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TEASER
FADE | N:
EXT. CITY STREET. N GHT. 1
TI TLE OVER — Atl anta, August 2004.

A quiet city street. Cars and taxis scurry like ants. The
streetlanps flicker and illum nate the pedestrians anbling
beneath them They are far renoved fromthe dark all ey across
the road nestled between two tall buil dings.

EXT. CTY STREET — ALLEYWAY. NI GHT. 2

DECKARD, forties, scruffy, bald and reeking of thrift stores,
hurries along the alley. He has a | arge, w apped package
tucked beneath his arm He | ooks around the alley, peeks at
his watch, huffs inpatiently, then peers back around,
squinting at all the crates.

TWST (V.Q)
So start talking! That is why we're
having this conversation, right?

You fill me in on the background so
I know what |I'’mletting nyself in
for?

A shadow falls across Deckard. He freezes.

W apped in darkness and a black coat, CHRIS cuts a tall, |ean
figure. A wide-brimed fedora hides his face throughout the
exchange.

CHRI S
Good eveni ng, Deckard.

Deckard breathes a sigh of relief and roots inside his coat
pocket for a handkerchief, nopping his sweaty brow.

DECKARD
Jeez, Chris, you need to stop doing
that lurking thing, ya know? G ve
an honest guy like ne a heart
attack!

CHRI S
(chuckl es)
Deckard, you're about as honest as
| am Jamai can.

DECKARD
Hey, that’s sl ander!
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CHRI S
Not if it’s true, it isn't. Now
then, | believe you have sonet hing
for nme?
DECKARD

Yeah, yeah, here you go.

Deckard hands the package to Chris. He takes it and weighs it
with his hand. Deckard shifts nervously fromfoot to foot as
Chris cocks his head to one side.

CHRI S
You're not trying to rip nme off,
are you, Deckard?

DECKARD
No way, it’s all there, as al ways!
Wuld | do a thing like that?

Chris holds the package for a beat before tucking it under
his armand reaching into his jacket.

CHRI S
Never hurts to check. | like to
think it keeps you on your toes.

Chris tosses a small envel ope to Deckard, who tears it open
and greedily eyes up the noney inside.

CHRI' S (cont’ d)
It’s all there. Unlike you, | ama
man of my word every tine.

DECKARD
Jeez, Chris, you gonna bring that
up every tine | see ya?

Chris chuckles. Deckard flaps his arns at himbefore he turns
and wal ks away. He nutters as he | eaves Chris alone. Chris
tears open the paper. He opens the brown box reveal ed and
renoves its contents.

He holds up a small, glass bottle to the Iight and exam nes
the red liquid within. He uses his thunb to pop the stopper,
it swings off a thread, and raises the bottle to his |ips-

A woman SCREAMS.
Chris’s head whips round. He fingers the bottle, considering,

then places the stopper back on. He gently places the bottle
back in its case, then carefully hides it anong the crates.



EXT. CATY — ALLEYWAY. NI GHT. 3

A GRL, late teens, is towered over by HOOD #1 while HOOD #2
circles them The girl sobs. Blood runs froma small wound in
her neck. The hoods hiss |ouder as her cries becone nore
desper at e.

Chris crouches on the fire escape above. Face still obscured,
he wat ches.

The terrified girl desperately tries to push past them They
push back and | augh even | ouder.

G RL
Pl ease...pl ease! Let ne go!

HOOD #1
Aw, what’'s the matter, honey, you
don’t want to play anynore?

The first man playfully shoves the girl back and forth.

HOOD #2
Conme on, Bruno, let’s just bleed
this little screaner and then
scoot !

Hi s face pressed close to her neck, the first man sneers and
draws back her hair to expose her jugul ar.

HOOD #1
Sorry it had to end like this,
sweet heart, but a man’s gotta eat...

The man’s face TRANSFORMS. Wth a HI'SS, his teeth |engthen
and sharpen into points. He blinks once. H's eyes turn a
bal eful red. The girl shrinks fromhim but

his gripis firm He leans in close, tongue snaking out to
lick his lips.

Hood #2 giggles as he watches his conrade. He doesn't see or
hear the dark shadow drop to the ground behind him

Chris rises up. There is a faint SNICK. Metal FLASHES in the
| anpl i ght .

The man turns. Eyes w den.
SWOOSH.
The netal slices down.

The body col | apses. The head rolls down the alley.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

The girl whinpers. The hood’ s eyes widen in terror and
conf usi on.

HOOD #1 (cont’ d)
Hey... hey! What the hell!?!

Chris, the man, is finally revealed. Chiselled features and
| ong dark hair grace a youthful face that is belied by a
mat ure strength.

CHRI S
Let her go.

Chris points towards the man with his sword, a | ong and
mast er crafted Japanese katana sword.

HOOD #1
No way, she’s mne! | saw her
first!

CHRI S

That’s not what | mean, you | ow
life idiot. Let her go.

HOOD #1
But...ain’t you one of...

Chris SNARLS — and as he does, his features change just |ike
the man’s did. Red eyes, pointed teeth.

CHRI S
I’mnothing |ike you, vanpire.

The first man pani cs and shoves the girl towards Chris,
sprinting down the alley as Chris helps the girl to a sitting
position. She's still shaking with terror.

CHRI' S (cont’ d)
Stay there.

Looki ng back up and after the fleeing man, Chris reaches into
his jacket and draws a thin wooden stake, and after a
nmonment’ s aim THROAS it down the alley.

The stake bullets through the man’s back and through his
chest. Direct hit to the heart. The man HOALS and drops to
hi s knees, and then col | apses face down to the ground.

Satisfied, Chris nods once and then turns and reaches a hand
out to the girl. She whinpers and shuffles away from him
until with a shake of his head Chris’ features return to
normal, and he offers his hand again

G RL
Wh- what ... what are you?
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CHRI S
Nanme’s Chris. I'"msort of a
vanpire.
(beat)
It’s a long story. Cone on.

Chris pulls the girl to her feet, sheathes his sword and
starts to wal k away. The girl stunbles after him throwing a
| ook down at the headl ess vanpire body.

CHRI' S (cont’ d)
There are people who clean that up
for us, it’s not our problemright
now.

TWST (V.Q0)
Nice. Totally getting that whole
‘“anti hero’ vibe already.

CHRIS (V.Q)
As | said before, there are worse

alternatives. But that doesn’'t nean
I have to |ike ny choices.

BLACK QUT:

END OF TEASER
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CONTI NUED: ( 3)
ACT ONE
FADE | N:
INT. BAR. NI GHT. 4

A variety of shady clientele line the chairs, booth and bar
stools of the lowclass bar. At the end of the bar, Chris
sinks a shot, wi nces and slans the enpty glass down. Severa
ot her enpty shooter glasses are laid before him He signals
the bartender to bring another.

On the stage, to the nusic of *Skeleton Song’ by Johnny
Hollow, a pretty female singer is struggling against the
indifference of the patrons. Chris cranes around to check her
out. When he turns back to his glasses a worl d-weary
brunette, CAROL, sits next to him | ooking himover.

CARCOL
Trying to forget?

CHRI S
Sonet hing |ike that.

CARCOL
Must have a | ot of things you don’t
want to renmenber, if that
inpressive little pile of cheap
gl assware in front of you is
anything to go by.

Silence for a beat. Carol grins — she likes a chall enge.

CAROL (cont’d)
My nane’s Carol, thanks for asking.

She waits for Chris to answer, but he's still quiet.

CAROL (cont’d)
Y all don’t say nuch, do you?

CHRI S
I"mafraid | don’'t have much to
say.

CARCL
See, | would have thought a guy

drinking in here, alone, on a
weekni ght, nust have sone kind of a
story to tell. Wiy don’t you start
wth nme? You never know, talking
may be a new and scary prospect at
first, but you mght like it...

Chris | ooks across at last. Carol grins cheekily at him and
Chris can't resist a smle back.
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CHRI S
I"’msorry. Don't take it
personal ly...

CARCL
Carol. It's Carol.

CHRI S
Right. Don’t take it personally,
Carol, but I'mreally not the sort
of person you want to get involved
with.

CARCOL
Mystery man, huh? And you say
you're trying not to attract any
attention?

CHRI S
Trouble tends to foll ow me around.
| wouldn’t want you to get hurt.

CARCOL
Oh yeah? And what nekes you thi nk
can’t handl e nysel f?

As if on cue, two pairs of hands slap down onto Chris’
shoul ders, acconpani ed by two thick-set men who are now

standi ng behind Chris. He smles at the irony and places his
gl ass back down.

CHRI S
Excuse ne. Looks |ike sonme of that
‘trouble’ | nentioned earlier wants

to see ne.

Chris stands and heads to the exit w thout | ooking at or
arguing with the nmen sticking close behind him Carol watches
hi m go, not sure whether to be concerned.

EXT. BAR — NI GHT 5

Chris steps into the dingy alley out back. The nusic from
wthin filters out. Chris pulls his collar up and | ooks
around. The only light comes fromthe security |anp over the
door .

The two heavies step outside and flank Chris as they | ead him
further into the alley. The orange glow of a cigarette
directs himto his target.

CHRI S
Renfro. Alittle late in the day
for you to be nmaki ng business
calls, isn't it?
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RENFRO steps into the light — old in the face but well-built
in the body, he is dressed smartly and knows how to carry it
— and towards Chris.

