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TEASER
FADE | N:
I NT. GREYHOUND BUS. NI GHT. 1

W wal k down the aisle, taking in the various passengers
before we get to the back row of seats. CHRIS is dozing, his
fedora at an angle over his face, while TWST is next to him
| ooking pretty bored. She nudges Chris, who nunbl es and
shifts slightly. She nudges hi m again.

TW ST
Bor ed.

CHRI S
Try the wonder that is sleep for a
few hours if you' ve got nothing to
do, we’'ll be in Washi ngton soon.

Chris closes his eye and settles down again. Tw st taps her
hands on her knees for a few nonents, then huffs and nudges
Chris again. He stirs but doesn’t |ook at her this tinme, even
t hough he’s awake.

CHRI S (cont’ d)
You' re like a tired baby sonetines...

TW ST
It’s not my fault | don’t need to
sleep, is it? You re the one being
all half human and stuff. You
shoul d be nore consi derate.

CHRI S
Twi st ...

TW ST
Ckay, okay, fine. Go back to sl eep.

CHRI S
Thank you, | wll.

Twi st scrabbles round inside her bag for a few nonents before
produci ng a Wal kman. Poppi ng the headphones in, she presses
play, and we get a loud but tinny blast of sonme kind of nasty
nmusi c.

She rocks her head to it for a few nore nonents before Chris
sits up, |ooking disgruntled, and she clicks the stereo off
wth a smile.

TW ST
Ch good, you' re up. Now we can
talk. It’ll pass the journey a | ot

qui cker!
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CHRI S
It can’t go fast enough at the
nonent ...
TW ST

So conme on, M. Moody Britches,
what are we in town for?

Chris grabs a manilla envel ope fromhis bag and tips out the
contents, a set of black and white gl ossy photos.

CHRI S
Bagwel | & Stitchley’s Auction
House. It’s their big bi-annua

sale tonmorrow norning, and | intend
to buy lots of nice shiny new
t hi ngs.

TW ST

What ki nds of things?

CHRI S
A d, dusty books, largely, but the
auction has a nore ‘specialised
section. You see, this is one of
the few legitinmate occult
deal erships in the country, and
this will be for the sorts of stuff
you can’t just wander into the
shops and buy.

TW ST
Such as? Cone on, you’'re the one
with, like, three degrees here.
CHRI S

Weapons, spells, scrolls, forbidden
literature, artefacts, nystical
objects, things |ike that.

TW ST
(not i npressed)
Sounds swell. So when do | get to

do sone real shopping with those
fake AnEx cards of yours?

CHRI S
Who says they' re fake?

TW ST
The peopl e at Bl oom ngdale’s did
when | tried to use them | ast week.

Chris rubs his eyes wearily.
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TW ST (cont’d)
But hey, don’t worry about it,
chief! | told themyou d pay the
bills off soon enough and they | et
me keep all the neat stuff |
bought .

CHRI S
That explains the extra suitcases...

Twi st just beans brightly back at him Chris sighs and | ooks
back out through the w ndow.

EXT. WASHI NGTON HI GHWAY - GREYHOUND. NI GHT. 2

Looki ng down on the bus from outside as dusk sets in al
around us, we pan back from Chris | ooking out and fl oat
upwards, taking in the capital city's |ights.

I NT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S - BASEMENT. NI GHT. 3

We pan across rows and rows of shelves inside a disused
storeroom each one covered with a selection of objects
covered by drapes against the dust. W head into the centre
of the room a large rectangular space which is currently
adorned with painted nystical synbols, and a |l arge nagic
circle has been marked out on the floor.

Flam ng torches light the roomup, and as we watch a
struggling VAMPIRE is dragged into the room down steps
opposite us by two hooded CULTI STS.

VAMPI RE
Let go a ne, you religious nutjobs!
What the hell do you want?

The cultists do not speak as they approach the circle and
throw the vanpire forward. He stunbles to the ground inside
it, and | eaps back up with a snarl to attack his two
opponents, but hits sone kind of magical barrier and is

t hrowmn back onto the floor.

He stands and faces the cultists defiantly.

VAMPI RE
Ckay, you got ne this far. Now
what ?
The cultists, still silent, part and take up positions either

side of the magic circle as a third figure wal ks down into
the room his face obscured by his hood.

VAMPI RE
VWhat is this, some kind of nmss?
(1 aughs)

You gonna pray ne to death?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

The third cultist raises his hand, palmfirst, towards the
vanpire, and we see that he has the sanme synbol as the circle
drawn on his palm As we watch, the synbol starts to gl ow
with yellow energy, and around the vanpire the circle does
exactly the sane.

The circle suddenly flares brilliantly white and we hear the
vanpi re SCREAM before the |ight fades again

Inside the circle, just a skeleton remains, still upright and
its arns raised in an attenpt to protect itself.

The cultist steps forward calmy and renoves the skull, after
which the rest of the skeleton collapses into dust.

The cultist turns it over in his hands and speaks.
3RD CULTI ST (V.QO)
And now, we just need one nore
vanpire...
From the skull, we:

BLACK QUT:

END OF TEASER

( CONTI NUED)
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ACT _ONE
FADE | N
I NT. WASHI NGTON BUS STATI ON. NI GHT. 4

Chris and Twi st step down off the bus and into the station.
Chris steps over to the baggage hold and retrieves his and
Twi st’ s luggage as she | ooks around the inside of the

stati on.

She wears the sane bored | ook as when she was pestering Chris
on the bus. She | ooks round as he dunps her two very heavy
sui tcases down next to her

CHRI S
Good grief, woman! \What on earth
have you got in there?

TW ST
Wnen’ s things. You woul dn’t
under st and.

CHRI S
Well, we'll have to try and trave
light for a bit, we're going to be
pi cki ng up sone heavy itens.

TW ST
You can carry them then!

Chris glares at her but the | ook bounces right off her. He
reaches into his jacket and retrieves a folded flyer for the
auction. He opens it up and shows it to Tw st.

It shows the exterior of Bagwell & Stitchley’'s, an ol d-
fashi oned, large building, with sone discreet occult synbols
formng a border around it.

CHRIS (V.QO)
That’s where we’'re going. Al we
need is sonmewhere to stay the night
for now and then we hit that first
t hi ng.

TW ST
And where are we going to get the
nmoney for all of this exactly? I
t hought we were broke!

CHRI S
I have nmy connecti ons.

TW ST
You nean we’'re ripping people off?
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There is a long beat before Chris shoul ders his bag and wal ks
of f screen. Twist smrks and jogs after him

I NT. CAB. NI GHT. 5
The duo pile into the back of a taxicab

CABBI E
Where can | take you fol ks?

CHRIS (O S.)
Near est safe house, we need a pl ace
for the night.

The cabbie turns round with a broad sml e.

CABBI E
No problem | know just the place.
Hang on tight!

EXT. OUTSI DE STATI ON. NI GHT. 6

The cab revs it engine and screeches away fromthe kerb,
narromy mssing a few pedestrians as it heads off.

EXT. STREET - BODIE S GUEST HOUSE. NI GHT. 7
The cab skids to a halt on the pavenent outside a dil api dated
guest house, three floors high and |Iooking like it could fall
down at any nonent. A buzzing neon sign reads ‘Bodie s’.
Chris and Twi st step out and the cabbie hel ps themget their

| uggage. Chris hands hima few bills and with a nod of his
head he junps back in his cab and roars off.

Twi st | ooks up at the guest house, distaste on her face.

TW ST
Travelling in real style again,
huh...

CHRI S
Ch, stop conplaining. This place is
just fine.

Chris wal ks up the steps and inside as Tw st foll ows.
I NT. BODIE S GUEST HOUSE - RECEPTI ON. N GHT. 8

The inside of the building isn't nmuch better - peeling
wal | paper adorns the reception area, and a m s-shaped desk
houses BODIE, a fat, sweaty-|ooking man with bal ding hair and
a cigar hanging out of his nouth. Bodie doesn’'t | ook up from
t he paper he’s reading as Chris approaches.
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Bodi e | ooks up,
across his face.
al t hough Bodi e doesn’t

hi s jacket

Bodi e reaches under the counter and fetches a key.

BODI E
Rates are twenty-five a night, no
refunds. You get yer own food, and
W

CHRI S
Bodie, are you going to talk to
your old buddy Chris like that?

af t erwar ds.

BODI E
How t he hell you been, Chris? Been
too |l ong, man, too | ong.

CHRI S
Had a few errands to run. |’ m back
in town for a few days, any chance
of the old penthouse suite?

BODI E
For you, Chris, the house is always
open. You renenber the way up,
right?

