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VAMP, n. shortened, form of vampire: 
v . t . t o seduce or entrap (a man) by-
using the w i l e s of a vamp. 

- Webster's D i c t i o n a r y 



NIGHTLIFE 

COME IN ON; 
A black screen. Superimpose t i t l e : 

IT ALL BEGAN ON A TYPICAL NIGHT IN HOLLYWOOD... 
FADE TO BLACK 
FADE IN ON: 

EXT. STREET SUNSET 
I t i s dusk. The sun i s low i n the sky, bathing e v e r y t h i n g i n an 
orange l i g h t , g i v i n g the area a s l i g h t l y u n n a t u r a l look. A s t r e e t 
s i g n i d e n t i f i e s t h i s as SUNSET BOULEVARD. One of the o l d e r , more 
run-down parts of the s t r i p . Faded b u i l d i n g s l i n e the s t r e e t , 
housing small shops and r e s t a u r a n t s . Not one of the more glamorous 
sections of town. 

As n i g h t approaches an ominous f e e l i n g f i l l s the a i r . There i s a 
f l u r r y of a c t i v i t y as shopkeepers go about the r i t u a l of l o c k i n g 
up f o r the n i g h t : 
An o l d woman stands i n the doorway of a knick-knack shop. She 
stares f e a r f u l l y at the s e t t i n g sun, nervously f i n g e r i n g the beads 
around her neck. M u t t e r i n g a s i l e n t prayer, the o l d woman crosses 
h e r s e l f s h a k i l y . Stepping back i n t o the shop the woman closes and 
locks the door, p l a c i n g a 'CLOSED' s i g n i n the window. 
A 'Bag Ladies R Us' s t o r e . I n the window i s a p o o r l y dressed mannequin 
w i t h bad posture pushing a shopping c a r t f u l l of junk. An ageless, 
f i l t h y woman (the p r o p r i e t o r ) hops up i n t o the window, p u l l i n g closed 
a heavy p a i r of s h u t t e r s . She too looks u n e a s i l y at the s e t t i n g sun.• 
A pawnshop closes i t s doors f o r the evening, the b u r l y owner p u l l i n g 
a shade down over the glass. A s i g n reading 'WE SERVE ANYONE' i s 
yanked out of the window. 
At the 'Our Lady of I n f i n i t e Mercy' church a young p r i e s t shuts the 
bu i l d i n g s b i g double doors w i t h a bang. The sound of a la r g e b o l t 
being thrown echoes out. 
Outside h i s meat market a butcher h u r r i e d l y p a i n t s the s i g n of a 
cross on h i s door from a bucket of lambs blood. Finished, he tu r n s 
t o see the l a s t rays of s u n l i g h t disappear from the sky. A look of 
t e r r o r sweeps across h i s face. 

BUTCHER 
God p r o t e c t us. 

He s c u r r i e s i n t o h i s shop, slamming the door behind him. 
The sun gone, a murky darkness covers the s t r e e t l i k e a shroud. 
Everjrthing looks deserted, desolate. Newspapers blow a i m l e s s l y 
along empty sidewalks. T r a f f i c l i g h t s change endlessly w i t h no 
t r a f f i c t o d i r e c t . A hush has f a l l e n over the s t r e e t . I t ' s l i k e 
being i n a huge mausoleum. 
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The s t r e e t l i g h t s f l i c k e r t o l i f e w i t h a low hum, "bathing the area 
i n an eerie blue l i g h t . 
A beat. 
Gradually we become aware of a f a i n t r u s t l i n g sound. I t seems t o be 
coming from a dark alleyway, but i t ' s hard t o t e l l . The r u s t l i n g 
sounds get louder, then stop. 
A f t e r a moment a large dog pokes i t s head out of the alleyway. 
Warily, the dog checks f o r movement on the s t r e e t . F e e l i n g safe, 
he darts out of the a l l e y and down the s t r e e t , keeping low i n the 
shadows along the sidewalk. 
More dogs appear. Running along the s t r e e t s and a l l e y s , always 
s t a y i n g i n the shadows. Grouping. Forming i n t o packs, but s t i l l 
s i l e n t . 
Suddenly a howl pierces the n i g h t . As one the dogs stop, l o o k i n g 
upward i n the d i r e c t i o n of the sound. We f o l l o w t h e i r gaze t o see... 
...A huge, w o l f - l i k e dog standing on the roo f of a dingy o l d apartment 
b u i l d i n g , s i l h o u e t t e d i n the f u l l moon r i s i n g over the c i t y . I t 
throws back i t s head and l e t s out a blood c h i l l i n g howl, punctuated 
by a stab of grand ( g u l g n o l ) organ music. The Phantom of the Opera 
i s working overtime t o n i g h t . 
On cue, the dogs begin t o hunt f o r food i n earnest. They roam the 
s t r e e t s , knocking over t r a s h cans, scouring the g u t t e r s . Fights 
break out over whatever small b i t s of food can be found. 
EXT. ALIEYWAY 
A pack of dogs scrounge through the mounds of t r a s h and debris t h a t 
l i t t e r the a l l e y . Sensing something, the pack leader moves toward 
a large dumpster t h a t s i t s t o one si d e . Other dogs n o t i c e , grouping 
h u n g r i l y around the t r a s h b i n . The dogs begin t o growl, low at f i r s t , 
then louder. Suddenly the leader leaps at the side of the dumpster, 
clawing f r a n t i c a l l y , t r y i n g t o draw out whatever i s i n s i d e . The other 
dogs j o i n him. 

