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PILOT: THE GIRL IN THE LIBRARY

TEASER

FADE IN:

EXT. LONELY CITY STREET  - NIGHT

Haloed street lamps cast an eerie glow through the sea fog 
rolling in from the ocean just a few blocks away.  A shadowy 
form emerges from the mist and catches the light.

A MAN (mid 30’s), darkly handsome, the collar of his overcoat 
turned up against the chill. Meet Doctor JIM White, Professor 
of Mathematics, and 130 YEAR OLD VAMPIRE. 

Not the part of town one would normally choose for an evening 
stroll, but Jim is oblivious to any danger. His pace is 
unhurried as he sniffs the air because he is the danger.

His senses are on high alert. And then a TARGET of 
opportunity.

Jim approaches a WOMAN beneath a streetlight; tall and lean 
and packed into a micro-miniskirt.  She braces against the 
light pole to adjust an ankle strap on a four inch stiletto

We are moving in fast now, like flying.

The woman looks up, startled.

Jim and the woman stand beneath the street lamp.

JIM
I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to 
frighten you.

She looks around, trying to figure out where the hell he came 
from. After scanning him up and down, her creep meter settles 
in the safe zone.

WOMAN
Are you lost or looking for a date?

JIM
Do I look lost?

WOMAN
You’re definitely not the usual.

JIM
The usual what?



Jim smiles and sniffs the air around her.

WOMAN
Do I smell funny or something?

JIM
You smell good.

He produces a roll of bills and peels off several.

JIM (CONT’D)
Is that enough?

Her eyes light up but then she becomes wary.

WOMAN
For what?

JIM
I don’t know. I like surprises.

She stands there for a moment, staring at the money, trying 
to make a decision, and shivering in the cold.

Jim removes his coat and puts it around her shoulders. For 
her that closes the deal.

WOMAN
C’mon. My place is just up the 
street.

INT. SHABBY ONE ROOM APARTMENT - NIGHT

The door opens and the woman enters followed by Jim. She 
removes his overcoat and tosses it over a chair. She rubs her 
hand over the fine fabric.

WOMAN
Nice.

Jim admires her perfect figure from top to bottom.

JIM 
Yes, very.

She removes her skimpy jacket, in a striptease fashion, but 
nicer.

WOMAN
Give me a minute?

She walks to the bathroom, pulls her top off on the way and 
drops it on the floor.
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Jim watches her sexy retreat with the eyes of a veldt 
predator.

Jim looks around the dump. He begins to undress.

WOMAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)

Is that you’re real name? Jim Smith?

JIM
(smiles)

For tonight it is

INT. BATHROOM - SAME

Woman checks her make up in the mirror. Stripped down to her 
underwear, she's startled when Jim opens the door and stares 
at her.

JIM
Why do you ask?

She admires his bare chest, and goes back to fixing her 
lipstick. 

WOMAN
We don’t get many of you uptown 
types down here.

JIM
Is that what you think I am?

She starts to respond but he has his hands on her, then all 
over her... rapture.

INT.  WOMAN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Jim in bed enjoys post coital slumber. A sharp poke from 
somewhere and he squints as his vampire eyes adjust to the 
dark.

The business end of a double barreled shot gun backed up by a 
man with MEAN EYES comes into focus.

JIM
(still foggy)

What’s going on?

MEAN EYES 
Get up! Fun’s over. Get your 
clothes on.
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Jim struggles toward cognition. Then with impossible speed he 
grabs the end of the barrel. The weapon flies in one 
direction and a second later he slams Mean Eyes against a 
wall like he’s nothing.

Jim sits up and puts both feet on the floor, still a little 
sleepy. He yawns. 

A moan from Mean Eyes crumpled against the wall. Jim walks 
over to him and effortlessly snaps his neck. 

His attention shifts to the woman on the other side of the 
room.

JIM
You want to tell me what’s going on 
here?

The woman cowers in the corner. She’s not sure what she’s 
just seen and is terrified to where she can barely hold, much 
less point the shotgun.

Jim ignores her and scoops up his clothes piled up by the 
window. He checks the pockets.

JIM (CONT'D)
Where’s my money? My wallet?

WOMAN
Just go.

(beat)
I know how to use this. Don’t make 
me shoot you.

JIM
You’re coming with me.

WOMAN
Not gonna’ happen. I‘ll kill you 
dead before you can blink.

Jim, still naked, smiles at her.

JIM
I don’t think so.

And with that, Jim becomes something unearthly, unholy, and 
terrifying: A creature with skin like pale parchment, red 
eyes, and fangs; a monster from hell; a vampire. 

The woman FIRES the shotgun, both barrels. Jim is already not 
where she aimed.
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He moves with a fluid grace and the pellets raise plaster 
dust on the blank wall.

The vampire is beside her. He removes the shotgun from her 
hand.  She is paralyzed with fear. Her mind gives up as he 
sinks fangs, ever so gently into her neck.

FADE OUT.

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

FADE IN:

SUPER: “TEN MONTHS LATER”

EXT. COLLEGE CAMPUS - DAY

A spring thundershower is dousing everything.

Rain soaked Jim ducks into the University Library. He frowns 
at the broken umbrella he carries, turned inside out by the 
wind, and stuffs it in a trash can.

JIM (V.O.)
If it hadn’t rained that day I 
wouldn’t have met her.

INT. LIBRARY - SAME

Jim kills time by walking through the library, taking it all 
in.

MONTAGE:

Students at tables studying.

Students sleeping.

Students staring off into space.

Nerdy study groups.

A couple making out in an isolated corner.

END MONTAGE

Jim makes his way down a staircase.  He alerts at a special 
scent and hurries toward the basement.

Jim finds himself amid the library stacks where the oldest 
and most arcane books are kept.

He zeroes in on: A young woman. SAM (mid 20’s). A petite, 
well-built redhead on tiptoes atop a wheeled ladder reaches 
for a book just beyond her grasp.

