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a stitch in time

fade IN:

INT. PSYCHRIATRIC OFFICE OF DOCTOR GIBSON-EVENING

Doctor Gibson, late 40s, whose pale white skin, that begs to be bathed in a breath of sunlight, is sitting alone in her dimly lit office. She has a lone patch of distinguished grey that streaks through her hair, it adds a sexual appeal about her.

Even with low cut heels, she stands rather tall, at a little over five foot ten. Her professional attire can’t conceal her obvious curves. She is a work of art.

Her brilliant blue eyes scan the pages of a book, when suddenly the office intercom interrupts her train of thought. 

cierra

Doctor Gibson, John Carroll your last appointment for the day is here.

doctor gibson

Thank you Cierra, by the way make sure we have the usual refreshments--Thank you.

int. doctor gibson’s office-moments later

Doctor Gibson stands and crushes her now empty foam coffee cup, as the door to her office opens and JOHN CARROLL mid 30s, handsome, with football player physic reaches across the desk and shakes her hand.

doctor gibson

Have a seat John.

john

Thank you.

doctor gibson

So, John a quick review, you’ve been a patient for five-six, oh say seven weeks now, is that correct?

john

Correct.

doctor gibson

You left the Cincinnati Police Force after 20 years with the Homicide division, in part over this Cincinnati Stitcher case, would that be a fair statement?

john

Correct.

doctor gibson

This case had virtually consumed four years of your life, would that also be safe  to say? 

john

Correct?

doctor gibson

Our last meeting you went into great detail, concerning some of the victims and-

john

I hope I didn’t offend you-

doctor gibson

No, John I was just going to point out, that these seem to be the main focus of some of the horrific nightmares you suffer from.

john

Oh I get you--I understand.

She stands from her seated position, adjusting her clothing, she circles her desk and walks towards the office door; as if to go out. 

doctor gibson

(she doesn’t turn-around)

John, as we sit here today, you don’t have any feelings of hurting yourself or others, do you?

John rings his hands nervously at the question.

john

No.

doctor gibson

Sorry, John, I am required to ask that question, for your safety.

The door opens slowly, a pair of sexy legs sporting three inch, high, spiked heels, stroll across the winter green carpet. A gold ankle bracelet on the left leg shakes with each step.

A tray with a carafe of hot coffee, more disposable foam cups and all the fixings neatly organized are set down on a coffee table.

doctor gibson

Thank you, Cierra, Please hold all my calls.

cierra

(v.o.)

You’re welcome.

doctor gibson

Help yourself John.

john

No thank you Doc, you know me by now, I try to avoid the caffeine. (laughs)

doctor gibson

Patient-Doctor privilege aside, (laughs) I need mine. It is truly my only vice.

john

Go ahead, no problem.

She continues talking with John as she goes about fixing herself a nice cup of the black gold. 

doctor gibson

John, let me be frank with you. Thus far it is truly amazing how we have been able to break-through and unearth these cryptic moments. Honest to God, the way you describe in the greatest to the smallest of detail of this case. I personally cringe.

john

I am just trying--I lost a great deal of me in this case.

John grabs a tissue from the box on the coffee table. Doctor Gibson lays a comforting hand on his shoulder. He stares at her well manicured fingers.

doctor gibson

Not to glorify-mind you I could never intentionally do that, but this Cincinnati Stitcher character, seems to make Hannibal Lector look like Mary Poppin’s in comparison.

john

This was the most evil serial killer of them all Doc!

doctor gibson

Why don’t we sit back John, let’s continue where you left off last week. From your recollections and material from the case files you--

John reclines back in his chair and lets his body relax. He closes his eyes, almost as if he is visualizing the events in his mind and with a deep sigh, he starts talking.

john

(clears his throat)

Okay, well-let’s see, oh yeah  it had been two years since the last victim had been attributed to the Cincinnati Stitcher had turned up. It was like he took a short hiatus of sorts.

BACK FLASH BEGINS:

ext. conveinience store-night

john

Like in most truly great murder novels, it took place at night. There is a let up in the rain momentarily. 

A woman, MADELINE, gets out of a blue land rover and commences to fill her gas tank up.

She is in her late 20s, a body built for speed, her brazen shades of red hair, command her an air of self assurance.

She replaces the gas cap back on and grabs a black back-pack that is covered in stickers and such from inside of her vehicle.

What appears to be a Gang-Banger, short, solidly built, sporting a crew cut and goatee; is defiantly sitting in front of the store taking a hit from his crack pipe.

His eyes follow Madeline as she enters the store. On this night, his are not the only ones though. 

From across the street in an unidentified vehicle, a pair of black laden gloved hands, carefully steady a digital video recorder; recording Madeline’s every move. 

Madeline’s wobbly walk is due more too, slick conditions of the rain drenched pavement. It made her appear to be more than a little bit drunk.

int. convenience store-same

She goes directly to the counter where a young store clerk seemingly stares directly at her.

madeline

I have ten dollars and twenty two cents on pump number two.

CHUCK, the store clerk stands at five foot six, one hundred twenty pounds, his face is covered with freckles. His attention is on the Gang-Banger who has followed MADELINE inside the store.

His thick-lensed glasses that enlarge and brighten his eyes, tilt slightly on his face, he makes no movement to take her money. Reading, from his name tag.

madeline

Hello-CHUCK! Knock-knock! House keeping!

She waves her hands in front of his face but, gets no response.

madeline

Do I have to speak in binary code? 

He stands motionless.

madeline

You know Chuck, I have had the worst day. 

Madeline is becoming more and more animated with Chuck.

madeline

It’s like I don’t have issues, it’s the fricken little voices in my head that due!

She looks at her watch, she pulls back the hair out of her face.

madeline

Chuck, it’s been real. Take it from me though, stop listening to those relaxation tapes on high speed-NO-REALLY-SERIOUSLY!

With that said she slings her back-pack over her shoulder, while giving her best Mary Tyler Moore impersonation, she throws her arms up in the air and turns to walk away.

Bumping-right into the arms of the Gang-Banger, her back-pack drops to the floor with a thump.

Before she can let out a scream the fast acting Gang-Banger places the barrel of his weapon against her mouth. with a disembodied voice.

gang-banger

Get me all the fucking cash or else I’ll kill dis bitch! NOW!

chuck

Alright-I am! Hold on a second would you!

Chuck nods his head yes, keeping his eyes on Madeline, he can’t help but notice her short skirt rising up higher on her thigh. 

chuck

I’m hurrying, Sir!

He has a hard time concentrating and begins to fumble around in the cash drawer as the money spills out onto the floor.

gang-banger

Mother-Fucker why you play with me. I will fuck your shit up bitch. 

The Gang-Banger takes notice of Chuck’s great interest in Madeline’s thigh, and decides to raise the stakes of the party a little bit.

gang-banger

What we got here is some kind of pervert, missy. He is going to let you die, so he can get a sneak peek at your toy box, baby.

The Gang-Banger shoves the weapon down Chuck’s waistband to emphasize a sense of urgency is what is required here. Chuck becomes so fear-stricken that he pisses all over himself.

gang-banger

Damned!

The Gang-Banger still holding a death grip on Madeline, starts to loose control. Laughing and pointing at Chuck’s crotch.

 gang-banger

Yo’ white-bread, you’re momma never house broke your dumb white ass yet!

Tears continue to trickle down Madeline’s face throughout this ordeal. 

The crack induced Gang-Banger, stops his laughter, like the night predator he is, he cautiously looks around the store and the surrounding parking lot. 

Lifting her chin up by the weapons handle, his blood shot eyes gaze deep into her eyes. Madeline senses what is coming next.

madeline

No!

Sliding the weapon down her face, he turns his attention away from Chuck and towards Madeline’s low cut blouse, her firm breast are partially exposed.

gang-banger

Bitch you’re looking so fine, a brother has to get some of that.

Tears stream down her face as she looks over towards the storefront door numerous times. 

Half expecting a knight in shining armour to come to her rescue her. Madeline makes a plea for the Gang-Banger to leave her in peace.

madeline

I have money-ATM it’s all your’s, take it! Please just-just don’t rape me! Please!

He RIPS away at her blouse, the buttons FLY off in several directions.

Her purple laced bra barely keeps her perfect breast covered. Her eyes are fixated on the clock over the front entrance-it’s fifteen minutes to closing.

madeline

Please—you’re hurting me! I can’t-

(trembling with fear)

You don’t understand.

He takes his weapon and draws an imaginary line from her forehead, down her nose, then to her mouth. He applies just enough pressure that forces her mouth to involuntarily open. 

Her eyes are still fixated on the front entrance—the clock reads five minutes to close. She feels and hears her heart pounding like cannon shells bursting on an open battle field.

He cruelly pushes his weapon inside of her mouth. Chuck finally grows a pair and yells at the Gang-Banger.

chuck

Hey dude-like you got the money man. Leave her alone-- alright!

The Gang-Banger takes his free hand and just flips Chuck off. Madeline’s gaze falls on a crucifix that dangles from his neck. 

The interesting thing to Madeline is the smell of sweat and booze coming off her attacker, it was nothing in comparison to that of Chucks Hi-Karate.

He takes his left hand and forces her head downward. Dropping to both knees, she comes face to face with his crotch. He unzips his fly.

gang-banger

You’re going to give up some head, bitch!

One last hopeful stare at the front entrance, with all of her hopes of a dramatic rescue fading fast, she tries to keep her focus on the brilliant shine emitting from the crucifix. 

With her thumb and forefinger closing around his loosened belt, she lapsed into thoughts that she was determined not to be the next pin-up girl, for the rape of the month club.

Moments fly by as the Gang-Banger, in a slap-dash fashion slowly lowers his weapon and places it on the counter-top, all due to Madeline’s forced oral manipulation. 

gang-banger

(exhilaration in voice)

Who’s your DADDY-NOW, BITCH!

His body is SQUIRMING with excitement as he playfully slaps his own ass, his eyes are closed, his head ARCHES up-towards the ceiling.

His moans of ecstasy are suddenly changed into a loud SCREAM. He STAGGERS back a few feet away from MADELINE, his hands cradle his own crotch. 

There is blood gushing down the front of his pants, a stunned look comes over the crack-induced gangster-wannabe.

gang banger

(screaming)

STUPID BITCH!

Chuck’s jaw drops to the floor, he cleans his coke bottle glasses with his shirt-tail.

chuck

(pumps his fists)

HOLY SHIT--DUDE! She chewed the whole--CHUCKY!

BAM—BAM—BAM, three gut wrenching rounds are fired off, BRIGHT FLASHES of LIGHT fills the store. 

The Gang-Banger’s head BURSTS like a watermelon, SPLATTERING across the retail racks, displaying Hostess Products. 

Chuck goes totally ballistic, as the body SHOOTS across the store in slow-motion, CRASHING through one row after another of potato chip racks.

His limp lifeless body comes to rest atop, one of the magazine display racks.

Chuck is left with staring at the still smouldering weapon in Madeline’s trembling right hand.

She turns and comes face to face with Chuck, her make-up smeared...hair in disarray...she SPITS a bloodied object out of her mouth, she takes her sleeve and wipes the blood off her face.

Her eyes lock onto one of many bumper stickers plastered just above Chucks head. It reads “BEAM ME UP SCOTTY, THERE ARE NO VIRGINS LEFT”

She struggles to maintain her balance bracing herself against the store counter-top, the weapon drops to the floor.

madeline

(sarcastically)

Its 9-1-1

With that and like a bag of flour, she immediately collapses to the floor.

ext. conveience store—two hours later

The stores parking lot is crammed with four or five Police Cruisers with flashing lights flickering.

Crime Scene Technicians along with Uniformed Police Officers and Paramedics file in and out of the store.

John’s Carroll’s partner is TONY BRUNO, late 20s, GQ looks, casual-dressed, his homicide detective shield hangs from around his neck.

They walk past Madeline’s blue land rover, John give’s it a quick glimpse, and they flash their shields to unidentified Police Officers who are standing around the general area. 

john

Who was first on the scene?

John stops at the entrance to confer with an unidentified Police Officer. Tony ducks under the yellow police tape that crosses the entrance and enters the store.

int. conveinience store-same

Tony stares at the blood soaked pants of the Gang-Banger as he walks past to the EMS guys who are administering medical attention to Madeline.

tony

(being insensitive)

Take it the victim, wasn’t a vegetarian!

Tony peers down and suddenly recognizes Madeline, he kneels down next to her. He has this term of endearment  for her, it is big red or red, because of her red hair.

tony 

Big Red, babe I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean—

madeline

(sarcastically)

Tony shut up would you? 

(coughs)

Where’s John?

tony

John! (screams) John! It’s Maddy!

John’s head twist like a little Robocop toy and he BOLTS past everyone, taking the police yellow tape with him. He eyes the carnage of the wasted Gang-Banger and becomes totally panic stricken.

John’s body becomes frozen momentarily by the site of a bloodied Madeline. As he steps forward, his feet shoot above his own head as he crash-lands on his own back-side, as a result of the blood-splattered floor.

tony

On a score of one to ten, ten being the best.  

(laughs)

I give you a six.

The accidental fall was celebrated by Tony and Madeline as a sort of slap-stick.

madeline

That was graceful.

john

SON-OF-A-BITCH!

Trying to play off the pain, he could see Madeline sprawled on the floor next to his partner.

john

MADELINE—-MADELINE! Seriously are you okay?

He rises from the floor and saunters over to her, she tearfully embraces him. He takes his coat off and wraps it around her shoulders.

He wipes the tears off her face and gives her a kiss.

tony

She doesn’t appear to have sustained any obvious injuries, Partner.

madeline

(her body shaking)

I was so scared.

john

Is this where we wait for Ole’ Canada to start playing in the background, your tougher than that babe. 

She takes his hand in hers, tentatively he leans in and kisses her on the cheek.

madeline

I just want to get out of here, 

(angry)

John--John you hear me—-get me out of here!

Tony and John help her to her feet, the three start walking slowly towards the door.

int. roxanne’s apartment (bedroom)-four weeks later-night

ROXANNE is a dewy-eyed, red-headed, and freckled faced, 16 year old teen. 

She is sitting in front of her computer, the screen reveals that she is in a private chat room.

A broad smile crosses her face, as she types a reply. 

roxanne

I would love to meet you KAAPOFF23! L-O-V-E PORKY154

She mouths the words silently.

roxanne

My MOM is at work until midnight.

A blushed feeling comes over her young face, as she plants a kiss on her two index fingers. With a deep sigh she touches them on the computer screen.

int. apartment (BATHROOM)-moments later

Roxanne’s red hair cascades down over her shoulders as she removes the rubber-band from it.

She hangs a bright hot pink towel over the bathroom door. Then she opens the medicine cabinet and removes a tube of acne crème. 

She studies it in her hand before applying it lightly on her face, and then sitting it back on the edge of the sink.

Rain is tapping loudly against the bathroom window keeping rhythm with the music blaring from the radio in the living-room.

Slowly undressing, Roxanne’s slightly over-weight body starts to GYRATE with the beat of the music as lightning flickers randomly through the rain streaked window.

She removes her Catholic school issued panties, exposing another side of our little Catholic princess, a colourful butterfly tattoo located on her right hip.

Carefully she steps into the shower...closing her eyes... as the hot steamy water trickles over her face...streaming downward over her breast. 

The water makes its long journey down her legs and flows into a whirling vortex of the showers drain.

int. apartment (living-room)

In the corner is an entertainment center, the stereo’s volume blasting from its speakers.

d-j

(over-the-radio)

You’re listening to 102. FM.

She rubs her face as she turns off the water.

d-j

(over-the-radio)

It’s time for our trivia contest and our next randomly selected lucky listener is Roxanne Tyler from Mount Look-Out.

int. apartment (bath-room)

The words from the D-J pierce Roxanne’s ears like a dagger through her heart.

Her eyes open wide, she becomes highly excited, fanning her face with her right hand wildly.

