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1. INT. BUSINESS CENTER STAIRWELL - MORNING  
The quiet hum of the daylight bulbs is broken by a sudden hoarse sound, as if the fabric of reality were being torn. A door slowly reveals itself on the bare concrete wall: its outline glows a dim blue, like the screen of a dying telephone.  
The door (looks like an old barn door) creaks open and ANTON (28, thin, shadows under his eyes) falls out. His long-sleeved blue shirt is crumpled. In his left hand he clutches a bloody knife, in his right  hand he clings to his backpack as if it were an anchor.  
He looks around sharply, his breathing interrupted. On the floor beneath him are drops of blood falling from the blade. One lands on his sneaker, and he rubs the sole frantically against the concrete, leaving a scarlet smear.  
A sharp sound! Somewhere above, a door slams. Anton freezes, pressing himself against the wall. After a second, making sure that no one is around, he puts the bloody knife into a vacuum bag and then puts it away in his backpack. A wet wipe falls out of the backpack.
 ANTON 
Damn...
He picks up the napkin with trembling hands, trying to wipe the blood off his palm. The stains on his sleeve won't budge. He rolls up his sleeve.  
Suddenly, behind Anton's back, the door begins to shimmer, preparing to disappear. He rushes toward it, but only manages to throw a bloody napkin inside. The door dissolves, leaving a spiral-shaped crack on the wall, which slowly heals like a wound. For a second, the quiet ticking of a metronome is heard in the air, immediately drowned out by the hum of the lamps.  

2. INT. BUSINESS CENTER LOBBY - MORNING 
The first floor hallway is flooded with the cold light of neon lamps. 
On the wall with the clock hangs an abstract painting: a labyrinth of lines converging to a point. The time on the clock is 08:47, but if you look closely, the hands shake  slightly, as if frozen.  
When Anton passes the banner "Office Rent", the reflection of a woman in a white blouse flashes in his background, which immediately disappears.  
The guard behind the counter (50+, in a uniform the color of moldy bread) picks his teeth with a toothpick. Anton freezes as he turns his head toward the camera monitor.
Anton turns sharply to the elevators. There are six elevators, but only two are working:  
- The two on the left are wrapped in yellow "DO NOT USE" tape.  
- The two on the right are signs that say "FOR RFID-ACCESSED COUNTRIES ONLY."  
- The central ones are the only active ones.  
He pokes at the call button. The elevator buzzes like a sick bee.  
The doors open. A crowd of clones in black suits - identical hairstyles, blank stares - pours out of the cabin. One of them grazes Anton's shoulder.
TANYA (36, slim, white blouse with the top button undone, black pants with a hole at the knee) stays in the elevator. Her purse is cheap (artificial leather), but on her wrist is a silver bracelet in the shape of a spiral.  
Tanya rests against the elevator wall, as if afraid to get out. Her gaze sticks to Anton's  face.  
TANYA 
(hoarsely, as after a long silence)  
Come in, please...  
3. INT. BUSINESS CENTER ELEVATOR - MORNING
The elevator is mirrored, like a capsule of liquid metal.  
Anton huddles in the left corner, trying not to look at his reflection. Tanya stands in the right corner, twirling her spiral bracelet in her fingers. 
Anton presses the button with the number 23 on it.

TANYA  
(laughs wryly)  
For an interview, too?  
ANTON
(through gritted teeth)  
Yes.  
Tanya grips the bracelet like it's burning her skin
TANYA  
(laughs, covering her face with her hands)  
Sorry, I was in the interview too.....   
Shit, I'm sorry! 
(laughs)  
ANTON
А... How was it? 
TANYA 
I don't think they'll call back.
ANTON 
It's a shame.
TANYA 
Fuck you! He pities me!
ANTON 
You go, you crazy bitch! 
Both look at each other for a while and start laughing.
TANYA 
I'm sorry! 
ANTON
All right. Uh-huh. 
TANYA 
I said: "I'm sorry!"
ANTON
(raising her voice slightly)
I heard that!
The elevator stops and the doors open on the 23rd floor.
TANYA 
He heard what I said!
Anton, on his way out, turns to her.
ANTON 
Why don't you wish me luck?

