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FADE IN:

OVER GREY

A static ringing like a TV left on.

MAN’S VOICE (V.O.)
Fuck, get him the fuck off of you 
get the fuck out--

The voice is slightly muffled, as if only in his head.

INT. SUBWAY HALL - NIGHT

A man in a grey hoodie, VIC (27), fights a headlock from the 
man in the red coat, JASON (30), who pins him to the ground.

Vic, scrawny with a patchy beard, reaches for his pants 
pocket.

Jason, a gym rat with a clean shave and buzz cut, pins Vic 
with ease.

JASON
Fuckin’ steal from me. Fuck you!

Vic grunts, struggles.

VIC (V.O.)
He’s gonna kill you. They’re gonna 
throw your ass in jail. Get him the 
fuck off.

Vic’s hand inches for his pocket. His fingers find their way 
in. He pulls the handle of something out.

A flurry of motion. A hand pulls out. Jason reaches. A hit. 
Then stillness.

Vic jumps up, runs off down the subway hall. Disappears up 
the stairs.

Jason catches his breath. Dazed, leaned up against the white 
tile wall. A pool of blood forms below him.

He holds his thigh, examines it. A small wound spurts blood, 
more than just a cut. The red stream drains onto the floor.

Jason’s eyes flutter.

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

Vic rushes, pulls his hood over his head. Every passing 
headlight or person walking by seems to have eyes on him.
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He slows his pace. Breathes. His left hand pulled up into 
his sleeve. A stain of blood on it. He lowers his hand out.

The knife, his hand, coated in shiny red liquid. More than 
just a cut.

Vic lingers in shock at it for a moment, then tucks the 
knife in his pocket. Wipes his hands on the inside of his 
hoodie.

He veers off. Disappears down an alley.

VIC (V.O.)
What the fuck did you do?

FADE OUT.

TO BE CONTINUED
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