She jets from the shower butt naked, grabbing a hold of the hot pink towel along her way, she makes her way into the living-room, slipping and sliding, trying hard to maintain her balance.

roxanne

(screaming)

OH MY GOD--OH MY GOD!

int. apartment (living-room)

She finds herself standing next to the entertainment center, bent half way over trying to catch her breath.

One hand on her hip the other pulling at her hair.

roxanne

What’s the fucking phone number!

She picks up the phone and starts dialling the radio station.

d-j

(over-the-phone)

Roxanne, you have just two minutes to respond, before we draw our next contest’s name.

Nervously she paces back and forth, her body SHUDDERS as she SNEEZES violently. After the fourth ring the radio station finally answers their phone.

roxanne

(excited)

Oh-My God! This is me—Roxanne! I sent in the entry form.

d-j

(over-the-phone)

Roxanne, for one thousand dollars what record from the Guiness Book of Records, does NSYNC hold?

She picks up a NSYNC CD from the entertainment Center, tapping it nervously against her forehead.

roxanne

NSYNC holds the record for first-week CD sales—ummm I think it was 2.41 million copies of Mo Strings Attached, released March 21st!

A moment of dead silence follows.

d-j

(over-the-phone)

Roxanne—you have just won one thousand dollars!

She drops the phone and starts jumping wildly in the air. 

roxanne

New prom dress, here I come momma!

Heading back to the bathroom with stiff awkward steps, she can’t control the giggles, as she adjusts her towel. 

The water on the floor causes her to unexpectedly loose her balance. An earth SHATTERING scream ESCAPES her young lungs.

Beads of water EXPLODE off her body as CRASHES violently to the floor with a loud concussion.

Moments pass, her head is tilted back at a horizontal angle. A rolled up hot pink towel, has been strategically positioned under her neck. She is now dressed in a bra and thong panties.

Her glazed eyes start to focus on small bits of peeling yellow-greyish paint that covers the water stained ceiling.

Clutching the back of her head with her right hand, tears begin to roll down her cheeks. Her eyes tighten with a pained expression, TAP-TAP-TAP the rain continues to pound on the window.

An unusual arrangement of music surrounds the faintly lit room.

She glances in the direction of the entertainment center, mysteriously the stereo is no longer where it was.

Gingerly, she rises onto her elbows and she closes her eyes with a huge moan, big mistake for her.

When her eyes reopened, only a boding evil DARK FIGURE dressed out in an all black ninja style or more even like a spider-man costume jets past an open doorway.

She quickly does what most sixteen year teenage girls would do. Curl up in a tiny ball, cover her eyes, and murmur out loud.

roxanne

This is only a dream—it isn’t real.

She spreads her fingers slightly apart slowly, to take a peek only to discover the eyes of the Darken Figure just  mere inches from her own face.

dark figure

(animated)

Boo!

With a scream she flies backwards, to put her-self out-of-reach from the assailant. 

dark figure

(distorted voice)

At the risk of sounding like a dime store psychiatrist—-but, Insanity is often passed-down from your own parents!

roxanne

STRANGER DANGER—STRANGER DANGER!

Her face is flushed with a look of shock and awe. She swipes at her eyes as the sweat stings her eyes.

dark figure

You know PORKY154, I don’t want to add to your misery.

She takes a deep sigh of relief, as she realizes this masked figure is her private chat-room date.

roxanne

(half crying, half laughing)

You creep!

She playfully slaps him then gives him a hug. There are strings on the back of his mask, she starts to loosen them up.

dark figure

But, it must REALLY SUCK to be YOU!

Suddenly a broad-bladed knife SLICES across her jaw leaving a gaping wound.

With the speed of a jaguar, a black army boot strikes her body with several well placed kicks.

She coughs violently, spitting up blood as her body recoils with each vicious blow.

She is then dragged by the hair into the bathroom then pinned down to the floor by a large beach towel.

int. apartment (bathroom)

She attempts to bite her assailant’s arms and hands. Roxanne manages to free up one of her arms and starts slapping at her attacker.

A black glove covers her mouth, her eyes stay focused on her attacker, even while she gags breathlessly.

SLIDING side to side, as she tries to squirm free, BOUNCING her assailant back and forth. Her eyes bulging, her faced redden like a tomato, the Dark Figure gradually starts to loosen up the vice like grip. Her attacker suddenly rolls off and tumbles across the floor.

roxanne

(coughing)

BASTARD!

She takes several deep breaths of air, and then begins throwing objects at her opponent. Gradually her own strength becomes a question, as it slowly starts to abandoned her body. 

Without any further warning-CRACK—BOOT to her once beautiful face, her dimples rearranged, like a contortionist on Prozac. 

Blood and saliva CAREEN off of her face, blood splatters the walls and mirror, leaving an abstract scene of terror in its wake.

She is left defenceless, with staring at the ceiling, the room SPINNING, and with blood GUSHING down her facial lacerations.

A victorious assailant RAISES his hands high over his own head claiming victory, mocking the Ali SHUFFLE, he then reaches inside a black back-pack and removes a roll of duct-tape. 

The black gloved hand tears off some tape and places it over Roxanne’s bloodied mouth.

ext. city park-day

SUPER-EIGHT DAYS LATER

The rays from the soon setting sun, have just begun to create a majestic purple twilight, slowly moving over the skyline of Cincinnati.

A small plane flies over-head, four SKYDIVERS exit the small craft.

A crowd of teens are watching an UNIDENTIFIED SKATEBOADER perform various stunts. As he approaches the top of the concrete bowl-BAM! The skateboarder and a skydiver who was blown off course COLLIDES IN MID-AIR.

They descend over the opposite side of the bowl. It is thick with over-grown oleander bushes and litter. The two disappear from everyone’s view.

As they struggle to their feet, something catches the skate boarder’s eye, the tattoo of a colourful butterfly that is in part obscured by the Oleander bushes.

Separating the branches the skateboarder’s first reaction is to violently UPCHUCK as his eyes lock onto a grotesquely mutilated nude female corpse.

unidentified skateboader

FUCK DUDE! This bitch is RANK!

The corpse has been decapitated and the head of a pig has been sewn to the neck of the young victim.

He backs into the skydiver as he scatters away.

ext. street-night

A blue land rover among other vehicles passes by several police cars whose emergency lights are flashing wildly into the evening.

Several Uniformed Officers direct traffic while others contain the crime scene in the small city park, Detectives John and Tony are next to the body.

john

I want all the evidence bagged and tagged, also in addition to the routine identification photographs get plenty of all the external injuries.

Tony turns away from the victim, he lights up a cigarette. He takes a few drags while regaining some of his composure.

He starts to cough violently.

john

Damned Partner! Don’t HACK up a chunk of lung butter on the victim.

Tony continues with his investigation as he transcribes his findings into a small digital voice recorder.

tony

We will have to wait for the medical examination to be sure of the exact cause of death.

John stops examining the contents of a plastic evidence bag and stares over at Tony.

tony

Patrolman Kirkland stated that both the eye-witnesses are in a catatonic state and weren’t much help.

john

Did you have a chance to check out this bumper sticker stitched to her left breast?

Tony holds up a bumper sticker with tweezers and reads its.

tony

My kid BEAT up your Honor-roll Student!

Tony lifts the victims arm, the hands have been amputated.

tony

Partner, you ready to say our boy the Stitcher is back in town yet?

A sporadic drizzle of body numbing rain takes its toll on the two detectives, they take cover inside their unmarked car.

tony

JOHN—it’s been almost two fricking years—

john

TONY—Stop, I know this killing has the Cincinnati Stitchers brand pressed all over it! BUT—

John the squelch on his radio down.

john

Tony I swear to God! My momma brought me up believing that because I was a GEMINI, that one day I wanted to be the DOCTOR the next day I wanted to be the PATIENT!

tony

(laughs)

Stop!

john

(laughs)

No wait, I swear I’ll eat this weapon if this fucker is back.

tony

It’s just another case—just another face, Partner.

john

Bullshit, (laughs) Tony, real business, I took Madeline out of a restaurant, because I couldn’t stand the voices in my head arguing over who was going to leave the tip-and the kicker—we were in a BURGERKING!

They get their heads screwed back on after a slight chuckle.

int. unmarked police car-night

John turns on the windshield wipers, as Tony fires up a cigarette and stretches out in his seat. John is satisfied with thumbing through some notes.

A tall lanky Unidentified CRIME SCENE INVESTIGATOR late 20s, dressed in dark blue coveralls, taps on the car window.

crime scene investigator

You guys better take a look at this. We uncovered it when we turned her over, it was duct tape to the crack of her ass.

Tony examines the contents of a small plastic evidence bag, it contains a homemade music CD. Tony reads the words on the label.

tony

A STITCH IN TIME

JOHN

Has it been dusted for latent prints?

crime scene investigator

Been done, nothing it was clean.

The CSI walks away as Tony inserts the music CD into the car stereo. There is a hip-hop beat with accompanying lyrics emitting from the speakers.

john

Partner, turn the volume up would you.

tony

Now that’s bangn’

Tony and John are rocking back and forth to the beat of the music. John realizes that he has been lured into music so he shakes out of it.

john

AND DON’T TALK LIKE THAT, it’s embarrassing. The other cops life at me, when they see us together as it is. So don’t encourage them DAMMIT!

CINCINNATI STITCHER

(V.0.)

As I STALK your streets at night

I never see myself in any part of you’s

One by one, the circus clowns try and STEAL my sanity 

You cops laugh and say PSYCHO like it is a bad thang

Someone gave me the job of RE-INVENTING the wheel

RECONSTRUCTION is so SURREAL

A Stitch In Time 

A Stitch In Time

Your body parts become mine!

You cops cry and ask me why

My momma say’s I’m just doing my part to stop global whining.

It’s very simple you see—the voices in my head pick the targets for me.

A Stitch In Time, it’s no child’s rhyme. You cops don’t wanna play, so society has to PAY!

With my needle and thread in hand, I’m like a master mixer in a hip-hop band.

You dare not sleep, there’s no time to weep, and the geeks will EAT what’s left of you!

I’m just being kind-with all of these images that I leave behind.

You can’t shut me up-You can’t shut me down

Tell ole’ Cincinnati to bang the drums slowly, Mom and Step Dad have made me into something quite Un-Holy.

Why should you care

You’re not my Teddy-Bear.

A Stitch In Time

A Stitch In Time

Forget bout’ it BABY

It’s no child’s rhyme!

They music starts to fade silently off. Tony starts Rocking back and forth in his seat. John sips from his coffee cup and takes one last drag from his cigarette.

tony

Makes you wonder what’s next for the Cincinnati Stitcher—his own Reality TV Show on FOX PRIME TIME.

John stares out the rain spotted windshield with a caustic glare directed at a local television news-reporter MICHELLE ROBERTSON early 30ish, along with her cameraman, getting some pre-video footage of the crime scene.

ext. crime scene-same

Michelle’s eyes are glued to the corpse. 

michelle

Please—God make this the money shot!

Michelle and her cameraman STEVE, 20s, geekish, cover the story with enthusiasm, as they are surprised, by the fact, that they haven’t been ushered away by the cops yet. 

Michelle

Get me this SHOT, Steve! I swear, my first UNBORN, is yours!

The shot Steve takes is of a bill board sign, which is seen in the immediate back-drop of the victim. It reads “PORK THE OTHE WHITE MEAT!” John jumps from his car, screaming and motioning to his Officers.

john

Get them the fuck, AWAY! I said NO Press, Sweet Jesus, Holy Christ, I am gonna start POPPIN asses here, REAL quick.

Two Uniform Officers escort the two reporters away from the area.

john 

Officer Deeks, Get the footage they shot, SON-OF-A-BITCH!

The rain has finally settled down to just a few dribbles on the cars hood.

tony

I am going to have this Music CD sent off to the FBI.

Tony drops cigarette ashes on himself.

John takes a quick look at his watch, then rubs his eyes. The corpse has finally being loaded into a black Medical Examiner’s Van.

ext. crime scene-moments later

The break in the rain allows the two Detectives to resume their investigation. 

john

Let me show you something I noticed earlier, Tony.

John points at several numbered markers.

john

The body had been dumped here just within 12 hours of being found. See these obscure markings.

tony

Yeah

Tony leans over them to get a better angle.

john

Major Thunderstorm two days ago, prohibits these markings from steal being in this shape.

Tony stands up along with John and wipes the grime off his knees. He moves over to the other side of the evidence markers.

tony

So, what do you make of the markings?

John just smiles.

john

TRIPOD—her assailant took pictures of her lying here under the sign. Trophy—my friend--she is just a trophy to him.

At a Press conference a few hours later Michelle is asking John tough pointed questions.

Michelle

Detective Carroll, if you can’t or won’t confirm that this killing is the work of the so-called Cincinnati Stitcher—

john 

Excuse me—excuse me.

michelle

Then can you PLEASE, give our viewers, who are watching at home, any advice on dealing with the fear, which will surely follow this girl’s horrible death!

John adjusts his tie, gives his best dimples a work-out, and clears his throat.

john

Yeah—start sleeping with the lights ON!

Michelle orders Steve to turn the camera off, she walks away from John with a parting shot and her middle index finger high over her head. 

michelle

Detective—unlike you, I didn’t fight my way, to the top of the food chain, just to become a fucking vegetarian!

int. department of medical examiner-day

Tony and John arrive to witness the autopsy.

BOB is the Deputy Medical Examiner, he is late 60s, white hair, pot belly from overeating and not enough exercise. He just finishes sanitizing his hands.

bob

Hi guys, 

john

Bob.

tony

Bob, how is it going?

bob

Let’s get started, okay?

Bob is a get to the subject at hand type of guy, he moves over to a gurney and abruptly begin.

bob

The body is that of a well-developed, well nourished Caucasian female. Approximately sixteen years of age, the torso weighs one hundred sixty pounds minus the removal of the pig’s head, which had been sutured onto the neck of the victim with fishing 20 pound line.

He holds the bloody pigs head up in the air before placing it in a rather large plastic bag.

bob

There are no other signs of deformities other than the amputation of the hands. Rigor Mortis is fixed at time of autopsy.

tony

What a waste of life.

bob

Upon examination of the torso, I noted over one hundred and seventy nine stitches, where a y-shaped thoracoabdominal incision had been performed.

He passes John a plastic evidence bag containing a bumper sticker. John holds it up to the light and reads it aloud.

john

The Sex was so good, that even the neighbours had a cigarette.

The over-powering stench forces Tony to cup his hands over his face, as he begins to gag.

john

You know what I want to know Doc, can you link this one with the Stitcher or is it a copy-cat killer.

Bob wipes the sweat from his brow before answering.

bob

Let me just put it this way Detective—with the Cincinnati Stitcher back on the streets, I’m going to be a kid at Christmas time, it’s like, I can’t wait to open the next victim up.

John and Tony head towards the door to leave, when John stops in his tracks and turns to Bob.

john

By the way Doc-I was wondering can you tell whether our killer is left or right handed.

Bob hands Tony a paper-towel as he passes by.

bob

Right handed.

John jots that bit of information down in his note pad.

int.police station-day

The walls are decorated with photos of the nineteen previous victims. Some black and white others are shown in colour.

John and Tony are sipping coffee, discussing different aspects of the case with an ex FBI profiler.

JIM GETZ is only four foot two inches tall, on the overweight side. He sifts through photos with John and Tony.

He is much of a talker, more the listener, his distinctive eye wear, short buzzed faded hair cut, makes him a dead ringer for Drew Carey. 

tony

The Cincinnati Stitcher, must not have read the chapter on serial killer etiquette. He changes his habits as often as a mother would change a baby’s diapers.

john

The first victim, back on May 9th,1999—was discovered lying on her left side with her knees pulled up to her chest.

jim

Did you retrieve any articles of her clothing?

John hands him a box containing the tattered clothing.

tony

Various parts of her clothes had been pulled off and decomposition was so advanced that her jaw had detached from her skull.

john

The pathologists report revealed that she had been attacked from behind.

(coughs)

She had been struck in the head with a sledge-hammer, which shattered her cranium.

