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FADE IN:

INT. PARLOR ENTRANCE - NIGHT

We hear the DING of a bell.

A WORKING GIRL’S head pops up, looking away from the magazine 
she’s been browsing. She’s on the other side of a teller 
window, smoking a cigarette.

WORKING GIRL
Why hello there. Welcome to The Red 
Roselyn Spa. How may we please you 
today?

She winks.

INT. PARLOR HALLWAY - SAME

We move backwards. 

The faint sound of club music.

Hues of red emit from the florescent floor tiles and ceiling 
lights.

A HALF NAKED WOMAN, looking barely of legal age, runs across 
the hall, cupping her bouncing breasts.

Through the peephole of a steel door, we enter into--

INT. MASSAGE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

We don’t see anyone’s face. We only see a FEMALE and MALE 
BODY from the neck down.

The male sits upright, legs dangling off the massage table. 
He’s shirtless, overweight, hairy.

The female is massaging his shoulders with her dainty, young 
hands while the male plays with his erection.

He mumbles orders as he grabs her arm and moves her between 
his legs. As she sinks down to her knees, he decides to 
assist by pushing her head. 

We sink under the table as his boxers fall to his ankles, 
entering into an air duct--



INT. AIR DUCT - CONTINUOUS

A few munching rats.

MOANING from above. 

We move through different ducts until we’re led--

INT. STORAGE CLOSET - CONTINUOUS

Passing shelves of cleaning products and a cluttered corner 
of broomsticks, we find ROYCE, late twenties with an athletic 
build and a scowl to kill.

She wears a red robe and smokes a cigarette, tapping her ash 
into a mop bucket.

She listens to the ever increasing MOANS that travel through 
the air ducts.

She tosses her cigarette into the mop bucket, gets up, and 
enters into--

INT. DUNGEON HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

She struts through the dim lighting. With beige walls, no 
artwork, and no windows, the aesthetic of this floor opposes 
the one above. 

As she turns into a doorway, she removes her robe, revealing 
a sultry leather ensemble. 

A piercing whistle.

ROYCE 
Heal.

She disappears inside. She whistles again.

ROYCE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Christ, you’re still chaffing?

She slams the steel door shut behind her. There’s a black “X” 
taped over the peephole.

INT. WINIFRED’S OFFICE - DAY

A glass of water is poured, slid across a desk.

Royce is seated in front of WINIFRED, late fifties, African 
American, and glamorous. She’s garbed in jewels and fur. 
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She smokes out of a beatnik cigarette holder as she writes 
out a check.  

They both wear their best poker faces.

WINIFRED
(re: Royce’s tattoos)

What is that on your shoulder? A 
pirate ship, a bird cage, a combo 
of both?

Royce looks at this glass of water, looks away.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
What we are is something like the 
“Tilted Arc” of Mahanoy City. Do 
you understand that reference? Were 
you even a thought back in the 
eighties?

ROYCE
I was.

WINIFRED
Everyone sees us, everyone talks 
about us, everyone knows of our 
controversial...

(drawing a blank)
Design... so to say.

She takes a drag.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
Only we won’t be removed. And 
that’s because we’re a hell of a 
lot better looking than a slab of 
rusted steel.

Royce takes notice of the LITTLE GIRL (7), also African 
American, sitting in the corner of the room, holding an Etch 
A Sketch. She stares, not at her toy, but at Royce.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
So what if I slightly mis-market my 
services. Little white lies. 
Little. White. Lies. That’s 
advertising, is it not? I’ve been 
around long enough to know--

ROYCE
Could you tell her to stop staring 
at me?

Winifred turns to the Little Girl, waves her hand.
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WINIFRED
Face the corner now. Go on.

The Little Girl turns in her stool.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
She does have some beady little 
eyes. She’ll blend into the wall 
eventually.

ROYCE
The wall’s white.

WINIFRED
Excuse you?

ROYCE
You talk about all your 
grandchildren that way?

Winifred laughs.

WINIFRED
Oh, she’s not mine.

ROYCE
Who’s is she?

WINIFRED
Like I was saying, I’ve been around 
long enough to know that what my 
patrons really want can’t be found 
in a God damn Shiatsu.

ROYCE
And?

WINIFRED
And... what?

ROYCE
And why would I care?

Winifred leans back in her chair.

WINIFRED
I don’t know, Royce. Why would you 
care?

Royce shrugs.

ROYCE
Beats me.
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Winifred smirks. 

As Winifred pulls away and folds her check, Royce begins to 
make a ticking noise with her mouth while she shakes her 
pointer finger. 

Winifred reluctantly unfolds the paper, slides it across the 
desk again. 

Royce leans forward and scratches her head, eyeing the piece 
of paper.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Aesthetically I just don’t think I 
can handle that crease.

Royce gives her a fake smile. Winifred rips up the check, 
writes a new one.

She slides the new check across the table. Royce picks it up, 
examines it. 

WORKING GIRL
I’ve noticed you’ve befriended one 
of my own.

Winifred taps her ash out in the tray, takes another drag. 
When she looks up, she sees that Royce is spitting her gum 
into the check. 

She crumbles it up, tosses it into the trash.

WINIFRED
What are you doing?

ROYCE
I don’t like you.

She rises.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Guess we’ll just have to take each 
day as it comes. 

WINIFRED
Is that right?

She reaches over the desk and snatches Winifred’s cigarette 
right out of her beatnik.

ROYCE
You don’t mind, do you? 

She blows smoke in her face.
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ROYCE (CONT’D)
Very neighborly of you. 

She exits. 

INT. PARLOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

A few working girls roam. Royce flies by them.

WINIFRED (O.S.)
Be especially kind to the one 
storming about the halls, ladies. 

INT. WINIFRED’S OFFICE - SAME

Leaning in her chair, Winifred peers through the doorway.

WINIFRED
She’s having a tough day. 

INT. PARLOR HALLWAY - SAME

The working girls wave and whistle at Royce. Some say sweet 
things like “hope you feel better” or “ah, what happened”.

INT. WINIFRED’S OFFICE - SAME

Winifred lights another cigarette.

The Little Girl’s Etch A Sketch - a messy etch of Royce and 
Winifred’s meeting from her point of view. The back of 
Winifred, her desk, and the frontal view of Royce. 

WINIFRED
Aye. What are you doing? Get the 
door. Jesus H. Christ.

The Little Girl drops her toy, rushes over, and shuts the 
office door.

EXT. ROYCE’S BALCONY - NIGHT

Royce sits on a cheep lawn chair, smoking a cigarette. 

Though she lives on the first floor, her balcony sits a 
couple yards above the streets below. Attached to this 
balcony is a spiral staircase that leads to a basement door 
at the street level.
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Using her “magic finger”, she points to MALE PEDESTRIANS and, 
with the flick of her wrist, sends them flying into space, 
thrown into fire hydrants and store windows, or pushed into 
the pathway of a speeding vehicle. Her “magical finger” even 
controls the vehicles as they run over their male victims 
multiple times. 

The echoing cries stop with--

VIOLETTA (O.S.)
Yoohoo! Hey! Hey, Royce! 

We move behind Royce, following her head as it turns to look 
up at where the voice is coming from.

VIOLETTA (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Who you pointing at?

As we come around to the other side of Royce’s head, we see 
that all the pandemonium in the streets has vanished. No male 
pedestrians have been harmed. 

Royce’s POV: VIOLETTA, early twenties, petite, bright dyed 
red hair. She waves drunkenly out of her window as she 
giggles at everything.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Look what I have! Wine Coolers! Ah! 
They’re exotic cherry. No-- exotic 
berry! 

ROYCE
(under breath)

Fuck me.

She extends two Wine Coolers out of the window. She nearly 
drops one.

VIOLETTA
Whoops! Close en’. Can’t lose 
cherry-berry bo-berry, banana-fana. 
Fana. Fanny. Ha! Fanny! Can you 
hear me, Royce? Hello? Wait there. 
I’m coming down. I’m bringing our 
fruity-patooty friends. 

She hits her head on the window sill, snorts.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Oops. I snorted. Don’t tell on me. 
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Royce turns her attention back to the streets below for a 
moment, sneering under her breath, when suddenly, as if an 
angry bee had landed on her, she springs up and dashes  
inside--

INT. ROYCE’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

She jumps over her bed, sprints into--

INT. ROYCE’S LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

She sprints into--

INT. ROYCE’S ENTRYWAY - CONTINUOUS

Just as Royce reaches for the doorknob, it twists. The door 
opens. Violetta appears, holding up the two wine coolers.

ROYCE
Look who came to--

Violetta can’t even get her drunken foot through the door 
before Royce slams and locks it in her face.

We hear Violetta drop one of the drinks. It smashes.

VIOLETTA (O.S.)
Berry. Cherry. Oh, dammit. You were 
so young.

Leaning against the door, Royce sighs in relief as she 
listens to Violetta babble to herself.

INT. DUNGEON WAITING ROOM - DAY

A closed steel door. 

The noises from within transform from relaxed male breathing, 
to heavy male breathing, to soft male moaning, to pain 
stricken moaning, and lastly, agonizing male screaming. 

The lamp shade shakes as do a few of the wall’s framed 
paintings.

EXT. BUILDING - LATER

Royce leans out of her window, cooling off in the breeze as 
she wipes her sweaty face with a damp rag.
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Behind her we see the blurred silhouette of a MAN as he gets 
dressed. The room around him is dark.

BLURRED MAN
Uh, here’s your--

ROYCE
On the bed. 

BLURRED MAN
Huh?

ROYCE
Leave it on the bed. 

The blurred man moves through the darkness, exits the room.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Shut the door.

He backpedals, shuts the dungeon door. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
(under breath)

Good boy.

She laughs, tosses the rag over her shoulders, and closes the 
window. 

We watch as she disappears into the darkness of the dungeon.

INT. WINIFRED’S BEDROOM - SAME

Winifred sits at her brightly lit vanity, moisturizing her 
legs. 

On the TV set a vintage porno plays. The volume is low.

The Little Girl sits on the bed. She faces a wall, but peeks 
over her shoulder at the TV set. 

Winifred sees this.

WINIFRED
What, you into vintage?

She grabs the remote, turns up the volume. The Little Girl 
faces the wall again.

Winifred laughs at her.
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INT. PARLOR DRESSING ROOM - LATER

Fifteen plus young working girls dress themselves in their 
skimpy attire for the up and coming night. They all share a 
meager amount of broken and poorly mounted mirrors. 

No one talks to each other. They hardly exchange glances. 

Winfred enters, the working girls form a small aisle for her. 
Fearful, they all stare down at the floor.

She eyes them for a moment.

WINIFRED
I know that you all know I don’t 
usually give speeches, but here I 
am. So, here are some bitter words 
of empowerment for my little 
eventide lords of ill repute. So 
young and soft and sweeter than 
Muscato. You know, someone great 
once said, and I quote: “you’re 
usable, but not sturdy, sellable, 
but not profitable, and ornamental, 
but never a centerpiece... unless 
of course it comes to that 
whispering eye of yours. Then, 
you’re bloody recession proof”. 

She laughs.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
You can disagree with the 
brilliance of those words. That’s 
fine. Just don’t voice your 
disagreements because frankly, I 
don’t give a shit. So, who do you 
think said it?

No one looks up from the floor, except for one working girl, 
BUG EYES, who is caught glancing up for only a split second.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
You, bugsy. Who do you think it 
was?

Winifred looms over her, Bug Eyes says nothing.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
No, it wasn’t Angela Davis. It was 
me. Should I take a bow? Eh, if 
only I weren’t wearing a pencil 
skirt. 

10.



She smiles at Bug Eyes who’s response is to hide her face.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
Well then, set forth, ladies. 
Conquer the night.

She walks out.

They resume getting ready.

INT. PARLOR ENTRANCE - LATER

A working girl’s lips pressed to a teller window.

WORKING GIRL
Welcome to the Red Roselyn Spa. How 
may we please you this fine 
evening?

INT. PARLOR - SAME

MONTAGE

A) Male hands holding glasses of dark liquor. Some move the 
glasses in a circular motion to stir the ice cubes. Some 
trace their fingers around the glass’s rim. 

B) Male hands loosening their neck ties and collars.

C) Male hands holding lit, fat cigars, smoking them, tapping 
the ash into trays. 

D) Male fingers tracing their salivating lips.

INT. PARLOR LOUNGE - SAME

Hues of red illuminate the working girls as they dance inside 
glass cases. We only see them from the neck down.

INT. PARLOR BAR - SAME

From the necks down - the working girls and men mingling.

INT. PARLOR HALLWAY - SAME

From the necks down - working girls leading or being led into 
massage rooms by male customers. 
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We hone in on one couple in particular. They enter into a 
massage room at the very end of the hallway. 

The girl turns. We see her face. It’s Violetta. She goes to 
shut the steel door. Before she does, the male customer 
behind her has already begun touching her breasts.

Her face, exhausted. 

She shuts the steel door on us.

EXT. BUILDING - DAY

Down the street a few HOMELESS MEN sit curbside on plastic 
crates. Their conversations come to a halt when a Mercedes-
Benz drives by.

The Benz pulls into the building’s parking lot. The driver’s 
side door opens and out steps SAMUEL RIVERS, early twenties, 
baby-faced, and helplessly awkward with two left feet. 

He trips as he steps onto the sidewalk. This is not the type 
of person you’d expect to emerge from this kind of a vehicle. 

The homeless men catcall to him. He nervously gives them a 
smiles and wave as he heads for the building.

INT. DUNGEON WAITING ROOM - LATER

Samuel sits on a leather futon, his legs shake. 

After a beat, the steel door to the dungeon opens. We see a 
MAN from the neck down stumble out from the darkness within. 
He waddles like a pole has been shoved up his ass.

ROYCE (O.S.)
Mr. Rivers.

He stands, enters into--

INT. DUNGEON - CONTINUOUS

Samuel enters.

The room is dimly lit and looks like an abandoned office 
space. There’s nothing aside from grey cabinets, dressers, 
and chests. 

A leather bed with no pillows and no blankets is the only 
indication of anything erotic.
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Royce comes out of a back room with two glasses of apple 
juice in her hands and a clip board tucked underneath her 
arm.

