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REVISED 4/11/°89

"only Sin Deep"

FADE IN | _
EXT. CITY STREET ~ NIGHT - LOOKING IN A WINDOW

at reflectlons of ralnwashed streets.~f:;5fﬁf<,'
Street people. Cars. Neonh. Suddenly_feﬁgf"'»

A GIRL’S FACE

comes into frame, also reflacted in the glass.

She is strikingly pretty: dark brown hair, brown eyes.
Meet SYLVIA VANE, .19. Occupation: hooker..

As she prinmps... admiring herself...

A SECOND HOOKER steps up behind her:

Meet RAVEN, 24. Black, too much make-up, been around.
She smirks at Sylvia’s vanxty. R

RAVEN e
You know somethin’, honey? . If
I had a dollar for every time
you stoed admiring your own face...
I could get off the streets and
go retire in the Bahamas. - .

Sylvia flips her off, finishes touchxng ‘up her lipstick.
She is wearing a black leather skirt, lacey white socks,
black pumps.

o SYLVIA -

Yeah, well this face happens

to be my meal ticket... .. . . ..

S (turns to Raven, s
smlllng sweetly)

"Honey" oo E

She goes back tc prlmplng herself as Raven notices.f“

A MAN, saunterlng ‘toward them. Gt SR
Sylvia sees him also, and looks away wzth dlstaste.’“:}kl
The guy is overdressed, and a walklng 3awe1ry store, =
In $hort, your basic PIMP.-H" Ea , O

~ o PInP i Sl

'He klsses Raven’s cheek and fondles her butt as she slips :

hin a wad of cash. He turns to SYlViaog:MJJTM,

CONTIRUED
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CONTINUED: - e
- | ~ PIMP
(leering) '

How ‘bout you, sweet thlng’ Huh?

Sylvia tries to ignore hlm. nghts a clgarette.
He moves toward her, edmlrlngly.j :

PIMP '
Pretty girl like you could use a
a manager, you hear where I m at’ -

SYLVIA 3
Don't do me any favors. '
- . PIMP -
Just talkin’ business, sweet

thing.

He moves closer. Puts.a hand where it doesn’t belong.
She promptly removes it, and turns on him coldly:

. SYLVIA
I'm only going to say thls once-
(Eastwood:)
You touch me agaln... I’ll shoot
your dick off. . SRR

A beat. Then the pimp starts LAUGHING. e’?f- :
Like this is the funniest thing he ever heard.

PIMP T
Whooo, little girl’s got a
~attitude, don't she? . .

Suddenly -~ violently =-- he GRABS her by the halr, and”»
pulls her to within inches of his face. You can almost.--
smell his breath. His vo;ce 1s a ‘venemous hlss.r,., L

: ,7“L,_ PIMP ;,d D _
Well, you listen up, 1itt1e glrl.
- This is grown-up time out here. .
. You wanna have a attitude, you '
_ mlght need some protectlon...'-gf

- SY1Vla grimaces, looks off-camera, SEEING'7 e
- A BLACK CADILLAC STRETCH LIMOUSINE cru151ng by

- o PIHP EaS ' ‘
Q,__Pretty girl 1like you could get el CE T
© "ugly real fast with a attitude, . .0 ;-

- In tremendous paln, Sylvia GRUNTS a replyif"~-¥,?
He lets go. She SPITS at him. Hlsses.

" CONTINUED:

J[you hear where I'm at, sweet thing?  ..ow .0
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CONTiNUEDJ“’

He smiles. Wags a flnger at her. He gives Raven a kiss,
then saunters away with that patented plmpnswagger. Raven
levels a serious glance at Sy1v1a. : A _

RAVEN

~ Real smooth. You keep that

- shit up, you ain’t gonna last
- _another night out here.;u- g

R AL
: PR R

R SYLVIA EREIURER
(bitterly) RS
' What makes you think I want
to last another night out here?

But her attention is on THE LIMO, ae.y_e
It pulls to a stop at the curb out51de.

AN UPSCALE TOWNHOUSE APARTMENT BUILDING

with an Art ‘Deco front facade and a unlformed DOORMAN.
Sylvia seens hypnotlzed by this v1slon of "the good life",

RAVEN
Yeah, well, where else you
got a rlght to be? Huh? -

Sylvia looks at her, then nods meanlngfully in the
direction of the townhcuse where WE SEEL“;,,.,

A DOORMAN’ openlng the 1J.mo’s passenger door.
A handsome, trendily-dressed BACHELOR emerges.
He helps his equally elegant DATE disembark.'

- ’ " RAVEN
Well, well well. Mister GQ. :
Every night is party night. -

) Sylvza smlles at her suggestlvely. MH;.;;,;a;i

: Oh keep dreamin’, girl.’th'says"
you re invited° “ TR ',

The playboy‘s DATE is wear;ng a low-cut evening gown offset‘»
. by expens;ve jewelry and a. diamond-studded handbag.»{y X

“'gﬂ , _ RAVEN . (‘.e :
RN Bes;des... his kinda lady s got

- class, Check lt out.. o L e
CONTINUED




2 CONTINUED:

co SYLVIA R
Hey, the only class she s got is
the kind you lock in a safe deposit
box. You take away the clothes and
the jewels, and what’s she got that
I haven’t got7. Lo

C " RAVEN
-Hlm-..-.

The young man - RONNIE PRICE by name -7 escorts his b
date 1nto the buildlng. Sylvxa's eyes narrow.jy S

S SYLVIA %
Not for long she doesn’t...

She turns around, looks up the street toward'
3 TXT. STREET - NIGHT

THE PIMP, talkxng with some STREET PEOPLE.

Sy1v1a gives hinm a twc—flngered WHISTLE.

The pimp looks up.

