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Chapter 1




 


FADE IN: INT. BLACK ROOM—DAY…er...NIGHT? I
suppose it doesn’t matter.

The music is altered only enough to avoid
copyright infringement, altered only enough that the lumbering
dance of elephant notes does little more than jog the memory. The
synthetic flutes ascend when they should descend. Sub-standard
keyboard strings drag, then skip like a zombie child bouncing a
severed head ball down the sidewalk. It might be the theme to
Alfred Hitchcock Presents, but it isn’t enough of the theme
to garnish royalties.

Cheep bastards.

A profile caricature of a man’s head appears
on the screen; white, chalk-like strokes forming a fitted chin, the
tip of a nose, thick glasses, and wild, Albert Einstein hair.

In the darkness, J. Artemis Lumpkin steps
into the drawing, filling in what the meager lines did not.

The lights come up, and the overlay
disappears.

He turns to face the camera. His posture:
straight. His head: held high.

The pirated tune reaches its conclusion and
after a few awkward moments of dead air, the infamous director
begins to speak.

“Good evening,” he says. His British,
congested accent mimics the great master, as do the exaggerated
movements of his mouth as it forms the words. “Of course, as you’re
reading this piece of tripe, that’s likely to change. One might
compare this book to a Z-movie that had the good sense not to be
filmed. I should know. This rubbish was my idea. And of course, Mr.
Winston made his usual suggestions, which speak for
themselves.”

He pauses, looks to the side with a grimace,
and shudders.

“Honestly, folks, this is one of those rare
occasions where watching the latest reality television program
about mildew farmers, is actually a better suggestion than reading
a book. Take my advice. Set this book to the side, and reach for
the remote. Better yet, burn this tome, lest it fall into the hands
of unsuspecting children.”

He waves his hands beside his wide-eyed
expression, a poor attempt at looking terrified.

“Oh, the horror.”

He gives a self-conscious glance to the
side, and drops his hands.

“As you might probably be able to guess from
my performance thus far, even the acting in this book is terrible.
And when the acting is bad in a novel, one can agree that there are
much greater issues to be addressed.”

He leans in toward the camera.

“It only gets worse, folks.”

He straightens his posture.

 


DISSOLVE TO: INT. RUSTIC CABIN – NIGHT

Wood-paneled walls and heavy log furniture
set the tone for the room. As the shot pans right, a can light
comes into view. A gaffer walks by, followed by a woman with combs,
brushes, and a hair dryer. A buxom blonde with a mortal wound
across her throat reclines on a couch. She’s wearing a pink
bathrobe, and reviewing her lines.

J. Artemis Lumpkin continues in a off screen
voiceover.

“Of course, who can turn their eyes from a
train wreck? So, I’ll begin at the beginning. Mr. Winston suggested
I start somewhere in the middle, which I have. So now we’re back at
the beginning where respectable pictures and books often start.

“Don’t bother rereading that sentence.
You’re wasting your time as it is.”

The shot continues to pan right over
lighting equipment and a camera until it finally comes to rest on a
sullen looking man in a director’s chair. He’s fit and in his mid
thirties with a full head of brown, wavy hair.

“What am I doing here,” he says shaking his
head. He looks around the rustic room as though taking it in with
awakened eyes.

“You’re living your dream, little brother,”
another man says, entering the shot and sitting down beside him.
The new man is similar to the first, though he’s a bit chunkier and
has less hair. “You’re making movies.” He laughs and slaps the
first man on the shoulder. “We’re making movies. Can you beat
that?”

“We’re making pornos, Larry,” the first man
says, looking none too happy about it.

Larry, the second man, wrinkles his face,
adjusts himself in his producer’s chair, and looks at the first man
as though shocked.

“What? No, Guy,” Larry says, proffering his
arms forward in presentation of the set: the log furniture, the
blonde, the blood-stained carpet that no one is going to miss.
“This isn’t porn, man, it’s exploitation horror. Completely
different!”

“Larry,” Guy says, holding the light blue,
cardstock cover of the script up in front of him. The title of the
film is clearly visible. “We’re filming, ‘The Tramp Camp
Massacre.’”

