
THE DELIVERY1 1

INT. A warm summer evening. Tim sits quietly in his home 
flipping through a magazine. His home is quaint - a typical 
two bedroom, white-painted, one-floor (basement below), 
suburban home that has absolutely nothing atypical about it.

Living alone has its perks, such as never having to clean up 
after yourself, leaving the TV on, and knowing that no body 
cares what you do with your life. Tim isn’t a slob, though, 
and he certainly doesn’t leave the TV on. He does, however, 
want no one caring what he does with his life.

Tim has the physical features that, one could say, help him 
blend into a crowd. Brown hair, 5’11 and lanky, hazel eyes, 
and round glasses that fit perfectly to his oval-shaped head.

At the strike of 6:30pm, his oversized, extremely noisy Owl-
clock sounds off. This is to remind him to eat, for if he 
doesn’t, he becomes hangry (hungry + angry = hangry). He 
explores his pristinely clean kitchen, but does not find 
anything that interests him. He grabs his phone on the wall, 
untangles the wires, and calls the local Dominos. He places 
his order and returns back to his throne - a red Lazy Boy 
placed in the corner of his living room.

As he continues flipping through his magazine, he hears the 
sound of a car door shut and he quickly, but quietly, races 
to the door to meet the delivery man. He opens the door.

TIM
Evening!

The delivery man rushes to the front step. The man, in his 
late 20’s, greets him.

TIM (CONT’D)
Thank you --

Tim slowly reads the man’s name tag.

TIM (CONT’D)
Leon. Having a good night?

LEON
Nothing to complain about. Warm 
night, not too humid.

They both awkwardly laugh.

TIM
I know what you’re saying, I hate 
the humidity!



Leon chuckles and hands Tim the receipt, which he needs to 
sign. Tim takes it and the pen and hesitates right before 
signing his name.

LEON
Everything alright? I can double 
check your order to make sure 
everything is correct.

TIM
No, no, I order frequently. My 
order is always right coming from 
you guys. I just spaced for a 
moment.

From inside Tim’s home, a loud bang reaches the front door. 
Leon investigates by tilting his body to the right and around 
Tim. Tim corrects himself and tilts his body to the left.

LEON
Do you want to go check that out?

Tim nonchalantly smiles.

TIM
I’ll check it out in a second.

A second loud bang is heard. This time followed by a scream. 
Leon’s eyes widen and he looks at Tim.

LEON
That sounded like a scream...

TIM
*inside his head* Did it? Did it 
sound like a scream? I had no idea, 
asshole! *to Leon* That’s my NaNa, 
she’s...elderly. And crippled. Have 
a good night!

Tim slams the door shut in Leon’s face. Leon turns around and 
walks away.

Tim throws the pizza down on the counter and runs to the 
basement door. As he reaches for the door knob, a familiar 
knock is heard at the front door. Tim lets out a loud grunt 
and sprints to the front door. He cracks it open.

LEON
I’m sorry, I don’t mean to bother, 
but is everything alright?

2.



TIM
With my order? Yes, everything’s 
fine!

Tim attempts to slam the door, but Leon’s foot is in the 
doorway.

LEON
Actually, I mean with your NaNa. 
I’m certified in CPR and I can’t 
just ignore those types of screams.

TIM
Um...

LEON
Just a quick look. You can watch 
right over me, if you’d like.

Tim swallows...audibly. He pushes his glasses up on the brim 
of his nose and begins to open the door slowly.

LEON (CONT’D)
Where do I go?

Tim directs Leon through the hallway. As they walk to the 
basement door, Tim grabs a needle hidden on his shelf. He 
hides it behind his back.

TIM
Here, let me get the door!

Tim opens the door into the basement and heads down the 
stairs with a tender step. Leon follows behind him.

From the basement, we see Tim and Leon walk down the stairs. 
The basement is pitch black, but Leon hears crying and begins 
to create space between he and Tim.

LEON
You keep your NaNa in the basement 
in the dark?

TIM
Preventive measures.

LEON
For what?

Tim turns on the overhanging lamp. The room illuminates and a 
girl is tied to a chair on the ground. Her mouth is gagged by 
a rag. Tears streaming down her face, Tim slowly turns his 
head and looks at Leon.
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Leon is surprisingly taking all of this well.

LEON (CONT’D)
So, I have gathered that this is 
NOT your grandmother.

TIM
You would be correct.

Tim squeezes the needle, serum drips out of the tip. He is 
ready to attack.

LEON
Well...I should probably cancel all 
of my deliveries, shouldn’t I?

TIM
What?

He cocks his arm further back behind his body, hiding the 
needle even more.