RENFRO
We had an agreenent, Christopher.
CHRI S
OCh, not this again...l ook, tell your
boss what 1’'ve told you. | don't
kil humans unl ess | have a dam

good reason. And a suitcase full of
noney does not qualify as a ‘dam
good reason.’ |f your ever-
reclusive master wants this
reporter dead, he’'s going to have

to kill her hinself. |1’ m nobody’s
whi ppi ng boy.
RENFRO
Real | y? That’'s not what | heard.
(beat)

Have you heard from Mal kuth | ately?

Chris stiffens. Renfro gives a toothy grin. H's teeth
si ckeningly yel | ow.

CHRI S
He has nothing to do with this.

RENFRO
Hey, |’ mjust saying what | heard.
Wrd on the street is, he's got
nore than just a persuasive hold
over you. | hear he owns a piece of
your soul .

Renfro steps right up to Chris’ face, blow ng snoke across
it. The two heavies watch on, ready to junp Chris if he so
much as breathes the wong way. Chris squeezes his fist until
hi s knuckles turn white.

CHRI S
So what if he does?

RENFRO
Makes you sonething of a liability,
doesn’'t it? And if you're a
liability, M. Giost can't trust
you, and if he doesn’t trust you,
you' Il get no nore work, and that
neans...

Renfro lets that hang. Chris knows exactly what he neans.
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CHRI S
That neans no nore bl ood. And | et
me guess, if | take up this
reporter job, I'Il get all the
fresh blood I ever need, right?

RENFRO
(smles)
You know ne, Chris. Man of ny word.

CHRI S
Yes, that you certainly are.

There is a faint SNIKT sound, and Renfro’ s eyes suddenly
bulge. Chris leans in close to him

CHRI' S (cont’ d)
So it’s a crying shanme | don’t
trust that word, isn't it?

We pull back — Chris has drawn his katana and sunk it into
Renfro’'s chest. The elderly man gurgles once and then starts
to slide slowy backwards. The two heavies react too |ate.
They rush toward Chris, but he is already off. They scan both
sides of the street, but Chris has becone one with the
shadows.

CHRIS (V.O) (cont’d)
In ny defence, Renfro was hardly a
nodel citizen. He had a hand in
everything from bl ack market organ
trading to assassi nation and
ki dnapping. |'d done the world a
favour by taking himout that
ni ght .

EXT. ROOFTOP. NI GHT. 6

Chris strides into frame, the noon high in the sky overhead.
He’'s on the top of a |large apartnent buil ding, and he heads
for the fire escape.

CHRIS (V.QO)
That wasn’t the main thing that
happened on that night, however, as
you know by now. And before | get
to that, let’s head back a few
years.

Chris travels down two floors and slides up an apart nent
w ndow, slipping inside.

INT. CHRI'S APARTMENT. N GHT. 7

Modestly furnished, the roomis mainly full of books of al
shapes and sizes, stacked precariously all round.
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The main focus is the | arge pentagram nmarked out on the

fl oorboards, with a ring of unlit candles stationed round it.
Chris throws off his coat and places his sword carefully on
two nounts on the wall, before grabbing two books fromthe
pil es and opening them out on the fl oor.

CHRIS (V.QO)
Al nost sixty, in fact, and change
the location to ny honel and,
England. It was the day | was born...

EXT. BERKELEY MANOR. AFTERNOON. 8
TI TLE OVER — Edgbaston, England. 1944.

We're looking at a well-built manor house, surrounded by
fields and trees as a snall ol d-fashioned car pulls up
outside the front door. A rushed-looking man in a clean cut
suit junps out and runs inside.

I NT. BERKELEY MANOR — MASTER BEDROOM AFTERNOON. 9

A woman MOANS as the man steps inside the |uxurious naster
bedroom EDWARD BERKELY, md thirties and well grooned,
shakes the man’s hand. THERESA BERKELEY, heavily pregnant,
withes on the bed in pain. The man lifts a doctor’s satche
as he sits down beside her. He takes her pulse and |ays a
hand on her head.

I NT. MASTER BEDROOM — LATER 10

Theresa is asl eep, pale and covered in sweat. Edward paces
with the baby, smling proudly. The doctor packs his tools of
trade away.

CHRIS (V.QO)
I wasn’'t a particularly easy birth,
but this was the Forties, rolling
my nother into the EER wasn't
really an option. | was born
Chri stopher Edward Berkeley in My
1944, to rich parents in a world
that was waiting for the Second
Wrld War to finally wind to a
halt. W can gloss over ny early
years, as the first magjor thing to
happen in ny life was at age ten,
one summer’s afternoon...

EXT. BERKELEY MANOR — GARDENS. DAY. 11
TI TLE OVER — Summer 1952

Young Chris sits at the rear of the manor under the shade of
popl ar trees. He sobs. A dead bird lies on the ground in

front of him Chris reaches out to cradle the bird. He | eans
hi s head upon it.
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CHRIS (V.QO)
I’d found a nearly dead bird in our
garden, and sonet hing about it nade
me want to try and help. | was just
trying to see if I could sonehow
wish it back to life, when...

Chris snaps his head back at the sound of a |ow HUM He | ooks
fromside to side, sees nothing, returns his wi de eyes to the
bird. He has a thought and places his palmflat on the bird.
He cl oses his eyes. Concentrate. The tip of the bird’'s wng
flickers. Concentrate. The wing slowy flaps. Chris opens his
eyes.

CHRIS (V.O) (cont’d)
I didn’t know how I’'d done it, but
| knew in ny heart that it was
because of ne that the bird was
al i ve again.

Chris smles. He renobves his hand. The bird hops to his feet
and flutters away. Chris runs after it, waving joyously. His
not her watches from the house.

Wearing a white sumrer dress and with her |ong auburn hair
blowng in the wind, Theresa | ooks angelic as she beans down
at Chris, having watched the whol e thing.

What she doesn’'t see as we pan a little to the left is
Edward, watching frominside the house and not | ooki ng
pl eased. He turns and wal ks away fromthe w ndow.

CHRIS (V.QO) (cont’d)
There were a few things ny parents
had kept secret fromne, and one
was about to cone out into the
open...

I NT. BERKELEY MANOR — CORRI DOR. DAY. 12

Chris creeps along inside the house, as we hear raised voices
argui ng up ahead.

Chris peeks through the open door of the bedroom Edward and
Theresa stand at the other end of the room away fromthe
door. They are yelling.

Sophi a rai ses a hand, and the door SLAMS shut.

| NT. BERKELEY MANOR — MASTER BEDROOM DAY. 13

W're in with the argunent as Edward conti nues to shout at
Theresa, who is sitting on the bed and sobbi ng.
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CHRIS (V.QO)
In sinple terns, ny nother was a
white witch. She’d been born with
the power to heal, |ike her nother
and her nother before her. My
fat her knew about this but had nmade
her prom se not to use her powers
when they were married, and out of
her |l ove for himshe agreed. Then
canme along, and that little episode
confirmed what ny father had feared
— 1’d inherited sone of her powers.

I NT. BERKELEY MANOR — CHRI'S' BEDROOM NI GHT. 14

A stormrages outside. Chris huddles on the edge of his bed.
The curtains open. Rain | ashes at the w ndowpane. Fl ashes of
l[ightning illum nate the scene. The door opens. Chris’s
father is a silhouette in the doorway.

CHRIS (V.Q)
One night, the one thing | feared
nost in the world canme true.

Chris’ father wal ks into the roomand sits down on the bed
next to him Wthout a word being spoken, Chris’ lip starts
to trenble, and before he can start to cry his father draws
hi m cl ose, hugging himtightly.

CHRIS (V.QO) (cont’d)
Apparently, a tractor taking a
shortcut down a pedestrian path
hadn’t been | ooking where it was
going, and ny nother had been in
its way. She died instantly. |
never even had the chance to say
goodbye.

I NT. UNI VERSI TY LI BRARY. DAY. 15
TI TLE OVER — Bi rm ngham Uni versity, 1962

Chris is in his late teens. He sits at a desk in a |arge
university library as the sunlight streans in from outside.
Noticeably, Chris is sitting away fromwhere any of the |ight
can reach him his glasses on as he |eafs through a stack of
i npenetrabl e-| ooki ng books across the table in front of him

Through the wi ndows we can see sports teans playing out on
the fields, but it’s a world away from Chris and his books.

CHRIS (V.QO)
Years passed, and | took up
medi ci ne.

( MORE)
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| still used ny gift as often as |
could, but I kept it a closely
guarded secret throughout ny tine
at university, and then nedical
school

| NT. GOOD HOPE GENERAL HOSPI TAL. DAY. 16
CAPTI ON - Good Hope Hospital, 1973

We're |l ooking at the main reception doors frominside the
hospital as the now twenty-nine year old Chris pushes them
aside, cutting a smart figure in his white doctor’s coat. He
nods to other doctors and nurses as he wal ks past, scoops up
some charts and starts to read them

CHRIS (V.QO)
Becom ng a doctor was a | ogi cal
step. | could conbine ny interest

in medicine wwth the gift ny nother
had given nme, and in ny spare
hours...

