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EXT. RUNDOWN HOUSE | N AN EMPTY CUL- DE- SAC - N GHT

Ri dgewood Oregon. Early spring. The | eaves are green, the
| awns lush. The Wl lanette Valley is inits full beauty.

But not here. Rain slowy drizzles fromdark clouds that
roil in the sky as we PAN DOM onto a |lonely one story ranch
style hone that time, it seens, has forgotten

The walls are nol ding, the shakes are com ng off, the pavenent
is cracked and overgrown on the driveway and front wal k.

Only a small portion of glass remains in several w ndows and
graffiti is every where. This house has seen better decades.

A small forested hill butts up to the | arge backyard that's
all but lost in waist high grass.

The street isn't nmuch better. Several weed and grass infested
cracks run through the cul -de-sac the | one house resides in.

A reverse angle of the house shows enpty lot after enpty | ot
stretching into the distance. A failed housing devel opnent
on the outskirts of Ri dgewood' s suburbs.

The cul -de-sac is blanketed in silence. The eerie kind. Not
one leaf stirs. Something isn't right. Not even the crickets
are out.

VWHAM The front door bursts open as ALYSON BRECHTEL, (20),
beautiful, if it weren't for the terror that contorts her
features, races fromthe house at a break neck speed.

The color is drained fromher face. Her eyes are wld. She
| ooks over her shoul der and sees -- not hing.

Her breath cones in fast, panicked gasps. Her eye's dart
every which way. Her cheeks are wet with tears and rain.

She continues to run, like the devil hinmself was chasing
her. She | ooks over her shoul der again -- nothing.

She reaches the end of the cul-de-sac and instead of follow ng
the street that veers left, she crashes into the tree |ine
of a small forest, and the CAMERA FOLLOWS.

EXT. FOREST - N GHT
Al yson ducks under branches -- veers around a thick tree

trunk -- navigates a fallen log; all the while she gl ances
over her shoul der.



EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - NI GHT

The smal|l forest ends at a sidewal k on the very outskirts of
Ri dgewood. Too far fromthe suburban spraw for street |anps
on this side of the street.

Al 'yson crashes out of the trees and continues across the
street into --

EXT. ALLEY - N GHT

Alyson slows. She's conpletely exhausted. Her breathing is
| abor ed; ragged.

Her legs give out and she sinks to the alley floor; |eans
her back against the brick wall of a darkened buil ding.

She huddl es there sucking in deep breathes.

She's dressed in tight fitting pants, a | ow cut top, and her
once perfect nake up is marred by tears, sweat, and the
i ncessant drizzle that falls fromthe cl ouds above.

Her head falls back against the brick wall and she forces
herself to take slow, steady, deep breathes.

Alyson junps at the sound of a deep UNEARTHLY GROMAL t hat
echoes all around her. The terror returns. Sonething is
foll ow ng her.

She |l eaps to her feet and races through the alley -- | ooks
over her shoul der -- SCREAMS -- then runs faster.

EXT. STREET - N GHT
Al yson bursts out of the alley.

Her | egs punp with renewed energy from adrenaline as she
sprints across the bl acktop.

EXT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - PARKI NG LOT - N GHT

Al yson | eaps onto the sidewal k -- barely sticks the landing --
but manages to keep her feet under her as she stunbl e-runs
into the wet parking lot that is in desperate need of a new
coat of a paint on it's parking spaces.

She careens around a sedan -- alnost slans into a sporty
little two door but spins out of the crash at the |ast second.

Hal f falling, her legs just barely out pace her downward
momentum until she's able to use the hood of a suburban to
steady herself. The adrenaline is wearing off.



Face contorted into a terrified snarl, she races toward a
staircase on the outside of the apartnent buil ding ahead of
her .

I N FRONT OF THE BUI LDI NG

Al yson stunbl es onto a neager, nostly brown | awn, hands
brushing the grass to help right herself.

She barely m sses a rubber coated, perforated steel picnic
table in front of the building.

Wth an effort she truly rights herself and risks anot her
gl ance over her shoul der.

As if to answer the question of is sonething follow ng her,
anot her UNEARTHLY GROAL bel lows from the darkness.

She qui ckens her pace.

At the staircase she bounds up to the second floor al nost
m ssing the last step. Her |legs on the verge of giving out.

At the landing she breaks left, nearly eats shit when her

|l egs get tangled with a tricycle some child left outside the
door of an apartnent.

She CURSES, as she grabs the railing to help her recover.

Ahead of her: a door at the end of the |anding. Her final
destinati on.

Faster, faster, faster...
| NT. APARTMENT - NI GAT
WHOOSH! The door flies open. Alyson enters.

VWHAM She sl anms the door behind her. A steady streamof tears --
more out of relief than fear -- run down her cheeks.

She falls back against the door lit by a small lanp on a
tabl e next to her.

