
FADE IN

ON A SMALL OFFICE BUILDING-LATE AFTERNOON-EXT

The building is run-down looking and in desperate need of a new paint job. The grass surrounding the building it tall and the sign over the front door that reads “Tyler’s Insurance” is cracked and faded from the sun. A worn out looking car sets in the oil-stained driveway looking like it is on it’s last leg.

A couple of kids walk down the sidewalk and one of them picks up a rock and throws it at the sign, knocking wooden flakes off of it and making it sway due to the impact of the rock so much it looks as though it is about to fall off of the rusted chains that have it attached to the building.

A middle-aged man sticks his head out of the door and scowls at the kids. This is SCOTT TYLER, the owner of the business. He wears a faded suit that looks like he may have slept in for the last few nights, it is wrinkled and his dress shirt is untucked out of his dress pants which are a bit too short for him. He looks very haggard and stressed out. The kids start to run away when they see Scott

SCOTT
Hey! Didn’t I tell you kids not to throw rocks at my sign again?

One of the kids turns and throws another rock, barely missing hitting Scott in the head.

SCOTT

Get the hell out of here before I call your parents!

The kid that threw the rock laughs and the other gives Scott the finger before they run away laughing loudly to each other.

Scott glares at them and shakes his head in anger.

SCOTT

(To himself)

God damn kids.

He pulls the door shut and walks over to his desk. His office looks even worse on the inside than it did on the outside. The paint is chipped, the tiles in the floor are cracked and loose, and a few dead house plants decorate the room. His desk is a cluttered mess with papers everywhere. 

He sits at the desk for a moment and then opens the drawer. He pulls out a bottle of whiskey and takes a huge swig from it. He looks through a stack of papers and we see that they are all overdue bills that he has yet to pay.

He looks at the bills with disgust and takes another huge swig from the bottle. He hears the front door open and struggles to replace the bottle back in the drawer before the person sees him drinking from it. As he struggles to put the bottle back in the drawer he ends up spilling the whiskey all over himself and the stack of papers on his desk.

SCOTT

(Trying to clean up the mess)

Shit!

An attractive younger woman walks in the room and looks at him with utter disgust and hate. This is ANNIE, his secretary.

ANNIE

Another liquid lunch today? You’ve been taking quite a few of those lately.

SCOTT

(Putting the bottle in the drawer)

Mind your own business. What are you doing here? You don’t work today.

ANNIE

I’m not working here today or any other day anymore.

SCOTT
What are you talking about?

ANNIE

(Slamming a check down on the desk)

This, you son-of-a-bitch. It bounced.

Scott picks up the check and looks at it for a moment and then looks at her with embarrassment.

SCOTT

I’m....I’m sorry. I thought the money was in my account.

ANNIE

(Angry)

Well, obviously it wasn’t, now was it?

SCOTT

I’m sorry, I don’t know what else to say to...

ANNIE

Just stop. I don’t want to hear it. You owe me a week’s worth of work. Just pay me and I’ll be on my way.

SCOTT
I would love to but...

ANNIE

Are you fucking telling me that you can’t pay me? I have bills to pay Scott! 

SCOTT

I know, it’s just that things have been slow lately. It will pick up when...

ANNIE
When Hell freezes over! Save the sob story for someone who gives a shit. Just pay me what you owe me so I can get out of here!

SCOTT

I don’t have it right now. I’m sorry.

ANNIE
Fucking unbelievable! 

SCOTT

I really am sorry...

ANNIE

(Turning to leave)

Fuck you! You’ll be hearing from the labor board in a little while. One way or another you are going to pay me.

Annie walks away and Scott jumps up.

SCOTT
Annie wait! It doesn’t have to come to that!

ANNIE

(O.S) 

Go to Hell!

She slams the door and Scott slumps back down in his chair;

SCOTT
So I guess you won’t be coming in on Monday then?

He pulls the bottle out and takes a quick drink of it and we hear the front door open again. 

SCOTT

I knew you’d come back, Annie. Surely we can work something out without you...

Scott stops in mid-sentence when he sees that instead of Annie there is a strange looking man standing in the doorway. This is NATHAN. He is a little older than Scott and looks like a homeless person. His hair is dirty and he has stains on his face and clothes. His clothes don’t match and his shoes have holes in them. Scott sits there staring at him for a few moments with a look of amusement on his face before he scrambles to put the bottle back in the drawer.

NATHAN

You don’t have to put that away on my account. I enjoy a shot of good whisky everyday myself.

SCOTT
(Standing and extending his hand)

Hi, I’m Scott. Can I help you with something?

NATHAN

(Shaking his hand)

Pleased to meet you.  My name’s Nathan Dobbs.

SCOTT

(Gesturing to the chair in front of his desk)

Have a seat, Mr. Dobbs.

Scott sits back down and Nathan sits down as well. He looks around the office a bit as Scott looks on.

SCOTT

You’ll have to excuse the building, we’re about to begin remodeling very soon.

NATHAN

No problem, the place looks fine to me.

SCOTT

Now, what can I help you with? Are you interested in buying insurance with us today?

NATHAN

I sure am. I’ve been planning to for a long time and just haven’t gotten around to it.

You can’t be too careful when it comes to insuring your belongings.

SCOTT

I agree completely, that is why I’m here. Now, are you interested in home insurance?

NATHAN

Yes, I want the best you can provide.

SCOTT

Certainly.

Nathan pulls out his wallet and there are about 10 $100 dollar bills in it. Scott looks at the money and a huge smile crosses his face.

NATHAN

And just to let you know, money is no object. You can’t put a price on feeling secure.

SCOTT

(Grabbing a stack of forms out of his desk)

Here is some information on some of the types of insurance we sell here. I’ll give you a moment to look over it.

NATHAN

(Taking the papers and looking at them)

Thank you, It is appreciated.

Nathan looks through the forms as Scott looks on gleefully, appearing to be counting his money in his head. After a few moments Nathan looks up at him from the forms.

NATHAN

It all looks very good. And this “Gold” plan covers everything?

SCOTT
That’s right. Everything that you can imagine. Fire, theft, flood, hell we even have earthquake insurance in there. That’s something not offered by or competitors here in town. They make you by the earthquake insurance separately. 

NATHAN

Yes, it sounds like you care for your customers, not just trying to make a buck off of them.

SCOTT

(Shuffling through some papers in his desk)

That’s exactly right. So, if you are interested there are some forms that I am going to have you fill out. I promise it will only take a few...

NATHAN

I did have a question before I agree to any terms first.

SCOTT

(Looking at Nathan and no longer shuffling the papers in his drawer)

I understand. What question did you have?

NATHAN

Well, I looked over all these plans and while they offer good protection I don’t seem to be able to find a plan that offers zombie insurance.

Scott looks at him in an incredulous manner as if he can’t believe what he just heard. 

SCOTT
Excuse me, what kind of insurance was that?

NATHAN

Zombie insurance. To tell you the truth that was the main reason I came in to see you. I really need to buy some zombie insurance.

SCOTT

Zombies as in the living dead? 

NATHAN

That’s right. I want to know that my home is protected against those undead bastards.

SCOTT

(Laughing)

I’m sorry, but we don’t have any kind of plan that offers insurance against zombies. I mean seeing as how they don’t exist there has never been much of a demand for it.

NATHAN

(Getting up)

That’s a shame. I was really hoping to do business with you. You seem like a nice enough guy.

SCOTT

Wait! Where are you going? I thought that you were interested in our Gold Plan!

NATHAN

It sounds really nice but like I said, if it doesn’t cover against zombies I don’t want to buy it. Maybe Williams’ Insurance down the road a bit offers it.

SCOTT
(Angry)

That’s it, isn’t it? That son-of -a bitch Dean Williams sent you over here to make me look like an asshole didn’t he?

NATHAN

I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about. 

SCOTT

The hell you don’t! He’s been fucking with me ever since he came to town. He’s stolen all my business and now he sends you over here blabbering about zombie insurance to fuck with me again. 

NATHAN

I certainly hope you don’t talk to all your customers like this.

SCOTT
Drop the fucking act. Get the hell out of here and go tell your pal Williams I said he can go fuck himself.

NATHAN

Such language! Now I know I am taking my business elsewhere.

SCOTT

(Shouting)

Good! Get the fuck out of my office before I have you arrested!!

NATHAN

(Walking to the door)

Good day sir, sorry I couldn’t do business with you. If you want a little advice I would suggest that you not swear at potential customers in the future. It’can’t be good for business.

Nathan walks out of the buililding and shuts the door behind him. Scott picks up a paperweight off of his desk and hurrles it through the air, striking the glass on his front door and shattering it.

SCOTT

Fuck!

The phone rings and Scott picks it up angrily.

SCOTT

Wonderful fucking joke, Williams! You calling to gloat now or what?

Zombie insurance was a nice touch. 

MALE’S VOICE

(OS)

Scott, are you drunk or have you lost your God Damn mind?

SCOTT

Oh, sorry Anthony, I thought that you were someone else.

ANTHONY

Obviously.

SCOTT 

So what’s going on?

ANTHONY

I’m over at Ellie’s trying to get hammered. Why don’t you join me, you know I hate to drink alone.

SCOTT
I don’t know...

ANTHONY

It’s happy hour for another 2 hours. Besides that the drinks are on me.

SCOTT
Well, it has been a shit of a day...

ANTHONY

Exactly. I’ll see you in a few.

Scott hangs up and sits looking around his office for a moment. 

SCOTT

What the hell, might as well have one for the road.

He takes the bottle out of the drawer again and finishes off what is left in it with one big swig. He throws the bottle in trash and then shuts off the lights and leaves.

CUT TO:

A BAR-EXT-EVENING

It is a typical bar and grill with a big sign that reads “Ellie’s” on the front. Scott gets out of his car and walks toward the door where a few people are standing. Scott speaks to them but they just ignore him totally and he walks inside.

CUT TO:

ELLIE’S-INT-NIGHT

Scott walks through the building until he reaches the bar. He sits down beside a depressed looking man about the same age who is smoking a cigarette and drinking a rum and coke. This is ANTHONY. He is watching the attractive young woman who is working as bartender as she mixes a drink. He nods at Scott when he sees him.

SCOTT
How’s it going?

ANTHONY

Been better.

SCOTT
I hear you.

ANTHONY

What are you drinking?

SCOTT
Something strong, I don’t care what it is.

ANTHONY

(To the bartender)

Hey sweetie, my friend needs a drink.

BARTENDER
What’ll you have?

SCOTT
Your best whiskey. Straight, please.

BARTENDER

You got it.

The bartender walks off to get his drink and Anthony continues to watch her.

ANTHONY

That girl has the nicest God Damn ass I have ever seen.

SCOTT
It’s not bad.

ANTHONY

I am really starting to believe that you are gay.

The bartender brings Scott his drink and he thanks her as Anthony pays her. They sit in silence for a while sipping their drinks.

SCOTT
So, how’s the funeral business.

ANTHONY

Same as always, nothing ever really changes. How’s the insurance business?

SCOTT
Shitty.

ANTHONY

That bad, is it?

SCOTT
Lost my secretary today, the check I wrote her bounced. She came in and cussed me out and then quit.

ANTHONY

That’s too bad, from what I can remember she was quite attractive.

SCOTT
I never really noticed.

ANTHONY

You should have, she had a great body.

SCOTT
Jesus! Is that all you think about?

ANTHONY

Most of the time anyway. 

SCOTT
You need help, you’re an addict.

ANTHONY

We’re not here to talk about me, go ahead and tell me about the shitty day you had.

SCOTT
This guy comes in and wants to buy insurance. Son-of -a bitch is weird as hell but has a wad of money. Wants to buy the “Gold Plan”

ANTHONY

So why is that a bad thing?

SCOTT

It’s not, I would’ve made a lot of money off of him.

ANTHONY

So why didn’t you?

SCOTT

Because he wanted zombie insurance.

Anthony spits his drink out all over the bar from laughing.

ANTHONY

(Laughing)

Zombie insurance? 

SCOTT
Thanks. Laugh at my loss of money. Great.

ANTHONY

(Wiping his face)

I’m sorry but you have to admit it’s pretty funny. Was the guy a nutjob or what?

SCOTT
I think that asshole Dean Williams put him up to it just to fuck with me.

ANTHONY

Sorry. That’s bullshit that he would do that to you.