Jim surveys her, starting with her feet and up the shapely 
legs to the miniskirt hem.
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JIM (V.O.)
My last prey was nearly spent. For 
various reasons, none of the 
prospects I’d developed had panned 
out. I considered my options with 
the small redhead.

His gaze continues. Up the whole length of her body and 
lingers on the base of her neck.

JIM (V.O.)
It was the personal scent of 
cinnamon that first got my 
attention. I’d run across it maybe 
once or twice in the century since 
I emerged, always in passing. This 
was the first time I identified it 
with a specific person.  

Without warning Sam turns and stares directly at him with 
beguiling green eyes.

SAM
Enjoying the show?

Jim immediately redirects his stare to the book she was 
reaching for.

JIM
May I get that for you?

Jim brushes by her on the ladder. Her scent intoxicates.

SAM
It’s the one with brown leather 
binding.

He picks the book from the shelf, glimpses at the cover and 
passes it to Sam. It’s a volume on vampire lore.

SAM (CONT’D)
Thank you. I’m Sam Johnson.

She extends her hand and he gives her a friendly shake.

JIM
Sam?

SAM
Short for Samantha, but nobody 
calls me that.
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JIM
I’m Jim White. I teach freshman 
calculus and Tensor Analysis at 
Carter Hall.

They are in very close quarters on the ladder together. Their 
bodies nearly touch. Her emerald eyes mock from just inches 
away.

SAM
Aren’t there rules against faculty 
getting close with students?

Jim appreciates her double meaning and backs away, giving her 
as much space as the ladder allows.

JIM
Yes, of course. Well, technically 
no unless you’re a math major.

SAM
Math? Yeesh! I’d rather die.

JIM 
(off her book)

Vampires?

SAM
It’s for a paper. I’m an Occult 
Studies major.

JIM
Weirdo one-oh-one.

She laughs and steps down the ladder, headed for the 
checkout. And over her shoulder:

SAM
Nice to have met you, Professor. 
And, thanks again.

Jim climbs down the ladder and watches her go. He decides to 
follow her.

At the check-out counter, Sam presents her book to the 
library clerk, male, late teens, silent nerdy type.

SAM (CONT'D)
The pink and white pack is mine.

The clerk scans the book.

JIM
I think the rain has stopped.
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Sam turns, surprised to see him standing right behind her. 
Her expression says, “Thanks for the weather report”.

The clerk hands her the book and her backpack. Sam stuffs the 
book in her bag.

JIM (CONT’D)
So, what’s your take on vampires?

(off her hesitation)
I only mention it because I’m not 
an expert, but it’s sort of a 
hobby.

The clerk gives him a tired, half lidded stare of disapproval 
presumably an evaluation of the inept come-on, which Jim 
decides to ignore, and walks away with Sam.

SAM
I’m fairly well versed on lycans. 
You know, werewolves, but I’m just 
getting started on vamps. They seem 
much more complicated.

JIM
There’s a lot of misinformation. 
The book you have is a pretty good 
example of what I mean. When you 
get right down to it, nobody really 
knows anything.

SAM
How does a math professor get 
interested in vampires?

JIM
I guess I’m a bit of a weirdo, 
myself.

She laughs and they head for the exit.

EXT. CAMPUS LANE - CONTINUOUS

Together they burst into the bright sunshine. Jim puts on 
dark glasses.

JIM
I have to tell you, my take on the 
subject doesn’t exactly jive with 
the legends.

SAM
And what’s the basis for your 
findings?

9.



JIM
Science. It both precludes and 
substantiates various tenets of the 
legend. For instance...

Two attractive CO-EDS, aged 18 to 20, blonde, athletic 
intimidating types, used to having their way in life, 
approach them. Sam appears small by comparison.

The co-eds show lavish smiles and greet Jim in unison.

CO-EDS
Hi, Doctor Jim.

JIM
Afternoon, ladies.

Jim a little embarrassed as the co-eds pass by. 

SAM
They seem friendly

JIM
Not the sharpest tools in the shed. 
Both need a “B” to keep their 
Lacrosse scholarships and are 
willing to do just about anything 
except study. But I'm not keen 
getting caught in their little 
honey trap.  

SAM
Do you have a girlfriend?

JIM
I don’t even have a car.

She laughs.

SAM
So what does motivate you?

JIM
Lunch.  Have you eaten?

SAM
University food doesn’t agree with 
me. I generally eat at home.

JIM
We’re certainly compatible in that 
regard. My diet is extremely 
specific.
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SAM
That’s two things we have in 
common.

Jim at first is confused. Then he gets it.

JIM
(off her smile)

You mean the vampires?
(beat)

 How about a cup of coffee then? 

Sam bats her eyes at him, imitating the flirtatious manner of 
the co-eds.

SAM
Why Doctor Jim, are you hitting on 
me?

Jim goes along with the pleasant accusation.

JIM
Looks like it.

They walk along in silence for a moment and then both of them 
break out laughing.

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY

INSERT:

From a page of Sam’s library book an old black and white 
pencil drawing of a vampire that pretty much looks like the 
Hell Demon Jim became earlier in the teaser.

Seated together at a table, Sam holds the page up for Jim to 
see the picture.

SAM
Is this what a vampire looks like?

JIM (V.O.)
Yuk. Are we that ugly?

JIM
(aloud)

My guess is I don’t think anyone 
who’s actually seen one is in any 
shape to tell about it.

Sam thumbs through the pages looking at pictures as Jim is 
momentarily distracted by the co-eds seated three tables 
away.  
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The co-eds’ snickers, whispers and stares, suggest that Jim 
and Sam are the topic of conversation. Jim turns his 
attention back to Sam who is engrossed in her book.

Jim spots the label on the tea bag of her beverage.

JIM (CONT'D)
Earl Grey? I didn’t think they made 
that anymore.

Sam takes her nose out of the book and sips the steaming hot 
beverage.

SAM
Been drinking it going on twenty 
years.

JIM
Since you were four?

Sam warms to the compliment.

SAM
I’m older than I look.

Sam closes the book and takes out a note pad.

