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TEASER
FADE | N:
EXT. DOCKS. NI GHT. 1
TITLE OVER - Maryland - Thursday, 12:17 a.m

We fade up | ooking down on a row of warehouses in an old
dockyard. It’s the mddle of the night and a stormis raging,
| ashing the scene with rain as the black waves crash up and
down in the harbour beyond, but the scene is lit up by flanes
com ng fromthe outside of one of the warehouses, with shouts
and yells as people scatter fromthe scene.

We start to nove forward, |eaving the mayhem behind and
focusing on one warehouse in particular, tucked away at the
edge of a long pier. It’s disused, its roof panels m ssing

| arge sections and rusted sheet iron covering up sone of the
hol es |i ke patches.

Up before a small door |eading into the warehouse, we watch
the fat raindrops pour past in the light of a security |anp
for a nonment before we hear footsteps off screen. The door is
swung open with a CREAK by an unseen figure, blanketed by the
shadows as they step inside.

EXT. DOCKS - WAREHOUSE. NI GHT. 2
We wal k through and into the warehouse, |ightning flashes
overhead illumnating the interior. Standing with his back to

us at the opposite end of the floor is a tall MAN, dressed in
a long black coat. His rain-slicked long, dark hair lies
around his shoulders as we watch himtry to light a
cigarette.

A runmbl e of thunder overhead covers the footsteps of the
approaching figure, as well as the shouts from outside, until
the man in the coat pauses, his head flicking to the side.

MAN | N COAT
Ah, good, it’'s about tinme you
showed up. Are we ready to.
(beat)
No, you're not him are you?

CHRI S steps out fromthe shadows, soaked with rain and

| ooking cold with rage. His sword is in one hand and he
carries a drawstring bag in the other. He tips his head
forward, rainwater sloshing off his black fedora.

CHRI S
I"'mafraid Anmzin couldn’t make it.
| could say ‘he lost his head or
some ot her wi secrack, but I'm
really not in the nood this tine.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

Chris THROAS the bag forward, and it bounces al ong the
concrete floor, rolling to a halt just behind the tall man’s
feet. He slowy turns round, and we pan up fromthe bag to
his head. This is CIEGUE, lithe and pale, a pair of large

bl ack sungl asses over his eyes despite the fact that it’s
night. He smles, dragging on the cigarette.

Cl EGUE
Subtlety isn't your strong point,
is it, Christopher?

Chris paces slowy forward, nurder in his eyes. C egue
regards himcalmy

Cl EGUE
I"d ask what happened to the rest
of my nen, but the expl osions
out si de and your presence here does
ki nd of answer that for ne.

CHRI S
No nore ganes. This ends tonight.

Cl EGUE
And what nmekes you think it’ll end
wWith you the victor, Chris? |’'ve
beaten you once al ready.

CHRI S
If there’s one thing |I’ve | earned
inall nmy years, it’s this - it’s
never over while both nen are

st andi ng.

A long beat. The rain continues to fall across the scene,
dripping down fromthe holes in the roof, pinging off exposed
flaps of netal and plastic holding the decayi ng warehouse
toget her, pooling on the floor. C egue takes another drag and
flicks his sodden cigarette away, hands behi nd his back.

Cl EGUE

So is this it? This is your great
master plan to defeat ne? You march
in here, throw nme the head of ny
assi stant and chall enge ne to yet
anot her straight fight?

(chuckl es)
I must say, | find your optimsm
inspiring, if also rather foolish.

Chris doesn’t answer, he just draws his sword and takes up an
of fensi ve stance, katana bl ade ained directly at C egue.
Ci egue still just smles back, and nods.

Cl EGUE
As you w sh.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:  ( 2)

C egue STAMPS his foot down on the bag beneath his feet - we
hear a crunch and a wet squelch as its contents are crushed
beneath his booted foot. C egue then draws his own sword - a
thin, barbed blade that | ooks nore |ike a nutated fencing
sword than anything human. The two opponents start to circle
one another as on the soundtrack, ‘Everything s Cool’ by PWEI
starts to build.

CHRI S
Too many peopl e have died here
because of you, Ci egue. People who
| considered friends, who didn’t
have anything to do with the war
people like us are fighting.

Cl EGUE
I'"d like to say |"'msorry, but I'm
afraid I’mnot. They were obstacles
in ny way, ergo they had to die. As
you soon will too.

Chris pauses - and C egue tenses, ready for the attack.
After a beat, Chris CHARGES forward, and G egue rushes too,
their feet splashing through the water as they race towards
one anot her.

The action slows down to a crawl as the two nen draw nearer
their swords swi nging through the air as another flash of
lightning fills the scene with bright white Iight.

The nusic builds to its initial crescendo just as the two
swords CLASH together, and as they do so, we:

BLACK QUT:

END OF TEASER

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: ( 3)
ACT ONE
FADE | N:
EXT. H GHWAY. MORNI NG 3

We fade up to see Chris’ black Ford van cruising along a
qui et stretch of highway, passing the city of Maryland in the
background and headi ng out, away fromthe bustle of the
centre. It’s an overcast norning, grey skies and patches of
rain.

I NT. BLACK FORD. MORNI NG 4

Chris drives, with TWST and DANYAEL both asleep in the rear
of the van. H's phone rings, and he reaches across the seat
to grab it fromthe passenger’s chair.

CHRI S
Hel | 0?

A gruff but pleasant voice speaks, DONALD.

DONALD
(filtered; through phone)
Chris! How the devil are you? No
pun i ntended, of course..

CHRI S
(smles)
I’mjust fine, Don. |’ ve just
passed the city centre, | should be

out to you in about twenty m nutes.

DONALD
Excel l ent. You renenber where
everything is round here, don’'t
you?

CHRI S
It’s been a few years but yes,
unl ess you’'ve sold the whole town
to city planners and turned it into
a thene park?

DONALD
Ha! Fat chance, this town may as
wel | be deserted for the anmount of
peopl e that drive through
soneti nes. .

CHRI S
Well, you' re about to have three
tired and hungry travellers | anding
on your doorstep, so I’'d batten
down the hatches if | were you.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

DONALD
WIl do, see youin alittle while.

Chris hangs up and puts the phone down on the dashboard as
Twi st reaches out fromthe back of the van, her hand fiddling
with the radio tuning. Her eyes are bleary, she's clearly
been asleep for a while, her hair sticking up as Chris | ooks
down at her.

CHRI S
You’' ve got no respect for the
cl assi cs, have you.

TW ST
Chris, | need sonething lively to
wake nme up at this tinme of the
day.. In case you haven’'t

forgotten, vanpires are nocturna
creatures, so trying to get us
active before 6pmisn’t going to
happen w t hout sonething suitably..
ah! There we go.

A loud rock song starts to blare fromthe radi o speakers as
Twi st cranks the volume up. Chris rolls his eyes, and in the
back of the truck Danyael starts to |life, roused by the

t hunps of the nusic.

DANYAEL
Wah!
TW ST
Easy, Spook, we’'re here.
DANYAEL
(blinks)
Oh, right.. so where is ‘here’
exactly?
CHRI S

Maryl and. Specifically, a little
town a fewmles out fromthe city
centre cal |l ed Burnsborough.

TW ST
Wiy am | getting a real ‘Twn
Peaks’ vi be al ready?

CHRI S
It’s a nice quiet town, full of
people |1'd consider friends. It’s
alnost a retirenent village for the
| ocal police and energency
services, so there's plenty of ex-
detectives and their famlies round
t here.



EXT. FREEVWAY EXI T. MORNI NG 5

Chris turns the van off the freeway and down towards a

qui eter, local road. They pass a road sign which we stay on
to read, ‘Wl cone to Burnsborough, hone of Ma Baker’s
Mount ai n Pi e.

I NT. BLACK FORD. MORNI NG 6

We're | ooking frombehind the driver’s seat, the view through
the wi ndscreen of quite town streets and houses. The town of
Bur nsborough is full of wood-fronted buil dings, hones with
Land Rovers on the drive and plenty of trees rustling in the
breeze. Chris pulls to a halt outside one house and turns to
hi s col | eagues.

CHRI S
Now then, I'mhere to pay a visit
to ny friend Donal d Hancock, a
retired detective | nmet many years
ago.

TW ST
How di d you neet? Get arrested
agai n or sonethi ng?

Chris | ooks thoughtful for a nonent as he renenbers.
I NT. SUBWAY STATI ON. NI GHT. 7

W' re down inside a griny subway station, crowds of screan ng
commuters flocking towards us as a huge, wormlike creature
tears through a subway car, wth Chris hacking away at a
cluster of tentacles spilling out fromthe creature’s chest
toward shim while DONALD, a grey-haired man in a trenchcoat,
SHOOTS at the wormwi th his handgun.

I NT. BLACK FORD. MORNI NG 8
Chris chuckles as he recalls their first encounter.

CHRI S
It’s a long story. Anyway, he’s
asked me out here because there’'s
sonet hi ng strange goi ng on round
here, and he thought ny uni que
talents would be up for the job.

DANYAEL
“Uni que tal ents?

TW ST
Sonmebody el se who knows Chris is
part vanp, which nmeans this is
anot her m ssi on.

( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: TW ST(cont " d)

Great, and here was ne | ooki ng
forward to finding out what this
Mountain Pie | keep seeing

bill boards for tastes like..

CHRI S
You two still can.

Chris passes Danyael a bl ack address book - Spice’s contact
book, with details of nationw de rebel vanpire groups and
cells.

CHRI S
Danyael , according to Spice’s
records there’'s a rebel cell out
here.

DANYAEL
In a place like this? That's weird,
they normally stick to |larger towns
and cities.

CHRI S
That’s what | thought, so there
must be a reason why they’ ve

settled here. | want you two to go
find it out.
TW ST

Leave it to us, chief. C oak and
Dagger on the case! Cone on, Spook,
let’s ride.

DANYAEL
Un. not wanting to be the one to
point it out, but isn't it norning
out si de?

Twi st | ooks out through the w ndshield - cloudy skies, not a
ray of sunlight in sight.

TW ST
Rel ax, we’ve got about as nuch
chance of catching direct sunlight
as Chris has of catching hinself a
woman any tinme soon.

CHRI S
(of f ended)
Hey!

Wth a smrk, Twi st throws open the van’'s back doors and the
two vanpires hop out into the street, Twi st aimng them
towards a di ner over the road.

Danyael pushes the doors shut again with a nod back to Chris,
who unfastens his seat belt and steps outside.



10

EXT. BURNSBOROUGH - DONALD S HOUSE. MORNI NG 9

Chris hops up the steps to the front porch of Donal d s house,
noticing the array of dreanctatchers and ot her ornanments
hangi ng over the doorway and positioned along the front

wi ndowsi | Is. He knocks at the screen door while he carries on
exam ning them not noticing as Donald’ s w fe, WENDY, opens

t he door.

VENDY
I's that you, Christopher?

Chris stands, smles and the two shake hands. Wendy is a grey-
hai red woman dressed in plain clothes, her hair tied back and
an apron round her wai st.

VENDY (cont’ d)
Hello there, |’ m Wendy, Donald's
wife. Don told ne to expect you
come on inside.

Chris follows her indoors.
I NT. DONALD S HOUSE. MORNI NG 10

Chris heads inside - the place is furnished with |lots of
natural wood fibres, with a |arge wi cker chair next to an
open fireplace. A kitchen is off to one side, with stairs
leading to the first floor. A disabled lift stands beside
that, the place having an open, spacious feel despite the
anount of furniture inside. Wendy heads back into the kitchen
as the lift whirrs intolife, rising up to the first floor.

VENDY (cont’ d)
I’ m just making us both a cooked
breakfast, would you |ike anything?

CHRI S
No, thank you, I'mfine, I-

DONALD (O . S.)
He’'s not really into solid foods,
Wendy!

Chris smrks as the lift starts to | ower again.

And here he is - DONALD HANCOCK. Wheel chair bound but not

| ooking |ike that’s slowed hi mdown, the well-built, bearded
man has a wel conme grin on his face as he sets eyes on Chris
at last. Chris wal ks over and the two shake hands, Chris
huggi ng Donal d warm vy.

CHRI S
Hel | o agai n, detective.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:
DONALD
(waves hand di sm ssively)
Ach! | told you to stop calling ne

that. Been off the force three
years now, not nuch roomfor a
mobi |l e detective in our |ocal
precinct.

VENDY (O S.)
First thing in the norning, and
still just as grunpy..

DONALD
(sweet ly)
Are those pancakes | snell,
sweet heart ?

Wendy pokes her head into frame, smrking at Donald s feigned
pl easantry.

VENDY
That’ s ny husband, al ways t hi nking
with his stomach..

DONALD
While you' re still cooking for ne,
Wendy, | always w il be.

Wendy | eans back into the kitchen as Donald notions for Chris
to take a seat. He wheels over and |ocks his chair in place
in front of him

DONALD
So! You're probably wondering why |
dragged you all the way out here.

CHRI S
‘Dragged’ is a harsh word, you know
I’ve always liked it around here.

DONALD
Heh, but no chance of you retiring
any tinme soon, is there?

CHRI S
It’s a luxury that wasn’t witten
into nmy contract. Wat’s up? |
noticed all the warding totens
you' ve got outside - expecting sone
trouble fromrobl ash nonsters?

Donald is quiet for a nonment - he leans in closer and talks
quietly so Wendy can’t hear.

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED:  ( 2)

DONALD
There’ s sonet hing big goi ng down
round here, Chris. | may have

retired, but you don’'t stop being a
detective. People are getting
killed round here, and not in the
usual ways they do in towns |ike
this.

CHRI S
(rai ses eyebrow)
There are ‘usual’ ways of being
killed?

DONALD
You know what | nean - factory
accidents, natural stuff. Last tine
| checked, people’s organs don’'t
just get up and wal k out of their
bodi es.

Chris nods, appreciating the gravity of the situation.

CHRI S
You think there's sone kind of
underwor |l d i nvol venent ?

DONALD
Think? | know. | may not have known
much about the things that |ive
beneath our streets until that
nmonstrosity we fought in the subway
all those years ago.

CHRI S
(smles)
Yes, | renenber.

DONALD
.. but since then, nore and nore so-
call ed *unexplained killings are
starting to make a | ot of sense.
And there’s been a rash of them
round here in the past few weeks. |
figured you were the best guy to
hel p me out.
(1 ooks round)
Say, didn’t you say you had a
coupl e of sidekicks? A | oud-nout hed
girl and a quiet young fella?

CHRI S
Twi st and Danyael, yes. They’'re out
doi ng sonme recon for ne at the
nonent .

( CONTI NUED)
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11,
CONTI NUED: ( 3)

DONALD
Ah, good. Always hel ps to have back
up, eh?

Chris nods, know ng full well what the duo are likely to be
doing at the nonent.

I NT. DI NER. MORNI NG 11

Twi st and Danyael are sat in a booth inside the diner, next
to the window. The place has a red col our schene and a
careful ly-furnished ‘retro’ feel.

Twist is tucking into a wide plate holding a massive cooked
br eakfast - eggs, sausages, hash browns, beans, bacon, the
wor ks. She slurps an oversized cola while she eats, Danyael
| ooking on with disbelief on his face.

DANYAEL
Where does it all go?

TW ST
Beats ne. My nomused to say | had
hol | ow | egs, maybe she was on to
sonet hi ng! You sure you don’t want
anyt hi ng?

DANYAEL
I’mfine. Watching you eat is
enough for both of us.

TW ST
Suit yourself.. So when’s this
rebel guy gonna show up then?

DANYAEL
|’ mnot sure, they just said they'd
show up soon as they coul d.

TW ST
Not waiting for sunset, are they? |
don’t think the noney | lifted from
Chris’ wallet is gonna |ast ne that

| ong. .

There is a DING fromthe bell over the diner’s door off
screen, and Danyael shifts round in his seat, |ooking towards
the door as Twi st carries on eating.

Wal king into the diner to the tune of ‘EZ Pass’ by Har Mar
Superstar is CRANE, a pal e-skinned vision of beauty in her

| ong, dark skirt, flowi ng auburn hair and dark mascara-ri nmed
eyes. She scans the diner, spots Danyael, smles and starts
to slink over.

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED:

Danyael s nouth is hanging open - this girl is hot. She wal ks
up to their table, smling down at himand Tw st.

CRANE
Hey there, you nust be Danyael. |I'm
Cr ane.

DANYAEL

(flustered)
You're Crane? But.. but you're a

girl!

CRANE
(chuckl es)
Last tinme | checked! Mnd if |I sit?

DANYAEL
Uh, no, no, of course.

Danyael |ooks at Twi st, who stares straight back - she isn't
nmovi ng! Danyael shuffles along so that Crane can sit, the
young |l ady elegantly sliding into the booth.

DANYAEL (cont’ d)
Sorry about that, you know, the guy
| spoke to said sonebody called
‘Crane’ was comng to neet ne, and-

CRANE
You thought it was a ‘he.’” No big
deal, happens all the tine. So, you
guys both fromthe Atlanta cell?

TW ST

Nope, just him |'mfreel ance.
CRANE

Huh?
DANYAEL

It’s a long story. We're here with
Chris Berkeley, you heard of hinf

CRANE
Oh nmy God, who hasn’t? He's a hero!

Twi st rolls her eyes, and Danyael chuckl es.
DANYAEL
He’s in town on business and asked

us to get in touch with you guys,
see what was going on round here.

( CONTI NUED)
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13.
CONTI NUED:  ( 2)

CRANE
To be honest, we’'ll be glad of the
hel p. W’ ve got an awful [|ot of
trouble round here at the nonent.

TW ST
Troubl e? This is already sounding
like our sort of thing..

CRANE
A few nonths ago, a famly of denon
gangsters, the Bal kor clan, noved
into towmn to set up a new arm of
t heir business, next thing we know
the few of us who were out here
started getting threats, orders to
nove out, and before |ong they
started taking us out altogether.
The main Maryl and cell sent a |oad
of us down here to help out, but
things are escal ati ng every day.
Those gangsters are going to own
this town in a few nonths if we
don’t strike back agai nst them
sonmehow.

