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FAde In:
iNT.-GARAGE-EVENING
LESTER BOGLEY, a 33 yr. old, chunky, unwashed man SITS at his large, filthy card table. The gloomy garage lights illuminate Lester as he CRAMS his big fingers in his can of spam. He SLOPS it in his mouth, some bits and pieces STICK to the stubble on his chin. Lester STARES at the open books in front of him.

lester’s pov:

The books contain information on worms, insects, including a generic world book of records. This book is open to a picture of a young woman, and next to her is a large tapeworm followed by a tribute article. 
BTS-
A few chunks of spam FALL onto Lester’s stained tank top.

lester

  (With a mouthful of food.)

That’s nice.

A small bit of meat product FLIES out of his mouth and onto the record book. Lester’s eyes get BIGGER, almost HORRIFIED from what just happened. He IMMEDIATELY commences to WIPE OFF the food on the page with his greasy hand. Instead of cleaning it, he just SMEARS dirt and food across the article. Lester gets UPSET; his cheeks turn red then he SLAMS his fist on the table causing it to SHAKE.
LESTER

         (Shouts)

       No Lester, no!
He BOLTS out of his chair so fast; he KNOCKS it to the floor.

lester

So messy!

SPFX Lester TRIES again to clean off the messy page with the bottom of his tank top. Some of it clings onto his clothes, even though it doesn’t help the page. Lester seems satisfied. He then PICKS UP his can of spam and GRABS a straw off the table. He PUTS the straw in the can and STARTS to DRINK the left over juices.

lester

(With a dopey look on his face.)

          Hmmmm…

He TURNS around and SWITCHES on a light bulb in the back. He faces a metal book shelf that contains several mason jars with various worms and oddities stacked up in care. Lester contently GRINS at them.

Lester CHUCKLES at his collection.

He finishes SUCKING DOWN his spam juice and WALKS a few STEPS over to a table with an animal cage on it. As he SLURPS, he WATCHES a few rats SCURRY in their home. Lester TOSSES the empty can behind him and GRINS at his small friends. He UNWRAPS a small package of cheese, and THROWS some in the cage.
lester

         (Beams)

          Eat. Eat.

LESTER’S POV
In the back of the cage, one of the rats is still. 

bts

SPFX Lester FROWNS as he LIGHTLY SHAKES the cage, but the rat remains unchanged. 

lester

       (Screeches)

Eat! Eat!

The rat doesn’t move, Lester’s face gets red.

lester

         (Hollers)

No, no, not yet!! No dying!

He has an expression of SADDNESS, mixed with a little anger. Lester OPENS the top of the cage. As he TAKES out the dead rat, he HUFFS and PUFFS for a minute. Lester WEEZES, almost as if he was having an anxiety attack. 
SPFX He waits…then something inside the rat STIRS. 
lester

OOohhh…

Lester’s face LIGHTS up as he RUSHES to the table with his rat. He GRABS his box and an empty jar by his books. He GENTLY SETS the dead rat on the table. 
lester

         (Excited)

Ooohhh…still there!

He PICKS up his chair and SCOOTS up his seat. He then COLLECTS a scalpel and tweezers out of the old, metal box. 
lester
     (Talks to dead rat.)

I know you’re in there!

SPFX Lester SMIRKS as he SLITS OPEN the dead rat. Amazingly cautious, he EXTRACTS a long tapeworm. The worm WRIGGLES around in the tweezers. Lester SNATCHES a magnified glass and LOOKS into it.
lester

    (Like a happy child)

I see you!

Lester PLUCKS a ruler from the box and HOLDS the tape worm down to measure it. He SULKS as he has a hard time straightening it out.

lester

         (Upset.)

Stop, stop. Stop!

SPFX Finally, from the pressure of FORCING it flat, the worm gets CRUSHED and DIES. Lester DROPS his instruments and SITS BACK, SHOCKED. A second of silence goes by, then Lester SMASHES his fist VIOLENTLY on the table again.

lester

Look what you made me do!!

Lester is DISTRAUGHT as he POKES at the worm to make sure it’s dead. His big eyes get WATERY, but he doesn’t cry. He TENDERLY PICKS UP the worm and SLIDES the tip of his finger down it’s little body.

lester

I’m sorry.

Lester PICKS UP the worm with the tweezers and RELEASES it in the empty mason jar. As he SCREWS the top on, he STARES at it sadly. He BITES his lower lip as he POUTS.

lester

         (Yells)

Mom! Mom!

Lester HOBBLES as fast as he can out the garage door and into the night.

ext.-backyard-night

Lester, now in TEARS, HURRIES through the backyard to the house next door.

lester

Mom!!
ext./int.-BACK DOOR

He FRANTICALLY THROWS open the back door and HUSTLES inside.

int.- lester’s kitchen.

SPFX Lester DASHES past the kitchen disaster area, cans of spam are sporadically flung different places, and flies and cockroaches SCURRY about. He SHUFFLES THROUGH another door that leads to the living room.
living room

The living room looks as if a hurricane went through it. Newspapers are SPRAWLED everywhere, a few more flies BUZZ around. Lester STOPS, then PACES back and forth. Then he HALTS in front of a picture of an old, unattractive woman on the mantle piece. 
lester’s pov:

O.S. In a closer look, the scary, old woman is wearing a colorful moo-moo and is sitting in a thick, dirty armchair.

lester

I’m so sorry mom…I killed my friend. I did it again mom.

bts

A few TEARS RUN down Lester’s cheeks. Lester SNIFFS as he STARES at the picture expecting some kind of response. After a second, he NODS his head.
lester

Yes mom. I’ll do better.
Lester WIPES the teardrop off his red, plump cheeks, still NODDING.
LESTER

This time I’ll do right mom. I promise.

