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body horror

EXT. FOREST CLEARING - NIGHT

A vomit yellow Ford Mustang is parked at the edge of a forest, on the top of a cliff, overlooking the peaceful town of Boondoggle Rocks. There’s only one reason why anyone would be up here at this time of night.

INT. ford mustang - NIGHT

Teenagers MIKE SHOLE and LIZZIE TEMPINO are getting it on. Mike is wearing blue jeans and a white t-shirt. Lizzie is wearing white jeans and a blue t-shirt. They’re already at the color coding stage of the relationship but Lizzie pulls back.

Lizzie

Mike, wait.

Mike

What?

Lizzie

I’m not ready.

Mike’s about to protest but they’ve been here before.

Mike

Well, can you help me out?

Lizzie smiles and unzips Mike’s jeans. She slides in her hand. A blinding white light flares from within the forest, beaming through the car and blinding the couple.

(cont)

What the hell?
Lizzie

Police.

The light gets brighter, drowning all around it in its white glare.

Mike

That’s not the police.

The light disappears as suddenly as it arrived. Mike opens his door to go investigate.

Lizzie

Wait, don’t.

She pulls him back in.

mike 

It’s ok, Lizzie.

The car begins to rock, gently, from side to side.

Lizzie

Shit.

They lock the doors.

(cont)

Mike.

A mist begins to cloud the interior of the car. In an instant, an unseen force rips through Mike’s seat, penetrating his body, tearing though the front of his t-shirt, and stretching his skin beyond all possibility.

Mike gasps as his chest begins to accommodate the dagger-like protrusion stretching through his body, then freezes in shock as smaller, sharper points emerge through his neck, his face, moving to below his eyes and transforming his being into something unearthly.

Lizzie screams as she frees herself from the horror of the spectacle to escape through her door and sprint into the forest.

EXT. forest  - NIGHT

Lizzie darts between trees in a desperate attempt to get as far from the car as possible, until and object strikes her back, sending her body to the floor like a rag doll. Lizzie arches her back as her spine is penetrated, beginning a transformation into an otherworldly, grotesque mass of protruding edges and skin covered blades. Her fingers stretch, sharpen and solidify as her cries fall upon the darkness.

Montage:

The forest is viewed as through a dream, color blending and perspective unstable. Mike, transformed into something hideous, tears his way through the forest, slicing down trees with singular swipes of his arms.

Elsewhere, the transformed Lizzie preys upon a wild dog. She leaps on the animal, pinning it below her, and slices open its throat in deliberate pleasure.
Animal cries echo through the forest.
INT. school hall - NIGHT

Our dream like journey takes us to a high school hall, site of a Halloween dance, as STUDENTS scream in horror, perused, and mercilessly cut down by the preying creature.

The creature eyes its partner on stage, holding a helpless student above its head, and ripping him in two.

End montage.

EXT. forest clearing - DAY

The sun rises over Boondoggle Rocks. Lizzie staggers from the forest as her former self. Mike is resting on the car bonnet, as himself, covered in blood. Lizzie approaches, ashamed.

Lizzie

It’s inside me.

Mike

What happened?

Lizzie

I saw… I saw the dance, tonight. We were there.
Mike

I know. I had no control of what I was doing last night, in there. 

Lizzie

Training. We were in training.

Mike

Whatever happens, we’ve got to stay away from that dance.

Lizzie

We need help. Mike, we can’t do this on our own.

mike

Ok. I’ve got some gym clothes in the back.

Cut to:

Mike slams down the trunk. He and Lizzie are in gym clothes. After the slaughter of last night, they look ridiculously fragile. Lizzie ties her shirt up round her waist to make it fit. She’s tanned.

Mike

You look hot.

Lizzie 

How can you be thinking of that, now?

Mike

I’m just saying.

INT. ford mustang - NIGHT

Mike drives the car out the forest and onto a deserted highway.

Mike

Where do we go?

Lizzie

We go straight to Sheriff Wheeler. We need to be locked up.

Mike

Locked up?

Lizzie

What is it happens again?

(panting)

Shit. I don’t know if I can control it. Feel my heart.

Mike feels.

Lizzie

I said feel my heart, not my tit.

mike

You’ve changed.

