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FADE | N:

I NT. PSYCH ATRI ST’ S OFFI CE - DAY

Var i ous nedi cal

di pl omas occupy a neatly organi zed desk

"SHARON MASTERS, P.H. D Psychol ogy" front and center.

SHARON,
chair,

|ate 20s, smartly dressed, with gl asses,

| egs crossed, pen and pad in hand.

She sits back as she ponders her thoughts.

sits in a

JOHN, m d 20s, rough around the edges, sits back on the
fiddling with his hands, a backpack beside him

couch,

JOHN
| guess what |I'mtrying to say

i s,

| want to be a good nan, you know?
But | can’t stop these thoughts...

they’ re constantly in ny head.

SHARON
Have you ever acted on thenf

He considers this.

It?

JOHN
(darkly)
No... but 1’ve thought about it...
SHARON
When did you first think about
JOHN
Back in high school.
(beat)

There was this guy, a jock. He

was

a bully. Pushed ne around. Beat ne
up. He made ny life a living hell

| thought about hurting him..
| never did anything.

She jots this down.

JOHN
(twi ddl es thunbs)

but

| wanted to, but | was too scared.

He was the nost popular kid in
whol e school . Quarterback. Had
nmost beautiful girlfriend. She
head cheerl eader. | |iked her,
she didn't like nme either. She
just as bad as he was. Wrse...

t he
t he
was
but
was



She tries to read him
JOHN
(angrily)
She hum |iated ne.

He angrily scrunches his face.

JOHN

She nmade ne look like an idiot in
front of the entire school. And |

wanted to hurt her... badly.
SHARON

And did you?
JOHN

No... not physically.
SHARON

What do you nean?
JOHN

| hurt sonething she cared about.
Sonet hing she loved. And it hurt
her. The next tinme | saw her, she

was Cryi

ng at her |ocker, talking

about what | did. She didn't know
it was ne and that is what nmade it
so satisfying. | got away with it.

She ingests this,

jots on her pad.

JOHN

Only she was back to herself in no
tinme. As if it never happened. So,
for years... | thought how could I
make her pay for what she did? And

then it hit me... | had to strike,
when she | east expected it.
She wites all of this down.
JOHN
So | planned it all out. Wen the
monment was right, | would take the
thing she loved the nost. | waited

and wai ted, watched her every day,
for years. Then she got married to
that jock and they had a baby... a
little girl... called Janie.

She stops witing,

slowl y nakes eye contact with him



SHARON
VWhat ?

JOHN
Jani e was an innocent young girl,
with her whole |ife ahead of her.
She wanted to be a doctor... but
not |ike momy, no... she wanted to
be |i ke her daddy. A surgeon.
Sharon’s eyes w den in abject horror.
JOHN
Only... she didn't get to be one.
Do you know why?
John unzi ps his backpack, reaches inside.
Sharon slightly trenbles.

JOHN
Because. ..

John hands Sharon a phot ograph.
She accepts it, looks at it - hysterically w nces/gasps.

John pulls a bl oodstai ned machete from his backpack and
weighs it in hand as he stands upright.

Sharon bawl s her eyes out.

JOHN
Don't worry, you'll be joining her
in a few short nonents...
(beat)

...l just wanted you to know what |
did, before |I killed you.

SHARON
(enotional ly)
You' re si ck.

He sadistically grins.
JOHN
| know. That’s why | needed to see
a psychiatrist. But | don’'t think I
need anot her session.
He swi ngs the nmachete at her neck -

CUT TO BLACK