He GLANCES over at an old T.V. set.

lester’s pov

He PIVOTS BACK to see the same chair that his mother in the picture was sitting in.
bts

Lester SMIRKS but seems ANXIOUS.

lester

I know what will make you happy mom, we’ll watch your favorite T.V. show! You love that show!
SFX Lester PICKS UP the photo of his mother and CAREFULLY SETS it in the old chair in front of the screen that is on an antique dresser. He TURNS ON the T.V. full blast.

lester

I’ll be better mom.

Lester then KNOCKS the door shut and TAKES a dirty seat next to the old chair and WATCHES the show. The camera WANDERS from behind Lester in his seat, and FOLLOWS the dingy path; it STOPS at the closed living room door. 
lester’s kitchen-
SPFX PANNING the grimy room, as O.S. there is some soft, MUFFLED GROANS. Finally, in the corner, we see BRUNER WILSON, a shirtless, skinny, pale young man in leather straps BOUND against the wall. His mouth ducked taped his mustache and beard, as well as his legs and ass cruelly stuck onto a small port-a-potty. His wrists strapped to two, old pieces of wood nailed to the wall. His tired eyes have dark circles under them. They SLOWLY ROLL over towards the living room door.

bruner

         (Tired)
Hmm.

SPFX He GRUMBLES again, rolls his eyes then LOOKS down at the port-a-potty that has grossly over flown out onto the floor. Flies and maggots CRAWL around on top of his feces like it was home. SFX O.S. The DEAFENING sound of the T.V. in the other room continues as Bruner STARES at the door again. Bruner takes a chance as he YANKS at the leather straps on his wrists, FIGHTING to PULL them down.
bruner

       (Frustrated)

Hmm aammm…

SPFX His wrists are bruised and as they bleeding, Bruner keeps at it. 
SPFX A piece of the old wood CRACKS. Bruner STOPS suddenly, his eyes DART to the closed living room door. He WAITS, his eyes wide. 

bruner

Mmsss…

SFX O.S. He then continues to WRENCH DESPERATLY on his right wrist, when he HEARS the wood CRACKLE. INSTANTLY, the board SPLINTERS; his arm FALLS to his side with a chunk of wood still attached to his strap. Breathing heavily, he CLOSES his eyes as if he were in pain.

bruner 

         (Softly) 

MMmm.ggghhhdd.

His arm HANGS LIMPLY for a second, as he STRUGGLES to move it forward. Then with a change in his face, hope in his eyes, he STARTS to SCUFFLE with the left wrist. Getting tired, he PAUSES. He once again, checks at the door. He SWINGS his right arm around and manages to get a hold of the edge of the duck tape on his mouth. He RIPS it off.
bruner

         (Winces quietly, throat rough)

Oh, thank god.

He TAKES another deep breath in, then almost DOUBLES OVER in pain. 

bruner

         (Quietly)

Oh god. Oh no…please.

Frowning, he SIGHS and HEAVES FURIOUSLY at his restricted wrist. Once again, the wood SPLINTERS from his effort. Bruner GLARES again at the door.
bruner

         (Wheezes)
Crazy bastard…

He CONTINUES, until the wood almost gives way.

bruner 

Come on…come on…

He takes a break, DRAINED, and then he LOOSELY MOVES the other arm. The wood piece is restricting his movement, but he is able to THROW his hand onto his lap. SIGHING, he SHIFTS his weak legs and STARTS PEELING off the closest end of duck tape. It’s pretty tight, but he manages to get a long piece off the top of his legs. 
bruner

God.

Bruner is DISCOURAGED at the endless layers of tape he sees in his lap and around his legs. He POSITIONS his knees, trying to loosen the tight tape. He TOSSES his hand over again and TEARS OFF another couple feet of sticky strips.
bruner

         (Hoarse)
No, this is gonna take forever.

He STOPS and SIGHS…exhausted. Bruner ROLLS his eyes, then they sluggishly TRAVEL to the door and back. He SHAKES his head.
bruner

No time.

Bruner with one strong FORCE, LURCHES his other arm and to his surprise it BREAKS free. Bruner’s eyes WIDEN as his other arm PLOPS to his side.

bruner

Yes…

Then he concentrates as he TRIES to get the wood out from his other arm strap. He can’t do it. Now, QUICKLY MOVING, he FIXATES on the tape. With both hands he TEARS and SPLITS at it, his breath UNEVEN. He BREAKS THROUGH multiple layers of tape in seconds.
bruner

Come on…

He SHAKES his head, and then BRUTALLY goes at the next layer. The tape is strong; Bruner gets out of breath QUICKLY, but continues. Soon, the next couple layers come off. He sees his thin, white legs, but his shins still have a few layers around them. Bruner LAYS both hands on the port-a-potty and uses it for leverage to ATTEMPT to PULL himself up. 
Bruner

          (Sighs)

Let me go.

Finally he is able to take his hips and butt of the pot. The rest of the old tape peels off. Bruner, SLOWLY STANDS, tape still stuck around his body. Suddenly, eyes in DISTRESS, he DOUBLES over in pain again.

bruner

        (Pleads)

Please…no.

SPFX He HOLDS his stomach, his face even PALER than before. Bruner COUGHS as blood FLIES out of his mouth onto the mess in front of him. He SPITS and GRUNTS.
bruner

Son of a bitch.