SCOTT 

Tell me about it. It would’ve been the first decent pay off in a long time. Things don’t pick up soon I’m going to have to close down.

ANTHONY

You won’t have to do that. I’ve got an idea.

SCOTT

(Taking a drink)

What’s that?

ANTHONY

Why don’t you sell zombie insurance for real?

SCOTT
(Looking at him in disbelief)

Thanks. Now I get shit from you too.

ANTHONY

I’m serious. If you sold zombie insurance you’d make a mint. You’d be the only game in town.

SCOTT
That sounds great and all but no one is going to buy zombie insurance from me or anyone else! 

ANTHONY

Why not?

SCOTT
I don’t know, maybe because there is no such thing?

ANTHONY

I can fix that.

SCOTT
OK, I think you’ve had enough to drink, you’re starting to sound crazy.

ANTHONY

Think what you want but I know what I’m talking about here. I’m an undertaker, remember? Just hear me out.

SCOTT
(Sighing)

Go ahead, it’s not like I have anything else better to do tonight.

ANTHONY

A friend of mine used to work for the government years ago. He said that they developed this chemical that when injected into dead bodies it reanimated them.

SCOTT
Get the fuck out.

ANTHONY

Seriously. They were going to use it on soldiers and then if the soldiers were killed...

SCOTT
They would get up and keep fighting, I get it. Get on with it.

ANTHONY

(Lightning a cigarette)

Anyway, they tested it on a few cadavers and they jumped up and were moving around. It was a total success.

SCOTT
So why don’t they use this miracle chemical?

ANTHONY

Well, turns out that it didn’t work so well with the soldiers that were still alive. All the guys that were injected with the stuff died within an hour.

SCOTT
That sucks. But at least they came back to life a little while later though, huh?

ANTHONY

Yeah, but that was the big problem. No one wanted to be injected with it and it was decided that the chemical was a total failure.

SCOTT
So why didn’t they just use it on the dead guys?

ANTHONY
Good idea, but who wants to Number 1: carry a bunch of corpses onto a battlefield and Number 2: Try to inject the shit into the fallen soldiers in the middle of a fire fight?

SCOTT
Guess you have a point. So what happened to the stuff?

ANTHONY
The government agency working on it pulled the plug on it. To my knowledge they are still trying to perfect it. That is what my friend tells me anyway.

SCOTT

Bullshit. I don’t believe it.

ANTHONY

You should because it really happened. And you know what else?

SCOTT
What, the government is also training werewolves to be soldiers too?

ANTHONY

No, wise ass. My friend gave me the formula to make the chemical.

SCOTT
Sure he did. And why would he do that?

ANTHONY

He was drunk one night and started talking about it. I pestered him enough and he finally told me how he helped make it.

SCOTT
Why haven’t you used it before now?

ANTHONY

Really didn’t have any reason to before now.

They sit in silence for a moment.

SCOTT
Bullshit. You stole this from some movie or something didn’t you?

ANTHONY

(Taking a drink)

Swear to God I’m telling you the truth. I thought maybe you’d want to know, looks like an opportunity for you to make some money.

SCOTT
Ok, let’s just say for a minute that I believed this was possible and agreed to it. What’s in it for you?

ANTHONY

I get a cut of the money you make.

SCOTT
But you are already pretty well off!

ANTHONY

Yeah, but I’m greedy. Besides that I always wanted an excuse to try it and see if it works.

SCOTT
I don’t know, where are we going to get the bodies?

ANTHONY

Damn Scott, think for a minute! I’m a fucking undertaker! I have 2 cadavers at the funeral home right now.

SCOTT
I can’t believe I am even starting to consider this. This is insane.

ANTHONY

All I have to do is inject them with the stuff and after they go apeshit people will be beating your door down to buy zombie insurance.

SCOTT
And you are sure you know how to mix the stuff up?

ANTHONY
I minored in chemistry in college, I mix embalming fluid everyday, what do you think?

SCOTT
You’ve got a point, I guess you know what you’re doing.

ANTHONY

Of course I do. You’d be surprised how simple it is, I have everything I need in the embalming room. 

SCOTT
What’s in it?

ANTHONY

I can’t tell you, otherwise I’d have to kill you.

SCOTT
What?

ANTHONY

Just kidding, lighten up. I don’t want to bore you with the details, but let’s just say it isn’t that advanced. So are you in or what?

Scott sits in silence for a while thinking and sipping his drink for a moment.

SCOTT

Fuck it. I never thought I would ever agree to something so insane but why not. If nothing else just to get you to shut up about it.

ANTHONY

(Getting up)

Good deal. You can thank me later when all the money comes rolling in. 

SCOTT
Where you going? Happy hour isn’t over yet!

ANTHONY

Gotta get back and get cracking on this. I’ll call you later and let you know how it’s progressing.

SCOTT
Sure. Just be careful, don’t blow yourself up with those chemicals or anything.

ANTHONY

Have a little faith in me, what’s the worse that could happen?

Anthony walks away and Scott sits at the bar with a troubled look on his face.

CUT TO

SCOTT’S HOUSE-EXT-NIGHT

A cab stops in front of a small, run-down house. Scott stumbles out the cab and it is obvious that he is very drunk. 

SCOTT

(Slurring)

What’s the damage?

CABBIE

$16.50

Scott fumbles with his wallet for a moment and pulls out a ratty twenty dollar bill. The cabbie takes it out of his hand and speeds away.

SCOTT

Go ahead, keep the fucking change buddy

Scott stumbles up the sidewalk to his house, passing a couple who shake their heads at him in disgust. He walks up the steps to the front door and fumbles with the keys in the lock for a few moments before he gets it open.

He walks in and slumps down in a chair and turns on the TV. He channel surfs for a few moments and then jumps up and runs into the bathroom where he throws up. He looks at himself in the mirror as he washes his face.

SCOTT

(To himself)

It has to get better than this. It just has to.

The phone rings and he walks into the living room to answer it.

SCOTT

Hello?

ANTHONY

I was expecting the machine, I didn’t think you’d be home this early.

SCOTT
I have to work in the morning, thought I’d call it an early night.

ANTHONY

Listen, I’m just about done with it. 

SCOTT
With what?

ANTHONY

What do you think I’m talking about? What we discussed earlier!

SCOTT
The bartender’s ass?

ANTHONY

No you drunk asshole, the zombie formula. I’ve been working on it all night.

SCOTT
Oh man, I am way too drunk to hear about this right now.

ANTHONY

You are still skeptical, I can understand that. I was too when I first heard about it.

SCOTT
Well it is a little unbelievable, and I’m piss drunk right now.

ANTHONY

Tell you what, sleep it off tonight and come see me in the morning. I am having a showing at 10:00. 

SCOTT
Why, would I do that? I don’t know anyone who just died.

ANTHONY

Because I want you to see what this stuff can do. This is the begining of better things for you, man.  Are you going to be there?

SCOTT
Sure, why not?

ANTHONY

Good. This is going to blow your fucking mind.

Scott hangs up the phone and lays on the couch. He wraps a blanket around himself and flips through the channels.

SCOTT
I am never going to drink again. I promise this is the last time.

He lays there about to drift off with the TV on.

ANNOUNCER’S VOICE

(On TV)

We now return to “Zombie Rampage”

SCOTT

(Turning the TV off)

I just can’t get away from this zombie shit tonight!

He rolls over on his side and is soon snoring.

CUT TO

THE FUNERAL HOME-INT-NIGHT

Anthony stands in the embalming room with a vial of strange colored liquid in his hand. He walks over to the body on the table looks at the vial in his hand and then at the dead body.

ANTHONY

(To the dead body)

Ernie, you get to be the first. You should feel honored. Tommorow is your big day, I know you’re going to impress the shit out of me.

He turns to 2 other bodies laying on tables behind him. 

ANTHONY

And you guys are going to make me proud too, I’m sure of it.

He holds up the vial and stares at it for a moment.

ANTHONY

Tommorow all of you guys working together are going to make me and my poor old friend Scott a lot of money. I trust you won’t let me down or have any objections?

He looks around as if waiting for one of the bodies to say something.

ANTHONY

Good. I have to go put the finishing touches on our friend in the vial here, but you guys get plenty of rest tonight. We’ve got a big day tomorrow.

He turns off the light and leaves the room as we 

FADE OUT

FADE IN

ON THE FUNERAL HOME-EXT-MORNING

There are many cars parked in front of the parking lot and several people are walking inside. Some of them are crying while others a talking and laughing nervously. Scott pulls into a parking spot and steps out of his car wearing a faded suit. A group of older women see him as he approaches the door and look at him in disapproval and then start whispering back and forth.

SCOTT
(Straightening his tie that is too short)

What the hell am I doing here? 

Scott walks into the funeral home and into the showroom, gaining looks of disgust by almost everyone he passes. He walks into the showroom and sees Anthony talking to a group of people. He is shaking hands and speaking softly to the people. When he sees Scott he excuses himself  and walks over to Scott.

ANTHONY
(Shaking his hand)

I was starting to wonder if you were going to show up.

SCOTT

I don’t know how I let you talk me into this.

ANTHONY

It’ll all be worth it in a few minutes, you’ll see.

SCOTT

(Looking over at the casket)

So, you’re going to bring that guy back to life?

ANTHONY

Well, back to life isn’t exactly the correct term, but close enough. There are also two more in the back that I injected.

SCOTT
So when are they going to get up and start dancing around or whatever?

ANTHONY

(Looking at his watch)

Any second now. I injected all 3 within minutes of each other.

SCOTT
Right. I thought you said that this stuff worked almost instantly.

ANTHONY

I could have been a little off. Just be paitent.

A group of mourners surround the casket. A middle-aged woman walks up to the casket and the group of mourners walk away, looking at the woman with anger and hatred as she stands by the casket looking down at the body.

Two of the elderly women in the group approach Scott and Anthony talking to each other as they walk.

WOMAN #1

I can’t believe she actually showed up! The nerve!

WOMAN # 2

I know. She didn’t speak to her father in 23 years and when he’s gone that is when she comes around.

WOMAN #1

Sniffing around because she thinks he left her something in the will. 

WOMAN #2

Exactly, that’s the only reason for her to be here. That and to look like she cares.

WOMAN #1

Wait a minute, I want to speak to the undertaker for a moment.

They walk up to Scott and Anthony.

ANTHONY

(Shaking hands with them)

Ladies, I’m sorry for your loss.

WOMAN #1

Thank you. You did a wonderful job with my brother.

WOMAN #2

Yes, it looks just like him. It looks just like he’s sleeping.

ANTHONY

Thank you. I am glad you approve.

WOMAN #1

We do. I just wish my golddigging niece hadn’t come. She hasn’t spoken to him in 23 years and now that he’s gone she wants to see him. It’s all about money I tell you. She thinks that he left her some money and she comes running. Why didn’t she when...

WOMAN #2

Come along dear, you’re working yourself up again.

WOMAN #1

I’m sorry, but it makes me angry.

WOMAN #2

(Pulling the woman away)

Come, let’s get you a nice drink. Thank you again, we are very pleased with your work.

ANTHONY

Thank you. That’s very kind of you. If you need anything please let me know.

They walk off and Scott looks at him with an amused look.

ANTHONY

That happens all the time. If I had a dollar for every pissed off relative I spoke to at the funeral I’d be a billionaire.

SCOTT

Wow. Well, this has been fun and all but I think I’m going to head. I am already losing money today by opening the shop up late so...

ANTHONY

Just wait! It’ll work!

SCOTT

I don’t think it is going to. I have to go. Give me a call later and maybe we’ll go grab a few drinks.

ANTHONY

Fine. I can’t make you stay. 

SCOTT

Talk to you tonight, ok?

ANTHONY

Sure.

Scott walks off and leaves Anthony standing by himself.

ANTHONY

I did everything I was supposed to do, why didn’t it work?

A middle-aged man approaches Anthony.

MAN

(Shaking his hand)

Just wanted to tell you what a great job you did. Looks like he’s just sleeping you know?

ANTHONY

(Sighing)

Thank you...I appreciate it.

Anthony looks over at the woman standing by the casket ignoring the man as he rambles on and on. The camera follows his glance and pans over to her standing in front of the casket talking softly.

WOMAN

You look good dad. Better than a son-of-a bitch like you should. I hate you. I’ve always hated you.