“And it’s going to be huge,” Larry says.

He looks at the blonde who continues to test
the different inflections one can ascribe to the line, “Oops. There
go my buttons.”

Larry nudges Guy. “Speaking of huge…”

Guy shakes his head. “I just thought we’d be
doing more with our lives than this.”

Again, Larry looks taken aback. “What are
you talking about? We’re living our dream!”

“Hitchcock was the dream, Larry. I wanted to
shoot masterpieces of cinematic art, not porn.”

“This isn’t porn,” Larry says insistently.
“We’ve been over this. It’s exploitation horror.”

“Excuse me.”

Both men turn to face a strawberry blonde in
a blue robe. The halves hang open exposing her cleavage. Larry’s
eyes follow the chasm down to her Brazilian wax job.

Guy looks away in disgust.

“Mr. Director?”

“Producer,” Larry says.

“Oh, sorry,” she says in a nervous,
dumb-blonde laugh. She looks at Guy, then back at Larry.
“Anyway…”

She holds up her hands. Colored strips of
cloth dangle from each thumb.

“Am I supposed to die in the blue thong or
the black thong?”

“Black,” Larry says, not looking at the
thong in her left hand. His eyes finally migrate back to her face.
“Speaks to the naughtiness of your character.”

“Okay,” she says bubbly as ever.
“Thanks.”

She gives that coquettish wave where the
palm remains stationary but the fingers genuflect in short
bounces.

Larry and Guy watch her walk away.

“Oh, yeah,” Guy says through a dower
expression. “This is the complete opposite of porn.”

“I don’t see what you’re complaining about,”
Larry says, still watching the strawberry blonde depart and slip
into the black thong—the cabins’ corner doubling as a dressing
room. “I mean, really. This is the life most men dream about.”

“They can have it.”

Larry looks at Guy and shakes his head.

Guy leans back in his director’s chair.

“Sister Agatha was right.”

“What? That batty old nun from high school?
Man, forget about her.”

“She said I had more potential than
this.”

“Yeah, but she was really just trying to get
us to stop making our little homemade slasher films.” Larry smiled.
“All those bad girls in argyle skirts eager to liberate Jesus so
they could pay the wages of their own damn sins. Those were the
days, right little bro?”

“Live for Jesus, or waste your life,” Guy
says.

Larry groans.

Guy leans back. “And she was right. We’ve
wasted our existence chasing fantasies that have no substance.”

From overhead, a light fades in ever
brighter on Guy’s upturned expression. A chorus of angels can be
heard singing in the background.

“She was right, Larry. We need to give this
up and get back to the faith of our parents. We could make films
about God and His love.”

The heavenly light and the chorus become
increasingly stronger.

“We could really change the—”

“Johnson!” Larry shouts. “Get that spot out
of the director’s face! What are you trying to do? Blind him?”

The overhead light turns away, and a
sun-baked blond youth begins to apologize profusely.

Guy looks roused from a dream, or
vision.

“Sorry about that, little bro,” Larry says.
“Every hack in the country is clamoring to get into this business.
Anyway, snap out of it. We’ve got work to do.”

Guy shakes his head. “I’m done. I’m not
wasting another minute of my life on this crap.”

“What are you going to do? Become a
priest?”

“I might.”

Larry shakes his head. “Come on, little bro,
be serious.”

Guy stands from his chair and begins to walk
away. “I am.”

Larry stammers after him. “You…you can’t do
this.”

“Watch me.”

“You have a contract.”

“I’m breaking it.”

“I’m not going to let you. I’m your big
brother, Guy. I can still make you do what I want.”

Guy takes hold of the cabin door and pulls
it open. “Good-bye Larry.”

Larry throws his bulk against the door,
against Guy, mashing one against the other.

“I’m not going to let you break up the team.
Besides, where would ‘Guy’s Gone Wylde Productions’ be without
you?”

“Honestly,” Guy muffled voice says from
somewhere under his brother. “I don’t care.”

“Come on, little bro. What would mom
say?”

“About repenting from my relentless
exploitation of the female body?”

“No,” Larry says, indignantly. “About going
back on your contract. It would break her heart.”