Bruner INHAILS some DEEP BREATHS, it looks as if even that hurts him. He then SITS back down, BENDS over and RIPS off the layers of tape around his shins. Quicker than his lap, he is able to get some off, then with most of his strength, he SPREADS his legs enough to get the rest. He STANDS WEAKLY and TRIES to take a couple STEPS FORWARD, through his mold-like fecal matter.
bruner

(Looking down at his ankle shackles)

Just need to get out the door.

He LOOKS ahead.

bruner’s pov

Past the metal kitchen table and chairs is a short hallway, then a different door, the front door. Freedom.

bts

Bruner then SHUFFLES out of the excrement onto the kitchen floor.

SPFX All of a sudden Bruner SLIPS, his feet FLIP out from under him. He’s TOSSED FORWARD and SMASHES his forehead on the corner of the metal table. WHACK! His head TWISTS to the side as his body goes LIMP. Bruner FALLS to the floor. His eyes and mouth OPEN, his frontal lobe SPLIT, EXPOSING some of his skull. Bruner lets out one last BREATH before he DIES.

SFX The living room door BRUTALLY swings open, CRASHING against the wall. Lester STANDS there FROWNING as his eyes TRAVEL around the kitchen.

lester’s pov

STARRING at Bruner’s empty port a potty, Lester PANS across the kitchen until we see Bruner’s body.

bts

lester
         (Roars)

Noo!!

SPFX Lester RUNS across to Bruner’s body. He STARTS to SLIP, but CATCHES himself. Lester’s eyes WATER as he DROPS to his knees in blood next to Bruner’s body. 

lester

No! No!

SPFX He SHAKES Bruner’s shoulder, his body and head just FLOP around. The blood CONTINUES CRAWLING across the kitchen floor as Lester’s knees SOAK it up.

lester

You stupid! No!

Lester HOLDS OUT his finger and CHECKS Bruner’s pulse on his throat. Lester seems WORRIED. He FLIPS him over and LAYS his ear against his chest. He LISTENS for a couple seconds.

lester

      (Disappointed)

He’s dead mom!

Lester lets a TEAR FALL down his plump cheek. He then FEELS Bruner’s chest, then his stomach. Lester’s expression is of PURE shock, then slowly his lips CURL to a smile. He SITS UP, away from the body.

lester

         (Happily)

It’s alive! Oh...oh my…

Lester GETS up, EXCITED, and then SCRAMBLES into the living room.

living room

SFX Lester turns OFF the TV, and then FACES his mom.
lester

Mom…don’t worry. It’s still alive!

Lester PACES, a bit CONFUSED, then he SCRATCHES his head.

lester

What should I do mom? I can’t let my pet die!

He STARES at his mom’s photo for a second.

lester’s pov

CU of Lester’s mom.

bts

Lester’s EYES WIDEN, he CLAPS his hands together.

lester

         (Smiles)

Good idea mom!
SFX O.S. Lester PICKS up the picture of his mom and KISSES it. Then he QUICKLY SCRAMBLES back out into the kitchen.

KITCHEN
Lester then BOUNDS to some kitchen cabinets. He SHUFFLES around DESPERATLY trying to find something. After KNOCKING several jars and spices out they FALL on the counter, some onto the floor. He leaves that cabinet OPEN, and moves to the next one.

lester

Hang on friend…

More cabinet items FLY out, when finally LESTER STOPS and GENTLY GRASPS a metal tool box from the back. Lester seems AMUSED. He clears the table, KNOCKING some of the empty SPAM containers onto the floor. He sets the rusty box down and OPENS it. He GOES through it until he PULLS out what he had been searching for. He HOLDS up an old box cutter and EYEBALLS it.

lester

        (Smiling)

O.k. I got it!

Lester PUSHES the blade open until the razor POKES out of the top. He SWINGS back around and PLUCKS UP a white bucket from under the sink. He DASHES with both items to where Bruner is laying dead. Not caring about dipping his knees back in the blood and feces, he gets DOWN and FEELS Bruner’s stomach again. Something inside TWISTS, Lester SMIRKS in satisfaction. 

lester

O.k! I’m here. I’ll get you outta there!

Lester CARRIES the bucket CLOSER to Bruner’s stomach. He EXTENDS the razor on the box cutter. As soon as he felt it was long enough, one hand feels Bruner’s stomach; the other hand brings the blade closer to his skin.

Lester’s tongue flops to the side as his brows narrow as if he were trying to concentrate. His attempts to stop his hand from SHAKING as he HOLDS the blade right underneath Bruner’s ribs.

lester

Careful…careful mom would say.

SPFX He PRESSES the razor and it POPS into the skin. Lester GRINDS his teeth as he PRESSES harder, going DEEPER into the flesh. Bruner STARTS to bleed a bit in a trail as Lester CUTS and GLIDES the blade down his stomach. He CONTINUES until he reaches right above his hips, then EXTRACTS it. The blood TRICKLES down to the center of his abdomen.

lester

        (Giggles)

Alright! O.k…ok. I’m coming.
SPFX Lester SCOOTS closer and TOSSES the box cutter in the blood on the floor next to him. He SHOVES his chunky fingers inside the bloody slit. He PLUDGES his fingers DEEPER inside. With a horrible SQUISHY noise, he DIGS into Bruner’s flesh.

lester

        (Sweats)

I’m coming…I’m coming.

SPFX Lester TAKES his fingers and he BEGINS to RIP apart Bruner’s stomach. Lester GRUNTS as he THRUSTS his hands DEEPER into the wound. Lester PICKS back up the box cutter, then SLICES DEEPER. The blood FOLLOWS the blade as he the CUTS downward, showing more muscle tissue. He CRAMS most of his hand inside and TEARS APART Bruner’s stomach, SPLITTING OPEN his body. Pieces of Bruner’s GUTS SPILL OUT everywhere 

lester

        (Excited)

I know you’re in there somewhere. You're hiding aren’t you? I’ll find you my little friend.

