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FADE IN:

INT. APARTMENT - DAY

Nathan, a skinny, pale man, sits in a decrepit, dark room on

his tattered bed, looking down at the floor; a fully packed

suitcase leans against the front-door. A bright, warm light

lines the borders of the door. Shadows move and crawl along

the walls behind him before reaching out towards him. These

shadows resemble individual spider’s legs which originate

from the cracks and holes in his bedroom walls; they twitch

and writhe and scratch at Nathan from behind.

NATHAN

Thank god.

Nathan struggles to pull himself away from the things and

onto his feet. Although he is just out of reach, the

spider’s legs still reach out, trying to touch him, but

unable.

NATHAN

I can finally get away from this

thing, at least for a while.

Nathan turns around to look at the things trying to grab at

him and for a moment, their reach begins to extend. Just

before they have him again, Nathan turns around, grabs his

suitcase and heads for the front-door. Nathan begins to turn

the knob of the door, when his phone starts to ring from

across the room.

Nathan stares at the phone, allowing it to keep ringing. The

spider’s legs are drawn to the phone and entangle themselves

in the cord, knocking it to the ground. Nathan opens the

door, walks out and shuts it again without hesitation.

The caller leaves a message, which is recorded and played

aloud. The spider’s legs continue to wrap and twist around

the phone, cracking and twisting as they slowly cover it

more and more.

SLADE

(phone recording)

Hey, it’s me; just checking to see

if you’ve left yet. We’re all so

excited to see you! I know you’ve

been working hard to improve your

grades, but now you can rest easy

for a while. Oh, and drive safe.

A final beep is heard, signaling the end of the message. By

the time the message ends, the phone is completely hidden

within the creeping spider’s legs.



2.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

Nathan looks out through his windshield into the pitch black

night, his headlights barely shinning brightly enough to

reveal the road. The car bumps up and down as he drives on

the uneven, poorly built roads of the country-side. A

scattered light appears in the distance, followed by more as

the trees begin to clear. His father’s lake-side home comes

into view, lit up like a beacon to guide him through the

dark.

EXT. HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Nathan pulls up in the driveway and exits the car with his

suitcase. The front door of the house opens, Slade, a tall

and imposing figure, walks out and two dogs rush out from

behind him, barking excitedly.

SLADE

I was beginning to think you might

not make it, it’s gotten so dark

out.

Nathan sighs as he stretches out his arms and legs.

NATHAN

Right? I hate driving.

Slade hugs Nathan, laughing, and invites him inside; the

dogs follow closely behind.

INT. HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Nathan and Slade sit across from each other in the finely

decorated living room next to the fire place. The fire

crackles and glows with a soft light that emphasizes the

room’s warm colors. They both drink red wine from curved

glasses as they sit and talk for a long while.

NATHAN

You know, I’m pretty tired from the

drive. I hate to leave early, but I

think I’ll head on up now.

SLADE

Go ahead, get some sleep already.

God knows you need it.

Nathan walks up the stairs to his room and when he reaches

the second floor, heads toward his room. As he grabs the

door handle, he can hear the sound of something shuffling

coming from inside his bedroom. He cracks the door open a

bit more and looks in. A shadow slides across the floor of
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the room and disappears quickly. Nathan takes a deep breath

and enters the room, shutting the door behind him.

MONTAGE - DEGREDATION

-- Nathan and Slade spend less and less time talking each

night

-- Each night, Nathan’s room becomes more and more infested

by the spider’s legs

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Nathan and Slade sit in silence in the same positions as the

previous nights. Neither of them looks directly at the other

during the silence. The fire begins to die and the shadows

creep inwards.

Slade breaks the silence, speaking to Nathan without turning

his gaze away from the floor.

SLADE

So, what exactly are you going to

do about it? Have you done anything

at all to prepare?

NATHAN

What exactly am I supposed to do?

SLADE

You’re going to end up regretting

it if you don’t deal with it now.

NATHAN

How!? How am I supposed to deal

with it when I don’t know anything

about it?

SLADE

If you’d just listen to me, you

would know by now.

Nathan watches as the wall begins to rot and crack behind

Slade.

NATHAN

You know what, I’m sick of this,

can we just not talk about it for

once?

SLADE

You can’t keep ignoring it Nathan.

You’re going to have to deal with

it eventually.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

The cracks grow larger and pieces of the walls fall to the

floor as the spider’s legs start to break through.

NATHAN

Does "eventually" have to be now? I

just want to relax and not be

constantly reminded about it every

five seconds.

SLADE

It’s about time you stopped playing

around and started getting your

shit together, because you’re not

gonna have me around to help you

forever.

NATHAN

Lecturing me isn’t helping, in

fact, you’re making it worse! All I

want is to have a little time to

not have to think about the damn

thing, and yet you won’t shut the

hell up about it.

The fire goes out. Nathan sighs heavily as he leans over in

his chair, resting his forehead into his palms. The spider’s

legs reach up from under his chair, crackling and twitching

as they start to pin him to the chair.

NATHAN

Why did I even come here?

Slade looks at Nathan for a moment, then the floor, and then

stands and walk over to the fireplace. He leans down in

front of it and pulls out a lighter.

SLADE

Do you remember, when we went to

that party last year?

Nathan doesn’t look up from his palms to answer, but shakes

his head.

NATHAN

What does that have to do with

anything?

Slade sticks the lighter into the fire-pit. Every time he

pulls the trigger of the lighter, it clicks, but produces no

flames

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 5.

SLADE

You got so drunk that you couldn’t

walk. We found you slumped over

next to a toilet and had to drag

you to the car.

NATHAN

And?

SLADE

Right now you look just like you

did passed out by that toilet.

Nathan looks up to find Slade sneering at him from over his

shoulder and laughs under his breath. With one last click,

Slade ignites the fire once again. The light from the fire

fills the room, and the spider’s legs vanish, along with the

signs of deterioration along the walls.

Slade and Nathan stay up and talk for a while afterwards,

laughing and reminiscing.

EXT. APARTMENT - DAY

Nathan exits his car with his suitcase and stands in the

street, looking up at his apartment door. He walks up to his

door and unlocks it. The door creaks open by itself; the

creeping shadows of the spider’s legs hang from the ceiling,

twisting and bending unnaturally as they crawl about the

room. Nathan stands in the doorway for a while, as the

spider’s legs reach out to pull him in. As they motion to

close in on him, Nathan walks through the center of the

mass, pulling the door closed behind him.

FADE OUT:


