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Interior of an interrogation room. Charles sits at the table, his hands and feet are 
handcuffed together with a daisy chain and his face is clearly bruised and battered. He 
sits by himself, smiling contentedly and humming to himself. The room is empty, 
except for a table and two chairs, and a camera attached to a set of monitors filming 
Charles. After a minute alone, Agent Danielson and Doctor Young enter. Charles gives 
Danielson a big smile as he enters. Danielson, an imposing man, is struggling to 
restrain his disgust and rage at Charles’ very existence. Young is an average woman, 
who’s remarkable intelligence and insight into the human mind are what make her 
special.  
 
Charles: Do forgive my manners. I usually stand when meeting a lady for the first time, 

but as you can see… 
 
Young sits in one of the chairs opposite Charles. Danielson stands, watching Charles 

like a hawk. 
 
Danielson: Drop the act. Like there’s any shred of gentleman inside that psycho brain of 

yours. 
Charles: Now now, Agent Danielson. I forgave you for what you did to my face. 
Danielson: I’d have done a lot worse if I could have.  
Young: Leon… 
Danielson: He deserves it, Dee.  
Charles: I’m sure you can tell that our friend Special Agent Danielson here has some 

pretty serious anger issues. Personally I think it has something to do with his 
upbringing. But you’d probably know that better than I would Doctor…? 

Young: Young. 
Charles: Franklin Charles. It’s a pleasure to meet you. So you’re here because the FBI 

wants you to observe and interview me. But I’m guessing that they brought you in 
to keep an eye on Agent Danielson as well.  

Danielson: Yeah, for some strange reason the director doesn’t trust me to interrogate you 
by myself. I’m not sure why they’re so hard pressed to keep me from roughing up 
a murdering psychopath like you. 

Charles: Well, that’s not technically right. A psychopath does not know that what he’s 
doing is wrong, whereas a sociopath knows that what he does is wrong but he 
chooses to do it anyway. So I’m better described as a sociopath. Isn’t that right, 
Dr. Young? 

Young: Is that how you see it Franklin? That you know what you do is wrong? 
Charles: Of course it’s wrong. But that’s why I do it.  
Young: You do these things because you know they’re wrong? 
Charles: Essentially. There is a very solid reasoning for why I do the things that I do.  
Danielson: It doesn’t matter what you’re reasoning is. 
Charles: We both know that isn’t true. 



Danielson: You’re a piece of murderous trash. As soon as they execute you, the entire 
world will be a much happier place. 

Charles: I can guarantee you this Agent Danielson. When I die, at least one person will 
wish that I was still alive. 

Danielson: I’m sure if she was still alive, even your mother would want to watch you fry. 
 
At the mention of his mother, we see the first show of anger from Charles. This draws 
a smile from Danielson. 
 
Charles: My mother has nothing to do with this.  
Danielson: I’m sure it doesn’t.  
Young: Leon… 
Danielson: How do you think she’d feel, watching you spend your father’s fortune like 

this? 
Young: Leon! 
Charles: I wonder what kind of childhood you must have had Agent Danielson. Why do 

you have to validate your existence by pursuing people that you feel are evil? 
You’ve become so personally invested in my case, no doubt ignoring your wife 
and two sons. 

Danielson: That’s none of your damn business. 
Charles: Your father was an evil man wasn’t he? It had to be your father that tormented 

you, a clear alpha male such as yourself wouldn’t be victimized by someone 
closer to your own age. But it wasn’t just you though, it had to be your siblings 
too. 

Danielson: The problem with people like you, Frankie, is you think you’re so damn 
smart. You figure all this out from when I busted in your door and slapped the 
cuffs on you finally? You don’t know shit about me. 

Charles: Actually, Agent Danielson, I know quite a bit about you. The entire time you 
were looking for me, studying my actions, I was studying you. Though, I did have 
a remarkable advantage that I knew who I was looking for the whole time. An ex-
Marine with a hero complex. A man who tries to make up for failing to protect his 
sisters by trying to save people now. Doesn’t make up for failing so miserably 
way back when though, does it?  

 
Dr. Young gets out of her chair and pulls Danielson away from Charles. 
 
Young: Leon, he’s trying to goad you. To make it about you, make it personal. He just 

wants the satisfaction of making you lose your cool. I’m here because you asked 
me to be, I want to make sure that you stay in control and you don’t do anything 
to him that he can use against you.  

