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FADE IN

INT.  FLOWER ROOM—NIGHT
An index finger strokes the petal of a red flower.
NICOLE
I love flowers.

Her finger turns over and lightly pinches the petal between it and her thumb.

KYLE

Which kinds?

She looks side to side at the bouquet, considering the beautiful assortment of flowers.  There is remarkable color emanating from them, and all else is dark black.

She runs the tips of her fingers along a row of petals.

NICOLE

All kinds.

Behind her, Kyle picks a single flower out of the bunch and observes it in his hand.

KYLE

Nothing specific?

She responds, irritated.
NICOLE

The fuck does it matter?

He is startled by her profanity, and freezes.  She reconsiders her approach, a bit gentler.  He remains frozen behind her.
NICOLE (Cont’d)

Kyle, why are you here?

KYLE

I…like flowers.

NICOLE

Which kind?

KYLE

The pretty ones.

NICOLE

Only the pretty ones?

KYLE

Yeah.  And right now, only this one.

She moves on to other flowers.  Kyle maintains his position.

He carefully moves his hand up and down the stem of the flower.  He stops halfway through his second stroke and turns his hand over to look at it.  There’s a small smudge of dirt on it.

He turns around to the direction where Nicole headed and sees her, a great distance away.  The length of the wall of flowers has almost surreally lengthened, and she’s standing very close to the far end of it, by an empty cashier’s desk.  Regardless of distance, the noise of her fingers brushing across the petals of the flowers can be heard—indeed, amplifies—as he observes.

He raises his hand in front of his face, looks at the smudge again, and begins the long walk over to her.  The brushing noise continues amplifying as he gets closer.

He gets up to her, but she doesn’t look up.  He stands there, waiting for her to take notice, but grows impatient and goes over to the cashier’s desk, grabbing a sheet of paper and a pen.
He sets them down on the desk next to her.

KYLE

Here.

NICOLE

What’s this?

KYLE

Write down the name of every guy you’ve ever slept with.

She finally turns to him, amusedly curious.

NICOLE

Why?

KYLE

Because I am going to kill them.  So long as they live, I can’t.

NICOLE

You’re serious about this?

KYLE

I’m done with bullshit guessing games and incomplete histories.  Yes.  I’m serious.  Now help me make us work.

Kyle stares at her with stone-faced fury.  Nicole wears a mischievous smile, and she looks at him as if she were first realizing he’s attractive.  She doesn’t break eye contact with him as she writes.

INT.  KYLE’S CAR—NIGHT

Kyle is driving, Nicole is in the passenger seat.

KYLE

So who’s this guy?

NICOLE

His name’s Walter.  We dated back in high school.

KYLE

…and what happened?

NICOLE

Didn’t like me.

KYLE

He mistreated you?

NICOLE

No, just turned out he didn’t like me.  Guess I just didn’t live up to his dreams.

Kyle takes this pointedly and looks hurt by it.  Nicole looks out the window, uninterested.  They drive on in silence.

EXT.  BACK OF CONVENIENCE STORE—NIGHT

WALTER paces around by the dumpster and in front of the back door.  In one hand, he’s talking angrily into a cell phone, while checking the watch on the other.

WALTER

No, that’s bullshit, Mom.  You said you’d pick me up, and there’s no way I’m staying here overtime.  No.  No, I don’t care.  You told me you’d be here on time and you’re not.  No, this is why you need to get me a car.

Kyle walks up behind Walter, his face devoid of emotion.  Walter takes notice, but doesn’t think anything of it and continues talking, keeping his back turned to the approaching Kyle.

WALTER (Cont’d)

You’re not listening to me.  I am fucking fed up with having to—

Kyle gets to him and digs his fingers into Walter’s head; his pointers in the eyesockets, his thumbs deep into the back of the neck.  Walter struggles, but Kyle has momentum and surprise and swings him head-first into the dumpster.

Stunned, Walter falls to the floor.  Kyle takes the opportunity, drags him off the curb, grabs his head the same way again, and begins bludgeoning the curb with Walter’s face.

