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BLACK

A loud, boisterous crowd talks, laughs, and shuffles about.

INT. LIVING ROOM

An abstract expressionist painting hangs on a wall.

A BEARDED GUY, tall and lanky, leans beside his GIRLFRIEND,
an art student with retro vintage glasses. They stare at
the painting, red cups of keg beer in their hands.

They’re in a quieter corner of the vast house yet still
encircled by a dozen conversations fading in and out, words
melding together.

BEARDED GUY
Where’s the tunes?

GIRLFRIEND
Good question.

The Bearded Guy turns away from the painting.

BEARDED GUY
I’m getting more beer.

GIRLFRIEND
Yeah...

They disappear into the congested crowd.

The old Victorian house has a spacious first floor with high
ceilings. The densely packed guests are all in their
twenties, a mix of urban/art school/hipster boys and girls.

The room swells with overlapping words and laughter.

There is a knock at the front door.

ANGELICA, about 40, quiet and sneaky, almost short enough to
be a dwarf, picks up a clipboard. She stands behind a small
table along the wall by the front entrance. She has the
mannerisms of a predatory bird.

Next to Angelica is SID, a scarecrow-like grinning jackal
of a man with an eyepatch and stringy hair. His strange
features make it impossible to exactly determine his age,
but he’s at least a decade older than all the party guests.

Sid goes to the entrance vestibule and unlocks all the
latches of the front door.
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The door, an ornate stained glass window taking up its top
half, opens a few inches to the darkness outside.

A hand appears, holding a glowing cell phone.

Sid squints to read it, steps back, and lets the two guests
in.

JAMES and EMILY enter the house while Sid closes and locks
the heavy front door. They both have tattoos and thrift
store clothes.

They stop at the table where Angelica greets them with a
faint smile.

Sid jumps back into the entrance area and puts a hand on
Emily’s shoulder. Her instinct is to recoil, but she
restrains herself out of politeness.

SID
Angelica, this is Emily. This is
James. Our final guests, who are --

He checks his digital watch.

SID
-- right on time. Lovely night!
Absolutely lovely night, isn’t it?!

Angelica looks down at her clipboard.

The sheet is filled with columns of names and exact times,
all at two minute intervals. All the names have lines
through them.

The final two rows, with the names Emily and James, have the
time 11:20 beside them.

Angelica crosses off the names. The list is complete.

SID
This is my Angelica, my assistant.
Now, Angelica is going to ask that
you please check your telephones
here at the door. You will
obviously get them back on your way
out...

The only thing on the table other than the clipboard is a
bulky pillowcase with a weird printed pattern on it.

Angelica undoes the crude knot at the top.

James peers into the pillowcase.
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Inside is nothing but cell phones.

James and Emily look at each other, then deeper into the
house.

All the happy partygoers who have relinquished their phones
seem to be having a good enough time.

James, smirking and excited, drops his phone in the bag.

Emily hesitates.

Angelica holds out the bag to Emily like an anxious
trick-or-treater.

Sid takes his arm off Emily’s shoulder and shifts to the
other side of her.

SID
(to Emily)

It’s part of the experience.

EMILY
Do I -

Sid, Angelica, and James are all looking at her. 5 eyes.

SID
(smiling)

Please.

Emily digs into her purse.

She pulls out her cell phone and drops it in.

It falls into the sea of phones.

Angelica ties the pillowcase closed once more.

JAMES
What time’s the show?

SID
Midnight. In the meantime, there
are light refreshments in the
dining room -

JAMES
Great.

Sid gestures grandly, an outstretched arm to the party.
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SID
Have a wonderful night.

JAMES
Thanks.

EMILY
Thank you...

Emily and James enter the crowd.

Sid, behind the table with Angelica, smiles as James and
Emily join the others. Already Emily appears to see someone
she knows.

Sid picks up the clipboard.

All the rows, each and every name and time, have been
crossed off.

Satisfied, Sid puts the clipboard down.

He closes the door leading to the tiny vestibule separating
the living room and the front door.

It clicks shut.

SID
Everyone’s here.

INT. SPACE

A thumb rolls in a circle, scrolling through an mp3 player.
It is accompanied by a fast ticking sound, like in a game of
roulette or Wheel of Fortune.

INT. HOUSE

The lively crowd is packed into the large living room area,
dining room, tiny tv room, and kitchen.

The ticking slows down then stops.

INT. SPACE

The thumb presses down on the center button.
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INT. HOUSE

Music fills the house.

Scattered applause crackles through the first floor as
everyone reacts to the music. Some bob their heads, some do
fragmented dance moves.

The crowd becomes even livelier than they were before.

INT. KITCHEN

A mass of people, all with cups of beer, talk louder as the
music comes on.

A girl with long messy hair and a FANNY PACK talks to a guy
in a BASEBALL CAP and a jean jacket, even though it’s pretty
warm inside. The denim jacket is adorned with several pins
and buttons. Under that is a shirt that says "STOP PUPPY
MILLS."

FANNY PACK
At first I thought your shirt said
"STOP PUSSY" something, and then I
was like, "Oh - PUPPY MILLS." Stop
puppy mills.

BASEBALL CAP
No, I wouldn’t condone "stop pussy"
anything. And I also don’t really
condone shirts with profanity on
them.

FANNY PACK
Yeah -

BASEBALL CAP
But - this was a -

FANNY PACK
I like that shirt. Puppy mills are
sad. And a lot of people don’t
even know what they are.

BASEBALL CAP
Really?

FANNY PACK
Yeah -

(CONTINUED)
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BASEBALL CAP
How’s that possible? Haven’t they
seen Beethoven?

FANNY PACK
No.

BASEBALL CAP
But you have.

FANNY PACK
No.

BASEBALL CAP
You haven’t seen Beethoven?

INT. TV ROOM

The smallest room on the first floor, sparsely furnished,
with an old tv on a stand in one corner.

Nerdy REESE chats with JESS, a short stocky girl fiddling
with her keychain.

JESS
I feel so special, being here,
being your plus one.

REESE
I’m so excited.

JESS
But why’d you bring me? I don’t
even really know these guys that
well --

REESE
You’re my concert buddy!

JESS
My friend saw The Familiars in
Brussels, I think it was, like 2
years ago. When they were even
more unknown.

REESE
They’re still unknown.

JESS
Yeah but -- Well it was at some
festival and they had, like, the
worst slot. But it was still
crazy, she said...
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REESE
I can’t wait.

INT. DINING ROOM

The main attraction is the keg. A squiggly line shuffles up
for refills.

Two too-cool-for-school HIPSTERS, wannabe entrepreneurs with
matching neat haircuts, discuss a business plan.

HIPSTER 1
Isn’t a fried bagel just a donut?

HIPSTER 2
No! Well, I don’t think so. Maybe
if you take the sugar out of the
equation...

HIPSTER 1
I don’t know; part of me feels like
food trucks are over...

Hipster 1 passes the tap to the next person in line: a PUNK
ROCKER. Behind him is an EXCHANGE STUDENT type, who looks
slightly out of place.

PUNK ROCKER
I used to work there.

EXCHANGE STUDENT
(vague accent)

Oh, you did?

The hipsters wander through the dining room.

HIPSTER 1
What’s that?

HIPSTER 2
What’s what?

Hipster 1 points to something on the opposite side of the
room.

They head over to it, maneuvering around the morphing
circles of conversation.

Whatever it is, it has a heavy black base, possibly iron,
baroque and expensive-looking.

Whatever is on top of it is covered with a cloth. It is
rectangular, about the size of a small aquarium.

(CONTINUED)
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HIPSTER 1
What the... ? Is this part of the
whole... thing tonight?

Hipster 1 reaches for the edge of the cloth.

Out of nowhere, Angelica appears, her lanky arm blocking
Hipster 1’s reach.

The hipsters recoil, startled by her sudden appearance and
quick intervening arm.

HIPSTER 1
Oh...

She offers a placating half-smile and taps the top of her
wrist, as if indicating they need to be patient.

INT. LIVING ROOM

NINA and LIZZIE, 2 BFFs huddling next to each other, scope
out the crowd. They are well-dressed, maybe slightly
overdressed.

They hold their beers, still full, seemingly more used to
vodka spritzers.

NINA
And then I locked myself out of my
apartment, and I called my brother
and said "I did something really
stupid..." It was like the worst
day ever. Not even counting the
terrible brunch.

LIZZIE
I really can’t believe that Scott
actually charged you for that-

She stops, her eyes widen.

Nina sees her expression.

NINA
What is it?

Lizzie, regaining her composure, continues her scan of the
room.

She murmurs to Nina from the corner of her mouth.

(CONTINUED)
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LIZZIE
Okay, don’t look now, and don’t
freak out, but... Ron’s here.

Nina, aghast, wasn’t expecting that.

She feigns a sip of her beer and flashes a look across the
bobbing heads.

A space clears she sees RON, tall and handsome, vaguely
threatening or dangerous-looking. Or that’s just Nina’s
skewed interpretation.

Across the room, by the base of the large staircase, Ron
laughs and chats with a few people

RON
Haven’t they only put out EP’s?

REESE
I don’t know. No full length
stuff?

RON
Don’t think so. Singles, EP’s,
shit like that. They’re like
willfully unconventional that way.

JESS
Hey, I’m Jess.

They shake hands.

RON
Ron. Yeah, don’t you work at the
bike shop on Franklin Ave?

JESS
Yep.

RON
This is my buddy Felix.

FELIX, a scraggly dude with a colorful bandanna around his
neck, smiles and waves awkwardly at them.

INT. KITCHEN

A dude with a PONYTAIL and thick glasses, leans on a
spotless and bare countertop.

