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FADE | N:

Darkness. Night. A void. Nothing, but a small
tinkling sound as if a piano key is being struck. A
song, such as Strawberry Letter 23 by the Brothers
Johnson, plays as we begin to see a fluttering object
wafting down on a slight puff of air.

The object stops, |lying alone. Pink, crunpled paper,
crinkled and cracked like an autum | eaf. |mages of
strawberries dot the pink |eaf.

A drop of red falls. It lands on the |leaf. Plop.
Plop. We pull slowly back revealing a platform shoe,
a foot, and nore till we see the form the shape of a
femal e. A young wonman, beautiful, yet strangely
still. Her eyes are cold. Her throat is cut, the red
bl ood streaking her pink outfit as the red plops
spotted the strawberry letter.

SLOW FADE TO
EXT. PARKI NG LOT - NI GHT

Nondescript. Anywhere in any suburbia. Quiet,
|l onely. Streaks of amber street |anplight plop
brightness in seenm ngly indiscrimnate patterns.

We nove slowy through the darkness, threading our
way. In front of us, a FIGURE, just beyond the reach
of a street light’'s gleam

We sl ow as we approach the figure, fenale, sexy even
in the half-light. Short skirt, heavily nade up,

cl eavage i n abundance, and the eyes, those eyes, like
cat’s cutting through the thick darkness.

But we don’t stop at her, we pass her noving forward,
i nexorably. Qur gaze shifts up and we see the sign,
MOTEL.

EXT. MOTEL - CONTI NUOUS

The nmusic continues its nmagic as we pass W ndows in
the night. Shades drawn, curtains closed, nostly
darkness. COccasionally, there is light, a glinpse,
COUPLES copul ating, A MAN al one, readi ng, A WOVAN
watching TV. A LONELY SOUL masturbating in the bluish
gl ow of the tel evision.



We slowy pass this evidence of humanity, and nove up
toward the second floor, and a wi ndow, open, curtains
ruffling in a soft summer breeze.

We nmove in closer for a look. A MAN sits in a chair,
his back to us. W can only see the top of his head.
It al nbost bobs in tine to the nusic. W npve in for a
cl oser | ook.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTI NUOUS

We see the man, not too old, yet not young, his hair
thinning, a bit gray maybe. The nusic seens softer
here, as we try to nove around for a better | ook at
this person.

His face | ooks al nost beatific in the soft |anplight.

We step back for a better | ook and see that there is
someone else in the room W can al nost snell her
scent. There is a wonman here.

The man reclines in the chair, his head back, his
pants to his ankles, A WOVMAN kneel s between his |egs,
her head in his |ap, bobbing up and down.

Suddenly, the man | ooks up, and grabs the woman’s head
pul ling her off of him She kneels back.

Her eyes look up at himw th that vacant | ook of one
who has seen and done too nuch in too many notel
rooms. Then, a flash, as her blue eyes radiate a
knowi ngness seem ngly inpossible for this wonan to
have.

The woman, KATLYN, shifts to get confortable. Her
skin glistens white. It shines, shimers, the
snoot hness al nost too perfect.

Her lipstick is slightly smeared and she ri ses,
turning toward the mrror in the room She picks up
her purse and finds her lipstick, fixing it as she
tal ks.

KATLYN
You O K., baby?

The man | ooks at her and frowns slightly.



Fi ne.

MAN
l"m fine.

down around his ankl es.

He rises, his pants still
Katl yn stares at the sight and can’t
out a little giggle. The man scow s.

hel p but force

KATLYN

|’ msorry, baby. Cone on,

you want some help with

t hat ?
She wal ks over to himand grabs his crotch. He backs
away and pulls up his pants.
Katl yn backs away and surveys the scene. Her eyes
wander around the room She takes it all in. On the
dresser, she sees a small piece of pink paper. It

seens to be dotted with sonmething. Strawberries?

She turns from that and quickly |ooks through her
purse, rifling its contents |ooking for sonething very
speci fic.

Across the room
and | ooks i nsi de.

the man has opened up his briefcase

On the other
cell phone.

side of the room the woman has found her

KATLYN

(conti nui ng)
Look, baby, if we’re done
here. | nmean, | can go
now, if you want. You
have nme for another ten,
fifteen, mnutes, but you
know, if you re busy. |If
you're tired,

bl ocki ng her exit fromthe
Her purse falls.