INT. CHRIS DI GS. N GHT. 17

In a small roomin his rented accommodation, Chris is poring
over nore thick and dusty books, which we can now see the
pages of — they are covered with arcane synbols, diagrans of
outl andi sh | ooki ng creatures and |Iines of indecipherable
script. He reads by lanplight, nmaking copious anmounts of

not es.

CHRIS (V.QO)
..1 could continue ny studies of
the occult. My library access got
nmy hands on sone surprising reads,
and it wasn’t hard for nme to chase
up sonme of the nore stubborn texts
with alittle know how and the
right contacts. Things were going
along just fine, until one night in
1974...

EXT. CTY STREET. NI GHT. 18

Chris wal ks down a street |ined by angul ar houses, his coat
wr apped round himand his breath msting in the air.

Al ongsi de hi mwal ks STEPHANIE, a pretty red-haired nurse, the
two chatting as they head towards us. They stop outside one
house as we draw cl ose enough to |listen in.

STEPHANI E
Well, this is chez noi, so | guess
this is it for tonight.
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CHRI S
It’s been a pleasure to freeze ny
outer extremties for you tonight,
St ephanie, | hope we can do it
agai n.

STEPHANI E
Tonorrow night after shift works
for nme. See you later, Doctor
Ber kel ey.

CHRI S
Goodni ght, Nurse Jones.

The two share a smle — there’s an obvi ous chem cal
attraction here as Chris nods and nmakes his exit, walking
down the street towards us again as Stephani e watches.

EXT. PARK. N GHT. 19

Chris takes a shortcut through a darkened park, follow ng the
path by the noonlight. A dog barks sonmewhere off in the

di stance, but it’s a sudden rustle of |eaves nearby that
makes Chris stop and turn round.

Frominside the cover of bushes just off the path, sonething
is watching Chris. W hear heavy, alnost aninmal |ike
breathing as Chris scans round. He frowns as he tries to

| ocate the source of the noise.

CHRI S
Who's there? |Is sonebody out there?

He waits for a beat, then with a shrug starts to wal k on.

He’' s nade about four steps when the | eaves rustle again, but
this tine sonmeone BARGES into Chris and knocks himoff his
feet before he has chance to react.

Chris tries to get up but his assailant is too fast, grabbing
hi m and dragging himto his feet. We finally get our first
| ook at the attacker

A human face, but with blood-red eyes and | ong, w ckedly
sharp incisors, distorted into a hissing snarl.

Chris’ eyes widen and he tries to shove the man away, but
it’s far too strong and LUNGES forward, sinking its teeth
into Chris’ neck. Chris yells in pain as the vanpire hungrily
gul ps bl ood from Chris’ neck.

Chris’ beating arns start to grow weak and his | egs sag, when
the vanpire suddenly breaks fromits neal, blood glistening
down its chin, and snaps its head round. Hearing soneone
approaching, the creature throws Chris to the ground and
darts away, disappearing into the shadows.
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Chris withes on the ground, pressing a hand to his wounded
neck and trying to sit up.

Looki ng up at the noonlight as our vision blurs, we see
soneone lean into frane — a MAN, | ooking down on Chris.

MAN
Ach! I'"msorry | didn't get here
sooner, Chri stopher...

CHRI S
VWhat ...what did...

MAN
Don't try to speak. You ve just had
a generous hel pi ng of your bl ood
drai ned out of you, |’msurprised
you' re not a ghoul by now..Listen
to me very carefully, Christopher

CHRI S
How...do you... know ny...

MAN
That’s not inportant. You ve had an
i nfection passed over to you,
Chris, and it’ll turn you into
sonet hi ng awf ul unl ess we act
qui ckly. Drink.

The man hol ds sonething up close to frane.
Chris reaches up for whatever’s being held out to him

and draws it close to his nouth. H's eyes close as he drinks
for a beat, then suddenly wi den — we pull back and see that
Chris is drinking fromthe man’s forearm

Chris grunts and shoves the man backwards, struggling to his
feet and stunbling off, back towards the entrance. The man
wat ches himgo, rolling his sleeve back up.

MAN (cont’ d)
Chris, conme back! You don’t
under stand! That wasn’t enough!

We hear another HI SS fromoff screen, and with a wary | ook to
his side, the man dashes off screen, leaving Chris to his
fate.

Chris totters along for a few nore steps before stunbling to
the floor, landing in a heap with a groan.
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CHRIS (V.Q)
And that's howit all started...

BLACK QUT:

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT _TWO
FADE | N:

INT. CHRIS DI GS. N GHT. 20

Chris bursts into his room one hand pressed to the wound on
his neck, dark red lifeblood running fromit down his shirt
as he uses his free hand to sweep papers out of the way,
clearing the desk and searching for one book in particular.
He rapidly flips through the pages, wincing with pain, before
flopping into the chair.

TWST (V.Q0)
Not an ideal end to the evening,
huh?

CHRIS (V.QO)

| didn’t know what was happening to
me, but | knew | didn’'t have a
nmonment to waste. | quickly searched
for every healing spell, protective
charm magi cal defence agai nst
curses, hexes; anything that |

t hought woul d hel p.

Chris starts to nutter an incantation under his breath, and a
bl ue GLOWemanates fromhis hand resting on the book, up
along his armand to his wounded neck, before fading away
agai n.

Undeterred, he | eafs through the book and starts again.

CHRIS (V.QO) (cont’d)
| could feel sonething changing
i nside me, some awful darkness
trying to grab hold of ny soul, and
all I knew was that | had to stop
it somehow. | nust have been
wor ki ng for hours, and eventual ly |
passed out.

INT. CHRIS DI GS. MORN NG 21
We dissolve to see Chris slunped, asleep, across his desk,
papers, scrolls and books fluttering in the breeze creeping

in through the window. He stirs and sits up, stiff fromthe
awkwar d sl eep, one hand checki ng his neck.

The wound is still there, but has healed to two ugly red
patches, with tiny criss-cross patterns of red veins
stretching out in a web pattern beneath his skin.

Chris gets shakily to his feet, staggering over to the

w ndow. Bright sunlight shines in fromoutside, and Chris
puts a hand over his eyes, w ncing.
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CHRIS (V.QO)
The words of the stranger in the
park came rushing back to ne,
sonet hi ng about ghoul s and
i nfections, and sonet hing ‘ not
bei ng enough.” | had no idea what
he neant, and | couldn’'t explain ny
wounds either.

TWST (V.Q0)
And it never occurred to you that
you m ght’ ve becone, you know, a
vanpi re? Jeez, don’t you watch
novies at all?

EXT. OQUTSIDE CHRI S BU LDI NG MORNI NG 22

Chris wal ks out of his apartnment block and into the sunshine,
a pair of dark sunglasses on and a coat pulled tightly around
hi m despite the obvious warnth

TWST (V.Q)
How did you feel? | heard it’s a
little different for everyone.

CHRIS (V.QO)
Col d. Like every last drop of heat
had been drai ned out of ny body,
and | woul d never be warm again.
And the sunlight hurt ny eyes nore
than I'd ever felt before, so | did
what | could to stay out of it
while | went back to the park for
sone answers.

EXT. PARK. MORNI NG 23

A COUPLE strolls around. Chris waits for themto | eave. He
kneel s down at the scene of the attack, when a nan’'s voi ce
startles him

MAN (O S.)
| knew you’ d cone back...

Chris junps to his feet and spins round.

Standing in the shade of one of the park’s huge oak trees is
the man who cane to Chris’ aid last night, a smrk on his
face. He's tall and pale with short, neat black hair and an
expensi ve bl ack suit on

CHRI S
Who are you? And...and what exactly
happened to ne | ast ni ght?

( CONTI NUED)
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SANCTUS
My nane is Sanctus. And what
happened was that you were saved
froma terrible fate by a gift that
| tried to give to you

CHRI S
Gft? All | renenber is...

He drifts off, then | ooks at one of Sanctus’'s arns with
wonder, confusion, fear. Sanctus pulls his sleeve up. Chris
sees the bite marks just below the veins on Sanctus’ wi st.
Sanctus wal ks away. Chris foll ows.

EXT. PARK — SUBWAY ENTRANCE. MORNI NG 24

Shaded inside the entrance to a subway tunnel beneath the
park, Sanctus waits patiently as Chris appears at the
entrance. Sanctus starts to walk down into the tunnel, and
after a nonent’s hesitation Chris foll ows.

SANCTUS
The creature that attacked you | ast
ni ght was a poryphrian, or as they
are nore conmmonly known, a
‘vanpire.’ Its aimwas to drink
your |ifeblood to continue its own
filthy existence.

CHRI S
Vanpi res? There’s no such...

Chris stops hinself, starting to realise that an open m nd
woul d be a good asset at this point.

SANCTUS
Good, you're catching up! | could
tell you were smart. What |’ m goi ng
to tell you will seemi npossible,

but you should [isten well.

CHRI S
Ckay then, let’s see if |
understand this. A vanpire attacked
me, and you nust have disturbed it
before it was done, or 1’d be dead.

So...t hanks.
SANCTUS
You' re wel come.
CHRI S
So why did I...

Chris hesitates, and Sanctus smles, |laying a conradely hand
on hi s shoul der.

( CONTI NUED)
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SANCTUS
Wiy di d you surrender yourself and
drink the blood | offered you?
Because the nonent you were bitten,
you becane infected. | wish there
was a nore elegant word for it, but
that’s the net result. Your blood
now carries, anong other things, a
severe iron deficiency that wl|
require you to drink human or
ani mal bl ood.