(CONTINUED)
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PONYTAIL
There’s 3 of em. And they never
talk. They have this... weird
connection.

His friend nods. She has some sort of avant-garde MULLET.

MULLET
And they never give interviews.

SUSAN and PETER nod. Peter sports a shirt with "THE
FAMILIARS" on the front, above a strange M-shaped logo or
symbol.

PONYTAIL
That’s a rad shirt, man.

PETER
Thanks.

MULLET
Do you know whose house this is?

PETER
No.

SUSAN
This is my first time in
Philadelphia.

PETER
She’s visiting from Charleston.

MULLET
Hey, what’re you -

Ponytail dude opens a cabinet above the counter.

There’s nothing inside.

He tries the one next to it.

Also empty.

PONYTAIL
Whoa. Weird.

PETER
Guess no one lives here.
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INT. POWDER ROOM

PENNY washes her hands in the cramped bathroom space. She’s
very pretty, but radiating a certain untrustworthiness.

Something on the toilet tank catches her eye: a small
notepad.

Intrigued, she grabs it, flips through it.

She can’t make much sense of the words written on the tiny
pages, but it’s clearly important to someone.

A knock on the door startles her.

She shoves the notebook in her purse and unlatches the door.

INT. KITCHEN

Penny exits the bathroom, smiling at the 2 or 3 people
waiting.

INT. DINING ROOM

A guy with in a CORDUROY JACKET leans on an end table with a
plant on top. A drunken smile takes up most of his face.

He extracts an engraved flask from an inside pocket and
indulges in a healthy swig.

Penny enters the room.

RAUL, already pretty drunk, stumbles on his way to the keg.

Corduroy Jacket guy reacts quickly to grab Raul before he
can fall.

He absently sets his flask down next to the plant.

CORDUROY JACKET
You okay, man?

RAUL
Yeah. Thanks -

Raul hasn’t spilled a drop of his beer.

CORDUROY JACKET
His beer is fully intact!

This incites a few scattered laughs.

(CONTINUED)
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Penny deftly swipes the flask off the table.

Nobody notices.

INT. LIVING ROOM

A loud and SPUNKY girl, shimmering with jewelry, takes a
dainty sip of beer.

SPUNKY
That’s why there’s no videos
online, like fanmade videos. Cuz
they confiscate that stuff at the
door.

A kid with a SEPTUM piercing nods.

SEPTUM
Yeah but I don’t think it’s just
that. Like, that’s not the only
reason. They want it to be a pure
experience, you know. I hate when
I’m at a show and half the people
are recording it and watching it on
a 3-inch screen when the stage is
right in front of their face.

SPUNKY
That’s their problem, not yours.

SEPTUM
Yeah but it’s distracting.

SPUNKY
Where’s the bathroom?

CLYDE, a fidgety scrawny guy with a backwards hat and
several bracelets and wristbands from various music shows
and festivals, walks by.

CLYDE
It’s in the kitchen.

SPUNKY
(looking towards the stairs
leading up to the second
floor)

Oh.

CLYDE
I get the sense we’re not supposed
to go upstairs.

(CONTINUED)
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SPUNKY
Whatever...

She heads for the kitchen.

The kid with the septum piercing sees that Clyde has a brown
cigar/blunt in his hands.

Clyde’s pal BOB holds both their beers.

Bob looks for a spot to put them down.

CLYDE
(to Bob)

Get me something to gut this in -

SEPTUM
How ’bout this?

He downs the last third of his beer and holds out the empty
cup.

CLYDE
Oh. Thanks, man!

Clyde, with the precision of a surgeon, cracks open the
blunt right down the middle.

He spreads it open and dumps the shredded tobacco into the
cup.

BOB
Here ya go -

He hands Clyde a baggie of weed.

CLYDE
So like I was saying, the Battle of
Los Angeles. It was right after
World War II, and these UFO things
were flying in the sky. At first
they thought it was an attack from
Japan -

Two GUYS IN FLANNEL walk over to them. One of them digs
into his pocket and pulls out a tiny bag.

FLANNEL 1
Hey, man. Any interest in a
collaboration?

He holds out the small bag with a nice green nugget in it.
Clyde is excited.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 14.

Penny, now in the living room, looks at the mantel. A few
knickknacks adorn the smooth surface.

After a quick glance around her, making sure it’s safe, she
swipes a ceramic figure and drops it into her open purse.

She exits the scene of the crime.

CLYDE
- the National Guard came in, had a
firefight with these things, a
bunch of people died -

FLANNEL 1
Are you serious?

CLYDE
Yes! Look it up! No one knows
about this shit!

He’s just about finished twisting the paper into a smokeable
blunt.

FLANNEL 2
Think we can smoke that in here?

CLYDE
I guess we’ll see...

He flicks a lighter and lights the blunt.

Sid, standing tall by the welcoming table by the front of
the house, sees the smoking circle and smiles.

Sid looks through into the dining room, where people cluster
around the keg.

INT. DINING ROOM

Somehow Sid is now in here, looking around at all of the
revelers. His smile never falters.

A guy in SUSPENDERS waits in line to fill his beer. His
friend with a full beer and PINK HAIR, keeps him company.

SUSPENDERS
Their band was called, like,
"writhing" something. Writhing
Worms maybe. But my God, it was so
hot up there. They had like 5 fans
going on.

(CONTINUED)
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PINK HAIR
It was upstairs?

SUSPENDERS
Yeah, they do shows upstairs now.

PINK HAIR
I didn’t know that. I didn’t even
know they had an upstairs.

Nina and Lizzie walk by, still joined at the hip.

NINA
Ron’s a total sociopath, okay? You
remember when we were going out -

Lizzie shoots a look across the house at Ron, who is
laughing and conversing with a few other people.

INT. KITCHEN

Two CUTE GIRLS, very well-dressed, talk with Raul, the drunk
guy who almost fell over earlier.

Cute Girl 1 turns on the kitchen sink, rinses out his beer
cup, then fills it with water.

CUTE GIRL 1
Let’s get you a little water...

RAUL
Thanks.

He accepts it, leaning sloppily on the bare counter.

CUTE GIRL 2
Where are they from?

RAUL
I’m originally from -

CUTE GIRL 2
No, not you. Where are The
Familiars from?

RAUL
I don’t know. Scandinavia
somewhere?

CUTE GIRL 1
Or like Iceland. Or Greenland. Or
some Eastern European country.

(CONTINUED)
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CUTE GIRL 2
I don’t know which Eastern European
countries exist these days.

RAUL
So they’re definitely from Europe.
But there’s 3 of them, so maybe
they’re from different countries.

CUTE GIRL 1
Why don’t they ever play in the
U.S.?

RAUL
Hey Jillian! Where’re you going?

Raul’s friend JILLIAN, who’s just exited the bathroom,
stops. She’s short and shy with chunky boots and an artsy
hairstyle.

JILLIAN
Out there.

She points and heads out of the kitchen.

RAUL
Ok...

INT. TV ROOM

Jillian steps into the room, holding her beer with both
hands. She sips it like it’s hot cocoa.

INT. DINING ROOM

Jillian meekly makes her way through the crowd, unnoticed by
anyone. Everyone subconsciously move out of her way.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Jillian looks over at the blunt smoking circle, now
containing 6 or 7 people.

CLYDE
- and we don’t know what they were,
where they came from, and we’ve
never gotten any answers - hey - oh
hey, that’s my lighter -

He waves at Penny, who’s just grabbed a nice Zippo lighter
from an armrest on a chair.

(CONTINUED)
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Penny gives it back to Clyde with a sheepish smile.

Jillian walks further into the room. Needing something to
do, she takes a sip of her beer.

Something catches her attention across the room:

A floor lamp flickers beside a love seat.

It stops for a few seconds, then flickers again.

Nobody seems to notice. Either that or they don’t care.

Except for Jillian - it’s caught her attention from the
start.

Angelica, on the other side of the room beside her table and
clipboard, sees the blinking light.

She creeps across the room.

Jillian watches as Angelica crouches down beside the love
seat.

People spill in from the dining room and the crowd swells.

Nobody but Jillian pays attention to Angelica.

Angelica reaches behind the love seat.

Her hand pops out on the other end - at least five feet from
where her body is - and grabs the lamp’s plug. The plug
hangs loosely in the outlet.

Jillian watches in disbelief as the disembodied hand fiddles
with the plug and adjusts it so it’s tight in the socket.

The lamp flickers no more.

The hand retracts and disappears behind the love seat.

Angelica rises and walks away, unaware that Jillian saw the
whole thing.

Jillian distances herself from Angelica.

INT. TV ROOM

EDDIE and KAREN converse with the Ponytail dude.
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KAREN
(to Eddie)

What’s that?

She points to his necklace, an asymmetrical piece of twisted
metal hanging from it.

EDDIE
Oh, I was in a car accident that
almost killed me. Last year. This
is from the car. I wanted to keep
it.

PONYTAIL
That’s awesome.

KAREN
Yeah.

EDDIE
Yeah, it’s also really good for
picking locks...

Eddie takes it off and gives it to her. She turns it over
in her hands.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Towards the front of the house, Reese and Jess look at the
abstract painting on the wall.

JESS
This looks familiar to me -

REESE
Really?

The music fades as the crowd quiets down.

Jess and Reese look in the direction of the dining room.

SID
Ladies and gentlemen!

Everyone gravitates to Sid in the dining room.
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INT. DINING ROOM

The crowd packs in.

Sid coaxes clusters of partygoers into the space.

Angelica stands across the room, next to a closed door.

The music fades into the background.

A rectangular vat of green liquid, beside Angelica and the
closed door, is the center of attention for many.