The man noves toward her,
room He grabs at her.

MAN
(cutting her
Don’t go.

of )

Katlyn junps back.



KATLYN
Son of a bitch.

The man ignores the fallen purse. He stares down,
al nost unaware of her presence, except for the brief
wor ds he has spoken to her.

Katl yn pauses, hesitates. She spies the door, nere
steps fromwhere she is, yet blocked by the man. She
clutches her phone. She |ooks down at the purse and
its spilled contents.

KATLYN
O. K. Baby. |[|I’m here.
I’ m here for whatever you
want. O K. ?

She begins picking up the contents of her purse. The
man reaches down and grabs a picture that has fallen.

| NSERT
Of picture. It is a picture of a young pretty girl.
BACK TO SCENE

As Katlyn grabs the picture back fromthe man.

MAN
Pretty girl.
KATLYN
My niece. Desy. She's
dead.
MAN
Sorry.
KATLYN

Dead a while. Forget it.
We all die sonetine.

The man nods. He wal ks back toward the bed and his
bri ef case.

There is a long unconfortabl e pause.



KATLYN

(conti nui ng)
So, what do you want ne to
do, baby? What can | do
for you? You want nme to
finish what | started? It
was good, wasn’'t it baby?
| give the best fucking
head in town.

The man gl ares at her. Suddenly, his eyes go cold,
hard, the grayish tint in them now betrays no enotion.

Her eyes neet his, but this tinme there is steel and
metal in her gaze back at him

MAN
| don’t want your nout h.
I want all of you.

She pulls off her dress, standing there in her bra and
panti es.

KATLYN
You want to fuck ne?

The man’ s gaze penetrates her. She stares back.

MAN
Not just yet.

KATLYN
What do you want ?

It is alnost a challenge. The woman fingers the cel
phone.

MAN
Waiting for a call?

The man smles for the first tine.

MAN
(conti nui ng)
What ' s your nanme?

KATLYN
Katlyn. What’s your,
what should | call you?



MAN
You can call ne, John.
Katlyn sm | es.
KATLYN
John. How original .
Wel I, John, what do you
want me to do for you?

Time i s running out.

JOHN

Yes, isn't

John pulls out sonme hundred-

them on the bed.

it though?

dollar bills. He places

Katl yn eyes them hungrily.

JOHN
(conti nui ng)

For you. For

t oni ght .

The whol e ni ght.

KATLYN

A | ot of npney.
girl. Maybe
share it. You

For
shoul d
t hi nk |

one

shoul d share it?

John | ooks puzzl ed for

a nonent,

unsure what to do.

JOHN
What do you nean?

Katlyn slowy wal ks to him

shut and backs away from her.

st and opposite each other.

He sl ams his briefcase
She stops noving. They

KATLYN
Well, John, | nean, woul d
you like two girls? 1’'d

like to share ny good

fortune. Share it with a
friend. Wuld you like
that? Like to see ne and
another girl? Like to see
nme between the | egs of
anot her girl.

John pulls his noney up off of the bed.



JOHN
No.

Katlyn throws caution to the wind as she breaks toward
him al nost throw ng herself into his arns.

KATLYN
Hey, John, don’t be so
hasty. \Where are you
going with the noney?

John pushes her back.

JOHN
Fucki ng whore.

Kat|l yn grabs her dress and puts it back on.

KATLYN
Yeah, |’m a whore. But,
you're a fucking nut.
Fuck you. Nobody talks to
me like that. Go fuck
yoursel f.

JOHN
VWhat time is it?

KATLYN
Fuck you.

She grabs her purse and heads for the door.

JOHN
Wait. Don’t go.

KATLYN
Don’t pull that innocent
shit on ne now.

Katl yn gazes at him Long and hard. He stunbles,
trips, paces in place. He looks at the clock. It
says 4: 00 AM

JOHN
l"msorry. Two girls.
[t’s just. Two girls was
not in ny plans.



KATLYN
So, just say so.

JOHN
|’ ve never done two girls.
Two at once. That is.