TANYA 
Fuck you! 
(gives Anton the middle finger) 
The elevator doors close and there is shock and a slight smile on Anton's face.
TITR: 25 minutes later. 
The elevator doors open with a creak. Anton freezes on the threshold, looking at Tanya in the elevator.  
ANTON  
(looking at her suspiciously)  
Are you still here? Or did the elevator just lock up?  
TANYA 
(without looking up)  
Wanted to know how it went.....  
(pause)  
They asked, how do you feel about heights?  
Anton walks in and the doors close. Tanya presses the 102 button - it's the top floor of the business center. 
ANTON 
(poking at the panel)  
Why a hundred and two? It's just the roof and ventilation.  
TANYA 
And a door that won't open. You know how they like to jump around here?  
ANTON
Stop playing psycho!  
TANYA  
(whispers)  
Shall we talk? 
ANTON 
(tiredly) 
I don't want to talk to you, you nutcase!
Hearing Anton, Tanya hits Anton's shoulder and arms several times with her bag.
ANTON 
(indignantly) 
Woman, calm down! What do you think you're doing?!
TANYA 
(angrily)
Don't call me crazy! Do you understand me?
ANTON 
(sighs)
Oh, my God! What is wrong with my life?!
TANYA 
(with a chuckle) 
Don't whine! Be a man! There's nothing heavy or hard in my bag, except....
Tanya quickly opens her bag and begins to check its contents. She calms down and then smiles.
TANYA 
(with a smile) 
Yes you are... You're very lucky!
ANTON 
(irritated) 
Fuck you!
TANYA 
(laughing) 
So I failed, too!

ANTON 
(sarcastically) 
It happens!
Both of them start laughing. The doors on the 42nd floor open, but no one goes inside.
TANYA 
(with a smile) 
We're two losers!
ANTON 
(indignantly) 
Speak for yourself!
TANYA 
(with a challenge) 
We're losers!
Tanya lifts her bag and Anton's hands to protect himself from her.
The elevator doors open on the 59th floor. Two young employees of the business center want to enter the elevator.
TANYA 
(dramatically) 
Hey, lovebirds, the elevator's busy!
They go in without listening to her, but she hits them with her bag and they exit the elevator. The doors close.
TANYA 
(scornfully) 
I hate office people! They're so depressing.
ANTON 
(with irony) 
You clearly need to see a therapist.
TANYA 
(sarcastically) 
I go every day! Doesn't help at all, but my ex pays all my expenses. I love it when his money is wasted.

ANTON 
(with a chuckle) 
That's why you're on edge!
TANYA 
(with a threat) 
If you make a joke that you haven't had sex in a while so you're testy, I'll pull my brass knuckles out of my bag and break all your teeth!
ANTON 
(with irritation) 
You're insane!
TANYA 
(with a challenge) 
Yeah... A little bit like that!
ANTON 
(tiredly) 
Why don't you hit the first floor button already?
TANYA 
(with a smile) 
Why?
ANTON 
(irritated) 
Don't you want to go home?
TANYA 
(with a challenge) 
No... I like it here!
ANTON 
(with annoyance) 
I have work at eleven o'clock.
TANYA 
(with curiosity) 
So you work... And where?
ANTON 
(dramatically) 
None of your business!

TANYA 
(with a sneer) 
Stop acting like a girl!
ANTON 
(with surprise) 
What are you talking about?
TANYA 
(insistent) 
Where the hell do you work, I ask you?
ANTON 
(bitterly) 
Courier at Yandex Food!
Tanya laughs loudly.
TANYA 
(sarcastically) 
So you're working as a minion.
ANTON 
(with irritation) 
Very witty!
The elevator doors open on the 102nd floor, no one enters the cab.
TANYA 
(sadly) 
I'm unemployed!
ANTON 
(indifferently) 
Whatever!
TANYA 
(sarcastically) 
That's a man's answer. You're a quick study.
ANTON 
(tiredly) 
Get to the first floor already!


