I NT. CHRI STOPHER S LI VI NG ROOWN - NI GHT.

The living roomis dimy lit, only illum nated by the faint
gl ow of the TV, casting subtle shadows across the walls.

The atnosphere is a blend of romance and dread as a horror
novie flickers on the screen.

Sel ene, a wonan with soft features, |lies casually across the
chest of Christopher Fix, a 28-year-old detective with short
bl onde hair and striking green eyes.

Chri stopher's gaze is on the TV, but his hand slowly noves
towards Sel ene's chest, seeking a deeper connection.

Sel ene gently grasps his hand, guiding it toward her chest,
whi spering softly

SELENE
Don't be afraid... touch ne, | won't
bite.

Chri stopher smles, adjusting her position so she sits on his
| ap.

He | eans in, kissing her passionately
CHRI STOPHER
| know, but |I'mthe one who'll be
doing the biting."

Sel ene giggles lightly as Christopher begins to carefully
remove her cl ot hes.

Suddenly, the phone rings, breaking the nonent.
Chri st opher pauses, |ooking at her apol ogetically

CHRI STOPHER
sorry, | have to take this.

He grabs the phone and answers.

CHRI STOPHER
Yeah?
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POLI CE CHI EF (Q V)
Chri st opher, we've just received a
special offer. You need to check your
emai | now, there are sensitive
details.

CHRI STOPHER
(surprised)
An of fer? From whon?

POLI CE CH EF (V.O
A nysterious client. They're willing
to pay fifty thousand pounds for
exposing illegal operations in a
mental institution. It seens serious.

Feeling the weight of the situation, Christopher exchanges a
glance with Sel ene, who listens with quiet anticipation.

He turns back to the phone

CHRI STOPHER
"Il check the details now Thanks for
t he heads up.

POLI CE CHI EF(V. O
Don't waste tinme; this requires urgent
i nvestigation.

Chri stopher hangs up and | ooks at Selene with tension in his
eyes

CHRI STOPHER
Looks Ii ke our night ends here.
There's sonet hing that needs ny
i mredi ate attention.

Sel ene smles warmy, whispering
SELENE

It's alright... | promse we'll pick
up where we left off later.
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EXT. FRONT PORCH OF CHRI STOPHER S HOUSE - NI GHT.

The front door sw ngs open as Sel ene steps out, watching
Chri stopher enmerge, carrying a nediumsized bag over his
shoul der.

He pauses at the porch, glancing back at her with a soft
smle before leaning in to kiss her on the |ips.

SELENE
(warm y)
Don't be long... I'll mss you so

much. "

Chri stopher smles, stepping closer and gently hol di ng her
face in his hands.

CHRI STOPHER
(softly)
"1l be back before you even realize
| " m gone.

SELENE
You al ways say that, but | feel your
absence every tine.

She places her hand on his chest, clinging to himas if
reluctant to | et himgo.

They wal k together toward the car parked outside, with Sel ene
showering himwth kisses on his cheeks, |lips, and even his
neck, as if trying to keep himclose for just a little

| onger.

SELENE
(laughi ng tenderly)
Maybe | should come with you. | don't
think I can | et you go.

CHRI STOPHER
(teasingly)
|"mafraid you'd distract ne too nuch.
He opens the car door and turns to her before getting in.

CHRI STOPHER
| promse, I'll be safe.
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SELENE
(whi speri ng)
Be careful... | don't want to | ose
you.

She ki sses himagain on the lips before he finally gets into
the car, closing the door behind him

Chri stopher sits behind the wheel, |ooking at her through the
wi ndow with a gentle smle as she stands by his side, waving
softly.

The engine huns as the car slowy pulls away, and Sel ene
wat ches himdrive off.

After a noment of silence, she places her hand on her heart
and whi spers to herself

SELENE
(softly, with deep enotion)
May God watch over you and keep you
saf e.

I NT. CHRI STOPHER S CAR - NI GHT.

Chri stopher drives at a steady pace, a cigarette hanging
between his fingers as snoke drifts lazily out of the
slightly open w ndow.

The enpty road stretches ahead, and his thoughts churn in the
dimlight.

