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INT. COURT ROOM - DAY

We pedestal up a wooden podium to the throne of a court 
judge. His skin droops off his weathered skeleton. Spectacles 
perfectly notched into his proboscis.

JUDGE JUSTICE
The defendant has been accused of 
first degree murder.

We slowly pan away from the judge to the jury, then the court 
audience, and then to the defendants lawyer. Everyones 
attention is directed towards the camera, and towards an off-
screen character.

JUDGE JUSTICE (CONT’D)
Let’s begin.

INT. LAVISH HOUSE - NIGHT

HOLLY OAK (39) stares into the camera. Eyes veiled with 
horror. Blonde, dressed in a white robe, eyes that mesmerize. 
She oozes old-school Hollywood.

HOLLY
It doesn’t need to be this way. 

We pull back, now perched over the shoulder of a dark figure. 
Holly is backed up against a dark red wall decorated with 
porcelain angels.

DARK FIGURE
I can’t let you go...I can’t do it.

HOLLY OAK
We both made mistakes, we both have 
regrets. But this-this is too far.

DARK FIGURE
Too far!? How far then?! How far 
can I go?

HOLLY
I-

DARK FIGURE
Was it too far when you fucked Jim? 

Holly can’t muster up a response.

DARK FIGURE (CONT’D)
Maybe it was too far for us to get 
engaged. 

(MORE)



Maybe it was too far to ask you 
out. Shit, maybe I went too far 
when I introduced myself.

HOLLY OAK
That’s not true.

The dark figure takes a deep breath.

DARK FIGURE
You’re right. 

THREE GUNSHOTS blast through Holly’s abdomen. Her body still 
stands, not yet aware of the damage. The dark figure moves in 
closer.

DARK FIGURE (CONT’D)
Nothing between us is ever too far. 

Holly falls to the ground. Crimson bleeds through her silk-
white night gown. The dark figure kneels down to her level.

DARK FIGURE (CONT’D)
And there’s nothing I won’t do...to 
keep us together.

His face now revealed. Mid-length dark hair. A sharp jaw, 
heinously charming eyes, and a clean shaven face. A handsome 
amalgam of perfect features. He’s got a dark peacoat draped 
over a collared shirt and tie. This is CALVIN BANKS. 

Calvin leans in to kiss Holly’s blood tipped lips. Intimate 
yet morbid. He caresses her head gently. She’s completely 
soaked in blood, too much blood.

He pulls back to admire her. His hand wanders to her throat 
and digs into the esophagus. She gasps for air and flails her 
limbs until they give out and fall to the ground.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
CUT!

We pull back to reveal the viewfinder of a camera. Beside it 
a woman seated in a director’s chair. This is SAM (28).

SAM
Good work guys.

A beanie precariously rests on her half-shaven head. Dark 
hair drapes down the right side of her face and stops just 
above her shoulder. Pale skin contrasted with a touch of 
mascara. 

DARK FIGURE (CONT’D)
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Thick framed black glasses. Plaid dress pants, a black 
turtleneck, and a short leather jacket.

Her middle and index fingers tattooed with the black and 
white lines of a director’s clapboard. 

SAM (CONT’D)
Let’s do it again but with less 
gore. It’s too much.

Next to Sam is MAX (32). Generic in look, slightly 
overweight. He’s got buzzed brunette hair, khaki shorts, a 
plain polo, and a megaphone. 

MAX
(Into the megaphone.)

You heard her, reset.

A swarm of crew members huddle around the blood covered Holly 
Oak. Her actual name is AUDREY FEILDS (39). 

Calvin, also known as DIRK MASON (32), has a single drop of 
fake blood hang from the corner of his mouth. 

He angrily spats out the red ooze onto the floor.

DIRK
Are you kidding me? This blood 
tastes like shit.

AUDREY
(Mockingly)

Aww, poor baby.

DIRK
You can speak when spoken to miss 
Hollywood Hostess.

Audrey’s jaw drops.

SAM
Don’t talk to her that way.

DIRK
No, you don’t talk to me that way.
You barely pay me enough for one 
perfect take, let alone two.

Dirk storms off set. Max turns to Sam, concerned and fearful.

MAX
Sam, don’t do it.
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Sam briefly glances at Max before she launches out of her 
chair and after Dirk.

EXT. STUDIO LOT - DAY

Dirk’s in full stride, headed to his trailer a few dozen feet 
in front of him.

SAM (O.S.)
Hey!

Dirk ignores her. He throws his jacket and tie to the ground 
as he continues forward. Sam finally catches him by the arm 
and whips him around.

SAM (CONT’D)
Who the fuck do you-

DIRK
Think I am? Hmm, oh-oh it’s on the 
tip of my tongue. Oh that’s right. 
I’m Dirk-fucking-Mason. Three time 
oscar recipient, one time sexiest 
man of the year, and twelfth 
highest paid actor of all time.

SAM
Twelfth? Nobody brags about being 
twelfth!

DIRK
But I’m not nobody! Everybody knows 
exactly who the fuck I am. The real 
question is who in the hell are 
you?! What, you make one half-
decent Sundance flick and think you 
can come into my house barkin 
orders?

SAM
My script, my set, and my movie.

DIRK
Bullshit. This.

(Dirk gestures all 
around.)