John stands up and circles the table, scratching his head. Jim is pre-occupied with the evidence John motions for Tony to follow him.

Tony nods his head and lays the murder book down on the table next to the coffee carafe.

jouhn

Tony, let me discuss something with you a moment while Jim has a second to maul over the evidence, would ya?

tony

What’s up?

You could hear a pin drop if it weren’t for the wind rattling the window blinds at that given moment. John seemed more out of place to Tony, than he had ever recalled.

It was kinda like he was in the midst of having a really nasty wedgy, on a long uphill bike ride.

john

We have been partners and friends now for a while, right?

Tony looks over his shoulder at Jim who is still thumbing through a pathologist report.

tony

(taking a deep breath)

Sure.

John lights a cigarette.

john

Madeline left me one of those yellow sticky notes, on my bathroom mirror.

tony

Doesn’t have to do with that thingy at the store, does it? Cause, I got a phone number of a Psychiatrist friend, Dr Gibson. She has got a set of legs on her.

john

No—No

(laughs)

Tony, I asked Madeline to marry me—the note was for me to ask you to be my best man.

tony

Absolutely!

They hugged and do something rarely seen in these parts, not since Ikey Woods was playing for the Bengals, it is called an end—zone dance.  

Just as quickly, it dawns on them, Jim Getz is still in the room going over the murder books. To their shock, Jim being the book worm he is hasn’t budged his attention from the books.

john

There is one down-side to this marriage stuff, I promised her I am off this case and we’re moving to California.

tony

Q102!

john

WHAT!

tony

Q102, finally I can listen to my own fricking radio station. Buddy, partner, you two are perfect for each other. Load the trunk up with Skyline and hit the dusty trails. Do what’s best for you and yours!

Jim Getz stands up and walks over to the two celebrators carrying several photos, he spreads the photos out across the desk.

jim

What is the story on these victims?

john

Our Stitcher is as cunning as they come. He has the citizens of Cincy in shock and awe, the long trail of bumper stickers left as his grisly trade mark on each victim. We know for sure, he is good at leaving a trail of false leads, fewer clues, and less hope at apprehending him.

Jim looks John in the eye.

tony

The bumper stickers started to be the common denominator. We eventually linked the 2nd,3rd, and 4th victims to the same killer, due to this unusual tactic. That and because the killer like to use a sledge hammer as a primary weapon, followed by mutilation of the bodies.

John walks past Jim and pulls open the blinds on the window.

john

Then the killer took a short hiatus. Bada-bing, nothing, GONE.

tony

That was in 99’ they resumed in 2001 when two more victims turned up.

john

One of the victims was a twenty nine year old white male. Finger prints identified him as Timothy Ryan, a personal fitness trainer. According to witnesses, Timothy reportedly left the fitness center on September 3rd, 2001, at—

Tony holds out Timothy’s photo for Jim to examine.

tony

At approximately 9 PM.

John holds up his coffee cup at Tony.

john

Tony can you get us a pot of fresh mud this stuff is tar.

John and Jim sit back down, Jim spreads out some more graphic crime scene photos. Tony comes back in the room with a fresh carafe of coffee.

john

Here is what kind of sick maniac we’re dealing with here Jim.

Jim finally shows signs of becoming un-nerved.

tony

Oh Sweet, Timothy’s 94’ Trans Am, mysteriously shows up four weeks after his disappearance, with two bodies in the trunk.  

john

The photographs depict two complete sets of bodies, conjoined together with sutures. 

John pours himself a cup of coffee.

John

Timothy’s white male body from the waist up, had been attached to that of Latisha, an Afro-American from the waist down. Lying next to that photo, is just the reversal. Latisha from the waist up and Timothy’s from the waist down.

Jim is wide-eyed.

jim

(gazes in disbelief)

He is playing God!

The frustration on Tony finally overcomes his ability to refrain from verbally chastising their high priced profiler.

tony

This is what we’re paying you the big bucks for—He’s PLAYING GOD?

jim

Hey, I was FBI, before you were even a SPERM DONATION!

John takes it in stride and let’s loose with a loud yawn, his face is showing signs of fatigue, and he takes a gander at his watch.

john

Funny thing—I’ve must run through this case file a thousand times and until now I never noticed. The SLEDGE-HAMMER isn’t in the report.

The two stop in mid-sentence of their verbal lashing of each other.

tony

What did you just say?

john

The Medical Examiner’s report doesn’t mention the use of a sledge hammer on either of the victims.

Jim flips through the murder book.

jim

You’re right, you’re killer evolved, grew, recreated its-self.

He flips through a various collection of atrocious autopsy photos of numerous victims.

jim

Have you checked for parking tickets, tow-a-ways? Son-of-Sam was apprehended due to parking tickets.

tony 

I get someone assigned on it immediately.

Jim stops thumbing through the murder book that has caught his eye.

jim

This weird fixation, stuffing items into the body orifices or chest cavities, etc. has it been released to the public?

john

Total lid, so far. The general public only is aware of the bumper stickers and the suturing of the victims.

jim

You’re killer is speaking in tongue to us, through the use of these objects. Here on this female victim a Ken and Barbie doll were implanted into inside her stomach.

tony

My favourite, a whole bucket of KFC extra crispy carton and all inserted into his chest—WHAT?

John and Jim just look at each other and shake their heads in shame. They go back to gathering up crime scene photos and evidence. Moments later.

jim

Have you hugged your intra-psyche conflicts today?

tony

I’m sorry, you say something, Jim?

jim

I haven’t had this much fun since the last time I ate a Light Bulb.

tony

Sorry, we are boring you, Pal!

Jim holds up the bumper stickers.

jim

Are these home made, are they easily obtainable from stores? Everything has a story, what is their story. Maybe you can work an angle back to the killer by tracing the bumper stickers. Get into his mind, how does he choose—victim, then bumper sticker or in reverse.

int. parked car-day

A black gloved hand lays a newspaper with the headlines about the Cincinnati Stitcher on a cars maroon carpeted dashboard. 

It’s is a beautiful sunny day, the clouds drape the skyline like big fluffy pillows. The park is alive with activity, the smell of barbecues and suntan oil engulf everyone’s senses.

Park squirrels scatter in all directions as two unidentified, college age women, enter into the park.

dreamsequence begin:

EXT. BACK YARD-NIGHT

Lightning CRACKS through the grey clouds as the blustery weather SMACKS the trees with and infuriating vehemence.

There were dogs running free throughout the neighbourhood, their barking overshadowed by the sound of rolling thunder.

Footsteps going up the walkway to a dark house that appeared anything but tranquil.

Getting down on all fours and peering through a mud-splattered basement window.

Thunder REVERBERATES. 

Lightning brings attention to the secluded corner of a usually faintly lit basement.

An eye-catching girl, early teens with reddish hair, wearing only thong panties, she appears to be strapped to the ceiling and adjoining walls with flesh hooks that pierce delicate skin.

A black gloved hand wipes the streaks of rain off the window pane, it reveals a clearer view of the teen, and it is Roxanne Tyler. 

Her bruised lips have been STITCHED closed with black thread, there is a mixture of blood and sweat dripping from the corner of her mouth. 

Her soul-devastating eyes are fixated. Her chest heaves in-out, in-out as her anxiety rises. 

A single tear makes its way down her beatific face.

The rain continues to streak down the glass further obstructing the view.

The gloved hand wipes the rain away and uses a small fold-out umbrella pressed firmly against the window to keep the rain at bay.

There is a mirror image of dark eyes, as the eyes glimmer briefly in the glass from intermittent CRACKS from the serrated bolts of lightning.

int.basement-same

Attention is quickly redirected back to the confines of the basement by an ethereal scream, coming from a tall Darkened Figure, wearing an all-over, skin-tight, black, spider-man like, costume.

dark figure

Smile Roxanne, Your on Candid Camera!

Flashes of light, explode over and over. He then moves in closer and with one finger, SWIPES the blood that oozes from her sutured lips. He smells the blood on his finger.

dark figure

Hmmmm delicious 1987, a great year.

The dark figure continues to move about snapping pictures of the visibly dehydrated girl.

dark figure

(mocking)

You little slut monkey—didn’t you’re parents warn you about the internet! You’re such a DUH!

(laughing)

What a waste!

A cavernous laugh fills the room.

The gloved hand passionately slaps a bumper sticker across Roxanne’s ass.

It says—“My kid had sex with your Honor Roll Kid!”

With that the heartless Dark Figure unsheathes a rather large-bladed knife.

Roxanne is moaning excruciating sobs of anguish.

The Dark Figure is kneeling before her, he makes the sign of the cross, then pressing the blade against her throat.

dark figure

“By pricking my thumbs, something wicked comes this way. Open locks, whoever knocks.”

dream sequence end:

INT. CAR-DAY

A gloved hand opens the car door and slams the car door shut.

ext.park-same

The tall Dark Figure is wearing a Cincinnati Reds baseball Jacket over a hooded sweat-shirt, Beige Dockers, black gloves, and a Baseball cap. One might think what a nut case on such a wonderful day.

The Dark Figure calmly follows the two college age women into the park and down a dirt path.

Off in the distance a Police Cruiser is slowly driving through the park. 

The startled Dark Figure takes refuge behind a great oak tree, and in doing so inadvertently drops his newspaper to the ground. 

ext. rark (park Bench)-half hour later

Paul is a white male late 20s, tall with dark brownish hair, dark eyes, and a nice body.

With a newspaper tucked under his left arm, he walks over to a park bench and sits down next to the two women who had entered the park earlier.

CARLA early 20s, with auburn curly hair and a sixties look about her, gives Paul the once over and squeezes her friends forearm to get her attention.

Her friend NATALIE, Hispanic, early 20s, the purple streaks of colour blended in with her copper hair stand out, almost as well as her very pro-feminist, out-spoken mouth.

Natalie glares over at Paul.

carla

So, Natalie, are you up for the Delta Sigma Phi party tonight?

Paul’s chick radar goes into high over-drive, he asserts himself into the conversation.

paul

Are you both students at the University?

carla

(smile)

Yes--second year med. I’m Carla and this is my friend Natalie.

paul

My name is Paul, remember that, you’ll be screaming it later.

A short pause with no laughter let’s Paul know this is a tough house.

paul

I got to be straight with you Carla, the voice in my head, told me to come over and talk to you.

Natalie reaches across Carla’s legs and shakes Paul’s hand, within a split-second, she finds herself repulsed, by the clammy texture and let’s go. 

He places his newspaper down on the ground next to the park bench and gives the two young med students his full attention.

paul

Carla, I’m just wondering, do you work part-time for UPS?

carla

No.

(giggles)

Why?

paul

Because, I swear I saw you checking out my package.

Carla laughs at Paul’s flirtatious attempt, on the other side of the hen yard tough, Natalie’s response, causes Paul’s man-hood to be called into check.

natalie

That was the lamest white-boy line, I’ve ever heard!

Paul immediately lets loose with a wild verbal hook meant knock her out.

paul

Hey—Natalie was it? From where I sit, you’re so skinny, that it is apparent, that Sally Struthers’s sends you, FOOD!

Natalie’s right hand goes up in the air, the five digits of her hand spread apart, in an exaggerate state of being.  

natalie

Oh, YOU DIDN’T GO THERE! You wanna play dozens baby, lets do this SHIT!

PAUL

Natalie, you’re so skinny, that your bra fits backwards!

carla

Stop! 

(laughs)

The both of you.

natalie

Paul you’re obviously the poster child for mental health, because at bed-time, you WINDS UP the Cat and SET OUT the clock. BOOYAH BABY! Come-on bring it on-let’s go.

You can tell on Natalie’s face, she is bracing herself, for Paul’s retaliatory attack.

paul

At least I can tell the difference between a Taco Bell and a Mexican Phone Company, Bitch! BOOYAH TOO-YAH!

Natalie stands up. Paul follows up with another wicked shot at Natalie.

paul

(slightly irritated)

Natalie you might not be the best looking girl at the party, but just remember, beauty is just a light switch away, GIRLFRIEND!

natalie

Your breath SMELLS like Cheez Doodles-light on the cheese and heavy on the doo-doo!

Carla places a finger on Paul’s lips.

carla

Play nice peeps.

Paul returns his attention back to Carla and runs his tongue up and down her finger.

paul

I’d walk a million miles for one of your smiles.

Carla’s chin hits the ground.

carla

Aaaah! How Sweet of you to say-thank you of, Paul.

Natalie takes a deep breathe and waves her hand at Carla.

natalie

Carla, I heard Paul, was GETTING sex all the time, up until he got arthritis in his wrist!

He blows a major gasket, pounding his fist on the park bench for effect.

Carla tries to calm him down.

He looks at Natalie and pretends to stitch his mouth closed with an invisible needle and thread.

paul

Who LIT the fuse on your tampon-bitch!

Carla restrains Natalie who screaming at Paul and is threatening to pepper-spray him, not wanting to be pepper-sprayed, he walks away.

The two young women see Paul’s silhouette as it disappears around the corner of some tall trees.

Natalie is the first to notice that Paul had inadvertently left his folded-up newspaper on the ground, next to the park bench.

natalie

Carla—-tell me seriously you weren’t thinking of hooking up with that Opie-Taylor were you?

Natalie no sooner opens the newspaper, than she tosses it to the ground, her finger trembling, pointing in the direction of the newspaper.

 natalie

(fear on her face)

Check out the paper-

Carla’s face also becomes flushed with fear as she peeks into the newspaper. Concealed inside the newspaper are several photographs displaying nude corpses, along with a bumper sticker.

The items flutter to the ground as Carla releases her grip.

carla

It’s my Psychosis and I’ll bounce it off the wall if I want too!

Natalie is fumbling inside her back-pack for her cell-phone, as Carla reaches and grabs her arm tightly.

natalie

Carla, Oh shit man, we were almost serial killer snack food!

Natalie punches in 911 on the key-pad and waits for a response.

police dispatcher

This is 911, could you hold, please?

Natalie is aghast and appalled, she can’t believe her ears.

natalie

I just got put on hold!

int. madeline’s residence-night

Madeline is on the phone, ordering pizza, she is leaning on John’s shoulder.

madeline

Extra Pepperoni, Thank you.

Madeline hangs up the phone, gives John a soft tender kiss.

The music and lyrics from “A Stitch In Time” are playing over and over only in John’s mind, Madeline’s mouth is moving but, John is unstirred.

She senses something is amiss with John. She grabs him by his chin.

madeline

What’s going on, John?

He snaps out of it and relaxes promptly, she hands him a can of beer and runs her hand through his hair.

madeline

John?

He leans back on the couch, slowly closing his eyes. When he reopens them, Madeline has her face leaning on his.

john

You know Honey, we have been dating for over two years now.

He takes her hand awkwardly.

john

Since you came into my life, I reside in a place with no storms. In a splendid castle—

madeline

(huge sigh)

So sweet.

john

Where fire breathing dragons and cats with no tails, have created for us a pageant of dreams, where we never get shoved aside. Where our once anxious hearts toss the demons aside, who would fill our youth with fears, and who have messed up our lives by bringing us thousands of tears-

She puts her arms around John’s thick neck and squeezes him tightly.

madeline

I Love you-

john

Now in our heart, mind, and sou-. 

Screaming and grabbing her crotch, she had accidentally spilled her drink.

Standing up, she heads off barefoot to the kitchen, with a short pause at the kitchen bar doors and looking back over her shoulder, she throws a wink back at him.

He playfully mocks at the jester, as if, her kiss, had hit him square on his mug, Madeline both in part ad-libbing, and part tipsy, as Scarlet, from GONE WITH THE WIND.

madeline

(winks)

Why John, I do declare. 

Like a cartoon character and before she can say another word, she falls hysterically through the kitchen bar doors. Her bare feet flip over her head.

madeline

Whoops!

(screams)

You rat!

He laughs fervently at the sight of Madeline, lying in a crumpled heap, that is, before an old black and white photograph, catches his eye.