SPFX Lester REACHES FURTHER in, his hand DISAPPEARS into the hole in Bruner’s chest. Once again he SEARCHES around the insides, then he GRUNTS when he FINDS what he’s looking for.

lester

Ah-ha!

He PULLS out Bruner’s intestines. He keeps taking it out, feeling each inch of it. As the organs spiral around on the floor, Lester STOPS with pure HAPPINESS on his face.

lester

Hold on! I’m getting you!

Lester QUICKLY YANKS out a good length, then REACHES for the box cutter again.
lester

Almost!

SPFX After the intestines SLIP through his fingers a couple of times, Lester TUCKS some of it in between his legs and SQUEEZES. He LEANS closer as he STARTS to cut, but not too deep into Bruner’s large intestine. Lester’s clothes are mostly covered in blood now, Bruner’s mangled body has not bothered Lester at all.
lester

Come out of there!

lester’s pov

SPFX The open gap has exposed the tapeworms’ body. It’s rather long, fat and its host has fed it well. Lester’s bloody hands cut further, up the intestines to get his pet out. He is able to slide the animal out, but just part of it. 

bts
SPFX Lester’s face LIGHTS UP, yet he’s apprehensive to extract his pet too soon. As Lester FUSSES, he FOCUSES and GRABS the worm’s body CAREFULLY. Bruner’s gory substance CONTINUES to FLOW around Lester’s wrists. Lester, almost in HYSTERICS, NABS the LARGE tapeworm out of Bruner’s large intestines. It gets stuck.
lester

         (Distressed)

No! Come on! You have to leave your host! Although you’re a big one aren’t you!
Lester SMIRKS as he USES both hands to FINALLY slide the worm out of its home. Lester in amazement, awe, and absolute delight, SLIDES his big hands along the incredible width and length of the slimy worm. 

Lester

Look at you! Look at you!!

Lester ATTENTIVELY CURLS UP the worm and PLACES it in the white bucket. He GAWKS at it, watching it WRIGGLE around a bit.
lester

My lord, I’ll bet your at least 20 inches there my friend! Mom would be so proud! Twenty inches, that’s a record for me! I’m so proud of you! 

Lester CLAPS his hands together TREMBLING with enthusiasm. He STARES at his pet as it MOVES about, and then a dark thought comes to him. His expression CHANGES from FRANTIC to GRIMACE. Lester HASTELY TURNS to Bruner’s sprawled out body and WALKS to him.
lester

        (Angry)

You stupid bastard! I fed you, you could have made this pet the biggest we could have won the world record!
SPFX With that, he KICKS the center of Bruner’s desecrated body. Blood, mucus and bits and pieces of innards get THROWN in every direction. Some gunk even SPLATTERS in the bucket with the worm, the rest CLINGS to the kitchen table and SCATTERS all over the floor. Lester is still PISSED.

lester

It’s all your fault! I just got the new host today so my pet would have a friend and you ruined it! 

Lester POUTS again. He TEARS up as he GLANCES over to the open living room door.
lester

        (Bellows)

It’s all his fault mom! Now I have to start over...
Lester THINKS for a minute, either DEBATING or SHUFFLING his brain to decide what to do.
lester

        (Quietly)

Mom! I just got the new one! Maybe I can give the pet a new home! I really wanted to save her ma…I really did. Bruner ruined everything!
SPFX Lester KICKS Bruner one more time, his body EXPLODES, oozing all over the place. Parts of him SPLASH onto the kitchen table. 

lester

Damn idiot!

Lester THINKS for a moment.

lester

        (Apologetic)

Sorry mom…don’t mean to swear.

SPFX Lester NOTICES that the tapeworm is not MOVING as much as it used to. He becomes FRANTIC. Lester SNATCHES the bucket, almost SLIPPING on Bruner’s drainage as he HURRIES past the kitchen entrance and into the small hallway.

hallway
lester

        (To worm)
Don’t worry…I promise I’m going to fix this. I have tools. Lots of tools. Your new host is lovely, she’s healthy…she’ll shelter you so you can grow. We’re so close.

Lester GRINS to himself.

lester

So close…almost the record…
Lester CONTINUES down the ugly hallway, to a white painted-chipped door. Lester SLAMS it OPEN PROMPTLY.

bedroom

Inside there was a small room, with very plain décor. There are a few crooked pictures on the wall, a small lamp table, with a single light on. Next to that, a twin bed with a metal frames. Lester GRINS at MICHELLE SANDERS, the 39 year old, slightly heavy set woman, who is SPRALLED out, her wrist and ankles STRAPPED to the metal bars on each corner. Her WIDE eyes never leaving Lester’s sight.
lester

        (Cheerful)

Now Michelle, you are very important right now. In fact, you may be exactly what we need!

Michelle makes an effort to scream, but it’s DEAFENED by the duct tape tightly around her mouth. Tears run down her red face, she TUGS on her shackles.

lester

      (Rather calm)
It’s just gonna keep hurtin when you do that Michelle.

Lester SETS the bucket down next the bed. As he SITS, the young woman JERKS her body the FURTHEST AWAY from him as she can. She does not stop GAPPING, HORRIFIED at the bloody mess on his clothes. Lester reaches over to brush her dirty, knotty hair, but she WHIPS her head around before he touches it.

lester

Oh now. Mom would have really liked you. She really would have, knowing that you helped me with Hennery.
The scared woman can only MAKE STRANGE SOUNDS, not understanding Lester’s intentions at all. Lester LEANS CLOSER to her, his smelly breath makes her GAG under her tape.

lesteR
     (Proud of himself)
I named him Hennery…I like it. Oh! Oh! I’ll show you!