LEON
I’m still certified in CPR and it 
seems you still need help.

TIM
What?

LEON
Do you need my help?

TIM
Are you...are you not bothered by 
any of this?

LEON
I’ve seen my fair share of blood 
before.

Tim uncomfortably smiles. Leon smiles back.

The girl’s eyes widen and she lets out her loudest scream for 
help yet.

THE RELATIONSHIP2 2

This scene begins with no one on screen. On screen are two 
steel chairs and a chain connecting the two. Off screen, 
voices are heard talking. Muffling occurs and it becomes 
aware that people are being mic’d up.
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TIM
This is so cool!

LEON
Famous, we’re gonna be famous!

Two bodies in orange jump suits enter from the left. Both 
handcuffed. They scurry to their seats and sit promptly in 
front of the camera. They both let out big sighs and wait for 
further instructions.

More muffling sounds are heard as mic’s are being hooked up. 
A man - let’s call him, Director, sits off screen, where he 
will interview both Tim and Leon.

DIRECTOR
Alright, let’s get started, shall 
we?

TIM
I am an open book.

LEON
I hide nothing.

TIM
Well.....

They both laugh. Too hard.

DIRECTOR
Oh I get it, that was a joke!

TIM
*whispering to Leon* This guy’s 
slow.

DIRECTOR
I can hear you. I’m right here.

LEON
That’s not the first time that’s 
been said in front of us!

They both laugh again.

DIRECTOR
Before we dive into the subject at 
hand, why don’t you both introduce 
yourselves?

Tim and Leon look at each other and Leon nods towards Tim, 
suggesting he goes first. Tim clears his throat.
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TIM
Well. Wow, where do I begin! I’m 
Timothy Myers, Tim for short. I am 
32 years old. I was born in 
Savannah, Georgia and raised by my 
beautiful single mother, rest in 
peace. *He pauses* I suppose we 
should get this out of the way...I 
had a normal childhood, I had the 
standard amount of schooling - 
elementary, middle, and high 
school, and then I went to college 
at Emory, where I studied 
sociology.

DIRECTOR
That’ll do for now. Leon?

Leon fixes his comb-over.

LEON
I am Leon Grubner. I am 29 years 
old. I was born in the Ukraine, 
where I was raised by my aunt and 
my uncle. Lovely people. Both are 
dead now. Well, Uncle died when I 
was 14 and my Aunt died when I was 
23. I did NOT kill them, I know 
everybody will be thinking that. 
They died of natural causes! I, 
unlike Tim, did not have a normal 
childhood. I was severely bullied 
by my classmates in elementary 
school - fuck them. I dropped out 
of school at age 15 and I moved to 
the United States immediately after 
in pursuit of following my dream of 
becoming famous.

DIRECTOR
*directed towards Leon* Did you 
want to become an actor, singer, 
anything in particular?

LEON
No, nothing in particular. But I 
knew one day I’d make it big.

DIRECTOR
Interesting.

Leon and Tim smile at each other. The director notices.
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DIRECTOR (CONT’D)
When did you meet?

TIM
Leon?

DIRECTOR
Yes. Sorry, when did the two of you 
meet?

LEON
Let me take this, Tim. I was 
delivering a pizza to this man over 
here’s house and noticed something 
striking about him. He was in his 
late 20’s, ordering a pizza, and 
supposedly living with his 
grandmother. Yeah, that’s 
definitely striking.

DIRECTOR
How long ago was this?

TIM
Four years ago. He didn’t ask HOW 
we met, Leon, he asked WHEN.

LEON
I was getting to that when HE 
interrupted ME.

DIRECTOR
I’m sorry, continue.

TIM
I was living alone by choice. I 
have never been in love and I had 
the money to buy the house. And I 
love pizza, what’s the matter with 
that?

LEON
Nothing! I delivered pizza’s for a 
living, why would I think anything 
is wrong with that.

TIM
It was your tone.

DIRECTOR
Gentlemen, let’s stay on track.

Tim and Leon smirk at each other.
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LEON
He called us gentlemen. So proper.

DIRECTOR
Together, you both have become 
famous for serial killing. I’m 
going to put that label on you, if 
that’s alright. Serial killers.

TIM
That sounds right.

DIRECTOR
You didn’t have any particular way 
of killing individuals, so no one 
knew it was happening until the 
body count started to rise.

LEON
What’s the official number?

TIM
*to Leon* You don’t know?

LEON
I want to hear him say it.

DIRECTOR
12. Together, you killed 12 people.

TIM
Each unique in their own ways.

DIRECTOR
Yes, and on that point, what made 
you both so enticed to kill?

