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INT. DESK - NIGHT

We see a petite hand move down through the listings of a 
broadsheet newspaper, checking through them one by one.

The hand reaches an ad lower down the page, pauses, and draws 
a circle around the following partially obscured listing:

“AUDITION: Female actor wanted for vital role in horror film. 
20-25. Must be able to portray fear. No experience necessary. 
Contact...”

EXT. OLD MANOR HOUSE - DAY

We see a young, blonde woman move cautiously towards an old 
building. The house is covered in ivy, the front garden is 
overgrown, and the curtains are closed in every window.

She hesitates, then tidies her hair, walks across the gravel 
to the front door, and tugs the rusty bell pull. The door 
slowly opens. It is too dark to see who is inside.

VOICE (O.S.)
Come in.

She takes a deep breath, smiles, and disappears inside.

INT. GLOOMY HALLWAY

A MAN, unusually tall, spindly, stands at a distance from 
her. His slow movements and slight stoop indicate old age but 
his face is hard to make out in the darkness.

MAN
You are here to audition, yes?

She fumbles to put her bag down and reaches her hand out.

WOMAN
Yes, I’m Bettina, very pleased to 
meet you.

He doesn’t take the offered hand.

MAN
Follow me.

He turns to walk up a large staircase, equally gloomy. She 
pauses, then follows.

INT. LARGE DARK ROOM

The door creaks slowly as they enter the room. Inside are 
mannequins dressed in old-fashioned costumes, a clapper 
board, a piano, unseen objects draped in sheets.



BETTINA
I brought my CV. Would you like-

MAN
That won’t be necessary.

He turns away from her and slowly walks around the room. His 
footsteps echo.

MAN (CONT’D)
Have you much experience in the 
expression of fear?

BETTINA
Well, I .. I’ve not done a horror 
exactly but I did a thriller which - 

MAN
Silence.

The man picks up a dress at the side of the room.

MAN (CONT’D)
Put this on.

BETTINA
You know I .. I think perhaps this 
isn’t the role for me after -

The door behind Bettina slams shut on its own. She jumps. The 
key turns in the lock.

She puts on the dress, her fingers fumbling.

MAN
Perfect. You’re perfect. The role 
is yours.

He lifts a drape to reveal an old-fashioned film camera. 
Another to reveal lights. Another to reveal a large glass 
bell jar. 

He grabs Bettina by the hair and drags her screaming inside 
the glass chamber. It starts to fill with pale green gas.

MAN (CONT’D)
My set! My beautiful set is 
complete. And now...

He moves rapidly around the room swiping away dusty drapes to 
reveal similarly-dressed women imprisoned behind glass. As 
the gas settles around Bettina, he gazes admiringly at her 
frozen body, her face contorted exquisitely with fear.
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