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On a computer screen: a chat window pops up, displaying 

JEREMY, 30s, well groomed, suit-and-tie. He closes his 

eyes and breathes deeply. He taps a key.  

BWEEP. Four smaller video windows pop up at the top 

of the screen, revealing other managerial types: 

SHERYL, mid-50s, stern, proper lady; 

TOM, mid 30s, slovenly, cynical, lazy; 

DONNA, late 40s, mid-menopausal, ever-scowling 

SAM, mid 20s, a Red-Bull-fueled whiz-kid. 

                                                      MIKE, gets eaten :( 

JEREMY 

Are we all here? Good. 

TOM 

Where’s Mike? 

JEREMY 

Look. We don’t need to run to Mike with every little situation. 

General groans of apprehension and disapproval. 

DONNA 

Are we calling this a “situation” now? 

SHERYL 

Jeremy, get Mike on the call. This is not a problem you can handle yourself. 

JEREMY 

That’s negative thinking, Sheryl. 

SHERYL 

Listen to me, you stupid, tiny, insignificant man. You are acting recklessly, and I will not 

suffer your incompetence any longer! 

A knock on SHERYL’s door. It opens. 

SHERYL 

Oh, for God’s sake. What is it? 



2. 

A ZOMBIE LEAPS ON SHERYL and EATS HER BRAIN. 

SHERYL 

AAAIIIEEEE! 

Her video window closes. BWOOP. 

JEREMY 

SHERYL? You still there? 

                   (Nothing.) 

OK, suggestions? This is a unique issue, I need outside-the-box thinking. Sam. Whatcha 

got? 

SAM 

OK, I’m thinking sharks. Flood the town with the fire hydrants, and airlift in some Great 

Whites. 

Sam holds up a helpful but quickly-drawn illustration on 

a presentation board. 

TOM 

And these sharks come from...? 

SAM 

(obviously) 

The zoo. 

DONNA 

Wait. Tom. Are you on your phone?   

They all see it now: Tom’s background is moving behind 

him. He’s in the woods. 

TOM 

I’m getting a cigarette. 

SAM 

He’s in the woods. Are you running away, Tom? 

TOM 

I’ve been at the office since seven! I’m not a slave, OK? I put in my time, just like 

everybody else. Call my cell if you need me.  
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Tom swings into his car and shuts the door. Dozens of 

putrefying corpse arms grab him. He screams. 

JEREMY 

Tom, stop screwing around. 

Tom’s video shows a chaotic wheeling world as Tom 

scampers out of the car and along the pavement, crying. 

DONNA 

Wow. I’ve never seen Tom work so hard in his life. 

Hearty laughter all around. 

JEREMY 

But, seriously. I don’t think the sharks are gonna work, Sam. 

SAM 

How about really big snakes? 

TOM (O.S.)     

Get the hell away from me! 

DONNA 

SHUT UP TOM. Jeremy, Call Mike. 

SAM 

I agree with Donna. Why not call him? More hands-on deck, right? 

TOM (O.S.) 

Jeremy, call Mike! 

JEREMY 

All right, fine. We’ll call Mike. 

He taps a few keys. 

JEREMY 

But I’m sure he’ll be disappointed that we couldn’t handle this one little thing. Mike? 

BWEEP. A video window pops up with MIKE, currently 

being devoured by zombies. 
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MIKE 

JESUS CHRIIIII- 

Mike’s video blacks out and closes. BWOOP. 

JEREMY 

OK, so much for Mike. Any other suggestions? 

A flood of zombies BURSTS into Donna’s office. 

DONNA 

I’m in a meeting, moron! 

She picks up a rock labelled WORLD’S BEST BOSS and 

beats zombies to death with it. 

JEREMY 

Focus here, people. 

Tom locks himself in a closet and finally gets back 

onscreen. 

TOM 

(whispering)  

I gotta get outta here- 

SAM 

Wait! I got it! We can solve this AND raise the quarterly revenues! 

JEREMY 

You’re the man, Sam! How? 

SAM 

All we have to do is- 

Three zombies burst into Sam’s office and beat him to 

death with a whiteboard. 

TOM 

Ha! I told that schmuck I’d be here long after he - 
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The zombies break down the closet door. Tom screams, 

and his video window disappears. BWOOP. 

Donna finishes off her last attacker and spits on its 

corpse. 

Zombies tear chunks out of Sam. One STARING ZOMBIE 

sits in his chair and watches Jeremy and Donna through 

the webcam, its eyes milky white, its face streaked with 

clotted gore. 

JEREMY 

I can’t work like this. 

DONNA 

Oh, get over yourself, Jeremy! 

JEREMY 

This isn’t about me. When the chips are down, we pull together. 

DONNA 

Shut up Jeremy, I don’t even know what that means. While you were off at business school 

studying stupid phrases for stupid conversations, I was working my way up this corporate 

ladder, so don’t give me this “no I in TEAM” BS!- 

A zombie rises up and jams a mail opener in her back. 

She staggers and fights, delirious as her life slips away. 

DONNA 

Tell my family that I valued my work more than them! 

The zombie sinks its jaws into her face. BWOOP. 

JEREMY 

That’s it. Nobody eats my annuities product manager. 

A horde of zombies bursts in behind Jeremy. They 

shamble towards him. He faces the camera and brazenly 

fires back at the Staring Zombie on Sam’s video. 

 

 



6. 

JEREMY 

You don’t intimidate me. They pay me top dollar to make quick, hard decisions. My suit is 

worth more than your life!.... Well, I mean, it would be, if you were, you know. 

Sweat breaks on his brow as the zombies reach his desk. 

JEREMY 

WAIT WAIT WAIT! 

The zombies stop. The Staring Zombie waits patiently. 

JEREMY 

Fine. We’ll give you a three percent across-the-board raise, and we’ll throw in dental.  

Deal? 

Long silence. Then, the Staring Zombie gives an 

approving GROAN and a slight back-and-forth rock, 

approximating a nod. The zombies behind Jeremy back 

away. 

JEREMY 

Awesome. Tell you what, call it a three day weekend. Everybody back in the warehouse on 

Monday. Great. 

The zombies in Jeremy’s room are gone. Jeremy taps a 

button on his computer, thinking that he has hung up. The 

Staring Zombie remains. 

JEREMY 

I told ‘em to hire the Mexicans, but they go and hire these cheap amateurs.  

Jeremy suddenly notices the video window with the still-

listening zombie. 

JEREMY 

Oh, you’re still there? You didn’t hear me, did you? 

The zombie stares silently. Jeremy flashes a cheesy grin: 

whoops! 

End. 


