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INT- RESTAURANT- NIGHT


Three men sit at a table in an silent restaurant talking back and forth. COREY the man with black hair and a stubbly beard is wearing glasses. CHASE is the tallest of the group and very clean shaved. NATHAN is the biggest of the three with kind of  curly hair. COREY raises his glass in the air as do the others.

COREY

This is the one year anniversary of the greatest night of our lives. May we remember it for many more years to come.

They pull wedding rings, some spotted with some sort of material, and place them in their glasses. They tap their glasses together, drink, and laugh.


NATHAN waves the waiter over to them.

NATHAN

We need 3 shots of whiskey and three beers. Okay?


The waiter nods his head with a big grin on his face. NATHAN turns back to the others as the waiter walks away. CHASE leans back in his chair and crosses his arms and looks at COREY.

CHASE

(while smiling)

So Dr. toes, how goes the  business. Still up to your ass in stinking feet?


They all chuckle at the lame but kind of funny joke about his occupation. COREY leans in closer  putting his elbows on the table. Looking around at everyone.

COREY

Actually business is going quite well and I love my job. You two may find feet disgusting but I find them just as beautiful as any other body part, considerably more in some cases.

NATHAN

(Laughing)

There’s no doubt that all of us here, are a little fucked up. But that foot fetish. that’s just a bit of overkill isn’t it? Hahaha.

COREY
For someone who keeps their hand up a toy’s ass all day your not exactly in line to be calling ME fucked up.

ENTER JAKE:

(Jake is a close friend of the three guys and their deceased wives. He has not seen CHASE, NATHAN, OR COREY since their wives “disappeared”.)

Jake walks past the table and does a double-take.

JAKE

Hey! Chase, Corey, Nathan!!  Oh my God I haven’t seen you mother fuckers in forever! I haven’t seen you since…. Uh… Any who, How are you guys? 

NATHAN

We’re just up to the same old shit as always.

CHASE and NATHAN chuckle.

JAKE

Wow, that’s great. Man, it is so fucking great to see you guys.  Hey, Let me buy you guys a round of drinks.  What are you having?

COREY

Whiskey on the rocks.

JAKE

You got it! Be right back!

EXIT JAKE TO BAR:

CHASE

Please, let’s just get back to club business. It’s been a very…successful, year. We have each acquired new assets for our club, and we are finally ready to once again begin our…rituals…

NATHAN

I’ve been itching to put my hands to work again…ever since last time.

COREY

Oh, me too my friend. 

CHASE

You idiot! *looks around suspiciously* don’t just blurt this shit out man. 


NATHAN laughs.

CHASE
You have no room to laugh, you speak of our business like were running a fucking dinner club! This is serious shit. 

Corey and Nathan both quiet down.

COREY

I apologize. We shall speak of this later tonight under more private settings

NATHAN

Ah, but for now let’s get fucking WASTED!

JAKE ENTERS AGAIN WITH THE WHISKEY:

JAKE

Here you go!

CHASE

Thanks man!

COREY

Thank you sir.

JAKE

Well, I got to get out of here… I’m actually still on the clock.. 

NATHAN

Still working construction?

JAKE

Yeah, we are finishing up the interior of an office building tonight.  Actually, I think Chase’s masonry crew is coming in behind us to lay the bricks next week, right dude? (Inclines head toward Chase)

CHASE

Yeah.  Maybe we will run into each other!

JAKE

Well, catch you guys later. Take it easy.

CHASE, NATHAN, COREY

Bye!

EXIT JAKE:

NATHAN

So….were doing this tonight then?

CHASE

Yes, tonight.. Let’s get shit-faced, then hit up the meat market.

CHASE, COREY, NATHAN

WHOO HOO

After a few more swigs, the guys stumble out of the bar.

EXIT COREY, NATHAN, AND CHASE:
EXT.- RESTAURANT- NIGHT


The three exit. The camera pulls back revealing a person standing with his back to us with a cigarette in his hand. He takes a drag and walks off in the same direction as the others.

(FADE TO BLACK)

EXT. VAN - NIGHT

An old, rustic van sits in a vacant lot under a lamp post.

INT. VAN - NIGHT

COREY lies limp in the driver’s seat.  He suddenly bursts awake.  He looks around the van.  COREY stands up and tries to open the door.  He cannot open the door.  He tries the other door.  It also will not open.  This continues until he has tried every door except the back.  He moves to the back of the van and looks out the window.

We see a woman in a wheelchair faced opposite the van, facing a lamp post.

Corey’s face shows fear.

He jumps backwards in fear to the front of the van and looks around in a panic.  COREY sees a bullet on the dash of the van with a name engraved on it.  COREY goes ape shit.  He barrels back to the back of the van and bursts through the back doors.

EXT.- PARKING LOT - NIGHT

The girl in the wheelchair is gone.  COREY is breathing really hard and crying a bit.  He is digging in his pockets for his cell phone.  He opens it and she pops up right behind it. She is on the ground. She opens her mouth and screams.