It rests on a heavy ornate base. A spout pokes out of one
end like a strange water cooler.

Angelica has a sleeve of tiny cups, like metal shot glasses.

She turns to face the crowd with her deranged half-smile.

Sid and Angelica meet eyes. Sid looks around at the dense
crowd, which spills out into the kitchen area and the living
room space.

SID
Ladies and gentlemen!

The crowd doesn’t take long to become hushed. Everyone
turns to face Sid.

Sid stands on a footstool, even though he’s already taller
than 95% of the people there.

SID
Ladies and gentlemen, good evening!

Applause, at first scattered and hesitant, breaks out.

The applause dissipates after several seconds.

SID
Yes, thank you. This is a very
special night, as you all know, a
very special treat awaits you all,
in the form of The Familiars. My
name is Sid, that is my lovely
fiance Angelica, and we’ve been
with The Familiars for so many
exciting years! We’ve been around
the world time and again, but I
must say, these intimate gatherings
are always our favorite. There’s
something very unique and special

(MORE)
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SID (cont’d)
about these events. Something a
large concert venue or club could
never attain.

Bob nudges Cute Girl 2.

BOB
Where the hell did they find this
guy?

Sid holds up his arms.

SID
Give yourselves a round of
applause. Over a thousand people
responded to our ad, and you were
the lucky few chosen to witness The
Familiars!

An energetic roar of whoops and applause erupts.

SID
Now, my wife Angelica, who stands
just by that door into the basement
- Angelica, would you say hello?

All heads turn from Sid to Angelica. Her aloof birdlike face
attempts a smile as she slowly nods and raises a hand.

The polite crowd applauds.

SID
Angelica will be handing out single
servings of alkali root to each
guest as he or she enters the
stairwell into our makeshift venue.

Angelica is in the process of filling up the tiny metal
ramekins with the green liquid.

Each ramekin, when filled, is placed on a circular tray.

SID
This is a tradition with The
Familiars, as many of you may know.
Be assured, the alkali root drink
contains nothing harmful; rather,
it is quite a magnificent
sensation. And it’s all natural,
of course.

Sid makes his way through the crowd, across the room to
Angelica.

(CONTINUED)
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He reaches for the closed door to the basement.

Angelica’s tray is completely filled with the individual
shots of the alkali root beverage.

She continues to fill the diminishing stack of the metal
cups in her hand.

Sid turns the doorknob to the basement and slowly opens the
creaking door.

The crowd stirs and takes a few unconscious steps back.

Sid looks down into the depths of the basement.

A dim light glows below.

Sid steps aside and smiles at the guests.

SID
Ladies and gentlemen, The
Familiars.

He unfurls his knobby scarecrow arm, welcoming them down the
dark stairwell.

The collective mood among the partygoers is one of excited,
nervous anticipation.

As if startled by a starting gun at a race, the mass of
people jolt into movement and crowd presses closer together,
forming a respectful funnel leading to a single-file line.

As each guest approaches the threshold to the basement, he
or she takes a tiny cup of the alkali root drink.

Angelica fills the final few cups and places them on the
tray in the empty spaces.

Sid, holding the basement door open, makes sure each person
gets a serving.

He nods and smiles as the guests disappear down to the abyss
of the stairs.

The crowd chatters and rattles down into the basement.

The final dozen or so people still on the first floor make
their way to the tank of green liquid.

Angelica fills up the few remaining cups and hands them, one
by one, to the guests.

Sid watches as they all shuffle down, laughing and talking.
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INT. BASEMENT

The guests file down the steep staircase into the dark
concrete basement.

The cavernous echoey space, with dark corners everywhere,
feels much larger than it should be for this house

INT. DINING ROOM

Sid, smile unwavering, looks at Angelica.

Angelica doesn’t appear to be as freakishly happy. This
arouses concern in Sid.

Angelica shows Sid the source of the problem. It’s
something in her palm.

A stack of the three remaining metal cups.

She holds them up as Sid frowns and looks at them.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Sid walks to the front room of the house. The windows
facing the street are blocked by layers of road bikes.

Sid looks at the side wall, where the windows are covered by
thick heavy curtains that reach the hardwood floor.

Sid stands still and stares at both pairs of draping
curtains.

He leans forward.

Behind one of the curtains, standing as straight and still
as possible, is PATRICIA.

She tries to keep her ragged breathing as quiet as possible.

Sid stands still, examining the velvety curtains. Then:

A sound comes from deeper in the house, possibly the
kitchen.

Sid cocks his head in that direction, takes a final look at
the side windows, then goes off back through the dining room
and into the kitchen area.
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INT. KITCHEN

JESSE and DANA are at a window which appears to be painted
shut.

Jesse has a butter knife and is making a pathetic attempt to
pry open the sturdy window.

Sid enters. He smiles.

SID
It’s this way, guys.

Startled, they turn to Sid. Their faces can’t hide their
confusion and fear.

Dana looks from side to side, realizing she and Jesse are in
a corner.

SID
Something wrong? It’s... Dana,
right? And Jesse? Come on, the
show’s about to start.

Sid takes a step into the room and waves them over. They’re
hesitant.

Sid sees the butter knife in Jesse’s hand.

Jesse sees him see it.

DANA
(scared)

We need to go.

SID
Go? Yes, we’re all going
downstairs.

DANA
We need to leave, we have to...

JESSE
There’s an emergency.

SID
An emergency, you said.

JESSE
Family emergency. I just -

(CONTINUED)
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SID
Got a call? But your phone’s with
us. Safely stowed away while you
enjoy yourselves.

INT. DINING ROOM

Dana and Jesse reluctantly enter the room.

They look at Angelica and the vessel of alkali root and the
open door to the basement.

Sid enters the room behind them.

Sid hands two of the metal cups to Angelica, who fills them
and offers them to Dana and Jesse.

They look at the green liquid, skeptical.

SID
Don’t drink it yet!

They exchange worried glances.

Together, they disappear down the dark stairwell.

Sid looks down at the final metal shot glass. One more
straggler.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Patricia remains behind the curtain, breathing quietly,
still trying not to move at all.

She senses a presence in the room with her.

Sid ambles through the room once again, not seeing anything
new. He sees at the curtains on the side wall and walks
past them.

Hearing Sid’s movements getting closer, Patricia shifts her
position.

She kicks over a half full plastic cup of beer.

The beer pools out from under the curtain.

Sid, having just walked past, doesn’t notice.

The stream of beer squiggles along the hardwood floor,
almost as if the house were tilted.

(CONTINUED)
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Sid stands still, back to the spill, listening.

The beer makes its way to him, towards the middle of the
room.

The beer touches the heel of his boot.

He slowly turns around and looks at the curtain and the
trail of beer under it.

The room is quiet.

He flashes a disturbing grin.

INT. BASEMENT

The packed crowd faces the slightly elevated stage at one
end of the vast room.

The stage consists of a pyramid of three turntables, each
with a large screen facing the crowd.

Behind the stage is a banner with "The Familiars" on it and
the crude M-shaped logo.

The packed crowd ebbs and flows amidst quiet murmurs.

INT. CLOSET

Somewhere in the house, the pillowcase stuffed with cell
phones sits alone in a tiny dark closet.

Random bumps in the pillowcase intermittently vibrate and
beep - unanswered calls and texts.

INT. BASEMENT

THE FAMILIARS appear amidst strange lights and ambient
rumblings of music.

The crowd hushes when they appear on stage, but soon whips
into a frenzy.

All 3 Familiars wear black hoodies. Their features are
almost indecipherable; they appear mostly as
silhouettes. We can’t see below their waists, and we never
will.

Each DJ has a strikingly different hairstyle that
distinguishes them. At the top center screen there’s BALD
DJ.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 26.

To the Bald DJ’s left is the TRAPEZOID DJ, with a
trapezoid-shaped bob hairstyle.

On the other end is the DREADLOCK DJ. His dreads don’t hang
down. There’s only a handful of them and they stick out in
all directions like he’s been cartoon-electrocuted.

The strange hypnotic sounds swirling through the basement
morph into the band’s first song.

The beat becomes more distinguishable and the crowd pulsates
with the rhythm.

The Familiars each hold up a metal cup of their own, as a
toast.

Everyone holds up their own shots of the green liquid.

Each partygoer follows suit when the 3 DJs down the drink.

The metal shot glasses are all dropped to the hard floor,
making a shrill echoey metallic clanging.

When Eddie drinks it his face contorts. He swallows it with
distaste.

His friend STEVE doesn’t get it.

EDDIE
(yelling over the music)

THAT WAS SOUR!

STEVE
WHAT?! SOUR?! DIDN’T TASTE LIKE
ANYTHING TO ME!

Everyone dances like maniacs for the first song.

The first song segues right into another song.

The crowd loves every second of it.

BILL and LAURA gravitate to each other.

They begin dancing together, smiling and locking eyes.

Bill tries to say something - scream something - to Laura.
He yells as loud as he can but it makes no sound over the
music.

A dialogue intertitle, as from a silent film, appears over a
black background:

(intertitle:) "I like your dress!"

(CONTINUED)
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Laura indicates that she can’t hear and yells:

(intertitle:) "WHAT?!"

Bill tries to articulate again and gestures at her dress.

(interitle:) "I LIKE YOUR DRESS!"

Laura gets it now.

(intertitle:) "THANKS!"

They keep dancing.

Nina, dancing away with Liz, starts to stagger and rub her
eyes.

Liz, her BFF doesn’t really seem to notice.

Clyde, at the edge of the crowd, reaches out and leans on
the wall. His head hangs down and he’s unsure what’s going
on.

He rubs at his eyes, which flicker with a vivid green glow.