CHRI S
Yes, thanks, Bodi e.

BODI E
(leers at Tw st)
Keepi ng better conpany these days?

TW ST
H there. |'m Tw st.

BODI E
You can twi st ne round your little
finger any day, darlin’!

and as he recognises Chris a grin breaks out
He reaches out a hand and Chris shakes,
notice Chris wi ping his hand cl ean on

He chuckles as Twist, grin still in place, throws Chris a
| ook to suggest they should be going. Soon. Like,

CHRI S
Knock it off, Bodie. Twist’'s
wor ki ng with ne.

BODI E
OCh, you still after that crazy-ass
‘cure’ thing, huh?

NOoWw.
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CHRI S
Yes, that’s the one.
BODI E
Heh, good luck with that, man.
Lift’s still in the usual place.
CHRI S
(to Twi st)

Let’s go.

Twi st tries to ignore Bodie checking her out as they wal k
past the reception desk.

INT. BODIE' S - ELEVATOR. N GHT.

The carpets and wal | paper ook in need of replacing and the
light fixture overhead flickers.

TW ST
| dread to think what you did to
meke that guy |like you so nuch...

CHRI S
There were a coupl e of gangsters
roughing up his clients, so | took
care of them saved the business.
Now |’ ve al ways got a place to
st ay.

TW ST
I"d be touched, if it wasn't for
Uncl e Fester back there drooling
quite so nuch at the sight of ne.

Twi st throws her hair back over each shoul der, nock fashion
nodel style.

TW ST (cont’d)

I mean, | know I’ m stunningly
beautiful and all, but these goods
aren’t on show for anyone, you
know?

CHRI S
Oh yes, | forgot, you' re saving

yourself up for...who was it?

TW ST
(as the doors close)
Ant oni o Banderas. As Arnand.
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11

INT. BODIE' S - PENTHOUSE. NI GHT. 10

The ‘ penthouse’ suite actually isn't too bad - it's the

cl eanest roomin the building, with a commandi ng vi ew of the
city. Chris is typing away at a |aptop, the roomdark but his
face lit by the screen’s glow. From behind the bat hroom door
we hear the shower running and Twist’s voice, singing along
to Fiona Apple’'s “Crimnal’. Chris dials a nunber in on his
phone.

CHRI S
Neuro, you there?

NEURO
(filtered; through phone)
This is he. Speak, o traveller.

CHRI S
Need a favour, if you d be so kind?

Chris leans forward and taps on the | aptop keyboard.

CHRI' S (cont’ d)
I"’min the nation’s capital to do
some shoppi ng, but com ng up short
in the credit departnent. Any
chance you can wi ng sonme funds ny
way ?

NEURO
Your PC plugged in and hooked up?

CHRI S
Ready and wai ti ng.

NEURO
Al right then, keep one eye on your
funds and you can thank ne |ater.

CHRI S
Cheers, Neuro. Speak to you in a
bit.

Chris hangs up and | eans back in his chair, hands behind his
head with a satisfied sigh.

On the |l aptop screen, the anmount of noney in the account
starts to creep up, a fewdollars at a tine.

EXT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S. DAY. 11

Chris wal ks up the street towards the outside of the auction
house, joining a queue of potential buyers. Placards outside
advertise the auction, but they make no nmention of the occult
side of the auction - this is obviously only for people in

t he know.

( CONTI NUED)



12

13

14

10.
CONTI NUED:

Chris’ phone rings as he’'s about to enter.

TW ST
(filtered; through phone)
You made it in yet?

CHRI S
Al nost, give ne a couple of
m nutes. You still okay to get
i nsi de?
EXT. BAGWNELL & STITCHLEY' S - DELI VERY ENTRANCE. DAY. 12

Twi st lurks in the shadows, eyes on the |large steel shuttered
doors where delivery trucks unload, a thick blanket over her
head agai nst any stray sunlight.

TW ST
Yup, |"mout back, waiting for you
to open the doors. Trust today to
be one of the sunniest days of the
year, eh?

CHRI S
(filtered; through phone)
Mur phy’ s Law, mny dear. Hang tight
for a fewnore mnutes and |I’'I| get
you safely inside.

Twi st hangs up and huddl es down.
| NT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S. DAY. 13

Chris passes by three large auction roons - a |ectern on
stage and rows of chairs, which are rapidly starting to fil
up with clients - and a few burly | ooking security guards

t hat keep an eye on everyone.

I NT. BAGWELL & STI TCHLEY' S - DELI VERY BAY. DAY. 14

Chris sneaks into frane at the top of a staircase above the
bay. We can see the shutters that |ead outside, and bel ow us
are several large trucks and teans of workers.

Chris spots sonething, and with a grin holds up his hand,
clenching his fist and nuttering sonmething under his breath.
Bl ue energy starts to gather round it, then he gl ances over
to the left again and THROAS t he energy on.

An unmanned truck sits by one side of the bay, and as Chris’
spell hits it, it starts to roll forwards. A few workers have
to dive out of the way as it CRASHES into the opposite wall,
tipping onto its side and spilling its contents.

Wor kers shout at each other as they crowd round the wreck,
trying to work out whose fault it was.

( CONTI NUED)
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Wth a sly grin, Chris sneaks down the stairs and over to a
smal | door | eadi ng out si de.

EXT. BAGWNELL & STITCHLEY' S - DELI VERY ENTRANCE. DAY. 15

Twi st | ooks up as the door opens and Chris pokes his head
out, beckoning to her. She hops up and nakes a dash for the
door, and Chris shuts the door after her.

I NT. BAGWELL & STI TCHLEY' S. DAY. 16

Chris and Twi st wal k down one of the corridors |eading back
to the auction roons. One of the guards eyes Tw st
suspi ci ously, but she just waves a cheery hello at him

Chris stops outside the first auction room

CHRI S
Right, I"'mgoing in here to make a
start. You stick around here and
try not to get into any trouble,
okay? There are a | ot of unsavoury
peopl e round here, so keep a | ow

profile.
TW ST
(sal ut es)
Aye, cap’n.
CHRI S

And for god s sake, don't w nk at
anyone, or wave, or nod, or
anything |i ke that, because you’'l
end up buyi ng us several thousand
dollars worth of used cutlery or
somet hi ng.

TW ST
sit on ny hands in the corner
you cone back, sensai

1711

till
CHRI S

Sonehow, | doubt that...

Chris heads into the room and Tw st takes a nonent to | ook
around. The walls are adorned with paintings, and skylights
over head cast patches of sun down which she is careful to
step around. She stops next to one of the paintings and | eans
forward for a closer |ook

It’s a nmedieval battle scene, lots of blood and death - two
opposing arm es tearing chunks out of each other as storm
cl ouds gat her over head.

VO CE (O S.)
It’s magnificent, isn't it?

( CONTI NUED)
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12.

Twi st | eans back and | ooks round - stood next to her is

TRAVERS, a tall, handsone | ooking man in a suit.
TRAVERS
Marcel li, late sixteenth century,

depicting the final clash between

two nedi eval warlords in ancient

Italy.
TW ST
It’s m ssing sonething.
TRAVERS
M ssi ng?
TW ST
Yeah. It needs sonet hi ng about
her e.

She points to one corner of the painting, then steps back to
ponder again. Travers has a benmused smle on his face.

TRAVERS
What woul d you suggest ?

TW ST

Sonmething to offset all the bl ood

and carnage, |ike a couple of
fluffy kittens or sonething...you
got a pen?

Travers chuckl es and hol ds out a hand whi ch Twi st shakes.

TRAVERS

Hello there, I'mBill Travers, |'m

M. Bagwel |’ s assistant.

TW ST
I"'mTwist. |"mhere with a

col l eague, he’s in the auction at

t he nmonent.

TRAVERS
Ah yes, you nust be here for our
nore...exotic itens.

TW ST

That’s his kind of thing alright!

TRAVERS
| take it you' re not nuch of an
antiques kind of girl?

( CONTI NUED)
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TW ST
Me? Heck no, the ol dest things I
own are this jacket and ny Madonna
LPs.

Travers smles again, benused by this unusual visitor to the
auction hall.

TRAVERS
Mnd if | show you around a bit? |
don’t get much chance to neet
anyone but stuffy art collectors
t hese days.

Twi st | ooks himup and down. Chris told her to wait, but this
guy is pretty cute - what harmcan it do?

TW ST
Ckay. Just don’t let ne buy
anyt hing, he took my credit cards
of f me.

TRAVERS
You're in safe hands. Foll ow ne.

The two walk O S. W pan across and ook in on the auction
which is just starting.

