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A Reason to Kill

by

Ebony Richard

FADE IN:

EXT. FRONT YARD - NIGHT

JOHN and MEGAN a forty something married couple hold hands as they walk up to the front door of their colonial style house.  They’re dressed in formal attire.  Both are giggling, as they are a bit tipsy.  John grabs keys from his pocket.  He starts to unlock the front door when he realizes it’s ajar.  Puzzled, the giggling stops.  They give one another a concerned glance.  He pushes the door open.  They go inside.

INT. HOUSE/FOYER – NIGHT
All the lights are out.  Sporadic flashes of light from the headlamps of passing cars illuminate the foyer.  Megan grabs hold of John’s arm.

                                                             JOHN

                                           (calling out)

                        Sam!  

                                                             MEGAN

                                           (calling out)

                        Samantha! 

John shuts the door and flips the light switch.  Still, no lights.  John walks toward the living room with Megan clutching his arm. 

INT. LIVINGROOM - NIGHT

John flips a light switch. The living room light illuminates.  From the look on John’s face it has shed light on the most horrific sight he’ll ever see.  Megan belts out an agonizing scream.  John’s stomach jumps into his throat…. his body trembles…his legs buckle bringing him to his knees.  
Their daughter, SAMANTHA, is hanging by her neck from the ceiling fan.  She is naked.  Her body is badly beaten and cut.  Skin has been sliced from her chest plate in the shape of a cross. 

Blood drips from the body, staining the beige carpet.

                                                             MEGAN

                                           (hands to her mouth)

                        Oh my baby.
                                                             JOHN

                        Sam!!!!!
ONE YEAR LATER

INT. JOHN’S APARTMENT - MORNING

The phone is RINGING. 

INT. JOHN'S BEDROOM- MORNING
John awakens, abruptly, as if he’s had a bad dream.  He’s sweating profusely and breathing heavily.  His facial hair is rugged.  He wipes his hands through his short black hair, sighing.  He throws the sheet back and gets out of bed.  The bedroom is in disarray.  There are clothes on the floor and papers on the dresser.
INT. LIVING ROOM – MORNING

John moves through the living room, passing the phone.

The living room is cluttered with old newspapers.  There are stacks of books about pedophiles and serial killers on the floor.  There’s a tack board on the wall with a collage of newspaper clippings covering varies murders.
The phone continues to RING.  The answering machine picks up the call.

ANSWERING MACHINE: (John’s Voice) Leave a message.                                                            

                                                             MEGAN’S VOICE
                                           (on answering machine)
                        John, it’s your day to pick Shawn up from 
                        karate.  Don’t forget… and try not to be late 
                        this time. 
John goes into the bathroom.

EXT. STREET - DAY 


John waits in a Suburban outside a Martial Arts Building. 
In uniform, two teens exit the building.  EMMA’S a pretty bi-racial girl with long curly hair.  SHAWN’S a handsome nicely built Caucasian boy.  There’s an obvious attraction between the two.  For some reason they hide it.  Emma walks slightly ahead with a black belt over her shoulder.  Shawn clutches a brown belt.

                                                             EMMA
                        Bye Shawn.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Hey…Emma!
She stops and turns to him.

                                                             SHAWN

                        You did great today.

                                                             EMMA

                                           (smiles)

                         Thanks… So did you.

She turns back and continues to walk away.

INT. TRUCK - DAY    

Shawn gets into the truck.  It’s evident he holds a grudge against his father.  

John drives.     

                                                             JOHN

                        How was practice? 

Shawn ignores him.

                                                             JOHN (CONT’D)
                                           (glancing at belt)  

                        Brown belt, you must be pretty good.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Ohh.. I get it.  Today must be one of those days 

                        where you pretend to care.

                                                             JOHN

                        You know I care, Shawn.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Yeah, and bailing on your wife and kid is a 

                        stellar way of showing it.  Can we just not talk?
Not wanting to pressure him John complies.  There’s an uncomfortable silence until they reach the house.

John pulls up to the colonial style house.

Shawn exits the truck, slamming the door behind him.  

John struggles to find something meaningful to say.
                                                             JOHN                                
                        I’ll call you later.

                                                             SHAWN

                                           (walking)

                        Don’t bother.

John waits for Shawn to enter the house before pulling off.
INT. TRUCK - NIGHT

Inconspicuous, John waits in his truck outside a bar.  He’s dressed in black.  
His hands are gloved.  Binoculars and a camera sit on the passenger seat.  
He flips through pictures of an Ugly Man leaving the bar with various women 
on different occasions.  Something catches his eye.  
It’s the UGLY MAN leaving the bar with a YOUNG BLOND WOMAN.  She’s inebriated.  She stagers, as the Ugly Man puts her in his car.  He looks around suspiciously before getting in the car and driving off.
John follows. 

The Ugly Man slows down and turns into a wooded area.  He follows a path through the woods.
John stops, turns off his headlamps and looks around.  No other cars are on the road.  He follows them into the woods.
INT. UGLY MAN'S CAR – NIGHT
The Ugly Man stops.  He looks around, casing the scene, to make sure no one else is around.  The coast is clear.  He puts the car in park.
The Young Woman senses something is wrong.

                                                             YOUNG WOMAN

                                           (looking around)

                        Why did we stop?  Where are we?  You said
                        you would take me home.

                                                             UGLY MAN

                        You’ll go home after I’m done.

The Ugly Man begins to fondle the Young Woman.  Disgusted, she pushes him 
away.  He touches her again, this time with more aggression.


She slaps him.

                                                             YOUNG WOMAN

                        What the hell do you think you’re doing?

He punches her in the face and rips her shirt open.  Her nose bleeds.  He              
   attempts to climb on top of her.  She screams and struggles to fight him off. 

She presses her thumbs into his eyes.  He backs off.
                                                             UGLY MAN

                        AHHH! You stupid whore…
EXT. WOODED AREA - NIGHT

The Young Woman darts from the car into the woods.

The Ugly Man quickly exits the car, running after her.  

She falls to the ground, looking around frantically.  Trying her hardest not to 

make any noise, she gets up.

The Ugly Man tears through the woods, searching for her. 

                                                             UGLY MAN

                                           (rubbing his eyes)

                        You deserve every bit of what I’m gonna 

                        give you blonde.

He hears a TWIG SNAP.  He stops.  Standing near a tree, he’s sure he’s found her.
                                                             UGLY MAN

                                           (darting around tree)

                        Gotcha.

No one is there.  He turns around.  Suddenly, he is CRACKED in the head with a steel bat.  Blood SPEWS from the top of his head.  He falls to the ground and is violently struck in the head, repeatedly.  He’s dead. 
INT. DINER - MORNING

John sits at the counter drinking a cup of coffee and reading the paper.

ROSE, a pleasant middle aged waitress, is behind the counter serving coffee.
The news is on the television behind the counter.

                                                             JOHN

                                           (gesturing to Rose)

                        Can I get a refill?

Rose walks over with a pot of coffee.

                                                             ROSE
                                           (pouring his coffee)

                        Hey Janice, turn that up.

JANICE, a younger waitress, turns up the TELEVISION.

                                                             NEWS BROADCASTER 

                        “ In breaking news a man’s body was found in the 
                        woods today.  The body appeared to be brutally 
                        beaten.  Large amounts of the date rape drug GHB 
                        were found in the victims car.  There are no 
                        suspects at this time, but the police are investigating 
                        the homicide.  Back to you Lynn.”

John takes money out of his pocket, puts it on the counter and leaves. 

INT. JOHN’S APARTMENT FOYER - LATE MORNING

John enters his apartment.  He sets his news paper and keys on the table in the foyer.  

INT. LIVING ROOM 

John checks the answering machine.

ANSWERING MACHINE: You have one new message.

                                                             (MEGAN’S VOICE) 

                        John the appointment with the divorce lawyer 
                        is today a 2 p.m.  I’d really appreciate if you 
                        can make this one.   

BEEP. End of messages

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - AFTERNOON

John sits on one side of a long table.  Megan is on the other.  
A LAWYER is seated at the head of the table.  The tension between Megan and John seems to fill the room.
                                                             LAWYER

                        Okay.  Well this should go relatively 

                        smoothly.  You’ll have shared custody 

                        of said minor.  Mr. Slater wants no part 

                        of the house or anything in it.  So once 

                        the divorce papers are signed it should 

                        be finalized in about forty five days.

A SECRETARY enters the room.  

                                                             SECRETARY
                        Excuse me.  The Oakmans are here to see you, Sir.

                                                             LAWYER

                                           (standing up)

                        Excuse me a moment.

The Lawyer leaves the room.

Megan is noticeably upset.  Eyes watery.

                                                             JOHN

                        Everything has changed.

                                                             MEGAN

                        It’s not us who changed John.  It was you.  When

                        Sam died the best parts of you died with her.

                                                             JOHN

                                           (angry)

                        Sam didn’t just die.  She was murdered.  She was

                        brutally murdered in the house you insist on staying 
                        in.

She’s at a loss for words.
John gets up and leaves the room.

INT. JOHN’S APT./FOYER - AFTERNOON

John enters the apartment.  Frustrated, he tosses his keys on the table in the foyer.  

INT. LIVING ROOM              
John moves to the living room.  He grabs a file folder off of the table.  He sits on the couch and begins to flip through it.  The folder is filled with newspaper clippings,
covering Samantha’s murder.  He stops at one of the clippings.  The headline reads

LOCAL TEEN BRUTALLY SLAIN.  There’s a PICTURE of Sam on the clipping.

Unable to control his anger, he slams the folder on the table.  He rubs his hands over his face in frustration.      

He picks up the phone and dials.

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE - AFTERNOON

SHERIFF LASKEY, an African American man in his mid-fifties, sits at his desk.
He’s talking to DETECTIVE O’CONNELL, a middle aged man, sitting opposite him.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        We need a break on these murders.  

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Who ever is killing these women is changing

                        his m.o..   They seem to be targeting men too.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        It just doesn’t make any sense.  Some of the 

                        murders are precise and calculated.  Others 

                        are brutally violent with no regard to precision. 

                        Like they’re driven by emotion.  There has to be two 
                        killers.  
                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Either that or we’re dealing with someone who 

                        has multiple personalities.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Let’s put more officers on evening patrol.  
                        Maybe we should set a curfew....

The intercom BUZZES:
                                                             (WOMAN’S VOICE) 

                        Sheriff, Mr. Slater is on line one.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Thanks, I’ll take it Janet.

Sheriff Laskey picks up the phone.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY (CONT’D)
                        Hi, Mr. Slater… how can I help you?

beat

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY (CONT’D)
                        No, I’m sorry we don’t have any leads on your 

                        daughter’s murder yet.

beat

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY (CONT’D)
                        Look I know it’s hard, but I need you to be 

                        patient.  The last thing we need is you going 

                        off have cocked and blowing the case.  Just 

                        let us handle it.

beat

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY (CONT’D)
                        Hello?  Mr. Slater?  Mr. Slater?

                        He hung up on me.

Sheriff Laskey hangs up the phone.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        That guy doesn’t give up.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Cut the guy some slack.  Would you give 

                        up if someone murdered your kid and 

                        strung her up to a ceiling fan in your living 

                        room?

Detective O’Connell shakes his head emphatically.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        You’ve got a point.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        I just need them to slip up one time.
INT. JOHN'S TRUCK - AFTERNOON

John waits in his truck outside an elementary school.  

EXT. SCHOOL YARD- AFTERNOON

The BELL RINGS.  The children begin to exit the school. 



INT. MAN'S VAN             

A MAN waits in a white van, casing the school.  All the windows on the van are covered with white paint, except the driver side and front passenger.  He is chubby, but neatly dressed.  He is wearing a white collared button up shirt and beige slacks.  He watches as the children walk home.  
INT. JOHN'S TRUCK
John watches as The Man rides along side TWO BOYS walking.  

EXT. STREET

The Man rolls his window down.

The Oldest Boy, aware of The Man’s presence, begins to walk faster, pulling

the younger boy along.                                     

                                                             THE MAN

                        Hey, have you kids seen a small grey puppy?

                                                              OLDEST BOY
                                           (walking)

                        No.

                                                             THE MAN

                        Would you like to help me find him?

The boys walk faster.                
                                                             OLDEST BOY
                        Dude, you’re a stranger go away.

INT. MAN'S VAN

The Man brakes.  He hits his steering wheel in frustration.  
Just then, someone catches his eye.

A LITTLE BOY walks alone.

The Man parks.
EXT. SIDEWALK

The Man exits the van and walks behind the Little Boy.  

EXT. STREET

John exits his truck.

EXT. SIDEWALK

                                                             THE MAN

                        Hey kid, can you help me?

The Little Boy stops and turns.
                                                             LITTLE BOY

                        Who me?

                                                             THE MAN

                        Yes…. you.

                                                             LITTLE BOY

                        What do you need help with, mister?