In the photograph are two people, standing in front of a huge sign that reads, Ramsey’s Tannery. He moves it out of the way and slides an ashtray closer to himself.

john

Are you alright? Hey isn’t this your great-great grand parents?

She walks by and playfully slaps his ass, he lights up a cigarette and takes a look around the living room.

His wary Detective eyes, fall on numerous old black and white photographs, on the mantle over the fireplace 

Scanning the room, his attention is focused on a credenza with more photos.

madeline

Yeah, they died way back. That one over there is my great, great, grand mother, Jessica along with great, great, grand father, Gayland Ramsey. JOHN I wanted to—

john

Hold that thought Sweety, I have to hit the porcelain God.

He walks past the credenza and down the dimly hallway to the bathroom.

INT. BATHROOM

John stares into the mirror, grinning a mouth full of white teeth. He holds up an engagement ring.

john

Madeline will you—no wait.

MADELINE—I love you, will you do me the Honor of being my wife?

Unbeknownst, to John, Madeline, is secretly pressing her ear to the door, in an attempt to eaves drop. 

She clasps her hands over her mouth and rushes back down the hallway.

ext. madeline’s front porch-moments later

The wind blows her hair in all directions, as she leans against the porch railing.

The neighbor’s dog is bark is barking loudly in the b.g. John Steps out onto the front porch and embraces her with his strong arms.

john

You know I love you, Right?

madeline

(staring deeply into his eyes)

Yes—I love you too!

She to contain her hair by tucking it behind her ears, John releases her and tries desperately to light his cigarette, but the wind keeps blowing out the flame.

madeline

Hold me John, I just need you to hold me.

john

Blowing the moment, Right?

She nod’s her head in agreement, then takes his cigarette and tosses it off the porch, they snuggle up to each other; and stare off into the distance.

Feeling the wind on their faces, Madeline is starting to drown, from the excited anticipation. 

Her heart is pounding, like the rolling thunder of a Harley Davidson, tooling down the open highway, that her vision becomes blurred.

john 

You know how I have mentioned that Life is a long winding journey, and how I felt that all the little voices in my head, are geographically challenged?

Without her noticing John had reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a small black box.

madeline

YES!

john

Well—I am asking you for life’s directions—will you marry me Madeline?

The moonlight glimmers off of her excited face, John opens the black box containing a beautiful diamond engagement ring.

He steps back and drops to one knee, she stands with an expression of shock.

madeline

Oh Yes, John,

She tries to catch her breath, as he slides the ring on her shaking finger.

madeline

Kiss me before I change my mind.

john

Now that we’re engaged you’re not going to try to change me, you know, like, make me, quit smoking, or make me start chewing with my mouth closed or anything are you?

madeline

You just tell that worthless partner of yours, if he is planning on being the best man, it’s time to dust off his best Bengals football jersey and put a call in for 500 orders of SKYLINE 3-ways.

INT. madeline’s house-day

She peeks out from under the covers and looks at the clock. Pulling the covers back over her head, she pauses a moment then with a huge sigh, she tosses the blankets, off her body.

madeline

Shit, I am going to be so late!

She walks to the bathroom, past her pet black poodle, Chelsie. Off comes her night shirt as she playfully pitches it on top of Chelsie.

The bathroom door closes behind her, leaving just the silhouette of Chelsie and the night shirt in the dimly lit hallway.

She turns on the shower and takes off her panties, as she starts to step into the shower the phone in the living-room rings. 

RING—RING—RING

MADEline

Alright—Alright, for Christ sakes!

Sliding across the floor on her wet feet, she rushes into the living-room draped only in her bathrobe, as she fumbles to get the phone.

She grabs the phone, while she moves her wet hair behind her ear, so she can talk; the water flails across the room.

madeline

Hello-

john

Good morning.

She smiles, wiping her face with her free hand.

madeline

Hi-Sweetie

A loud crashing noise causes her to turn suddenly and scream.

john

MADELINE!

madeline

Shit! God-dammit Chelsie!

Chelsie is still in the night shirt, had inadvertently knocked over a lamp.

madeline

Sorry, John, I got to go, Judge Chan, will replace my ass, with another bailiff, if I show up late, again. Kisses Love You.

ext. dark alley-night

BRITTANY, early 20s, wearing a tight fitting mini-skirt and NICHOLE, late 20s, dressed in a more rave outfit, will never have to worry, about being be pulled over to the curb, by the fashion police.

After a night of clubbing, they walk down a dark alley to relieve themselves.

Suddenly out of the darkness, a deprived maniac, with a ball-peen hammer, unleashes, a barrage of wicked SMACKS, against Nichole’s forehead. 

Her eyes turn completely white, as she drops to her knees, totally unconscious. 

Brittany is so stunned, she can only scream, in silence and as she pisses on the pavement. 

Out of the shadows, appears a Dark Figure decked all out in black. Only his wicked dark eyes show. 

Before she can react, the Dark Figure grabs a hand full of her hair, forcing her head backwards. A shiny broad-bladed knife comes slashing through the misty night air.

Slicing, ripping and tearing at her throat, face and chest before Brittany can even get a scream out of her mouth.

The wounds induce a massive amount of bleeding.

Moments later, the Darkened Figure, leans down near Nichole’s body, her face covered in a mask of flesh and blood. Lifting her up like a sack of potatoes, he carries her body, over to a nearby trash-dumpster, where Brittany is now lying.

Lying her down on the pavement, the assailant turns to walk away but, curiously hesitates.

He gets down on his knees and puts his ear to Nichole’s chest to check for signs of life, as he moves in, Nichole head butts him.

Then she instinctively struggles for survival placing her arms up in a defensive position because she is still blinded by the blood in her own eyes. 

This causes the knife to deflect just enough, to leave a cut, on the attackers left forearm.  With an animated jerk of the neck, the killer reacts quickly.

She prepares for the worst. She knows that all that remains are one last evil stare, and the knife deeply plunging into her chest. 

Seconds later, a wide eye Nichole, finally succumbs, her body CRASHES to the ground in a blood heap.  

The Dark Figure opens up a black back-pack, and removes additional items from it, including several boxes of saran-wrap.

ext. dark alley-several hours later

Reaching into Nichole’s body cavity, the gloved hand plucks the heart out, and deposits it into a glass-jar. 

After snugly wrapping the bodies in saran wrap, the Dark Figure struggles slightly to dump the bodies into the trash dumpster.

Loading up the back-pack onto a bicycle that is leaning against the graffiti decorated building the killer starts to calmly pedal up the alley.

Things could have surely gone smoother for the assailant that night, what with getting a nasty cut and all But, as they say when it rains it pours.

As the Dark Figure rounds the corner, coming out of the dark alley KA-BLAM collides with a MALE PEDESTRIAN, who just happens to be coming past up the street.

Both the pedestrian and the Dark Figure tumble to the ground.

pedestrian

Hey—WHOA-what the FUCK!

The Dark Figure scrambles up from the ground and the pedestrian can’t believe his eyes, when he lays sight of the mysteriously costumed dressed appearance.

Picking up the bicycle and remounting it, the Dark Figure speeds off and disappears into the night.

pedestrian

(screaming)

SON-OF-A-BITCH

The pedestrian stands alone on the sidewalk, he stares down the street in one direction then turns and stares up the street in the other.

EMPTINESS—in both directions, he mumbles undistinguishable words, and starts to dust his self off, when he first notices the ominous black back-ack.

A huge smile comes across his face, must be his birthday.

pedestrian

Finders fucking keepers-mother fucker!

When he opens the back-pack, reaching in all he finds is some tools, few pair of scissors, broad-bladed knife, few spools of thread, and a roll of duct tape, nothing to get over emotional about, that is until he pulls out a jar, containing a human heart. A driver’s license has been taped to the jar. 

pedestrian 

(panic-stricken)

Cock-sucker-Holy shit!

He drops the jar on the sidewalk, it burst like a million dreams do everyday, for young girls like Nichole.

int. medical examiners office-night

Tony follows John through the Medical Examiner’s door. Bob is finishing up an examination on one of the victims.

bob

Hi guys. Serving up four victim’s today, for your viewing pleasure.

tony

Sorry, we’re running a little behind.

bob

The perp left an interesting item inside this victim’s chest cavity.

Bob hands John a small steel bowl, covered with a white towel. He grips the object with a pair of forceps.

john

What do you make of this, Partner?

tony

I’m on it.

Tony’s cell-phone rings as Bob directs John’s attention to the next gurney.

bob

Two of you victim’s found at the scene were killed there, they probably walked upon the killer dumping the other two.

Bob circles the table to get a report.

bob

This victim was identified through dental records. 21 year-old Freta Larsky.

john

Cause of death?

bob

She bled out from a single cut across her throat. It severed her jugular.

john

We retrieved a broad-bladed knife at the scene.

John hands him the knife that is secured in a heavy duty plastic evidence bag. 

Bob removes the knife from the bag and examines it against the wounds.

He lays the knife on the evidence bag and picks up a sandwich off his desk. 

He opens his mouth wide and CHOMPS a huge bite out of it, and continues to talk.

bob

Preliminary tests, will probably suggest, this knife may have been used in all four killings. I need to dissemble the knifes handle, we can swab for additional DNA, hair, tissues samples.

Bob brushes off, the bread crumbs off his white smock, they flicker like snowflakes, downward to the floor.

bob

(swallows)

There are incisions left and right internal jugular veins. Well placed incisions.

Bob points to the afflicted areas of the corpse, as mustard drips from his bulging sandwich onto the face of the corpse.

Without flinching, he calmly wipes the mustard off the corpse. He holds a mustard laden finger up.

bob

You think that’s where the original five second rule first derived from.

Tony’s eyes roll back as he can only shake his head in disbelief.

Bob pauses for a second then shrugs his shoulders and wipes the mustard onto a towel.

bob

A separate blood splatter was retrieved from the crime scene, that didn’t match any of the four victims. It was typed as “A Positive” I’m pretty sure you’re boy was hurt in the struggle.

Bob then draws their attention to specific area of the abdomen. He uses his gloved finger as a pointing device, sliding the finger into the gapping incision.

bob

Take careful notice—see this clean incision of the abdominal area? Tucked neatly inside the cavity wall—I removed a male organ, from this area. Guess what guys--IT WASN’T SUPPOSE TO BE THERE!

John’s eye brows rise.

They move over to the next gurney, where bob lifts a white sheet exposing a nude male cadaver.

He has a bumper sticker stuck to his forehead, proclaiming himself, as a, MALE ORGAN DONATOR. Bob just drops the sheet and moves along.

bob

From the anatomic findings and toxicology report I ascribe the death due to or as a consequence of GAMA-HYDROXYBUTYRATE-GHB.

john

What is Gama-Hydroxbutyrate?

bob

You might know it better from its street name, Grievous Bodily Harm, G, liquid Ecstasy, or my favourite Georgia Home Boy.

john

So, if I am the killer, I would slip a larger dosage into my intended targets drink or food and just wait for them to pass out.

bob

Here I removed this from the male victim’s mouth.

tony

To the Cincinnati Police 

If you prick us, do we not BLEED?

If you tickle us, do we not LAUGH?

If you poison us, do we not DIE?

And if you wrong us, we not seek out REVENGE?

John closely examines it under a magnifying glass.

int. unmarked police car-night

SUPER-SEVERAL DAYS LATER

A beautiful blonde in a micro mini skirt strolls by the Detectives unmarked Police car.

Tony puts the car into gear and pulls away from the curb, he glances in the review mirror of the striking vision that is fading fast in the distance.

John tosses his note-pad down on the car seat, next to himself and lights up a cigarette. 

He takes a deep drag off it and begins blowing little rings of smoke out of his mouth.

tony

We got a call Partner—Citizen has called in a Double Homicide over on Paxton Ave, possible Stitcher related. They are waiting for us to respond, before they clear the house.

john

Hitting the lights and siren, let’s roll!

Moments later their car comes barrelling up Linwood Ave, TV news reports spread rapidly and curious spectators began flocking to the scene.

A police helicopter was already hovering overhead, 

Yellow police tape keep the curious onlookers at bay, all the different coloured emergency flashing lights, makes it look like a 70s Disco party.

The media are busied setting up an area for any news-updates directly for the scene.

int. house-livingroom-night

Tony and John walk through the front door and immediately they are greeted by the first of several the Who’s Who of unsettled stomach feelings that await them in this house of horrors.

Tony is handed a hand written note from a Uniformed Officer. He reads it aloud to John.

tony

Dear John and Tony--Batting first, we have a naked—aren’t they all, Asian female, looks to be, Hmmmm--mid twenties—she is laying face up, her mouth has been stitched closed. 

John peers over his shoulder.

tony

I’d say spread eagle, just hanging about four inches above the floor; with flesh hooks piercing through her hands, arms, legs, and feet. Topping it off, is a hand that is protruding from her mouth, flipping everyone the bird.

John is stunned he is tapping his forehead with his pen.

john 

I’ve been on this case from the start, I have always thought that any Detective that would be my replacement someday on this case, would be hopelessly lost. That, Tony, is my torment, maybe even yours to someday bear.

Tony shrugs off John’s comments as idle chitchat.  When a particular case, especially this one, would start to soften him; it was easier for him to warp the moment in his own mind.

tony

(curious look)

Looks kinda like a 3-D art sculpture. 

john

Don’t spare the Polaroid, guys. Oh-yeah and I don’t want to get any feedback about these things showing up in the locker-rooms!

John examines the ropes which are attached to the flesh hooks and have been carefully secured to the walls. Tony is handed a second note.

tony

Batting in clean-up position there is a male victim, hovering approximately three feet, directly over our Asian cutie. Faced down his right hand has been amputated, guess he won’t have a problem finding a glove to fit him. Like our cutie he is served up best with flesh hooks. Hope you boys like the toss salad—Bon-Appetite!

John and Tony look at each other strangely. 

tony

Keeping them suspended in mid-air, I’ve seen this type of ritual before, it is called Suicide suspension.

John takes tweezers in hand and retrieves a few pieces of what appears to be hair, not consistent with the victim’s, from the girl’s right nipple.

Tony is studying the macabre display from every angle possible with great interest.

tony

It is not a new craze. This type of ritual has been around for thousands of years over in Southern India, besides being a strong tradition of the Sioux Sundance. Where a warrior would be suspended in the air by hooks in the breast or back for spiritual reasons, to mostly seek good fortune for the tribe and to seek his own spiritual vision.

john

Madeline is right- I need a new circle of friends!

int. house-upstairs-same

Two Rookie Uniform Officers go about warily clearing each room upstairs, one room at a time. When they approach the last door, they take notice of two cues.

One is a bumper sticker attached to the door face. It states “When the going gets tuff use—DUCT TAPE!”

The second thing, they observe, is that the bedroom door is slightly ajar, and it is pitch black inside the room.

They strain their ears to hear what sounds like barely audible moans, coming from within the bedroom.

They take up positions on both sides of the door. Maybe they should have paid more attention in the how not to be a Barney Fife 101- and 102 classes.

The two Officer’s burst through the door to the bedroom with one solid kick.

As the door flies inward, a deafening discharge from a shotgun, overtake the quiet house.

As eerily predicted, the two Police Officers bodies are turned into tossed salad and thump violently against the wall.

The bodies plummet to the floor, blood and human tissue paint the wall, and nothing could prepare Cincinnati’s finest men in blue for what was going to happen next.

A swarm of Officer’s lead by John, ascend up the flight of stairs. Weapons at the ready, sweat pouring down their faces. 

Without hesitation, John disappears as he enters the still smoky pitch-black room.

BAM-BAM-BAM-BAM-BAM, several shots ring out and almost on cue the other Officers enter the room firing like crazy. The noise was DEAFENING.

When the onslaught of gunfire ceases, flashlights flicker through-out the smoke bedroom, until one of the Officers manages to find the light-switch.

With a click of the switch, the room is illuminated, which now looks like worn-torn downtown Baghdad.

Feathers from the pillows float through-out the room, hundreds of bullet holes punctuate the walls and furniture.