At the back of the a l l e y a few dogs s n i f f and rummage through an 
e s p e c i a l l y large mound of garbage. One dog reaches f o r a promising 
l o o k i n g t i d - b i t as suddenly - and without warning - a garbage 
encrusted hand t h r u s t s up from under the d e b r i s . S t a r t l e d , the dogs 
scurry away as three o l d bums r i s e up from the garbage l i k e corpses 
r i s i n g from t h e i r graves. They stand, brushing crud from t h e i r coats. 
The dogs s t i l l claw desperately at the side of the dumpster as the 
l i d f l i e s open w i t h a bang. The dogs p u l l back, s n a r l i n g savagely, 
the f u r r i s i n g on t h e i r backs as f i v e d e r e l e c t s loom up from out of 
the b i n . The bums ignore the dogs as they stagger out i n t o the 
s t r e e t . 
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EXT . STREET 
^ The "boulevard "becomes a l i v e again as the n i g h t l i f e begins t o emerge. 

We watch as they s l i t h e r out of t h e i r h i d i n g places. 
An arm snakes out of a sewer g r a t i n g i n the curb. The g r a t i n g l i f t s 
o f f and a p a r t i c u l a r l y f o u l l o o k i n g bum crawls out onto the s t r e e t . 
A dark doorway. A p i l e of rubble s i t s t o one s i d e . Suddenly the 
p i l e of rubble stands - r e v e a l i n g i t t o be an o l d wino wearing an 
oversized coat. 
A b a t t e r e d t r a s h can s i t s on the curb. The l i d pops o f f as a bum 
stands, u n f o l d i n g himself a f t e r a long days sleep. He s t r e t c h e s 
s l u g g i s h l y before stepping out onto the s t r e e t . 
EXT. PARKING LOT 
Down the s t r e e t i s a dingy o l d parking l o t , dimly l i t by one 
f l i c k e r i n g streetlamp. The l o t i s deserted save f o r a few r u s t y , 
broken-down cars. Most are s t r i p p e d , s i t t i n g up on blocks. Those 
cars w i t h doors have them kicked open from the i n s i d e as various 
u g l i e s and weirdies emerge from t h e i r tuck n' r o l l tombs. 
EXT. SUB-STREET LEVEL WALK-DOWN 
I n the shadows below s t r e e t l e v e l a g r a f f i t i covered door creaks 
slo w l y open. A long, clawed hand c u r l s dangerously around the 

/ - N doorframe. The door i s p u l l e d open t o r e v e a l t h a t the hand belongs 
t o a skinny hooker w i t h long red f i n g e r n a i l s . She i s f o l l o w e d by 
f i v e or s i x of her colleagues as they s l i n k up onto the s t r e e t . 
EXT. MOTEL 
A cheap and sleazy motel. Paint p e e l i n g , windows broken and boarded 
up. The door bursts open, l e t t i n g loose a f l o o d of zombie-like thugs, 
pimps, drunks and t r a n s v e s t i t e s . They stagger o f f i n t o the n i g h t . 
EXT. STREET 
The n i g h t dwellers stumble, p a r a d e - l i k e , down the boulevard. They 
move toward the b r i g h t l i g h t s i n the distance, seemingly hypnotized 
by the neon glow of the more glamorous sections of the s t r i p . 
S h u f f l i n g l i f e l e s s l y along, the creepies pass a row of d i l a p i d a t e d 
apartment b u i l d i n g s . There, wedged between two condemned tenements 
i s a strange, gothic s t r u c t u r e . The b u i l d i n g resembles a dwarfed 
European c a s t l e plopped down i n the middle of a g h e t t o . I t i s dark 
and damp, moss c l i n g i n g t o stone battlements. A swarm of bats s c a t t e r 
out through a l o o s e l y boarded window and i n t o the n i g h t . Somewhere 
an owl hoots. 