The Man shows him a PICTURE of a small grey puppy.         
                                                             THE MAN

                        I lost my puppy.  He’s probably near by.  

                        Can you help me find him?

He notices the Little Boys hesitation.

                                                             THE MAN (CONT’D)
                        It shouldn’t take long if we work together.

                                                           LITTLE BOY 

                        I have to get home or my Mom will be 

                        looking for me.

Sweetening the offer, The Man pulls money from his pocket.

                                                             THE MAN

                        I’ll give you five bucks.  Like I said, it won’t 

                        take long.  

He’s convinced.  Eager, the Little Boy takes the money.

                                                             LITTLE BOY

                                           (staring at money)

                        Five bucks...  Okay.

                                                             THE MAN

                        My car is back there.  We’ll drive to 

                        look for him.  Just keep your eyes peeled.

INT. MAN'S VAN 

The Man and the Little Boy get into the van and drive off.

The van begins to drive funny.  

                                                             THE MAN

                        Damn it!

He pulls over.

                                                             LITTLE BOY

                        What’s wrong?

                                                             THE MAN 

                        My tire.  I think it’s flat.  You stay here.  

                        I’ll fix it.

EXT. STREET

He exits the van and checks his tires.  Two are flat.  He tries hard to control his anger.

                                                             THE MAN

                        What the hell?

INT. MAN'S VAN

The Little Boy admires his five dollar bill.  Mind transfixed on the things 
he could buy, he can’t wait any longer.  He exits the van.  

EXT. STREET

The Man kneels by the back passenger side tire.  He notices the boy, but focuses on the flat tire.  He can’t afford to waste any time.
                                                             THE MAN

                        I’ll just be a minute.  Get back in the car.

                                                             LITTLE BOY

                                           (walking backwards)

                        Hey mister, I’ve got to get home.   I hope 

                        you find your dog.

The Little Boy tears off.
                                                             THE MAN

                        Son of a....

John pulls behind the van and exits his truck.  He walks over to The Man.

                                                             JOHN

                                           (hand behind his back)

                        Need some help?

The Man continues to kneel by the tire, controlling his anger.
                                                             THE MAN

                                           (looking at tire)

                        No, I got it.

                                                             JOHN

                        You sure…?

Patience tested, he quickly stands. 
                                                             THE MAN

                        I said I got it.

Suddenly, John pulls a gun from behind his back, hitting The Man in the head with the butt of the gun.  He falls to the ground, unconscious.
He searches The Man’s pockets.  He pulls out his wallet, takes his license and puts the wallet back in The Man’s pocket. 

John gets in his truck and drives off, leaving The Man on the side of the road.
Knowing what The Man was up to, John shows no remorse.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

John sits at the bar drinking a shot.

STEVEN, a thirty something male, is seated near him drinking a beer.

His hair is slicked back.  He has a slightly muscular build, showcased by a tight black shirt.  He’s making a big effort to seem attractive and heterosexual.
                                                             STEVEN
                        Trying to forget something? Or is it, someone?

John studies him, but says nothing.

A BARTENDER stands behind the bar drying glasses.

                                                             JOHN

                        Bartender, give me a double.

He grabs a bottle and pours John a double.

                                                             STEVEN
                        Hey, I’m not judging.  We all do or see some 

                        fucked up shit.  Some of us are doers and some 

                        of us are seers. 
beat

                                                             STEVEN (CONT’D)
                        By the way, I’m Steven.

John drinks his shot.  Not feeling social, he gets up, puts some money on the counter and leaves.

                                                             STEVEN
                                           (smirking at John)

                        Bartender, I’ll take a shot.

LATER

EXT. BAR - LATE NIGHT

Steven exits the bar.

INT. JOHN'S TRUCK
John, waiting in his truck, takes pictures of Steven as he walks to his car.         

Steven gets in his vintage t- top camero and drives off.


INT. HOUSE/KITCHEN - MORNING

Megan sits on a stool at the kitchen counter, drinking a cup of coffee.  She picks up the phone and dials.  
                                                             MEGAN

                                           (on the phone)

                        John Slater, please.

                                                             VOICE ON OTHER END

                        I’m sorry.  He no longer works with us.

She’s surprised.

                                                             MEGAN

                        This is Mrs. Slater.  How long has he been gone?

                                                             VOICE ON OTHER END

                        Oh, Mrs. Slater.  Mr. Slater resigned about six 
                        months ago.  
A few seconds of silence pass as her mind wonders.
                                                             VOICE ON OTHER END (CONT’D)
                        Mrs. Slater, are you there?

She snaps back to reality.

                                                             MEGAN

                        I’m here.

                                                             VOICE ON OTHER END

                        Is everything okay? 

                                                             MEGAN

                        Everything’s fine. 

                                                             VOICE ON OTHER END

                        I’m sorry, I have another call.  I have to

                        get that.

Megan hangs up.  She sits silently, lost in thought.  
EXT. LONG FELLOW HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

The BELL RINGS.  TEENS begin to exit the school.

Shawn exits and sees John waiting in his truck.

Attitude in attendance, he walks over to the truck and gets in.

INT. JOHN'S TRUCK
                                                             SHAWN

                                           (looking ahead) 

                        Stuck with me again?

John smirks, brushing off the sarcastic comment.  He’s ready to make a sincere          effort.

                                                             JOHN

                        I told your Mom I would pick you up today. 
                        I wanted us to spend some time together.

Shawn glances at him from the corner of his eye.  He longs for his father’s attention.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Where are we going?

                                                             JOHN

                                           (pulling off)

                        You’ll see.

EXT. SHADY POINT PIER - DAY

John and Shawn stand on a pier, fishing.

                                                             JOHN
                        Last time we did this the fish caught you.     

                                                             SHAWN

                        Maybe today is the day I get my revenge.

Suddenly, John pulls up on his rod.                                                             

                                                             JOHN

                        I got one!

He starts to reel the fish in.  The string gets tangled.  
                                                             JOHN

                        My string is tangled. 
He tugs at the string, but can’t release it.

                                                             JOHN

                        Shawn, hand me the knife out of the tackle box.

Shawn takes out the blade and admires it.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Impressive blade…
                                                             JOHN

                        You want it?

                                                             SHAWN

                        Are you serious?  Mom would flip her lid.

                                                             JOHN

                        I don’t see her anywhere around here.

Shawn grins.  
EXT. STREET - EVENING

John pulls up to the (colonial) house.

Shawn exits the truck.

                                                             JOHN

                        See ya later.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Yeah sure…
Shawn walks toward the house then turns suddenly.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Dad….  Thanks.

John grins.

Shawn turns back and enters the house.
Satisfied with the progress he’s made with his son, John drives off.

INT. WAREHOUSE CORRIDOOR - NIGHT

An unidentified person carries an unconscious JANEY HARRIS over their
shoulder.  The person walks down a long dark corridor.  
Water leaks from the pipes in the ceiling.

INT.  WAREHOUSE ROOM 
The person enters a room and lays Janey on a slab.  The only light in the room 
is from an AMSCO operating room light.  It’s positioned over her.  The person puts on blue latex gloves.
Lying unconscious, her wrist and ankles are put in restraints.  Attempting to 

wake her, the person pores a bucket of water in her face.  It works.  Choking on water, she coughs and gasps for air.  Realizing she’s tied down she becomes confused and afraid.
                                                             JANEY HARRIS
                        Where am I?  What are you doing?

Her fright turns to sheer panic, as she struggles to get loose. 

                                                             JANEY HARRIS
                        Let me go.  Why are you doing this?  Somebody 
                        help me!!! Please!!!

The person duct tapes her mouth.  Her screams are muffled.

Next to her sits a tray of surgical tools.  The immaculately shinny tools         
include, a pair of scissors, a bone saw, toothed forceps, a skull chisel, a bread

knife, a scalpel, rib cutters, an enterotome, and a stryker saw.

The person grabs a pair of scissors and cuts Janey’s shirt open.  
She’s not wearing a bra.  The person cuts her shorts off.  She breathes heavily.  

The person grabs a scalpel and slices the outline of a cross into her chest

plate.  She screams, eyes bulging.  Enjoying every minute of her torture, the 
person carefully peels back the skin as she screams in agony.

The person slips off the latex gloves and puts on a thicker cotton pair.  The
person then grabs a roll of barbed wire off of the floor.  

Her body trembles.  She shakes her head, dreading what comes next. 
The person wraps the barb wire around her body as she screams.
Blood trickles down the slab.       

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

John walks through the cemetery carrying a bouquet of flowers.  He comes 

to Samantha’s grave and places flowers there.  He removes his sunglasses.

He’s watery eyed.

GRAVE READS:

IN LOVING MEMORY OF A WONDERFUL DAUGHTER 

SAMANTHA SLATER

                                                             JOHN

                        Everything is falling apart Sam.  We’re not a 
                        family anymore without you.  I was afraid to 

                        admit it, but you kids were the only thing that 

                        kept me and your Mom together.  I tried so 

                        hard to hide it from you guys.  Still… I think 
                        you knew.

He stands silent.

                                                             JOHN

                        I’m going to find out who did this to you,  
                        Sammy.  I promise.  They will get what they 
                        deserve.

INT. DINER - AFTERNOON

John sits at a booth by the window.  He finishes the last bite of his sandwich.  
Suddenly, a VAGRANT BANGS on the window.  It doesn’t startle John at all.  

                                                             VAGRANT

                                           (yelling through window)

                        Hey mister!  Got some change?!!
John looks at him, but says nothing.

                                                             VAGRANT

                                           (giving the finger)

                        Well, fuck you too!!!

The Vagrant walks away.

Still looking out the window, John sees Steven.

Steven exits his car.  He goes into a hunting supply store.

INT. HUNTING STORE - AFTERNOON

He casually looks around the store.  

A SALESMAN sits behind the counter, reading a hunting magazine.

Steven goes up to the counter.

There is a plethora of weapons behind the counter.  Various types of bow and arrows, rifles, and swords hang on the wall.

The Salesman sets down the magazine.

                                                             SALESMAN

                                           (getting up)

                        See anything that interests you?

                                                             STEVEN

                        You got any high powered bow and arrows?

The Salesman grabs an automatic bow and arrow gun from the wall.

                                                             SALESMAN

                                           (handing him the bow)

                        This one’s a real beauty.  Just pull the 

                        trigger and your target’s hit.

Steven takes the bow and holds it up.  He points it toward the diner, as if he knows John is there.
                                                             SALESMAN

                        What do you hunt?

Steven lowers the bow, giving the Salesman a serious look.

                                                             STEVEN              

                        I got a couple kids I want to get rid of.

                                                             SALESMAN

                                           (shocked)

                        Kids…?

Steven sets the bow on the counter.

                                                             STEVEN

                        Yeah, I like to hunt antelope when they’re 

                        young.  They’re easier to carry.

The Salesman gives a sigh of relief.                                     
                                                             SALESMAN

                        Antelope…
                                                             STEVEN

                        Nothing beats the taste of a young one.

LATER

INT. JOHN'S TRUCK
John watches Steven from his truck, as he exits the hunting store with a large 

box in hand.








        

Steven walks to his car, gets in and drives off.

John follows.

Steven drives to an abandon apartment building.  He exits his car and goes inside.

Seemingly unnoticed, John takes pictures of the building before driving off.

INT. JOHN’S LIVING ROOM - EARLY AM

John sits on the couch drinking a beer and watching television.  

He grabs the remote and changes the channel.  The news is on.

                                                             NEWS CASTER

                        Tragically the body of an 18 year old girl was 
                        found.  The body was identified as Janey Harris  
                        a senior at Longfellow High School.  She has 
                        been missing since last night and...

Frustrated, he turns off the television.  

                                                             JOHN

                        Son of a bitch!!

He picks up the phone and dials.

INT. MEGAN’S BEDROOM (2nd floor) - EARLY AM

Megan is in bed dosing off.  Just as her eyes close, the phone RINGS startling her.  She looks at the clock on the night stand.  It’s 1:00 a.m.. 

                                                             MEGAN

                        Who the hell....

She answers the phone.


                                                  MEGAN

                               (whispering) 

                        Hello.

INT. JOHN’S LIVING ROOM - EARLY AM

                                                             JOHN

                        Megan, is Shawn home?

INT. MEGAN’S BEDROOM - EARLY AM

                                                             MEGAN

                        John it’s 1 a.m., of course he’s home.

INT. JOHN’S LIVING ROOM - EARLY AM

                                                             JOHN

                        Can I talk to him?  It’ll just take a second.

INT. MEGAN’S BEDROOM - EARLY AM

                                                             MEGAN

                        Hold on.

Megan sets the phone down, gets out of bed and leaves the room.

INT. HALLWAY

She goes to Shawn’s room and KNOCKS on the door.

                                                             MEGAN

                        Shawn.  Your dad’s on the phone.  Shawn.

She opens the door, peeking inside.  

INT. SHAWN'S BEDROOM

To her surprise, he’s not there.

INT. MEGAN’S BEDROOM  

Megan picks up the phone.

