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1 EXT.POLICE PRECINCT STREET-DAY - CREDIT SEQUENCE MAIN CREDITS 
ROLL.

SHARON SLATER (V.O.)
In my line of work, I see death and 
unspeakable crimes almost every day. 
After a while, you grow numb and days 
start to meld one into another. I used 
to wonder why it all happened, now I 
stopped worrying so much about the why 
and focused on the who...because in my 
line of work that's all that matters.

Some say it's all in God's plan, I 
feel like it's all just happenstance. 
Surely if he were real, he wouldn't 
let the things I've seen happen to 
anybody. But I don't knock anyone who 
believes in him, I figure it's better 
to believe and be right than to not 
believe and be wrong.

SHARON SLATER, mid-20s pretty but tough female, driving 
through a tough neighborhood in Atlanta GA. She pulls out 
front of the precinct, she gets out and starts up the steps, 
carrying 2 coffees and a bag of food.

She pauses to hand a HOMELESS MAN, Caucasian, 20s, perched on 
the steps a coffee and a sandwich. Then, Sharon continues up 
the steps through the doors to work.

When Sharon enters, she is greeted abruptly by her Superior, 
POLICE CHIEF HOWARD a weathered veteran chief, a no-nonsense 
straight shooter with a heart for solving tough cases.

SHARON SLATER
Good morning Chief.

POLICE CHIEF HOWARD
Ah, coffee... you shouldn't have.

Cheif Howard takes the coffee and sandwich from Sharon's 
hands.

SHARON SLATER
I didn't but... nevermind.

Defeated, Sharon hands him the sandwich too. He smiles and 
continues.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 

POLICE CHIEF HOWARD
Well detective, looks like we've got 
another one.

SHARON SLATER
No way, you have got to be kidding me.

POLICE CHIEF HOWARD
This one is exactly the same as the 
last two. Different M.O., but it's the 
same signature, strangulation, and 
propping the girls up like pinups with 
red lipstick.

(Beat)

The bodies are piling up. We've gotta 
close in on this guy or we may have to 
hand this case over to the feds.

SHARON SLATER
Any ID on the vic?

POLICE CHIEF HOWARD
You know the drill, he never leaves 
it. He leaves them all nameless just 
like him.

SHARON SLATER
I'll check the missing person's 
reports to see if anyone reported 
anything.

POLICE CHIEF HOWARD
Davis is already on that. I need you 
at the scene.

SHARON SLATER
Sure thing Chief.

Sharon turns and heads back out of the building.

CUT TO:

2 EXT. ALLEY - CRIME SCENE-DAY

The alley is now a full-on crime scene. Yellow tape. Squad 
car. A forensic team. An ambulance. A firetruck. Detective 
Slater walks over and kneels down to examine the body. She is 
shocked to see who the victim is and immediately stands with 
a pained look on her face when she sees BRIELLE's BODY.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 

DETECTIVE DAVIS African American male, handsome, late 40's, 
approaches holding paperwork.

SHARON SLATER
Davis, no need to check the missing 
person's reports.

Looking confused for a beat, Detective Davis shifts his 
weight wondering how she knew he was checking the reports.

DETECTIVE DAVIS
Why is that?

SHARON SLATER
I know the vic, she was my neighbor.

DETECTIVE DAVIS
Wow, Sharon, I'm sorry.

SHARON SLATER
Just another day on the job right?

(BEAT)

Sorry, I need some air.

DETECTIVE DAVIS
No problem, I will take it from here, 
take as long as you need.

3 INT. SHARON SLATER'S APT- LIVING ROOM - DAY

MONTAGE:

Sharon is inconsolable.

Sharon checks opens the fridge, then closes the fridge.

She tidies up her apartment and happens across a photo of her 
and the victim at a bar together.

4 INT. SHARON SLATER'S APT-BEDROOM- NIGHT

                                                   FLASHBACK: 

Sharon and her friend Brielle, Caucasian 30's, pretty are in 
Sharon's apartment getting ready to step out. Brielle insists 
Sharon tries a new shade of lipstick.

BRIELLE
Sharon, for Christ sake, try something

(CONTINUED)
     (MORE)
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CONTINUED: 

BRIELLE (CONT'D) 
new, a little color won't kill you!

SHARON SLATER
Brielle, you know makeup is not my 
thing it's yours.

BRIELLE
Yes, and it's my birthday so you 
promised you'd get all dolled up and 
party with me...so no excuses!

BRIELLE
Fine...

