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INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

JEANINE, an attractive young woman in her 30s, lies in 
bed, asleep.  A THUD.  A beat, then another THUD.  
Jeanine’s eyes struggle open, and a look of fear appears 
on her sleep-dazed face.  She lies there, afraid, waiting 
to hear any other sounds.  Sure enough, another THUD.  
She GASPS and reaches for her cell phone on the 
nightstand.  In her fear, she knocks the phone off the 
nightstand to the floor.  She is near panic now as she 
hears another THUD and leans out of bed, frantically 
trying to find the phone in the dark, feeling about.  Her 
fingers finally close around the phone and she brings it 
to her face, only to have a large male hand close around 
her thin wrist.  She starts to SCREAM but another set of 
hands slaps a strip of duct tape across her mouth.

There are assorted sounds from several other PEOPLE in 
the darkened house, moving things, dropping things, 
scuffling about.

Jeanine’s eyes are wide with terror but she is being held 
down now by two sets of male hands and she is helpless to 
resist.

DISEMBODIED VOICE
Are you scared, Jeanine?

Surprise mixes with the fear on Jeanine’s face.  Her 
driver’s license falls onto the bed beside her, her own 
smiling face staring up at her.

DISEMBODIED VOICE (CONT’D)
I like it when a woman’s vulnerable... 
helpless... afraid.

Jeanine renews her effort to fight free but it’s useless.

DISEMBODIED VOICE (CONT’D)
I like it because I can touch her...

A hand settles on one of Jeanine’s breasts.

DISEMBODIED VOICE (CONT’D)
And she can’t stop me.  And you know 
what?

Jeanine struggles vainly, eyes wide, making frantic, 
indecipherable sounds from behind the duct tape.

DISEMBODIED VOICE (CONT’D)
I think women like it that way.



Disembodied hands pull the blanket completely off her, 
then touch her belly, slowly moving down... down... 
down... out of frame.

DISEMBODIED VOICE (CONT’D)
(laughs)

Just waiting for the right man to take 
control.

Someone climbs onto the bed, straddling her, then forcing 
her legs apart.  

DISEMBODIED VOICE #2
I get her next!

The look of terror on Jeanine’s tear-stained face 
increases even more.

CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jeanine lies in bed naked, staring blankly in shock, her 
mouth still taped shut and now her hands and feet bound 
as well.  Various figures move around her in the 
darkness.

DISEMBODIED VOICE #2
(fear)

He’s here!

There is a flicker on Jeanine’s blank face.

DISEMBODIED VOICE #3
Hello, Jeanine.

Nearly paralyzed by shock, Jeanine can barely manage to 
turn her head toward the sound of the newcomer’s voice.  
A FIGURE moves toward her in the dark: lithe, ominous, 
dangerous.  An emotion returns to Jeanine’s blank face 
and surprisingly it’s not terror but hope, recognition, 
relief and unadulterated love. The figure reaches out and 
oh so gently pulls the duct tape off her mouth.

JEANINE
(croaks)

I knew you would save me.

DISEMBODIED VOICE #3
I will.  I will save you Jeanine.

2.



A large but strangely graceful hand touches her cheek and 
gently moves her head to one side, exposing the side of 
her neck.

JEANINE
I love you so much.

DISEMBODIED VOICE #3
I know, Jeanine.

A flash of movement in the dark, then a look of total 
shock on Jeanine’s face, her body smothered under someone 
not quite seen, and slowly, slowly the life fades from 
Jeanine’s widened eyes.

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S BEDROOM - DAY

A man, GEORGE, and a woman, VERYL, both in their late 
70s, lie in bed, eyes closed.  The early morning light 
pours through the thin curtains.  The room is small but 
tastefully decorated and impeccably clean.

Veryl’s eyes open and she gets her bearings.  Her age 
doesn’t hide the fact that she was once beautiful -- and 
still is, just in a different way now.  She glances to 
her left and smiles at the sight of the sleeping George.  
She hesitates then rolls over and places a hand on his 
bare, gray-haired chest. The blanket covers him from the 
waist down.

Veryl plays with his chest hair a bit with a feminine 
fondness then she smiles mischievously and slowly runs 
her hand down... down... down... beneath the blanket.  

George moans slightly.

GEORGE
Mm.  That feels good.

VERYL
I should hope so.

George opens his eyes and stares down at her.

GEORGE
You know, it might not work.

VERYL
So what?  I’m dry as coal dust anyway.

GEORGE
I can take a pill.
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VERYL
Maybe.

GEORGE
And you have your lubricant.  I’d be glad 
to help you apply it.

She playfully swats him with her free hand.

VERYL
I bet you would.

(laughs)
Old age sex.

(beat)
I love you.

George pretends to start climaxing.

GEORGE
And I... love...

(shouts)
YOU!!!

Veryl laughs and slaps his chest again.

VERYL
Maybe tonight?

GEORGE
(sincere)

With you?  Anytime, anywhere. And if it 
doesn’t work even with the pill, we can 
use Timothy.

Veryl pulls her hand from beneath the blanket.

VERYL
Seventy-eight years old with a vibrator.

She shakes her head, determined.

VERYL (CONT’D)
I’ll make it work.

(beat)
And I do love you.

GEORGE
As much as you love Timothy?

Veryl frowns in thought.

VERYL
Well...
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George lightly hits her with a pillow.  She laughs.

VERYL (CONT’D)
Hey, you wanna’ brush our teeth and talk 
dirty?

GEORGE
Sure, I love oral sex.

VERYL
Let’s have breakfast before your 
interview.

(frowns)
George, I’m sorry you have to do this.

GEORGE
Don’t worry, I’m not.

VERYL
You’re full of shit.

George laughs, surprised.

VERYL (CONT’D)
What?  Old ladies can’t swear?

GEORGE
My old lady can do anything she wants to.

VERYL
Except get well.

George frowns.

VERYL (CONT’D)
I hate this!  I get cancer and you end up 
having to work at Walmart?

(beat)
Fuck!

George laughs again.

GEORGE
Have I ever complained?  Ever?

VERYL
No, but you should!  You’re 78 years old 
and you’re going to interview for a job 
greeting fat, white-trash women dragging 
a dozen screaming kids behind them!
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GEORGE
You jealous?  I mean I’ve seen the way 
some of those women dress -- tight pants, 
short shirts showing off their nice round 
bellies, cleavage as long as an 
interstate toll road.  And you know I’ve 
always been catnip to old women.

VERYL
(long beat)

I’m sorry.

George gets serious for the first time.

GEORGE
Fifty years together and you still don’t 
know me?

VERYL
(affectionately)

No, I don’t, you big jerk.

GEORGE
Well I love you too, Veryl Hansen.

VERYL
See, this is what I mean! I never know 
what you’re feeling.  You make jokes but 
you never tell me what you’re feeling!  
You have to be...

(searches for word)
Embarrassed! Or resentful!  We’ve spent 
every cent we have on my medical bills, 
money we worked our whole lives for and 
now you’re going to work as a 78-year-old 
greeter at Walmart!

GEORGE
You are jealous, aren’t you?

Veryl SCREAMS and starts hitting George with a pillow but 
soon has to stop, winded.  George, worried, places his 
hand on her cheek and studies her face.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
I feel... 

(beat)
Like I’m going to be late for my 
interview.

She nods, too tired now to argue anymore.  She doesn’t 
look well.
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VERYL
Can... can we afford to have lunch out?  
I’ve been promising Luke and Debbie...

She looks guilty for even asking.  George hesitates a 
moment only.

GEORGE
Of course.  Are you going to call them or 
do you want me to?

She tiredly slaps his chest, a feeble gesture.

VERYL
I can still talk on the phone!

He forces a laugh.

GEORGE
Of course you can, you’re a woman.

VERYL
Ha, ha.

GEORGE
Why don’t you get some more sleep?

She nods and lays down.  He lovingly tucks her in, and 
her smile, as tired as it is, is almost all the reward he 
needs... almost.

EXT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - DAY

The house is a semi-attached unit, part of a u-shaped pod 
of houses, Spanish style, pretty little porch in front, 
attached garage to the right of the house.

The garage door is open and an older model car slowly 
backs out.

INT. GEORGE’S CAR - DAY

George is twisted in his seat, watching out the back 
window with the caution of someone no longer quite as 
sure of himself.  Someone knocks on the driver’s side 
window and George starts, slamming on the brake.  He 
turns and sees AARON, a man his own age, standing there, 
coffee cup in hand.  George exhales, puts the car in 
“Park” and lowers the window.
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GEORGE
Jesus, Aaron, you damned near gave me a 
heart attack!

AARON
You must be doing something wrong to be 
this jumpy.  What’s your mistress’ name?

GEORGE
Old age, same as yours!

AARON
(laughs)

I know, and she’s a bitch, ain’t she?  
Who knew it would come to this?

GEORGE
We all did, we just didn’t want to think 
about it.

AARON
I go for a pee now, and no matter how 
much I shake it, my dick keeps leaking 
for half an hour! Walk around all day 
with my shorts half soaked.  And for 
what?  You end up in some old age 
community waiting for your kids to show 
up and tell you they're moving you into 
some old age home.  I tell ya’ --

GEORGE
Gee, Aaron, I’d love to stay and talk to 
you about your leaky dick, but I have a 
job interview.

Aaron stares.

AARON
You’re seventy-eight, George.

GEORGE
You’re too late, I already knew that.

AARON
Yeah, but does the interviewer know that?    
I mean, what -- is it “hire a raisin” 
month?

GEORGE
(sighs)

It’s the medical bills.
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AARON
(realizing)

Oh, shit, not -- 

GEORGE
Walmart.

AARON
Oh shit, George, you’re going to stand 
there greeting --

GEORGE
Only if I get to my interview on time.

Aaron nods and steps back.

AARON
(genuinely)

Sorry, George.

GEORGE
It’s okay.

Someone sounds a CAR HORN and both men turn to see a 
private security company car pull up and a fat, uniformed 
SECURITY GUARD in his late 30s get out, hitching his belt 
as if he were a gunslinger.

AARON
Fuck.

GEORGE
Shit.

The Security Guard walks slowly toward the older men.

SECURITY GUARD
(condescending tone)

You can’t park here, buddy.

George is obviously counting to ten.

AARON 
My fault, Rusty.  I stopped George for a 
quick chat --

SECURITY GUARD
(to George)

This isn’t a parking lot, buddy.  I could 
cite you --

GEORGE
My name’s George, not “buddy.”
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The Security Guard pulls out a ticket book, glaring at 
George.

SECURITY GUARD
That’s going to cost you. What’s your 
name?

George and Aaron glance at each other, amazed at the 
Security Guard’s stupidity.

GEORGE
Frank.

The Security Guard starts to write, then stops.

SECURITY GUARD
I thought you said your name was George.

GEORGE
Fuck you, Rusty.

The Security Guard suddenly grabs George’s arm where it’s 
resting on the open window sill.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Hey!

George tries to free himself but doesn’t have a chance 
against the younger and beefier Security Guard.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Let go of me!

AARON
(nervous)

Come on, Rusty!

SECURITY GUARD
(to George)

Don’t ever talk to me like that again.

George stops struggling, frustrated but helpless.  He 
stares defiantly at the Security Guard who tightens his 
grip.  George flinches but does not respond.

SECURITY GUARD (CONT’D)
Do you understand me?

George does not respond and the Security Guard tightens 
his grip even more.  Now George emits a small groan of 
pain.
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GEORGE
(whispers)

I understand.

The Security Guard glances around, then releases George’s 
arm.  George leaves his arm on the window sill, refusing 
to touch it even though he’s obviously in pain.

SECURITY GUARD
I’m going to do you a favor, “George.”  
I’m not going to give you a ticket.  Next 
time it’s going to be a full fine.

The Security Guard steps back, glancing at both old men 
as if afraid they might attack him.  He hesitates, maybe 
feeling guilty (but not much), turns and goes back to his 
car and drives off, glancing back at George with a scowl.

Aaron steps toward George’s car.

AARON
George, are you --

George immediately raises his arm right arm, cutting 
Aaron off, shaking his head “no.”

George, blushing in embarrassment, continues backing out 
of his driveway, using just one arm to steer now, and 
drives off, leaving Aaron standing there, just as 
embarrassed.

INT. GEORGE’S CAR - DAY

George pulls to a stop in front of the community gate, 
waiting as it opens and he finally moves his left arm, 
the one that the Security Guard had squeezed.  A large 
bruise is already forming on the arm and George cradles 
it, wincing.

George drives past the now-open gate and stops several 
feet outside it.  He opens his glove compartment and 
moves objects aside, revealing a small pill bottle which 
he was obviously hiding from view.  He grabs the bottle, 
uncaps it and takes one of the pills, swallowing it dry.  
He leans his head against the head rest, lightly rubbing 
his arm and wincing.

GEORGE
Shit.

George takes a deep breath, then puts the pill bottle 
back in the glove compartment, careful to hide it from 
view.
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INT. WALMART - DAY

A small, cheap office.  A middle-aged man, JOHN MATEO, 
sits behind a cheap desk covered with paperwork.  George 
sits in a chair across the desk from John.  John is 
someone who had to seriously overachieve just to become 
an assistant manager at Walmart.  He’s scanning a resume.  
George sits quietly in his chair, his right hand covering 
his bare left forearm and the bruise the Security Guard 
created.

JOHN MATEO
(without looking up from 
resume)

So you used to be an engineer.

GEORGE
Yes, I --

JOHN MATEO
My uncle was an engineer.

George, cut off, hesitates, then nods.

JOHN MATEO (CONT’D)
My uncle was arrested for child 
molestation.

George stares, then slowly closes his eyes.

GEORGE
That’s --

JOHN MATEO
Why do you have a bruise on your arm?

George is caught off-guard -- he wouldn’t have thought 
this man would notice anything outside of his own 
egosphere.

GEORGE
Just an accident.

John looks up, finally, and tosses the resume onto the 
desk.

JOHN MATEO
We can’t afford to have accidents at 
Walmart.

George stares, silently counting again.  John notices.

JOHN MATEO (CONT’D)
Or a bad attitude.
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George forces a smile.

GEORGE
Good thing I showed up, then.

John stares, not even the hint of a sense of humor. 
George notices.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
I’m very careful.

(beat)
Always. 

(beat)
And I’m a real people person.

John nods slowly, puckering his lips in a display of 
disdain.

JOHN MATEO
You’ll have to learn the Walmart way.

George stares, counting again.

JOHN MATEO (CONT’D)
Do you understand?

GEORGE
(grasping at straws)

“Save Money, Live Better.”

John looks surprised.

JOHN MATEO
That’s right.

(beat)
Very good.

George forces a smile.

JOHN MATEO (CONT’D)
(feeble)

Save Money, Live Better. That’s our 
motto.

GEORGE
I’ve very good at saving money.

John narrows his eyes.

JOHN MATEO
And how about living better, George?  How 
are you at that?
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GEORGE
Well... John... I’m 78 years old, so I 
must be doing something right.

JOHN MATEO
(suddenly bitter)

You’re interviewing for a job at Walmart, 
George.  How well are you really doing?

George frowns, then again forces a smile.

GEORGE
You work here too, don’t you, John?

JOHN MATEO
Yes, George, yes I do.  And I make 
$42,904 a year.  So how well do you think 
I’m doing?

George shrugs, uncomfortable.

GEORGE
Could be worse.

John nods slowly, again puckering his lips.

JOHN MATEO
Yeah, it could be, George.

(beat)
I could be you.

George stares.

JOHN MATEO (CONT’D)
(forces a broad smile)

You can start on Monday.

George frowns.

JOHN MATEO (CONT’D)
Be here at 8 o’clock, and go straight to 
the human resources office.  They’ll have 
all your paperwork, and tell you about 
training and benefits.

George sits forward a bit.

GEORGE
Benefits.  I’ll be getting full health 
coverage with this job, right?

John looks disgusted.
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JOHN MATEO
Just be here at 8, okay?

John gets up and leaves the office.  George closes his 
eyes, and starts rubbing his arm again.

SOUND AHEAD CUE:

DOCTOR (V.O.)
Where’d you get the bruise, George?

INT. MEDICAL EXAMINATION ROOM -- DAY

DOCTOR WILLIAMS, a handsome, young, mulatto doctor in a 
lab coat sits on a wheeled stool, facing George who is 
sitting on the examination table, atop a sheet of thin, 
white paper.

GEORGE
It’s nothing.

DOCTOR WILLIAMS
If you’re starting to bruise easily it 
could be very important for me to know.

GEORGE
It -- it was an accident.

DOCTOR WILLIAMS
You’ve got Leukemia, George.  Bruising is 
a symptom.  If you’re starting to bruise, 
it could indicate that the disease has 
progressed.

GEORGE
Isn’t that what diseases do?

DOCTOR WILLIAMS
Yeah, especially when you’re not treating 
them.

GEORGE
I’m taking my pills.

DOCTOR WILLIAMS
George, the Immune globulin is just to 
prevent infections because the leukemia 
is compromising your immune system.  It 
doesn’t do anything to cure the leukemia 
itself and --

(sighs)
You know all this, George.
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GEORGE
Doc, we go through this every time I see 
you.  Keep it up and I’ll just stop 
coming.  In this economy, can you afford 
to lose customers?

DOCTOR WILLIAMS
George, you have untreated leukemia.  I’m 
going to lose you whether you show up 
here or not.  George... I don’t 
understand.

GEORGE
I don’t have the money, Doc.  Not for the 
radiation, not for the chemotherapy.  And 
I can’t do any of that anyway, without 
Veryl finding out, and that’s not going 
to happen.