Michelle’s worried, red eyes, CAUTIOUSLY WATCHES his every move. She attempts another scream but fails, then her body seems to go LIMP from loss of energy. She is still in her black skirt and button up blouse she had worn to work before Lester got to her. They are dingy, torn in some places from when she attempted to fight back. Her black panty hose ripped, her shoes missing.
Lester

The other...guy…he didn’t really understand how important he was. I believe you do though Michelle.
Michelle CRINGES when he says her name. She doesn’t move her head or body at all now, just lays CONFUSED and SCARED. Lester SMILES brightly as he pulls the bucket with Hennery closer to the bed. He TAKES a peek at the worm and then SULKS. 

lester

He can live for a long time if I can get this to work. 

As Lester STANDS, he WALKS and OPENS the top drawer of the lamp table, Michelle LEANS FORWARD curious to see what’s in the bloody bucket. Her eyes close TIGHT for a minute as she MUMBLES something to herself. Lester avoids her and TAKES OUT a dirty shoe box. He halfway SKIPS back to the bed, Michelle SNAPS her body back, watching as Lester GRINS, giving her a shiver up her spine.
Lester
        (Speaks gently)

Now, I’ve never really done this before, but mom said I had a steady hand, so...hee...hope this works. Well, it better.
The last sentence makes Michelle SHAKE around on the bed. Lester SETS the old box next to her on the bed. He OPENS it while Michelle VIEWS intensely. He TAKES out a new box cutter, tweezers, what looks like a dentist tool, and a handful of rulers. Michelle lets out a few smothered CRIES and at the same time PULLS her handcuffs on her ankles and wrists until they BLEED. Lester SHAKES his head in disapproval.
lester

Now stop that, you’re hurting yourself.

She GLARES at him like he’s nuts.

lester

       (Seriously)
I don’t want it to die, I need your help! You are vital to us, as mom would say.
Lester POKES his head into the bucket. Then he SMACKS himself on the heads for forgetting something. Michelle STOPS STRUGGLING and TRIES to calm down. Lester JUMPS UP, Michelle MOVES BACK. He PEERS at her like she’s the one that’s nuts. Then he FOCUSES on a couple of things.

lester

      (Frantically)

Oh. I got to get mom’s needles in her basket…and…and I should get some towels. 
Lester GLANCES in the box again, he is PLEASED. He HOLDS UP a large roll of green fishing wire.

lester

Glad that’s in there! Whew! I might have had to use staples or something!

Michelle’s eyes BEGIN to roll back in her head. She then begins to SHAKE uncontrollably Lester just GAZES innocently, not knowing what’s going on. 

lester

Stop. What’s going on? What’s happening?! Mom! Mom!

Lester JUMPS on the bed next to her and TRIES to HOLD her down while she CONVULSES. 
lester

Oh no, please no.

Lester TEARS the duct tape off of her mouth, Michelle INHAILS like she had been held underwater. She STRUGGLES for air, as she does, she COUGHS and SLOWLY her breathing goes back to NORMAL and her body CALMS. Lester is STILL, Michelle NODS letting him know she’s o.k. Lester GETS OFF of her, but doesn’t leave her side.

lester 

What happened to you?

Michelle doesn’t speak for a moment, and then she decides to.

michelle

        (Quietly)

      Anxiety attack…asshole.
She spoke SLOWLY to explain it simple for Lester to understand, but he just OOGLED at her almost waiting for it to happen again. Michelle COUGHS again and IMMEDIATELY SPITS on the bed sheet. Lester FROWNS.

LESTER

Those are my mother’s sheets. She wouldn’t be happy about that, oh no she won’t’.

Michelle’s face is red with ANGER and confusion then SPITS right on Lester’s nose. Lester JUMPS off the bed, GLARES at her, and then WIPES it off swiftly. 
lester

                        (Angry)

Don’t do that again. Spitting is rude.

Michelle then lets out a MADDENING scream, till her throat gets a little hoarse. Lester FLIES UP next to her side and reapplies the duct tape. She CONTINUES to yell, so for a precaution, Lester SNATCHES some more tape off the roll and WRAPS it TIGHTLY around her mouth. 

lester

My pet needs you. That’s the only reason why I don’t kill you right now.

SFX O.S. The distressed woman quiets down, then GLARES at Lester as he leaves the room and SHUTS the door. Michelle glances around the room and notices the feminine white, lace curtains, closed. She can’t see completely outside, she can barely get the images of trees and the CHIRPING of birds in the background. She FROWNS as she realizes that they’re probably in the country somewhere, far from help.

michelle

Hummmm…tt… Mmmmm...…

After that small noise, she EXPLODES into TEARS again.  She then again takes a stab at FORCING her way out of her holdings. She lets out an esquire CRY as she slices the metal deeper into her ankle. She GASHES herself pretty good, blood RUNS DOWN onto the white sheets. Michelle TIGHTENS her jaw taking in the pain. Before she knows it, Lester TROTS back in with a small basket, a few towels, and a large bowl of water.
lester

There we go, all set.

He SHUTS the door behind him with one foot. He SITS on the bed IMMEDIATELY taking out a needle and fishing line. As he TIES a knot, Michelle lets out another MUFFELED scream. Lester ROLLS his eyes. He TAKES out another box cutter, FLIPS it open, and GRABS some towels.
lester

If you move around it might hurt more. Just be still, like you’re dead.

Michelle CRIES again.

michelle

MMMmmm…

Lester GRABS a towel in his other hand, then HEADS towards Michelle. She TWISTS and TURNS, but can’t get out of her cuffs. Lester is frustrated.

lester

Stop it! Stop it!

