
SIREN'S CALL
A DYLAN CUNNINGHAM ADVENTURE

Written by

Dustin Schyler Yoak



EXT. SUBURBAN HOME - DAY

A typical suburban home with a carefully manicured lawn 
stands in contrast to the yellow and black CRIME SCENE TAPE 
surrounding it. A NEWS VAN is parked out front. The small 
crew bustled about packing up their gear. 

INT. THE BERETTA - DAY

DYLAN CUNNINGHAM, 30s, dark hair, sits in his 88 GOLD BERETTA 
GT quietly observing the area. 

DYLAN V.O.
This is it. 1587 Berkley Lane. My 
old partner, Double D’s asked for a 
hand on this one. I know what you 
are thinking-- no she didn’t get 
that nickname thanks to her breast 
size, ample as they are, her name 
is DENISE DONNOVAN and she is one 
of the best cops and loyal friends 
I have left. Right now her gut is 
saying something is off about this 
case.

Dylan opens a file folder and flips through photo copies of 
crime scene reports. 

DYLAN V.O. (CONT’D)
If you consider a double homicide 
and two missing babies as odd. 

Dylan lingers on a pair of GRUESOME PHOTOS depicting bloody 
throats cut open laying next to each other on the floor. 

DYLAN V.O. (CONT’D)
It’s more than that though. You 
know those fairy tales and ghost 
stories told around the camp fire 
as kids? They’re all true. Most of 
them anyway. 

Dylan’s cell phone rings. He picks it up off the seat next to 
him and answers.

DYLAN
Hey D.D.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

DENISE DONNOVAN, beautiful, dark hair, eyes and bronzed skin, 
sits at her desk talking into her cell phone. 



DENISE
You find the place?

INTERCUT BETWEEN DYLAN AND DENISE

DYLAN
Sitting out front now. Listen, I 
did some digging on my way over, 
can you pull a file?

DENISE
Sure.

DYLAN
Can you look into the previous 
owners? See if there are any crime 
reports from before this house was 
turned over to the bank. 

DENISE
On it and uh, Dylan?

DYLAN
Yeah?

DENISE
Be careful, okay? I don’t want to 
pull your ass out of a mirror 
again. 

DYLAN V.O.
Denise saved my skin a while back 
at the start of my new career you 
might say. An ancient spirit 
trapped my soul inside the bathroom 
mirror, killed my wife Alaina and 
took my her body for a test drive. 
When I didn’t show for work, Denise 
came to check on me and helped me 
out. I owe her. 

Dylan shook his head to clear the memory.

DENISE
Deal?

DYLAN
Sure thing Double D. 

DENISE
I told you--
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Dylan hung up the phone chuckling. The news van’s doors 
slammed and the vehicle drove off. Dylan closed the file 
folder and tucked it under the seat. 

DYLAN
Show time.

Dylan’s phone buzzed from an incoming text message from 
Denise. 

ON THE IPHONE SCREEN

Call me that again and I’ll shove you back in that mirror the 
hard way. - D.D.

BACK TO SCENE

Dylan shakes his head and gets out of his car. Walking around 
to the trunk, he takes a quick look around and opens it. 

The interior of the trunk is loaded with old books, duffel 
bags of weapons, crates of ammo and other strange steam punk 
looking gadgets. 

DYLAN V.O.
Sorry, I probably should have 
warned you before showing you the 
goods like this but I’m running out 
of daylight. 

Dylan reaches into the trunk and removes a black leather 
duster, putting it on. He loads the numerous pockets with 
various weapons and extra clips of ammo. 

DYLAN V.O. (CONT’D)
There a lot supernatural threats. 
Many of which, can be killed by 
traditional means. Others can’t.

Dylan takes out ancient looking goggles and puts them over 
his head and down around his neck. The lenses are mirrored, 
matching the knife that he removes from the trunk and slides 
into a sheath on his belt. 

Finally he takes a fake Police I.D. out of a tin box and puts 
it around his neck where it can be seen. Dylan closes the 
trunk and walks with purpose towards the house. 

DYLAN V.O. (CONT’D)
The “digging” I mentioned to D.D. 
wasn’t your typical police work. 

(MORE)
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I paid a visit to a local fortune 
teller. Not the crystal ball kind--
that’s all for show but the kind 
that use tarot cards. Not that it 
was much help though. She mentioned 
something about finding answers in 
the past and other stuff about 
shadows and crap. Who knows. 

Dylan walks up the drive to the back door and picks the lock. 
He takes a quick look around again, removes the crime scene 
tape and steps inside. 

INT. SUBURBAN HOME - CONTINUOUS

Dylan quietly closes the door and listens for any sound of 
disturbance. The home is devoid of all furniture and every 
little sound echoes. The house is dead silent. 