Sanctus pauses, |ooking Chris up and down.

CHRI S
VWhat ?

SANCTUS
You're famliar with magic, yes?

CHRI S
Since | was a child.

SANCTUS
Keeping up a famly tradition?

CHRI S
My nother was a white witch. She
died when | was ten.

SANCTUS
Ah, I'’msorry. | should have
remenber ed.

CHRI S
Renmenber ed?

SANCTUS
When you drank fromne, we shared
nore than just blood - we shared
some of each other’s I|ives.
Hi stories, experiences, skills and
talents. | received many visions of
your |life thus far, and I'"'mglad to
say you confirmed ny beliefs about
you.

CHRI S
You’ ve been watching ne?

SANCTUS
For many years. | wanted to offer
you the Gft because | believed you
were the right sort of character to
use it for the greater good.

( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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However, it seens things did not go
to plan...

CHRI S
Alright, start all this again. |'m..
having a hard tinme taking any of
this in. What are you trying to
say? You've said that |I'minfected,
that | need to drink blood, that
we’ ve under gone sone ki nd of
transfusion of information...am|l
going to turn into one of those
vanpi re things?

SANCTUS
In all Iikelihood, no. Poryphrians
are the | owest breed of vanpire
Scavengers, pack hunters, easily
|l ed by the nore strong-willed anong
us. You and | are nade from purer
bl ood. When you broke away from ne
last night, | was only partway
through the ritual for transformng
you into one of us. It seens that
your know edge of magi ¢ has hel ped
you thus far...

CHRI S
When | got back to my honme | cast
every protective spell | could on

nmysel f...\Wat did you do to ne?

Sanctus steps closer, looking into Chris’ eyes with a proud
smle on his face.

SANCTUS
| wanted to nake you stronger,
faster, nore powerful than you
coul d ever imagine, but instead...
instead |’ ve created sonething new,
sonmet hing not quite a man, yet not
quite a beast. Sonmewhere in

bet ween.
CHRI S
| don’t understand...
SANCTUS
I"mafraid | don’t fully understand
it nyself, | can’t think of a tine

when this has happened before, but
that’s not inportant now Chris,
you woul d have died if | had not
stepped in to hel p you, renenber

t hat .

( CONTI NUED)
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CHRI S
Li sten, | eave the cryptic babble to
one side for a second! | want to

know what |’ ve becone!

Sanctus sm | es again, nods, and wal ks away. Chris blinks in
surprise and then takes a step after him his hand
outstretched. Sanctus snaps around inpossibly fast, his |ong
finger-nailed hand | ashing toward Chris’ throat.

Chris dodges, noving faster than Sanctus, grabs himby his
throat and Iifts himoff his feet. He slans Sanctus agai nst

t he subway wal |. Sanctus | aughs.
SANCTUS
Well! | think the test of your
reflexes indicates all is well ...

Chris GRUNTS — and we pull back to see that Sanctus has drawn
a dagger fromhis belt and plunged it deep into Chris’ gut.

He TWSTS it once, and Chris coughs, blood running fromhis
mout h. Sanctus lets himfall, watches himwithe in pain for
a nmonment, then kneels beside him

SANCTUS
Now...did that hurt?

CHRI S
(1 ncredul ous)
Did that...you bl oody bastard! O
course that hurt!

SANCTUS
Then ask yourself, “if |1’ve been
st abbed, why aren’t | dead?

Sanctus grins, and Chris stops withing. Wth a bew | dered
| ook, he reaches his hands slowy down towards his shirt and
lifts...

The knife wound is already starting to close up, Chris’ pale
white flesh knitting itself together, quickly leaving just a
red bruise and a trail of blood.

Chris junps to his feet, scrabbling backwards in alarm and
falling on his ass again as Sanctus |aughs. Chris |ooks in
di sbelief fromhis chest to Sanctus.

SANCTUS
Good! You heal like we do. Well, |
must say, you’ ve got the best of
both worlds at the nonent,
Chri st opher.

( CONTI NUED)
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CHRI S
(frantic)
What have you done to ne?!?
SANCTUS
| told you, | saved you. You d be
dead on that park floor by now if
not for ne. |’ve given you a second

life, a chance to continue your
wor k! You shoul d be thanking ne,

Chri s.

CHRI S
Change ne back!

SANCTUS
\What ?

CHRI S

Change ne back! You said you were
the one who did this to ne, change
me back! Make nme human agai n!

SANCTUS
I"mafraid | can’t. The Change is a
one way journey. If it were that
easy, there' d be far fewer of us.

Chris’ hands cover his face — he starts to sob

SANCTUS (cont’ d)
I wwsh this had all taken pl ace
under nore favourable
ci rcunstances, but c'est la vie. Be
careful, Chris. They may cone back
for you.

Chris doesn’t hear him continuing to sob into his hands.
When he | ooks up, Sanctus is gone. Chris frantically |ooks up
and down the tunnel, but he's nowhere in sight.

TWST (V.Q)
Ww. Now that is a harsh thing to
happen. What did you do next?

CHRIS (V.QO)
What woul d you have done? |’'d just
found out that |1'd been as good as
killed the night before, and that
suddenly |’ d been reborn as sone
kind of nutant...it was all too
much. | headed for the nearest
t ower ...
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25 EXT. UNIVERSI TY — ROOFTOP. MORNI NG 25

Chris shoves open an access door and staggers out onto the
rooftop of one of the nearby university buildings, scattering
a pack of birds as he heads for the edge.

We | ook over Chris’ shoul der, down into the courtyard of the
university a long, long way below. Chris stands for severa
nmonments, breathing heavily, his eyes cl osed.

TWST (V.Q0)
Oh nmy God! You didn’t junp, did
you? | nmean, you knew the fal
woul dn’t have killed you, right?

CHRIS (V.QO)
For a nmonent, | hoped it woul d. |
t hought if some part of ne was
still human, maybe | could kill it
and free nyself of whatever
exi stence |1’'d been forced into. But
as | stood there, a new sensation
came over nme, sonething | couldn’'t
expl ai n.

Chris opens his eyes, taking a deep breath and | ooki ng around
as though seeing the world for the first tine.

CHRIS (V.QO) (cont’d)
| don’t know where it came from
but it was al nost |ike...duty.
Pur pose. Like Sanctus had passed on
some kind of mssion to ne,
sonmething | had to fulfil before ny
time was over. And the |onger |
stood there, the stronger that
desire becane.

Chris turns and slowy steps down off the roof, his
expression starting to change from one of desperation to one
of qui et acceptance and peace.

TWST (V.Q)
| guess that’'s what you' d call an
epi phany, huh! | always did wonder
what one of those was. So what
next ?

CHRIS (V.QO)
From that high point, no pun
i ntended, | quickly |earned about
t he darker side of what | had
beconme. When night fell, sonething

new crept into nme. Hunger.
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EXT. CTY STREET. NI GHT. 26

St ephani e and anot her nurse wal k down a street lined with
houses, the last of the night shift. One breaks away to head
for her house, and they wave goodbyes as they part.

Hiding in the bushes across the street, Chris watches
St ephani e the sane way his attacker had the night before.

St ephani e keeps wal ki ng, pausing as a gust of w nd shivers
t hrough the bushes opposite her. She stops under a
streetlight to reach for a cigarette.

She’s funbling with the lighter and doesn’t hear the
footsteps running towards her until it’s too late — and
CRASH Chris | eaps onto her and the two of themare thrown to
t he ground.

She SCREAMS as Chris, his eyes blood red and his fangs
exposed as he snarls down at his prey, pins her to the floor.
She struggles to get free, but it’'s no good, he's too strong,
and he | unges down towards her, sinking his fangs into her
neck. From anot her SCREAM we:

BLACK QUT:
EXT. CTY STREET. NI GHT. 27

We fade up to see Stephanie lies still on the ground. Her

w de eyes stare ahead. Dead. A trail of dried blood I eads
fromthe ugly wound on her neck. Chris can’t take his eyes
fromit. There is blood on his chin and tears on his cheeks.
He huddles in the doorway and sobs.

CHRIS (V.QO)
The first person | killed was
sonebody | knew. A nurse | worked
wi th, Stephanie Jones. Charm ng
girl, always ready with a smle and
a pleasure to be around. And now
she was dead. She was dead so that
| could stay alive one night
| onger.

TWST (V.Q)
First one’s always a bitch.

CHRIS (V.Q)
Sanct us cane back one week | ater.

INT. CHRIS DI GS. N GHT. 28

W' re inside Chris’ roomas the front door slowy CREAKS
open, revealing Sanctus in the doorway.

( CONTI NUED)
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He cautiously steps inside, |ooking around for any sign of
Chris. The TV is on as he enters the main room and curtains
flap in the breeze through the open w ndow.

Sanctus tuts and steps over to close it, when BAM A wooden
chair is smashed over the back of his head, and he drops to
the floor. In an instant, Chris, wld-eyed and unshaven, pins
him by the neck to the ground, an inprovised wooden stake in
one hand.

CHRI S
You sick freak! You' ve turned ne
into...into a killer!

SANCTUS
Chris, every one of us is a killer,
that’ s what mankind i s!

CHRI S
For you, maybe, but not for ne!