A Police Officer hands John a hand written note.

john

Manager’s who send in the Rookies, always live to regret decisions made, you just wasted your best pitch hitter ole’ Big John.

John’s face is pallid, standing next to a double barrel shotgun that had been rigged to go off, obviously rigged to as a planned ambush to cut down a Police Officer.

Tony has never seen this emotion from his partner, his urgent terrified whisper went unheeded.

tony

John--

Tony tries to direct John’s attention over to the bed where perhaps more nauseating discovery lays in wait.

Positioned on the bed, is the bullet riddled body, of a scattily clothed of a young female, she had been hog-tied, strapped to the bed and gagged 

Her bloodied body twitches several more times, before finally the life is sucked right out of her.

A bumper sticker has been stitched to her left breast.

tony

I’m doing my part, to keep cops off of donuts.

John is visibly upset, as the repeated calls go out, “TWO OFFICER’S DOWN!” 

John is waving is intermittently waving his weapon in the air’ stopping only to peek down at the body that lay crumpled on the bed.

jOHN

He SET us up Tony, the Son-of-a-bitch, set us up!!

Tony calmly removes the weapon, from the tight grip John has on his weapon.

john

I fucked this one up!

tony

It was a clean shoot, we couldn’t have anticipated.

Just let it go, we need you, John!

int. house-livingroom-moments later

Crime Scene Investigators continue taking photographs of the first two victims.

SARAH, a Crime Scene Investigator, female, attractive blonde, 30s, is kneeling next to the Asian victim, when she notices just under the victim’s right shoulder is a bumper sticker.

She very carefully extracts it with tweezers.

SARAH

(giggles)

Dip me in honey, and toss me to the lesbians!

Now you have to understand, this is a good looking woman, with coolly penetrating blue eyes. 

Now her ONCE on-duty, no-non sense, totally suppressed, sense of humour, has been placed in a let’s just say less than professional way.

She glances secretly around to seen if any of her male counter-parts had taken notice of her inappropriate out-burst. Sarah turns back to the Asian victim, in an almost apologetic face-off. 

SARAH

(whisper)

I hereby remind myself, that I have broken a cardinal sin of police work. ALWAYS view the victim as just a cadaver, or a piece of evidence, a-art work, but never as a once living breathing thing.

The Asian’s eyes suddenly open wide. Her muffled audible screams catches everyone off guard.

Her body flails about like a swordfish being reeled in.

Every move induces a new rip or tearing of her flesh, causing severe pain. Sarah becomes traumatized by the victim’s ordeal and falls backs.

The heels of her black shoes leave dark streaks on the hardwood floor as she forces as much distance between her and the tormented victim.

Several Officers help in subduing the Asian victims while Mitch, a Paramedic, late 20s, college boy good looks, and his partner, rush in the house to stabilize her and Sarah.

mitch

Obtain vital signs! Elevate legs, initiate IV of lactated at 125ml/hr. Possible signs of narcotic overdose, administer Narcan 2.0 mgs IV Push! Notify receiving hospital.

Mitch cuts away at the stitches from the victim’s mouth, this allows him to extract the male victim’s hand from the cataleptic female.

mitch

Administer Phenergan 2.50 mg, monitor her ECG, vital signs, pulse oximetry. We got this on stabilized, let’s get her transported NOW!

John and Tony, are making their way out house, and walk right into a circus like atmosphere, of spectators and reporters. 

Mind you these aren’t you’re normal “OH-GEE, something happened, I wonder what’s going on type of peeps.”

These are a mixture of the “Weird, Macabre, Hee-Haw, Hey Momma, Kin we go down and check out the road kill, type of peeps.”

They walk past dozens of police and emergency vehicles with their lights flashing. Michelle is the first to approach them.

michelle

Can you give us a comment?

John pauses briefly before answering as he scans out over the crowds of spectators.

john

Comment? Yeah I have a comment. What we have here is an individual who is so reprehensible and unyielding

(coughs)

You know, I don’t question the Cincinnati Stitcher’s motives any longer but, that of the general public’s appetite that wants to make a fast buck off the misery of others.

He points an accusing finger out towards the crowd of venders circulating the crowd and the one’s buying the goods.

john

I’m a Homicide Detective, I can deal with scum like the Cincinnati Stitcher.

Michelle waves off her cameraman to stop wasting footage.

john

Tell me! How do you deal with citizens, who pay tribute to this predator with the sale of tee-shirts? Sometimes I just wish life came with subtitles!

michelle

Trust me John—I used to sit on the toilet at night and think I had a handle on life, but then I broke it!

john

(biting)

No more comments, please.

John walks away, he disappears into a crowd of people milling around.

dream sequence begins:

INT. HOSPITAL EMERGENCY ROOM-NIGHT

Dr Brook’s a middle aged, ER Doctor is a Desert Storm veteran, who without ER scrubs would never get noticed in life, along with his TRAUMA NURSE have just declared a young Asian female dead on arrival.

dr brooks 

We better run a complete toxicology series on the patient.

trauma nurse

(exasperated)

Dr Brooks, there are two Detectives in the lobby, who want information on the patients condition.

John and Tony never a display of good patience bursts into the ER room.

john

How soon Doctor, before we can get our statement?

dr brooks

She died it appears from an overdose of GAMA-

TONY

Got you, Doctor, the date, rape drug.

dr brooks

I’m just finishing up with the body before shipping it over to the Medical Examiners Office.

With his scalpel in hand, he cuts several stitches around a mid-size lump on her left breast, with a pair of shiny forceps he extracts a long piece of thread.

Let’s just say, he was the last to get potty trained, in his house of six, and he was first born.

Tony acutely takes note of a message that is scribbled on the victim’s feet.

tony

(mutters)

God musta loved stupid people-he made so many of them!

Tony swiftly moves in the direction of the Doctor and Nurse. The Doc TUGS the thread one last hard PULL, as Tony reaches out to stop the Doctor.

tony

(screams)

Noooo!

A huge EXPLOSION of light and debris spread outward from the corpse.

The Doctor’s bloodied hand FLIES through a nearby window.

The explosion is so fierce, that it SHATTERS windows and TOSSES bodies through the air.

There are patients and staff all SCREAMING in horror as total terror reign through out the emergency wing of the hospital.

john

(yells)

Tony!

John is sprawled on the floor, his legs are a bloody pulp, ripped apart by shrapnel. That leaves him unable to stand up on his own.

Through the smoke and flames, John’s focus falls on, an enigmatic Dark Figure, dressed all in black; standing over Tony’s body.

john

A hapless John can only scream for Tony to awaken and fight back. He fumbles for his weapon but, he cannot locate.

A gloved hand holding a broad-bladed knife makes a twelve inch incision across Tony’s abdomen, he struggles to reach his partner, with his mangled legs, that look more like a weathered floor mop behind him.

Meanwhile Tony groans and clutches his stomach as blood SHOOTS from his gapping wound, moan of pain escape his bloodied lips.

john

I am going to gut you like a fish you cock-

A gloved hand picks up a head off the floor and HURDLES it like a bowling ball towards John.

dark figure

Bowling for dollars, anyone?

The head ROLLS down the hall, it just misses John’s face by mere inches.

dark figure

(biting)

Someone, call 9-1-1!

The gloved hand dives into Tony’s exposed, bloodied abdomen. With one violent TUG the gloved hand YANKS out Tony’s spleen.

The Dark Figure holds the bloody organ up in the air as a victorious trophy.

dark firgure

JESUS is coming—Quick everyone look as if you’re busy!

john

Fucking—

dark figure

Now—now John, I am just doing my part to stop global whining!

Coloured spit and vomit spew from John’s mouth, as struggles to stand up.

The Dark Figure, retrieves Tony’s weapon off the floor, pausing for a short moment, he holds up the weapon and places the muzzle next to John’s temple.

dark figure

(taunting)

I didn’t like you’re speech to the press, I need, no, demand, my disciples--You know Johnny-

He pulls back the hammer of the weapon.

john

Life’s a bitch and some days it has puppies. No more comments to the press, bitch!

With that he drops the weapon next to John’s face. The Dark Figure only sighs profoundly raises his hands up in the air in an indication of complete surrender.

John picks up the weapon and checks the magazine clips which he finds is fully loaded.

John with his bloodied hands shaking, lifts the weapon and takes careful aim.

Boiling with rage he fires off two rounds, FLAMES exit the weapons muzzle.

The rounds strike their intended target squarely in the chest.

The Dark Figure BOUNCES off the wall.

john

You have the right to remain silent!

He squeezes four more rounds into the Dark Figure’s body, knocking him off his feet, CRASHING to the floor with a loud thud, his body quivers and twitches in a bloody heap.

john

Anything you say will be misquoted, and then used against you!

John empties the rest of the rounds into the killers twitching body, smoke from the searing barrel of the weapon, starts to dissipate from the halls of the Emergency Room.

An ear piercing, SCREECHING from the sirens going off, become so excruciating, that John is forced to cover his ears.

dream sequence ends:

INT. JOHN’S BEDROOM-DAY

John’s alarm goes off, he gasps for air, as he wakes up from his bad dream.

His face is wet with sweat, he flings the alarm clock that is CLANGING loudly, across the room. DEAD SILENCE.

Terrified, he tears away the bed-sheets, exposing his boxer-shorts and he grips his healthy legs. They are OKAY.

Madeline enters the bedroom with a breakfast tray. She sits the tray down on the bed and grabs the TV remote and flicks on the news.

madeline

I was so worried, you seemed to be having such a nasty nightmare last night.

john

It’s all this stuff about the wedding, just more planning than I thought we would have to do.

madeline

You’re such a bad liar, that’s why I love you!

She grabs the un-lit cigarette, that is dangling from his bottom-lip.

john

Hey, come here!

The breakfast tray falls to the floor, as they playfully wrestle on the bed, then they both go tumbling off onto the floor.

madeline

(laughing)

SHITHEAD!

int. bronze fisherman grill-night

SUPER-TWO WEEKS LATER

Its minutes before closing and the back of the house kitchen crew are hustling to finish cleaning up.

There are still two customers sitting in the restaurant at the end of the night. Paul at the table and a 400 pound male who is chatting on his cell phone.

Elizabeth, early 20s, white tuxedo shirt with a red bow tie and black shirt, is bringing a drink to one of her tables.

Paul has been flirting with Elizabeth for several hours now, by cracking one-liners and insults at others. He thinks will to empress Elizabeth.

paul

Hey Cutie, see that fat man over at the bar. He is so fat, that when he walks, his thighs rubs together so much, I swear I smell bacon burning!

Paul almost knocks his cell phone off the table, which is when Elizabeth notices a bandage on his right forearm.

He motions for her to have a seat next to him, she is more concerned with quieting him down at this point. A very attractive but, immensely skinny young lady walks past them on her way out of the restaurant.

paul

Check the walking Qtip out, She went to the baker for a yeast infection.

(cracks up laughing)

Hell, she is so stupid, the first time she used a vibrator, she cracked her front two teeth!

elizabeth

Stop it now or I won’t go out with you, we got a deal? Maybe you should go home and have another dry Rob Roy.

paul

I didn’t know you guys delivered dry Rob Roy’s.

elizabeth

Behave!

She walks over to the bar, the lights are clicking off in the kitchen area. A steady stream of kitchen workers are leaving through the front revolving door.

Martin, 50s, who looks under-nourished is the Kitchen Manager.

martin

Beth you want me to hang around?

elzabeth

Naw—I’m Okay! I’m amongst friends-just lock the door as you leave.

Elizabeth walks over and gives Martin a quick hug and a peck on the cheek. Un-noticed by anyone, Paul slips a couple of pills into her drink.

Elizabeth sits back down at the table with Paul sipping a glass of Shiraz, her other hand resting on his lap.

elizabeth

Well—the restaurant is closed on tomorrow so, what would you like to do?

ext. bronze fisherman grill-hours later

The streets are quiet and empty of traffic.

INT. BRONZE FISHERMAN GRILL-SAME

The lights go out in the restaurant. There is an image of a huge fat male, sprawled unconscious and butt naked on the floor.

Pair of gloved hands drag the unconscious body of Elizabeth into the kitchen.

A Dark Figure returns shortly and hovers over the massively plump male, whistling a song, he slowly raises a rather huge meat cleaver.

The meat cleaver viciously comes down, Plunging deep into the fat-man’s forehead.

fat-man

(gurgling sound)

A flesh hook then penetrates the Fat-man’s stomach, then a second one pierces his nipple.

EXT. BRONZE FISHERMAN GRILL-DAY

SUPER-TWO DAYS LATER

Police cars and emergency vehicles along with scores of bystanders pepper the parking lot of the restaurant.

An Unidentified Police Officer is interviewing Martin, the Kitchen Manager.

martin

Last time I saw her was on Saturday night, when we closed up. We’re not open on Sundays.

Other police officers are handling crowd control.

Unidentified Officer

I heard it wasn’t a drug deal gone sour, that is all we are releasing, for now Michelle.

michelle

Yea—Yeah—Yeah! That and the next deep, shocking, secrets, on Maury Paulvich

Michelle continues to work the other Officers for information.

Patrolman

You know Michelle the Stitcher, might end up, ear marking you, as the next victim, if you keep asking all these questions. 

michelle

(laughs)

Hell, babe at least I would have a first hand quote.

John and Tony are leaning inside the driver’s side of a red two door Saturn.

john

There are three victims, one male, two females.

Tony covers his mouth with his hand, trying not to gag, as he realizes they are diligently probing the remains of what once was a young blonde haired, wintry blue-eyed girl in her early 20s.

Her once perfect well-formed body has been malformed into a perfect fitting, human car seat cover.

The parking lot of the restaurant is quickly starting to take on a Cincinnati Stitcher swap-meet like atmosphere.

Like Canadian geese on a feeding frenzy the venders homed in on the three corner inter-section. John still has difficulty dealing with it all, he points with an ink pen to an embroidered tag.

john

Kustom Car Seat Covers Stitched while you wait!

Several Crime Scene Investigators takes over for John and Tony.

Tony stands up and pushes himself through the police line barricade.

He calmly tosses his unfinished cup of Starbucks coffee into the trash-can, located next to the front entrance of the restaurant.

He pauses briefly to light up a cigarette as he is joined by John, they start through the revolving doors when John notices a bumper sticker, and he reads it aloud.

john

I hate it, when the voices in my head, argue over who is going to leave the tip!

tony

Deep breath—It’s just another day at the office!

int. bronze fisherman grill-moments later

JAKE, bushy haired, 30 year old, you wouldn’t know it though, but, to look at him, he is a flaming conservative Republican.  

A little over-dressed for the job would be an under-statement.

He catches the two Detectives up to speed on what the got so far.

There is several other CSI police officers’ working the crime scenes inside the restaurant.

The second victim would be that of a nude Elizabeth. She has been crucified to the wall, she has nails penetrating her hands, arms, and legs.

jake

It appears the perp used a nail gun to attach her to the wall, John.

A No Smoking place card has been hung around her neck.

jake

Before doing so, the killer systematically sawed off the top of her head and reattached it, with these small set of metal hinges, to the cranium.

(coughs)

This procedure allows the top of her head to open-

Jake demonstrates this by lifting the top of the victims head.

john

No shortage of imagination here.

jake

After removal of the brain the killer placed an ashtray inside her skull. She has an incision starting at the neck that runs downwards to her belly button. The incision has been closed.  

John’s highly sensitive radar, working over-time, he notice’s an indistinctive marking on the No Smoking sign that hangs from around the victim’s neck.

john

Let me see your magnifying glass, please?

jake

What, you find John?

With magnifying glass in hand, a baleful communication from the killer is exposed.

john

The SURGEON GENERAL’S WARNING—After Serial Killers—SMOKING cigarettes is the leading cause of death in Cincinnati!

Tony looks up from his note pad, then glances at the cigarette in his other hand, he immediately extinguishes it on the floor.

jake

He was especially found of this girl, compared to the others it seems, check the bumper sticker out in her hand.