DANYAEL
What can you tell us about thenf

Crane bites her lip - this isn't going to be good news.
I NT. ABANDONED HOUSE. MORNI NG 12

A body CRASHES into frane, thrown sideways agai nst the wall
of the dusty and di sused house we're inside. As the man |ies,
coughing, on the floor, struggling to rise, atall figure
mar ches into frame, reaching down with a gloved hand to grab
the man by the throat.

He lifts himclean into the air, the man’s features show ng
the bl ood red eyes and fangs of a vanpire as he fights
agai nst the chokehol d.

We pull back a little to see that the tall man is Ci egue,
sungl asses still in place.

Cl EGUE
One last tine. Wiere is the base
for the rebels in this town?

VAWPI RE

(t hrough chokehol d)
I"1'l.. never tell.

( CONTI NUED)
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Cl EGUE
Now that isn't what | wanted to
hear.

Ci egue jerks his hand to the side, and with a SNAP the
vanpire’'s neck breaks. His body goes |inmp in C egue s hands,
and he drops himto the ground.

Two burly, dark-skinned nen, AMZIN and VAIL, appear in frame
as we pan around Ci egue, watching their boss in action.

AMZI N
Now what do we do, boss? You ki nda
killed our only |ead..

Cl EGUE
There'll be other |eads. Find ne
anot her vanpire, and we’'ll see if
he can be convinced to tal k. One
way or another, I'"mgoing to drive
t hose wasters out of this town for
good.

Of Cegue' s sinister |ook, we:

BLACK QUT:

END OF ACT ONE

( CONTI NUED)
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15.
CONTI NUED:  ( 2)

ACT _TWO
FADE | N:
EXT. BURNSBOROUGH - STREET. MORNI NG 13

Chris wal ks al ong one of the quiet streets of the town with
Donal d wheel i ng al ongside him scanning the detached houses
and noticing other dreantatchers and wi nd chi nes hangi ng over
porches and front doors.

CHRI S
| see you’ ve managed to get a few
peopl e round here over to your way
of thi nking..

DONALD
The trinkets? Mre psychol ogi ca
than anything else, but if the
cause of these deaths are what |
think they are, those should hel p.
The first nmurder took place just
round here.

The duo round a corner, onto another street in the sleepy
town, but this tinme Chris freezes, |ooking ahead. Donal d
squints, trying to see what he’s | ooking at.

DONALD (cont’ d)
VWhat is it?

Chris is silent, his eyes narrowi ng. H s hand unconsci ously
goes to the hilt of his sword bl ade, tucked up high and out
of sight inside his jacket.

DONALD (cont’ d)
Chris? Fer Christ’s sake, man, what
is it? You |look |ike you ve just
seen a ghost!

CHRI S
Maybe | have..
(beat)
Stay here, I'll be right back.

Chris breaks into a run and dashes forward, | eaving Donal d
and his cries behind as he dodges between the houses, naking
a beeline for the house he just saw C egue | eaving.

Chris hops over a white picket fence and conmes to a stop
agai nst the side of a house, with G egue and his two nen
getting into a car just round the corner.

Chris steps out and into view, drawi ng his katana.
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16.

INT. CIEGUE'S CAR MORNI NG 14

Ci egue shuffles along the backseat of the car, its w ndows
dar kened, before realising the car isn’'t noving.

Cl EGUE
Wiy aren’t we novi ng?

VAI L
There's, uh, soneone outside, sir.

Cl EGUE
And?

Ci egue turns round in the seat and peers out through the
darkened glass. A smle crosses his face.

Cl EGUE (cont’ d)
Vell, well, well..
(to Anzin)
Wait here. And keep the engine
running, | won't be | ong.

EXT. BURNSBOROUGH - STREET. MORNI NG 15

Ci egue steps out of the car, snmoothing his |ong black | eather
j acket down as he calmy steps up to face Chris.

Cl EGUE
Hello again, Chris. It’'s been what,
four years?

CHRI S
Not | ong enough. | don’t know what
you' re doi ng here, C egue, but
don’t expect to carry it on any
| onger.

Cl EGUE
I’msorry, was that a threat? |
hear so many of those these days,
it's hard to tell.
(smles)
Wal k away, Chris. You know you
can’t beat ne.

CHRI S
Not a chance.

Cl EGUE
Very wel | .
(beckons Chris forward)
Let’s get this started.

( CONTI NUED)
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Chris takes a few cautious steps forward, then leaps in with
a swng of his blade - which C egue effortlessly catches in
md-air.

Quick as a cobra, he punches Chris hard in the chest three
times, before grabbing his sword arm tw sting himround and
t hrowi ng hi m agai nst the house next to them

Chris SLAMS into the wall, leaving a dent in the plaster and
bricks, and clatters to the floor.

Dazed, he can’'t react as Ci egue nmarches over, grabs him by
the throat and lifts himup, spinning round and throw ng
agai nst the house opposite them

Chris crashes to the floor again, his lips red with bl ood as
he coughs, clutching his wounded chest and wincing wth pain.

Ci egue kneels down in front of him not even out of breath.

Cl EGUE (cont’ d)
You won't listen, will you? You
can’'t stop ne, Chris, and you know
it. Now, |I'd better be going. Maybe
"Il see you around. Although, if |
do, I'll have to kill you

Wth that, G egue stands and clinbs back into the car which
revs its engine and pulls away, |eaving the bruised and
bl oody Chris slunped on the ground.

After a few beats, Donald wheels frantically into frane.

DONALD
Chris! What happened?
CHRI S
(coughi ng)

Just catching up.. with an old
acquai nt ance.

Chris picks his sword up off the floor and uses it to help
hi nsel f stand. Donal d | ooks on, concer ned.

DONALD
Looks li ke you had a few choice
words to say to each other.. Are
you sure you're okay?

CHRI S
(snaps)
I"’mfine. Let’s get noving.

Chris wal ks off again, wincing wwth every other step. Donald
waits a nonent, not sure what to nmake of things.
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18.

I NT. BAR. MORNI NG 16

Crane, Danyael and Twi st wal k into a noderately-sized,
darkened bar, with soft background nusic piping out of an ol d-
fashi oned jukebox in one corner. The clientele is sparse and
mai nly young, sulky | ooking nen, with a handful of old

regul ars propping up one corner of the bar.

Crane nods to the barman, who reaches under the counter and
flips a hidden switch. Crane notions for Danyael and Twist to
foll ow as she wal ks through the *Staff Only’ door around the
corner fromthe bar.

I NT. BAR - CORRI DOR. MORNI NG 17

The trio wal k down a set of steps before comng to a heavy
iron door. Crane raps on it twice, and a shutter opens to
show a pair of eyes peering out at her.

MAN BEHI ND DOOR
Oh, hey, Crane. Wio’'re these two?

CRANE
True believers.

MAN BEHI ND DOOR
Ckay, hold up.

The shutter closes, and with the CLUNK of several bolts
sliding across, the door sw ngs open.

I NT. REBEL CELL. MORNI NG 18

Hol di ng the door open inside the |arge room beyond i s REYES,
a tall vanpire with short brown hair and a white

shirt over blue jeans. He nods to Danyael and Tw st as they
enter, and Twi st scans the room The underground roomis

| arge and spacious, with a pool table, TV and set of sofas,
two fridges, a clunky old radio transmtter nounted on a
rickety desk, and about eight nore vanpires mlling around
inside. Reyes lights a cigarette as he cl oses the door.

REYES
You nust be Danyael, right? |I’'m
Reyes, I'min charge round here.

They shake hands. Reyes offers Danyael a cigarette, and he
takes it.

TW ST
So this is how you Maryl and rebel s
do things, huh? Nice. There' s a
bunch of guys that could take a few
| essons in luxuries off you..

( CONTI NUED)
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Twi st grit
bottl e of

REYES
We have an arrangenent with the bar
staff upstairs. We keep an eye on
the streets, |ook out for the
civilians, they keep us stocked up
on what we need and don’t give us
any trouble.

DANYAEL
Good deal. Shane there aren’'t nore
pl aces |ike this.

CRANE
We’'re doing our best! Reyes, these
two are in town with Chris
Ber kel ey.

REYES
Real | y? The Chris Berkel ey?

TW ST
Yeah, him Wy does everybody cal
himthat? It’s not like he's a
fricken superhero or anything!

REYES
Heh, you two nust be his sidekicks,
right? | can spot the inferiority
conplex a mle away.

s her teeth but Danyael just chuckl es,
beer offered by another vanpire.

DANYAEL
Chris wanted us to conme and
i ntroduce ourselves, he's trying to
re-establish the old links set up
by Spice and her cell over in
Seattl e.

CRANE
Spice? Isn't she.

TW ST
Dead, yeah. That’s kind of why
we're doing this. Keeping the dream
alive, you know?

REYES
Well, | guess Crane’s filled you in
on our little problemround here..

19.

taking a

Reyes wal ks towards a whiteboard fixed to one wall, with a
map of Burnsborough drawn across it and gl ossy photos

hi ghl i ght |

ng mar ked out | ocations.
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DANYAEL
The gangster famly in town, yeah.

REYES
They took out a lot of the original
rebel s | odging round here before
the rest of us noved in, by now
they’ ve got their claws into nost
of the east side of this place.
They control the docks that |ead
out to sea and to the freeway on
the far side of town.