Dylan slowly creeps from the kitchen into what would be a 
dining room. 

His cell phone rings and he jumps before taking it out of his 
duster pocket. 

DYLAN
Miss me already?

INT. POLICE STATION - CONTINUOUS

Denise sits at her desk looking at her computer monitor. 

DENISE
Shut your ham hole, Cunningham and 
listen up. I got that info you were 
looking for. 

INTERCUT BETWEEN DYLAN AND DENISE

DYLAN
Yeah? Give it to me.

DENISE
Looks like the house has been on 
the market for a while. Before that 
I have a report at that address. 
Fairaday was the Detective assigned 
to the case. 

Dylan creeps from room to room looking for clues while 
listening to Denise on the phone. 

DYLAN V.O. (CONT’D)
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DENISE (CONT’D)
Investigation ruled it a murder 
suicide although no weapon was 
found. No kid was found either. 
Sound familiar? 

DYLAN
Yeah it does. By chance do they 
speculate on the type of weapon or 
how they died?

DENISE
Throats were slit with some kind of 
fishing knife.

DYLAN
Fishing knife? Awfully specific.

DENISE
The M.E. said fish scales were 
found in the wound so that was his 
conclusion.

Floor boards CREAKED above Dylan’s head and he started. 

DYLAN
Gotta go.

Dylan put away his phone and snuck towards the stairs. A loud 
THUMP echoed through the house and Dylan picked up the pace. 

The THUMPING grew louder as Dylan reached the top of the 
stairs.

A SMALL BOY, about three or four years old stood in the 
middle of the hallway. Dylan froze on the top step. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
Hi there little buddy. 

The boy stared back without saying a word. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
My name is Dylan I’m a police 
officer. What’s your name?

BOY
Do you hear the call too?

Dylan noticed the boy was standing in the blood soaked carpet 
where the victims were found.

DYLAN
What do you mean?
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Dylan climbed the last step and knelt down, eye level with 
the boy. 

BOY
Her call. The song?

INT. FORTUNE TELLER’S READING ROOM - DAY - (FLASHBACK)

The FORTUNE TELLER, A dark haired woman stares out from 
underneath a dark hood. Her eyes have rolled back into her 
head showing nothing but white. She flips the last TAROT 
card. Dylan sits across from her hands folded on the table. 

FORTUNE TELLER
The veil has been lifted. From 
beyond the realm of reflections the 
Siren’s call will draw all near and 
death will whisper in their ear.

INT. SUBURBAN HOME - DUSK

Dylan kneels at the top of the stairs a few feet away from a 
little boy standing on the blood stained carpet where the two 
victims were found. 

DYLAN
Hey, I know, why don’t we take a 
walk outside for a minute. 

The boy shakes his head indicating his answer is no. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
Listen, it’s not safe. You’re 
coming with me. 

BOY
No!

The boy took a wide stance, arms at his sides with his 
fingers splayed. His eyes are dark and he grits his teeth in 
a snarl. 

DYLAN
No respect for their elders. Some 
kids just need a good whippin’. 

Dylan stands up. The boy charges at him and leaps into the 
air.
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EXT. SUBURBAN HOME - DUSK

Dylan carries the flailing boy from the house to his car and 
throws him inside. Dylan shuts the door and hurries to the 
trunk and opens it. 

He goes through the stacks of books, looking for something 
particular. He finally comes to one that has worn leather 
cover with strange markings on it. 

DYLAN
Yes!

Dylan sits on the lip of the trunk and takes out his cell 
phone. He taps on the screen a few times then tucks the phone 
between his ear and his shoulder and opens the book. The 
phone is ringing and he franticly turns the pages of the old 
book. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
Come on, come on.

INT. POLICE STATION - CONTINUOUS

Denise fills out paper work as her phone buzzes on the desk. 
Seeing who it is, she pick it up.

DENISE
Hey, what’d you find?

INTERCUT BETWEEN DYLAN AND DENISE

DYLAN
Nothing good. Ah HA!

Dylan jams a finger in the book.

DENISE
What? What is it?

DYLAN
Ok, the short version.

Dylan mumbles as he speed reads the page, finger running 
across the text in the old, worn book. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
Basically, this is the spirit of a 
crazy murderous siren.

DENISE
Siren?
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DYLAN
Shh don’t interrupt the teacher. 
Yes. A siren. 

DENISE DONNOVAN
But I thought those were like sea 
creatures.

DYLAN CUNNINGHAM
Again with the interrupting. This 
is some sort of human-siren half 
breed. Anyway, according to this, 
she is super pissed off about her 
dead kid and apparently before her 
body died, she kidnapped a couple 
kids and slit the throats of the 
parents that came to get them back 
with--get this--a fishing knife! 