Sharon reluctantly puts on the lipstick and the ladies head 
out the door. As they exit the apartment building a MAN lurks 
in the shadows watching as they pass by.
END OF FLASHBACK.

5 INT. SHARON SLATER'S APT- LIVING ROOM - DAY - CONTINUOUS

Sharon is sitting on her sofa drinking a glass of wine. She 
picks up the remote. Click.

The news plays.

NEWS ANCHOR (V.O)
Breaking news, a body yet to be 
identified was located today in an 
alley near downtown Atlanta...

Sharon clicks off the TV, tossing the remote aside. She 
covers her face fighting tears. Her hands slide from her face 
down into a clasped praying position and she closes her eyes. 
Her mood shifts from hurt and despair to anger and she stands 
and paces the floor.

SHARON SLATER
GOD! Where are you? Where?! Every 
single day I see terrible things 
happen to amazing people like Brielle. 
What did she do to deserve this? What? 
You're a coward, show your face! Show 
it! SHOW IT NOW DAMNIT! WHERE ARE YOU? 
Why did you let this happen! Answer 
me, I don't understand! I don't 
understand...

Sharon collapses in tears.
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6 INT. SERIAL KILLERS APARTMENT-NIGHT

CROSSCUT TO: (INTERCUT WITH ABOVE MONTAGE OF INCONSOLABLE 
SHARON)

MONTAGE:

JON, Late 40's Caucasian Male with a crazed look, sits in the 
basement of his house, looking into a broken mirror.

Drugs and booze are scattered on the table nearby. His hands 
shake as he draws red lipstick on his face and then smudges 
it all over himself as he stares into the broken mirror. His 
emotions shift from laughing and partying to the wild rock 
music to staring at his own tearful reflection. He writes 
"God is dead" on the cracked mirror in red lipstick.

CUT TO:

7 INT. RUNDOWN MOTEL - NIGHT

FLASHBACK. LITTLE JOHN sits, watching his MOTHER, late 20s 
Caucasian, pretty but drugged-out, and is clearly a 
prostitute. She adjusts her dress in the mirror making her 
assets show more prominently. She puts on Red lipstick in the 
mirror and covers a black eye with makeup.

LITTLE JON
Mommy, can you stay here with me 
tonight?

MOTHER
I don't have time for your belly 
achin'. You'll be fine! Mommy has to 
get to work to keep this fine roof 
over our heads.

LITTLE JON
Mommy, no, please don't leave me with 
her again, she's a monster.

Little Jon's mother rushes from the bathroom and packs some 
things into her purse in a hurry as she speaks

MOTHER
You know if I'm late Leon will go 
berserk. And you know she's the only 
one I got to look after you.
She nervously lights a cigarette and 
looks nervously out of the hotel

(CONTINUED)

     (MORE)



                                                          6. 

                                                             

CONTINUED: 

MOTHER (CONT'D) 
window.

LITTLE JON
But,Mommy, she...

MOTHER
She's here, I don't want her to cancel 
on me, not tonight, I need this money! 
I'm gonna get us out of here and I 
can't do it broke.
(BEAT)Look, I promise after tonight I 
will get you a new sitter. OK?

The boy doesn't answer. His mother lifts his chin and repeats 
herself...

MOTHER
OK?

LITTLE JON
OK.

Mother exits and the SITTER, an older Caucasian woman, enters 
wearing red lipstick her smile turning into a scowl the 
moment the door closes behind her. Little Jon cowers in her 
shadow. She approaches him and he screams.

LITTLE JON
Mommy!!!! Help!!

8 INT. SERIAL KILLERS APARTMENT-NIGHT CONTINUOUS

Jon screams, his scream fading from the boys voice to his 
adult voice.

JON
Help me!!!!!!

9 INT. RUNDOWN MOTEL - NIGHT

FLASHBACK.
Little Jon comes into the hotel room holding school books. We 
see his mother laid out on the floor of the dirty hotel room 
with blood coming from her lips. The books fall in slow 
motion to the floor.

END OF FLASHBACK.
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10 INT. SHARON SLATER'S APT- NIGHT

Slater puts on workout gear and takes off for an evening jog 
to clear her mind. Sharon jogs down the steps of her 
apartment and down the road into a beautiful park. The sun is 
setting. We hear the emotional and intense music she jogs to 
rock song Hurt People Hurt People blaring in her ears.

During her run, she sees a homeless woman being heckled by 
TWO TEENS in the park and she stops to break up the scene and 
help the homeless woman back to the park bench.