COREY falls backwards into the van and the doors shut on him.  He rises back up and looks out the window and sees her once again by the lamp post.  She is still sitting in the wheelchair.

COREY looks around the van to see if he dropped his cell phone.  He gets a look of understanding as he realizes he dropped it outside.  He crawls, very afraid to the doors to look out the window.

We see the ghost’s hand slam into the glass.  Then you see her other hand with a wire in it start to pull herself up until her head comes into frame with a cord around her neck.

COREY stares.  He turns to get the hell out of dodge.  She is right behind him on the ground, holding his ankle.  He looks from her hand to her face in terror.  She screams again.

(FADE TO BLACK)

INT.- OLD HOUSE- DUSK


CHASE is sitting in an old weathered chair with his mouth and hands bound with duct tape. His hands are taped so that his fingers are interlaced holding something inside. You can see that CHASE is starting to wake up from his slumber. His eyes open as he notices that his mouth is covered and his hands are tied. He stands up and rips off the tape from his mouth as he looks around the room. He looks down at his hands noticing something is inside them. He works his hands free. He opens his hands to find a broken piece of concrete in his hand. He turns the rock over and over in his hand when he notices a name carved on it. He drops the stone and with a scared look on his face backs away slowly keeping his eye on the piece of concrete. When suddenly he hears a scraping noise behind him. He turns slowly to see a shadowed room. He stares at the darkness awaiting the embodiment of the noise. He hears another scrap and another. They seem to be getting closer and closer. CHASE moves closer and starts to speak.

CHASE

(With a soft voice)

Who’s in there? 


The noise stops and you can hear a whisper from the darkness.

WHISPER(O.S.)

(In a gravely soft voice)

Evelyn. Its Evelyn.


CHASE backs up from the dark room with an even more terrifying look on his face. The scrapping sounds come faster and faster as CHASE turns to run to the front door. When he gets within a foot of the door a woman with white solid cement on her comes crawling out of the room looking for him. CHASE turns to see her and his eyes widen.

CHASE

OH fuck! OH fuck!


He turns back around to the door and reaches for the door knob when the woman begins to crawl his way but at faster speed than before. He turns the knob and swings the door open and begins to step out.

EXT.- OLD HOUSE- DUSK


CHASE starts to step out when his legs are yanked out from under him and he hit’s the ground with a THUD! We see the woman is laying behind him as she yanks him back in the house and the door slams. You hear a whisper.

WHISPER(O.S.)

(IN the same gravely soft voice)

Evelyn.

(FADE TO BLACK)

EXT.- WOODS- NIGHT


NATHAN is chained to a tree. He bursts awake and tries to move but he cannot. He looks down to notice that he is chained to the tree he is stood up next to. He screams out.

NATHAN

Help! Help me!


His yells echoes through the forest. He starts to scream again but notices that there are seven chairs sitting in front of him. IN the chairs there are puppets with blood smeared all over them. His face begins to resemble confusion of the situation at hand. Then out of the forest in front of him he hears a CREAKING sound. He slowly turns his head in the direction of the noise. In front of him is an old wooden trunk in front of a sign that reads(insert here). The trunk lid slowly creaks open as you see a light emerge from the trunk. NATHAN start trying to escape from the chains. He then hears a gunshot in the distance and it stops him in his tracks. He starts yelling again.

NATHAN

(In a panicked voice)

Help me! Will someone please fucking help me! Help!


NATHAN Then stops yelling and looks at the trunk in front of him. The dolls in the chairs in front of him start to turn their heads toward the trunk one by one until their all faces it. A head rises from the trunk. It a woman with a mask on that has been drilled onto her face and the bottom lip seems to be cut out and stitched onto her bottom lip.(She looks like a living dummy). Right under her hair line is a bullet hole. She slowly rises from the trunk until she is fully standing and looking straight at NATHAN who is looking right at her with fear in his eyes. He open his mouth to speak.

NATHAN

What the fuck?! This cannot be happening. Someone. Anyone. Help!


NATHAN then shuts up real quick when hears that creaking sound again. The woman’s mouth opens and you can hear wind echo through the trees as she looks at NATHAN with a evil look. The dummies in the chairs in front of him turn their head upon him. Blood starts to pour from their eyes as NATHAN struggles to get from the chains but fails. The woman moves out of the trunk and on to the soft ground. She slowly takes steps closer to him until she is face to face with him. He grips the chains and squeezes hard. She just stands mouth open in front of him. NATHAN then opens his mouth to speak when blood sprays out her open mouth all over him.

(FADE TO BLACK)

EXT.- WOODS- NIGHT

Cuts to detective LANDIS and MCKEE.

LANDIS:

So…this was what you called me to see?

Looks at body with disgust

MCKEE

 Yep…pretty fucked up right?

Also looking down

LANDIS

 That’s one way to put it. You could also say, really fucked up. Extremely fucked up….fucked…the fuck up. Jesus Christ man what the hell happened here?

MCKEE

 I don’t know, but If I did, you wouldn’t be here would you Landis?

