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FADE IN:

INT. CAR - NIGHT

The glowing orange text of the digital clocks strikes 12.

MICHAEL (38), hunched over the wheel with frazzled hair and 
a wrinkled business suit, struggles to keep his eyes open. 
The sounds of hard rain hitting the exterior of his car.

POV outside the window. Streaks of rain shine in the 
headlight beams. No road lights. No houses. Just empty world 
and dark road.

Michael shakes, sits up straight, flips on the radio.

Static.

He looks over at it. Hits the “seek” button. Again. Again.

Static.

POV outside the window. Through the thick rain, a shiny red 
car appears. Michael startles.

His foot smashes the break. He grips the wheel.

The car halts just feet from a tow truck lugging a red 
sedan. The tow truck’s ass hanging out of the gate on the 
side of the road. The side of the truck reads: “Jakes 
Junkyard”

The junkyard gate slides open. The tow truck pulls in.

Michael takes a deep breath.

Outside, down the road, a neon pink glow.

Michael peers at it. Starts driving.

EXT. MOTEL - NIGHT

“Berry’s Inn & Suites” in bright pink neon. Two rows of 
motel rooms behind the front office.

Michael’s pulls into the parking lot.

INT. FRONT OFFICE - NIGHT

Michael rushes through the door holding his coat over his 
head, soaked.

In the enclosed, box-office-like front desk, BERRY (40), 
dons a big friendly smile. 
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He has long hair, a wrist full of bracelets, hand full of 
rings, and wears a long-flowing, bright red rob patterned 
robe. His bracelets follow no theme, all different, some 
cheap beads, some elegant gold.

The box-office is enclosed all around except for the glass 
window. Nothing below Berry’s waist is visible.

BERRY
Good evening, sir. Just you?

Outside the plexiglass window, a Venus flytrap in a vase. 
Bright red color inside it’s mouth.

Michael walks up to the front desk.

MICHAEL
Yeah, just for the night. Something 
cheap. I didn’t plan this stop.

BERRY
That’s most of our guests. Our 
rooms are optimized for those 
short, unexpected stays.

Berry kneels down to grab something. Some keys jingle.

The Venus flytrap stairs at Michael, mouth wide open. 
Michael its mouth with his pinkie finger. It clamps down. 
Michael pulls his finger away.

MICHAEL
Right.... Optimized, huh?

Berry stands, then hands Michael a key through the window. 
Michael pulls his wallet out. Berry zeroes in on Michael’s 
shiny silver watch.

BERRY
Say, that’s quite a watch.

Michael touches the watch, pauses.

MICHAEL
Thanks...

Michael holds out the credit card with his no-watch hand.

BERRY
Oh, no. Pay after your stay. Only 
if you’re completely satisfied.

Michael pulls back the card, awkward.
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MICHAEL

All right... I’ll just--

BERRY
Have a great stay, sir.

Berry still stares down at the watch.

Berry watches Michael walk out. Then looks down at the Venus 
fly trap.

Its mouth opens up.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

The couch wide open as Michael pulls the bed out of it.

He unfolds the legs, then stares down at the janky, flat 
couch bed.

MICHAEL
Optimized...

He plops down on his back, fully clothed, his feet hanging 
off the bed, planted on the ground.

MICHAEL
(sotto)

Hmm. Wow...

His body relaxes as he nestles in. He closes his eyes.

MICHAEL
The hell kind of couch bed...

As he shifts, the metal legs squeak. He smiles, comfortable. 
Then, a loud echo of a rustle comes from inside the couch 
bed. Almost like a gurgle.

Michael sits up. Looks at the couch. Shifts to make the bed 
squeak. Shrugs. Plops back down.

CUT TO:

Michael, fully clothed, feet still planted on the ground, 
snoring. He rustles a bit.

A gurgle comes from the bed. Michael stirs.

He kicks his shoes off, pulls them up on the bed.

Another gurgle emanates from the opening of the couch-bed.

3.



writtenby.m
lathrom

.com
Michael shifts up, moves his head toward the opening. His 
hands reach up to the pillow. He moves up until his hands 
are under the pillow and he is face-down.

A low grumbling sound grows louder. Echoes from the couch-
bed.

Michaels hand dips off the bed into the opening.

THE HAND

Dips further down. His fingers twitch. A loud grumble.

His finger touches the inside of the bed. Then--

The entire couch-bed folds up, pulls him inside. His eyes 
open for a brief second as he lets out a shriek.

The bed closes up. Michael gone.

A loud grumble.

INT. FRONT OFFICE - DAY

Berry leans out of the window of the box office window with 
a spray bottle. Squirts some mist on the Venus flytrap. The 
mouth clamps down. Berry giggles at this. He looks outside.

POV outside the front office window.

A tow truck hauls away Michael’s car.

Berry leans back into the box office. A low grumble emerges.

Berry looks sick. He burps. Puts his hand on the desk to 
catch himself. He leans down to hurl. Puts his other hand 
under his mouth to catch...

Berry hurls, then a silver watch falls from his mouth.

His belly gurgles. Berry puts the watch over his wrists. 
Smiles.

Inside the box office. Beneath Berry’s long robe. His body 
becomes a large, slug-like tube that comes from a hold in 
the ground.

We descend down into the hole.

DARKNESS.

A muffled sound as if we’re moving through the ground. A 
loud organic churning of fluids and digestion.

4.



writtenby.m
lathrom

.com
A light appears. We move toward it until we:

INT. MOTEL ROOM - DAY

Move out of the opening of the couch bed as a WOMAN (36) 
pulls a couch bed out.

SMASH TO BLACK.

THE END
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