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FADE | N:

NARRATOR (V. 0.)
Wel come to Tales of Horror, |I'm
your host, the Invisible Man. Many
years watching all the atrocities
humans do to each other has |led ne
to chronicle everything.

(beat)
Qur story centers on Rick, who
clainms to love the thrill of hunt.

Sadly, his obsession with the
sexual highs of conquest have |ed
himto terrible extremes. This is
his latest thrill.

I NT. OLD WAREHOUSE - DAY

A door opens as RICK GOODWN (20s), white, fit as an ox,
real ly good | ooking with blonde hair, blue eyes, in arny
fatigues, steps through the door.

On one shoul der, he carries a sack, while singing "Love,
Reign Oer Me" by the Wio. His British accent natches
Daltrey’s spot on. He closes the door.

The warehouse’s walls are barely lit as the door opens.
Once the door closes, you can barely see two feet around
you.

He wal ks past an old freight elevator to the other end of
t he huge warehouse. He swi ngs the sack from his shoul der
and gently rests it on the floor, releasing a beautiful
woman (20s), thin, dark hair, brown eyes, pale skin, in a
tank top and short shorts.

He bends down, reaches into his pocket and pulls out a
package of snelling salts. He breaks it near her nose,
causi ng her to regain consciousness alnost instantly. She
gasps for air. Here |lies Anber.

Rl CK
Hello hottie. What's your nanme?
Hottie's so informal.

AMVBER
(speaks in Gaelic accent)
AMBER. Wy am -

Rl CK
(cuts her off)
Wiy are you here? | know, it’s
always their first question. |'m

shocked it’s never who are you?



Anber stares at him

Rl CK

W' re gonna play a gane. There an

an old elevator that |l eads to

upstairs. |F you can get upstairs
before I kill you, you' re free to
go.
AVBER
(begs)
Oh, pl ease -
RI CK

(sl aps Anmber in the face)
Stop, begging isn't allowed. It

won’t get you anywhere. The rules
are sinple. You get upstairs, you

win. You live. | find you, I kil
you, I win. GCot it?

AVBER
How is that fair? You'll kill ne
ri ght away.

Rl CK
Nah, |’ m gonna give you a sixty
second start. In the dark. 1|'d

say good |uck, but, we both know I

don't nean it.
Ri ck | ooks at his watch.

Rl CK
Time starts NOW Run, run, run.

Anmber takes off running. He watches her.
entire tinme, until she fades from vi ew.

Rl CK
Fifty.

Anmber only sees a few feet in front of her.

gr opi ng hands.

Her shin catches the side of a snmall table.

scream the quickly covers her nouth.
Rick quietly noves to the right.

Rl CK
Forty.

He | aughs the

She wal ks with

She lets out a



Anber regains her conposure. She feels the table for
anyt hi ng she can use as a weapon. |It’s bare.

She takes off headed straight.

Rl CK
(in front of her)
Thirty.
AMBER
That’s not fair. You' re noving
around.
Rl CK

Sorry dove, you got turned around.
Good on you for using ny voice as a
beacon. Twenty.

Anber turns back around and runs into the table again.
Through tears, she nuffles a scream

Rl CK
Ht the table again? That’'s too
bad. 1’ m gonna enjoy fucking you

up in every way, Anber. Ten.

Anber runs past the table. She trips over a netal bucket.
She falls to the floor and scrapes her knees. She screans
and swears again.

Rl CK
Tinme's up sweetie. Here cones
Ri cky.

Ri ck reaches into the bag, grabs, puts on N GHT VI SI ON
GOGELES. He purposely wal ks heavily as he approaches her.

Anber hears his footsteps at first, until they fade out.
She crouches down to avoi d any ot her obstacl es.

She spots sonething on the floor. Slowy, she crawls up to
it. Another bucket.

AMBER (V. Q)
You fucker. That's there to
pi npoi nt ny | ocation.

She picks up the bucket w thout naking noise. She stops,
ponders her next nove.



AMBER (V. Q)
Two can play the |ocation gane.

She cl oses her eyes, nusters up all her strength and throws
it behind her. It flies through the air and hits the floor.

Rl CK
Nice try sweetheart. M turn.

Rick swings his knife that grazes her arm She screans.

Anber grabs her arm |ooks at the flesh wound. She shakes
it off, runs away, her foot hits the bucket.

It slides across the floor until it hits sonething, a holl ow
met al sound.

The el evator.
SALVATI ON

Anmber carefully collects her wits. She heads towards the
sound.

She nmeasures each step, not to give away her position.

A fl oorboard creeks close to her. She stops. Another
fl oorboard creeks further away.