                                                             MEGAN

                        He’s not here.

INT. JOHN’S LIVING ROOM - EARLY AM

John hangs up.  Now he’s really worried.
                                                             JOHN

                        Damn it.

INT. CAR - EARLY AM

Someone watches from a car as teenagers go into a house party.               

INT. DILLON’S HOUSE PARTY/FAMILY ROOM - EARLY AM

The TEENS are drinking beers, smoking marijuana and listening to music.

The usual teen party.
TWO girls talk amongst one another.  SHANNON’s a popular red headed 
cheerleader.  She’s the girl most of the guys in school try their hardest to impress.

JENNIFER’s a brunette, equally popular and attractive.  She wouldn’t be caught 

dead with a high school boy.    

                                                             JENNIFER
                        Did you hear about Janey?

                                                             SHANNON            

                        No.  What about her?

A GUY walks up to them drinking a beer.  He has all the characteristic of a 

dumb jock, cute, muscular, overly moussed hair.
                                                             JENNIFER
                        The police found her dead body in the 

                        woods behind the old saw mill.  Her 

                        her body had been mutilated. 
                                                             GUY ONE

                        She was such a hillbilly.  Her boyfriend 

                        probably chopped her up so he could eat her. 

                                                             JENNIFER
                        She wasn’t chopped up you idiot.  She was cut.
                        I mean she had cuts all over her body.

                                                             GUY ONE

                        How do you know what happened to her 

                        anyway, Sherlock?
                                                              JENNIFER
                        It’s been on the news all day you dick.

He brushes against her.

                                                             GUY ONE

                                           (grabbing crotch)

                        Yeah, I got a big one just for you.

Nothing could be more revolting to her.  She pushes him away.                        
                                                             JENNIFER
                        Back off horn dog.

                                                             GUY ONE

                        You know you want it.

                                                             JENNIFER
                        I wouldn’t sleep with you if you were 

                        the last man on earth.

                                                             GUY ONE
                        Yeah right.  Give me the zip code to the 

                        state of denial.  I’ll send you a postcard.

                                                             JENNIFER
                        What ever.

Shawn is on the couch smoking marijuana with best friend, DILLON.

Dillon’s a full on pot head.
                                                             SHAWN

                                           (smoking)

                        This is pretty good, man.
Dillon grins and nods his head.

                                                             DILLON
                        I know dude.  I ganked it from my step dad.

Shawn passes the joint.

Shawn stares at Jennifer, still in the corner talking to Shannon.  They’re to 

good to mingle with the commoners. 
                                                             SHAWN

                        So do you even know half of these people?

                                                             DILLON
                                           (passing the joint back)

                        Nope.  But, if you say party they will come.

Shawn smokes. 

                                                             SHAWN

                        I’ve gotta get home before the warden 

                        notices I’m gone.

He passes the joint back to Dillon.
                                                             DILLON
                        Dude your mom keeps a leash on your ass.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Later Dillon…
They bump fists.
LATER

INT. HOUSE PARTY/FAMILY ROOM - EARLY AM

The party is clearing out.

Jennifer is talking to another GUY at the party.  A real geek.  The schools mascot.
He rubs his hands across the gold cross on her necklace.                                

                                                             GUY TWO

                                           (looking into her eyes)

                        I’ve had a crush on you since 7th grade, 

                        you know.

                                                             JENNIFER
                                           (backing away from him) 

                        I better go.

                                                             GUY TWO

                        Do you need me to walk you home?

                                                             JENNIFER
                                           (walking backwards)

                        No.  I live pretty close.  I can just 

                        take the path through the woods.

She turns and rushes off.  

INT. PARTY/KITCHEN
Jennifer enters the messy kitchen.  There are plastic cups, plates, beer bottles 

and pizza boxes on the counter tops.  She goes out the back door.                 

EXT. YARD - EARLY AM

Jennifer walks through the backyard and hops the fence.

EXT. WOODS – EARLY AM

An unidentified person watches her as she walks through the woods.

Walking casually through the woods, Jennifer hears a TWIG SNAP.

She stops.

                                                             JENNIFER
                                           (looking around)

                        Is somebody there?   Hello?

It’s silent.  She starts walking.

                                                             JENNIFER
                                           (mumbling) 

                        I knew I shouldn’t have smoked that shit.

Again a TWIG SNAPS.  She stops.  Now she’s spooked.
                                                             JENNIFER
                                           (looking around)

                        Who the hell is that?

She hears something, but doesn’t know what direction it’s coming from.  She 

looks around, frantic.  She begins to run, looking back occasionally.  She sees no one, but continues to run.  She gets just outside the woods and stops.  Panting, she rests her hands on her knees.  That was a close one. She sits up.   

Suddenly, the person grabs her by the hair dragging her back through the woods.  Holding the persons gloved hands, she kicks and screams.

                                                             JENNIFER
                                           (trying to free hair)

                        Let me go!  Somebody help me!  Help! 

The person flings her body through the air, as if she is as light as a toddler.  Her body SLAMS against a tree, knocking the wind from her.  She hits the ground.  
The person looms over her as she struggles.  She gets to her hands and knees.  A kick in the butt sends her back to the ground.  

                                                             JENNIFER
                                           (crying)

                        Please.  Why are you doing this?  

The person BASHES her in the head with a BOULDER.

Helpless, she lies there on her stomach.  The person turns her body over with 
their foot.

The person repeatedly BASHES her in the head using blunt force.  She’s a goner. 

The person drops the boulder and snatches off her necklace.

INT. MEGAN’S HOME/STAIRS - MORNING

Shawn walks downstairs.

INT. KITCHEN

He enters the kitchen.

Megan stands at the counter pouring a cup of coffee.  She’s pissed.
Shawn goes to the refrigerator and grabs an apple.  He has no idea she knows.  

He bites the apple.

                                                             MEGAN

                                           (stirring her coffee)

                        Where were you?

                                                             SHAWN

                        What?

Megan turns to Shawn, trying to keep her calm.
                                                             MEGAN

                        I looked in your room at about one in the 

                        morning.  Needless to say you weren’t there.

                                                             SHAWN

                                           (nonchalant)

                        I was over at Dillon’s house.

                                                             MEGAN

                        You know you’re not allowed to be out that

                        late.  Shawn, I don’t understand why you 

                        insist on breaking the rules.      

                                                             SHAWN

                                           (attitude)

                        Come on Mom take a chill pill.


CONTINUED  
CONTINUED

                                                             SHAWN (CONT’D)

                        Nothing’s gonna happen to me.  Besides, 
                        Sam was at home when she was killed.

She can’t believe he actually said that.  She SLAPS him hard across the face.

He makes a big effort to hide how much that hurt.
                                                             SHAWN

                        Way to go Mom.  There’s nothing like some

                        good old fashion child abuse to bring us 

                        closer together.

He walks out.

She stands there, speechless.

INT.  TRUCK - DAY

John drives down a street and parks. 

He takes out The Man’s LICENSE he stole, checking the address.
Just then, The Man walks out of his house, gets into his van and drives off.

EXT. STREET - DAY

John exits his truck.  He walks up to The Man's house and goes in the backyard.

EXT. BACKYARD

Wearing black gloves, John tries to open the back door.  It’s locked, naturally.  
Prepared for a B&E (breaking and entering), he takes a pouch of tools out of his pocket.  He uses the tools to unlock the door.
INT. MAN’S HOME/KITCHEN - DAY

John enters the house.  The kitchen is immaculate. 

INT. LIVINGROOM

He moves to the living room.  Everything seems fairly normal and neat.

INT. STAIRS (2nd floor)
John walks up the stairs and goes into a bedroom.  
INT. BEDROOM

It looks like a hotel room neat and clean.  No pictures or personal artifacts around.  He moves to the night stand and opens the drawer.  It’s filled with pictures of YOUNG boys dressed only in their underwear.  John flips through the pictures.  
Disgusted, he throws them back in the drawer and SLAMS it shut.  

INT. FOYER

The Man comes in the front door, brown paper bag in hand.  He moves to the 
living room.  

INT. LIVING ROOM

He turns on the television and sits in a recliner.  He grabs a beer and a bag 
of chips out of the bag.  He opens the beer and takes a sip.  Relaxed and unaware, 

he sets the beer on the table, opens the bag of chips and starts snacking. 

He sees a reflection in the television.  It’s John, standing behind him.  He attempts to sit up, but it’s too late.  Before he knows it, a thin metal wire is around his neck.   

John strangles him to death.  He takes The Man’s license out and tosses it on the coffee table.  

John’s reflection can be seen in the television, as he walks away.

INT.  PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE - DAY

Shawn is lying on a couch.  LINDA SCHWARTZ, an uptight soft spoken              psychiatrist, sits in a chair across from him.

                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                        I’m worried about you Shawn.  It’s been 
                        a year since your sister was murdered and 
                        you haven’t shown any progress.  
                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ

                        I need you to open up.  Tell me how 
                        you feel.

He has no intention of telling her how he feels.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Why did your husband leave you Linda?

She’s used to this kind of insubordination. 

                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                        It’s Mrs. Schwartz Shawn, and we’re here to 

                        talk about you not my personal life.  Why 

                        don’t you tell me why you’re so uncomfortable

                        talking to your female peers?

That struck a nerve.
                                                             SHAWN

                        You expect me to open up to you and I can’t 

                        even call you by your first name.  Why don’t

                        you call me Mr. Slater then, Mrs. Schwartz?

                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ

                        Shawn, I can’t release you until your 

                        straight with me.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Straight.  Here’s straight.  My mom is an 

                        overbearing, self righteous slut.  Who, by the 
                        way, has been cheating on my dad since I was 
                        fourteen.  My non- existent father finally got 
                        wise and ditched her when the only child he 
                        really care about was slaughtered.  And my 
                        sister, well lets just say you shouldn’t speak ill 
                        of the dead.

Not quite what she expected to hear.
                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ

                        I think that’s all for today.

                                                             SHAWN

                                           (getting up)

                        I thought so.  See you next week.

Cool, calm, and collected, Shawn leaves the room.

INT. RESTAURANT - EVENING

Megan enters a casual restaurant.  She goes up to the HOSTESS.  

                                                             MEGAN

                        Hi, I’m supposed to be meeting someone here.  

                        Ron Sturgess.

                                                             HOSTESS 

                        Yes, right this way.  He’s already here.  

The Hostess leads Megan to a table where RON is seated.  Ron’s handsome.
Seeing her coming, he stands and pulls out Megan’s chair.  
Megan sits.
The Hostess walks away. 

                                                             RON 

                                           (sitting down)

                        I ordered you a glass of wine.

He seems sweet and charming, but looks can be deceiving.  He’s actually a conniving pervert.

                                                             MEGAN 

                        Thanks.  So, why are we meeting here?

                                                             RON 

                        Well, I figured we needed to talk.  I’ve been 

                        calling your office, but you’re never 

                        available.  Are you avoiding me?

                                                             MEGAN

                        No.  I just have a lot on my plate right now
                        with Shawn and the divorce.

                                                             RON

                        So, he signed the papers?

                                                             MEGAN

                        Not exactly…
Ron reaches across the table to touch her hands.  She pulls back.          

Awkward.  He angers instantly.

                                                             RON 

                        What’s going on with you Megan?  

                        How can you sit here and act like we haven’t 

                        been sleeping together for the past two years?  

                        I’m the one who was there for you when 

                        Samantha died not him.  Do you even want 

                        a divorce?

                                                             MEGAN

                        Of course I do.  I’m just worried about him.

                                                             RON

                        You’re worried about him.  I’m not going to 
                        play second fiddle to John anymore.  Either 
                        get the divorce or I’m gone.

In an attempt to pressure her, Ron gets up and walks away.

                                                             MEGAN

                        Ron.

It worked.  He turns to her.

                                                             RON

                                           (bluntly) 

                        Get the divorce Megan.

He walks away.

INT. BAR - EVENING

Linda Schwartz sits at the bar drinking a shot.  Stressed out. 
Steven is sitting next to her drinking a beer.  

                                                             STEVEN

                        You here to drink your troubles away too…
                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                        Oh no, I just came to relax.

                                                             STEVEN

                        That’s some heavy relaxation. 
Steven holds out his hand. 

                                                             STEVEN (CONT’D)              
                        By the way, I’m Steven.

                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                                           (shaking his hand)

                        Nice to meet you, Steven…  I’m Linda. 

                        Linda Schwartz.

                                                             STEVEN

                        So, what’s on your mind Linda?
                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                        Bartender, can I get a glass of Chardonnay? 

                        Steven do you have any children?

The liquor has loosened her up a bit.

                                                             STEVEN

                        No, but I used to be one.

 Linda laughs, slightly.

                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                        I have a student who has been through a lot 

                        within the past few years.  And consequently 

                        it’s caused him to hate himself and his 

                        family.  I don’t know if I should speak to 

                        his parents about it.  He may see it as an 

                        act of betrayal.  But, if I don’t speak to 

                        them I’m afraid he could become suicidal. 