LEON
Entice. That’s an interesting way 
to phrase it.

TIM
What he means is, what made us want 
to kill.

LEON
Yes I know that! You don’t have to 
explain everything to mean like I’m 
you’re inferior, Tim.

Tim rolls his eyes.
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TIM
I started before I was working with 
Leon. Then, it was a release. 
Though when Leon intruded into my 
life, it became more fun. They way 
we executed --

Leon laughs.

-- our order of action became much 
more interesting to me.

DIRECTOR
When was your first murder?

TIM
I was 23. Right out of college. I 
was living alone in an apartment in 
downtown. There was an old woman 
living above me. She was miserable. 
She told me she was miserable one 
in the elevator. I felt very 
uncomfortable.

DIRECTOR
And you killed her right then and 
there?

TIM
Will you let me finish? My gosh, 
you have an issue of interrupting.

DIRECTOR
Apologies. Continue.

TIM
No, I did not kill her there. I’m 
not an idiot.

LEON
Beg to differ.

Tim ignores Leon.

TIM
Her name was Ms. Walker. I killed 
her two weeks after that. I saw her 
in the elevator again and she was 
crying. I didn’t ask her why, but I 
knew she was still miserable. That 
night, I took the elevator upstairs 
and knocked on her door...
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INT. OLD LADY’S APARTMENT3 3

Her apartment smelled like cotton balls. Her blinds were 
closed. Her TV was on - she was watching re-runs of Oprah. No 
pets, not another soul living in the apartment. Tim stands 
outside, breathing deeply, and knocked on her door. She 
opens.

MS. WALKER
Hello?

TIM
Hi.

MS. WALKER
Yes?

TIM
I’m sorry to bother. I’ve seen you 
in the elevator and I have never 
introduced myself. I saw your name 
on the directory in the lobby and 
thought I’d say hello.

MS. WALKER
Hello.

Tim stands there awkwardly. She still peeps behind her semi-
opened door.

TIM
Do you mind if I come in?

MS. WALKER
I suppose.

INT. BACK TO THE PRISON4 4

LEON
Rookie mistake!

TIM
Me?!

LEON
No! Her! Why would you let a 
stranger in?

TIM
Look at me. Do I seem imposing? Do 
I seem like I could cause harm? I’m 
5’11 and 135lbs. 

(MORE)
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I, in no way, appear like a threat. 
Let me just cut to the chase.

INT. MS. WALKER’S APARTMENT5 5

Ms. Walker, in the kitchen, begins to make a pot of tea. She 
puts the kettle on the stove, where it heats up.

Tim, in the living room, sees his window of opportunity, but 
is too anxious to move.

Ms. Walker opens up the fridge to grab milk. She has move 
several things out of the way. As she pulls the milk out of 
the fridge she hears the kettle whistling.

Tim runs into the kitchen, seeing his opportunity to strike.

She closes the fridge door and Tim surprises her, standing on 
the opposite side.

He reaches his arm around, holding a needle, and shoves the 
needle into her neck.

She shrieks and begins to make a mess of the kitchen. The 
boiling pot of water gets knocked over and spills on Tim’s 
hand, causing a scar. She collapses to the ground, where she 
lets out her final breath. Tim stands over her, unsure of 
what the next step is. He leaves her there and cleans up any 
tray of evidence. He sprints out of the apartment.

INT. PRISON6 6

LEON
So that’s how you got the scar!

TIM
Lo and behold.

DIRECTOR
And the police, they never 
questioned you? They never explored 
the possibilities of murder?

TIM
She was an older woman who lived 
alone. She was bound to die of 
boredom at some point.

LEON
That’s terrible! But, then again, 
that’s probably how my Aunt died.

TIM (CONT'D)
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Everyone sits in silence, waiting for the next question.

DIRECTOR
Leon?

LEON
Mhm?

DIRECTOR
First killing?

LEON
With Tim.

DIRECTOR
Oh, really?

TIM
Really? You said you were used to 
the sight of blood when I met you.

LEON
I was used to the sight of blood.

TIM
So you had killed before?

LEON
No.

TIM
Well, this has been a huge 
misunderstanding the whole time.

LEON
Why?

TIM
I feel tremendously guilty 
introducing you to the hobby.

DIRECTOR
Excuse me, hobby?

LEON
I had never killed before. I was 
used to the sight of blood because 
of my CPR training.

TIM
Are you serious?
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LEON
There were several instances where 
I was around people that needed 
treatment.

DIRECTOR
Let’s get back on track.

Tim disregards the director.

TIM
What do you mean by ‘treatment’?