TW ST
So shipping in reinforcenents isn't
a problemfor them huh?

CRANE
CGot it in one.

REYES
W’ ve been | ooking for a way to
shut them down for sonme tinme now,
hopefully you guys can help us do
t hat .

DANYAEL
What makes you think us three wll
meke a difference?

CRANE
You' re kidding, right? W' ve heard
al | about what you guys have been
doing. That riot in Houston, al
those rebel cells getting attacked
in Atlanta and M nnesota.. you guys
are like living | egends!

TW ST
(nmock al oof ness)
Well, one doesn’t like to boast..
DANYAEL
That’'s very flattering, but, uh, we
should wait till Chris shows up.
TW ST
You’' ve got no spirit for adventure,
you know that? Look, |'msure

wherever Chris is right now, he can
take care of hinself just fine
wi t hout wus.

20.
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21.

I NT. HOUSE - FRONT ROOM MORNI NG 19

Chris flops down into frane, sitting on an old sofa and
rubbing his aching ribs. Donald manoeuvres through the inside
of the house with difficulty, tearing down ‘Police Line

yel | ow t ape that covers one doorway.

DONALD
Through here’s where they found the
body, it was-
(beat; sees Chris)
Look, are you sure you're alright?

CHRI S
"Il be okay. | just had the w nd
knocked out of ne a little is all.

DONALD
Looks like you had nore than just
the wi nd knocked out! What exactly
happened? | heard the sounds of you
fighting soneone, then a car drives
away and | find you like this!

CHRI S
"Il explain it all later. Show ne
what happened in here first.

I NT. HOUSE - BACK ROOM MORNI NG 20

Chris and Donal d step through the doorway. Most of the
furniture in the roomis covered with white dust sheets, and
a chalk outline has been drawn on the carpeted floor. Red
stains still mark the grey fabric, and Chris kneels down to
take a cl oser | ook.

DONALD
The victinm s nane was Eric Harper
single guy in his thirties, worked
down at the |local neat packing
war ehouse as a forklift driver
Nor mal guy, nothing renarkabl e
about himat all. No crimnal
record, heck, not even a parking
fine.

CHRI S
Mbdel citizen. What was the cause
of deat h?

DONALD
Massi ve wounds to the chest and
abdonen, nmade by a serrated weapon
and a rushed, clunmsy hand.

( MORE)
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22.

DONALD( cont ' d)

Seens the attacker barged in here,
sliced the guy open, extracted a
handful of organs and then split.
That was three weeks ago, there’ve
been six nore cases since then.

Chris lays a hand on the bl oodstain and cl oses his eyes, a
soft mauve glow starting to form beneath his outstretched
palm Donald | eans forward in his chair, trying to get a
better | ook.

DONALD (cont’ d)
What's that?

CHRI S
I’ mseeing what | can pick up.. if
there are any traces of denon or
nonster activity, | nmay be able to

pick up a trail

DONALD
Heh, you’ ve sure |earned a few
tricks since last tinme we net..

CHRI S
Perk of the job, plenty of tinme to
| earn.

Chris opens his eyes and stands, shaking his head.

DONALD
Not hi ng?
CHRI S
The scent’s too faint, 1'll need to

see a fresher site. Wiere were the
ot her attacks?

DONALD
Three nore inside people’s hones,
one who was a ni ghtwat chnen and two
nore out in the woods just past
town limts.

CHRI S
Touri sts?

DONALD
Nope, that’'s the other funny thing.
Everyone was a | ocal, they d been
living here their whole lives. The
victinms in the woods were a married
coupl e out canping, it was their
weddi ng anni versary. That was one
of the nore recent ones, shall we
head out there?
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CHRI S
I need to catch up with Twi st and
Danyael first, see what they’ ve
been able to find out.

DONALD
No problem there's a bar down the
road, we can arrange for themto
meet us there.

Donal d reverses out of the roomand Chris follows, casting
one | ast | ook round the room W pan back down to | ook at the
bl oodst ai ned car pet again, before we:

I NT. WAREHOUSE. DAY. 21

SLAM The lid of a dirty-1ooking packing crate slans down
into frane, and as we pull back we take in the box that it
has sealed, and the line of other crates next to it.

Aregular little assenbly line is running, with rows of
denmons and humans packi ng seal ed bags into the crates,
sealing them and show ng them down a ranp | eadi ng off screen,
out of the warehouse.

We stay on the scene for a few nonents before we:
I NT. BAR. DAY. 22

Chris holds the bar door open as Donald wheels in, the two
men in the sane bar that houses the rebels downstairs.

Donal d taps on the bar, and shakes hands with the bartender,
nodding to the ol der regulars at the bar and exchanging a few
greeti ngs.

DONALD
Everybody in town knows where this
place is, it’'s the accepted neeting
pl ace.

Donal d nods thanks as the bartender places a bottle of beer
down on the counter, which he stretches up to grab. Chris

rai ses an eyebrow, chuckles and shakes his head as a new song
starts on the jukebox - it’ ‘“Wiite Wedding’ by Billy Idol.

Chris turns round - he knows sonebody who harbours an
obsession with this particular song..

And there’s Twi st, eyes closed, tapping her fingers on the
side of the jukebox, nodding her head along with the tune as
Chris steps into frane.

CHRI S
I m ght have known |I'd find you
here..
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Twi st junps, startles, then relaxes as she sees Chris.

TW ST
| told you to stop lurking on
people like that! Sonmebody coul d..
(notices his bruises)
What the heck happened to you? Have
you been fighting with the other
girls again?

CHRI S
I ran into sone trouble. Wat did
you and Danyael find out?

TW ST
o, you're gonna |love this. Cone
on.

Twi st grabs Chris’ hand and | eads himround to the staff
entrance. Donald raises his beer to Chris as he passes.

I NT. REBEL CELL. DAY. 23
Chris | ooks up at the whiteboard, nmatching up the marked

| ocations with what he knows. Reyes stands next to him a
proud | ook on his face. Chris notices and turns to him

CHRI S
Is sonething the matter?
REYES
What ? Uh, no, why should there be?
CHRI S
You’ ve just been giving ne a rather
odd | ook. .
REYES

Sorry. It’s just not every day |
nmeet a hero |like yourself, you
know? Most of the tine, us rebels,
we’'re kind of flying against the
wi nd out there. Nice to know we' ve
got guys |ike you on our side.

Twi st drapes an armround Chris’ shoul ders.

TW ST
Careful, pal, he doesn’t handl e
conplinents too well!

CHRI S

These sites, are they gangl and
activity?
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REYES

Yeah, as best as we can pi npoint.
CHRI S

I nteresting..
TW ST

I can al nost hear the plan

form ng. .
CHRI S

I know where to find the gangsters.
And | think it’s about tine we put
a stop to their work out here.

Reyes grins, but Chris’ eyes are full of determ nation as he
stares at the board.

CUT TO BLACK:

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE
FADE | N:
I NT. DEMON BAR. DAY. 24

We're inside another bar inside the town, but this one has a
very different clientele - denons and their human col | eagues
sit around the bar and in the booths, raucous |aughter and
chatter soundi ng over the jukebox.

The door swi ngs open and all talk stops - visitors aren’t
wel cone round here.

Standing franmed in the doorway is Twi st, saved fromthe
sunlight by the clouds overhead but dressed in a sharp,
charcoal grey business suit, her hair pulled back in a tight
ponytail. She carries a briefcase and wears shades which she
pushes down her nose to scan the bar with a grin.

TW ST
Ah, this nmust be the place.

ON SCENE
Twi st marches boldly into the room
t he stunned peopl e inside just
wat chi ng her as she takes a seat at
the bar, laying her briefcase down
besi de her. She | ooks around at the
faces studying her.

TW ST
So! Who's a girl gotta eat to get a
drink around here?

The bartender, a burly, red-skinned denon called VARG steps
into frane.

VARG
This ain't the place for you,
little girl. Best pick yourself up
and get out of here.

TW ST
(i nnocently)
Oh, I'mterribly sorry, | could ve
sworn this was the place to get in
on the action with the Bal kor
famly..

A murnur passes round the bar. Two |arge nmen step into frane
next to Tw st.

BURLY MAN
You tryin to make us an offer?
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DEMON
Heh, hope you brought us sonethi ng
to keep us interested..
(1 ooks her up and down)
besi des yoursel f, anyways..

Twi st just smles again and picks up her briefcase, laying it
flat on the bar. She flips the | ocks and opens it - to reveal
four little KITTENS, nmew ing as they scrabble around inside.

The Burly Man rai ses an eyebrow but as he | ooks across to his
Denon friend, he sees the brown-scaled fiend licking his |ips
and eyeing the critters hungrily. Twi st carefully closes the
bri ef case.

TW ST
Now t hen, boys, before we start
breaki ng out the plates and
cutlery, let’s talk business. Wy
don’t you start by filling nme in on
exactly what kind of a racket you
guys are running around here,
starting with what the link is to
t he poor townsfol k who keep show ng
up in pieces..