DOCTOR WILLIAMS
So you’ll just both die.

GEORGE
As long as she dies first.  And she is 
going to die first, isn’t she?

Doctor Williams hesitates, rubbing his face and sighing.

DOCTOR WILLIAMS
Yes.  She’s going to die first.  I just 
don’t see why you think you have to die 
too.  George, you have your whole life 
ahead of you.

George stares a long moment, then sighs.

GEORGE
Doc, I’ve spent the last 50 years taking 
care of my wife.  Once she’s gone, there 
won’t be anything ahead of me.

Doctor Williams stares for a long moment, then nods.

DOCTOR WILLIAMS
Well then you’re good to go, George.

George smiles wistfully.

GEORGE
Yeah, I know.
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INT. RESTAURANT - DAY

A small restaurant/coffee shop, half-full.  Various 
CONVERSATIONS between the customers, including one 
between a MIDDLE AGED WOMAN and a MIDDLE AGED MAN who are 
reading the newspaper..

MIDDLE AGED WOMAN
Oh my God.

MIDDLE AGED MAN
What?

MIDDLE AGED WOMAN
There was a home invasion robbery over in 
Fairfield last night.

MIDDLE AGED MAN
Another one?

MIDDLE AGED WOMAN
Poor woman was raped and killed.  Oh my 
God -- it says this is the fifteenth in 
the state in the last six months.  They 
think it’s a biker gang or maybe some 
Mexican gangbangers from L.A.

MIDDLE AGED MAN
Funny, you never hear about Swedish 
gangbangers.

MIDDLE AGED WOMAN
Poor woman.  It’s hard to believe there 
are people as horrible as those monsters 
in the world.

CUT TO:

Veryl, LUKE and DEBBIE, both in their mid to late 70s, 
sitting in their restaurant booths, nursing cups of tea.

VERYL 
Jobs, kids, sickness and now poor George 
has to go work for Walmart.  We’ll never 
see each other.

Debbie puts her hand comfortingly on Veryl’s.  Veryl 
smiles.

VERYL (CONT’D)
Look at me, whining.

DEBBIE
It’s okay to vent.
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VERYL
I don’t mean to vent, Deb... I mean I had 
it good, I really did.  George was always 
a man, you know, a real man -- big, 
strong, handsome, smart, caring, he took 
care of things, never complained.  He 
worked full-time, sometimes two or three 
jobs just to make ends meet or to take 
that extra vacation or make payments on 
the house, just because he knew I wanted 
that exact house even though there was no 
way we could afford it.  And I know that 
whatever dreams he had, he put them aside 
to take care of me and the kids.  I 
remember he told me once that when he 
stood over his father’s grave for the 
first time, he thought what a hero his 
father had been, because he raised his 
family and never complained.  “That’s a 
real hero,” he told me later, and I knew 
he wanted to cry but he didn’t.  Not 
then, not ever.  No tears, no complaints, 
whatever needed to be done, he just... 
did it.  One time he plumbed the whole 
house.  When I asked him how he did it, 
he just said: “I just did it, that’s all.  
It needed to be done so I did it.”  
That... that’s life for him.  Something 
needs to be done, you do it and then move 
on to the next thing that needs to be 
done and God knows you run out of life 
way before you run out of things that 
need to be done.

LUKE
Quite a guy.

VERYL
(smiles briefly)

Yeah.  

DEBBIE
But?

VERYL
But... even though he never complained, 
he was never really happy either, you 
know?  He was always there to take care 
of life, but never there to enjoy it.  
And the kids...

(laughs)
Oh, Jesus, Steve and Meagan.  They...

Veryl shakes her head.
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DEBBIE
Sucked the life out of you?

Both Veryl and Luke LAUGH and stare in surprise at 
Debbie.

VERYL
Debbie!  How could you say that?

DEBBIE
Because it’s true and you know it!  You 
give everything to the little shits and 
as soon as they’re old enough they go off 
to live their own lives and to hell with 
you, and the only time you ever hear from 
them is when they want something from 
you.

LUKE
Or when they get divorced and want to 
move back in with you with their own 
little brats.

VERYL
George did everything for those kids, and 
they turned into selfish, demanding 
people and I’m not sure they care about 
anyone but themselves.  And they raised 
their kids to be the same way.

GEORGE (O.S.)
Hey!

All look up to see George approaching, smiling a forced 
smile.  Veryl stands.

VERYL
Hi, Honey.

She gives him a little kiss and George takes a seat 
beside her, facing Luke and Debbie.

GEORGE
How are you guys doing?

LUKE
Pumping your wife for secrets about you 
two.

Debbie smacks Luke on the shoulder.

DEBBIE
Luke!
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LUKE
(laughs)

Turns out you don’t have any.

DEBBIE
Except that you’re secretly a plumber and 
never told us about it.  How the heck did 
you plumb a whole house without knowing 
how?

GEORGE
(laughs)

Hey, the toilets weren’t working right.  
It’s not like I’m a plumbing genius, I 
just wanted to go to the friggin’ 
bathroom!

They all laugh.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
No, my dad was the real genius.  He could 
fix anything.  I always wanted to be like 
him.  

(beat)
You guys order yet?

VERYL
Yes we did -- I ordered your favorite for 
you, Honey.

GEORGE
(forced jolly)

Great.  

LUKE
Except that it should have been here ten 
minutes ago.

George spots a waitress returning to the kitchen from a 
nearby table and raises his arm slightly to signal her.  
The waitress sees him but intentionally ignores him.  
George frowns and sees another waitress nearby.

GEORGE
(to Waitress)

Excuse me...

The Waitress turns to George.

WAITRESS
(brusque)

Yes sir?
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GEORGE
We’ve been waiting for our meal for quite 
a while, I’m wondering if you could find 
out about it.

WAITRESS
We’re very busy today, sir.  You’ll just 
have to wait your turn.

The Waitress turns away before George can say anything 
else, but she mutters under her breath.

WAITRESS (CONT’D)
... old prunes.

George frowns, shocked.  Veryl, Luke and Debbie look 
shocked as well, but lower their gazes, obviously 
intending to avoid the situation.  George stands.  Veryl 
immediately puts a hand on his arm.

VERYL
George --

GEORGE
(loudly)

What?  Did you hear what she said?

The Waitress, walking away, glances back at them and 
rolls her eyes before turning away again.

VERYL
George, not now, alright?

George glances down at Veryl and sees that she does not 
have the energy to deal with it, so he slowly sits.

LUKE
(false joviality)

I’m sure we’ll be served soon.

Veryl puts her hand on George’s arm.

VERYL
(whispers)

Thank you.

George forces a smile.

GEORGE
(to Luke)

I’m sure you’re right.  So what’s new 
with you guys?

SOUND AHEAD:
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STEVE (O.S.)
(shouts)

You’re old, okay?

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

George and Veryl sit on their living room couch, staring 
up at STEVE, early 50s, MEAGAN, a few years older, and 
KYLE, 28, a sneering punk who’s wandering around the 
living room looking covetously at various things.

GEORGE
And you’re a disrespectful jerk.  What’s 
your point, son?

Veryl, Steve and Meagan stare at George in shock.

MEAGAN
Did you --

KYLE
(laughs)

Way to go, Grampa’!

STEVE
Kyle!

KYLE
What?  You give me shit for talking back 
to you and look how you’re talking to 
your own dad.

(beat, touches a fancy clock)
Gramma, can I have this clock?

VERYL
Of course, Kyle.

GEORGE
Over my dead body.

KYLE
(leers)

Well... you are old, Grampa.

MEAGAN
Kyle!

KYLE
I’m just kidding, Aunty Meagan.  Sort of.

GEORGE
Nice job of parenting there, Steve.  Hey 
Kyle, how’s the job hunting going?
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KYLE
(sullen)

You sure I can’t have this clock?

MEAGAN
Mom, Dad, the reason we’re here is --

GEORGE
Because you wanted to take us out to 
dinner in thanks for everything we’ve 
done for you your whole lives?

Veryl puts her hand on George’s and he glances at her, 
studying her face.  He sighs.

STEVE
You’re going to work at Walmart for 
Christ’s sake, Dad!

GEORGE
(trying to hold his anger)

I’m taking care of your mother, just like 
I always have.

VERYL
It’s my fault.

MEAGAN
It’s not your fault that you got sick, 
Mom.

STEVE
We want you to move into Golden Manor.

GEORGE
I’ve always taken care of --

STEVE
Well you can’t anymore, Dad!

George’s expression reveals how much that comment hurts.

MEAGAN
Dad, even if you work full-time at 
Walmart, you’re not going to be able to 
pay the bills and the mortgage --

Kyle is standing in front of a painting.

KYLE
I bet this painting is worth a few 
hundred, huh?
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STEVE
Kyle!

KYLE
Can I have it, Grampa?

MEAGAN
Dad?  This is the best thing.

STEVE
We’re willing to buy the house from you 
for a fair price and you can use the 
money to help pay the monthly expenses 
once we move you into Golden Manor.

George stands.  Veryl puts a hand on his arm -- by now a 
familiar gesture.

VERYL
George, maybe Meagan’s right.  This might 
be the best thing.  That way you don’t 
have to go back to work and...

George looks down at her upturned face.  For the first 
his expression hints at despair.

KYLE
Grampa’?  The painting?

George sits down, holding Steve’s stare, then finally 
looks at the floor.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Man, I hope I never get as old as you 
guys.

Veryl grasps George’s hand.

GEORGE
(dry)

Keep it up, Kyle, and I don’t think 
you’ll have to worry about that.

STEVE
Nice way to talk to your grandson, Dad.

George stares at Steve, aware of Veryl’s hand on his.

MEAGAN
Just think about it, okay?

VERYL
(nods)

We’ll think about it, honey.
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Meagan and Steve glance at each other, a hint of guilt 
but for the most part just concern for their own welfare.

STEVE
Okay.  But you have to promise you’ll 
think about it.

VERYL
I promise, dear.

STEVE
Okay.  Mom, are you still coming over to 
baby-sit tonight?

GEORGE
(sarcastic)

Why don’t you get Kyle to baby-sit?  He 
can make some beer money.

KYLE
Fuck that.

STEVE
Kyle!  Dad, that’s not funny.

GEORGE
(to Steve)

You got that right.  You know, just 
because you got remarried didn’t mean you 
had to have more kids.

Veryl squeezes his hand again and he sighs -- again.

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

George is sitting watching television, nursing a beer.  
His cell phone RINGS, he checks the phone’s screen and 
answers it.

GEORGE
(into phone)

Hey, Baby.  How’s my sexy little baby-
sitter?

(beat, laughs)
Oh, really?  Well, I’ll tell you what -- 
when Steve and his new wife come home, 
you scoot back here and we can discuss it 
-- in detail.

(beat)
Just watching the Nuggets against the 
Lakers.  Damn that Kobe.

(beat, laughs)
Yes, I’m drinking a beer.  Just one.
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(beat)
Okay, Ver, I’ll see you in a couple of 
hours.  Love ya’.

George hangs up just as the front door bursts open and 
several large, crazy-looking BIKERS rush in.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Hey --

That’s all George has time to say before the lead Biker, 
BULL, reaches George’s chair and smashes his fist into 
George’s face, knocking him out of the chair and to the 
floor.

BULL
(low but vicious voice)

Shut the fuck up!

George lies on the floor, GROANING in shock and pain. 
Bull kicks him.

BULL (CONT’D)
I said shut up!

George GRUNTS from the impact of the kick but then obeys 
and shuts up.  He looks up at Bull as several other 
Bikers fill the house, searching for and grabbing 
anything they can find that’s got any value.

Bull reaches down and roughly searches for and finds 
George’s wallet, pulling it out of George’s right front 
pocket and slapping him in the head just for the hell of 
it.  George GRUNTS again from the blow but makes no other 
noise.

Bull rips through George’s wallet, pulling out credit 
cards and cash.  He CURSES and kicks George again.

BULL (CONT’D)
Where’s the money, old man?

GEORGE
You have it all.

Bull kicks George again.

BULL
Listen, you old fucker, I’ll put a knife 
in your eyes then cut your dick off!

GEORGE
We use credit cards and ATM cards!  We 
never keep cash in the house!

26.

GEORGE (CONT'D)



BULL
Jesus fucking Christ!  

Sifts through various cards from George’s folder and 
picks out three.  He grabs a pen from one of his pockets, 
and poises it above the outside of his hand.

BULL (CONT’D)
Okay, what’s your PIN numbers?  The Bank 
of America card first.

GEORGE
7228.

Bull writes that down on his hand.

BULL
Chase.

GEORGE
8776.

BULL
Wells Fargo.

GEORGE
6547.

Bull kicks George again.

BIKER #2
(fear)

He’s coming!

Bull glances around, a trace of fear showing.

BULL
Get everything to the fucking fence and 
meet me at the edge of town.

(beat)
Shit!

Bull draws his leg back for one more kick.

KHOREN
That’s enough.

Bull stops in mid-kick.  He moves quickly aside, averting 
his gaze from Khoren, who is merely a figure in the dark, 
standing in the front doorway.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
Get out.
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BULL
(hint of resentment)

Yes sir.

Khoren steps aside, allowing Bull to move past, but then 
suddenly grabs Bull by the throat with one hand, 
effortlessly lifting the huge man off the ground.

KHOREN
Do we need to have a conversation?

Bull is now in full panic.

BULL
(gasping)

No sir!  No sir!

Khoren stares a moment longer, then steps out of the 
doorway, still holding Bull at arm’s length as if he were 
a small child, then drops him.  Bull’s legs collapse 
beneath him, and he lies on the floor, COUGHING 
violently.

KHOREN
Get out.

Bull nods and scrambles to his feet, still COUGHING.  
Khoren watches him hurry off, then turns toward George 
who is still on the floor, in shock from the kicks and 
blows he’s received.  Khoren walks slowly to George and 
looks down just as George looks up, and a sudden 
expression of shock appears on Khoren’s face.

FLASHBACK

It’s unclear where we are, but JAMES, an old man about 
George’s age, lies asleep in bed.  There is some 
incidental resemblance between James and George.  Khoren 
steps into frame, standing above the sleeping James.  
Khoren gently places a hand on James’ face, then gently 
moves James’ head to one side, exposing his neck, in much 
the same way he had exposed Jeanine’s neck.  Khoren 
slowly leans down toward James, pauses with his lips an 
inch of so from James’ neck, pulls his lips back, 
exposing dog-like canines and suddenly plunges his teeth 
into James’ exposed flesh, blood spurting.

James’ eyes fly open and he tries to struggle but Khoren 
easily holds him down with one hand.  Khoren continues to 
maintain his grip on James’ neck then suddenly pulls 
away, staggering back a step, panting, eyes wide and it’s 
clear he had to use every ounce of will power to stop 
sucking James’ blood.
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James tries to push himself to a sitting position on the 
bed but is too weak.

JAMES
What did you do?

KHOREN
Father --

JAMES
(panicking)

What did you do?

KHOREN
I saved your life.

JAMES
Damn you.  DAMN YOU!!!  You... monster!

Khoren stares, stunned by his father’s words.  He 
suddenly grabs his father’s head and twists violently, 
snapping the old man’s neck as easily as a farmer would 
snap a chicken’s neck.

END OF FLASHBACK

GEORGE
Who... who are you?

Khoren snaps back to the present.  He smiles, cruelly, 
with a hint of madness to his face and voice.

KHOREN
You remind me of someone I once knew.

(beat)
Too bad for you.

Khoren reaches down and pulls George to his feet with 
complete ease, and he holds George up with just as much 
ease, even though George’s legs are not strong enough to 
hold himself up.  Khoren stares at George, still taken by 
the resemblance to his father.  Then suddenly he pulls 
George to him and bites his neck.  George yells out, 
weakly.

A SIREN sounds in the distance.

BULL (O.S.)
The cops are coming!

Khoren sucks on George’s neck a moment longer, then tears 
himself away, panting and wide-eyed as he was in the 
flashback.  His lips are blood-covered, his eyes wild.  
He glances over to see Bull standing in the doorway.
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BULL (CONT’D)
Someone saw us break in!  We have to go!

Khoren turns back to George, who is staring weakly at 
him, his eyes starting to lose focus.  Khoren throws 
George onto the couch.  He takes George’s head in his 
large hands, obviously intending to break his neck.

FLASHBACK

James stares up accusingly at Khoren.

JAMES
You monster!

END OF FLASHBACK

Khoren stands, George’s face in his hands.

BULL
Khoren!

Khoren turns quickly to stare at Bull who takes a step 
back, fear on his face.

BULL (CONT’D)
We... we have to go!

Khoren removes his hands from George’s face and 
straightens, sneering in disgust.

KHOREN
(to George)

Your blood stinks of death.  I don’t have 
to kill you, old man, you’ve already 
given up on life, haven’t you?

George stares up, speechless, struggling to remain 
conscious, unable to move.  Khoren spits on the ground.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
(complete contempt)

Dead blood.

Khoren turns and walks into the darkness as the SIRENS 
get louder and louder.  Tears stream down George’s face 
and he slowly closes his eyes.

SOUND AHEAD CUE:

VERYL (O.S.)
George!  George!
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INT. AMBULANCE - NIGHT

George’s eyes flutter open.  He’s in an ambulance, EMTs 
working feverishly on him, Veryl sitting a few feet away 
and doing her best to stay out of the way.

VERYL
George!  Baby, it’s going to be okay!  
You’re going to be all right!

