
1 INT - STORY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 1

A door opens into a one-room apartment illuminated by a

single lamp.

STORY, a light-haired young woman, exhausted but doggedly

upright, walks in wearing a retro waitress uniform.

Story quickly goes into the bathroom, where we hear the

SHOWER CURTAIN SLIDE OPEN, then she walks back to the door

and methodically locks the knob, the deadbolt, and the bar

lock.

She drops her purse and cell phone on the end table in the

middle of the room and makes her way to the kitchenette,

turning on the light over the sink, to heat a mug of water

in the microwave.

A peppermint tea bag plops into a tea cup, and she takes the

water out to pour over it, watching the steam rise up and

warm her face.

She goes to sit down in the chair next to the lamp and rests

the teacup on the illuminated end table.

There is a journal there, which Story picks up and lays in

her lap.

She stirs her tea for some time before finally tasting it.

Her eyes close with the first sip, and afterward she takes

time for a deep breath.

She sits her teacup back down, picks up a pen, and opens her

journal. Her hand spells out the date in a decorative, but

erratic hand.

Then she continues, "Dear Journal,

I am not doing well tonight, trying to calm down with some

tea and you. A man came into the diner who sounded exactly

like... that person. It gave me that feeling I’ve so often

written about like I want to curl up super tight in the

fetal position somewhere and cover my head. I got someone

else to wait on him, but I still had to hear him. Now, I’m

back home, but I’m shaky and so tired, physically and

emotionally. I think that’s much worse, emotional

exhaustion.

I’ll let you know how my relief efforts work tomorrow. Maybe

Dawn and I can do something fun,

Story."
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She puts the journal back and lets her head plop back

against the chair to rest a while. Sitting back up, she

looks at her tea, then drinks it slowly and looks out into

the empty room.

The corners are dark, and she peers hard into them, looking

but not really wanting to see anything.

A dark speck darts in her vision, like the silhouette of an

animal, making her eyes shift over as if following movement.

She sits up in preparation for it to be something alarming,

looks at the space where it should have been, then sits back

and mutters.

STORY

Stress.

She blinks her eyes tiredly and takes another sip of tea.

A moment and another sip later, she gets up and turns more

lights on until the whole room is illuminated, drinking as

she goes.

Her journey ends at the kitchenette where she sits her cup

down and walks away, leaving the light on.

From a dresser near the bathroom entrance, she grabs a

nightgown, taking time to stare perplexedly between two

gowns before choosing one. She then slips into the bathroom.

2 INT - STORY’S BATHROOM - NIGHT 2

Story’smovements ECHO in the tiled room as she locks that

door, removes her makeup, undresses, gets the water the

right temperature, and steps in the shower.

The water RUNS loudly.

She reaches for a bottle and reveals a large plastic knife.

Assuring herself that it’s there with a brief glance, she

closes her eyes to wet and shampoo her hair. The lather

grows thick and foamy.

A THUMPING, BUMPING sound comes through both the water and

closed bathroom door.

Story’s eyes open wide, letting soap slide in. She hisses

and runs her face under the water, then with squinting eyes,

turns the water off and listens.

She grabs her knife, then a towel, still leaning in to

listen. A SCRAPING noise can be heard, like a metal,

SCREECHING noise out in the hallway.
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Story unlocks and opens the bathroom door, then goes to her

front door, clutching her towel and knife. Peering through

the peephole, she catches sight of her neighbor and friend,

Dawn, dragging a large metal rack of some kind.

3 INT - HALLWAY - NIGHT 3

DAWN, a dark-haired and angry young woman, wrangles a large

metal clothing rack down the hallway.

4 INT - STORY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 4

STORY

Dawn.

Story shakes her head and goes back to the bathroom.

5 INT - STORY’S BATHROOM - NIGHT 5

She steps back in the shower, replacing the knife to its

rightful spot and rinsing the shampoo out.

She awkwardly massages her scalp as the BUMPING and SCRAPING

noises continue. Grabbing a washcloth, she resorts to a

strained humming to distract herself.

She steps out of the shower to where everything ECHOES

again. There is no other sound but of her FOOTSTEPS and her

SKIN RUBBING TOGETHER.

She puts on her underwear and nightgown and begins to brush

her teeth. She’s calmly brushing and looking at her face in

the mirror when a TERRIBLE SCREECHING starts up from the

direction Dawn was headed in.

STORY

What is taking her so long?