Chris drags Sanctus to his feet and THROAS hi m agai nst the
apartnment wall, quickly back with the neck hold and the stake
to keep the vanpire still.

SANCTUS
What are you-
CHRI S
Quiet! Just stay quiet! | nmay not

know t oo nmuch about vanpires but
|’mpretty sure that this will kill
you...

He pushes the stake a little into Sanctus’ chest, and the
vanpire GASPS with pain

CHRI' S (cont’ d)
Tell me why | shouldn’t do it. Tel
me what right you have to |ive when
hundr eds, maybe thousands of people
have died just to keep you herel!

SANCTUS
| can’t! | don’t have an excuse, or
a reason! It’s just sonething we
have to live with, every single
day!

The answer surprises Chris, and he steps back, releasing the

st ake which Sanctus pulls out fromhis chest with sone
effort. He sighs and strai ghtens his clothes.

( CONTI NUED)
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SANCTUS (cont’ d)
I’msorry you had to find out about
the other side to your new life
that way. | would have stayed with
you when we first net, but you
didn’t seemin a very receptive
nood...

Chris slunps down onto the sofa, the fight [eaving him
Sanctus lays a synpathetic hand on Chris’ shoul der.

SANCTUS (cont’ d)
| see now that | nmde an error. For

what it’s worth, I’msorry.

CHRI S
Sorry isn't going to bring her
back...

SANCTUS
Chris, listen to nme very carefully.
You will Kkill again. However,

unl i ke others of our kind, you have
the | uxury of being able to choose
your targets. You'll learnto
control your lust for blood, to be
able to survive without it, but for
now you need to feed, or you wll
grow weak, and eventually enter a
coma fromwhich you wll never wake
agai n.

CHRI S
(shakes head sadly)
|l can’t do it..if this is what | am
now, then | can't do it.

He snatches the stake up and offers it to Sanctus.

CHRI' S (cont’ d)
Fini sh what you started. |’ ve got
no right to live now that she's
dead.

Sanctus tuts again and swats the stake away.

SANCTUS
There are ot her ways, other
sources. Mdern nedi cal science has
t hese wonderful things called bl ood
banks, |1"m sure a doctor Iike
yourself w Il have heard of them

Chris | ooks up, intrigued, and Sanctus grins.

( CONTI NUED)



28.
CONTI NUED: ( 3)

SANCTUS (cont’ d)
I’ mnot as bad as you may think,
Chris. And there are others like
me. Many nore. You'll find them one
day. The fact that you were nade
fromny bl ood neans that you’'l
feel the same way too. Have you
felt it yet?

CHRI S
Felt what?

SANCTUS
The feeling of..of righteousness,
one coul d say.

That there’s nore to all of this, there’'s sonething higher to
aimfor. It’'s the reason | chose you, the one task |I wanted
to entrust to you

Chris drops his head again, but Sanctus lifts it up to nmake
eye contact. He whispers to Chris.

SANCTUS (cont’ d)
There is a cure...

Chris’ eyes w den, and we:

BLACK QUT:

END OF ACT TWO

( CONTI NUED)
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ACT THREE
FADE | N:
29 EXT. TIBET — MOUNTAI N PASS. DAY. 29
TI TLE OVER — Ti bet, 1977

Chris wal ks through a wall of snow, wapped warmy and
carrying a | arge backpack. It is a treacherous pass.

TWST (V.Q0)
Wah, woah, woah, back up! You
can’t just skip three years on ne
after a cliffhanger like that! Wat
happened to the dead girl? What
went on between you and Sanctus?

CHRIS (V.QO)
I’mnot going to sit here all night
and recount every little thing that
| did between then and now You
wanted a brief history, that’s what
I’ mgiving you. The details cone
| ater.

Chris continues wal king as the voice over carries on, heading
for a large nonastery up ahead.

TWST (V.Q0)
So, what, there’s a cure? For being
a vanpire? That’s new...

CHRIS (V.QO)
"Il get to that. Right now, we're
at the start of ny many years of
training. Sanctus and | had parted
ways two years ago, and |’ d been
using the time since then to
develop nmy new abilities to their
limts, through whatever neans |
could find.

30 EXT. TIBET — OUTSI DE MONASTERY. DAY. 30

Chris walks up the steps to the front gates of the nonastery,
pushi ng t hem open so that he can wal k i nsi de.

CHRIS (V.QO)
The nonks of the Budokan nonastery
in Eastern Ti bet were excellent
t eachers...
A beat, then Chris runs back out through the doors, an

angry pack of orange-robed BUDDHI STS in pursuit. They shout
angrily, arnmed with staffs and flam ng torches.

( CONTI NUED)
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CHRIS (V.O) (cont’d)
...once they’d overcone initial
m sgi vi ngs about what | was.

I NT. TIBET — MONASTERY COURTYARD. DAY. 31

Chris stands opposite an ELDER, and they bow to each ot her.
QG her MONKS line the courtyard. The el der places his w zened
hands on Chris’'s tenples and closes his eyes. Chris JO.TS as
t hough receiving an el ectric shock.

CHRIS (V.QO)
There were many ot her places |
trai ned over the next twenty years,
but that was the first. And best.

The nonk opens his eyes and smles, holding his hands out for
Chris to shake. There is a ripple of applause fromthe
assenbl ed nonks as Chris does so.

EXT. TIBET — HI LLTOP. SUNSET. 32

Si | houetted against the red sky and yellow setting sun, Chris
shadowboxes through his kata novenents al ongsi de two ot her
figures, Seventies kung fu novie style.

EXT. TIBET — MONASTERY STEPS. DAY. 33

A long chain of hopefuls, scrawny, shaven-headed teenagers,

j og up and down the hundreds of stone steps leading up to the
front of the tenple, water buckets in their hands. They stop
and stare in amazenent as Chris, stripped to the waist and
carrying four full buckets, jogs past all of themw th a | ook
of raw determ nation.

I NT. TIBET — MONASTERY | NNER SANCTUM DAY. 34

Chris, dressed in plain orange robes, kneels before three
ELDERLY MONKS, who offer hima cerenonial tea bow. Chris
bows his head and drinks, passing the bow back.

ELDERLY MONK #1
Many nen have faltered where you
have succeeded, many have taken
exanmple in your strength and
fortitude.

ELDERLY MONK #2
Your training is conplete now,
there is nothing nore we can teach
you.

ELDERLY MONK #3
We only ask one thing — to know t he
nature of your quest.

( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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To what end will you use the skills
you have | earned here?

CHRI S
| seek redenption. I wish to find a
way to cleanse ny soul of al
inmpurity, and to restore ny
humani ty.

ELDERLY MONK #1
Do you seek this cure for yourself?

CHRI S
There is one other, the one who set
me this task. One day, we shall
nmeet again and | only hope | have
succeeded by then.

ELDERLY MONK #3
May Buddha al ways sm |l e on you.

CHRIS (V.Q)
And | had a death on ny conscience
that | needed to nake anends for.

TWST (V.Q)
But this is years later! You nust
have had to feed since then, right?

CHRIS (V.QO)
Quilt is an excellent appetite
suppresser. Like Sanctus said,
there were other ways to get by.

INT. CHRI'S APARTMENT. N GHT. 35

We're back inside Chris’ apartnent as he enters, throwi ng off
his coat and settling down with the two books before the
pentagram He lights the candles in turn.

CHRIS (V.QO)
Now, you were about to start
telling me your side of the story
at | ast...

TWST (V.Q)
Wll, it'’s kinda like this...
Remenber how we first net?

CHRIS (V.QO)
It’d be hard to forget! | was
wor ki ng on a |locator spell as part
of a favour | was doing for
sonmeone, but sonething went a
little bit wong...

( CONTI NUED)
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Chris sits cross-legged on the floor inside the pentagram
eyes closed and nuttering sonething under his breath. Wnd
starts to blow across the room disturbing the papers, but he
doesn’t notice.

The wind increases, blow ng papers around and causing the
candle flanmes to splutter for life, but it’s not until a man-
si zed VORTEX opens up before himthat he opens his eyes.

Like a flattened tornado, the vortex fills the roomwth
white light, snapping with electricity and scattering the
books and papers around the room

Chris | ooks up and nouths ‘What the? before there is a | oud
CRACK, and TWST falls out of the air and | ands on the fl oor
before him Chris | ooks down at her, her skin still snoking
slightly fromthe journey, eyes w de.

Twi st is a young wonan, dressed in the remains of a tattered
outfit still clinging to a slimbody, her long, curly blonde
hair trailing down across her face and shoul ders. She’s
panting for breath, shivering as Chris reaches a cauti ous
hand out towards her.

Twi st’ s hand SNAPS out, grabbing Chris’ wist. She slowy
rai ses her head — she’s a vanpire too, eyes red and fangs out
as she HI SSES |i ke a cat backed into a corner.

TWST (V.Q0)
Did | ever say sorry for attacking
you that first tinme?

CHRIS (V.QO)
Now you nention it...no, you didn't.

TWST (V.Q)
Ch, good.

Twi st suddenly LEAPS at Chris, slamm ng hi m backwards onto
the floor and snarling at him Chris has one armup to defend
hi nsel f, and she sinks her teeth into that.

Chris YELLS in pain and pushes up, but Twi st is stuck fast,
bl ood runni ng down fromthe wound.

