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INT. OFFICE BUILDING - DAY

Frosted glass fills our view. Embossed over a section of it 
are the words Reifman Associates. A door. In front of it is 
MARCUS SYLVESTER, 40s, standing stock-still in his three 
piece suit. His phone RINGS.

There's no hesitation on his face, but he remains still. 
Finally, he fixes his hair, pulls out a key card, and SWIPES 
his way inside. 

INT. REIFMAN ASSOCIATES FLOOR - DAY

Hustle and bustle fills the modern office. Cubicles have been 
done away with in favor of an open floor plan. Still, some 
spots are conspicuously empty, and others are filled with 
simply boxes. 

Marcus walks past a muscle-bound security guard, tracing a 
path towards an open door and a bubbly secretary, SARAH. 

SARAH
Good morning, Mr. Sylvester! Miss 
Reifman is waiting for you. 

MARCUS
Tell her I'll be right over. 

BUBBLY SECRETARY
Actually, she's --

But Marcus is already in his office. 

INT. MARCUS' OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Art-deco and stylish as hell. Marcus beelines for the desk, 
undoing a drawer with a key. He slips a ring off his finger 
and places it inside, on top of a photo of a beautiful woman. 

CAROLINE (O.S.)
Making preparations?

Caught off-guard, Marcus wheels around, falling into his 
chair. Across from him is CAROLINE REIFMAN, slender and 
alluring, sitting in the far side of the room. 

MARCUS
Jesus, Caroline. What happened to 
meeting in your office?
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CAROLINE
Figured I'd surprise you. Didn't 
want you running off again. 

Marcus rubs tenderly at his ring finger. Caroline smiles. 
Marcus doesn't. He pulls out a legal pad.

MARCUS
Alright, you wanted to chat. Let's 
chat. Did Higgins not like the 
copy?

Caroline moves to the door and locks it. 

CAROLINE
Stand up. 

It looks like he's swallowing nails, but Marcus manages to 
obey. Caroline looks him up and down. 

CAROLINE (CONT’D)
Has anyone ever told you you've got 
a great tailor?

MARCUS
My wife. 

CAROLINE
Your wife doesn't work here. 

MARCUS
No, but I do. And so do you. So you 
should go. 

Caroline struts towards Marcus' desk.

CAROLINE
My name's on the building. You 
don't tell me what to do. 

She forcefully slips a hand into Marcus' pocket. 

CAROLINE (CONT’D)
Well would you look at what I've 
found...

Without thinking, Marcus SHOVES Caroline back. Her legs catch 
on the open drawer, sending her headfirst into a statue of 
Venus. Her skull hits it with a sickening CRUNCH. 

Marcus rushes to her body, but it's too late. Her eyes roll 
into the back of her head as she gurgles something wordless. 
Before he can react further, someone KNOCKS at the door. 
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SARAH (O.S.)
Mr. Sylvester? Is everything okay 
in there?

In a panic, Marcus grabs the ring from his drawer and rushes 
to the door. He barely props it open. 

MARCUS
No problem. I'll just be going to 
see Miss Reifman now. 

INT. REIFMAN ASSOCIATES FLOOR - CONTINUOUS

Slipping out the narrow opening, Marcus pushes past his 
secretary and shuts the door. He makes his way down the hall, 
sweat already beading up on his face. 

A SCREAM pierces the air. Turning around, Marcus sees Sarah 
staring into his office. Marcus breaks into a sprint.

Only the office around him seems to elongate as he strides. 
He moves by an older COPYWRITER, his speed glacial in 
comparison. 

COPYWRITER
(slow-mo)

What happened?

Marcus keeps sprinting as the world around him seems to melt. 
Suddenly he's passing another EXECUTIVE. 

EXECUTIVE
(slow-mo)

How could you do this?

Ahead, the SECURITY GUARD steps into his path at quarter 
speed. There's a FLASH of Caroline's dead face. 

The guard reaches towards his pistol. Another FLASH, but this 
time Caroline's face is replaced with that of his WIFE, the 
beautiful woman from the picture. 

The guard levels his pistol in front of him. FLASHBACK to 
Caroline and Marcus locked in a deep kiss in a different 
office. 

The guard is now MARCUS' WIFE, and she's pointing the pistol 
right at his head. 

MARCUS' WIFE
(slow-mo)

How could you do this?
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Before Marcus can even respond, she FIRES 9mm of lead towards 
him. But not even the bullet can move fast right now. Instead 
it simply drifts towards him, spinning slowly but implacably. 

Marcus stares at the bullet as it bears down on him. He could 
knock it out of the air if he wanted to. Instead he stares at 
his wife's face. All else seems to blur away as he 
scrutinizes the hatred etched into her look. 

The bullet is inches from his forehead now. 

MARCUS
I didn't mean for any of this to 
happen. 

The bullet bores through his skull. 

FADE TO WHITE

INT. OFFICE BUILDING - DAY

Frosted glass. The same scene as the beginning. Sweat pours 
down Marcus' face. He feels his head. No blood. No bullet. 
His phone RINGS loudly. 

Marcus pulls out his cell and sees his wife's face. Allegra. 
A bead of sweat rolls down his forehead and lands right on 
hers. The door swings open as the COPYWRITER walks out. He 
holds the door for his boss. 

COPYWRITER
Oh, hi Marcus. Coming in?

Marcus' phone rings again. 

FADE TO BLACK.


