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FADE IN:

OVER GREY

A static ringing like a TV left on.

MAN’S VOICE (V.O.)
Got you, asshole. Keep it 
controlled. Keep him still.

The voice is muffled, as if only in his head.

INT. SUBWAY HALL - NIGHT

A man in a red coat, JASON (30), pins a man in a grey 
hoodie, VIC (27), face-down on the pavement in a headlock.

Jason, a gym rat with a clean shave and a buzz cut, keep 
still and controlled on Vic.

Vic, scrawny with a patchy beard, flails, reaching for 
anything.

Jason tightens the chokehold. Vic stops flailing. His hands 
now at his sides.

JASON
Fuckin’ steal from me. Fuck you!

Vice grunts. Struggles.

JASON (V.O.)
You got him. I should snap his 
ankles when he’s out. Teach him a 
lesson.

Vic calms. His hands still.

In one quick move, Vic swings his arm. Jason loses his grip. 
Stillness. A ringing in the ears.

Vic jumps up, runs off down the subway hall. Disappears up 
the stairs.

JASON (V.O.)
(muffled)

What the fuck? What is that? What’s 
happ--

Jason catches his breath. Dazed, leaned up against the white 
tile wall. A pool of blood forms below him.

He holds his thigh, examines it. A small wound spurts blood, 
more than just a cut. The red stream drains onto the floor.



writtenby.m
lathrom

.com
Jason’s eyes flutter. Tears well up.

His breath grows frantic. He starts to moan.

JASON (V.O.)
Fuck, fuck, fuck. I gotta stop it. 
Belt.

Jason takes a breath of determination. Sucks in the emotion. 
He rips his belt off. Ties it around his leg.

He leans forward. Tries to stand. He collapses onto his 
stomach.

He looks to the stairs. He gets on all fours. Crawls toward 
the stairs.

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

Vic steps into the street. Deposits the knife in a storm 
drain. He rushes up the stairs of a dilapidated building. 
Unlocks the door.

INT. BUILDING - NIGHT

Vic rushes up the stairs, three at a time.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

The lights come on. Vic pulls his hoodie off, as if it were 
burning him. He shoves it into the trash can in the kitchen 
area of the small, studio.

Stained, flat carpet. A mattress on the floor. A small table 
with one chair.

He looks down at his white undershirt covered in blood. Rips 
it off. Thens trips all of his clothes off.

He shoves them in the trash can. Pulls out the bag. Ties it 
in a knot.

Then plops down in the chair at the round, fold-out table. 
He stares into nothing.

Tears well up in his eyes. His throat thickens. He doesn’t 
cry. He hyperventilates with tears.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

A police car, an ambulance. A few onlookers near the 
entrance to the subway blocked by two officers. Yellow tape 
across the entrance.
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INT. SUBWAY HALL - NIGHT

Two paramedics talk off to the side. At their feet is Jason, 
his face pale and lifeless. A trail of blood stretches about 
fifty feet behind him.

PARAMEDIC
Whatever the guy wanted, he should 
have just given it to him.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

Vic unties the trash bag. Reaches in. He shuffles around a 
bit, then pulls out a wallet.

He flips through it. $20 bill. Some credit cards. Gym card. 
He pulls out the cash. Tosses it on his counter.

Vic gags a bit, then puts the wallet back in the bag. 

He walks off.

Then.

Back to the bag. Grabs the $20 bill, then shoves it in the 
trash bag.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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