                                                             STEVEN

                        You’re a teacher?

The bartender sits the glass of Chardonnay in front of her.

                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                        No.  I’m a psychiatrist.

                                                             STEVEN 

                        Well, you have to ask yourself.  

                        Is the boy’s life worth saving?

She’s disturbed by his comment.

                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                        What kind of question is that?

                                                             STEVEN 

                        An honest one…
                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                        I shouldn’t be talking to you about this.

                        Have a nice night.

Linda gets up.  She takes money out of her purse, puts it on the bar and leaves. 

EXT. OUTSIDE BAR - NIGHT

Linda walks to her car and gets in.  

INT. LINDA'S CAR

She throws her purse on the passenger seat.  She sits there for a second, 
before starting her car and driving off.  She grabs her cell phone from her 
purse and dials.  She gets the machine.
                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                        Hi, Mrs. Slater this is Mrs. Schwartz.  We need to 
                        talk.  It’s about Shawn. Give me a call when you 
                        get this. My number is 650-2800.
Linda hangs up the phone.  She pulls up to her house.

INT.  LINDA’S FOYER - NIGHT        

Linda enters the house.  She sets her purse and keys on the table in the foyer.  

INT. SECOND FLOOR

She comes upstairs and goes in the bathroom.  

INT. BATHROOM

She turns on the shower, checking the temperature with her hand.  

She undresses and gets into the shower.  

LATER

INT. BATHROOM 

She’s finished her shower.  She turns off the water and gets out.  She grabs her 
robe hanging on the bathroom door and puts it on.  She wipes steam from the bathroom mirror.  She looks in the mirror, as if she is unhappy with her appearance.

She exits the bathroom and goes in her bedroom.  

INT. BEDROOM (2nd floor)
She moves to the closet and opens the door.

Suddenly, a cat jumps from a shelf in the closet.  Startled, she holds her hand 
to her heart as the cat runs off.

                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                                           (watching cat run away)

                        Minkzy, you scared me.  How did you get 

                        in the closet?

Linda turns back to the closet.                 

Suddenly, an unidentified masked assailant in black lunges at her from behind
the clothes in the closet.  Terrified.  She SCREAMS.  
The assailant repeatedly plunges a BUTCHER KNIFE into her shoulder blade.
She grabs the assailant’s wrists.  Struggling, they fall on the bed.  They continue 
to struggle, knocking the phone off the hook.  She knees him in the 
groin.  This buys her some time.  She stumbles out of the room, clutching her
shoulder.

INT. HALLWAY

She runs to the stairs, tripping over the cat.  She tumbles down the stairs hitting 
the floor. 

INT. FOYER

Frantically, she looks up at the top of the stairs.  No one is there.  Now her head

is bleeding.  Injured, she gets up.  She limps to the living room, searching
for something to defend herself with.

INT. LIVING ROOM

The living room window is up.  The sheer curtain blows in the wind.  

She grabs a sword, mounted on the wall above the fireplace.  She turns.  

Still no killer. 

INT. DINING ROOM

She limps over to the dining room table and grabs the cordless phone.  She needs somewhere to hide and fast.  She lifts the cloth and crawls under the table.  She starts to dial, but hears FOOTSTEPS and pauses.  She hears the front door OPEN and CLOSE.  She waits.  All’s quiet, except for the sound of her heavy breathing.  She continues to dial.  She puts her ear to the receiver.  There is no dial tone.  

                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                                           (whispering)

                        No.  No.  Damn it.......  

Linda puts the phone down. 
                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ (CONT'D)

                                           (hopeful)

                        My cell phone.

She lifts the table cloth and looks around.  No one’s there.  Clutching the sword, 
she comes from under the table.  

INT. FOYER

She moves cautiously to the foyer.  She grabs a cell phone from her purse.  

Suddenly, the cat runs between her legs.  

Startled, she drops the cell phone and chops the cat with the sword.  Oops, the 
cat is dead.  Her expression goes from regret to relief in seconds.
                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ
                        Fucking cat.
beat

                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ (CONT'D)

                        You had that coming.

She kneels, picking up the cell phone.  It’s broken.  She wonders if things could 

get any worse.  

                                                             LINDA SCHWARTZ (CONT’D)
                        Why is this happening to me?
She takes a deep breath, clutches the sword and moves to the front door.                                   Reluctant, she opens it.  

Seeing no one, she’s somewhat calmed.
Catching her off guard, the assailant jumps from the side of the porch STABBING her in the chest, repeatedly.

She falls back onto the floor in the foyer, eyes wide with fear.

INT. JOHN’S APT. BUILDING - DAY

John walks down the hall of his apartment building.  He sees Megan

waiting by his door.  What now?
                                                             JOHN

                        Megan.

She’s holding divorce papers in her hand.

                                                             MEGAN

                                           (holding out papers)

                        You left before you could sign these.

He takes the papers, unlocks the door and walks into the apartment. 

Megan follows.
INT. FOYER

He sets his keys on the table and grabs a pen.  Seemingly emotionless, he signs 
the papers and gives them to Megan.  She thought he would put up a fight.
                                                             MEGAN

                        That’s it.  You’re not going to say anything?

                                                             JOHN

                        How’s Shawn?

                                                             MEGAN

                        I called your job, they said you quit 

                        months ago.

                                                             JOHN

                                           (looking through his mail)

                        And how is that any of your business?            

Megan looks around at the clutter in the apartment.  She softens.
                                                             MEGAN

                        I’m worried about you.

He’s not buying her act.

                                                             JOHN

                        So worried you had to rush the divorce 

                        papers right over.

                                                             MEGAN

                        What do you expect?  What do you want 

                        me to do John, wait around forever?

He tosses the mail and turns to her.

                                                             JOHN

                        I expected you to be a loyal wife and not 

                        have an ongoing affair with my best friend.




                        But, I guess that’s too much too ask.
Ashamed, she can’t look him in the eyes. 

                                                             MEGAN

                        We’ve already been through this John. I’m 

                        not here to argue....

He interrupts.

                                                             JOHN

                        You got what you came for.  

                        I think it’s time for you to leave.

Hesitant, Megan leaves the apartment.

EXT. DILLON’S YARD - DAY

Dillon comes out his back door, wearing head phones.  Rock music BLARING.  
He hops the fence and casually walks through the woods.   

EXT. WOODS

He trips over something, causing him to fall.  The head phones fall off.  He looks 

at his hands.  They’re covered in blood.
                                                             DILLON

                        What the hell....

He looks back.  It’s Jennifer’s dead body.  He’s petrified.
                                                             DILLON

                        Oh my God!!!

Dillon jumps up wiping the blood from his hands onto his shirt.

Frantic, he runs away.

LATER

EXT. WOOD’S - DAY

The woods are swarming with policemen.  They’re dusting for prints and collecting

evidence. 

OFFICER ONE takes pictures of Jennifer’s dead body.

With gloved hands, OFFICER TWO picks up the bloody boulder.

Nervous, Dillon is being questioned by Detective O’Connell.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        So, when was the last time you saw her?               

                                                             DILLON

                        At the party I had a few days ago.  She 

                        was wearing the same clothes.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        When did she leave?  Was it with anyone?
                                                             DILLON

                        I don’t know I was kinda out of it.  But, the

                        party was pretty much over by the time she left.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (writing in booklet)

                        Did she talk to anyone?

                                                             DILLON

                        Yeah, I guess.  Everybody was talking.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Did she talk to anyone in particular?

                                                             DILLON

                                           (contemplating) 

                        Yeah.  This guy named Jeff.


            He’s the school mascot. 

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (writing)

                        Did they argue?

                                                             DILLON

                        No, they looked fine to me.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Was there tension between her and any of 

                        the other guests at the party?

                                                             DILLON

                                           (jittery)

                        Not that I noticed.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Okay, thanks for your help.  Call me if

                        you remember anything else.

Detective O’Connell hands Dillon his card.  Dillon starts to walks away.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL

                        Dillon.

Dillon turns back.

                                                             DETECTTIVE O’CONNELL

                        Don’t tell anyone about this.  

                                                             DILLON

                        I just want to forget it.

Dillon walks away.

INT. MEGAN’S FOYER - DAY

Shawn enters the house.  

INT. KITCHEN

He moves to the kitchen and opens the refrigerator.  He takes out

a piece of chicken and bites it.  

INT. LIVING ROOM

Chicken in hand, he walks into the living room and checks the answering
machine.

ANSWERING MACHINE: You have one new message.  

                                                             (LINDA’S VOICE)

                        Hi, Mrs. Slater this is Mrs. Schwartz.  We 

                        need to talk.  It’s about Shawn.  Give me a 

                        call when you get this. My number is 650-2839.

                                                             SHAWN

                        What ever happened to doctor, patient 

                        confidentiality?

He deletes the message.

ANSWERING MACHINE: Your message as been deleted.

The door bell RINGS repeatedly.

                                                             SHAWN

                                           (walking to the door)

                        I’m coming! Chill out!

INT. FOYER

                                                             SHAWN (CONT'D)

                        Who is it?

                                                             DILLION (O.S.)

                        Dude, open the door.

Shawn opens the door. 
Dillon rushes in.  He’s sweating and breathing heavily. 
                                                             SHAWN

                        Dude, what’s wrong with you?  And what

                        the hell is that on your shirt?
                                                             DILLON

                        You won’t believe this man.  I’m walking

                        through the woods behind my house and the 

                        next thing I know, I’m tripping over Jennifer 

                        Nock’s dead body.   

Shawn brushes off the statement.

                                                             SHAWN

                                           (eating)

                        Did your step dad get a new batch?

                                                             DILLON

                        No dude, I’m serious.  I haven’t even 

                        smoked today.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Seriously.
Dillon looks into Shawn’s eyes.

                                                             DILLON

                        Seriously, Shawn.
INT. LIVING ROOM

Silent, Shawn walks into the living room.  
Dillon follows.

Shawn sits on the couch, unsure what to say.
                                                             SHAWN

                        Damn, I liked her.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL - NEXT MORNING

Students enter the school.  Some being dropped off.  The usual.
INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALL - MORNING

Shawn walks down the hall.

Dillon runs toward Shawn.

                                                             DILLON

                        Hey Shawn, wait up.

Shawn stops and turns.
Dillon catches up to him and they walk together.

                                                             SHAWN

                        What’s up?

                                                             DILLON

                        Dude, you got any candy?

Shawn studies Dillon.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Are you high?

                                                             DILLON

                        Yeah.

Shawn shakes his head.

                                                             SHAWN

                        It’s eight o’clock in the morning.  Dude, 

                        don’t you think you should tone it down.

                                                             DILLON

                                           (rambling)

                          I know, but ever since I found Jennifer’s

                          body in the woods, with her head all 

                          bashed in, I can’t get the picture out of 

                          my head.  I needed to relax.  My Moms 

                          zanax wasn’t working.  
Dillon quivers chasing the disconcerting image out of his head.  
Just then, something catches his eye.

It’s STACY and KELLY working the snack stand in the hallway.  He is as fond
of Stacy almost as much as he is marijuana.

                                                             DILLON (CONT’D)
                        Stacy’s working the snack stand.  I’ll see 

                        you in class.

Eager, Dillon walks toward the snack stand.  Snacks and Stacy, the combination
is to enticing to ignore.

Shawn walks down the hall to Mrs. Schwartz office and tries to open the 

door.  It’s locked.  A MALE TEACHER walks by.

                                                             MALE TEACHER

                        If you’re looking for Mrs. Schwartz, she 
                        hasn’t made it in yet.              

                                                             SHAWN

                        Figures.

Shawn walks off.  The bell RINGS.

INT. CLASSROOM - MORNING

Emma watches as Shawn enters the classroom and sits.  

The students are talking amongst one another.  

Emma sits quietly reading a book.

Shawn glances at Emma.  Nothing to obvious.
An attractive, MRS. KNEELY is writing something on the board.
BOARD READS:
MURDER'S OUT OF TUNE AND SWEET REVENGE GROWS HARSH.
OTHELLO 
                                                             MRS. KNEELY
                                           (addressing the class)
                        Can anyone tell me what Othello meant by this?

She points to the chalk board.
                                                             MRS. KNEELY (CONT’D) 
                        Murder’s out of tune and sweet revenge 
                        grows harsh.   

No one answers.  Most look as if they could care less.
                                                             MRS. KNEELY (CONT’D)
                        Nobody… Shawn?
Shawn looks around the room, as if he is uncomfortable.
Just then, a MAN’S VOICE comes over the P.A. system:

                                                             (MAN’S VOICE)
                        Attention students this is your principal. 

                        The Blake County Police have issued a 
                        nine o’clock curfew due to the recent string of 
                        murders.  For your own safety, please adhere 
                        to the curfew.

The students BOOO, while throwing paper at the P.A. system on the wall.

Emma continues to read.

                                                             MRS. KNEELY
                        Settle down students! 