“No more than I did when I signed it.”

“See,” Larry says, backing away from the
door and his smashed brother. “Why would you want to give her any
more grief?”

Guy looks at Larry with a stern, determined
expression. “Larry, either you’re going to let me out of my
contract, or I swear I’m going to sabotage every film you make me
do.”

Larry lets out a hearty guffaw. “Yeah, like
you would do that to your own flesh and blood.”

 


CUT TO: INT. BLACK ROOM – DAY (probably)

J. Artemis Lumpkin, a man who, with combed
hair and without the thick glasses, could pass for Guy Wylde,
stands with his usual Hitchcock posture. Facing the camera, he
says, “It is unwise to annoy the crazy person.”

 


CUT TO: TITLE SHOT

Against a black screen, stamped letters
appear, listing at an angle, to spell the word,
“Unpublishable.”

Beneath this, subtext appears in a
typewriter font. “The book isn’t always better.”

 


 



Chapter 2




 


CUT TO: INT. BLACK ROOM – WHENEVER

After the lumbering dance of the elephant
notes, after the filling in of the chalk-white outline, after the
lights come on to reveal J. Artemis Lumpkin, he turns to the camera
and says, “Good Evening. Not that it’s going to last if you’re
watching this, but I do wish you well. Of course, for those of you
not interested in being wished well, may you all die horrid and
grisly deaths.”

 


CUT TO: INT. BASEMENT DEN – NIGHT

Light from the television illuminates three
figures on a worn couch. A bowl of popcorn rests on the coffee
table before them.

Two guys sit on the left and center
positions of the couch. The young man in the center is in his early
twenties. He’s grotesquely obese with a thin beard of red hair
draping down his soiled T-shirt to his B cups. The man on the left
is about the same age, but considerably thinner. Shaggy brown hair
cascades off his head to his shoulders.

A girl seated on the right pushes back a
lock of blond stringy hair, adjusts her large glasses, and says,
“What’s this?”

The portly man shakes his head, and says,
“Don’t know. Guy must be trying something new.”

Off screen, J. Artemis Lumpkin continues his
monologue.

“Speaking of grisly deaths, many of the
ladies in this picture – and I use that term loosely, this load of
tripe hardly deserves to be called a picture. Anyway, many of the
ladies didn’t live long enough to see their names in the
credits.”

“Yeah,” shaggy says. “Hurry up and bring on
the boobs.”

“Pervert,” the girl says.

The portly man hushes them both. All three
return their attention to the screen.

 


CUT TO: INT. BLACK ROOM – CONTINUED

The television borders the action on the
screen.

J. Artemis Lumpkin says, “Mr. Winston
suggested that we have a moment of silence at the beginning of the
picture out of respect for those who gave their lascivious lives
for our sordid amusement. At once I recognized this as a bad
idea…”

“Good,” shaggy says, off screen.

“…so naturally we put it in the
picture.”

“What?!”

“Shut up, dude, we’re trying to watch the
movie.”

The girl giggles.

From the screen, J. Artemis Lumpkin
continues to look directly into the camera. He isn’t moving. His
posture is erect, his head held back, his lower lip protruding. In
his glasses, his eyes seem as huge as his teased out hair.

After ten seconds of nothing, he looks to
the side.

Then eyes front again.

Another few seconds pass.

He clears his throat.

A few seconds later, he checks his
watch.

He looks from left to right in a slow
arching motion, then back at the camera.

The girl giggles again.

“What is this crap?”

“Dude, respect.”

“Respect nothing, man. I didn’t pay twenty
bucks to show a bunch of bimbos respect. Bring on the titties!”

J. Artemis Lumpkin starts to rock back and
forth on the balls and heels of his feet.

“Where’s the remote?”

“Carl, hush, we’re supposed to be doing a
moment of silence thing.”

“Gretchen, can it.”

J. Artemis Lumpkin stops rocking, looks at
the camera and says, “Thank you very much. I’m certain the families
of the doomed appreciate this, especially considering what we’re
about to do to their daughters. Well, we might as well get this
travesty over with.

The screen fades to black.

