
HEUER PUBLISHING LLC 
P.O. BOX 248 • CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA 52406 

TOLL FREE (800) 950-7529 • FAX (319) 368-8011 

KILL ME, PLEASE! 
By Rhea MacCallum 

 
Copyright © MMXVIII by Rhea MacCallum, All rights reserved. 
 
CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a 
royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America 
and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether 
through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all 
countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright 
Convention and the Berne Convention. 
 
RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional and 
amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing, public 
reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of mechanical or 
electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and storage retrieval 
systems and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English languages. 
 
PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock 
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Heuer Publishing LLC. No 
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing 
license and royalty arrangements in advance from Heuer Publishing LLC. Questions concerning 
other rights should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC. Royalty fees are subject to change 
without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in accordance with your 
producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating to amateur and stock 
(professional) performance rights should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC. 
 
Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit 
and whether or not admission is charged. 
 
AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this Work must 
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of 
this Work. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no 
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the title 
of the Work. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that which is 
given to the author(s). 
 
PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this Work is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers 
or other printed material must include the following notice:  Produced by special arrangement 
with Heuer Publishing LLC. 
 
COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly 
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or 
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including 
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Heuer Publishing LLC. 



2 KILL ME, PLEASE!  

T H I S  S C R I P T  I S  P R OV I D E D  A S  A  C O U RT E S Y  F O R  I N T E R N ET  R E A D I N G.  
N O  P E R F O R M A N C E  R I G H T S  C O N V E Y E D.  

KILL ME, PLEASE! 
By Rhea MacCallum 

 
SYNOPSIS:  It’s late at night. The street is deserted. A serial killer is on the 
loose. A young woman sits and waits. Expectantly. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(1 female, 1 male) 

 
GLORIA (f) .................................................. 20s and up. (58 lines) 
STAN (m) ..................................................... Scruffy looking. 20s and up. 

(56 lines) 
 
DURATION: 10 minutes 
SETTING:  Park bench 
TIME:  Late at night 
 

PROPS 
 

 Tote bag or purse 
 Book or magazine 
 Latex tie 
 Scrapbook 
 Large knife 

 
COSTUMES 

 
GLORIA is modestly dressed.  
STAN wears a long, dark trench coat. 
 

PREMIERE PRODUCTION 
 
KILL ME, PLEASE! premiered with Theatre Encino as part of Valentine’s 
Day Massacre & Other Love Stories in 2011.  Directed by Eric Ashmore.  
Cast: Gloria – Shannon Nelson; Stan – Joshua Sterling. 
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DEDICATION 
 

For my sister, Laura 

DO N
OT C

OPY 



4 KILL ME, PLEASE!  

T H I S  S C R I P T  I S  P R OV I D E D  A S  A  C O U RT E S Y  F O R  I N T E R N ET  R E A D I N G.  
N O  P E R F O R M A N C E  R I G H T S  C O N V E Y E D.  

AT RISE: GLORIA is sitting on a park bench.  Night.  Nearby 
lamppost occasionally flickers.  She’s holding a book or magazine, 
but spends more time checking her surroundings than attempting to 
read.  She smiles and seems almost giddy as STAN approaches.  He 
looks around before sitting down. 
 
GLORIA:  Hello! 
 
STAN mumbles something and gives a slight head nod.  GLORIA 
appears eager for something to happen.  It does, STAN moves 
closer.  GLORIA smiles. 
 
STAN:  You know a pretty girl such as yourself shouldn’t be out so 

late.  All.  Alone. 
GLORIA:  You think I’m pretty?! 
 
STAN is thrown. 
 
STAN:  Do you have the time? 
GLORIA:  Twelve, eighteen and… 30 seconds. 
STAN:  Kinda late. 
GLORIA:  Yes. 
STAN:  Pretty dangerous.  Neighborhood.  (Moves closer.  GLORIA 

is not intimidated by this.) 
GLORIA:  I know.   
STAN:  You waiting for somebody? 
GLORIA:  Yes. 
STAN:  In this neighborhood, at this hour?  Who you lookin’ to meet? 
GLORIA:  The Slasher.  I understand this is a favorite haunt of his.  

You know who I mean, that serial killer who’s been in the news 
lately? 