George slowly turns his head to stare at Veryl, but it’s 
unclear how much he really understands, his gaze 
blank.***

VERYL (CONT’D)
You promised.

George continues to stare blankly.

VERYL (CONT’D)
You promised to be here for me.  Always.

Recognition slowly comes to George’s face.

VERYL (CONT’D)
You promised.

GEORGE
I’ll... I’ll be here.

(beat)
I promise.

Veryl nods, tears streaming down her face.  George slowly 
looks away, staring up at the ceiling of the ambulance, 
then closes his eyes.

INT. HOSPITAL WAITING AREA - DAY

Veryl sits, rocking slowly back and forth.  Steve and 
Meagan sit nearby.  Kyle walks around, trying to find 
something to interest him.

DOCTOR SMITH (O.S.)
Mrs. Hansen.

Veryl and the others turn to see DOCTOR SMITH, a middle-
aged man in a white lab coat approach.  Veryl quickly 
stands.

VERYL
How is he?
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DOCTOR SMITH
(hesitates)

He’s in a coma, Mrs. Hansen.

Veryl brings a hand to his mouth, struggling to keep the 
tears in.

DOCTOR SMITH (CONT’D)
He may not make it.

VERYL
Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God.

STEVE
(irritated)

Mom!
(to Doctor Smith)

Why won’t he make it?  What’s wrong with 
him exactly?

DOCTOR SMITH
Well... it’s hard to say.

MEAGAN
Hard to say?

KYLE
Dude, isn’t it your job to say?

MEAGAN
Kyle!

VERYL
He promised!  He promised he’d be here!

STEVE
(contemptuous)

Mom, calm down, okay?

Very suddenly slaps Steve, shocking him and everyone 
else.

VERYL
Don’t you dare talk to your mother like 
that!

Steve, embarrassed, holds his face where Veryl slapped 
him, glances around then angrily walks several feet away.

VERYL (CONT’D)
(to Doctor Smith)

I don’t understand.  He -- he was 
speaking to me in the ambulance.  He 
promised me he’d be here.
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DOCTOR SMITH
To be honest we don’t understand either, 
Mrs. Hansen.  He has injuries from the 
attack -- a broken cheek, bruises, cuts, 
three broken ribs, but...

(shakes his head)
None of that is enough to put him in a 
coma or to have him clinging to life the 
way he is.  The good news is that he is 
clinging to life.  A lot of people with 
his vitals, especially given his age, 
would already be dead.

Veryl stares, distraught.  Steve and Kyle now stand in 
the background.  Meagan moves over to put a hand on her 
mother’s shoulder,  a hand that Veryl angrily shrugs off.

VERYL
(to Meagan)

Well now you won’t have to be embarrassed 
about his working at Walmart, right?

Meagan looks both guilty and resentful.

DOCTOR SMITH
There’s one more thing.

Very frowns.

DOCTOR SMITH (CONT’D)
They -- whoever did this to your husband 
also... bit his neck.

MEAGAN
What?

DOCTOR SMITH
There are people out there -- Goths, 
devil worshippers, that kind of thing, 
who believe they’re vampires and they... 
attack people, biting their necks or 
wrists and actually sucking their blood.

VERYL
(confused)

Vampires?

DOCTOR SMITH
Vampire wannabes.  They’re sick, crazy 
really, but also very dangerous.  They’re 
like religious cult members, worshipping 
vampires, the “night” and evil.  
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VERYL
Does this have anything to do with the 
other home invasion robberies in the 
news?

DOCTOR SMITH
All I can tell you is that Mr. Hansen is 
in a coma, his vitals are unstable, but 
he is being watched around the clock.  
There’s nothing more we can do right now, 
I’m sorry.

Veryl stares.

INT. INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - DAY

George lying in one of the open ICU rooms which look out 
onto a desk at the center of a circle of such rooms, 
manned by an ICU NURSE.  We close in on George’s face.

FLASHBACK

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

ROBERT and IRENE HANSEN, mid 50s, sit facing 19-YEAR-OLD 
GEORGE.

ROBERT HANSEN
You don’t want to go to college?  Your 
mother and I dropped out of school in 
grade six to help support the family.  We 
would have killed to have this 
opportunity.

GEORGE
But I don’t want --

ROBERT HANSEN
(angry)

Who the hell cares what you want?

IRENE HANSEN
Robert --

ROBERT HANSEN
No, he needs to know that it’s not about 
him, that he has responsibilities.  Life 
isn’t about having a good time, it’s 
about living up to your responsibilities.  
Paying the bills, feeding your family, 
doing your job.  Doing what’s expected of 
you.
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George stares.  Irene looks sympathetic but one glance at 
her husband convinces her to keep quiet.

END OF FLASHBACK

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

George lying in bed, unconscious. A NURSE walks in and 
gives him a perfunctory examination.  She stops, looking 
puzzled.  She touches his forearm and we can see that it 
is more muscular than it had been.  She pulls back the 
sleeve of his pyjamas, exposing his upper arm and it too 
is noticeably muscular.  She hesitates, then unbuttons 
his pajama top enough to expose his pectorals, which are 
similarly muscular.

SOUND AHEAD CUE:

NURSE (O.S.)
Doctor, I’m not hallucinating.

INT. NURSING STATION - NIGHT

The doctor is filling out paperwork while standing at the 
station.

DOCTOR SMITH
Lady, if your patient has been in a coma 
for two weeks and he’s growing muscle, 
someone is hallucinating and I know it’s 
not me.

The Nurse stares, angry.  Suddenly she grabs Doctor 
Smith’s arm, pulling him.

NURSE
(angry)

Okay, that’s it!

The Doctor stops and the Nurse is unable to drag him any 
further.

DOCTOR SMITH
What the hell?

NURSE
(beat)

Okay.  Fifty dollars.  You don’t see the 
muscle I’m seeing, I owe you fifty bucks.

Doctor Smith stares.
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DOCTOR SMITH
A date.  This Saturday, restaurant of 
your choice.

Nurse stares, eyes half lidded.

NURSE
(long beat)

Fine!  And if I win, you owe me fifty 
bucks.

INT. ICU - NIGHT

Doctor Smith stands looking down at George.  The Nurse 
stands there with her hand outstretched, palm up.

DOCTOR SMITH
I’ll be damned.

NURSE
And I’ll be paid.

DOCTOR SMITH
You sure about not going out on a date 
with me?  Dinner alone’ll be worth more 
than $50 bucks.

The Nurse stares at him.  Doctor Smith SIGHS and pulls 
out a wad of bills, peeling off two twenties and a ten 
and placing it gently in her hand.  He turns back to 
George.  He feels George’s forearm.

DOCTOR SMITH (CONT’D)
Completely normal muscle tone.  In fact 
more than normal.  It’s like... a pro 
athlete’s muscle tone.

NURSE
I’ve treated pro athletes, and even they 
didn’t have this kind of muscle tone.

DOCTOR SMITH
His skin...

NURSE
I know.  It feels...

DOCTOR SMITH
Thicker.

The Doctor takes George’s hand and gently squeezes. 
George’s hand spasms and closes upon the Doctor’s hand.  
The Doctor SCREAMS.
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DOCTOR SMITH (CONT’D)
Oh Jesus, Jesus, let go!  Let fucking go!

NURSE
(panicking)

He can’t!  He’s in a coma!

There is a loud crack and suddenly George’s hand goes 
limp, releasing Doctor Smith’s hand.  Doctor Smith 
staggers backward, cradling his hand.

DOCTOR SMITH
Jesus H. Christ, he broke my fucking 
hand!

NURSE
How the hell could he?  He’s in a coma!

DOCTOR SMITH
(examining his hand and 
wincing)

I don’t know, but he did!

Doctor Smith stares at his hand.

DOCTOR SMITH (CONT’D)
It was like putting my hand in a vice!  
Christ, his muscles should be like mush 
after two weeks of just lying there!

NURSE
I tried to tell you.

The Doctor sighs.

DOCTOR SMITH
Yeah, you did.  And I was too busy being 
an asshole to listen.

The Nurse suppresses a smile.

DOCTOR SMITH (CONT’D)
I want a full blood panel.  Make sure to 
include testosterone.  If it’s what I 
think it is, we’re going to want to do 
MRIs of the pituitary, adrenal glands and 
testicles.

NURSE
You think a tumor is causing an excess of 
testosterone?
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DOCTOR SMITH
I think I’m going to have to get a cast 
for this hand.

He turns to go and stops, glancing back at George.

DOCTOR SMITH (CONT’D)
An old man in a coma just kicked my ass.

He turns and leaves.  The Nurse stares down at George’s 
now relaxed hand and she gently touches the back of it, 
careful not to put her hand in a position to be grabbed 
by his.

INT. DOCTOR’S LOUNGE - DAY

Doctor Smith sits across a table from Doctors HALITZKA 
and FARLEY, both middle-aged.  Doctor Smith is wearing a 
cast on his right hand.

DOCTOR SMITH
I’ve never seen anything like it.  He’s 
got a testosterone level of 6,000.

DOCTOR HALITZKA
That’s impossible.  

DOCTOR SMITH
Everything about this old bastard is 
impossible.  His pituitary gland is 
hyperactive, triggering massive amounts 
of adrenaline and testosterone. His 
pituitary, adrenals and testicles are all 
hypertrophied.  His heart is enlarged, 
it’s beating at less than twenty beats a 
minute but it’s pumping five times as 
hard, slamming blood through his system, 
his blood pressure is through the roof 
and it won’t respond to medication but 
there’s no sign of distress from it.

DOCTOR FARLEY
And there’s no tumor?

DOCTOR SMITH
Nothing.  But everything is hyperactive 
in this guy, including his BMR, muscular 
hypertrophy through the roof -- he’s 
building muscle while he lies there.  
Another week and he can compete in the 
Mr. Comatose America contest.

The Nurse walks up to the group of doctors.
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NURSE
I just broke a needle on Mr. Hansen’s 
arm.

The three doctors stare at her incredulously.

DOCTOR HALITZKA
That’s impossible.

DOCTOR SMITH
I think we’ve already covered the theory 
of impossibility.  Besides -- if Nurse 
Popovich says she broke a needle on this 
guy’s arm, I’d believe her if I were you.

(to Nurse)
I put an IV into his arm two weeks ago.

NURSE
Try getting that one out.  His skin’s 
completely closed around it.  I was going 
to try to replace it but when I broke the 
other needle I realized we might never be 
able to get another IV needle into him.

DOCTOR FARLEY
It’s easy to miss a pituitary tumor.

DOCTOR HALITZKA
You weigh him?

DOCTOR SMITH
He’s gained twenty pounds -- all of it 
solid muscle.  And it’s not just his skin 
that’s gotten thicker -- it’s his overall 
muscle tone.  It feels as if his muscles 
have increased ten fold in density, all 
with just that 20 pound weight gain.

DOCTOR FARLEY
That’s --

Doctor Farley smiles and pauses a beat.

DOCTOR FARLEY (CONT’D)
How could his tissue become that dense 
without gaining even more weight than he 
has?

NURSE
Spider silk.

The Doctors glance at her.
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NURSE (CONT’D)
Spider silk is six times stronger than 
steel but lighter.

DOCTOR HALITZKA
I thought that was a myth.

NURSE
Spider silk is made out of protein, just 
like muscle is.  If he’s experiencing 
muscular hypertrophy, maybe he’s turning 
his skin and muscles into some kind of 
superstrong fiber like spider silk.

DOCTOR FARLEY
Okay, hold it now, this sounds like a bad 
episode of Sci Fi Theater.  You’re saying 
we have a 78 year old man lying in coma 
in our ICU who has skin like steel, can 
crush a man’s hand with a single muscle 
spasm, and has muscles like a 
weightlifting champion?

The doctors glance at each other.  Doctor Smith glances 
at his watch.

DOCTOR SMITH
Okay, we’re talking JAMA here.  We can 
become famous just by documenting this 
freak.  

NURSE
Gee, nice way to talk about your patient, 
doctor.  “Freak.”

DOCTOR HALITZKA
We’ve got Spiderman in our friggin’ ICU, 
I say we have a duty to study him.

DOCTOR SMITH
Okay, who’s the best endocrinologist we 
have?

NURSE
Doctor Do.

DOCTOR SMITH
I want him here tomorrow morning.  
Whatever this is, it has to do with the 
pituitary or adrenals or both.  We’re 
going to have to start documenting 
everything about this old fart.  We’ll 
need to redo all the tests, and expand 
those tests to the cellular level.
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(to Nurse)
Whadaya’ say, Sweetie?  You want in on 
this?

The Nurse stares at Smith.

NURSE
(not entirely happy)

Fine.

She turns and walks away.

DOCTOR SMITH
Where you going, Popovich?

NURSE
(over her shoulder)

To tuck the “old fart” in.

DOCTOR HALITZKA
The world’s first real super hero.

DOCTOR FARLEY
The world’s oldest super hero.

DOCTOR SMITH
(laughs)

Super Raisin.

ALL
Super Raisin!

The Doctors laugh and high five.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

The Nurse is tucking George in, fussing with his sheets 
and pillows.  She hesitates, then glances around to make 
sure no-one else is around.  She slips a can of Sprite 
out of the pocket of her smock, hesitates again, then 
gently places the can against the palm of George’s right 
hand.  George’s hand spasms and crushes the can, sending 
Sprite spurting everywhere.  The Nurse recoils, throwing 
her hands up to try to avoid being sprayed but it’s too 
late.  She stands there, hair dripping with soda.

NURSE
(dry)

Okay.  So you are a freak.
(beat)

Sorry.
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She quickly cleans up as best she can, wiping the sheets 
and herself, and hurrying from the room.

George lies there, a drop of Sprite on his forehead.  The 
Sprite drop slowly makes its way down his forehead and 
into his eye.  His eyes react and suddenly fly open!  He 
is awake but completely disoriented.

He glances around, sees the IV line into his arm and 
reaches for it.  His hand moves at lighting speed, 
grabbing the IV line and ripping it and the IV bag from 
its stand, knocking the stand noisily to the floor.

George stares at his hand still on the IV line.  He 
carefully, slowly opens his hand.  He stares at the hand, 
hesitates, then tries to sit up.  He does, but so quickly 
that he launches himself off the end of the bed and onto 
the floor, knocking a table and chair to one side.  He 
lies there, eyes wide, panting, completely freaked.

GEORGE
What the fuck?

George realizes the IV is still in his arm.  Moving 
intentionally slowly, he pulls the IV needle out of his 
arm.  He decides to try to stand and does so in an almost 
comical slow-motion, conscious of his every movement. 
Once standing, he shifts his weight from one leg to the 
other, as if testing himself.  He then turns, again with 
exaggerated slowness.  He licks his lips and starts to 
look frantic.  He’s thirsty.  Really, really thirsty.

George turns to the door and in a flash is at the door, 
barely stopping himself from slamming into it.  He’s now 
in near complete panic, and licks his lips again.  He 
sniffs.  He glances around, and sees a dresser.  He takes 
a deep breath, slowly releases it and in a flash is at 
the dresser, again just barely avoiding slamming into it.  
He looks down at himself and smiles.  He opens the 
dresser and finds clothes.  He starts to remove his 
pajama top but does it so quickly that he rips it in two.  
He takes a deep, impatient breath and moves slowly.  We 
see that he now has the body of an Olympic decathlete.

He slowly dons a shirt, removes his pajama bottoms and 
dons underwear, pants, socks and shoes.  He sniffs again, 
and his eyes go wider.
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INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY - NIGHT

A room door opens.  George peers out, first one way, then 
the other, and he slowly comes out into the hallway, 
walking oddly because of his intentionally slowed 
movements.  He stops, sniffing, glancing one way then the 
other, and then starts walking with that oddly restrained 
movement, sniffing as he walks.  He stops in front of a 
closed door, sniffs again, glances around, and enters.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

George enters the room, slowly letting the door close 
behind him.  A MALE PATIENT lies asleep in a bed, an IV 
line leading from a bag of blood to his arm.  George’s 
eyes go wide and in hyperspeed he is suddenly at the bag, 
once again barely stopping himself from slamming into the 
bag and the stand that it’s hanging on.

George gently takes the bag in his hand, then stops and 
turns to stare at the Patient and specifically the 
patient’s exposed neck.  George leans down and sniffs at 
the Patient and George begins to shake.  He pulls back 
his lips and we see that he now has the same kind of 
animal canines that Khoren did in the scene with James.  
He opens his mouth and places his long teeth centimeters 
from the Patient’s neck but then turns away, stands 
quickly and instead bites angrily into the blood bag, 
blood spurting out and onto his lips and chin as he sucks 
greedily, quickly emptying the bag.

Once the bag is empty, George staggers backward, wiping 
his bloody face and looking horrified.

GEORGE
Jesus.

George hyperspeeds it to the door, jerks it open so hard 
that it pulls off its hinges and sags.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Shit.

He carefully glances down the hallway, hesitates, then 
suddenly hyperspeeds down the hallway.

EXT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

An emergency exit door flies open, smashing against the 
brick outer wall of the hospital and we see a blur rip 
out of the building and into the parking lot behind the 
large building.  
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Suddenly something smashes into one of the parked cars, 
setting off a car alarm and George appears, staggering 
backward from the badly dented car and glancing around in 
panic.  He sees a clear path through the lot and 
disappears into a blur once again.

EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

George staggers into view and stops, hand against a tree, 
panting, gasping for breath, looking desperate and 
dangerous at the same time.

GEORGE
Please, please God, help me.