QUICK CUT TO: 
^ INT. CASTLE BASEMENT 

Less a basement than a c r y p t . D i r t y . Musty. Torches on the w a l l s 
f l i c k e r dimly, p r o v i d i n g the only l i g h t . Cobwebs hang from wooden 
beams i n the c e i l i n g . Small, d i s g u s t i n g t h i n g s s c u r r y about i n the 
shadows. 
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Four c o f f i n s l a y spread out on the f l o o r , mist r i s i n g from cracks 
i n the y e l l o w i n g t i l e . The l a r g e s t , most ornate casket has a rose 
design carved i n t o i t s wooden l i d . The three smaller c o f f i n s each 
have a p a i r of ugly, expensive shoes set n e a t l y on the f l o o r next 
t o them. 
The organ music continues ominously as one of the smaller c o f f i n s 
creaks open. Just a crack. A pale, t w i s t e d hand appears from 
i n s i d e - groping, f e e l i n g f o r any l i n g e r i n g t r a c e s of s u n l i g h t . 
S a t i s f i e d , the hand pushes the l i d s l o w l y and n o i s i l y open. We 
watch as the dead r i s e , p reparing t o prowl yet another endless 
n i g h t . . . 
A p a i r of stockinged f e e t h i t the d i r t y f l o o r . The socks are of a 
tacky p a i s l e y design. They move o f f . . . 
A second casket opens. A plump hand s l i t h e r s out of the darkness... 
Li g h t pink s h i r t t a i l s are tucked over an Impressive gut and i n t o a 
gh a s t l y p a i r of slacks... 
The t h i r d small c o f f i n squeaks open. A hand clutches the l i d , 
expensive r i n g s covering s l i g h t l y purple f i n g e r s . . . 
Pants r o l l e d up t o the knees, g a r t e r s are adjusted t o support b r i g h t 
red socks... 
A l i n t brush i s used t o dust o f f a loud ( p o s s i b l y deafening) sport 
coat. . . 
A v a i n attempt i s made t o brush a few t h i n n i n g strands of h a i r over 
a r a t h e r prominent bald spot. . . 
A p a i r of s h o r t , hopelessly out of f a s h i o n boots are zipped up the 
side.. . 
A s t r i n g of dent a l f l o s s i s run through a man's t e e t h . We n o t i c e 
t h a t there i s something strange here - the t e e t h are long, enlarged. 
Like fangs. Like...a vampire. 
An expensive gold watch i s s l i p p e d onto a h a i r y w r i s t . . . 
A s i l v e r c i g a r e t t e case i s snapped shut. Then s l i p p e d i n f o a breast 
pocket as we... 
PULL BACK t o see thr e e middle-aged men i n ungodly p o l y e s t e r s u i t s 
gather around the l a r g e s t c o f f i n . They look l i k e l o c a l businessmen 
out f o r what they and c e r t a i n p r i m i t i v e c u l t u r e s consider 'a good 
time'. The t a l l e s t man steps forward. Eyes glazed, he seems t o be 
i n some s o r t of trance - or, being Hollywood, maybe he j u s t works i n 
t e l e v i s i o n . He addresses the wooden c o f f i n i n a low, r e s p e c t f u l 
tone. 

POLYESTER VAftff'IRE # 1 
I t i s time. Countess. 
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A beat. A f t e r a moment the l i d t o the c o f f i n shudders open. The 
polye s t e r vampires watch b l a n k l y as a dark, mysterious wom_an s i t s 
up out of the casket. We do not see her face, only t h a t she wears 
a gauzy black gown, long black h a i r f l o w i n g down t o her w a i s t . 
Her p o o r l y dressed associates remain s i l e n t , w a i t i n g f o r her t o 
address them. The strange organ music stops as the woman speaks 
q u i e t l y , but w i t h great power. 

COUNTESS 
Let's boogie. 

QUICK CUT TO: 
EXT. THE STRIP LATER 
Everyone i s out t o n i g h t . Cars c r u i s e the boulevard, headlights 
m i n g l i n g w i t h the f l a s h i n g neon of the s t r i p t o create a f r a n t i c , 
claustrophobic world. Sleazies roam the s t r e e t , p i c k i n g t h i n g s 
out of garbage cans and various o r i f i c e s . As the t r a f f i c s n a r l s 
along we no t i c e a beat-up s t a t i o n wagon pass by, l o o k i n g very out 
of place. 
INT. STATION WAGON 
Inside the wagon three teenaged boys c r u i s e the s t r i p . Having d r i v e n 
up from Orange County, these guys are out f o r a good time - even i f 
they're not e x a c t l y sure what t h a t e n t a i l s . Santana's 'Black Magic 
Woman' blares out over the one good speaker as p e n c i l s , paper cups, 
o l d gum wrappers and other debris r o l l around on top of the dashboard. 
Odds are t h a t Mom doesn't know where the kids took the car t o n i g h t . 
D r i v i n g t h i s make-out wagon i s RUSS MiACARTHUR, a pseudo-cool teen 
wearing an i m i t a t i o n l e a t h e r j a c k e t , i m i t a t i o n s i l k s h i r t , and 
i m i t a t i o n p e r s o n a l i t y . His s t y l i z e d hair-do doesn't e x a c t l y f i t h is 
head, j u s t l i k e h i s s t y l i z e d clothes don't e x a c t l y f i t h i s body. 
The k i n d of k i d your parents d i d n ' t l i k e you hanging around w i t h . 
I n the back seat i s JAMIE DEBBS, a skinny k i d guaranteed t o give 
everyone the creeps - except h i s b i o l o g y teacher. A science f a n a t i c , 
he i s h i s schools 'Dissecting For D o l l a r s ' champion. Drunk on 'Food 
Basket Beer', Jamie wears a 'MY BODY BELONGS TO ME' t - s h i r t , red 
slacks (from the s i x t h grade) and an u n i d e n t i f i e d f l y i n g h a i r-do. 
Riding shotgun i s MARK KENDALL, who looks decidedly uncomfortable. 
Mark wears a nice s h i r t and t i e under an armless hunting j a c k e t , 
proving c o n c l u s i v e l y t h a t f a s h i o n knows no bounds. Nevertheless, 
he i s the most normal l o o k i n g k i d i n the car. Slumped i n h i s seat, 
he stares morosely out the window at the passing seediness on the 
s t r i p . 