I NT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S - AUCTI ON ROOM DAY. 17

Chris sits towards the rear of the room watching the
auctioneer as he steps up behind the lectern. This is

STI TCHLEY, one of the owners, an elderly man with gol d-ri med
gl asses and an arched, hawk-Iike nose.

He taps his hammer on the edge of his lectern to get the
roonis attention, as two assistants wal k out from backstage
wth a set of large, dusty | eather-bound books in their
hands.

STI TCHLEY
Good norning, everyone, welcone to
Bagwel | and Stitchley’s. Jad to
see such a full and varied turnout,
once again! Today' s first itemwl|
be | ot nunber 117, the conplete set
of Dureno’ s Di al ogues, dating back
to approxi mtely 800 A D. W'l
start the bidding at twenty-five
t housand.

The auction begins - people raise their hands or nod, and

Stitchley keeps track of it all, raising the bids until Chris
makes a | ate bid.

( CONTI NUED)
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STI TCHLEY (cont’ d)
Ei ghty thousand, gentleman at the
back. Do | hear eighty-five? Going
once...tw ce...
(taps hanmer)
Sold, for eighty thousand doll ars.

Chris grins and ticks off one itemon a long list in his
hand, |ooking particularly pleased with hinself.

I NT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S - CORRI DOR. DAY. 18

Twi st and Travers wal k al ong, Travers pointing out various
objects of art as Twist |istens, one eye on him

TRAVERS

(points to a tapestry)
See that up there? That predates
t he Bayeaux Tapestries, it’'s from
ancient England and is currently
priceless. It’s just a fragnment but
we believe the rest is still out
t here, sonewhere.

TW ST
Don’t you ever get troubl ed by
t hi eves, having all this kind of
stuff around? And especially with
so many occult things on your
books.

TRAVERS
We have an extensive security
system Al arns, guards, magica
barriers, the works. M. Bagwell
takes all this very seriously,
nothing gets in or out of here
W t hout us know ng!

TW ST
(cheeky grin)
Hs hiring policy seens to be
wor ki ng, at | east...

They wal k forward a few nore steps when Tw st al nost steps
straight into a sunbeamfiltering down from an overhead
wi ndow. Wth a YELP she hops back.

TRAVERS
What’' s wrong?

TW ST

(evasi vel y)
Huh? Ch, that. Er, nothing, | just
have, uh, very sensitive skin. Try
to stay out of sunlight, you know?

( CONTI NUED)
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There’'s a beat before Travers smles disarm ngly again.

TRAVERS
Yes, | do, ny sister’s like that. A
few m nutes out in the sun and she
goes a |lovely shade of | obster.

TW ST
Heh, yep, that’s ne alright!

They wal k on, but we notice Travers |l ooking at Tw st entirely
differently, as though he’s worked sonethi ng out about her.
The pair wal k of f canera.

I NT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S - QUTSI DE AUCTI ON. LATER 19

Twi st stands, |ooking around as she waits for Chris to file
out with the others. She spots him and waves.

TW ST
What’ cha get ne?
CHRI S
Well, there was this antique
Egypti an neckl ace that caught ny
eye...
TW ST
(cl aps hands excitedly)
Qo!

CHRI S
But when the bidding passed three
mllion | thought I'd better stop.

TW ST
D oh!

CHRI S
I managed to pick up sone great
finds though, l|ike all these books
on Australian nysticism which you

j us-
TW ST
(interrupts)
Fasci nating. So, anyway, | net this

sweet guy, and he showed ne round
the place, said anytine we're

| ooki ng for sonething we should
give hima call!

Twi st takes a business card fromher shirt pocket.

( CONTI NUED)



20

16.
CONTI NUED:

TW ST (cont’d)
Bill Travers. Seened |like a nice
guy too. Very buff.

CHRI S
I m ght have known you'd find sone
way to pass the tine...

TW ST
What? | wasn’t going to stand
around by nyself if there was a

cute guy | could be talking to, was
| ?

CHRI S
Bill Travers...l'msure | know that
nane from sonewhere...

TW ST
(snatches card back)
Well, he’s ny contact now, so nerr

CHRI S
What ever keeps you qui et. Cone on,
I need to go pay for ny w nnings.

TW ST
I don’t want to know where you got
the noney from do I..

CHRI S
No, you don’t.

I NT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S - BAGWELL’' S OFFI CE. DAY. 20
W' re watching the corridor via a TV nonitor as Chris and

Twi st wal k off it. Panning back, we see that the nonitor is
mounted into a desk in a plush office suite, and sat behind
t hat desk is BAGAELL, the other owner of the auction house.

Atall, slimmn with dark hair, a neatly trimed beard and
di stingui shed features, he looks a lot nore |like the power
behi nd the operation than frail old Stitchley does
downstairs. He studies the nonitors for a few nonents before
turning to his side.

BAGWELL
And this girl, is she what we're
| ooking for?

Travers, stood dutifully by his boss’ side, nods.

( CONTI NUED)
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TRAVERS
Absol utely, sir. The readers picked
her up as soon as she wal ked in,
and when | went to talk to her |
spotted a few things that confirned
it - she’s a vanpire. W' re not
sure about
the man with her - | thought |
recogni sed himbut |’mnot sure.

BAGWELL
Never m nd. Concentrate your
efforts on that girl. W only have
one day before the trace wll be
| ost, and then all our work wll
have been for nothi ng!

TRAVERS
| under st and.

Bagwel | hits a button to pause the screen as it shows a clear
shot of Twist. H's finger presses against the screen.

BAGAELL (V. Q)
Bring nme that vanpire.

We hold on the flickering freeze franme i nage of Tw st.

BLACK QUT:

END OF ACT ONE

( CONTI NUED)
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ACT TWO
FADE | N:
INT. BODIE S - PENTHOUSE SU TE. N GHT. 21
Chris has ten books spread on the bed in front of him as
| aptop flickers away, lighting up the concentration on his
face as he nmakes copious anounts of notes.
Twi st, conversely, is on the sofa, huggi ng her knees and

flicking through the TV channels, not finding anything to
wat ch. Twi st stares out through the w ndow.

CHRI S
If you re bored, you may as well go
for a wander outside, I'’mgoing to
be tied up in here for a while yet.
TW ST
How long is a while?
CHRI S
(indicating the books)
Well, this one’s witten in Dem -

Kurzan, which is a swne to
transl ate anyway, but |’ ve worked
out that it’s actually been badly
translated fromthe origina
Sunerian, so |’ve got to cross
reference it with these two ot her
books, and so on and so on.

TW ST
Be still my unbeating heart.

CHRI S
You're going to have to learn nore
about this sooner or |ater, you
know.

TW ST
It can wait. |’mnot getting any
ol der, and neither are you.

Twi st heads over to the door, picking up her short bl ack
| eat her jacket and a wallet off the table.

CHRI S
(w thout | ooking up)
That’s ny wall et.

TW ST
I know. Mne's enpty. See yal

She | eaves. Chris sighs and turns back to his books.
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EXT. WASHI NGTON - CI TY CENTRE. NI GHT. 22

A happier look is on Twwst’'s face as she wal ks into franes,
tall buildings and neon lights all around her. She’'s a city
girl and feels nore at home here than stuck in a small hotel
room People mlIl around her as she crosses a road, |o0sing
herself in the crowds and w ndow shoppi ng, soaking up the
early eveni ng atnosphere.

EXT. WASHI NGTON - ALLEY ENTRANCE. NI GHT. 23

She wal ks past the entrance to an all eyway between buil di ngs
and stops suddenly. She takes her Wal kman headphones out and
tucks it back in her jacket pocket before turning to face the
alley, sniffing the air a fewtinmes and crinkling her nose

up.

TW ST
Uh- oh...troubl el

She jogs down the alley, disappearing into the darkness.
EXT. WASHI NGTON - ALLEY. N GHT. 24

We can just about make out Twi st, eyes glinting in the
dar kness, and we hear the sounds of a struggle up ahead - a
wonman’s cries for help and two nal e voi ces.

Next to two dunpsters and a lonely streetlanp, two street
punks are harassing a young WOMAN. As Twi st gets closer, we
see their snarling faces - they are VAMPIRES, trying to get
t heir next neal.

VAWP #1

Conme on honey, don’'t fight!
VAWP #2

Yeah, it’ll only hurt for a mnute...
WOVAN

OCh God, just let ne go, please,
I"I'l give you all ny noney, please...

TWST (O S.)
Hey! !

The vanps | ook up.

Twi st appears, wal king slowy out of the darkness towards
them She does not | ook happy.

TW ST (cont’d)
You heard the girl.