ROYCE
On the bed, please.

He sits. It squeaks. He giggles.

SAMUEL
(under breath)

Squeaks.

She joins him, hands him a glass. He sips, as does she.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
This isn’t--

ROYCE
It’s apple juice. There’s no 
drinking in my dungeon.

She glances over her clip board.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
And you are Samuel Xavier Benedict 
Rivers the Third.

SAMUEL
Yes. Third. The third. 

He stutters nearly every time he speaks.

ROYCE
Twenty-two years old.

SAMUEL
Twenty-three next month.

ROYCE
So twenty-two. And you specifically 
requested a face to face 
consultation.

SAMUEL
Yes. I did. 

ROYCE
Well?

SAMUEL
Huh. Yeah. I mean, excuse me?
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ROYCE
I assume there’s something you want 
to ask me about in person.

SAMUEL
Yes. I do. I am. There is 
something.

ROYCE
Floor’s yours.

He shifts, getting more comfortable. The bed squeaks again. 
He giggles, blushes, composes himself.

SAMUEL
I read that you sometimes offer 
home visits. I wonder. I was 
wondering what it uh, what the 
going rate for one of them. One of 
those visits would be? 

ROYCE
Depends on equipment, wardrobe, the 
length of the session.

He shifts again. Squeak.

SAMUEL
You see. I have a. I have this 
proposal. 

ROYCE
Alright.

SAMUEL
Would you like to hear, uh-- can I 
propose it to you?

ROYCE
That’s what you’re here for.

He nods, takes a deep breath.

SAMUEL
I would like you to come over. Come 
to my estate every other day 
starting on. Starting tomorrow. Or, 
well, as soon as you. I’d like to 
begin as soon as you can. As soon 
as possible.
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ROYCE
I only offer home visits to the 
handicap or the elderly. And from 
what I see, you’re neither.

SAMUEL
Oh, uh--

ROYCE
I’m sure whatever it is you’re 
looking for can be accomplished 
right here.

SAMUEL
Well, yes. I just. There’s more to 
it than meets the-- the--

ROYCE
Eye.

SAMUEL
Yes. Than meets the eyes. Eye. And 
I, uh, you know, I have money.

ROYCE
It’s a no to the home visits, Mr. 
Rivers.

SAMUEL
I’ll pay you well. My parents own 
all of the strip malls in Re--

ROYCE
No.

SAMUEL
I need you. I. I. I need this.

ROYCE
I’m sorry.

SAMUEL
(blurts out)

I’ll pay five-hundred an hour.

ROYCE
No.

SAMUEL
Six.

ROYCE
No.
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SAMUEL
Seven.

ROYCE
It’s very much an inconvenience for 
me to travel, especially when--

SAMUEL
Two grand. Two grand an hour.

She laughs, rolls her eyes.

ROYCE
Mommy and daddy all right.

She sips her apple juice, examines him.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Tell me about one of your 
fantasies.

SAMUEL
Right now?

ROYCE
Yes.

SAMUEL
What if I only have one?

ROYCE
That’s fine. I only have one.

SAMUEL
Really?

ROYCE
Uh-huh.

He takes a deep breath.

SAMUEL
But there’s, uh, there’s. I can’t. 
I. I can’t just--

ROYCE
You can’t what?

His eyes dart from his pant pocket to her and back.

SAMUEL
Can I read something? 
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ROYCE
Sure.

He takes a napkin out of his pocket.

SAMUEL
I wrote it in the car on the way 
here. Not while I was driving. I 
mean, I parked. I mean, I pulled 
over. But-- 

ROYCE
Go.

He flattens it out on his knee. After another deep breath, he 
sets the napkin on the bed and closes his eyes.

SAMUEL
The affliction of a whole want is 
better than the aid of a half want. 
Because with the aid of a half want 
comes the bore of balance, while 
with the affliction of a whole want 
comes the excite of imbalance. 

He opens his eyes. He snatches the napkin and crinkles it up. 
He tries to hide his erection.

ROYCE
It looked like there was more 
written.

He closes his eyes, blushing bright red.

SAMUEL
It was just a train of thought. I 
tried. I was trying to sum it up. 
Sum up my--

ROYCE
Fantasy.

SAMUEL
Yes. The dialect’s usually more of 
a challenging-- a challenge. I use 
more of a stylistic approach. 
Elizabethan English-- 

ROYCE
So what, you get a hard on from 
reading sonnets and shit?

She laughs. He nervously sips his juice.
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SAMUEL
I want to be wanted against my 
will.

She stops laughing.

EXT. BUILDING - EVENING

Samuel heads for his Benz. He stops on the sidewalk and looks 
back at the building. 

He spots Royce watching him from the dungeon window. Her lips 
are moving. We can’t hear what she says. 

INT. DUNGEON - SAME

Royce’s POV: Samuel puts his hand up to his ear, gesturing 
that he can’t hear.

ROYCE
(under breath, quickly)

Three’s not a crowd. Three’s not a 
crowd. Three’s not a crowd.

She begins repeatedly slapping herself in the back of the 
head as she shuts the window, saying--

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Stop it. Dammit. Stop it. Stop it.

EXT. BUILDING - SAME

Samuel sees her move away from the window. 

He walks off.

INT. DUNGEON HALLWAY - LATER

Royce is locking up for the night. The door is decked out in 
over a dozen high tech locks. She’s blowing through them at 
top speed, until she notices the Little Girl, standing at the 
end of the hallway with her fingers in her mouth.

ROYCE
Hey.

She heads for the Little Girl.
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ROYCE (CONT’D)
Hey, kid. What are you doing down 
here?

The Little Girl runs around a corner.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Hey!

Royce rounds the corner. The last of the Little Girl’s shadow 
disappears up the staircase.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
You’re not allowed down here!

She goes to the staircase, yells from the bottom--

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Do you hear me?

(under breath)
Little shit.

She storms off.

INT. WHITE ROOM - DAY

Three white, cheep lawn chairs. The middle one’s taken by 
Royce who wears a buttoned down white collared shirt. A glass 
of dark liquor is in one hand, while a lit, fat cigar is in 
the other.

In the other chairs sit TWO UNKNOWN WOMEN. They also hold a 
glass of dark liquor in one hand and a cigar in the other. 
They’re wearing buttoned down red collared shirts and face 
shields, concealing their identities. All we see are their 
bright red lips.

In front of them are THREE UNKNOWN MEN. They’re butt naked, 
trembling, chained together, covered in dirt, cuts, bruises, 
burn marks, and wearing tattered leather masks. 

Royce takes a drag of her cigar, followed by a sip of her 
dark liquor. The two unknown women copy these actions. 

As the three unknown men begin to reluctantly grope and kiss 
each other through their masks, she sinks down deep into her 
chair and leans her head back.

The two unknown women reach for Royce’s crotch--
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INT. ROYCE’S BEDROOM - DAY

Royce springs upright in her bed, gasping. She only wears a 
bra. 

She sucks her fingers clean, sighs of satisfaction, throws 
her legs over the side of the bed, reaches for her cigarettes 
on the bedside table, and lights herself a fag.

She falls back onto her bed and smokes.

INT. ROYCE’S CAR - LATER

Royce drives down the road, windows down with heavy metal 
masking the sound of the wind.

She pulls up to a grand, golden gate, leans over her steering 
wheel to get a better look. Its pretentiousness makes her 
laugh. 

She honks her horn several times. Within seconds, the gate 
opens.

EXT. SAMUEL’S DRIVEWAY - CONTINUOUS

The driveway is a mile long, narrow, and shaded by trees. 

Royce’s car speeds by.

INT. SAMUEL’S DINING ROOM - SAME

We’re behind Samuel. Through the window, he watches Royce’s 
car pull up beside a grand water fountain and crookedly park.

The bass from her heavy metal can be heard.

EXT. SAMUEL’S DRIVEWAY - SAME

The brick mansion stands four stories tall with a white 
balcony on each floor.

Royce gets out of the car, retrieves her bags from the trunk.

INT. SAMUEL’S DINING ROOM - SAME

Through the window we see Royce crossing to the front porch 
steps with five massive carryons.

Samuel rushes out of the room.
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EXT. SAMUEL’S DRIVEWAY - CONTINUOUS

The front door opens and Samuel hurries down the steps to 
lend a helping hand.

SAMUEL
Let me lend a hand.

She dodges his hands, unwilling to be helped.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Sorry.

She continues her struggle upward.

INT. SAMUEL’S FOYER - CONTINUOUS

Samuel shuts the door behind her. After Royce sets all of her 
bags down, she takes in the elegant scenery for a beat. 

He watches her.

ROYCE
You plan on having any rug rats?

He looks at her funny as he laughs.

SAMUEL
Oh, children. You mean children. 
Yeah. Well, one day. I’d hope to 
have them one day. Why would. Why 
do you ask?

ROYCE
They’re going to have one hell of a 
pilgrimage to get to the bus stop.

He laughs. She doesn’t.

SAMUEL
Oh, here’s your... that.

He takes a wad of cash out of his pocket. A few bills drop on 
the floor. He picks them up and blushes, shaking as he hands 
them over.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Do you need. I’ll get a rubber band 
if you need it. One. Need one. To 
hold it all together.

She counts the wad, satisfied. 
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ROYCE
Two hours. We’re good.

He smiles, nods.

SAMUEL
No rubber band?

ROYCE
No. No rubber band.

SAMUEL
Okay. Let’s. I’ll show you where to 
put your things.

He starts off down a hallway. She looks at her bags and 
sighs.

INT. SAMUEL’S SPARE BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

He opens the door for her. She enters, huffing and puffing. 

She throws her bags onto the bed, begins unzipping one of 
them in preparation for the session.

SAMUEL
Oh, wait. That’s. Not yet.

ROYCE
What?

SAMUEL
You don’t have to set anything up 
just yet.

ROYCE
... What are talking about?

SAMUEL
Follow me.

He disappears back into the hallway.

She hesitates, follows him.

INT. SAMUEL’S DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Royce enters, stunned at the sight of the elegantly set 
dining room table. Crystal place mats, China settings, 
candelabras, delicate finger foods, and horderves.

22.



He smiles at her, awaiting gratitude, but only receiving a 
blank stare.

SAMUEL
And, oh, I bought apple juice. Gag 
gift.

He laughs. She doesn’t. 

He pours two glasses of juice, hands her one, and sits down 
at the head of the table. He gestures for her to have a seat 
too.

She crosses to the other end of the table, begins to pull out 
the chair.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Could you sit closer? Here. 

He rises, pulls a chair out on the right side of the table. 
She walks right passed him and instead takes his seat at the 
head of the table.

He takes this in for a beat, proceeds to sit down in the seat 
he had originally pulled out for her. He grabs a plate.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
What would you like?

ROYCE
The juice is fine.

SAMUEL
Just that. The juice?

She nods, sips. He sets the plate back down, disappointed.

ROYCE
So to begin, do you have 
hypertension? Diabetes? Any medical 
conditions?

SAMUEL
Oh. That’s okay.

He shakes his head, laughing as he grabs a shrimp with a pair 
of tongs.

ROYCE
What’s “okay”?

SAMUEL
We don’t have to go through all 
that right now.
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Royce, deadpan. He chows down on a few more shrimp.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
I think with good company comes 
good health. But I still, uh. I 
cramp up. I sweat. I get sweaty 
when its. When I know it’s going to 
be my turn to talk because, well, 
I’m not the best at adhesive. At 
forming cohesive. I’m not the best 
at forming cohesive sentences. I’ve 
always strung. Struggled. Sorry, 
struggled with all parts of speech, 
but the older I am. I mean get. The 
older I get the more I see the need 
to like, be in. No, talk in. No, to 
be with good company and learn to 
include myself in a circle. A 
social circle of. Social kinds of 
circles...

He trails off, losing confidence.

ROYCE
What is this? What’s happening 
right now?

SAMUEL
The pains of a one sided 
conversation. 

(quieter)
That’s a good line.

ROYCE
You know, I would really prefer if 
I did what I came here to do. I 
mean, for Christ sakes I’m wearing 
a latex girdle under this.

SAMUEL
I’ll wait if you want to go change 
into something more comfortable.

She stares at him for a long beat.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
I don’t. I’m. You’re just staring 
at me.

She takes a deep breath, grabs a piece of bread from a 
basket, and butters it.
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ROYCE
Stop pretending like good company 
is anything, but a hassle.

SAMUEL
Well, not--

ROYCE
So you’re an introvert. So what? As 
I would imagine, you probably use 
this estate as your conduit to 
explore various illusory settings, 
am I right?

SAMUEL
Come again?

ROYCE
You’re a writer, are you not?

SAMUEL
Yes. I am. I’m a writer. 

ROYCE
Writers excel in seclusion, not 
social circles or octagons or ovals 
or whatever God damn shape you 
prefer. Seclusion is your greatest 
ploy. You’re only truly unmasked 
when you’re unwatched, but you 
already knew that, Samuel. Sorry. 
Mr. Rivers.

SAMUEL
Samuel. Please.

ROYCE
That’s why you called me. I’m not 
really good or bad company. I’m 
Miss. Obscurity. Miss. Make me up 
as you go. I’m like your lamp or 
your Swarovski throw pillow. I’m 
just another prop; damn near 
conscienceless. 

He nods.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
So take a breath, stop hosting, and 
let me step into your illusory 
setting of choice.

SAMUEL
My. My setting?
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ROYCE
Whatever it may be.

She bites into her bread.

SAMUEL
(under breath)

From the ground up.

He jumps up from his seat, rushes out of the room. Royce 
seems to care less. She keeps eating her bread. 

He enters, places a script in front of her, and sits back 
down.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
It’s. That’s. That’s my script.

ROYCE
A script?

SAMUEL
Yes.

ROYCE
There’s no title?

SAMUEL
I haven't picked one. I can’t think 
of one. Not yet.

She takes it, opens to the first page.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Can you. Out loud?

ROYCE
I was only reading the prologue. 
Actually, I didn’t know there were 
prologues in scripts.

SAMUEL
I created a-- my own format. 