MlARK 
I r e a l l y hate t h i s . 

Russ turns t o h i s f r i e n d , g e s t u r i n g c a s u a l l y w i t h h i s e t e r n a l l y 
u n l i t c i g a r e t t e. 

RUSS 
I t ' s j u s t what you need. Your g i r l f r i e n d 
pisses you o f f , you g o t t a go f i n d com^fort 
i n the arms of another. I t ' s an American 
t r a d i t i o n . 
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Slumping over the f r o n t seat, Jamie nods drunkenly. 
JAMIE 

I f I had a g i r l f r i e n d I ' d do i t . 
Wouldn't I Russ? 

RUSS 
Sure, you're a normal guy. 

Mark l e t s out a laugh. Jamie t u r n s and looks at him - w e l l , i n h i s 
general d i r e c t i o n . 

JAMIE 
What, are you t h i n k i n g t h a t I'm a not 
normal guy? I'm normal. Gimme another 
brewski. 

JVIARK 
I t h i n k you've had about one beer too 
many. 

Russ looks back at Jamie. 
RUSS 

How many have you had? 
JAMIE 

One . 
Mark turns t o Russ. 

MARK 
Where're we going, anyway? 

Russ g r i n s s t r a n g e l y . 
RUSS 

I know j u s t the place... 
Another ominous stab of organ music pierces the n i g h t as we... 

WIPE TO: 
EXT. SEEDY BAR LATER 
We f i n d ourselves at one of the seedier bars on the s t r i p . , A f i z z l i n g 
neon si g n i d e n t i f i e s t h i s dive as 'THE CRYPT'. Fog envelops the 
b u i l d i n g , which looks l i k e a condemned mortuary. Paint i s cracked and 
peeling o f f the outside w a l l s , brown water stagnates i n a large p l a s t e r 
f o u n t a i n , and the 'Budweiser' s i g n i n the window i s burnt out (a bad 
omen). The s t a t i o n wagon p u l l s i n t o the parking l o t . Mark, Russ and 
Jamie p i l e out of the car and head f o r the entrance. 
INT . THE CRYPT 
As the boys enter the bar the organ music on the soundtrack segues 
smoothly i n t o a disco v e r s i o n of i t s e l f . T r y i n g not t o look underage, 
Mark, Russ and Jamie scan the bar c u r i o u s l y . 
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The room i s very dimly l i t . A few people s t a r e at the boys, e e r i l y 
l i t from below by the candles f l i c k e r i n g on t h e i r t a b l e s . L i g h t n i n g 
flashes i n the windows, thunder rumbling i n the distance. A heavy 
ground fog covers the f l o o r , which might be best, judging by b r i e f 
glimpses of the c a r p e t i n g . L i l y s hang on the w a l l s i n antique f l o w e r 
holders. Cobwebs hang everywhere, i n c l u d i n g on some of the customers. 
I n one booth a p a r t y of skeletons s i t f r o z e n i n time, covered w i t h 
dust and c o n f e t t i . They wear fancy o l d c l o t h e s , faded p a r t y hats 
r e s t i n g on t h e i r heads. One s i t s w i t h a noisemaker clenched i n i t s 
t e e t h . 
On stage a s t i f f , l i f e l e s s band plays "go t h i c music w i t h a Motown beat!". 
Posters on the walls i d e n t i f y them as 'THE UNDEAD'. 
Along the f a r w a l l a group of people play video games bearing such 
appealing t i t l e s as 'HIT AND RUN DRIVER', 'SHOTGUN ATTACK!' and 
'MORGUE ATTENDANT'. A few people even p l a y p i n b a l l machines, which 
are shaped l i k e c o f f i n s . 
The boys don't look so sure about t h i s any more. They huddle together, 
speaking i n hushed tones: 

RUSS 
I hear t h a t the women i n t h i s place are 
possessed by the d e v i l . . . 

^ MARK 
I hear t h a t once you've had one, r e g u l a r 
women won't s a t i s f y you... 

JAMIE 
I heard t h a t i f you don't pay, the pimp 
k i l l s you, then they make mattresses w i t h 
your v i t a l organs... 

Mark and Russ t u r n and scowl at Jamie. He shrugs d e f e n s i v e l y . 
JAMIE 

I don't know i f i t ' s t r u e or not... 
Mark turns t o Russ. 

MARK 
Can we go now? 

RUSS 
Let's get something t o d r i n k . 

Russ moves o f f toward the bar. Mark heaves a s i g h as he and Jamie 
f o l l o w . 

/ - N The BARTENDER, a t h i n man i n a m o r t i c i a n s o u t f i t , stands behind the 
bar. He wipes out a beer mug w i t h a t o w e l , s p i t s i n i t , then sets 
i t on the s h e l f behind him. The boys step up t o the bar. The 
Bartender eyes them s u s p i c i o u s l y . 
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BARTENDER 
You kids got I.D.'s? 

Russ and Jamie exchange w o r r i e d glances. 
RUSS 

Uh. . . 
MARK 

No. 
BARTENDER 

That's too bad. What'11 you have? 
Jamie steps forward. 

JAMIE 
Do you have generic beer? 

