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EXT. MANHATTAN - DAY

The sun peeks over the horizon, hitting the peel of the Big 
Apple. 

EXT. MANHATTAN BALCONY - CONTINUOUS

A small row of peppers sticks out from a clay planter. A hand 
comes down from above, and starts to pluck them, one by one. 
The hand fumbles one and almost drops it off the ledge. 

TYLER (O.S.)
Whoopsie daises!

INT. TYLER’S APARTMENT - DAY

A closet with a kitchen. In from the tiny balcony comes TYLER 
KRUMSFELDT, 42, uncoordinated and sloppily dressed. 

He plops the peppers onto a cutting board, keeping one in his 
hand, eyeing it like the Holy Grail. The phone RINGS and he 
sets the pepper down carefully.

TYLER
Hello there, Tyler Krumsfeldt, how 
can I help you?

A gruff voice cuts through the line. 

REX (O.S.)
Good, you’re up! You need to come 
in early today. Glass Systems just 
pushed their deadline up a week. 

Unseen by Tyler, the last pepper tumbles silently onto the 
floor and rolls away. 

TYLER
Rex, look, I’m sorry, but today’s 
actually a special ritual of mine 
and I can’t, I can’t - 

REX (O.S.)
Can it, Krumsfeldt. If you’re not 
here by 7:30 your desk’ll be 
cleared out by 8:00. 

The line goes dead. 

TYLER
Well then. 



INT. TYLER’S APARTMENT - LATER

Tyler is still sloppily dressed, but in more work appropriate 
attire. A ‘Sauce Boss’ apron hangs over his shirt. He 
finishes the last hurried slice of his peppers and dumps them 
into a slow-cooker already filled with ingredients. 

Putting on the lid, he sets the timer for 9 hours, 
synchronizes his watch, and makes for the door. He gives one 
last look on his way out. 

TYLER
(re: the hot sauce)

I’ll be seeing you later. 

INT. CAB - LATER 

Tyler stares at his phone’s background, a picture of a 
bottled hot sauce on the front. It’s labeled ‘Tyler’s Tongue 
Torture’ and is stuck with a third place ribbon. 

The clock ticks from 7:14 to 7:15 and suddenly the sauce is 
replaced with an angry face and the words Davisaurus Rex. 
Tyler picks up. 

TYLER
Listen, Rex, I’m in a cab on my way 
over. It’s a half hour commute even 
on a good day.

REX (O.S.)
Yeah, well you better have some 
answers ready when you get here. 
Your section of the code has been 
hitting segfaults all morning. 

Tyler’s face droops. 

TYLER
Are you sure? That’s so strange. I 
know it ran fine at my station last 
night. That’s so strange.

REX (O.S.)
I don’t care about last night. Fix 
it. This morning!

The line goes dead again. Tyler smiles at the background. 
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INT. ALTERWARE PROGRAMMING - DAY

A trio of frazzled programmers, still in their infancy 
compared to Tyler, huddle around a monitor. 

TYLER
Um, hello? Is there a problem? Why 
is everyone at my computer?

The programmers turn around, their faces looking somehow more 
frazzled than the rest of them. One starts to open his mouth 
when REX DAVIS, 30, blustering and red-faced, storms in front 
of Tyler. 

REX
Krumsfeldt! My office! Now!

INT. REX’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Essentially bare minus a desk. Rex slams into his chair while 
Tyler stands. 

REX
Slam the door. 

TYLER
What? You want me to slam the -

REX
Yes!

TYLER
Okay, okay, I’m slamming the door. 

He slams the door. 

REX
Listen up, Krumsfeldt, your code is 
crippling us right now. Someone 
your age should be running this 
place, not mucking it up!

Rex’s voice seems to fade as Tyler starts thinking about his 
hot sauce...

INT. TYLER’S APARTMENT - FLASHBACK

Tyler cuts up ingredients with great care. 

TYLER
(to himself)

A dash of onion. 
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Chop chop chop

TYLER (CONT’D)
A clove garlic.