He takes a long drag fromthe cigarette, muttering to hinself
with a hint of frustration

CHRI STOPHER
(under his breath)
You're an idiot, Christopher...
heading to the asylumw th no clue
about it.

He takes anot her deep drag, exhaling slowy as his eyes stay
fixed on the dark road ahead.

CHRI STOPHER
(mocki ng hinsel f)
At | east check your |aptop... Nah,
"1l do a quick skimwhen | get there.

Created using Celtx



A small [ augh escapes him and his expression shifts into one
of arrogance as he rai ses an eyebrow
CHRI STOPHER
(smugly)

Do you really think a bunch of
lunatics can stop Detective
Chri st opher?

Hi s tone sharpens, filled with confidence

CHRI STOPHER
(wth conviction)
|"ve taken down presidents... you
think I'mscared of an asylumfull of

crazi es?

Silence settles in the car, and Christopher continues
driving, his gaze focused and unwavering on the distant
hori zon.

EXT. THE ASYLUM S FRONT YARD - NI GHT.

The front yard of the asylumwas a chaotic scene of horror.
Dmlights barely illum nated the pathways, and on either
side of the road, some nurses were hanging grotesquely from

| anp posts, their bodies swaying lifelessly.

The air was filled with erratic screans, while a group of

i nsane patients ran across the yard, playing what seened |ike
a gane of football.

Upon cl oser inspection, it becane clear that their "ball" was
a severed nurse's head.

PATI ENT 1
(excited)
Throw it to ne! |I'm about to score!
PATI ENT 2
(mocki nQg)
You can't catch anything! You need to
be faster, |ike Tom Brady!
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PATI ENT 3
(smacki ng the severed head)
Here's the ball! My turn to score.

Am dst the mad | aughter and | oud voi ces, another scene
unfolded in a snmall garden near by.

Chairs were scattered, and corpses |ay around haphazardly.

A femal e patient sat huggi ng a headl ess nurse's body,
speaking to it with an air of delirium

FEMALE PATI ENT
(trenbling voice)
Way did you betray nme? Wiy did you
hi de your head from ne? You know I
| ove you... | adore your head.

Anot her patient stunbled towards her, wal king erratically and
nmuttering crazily

MALE PATI ENT
(smling)
How are you? How s your | over?

FEMALE PATI ENT

(angrily)
He took his head off and hid it from
ne!

MALE PATI ENT
(surprised)
| don't think it was his fault.

FEMALE PATI ENT
(shouti ng)
What do you nmean?

MALE PATI ENT
(i nsane)
Maybe he lent his head to those
playing with it over there.

The femal e patient stood up, enraged, and started marching
toward the group playing with the head.
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She ordered the male patient.

FEMALE PATI ENT
(commandi ng)
Guard his body! Don't et himrun
awnay!!

MALE PATI ENT
(curious)
Were are you goi ng?

FEMALE PATI ENT
(det erm ned)
|"mgoing to get ny |lover's head back.

As she approached the players, she pulled out two swords from
near by dead bodi es.

She screaned in nmadness.

FEMALE PATI ENT
(furiously)
You idiots! Gve ne back ny |over's
head! It's not a toy!

One of the crazed players, confused, stepped forward

PATI ENT 1
W're sorry, we thought it was a ball.

He slowy handed her the head, but she surprised him by
swiftly decapitating himw th one stroke, tossing his head to
t he ot hers.

FEMALE PATI ENT
(calmy)
Here's a ball. Play wth that and
| eave ny | over's head al one.

She took the head and wal ked away, |eaving the group to
resune their twisted gane with the newly severed head.

Sitting beside her |over's headl ess body, she whispered
tenderly to the head

Created using Celtx



FEMALE PATI ENT
(softly)
Don't worry, ny love. | won't |eave
you agai n.

The mal e patients returned, |aughing.

MALE PATI ENT

(playfully)
He grabbed ny butt.

FEMALE PATI ENT
(pushi ng hi m away)
Go grab soneone else's butt! Stay away
fromm |over's!

MALE PATI ENT
(crying)
It wasn't nme! He's the one who grabbed

ny butt!
She screaned at hi magain, threatening.