Kyle’s face remains devoid of emotion.

He continues bashing Walter’s face.  Walter is wholly limp at this point.  It makes no difference.  A cracking noise is heard.  Kyle continues.  The front of Walter’s skull caves in.  Kyle continues.  Another good strike and most of the back half of his head cracks.

Kyle brings his hands up to his face, where he observes a piece of cranium with scalp, hair, and even a little hunk of brain still attached.

He shakes the gunk off his hands, wipes them on his pants, and stands.

KYLE

Jerk.

He turns and walks off.

INT.  KYLE’S CAR—NIGHT

Kyle opens the door and collapses into the driver’s seat.  Nicole looks at him, attracted but skeptical.

NICOLE

I bought you some drinks.

She passes him a bottle from a collection of four by her feet.

He takes off the cap, chugs it down, and tosses it into the back seat on top of his backpack.  Apart from looking a little tired, he’s still cold.

Nicole looks anxious to speak.  He turns on the car, backs it out, makes a three point turn, and begins to leave the lot.  

NICOLE
…so did you do it?

Kyle turns his head, his stare glazed over and unmoving.  The car hits a rather large bump on one side as it moves, and then another.

A beat as they drive on.  Nicole rubs her thighs together.

NICOLE

Wow.

INT.  I’S ROOM—NIGHT

I is asleep in his bed.  His door opens and Kyle walks cautiously in, hammer in hand.

He gets nearer and I speaks, not moving, eyes still closed.

I

Hello.

KYLE

…hello?

I

Hi.

KYLE

You’re awake?

I

I am.

KYLE

Oh.

I

There’s a few razors I keep in the bathroom cabinet.

KYLE

…what?

I

I keep razors in the bathroom cabinet.  Go back out in the hall, first door on your right.  I’ll wait.

Kyle looks to be thoroughly confused by this.  He takes a moment piecing it all together.  He then walks back out into the hallway.

I remains in his bed, unmoving, eyes closed.  The noises of Kyle moving about in the bathroom can be heard in the background.

Kyle walks back in, a razor in hand.

I shifts over to the other side, his arms landing extended out in front of him, wrists facing upwards.

Kyle, still perplexed, moves warily forward.  I does not move.

Kyle grips the razor expertly between his thumb and forefinger and moves it down to one of I’s wrists.  This shot should echo the opening shot in the first scene of the finger on the flower petal.

I’s body and face remain motionless.  The sound of the razor tearing through his wrist can be heard.

Kyle finishes and drops the razor.  He licks his dry lips, still staring at I’s wrists.  He then closes his eyes, stands upright, and begins to walk out.

I

Stay.

KYLE

Why?

I

Because I’m not afraid.

KYLE

You just had me kill you.

I

And I wasn’t afraid, was I?

KYLE

Didn’t seem like it, no.

I

Have you ever cut yourself?

KYLE

No.

I

Never felt your potential falling away from you in little drops?

KYLE

No.

I

Neither have I.  I don’t think I believe in potential.  Because if I have it, then I am it, right?

KYLE

I guess?

I

All I have is my now.  All I have is you.  And there is no escaping it, no matter what you think flows through your body.  My potential is soaking my bed sheets and my carpet right now.  Doesn’t do me much good at all, but there’s no reason to fear it.  It’s what happens when you spill something.  It gets wet.

Kyle tries to take all of this in.  His contemplation eventually brings his eyes down to his feet, where he sees the blood is spilling out onto his shoes.  He steps back in disgust and kicks some of it off.

I speaks again, his speech becoming even more meditative.  Kyle regains focus after the first sentence.

I

This probably doesn’t make sense to you.  Maybe it doesn’t make sense at all.  But I think that makes it even more important that I said it.  Thank Nicole for me.

KYLE

…how did you know?

I

Through fear.

I’s breathing becomes belabored.  Kyle breathes in deeply a few times himself as I’s slows down.  He then turns and walks out of the room.

INT.  KYLE’S CAR—NIGHT

Kyle’s driving, Nicole’s riding passenger.

KYLE

He said to thank you.