Katl yn eyes him She smles to herself. She knows
this man. She knows him understands him and is
ready for him

John has been noving from one persona to another. He
bobs from one foot to the other as if he is the
naughty boy caught in the act in sixth grade.

Hi s eyes flit around the room never stopping on one
thing for any length of tine.

KATLYN
So, John, you’ ve never
done two girls. Vel I,
toni ght you will,
(Pause.)
Baby.

EXT. MOTEL - NI GHT

The figure we saw during the opening scene bends over
the hood of a car. W can see she is beautiful, sexy,

maybe a bit overly made up, but still sexy and
beautiful. Her skin has the sanme porcelain sheen that
Katl yn has.

A MAN i s behind her pounding away. She casually files
a very sharp nail

VOVAN
Ch, baby, oui, oui.
MAN
| love it in French, baby.
Yeah.
They continue like this for a few nonents till the nman

conmes. He pulls out, zips up and races off. The
woman casual ly pulls her panties up and snoot hes her
skirt down.



She fixes herself up for her next client, as her cel
phone rings.

She reaches into her purse to answer it.
| NT. MOTEL ROOM — SAME TI ME

Katlyn stands in front of the mrror in her bra and
panties. She preens slightly, checking out her own
body.

KATLYN
(into phone)
Hel | o, Angelique. It’s
Kat | yn.
EXT. MOTEL - SAME TI ME
The woman, Angelique, listens. The conversation

concl uded, she flips off the phone.

Her green cat’s eyes sparkle in the darkness and she
smles, her white teeth shining like little knives.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM — SAME TI ME

Katlyn flips off her cell phone and turns to face
John.

KATLYN
It’s all set.

JOHN
How | ong?

The room seens to swirl into a foggy m st around John
He staggers back and clutches at the curtains for

bal ance. He reaches toward his briefcase, alnpost as
if there is something there that he cannot do w thout.

Suddenly, a figure al nost appears in the bathroom
doorway.

ANGEL | QUE
Not very | ong.

John | ooks at her in shock and lust. Shock because he
wonders where she came from Did he drink something?
Lust because her body spills out fromher outfit.
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Angel i que saunters past John letting himcatch a whiff
of her scent. It brings himback to life and he grabs
for his briefcase once again.

Angel i que stands next to Katlyn.

KATLYN
Li ke this, John?

JOHN
Very much.

KATLYN
Wwant to watch?

JOHN
Yes.

KATLYN

Pull up a chair.

Katl yn noves the chair into position and pushes John
back into it. He has a perfect view of the bed.

Katlyn clinbs onto the bed and beckons for Angelique
to join her. Angelique throws off her dress and
crawm s onto the bed.

John watches with fascination as the two woman touch
gently, stroking each other softly.

Katlyn’s nmouth parts slightly as she noves in to kiss
Angel i que. They kiss fervently, tongues noving, teeth
glistening. Alip is bitten and a small anount of

bl ood flows fromthe wound. Katlyn licks it up.

KATLYN
Hrm bl ood.

She | ooks at John, who sits nesnerized with his
bri efcase on his | ap.

KATLYN
(conti nui ng)
You don’t have to just sit
there. Get confortable.
Enj oy the show.

JOHN
| am confort abl e.
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John | ooks into the case. For the first tinme, we see
the glint of steel in the case. But, he bypasses the
steel and pulls out sone nylon rope.

KATLYN
Mm vyou |i ke bondage?
Want to tie us up?

ANGELI| QUE
No. No rope.
KATLYN
Rel ax. Rel ax. lt’s all a

game, right?
John rises. He stretches out the rope.

JOHN
Yes, a gane.

Hi s eyes peruse the two wonen, and he nakes his
deci sion. He steps toward Angelique. He roughly
grabs her.

ANGEL | QUE
Easy. Easy.

Katlyn gently strokes Angelique’s hair.

KATLYN
It’1l be fine. Right,
John?

She | ooks up at John. Her eyes stare at his. His
eyes enotionlessly stare back at her.

The room seens to swirl and speed up and John’s hands
nmove with speed and dexterity tying up Angelique. She
squeals as if she were a stuck pig.

Speed, swirl. Modtion, as Katlyn suddenly sees the
knives in John’s hands. Her gaze wi dens and she
bolts, racing toward the door, but John catches her.
They struggle. He throws her to the bed. John pulls
out the large knife.

