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FADE | N
EXT. SUBURBAN HOVE - NI GHT

A quai nt ranch-style honme surrounded by oak trees with red
and yel | ow | eaves.

The open front door sil houettes two people that wave goodbye
to a person in a tall hat that wal ks toward the street.

| NT. SUBURBAN HOME - FOYER - CONTI NUOUS

A thirty-sonething couple stand in the open doorway and wave
outside to an unseen person. The man, BRAD, is dressed as
Satan and the woman, JANET, as a Wtch.

BRAD
Thanks for dropping in!

JANET
We'l|l get that pan back to you
soon! B' bye!

As Brad shuts the door, Janet turns and | eans with her back
against it. She exhales wth relief.

BRAD
Janet ? You okay, babe?

JANET
Yeah. I'"malright. You gotta admt,
Brad, that was kinda weird.

BRAD
Just icing on the cake. What was
t hat guy supposed to be?

JANET
A Puritan or Pilgrim 1 think.
Hell, 1 don't know.

BRAD

D d he whi sper sonething when he
put his hand atop your head?

JANET
| didn't catch it. Whatever it was,
it didn't sound |ike english. Wat
a creep. Snelled funny, too.

BRAD
Note to self: Next tinme we put out
a flyer for an open-house, slash,
Hal | oween party, let's not nention
race, religion, or anything of that
sort.

JANET
Bei ng new and all, | just thought
|"d | et our neighbors know t hat
everyone was wel cone.



BRAD
| think people read it like it was
supposed to be a religion-thened
costune party.

Janet chuckles and lets out a cute snort.
JANET

That Buddha guy could really pack
away the seven-|ayer dip.

BRAD
And that old priest? Wiat a
bi zarro.

JANET

Yeah, no shit. Wal king around with
that ol d book and a cross cl utched
to his chest.

BRAD
So...who was your fave?

JANET
Easily the two m ssionary dudes.
They even brought green Jell-Owth
grated carrot.

Brad crosses his arns and acts seri ous.

BRAD
Janet, | think they really were
m ssionaries. Didn't you see them
cornering people all night?

Janet enbraces Brad.

JANET
|"mso glad THAT' S over.

BRAD
That wasn't so bad. 1'd chal k that
down as a big success in ny book.
Up top.

Brad rai ses an open pal mand Janet reluctantly gives it a
pat .

JANET
Yeah, | guess. Nothing broken, no
one got hurt and the cops weren't
cal l ed. Success.

The pair turn to reveal a Hall oween themed |iving room
littered with paper plates and red plastic Sol o cups.

Janet sighs heavily.



BRAD
Aw, it's not too bad. Cone on,
let's polish off that [ast bit of
Pinot and then we'll do a quick
cl ean up before bed.

JANET
I f you insist.

Brad grabs her hand and they walk to the...
Kl TCHEN

The kitchen is a disaster. The table is covered with nostly
enpty casserol e dishes and plastic serving bow s.

Brad picks up and examnes nmultiple enpty wine bottles until
finding one half-full.

BRAD
Yes!

He pours the last of the wine into two red cups.

BRAD _
Here's to a successful revival.

JANET
Her e, here.

Brad and Janet slam back their wi ne, enbrace and ki ss.

JANET
kay, you start in the living room
and 1'Il hit the kitchen.

BRAD

Deal .
Brad | eaves the kitchen and Janet turns for the sink.
LI VI NG ROOM

Brad starts to stack cups and paper plates. He pauses and
pi cks up an ol d | eat her-bound book.

BRAD
VWhat the hell?

He turns it over in his hands. Ancient runes are enbossed on
t he cover.

BRAD
Ni ce prop

Brad nonchal antly tosses the book onto the couch.

JANET (QO.S.)
What' d you say, Brad?



BRAD
What, nice prop?

JANET (O S.)
No, never ni nd.

Monents | ater, Janet pops her head around the corner with a
worried expression on her face.

JANET
D d you hear that?

Brad shrugs.

BRAD
Nope.

JANET
Seriously?

She goes back to the kitchen for a nonent and returns.

JANET
There! 1t's | ouder!

BRAD
Sorry, babe. Still nothin'.

JANET
I"'mtelling you--

She suddenly doubl es over and slans a fist to her tenple.
Brad cones to her side.

BRAD
Janet !

JANET
He's scream ng! You can't hear hin®

BRAD
What's he sayi ng?

Janet is on her knees with her head down.

JANET
He says to |l et himout!

BRAD
VWho?

She rai ses her face to Brad. She has a mani acal grin and
bl oody tears run down her cheeks.

JANET
Me!

Brad | eans back terrified. Janet's voice has becone very
deep and guttural.



5.

Janet is crouched on hands and feet, ready to pounce. Her
eyes have turned a vivid yellow

JANET
VWhere is it?

BRAD
Janet ? What the fu---?

She |l eaps at Brad and pins himto the floor. Her face inches
fromhis. Spittle flies as she yells.

JANET
VWhere's the dammed book?!

Brad, in shock, points with a shaky hand to the couch.
Janet's head turns to the direction of the couch and snil es.

JANET
Yes!

Janet picks himup by shirt, throws himinto the firepl ace
and | eaps to the couch.

She starts to rapidly thunb through the | eather-bound book.

JANET
Were is it? Its got to be here!
Ah!

She stands on the couch with the open book in one
outstretched hand and the other raised high. She begins the
incantation in a long forgotten dial ect.

As she chants, her body begins to contort and transform She
hunches over, talons grow from el ongated fingers, and horns
begin to grow from her head.

BRAD
Oh ny God! Janet!

