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INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Two wedding rings rest on top legal papers. A check box for 
“Dissolution of Marriage” marked. The line for “husband” 
signed. The line for “wife” isn’t.

The dresser underneath tips over and CRASHES to the ground. 

AARON, 30s -- good build, handsome, the type of man you’ve 
passed in the grocery store and seen in “family” commercials 
a thousand times, starts pushing the dresser.

AARON
This will buy us some time.

A golden retriever barks wildly at him.

AARON (CONT’D)
Daisy, out of the way! 

Aaron looks over at MERYL, 30s -- tall, thin, twitchy. Dark 
circles under her blood shot eyes. A woman mere moments from 
madness. She looks out the bedroom’s panorama window.

The view is chaos. Homes on fire. Flashing police lights. 
Burning cars. Dozens of ZOMBIES stumbling, falling, crawling 
all over the place. A true vision of the end times.

Daisy still barking.

AARON (CONT’D)
Can you do something about her?

Meryl snaps her fingers. Daisy runs over, tail wagging. She 
sits at Meryl’s side. Meryl’s voice is cold, stoic. 

MERYL
You said it would work out.

AARON
I don’t know what went wrong. The 
fire downstairs should have got 
more of them. They’re going to come 
up here. If I can just --

He strains as the dresser catches on the carpet.

AARON (CONT’D)
We just need to hold them off... 

(grunts)
So we can get to the garage.

One final heave and he’s got it pressed against the door. 



Meryl looks back out the window -- into the yard next door. 
Zombies have a GERMAN SHEPPARD cornered. It barks with all 
its might. Lunges. Tries to defend itself.

AARON (CONT’D)
Meryl?

The zombies aren’t backing down. They close in on the dog. 
One zombie grabs the dog’s leg. Another its tail. A third 
goes for the dog’s neck --

AARON (CONT’D)
Meryl!

Aaron pulls Meryl away from the window. He clutches her 
against his chest. Keeps her eyes away from what’s about to 
happen. She winces as the dog yelps and howls in pain.

AARON (CONT’D)
We’re going to be okay. Alright? 
We’ll get through this.

A tear rolls down her cheek. She swallows.

MERYL
You already gave up.

AARON
Gave up? I’m trying to--

He holds her out at arms length.

AARON (CONT’D)
Don’t look outside. Forget about 
what’s out there. Stay focused on 
me. Nothing but us matters right 
now. Can you get the gun from the 
shelf and load it?

Meryl nods and wipes away the tears.

Aaron pauses... searching for something else, anything to 
reassure her... even if it isn’t...

AARON (CONT’D)
I still love you.

Aaron’s words are as forced and hollow as Meryl’s smile in 
return. Her eyes welling up again. Lips trembling. 

BANGING on the door. Daisy erupts into barks and growls.

AARON (CONT’D)
Go!
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Aaron races to the nightstand. He picks it up and carries it 
toward the door.

AARON (CONT’D)
Remember the time we went to 
Hawaii? We took that horseback ride 
along the beach at dusk? 

Meryl slowly walks to the bookshelf. No rush. No urgency to 
her movements. Her finger pulls the books forward and off the 
shelf one by one. As if she’s just toying with them.

AARON (CONT’D)
Remember that?

MERYL
Our two year anniversary...

Aaron sets the nightstand on top of the dresser. The banging 
now more severe. The makeshift barrier is holding... for now.

Daisy continues to bark. 

AARON
Daisy, come on! Out of the way. 

(to Meryl)
Remember that sundress you had on? 
The powder blue one?

Aaron rushes over to grab the other nightstand.

MERYL
It was teal.

Meryl gingerly pulls the last book off the shelf. The only 
thing left is a cigar box.

AARON
You were so worried about getting 
it wet.

MERYL
I didn’t want to ruin it. 

Meryl opens the lid. Inside the box is a small .38 Special. A 
dozen or so bullets lay free.

Aaron piles the second nightstand on top of the first. 

AARON
It was the beach. What did you 
think would happen to it?
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The banging is relentless. The makeshift barrier the only 
thing preventing the door from bursting.

Aaron pulls down the window dressings. He ties them together.

MERYL
The dress was perfect. I wanted it 
to stay that way.

Meryl plops a bullet in a chamber. She turns the cylinder one 
click, plops in another.

AARON
You should have thought about that 
before wearing it somewhere it 
didn’t belong. Actions have 
consequences. You’ve got to live 
with the choices you make.

Aaron fastens one end of the window dressing to a bed post.

Meryl plops in another bullet.

AARON (CONT’D)
When we get down, run straight to 
the garage.

MERYL
What about Daisy?

Aaron pauses... 

AARON
She’s had a good life. 

Meryl winces. Those words sting. She plops the last bullet in 
the chamber and pulls it shut.

Aaron finishes the knot. He walks over to the window and 
opens it up. 

A WHOOSH of sounds flood into the room. Sirens. People 
screaming. Sporadic gun fire.

AARON (CONT’D)
Alright... you ready?

He tosses the dressing out the window, a makeshift rope.

AARON (CONT’D)
Meryl?

He looks over at Meryl. The gun pointed right at him. 
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BANG!

Aaron stumbles back, grabbing his chest. He falls against the 
wall. Confusion fades from his face as he falls dead.

Daisy cowers in the corner, ears and tail tucked back.

Meryl’s face red, her eyes drip with tears.

MERYL
People make mistakes, Aaron. Even 
me.

The door starts to break. Zombie arms reach through the 
holes. They try to push away the furniture.

Meryl picks up the wedding rings on the floor. Steps on the 
divorce papers as she walks over and sits next to Aaron. 

She pulls his lifeless arm around hers. His bloody hand 
smearing her cheek.

She puts a ring on his hand. Then slips the other onto hers.

MERYL (CONT’D)
Come here Daisy. Come on girl. 

Daisy slowly walks over and Meryl pulls her close. Daisy 
licks Aaron’s blood off Meryl’s face.

BANG! 

Daisy falls over dead. A bullet through her skulls. She won’t 
have endure the same fates as the Sheppard.

The nightstands are knocked over. Meryl watches the zombies 
as they break through. 

MERYL (CONT’D)
... But I can’t let it end. Not 
like this...

She puts the gun in her mouth.

CUT TO BLACK

BANG!
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