LEON
I saw a stabbing in downtown and 
called 911. The guy was gushing 
blood from his side. The wound was 
tremendous. I took the coat off my 
back and applied pressure until the 
ambulance, and proper assistance, 
arrived.

TIM
What! You’ve been lying to me this 
whole time?

LEON
I have not. I would never. After 
that incident I WAS used to the 
sight of blood.

TIM
I cannot--...

Tim attempts to get up from his chair. He is restrained by 
the chains linking the two of them together. He collapses 
back into his seat where he ignores Leon.

DIRECTOR
Please, let’s get back on track. 
Leon, would you like to tell me 
about your first murder. With Tim.

LEON
*Pauses* We had only knew each 
other for a short amount of time.

TIM
It was three months.

LEON
Yes, exactly, in the grand scheme 
of things, that was a short amount 
of time. 

(MORE)
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I was working for Roto Rooter at 
the time as an assistant. I did, 
after all, quit my delivery job 
after meeting Tim.

TIM
He had access to the trucks.

LEON
The planning period was more 
important than access to the truck. 
The truck was a mere accessory.

TIM
It was important.

LEON
Tim and I met up twice a week for 
two months. He introduced me to the 
idea of killing. We talked about 
famous serial killers prior, such 
as Zodiac, Ted Bundy, Aileen 
Wuornos, and so on. I have always 
been a good student, despite 
dropping out of school.

DIRECTOR
Go on.

LEON
But what really intrigued me about 
killing was the mystery. How the 
killers hid in plain sight before 
being caught. Eventually, when they 
were caught, but they became famous 
for their styles of murder. So, Tim 
and I discussed how we wanted to 
commit the my very first killing. 
You see, killing can be very time 
oriented. You can’t just kill 
someone every week and get away 
with it. There needs to be time in 
between every kill or else people 
will begin to take notice.

TIM
It’s simple, really.

DIRECTOR
Interesting.

LEON
Have you ever seen Catch Me If You 
Can? With Leonardo DiCaprio?

LEON (CONT'D)
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DIRECTOR
Me?

LEON
Yes.

DIRECTOR
I have.

LEON
It’s one of my favorites. I’ve seen 
it just about a billion times.

TIM
*To the director* Weird obsession, 
I know.

LEON
The way Frank just changes his 
career path is extraordinary. The 
way he bullshits and lies, and how 
everyone buys into it is 
captivating.

DIRECTOR
So that was your MO?

LEON
Sort of.

TIM
I liked the idea too. You know, 
changing up your MO every time you 
kill someone. The style of a killer 
speaks to who they are as a person 
and what they stand for. Some 
people are sympathy killers, others 
are brutal and bloody. Us? We liked 
to make a game out of it. How could 
we move throughout society, killing 
people, without others noticing? 
Simple, change your identity.

DIRECTOR
I see. So, essentially, after every 
murder, you’d change jobs and your 
name and you’d go from there.

LEON
Exactly!

Leon looks at Tim.
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LEON (CONT’D)
He’s smarter than we give him 
credit for.

DIRECTOR
Thanks?

TIM
So, connecting it back to 
Roto...Leon gave us an in - access 
to the trucks.

Leon becomes all riled up.

LEON
Let me tell it, let me tell it.

TIM
Go ahead then.

LEON
So...

EXT. THE FIRST TIME7 7

Tim and Leon pull up to a cul-de-sac in the middle of 
suburbia. In their mint Roto-Rooter truck, they fix their 
uniforms.

From the outside, it becomes clear that they are fighting 
with each other inside the car.

LEON
I’ll knock first.

TIM
No, I’ll knock.

LEON
I look more the part. They won’t 
buy it if you knock.

TIM
You are so superficial.

LEON
It’s true and you know it. How’s my 
hair?

TIM
Does it matter?
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LEON
I want to make a good impression.

TIM
Why? We’re not taking them out for 
dinner...

LEON
It’s just who I am.

TIM
You look fine.

Leon looks the rearview mirror before exiting the truck. He 
gets out and closes the door behind him. Tim follows his 
suit. Leon goes to the back of the truck and grabs a toolbox 
filled with murder weapons. Tim, on the other hand, has 
another way of killing in mind.

TIM (CONT’D)
What’re you doing?

LEON
Grabbing the tools.

TIM
We kill with a needle, it’s harder 
for the police.

LEON
Well, maybe that’s how you’ve done 
it in the past, but this is my 
first time and I want to do it my 
way.

TIM
How did we not cover this before 
we’re practically in the house?

LEON
Probably because you never made it 
clear.

TIM
We’re doing it my way. I know it 
works.

LEON
Fine! But next time it’s my way.

