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In the redness, faint screams, sound of breaking glass.

FADE IN:

INT. BEDROOM - MORNING

Swashes of morning light illuminate beams of the darkened 
bedroom. The room is littered with sex toys of all shapes and 
sizes, designs like one might imagine Willy Wonka’s factory 
would create if they got into the adult business. The room is 
decorated by pure male id, posters of cars, chicks, MMA 
fighters.

Hovering over the bed, the camera descends on a girl, her 
eyes wide open and staring at the ceiling. The blankets stop 
at her waist, and she isn’t wearing a shirt. VALERIE ROSSUM 
looks upward as if examining every bad decision she’s ever 
made, and glances over at the large man sleeping beside her. 
JIMMY BARNES, the owner of the bedroom.

The alarm clock is shown, currently reading 7:59am. It clicks 
over to 8:00am, and a radio alarm blares to life, playing 
some news program. The announcer seems to be questioning the 
news he’s reading.

ANNOUNCER (O.S.)
This has to be a joke. Come on 
guys, it’s too early for this.

Jimmy stirs to half awake beside Valerie, and speaks lazily.

JIMMY
8am. Time to get the fuck out.

Valerie stares at Jimmy for a moment as the radio announcer 
continues.

ANNOUNCER (O.S.)
Alright, I’ll just read it. I don’t 
even know how to put this. Can we 
even say this on the air?

Valerie sits up in bed and reaches for her jeans. She looks 
at Jimmy with disgust.

VALERIE
Asshole.

Jimmy turns around, more awake, and looks at her. Well, not 
her eyes. She catches where he’s staring and quickly pulls on 
her bra, an uncomfortable look on her face. The radio 
announcer continues.



ANNOUNCER (O.S.)
Fantastical unconfirmed reports 
have been coming in from all over 
the world of some kind of... do I 
really say this?

Jimmy stands up, nude, and scratches himself as he walks past 
Valerie, toward the bathroom. He speaks in a totally casual 
manner.

JIMMY
You can stick around and blow me if 
you want.

Valerie throws her shirt at Jimmy and yells.

VALERIE
Dickhead!

This barely phases Jimmy, as he absently walks into the 
bathroom, and lifts the toilet seat.

ANNOUNCER (O.S.)
A rash of spontaneous body 
mutilation is being reported by 
independent sources all over the 
world.

Valerie watches in disbelief as Jimmy ignores her and 
urinates.

ANNOUNCER (O.S.) (CONT’D)
The victims appear to have removed 
their....

There’s a sudden choking sound from the radio, and then the 
announcer lets out an ear-piercing scream. He sounds like 
he’s being killed.

ANNOUNCER (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Eeeeeee-aaaaaaaahhhh!!!

Both Jimmy and Valerie look at the radio in disbelief. This 
doesn’t stop Jimmy from urinating.

JIMMY
What the fuck was that?

Jimmy’s urine stream suddenly turns red with blood, and his 
eyes go wide with pain. He looks down just as blood starts to 
splash up on his stomach and chest. There’s a ripping sound, 
flesh tearing, and something else - something inhuman. 
Grunting and hissing. He screams out, bloodcurdling and loud. 
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Valerie runs to the his aid just as he turns around. There’s 
a loud tear and pop, and a wave of blood splashes across her 
body. Something large flops to the ground at Jimmy’s feet.

She looks at Jimmy, his eyes wide with disbelief, teetering 
on the edge of death. Something runs very quickly out of 
frame at his feet, leaving a trail of blood on the linoleum 
floor. A slug or something.

Valerie’s eyes dart from Jimmy, as he falls to the ground 
dead, to the smaller organism running from his body. A CU 
shows it’s “feet” moving only, two testicles and a scrotal 
sack running like a doll in a horror movie (ie. Chucky), 
trailing some kind of tentacles.

She looks terrified, and searches the room behind her for a 
weapon. She picks up a large dildo and tests it’s heft and 
swing, shakes her head, then grabs a discipline paddle. She 
follows the blood trail out of the bedroom, into a short 
hallway. The trail of blood leads around the corner, to the 
main living room.

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Valerie rounds the corner and stops short, a look of absolute 
terror on her face. She screams.

The living room is a bloodbath, the aftermath of a house 
party gone horribly wrong. It’s almost too much to take in at 
once. Bloody and mutilated bodies everywhere. Most of the men 
have large gory holes where their crotches are, and the women 
have been chewed on in various places, something eating 
pieces of them. Not that the male bodies are safe - they’re 
chewed up as the rest of them.

As the carnage is revealed, Valerie can hear movement, the 
sound of plastic crunching and something breathing heavily, 
somewhere in the room. She scans the carnage, and then sees 
it, frozen in disbelief.

Near a bloody body, two creatures sit. Deformed things that 
used to be penises. Balls for feet, inhuman tentacles jutting 
from the back. Their mouths open sideways. A large one, LEAD 
COCK MONSTER, is trying to pull a condom off of a panicked 
smaller one, clearly close to suffocating. The larger one 
manages to pull the condom free with it’s jaws, much to the 
relief of the small one. The smaller monster breathes in and 
out rapidly, taking in air, relaxing.

Valerie can’t take it any more, and screams out.

VALERIE
What the fuck!?!?
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The creatures both snap their attention directly at her. The 
smaller one rushes away, while the Lead Cock Monster holds 
it’s place, It hisses loudly, it’s mouth splitting open wide, 
revealing sinew and sharpness. It’s tentacles raise up and 
rattle, as if challenging an enemy.

Valerie rushes at it, discipline paddle raised, ready to 
swing. The monster rushes away, ball-sack feet like that of a 
doll.

She stands among the carnage, weapon at ready. Around her we 
see more glimpses of the bodies, chewed and torn. One girl 
has had a hole eaten right through her head, and you can see 
the wall on the other side.

Noises can be heard all around her now, hissing and 
skittering, many more of these monsters, these sentient penis 
creatures, surrounding her, coming in for the kill.

She looks around desperately, trying to find the source of 
all the noise, discipline paddle raised and ready.

The smaller monster peeks around a corner, staring at her, 
beginning to open it’s sideways jaws.

Another one runs through the frame behind Valerie, but she 
turns around too slow to see it. They’re closing in, like 
predators, trying to remain unseen. Using cunning and pack 
hunting techniques. Another one is sitting on a bookcase, 
staring down at her, Valerie not seeing it.

The Lead Cock Monster raises up from behind a body, it’s jaws 
bloody. Over it’s head we see Valerie not noticing it yet. It 
opens it’s jaws, ready to strike. From inside it’s mouth we 
see Valerie, the target of it’s hunger, as the jaws open 
wider. The camera/jaws rush toward her just as she turns 
around. She screams as the Lead Cock Monster launches itself 
at her face.

CUT TO BLACK (FOR ABOUT 5 SECONDS)

The shot snaps on and almost the entire monster is down her 
throat, only the tentacles stick out of her mouth. She 
spasms, still standing, as blood gushes from her mouth like a 
high-powered sprinkler. Blood splashes the camera.

WASH TO RED

THE END
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