TANYA 
(with a challenge) 
The elevator's going down anyway. You're so stupid! Oh, I forgot, you're a minion.
ANTON 
What the hell do you want from me anyway? 
TANYA  
(raising head, sharply)  
I apologized!  
ANTON  
I told you I heard you... Ah... Here's the thing. You want me to apologize. You know where you're going?!  
Her face contorts with rage.  
TANYA
You've got balls!  
ANTON 
Are you always ruining people's mornings? Maybe that's why you got dumped!  
Tanya freezes, as if she's been slapped. Slowly she sank to the floor, pressing herself against the wall. Her eyes glaze over.  
TANYA 
(quieter, almost a whisper)  
I said I apologized.  
ANTON 
(turns around to the button panel, bangs his fist on "Close")  
Will you stop repeating yourself like a parrot!  
Silence. Tanya suddenly sobs, pulling her knees up to her chin. Her shoulders shake. Anton turns around, his face contorted with a grimace of irritation and guilt 
ANTON 
(sharply, but without anger)  
Why don't you stop making a scene here? You're overplaying it, for God's sake!  
Tanya sobs louder in response, covering her face with her hands. Anton looks around nervously, as if searching for a way out. He takes a step toward her and stops. 
ANTON 
(tentatively, puts his hand on her shoulder)  
Sorry, I didn't mean to upset you!  
Tanya flinches, pushing him away. She jumps up, wiping her face with her sleeve. Her eyes are burning.  
TANYA
So he apologized! Simple-minded fool!  
She presses the first floor button sharply. Anton retreats to his wall, fidgeting with his backpack behind his back.  
ANTON 
(throwing backpack on floor)  
That's absurd!  
TANYA 
(fixing messy hair)  
I'm a woman, and it's our superpower to cry when we need to.  
ANTON
(snorts, but corners of lips twitch)  
You're a crazy, sick fuck!  
The elevator jerks, starts moving. On the 82nd floor, the doors open - behind them are two guys in office shirts. 
ANTON
(growls, arms spread wide)  
The elevator's busy!  
GUYS 
(chuckles)  
It's just the two of you in the elevator....  
ANTON
(pounding fist on wall, eyes crazy)  
I said busy!  
The boys recoil. The doors close. Tanya looks at Anton appraisingly. 
TANYA
(quietly, with a hint)  
Someone showed their true colors.  
ANTON 
(approaching)  
You better shut up!    
TANYA
(unblinking
Maybe we should just cool down a little bit. Did you remember my brass knuckles?  
ANTON 
(whispering, leaning in to her face)  
There's a knife in my backpack with blood still on the blade!  
Tanya freezes. Her eyes widen. Pause. Anton suddenly snorts, then laughs loudly. He raises his hands as if in surrender. 
ANTON
(through laughter)  
Who's the coward now?  
TANYA 
(laughs wryly)  
You're telling me?  
Both laugh as the elevator flies through the floors. On the 23rd floor, Tanya leans against a panel. 

TANYA
(suddenly serious)  
So why didn't you pass?  
ANTON
(shrugs, looks down at the floor)  
Said they needed an employee with at least a year of experience.  
TANYA 
(bangs fist on wall)  
Same thing! They couldn't put it in the ad! Stupid assholes!  
The elevator stops at the first floor. The doors open into a bustling lobby. Both of them freeze. Neither one moves. The doors close. The elevator rides up. 
ANTON 
(quietly, looking up at the ceiling)  
Now I understand why you didn't want to leave this place..... 
TANYA
(covering his eyes)  
And why is that?  

