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INT. LIVING ROOM

JOHN plops onto the couch next to STEVE looking like crap.

JOHN
I’m so screwed at work, man. I 
literally can’t stay awake during 
meetings.

STEVE
What, like a narcoleptic? Should we 
invest in a helmet for you.

JOHN
I’m not getting any rest at night.

STEVE
I’ve got something you can try but 
you’re going to need lube, a 
plastic bag and a strong belt. 

JOHN
It’s my girlfriend Samantha. I 
think she’s trying to kill me.

STEVE
(laughs) No seriously, find a 
strong door frame--

JOHN
But she, like, doesn’t know how.

Beat.

STEVE
Go on.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

John is asleep in bed, tossing peacefully when a butter knife 
slowly creeps up to his neck and starts “slicing.”

It goes for a little bit until John is startled awake at 
metal near his neck. He grabs it and immediately calms down.

JOHN
A butter knife? Sweetie, what the 
hell?

Angle on: 

Samantha has a blank cold look on her face.



SAMANTHA
Nothing. Just, uh, buttering you 
up, Babe. Errr! Gonna butter ma’ 
bread.

She goes back to slicing but he knocks it away.

JOHN
Come on, stop it. I got to get some 
rest.

INT. LIVING ROOM - BACK TO SCENE

STEVE
Yeah, that’s weird. But it’s sort 
of sweet in a way.

JOHN
That’s not it though.

INT. BATHROOM - MORNING - FLASHBACK

John is brushing his teeth and when he spits out the foam we 
see Samantha behind him with a rag.

He goes back to brushing and she holds the rag up to his 
mouth.

JOHN
(struggles) What the... Samantha!

He takes his lips.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Is that rag soaked in vodka?

SAMANTHA
(shifty) Y...y... Um, yes. 

INT. LIVING ROOM - BACK TO SCENE

STEVE
Now that doesn’t mean anything. I 
wish a girl would suffocate me with 
a rag while I’m not looking. 
Besides, I used vodka as aftershave 
all the time. Maybe she was 
pampering you. 

2.



JOHN
I didn’t shave. And this morning 
was the weirdest.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

John is fast sleep when a large book comes down on his head, 
but gently, and repeated many times. John wakes up.

ANGLE ON:

Samantha is on top of John tapping the book on his head 
really fast.

SAMANTHA
(sottoo) Die. Die. Die. Die. Die. 
Die. Die...

JOHN
Samantha, are you mad at me about 
something?

SAMANTHA
No. Why?

She continues hitting him.

JOHN
You’ve been acting really strange 
lately.

She stops.

SAMANTHA
No I haven’t... I love you.

She kisses him and starts again. 

He gets up.

JOHN
I need to get into work early. I’ll 
see you tomorrow.

SAMANTHA
Tomorrow? You’re not spending the 
night.

JOHN
I think I’ll be at my place 
tonight, hun.

John goes into the other room.
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ANGLE ON:

Slowly, we see her face creep out of the door way with a 
deathly grimmace.

INT. LIVING ROOM - BACK TO SCENE

STEVE
You might be right. What do you 
think sent her over the edge?

JOHN
I don’t know...

INT. BATHROOM - FLASHBACK

Samantha stands holding a kitchen knife staring at the toilet 
seat left up as the camera zooms to the rim of the bowl.

JOHN (V.O.)
I just don’t know.

The camera starts to cut between zooming on her face, the 
knife and the bowl with erie drone music. 

JOHN (V.O.)
So you’re into that Michael 
Hutchinson, David Carradine stuff.

STEVE (V.O.)
Oh yea, big time. If you ever don’t 
hear from me for a while call an 
ambulance. 
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