The man and denon exchange anot her | ook.
I NT. HI LLSI DE NEAR DOCKS. DAY. 25

Chris steps into frame, standing on top of a hill overl ooking
t he docks we saw earlier on. The drizzle of rainis stil
falling and the waves beyond the docks are thick with m st,
but we can see the rows of ol d warehouses and pil es of
packing crates, with a large cargo lifter rolling up and down
the rows. Chris starts down towards the jetties and wal kways
bel ow.

I NT. DOCKS. DAY. 26

We can see Chris at the far end of the frane as three nen
wal k past in the foreground, chattering. Chris steals between
two smal |l wooden buil di ngs, staying out of sight.

Pressed flat against the wall of one of the buildings, he
edges forward until he can hear footsteps, and he hunches
down, poised and ready.

We hear the flare of a cigarette lighting, then a stocky
dermon wal ks past, whistling tunelessly. He doesn’'t see Chris,
who waits a nonment nore then darts forward to reach one of

t he ot her warehouses, ducking down as the large cargo lifter
rolls past nearby.

( CONTI NUED)
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We can hear the clunks and whirrs of machinery inside the
war ehouse, and with a stolen ook left and right Chris forces
t he door open and ducks i nsi de.

I NT. DOCKS - WAREHOUSE. DAY. 27

The sound of machinery is much | ouder in here, and we can see
conveyor belts filled with large packing crates rolling past
us. Denons and humans dressed in plain red overalls are

| oadi ng the boxes onto the belts, others are depositing white
pl asti c bags inside and others are taking them out towards
the jetty through | arge open doors at the far end of the

war ehouse.

Chris stays close to cover as he edges forward, ducking back
as two workers wander past, then getting close enough to
reach one of the crates.

Wth a quick heave, he lifts it straight off the noving
conveyor and lays it down gently on the floor, round a corner
and out of sight fromthe main shop floor. Chris wenches the
lid off and | ooks down into the contents.

It’s filled wwth white plastic bags, and Chris reaches in and
tears one of them open. Before we can see what's inside, we
cut back to:

Looking up fromthe floor again, his eyes wi den as he sees
the contents. Wth a sad shake of his head, he jans the lid
back down on the crate and lifts it again, noving off screen
with it.

I NT. DEMON BAR. DAY. 28

Twi st is sat in a booth now, and she | ooks up as a chubby
denmon squeezed into a well-tailored suit shuffles into sit
opposite her. This is OREN BALKOR, one of the higher ranked
menbers of the crinme famly noving in on Burnsborough. He's
short and fat with a bald head and very dark skin, with a
tortoiseshell-like pattern running across his skin. He lights
up a fat cigar as a muscul ar human bodyguard stands by the
boot h, arns fol ded.

OREN
So, you're the chick with the cats?
TW ST
That’s ne. The nane’s Loren. Sophia
Loren.
OREN

Li ke the actress?

Twi st hesitates - she probably shoul d have picked a different
alias..

( CONTI NUED)



29.
CONTI NUED:

TW ST
Er, yeah. | hear you' re the man |
need to speak to if | want to get
in on the business in this town.

OREN
(chuckl es)
The ‘business’ ain't for people
i ke you, sweetheart. Wiy should we
et you in on any of this.

Twi st cl oses her eyes. Wen she reopens them they’ ve turned
the blood red of a vanpire, and she grins, show ng her fangs.
Oren nods, | ooking inpressed.

TW ST
Let’s just say |’ve got an interest
in what you re doing. And |’ m
hungry.

OREN
Haven’t worked with a vanpire for a
while. There's this half-vanp guy
who noves around a | ot, can't
remenber his name now.. Ml kum
Mar kut h, sonething like that. You
know hi nf

TW ST
(col dly)
It’s Mal kuth. And yeah, | know him
Can we get back to our business?

OREN
Eager, ain’tcha? Okay, mssy, let’s
see what we can do. What can you
bring to our organisation if we cut
you in on a piece of it?

TW ST
Way | see it, you guys need people
on your team who can keep supplying
you with fresh nerchandi se. No
of fence to the guys sneaki ng round
at the nonent hacki ng peopl e open,

but they're..
OREN
Dunmb?
TW ST

I was going to say ‘inelegant,’ but
yeah, they’'re being pretty dunb
about it too. You need sonmeone with
alittle nore grace.
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Twist’s eyes fall down to the cutlery on the table, and she
snatches up a knife. Spinning it, blade point first, on her
finger a few tines, she then snaps out with her other hand

and GRABS Oren’s wist.

H s eyes widen as she gently forces his pal mdown onto the
tabl etop, spreading his fingers out. Tw st rests the knife
down between two of his outstretched fingers.

TW ST (cont’d)
and |'mthe girl for the job.

Slowy at first, then rapidly building up speed, she starts
to STAB the knife down between each of the gaps between his
fingers, playing a high speed gane of pinfinger that only
someone with her vanpire refl exes coul d manage.

Oren is frozen to the spot, a whinper escaping his |ips as
Twi st’ s hand becones a blur, before she finishes, calmy

| ayi ng the knife back down on the table and releasing Oren’s
hand. He snatches it back up, rubbing his wist, but a grin
creeps across his face.

OREN
You're hired.

TW ST
(smles)
G oovy. kay, here are ny terns.
work at night, alone, and | get to

pick my targets. Al | need you to
do is tell ne where to pick up ny
noney.

OREN

You don’'t waste any tine, do ya? W
work out a few old warehouses down
by the docks, but the headquarters
is in the old harbour master’s
office. Since we noved in, we don't
get any trouble round there.

Oren grins and chonps down on his cigar, and Twi st grins
back, maintaining her cover.

I NT. REBEL CELL. DAY. 29
Reyes and Crane are studying the whiteboard when Chris enters
the room wal king straight up to them and droppi ng one of the
white plastic bags on the table next to them

REYES
VWhat' s this?
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CHRI S
It’'s what people are being killed
for around here.

Reyes opens the bag, and his eyes w den.

I nside the open bag is a heap of human organs - thankfully
unidentifiable in the redness inside, but definitely
bel ongi ng i nside rather than out.

ON SCENE
Reyes steps back, a | ook of disgust
on his face.

REYES
VWhat the..

CHRI S
There’s crates full of these down
at the docksi de warehouses. My
guess is they’'re running a bigger
operation in neighbouring cities,
and using this place as their main
delivery outlet.

CRANE
Deliveries?

REYES
It’s not a big leap of logic to
guess that there's plenty of things
out there that’d pay good noney for
a ready supply of fresh human
organs, Crane.. Ckay, so that
expl ai ns why the gangs are here.
Wiy the local killings?

CHRI S
I’ mnot sure. Meeting the quotas,
maybe? Seens odd that they d only

kill a handful, hopefully we’'ll
find nore answers when we go in
t here.

TWST (O S.)

And | know where to start | ooking!

The group turn round - Twist has just entered the room
shaki ng her hair free with a grin.

TW ST
I met up with one of the gangsters,
used the bait and got the |ocation
of their headquarters. It'’s in a
bui |l ding just off the main docks.
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CHRI S
Good work. And the bait?

Twist Iifts the briefcase and pops it open - the kittens
i nside are thankfully unharned.

TW ST
| told them!I’d bring nore al ong
later. WAsn’t gonna | eave these
l[ittle cuties with that bunch of
sl obbering fiends, was |?

Twist lifts out one of the kittens and nuzzles it as Chris
| ooks around the rest of the room

CHRI S
Wer e’ s Danyael ?
TW ST
Ch, he’s out scouting, we'll neet

up with himlater.

CHRI S
(suspi ci ousl y)
Scouti ng where? Twi st, you didn’t
send himout to the gangster’s
headquarters al one, did you?

Twi st tries to |l ook innocent as the kitten news.

TW ST
Maybe 1’11 just go fetch him back.
CHRI S
(resigned)

Yes, if you could, before anything
el se happens!

I NT. DOCKS - HARBOUR MASTER S OFFI CE. DAY. 30

Sheltered by the treeline that reaches right up to the edge
of the dockyard, Danyael shuffles forwards, watching the yard
t hrough hi s bi nocul ars.

Scanni ng the yard, Danyael sees a |line of crates being | oaded
into a rusty old trawl er noored against the pier, with

wor kers hefting the crates back and forth. He scans al ong
further when a bl ack shape suddenly steps in front of him

He | owers the binoculars and | ooks up with a gulp as a shadow
falls across him

Ginning down at him G egue stands tall over Danyael, one
hand on the sword hilt in his belt.
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I NT. HI LLSI DE NEAR DOCKS. DAY. 31

W' re sone distance away fromthe dockyard, but we can nake
out Danyael being frogmarched al ong by Anzin and Vail, shoved
roughly inside the small block that is the harbour master’s
of fice.

Wat chi ng the scene, she sighs bitterly.

TW ST
(mutters)
St upi d mal nouri shed idiot gets
hi nsel f captured so | have to risk
my neck going and finding him
again.. when | get ny hands on him
hoo boy, then we'll see, oh yeah.

I NT. HARBOUR MASTER S OFFI CE. DAY. 32

Danyael is tied to a chair, bloody froma beating he’'s

obvi ously received. The inside of the office is a |large, open
plan area with walls covered with corkboards that have nmany
notes attached, shipping registers and ot her docunents.

Two desks are simlarly covered with papers, next to the
chair hol di ng Danyael. Ci egue opens the office door and steps
i nsi de, sunglasses still in place.