She touches his hand softly.

WOMAN

You were the meanest bastard I have ever known in my entire life and I hope you rot in hell, because that is what you deserve. I just hope that you left me something in that will of your’s. If you didn’t I may come and shit right on top of your fucking grave.

She takes her hand off of his hand and is about to walk away when he opens his eyes. Before she can react he bites her arm and she screams in terror and pain. Anthony looks on with a slight smile on his face once he realizes what has happened.

The woman pulls her hand away and blood sprays everywhere. She looks at her hand and screams again when she sees that 2 of her fingers have been bitten off. The zombie sits up in the casket and people start screaming and running away. 

Slowly the zombie gets out of the casket as some people stand staring in shock while others run away in horror. The woman lies on the floor in front of the casket holding her hand and sobbing and he grabs her by the hair and pulls her off the ground as she struggles to get away. As she struggles he bites into the back of her head and blood gushes everywhere as he begins to eat her brain.

The remaining people stand looking in mortal terror as he finishes of his meal and looks up at them. Some people run away but a young couple stand there watching as he approaches.

YOUNG MAN

(Terrified)

It’s a joke, it’s just a joke! I told you he had a sense of humor!

YOUNG WOMAN

(Trying to pull him away)

It’s not a joke, it’s real! Come on, we have to... 

Before she can finish she screams in pain and looks down to see the woman he just attacked gnawing on her leg. The young man kicks at the zombie woman but the original zombie lunges at him and knocks him down. The young man struggles but the zombie is too strong and the zombie bites him in the throat and rips off a huge piece of flesh. The young lady sees this and tries to get away, but the zombie woman holds her down and bites into her head.

Anthony stands there looking at the destruction he has caused almost in a daze. His smile soon fades into a grimace as he stands there watching the zombies feed on the young couple. 

A middle-aged man in a suit grabs Anthony as he runs by.

MIDDLE AGED MAN

Wake up! We have to get out of here! Why are you just standing there?

Anthony refuses to budge or say anything and the man shrugs and lets go of him.

MIDDLE AGED MAN

Suit yourself, stay here and die!

The man runs away and right into the arms of one of the other zombies that Anthony injected with the formula. The zombie attacks him with bites to his face and neck and the man screams as he falls to the ground.

Anthony turns and sees the man dying but doesn’t do anything as the man reaches out his hand for help. Behind him we see the young couple are now zombies as well and they join the other 2 zombies and slowly approach him. He turns and sees them and finally snaps to his senses and runs from them, totally ignored by the zombie who is busy eating the middle aged man who tried to help him.

Anthony races down the hallway and there are several bodies littering the hallway. Some are dead and some are slowly becoming zombies and are getting up. He rounds a corner and the third corpse that he injected the formula into is eating the face of the old lady who spoke to him earlier. 

He races past them and gets to the parking lot where a zombie is eating a little boy. It is utter chaos. Everywhere there are bodies and people running and screaming. Sirens can be heard coming up the street and a cop car pulls into the driveway too quickly and a zombie lumbers out in front of it. The cop panics and swerves to miss him, driving right into a heavyseat man who was running from another zombie. The cop car hits the man and then collides into the wall of the funeral home and bursts into flames. 

The policeman struggles to free himself from the car and in moments is surrounded by zombies who bite and pull at him. He screams in pain as the zombies slowly eat him alive and then suddenly the car explodes, the force knocking Anthony backward.

He struggles to his feet and limps to his car, a few zombies on his heels. He gets in his car and locks the doors as the zombies beat on the windows and rock the car. He fumbles with his keys and finally sticks them in the ignition and starts the car as a zombie shatters the windshield and reaches for him.

Anthony drives away quickly, making all the zombies who had a grip on the car fall off. He sees an old lady laying in the parking lot, her legs chewed off who is begging him for help. He hesitates for a moment and then seeing more zombies approach in his rear view mirror he speeds away and leaves her. He looks back in his rearview mirror again and sees the zombies attack her and tear her to pieces.

CUT TO:

SCOTT’S OFFICE-INT-MORNING

Scott sits at his desk once again looking depressed. He pulls a fresh bottle of whiskey out of the desk. He takes a huge swig of it and sits holding it.

SCOTT

(To himself)

Fuck. Zombie insurance! What the fuck was I thinking.

He takes another drink, oblivious to the sirens in the background.

SCOTT
I don’t know what is more pathetic, the fact that I almost believed the stupid shit or the fact I was actually disapointed when the zombies didn’t spring to life like he claimed they would.  

He takes yet another huge drink and there is a noise from outside. It is a thumping sound of something being thrown against the door. He looks toward the door and slams the bottle of whiskey on the table in anger.

SCOTT

God Damn kids! What the fuck are they doing here? Aren’t they supposed to be in school?

He stomps to the door and pulls it open, his face red with fury.

SCOTT

Hey you little bastards, how many times do I have to tell you not to throw shit at my...

He stops when he sees the kids are both zombies. One is missing an eye and the other one is busy eating a younger child on the sidewalk leading to his office. The one missing the eye has the head of an older man in his hand and he throws it at the sign. 

Scott stands there frozen in fear watching. He turns and runs back into his office as the kid lunges at him. He slams the door behind him and we hear the kid beating on the door trying to get in.

Scott backs away from the door and we see it buckle from the kids beating on it from the other side. Panicked he grabs a bookcase that is against the wall and he pushes it toward the door, creating a barricade. He goes to the window to peek out and when he does the other kid pops up on the other side of the window, startling Scott. He yelps in fear and falls backward away from the window.

The kid starts beating on the window as Scott rushes over to his drawer and starts rifling through it. He drops his bottle of whiskey on the floor and it shatters, making him curse in anger. 

He looks at the window and sees that it is starting to crack due to the kid pounding on it. He looks through the drawer even faster.

SCOTT

Where the fuck is that God Damn gun? 

He finally finds it and points it toward the window but the kid isn’t there anymore. He looks toward the window and cautiously approaches when he hears a woman screaming. He rushes to the window and looks out to see the kids have attacked Annie. They have her pinned to the ground and one of them is gnawing at her throat while the other is biting into the top of her head. She screams as blood splashes everywhere.

SCOTT

(To himself)

Guess you won’t be getting that money today, Annie. Sorry.

Scott slumps down on the floor under the window and shakes. He folds his arms and rocks, trying to calm himself down.

SCOTT
Just relax man, it’ll be ok. Just relax. 

The phone rings and Scott jumps. He crawls across the floor and picks up the phone from his desk.

SCOTT

(Softly)

Hello?

ANTHONY

(OS)

Scott! I was worried about you! Are you ok?

SCOTT
I’m ok considering I was almost eaten by those little shits that are always throwing rocks at my sign.

ANTHONY

You’re ok though, you weren’t bitten were you?

SCOTT

No, but I can’t say the same for my secretary. They got her.

ANTHONY

I’m sorry.

SCOTT
That’s ok, at least I won’t have to worry about her going to the labor board now.

Tell me something.

ANTHONY

What?

SCOTT

What the fuck is going on?

ANTHONY

We did it. The formula worked! Maybe a little too well actually.

SCOTT
What do you mean?

ANTHONY

It’s spreading too fast. I knew it worked quick but I didn’t anticipate anything like this. It’s bad.

SCOTT
How bad?

ANTHONY

It’s all over town and there are even reports of it being in Farmingdale. We may have fucked up big time.

SCOTT
What’s this we shit? I had nothing to do with it! It was all your idea!

ANTHONY

Well, you didn’t try to talk me out of it either did you?

SCOTT
Because I thought you were full of shit! I never imagined anything like this would happen! What the fuck are we going to do?

ANTHONY

Just stay there and keep the door and windows barred. I’m going to swing by my place and try to figure something out.

SCOTT

Where are you now?

ANTHONY

I’m about 10 miles away from home. It’s a fucking nightmare out here. There’s bodies and zombies all over the place. I heard on the radio the military is being sent in already.

SCOTT
Jesus Christ!

ANTHONY

Just stay there and I will be by to pick you up later. Don’t go out for any reason.

SCOTT
Where are we going to go?

ANTHONY

I have no idea, somewhere where there aren’t any zombies. I have to think. I’ll be in contact with you.

SCOTT

But what if...Hello? Anthony?

Scott hangs up his phone and takes a cautious look outside. It is utter hell in the streets. People are running and screaming, sirens are blaring, some people are shooting guns and all the while the wave of zombies grows more and more. Scott sees Annie help a group of zombies attack a family trying to flee town in their car. The zombies surround it and flip it over, and as soon as the people in the car squirm out they are attacked and eaten. 

An old man walks down the street shooting at anything that moves with a shotgun, actually shooting a teenage girl as she runs away from the terror that has taken over the town. He opens fire in a crowd of zombies, taking some of them down but it isn’t long before he is overwhelmed and is attacked by a horde of them, firing his gun aimlessly as he disapears beneath them and is eaten. 

Scott sees a van speed down the road with several zombies on top of it, the people inside screaming as the zombies slowy break the windows and make their way into the van. The driver loses control and the van slams into the overturned car and they explode into flames, and a few zombies emerge from the wreckage burning from head to toe but walking normally, unfazed by the flames.

Scott turns on the TV and it is all over the news. As he listens he smashes a table in his office and nails the wood over the window to make sure that the zombies can’t get in. He leaves a small space between the wood so that he can peek out and see what is happening. 

He takes a look outside and sees zombies everywhere. Some are walking around aimlessly while others are eating the remains of the dead bodies that litter the street. Disgusted he turns away from the window and focuses his attention on the televison.

On the TV a woman reporter stands talking to a man in military garb. In the background the sound of sirens and gunfire can be heard and smokes billows into the sky in the background.

REPORTER
...so can you tell us how far this has spread?

GENERAL

At last report there have been incidents in at least 3 states, we are working to quarntine these states of course.

REPORTER

What exactly is causing the “incidents” as you put it? Can you tell us that?

GENERAL
We are still investigating, at the current time details are still sketchy, but we have people working hard to get all the details.

REPORTER

There is a rumor that the attackers are the dead reanimated somehow. Any truth to that?

GENERAL

(Looking angry)

That’s absurd. I assure you that is not the case.

REPORTER
Then could you fill us in on who these people are and why they are attacking people?

GENERAL

I’m not at liberty to say.

REPORTER

With all due respect you haven’t told us anything. What can you share with us? Are these people insane? Terrorists? Who are they? I feel that it is you’re responsibility to the people watching at home to give us more information.

GENERAL
That’s not my responsibility at all. The only thing I can tell you is that there are caravans in the effected areas that are rescuing survivors. 

REPORTER
Anything else that...

The reporter is cut off by a group of men yelling behind her. She and the general turn to see a group of zombies approaching. The men start firing at the zombies and the general that she was interviewing runs off to join them

REPORTER
There seems to be some activity behind us as you can see...

The reporter watches as the soldiers shoot at the zombies with little effect. Soon the zombies have attacked the soldiers and are biting and tearing at them.

REPORTER
Oh my god! We have to get out of...

The reporter is cut off as she is attacked and knocked to the ground by a zombie. We see the cameraman turn to run and see from his POV that he is surrounded by zombies. We hear him curse and the last thing we see from his POV is a zombie reaching at him when the screen goes blank. A few moments later a terrified looking anchorman is on the screen.

As Scott looks on in horror there is a tapping at the window. He shuts off the TV, raises the gun and slowly walks toward the window. He looks out and sees the man who wanted to buy the zombie insurance from him in the first place, NATHAN pounding at the window.

 NATHAN

Let me in! Please let me in!

SCOTT

Go away!

NATHAN

You have to let me in, they’re going to tear me apart!

SCOTT
God Dammit, you’re attracting attention over here! Get out of here!

NATHAN

You can’t just leave me out here! 

Several zombies in the area notice them bickering and start to approach. Scott sees this and aims the gun at Nathan.

SCOTT

You’re bringing them right to my door, now for the last time get the fuck out of here or I swear I’m going to blow your fucking head off!

NATHAN

Don’t you remeber me? I wanted to buy zombie insurance! I can pay you!

SCOTT
Yes, I remeber you, this is all your fault to begin with!

NATHAN

What is that...

