Bet ween t he Dar kness



I NT. BABY'S ROOM - MRS. BUTTERFI ELD S HOUSE - N GHT

A light blue roomwith toy that are scattered around the room
and a white crib in the corner of the room

MRS. BONES, a wonen in her early 30s, dressed in a navy bl ue
knee hi gh dress and blue high heels sits in a rocking chair
holds a infant close to her chest.

She gently hunms "You are ny only sunshine" while she feeds
the child wwth a huge smle on her face.

MRS. BUTTERFI ELD, a md 30s house wife enters the room
quietly. She wears a dark green ankle dress with green high
heel s and makeup painted all over her face.

She wears a huge smle.

MRS. BUTTERFI ELD
(cheerful)
Hel | o!

M's. Bones | ooks up and places her pointer finger to her
l'ips.

MRS. BUTTERFI ELD
(Wi sper s)
Ch, sorry.

Ms. Butterfield Gently Strides into the roomover to Ms.
Bones.

Ms. Butterfield holds out her arns.

VRS. BUTTERFI ELD
May | ?

M's. Bones takes the bottle out of the baby's nouth and
places it on the table beside her.

She hands the child over to Ms. Butterfield.
Ms. Butterfield takes the child and brings himto his crib.
She places himgently down in his bed.
She turns to Ms. Bones.
MRS. BUTTERFI ELD

Thank you so nmuch for watching Jason
| have sone tea brewing in the kettle.



Wul d you Iike sone??
M's. Bones puts on a snmle.

MRS. BONES
Yes pl ease!

Ms. Butterfield nods and wal ks out of the room

Ms. Bones' snile grows Twi sted and sinister on her face as
she follows Ms. Butterfield out of the room

EXT. FRONT PORCH - EARLY MORNI NG

The sky is dim Col ors of pink, orange, yellow and red paint
over the dark blue sky. The sun peeks through the line of oak
trees.

Ms. Bones wal ks up sonme ol d, wooden, creaky stairs. Her

gol den hair hangs around her tomato red face as she drags a
bl ack cadaver pouch up the steps one by one.

She reaches the surface of the porch and lets go of the bag.
The Pouch hits the surface.

BANG

She stands up and stares out towards the sunrise.

She sl owy | NHALES.

Her face is Bright red.

Her golden hair is a ness, Splatters of Red substances covers
her Bl ue navy dress.

Her eyes glisten in the light. A smle grows on her face.

VRS. BONES
What a beautiful norning.

She i nhal es once nore.
She bends down and pi cks up the Pouch.

She drags it across the porch and through the open gl ass
door, a trail of Red liquid is left behind her.



I NT. KITCHEN - EARLY MORNI NG - CONTI NUQUS

M's. Bones drags the pouch through the screen door, into the
light grey wooden tiles, open spaced kitchen.

M's. Bones drops the cadaver pouch on the grey wooden tiles.

She wal ks over to the table and picks up a neat stack of
newspapers. She begins to lay it over the stone surface.

She covers every inch.
She then pl ops sonme news papers on the ground in a circle.
She wal ks over to the cabinet closest to the door and opens

it up, she takes out the biggest netal pot in the cabinet and
places it in the sink.

CUT TO
Water fills the pot.

CUT TO
She slanms the black pouch on the pile of newspapers.

CUT TGO
She grabs a butcher knife.

CUT TO

she Begins to unzip the pouch open.

Bl ood begins to seep out of the pouch, all over the
newspapers, then down onto the floor.

MRS. BONES
SHOOT! All over ny new shoes! JUST
great!

She unzips the rest of the bag open. The bl ood sl owy seeps
out .

MRS. BONES
| knew | shoul d have put nore
newspapers down.

She carefully squats and heaves the pouch away. She GRUNTS
and she struggles to lift...



She sm | es down...

MRS. BONES
MM Good norning, Ms. Butterfield.

On the table laid Ms. Butterfield. Strands of her brunette
hair stick to her pale face. Her eyes wwde wth fear and
cl ouded over with death. Her nouth hangs w de open. Stab
wounds cover her chest. Cuts and brui ses cover her arns.

VRS. BONES
How are you feeling?

M's. Bones places a hand on Ms. Butterfield s chin and
begins to nmove it up and down.