Sylvia smiles an apologetlc "come hither” smile.
The Pimp looks suspicious... and starts this way. :
Raven 1ooks at Sy1v1a qulzzlcally. Sylvxa wlnks at her.

: SYLVIA
Check it out.

She walks away, and meets the Pinmp half-way.
WE SEE her gesture toward a nearby alley.~n;»

4 EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

They move into the shadows of the seedy, urlne-soaked
alley The pimp s;zes her up. L B

e CopmMp L AL
‘:ﬂ So...? You wanna talk business’ L

-:Sylvia sm;les. Her voice 15 pouty, sensual,'and soothlng
all at the same time.,.' _ T :

' "~u~-.f SYLVIA
That's rlght baby.

The pzmp slowly cracks a smxle."' » L
‘His hands start roaming. She doesn't stop them. _
She purrs like 2 cat.  AN “ . )

, ifﬁ;ﬁghnd then... something in her eyes changes¢
- =7 Her smile is positively devilish, .-
‘ j;ﬁlner hand 1s near hlS crotch.fb,wﬁﬁgj_




CONTINUED:

: B SYLVIA o
strlctly... business.“ ;

Her gaze flick downward His follows,‘exc1ted.

K-CHUK --'!f

';She has Just COCKED a small fxame automatic pistol.,a'"

It is almed inches from the pimp’s vitals. He freezes/ SRR

'Except for hls hands. Those go up.

Sylvia goes for his wallet with her free hand.~
Fishes 1t out. Ruffles through it. .

PIMP
That's all I got, I swear to God.

SYLVIA
(frowns)
The Jewelry. Now.

He takes off his rlngs, gold chains, etec.

On his wrlst is a solid gold,_jewel-inlald Rolex - -
Presidential. Twenty-five grand new.

S . SYLVIA
-+ And the Watch.

A PIMP Con
Ah, baby, please, no --;J

SYLVIA
Wnat is this, Let’s Make A Deal’
- Give me the fucking watch! Or
"don't you hear "where I'm ath -- 7.

4She Jams the gun barrel 1nto his scrotal reglons.'r

.Sweating, he pulls the watch off his wrist, and hahde it to .

-WijﬁffSylvia emerging from the’ alley, hands full»of bootyz;
«...+.. Raven looks at her with dlsbelief.
S Sylv;a ‘walks right past her. o

EXT. CITY STREET - SAMEPV:f;~:";fo

- her. She .exanines 1t appreclatlvelyu Smiles. Looks at hlm.

| LT SYLVIA N o
‘ lee I sa1d° Strictly Bu51ness*-'

.‘We HEAR three muffled GUN SHOTS from the alley;},ftf;’iL'ﬁf"
~Raven REACTS —— looks up - SEES'-”' : .,iﬁ«~5ty~-”~

" CONTINUED:




S Wlthout.warning-—- she THROWS the object across the room ~--”

Sy1v1a turns. The pawnbraker looks up.ﬁ~

coNTINUE§§57-
| : - SYLVIA IR
Dan't look now, honey... but
you're freelance.

A smile slowly spreads on her pretty face...

INT. PAWN ssop - THE NEXT DAY

The pimp s watch and jewelry are spllled out of a paper bag

onto a counter. WE PULL BACK TO REVEAL an aglng PAWNBROKER.‘4

He pulls on a pair of w1re—r1mmed blfocals ‘and begins" :
examining the jewelery, as... WE MOVE WITH SYLVIA, as she
wanders around the dlngy, musty pawn shop: : .

PAWNBROKER :
Where’qd you say ycu got these....

Shelves, brlmmlng with old radios and TV sets.
Second-hand appliances. Musical instruments. Firearms.

The usual. But there are other things... '

. SYLVIA o
An acquaintance of mine... he had’
- an acc1dent..._ ' :

Mounted anlmal heads, welrd statues, 1cons from foreign»f_
cultures. Definitely not your run-of-the-mill pawn items.
Sylvia approaches what looks like a voodoo statuette.

She stares at it, transflxed
Low DRUMS and HAITIAN CHANTING are HEARD on the SOUNDTRACK.
In her mind. They grow 1ouder... and LOUDER ONTIL --

The BELLS on the shop’s door RING LOUDLY - 3
The pre-eletric-eye kind;- to signal a patron has entered._

A hideous old CRONE has entered, carrylng something.- o
She approaches the counter. She is shaking with rage.:,

:We see.a gllmpse of whlte, 1ike a plaster cast, before -

;:;'CRASH -4 It EXPLODES among the toasters and waffle irons.

wShe turns to the pawnbroker, ‘hatred in her eyes, then..._lf

Overcome with emotion, unable to further artlculate her
rage, she 'RURS OUT, sobbing.e.- e o o

E:ESylvia watches w1th confused amusement.fgﬂgi:;ﬂil'




CONTINUED: '~

.- SYLVIA :
You dldn’t tell me you were a
teen idol. S

The pawnbroker gays nothing.

Sylvia moves to the ccunter, gesturing to the jewels.
_'Mg»‘ . SYLVIA 'wh': el
s 80,47 How do we work' this’

I have a month or two to redeem
his stuff? : P ,

The pawnbroker drops the watch and jewels ontc the counter.

PAWNBROKER
Four months. Plus 12 percent
(pause)
That's IF I wvas gonna take it.

. SYLVIA
What’s that supposed te mean?

PAWNBROKER = - -
It means if this watch was any hotter,
I’da burned a hole in my hand, that’s
what ~- ! A guy needs asbestos gloves,
some o’ the shit people brlng in here...