Dylan slaps the book shut with one hand, tosses it on the 
pile and rummages around in his tools. 

DENISE DONNOVAN
Holy shit.

DYLAN CUNNINGHAM
Yeah. Listen, things are about to 
get a whole lot worse around here 
once the sun sets.

DENISE DONNOVAN
How can I help?

DYLAN CUNNINGHAM
Round up some folks--listen this is 
important--they can’t have kids. 
It’s preferable if they aren’t 
married yet either. 

DENISE DONNOVAN
Why does that matter?

Dylan strode towards the house, boards under one arm. 

DYLAN CUNNINGHAM
I think only parents and kids can 
hear this siren’s call. I found a 
little kid in the house and he was 
saying he could hear something but 
I couldn’t. Just want to play it 
safe. 

DENISE DONNOVAN
Got it. On my way.
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DYLAN CUNNINGHAM
Thanks D’s. 

INT. SUBURBAN HOME - NIGHT

Dylan hammers nails into a piece of wood across the front 
door of the house.

He looks out of the small window at the top of the door. A 
group of kids walked up the side walk followed by a line of 
adults, some carrying infants, others carrying toddlers too 
tired to walk. 

DYLAN
Not. Good. 

Dylan ran up the stairs to the blood stained floor. Dylan put 
on his special goggles. A loud BANGING sounds from 
downstairs.

DYLAN (CONT’D)
Ok. All the rooms are empty, 
nothing special going on with the 
bathroom mirrors... lets see what 
we can find.

DYLAN’S POV FROM GOGGLES

Every surface has faint echoes as if they are vibrating. 
Dylan turns in a slow circle so that he is facing the steps. 
A shadowy figure leaps at him and Dylan stumbles backwards.

The ghostly boy didn’t attack, it was jumping up. The hallway 
was teeming with shadowy children. One by one they were 
ascending into the ceiling above the bloodstain. 

BACK TO SCENE

DYLAN
Interesting.

Dylan stood, taking off his goggles and looked up at the 
ceiling. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
So that’s what that kid was doing. 

Dylan jumped and pushed on the ceiling right above the blood 
stain. An access hatch for a large folding staircase came 
down with a loud BANG. Dylan unfolded the stairs and climbed 
on. Halfway up, a hand grabbed his foot and pulled hard.
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A crowd of adults and children were making their way up the 
stairs, running toward the newly exposed folding staircase. 
Their eyes were black as they made their way towards him. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
Sorry guys I’m more of a ladies 
man. 

Dylan kicked at the man pulling him down, freeing his ankle 
but two more were on him. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
I’m flattered, really, but you 
haven’t even bought me dinner yet!

Dylan fell to the ground looking up at the folding staircase. 
One of the men that pulled him down was climbing up it.

DYLAN (CONT’D)
No cuts!

Dylan stood, grabbed the man by the back of the pants and his 
shirt collar. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
No butts!

Dylan ripped the man off, throwing him into the crowd of 
citizens. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
No coconuts!

Dylan sucker punched another man on his left. Picked up a kid 
underneath the arms and threw him into the crowd knocking 
them backwards. 

With the narrow window that bought him, Dylan scrambled up 
the stairs and into--

THE ATTIC - CONTINUOUS

Dylan pounded on the support beams of the folding staircase 
with his foot, breaking it apart. The damage Dylan inflicted 
and the weight of the people on it finally caused the support 
to give and all went crashing down into the hallway. 

The attic was dusty, cobwebs clinging the narrow gaps between 
old furniture covered in sheets. Dylan grabbed a large chest 
of drawers and flipped it down, covering the opening to block 
the people trying to climb into the attic. 
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Dylan dusted his hands off and put on his goggles, scanning 
the room. 

DYLAN’S POV FROM GOGGLES

From underneath a vibrating sheet, a brilliant light glowed 
out and one by one ghostly children jumped into the light and 
disappeared. 

BACK TO SCENE

Dylan removed the goggles, stepped over to the dresser, and 
pulled off the sheet covering it. 

The dresser was beautiful with ornate details adorning the 
immaculate dresser. 

Dylan saw his reflection. Behind his own mirror image, was a 
crib and a lone rocking chair. A woman sat in that chair 
rocking back and forth. 

DYLAN V.O.
Mirrors are much more than just a 
sheet of reflective glass. 

Dylan took an old ARMY FLASHLIGHT out of a pocket and a 
square box out of the other. 

DYLAN V.O. (CONT’D)
They have the power to trap souls 
and act as portals to another 
dimension. 

Opening the box, Dylan took out a ROUND CONED MIRROR, put it 
inside a PROTECTIVE COVERING and screwed it onto the tip of 
the L shaped army flashlight. 