Twi st suddenly GASPS | oudly and pulls back, sitting half
upright for a nonent before fainting away. Chris catches her

before she can hit the floor, still |ooking confused as al
hel I .
INT. CHRI'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM NI GHT. 36

Chri s nudges open the bedroom door with his foot, carrying
the unconscious Twist in his arns and | aying her gently down
on the bed. He pulls the covers over her and switches off the
bedsi de | anp.

( CONTI NUED)
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Twi st starts to shift slightly, frowning and novi ng her head
fromside to side as she suffers a particularly vivid
ni ght mar e.

Chris watches for a few nore nonents nore before quietly
cl osing the door, leaving her to rest.

CHRIS (V.QO)
You weren’t in a fit state to do
anyt hi ng when you appeared, so |
left you to rest for a while,
waiting for some answers. ‘A while’
turned out to be al nbst two days,
however ...

INT. CHRI'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM DAY. 37

It’'s daytine outside but the curtains are drawn, keeping the
roomsafe fromthe sunlight. Chris opens the door to check on
Twi st, but | ooks al armed when he sees that the bed is enpty.

He gl ances around, |l ooking for a sign to say which way Tw st
went, but he notices sonething and kneels down to | ook under
t he bed...

And there she is, the bedcl othes wapped round her, curled up
tightly inalittle ball. Chris grins.

He steps over to the wardrobe and grabs sone fresh cl ot hes,
droppi ng them on the bed before | eaving again.

INT. CHRI'S APARTMENT - FRONT ROOM LATER 38

Chris is in his front roomas Twi st steps in quietly, dressed
in the baggy t-shirt and conbat trousers. Chris sees her and
noves off the sofa, patting for her to sit.

CHRI S
Well, hello there. Good sl eep?

Twi st sits down and just nods, eyes darting around nervously
as she takes her new surroundi ngs in.

CHRI' S (cont’ d)
I"m Chris.
TW ST
I’'m..
(beat)
Twist. My nane’s Tw st.

CHRI S
Hel lo, Twi st. Pleased to neet you
W t hout getting attacked this tine.

Chris sips fromhis coffee as Twi st | ooks round the room

( CONTI NUED)
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TW ST
VWhere am1? Am | ...
CHRI S
You're in Anerica. Atlanta, to be
exact. I'mgoing to be here a while

yet. Do you have anywhere to go?
Anybody who knows you’'re here?

Twi st shakes her head. Her |ip starts to trenble suddenly,
and Chris puts the nug down and | eans forward before the
sobbing starts. He cradles her as she weeps into his chest,
years of pent up pain flow ng out of her.

CHRI S
Ssh. Ssh. It’s okay. Werever |
brought you from you re safe now.
It’'s alright.

We pull back fromthe two of themslowy, Twi st’s sobs
filling the air as Chris tries to soothe her.

CHRIS (V.QO) (cont’d)
You cal ned down | ater, but you
didn’'t breathe a word to nme about
what you were doing on the other
side of that portal, or what had
left you in such a state. That
brings us up to now.

TWST (V.Q)
Time for nme to fix that...Are you
sitting confortably? Then I’1I1
begi n.

I NT. HOSPI TAL — DAY 39
TI TLE OVER - New York, 1979.

The door’s of the delivery roomsw ngs on their hinges. A
woman in | abour SCREANS.

I NT. DELI VERY ROOM — SAME 40
ELENA, 20, still with fashion nodel |ooks, is withing on the
bed. TOM also in his early twenties and | ooking |ike he

hasn’t worshi pped personal groom ng for two days, hovers at

the side, squeezing her hand and nout hi ng exagger ated breaths
for her to copy. The DOCTOR and NURSES attend to the birth.

DOCTOR
That’'s it, Elena, one nore push!

ELENA
| am pushi ng!!

( CONTI NUED)
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TV
Cone on, sweetheart, we're al npost
there! Just a little bit further!

ELENA
When | want your advice, |I'll ask
for it! Now shut up and help ne
br eat he!

TWST (V.Q0)

| ve al ways caught peopl e by
surprise, none less so than ny

fol ks, Tom and El ena McFadden, when
nmom suddenly found herself staring
at alittle blue strip one norning.

I NT. HOSPI TAL DELI VERY ROOM DAY - LATER 41

We di ssolve through to the sane scene a few hours later, with
an exhausted | ooki ng El ena dozing on the bed as Tom st ands
dutifully by her side. He | ooks up as the doors sw ng open
and a NURSE wal ks in, pushing a cot al ong.

Tomreaches in with a proud | ook on his face and |ifts out
the little baby Twi st, yawning as Tomwaps her up in a fresh
white bl anket. El ena wakes up and Tom passes the baby down to
her, the two of themlost in the fuzzies.

TOM
There she is then...our little
surprise. Qur little twist of fate.

ELENA
(as the thought hits her)
Twi st ... Tw st!
(to baby)
What do you think, kiddo? How does
‘Tw st McFadden’ suit you?

Twi st gurgles happily, and El ena sm | es.

TWST (V.Q)
My nom was a nodel and ny dad was a
factory worker, one of those
f or bi dden romances that nmakes for
so many trashy romance novel s, and
whil e we never had nuch cash in the
bank, we were never short of
opportunities. My nomgot ne a job
wor ki ng at a phot ography studio
when | was still a kid, and | kind
of grew up there.

I NT. LAMBERT PHOTOGRAPHY - STUDI O DAY. 42
TI' TLE OVER - 1991

( CONTI NUED)



43

44

36.
CONTI NUED:

Twi st, now aged 12, watches on as a nodel poses in front of a
white canvas for a series of shots, the busy studio buzzing
with life all around her. A tall, dark-haired photographer

gui des the shoot on.

TWST (V.Q)
| always wanted to get into
f ashi on, but behind the | ens
instead of in front of it. | mean
I"’mtoo smart to be a nodel -

CHRIS (V.QO)
Sorry to interrupt, but is this
story goi ng sonewhere?

TWST (V.Q0)
Just filling in the gaps. Let’s
skip forward a few years. |’d just

finished a Phot ography degree at
Enpire State Uni, and I was on ny
way back to ny flat one night,
when...

EXT. NEW YORK - STREET. N GHT. 43
TI TLE OVER - 1999.

Twi st, now aged 20, wal ks down an inner city street towards a
conveni ence store off the main road. She pauses as she
notices the line of notorbi kes parked outside.

I NT. CONVENI ENCE STORE. NI GHT. 44

Ti nny muzak plays as Tw st steps inside, the SHOPKEEPER
noddi ng at her as she grabs a basket and starts prowling the
shel ves. W foll ow her down one of the aisles as she grabs
sonme groceries, and she pauses as she hears | aughter fromthe
next ai sl e al ong.

Twi st renoves a box of cereal and reveal s BOYCE t hrough the
gap on the shelf, a square-jawed, good-I| ooking biker whose
eyes glint as he sees Twist. He grins, and Twist can’t help
but smle back, heading for the counter.

The shopkeeper is in a heated discussion with one of the
ot her bikers, who appears to be buying about twenty crates of
beer.

SHOPKEEPER
No, | can’t give you a discount
j ust because you’' re buying so nuch!
That’ || be three hundred and

ei ghteen dollars, sir!

( CONTI NUED)
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Bl KER
Ah, jeez, |look. Al outta change.
(beat)
Oh, wait, here’s an ideal

Wth a ROAR, the biker lunges forward, sinking his teeth into
t he shopkeeper’s neck. He yells out in pain, and Tw st
SCREAMS, dropping her basket and stuttering back.

She bunps into Boyce, who chuckles as he watches the scene at
t he counter.

BOYCE
If he'd only let us off a few
bucks...

Twi st turns back round, shaking.

The shopkeeper is sprawl ed across the top of the counter, the
bi ker who attacked himwearing the red eyes and fangs of a
vanpire, licking the blood fromhis |lips and fingers as his
col | eagues | augh. He cracks open one of the beers and gul ps
it down greedily.

Twi st starts to back away, trying to get to the door, but
Boyce stops | aughing and gl ares at her.

TW ST
Al right, | ook, you guys obviously
have this all worked out, so |I’'m
j ust gonna back out of here and
start running, okay? Even if | did
go get the police, you d be Iong
gone by the tine they got here, and
SO-

She bunps into one of the other bikers, who's guarding the
door. He grins down at her, showing his fangs, and Tw st
starts to get frantic.

TW ST
Oh CGod...pl ease don't kill ne,
alright? I just finished ny degree,
I haven’t even got a proper job
sorted out yet, and |-

BOYCE
Rel ax, kid. You're alright. Wre
gonna take care of you.

Bl KER VAMPI RE

Hey, Boyce, we gonna have sone fun
with this one?

( CONTI NUED)
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TW ST
Oh, no...you’' re gonna rape ne,
aren’t you? You should know, |
have, uh, herpes. And chlym di a.

Yep, |'ma regul ar di sease factory,
you don’t want to get too close to
me!

Boyce and the other bikers |augh as Boyce steps forward.

BOYCE
Trust ne, if | wanted to do
anything like that, 1'd do it.

He grins, revealing his own set of fangs, and Twi st lets out
a whi nper of fear.

BOYCE (cont’ d)
| tend to get what | want.

He reaches over and pulls her close to him She’'s nesneri sed,
too scared to nove, and he gently sinks his fangs into her
neck.