, SYLVIA
What are you talking about? That’s
a Rolex!
PAWNBROKER

It’s HOT is what it is! You could
fry a blg ol’ egg on the sumbxtch'
. He pulls off the glasses,.tosses the watch on the counter.A.j

fﬁ' s PAWNBROKER o
. .I'm surry, but I ain‘t buyin’
your Jewelry OR your jlmcrack story.

-’Sy1v1a looks at him. Ccnfused Angry.-
N She suddenly gathers the jewelry -

'iﬁAs she turns to go, ‘the pawnbroker 1ooks at her".
. Really looks for the first time... -
.And beh%qd_pis eyes, something clicks.

~ CONTINUED:"
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© CONTINUED:

Sylvia stops.

,_fThe words
.. .-The old man's eyes gleam. Rlvetlng." Intense.
”Q-SylVla looks at him, speechless.= S EmEee

ZRINT._PAWNSHOP BACK Roomf

o ' PAWNBROKER |
Wait. - SRR

SYLVIA
I thought you weren' t 1nterested

. PAWNBRQKER R
~In them thlngs.: A

She turns to hlm. Backllt, we see for a moment her trueﬂﬂln
beauty, a beatuy blunted by her make-~ up and hard llfe.;

PAWNBROKER :
But I can see you got somethlng
‘worth a whole lot more...

He grlns, reveallng yellow, crooked teeth.
Sy1v1a makes ho attempt to hide her revu151on.

. SYILVIA
Thanks but no thanks.

: PAWNBROKER .
I'm not talkin' about that.
L I’ m talkln about your beauty.

fSylVla looks confused.

SYLVIA
My beauty. Of course, silly me.
What was I thlnklng7 ,

She cracks a patron121ng smile as if to indicate thls guy

is elther from banana—land or merely very stupld

- PAWNBRDKER
Ten thousand dollars. Cash

ﬁllke an aoe-cube on a hot day.,rfg}

LATER

”SylVLa sits in a salon chalr, with a shower cap over her head

and a plastic smock covering her shoulders. She counts" a -
wad of cash as the old pawnbroker mlxes somethlng in a

. bowl behind her. =

'ﬁqﬁmmmm;;;;:
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| CONTINUED: o
s ' SYLVIA SO
Iet me get this straight. For: .. =
‘ten grand, you want a mold of

my face -~ |

~PAWNBROKER

Not your face. Your BEAUTY.
R . sYwvia
‘LWhatever. 5ﬂ , }_ '

She léoks at her pawn tlcket.

. ' sYLVIA }
(sarcastlc)

And I have four months to redeem

my beauty if I want it back, right?

The pawnbroker smlles, lifts the bowl...

. : SYLVIA
You know something, o0ld man --
there are people who play with a
full deck... And then there's you.

| PAWNBROKER
Hold still now. I hope you ain't
claustrophoblc. ' - =

He commences to POUR a cloudy goop over her face, as we

PULL .BACK... FURTHER... and FURTHER... into a CLOSET, where

WE SEE...
Shelf upon shelf of shell—whxte face molds...

ALL of the faces are those of BEAUTIFUL WOMEN.

) "'"“Tff | HARD CUT To- 3 '

'iifff“INT ﬁAPARTMENT ABOVE P&WNSHOP - OKN SYLVIA’S ?ACE-CAST
' WE PULL BACK as the old pawnbroker surrounds ‘the fresh castgf

with strange objects (snake vertebrae, a vial of blood,

-':atc), all the while muttering an HAITIAN INCANTATIONfﬁ;}jf,

He tinishes, rises, cpens his eyea as if ¢emiug out of a

ftrance.‘ﬁe turns to an old-style four poster bed with af--
'gauze canopy over it. Under the canopy is a_corfin.ﬁ,-

. CONTINUED:.. |,

*

* % X ¥
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7’10 " CONTINUED: . -

' PAWNBROKER -
Almost time, my love... Pretty g .
soon you'll look just like before....
Like the day we were married.

And IN the coffin, lying peacefully... is the ugly, ,
decayed CORPSE OF THE PAWNBROKER'S DEAD WIFE.,

- : . _ '. HARD cuT To-ﬁ"

11 INT. MAKE-OVER MONTAGE - SERIES OF moms o on

UPBEAT MUSIC KICKS IN As WE SEE'

A) SYLVIA, in another salon chair, only thls tlme, she s
in an ACTUAL ALON, getting a FACIAL, and ~- ‘
B) HER NAILS, as she gets a manicure and pollsh, and -- :
C) UNDER A HAIR DRIER NOW, and reading a magazine as she

gets her hair done, and =--

D) A DRESS SHOP, with Sylwvia in front of three mlrrors,
holding up one stunning outfit after another, and --

E) HANDS holding JEWELERY over black velvet, glltLeang
bracelets held against a slender wrist, and --_

F) A BOUTIQUE, Sylvia trying on = elegant LACE GLOVES, and --
G) BOXES of new clothes, TOSSED ONTO A BED, and -~- :
H) SYLVIA, in her underwear plOWJng thxouqh purchaseg, and
I) IN A THREE-WAY MIRROR, trying them on, one-by-one, and
J) . SEXY THIGHS, as lace garxters are hitched into place, and
K) - A MAKE~-UP MIRROR, as rouge BRUSHES HER CHEEK, and -

L) HER EYES-LIDS as COLOR is applied, and =-

‘M) HER LIPS, as a brush renders them red and succulent, and

N) SYLVIA'S REFLECTION in mirror in llmo, ang -~ *

0) LIMO run by, and «- b

P) SYLVIA POV exit limo at townhouse — *
e , © HARD CUT TOQ: =
12 OMIT : ' . L : - 12
: *
. B 3
13 oMIT -13
w? i

: - l ok

g ! Lk

- - ! '* -

*

14 = INT. RONNIE'S PENTHOUSE - NIGHT = .. 0 st b 14

Cocktail party in progress. B
. NEW WAVE JAZZ. Overdressed RICH PEQPLE. . - ..
., The CLINK~CLINK of chllled martlnl glasses.__.