ROYCE
Do you still want me to--

SAMUEL
Out loud.

She finds her place again.
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ROYCE
A woman and a man of similar 
milieu, but dissimilar selfhood. 
Though he secured the room’s 
centermost, she skulked near its 
walls. To him, a glass mallet hadst 
more a worth than their circadian 
interactions, but to her, each 
appraised at more than a troy ounce 
of gold. She foamed and frothed at 
any a gesture of his. An ear’s 
twitch, a nose’s crinkle, a brow’s 
raise, a shoulder’s fluky brush. 
Pish-posh, in between is a ramble, 
but burn her trails well that woman 
did... for when that man of gifted 
gab disappeared--

SAMUEL
(eyes closed, whispering 
with lust)

Not an accusation was dropped amid.

He opens his eyes.

ROYCE
What does it mean?

SAMUEL
It’s about a woman who is so in 
love with a man who pays her no 
attention, she kidnaps him. And 
does so so stealthily that no one 
suspects her of the crime.

She flips through a few more pages.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
I’d like you to play the Fair Lady.

ROYCE
Fair Lady, huh?

He nods.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Fair Lady’s fee may have just gone 
up a little then. What do you think 
about that?

SAMUEL
I think... whatever the Fair Lady 
wants she’ll get.
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She looks up at him, smiles.

ROYCE
Well, alrighty then.

He smiles back.

EXT. ROYCE’S BALCONY - NIGHT

Royce sits on her cheep lawn chair, smoking a cigarette. With 
her “magical finger” she wands the smoke around in the night 
sky, creating different shapes, until she eventually leads 
the smoke back into her mouth.

A SLAMMING SOUND.

Royce leans over the railing.

Royce’s POV: A car parks below. A large man - the PIMP - hops 
out of the car, rounds the hood, and sits. He’s decked out in 
golden jewelry.

Violetta comes running into his arms, carrying a gift wrapped 
box with her. He barely hug her back. She kisses him all over 
his face. He could care less about the affection, if 
anything, he’s annoyed by it.

They both get into the car, drive off.

Royce sits back in her cheep lawn chair, but remains staring 
at the road below.

INT. PIMP’S HOUSE - LATER

The door opens, a light flicks on. The Pimp enters first, 
followed by an eager Violetta.

The place is a mess. Somewhere between a college dorm and a 
crack house. 

VIOLETTA
We should probably open a window. 
It’s a little musky in here.

He mumbles “sure” under his breath. Along with her gift 
wrapped box, she crosses to a window and opens.

The Pimp pours himself a glass of Bourbon.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Toss some of these Capri-Suns. 
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She picks up the trash can, tries to tidy up.

PIMP
Stop. I said stop.

She puts down the trash can, remains half smiling as she 
tries to stay positive.

VIOLETTA
You shaved. You never shave.

PIMP
Special occasion, right?

VIOLETTA
Yes. That’s right. It is.

She giggles as she crosses to him, and presents her gift.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Happy birthday, hon.

He snatches the gift from her, opens it, and pulls out an odd 
looking vase.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
I made it myself. It’s a vase, but 
wrapped in rope. I know how you 
like the beach so I tried to make 
it look like it got tangled in some 
fishing net. I hot glued some 
barnacles too. See. Don’t even ask 
me where I got them.

PIMP
The fucking ocean...?

VIOLETTA
(quietly)

No, the-- the flea market.

He sets it down on the counter and finishes his glass. He 
pours himself another.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
I could start this whole nautical 
theme in here. If you’d let me of 
course. I have so many ideas. I 
keep a journal of them all.

PIMP
A journal? 
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VIOLETTA
Yeah. I write a lot about you in it 
too. My last entry--

PIMP
(sarcasm)

Wow. 

She notes his sarcasm.

VIOLETTA
Why don’t we find a place to put 
it?

She takes the vase, crosses to a mantle on the other side of 
the room, and sets it down by a bong. 

PIMP
Know what I really want for my 
birthday?

They exchange looks. 

Violetta reaches into her purse and pulls out a blue makeup 
bag. She goes to hand it to him, but, just like the vase, he 
snatches it from her before she has a chance to finish 
handing it over.

She cowers, eyes moving to the floor.

He takes a wad of cash out of the makeup bag, begins counting 
it on the counter. While he does this she cleans up the 
wrapping paper and throws the box in the trash can.

PIMP (CONT’D)
(still counting)

You doing good at that place?

She nods, faking a smile.

VIOLETTA
Yeah, they have running water and 
everything. 

A beat.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
So, how does it feel to be thirty-
ei--

PIMP
You’re short.
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VIOLETTA
No. No, I’m not.

He extends the wad of cash out to her. She takes it, begins 
counting. She finishes, begins laughing out of fear.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
I must have miscounted the first 
time.

He drinks.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
It’s only eleven dollars.

PIMP
You could have bought me a better 
gift with that eleven dollars.

VIOLETTA
I. I made it. I. I didn’t buy 
the...

She stops herself, begins digging through her bag.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
I’m sure I have something... in 
here... somewhere... wait a 
second... I’m sorry.

Panicking, she pulls out quarters and pennies, a crumbled 
dollar bill here and there. 

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
That’s four and uh... sixty-five 
cents... another quarter.

He finishes his second glass.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Another nickle.

He smashes the glass over her head and beats the ever loving 
shit out of her, until--

Violetta’s POV: looking up from the ground we see the Pimp 
standing over us. His face goes white, blank. His body shakes 
before he drops to his knees and smacks onto the floor face 
first.

Behind him stands Royce, holding a ticking taser. She turns 
it off. 
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Violetta is banged up, but not seriously injured. She cries 
and holds her bloody lip like she’s lost a limb.

Royce nudges the Pimp with her foot

ROYCE
Ew, he has back acne.

She grabs the Pimp’s legs

VIOLETTA
(hysterical)

What are you doing?

ROYCE
Playing God. 

She smiles, drags the Pimp’s body out of the front door while 
singing the “Happy Birthday” song.

VIOLETTA
I loved him.

Royce pauses, laughs, continues on.

ROYCE
Yeah, he loved you too. 

Through the doorway we see her drag his body down some steps. 
Having no care for the well being of his head, she lets it 
bounce against the concrete. 

Her singing fades.

Violetta curls up into the fetal position, sobs.

EXT. BUILDING - SAME

Little Girl’s POV: the bottom half of Winifred, walking and 
carrying large, steel keys. She comes to some kind of wooden 
shed and uses one of the steel keys to unlock the steel lock 
on the door.

WINIFRED
You know what to do.

The Little Girl comes into view. She leans against the wall 
of the shed. She’s on guard, acting as the look out. She 
stands straight with her hands behind her back.

The shed door opens. We see the bottom half of Winifred 
enter. Inside, the lights turn on. 
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FOOTSTEPS - A CREAKING noise. The footsteps grow quieter and 
quieter, disappearing underneath us.

EXT. SAMUEL’S SECOND FLOOR BALCONY - DAY

In a leather ensemble and platform boots, Royce runs out onto 
the balcony, already out of breath. She leans far over the 
railing in search of something below.  

Grinning like we’ve never seen, she runs back inside--

INT. SAMUEL’S SPARE BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

She sprints into--

INT. SAMUEL’S HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

She ascends two marble staircases--

INT. SAMUEL’S MASTER BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

She sprints through the room, out onto--

EXT. SAMUEL’S FOURTH FLOOR BALCONY - CONTINUOUS

Now at a higher vantage point, she again leans over the 
railing in search of whatever she’s trying to find below.

Royce’s POV: Only the stillness of a beautifully manicured 
front lawn, until... the sound of crinkling leaves. In the 
distance, a body shoots from behind one tree to another. 

She whistles.

ROYCE
Guards!

Seconds later, THREE GUARDS dash across the lawn towards the 
Spruce trees where Royce points.

Samuel makes a break for it attempting to outrun men twice 
his size. They catch up to him with ease and tackle him to 
the ground. 

They tie a rope around his mouth, carry him towards the 
mansion.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Pool side prithee.
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She smiles and turns to enter back into the mansion, but 
before she does--

ROYCE (CONT’D)
And hied thyself!

INT. SAMUEL’S INDOOR POOL - LATER

Samuel’s soaking wet face smacks against the concrete tiles, 
pressed into his cheek is a platform boot.

ROYCE (O.S.)
Sly rascal, how doth thee weasel 
his way out?

SAMUEL
Fair Lady, please. Thou art one 
step from imposing a new dimple.

ROYCE (O.S.)
Dent more like.

The heel presses deeper. He squeals.

The three guards stand a few feet behind her, not watching, 
but staying idle like body guards.

SAMUEL
Thou art sharp witted.

ROYCE
Quick witted, thou doth mean.

SAMUEL
Nay, sharp.

Royce hovers over him, holding a pressurized hose.

ROYCE
Quite thy veering or a dent soon 
turn a gash. 

SAMUEL
Aye, Fair Lady.

ROYCE
A furrowed crack in the wall I’d 
hath spotted and darned. And 
anyhow, thou art not slight enough 
to maketh such narrow fits. 

(MORE)

34.



A crawl up smoggy chimney brick 
would hath borne the vamp of many a 
wedded mammal, thumped out of a 
pillow’s peace. And this rear you 
lug...

She steps off of his face for a moment, only to stab the tip 
of her boot into his ass. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Is too brawny, to ample. Weigh thee 
down it would. 

He lifts his head as he yells out in pain. She presses it 
back to the concrete tiles.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
By and by a leap over my fence that 
hums the hum of enclosed lightening 
would hath been forlorn. So, inform 
I, without falsehood again, of this 
rebus scape thou so nearly carried 
through to completion.

SAMUEL
Will then truth set me free?

ROYCE
Speaketh truth now and slave labor 
may be chipped less laborious. But 
thou can’t lift hopes too far over 
thy head.

SAMUEL
Can I speaketh first of mercy?

ROYCE
I know ill of the word. Quite thy 
veering.

SAMUEL
Fair Lady, I... I sold my lips.

ROYCE
To whom and to what surface was thy 
transaction decided?

He pauses. She presses her heel further into his cheek. He 
begins to bleed as it cuts him. 

She reaches down, runs her finger through the blood.

ROYCE (CONT'D)
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ROYCE (CONT’D)
Name the abettor then name the 
fleshy framework where rash lips 
made rash rulings.

SAMUEL
Fair Lady, mercy of the--

She grabs him by the neck, brings him to his feet.

ROYCE
Veering boys need sprout gills.

She throws him into the pool. Once he bobs to the surface, 
she sprays him with the hose. The water’s freezing. He 
squeals.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
(enjoying this, under 
breath)

Fuck yes.

She stops.

SAMUEL
Fair Lady, mercy of the undeserving 
is a one-way voucher granting thee 
God’s plush valley of thy choosing.

She sprays him for a quick second. He yells out.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Hollowed lands so glint with 
hereafter’s effervescence, a 
Sparrow may find space between 
clock hands to nest inside thy 
collar ere a choice be made. 

ROYCE
You mean valleys where abstention 
headline? Passeth, thank thee not. 
I’ll stay lolled in valleys of 
earth. For hither my holes can be 
filled at my own accord.

She sprays him.

SAMUEL
If you allow it, Fair Lady, I’ll 
loll aside thy hip. I pray thee let 
me. For I am not now warm in mine 
fingertips, but tips shall warmth 
when mercy bequeathed. 
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ROYCE
Thy bribes induce naught, but 
loitered yawns. A pruning fish 
touching my feminine? Hath thou 
smelled Trout? Again, I passeth 
with plucky provocation. The only 
way thy icy tips will pat my 
feminine, is if I place them there.

She spray him, longer this time. The force of the water 
causes his bleeding to worsen. He holds his cheek.

SAMUEL
I’d but billow...

He pauses, in pain. 

She admire her red nails as she sprays him again.

ROYCE
But billow what?

SAMUEL
An ivory flag if I had! I cease to 
thee! Fair Lady, I cease! I’d weed 
our valley of all withered 
sunflowers and dandelions who’s 
seeds hath not yet yellowed--

ROYCE
Our valley’s? As in sharing? Well, 
thee proves unprophetic again. 

SAMUEL
Any bloom not of mine Fair Lady’s 
liking be put to death by the 
gallows of mine tip’s strength! Let 
me lie beside thee, Fair Lady! For 
I cease!

ROYCE
Thou dost? Just morns ago I’d a 
been lit aflame and you’d passeth 
me by with no such thought of 
extinguishment. 

SAMUEL
These fallacies, they brew from 
barrels of madness!

ROYCE
Madness? Maybe so, but who needs 
support of a claim when I hold the 
gavel? 

(MORE)

37.



No claim need be supported when the 
jury and the judge be of the same 
maddened mind and maddened loins. 

SAMUEL
(under breath)

Thou licks barrels spotless.

She sprays him.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Together we can exile these claims. 
Claims of definitional bad deed. I 
me, what indeed is a bad deed if 
there is no such judge neareth to 
make babel of his gavel? Maybe thy 
use of holes and my use of lips are 
equal in destain. Furthermore, 
cushioning mine claim. Look past, 
Fair Lady. See transparently my 
wrongs, and I yours.

One of the guards steps forward, whispers something in her 
ear. She nods. He steps back into place.

ROYCE
Swim forth and do not choose the 
mode of a Monarch. Stroke with 
moxie. Grace is as deadwood as thy 
former life.

He breast strokes to the ledge in front of her. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Chin, find thy bearing on tile.

Her foot taps the ledge. He rests his chin in the spot like 
he’s about to be curb stomped.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Who bit the bait the fish himself 
cast out? Was it the maid... the 
tailor... the cook?

She smiles, kneels in front of him. 

The guards step forward, moving closer as she does.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Upon which of her mouth-watering 
goods did foolhardy lips lay for 
talks of impunity? Was it her 
grainy buns? 

ROYCE (CONT'D)
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She reaches into the water, face inches from his, and grabs 
his ass. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Her cream filled donuts?

She leaves her cleavage in plain sight. He tries not to look.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Her yeasty warm dough?

She laughs at him. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
(off his reaction)

Ah, a victor adorned.

She takes him by the chin.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Unfasten.