Cl EGUE
Ah, hello. And how are you doi ng?

Danyael is silent, glaring up at G egue through his bl oodshot
eyes. Ciegue grins at his stubbornness.

Cl EGUE (cont’ d)
Co- operation not your strong point,
| see. You nust be an acconplice of
Christopher’s, he seens to have
this effect on everyone he works
with! Well, he’'ll be here soon, so
| can reunite the two of you before
we get rid of you both. 1’ m being
paid an awful |ot of noney to keep
this operation running snoothly,
and | intend to-

He' s di sturbed by a knock at the door.

TWST (O S.)
M. Ciegue? You in there?

Ci egue frowns and reaches out for the door, opening it to

reveal Twi st, who steps inside, throwing her arnms up in
di smay when she sees Danyael
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TW ST
There you are! I'’mterribly sorry
about this, M. Ci egue. This is
Bobby Ew ng, one of ny associ ates.
Was he sneaki ng around, spying on
peopl e agai n? He does that a lot. |
think he used to be a bit of a
peeping tom before | gave hima
job, but old habits die hard, you
know how it is..

Ci egue blinks to dispel Twi st’s distracting bl abber.

Cl EGUE
And you are.. ?

TW ST
(of fers hand)
Loren. Sophia Loren. Like the
actress. New vanpire recruit to the

team |I’mon board to help with the
addi tional victins you all need
around here. Say, | couldn’t help

but notice how big an operation
this all was on ny way up here, and
t he t hought popped into ny head -
why do you need nore locals killed
if you ve got so nmany body parts
passi ng t hrough here already?

Ci egue studies her for a beat, not letting on if he's runbled
her deception or not.

Cl EGUE
The local victins are for a
different client. There's a strange
kind of mneral in the water here
that’s been absorbed by many of the
people living here, making their
bodies very rich in certain very
pure types of energy.

TW ST
Real | y? Li ke what ?
Cl EGUE
Oh, I'mnot a science nman, |

couldn’t say.. Tw st.

Twi st freezes as Ci egue reaches behind himand | ock the
of fice door, then tries to continue her bluff.

TW ST

I’msorry, what did you call ne?
The name’ s Sophia, not Twi st..
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Cl EGUE

(smles)
Pl ease, don't try to deceive ne any
| onger. You did well to get this
far, but I can snmell Chris all over
you, sane as | could your friend
here. And now, you're going to tell
me where | can find himand the
rebels hiding out in this little
t own.

TW ST
Now wait just a mnute..

Ci egue steps forward and reaches out, clanping his pal mdown
across Twist’s head before she can react. There is a FLASH of
white energy, and Twist hows in pain, sinking to her knees.

A fierce glow of white light builds beneath C egue’ s palm
and his arm shakes as he controls the energy flow ng between
the two of them He rel eases her, and she slunps to the
floor, out cold.

DANYAEL
Twist! Twist!! What did you do to
her, you freak?

Cl EGUE
M ss McFadden here just told ne
where to find the people that have
been hindering nmy work here. Rem nd
me to thank her for it. If she
wakes up, that is..

Ci egue turns and wal ks out of the room

We close up on Twi st, her pained expression | ocked in place
as she slips into unconsci ousness, before we:

BLACK QUT:

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR
FADE | N:
EXT. BURNSBOROUGH - STREET. EVEN NG 33

Chris wal ks along the street towards Donal d’ s house, scanning
the qui et and pl easant nei ghbourhood with a contented | ook.
This 1 ook quickly fades when he sees that the front door of
Donal d’ s house has been ripped off its hinges, and he breaks
into a run, sprinting up the steps and inside.

I NT. DONALD S HOUSE. EVEN NG 34

Chris races inside, finding the place in a ness - destroyed
furniture, smashed w ndows and broken gl ass and wood all
around.

Chris paces along carefully, tensed for any intruders who nmay
still be inside, when a SQUEAK fromthe kitchen spins him
round. He steps slowy forward.

I NT. DONALD S HOUSE - KI TCHEN. EVEN NG 35

Chris steps into the kitchen and sighs as he sees the dead
body of Wendy lying on the floor, a trail of blood |eading
al ong fromwhere she’d tried to craw for help.

Chris kneels next to her and reaches out with a hand to cl ose
her bl ank, unseeing eyes, pausing for a nonent to offer a
silent prayer.

DONALD (O . S.)
Cet away from her!

BANG The silence is shattered by a | oud gunshot, and Chris
is throwm off his feet.

Wheeling into the room badly wounded but with a shotgun held
in one unsteady hand, Donald s eyes bl aze as he cones to bear
on this intruder, but his face drops in surprise as he
recogni ses Chri s.

Chris picks hinself up, wheezing with pain fromthe bl oody
shot gun wound in his side. H's jacket sports an array of
smal | pellet holes.

CHRI S
Don.. that was really, really
unnecessary. .

Donal d doesn’t answer, he just |ooks down at his wife s body
and starts to weep, dropping the shotgun with a THUD and
burying his face in his hands. Chris stands with difficulty
and |inps over to him

( CONTI NUED)
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CHRI' S (cont’ d)
What happened?

DONALD
| couldn’t stop them. they just
burst right in here, and they..
(hits | egs)
Damn t hese usel ess things! |
couldn’t get to her in tinme, Chris,
| couldn’t save her.

CHRI S
They’' d just have killed you too.

DONALD
(mrthl ess | augh)
They al ready have, Chris..

Donald lifts up his sweater to reveal a gaping wound in his
stomach. Dark bl ood soaks his skin, and Chris w nces as
Donal d drops the sweater back down, suddenly seem ng very
weak. He slunps forward but Chris catches him

DONALD (cont’ d)
Chris.. do ne one thing..

CHRI S
Donal d, hang on, | can hel p, just
give nme a nonent to-

Donal d grabs himby his shirt |apel and pulls himclose.

DONALD
No! Listen to ne! Cet these
bastards, Chris, get themout of ny
town, before anyone el se.

Donal d’ s eyes gl aze over, and he slunps forward again. Chris
bows his head, and gently lays his body back in his chair.
Chris stands, clutching his wounded side, his head bowed as
he | eaves his friend behind.

I NT. BAR. NI GHT. 36

We | ook at the door as Chris bursts inside, but he pauses,
| ooki ng round with an expression of horror.

The bar is littered with bodies, old and young, the whol e bar
smashed and in tatters. Broken glass crunches beneath Chris’
feet as he paces through the room scanning the devastation.

He renenbers the rebel cell downstairs and darts towards the
door way.
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I NT. REBEL CELL. EVEN NG 37

We're | ooking at the doorway frominside the cell as Chris’
footsteps clatter down the stairs, but we can al ready guess
the scene before he arrives, bursting breathlessly through
t he door.

CHRI S
Ch, no..

As upstairs, the cell is in ruins. The bodies of the slain
vanpires lie all around - the older ones reduced to piles of
dust, the youngest sprawed like rag dolls on the floor,
their dark Iifeblood pool ed around them

Chris spots Crane and kneel s down next to her, her expression
peaceful. He closes his eyes, saddened - and then Crane
COUGHS weakl y.

Startled, Chris opens his eyes and | ooks down at her, hel ping
her to sit up

CRANE
(woozy)
What ... what happened?

CHRI S
Easy, you’ ve taken quite a beating.

Crane | ooks round the rest of the base, GASPI NG and putting
her hands to her nouth.

CRANE
Are they. ..

CHRI S
I"'mafraid so.

Crane starts to SOB, and Chris helps her to her feet.

CHRI' S (cont’ d)
It’s not safe here. Is there
somewhere you can go?

Crane nods, and Chris starts to |lead her to the door, handing
her a small bl ack object.

CHRI' S (cont’ d)
Go there, don’t stop for anything.
"Il find you with this tracker
when the coast is clear again.

CRANE
Where are you goi ng?

( CONTI NUED)
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CHRI S
(serious)
I’"mgoing to find who did this, and
t hen make them pay.

Crane nods, throwing a last, horrified | ook round the ruins
of her base as she heads up the stairs and away.

Chris closes his eyes, the mauve gl ow we saw earlier formng
beneath his hand. A trail snakes away fromthe gl ow, heading
up the stairs and out of the room

Chris stands, a grimexpression fixed on his face as he turns
and wal ks out of the room

INT. CIEGUE'S CAR. N GHT. 38

Driving along wwthout a care in the world, Anzin and Vai
| augh over their work, car stereo blasting.

VAI L
Man, that auburn haired vanpire
bitch was a real fighter, huh?

AMZI N
Yeah, al nbst a shane to stake her!

VAI L
Heh, don’t worry, man, the boss
says we can get stuck into those
ot her two vanps when we get back
home, now we’ ve taken care of the
rest. Then we can have sone real fu-

CRASH The car’s w ndscreen expl odes inwards, and Anzin roars
as he tries to stay in control, both denobns showered with
gl ass.

Anzin | eans forward agai nst the wheel, panting with exertion.
He | eans back, and we see what caused the explosion - Vail is
i npal ed agai nst the car seat, Chris’ katana buried in his
throat. He gurgles faintly, and Anzin yells in fear again,
bustling out of the car.

