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Ring! Ring! Ellanie has a joyous look on her face, since she

has a second chance. She twists her entire body as hard as

she can until she turns to the side where all the shards

are. The phone stops ringing again.

ELLANIE:

Fuck! Come on, don’t do this to me!

Come on, come on!

Ellanie tries to slip the fingers from her left hand through

a gap in the ropes. Two of her fingers manage to reach a

sharp piece of glass. She starts cutting the rope with her

two fingers slowly. Ring! Ring!

ELLANIE:

Please, don’t hang up. Please don’t

hang up. Come on, come on, come

on...

Snap! The glass cuts through the rope. It is now loose

enough for her to open up her arms. She does so and pulls

enough rope off her to have her arms completely free. She

reaches for the phone in her back pocket. It is a small

cordless home phone. The ring stops ringing just when she

grabs.

ELLANIE:

Not this time.

Ellanie scrolls through the call history on the phone. The

phone shows the name Dean Starkin as the last caller.

ELLANIE:

Dean.

Ellanie presses the button that calls the person back, and

puts the phone to her ear. She starts biting her fingers

while waiting for someone to answer. After three rings,

someone on the other line picks up. It is the sound of a

young man’s voice

MAN (O.C.):

Hello?

ELLANIE:

(crying)

Dean. Dean, oh, thank god. It’s me.

MAN (O.C.):

Ellanie?
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ELLANIE:

You gotta help me. Please help me.

MAN (O.C.):

Slow down...

ELLANIE:

I can’t slow down...

(sniffles)

I need you. Please you have to..

MAN (O.C.):

Help you.

ELLANIE:

Yes! I’m in a storage room. An old

storage room, at my parent’s

cottage. I don’t know how I got

here but...

MAN (O.C.):

Ms. Collins, how did...

ELLANIE:

No, questions, Dean! I need you

to... Why did you call me Collins?

The voice on the other line turns from a young man to a

polite older gentleman.

MAN (O.C.):

Because that’s your last name,

young lady.

ELLANIE:

Who is this?

CAPTOR (O.C.):

Someone who’s rather impressed that

you manage to get out of you binds.

You may get out of this predicament

just yet.

ELLANIE:

Where’s Dean?

CAPTOR (O.C.):

Preoccupied at the moment. He

resting right now, and he looks

peaceful.
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ELLANIE:

What did you do to him?

CAPTOR (O.C.):

But I’m sure he’ll be less peaceful

when he sees where he is and why he

is there.

ELLANIE:

What the fuck did you do to him?!

CAPTOR (O.C.):

Temper isn’t going to get you out

of that room, Ms. Collins. It’s

only going to make you waste your

breath. Waste it so much that you

will run out of air and suffocate.

ELLANIE:

(crying)

Why are you doing this?

CAPTOR (O.C.):

Oh, calm down, Ms. Collins. Like I

said you may get out of this soon

enough. You are in this predicament

because I require something.

ELLANIE:

Require? Money? You want money? We

have it. We have it, we do. My mom

will give you whatever you want.

Just let me out of here.

CAPTOR (O.C.):

Oh, I know you have money, Ms.

Collins. And I know your mother

would be more than happy to give it

to me. But it’s money I want.

ELLANIE:

What then?

CAPTOR (O.C.):

None of your concern.

ELLANIE:

You have me tied up and a fucking

storage room! Of course it’s my

concern!
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CAPTOR (O.C.):

It is not. What I want is between

me and your mother. After I am

talking with you, I will be calling

your mother, and our negotiations

will begin.

ELLANIE:

Why are you doing this to me?

CAPTOR (O.C.):

Because you are Marion Collins’

daughter, and she comply with my

requirements if she wants you to

leave that room alive.

ELLANIE:

But why Dean?

CAPTOR (O.C.):

Leverage.

ELLANIE:

The fuck are you talking about?

CAPTOR (O.C.):

Young lady, Dean is in his

predicament because of you. Because

you wanted nothing in this world

but him.

ELLANIE:

That has nothing to do with my

mother.

CAPTOR (O.C.):

No it doesn’t. But when Dean’s

family finds out about his

situation, they will blame you and

your family. That should pressure

your mother even more to negotiate

with me. Now, if you’ll excuse me,

I’m sure you want to get out of

that room as soon as possible. So,

I’ll leave you to your anxiety, and

talk with your mother. I’ll be sure

to have this finished as soon.

ELLANIE:

What’s to stop me from calling the

cops, asshole?
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CAPTOR (O.C.):

This is special line I made just

for you, to check up on you. And it

will disconnect the moment I hang

up, so I’m afraid this goodbye.

ELLANIE:

People will be looking for me.

CAPTOR (O.C.):

They will. But seeing is how your

entire family hasn’t set foot in

this, secluded, abandoned cottage,

for almost 15 years, I doubt anyone

will find you in time. And I’m sure

you know, screaming and pounding on

the front door won’t save you.

ELLANIE:

Please, don’t do this to me, please

God.

CAPTOR (O.C.):

Relationships have consequences.

Dean is where he is because of you,

and you are where you are because

of your sister.

ELLANIE:

What?

CAPTOR (O.C.):

And by the way, if the front door

to that room does not open within

two hours, you may as well break a

piece of glass, and cut your throat

with it. Goodbye.

The phone line disconnects. Ellanie’s reaction isn’t a

pleasant one. She hangs up the phone then turns it back on.

The she hears nothing. She dials 9-1-1, and puts the phone

to her ear. She stills hears nothing.

ELLANIE:

Hello? Hello?! Shit! Fuck!

She slams the phone onto the floor. With her arms a little

free, pulls the rope over her body. She unties the rope that

are holding her legs to the chair, first one, then the

other.
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She stands up to her feet. And looks around. Completely

panicked, she walks over the chair, nearly tripping on it,

ad rushes towards the front door. She bangs on the door with

great fury.

ELLANIE:

Help! Someone! Please! HELP!!!!

Fuck!

Bang! She gives a bang on the door that shows her

frustration. That one bang shows she has given up. She keeps

her fist on the door after the bang. She leans on the door

with her head looking down. Blood is running down her gash

onto her shirt.