( CONTI NUED)
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VAMVP #1

Hey, lookit that, Petey, fresh

meat !
VAMP #2

Alright, two for the price of one!
TW ST

Well, they say gentlenen prefer

bl ondes, but you two ain’'t

gent| enen...

Wth a HSS, Twi st bares her own fangs. The worman whi npers in
fear as the two vanps | ook surprised - they don't get
attacked by their own kind very often.

TW ST (cont’d)
And | ain’t your average bl onde.

The first vanp junps at her with a roar, she catches himin
m d-air and SLAMS himface first into the alley wall.

As he drops, the second vanp throws the wonan to the ground
and steps forward, but Twist is already there, |landing three
qui ck punches and then grabbing the vanp’s arm wenching it
round and hurling himover her shoulder to THUD into one of
t he dunpsters.

TW ST (cont’d)
Cone on! This is the npbst exercise
|’ ve had for days...Fi ght back!

Wth a | ook of terror, the vanps run off back down the alley.
Twi st throws her hands up in despair.

TW ST (cont’d)
Phooey. Punks!

She turns round to their intended victim spraw ed sobbi ng on
the alley floor. Tw st reaches out a hand, and the woman
| ooks up at it with fear

TW ST (cont’d)
Rel ax, I"'mw th the good guys. The
rescue ought to have proved that!
The woman slowy reaches out and Tw st hel ps her up.

WOVAN
T- Th-t hank you...

TW ST
‘S cool. It's what | do.

WOVAN
W What are you?

( CONTI NUED)
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Tw st

TW ST
Me? Vanpire.

real i ses she shoul d have phrased that a bit better.

TW ST (cont’d)
A good vanpire, trust ne. There's a
few of us around. |I’m Twi st. You
are?

VWOVAN
Josie. J-Josie Brown.

TW ST
Well then, J-Josie Brown, you'd
best get hone and keep nore of an
eye out for trouble in future. I'm
not always going to be around to
hel p you out.

JOSI E
Thank you, thank you. Do you know
about the other attacks?

TW ST
Nope, what other attacks?

JOSI E
Thi s has been happening for a few
weeks now, peopl e keep being
nmugged.

TW ST
Hate to break this to ya, but
not hi ng new t here, sweetheart!

JOSI E
It's different. They don’t just get
mugged, they get...they get killed.

TW ST
(puts fingers to jugular)
Let me guess, two bite marks here?

JOSI E
It’'s been happening a |lot |ately,
everyone around here's terrified
about it. The police aren’t doing
anyt hi ng about it either.

TW ST
They never do, they’ re not so hot
Wi th things they don’t understand.
Josie, you get yourself hone, |11
check out what’s goi ng on here.

( CONTI NUED)
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Josi e nods, gathers her bag fromthe floor and heads off,
jogging out of the end of the alley and off screen.

TW ST (cont’d)
And this |l ooks like a job for...

INT. BODIE S - PENTHOUSE SU TE. N GHT. 25
As before, Chris |ooking up fromthe books around him

CHRI S
Vanpire attacks?

TW ST
She said they’d been happening al
over town. Could be a nest.

CHRI S
Twi st, we don’'t have tine for this.

TW ST
What do you nean, ‘don’t have
time’? We're the good guys, aren’t
we?

CHRI S
Don’t get any ideas, we don’'t go
around doing that ‘help the
hel pl ess’ stuff. W’ ve got a job to
do and if we let everything that
conmes our way distract us, then
we’'re never going to get finished.

TW ST
Screw that! | need all the help |
can get with ny rap sheet, and if |
can pay back the world a little
every time | help sonmeone out, then
you' re damm sure that’s what |’ m
gonna do! And you, ny stuffy
British friend, are going to help
me, or |’ m wal ki ng.

Twi st sweeps the books off the bed, glaring right into Chris’
face. They stare each other out for a few nonents, before
Chris sighs, bows his head, then nods.

TW ST (cont’d)
That' s better!

CHRI S
I’mnot a bad person, Twist. |I'm
sorry that people need help at all,
but the reason I'mstill on the

road now i s because | used to keep
stopping to hel p people on the way.
( MORE)
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when it's a job to get us sone
noney, that’s a different matter,
but trying to be the good Sanaritan
in every city we pass through..

That just doesn’t work anynore.

TW ST
What changed?

Chris goes very quiet, and Twi st rolls her eyes.

TW ST (cont’d)
| get it, long story. Never m nd.
Look, let’s just do a sweep, if
nothing turns up, we leave it.
Deal ?

CHRI S
Deal .

TW ST
G oovy. Now, what she said was-

CRASH The roonmis wi ndows burst inwards and the penthouse’s
door is kicked open. Two bl ack clad ASSASSI NS have | ust
rappel l ed down the outside of the building and kicked their
way inside, with two nore in the doorway.

Chris and Twi st | ook each way, then with one co-ordinated
novenent |eap off the bed, Twi st towards the door and Chris
t owards the w ndow.

Chris leaps to the attack, trading blows with the first two
assassi ns, who are brandi shing taser sticks.

A jump kick slans the first attacker into the doorfrane, and
as he falls Twist takes a hit off the second.

TW ST (cont’d)
OM That just bought you a nonth of
hospital food, creep!

They step to it - the attacker is fast but Tw st’s boosted
vanpire reflexes kick in as she vanps up and sends a flurry
of punches, chops and jabs his way.

Chris scoops up a sword fromthe floor and swings it round,
SLI CI NG t hrough the arm of one of his attackers and | eaving
it lying on the ground.

As that man yells and staggers backwards, clutching what's
left of his arm the second |unges forward with his taser,

but Chris dodges and with an el bow to his chest knocks himto
t he ground.
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Twi st | ands an uppercut to her attacker’s jaw which sends the
man st aggering backwards, out into the corridor and then fl at
on his back. She turns back round to Chris.

The man with half an armslunps to the floor, and as the man
Wth the taser tries to zap Chris again, he grabs his hand,
reverses the taser and tags the man with it.

Electricity courses over his body, and he judders before
keel i ng over backwards to the ground, knocking the TV to the
floor as he falls. Chris rolls his eyes and sighs.

CHRI S
They never just fall over, do they?
They’ ve always got to hit sonething
on the way down...

TWST (O S.)
Chris! The ot her one!

Twi st is pointing out through the doorway. Her first attacker
is still slunped by the doorfrane, but the one she knocked
out into the corridor is mssing.

TW ST (cont’d)
Goon nunber four got away, cone on
Vanos!

She races out through the door after him Chris nmakes it to
the door, sword still in hand, and throws one gl ance back
over the now wecked room before foll ow ng her.

INT. BODIE' S - STAIRS. N GHT. 26

The assassin bounds down the stairs, taking three at a tine
as he runs for the exit. Seconds later, Tw st | eaps down the
steps after him closely followed by Chris.

INT. BODIE S - RECEPTION. N GHT. 27

Bodi e, behind his desk, |ooks up as the assassin races past
hi m and out through the main doors. He shouts out to Chris as
the duo race past nonents |ater.

BODI E
Hey, Chris! You better not have
nmessed up that room

CHRI S
(over his shoul der)
"Il pay for it when | get back!

Chris and Twist exit. W stay on Bodie for a second as he
mutters and picks up his newspaper again.
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EXT. WASHI NGTON - CI TY CENTRE. NI GHT. 28

The man runs across a street and into one of the city’'s main
avenues, bargi ng people out of the way as he goes.

A car screeches to a halt to avoid himas he darts across a
road, and he slides across the bunper to keep noving. Chris
and Twi st are visible in pursuit behind him

TW ST
Wiy do they always have to run?

CHRI S
Must be in the job description!
Conme on, don't |ose him

EXT. BAGWNELL & STI TCHLEY' S - REAR ENTRANCE. N GHT. 29

We're | ooking at the |oading bay doors froma distance as our
woul d- be assassin races up to the door, funbles with a set of
keys and then di sappears inside. Staying on the doors, Chris
and Twi st lean into frame.

CHRI S
| wonder what he’'s doing here?
TW ST
Well, I"mno detective, but do you

t hi nk maybe those goons work for
Bag Lady and Stitch-Up, or whatever
they' re call ed?

CHRI S
Looks that way...\WWy were they after
us, | wonder?

TW ST
You think they want their stuff
back?

CHRI S

Could be, it’'d be a good gig,
wouldn't it? Sell rare itens for
mllions of dollars at a tinme and
then just steal them back and kil
t he peopl e who won them

TW ST

| hope eBay don’t start doing that...
CHRI S

Conme on, let’s go take a | ook

i nsi de.