Chop chop chop

TYLER (CONT’D)
Rex Davis’ stupid face.

Chop chop chop

TYLER (CONT’D)
Rex Davis’ stupid talent.

CHOP CHOP CHOP

TYLER (CONT’D)
Rex Davis’ stupid perfect life. 

CHOP CHOP CHO-

TYLER (CONT’D)
Ow ow ow!

The knife sinks into the top of his finger, drawing blood. 
Tyler sticks his digit into his mouth and hits the faucet.  

INT. REX’S OFFICE - PRESENT

The band-aid on Tyler’s hand is plainly visible now. Rex’s 
voice returns from the ether. 

REX
You understand that, Krumsfeldt? 
You won’t set a single foot outside 
this office until your code runs 
like a fucking Benz. 

TYLER
I’m not actually a car guy, does 
that mean -

REX
IT MEANS IT’S PERFECT!

BEGIN MONTAGE

- Tyler sits at his terminal. Looks at his watch. Five hours 
left on the timer. The computer BEEPS as it hits an error. 
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- Three hours left. Tyler is looking at pictures of hot sauce 
online when another error lights up his screen. The sky grows 
dark. 

- Two hours left. Tyler doodles a picture of a jalapeno as an 
error pops up. The frazzled programmers clock out. He’s 
visibly upset. 

- One hour left. Tyler clicks frantically on his mouse as 
another error pops up. Rex clocks out and points towards a 
security camera in the corner. 

REX
Remember what I said, Krumsfeldt. 
Eye in the sky. I’ll know.

- Twenty minutes left. The office is empty save Tyler. A man 
with a mop passes by.

INT. TYLER’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

A wisp of steam mournfully escapes the slow cooker. 

INT. ALTERWARE PROGRAMMING - NIGHT

Tyler’s head is in his hands. He stares through his fingers. 
The program has almost finished compiling. 

TYLER
Please, please, please honey, 
please.

An ERROR ALERT blares with frightening intensity. From his 
pocket, another alarm BLARES -- time’s up. 

Tyler stares at the prize-winning sauce on his background. 
Then up at the error. Then back at the sauce. 

INT. TYLER’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Steam billows from the slow cooker. Tyler bursts through the 
door and pulls open the cooker. Thick smoke rushes out. 

TYLER
My poor sauce!

Tyler stares down at the sloppy ruins of his concoction. It’s 
thick, clotted, and covered with a skin of black. Slowly, he 
grabs a ladle and scoops up a sample. After a sniff, he can’t 
even manage to taste it.
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In a daze, he shuts off the crockpot, and sinks to the 
ground. He stares out the balcony, noticing something on the 
floor. Somehow, a smile starts to creep across his face. 

INT. ALTERWARE PROGRAMMING - DAY

Rex Davis powers through the front door and makes a beeline 
for Tyler’s desk. 

REX
Krumsfeldt! I saw the tapes and -

But Tyler’s desk is empty, and Rex comes to a halt. He looks 
at the programmers, who point towards Rex’s door. Written in 
thick, clotted, saucy letters are the words ‘I QUIT --TYLER’ 
Rex’s face twists with anger.

REX (CONT’D)
Krumsfeldt!

INT. TYLER’S APARTMENT - DAY

Swing music plays as Tyler stirs something, still wearing his 
‘Sauce Boss’ apron. On the counter is the last remaining 
pepper, once hidden after rolling off the counter. 

TYLER
Hello my little floor pepper. 

Tyler slices it up, removing the seeds, and dumping the small 
sections into a small saucepan on the stove. 

INT. TYLER’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Tyler, holding the seeds like a newborn, pushes aside a bit 
of the soil in his planter. He drops in the seeds, pushes the 
soil back over it, and adds in dash of water from a shot 
glass. 

He heads back inside, but turns around one last time. 

TYLER
I’ll be seeing you later. 

FADE TO BLACK.
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