She noves closer to the el evator.

After each step, she listens for novenent.

Silence. No novenent. The el evator nust be cl ose.

Anot her step.

The el evator cones into view

Si | ence.

She makes her way to it. Quietly, she pushes the door open.
| NT. ELEVATOR LI FT - SECONDS LATER

She slides in and cl oses the doors. Bl ackness envel opes
her.

She feels for the control pod on both sides of the door.
Not hi ng.

Her hands search all four walls. Still nothing.

She touches the doors again.



She pani cs.

So close to freedom

She steps backwar ds.

She feels a bl ade enter her back.

She spins around. The bl ade enters her stonach.
She drops to one knee hol ding her stomach.

Rl CK
Lets go upstairs.

Ri ck pushes a cord that hangs fromthe ceiling.
The el evator rises to the next floor.
He | ooks down, an evil smle crosses his |ips.

Rl CK
Oh, we’'re gonna have such fun.

The Iift cones to a stop. Rick opens up the doors.

Rl CK
Ch, and | lied, the door is
downstairs. This is where | savor
my victory fromthe hunt.

| NT. OLD WAREHOUSE UPSTAI RS - SECONDS LATER

Ri ck grabs Amber by the hair and pulls her out of the
el evator. Blood pours from her wounds.

A stench forces Anber to gag. Bodies of dead wonen cover
the floor.

AMBER
(gags and coughs up bl ood)
What ' s that stench?

RI CK
That’'s the sweet snell of pure fun.
Wl cone to the GAME ROOM

Ri ck spins Anber around so she’s on her back. He uses his
bl ade to cut off her bl ood-soaked tank top, exposing her
naked chest. He lowers his goggles to his neck.

He bends down and |icks her bl oody chest.



Rl CK
| hope | didn't cut you too deep.
(1 ooks her over)
Damm, m ght have to do first aid.

Anber’s eyes slowy close. The |ook of death covers her.
Ri ck recogni zes this | ook. Panic covers his face.

Rl CK
No! You will NOT die before I’ve
had nmy fun!

Qut of frustration, he stabs her in the chest over and over.
He sticks his hand over her nmouth and forces her neck
backwards and slices her throat nultiple tines. Her hands
fall Iinp to their sides.

Rick slides down to her |egs and | ooks at her short shorts.
He stands. Drenched in her blood, he lets out a
bl ood-curdling scream

The thrill of the kill taken from him

RI CK
(screans at her)
You took the thrill fromnme. You
deni ed ne fucking you as you di ed.

Rick drops the knife, stares at the other corpses. He kicks
t hem over and over.

He stops. He covers his face with his hands.
Behind him Anber’s eyes jolt open. She sits up.
Sonet hi ng about her seens different.
AMBER
Well, that was extrenely
anti-climatic.

Rick turns around. He can’t believe his eyes.

Rl CK
You wer e dead.

AVBER
It’s my turn to have sone fun,
| over boy.

She kicks himin the face, forces himback towards the
el evator. Anber rises to her feet.



Anber stands over him

AMBER
| shoul d expl ain.

Wth her wounds healed, Rick’s eyes are filled with
conf usi on.

AVBER
My real nanme is PERCHTA, GODDESS OF
THE HUNT. My hunman nane, Anber
means fierce. Like ne.

Rl CK
| don’t care who you are.

Ri ck picks up the blade and |lunges at her. She bl ocks his
clumsy attack, controls his wist with her hand, and forces
himto drop the bl ade.

As she turns his wist further, he grows as he drops to one
knee. Rick screans. H's wist breaks.

PERCHTA
Real hunters don’t need weapons,
nor do they need to cheat.

Ri ck remains on one knee. She renoves the goggles, |ooks at
themw th di sgust. Tosses them away.

PERCHTA
You |ike to strip thenf? Your
"prizes."

Perchta releases Rick’s hand. He pulls it back and cradles
his broken wist. Perchta s brings himcloser. She snells
his fear.

PERCHTA
Mmm the sweet snell of fear.

Her ot her hand slices through his clothes. Hi s clothes fal
away fromhis body. He tries to cover hinself.

PERCHTA
You still horny? Do | still turn
you on?

Rick tries to speak, but, no words escape his nouth.
Perchta laughs at him then flings himto the floor.



PERCHTA
| was a fool to think that a
primtive like you could thrill ne.

| wanted to feel your fire, your
power, your insight to the true
nmeani ng of the hunt.

She grabs his other hand.

Rl CK
Pl ease don’t -

She sl aps himso hard, he spits out two teeth, blood seeps
from hi s nouth.