“RONNIE PRICE - bachelor playbou, humangoldmlnEn-d»ﬁ‘5 I
'Cchulates, "playing the room", An attractive, elaborately—;*»
{c01ffed DATE. hangs on him llke ‘the proverbmal cheap sult.;{mj“',
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CONTINUED:
INT. FOYER

Barely dlscernlble above the din of pretentlous trend--
oids rs the RING of a DOORBELL. A tuxedoe& DOORMAN responds.

Several PARTY~GOERS look up, and =-
Time seems to freeze, as --
The door is opened, TO REVEAL =~

SYLVIA VANE - "»_ ’ 3‘%'

stands framed in the doorway in one of those old—style,‘ _
Hollywood glamoux shots James Wong Howe used to make ao,j
career out of.. e : S -

BaCk‘llt, dressed-ﬁo—the-nines} drop-dead Beautifﬁi;:tﬁe L
sight of her is enough to make a man forget his own name.

Unfortunately, this doesn't mean the doorman recognizes her.
He checks a clipboard. Ioocks toward Ronnie for an okay

But Ronnie is already looking at Sylvma.
How could he not? He nods to the doorman.
Who allows Sylvia to enter. .

[y

‘Ronnie gestures to a PHOTOGRAPHER -- one of those guys that

takes pictures for the social pages. He steps forward with’
his camera. Sylvia smiles- as he snaps a FLASH-PHOTO .

she moves on, toward the bar. all eyes are on her.-ﬁw”fV
She orders. Her eyes on Ronnie. His eyes remain on her.

The mating ritual has begun.

Ronnie excuses himself from his date.
He crosses to the bar, Approaches Sylvia.

RONNIE
HEllo. -

SYLVIA ~ -
Hello, yourself. l
{she looks around) N
Does all this belong to you?
(Romnie shrugs, nods)
Llfe s tough. = S

| RONNIE
I get by. o “-:. EC

: . SYLVIA =
Hope I'm not tearlng you away

from your guests.
. CEL

C RONNIE -
Well I saw you, and...‘let's just
say qoﬁeth:ng moie lmﬁortant came up.

CORTINUED:




- wiSYLVIA

1mmaﬁm_,g

RONNIE .
©I'm sorry. It was supposed to sound
llke an expen81ve one._,_, :

Sylvia smiles, nods to 1nd1cate Ronnle s abandoned DATE;E;'

‘ - SYLVIA
So..._you don't think:it's )
rude to abandon your date. to go
- make a pass at other*women?

" ,' RONNIE T
Who's making apass? We haven't
even met yet. - . .

 SYLVIA .
Good point. I m Sy1v1a Vane.,

They both smile. She holds out her hand. He takes it.
syvia . o

That's V~A~NmE, as in weather...if
nice to meet you. ’

'RONNTE -

Ronnie Price. . As in: “evérYone:ji”' f -
has theirsT? - B A RV o1
. SYLVIA '

That wouldn»t be that'pass we
were talklng about, would 1t7

Ronnie smiles. He has yet to. let go of her hand. i
. You can cut the Ssexual ten31on w1th a knlfe._ﬁ et

B Qf RONNIE - :
. I'd say we're still at the
: fllrtlng stage.ﬂ*”‘“

.'Sylv1a s drlnk arrlves. She coyly pulls her hand_away.to‘take 1t
from the BARTENDER. As she 51ps, she looks over Ronnie s» e

. ShOU.lder, ' SEEING s ..

'RONNIE s overly c01ffed DATE, watchlng them, annoyed.

CUSYLVIA . e
Don't look now, but I thlnk MlSS e
Clalrol lS gettlng the Wrong 1dea.~~—

AifRonnle doesn t take hlS eyes off Sylv1a.};:

That sounds 11ke a cheaé sexual S o

;i;igm
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. He grabs her ‘naked arm.

RONNIE
I was klnda hOplng the wrong 1dea
could become theitight Ldea,

Without warning, Sy1v1a hauls-off and SLAPS him in the face.
It is hard and loud and if the idea was to get lots of
attention, she scored. Ronnie puts his hand to his red,:
stinging cheek. '
~ RONNIE PRRARIS,
What are you, a Psycho° PRI

N .‘_

Sylv1a smlles, 51ps her drlnk

'sYLvVIA 'f‘ff*jrg*“
Just playlng hard to get.

She finishes her drink, sets it down, walks past hlm.vf',
Confused, Ronnie follows. _ '

EXT. ELEVATOR o : [ |-
Ronnie holds opeh doors, _ K

T RONNIE i
You don't think it's a littie’ a
rude to slap your host then -
leave without saying goodbye?

Pause,

SYLVIA , '
Thank you for the drink, Mlster
Price. You have a lovely townhouse.
Goodnight.

She starts to go.

- T RONNIE
Walt o .

Pulls her close. . They aré 1nches apart"
In thelr own llttle world.ﬁﬁg“w o

‘o _ RONNIE - B L
I don t know -the flrst‘thlng

- about you.* At least tell e .
why you came._. R

RO Co SYLVIA
'1ﬂ,;I haven toeo
) ‘ (looks at hlm)

=
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1574 CONTINUED-“'

That sexual tension 'you " could cut w;th a knlfe7 R e
Forget the knife. - Get a meat cleaver. e

SYLVIA

Iook. We're playing qames; R
You know it, I know it. Because - =~ - ~ "

the fact of the matter is, you
do know the first thing about
‘me.,.. You knew the second I -
walked through that door, the
second you laid eyes on me... -
that I was the girl of your:;;j'
dreams... dldn t you? A

RONNIE
(pause) :
You want to get outcf here?‘

SYLVIA ~
I thought you'd never ask.,

She 1aughs,'and takes his hand, and they both enter into
the elevator.