They settle down.

                                                             MRS. KNEELY
                        This is serious.  You need to follow this 

                        curfew until the person committing these 

                        murders is caught.

                                                             DERRICK
                                           (joking)

                        Hey, Mrs. Kneely are you going to follow

                        the curfew?

                                                             MRS. KNEELY
                        As a matter of fact, I am Derrick.  Now,

                        everybody turn your text books to page 

                        127.

The students take out their books.

EXT. TOWN STREETS - DAY

Megan exits the dry cleaners, carrying her clothes.  Walking, she takes her cell 
phone from her purse and dials.  She stops.
                                                             MEGAN

                                           (on the phone)

                        Hi it’s me, I need........

Just then, she looks up and sees Ron.  He’s seated in a coffee shop, with a BUSTY              BLOND WOMAN.  She hangs up.  

Ron kisses the Busty Blond Woman.

Upset, Megan walks the other direction.  She bumps into someone, dropping 

her dry cleaning.  

                                                             MEGAN

                        I’m sorry.

Both bend over to pick up the clothes, bumping heads.

                                                             MEGAN

                        Oh sorry.

                                                             STEVEN

                        Here let me.

Steven picks up the clothes and hands them to Megan.

                                                             MEGAN

                                           (insincere)

                        Thanks.

Megan walks away.  

                                                             STEVEN

                                           (walking after her)

                        Hey.

She stops and turns around.

                                                             STEVEN

                        I’m sorry I don’t normally do this.  But, I’d be 
                        a fool not to ask.  Would you mind having 
                        lunch with me sometime?

Megan looks over at Ron and the Busty Blonde in the coffee shop.  
Jealousy takes hold.
                                                             MEGAN
                        Sure, why not.

                                                             STEVEN

                                           (smiling)

                        Great.  By the way, I’m Steven.

He holds out his hand.

                                                             MEGAN

                                           (shaking his hand)

                        Megan.

INT. HIGHSCHOOL HALL - DAY

The halls are empty.  The bell RINGS.  Students exit their classrooms, flooding 
the halls.  

Emma exits the classroom, just before Shawn.  
Shortly after, Shannon follows.

                                                             SHANNON
                        Hey Shawn, wait up.

Emma watches Shawn from her locker.

Shannon runs up to Shawn and walks along side him.
                                                             SHAWN

                        Hey, what’s up?

                                                             SHANNON 
                        Are you coming to the bonfire at the 

                        pier tonight?

                                                             SHAWN

                        What about the curfew?

                                                             SHANNON

                        What about it?  There’s gonna be a 

                        ton of us there.  Nothing’s gonna 

                        happen.

Dillon runs up to Shawn, putting his arm around him.

                                                             DILLON

                        Dude, Shady Point Pier, tonight. 

                        Hey, Shannon…
She finds him a tad revolting.

                                                             SHANNON

                         Dillon.

Shannon walks away. 

                                                             SHANNON

                                           (turning around)

                        I’ll see you there.

Shannon purposely bumps into Emma, standing at her locker.  

Emma drops her books and quickly bends over to pick them up.

                                                             SHANNON

                        I thought you were smart.  Haven’t you

                        figured out it’s best not to stand in my way?

Emma continues to gather up her books.

                                                             SHANNON

                                           (walking away)

                        You’ll learn. 

Emma looks up at Shawn.  He sees her, but says nothing.

                                                             DILLON

                        Looks like Shannon’s hot for you.

                                                             SHAWN

                        You think you can pay your step dad’s 

                        closet a visit?

                                                             DILLON

                        I’m one step ahead of you.

Dillon takes a bag of marijuana from his pocket, inconspicuously showing 
it to Shawn.
INT. HIGH SCHOOL OFFICE - DAY

The PRINCIPAL, comes out of his office and walks over to the SECRETARY.

Young and attractive, she sits at a desk filing her finger nails and chewing gum.
She’s not use to doing much work.

                                                             PRINCIPAL

                        Can you call Mrs. Schwartz and see if she 

                        plans on coming to work?

The Principal walks off as the Secretary picks up the phone and dials. 
The phone RINGS.

INT. LINDA’S KITCHEN - DAY

The wall phone in the kitchen RINGS.  No one answers.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL OFFICE - DAY

The Secretary hangs up.
The Male Teacher enters the office.

                                                             SECRETARY

                         Hey, did Mrs. Schwartz tell you she was 
                        taking the day off?

He’s concerned.

                                                             MALE TEACHER

                        She hasn’t even called yet?

                                                             SECRETARY
                        Not yet…
                                                             MALE TEACHER

                        That’s weird. It’s not like her to 

                         no call no show. 

LATER

INT. LINDA’S FOYER - EVENING

Policemen are searching the house.  Dusting for prints.  The Usual.   

OFFICER ONE takes pictures of the blood on the floor.
With gloved hands, OFFICER TWO picks up the dead cat.

                                                             OFFICER TWO

                                           (holding up the cat)

                        What the hell?

He puts the cat in an evidence bag.

INT. LINDA’S BEDROOM

Detective O’Connell takes notes of the scene. 

Linda’s body is splayed on the bed.  Very dead.  
Now, the phone is on the hook.
INT. STAIRWAY/SECOND FLOOR

Sheriff Laskey walks up the stairs, around the bloody footprints.  He goes
into the bedroom. 

INT. BEDROOM 

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                                           (looking at Linda)

                        Oh God.

Detective O’Connell stands by him.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (writing in a notepad)

                        She’s the psychiatrist over at the high 
                        school.  Her co-workers got worried 
                        when she was a no call no show.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        I don’t know if this town can handle another 

                        murder.  

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        This doesn’t make any sense.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        None of these murders make any sense, 

                        Detective.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        No, I mean the crime scene.  I’m assuming 

                        he came out of the closet and attacked her 

                        up here.  But, there was also a struggle 

                        downstairs.  So, why did she come back up here?

INT. STAIRWAY/SECOND FLOOR

Sheriff Laskey moves to the stairs.  Detective O’Connell follows.  They study the  bloody footprints.    

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        There’s only one pair of footprints going 

                        up the stairs.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (moving to bedroom)

                        So, they carried her body back up here.  

Sheriff Laskey follows. 

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Who ever did this is on a real power trip.                         

                        We’ve got to catch this person and fast. 

                        I want a list of all the students she was 

                        seeing.  She’s wearing a wedding band 

                        so, lets find the husband.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                         I’m on it.

Detective O’Connell leaves the room.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                                           (looking at Linda)

                        Damn psycho.

EXT. SHADY POINT PIER - NIGHT

Teens have gathered at the pier.  Swimming, listening to music and drinking beers.  A bonfire is lit on the sand.       

Shawn sits alone by the fire, watching everyone else.

Shannon walks over carrying two opened beers.

                                                             SHANNON

                        Shawn, you came.  Want a beer?

                                                             SHAWN

                        Yeah sure…
She hands him a beer and sits next to him.

                                                             SHANNON

                                           (drinking)

                        I told you there were gonna be a lot of 

                        people.  I’m glad you were able to come.  

                        I know with all these murders happening 

                        my mom has been freaking out.  I can 

                        barely leave the house to come too school.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Yeah mine too.  But, then again my Mom 

                        has been like that sense my sister…
He pauses and takes a drink.  She could care less about his sister.

                                                             SHANNON

                        Oh yeah, I remember her.  She was... quiet.   

                        She would have graduated this year.

                        I can’t imagine how much you must 

                        miss her.  You guys were twins, right.

Just then, Dillon walks over.

Shawn turns his attention to Dillon.

                                                             DILLON

                                           (arms sprawled out)

                        Shawn. Shannon.  I got the refa who 

                        wants to chiefa.  

He takes a joint from his shirt pocket.

Dillon sits and lights the joint.

                                                             DILLON (CONT’D)
                        What’s up on the beers?

                                                             SHANNON

                        I’ll get you one.

She gets up and walks off.  She can bare him long enough to smoke.
Dillon passes the joint to Shawn.

Shawn smokes.

                                                             DILLON

                        Thank God for parents born in the 60's.  Dude, 

                        I got twenty bucks that says you’re hitting 

                        that tonight.

                                                             SHAWN

                        What?

Shawn passes the joint to Dillon.

                                                             DILLON

                        Shannon.  You know she’s asking for it.

Shannon comes over and hands Dillon a beer.
                                                             DILLON

                                           (smoking)

                        Thanks.

Derrick walks up behind Shannon. Flirting.  He pokes her in the side.
                                                             DERRICK

                        Booo.

Shannon jerks.  She turns around, looks at Derrick and smiles.
She’s fond of him too.
                                                             DERRICK

                                           (grabbing her hand)

                        Come here, I wanna show you something.

                                                             SHANNON

                                           (walking off)

                        I’ll be back guys.  Save me some.

Shawn looks displeased.  Dillon passes him the joint.

                                                             DILLON

                                           (holding in the smoke)

                        Dude, what a cock blocker. 

Dillon exhales.
                                                             DILLON

                        I got twenty bucks that says he’s hitting 

                        that tonight.

LATER

EXT. SHADY POINT PIER - NIGHT

Most of the teens are still at the pier, except for Shawn and Dillon.  

Derrick and Shannon come out of the water, in swim wear.  They grab 

towels off the sand and dry off.
                                                             DERRICK

                                           (whispering in her ear)

                        Let’s go to the car. 

They both run to the car and get in. Giggling.  

INT. DERRICK'S CAR

They kiss passionately.

EXT. DERRICK'S CAR

So engulfed in their passion, they don’t notice the unknown assailant pouring gasoline over the car.

INT. DERRICK'S CAR

Gasoline runs down the windows.
EXT. DERRICKS CAR 

The assailant makes a trail of gasoline leading away from the car. 

The assailant takes out a match, lights it and ignites the gasoline.

The fire follows the trail of gasoline to the car.  It quickly goes up in FLAMES.  

Teens see the fire.  Everyone runs over.  Not too close.

                                                             KELLY
                        What the hell’s going on.

                                                             TEEN BOY

                        That’s Derrick’s car.

Kelly is horrified.

                                                             KELLY
                        Oh my God.  Is somebody in there?                            

INT. DERRICK'S CAR
Derrick and Shannon beat on the windows, screaming.  They struggle frantically      to get out, but the doors are locked.  

Derrick unlocks the doors.

EXT. SHADY POINT PIER

Just then, the car blows up.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL YARD - NEXT DAY- EVENING

Students have gathered in the school yard.  A candle light vigil is being held 

for the students and staff that were murdered.  There are flowers all around the pictures of those who were murdered.  Students walk up to the pictures, leaving 
gifts (flowers, teddy bears, etc.).

Students cry, comforting one another.

Dillon wraps his arms around Stacy as she cries.

LATER

EXT.  HIGH SCHOOL PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Most have left the school.  There are a few cars in the parking lot.

Emma exits the school and walks to the parking lot.  She hears something and 
turns around.  She sees nothing and continues to walk.  
She hears the CLANKING of an empty soda can on the ground.  Alert, she stops and looks around. Nervous.
                                                             EMMA

                        Hey….. who is that?

No one answers.  She walks faster, grabbing something from her purse.  
A masked assailant grabs her from behind, covering her mouth.  She reacts 
instantly, spraying the assailant in the face with pepper spray.  

The assailant releases her, rubbing his eyes.  She turns.  

                                                             EMMA

                                           (kicking assailant in 

                                           groin)

                        Fucker.

He bends over in agony.  Emma grabs his head, kneeing him in the face.  
He falls to the ground.

Emma bolts to her car.  She takes her keys from her purse, dropping them 
in a panic.
                                     EMMA

                        Shit. 

She looks back.  He’s still on the ground.  

Emma lies on the ground, attempting to grab her keys from under the car.  Got’em.  She gets up and quickly turns.  

He’s gone.

Fumbling with her keys, she opens the door. 

INT. EMMA'S CAR

In seconds, she gets in, locks the doors, starts the car and speeds off.

INT. HS LINDA’S OFFICE - DAY

Sheriff Laskey and Detective O’Connell are in Linda’s office.  Sheriff Laskey’s 

seated behind her desk.  Detective O’Connell stands beside him.

Shawn enters.  

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                                           (looking at papers)

                        Shawn Slater?

                                                             SHAWN

                        Last time I checked.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Have a seat.

Shawn sits in a chair opposite them.
                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        So, how long have you been seeing 

                        Mrs. Schwartz?

                                                             SHAWN

                        About a year.
                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                                           (writing)

                        One year hun…
                                                             SHAWN

                        Yeah.  My sister was killed a year ago and 

                        my parents thought, I should see the school 

                        psychiatrist.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        I know you.  You’re John Slater’s kid.

Shawn nods his head in affirmation.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY (CONT’D)
                        I’m sorry about your sister.  We’re still 

                        working on finding her killer.  We think 

                        it’s the same person who killed Mrs.

                        Schwartz.  We just need to ask you a few 

                        routine questions.  It’s standard procedure.
                                                             SHAWN

                        No problem.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        When was the last time you saw her?

