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EXT. CREEPY HOUSE - DAY

A modern home in the middle of a forest. It is a dark, gloomy day and it is 

raining hard.

Several police cars surround the house, and police officers are bustling about.

One set of cops bring a man out of the house in handcuffs. 

Another set bring out a crying woman. They sit her down in the back of an 

ambulance and cover her with a blanket. They offer her an oxygen mask, but 

she refuses.

INT. CREEPY HOUSE - DAY

Two cops, an older DETECTIVE CARTER, and a slightly younger DETECTIVE 

LEARY, search the home, flashlights illuminating the unusually dark house. 

Nothing seems out of the ordinary.

INT. CREEPY BASEMENT LAB - DAY

The cops open the door to the basement. The backlight from the house creates 

a silhouette around their heads. There are test tubes, beakers, scalpels, and 

other sciency stuff. 

They shine their flashlights at an unseen object. CARTER shakes his head in 

disgust. LEARY dry-heaves into a handkerchief.

EXT. CREEPY HOUSE - DAY

LEARY and CARTER look on as paramedics wheel a gurney out. Under a 

stained sheet are three rectangular lumps.
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INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

The crying wife, JEAN DIETER, sits in a cold, sterile room. A steaming cup of 

coffee and a water pitcher are the only thing in the room with her.

DETECTIVE LEARY and DETECTIVE CARTER enter.

LEARY

Mrs. Dieter? I’m Detective Leary, and this is 

my partner Detetive Carter. We know this is a 

rough time, but we need to ask you a few 

questions.

She doesn’t respond.

CARTER

Mrs. Dieter? We have to ask you about your 

husband. And what we found in the 

basement.

MRS. DIETER

What can I tell you? Everything I thought I 

knew was a lie. A god damn marinara-soaked 

lie.

LEARY

Were there any signs--any implication--he’d 

do something... like this?

MRS. DIETER

Do you think I would have just sat around 

doing nothing if I knew? 

CARTER

Mrs. Dieter. Three hot pockets have been 

destroyed. Wasted. You’ve seen what I have, 

and I understand what you’re going through, 

but we need information, and we need it pretty 

soon. As close to now as possible.

She shakes her head, defeated.
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LEARY

Who knows what else could be involved. For 

all we know, there could be an innocent 

calzone out there we don’t know about. 

Spoiling. We need to know anything you know, 

or you could face serious legal action.

MRS. DIETER

He didn’t talk to me much. After he started his 

new job as the hospital’s head surgeon, he 

became so distant.

CUT TO:

INT. DIETER HOUSE - DAY

FLASHBACK to many months ago.

MRS. DIETER sits on the couch reading. MR. DIETER enters, not 

acknowledging her.

MRS. DIETER

How was work?

MR. DIETER

Huh? Oh. It was fine. Dull. 

(beat)

I’ll be in the kitchen.

MRS. DIETER

Okay.

She returns to her reading, sitting in silence for a moment. A MICROWAVE 

SOUND is heard following by CRACKLING and POPPING.

She rushes to the kitchen. MR. DIETER turns around, startled. He is 

microwaving a Pop Tart, still in the metal wrapper.

MRS. DIETER (CONT’D)

W-what are you doing?
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MR. DIETER

What? I wanted it hot. What are you doing?

MRS. DIETER

I heard explosions. It smells like smoke. I 

was worried. I am worried.

MR. DIETER

I like it in the microwave.

MRS. DIETER

Okay. You don’t have to be upset. But you 

can’t put metal in the microwave. It’s 

dangerous.

MR. DIETER

I’m one of the best god damned surgeouns in 

the world, you think I can’t figure out a simple 

snack food?

MRS. DIETER

No... I... okay.

CUT TO:

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

CARTER

So... he was showing early signs of what was 

to come?

MRS. DIETER

I thought he was tired... I couldn’t imagine.

LEARY

What else can you remember? Leading up to 

the incident? 

MRS. DIETER

Not long after that he stopped talking to me 

altogether. I gave up trying to communicate. 

Then... in the basement.... I heard noises. 
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Grunts, wrappers being unwrapped, flaky 

crust.

CARTER

When did you start to get suspicious?