Tony puts a new pair of latex gloves on and takes the bumper sticker from Jake and reads it out loud.

tony

I was out of sick leave so I called in DEAD!

They resume cataloguing evidence, measuring, diagramming, photographing, and video taping the corpse. John notes down the precise locale of the body.

The atrocious stench coming from the victim forces them to swathe their mouths with bar towels, as they kneel down within inches of the body.

john

Hey did I mention we set a date.

Tony flashes him a smile and a thumbs up, it’s just idle chatter to block out the head games.

tony

That is great, John!

A cell-phone begins to ring, un-answered, everyone stops what they are doing and checks theirs.

Jake, motions dor everyone to quiet down, he points at the stitches on victim’s abdomen.

john

Rip it out of her Jake—NOW!

Displaying a strong sense of urgency, Jake cuts through the stitches until the body opens up, instantaneously spilling thousands of cock-roaches onto the floor from her abdomen, the roaches scurry in all directions.

Jake without a blink continues his recovery efforts of the cell-phone, shoving his arm up, inside Elizabeth’s body cavity, elbow deep.

Blindly groping around until he brings out a bloodied Nokia cell phone.

jake

Hell-hello?

He snaps his fingers at John.

jake

The caller ID number is displaying a phone number.

Jake hands off the phone to John.

john

(grossed out)

Would it have killed you, to wipe the phone off!

John wipes it off and holds it to his ear.

john

Detective Carroll here.

The voice on the line is heavily distorted, Jake is jotting down the displayed phone number.

CINCINNATI STITCHER

You must have learned by now Detective Carroll, I am a firm believer, FRIENDS don’t let friends take home—ugly girls!

John takes huge breath before responding.

john

How clever.

cincinnati stitcher

So, look around here, don’t you have to agree, that having a smoking section in a restaurant, is kind of like having a peeing section in the swimming pool?

John is drawn into his adversaries level quickly.

john

All you’ve proven is that dead people are nature’s way of feeding maggots—so where’s it all going to end?

Dead silence follows John’s off-handed remark, then acute laughter.

cincinnati stitcher

You understand John unlike James Bond, I don’t have a license to kill, but, I do have a learners permit and I’m a good study!

The Cincinnati Stitcher’s voice is drowned out by the sound of a siren. FROM BOTH SIDES!

John’s hand covers his mouth piece and he gives instructions for Tony to assign Officer’s to spread out and look for the suspect.

john

Get a few men and canvas the area, see if we can spot anyone on a cell bring the in for questioning.

John nervously paces back and forth, wiping sweat off his forehead.

john

Why the car seat, why any of this?

cincinnati stitcher

Be a good little boy and Santa Clause might put a matching set under the tree for you.

ext. restaurant-parking lot-night

The sun is starting to set, as a small army of Police lead by Tony fan out over the parking lot in a low key search, eyeing anyone on a cell phone. Tony runs into Madeline driving by.

tony

What’s up red?

madeline

Nothing I am trying to get John on his cell.

tony

He won’t be answering, we have the Stitcher on the phone. Lot of shit coming down RED, you better get on out of here.

int.restaurant-inside front entrance-same

John still engaging in a conversation with the Cincinnati Stitcher spots what surmounts to be a small medicine bottle just under the victim’s left foot.

He bends over and picks it up, it has an unusual label, a hand drawing of a needle and thread puncturing a clock face.

cincinnati stitcher

Did you like my music CD?

John tires of pacing and takes a seat at the bar, lying on the floor next to him is the unidentified fat-man our third victim.

Flesh hooks pierce his wrists, There are ropes connected to various flesh hooks that secure him to several wall anchors that latterly lift this fat-man off the floor.

Not by much but inches in this case are a mile-stone, John checks out his watch several times.

john

Why don’t we cut out the Drama-Queen bull-shit, you demented piece of shit.

(forcing the issue)

This is not a competition to appear on the next JERRY SPRINGER show.

cincinnati stitcher 

You don’t get it, do you? I am bigger that OJ and Jeffery Dalhmer was a pussy compared to me!

Franticly, John looks at his watch one more time.

cincinnati stitcher

Face the facts you cops are so dum, it takes you all two hours to cook minute rice!

Then BUZZ--nothing--the caller hangs up just as fast as he called, the heated conversation between the two adversary’s ends abruptly.

john

Damned energizer bunny rabbit, my ass!

Tony rushes in through the revolving doors, it swirls like a top.

tony

No luck, partner.

John pushes past Tony, and disappears out of the restaurant. Tony walks away from the whirling doors, he approaches Jake, who is reading from a bumper sticker that is stitched to the fat-man’s chest.

jake

This guy is so fat, he has more chins than Chinatown.

Tony walks over and takes his jacket off and lays it on the bar.

Jake has cut the ropes that connect the victim to the walls, and he is squatting next to the victim, collecting evidence.

jake

You have the honors, my friend.

Jake grins and with his right index finger points to a bumper sticker that is protruding from Fat-man’s ass cheeks,

tony

This is God’s way of punishing me.

Tony holding his nose takes a pair of tweezers while being careful not to rip the evidence, slides it out of the descendant’s colossal ass.

Reading it out loud.

tony

The Red Meat that comes out of here is not bad for you. It’s the Fuzzy Green Meat, that comes from here, that is bad for you.

Jake couldn’t believe his ears and has to take a quick gander at the bumper sticker.

John is just now re-entering the revolving doors as Tony notices a string that is hangout out Fat-man’s mouth who is now lying on his side.

tony

Hey, Jake hand me an evidence bag would you.

Jake is in the middle of snapping a series of pictures from different angles, stops and hands Tony and evidence bag.

Tony grasp the string with his tweezers and pulls at the string.

tony

(wide eyed)

What the—

jake

Oh man—you got to be shitting me!

Tony wraps his index finger tighter around the string and gives it a swift tug, there is a shocked expression on his face.

Out POPS a Tampon from the Fat-man’s mouth. The Tampon is DANGLING from Tony’s index finger.

john

Funny-VERY-funny!

int. john car-night

Tony hands John a cigarette, slowly the car pulls away from the curb-side. In the rear-view mirror we see a Dark Figure emerging from the shadows.

ext. medical examiners office-day

super-two days later

bob

Want something to warm you up?

tony

Sure—what you got?

john

No-thanks, Doc.

bob

Starbucks and Krispy Kremes—serve your-self.

Bob directs Tony’s attention over to the desk.

An open box of Krispy Kremes donuts sits next to several large cups of hot steamy Starbucks coffees.

Bob bumps his forehead against a microphone that hangs down from the ceiling, it emits a high pitched shriek. 

Bob shakes it off and moves over to the steel slab that has the fat-man, whose body is covered with several sheets.

 bob

Here is one for the books.

He points to a tattoo on the corpses bicep, it says, “I left the womb for this”

john

His momma must have been proud.

bob

Rigor mortis is fixed at the time of autopsy examination.

He takes a sip of coffee.

bob

The toxicological analysis from the sample of cardia chamber blood and urine came back positive for Gama-Hydroxbutyrate. The residue in the pill bottle recovered from the restaurant floor was also positive for GHD.

John confers with Tony as Bob continues with his autopsy report.

bob

An examination of the gastric contents reveals an Aborted Fetus, weighing approximately five hundred ml. in the stomach. The Hemo-

John and Tony both concurrently interrupt Bob in mid sentence.

	john

Did you just say Porky the pig was pregnant?
	tony

Pregnant my ass!


bob

Pregnant No, carrying an Aborted Fetus inside of him yes—a baby girl to be exact. Before we start getting out the Puff Plus tissues I should tell you the Aborted Fetus was probably stolen from a clinic or med-school.

Both the Detectives move in for a closer view.

bob

See here—during the internal Examination it was noted that the body had been opened by the usual Y-shaped thoracoabdominal incision revealing the abdominal wall adipose tissue.

john

Doc, give it to us in English could you?

bob

The killer implanted an Aborted Fetus of a baby girl in the victim’s abdomen post-mortem. There was one thing found.

He hands the object to John.

Bob

It is an ETUI, a women’s small ornamental case.

John scrutinizes the etui which contains a rolled up bumper sticker, with a deep cleansing breath before reading it out loud.

john

I’m the poster child for legalizing Abortions.

Bob takes John by the forearm.

bob

No jokes now, this is just me telling it straight. This is not just an animal you’re seeking, this person has done immense amount of research in a variety of areas. You’re trying to Stop, the un-stoppable by catching him. If were me and it ain’t mind you, I’d throw out the rule book.

ext. medical examiners office

The Detectives pull away from the curb.

tony

The registered owner of the cell phone found inside of Elizabeth’s body was our Fat-man, Charles “Tiny” Kanesly.

Tony flips through his note pad.

tony

The phone number from the caller ID, was from a cell phone registered to Paul Fox. We are running priors on him now.

ext. court house-day

John hardly waits for the unmarked cruiser to come to a complete halt, before he exits the passenger side.

Tony has to put a hustle in his stride to keep pace as they enter the gigantic Court House doors.

int. court house (lobby)

Tony flicks his cigarette out the door just as it slams behind him.

tony

You got the shield, Partner?

John removes the evidence bag from his coat pocket, containing the Sheriff’s shield.

john

Catch!

Without glancing over to his partner he tosses it, Tony snags it in mid-flight. 

Concurrently they flash their own Detective shields at the security personnel manning the metal detector. 

They are waved through with a huge grin and the with the hand held metal detector making the sign of the holy cross.

Just a short stroll down the dimly lit hallway they converge on Sheriff’s Deputy, looks to be mid 30s, muscular build, hint of tanning bed, dark hair very macho looking, who is about to enter an office.

john

You, CORPORAL JENKINS?

cpl jenkins

(deep voice)

That’s the name tag, want to get your hands off me.

tony

Look cupcake we, can talk here or more openly at our office, if you know what I mean!

Sweat starts to form around the short officer’s mouth.

 TONY

John, me and cupcake will be chatting here I think why don’t you give us five minutes. RIGHT CUPCAKE!

corporal jenkins

(begging)

Right, just lower your voice alright, please!

John and Tony step over to the door.

john

How’d you know, (pauses) that he-he, is gay—how?

Tony takes advantage to mess with John for a moment.

tony

It’s a straight guy, thingy, you knew he was gay, didn’t you?

john

(uncomfortable)

Yeah –listen I’ll be right back I need to take a piss, see what you can get from cupcake.

tony

HEY! That‘s not even funny.

Tony tosses the evidence bag on the desk where Cpl Jenkin’s is standing next to.

Cpl jenkins

What’s this all about, Tony? 

(shock)

Oh you found it, I lost it months ago.

Tony

Breaking in a new partner, you know how it is.

cpl jenkins

What a moron, he must be the only one who doesn’t know in the department (laughs) Seriously.

int.court house (Men’s Restroom)

John stands steadfastly in front of a urinal, unzipping his pants, he begins to urinate.

Several unidentified men walk in, as others are finishing their business and quietly leaving the facilities.

For a few brief moments, an aroma of dead silence, fills the air. 

John zips up his pants and walks over to the sink, he begins noticing the graffiti laden walls, hearing the sound of a stall door, and the flushing sound of a toilet as they seem to keep rhythm. 

He finds himself just shaking his head in stupefaction.

Checking his watch, he realizes that he need to kick it in high gear, so he rushes out the door.

Like greased lighting, he zips down the hall, turning dangerously down a series of left and right turns without slowing down, like a kid in the school hallways.

A blind pencil pusher, could have predicted what was to follow, an explosion of two bodies, Court documents flailing everywhere. 

The two silhouettes, resemble professional wrestles, their bodies lay twisted and entwined.

John raises his head a piece of paper sticks smartly on his sweaty face, to his surprise and extreme luck it is Madeline.

john

You have no-fault insurance, I hope?

madeline

You asshole, (laughs) you almost killed me? (pained expression) What are you doing?

john

I thought we’d meet for lunch.

Madeline her clothes are dishevelled, starts scooping up paperwork with John’s help. He realizes, this isn’t one of those moments he can joke himself out of.

john

I’m sorry, are you alright? Let me help you up, sweety.

madeline

No, it isn’t you Judge Chan reassigned me to bailiff for the Honourable Judge Oliver J. Simson’s court room.

They hear footsteps coming down the hall. Tony not knowing what has happened starts to draw his weapon.

tony

Hey you guys Okay?

John waves him off with the all clear signal. Tony nearly trips over himself moments later when the curvy Madeline stands up and blows John a kiss as they walk away from each other.

Tony mocks the two with a hand making pumping motion over his heart.

john

What did this Jenkins character have to say?

tony

Basically, his shield turned up missing a few months ago, I made some calls his story checks out. There is an incident report on file and his immediate Supervisory backs him up.

int. unmarked car-day

The car pulls out into traffic, tooling down the street they come up next to a Metro bus. 

Their attention is diverted and zeros in on the advertisement on the side of the bus.

The ad depicts TV NEWS Coverage, promising continued updates of the CINCINNATI STITCHER case. 

John sneers at the ad, as he starts to light up a cigarette, but decides instead to wring the pack and toss them into the car litterbag.

John’s cell rings, before he can disconnects he is already hanging a portable flashing light on the dash board and hitting the siren.

john

Hit it partner,

Tony punches the gas, the car’s tires fling heavy smoke into the air as it screeches down the street. 

Weaving in an out of traffic, as it closes in on its destination.

john

We got the Son-Of-A-Bitch, Tony we got him.

Evening traffic starts to bottleneck suddenly from a fender bender in mid-intersection and isn’t anywhere fast.

No fantasy, no flashy, no fiery, cop n crooks chase here, that is for the movies, and truth is 90 % boredom 10 % action.

By the time Tony and John arrive, it is one of those boring standoffs. 

You know the one where the suspect is holed up in his house, whining about how life sucks, yada, yada, yada.

tony

How sure are we, this is our guy.

john

90% until we get into his house.

Their car screeches to a halt, John is brought up to date of the situation.

john

It’s a Green light, I want the perp taken down.

tony

John give me a shot at getting him to come out. The word on this guy from his neighbors is he is dumb as a box of rocks, and dumb as a bag of hammers, Please!

john

(sighs)

Yeah, sure.

Tony gets Paul on the phone to let him know that swat will be coming in five minutes.

TONY

Paul, this is the last four or five minutes of air your lungs will breathe. 

Paul’s hand lifts one of the slats of the window blind. 

tony

Bullets will pierce your body, ripping the flesh off your bones!

John watches on as his partner attempts to break down Paul’s resolve.

tony

Your own mother won’t recognize you. 

int.paul’s livingroom-moments later

paul

Shut up! What kind of cop are you. I have a hostage I’ll kill her.

tony

Once SWAT moves, she’s dead anyway. That’s a given in these cases, Paul.

paul

(pulling at his hair)

Why are you guys messing with me? I am screwed up on drugs right now come back tomorrow. I didn’t do anything.

tony

Then come out, prove your innocence.

John motions to Tony to keep Paul talking, he gives him thumbs up. Meanwhile, Paul nervously paces back and forth the sweat dripping from his arms, his shirt is soaked.

tony

I know the situation seems hopeless, Paul, you gotta be feeling like Col. George Custard at the Little Big Horn stand off bout’ now.

Paul’s mind is racing like an over-heated engine, and then suddenly almost like he is unfrozen in time the door behind Paul BURSTS open. 

A fist punctuates Paul squarely on the mouth. Two hands wrench the pistol from Paul’s right hand. The bandaging on Paul’s right forearm begins to bleed.

Paul tries to weather the onslaught, but he is over-whelmed by a kick to the groan, and hard smack from the butt of a weapon and its lights out, as Paul is violently BODY SLAMMED to the floor.

A hand picks up the phone and calmly walks over to the front door and opens it.

john

(laughs)

Can you hear me NOW!

Once handcuffed the SWAT TEAM LEADER, JESUS at about 6’8” and a solid 310 pounds helps Paul up to a chair, and stands guard over him. 

Paul’s clothing is left torn and tattered.

Tony

You have the right to remain silent.