16  EXT. ELEVATOR | - N o 16
Ronnle Prlce ex1ts. New wardrobe indicating time transition.
17 . INT. PENTHOUSE BATHROOM - DAY (FOUR MONTHS LATER) - 17
A JEWELED ANKLET is brought into frame == - |
A thin gold chain with a charm hanglng from it:
a diamond—encrusted 'V' with a smaller 'S' over it.
Sy1v1a s 1n1t1als..
In this conflguratlon, the letters 1ronlca11y resemble a

dollar sign. As the hands FASTEN the trinket around a .
» 51lky, female ankle, WE MOVE UP her leg and -—_ . :

SUPER.;:,”hf_ FOUR MONTHS LATER THL.'

- As the TITLE FADES WE REVEAL°]:

SYLVIA, 1uxur1at1ng in a huge, suds fllled bathtub/jacu221»“'
surrounded by mirrors. RONNIE kneels beside her, fastening
the anklet. He then produces a matching NECKLACE with he
drapes over her chest and fastens hehlnd her neck.,
‘ i SYLVIA Tees L
Oh my God Ronnle, they re gorgeous‘ R

o RONNIE . e
No, no, correstlon-’ YOU are gorgeous. FE
These are Just... real expen31ve jewelry. ,1

”'SylVLa laughs and 11es back in the tub happlly as Ronn;e

POPS OPEN a champagne bpttle, and pours her a2 glass.
CONTTNITRD -
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:;INT. PENTHOUSE = NIGHT #’OVERﬁEAD'SHOT

CONTINUED: =~

: _RONNIE e -
Listen, um... I’ve been thlnking.
Remember what you said the night
we met? That "girl of my dreams"
- stuff? - : '

- ~ N 'sYLVIA
Yes--o? i : » A .

5 RONNIE L ' e

. Let me tell you a 1ittle secret...,ﬁ;{;g o

He pours hlmself a glass. They toast'.._,»”~

- " RONNIE
You weren't lylng even a little bit

They drink. He rises and undoes hls tle as Sylvia looks at
herself in the surrounding mirrors. She smlles. Perhaps
*gloats" would be more apt. Except... .-

CAMERA MOVES IN AS

Her brow furrows. She frowns. Touches her face. : )
As if the person looking back at her from the mlrror is."

somehow dlfferent... Somehow changed..L

.‘_._,A._:-,-, "R."j ___,,.

18

A round, satin-sheeted bed also surrounded by mirrors.
Ronnie and Sylvia make love. As he grunts and thrusts with
passion, she looks 1mpassxve1y up AT CAMERA. :

WE SLOWLY ROTATE DOWN ON HER as she stares at her moonllt
reflection, wondering if the light is playing tricks on
her, or_ if there are llnes that weren't there before.s_

os_iiThere are. They appear_to be; g lines..;ip;ff;jfgeffgesiifff

19

i3 : .
“ever—so—slowly, molecule—by-molecule, starting to mel .ﬁ;pﬁgi_

. DISSOLVE... |

’INT. BATHROOM - THE NEXT DAY _;y;;< “ ;iff:“ - »i,}sii 19

_?'A COUNTER Jammed wzth Jars and bottles contalnlng every :
.- conceivable variety of emollient, skln cream and cosmetic -
"known to man. TILT UP TO REVEAL'-f* - e

f; sylv;a, looklng at herself in her’ vanlty mirror.;ii'Jfofﬁ-J"‘
%Whatever her problem is, 1t's w0rse now. Unxgnorable..‘

t’s as if her whole face is not so much aging as,

] CONTINUEDef
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| cowiTNUED:

Sy1v1a mock-chuckles, but dcesn't face him. f'>

In the bh.qg. Ronqie_patks for a businassfﬁtip ”

RONNIE _ 3
Listen, 1’11 only be gone a
a couple days... :

As he talks Sylvia frantically applies various emollients ;
onto her face, trying to cover the wrinkles and sags.zby_

;. | " RONNIE 3
Prcbably end up sltting on the G
company jet signing papers. Maybe '

- if I’'m real lucky, I’ll get to -~ ¢
watch sone fat Texans get drunk.
Won’t that be exclting...?

In frustratlon, Sylv1a THROWS a makeup jar down. CRASHl
Dressed and packed, Ronnie appears in the doorway.

RONNIE
Sweetheart -~ 7 You okay?

S . sYwvIa
' (covering)
I just dropped somethlnq.,-

Ronnie reacts to the Tammy Fay arsenal.

' "Ay RONNIE xif"'
What is this, the make-up counter
at Macy’s? You’re a knock-out,
for Chrissakes, what do you need
Aall thls junk for?

: SYLVIA
Just a little... acne or somethlng. ' S
'_I feel like I'm in high school agaln. "

o ' . RONNIE e e
'fWell ‘when I get back from my.
.“._Atrip, ve can go to the prom,
ff,what do you aay’ ' :

. RONNIE '1f R

What ‘are you playing hard to
- get aga1n¢ Cone on, zit-face, RPN -
gimme a goadbye klss.;.._ DR AR _,_;ggj;;

‘A shejfinally turns to meet his embrace, ‘she reaches for

‘”>fthe“lilht ﬁWltch with one. handu..and turns the llghts OFF

- CONTINUEnnﬁwﬁ\-A
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CONTINUED'“t "

For an 1nstant we see that her eyes have changed too."'
That there is something in them we’ve never geen’ before”.

Fear.

INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE - DAY '1- - | | 20

A polite, well-to«do DERMATOLOGIST sits behlnd a desk in a
pleasantly-decorated office. He gestures to someone 0.8,
Please - have a seat. 1-. "V,-' e

He appears slxghtly uneasyu Trying to be reassurlng.

DOCTOR :
Well... it does not appear to be
cancer, 1et me say that right up front

CAMERA SLOWLY MOVES AROUND.. TO REVEAL SYLVIA, s1tt1ng,
facing the doctor and wearing mourning black, obviously to
justlfy the black lace veil whlch covers her face.

DOCTOR . '
I think we can also safely rule out
~a pituitary disorder, specifically
acromelegy, which, to be honest, was_
ny flrst concern... N

He opens a medical file folder. Peruses its contents.

. DOCTOR
Your record here shows you have
no history of reconstructive
surgery. Is that true?

- G SYLVIA - ... e 1
Are you calling me a liar7 EE R T :

T DOCTOR b,f' '

- (momentarily ‘off-put)

,'No... Of course not. I’m only -

" "saying that -- silicone 1mp1ants,
injections, those procedures can
sometimes lead to the kinds of .

. symptoms you re displaylng, that’s
allooo Tl

(pause) ' S ek
.Now... as I explalned before,.. -
.. dermatology is my specialty, but .

= your condition could very well be -
‘" glandular. There are a number of
*j@epeclallsts I could refer you to -

CONTINUED'
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CONTINUED

w SYLVIA et
Dcctor, all I want is a simple
answer to a simple question...

She WHIPS her veil off to 'REVEAL (Gasp' Choke') -—
Her FACE has become even more grotesgque and ghastly.
Her eyes plead from under mlsshapen folds of flesh ~-,_y

Reluctantly,

o

'  SYLVIA .-« °
What’s happenlng to my face’!

‘The doctor rises. Growlng increaszngly uncomfortable._.f

DOCTOR
Look, you’re under a great
deal of stress right now =-

SYLVIA

“0Oh, you figured that out, huh?

(she RISES) "
Look at me., 48 hours ago, I could

‘have any man I want. Now, I couldn’t
- get arrested! What am I going to

look like tomorrow, huh?!

DOCTOR
- (measured) ‘
Miss Vane, if you will take a
seat, and calm down, I will
attempt to explaln this to YOuU...

she resumes her seat..

The doctcr sits on his desk, faczng her.

.. not something I see every day.

" But according to my tests, the :

. evidence would indicate that your: -
,facial, epithilial tissue.;.-c

N As,thé é6E£or

7 Well, frankly, your sk1n>seems_to
.- be aging at an accelerated rate.
.7 Now, that’s not to say that the
S cond;t;on is irreversable...

XQ:Howéver, it’g very 1mportant that .;m,‘
- you tell me if you can remember any
*-time in -~ say, the last six months,_,
_”that you mlqht have been exposed tc a

DOCTOR

- Now I'm not goxng to lie to you.

What’s happenlng to your face is

{uncomfortable pause).’

P

spea}:s, WE HOVE ™ ON smvm in ’s_‘hoc}'cf_.‘ S

DOCTOR

Y

CDﬂTINUED
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'EffifThe girlﬁis beautiful,r' 2

| The pawn ticket.'

.THOSE LITTIE BELLS ON THE DOOR RING LOUDLY as Sylv1a blasts:f

' The girl turns upon hearlng the bells.;, '
. She looks at Sylvia, whose face is covered by the veil

CONTINUED:

' DOCTOR (CONT’D)
any klnd of toxic materials...
Contaminated water, gas, radiation,
anything out of the ordinary that
could have caused this --

Suddenly, Sylvia stiffensQ Tense. ;ziq»,f-;*>
SERIES OF FLASHCUTS - HER MEHORIES 21

A) THE VOODOO DOLL in the pawn shop..A
B) THE OLD CRONE runnlng out in tears.’

' The one that looked like Sylvia looks now.

) THE PAWNBROKER staring at Sylvia, smiling, and saylng*

: PAWNBROKER .
(ECHO effect)
Your beauty...

Cy THE BACK ROOM, and the algernate mold being taken, and

BACK TO THE PRESENT - SYLVIA - DOCTORS OFFICE & HALLWAY . . 22,

as it all becomes clear. She gasps. Rises,
And STUMBLES OUT ofthe offlce -

DOCTOR
Mlss Vane -2

CAMERA MOVES WITH HER, as she RUNS, panic-strlcken,

FUMBLING through her handbag, TEARING things out of it, .
worthless compacts, receipts, change, frantically searchlng

for her only hope -~ and then she FINDS IT, and STOPS in -

her tracks, and smiles, almost laughs, the look in her eyes
hlntlng at madness, as she HOLDS UP her dlscovery - T

INT. PAWN SHOP - DAY

into the shop to confront the old pawnbroker, who is at the'.

_counter, helping a YOUNG GIRL




" CONTINUED: '

‘ SYLVIA ..
Get out of here! Don’t do
bus;ness with this man!

The girl backs away, lockxng at the strange veiled woman
with unease. The girl exits the shop and Sylvia slaps the
pawn tlcket and a wad of cash onto the counter._:F; o

: SYIVIA G
I want it back. Ten grand .
plus twelve percent. There s
ny ticket..,' Chh

The pawnbrokar loocks at the ticket impass;vely.—"

A PAWNBROKER '
You didn’t look at this too
careful dld ya’

SyIV1a GRABS the ticket back and lifts her veil to look at
it. And you thought her face couldn’t look worse?

It’s worse,

S PAWNBROKER
I told you the time limit was
four months. - »
{points to the.
date on the ticket) ,
Four months from this date...'
would be the sixth.

He points to a gxrlie calendar on the wall behind him,

PAWNBRQKER
Today s the seventh.

oA .. SYLVIA
7 You son of a bitch.

