| NT. CORPORATE BUI LDI NG, MORNI NG

DANI | ooks at herself in the floor-to-ceiling mrror in the
reception area, seeing a nervous twenty-sonething secretary
huggi ng a stack of docunents as if it were her child.

DANI
You can do this... You can do this..

STATI C
| know | can do this, babe. Can you?

DANI | ooks down, adjusting sonething in her ear.

DANI
(whi spers) Are you sure this is the
only way?

STATI C
It's Hail Mary tinme. Trust me, if
there were any other way, | wouldn't
be this trusting of Vera's m stress.

DANI | ooks over to the oil painting of her boss, the |ovely
VERA Ni kol aev- Rot hen. A Russi an supernodel turned CEO

DANI
That was-it only happened once..

STATI C
Rel ax. I'm not judging. She's hot.
That's how she got ny dad.

DANI
Wait, was your dad-

STATI C
Qui et! Keep your voice low It's tinmne.
Start wal ki ng.

DANI takes one | ast deep breath before turning from her
reflection, walking stiffly dowmn a | ong, vacant hall. She
passes a janitor w th headphones.

STATI C
There's ol' Mtch, finishing his
clean. Right on tinme. The hall's
yours, babe.

DANI
How much tine do | have?



STATI C
Not | ong. Maybe thirty, forty seconds.
| have a tracker on Vera's car, but-
Ch. Shit.

DANI
(stops wal king, terrified) Wat?

STATI C
The senator. He's schedul ed to be
there first thing. Know ng old Larry,

he' Il probably be on the el evator now.
DANI

| can't go in there. 1'll be trapped.
STATI C

You will go in there. Now. You've
al ready been paid, so get noving.

DANI
(pani cki ng) Pl ease...

STATI C
Do you understand the stakes here,
babe?

DANI

(whi spering) stop calling ne that...

STATI C
When you agreed to this, you gave ne
every piece of personal information
t hat makes you you. Your soci al
security nunber. Your bank information
for the deposit. | will tear your life
apart brick-by-brick. And then I wll
tear your famly's |ife apart brick-

by- bri ck-
DANI
(crying) ...please...
STATI C

-unl ess you get your sweet little ass
in that office and plant those files.
Now!

DANI noves, her nervous wal ki ng qui ckly becones a run. She
gets to the giant doors that read VERA N KOLAEV- ROTHEN and
t hrows them open. Above a fireplace in the office is a



massi ve painting of VERA with an ol der, kind-eyed man and his
12-year ol d daughter. The painting's gold plate reads THE
ROTHENS - VERA, BINFORD, and MERCY, 1989.

VERA
(Russian accent) |Is there a problenf?

Gasping, DANI turns to VERA who sits at her desk, | ooking
over docunents.

DANI
(horrified) ...you bitch..
VERA
Excuse nme?
STATI C
Play it cool, babe. It had to go this
way.
DANI

Sorry, Ms. N kolaev...not you-I-1...

VERA
(approaching, reaching for the files)
What is this?

STATI C
Tell her to lean close, like you're
going to whisper in her ear.

VERA gives an icy stare as she cautiously |eans in, but
notices a blinking light in DANI's ear.

STATIC
Sorry, babe.

A smal | expl osion sends a spray of bl ood across the painting
above the fireplace, covering MERCY' s face.

| NT. DARK COMPUTER LAB

MERCY, now ol der, |eans back in her chair and watches VERA in
a nonitor crawling away fromthe gore in her office, coughing
violently and gathering the scattered docunents.

MERCY
(STATIC s voice) CGot ya, Mom



EXT. DOMWTOMN M DVWEST TOW, M DNI GHT

Fromthe top of a five-story building, four soldiers observe
the streets below. A fiery weck snokes in the distant
woods-a downed helicopter. Bel ow, shadowy zonbies roamlinply
across the pools of street lights. The town is riddled with
1994 paraphernalia, not a nountain or hill in sight.

CALLOMNY
It's not |ike the novies.

CALLOWAY turns around to her squad. She's a m d-30's African-
American woman with an arrogant smle wapped around a
cigarette. She shoulders a 12 gauge shotgun and is strapped
wi th grenades and ot her expl osives.

A clean-cut white man turns his wide eyes fromthe streets to
CALLOMWAY. Much nore lightly equi pped, he grips his MP-5 too
tightly. A nanetag on his vest reads BRACE

BRACE
VWhat's that nean?

CALLOMY shakes her head and arns a grenade from her
shoul der, tossing it into the street below. A short-haired
Latino woman with an air of authority steps forward-

LYNDA
Cal | onay!

-too late. A blinding flash erupts from bel ow foll owed by the
di stinctive echoing blast of a flashbang. The four arned
nmercenaries nove to the | edge to see no response fromthe
zonbi es bel ow. LYNDA turns for an answer.

CALLOMNAY
In the novies they foll ow sound.
Thi ngs they see. Like they're prim
hunters. These dopes don't even seem
to understand their basic senses.

LYNDA
They aren't the m ssion. Let Vera sort
out her quarantines. W're just here
to clean the paper trail. So focus.
Brace, report.

BRACE stares blankly at the scene bel ow. LYNDA steps toward
him drawng himto her serious gaze. BRACE kneel s down and
pul Il s of f his backpack, checking a | aptop.



