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OVER BLACK
A doorbell RI NGS.

EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - NI GHT

The small colonial is quaint, well kept.

The porch-1light pops on, illum nates the front door.

It opens and MATT, 48, wears pajanma pants and a white
t-shirt, steps out onto the small concrete porch. He | ooks
around, his brow furrows.

A group of YOUNG KIDS run fromthe front |awn. They G GGE
as they disappear into the darkness.

Matt raises his fist, shakes it with anger.

MATT
You damm ki ds! Come back on ny
property and you' |l regret it!

He turns, goes back i nside.

MATT ( CONT)
Little pricks...

The door cl oses behind him
Al is still and quiet.
Crickets CH RP

| NT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NI GHT
The area is well furnished and cl ean.
The original "HOUSE ON HAUNTED HI LL" plays on a flat-screen.

Matt sits in a recliner. He finishes off a can of beer, sets
it on a nearby end-table.

He BURPS.

ON THE T. W

A skel eton approaches a terrified wonman.
BACK TO SCENE

Matt smrks, CRACKS open another beer and takes a sw g.



The doorbel |l RI NGS.

The smirk on Matt’'s face quickly turns to a frown as he
glares at the front door.

MATT
You gotta be shitting me.

He sets his beer down on the end-tabl e, stands and npves for
the front door.

EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

The front door swi ngs open and Matt steps out.

No one’s there.

The whol e nei ghborhood is eerily quiet.

MYSTERY P. O V.

HEAVY, MJUFFLED BREATHI NG

We watch Matt from behi nd sone bushes as he shakes his head,
SNl GGERS. He turns and goes back inside, SLAVS the door
behi nd him

| NT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Matt noves back to the recliner, sits down.

A cel | phone RI NGS.

Annoyed, Matt closes his eyes and | eans his head back.

MATT
Fuuuck.

He gets up and | eaves the room
MATT (O S.)

Hey. Yeah... Yes. | haven't
forgotten. Jesus, did you call just

to nag?... I’'ll be there to pick
himup in the norning... Yeah...
Yep.

Matt reenters the room sits in the recliner. He puts his
cel | phone down on the end-table, grabs his beer and takes a

bi g gul p.



The doorbel |l RI NGS.

Di sbel i ef spreads across his face as he | ooks over to the

front door.

MATT
Jesus Chri st.
Beer still in hand, he stands and marches to the door.
MATT ( CONT)

You' d better hope | don’'t catch-

EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

The front door opens and Matt steps out, clearly heated.

MATT ( CONT)

-Your punk-asses. |'Il beat the

pi ss out of youl
Again, no one’s there.
Matt whi ps his head back and forth.
He bites his lip, frustrated.
Anot her qui ck | ook around. Then he steps back inside,
t he door shut.
| NT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - CONTI NUQUS
Matt funes towards the recliner.
Just as he reaches it--
--The doorbell RINGS
He straightens up, clinches his jaw
H s face turns beat red.
It RINGS again. And again.

Then a rock SMASHES t hrough the |iving room w ndow.

SLAMS

Startled, Matt drops his beer to the floor. He | ooks from

the rock to the broken wi ndow, bew | dered.



MATT
Are you fuckin’ kidding ne!?

Matt dashes for the front door, opens it.

MATT
You're so fuckin dead.

A MASKED MAN, naybe late 20’s, tall and thin, wears a bl ood
spattered jacket and a rubber old nman nask, barges in and
shoves Matt to the ground. He SLAMS t he door behind him

MATT
VWhat the fuck!?

The Masked Man grips a bl oody serrated bl ade. He takes DEEP
HEAVY BREATHS.

MASKED MAN
G nger, G nger broke a winder. Hit
t he wi ndow CRACK
He glares down at Matt, casually tilts his head to the side.
MASKED MAN
The baker cane out to give ema
clout. And | anded on his back.
Terrified, Matt | ooks fromthe Masked Man to the serrated
bl ade, crawl s backwards on the floor until his back is
agai nst the wall.
The Masked Man noves towards Matt.

MATT
Wait., Wait... WAIT!

The Masked Man raised the blade high.

EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

Crickets CHHRP. An OmM HOOTS.

A | ong beat.

Then Matt SCREAMS O S. The screamis suddenly cut short.
A deafening silence engulfs the nei ghborhood.

Then, the front door opens and the Masked Man steps out,
cl oses the door behind him

He | ooks to the cloudl ess night sky, takes a DEEP BREATH



Fresh blood is splattered all over his jacket and nask.
Cal My and nethodically, the Masked Man turns and wal ks
across the lawn, to the next house over.

EXT. NEI GHBORS HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

The Masked Man reaches the front porch, steps up to the
front door. He takes anot her DEEP BREATH

SMASH TGO,

BLACK

A doorbell RI NGS.
FADE OUT