She goes linp in his arnms as he drinks, and we pull back as
the rest of the bikers set about |looting with a cheer.

TWST (V.Q)
It could have been worse, | guess.
Seens that Boyce, their | eader, had
taken a shine to ne...

INT. BIKER S LAIR N GHT. 45

Twist jolts up into frame with a shout, |ooking round and not
know ng where she is. She winces and puts a hand to her neck,
her fingers com ng away bl oody. She | ooks round - she’s in
sonme kind of cave, the walls spray painted with various

sl ogans and | ogos, broken furniture and piles of | oot
scattered across the floor.

Twi st tries to stand but fails, and as she falls back on the
dirty old sofa, Boyce appears again, holding a bottle of Jack
Daniels in one hand. Twi st | ooks across at him

TW ST
(weakl y)
VWhere am | ?

BOYCE
Honme. How are you feeling?

TW ST

Li ke a vegetarian during Ranmadan. ..
What did...what did you do to ne?

( CONTI NUED)
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BOYCE
(shrugs)
Drank your blood. |'’ma vanpire.
And, unless we do sonething pretty
soon, you're going to die. O
worse, turn into a ghoul, and that
woul d just suck. Here, drink this.

Boyce rolls up his shirt sleeve and drags his finger nai
across his wist, exposing a dark trickle of blood. Tw st
recoils in horror, but Boyce steps closer.

BOYCE

It's very sinple. You drink this
and make yourself into one of us,
or you die, here on this couch.
Your call.

(smles)
Time for you to find out what’s on
t he ot her side.

Twi st hesitantly reaches up, takes hold of Boyce's wist and

guides it

towards her nouth. She starts to drink, and Boyce

grins as she quickly takes to it, gulping hungrily.

TWST (V.Q0)
|’ ve always had what you'd call an
“addictive personality,’ but |
found sonet hing new to get hooked
on that night. Once Boyce turned ne
into a vanpire, there was no
| ooki ng back. ..

BLACK QUT:

END OF ACT THREE

( CONTI NUED)
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ACT FOUR
FADE | N:
EXT. H GHWAY. NI GHT. 46

Twi st rides on the back of Boyce s bike as he | eads a group
of seven other bikers down a busy hi ghway, weaving between
the cars at high speed to whoops of joy from Tw st. He shouts
sonet hi ng back over his shoulder to her and she | aughs, giddy
wi th her new found freedom

TWST (V.Q0)
In a few nonths out on the road
wi th Boyce and the gang, | forgot
about everything. My parents, ny
career - the only things | wanted
to do was sleep all day and party
all night.

EXT. ALLEYWAY. N GHT. 47

Boyce watches on proudly as Twi st drinks froma struggling
teenager, inside an alley off the main street.

TWST (V.Q)
I"d killed ny first after two days,
and over the next three years |
| ost track of how many people |
finished. It didn't matter. | was
in |ove.

Twi st drops the teenager’'s |lifeless body to the floor and
runs over to the waiting arns of Boyce, who |aps the bl ood
fromher chin before the two kiss passionately.

TWST (V.QO) (cont’d)
But, |ike nbost good things these
days, it didn't last. W pulled
into a very famliar suburb one
ni ght ...

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NI GHT. 48

The bikers pull up over the road froma house in a quiet
nei ghbour hood, Boyce di snmounting and | eaving Tw st necking a

bottle of Bacardi, still seated on the bike.
TW ST
Hey, | know this place! Were are
we agai n?
BOYCE
Just making a house call, sparKky.
You wait here, we’'ll be right back.

( CONTI NUED)
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Boyce and the other vanps head towards the house. Tw st
wat ches as Boyce jimm es the | ock and the group slip inside,
still looking up and down the street.

TWST (V.Q)
W were out on a run to pick up
sonme ganbling debts. Boyce made
ends neet by doing odd jobs for
| ocal gangsters, and we normally
took our fee out of the people we
were hitting. Thing is, this
particular run hit a lot closer to
honme than | coul d ever have
expect ed...

Twi st’ s head snaps round as she hears a SCREAM from wi t hin
t he house, recognition crossing her features.

TW ST (cont’d)
Monf

I NT. McFADDEN RESI DENCE - FRONT ROOM NI GHT.

Twi st dashes in through the open door and into the front
room and sees her father, dead, sprawl ed across the floor.
The nmenories flood back to her and she staggers backward,
hands over her nouth. She hears her nother SCREAM from
upstairs again, and after shaking her head to collect her
senses, she races out of the room

I NT. McFADDEN RESI DENCE - BEDROOM NI GHT.
El ena, wearing a dressing gown, stands before a baby’'s cot,

arms out to protect it as she yells defiantly at Boyce and
the two other bikers before her.

ELENA
CGet away fromher! You can’'t have
her! I won’t |et you touch her!
BOYCE

Hey, look lady, | don't like this
any nore than you do, but we got
our orders! If it’s any
consolation, it’'ll be quick. It was
qui ck for your husband downstairs...

El ena lets out a terrified sob

BOYCE (cont’ d)

...and we’'ll do the sane for you and
the kid. So cone on, let’s stop all
this and-

( CONTI NUED)
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TWST (O S.)
(softly)

Momy ?

The bikers turn round and see Twi st standing in the doorway.
As not her and daughter |ock eyes for the first time in three
years, both start to sob. Boyce | aughs as he realises the
connection between them

BOYCE
Ch, no way, man! You have got to be
ki ddi ng! She’s your nonf

TW ST
Mom run! Get out of here, now

ELENA
Twi st ? But...we thought you were...

There's silence for a beat until the baby in the cot starts
to cry, and Boyce beckons to Tw st.

BOYCE
Conme on, Twist. | think you should
handl e this one.

TW ST
Are you crazy? That's ny nom

BOYCE
All the nore reason you should be
the one to kill her. And the kid,
t 0o.

TW ST
(growi ng alarm
Kid? Mom what’s...who is that?

El ena, still sobbing, reaches into the cot and protectively

lifts out

a BABY, wrapped in nightclothes.

ELENA
She’s...this is Sophia. Wen we
t hought we’ d | ost you, we...your
father and I, we...we tried again...

BOYCE
Ch, this is priceless! Aright,
Twi st, cone on. Do what you gotta
do so we can all get out of here.

TW ST
(defiant)

( CONTI NUED)
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BOYCE
(suddenly unpl easant)
Excuse ne?

Twi st wal ks round to stand between her nother and the bikers,
fury blazing in her eyes.

TW ST
I’mnot hurting them And neither
are any of you.

The bi kers burst out | aughing.

BOYCE
Man, that’s sweet. It really is.

He suddenly LASHES out with a fierce backhand that catches
Twi st across the jaw, sending her clattering to the ground,
out col d.

BOYCE
Stupi d, but sweet.

We pull in close to Tw st’s unconsci ous face as we hear the
sounds of a struggle between Boyce and El ena, her screans
filling the room

FADE TO BLACK

TWST (V.Q)
| still don’t know what happened to
her...or ny sister. \Wen | woke up,
I was in even nore trouble.

EXT. H LLTOP. DAWN. 49

We fade up to see Twist lying on the ground, out in the open
on top of a hill overlooking the city. She groans and stirs,
trying to stand but quickly finding she’s been crudely
restrained, chains hamrered into the ground |ocking her in
pl ace.

She pulls against thembut to no avail, and she | ooks up as
Boyce steps in front of her.

BOYCE
I’msorry to have to do this, Kkid,
| really am

TW ST
You... bastard! Wat did you do to
nmy nontf?

BOYCE

That’s one thing you won’t have to
worry about, kid. You see that?

( CONTI NUED)
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Boyce points out towards the first glints of sunlight poking
t hrough the cl ouds.

BOYCE (cont’ d)
In about five mnutes, the sun’s
gonna rise. Nothing unusual about
that. Except, that is, for when it

hits you.
Twi st sags as she realises what’'|| happen.
TW ST
Ch, crap...

Boyce stands and starts to back away.

BOYCE
You broke our code, Twist. It’'s us
agai nst them and we can’'t ever put
a human |ife before our own. Ever.
Too bad you had to find out the
hard way.

Twi st is tearful now, suddenly desperate.

TW ST
Boyce...Boyce! Don’'t | eave ne!!

Boyce just shakes his head, turns and wal ks of f screen. Tw st
is left alone, struggling frantically against the chains, but
it’s no use.

The sun’s rays clear the clouds and reach out towards us,
filling the screen with dazzlingly bright |ight.

As the light strikes her, she SCREAMS - and her flesh starts
to burn.

Wthin a nonent, she’s erupted into flames, still howing and

trying to break free, and after a few agonisingly |ong

nonments, she quietens and sinks to the floor, still burning.
CHRIS (V.QO)

My God...But ...what happened? You
can’t have died out there,

ot herwi se you woul dn’t be here now,
talking to ne.

TWST (V.Q)
Oh, no, | died alright. Burned up
good and crispy. But sonething
pretty major did happen next. As
|’ msure you're aware by now,
vanpires don’t go to the happy
pl ace.

( CONTI NUED)
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We close in on the burning body that was once Tw st MFadden,
and push through, into the flanmes, to:

I NT. TUNNEL OF FLAMES. 50

We flip into a red tunnel spiralling dowmwards, with an
opening in the distance full of flames heading towards us at
hi gh speed. The canera plunges into the flanes, and we get a
blurred series of imges of people scream ng, surrounded by
| eering denonic faces.