Nathan is cut off when a zombie lunges out of nowhere and attacks him. It sinks it’s teeth into his arm and as he lies screaming on the ground Scott watches in horror as a few other zombies join in and start biting Nathan everywhere. 

NATHAN

Help me! Please help me!!

Scott stands there looking out the window watching Nathan being eaten alive. He is so shocked he seems to forget that he has a gun in his hand. As Nathan pleads for helps and screams become louder Scott continues to freeze up. Suddenly a shot is fired from the distance and Nathan’s head partially explodes. The zombies turn to the direction from which the shot came and standing there with a rifle in her hand is an attractive woman in her mid-twenties. This is EMMA.

The zombies slowly approach her and she shoots at them as Scott looks on almost dumbfounded. She shoots 2 of them in the head and they slump to the ground, once again among the dead. She rushes toward Scott’s office, dodging one zombie and shooting another in the head.

EMMA

(Yelling to Scott)

A little help here! Hello?

Scott continues to stare almost in a trance-like state as Emma shoots yet another zombie. She runs up to the window in front of Scott as a few more zombies start to walk toward her in the background.

EMMA
(Waving her hand in front of Scott’s face through the window)

Hello? Anyone home in there?

Scott snaps to and aims the gun at her.

EMMA
Whoa! Easy there, I’m not one of them. 

She turns around and sees the zombies getting closer.

EMMA
But I have a feeling I am going to be soon if you don’t let me in the God Damn door. Come on!

SCOTT
Sure...hang on, I have the door barricaded, I have to move the bookcase.

EMMA

(Turning and raising the gun at the approaching zombies)

Well do it quick. These bastards take the phrase “eat me” a little to literally.

Scott rushes to the door and struggles to move the bookcase. We can hear the sound of gun fire as he finally gets it to move. He opens the door just in time to see Emma loading her gun and a zombie just moments from grabbing her. She turns and sees him standing there and scowls at him.

EMMA
What the fuck are you waiting for? You have a gun, use it!

Scott fires at the zombie hitting it in the chest and it keeps coming. He shoots again and hits it in the shoulder and again it continues to get closer to Emma.

EMMA

(Throwing her gun down and pulling a machete from the strap on her leg)

Moron. 

The zombie reaches for her and she cuts both of it’s hands off and then with a single swipe takes it’s head off as well. It walks around without it’s head while Emma and Scott look on in horror.

EMMA
(Picking up her gun)

The head, that is the only way to kill them, you have to shoot them in the head!

The decapitated head lies on the ground opening and closing it’s mouth mindlessly. Emma aims her gun at it and shoots, totally destroying it. 

EMMA
Just like that. Now let’s get inside before there are more of them. Fucking things are everywhere.

They hurry inside and shut the door behind them. 

CUT TO:

SCOTT’S OFFICE-INT-EVENING

Emma helps Scott push the bookcase back against the door.

EMMA
We can’t stay here forever, that won’t hold them very long. 

SCOTT

It’s done ok so far.

EMMA
Yeah, but there’s more of those things by the hour. There’s no telling how far this has spread. It isn’t safe here.

SCOTT

(Extending his hand)

I’m Scott and you are...

EMMA

(Ignoring him and lighting a cigarette)

Emma. It is ok if I smoke in here right?

SCOTT

Sure.

EMMA
Thanks, I was trying to quit but it seems kinda pointless now. It’s the fucking apocalypse out there. I think smoking is the least likely thing I have to worry about killing me now.

SCOTT

I know, I saw the news. It looks bad out there.

EMMA

Bad doesn’t even begin to cut it. I’m lucky to still be alive.

SCOTT
I heard that the army is coming in, I’m sure they will take care of everything.

EMMA
Bullshit. From what I’ve seen they’ve done nothing but make things worse.

SCOTT
What do you mean?

EMMA

Just your typical military stupidity. They are running around shooting anything that moves. I think they are killing more people than those things out there.

SCOTT
Are you serious?

EMMA

Yeah. I was downtown when they got into town. It wasn’t pretty.

SCOTT
What happened?

EMMA
Look, not to be rude, but do you have anything to eat? I’m starving.

SCOTT
Sure, I have some stuff back here in the mini fridge, come on, I’ll get you something.

EMMA

(Following him)

Great, I haven’t had hardly anything today.

They walk off together into the other room and the camera pans over to the window. We can see a huge crowd of zombies wandering around outside, a few stragglers are fighting over the remains of Nathan, who is almost totally eaten at this point. In the background machine gun fire can be heard as well as random screams of horror and pain.

CUT TO:

A HOUSE-EXT-NIGHT

The house is on the outskirts of town with a long stretch of road in front of it. All along the road are wrecked vehicles, some of them still burning. There are many bodies littering the road, and we see zombies walking about feeding on the bodies of the dead.

CUT TO:

THE HOUSE-INT-EVENING

Anthony is looking out the window at the zombies and then goes over and slumps down on the floor. He looks wild and unkempt, his hair and clothes a mess. He appears as if he has lost his mind as he sits on the floor holding his head in his hands. Beside him rests a bottle of bourbon, a radio,a pistol and his cell phone.

It appears as if he has been busy, the door is barricaded and all the windows have been nailed shut and boarded up. He sits on the floor for a moment staring at the gun.

ANTHONY

It’s my fault. It’s all my fault.

He takes a swig from his bottle and turns on the radio that is sitting beside him..

ANNOUNCER’S VOICE

...and stated that the death toll is in the thousands. Citizens in the infected areas are being urged to stay inside by state officials, and military personel has been deployed to these areas. Currently we know that this includes at least 12 states, with unconfirmed reports that it may have reached as many as 15. The President has issued a....

Anthony picks the radio up and hurls it across the room, smashing it into pieces.

ANTHONY

It’s all my fault. I never thought it would get this bad. I caused all of this.

We hear a pounding on the door as the zombies try to break in. Anthony looks over at the door and we follow his gaze to see it start to vibrate under the blows of the zombies. We hear wood start to splinter and Anthony calmly takes a drink from his bottle and picks up the gun that is beside him.

ANTHONY

I’m sorry, Scott. I hope you make it.

He puts the gun in his mouth and fires just as the zombies break through the door. 

CUT TO 

SCOTT”S OFFICE-INT-NIGHT


Scott is looking through the mini fridge as Emma sits at the table looking on.

SCOTT

I don’t have a whole lot, mostly just lunch meat and stuff like that. Is that ok?

EMMA
Sounds fine to me. I’m starving.

As Scott continues to look Emma pulls a syringe out of her duffle bag and injects it in her arm. Scott turns around with the food in his hand just in time to see her do this.

SCOTT

(Dropping the lunchmeat)

What the fuck are you doing? Shooting up?

EMMA

Yes, I’m shooting up. I’m an insulin junkie.

SCOTT

You’re diabetic?

EMMA
No, I just really like to inject myself with insulin. Gives you one hell of a high.

Scott looks at her as if he believes her for a minute and Emma rolls her eyes.

EMMA
Yes, I’m diabetic. Man you’re guilliable!

SCOTT
(Picking up the food)

Well, you never know these days. Some people get fucked up on starnger things. I once knew a guy that sniffed wood putty. Talk about a weird...

EMMA

(Excited)

Is that pastrami? I haven’t had pastrami in years!

SCOTT
Wow I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone get so excited about pastrami. Most people can take it or leave it.

EMMA
(Grabbing it from him)

Sorry, it’s just that I’m absolutely starving to death.

SCOTT
I have some bread in here too.

EMMA

(Eating the pastrami by iteslf)

That would be great.

Scott gets a loaf of bread out of the cabinet and hands to her. He sits down and watches as she rips it open and makes a sandwich.

SCOTT
So....are you from around here? I don’t remember ever seeing you before.

EMMA

(Eating quickly)

No, I am from out of state. I was down to visit my aunt.

SCOTT
She lives here in Farmingdale?

EMMA

Yes, she’s a patient at Perkins Memorial.

SCOTT
The asylum?

EMMA
No, the fucking Perkins Memorial circus. Of course the asylum.

SCOTT

I’m sorry.

EMMA
Yeah, me too. She’s my favorite aunt. So sad what happened. She never got over what happened to Faith.

SCOTT
Who’s Faith?

EMMA

My cousin. She was killed  a few weeks after they moved here.

SCOTT

What happened to her? 

EMMA
She was murdered by this crazy son-of-a-bitch that they hired to do the gardening work for them.. 

SCOTT
 I think I remember hearing something about that. Happened just a few years ago didn’t it?

EMMA
Yeah, and my aunt never got over Faith being killed. She hasn’t spoken a word since it happened. She’s been in the institution ever since.

SCOTT
That’s nice of you to visit her.

EMMA

I guess. She really doesn’t even know I’m there I don’t think. Mind if I have another sandwich?

SCOTT
Help yourself.

EMMA

(Making another sandwich)

Thanks. You aren’t eating?

SCOTT
No, I’m really not that hungry. 

EMMA

Suit yourself.

They sit in silence for a while as Emma eats and Scott fidgets nervously with a bread tie.

SCOTT

So level with me. How bad is it out there?

EMMA
I’ve already told you, it’s a living hell out there. Nothing but death and destruction.

SCOTT
It must not be that bad, you made it here without being killed.

EMMA

That’s because my dad and his brother worked for the military. My uncle was really into the whole survival training thing. Camping trips with him were always like boot camp when I was a kid.

SCOTT
If your dad was in the military why were you so upset about all the soldiers being sent out here?

EMMA

Because I know how bad the military is fucked up. It fucked my dad up pretty good anyway.

SCOTT
Why’s that?

EMMA
Look, I really don’t want to talk about it, OK? Let’s just say that my dad being in the military wasn’t the best thing for our family. 

SCOTT
But why...

EMMA

(Irritated)

What’s up with all the questions? You’re worse than a damn kid. I really am not in the mood to play 20 questions with you right now.

SCOTT
Sorry, I was just trying to make conversation. I mean if we’re stuck here together we may as well talk.

EMMA

I don’t plan on being stuck here, do you?

SCOTT

What are you talking about? We can’t go out there!

EMMA

Why not?

SCOTT

Geez, I don’t know, maybe because there are dead people walking around there eating everyone?

EMMA

Yeah, but we can’t stay here either!

SCOTT

Of course we can! I have the doors and windows barricaded!

EMMA

Which are flimsy as hell. It’s only a matter of time before those things break in and kill us!

Scott looks around at the makeshift barricades and seems to agree with her silently.

SCOTT

Do you have a great plan to get us out of here?

EMMA

Maybe. Do you have a car?

SCOTT

Yeah, but we’re going to have to fight through those things out there to get to it.

EMMA
We’ve got guns, how hard could it be?

SCOTT
Wait, we can just run out there with guns blazing!

EMMA

Seems like a good idea to me. It worked for me earlier. Besides, it’s better than just sititng here waiting to die.

Scott pauses and thinks for a moment.

SCOTT

You have a point. 

EMMA

(Jumping up)

Then let’s go! 

SCOTT

(Grabbing her wrist)

Wait. I think we should wait until morning to make a run for it.

EMMA

Why? They’ll have broken in here by then!

SCOTT
Just hear me out, ok?

EMMA

(Looking frustrated)

Sure, it’s just my life on the line, nothing important or anything.

SCOTT

For one, we’re both tired. We need a place to rest up before we try a great escape.

EMMA

I guess...

SCOTT

Also, we need to map out some sort of travel plan. Where are we going to go when we get out of here? We can’t just take off now and drive around aimlessly.

EMMA

I never...

SCOTT
(Cutting her off)

And finally, if we wait until the morning we’ll have a better chance of being seen by someone who can help us in daylight then we would right now. It’s pitch dark out there.

They sit in silence for a while after Scott finishes up his speech.

SCOTT
Well? What do you think?

EMMA
Wow. I’m quite impressed.

SCOTT
What do you mean?

EMMA

Your argument actually makes sense to me. Well done.

SCOTT

(Grinning)

Are you serious or are you being a smart ass?

EMMA

I’m serious. I guess I never really thought everything through. People are always telling me I’m too impulsive.

SCOTT

Then it’s settled then? We wait until morning?

EMMA

Yes. We’re out of here first thing in the morning. If we aren’t dead by then that is.

SCOTT

I’ll go break up some furnture to make the barricade stronger. It’ll be ok. They won’t be able to get in.

EMMA
I hope you’re right.

