
Prey

After fleeing the site of a brutal carnage, a man finds a
mystical pond capable of showing one's future. But does he

really want to know?
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FADE IN:

EXT. CAMPING SITE, FOREST - NIGHT

A campfire, trembling with the wind, dying out. With it, the
last remains of human life in this God forsaken place.

The tents are completely destroyed, its supports broken, the
fabrics torn apart.

Half a dozen human bodies lie on the floor. A gigantic pool
of blood underneath them. Deep cuts, as if butchered by a
wild animal. Horror stamped in their faces, eyes wide
opened. One of them has a dog whistle in his mouth.

Dogs barking and howling, gunshots and horrific screams of
pain echo at a distance.

A thin trail of blood extends from camp, in the opposite
direction of the screams--

--past a bloody ax and a bear trap with a severed foot--

--deep into the woods. The blood trail continues to--

EXT. TREE TUNNEL - NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

The tree branches intertwine at the top, creating the
appearance of a tunnel. Dark and grim.

CONNOR (early 30s) crawls on the floor, moaning in pain. His
right foot is severed to the bone. The improvised tourniquet
does little to stop the bleeding, yet he keeps going. Call
it survival instinct.

He has one of those DOG WHISTLEs in his mouth, but pain
often hinders his ability to blow it.

Connor sees a clearing up ahead, well lit, with a small pond
in the middle. Stops, exhausted. So close, yet so far.

With a grunt, Connor moves one elbow ahead of his body and
drags himself forward, focusing on the light--

EXT. CLEARING, BY THE POND - DAY (FLASHBACK)

A beautiful day. Sunlight reflects on the water.

Connor stands by the pond, his back against the water,
purposefully keeping his eyes off the water.
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Holds hands with TASHA (mid 20s), gorgeous, completely out
of his league. However, her gleamy eyes say she loves him.

TASHA
Are you telling me you lived here all
your life and you never looked? Do
you know how much people would pay to
see it just once?

CONNOR
My grandmother wouldn't let me. She'd
say--

old woman's voice( )
Fate is a gift from the Gods. It
shan't be opened until it's time, for
mortal eyes cannot accept anything
less than what was promised.

his voice( )
Besides, what's the fun of knowing
your future? Your entire life would
be meaningless.

TASHA
You can still change things, dummy.
It's comforting, I guess. To live
your life knowing you're with the
person you're supposed to be. Knowing
how to make it last. How to keep the
people you love safe.

A somber tone in her voice. He hugs her tightly, reassuring.

EXT. CLEARING, BY THE POND - NIGHT

Clouds cover the moon. The pond waters are dark and
unwelcoming, and the trees around the clearing feel like a
battalion closing in the last survivor of an enemy faction.

Connor leaves a red trail as he crawls towards the pond.

Nearly there. Just a final effort.

He finally arrives at the edge of the pond. Exhausted, lies
on his back, looking at the sky.

It becomes suddenly silent. No more howls or screams or
gunshots. Nothing. Just a disturbing and ominous silence.

A twig breaks. It came from the tree tunnel. It's dark,
impossible to discern any shape inside.

He considers the pond again, doubtful. Should he look?
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An arm shaped SHADOW reaches for his shoulder.

Just a tree branch.

Connor calms himself down. He considers his options: the
pond -- the dark tunnel ahead -- his bleeding foot.

He makes a decision. Leans over the pond, tries to find the
least painful position. Images start forming in the water.

REFLECTION IN THE POND:

Connor, wearing a fine suit, puts a wedding ring on Tasha,
who wears a wedding dress.

ON CONNOR, REAL WORLD:

At peace with the future he sees. Her smile comforts him.

He reaches for Tasha. As he touches the water, it completely
changes. Becomes turbulent, darker.

REFLECTION IN THE POND:

A dark figure emerges from the tree tunnel.

All hope is gone from Connor's face. Accepts his fate. Sits
back and waits, as a large humanoid shadow looms over him.

A scythe-shaped shadow hacks through a human body -- blood
splashes everywhere -- a dead body drops dead on the ground.

ON CONNOR, REAL WORLD:

He gasps in horror. The absolute silence is unsettling. He
scans his surroundings. He has no idea what to look for.

A rustling sound. From the treeline. But nothing comes out.

Then FOOTSTEPS. From inside the tunnel.

One, after another, perfectly clear. Closer, every second.

Connor realizes he still has his whistle with him. Blows it
continuously, while fixating on the tunnel, in anticipation.

A dark figure emerges from the dark. Just like the waters in
the pond predicted. A grim and ominous presence.

All hope is gone from Connor's face. Accepts his fate. Sits
back and waits, as a large humanoid shadow looms over him.
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The shadow of what resembles a sharp blade threatens to chop
Connor's head. He looks away, back to the pond.

A sudden realization. He outfaces his attacker, challenging,
but wary, trying to look calm.

CONNOR
Stop this madness. You're not going
to kill me. This pond predicts the
future. Our future. And I did not see
myself dying tonight. So leave.

The blade moves, as if the figure was considering whether to
cut Connor's head off or listen to him.

CONNOR (cont'd)
If you don't believe me, have a look
yourself.

Beat. Connor suspends his breath.

The figure lowers its blade.

A short lived relief. The clouds uncover the full moon.
Howls are heard far away. The figure raises its blade again.

CONNOR (cont'd)
No no no no. Not now. Please, don't.

The figure steps into the light. Just a man. Not even a man.
A BOY. 18, no more. Richly dressed. He's scared, but there's
also a sense of excitement in his face. Almost psychotic.

He starts a chainsaw. That's what the blade-shaped shadow
was. Steps towards Connor, who attempts to crawl away.

A TREE TRUNK lands inside the pond, right next to the Boy.
Water splashes everywhere. It was just a warning.

Something growls behind the bushes. Hairy face, long muzzle,
pointy ears, sharp teeth and bright red eyes. Hiding in the
dark. A WEREWOLF.

Fearless, the Boy advances to the beast, blowing a dog
whistle of his own. The Werewolf doesn't even move.

The Boy's resolve weakens. Why is it not working?

Doesn't matter. He has a chainsaw. Continues moving towards
the Werewolf, threatening it with the deadly tool.

Another growl. A massive wolf-like shadow rises behind the
Boy, from where Connor was. Claws as large as scythes.
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The Boy turns, but it's too late--

The claws hack through his fragile body -- blood splashes
everywhere -- the Boy's dead before he hits the ground.

Connor, in his werewolf form, kneels beside his victim and
howls to the moon, seemingly in triumph.

The clouds hide the full moon again. Connor turns back to
his human form. His howls turn to cries.

A female figure walks in his direction. Slow. Graceful.

It's Tasha. She picks up the dog whistle next to the Boy's
head. He has the same horrified gaze as the dead men before.

TASHA
Do they actually believe this toy can
scare us? What do they think we are?
Dogs? At least, it led me to you.

Connor is truly distressed. Tasha kneels beside him.

TASHA (cont'd)
He gave no you choice. They attacked
us first. To them, this is only a
sport. And we're the trophies.

CONNOR
I could have chosen to let him kill
me. End it all. No more murders. No
more running. My grandmother was
right. I looked and I could not bear
any fate other than the one I saw.

TASHA
What did you see?

Beat. He looks her in the eyes. Smiles.

CONNOR
You. I saw you.

They kiss.

The moonlight reflects on the pond. Its shimmering and
gentle blue contrasts with the crimson blood on the soil.

Howls are heard at a distance. As their bodies morph back to
their true selves, the two lovers join the chilling tune of
their people. They've won the battle.

FADE TO BLACK
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