WIPE TO: 
INT. THE CRYPT LATER 
CLOSE on a p l a i n white aluminum can w i t h the word 'BEER' p r i n t e d across 
the f r o n t i n block l e t t e r s . We PULL BACK t o see Mark, Russ and Jamie 
s i t t i n g at a t a b l e , l o o k i n g f a i r l y w e l l t o a s t e d . The t a b l e i n f r o n t of 
Mark and Russ i s l i t t e r e d w i t h empty glasses and b o t t l e s , while Jamie 
s i t s i n a daze, the one can of beer i n f r o n t of himi. Russ i s i n the 
middle of one of hi s j o k e - t e l l i n g marathons - an experience not u n l i k e 
s c r a t c h i n g f i n g e r n a i l s down a blackboard while E t h e l Merman sings. 

RUSS 
(on a r o l l ) 

...then there's the 'coyote date' - t h a t ' s 
a g i r l who's so ug l y t h a t when you wake up 
i n the morning w i t h your arm underneath her 
you chew i t o f f so you won't wake her up. 

Russ and Jamie explode w i t h laughter. Jamie, o v e r r e a c t i n g t o the joke, 
slaps his hand on the t a b l e t o p , r e p e a t i n g the punch l i n e s e veral times. 

JAMIE 
Chew i t o f f l I get i t ! T e l l the one 
about 'Johnny F u c k e r f a s t e r ' again. 

Mark s i t s s t i f f l y , s t a r i n g o f f i n t o space. He speaks i n a strange 
monotone. We get the f e e l i n g he's been r e p e a t i n g the same f o u r words 
a l l n i g h t . 

MARK 
Can we go now? 

Russ, s t i l l c h uckling, t u r n s t o Mark. 
RUSS 

We can't leave y e t , we haven't got you 
l a i d . 



Mark looks at Russ t i r e d l y . 
MARK 

I don't want t o get l a i d . 
RUSS 

I thought you were pissed o f f at Robin. 
Don't you want t o even the score a 
l i t t l e ? 

Uncomfortable w i t h t h i s s u b j e c t , Mark stares down at the t a b l e , 
absently p l a y i n g w i t h the paper umbrella i n h i s d r i n k . 

MARK 
I'm not m.ad at Robin. We j u s t have a 
d i f f e r e n t set of values, t h a t ' s a l l . 

Russ s t r a i g h t e n s up i n h i s c h a i r . Leans across the t a b l e at Mark. 
RUSS 

Look, you've been going w i t h t h i s g i r l f o r 
almost a year now, and every time you t r y 
t o get past f i r s t base w i t h her you're thrown 
out s t e a l i n g . I doubt i f you've even made i t 
t o second base yet. 

MiARK 

I s o r t of got a ground r u l e double once. 
RUSS 

See what I mean? Every time you want t o 
throw her the high hard one she threatens 
t o b r i n g i n a r e l i e f p i t c h e r . 

Jamie speaks w i s t f u l l y , t o no one i n p a r t i c u l a r . 
JAMIE 

The f a r t h e s t I've ever g o t t e n i s b a t t i n g 
p r a c t i c e . 

I g n o r i n g Jamie f o r the thousandth time t o n i g h t , Russ moves i n close 
to Mark. Speaks c o n f i d e n t i a l l y . 

RUSS 
I've got news f o r you - i t ' s your senior 
year and you're s t i l l a v i r g i n . That 
means t h a t i t ' s the bottom of the n i n t h 
w i t h two out and your team i s one run 
behind. I f you don't do something now 
i t ' s gonna be a l l over. 

Mark s i t s up, l o o k i n g at Russ f o r the f i r s t time. 
MARK 
(de f e n s i v e l y ) 

L i s t e n , as f a r as I'm concerned i t ' s s t i l l 
e a r l y i n the game. She may be throwing a 
shutout now, but I'm not gonna r i s k e v e r y t h i n g 
I have by shopping around f o r a f r e e agent. 
A l r i g h t ? 
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Russ s i t s back i n h i s c h a i r . He shrugs, a smug expression on h i s 
f ace. 

RUSS 
Suit y o u r s e l f . I f you want t o go through 
l i f e a si n g l e s h i t t e r t h a t ' s f i n e w i t h me. 
I n the meantime why don't you go t o the 
bar and get us another round of d r i n k s . 

MARK 
Sure, why not. 

Depressed, Mark stands, moving o f f toward the bar. Russ watches him 
go, downing the r e s t of hi s d r i n k i n one gulp. Grimacing, he p u l l s 
the paper umbrella out of h i s mouth. 
INT. BAR 
Mark takes a s t o o l at the bar. His f e e t dangle a good s i x inches o f f 
the f l o o r as he c a l l s t o the Bartender, who wipes out a specimen glass 
w i t h a towel. 

mRK 
Another round. The same. 

(an a f t e r t h o u g h t ) 
And could we have some more of those l i t t l e 
tombstone crackers? 

His mind elsewhere, Mark doesn't n o t i c e the woman s i t t i n g next t o him. 
But we do. She wears a gauzy black gown, long black h a i r f l o w i n g down 
t o her waist. Her back t o us, we recognize t h i s as the mysterious 
woman we saw r i s e from the c o f f i n e a r l i e r . We also n o t i c e t h a t she 
casts no r e f l e c t i o n i n the m i r r o r behind the bar. But t h a t ' s because 
we're astute. 

