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TI TLE SEQUENCE

Credits roll over images of newspapers. All depicting mass
killings. Christmas 1974, Hall oween 1978, Prom 1980, Sever al
killed in sleep 1984. At a sumrer canp 1980. Doll linked to
several killings 1988.

I NT. NI GHT
A Wnman JESS sits a pen in her hand and a not ebook open.

JESS (V. O
It all started Christmas 1974. A stil
unknown man nmurdered ny sorority
sisters and tried to get ne.

JESS presses the pen hard agai nst the paper |eaving a thick
bl ob of ink at the end of the sentence.

JESS (V. O
| spent nobst of the next senester
trying to forget it ever happened. A
big m stake. That sumer ny few
remai ning friends convinced ne to take
atrip to Texas. An even bigger
m stake. In Texas a deranged famly of
out of work butchers tortured nme and
sl aughtered ny friends |ike cattle.

There is a | oud knock at the door. Jess puts the pen down and
wal ks to the door her stride is graceful and confident. The
kind that only conmes through years of experience. Experience
far beyond her apparent years. She opens the door. No one is
t here.

JESS
Ugh.

She groans, a | ook of disgust on her face. She pokes out the
door and her foot |ands on a piece of paper covered in cut
out letters. She tosses it to the side and returns to her
not ebook.

JESS (V. O
After Texas | dropped out of school.
nmoved to a little town in Illinois and

took a job babysitting. Thought
nothing |ike the previous two

i ncidents could happen in a town that
quiet. Lo and behold that Hall oween a
shape of a man with the bl ackest eyes



becanme convinced | was his |ong-1|ost
sister, broke out of the nuthouse and
tried to kill me. You probably know
the rest. Mommy obsessed goali es,
chicken fried janitors, and a weird
nunber of guys dressed up in Santa
cost unes.

The phone rings. Wthout skipping a beat Jess picks it up
wi t hout even | ooki ng. She speaks in a fake over the top
manner .

JESS
VWo is it?

Kl LLER
A secret admrer.

Jess rolls her eyes

KI LLER ( CONT' D)
Have you been getting ny letters?

Jess gl ances over at a pile of letters.

JESS
Yes. They're so sweet. 1'd love to put
a face to those beautiful words.

The killer gulps, trying to hide his anxiety.

Kl LLER
['ll be there soon.

Jess hangs up the phone.

JESS
Pussy.

She pi cks the pen back up

JESS (V. O
They all talk a big ganme but none of
t hem are anyt hing special. The real
inventive creeps all died off years
ago. That's why all the novie's based
on ny life dried up. That's when
decided to wite this book. | know by
this point what you nust be thinking.
This girl is crazy. No way that al
happened to one person! Well | m ght



be just a little bit crazy, doesn't
make ny story any | ess true.

Rustling is heard outside the house.

JESS (V. O
It's alnost tinme, so | have to be
qui ck. The nost inportant thing |'ve
| earned fromall this is no matter
where | live or how | change ny
appearance these freaks are drawn to
me like a fish to alure. So | ran
with it. | hunted nonsters anywhere,
everywhere. | sold the rights to ny
stories to the next Hollywood producer
| ooking for their big break. | put on
a new nane, a new face and then | nove
on to the next one. It's lonely but if
it prevents anyone el se fromturning
into nmy friends, it's worth it.

The power cuts off. Jess lights a candl e.

JESS (V. O
Well, that's ny cue. Be back soon

Jess sets down the pen and gently closes the notebook. Cets
out of her chair and starts towards the noise. She puts back
on the voice from before.

JESS
Hel | 0?

No answer. Jess continues through the house. A shadow dances
across the wall.

JESS
| s sonebody there?
No answer.
JESS
| have a gun in the house.
Si | ence.

JESS (V.0
No | don't. Gun's never seemto work
on these guys. At best it slows them
down. He doesn't know that though.



JESS
I"mcalling the police.

Not hi ng.
A figure slowy stands up behind her.

JESS (V. O
Vi t .

Jess spins around quickly. The killer now behind her wearing
a goofy mask. He swings a knife at her but she gives hima
pal mstrike to the chin before her can do any damage. He
slips with the knife and and cuts her shirt. Dribbles of

bl ood | eak out.

JESS (V.0
Dacrm | liked this shirt.

He rears back again with knife. JESS grabs himby the arm and
tries to westle the knife away. He overpowers her the knife
slowy plunging into her shoulder. JESS grits her teeth hard,
and let's out a grow .

JESS (V.0
That never gets any easier.

Kl LLER
Stop fighting. It'll be easier that
way .

JESS

I n your drearns.

JESS summons her strength and pulls the knife out of her
shoul der and then she knees himin the groin. The killer
drops to the floor.

Knife still in hand the killer takes a swi pe at her |eg
drawi ng bl ood.

She kicks himin the face. He recoils in pain dropping the
knife. JESS goes to pick it up but he grabs her by the | eg.
She cones down hard on one | eg. The sound of bones crunching
is heard. She yells in pain.

JESS (V.0
Son of a bitch.

He begins to crawl toward her inch by inch.



KI LLER
It wasn't supposed to go like this.
You didn't have to nake it so
difficult.

JESS (V.0
He has a point this should have been
cleaner. Definitely not ny best work.
" mout of practice.

He begins to crawl on top of her. She w ggles her fingers
inching the knife toward herself. She grabs hold of it sw ngs
her arm and drives the knife into the small of his back.

Bl ood | eaks out of his nouth.

JESS
Ch, gross. Get off.

She rolls himoff of herself and the sound of the knife
pl ungi ng deeper is heard.

Jess stands up and | ooks down at the man on the floor choking
on his own bl ood.

JESS
A potato sack mask and a kitchen
knife. At |least you nut jobs used to
be creative. No wonder no one wants to
buy these novies fromnme anynore.

She ki cks him

JESS
Good ri ddance asshol e.

He sits up and tries to grab her one last tine but falls down
again the knife di sappearing under him

Jess goes back to the desk opens the notebook and picks up
t he pen.

JESS (V. O
| let nyself get rusty, but it worked
out ok another one is dead. No
audi ence is going to give two shits
but there are nore inportant things
t hen noney. Leg hurts like hell.

Jess picks up the notebook. Wal ks out of the house and into
t he di stance. Her | eg snapping back into place on it's own



and linping less and |l ess with each step.
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