She rinses her mouth and steps out of the bathroom.

STORY

Should I help?

6 INT - STORY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 6

Story goes to the door and sticks her head out.
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7 INT - HALLWAY - NIGHT 7

The hallway is empty and a couple of apartments down a DOOR

CLOSES.

8 INT - STORY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 8

Story closes her door and goes straight to her laptop to

start some music. Then she walks to the window beside the

kitchenette and opens it.

There’s an easel here with a covered painting on it. She

uncovers it, revealing the outline of a castle, a girl, and

a wolf.

Story’s brush strokes on the canvas are deliberately smooth

and slow like a meditation, and her body loosens.

Something dark runs by from the left side and turns sharply.

She turns and sees nothing but the empty room. Sighing, she

goes back to her painting.

She adds an extra layer of color to the wolf, to the girl,

and to the nearly black green surrounding the castle. Every

so often her movements sync with the music.

Her CELLPHONE RINGS. She ignores it for the first couple of

rings. Then she puts down her brush and walks over to look

at the phone. The screen reads "Private."

STORY

What the? You’ve got to be kidding.

She goes back to the easel and picks up her brush while the

phone continues to RING and RING and RING. Her body

stiffens, and she clenches her teeth.

When she’s about to shake, she turns off the music, stomps

over to the phone and grabs it up.

STORY

Hello?

There’s no sound. Story hits the end button and begins to

walk away. The PHONE RINGS again.

STORY

Hello?

A DISTORTED VOICE answers.

(CONTINUED)
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DISTORTED VOICE(V.O.)

Do you have a room for rent?

STORY

No, I’m sorry. I think you have the

wrong number.

DISTORTED VOICE(V.O.)

This isn’t rental property?

STORY

It is, yes, but I’m the one

renting.

DISTORTED VOICE(V.O.)

What?

STORY

Why not?

DISTORTED VOICE(V.O.)

I know that it’s vacant.

STORY

I think you have the wrong number.

Bye.

Story stares at the phone as she lays it back down on the

table. Then she goes back to her painting, turns on the

music, and settles into her brush strokes.

A song goes by, then another, and Story is getting lost in a

question about her artwork, nibbling on the end of the

paintbrush as she squints at the canvas.

The PHONE RINGS again. She stubbornly ignores it, still

thinking.

It continues to RING. Her eyes glance over to the phone more

than once as she tries to concentrate.

Then she goes to see who is calling.

It reads, "PRIVATE" again. She covers her head with her

hands and dry cries.

The RINGING immediately stops.

Story lets go of her head and looks around.

She goes to the window and slowly makes herself peer out.

Some cars drive by. There are empty parked cars down below.

The businesses across the street are closed and dark save

dim lights inside.

(CONTINUED)
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STORY

There’s no one watching.

She grabs a drink of water from the kitchenette and heads

back to the easel.

The PHONE RINGS. Story backs up, cradling herself. Her mouth

chatters in fear as she stares at the phone. She tenses

herself and begins to walk forward.

She slowly picks up the phone, ignoring the PRIVATE message,

and tries to dial 911. It accidentally answers the call.

DISTORTED VOICE(V.O.)

You are lying about the apartment.

STORY

I’m not. Please. It’s a one room

apartment that I am ren...

occupying.

DISTORTED VOICE(V.O.)

Don’t lie.

Story cries:

STORY

I’m hanging up now. If you call

again, I’ll call the police.

DISTORTED VOICE(V.O.)

If it’s not vacant now. It will be.

Story aggressively hits the end button and slings the phone

into the chair.

She cries a couple of shudders and then stops.

The PHONE RINGS, and she answers it.

DISTORTED VOICE(V.O.)

I know you’re crying. Good. Cry

your eyes out in your little

nightgow-

Story hangs up, and starts to dial 911.

The PHONE RINGS again in mid-dial. Story stops herself this

time and looks for the decline button.

She presses it and starts dialing 911 again.

The PHONE RINGS again.

(CONTINUED)
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Story throws down the phone and walks off into the empty

corner. She stops abruptly, flinging her hands into the air,

and then goes to the dresser and takes out her taser.

Story stands there a few moments, staring into the empty

room, breathing heavily.

Then she rolls her eyes and heads for the door.

9 INT - HALLWAY - NIGHT 9

Story looks up and down the hall before slowly turning to

lock her door.

She walks a couple of doors down with slow, deliberate steps

and then knocks.

