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DareDol | Jade wakes up in the back of the Peeper Brothers van.

VI LLAI'N
What a prize package you are! And
now we shall deliver you...to your
doom

She is carried inside.

The villain ties her, arnms spread, to a couple of colums
wi th spandex "rope."

JADE
What is the nmeaning of this, you fiend?

VI LLAI' N
I've lashed you to these col ums
usi ng a space-age pol yner spandex
blend that will shrink as soon as |
turn down the thernostat. It wll
pul | your body to pieces for easier
consunpti on!

JADE
Hol y wi shbone!

VI LLAI' N
My only wish is that your ness not
prove too difficult to clean up
afterwards. But then, that's why
God invented little brothers.

The villain exits.

Ice triggers her wistconp with her mddle finger, and
fairly shouts:

JADE
CrineBase! It's nme! DareDoll Jade!

CRI MEBASE
Uh, yeah!
(1 ong pause)
I wasn't sl eeping!

JADE
No, Norman. O course not.

CRI MEBASE
What do you want ?

JADE
| need a favor.



CRI MEBASE
Yeah, alright. If it's sonething I
can do fromright here. 1'mon

phone watch today. Everybody el se
I's out to lunch.

JADE
Al'l you need to do is anmplify the
voltage to ny gauntlets. 1"
expl ain why | ater.

CRI MEBASE
But that will make your gl oves
real ly hot and maybe even stress
the transmtters!

JADE
Just do it, Norman, or you're
really going to be stressing ne!

Soon she is free. She wal ks the maze but is overtaken by
chl orof orm

She is carried OTS.

She is wapped in plastic. The villain tears away a pi ece of
it to reach a ticklish spot with a feather. She | aughs

t hrough the plastic covering her nmouth. The villain pulls it
off to hear what she has to say:

JADE
If you really think I"mgoing to
give up the DareDoll activation
code just because you figured out
how to tickle ny fancy, you' ve got
anot her thing com ng, you fiend.

VI LLAI' N
There's anot her thing com ng,
alright, but you' re not going to
like it!

She is placed on the conveyor and driven toward the buzz saw.
When her head is within an inch of the blade, we pan to the
rest of her body, which twitches violently and then is
eerily still. Has the fiend succeeded?