They exchange a look.

Lizzie

I had a bear for breakfast.
ext. boondoggle rocks - DAY

The Ford makes its way through the town square, passing banners advertising tonight’s Halloween Ball. TOWNSFOLK go about their business, buying costumes and such.

INT. ford mustang - DAY

Lizzie and Mike crane their necks to see the banners.
Mike

This town really takes Halloween seriously.

Lizzie

They’re going to take it pretty seriously, tonight.

EXT. sheriff’s office - DAY

The Ford pulls up outside the Sheriff’s office. It looks like the brick house made by the third little pig. Lizzie and Mike knock the door and the Sheriff appears. He looks like the third little pig.

sheriff wheeler

Yep?

mike

Sheriff. This town’s in trouble. Something’s happened to us.

Lizzie

Calm down, Mike. Sheriff, we’re not safe to be on our own right now. We feel we’re going to do something bad. We have strange teenage impulses that we can’t control.

Mike wipes the sweat from his brow.

sheriff
Yep.

mike

Sheriff, you’ve got to lock us up!

sheriff

Wolf-man?

lizzie

Body snatchers.

sheriff

Yep.

He shuts the door in their faces, hard.

lizzie

We’ll go see your parents.
EXT. suburban house - DAY

Lizzie and Mike run up to the front door of a picture perfect dream home.

Mike

I hope they’re in.

INT. suburban house - DAY

Mike and Lizzie burst into the hallway, which looks like a Catholic shrine.

Mike

Mum, Dad?

Mr. and Mrs. Shole appear from the living room.

Mr. Shole

Where the hell have you been?

Mike

Dad, we’ve got a problem.

Mr. Shole

You’re damned right, you’ve got a problem.

Mrs. Shole

Out all night with that slut.

Mrs. Shole’s head is sliced clean off by Lizzie’s mutated blade arm. Mr. Shole runs into the living room screaming as Lizzie completes her transformation.

Mike

No!

The transformed Lizzie bounds through the wall separating the hall and the living room, cornering Mr. Shole. With a single motion, she creates a hole in Mr. Shole’s torso like a hole punch pounding through paper.

(cont)

Let’s go see your parents.

The Lizzie creature bounds through the outer wall of the house and heads down the street. Mike follows through the hole in the wall.

EXT. suburban street - DAY

The Lizzie creature comes head to head with an oncoming car. She brushes it out the way with ease, sending the vehicle and its PASSENGERS into a nearby house where it explodes on impact.

Mike

Jesus.

Mike makes his way through the smoke towards Lizzie. Crouched over, in the middle of the street, Lizzie is breathing heavily, exhausted. Mike approaches tentatively.

Lizzie

I’m hungry. 
The Sheriff’s police van appears round the corner. It pulls up and the Sheriff gets out. He looks at the teenagers in disbelief.

INT. sheriff’s office - cells - DAY

Sheriff Wheeler drags Lizzie and Mike into the holding cell area. He locks the teenagers in adjacent cells.

Sheriff Wheeler

Stay.

mike

Wait, you need to put extra security on the Halloween Dance tonight. Call for back up. Call the army.

The Sheriff is gone.
INT. sheriff’s office - DAY

The Sheriff activates an archaic transistor radio. 

 Deputy Styles

(over the radio)

Deputy Styles.

Sheriff Wheeler

Where are you, Deputy?

Deputy Styles

I’m in the north forest.

Sheriff Wheeler

What the hell are you doing in the north forest?
Deputy Styles

There were reports of a disturbance up here, Sheriff. It looks like a tornado hit. People heard cries, howling, sounded like wolves.
Sheriff Wheeler

(into transmitter)

Wolves?

He casts a glance towards the holding cell area.
INT. cells - DAY

Lizzie stretches to see out of a barred window. She’s starting to look pale.

Lizzie

It’s afternoon already. They’ll be setting up the dance.

Mike is pacing his cell, dripping with sweat.

mike

We shouldn’t be separated.

lizzie

Mike?

INT. sheriff’s office - DAY

Sheriff Wheeler is restless.

Sheriff Wheeler
(into transmitter)

Get down here, will ya? And listen, one of us may need to go over to the Halloween Dance: just to check up.