Jillian tries to keep her balance. Her eyes shimmer then
return back to normal.

She puts a hand on her friend Raul’s shoulder, who is
absorbed in the music.

Jilllian yells something to her but her friend can’t hear,
instead shrugging and continuing to dance.

Jillian turns around and tries to make her way through the
crowd.

She bounces off the densely packed audience, all of them
indifferent to her.

Eddie, Clyde, and Nina all make their way through the crowd
from different points in the basement. All are headed for
the base of the staircase leading up to the dining room.

They go up the steep stairs, virtually unnoticed by everyone
else in the basement.

Except Sid and Angelica.

Sid and Angelica see the four of them from their spot in the
way back of the basement space.
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INT. DINING ROOM

Eddie, Nina, Clyde, and Jillian trickle into the hushed,
empty room.

No lamps or overhead lights are on, but ambient illumination
glows throughout the entire first floor.

The 4 guests, 8 eyes among them intermittently glowing that
same bright green, take stock of each other.

EDDIE
(to Clyde)

Do you - your eyes...?

CLYDE
Yours are...

EDDIE
Steve’s were normal! My friend
Steve... And he couldn’t see mine -

NINA
Oh God -

Nina, jittery and breathing rapidly, mutters to
herself. Her jumpy body can’t seem to decide on a plan of
action.

EDDIE
Are you okay?

NINA
What’s happening?

Jillian looks on, rubbing at her own eyes.

CLYDE
We all need to figure out -

EDDIE
Wait!

Nina awkwardly breaks into a run as Eddie reaches for her.

The glass prism of the alkali root drink hits the floor and
shatters with a green eruption.

Nina sees the scary liquid cascade outward and jumps back,
almost falling.

The four guests stand around the overturned base and the
spill of broken glass.

(CONTINUED)
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The muffled thumping music seeps from below.

Nina, entranced, stares at the murky green puddle.

Nina snaps out of her hypnotized state and bolts out of the
dining room to the front of the house.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Nina dashes to the door leading to the vestibule to the
front door.

She can’t get it open.

Eddie catches up to her, grabbing her shoulder.

EDDIE
Hey ! -

She wrestles away from his protective grasp and goes for the
stairs.

Eddie runs after her.

INT. STAIRCASE

Nina hurries up the steps, steep and treacherous and leading
up to total darkness.

She sees Eddie’s pulsating eyes behind her and goes even
faster.

EDDIE
Wait!

INT. HALLWAY

Nina reaches the top and sees the open door to the bathroom,
across a very long and scary hallway.

She makes her way to it. Eddie catches up.

Nina stops and turns to him. His eyes, and hers, seem more
normal now.

EDDIE
It’s okay! Look... Now there’s
nothing to be freaked out about,
right? We just - what was your
name again?

(CONTINUED)
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She’s silent, terrified. But then:

NINA
Nina.

EDDIE
Nina! Ok, I’m Eddie. Ok? We’re
friends, right? Come on, we all
just had some sort of weird...
allergic reaction to that drink, or
something. Right? It’ll go away,
it’s just some weird foreign shit.

Confused, not convinced, she grabs the doorknob to the
bathroom.

NINA
Do you know Ron?

EDDIE
Ron?

NINA
Look, I need to just...

EDDIE
Yes, yes, of course! Go ahead,
I’ll wait here.

He smiles, an attempt to reassure her in the slightest.

Her tense face relaxes a notch, and she steps fully into the
bathroom.

Eddie’s eyes flash with a faint green glow around them.

Nina, aghast, closes the door and locks it.

Eddie’s eyes flicker back to normal. He rubs at them.

INT. BATHROOM

The bathroom seems ordinary enough.

On one wall there’s a vent the size of a shoebox through
which, somehow, the music from the basement dimly echoes.

Nina creeps up to the vent, just above her head on the wall
opposite the toilet and sink.

She turns her head sideways and listens for a few moments.

(CONTINUED)
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The music grows louder and more hypnotic. After several
seconds it fades into the background.

Nina’s eyes sting. She goes to the sink and looks in the
mirror.

Her eyes radiate a vivid green tint, almost neon.

She gasps, rubs her eyes, and they return to normal.

She turns on the faucet and splashes her face with water.

She looks up, sees green again, whimpers, takes a step back.

Her back hits the wall.

She sees her eyes in the mirror, back to normal.

The faint music coming from the vent catches her attention.

She listens for a moment.

Vaguely more at ease, she steps back to the sink.

Nina stands still at the sink, listening to sounds of The
Familiars coming from the vent.

She can see the vent in the mirror.

The music starts a slow buildup, with a quiet chanting
making its way into the song. It’s in a strange, distorted
alien language.

She sees, on the sink, a bar of soap in a ceramic soap dish.

Light knocks patter the door and a distorted voice speaks.

Nina’s hand skitters just as she grabs for the soap, and she
knocks it and its dish onto the tile floor.

Nina goes to the door. Someone on the other side jiggles
the handle with a light touch.

She hears a muffled voice on the other side, a male voice,
his words indecipherable, perhaps malevolent.

The pulsating music from the vent seems to flood the room,
the mesmerizing vocals taking over.

Nina, in terror, creeps closer to the door and the urgent
babbling.

The door clatters in its old wooden frame.

(CONTINUED)
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There’s a final, desperate series of knocks and taps on the
door. She still can’t make out what’s being said.

NINA
Ron?

INT. BASEMENT

The Familiars are working hard, synthesizing a mind-boggling
jam.

The crowd is going apeshit.

Ron dances, limbs flailing, not a care in the world.

INT. BATHROOM

NINA
Ron... ?

She strides back to the sink.

She looks in the mirror.

NINA
No...

Nina looks down and sees the broken soap dish on the floor
beside the sink.

The music coming through the vent is as pervasive as ever.

Nina touches the edge of the mirror above the sink.

It tilts open smoothly on unseen hinges.

It reveals not a medicine cabinet but a vent-like tunnel or
crawlspace, made of steel panels, about 2’x 2’.

The crawlspace goes straight back, quite a distance, with a
faint green glow at the end.

She closes the medicine cabinet.

In the mirror she sees the small vent on the opposite wall.

Behind her, the vent cover falls off the wall.

Nina stifles a scream.

She looks at the locked door, wondering what’s on the other
side.

(CONTINUED)
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The freakish music penetrating her headspace, she opens the
medicine cabinet again.

There’s another brief battering at the door.

Nina climbs onto the sink and goes headfirst into the abyss
of the impossible crawlspace.

INT. CRAWLSPACE

The music is still prevalent, but echoey and distorted,
inside the claustrophobic tunnel.

After a few seconds she looks back and sees a never-ending
stretch.

Straight ahead is the same thing.

NINA
(whimpering)

Lizzie... ? I wanna go home.

The music grows louder and she’s captivated by it.

It morphs into a trance-like chant.

She crawls further and reaches a 90 degree right turn. It’s
the only way to go, and she continues on.

The tunnel stretches for several yards then turns 90 degrees
to the left.

The tunnel stretches for several yards then turns 90 degrees
to the right.

The tunnel stretches for several yards then turns 90 degrees
to the left.

Nina keeps going, her eyes once again radiating that
unnatural green.

INT. BASEMENT

The Familiars repeat their chant, which is becoming less
distorted.

The crowd bobs and seethes with the changing tempo of the
music.

The Familiars, all 3, start chanting in their strange
tongue. Subtitles appear on each of the 3 screens in front
of them.

(CONTINUED)
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"DON’T GO BACK THE WAY YOU CAME... DON’T GO BACK THE WAY YOU
CAME... DON’T GO BACK THE WAY YOU CAME..."

The screens are filled with vivid green, orange, and purple
shapes and blurs. The subtitles glow on the center screen:

"DON’T COME BACK THE WAY YOU CAME."

The subtitles remain at the bottom of the center screen as
the background images morph.

INT. SPACE

The subtitle floats along the bottom of the frame.

The subtitle rises, almost to the middle of the screen.

The subtitle rotates 180 degrees on its center axis.

It lands at the bottom of the screen like before, but upside
down.

INT. CRAWLSPACE

Nina, still stranded in the surreal tunnel, stops
crawling. It’s as if she senses something else right below
her.

The upside-down subtitle floats under her.

She reads the subtitle (facing her), from left to right,
across the screen:

"DON’T GO BACK THE WAY YOU CAME"

The subtitle disappears.

Petrified, Nina scurries along at a more frantic pace.

INT. BATHROOM

The mirror cabinet leading to the crawlspace hangs open.

On the opposite wall, the vent is wide open, its cover on
the floor below.

The vent cover, off the opposite wall, lies on the floor
below.

The music seems to be coming from both openings - the vent
and the medicine cabinet/tunnel.

(CONTINUED)
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Something appears at the rectangular opening of the small
vent.

A hand.

The sleeve of the shirt has the same pattern as the one from
Angelica’s shirt.

The hand slithers out of the opening.

The sleeve of the arm keeps extending, now much longer than
an actual human arm.

It continues to stretch across the room and goes right into
the opening of the crawlspace.

INT. CRAWLSPACE

Nina trudges through the narrow stretch, trying to keep
herself composed.

A huge hand, barely able to fit into the tunnel, reaches
through, long arm stretching toward Nina.

The fingers keep grasping at air, until they are right
behind Nina. She fails to notice.

The hand itself is the size of her whole body.

Nina goes further into the tunnel, the fingers behind her
continuing to just miss grabbing her.

Nina reaches a 90 degree bend, going straight down this
time.

Somehow she maneuvers down the tunnel and keeps
crawling. The geometry of the environment is impossible in
our normal space and time.

She keeps going. The blackness above and below her is vast.