SCOTT
Trust me.

EMMA

Sorry, but I don’t trust anyone.

SCOTT

You have a lot of issues don’t you?

EMMA
You have no idea.

SCOTT

Listen, I want to stop and pick up a friend of mine tomorrow.

EMMA

Who?

SCOTT
My friend Anthony. He lives right outside of town. I don’t want to leave him behind, he’s all alone. 

EMMA
Sure, the more the merrier.

SCOTT

I just hope he’s alright. He was supposed to come back tonight and didn’t. I’m going to give him a call.

EMMA

I’m going to get a drink, that ok?

SCOTT
(Leaving the room)

Help yourself.

Emma watches him leave the room and pulls another syringe from her bag. She injects it in her arm and then throws it in the trash after she is done.

EMMA
(To herself)

I should have grabbed more when I had the chance.

She gets up and gets a drink of water and then leaves the room.

CUT TO:

THE MAIN ROOM-INT-NIGHT

Scott is pacing around the room with a phone in his hand. He has a worried look on his face. When he sees Emma enter the room he replaces the phone on the charger.

EMMA
I take it by the morbid look on your face that you didn’t talk to your friend?

SCOTT
No, the phone’s dead.

EMMA

I lost my cell as I fled for my life earlier or I would let you use it.

SCOTT

It’s ok, I would just feel better if we had some kind of contact with the outside world.

EMMA

(Turning on the TV)

Well, we have this.

The screen is full of snow when she turns it on, and she quickly turns it back off.

EMMA
Or maybe not. 

SCOTT
Don’t you see what’s going on here?

EMMA

You forgot to pay your utilities this month?

SCOTT

(Upset)

Everything is shutting down out there. There is no phones, no TV, probably no radio either. Everything is breaking down.

EMMA
(Grabbing his shoulders)

Now don’t get all paranoid and freaked out on me now. Calm down, don’t let it get to you.

SCOTT

Don’t you get it? It doesn’t matter if we get out of here or not! There’s nowhere to go! 

EMMA

Scott, just calm down. Don’t make me slap you, you know I will if I have to.

SCOTT

We’re going to die in...

Scott’s rant is stopped by the sound of wood cracking. A zombie has managed to break through one of the windows and has broken though the wood that Scott has nailed over it as well. The zombie, which appears to have been a woman in her early 30’s sees Scott and Emma and starts to walk toward them. Behind her a few more zombies start coming into the office through the window.

EMMA

(Shaking Scott)

Snap the fuck out of it Scott! Snap out of it now or we’re dead!

Scott just stands there dumbfounded as the zombies get closer.

EMMA

(Raising her gun)

Fuck it, I’ll handle it.

Emma shoots the woman zombie in the face and her head explodes. Her body walks in a little circle before it falls to the floor in a heap. The zombies that came in after the woman start to approach Emma and Scott as Scott just stands there trembling in horror.

EMMA
(Aiming her gun at the zombies)

Get with the picture Scott or we’re fucked! I can’t take all of them out!

She shoots and blows the head off of a heavy set male zombie and then shoots another one as it creeps up to her. The whole time Scott just stands there in a panicked state.

Emma pauses to load her gun and one of the kids that threw the rocks at Scott’s sign pounces on her. He knocks her backwards and tries to bite her but she protects herself with the gun, holding it longways with both hands.

EMMA

(Screaming)

Scott! You have to help me!

The zombie pins wrestles the gun out of her hands and throws it to the side. It pins her to the ground as she struggles and opens it’s mouth, preparing to rip her throat out with it’s teeth. 

As Emma closes her eyes and prepares to be bitten a gunshot rings out and the zombie’s head explodes, blood drenching Emma’s face. She looks up and sees Scott standing there with her rifle, frozen with fear. She kicks the dead body off of her.

EMMA
It’s about time. You’d waited any longer and I would have been lunch.

SCOTT

I’m sorry I freaked out, it’s just...

EMMA
Scott, the window!

Scott turns and sees more zombies coming in the window. He shoots one and throws the gun to Emma, who loads it and starts shooting any zombie that tries to come through the window.

SCOTT

I have to get something to barricade it! Can you hold them off?

EMMA

(Shooting a zombie)

I think so. Go, hurry up!

Scott leaves the room as Emma continues to shoot at the zombies. He returns a few moments later with a hammer, nails, and a wooden shelf.

SCOTT

I’m going to try to nail this over the window!

EMMA

Don’t try, fucking do it! I’ve got you covered.

Scott uses the hammer to beat back some of the zombies that are trying to get in and places the shelf over the window and frantically hammers it into place. We can hear the zombies beating on it as he hammers it over the window. Emma grabs another shelf and hands it to him and he nails it into place as well.

SCOTT

(Backing away to look at the window)

We need something else, I don’t think that is going to keep them out very long.

EMMA

No problem. I know what we can use

She runs out of the room for a moment as Scott stands looking at the barricade in horror. We can see the wood shifting as the zombies on the other side beat on it. A few seconds later Emma comes back into the room dragging the table that they ate at into the room.

She puts it down and kicks the legs off of it and Scott hurries over to help her move it toward the window. He holds it in place as she busies herself hammering it against the window.

Once she is done they both collapse backward against the couch and look at the barricaded window.

EMMA
Think it’ll hold?

SCOTT

It should, it’s made out of oak. That was a good idea.

EMMA

Thanks, but it won’t keep them out forever. I think it’s a good idea if we check the other windows and doors. 

SCOTT

Let’s do it then. I have another hammer in the back room.

Emma stands up and helps Scott off the floor.

EMMA

Thanks for saving my ass back there.

SCOTT
No problem. Thanks for saving mine. Sorry I freaked out a bit.

EMMA

Under the circumstances it’s quite understandable. 

Scott smiles at her and she gives him a shy smile too. Then she becomes all business again.

EMMA
Let’s go, those barricades aren’t going to check themselves.

SCOTT

Feel free to smash any furniture you have to.

EMMA

(Walking away)

Oh, don’t worry, I plan on it.

She leaves the room and Scott smiles and shakes his head.

CUT TO

A Montage of Emma and Scott hammering pieces of furniture over the doors and windows. The montage is innerwoven with a montage of scenes of carnage all over the town. We see the zombies attacking a group of people when a military convoy arrives and a group of soldiers open fire on the zombies but they keep coming. The people being attacked are caught in the middle and the ones that aren’t shot by the soldiers are killed by the attacking zombies.

During the attack a soldier pulls out a grenade but a zombie sneaks up beside him and bites his arm, making him drop it. It explodes, destroying the vehicle and most of the soldiers on it. One soldier has his legs blown off and is dragging himself on the road when a group of zombie descend on him and he is torn to pieces by them.

We see other people barricaded in houses, huddled together with guns. In one house a meek looking man in his early 20’s stands looking out his bedroom window at all the zombies surrounding his house. We see his bedroom door open and a zombie lumbers into the room and he calmly lights a match and we see a cut shot of his over door open. The house explodes due to the gas, showering the street and the zombies out side with glass.

We also have an overhead view of the town and there are houses burning uncontrollably everywhere, cares are wrecked everywhere and the sound of gunfire echos through the night. 

CUT TO:

SCOTT’S OFFICE-INT-NIGHT

Scott and Emma sit in the floor looking dirty and exhausted. 

SCOTT
(Breathing hard)

I think...I think that’s all of them. It’s a pretty good bet that we’re safe for the night.

EMMA
Even so I think it’s a good idea if one of us stands guard while the other one sleeps. We’ll take shifts. I’m pretty keyed up so I’ll go first, you get some rest.

SCOTT

I don’t think I could sleep now if I had to.

EMMA

I know, but we both have to try. Like you said we are going to have to be rested up when we run for it tomorrow.

SCOTT

I know. So what’s the plan? Where are we going after we pick up Anthony?

EMMA

I don’t know, somewhere away from those things. Somewhere far away from them.

SCOTT
But where? We have no idea where it’s safe. Those things could be everywhere.

EMMA
Thanks. I needed that. Kill the small amount of hope I have left.

SCOTT
Sorry, but I’m just being realistic here. We have no idea how far this has spread, I just want to be ready for the worst.

EMMA

But it could just be around here and everything is ok everywhere else, right?

SCOTT

(Skeptical)

Right. It could just be here in town.

EMMA
I’m sure it is.

They sit in awkward silence for a moment.

EMMA

OK, fuck it. We both know that’s bullshit. There’s no sense in lying to ourselves. I heard on the radio that it is spreading like wildfire. 

SCOTT

I know. By the rate it was spreading it has to be over half the country by now. What are we going to do?

EMMA

We’re going to go to Canada.

SCOTT
What? Why Canada? How do you know they are crawling out of the woodworks there too?

EMMA

I know that they aren’t in the colder regions, which is where I am suggesting we go.

SCOTT
Why?

EMMA

Think for a minute! They’re fucking zombies! They don’t have any body heat!

SCOTT

So?

EMMA

So the motherfuckers will just freeze up where it’s cold! They won’t be able to stand it.

SCOTT

I guess that makes sense.

EMMA 

Then it’s settled then. Tomorrow we pack up and head up north.

SCOTT

I just hope that the place isn’t crawling with those things when we get there.

EMMA
You know it’s really not good for you to be so pessimistic.

SCOTT

Me pessimistic? You’re the queen of pessimists!

EMMA

I am not.

SCOTT
The hell you’re not. I’ve only known you for a few hours but I can tell that you’re one of the most bitter and pissed off people I’ve ever met.

EMMA
Believe me, I have every reason to be.

SCOTT

Why?

EMMA

That’s really none of your fucking business.

SCOTT
(Backing away from her)

Fine, whatever. You don’t have to get all bent out of shape about it. You know, maybe I will catch a few zzz’s after all. Wake me up in a few hours and I’ll stand watch.

He rolls his jacket up and uses it as a pillow as he lays on the floor. He turns on his side with his back to her  and she sits beside him looking at him for a few moments. 

EMMA

I’ve had a rough life, Ok? 

SCOTT

(Rolling over to face her)

Excuse me?

EMMA

I’m sorry I snapped at you, it’s just that I’m not real comfortable talking about myself.

SCOTT
It’s ok, I understand, I’m the same way.

EMMA

You’re right though, I am a bitter person.

SCOTT
So what happened to make you that way?

EMMA

My dad.

SCOTT

(Sitting up)

What did he do?

EMMA
He was a scientist. I hardly ever saw him and when I did he never showed me or my mother any affection. It seemed like his job was so much more important that we were.

CUT TO:

A LAB-INT-DAY

A middle-aged man wearing a white lab coat is observing fluid  in a Bunson Burner. He watches it intently and from time to time scribbles down some notes on a legal pad.

EMMA

(OS)

. Had his own lab, was in charge of this huge department. He was always talking about how he was going to find a cure to all the big diseases. 

SCOTT

(OS)

So he was pretty commited to his work, huh?

EMMA

I’ll say. He usually worked 14 hours a day. His goal was to find a cure for Cancer. Him and his team were always running these tests and experiments. He honestly thought that one day he was going to accomplish his goal.

SCOTT

(OS)

He doesn’t sound like he was that bad of a guy. A little too dedicated to his work maybe. 

EMMA

(OS)
You haven’t heard the rest of the story.

SCOTT

(OS)
Sorry

CUT TO

THE LAB-INT-NIGHT

The man, now a few years older, is busy working in his lab when 2 military men come into his lab. The man shakes hands with them and they start talking..

EMMA

(OS)
Years go by and he is becoming more and more discouraged with finding this cure. It was around this time he was contacted by the military about some sort of research they were working on.

CUT TO

SCOTT’S OFFICE-INT-NIGHT

EMMA

(Lighting a cigarette)
He looked at it as a way to do something different. He was at the point where he realized he was probably never going to cure Cancer so he wanted to find another way to help mankind, and the military was given him this opportunity so he went for it.

SCOTT
Sounds reasonable.

EMMA
We saw him even less when he started working for the military. He was off working on “special projects” so hard he didn’t even know that Mom was sick. It wasn’t very long that we found out she had Cancer.

SCOTT

I’m sorry.

CUT TO:

A HOSPITAL ROOM-INT-NIGHT

A young Emma and several other people are standing around her mother who is laying in teh hospital bed looking very sick. Emma holds her hand and an angry looking man looks over at the clock on the wall.