The duo scanper across the small gravel courtyard and up to
t he back door of the buil ding.
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Chris tries the door handle but it’s |ocked, so he steps back
and whi spers one magi ¢ phrase. W hear the | ock CLICK

TW ST
Show- of f.

Chris puts a finger to his lips as they step inside.
I NT. BAGWNELL & STITCHLEY' S - CORRI DOR NI GHT. 30
Chris and Twist pad silently along. They can see lights from

underneath a service door at the end of the corridor, and
they take up positions either side of it.

CHRI S
(whi spers)
Ready?
TW ST
(whi spers)
Ready.
(beat)
Wait, for what?
CHRI S
Well, | was going to bust the door

open and see what’'s down there...

TW ST
Hadn’'t we better listen a little
first? There could be another few
dozen of those hal f-baked assassin
guys down there, and even though
they weren’t that tough |I don’t
fancy taking on a whol e pl atoon of
t hem

CHRI S
Good point. Ckay, give ne a second.

Chris sits down on the floor, facing the wall. Tw st | ooks
on, wonderi ng what he’s doi ng.

Hi s eyes are closed and he's subvocalising a long string of
incantations as the canera draws close to him

We head towards the wall, but just as we’'re about to hit it
the wall fades away and the canera floats down and into the
storeroom we saw i n the Teaser.

I NT. BAGWNELL & STITCHLEY' S - BASEMENT. NI GHT. 31
We're watching the scene through the spell Chris has just

cast, so the canera appears to be floating in md-air,
bobbing gently with a blurred effect.
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This tinme there are no hooded cultists in the basenent, just
Travers, on his knees marking out a fresh magic circle on the
ground. He | ooks up as the assassin walks up to him and the
man tears off his bal acl ava, | ooking breathl ess.

TRAVERS
You took your tine.
(beat)
Where are the ot hers?

ASSASSI N
Gone. All of them

TRAVERS
Well, that’s no good. M. Bagwel |l
isn"t going to like that at all!

ASSASSI N
We surprised them they were
staying in this fleapit downtown so
we just broke in, but...

TRAVERS
But what ?

ASSASI N
They...fought back. Took Martin's
arm straight off and beat Davies
and Hartley to the floor in
seconds.

Travers pauses as he considers this for a few nonents.

TRAVERS
What about the girl?

ASSASSI N
That’s who fought nme. She's pretty
feisty, you know And she’s-

TRAVERS
She’s perfect. She’s all we’ll need
to conpl ete the sumoni ng.
ASSASSI N
Yeah, well, vanpire or no vanpire,
| don’t get paid enough for this

crap.

The man wal ks away, |eaving Travers with a cheshire cat grin
on his face.

I NT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S - CORRI DOR NI GHT. 32

Chris’ eyes snap open, and he lets out a breath and falls to
the side alittle, but Twist is there to keep hi mup.
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TW ST
Wl | ? What did you see?

Chris tries to catch his breath to answer.

CHRI S
I"mnot sure, but | think we need
to spend a little nore tinme |ooking
into this place...

Twi st’ s head snaps round - two voices are approaching.

TW ST
Sounds |i ke the night patrol -
Travers told ne they have a | ot of
magi cal protection over the goods
in this place.

CHRI S
Let’s make a strategi c w thdrawal
then, 1’1l come back in the norning

and | ook round.
Twi st helps Chris to his feet and the two sneak back away
down the corridor. Chris | ooks up towards the ceiling as they
head out .
Chris mssed one thing - the tiny canera nounted high in the
ceiling that’s watched their every nove. It’'s red |ight
bl i nks once.

BLACK QUT:

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE
FADE | N:
I NT. BAGWELL'S OFFI CE. MORNI NG 33
Bagwel | is sat behind his expensive-|ooking desk, sipping a

cof fee and readi ng the norning paper. He finishes the drink
and throws the paper down on the desktop, standing and
| eaving the room

We stay on the scene and | ook up towards the ceiling, aimng
up at an air vent.

I NT. AI'R VENT. MORNI NG 34

It’'s cranped up there, and Chris is stuffed unconfortably
inside. H's bag lies in the tunnel next to him and he
retrieves a small electric screwdriver fromit, beginning to
carefully renove the bolts holding the grille in place.

He takes the last bolt out and puts the screwdriver away,
bringing out a small glass ball wth a gl ow ng sphere of
purple energy inside it.

I NT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S - SECURI TY. MORN NG 35

A guard sits with his feet up on the control desk, a snal
bank of video nonitors opposite him as he reads the paper
and sips at his drink. He isn't paying attention to the wall
of screens.

Cl ose up on one screen, we see the canera is |ooking out over
Bagwel | 's office. W see the grille start to nove as Chris
renmoves it, then a line of purple interference runs across
the screen and everything is back to normal.

I NT. BAGWELL' S OFFI CE. MORNI NG 36

Chris noves the grille out of the way and peers down into the
room scanning to nmake sure nobody is around.

He sees the desk with a closed |aptop on top, Bagwell having
|l eft by the only door and | ocked it behind him

Chris grins and | owers hinself down out of the vent, letting
go and dropping the last few feet to the floor, |anding
lightly on his feet.

He steps up to the desk, waves his hand over the | aptop once
and we see a green glow before he opens the | aptop.

Bagwel | ' s screensaver is an inmage of Britney Spears. Chris
grins, tuts and shakes his head.
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CHRI S
What is it with these woul d-be evil
masterm nds and their pop tarts?

Wth a few deft keystrokes he starts up the laptop, trying to
open a few folders. Each attenpt is net with a BEEP and an
error nessage, and he frowns as he realises the termnal is

| ocked. He closes his eyes, cracks his fingers and takes a
deep breath.

A light green hazy glow starts to formaround his fingers,
and as Chris holds his hands over the keyboard, a pair of
ghostly hands formout of the mst and start to rapidly type
away at the keyboard.

After a few nonents, a happy BLEEP is heard, and Chris opens
his eyes to see that the spell has given himfree access. He
sits down to search through it, his brow creased with
concentration

I NT. VAMPI RE NEST. DAY. 37

We're |l ooking at the iron door frominside a run down old
apartment building, graffiti scrawled on the walls and refuse
littering the floors. Sonmeone is KNOCKI NG on the door, and as
t he sound echoes around a rough | ooki ng VAMPI RE wal ks into
franme. He nmutters and opens the door.

VAMPI RE
Yeah, what ?

A fist streaks into frane, clocking the vanp on his nose. He
yells and stutters backwards.

Twi st steps inside, shaded fromthe norning sun outside, but
wear i ng shades nonet hel ess. A stake is in one hand.

TW ST
Three guesses. Avon ain't calling.

The vanmp snarls at her, but she just raises an eyebrow and
doesn’t flinch. The vanp can sense that she’s tougher than
she | ooks and backs up a little.

Twi st steps into a small, dirty roomwith a table covered
with enpty food cartons and a patchy sofa spread around the
room Tw st paces up to the table and i nspects one of the
cartons.

TW ST (cont’d)

Chi nese?
VAWP
(def ensi ve)
Hey, | like the sauce! Business is

sl ow, anyway, you know.
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Twi st picks up and sniffs one of the cartons. She nods - it
does snell good, but she puts it back down and wal ks towards
t he vanp, who backs away nervously. He's quite small and not
particularly fearsone.

TW ST
That’s not why |’m here. | need
sonme i nformation.

VAMPI RE
What on?

TW ST
This is the only vanp nest round
here. | know, because |’ve spent

all norning checking, and |’ m now
tired and nore than a little
irritable. If | have to ask you a
gquestion twice, | wll not be
happy. Cear?

VAWP
G go ahead, ask what you want.

The vanp nods and steps back again, tripping into one of the
sofas and landing in its seat. Twi st grins.

I NT. BAGWELL' S OFFI CE. MORNI NG 38

Chris is still at work. The | aptop screen shows several
folders are open, and Chris’ hand rests against his chin as
he ponders what he’s seeing.

CHRI S
What are you up to, M. Bagwell?

Chris hears voices outside and quickly cl oses the | aptop,
wal ki ng back up to stand beneath the air vent. Wth one
super human junp he | eaps upwards and catches on the edge of
the grille, swnging hinself up and out of sight just as the
door opens and Bagwel | and Travers wal k back in.

Chris lowers the grille gently back into place but stil
| ooks out into the office. W see Bagwell sit down and
Travers take the seat opposite.

BAGWELL
So our retrieval operation didn't
go according to plan |ast night?

TRAVERS
No, sir. Qur teamwas neutralised
and returned enpty-handed.
Literally, in one of the cases.
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BAGWELL
And where is this Chris Berkel ey
now?
TRAVERS

W don’t know, he's not at his
original |odgings, we’ve had it
under surveill ance since the raid.

