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FADE IN:

EXT. AVERAGE SUBURBAN HOME - NIGHT

An average American suburban home. Samantha, early 30’s

woman, is seen walking about her living room from an outside

shot of the window. It is completely silent outside besides

the sound of cars driving past.

INT. QUAINT LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

A wide shot of the joint living room and kitchen area

includes a suitcase and backpack laying on the floor.

SAMANTHA, dressed casually, goes to sit down on the sofa

while she places a pizza box on the living room table and

takes a sip of her large glass of red wine.

The television is already on so she regularly glances at the

screen while she flicks through pictures on her smart phone

of her and her friends.

The house phone rings .

SAMANTHA gets up looking irritated and walks over to the

phone that’s in the kitchen.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

SAMANTHA

Hello? .....Oh Jenny! I wasn’t

expecting your call, i just got

back from my trip.....Sorry.....

what?.....bombs?, here?.....no i

try not to watch the news if i can

help.....oh my god.....yes of

course, are they...are they trying

to get a hold of as many nurses as

they can?.....okay,ill be there,

give me twenty minutes.

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

SAMANTHA hastily rushes around, grabs her uniform and goes

to turn the television off.

The doorbell rings.



2.

Looking flustered, SAMANTHA runs over to the front door and

opens it to find a dishevelled looking young man in his

early 20’s.

EXT. FRONT DOOR. NIGHT

SAMANTHA

Can i help you?

The man is out of breath and tries to compose himself.

YOUNG MAN

Erm.....I was.....on my evening jog

home and seemed..... to have gotten

lost. I was wondering if i could

use your phone?

SAMANTHA stares at the man and looks around in a suspicious

manner.

SAMANTHA

Im sorry but im on my way out, i’m

a nurse and theres been an

emergancy at the hospital so i need

to get there straight away. Try

next door?

YOUNG MAN

Please, i will just be two minutes

if that. I already tried next door

and noone is in. I’m just a student

and im lost.

SAMANTHA looks back into her house and back at the man.

SAMANTHA

Okay, but please be as quick as you

can i really must get going. Come

on in.

YOUNG MAN

Thank You!

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

SAMANTHA hands her phone to the YOUNG MAN and stands near

the front door impatienly looking at her kitchen clock and

glancing at her smart phone.

She realises that shes making him uncomfortable as he turns

his back on her and walks to the other end of the kitchen,

so she goes to sit on the sofa.
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INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

She looks at her clock again and peers round the corner of

the room but fails to see him.

She looks defeated and turns the television on. She turns to

the news channel.

SAMANTHA

Shit.

She watches the screen intently as images of destruction are

displayed.

She peers round the corner again, urgently trying to see if

he is finished.

A foreign voice is heard.

She turns the volume down on the television and focuses her

eyes on the clock.

The conversation is no longer heard , SAMANTHA turns her

head back to the screen to turn it off when she sees an

image of the YOUNG MAN . She scrambles for the remote and

switches it off.

Hesistantly, she grabs her things, gets up off the sofa and

walks into the kitchen.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

SAMANTHA suddenly freezes and makes no movement. Her

possessions drop to the floor.She is left holding her

uniform.

YOUNG MAN

I need somewhere to hide !

SAMANTHA flinches.

The YOUNG MAN is holding a pistol aiming at SAMANTHA’S head,

calmly and forcfully.

SAMANTHA is shaking and tears start to form in her eyes.

SAMANTHA

My house is small so theres

nowehere you could go.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

YOUNG MAN

You need to hide me!

SAMANTHA closes her eyes and takes a deep breath.

SAMANTHA

Theres a ..... a boat ,

outside..... under cover. It’s my

dad’s , its never used.

SAMANTHA opens her eyes .

YOUNG MAN

Keep your eyes closed!

SAMANTHA has tears streaming down her face while she

tightens her grip on her uniform.

She is shaking more .

There is a knocking on her front door.

She flinches. Then opens her eyes slowly.

The YOUNG MAN is gone.

Sounds of poilce sirens, loud chatter, knocking, and

SAMANTHA’S heavy breathing are heard.

SAMANTHA stares at the clock and grips her uniform.

A shot goes off.

SAMANTHA drops her uniform to the floor.

FADE OUT.

THE END.