Danielson: Deandra, I trust you. I do. But I’ve studied this monster and I know what he’s 
capable of.  

Young: As am I. Now let me take point and talk to him. 
Danielson: Fine. 
 
Young walks back to the table. Danielson watches them from across the room. 



 
Charles: Probably a good idea for you to lead it, Deandra. I appreciate the ability to be 

able to converse with someone who shares my intellect.  
Young: An intellect that you got from some of the finest schools on the East coast.  
Charles: Had to spend father’s money somehow. 
Young: Then shortly after your graduation, your father died in a car accident, leaving you 

his… 
Charles: Yes. 
Young: Yes? 
Charles: You’re going to ask if I murdered my father in order to inherit his money. The 

answer is yes, I murdered him. 
Young: Why? 
Charles: Money. Plain and simple. I had no connection with my father and I never cared 

for him when he was alive so why would I care if he was dead? The police looked 
into it, of course, but I had been planning this for most of my schooling. A couple 
state police were of no concern to me.  

Danielson: And after you were cleared of suspicion, that’s when you started committing 
these. 

 
Danielson throws a stack of photographs on the table. Charles looks at them and 
smiles. As Danielson flips through them, the monitors show various crime scene 
photographs, chalk outlines, and autopsy photos. 
 
Danielson: You murdered mothers and fathers in front of their children. Horribly 

disfigured a network news anchor. You forced a woman to murder her own father. 
You blew up a magnate school as the parents were arriving to pick up their kids. 
These are heinous acts that you visited on good people, upstanding and charitable 
citizens who gave freely to help those less fortunate than themselves. The sickest 
part is that you targeted them because they were good, honest people.  

Charles: They were fools, living in a delusion.  
Young: Why do you say that Franklin? Is this the reasoning that you said you had? 
Charles: Of course it is. There is something wrong with people like you, Dr. Young. And 

you too, Special Agent Danielson. You don’t see the world the way it is. The 
world is a cruel, disgusting place and it always will be. These people were 
deluding themselves by thinking that they could make it better, that they could 
make anything better with their actions. All I’ve done is show them how the 
world really is. That humans are diseased and sick. Mothers who drown their 
children. Husbands who cheat on their cancer-stricken wives. Teachers that 
molest students. These are your innocent people, this is who you choose to 
protect. People like you don’t belong in this world anymore. I’m the next step. 
Everyone needs to have their eyes opened. 

Young: Is that what happened to you after your mother was killed? 
Charles: Yes. My mother’s death opened my eyes. 
Danielson: Your mother was violently murdered, and you go around doing the same thing 

to others? 
Young: Is that why you chose your victims? 



Charles: Victims? 
Danielson: Bethany Stevens. Throws photo in front of Charles. You followed her home 

from work, and eviscerated her on her front door step. Her kids were inside, and 
they found her like that. 

Young: I never read the file on that. 
Danielson: We can’t tie it to him. But I know it was you Franklin. I know you murdered 

that woman.  
Young: Leon… 
Danielson: All of his crimes, Dee, every single one of them has one thing in common. 

There was always a witness there that watched what he did. You covered your 
face with a hoodie or a ski mask, but you always made sure that there was 
someone to watch you kill or maim these people. 

Charles: They need to be shown. 
Young: Like you were? 
Danielson: Deep down inside, Frankie, you’re still that 8 year old kid that watched his 

mother get beaten to death in a public park. I’m sorry for that. I am. But what 
could ever give you the right to put others through what you had been put 
through? 

Charles: So they’d understand. I killed these people. I did it because they were liars and 
frauds. Their horrible example that things can be better than they are has been 
erased from their families and friends, replaced with the reality that everyone else 
lives with.  

Young: You targeted your victims because they were good people, like your mother was. 
Do you feel spreading the same pain to other people will help to mitigate the 
pain? 

Charles: I don’t feel pain any more about my mother’s death. I’ve been set free from my 
constraints, I’m free to behave the way that we all want to deep down. As 
children, we are cruel and vicious to each other for no reason. It’s something that 
we are all born with. 

Danielson: Not everyone. Most people don’t grow up torturing small animals or whatever 
it is that you did growing up. You’re a sick fuck, and you would have been even if 
your mother was still alive today. You want to blame the things you’ve done on 
losing someone, well, we all lose people. Sooner or later, everyone loses 
somebody but we don’t become warped sadists. I think that what’s really wrong is 
that you can’t handle the fact that you’re the freak. That you aren’t the next step 
in evolution, you’re just a maniac that deserves to be gunned down like the 
deranged mongrel that you are. 