" PAWNBROKER

‘I?: SOrry.

)

Sylv;a seethes through her dark veil. She turns awayyf; }” :

1IN CU, WE SEE her remove her little automatlc plstol ‘trom’

her handbag - the one she used to hold up the plmp.:J;'l

-¢:~:' ! . SYLVIA.
'~¢_Okay, how much...?
.. PAWNBROKER o .

;-You mlssed the deadline, lady —

CVRTINUED»_ T
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Because of the veil, we do not eee her face.,.

’They both LAUGH.,

 PLUNDERS drawers and closets == = &
' THROWS expensive furs onto the bed ~-.5- L
. _EMPTIES jewelry cases onto the satin sheets Loy
"GOLD and JEWELRY spill out and GLINT in the 1ight

'COnspicuous is the “SV" NECKLACE Ronnie gave“hernm

CONTINUED:

SYLVIA . :
I KNOW I missed the fucking
deadline, if you'’re gonna mark it
up, mark it up, just tell me .
HOW MUCH —— 7! BN

A pause you could drlve a truck througheﬁ‘

4 " PAWNBROKER
One. Hundred. Thousand.j

Sylvia quietly COCKS the gun.

We DO, however, see her swivel her head,;
As if she’s just seen something. L
Which she has, because:

HER POV - THROUGH PAWN SHOP WINDOW

A POLICE OFFICER ambles by with two cups of coffee. ' .
He looks in at the pawnbroker, smiles with recognition.’
5ylv1a replaces the gun. The cop enters the shop. :

COP
Hey, Joe, how’s tricks?
(to Sylvia)
- Ma’an.

He sets one of the coffees in front of the pawnbroker as he
sips from the other. :

CcoP
That’s four bits you owe me.

Abruptly, Sylvia LEAVES. The two men watch.
Once she 5 gone: K , , Sl

S L POLICEMAN
Must be Alpo Time,_huh

INT; PENTHOUSE - NIGHT - SERIES OF VIOLENT SHOTS

as Sylv1a RANSACKS the penthouse for valuables --ﬂ_

. CONTINUED: -
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CONTINUED:

. The flrst shot takes him by surprise;m.ﬂ | o
 He continues _Btaring at sylvia. With & lsbelief now.'
;}_He starts to say something,‘but — “i '

And folks...? That’s when Ronnie walks in.

. RONNIE : S
what are you doxng, who are you - ?

Sylv;a looks up, her ming numb._ ,
She and Ronnie freeze like waxworks 1n tableau.~'
She suddenly looks toward* N

t
™.

A FRAMED PICTURE OF HERSELF

It is the photo taken the night they met.ili; | “
The night of the party. - e P
The young, unblemlshed ~drop-dead beaut1fu1 Sylvia-_if;“

WE RACK FOCUS TO HER REFLECTION in the glass RS TEES SRS
A reflection of the old, hldeous, drop-dead ugly Sylvia. .

And that's when she realizes:
Ronnie doesn’t recognize her.

| SYLVIA &
Ronnie =-- 7?7 .

Ronnie looks spooked. How does she know hls name’

RONNIE - LR
How do you know my name’eﬂfgx

He surveys the shambles the penthouse 1s in, the Jewelry
lying haphazardly all over the bed. : : _

RONNIE
I’'m calling the pollce._

He picks up the phone and hastlly dials 911.
Keeping his eye on Sylvia the whole tlme. S
A squeaky voice ANSWERS.W%e;_1ﬁa@ 'w?g‘ SR ST

: : . PHONE VOICE " S e
_ 911 emergency, go ahead —-'31;Jﬁ\

Sy1v1a goes for her handbag.

S : . RONNIE : LT AL e
Yeah I want to report a burgl --*gr?*7~$~' o

BLAM - !




_”CONTINUED--V

-leaves 1t behlnd. WE PAN OFF the weapon'TO".ggv

The second shot cuts hlm short. T T P
He still looks confused. Like this isn't happeninq.Lﬁ}m_; :
It is not until the thlrd shot ==~ FE T

BLAM -- ! | ‘
- that he flnally drops the phone.

T S .,~--?>’  PHONE VOICE'- Sy
' sir...? §8ir, give me your :
locatlon - Hello'? ! A

Blood slowly seeps across Ronnle s shirt.
He buckles, but does nct fall, = - ol S
He does not look in pain, though he is in pain.wﬁ_a_;;
He does not look afraid though he is dying. s

What he does look, is plssed

- RONNIE
(a dying hiss)
Who are yqu,;.?

Beneath the brutal folds of flesh, a smile appears on -
Sylvia’s hideous face. Her teeth and eyes p051tively shine._

SYLVIA
Don’t you ‘recognize me, lover..?
' (dramatic pause)‘- U
I'm the girl of your dreams...‘

BLAM BLAM BLAM -t She empties the gun ‘into him,3ff?“
knocking him backwards onto the carpet in a growing pool of
his own blood, his bubbling moans fading to the belching
gusts of a fresh corpse 1osing its fluids and gases...

Crazed, sweating, Sylvia hastily gathers the jewelry and . :
valuableo, stuffing then lnto her handbag She throw the,;ﬁ
gun in last, but.n : ‘ : R

As she BOLES the scene: thevgun FALLS OUTsof the'bag and i

onto the floor. In her crazed state," 8y1via obliviouslyic'

The framed photo of Sylvxa, lookxng-beautiful and__nnocent".'

:’ nzssonvz;;f.
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REVISED 4/19/89 24,

EXT. PAWN SHOP - THE NEXT DAY

A sign hangs on the door:
WCLOSED. HRS: 10 A.M. - 5 P.M. Please Call Again"

Sylvia appears, her veil over her face.