EMMA

(O.S)
So here it is, something that my dad had been trying to cure for years and now he has even more reason to do so. I mean the woman he loved was dying, you know? I remember thinking that he would leave the military job and go back to focusing on finding a cure. 10 year olds can be stupid.

CUT TO:

SCOTT’S OFFICE-INT-NIGHT

Scott pats her hand and she pulls away from him.

EMMA
So, long story short, my dad watches my Mom die and doesn’t do a thing to help her. Instead he puts all the time he could have spent trying to cure her into helping the military develop chemical weapons. What a kick in the teeth, huh? Instead of helping people, including his own wife like he originally set out to do he decided to help the military develop chemical weapons that killed people. Great guy.

SCOTT
Maybe he just didn’t know how to deal with her being sick. I mean...

EMMA

Bullshit. He was a selfish man who turned his back on the people that loved him most. I never forgave him for what he did.

SCOTT

When’s the last time you talked to him?

CUT TO:

A HOSPITAL ROOM-INT-NIGHT

Emma stands over a bed that her father is lying on. He looks very sick and weak. He smiles at her and then closes his eyes. We see the flatlines on the monitor and Emma turns away crying and walks out of the room as rain pelts the window softly.

EMMA

(O.S)

About 10 years ago. I saw him at the hospital before he died. He died of lung Cancer. Ironic, huh?

CUT TO:

SCOTT’S OFFICE-INT-NIGHT

SCOTT
I’m sorry.

EMMA
Don’t be, we were never close, especially after Mom died. I bet I didn’t say more than 100 words to him as I was growing up. To be honest I never really thought of him as a father anyway.

They sit in ackward silence for a while.

SCOTT
I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have pried.

EMMA
It’s no big deal, that is actually one of the less dramatic of my sob stories. Do you want to hear more?  What about when my uncle who was more of a father than my actual dad was died during Gulf War? How about how I was dumped a month before I was going to get married? Or how about when I found out I would never be able to have kids? I swear I have a million of them, each one a little more depressing than the one before.

Scott looks at the floor as he can’t think of anything to say. Emma smokes another cigarette and they sit in silence for a while.

EMMA
So now you know. So what’s your story. Since we’re sharing I think it’s just fair that you tell me a little about yourself. 

SCOTT

What do you want to know?

EMMA
Tell me about yourself. How did you end up here, are you married, do you have any kids? 

SCOTT
I’ll give you the short version.

EMMA
Fine.

SCOTT

I was raised in an orphanage after my dad came home one night and killed my mom and then himself after he’d had too much to drink because he thought she was cheating on him.

EMMA
(Looking shocked)

Oh my God.

SCOTT
Yeah, there’s nothing like finding both your parents dead when you’re 6 years old. It’s something that you can’t really seem to forget no matter how many shrinks tell you otherwise.

EMMA
I’m sorry, you don’t have to...

SCOTT
(Raising his hand to stop her)

I don’t know, living in an orphanage off and on for 12 years builds character. I mean there were the breif times that I lived with other families. I honestly can’s say which was my favorite set of substiture parents were. The ones that locked me in the closet when they got angry or the ones that beat the shit out of me when I got out of line.

Emma looks at the floor.

SCOTT

So after I turned 18 I got a job at the local insurance place, actually the very place that you are sitting in right now. It was a shitty job that didn’t pay very well but it was enough for me to afford my own place.

EMMA
Really Scott, I don’t want you to go on if it upsets you.

SCOTT
(Waving her away)

It’s ok, it’s all in the past. Anyway, after working there a few years I decide to make a career out of it. I get the proper ceritifcation and years later I own the place. Good things were going to start happening for me.

He looks at the floor angrily.

SCOTT

I couldn’t have been more wrong. You see, I still live in the same God Damn place I lived in when I was 18, I am dead broke, most people in town think I’m a loser, I couldn’t get a date if I paid for it, and I am pretty much a borderline alcoholic. Just like dear old dad.

Emma looks at him with a sad look on her face.

SCOTT

And that, in a nutshell is my wonderful life.

EMMA

I’m sorry, I had no idea.

SCOTT

It’s no big deal. Just be thankful that I didn’t give you the long version. Before I finshed you’d be praying that those things got in here and ate you.

Emma laughs and Scott smiles at her.

EMMA
We’re a pair aren’t we?

SCOTT

Yeah, if we live through this maybe we could travel around the country and speak at high schools so that the kids would feel better about themselves.

EMMA

(Laughing)

I don’t know, it may cause a few of them to kill themselves!

SCOTT

That would suck, I’m sure we wouldn’t get paid for all our hard work if that happened.

EMMA

(Getting up)

I’ll be right back.

SCOTT
Where are you going?

EMMA
Out for some ice cream. You want anything?

SCOTT

What?

EMMA

(Rolling her eyes)

Lighten up already! I’m just going to run to the bathroom!

Emma leaves the room and Scott walks over to the window and peeks out between the boards. There are more and more zombies walking around outside. the sirens have stopped and the streets are basically quiet except for the sounds of the zombies moaning.

Scott stands at the window for a moment watching them and suddenly as hand grabs his shoulder from behind.

SCOTT

(Jumping)

Fuck!

He turns and Emma is behind him.

EMMA
Sorry! I wasn’t thinking!

SCOTT
(Holding his chest)

You almost gave me a fucking heart attack!

EMMA

I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to scare you!

SCOTT

(Catching his breath)

It’s ok, just give me a second.

EMMA

(Peeking between the boards in the window)

What does it look like out there?

SCOTT
It looks pretty cloudy. I think that it may rain sometime tonight, which is a shame considering the big softball game that was supposed to take place tonight.

EMMA
Wow! A smartass response! I’m impressed. I must be rubbing off on you.

SCOTT

Now there’s a scary thought.

EMMA

(Mock anger)

What’s that supposed to mean?

SCOTT

(Putting up his hands to defend himself)

Kidding! I’m just kidding!

EMMA

(Serious)

There’s more of them out there isn’t there?

SCOTT

(Reluctant)

Well... I wouldn’t say that, but...

EMMA
Don’t bullshit me, Scott. Just tell me the truth.

SCOTT
Yes. There are more of them.

EMMA

(Looking out the window)

Great, Just fucking great.

They walk back over and sit on the floor.

SCOTT

Looks like we are in for a hell of a day tomorrow.

EMMA
I know. God damn things are multiplying like rabbits.

SCOTT
How are we on bullets?

EMMA

(A worried look on her face)

Not too great to be honest.

SCOTT
I’ve got some more at my house. As long as we don’t have to use what we do have between now and when we get there tomorrow we should be ok.

EMMA
We need to get some supplies together to take with us, we have no idea how far we may have to go before we have a chance to pick anything else up.

SCOTT
I know. When we get to my place we’ll stock up on food and drink and whatever else we may need. I’m sure Anthony will contribute anything we need too.

EMMA

So it’s settled then, right? We grab your friend, get supplies at your place and haul ass to Canada.

SCOTT

That’s right.

EMMA

It’s good to have some sort of half ass plan. 

SCOTT

Hey, it’s the best I can do with such short notice.

EMMA

Speaking of supplies and food and all, do you mind if I grab something to eat?

SCOTT
Help yourself, I’m still not hungry. Must be nerves.

EMMA
(walking out of the room)

Want a drink or anything?

SCOTT
Not unless there is a bottle of whiskey in there I didn’t know about.

Emma laughs and walks out of the room and Scott lays back on the couch. He looks very tired. He closes his eyes for a few moments and we hear a tapping on the window. He sits up and looks in toward the door that leads to the direction that Emma went first and then we hear the tapping again. He looks toward the window and gets off of the couch and walks toward the window cautiously.

SCOTT
Emma, you may want to come in here for a second.

EMMA
(OS)

What is it?

SCOTT
Shhh! be quiet!

The tapping becomes louder and Scott peeks through the boards on the window once again. He sees someone standing there with his back to the window and realizes after a few moments that it is Anthony, who is standing there observing the zombies.

SCOTT
(Quietly)

Anthony! What the fuck are you doing?

ANTHONY

(With his back to Scott)

Just watching what you and I created, Scott.

SCOTT

This isn’t my fault! I never wanted anything to do with it anyway! I never dreamed that it would even work, much less that this would happen! It was all your idea!

ANTHONY

Yes, but you agreed to it, didn’t you?

SCOTT

Shut up!

ANTHONY

What’s wrong, don’t want that sexy little thing you’re shacked up with in there to find out the truth? What if I just came in there and told her to her face...

Before Scott can respond Anthony turns around and we can see that he is a zombie. His face is rotted and one of his eyes is missing. Part of his brain is oozing out of the side of his head.

ANTHONY

And then I’m going to eat her all up. Right after I’m done with you!

Anthony reaches through the boards in the window and grabs Scott. He pulls him closer and opens his mouth to bite him on the throat.

SCOTT
Get off! Emma! Help me!!

Emma doesn’t come to help and Scott tries to get away from Anthony who continues to pull him closer. Scott reaches over and frantically tries to grab Emma’s machete from the floor but it is just out of reach as Anthony pulls him.

ANTHONY

Don’t fight it Scotty, this is what you wanted isn’t it?

SCOTT

Leave me alone! 

Scott pushes away from him enough to grab the machete. He rasies it up and Anthony grins at him.

SCOTT
Don’t make me do this, Anthony! 

ANTHONY

Give me a break. I’m your best friend. You wouldn’t hurt me.

Anthony pulls him closer once more and Scott stabs him with the point of the machete right between the eyes, the back of it coming out of the back of his head. Blood sprays in Scott’s face and Anthony roars in pain and falls over backward and is still.

Scott peeks out of the window and sees Anthony. He turns away from the window and vomits all over the floor. He sits on the floor gasping for a moment when he hears a commotion from the other room. 

SCOTT

Emm..Emma? You ok in there?

There is no response so he slowly gets up and makes his way into the other room, grabbing his gun off the floor as he goes.

CUT TO:

THE DINING AREA-INT-NIGHT

Scott walks into the room just in time to see a group of zombies breaking through the boarded up window. He raises his gun and starts to shoot them but it is apparent that there are way too many of them. 

SCOTT

Emma! I need help! Where are you?

He continues firing the gun until he hears an empty click and realizes that he is out of bullets. The zombies continue to pile in the room as he backs away.

SCOTT

Emma! Help me! Where the fuck are you?

EMMA
(OS)

I’m right here.

Scott turns and standing behind him is Emma, who is now a zombie. She has a huge bite taken out the side of her neck and blood is steaming from her wound. Scott screams at the sight of her as she starts to approach him.

EMMA
Where you going? You can’t go without me!

Scott backs away from her right into the arms of the zombie behind him who grabs him and bites into his shoulder. He screams in pain and in a matter of seconds the other zombies are all over him biting and tearing at him. He falls to the ground and the last thing we see is Emma reaching down to grab him from his point of view as he screams.

CUT TO:

SCOTT’S OFFICE-INT-MORNING

Scott sits up from the floor and screams. Emma has her hands on his shoulders trying to calm him down.

EMMA

Scott! Scott! Wake up! It was just a nightmare!

Scott looks at her and pulls away from her, a terrified look on his face.

EMMA
It’s ok! You’re safe, it was just a bad dream!

Scott finally realizes that he was dreaming an rubs his face with his hands.

SCOTT

Oh my God...it was a dream? It was just a dream...

EMMA
(Touching his shoulder)

Yes. You’re ok.

SCOTT

I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to freak you out.

EMMA
It’s ok. It must have been a bad one, huh?

SCOTT
You have no idea. 

EMMA
What was it about?

Scott looks at her and remembers the way she looked as a zombie in the nightmare and winces.

SCOTT

Look, I don’t want to talk about it ok? Let’s just say that it wasn’t fun.

EMMA
Fair enough.

SCOTT
(Rubbing his eyes)

What time is it?

EMMA
8:00 

SCOTT

(Looking confused)

In the morning?

EMMA

Yep. You slept through the night.

SCOTT
Did you sleep too?

EMMA
No, I stayed up all night making sure those things didn’t get in here.

SCOTT
I’m sorry, you must be exhausted. We were going to take turns...

EMMA
It’s ok, I am used to not getting much sleep. Anyway I’ve got too much nervous energy that I couldn’t have slept even if I tried.