SAM (CONT’D)
So, let’s get some of the prelims 
out of the way. What’s your full 
name?

JIM
James T. White. The “T” is for 
Terrific. 

(beat)
That was my father’s joke. Sorry. 
Thomas.

SAM
How old are you?

JIM (V.O.)
Can’t tell her I’m a hundred and 
thirty.

He hesitates for only a split second, but she notices.

JIM
Thirty five.

SAM
You’re not being graded on your 
answers, Doctor Jim.
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JIM
Just Jim.

Jim brushes his hand across Sam’s and turns on the patented 
killer smile.

JIM (CONT’D)
All my friends do.

Sam smiles and forces herself back to the interview.

SAM
Married?

JIM
No.

SAM
Why not?

JIM
Does it matter?

SAM
Where’d you grow up?

JIM
A small town in Louisiana. La Rose 
Cut-off. My father was a shrimper 
and my momma-- well, she just loved 
my daddy.

JIM (V.O.) (CONT’D)
When I needed to create an identity 
I always went to small, out of the 
way towns.

An intrusive outburst of snarky LAUGHTER from the co-ed table 
distracts them both.

Jim eavesdrops with superior vampire hearing.

CO-ED #1
OMG I wonder if she has a crotch to 
match that red hair?

CO-ED #2
(snickers)

A regular fire snatch.

Both co-eds laugh. For many in the room, the volume and 
shrillness are like fingernails scraping a blackboard.
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CO-ED #1
Skank.

SAM (O.S.)
Do you see them?

Sam's question pulls Jim from his concentration on the co-
eds’ table talk.

JIM
Excuse me?

SAM
Your parents. Do you see them?

JIM
They passed away.

SAM
Oh. I’m sorry.

JIM
They were older.  They lived full 
lives, but I appreciate you asking.

More snarky LAUGHTER from the co-ed table and Sam casts an 
annoyed look their way.

SAM
I lost both my parents two years 
ago.

JIM
I’m sorry.  

SAM
A gas line exploded inside the 
house.

JIM
That's terrible.

SAM 
I miss them.

Jim allows Sam a moment to gather herself.

JIM
So, here we are; just two lonely, 
helpless people adrift in—

Again, laughter erupts from the co-ed table.  It’s starting 
to get on Jim's nerves.
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Sam also reacts.

SAM
Jesus.

A couple of jocks and cheerleaders, members of the local in 
crowd, join the co-eds. After an exchange of greetings, co-ed 
#1 gets up and heads for the rest room.

Sam has had enough.

SAM (CONT'D)
Would you excuse me?

Sam gets up and falls in behind co-ed #1.

INT. CAFETERIA WOMEN'S REST ROOM - DAY

Sam enters as co-ed #1 comes out of a stall. A NERDY GIRL at 
the row of wash basins gets out of the way.

Co-ed #1 washes hands and repairs make-up. She pays no 
attention to Sam's approach. The nerdy girl on the other hand 
seeing the fire in Sam's eyes promptly exits the bathroom.

At last co-ed #1 notices Sam.

CO-ED #1
What?

SAM
I heard what you had to say about 
me and Doctor Jim. Want to say it 
to my face?

CO-ED #1
What-ever.

Thinking the matter finished, co-ed #1 returns to fixing her 
make-up and is surprised when Sam doesn't budge.

CO-ED #1 (CONT'D)
Is there something else?

Sam takes a step toward her. Given the size difference 
between them, Co-ed #1 isn't fazed.

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY

Outside of bathroom door Nerdy Girl eavesdrops.
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INT. BATHROOM - SAME

Sam verifies they’re alone.

CO-ED #1
Why don't you just go? I really 
don't care what you have to say.

(beat)
Besides, it's a free country. 

With astonishing speed, Sam twists co-ed #1’s arm behind her 
back and presses her face hard against the mirror.

SAM
Yeah? What’s free about it?

Sam jerks co-ed #1 backward, leaving an imprint of make-up 
and lipstick on the mirror.

CO-ED #1
You’re hurting me!

And, indeed Sam is. Co-ed #1’s face is flushed and contorted.

Sam spins co-ed #1 around and slams her face first onto a 
stall door, then lets her go. Still stunned, co-ed #1 
assesses the damage. Blood trickles from her nose.

CO-ED #1 (CONT’D)
You broke my nose.

SAM
(mimics co-ed #1’s tone)

What-ever.

CO-ED #1
You are in so much trouble.

SAM
(in a sweet voice)

Who’d believe little five foot two 
me could push around a big healthy 
jock like you?

CO-ED #1
We’ll see what Coach Anderson has 
to say.

Sam levels a bone chilling stare with a tone of voice to 
match.
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SAM
Don’t even think about it. I know 
where you live. You don’t want me 
to come back. I didn’t give you 
half of what I can do.

Sam grabs co-ed #1 by her blouse lapels. Their faces are 
inches apart.

SAM (CONT’D)
And by the way. Keep away from 
Doctor Jim. As far as you 
concerned, he’s taken.

Sam let’s go in a throw away move. Co-ed #1 returns to the 
mirror, dabbing her nose with a towel. She’s on the verge of 
tears.

CO-ED#1
What am I going to do about this?

Co-ed #1 is speaking about one thing, Sam another.

SAM
I’ll give you a minute head start. 
When I come out, you and your 
friends better be someplace else.

There is no thought of argument. A shaken co-ed #1 leaves.

Sam does a quick spruce up and follows. 

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY

The co-eds and their entourage are gone. Nerdy Girl 
animatedly explains to a group of students what happened. 
Pockets of applause and approving expressions spring up 
throughout the room.

Jim isn’t sure what happened, but he regards Sam with new 
respect and interest.

Sam is all smiles.

SAM
Where were we?

JIM
Two lonely helpless people adrift 
in....?

She laughs just as Jim checks his watch. 
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SAM
Is something wrong?

JIM
I'm sorry. There’s someplace I need 
to be.

SAM
I scared you off?

JIM
Do I look scared?

SAM
No.

