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Text on Black Screen: They came in the night, taking the weak 
and infirm.

INT. NURSERY - MORNING

A mother walks into her baby's room, freezes, horrified, as 
we reveal a baby crib covered in blood.

Text: Then, they took anyone they found sleeping.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

A husband and wife lie in bed, sleeping.  Their door is shut, 
but light leaks from underneath.

A shadow passes over it.

SCRATCH SCRATCH SCRATCH.  The couple doesn't respond.

The door handle turns...

EXT. CITY - MORNING

As the sun comes up over the city, anguished cries echo 
between the buildings.

Now, the only thing to do is stay...

                                      Awake.

INT. LAURA'S APARTMENT - AFTERNOON

An alarm clock RINGS.  A feminine hand reach over and slaps 
it off.

LAURA, young, but somehow hardened, looks down at the thick 
medical book in her lap.  She seems to have lost her place, 
and flips the pages back and forth.

Giving up, she stands, stretching and BLINKING HARD.  She's 
disheveled, not having bathed in days, her slim clothes 
tossed on without a thought to appearance or propriety.

Her couch, in contrast, has a finely designed blanket draped 
over most of it.

Alarm clocks cover every available surface in the room.  Old 
fashioned ones, with bells on top, digital ones, even a 
miniature big ben.

She goes to the kitchen counter (which is covered with alarm 
clocks) and picks up a pill bottle.  She pops the top, but 
the bottle's empty.
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Annoyed, Laura tosses it aside.  She opens the cabinet, half-
stocked with canned food, half with energy drinks.

She grabs an energy drink, pops the top, and downs it.  She 
shakes her head, the caffeine blasting her nerves.

She closes her eyes, and for just a moment, just a frame, 
SOMEONE is standing next to her, arms around her shoulders.

Laura selects a can of soup, then goes about the business of 
preparing it-- lighting the portable gas stove, cranking the 
can open by hand, stirring.

An ALARM goes off.

Laura sets her wooden spoon down and walks over to snooze the 
alarm, a framed photograph along the way.  It's a picture of 
Laura and the man who briefly appeared in her imagination-- 
her BOYFRIEND.

CUT TO:

Laura sits on the couch, eating her soup and reading a novel.

Her head nods, her eyelids droop.

Her chin hits her chest.

A shadow passes over the light coming in under her front 
door.  The light from the peep hole WINKS OUT.

SCRATCH SCRATCH SCRATCH.

Laura doesn't notice.

SCRATCH SCRATCH SCR-

BRRRRRRIIIINNGGGG!

She jerks up straight.

The shadow quickly slips away.

Laura looks down at her bowl and book.

LAURA'S POV: Stars float across her vision.  She can't quite 
focus on the items in her lap.

Realizing she had nodded off, Laura sets aside her soup bowl 
and book, stands, stretches her legs.

She slaps the alarm on her way to the kitchen.  She opens the 
cabinet, pulls another energy drink, downs it in one chug.
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She winces.  Great, now she has to pee.

EXT. PORCH - CONTINUOUS

Laura slides open the door, blinking in the bright sunlight.

She unzips and drops her pants, then squats over a bucket, 
gripping the porch's handrail for balance.

Finished, she hikes up her pants with one hand and lifts the 
bucket with the other.  She glances down, and sees her urine 
is mostly yellow-- she's dehydrating.

She tips the bucket over the edge, then heads back...

INT. LAURA'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Laura opens the fridge (now a glorified cooler), but finds no 
water inside.

She opens another cabinet, grabs a cup, and holds it under a 
five gallon water tap.  She holds the lever, but water only 
dribbles out.

Crap.

Laura dresses for the outside-- shorts, tank top, hiking 
boots, gun holster.  She checks the pistol's clip, then snaps 
it in place.

Lastly, she grabs the water jug and shoves it into a hiking 
pack already laden with supplies.  She shoulders the pack and 
goes out the front door.

EXT. CITY STREETS - EVENING

The sun setting, Laura hurries down the wrong way on a one-
way road.

The city is empty, the only sounds coming from birds and 
other animals.

EXT. PARK - EVENING

Laura comes over a ridge, the freeway empty behind her.

She reaches a large, man-made pond.  She drops her pack, 
unzips it, and remove the water jug.  She dunks the jug into 
the water.

She watches air bubbles surface as the jug fills.  All is 
silent and peaceful around her-
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MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Help!

Laura whips around, reaching for her gun.