                                                             SHAWN

                        I had a session with her a couple days ago.

Sheriff Laskey looks up at the Detective.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Can you get that tape for me detective?

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Sure thing…
Shawn is confused.

Detective O’Connell leaves the room.                 

                                                             SHAWN

                        Tape… What tape?

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Mrs. Schwartz taped all of her sessions.

                                                             SHAWN

                        What about doctor patient 

                        confidentiality?

Detective O’Connell enters, tape in hand.  

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (handing the sheriff 

                                           the tape)                

                        Here you go Sheriff.

Watching Shawn’s reaction, Sheriff Laskey takes the tape.

Shawn is obviously dismayed, but does nothing.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Thank you.               

beat

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY (CONT’D)
                        You know, we can’t listen to the tape if you 

                        refuse us.  But, you don’t have anything to 

                        hide.  Do you?

Shawn keeps his cool.

                                                             SHAWN

                        No.                  

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Good. 
Sheriff Laskey slaps an official looking document on him.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Here’s the release form.  Just sign by the X.

Shawn takes the form.

                                                             SHAWN

                        I don’t have a pen.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                                           (handing Shawn a pen)

                        I always keep one handy.

Shawn reluctantly signs the form.

Noticing Shawn’s hesitation, the Sheriff and Detective O’Connell lock eyes.             

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                                           (looking at Shawn)

                        You seem a little nervous Shawn.

                                                             SHAWN

                        I’m not nervous.  I just like my privacy.  

                        Mrs. Schwartz was the only person I talked to.

They’re suspicious.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        So, you felt pretty comfortable with her?

                                                             SHAWN

                        I guess so.              

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Did she tell you anything about herself?

                                                             SHAWN

                        Like what?

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Personal stuff.
He attempts to overt suspicion.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Well, she had some issues with her husband.

                        He was pretty abusive.  But, they weren’t 

                        together anymore.  

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                                           (writing)

                        And she told you this?

Doubtful, Sheriff Laskey looks up at Shawn.

                                                             SHAWN 

                        She didn’t have to.  Everyone at school knew. 
                        It was common knowledge.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Do you know of anyone else who wasn’t 

                        particularly fond of Mrs. Schwartz?

                                                             SHAWN

                        Nope.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Okay.  Thank you for your time Shawn.  
                        You can go now.

Shawn gets up and leaves the room.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        What do you think?

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        He’s definitely hiding something.  But, I 

                        don’t think it’s about Mrs. Schwartz.

                        Let’s follow up on the husband for now.

INT. JOHN'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

John sits on the couch looking through a scrap book.  He turns the page.  It’s 
the news paper clipping covering Jennifer Nocks’s murder.  There's a picture of Jennifer.  The headline READS: ANOTHER LOCAL TEEN SLAIN.

He flips to the next page, it’s empty.  He takes a glue stick off the coffee table and rubs some on the page.  He takes the news paper clipping covering Shannon Rassner’s murder and sticks it to the blank page.  There’s a picture of Shannon. 

The headline READS: BLAKE COUNTY KILLER STRIKES AGAIN. 

He sits staring at Shannon’s picture, lost in thought.
FLASHBACK

EXT. LONGFELLOW HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

John waits in his truck outside of the school.  

The bell RINGS.  Students pour out of the school doors.

Samantha and Shawn exit and walk toward the car.  

John notices Samantha’s upset.  Her eyes are red and puffy.  
It’s evident she’s been crying.  

INT. JOHN'S TRUCK
Samantha and Shawn get into the truck, Samantha in front, Shawn in back.

                                                             JOHN

                        Sam, what’s wrong?

She doesn’t answer.

                                                             JOHN

                        Shawn, what’s wrong with your sister?

                                                             SHAWN

                        I don’t know.  She won’t tell me either.

                                                             SAMANTHA

                        Just another day at Long Fellow High with
                        Shannon Rassner and her lackey, Jennifer Nocks.
                                                             JOHN

                        Well, what did they do to get you this upset?

                                                             SAMANTHA

                        It’s nothing, Dad.  Just leave it alone.

Much to his dismay, he complies.  John drives off.

PRESENT

INT. JOHN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

John closes the scrap book and leans back on the couch.

INT. SHERIFF LASKEY’S OFFICE - AFTERNOON

Sheriff Laskey sits at his desk writing.  Detective O’Connell enters.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (sitting)

                        I talked to Mrs. Schwartz’s husband.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        And?

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        He’s coming in this afternoon.  As a matter

                        of fact, he should be here any minute.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        He’s coming to us.  That’s a first.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Well it turns out, he and Linda were still 

                        married.  Technically, they never really 

                        got divorced.  They were just separated.  

                        So, he’s coming to get her belongings we 
                        confiscated.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        The case is still open.  He can’t get her 

                        belongings.  That’s evidence.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        I know that, but he doesn’t.  Catch 

                        my drift. 

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Way to get the suspect in, Detective.
INT. POLICE STATION FRONT DESK

A forty something, MR. SCHWARTZ enters the police station, looking

rugged and unpleasant.  He’s dressed in a blue jean jacket and pants with a 

plaid flannel button up shirt.  His nose is broken, but patched up. He walks 
up to the front counter.

A FEMALE OFFICER stands there.

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ
                        I’m here to see Detective O’Connell. 

                                                             FEMALE OFFICER

                        And you are?

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ
                        Mr. Schwartz.  My wife was killed.  I’m 

                        supposed to pick up her belongings.

She’s taken back by his demeanor.  He said that with such ease.

                                                             FEMALE OFFICER

                        Wait here.

She walks away.  

Impatient, Mr. Schwartz waits. 

Detective O’Connell comes to the counter and opens the door.  

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (addressing him)

                        Mr. Schwartz?

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        That’s me.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (holding door open)    

                        Come on back.

Detective O’Connell walks to the back.  Mr. Schwartz follows. 
Both go into Sheriff Laskey’s office.

INT. SHERIFF LASKEY’S OFFICE

Sheriff Laskey sits behind his desk.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Have a seat sir.

Mr. Schwartz sits.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Mr. Schwartz I’m Sheriff Laskey.  

                        I just need to ask you a few questions.

                        What happen to your nose?

Detective O’Connell stands there, arms folded.  An attempt at intimidation, no doubt. 
                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        I was in a bar fight.  
Mr. Schwartz shoots them a condescending look.

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ (CONT’D)
                        I thought I was here to pick up my wife’s 
                        belongings.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Well, as I just informed Detective O’Connell 
                        the case is still open.  That means the 
                        belongings we confiscated will stay in our 
                        possession for the time being.  Now, 
                        Mr. Schwartz, do you know anyone who may 
                        have wanted your wife dead?

He’s not used to being spoken to this way, but he keeps his cool.

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        No Sheriff, I don’t.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        And where were you on Tuesday night 

                        between the hours of nine o’clock and 

                        twelve midnight?

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        I was at home.

Sheriff Laskey stares at him, as if by looking at him long enough, he will contradict his statement.  

Mr. Schwartz doesn’t budge.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Do you have anyone who can corroborate 





                        what you’re telling us?
His nonchalant attitude becomes angry and defensive.

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        No.  Wait, wait, wait.  Do you think I 

                        killed my wife?

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        I didn’t say that.  We just have to cover 

                        all the bases.  How was your relationship 

                        with your wife?

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        Like any relationship, we had ups and downs.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Did you beat your wife Mr. Schwartz?

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        What kind of question is that?

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY 

                        A very simple one… Did you beat your wife?

Entering a territory he doesn’t care to browse, he quickly stands.

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        I think my lawyer should be present for 

                        these questions.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Do you have something to hide?

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        Are you arresting me?

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Not at the moment.

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        Then I’m leaving.

He walks out, slamming the door behind him.

INT. POLICE STATION

Mr. Schwartz tears through the police station, bumping into Shawn, but
continuing to walk.

Shawn stops, turning toward him.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Hey, I’m walking here.

Mr. Schwartz turns and looks at Shawn with daggers in his eyes. 

Realizing Mr. Schwartz is more trouble than its worth, Shawn turns and keeps walking.

Detective O’Connell comes out of Sheriff Laskey’s office and sees Shawn
walking toward him.
                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Shawn what are you doing here?

                                                             SHAWN

                        I wanted to know if I could get that tape.

Now he’s even more suspicious of Shawn’s motives.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        The case is still open.  We have to keep 

                        all evidence until otherwise.

                                                             SHAWN

                        I just don’t want my parents to hear it.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Well, you didn’t release it to your parents.  

                        They have no right to hear what’s on 

                        that tape. 

                                                             SHAWN

                        Okay.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        I think you should head home before it 

                        gets dark.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Yeah. I guess so.

Shawn walks away.

Detective O’Connell watches Shawn leave.

LATER

INT. SHERIFF LASKEY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Detective O’Connell enters Sheriff Laskey’s office. 

Sheriff Laskey sits at his desk, riffling through files.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        You won’t believe this. 
Sheriff Laskey closes a case file, turning his attention to him.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Try me.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        I pulled Mr. Schwartz’s record.  Turns

                        out he has been arrested multiple times 

                        for aggravated assault.  She also filed a 

                        domestic violence suit against him.  

                        They were supposed to go to trial next 

                        month.  And here’s the kicker, Jennifer 

                        Nocks and Shannon Rassner were 

                        testifying against him.  It’s seems they 

                        witnessed him assaulting Mrs. Schwartz.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Why are we just now finding this out?

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Well… he lives in Santa Fair County.  

                        That’s where the incident happened, 

                        so they filed the complaint in Santa Fair.

Springing into action, he picks up the phone.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        I think we’ve found our killer.                                         CONTINUED  
CONTINUED

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY (CONT’D)

                        I’ll call Judge Walker.  We need an arrest 
                        warrant, tonight.
INT. MR. SCHWARTZ’S FOYER - NIGHT

Mr. Schwartz storms into the house, takes off his jacket and throws it on 

the floor, pacing in anger. 

He calms himself, picks up his coat and hangs it on the coat hanger, by 
the front door.
INT. LIVING ROOM

He moves to the living room, picks up the phone and dials.

LATER

EXT. MR. SCHWARTZ’S HOME - NIGHT

Detective O’Connell and the Female Officer, KNOCK at the front door.

Policemen surround the house.

INT. MR. SCHWARTZ’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Mr. Schwartz exits his bedroom in a robe. 

INT. HALL

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                                           (tying robe)

                        Just a minute…  This better be good.

INT. FOYER

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        Who is it?

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL (O.S.)
                        It's the police, Mr. Schwartz.  Open up.

He opens the door.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (holding up warrant)

                        Mr. Schwartz you’re under arrest for the 

                        murder of Linda Schwartz.  Turn around 

                        and put your hands behind your back.

Shocked, Mr. Schwartz turns around.               

Detective O’Connell hand cuffs him.

                                                             MR. SCHWARTZ

                        I want to call my lawyer.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        That can wait until we get to the station.  

Detective O’Connell takes him outside.

EXT. MR. SCHWARTZ’S HOME - NIGHT

Officer One and Two walk past Detective O’Connell as they go into the house.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (walking him to the car)

                        You have the right to remain silent.  

                        Anything you say can and will be used

                        against you in a court of law.  You have 

                        the right to an attorney.  

INT. MR. SCHWARTZ’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Searching for evidence, Officer One lifts the mattress.  Nothing is there.

INT.   MR. SCHWARTZ’S LIVING ROOM

Searching for evidence, Officer Two throws the couch cushions onto the floor.  

INT. FOYER 

The Female Officer sees something on the floor where Mr. Schwartz had thrown his jacket.  She walks over and picks it up.  It’s a gold necklace like the one Jennifer Nocks was wearing.
                                                             FEMALE OFFICER

                                           (to self)
                        This doesn’t look like it belongs to a man.  

Detective O’Connell walks back into the foyer, wearing latex gloves.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Did you find something detective?

                                                             FEMALE OFFICER

                        A necklace…
She gives the necklace to Detective O’Connell.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (holding it up)

                        I’ve seen this somewhere before.  Wait 

                        a minute.  Do you still have the picture 

                        Mrs. Nocks gave us of Jennifer?  

                                                             FEMALE OFFICER

                        It’s in my car.  I’ll go get it.

She walks out the door.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                                           (following her)

                         I’ll come with you.

EXT. MR. SCHWARTZ’S HOME - NIGHT

She opens the car and grabs the photo out of the glove compartment.

                                                             FEMALE OFFICER

                                           (looking at photo)

                        Oh my God.

She gives the photo to Detective O’Connell.

Dismayed, he looks at the photo shaking his head.  
It’s a PHOTO of Jennifer wearing the same NECKLACE.

He gives the Female Officer the necklace.

                                                             DETECTIVE O’CONNELL
                        Bag it for prints.  