PERCHTA
Gander, neet goose. No beggi ng,
right? Instead, all | got was a

liar, cheater, and a necrophiliac.

Rl CK
| have noney.

PERCHTA
|’ ma fucking god. What do | need
noney for? Ricky, Ricky, Ricky, we

are going to have such fun. | cane
here to see a sel f-proclai ned
master. Instead, | got a weak man
who only thinks he’s in control. A
man who only hunts peopl e who have
no chance.

Rl CK
" msorry?

She | aughs heartily.

PERCHTA
You haven't figured out the best
part, have you?

Rick stares at her. She pulls his other armtowards her
nmout h. She gouges his wist with her grip, forces his hand
to open wi de as she seductively sucks his thunb.

CGentl e, slow, she noves up and down on his thunb.
Then, she bites it off. He emts a blood-curdling scream

He tries to draw his hand back to his chest to protect it,
but, her strength overpowers him She spits out his thunb.



PERCHTA
Look at your hand, R cky.

Rick | ooks at the hand. No blood. HE S NOT BLEEDI NG
Ri ck’ s eyebrows cone together in confusion.

PERCHTA
Benefits of being a god.
(She | ooks around the room)
You know, it’s too dark in here.

Perchta' s eyes glow red, intensely bright lights flood the
room Rick squints.

Once lit, she sees has every torture device nmade. Fromthe
usual to the outright strange.

Perchta slugs himin the stomach, grabs his |l eg and drags
hi m t hrough the game room Stops at the thunbtacks, which
cover part of the floor.

PERCHTA
Thunbt acks. How quai nt .

She slans his | eg against the floor. Puts her foot on his
t hr oat .

PERCHTA
Do you know where to use these to
inflict the greatest pain? Simlar
things existed in Austrasia, unm
what you now cal |l Gernmany.

She picks up a thunbtack and shoves it into his arnpit.
Rick cries out.

Rl CK

Just get it over with and kill ne.
PERCHTA

Kill you? You re screans delight

me. You insulted nme with the way
you hunt. You, ny dear Rick, are
gonna entertain ne.

Rl CK
Fuck you. 1’1l kill nyself first.

He tries to bite his own tongue off, but, can’'t.

PERCHTA
Still don't get it do you? | own
every part of you. Only | can |et

( MORE)



10.

PERCHTA ( CONT’ D)
you feel the sweet rel ease of
deat h.

She spots bloody pliers on the floor. She grabs them and
shoves it into his nmouth, closes it on his tongue, and gives
hima forked tongue.

He withes in agony on the floor turning back and forth.
H s hands cover his nouth.

PERCHTA
Forked Tongue. Poetry in notion.
O is it fact imtating fiction?
Oh, you humans have far too many
expressions to keep track of.

Perchta steps on Rick’s foot, shatters the bones. The sound
of bones crushing delights her. Sadly, R ck passes out.

PERCHTA
(frowni ng)
VWell, we can’'t have that.

Her eyes glow white, Rick’s body responds like he's getting
shocked froma defibrillator, forcing himto wake.

PERCHTA
The real use of the hunt was to
give a Being a chance at freedom or
redenption if they won. But, if
the hunter won, then you OM t hem
all of them the soul, everything.

He tries to crawl away. She stalks himin cat-1ike fashion.

PERCHTA
| own the air you breathe. The
| ength of your fingers. How nuch
bl ood you have in your body. | own
it all. Eventually, I'Il tire of
you, but, until then, you re m ne.

She grabs his other foot, drags himtowards her. She kneels
and licks his mouth. Hi's blood rests on her tongue.

PERCHTA
Li ke the drugs, huh? Like to fee
unnatural highs or lows? |
guarantee you, | will take you
pl aces you coul dn’t have fat honed.
| claimyou for ONE THOUSAND YEARS.
(beat)

( MORE)



11.

PERCHTA ( CONT’ D)
| " m gonna take you hone where al
my real mcan practice, play, cook
and serve you, over and over.

A cheese grater catches her eye.

PERCHTA
Ch, | ook a cheese grater. | bet
you had a ball with this. The
problemis they tend to bl eed out.
That won’t be a problemfor you.

(beat)
You still "horny?" Still got a
hard on? |’ m gonna show you how to

use this, to stop those.
Rick’s blood curdling screans fade away as we fade to bl ack.

NARRATOR (V. 0.)

Don’t you hate when fantasy gets
interrupted by reality? Rick sure
does.

(beat)
Tune in next time for another Tale
of Horror where we show you death
isnt the worst thing that can
happen to you.

FADE TO BLACK.
THE END.