Slowy she slides down the door until she's squatting on the
fl oor, elbows on her knees.

She | eans her head back. Safety.

Alyson lets out a massive exhale between fits of tears and
ragged breathes. She cl oses her eyes.

Wil e Alyson enjoys her perceived safety we notice a dark
shape in the shadows of her living room



4.

Al yson senses novenent. Her eyes fly open. The terror returns.
Her tears increase. She slowly shakes her head.

ALYSON
. no.

The famliar deep UNEARTHLY GROAL runbl es out of the shadows
of her living room

She SCREAMS- -

BLACKQOUT:
| NT. SCORCH AND CALEB' S HOUSE - CALEB'S ROOM - EARLY MORNI NG
A phone buzzes on a night stand.

EN- SU TE BATHROOM
CALEB JOHANSEN, (28), a lean, nuscular man with chisel ed
features and a stoic face | ooks up fromthe nasty wound he

is sewi ng together on his chest.

Bl ood decorates the bathroom sink |ike a slaughter house
drai n.

He gl ares out the bathroom door at the night stand.

On the night stand, along with the cell phone, are a pad of
paper and a pen, and a franmed photo of a wonman.

The woman, (25), is drop dead beautiful and wears a silver
| ocket on a | eather cord around her neck.

Taped to the bathroommrror is another photo of the beautiful
woman wearing the sane | ocket.

The phone continues to buzz.

CALEB
...god dam it.

He lets go of the needle. It dangles near yet another wound
just above his solar plexus that | ooks nearly heal ed.

Cal eb qui ckly washes his hands, then exits.
CALEB' S ROOM
Cal eb crosses to the night stand and picks up the phone.

He frowns when he sees the nanme and nunber on the phones
screen. He answers.



CALEB
(into the phone)
This is Cal eb.

Cal eb grabs the pen and note pad off the night stand.

CALEB ( CONT' D)
(into the phone)
Wher e?

He scribbles on his pad.

CALEB
(into the phone)
Yeah. G me. ..
(1 ooks at his chest)
...twenty m nutes.

THE KI TCHEN

The canera pans across a wall. A calendar wth a sandy beach
featured is tacked to the wall next to several nmagazi ne photos
and printed shots of sandy beaches.

At the kitchen table sits MLTON "SCORCH' GREEN, a sl ender
man in his late twenti es.

He stares at the screen of a laptop with a travel agency
website displayed on it. The destination is a sandy tropical

beach not unlike the ones featured in the photos and on the
cal endar.

Scorch noves the nouse over the "book trip" button.
He hesitates.

Hi s hand noves away fromthe nouse.

It's clear he's conflicted. But why?

Scorch I eans back in his chair and taps a clenched fist on
hi s upper 1ip.

H s eyes shift fromthe |aptop to the photos on the wall
next to the calendar. After a beat he exhal es.

SCORCH
(sotto)
...fuck it.

Scorch's hand noves over the mouse. Just as his hand i s about
to touch it--

CALEB (O S.)
SCORCH!
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Scorch pulls his hand away fromthe nouse again, a little on
the startled side.

He | ooks toward the hall way.

SCORCH
What ?!

EN- SUl TE BATHROOM
Cal eb continues his field sutures--
CALEB
(rai sed voice)
Tyl er called. Gab your bag of tricks.
THE KI TCHEN
Scorch exhal es.

SCORCH
...dam it.

He gives the screen a wi stful | ook.

SCORCH
We'll continue this |ater.

He closes the | aptop, stands, and exits.
EXT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - EARLY MORNI NG
There's a bright FLASH.

A uniformed Police Oficer passes in front of the building.
He trails a strip of yellow POLI CE LI NE behi nd him

A man, wearing a FORENSICS, jacket snaps a picture of the
railing to the staircase that |eads to the second fl oor.

Several onl ookers stand on the bal cony or wal kway outsi de
their respective apartnents watching. Mdst ook |ike they
just rolled out of bed.

The sun isn't even conpletely over the horizon in the east.
It's early. Damm early.

Next to the picnic table stand two ot her nmen, another
uni formed officer and a man in a noderately expensive suit.

The officer in the uniform PERRY, (26), holds a hand over
hi s st omach.

He bends over and DRY HEAVES.



The man in the suit, JONES, (55), wth gray streaking his
hair and in his close shaved beard, stands next to Perry.

JONES
You gonna be all right?

PERRY
It was, um..Jesus Christ, Jones.
VWhat the fuck happened in there?

Jones gl ances up at the second fl oor bal cony.

JONES
| have no idea, Kkid.

I N THE PARKI NG LOT

A nondescript sedan pulls into the nearly full lot, slowy
cones to a stop in a parking space, idles, then shuts off.

| N FRONT OF THE BUI LDI NG
Perry notices the sedan.

PERRY
VWhat the fuck is the Iron M den
doi ng here?