MRS. BONES
Oh, you know. Feeling pretty stiff!

M's. Bones CHUCKLES and | ets out a deep sigh.

VRS. BONES
| need friends.
CUT TO
MRS. BONES turns off the water.
CUT TO
Pl aces the pot on the stove.
CUT TGO

she turns the flanme on.

M's. Bones wal ks over to the pantry. She conmes out with a
bottl e of Cabernet Sauvignon in her hand, an enpty w ne gl ass
in the other and a apron draped over her right arm

She grabs the cork opener and twist it into the wooden cork.
She tiwisted it three tinmes and pul | ed.

The cork came off with a soft POP

She pours the Red thick wine into her glass.

She sets her glass and the bottle on the table next to the
body.



She washes her hands with Ms. Meyers' Snowdrop Hand Soap.

She wraps the apron around her wai st and wi pes her wet hands
off onit.

She picks up the butcher knife.

She slans the knife down on the table, A line of blood
squirts onto her face as her smle grows.

CRUNCH
CRACK
CRUNCH
CRACK

As if Ms. Butterfield were a roti sserie chicken, Ms. Bones
separates the bones fromthe flesh, pulling them apart.

She throws the bones onto the pile of newspaper on the floor.
MRS. BONES
Axel is gonna have a ball tonorrow

Just as long as he doesn't | ose them
like the last 50 | gave him

She CHUCKLES to hersel f.

VRS. BONES
That dog will be the death of ne.

She reaches her hand into Ms. Butterfield Chest.

Her smle disappears and is replaced with di sgust as she
SLOSHES ar ound in her Chest.

She pulls out the heart and throws it in the pile of flesh
and organs next to her Cabernet Sauvi gnon.

Once she finishes with the body she collects all the flesh
and organs, she places themin the pot. Water begins to over
fl ow out of the pot onto the stove.

MRS. BONES
Bal der dash

She quickly turns the knob to sinmmer.

She grabs a towel and w pes up the water.



She stops and turns back towards the table.

She wal ks back to the bl ood soaked surface and picks up the
severed head.

She takes A sip of her wine and | ooks into the cloudy eyes of
Ms. Butterfield.

MRS. BONES
So, | have one question for you
Ms.Butterfield.

M's. Bones places her hand on Ms. Butterfield s chin and
noves it up and down.

MVRS. BONES
"Yes dear ?"
Pause.
MRS. BONES
VWhat does it feel like to be dead?
Pause.
MRS. BONES
"Col d, Dark, Al one."
Pause.
MRS. BONES
So not very different from being

alive.
She takes another swig from her gl ass.

MRS. BONES
You don't know how | ucky you are Ms.
Butterfield. You have a | oving husband
who woul d do anything for you, who
wor shi ped the ground you wal ked on,
who | oved you dearly. Loving kids who
adored you, relied on you. Wo called
you "nmomry, " who needed you when they
were sick, hurt, scared.

Ms. Bones downs the rest of the glass and grabs the bottle
of f the table.

MRS. BONES
Oh how | ucky you were to have that



life... Trevor doesn't want kids. |et
al one tal k about them Says we don't
need ki ds. Says couples only have kids
totry and fix their relationship, to
keep one another fromleaving. To trap
each other into a | ovel ess

rel ati onshi p.

She | ooks at the head. Sorrow fills MRS. BONES eyes. She
takes a gulp of wine fromthe bottle.

MRS. BONES
But you and M. Butterfield | oved each
ot her unconditionally... and you had
t hree ki ds.

M's. Bones slides down the counter onto the floor. A w ne
bottle in her right hand, the severed head in her left. She
t akes another swig fromthe bottle.

A tear slips down her cheek.

VRS. BONES
But Trevor wouldn't lie to ne. Ever.
Way woul d he?
(whi spers)
He loves ne....Right?

The roomis quiet. Another tear slips down her cheek.

She GQUZZLES down the rest of the bottle and w pes away her
tears.

She shakes her head a little and gets off the ground.
She wal ks over to the freezer and opens the door.

MRS. BONES
Well Ms. Butterfield. Thanks for the
tal k. Now wel cone to your new hone!
Enj oy the conpany!

