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INT. MESSY ROOM - DAY

ON A COMPUTER SCREEN: the words "Fade In" are being typed
into a blank page.

The cursor jumps to the next line.

It blinks.

Once, then again.

And again. It simply doesn't move.

Sitting in front of the computer is WRITER (mid-30s).
Unshaven and messy hair, and crumpled Star Wars t-shirt. He
simply stares blankly at the screen.

Frustrated, he removes his hands from the keyboard.

Stares at the floor in submission for long seconds.

Writer opens Youtube. Types <something about being
successful writer, maybe Oscar speech or something>.

He hears a noise from the other room.

His eyes widen. His head tilts to look in the direction of
the sound.

Writer hurriedly closes Youtube and looks at the blank page
of the screenwriting software once again.

Afraid, terrified, his hands shaking over the keyboard, but
unable to hit the keys.

Writer is unware of a figure creeping into frame right
behind him, completely unannounced. Not from where the noise
came.

VOICE (O.S.)
I can help, you know?

Writer turns. There's nothing there.

WRITER
Go away.

He's talking to an empty room.

VOICE (O.S.)
You can't do this without me.



WRITER
Watch me.

VOICE (O.S.)
Okay.

A shadow figure sits down on his fours, watching.

It unsettles the Writer even more. He turns to his computer
once again and types "The ", followed by nothing else.

He stares at it for long moments.

Hits the table in frustration.

The figure's reflection shows on the laptop black part of
the screen. He slow claps ironically.

VOICE (O.S.) (cont'd)
Phenomenal masterpiece. What a read.

WRITER
Don't gloat. I'll figure it out. I
always do.

The figure leans over the Writer's ear.

VOICE (O.S.)
No, you won't. You won't even finish
the first scene, much less get to
"Fade to Black". You're completely
clueless. You have no idea what good
writing is. I'm the real writer here,
the little voice inside your head,
the one who whispers the words into
your ear. You just happen to have the
fingers. You're no more than an
assembly worker, a trained monkey,
responsible for typing it up for me.

The Writer's head sinks even further, meekly.

VOICE (O.S.) (cont'd)
So? How is it going to be?

The Writer raises his head and types "INT. MESSY ROOM -
DAY". He continues underneath with "ON A COMPUTER SCREEN:
the words "Fade In" are being typed into a blank page."

The words the voice says are typed on the page by the writer
as the Voice says them.
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VOICE (O.S.) (cont'd)
You still think you can do this all
by yourself? Why won't you take my
help? It would be so much easier.

WRITER
You're twisted. Evil. The things you
make me read about-- write about--
all the dirty and disgusting emotions
you make me feel-- no sane mind could
ever come up with those.

VOICE (O.S.)
That's what makes it good. You can't
do this without me.

WRITER
Yes, I can. Look at me. Doing it.

The reflection on the screen notices the words being typed.
It seems to surprise it.

VOICE (O.S.)
Indeed. Seems like you don't need me,
after all. So am I free? Free to go
away, do as I please? Tell the
stories I want to tell, unrestricted
from censorship and political
correctness?

WRITER
You can do whatever you want.

(stops typing)
Just leave me alone.

The reflection is gone. Writer looks around, sees nothing.

Satisfied, his fingers reach back to the keyboard keys, but
he types nothing.

He tries to force his hands, they shake, but some force
seems to prevent him from typing anything at all.

He makes another attempt, but his fingers simply won't move.

Writer leans back on his seat, distressed.

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. MESSY ROOM - DAY (MONTAGE)

Writer sits in the same position. Not a single word has been
added on the page since.

Writer spins a coin on the table. It escapes from his
control and goes against a bag of nuts.

Writer eats some nuts. Drinks Tea.

Spins the coin again.

Rubs his hands on his hair wildly.

Clears the dust out of his keyboard, with his fingers. Blows
it away to the floor.

Day becomes--

INT. MESSY ROOM - NIGHT

Writer is sitting in the same position, in front of the
computer. Not writing. Deadpan. The screen is off, the
computer has hibernated since, and by the looks of it, he
hasn't moved for hours.

An alarm clock goes off, waking him up (set up alarm
somehow).

Writer stretches. His back hurts.

He leans on the table with his elbows and hands on his head.
What a waste of time.

Once again, he doesn't see a figure showing up behind him.

VOICE (O.S.)
See? You can't do this without me.

The figure approaches, its reflection on the screen.

VOICE (O.S.) (cont'd)
We are bound together, you and me.
For as long as you want to write, you
have to let go of your idealistic
views of the world. Embrace the
sadistic nature of storytelling, and
accept terrible things WILL happen to
these perfect little characters you
love so much. I'll tear them apart,
and make them whole again, only to
shred them to pieces one more time.

(MORE)
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And this will happen over and over
VOICE (O.S.) (cont'd)

and over again in your mind, until
you scream silently for it to stop.
But it won't. No one will listen. No
one will be there to hear. Just me.

The Writer's face shows only panic. He shivers.

VOICE (O.S.) (cont'd)
Pain, or success. You can't have the
latter without the former. So. How's
it going to be--? Partner?

The Writer hesitates, but finally nods. The Reflection on
the screen grins.

The reflection disappears. The Writer's body twitches, as if
something has gone inside him providing him new energy.

He starts writing immediately, completely focuses, in the
zone, as if words are flowing directly through his fingers.

While the entire room stays in complete focus, the writer's
body--

FADES TO BLACK
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