He opens his mouth. She spits in it. He swallows her spit.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Which tang much preferred?

SAMUEL
Yours, Fair Lady.

She rises to her feet again and gives the guards a signal 
with her hands. 

ROYCE
And yet...

The guards grab Samuel by the arms, steadying him, and 
slightly raising him out of the water.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Another falsehood.

SHE KICKS HIM IN THE FACE.

Underneath the water: blood splatters and falls.

INT. SAMUEL’S DINING ROOM - LATER

We’re behind Samuel. Through the window, he watches Royce 
climb into her car and drive off.
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INT. PARLOR ENTRANCE - NIGHT

Royce enters, approaches the teller window. The working girls 
aren’t paying attention. 

She knocks on the glass. 

ROYCE
Hey.

WORKING GIRL
Hello, welcome to the Red--

ROYCE
Violetta in?

WORKING GIRL
Do you have an appointment?

ROYCE
She in or not?

WORKING GIRL
She’s...

A working girl behind the one talking to Royce leans into her 
ear and whispers something while eyeing Royce.

WORKING GIRL (CONT’D)
You’ll have to come back after 
you’ve scheduled an appointment, 
ma’am.

ROYCE
Really? You don’t allow walk ins?

The working girl whispers into her ear again.

WORKING GIRL
Not for some. 

ROYCE
Oh, right. I get it. Okay, then 
lets go ahead and schedule for--

She slaps her middle fingers against the window, takes off 
through a beaded curtain.

WORKING GIRL
Hey, hey! Security! Someone call 
security!
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INT. PARLOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

One by one, Royce kicks opens massage room doors, revealing 
the customers and working girls in the midst of their illegal 
activities. 

Some couples try to hide from the exposure in embarrassment, 
while others aren’t phased.

Finally, she opens a door at the end of the hallway.

Inside, Violetta lies across a small couch in the back, 
bobbing her head to her headphones.

INT. VIOLETTA’S MASSAGE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Royce enters.

Violetta removes her headphones, stands. She’s mildly bruised 
with a few stitches across her forehead.

VIOLETTA
Hey. What-- what’s going on?

ROYCE
You busy tonight?

VIOLETTA
Tonight? No. Well, I have an 
appointment in...

(checks watch)
Fifteen, but after that I’m--

ROYCE
Sweet. Meet me in my dungeon around 
ten. I’ll leave the door unlocked 
so you can let yourself in.

VIOLETTA
Yeah. Okay. 

TWO SECURITY GUARDS appear in the doorway. One is over six 
feet tall and African American, while the other’s of an 
average height and Caucasian.

ROYCE
Well, isn’t this a pattern.

She turns back to Violetta.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Real quick, do you have a strong 
stomach?
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They grab her.

VIOLETTA
I guess so?

INT. PARLOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Royce is being manhandled.

VIOLETTA (O.S.)
Well, I’ll see you at ten!

ROYCE
Yeah!

(to guards)
Hey Big Black and Rob, you think 
you could sign my skateboard? Get 
the fuck off me.

WINIFRED (O.S.)
Let her go.

Winifred stands in a massage room’s threshold, coolly leaning 
against the frame. She’s livid.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
There’s a time and a place for 
that, boys.

The guards listen to her and let Royce go. Winifred and her 
exchange looks as she takes off down the hallway, 
disappearing through the beaded curtain.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
(announcing)

Resume, everybody. Sorry for the 
intrusion, but not to worry...

Some of the customers and working girls peek their heads out 
of their rooms to catch sight of all the commotion.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
The vermin’s been removed.

We follow her as she enters back into the massage room.

Through the doorway we see one of the working girls, sitting 
on a stool, quietly sobbing. She looks especially young, 
early teens. 

The tight, white skirt she wears is soiled with blood around 
the crotch area.
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WINIFRED (CONT’D)
(annoyed)

Oh, you’re fine. Where the hell are 
the wipes?

She kicks the steel door shut.

INT. DUNGEON WAITING ROOM - LATER

KNOCKING - Violetta enter. She’s immediately met with the 
muffled sound of a record player.

VIOLETTA
Royce? It’s Violetta. I’m a bit 
early. Hope that’s okay. Should I 
come back later?

She approaches the dungeon’s steel door, knocks. 

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Hello?

With no answer, she enters--

INT. DUNGEON - CONTINUOUS

The song on the record player becomes clear “Little Bitty 
Pretty One” by Thurston Harris.

Royce, drunk off her rocker, dances around like a little girl 
would while alone in her bedroom.

She sees Violetta. Grinning like never before, she rushes to 
her with arms wide open.

She pulls her into the center of the room; the designated 
dance floor. They dance. 

Royce takes her hand, begins twirling her. 

CLOSE ON Violetta’s face. With each twirl her eyes widen more 
and more. Something’s caught her attention. 

She stops. 

Royce grabs a bottle of Whisky off the leather bed, takes a 
swig. She leans against Violetta’s shoulder, giggling like a 
school girl.

While Violetta stays paralyzed in fear from whatever she’s 
seeing, Royce grabs her face and squeezes. 
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ROYCE
(whispers)

I warmed him up for you.

The next song comes on “Tonight You Belong To Me” by Patience 
& Prudence. 

Violetta’s POV: The Pimp, naked, restrained, and hanging from 
the ceiling by his chained arms. A gag ball has been placed 
in his mouth and his body is swollen from being whipped. 

Royce dances around him, uses his butt cheeks as drums, 
slapping them to the rhythm of the song. 

She moves to one of her cabinets, opens. Inside are rows of 
various sized whips. She grabs one and tosses it to Violetta. 

After a beat, Violetta moves towards her former lover. She 
winds up and gives him a wimpy whip. She keeps going, each 
whip harder and angrier than the last. 

As this happens, Royce gets in the Pimp’s face. He’s crying 
and screaming, but of course we don’t hear any of this over 
the music. She pours some of her Whiskey over his head, uses 
the bottle as a microphone, and begins singing to him.

We move away from this chaos and out of the dungeon’s only 
window--

EXT. BUILDING - SAME

Moving down to the street, still hearing the record player, 
we spot a few working girls “advertising” for The Red Rosalyn 
Spa. Some hold LED signs and homemade posters, others just 
smoke cigarettes. 

We focus on one working girl in particular. She’s the same 
one we saw with blood on her white skirt in the massage room. 
Now closer, we see that she’s especially scrawny, looking 
malnourished. 

The wind blows the hair off her neck, revealing a massive 
amount of black and blue bruises.

Passing car lights illuminate her face. She has the leathery 
skin of a fifty year old chain smoker. Her eyes, exhausted, 
baggy. 

INT. ROYCE’S KITCHEN - DAY

Royce’s POV: Sharp, sterling silver utensil hover in the air, 
spinning clockwise like a crib mobile. 
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Royce lies flat on the tiled floor, waving her “magical 
finger” clockwise.

KNOCKING.

Her “magical finger” is startled, sending all the utensils 
flying into the wall above her oven. 

Royce jumps to her feet, rushes to a drawer, and pulls out a 
handgun.

As she passes by her oven again, we see that all of the 
utensils, that moments ago were lodged into the wall, have 
vanished. 

INT. ROYCE’S ENTRYWAY - CONTINUOUS

She peers into the peephole. 

She opens the door--

INT. DUNGEON HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

As Royce steps into the hallway, her foot knocks over a pile 
of freshly folded red towels and the pack of cigarettes that 
were set neatly on top.

She bends down, picks them up.

Down the hallway, the Little Girl peers around the corner, 
watching as she bites her nails. 

Royce sees her. 

She moves from around the corner, takes her fingers out of 
her mouth.

INT. ROYCE’S KITCHEN - LATER

Royce sets a plate of pancakes down in front of the Little 
Girl.

ROYCE
Don’t get too excited. They’re 
Shake N’ Pour.

Royce takes a seat at the other end of the table, begins 
eating her breakfast.

The Little Girl stares at her plate as if she’s never seen 
food before. She begins eating, but does so using her hands. 
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Royce sees this, fake coughs, trying to grab her attention. 
When she doesn’t she says--

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Use your fork.

The Little Girl stares up at Royce, clueless as to what that 
means.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Your fork.

The Little Girl’s eyes dance around the table, unable to 
locate the fork that’s right under her nose.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
The fork. The...

Royce gets up, goes to her. She picks up the fork and places 
it in her hand.

She moves back to her seat and watches as the Little Girl 
clumsily eats her pancakes with the fork.

INT. SAMUEL’S KITCHEN - LATER

Samuel stands by his sink. The cut on his cheek from Royce’s 
high heel has scabbed over. He tries to not be so obvious in 
his staring.

Royce sits at the island, studying the night’s script. 

ROYCE
What does--

SAMUEL
What?

He’s so eager to answer her that his arm slips off the 
counter, he loses his balance. 

ROYCE
I hadn’t finished.

SAMUEL
Oh, yeah. I. I’m sorry. 

ROYCE
What does “abate” mean?

SAMUEL
Abate, to shorten. To reduce.
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ROYCE
And what’s an “imp”?

SAMUEL
How is it. Where is. Where do you 
see that?

He crosses to her, peers over her shoulder. She points to a 
place on the page.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
I used. There I used it in the 
context of a child.

ROYCE
Oh, okay.

He stays peering over her shoulder for a bit too long. She 
notices this, gives him a funny look. He backs away. 

As she continues studying her lines, he continues watching 
her.

INT. SAMUEL’S LIBRARY - LATER

Samuel’s hands and feet are bound to a chair. He sits in the 
middle of the room with a gag ball in his mouth. A pool of 
drool drips off his chin.

Royce circles him, smoking a cigarette and blowing smoke in 
his face. She wears thick, leather gloves. There are small 
weights inside each of the finger’s slot.

ROYCE
At once a silhouette trailed mine 
spine and merry it was darker than 
habitual darkness, but twas lighter 
than the haloed Herald in its 
intention. My love, I betoken 
again, intentions be salivating-ly 
sweet.

She licks the drool that drips down his neck. He shivers with 
delight.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Yes, this silhouette dost hath its 
taloned point...

She drags her long red nails across his neck, leaving behind 
scratch marks.
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ROYCE (CONT’D)
Devising of bedrock where there 
under, abyssal beasts are fueled by 
the sweat of palm and clench of jaw 
and all that denotes fury. Oh, fury 
that formeth from the gluttonous 
belly that shelters fearful fond...

She rubs his stomach as she lingers close to his ear.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
For a loss of that fearful fond be 
enough to grey a debutante and 
beckon lawlessness. In sooth, the 
actions of that other me, of she, 
no, no, NO!

She rushes over to the fireplace and yanks the poker out from 
the flames. Sparks fly onto the carpet.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
That ectoplasmic haunt deserves no 
such pronoun. Her worth grants her 
with the title of “That”. 

Samuel tries to wiggle his way out of his binds. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
That other aura, that other 
silhouette was not of the corporeal 
I. We art not one in the same. So, 
my love, shall I sentence “That” to 
a cutting of the cords or shall I 
torch them barren?

She raises the poker to her throat. He shakes his head 
furiously. In a sudden rage she throws the poker across the 
room and screams. 

She kicks the chair over. The legs break, freeing his bottom 
half while his arms remain restrained.

She begins pacing about.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Forgiveth. I, me. Forgiveth, my 
love.

She grabs him by the shoulders, lifting him to his feet. He 
doesn’t run. He takes a part of the chair with him, still 
binding his arms.

She sits in a nearby chair, crosses her legs, and takes a 
drag as she stares him down. 
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ROYCE (CONT’D)
Behold, “That” passes again. The 
none corporeal I shall always 
passeth. 

She calms herself with some more deep breathing.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
See? And if it dost lull, well, 
twas only for a blink and even if 
thy lids exhibit a few versed 
fists, what’s one bad blink in a 
room full of good gazes?

She stands, moves to Samuel.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
My love, a honeymoon waves on the 
horizon of the eventual, but 
first... this “That” I speak of 
hath, but one last manifesting. For 
“That” hath a to-do list and it’s 
lacking that of one last check. 

She wipes drool away from his chin, removes his gag ball.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
My love, as great my fearful 
fondness, thy penalty for thy 
attempted scape shall be not passed 
over. 

She tightens the straps of her gloves with her teeth. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
So... look your last at a 
dishonorable “That”.

She slaps him across the face. The weights cut deep. He falls 
over, bleeding after only one strike. 

She beats him.

SAMUEL
I do love thee! I do love thee! 
Even a dishonorable “That”.

She reaches in between her breasts and grabs a small black 
contraption. Once she presses a button on the object, it 
transforms into a whip. 

He scrambles onto his feet, hobbles into--
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INT. SAMUEL’S HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Royce follows him. With a whip to the legs, he rams into a 
table and falls. He finds his footing again.

SAMUEL
Pain hath no hold on love.

ROYCE
Cometh again?

SAMUEL
Pain hast no hold on love.

ROYCE
It seems a clot hinders my hear. 

SAMUEL
Pain hast no hold on love.

ROYCE
Whereof pain is too much?

SAMUEL
None. None too much.

ROYCE
None, thee says?

SAMUEL
Fair Lady, a dagger to the heart 
far more sanguinary than any 
penetrable to flesh!

ROYCE
Tsk-tsk. Art thou being too 
prideful of tolerance?

SAMUEL
Fair Lady, test mine word.

ROYCE
Thou needeth not repeat wishes. 
Granted they shall be.

She kicks him down a marble staircase. 

Once he slams against the marble floor, he writhes in a 
silent pain, until he hears the sound of Royce’s high heels 
clacking against the steps.

SAMUEL
(wheezes)

I do love thee.
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ROYCE
Even still a dishonorable “That”?

He gets to his feet, moves into--

INT. SAMUEL’S SPARE BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Royce enters, quickly catching up to him and resuming with 
her whipping. 

ROYCE
Even still?!

He opens the slider doors to the balcony--

EXT. SAMUEL’S SECOND FLOOR BALCONY - CONTINUOUS

SAMUEL
Even still! My love. My Fair Lady. 

She kicks him in the groin.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Keep at it. Holdeth back not. Each 
boot justified in its individual 
brute.

ROYCE
How gladeth I am that thee approve.

SAMUEL
I cruise pensive to the thought of 
our honeymoon.

ROYCE
In the near future not.

SAMUEL
In the nearest future, maybe morrow 
if luck be punctual. Big dreamers 
flip coins just oft enough.

ROYCE
Thy dreams art the only thing big 
about thee. 

She kicks him in the groin again.

UPS GUY (O.S.)
Hello?
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They freeze and look down to see the UPS GUY standing in the 
driveway, holding a package.

UPS GUY (CONT’D)
Got your package. 

Royce looks to Samuel who spits some blood over the railing.

SAMUEL
Brita Filter.

ROYCE
(yells out)

Leave it on the steps. 

UPS GUY
Gotcha! Have a nice night!

Resuming where they left off, Royce whips him until he falls 
to the ground. Once down, she digs her heel into his ankle. 

He screams.

SAMUEL
Oh, sweet love, what right can I 
sayeth? Thy visage hath a nature, 
one as fitful as a leaf’s stain. 
Thee needeth permit its change from 
this mulish red to a pliant yellow. 

ROYCE
Crimson it shall stay.

She whips him in the mouth. He goes silent as he tries to 
hold back his tears. 

He gets to his knees. Shaking, he reaches out to Royce who 
backs away.

SAMUEL
Though my knees and ashen elbows 
buckle, my love for even a 
dishonorable “That” doesn’t. Like 
thy says, it passes. Fair Lady, 
since my words art of a demode 
currency, let an array of letters 
substitute. For this is I to you.

He crawls to her. In between each spoken letter, he gives her 
body a passionate kiss. 

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
S. L. A. V. E.
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Royce watches his lips move further and further up her body 
until he reaches her arms. 

The UPS truck honks as it drive away.

INT. SAMUEL’S FOYER - LATER

Royce clumsily drags her bags to the front door. With an ice 
pack pressed against his forehead, Samuel rushes over to hold 
the door open.

ROYCE
I-- I had it. Dammit.

She gives him a dirty look, but it fades once her eyes meet 
his. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
I had it. Sorry. I had... you 
should go put some peroxide on 
that. The one on your...

She points to his cheek. 

As she exits, Samuel waves.

SAMUEL
Have a good. Drive safe.

He closes the door behind her, moves into.

INT. SAMUEL’S DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Samuel moves to the window, watching Royce load her bags into 
the trunk. For a beat she stops and stares back at the 
mansion. 

She gets into her car, drives off.

INT. ROYCE’S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Royce and Violetta sit on the counter top, smoking 
cigarettes.

VIOLETTA
The trailhead? 

ROYCE
Yes.
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VIOLETTA
No!

ROYCE
Yeah. I just pulled right on over 
and kicked him out. Literally, in 
my pumps.

VIOLETTA
What about the joggers?

ROYCE
What about em’?

VIOLETTA
What if they saw?

ROYCE
It was the middle of the night. 
There weren’t any joggers.

VIOLETTA
Man. Man, I so wish I could have 
been there.

ROYCE
How about this, I wanted to, you 
know, seize the moment while I had 
him face down in asphalt, so I 
pulled in front of him, put it in 
reverse, and revved the fuck out of 
the engine like I was about to 
shoot up the ninety.

VIOLETTA
Oh my God. What did he do? Did he 
scream? How did he sound?

ROYCE
Oh, he screamed. Yeah, he screamed. 
They always do when their physical 
advantage is no longer... of their 
advantage. But best of all, he did 
this half inchworm, half army crawl 
into a ditch to get away from me. 
Hilarious. 

She takes a drag.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
The fucker really thought I was 
about to run him over. Please, I 
just got a brand new paint job. 

(MORE)
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Do you have any idea how much a top 
coat costs?

VIOLETTA
A grand?

ROYCE
Try two.

VIOLETTA
Shit.

ROYCE
Right?

Violetta laughs.

VIOLETTA
Ah, what a day to be alive.

There’s a pause.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
But what if, uh, what if he--

ROYCE
He won’t come back.

VIOLETTA
But what if he does?

ROYCE
He won’t.

VIOLETTA
You can’t know that for sure.

ROYCE
Oh, but I do. Know why?

She shakes her head.

Royce leans closer, Violetta does too.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Because that little flesh-peddler 
learned something today. Something 
I’m sure will stick with them in 
dark times like so...

(whispers)
Girls can be just as scary. 

They smile at each other.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
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EXT. ALLEYWAY - LATER

Through sporadic gleams of moonlight we see Royce and 
Violetta walk through the drizzling rain, smoking cigarettes. 

Their faces, glowering with intensity. Violetta’s attire 
mimic’s Royce’s; dark and leathery. 

They toss their cigarettes onto the wet asphalt.

INT. STRIP CLUB - LATER

Royce leans against the bar, scouring the eclectic crowd with 
the same intensity.

Violetta on the other hand has lost this newly learned 
glower. She dances happily with some male patrons, drunk.

Royce’s POV: One by one, we hone in on particular men from 
the neck down. All of different body types and color. None 
focused on for too long.

She smirks.

Royce’s POV: the back of a man, sitting in a chair with a 
glass of dark liquor in hand. His head turns, the HANDSOME 
MAN is revealed and exhibiting quite the pretentiousness in 
his poised posture. 

She makes her way through the crowd towards this mysterious 
Handsome Man.

Royce’s POV: The Handsome Man strokes a passing WAITRESS on 
the rear end with his left hand. He wears a wedding ring.

She smiles, not her cunning one, but a more seductive one. 
The Handsome Man and her make eye contact. He sits up, 
smirks. 

INT. STRIP CLUB - LATER

The Handsome Man’s arm is wrapped around Royce’s waist, his 
hand moving down to her rear.

They move through the crowd together, towards the exit, 
passing Violetta who’s too engrossed in the attention she’s 
getting from the male patrons to notice her friend leaving 
without her. 
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INT. DUNGEON HALLWAY - LATER

The Handsome Man follows closely behind Royce, looking around 
and taking in the scenery.

HANDSOME MAN
Why did we have to come in through 
the back?

ROYCE
You aren’t into back doors?

She turns, winks at him. He giggles like a school boy.

They reach the steel door to the waiting room. She begins 
unlocking the trove of locks.

HANDSOME MAN
Jesus. You hiding a missile?

ROYCE
Deadlier.

INT. DUNGEON WAITING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Lights flick on.

Royce lets the Handsome Man enter first. She takes his 
jacket.

HANDSOME MAN
Thanks, sweetie.

ROYCE
Of course.

HANDSOME MAN
This is your apartment?

She hangs up the jacket.

ROYCE
So what does a handsome man like 
you do?

HANDSOME MAN
Usually Asians.

He snickers.

HANDSOME MAN (CONT’D)
I’m an actuary.
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ROYCE
Does the actuary’s wife know where 
he is right now?

HANDSOME MAN
Nope.

ROYCE
Would she be happy if she knew?

HANDSOME MAN
I think not.

ROYCE
And does the actuary not mind 
breaking his vows?

HANDSOME MAN
Nope. He most certainly doesn’t 
mind breaking his vows. Do you 
mind?

ROYCE
Nope.

HANDSOME MAN
Look at that. We’re a perfect 
match.

He smirks, turns, moves further into the room.

ROYCE
Hey, how much money you have on 
you?

HANDSOME MAN
What?

As he turns, Royce tases him. He falls to the floor, 
convulses. 

She watches enjoyably, waiting for him to render motionless. 
When he does, she tucks the taser back into her jacket pocket 
and proceeds to steal everything in his pockets, including 
his wedding ring.

ROYCE
Fucking titanium. Cheapskate.

She drags him by his legs into--
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INT. DUNGEON - CONTINUOUS

Royce drops the Handsome Man’s body near the leather bed. She 
takes a moment for herself, lighting a cigarette and taking a 
few drags.

She drags his body to a dark corner of the room where a 
closet is located.

She unlocks the closet door, enters. We don’t see what’s 
inside. 

She comes back out with duct tape and chains. She binds his 
hands and feet together with the chains and slaps a piece of 
the tape over his foaming mouth.

She opens the closet door wider--

It’s pitch black inside. We still see nothing. 

She struggles in lifting the Handsome Man, but after a few 
failed tries, she does.

In the closet, she attaches his chains to a hanging rod, 
stringing him up like a slab of meat in a butcher shop 
display window. His tiptoes barely touch the floor.

She kisses him on his duct taped mouth, leaving a lipstick 
mark. 

She flicks on the closet light.

INT. DUNGEON CLOSET - CONTINUOUS

Now inside, we see that a little further down the Pimp, fully 
conscious and also strung up like a slab of meat, hangs from 
the rod. He squirms and squeals through his duct tape.

She walks over to him, inspects his chains, kisses him on the 
duct taped mouth, and exits--

INT. DUNGEON - CONTINUOUS

She shuts and locks the closet door, fixes her jacket collar, 
and walks off with her cigarette in her mouth.

We stay on the closet door, a faint THUDDING.

EXT. PARK - DAY

Children scurry around the playground. 
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The Little Girl stands on the outskirts, shaking in her 
boots. 

Royce sits on a nearby bench, watching. She stands and 
crosses to the Little Girl.

ROYCE
Watching grass die?

The Little Girl just looks at her and turns back to the 
playground.

After a moment of silence--

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Come on.

She takes her hand, leads her to the less crowded monkey 
bars. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Do you want to play on these?

As Royce smokes her cigarette on the playground, nearby 
mothers grab their children and give her funny looks. She 
doesn’t notice. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Do you know what these are?

She shakes her head.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
You swing from them. From these 
bars. Here.

Demonstrating, Royce climbs the tiny ladder, swings on a few 
bars, and jumps back down to the mulch.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
See? It’s easy. Want to give it a 
go?

After a beat of deliberation, the Little Girl goes to the 
tiny ladder and climbs. She swings from the first few bars 
slowly, but picks up the pace at about the halfway mark. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
There you go.

With the Little Girl’s arms stretched high, her shirt rises 
above her belly button, exposing some serious black and blue 
bruising around her groin. Royce sees this.
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She gets to the last bar, jumps to the mulch, and races back 
to the tiny ladder, ready to go again.

Royce says nothing more. She turns, walks back to her bench.

INT. SAMUEL’S ROOM OF MIRRORS - LATER

Royce stands on a small platform, arms out airplane style.

Samuel, who’s face is black, blue, and scabby, uses measuring 
tape to take measurements of Royce’s various body parts. He 
wears shackles around his feet. They clink with every step he 
takes. He appears weary.

She poses confidently in the many surrounding mirrors.

ROYCE
Beauty and grace, beauty and 
disgrace all art features on this 
reflective face.

She twirls.

SAMUEL
Be still, my love.

She steadies her body, but continues to make poses with her 
face.

ROYCE
These regions, soddened they art in 
spoiled milk. Thee must feel 
refreshed in sipping upon such a 
tall, sterile glass.

SAMUEL
Refreshed, yes, my love, but 
haughtiness reliant on only beaut 
be a deep plunge taken with a 
petering oxygen tank. I rue to 
sayeth, thy haughtiness and thy 
beaut take last breaths together.

ROYCE
Mine haughty lips hath no swan 
song. 

SAMUEL
Then enjoy what you have for you 
have what you enjoy... for now.

ROYCE
For the now is all we hath. 
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SAMUEL
Tis true.

ROYCE
Then fie me not, fain I am to take 
part in the minority of 
superiority. Forthwith, this agon 
shall now palaver with only the 
bones beneath, agreed?

SAMUEL
Agreed, Fair Lady. 

ROYCE
Good. Now, wherein can I put these 
sewing pins? For in the now, my 
hands arts heavy.

SAMUEL
Uh...

He searches for something Royce can put the pins inside. Fed 
up with the wait, she smacks all four of the pins into the 
back of his neck. 

He lets out one piercing yelp as he falls.

He calms, rises to his knees, and pulls the pins out from the 
back of his neck one by one. He stands, faces Royce.

She steps off the platform, moves closer to him.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
I thought I hath looked my last at 
a dishonorable “That”.

ROYCE
With dishonor in its title, did 
thou suspect no whispers of 
mendacity? 

SAMUEL
Then how... how doth one go 
about...

He sways as if he’s about to pass out.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Ending this personal butchery?

ROYCE
Butchery?
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She looks disturbed by the word. This isn’t her line, she 
quickly corrects herself-- 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Uh-- I’ll informeth in good time.

She points to her reflection in one of the mirrors. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
This gown thee measures for better 
contest with the beauty of--

SAMUEL
It will, my love. My...

Royce’s POV: In one of the mirror’s behind Samuel, we see his 
hand covering the back of his neck, hiding the freshly 
imposed holes. Blood drips through his fingers.

He collapses. 

She bends down, stokes his hairline.

INT. SAMUEL’S KITCHEN - LATER

Samuel writes a check out on the counter. There’s a bandage 
around his neck.

He hands it over to Royce. She looks it over, content.

ROYCE
All right. See you Thursday.

SAMUEL
Yeah. Then. On Thursday.

She heads for the hallway.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Wait. Uh. Hold it. On. Hold on. 
Please.

She stops. He approaches her, pulling a slip of paper out of 
his pocket. He hand it to her.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Could you just double check it for 
me. The numbers. Check over the 
numbers. Please. Just to make sure 
they’re correct.

She glances over the paper.

63.



ROYCE
What is this?

SAMUEL
Your measurements.

ROYCE
My measurements?

SAMUEL
Yeah. For the. For your gown.

ROYCE
You were really taking 
measurements?

SAMUEL
Yeah.

ROYCE
Oh, I thought it was pretend.

SAMUEL
It isn’t. It’s not. It’s not all 
pretend.

ROYCE
Okay... so you’re really making me 
a gown?

SAMUEL
Yeah. Well, my tailor is. I made. I 
designed it though. So...

ROYCE
Really?

SAMUEL
Yeah. By myself. Yeah.

ROYCE
Well, can I see the design?

SAMUEL
(blushing)

I’d. Well. I’d really like it to. I 
really want it to be a surprise, 
but you’ll look beautiful in it. In 
the gown. I know. I promise you’ll 
look...