Picking at a bowl of p r e t z e l s ( t w i s t e d i n t o the shape of a s k u l l and 
crossbones), Mark watches as the woman s l o w l y s l i d e s her empty brandy 
s n i f t e r along the bar toward him. He stares at the glass...then at 
the woman, confused. Not q u i t e sure what he's supposed t o do. 

MARK 
Um, h e l l o . 

No answer. Mark looks again t o the glass, then back t o the" woman. 
A beat. 

MARK 
Can I buy you a drink? 

The woman slowly t u r n s . We see f o r the f i r s t time t h a t she i s extremely 
b e a u t i f u l - i n a pale, embalmed s o r t of way. Her s k i n i s bone white, 
accented by her dark, hypnotic eyes and blood red l i p s . Her neckline 
plunges f a r t h e r than a s u i c i d e o f f the Chrysler B u i l d i n g , p r o v i d i n g 
Mark w i t h the most b r e a t h t a k i n g view he's had since h i s parents took 
him t o the Grand Canyon. I f only he had h i s Instamatic now. 
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The woman sizes up Mark c a r e f u l l y as the Bartender brings a t r a y of 
dri n k s . She smiles. 

COUNTESS 
I never d r i n k . . . g e n e r i c beer. 

Mark j u s t stares at the woman, dumbfounded by her beauty. He's only 
seen women l i k e t h i s i n magazines h i s dad hides i n the l i n e n c l o s e t . 
Very I n t i m i d a t i n g . The woman t u r n s t o the Bartender. 

COUNTESS 
But 1 do d r i n k brandy. 

As the Bartender moves o f f , the woman t u r n s back t o Mark. Speaks 
g e n t l y . 

COUNTESS 
What's your name? 

Mark f i n d s himself s t a r i n g i n t o the woman's eyes (no small f e a t ) , which 
seem t o cast a s p e l l over him. B l i n k i n g hard, he te a r s himself away 
from her intense gaze. 

MARK 
Uh, Mark. Kendall. What's yours? 

COUNTESS 
Just c a l l me the Countess. Do you come 
here often? 

MARK 
No, not at a l l . Do you? 

COUNTESS 
Whenever I'm on the prowl. 

The Bartender brings the Countess her d r i n k . She takes a s i p , watching 
Mark i n t e n t l y over the l i p of the glass. Again, Mark f i n d s himself 
drawn t o the Countess' dark, e x o t i c eyes - which seem t o glow w i t h the 
f e r o c i t y of two p e n l i g h t s . He can't look away. 
The Countess speaks s e d u c t i v e l y . 

COUNTESS 
What do you do f o r f u n , Mark? 

Mark speaks h e a v i l y , as though t a l k i n g i n h i s sleep. Almost as though 
he were hypnotized. 

MARK 
Oh, a l o t of t h i n g s - I go swimming, watch 
t . v . , play t e n n i s . . . 

C OUNTESS 
( c u t t i n g i n ) 

Do you have a g i r l f r i e n d ? 
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MARK 
Rotiln. 

C OUNTESS 
What do you do f o r f u n when you're w i t h 
her? 

Mark t h i n k s f o r a moment. 
MARK 

We do l o t s of s t u f f - go swimming, watch 
t . v . , play t e n n i s . . . 

COUNTESS 
I see. Would you l i k e t o have some f u n 
w i t h me t o n i g h t ? 

MARK 
Why, you got a pool? 

COUNTESS 
( p a t i e n t l y ) 

I thought we could go t o my place f o r a 
wh i l e . 

His glands heard t h a t one. The sudden rush of hormone a c t i v i t y seems 
t o snap Mark hack t o r e a l i t y . He takes h i s eyes from the Countess', 
glancing about nervously. 

MARK 
Gee, I don't know i f I can. I'm here 
w i t h a couple of f r i e n d s and I don't 
know i f they'd l i k e me going o f f and 
lea v i n g them. 

COUNTESS 
Why don't you ask them? 

An I n v o l u n t a r y whine r i s i n g i n h i s t h r o a t , Mark t u r n s t o see... 
...the t a b l e t h a t he shared w i t h Russ and Jamie i s now empty - no 
Russ and Jamie. A busboy i n a black tuxedo b u s i l y c l e a r s away the 
empty b o t t l e s and glasses. 
Panicked, Mark scans the room f o r any s i g n of h i s f r i e n d s , but they're 
nowhere t o be seen. I t ' s almost as i f they vanished i n t o t h i n a i r . 
The Countess speaks calmly. 

COUNTESS 
Well? 

MARK 
They're gone. They must've l e f t w i t h o u t 
me. 

COUNTESS 
So you're stranded. 
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Mark nods numbly. The Countess stands, t a k i n g him by the arm. 
COUNTESS 

Then come w i t h me. I ' l l see t h a t you're 
taken care of. 

Before he can p r o t e s t , the Countess i s lead i n g Mark toward the e x i t . 
He f o l l o w s h e l p l e s s l y . 
INT. RESTROOM DOOR 
As Mark i s escorted outside, the door t o the mens room bursts open. 
Russ drags a very green l o o k i n g Jamie out of the bathroom and toward 
t h e i r t a b l e . 