(oddly enough)
You don’t.

A look passes between them.

SAM (CONT’D)
How about dinner at my place? And 
you can tell me all you know about 
vampires.

JIM
That could take all night.

She smiles at his double entendre, scribbles her address on a 
note pad from her bag, and passes it to him.

SAM
Wednesday, around six?

JIM
Perfect.

SAM
Are you a meat eater?

JIM
Absolutely.

They play a seductive game with their eyes across the table, 
then.

SAM
Bring your appetite.

JIM
Oh, I will.

They linger.
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Sam is first to break from the mutual enthrall

SAM
Don’t you have somewhere you need 
to be?

Jim departs. About thirty feet away turns and gazes at Sam. 
When he turns back we see her write the words “good prospect” 
under the note of their date in her planner.

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

FADE IN:

INT. WAITING ROOM OF UNIVERSITY CLINIC - DAY.

ASHBY, early 20’s, sits in a wheelchair, a pair of crutches 
across his lap.  He brightens as Jim enters. Waves him over. 
He is Jim’s graduate assistant.

ASHBY
Did you find my stuff, Professor?

Jim proffers a wallet. Ashby takes it and rolls over to the 
NURSE, late 40’s female grump, stitting at a desk.

ASHBY (CONT’D)
These Nazis won’t let me go without 
a student I.D.

JIM
Rules are rules. Where’s your skate-
board?

Ashby slides his I.D. to the nurse.

ASHBY
After the accident, someone 
introduced it to the nearest 
dumpster.

Jim samples the nurses’ scents and crinkles his nose up in 
distaste.

JIM
Probably a good thing.

The nurse Stamps a piece of paper and returns it along with 
the I.D., and a withering look to Ashby.

As an attendant wheels Ashby toward the door Jim lingers and 
gives the Nazi nurse a polite smile. She responds with a 
scowl that frightens even him.

EXT. CLINIC – DAY

Jim and Ashby exit the doors. Ashby gets out of the 
wheelchair and fits the crutches under his arms.

ASHBY
Where are you parked?
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JIM
I don’t have a car.

Jim dons his dark glasses, and starts walking. Pulls ahead of 
Ashby hunched over on his crutches.

Ashby struggles to keep up.

ASHBY
Are you serious? You really don’t 
have a car?

Jim and Ashby pass a women’s shelter. Jim spots Sam 
conducting some kind of informal outdoor class. He stops and 
waves.

She sees him, smiles and waves back.

ASHBY (CONT'D)
How do you know her?

Jim reacts to Ashby’s tone.

JIM
What do you mean?

ASHBY
She’s a ball buster. Nearly all the 
grad students, including yours 
truly, and half the professors in 
Carter Hall have made a run on 
that.

JIM
That?

ASHBY
Pretty sure she’s Lesbo. One of 
those Morgan le Fey sorceress-
gather by the dark of the moon 
feminist types the Occult Studies 
department squirts out.

Jim watches her for a moment then continues on down the 
sidewalk with Ashby hustling to stay with him.

ASHBY (CONT’D)
So, I reiterate; how do you come to 
know her?

JIM
I don’t. Well, not exactly. I just 
met her in the library.
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ASHBY
(confidential tone)

Oh, I see.

JIM
What do you mean by that?

ASHBY
Just doesn’t seem like your type, 
is all.

JIM
And what might that be.

Ashby reflects.

ASHBY
I don’t know. Now that you mention 
it, I don’t think I’ve ever seen 
you with a woman.

JIM
Don’t think too hard.

ASHBY
She is smart though.  The head of 
the department can’t quit raving on 
her. But then again, she’s a dyke 
too.

JIM
Where do you get all this stuff?

ASHBY
I don’t know. It’s just out there.

JIM
You need to pull your head out your 
ass and do something productive. 
There’s a stack of test papers in 
my office that need to be graded 
before 10 tomorrow morning.

(beat)
And if you got to know her you 
wouldn’t refer to her as “that”.

Ashby assumes a sly, all knowing tone of voice.

ASHBY
You like her, huh?

Jim GRUNTS noncommittally.

Ashby still struggles to keep up.
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ASHBY (CONT'D)
Could we slow down a little bit?

JIM
I need to get out of the sun.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL AREA - EVENING

Jim walks along the side walk. He checks the piece of note 
paper with Sam’s address written on it. 

He fumbles a small box with a bakery’s logo and nearly drops 
it but using his vampire speed, recovers the parcel. He looks 
around to see if he was observed, then continues on.

EXT. SAM'S APARTMENT - SAME

Jim checks the note paper again and knocks on the door. 
Exhales deeply.

The door opens immediately. And there she is in jeans and a 
soft white top, both elegant and sexy. Jim is a little 
unnerved and his mouth refuses to work right.

JIM
Hi.

SAM
Come in. Welcome.

Jim follows her inside.

Inviting and comfortable if you like Early Medieval Occult. 
Groupings of candles around the room provide the only light.

Jim needs vampire vision to clearly see details of posters 
and drawings of legendary vampire and lycan representations.

Jim stands in silence holding his little box of pastries, 
taking in the ambience.

JIM (V.O.)
Goth Sam. Who’da guessed?

JIM
(off the décor)

This is...lovely.

SAM
Thank you.

(off the box)
Is that for me?
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Jim becomes the absent minded professor.

JIM
Excuse me?

SAM
The box.

JIM
Oh, this.

Jim hands her the box.

JIM (CONT’D)
Dessert.

She gives him a suggestive smile and heads for the kitchen.

SAM
Make yourself comfortable. Can I 
get you something? I have tea and 
water. The tea is freshly brewed.

JIM
Perfect.

While she is in the kitchen Jim takes a look around.

Wall posters fill the walls. Artist’s depictions of the 
occult. Bloodlettings, a witch being burned at the stake, a 
crucifix, a pentagram. 

Continuing on: Ancient depictions of werewolves and vampires. 
And a movie poster of Bela Lugosi as Count Dracula.