Deputy Styles

 (into transmitter)

Ten, four.

A thunderous crash emanates from the cells.
Sheriff Wheeler instinctively covers his head. He collects himself, rests a hand on his gun and goes to investigate. 

INT. holding cells - DAY

Sheriff Wheeler leaps into view, gun aimed and ready to fire. Lizzie is crouching in a corner of her cell, shaking. Mike is gone.

Sheriff Wheeler

Where is he?

Lizzie closes her eyes and cries. Sheriff Wheeler unlocks the entrance to Mike’s cell and slowly enters. His position reveals a gaping hole in the brick roof, through which the transformed Mike reaches, ripping off Sheriff Wheeler’s head and pulling with it the attached spine and spleen. Lizzie screams.

EXT. sheriff’s office - DAY

The sky is already turning bleak as evening approaches. Deputy Styles’ patrol car pulls up. The Deputy stumbles out. He clearly isn’t going to be much help.

INT. holding cells - DAY

Mike has joined Lizzie in the corner. Both are traumatized, and exhausted, and somehow seeking comfort from the closeness of each other’s bodies. 

Deputy Styles finds them, and the hole in the roof.

Deputy Styles

What happened here? Where’s Sheriff Wheeler?

Mike

I ate him.

Deputy Styles

Alright, you come with me.

He drags Lizzie and Mike to their feet, and scolds them

(cont)

You’re in a lot of trouble.

INT. patrol car - DAY

Lizzie and Mike are locked up in the moving vehicle.

mike

Where do you think he’s taking us?

Lizzie

As far away from town as possible, hopefully.

EXT. sports hall - NIGHT

The patrol car pulls up. Deputy Styles jumps out and heads up the steps into a building garishly decorated for the Halloween Dance. Music is already playing.

INT. patrol car - NIGHT

Lizzie and Mike realize where they are.

lizzie

He hasn’t?

mike 

What are we going to do?

INT. sports hall - NIGHT

Final preparations are underway for the dance. A member of the support team dressed as a SKELETOR carries a tray of chips to the buffet table.

Deputy Styles

You, there! Wait. Do you know what kind of security you’ve got arranged for tonight?

skeletoR

Security? Do we need security?

Deputy Styles

I don’t know. I’ve seen some pretty strange things, today. The sheriff’s gone missing, and I got some grade A weirdoes back in the car.

His mobile rings.

Deputy Styles

(into phone)

Not now, Mom.

A tire screeches from outside.

EXT. sports hall - NIGHT

Lizzie and Mike, still shackled together, u-turn the patrol car and head out of town.

Deputy Styles chases on foot.

INT. patrol car - NIGHT

Lizzie pulls free from the chains.

Mike

I don’t want to die.

lizzie

You saw what happens if we let those things take over. Everyone dies.

mike

I want to be together.

lizzie

We will be.

INT. sports hall - NIGHT

TEENAGERS arrive in costume as the party kick off.

EXT. FORREST CLEARING - NIGHT

The patrol car pulls up at the familiar clearing.

INT. pAtrol CAR - NIGHT

Mike looks terrified. 

Lizzie

You ok?

Mike

I’ve been better.

Lizzie

I don’t know how long we have left.

EXT. sports hall - NIGHT

A group of teenagers pour out of a rental limo. They’re dressed as classic HORROR CHARACTERS.

FRANKENSTEIN’S MONSTER

Aren’t Mike and Liz supposed to be here?

INT. patrol car - NIGHT

Lizzie and Mike hold hands.

mike

You ready?

INT. sports hall - NIGHT

The band is being introduced and the kids are cheering.

INT. patrol car - NIGHT

Mike starts the car.

mike

I love you.

lizzie

I love you, too.

INT. sports hall - NIGHT

Kids are having fun in masks. It’s a great place to be.

INT. patrol car - NIGHT

The car picks up speed towards the edge of the cliff. Lizzie transforms immediately. She slaughters Mike quick and ruthlessly, and leaps through the roof of the car. Mike slumps over the wheel of the car and the car flies over the edge of the cliff, dropping in mid air and plunging downward until it meets the ground and then black.
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