DYLAN V.O. (CONT’D)
If a mirror is broken while a 
person in the real world is looking 
at a spirit in another, their souls 
will be switched. That is exactly 
what happened the night my wife 
died. 

Clipping the army flashlight to his belt with the large 
mirrored disk facing forward, he unsheathed the mirrored 
knife.  

DYLAN V.O. (CONT’D)
I’ve since learned a few tricks. 
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Dylan flipped on the flashlight hanging from his belt and 
charged through the spot of the mirror where the beam of 
light illuminated. 

INT. ATTIC REALM OF REFLECTIONS - NIGHT

Dylan tucked and rolled into the room, crouching in front of 
the crib, mirrored knife hidden behind his back and flipped 
off the flashlight with his freehand.  

The SIREN in the rocking chair hissed in surprise. 

SIREN
My children! Don’t touch my 
children!

The CRIB full of SHADOW CHILDREN wailed, their combined 
SCREECHING was ear piercing. 

DYLAN
These aren’t your children you 
thief. 

SIREN
They beg for me even now. Leave me 
in peace with my family. 

DYLAN
You couldn’t take care of your 
family. 

Standing, Dylan pointed towards the bundle of rags in her 
arms and she hissed, clutching the ball of rags tighter to 
her chest. 

The Siren opened her mouth to sing her ARIA. The sound caused 
Dylan to crumple to his knees. 

Screaming Dylan fought against his own body as the knife 
slowly rose towards his neck. Dylan grabbed his arm and 
pushed the knife away from his body. 

Dylan’s hand darted towards his belt and grabbed a FLASH BANG 
GRENADE from where it hung and pulled the pin, squeezing his 
eyes shut.

The knife was almost to his neck as the grenade exploded. 

Dylan met the Siren’s gaze and smiled. 

She looked down at the BALL OF RAGS in her arms and pointed 
at Dylan. 
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The ball of rags stirred and tendrils of wispy shadows 
stirred as it sat up. The horror turned its rag doll head and 
fixed GLOWING RED EYES on him. It flew from her arms, 
enveloping Dylan’s face suffocating him. 

Grabbing the thing’s neck, Dylan ripped it off and stabbed it 
through the midsection, pinning it to the floor.

The Siren was on top of him tackling him to the ground. 
Gleaming fishing knife in her hands she stabbed at Dylan’s 
throat. 

Dylan dodged the attack and the knife plunged into the floor 
beside his head. He put his left hand up as she freed it from 
the floor preventing her from sliding it across his neck. 

He bucked, throwing her off of him and pulled his mirrored 
knife from the still and shadowy form of her wraith child. 

Dylan and the Siren circled each other knives at the ready.

The Siren slashed at his belly. Dylan spun away from the 
attack, and side kicked at her knee. 

The Siren was fast and slashed his thigh on the back swing, 
both limping out of the exchange. 

Dylan dove forward thrusting his knife at her chest. She 
ducked, reversing the grip on the fishing knife and plunged 
it into top of his foot. 

The Siren ripped the knife from his boot and slashed upward 
across his chest as she stood. 

Dylan staggered back and the Siren flew into the air, knife 
flashing downward.

Both fell backward on the floor. Dylan cries out in pain.

The fishing knife is plunged deep into his shoulder. The 
Siren grinning. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
People have no manners these days. 

Dylan threw the Siren off of him mirrored knife sticking out 
of her chest. Groaning, he pulled the fishing knife from his 
shoulder. 

The crib lit up with a brilliant white light and all of the 
trapped spirits of the children fled in all directions. 

Dylan stood up and retrieved the mirrored knife from the 
Siren’s chest. 
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DYLAN (CONT’D)
That’s my queue. 

Dylan flicked on the flashlight and dove back through the 
mirror.

INT. ATTIC - MORNING

The sun was peaking through the attic window. 

DYLAN
Time flies when you’re having fun. 

The bodies of the tiny babies lay still in the crib--two 
final victims of the Siren’s Call. Dylan moved the dresser 
covering the exit and lowered himself through the opening.

SUBURBAN HOME - CONTINUOUS

Denise was waiting for him at the top of the stairs. 

DENISE
Rise and shine sleepy head. 

DYLAN
‘Bout time you showed up.

DENISE
Is it done?

DYLAN
Yeah, it’s done. The missing kids 
are in the crib. They didn’t make 
it.

Dylan hooked a thumb towards the attic. 

DYLAN (CONT’D)
We’re gonna want to get rid of that 
mirror. Off the books though. 

DENISE
I’ll handle it. Let’s get you to 
the Medic. 

Dylan and Denise walked down the stairs and out of the house 
in comfortable silence.
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INT. ATTIC - CONTINUOUS

In the attic a SHADOWY FORM slithers from the mirror and into 
the crib. The babies eyes open, glow red, and the baby CRIES. 
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