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      When I wrote Deep, I only had one other screenplay under my belt. I’d taken screenwriting classes and read books on the craft.  In particular, I’d taken a class on writing thriller/horror screenplays. I was excited by the entire process. After all, I’d always said I’d never write a screenplay and here I was doing it! So, when I discovered a desire to write a creature-feature/sci-fi/horror movie like Deep, I was surprised and energized by how much fun it was to create. Writing a novella of this screenplay gives me a chance to expand a little on the story and characters. May reading it be an exciting thrill ride for you.

      Denise A. Agnew

      November 2019
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      "WE SHALL SEE THAT WHICH DOGS HOWL IN THE DARK, AND THAT AT WHICH CATS PRICK THEIR EARS UP AFTER MIDNIGHT." H.P. LOVECRAFT.

      
      That morning, deep in the New York City Subway in an employee locker room, maintenance worker Manny Guzman reconsidered his usual fondness for solitude.

      City noise would be good right now. Yeah. This place gave him, as his great grandmother used to say, the jimjams. Things whispered down here. Creaked. Groaned. Every time he ventured into the bowels of the subway, the sounds got louder. Thank goodness for music.

      Jazz pumped into his ears through his earbuds. The smooth sound soothed his nerves. He’d take his comforts where he could get them. Working down here sucked, with the darkness leaning around every corner and fetid smells assaulting his nose.

      Glaring florescent lights flickered. Manny looked up from his work. “Ah, come on! Not again.”

      He reached for his flashlight. Hesitated. The lights stayed steady.

      He’d complained to his boss yesterday that lights kept flickering in this room despite all the work Manny had done to fix them. Dickhead boss had grunted, shrugged, and told Manny he must have screwed up the repair.

      So, he endured the unreliable lighting while tinkering with a busted doorknob leading into the locker room.

      A rumble started below his feet. He paused. Plucked out one earbud and listened. Rumbling vibrated harder under him until items in the locker room trembled. It wasn’t the subway. He’d worked here long enough to know the difference.

      “What the actual…”

      A door on a locker banged as it swung back and forth.

      His tool box slid off the bench. Plaster Fell off the ceiling as the rumble turned to a roar.

      Manny dropped his screwdriver and staggered. The earth did a jolt, and he fell on his butt with a yell.

      The earth jerked again and halted.

      Stillness.

      Manny breathed hard, his heart thundering in his ears.

      “Well, shit.”

      Earthquake.

      He hopped to his feet, unsteady and trembling. Fear pinged and sparked in his veins. He fumbled with the radio on his belt.

      “Central, this is Guzman. Come in.”

      Static.

      “Damn it! Central this is Guzman. Did you guys feel that? Was that an earthquake?”

      Static.

      He reached for the cell phone in his overalls and tried to call. No bars. Fighting a sense of unreality, he tried a text. Waited. Nothing went through.

      A primal squeaking echoed somewhere in the subway.

      What now?

      It didn’t sound like a human or a trapped animal. He stuffed his cell phone in his pocket.

      The squeaking turned into a shriek.

      Manny’s heartbeat throbbed in his chest as sweat broke out over his body. It sounded like a pterodactyl in a dinosaur movie.

      “No freaking way, dude. No way. You’re losing it.”

      He stared at the opposite wall, which was lined with lockers, a sink, and door leading to subway tracks.

      The squeaking grew louder. He placed his ear against the wall.

      A huge thump pounded the wall next to his head. He lurched backward.

      A roar from outside the room made him cover his ears and yell out. The roar died away and he broke free of his shock. No way was he staying here. He ran to the opposite exit and tried to open it, but it didn’t budge.

      “Come on, damn you! Come on!”

      He struggled with the door as squeaks and roars started again, growing more intense. Freaked now, he pulled harder and yanked the door open.

      Hesitated. What if…?

      He peered outside into the maintenance hallway. Looked left and right. It was clear. Lights in the hallway flickered. Another roar nearby made him jump. He sprinted down the hall to his left and hit the stairs, bounding up them to make his escape into the world above.
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        * * *

      

      Max Geary lay in his bed, stuck in the dream.

      He was in a Middle Eastern desert. Again. A military convoy. In the Hummer with three other soldiers. He lived inside this dream several times a week, knowing what would occur before it happened yet unable to break from the dream before shit went down. The other men talked and laughed, their distinctive English accents ringing in his ears. No, that wasn’t all. There was Geordie, with his thick-as-gruel Glaswegian accent. Geordie always teased Max that he couldn’t hide that he’d grown up in London. Max would remind Geordie most people could still understand him, whereas Geordie sometimes received puzzled looks even from other Scots.

      But Max couldn’t dwell on that thought. No.

      He tensed. Alert. Ready.

      The vehicle drove by a woman wearing burka.

      She rushed his vehicle.