FEMALE PATI ENT
(furious)
| m war ni ng you!

The mal e patient ran off, crying hysterically, as she
returned to kissing her lover's head gently.

FEMALE PATI ENT

(1 ovingly)
Qur wedding will be next nonth.

EXT. THE OQUTSI DE THE ASYLUM GATE - NI GHT.

Chri stopher pulls up to the asylum gate, parking his car
quietly on the side of the road.

He takes a deep breath, renpves the car key, and slips it
into his pocket.

Sitting still for a nmonment, he grabs his bag and pulls out a

| apt op.
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He opens his email, a | arge nmessage pops up on the screen,
but the letters are blurred and unreadable in the faint
light.

CHRI STOPHER
(rmuttering anxiously)
Damm... this is much worse if what he
says is true.

Qui ckly, he shuts the laptop and tucks it back into the bag.
He pulls out a small handheld canmera, checks his gun with a
few rounds of ammp, and grabs a mlitary knife, which he
hides in his boot.

The gun is tucked behind his back, ready. Slowy, he heads
towards the small side door and steps inside.

CHRI STOPHER
(shocked, whi spering)
VWhat the hell is this?
He opens the canera and starts recording.

The canera screen shows a full battery icon on the right, the
date on the left, and the recording tinmer just belowit.

He cautiously steps forward, docunenting the madness
unfol ding around him Hi s breathing quickens, his voi ce shaky

CHRI STOPHER
(whi spering to hinself)
|'ma Christian man... but this is not

the work of God.

He continues noving carefully until, out of nowhere, a brutal
blow with a baseball bat strikes his back, sending him
crashing to the ground.

He scranbles to pick up the camera, hands shaki ng as he
crawl s backward.

Through the | ens, he sees an insane patient wearing a
security guard' s uniform with two severed heads of other
guards hangi ng from hi s shoul ders.
| NSANE PATI ENT SECURI TY GUARD
(mani acal |y, hol ding the bat)
Who are you?

The patient noves closer, the bat resting on his shoul der.
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Chri stopher tries to sit up, crawing backward while stil
filmng. H's hands trenble violently, fear coursing through
hi m

| NSANE PATI ENT SECURI TY GUARD
(cal My, nenacingly)
Show nme your security clearance.

Chri st opher says nothing, continuing to film his breathing
growi ng nore rapid.

The insane patient sw ngs again, but Christopher |eaps up and

runs.

He sprints as fast as he can, the canera recording
everyt hing, occasionally turning back to filmthe lunatics
chasing him

CHRI STOPHER
(pani cked)
dam it... |l ocked asylum.. what the

hell do | do?
He turns to see the lunatics closing in. One shouts.

| NSANE PATI ENT 1
Come here, you bug!

| NSANE FEMALE PATI ENT:
Leave his head for ne!

ANOTHER | NSANE PATI ENT
(laughi ng crazily)
my girlfriend's single! 1 need his
body for her!

W t hout thinking, Christopher junps down the steps, running
for his life.

CHRI STOPHER
(frantic)
fuck, fuck... they're insane.

He gl ances around frantically, spotting an open wooden door
resenbl i ng a basenment entrance.

Wt hout hesitation, he dives in, crashing onto the ground,
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groaning in pain. He lifts his head, surrounded by total
dar kness.

CHRI STOPHER
(whi spering to hinself)
| can't see a thing...

Suddenly, the basenment door slams shut fromthe outside,
| eavi ng hi m envel oped i n conpl et e darkness.

| NT. I NSI DE THE DARK BASEMENT - NI GHT.

The basenent is shrouded in thick darkness, so deep that
not hi ng can be seen.

Chri stopher, sitting on the cold floor, is panting heavily,
trying to calmhis racing heart.

Realizing he can't stay in the dark like this, he quickly
opens the handhel d canera and presses the night vision
but t on.

The screen glows faintly green, illumnating the surroundi ngs
just enough for himto see.

CHRI STOPHER
(talking to hinself, breathlessly)
kay... | can see now.