There is finally something at the end: an opening, all vivid
luminescent green.

She reaches the end of the crawlspace.

She looks into a room with no discernible floor, walls, or
ceiling. Everything is a seamless glowing green.
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INT. GREEN ROOM

Nina stands in the middle of the room, trying to make sense
of her surroundings.

The music morphs into a slow dark ambient humming.

She stands motionless, engrossed by the sight of the wall of
glowing green.

An amplpified silhouette of a battered baseball cap floats
across the wall, then disappears.

Everything goes black. She gasps, but doesn’t move.

The blackness now shrinks to a wide circle as the green
light reappears around it.

The outline of an eye shrinks onto the wall. The immersive
black from before is now its pupil.

A floating weightless body - Clyde’s - comes out of the
black pupil and floats along the wall.

The body disappears into the edge of the wall.

Nina feels a strange floating sensation.

She looks down at her feet.

Her untied shoelaces are snaking out in the air, as if
underwater.

She tries to lift her arm up and sees it trudge through the
thick air.

She falls back into a green and black gulf.

INT. SPACE

Nina sees warped, shadowy figures.

SID (O.S.)
We were hoping to bring something
up earlier, but, well, of course
there’s so much to coordinate for a
night like tonight. Now, Angelica
and I haven’t been with you since
your inception, of course, but
nonetheless, I should say, for a
number of years.

(CONTINUED)
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Unable to move, now floating on her back, Nina sees what
appears to be Sid and Angelica, then the Trapezoid DJ.

SID
I’d like to entertain the notion
that my occasional opinion is
worthy of your consideration. I am
your manager after all. One
doesn’t give that job to any old
yahoo...

Bigger than anything in Nina’s field of vision is the
silhouette of a large brutal M-shaped object - the same
shape as The Familiars’ logo.

********

INT. DINING ROOM

The glass prism of the alkali root drink hits the floor and
shatters with a green eruption.

Clyde looks at the phosphorescent puddle.

He stands alongside Nina, Eddie, and Jillian around the
overturned base and the blanket of broken glass.

The muffled thumping music seeps up from the basement.

CLYDE
I knew this wasn’t right.

When he looks up from the puddle he’s alone in the dining
room.

He looks through to the living room area then to the
narrower door, on the other side of the dining room, to the
tv room space.

He makes his way in that direction, hesitantly circumventing
the spreading puddle.

He reaches the doorway.

An orange glow comes from the room.
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INT. TV ROOM

Clyde steps inside.

The room is small, spartan. In other houses of this design
on the block, this is often an extension of the kitchen.

Clyde looks around the room.

There is a tv in one corner, an oval rug in the middle, a
coffee table, a love seat, and a chair. 5 things.

The walls are bare and glowing orange from an unseen source.

CLYDE
Ok. Go up the back stairway. Find
the bathroom. Clean yourself up.
Go back downstairs. Get Bob. And
leave. No. Not going back
downstairs. Sorry Bob. Just...
get outta here...

Across the room is the doorway to the kitchen, pitch black.

On the other wall, next to the love seat, is the base of the
winding back steps. A soft orange glow comes from what can
be seen of the steps.

Clyde enters the room, walking between the coffee table and
the tv. His mind is going a mile a minute.

CLYDE
It was a... an allergic reaction.
But I’m not allergic to anything.
That I know of.

He reaches the far corner of the room. To his left, the
kitchen is dark and ominous. Ahead to the right, the
twisted stairs emit an orange glow.

Clyde puts a foot on the first step and turns to look up.

INT. STAIRWELL

He walks up the staircase. An orange glow comes from the
room above.

CLYDE
Maybe I am allergic to something.
No. It was drugs. There was
something in the drink.
LSD. MDMA. DMT. Or something

(MORE)
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CLYDE (cont’d)
else. No. Then everyone else
would be doing this. Maybe. It
was ...

INT. TV ROOM

Clyde enters the tv room again from what was once the dining
room entrance.

He stares for a while, then looks back behind him.

Where the dining room was is the stairwell, leading down
into the tv room.

CLYDE
What... the... ?

He looks into the tv room, identical to the one on the lower
level, glowing orange like before.

He takes a few more steps inside, then stops. He looks to
his right.

The chair isn’t there.

He looks around at everything else that’s still there - the
love seat, the table, the rug, the tv.

But no chair.

CLYDE
There was a... chair... Right here.

He strides across the room and looks into the kitchen.

Pitch black again, only faint specters of the counter and
cabinets.

He turns to the base of the winding steps.

INT. STAIRWELL

Clyde walks up, slower than before.

He looks back and at one point even starts to turn back, but
makes his way up the steps.

CLYDE
It’s a Möbius strip...
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INT. TV ROOM

He steps into the orange-tinted room again.

Now the coffee table is gone.

He shudders and steps into the room on wiggly legs.

He stops in the middle of the room, listening to the faint
music coming from the basement.

Clyde looks back to the doorway, glowing orange, and to the
base of the steps, glowing orange.

He laughs helplessly.

CLYDE
No. I’m dead. That’s it! I’m
dead. Or they’re dead. Or, no.
We’re all dead. We’re all...

INT. BASEMENT

The Familiars are still playing, but nobody dances. The
basement is carpeted with a twisted pile of lifeless bodies.

CLYDE (O.S.)
...DEAD...

INT. TV ROOM

Clyde stretches out his fingers, looking closely at his
hand.

CLYDE
No.

He snaps out of it and bolts for the back stairs again.

INT. STAIRWELL

Clyde hurries up the steps two at a time.

INT. TV ROOM

He stops at the top of the steps and looks back down the
stairwell and listens.

The chanting of the music fills the room and the stairs.
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INT. BASEMENT

The subtitles appear on the screen over the swirling colors:

"DON’T GO BACK THE WAY YOU CAME."

INT. TV ROOM

The tv is gone. Only the love seat and the rug remain in the
room. Clyde’s not completely surprised.

He looks down the cavernous winding steps.

He takes off his baseball cap and wrings it in his hands.

The Familiars’ chanting continues.

CLYDE
Let’s try something here...

He tosses his hat down the descending stairs. It disappears
from sight as it hits the floor below.

Clyde looks over to the bottom of the steps at the other
side of the room.

No hat.

CLYDE
Impossible...

He strides across the room and peers into the dark kitchen.

There is faint movement, and a humanoid shape materializes.

Clyde cries out in fright and bounds up the stairs.

INT. TV ROOM

The love seat is gone. Clyde steps back off the rug and
onto the hardwood floor, fighting off hysteria.

CLYDE
They’re demons... Or aliens... Or
alien demons.

He walks across the room and up the steps.
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INT. STAIRWELL

Clyde stops halfway up and clutches the railing. He squints
in pain and rubs his eyes.

His eyes are glowing green again, fading in and out.

He rubs them once more then continues up the stairwell,
determined.

INT. TV ROOM

He enters the room, which is now completely empty. Of
course he was expecting this, but a fresh wave of anxiety
washes over him.

Every corner of the room is dark, but the orange glow is
still present.

He makes his way to the steps, shuddering, looking behind
him.

He looks up the orange stairwell.

INT. STAIRWELL

Clyde creeps up.

INT. TV ROOM

The room seems to be the same as before: empty.

Something else enters the room from the kitchen doorway. It
looks like the Bald DJ.

Clyde, startled, turns around and bounds down the steps.

INT. STAIRWELL

He hits the wall where the steps turn, then scrambles down
the last few steps.

INT. TV ROOM

He doesn’t even inspect the empty room, just sprints through
it to the doorway to what is now the top of the steps.
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INT. STAIRWELL

He races down then looks up. The shape of the Bald DJ comes
into view at the top of the steps.

INT. TV ROOM

Clyde runs through the room, which now just has a rug.

But it’s a new rug, a bizarro version of the previous one.

He instinctively runs around it.

INT. STAIRWELL

He goes down, not looking back this time.

INT. TV ROOM

Now there’s a new love seat to go with the rug. It’s the
same size and shape, but skewed somehow.

Clyde notices it but keeps on going.

INT. STAIRWELL

He rushes down.

INT. TV ROOM

New tv and tv stand.

INT. STAIRWELL

Clyde keeps going.

INT. TV ROOM

New strange coffee table.

Clyde gives himself a second to take this in.

He seems to have gained some ground on the Bald DJ.

Above, heavy footsteps thud across the floor.

Clyde looks up at the ceiling.
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He sprints across the rest of the room.

INT. STAIRWELL

Clyde goes up, a little slower and more cautious.

INT. TV ROOM

Clyde steps into the room, now fully furnished with all the
uncanny replacements.

He looks back up the stairs and there’s no sign or sound of
the DJ.

He considers going up the steps, but decides against it.

He goes further into the strange room. The air in the room
is thick and hostile.

Clyde looks at each piece of furniture.

He goes to the top of the new set of stairs.

He peers down.

INT. STAIRWELL

The steps appear just as they always have.

INT. TV ROOM

Clyde steps back into the room.

Footsteps again from above. The footsteps are muffled in
the middle, where the rug is.

Clyde stands still as the footsteps reach the staircase and
get closer.

Clyde snaps out of it, turns and runs down the steps.

INT. TV ROOM

He reaches the newest permutation of the room, which is the
same as before.

But something is weird with the coffee table.

(CONTINUED)
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Clyde, mesmerized, is drawn to the strange surface of the
coffee table.

It looks like a pool of polluted moonlit water.

He touches it. He presses a finger against it, and it goes
through. It’s like liquid metal.

He smiles, exhilarated, anxious.

He exhales and looks around. He’s alone.

The tone in the room has changed. Now it’s almost tranquil.