Paul’s eyes nervously follow John as he makes his way towards the basement door. 

Tony smacks Paul upside the head to get his full attention, he redirects Paul to a computer screen in the living room. 

It displays a website dedicated solely to the Cincinnati Stitcher 

The macabre website includes a formula for making Gama-Hydroxbutyrate the date rape drug.

int. paul’s basement-same

John is clearing the basement, when off in the corner he can see shelves lined with stuffed birds, animals, and several tables with tools and equipment used in taxidermy.

He comes to a door with a pad lock on it, which he uses his lock pick tool to jimmy. 

The door swings wide open and to his relief his eyes lock on an un-conscious female, early 20s.

She is naked and her ankles and wrists are bound by rope to a table. Her mouth is gagged.

She has needles piercing her nipples and eye-lids. John checks for vitals. A hypodermic needle filled with a fluid, lies next to her body.

john

(screaming)

Call for a paramedic! We got a live one down here!

int. livingroom-moments later

Mitch the Paramedic gives John the news, as they roll the body of the young woman out of the house.

mitch

We couldn’t save her, she over-dosed. My guess GHD.

Tony lights up a cigarette.

tony

Paul you want to tell us what this is?

He shoves pills outward towards Paul’s face.

tony

Maybe a little home brewed Georgia Home Boy-Liquid Ecstasy? You can tell us now or we can wait for the toxicology report.

paul

I know you think I am that freak the Stitcher, but it isn’t me. I read about the girl from the grill, I got scared.

Paul starts to stand up but, Jesus pushes him back in his chair.

paul

I didn’t want to go down for the Ecstasy, anyways all I got was some oral sex from her.

Jesus stands Paul up and they take him into a bedroom filled with some of his special taxidermist items, he personally claims to have produced.

Tony walks over and hands him a monkey’s head that had been transformed into an ashtray.

tony

John, this look familiar?

John examines the hinges on the scull. 

john 

See if we can get a match with the ones from the restaurant. 

The room is a small swap meet of creatures large and small, all had the look of a seasoned taxidermy performed on them. 

paul

Is it against the law to be a taxidermist?

John hands Tony an evidence bag containing a half filled hypodermic needle and another with a cell phone in it.

tony

Are you a taxidermist full time?

paul

No I work full-time with Garclave Pharmaceuticals as a Drug Rep. I do taxidermy as a side line.

john

Paul, where’s your cell phone? 

paul

I lost it, somewhere.

john

How do you explain the dead naked chick in the basement, Paul?

paul

It’s my escort date.

john

Are you into a little sado machism. I found some toys down there.

paul

We did a little powder, you know. Things got out of control that’s all, I swear.

john

We found this hypodermic needle next to her body asshole! What did you shoot her up with?

paul

Nothing yet, it had smack but, you all showed up and-

John gives Jesus the signal.

john 

Get this pile of shit out of here before I stick my backup piece up his ass and claim he committed suicide.

With that said Jesus jerks Paul backwards out of the room.

ext. pauls house-night

Curious neighbors mill around on the sidewalk. Mean while back the task force loads a shackled Paul into a back of an ominous looking black suburban.

CSI investigators will work throughout the long night, removing boxes of valuable evidence taken from Paul’s house.

ext.interrogation room-night

super-six hoours later

John with a renewed strut in his step finds himself pausing in front of the interrogation room. 

The sun has just started to come up and its light is peeking through a window. John is on the cell phone.

john

We have been grilling the bastard all night trying to get a confession, with no success yet.

John looks at his watch.

madeline

(v.o.)

Okay well call me later. I’ll bring you some Pollo Cacciatore al Forno, from Vito’s restaurant to celebrate.

john

Great have em’ flip me a side of linguine al pesto too. Thanks doll.

madeline

This is going to cost you big

(kissing noise)

Hugs and kisses, I gotta bounce.

john

Love ya too bye-bye.

His adrenaline racing, he takes a deep cleansing breath of air and opens the door to join  his partner.

john

(mummers)

It’s Showtime!

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

tony

Come on Paul, we’ve been at this shit all night, Be a smart man, we want to help you. Why can’t you see that!

John circles behind Paul who is seated at a small table. BAM!

John catches Paul completely off guard as he slaps the shit out of him.

john

I just wanted to make sure you understand Paul, this ain’t the movies, it’s worse than you can ever imagine. This next 12 hours is your life on fast forward.

Paul’s head makes full contact with the hard table. He nods his head as if to be in agreement.

john

You won’t be the first nor the last have an accident while being scrutinized.

paul 

That’s bullshit man I think I need a lawyer!

Problem here is the poor sap doesn’t know that if you don’t specifically ask for a lawyer they can keep grilln’ ya.

john

(laughs)

Hey partner, he wants to lawyer up on us.

tony

How you gonna act, Paul?

Paul’s body quivers and shakes as John SLAMS a book down on the table.

John opens the book detailing illustrations of people in weird sexual positions. Tony lights up a cigarette and blows smoke into Paul’s face. 

john

We find it particular interesting that the Cincinnati Stitcher, would prescribe to positioning the bodies, in the same fashion as the ones depicted in you book here, Paul! Coincidence Hmmmm maybe.

JOhn

Do you want something to drink Paul?

paul 

A Coke maybe would be nice.

John tosses an unopened can of cold Coke, Paul displays surprisingly quick reflexes especially after a night of drugs and all, catches it in his right hand.

John lays several more books down in front of Paul. 

Paul

Why don’t you ask the escort you took from my house, she will tell you what kind of games I like.

Paul grips the soda can firmly with his right hand and with his left index finger pulls the tab, soda slightly fizzles out of the can.

john

Paul, the girl died from an overdose of the shit you pumped into her veins.

paul

Bullshit! I gave her a couple hits of powder. That’ all, man!

John calms Paul down by having him look through some of his taxidermy books.

john

Paul, what is your blood type?

paul

A Positive

John and Tony’s heads turn almost in slow motion, their eyes connect as they flash brad faced grins.

Paul casually flips through the pages of his book.

john

I truly find it intriguing on what skills it would take for someone to become involved in taxidermy.

Now folks here it comes, can just hear the rocks and hammers dropping onto the floor.

Paul

Well it isn’t that hard once you remove all the fat and meat on the skin. Using a non iodised salt, salt and rub into the flesh side of the skin. Roll the skin up with the head inside and place on a slanted board.

john

(not being pushy)

You know, you seem quite an expert in this field.

paul

Naw-You’re just bullshitting, me. Hey if you want when I get out of here I got this mad cell-phone cover made from pigs hide-get it.

John has a mental vision-of the hapless female victim who had been turned into a customized human car seat cover, Paul continues to describe the finer art of taxidermy works.

paul

Now we re-hydrate the skin in a pickled solution. This step prepares the skin for the tan bath and sets the hair mix.

John shrugs off the mental images and regains control.

john

You must be pretty proficient with a needle and thread I guess eh?

paul

I know what you think, but your wrong.

Tony slides some more books over towards Paul, when he opens one the books up he gets a huge surprise.

Several 8 and half by 11 size photographs of the victims attributed to the Cincinnati Stitcher float to the floor.

Paul cringes and recoils into a fetal position in his chair, in shock. 

paul

This is some sick shit, is this what you think I am capable of, NO-ONE is capable of this madness!

john

You got your rocks off-right?

paul

NO!

John flicks a pencil at Paul that bounces off his forehead. 

john

One last question Paul-

John holds another pencil up and waves it back and forth, before flinging it again at Paul’s head.

paul

What?

john

Paul—we know you have a history of forced anal sex, invoking whippings, sexual bondage.

John paces the table several times before hitting his fist on the table.

john

(raises his voice)

Let’s not forget the practice of inserting large objects into your ex-wife’s rectum! Your abusive behaviour carried on for several years before she filed her initial complaint to the police. These allegations are also apart of your divorce decree.

paul

That doesn’t make me a killer. She wanted that in our lives I didn’t.

John reaches inside his briefcase and pulls out an evidence bag and pitches it on the table.

It contains a small female doll with a hangman’s nooses around it’s neck. The hands are tied behind the doll’s back, needles penetrate the left eye and one in the ear.

John

Are you familiar with this Paul? 

(wipes his face)

We found it hanging from your car review mirror.

paul

What?

john

You have some serious issues!

paul

Blah—blah—fucking blah. A fucking doll is what your pinning your hopes on. Get real.

John slaps Paul across the face with a photograph of a previous victim.

At the same time Tony holds the doll just inches from Paul’s distorted face, screaming at him to look at it.

john

You’re a sick bucket of pig shit.

There are burn marks on the doll and cotton protrudes from its mouth.

tony

You need to concentrate deep shit.

Paul looks at the stitches drawn on the dolls chest, he quickly turns his head away and comes face to face with JOHN.

john

I’ll run it by you Paul. You made an incision between the dolls legs creating an orifice to which you glued hair to it.

Tony shows Paul a photo of the victim that was identical.

john

Then you inserted a male doll’s hand sticking out of it.

tony

Your Betsy Wetsy dolls match one of victims, down to the last stitch.

john

Number two reason for the death sentence, Gama-Hydroxbutyrate found in your possession.

tony

Number three—you’re a drug rep with connections to medical supplies.

Tony punctuates his statement by tossing an empty soda can across the room.

john

Number four—your somewhat specialized skills in taxidermy and tanning make you a prime suspect.

tony

Number five—your past history of deviant sexual abnormalities and abusive behaviour with your ex-wife.

They pick up the pace by circling Paul reading him the riot act.

john

Number six—Two eye witnesses that you encountered in the park along with your finger prints on the items that you had left behind.

tony

Number seven—don’t forget his cell phone number. To a cell phone you say you lost that was found at your residence!

Paul’s body starts to tremble as John throws more photos taken from his residence, depicting Paul cross dressing and engaging in autoerotic asphyxia.

Paul’s head finally droops to its lowest, his hands covering his face as his body rocks back and forth in his chair. 

It has been a marathon session and all Paul can do is cry like a baby that he wants an attorney.

int. john’s apartment-day

super-one year later

John’s alarm goes off, he slowly opens his eyes, he lets out a huge yawn and turns the alarm off.

He pulls the red and purple comforter up over his face to his surprise a hand yanks the covers off of him.

He is being attacked by a wet little nose of a black poodle and standing aside the bed, in a sexy little teddy is Madeline.

madeline

(giggles)

Tony is back on the stand today, you don’t want to be late, honey—get up!

john

Nothing you can say can make me get up this morning.

madeline

Honey, I am pregnant.

John sits up and immediately his face becomes whiter that white.

john

That funny I thought you just said we’re pregnant.

madeline

(smiles)

I did silly.

They embrace tightly, he caresses her belly. He lifts her teddy and tenderly places kisses.

He stares deeply into her eyes as she runs her left hand that is sporting a wedding band and an engagement ring through his thick hair.

John

Sweetheart I am ready to retire from the force, at the conclusion of this trial.

madeline

What ever you want to do, John is alright by me.

john

I was thinking you should be a stay at home mom, and I’ll open up a deli or something.

He leans in to give her a kiss on her cheek, but she playfully tosses him off the bed. His feet fly off the other side. 

She giggles, as she throws him the comforter down on the floor next to him.

madeline

You better be a good father to our baby, John.

ext.court house steps-day

Not since the OJ trial has the worlds interest been drawn this closely and all of it’s participates been so scrutinized.

The who’s who of the media giants, are shelling out buckets of dollars to get so-called expert witnesses, to TELL YOU-the inept what you just saw or heard.

Providing us around the clock, 7 days a week, of endless sound bites, and God only knows--what would we do without it. 

John arrives at the foot of Court House steps, it’s a battle to just get through the multitude of news reporters, as he refuses to comment on the case.

Hundreds of news reporters flash bulbs are going off in his face. Once he is inside the great doors of the Court house, he takes a humiliating deep breath. 

The noise level drops to almost a whisper, he flashes his Detectives Shield that allows him to pass the metal detectors.

He thinks to himself nothing in law enforcement has ever trained him for a case like this. 

What the hell the public will probably never become truly conscious of this side of the badge, or even care, so why should he.

int.judge oliver j. simsons court room-same

Madeline has just called the Court Room to order for the presiding JUDGE OLIVER J. SIMSON, no relation, late 50s, good looking man, athletic under his robe if he would let anyone ever peek.

The Judge takes a fleeting look over at Tony, who is back on the stand to resume testifying.

judge

Alright, Detective Bruno is back on the witness stand, undergoing cross examination by Defense Counsel, I remind you Detective, you are still under oath. With that said good morning Detective Bruno.

Tony

Good morning you’re Honor.

The Judge then directs his attention to the Defense table. 

Defense Attorney Jeffery Witt, is mid 30s, good looks, smartly dressed and a scraper. 

He is the type of lawyer, you wish didn’t play with, at any time he could set you on fire. He was the 6th Court appointed lawyer to this case.

judge

Mr. Witt, you may resume with your cross of this witness.

ext.court house steps-day

Michelle is reporting live on the trial.

Michelle

After four months and sixty seven witness, the prosecution in the Cincinnati Stitcher trial finished with its final witness Tuesday, and has rested it’s case against accused serial killer Paul Fox.

John exits the Court House and walks down the steps. Michelle like a chicken hawk with her prey in sight swoops in on him.

michelle

Detective Carroll—Michelle Robertson, Channel Seven News, can you answer a few questions—please?

john

(smiles)

Sure.

Michelle was half-heartedly expectedly the usual sharp “no comment” she is caught a little off guard.

michelle

Well, you must be pleased that there is almost some closure in a case that has consumed almost 4 years of your life Detective?

john

I can’t start to tell you the emotional drain, I just—

michelle

There have been many questions surrounding certain “TACKETS EMPLOYED” by Tony Bruno and yourself?

john

You don’t know jack. I’m not going to sit here and lecturer you on why the evidence is so overwhelming against Mr Fox. 

michelle

Aren’t you concerned that the Defense Attorney, Mr. Jeffery Witt gave a great deal of credence to the fact that evidence was indeed either planted or at least fabricated in this case?

john

The jury will make that determination on it’s own consciousness about the evidence collected. Besides we just had a small part 

michelle

So are saying that in your opinion, Mr. Witt did not embarrass the states evidence today?

john

What I am saying is—this isn’t LA!

(pointing a finger)

What I am saying is—this isn’t OJ!

(pointing a finger)

What I am saying is-we got the right guy!

Detective Carroll storms down the steps, shoving everyone, and anyone in his way to the side.

michelle

(straight faced)

Thank you, Detective Carroll—this has been Michelle Robertson, for Channel Seven News reporting live from the steps of the Court House. Back to you David and Marcella.

Michelle signals Steve to cut the camera off. She takes a tremendous deep breath.

michelle

Tell me you got the footage Steve, tell me we’re on our way to better things. 

ext. court house steps-day

Super three days later

michelle

(v.o.)

The trial resumed today after a volley of Prosecution motions that had delayed the trial.

(pointing to Jeff Witt)

Defense Attorney Jeff Witt, has shocked some say, the un-shockable. With the death sentence at stake he has wrapped up his case, calling no physical eye witnesses.

There is commotion coming from the top of the Court House steps as news filters down.

Michelle

Breaking news The Prosecution and the Defense expect to end their closing arguments this afternoon, and Judge Oliver J. Simson will had the case over to the sequestrated Juror. Reporting live from the Court House this has been Michelle Robertson.

int. court house (jury room) hours later

Madeline escorts the members of the jury to the secluded jury room. She closes the door and locks it behind them.

She takes a seat just outside the door, while the jurors begin their deliberations.

She yawns, stretches and follows that up, by opening up of a book and settles in for the day.

ext.court house steps-five days later

Michelle is asking hardnosed question with DEPUTY DISTRICT ATTORNEY, NATHAN STEVENS mid 40s, best described as flamboyant.

michelle

Mr. Stevens this reporter has learned from un-named sources that your office feels that due to some of the tainted evidence, the jury may bring back a not guilty verdict.

