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SCENE 1 / INTERIOR / BEDROOM / MORNING

White light.   Fade in and the camera on a tight, abstract frame shows a window with half drawn, modern, colourful curtains.  It moves on to the right, on the wallpaper and on the desk light, landing on the bed and on a brunette woman’s face around 30, that is lying with her hair free.  When the camera stops on her, she instantly opens her eyes.  She makes a move to get out of the bet, but a man’s hand holds her from the side and gently brings her back to bed. 

MAN

(around 35, blond, good-looking with a charming smile)

Good morning!

WOMAN

(initially surprised, but then smiling gently)

Good morning!

The man lying next to her starts teasing her with the beddings, when a little blond boy around 8 jumps on the bed in between them.

WOMAN

(caressing the little boy’s head)

What are you doing here?

LITTLE BOY

(laughing aloud and hitting them with the pillows)

But, to wake you up!  It looks like though… you were first!

SCENE 2 / INTERIOR / KITCHEN / MORNING

The woman quickly fixes her hair by making a pony tail on the side.  She wears an apron and hastily starts to open the yellow cupboards of the kitchen.  It looks like she is making breakfast.  The little boy holds a jar with yellow daisies and just manages to put it on the table as he is too short.  The man takes a look in the mirror, passing his hand over his face to see if he needs to shave.  He opens a closet and finds inside a few ties.

MAN

(holding the ties and asking the woman)

Blue or red?

LITTLE BOY

(shouting and laughing at the same time while trying to sit on the chair that’s just a bit taller than him)

Reeeeeeeeeeeeed!

The man has put on his red tie. He whistles and leaves the coffee and the sugar jars on the table, spanking her lightly.

LITTLE BOY

(tapping his spoon on the table)

Where are my cereals?

WOMAN
(joyfully)

Comiiiiiing…

MAN

Does this mean, there is no bacon and eggs for me today?

WOMAN

(charmingly, taking off the apron and unzipping her pink sweater, letting her white t-shirt reveal her arms, her breasts and belly)

Not today, you have to take care …of your figure!
MAN

(joking)

OK, I will have some sausages then!

LITTLE BOY

(joyfully)

We do not have any! Pinocchio ate them all last night, when he was hungry.  Didn’t you hear him barking!  So I left a few sausages for him in front of his garden house.  He was eating and eating… until he fell asleep.

WOMAN

Toast with marmalade?  Yogurt?

MAN

(lifting with one hand the little boy and putting him over his right shoulder like a small lamb.
I’m running late for the office. I’m going to take the jeep from the parking. And I’ll take this little bug here with me!
The boy laughs.  The man is about to leave, when he turns, looks at the daisies on the table, grabs one and offers her to the woman.

MAN

(whispering)

For you... 

The man walks out of the frame.  Close up on the woman who holds the daisy in her hand full of joy. She sits on a chair looks at the flower with love and bends to smell it.

WOMAN

(talking to herself)

But … it doesn’t smell…

Slow zoom out. The woman’s face seems puzzled, as another woman’s voice comes from the background.

UNKNOWN WOMAN

Mike! Mike! Here you are! Do you know how long I have been looking for you? Is it the same again?  Again?  Didn’t we agree you will never wander away from me? Here you are annoying these people! You made a fool of me once more!

The unknown woman drags the little boy on the floor. She pulls him from his right hand, while he fools around, waving to the woman with his left hand in a teasing manner.

 VOICE OF UNKNOWN MAN

(in anger)

You fucking fool, what are you up to this time?  Your break is over, take off the damn posh tie and come with me to the warehouse downstairs. We will yet again have our asses off carrying around stuff.  Come on!

The man stands behind the woman and with a sceptical look, he slowly takes off the tie, but quickly throws it down and leaves the kitchen almost running.

The frame is quite open now.  People are looking around talking about the kitchen furniture, while a few others are watching the scene with indifference or astonishment.  It is now obvious that this is an IKEA style show room.  Employees who wear the same blue shirt the man wore before, take away the kitchen table.  Someone has just bought it.

Close up on the woman.  She realizes the daisy is fake and freezes understanding what is going on around her.  She moves lightly and looks around at the people and at the space.  Next she looks right at the still camera, that zooms in on her face for a few seconds, having an expression of a speechless despair that turns into terror.  Abruptly everything turns into black.
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