Here you can control and touch every corner, but outside you turn into a grain of sand that doesn't know where its corner is. I'm scared too!  
Tanya presses her palm against the elevator wall.
TANYA 
(barely audible)  
I'm afraid of the big world too... I feel like no one wants me there.  
The doors open on the 27th floor. Tanya slips outside. 
ANTON
(confused)  
Where are you going?  
TANYA 
Get off the elevator!  
Anton takes a step forward. Tanya immediately scoots back. 
TANYA  
If you can get to the first floor before the elevator doors open, I'll do anything you ask! Anything at all!  
The elevator doors have closed
4. INT. BUSINESS CENTER - CORRIDOR NEAR THE ELEVATOR - MORNING
Tanya disappears behind the closing doors. Anton freezes.
ANTON  
(slaps palm of hand on call button, it flashes red)  
She's evil! She'll do anything! Yeah.  
Elevator panel comes to life: the numbers have crept down - 26... 25... 24... 
ANTON 
Fuck her!  
He turns around sharply. The corridor stretches in both directions, lined with identical doors. Somewhere in the distance, an emergency light flashes. 
ANTON  
(whispering, clutching backpack strap)  
All right! Shit!  
Anton finds a door leading to the stairs on the floor. He opens it and goes in.
5. INT. BUSINESS CENTER STAIRWELL TWENTY-SEVENTH FLOOR - MORNING    
Anton presses his back against the wall, clutching his backpack in his hand. His gaze flits between floors - a black abyss below, a dim beam from the window above. He yanks the zipper of the backpack sharply.
From the bag he retrieves a vacuum-packed knife.  
ANTON  
(whispers)  
Well, let's try...  
He puts the blade against the wall. From the point of contact, a network of cracks spreads out, glowing with neon light. Anton presses harder and the cut grows like living lightning. 
Anton gulps for air, then grips the edge of the incision with his left hand. He pulls it apart, exposing a void where shadows dance, shadows cast by nothing. 
ANTON  
(chuckles)  
Again...  
He takes a step into the rift. Anton disappears. The wall closes, leaving only a smoking scar that slowly dissolves like a wound.
Silence falls in the stairwell. 
6. FLASHBACK/INT. ABANDONED BARN - EVENING  
The rotten boards creak in the wind. Sunset rays pierce through the gaps between the boards, cutting through the darkness. Six-year-old Anton (in shorts and a white t-shirt) huddles in tears with his back against the barn door, his bare feet covered in dust.   
There is heavy breathing outside. The door shuddered with the impact, and the hook, twisted from wire, jingled like a bell. Anton digs his fingers into the crack under the door, trying to hold it open. His white t-shirt sticks to his back
MISTER 
(voice soft, as if through absorbent cotton)  
I just want to talk to you. Open the door, please!  
Anton keeps his eyes on the ceiling, where black tangles of cobwebs are. Suddenly there is silence outside. Only the wind howls in the cracks like a hungry beast. 
ANTON
(whispers into the crack, tearfully)  
Mister, don't touch me. My parents will kill you!  
The answer is the creak of footsteps on gravel. Someone slowly walks around the barn. A log under the wall cracks. Anton walks toward the center. 
There is a thud on the roof. The tile moves off, and a moonbeam falls through the gap. It hits Anton in the face, blinding him. He closes his eyes, but through his eyelids he sees the shadow of a black-gloved hand at the edge of the hole.
Anton goes to the door. He tries to open it, but finds that something is preventing him from doing so from the outside. Then he starts pushing the door, at which point his hand accidentally splits the air, leaving behind a glowing mark on the door.
MISTER  
(voice overhead)  
Don't go. I just want to talk!  
ANTON 
(in tears)
Go away, Mister. I want to go home... Don't touch me!
The edges of the cut move as if alive. Anton touches the glowing cut and notices that his hand goes through it and disappears. He widens the cut with both hands. Anton pulls his head into his shoulders and takes a step into the cut. His body seems to dissolve into the honey.
THE END OF THE FLASHBACK. 
7. INT. ENDLESS CORRIDOR - OUT OF TIME 
Anton finds himself in an endless corridor, where every meter there are closed doors (reminiscent of a barn door) on both sides. Each door is a clone of the previous one: white paint, handles covered with black patina, as if they had been touched by thousands of hands. The floor is strewn with bodies of varying ages. Some are clothed, some are not. There are thousands of them here, if not more. You can't see their faces.
Anton clutches the knife in his hand. His footsteps echoed in the silence.  
A trapdoor on the ceiling opens with a crack. A naked body falls down. The man rises to his feet and looks in Anton's direction. The face seems familiar, as if it were Anton himself.
ANTON  
(voice trembling, knife pointed at the doppelganger)  
Why don't we settle this without a fight? I'm you, and I want to meet her!  
ANTON TWO  
(running his hand over his chest)  
I'm you, only naked!  
The doppelganger rushes forward, his movements mirroring his own. Anton retreats, stumbling over the dead man's hand and slipping, he falls on his own knife and dies.
ANTON TWO 
(bends over, pulls knife out)  
Anton number one thousand seventeen, died of a knife.  
He pulls off Anton's dead backpack, pulls out jeans and a blue-colored shirt. He changes methodically. He puts on his sneakers, laces them up in a knot.
The door at the end of the corridor creaks open a centimeter. Anton Two walks toward it, stepping on the faces of those lying down. Beyond the door is a white light. Before entering, he turns around, looks at the endless succession of bodies, and....  
Black screen. The sound of a door slamming shut. 