CUT TO:

INT. DIETER HOUSE - NIGHT

MRS. DIETER drinks a glass of milk in the kitchen late at night when the 

basement door opens.

She walks out to find MR. DIETER with large red and orange stain on his 

surgical scrubs.

MRS. DIETER

What is this?

MR. DIETER

Nothing. It’s blood. It’s jizz. I’m cheating on 

you. With a man. I’m gay.

MRS. DIETER

It’s... it’s sauce...

CUT TO:

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

CARTER

Good god... I’m holding back vomit and tears.

They sit in silence. MRS. DIETER hangs her head.

There is a loud KNOCK on the metal door, startling everyone.

CARTER (CONT’D)

Let’s take a break Mrs. Dieter. Thank you for 

your help so far.
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LEARY

There will be a guard right outside the door. 

Let him now if you need anything all. Carter?

CARTER

Yeah. Ready.

They exit the interrogation room to find the CORONER waiting for them in the 

hall.

CORONER

It’s ready for you you guys. Follow me. Brace 

yourselves.

They walk around the corner to the POLICE MORGUE.

CARTER

(to LEARY)

You sure you want to go in? I won’t think less 

of you if you don’t.

LEARY

We’re in this pocket together. Let’s go.

INT. POLICE MORGUE - DAY

They enter, and LEARY immediately looks away, horrified. 

LEARY

Oh god. I’m gonna puke tears...

CARTER

Relax. Sit down. This won’t take long.

CARTER looks over to the table where there are three Hot Pockets connected 

by the crust. They have been sliced open as if they were examined.

CORONER

As you can see here, the Hot Pockets were 

grafted to one another with impeccable 

medical technique, allowing the filling to flow 

freely inside. 
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When we open it up, you see the standard 

meatball Hot Pocket is connected to... the 

breakfast one. And a weird barbeque one on 

the end. This is sick shit, boys.

CARTER

God damn... Could a surgeon have done 

this?

CORONER

Sure. But even then, it would take practice. 

That’s when we found this.

The CORONER motions to a small table in the corner.

We see three Pizza Rolls in a metal pan, haphazardly stuck together.

CARTER

They’re just babies...

LEARY

Christ... He practiced on these?

CORONER

Yes. Unfortunately, he was not successful. 

There was sauce spilling out everywhere. We 

were too late.

The CORONER leads them over to a rack of foods covered in sheets like 

bodies.

CORONER (CONT’D)

He got more advanced though. We found all 

kinds of failed experiments. Mozarella sticks, 

jalapeño poppers, strudels, pitas, (gulps) egg 

rolls. If it was stuffed, he ruined it. 

LEARY

We were too late.

CARTER

What’s this one?
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CARTER motions to a round lump under a blanket on the slab.

CORONER

You don’t want to see this one. 

LEARY

If we’re going to put this guy away, we need to 

know everything. Everything.

CORONER

All right. It’s a Cadbury egg.

The CORONER pulls the sheet away to reveal a single Cadbury egg.

CARTER

What’s wrong with it? There’s only one, it 

seems normal to me.

CORONER

We thought so to. But during the autopsy--

The CORONER turns the egg around to reveal the back is cut away, and inside 

are three Gushers candy attached to one another.

LEARY

Gushers?!

CARTER

He inseminated it? Shit...

There is a long pause as the information sinks in.

CARTER (CONT’D)

All right. We’ve seen enough. Thank you, 

doctor.

CORONER

I hope this guy gets what’s coming to him. 

And quick. So long.

CUT TO:
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INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

CARTER and LEARY return, visibly shaken. They sit down, and MRS. DIETER 

looks up.

CARTER

We’re almost done, Mrs. Dieter. Just one 

more thing. Tell us about earlier today. What 

led you to making the 911 call?

CUT TO:

INT. CREEPY HOUSE - DAY

MRS. DIETER walks around cautiously, making sure her husband isn’t home.

MRS. DIETER

Frederick? Hello? Anyone home?

When she’s sure no one is there, she tries to open the basement door. It’s 

locked.

She pulls her hand away to reveal it is covered in marinara sauce from the 

knob. She runs away in horror and disgust to the kitchen and washes her 

hands feverishly. As she’s washing, the fridge catches her eye.

