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FADE IN

INT. BOYS BATHROOM - MORNING

Key In: Mission Hills Middle School

As the door slowly creeks open, JOEL steps inside and scans 
the empty bathroom. He heads for a stall and slams the door 
close.

A second later, JOEL hurls in the toilet.

JOEL exits and stares at himself in the graffiti laden 
mirror. Joel is a distrustful boy that is hesitate about 
everything. 

There is something different in his eyes today. Joel slides 
his trembling hand in his pocket and pulls out a GUN; enough 
to see that it is still there.

Joel practically jumps out of his skin when MR. EDWARDS 
bursts inside. He shoves the GUN deep inside his pocket.

MR. EDWARDS
Mr. Williams! How are you today, 
son?

JOEL
Okay.

MR. EDWARDS face grimaces when he takes in a whiff, as he 
washes his hands.

MR. EDWARDS
Whew! What in the world?! Did you 
create that smell all on your own?

JOEL
Afraid so.

MR. EDWARDS
Sausage patties in the cafeteria 
again?

JOEL
No, sir. I don’t feel good.

MR. EDWARDS
You want to go to the Nurse?

JOEL
No.



There is an awkward silence as MR. EDWARDS looks Joel over.

MR. EDWARDS
Joel, you want to talk about 
something? We’ve got a little time 
before the morning bell.

JOEL
I’m good. 

Joel manages a wry grin as he adjusts his backpack and 
strolls for the door.

MR. EDWARDS
I had a bully when I was your age. 
Dude was mean all over. You want to 
know what I did to get over that 
hump?

JOEL
No. I have a solution. Thanks, Mr. 
Edwards.

MR. EDWARDS cocks an eyebrow as Joel exits.

EXT. ATHLETIC FIELD

Joel is lost in his thoughts as he marches on the field. 
Anxiety burns on his face when he spots ROBBIE and his 
FRIENDS on the basketball court.

ROBBIE’S game comes to a screeching halt when Joel treads on 
the court.

ROBBIE
What the hell?!

ROBBIE is furious as he launches the ball at Joel’s chest. 
They watch as Joel stumbles back, but steps forward.

ROBBIE (CONT’D)
Whatta you want, you little faggot?

JOEL
Don’t call me that.

ROBBIE
(mocking)

Don’t call me that.

JOEL
I won’t let you push me around 
anymore.
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ROBBIE
I’ll make you my bitch any time I 
want.

Joel gasps for breath as ROBBIE steps forward and plants 
himself in front of him.

ROBBIE (CONT’D)
You gonna do something, faggot? 
I’ll give your sorry ass another 
beat down like I did yesterday.

The FRIENDS laugh hysterically as Joel’s eyes fill with 
tears.

FRIEND #1
I think he’s gonna cry.

ROBBIE chuckles as he looks over at his FRIENDS.

ROBBIE
I’ll give him a reason to cry. 
Watch this.

ROBBIE turns to Joel and comes face to face with a gun. He is 
frozen in terror.

Suddenly, an ear-splitting bang echo’s through the field.

INT. KITCHEN 

Mitch is having hard time trying to stabilize the massive 
sandwich he made. He gives a quick glance at the clock.

MITCH
Perry! You got five minutes. Let’s 
go.

PERRY (O.S.)
I don’t have anything to wear!

MITCH
Find something.

PERRY (O.S.)
Dad, it’s seventh grade. I just 
can’t wear anything.

Mitch stares quizzically at the sandwich. A second later, he 
reaches in a drawer and whips out a piece of string. He 
battles to tie the sandwich together.
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MITCH
I’ll show you. Son of a bitch! 
Perry!

A moment later, Perry stomps inside the kitchen and crashes 
in a chair. She is still wearing her pajamas.

MITCH (CONT’D)
Why aren’t you dressed?

PERRY
What the heck is that?

MITCH
Your lunch.

PERRY
For the whole month?

MITCH
No jokes. Get dressed.

PERRY
I’m in protest mode.

MITCH
Perry, I don’t have time.

As Mitch conquers the sandwich, he tosses it in a bag and 
turns to Perry.

PERRY
I can’t wear anything. I need my 
best pink revenge outfit. Layered 
and feisty.

Mitch huffs in frustration. Perry watches as he stomps 
towards the dryer, rips out her jeans and T-shirt and throws 
them at her feet.