BAGWELL
Wel |l then, Travers, | suggest you
find himand the girl quickly. W
have several business interests in
the area that won't |ike the idea
of some random do- gooder running
around, getting in the way. W are
rapidly running out of tinme and |
do not want to explain to our
enpl oyer why we failed in this
task. |Is that clear?

TRAVERS
Yes, sSir.

BAGWELL
Good. You may go.

Travers gets up and | eaves. Bagwell waits until he' s out the
door and then picks up his phone to nake a call

BAGWNELL (cont’ d)

I need your nen to be ready for
tonight. We may have soneone in the
area who coul d pose a probl em

(beat)
No, not at all. | intend to dea
with it, but to be on the safe side
I want everyone assenbl ed here as
pl anned.

Inside the vent, Chris breathes out, glad that the danger has
passed, and starts to shimy back down.

I NT. VAMPI RE NEST. DAY. 39
Twi st is at the table now, picking through what’s left of the
buffet there while the vanp sits nervously on the sofa,

wat chi ng her every nove. She has her stake lying on the table
and the vanp's eyes keep flicking to it.
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TW ST
So let nme get this right. You get
paid to keep a |lid on any ot her
nests in the area, or anyone who
m ght be stirring up trouble, as
wel | as | ooking out for the auction
house, and in return they help you
find people to nug and eat?

VAMPI RE
That’'s about it. M. Bagwell knew
we didn’t need noney as much as we
needed food, so they said they'd
help us with finding people in
return for a little protection.

TW ST
Sounds like a decent little racket.

VAMPI RE
Pays the bills, you know.

TW ST
Where are the rest of your buddi es?
One person doesn’t exactly qualify
as a ‘nest,’ you know.

VAMPI RE
They're, uh, they’'re out. They
| eave ne here on guard duty during
the day. Most days, cone to think
of it.

The vanmpire looks a little sulky for a nonent.

TW ST

(taps chest)
Ch, that whole ‘team player’ thing
just gets ne right here, you know?

VAMPI RE
(gl ares)
They have to report to M Bagwel | .
He tells themwhat to do and where
to go in return for sone nea
tickets.

TW ST
What about that other guy, uh, M.
Stitchley?

VAMPI RE
(snorts)
He's just sonme old guy. He doesn’t
know about anyt hi ng.
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Twi st nods, picking at another box of food.

TW ST
Damm, this is good! You mnd if |
finish this?

VAMPI RE
Uh, yeah, whatever

The vanp’s eyes are still on the stake, which Twi st has taken
her eyes off to tuck into one of the cartons.

After a nonent’s hesitation, the vanp |lunges out of the chair
and towards the stake, but quick as a flash, Twist’s hand
grabs the stake and holds it up, driving it into the chest of
the vanp as he leaps for it. She sighs.

TW ST
I"d have shared if you' d just
asked...

The vanp gasps and slunps to the floor, and as he hits the
deck Twist finishes the |ast nouthfuls of food, puts the
carton down and heads back out si de.

EXT. OUTSI DE VAWVPI RE NEST. DAY. 40

Twi st wal ks outside, sticking to the shadows. Her phone rings
and she stops to answer it.

TW ST
Koni chi - wa?

CHRI S
(filtered; through phone)
What did you find?

TW ST
One junior vanpire and a kick ass
Chi nese buffet.

CHRI S
I nmeant what did you find out.

TW ST
Oh, right. Bagwell’'s got the | ocal
vanpires in his pocket, seens he
sends victins their way in return
for having themas hired nuscle to
keep the auction house safe from
all harm
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CHRI S
That figures, | nmanaged to get into
his conputer and | found plenty of
busi ness accounts with the | oca
underwor | d. The auction house has a
hand in everything from bl ack
mar ket organs to contract Kkillings!

TW ST
So what are we going to do?

CHRI S
I don’t know, Twist, this is
getting bigger than what we can
handl e.

TW ST

Don’t be such a lightweight! Wat
el se are we going to do in town?
Sit in that stinky roomat Bodie's
and try to translate those books?
We can’t even go back there now
Bagwel | knows where it is, we'd be
fighting off goons every night!

CHRI S
You do have a point there...

TW ST
O course | do. Now stop bitching
and come neet ne over at that
groovy little bar we saw the ot her
ni ght .

CHRI S
Alright. See you there.

TW ST
Oh, and get ne ny |l uggage from
Bodi e’ s place, would ya? Thanks.

Twi st hangs up before Chris can reply and wal ks on.

TW ST (cont’d)
That man...he’s got no stomach for
action sonetines!

I NT. ARUNA BAR. DAY. 41

Chris and Twist are at one of the tables, Twi st sipping from
a double JD and Coke as Chris ponders the situation.

CHRI S
You're not going to get drunk on
me, are you? You know | hate that.
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TW ST
Rel ax, just a little Dutch courage.
We are about to go bust up this
auction place, after all, aren’'t
we?

There’s a |l ong nonent. Twi st’s expressi on darkens.

TW ST (cont’d)
Hey! Don’t go all distant on ne,
sol di er boy, stay focused.

CHRI S
["mjust...l don’t want to get drawn
off the trail again. Some of the
things I"'mfinding in these books,
they’ re breakthroughs it woul d have
taken me years to find otherw se,
and | know if | stick with them!|
can...

Twi st | ooks distinctly uninpressed. Chris sighs.

CHRI' S (cont’ d)
I’mdoing this for you, just neke
sure we're clear on that. And this
is the last tinme | go off the
record, too. From now on, we have
one thing we concentrate on, and
that's it.

TW ST
Scout’s honour! No nore
di stracti ons.

She sips her drink and the two exchange a |l ook - and in that
nonment, they both know that this is far frombeing the | ast

time they’

Il ever stop to help people in need.

CHRI S
Right. We need to work out why
Bagwel | is so interested in you
first of all. Wien | eavesdropped

on Travers | ast night he was
tal ki ng about you, it seened quite

i nportant.
TW ST
(mock i nnocence)
Li’l ol’ nme?
CHRI S

He sai d sonet hing about a
‘sunmoni ng,’ and needi ng you for
it. I didn't get any nore than

t hat .

( CONTI NUED)
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TW ST
What do you suppose it is?

CHRI S
I don’t know. There’'s plenty of
rituals and spells that need a
vanpire, or the blood of a vanpire
to conpl ete whatever they do.

TW ST
Well, gee whizz, |ucky ne...

CHRI S
So the inportant thing now, young
lady, is not to |let you out of
sight till we figure out what they
want with you.

TW ST
Fine. You' re the boss, after all.
So go be all command-y and stuff.
That is what you' re good at!

CHRI S
Let’s finish up in here, regroup
and wor k out our next nove.

EXT. WASHI NGTON STREET. NI GHT. 42

Twi st wal ks al ong one of the quieter streets, passing a few
peopl e and generally m ndi ng her own busi ness.

Par ked across the road is a black van, its windows tinted. It
isn"t noving but we can tell it’s keeping an eye on our
favourite vanpire

I NT. BLACK VAN. NI GHT. 43

Travers is in the passenger seat, the remaining assassin next
to him Through the tinted wi ndscreen we can see Tw st
strolling along the street.

ASSASSI N
So? Are we gonna go get her, or
what ?

Travers pauses for a few nonents. Sonet hing about this seens
to be bothering him but he can’t decide what. He makes his
decision and sits up in the seat, nodding.

ASSASSI N (cont’ d)
About damm ti ne.

He starts the van up and rolls slowy down the street.
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EXT. WASHI NGTON STREET. NI GHT. 44

Twi st has her VWl kman on, and can’t hear the van
approaching. It rolls up alongside her, and then in a flurry
of nmotion the doors slide open and two nen reach out, grab
her and manhandl e her inside, the door slamm ng shut on her
muf fl ed shouts as the van tears off screen.

I NT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S - BASEMENT. NI GHT. 45

Four hooded nen stand guard at each corner of the room and
there are also a few vanpires around - added security.

Wth plenty of shouts and struggles, two nmen wal k down with
Twi st held between them There is a hood over her head, and
each man holds a taser which they use to zap her every few
nonents, keepi ng her under control.

TW ST
(as she is zapped again)
OM Damm it! Stop doing that! Who
are you, freakin’ Raiden or
sonet hi ng?

The nmen throw Twist to the ground in the mddle of the floor,
a few feet short of the edge of the circle. One of the nen
tears the hood from her head, and we see she’s | ooking quite
brui sed already - they’ ve obviously spent sone tinme subdui ng
her on the ride over.