She cautiously approaches and opens the freezer. She sighs in relief when 

nothing is there.

She turns her head and sees the Hot Pocket Centipede in the door shelf and 

screams.

MR. DIETER (O.S.)

Like what you see?

MRS. DIETER screams again and turns around quickly.

MR. DIETER (CONT’D)

I did this for us. It’s my best work yet.

MRS. DIETER

No. I didn’t ask for any of this.
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MR. DIETER

You knew damn well what was going on. You 

could have stopped me any time. You believe 

in this like I do.

MRS. DIETER

No! Never.

MR. DIETER

No? Follow me. To the bedroom. I have 

something to show you.

MRS. DIETER follows as if in a trance.

INT.  DIETER BEDROOM -DAY

MR. DIETER

Looks normal. Right?

MRS. DIETER nods.

MR. DIETER (CONT’D)

Check your pillow.

She pulls the pillowcase off slowly, and reveals a Giant Hot Pocket.

MR. DIETER (CONT’D)

You’ve been sleeping on it this whole time. 

Admit it. You want this as bad as I do.

MRS. DIETER thinks for a moment, then slowly approaches her husband.

MR. DIETER (CONT’D)

Yes. Come to me.

MRS. DIETER

Just tell me one thing.

MR. DIETER

Anything.
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MRS. DIETER

How does it taste?

MR. DIETER

Well, it actually tastes quite--

MRS. DIETER slams him in the face with the Giant Hot Pocket, splattering 

sauce on him.

He falls to his knees, screaming. Steam rises off his scalded face.

MR. DIETER (CONT’D)

--HOT!!!

She runs outside to freedom, covered in red sauce. She pulls out a cell phone 

and dials the police.

CUT TO:

INT.  INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

CARTER

W... well...

LEARY

Thank you Mrs. Dieter. Jean. That will be 

enough for today. We will be in touch.

The partners exit.

INT. POLICE HALLWAY - DAY

The partners exit the room and press their backs against the wall, taking a 

deep breath.

LEARY

She was pretty broken up, huh? She was 

crying and I felt some of the air from her 

mouth in my mouth.
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CARTER

Hey. You did good, partner. Days like this 

aren’t easy.

LEARY

Yeah...

CARTER

Look, you’re sort of new, and I totally get how 

this could hit you hard. But believe me, some 

cases aren’t this easy. At least on this case, 

you know who the bad guy is. You know what 

he did was wrong. And we stopped him.

LEARY

But all those foods. Jesus Christ, Carter, the 

meatball one was touching the breakfast one.

CARTER

Listen, man. That son of a bitch is going to 

pay.

LEARY

Yeah... pay.

CUT TO:

INT. COURTROOM -DAY

MR. DIETER sits in handcuffs in front of the judge and jury. His face is badly 

scarred from the scalding Hot Pocket insides.

JUDGE

Mr. Frederick Dieter, you have been found 

guilty by a jury of your peers. I sentence you to 

a million life terms forever.

MR. DIETER is grabbed by two bailiffs. He begins struggling and shouts.

MR. DIETER

Peers? They are not just my peers. You all 

are. You stuff your food every day. 
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Turkey gets stuffing and a duck and a chicken 

inside of it on TV every day, and no one bats 

an eye. You eat stuffed crust pizza. Jelly 

donuts. How are three-chambered peanuts 

any different from my Centipede? Fine. I 

accept my role as a martyr to further snack 

food research. But one day, a hungry gross 

teenager will know the importance of my work. 

See you in hell.

The JUDGE slams her gavel as he is dragged out the room into a long, dark 

hallway. DETECTIVE LEARY and MRS. DIETER sit in the audience, watching 

the proceedings with a cold stare.

CUT TO:

INT. CORPORATE OFFICE - DAY

DETECTIVE LEARY and MRS. DIETER stare forward at an executive. They have 

the same blank stare as before, only now with a slight, demented grin.

They stand up, and shake hands with the big wig.

The camera zooms out to reveal a sign that reads:

HOT POCKET HEADQUARTERS

HERBERT H. POCKET

C.E.O.

The camera lingers on the sign. A buzzing sound begins to get increasingly 

louder as the camera lingers.

A microwave DING is heard.

CUT TO:

BLACK
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