He starts wal king slowy through the danp, nusty basenent,
gl anci ng around cauti ously.

The place is filled with abandoned crates and rusty, old
machi nes. As he noves, he hears strange whispers and nuffl ed
| aught er echoi ng around him

Suddenly, he spots a crazed man sitting in the corner,
rocki ng back and forth, chuckling quietly to hinself.

The madman' s eyes are conpletely enpty, as if lost in another
wor | d.

CHRI STOPHER
(terrified, whispering)
What the hell is going on here...?

He keeps wal ki ng, the sounds grow ng | ouder.

Every now and then, he sees other |unatics wandering near by,
but none of them attack him
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Just seeing themis enough to nmake his breathing grow
heavi er, his heart poundi ng harder, and sweat dripping down
his forehead.

CHRI STOPHER
(muttering between shaky breaths)
| need to get out of here... | need to

get out.

Suddenly, he hears the sound of a heavy door creaking open
behi nd him

He turns cautiously, only to see a nmassive figure stepping
t hrough. The man is over two neters tall, and disturbingly,
i nstead of arms, he has two giant axes attached to his
stunps. The nmadman stares at Christopher with wild, crazed
eyes.

CHRI STOPHER
(in sheer terror)
Oh ny CGod...!

The man starts running toward Christopher, raising his axes
menaci ngl y.

W t hout thinking, Christopher spins around and starts
sprinting, the canmera still rolling, his hand trenbling, his
breath comng in frantic gasps.

CHRI STOPHER
(whi |l e runni ng)
shit, shit... | need to get out...

He races through the basenent, darting between narrow
corridors and wi nding paths, hearing the heavy footsteps of
t he axe-w el ding man cl osing in behind him

Suddenly, he spots an open door in the distance, with faint
light spilling out fromit.

CHRI STOPHER
(wi th desperate hope)
That's it! The exit!

He runs as fast as he can toward the door, his heart filling
wi th hope, but the sound of the axes gets closer and cl oser,
as if the man is right behind him

H's breath is ragged, sweat pouring down his face, but he
doesn't stop.
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He keeps running until he reaches the door, clinging to his
| ast hope of escape.

Chri st opher stunbl es through the wooden door, slammng it
shut behi nd him

He barely catches his breath before dragging an old table
near by and pushing it against the door, blocking it.

The sound of axes cl angi ng stops behind the door, and
Chri stopher hears a low, frustrated groan on the other side.

Breat hi ng heavily, he | ooks around. The place is horrific;
bodi es are scattered across the floor, blood splattered on
t he wal | s.

But the nost unsettling sight is the group of madnmen sitting
quietly in the room staring at himin eerie silence, as if
t hey were wat ching a performance.

As he cautiously wal ks through the hall, he hears the soft,
unsettling whispers of the nadnen.

MADVAN 1
(whi spering crazily)
Did you see?... He's not dead yet...

He'll try to run... But no one
escapes... No one..
MADMAN 2
(sni ckering)
H's head's good... Perfect for our
next show... Maybe tonorrow. ..

Chri stopher swall ows hard, avoiding direct eye contact,
fearing they m ght suddenly turn violent.

Then, fromthe corner of his eye, he spots a man sitting
calmy on an ol d couch.

He | ooks different fromthe others, suspiciously normal

The man, of average height with dark brown eyes, sits with
his |l egs confortably propped up on a snmall table.

H s gaze is fixed on Christopher, as if they were the only
two sane people in the room

Curious and wary, Christopher approaches the man.
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CHRI STOPHER
(hesitant)
Who are you?... You're not like them

The man smles calmy before answering, as if he's heard the
gquestion a hundred tinmes before.

SAM R
(cal my)
My name's Samir. |I'mnot a patient

here, if that's what you're wonderi ng.

CHRI STOPHER
(surprised)
If you're not a patient, then what are
you doi ng here?

Sam r | eans back agai nst the couch and takes a deep breath.

SAM R
(calmy)
|"ma journalist. | cane here to wite
a story about this place. It was
supposed to be a sinple report... but

things didn't go as planned.

CHRI STOPHER
(anxi ously)
A journalist? Then why didn't you
escape?