A rustling NOISE to George’s left and he turns, suddenly 
completely alert and now far more dangerous looking than 
desperate.  A heartbeat, another RUSTLE and George 
hyperspeeds it more than a hundred yards to his right, 
grabbing a deer and sinking his teeth into its neck 
before we even have time to identify what it is he’s 
doing.  The deer struggles and flops about then is still, 
but George continues sucking on it, frantically, 
inexpertly but savagely.

Suddenly a ROAR splits the night and George turns to see 
a huge GRIZZLY BEAR rearing up on two legs, two bear cubs 
nearby. Suddenly George has disappeared and appears again 
on the bear’s back, his arms wrapped around the bear’s 
neck from behind.

The bear ROARS even louder and staggers around on two 
legs as George squeezes its throat.  The bear falls back 
down to four legs, staggers again, shaking in a vain 
attempt to throw George off.  The bear’s two front legs 
collapse and George suddenly sinks his teeth into the 
bear’s neck.  The bear shakes as George sucks wildly at 
its neck, and finally the bear collapses completely.  
George sucks longer, then finally disengages, standing up 
and backing away, as horrified by his own actions as we 
are, but as he wipes his mouth he looks around like a 
triumphant beast looking for the next challenge.  There 
is none, except for the two bear cubs that are MEWING 
several yards away, not understanding what has happened 
to their mother.

George stares at the cubs, looking guilty, then suddenly 
raises his head to the sky and SCREAMS like no ordinary 
man can scream.  We pull back and the SCREAM echoes 
through the forest.
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INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Veryl lies in bed, tossing fitfully.  There is a THUD, 
and her eyes fly open, fear filling her face.  Another 
NOISE and she reaches for the land-line phone on her 
night stand.  A FIGURE appears beside the bed, a hand 
grabs her thin wrist and she SCREAMS.

GEORGE
Baby, it’s me!

Veryl’s stifles her scream.  The hand releases her wrist.

VERYL
George?

She reaches for the night stand light and the hand grabs 
her wrist again.

GEORGE
No!

(beat)
I’m... a mess.  Let me take a shower, 
then we can talk.

VERYL
But... you’re all right?

GEORGE
I... 

Veryl realizes that George is sniffing the air.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
I’m fine.  I just... I need a shower!

George disappears into the darkness of the room.  Veryl 
hurriedly turns the night stand light on but there’s no-
one in the room with her. She hears WATER RUNNING from 
down the hallway.

VERYL
(nervous)

George!  You can have a shower in our 
bathroom!

No answer, and Veryl’s looking even more nervous.  She 
hesitates, then throws the covers off herself and swings 
her legs off the bed, standing.  At that moment George 
appears in the bedroom doorway, naked.  Veryl gasps as 
she sees George’s new physique.
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VERYL (CONT’D)
(unsure)

George?

George doesn’t answer.  Instead he slowly walks toward 
her, his muscles rippling, his gaze boring into her.

VERYL (CONT’D)
How --

George hyperspeeds to her, grasping her shoulders and 
standing somehow right in front of her, towering over her 
with both emotional and physical presence and dominance.  
She looks up, speechless.

VERYL (CONT’D)
(whispers)

How --

He leans down to kiss her lips and she MOANS, nearly 
swooning.

VERYL (CONT’D)
My God...

His lips trace down to her chin, which he then nudges to 
the side with his face, exposing her neck.  He starts 
kissing her at the base of that neck and she GASPS.

VERYL (CONT’D)
Oh Jesus, George... Oh God, oh God!

He stops, his lips still grazing her neck and a look 
comes over him, definitely predatory, and he opens his 
mouth, revealing his new fangs.

VERYL (CONT’D)
Oh God, Baby, your breath is so warm... 
your lips...

He pulls back, covering his fangs with his lips, and 
stares down at her.

VERYL (CONT’D)
Take me, George!  Take me, oh God take 
me!

He smiles without revealing his teeth, and looks like 
nothing so much as a triumphant predator about to take 
down his prey.  He touches her face and she gasps.

VERYL (CONT’D)
Your hand, it’s so... hot.
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He suddenly scoops her into his arms with complete ease.

VERYL (CONT’D)
George, your back!

He laughs and she suddenly sees his fangs and GASPS.

GEORGE
George, your teeth!

He suddenly kisses her on the lips, hard and confident 
and overwhelming.

CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Veryl lies in bed, eyes closed.  Above her head there are 
two fist-sized holes in the plaster wall.  Suddenly her 
eyes snap open and she tries to sit up.  Instead she 
MOANS in pain and collapses back onto the bed.

VERYL
Oh my God, I think my back’s broken!

George, wearing a thick fluffy bathrobe, walks into the 
room, carrying a tray holding two homemade breakfasts.

GEORGE
Wakey, wakey!

She glances at him from her prone position.

VERYL
What did you do to me?

He sets the tray down on the bed.

GEORGE
Couldn’t have been very much if you don’t 
even remember it.

She reaches out a hand and he gently helps her to a 
sitting position.  She GASPS in pain.

VERYL
George --

She takes a deep breath, trying to cope with the pain.

VERYL (CONT’D)
Every muscle in my body is screaming at 
me.

47.



GEORGE
(genuinely concerned)

Oh Baby, I’m sorry.

VERYL 
Don’t be.  I have never, ever -- 

She suddenly remembers something and puts her fingers on 
his lips, gently pulling them down to expose... a normal 
set of teeth. She lets her hand trail down to his chest, 
pulling aside the top of his robe and exposing his 
muscular upper body.

VERYL (CONT’D)
I don’t understand.

He takes a deep breath.

GEORGE
Neither do I.  I woke up in the hospital, 
and all I could remember was a... man... 
leaning over me, his hands squeezing my 
face, his eyes boring into me like a 
laser beam.

George shakes his head.

VERYL
But how -- George, I have never made love 
like that -- shit, it wasn’t love making, 
it was fucking!  And I have never been 
fucked like that in my life!  I can 
hardly move and I want to do it all over 
again.

George smiles.

GEORGE
I thought you’d never ask.

He leans forward and kisses her and she responds then 
GASPS in pain and he pulls back.

VERYL
I don’t know what’s happened to you, 
George, but I’m 78 years old and if I do 
what we did last night again I’m going 
to... break!

George tenderly touches her face.

GEORGE
It’s okay, Baby, it’s okay.  We don’t 
have to.  Tell you what.  

48.

(MORE)



Let’s take a shower and then we can go 
out for breakfast.

She laughs and points at the breakfast tray.

VERYL
And what about that?

GEORGE
I’ll put it in the fridge.  I feel like 
getting out, it feels like I’m a caged --

He stops, considering what he was about to say.

VERYL
(shyly)

Will you take a shower with me?

He smiles.

GEORGE
Of course, but... well... I wouldn’t want 
to... break you.

VERYL
Mm.  Good point.  

She touches his face and is obviously getting horny 
again, but that clashes with the pain she feels.

VERYL (CONT’D)
Tonight?

GEORGE
Tonight, this afternoon, tomorrow morning 
--

VERYL
What -- Jesus, I don’t know what kind of 
drugs those doctors gave you but I wish 
you’d brought enough to share with me, 
because I would love to...

(laughs, embarrassed)
You know...

He leans forward and kisses her neck, causing her to move 
her head to more fully expose it.  Again that predatory 
“look” comes over him and as his lips linger on her skin, 
his canines start growing and he pulls back, covering his 
teeth with his lips.

GEORGE
Grab that shower and I’ll put the food 
away.
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She stares at him, as predatory looking as he is now, 
hunger written large all over her lovely old face.

VERYL
(passionate)

I love you.

She runs her hand up his thigh, parting his robe and then 
going under it to his groin.  He GASPS.  She immediately 
withdraws her hand but he grabs her wrist, and now she 
GASPS at the strength she feels in his hold.

VERYL (CONT’D)
George, that hurts.

He jerks his hand back.

GEORGE
I’m sorry.  It’s just that when you touch 
me like that...

He stands quickly, grabbing the breakfast tray.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
I’ll be downstairs.

He turns and quickly walks out of the room.  Veryl sits 
in bed, rubbing her wrist, frowning.  She then swings her 
legs over the side of the bed to try to stand and she 
YELPS in pain, grabbing her legs and collapsing onto her 
back on the bed, MOANING.

VERYL
So this is how cougars feel.

EXT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - DAY

Their garage door is open and George backs his car out of 
the garage but now quickly and adeptly, with the 
confidence of a young, capable man.  He stops, the car 
facing the community gate and sees that an older model 
car has struck the gate and badly bent it.  The 
overweight Security Guard is standing by the driver’s 
side of the vehicle, SCREAMING obscenities at the aged 
driver -- George’s friend and neighbor Aaron.  Suddenly 
the Security Guard pulls the driver’s door open and 
starts jerking the aged Aaron out of the car.  George 
slams the gear-shift into Park and gets out of his car.

VERYL
George, no!
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But it’s too late, George walks quickly over to the 
Security Guard, grabs his arm and slams him against the 
car -- the Security Guard grunting with the impact.

GEORGE
(dangerous)

Get your God damned hands off him you son 
of a bitch!

The Security Guard pushes himself off the car and reaches 
to grab George by the front of his shirt.  George slaps 
the larger man’s hands aside and shoves him back against 
the car, hard enough for the Guard’s elbow to shatter the 
backseat driver’s side window and the Guard to fall to 
the ground, MOANING in pain.  George grabs the Guard’s 
fat arm and jerks him to his feet as if the 250 pound 
Guard were weightless.  George raises his fist.

AARON
George!

George stops, fist poised, the Guard looking up at him in 
complete shock and fear.  George releases the Guard who 
falls back to his knees.  George, eyes wide, panting with 
adrenaline, struggles to control himself, and finally 
turns to Aaron.  Behind him, the Guard pulls out his 
cellphone, presses three numbers and begins TALKING into 
it.

Veryl hurries to George’s side, grabbing his arm in 
concern.

GEORGE
(to Aaron)

Are -- are you all right?

Aaron nods.

AARON
I -- I ran into the gate.  I thought I 
was pressing the brake but I pressed the 
gas pedal instead and... George, what --

SECURITY GUARD
Snowflake Estates on Highway 2.  One of 
the residents just attacked me.

(beat)
He’s still here.

George glances down at the Guard and if the Guard could 
see the look on George’s face he would be crawling for 
his life.  George looks down at his own skin and sees a 
small rash on his arms.  
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He scratches at the rash, then scratches the back of his 
neck and glances up at the early morning sun.  Veryl 
looks down at the Security Guard.

VERYL
George, what did you do?

George shakes his head.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

George is escorted in handcuffs by an overweight, 40ish 
police officer to a jail cell that already holds ALVIN, a 
bulky, mean-looking white man.

OVERWEIGHT COP
Okay, gramps, get in there.

The cop places George in the cell, undoes his cuffs and 
locks the cell door.

OVERWEIGHT COP (CONT’D)
(to both inmates)

You two behave yourself.

Alvin grins.

OVERWEIGHT COP (CONT’D)
(to George)

Don’t worry, Alvin’s just serving a 
couple of days for drunk in public.  
Can’t hold his booze, right Alvin?

Alvin continues grinning, but something cold has creeped 
into his face, which the cop does not seem to notice.  
The cop turns and walks off.

George stares at Alvin who slowly stands and walks right 
up to George, still grinning.

ALVIN
(threatening)

What are you looking at, old man?

George’s hand moves in hyperspeed, grabbing Alvin and 
slamming his back against the bars of the cell door.  
George then slams his right palm into the bar immediately 
to the right of Alvin and then slams his left hand into 
the bar immediately to the left of Alvin.  He then jerks 
Alvin forward and around so that Alvin’s face is a few 
inches away from the two cell door bars, both of which 
are noticeably bent.
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GEORGE
(low voice)

Are we going to have any trouble, Alvin?

Alvin touches one of the bent bars.

ALVIN
How the fuck --

GEORGE
Alvin?

ALVIN
Who the fuck are you?

George turns Alvin around and slams him against the cell 
door again.  Alvin turns his head to look at one of the 
bent bars.

GEORGE
Alvin?

ALVIN 
No!  No, we’re not going to have any 
trouble.

George nods and releases Alvin.  He stares at him, then 
in the scariest fucking voice you can imagine, he says:

GEORGE
I know what you did, Alvin.

ALVIN
What the fuck --

George grabs Alvin by the throat and lifts him completely 
off his feet, shoving him against the cell door again, 
holding him there with seemingly no effort at all.

ALVIN (CONT’D)
I can’t... breathe.

George continues holding him there while Alvin tries 
vainly to pry George’s fingers from around his throat.  
George leans forward so that his face is next to Alvin’s, 
his mouth nearly touching Alvin’s throat.  George pulls 
his lips back to reveal his fangs, breathing on Alvin’s 
neck and whispering.

GEORGE
I know what you did, Alvin.  To those 
women.  And those little girls.
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ALVIN
I can’t... breathe.

There’s a beat and then Alvin begins speaking in a 
stranger’s voice, a voice so filled with evil that it 
stuns George.

ALVIN (CONT’D)
(in stranger’s voice)

So you survived, George.

George suddenly drops Alvin, whose legs collapse so that 
he falls to the cell floor at George’s feet.  Alvin looks 
up, coughing and gasping for breath, but still he smiles.

ALVIN (CONT’D)
(in stranger’s voice)

I should have killed you when I had the 
chance.

George stares.

ALVIN (CONT’D)
(in stranger’s voice)

Instead I made you one of us.  I’ll have 
to fix that mistake, won’t I?

George suddenly kicks Alvin so hard that he bounces off 
the bars of the cell door.  He gasps for breath.

ALVIN (CONT’D)
(in stranger’s voice)

This is my killing ground, George.

George goes into hyperspeed, grabs Alvin by the throat 
again and slams him into the bars.

ALVIN (CONT’D)
(in his own voice)

I can’t breathe.

George releases Alvin again and again he falls to the 
floor, gasping for breath.  This time he does not speak.  
George goes to the bottom bunk, sitting on it, facing 
Alvin.  Alvin, holding his throat, tries to get up.

GEORGE
Stay there.

Alvin stops, hand propping him up on the floor.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Lie down.
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ALVIN
(coughing and gasping)

The floor’s hard!

George stares at him.  Alvin slowly lies down, staring 
back at George until he is forced to look away, his face 
filled with both hatred and fear.  George scratches the 
back of his neck then turns to see the sun coming through 
the cell’s barred window.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Veryl sits across from Debbie, both of them nursing cups 
of tea.

VERYL
I can’t believe this is happening -- any 
of it.

DEBBIE
Luke was the best lawyer in Denver when 
he practiced.  He’s already gotten 
several homeowners to agree to testify to 
the guard’s abuse against them.  By the 
time Luke’s finished with him, that 
bastard’ll just be glad he’s not in jail 
with George.

VERYL
I don’t understand what’s happened to 
George.

DEBBIE
He probably just had enough of being 
bullied.

VERYL
You don’t understand, Debbie.  A week ago 
George had to sit down to put his pants 
on.  He never complained once but I could 
see the pain he was in every morning when 
he got up, from all those years of hard 
work.  That security guard outweighed him 
by at least fifty pounds.  I mean I 
understand that George was coming to 
Aaron’s aid, but... how?

DEBBIE
It’s amazing what adrenaline will do for 
you.
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VERYL
It’s not just that.  He... he’s 
different.  Ever since the robbery.  Last 
night, he...

Veryl blushes.

DEBBIE
He what?

VERYL
You can’t tell anyone what I’m going to 
tell you.

DEBBIE
(frustrated)

What?

Veryl hesitates.

VERYL
He came home from the hospital and we... 
we made love.

DEBBIE
Well, that’s nice, Veryl, but...

VERYL
Four times!

DEBBIE
Really?

VERYL
I could hardly walk this morning and he 
would have done it again!  And I have 
never experienced what I experienced last 
night!  It was amazing.  

DEBBIE
Can George talk to Luke?

VERYL
But it’s not even just the sex.  He’s 
built like an athlete now -- two weeks 
after the break-in and he looks like a 
professional athlete, honest to God!  I 
felt embarrassed, like I was having sex 
with a teenager!  I kept trying to hide 
parts of me so that he wouldn’t be 
disappointed but he didn’t care!  He was 
like... an animal!  At one point he 
punched his fists right through the wall 
and then... I thought he was going to...
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DEBBIE
What?  What?

VERYL
I thought he was going to bite my neck.

DEBBIE
I love to have my neck bitten.

VERYL
Not by a pit bull!  I’m serious, I swear 
to God right in the middle of the sex, he 
had teeth like a wolf’s!  And he grazed 
my neck with his lips and I knew those 
teeth were that close to biting me and... 

(blushes again)
I’ve never been as turned on in my whole 
life!  I was that close to getting my 
throat torn out and I’ve never felt more 
alive!  It was... crazy.

DEBBIE
(thoughtful)

And then he beats up a 250 pound security 
guard.

Veryl nods.  Debbie’s cellphone rings.  She glances at 
the screen and answers.

DEBBIE (CONT’D)
(into phone)

Luke!  What’s happening?
(beat)

Great!  You’re the best, baby!  Listen, 
when George gets out of jail, I want you 
to talk to him about... well... just talk 
to him, okay?

(beat)
Okay, love you, see you in a bit.

She hangs up.

DEBBIE (CONT’D)
(excited)

Luke says the security guard has signed 
an agreement to drop all charges against 
George in return for the homeowners not 
filing any of their own.

VERYL
Thank God.  I should go pick him up.
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DEBBIE
Hold on, Veryl, Luke said it’d take a 
couple of hours to process the paperwork, 
so... in the meantime... 