HOMELESS WOMAN
Thanks so much, say, do you have a few 
dollars to help out an old lady?

SHARON SLATER
No. Actually, I don't.

Sharon scoffs, annoyed and not feeling her usual self.

Sharon plugs her earbuds in and jogs a few paces away where 
she stops to tie her shoe and upon standing locks eyes with 
Jon who is lurking and watching her.

When their eyes meet, she smiles uncomfortably at him and 
something in her triggers her to go back and help the woman 
with the money she asked for.

SHARON SLATER
Here. I'm sorry. It's just been...

HOMELESS WOMAN
One of those days. Yea, I can only 
imagine.

SHARON SLATER
I hope this is enough. Be careful out 
here.

HOMELESS WOMAN
Thanks. God bless you.

Sharon pauses for a moment contemplating how to respond as 
she and god were still not on the best terms.

SHARON SLATER
Thanks.

Sharon continues her jog and stops for a moment for a drink. 
She slows down to a walk and we see a dark figure approaching

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 

her from behind. Just then, she starts to jog again going 
under a Bridgeway.

Jon follows closely and we see TWO DARK FIGURES alongside her 
from dark figures pov. From Sharon's POV, she is running 
alone. Jon in shadows retreats after seeing the Two Dark 
Figures with her. Sharon accidentally bumps into a YOUNG 
WOMAN jogging toward her and the woman continues and is 
grabbed and assaulted by the dark figure. A distant scream 
rings out. Sharon pauses removes headphones, looks around, 
and then continues jogging.

11 INT. POLICE PRECINCT -DAY

Sharon is sitting looking through crime scene photos of the 
victims she stops at a photo of Brielle, her neighbor and 
friend. Brielle's mother is there at the station with Police 
Cheif Howard. The mother exits the chief's office and stops 
by Sharon's desk.

BRIELLE'S MOM
Sharon, is that you?

SHARON SLATER
Yes, Hi Ms. Pinner, wow, it has been a 
long time.

BRIELLE'S MOM
Too long! Imagine meeting you like 
this.

SHARON SLATER
Yea. Look, I am so sorry about what 
happened to Brielle, I'm going to do 
everything in my power to ...

BRIELLE'S MOM
Sharon, it's not in your power, or 
mine for that matter. Look, I 
appreciate everything you all are 
doing, but it won't bring my baby 
back. This is out of our hands. It's 
in God's hands. He has already 
forgiven Brielle's murderer and so 
have I.

Sharon's eyes glaze over for a beat, she is in shock that 
Brielle's mother is so composed and has such remarkable faith 
in the face of such tragedy.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 

BRIELLE'S MOM
Take care of yourself. And don't be a 
stranger.

The two hug and Brielle's mother leaves the precinct. Sharon 
sits at her desk and puts her head in her hands. Her moment 
of quiet is interrupted by a ruckus in the station. The 
officers are bringing in a perp. Indistinct yelling and 
commotion ensue. Detective Davis approaches Sharon's desk.

SHARON SLATER
What is going on?

DETECTIVE DAVIS
I have no idea. But I'm gonna find 
out.

POLICE CHIEF HOWARD
Slater. Davis. Interrogation room, 
now.

The detectives exchange perplexed glances and follow Chief 
Howard into the interrogation room. Davis, then Slater enter. 
Seated at the table is our serial killer, red lipstick 
smudged all over his face and hands he looks disheveled and 
disoriented. He stares off into space rocking in his seat 
until his eyes meet Sharon's.

JON
You! Haha! YOU! You haunt my dreams, 
you are the one ...I tried but you 
were never alone, so I took them 
instead.

DETECTIVE DAVIS
Sharon, do you know this man?

SHARON SLATER
No, I... Never I, I...

Sharon pauses for a moment, her expression shifting from 
confusion to recollection.

12 EXT. PARK - EVENING

FLASHBACK: Park, Sharon is Jogging and pauses for a moment to 
tie her shoes looking up and locking eyes with Jon who is 
lurking. Sharon quickly gathers herself and continues her jog 
looking over her shoulder for a moment.
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13 INT. POLICE PRECINCT -DAY

Jon notices the shift in Sharon's expression and his somber 
face lights up with a menacing grin.

JON
You! Yea...you know me. You did this, 
you killed them all. I couldn't get to 
you, I tried but they were always 
there.

SHARON SLATER
What? Who, who was there.

JON
Your goons, always lurking nearby. 
Just when I get close enough they are 
there again and again and again and 
again...