 


CUT TO: EXT. RUSTIC CABIN – EVENING

Pine trees rise on either side of the
structure. In the moon light, smoke can be seen rising from the
chimney. A few of the lights are on.

“This place always give me the creeps,” a
girl’s voice says. It’s a pretty voice, likely to belong to a
pretty girl. “Kinda reminds me of that movie, you know where the
guy with the hockey mask goes around hacking up campers.”

“You don’t need to worry about him,” another
voice says, somewhat more alto but none the less appealing.

 


CUT TO: INT. RUSTIC CABIN – EVENING

The lamp casts a modicum of light over the
log furniture, the wood-paneled walls, and the buxom blondes seated
opposite each other. One is spilling out of her tank top. Her jean
shorts don’t cover much either. The other blonde wears a pink,
sleeveless blouse a few sizes too small. Her white miniskirt makes
her look like a candy striper.

The tank top girl says, “No, the guy you
need to worry about here is the old cook. They say one of the
campers accused him of raping her, when he didn’t. But before she
admitted to lying about it, a group of boys chased him into the
woods and hanged him.”

“Oh, that’s awful,” pink blouse says,
putting a hand to her chest.

“The weird thing,” tank top says, leaning
forward, “is that the owner of the camp went in to give the cook a
proper burial. He found the tree, and the rope, but the cook’s body
was never recovered. Legend says he still stalks these woods
seeking revenge; murdering beautiful girls before they can tell
another lie about him.”

Pink blouse gasped. Her inflated chest
proved to be too much for the top, and the halves finally
parted.

“Oh,” she said, putting a hand to her
exposed cleavage. She wasn’t wearing a bra. “There go my
buttons.”

Carl and his corpulent companion cheer.

Gretchen groans the word, “Typical.”

“Better change that top before the cook
finds you,” tank top says.

Pink top stands to her feet.

The new camera angle moves from behind the
tank top blonde along the wall of the room.

“You’re right,” pink blouse says, holding
the severed halves of her stop in each hand. “Wouldn’t want the
bogeyman to get his hands on these.”

As she pulls back the halves of her top,
Carl cheers.

But at the same moment, the camera passes
behind a lamp shade.

“What!? No! Get the damn prop out of the
way!”

After a few moments, the shade is no longer
obstructing the view. The blond has removed her top completely now,
but she’s also turned her back to the camera.

“Don’t joke like that, Christine,” tank top
says.

“Tina, relax,” Christine, the topless
blonde, says.

She turns to face her friend.

The shot changes angles at that moment so
that the camera is now placed behind Tina, the tank top blonde.
Only Christine’s head and arms are clearly visible around Tina’s
mop of wavy blond hair.

“Not again!” Carl groans. “You’re killing
me.”

The corpulent man asks for an ax.

“It’s just a ghost story,” Christine says,
unaware of the bedroom door opening behind her. “It isn’t
real.”

There’s a close-up on Tina’s face, doing its
best impersonation of terror.

The shot changes to encompass Christine’s
head and bare shoulders, and the knife the killer is bringing to
her throat.

She feigns horrified surprise as he makes
the cut, then falls from view.

New angle. Christina lands on the floor,
dead. Her arms come to rest beside her head. Her head turns to face
the camera. The twin peak mountain range of her chest stands
concealed behind one of the long legs of a nearby chair.

The next shot features Tina’s screaming face
as the killer comes for her.

She gets up, and runs for the front door,
only achieving the threshold.

From behind the psychotic cook takes hold of
her chest and rips her tank top away.

This time, it’s the suddenly imposed block
letters spelling “TRAMP CAMP” that obstructs the view.

The killer cook drags Tina back into the
cabin as the word “Massacre” is added in a bleeding font.
Everything else fades to black leaving the viewer with only the
title and the doomed girl’s screams.

 


CUT TO: INT. BASMENT DEN – CONTINOUS

Carl and his corpulent friend sit dumbstruck
on the couch. Their heads forward, their eyes and mouths aghast in
equal degrees of width.

Gretchen is no longer able to control her
laughter. Her rotund body shakes as she puts the back of her hand
to her mouth.