Looks up and down the hall again while she waits, she grips

her taser between her other arm and body. She knocks again.

The door opens. Only a hand and a bit of arm can be seen as

Dawn is lingering back in the shadows.

DAWN(DISTRACTEDLY)

I’m busy right now.

STORY

Dawn, I’m so scared, someone’s...

Dawn turns to Story, her eyes gleaming in the light from the

hallway.

She reaches out to Story, clasping her guest’s wrist with a

shirt in her other hand, leading her into the apartment as

Story simply stares ahead in shock.

10 INT. DAWN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 10

Dawn closes the door with one arm and clutches Story with

the other.

Story screams, and Dawn brings her other arm back to cover

Story’s mouth with the shirt.

DAWN

I didn’t dare dream you’d come to

me.

Story struggles, but Dawn’s arms are holding hers down.

Dawn turns quickly and throws Story onto the floor, her head

almost hitting the bottom of the clothing rack that stands

in the middle of the room while the shirt falls down beside

her.

(CONTINUED)
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Dawn locks the door, the knob, and the deadbolt and reaches

for a knife that lay next to her phone on the table beside

her.

She lunges at Story while she’s trying to stand up and stabs

wildly at her.

Story tries to block the blow with her arms and the knife

cuts her arm, deflecting the blade so it goes more into

Story’s side than her chest.

Blood pools on Story’s side, and she breathes heavily,

shaking.

Dawn shrieks and lifts her arm to stab her again.

Story writhes around, trying to break free, and Dawn

accidentally shreds Story’s nightgown instead of her body.

She grimaces, and knife in hand, gets carried away ripping

the nightgown.

The knife scratches and stutters on Story’s body.

Story reaches around to find her taser, grasping all around

her arms and legs. It’s not there.

As Story writhes around, trying to get away, her head bumps

into the taser. First, she winces as though bracing herself

for the items on the table next to them to fall, then she

opens her eyes wide and reaches up to find the taser.

Story points it toward Dawn, and Dawn lets her up, a sneer

on her face.

Story continues to point the taser at Dawn as she stands up,

cradling her gown to her wound, and cautiously heads for the

door.

Turning the knob, she finds the door locked. She keeps on

turning the knob as if in her rattled state she can’t

remember what the door not opening means.

STORY

What...?

She fumbles with the deadbolt and cries.

STORY(HIGH-PITCHED PANICKY VOICE)

I can’t.

Dawn creeps up behind Story, grabbing her and knocking the

taser from her hand.

(CONTINUED)
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She covers Story’s mouth with her hand and pulls her back

from the door. The knife in Dawn’s lower hand is pressing

flat against Story’s body in anticipation for Dawn to raise

her hand.

Story bites Dawn’s palm as hard as she can.

Dawn clutches her tighter with her arms and adds in a leg,

the strength she is gathering to keep holding onto Story

clenching her muscles to the extreme.

Story continues to bite, pressing down so hard her face

squints and blood starts to run out below the hand.

Dawn screams and drops the knife.

Story sees the knife, grabs it, and reaches for the door.

This time she easily works the door lock and escapes into

the hallway, knife in hand.

11 INT. - HALLWAY - NIGHT 11

Story runs back to her room, Dawn running along behind her.

She holds the knife at the ready until she opens her door.

12 INT. STORY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 12

Story locks the door behind her with the sound of Dawn’s

hands CLAWING at the doorknob punctuating the locking of the

door.

13 INT. STORY’S BATHROOM 13

Story goes to her bathroom, locks that door also, lays

Dawn’s knife down on the counter, and, still crying, washes

her face and mouth.

Finished, Story is left with a tearless, twisted,

open-mouthed expression on her face. She stands shaking

until she calms some, then she dials 911.

STORY

100 Amity Road, Apt. 14. Story

Johnson. Someone stabbed me and is

now trying to get in my apartment.

Please hurry.

Story hits the end button and grabs Dawn’s knife.
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14 INT. STORY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 14

Story unlocks the door to the bathroom and heads to her

outer door where there is a PICKING noise.

STORY

Dawn, why?

The PICKING continues.

STORY

Why, Dawn?

The picking grows sharper, wilder.

DAWN

I hate you.

STORY

I gathered that. I thought we loved

each other?

Dawn hisses:

DAWN

How could I love you when I hate

you this much?

Story rubs the drying tears from her face with violent

disgust, and positions herself strategically beside the

door.

She raises the knife high.