RUSS 
I thought you knew t e q u i l a had a worm i n 
i t . 

The gothic-disco music reaches a crescendo as we... 
WIPE TO: 

EXT. THE STRIP LATER 
F u l l moon high overhead, the s t r i p i s s t i l l c r a w l i n g w i t h a c t i v i t y . 
A long black limousine speeds by as a h a i r y wino howls at the moon. 
INT. LIMOUSINE 
The Countess and Mark s i t i n the back seat of the limousine. The 
i n t e r i o r of the car resembles a l a r g e , gaudy c o f f i n - the seats are 
l i n e d w i t h red crushed v e l v e t , small s a t i n p i l l o w s f o r head r e s t s . 
A miniature chandelier hangs from the c e l l i n g . Mark s i t s r i g i d l y , 
hands f o l d e d i n his l a p . He looks uncomfortable, as though he has 
something t o say, but i s n ' t q u i t e sure how t o put i t . 

MARK 
Um, I was wondering - are you a p r o s t i t u t e ? 

COUNTESS 
(sensually) 

I'm whatever you want me t o be, Mark. 
Mark seems r e l i e v e d . 

MARK 
Good, 'cuz I only have f i v e d o l l a r s . 

INT. FRONT SEAT 
D r i v i n g the car i s one of the Polyester Vampires. He wears an ugly 
p l a i d chauffeur's hat, which matches h i s s u i t . Leaning forward, he 
pushes a bu t t o n on the remote c o n t r o l garage door opener mounted on 
the dashboard. 
EXT. THE COUNTESS' CASTLE 
as the automatic garage door opener k i c k s t o l i f e , lowering a heavy 
drawbridge from the f r o n t of the b u i l d i n g . The limo p u l l s onto the 
bridge and disappears i n t o the darkness of the c a s t l e . 
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CUT TO: 
INT. KITCHEN 
Blackness. We hear the Countess' voice i n the distance. 

COUNTESS 
Would you l i k e something t o drink? 

A l i g h t f l i c k s on, r e v e a l i n g the k i t c h e n . S t a r t l e d by the l i g h t , a 
swarm of bats take f l i g h t , s c a t t e r i n g around the room and out the 
doorway i n search of a new h i d i n g place. 
The Countess and Mark stand i n the doorway, Mark c r i n g i n g as the l a s t 
f l y i n g rodents z i p past h i s head. The Countess walks nonchalantly 
i n t o the k i t c h e n . 

COUNTESS 
Excuse the mess. Our maid q u i t . 

Mark stays back i n the doorway, glancing around uneasily. 
MARK 

Oh, t h a t ' s too bad. When d i d i t happen? 
COUNTESS 

1954. 
As the Countess walks across the k i t c h e n we see t h a t she's not k i d d i n g . 
A t h i c k l a y e r of dust covers e v e r y t h i n g , g i v i n g the impression of a 
recent s n o w f a l l . She moves t o the o l d Westinghouse r e f r i g e r a t o r , p u l l i n g 
open the door w i t h a creak. I n s i d e we see t e n t o f i f t e e n I.V. b o t t l e s 
f u l l of blood, a couple of dead animals, and a b o t t l e of wine w i t h two 
c h i l l e d glasses. Mark sees none of t h i s as he hangs back by the door. 
The Countess reaches i n t o the ' f r i d g e , removing the wine and glasses. 

COUNTESS 
Why don't we go i n t o the den where i t ' s 
comfortable. So we can get b e t t e r acquainted. 

Mark swallows l o u d l y . 
CUT TO: 

INT. THE DEN 
E l e c t r i c candles f l i c k e r t o l i f e , c r e a t i n g a moody atmosphere as Mark 
and the Countess enter the den. The room i s decorated i n what might 
best be described as 'Southern C a l i f o r n i a Gothic'. Recently f e a t u r e d 
i n 'Better Homes and Mildew'. I n s i d e an antique china cabinet are 
many strange objects: a candle melted onto the top of a s k u l l , a c r y s t a l 
b a l l , a s t u f f e d iguana, and a female S o f t b a l l t r o p h y ( n i g h t league). 
The s k e l e t a l remains of a Mickey Mouse phone stand on an endtable, 
complete w i t h boney c i r c u l a r ears. An o l d oak bookcase stands against 
one w a l l , f i l l e d w i t h dusty hardbound e d i t i o n s of 'I'M OK, YOU'RE OK', 
'DIANETICS', 'WINNING THROUGH INTIMIDATION', and various other s e l f - h e l p 
books. 

The Countess motions Mark t o a Louis the XIV couch decorated w i t h 
B. K l i b a n cat p i l l o w s . 
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COUNTESS 
Have a seat, make y o u r s e l f at home. 

They s i t , Mark edging away from the Countess. She stares at him 
p i e r c i n g l y as she opens the wine. He smiles p o l i t e l y . 

COUNTESS 
What do you do f o r a l i v i n g , Mark? 

MARK 
I go t o high school. But I want t o be 
an e l e c t r i c a l engineer. 

The Countess pours two glasses of wine, handing one t o Mark. He 
clutches i t t i g h t l y , not d r i n k i n g . 