BLACK QUT:

TWST (V.Q0)
You ever go to Hell, Chris? It’s
not what you’ d i magine.

EXT. HELL. 51

We fade up on a large city, surrounded by nountains. The
whol e scene is bathed by the crinson sky overhead, a
bew | dering netropolis of skyscrapers, buildings shacks,
teemng wwth life on every |level, sone airborne, sone
wal ki ng. The city is dom nated by a huge stone tower.

W pull alittle closer and arrive at a | arge chute, manned
by two DEMONS with clipboards. The chute runs up into the air
beyond our view, but opens out into a small area fenced off
fromthe rest of the street.

Wth a YELL, we hear Twi st hurtling down the chute until she
i s dunped uncerenoniously out of it, rolling to a halt. As
she sits, dazed, one of the denons lift her up as the other
checks sonething on his clipboard.

TW ST
What ...what the hell is going on?

1ST DEMON
(rolls eyes)
Take a | ook around, bl ondi e, what
do you think?

Twi st | ooks up and all around her. Sonething flaps by
over head, and she sees how the streets are filled with a
m xture of humans and denons. Suddenly, the penny drops.

TW ST
Oh, no...

1ST DEMON
That’s right, chuckles, you're in
the only place you deserve! What’s
t he board say about this one,
Fl oyd?

( CONTI NUED)
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2ND DEMON
(reads from cli pboard)
Ah, she’s a...oo0, she’s a vanpirel!
Boy, you were a bad girl, weren't
you, Twi st?

2ND DEMON (cont’ d)
And those boots with that skirt?
(tuts)
No, no, no.

TW ST
(of f ended)
Hey!

2ND DEMON
Take her away, Tony. Wng 4-D with
t he ot her vanpires.

TW ST
Now just a mnute, you can’'t...hey!
Get offa ne!

1ST DEMON
Oh, right, because that’'ll make ne
| et you go...

The denon drags Tw st away, kicking and screamng, into a
cubicle building to the left of the chute.

He taps a nunber into a keypad and the building' s steel doors
slide open, and once he gets her in they close again, sealing
of f her cries.

TWST (V.Q)
Hell ain't a great place to be.
Especially when you' re a vanpire
Wth a three-year rap sheet and a
bad attitude to match. | nean, |
think 1’ mreasonably well behaved
when it cones to sonme of the guys
you must’ ve put down there in your
time, but boy, did they ever stick
it to ne...

I NT. HELL - WARD 4-D. 52

We cut to Twi st bangi ng noi sel essly agai nst a clear screen.
She’'s inside a large, plain white room and as we pan back we
see there are two DEMONS in white |lab coats stood in a
corridor that runs outside the room a bespectacled one and a
tall, stately-looking one. Simlar w ndows can be seen
stretching off to either side.

( CONTI NUED)
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TALL DEMON
So what does this one have in
store?

SPECTACLED DEMON
A new i dea |’ ve been working on at
the lab. W call it ‘Fixed Extrene
Ant i - Rei nf orcenment Therapy,’ or
‘FEAR for short. What we do is...

I NT. HELL - PRI VATE ROOM 53
Switch to Twist’s side of the gl ass.

TW ST
Let me out of here! Hey! Can you
hear me? | said let ne out of herel

She stops as the lights go out in the room plunging it into
total darkness. Twi st stops hamrering for a nonent.

TW ST
Ch, great...Hey!!

I NT. HELL - WARD 4-D. 54

Qutside in the corridor, as the two denons watch, we see

Twi st turn round slowy and start to back away from sone
unseen horror, her hands shooting up to defend herself as she
drops, SCREAM NG to the floor. The tall denon nods.

TALL DEMON
Very, very clever. Is there any way
we can see what they see in there?

SPECTACLED DEMON
We can, but we prefer not to. Wat
they see is entirely up to the
psyche of the individual. It’s
tailored to provide themw th their
very own personalised puni shnent
for however long we need it to. Not
bad, eh?

TALL DEMON
The Boss will be very pleased.

They wal k away. We pull back from Twi st to view her as she
covers herself with her arns against an invisible nelee,
scanpering around and trying to get away.

The camera pulls back out into the corridor, then rapidly
sweeps to the left, past hundreds of simlar roons, but too
fast to look into them before we:
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I NT. HELL - BAR 55

Fade to Twist sitting at a bar. It’s noisy and crowded, but
she sits alone, sipping quietly froma glass of blue |iquid.
Her eyes are sunken and her hair is a ness. Various humans
and denons clanour around, a TV flickers away in the
background and a jukebox plays sone crappy tune over in the
far corner by the pool tables.

TWST (V.Q0)
Not a great way to spend eternity.
An excellent rehabilitation
techni que, maybe, but still ...
Anyway, once every few nonths
they’d let me out for a day so |
coul d appreciate the fact that
t here was somewhere | ess tortuous

than where | was stuck. | used to
find a bar and sit there drinking
all day until | had to go back

Hangovers | ast |onger in Hell.

The gl asses on the table around her begin to RATTLE, and
Twi st frowns, trying to work out what’s going on. As she
wat ches the rattling intensifies, joined by a | ow RUBLI NG
sound whi ch gradually drowns out the noise around her

The bar patrons start to notice it as well, and everyone
starts to | ook round, searching for the source.

Twi st stands as the noi se reaches a crescendo, and gl asses
and bottles start to SHATTER, people pressing their hands to
their ears to block out the noise. Electricity starts to form
in the air behind her.

O her people start to back out of the way as the energy
FLASHES and turns into a man-sized swirling VORTEX. A strong
wi nd kicks up all around the bar, scattering things into the
air.

Twi st turns and | ooks into the black, howing heart of the
vortex, rooted to the spot.

TWST (V.QO) (cont’d)
What ever spell you were trying to
do back in the real world, you
accidental ly managed to open up a
sumoni ng portal slap bang in the
m ddl e of the best bar in Hell ...

The vortex expands, and with a SHRIEK Twi st is sucked
into it, then just as suddenly it FLASHES out of existence.

The wi nd and noise stop and the bar returns to normal. There
is silence froma beat.

( CONTI NUED)
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DEMON
Who was that, anyway?

OTHER DEMON
(shrugs)
Beat s ne.

Wth that, the jukebox starts up again and the bar patrons
get back to crowding round the pool tables.

I NT. VORTEX 56

We are flying up through a tunnel filled wth Iightning,
spiralling back upwards. A dimlight can be seen ahead.

TWST (V.Q0)
...and you dragged ne right out of
there and into your front room

INT. CHRIS PLACE. N GHT. 57
W're back in Chris’ room a while after when Twi st was first
t hrown uncerenoniously into Chris’ life.

CHRI S

What happened i nside that chanber?

TW ST
That part of the story is sonething
"Il never tell you. Trust ne.

CHRI S
Al right, point taken.

TW ST
So...what now?

CHRI S
That’s a very good question. And |
have absol utely no idea.

TW ST
I know it was an accident that |'m
here, but that’s not the point.

Since I woke up, |’ve been feeling...
CHRI S

Li ke what ?
TW ST

Li ke you did that day on the
university rooftop. Like there’'s
sonmething |’ve got to do, | just
have no idea what it is.

( CONTI NUED)
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Chris rubs his armthoughtfully, then realises sonething. He
holds up his armto Twi st, displaying the bite marks from
where she attacked him

TW ST
Now wait just a mnute...

CHRI S
You drank sone of ny bl ood. You
know what that neans, don’t you?

TW ST
Does it nean |’ mgoing to develop a
craving for tea and starting
feeling guilty about everything?

CHRI S
No, Twist, you' re not going to
suddenly becone British. And |
swear | have no idea where you
Ameri cans got that ridicul ous
stereotype from..

TW ST
British TV.

CHRI S
(beat; changes subject)

It neans that you’ ve absorbed a
little part of me, and in turn a
little part of Sanctus. And seeing
as the desire to acconplish good
was one of the strongest traits |
received, it stands to reason sone
of that has filtered down to you.

Twi st nods, |ooking at the floor for a | ong beat.

TW ST
Chris, |I've...1’ve got a second
chance, thanks to you. And |’ m not
goi ng back to that room Ever. If |
can start to nmake anends for ny
past up here, then maybe...mybe |
can stay out of there for good.

CHRI S
What are you suggesting?

TW ST

You nentioned a ‘cure’ that Sanctus
dude wanted you to find, right?

( CONTI NUED)
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CHRI S
(beat)
Are you saying you want to help ne
find it?

TW ST
| ain"t gettin’ any ol der, chief!
We have all the tinme in the world,
as Louis Arnstrong would say. |I'm
sure your little quest could use a
woman’ s touch...

Twi st looks up at himw th big old puppy dog eyes. There's a
| ong beat as he weighs up his options, then he nods.

TW ST (cont’d)
Woohoo!

CHRI S
|’ve got a job to do next week,
that should give us tine to get
start ed.
Chris wal ks off screen, out of the front room

TW ST
Get started on what?

A pair of boxing gloves are thrown into her Il ap, and she
pi cks them up

CHRIS (O S.)
Your training!

And of f Twist’s incredul ous | ook, we:

BLACK QUT:

END OF SHOW




