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INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT - PRESENT DAY

A full moon filters through blinds that hang over a sliding glass door, illuminating an otherwise dark room. It’s storming outside.

The living room is sparse. A couch and a television atop a short mahogany stand. A mental health book sits on an otherwise empty shelf.

Eighteen-year-old TOMMY lies on a grey couch against a dark blue wall.

He is shirtless with a thin sheet covering him. He is sweating profusely. He tosses back and forth.

Tommy turns onto his back and opens his eyes. His pupils stare at a ceiling fan whirling above him.

Shivers rack his slight and skinny frame, rippling underneath pale and clammy skin.

A light switches on behind Tommy’s head in the living room.

Curious, Tommy props himself up with his elbow and turns his head towards the light.

Tommy’s sister MARY, 14, sits cross-legged on a tabletop directly below a bowl-like light fixture.

Mary’s black ponytails dangle over her large breasts concealed by a tight blue polo shirt with a golden embroidered harp on the right breast. 

She wears a plaid blue-white skirt. Black stockings cling to her legs like spider webs.

There is a faint grin on her pale face- highlighted by rosy cheeks and black eyes.




MARY


Hi Tommy.

Tommy’s eyes roll into the back of his scull. His elbow losses its strength and he sinks into the couch.

TOMMY



(Pleading)


No Sis.

He squirms. His toes bend inward, long nails eating into flesh.

Mary slithers off the table like a deadly viper. Her purple high-heels dig into the crimson carpet as she walks toward Tommy.

Tommy buries his face into his pillow, gnawing at it with his teeth.

When Mary reaches Tommy she stops above him and stares down at him with black pupils.

Tommy turns to meet her gaze. He exhales a low whimper and his eyes twitch.

Mary’s smile grows, revealing perfect teeth.


MARY

You can’t keep it Tommy, your sanity. That sick mind of yours, it’s slipping… again.

She reaches down with one of her boney hands. Her fingers crack as she spreads them wide.

She begins to run the long peach nails slowly down Tommy’s bare chest.

Mary giggles, the sweet giggle of a teenage girl.

Tommy propels himself upward to a sitting position. Mary is gone, just an empty room.

Tommy lies down and surrenders himself to sleep. His body gives off no signs of life other than the slight rise and fall of his chest.

INT. LIVING ROOM - PAST


Tommy’s MOM rubs her large pregnant belly with one hand and twirls a few strands of her hair around a finger with the other as she sits on a grey couch.

A soap opera plays on a small television atop a mahogany stand. She watches the show with interest.

Four-year-old Tommy sits besides his mother, looking at her belly.

During a commercial break she looks over at Tommy with a caring look in her eyes.


MOM

How do you feel about having a little sister Tommy?

Tommy looks up proudly at his mother.


TOMMY

I can’t wait, we’ll play hide and seek and Lincon’ logs.

MOM

(Smiling)

I can’t wait either.

Tommy rests his ear against his mother’s belly straining to hear the life within.

His eyes close and he falls asleep. His head resting against his mother’s stomach as she strokes his hair with her fingers.

INT. FOURTH GRADE CLASSROOM - PAST

The children sit in rows, in a sterile white room with flickering florescent lights, yawning, slumped and doodling. 

All wear the school uniform, blue cotton polo shirts with school symbol of a gold harp. 

The girls wear blue-white plaid skirts just below the knees.

MRS. BLIDGE, their teacher is a hag of a lady, wire grey hair, and splotched skin, with an unhappy demeanor. She writes on the board in quick swoops.

Tommy sits in a far row against the wall, in the last seat. 

Four seats ahead of him is sister Mary. The three seats between them are vacant.

Mary turns to look at Tommy. Her black pigtails swirl about her face as she turns. 

Tommy averts from his gaze, pretending to study his white dirt stained converse.

Tommy waits ten seconds before looking up and she still watches him. She smiles and laughs, causing Tommy to do the same in turn.


MRS. BLIDGE


(Stern)


Something funny?

Mrs. Blidge turns from the board. 

Her face has transformed into a mass of sagging and splotched flesh that droops down to her chest. She has no eyes, nose, ears or mouth.

The mass jiggles violently as she slowly raises her arm to extend a one long red nail in Tommy’s direction.


TOMMY


(Squeaking)


No.

The other children all turn to stare at Tommy. Tommy turns red.

The teacher’s ring finger slowly grows in length, advancing over the other students until the nail is mere inches from Tommy’s face.

Tommy’s breathing is audible, quick and desperate. He clutches at his skull.


MRS. BLIDGE

(Dress rises behind her as she speaks-speech comes from her anus)

Why don’t you tell the class what is so funny, Tommy?

The whole class points and laughs at Tommy, thrusting their fingers in his direction.

Tommy looks at Mary. His sister bears a blank expression.

Her eyes look upward, lost. Her hands slide through the air as if conducting an orchestra.

Tommy bolts up from his seat and rushes into the hall, laughter chasing him.

INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY 

Lockers line both sides of the hall. The lighting is dark and flickering.

Black and white tiles ripple beneath Tommy as if his converses are a pebble hitting a thin film of water.

The lockers flap at Tommy as he rushes past. They spit books, paper, and athletic uniforms.

Tommy rushes into a restroom to the right of the hallway.

INT. SCHOOL REST ROOM

Tommy rushes into a stall with a mirror.

Tommy stars at the mirror with tears seeping from the corners of his eyes. 

He runs his fingers roughly through his hair.

He begins to gain control of his breathing when he notices a small pink hole on his forehead in the mirror.

The pink hole is the size of a marble.

Tommy probes the hole cautiously with a single finger. He shows no signs of pain or tenderness.

The hole begins to grow.