EXT. BURNSBOROUGH - STREET. NI GHT. 39

Stunmbl i ng out of the car, Anzin |ooks round, trying to work
out where the sword cane from He doesn’t have to wait | ong,
as Chris appears in frame, grabbing Anzin by the throat and
l[ifting himinto the air. Anzin struggles in his iron grip.

AMZI N
VWhat the.. who..

( CONTI NUED)
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CHRI S
(icily)
You killers left a trail a mle
wide for me to follow D d you
think I wouldn't cone after you?
You killed a good friend of m ne
tonight, you lowlife, and when I'm

done with you, C egue will be next.
AVZI N
W were.. just doing.. what we're
told to..
CHRI S

Let’s get one thing straight.
You're about to die. So before you
do, I'll offer you one chance to
tell me you' re sorry for those
peopl e you killed before |I break
your neck.

AVZI N
(through cl enched teeth)
Go.. to.. he-

SNAP! Chris twists his hand round and then drops Anzin’s
lifeless body to the ground. He wal ks round to the front of
the car, wenching his sword out fromthe now very dead Vai
and turning and wal ki ng away, |leaving the car in the mddle
of the road.

I NT. HARBOUR MASTER S OFFI CE. NI GHT. 40

Twi st stirs, still lying on the floor of the office where we
| eft her. She gets to her feet, clutching her head as though
in severe pain, |ooking round and seei ng Danyael, dozing in
the chair beside her. She slaps his |eg.

TW ST
Spook! Wake up!

DANYAEL
(wakes)
Huh? \What ?

TW ST
We're in trouble, Danny boy. |
don’t know what tall, dark and mean
did to nme, but nmy skull feels Iike
there’s a grenmin trying to kick
its way out, and ny Spider Sense is
telling me that something bad has
happened. .

DANYAEL
How bad?

( CONTI NUED)
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Twist’s look says it all. Wthout another word, she starts to
unti e Danyael, and the two step outside the office.

EXT. DOCKS. NI GHT. 41

The office is alittle way away fromthe mai n warehouses, but
as the duo scanper across the darkened grounds of the office,
heavy rain falling down, before stopping at the edge of the
docks conpound.

They can see two small cargo boats being | oaded up with the
crates fromthe warehouses, and about two dozen hired hands
shifting the boxes around. The two vanps sink down behind
cover.

DANYAEL
What are we gonna do? W need to
tell Chris about this and get him
and the rebels down here, we can't
let themleave with that cargo!

TW ST
(sarcastic)
Yeah, thanks for the deep insight
into the situation, Danyael

DANYAEL
Bei ng sarcastic isn’'t hel ping,
Tw st .

TW ST

Never stopped ne so far!
Twi st retrieves her cell phone and dials Chris up on it.
EXT. ROAD LEADI NG TO DOCKS. NI GHT. 42

Chris is marching down the main road | eadi ng out of town and
up towards the docks, the edges of the floodlights just
starting to catch him He still has a cold ook in his eyes,
answering his phone wi thout m ssing a beat.

CHRI S
Yes?

TW ST
(filtered; through phone)
Chris! Whew, there you are. W're
in trouble, Chris, G egue and his
boys are about to ship out and
we’'re at kind of a manpower
di sadvant age here.

CHRI S

I"’mon nmy way. It’s all under
contr ol

( CONTI NUED)
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TW ST
Ah, reinforcenents! You got Reyes
and Crane and those ot her rebels
t 00?

CHRI S
No, they're all dead, except for
Crane, and |’ ve sent her sonmewhere
safe. It’s just ne.

EXT. DOCKS. NI GHT. 43

Twi st | ooks across at Danyael, her eyes telling the story. He
sl unps back against their cover, defeated, as Twi st carries
on.

TW ST
VWhat are the three of us going to
do against all this |ot? There nust
be over thirty guys here!

CHRI S
(filtered; through phone)
Alright, give me a diversion. |11
do the rest.

TW ST
Check.

She hangs up, scanning the area for sonmething to use.

DANYAEL
What’' d he say?

TW ST
He said to do what we do best!

O f Danyael s confused | ook, we:

I NT. LOADI NG WAREHOUSE. NI GHT. 44
The teans of nmen have al nost cl eared out the warehouse of
goods, laughing and joking as they start to wind down. A

WHI STLE off screen snaps all their heads round.

Twi st is there, holding a | arge kerosene cani ster in her
ar ns.

TW ST
Ch, boys.. catch!

She THROAS t he canister through the air towards them diving
back out of the way.

TW ST (cont’d)
Now !

( CONTI NUED)
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Danyael hops up from behind the cover of the conveyor belt,
aimng a flare gun at the canister.

A few of the denbns and humans realise what’s about to happen
and start to run, but the rest just watch stupidly as the
cani ster bounces once as it thuds into the ground before
them then with a | oud FWOOSH Danyael fires the flare gun
directly at it.

The flare sparks off the hissing gas outlet valve of the can,
and with an al m ghty EXPLCSI ON, the back half of the

war ehouse is blasted to shreds, bodies hurled through the air
by the blast, the survivors yelling and scattering.

EXT. DOCKS — PIER. N GHT. 45

C egue is standing by hinself at the end of a pier sonme way
off fromthe warehouses, and he whi ps round as he hears the
expl osion. He watches the orange fireball |ight up the black
wat ers around him sighing.

Cl EGUE
Ch, Chris.. you just don’'t know
when to give up, do you?

He turns round and starts to wal k casually back towards the
war ehouses.

EXT. DOCKS. NI GHT. 46

Twi st and Danyael charge to the offensive, dashing through
the flam ng hole in the back of the warehouse and into the
remai ni ng workers, Twi st cracking her baseball bat off a few
skulls to pitch her opponents into the water, Danyael dodgi ng
punches and swinging a fire extinguisher, connecting with one
demon with a heavy CLONK, knocking hi mout cold.

The crates on the back of the first boat are on fire, and its
captain dives into the safety of the sea, but the second boat
guns its engines and starts to pull away fromthe pier, still
tied in place by its nooring ropes but starting to tear away
fromthe pier by sheer force.

Twi st spots the boat trying to escape and points to it, and
Danyael runs to the end of the pier, lining the extinguisher
up and throwng it with a grunt.

Wth a resoundi ng CLANG the extinguisher smacks into the
head of the human boat captain, pitching himinto the water
just as the boat breaks free of the pier.

Lacking a pilot, it curls round in the water and crashes back

into the pier, enbedding itself nose first into the wooden
wal kways.

( CONTI NUED)
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Twi st and Danyael |ook around, rain still |ashing down as the
flames fromthe explosion and the burning crates bathes the
scene in an orange gl ow.

Al the surviving workers |ie unconscious or dead at their
feet, the rest having nade a break for cover. Twist smles
across at him- a job well done — before she spots Chris.

Mar chi ng strai ght past the burning warehouse, he s headi ng
for the last one along the jetty, a disused, patchy building
standi ng al one. This is the warehouse we saw himcreep into
earlier.

I NT. DOCKS - WAREHOUSE. NI GHT. 47
We wal k through and into the warehouse, |ightning flashes
overhead illumnating the interior. Standing with his back to

us at the opposite end of the floor is G egue, as we saw him
earlier. He pauses, leaning his head to one side.

Cl EGUE
Ah, good, it’'s about tinme you
showed up. Are we ready to.
(beat)
No, you're not him are you?

Chris steps fromthe shadows and wal ks towards us, sword is
in one hand and drawstring bag in the other. He tips his head
forward, rainwater sloshing off his fedora, his eyes full of
cold fury.

CHRI S
I"'mafraid Amzin couldn’t make it.
| could say ‘he lost his head or
some ot her w secrack, but I'm
really not in the nood this tine.

Chris THROAS the bag forward, and it bounces al ong the
concrete floor, rolling to a half just behind C egue' s feet.
He slowy turns round and smles, dragging on the cigarette.

Cl EGUE
Subtlety isn’t your strong point,
is it, Christopher?

Chris paces slowy forward, Ci egue regards himcal my.

Cl EGUE (cont’d)
I"d ask what happened to the rest
of my nen, but your presence here
does kind of answer that for ne.

CHRI S
No nore ganes. This ends tonight.

( CONTI NUED)
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Cl EGUE
And what nmekes you think it’ll end
wWith you the victor, Chris? |’'ve
beat en you once al ready.

CHRI S
If there’s one thing |’ve | earned
inall nmy years, it’s this - it’s
never over while both nen are

st andi ng.

A long beat. The rain continues to fall across the scene,
pi ngi ng of f exposed flaps of netal and plastic holding the
decayi ng war ehouse together, pooling on the fl oor.

Ci egue takes another drag and flicks his sodden cigarette
away, hands behi nd hi s back.

Cl EGUE
Sois this it? This is your great
master plan to defeat nme? You march
in here, throw nme the head of ny
assi stant and chall enge ne to yet
anot her straight fight?
(chuckl es)

I must say, | find your optimsm
inspiring if also rather foolish.

Chris doesn’t answer, he just draws his sword and takes up an
of fensi ve stance, katana bl ade ained directly at C egue.
Ci egue still just smles back, and nods.

Cl EGUE (cont’ d)
As you w sh.