She throws the head into a freezer full of severed heads and
slans it shut.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON
The walls of the living roomare light grey, the roomlights

up brighter as the sun | eaks in through the double glass
doors.



Ms. Bones sits in the recliner near the glass doors. She
hol ds a gl ass of Cabernet Sauvignon as thick as blood in her
right hand and has her left hand inside a box of Rtz
crackers. Tears stream down her face as she shovels Crackers
i nto her nouth.

AXLE, a golden retriever, |lays next to her feet.
On the T.V. a soap opera plays.
ON THE T. V:

RI CHARD a tall handsone man with slick black hair and big
brown eyes, wears a three piece black tuxedo holds, VICTORI A
a wonren with long wavy brunette hair and bright blue eyes
wears a flowing red glittery dress and red high heels, in his
arns.

They stand on the sand as the sun dips into the water behind
themas the sky is a blend of purple, blue, orange and
yel | ow.

Rl CHARD
| love you Victorial

VI CTORI A
| love you too Richard!

They kiss. The screen fades to black and the credits roll.
M's. Bones begins to sob.

VRS. BONES
Oh Axl e-

The dog raises his head towards her.

MRS. BONES
| just wish love was like it is in the
novi es! The passi onate ki ssing, the
powerful |ove, the Amazing se-

Axl e WHI MPERS
MRS. BONES
Oh. I'msorry baby! The bew | dering
shaki ng of the sheets.

She giggles to herself.

Her stonmach GURGGLES.



She places a hand over her stomach and sits up.
MRS. BONES

Ooo. Those crackers aren't sitting

wel | .
Her stomach GURGGELES agai n.
Her cheeks bul ge up.
She places a hand over her nouth and runs to the bathroom
Axl e runs after her.

| NT. BATHROOM - AFTERNOON

Ms. Bones falls to the ground and sticks her head in the
toilet, she vomts harshly.

She lifts her head and | ooks down into the bow

Bits of crackers and chunks of digested flesh float around in
red liquid. A half eaten finger pops out fromthe water.

She takes a breat he.
She shoots back to the bowl and vonits once nore.

Mre red liquid fills the bowl, an eye ball pops out fromthe
wat er, |ooking up at Ms. Bones

MRS. BONES
Don't give ne that | ook.

She slides off the toilet and sits on the ground, Her |egs
spread out in a V as she | eans against the wall.

Ms. Bones wi pes the red spit off her nouth with the back of
her hand.

VRS. BONES
That's Weird. |1've never gotten sick
from Cabernet Sauvi gnon wi ne and
crackers. Maybe |I'm com ng down with
sonet hi ng.

She pl aces her hand on her forehead.

VRS. BONES
| don't feel warm



10.
She gets up off the floor, Flushes the toilet and wal ks over
to the sink

She opens up the cabinet that sits above the sink and begi ns
to search through the countless bottles of nedication.

VRS. BONES
VWhere is that damm t her nonet er!

Her hands skins past a box.
She st ops.
She goes back over to the box and picks it up.

VRS. BONES
Pregnancy tests? Hmm

She stares at it for a nonent then shrugs.

MRS. BONES
Wul dn't hurt to try, right?

She rips open the top of the box and takes out one stick.
She turns the box over and reads the back of it.

VRS. BONES
Ahh, so that's how they do it!

She sits on the toilet.

She sticks the test between her |egs and pees on it.
she finishes and places the test in the sink.

She waits for the results.

She starts to hum"M only sunshine” As she waits.
Lines begin to fade in the white circle.

Her eyes go wi de.

Her huns go quiet.

VRS. BONES
No.

She grabs the other test out of the box and pees on it again.



11.

She places it in the sink and stands over it.
Her right leg is shakes, she bites her Iip as she watches the
test closely, Blood begins to drip down her chin onto the
counter.
The |ines appear once nore in the circle.
Her nout h hangs open.
MRS. BONES
(screans)
NOOOOO

Both the tests in the sink read positive.

VRS. BONES
NOOOO

She picks up the tests and throws them out the w ndow.
EXT. SIDE OF HOUSE - AFTERNOON

The pregnancy tests both Iand in the bushes bel ow The
bat hr oom wi ndow.