Jones | ooks over at the parking |ot.
I N THE PARKI NG LOT

LAUREN EVANS, (26), dressed in a trendy pants suit, beautiful
but hi dden behi nd a no nonsense scow, exits the sedan.

She | ooks across the parking ot at the building, EXHALES
heavily and proceeds toward Jones and Perry.

I N FRONT OF THE BUI LDI NG
Jones watches Lauren cross the parking lot; turns to Perry.

JONES
She's ny new partner. Transfer went
through this norning. Captain told
me before | headed out.
(t hi nks)
Didn't you try to date her when you
two were rookies?

PERRY
Why do you think I call her the Iron
Mai den?



Jones CHUCKLES. Lauren steps onto the grass;
nods to each of them

two nen,

LAUREN
Perry. Jones.

Perry smles. Jones does not.

JONES
"Bout tinme you showed up

Lauren ignores the comment.

He trails

LAUREN
VWhat do we have?

JONES
Nei ghbors said they heard scream ng
called us. Perry was the first on
scene.

LAUREN
(to Perry)
What did you find?

PERRY
|, uh...when | arrived on scene...the
uh-the victi mwas. ..
(shakes his head)
...god. ..

of f.

JONES
Look, the truth is, we don't know
what happened.

LAUREN
What do you nean you don't know? |
t hought you were a detective, Jones?

Jones forces a snile.

Lauren nakes a nonconm tt al

JONES
Tell you what, partner, how 'bout
you head inside, check out the crinme
scene and then maybe you can tell us
what happened.

| NT. APARTMENT - EARLY MORNI NG

Lauren enters.

NO SE; heads for the staircase.

She crosses through the living roominto--

8.

approaches the



THE BEDROOM

--and stops in the door franme. She stares at sonething on
the bed; slack jawed and silent.

TYLER HANSEN, (32), a heavy set man dressed in a STAR WARS t -
shirt, jeans, sneakers and wearing a nedi cal exam ner badge,
and rubber gl oves kneels at the foot of the bed.

Bl ood drenches the walls, the sheets, the bed and the carpet
around the bed.

Tyler lifts a fiber fromthe bl ood soaked carpet wwth a pair
of tweezers.

He scrutinizes it for a split second then notices Lauren.
TYLER
Det ective? What are you--1 haven't
rel eased the crine scene.

Lauren gl ances at him then back at whatever it is on the
bed that |eft her speechl ess.

She exits the doorfrane.

THE BATHROOM

Lauren enters.

She barely nmakes it to the sink before she vomts.

Tyl er enters, gives her a synpathetic | ook after she finishes
enptying the contents of her stomach into the sink.

TYLER
You gonna be all right?

Lauren hol ds a hand up; recovers.

LAUREN

VWhat the fuck happened in there?
TYLER

Honestly? | have no idea. |'ve never

seen anything |ike this before.

(gl ances into the bedroom
But | know a couple of guys. They
specialize in things |ike this. Things
that don't make sense.

Lauren is silent for a brief nmoment. She thinks about what
she saw in the room



10.
EXT. RUNDOWN HOUSE - EARLY MORNI NG

The only sign of |life in the clu-de-sac is a |one man standi ng
in front of the house that tine forgot.

He's an extrenely large man, built |ike a bodybuil der or

prof essional westler with close cropped dark hair, dressed
inawell fitting tailored black suit, a matching black shirt
and tie, as well as black |eather gloves.

An ol d poorly heal ed SCAR dom nates the Man's | eft cheek and
forehead running straight through a marl ed eye.

Hi s gaze is intense, cold; a gaze you can't hold for |ong
before | ooki ng away; a gaze that freezes the bl ood.

The | arge SCAR FACED MAN -- S.F.M -- steps onto the front
stoop and grabs the front door handle.

| NT. RUNDOWN HOUSE - EARLY MORNI NG

The door slowy swings open. The hinges imtate an old Hamrer
Fil ms creaking door sound effect that echoes through the
enpty house.

S.F.M ducks to avoid hitting his head on the door frane and
steps into the living room Hi's icy gaze sweeps around the
room and we follow that gaze.

We see dried blood that was painted on the hard wood fl oor
in a massive pentagramringed with odd cunei form synbol s.

The walls have synbols as well, that dribbled rivulets of
bl ood fromthe bottom nost points of lines and triangles
t hat have al so dried and are now cracki ng.

S.F.M crosses to the pentagram squats.

Now that we're closer we can see scuff marks across the |lines
in the center of the pentagram and on the floor.

That icy stare takes in the pattern of snears--

CUT TO
FLASHES of Al yson struggling agai nst nen hol di ng her arns
and | egs down on the floor -- nore nmen in robes standing
around her chanting -- a | ow GROAXL emanates fromthe shadows --

Al yson screans.
BACK TO:

S.F.M stands and crosses to the opposite side of the
pent agr am
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