s gun.

JACOB
Dad's gun? Holy shit. He'll kill us
if he finds out.

MATT
But he won't. Besides, | want to
show it to Christy. Reservoir Dogs
is one of her favorite novies and |
hear the sight of a real gun turns
her on.

Matt | eaves the room Jacob heads over to the dufflebag and
unzips it. He reaches in and pulls out the handgun.

FADE OUT
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