Sticky notes filled with precise handwriting liberally 
populate the collection. Under the Lugosi poster one note 
stands out. It contains a single phrase: "for real?"

SAM (O.S.)
How do you take it?

JIM
Take what?

Jim turns around to see her placing a tray with an old 
fashioned China tea set on the coffee table.

JIM (CONT’D)
Oh, you mean the tea. Hot from the 
pot.

Jim takes a seat on the comfy dilapidated couch.
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JIM (CONT’D)
So, you’re very serious about all 
this.

Sam pours the tea.

SAM
As serious as a heart attack. I pay 
my own tuition. 

JIM
I’m impressed.

She sits next to him on the couch. They toast with the tea 
cups. She watches him drink.

JIM (CONT’D)
Mmm, this is good.

SAM
It’s a special blend for a special 
occasion.

JIM
And this is a special occasion?

SAM
Yes I think your input will make my 
paper and probably the whole 
semester. I can’t wait to hear what 
you have to say!

She produces a tape recorder and sets it on the coffee table.

SAM (CONT’D)
I hope you don’t mind my taping us.

JIM
Not at all.

Jim settles into his professor mode as Sam begins the 
business at hand by starting the recorder.

SAM
Doctor James White. Professor of 
Mathematics and amateur student of 
vampiry. I’m not sure vampiry is a 
word, but here’s Doctor Jim.

JIM
Jim please.

She moves closer to him till their knees touch which seems to 
drain some of the formality away and Jim relaxes a bit more.
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JIM (CONT’D)
My theories are based on the 
premise of how vampires can 
plausibly live among us. I believe 
most of the legends are wrong.

SAM
Wrong? How?

JIM
For one thing, vampires would have 
to be rare. Otherwise, humanity 
would have gone extinct centuries 
ago.

SAM
How rare?

JIM
I think they’d have to be a 
mutation, appearing once in every 
hundred million births, or so. No 
more than seven hundred have been 
alive at one time.

SAM
Seven hundred? That’s spreading 
them pretty thin.

JIM
Correct, and there are just enough 
to create legends, but too few to 
be caught.

SAM
You say vamps are born, but the 
lore places a strict prohibition on 
child vamps.

JIM
True, but suppose the mutations are 
born with no special abilities, a 
condition that persists, say until 
late teens when a transformation 
occurs?

Sam scribbles a notation.

SAM
Transformation? How would that 
work?
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JIM
Call it an Emergence. The young 
vampire achieves his physical 
strength, beauty, and enhanced 
senses. And an insatiable sex 
drive.

SAM
Sounds like your normal teenager.

JIM
Except, at this point their diet 
completes the conversion to blood 
and lymphatic fluids.

She leans in, pours more tea, and brushes his arm with her 
breast; and he is distracted.

SAM
Go on.  What happens next?

JIM
This is the sad part...

SAM
Aww. Poor vampire.

Jim shrugs off the comment.

JIM
Until modern times the majority of 
new emergents reacted 
inappropriately, attacking family 
members and friends. Most of these 
were quickly killed. The few who 
escaped lived in solitude and 
squalor. From these incidents arose 
the legends and myths.

SAM
You said, until modern times.

JIM
Early in the twentieth century, I 
theorize some sort of vampire 
technological breakthrough.

SAM
I can’t picture vamps in lab coats.
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JIM
Humor me. Suppose one of them 
discovered a powerful tranquilizer 
that they naturally produce, like 
in their saliva or from sweat 
glands, whatever, and they figured 
out how to secrete it in practical 
quantities?

Sam thinks about it.

SAM
To what end?

JIM
The substance acts as a 
preservative allowing them to put 
prey in a coma for an extended 
period. The time devoted to hunting 
drops about 90% and they can think 
about living more normal lives.

SAM
And you know this, how?

JIM
As I said, it’s a theory. Had 
enough?

Sam watches Jim drain his teacup.

SAM
Are you kidding? I want to know it 
all. What about the sunlight thing.

Jim puts his cup down on the tray and she refills it.

JIM
That’s only partially true. The 
gamma rays emitted from the sun 
could in theory...

Jim’s voice fades to a murmur as we enter a montage showing 
the passage of time.

MONTAGE:

Jim making a point and laughing.

Sam laughing and pouring more tea.

Sam held in rapt fascination.
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Jim drinking tea. 

The hideous Vampire drawing from Sam’s library book.

Jim surreptitiously observes Sam’s trim figure.

The candles are melted down It is late

END OF MONTAGE

And we rejoin them in real time.

SAM
So in essence, your theory supposes 
vamps have super everything, but 
not so much as we see in the 
movies.

JIM
Let’s say they’re more like the Six 
Million Dollar Man than Superman.  

SAM
You’re dating yourself Jim.

JIM
Be that as it may, they live 
between two and three hundred 300 
years, not forever, and can be 
killed just like anyone else.

Sam turns the recorder off.

SAM
That should about do it. Guess I 
owe you a steak dinner.

She goes to the kitchen. Jim inspects his empty tea cup. A 
stamp on the tea cup reads: “Ypres 1898”

Jim calls out to the kitchen.

JIM
Is the tea set an heirloom?

Sam stops what she’s doing; thinks.

SAM
Yes.

She shoves the steaks in the broiler.
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SAM (CONT’D)
You take your steak rare, right? 

Sam returns to the living room and coaxes Jim to his feet.

SAM (CONT'D)
Want to see my bedroom?

INT. APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Sam leads Jim by the hand. They enter a room illuminated by a 
couple of candles.

Jim looks around. The sound of an electric motor hums from a 
bureau sized piece of furniture covered with a table cloth. 
Curious.

He feels Sam in the dark, her arms coming around him, pulling 
him closer, enveloping him. Her lips part.

He hesitates for a moment. And she takes a step back. She 
removes her blouse and presents herself. The blouse flutters 
to the floor.

Small nimble fingers unbutton Jim’s shirt, one-at-a-time.

He unsnaps her Levis. She removes his shirt. His hands 
disappear inside her Jeans, with slow, deliberate movement. 
She moans.