STAN:  Yeah… 
GLORIA:  He’s done some really interesting work.  (Makes jabbing 

motions that startle STAN.) Totally disembowels his victims. 
STAN:  Right. 
GLORIA:  I’m here to meet him.  Hopefully.   
STAN:  Why? 
GLORIA:  Because. 
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STAN:  Because, why? 
GLORIA:  I don’t want to tell you, unless you’re him.  Are you The 

Slasher? 
STAN:  If I were, would I admit to it? 
GLORIA:  Why would you deny it?  The Slasher is brilliant.  His work 

will be studied for years.  There’s no question.  He’s got a real 
technique. 

STAN:  So you want to meet him? 
GLORIA:  Well, if you must know, I intend on being his next victim. 
STAN:  Really. 
GLORIA:  (Throughout she is trying to determine whether or not 

STAN is The Slasher.) Oh, yes.  I’ve read everything about him 
and I’ve grown to admire his work.  How he makes a small incision 
at the jugular first, then ties his victim’s hands behind their back 
and disembowels them as they writhe.  The paper said he uses 
rope but I’m afraid that’ll chaff my wrists so I brought a latex tie.  
(Pulls it out of her purse.)  And I went to Super Cuts for a new do 
and the Clinique counter for a facial.  I hope he doesn’t mind 
leaving me face up or seated, seated would be better.  I’d like the 
pictures to look good.  I realize I’ll never get to see them, so 
whatever happens, happens, I guess I’ll have to be OK with it.  I 
just thought it would be nice, for the newspapers and books and 
all, to at least be pretty in death.  (Pause.)  So how do you want to 
do this?  Is there a position you want me to get into?  Or…?  You 
are The Slasher, aren’t you? 

STAN:  Slasher.  Just Slasher. 
GLORIA:  But in the paper─ 
STAN:  Reporters.  Think they’re so smart.  I signed my letter 

Slasher.  Just Slasher.  There’s really no need to tack on a definite 
article.  I don’t like it.  I’m Slasher. 

GLORIA:  Oh, I kind of liked it. The Slasher. 
 
STAN grimaces. 
 
GLORIA:  But Slasher works. (Pause.) So, what should I do?  Tell me 

what to do. 
STAN:  Why do you want to die? 
GLORIA:  I’m ready. 
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STAN:  Why? 
GLORIA:  I don’t really have anything to live for? 
STAN:  Family? 
GLORIA:  Oh, my mother’s dead.  My father abandoned us when I 

was a child.  I have a half-sister somewhere, but the last time I 
sent a Christmas card to her it came back – no forwarding 
address. 

STAN:  Friends? 
GLORIA:  There’s someone I sometimes eat lunch with at work when 

I’m running late and have to eat in the cafeteria. 
STAN:  OK. 
GLORIA:  But I don’t really like her very much.  I’d be happier eating 

alone, but every time she sees me in the cafeteria she waves me 
over and I go because it would be rude to just ignore her. 

STAN:  Neighbors? 
GLORIA:  Eh.  Most are closed doors and TV hums through hallway 

walls.  There is an old man with a cat who lives downstairs.  He 
looks at me funny.  The only conversation, if you call it that, we 
ever had, he offered that he’d let me pet his pussy, if I let him pet 
mine.  Needless to say, he gives me the creeps. 

STAN:  But I don’t? 
GLORIA:  No. 
STAN:  Even though I’m Slasher. 
GLORIA:  (Shrugs.) Can we do this now?  Will you kill me?  Please. 
STAN:  No. 
GLORIA:  What? 
STAN:  I don’t think so. 
GLORIA:  But I’m here and you’re here and I’m ready. (Pause.) This 

is so typical.  I never get what I want.  Nothing ever works out for 
me.  Why won’t you kill me?  I’m here.  I’m ready.  I’m willing. 

STAN:  You’re not scared!  (Quieter.) I need you to be afraid.  You’re 
a lot of things but afraid isn’t one of them. 

GLORIA:  I could be afraid. (He scoffs.) Here, let me try. 
 
GLORIA makes a face.  STAN shakes his head.  She tries again.  
He’s unmoved. 
 
GLORIA:  Maybe if you pulled out your knife. 
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STAN does so. 
 
GLORIA:  Ooooooo, shiny! 
STAN:  Oh, geez. 
GLORIA:  What?  It’s pretty. (Uses it to look at herself, fixes her hair, 

then nicks her finger.) And sharp!  Bet that’s handy. 
STAN:  Ginsu.  Doesn’t just cut through aluminum cans.  This baby 

breezes through cartilage, small bones— 
GLORIA:  Cool. 
STAN:  No, not cool.  Big shiny knife is supposed to scare you, but 

there’s no fear here.  I prey on the unsuspecting.  That’s my joy.  
But you!  You saw me coming.  I lean into you. 