“Now that was awesome.”

 


 



 Chapter 3

 


 


CUT TO: INT. PRODUCTION OFFICE – DAY

The office is large enough for a desk in the
center, two chairs in front, and a chaise lounge along the left
wall. A bank of filing cabinets stands to the right. Posters of
aspiring scream queens complete the décor. Each is embossed with
the Guy’s Gone Wylde logo; the capital G’s forming eyes over the W
mustache of a smiling face.

Larry Wylde sits behind the desk watching
the flat screen television mounted to the wall by the office
door.

His eyebrows knitted; his head shaking.

Guy Wylde raps on the door frame and
enters.

Larry glares at his younger brother.

“Let me guess,” Guy says with a hopeful
smile. “I’m fired.”

Larry shakes his head. “You’re a real piece
of work, you know that bro?” He turns his attention back to the
television, grabs the remote, hits pause. “I mean, really. How can
you top something like this?”

Guy looks at the screen, at the frozen frame
of Tramp Camp Massacre. A strawberry blonde stands on
unsteady legs, a potato peeler protruding from her blood-soaked
forehead. Her arms flail to the side. Between her shocked
expression and black thong, right where her large, pendulous
breasts should be clearly visible…

“Right,” Guy says. “We got a little blood
spatter on the lens there. Not really sure how we missed it in the
dailies.”

“Missed it in the dailies?” Larry says,
throwing the remote down on his desk. “I… You…” He pounds his fist
against the calendar desk mat. “How could you do this to me?”

“Let’s talk about my contract,” Guy says. “I
want out.”

“I’m not letting you quit.”

“Then I’ll just have to get myself
fired.”

Larry shook his head. “Little bro, come to
your senses. You’ve got a great future in the horror business.
Don’t throw it away.”

“That’s just it, Larry. Horror isn’t horror
anymore. We’ve replace the thrill of terror with mounds of carnage
candy.”

Larry shrugs his shoulders. “It’s what the
audience wants.”

“But is it what they need?”

“Who cares?” Larry says, standing up and
walking around to the front of his desk. “If the market wants flesh
and blood, what’s wrong with giving it to them?”

“All frosting and no cake,” Guy says.
“That’s a good recipe for a sick birthday party.”

“Look,” Larry says. “We’re not doing this
for their welfare; we’re doing it for the money.” He points at the
screen. “People aren’t going to pay for this crap, which means
we’re out of a job unless you get your act together. Got it?”

Guy nods. “Trouble is, of course, that
you’re not going to like my act.”

“Guy, don’t make me pummel you. Now get back
to work. And if you try and pull this kind of stunt again…”

“You’ll fire me?” Guy says, a hopeful smile
returning to his face.

“Show me a sexy blonde bitch wearing nothing
more obtrusive than a collar,” Larry cups his hands over his own
chest. “And I mean a clear view of her jugs, or you’ll be eating
the rest of your meals through a straw. Get me?”

 


CUT TO: INT. BLACK ROOM - ?

After the lumbering elephant notes, and the
while outline, J. Artemis Lumpkin turns to face the camera.

“Good evening. Then again, who am I kidding.
This picture is likely to ruin your whole night, and set you into a
foul mood tomorrow.

“In an placating effort, my esteemed
producer has insisted that I include a sexy blond bitch wearing
nothing but a collar. So in the interest of peace, here she
is.”

J. Artemis Lumpkin, straight backed and
protruding lipped, doesn’t look away from the camera as a Golden
Labrador pads through the shot from left to right.

“And there she goes. Does nothing for me
personally, but I’m told that in some parts of France, that is very
oh-la-la.”

He shoots a nervous glance to the side,
looks back at the camera, then puts his hands together near the
side of his face. He tries to make a rapturous “Oh!” face and bends
his knees so he can give a slight bounce.

He straightens and resumes his proper
mannerisms.

“Between you and me, there are some really
sick people in this world, like the person in tonight’s travesty.
Mummifying one’s girlfriend completely in duct tape? Just thinking
about pulling it all off at the end of the day would set me to
moaning as well.

“Oh, I almost forgot. The producer wanted a
clear, unimpeded view of the dog’s jugs.”