A phone RINGS.

Jim retrieves it from his pocket. Checks the I.D.

JIM
Crap! It’s a text from my building 
super.

SAM
(breathing heavily)

There’s a show stopper.

JIM
A pipe burst in the unit above 
mine. They’re requesting entry.

She doesn’t get it.

INTERCUT TO CLOSET IN JIM'S APARTMENT - DAY
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The desiccated remains of the woman from the teaser, hanging 
in a high tech looking garment bag.

INT. SAM'S APARTMENT - SAME

He grabs for his shirt.

JIM
I have to go.

(beat)
I’m really sorry.

He moves toward the front door. She follows him out.

His hand on the door knob. She slows him down with a kiss.

SAM
Are you coming back?

JIM
When?

SAM 
Saturday? Same time?

JIM
You’re something.

SAM
I think you’re going to find I’m 
“something else”.

Jim believes that. 

He backs out of the apartment onto the sidewalk. She closes 
the door. Checking that no one is around, he goes vampire, 
and takes off running at the speed of a thoroughbred race 
horse.

Sam stands on her side of the closed door and exhales her 
frustration.

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE:

FADE IN:

INT. SAM’S APARTMENT - NIGHT.

Vampire Jim enters the apartment; stealthy. Scary looking 
dude.

Vampire eyes cut through the dark space. No problem seeing 
everything.

Vampire hearing picks up voices coming from the bedroom, Sam 
and a MAN. Man, mid/late 20’s, speaks with British accent.

MAN (O.S.)
Read ‘em and weep.

SAM (O.S.)
You gotta be kidding me. Nobody 
draws two to a flush.

MAN (O.S.)
Take it off, Love.

The vampire moves to the bedroom door and cracks it open. He 
peeks in as Sam removes her bra.

SAM (O.S.)
You like?

The sound of shuffling cards. The vampire fumes in silence.

INT. SAM’S BEDROOM - SAME

Sam and the man seated on the bed. The man is dealing the 
cards. Sam is down to her panties. Rich ginger colored hair 
cascades well below her shoulders over a slim firmly muscled 
back, arched in perfect erect posture.

The vampire emits a silent vicious SNARL. Lust mixes with a 
craving for blood.

SAM
I’m good.

MAN
Really? Dealer takes one.

Adds new card to his hand.
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MAN (CONT’D)
You aren’t going to fancy how this 
ends.

Sam lays her cards out.

SAM
Queens full of fives.

MAN
Nice. But I have two of these.

(presents a pair of fours)
And two of these.

SAM
Four freaking fours??? You suck, 
you know that?

MAN
I believe the knickers are all the 
lady has left.

SAM
You’re cheating.

MAN
Nope, just lucky. A bet’s a bet.

Sam stands with her back to us and does a slooow strip tease.

The vampire: red eyes and fangs. Not happy.

The man closes in and kisses her. They fall, laughing, onto 
the bed and begin to grope each other.

The vampire opens the door all the way and approaches the 
couple writhing on the bed. Unnoticed, he stands over them.

Sam opens her eyes, sees him, and screams.

The vampire grabs the man and throws him across the room; 
sends him flying then crashing against the mysterious cube 
shaped furniture piece. His broken body crumpled on the floor 
looks like he’s been run over by a truck.

Sam stares up at the vampire who glowers over her. Her 
expression begins to change from horror to something that 
looks like sexual arousal. She raises arms and smiles a 
seductive “Come on”.

END OF JIM’S WET DAYDREAM 
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INT. JIM’S OFFICE - DAY

Jim focuses on the CARPING WOMAN, plump matronly, mid 40’s. 
She’s seated on the other side of his desk.

CARPING WOMAN
...and then to find out he’s 
cutting classes and wasting his 
allowance on strippers?  The kind 
of money we’re spending here I 
don’t think it’s too much to expect 
some kind of responsibility from 
you people.

Jim puts on his best concerned face for the STUDENT and his 
DADDY seated in his office with the carping woman.

JIM
I understand your concerns and...

DADDY
So, what are you going to do about 
it?

JIM
As a matter of policy the 
University doesn’t get involved in 
personal matters as long as no one 
has broken the law.

CARPING WOMAN
He’s a child! Aren’t there laws 
protecting them from from...

JIM
Themselves?

Jim casts a glance over to the student, RODNEY, late teens, 
known as “The Rod” amongst his peers.

Rodney is totally engrossed in a video game on his phone.

Jim relents.

JIM (CONT’D)
I’ll talk to someone and see what 
can be done.

CARPING WOMAN
Here, I have her name.

She rummages around in her purse and produces a folded scrap 
of paper and passes it across the desk. Jim sets it down 
without looking at it. 
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JIM
I can’t promise anything, but a 
word here and there... We’ll see 
what happens.

CARPING WOMAN
That’s all we’re asking.

The family rises to go.

DADDY
Thanks so much for your time. We 
know you’re a busy man.

Daddy extends his hand and Jim stands from behind his desk. 
He turns to acknowledge the woman and finds her staring at 
his crotch. 

He looks down and (to his utter embarrassment) sees he has an 
erection.

The family troops out. “The Rod” trails.

RODNEY
(off the erection)

Cool.

They are gone. Jim collapses in his chair.

Jim opens the folded piece of paper left by Carping Woman and 
reads the name; turns to his computer; and types the name 
into a search engine. LAURA Crowley.

JIM
(mutters to self)

Exotic dancer. No family. She’s as 
alone as Sam. Excellent prospect. 
Two ex-husbands. Both prominent 
men. In taking that little gold 
digger, I’d probably be doing 
Rodney’s family a favor.

Jim reaches for telephone. Dials number from computer screen.

INT. LAW OFFICES OF TEAGUE & TEAGUE - DAY

Jim sits in comfortable surroundings. He admires the pretty 
RECEPTIONIST, mid 20’s; he sniffs the air and registers a 
positive reaction. 