This is mine. All of it. Cause 
guess what? I’m the main character. 
I lead the way. You’re just an 
extra in the background of my life.
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Sam’s throat constricts, her eyes boil. Dirk turns away and 
opens the door to his trailer. She gags up a response right 
before he closes the door.

SAM
Fuck you Dirk.

Dirk peaks his head out to play with his food.

DIRK
Fuck you harder Sam.

He shoots her a wink and slams the door behind him.

INT. STUDIO SET

A modest crew of about ten people work to clean up the blood 
on set. Sam walks up to Audrey as a young man named BILLY 
(22) tries to clean the fake blood off her. 

Billy’s gangly and disproportionate. An awkward, pasty 
skinned, kid dressed in dad pants and new-balance sneakers. 

He savors his up close moment with Audrey as he nervously 
wipes the blood away with a white rag.

Sam walks back into the studio.

SAM
Audrey, I’m so sorry.

AUDREY
No, no, it’s fine.

(To Billy)
I think I can handle the rest 
myself Billy, thank you.

Billy seems overly pleased with the acknowledgement and walks 
away with a giddy grin. The bloody rag still in his hand.

SAM
He has no right to talk to you like 
that.

AUDREY
No, he doesn’t. But I’d rather shut 
him up by stealing the show than 
starting a war.

SAM
Well, you’re doing a great job. I 
just...
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Sam’s eyes drop to the floor, defeated.

Audrey dabs her finger in some of the fake blood left on her 
chest and playfully blots it onto Sam’s forehead. 

AUDREY
Boop.

Sam looks up to Audrey’s playful smile, immediately 
captivated.

The blood starts to drip down Sam’s forehead and the two 
can’t help but laugh. Audrey starts to walk away.

AUDREY (CONT’D)
(Her voice drops an 
octave, playfully over-
the-top.)

Don’t worry darling, I feel 
fantastic.

The two laugh in unison as Audrey leaves the set, still 
somewhat blood spattered.

AUDREY (CONT’D)
I’ll be showering in my trailer if 
you need me.

Sam’s eyes follow Audrey as she leaves. She softly bites her 
lower lip, but catches herself staring. 

She notices Billy in the corner of the studio, stuck in the 
same gaze she was. 

SAM
Stop that.

Billy jumps and scurries away with his head down.

EXT. STUDIO LOT - CONTINUOUS

Sam walks out of frame in the background. Audrey’s still on 
the move.

She devolves from upbeat to upset in a matter of seconds. Her 
smile cracks and reforms continuously. Deep breaths fight 
back the oncoming surge of tears.

We follow her into her trailer. It looks more like an 
expensive apartment on the inside, complete with a living 
room, bedroom, kitchen, and bathroom, albeit condensed.
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Audrey heads to the bathroom, takes off her wedding ring, and 
places it on the counter. 

She slips off her bloody robe and into the shower. Lavish, 
but barely big enough for a couple.

Water explodes out of an ornate faucet and onto Audrey. 

She wipes away some of the blood until her emotions finally 
overwhelm her. 

Back pressed against the shower wall, she slides down to the 
tile floor. Her head in her arms, faux-blood drains from her 
skin and dissipates into crimson clouds in the puddles around 
her. 

We see her through an opaque glass shower door, boxed in 
tightly within an already cramped bathroom, tightly balled up 
on the floor.

THE TRAILER DOOR OPENS off screen. 

Audrey notices and rises from the floor. She returns to 
normal just as a man enters the bathroom. 

A collared shirt, jeans, and boxers drop off him onto the 
floor. He takes off his wedding ring and places it besides 
hers on the counter.

He walks up to the shower and pulls open the door. Audrey 
half-way covers herself with her hands and pretends to be 
happily surprised.

AUDREY
Hey! Excuse me mister, but I’m a 
little busy.

JOE (39) stands outside the shower, a muscular and attractive 
everyday man. He has brunette hair and a well groomed beard. 
Audrey’s husband. 

JOE
Sorry ma’m, I’m just here to help.

He confidently marches in and holds Audrey in his arms as he 
kisses her all over. She starts to giggle and then moan. 

However the look on her face is somber.

Bloody water drips down her cheeks. It’s unclear whether they 
are tears or streaks from the shower. The opaque shower door 
closes shut.
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CUT TO BLACK:

FADE IN:

STUDIO EQUIPMENT CLOSET

We’re in a small closet with stale lights. Deep inhales 
plague the otherwise silent room.

We pan across various studio equipment till Billy enters the 
frame. He furiously sniffs the faux-bloody rag used to clean 
Audrey. 

The door behind him swings open without warning. Max enters, 
somewhat alarmed by Billy’s presence.

MAX
What are you...is that blood? Are 
you okay?

Billy looks down at the bloody-rag.

BILLY
Y-yeah, I just had a uhm...had a 
bloody nose. 

He draws the rag back to his face.

MAX
That’s a lot of blood. Are you 
okay?

BILLY
N-no. It’s fine.

He pulls the rag away.

BILLY (CONT’D)
I-I think it’s over now.

MAX
Alright, just be careful. Anyways, 
I doubt Dirk will come back anytime 
soon so feel free to take off.

BILLY
S-sounds good.

Max leaves. Billy looks down at the fabric and shakes his 
head, disappointed. He grabs a couple paper towels from a 
shelf, wipes his face, stashes the rag in his back pocket, 
and walks out.
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