SCOTT
The last thing I remeber is you going to get something to eat. I guess I just drifted off while you were gone.

EMMA

Yeah, you were sleeping like a baby when I came back in.

SCOTT

So...is there any change outside?

EMMA

(Motioning toward the window)

Have a look.

Scott walks over to the window and peeks out. There are very few zombies out walking the streets. Scott smiles and turns to Emma.

SCOTT
Where did they go? Are they dead?

EMMA

Of course they are, they’re zombies.

SCOTT

No, I mean there are like hardly any of them out there! Are they dying off? Did the military come through and blow the shit out of them while I was asleep?

EMMA

No, nothing like that. they’re getting smarter.

SCOTT

What do you mean?

EMMA

They’re hiding.

SCOTT

What?

EMMA
They’re setting a trap for their next meal.

SCOTT
Bullshit. I’ve seen those things up close. They’re brainless.

EMMA
They were, but they’re not anymore. Trust me, I saw what they did earlier.

SCOTT
What did they do?

EMMA
A military vehicle came down the street about 3:00 this morning.

SCOTT

(Angry)

Why the fuck didn’t you get me up? They could have helped!

EMMA

Be glad that I didn’t. Those things heard it coming and I swear they just ran off and hid. The vehicle stopped and a few of the soliders were walking around looking for survivors. There were 8 of them, maybe 10 all together.

SCOTT

Go on.

EMMA

I saw the zombies regrouping first, they just came our of nowhere in this huge group. I tried to warn the soldiers but didn’t want to draw any attention. They started basically crawling out of the woodwork. In a matter of seconds they had the soldiers surrounded.

SCOTT
Jesus.

EMMA
The soldiers tried to fight them off but it was pointless. They were overwhlemed and killed in a matter of minutes. I swear those things were waiting to ambush them. Only one person, maybe 2 got away. Hopped back on the vehicle and got the hell out of dodge. Can’t say I blame them though, it was a fucking massacre.

SCOTT

(Looking out the window)

So they’re just out there waiting for the next poor bastards to come along?

EMMA
Pretty much.

SCOTT
(Turning back to her)

How? How did they know how to set up an ambush like that?

EMMA
They’re evolving.

SCOTT
Overnight?

EMMA
Hey, stranger things have happened.

SCOTT

(Looking hopeless)

Fuck! What are we going to do?

EMMA

(Grabbing her duffel bag)

We’re getting the fuck out of here like we planned.

SCOTT

We can’t! They’ll get us as soon as we set foot out the door.

EMMA
Maybe, but it’s better than sitting here and waiting for them to come get us.

SCOTT

Are you serious? You really want to try to get away?

EMMA

(Picking up her rifle)

Dead serious. You ready?

SCOTT

I don’t know, I...

EMMA
Don’t puss out on me now, Scott. I thought I could count on you.

SCOTT

You can but I don’t think this is such a good idea.

EMMA

(Pulling the boards off the windows)

It’s the best idea we have right now. Your car got plenty of gas?

SCOTT

I don’t know if I’m ready for this.

EMMA

(Grabbing him and getting in his face)

Scott, I’m not staying here and dying, you hear me? And I’m not leaving you here to die either. We get to the car, fight off as many as those fuckers that we have to on the way there and we get the hell out of here. Now listen, does your car have enough gas?

SCOTT

Yeah...I filled it up...I filled it up yesterday morning.

EMMA
Good. Now, get your gun ready and on the count of 3 we’re going to take this last big ass piece of wood off the window and we’re going to run for it. Got it?

SCOTT
I don’t know. I just don’t think...

EMMA
(Using a hammer to pull nails out of the board across the window)

One.

SCOTT

It’s just that I don’t like our chances....

EMMA

(Sitting the hammer down and pulling on the piece of wood)

Two.

SCOTT

(Helping her pull it down)

EMMA

Three! Go!

They jerk the piece of wood off the window and jump through it, Emma in the lead. They hit the ground and a few zombies start to walk toward them as Scott stands there watching.

EMMA
(Aiming at the zombies with her rifle)

Don’t just stand there! Move!

Emma shoots and destroys the head of the closest zombie. The gunshot alerts the other zombies and very soon we see zombies coming out into the open. There are hundreds of them and they all start to walk toward Emma and Scott.

SCOTT
My God. Look at how many there are.

EMMA

(Shoving him)

Get to the fucking car!

Emma shoves him toward the car as a few zombies close in on them from behind. Emma turns and shoots both of them in the head as Scott leads the way to the car. In the background we can see an army of zombies approaching.

Scott gets to the car first and fumbles for his keys. Emma catches up with him and takes aim with her rifle, shooting at the zombies as they approac.

EMMA
What are you doing?

SCOTT

(Looking in his pockets)

Keys, I can’t find my fucking keys!

EMMA
Are you fucking kidding me?

SCOTT

No! I must have left them inside!

EMMA

(Shooting at the zombies)

Perfect, just God Damn wonderful. 

SCOTT

Maybe I can run back in and grab them if I...

EMMA

Don’t bother. Just get out of the way.

SCOTT

What?

EMMA
Move!

She shoves him out of the way an smashes the butt of the gun through the glass on the driver’s side window. Scott looks on in amazement as she hands Scott the gun, opens the door and proceeds to pull at wires under the steering wheel.

SCOTT

What are you doing?

EMMA
I’m going to hotwire this piece of shit!

SCOTT
Do you know what you’re doing?

EMMA
Yes!You just worry about keeping the fucking zombies away while I take care of this!

Scott turns and starts shooting at the wave of zombies as Emma keeps working. It is obvious that she is having trouble and that they are getting closer and closer.

SCOTT

They’re going to be here any second!

EMMA
(Working on the wires)

Shut up! You’re breaking my concentration!

SCOTT

Hurry!

EMMA

I almost have it!

A zombie lunges at Scott and he shoots in in the head, killing it. The zombies are very close at this point and it seems that another wave has started on the opposite side, surrounding them.

SCOTT
They’re everywhere! You have to hurry!

EMMA
I’m working as fast as I can!

Scott continues to shoot as the zombies continue to get closer. Emma sweats as she works trying to get the car started.

SCOTT
We’re so fucked!

EMMA

Shut up Scott, I’m not telling you...

Emma stops in midsentence as the engine roars to life.

EMMA

Who hoo! Come on! Get in!

Emma sits in the driver’s seat and Scott jumps in the passenger side and they take off down the street, running over a few zombies. Emma stomps on the gas pedal and speeds toward the huge wave of zombies.

SCOTT

(Screaming)

What the hell are you doing?

EMMA

Getting us out of here.

Emma drives down the road and into the horde of zombies, sending them flying. The car bounces as she runs over a few and teh windshield gets cracked when she hits one and he flies up on the windshield. 

She drives right through them and they end up driving down a 2 lane road, a few of the zombies chasing after them for a moment.

CUT TO:

THE CAR-INT-MORNING

Scott sits in shocked silence for a moment, looking like he may be sick. Emma notices this and reaches over and pats him on the shoulder.

EMMA
We made it! You ok over there?

SCOTT
Just give me a minute. 

EMMA
Sure.

SCOTT

Where did you learn to hotwire a car?

EMMA
My uncle showed me how to do it when I was younger.

SCOTT
Must have been a long time ago, you sure cut it close. Those fucking things were right in my face.

EMMA

(Defensive)

Maybe if you hadn’t left the keys inside I wouldn’t have had to have hotwired it!

SCOTT

(Putting up his hands)

Look, I don’t want to fight! I’m just saying...

They come around a curve and Scott stops in midsentence. There is death and destruction everywhere. Cars are overturned, there are half eaten bodies on the road and buildings are burning along the road. There are zombies eating the remains of the bodies on the streets and we see 2 zombies fighting over a human leg. It is a complete nightmare scene.Emma slows to a stop and sits looking at the carnage.

SCOTT

What are you doing? Let’s get the hell out of here.

EMMA

Sorry, it’s just a little too much. .

SCOTT

(Rubbing her shoulder)

I know, but we’re going to make it. Just keep going this way, Anthony’s house is a few miles down the road.

Suddenly a figure rushes up to the car and pounds on Scott’s window, making him jump. Emma turns and raises her gun and we see it is just a soldier.He is dirty and bloody and looks injured.

SOLDIER

Help me!

EMMA
(Pointing the gun at him)

Get the fuck back.

The soldier looks on in horror and Scott pushes the gun down.

SCOTT
Put it away.

EMMA
What?

SCOTT
I said put it down. You can see he’s not one of them.

EMMA
Yeah, but we really don’t need company.

SCOTT
He’s hurt Emma! We may be the only ones that can help him.

EMMA
(Rolling her eyes)

You’re going to be the death of me.

SCOTT

(To soldier)

Come on, get in!

SOLDIER

Thanks!

The soldier starts to get in the car when he locks eyes with Emma. He takes a step back right into the arms of a zombie that is behind him. The zombie bites into the side of his throat and Emma shoots the soldier in the head, then aims and blows the zombie’s head off as well before driving away.

SCOTT

(Looking back as other zombies start eating the soldier)

Why’d you do that?

EMMA
What, kill the zombie? Seemed like a good idea to me.

SCOTT
Not that, why did  you shoot the soldier first?

EMMA
Just putting him out of his misery. I hope you do the same for me if I am in a similar situation.

SCOTT

(Shrugs)

Yeah...sure.

EMMA
Good, because I wouldn’t hesitate if it were you.

They continue driving in silence down the road.

CUT TO

ANTHONY’S HOUSE-EXT-MORNING

Emma and Scott pull in the driveway and get out of the car. 

EMMA

(Looking up at the house)

Wow, this place is huge..

SCOTT

(Looking around nervously)

Yeah, but we better get inside before those things see us. I can’t believe how many of them there were back on the road.

EMMA
I know, they’re like fucking cockroaches.

SCOTT

Yeah, you see one you see-

Scott notices that the door is ripped off and runs toward the house.

SCOTT

Anthony!

EMMA

(Trying to grab him)

Scott wait! Shit!

Scott runs into the house first and Emma hurries after him.

CUT TO:

THE HOUSE-INT-MORNING

Emma enters the house and see Scott standing there with a horrified look on his face.

EMMA
Dammit, Scott, think before you just go running somewhere! There could have been a hundred of them in here! Scott! Are you listening to me?

Scott continues to stand there silently staring across the room. Emma follows his gaze and we see Anthony’s body laying across the room, part of his head is missing where he shot himself.

Scott breaks down into tears and rushes across the room and embraces his body as Emma looks on.

SCOTT
(Crying)

Oh Anthony I’m sorry! It’s all my fault! If only I’d stopped you!

EMMA

(Approaching Scott)

I’m sorry about your friend and everything, but I don’t know if you should be that close to him. He could be one of them.

SCOTT

(Angry)

He’s not! Most of his fucking head is gone!

EMMA

(Picking up the suicide letter)

I’m sorry, it’s just you can’t be too careful.

SCOTT

(To Anthony)

What happened? Who did this to you?

EMMA

(Throwing the letter to him)

He did it to himself.It’s all there in the letter.

SCOTT

(Picking it up)

I don’t believe he would do this. 

EMMA
Yeah, and this time yesterday I wouldn’t have believed that there were zombies roaming the earth. It happens.

SCOTT

It’s all my fault. All of it is my fault.

EMMA

What are you talking about?

SCOTT

Everything. We caused all of this!

EMMA

Just relax, Scott. I really don’t need you cracking up on me now. Let’s just grab what supplies we can and get the hell out of here. Obviously those things got in here and they may still be here somewhere. I really don’t want to be here long enough to find out.

SCOTT

Wait, listen, I have to tell you something.

EMMA

Tell me in the car then, we have to get moving!

SCOTT
(Grabbing her)

Listen to me God Dammit!

EMMA

(Pulling away from him)

Alright! Jesus! What do you want to tell me?

SCOTT

Anthony and I caused this mess. We are the reason that the living dead is walking around out there.

Emma looks at him seriously for a moment and then starts laughing.

SCOTT
Stop laughing! I’m serious!

EMMA
I’m sorry, really. It’s just a little hard to swallow. So tell me, how did you manage to bring the dead back to life?

SCOTT
It was Anthony’s idea, I just went along with it. He knew a guy that worked for the government who created this formula that revived the dead. He showed Anthony how to make it.