INT. MORGUE - DAY

Steven enters a room where bodies are stored.  He’s wearing a lab coat and 
name tag.  His appearance has changed.  His hair is not slicked back.  His eyes are brown instead of blue and he’s wearing eye glasses.  He has a small white bandage over his right eye.  He walks over to a table where a body lies.  Steven pulls the 
sheet back revealing the person’s face.  

It’s Linda Schwartz, cold and pale.  Her lips have turned blue.
He covers her back up.  Steven goes back to the door and locks it.     

He walks over to Linda’s dead body, pulling the sheet down to her stomach.  He rubs his hand between her breasts, going down the middle of her torso to her belly button.  He puts his head to her chest, as if he is listening for a heart beat.  He lifts his head slightly, kissing her on the lips.  With one hand he caresses her breast.  

With the other, he unzips his pants and begins to masturbate.   He kisses her on the lips and neck passionately.  
He ejaculates then lays his head on her chest, as if he’s tired.  He sits up, fixes his glasses, wipes his hand on the sheet and zips his pants.

INT. SHAWN'S BEDROOM - DAY

Shawn lies on the bed, staring up at the ceiling, with head phones on.  His hands are

folded behind his head.
 There’s a KNOCK at his door.

                                                             MEGAN (O.S.)
                        Shawn... Shawn.

He doesn’t hear her.  
Megan opens the door.  

                                                             MEGAN

                        Shawn.

Caught off guard, he sits up snatching the head phones off.

                                                             SHAWN

                        I guess we don’t knock anymore.

                                                             MEGAN

                        I did knock.  I guess you just didn’t hear me.

                                                             SHAWN

                        What do you want, Mom?

She walks over and sits on his bed.

                                                             MEGAN

                        I just wanted to talk.  

                                                             SHAWN

                        What could we possibly have to talk about?

                                                             MEGAN

                        Shawn, I know you’ve been going through 

                        a lot lately.  Losing your sister was hard 

                        on all of us.  I just wanted to find out how

                        you’ve been handling all this.  I’m sure all 

                        of those girls being murdered brought back 

                        memories of your sister’s death.

He’s eerily calm.  

                                                             SHAWN

                        I don’t want to talk about that.

                                                             MEGAN

                        I’m trying my best to reach out to you Shawn.

                        You’ve got to meet me half way.

                                                             SHAWN

                        I said I don’t want to talk.  

Shawn puts on his head phones, leans back on the headboard and turns his head toward the window.

Perturbed, Megan gets up and leaves the room. 

INT. MEGAN'S BEDROOM

She enters her bedroom and walks over to the dresser.  A large mirror sits on top of the dresser.  She looks in the mirror, displeased with her appearance.  
There’s a makeup bag on the dresser.  She opens it and starts applying makeup. 

Shawn enters the room and stands there watching her.  He doesn’t look happy.
She doesn’t notice him.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Mom...

She turns around.

                                                             SHAWN (CONT’D)
                        You going somewhere?
                                                             MEGAN

                        I’m meeting someone for lunch?

                                                             SHAWN

                        Tell Ron I hope he chokes on his fries.

                                                             MEGAN

                        I’m not going with Ron.

Interest peaked, he moves closer to her.

                                                             SHAWN

                         Oh yeah.  Then who are you going with?

                                                             MEGAN

                        His name is Steven.  He seems like a nice guy. 

                        I bumped into him yesterday when I was 

                        picking up some clothes from the dry cleaners.

He huffs, shaking his head in disappointment.

                                                             SHAWN

                        There’s a murderer on the loose and you’re 

                        going to lunch with some random guy?

                                                             MEGAN

                        That’s how you get to know people, Shawn.  

                                                             SHAWN

                        What ever.     

He turns and leaves the room.

INT. MORGUE MENS' ROOM - DAY

Steven walks into the restroom, locking the door behind him.  He’s carrying a 

black gym bag.  He sets the bag on the sink and opens it.  He takes a contact 
lens case out of the bag and opens it.  He removes his glasses and puts on the 
contact lenses. Now his eyes are blue.  He takes off his lab coat and white button 
up shirt.  He puts on a black fitted t-shirt.  Steven takes some hair gel out of the 
bag, using it to slick his hair back.  He stares at himself in the mirror, confident.
EXT. MEGAN’S FRONT YARD - DAY

Megan comes out the front door.  She walks over to her car, in the driveway, and gets in. 

INT. MEGAN'S CAR

She puts the key in the ignition and turns it.  It won’t start.

                                                             MEGAN

                                           (turning the key)

                        Come on. Come on.  Damn it.

Megan takes out her cell phone and dials.

                                                             MEGAN (CONT’D)
                        Hi, Steven…  This is Megan.  I’ve got a problem. 

                        My car won’t start so, I was wondering if you 

                        could pick me up if it’s not too much trouble.
beat

                                                             MEGAN (CONT’D)
                        Okay, great.  

beat

                                                             MEGAN (CONT’D)
                        Wait, don’t you need my address?

beat

                                                             MEGAN (CONT’D)
                        It’s 187 Loner Rd.               

beat

                                                             MEGAN (CONT’D)
                        Okay, I’ll wait outside for you.

Megan hangs up.               

EXT. STREET - AFTERNOON

Steven pulls up to Megan’s house in a black vintage t-top camero.

Megan gets into the car.  She fancies his ride.
INT. STEVEN'S CAR

                                                             MEGAN

                        I guess, you didn’t have any trouble 

                        finding the house.

                                                             STEVEN

                        I know these streets like the back of my 

                        hand.

                                                             MEGAN

                        I like your car.

                                                             STEVEN

                                           (pulling off)

                        Thanks.  I try to take good care of her.

Megan smiles.

                                                             MEGAN

                        Her…?  

                                                             STEVEN

                        It’s a guy thing.  

                                                             MEGAN

                        I bet.  So, what happened to your head?  

                        Was that a guy thing too?  

                                                             STEVEN

                                           (touching his head)

                        Oh, this happened at work.

                                                             MEGAN

                        What do you do, for a living? 

                                                             STEVEN

                        I don’t know if I should tell you.  I wouldn’t 

                        want to freak you out on our first date.

                                                             MEGAN

                        You would be surprised at how much it would 

                        take to freak me out.            

                                                             STEVEN

                        I work at the morgue.

She’s a bit thrown off by that.

                                                             MEGAN

                        The morgue…  I guess you’ve been pretty busy.
                                                             STEVEN

                        Yeah.  You could say that.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Sheriff Laskey walks to his office, cup of coffee in hand.

The Female Officer sits at a desk, just outside his office.           

                                                             FEMALE OFFICER

                        Mr. Slater is waiting in your office.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY





                        Why?
                                                             FEMALE OFFICER

                                           (starts writing)

                        Your guess is as good as mine.

Sheriff Laskey goes into his office.

INT. SHERIFF LASKEY'S OFFICE

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        Mr. Slater…. is there a problem?

                                                             JOHN

                        I heard you have a suspect in custody.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                                           (sitting down)

                        You heard right.

                                                             JOHN

                        Did he kill my daughter?

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        We can’t be sure.  He won’t talk without his 

                        lawyer present.  Right now, he’s just being 

                        charged with the murders of Linda Schwartz, 

                        Jennifer Nocks, and Shannon Rassner.

He angers instantly.

                                                             JOHN

                        What about the others?

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        We have no motive.

                                                             JOHN

                        Motive.  Damn it, let me talk to him.  

                        I’ll get your motive.

                                                             SHERIFF LASKEY
                        I’m sorry, as much as I’d like to, I can’t let 

                        you do that.  You have to let us handle this

                        John.  The last thing we need is him getting 
                        off because of battery or harassment.  Trust  
                        me he’s going to fry for what he’s done.
INT. RON’S BEDROOM - DAY

Ron and the Busty Woman are having intercourse.  Ron is on top.  He humps her, 
quick and effortlessly, as if he is trying to get it over with.  She climaxes.  He rolls
over.  She breathes heavily, obviously satisfied.  Ron grabs a lighter and a cigarette off the night stand.  He lights the cigarette and smokes.  She cuddles next to him, rubbing his chest.  

                                                             BUSTY WOMAN

                        So, was it as good for you as it was for me?

                                                             RON

                                           (dry tone)

                        I doubt it.

She can’t believe he said that.

                                                             BUSTY WOMAN

                        What?

                                                             RON

                        I’ve had better.

Embarrassed, she moves away from him covering herself with the sheet.
                                                             BUSTY WOMAN

                        You’re a real asshole.

                                                             RON

                        Tell me something I don’t know.

She gets out of bed and starts getting dressed.

                                                             BUSTY WOMAN

                        Take me home... now.

Ron grabs his pants from the edge of the bed and takes some money out of the 

pocket.  Dismissively, he throws a twenty dollar bill at her as if she’s a prostitute.

                                                             RON

                        Catch a cab.  

                                                             BUSTY WOMAN

                                           (snatching the twenty)

                        Fuck you, you prick.

                                                             RON

                        No thanks.  I don’t want seconds.  Hurry up 
                        and put on your shirt.  Your saggy tits are 
                        making me nauseous.

INT. SHAWN'S BEDROOM - DAY

Shawn and Emma are lying in bed kissing, both fully clothed.  They stop and 
cuddle.  He’s different with her.  He shows her he cares.
                                                             EMMA

                                           (sitting up)

                        Something’s wrong Shawn.  You’ve been 

                        acting weird lately.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Nothing’s wrong.

                                                             EMMA

                        You can talk to me.  You know you can.

                        The last thing I need is you shutting me out 

                        too.  You’re all I have, besides my mother.  

                        Everyone at school thinks I’m a loser.  

                        Maybe I am.

                                                             SHAWN

                        Don’t say that.  You’re not a loser. 

                        I just wish we didn’t have to hide our 

                        relationship.

                                                             EMMA

                        I know, but its better this way.  If my 

                        Mom finds out, she’ll never let me see 

                        you again.

                                                             SHAWN

                                           (pulling her close)

                        We wouldn’t want that, would we?               

                                                             EMMA

                                           (pulling back)

                        Shawn, I have to tell you something.  

                                                             SHAWN

                        Okay.

                                                             EMMA

                        You have to promise not too say anything.

                                                             SHAWN

                        I promise.  What is it?

                                                             EMMA

                        I was attacked.

He sits up.  Shocked.

                                                             SHAWN

                        What? When?

                                                             EMMA

                        The night of the candle light vigil.
                                                             SHAWN

                        By who?
                                                             EMMA

                        I don’t know.  They were wearing a black 

                        ski mask.  It could have been a student 

                        trying to scare me.  I’m not exactly part of

                        the in crowd.

                                                             SHAWN

                        What happen?  Did you call the police?

                                                             EMMA

                        No, I didn’t call the police.

                                                             SHAWN

                        What?  Why not?

                                                             EMMA

                        I didn’t want my Mom to freak out.  I 

                        wasn’t even supposed to be out that late.  

                        If she finds out what happen she’ll never 

                        let me out of the house.  
beat

                                                             EMMA

                        Besides, I kicked their ass anyway. 

He seems pleased.

                                                             SHAWN

                        You kicked their ass?
                                                             EMMA

                        Put it this way, I definitely put that 

                        black belt to use.

                                                             SHAWN

                        That’s my girl.

Standing quickly, she looks at her watch.
                                                             EMMA

                        Shit.  I better get home before it gets too

                        late.  I’ll try to come see you tomorrow. 

                                                             SHAWN

                                           (getting up)

                        I’ll go with you.  I’m not letting you walk 

                        home alone.    

INT. MEGAN”S LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Megan comes into the living room with two glasses of wine.  

Steven is sitting on the couch.  She walks over, hands him a glass, and sits
beside him.

                                                             MEGAN

                        I don’t know.  I think my marriage fell 

                        apart a long time ago.  When Samantha 

                        was killed that was the straw that broke 

                        the camel's back.

                                                             STEVEN

                        How so?  I thought death brought people 

                        closer together.

                                                             MEGAN

                        He resents me, for staying in this house.  

                        The house where our daughter was killed…  

                        as if the person who did it would come 

                        back.  

beat

                                                             MEGAN (CONT’D)
                        I just wish things in my life would’ve 

                        gone differently.

He sets his wine glass on the table.

                                                             STEVEN

                        I don’t know.  My life has always been what 

                        it is.

                                                             MEGAN

                        But, if you could go back, back in 

                        time I mean, and change anything, 

                        what would it be?

He looks up slowly with an emotionless expression.

                                                             STEVEN

                        What I’m about to do to you.

Suddenly, Steven lunges at her.          
MAROON 5 – HARDER TO BREATHE PLAYS OVER DIALOG 
EXT. MEGAN’S STREET - EVENING

Shawn walks down the street with his head phones on.  He walks up to his 
house and goes in.

INT. JOHN’S BEDROOM - EVENING

Silent, John sits on the bed, contemplating his next move.  He gets up and 
goes to the living room.  

