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FADE IN:

INT-APARTMENT BUILDING-HALLWAY-EVENING
J.J., a depressed looking young man in his late 20’s, wearing overalls with his name on the nametag, makes his way to the elevator where another MAN is already waiting. 

They don’t acknowledge one another.

The elevator doors open as they both enter. The Man pushes the button for floor 3…

J.J.

Five please.

No response. 

J.J.

Five.

Once again, no response. J.J. gets frustrated and reaches over the man’s shoulder and presses 5.
J.J. stares at the floor with heavy sad thoughts.
Looking back up… the Man is gone. Disappeared.

Continue to:
INT-HALLWAY 5TH FLOOR

J.J. fumbles with his keys as a neighbor walks pass him. He turns to greet her but she has vanished. 

Continue to:

INT-APARTMENT LIVING ROOM

J.J. walks in as a LITTLE GIRL plays in the middle of the floor, her DAD reading a paper while sitting in a huge comfortable looking chair.

The Little Girl slowly looks up at J.J.
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LITTLE GIRL

Hi J.J.! 

J.J. ignores her and slumps down onto the couch. 

Dad looks over at the Little Girl and shakes his head in a disapproving fashion.

The Little Girl, in her childlike ways, crawls over to the couch.

LITTLE GIRL
Why do you always look sad?

J.J. simply closes his eyes…

DISSOLVE TO:

INT-LIVING ROOM-NIGHT

J.J., sweating while he sleeps, one leg slumped over the back of the couch, the other resting with his foot on the floor.
His eyes slowly open. Bloodshot. Staring at the ceiling, he notices a thick shadow move across and down the wall. Nearing his one leg. He drops his leg down onto the couch and lifts up his other one.

The shadow moves down behind the couch. The from under the couch on the front side, the shadow moves onto the couch. Slinking its way closer to J.J., until it finally drains into the creases of the couch.

J.J. pops up and moves, with his back, toward the apartment door. He turns to face the door…  

J.J.

What the-

The door is gone. A wall now stands where the door once was.
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He touches the wall in disbelief. Runs to the window and sees nothing. Pure darkness.

Blood droplets land on the floor in front of him. J.J. cautiously looks up at the ceiling. Nothing. No spots or anything. He heads toward the bathroom. Blood dripping behind him. The sound of the blood splashing gets louder. Like a loud heart beat.

INT-BATHROOM

J.J. reaches to shut the door and notices a blood droplet on his wrist. He tries to wipe it off. Only smearing it as if he sliced his wrist. His wrist opens up and pours out blood. He falls to his knees and crawls with what strength he has last toward the bathtub. Finally sliding into the tub. 

The bathroom lights go out. Only the light from the hallway lights the bathroom. The thick shadow spurts out from the bathtubs drain. Mixing with his blood. The shadow begins to fill the tub like black water. 

His head slumps back from the loss of blood. Slowly dark demonic-looking hands appear in the water. Clawing at him… attempting to pull him down.

J.J. hears a something metallic land on the tub. It’s a razor laying in a small pool of blood. He reaches for it but knocks it on the floor.
A shadow moves down the hallway. It gets closer to the bathroom. Then finally a hand reaches into the bathroom and turns on the light. The Dad walks in and sees nothing. No blood. No J.J.. And No black water. Just a plain looking apartment bathroom. 

The Little Girl walks in and stands next to her Dad.

4
DAD

Hey what are you doing up?

LITTLE GIRL

Thought I heard something.

DAD

It’s only me. 

LITTLE GIRL

I thought it was J.J.

DAD

Hey, what’d I tell you about that J.J. stuff? There’s no such person.
The Little Girl puts her head down as the Dad turns off the lights and escorts her away.

J.J. peers from the unlit dark bathroom. Quickly the hands latch their claws into him and drag him under as the thick shadow slashes everywhere.

Then… the apartment is silent. Dark. Almost as if it’s resting.

FADE OUT: 