EMMA

Go on.

SCOTT
Anthony said that we would bring a couple of people back to life and have them run rampant enough for people to come to me to buy zombie insurance. We were going to split the money between us.

EMMA

You and the guy missing his head over there did this for money?

SCOTT
I only went along with it because I never dreamed it would work. I thought that Anthony was full of shit, so I humored him. Fuck, I had no idea he would actually successfully pull it off.

EMMA

I don’t believe this. All this time you’ve been the cause of all of this death and destruction and you didn’t tell me?

SCOTT

I’m sorry, I didn’t know how to tell you. 

EMMA

You 2 fuckers basically brought about the apocalypse because you wanted to make a few extra dollars? Is that what you’re telling me?

SCOTT
We didn’t mean for it to ever get this out of control! Anthony must not have known how quickly it spread. If we had known we would’ve never done it.

EMMA
Good job, asshole. 

SCOTT
I’m sorry, I know I should’ve told you sooner. You understand, don’t you?

EMMA
I understand, just because I have something to tell you too.

SCOTT

What?

Emma raises her gun and shoots Scott in the knee with it. He falls on the ground screaming in pain as he holds his knee. Emma walks over to him and leans down beside him.

EMMA
I’m not exactly who you think I am either.

SCOTT
(Holding his leg)

Help me!

EMMA

(Kicking him)

Shut the fuck up! That screaming is annoying! Shut up or I swear I’ll blow your fucking head off.

Emma points the gun at his face and his screams become a whimper.

EMMA

That’s better. That’s quite a story you just told me. I didn’t believe you at first but after hearing it all the way through I’m pretty sure you’re telling the truth.

She sits down in a chair and levels the rifle at Scott who is still on the floor.

EMMA

That “chemical” that you are referring to has a name. It’s Necrozine. I know because my dad named it.

Scott looks up at her with a shocked look on his face.

EMMA
Surprised? I told you my dad helped develop chemical weapons for the military. This was his greatest creation. I will never forget how happy he was when they first tested it.

CUT TO:

A LAB-INT-NIGHT

Emma’s dad is injecting a formula into a cadaver while a few other scientis, a soldier and a general look on. The cadaver doesn’t move at first but then it starts to twitch. It sets up and starts to walk toward them and the soldier shoots it.

EMMA

(OS)

He was so proud. Everyone was.

The general shakes Emma’s dad’s hand and they walk away, leaving him in the lab smiling to himself.

EMMA
I don’t think I ever saw him that happy. But unfortunately it wouldn’t last.

CUT TO:

ANTHONY’S HOUSE-INT-MORNING

Emma runs her hand through her hair as Scott looks on.

EMMA
Dad didn’t realize how quickly the Necrozine reanimated the dead. It was deemed a total failure due to this aspect and Dad spent the rest of his life trying to perfect it. He came close several times but as he got older he realized that he needed help. That’s when I decided to lend him a hand.

SCOTT

You...you actually helped him with this insanity?

EMMA
(Pointing the gun at him)

Shut up! My father was a genius!

CUT TO:

THE LAB-INT-NIGHT

Emma’s dad, now several years older is working in a lab. Emma is beside him and they are frantically working on chemical equations on a blackboard.

EMMA

(OS)

You see, after my mom died I didn’t really have anyone. Dad worked all the time and never had time for me, even after I was older. I decided that if I took an interest in the project we could finally spend time together. I went to college and graduated with honors in Chemistry. Dad made sure that I had a job at his lab. He was so proud of me. It was an honor to work alongside him.

CUT TO

ANTHONY’S HOUSE-INT-MORNING

Scott leans up to her. He is still holding his leg which is bleeding profusely.

SCOTT
So you were lying to me earlier? The bullshit about your dad trying to cure Cancer was all just a lie? You just made that up about your mother?

EMMA

(Hitting him in the face with the gun)

Shut your fucking mouth! No, I didn’t make it up. He did want to cure Cancer but after it killed Mom he realized it was a wasted effort. I totally agreed with him. If he couldn’t save Mom it just seemed kind of pointless to even try anymore.

SCOTT

(Rubbing his face)

So, I take it you two twisted fucks never perfected the old man’s project, huh?

EMMA

Unfortunately we didn’t. We thought we did but most of them ended badly. Our last field test was the Waco incident. You probably heard about it on the news back in the 90’s.

SCOTT

That fucked up cult? What did that have to do with anything?

EMMA

It wasn’t a cult, stupid. They were test subjects. We injected a few cadavers with the Necrozine and then locked several people in the compound with them. 

SCOTT

Bastards.

EMMA
Things got out of hand and when there was a danger of the infection spreading the project was considered a failure and a special government unit was called in to take care of it. They burned the compound to the ground destroying all evidence. The whole cult thing was made up for the public. We couldn’t let it get around what really went on it there. Of course, much like Roswell and the moon landing there were people who suspected otherwise.

SCOTT

You’re an evil bitch!

EMMA

I’m much more that that, Scotty.

CUT TO:

THE LAB-INT-NIGHT

Emma is busy injecting the fomula into a cadaver.

EMMA
(OS)

The last night I worked on the Necrozine there was an accident. I should have been paying more attention but I was tired. I’ll be the first to admit that it was my fault.

After she injects the cadaver she turns away from it to pick up a flask from the table behind her. The cadaver springs to life and bites her on the shoulder and she screams.

CUT TO:

ANTHONY’S HOUSE-INT-MORNING

Emma sits the gun on the floor and undoes her shirt. She pulls it down enough to show Scott a scar on her shoulder that looks like teeth marks.

SCOTT
What the fuck...

EMMA
Bastard bit right into my shoulder, almost took an entire chunk out of it. Thankfully for me Dad thought of such a situation.

She reaches over and pulls her insulin out of her purse and holds it up to show Scott.

EMMA
He had developed this. It works as somewhat of an antidote. He injected me with it seconds after I was bitten. Otherwise I would have become one of them.

SCOTT

That would’ve been a shame.

EMMA
Unfortunately we realized that I had to keep injecting myself with it. It is the only thing that keeps me from changing. Before Dad died his new mission in life became trying to cure me. He died before he succeded.

SCOTT

So your crazy ass is stuck having to inject that shit so you don’t become the thing your dad created. It’s kind of poetic. 

EMMA
(Kicking him in the face)

Bastard! 

SCOTT
So, why are you here? How did you end up in the heart of the shit storm where all the zombies were? 

EMMA
I work for the government. Once we heard the rumors that it had started I came here to see for myself. I had my doubts and I really couldn’t believe that anyone would be able to symthesize the Necrozine. I will have to admit, your friend was intelligent. Too bad he blew that intelligence all over the wall, we could have used a guy like him.

SCOTT
You bitch. You’ve been lying to me the entire time.

EMMA
That’s right. Oh, and there’s one more piece of information that you might want to know.

SCOTT

What’s that?

EMMA

(Holding up the syringe)

I’m immune to this now, it doesn’t work anymore no matter how much I take it.

She throws the syringe across the room and roars in pain. Scott starts to scoot away as she continues to scream in pain. She turns away from him and grabs her face as Scott looks on in terror. 

Suddenly she turns to face him and we see that she is now a zombie. She lunges across the room at Scott and he shoots her twice. She falls to the floor in a heap just a few inches from him.

He drops the gun to the side and starts to scoot away from her. Suddenly she raises up, grabs his leg and bites into it where she shot him earlier. Scott screams in pain and frantically kicks at her as he reaches for the gun. He finally grabs it and shoots her in the top of the head as she continues to feed from his leg, killing her. he kicks her off and scoots across the room away from her. He looks at his leg and sees that blood is spewing from it and grabs it. After a few seconds he removes his hand and the blood is still pouring out of his wound.

SCOTT

(Looking at his bloody hand)

She bite me! God damn bitch has turned me into one of those things!

Scott lets loose with a scream of horror and pain and sees the syringe that she had laying beside him. He crawls over to it and picks it up and looks at it.

SCOTT

This is my only chance.

He takes the cover off of the syringe with his mouth and spits it across the floor. He looks nervous as he prepares to jab it into his leg. He hesitates for a moment and we hear Emma’s voice.

EMMA

(O.S)

Unfortunately we realized that I had to keep injecting myself with it. It is the only thing that keeps me from changing.

Scott keeps looking from his leg to the syringe in his hand. He shakes violently as he debates using it.

SCOTT

I don’t want to live that way. 

CLOSE UP

On the syringe as it falls from his hand and hits the floor. It shatters and its contents spill all over the floor.

We hear Scott scream as we

CUT TO:

ANTHONY’S HOUSE-EXT-NIGHT

A young couple, GREG and STACY their young child, and a man in his 50’s , KEITH come walking up the driveway. Stacy is carrying their child a little boy about 5, whose nose is bleeding. Stacy has a laceration on her face and Greg is walking with a limp. As they walk toward the Anthony’s house Keith pauses beside Scott’s car and peers in the window and then curses and kicks the door.

GREG

(Turing to speak to Keith)

Come on! We have to get inside!

KEITH

I thought maybe there would be keys in it and we could get out of here.

GREG

Well there’s not, so come on! We have to get inside before those things find us out here.

KEITH

(Pointing to the house)

You sure it’s a good idea to go in there? 

STACY

(Angry)

We have to! I have to help my son! He’s hurt!

KEITH

No offense ma’am, but maybe if your husband knew how to drive and hadn’t wrecked us we’d be somewhere safer and your kid wouldn’t be hurt.

GREG

(Angry)

It wasn’t my fault! That fucking thing came out of nowhere!

KEITH

It was one of them! You should’ve hit it!

GREG

I thought it was a person! I didn’t want to run over someone who’d survived this nightmare!

KEITH

Maybe you should’ve instead of swerving and running us into a wrecked bus. 

GREG

I knew it was a mistake to pick you up! I should have just left you where we found you.

KEITH

Probably should have, maybe someone else would have picked me up. Instead I’m stuck here with you guys with pretty much no hope of surviving.

STACY

(Angry)

Stop it! Both of you! Let’s get inside! I think we should stay here for tonight and figure out what to do in the morning.

KEITH

I’m not going in there, God Damn place is probably full of those things.

STACY

Fine! Then stay out here and die then!

The couple and their child go into the house and Keith stands there for a moment debating if he should go into the house or not. After a few moments he turns and starts to walk down the driveway.

KEITH

Fuck them. Assholes deserve to die for being so stupid!

He continues to walk down the driveway when a zombie appears in front of him at the beginning of the driveway. Alarmed he pulls out a pistol and shoots it. It keeps coming until he shoots it in the head and it falls to the ground.

KEITH

(To the zombie)

Son of a bitch, you don’t mess with me!

He starts to walk away again and sees a large group of zombies coming up the driveway toward him. He raises his pistol and shoots at them until he runs out of bullets and then throws the gun at them. One zombie catches it and throws it back, striking him in the face and making him fall over backward.

Before he can get to his feet the zombies are all over him ripping, tearing and biting at him as he screams.

CUT TO:

ANTHONY’S HOUSE-INT-NIGHT

Greg and Stacy are inside and see Emma and Anthony’s bodies on the floor.

STACY

Oh my God!

GREG

(Rubbing her arm)

They’re dead, baby. They can’t hurt you. I’ll get something to cover them up with.

STACY

(Looking at their son)

I’ve got to find a bathroom! His nose won’t stop bleeding!

GREG

Go ahead, I’ll find something to board up that door.

STACY

What if that old man decides to come back?

GREG

Fuck him, he’s on his own.

The kid starts crying even more and Stacy walks away with him.

Greg busies himself tearing a table apart and is boarding up the door with it when he hears Stacy scream.

GREG

Honey? You ok?

There is no response an Greg rushes out of the room.

CUT TO 

THE BATHROOM-INT-NIGHT

Greg runs toward the bathroom and sees their child looking into the bathroom in horror. Greg looks into the bathroom and sees Scott, now a zombie eating Stacy’s throat. Greg grabs the child, who is in shock and rushes down the steps and when he gets to the front door the large group of zombies is coming into the house.

POV FROM GREG

A zombie reaches out for him and behind this zombie are many more also reaching for him.

CUT TO

ANTHONY’S HOUSE-EXT-NIGHT

We hear Greg screaming as the large group of zombies start to enter the house.

FADE OUT

THE END