JANET
Sil ence, you pathetic nortal!

The front door is abruptly kicked in and splinters fly. In
dashes the old PRIEST with the wooden cross held in an
out stret ched hand.

PRI EST
Qut, dammed beast! Go back to
whence you cane!
(to Brad)
Qui ckly! Subdue her!

Brad gets to his feet, dives and tackles Janet.
PRI EST

He's nost vul nerabl e during
transfiguration.



BRAD
He? Who's he?

PRI EST
Stryker. Dammed to hell by the Dark
Lord hinself.

Janet is barely recognizable. Her jaw juts out and her body
is covered in fur. Her feet are now cl oven hooves.

JANET
Let me up or 1'Il eat your soul!

BRAD
VWhat do | do?

PRI EST
He's not done yet. Press this to
her chest. Don't let up no matter
what she says.

He hands Brad the cross. It's not any ordinary cross. It's
of knotty and gnurly wood with thorns.

He presses it to her chest.
She lets out a how before laying in to Brad.

JANET
You di ckl ess cocksucker! 1"l shit
down your throat and quarter you to
the far ends of hell!

Brad | ooks to the Priest.

BRAD
Conme on, man! What the fuck?!

The Priest is calmy rifling through his black trench coat.

PRI EST
Now, where did | put that...aha!

The Priest pulls out a ziploc sandwi ch bag of dirt and hands
it to Brad.

BRAD
VWhat the hell? It's not |like | got
a free hand. What am | supposed to
do with that?

PRI EST
Shove it down her throat, of
cour se.

Brad puts an el bow on the cross to hold it in place and
grabs the bag of dirt. The extra weight on the cross really
pi sses her off.



JANET
You fucking Mamas-boy! You're weak
and worthless! | should ve run away

wi th your cousin!

BRAD
Wait...what?

PRI EST
Don't listen to him Just shove the
dirt down her---

Janet gets an armfree and knocks the Priest against the
wal | .

Now Brad's really angry. He funbles with the zip and tries
to distract the denon.

BRAD
My cousin, eh? Wich one? Ethan or
Jacob?

JANET

| fucked em bot h!

BRAD
Oh, you fucker. Eat this!

He shoves the dirt into the beasts nouth. Janet gags and
pushes Brad off.

She begins to arch and withe as an ethereal inmage craws
fromthe confinement of her body.

The form takes shape and begins to turn into a being. The
being is that of an old man with a gray beard. It's STRYKER

The Priest is elated. He gets to his knees and bows to the
ol d man.

PRI EST
Fat her Stryker! | am your hunble
servant.

BRAD

You' re his what ?!

Janet coughs up sone dirt, rolls over into Brad's arns and
passes out.

Stryker, naked, sits up and | ooks around.

STRYKER
| thought | would suffer for
eternity. How | ong have | been
gone?



PRI EST
Ni gh, four hundred and thirty
years, Ssire.

Stryker is shocked. He grabs at the Priest's | apels.

STRYKER
Four hundred and---?

PRI EST
Aye, sire. W had to wait for just
the right tinme and conditions.

Brad | ooks past the Priest and Stryker to the front door
where the man dressed as the PURI TAN now st ands.

BRAD
Who the fuck are you?

The man takes off his hat to reveal a black npbhawk and
Native Anerican facial tattoos. It's CH EF POAHATAN.

PONHATAN
Back to hell, you dammed beast!

He sheds his |long coat and grabs the handl es of two short
wooden | ances strapped to his back.

PRI EST
Powhat an?! You're dead!

The Priest turns and springs on Powhat an.

Powhat an arches down with both | ances and stabs the Priest
t hrough bot h shoul der bl ades. He wi thdraws the weapons as
the Priest falls to the floor dead.

STRYKER
|"ve learned a thing or two since
we | ast net.

W thout having to chant the incantation, Stryker transform
into the beast at wll.

He contorts and arches. Talons grow and cl oven hooves
appear. H's jaw el ongates and fangs grow.

PONHATAN
You don't think 1've just been
wai ting around idle for your
return, do you?

Powhat an begins to grow and bul k out into an enornous
grizzly bear. H's head now touches the nine foot ceiling in
the Iiving room

The two creatures charge and the battle rages. Beast tal ons
and bear claws shred into each others hides. Blood sprays
the walls of the suburban hone.



9.
Brad drags Janet into the kitchen and props her in a corner.

He returns to the living roomw el ding a neat cleaver in one
hand, a stew pot lid as a shield in the other and a
stai nl ess steel colander on his head.

He |l ooks like a total idiot as the fury continues. The
living roomis unrecogni zabl e.

Powhat an has the two | ances in his claws and Stryker
cornered. He slowy approaches.

PONHATAN
This time you wll incinerate |like
your followers on the fateful day
i n Roanoke. There's no Dark Lord to
save you this tine.

Powhat an strikes with both |ances. Stryker how s as they
enter through both sides of his torso.

Stryker begins to snolder and flanme. Know ng his fate, he
qui ckly waps his tal oned arnms around Powhat an.

The two creatures erupt into a ball of fire, creating a
smal | mael stromthat sucks the Priest, |eather bound book
and cross into a void before disappearing conpletely.
Brad stands dunbfounded.

Janet staggers into the living room hol ding her head and
spitting nud.

She gl ances around the room and turns to Brad.

JANET
What did you do?!
BRAD
Babe...you' re not going to believe

this---
FADE QUT



	FADE IN
	EXT. SUBURBAN HOME - NIGHT
	INT. SUBURBAN HOME - FOYER - CONTINUOUS
	KITCHEN
	LIVING ROOM