COUNTESS 
(impressed) 

Really? 
MARK 

Yeah, I want t o design video games. I've 
already done one c a l l e d 'Nuclear Smurf 
C o n t r o l ' . 

COUNTESS 
Doesn't t h a t r e q u i r e a great deal of 
i n t e l l i g e n c e ? 

MARK 
Sure, but I t h i n k I can handle i t . 

The Countess s l i d e s c l o s e r t o Mark. 
COUNTESS 

I l i k e smart men. 
MARK 
( t h i n k i n g ) 

Yeah, I guess they're a l r i g h t . 
The Countess moves i n c l o s e r , g i v i n g Mark a s o f t k i s s on the cheek. 
He t r i e s hard t o stay i n c o n t r o l , h i s r i s i n g voice b e t r a y i n g h i s panic. 

MARK 
Um, who d i d your i n t e r i o r decorating? I 
was going t o comment on i t e a r l i e r . I t ' s 
r e a l . . . i n t e r e s t i n g . 

COUNTESS 
I d i d . 

She kisses his neck, g i g g l i n g a f f e c t i o n a t e l y . Mark grabs one of the 
cat p i l l o w s , p l a c i n g i t on h i s l a p . 

MARK 
That's g r e a t . Say, where d i d you get these 
cat p i l l o w s ? 
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The Countess u n c l l p s h i s t i e , s t a r t i n g t o unbutton h i s s h i r t . Feeling 
a l i t t l e dizzy, Mark continues t o ramble nervously. 

MARK 
I was t h i n k i n g of buying my g i r l f r i e n d 
one of them f o r her b i r t h d a y . Did I t e l l 
you about Robin, my g i r l f r i e n d ? 

The Countess moves down Mark's chest, k i s s i n g and b i t i n g g e n t l y . 
MARK (Cent.) 

She's a great g a l , t h a t Robin. A r e a l 
jewel. You should meet her sometime, 1 
t h i n k you two would r e a l l y h i t i t o f f . . . 

The Countess continues t o move down Mark's body, k i s s i n g and caressing. 
As she moves OUT OF CAMERA RANGE we hear her unbuckle h i s b e l t . Beads 
of sweat form on Mark's brow. 

MARK (Cont.) 
I've got a p i c t u r e of her i n my w a l l e t 
i f you want t o take a look a t i t w h ile 
you're down t h e r e . . . 

We hear the sound of Mark's f l y being unzipped. He swallows hard. 
MARK (Cont.) 

She sure i s a — 
Suddenly a shocked look comes across Mark's face. 

MARK 
(su r p r i s e d ) 

OW! ! ! 
CUT TO: 

INT. GARAGE AREA LATER 
The Countess escorts a l i m p i n g , pale Mark t o the limousine. He looks 
a l i t t l e . . . drained. As they move toward the car, the Countess speaks 
t o Mark i n calm, s o f t tones. 

COUNTESS 
Are you f e e l i n g any b e t t e r ? 

MARK 
(weakly) 

A l i t t l e . How'd I do? 
The Countess smiles. 

COUNTESS 
You're e x a c t l y what I needed. 

They reach the limo, the Countess opening the door f o r Mark. He looks 
up at her, concerned, as she helps him i n s i d e . 

MARK 
I hope you don't f e e l l i k e I took advantage 
of you because I already have a g i r l f r i e n d . 
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COUNTESS 
I ' l l s u r v i v e . 

She closes the door. Mark speaks t o her through the open window, 
MARK 

This was p r e t t y f u n f o r a f i r s t date. 
The limo s t a r t s up w i t h a r o a r . 

MARK 
Well, thanks f o r everything. I t was r e a l 
nice. 

COUNTESS 
See you i n your dreams. 

Mark waves goodbye as the limousine p u l l s away, b a r r e l i n g down the 
drawbridge and out i n t o the n i g h t . 
As the Countess watches the car leave, one of the Polyester Vampires 
looms up behind her. He stares b l a n k l y ahead. 

POLYESTER VAMPIRE # 1 
I t i s almost dawn. 

The Countess does not t u r n . 
COUNTESS 

Good. My work t o n i g h t i s done. 
POLYESTER VAMPIRE # 1 

I s he the one? 
COUNTESS 

He i s p e r f e c t . Two more t r a n s f u s i o n s of 
his blood and I can r e l a x . 

POLYESTER VAMPIRE # 1 
Are you sure he i s a v i r g i n ? Otherwise he 
i s of no use t o us. 

The Countess smiles c o n f i d e n t l y . 
COUNTESS 

I'm sure. 
FADE TO BLACK 
FADE IN ON: 

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL DAY 
A t y p i c a l high school i n Cypress Park, C a l i f o r n i a . I t stands as a 
monument t o stucco, i t s outer w a l l s not blemished by the presence of 
windows. A large m i s s i l e stands out f r o n t , i t s concrete base bearing 
the i n s c r i p t i o n 'WEHRNER VON BRAUN HIGH SCHOOL'. A p r i s o n tower stands 
i n the distance, an armed guard r e s t l e s s l y pacing the catwalk. Seagulls 
swarm overhead, w a i t i n g f o r the lunch b e l l . 


