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FADE IN:

INT. PROFESSIONAL OFFICE - DAY

ANNA (30s, sharp suit, tight bun, severe expression) sits 
behind her desk consulting a file. Behind her are shelves 
with lots of books and a filing cabinet.

DAVE, her client, sits on the opposite side of the desk. Dave 
is shy, unassuming, maybe 30. Quiet, keeps to himself. The 
kind of guy whose neighbors would never suspect of being a 
serial killer. (In fact, he is a serial killer).

ANNA
Right, okay then. Here’s how it 
goes. I work for you. Everything 
you say here is confidential. But, 
you’ve got to be honest - 
completely honest - or I can’t help 
you. Understood?

DAVE
Yes. Absolutely.

Anna gets out a legal pad and pen so she can take notes.

ANNA
Good. Now - how many people have 
you killed?

DAVE
So far? Just the four.

She makes a note. 

ANNA
And your preferred method?

DAVE
Strangling. Always strangling. 

ANNA
By hand or with an implement?

DAVE
Is a rope an implement?

Anna makes another note.

Dave peers over the desk, tries to see what she’s writing.
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ANNA
Do you torture them before you kill 
them?

DAVE
What? No. Certainly not. I’m not 
like that.

ANNA
So they don’t scream while in your 
captivity?

DAVE
Well, a bit. When they realize I'm 
going to kill them. 

A beat. 

DAVE
Maybe more than a bit. A lot, 
really. Kind of ruins it for me 
really, all the screaming. 

He shifts in his seat, leans forward, lowers his voice.

DAVE
I always feel terrible after I’ve 
done it. That’s why I bury them.

ANNA
So you bury your victims?

Dave leans back, nods. He's proud. 

DAVE
And in a proper grave, too. None of 
this shallow ditch and a few 
branches for cover business. 
Sometimes it takes me all night to 
dig the hole.

Anna taps her chin with her pen. 

ANNA
Are your victims...I mean, could 
they be characterized as...you 
know..sort of...deserving it?

Dave looks puzzled. Anna leans forward, conspiratorially. 

ANNA
I can probably get you a better 
deal if we can make your victims 
seem unsympathetic.

(MORE)
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ANNA (CONT’D)
It's totally unfair of course but 
hey - I'm on your side, not theirs, 
right?

DAVE
I don't - I don't know. I mean, how 
do you decide who deserves it? I'm 
pretty much the last person who 
should be judging people for their 
behavior.

ANNA
Of course, of course. It's just 
something to keep in mind when 
selecting future victims. If, of 
course, you choose to keep killing 
people which technically, I am 
obligated to tell you that you 
should not do.

Dave leans forward, pulls the skin under one eye and winks 
dramatically. 

DAVE
Got it. No more killing. 

He gives her a thumbs up. 

ANNA
I think I have enough here. 

Anna turns to her computer, types on the keyboard, fingers 
flying. 

She presses a button. The printer HUMS, spits out a sheet of 
paper. Anna pulls it off the printer, holds it out to Dave.

ANNA
(very quickly)

It’s a one bedroom cottage, remote, 
no neighbors for miles in any 
direction. Local law enforcement is 
apathetic and the hardware store in 
town sells three types of rope, all 
commonly available brands. There's 
a shed for storage and a garden 
for...disposal.  

Dave picks up the sheet of paper.

It shows a small color photograph of a cottage, a description 
of the property. All this below the letterhead:

“A. Smith - Real Estate for Unique Needs”
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Dave skims the paper, notes the price. 

DAVE
It's a bit steep. 

Anna shrugs. 

ANNA
I can talk to the buyer. You knock 
off someone for him, he knocks off 
a few grand for you?

DAVE
Deal. 

Dave rises to his feet, extends a hand which Anna accepts.

ANNA
I’ll be in touch.

Dave nods and smiles, gives her a shy wave as he backs out of 
the office.

As he exits, the next CLIENT enters. This one is bald, 
bearded, forty-ish.

He occupies Dave’s vacated chair as Anna sits down and opens 
a new file.

ANNA
Okayyy...it says here that you 
manufacture and distribute high-
quality methamphetamine. So you’ll 
want a property with several 
outbuildings, I presume.

FADE TO BLACK.