(laughs)
Tell me more about you and George!

Veryl LAUGHS, embarrassed.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

The Overweight Cop approaches the jail cell and stops, 
staring at Alvin who is still lying on the cell floor, 
with George watching him from the bunk.

OVERWEIGHT COP
Alvin --

ALVIN
This bastard  attacked me, and forced me 
to lie down here on the hard fucking 
floor!

The Overweight cop glances at George then back at Alvin.

OVERWEIGHT COP
A 78-year-old man attacked you.

ALVIN
He’s as strong as an ox and crazy too!

The Overweight Cop nods.

OVERWEIGHT COP
Alvin?

ALVIN
Yeah?

OVERWEIGHT COP
Get up off the fucking floor, you moron.

Alvin glances at George who nods.  Alvin scrambles to his 
feet and backs up into a corner of the cell, as far from 
George as he can get.  The Overweight Cop sighs and turns 
to George who is now standing right THERE, inches from 
the bars, staring at the Cop and scaring the shit out of 
him because he did NOT see George move.

OVERWEIGHT COP (CONT’D)
(startled)

What the fuck?
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George stares. The Cop steps back a step then gathers 
himself.

OVERWEIGHT COP (CONT’D)
I, uh... charges have been dropped 
against you.  It’ll take a couple of 
hours to do the paperwork but --

Moving at hyperspeed, George reaches out and grabs the 
Cop’s chubby hand.

OVERWEIGHT COP (CONT’D)
Hey! 

GEORGE
Sh.

The Cop shuts up, staring wide-eyed at George.

ALVIN
I told you!  He’s fast too and --

GEORGE
Shut up, Alvin.

Alvin does, and backs even farther away from George, to 
the back of the cell.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
(to Overweight Cop)

You came to release me and Alvin.

OVERWEIGHT COP
I came to release you and Alvin.

GEORGE
That’s right.  Now go get our possessions 
and come back to release us.

The Overweight Cop turns and walks away.

ALVIN
No!  I don’t WANT to be released with 
him!

George turns around and stares at Alvin who shuts up.  A 
moment later the Overweight Cop returns and unlocks the 
cell door.  He pulls the door open and steps aside.

GEORGE 
(to Alvin)

Come with me.
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Alvin obeys, though his face is filled with absolute 
terror.  George steps out of the cell and steps aside to 
allow Alvin to walk by.  George touches Alvin’s arm.  
Alvin stops, waiting, panic on his face.  George closes 
his eyes a moment, then opens them and turns to the 
Overweight Cop.  He takes two envelopes from the Cop and 
hands one to Alvin.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
(to Alvin)

Take your possessions.

Alvin empties the envelope and puts his wallet, cell 
phone, etc. on his person.  George does the same with his 
possessions, then he turns back to the Cop.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Alvin is a serial rapist and killer.  
He’s killed seven girls and women in 
nearby counties in the last two years.

OVERWEIGHT COP
Alvin’s a serial rapist and killer.

GEORGE
He buried the bodies in the dirt on the 
unfinished side of his basement, about 
three feet down, against the north wall.  

OVERWEIGHT COP
The north wall.

GEORGE
You’ll tell your boss that you got 
confused and released us a bit early, but 
then you’ll tell him that Alvin called 
you from his car in the parking lot right 
after being released and confessed to 
seven rapes and murders.

OVERWEIGHT COP
Seven rapes and murders.

GEORGE
You’ll find Alvin in the alley behind 
this building.

OVERWEIGHT COP
In the alley.
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EXT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

A dead-end alley behind the Police Station.  Alvin walks 
by and stops, facing the back wall of the station.

GEORGE (O.S.)
Turn to face me.

George walks into frame.  Alvin turns to face him, his 
face filled with fear.  George walks up to him, stopping 
face to face with him.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
I’m going to kill you.

Alvin stares, the terror increasing in his face.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
But that’s not enough, is it?  Someone 
like you expects to die, wants to die in 
a way.  But the way you die... well, 
that’s different, isn’t it?

Alvin stares.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
You think you know about terror.  You’ve 
seen it in your victims’ faces, heard it 
in their screams, you’ve caused it, so 
you think you know all about it.

George touches Alvin’s temple.  Alvin’s face suddenly 
constricts with what we now realize is REAL terror, so 
far exceeding the fear he previously felt that it should 
be called something different, deeper and darker than any 
fear any of us have ever felt, and it’s as if Alvin’s 
face is trying to tear itself apart, his facial muscles 
are contracting with such force and his mouth opens so 
wide, but there is no voice, no sound emerging because 
this kind of terror is beyond words or even primal 
sounds.  And George slowly leans forward, pulling his 
lips back to reveal his enlarged canines.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
(whispers as his teeth slowly 
approach Alvin’s throat)

You were wrong.

Alvin’s constricted face stares in stark terror as 
George’s teeth clamp down on his neck.

ALVIN
(in stranger’s voice)

I’m coming for you.
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George jerks back and takes a step back.  Alvin stares at 
him with a horrific smile.  George leaps forward and 
buries his fangs into Alvin again.  Alvin’s face goes 
slack as George sucks frantically.

EXT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

George suddenly appears on the porch of the house, having 
come out of hyperspeed.  He stops, sniffing and 
listening.  He disappears into hyperspeed.

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

George’s grandson Kyle is roaming around with a large 
canvas bag, scooping objects into the bag.

GEORGE
Not much left after the last robbery, is 
there?

Kyle drops the bag and twirls around, wide-eyed.  George 
stands a few feet away in the shadows of the dimly lit 
house.

KYLE
(laughs)

Hey Gramps.

George steps out of the shadows and Kyle’s eyes go wide.

GEORGE
You see, I understand being robbed by 
gangsters.

George steps even closer and Kyle steps back, staring in 
confusion at the terror he’s being made to feel by 
George’s mere presence.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
But by my own grandson?

Kyle tries to dart by George to the front door.  George 
easily grabs his arm and throws him to the floor, 
accompanied by a loud CRACK.  Kyle SCREAMS in pain and 
grabs his arm.

KYLE
My arm!  You broke my arm!

George stares down at Kyle, conflicted -- he’d obviously 
not meant to break his grandson’s arm.  Kyle, sobbing in 
pain, looks up.
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GEORGE
Dad’s right, you are a bastard!

George frowns at that, then steps aside.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Get out.

Kyle struggles to his feet, holding his arm and, staring 
distrustfully at George, edges past him and then hurries 
out the front door.  George is left in the darkness.  He 
sighs, begins turning on lights and then picks up Kyle’s 
bag and slowly starts putting back the various things 
Kyle had tried to steal   There’s a KNOCK on the front 
door.  George frowns, puts back the final object from 
Kyle’s bag and goes to the door, opening it.

Luke and Debbie stand on the porch.  Aaron and several 
other older HOMEOWNERS stand a foot or two behind, faces 
filled with expectation.

HOMEOWNER #1
The hero!

George frowns.

LUKE
George, what are you doing home so soon?  
Veryl is supposed to pick you up at the 
jail.  They were going to call me when 
they had your paperwork processed.

George steps out of the house, shutting the door behind 
him.  He studies Luke’s face.

GEORGE
I assume you’re the reason they released 
me?

LUKE
(chuckles)

Veryl and Debbie asked for my help, you 
don’t say no to one woman, much less two.

George extends his hand and Luke accepts it, shaking.

AARON
George, I’ve never seen anything like it!  
You threw that bastard around like he was 
a rag doll!

HOMEOWNER #2
The Board finally fired him, thanks to 
you!
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The gathered seniors CHEER.  George, looking 
uncomfortable, nods.

GEORGE
I’m glad I could help.

AARON
How did you do it, George?

GEORGE
(uncomfortable)

I just got lucky.

LUKE
Veryl told Debbie about... some of the 
things that have been happening to you, 
George.

Aaron steps forward.

AARON
Is it true, George?

GEORGE
Is what true?

AARON
That you’re a...

HOMEOWNER #3
Vampire!

George, becoming affected by the homeowners’ growing 
excitement, begins to be affected himself, surrounded by 
the group of excited people, and his gaze begins to fall 
on the exposed necks of several of the homeowners and 
George begins to get nervous, shaking his head, trying to 
remain in control of himself.

AARON
Is it true, George?

HOMEOWNER #1
Can we become vampires too?  Can we be 
super strong?

DEBBIE
George, Veryl told me about what -- about 
what you two did!

LUKE
George, I know this sounds crazy but 
we’re old, and if we could be like you --
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George notices in the background a young WOMAN emerge 
from one of the nearby homes and walk toward an SUV 
parked in one of the visitor parking spots.  He 
hesitates, then pulls his lips back, exposing his 
extended fangs.  The seniors back up, scared.  George 
hesitates, then walks forward and the Seniors part, still 
frightened by the sight of his huge canines.  

LUKE (CONT’D)
George I know it sounds crazy, but --

George ignores him.  He watches the young Woman unlock 
her car and begin to get in.  George goes into hyperspeed 
and suddenly appears by the passenger side of the young 
Woman’s car, staring across the roof at her.  She starts, 
staggering back a step and issuing a little YELP of 
surprise.  George immediately smiles, with his lips shut, 
tilting his head a little and gazing across the car into 
her eyes.

GEORGE
I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to frighten you.

Behind George the Seniors are chattering amongst 
themselves at George’s disappearance, none of them having 
spotted him at the young Woman’s car yet.

YOUNG WOMAN
That’s -- that’s all right, you just... 
came out of nowhere.

GEORGE
(smiles widens)

I’m afraid I need a little help.

The Young Woman’s already started to fall under George’s 
spell, and that smile of his, his eyes hypnotic...

YOUNG WOMAN
Su -- sure.  What can I do?

AARON
There he is!

GEORGE
There’s a lynch mob after me.

YOUNG WOMAN 
You’re Mr. Hansen, aren’t you?

GEORGE
They think I’m a vampire.

She frowns.
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YOUNG WOMAN
What?

GEORGE
The old people over there.  They think 
I’m a vampire and they want me to make 
them vampires too.

YOUNG WOMAN
Are you?  A vampire?

GEORGE
I am.

(beat)
Does that bother you?

YOUNG WOMAN
Are you kidding?  I’ve seen “Moonlight” 
seven times!  I watch every episode of 
“True Blood” and “Vampire Diaries.”  Get 
in!

George smiles.  The Young Woman, seeing the crowd of 
senior homeowners surge toward them, ducks into her car, 
only to find George already sitting in the passenger 
seat.  She’s momentarily startled, then laughs.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Cool!

She slams her door shut and quickly starts her car.

EXT. YOUNG WOMAN’S SUV - NIGHT

The car backs up and drives past the seniors.  It has to 
stop at the gate, which slowly opens, so that the seniors 
have a chance to catch up and are tapping on the window 
and YELLING OUT DEMANDS before the gates open enough for 
the Young Woman to squeeze her car out of the community, 
leaving the seniors behind although several of them 
halfheartedly run after the car.

EXT. HIGHWAY - NIGHT

The Young Woman’s car is flying down the highway.

INT. YOUNG WOMAN’S SUV - NIGHT

The Young Woman glances over George, who is sitting, 
thoughtful and disturbed.
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YOUNG WOMAN
Can I see them?

George glances at her.  He hesitates, then pulls his lips 
back, revealing his fangs.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Jesus Christ.

GEORGE
Not hardly.

The Young Woman hesitates, then turns the steering wheel 
and puts her foot gently on the brake pedal, guiding the 
SUV toward the shoulder of the empty highway.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
What are you doing?

The Young Woman pulls the SUV to a stop as far off the 
highway as she can, puts it into park, and begins undoing 
her blouse.  George watches, and it’s obvious that he is 
still aroused by the encounter with the seniors and that 
arousal is causing him to watch her struggle out of her 
blouse in the confines of the car until she sits there in 
her bra and bends her neck to one side.

YOUNG WOMAN
(panting)

Bite me, Mr. Hansen!

She starts laughing.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
A vampire named Mr. Hansen!  This beats 
“True Blood” all to hell!  Bite me, baby!

George is struggling to hold himself back.  She reaches 
over and grabs his hand, placing it on her breast.  He 
hesitates then, going into hyperspeed, suddenly has her 
bras off and on the floor, her breasts exposed.  
Startled, she looks down at her bare torso.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Jesus, I hope you’re not this fast at 
everything.

She looks up and George is right THERE, not just having 
moved over physically, but now ON her with a gaze that 
bores into her like a laser beam, his face dark and 
filled with the kind of hunger only a vampire could have.  
She GASPS.
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GEORGE
Just for your first three orgasms.

She GASPS again, her own passion completely subservient 
to his hunger now.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
After that we’ll take our time.

He leans forward and lightly brushes his lips against the 
base of her neck, then trails his lips down her skin 
toward her breast.  She suddenly SCREAMS.  He smiles, 
without looking up.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
That’s one.

She stares down at him, stunned, panting, fear and lust 
battling each other but neither giving her any chance 
against the power he has over her.  His lips close around 
her nipple and she starts to come again...

INT. YOUNG WOMAN’S SUV - NIGHT

Aaron sits on the tailgate of the SUV, buttoning his 
shirt.  The Young Woman lies naked on the flatbed created 
by having folded down the back seats.  She is covered 
with perspiration, panting, stunned as if having been 
beaten -- or fucked nearly to death.  Dazed, she turns 
her head to stare at George’s broad, muscular back as he 
finishes buttoning his shirt.

YOUNG WOMAN
Bite me.

He turns to her, frowning.  

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Make me a vampire.

He hesitates then, going hyperspeed, he is on top of her, 
his hands around her throat.  She GASPS, staring up at 
him in sudden terror.

GEORGE
Do you feel that?  The horror?

She cannot speak, her words caught in her throat, 
completely consumed by the kind of terror George had 
forced Alvin to experience.  Her eyes bulge, her mouth 
opens and closes wordlessly, like a beached fish, and her 
hands try to grasp onto something that will pull her out 
from under the terror.
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GEORGE (CONT’D)
THAT is what being a vampire is really 
about, you stupid little bitch!

She shudders, staring blankly now, stunned by what he’s 
making her feel.  He leans down, opening his mouth, 
exposing his fangs and he places his fangs against her 
throat, shaking with the hunger he feels, and the anger.  
Finally he pulls back and punches his fist through the 
rear passenger window of the SUV.  He jumps out of the 
SUV and smashes his fist against the inside frame of the 
SUV’s back door, bending it badly.  He then reaches up, 
grabbing the back door that’s in the up position and 
shaking it and the entire SUV back and forth, the Young 
Woman rolling back and forward with the movement so that 
she starts SCREAMING, finally able to express the terror 
she feels, and suddenly the back door comes off in 
George’s hands and he tosses it aside, standing there, 
panting.

The Young Woman lies in a fetal position now, WHIMPERING 
like a child.  George sneers in fury, then turns and is 
gone.

The Young Woman lifts her head, looking like a mental 
patient now, and reaches her hand out for the vampire who 
is no longer there, then allows her arm to drop to the 
floor of the SUV and she begins SOBBING.

YOUNG WOMAN
Come back.

(beat)
Please.

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - DAY

Veryl is in her kitchen, puttering, trying to keep her 
mind off her worries.  She stops, and slowly turns 
around.  George stands there.  Veryl throws herself into 
his arms.

VERYL
Oh my God, oh my God, George!

She pushes herself away and looks up into his face, 
seeing the stern expression on his face.

VERYL (CONT’D)
What -- what happened?

George hesitates but does not look away.
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GEORGE
You told Debbie about me.

Veryl blushes with guilt.

VERYL
I --

GEORGE
She told Luke and Luke told the 
neighbors.

Veryl nods her head, mortified.

VERYL
They were here earlier, demanding to see 
you.  I’m so sorry, Baby.

George takes a deep breath.

GEORGE
I had sex tonight.

Veryl takes a step back, as if struck.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
The neighbors were crowding around me, 
demanding that I make them vampires.

Very shakes her head.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
I was getting aroused.  I wanted to kill 
them all and feed on them... she gave me 
a ride out of the community.  She --

Veryl tries to slap George who easily catches her hand 
and holds it rock steady no matter how hard she struggles 
to free it.  She tries to strike him with her other hand 
and he catches that too.  Finally she tries to kick him 
and he shoves her backward so that she falls to the 
floor, stunned.  She begins sobbing.

VERYL
How could you?

GEORGE
You don’t understand the hunger, Veryl.  
It’s... overwhelming.  I nearly killed 
her, I came this close to sucking the 
lifeblood from her, the hunger overcame 
me and --
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VERYL
And you fucked her?  You wanted to suck 
her blood so instead you fucked her?  
Good judgment call there George.

GEORGE
It’s all hunger, Veryl, all one hunger --

VERYL
Well I don’t care!

George stares.  He steps forward to help her up and she 
slaps his hand away, regaining her feet and backing up 
from him, as if he were about to attack her.  

GEORGE
(shouts)

You don’t understand!  I spent my life 
just... surviving life!  Taking care of 
shit, one day at a time, one fucking 
crisis at a time, wondering when it was 
going to be my turn!  And now -- now it 
is my turn, now I’m finally living life!  
The hunger, the... the passion!  Finally 
I can feel something other than just 
responsibility or duty!  Finally I can 
feel!

He stops, hand still outstretched.  She hesitates, then 
turns and runs.  George allows his outstretched hand to 
drop to his side.  He tilts his head back, fighting for 
control of the frustration and rage within him.