He puts his whole hand in it, then most of his arm, up to
his elbow. Impossibly it is consumed by the spindly-legged
coffee table.

INT. SPACE

Clyde’s hand and arm feel around in an alien realm.

INT. TV ROOM

Something touches him on the other side.

He cries out.

Something’s got his arm.

Clyde, in shock and increasing pain, tries to pull back but
can’t.

The Bald DJ emerges from the abyss of the kitchen doorway.

The DJ appears to be looking straight at Clyde.

Clyde looks back and forth from his unseen assaulted arm to
the menacing nebulous figure of the Bald DJ.

Clyde’s eyes pulsate the same vivid green light as before.

The DJ turns from Clyde to the base of the back stairwell.
He floats up the steps and is gone.

Clyde, screaming and panting in desperate pain, tries to
yank his arm out from the attacker in the other dimension.

He keeps turning his head to the other side of the room, at
the top of the steps.

(CONTINUED)
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The orange glow from the top of the stairwell is consumed by
billowing darkness.

Clyde sees something horrific emerge.

INT. SPACE

A whistling sound pierces the air. It’s a crude rendition
of the song The Familiars are playing in the basement.

The music fades away and Sid’s scrawly voice fills the room.

SID (O.S.)
Love that song. Been a while since
we heard that one, hasn’t it?
Anyhow, that’s enough lollygagging
here... Angelica, are you -

A threatening shadow overtakes the room.

SID (O.S.)
Perfect... Now, we have 4... Or 8,
I should say. Lucky for
us. Sorry, I know you don’t
believe in luck. Good fortune, I
should say. Having 8 makes it easy,
less messy. Less messy than usual,
I should say. Without having to
divvy things up, that is... A nice
even split.

Clyde, screaming, is consumed by the growing pool of black
and the figure within it.

********

INT. DINING ROOM

The glass prism of the alkali root drink hits the floor and
shatters with a green eruption.

Eddie sees the scary liquid cascade outward and grabs Nina,
stepping back with her to avoid the spill.

Nina looks at Eddie and half-smiles gratefully.

The four guests, all with glowing eyes, stand in a rough
circle around the spill of broken glass and the overturned
base.

(CONTINUED)
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EDDIE
What do we do now?

NINA
I just need to find the bathroom -

CLYDE
We need to get out of here.
Something’s not right.

They look at the other girl, a meek little mouse. She’s
looking for someone to tell her the plan.

EDDIE
We can take turns with the bathroom
down here. Or, look upstairs.

That isn’t met with overwhelming endorsement.

CLYDE
Let’s find that guy, Sid or
whatever, and tell him we have to
leave.

JILLIAN
That won’t work.

CLYDE
How do you know?

JILLIAN
I just know it. You can’t leave.

EDDIE
(to Nina)

Come on.
(to others:)

We’re gonna go find the bathroom
upstairs, ok? You guys use the one
down here -

INT. LIVING ROOM

Eddie guides Nina up onto the steps.

After a few steps they reach a landing and a turn.

They make their way up the mountainous staircase.



48.

INT. STEPS

Huddled close together, they creep upwards.

The dark, silent passage envelops them in darkness.

A long spindly hand appears behind them, floating through
the air.

It stretches and stretches out, grasping at them.

Nina and Eddie, unaware of the unnaturally long arm gaining
on them, continue up the long staricase.

It’s unseen what the arm is attached to.

INT. HALLWAY

They see the open door to the bathroom, the closest door to
them, across a very long dark hallway.

Nina makes her way to the door and Eddie, trailing behind,
reaches the top of the steps.

Nina turns to Eddie, a desperate look on her face.

EDDIE
It’s okay. Look... There’s nothing
to be afraid of, ok? We just -
what was your name again?

She’s silent, terrified. But then:

NINA
Nina.

EDDIE
Nina! Ok, I’m Eddie. Ok? We’re
friends, right? Come on, we all
just had some sort of weird...
allergic reaction to that drink, or
something. Right? It’ll go away,
it’s just some weird foreign shit.

Nina, weary, makes her way into the bathroom.

NINA
Do you know Ron?

EDDIE
What? Ron?

(CONTINUED)
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NINA
Look, I need to just...

EDDIE
Yes, yes, of course! Go ahead,
I’ll wait here.

He smiles, trying to reassure her in the slightest.

Her tense face relaxes a notch and she steps fully into the
bathroom.

Eddie’s eyes still have a faint bright green glow around
them.

Nina, aghast, closes the bathroom door and locks it.

Eddie’s eyes flicker back to normal. He rubs at them.

Another sound comes from somewhere behind him in the hall.

An odd scraping sound. It grows louder.

Trying to relax, taking deep breaths, Eddie goes to the
balustrade at the top of the carved wooden staircase.

Deep down the treacherous stairwell is the glow from the
first floor.

Eddie looks up and down the hallway.

There’s a few turns and in the distance, hidden corners
glowing with a faint purple light.

He hears the strange furtive sound again, the sound of a
living creature for sure.

Eddie goes to the bathroom door and taps lightly.

EDDIE
Nina? Is everything okay?

He waits and gets no response.

He takes a step back.

Eddie hears the sound for the third time. It’s somewhere
close but hidden within the shadows.

Hypnotic sounds start to seep into the thick atmosphere of
the hallway. The sound waves engulf Eddie.

Eddie jumps back over to the bathroom door again.
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He knocks. Nothing.

He looks down the steps to the first floor. Nobody there.

EDDIE
(whispering)

Nina?

He gets close to the bathroom door and tries to listen for
sounds on the other side.

He tries the door. It’s locked.

He looks down, sees darkness under the crack at the bottom
of the door. The light’s been shut off.

He waits, listens, knocks again.

He stops. The music floods the hallways, blasting louder
than before.

He whips around, convinced he’s not alone. Seemingly he is.

He looks down the cavernous staircase.

He goes to the middle of the hallway and looks at a far wall
where corridor ends and goes left or right.

The music, the chanting, grows more expansive and trippy.

He stares down the symmetrical tunnel.

He starts walking down the hallway. It feels much longer
than it looked before.

Eddie finally reaches the end.

He looks down one end of the hallway, then the other. They
appear identical.

His hands go to his stinging eyes. He squeezes them shut,
but they still give off the vivid green aura.

He decides to go down the right hallway.

It quickly dead-ends, leading to only a left turn, another
right angle.

The glowing in his eyes begins to subside.

He goes left and that soon turns right.

Eddie makes his way through the zigzagging purple hallway,
turning at 90 degree angles every few yards.
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INT. BASEMENT

The three screens in front of The Familiars flash graphics
of purplish zigzags, very similar to what Eddie traverses
through.

INT. HALLWAY

The final stretch dead-ends into a door.

Eddie slows as he approaches it.

He looks behind him.

The Dreadlock DJ appears from around a corner. His
silhouette takes up the entire hallway.

Eddie pushes through the door.

INT. EMPTY ROOM

The room gives off a purplish glow. There is another door
on the opposite wall but otherwise the room is empty.

Eddie runs to the door and twists the knob but it’s locked.

He tries it again, hoping it’s just stuck, but it’s locked.

Eddie has a sudden thought. He reaches for his neck, then
digs into his pockets.

He can’t seem to find his necklace.

EDDIE
Where’s my... ?

INT. BASEMENT

Penny, the kleptomaniac, is dancing along with the music,
unaware of anything else.

INT. EMPTY ROOM

The Dreadlock DJ appears in the open doorway from the hall.

Eddie tries desperately to open the door but can’t.

The Dreadlock DJ descends on Eddie, enveloping him in
billowing darkness.
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INT. ATTIC

The empty room has a pointed roof like the inside of a
church but it’s dark. Discreet windows allow nebulous pools
of soft light to enter.

Sid stands at the far end of the room.

Angelica enters the space through a door in a corner. Green
light spills in then is suppressed when she closes the door
behind her.

Angelica makes her way over to Sid.

The time and space of the attic seem to be skewed
somehow. The air is denser.

INT. SPACE

Eddie floats, stiff as a 2X4, paralyzed.

His eyes, wide open, emanate the vivid green aura again.

His body levitates though alien shapes and angles.

Slowly Eddie tries to focus on what it is he’s staring at.

Blocks, lines. Beams. Wood. The underside of a thatched
roof. He’s in...

INT. ATTIC

Sid and Angelica drift over to the suspended Eddie.

Eddie’s pulsating green eyes are the brightest thing in the
room.

Angelica turns to something in a dark corner. It’s half
hidden by shadows but may be a piece of furniture.

Angelica goes to get it.

Eddie sees her disappear from his field of vision. Her
footsteps fade away.

Eddie sees Sid raise his head and gaze across the room at
something.

Angelica, her back to them, stands in the dark corner where
the ceiling slopes down.

She ceremoniously reaches for the object with both hands.

(CONTINUED)
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The object is a large M-shaped mechanical apparatus, about 3
feet long and 18 inches high. In silhouette, it’s the exact
same shape of The Familiars’ symbol.

Somehow appearing both medieval and futuristic at the same
time, the ancient device gives off a weird light of its own.

Angelica wields the heavy object, in reverence of it.

She seems to not even carry it; instead she’s guiding the
hovering object. It’s impossible to tell for sure in the
shadows.

Angelica brings it over to Sid, who beholds it in the same
majestic manner.

The object enters Eddie’s field of vision. From his angle
he can’t make out exactly what it is but he’s terrified.

Eddie tries to speak, to yell, but the music from the
basement numbs his ears. It’s impossible to tell whether or
not he’s making any sounds at all.

There is another person in the room, deeper in the shadows:
the Bald DJ.

INT. BASEMENT

The Familiars are assaulting the frenzied crowd with
relentless hypnotic sounds.