The voice is far off, muffled.

MALE VOICE (CONT'D)
Help me!  PLEASE!

She considers the desperation in the man's voice, just for a 
moment.  She pulls the jug out, caps it, and throws it in her 
bag.

She shoulders the pack, and unholsters her gun.

She follows the sound of the man's CRIES to a stand of trees.  
She circles around, keeping her gun raised.

Laura finds a MAN, crumpled against a tree trunk.

Hearing her--

ROB
Oh, thank God!  Are you a doctor, 
or a-

He turns, sees her drawn gun.

ROB (CONT'D)
Oh, God, no.  N-no, I don't have 
much.  Just some supplies we found 
at a campsite.  There's plenty.  
Just take it!  Please.

Laura realizes what's unnerving him.  She puts her pistol 
away, then extends her hands in a calming gesture.

LAURA
No.  No, it's okay.  I'm not trying 
to rob you.  It's alright.  It's 
okay.  What's wrong?

She approaches, slowly.  He points at his ankle, which is 
bent at a funny angle.

ROB
I don't know.  It's twisted or 
broken or something.  I slipped on 
a goddamn root!

He points at the gnarly root structure under the tree.
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Laura drops to her knees, dropping her pack to the ground.  
She pokes the puffy ankle.

ROB (CONT'D)
Are you a doctor?

LAURA
Nurse.  This doesn't look good.  
You said "we."  Where are the 
others?

ROB
They left.  Oh, God, they just left 
me here.

He starts to tear up.  Laura doesn't know what to say, so--

LAURA
I'm sorry.

Rob starts crying.

Uncomfortable, Laura looks around.  They're in the open, 
exposed and alone.

She yawns.  She pauses.

LAURA (CONT'D)
How long have you been awake?

ROB
Four, five hours.  My shift just 
ended when...

He gestures at that fucking roots again.

ROB (CONT'D)
You?

LAURA
Four days.

ROB
Four days?!  How?

LAURA
Adrenaline mostly, for the first 
day.  Will power carried me through 
another day and a half.  Then I 
remembered my neighbor was 
narcoleptic.  
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He had half a bottle of stimulants 
in his medicine cabinet.  But the 
real find was his case of energy 
drinks.

ROB
What are you doing out here, then?

LAURA
Caffeine is a diuretic.  I was out 
of water.

She gestures towards the pond.

Rob reaches for his bag and opens it.  It's full of water 
bottles.  He smiles.

EXT. CITY STREETS - EVENING

Rob and Laura walk down the empty streets.  It's slow going, 
with his limp.

ROB
So, uh, did you own a gun before, 
you know... before they came?

LAURA
No.  It was my boyfriend's.

(laughs)
It's funny, before they came, we 
weren't even that serious.  We'd 
gone on a couple of dates, hadn't 
slept together.  I wasn't even sure 
if he was technically my boyfriend.  
Nothing like the end of the world 
to bring people together.

ROB
I know what you mean.  Stacey lived 
just over the hill, but we hadn't 
spoken in, God, it must have been 
six months.

LAURA
Stacey your girl friend?

ROB
My brother.

LAURA
Your brother's name was "Stacey?"
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ROB
(heh)

Yeah.  He hated it, but refused to 
go by anything else.  Contrary son 
of a bitch.

LAURA
He's your brother.  That makes you 
a son of a bitch, too.

ROB
Yup.  When everything started to 
fall apart, said bitch called me.  
Told me to take care of Stacey.  I 
said he didn't need me...

(shrugs)
I guess he agreed.  I twisted my 
ankle, and he struck out on his 
own.  What about you?

She averts her gaze.

LAURA
I fell asleep.

Rob's jaw drops.

ROB
But-

LAURA
The thing found my boyfriend first.  
His... screaming woke me up.

Rob doesn't know how to respond.

INT. LAURA'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Laura leads Rob in.  It's full dark now, and each carries a 
large flashlight.

Several alarms are BLARING.  Laura drops her bag and goes 
around switching them off.

LAURA
Sit down, rest your ankle.

His limp more pronounced, Rob shuffles over to the recliner 
and flops down.  He gestures at the couch.

ROB
You should lie down.  I'll take the 
first shift.
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As she puts the water jug away--

LAURA
I don't know if I'll be able to 
sleep.  Those stims... They really 
work.

She sits on the couch, holds out her shaking hands.

Another alarm RINGS.  Laura starts for it, but Rob hits it 
first.