She nods.
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ROYCE
Beautiful?

SAMUEL
Yes.

ROYCE
Could it be lace?

SAMUEL
I can make a, uh, some changes. 

She glances down at the paper again.

ROYCE
Measurements look good to me.

She hands it back to him. He smiles, tucks it back into his 
pocket.

As she heads for the hallway again, she stops and turns to 
say one last thing--

ROYCE (CONT’D)
It’s very kind of you to design a 
gown for me.

And with that, she disappears down the hallway, leaving 
Samuel a blushing mess.

INT. DUNGEON - NIGHT

Beyond the only window, lightening strikes and rain pours. 

Sticky pads are being applied to a forearm.

ROYCE
(through the puffs of her 
cigarette)

It’s a beautiful day for some 
electro-play.

Violetta sits on the leather bed, while Royce is on her knees 
applying the sticky pads.

VIOLETTA
Where did you get this thing?

ROYCE
Well, there’s the normal kink 
supplying websites and then there’s 
the Ukrainian ones that sell a 
slightly illegal model.
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VIOLETTA
So what makes the illegal model, 
you know, illegal?

ROYCE
Probably the fact that it can 
administer shocks high enough in 
voltage to do some serious tissue 
damage.

VIOLETTA
How serious?

ROYCE
Frying you from the inside out like 
an egg role serious.

VIOLETTA
(laughs)

Holy shit. Tell me you didn’t buy 
that model.

Royce pauses, shrugs.

ROYCE
Out of my price range. 

She smiles as she pastes the last pad onto Violetta.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
So, are you sure you want to do 
this?

VIOLETTA
Yes. I’m sure.

ROYCE
Then I should probably inform you 
that this could either feel like 
your arm is being tickled by angels 
or shoved into a meat grinder.

VIOLETTA
Uh, then tickling angels mode 
please.

ROYCE
As you wish, my Lady.

She stands up, plugs the electro-play machine into the wall, 
and, with her portable controller, strolls around the room.
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ROYCE (CONT’D)
And here we go. Five... four... 
three... two... take off.

Violetta starts laughing.

VIOLETTA
It feels kind of good?

ROYCE
Now just imagine that, but on a 
pair of testicles.

VIOLETTA
Shit. No wonder guys like this.

ROYCE
I don’t use it often.

VIOLETTA
Why not?

ROYCE
... Pain to assemble. 

VIOLETTA
Oh.

Violetta leans back, enjoying the shocks.

Lightening continues to strike, rain pours harder.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Question?

ROYCE
Yeah?

VIOLETTA
Whoa.

She jerks forward a little.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
(laughing it off)

I felt that one.

ROYCE
(under breath)

One by one, those angels retreat.

VIOLETTA
What do you get out of all of this?
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ROYCE
All of what?

VIOLETTA
(gestures around the room)

... This.

ROYCE
My job?

VIOLETTA
Yeah. Your...

She jerks forward, gasps.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Job.

ROYCE
(slightly laughing)

Everything. I’m not objectified. I 
objectify. How many women can say 
that?

VIOLETTA
Not many.

ROYCE
Not you.

VIOLETTA
Yeah, not me.

She jerks forward again.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Shit. Shit. Shit.

ROYCE
(shrugs)

Once I considered taxidermy.

VIOLETTA
Gross, why?

ROYCE
Bona-roba. Thou wouldst...

She stops herself.

Violetta laughs.
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VIOLETTA
Did you just “thou”? Thou meaning 
like-- ouch! I can take these off, 
right? If they get to be too--

The power goes out. Violetta’s shocking stops. 

ROYCE
Son of a bitch. It’s not even 
hurricane season yet.

Royce exits. Violetta takes a breather, recovering from all 
the shocks she’s just endured.

THUMP. She turns. The noise comes from the darkest corner of 
the dungeon where the closet is located.

She rises. Sticky pads still attached to her forearm, she 
feels her way to the shadowy corner. There, she begins 
running her hand across the wall until she grabs hold of the 
closet’s doorknob. She twists, it’s locked.

She presses her ear against the door, listens for a beat,  
until--

Lights come on, as do her shocks. She shrieks and tries 
pulling off the pads, but with one tug of the cords, her 
shrieking turns blood-curdling. 

She falls to the floor, writhing. Soon, she gathers up enough 
strength to try at the cords again. In agony, she rips them 
off her forearm.

She remains on the floor, beet red and shaking.

Royce enters.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
That should hold off for a...

She sees Violetta.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
What happened? Did you...

She starts cracking up.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
You tried pulling them off. Oh, oh 
God. Oh, God.

Even in pain, Violetta can’t help, but join in on Royce’s 
laughter.
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INT. PARLOR HALLWAY - SAME

Winifred’s high heels marching across the wood.

We hear whispering, doors shutting.

INT. WINIFRED’S BEDROOM - SAME

The Little Girl lies in bed, sound asleep.

We hear the bedroom door open and close. 

FOOTSTEPS circle around the bed.

Winifred kneels down in front of the Little Girl, pushes some 
of her hair out of her face.

WINIFRED
Sweetheart?

The Little Girl’s eyes open halfway.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
Were you dreaming?

She shakes her head.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
No, no. Of course you weren’t. 
Dreams are for little girls and 
you, you’re not like those other 
little girls, are you?

She shakes her head.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
That’s right, my angel. You’re 
special. So, so special. Know why?

She shakes her head.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
Because of all the little girls, I 
chose you.

Winifred pokes her on the nose, she giggles. Winifred 
caresses her cheek.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
Dear child, you’ve been holding up 
your end marvelously. Keep it up.

She kisses her on the forehead.

70.



WINIFRED (CONT’D)
Sleep well.

FOOTSTEPS circle back around the bed. Once again, the door 
opens and closes.

The Little Girl smiles, closes her eyes.

EXT. SAMUEL’S BACKYARD - EVENING

MONTAGE

A) Royce’s hands being washed thoroughly.

B) The pouring of red paint into a large bucket.

C) Paint brushes being arranged on a wooden table.

D) A St. Andrew’s cross being sanitized.

Royce steps back to see if she has missed any spots on the 
St. Andrew’s cross. She has. She wipes over a few places 
again.

A SHATTERING SOUND.

She stops, turns around - no one’s in the yard. 

INT. SAMUEL’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Royce enters to find Samuel at the island. The shards of a 
Whiskey bottle cover the floor. A half filled glass sits on 
the counter. 

They stare at each other for a beat, until he takes the glass 
and pours it out in the sink.

ROYCE
How many?

SAMUEL
A sip. Sips. Only a few.

ROYCE
I break my own rules from time to 
time.

She moves to the slider doors.
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SAMUEL
I’ve just. I’m a little nervous 
about. I’m more nervous than usual. 
I’m sorry. 

ROYCE
Well, you wrote it so we could 
always skip--

SAMUEL
No, no! You can’t just. You don’t. 
We can’t skip anything. Jesus. 

ROYCE
Okay.

SAMUEL
Sorry. Sorry.

ROYCE
Well then... you’re Fair Lady is 
ready when you are.

She exits.

He closes his eyes, takes a few deep breaths.

OVER BLACK:

SAMUEL’S HEAVY BREATHING AND WHIMPERING, FOLLOWED BY THE 
SOUND OF A HARD SLAP.

FADE IN:

EXT. SAMUEL’S BACKYARD - LATER

The words “recluse”, “freak”, “loser”, and “faggot” are 
painted in red on Samuel’s chest. He’s strapped to the St. 
Andrew’s cross. His right cheek is bright red and he’s 
stripped of all clothing, except for his boxers.

Royce stands before him, holding a paint brush. Some red 
paint is splattered on her body.

ROYCE
The following word a kin to thy 
ineptitude to uphold steady 
discourse without ma and pa abreast 
to filleth conversational fermatas - 
blank spaces answered with blank 
faces - thy flimsy hold of opposing 
eyes - look see, even in the now.
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She laughs, points. He stares at the grass.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Grass hath no portholes, but marry 
the dishonorable “That” dost. Raise 
em’, up, up, up!

He lifts his head.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Oh, those cheekbones. That impish 
crimson. His sycophantic hue 
returns at the thought of thy sad, 
sad, sad highway of friendship 
which has never hadst much 
congestion upon its unscathed 
cobblestone. 

She slaps him across the face, paints the word “awkward” on 
his chest.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
The following word rehashes the 
tale of a boy who, when atop his 
classroom soapbox, saw his critics 
inflate. Their heads being pumped 
of helium, but from where? From 
what pump? Couldst it be the pump 
that finds a shady roof under a 
jittering cranium? And uh-oh, the 
critics, their silence is somehow 
shrill. No, it is. It’s most 
definitely of the most deafening. 
And uh-oh, the boy’s cheekbones 
hath turned...

She waits for him to answer, he doesn’t. She steps closer and 
grabs his face, shaking it.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Hath turned what?

SAMUEL
Crimson.

She lets go.

ROYCE
But finally the boy shows teeth and 
lets his sputum rain shower fly 
from clouds of stammer.

(stutters)
“Ss-ss-ss-ss-ss-th-th-th-th-a-a-a-a-
am-am-am-am-er-er-er-er”.

(MORE)
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(laughs)
A switch wast soon made.

She slaps him across the face, paints the words “home-
schooled” on his chest.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
The following word is acquired from 
a letter. And I quote, “Dearest 
son, we’re in Stockholm. Sorry we 
didn’t informeth thee straight, but 
we will terry here until well after 
the holidays. I’ve deposited thy 
monthly allowance on schedule, but 
if I come upon the impression thy 
continually toiling thy hours forth 
on these abhorred writings, I’ll 
cut thee off. How many rejections 
from publishing agencies is needed 
in drilling some sense into thy 
thick, hapless skull? Thy mother 
and I lower our glasses to our 
abortive son and his abortive 
career.”

She slaps him across the face, paints the word “failure” on 
his chest.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Quitting while behind can too be 
admirable.

She saturates the brush, flings paint onto his body.

Samuel’s eyes begin to water. They move back down to the 
grass.

Royce pauses at the sight of him getting emotional, but 
quickly resumes.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
The following word being the 
concluding diagnosis for these 
symptoms: A lady’s giggle abaft. A 
lady’s absence unless jewels be 
bagged. A lady’s shoulder of a 
climate chilling enough to sustain 
frost in Death Valley. And lastly 
the endless shortcomings at having 
a lady’s love take... his 
innocents.

He’s hiding his face, sniffling. Royce again pauses.

ROYCE (CONT'D)
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ROYCE (CONT’D)
The ultimate diagnosis being 
incurable.

She slaps him across the face, paints “virgin” across his 
chest. 

She moves to him, leans into his ear.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
And as for ending one’s personal 
butchery, since we know thee can 
take the physical, it’s the 
degradation of.... 

She taps his temple.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
... that shall set thee free. The 
dishonorable “That” will walk 
alongside thy composure and abate 
only as it dost.

She moves away.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Tacking on the missing.

Each spoken word is followed by a HARD slap to the face.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Undesirable, disappointment, 
forsaken, unwanted, reliant, 
scrawny, unmanly, pussy, alone, 
alone, alone, ALONE!

He sobs, not even bothering to hide his face anymore. Once 
tears come into the picture, Royce has had enough. She backs 
away.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
And scene.

Trying to ignore Samuel, she begins cleaning up the space 
around her. Once the sobbing slows, she asks--

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Should I unstrap you now?

He nods. She unstraps him from the cross. He has finally 
stopped crying. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
How do you feel?
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SAMUEL
Good. I feel good.

ROYCE
You do?

SAMUEL
Yes. Now all that’s left is our 
honeymoon.

He walks off, disappearing into the kitchen sliders. She 
watches him go.

EXT. SAMUEL’S DRIVEWAY - LATER

Royce tosses her bags into her car, shuts the trunk. She 
turns, looks back at the mansion.

She crosses to the side of the house, begins peeking into the 
first floor windows. 

Royce’s POV: The dining room - empty. The spare bedroom - 
empty. Another spare bedroom - empty. The office - empty.

INT. SAMUEL’S BACKYARD - CONTINUOUS

Hunched over, Royce crosses to the back porch, ascends the 
steps, and moves to the first window to see--

Royce’s POV: a hallway - empty.

She moves to the next window.

Royce’s POV: the living room - Samuel sits on the couch, 
frantically writing all over his script. Pages have been 
torn, crumbled, and tossed onto the floor. He’s shirtless, 
still covered in the red paint.

Royce backs away, rushes back down the steps.

EXT. SAMUEL’S DRIVEWAY - CONTINUOUS

All goes silent.

As Royce heads for her car, we see her begin to tear up, 
taking deep breaths like she’s on the verge of 
hyperventilating.

She gets to her car, leans against the passenger door, sinks 
to her knees, and begins to weep.
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We watch her scream.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT

All remains silent.

Royce and Violetta move through the moonlight. Violetta’s 
face sports the same intense glower we saw before, while 
Royce’s face has changed. She’s deep in thought, no darkness 
in her eyes.

INT. STRIP CLUB BATHROOM - LATER

All remains silent.

Royce stares straight ahead at Violetta who’s lips move a 
mile a minute as she fixes her makeup in the mirror.

The silence is finally broken when a body entering the 
bathroom bumps into Royce and startles her. 

VIOLETTA
But he wasn’t even looking at me, 
it was like he was-- well, I guess 
he was really looking at the 
bartender, but--

ROYCE
It’s hot in here.

VIOLETTA
Huh? 

She stops, turns to her.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Not really.

ROYCE
I’m sweating. Everywhere. Jesus.

She begins pacing back and forth, fanning herself.

VIOLETTA
Why are you all flustered?

ROYCE
I just said. It’s hot in here.
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VIOLETTA
Yeah, but you’ve been like that 
all... wait a sec. Oh, my God. Did 
you meet someone?

She stops pacing.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Oh, my God. Who is he? Oh my God. 
Tell me everything. Where did you 
meet him? Is he tall?

Royce exits the bathroom.

VIOLETTA (CONT’D)
Royce? Hey!

INT. STRIP CLUB - CONTINUOUS

Violetta takes a moment to locate Royce in the crowd. She 
hightails after her.