 
STAN leans in, GLORIA smiles. 
 
STAN:  And you smile.  What is up with that?  I’m creepy.  I haven’t 

showered in days.  My smell should repulse you.  I’m wearing a 
trench coat.  It’s not cold out.  I don’t need the layers.  It’s dark, it’s 
late, you’re a woman, I’m a man.  You’re supposed to be afraid of 
me.  (Gets in GLORIA’S face.) 

GLORIA:  You have the most beautiful eyes. 
STAN:  What?! 
GLORIA:  Has anyone ever told you that? 
STAN:  My eyes have seen unspeakable horrors, the like you can’t 

even begin to imagine. 
GLORIA:  Oh, I’m sure.  Abusive mother, alcoholic father— 
STAN:  Nonono.  Well, yes, but I mean horrors of my own creation.  I 

have done things to the human body no one should ever do. 
GLORIA:  Don’t doctors and scientists dissect bodies?  I bet with a 

better up bringing you could’ve been a doctor. 
STAN:  No, it’s not the same.  Wait.  Really?  You think I could’ve 

been a doctor. 
GLORIA:  Totally.  The paper said your cuts are clean and precise.  

Like a surgeon. 
STAN:  Really?  What paper was that in? 
GLORIA:  Press Telegram. 
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STAN:  Damn, I missed that one.  Do you remember what date that 
came out? 

GLORIA:  (Pulling a scrapbook from purse.)  It was a couple weeks 
ago. (Flips through pages.) See, right there.  (Pointing it out to 
STAN.)  Like a surgeon. 

STAN:  Well, I’ll be. 
GLORIA:  That’s part of what helped me decide that you should be 

the one to kill me.  I figured if that was true, you must really care 
about your work. 

STAN:  (Flipping through the book some more.) I’m so perplexed. 
GLORIA:  Why? 
STAN:  I’m not sure if I should kill you or marry you. 
GLORIA:  Marry! (Stands up.  Truly offended.) I came here to die, not 

to be tortured! 
STAN:  Settle down.  It’s just… I don’t think anyone’s ever shown 

such an interest in me, my work, before.  I mean, not like this.  
(Waves scrapbook.) 

GLORIA:  Oh, well.  That’s just a hobby of mine.  Scrapbooking. 
STAN:  Yeah? 
GLORIA:  Only most of my scrapbooks are of places, not people. 
STAN:  Your vacations?   
GLORIA:  Not exactly.  (Pause.) I’ve never been anywhere.  I just like 

to collect pretty pictures of places and group them together. 
STAN:  Places you want to visit? 
 
GLORIA nods. 
 
STAN:  Like where? 
GLORIA:  The African Safari.  Castles in Ireland and Scotland, where 

everything is so green.  France.  The countryside, not Paris.  Paris 
is so… overdone. 

STAN:  Why don’t you go to one of those places?  (Pause.) Just pick 
one and go. 

GLORIA:  By myself? 
 
STAN shrugs, why not. 
 
GLORIA:  That just seems… too… sad. 
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STAN:  Maybe you’d meet someone along the way. 
GLORIA:  I couldn’t. 
STAN:  Why not? 
GLORIA:  I’d rather die. 
STAN:  Damn. 
GLORIA:  What? 
STAN:  I don’t want to kill you, but… You can identify me.  That’s a 

problem.  I kinda can’t let you live at this point, can I? 
GLORIA:  So you’ll do it? 
STAN:  No. 
GLORIA:  But… you just said. 
STAN:  I know.  But I can’t.  I like you.  You’re so… you.  And this is 

probably the longest conversation I’ve had with a woman in 
months. 

GLORIA:  Then that’s it then?  I’m not going to die tonight. 
STAN:  Not by my hand.  I hope not at all. 
 
GLORIA laughs. 
 
STAN:  What? 
GLORIA:  You want me to live.  A serial killer wants me to live. 
STAN:  I think I’d like to see you again. 
GLORIA:  Really? 
STAN:  If that’s not being too forward.  You know, maybe, 

somewhere with better lighting.  Earlier in the evening.  Indoors.  
Maybe with food. (Pause.)  Do you think that’s possible?  That we 
could, you know, do that some time? 

GLORIA:  You’re asking me out on a date?  An actual date. 
STAN:  Yeah. 
GLORIA:  (Pause.) OK.   
 
Lights out.   
 

THE END 
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