He turns and extends his arm, as though
presenting something.

The shot changes to where two gallon water
jugs sit on a table.

Back on J. Artemis Lumpkin.

“Disgraceful, really. I suppose he just
wanted to remind us all that panting about all day is very thirsty
work, but I can’t imagine why. Seriously, there are days I think
Mr. Winston makes more sense, which terrifies me to no end.

“Well, enough of this. On with the
picture.”

As the screen fades to black, he adds,
“Terribly sorry.”

 


CUT TO: INT. PRODUCTION OFFICE - EVENING

Larry runs his fingers through is hair with
his left hand. His right clutches a bottle of scotch. His face
gives the impression of a man who dearly needs another drink. He
isn’t using a glass.

On the television screen, the title shot for
The Duct Tape Mummy appears.

“I’m going to kill him,” Larry says. “I’m
absolutely going to kill him.”

 


 



Chapter 4




 


CUT TO: INT. BASEMENT DEN – EVENING

As before, the light from the television
provides most of the illumination for the dingy room. Another bowl
of popcorn sits on the coffee table. At least, given the apparent
housekeeping skills of the tenant, one would hope it’s a different
bowl of popcorn.

The corpulent man with the wispy red beard
reclaimed the center seat on the couch. He’s flanked on either side
by Carl and Gretchen.

From the television comes a reverberating,
ripping sound.

A disconcerted woman says, “What are you
doing, Charlie?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Charlie answers. “Brazen
whores like you can’t keep your clothes on, so I’m fixing the
problem.”

“You think a little duct tape is going to
stop me?” She laughs. “I’m a free woman, Charlie Parker, and I’ve
got to live my life the way I see fit.”

“But you’re my girl, Tracy. My valentine. My
reason for living.”

“Don’t fence me in with your empty words,
Charlie. I’ve got to be me.”

“Then, I’m going to have to help you create
a new you. And it’s going to take a lot more tape than I
thought.”

Again the reverberating sound of duct tape
being pulled from a roll fills the den.

“I can’t believe she’s letting him do this,”
Gretchen says. “She should at least…”

“Stop! I’m not going to let you do this,
Charlie.”

“There, that’s better,” Gretchen says.

“That’s why I slipped a mickey into your
beer. In a few moments, you won’t have a choice.”

“What? No! That’s not poss… possible… Oh,
the room is spinning. I need to lie down.”

There’s the sound of a body hitting the
floor.

“Well that was a convenient plug for a plot
hole,” the corpulent man says.

“Chuck, this is crap,” Carl says.

“Yeah,” Chuck says, his beard massaging his
B cups. He turns to Carl. “But it’s like Attack of the Killer
Tomatoes bad, you know? Z movies with style; this is the kind
of thing cult classics are made of.”

“Oh, look,” Gretchen says. “Charlie’s
starting on her other leg with another roll. Shouldn’t he finish
rapping her jean shorts first? Why would he do that?”

“Who cares,” Carl says. “Please, God, let
him remove the half shirt before he wraps up the fun bags.”

“Don’t count on it.”

“Shut up, Gretchen.”

“Wow,” Chuck says. “Look at the editing, the
camera angles. His face, then her face, his hand going for more
duct tape, the shadow on the wall of him doing his work, now on the
beer can. It’s almost reminiscent of the shower scene in
‘Psycho.’”

“Only then, Janet Lee had the decency to be
naked.”

“She wasn’t naked, Carl,” Gretchen says. “I
heard she was wearing some kind of flesh colored prosthetics to
keep her covered.”

“But it inspired the imagination,” Chuck
says. “Sometimes with masters like Hitchcock it’s what isn’t shown
that matters.”

“I still can’t believe you bought this
movie, after seeing the last one,” Carl says, moping.

“But even that one had style,” Chuck says.
“Even genius.”

“You’re kidding,” Carl says, abashed at the
statement.

“It’s like Hitchcock doing a remake of
‘Manos: Hands of Fate.’ Bad, but brilliantly so.”

“Charlie!” a man’s voice issues from the
television. “What have you done?”