She smiles at him; he smiles back. She’s used to being ogled, 
only not as hors d’oeuvre.
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JIM (V.O.)
Vampires have simple needs. They 
usually concern either food or sex, 
but on rare occasions conflicts 
arise. Like: Do I eat it or..?

Jim pauses to observe the receptionist’s transit across the 
room.

JIM (V.O.)
I’d like to make Sam more than 
Sunday brunch. Laura Crowley could 
be the answer.

The receptionist takes a call.

RECEPTIONIST
(to Jim)

Ms. Crowley will see you now.

Jim starts down a hallway and is met half way by an 
attractive blonde, late 20’s, wearing a designer skirted 
business suit. Jim recognizes Laura Crowley from the picture 
the computer search turned up.

LAURA
Professor White?

JIM
Call me Jim.

LAURA
I’m Laura Crowley

Laura extends her hand.

LAURA (CONT’D)
And please, it’s Laura

Jim likes her scents and the way she smiles. Very promising.

She motions him toward an office.

JIM
I think meeting in your attorney’s 
office might be overkill.

LAURA
(off Jim’s confusion)

I don’t dance anymore. I work here.
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As he surveys the well appointed spaces, Jim is still 
confused.

JIM
This is your office?

LAURA
All mine.

They enter her office filled with custom furniture and 
collectable art.

JIM
Impressive.

Laura offers Jim a chair and rather than assume the power 
position behind her desk, she sits across from him on a plush 
love seat.

LAURA
So, something to drink?

JIM
No thanks. This is a little 
awkward.

LAURA
I know why you’re here, so let’s 
get to the point. You’ve been put 
in an awkward position and I 
appreciate that.

JIM
Thank you. It’s really no one’s 
business what you do with...

LAURA
You can reassure Little Rodney’s 
parents that I won’t be seeing him 
anymore. Does that take care of it? 
Do you need a signed affidavit to 
that effect?

JIM
No. I’m sure that won’t be 
necessary.

Jim is still left with questions.

LAURA
(off his look)

My situation has changed.
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Laura gestures to encompass the surroundings, the empire of 
Teague and Teague.

LAURA (CONT’D)
As the future Mrs. Elton Teague, I 
won’t be preying on rich college 
boys anymore.

She uncrosses and re-crosses her legs, giving Jim the full 
view.

LAURA (CONT’D)
I can afford to be choosier, now.

She bends forward, offering Jim a peek down her top and picks 
her business card from a stack on the coffee table in the 
space between them. She writes on the card before offering it 
to him.

LAURA (CONT’D)
That’s my personal number. Just in 
case.

Jim takes the card and smiles at her.

JIM
I'll be in touch. Count on it.

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

FADE IN:

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD SIDEWALK - NIGHT

Early evening and Jim on his way to Sam’s for the big date, a 
spring in his step.  He carries a bottle of wine. The happy 
vampire.

JIM (V.O.)
Most people I’ve known, worry too 
much. And mostly, about things that 
matter very little. Life is really 
pretty simple. Once you take care 
of the basics, what else is there? 
 

EXT. SAM’S FRONT DOOR - EVENING

Jim starts to knock and the door springs open. Sam pulls him 
inside and shuts the door.

INT. SAM’S LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

She’s all over him; he responds. Amid animalistic utterance 
from both, articles of clothing start to hit the floor

They separate; breathless. She notices the wine bottle, takes 
it from him, and sets it aside.

SAM
Liquor makes me crazy.

JIM
Don’t you mean crazi-er?

With a lascivious grin, she grabs him again, and envelops him 
with her body, like an animal in heat. The bestial sounds 
return.

Suddenly, she stops, backs away, and breathing hard stares at 
him.

JIM (CONT'D)
What?

Her breathing calms.

SAM
You want some tea?
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JIM
Yeah.

She kisses him hard on the mouth then takes off for the 
kitchen.

Jim can’t wait to see what comes next.

SAM (O.S.)
Make yourself comfortable. I won’t 
be long.

Jim meanders into the living room and once again looks around 
at the occult memorabilia scattered about.  A pair of 
handcuffs on an end table catches his eye and brings a smile.

JIM (V.O.)
First Goth Sam; now BDSM Sam. What 
next?

Sam enters with the tea service, sets it in the usual place 
and pours him a cup.

SAM
Enjoy the tea.

She heads back to the kitchen.

JIM
Can I help?

SAM (O.S.)
Almost done. I’m turning the 
broiler off.

Jim’s attention turns to artwork on the wall, in particular 
the piece of a vampire and a werewolf locked in mortal 
combat.

Sam joins him on the sofa. Jim sniffs the air. She’s ready.

SAM (CONT’D)
HOOOO!  I need to turn up the A/C.

Jim bats his eyebrows, Groucho style.

JIM
That’s not the answer.

SAM
(off his lascivious look)

Drink your tea.

Jim shows mock servitude.
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JIM
Yes ma’am.

Jim sips.

JIM (CONT'D)
This flavor’s different.

SAM
It’s my favorite.  It has 
properties that enhance...

She shoots him a lewd look.

SAM (CONT'D)
You’ll see.

Jim hesitates.

JIM
What's in this?

SAM
It won’t kill you.

Jim drains the cup. He sets the empty cup down and she 
refills it.

JIM
I hope your bathroom works.

She laughs.  The sexual tension between them resumes its 
acceleration. She slides her hand up his leg as his hand 
moves toward her.

SAM
Oh! I almost forgot.

Jim’s only slightly annoyed. He’s getting used to her 
erratic, high energy behavior.

JIM
No more tea, for me.

SAM
It’s about the interview.

(beat)
The other night you said that 
humans can’t be turned into 
vampires by being bitten by one.
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JIM
Biologically impossible.  The only 
thing a vampire’s bite causes is 
eventual death. Or a hellacious 
infection.

He moves his hand up her leg. She responds and opens.

SAM
What about lycans?

Jim interrupts his exploration of Sam's lush topography.

JIM
What?

SAM
You know, werewolves. How do they 
fit in?