VIOLETTA
Hey. Where are you going? What’s 
going on? Royce, hey. Wait. What’s 
wrong? Hey!

Royce stops, turns to her.

ROYCE
You know, you’re one whore of a 
distraction.

Royce scoffs at her, Violetta stops following.

Royce snatches a drink right out of a man’s hand, throws it 
back, and continues on. Her eyes scour the crowd for a 
moment. We only see the crowd from the neck down. 

MIDDLE AGED MAN (V.O.)
Hey, so you want to tell me why we 
had to go through the back?

She stops, smirks, and moves in the direction of whatever it 
is that’s caught her attention.

INT. DUNGEON HALLWAY - LATER

Royce leads a MIDDLE AGED MAN down the hallway. Her cockiness 
and intensity are back. Here we go, same routine as with the 
Handsome Man.
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ROYCE
What, don’t you like back doors?

MIDDLE AGED MAN
Hell, I prefer them.

He giggles. She rolls her eyes, he doesn’t see this. 

She unlocks the steel door, holds it open for him. She 
follows him inside--

INT. DUNGEON WAITING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Royce takes the Middle Age Man’s jacket off for him, hangs it 
up. He gives her a flirtatious smile which she does not 
return.

MIDDLE AGED MAN
Smells like rubber in here.

ROYCE
Does it?

He moves further into the room.

MIDDLE AGED MAN
What’s this place modeled after? A 
waiting room of some sort--

Buzz. Down to his knees he goes. She stands behind him, 
holding the taser to his spine. Suddenly, the taser stops. It 
has died.

He yells out in pain, remaining fully conscious. Royce begins 
smacking the taser, hoping to bring it back to life. It 
doesn’t revive.

The Middle Aged Man lunges at her. They fight. She holds her 
ground, throwing some decent punches, but after a while, 
she’s overpowered. He tosses her around like a ragdoll.

Grand finale - he throws her into the wall. She falls onto a 
table, breaking a lamp which was the room’s only source of 
light. All goes dark.

The Middle Aged Man spits on her.

MIDDLE AGED MAN (CONT’D)
Fucking whore!

He runs out of the waiting room.
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After a beat of catching her breath, Royce stands up and 
stumbles into--

INT. DUNGEON - CONTINUOUS

She shuts the door, backs away, and lets out a SCREAM, one 
that’s loud enough to wake the neighbors or maybe even the 
entire street.

Using her “magical finger”, she starts throwing objects 
around the room. Cabinets tip over, sex toys fly out of 
dressers, the ceiling fan is destroyed, the leather bed 
flips.

The only window flings open, letting in a strong gust of 
wind. She stops, crosses to the window, and shuts it.

ROYCE
(under breath)

Three’s not a crowd. Three’s not a 
crowd. Three’s not a crowd. 

We follow her as she backs away from the window, revealing 
that the room is back to normal. Nothing has been flipped, 
destroyed or thrown.

She falls to the ground, begins rocking back and forth with 
her head tucked between her legs.

INT. STAIRCASE - SAME

We’re behind the Little Girl as she descends the narrow 
staircase, leaving the red glow of the upstairs behind her.

WINIFRED (O.S.)
Do you hear that? Sheer 
pandemonium. She’s back in action.

Winifred’s hand comes into view as she places it on the 
Little Girl’s shoulder.

INT. DUNGEON HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

We stop following the Little Girl when Winifred stops 
following her; about halfway down the hallway.

WINIFRED (O.S.)
You know what to do.
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The Little Girl ventures on her own until she comes to the 
wide open steel door. She proceeds into the dark waiting 
room.

INT. ROYCE’S KITCHEN - LATER

Royce digs through her fridge, grabs a beer.

ROYCE
I look pretty, don’t I?

She laughs.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Here. You know what? Go at it.

She reaches into the fridge, grabs another beer, and hands it 
to the Little Girl.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Live it up, small fry. Cheers.

They both drink.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
You like lime flavored?

She nods.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Yeah? Good, right? Cleanses the 
buds.  

They continue to bond over beer.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Okay. Now, go on. Go. I’ll meet you 
out there. I have to... I have to 
play doctor first.

The Little Girl turns, heads for her bedroom.

INT. ROYCE’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

She crosses to the slider, enter out onto--

INT. ROYCE’S BALCONY - CONTINUOUS

She sits down on the cheep lawn chair, waiting.
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INT. ROYCE’S KITCHEN - SAME

Drops of blood drip into the drain.

Royce’s arm hovers over the sink. She’s giving herself 
stitches with an unsterile needle. 

She hums and smokes a cigarette all the while.

INT. ROYCE’S BALCONY - LATER

The Little Girl remains seated, sipping her beer.

Royce emerges from the slider doors with her arm poorly 
wrapped in a bandage, still smoking.

She leans against the rail, facing the Little Girl.

ROYCE
I was only a couple years older 
than you when I saw this eighteen 
year old getting raped. Yeah, I was 
working in my local butcher shop 
and one night when I walked passed  
the freezer, there she was, getting 
pile drived by the delivery men. 
Couple of them actually. They kept 
slapping sausage links in her face. 
It was kind of funny.

She takes a drag.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
I watched the whole thing happen. 
Start to finish. Never once did I 
think to stop it. Whoopsies. Does 
that make me a bad person?

The Little Girl shakes her head.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
I didn’t think it did either. I 
don’t think it does. Now, don’t get 
me wrong, I hate men. I mean, I 
HATE them. I hate them so fucking 
much I have two strung up in my 
closet as we speak. Just like a 
pair of cleaned turkeys in a 
display window.

She laughs.
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ROYCE (CONT’D)
But watching it... it was just so 
fascinating. I couldn’t move. I 
just... so powerless she was. 
Predator vs. prey, man. It’s crazy. 

She turns around, now facing the street.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
But there is this one boy. There’s 
this one. And he makes me red. Can 
you believe that? Red. Crimson. On 
my cheeks. I know, I can’t believe 
it either. And tomorrow’s our 
honeymoon. My face...

She groans.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
My fucking face. I’m going to look 
like shit on MY honeymoon. Look at 
my face. What did I do to deserve 
this?

She leans over the railing. The Little Girl watches.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
I make everyone else’s fantasies 
come to life, why the fuck 
shouldn’t I do the same with mine.

She begins waving her “magic finger” around, aiming at the 
streets below. This time, alike the Little Girl, we don’t see 
anything happen.

The Little Girl raises her hand and begins waving her index 
finger around, following the movements of the Wife.

Royce’s POV: Gory pandemonium in the streets. Of course, only 
males are the targets of this violence.

EXT. SAMUEL’S DRIVEWAY - DAY

Royce’s car speeds by at ninety miles an hour.

EXT. SAMUEL’S DRIVEWAY - CONTINUOUS

She parks.
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INT. ROYCE’S CAR - SAME

In the mirror, Royce applies cover up to some of her bruises. 

EXT. SAMUEL’S DRIVEWAY - CONTINUOUS

Royce steps out of the car and onto a trail of rose peddles 
that lead to the mansion’s front door.

INT. SAMUEL’S FOYER - CONTINUOUS

Royce enters to discover that the trail of rose peddles lead 
to a small clothes rack in the center of the foyer. Hanging 
from it is a zipped suit bag.

She crosses to it, unzips, and smiles. We don’t see what’s 
inside that’s causing her to turn red.

EXT. TRAIL - LATER

PAN UP Royce’s fitted, lace, Crimson gown. 

She’s being pulled in a chariot by Samuel.

ROYCE
Blueprint, shmoo-print! Oh, how 
mine mind and legs stayeth ope to 
the yearn of expectancy that’s 
shielded by thine unnecessary 
curtains.

SAMUEL
Curtain call is nigh, Fair Lady. I 
trot apace and rear for no serpent.

ROYCE
Call in favors then! Prithee! Blab 
that the queen is closeth and in 
need of being wrung dry. For her 
Crimson corset hath absorbed her 
patience by the gallon. Her 
footfall couldst be mistaken for 
splashing. 

SAMUEL
Lower thy hopeful dose. Quote I 
nigh, not close.

ROYCE
The mean of thy words art 
interchangeable.
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He giggles.

The trees above rustle in the wind. She throws her head back, 
watches this.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Half of both knowing. Such unfair a 
story. Bloated brain, art thou 
tickled?

SAMUEL
Squealing with ticklishness, yes.

ROYCE
Well, thy shouldnt be not. For I 
too know knowledge you don’t.

SAMUEL
Do tell, sweet love. This guiding 
horse races none in derbies of 
curiosity. Aye, I trample 
competitors. Allotment, please. 
Bread crumbs even. All or any. A 
snidbit. Do tell, sweet love. If 
thy mind is ope, do tell.

ROYCE
And slap away an upper hand?

SAMUEL
If you shalt not slap yours away 
then I shall not slap away mine.

ROYCE
Well played.

SAMUEL
Together, we play well.

They exchange smiles. Once he faces ahead again, she fixes 
her hair. 

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
But if a bread crumb swallowed, in 
return, a bread crumb be fed.

ROYCE
Then if thy words bestill in 
quicksands of honor, I’ll exit the 
narthex and enter through nave 
doors. Headed I am, for that booth 
used for expulsing truth.

He stops, sets down the chariot, and moves around the side.

85.



SAMUEL
Quicksands, Fair lady? Its 
inescapable pull ought pluck away 
the many tabs thy keeps on worry. 
Prithee, I’ll drop bread crumbs of 
mine honeymoon’s blueprint to thee.

ROYCE
When?

SAMUEL
In good time.

She raises her right hand. He follows. 

ROYCE
After me.

SAMUEL
With pleasure.

ROYCE
As God as my witness, I swear--

He throws his hand down, circles around the chariot in 
frustration.

SAMUEL
Oh, sweet love, lean on boulders, 
stones, a pebble. Which of any 
mayest be glossed in moss or 
honeydew and still holdeth steadier 
than God’s wobbly station. Hath 
thee seen the scenery lately? We 
marinate in woe. Amend, Fair Lady. 
Bethink oneself. Do so within the 
minute whilst he above hath yet 
adhered to thee his lead wings.

ROYCE
An ungodly God as my purblind 
witness.

They laugh. Samuel crawls onto the chariot, hovering over her 
seductively.

SAMUEL
Fair Lady’s severity more beautiful 
than a trove of weak smiles.

He touches her face.
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ROYCE
Well, well, well, an empty 
confessional. Dearest guiding 
horse, thou first and final bread 
crumb is... 

A pause as they stare into each other’s eyes.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
I oft dream in images of crimson, 
not hue, but liquid.

SAMUEL
I know.

ROYCE
Know you? How so?

SAMUEL
As do I dream in blood, sweet love.

EXT. BARN 1 - LATER

Samuel gets down on all fours. Red heels use his back as a 
stepping stool.

Once Royce is safely on the ground, Samuel stands.

An old wooden barn. Another trail of rose peddles lead to the 
barn door. We hear soft music coming from the inside.

SAMUEL
Fair Lady, after thee.

He holds out his arm, gesturing for her to lead the way. She 
does. He follows.

INT. BARN 1 - LATER

Royce and Samuel dance around a record player.

Both barn doors have been left wide open, displaying a 
beautiful view of the forest and sunset over the mountains in 
the distance.

As they dance, she attempts to lead, but he doesn’t allow it.

ROYCE
What art thou doing?

SAMUEL
Leading.
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ROYCE
Guiding horse, about mine bread 
crumb, I’m afeared I mean naught of 
gore. Images of gore art in 
ownership of the dishonorable 
“That”, not I.

SAMUEL
The dishonorable “That” who hath 
returned home to prep dinner for 
Asag, the darkest of angels whom 
she proudly wed. 

ROYCE
Course of one. River fish.

SAMUEL
Boiled alive by his hideosity.

ROYCE
(whispers in his ear)

More like her’s.

He laughs.

SAMUEL
Gore, a coup de grace’s self 
portrait, a gunman’s fuel filling a 
bottomless tank.

ROYCE
Gore, that ugly Crimson. 

SAMUEL
Not like thy gown.

ROYCE
Such is not a shade of the 
intellectual, but the shade of the 
simpleton who’s premeditation as 
imaginary as their prowess.

SAMUEL
Gore taketh no prowess.

ROYCE
But beautiful Crimson, the kind I’d 
wrestle with any for is controlled 
and monitored. Slow processions. 
Cuts that keepeth pale death 
penned, but contingent upon depth, 
weakens bars. Not quite roulette, 
nor a safe bet. 

(MORE)
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The veins, not dry to bone, but 
merely given a sifting.

SAMUEL
Those impurities art recycled for 
impure use, becoming friction’s 
friend as couple’s dance the dance 
of pleasure.

ROYCE
To bathe in my other half’s Crimson 
would launch me over reservoirs of 
bad blood unto clouds of new 
beginning.

SAMUEL
‘Twas noted.

Royce stops dancing, moves towards the open barn doors. He 
follows.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Fair Lady?

She doesn’t answer.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Art the trees in their bulk 
hampering thy view? Happy I’ll axe 
the throats of all trunks for my 
love.

ROYCE
Fie! Trees be the blockade of 
mercy. If axed then say farewell to 
slivers. Shine down that cancerous 
yoke dost in full sheen.

SAMUEL
Cancerous yoke? Love, thou art as 
opaque as soot.

She points to the sun.

ROYCE
Follow my point. If branches art no 
more of barriers than rays, with 
brimmed potential, they’ll extract 
seduction and all muses from these 
grounds, making uninspiring soils.

ROYCE (CONT'D)
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SAMUEL
Thou is faring with too much angst. 
Revival of inspire shall be poured 
from craters of the moon at his 
incursion.

ROYCE
Purgatory art the hours till. 
Wherefore dost this dark routine be 
birthed from light?

(beat)
Dearest guiding horse?

SAMUEL
Yes?

ROYCE
I want that yoke’s grave dug. Let 
the star dust fall and the 
Peregrines fly early.

SAMUEL
Doth rays extract all thy moods?

(steps closer)
Even the sensual?

ROYCE
Yes.

SAMUEL
Not if rays can’t findeth thee.