“I’ve done what I had to, Mike. She’s
cheated on me for the last time.”

“She certainly has, Charlie. She isn’t
breathing. I think you’ve killed her.”

“What? No! I didn’t mean to! I… I…”

“Forget about it, Charlie. She got what she
deserved. We’ll just dump her in the woods behind the house and let
her rot.”

“Yeah… yeah, I suppose.”

“You guys could at least unwrap her first,”
Carl shouts at the screen.

“Relax man,” Chuck says, unable to repress a
smile. “He’s already shown you one blonde wearing nothing but a
collar.”

“Yeah,” Gretchen says, laughing. “And if her
jugs we’re big enough for you…”

“Shut up!”

 


CUT TO: EXT. WOODS – NIGHT

In the midst of the various trees and
shrubs, the reanimated corpse of Tracy, still bound in duct tape,
shambles toward a house in the distance. She moans like a child in
the doctor’s office trying to explain to her parents that she
doesn’t need a shot.

“Deserve,” she seems to say. “What I
deserve…”

Angle on the mummy’s face, her eyes peeking
through a gap between her brow and nose.

“…we all deserve.”

She moves forward.

 


CUT TO: INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT

The shades are drawn. The bed is made. The
girl seated on the mattress near Charlie looks eager to unmake it a
little.

“Still moping about, Tracy?”

He doesn’t answer.

“Forget her, Charlie. She’s been gone for
weeks. She isn’t coming back.”

 


CUT TO: EXT. WOODS – NIGHT

The mummy continues her unsteady gait walk
toward the house. In the drawn shade of the second story bedroom,
the couple’s silhouette can be seen.

“Deserve,” she continues to moan. “We all
deserve death.”

 


CUT TO: INT. BEDROOM – CONTINUOUS

The girl begins to undo the buttons on her
shirt.

“Come on, Charlie,” she says in a “come
hither” tone. “Let me help you forget.

 


CUT TO: EXT. HOUSE – NIGHT

Through the trees, the silhouettes on the
second story bedroom window are clearly visible. The girl stands,
removes her top then pushes herself against the man.

He goes down against the bed.

She leans over him.

Carl says nothing.

 


CUT TO: EXT. WOODS – NIGHT

Angle on the mummy’s jealous eyes.

“Deserve.”

 


CUT TO: INT. HALLWAY DOOR – NIGHT

The bedroom door is closed. Beyond it the
girl’s voice says. “That’s right, Charlie. Leave everything to
me.”

 


CUT TO: INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT

Mike enters through the double hinged door
with an empty beer bottle in hand. He tosses it in the trash near
the end of the island, and walks toward the refrigerator.

He glances at something to his right then
does a double take. A curious expression envelopes his face.

Angle on the open kitchen back door.

Angle back on Mike who knits his brows. He
looks up toward the bedroom, then back at the open door.

 


CUT TO: EXT. HOUSE – NIGHT

The girls outline on the bedroom window
leans forward, rocking back and forth in an undulating motion.

 


CUT TO: INT. BASEMENT DEN – NIGHT

Chuck leans in and whispers to Carl, “This
is where you complain about the shade…”

“Shh,” Carl says, annoyed at being
disturbed.

Chuck smiles a knowing smile and continues
to watch the movie.

 


CUT TO: INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

A buxom strawberry blonde sits on the couch,
holding a DVD. She turns it over to read the back, revealing the
cover, and the name of the film Tramp Camp Massacre.

She shakes her head in disgust. “Next time,
I’m defiantly picking the movie.”

She turns it over again, winces at the
cover. “This looks absolutely awful.”

At the sound of the kitchen door, she turns,
places the DVD box on the coffee table and smiles as though she’s
looking forward to the evening.

Angle on Mike carrying a beer.

Angle on the strawberry blonde and her
pouting lower lip. “Where’s mine?”

“Have you seen Charlie?”

She smiles, looks up toward the second
floor.

“I don’t think he wants to be bothered.”

Mike points up and says, “That’s what I
thought too, but the back door is open.”

“Maybe they went outside?”

“Why? There’s nothing around for miles?”