Samr smles with bitter irony.

SAM R
(with a wy tone)
Escape? No one escapes from here. Once
you're inside, you beconme part of the
pl ace, whether you're a patient or
not. I tried to leave, but... | was in
the wong place at the wong tine.

Chri stopher feels a cold wave of fear creeping over him
CHRI STOPHER
(softly)
What do you nean?

Samr leans forward, his gaze serious.
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SAM R

(war ni ngly)
Listen to nme, Christopher. This place
isn't just a mental hospital. It's a
trap. Atrap for anyone who enters.

(as pull out cigarette)
| learned too nmuch... far too nuch,
and now | can't leave. My advice to
you? Run before you becone part of
this institution... before this place
becones your prison

CHRI STOPHER
(shocked, hesitating)
But... how? How do | escape?

Samr gl ances around cautiously, then whispers:

SAM R
(in a low voice)
You'l |l need nore than courage. You'l
need luck. Alot of it. But don't
trust anyone here... not even ne.

Chri st opher stands still for a nmonment, his mnd racing.

He feels tine slipping away, realizing that what he's seen
and heard is far nore than he ever anti ci pated.

Samr lights a cigarette, snoking in a rel axed yet sadistic
manner, staring at Christopher w thout breaking eye contact.

SAM R
You better turn off the camera to save
the battery.

He takes a drag fromthe cigarette.

SAM R
You'll need it in much worse
si tuati ons.

CHRI STOPHER
Are there worse situations than what
happened to nme?

Sam r | aughs nockingly.
SAM R

What happened to you can be descri bed
as just a warmup, or a
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wel com ng party.

Samr orders himto head toward the |ibrary as pointing with
hi s hand.

SAM R
The library is over there, down that
hal | way.
(as snoki ng)
You'll find Carolina... that sexua
denon. She'll tell you what you need.
CHRI STOPHER

(surprised)
Sexual denon?

SAM R
You'll figure it out later. Wrd of
advice: don't touch her, don't sleep
with her, and don't fuck her.

CHRI STOPHER
| have a girlfriend, | can't betray
her.
SAM R
(mocki ngly)

Yeah, | said the sane thing when

first got here, before |I realized that
what | lived in reality was just an
illusion, and this hospital reveals

t he naked truth about people.

Chri stopher thanks Samir for the advice and heads down the
hal | way.

The hallway shines, the light is on, and all the doors are
| ocked. No matter how hard he tries, he can't open them

Until he reaches the library, he | ooks up and sees a sign
that says "Library." He knocks on the door.

Carolina responds in a soft, seductive voice

CARCLINA (O 9)
Cone in.

| NT. THE ASYLUM LI BRARY - NI GHT.
Chri stopher enters the library, feeling an eerie tension in

the air.
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The atnosphere is thick with dread, and the dimlight barely
illum nates his surroundings.

The place is in conplete chaos; sonme of the bookshel ves are
toppl ed over and shattered, while others barely stand, books
torn and scattered across the floor.

The furniture is dilapidated, and the scattered bodi es of
nurses add to the horrifying scene.

Hi s sl ow footsteps break the silence, and his eyes scan the
details of the abandoned |ibrary. Amd the destruction, he
spots Carolina.

A 28-year-old worman, her beauty bold and her allure
undeni abl e; bl onde, with a vol uptuous chest and a slightly
| arge, curvy figure that draws his attention unconfortably.

She stands with her back to him wearing a dress that
accentuates her seductive form

Chri st opher whispers to hinself as he stares at her backsi de.

CHRI STOPHER
It's... the biggest ass |I've ever
seen.

He lightly slaps his own cheek to regain focus.

CHRI STOPHER
Renenber, you're with Sel ene.

Suddenly, a soft, undeni ably seductive voice cuts through his
t hought s.

CARCLI NA
It's not polite to stare at a girl's
ass when you don't even know her.

Chri stopher freezes in enbarrassnment, trying to respond with
hesi tati on.

CHRI STOPHER
Oh, | didn't nean... | nean, |I'm
sorry.

Carolina turns her head slowy, giving hima sly smle with a
nmysteri ous gaze.