The Bald DJ podium is occupied by a bald statue-still
figure. It is a mannequin of sorts, wearing the same hoodie
as the others, posed as a DJ hunched over the controls, but
unmoving.

INT. ATTIC

The Bald DJ finishes chewing something and swallows.

He wipes the side of his mouth with his sleeve.

The Bald DJ melds into the darkness.

INT. BASEMENT

The Bald DJ mannequin is gone; the real thing has replaced
it.

The Dreadlock DJ morphs into a deadlocked mannequin and is
gone.
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INT. ATTIC

The Dreadlock DJ appears. He hovers beside Sid and
Angelica.

The three of them encircle Eddie, who hovers at their waist
level.

SID
I’ll cut to the chase here. It’s
not that I’m squeamish, you
see. Of course you know that by
now. But perhaps - and you would
know this better than I would --
perhaps we can satiate our needs...
by way of an alternate source.

Angelica guides the M-shaped object over to Eddie’s head.

Sid steps back, out of the way, looking back and forth at
everyone in the room.

The Dreadlock DJ doesn’t look away from Eddie.

Angelica arranges the mechanical device so that the middle
of it is directly above Eddie’s face.

Eddie’s glowing eyes stare straight at it.

SID
(to Dreadlock DJ)

I know you’ve talked about -- well,
I know you’ve told me about how I
say the same thing all the time,
and I always end up changing my
mind. Like clockwork. Once the
temptation resurfaces...

Angelica hunches over the device to adjust it further. She
makes minute measurements and alterations.

The middle point of the ’M’ has some sort of corkscrew/tong
attachment on it.

Angelica slides it slightly to the left until it is directly
over Eddie’s left eye, inches away.

Angelica checks the alignment of the middle point and twists
a couple knobs and latches on various parts of the device.

Angelica takes a step back.

She reaches for a weird pair of levers on the sides of the
apparatus.

(CONTINUED)
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She cranks them simultaneously.

The pointy scoop on in the middle ticks down, closer and
closer to Eddie’s wide open green eye.

Eddie tries to scream again. It’s silent.

The music around them swells with distortion.

The 2 sharp clasps emerging from the point spread open,
ready to grab something.

They touch both sides of Eddie’s left eye.

The clasps come together again and they dig into Eddie’s eye
socket.

Angelica pulls a different part of the lever.

The clasps snugly encircle the eyeball, still in its socket.

A thin point, like an icepick with a fish hook on the end,
slides out from between the clasps.

Eddie screams out, again to the sound of ambient distortion.

He starts spasming.

The point pierces the eyeball and goes right through it.

Angelica cranks the lever and the point starts pulling up.

Eddie’s eyeball is pressed in a little as the clasps tighten
their grip.

The clasps pull the eyeball partway out of its socket.

Angelica cranks the device at slower increments, with
concentrated precision. She’s a pro.

Eddie’s green eyeball is plucked out, quite neatly,
considering the process.

The eyeball is fully intact with just a few dribbly tendons
hanging down.

Angelica, Sid, and the Dreadlock DJ admire the eyeball
skewered on the bizarre instrument.

Angelica twists a tiny knob and the clasps separate.

The eyeball still hangs in the middle, protruding from the
end of the sharp point.
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Angelica reaches for it, trying to get a good grip on the
squishy eyeball,

The eyeball emits a meager dull glow.

She wiggles it, extracting it with delicacy.

SID
But I’m thinking clearly now. In
the moment, I should say. There
must be a more... well, a less
dangerous and arduous method for
getting what we --

Angelica frees Eddie’s first eye from the device.

Sid holds out a small dish.

Angelica plops the eyeball onto it.

Angelica shifts the device over a few inches, aligning the
middle part with Eddie’s right eye.

She begins to crank it down.

SID
Without the -- innocent -- well,
more or less innocent, I should
say...

********

INT. DINING ROOM

The glass prism of the alkali root drink hits the floor and
shatters with a green eruption.

Nina, Eddie, Clyde, and Jillian look at the amorphous green
puddle in the middle of the room.

Jillian sidles backward, away from the others and the
remnants of the evil drink.

She looks behind her at the closed door to the
basement. The thunderous music trickles up through the
cracks.

Jillian can hear Eddie and Nina murmuring, and Clyde’s
jumpy, nervous babbling. Their words are indistinguishable
but unmistakably frantic.
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The sounds meld together then give way to silence.

Jillian is now hiding under the dining room table.

She peeks out.

The others are gone.

She crawls out, wary.

She gets up slowly, looking around the room. The rest of
the house is quiet and desolate.

The silence seeps into the music under her feet, already
muffled and faint.

Not looking where she’s walking, she steps onto the wet
middle part of the rug where the drink spilled.

The vivid green liquid glows. It’s almost sentient.

Jillian takes another step into the puddle, looking ahead
into the living room.

Broken glass crunches under her clunky boots.

She stops and bends down carefully, still looking around,
tense, wondering if she’s actually alone.

JILLIAN
Hey... ? Um, is anyone... hello?

She looks at the different pieces of broken glass.

One of the larger pieces, more like a shard, is a nice
pointy instrument. It’s the size and shape of a small
dagger.

Jillian picks it, then clutches it with both hands.

She stands, the shard entwined in her grasp, pointing it
defensively outward.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Jillian enters the large open space. Her footsteps creak on
the hardwood floor.

She sees the base of the staircase to her left.

She sees the far wall straight ahead - the front of the
house - and the 20 or so road bikes clustered together.
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She sees the heavy locked door in the far right corner, and
next to it the table where Sid and Angelica received the
guests.

She sees, on her right, the heavy curtains covering the
windows, going all the way to the floor.

JILLIAN
If you can hear me, my name’s
Jillian. I was just downstairs. I
don’t want to hurt you or anything.

She walks across the room, towards the bikes.

She stops at the sloppy arrangement, handles and pedals and
spokes tangled together.

She maneuvers to one end of the cluster.

Her eyes settle on a nondescript bike, very similar to the
others.

This one has a few accessories: light attachments on the
front and back. On the back, under the seat, is a red
light. On the front, in the middle of the handlebars, is an
LED light, like a small flashlight.

Jillian is barely able to reach it, her arm snaking around 2
or 3 other bikes. She holds her other arm up in the air,
the tip of the glass shard facing the ceiling.

She stretches to grab the bike light. It is secured to the
handlebar.

It’s hard to get it off with her one hand. She places the
glass shard on a different bike’s seat. It wobbles.

Jillian checks to see if she’s still alone on the first
floor. She sees nothing then turns back to the bike.

She uses both hands to find the notch to unclick the light
from its attachment to the handlebars.

The light slides off.

She grabs the glass shard and turns around to face the open
room.

She has the light in her other hand, and she clicks it
on. It’s powerful for its size.

Jillian, now armed with the glass shard and the light, is
able to look around the living room more clearly, her beam
illuminating the dark pockets.
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She heads back towards the dining room.

INT. DINING ROOM

Jillian enters and walks around the puddle and broken glass.
She reaches the doorway to the tv room and points the light
into the room.

INT. TV ROOM

Jillian enters, the light beam leading her way.

The light falls on the oval rug and the coffee table. She
sweeps the light along the wall and sees the chair and the
love seat.

In the other corner is the tv on its small stand.

She walks diagonally across the room. She reaches the 2
doorways: to the kitchen, on her left, and to the small back
staircase, on the right.

She shines the light into the kitchen for a second, but
there’s nothing to see in there.

She strides to the bottom of the back steps and shines the
light up there.

Nothing unusual. Just a basic narrow staircase.

She stops, still, listening. The music from the basement is
somehow seeping through the floor and walls.

She breathes more rapidly. The light in her grip trembles.

She leaves the room.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Jillian enters from the dining room.

She meanders to the bottom of the staircase.

She lights up the first landing, a few steps up, before the
turn.

It seems like a perfectly normal staircase.
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INT. STAIRCASE

Jillian makes her way up the steps. Her ascent is smooth
and without a hitch, though darkness engulfs the space
around the bike light’s beam.

At the top of the steps she sees the door to the bathroom is
ajar.

She sweeps the light around the rest of the hallway visible
from where she is.

Nothing out of the ordinary, just very stark furnishings.

INT. BATHROOM

The bathroom appears, more or less, as it was when Nina
entered it. The vent on the side wall is intact. The
mirror medicine cabinet is ajar.

She lingers in the bathroom just for a moment, and not
seeing anything of note, goes back to the hallway.

INT. HALLWAY

Jillian ponders going to the end of the hallway where it
turns an unseen corner.

By now, the music from the basement is an indistinct murmur.

JILLIAN
Is someone there? You don’t have
to be scared...

She continues to walk deeper into the dark house.

INT. HALLWAY

Jillian rounds a corner and assesses the new stretch of
hallway.

She shines the bike light down the corridor but it’s
swallowed up by shadows after a short distance.

A strange sound emerges from the deeper into the hallway and
she takes an instinctive step forward.

She listens, and under the rumblings of the house and the
pervasive music of The Familiars still seeping through, she
hears it again: intermittent beeps and clicks.
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She shines her light down the hallway as she makes her way
further down, but still no end is revealed.

Jillian holds the shard of glass pointed upwards, like she’s
holding a candle. If she were to trip and fall forward, it
would likely go through her neck.

The makeshift weapon shimmers in the cold light of the bike
attachment.

She slows while approaching a closed door.

Behind the door seems to be the source of the strange
sounds.

After taking a final, dubious look behind her and seeing
nobody in the hallway, she grabs the doorknob with the hand
holding the glass shard.

She opens the door.

It’s a closet.