NICOLE

Oh.

She looks elsewhere, done with the concept of I entirely.  Kyle takes note of the beat.

KYLE

Don’t you want to know what for?

NICOLE

Not really.  Knowing I, he was always one for cryptic bullshit.  Don’t really want to encourage that.

Kyle gives her a look of, “Do you NOT understand what just happened?”, but she takes no notice.  He rolls his eyes, licks his dry lips again, and moodily grabs another bottle from down by her feet.

EXT.  CAMPUS BENCH—NIGHT

GREG is next to KRISTIE on a bench.  In the background looms a clock tower.  They sit with the awkwardness of two people who’re interested in one another, but haven’t found the right words just yet.  His mannerisms are a blatant attempt to be bumbling and cute, and she’s flirting back at him.  Every so often, he’ll sneak a peak at her cleavage.

Greg nervously fondles a folded sheet of notebook paper in his hands.

KRISTIE

So what was it you wanted to recite to me, again?

GREG

A poem.  I know it’s a little cheesy, but I read it and was really feeling it, so I figured it couldn’t hurt to share it with you.

KRISTIE

That’s sweet of you, Greg.

GREG

I’ve only partly memorized this, so go easy on me.

KRISTIE

Okay, I promise not to take notes.

GREG

You’re too kind.

He unfolds the paper and clears his throat a little.  He half-reads, half-recites the poem.

GREG (Cont’d)

“Gather ye rosebuds while ye may,

Old time is still a-flying:

And this same flower that smiles to-day

To-morrow will be—”

Kristie, absorbed in the moment, is struck in the face with a sledgehammer out of the background darkness, flinging her from the bench.

Greg only realizes as it’s too late, and gets to his feet in time to take the hammer to the chest, flying to the ground.

FADE TO:

INT.  KYLE’S CAR—NIGHT

Shot opens foggy, sideways on the back seat, as if from Greg’s perspective.  His arm lays on the seat and in the foreground.

Kyle is in the driver’s seat, driving undistracted.  Nicole peers over the side of the passenger seat, sincere empathy in her mannerisms.

NICOLE

Hey, Greg.  Sorry about all this.  You know how it goes.

FADE TO:

EXT.  CAMPUS CLOCK TOWER—NIGHT

Tight shot of Greg’s face, in severe pain, waking up.  Kyle’s voice is collective and playful.

KYLE (OS)

I really like that poem.

GREG

Uhhnh?

KYLE (OS)

That poem you were reading.  It was a good choice.

GREG

Thhfuhh?

KYLE (OS)

Can you speak?  I’m impressed your up…seemed like I knocked you pretty good.

Greg tries to form words, but has a difficult time working his lungs the right way.

KYLE (OS)

I’ll make you a deal, Greg.  You find a way to speak the rest of the poem to me; I won’t hammer your heart back through your spine.  How does that sound?

Greg makes another pass at speaking, this time, more desperately, but without luck.

KYLE (OS)

C’mon, buddy.  I know the sledge can take another hit.

The sound of the hammer hitting something hard can be heard.

KYLE (OS)

Whoa!  Another TWO hits, judging by what’s left of that rock!  (Beat) Can you?

GREG

N…nn…nuhh…

KYLE (OS)

Smart guy.  Alright, let’s hear it, m’man.  Here, I’ll start y’off.

The sound of the paper being unfolded and handled can be heard.

KYLE (OS)

“Gather ye rosebuds while ye may,

Old time is still a-flying:

And this same flower that smiles to-day

To-morrow will be dying.”

GREG

“Th…the glorious lamp of heaven, the sun,

The higher he’s…he’s a-getting,

The s…sooner will his…race be run,

And nearer he’s to…to…to—”

KYLE (OS)

“Setting.”  Mind if I take the next verse?

Greg nods out of pain, but cannot seem to verbalize at the moment.

Kyle speaks loudly and it sounds as though he’s getting closer as he does.

KYLE (OS, Cont’d)

DO YOU MIND IF I TAKE THE NEXT VERSE, GREG?

With much effort, Greg nods again.