MITCH
Please get dressed.

PERRY
Fine. 

As Perry heads for the door, she stops and turns to Mitch.

MITCH
Oh dear God. You have more to say?

PERRY
What about the party this Saturday? 
Can I go?
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MITCH
You’re too young to party.

PERRY
Dad, if you don’t let me go, it 
could ruin me socially. I’m 
serious.

MITCH
You have thirty seconds to change.

PERRY
Chrissy is very cool, dad. She 
gives the best dating advice and 
her parents use to work at Face 
Book.

MITCH
Since when do you need dating 
advice?

PERRY
Since forever.

MITCH
Perry, are you dating someone?

PERRY
I’m not ready to share that 
information with you.

MITCH
What?

PERRY
I’m not making headlines, dad. Just 
assessing stuff. So, can I go to 
the party?

MITCH
Absolutely not.

PERRY
That’s not fair!

MITCH
Life’s not fair!

Perry outraged as she bolts out of the kitchen.

PERRY
I’m taking the bus.
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MITCH
What about your lunch? It took me 
an hour to make that damn sandwich!

PERRY (O.S.)
I don’t want it!

INT. THREAT MANAGEMENT OFFICE

LEONARD HAAS is sitting nervously at Scarlet’s desk. He is 
twisting a moist kleenex, trying to observe the scheme of 
things.

Scarlet approaches and offers him a cup of coffee.

SCARLET
Here’s your coffee.

LEONARD
I drink tea.

SCARLET
I don’t.

Scarlet takes a slow sip of her coffee as she takes her seat.  
Every part of Leonard’s demeanor is chafed with bitterness 
and a high self-opinion.

SCARLET (CONT’D)
So, where were we?

LEONARD
I don’t drink coffee.

SCARLET
We passed that chapter, Leonard. 
You mentioned that your mistress 
broke the verbal agreement between 
the two of you?

LEONARD
That’s correct. We had an 
unyielding compliance for a one 
month indulgence. After that, we go 
our separate ways. 

(beat)
Shouldn’t you be writing this down?

SCARLET
I hate taking notes. Please 
continue.
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LEONARD
Well, Rachael’s been calling me at 
hours of the night, sending me 
disgusting text messages. And she 
even threatened to kill me.

SCARLET
No kidding.

Leonard watches as Scarlet leans back and finds a comfortable 
position.

SCARLET (CONT’D)
Has she ever followed you?

LEONARD
Yes. I’ve seen her.

SCARLET
Does she have a key to your house?

LEONARD
I’m not stupid.

SCARLET
That was going to be my next 
question, but before we tackle 
that...did you give said mistress a 
key to your home?

LEONARD
No.

SCARLET
Good. Did you file a restraining 
order?

LEONARD
That won’t stop Rachael. 

SCARLET
You don’t know that, Leonard. 
Threats are designed to accomplish 
something...despicable. And if your 
mistress has an agenda, our key 
component is prevention.

LEONARD
I already know this, Ms. Merril. 
But her threats have reached a 
disturbing level.

SCARLET
Such as?
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LEONARD
Rachael murdered my dog with a 
pitch fork.

SCARLET
How do you know it was her?

LEONARD
Rachael hated Arty and Arty hated 
her. Plus, she told me once that if 
she would ever...terminate my 
pooch; She said it would do it with 
something sharp.

SCARLET
Does your wife know about your 
mistress?

LEONARD
That is none of your business.

SCARLET
Wrong answer. The second you 
stepped into my territory, your 
entire life became my business. 
Now, one more time for the hearing 
impaired...does your wife know 
about the affair?

LEONARD
It was a fling?

SCARLET
Do not sugar coat your infidelity 
in my presence. 

LEONARD
I think she suspects. She’s 
different around me. Her tone is 
adverse.

Scarlet watches as Leonard stands to leave.

LEONARD (CONT’D)
Look, I know that I’m a first rate 
screw up, but I don’t want to lose 
my marriage over this.

SCARLET
Your marriage is not important to 
me, Mr. Hass. 

There is an uncomfortable silence as Leonard slides into his 
jacket.
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LEONARD
Fair enough. Can you stop Rachael?

SCARLET
Of course. 

LEONARD
Before she kills me?
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