 


CUT TO: EXT. KITCHEN DOOR – NIGHT

Mike exits the house. His eyes searching,
his voice calling, “Charlie? You out here?

Angle on the shadows between the nearby
trees.

Angle on the buxom strawberry blonde taking
hold of Mike’s arm. “Relax, Mike, he’s going to be fine.”

 


CUT TO: EXT. HOUSE – NIGHT

By the back kitchen door, Mike and his date
continue to search the woods.

Above, and to the left, the silhouettes
against the bedroom shade continue their intimate dance.

“I know,” Mike says. “It’s just…”

He trails off.

The top silhouette in the bedroom window
looks startled.

In the next instant, the shade is spattered
red with blood.

“Still pretty broken up about Tracy?” the
buxom girl asks.

Another coat of blood joins the first.

“More than you know,” Mike says. “Probably
more than either of us know.”

Again, another coat of blood.

 


CUT TO: EXT. KITCHEN DOOR – CONTINUOUS

“Come on back inside,” the strawberry blonde
says. “Leave them be. Besides, I have ways of taking your mind off
your friend.”

“I suppose.” Mike says.

“Come on, you bug lug. What’s the worst that
could happen?”

 


CUT TO: INT. HALLWAY DOOR – NIGHT

This time, the door is ajar.

It opens inward, and Tracy appears in the
frame. Her wrappings spattered with crimson so that the grey hardly
shows anymore.

“Deserve.”

 


CUT TO: EXT. KITCHEN DOOR – CONTINUOUS

The strawberry blonde, utilizing her womanly
wiles, draws Mike back inside the house.

 


CUT TO: INT. BASEMENT DEN – NIGHT

“Oh, I wouldn’t do that,” Carl says,
squirming in his seat.

“Yeah,” Gretchen says. “Now she might not
live long enough to show off her tits.”

“Shut up,” Carl says, his eyes never veering
from the screen.

From the television, Tracy’s voice says, “We
all deserve to die.”

 


 



Chapter 5




 


CUT TO: EXT. ZOMBIE CHEERLEADER CAMP SET –
NIGHT

A clearing in the woods serves as the
bonfire pit for a camp ground local. The fire crackles between the
camera crew and the three girls dressed as cheerleaders. From his
director’s chair, Guy Wylde, having adopted the full mannerisms and
wardrobe of J. Artemis Lumpkin says into his megaphone, “Alright,
girls. Show us your pompoms.”

He places the megaphone in his lap, watches
for a moment then brings it back up to his mouth. It squeals a bit
as he pulls the trigger.

“No, girls, put your shirts back down. Your
pom-poms; those frilly things in your hands. Yes, those. That’s
right. Shake them over your heads like you’re not all about to die
horrible deaths.”

“Not like it matters,” the camera man says
to the director. “With the glare from the fire, we could have
topless orangutans doing cheers and no one would be able to tell
the difference.”

“Yes,” J. Artemis Lumpkin says, “but it is
the principle of the thing.” After a pause, he looks back at the
camera man and says, “Good idea though. We’ll try to incorporate
that in the picture somewhere else.”

“Guy!”

J. Artemis Lumpkin turns to see Larry Wylde
approaching in a heated temper.

He turns back to the camera man and says,
“Excuse me a moment, won’t you? I’ve a pressing surprise
appointment with our esteemed producer.”

The camera man looks back at Larry with
raised eyebrows, then back at Guy. “Sure. Whatever.”

With a shrug he calls for everyone to take a
break.

J. Artemis Lumpkin walks toward the nearby
gravel road. It curves in a wide radius on the edge of the camp
ground. A neighborhood of campers lined the path on either
side.

A smiling, elderly gentleman leans out of
his Winnebago’s open door. His camcorder is trained on the
cheerleaders.

From inside the Winnebago, a woman’s voice
screams, “Henry? What are you doing!?”

Henry, the camping camera man, looked back
into the camper, and winced. Camera still trained on the
cheerleaders he answered, “Nothing, dear!”

“You’re filming those perverts making that
smutty movie, aren’t you!”

“No, dear!” He says, quickly turning the
camera somewhere else.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/7563
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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