GREG

Go…ahead…

Kyle keeps getting closer as he speaks.

KYLE (OS)

“The age is best which is the first,

When youth and blood are warmer—”

The very tip of his face comes onscreen, virtually touching Greg’s, furious and whispering.

KYLE

“—But being spent, the worse, the worst

Times still succeed the former.”

G’nite, Greg.

Kyle steps back.  The sound of his footsteps fades away.  Greg is left, agonized and thoroughly confused.

Zoom out to find one end of a rope noosed somewhat loosely around his neck, and the other end tied to the minute hand of the clock tower.

INT.  KYLE’S CAR—NIGHT

Kyle gets back into the driver’s seat.  Nicole is waiting for him.

He hands her the folded paper and then reaches over for the last bottle.  She reads.

NICOLE

 “Then be not coy, but use your time,

And while ye may go marry:

For having lost but once your prime

You may forever tarry.”

Looking dehydrated and somewhat horrified, he takes a contemplative swig.  He then sits at the steering wheel in silence for a moment.

EXT.  APARTMENT COMPLEX PARKING LOT—NIGHT

Kyle’s car pulls up into a spot.

He opens the door and gets out, holding the near-empty bottle by its neck.

He goes to walk up into the apartment building but stops, remembering something.  He turns, opens the back seat door, hunches inside for a moment, and withdraws his backpack.

At the stairway, he pauses, staring at the rail as it moves upwards.  He takes a last swig from the bottle and puts it in the backpack.  He walks up the stairs.

INT.  ROGER’S LIVING ROOM—NIGHT

Kyle creeps alongside a wall inside a pleasant looking room.  The wall ends and another room can be seen beyond it.  There is a small table with a vase on it by the wall’s end.  ROGER’s voice can be heard from the other room.

ROGER (OS)

Stephanie, I genuinely am a horrible human being.

CUT TO:

INT. ROGER’S KITCHEN—NIGHT, CONTINUOUS

Roger and STEPHANIE sit adjacent and facing one another on barstools at the kitchen counter.  Stephanie looks particularly red and flustered.  Roger is obviously quite hurt, but is doing a very good job of remaining in control.

ROGER (Cont’d)

I know.  I’ve hurt people I’ve cared for in my past—badly—and gotten away with it, scotch free.  It sucks, and it eats at me every single day.  I want you to know that I love you and if breaking up is what you really think is best, then I love you enough to do even that.

STEPHANIE

How fucking nice are you?  This is the goddamn problem, Roger, you’ve got fucking gnats for balls!

CUT TO:

INT.  ROGER’S LIVING ROOM

Kyle carefully and noiselessly picks up the vase.

STEPHANIE (OS, Cont’d)

You say I’m the love of your life and I just came to you and told you I’ve been coozing around for the past three months behind your back and you fucking turn this into how horrible a person you are?

CUT TO:

INT.  ROGER’S KITCHEN

Stephanie grills into Roger.  He’s slumped, inwardly agitated, but twisting to keep himself maintained.

STEPHANIE (Cont’d)

Like you’ve done something wrong?  Like you’re at fault?  FUCK that.  Fuck it.

ROGER

You’re angry.  That’s cool.  Please, be angry at me.

CUT TO:

INT.  ROGER’S LIVING ROOM

Kyle continues to wait.

ROGER (OS, Cont’d)

It’ll probably help us both.  But I can’t return it.  I can’t have you be another Nicole.

Kyle’s eyes widen.

ROGER (OS, Cont’d)

I can’t say what I said to her to anyone else.

Kyle’s breathing speeds up rapidly.  He doesn’t know how to respond to this.

ROGER (Cont’d)

She sure as shit didn’t deserve it, and you don’t, either.

Kyle hunches over a bit as though he’s about to be sick.

CUT TO:

INT.  ROGER’S KITCHEN

An emotional weight hits Stephanie, and she begins to choke back tears.  A long beat.

STEPHANIE

I hate being the bad guy.

She rushes out into the backyard.

Kyle sits still for a beat, then walks out to the living room.

The sound of a vase breaking can be heard.