EXT. MEAGAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

A middle-class home, two cars in the driveway.  Veryl 
drives up, parks in the driveway and emerges from the 
car, walking up the walkway to the front door.  She rings 
the doorbell and waits.  She rings the doorbell again.  
Finally she knocks on the door.

VERYL
Meagan?

(beat)
Frank?

She glances at the cars in the driveway, turns back to 
the door, hesitates, then tries the doorknob.  The door 
opens.  She hesitates again, then enters.

A beat.  Veryl SCREAMS from inside the house.
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INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

George is watching television.  He looks up sharply, 
drops the remote and disappears.

INT. MEAGAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

George appears out of hyperspeed on the doorstep.  He 
touches the open front door and slowly enters.

INT. MEAGAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

The sound of SOBBING and WHIMPERING.  George enters the 
house, on guard, glancing around.  He follows the sound 
of the sobbing, crossing the living room, sniffing the 
air as he goes and looking concerned.  

INT. MEAGAN’S GREAT ROOM - NIGHT

George enters the room and sees Veryl curled up on the 
floor in a fetal position, rocking back and forth and 
WAILING.  Near her are two bodies, both obviously 
exsanguinated: Meagan and her husband FRANK.

George goes to Veryl and kneels by her side, lightly 
stroking her hair.  He glances around, sniffing, and 
wrinkling his nose in distaste at whatever he is 
smelling.  He turns back to Veryl.

GEORGE
I’m here, Baby.  I’m here.

Veryl continues rocking back and forth.  

EXT. MEAGAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Ambulances, police cars, even a fire engine.  Veryl sits 
in the passenger seat of her car, staring straight ahead 
in shock.  George stands on the walkway leading from the 
house to the street, speaking with a STOCKY POLICEMAN who 
is taking notes as the EMTs carefully bring out dollies 
carrying the two bodies.

STOCKY POLICEMAN
How did you know your wife was here?

GEORGE
I guessed.  We’d had an argument earlier 
tonight and she stormed off.  I figured 
she’d go to our daughter’s.
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STOCKY POLICEMAN
Where’s you car?

George points to the car Veryl is in.

STOCKY POLICEMAN (CONT’D)
Is that the car you came in?

GEORGE
No.  We only have one car.  Veryl --my 
wife took the car when she left.

The policeman looks up from his notebook.

STOCKY POLICEMAN
How did you get here?

GEORGE
I walked.  It’s only about two miles, I 
needed to walk off the argument anyway.

STOCKY POLICEMAN
You walked two miles?

George nods.  The policeman glances George up and down 
and sees that he appears remarkably fit.

STOCKY POLICEMAN (CONT’D)
Did your daughter and her husband have 
children?

GEORGE
Both grown up, one living in Denver, the 
other in Texas.

The policeman nods and writes.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
There was no blood on the bodies -- or 
anywhere else.

The policeman stops writing and studies George a moment.

STOCKY POLICEMAN
The bodies were completely drained of 
blood.

(George frowns)
You were released from jail earlier 
tonight, correct?

George hesitates.

GEORGE
Yes.
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STOCKY POLICEMAN
You were in a cell with a man named Alvin 
Cummings.

GEORGE
I was in a cell with someone named Alvin.  
I didn’t know what his last name was.

The policeman studies George.

STOCKY POLICEMAN 
You say “was” as if Mr. Cummings was...

GEORGE
Dead?  Yes, I saw it on the news tonight.

STOCKY POLICEMAN
Was that before you decided to walk two 
miles in the middle of the night?

George stares at the policeman.

GEORGE
Obviously.

STOCKY POLICEMAN
Mr. Cummings’ body was found behind the 
police station where you and he had been 
held.

GEORGE
I guess I’m lucky it wasn’t me they 
found.

STOCKY POLICEMAN
His body was also drained of blood.  That 
puts you at the scene of two murders in 
one night, both of which involved 
draining the bodies of blood.

George stares intently.

GEORGE
Obviously an old man like me couldn’t 
possibly have killed three people in one 
night, miles apart, with not a drop of 
blood or other evidence on me.

The policeman nods, his eyes suddenly glazed.

STOCKY POLICEMAN
Obviously.

George nods.
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GEORGE 
Thank you, Officer.

George turns to leave.

STOCKY POLICEMAN
Thank you.

George walks toward his car where Veryl still sits, in 
shock.

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Veryl is in bed, blanket pulled up to her chin.  George 
is stroking her hair and speaking in a low voice, 
obviously using his powers to calm her.  Her reddened 
eyes are drooping with exhaustion.

GEORGE
It’s okay, Baby.  It’s okay.

She turns her head toward him and studies his face as if 
he were a stranger.

VERYL
Are you really a vampire?

He frowns.

GEORGE
Yes.

VERYL
I never really knew who you were and 
now... you’re someone completely 
different.

He studies her face, still stroking her hair.

GEORGE
Shhhh... just rest.

VERYL
Why weren’t you ever happy?

George stares at her.

GEORGE
I was so lucky to have you --

VERYL
But you were never happy!
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George shrugs.

GEORGE
Who says I wasn’t happy?  We always had 
enough to eat, I always had a job that 
supported us, I had you to come home to.  
Why isn’t that happiness?

VERYL
Because happiness is a feeling, not a 
bank account or a job.

(beat)
It always seemed like you never really 
lived life, you just... survived it.

George shakes his head.

GEORGE
No-one survives life.

VERYL
But that’s what it seemed like you were 
trying to do.

George looks way for a long beat, then sighs.

GEORGE
I guess I was.  Day by day, just trying 
to survive because that’s what I was 
taught to do.  My parents had survived 
the Depression and they taught me that 
that was the best I could hope for, the 
biggest thing I could attain -- survival.  
So I tried not to lose my job, tried not 
to lose you, tried not to screw up the 
kids, tried not to... screw up.  Just... 
survive.  I was always so afraid of 
losing the next battle that I could never 
enjoy any of the victories.  And then 
suddenly I was old and I couldn’t even 
save myself anymore, much less you.

VERYL 
And now you’re a vampire.  And you 
actually like it.  

GEORGE
No!  I was wrong, I was... stupid.  It’s 
the most horrible thing you can imagine -- 
the hunger, the... drive to feed and 
fight --

VERYL
And fuck?
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GEORGE
Yes.  And fuck.  All my life I was too 
busy surviving to feel anything but fear 
of failure, and now all I can do is feel, 
feelings so strong it’s like they’re 
going to kill me, tear me apart and 
nothing I can do makes the feelings go 
away.  I can’t fuck enough or fight 
enough or feed enough to make the 
feelings, the hunger go away.  The hunger 
is destroying who I am.

VERYL
And what do you feel right now?

GEORGE
The desire to tear your throat out with 
my teeth and suck every ounce of blood 
out of your body.

She stares.

VERYL
Sorry I asked.

(beat)
So what’s stopping you?

George frowns.  Finally he touches her face.

GEORGE
Love.  Even the hunger can’t destroy 
that.  At least not yet.

She turns her head and kisses the palm of his hand.  She 
leans her cheek against his hand and closes her eyes.  In 
a moment it’s clear that she’s asleep.  George gently 
slides his hand out from under her cheek, tucks her in 
and turns to leave, his expression grim.

EXT. MEAGAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

George pulls his car to a stop in the driveway.

INT. MEAGAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

George is walking slowly around the house, sniffing the 
air, this way, that way, then... he turns toward the 
front door and slowly pulls his lips back to reveal his 
fangs.
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EXT. ROAD - NIGHT

A back road running through the forest.  We see from some 
unseen person’s POV the road going by at a high rate of 
speed - at least 100 miles per hour.  Then the scenery 
stops moving and we:

CUT TO:

GEORGE, standing at the crossroad of the paved road and 
an unpaved gravel road leading off to the right.  George 
sniffs the air, turns to face the gravel road, then 
disappears into hyperspeed, gravel flying everywhere.

EXT. COTTAGE - NIGHT

George standing across the road from a cottage, with 
lights on in the cottage and at least thirty motorcycles 
parked in the driveway.  There are no other buildings 
nearby.

INT. COTTAGE - NIGHT

The lead biker, BULL, sits surrounded by several other 
BIKERS, all drinking beer, all mean, powerful-looking 
men.

BULL
He’s going to get us killed.

BIKER #2
You gonna’ tell him that?

Bull turns to Biker #2 as if he’s going to leap at him 
and tear him to pieces, but instead he takes a deep 
breath.

BULL
He can’t kill all of us.

BIKER #2
You sure?

BIKER #1
(nervous)

I can’t believe you guys are talking like 
this.  What if he can hear us?

BULL
Jesus, he’s not Superman.
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BIKER #2
No, he’s a lot meaner than Superman.  And 
maybe stronger and faster too.

BULL
If it bleeds, we can kill it.

BIKER #3
This isn’t some bullshit Arnold 
Schwarzennegger movie, Bull.  He doesn’t 
bleed, he makes others bleed, then he 
sucks every last drop of that blood out 
of their bodies.

BIKER #2
That’s just if he’s hungry.  What would 
he do if he was actually pissed off?

BULL
Listen, he’s got us doing bullshit home 
invasions for a few bucks and crappy 
costume jewelry just to give him midnight 
snacks and if we get nailed he’s not 
going to be there to save our asses.  I 
say we start looking for a way to break 
off our “relationship” with this freak.

The others recoil from the word “freak” and shake their 
heads, literally backing away from  Bull.

BULL (CONT’D)
Jesus Christ, there’s not a bastard here 
who hasn’t done hard time.  There’s 
thirty of us and one of him.  Every one 
of us is packing --

George comes crashing through one of the windows, fangs 
exposed in a hideous snarl.  Before any of the bikers can 
respond, George, in hyperspeed, starts attacking them, 
smashing, grabbing, tearing human flesh and breaking bone 
with superhuman strength, the Bikers screaming in fear, 
trying to escape and each time one of them does George 
appears in front of him, fangs flashing and slashing like 
a crazed animal but not like any animal anyone’s ever 
imagined.

Gunshots begin to be fired as Bikers pull out pistols but 
they can’t quite “catch up” to George who is moving 
faster than they can aim or track their weapons and they 
end up shooting each other a couple of times, the SCREAMS 
of pain and terror nearly drowning out the gunshots.

George grabs one of the Bikers and leaps back through the 
broken window with him, and is gone.
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There are five Bikers left standing, in complete panic.  
More than a dozen other bikers come pouring into the room 
from other parts of the house.  The original bikers 
(those who had been attacked) stagger about, aiming their 
weapons this way and that, trying to guess where the next 
attack will come from.  Ten bodies lay about, blood 
having splattered as high as the ceiling and covering 
every wall and every piece of furniture. There are even 
some body parts lying separate from their original 
owners.

BIKER #2
I TOLD you to shut up!  He’s going to 
come back and kill the rest of us!

BULL
It wasn’t him you moron!  It was the old 
man!

The other Bikers stare in horror.

BIKER #3
There are TWO of them?

That slowly sinks in.

EXT. COTTAGE - NIGHT

George appears across the road from the cottage, holding 
one of the Bikers by the back of his shirt.  He turns the 
Biker around and it’s his grandson Kyle, staring in 
complete terror, his arm in a cast.  Kyle slowly realizes 
who he’s staring at.

KYLE
(disbelieving)

Grampa?

George grabs Kyle by the throat.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Grampa, no!

GEORGE
What the fuck are you doing with them?

KYLE
I -- I --

GEORGE
You helped them kill your aunt Meagan?
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KYLE
He made me do it!  I -- none of us can 
resist him!  I didn’t want to do it!  I 
mean I wanted to stop them but I... I 
couldn’t!  He controls our minds, fills 
them with hate and violence and...

Kyle’s voice tails off.  George puts him back on the 
ground.

GEORGE 
(snarls)

Get out of here while you can.

George turns.

KYLE
Where -- where are you going.

GEORGE
(without turning around)

To finish the job.

Kyle pulls out a pistol and shoots George in the back.  
George staggers forward a step then begins to turn 
around, a look of absolute rage on his face.  Kyle fires 
again, this time at Kyle’s head, hitting him on the left 
side of the face, blood, flesh and bone splattering 
everywhere, George’s face virtually exploding from the 
impact of the bullet.  George staggers backward and Kyle 
shoots him in the chest three more times.  George 
collapses.

Bull and the rest of the bikers run up, guns drawn, and 
stop when they see Kyle standing there, George on the 
ground.  Kyle’s shaking with the adrenaline and fear of 
his encounter with George and the battle inside the 
house.

BIKER #2
Holy fuck, you got him!

Kyle nods, still too shaken to talk.

BULL
(slapping Kyle on the back)

Way to go, kid!

Biker #1 viciously kicks George, aiming his pistol at 
George’s body.

BIKER #1
How do we know he’s dead?  I mean... 
isn’t he dead anyway?
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Bull steps up and empties his pistol into George.

BULL
Well he’s double dead now.

KYLE
I killed him!  I killed him!

Bull laughs and puts his arm around Kyle’s shoulder.

BULL
That deserves a beer, now doesn’t it?

(to other Bikers)
Roll his body into the underbrush.  We’ll 
bury him later.

(to Biker #2)
I told you -- if it bleeds, we can kill 
it.

BIKER #2
(dubious)

Okay, Arnold.  But there’s another one of 
these out there somewhere and that one’s 
not an old man.

Bull LAUGHS and walks back toward the house, Kyle in tow.  
The other Bikers look dubious but they roll George’s body 
off the side of the road and into some scrub brush 
nearby, making sure his body can’t be seen from the road.  
As they walk away we see George’s face, half of it blown 
off by the gunshot.

A long beat, then George’s right eye snaps open -- the 
left eye is gone, along with the rest of the left side of 
his face.

George painfully rolls over onto his stomach and begins 
to crawl away.  In the east, a faint bit of light 
presages the upcoming sunrise.

INT. COTTAGE - NIGHT

Bull enters the house, followed by Kyle.  Bull stops in 
his tracks.  Khoren stands in the middle of the room.  
Bull is still holding his pistol and he’s keenly aware of 
it, but he dares not move it an inch.

KHOREN
Congratulations.  You killed a vampire.  
Care to try for two?

Bull stares.
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BULL
Listen, I --

KHOREN
Too late.

Bull stares.  Suddenly he starts bringing his gun to bear 
-- just as Khoren twists his neck, snapping his neck.  
Bull spasms, firing a single shot into the air then 
collapsing, dead.

Khoren turns to Biker #2.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
Want a promotion?

BIKER #2
I, uh...

KHOREN
Good.  

Khoren turns to the ten dead bodies and smiles.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
(doing impression from “One 
Flew Over the Cuckoo’s 
Nest”)

Mm.  Juicy Fruit.

Khoren hyperspeeds over to the first body and buries his 
fangs into the dead man’s neck, sucking wildly.  The 
Bikers step back, completely cowed.  Khoren stops for a 
moment and, without looking around, speaks, his face 
blood covered.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
Get ready to move out tonight.

Khoren plunges his teeth back into the dead man’s throat.

BIKER #1
(whispering to Biker #2)

Is he going to -- I mean, all of them?

KHOREN
(without looking around)

Every last one.

Biker #1 steps back again, glancing one way then the 
other, as if measuring his chances of escaping.
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KHOREN (CONT’D)
I’d invite you to share, but... well... I 
don’t like competition, you know?

Khoren plunges back into sucking the blood from the dead 
body.

BIKER #1
Sh- sure, sure.  I understand.

The Bikers hurriedly leave the room.  Khoren stops 
sucking and lifts his nose in the air, sniffing.  He 
smiles, which looks particularly gruesome with the blood 
all over his face.

KHOREN
Come for me, Father.  Come for me.

Khoren begins laughing and it’s clear that he’s not just 
a vampire, he’s a crazy vampire.

EXT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S GATED COMMUNITY - NIGHT

The Bikers pull up in front of the closed community 
gates, Khoren on one of the motorcycles.  The community 
itself is completely enclosed by a ten foot block wall, 
ostensibly to keep bad people out, but the net effect is 
also to keep the “good” people locked inside.  Two of the 
Bikers dismount and push the gates open, using crowbars 
to break the gate out of its initial locked position.

Khoren dismounts his bike and walks up to the now open 
gates..  He stops and, without turning around, speaks in 
a voice loud (and authoritative) enough to reach the 
Bikers.

KHOREN
No-one in, no-one out.

Khoren smiles and takes a deep breath.  Then he’s gone 
into hyperspeed.  The Bikers glance at one another.

BIKER #1
We could just take off.

BIKER #2
Like Bull?

The Bikers frown.

BIKER #2 (CONT’D)
No-one in, no-one out.
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BIKER #3
What if he creates more of his kind in 
there?

BIKER #2
You heard him -- he doesn’t want the 
competition.

BIKER #3
He created the old man, didn’t he?

The Bikers glance at one another.

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

The front door smashes open and Khoren rushes in 
hyperspeed into the living room where an ELDERLY COUPLE 
are sitting watching television.  Khoren picks the MAN up 
by the neck and plunges his teeth into the man’s throat, 
the WOMAN SCREAMING.  Khoren pulls back from the man’s 
throat and backhands the Woman, sending her to the floor, 
unconscious.  He then turns back to the Man who is 
staring at him in shock.  Khoren bends to bite the man 
again but instead straightens and lets the man drop to 
the ground.  

FLASHBACK:

James staring up accusingly at Khoren.

JAMES
You monster!

