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FADE IN:

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

GREG, 30s, eyes red rimmed and raw, stands in front of the
bathtub, numb from reality.  He stares at something inside.

His hands are painted with blood.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Blood trails across the floor leading to the bathroom door. 

An all white high-heel shoe sits in the corner of the room
going unnoticed.  It's stained with more blood.

Greg sits on the couch, hands in his hair, lost in thought. 

Greg finally breaks away and looks at a picture of him and
his GIRLFRIEND, 30s, blonde. 

Greg picks up the picture and runs his thumb across it.  The
blood smears across her face.  

Greg grabs his phone.  Hesitates to dial.  His thumb hovers
over the buttons... but he dials anyway.

Someone picks up.  Greg's voice is groggy and unstable.

GREG
She's dead.  Cassie's dead.

(beat)
I... it was an accident.  She just...
didn't listen to me.  She never
listens.

(beat)
Oh, God.  I killed her.  Oh my god,
I fucking killed Cassie.

(beat)
I need help.  If you could come over
and help me.  There's blood.  So
much blood.

(beat)
In the bathroom.  The tub. 

(beat)
What?

Anger washes over him as he hears the response.

GREG (CONT'D)
(shouts)

If this isn't a fucking emergency,
what the fuck is?!



2.

Greg stands up.

GREG (CONT'D)
Where do you have to go?!  Hello? 
HELLO?!

Dial tone.  Greg drops his hand.  He can't believe it... he
tosses the phone and then cries out an unintelligible scream.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Greg holds out an all white sheet.  He carefully tosses it
in the tub.  The sheets falls over the body.  The blood
instantly bleeds through. 

Greg cringes.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Greg's closet door swings open.  He reaches for a large
garment bag which holds his suit.  He removes the suit and 
holds out the garment bag.

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

The zipped up bag with the corpse inside sits beside a pile
of dirt.  Greg finishes a shallow ditch.  He grabs the bag
and strains to drag it in the hole.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

A couple of bloody towels lie in a bin.  Greg cleans up.  He
stops.  Pulls up a small chunk of long blond hair and skin.

He rushes to the toilet.  Throws up.  Tries his best to clean
his face with his bloody gloves.  He can't hold it back any
longer...

Greg sobs.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Greg walks toward the backdoor, but stops as he spots the
bloody high-heel shoe.

EXT. BACKYARD - NIGHT

Eyes red and puffy, Greg stands over the open grave.  The
garment bag lies inside.  He holds the shoe.

Someone opens the backdoor and approaches.  He hears them,
but doesn't turn.



3.

Greg's GIRLFRIEND, in scrubs, leans against him.

GIRLFRIEND
I wasn't thinking straight.  I'm
sorry.

Greg nods, eyes still on the grave.  She eyes the shoe.

GIRLFRIEND (CONT'D)
Give it to her.

Greg looks at the shoe... then tosses it in. 

His girlfriend hands him something.

GIRLFRIEND (CONT'D)
I'll clean up the front of the car.

She gives him a kiss on the cheek and walks back to the house.

Greg looks down at the leash and dog collar he holds. 

He fingers the engraved name, "Cassie".

FADE OUT
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