She steps closer to Nathan and smiles for the camera.

Michelle

How do you respond to these allegations, sir?

nathan

We maintain our belief in the guilt of Paul Fox, the accused in this case. That being the case we will we also stand by the integrity of our veteran officers.

michelle

Is there any truth to possible death threats, directed at Mr. Fox, and are there any special precautions being taken.

nathan

No threats that we have been made aware of, specifically. I just want to add that we finally have peace in our streets and peace in our homes. No killings sine the apprehension of Paul Fox.

Michelle spots Jeffery Witt and leaves Nathan standing by himself like lone dust bunny in a clean corner.

michelle

Mr Witt, a lot of people didn’t think you would be up for this case, do you have any comments concerning that?

jeffery witt

The district attorney had critical evidence that was withheld, which is a violation of the ethic rules. We are pleased that the Judge ruled with our side and exposed the sometimes the system is fraught with injustices.

Jeffery Witt a commanding character that could steal the show from the ring master Jerry Springer himself starts drawing all the attention of the crowd and media. 

jeffery witt

Most defendants can’t afford their own counsel and are appointed an underpaid or equally under-funded attorney by the state. Paul Fox got a gift today, Paul Fox is innocent and we feel the jury will see it our way.

With that said Jeffery Witt walks by Michelle and whispers into ear.

jeffery witt

You think they bought that line of shit, want to meet me later for drinks YUM—YUM? 

int. judge O.j. simsons court room-one week later-day

Nathan and Witt enter the hushed Court Room and takes their respective.

judge

We have received word that the jurors have reached a verdict. We will reconvene tomorrow morning at nine am, for the reading.

int.court house (jury house)-same

Madeline enters the jury room with a tray full of assorted refreshments. 

Seven of the jurors are seated at the table while the other five mill around by the windows.

Madeline finishes setting up the refreshments, as the jurors are slow to gather around the refreshment table.

Standing alone at the Jury table, she pretends not to notice the jury verdict slips lying out in the open.

She sees the words “GUILTY” on each count of the indictments alleged against Paul Fox.

Nervously she sneaks a peek over her shoulder at the Jurors who are still mingling over by the refreshment counter.

She moves towards the door.

madeline

I’ll be back in to get everyone for the bus ride back to the hotel, so just relax.

It is late the court house is empty except for the cleaning crew that is just finishing up. The hallways are dark.

int.jury room-momments later

The jurors have gorged themselves on Madeline’s delicious refreshments. One by one, quietly they have dropped like flies, unconscious.

The jury room door opens slowly, a dark figure peers in, like a thief in the night the figure looks back down the hallway in both directions.

The door closes behind the darkened figure, and with a flip of the switch the dead bolt locks. Off comes the hood exposing Madeline’s face.

madeline

Lights—Camera--Action!

madeline

You 12 were the worse of all, your own lawyers, making book deals, movie deals, my God the fat broad wanted to have her own line of thong undies—Jesus—Joseph—and Mary!

Madeline sits a black back pack up on the table.

madeline

Did any of you listen to the evidence. This will be even bigger than my music cd or DVD. No serial killer has ever taken out the jurors sitting on trailing the case. I’ll be infamous, un-fucking-touchable!

She removes items from the back pack.

madeline

(sing softly)

I stalk your streets at night, I never see myself in any part of you.

(wicked smile)

One by one, the circus clown will steal my sanity.

int.judge’s court room-day

The crowded court room is alive with anticipation and speculation.

Defense attorney Jeffery Witt has just entered the court room.

A multitude of bright flashes of light from cameras taking photos goes off in concert.

The noise and clatter fade off as the defendant is brought into the court room, you could hear a pin drop.

He has two sheriff’s deputies imitating book ends at his sides.

He sheepishly looks up at Jeffery Witt, who helps him in his chair.

Only God and Paul knew at that moment what was going on in his mind.

An un-audible shout from the crowd and BAM-a single shot rings out, a scene jettison right out of the Oswald assignation by Jack Ruby, has just played out.

A UNIDENTIFIED WHITE MALE, 50s dressed in a police uniform, he drops his small calibre weapon to the floor and immediately holds his hands up in the air.

The sound of the gunfire causes a chain reaction of calamitous panic inside the court room.

SUPER-moments later

Tony stares out over the now empty court room is on the cell phone with John.

ext.fast food restaurant-day

John pulls out of the fast food restaurant has to SLAM on his brakes, he makes a u-turn and his tires lay a trail of burning rubber as he heads to the court house.

ext.court house (steps)-momments later

John BOLTS from the car, resembling Tory James the cornerback for the Bengals as he races up the steps.

Simultaneously as John enters the court house, Madeline exits through an opposite door, just missing one another.  

Madeline is dressed in her civilian clothes, rushing down the steps only stopping to pick up her backpack that has slipped off her shoulder.

int.court house-momments later

John takes steps off the fourth floor, where Tony along with the Judge, Nathan and Jeffery are talking.

tony

Hey partner, this was some seriously mad shit.

John

You said Paul’s dead?

tony

The shooter was an officer from the Norwood district, his daughter was an earlier victim of the Cincinnati Stitcher. Thought maybe Paul would get off.

nathan

Gentlemen, I wouldn’t loose sleep over this one. The shooter deserves an award.

john

Madeline—where’s Madeline Tony?

tony

I haven’t seen her John.

judge

She is charged with sequestration of the jurors, she is safe detective.

ext.juror room door-momments later

John is standing in front of the locked door pounding on it. He withdraws his weapon and takes careful aim. 

He squeezes the trigger twice BAM-BAM!

Blowing the lock apart he kicks the door in.

As he suspected, his worst nightmare the twelve jurors bodies posed at the oval shaped conference table.

int.jury room-same

John’s arms down to his side, he walks into the room his jaw slack, the wind has been obviously taken out of his sail.

The jurors eyes and mouths have been stitched closed, the verdict slips have been inserted onto each jurors mouth. 

Within seconds of the shots being fired Nathan, the Judge and Jeffery pile into the jury room.

Mixed emotions fill the air, Nathan turns to look away and upchucks on the shocked Judges chest.

judge

Nathan—you idiot!

Jeffery witt

Now that’s what I call contempt of court!

The judge is both pissed and flabbergasted by the experience, he exits the room, walking briskly down the hall, gagging.

An overly apologetic Nathan follows closely behind the charged up Judge.

John points out a bumper sticker, slapped across one of the jurors foreheads to Tony.

tony

Justice isn’t blind, but sometimes it blinks!

john

Tony-it was Madeline!

tony

(disbelief)

Say what?

John pulls out a small gift card, it is addressed to John.

john

It had instructions for me to look under the jurors table, when I did I found this.

He hands Tony a DVD diskette.

Tony

It is titled: A Stitch In Time,

Let’s get our bang-bang on love Madeline! I don’t understand, John—why would Red—

Crime scene investigators enter the room and take over the investigation. John and Tony meet with the judge in his private office to view the DVD diskette.

The beginning of the DVD is in the formidable style of a  Rod Sterling Twilight Zone.

tony

It’s the music from the music cd. Maybe she just got—

Before he could finish the words, the DVD depicts Madeline in one gruesome scene after another in which she is caught on camera torturing and or murdering real victims.

There are scenes that capture the taxidermy tactics employed by Madeline on several of the victims.

At one point she holds up a car seat cover, that has been fashioned from one of her blonde haired victims.

In a one split second scene Cpl Jenkins is on his knees in front of a smiling Nathan. 

She quietly removes Jenkins sheriffs shield from his uniform shirt unnoticed.

nathan

That fucking trashy, bitch!

Without a word Tony and John both back hand Nathan simultaneously.

tony

Whoops! Major cramp—

john

Nathan, watch your self my friend. That could have been me shoving my weapon in your mouth and cleaning your ears out.

There are different scenes of John and Tony at various crime scenes.

Interviews of John from different news reports act like a collage.

There are scenes of hundreds of large glass jars labelled with undistinguishable writing but the contents are very vivid.

Body parts can be clearly seen floating in the liquid.

Still pictures of a young innocent girl, titled Madeline at various ages flash one after another.

The perverse lyrics titled A Stitch In Time accompanying the morbid visions springing from the television screen.

Madeline is singing and dancing to the vexing lyrics, the Judge can no long watch and turns his eyes away.

The music video finally fades to black.

ext.madeline’s residense-hours later

John an the SWAT team have broken down the doors to Madeline’s residence.

int.madeline’s residense-same

They feverishly search room by room, with no Madeline to be found.

super-basement-same

Tony and John move methodically throughout the normally appearing basement.

tony

Nothing here, John.

John is running his hand along a small seam on a wall.

john

Tony hit the lights will you. 

Once the lights are out and the basement becomes a cess pool of blackness hairline fractures of light shine through the small cracks John uncovered.

tony

Out standing, partner!

john

There looks to be a hidden room behind this wall. Look around there has to be an entry way.

They uncover a false wall, when they enter the first thing they take note of are the walls are covered to stories and articles covering the Cincinnati Stitcher along with hundreds of photographs of the victims.

A hundred or more glass jars each labelled by date of death, name, address, age, and finger print of the victim, line wooden shelves.

john

Some of these jars are labelled killed by Maria Ramsey, others by Michael Ramsey, that was Madeline’s mother and step-father’s names.

 tony

I count 40 some odd jars attributed to Madeline over here, boss.

The two detectives enter a door with a sign that says quiet filming in progress, it reveals a sound proofed room equipped for filming and making music videos.

On the opposite wall are four book shelves lined with VHS tapes, computer disks, Madeline’s personal diary and an internet log book and photo albums.

tony

We got an extensive collection of expensive cameras and editing equipment next to an elaborate computer system over here, John.

john

These logs detail a long list of porn web sites that purportably contain images of Madeline, since early childhood, Her Step-father and mother raked in a few hundred thousand dollars.

tony

Partner, she was trapped in one dysfunctional family.

john 

Madeline’s step-father and mother owned a cemetery.

John is scanning through some log books.

john

The parents disposed of their victims, by dumping them in the graves with established markings, no on is the wiser.  There is a complete listing here of all their victims and where they were buried.

Tony holds a jar up with a pair of eyes in it.

tony

That means we could probably clear up potentially hundreds of old missing persons case files.

Tony has the help of two police officers holds up two large jars.

tony

Let me introduce you to Madeline’s mother and step-father. According to the dates on the labels—they were her first victims.

john

(talking to himself)

Madeline what have you done, girlfriend?

tony

She started killing at the age of twenty one. Her parent’s heads are in these jars. 

Tony removes a card addressed to her momma, John reads the inscription.

john

(teary eyed)

Momma, like you said I am always looking for love in all the wrong places.

tony

Sorry, partner.

Tony points to two empty jars, that are labelled with his and John’s names on the them.

tony

Reserved for us John, she is obviously totally over the edge.

int. court house nathan’s office

super-four weeks later

Two janitor’s enter the deputy prosecutor’s office, Manny, flicks on the light of Nathan’s darkened office.  

Harold’s bucket drops loudly to the floor.

There in his reclining chair, in a posed position, is Nathan dead.

harold

Call my wife, tell her I’m getting over-time tonite Manny. 

A bumper sticker, SLAPPED across Nathan’s forehead is read aloud by Harold.

harold

All Lawyers should be drowned at birth!

manny

I better call 911.

Harold 

 You think.

Nathan has what appears to be stitches across his mouth and a green 2 foot long garden hose shoved into his mouth. 

A can of drano sits on his desk.

ext.convenience store-night

Lightning flickers off of Chelsie’s furry face. Madeline pulls the black Dodge minivan into the convenience store parking lot.

It is late and the streets are void of traffic.

Madeline steps out of the mini van and slings her black back pack over her shoulder, she rushes into the store just avoiding a down-pour of rain.

chuck 

Five minutes before we close yo’.

He looks up from a comic book just long enough to look at the clock.

Her rain drenched hair drapes her face, she swipes it behind her ears.

She flicks the open sign to closed, gathers up several cans of dog food and heads to the counter.

Chuck starts to bag the dog food, when he finally takes a first time close look at her face.

chuck

Hey dude—I know you—your that—

She shoots him a devilish grin and in mid sentence shoves a long bladed knife into his gut.

His face turns whitish frozen with fear. 

In slow motion Chuck drops to the floor.

With a huge smile on her face Madeline PLUNGES the bloodied knife one last time for good measure.

Within moments the stores lights go out for the night none the wiser.

int.convenience store-day

tiony

It’s Red!

john

Are you positive!

Tony escorts John past the CSI investigators that busy their selves collecting evidence.

John’s eye fall on the bloody remains of Chuck, there is a wedding band and an engagement ring stitched closed to his lips. A small gift card.

john

To John From Maddy: On a cloudy day--breaking up, is so very hard to do!

A teary eyed John walks over and leans against the store front window, the flickering of the emergency lights bouncing off his face make for a frightful cloudy morning.

tony

(v.o.)

She left this bumper sticker addressed to me John.

John grabs a hold of it.

tony

Jesus saves all sinners and redeems them for cash and valuable prizes!

John taps his fingers against the glass window, as he mentally blocks everything out around him and now all that is left are the ghastly lyrics playing in his head from A Stitch In Time.

backflash ends:

The fog begins to clear and now we are back in the office of Doctor Gibson, who is giving John the box of tissues.

doctor gibson

John, how disheartened by these events and intimidated by just about everything, right down to the music you hear.

The good Doctor struggles to find the best comforting words.

When something happens to shake the foundation in our culture-like the Cincinnati Stitcher murders and then worse to find out it was our own mates who are responsible, our bodies go into a stage of self-imposed lock down. A deep self-examination

John tosses a DVD disk case down on the coffee.

john

It is the original disk I recovered from the house Doctor. I already cued it up to the part I thought should interest you.

She presses the intercom button.

doctor gibson

Cierra, please, bring another carafe of coffee. 

cierra

No problem Doctor Gibson, it will be just a second.

The audio and vision soundtrack from A Stitch In Time coming from the television is just concluding. 

A few moments of black on the television screen, before a new feed starts.

On the screen we see Madeline performing several killings, then we see John watching Madeline going into the convenience store.

We see Madeline shooting the gang banger footage obvious shot from the store window by John.

John is stabbing Brittany.

Madeline is stitching a nasty cut on John’s left forearm.

Madeline and John are working side by side in the restaurant dragging the body of the fat-man. .

John holding up the nude body of Elizabeth up while Madeline uses a nail gun to attach her to the wall.

A second camera catches John operating a video camera as Madeline performs in the home made music video.

John is seen injecting a hypodermic needle into the arm of the young naked female in Paul’s basement.

The segment ends just as quickly as it began.

John is staring out the office window with a sinister smile on his face.

He slowly turns attention to the pale face of Doctor Gibson who is now sprawled out in her comfy chair.

Her arms dangle helplessly down along her own waist.

The Doctor’s legs are parted slightly as urine trickles down onto the carpet.

john

Well you did say it made Hannibal Lector look like Mary Poppin’s.

doctor gibson

(mutters)

Why me? Why?

john

Simple-they wouldn’t let us play in any of their reindeer games, so we started our own. This was just about the game, the thrill. Shame you won’t be around for the next round.

Cierra aka Madeline, enters the room, sliding a short haired brunette wig off her head and tossing it on to the Doctors lap.

madeline

Hey John you up for a 3-way from Skyline on our way out of town?

john

Yep-works for me.

Doctor Gibson can only watch in complete horror as her drug induced body lays petrified while John and Madeline start to exit the office.

Madeline takes an empty plastic bottle fills it half way with laundry detergent and then adds bleach.

She twists on the lid and shakes it vigorously then tosses it behind her.

madeline

Let’s roll, honey.

john

Have I ever told you my rice krispies don’t go snap, crackle, pop!

madeline

No.

john

They go shaka, laka, boom, boom.

John and Madeline step quickly out of the office tossing a large cluster of files into the air behind them.

As they turn the corner of the hallway, a huge explosion of light and sound engulf the building, leaving just two silhouettes.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END  