JIM
I know what they are. I also know 
they’re your specialty, but they're 
even less believable than vampires. 
A bunch of medieval writers 
invented them out of some of thin 
legends to give the vampires a 
mortal enemy.

Sam is disturbed.

SAM
But my research shows...

JIM
I respect what you’ve uncovered, 
but trust me, werewolves are pure 
myth. A myth created to embellish 
another myth.

(beat)
Anything else?

Sam hesitates before dropping the subject.

SAM
No, that about covers it.

Sam relaxes as Jim’s hand resumes traveling up her leg. She 
lies back; closes her eyes and opens her mouth.

JIM
Do you have a deck of cards?

She looks at him, just inches from her face.

42.



SAM
Cards?

JIM
 You know. Playing cards.

SAM
Somewhere. Why?

JIM
Get them.

INT. LIVING ROOM - SAME

A deck of cards scattered on the coffee table, spilling onto 
the floor. A trail of clothing leads to the bedroom.

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

The trail of discarded clothing ends at bed. Jim lies naked 
in peaceful repose.

His eyes snap open.

Jim surveys his situation. He is spread eagle naked, and 
bound hands and feet to the bedposts.

He finds Sam close by, also naked, back to him leaning 
against the mysterious piece of humming furniture. Gone is 
the tablecloth. We see a small chest freezer.

A set of butcher’s cutlery are arrayed across its top with 
precise placement like a surgeon’s instruments.

Turning, she stares at him as she moves closer. She emerges 
out of the dark, a sexy smirk on her lips. 

SAM
(surprised)

You’re awake.

Jim tests his bonds.

JIM
I gotta pee.

She sits astride him, cowgirl style, and begins a slow 
undulation.
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JIM (CONT’D)
I really don’t like being tied up 
like this. And I do need to use the 
bathroom.

She continues to undulate seductively.

SAM
Only if you’re a good boy.

JIM
No, I’m serious.

She scrunches down hard, grinding. His eyes roll back.

SAM
This isn't serious enough for you?

Yes it is.  Jim gives in to the primal urge and responds to 
her. They move in concert.

As Sam reaches orgasm, her soprano voice deepens to a low 
growl. Her fingers thicken and lengthen. Prehensile paws 
replace the dainty hands.

Her back widens and grows ginger colored hair. She arches in 
an impossible curve and thrusts wildly.

Her face begins to morph. The jaw elongates. Huge canine 
teeth appear. Her eyes turn yellow.

Jim instantly goes vampire and snaps his bonds.

Still riding him, Sam lets out a final climactic blood 
curdling howl of canine sexual climax, baring long yellowed 
teeth in the process.

The vampire flings her across the room. The freezer breaks 
her flight. She stands, a vicious wolfish creature – a lycan. 
She snarls at the vampire. He hisses back.

They face off. In the silence that follows, the significance 
of what happened sinks in. Recognizing the stand-off, the two 
creatures return to human form. They are left naked spent and 
staring at each other.

Somebody’s got to break the silence.

JIM
That was--

(beyond words)

44.



SAM
--I know...

(me too)

She rubs her elbow.

JIM
You okay?

SAM
You hurt me.

JIM
You’re a werewolf?

SAM
We prefer the term ‘lycan’. Not so 
beastly.

JIM
But you’re a myth.

SAM
Oh yeah, I remember: “one of those 
creatures invented in the Middle 
Ages to give vampires an enemy.”

JIM
I guess that explains the cinnamon 
scent.

SAM
Yours is something like leather.

Sam’s eyes narrow.

SAM (CONT’D)
By the way, you’ve got some nerve.

JIM
Me??

SAM
What were you going to do?  Have 
your fun then, kill me?

JIM
Well–uh-in the beginning yes, 
but...

Voice and expression harden.

JIM (CONT’D)
What was in that tea?
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SAM
Enough to kill a horse.

JIM
You eat horse meat?

She makes a face at him. Then softens her expression.

SAM
Vampire chops were more what I had 
in mind.

JIM
When did you figure it out?

SAM
I began to suspect when you 
explained your “theories” on 
vampires. They had too much in 
common with us mythical lycans to 
be coincidence. Then, when the tea 
didn’t put you down I was pretty 
sure.

JIM
Why did you tie me up?

SAM
I didn’t know how you’d take 
meeting a lycan.

JIM
I still have to go to the bathroom. 
If you’ll excuse me.

(beat)
Were you actually going to carve me 
up and stick me in the freezer?

Sam stifles a smile.

SAM
Hey, a girl’s gotta eat.

Jim shakes his head in mock disbelief then turns and heads 
for the bathroom.

Midway he stops.

JIM
Now that we know each other’s 
secret, what’s next?

Still smirking, Sam jerks a small thumb in the direction of 
the bed.
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SAM
Since we’re pretty good there, I 
think we can work something out.

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT FOUR
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TAG

FADE IN:

EXT.  UNIVERSITY BLDG. - DAY

Students heading here and there, crossing in front of Jim as 
he watches and waits.

A bright blue Mustang convertible pulls up to the curb with 
Sam behind the wheel. She toots the horn.

Jim walks over, surveys the car, opens the door, and gets in.

JIM
A little flashy, don’t you think?

Sam leans over and gives him a kiss.

SAM
The minute I saw it I knew I had to 
have it.

JIM
Expensive?

SAM
I got a good deal. Where he’s at, 
the previous owner won’t need it.

JIM
I hope you were careful.

SAM
Shut up and enjoy the ride.

She mashes on the gas and PEALS screaming into the street. 
Her hair blows behind like a red flag. Jim eases back, lost 
in thought.

JIM (V.O.)
If you think about it, the really 
nice thing about life is all the 
surprises. So long as you have the 
basics covered.
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INT. JIM’S CLOSET - NIGHT

In the dimness of an external night light, the naked comatose 
Laura Crowley hangs in the high tech garment bag.

INT.  SAM’S BEDROOM - DAY

The covered chest freezer hums away under a new cover.

JIM (V.O.)
Just the basics.

FADE OUT:

THE END
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