8. INT. BUSINESS CENTER STAIRWELL FIRST FLOOR - MORNING 

A door appears on the wall of the stairwell, from which Anton Two emerges. He closes the door and hurries to the exit.
9. INT. BUSINESS CENTER FIRST FLOOR LOBBY - MORNING

The marble floor, polished to a mirror shine, reflects Anton Two in his new shirt. The number "8" flashes on the elevator's scoreboard.  
Anton Two wipes the sweat from his neck, leaving a streak of dirt on his skin. The elevator hums, descending floor by floor.  

The elevator doors slid open. Tanya jumps out, tripping over the joint between the floor and the cabin. She freezes when she sees Anton Two. Her gaze slides to his shirt, then to his sneakers.
TANYA  
(chuckles)  
Wow!  
ANTON TWO   
Me first!  

Tanya pokes a finger at his chest, fumbling for a pulse under the fabric.
TANYA 
(squinting)  
But how? Did you change your shirt too?! 
She reaches for his collar, but he grabs her wrist. 
ANTON TWO 
(whispers, pressing her palm against his cheek)  
Teleported and killed himself at the same time!  
TANYA
(snatches hand away, laughs hysterically)  
You're sicker than I am, I see!  
(fake sighs)  
Okay... What do you want?  
ANTON TWO  
(looks at the broken clock on the wall)  
Have coffee with me.  
TANYA 
(explosion of laughter echoing down the hall)  
Are you stupid?! He could have wanted a blowjob! He wanted coffee!  
ANTON TWO 
There's only money left for coffee.  
TANYA 
You're a minion! Okay. You owe me coffee, I owe you-- 

She opens her bag, pulls out a bottle of wine with a peeled off label and runs her finger down the neck of the bottle, 
Anton Two, seeing the bottle, smiles.
They walk towards the exit and the elevator doors close.
DARKNESS 
10. INT. PSYCHOLOGIST'S OFFICE - DAY
Soft light filters through the blinds, drawing striped shadows on the walls. Books with titles like Trauma and Transcendence. On the wall is an abstract painting: a maze of lines converging into a blood-red dot.  
On the table next to the metronome is a sketch pad: a spiral, a crossed-out date "08:47," a schematic representation of an elevator.
Anton lies on the emerald couch, his fingers unconsciously clutching at a pillow embroidered with "Relax." The smile on his face is unnaturally wide.  
The rustling of papers can be heard off-screen. 


TANYA
(voice-over, stretching words)  
The elevator doors close... Both step outside and darkness falls....  
Anton flinches. His eyelids fluttered, as if dreams were stirring beneath them.
TANYA 
(voice-over, louder, metallic echo)  
As soon as I count to three, you'll wake up! One!  
Anton's hand slips off the cushion, his finger scratching the upholstery of the couch.
TANYA 
(voice-over, sharply)  
Two!  
The phone vibrates on the table - a notification: "Reminder: session 17:00". Anton raises his head, but his eyes are still closed. 
TANYA 
(voice-over, gasps)  
Three!  
Anton opens his eyes. His pupils are constricted, as if he's come out of a tunnel. He inhales so deeply that his ribs bulge beneath his shirt. His gaze clings to the maze painting, the red dot pulsing like a wound. 
Tanya turns off the recorder. Her reflection in the window shows her adjusting her white blouse.
TANYA 
(businesslike)  
Session's over...
Anton gets up. On the floor by the sofa there is a crumpled check with a child's drawing of a door in a slit. He picks it up discreetly, clenching it in his fist.

END