END OF FLASHBACK

Khoren backs up from the fallen Man who is going into 
spasms on the floor, eyes wide to the point of seeming 
ready to pop.  Khoren grins fiendishly and hyperspeeds 
out of the house and into the adjoining garage, opening 
the door of the older model car there.  He starts ripping 
seat belts out of the car with superhuman strength, then 
hyperspeeds back into the house.  He quickly uses a piece 
of seat belt to tie the unconscious woman’s hands to the 
handle of the oven, then leans over and brushes his lips 
and fangs against her cheek near her ear.

KHOREN
(whispers)

Don’t worry, Sweetheart, your man will 
eventually wake up.  And he’ll be nice 
and hungry...
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Khoren laughs.  He stops, thoughtful, and goes over to 
the man and bites his neck again, holding his mouth there 
for a long moment then pulling back and letting the old 
Man drop to the floor again.  He laughs again and glances 
at the still-unconscious woman.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
I gave him an extra shot of venom, just 
to speed up the process, because I know 
you’re anxious to have your sweetie by 
your side again.

Khoren glances around, still laughing, and we see from 
his eyes that he really is crazy.  He hyperspeeds away.

MONTAGE:

Khoren smashing into one house after another, biting one 
person after another and then letting them drop to the 
floor without sucking their blood.  He bites one person 
per household, tying up anyone else in the house, using 
seat belts, then leaves and goes to the next household.

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Khoren is holding an old Man against the wall, sucking 
his blood.  The front door opens and Khoren pulls his 
head back from his victim, turning to see Biker #2 
nervously standing there.

KHOREN
(smiling)

Got hungry, sorry.  What can I do for you 
my friend?

Biker #2 stares, wondering nervously why Khoren is 
suddenly so friendly.

BIKER #2
We -- I was just wondering what --

KHOREN
(indicates the old Man)

Are you sure you wouldn’t like a drink?

Biker #2 shakes his head and takes a step back.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
It really is amazing.  I was going to let 
him become a vampire too, but --

BIKER #2
Too?
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KHOREN
Well, after all the venom I’ve injected 
tonight I was simply famished.  And I 
realize that it’s going to take me a few 
days to make it all the way through the 
community, I mean, you wouldn’t believe 
how much venom I’m injecting into these 
lucky old bastards.

BIKER #2
(alarmed)

You’re creating more vampires?

Khoren smiles lazily, crazily, plump full of fresh blood 
that still sits partially on his crimson lips.

KHOREN
Does that worry you?

(as if to a child)
Do big bad old vampires scare the big bad 
biker?

BIKER #2
You said you didn’t want the competition!

KHOREN
(laughs)

These poor fools aren’t competition.  
Most of them won’t even survive the 
transition, even with the amount of venom 
I gave them.

BIKER #2
Then why --

KHOREN
Because for those who do, the first thing 
they’ll do is turn on all the poor people 
in this community who weren’t lucky 
enough to become vampires.  In other 
words their closest family members.

BIKER #2
We can’t keep the gate closed forever --

Khoren drops his “dinner” and hyperspeeds to Biker #2, 
picking him up like a rag doll and smashing him against 
the wall, cracking the plaster and stunning the biker.

KHOREN
You... will... do... whatever I tell you 
to do!
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Khoren leans forward, his lips grazing the biker’s 
throat.  Biker #2’s eyes go wide with the terror we’ve 
seen both Khoren and George inflict on others.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
Do... you... understand?

BIKER #2
Yes!  I understand!  I understand!

Khoren drops the biker back to his feet and is suddenly 
pleasant again.  He playfully taps Biker #2 on the cheek.

KHOREN
I thought you would.  

Biker #1 appears in the doorway, excited.

BIKER #1
The cops are on their way!  The police 
scanner says some old broad in here 
called them!  Every available car is on 
its way!  We have to get out of here!

Khoren hyperspeeds to Biker #1 and with one motion twists 
his neck, breaking it.  Biker #2 stares in horror as 
Biker #1 falls to the floor, already dead.  Khoren turns 
to him.

KHOREN
Let the police enter the community.

BIKER #2
We can’t --

KHOREN
Ah!

Biker #2 stops.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
Be really sure of what you want to say.

Khoren touches Biker #2’s cheek with surprising 
gentleness.  Biker #2’s eyes glaze over.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
You will do as I say.

BIKER #2
I will do as you say.
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KHOREN
Good.  I’m going to feed on your friend 
here, because I hate to waste food.

BIKER #2
I hate to waste food.

KHOREN
There you go, we finally agree on 
something.  Now get your friends ready 
and I’ll be right there.

EXT. COMMUNITY - NIGHT

The community gates stand open.  A line of police cars, 
at least half a dozen of them, sirens blaring and lights 
flashing, race past the gates into the community.  They 
stop inside the gates and one by one the occupants 
emerge, carrying shotguns and rifles.

What follows is a supernatural slaughter.  Khoren 
hyperspeeds from one police officer to the next, twisting 
heads to break necks, ripping out throats with a slash of 
fangs, even smashing through ribcages to tear out hearts, 
all in a matter of seconds, and only one shot is fired, 
one of the policemen pulling the trigger of his shotgun 
in a death spasm.

Suddenly Khoren is standing there, grinning fiendishly, 
looking down at more than a dozen dead policemen.  Slowly 
Bikers come out of hiding, holding pistols of their own 
though it’s obvious they won’t be needing them.  Khoren 
notices them and indicates the dead policemen with a 
flourish.

KHOREN
They’ll be telling this story for decades 
to come, the slaughter they’ll never be 
able to explain, like our own little 
9/11, don’t you think?

The Bikers stare in amazement, so far in over their heads 
in evil that anything they may have done in their evil 
pasts pale in comparison to the raw, unlimited evil they 
see standing before them, and they know now that they are 
completely defenseless against it.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
The sun will be up soon.  I’m going to 
have myself a nice little nap -- I think 
I’ve earned it, don’t you?
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BIKER #2
(still dazed)

I think you’ve earned it.

KHOREN
That’s right.  It might take me a few 
days to finish this off completely, and 
then of course comes the fun of watching 
the survivors feed on their loved ones, 
we can’t miss that, can we?

The Bikers are obviously all thinking the same thing: 
“We’re not getting out of this alive, are we?”  Nearly 
every one of them glances down at the weapons they’re 
holding, then back up at Khoren and they’re all measuring 
their chances of killing Khoren and they all realize that 
there IS no chance of killing Khoren.  They’ve sold their 
souls to the Devil, a Devil they can’t survive and a 
Devil they can’t kill.

Khoren, knowing full well what the Bikers are thinking, 
laughs, turns and walks toward the house where he’d been 
feeding when Biker #2 had interrupted him.  The Bikers 
stare at the dead policemen.

EXT. SENIORS COMMUNITY

The Bikers are taking shifts guarding the gate.  A car 
from within the community suddenly races toward them.  
They pull out their weapons and blanket the car with 
gunfire.  The car swerves out of control, hits the gates, 
knocking them open and the car cruises to a stop just 
outside the gates, driving into a ditch and stopping.

Biker #2 walks over to the car and though we don’t see 
what he sees, we know what it is because he raises his 
pistol and deliberately fires three times into the car -- 
no-one in, no-one out.  Biker #2 stares in complete 
despair, knowing he’s damned and can do nothing but play 
out the hand he so foolishly chose.

EXT. COMMUNITY - NIGHT

MONTAGE:

Khoren going from house to house, infecting the men and 
tying up any other family members as the men collapse to 
the floor in a coma, victim of his venom.
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EXT. COMMUNITY - DAY

Biker #3 races up to the gate from inside the community, 
holding a bag of groceries on the bike seat in front of 
him.  The other Bikers hurry over and start taking food 
out of the bag.

BIKER #3
I never thought anything would creep me 
out, but there I am pillaging the fridge 
in one of those fucking houses and the 
old lady wakes up and starts screaming at 
me, trying to get loose from where Khoren 
tied her up.  And she’s not even 
screaming at me to get out, she’s 
screaming at me to let her loose so her 
husband won’t feed on her.

Biker #3 shakes his head.

BIKER #2
We can’t stay here forever.  Let’s hope 
the bastard finishes it tonight.

BIKER #1
What if he finishes us too?

BIKER #2
Do you have any suggestions?  Maybe you’d 
like to go tell him we’re not happy?  Or 
maybe if we go in with a wooden stake and 
garlic --

The Bikers look at each other, hopeful for a moment, then 
realizing that this is not a movie vampire, but a monster 
far beyond their ability to control or destroy.

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Veryl lies in bed, asleep but tossing fitfully, MOANING.

KHOREN
Hello, Veryl.

Veryl’s eyes snap open.  She sees Khoren standing at the 
end of her bed.  Her face is filled with terror.  Khoren 
slowly walks around the end of the bed to her side.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
My name is Khoren.  I’m a... “friend” of 
your husband’s.
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He stops, looking down at her. He places a hand on her 
cheek and her expression of terror mixes with involuntary 
desire.

KHOREN (CONT’D)
Say my name.

VERYL
Khoren.

FLASHBACK

Khoren stands over his father, James, who he just 
murdered.

SANDRA (O.S.)
Murderer!

Khoren turns, surprised, just in time to grab his 
mother’s swinging fists as she charges at him.

SANDRA (CONT’D)
(screaming)

Murderer!  Murderer!  You killed your own 
father!

KHOREN
Mother, I --

SANDRA
Murderer!

Khoren backhands the old woman, knocking her to the 
ground.  He throws himself on her, easily pinning her 
arms to the ground.  She struggles vainly for a moment, 
then spits in his face.  He stares at her then suddenly 
plunges his fangs into her neck.  She SCREAMS.

SANDRA (CONT’D)
Murderer!

Then her eyes glaze over and she stares blankly as Khoren 
continues to feed on her.

END OF FLASHBACK

Khoren sits on the bed beside Veryl who still stares in 
terror but who makes no attempt to escape or defend 
herself.  Khoren leans forward, and kisses her lips.  
Though still obviously terrified, Veryl responds to the 
kiss, returning it and puts her arms around Khoren’s 
neck, pulling him against her, even though she still 
looks terrified.  
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It’s obvious she is responding against her will.  Khoren 
moves his lips to her cheek, then down to her neck.  She 
arches her neck, offering it to him.

VERYL
Yes!  Bite me!

Khoren pulls back his lips, revealing his fangs.

FLASHBACK

Khoren feeding on his mother.

SANDRA
Murderer!

END OF FLASHBACK

VERYL
Bite me!

Khoren places his fangs against the soft skin of her 
throat and widens his jaws, about to sink his fangs into 
her flesh.

FLASHBACK

Khoren feeding on his mother.

SANDRA
Murderer!

END OF FLASHBACK

Khoren pulls back to a sitting position.

KHOREN
Take off your clothes.

Still looking terrified, her hands shaking, Veryl sits up 
and starts taking her pyjamas off, while Khoren watches 
intently, hungrily.  We see Veryl naked from the back.  
Khoren reaches out and touches her and she GASPS.

VERYL
Please...

KHOREN
(still touching her)

Please...what?

VERYL
Please... take me.
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Khoren looks torn, tortured perhaps, as seduced into this 
as Veryl is and feeling, perhaps, just as powerless..  
Khoren gently takes her bare shoulders and pushes her 
back onto her back.

KHOREN
(breathing heavily)

Spread your legs.

She complies, looking like a trapped animal but not 
resisting in the least.  Khoren undoes his pants and 
positions himself atop her.

VERYL
Please.

And it’s unclear what she means this time, as he begins 
to move atop her, pulling his lips back to reveal his 
fangs.

KHOREN
(whispers)

Murderer.

Veryl stares into the darkness of the room.  A single 
tear rolls down her cheek.

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Veryl lies bathed in sweat, eyes closed.  Her eyes snap 
open and she sees Khoren standing beside the bed once 
more, looking down at her while he does up his pants.  
Weak, she raises one hand, reaching out for him.  He 
laughs and slaps her hand aside.

VERYL
Don’t go.

KHOREN
(intentionally cruel)

Why would I stay?

VERYL
For me.

Khoren spits on her, the spittle striking her bare 
shoulder.  She looks shocked.

VERYL (CONT’D)
Make me a vampire.

Khoren shakes his head in wonder and contempt.
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KHOREN
No, Mother.

VERYL
What... what did you call me?

Khoren realizes what he said.

VERYL (CONT’D)
We could be together forever.

KHOREN
Begging becomes you.  

(laughs)
You’re like an ashtray to me.

She shakes her head and begins SOBBING, partly because of 
her desperate need for him, and partly because there is a 
part of her that is horrified by that need and by her own 
words.  Exhausted physically, emotionally and 
spiritually, she struggles to a sitting position.

VERYL
Please.

Khoren backhands her, knocking her back down onto the 
bed.  She GASPS and begins SOBBING again.

KHOREN
The only reason I fucked you was to get 
back at him.

VERYL
(confused)

George?

He looks confused now too, as if unsure who he was 
referring to.

KHOREN
(angry)

Why else would I have sex with a filthy 
animal like you?  A filthy, old animal 
like you?

He turns and walks toward the bedroom door.

VERYL
No.

SANDRA (V.O.)
Murderer!

He twirls around to face her.
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KHOREN
(snaps)

What did you say?

VERYL
Please.  Take me with you.

SANDRA (V.O.)
(screams)

Murderer!

Khoren brings his hands to his ears.

KHOREN
Shut up, you fucking bitch!

Veryl watches in confusion.  Then suddenly Khoren 
disappears into hyperspeed.  Veryl SCREAMS, then passes 
out.

EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

A hand shoots up through the ground.  Then a second hand 
and a second or two later George sits up, dirt falling 
off him, his face and clothes filthy.

He stands and begins swiping the dirt from himself.  The 
left side of his face is scabbed over and gruesomely 
deformed by the gun wound.  He takes a step and staggers 
a bit, leaning against a small tree for support.  Then he 
SCREAMS in rage and smashes his fist into the tree, 
snapping the trunk off.

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Veryl awakens, startled.  She GROANS from the pain of 
having sex with Khoren and from the pit of despair she’s 
in because of his departure and his words to her.  She 
scrambles to the edge of the bed and struggles to her 
feet, GASPS and staggers to the bathroom.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Veryl starts coughing and spits blood into the sink.  She 
stares at the blood.

VERYL
George.

She opens her medicine cabinet and grabs several pill 
bottles, glancing at the labels.  
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She pours several pills from each bottle into her hand, 
then fills a glass with water and staggers back into the 
bedroom.

EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

George appears out of hyperspeed at the back of a pack of 
WOLVES and starts killing them in hyperspeed, avoiding 
their snapping jaws, twisting their heads from behind and 
snapping their necks.  He kills three of them before the 
remaining wolves flee, yelping in fear.  George 
immediately falls on one of the dead wolves, sinking his 
fangs into it.  He sees something out of the corner of 
his eye and releases his kill, turning in hyperspeed, 
barely avoiding a wolf’s jaws, grabbing the animal by the 
throat with one hand and using the other hand to 
violently twist the wolf’s head, causing a huge SNAPPING 
SOUND.  The wolf falls to the ground with a THUD.  George 
turns and sees several sets of RED EYES peering at him 
from the darkness.  He SNARLS like the wild animal he is 
at that moment, and the red eyes disappear.  George 
returns to his kill, gorging himself.

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Veryl sits on the bed, staring blankly into space.  She 
finally looks down at her right fist.  She opens that 
hand and we see it contains the various pills.  She 
raises the hand to her lips and opens her mouth.

GEORGE
No!

George appears out of hyperspeed and knocks her hand 
aside, sending the pills flying across the bed and onto 
the floor.

VERYL
No!

She scrambles after the pills.

GEORGE
(snaps)

Veryl!

She stops, on her hands and knees, her hand outstretched 
toward those pills still on the bed, and she looks back 
at George.
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VERYL
(sees his wounded face)

Oh my God, your face!

GEORGE
It’s okay.

VERYL
(utter despair)

He’s gone.

GEORGE 
I know.

He gently pulls her back from the pills.  He puts his 
hands on her face and stares deeply into her eyes.  She 
stares back, looking gradually more and more astonished. 

VERYL
That’s how you see me?

GEORGE
That’s how you are.  The most beautiful 
person I know.

VERYL
But he didn’t want me.  He said --

GEORGE
(angry)

He’s a monster!

Veryl cringes at his anger.  He sighs and strokes her 
hair.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
I want you.  That’s all that matters.

He uses every bit of his mental powers.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
That’s all that matters.

VERYL
George... make me a vampire.

GEORGE
You don’t understand.

VERYL
I understand I’m dying.  You said you 
want me.
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GEORGE
Not like that.  Baby, I’m a monster, like 
Him.

VERYL
No!  Not like him!

She touches his wounded face.

VERYL (CONT’D)
You’re not a monster.

GEORGE
I’ve already killed several men.

VERYL
I’m dying, George.  You said you would be 
there for me.

GEORGE
It could kill you.  It nearly killed me.

VERYL
I’d rather die by your hand than to die 
wanting him.

George stares at her.  Then he slowly pulls his lips back 
to show his fangs growing.  Veryl brushes her hair back 
and tilts her head.

VERYL (CONT’D)
I always wondered why women did that -- 
tilt our heads like this.  Now I know.

He touches her throat with his lips, then lightly grazes 
her skin with his fangs.  She GASPS as if in sexual 
pleasure.

VERYL (CONT’D)
(panting)

He bit the others.  The men.

George licks her throat.  She GASPS again, and her 
PANTING becomes more pronounced. He places a hand on her 
breast.

VERYL (CONT’D)
Oh, God!

(beat)
He filled them with as much venom as he 
could, to make the transition quicker.