Young: Leon, that is enough. You can not stoop to his level… 
Charles: Dr. Young, it is quite alright. I appreciate Leon’s point of view. I don’t agree 

with it, but I appreciate what he thinks. Now I just have a quick question for you, 
Leon. Is that clock on the wall behind you correct? 

Danielson: I don’t really give a shit if it is. 
Charles: You might want to be sure. 
Danielson: Checks his watch. Yes. There, you happy? 
Charles: Quite. I do have something to confess to, though. There are three more victims 

that you don’t know about. 



Danielson: What? What are you talking about? 
Charles: I’m willing to give you the information now. All you have to do is go into that 

evidence box you have there of my things, and pull out the flash drive that I had 
on me.  

Danielson: Why should we believe you then? 
Charles: Where do you think I was this morning before I returned to my apartment this 

morning? You know, before I stumbled into the trap you so cleverly set for me? 
Young: You knew they were there. 
Charles: Of Course. 
Young: And you let yourself be captured.  
Charles: I sure did.  
Danielson: I’m not going to give you what you want.  
Charles: If you don’t, than I’m going to spend my entire fortune on my defense and I’ll 

drag the case out for years and years. And considering what you did to me before 
I was in custody, I’m sure I can poke more than a few holes in this interrogation. 
Especially since you brought in a psychologist that you had an affair with. 

Danielson: You son of a bitch! 
Charles: But if you do, I’ll sign the confessions and I won’t drag the two of you through 

the mud. 
Young: Just do what he wants, Leon.  
Danielson: Dee… 
Young: I can’t deal with all of this again. 
Charles: Time is wasting, Agent Danielson. 
Danielson: Fine. Fine, here.  
 
Danielson grabs a box of evidence, rifles through it and pulls out a jump drive from the 
box. He plugs it into one of the monitors. The monitor changes to a video of the outside 
of a quiet suburban house. 
 
Danielson: That’s my house. Why do you have a video of my house on here? You 

fucking psycho if you’ve done anything to them I swear to God… 
 
Danielson picks Charles up by his collar and slams him on to the table. 
 
Young: Leon! 
Danielson: Talk. Now. 
Charles: Nothing’s happened to them yet. But in, oh, Looks at clock. two and a half 

minutes, something definitely will. 
 
Danielson pulls out his cell phone and frantically dials. From inside the evidence box, 
a cell phone starts ringing. A look of terror crosses Danielson’s face. The terror melts 
into rage and he turns on Charles.  
 
Danielson: Mother fucker. You mother fucker! I’m going to beat you to death, you piece 

of shit!  
Young: Stop it, stop it! 



Charles: Don’t stop him. It’s the only way to save them. 
Danielson: What are you talking about? 
Charles: Here. Charles opens his shirt, and there is a big scar on his chest. Your family 

is trapped inside their home with a bomb set to go off in less than two minutes. 
The bomb is keyed to my heart, and the only way to stop the countdown is to kill. 

Danielson: Why should I believe you? 
Charles: You shouldn’t. But it’s the only way. And time is running out on you, now isn’t 

it? 
Young: Don’t listen to him. There has to be a way.  
Danielson: There isn’t any time, Dee.  
Young: If you do this, you’re throwing your life away. 
Danielson: I can’t risk letting them die. Draws his gun. I’m sorry Dee, but my life isn’t 

worth theirs. 
 
Danielson shoots Charles twice in the chest. Charles collapses on the ground. He 
struggles to breath, but then starts feebly laughing. 
 
Danielson: What’s so funny? 
Charles: I…. I lied… to you… Agent Danielson.  
Danielson: The bomb isn’t connected to your heart. 
Charles: No… it …is… But stopping my… heart doesn’t stop… the bomb… it triggers 

it… 
Danielson: No. NO!  
 
Danielson tries desperately to stop the bleeding and keep Charles’ heart beating. 
 
Charles: I…told you… someone would wish I didn’t die… Your eyes are opened… 

You’re welcome. 
 
Charles gasps a few more shallow breaths, than dies in Danielson’s arms. The house 
on the screen blows apart in a fiery explosion. Danielson cries out in anguish, covered 
in Charles’ blood. 
 
Blackout. 
 

The End. 
 
 