As she continues to fight, Lester’s brows narrow as his face GETS red. He PUNCHES the bed next to her. Michelle just STRUGGLES more. 

MICHELLE

          (Moans)
Mmmm…ooooohhh…

Lester CREEPS UP on the bed, getting SICK OF Michelle’s WRIGGLING. He gets impatient.
lester

     (Shouts angry)

Stop! Quit moving around!

Lester, very FRUSTRATED, CRAWLS on top of Michelle’s WRITHING body. Lester’s chubby body keeps Michelle’s hips from MOVING around as much.

lester

You’re makin me very angry.

Michelle WHIMPERS, but does not stop TRYING to GET AWAY.

lester

Fine. We don’t have any time left.

SPFX Suddenly Lester THRUSTS the blade into the side of Michelle’s stomach. 

michelle

          (Loudly)

MMMMOOOOO!!!

Her MUFFLED scream just make Lester more upset. He RIPS off her blouse and continues to SLICE down the left side of her pale flesh. Blood TRICKLES out. The deeper he goes, the more blood and the LOUDER Michelle’s muffled SCREAMS become.
lester 

O.k. Here we go.

Michelle’s’ movements cause Lester to SLICE DEEPER, but accidently in a curve.
lester

No! Stop! I’m almost there, don’t you ruin this for me!
SPFX Lester, with his tongue sticking out the side of his mouth, CONSENTRATES. He GLARES once at Michelle, very ANNOYED at her. He CUTS DEEPER, TRAVELING down her stomach. Finally he TAKES both his hands and with his fat fingers RIPS open the wound, TEARING it. Michelle’s breathing becomes acute, snot clogging her nose. 

michelle

MMMMMMMM…OOOHHHHH…

SPFX Lester GLACES at her with FRUSTRATION. He CUTS again, around the outside in a circular motion, blood SEEPS quickly off the side of Michelle’s stomach and onto the white sheets. Lester FLIPS the flap of skin over exposing her muscle. Now he can see her floating rib and intestines. Lester SMILES.
LESTER

I see it! I see it! Hold on Hennery! 

Lester gets off of her, and PUTS a few towels around her body for the blood. They promptly becomes SOAKED with blood. Michelle MOVES her body around again, Lester FROWNS.
LESTER

Stop it, stop it, stop it!!

SPFX Lester LEANS on her as he PULLS OUT some of her large intestine. Michelle STARES down at him, seeing what he’s pulling out, she HYSTARICALLY CRIES. Her breathing BECOMES harder. She TRIES to DEEPLY inhale through the tape, but it’s almost impossible.
lester

Stop. I’m just gonna help my friend, then you’ll be back to normal.

As he takes his blade and STARTS to SLIT downward on the intestine, Michelle all of a sudden JERKS so VIOLENTLY, Lester’s hand SLIPS off the innards and crosses over. He accidently GASHES Michelle’s liver. She SREAMS as Lester OPENS his mouth in shock.

lester

      (Mortified)

Look what you made me do!!! You messed me up. You’re a very bad lady.

Lester SHOVES a towel over the cut liver that is BLEEDING PROFUSELY. 

LESTER

No, no…

Lester leaves the bloody towel and draws his attention back to where he was before. He PLACES the blade in the indentation he made before and SLIDES it down, this time GRIPPING it so it wouldn’t slip out of his hands again. More blood FLOWS, more than Lester expects. He KEEPS WIPING off the excess blood that gets in his way.

lester

No moving…

To his surprise, Michelle was STRUGGLES less. He didn’t look at her, but CAREFULLY KEPT making his incision down. Michelle was barely kicks around when Lester bring up his needle tied to fishing line, he perches Hennery’s bucket on the bed.
Lester

        (To Hennery)
We’re gonna get you a new home. Just about ready.

Lester TAKES the tapeworm GENTLY over to Michelle’s open wound. He ATTEMPTS to FORCE the worm into her intestines through the SLIT. The worm is too big. Lester’s chubby fingers OPEN the gap wider. Hennery would barely fits, but he had to try.

lester

Come on buddy, get in there.

Hands bloody, Lester SHOVES the worm inside. Lester SLICES some more for the long length of his friend. He manages to get the worm mostly inside. 

lester

        (Pleased)

There we go!
He CLAPS his hands together, blood droplets FLY off. Lester HURRIES, he GRABS the needle and starting at the top of his cut, he POKES the needle through.

lester

Mom liked sewing.

SPFX Lester isn’t as good at SEWING as he thought. Some of the worm sticks out a little. Lester narrows his brows and keeps stitching downward having to shove the worm back in a couple of times.

lester

O.k, o.k.

SPFX Lester hasn’t even noticed that Michelle was no longer moving at all. Lester just tucks in the worm some more and sews the outsides shut. When he REACHES the bottom, he SMILES with PRIDE.

lester

We did it! Hennery’s new home!

Lester is pleased with his work. He just SITS there for a moment in admiration. He TAKES the completely blood-soaked towel off of Michelle’s tummy and TOSSES it over, onto the floor.

lester

You will live here for awhile.

lester’s pov

The stitches aren’t as close as they could be. Some of the worm is still sticking out just a bit around every other thread. Yet the head was hooked on to the intestines and tail of the tape worm was tied securely. 

bts

Lester FLOPS over the skin and muscle he CUT and TIES more fishing line onto the needle. He TAKES a look up at Michelle, but her eyes are closed. Lester FIGURES she must have passed out. He seems relieved.

lester

Just one more stitch and we’re done. Mom would be so proud. I can’t wait to show her.