CARCLI NA
This place... don't look for its
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details. Things here aren't what they

seem

CHRI STOPHER
What' s happening here? What is this
pl ace?

Carolina slowy turns fully to face him but her words remain
vague and el usive.

CARCLI NA
Al'l you need to know is that you're
here now, and that's all that matters.

Bit by bit, Carolina begins to approach him her gaze
pi ercing through his m nd.

Carolina, with a seductive tone.
CARCLI NA
Everything here... can be yours, if
you know how to take what you want.

Chri stopher takes a few steps closer to her, as if under the
i nfluence of something he can't resist.

Hi s body tenperature rises with every step, his gaze | ocked
on her alluring figure, but he struggles to fight it.

Chri stopher, thinking to hinself.

CHRI STOPHER
Selene... | have to renenber Celi ne.

Carolina gets even closer, gently placing her hand on his
shoul der, her touch warm igniting her desire for him

CARCLI NA
Wiy resist? No one will know Here..
we're in a different world.

Chri stopher tries to regain control of his mnd, but her
al lure and magi c are overwhel m ng.

Chri stopher, trying to gather his strength.

CHRI STOPHER
No... | can't. | have a girlfriend.

Carolina smles w ckedly, running her hand down his chest.
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CARCOLI NA
Your girlfriend isn't here, is she?

Carolina, with a seductive bend, tries to pull down
Chri stopher's pants, who seens paral yzed, unable to resist.

After successfully renmoving his pants, she noves cl oser
ready to start sucking his penis.

Suddenl y, Johnny wal ks in.

Atall, noderately built young man, handsone with short brown
hair and attractive brown eyes.

Johnny is always dressed in an Italian suit and has a crazed,
i nsane deneanor.

Johnny , approaching with a sarcastic smle

JOHNNY
Did | cone at a bad tinme?

Carolina looks at himwith a sly smle as she stands.
CARCLI NA
You sure know how to pick your
nonent s.

Meanwhi | e, Christopher hurriedly tries to pull up his pants,
as if looking for a way to escape.

He avoi ds Johnny's suspicious gaze and attenpts to slip away.

Johnny Small grabs Christopher's shoulder as he tries to
flee.

J OHNNY
Where do you think you' re going?

Chri stopher, trying to act innocent.
CHRI STOPHER
... I"'mjust sick, | need to go to ny
room It's time for ny neds.

Johnny | aughs hysterically.

J OHNNY
You gave yoursel f away.
(evil laugh)

The neds here are way different from
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what you're used to. Trust ne, you
woul dn't want our asylum s neds. Cone
with ne."

They head towards the door, and Carolina bids themfarewell
with a devilish smle

CARCLI NA
"1l get you, whether you like it or
not .

After they | eave, Carolina heads toward another roomin the
library.

He opens the door to find Janmes, a strong and dangerous
sol di er, but one who now | ooks terrified.

He's wearing a mlitary uniformand sitting in the corner of
t he room

JAMES
(pl eadi ng)
Pl ease, | eave ne al one.

CARCLI NA
(col dly)
It's your turn today, Janes.

JAMES
(trenbling)
| don't want to do it. I'mstarting to
| ose my humanity.

CARCLI NA
(unfazed)
You either do it with nme, or with
M | ena.

As soon as Janes hears MIlena' s name, his face turns pale.
JAMES
(as screans)
Fi ne, fine!
Carolina grabs his hand and | eads himto the table.

She |ifts her dress, and Janes |owers his pants.

CARCLI NA
Alright, do it. Better than |ast tine.
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Janmes begins to | ose control of hinself, his body trenbling
as he takes her from behi nd.

The viol ent notions and suppressed rage are evident in every
t hrust.

CARCOLI NA
(taunts him
You're getting better.

After he finishes, Carolina pulls her dress back down, and
Janes quickly pulls up his pants. On his way out, he |istens
to her words.

CARCOLI NA
Your time here has just been extended
after fucking ne.
(evil tone)

You'll be here for 80 nore years.
JAMES
(sarcastically)
| don't care. |'ve accepted that |'|

never | eave.
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