He suddenly sinks his fangs into her jugular.  She 
SCREAMS.  
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He grabs her, driving her down onto the bed, latched onto 
her neck.  She begins undoing his pants.  He grabs her 
hands, stopping her.

VERYL (CONT’D)
I don’t want him to be the last one.

He hesitates, then allows her to continue, helping her 
undo his felt and pants and he mounts her, still attached 
to her neck.  She GASPS as he enters her and they proceed 
to have sex and she SCREAMS as she comes.  She collapses, 
stunned and exhausted, but he continues biting her neck.

VERYL (CONT’D)
(weakly)

George... enough.

He continues feeding on her.

VERYL (CONT’D)
George...

Slowly, realization comes to George’s face and he 
suddenly pulls away, just as he comes in her, shouting in 
anger, lust, frustration and she starts to come again 
too, with him, and then it’s over, both of them lathered 
in sweat, gasping and panting.

Horrified by what he’s done, he lightly touches her 
cheek.  She smiles weakly, then her eyes close and her 
body goes slack.

George sits back on his haunches on the bed, staring at 
her.

INT. JACK AND LISA’S HOUSE - NIGHT

JACK, a man in his seventies, lies on the floor, eyes 
closed.  LISA, same age, is tied to the arm of a sofa 
with a section of seat belt.  Jack MOANS and starts to 
stir.  Lisa’s eyes widen in fear.

Jack’s eyes snap open.  They’re bloodshot.  He pulls his 
lips back, revealing his fangs.  Lisa SCREAMS.  
Surprised, Jack turns to see her.  His eyes widen and he 
scrambles to his knees and then to his feet.  He goes to 
move toward her and accidently goes into hyperspeed, 
zooming past Lisa and right into the wall, smashing 
through the plaster and smashing the wood studs behind 
the plaster.  He staggers back and trips onto his 
buttocks.  Lisa SCREAMS again and this somehow triggers 
something in Jack -- recognition.
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JACK
Lisa?

She stops SCREAMING.

LISA
(hopeful)

Jack!  Thank God!

Suddenly the front door smashes in and OLD VAMPIRE #1 
staggers in, fangs bared.  He sees Jack and Lisa and 
SNARLS, staggering toward Lisa.  Jack staggers to his 
feet and intercepts Old Vampire #1.  As they struggle, 
Lisa SCREAMS again, then OLD VAMPIRE #2 staggers in and 
races to Lisa, throwing himself on her, cutting her off 
in mid-SCREAM.

JACK
No!

But Jack can’t save her, he’s too busy fighting Old 
Vampire #1.

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

George is tucking the unconscious Veryl in when his front 
door is smashed in.  Three OLD VAMPIRES stagger in, fangs 
bared, eyes crazed.  George goes into hyperspeed and 
snaps all three of their necks in the blink of an eye.

EXT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

George emerges into the community in the middle of a 
pitched battle between dozens of Old Vampires.

JACK
George!

George turns to see Jack, bloodied and battered, 
staggering toward him.  Jack stops several feet from 
George, glancing at the battling Old Vampires.

JACK (CONT’D)
They -- they killed Lisa!  I -- I killed 
one of them, but -- they’re killing each 
other like wild animals!  The women are 
tied up in the houses like bait!  

GEORGE
It won’t take long for them to get used 
to their powers.  We have to stop them 
now.
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AARON
George!

George turns to see Aaron and Steve staggering toward 
them, chased by several other Old Vampires.  George goes 
into hyperspeed and attacks the following Old Vampires, 
quickly killing them.  Several other Old Vampires see the 
battle and stagger quickly toward them.  Jack, Aaron and 
Steve join the battle and they finally kill the other Old 
Vampires.  Then suddenly Aaron attacks George who 
sidesteps him and pins him to the ground in hyperspeed.

GEORGE
Aaron!

Aaron struggles, snarling wildly.

STEVE
Aaron!  Stop it!

Aaron continues to fight to get at George.

GEORGE
He can’t.  The fighting’s brought out the 
hunger in him.  I have to kill him.

JACK
No!

Jack kneels by Aaron who snaps at him, barely missing 
tearing a good chunk out of Jack’s arm.

JACK (CONT’D)
Aaron!  They killed Lisa!

Aaron struggles a few moments more, then slowly stops, 
panting, the adrenaline fading just enough to allow him 
to come back to his senses.

GEORGE
That’s the way it is.  The hunger comes 
over you and if you can’t control it...

AARON
I -- I’m okay now.

George hesitates, then stands, letting Aaron go.  Aaron 
slowly gets to his feet, swaying.

AARON (CONT’D)
(to George)

I... I wanted to kill you.
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GEORGE
You wanted to kill everyone.

Aaron nods.  Suddenly several more Old Vampires attack.  
George, Aaron, Steve and Jack respond and with George’s 
greater speed and experience, they soon kill the other 
Vampires, but then Aaron turns on Steve.  George grabs 
him from behind and twists his head, snapping his neck.

STEVE
No!

Too late.  Aaron slumps to the ground.  George, panting 
from the adrenaline, his own eyes wide, the hunger strong 
in him, fights to control the rage.

GEORGE
We would never have been able to trust 
him.

Steve and Jack stare, stunned.  George turns to them.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Can I trust you two?

They stare back, still trying to digest what they’ve just 
seen and their own hungers.  Finally they both nod, not 
trusting themselves to speak yet.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
We have to go house to house, kill all 
the vampires.  Can you do that?

JACK
Yeah.  We can.

GEORGE
Can you do it without wanting to kill 
each other?  Or me?

Jack and Steve glance at each other.

STEVE
(to George)

Can you?

George smiles grimly.  

GEORGE
There may be more like you, who can be 
trusted.  But be careful, they may turn 
like Aaron did.
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He then bends down to one of the dead Old Vampires and 
bares his fangs.

JACK
What are you doing?

George stops, fangs displayed, and looks up at Jack.

GEORGE
They outnumber us and they’re feeding on 
their wives.  We have to feed too, to get 
stronger.

George plunges his fangs into the dead Vampire’s throat 
and begins gorging himself.  The other two Old Vampires 
hesitate, then each kneel by a dead Vampire, hesitate, 
and plunge their fangs into their dead ex-neighbors and 
friends.

INT. GEORGE AND VERYL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

George is easily carrying two bodies, one in each hand, 
holding them by their belts, their bodies dangling, their 
feet dragging.  He enters the bedroom and throws both 
bodies onto the bed.  He kneels by the bed and gently 
places his hands on either side of Veryl’s face.  He 
closes his eyes and concentrates.  After a moment Veryl 
opens her eyes, extremely weak and totally confused.

VERYL
George?

George opens his eyes and looks up at her.  At that 
moment Veryl sees the two dead Old Vampires on her bed 
and she SCREAMS, albeit weakly.  

GEORGE
(using his mental powers)

Sh... it’s okay.

VERYL
I don’t understand.

GEORGE
You wanted me to make you a vampire.

The realization of the truth of that comes slowly to  
Veryl and so do the implications of it.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
You have to feed.  To get strong.

She shakes her head.
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GEORGE (CONT’D)
They killed Lisa.

Veryl GASPS.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
I had to kill Aaron.

VERYL
No!

GEORGE
We need to go after Khoren.

She stares.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Remember what he did to you.

Her fangs begin to grow.  She shakes her head, trying to 
fight the Hunger.  George grabs one of the dead Vampires 
and pulls him up to her, bending the Vampire’s head, 
exposing his throat.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Khoren killed Meagan.

Veryl’s eyes widen and she weakly bends toward the dead 
Vampire and plunges her fangs into his throat, feeding.  
George watches, saddened but determined.

EXT. COTTAGE - NIGHT

George, Veryl, Steve, Luke, Jack and a handful of other 
Old Vampires stand across the road from the cottage.  The 
motorcycles are still parked in the cottage’s driveway.

George glances at the other Vampires.

GEORGE
Can you handle this?

They all look doubtful but no-one will voice it.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Can you at least promise not to run 
headfirst into a fucking tree?

A couple of smiles, but the Hunger is lurking here, and 
they are all wondering if they can use it to survive 
without giving into it so completely that they destroy 
each other in the process.
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GEORGE (CONT’D)
They have guns -- machine guns, shotguns, 
you have to move fast, you have to attack 
but if you give in to the Hunger and stay 
to feed or stand still too long...

They nod.  They understand.

STEVE
(snarls)

Let’s go!

George puts a hand on Steve’s arm.  George points to his 
own horribly mutilated face.

GEORGE
This is what happened the last time I was 
here.

Steve takes a deep breath and nods.  George turns to face 
the house.  He takes a deep breath.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Okay.

And they’re gone into hyperspeed.

INT. COTTAGE - NIGHT

The Vampires appear in the cottage out of Hyperspeed -- 
and right into a firing squad!  The Bikers are all hiding 
behind overturned furniture, armed to the teeth, firing 
automatic weapons.

GEORGE
Look out!

One of the Old Vampires is hit and thrown back by 
multiple gunshots as the other Vampires disappear into 
Hyperspeed.  Then the battle ensues, the Bikers firing 
here and there, trying to keep track of the Vampires 
while the Vampires appear here and there, tearing bikers 
apart, tearing their throats out.  Luke lingers a second 
too long with his fangs in a Biker’s throat and his head 
disappears in a hail of automatic gunfire.

Then suddenly it’s over.  The Bikers are dead.  Three 
Vampires lie dead on the floor.  First George, then 
Veryl, Jack, Steve and two remaining Old Vampires appear 
out of hyperspeed, glancing around frantically.

VERYL
Where is he?
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George glances around.  He sees Biker #2 lying in a pool 
of his own blood, eyes open, still alive, barely.  George 
hyperspeeds over to the Biker and kneels by his side.

GEORGE
Where’s Khoren?

The Biker turns his head with excruciating slowness to 
stare at George.

BIKER #2
He told us you were coming.  He said he’d 
be here to help us.  But...

The Biker stops speaking, his eyes still open but now 
dead.  George stares at the dead man and suddenly sinks 
his fangs into the man’s throat, feeding ravenously and 
the other Old Vampires follow his lead, throwing 
themselves onto the bodies of dead bikers.

KHOREN
I knew you’d come.

George leaps in hyperspeed to one side, turning in mid-
air to face Khoren who stands at the other side of the 
room.  One of the remaining two Old Vampires rushes 
Khoren in hyperspeed.

GEORGE
No!

Too late, Khoren catches the Vampire in mid-air, crushing 
his throat and twisting his head with a sickening SNAP.

George hyperspeeds to a spot between the other Old 
Vampires and Khoren.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
(to the other Vampires)

No!

Veryl, her eyes sick with hate, her bloody fangs bared, 
rushes toward Khoren and George catches her in mid-air  
She struggles, actually snapping her fangs at him, but 
he’s too strong for her.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Veryl!

She snarls like a rabid animal.  George suddenly ROARS in 
a supernaturally loud voice.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Stop it!

107.



Veryl stops, panting, eyes wide, but she stops.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
I can’t fight both of you at the same 
time.

KHOREN
I gave you eternal life, Father.

VERYL
“Father?”

George hesitantly lets her go.

GEORGE
(quietly to Veryl)

Be ready.

She glances at him, hesitates, then nods.

KHOREN 
(to George)

And you cursed me for it.  I killed you 
once, I guess I’ll have to kill you 
again.  

(glances at Veryl)
And the bitch too.

George glances at Veryl but she shakes her head to 
indicate she has her rage under control --  barely.  He 
notices that Steve, Jack and the remaining Old Vampire 
are edging toward Khoren in a flanking movement, with the 
slow, smooth motion of true predators.

GEORGE 
(to Khoren)

You talk pretty big for a lunatic.

KHOREN
(stares a long moment)

You think I’m crazy?

GEORGE
Mister, you’re as nutty as Jimmy Carter’s 
last crop.

KHOREN
(laughs)

You’re a vampire.  I just watched you 
kill a dozen men, then start drinking 
their blood.
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GEORGE
Yeah.  Imagine how crazy you must be for 
me to notice.

Khoren stops smiling.

KHOREN
I’m not crazy.

GEORGE
And I’m not your fucking father.

Khoren reacts.  He studies George now and slowly realizes 
his mistake, and the implications of that mistake -- 
maybe he really is crazy.

VERYL
And I’m not your fucking mother, you 
loony son of a bitch.

Khoren’s expression changes to one of absolute fury but 
before he can move, Steve, Jack and the remaining old 
Vampire attack.  George and Veryl go into hyperspeed but 
the “crazy” old Vampire is quicker and stronger than them 
all, or maybe just more experienced and used to his own 
powers.  Khoren grabs Steve and Jack and literally tears 
their heads from their bodies before then grabbing the 
last remaining old Vampire and crushing his neck with one 
hand.  He then turns and grabs Veryl by the throat and 
holds her aloft, but the others have distracted Khoren 
just enough for George to reach him, and George sinks his 
teeth into Khoren’s throat and snaps his head back with 
the power of a vampire, tearing Khoren’s throat out in an 
explosion of blood.

Khoren ROARS and drops Veryl who immediately leaps onto 
Khoren, sinking her fangs into his neck and also snapping 
her head back, tearing out what’s left of Khoren’s 
throat.

Khoren stares in shock and comes out of hyperspeed.  He 
staggers, as George and Veryl come out of hyperspeed as 
well, at the ready, but Khoren has been mortally wounded, 
his throat spurting blood like some horribly obscene 
fountain.

Khoren slowly sinks to his knees.  Veryl leaps at him 
again, in hyperspeed, reaching for his head and obviously 
intent on snapping his neck, but George hyperspeeds into 
her path, grabbing her arms.

GEORGE
(quietly)

Enough.
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She stares at him, panting, obviously considering 
battling him, but then slowly she comes to her senses, 
though the hunger remains there on her face.  George 
intentionally turns his back on her, as a sign of faith 
in her, and faces Khoren, who is still on his knees, his 
eyes glazing over.

VERYL
(screams)

George!

George instinctively leaps to one side, in hyperspeed as 
the MACHINE GUN FIRE sounds, the bullets ripping through 
the air where George had been a fraction of a second 
before, and ripping into Khoren, slamming him face-down 
onto the floor.

Kyle stands holding the machine gun, staring at where 
George had been, when suddenly George appears beside him, 
ripping the machine gun out of his hands and smashing his 
fist into Kyle’s face, throwing him against the wall with 
huge force, smashing the plaster, and Kyle bounces off 
the broken wall onto the floor, stunned.

George hyperspeeds to Kyle’s side, his hand raised, about 
to fatally smash Kyle’s skull.

VERYL (CONT’D)
Enough!

George stops, hand still raised, shaking with rage and 
Hunger.  Veryl appears out of hyperspeed by George’s side 
and gently takes George’s arm.  George allows her to 
lower that arm to his side.

VERYL (CONT’D)
You were right.  Enough.

George stares down at the dazed Kyle.

GEORGE
So we let him live, and he kills someone 
else?

Veryl frowns, not knowing how to answer that.  Finally:

VERYL
We let him live because we’re done 
killing.  The rest we can’t control.

George has to think that one over, but finally he stands, 
slowly, staring down in simmering anger at Kyle, who now 
stares back defiantly.
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KYLE
Fuck you.

George hesitates, then bends down and takes Kyle’s face 
between his hands, and Kyle tries to resist but cannot 
even dent George’s vampire strength.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Leave me alone!

VERYL
George, what are you going to do?

GEORGE
Show him the Hunger.

VERYL
George, no!

George smiles up at her.

VERYL (CONT’D)
The hunger for life.

KYLE
Get your fucking hands off me you blood 
sucking son of a bitch!

Veryl frowns.  George closes his eyes, maintaining his 
hands on Kyle’s face.  Kyle’s face goes blank.  George 
speaks now in a gentle, but strong voice, eyes still 
closed, and it’s clear he’s speaking as much to Kyle as 
to Veryl.

GEORGE
You spend your life with hunger -- for 
money, acceptance, sex, love, things.  
Then one day you wake up and find out 
you’re dead and you realize that the only 
thing you’ve ever really been hungering 
for is life, but that every choice you’ve 
made is about NOT living.  You’ve spent 
your life without ever actually living 
it.

Veryl stares sadly at George who turns back to Kyle and 
closes his eyes again.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
(speaks slowly)

I... choose... life.

Kyle frowns, struggling.
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GEORGE (CONT’D)
I... choose... life.

George bends his head forward, concentrating fiercely 
now.

KYLE
I... choose life.

George breathes out, and slowly releases Kyle.  George 
glances at the nearest window where light is starting to 
come in.  Veryl follows his gaze.  George stands up and 
holds out his hand to Veryl.  She hesitates.

GEORGE
Death has chosen us.  Now it’s our turn 
to choose.

She nods and takes his hand, staring into his eyes.

VERYL
I choose life.

He smiles, and kisses her gently on the lips.

GEORGE
I choose life and you.

VERYL
(smiles)

You old smoothie you.

They turn and walk to the door.

VERYL (CONT’D)
How long will it take?

GEORGE
I don’t know.  Maybe we’ll just sparkle.

She smacks him on the shoulder.  They stop at the door, 
hesitating.  He turns to her.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
You know I’ve always loved you.

VERYL
(dry)

Right.

GEORGE
Well, except for those times when you 
were a pain in the ass.
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VERYL
Well you were always a pain in the ass.

GEORGE
What?

VERYL
Except for those times when you were the 
most important person in my life.

He kisses her one last time, they turn and he opens the 
door.  One more last hesitation, and they walk out into 
the new morning.

Long beat.

VERYL (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Are we sparkling yet?
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