ROB
Lie down.  Four days without sleep 
can't be good for you.  I'm 
surprised you're not seeing things.

Laura's Boyfriend blips into existence for a frame.

Laura lies down.

LAURA
My period's two weeks overdue.

ROB
You could be pregnant.

LAURA
Great.

(yawns)
On top of everything else, I get to 
be the new Eve.  But no.

The sleep book, half buried under a pillow, pokes her in the 
back.  She picks it up and tosses it to him.

LAURA (CONT'D)
Says in there that it's a common 
side effect to lack of sleep.

Holding the flashlight in the crook of his shoulder, Rob 
flips through the pages.

ROB
Quite a book.  Sure you're not a-?

He looks up.  Laura is asleep.  He gets up, flips off her 
flashlight.

CUT TO:
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INT. LAURA'S APARTMENT - LATER

Laura's head rests in her Boyfriend's lap.  He lightly 
brushes her hair.

Laura hears soft CRYING, waking her.

She shifts her body, twisting to look over her shoulder.  
From this NEW ANGLE, we see her head is on a PILLOW.  Another 
photo of Laura and her Boyfriend sits on an end table beside 
her.

LAURA'S POV:

ROB, with his back to her, sobbing quietly.  His flashlight 
is pointed at the wall, and we can only see the outline of 
his shuddering body.

Laura looks down at her pillow, realizing it is what it is.

She rolls over, putting her back to Rob.

He doesn't notice.

LAURA
I'm cold.

Rob jerks, surprised she's awake, albeit drowsy.

ROB
What?

LAURA
(over enunciating)

I'm.  Cold.

Rob gets the hint.  He hobbles over to the couch, lies down 
behind Laura.  He wraps his arms around her, careful not to 
touch any of the naughty bits.

After a moment, she gently takes his hand and places it on 
her breast.

Rob sucks in his breath.

Laura squirms, grinding her butt against his crotch.

Rob's breath hoarsens.  Is she doing it on purpose?

Laura brushes her hair up, revealing her smooth neck.

Rob finally gets some nerve.  He kisses the nape of her neck.

9.
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Laura smiles, grinds her hips more rhythmically.  Definitely 
on purpose.

She rolls onto her back, grabs the back of his head, pulls 
him into a kiss.

FADE OUT.

INT. LAURA'S APARTMENT - LATER

Rob SNORES.

Laura slips away, careful not to disturb.  Only a silhouette 
against Rob's flashlight, we can see she's naked.

She goes to the kitchen table, finds a cigarette pack and a 
lighter, glinting in the flashlight's beam.

She lights up, casting a warm glow over her face.

An alarm clock BUZZES.  Laura quickly switches it off.  She 
glances over at Rob-- still asleep.

She picks up the flashlight, uses it to light her way to the 
staircase.  A sheer, decorative cloth hangs from the railing, 
covering the space under the stairs.

She brushes it aside, revealing an ARSENAL: pistols, rifles, 
shotguns, machine guns.

Laura steps inside.  She selects a large shotgun, then sits 
down on a gun safe.

She clicks off the flashlight and pulls the cloth shut.  
Through the sheerness, she can still make out ROB, sleeping 
in the dark.

From the living room, we can only see a tiny red-orange dot 
bouncing up and down on the other side of the cloth.

SCRATCH SCRATCH SCRATCH.

Laura FREEZES.

SCRATCH SCRATCH SCRATCH.

She grinds out the cigarette on the safe, next to her thigh.

She hears the CLICK of her front door handle.  The door 
CREAKS open.

Laura stares through the slats at Rob.  He's barely visible, 
but clearly not moving.
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Then, an amorphous BLACK SHAPE passes between them.

Laura raises her shotgun, tensing.

Rob SCREAMS!

We hear the horrible sounds of flesh tearing, bones BREAKING, 
and Rob screaming, screaming.

Laura yanks the cloth down.

The BLACK SHAPE atop Rob turns to her.  It SCREECHES.

Laura lowers the gun, BLASTS it.

The MUZZLE FLASH fills the screen, so bright it's WHITE.

The screeching CUTS OFF.

INT. LAURA'S APARTMENT - MORNING

Laura sets a NEW alarm clock on the end table, beside the 
photograph.  She sets the alarm to 11:00.

She sits down on the couch.  (The presumably bloody blanket 
has been removed.)  She looks at the clock and photo, and 
smiles a content, well-rested smile.

The End.
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