Dressed in his crinson robes, Bagwell steps into frane,
| ooki ng down on the bedraggled formof Twist with a cold,
confident glare in his eyes. He allows hinself a chuckle.

BAGWELL
And at |ast, the final ingredient
inour little cocktail.

She flips Bagwell a defiant finger.

TW ST
Cocktail this, cult boy! What are
you and your | ackeys down here
doing, praying that the aliens are
gonna cone and take you away?
‘Cause, you know, you may be in a
bit of trouble, because |ast |
heard they only pick the best
speci nens on Earth, and...
(1 ooks round)
Your sorry little squad of
uni versity dropouts just ain't
gonna cut the nustard when they
beam you up to the stars and rol
out those anal probes.
(beat)
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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Unl ess that’s your thing, of
course...

Bagwel | ' s hand streaks out and SMACKS the side of Twist’s
head, wi ping the insolent smrk off her face and knocki ng her
to the ground. Twist’s already taken a beating and hasn’'t had
time to recover yet, but manages not to show it as she
restores the grin as she picks herself back up.

BAGWELL
Keep your nouth shut, vanpire, you
haven't the slightest idea what
you' re about to be part of.

TW ST
Why don’t you clue nme in? |1'd hate
to not be a part of your gane of
‘Spot The Reli gi ous Freaks.’

Bagwel | just grins and steps back as two of the hooded
cultists step into franme and lift Twist to her feet, throw ng
her forward.

She stunbles inside the circle which gl ows once as she passes
through it. Tw st regains her conposure and turns to face the
two nen, pissed.

TW ST (cont’d)
Alright, you two Jawas are toast!

She steps to the edge of the circle but bounces off the nmagic
barrier, and after a few hits she realises she’ s trapped.
Bagwel | steps in front of the circle.

BAGWELL
You' re about to help us acconplish
a task that has troubled us for
many years, Twist. A friend of ours
is trapped sonewhere and we want
hi m back. And you're going to help
us.

Twi st bangs her fists angrily against the bubble-like barrier
inside the circle.

TW ST
Wien | get out of here, I'm gonna
ri-

STI TCHLEY (O. S.)
Jonat han!

Bagwel | rolls his eyes at the sound of his business partner’s
vVoi ce.

( CONTI NUED)
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Stitchley cones hobbling down the stairs into the basenent,

| ooki ng around at the cultists, vanpires, arcane synbols and
finally the trapped Twist with a m xed | ook of horror and
anger. Bagwell turns to face him

BAGWELL
Get out of here, old nman, you’ ve
got no busi ness down here.

STI TCHLEY
| can’t let you do it! | can't |et
you use this place as a house for
evil any nore!

Bagwel | nods his head to one of the vanpires, who sneaks up
on the oblivious Stitchley as he continues to rant.

BAGWELL
This hasn’t been your house for a
long time now, Edward. | only |et

you keep wor ki ng here because good
auctioneers are hard to find!

STI TCHLEY
This is the last tine you try
anyt hi ng down here, you hear ne?
I’ mgoing straight to the police
this time, and |’ m going to nmake
sure they |l ock you up for good, and
I

He doesn’t get another word out, as one of the vanpires grabs
hold of himand BITES him Stitchley struggles but falls to
the floor, Bagwell watching himdrop.

BAGWELL
Ni ce doi ng business with you,
Edwar d.

Travers steps up next to himand hands hima small wooden
artist’s board wwth a dollop of dark brown paint and a brush
Bagwel | takes the brush, dips it in the paint and starts to
draw a synbol on the pal mof his hand.

TW ST
Never had you figured as a Henna
kind of guy...you listen to ‘Ray O
Light’ too many tines or sonething?

BAGWEL L

Keep tal king, you' ve got tinme |eft
to throw a last few insults ny way.

( CONTI NUED)
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TW ST
Don't tell nme. You re going to zap
me with sonme kind of nystical spel
bl ast and use what’'s left of ne to
open a portal, or summon a denon
or bl ah bl ah bl ah! Very unori gi nal.
You cults are all the sane, always
t aki ng what you can’t have and
doi ng what you’re not neant to!

Bagwel I finishes drawing the synbol on his pal mand hands the
board back to Travers, who bows respectfully and wal ks away.
Bagwel | steps backwards fromthe circle.

TW ST (cont’d)
You ever wonder why all these
rituals and spells and conjurations
are so dam hard to pull off? It’'s
because it’s not neant for you!
People like you are too weak to
understand real power, it scares
you.

Twist is starting to | ook worried now, but she tries to hide
it with nore insults. Bagwell | ooks unfazed by her attacks as
he begins to nutter sone incantations.

TW ST (cont’d)
O course, being the Ivy League
rejects you are, you guys are
probably desperate to get your
hands on any kind of power you can.
Can’t inpress the chicks with your
| ooks, why not try witchcraft and
W zardry? Wrks for those three
girls on *Charned’ after all ...

Bagwel | holds up his hand, palmfirst, towards Twi st. The
synbol on his palmstarts to glowwth energy, building in
intensity.

The magic circle around Twi st starts to glow with the sane
kind of energy, and her hair starts to stand on end as it
grows in power all around her.

TW ST (cont’d)
(pani cked)
Chris!!

BLACK QUT:

END OF ACT THREE

( CONTI NUED)
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ACT FOUR
FADE | N:
I NT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S - BASEMENT. NI GHT. 46
Twist is trapped inside the magic circle as the light inside
it builds up to a blinding intensity, and Bagwell with his
pal mtowards her, the synbol drawn on it glowi ng with power
as he charges up the nmagi cs around Tw st.

And then suddenly FWP! A glint of netal flies past us at
terrific speed, and Bagwell’s hand falls away.

Bagwel | stares down at his m ssing hand in shock for a few
seconds as the stormof power inside the circle starts to
di ssipate. He | ooks to the fl oor.

Hi s severed hand lies in a pool of blood, a razor sharp
throwi ng knife blade next to it.

Bagwel | | ooks up and around for the source of the knife.

Chris walks into the scene, a lopsided grin on his face.

CHRI S
Looks like you could use a hand!
TW ST
Well, it’s about damm ti ne!
CHRI S
Sorry, got here as quick as |
coul d.
TRAVERS
You!
CHRI S
In the flesh. 1'd ask for a round

of appl ause, but...

TRAVERS
How di d you know where to find us?

Chris smrks and starts to wal k across the roomtowards them
all. Tw st pushes a hand forward and finds she can step out
of the circle, the barrier dissolved away.

CHRI S
When Twi st showed ne your busi ness
card, | knew | renenbered your nane

from sonmewhere. Then it hit ne.
Fl orida, 1988. Cult activities in
the Olando area. | hel ped bust up
one of the operations down there,
and you...

( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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(poi nts)
Well, | renenber seeing your nane
anong the list of suspects. \Wen
sonmeone has a list of crinmes that
i nclude sacrificial killings, they
tend to stick in your nenory. | |et
Twi st get picked up when | knew you
were after her, and | followed her
here. And now | can finish what |
started back then.

Travers glowers at Chris, who keeps on wal king forward. Tw st
cracks her knuckl es expectantly. Bagwell suddenly realises
what’ s happened to him

BAGWELL
M M. M. _
(anger hits; adrenaline
ki cks in)
Kill them!

The hooded cultists rush for Twi st as the vanpire bodyguards
head for Chris. One of themrushes past Bagwell but he grabs
hold of him and he and Travers drag the vanp away up the
stairs.

Travers stoops to pick up Bagwell’s severed hand as the trio
meke their exit back up the stairs.

Chris slices into the four vanps attacking himw th blinding
speed, hacking left and right and sending two vanps crunbling
to dust.

One lands a hit and Chris drops one of the swords, but he
spins the other round and takes the vanp’s head off. As that
vanp expires, the final attacker kicks himand he falls to

t he ground.

Two of the cultists rush Twi st, but she grabs one and sw ngs
himinto the other, sending both to the floor.

TW ST
Learnt that from Hul k Hogan!

The remaining two cultists try sonme clunsy punches but she
dodges them tripping one up and grabbing the arm of anot her,
twisting his armround and punching hima fewtinmes in the

st omach.

Chris flips up to his feet and he and the vanp circle one
anot her. The vanp lunges forward but Chris ducks down.

A hi dden spring-nmounted stake pops out from his sl eeve.
Chris slans the stake into the vanp hunched over him who

keel s backwards with a groan of pain. Chris stands and resets
the stake, picking his sword up fromthe ground.

( CONTI NUED)



47

44,
CONTI NUED:  ( 2)

TwW st is toe to toe with cultist #4 as Chris jogs over.

