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I NT. OFFI CE RECEPTI ON AREA - DAY

It'’s an office like a hundred others. In the front is a
smal |l desk littered with unfinished paperworKk.

A timd, nousy and frazzled girl, EVE (20s) is rapidly
sorting through the piles with a phone glued to her ear.

The back door to the office snaps open and a tall,
dressed-to-the nines DOM NI QUE (| ate 20s) energes.

Domi nique tightly holds a file in her hand and wal ks to the
smal | desk at top speed.

VWHAP

The file lands hard on Eve’'s desk, propelled by Dom ni que’s
wel | - mani cured hand.

Eve junps, the phone flying out fromunder her ear.

DOM NI QUE
WHAT THE HELL IS TH S?!'? Eve,
right? | asked you for that TPS
report to be in twelve point
COURI ER, not Arial, the font of the

lazy! | need it retyped--ASAP
EVE

|’ msorry, Domnique, I'Il get to

it when | can, I'mtotally swanped

ri ght now.

Domi ni que’ s face goes red.

I n one violent push coupled with a banshee SHRI EK, Dom ni que
shoves the entire contents of Eve's desk to the floor, her
own file still in hand.

Domi ni que carefully places the file in the center of Eve's
now enpty desk

DOM NI QUE
Consi der yoursel f "un-swanped". GCet
my report fixed BEFORE you go hone.
| don’t care who you have to kil
to get it done, but GET IT
DONE. And bring ne ny coffee!

Domi ni que stonps off, leaving Eve in a sea of pages.

Eve |l ets out an exasperated sigh.



I NT. DOM NIQUE' S OFFI CE - N GHT

Dom ni que is typing sonething on her |aptop. She |ooks at
her watch, it reads 7:50pm She cranes her neck to | ook out
toward the main office.

Eve's desk is enpty, the surrounding office dark

| NT. RECEPTI ON AREA - CONTI NUOUS
Dom ni que surveys the enpty, dimy it room

She noves out to Eve's desk, no sign of her. It |ooks just
as nessy as when Dom nque | ast destroyed it.

She | ooks at her watch again, raising an eyebrow.

| NT. LADI ES ROOM - NI GHT

Domi ni que begins prinping, touching up her already perfect
makeup.

The door creaks open. Dom nque freezes.

A shadowy figure approaches the diva at the mrror.
Domi ni que turns to see Eve with heavy bl ack eyeliner
streaked tears and hi deous outside-the-lines red
l'ipstick. She |looks |ike The Joker.

Eve extends a stack of bl oody reports in Dom nique’s
direction. Eve has a really big smle on her face.

EVE
| had to kill a few people, but
here they are, just the way you
i ke them

Dom ni que coll apses into the corner of the room scream ng.

I NT. OFFI CE RECEPTI ON AREA - DAY

We're back to Eve’'s desk and the ness Dom ni que has j ust
left.

Eve opens a desk drawer, revealing a letter opener. She
tests the tip with her finger.

Frowni ng, she instead pulls out a fully pinped out G36
assault rifle fromunder her desk.



Eve wal ks to the rear of the office and kicks in the door,
spraying bullets into Dom ni que’ s body.

| NT. OFFI CE RECEPTI ON AREA - DAY

W' re back again.

Eve lets out a defeated sigh

I NT. DOM NI QUE' S OFFI CE - DAY

Dom ni que is on the phone, presumably w eaking havoc in
anot her depart nent.

Eve enters with a cup of coffee.

Dom ni que reaches out with a two-handed "gi me gi me"
gesture.

Eve hands her the cup.
DOM NI QUE
(condescendi ng)
Done yet?

Eve nods and smles. Domnique returns a sinister smle,
bringing the cup of coffee to her I|ips.

Dom ni que drinks, unaware of sonething small and bl ack
swi nmi ng i nside her beverage..



