The sound of a match being lit breaks dead silence, and the ravaged face of Lindsey Wallace appears behind it.





Lindsey slowly lowers the match down to a table completely covered with white candles and begins to light them.





The whole room is outlined with the candles, leaving only a barren spot in the center.





Lindsey drops to her knees in the empty space and brings her trembling hands together as if she is praying as she stares up at the ceiling, with glassy, welled-up eyes…





THEY THOUGHT THEY COULD ESCAPE FATE…





Laura Stokely walks down a damp alleyway, glancing back as she sees a dark red liquid dripping down from the trunk of an old beat-up car.  Drip.  Drip.  Drip…





A woman stands in a room completely filled with smoke, stopping cold as she sees the smoke begin to drift and swirl like there’s something there.





A rusted gate is overrun by dead vines, and a cracked sign near it reads: The Hollow.





BUT THEY WERE WRONG…





A woman’s body is restrained to a wall as if she was crucified.





Laura sits at the edge of a white bathtub, running water through her fingers.  She looks toward the door as she hears somebody come in downstairs.





A drop of blood lands on a man’s forehead and he looks upward to see dead corpses dangling back and forth on ropes from the branches of a tree.





AND NOW IT’S COMING BACK FOR ANOTHER HALLOWEEN NIGHT.





The Shape grabs Laura and throws her against a wooden column.





A picture of Laura is suddenly splattered in blood.





A table of candles is knocked over, setting curtains ablaze and quickly spreading through the room.





A couple slowly lies down on a bed and begin to kiss, pulling off each other’s clothes passionately and unyielding.





A knife blade cuts a deformed “A” on somebody’s arm above their wrist.





Laura shoves through a mess of cardboard boxes for something, The Shape directly behind her.
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