C egue STAMPS his foot down on the bag beneath his feet - we
hear a crunch and a wet squelch as its contents are crushed
beneath his booted foot.

Ci egue then draws his own sword and the two opponents start
to circle one another as ‘Everything’s Cool’ by Pop WII| Eat
Itself starts to build over the soundtrack

CHRI S
Too many peopl e have died here
because of you, Ci egue. People who
| considered friends, who didn’t
have anything to do with the war
people like us are fighting.

Cl EGUE
I"d like to say |"'msorry, but I'm
afraid |"’mnot. They were in ny
way, ergo they had to die. As you
soon will too.

( CONTI NUED)
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Chris pauses and Ci egue tenses, ready for the attack. After a
beat, Chris CHARGES forward, and C egue rushes too, their
feet splashing through the water.

The action slows down to a crawl as the two nen draw nearer
their swords swi nging through the air as another flash of
lightning fills the scene with bright white Iight.

The nusic builds to its initial crescendo just as the two
swords CLASH together, before we’' re back to:

Dazzlingly fast, the two nen get to the attack, swords a blur
and sparking as they strike and parry at one another. G egue
still wears his calmsmle, while Chris has a | ook of barely
contained fury on his face.

Wth an el egant and i nhumanly hi gh backflip, he vaults up to
t he nezzani ne wal kway runni ng around the warehouse, and with
a simlarly huge leap Chris follows, the two foes back into

the fight.

They' re perfectly matched, Chris’ aggression tenpered by
Ci egue’s speed. Chris is gradually forced backwards by

C egue’'s attacks until he | oses his footing, and slips off
the wal kway to the floor bel ow

Landi ng smoothly with a roll, he gets his sword up just in
time as G egue crashes into franme with an overhead stri ke,
the two nmen straining as they try to push each other down,
Chris finally having to roll back out of the way again.

We stay low, follow ng them across the floor as G egue
charges forward, his sword slashing out at Chris in a dozen
directions at once, Chris doing all he can to avoid getting
cut to ribbons.

He yells out in pain as Cegue’'s sword finds its mark,

| eaving a deep cut on his left arm Chris staggers back,
clutching the wound, and C egue takes the opportunity to
gl oat .

Cl EGUE (cont’d)
You're fast, I'Il give you that.
Much better than a few years ago.
You’ ve been practi sing!

CHRI S
Qovi ously not quite well enough..

Cl EGUE
Oh, don't feel bad. There is no
shame in losing to a superior
opponent, Chris. Even |ess so when
t hat opponent just happens to be
ne.

( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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(beat)
Ready for the next round?

CHRI S
As Twi st would say.. bring it on.

Ci egue lunges forward again, spinning on the spot as he
slices out towards Chris.

C egue leaps up into the air, sword sparking as it deflects
Chris’ attack, and with one foot he kicks out, catching Chris
on the chin and knocki ng hi m head over heels.

Chris hits the deck, rolling to the side again as G egue
stabs his bl ade down into the warehouse floor, barely m ssing
his head. Chris gets to his feet and takes a few steps back,
realising he’'s losing. C egue |aughs.

Cl EGUE
Conme on, Christopher, you' re not
trying had enough! Stop trying to
hit me and just hit ne!

Chris’ eyes narrow, and with a flick of his wist he FIRES an
arrow of purple energy out towards C egue. The assassin snaps
his head to one side inpossibly quickly, but the arrow passes
cl ose enough to di sl odge his sungl asses.

Hs face is away fromus as he chuckles again, his rain-
soaked hair covering his features.

Cl EGUE (cont’ d)
Now t hat was a cheap shot, Chris, |
woul d have expected better from
you. .

Ci egue turns to face us — and where his eyes should be, there
are just two dark, sunken pits, snoothed over with skin and
bearing light scars. Athin smle is across his |ips as he
tilts his head to one side.

Cl EGUE (cont’d)
agai nst a blind man.

Chris registers the shock — he’d never known this about
Ci egue until now. The two nen circle each other again.

Cl EGUE (cont’d)
The ravages of battle may have
taken my eyes, but ny other senses
are sharper then your own vanpiric

senses could ever be. | can hear
t he beat of your heart, the air
whistling as you nove, | can taste

your perspiration as we fight, and
| don’t need ny nose to tell ne
that you' re afraid.

( CONTI NUED)
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CHRI S
Alright, 1I'lIl admt it. I'm
i npressed. You fight well for-

Cl EGUE
For sonmeone with a handicap? Life
deal s you these cards, Chris, the
trick is to build up your hand
until you can win the gane. And
when | | eave your dead body on the
floor of this place tonight, then
that’s just one nore gane that 1’1
have won.

The soundtrack cones to a halt, and Chris paces for another
step before thinking of sonething. He freezes, standing stock
still, eyes trained on C egue. C egue cocks his head to one
side, smling.

Cl EGUE
Trying to trick me? Cever, the
first smart nove you ve nade since
you rolled into town. I'mafraid it
won’'t do you nuch good, but I
appl aud your inventiveness all the
sane.

Chris remains still — but now he closes his eyes, relaxing
hi s body as though concentrating deeply. C egue frowns —
Chris has suddenly becone nuch harder to | ocate.

Cl EGUE (cont’ d)
Still with the tricks.. You never
were a straight fighter, Chris, you
al ways did have to rely on sneak
tactics to get your way!

Ciegue tries to cover it but he's |losing confidence now, his
novenents becoming nore erratic as he tries to pinpoint

Chris, who is still rooted to the spot, eyes closed, sword by
hi s side.

Cl EGUE (cont’d)
Chris?
(beat; angrily)
Chri s!

Time seens to slow down — the soundtrack fades away until al
we can hear is the heavily reverberated sound of Ci egue’s
footsteps and breathing, and the drumm ng of the rain against
t he war ehouse fl oor

Ci egue takes one |ast breath, before:

( CONTI NUED)
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THUNK! He gasps for air, his face show ng shock suddenly. W
pul | back to see Chris, half crouched dowmn and G egue’'s sword
in md-air where his neck woul d have been, his own katana
reachi ng out behind himto spear C egue squarely in the
chest.

C egue makes a choki ng sound and slides backwards off the

bl ade, landing on the floor with a wet thud. Chris stands,
calmMy sheathing his sword, and kneels down over the gasping
prone form of G egue.

CHRI S
One thing I've learned to
appreciate with a partner as | oud
as Twist is the sound of a good
silence. I'll |eave you to ponder
t hat .

Chris stands, turns and wal ks away, |eaving the nortally
wounded Ci egue struggling to rise fromthe floor, blood
dribbling fromthe corner of his nouth.

EXT. DOCKS — END WAREHOUSE. NI GHT.

Chris | eaves the warehouse as Twi st and Danyael run into
frame. Tw st w nces when she sees his wounded arm

TW ST
Did you get hinf

CHRI S
(w t hout stopping)
It’s over. Let’s get out of here.

Twi st and Danyael exchange a | ook as Chris keeps wal ki ng, the
canera pulling back to keep himin frane.

DANYAEL
Shoul dn’t we, you know, cal
sonmeone?

CHRI S

We’ ve done our part, let’'s |eave
this town to heal its wounds. W’ ve
br ought enough death to this place.

The two vanpires watch Chris as he wal ks away.

I NT. BLACK FORD. EARLY HOURS. 48
Chris drives, his eyes distant as we see Twist asleep in the
passenger seat and Danyael sitting in the rear of the van,

eating froma fast food drive-through food container. Chris
takes out his dictaphone and thunbs the ‘record button.
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49 EXT. H GHWAY. EARLY HOURS. 49

We pull back fromthe van as it heads down the hi ghway,
Chris’ voiceover starting as we nove away.

CHRIS (V.QO)

All the places |I’'ve travelled, al
the people I’ve net, all the things
|’ ve acconplished.. and yet | can’'t
hel p but feel responsible for the
deat hs of both Detective Hancock
and his wife, and also the rebels
who we supposedly cane to aid. The

sun will rise soon and begin a new
day, and blessed as | amto stil
be able to watch it, | can't ever

shake the feeling that each new
norni ng | eads to anot her day of
fighting, another struggle, another
part of this war. And at nonents
i ke these, | sonetinmes catch
nmysel f wi shing that the sun would
never rise again.

(beat)
One thing puzzles nme. |If the people
who were killed in the town weren't
meant for the shipnent, why did
t hey di e? Who was C egue working
for?

We stay on the scene until we hear a phone ring.

MALKUTH (V. Q)
(filtered; through phone)
Hell o, you're through to Mal kut h.

ClEGUE (V.Q)
(breathless; filtered)
Mal kuth? 1t’s Ci egue, there's been
a_

MALKUTH (V. Q)
I’ mnot here right now, so |I'm
probably off doing evil sonewhere.
Leave ne a nessage.

After the BEEP, G egue conti nues.

ClEGUE (V.Q)
Chris beat ne. | don’t know how,
but he did. And the shipnments were
destroyed. But the six people you
wanted killed were taken care of,
you' Il receive their nmerchandise
soon. | just hope this plan of
yours is worth it.

( CONTI NUED)



51.
CONTI NUED:

There’s a CLICK as the phone receiver is hung up, and from
t hat we:

BLACK QUT:

END OF SHOW