LANDIS

 *Sips coffee* Guess not. 

MCKEE

Well the shit has hit the fan, and it has hit it pretty fuckin hard. I mean,

 We’ve been here for two and a half hours and we have no idea why this guy *points at COREY* has barbed wire wrapped around him and no fucking skin on his stomach. Why this guy is pumped with water pouring out of every orifice of his body and someone, a woman according to forensics, *cuts to other detective with weird look on his face* went Wolf man on this asshole and tore his fucking throat out. Oh, and we found this inside the third victim’s throat. *pulls out plastic bag with blood and necklace inside it*

LANDIS

 *looks at bag, then at other bodies. He checks them and they each also have the necklaces. He looks up, kneeling next to Nathan/Corey,* “Holy SHIT…They were members of MWC..”

MCKEE

 what the hell is the MWC?

LANDIS

 The Murdering Wives Club. You’ve never heard of them?

MCKEE

 No…sounds pretty fucked up though.

LANDIS:

Shit McKee, you ever pick up a newspaper?

MCKEE

 Don’t like the news, I see enough of the shit in the world on the clock. Why should I see anymore off of it?

LANDIS

 Yeah well I do. Anyway, they were uh…like a cult.

MCKEE

A cult?


LANDIS

Yeah, let me finish. They were like a doomsday cult. Members, usually frustrated husbands or strung out bats hit crazy husbands to be exact, joined. They had a website a forum, everything. It’s been down for a year now though, FBI saw to that. Anyway, they would torture and kills their wives then post videos and pictures of what they’d done on this site for the other members to see.

MCKEE

 Shit man…

LANDIS

Yeah, but here’s the thing. We only managed to catch and truly connect about.uh..40 or so of these murderers. FBI counted at least 100 of these members though…guess we didn’t manage to catch these guys..

MCKEE

Yeah well somebody did…we got they’re files right here. 

*Landis takes the files*

MCKEE:

Before you point it out, yes, their wives are dead. They went missing a year ago, but they’re bodies were finally found about 6 months ago. Buried up at Richmond’s point. 

*Landis thumbing through photos FLASHBACK*

MCKEE:

 This one, she was that fat one’s wife, she was made into human puppet. Apparently he cut her tendons, paralyzing her, and drilled a puppet mask into her face. Then he shot her in the head..

*ditto*

MCKEE:

 *looking at Landis* Wow, you’ve really been exposed to this shit too much. I threw up at least twice while I looked at these…

LANDIS:

 Takes a couple years before shit like this doesn’t turn your stomach inside out. What about this one? 

MCKEE:

 isn’t it obvious? This guy buried his wife in concrete, up to the neck, and then split her head with a fuckin’ axe.

LANDIS:

Looks at papers. but not with looks of horror, more like looks of vague curiosity or interest..  “Well, we’ve got a lot of paper work on this one I’m sure. Maybe we can find some family or friends to talk to…”

MCKEE:

 Who did this Landis? Who the fuck…vigilantes? Other cult members? JAKE?

LANDIS:

Christ I don’t know… *rubs his neck* First thing though, were questioning that Jake asshole. He’s gotta know something.

MCKEE:

 Poor guy wakes up and finds three of the most fucked up bodies in his garage? 

LANDIS:

 You don’t just wake up to shit like this without knowing anything about it, he knows something. *leaves*

MCKEE:

 *before leaving, looking behind him* I can’t even begin to imagine…what the hell happened in here….

INT.- WOODS- NIGHT(FLASHBACK)


COREY, CHASE, and NATHAN are bound in the room in different ways. COREY is strung up by wires with his mouth sewed shut. CHASE is bound in duct tape in the same chair from earlier. His whole body is covered in tape. NATHAN is tied down to a table with his shirt and pants used as his restraints with his arms and legs tied together under the table. Above his head is a garden hose. They are all set side by side so they can see the opening in the woods. Walks into view in front of them. The person walks with his back to the characters. The person turns around to reveal its JAKE. COREY, CHASE, and NATHAN have surprised hateful looks on their faces. All exit his body and stand before them as JAKE drops to the ground unconscious. Then the wives take there revenge. 

EXT.- CAR- PARKING LOT



LANDIS pulls out the keys from his pocket and looks around and then opens the door and gets in the car.

INT.- CAR- NIGHT


Landis starts up the car, adjust the mirror and then tosses these files on the seat next to him and drives off.

EXT. CAR- PARKING LOT


The car pulls away to reveal bloody foot prints on the ground next to where the car had been.


EXT.- HOUSE- NIGHT


Landis pulls up into driveway, gets out of car and goes inside.

INT.- HOUSE- NIGHT


Landis goes into the kitchen, gets a beer and heads to the bedroom. Once in the bedroom he takes a sip and opens the top drawer and pulls out necklace. He looks at it worried and then up into the mirror. Name is written in blood on the mirror. LANDIS drops his beer and turns around to a woman with a cut throat and blood running from her mouth.






( Fade to black)

The end.


