INT./CITY APARTMENT/NIGHT

Elise never enjoyed deadlines, she would always prefer working at her own pace. However, tonight she had run out of time. 

BOSS: “If you don’t have the script ready till tomorrow, I’ll strangle you myself!!!”, he had exclaimed short of breath, making the distinctive gesture and opening his frightening, green eyes widely. 

She cancelled her evening plans, she had a relaxing bath, she made quite enough coffee and sat in front of her laptop. Within the first pages, she heard the phone ringing. She stood up but sat down again in an instant, mumbling strictly that tonight she just wasn’t there for the rest of the world. The sound was tempting, but she resisted vigorously and when the phone faded she got really isolated, as planned: she turned the sound of the phone off, she switched her mobile off too, she closed the windows and tried to lock her door properly, but in vain. 

ELISE: “Oh, Peter, when are you gonna find time to mend the damned door?”, she whispered.

The time goes by slowly, really slowly…

Suddenly, her eyelids close and she is now at work, along with her three colleagues from her office. They listen to music, laugh and gossip, without even thinking of doing their jobs. The only thing that ruins the atmosphere is Virna, a strange woman who is in charge of the documentation filing at the company. She is obsessed about lots of things, such as the fact that she is always being watched and criticized by everyone. In fact, she is convinced that the firefighting system at each office is really a camera and she often talks to them, not caring about her surroundings. The others laugh at her, but Elise is cautious. Now Virna is sitting at the corner, chewing food out of a tupper brought by her home, while cursing, loud enough to irritate everyone at the office. 

POPI: “Say it face to face if you dare”, the illest tempered one of the colleagues shouts. 

Virna looks at her for a moment, while she grabs a knife and throws it at her, the knife being stabbed at Popi’s forehead.

Wake up!!!

Elise sips some coffee and tries to get a grip. It’s late already and she has to move on. She starts writing again, while her eyelids are getting heavier again. At once she gets in the small library at the office. Outside it’s raining and the thick raindrops make a strangely sweet sound. The lamp is trembling and the light dances along with the wind that gets through the window. Distracted by the books, Elise doesn’t notice the door creaking or the cold aura slowly surrounding her. She finds an interesting title at last, she stretches so as to reach for it but she can’t. She stretches a little more, reaching with her hand but suddenly someone grabs it. “This can’t be, there’s only wall behind the bookcase”, she’s thinking. The lamp fades, the creaking gets stronger, her breath colder than ever. 

 Wake up!!!

ELISE: “Ohhhh, what’s going on? I can’t make it like this all night, I have to stay awake.”

She turns the music louder, but within a few minutes she hears the old man from downstairs hitting the floor with his broomstick, which is a sign for her to be quiet. She puts her walkman on and keeps writing. It’s much better now. 

The door opens. Two shadows crawl in the living room, investigating. Noone answered the phone, so they had assumed that there was no one at home. They only see a light at the bedroom, they approach carefully. One of them gets a rope from his case, while Elise keeps listening to music. They put the rope round her neck, while she is typing THE E

Wake up!!! Wake up!!! Wake up…