Lester is even more EXCITED stitching up Michelle’s stomach. When he was done, not the best job, he SMILES and WIPES off some of the blood on the outside of her body. He CLAPS his hands together again.

lester

         (Gleefully)

All done! All done!

SPFX Lester was going to throw the dirty towels on the floor, when he notices that the bleeding wasn’t STOPPING. It SEEPS through every CUT in her belly and around the area. Lester put the towel back and adds pressure to it, but it won’t stop. After another full, blood-soaked towel, he throws it on the floor. Finally his eyes TRAIL up to Michelle’s face.
lester

       (To Michelle)
Too much blood. Wake up, I’m all finished!
Michelle’s face is as PALE as Lester had ever seen it. Confused, he SCOOTS up SLOWLY. He waits for her to JUMP, but she doesn’t move. Lester SHAKES her shoulder.

lester

Wake up! I’m done! Wake up!

Michelle’s eyes remain closed as Lester furrows his brow. He GRABS her cheeks with his fingers, SQUISHING her face. Lester JERKS his hand back as he feels her skin isn’t warm like it once was. Lester GETS closer, face to face with Michelle. 
lester

Wake up.

Lester STARES at her unmoving eye lids. He PLACES one finger on her eyelid, and then MOVES it upward. Her eyeball is rolled back, showing the whites of her eye. Lester SITS up, then his eyes WATCH her chest, waiting for her to breath.

lester

         (Stern)
You’re alive, I know it. Stop this…quit playing a prank on me. It’s not funny ya know.

Michelle’s blood has now soaked through the towel that was lying on the bed next to her. Lester notices and OOGLES at it. His mouth GAPES open, as he TURNS back to Michelle’s face. This time, he PLACES both of his hands on her shoulders and SHAKES her FRANTICALLY. 
lester

No, no!

Michelle’s body just FLOPS helplessly around like Bruner’s did. Lester just SITS there for a moment STARRING up and down the body. He FROWNS as his eyes WATER. He TAKES his bloody hands and RUBS them on his head. Bloody hand marks are now on his already dirty, bald head.
lester

No...this can’t be happening. I did what mom wanted me to do! I did it right!
Lester, with a sad expression LAYS his ear to Michelle’s chest. He listens, but as he does, he TIGHTENS his lips together.
lester

No…no thumping? You were alive! 

Lester JUMPS off the bed and STARTS to PACE the small room. He RUBS his head WIDELY as he WALKS. 

lester

       (To Michelle)
No, no, no. You shouldn’t have died. You’re just no good!
He finally STOPS in front of the bloody mess on the bed. Then, his eyes WIDEN as he PICKS up the box and SHUFFLES through it. He PULLS OUT a pair of scissors.

lester

I’ve got to get you outta there! I’m coming to save you…please don’t die. Michelle was a bad girl.
Lester IMMEDIATELY STARTS TO CUT the fishing line on the outside of Michelle’s skin flap, but then gets restless. Sweat droplet’s FALL down Lester’s face as he finally just RIPS the flap apart. Some of the fishing line SNAPS, the rest TEARS through the flesh. 

lester

I’m coming.

Trying to keep the FLAP from moving, he instantly STARTS to CUT the thread on the intestines. After pulling out some line, Lester TRIES to PULL out the tapeworm, but he is STUCK in Michelle pretty good. He doesn’t want to break him, so he CUTS down the line. The worm just OOZES out as the SLICE opens. Lester STARES where the worm is.
lester

Oh, I’m so sorry.

Lester CAREFULLY, successfully LIFTS Hennery out of the intestine. He WAITS for a moment. Then, the worm TWITCHES. Lester GRINS from ear to ear.
lester

Hennery, you’re alive! I’m sorry! I promise to get you a home. But…but

Lester SHAMEFULLY LOOKS down at his worm.

lester

I don’t have anymore hosts.

Lester SIGHS with morn. He PLACES Hennery back into the bucket. 

lester

I don’t have time to get anybody. You’ll die before then…

Depressed, Lester TAKES the bucket, the box and heads out the door.

hallway

Not taking his eyes off the worm, Lester DRAGS his feet until he reaches the bathroom entrance. 

lester’s pov

The small bathroom is as plain as the bedroom. Dirty tiles that used to be white, a bar of brown soap on the white stained sink, a gruesome toilet and grimy bathtub. 

bts

Lester THINKS, then he GLANCES down at his pet. A look of worry crosses his face, then he SMIRKS.

lester

    (Somewhat excited)

I know! I know! I should have thought of this before! Mom would be so proud! I’m going to surprise her!

Lester WALKS into the bathroom.

bathroom

Setting the bucket next to the tub, Lester TURNS the knob for the hot water, then the cold. The pipes CREEK horribly as water finally SHOOTS out of the faucet. He PUTS one hand under the water to test it. He TAKES a plug stopper and PLACES it at the bottom. As the water FILLS the tub, Lester is busy THREADING the fishing line through the needle again.

lesteR
       (To Hennery)
I’ll be nice and warm. Mom said I should take a bath at least once a week. I won’t jerk around. I bet I have the biggest intestines than anyone!
Smiling, he UNROLLS some more line happily. He shuts off the water, only a couple feet deep.
lester

I’ll be all warm and cozy. You and I can live together until I find someone new. It’ll be like we’re roommates!!

Taking off his pants, Lester then GRABS his trusty box cutter, sets the small box on the corner of the bath tub. He SHOVES the bucket a little closer so he can reach.

lester

Mom didn’t even think of that idea. Oh boy she’ll be so happy I thought of this myself! Need to finish what I started.
Lester takes off the rest of his clothes and is CAREFUL when he STEPS in the bath tub. His facial expression is full of worry and intensity. 

lester

Oh, o.k. Let me just get settled.

Lester gets himself situated, his big belly pokes out over the water. He then leans over to GRAB the box cutter and a towel. He LAYS a couple towels on either side of his belly. He GLACES down in the bucket at Hennery and SIGHS.
lester

I know, I’m tired too…
For a second Lester ponders to himself. He DIPS a wash cloth in the water and RUBS it around his dirty, chubby tummy. He PICKS up the box cutter, STARRING at it for a moment. He washes it off with the cloth as well. Slowly he takes the threaded needle with the fishing line and places it lightly through the top of his skin by his nipple.

lester

I’m not gonna die Hennery. I know what to do. I’m not gonna start over. Twenty inches. Twenty inches.

Lester, leaving one towel on the side of his belly, reaches over and takes the tapeworm from the bucket. He lays the long thing on his chest, smiles, then looks a bit worried again.

lester

Mom said never give up.

With that, he GRABS the razor, blade out and STABS himself in the lower left side. Lester CRIES out and sweat rolls down his forehead. He makes a HORRIFIC sound and grunt as he SLICES downwards and deeper. Blood OOZES out quickly as Lester LAUGHS and CRIES at the same time.
lester

        (Cries out)

Not stopping!!!

As he continues with his procedure, the sound from his throat is a mixture of GROWLING and WHINING. Painfully he GRABS his unopened side of his stomach. He TIGHTENS his fist as he GRIPS the box cutter with his other hand. Yelling, he tears open a good foot in length on his side.
lester

        (Mumbles)

Oh God!!

Some spittle of foam ooze from the side of his mouth, and snot runs down his nose. Gnawing, he GRINDS his teeth as he CUTS deeper into his flesh. He GLACES down at Hennery.

lester

          (Yells)

Cutting! Cutting!

WINCING, Lester’s face turns as red as a lobster. Violently he THROWS the bloody box cutter in the tub. He then attempts to WIPE around his bloody, tummy mess so that he can see better. The tub is now red with his blood. The tapeworm, unmoving, SLIPS off Lester’s belly and into the water beside him.

lester

         (Shouts)

No! No!
He REACHES for Hennery, but his slight movement makes him SHOUT in AGONY. Some of Lester’s innards poke out past his muscle tissue. FROWNING, he BITES his lower lips until it bleeds. Lester then successfully SNATCHES his friend and with hand SHAKING, sets him down on his blood-smeared stomach. 

lester

      (Out of breath)

Almost…all…most.

Lester’s eyes begin to get droopy, closing them and reopening them more slowly than before. His face becomes PALE, as his blood seeps down the side of his stomach. Some of it creeps down to his groin area. Lester seems to POUT, he SIGHS.

lester

   (Almost out of breath)

I feel tired Hennery. I’ll get it though, you’ll see.

The tapeworm lies still as Lester takes a deep breath. He takes his shaky hand and then plunges it into his wide, open wound. Lester tries to hold back his nausea. Searching around inside himself, in seconds he PULLS out some of his large intestines. Stomach innards, organs, and about a pint of blood fall out and plop into his lap. Lester lets out a strange GURGGLE. 
lester

         (Quietly)

I don’t feel so good…
Right after he speaks, he VOMITS all over his chest, then CRIES OUT from his actions. Lester slowly, strength subsiding, PICKS up the blood-soaked towel. He shakes his head a bit, UPSET that he could barely move the cloth. 

LESTER

Now...now!

With a surge of energy or adrenaline, Lester SNAGS the box cutter from the water and then HOLDS it with hesitation. He STARES down at the worm, then TURNS his red eyes towards the blade. He HOLDS it in a somewhat straight line above his intestines. Sweating, Lester takes two seconds to cut into his organs. He curves the line a little to the left. Lester’s watery eyes make him unable to see how off he is with his slit. With his other hand he PULLS out more of his intestines. Lester SHOUTS in pain with breath he didn’t think he had left. He once again tries to cut further, but after a look of shock on his face, he drops the cutter.

lester

        (Whispers)

Tired Hennery…twenty inches...
He rather blindly PATS his tummy until he finds Hennery. Without seeing properly, Lester has to feel with his fingers the slit in his intestines. He TAKES a deep breath, and then attempts to shove Hennery inside the opening.

lester

Hennery.

The tapeworm latches on to the side of his intestines, but the fat worm only has his head in there. The rest of his long body is hanging out. Lester TAKES his wet towel and right after he WIPES the blood around his huge wound, his hand just DROPS to the side. HUFFING and PUFFING he GASPS for air as he, with the last of his energy, takes the needle out of his skin. His pale fingers lower it towards his open, gory hole. Moving his other numb arm to his side, he tries to SHOVE Hennery further up his intestines.
Lester

  (Sighs, upset and tired.)

Hennery, please.

The tapeworm won’t budge. Lester pierces the needle with line attached and POKES it through the top part of his incision. The blood loss is now catching up to him, he can hardly hold up his head anymore. FROWNING, now realizing he might not make it, he seems to close his eyes for a minute as if he was praying.

lester

     (Barely conscious)
Mom…please help me mom. I tried so hard, I even did it all by myself…please mom. I’m sooo tired. Hennery is tired…
As he LOOKS down at Hennery, he can’t see at all, his vision is too blurry. Finally he GLIDES his arm across his tummy with his final strength and LAYS his hand on Hennery’s twenty inch, squishy body.
lester

Goodnight Hennery.

The tapeworm now is as still as Lester, who’s eyes are now shut for good. A second later, Hennery TWITCHES.

fade out.

                     THE END                   
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