She sees the sign on the door, looks at her watch.
CURSING, she rattles the door-knob violently.

She KICKS the door.

INT. PAWN SHOP - DAY - OMIT

EXT. BACK ALLEY - DAY

Sylvia approaches the back entrance to the pawn shop.
She looks around, checking that the coast is clear.
Then hoists a trash can... and THROWS IT AT THE DOOR.
INT. BACK ROOM OF PAWNSHOP

The door now ajar, -Sylvia enters.
Looks around. No sign of the pawnbroker.

She SEES her face-cast on a table, surrounded by icons.

She gingerly picks it up, then notices:

A set of louvre doors.

Flickering candle-light glows from behind them.
Sylvia reaches for one of the handles.

Slowly OPENS the doors...

25

26
27

23

INSIDE is the coffin containing the pawnbroker’s DEAD WIFE.

Except NOW THE CORPSE’S FACE IS YOUNG AND BEAUTIFUL --
As she stares with horror, a FIGURE APPEARS behind her.

VOICE
That’s how she used to look...

Sylvia WHIRLS -- startled --

There stands the old pawnbroker, a newspaper under his arm.

He is strangely calm.

PAWNBROKER
She used to be beautiful...
Now I need other women’s beauty
to keep her that way. Small price
to pay, I think.

Under her veil, Sylvia starts to lose her grip on reality.

¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ * %%

*
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28 CONTINUED:

She holds
she stole

She TEARS
its final

REVISED 4/19/89 25

28

SYLVIA
Look, I don’t know what kind of
crazy voodoo shit you’re into here,
and I don’t really care, but we
made a deal, so HERE -- take it -~ !

up her handbag, violently EMPTIES OUT the jewels
from Ronnie’s place.

SYLVIA
That’s worth more than a
hundred thousand, now give
it back to me, do you hear me -- 2?1}

AWAY her veil to reveal that her face has reached

horrible stage of degeneration.

SYLVIA
GIVE ME MY BEAUTY BACK -- !

The pawnbroker grins strangely.

Starts to

unfold the newspaper.

PAWNBROKER
Sure. Fine. I could do that...
I could give your beauty back...

He OPENS the front page for her to see.

A tabloid

headline screamns:

PLAYBOY ICED BY GOLD-DIGGER
MillionaireRonald Price Found Shot To Death
Police Launch City-wide Manhunt for
Suspected Mistress

The pawnbroker grins at her sickly.

PAWNBROKER
If you’re sure that’s what
you really “want...

SylviaGASPS, realizingthe implications.

RING DING DING.

Tension.

Sylvia and the Pawnbroker 1look toward the front.
She tosses him a helpless glance.
He moves through the curtain to:

* % % % * *

*
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REVISED 4/19/89 26 -

INT. PAWN SHOP - SAME o 29

The COP from the earlier scene has come in for his
traditional coffee-and-bullshit session with the
pawnbroker. The pawnbroker sets the newspaper on the
counter.

COP
Hey, Joe. How’s tricks?

INT. BACK ROOM - (INTERCUT) » 30

as Sylvia HEARS the voice, she RECOGNIZES it as the cop’s.
Once again, things are going from bad to worse.
She freezes, so as not to be heard.

INT. PAWNSHOP - SAME 31
The cop moves to the counter.

Sets down the pawnbroker’s cup of coffee.
He notices the newspaper, picks it up.

COP

Hey. D’you read this story?
PAWNBROKER

I skimmed it.
CoP

Classic. Dumb broad took every
scrap of jewelry this guy bought
her, right? So she offs him
and leaves the murder weapon on
the floor. Can you believe it?

‘ PAWNBROKER
What, her fingerprints were
on the gun?

CoP
Not only that, they were on record
already from a soliciting rap! We
are talking Rocket Scientist Time.
The second this broad shows her face
anywhere, she’s got a one-way ticket
to the electric chair.

INT. BACK ROOM - SAME 32

Sylvia looks at her jewlery on the floor.
Thinks better of it.

* % % * o F *

*»
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CONTINUED:

She takes her face-cast, and starts to slowly make her way
out the back door of the pawn shop, while...

INT. PAWN SHOP - SAME
The cop looks admiringly at the newspaper photo of Sylvia.

CcoP
Oh, well. Face like that, who
needs brains, huh?

CUT TO:
EXT. CITY STREET - DUSK

Sylvia shambles down the sidewalk, worn, beaten, hopeless.
She makes no attemps to hide @er hideous™ face.
PEDESTRIANS react with requisite horror.

She seems beyond caring... About anything.

She holds her face-mold laxly in one hand as she walks.
She passes a storefront window, and looks into it...
At her horrible reflections.

Not watching where she's going, she WALKS INTO somebody
coming from the other direction. The plaster face-cast
slips from her grasp, and --

IT SHATTERS INTO A MILLION SHARDS on the sidewalk.

She looks down at it =--
Then UP at the person she ran into --

IT IS RAVEN, her former fellow prostitute.

Raven REACTS to Sylvia's ugliness, but naturally,
there's no hint of recognition.

_ RAVEN
Why don't you watch where
you're goin', you old triflin'
ugly bitch?

She moves on. Sylvia watches her go.. then looks down
to the shattered remnants of her face-cast.

She drops to the sidewalk beside them,
PEDESTRIANS walk around and over her.
She reaches out pathetically for the plaster shards...

33
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35
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28.

CONTINUED: 35

For her lost beauty.

She begins to SOB as we... PULL AWAY, and UP...
REVEALING the whole street.
Night is descending. Hookers ply their trade.

Rainwashed streets, Cars. Neon.

Steam rising from manhole covers.
STREET PEOPLE with hollow eyes.

FADE OUT