Angelique tries to cry out, but the sound is nuffled
when the bl ade crosses her throat and slits her vocal
cords. Blood spills fromher wound onto the bed.
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John junps on top of Katlyn.

JOHN
| told you. Told you, I
wanted all of you.

The blade glints in the dimlight and conmes down,
again and again. Screanms into gurgles, then silence,
except for John’'s heavy breathing.

FADE OUT
FADE | N:
| NT. MOTEL ROOM - LATER

John reclines in the chair admring his handy worKk.
The clock says 5:00 AM

JOHN
It’s al nbst over. Al npst.
Just a few nore things
that | have to do. Don’t
worry, Katlyn. You won't
be found ten years from
now i n sone ditch, al
bones and dust. It has to
be seen. A few nore
hours. Aren’t we al

happy?
He | aughs briefly, then his demeanor changes.

JOHN
(conti nui ng)
You fucking whores.
Fucki ng goddam whor es.
Had it comng. Had it
fucki ng com ng.

He reaches into his bag to pull out a |arge cleaver.

The roomswirls as if the foggy night is invading the
interior of the notel.

John turns toward the bed. The bodies are gone. He
stands, his feet transfixed. He |ooks. There is no
bl ood. Nothing. It’s as if nothing happened. Then,
he sees the figure in the corner of the room
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The face is in shadows. Katlyn’s voice is heard from
the figure.

KATLYN
Hel | o, John.

John cannot speak.

KATLYN
(conti nui ng)
Thought you could kill ne.
Did you?

The figure wal ks out of the shadows. It is Katlyn.
She appears as she did earlier, no blood, no wound.
She wears her dress.

KATLYN

(conti nui ng)
You tried. Oh, you tried.
But this tine you didn't
succeed. No, not this
time. Not like that tinme
in Utah. Renenber Utah,
John. A young girl.
About 16. Just out
| ooking for a ride. |
remenber her. She was ny
descendant. Yes, ny
descendant. See, |’ve
been | ooking for you for a
while. And | had all the
time in the world on ny
side. I'ma bit ol der
than | 1 ook John.

She | aughs at this and we see the fangs, the incisors,
sharp and deadly.

Suddenl y, Angelique junps up from behind the chair, a
piece of wire in her hands. She |eaps and garrotes
John, pulling himback into the chair by the wire.

The wire tightens. John’s eyes bulge. Hi s tongue
sticks out and turns bl ue.

Hs |life fades, but it will not go quietly and easily.
Angel i que tightens her grip.
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Katlyn | eaps, a feral growl escaping her lips. Her
fangs find the flesh of John’s neck and rip into it,
sendi ng bl ood spurting out of the open wound. Katlyn
drinks deeply.

John struggl es, sputters, gurgles and dies. Angelique
rel eases the wire. She grows along with Katlyn.
They kiss, sharing the blood of their prey.

Msts swirl within the room
Kat|l yn and Angelique are gone.
EXT. MOTEL - NI GHT

Two figures appear in the msts. They saunter away
fromthe notel and seemto disappear into the night.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM — MORNI NG

John’s body lies dead in the chair. On the bed,
evidence of his serial killing is lain out. It is
very neat and net hodi cal .

On John’s body, a small piece of pink paper dotted
with strawberries |ays.

TWO DETECTI VES stand over the body.

DETECTI VE ONE
What a fucking ness.

The ot her detective thunbs through the evidence.
The first detective stares at the strawberry letter.

DETECTI VE ONE
The strawberry letter
The strawberry letter
killer. Christ, | hate
fucking killers with
ni cknames. Such a fucking
cliché.

The detective reads the letter.

DETECTI VE TWO
What's it say?
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DETECTI VE ONE
Usual shit. Obviously
didn’t turn out the way he
pl anned, huh? OCh, well,
fuck him

The detective tosses the letter toward the body. It
floats down gently on a current of air.

Musi ¢ such as Strawberry Letter 23 by the Brother’s
Johnson plays as we

FADE TO:

EXT. WOODS — DAWN

Angel i que and Katlyn dance in the woods, fading into
the msts as if they were two ghosts, |eaving the
woods col d and enpty.

FADE TO BLACK