Tim rolls his eyes and walks to the front porch. Leon, 
thinking Tim is going to ring the door bell, sprints up in 
front of him.
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TIM
You are such a child.

LEON
You’re stuck with me now.

Leon rings the doorbell. He takes a deep breath in.

A middle-aged man opens the door. He’s got a think layer of 
scruff. His button-down is open, showing a tank underneath. 
At 3pm in the afternoon, the man is holding a beer and, 
seemingly, has been holding many more prior.

MAN
Oh great, you’re here. Toilet’s 
been clogged for days.

TIM
Great, that’s what we’re here for!

Leon looks at Tim as if he’s already started on a bad note.

LEON
Why don’t you show me the bathroom 
and Tim can check out the piping 
underneath the house. Tim, will you 
go ahead and do that.

Tim, realizing that Leon is attempting to murder the man in 
his own fashion, disagrees.

TIM
Actually, I think we’d be better 
fit if we both checked out the 
bathroom first.

LEON
No, I’ve been working here longer, 
I think I know what’s best.

TIM
I’m more experienced in the field, 
I think I know what’s best.

MAN
Um, is everything alright between 
you two?

TIM & LEON
We’re fine!

Leon rolls his eyes. He shoves Tim through the doorway and he 
follows behind.
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Over 15 minutes has passed and the most Leon and Tim have 
done is clink the pipes with their wrench, hoping that the 
man will believe that they’re doing their job.

LEON
Okay, so I’ll go out there and say 
that his pipes seem fine and the 
clogging has been fixed.

TIM
The clogging hasn’t been fixed. He 
can come in here any moment and see 
that.

LEON
That’s why I’d go out there.

TIM
How about, we say that his pipes 
seem to have corroded and we’re not 
sure we can fix it with the tools 
we have here.

LEON
Ooo, that’s good too.

TIM
I think that’s the move. Then while 
he walks us out, you hold him down 
and I hit him in the neck with this 
baby.

Tim pulls out a needle filled with a serum.

LEON
I still think my idea is better.

Leon shows Tim his wrench.

TIM
That’s too bloody. The police will 
know there’s a weapon involved.

The man then stumbles into the doorway of the bathroom, 
startling the both of them. Leon, thinking the man heard them 
talking, jumps into action. He grabs the man by his head and 
slams it into the bathroom sink.

TIM (CONT’D)
Holy shit, Lee! What the fuck!

LEON
He heard everything!
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TIM
No he didn’t! The man is stumbling! 
He’s a drunk for crying out loud!

The man is bleeding profusely on the ground. The side of the 
sink is smashed into bits. Blood pours out of the man while 
the two argue.

MAN
...help...help...

LEON
What do we do?

TIM
I don’t know! That was your move. 
You figure it out.

LEON
We are in this together. Not as two 
separates.

TIM
Stop acting like this is a marriage 
and cover this the fuck up.

Leon freezes.

TIM (CONT’D)
You’re freaking out NOW? Move out 
of the way, let me handle this.

As the man bleeds out of the floor, Tim cleans up their 
tracks.

TIM (CONT’D)
You’re lucky that this is 
believable. That a drunk stumbled 
into his bathroom and hit his head 
on the sink. What would we do if he 
wasn’t a drunk?

LEON
I don’t know!

TIM
Next time we are going into much 
more detail.

Tim wipes their prints off of the sink, off of their tools, 
and off the remaining tools. He leaves no tracks behind - 
except for DNA evidence.

(MORE)
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I don’t want these slips to happen 
again.

LEON
Are we good? Are we good? Shit, are 
we good???

TIM
Yes! We’re fine, they’ll just say 
that it was an accident.

From the exterior of the house, we see Tim and Leon hastily 
walk back to their truck with their set of tools. Leon floors 
it out of the cul-de-sac, where neighbors watching from their 
lawn sit idly.

INT. PRISON

LEON
Yeah...so it was a shit-show.

TIM
I’d say so. It was our first time 
working with someone else. It was 
bound to be messy. The next murders 
were much neater. And we didn’t get 
caught. That’s the good news.

DIRECTOR
Did either of you watch the news to 
figure out if anything was 
happening?

TIM
We didn’t need to watch the news. 
We were moving on already.

LEON
Onto bigger and better things.

DIRECTOR
Okay. Well, that’s one down, 11 to 
go. Let’s take a break, we need to 
check the equipment to make sure 
everything was running up to speed. 
We’ll continue with this in 15 
minutes.

LEON
I really enjoyed this. It was 
therapeutic.

Leon smiles at Tim, who smiles back at him.

TIM (CONT'D)
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