Tears flow freely down Tommy’s burning red face. He begins to breath heavily again.

The hole grows to three inches in length and two inches in diameter.

Tommy probes the hole again, now with two fingers. Tommy again shows no signs of pain or tenderness.

One of his fingers accidentally slips in. SQUISHY SOUND.

He reaches further inside his skull. The flesh stretches elastic like.

The hole closes snuggly around Tommy’s wrist. He tugs softly, but his had hand doesn’t budge. He begins to whimper and pull harder. 

He stomach lurches and he hurls chunks that spew onto the inside of his elbow and into the sink, clustering around the drain.

Tommy pukes again.


TOMMY


(Gurgling)


Mommmmmmmm

Frantic, Tommy opens the stall with his free left hand and bursts out of the restroom crying, his dripping elbow out before him.

INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY


He rushes into a wall of his classmates and Mrs. Blidge. Mrs. Blidge stands behind all of the students, towering above them.

They all point at Tommy and laugh.

His sister stands before them all, her hands gracefully cutting into the air, as if conducting these events. Her eyes glazed over as if suffering cataracts.

Mary smiles.

Tommy falls to his knees- the tiles slide out from beneath him revealing a black abyss into which he falls, screaming.

INT. LIVING ROOM – PAST

Tommy’s parents’ eyes are sad. They sit on the grey coach.

Tommy’s FATHER holds his sobbing wife as if she is a fragile egg. He whispers soothingly into her ear.

Tommy walks slowly into the room, a look of confusion on his face. He holds a couple Lincoln Logs in his hands. 

He stares but doesn’t speak. His father looks over at him. His father begins to cry. The mother’s belly is no longer pregnant.

INT. TOMMY’S BATHROOM – MORNING - PRESENT DAY

Tommy’s trembling hand rifles through the pill cabinet. He picks out a bottle opens the top and takes a couple pills.

He closes the mirror, revealing a desperate and pale face.


MOM


(Outside the door, worried)


Is everything all right honey?


TOMMY


Yesss.


MOM


(Concerned)


Are you sure?


TOMMY


(Annoyed)


Yes!


MOM

Okay, okay. No need to raise your voice. I’ll be doing laundry.


TOMMY


Okay.

Sound of mother’s footsteps walking away as Tommy stares at the mirror.


TOMMY


(Whispering)


I’m tired. It’s too much.

Tommy’s reflection in the mirror quickly morphs into Mary’s.


MARY


(Reflection speaking)


Your mine.

Tommy smashes his head into the mirror. He falls over the sink, his skull bleeding with pieces of glass.

After a moment he recovers and walks out into house and out the front door to a trim suburb yard, ignoring his bleeding scalp.

EXT. SUBURBS OUT FRONT TOMMY’S HOUSE

He walks out into the street without looking.

INT. PINK SUV

A thirty-year-old attractive WOMAN in a nice suit is ignoring the road, her attention on the stubborn wrapper of a granola bar.

She looks up right before hitting Tommy.

DARKNESS

EXT. SUBURB STREET – A LITTLE LATER


Sirens. Tommy comes conscious in the middle of a street. In a hazy fog people in uniform run around him. Flashing Sirens.

Tommy looks at his legs, they appear broken. He grimaces. 

Two paramedics bring a stretcher to Tommy. He screams nonsense at them till they leave him alone. People stare at him.

He crawls towards a tree with a crumbled SUV against it. Once he reaches the tree he props himself up against the bark.

He looks around him. To his right is a small crowd of people around a body. 

Tommy picks up a large stick to help him walk, with every step forward he grunts and shows a look of considerable pain.

He reaches the body and looks down. The dead woman lies in autumn leaves. Her suit is torn and bloody. Trickles of blood run down a face that is glittered with glass.

Tommy pokes her arm with his stick, which causes him to fall. People gasp and Tommy curses himself.

Tommy looks at the sparse foliage of the tree above him. He watches as a single leaf above him detaches itself from a branch and flutters down.

INT. PSYCHOLOGIST’S OFFICE – PAST

The PSYCHOLOGIST sits nestled within his towering grey chair. He strokes the grey bristles that cover his chin.

His emotionless eyes star into Tommy.


PSYCHOLOGIST


What is your sister’s name?

His lips snarl as he speaks, exposing stained yellow teeth that all battle to be in front.

Twelve-year-old Tommy sits in an uncomfortable wooden chair a quarter the size of the psychologists.

He stars down at his white converse.


TOMMY


Mary.


PSYCHOLOGIST


How old is she?


TOMMY


Eight.


PSYCHOLOGIST


Do you get along?

Tommy squirms.


TOMMY


Sometimes.


PSYCHOLOGIST


Where is she now?


TOMMY


On the couch.

Tommy points at a couch to his right. 

The couch sits under many plaques that hang on a white wall. The plaques represent the honors and achievements of the psychologist.

The psychologist glances at the couch with cold eyes. He scratches the bristles on his chin.

His gaze returns to Tommy, who is still studying his shoes.


PSYCHOLOGIST


What is she doing?


TOMMY


Sucking her thumb.


PSYCHOLOGIST


(Calm satisfaction)


Indeed.

A little saliva flings from the psychologists mouth as he speaks.

He writes on a yellow pad that sits on his lap.

He looks up again and studies Tommy. For a brief second his eyes show a hint of sadness. 

But as quickly as it had come, the expression is replaced with a calculating glare.


PSYCHOLOGIST

How about we talk with your mother.

EXT. CRASH SITE – PRESENT DAY

The leaf lands on the dead woman beside Tommy. Calm and smiling Tommy looks over at the leaf lying on the woman’s chest. He looks up again, closes his eyes, and allows himself to be put on a stretcher.