Slater and Davis exchange confused looks.

POLICE CHIEF HOWARD
We have our confession, get him out of 
my sight! Slater, do you have any idea 
what this lunatic is talking about?

SHARON SLATER
No sir, I don't.

14 EXT. PARK - DAY

SHARON SLATER (30's African American Female) jogs in the park 
when she sees an OLD WOMAN(70's Female)wearing rags and 
sitting next to a cart full of her belongings. Sharon pauses 
to stretch for a moment. watching the old woman from a 
distance. Sharon approaches a street vendor to buy a 
sandwich. Sharon joins the Old Woman on the park bench.

SHARON SLATER
You know I see you out here nearly 
every day, and I have never even 
bothered to ask your name.

Sharon offers her the sandwich. The Old Woman takes it.

OLD WOMAN
My name doesn't matter. Seeing me is 
enough.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 

SHARON SLATER
I suppose it's better to be seen than 
viewed. (chuckles).

OLD WOMAN
Wow, that's some very bad homicide 
detective humor.

SHARON SLATER
(Stops laughing abruptly) Hold on, 
what?)

OLD WOMAN
People often laugh to hide what's 
really inside.

SHARON SLATER
What?

OLD WOMAN
What's bothering you Sharon Slater?

SHARON SLATER
Wait... how do you know my name?

OLD WOMAN
You'd be surprised at the things I 
know, Detective.

The Old Woman takes a bite of the sandwich. Sharon stands up 
in shock, and paces back and forth in deep thought.

SHARON SLATER
Nothing surprises me anymore... The 
Old Woman pats the bench next to her, 
encouraging Sharon to relax and sit 
down. Sharon sits hesitantly. The old 
woman breaks the sandwich in half and 
offers Sharon the unbitten half. 
Sharon takes it and smiles for a 
moment, her smile fading into a somber 
stare off into the distance.

SHARON SLATER CONTD.
Have you ever wondered why bad things 
happen to good people? Sharon and the 
old woman share a quiet moment, both 
chewing and taking in the sights of 
the park.

SHARON SLATER
My friend lost her life for no reason

(CONTINUED)     (MORE)



                                                         12. 

                                                             

CONTINUED: 

SHARON SLATER (CONT'D) 
by the hands of a homicidal maniac?

OLD WOMAN
You do better to ask how anything 
could ever be lost, when He holds the 
power to restore it all.

SHARON SLATER
I don't understand. Sharon stops 
eating the sandwich and wraps it up in 
the napkin turning her attention fully 
to the Old woman.

OLD WOMAN
What if the maniac as you call him was 
so broken, that he had no idea how to 
live without breaking others ... And 
what if through his brokenness he 
opened you up to a life-altering 
possibility?

SHARON SLATER
Possibility of what? The Old Woman 
smiles mysteriously and takes a quick 
bite.

OLD WOMAN
The possibility of believing again.

SHARON SLATER
Believing? Believing in what? People 
are shit, this world has gone to hell 
in a handbasket.

OLD WOMAN
There are still good people. People 
like you. The Old Woman takes the last 
bite of the sandwich and stares off in 
the distance.

OLD WOMAN
The man you caught, the man who took 
your friend's life, was really on the 
hunt for you, but when he saw you 
jogging...

SHARON SLATER
...he kept saying I wasn't alone.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 

OLD WOMAN
Exactly... A wise woman once said it's 
better to believe and be right than to 
not believe and be wrong. The Old 
Woman pauses for a moment wiping her 
face with a napkin.

OLD WOMAN CONTD.
So what if he wasn't crazy? What if 
you weren't alone, because you chose 
to see me?

The Old Woman finishes the sandwich and then stands, she 
begins to glow. Sharon looks stunned. The Old Woman smiles. 
Two LARGE MEN WEARING WHITE suddenly appear on either side of 
the Old Woman. The Old Woman is now clean and beautiful. She 
wears all white cloth and is glowing even brighter. The Old 
Woman and the Large Men wearing white robes disappear leaving 
the blanket and cart behind. Sharon Slater stands in the 
middle of the park with her mouth gaping.

MUSIC - WHAT IF GOD WAS ONE OF US

SHARON SLATER V.O.
The day I chose to really see her, I 
saw myself. I saw us all, roaming 
around like zombies, heads buried in 
our work, eyes glued to our phones and 
caught up in our own self-pity, 
doubting if He exists because we 
wished him away and tuned him out but 
what if?

FADE OUT