      Max shouted a warning, but the world turned white and the roar in his ears changed his world to hell.

      Max jolted upright in bed, sweating and panting just as the bed swayed, and the floor trembled.

      He stayed in bed, hanging on as his apartment creaked, moaned, and swayed. Books flew off the shelves. His cell phone launched off the bedside table.

      The quake stopped.

      “Bloody hell.”

      His cell phone rang, and he almost jumped a foot. He reached for it. The screen said, Mum.

      “Mum, you okay?”

      Her sweet voice calmed his nerves. “We're fine. Did you feel those earthquakes? I tried phoning earlier, but the line was engaged.”

      Puzzled, he asked, “Earthquakes? More than one?”

      “Didn’t you feel them? Did you take too many tablets last night?”

      Max frowned. Here we bloody well go. “No, mum.”

      “How many tablets?”

      He sighed and swung out of the bed. “One, all right? That’s all. Just one like the doctor ordered.”

      He heard her sigh all the way through the line. “Good.”

      Might as well tell her now.

      “I’m stopping tomorrow. These things give me nightmares.”

      “Are you sure you wouldn't have bad dreams anyway? And you can’t go cold turkey on pills like that.”

      Max knew it, but sometimes he didn’t give a damn.

      “No, I'm not sure I wouldn’t have bad dreams anyway.”

      “All right. But be sure to ask your doctor first. If you don’t follow strict orders with your tablets you could end up in hospital.”

      He sighed, rubbed the stubble on his chin. He knew she meant well, but she spent too much time worrying.

      “Right,” he said. ‘He'd have me on even more tablets.”

      “Well, do what you want, Max. You always have anyway. Is your flat safe for now? I mean, with the earthquake?

      “Few books fell over. Better than getting blown up in Afghanistan.”

      His mother left in a meaningful pause, something she always did when she didn’t approve of something he’d said.

      “I really wish you wouldn't joke about that,” she said.

      Time to change the subject.

      “Not joking, mum. Your house all right?”

      ‘Your father is checking. Darling, maybe you shouldn't go to that group session today. Do you have to take the subway?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Take a taxi.”

      “Last I checked my bank account isn't that full.”

      “You're sure that therapy is helping?”

      “It's the only thing that's helped.”

      “Revealing all your dirty linen. It's unseemly, Max, to tell--”

      ‘I gotta go. I'm already late. I'll ring you later.”

      He disconnected the call. He sat on the edge of the bed contemplating the mess around him. Finally he stood, headed to the bathroom and showered.

      Later, in front of the mirror, he contemplated the day’s worth of beard on his face. Mum would say it made him look like a gangbanger. But she would, always worrying that as a black man who grew up in London, he would be treated differently here in New York City. Most people didn’t react to his skin color in the vast multicultural landscape of the city, but they did appear stunned sometimes when his accent didn’t conform to what they thought should be coming out of his mouth.

      He ran his hand over the bristly beard. Today his brown eyes looked tired and hollow.

      Fuck it all. People could take him the way he was.

      He wasn’t going to shave.

      He opened the radio app on his cell phone and put it aside. A reporter came on.

      “Preliminary data says the last earthquake was 4.5 on the Richter scale. Police report some looting is already happening. A man held up a store and claimed the end of the world is coming because of the earthquakes.”

      Max opened the medicine cabinet, took out a bottle labeled Xanax. He opened it and poured one into his hand. His hand shook, and he took a deep breath. Stared at the pill. He put the pill back in the bottle, placed the bottle on the shelf and slammed the medicine cabinet.

      A crack appeared in the mirror and bisected his face. He snorted and shook his head.

      “Bugger all.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Anna Bennett rushed around her apartment straightening fallen objects while her television blared news about the earthquake that morning. She stopped at the breakfast bar to grab her orange juice and took a sip. Her gaze fell on an open legal-sized envelope showing signed divorce papers from Douglas Bennett. She’d already signed them and so had Douglas. Relief filled her. At least that part of her life would be over soon. Thank God. It had been over for a year while their lawyers wrangled the details, and she couldn’t wait to start a new life as an unmarried woman.

      A rumble vibrated under her feet but faded within seconds. A car alarm blared outside and a few seconds later she heard the telltale beep of someone using a remote to shut down the noise. She placed her orange juice glass on the counter and waited in anticipation. The earth stilled.

      The quakes rattled her, but she’d taken them in stride. In a city the size of New York, the hustle and bustle had woven into the fabric of her being along ago. Sure, it wasn’t as peaceful as Upstate where she’d grown up, but she could handle it.

      A text message dinged on her smartphone on the coffee table and she started. She picked up the phone and read the text.

      Douglas.

      Anna, U all right? Coming over.

      Anna ignored her soon-to-be ex-husband’s text. Instead, her attention was snagged by a reporter on television standing in front of a police barricade.

      A studio newscaster asked, “Harper
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