BEGIN MONTAGE

- The hammer is withdrawn from Kyle’s pocket.

- A nail is knocked halfway into the wall.

- A cork is fitted up onto the flat edge of the exposed nail.

- Kyle’s backpack is opened, revealing the four empty bottles from earlier.

END MONTAGE

INT.  ROGER’S KITCHEN—DAWN

Stephanie comes back in.  Her face is flushed, she’s been crying.  She looks around the room, finding no one.

STEPHANIE

Roger?

KYLE (OS)

In here.

The voice doesn’t register with her, but she moves cautiously towards the living room, regardless.  It can be seen that the light in the living room has been shut off.

STEPHANIE

Roger, are you alright?

INT.  ROGER’S LIVING ROOM

She enters, still cautious and growing frightened.

She’s grabbed by the shoulders from the side and shoved up against the wall.  It’s difficult to see her assailant’s face.

STEPHANIE

Roger, wha—

KYLE

I’ll show you balls.

He bites the collar of her shirt and tugs his face away, ripping it.

STEPHANIE

Roger, what the fuck are you—

He backhands her.

KYLE

Isn’t this what you wanted, Steph?

STEPHANIE

No, it—

He backhands her with his other hand.

KYLE

C’mon, aren’t we having fun?  Don’t you love my fucking balls?

She’s struggles, terrified tears beading down her cheeks.

STEPHANIE

Get the—

He licks up her cleavage, up over her clavicle, circles slightly round her neck, and comes back, breathing seductively into her ear as he bites at her earlobe.  This arouses her.

STEPHANIE

…fuck…off…

Maintaining his grip on her shoulders, he spills her over onto the ground by the wall and begins tearing away clothes.  He then begins banging the living hell out of her.  A squelching noise can be heard as they move against the ground.

Stephanie groans, rubbing her hands up and down herself in a state of euphoria.

STEPHANIE

Oh…oh, Roger…I never…

Kyle pauses mid-thrust and sniffles.

KYLE

You’re goddamn right you didn’t.

He thrusts viciously hard, she screams.  Tears can be seen coming off his face.

Follow one tear to the ground, where it splashes in whatever liquid is on the floor.

Pan out to find Roger crucified on the wall, the empty bottles from earlier shoved through his wrists and ankles, held in place by the corks.  Some of his blood sloshes around in the bottles, but most of it’s making its way down onto the ground, where Kyle and Stephanie are still going at it.  He looks just about dead.

The tear water mixes with the blood.

His hand quivers a little.  Kyle leans back, bawling in silent agony as he finishes inside of Stephanie.

FADE TO:

EXT.  APARTMENT COMPLEX PARKING LOT—MORNING

Kyle walks down the stairs, exhausted, disheveled, covered in blood.

KYLE (VO)

I guess I could talk about the ends justifying the means.

Nicole is waiting for him by the car, looking sly, graceful, and seductive.  She stalks up to him.

KYLE (VO, Cont’d)

Or about karmic justice and the equilibrium of the universe.  But either way’d be bullshit.

They embrace in a deep, almost aggressive kiss—but unlike his time with Stephanie, Kyle looks to be very genuine and grateful about this.  Lots of lip biting.

KYLE (VO, Cont’d)

It doesn’t matter what perspective you’re looking at it from, I’m wrong.  But that’s what makes this true.  The fact that I had the opportunity, and I took it.

Blood-stained flowers rain down upon them as their kiss continues.

KYLE (VO, Cont’d)

I hate to say that this girl’s one of the most beautiful anythings I’ve ever seen.

The kiss ends.  Nicole steps back and stares into Kyle’s eyes.

KYLE (VO, Cont’d)

But she is.  Just another face, just another goal I will never see again, but she did make me smile.

Kyle stares back.

The flower he focused on at the beginning (which is a different color than the blood-stained ones) falls in front of his face.  His vision follows it down to the ground.

He picks it up and stares at it in his hand.  It’s lost some of its vibrancy and is notably unhealthy.

KYLE (VO, Cont’d)

She really did.

FADE OUT

