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EXT. SECLUDED HOUSE - NIGHT

We open on an isolated lodge in the middle of a dense forest.
The porch looks like the scene of a struggle with broken
glass and blood scattered everywhere.

INT. SECLUDED HOUSE - DREARY BASEMENT

The room is bleak and devoid of hope. We see MASKFACE; a
serial killer dressed like a straight-to-VHS horror villain.
Her tall and slender frame almost makes her look inhuman.

She wields two large cleavers and dons a skin-like mask that
lives up to her name.

Maskface clangs the weapons together.

MASKFACE
Iron sharpens iron. I thought that
was just a metaphor. Unfortunately,
for your friend, we had to learn
the hard way.

She turns around to face a bound and gagged TAMMY (24) and
JORDAN (23), both terrified and weary.

Beside them is an empty chair covered in blood and scratch
marks. Tammy belts out muffled pleas while Jordan struggles
to stay awake.

Maskface leers at Tammy.

MASKFACE (CONT'D)
Do you really think you can change
my mind at this point?

Tammy nods fervently.

MASKFACE (CONT'D)
All right. Don’t disappoint.

She undoes Tammy’s gag.

TAMMY
Please! We’ll do whatever you want!

MASKFACE
You’ll do whatever I-- wow. That
was uninspired. Tell you what: how
about I start on your friend and
you can workshop something better.

She grabs Jordan’s neck. He SCREAMS.