The only thing inside is the pillowcase stuffed with all the
guests’ cell phones.

Different parts of the pillowcase emit scattered tones and
beeping noises. Faint random spots glow at varying
intervals.

Jillian drops to her knees and tugs the pillowcase partway
out of the closet.

She carefully places the light and piece of glass on the
floor beside her and reaches for the knot at the top of the
pillowcase.

Suddenly she’s sure there’s someone else close by. Her
fingers scramble to undo the knot and free the phones.

She looks down at the glass shard, then over her shoulder.

She gets the knot undone and spreads out the pillowcase
opening.

Jillian tries to pick up the glass shard but can’t - it’s
flat on the floor.

Her fingers strive to get a grip on it.

There is a loud sound from behind her. It startles her into
action.
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At last she grasps the glass shard and swipes the bike light
along with it.

Jillian stands and steps back as the pillowcase tips over
and the cell phones spill out onto the floor.

A figure emerges from the shadows of the hallway, closing in
on her.

Jillian reaches down blindly and grabs the first phone she
can - a flip phone.

She breaks into a run, inadvertently kicking another phone.
It slides across the floor and hits a wall.

She steps on yet another one, almost losing her balance.

Jillian rounds a corner and sprints back the way she came.

She rounds a corner and sees the staircase leading down to
the first floor.

INT. STAIRCASE

Jillian hurries down the steps, clutching the phone in one
hand and the light and piece of glass in the other.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Jillian descends the staircase and steps onto the floor of
the living room.

Her feet, encircled in the white LED bike light, search for
direction.

The tip of the shard of glass quivers.

She flips open the phone and tries read the screen.

Looking back up the staircase and needing to keep moving,
Jillian shuffles deeper into the living room.

She slows to a stop. She looks from the phone to the high
ceiling, back to the phone, and down at the bikes. Then to
her right, where the huge drooping curtains cover the
windows.

She looks to the other side of the room, at the base of the
staircase.

She waits. She starts dialing on the keypad of the phone
but stops.
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JILLIAN
Who is that?

She sees something across the room.

It’s behind one of the long curtains.

She gets closer and sees a shoe and part of a foot sticking
out from under one of the billows of the curtains.

She stops, gulps, looks around her as if for assistance.

With the hand holding the spike of glass, she reaches for
the curtain.

She takes a half step back.

She pulls back the curtain and sees Patricia’s lifeless
body.

She jumps, tripping and falling back.

INT. SPACE

Jillian floats in darkness, quickly recovering from her
shock. She goes from hyperventilating into a steady ragged
rhythmic breathing.

INT. DARK ROOM

Jillian finds herself on a small jagged piece of floor,
floating in the middle of a dark pool of alien liquid.

Squatting down, she shifts her position, with only so many
square feet to work with. She still somehow clutches the
piece of glass and the bike light and the flip phone.

The room settles down and the music turns into a textured
distorted hum.

She looks around the surface of the water for any movement.

Quickly, she focuses on the phone and starts dialing again.

A strained scream seems to emanate from the water around
her.

Jittery, she readjusts the grip she has on the glass. She
puts the phone to her ear.

A human hand, and arm, splashes out of the surface right in
front of Jillian.
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It has the bracelets and the shirt sleeve identical to
Clyde’s. This doesn’t register with Jillian.

Jillian lowers the phone and grips her weapon with both
hands.

Jillian attacks the blind, grasping hand with the glass
shard. The blade slides right through the forearm. The
pained fingers splay out in desperation.

The arm twitches and struggles to break free.

Jillian, crying out, stabs the arm again, but in a different
spot. The disembodied arm, raised above the murky surface,
leaks dark blood into the water.

She repeatedly gouges at the frantic, anonymous arm.

Jillian stabs at the flailing arm once more, the shard
slicing deep into the flesh.

An anguished series of cries comes from under the surface.
It’s Clyde’s voice, as if through some sort of grainy
filter.

The arm twitches and retreats, fresh blood streaming down
into the dark pool.

It sinks, disappearing, Jillian’s makeshift weapon going
with it.

Exasperated, but still in survival mode, Jillian reaches for
the flip phone again.

She flicks it open. A weak glow comes from the screen.

She squints and reads the screen while pressing 9-1-1 on the
keypad.

Her bike light flickers across her surroundings,
illuminating nothing tangible in the stark alien space.

Jillian holds the phone to her ear as it rings on the other
end of the line. She tries to steady her breathing.

A long creeping arm - Angelica’s, of course - stretches
across the room behind Jillian, reaching for her.

She’s completely unaware.

The arm continues to grow, grasping towards her.
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Still squatting, cowering, Jillian shifts her feet around.
She tries to look out at where the room ends but the
nebulous space is hard to pin down.

She looks straight down at the molten liquid surface. She
shines the bike light onto it but it doesn’t reflect; the
beam is swallowed up by the opaque stillness.

The tiny light slips from her sweaty fingers. It sinks into
the thick water, gone forever.

The tiny hand at the end of the arm is now inches from the
back of her head.

Whimsical trance-like music enters the space with a harsh
swell. Somehow it’s clear that now, the music is here to
stay.

The surface of the water is still and thick.

Bending down further, she peers deep into the dark pool. A
few things start to take shape:

A cave-like room, sparse, with a pointed roof. The attic.

3 figures floating side by side: Clyde, Nina, and Eddie.

Jillian leans even closer, her face inches from the surface.

On the other end of the line, someone answers the phone.

OPERATOR (O.S.)
(from phone)

9-1-1, what is your emergency?

Jillian swallows and tries to speak.

The hand behind her grabs both ends of the flip phone, and
snaps it shut.

Jillian is pulled into the murky void.

INT. SPACE

Jillian floats in the heavy atmosphere, her brain
functioning in some sort of semiconscious state.
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INT. ATTIC

At the far end of the room are Sid and Angelica.

Angelica operates the eyeball apparatus, which glows eerily.

Next to Sid and Angelica are 3 bodies floating side by side,
silent and still. It’s hard to be sure, but the bodies
appear to be Clyde, Nina, and Eddie.

Jillian feels herself levitating, on her back, like the 3
others.

Sid follows behind the Bald DJ, hands clasped together. He
whistles a few notes that somewhat resemble The Familiars’
song playing in the basement.

SID
...Love that song. Been a while
since we heard that one, hasn’t it?
Anyhow, that’s enough lollygagging
here... Angelica, are you -

Angelica extracts one of Clyde’s eyes. Clyde’s right arm is
bloodied and partially mutilated.

SID
Perfect... Now, we have 4... Or 8,
I should say. Lucky for us. Sorry,
I know you don’t believe in
luck. Good fortune, I should say.
Having 8 makes it easy, less messy.
Less messy than usual, I should
say. Without having to divvy
things up, that is... A nice even
split.

With the Bald DJ now gone, the Trapezoid DJ is present in
the attic. Sid treats the Trapezoid DJ the same way - super
respectful, bordering on fawning.

SID
We were hoping to bring something
up earlier, but, well, of course
there’s so much to coordinate for a
night like tonight. Now, Angelica
and I haven’t been with you since
your inception, of course, but
nonetheless, I should say, for a
number of years.

Angelica is now operating on Nina.
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SID
I’d like to entertain the notion
that my occasional opinion is
worthy of your consideration. I am
your manager after all. One
doesn’t give that job to any old
yahoo...

Jillian sees the group of fiends working their way to her.
Eddie’s the only one left.

Now the Dreadlock DJ is with them.

SID
I’ll cut to the chase here. It’s
not that I’m squeamish, you
see. Of course you know that by
now. But perhaps - and you would
know this better than I would -
perhaps we can satiate our needs...
by way of an alternate source. I
know you’ve talked about - well, I
know you’ve told me about how I say
the same thing all the time, and I
always end up changing my
mind. Like clockwork. Once the
temptation resurfaces...

Angelica, controlling a lever, extracts Eddie’s second eye.

She picks the gooey ball from the pointed end of the device.

Sid holds out the dish, already containing the first eye.
Angelica drops the second one next to it.

The Dreadlock DJ comes out of the faint shadows.

SID
But I’m thinking clearly now. In
the moment, I should say. There
must be a more... well, a less
dangerous and arduous method for
getting what we -

Sid offers the dish of eyeballs to the Dreadlock DJ. He
takes it.

The DJ picks up one of the eyeballs between his thumb and
forefinger.

SID
Without the -- innocent -- more or
less innocent...

(CONTINUED)
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The Dreadlock DJ looks at the eyeball closely through his
sunglasses.

He puts it in his mouth, whole, and chews slowly, savoring
the taste and the effects.

He swallows, satisfied.

Sid sees the DJ, satisfied from the treat, and glances over
at Jillian, her 2 eyes waiting.

His hunger takes over.

SID
Oh. Mmmm... Well, maybe we can
discuss this later...

The Dreadlock DJ eats the second eyeball.

Jillian looks over at the eyeless, lifeless Eddie.

Angelica brings the eyeball mechanism over to Jillian.

Sid and Angelica loom over her. Jillian sees the monstrous
eyeball device hovering close by.

SID
Last but not least. One for you,
one for me...

Angelica and Sid, beaming, get closer and closer to Jillian.

INT. SPACE

The device cranks.

INT. DINING ROOM

The green vat of the beverage stands atop its base, fully
intact. The dark circles inside swirl.

INT. BASEMENT

The crowd is vibrant and pulsating with the music, as lively
as ever. It’s as if the band has only just started playing.

The Familiars work hard at their turntables as the screens
below each of them flare with intense colors and angles and
tunnels and circles.



69.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

The old Victorian stands stately on a barren lot in a
desolate corner of the city.

THE END