CHRI S
Need any hel p?

TW ST
Nah, | got it.

She bl ocks one of his punches and brings a knee up into his
groin. Chris winces in synpathy as the cultist sags slowy to
his knees. Twist fells himw th one | ast punch and he joins
his friends, spraw ed on the fl oor.

CHRI S
You are ruthless, you know t hat?

TW ST
Hey, they had it com ng.

CHRI S
Let’ s nove, Bagwell got away.

The duo head for the stairs.
I NT. BAGWNELL' S OFFI CE. NI GHT. 47

W' re inside the office as the door bursts open and a
breat hl ess Travers ushers in. He holds the door open as
Bagwel | stunbles in, followed by the [ast remaining vanpire.

Travers has Bagwell's hand cradled in the sleeve of his robe,
and Bagwel | | ooks pale, shock and blood loss starting to
take their toll. He falls into his chair as Travers tries to
W pe his brow Bagwell swats himaway.

BAGWELL

Cet away fromne, you idiot!
TRAVERS

Sorry sir, | was just-
BAGWELL

Just not hi ng!

(beat; exhaust ed)
The spell is still active, we just
need to conplete it.

TRAVERS
But the circle...don’t we need to-

BAGWELL
G ve nme ny hand back!

Bagwel | snatches up his hand and stands, trying to summon the
| ast of his strength.

( CONTI NUED)
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He cl oses his eyes and takes a deep breath to cal m hinsel f.
He steps over to the vanpire by the door, who is ready to
fight if Chris shows up.

VAMPI RE
Conme on, they’' |l be here any- Hey!

He doesn’t say any nore as Bagwel| reaches out with his
severed hand and clanps it onto the vanpire’s forehead. The
vanp SCREAMS in pain as yellow energy starts to cascade from
the hand all over him

BAGWELL
There’' s always nore than one way to
do these things.

I NT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S - CORRI DOR NI GHT. 48

Chris and Twi st race along the corridor, follow ng drops of
bl ood on the ground towards Bagwel|’s office. They see the
yel l ow gl ow of energy through the frosted glass in the door
up ahead.

The sil houette of Bagwel |, hand on the vanpire’s forehead,
and the vanp convul sing with pain, can be seen through the
door. Chris throws a serious | ook back at Tw st.

CHRI S
W re too | atel

I NT. BAGWELL' S OFFI CE. NI GHT. 49
Chris kicks the door open to see Bagwell and the vanpire.
The vanpire nmakes one | ast yell and BURNS to ashes, | eaving

only his skull behind, welded to Bagwel |’ s hand. Bagwel |
catches it wth his free hand.

BAGWEL L
Travers! Hold them off.
TRAVERS
Yes sir, |-
(beat)
What ?!

Bagwel | steps up to one of the wood panels that line his
office, and with a tap it slides away to reveal a hidden
passageway. Chris |lunges for Bagwell but Travers bl ocks him
and the two clatter to the floor. Tw st hops over the two of
t hem and heads for the passage.

An invisible bolt of energy hits Twi st and throws her

backwards. She connects with the desk and rolls across it,
landing in a heap on the far side of the office.

( CONTI NUED)
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The panel slides shut again, and then a gout of flame sparks
up all around it, a defence nechanismto stop anyone
foll owi ng Bagwel |l through it.

Chris groans as he realises Bagwell has escaped. He stands
and calls to Twist, who is picking herself up.

CHRI S
Let's go!

Twi st groans and puts a hand to her head.

TW ST
(off Travers)
VWhat about hi n®

Chris | ooks down. Travers is starting to get up, a furious

| ook on his face. Chris sighs, PUNCHES Travers once in the
face and hefts up his unconscious body and throws hi mover
hi s shoul der. Twi st raises an eyebrow at hi mas snoke begins
to fill the room

CHRI S

What? | can’t just | eave him here!
TW ST

You are such a boy scout

soneti nes. ..

Chris just tuts and heads back out through the door, knocking
Travers’ head off the doorfranme as he goes.

TW ST (cont’d)
Ha! N ce nmove, Firenman Sam

The two head out as flames lick up to fill the screen.
EXT. BAGWELL & STITCHLEY' S - STREET OQUTSI DE. NI GHT. 50

Chris and Twi st watch fromacross the street as fire rages
across the auction house, two fire engines pulled up outside
to try and conbat the blaze. People mll| around, watching the
fire crews at work as two firenen on | adders fromthe backs
of the trucks spray water at the burning building.

Alittle soot blackened but otherw se okay, Chris |ooks sad
as he watches the flanes burn away.

CHRI S
VWhat a waste.

TW ST
VWhat of ?

( CONTI NUED)
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CHRI S
Al'l those books! Those artefacts,
t hose hundreds of things they had
kept down there. They' || probably
be burned to a crisp by the tine
they put that fire out.

TW ST
At least it | ooks nice.

CHRI S
VWhat, the fire?

TW ST
No, the glorious sight of two whole
crews of wonderful, sweaty firenen
in action.

Chris grins and shakes his head. W hear a groan off camera,
and they both turn to | ook behind them

The slunped formof Travers is stirring behind them |ying
sl unped on the grassy ground next to the sidewal k.

TW ST (cont’d)
VWhat about hi nf

CHRI S
Leave himhere. The police are
nosi ng around, they' Il pick himup

and then he can try to explain to
t hem what happened.

TW ST
Now that is the best thing |’ ve
heard you say all day.

CHRI S
Let’s get out of here.
TWST (O S.)
And that woul d be the ot her best

t hi ng!
They exit, leaving the fire crewto their work.
I NT. MOTEL ROOM NI GHT. 51
Twi st is dozing on one of the two beds in the notel room as
Chris sits cross-1egged on the other, the books fromthe
auction spread out around him His laptop is on and he is

doi ng the sane read/ check/scribbl e/cross-reference routine as
earlier.

Twist is talking in her sleep, but we can’t really hear what
she’ s sayi ng.

( CONTI NUED)



52

48.
CONTI NUED:

Chris | ooks over to her and grins, before picking up a snal
di ct aphone and speaking into it as he reads.

CHRI S

One last note - I've just read a
section that nmakes a reference to
sonmething | haven't cone across
before, sone kind of a ‘machine’ or
‘device’ that seens to indicate it
has the power to heal. It isn't
cl ear what this machi ne can
actually heal, however, so for al
I know it’s a nedieval fingernai
trimmer. Still worth finding nore
out about, however. So with the
time rapidly approaching...

(checks wat ch)
Hal f past four, |’mgoing to get
sonme sleep. Twist’s out already,
bl ess her, she’'s had a busy night.

Chris clicks the dictaphone to stop and puts it down on the
bedsi de tabl e, clearing enough space away for himto curl up
on top of the bed and close his eyes to sleep.

I NT. EMPTY OFFI CE. NI GHT. 52

Enpty and dark, with tables and chairs neatly packed away
except for two in front of us. Alittle light conmes in

t hrough the boarded up w ndows opposite us. W hear novenent
of f canera, and Bagwel| steps into frame, one arm bandaged
and strapped against his chest with the m ssing hand w apped
up at the wist.

He’'s marking out a magic circle on the floor before him a
smal |l er one than the one fromthe basenent. Once it’s
finished, he reaches behind himand carefully places the five
vanpire skulls down at points on the circle and steps back.
Wth a wave of his arnms, he conjures a field of energy in the
air before him

The room starts to vibrate - w nds kick up, disturbing what
little furniture there is and rattling the boards in the
W ndows.

BAGNELL
Li berate tecum ex i nfernis!

Bagwel | makes one final gesture, and with a crack of thunder
a naked MAN appears out of the air and thuds into the ground.
Bagwel | kneels down and places a hand on the shaking man’s
shoul der .

BAGWNELL (cont’ d)
Wel cone back, Lambert.

DI SSOLVE TO

( CONTI NUED)



49.
CONTI NUED:

Bagwel | ushers in Lanbert and | eads himto sit down in one of
the chairs. He's a nuscul ar-1ooking man, | ooking Iike he's
been in the wars with scars, cuts, wounds and brui ses
covering his visible body as Bagwel |l returns he drapes a

bl anket over his shoul ders. The man swats Bagwel | away
irritatedly, and he recoils, obviously in sone fear of the
new arrival .

BAGWNELL (cont’ d)
I’mso sorry, sir, |I'd never have
chosen her for the ritual if 1'd
known she was the one you were here
to collect-

LAMBERT
Save it. Just leave ne to find
Twi st McFadden, and |’|1l drag her

back to Hell nyself.
BLACK QUT:

END OF SHOW