He grabs her hand, they take off running out of the barn.

EXT. FOREST - CONTINUOUS

Royce and Samuel hold hands, only running through parts of 
the forest where the branches block sunlight. They avoid the 
sun’s rays like they’re poisonous.

ROYCE
He hisses!

SAMUEL
With few breaths left, who blameth 
him?

They continue to do this, until they reach--
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EXT. BARN 2 - CONTINUOUS

Royce and Samuel lean against the wall of the barn, laughing, 
the kind that’s unscripted. 

She smiles hard at him. She suddenly remembers she has a 
line.

ROYCE
Oh, uh...

(recalling)
I await on seat’s edge for thy 
bread crumb promised. 

He smiles, relieved she’s remembered.

They both watch as one last sliver of sunlight, blocking the 
doors, vanishes. He again grabs her hand, leads her inside.

INT. BARN 2 - CONTINUOUS

A thousand twinkling red lights hang from the wooden beams.

A king sized bed is set in the center. On the bedside table 
are two knives, one small, the other large.

Royce begins circling the bed. Samuel stands at the foot.

ROYCE
(stern)

Layeth.

He lies down on the bed. She circles to the foot.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
My love, my dearest guiding horse, 
fore I carve thee free of a worn 
saddle, thou must know, the back of 
every queen fated to ‘gin aching 
from too long a sit upon her 
throne.

SAMUEL
Fair Lady, resignation from thy 
dais a step away.

ROYCE
And suddenly, my soles exchange 
greet with stone. Click-clack, 
click-clack. Forlorn I am to turn 
back.
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She grabs the large knife, straddles him. She cuts him free 
of all of his clothing aside from his boxers. She runs her 
hands down his chest, begins massaging his privates.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Honeymoon. Honeymoon. Making my 
loins swoon for a flooded vessel’s 
Crimson prune.

She sets down the large knife and grabs the small one. She 
cuts both of his arms, smears the blood on her neck and 
chest. She makes him lick her fingers clean while she licks 
the knife.

SAMUEL
Oh, honeymoon, thou art the 
climactic hew of mine virginal 
bloom.

ROYCE
Wait?

He grabs her hands. She drops the knife. He begins kissing 
her body. She tries to pull away, but he holds her down by 
the waist. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Hey-- what the hell?

He tries kissing her on the lips. She resists.

SAMUEL
As honorable as I hard, mine bread 
crumb hath been fed. The one who 
takes mine virgin title is a Fair 
Lady in this bed.

ROYCE
Hey, hey. Get off. Let go. Hey. 
None of this is in the script! 
Help! GET THE FUCK OFF!

As she struggles to break free, he cuts the side of her cheek 
with the small knife.

SAMUEL
I love thee. Prithee. Fuck me. Fuck 
me. FUCK ME!

ROYCE
Get off! Get the fuck off!
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SAMUEL
Till dusk do we honeymoon, sweet 
love.

She breaks free and crawls off the bed. He grabs hold of her 
foot, trying to pull her back. She kicks him away, rises to 
her feet, turns, and lets out a blood curdling SCREAM.

Samuel sits upright in bed, still as a statue. Suddenly, 
blood pours down the side of his face, coming from his right 
temple.

Royce looks as shocked as Samuel. 

Moving down her body, we see that she’s holding a broken 
piece of the bedside table in her left hand.

Samuel collapses onto his pillows.

The bed from OVERHEAD: It’s a blood bath, Crimson splattered 
everywhere. 

EXT. TRAIL - LATER

Royce drags Samuel’s unconscious body by his feet.

She stops to watch the last sliver of sunlight disappear 
behind the distant mountains.

INT. ROYCE’S CAR - LATER

Royce drives and smokes a cigarette, still in her blood 
soaked gown.

She comes to a stop sign. There’s a THUD. She turns, peering 
into her backseat. We don’t see what she sees. She laughs.

ROYCE
Oh, Fair Lady, how naughtier than 
usual you’ve been.

EXT. ROYCE’S BALCONY - NIGHT

Faint music.

Royce, still in her blood soaked gown, dances as she descends 
the spiral staircase attached to the balcony. 

She carries two generators. 
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The staircase leads to the door that sits on the street  
level--

INT. DUNGEON STORAGE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

She passes by a bunch of unused BDSM merchandise, cardboard 
boxes, and a large stack of lawn chairs. 

She enters into--

INT. DUNGEON - CONTINUOUS

The music comes from her record player. 

Royce dances over to an outlet, plugs her two generators into 
the wall. 

We pass by three bodies, all naked, aside from tiny g-
strings, and hanging from a metal rod by their bound hands. 
The Pimp, The Handsome Man, and Samuel. All fully conscious, 
but muted by duct tape.

As she adjusts the generators, the song ends. Before the next 
one begins, we hear what we couldn’t before - the men all 
crying in despair. 

The next song plays.

Royce disappears back into the storage room. We hear her 
happily singing along with the new song. 

She enters back into the room with a cheep lawn chair that 
she sets in front of her three victims.

She then crosses to a cabinet, pulls out three electro-play 
machines, and begins untangling the cords.

The cabinet is located next to the dungeon’s wide open steel 
door. Through this steel door, we see the waiting room’s 
steel door. A dent is forming from the other side. Someone in 
the hallway is trying to beat it down. One of the locks pops 
off.

Royce sees none of this.

She crosses to her three victims and pastes the sticky pads 
all over their bodies.

When finished, she steps back to see her fine work. Not 
satisfied, she RIPS a few off of each man and places them 
closer to their genitals.
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She takes a seat in her cheep lawn chair.

Deadpan, she stares at them until the song ends. It ends. 
With no more music, we again hear their cries. 

She points to the Pimp, then the Handsome Man, then Samuel. 
She does eeny-meeny-miny-moe repeatedly until she lets out a 
loud sigh and shrugs.

ROYCE
Eh. All for one.

She presses a single button on her remote control. All three 
men start convulsing from shocks.

She sinks into her chair, begins masturbating.

The shocks grow stronger and stronger. The men’s mouths foam, 
their eyes roll into the backs of their heads. After a while, 
they begin smoking, SIZZLING. Their cries are no more. 
They’re unconscious.

She’s climaxing.

Behind her, in waltzes the two parlor guards. They approach a 
clueless Royce from behind and club her in the back of the 
head.

She falls out of the lawn chair. 

In comes Winifred.

WINIFRED
Oh, just what kind of shit show is 
this?

She laughs. The three men remain frying alive.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
Any day. 

She snaps her fingers, the guards stop staring and retrieve 
Royce’s body. She sniffs the air.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
What is...

She see that the Handsome Man has soiled himself.

Carrying Royce away, the parlor guards follow Winifred as she 
exits the dungeon. 
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WINIFRED (CONT’D)
No wonder this building smells like 
a God damn flaming anus.

We stay on the men for a moment longer before the power goes 
out, ending their electrocution. 

SIZZLING.

INT. SHED - LATER

It’s pitch black.

We hear breathing and the sound of clanking metal, soon 
followed by the sound of a large car pulling up outside and 
parking. Its headlights shine through the window shades.

After a beat, we hear the fidgeting of keys. The doors open. 
On come the lights.

Royce is on the ground, chained to a steel stake with duct 
tape over her mouth.

Winifred enters, crosses to a floor door, opens, and descends 
a stairwell into an underground room.

MOVEMENT. After a beat, she arises, pulling along a chain.

Attached to this chain is an assembly line of CHILDREN, 
mostly girls. All malnourished, dirty, and between the ages 
of five and twelve.

She leads them out of the shed as she orders them not to make 
a sound.

Royce backs into the wall. She looks to her left, eyes 
widening at the sight of--

Violetta, who’s also chained to a stake in the opposing 
corner.

Winifred enters again, this time with a heavily TATTOOED MAN. 
They speak like it’s any ol’ conversation.

TATTOOED MAN
Ain’t ever understood it. His face 
starts cracking like fucking 
ceramic then he--

WINIFRED
Fucks her as she’s bleeding out. 
Christ, we’ve gone over this. 
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TATTOOED MAN
Yeah, but why did he fuck her? I 
mean after all of that, why give 
in? 

WINIFRED
The ghoul probably figured she was 
about to die anyway so he may as 
well give her what she’s always 
wanted.

TATTOOED MAN
His sausage?

WINIFRED
It was just a load of religious 
propaganda and some rain storms. 
Utter hogwash if you ask me.

TATTOOED GUY
Mouthwash?

WINIFRED
Hog, Dear.

Winifred closes the floor door.

TATTOOED MAN
God dammit, when that vine crawled 
into her cooch. Shit, even I 
squealed.

WINIFRED
Oh, please. You’re an easy scare. 
Well, you know what they say. 
Brighter days and better writers 
are on the horizon.

TATTOOED MAN
Got that right, chief. 

WINIFRED
Now, down to business.

TATTOOED MAN
Note pad. Where’s my pad.

He searches his pocket as they turn their attention to the 
chained girls.

WINIFRED
Where should we start?

She eyes both girls, settles on Violetta.
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WINIFRED (CONT’D)
Five foot flat. Red hair like a 
leprechaun’s wet dream. Irish, 
maybe Scottish. Angelic features. 
Early twenties. Was one of my older 
working girls of course.

TATTOOED MAN
Why are you getting rid of her? The 
age?

WINIFRED
No. Come to find out the little 
ginger snap was hiding money from 
me, running around with some pimp. 
A lovely, lovely pimp. How do we 
feel about pimps, doc?

TATTOOED MAN
(sarcastic)

They’re lovely.

WINIFRED
Lovely, yes. 

TATTOOED MAN
So how did you find out about the 
pimp?

WINIFRED
I have a little someone on watch at 
all hours of the day.

TATTOOED MAN
Smart.

WINIFRED
Thank you.

TATTOOED MAN
You pay em’ well?

WINIFRED
With all the love I posses.

TATTOOED MAN
And what about this one?

Their eyes move to Royce.

WINIFRED
About five-seven-ish. Brown hair. 
Hazel eyes. I’d shoot for Colombian 
or Puerto Rican. 

(MORE)
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God knows no one can tell the two 
apart. The usual mutt. Mediocre 
face. Old as the hills though, so 
of course out of courtesy I won’t 
be asking for much.

TATTOOED MAN
She one of your working girls too?

WINIFRED
No.

TATTOOED MAN
So why you getting rid of her?

WINIFRED
(shrugs)

... I just don’t like her.

TATTOOED MAN
Good enough for me.

WINIFRED
I’m asking four for the ginger snap 
and two for the wetback.

He pencils down some notes on his pad.

TATTOOED MAN
I can do three for the ginger snap 
and one and a half for the Selena 
look alike. 

WINIFRED
Ugh, the dreaded compromise. Yes. 
Sure. It’s a deal. I’ll be an easy 
buy for you today. I’m in no mood 
for arguments.

TATTOOED MAN
Who says we got to argue?

WINIFRED
You’re from the Broncs. Lets cut 
the shit and shake. I need a smoke.

TATTOOED MAN
You’re a dime, darling. You’re a 
dime.

They shake, he kisses the top of her head.

WINIFRED
I know.

WINIFRED (CONT'D)
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They walk to Violetta first. Winifred unlocks her chains. She 
screams through her duct tape as the Tattooed Man carries her 
out of the shed.

Winifred crosses to Royce, stares her down.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
What on earth are you wearing?

The Tattooed Man enters again, heads for Royce. Winifred 
unlocks her chains. He carries Royce out of the shed.

EXT. BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

The Tattooed Man carries Royce to a box truck.

They pass the Little Girl who stands on guard by the shed’s 
door, watching. Royce and the Little Girl exchange looks.

TATTOOED MAN
Shit, she’s heavier than I thought.

She’s thrown into the back of the box truck, joining Violetta 
and the children. The parlor security guards are inside as 
well. They grab her and chain her to a hook in the wall.

Winifred goes to her.

WINIFRED
Strap in, Oldilocks. Get ready to 
live out your worst nightmare; 
becoming someone else’s property.

Royce goes crazy, yanking at the hook, squirming and 
screaming through her duct tape.

Winifred smiles.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
So long. 

The Tattooed Man shuts the doors.

Little Girl’s POV: Winifred and the Tattooed Man exchange 
last words before he jumps into his box tuck. Winifred heads 
our way.

She stands beside the Little Girl, puts her arm around her 
shoulder.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
Wave goodbye to our friend.
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They both wave. He honks his horn as he pulls away.

Together, they walk back into the building.

INT. WINIFRED’S BEDROOM - DAY

All windows are open, curtains drawn. The room’s light, airy.

The Little Girl sits at the vanity. Winifred’s behind her, 
brushing her hair.

WINIFRED
And what have we learned?

She uses her finger to gesture that she’s “zipping her lips”.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
That’s right. You’re far too young 
to say anything worth while. One 
day I’ll allow you to speak once 
I’ve trained your words to be 
lucrative in their nature. So yes, 
you’ll observe and do only that 
until told otherwise. You know very 
well I can’t have a dimwit taking 
over, inheriting my empire.

Her brush gets caught on a knot.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
You can’t always rely on-- Christ 
almighty, how many knots can a 
little person have? Did we use up 
all of that detangler again? Remind 
me to get some more the next time 
we go to Costco.

She nuzzles her chin into the Little Girl’s neck.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
Look at you. My up and coming 
butterfly. Enjoy your wings when 
they come, kid, because in life, 
they’re chopped off...

She snaps her fingers.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
That quick... Now, last question. 
There are two types of people in 
this world. The cunning and the 
conned. Which are you going to be?
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The Little Girl holds up her index finger. Winifred tickles 
her with kisses.

WINIFRED (CONT’D)
Very good, my little caterpillar. 
Very good. Of the cunning you’ll 
be.

We pull back as the ticking fight ensues, enter into--

INT. PARLOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

We move in on a framed quote: “Corruption has always existed, 
it’s just not underground anymore”. 

We move backwards. No red lights. It’s bright and sunshiny. 
With all steel massage room doors open, we see that no 
customers are currently being serviced. 

Only the sound of wind coming from the open windows and the 
sound of the Little Girl giggling.

FADE TO BLACK:

THE END
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