INT. LIVING ROOM
He opens the closet, grabbing a box from the top shelf.  It’s labeled SAM.
He puts the box on the coffee table and opens it.  Inside there’s a teddy bear, 
a diary, a lock box, and a pillow with SAM embroidered on it.  He grabs the pillow and sits on the couch.  He rubs his hands across her name.  He takes out the lock box and tries to open it.  It’s locked.  He pulls a pocket knife from his pocket and uses it to pry the box open. 

It’s filled with letters and pictures.  He takes the pictures out and begins to look through them.  There are pictures of Sam and John on a fishing trip.
Overcome with despair, he cries.  He flips through the pictures stopping at a picture of Sam kissing a man.  He can’t see the man’s face.  He flips to the next picture.  It’s a picture of Sam in lingerie.  Quickly, he flips to the next one.  It’s a picture of              Sam and Ron lying in bed, kissing. Ron is wearing boxers.  Sam is wearing a bra and panties.  

John drops the pictures in disbelief.  He tries to shake the image from his mind.

In an instant, his disgust turns to fury.
                                                             JOHN

                        Son of a bitch...  Not my daughter.

John grabs his keys rushing out the apartment. 

INT. JOHN'S TRUCK - NIGHT

He gets in his truck and speeds off.  He speeds through the town streets  

running traffic lights, nearly getting hit by other cars.  He pulls up at Ron’s
house.  He quickly jumps out the truck, leaving it running.
EXT. RON'S FRONT PORCH
John BANGS on the door, repeatedly.

INT. RON'S BEDROOM

Ron is sitting on the bed in his boxers and t-shirt.  

The Busty Woman sits on the edge of the bed smoking a cigarette.

                                                             RON

                                           (relieved)

                        Finally, your cabs here.  Get your shit.

He gets up and leaves the room.
INT. HALL
Ron walks toward the front door taken back by the BANGING.
INT. FOYER     
                                                             JOHN (O.S.)
                        RON! RON!

                                                             RON

                        I’m coming.  I’m coming.

He reaches the door.

                                                              RON (CONT’D)
                        Who is it?

                                                             JOHN (O.S.)
                        It’s me!  Open up!

Surprised to hear John’s voice, he opens the door to a PUNCH in the face.  

He falls back onto a table in the foyer.  Everything on the table spills to the floor.  

Infuriated John tears toward Ron.  

Punching and kicking Ron, he pummels him within an inch of his life. 

Unnoticed, the Busty Woman watches from the hallway.

John's hands are covered in blood. 

Ron lies on the floor, nearly unconscious.

                                                             JOHN

                        That was for Sam. 

John walks out the house.

MAROON 5 – HARDER TO BREATHE STOPS

Shaking her head, the Busty Woman walks over to Ron.
                                                             BUSTY WOMAN

                                           (sarcastically)

                        Now I know that wasn't as good for you 

                        as it was for me.

INT. JOHN’S TRUCK - NIGHT               

John gets into his truck.  
There’s a tape recorder on the passenger seat with a note attached.

NOTE READS: PLAY ME

John looks around to see if he sees anyone.  No one is there.  

He presses play.

                                                             STEVEN’S VOICE
                                           (on recorder)  
                        Hello John, I see you’ve been busy.  I’ve 
                        been watching you for a long time now 
                        and I’ve allowed you to follow me long 
                        enough.  I think you should get to know 
                        me a little better.  But, first you should 

                        check on your wife and son.

                                                             JOHN

                        Shit.

John speeds off.

EXT.  MEGAN’S FRONT YARD – NIGHT

John pulls up at the house.  He exits the truck, leaving it running.  He runs to the front door.  It’s ajar.  De ja vu.   He goes in cautiously.

INT. FOYER - NIGHT 

                                                             JOHN

                                           (calling out)

                        MEGAN! SHAWN!

No one answers, of course. 
John starts to flip the light switch in the foyer, but disconcerting memories stop him.  He goes to the living room.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Reluctantly, he turns on the light.  

Megan is hanging by her neck from the ceiling fan.  She is naked, badly

beaten and cut.  Skin has been sliced from her chest plate in the shape of a 

cross.  Blood drips from her body, staining the beige carpet.  A note is stabbed 
into her stomach. 

NOTE READS: OLD HABITS DIE HARD.  COME AND GET YOUR BOY.  
I’M SURE YOU KNOW WHERE TO FIND ME. 

John’s expression exudes devastation and horror all at the same time.  His knees buckle, but he remains standing.

                                                             JOHN 

                                           (grabbing his head)                         

                        OH GOD NO!             

FLASHBACK:  INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Samantha is hanging by her neck from the ceiling fan.  She is naked her 

body is badly beaten and cut.  Skin has been sliced from her chest plate in the

shape of a cross.  Blood drips from her body, staining the beige carpet.               

PRESENT: INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Traumatized, John holds his head.  
He looks up.  Reality sinks in.
                                                             JOHN

                        My God Shawn.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

John speeds off in his truck.

EXT.  APT. BUILDING - NIGHT

John pulls up to the abandon apartment building. 

He exits the truck slipping a gun in the back of his pants.  
Lights illuminate three windows on the sixth floor.  
He walks to the entrance and goes in.

INT.  ABANDON BUILDING - NIGHT

It’s dark.  John goes to the elevator and pushes the button.  It doesn’t work. 
INT. STAIRWELL

He goes to the stairs and walks up to the sixth floor.  

INT. SIXTH FLOOR HALLWAY

John walks down the hall.  Light shines from under the doors of three apartments.  

John comes to the first door.  He tries to open it.  It’s difficult to push open, but he 
pushes hard enough.

INT. FIRST LIT ROOM.

There’s a string tied at the top of the door.  The string goes across a beam 

in the ceiling and is attached to a cage door.  There’s a rottweiler in the cage.  

The more John opens the door the more the door on the cage lifts.        

John comes into the room.  Immediately, the dog attacks him.  He struggles 
to fight the dog.  It knocks him to the ground.  He and the dog are face to face.  
The dog tries to get at John’s neck.  John rolls over on the dog, punching it a few times.  John gets up struggling with the dog.  He throws the dog threw a window.  

EXT. ABANDON BUILDING - NIGHT                

The dog falls, hitting the ground.  It’s dead.

INT. ABANDON BUILDING - NIGHT

A bit shaken, John leaves the room.

INT. HALLWAY (Sixth Floor)
He walks down the hall, coming to the second door.  He slowly opens it and 

goes in.
INT. SECOND LIT ROOM

The only light comes from a lamp on the floor.

                                                             JOHN

                                           (calling out)

                        Shawn!
                                                             SHAWN

                        Dad.

Shawn is standing in the large studio apartment.  His hands are tied behind his back.  His feet are tied together.  
There’s a rope connected to his hands.  The rope extends up across a beam in the ceiling.  Its holding an axe.  The axe is propelled in the air so that it will chop 
Shawn in the chest once released.

John walks toward Shawn.  


                                                            STEVEN (O.S.)

                        I wouldn’t do that if I were you.

Steven stands off to the side.

John runs at him, tackling him to the floor.  He violently punches Steven 

in the face repeatedly.  Blood pores from Steven’s nose and mouth.  John gets up.  He grabs Steven by one of his arms and legs, flinging him across the room 
into a table.  The table breaks.
Shawn takes the pocket knife John gave him from his back pocket.  He holds the rope tight with one hand and begins to cut himself loose with the other.

                                                             JOHN

                                           (walking toward 

                                           Steven)

                        You son of a bitch…  I’m going to send 

                        you straight to hell.

Steven pulls a dart gun from his pants, shooting it at John.  

The dart hits John in the stomach.  He begins to paralyze.  John falls to the floor. 
Steven struggles to stand.  He’s attempting to hide the fact that he’s in pain.
                                                             STEVEN

                        Oh John boy, look at you now.  You were 

                        never any match for me, you know.  You 

                        see, you kill for revenge.

Steven walks over and kneels by John.  Steven stares into his eyes.

                                                             STEVEN (CONT’D)
                        I kill, because I like to look in a person’s 
                        eyes as they realize I hold their life in my 
                        hands.  Just as you look now.  Helpless.  
                        Pitiful.  It was always in me, John.








               CONTINIED

CONTINUED

                                                             STEVEN (CONT’D)

                        When I was just a boy, I used to kill the 
                        neighbors pets.  Dogs, cats, anything that 
                        could fight me back.  

FLASHBACK

INT. YOUNG STEVEN’S HOME - DAY

An ANGRY FATHER tears through a house, searching for someone.  He’s 
wearing jeans, no shirt.  He has a muscular build.  There’s a cross branded 
on his chest.  He carries a baby doll by the arm.
                                                             ANGRY FATHER



                        Steven!  Steven!

INT. BEDROOM
The Angry Father opens a bedroom door and walks in.  
Scared, YOUNG STEVEN hides in the corner.  

He walks over to Young Steven and violently back hands him across the face.  Young Steven falls to the floor crying, while holding his bruised cheek.  

                                                             ANGRY FATHER                        
                        I thought, I told you about playing with 

                        these sissy toys.  Now you’re gonna get 
                        it boy.

The Angry Father throws the doll at Young Steven.  He knocks the lamp off 
the dresser, holds it down with his foot and pulls the cord out of it.  

                                                             YOUNG STEVEN

                                           (crying)

                        No daddy, please.  I won’t do it anymore.

He wraps the cord around his hand and beats Young Steven.  Young Steven 
yells in agony.

EXT. STEVEN’S BACKYARD - DAY

Young Steven sits on the ground breaking sticks, facial expression emotionless.  
He sees a kitten.

                                                             YOUNG STEVEN

                                           (holding hand out)

                        Come here kitty.
Young Steven makes kissing sounds, luring the kitten into his clutches. 

He holds the kitten, embracing it tenderly.  Then in an instant, he snaps the 
kitten’s neck.

PRESENT

INT. ABANDON BUILDING SECOND ROOM - NIGHT

                                                             STEVEN

                        The control gives you power and women are 

                        the easiest to control.  But, I’m making an 

                        exception for you and your troubled boy.  



And just to teach you one last lesson before 

                        you die, I think I’ll let you watch while I kill 

                        Shawn.

John struggles to move, but can’t.  He tries to talk, but can’t.  Helpless, a tear drops from his eye.

                                                             STEVEN

                                           (smiling)

                        That’s the spirit, John.

Steven stands, spitting blood on the floor.  He walks over to Shawn and stands directly in front of him, looking into his eyes.  They’re face to face.
                                                             STEVEN

                                           (whispers)

                        I‘m sending you to a much better place…  You

                        will be with your mother and sister.  And soon 

                        your father will follow.  Then you all can be 

                        together again. 

Steven laughs for a few seconds then stops abruptly.
                                                             STEVEN

                        Are you ready to die, Shawn?

Shawn moves his head closer to Steven.  They’re so close they’re noses nearly touch.
Shawn’s eyes widen.                                

                                                             SHAWN

                                           (whispers)

                        Are you?

His demeanor and voice are calm.  

Steven looks confused.

Shawn lets go of the rope, grabbing Steven by the neck.  Steven is surprised.  

The axe swings down, chopping Steven in the back.  
Shawn releases him and quickly unties his feet.

Steven stumbles around trying to remove the axe.  

Shawn leaps into the air kicking the axe deeper into his back.

Blood trickles from Steven’s mouth.  He falls to the floor.

Shawn kneels by Steven, head tilted and staring into his eyes.          

TWO WEEKS LATER

INT. JOHN'S APT/BEDROOM - DAY

John is tying his tie.  He’s wearing a black suit.  

                                                             JOHN

                                           (calling out)

                        Shawn come on, you ready?

INT. SHAWN'S NEW BEDROOM

Shawn sets a framed picture of him and Sam on his dresser.

He puts on his suit coat, staring into the mirror.  

 FLASHBACK – SERIES OF SHOTS
Snippets of memories come at us rapid fire.

EXT. WOODS – NIGHT

Shawn puts on a ski mask, as he watches Jennifer walk through the woods.           

Shawn bashes Jennifer in the head with a boulder repeatedly.  Shawn drops
the boulder and snatches off her necklace.

INT. POLICE STATION - LATE AFTERNOON

Shawn takes Jennifer’s gold necklace out of his pocket.  He holds it in his hand 

before purposely, bumping into Mr. Schwartz at the police station and dropping

the necklace in his pocket.

INT. LINDA'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Shawn climbs into Linda Schwartz’s living room window.

INT. LINDA'S STAIRWAY - NIGHT

He goes up the stairs.  He hears the shower running. 

The cat runs up to him, rubbing against his leg.  He picks up the cat.

INT. LINDA'S BED ROOM - NIGHT

He enters Linda’s bedroom and looks at the closet door.  

EXT. SHADY POINT PIER - EARLY AM

Derrick’s car blows up.  

Dressed in black, Shawn watches from a far.  

PRESENT

INT. SHAWN'S NEW BEDROOM

Looking in the mirror, Shawn winks his eye, gives and evil grin and walks

out of the room.  He’s confident.  He’s gotten away with murder.
                                                  THE END



