DRACULA:

BY DANIEL KNAUF



ACT 1

BLACK SCREEN. SILENCE, then a SLOW CLI P-CLOP of horses’ hooves,
a CREAKI NG of anci ent wooden wheel s.

FADE | N:
EXT. DI RT ROAD - DAY

A deeply rutted track flanked by w nter-bare birches, an OX-
DRAVWN WOODEN CART sl owl y approaches, overflowing with freshly
harvested barley. THE DRIVER a weathered old Gypsy farner,
wears soiled dungarees and a straw hat, its wide, tattered brim
pul | ed down over his eyes.

He reins the wagon to a CREAKI NG HALT, plucks a hand-rolled
cigarette frombehind his ear and lights up. The inmage is
ti mel ess, bucolic.

SUPER: BUCHAREST, ROVANI A

The silence is broken by AN APPROACH NG TURBI NE ROAR
Nonpl ussed, The Driver glances skyward. TILT UP TO REVEAL

A TAROM ROMANI AN Al RLI NER

A BOEI NG 737 SCREAMS over head at LOW ALTI TUDE.
SUPER: PRESENT DAY

I NT. AIRLINER - BUSI NESS CLASS - DAY

JONATHAN HARKER, | ate-20s, Brooks-Brothers-handsone, a brilliant
young real -estate attorney. He types a few lines on his open
| apt op.

HARKER (V. Q)
Mna, it’s only been nineteen hours and I
m ss you already. Romania is hardly the
garden spot Raechel described...

LAPTOP MONI TOR
As he types an email, his V.O CONTI NUES
HARKER (V. O.; CONT’ D)
Maybe it’s the season, maybe it’s just ny
nood, but everything bel ow ne | ooks
ei t her brown, broken or dead...

Har ker adds, MJUTTERI NG ALOUD as he types:



HARKER
... SO we can definitely scratch it off
our short |ist of honeynoon destinations.

He’s interrupted by the “FASTEN SEATBELT” TONE. A STEWARDESS
| eans in, speaks with a SOFT ROVANI AN ACCENT:

STEWARDESS
Excuse me, but you nust stop with your
conmputer now as we | and.

Jonat han gives her a polite smle, closes his |aptop.
I NT. OTOPEN Al RPORT TERM NAL - DAY

Surrounded by strangers neeting | oved ones, greeting each other
wi th hugs and tearful kisses, Harker carries his |uggage through
the crowded gate. He scans the crowd, | ooking a bit nervous,

di spl aced.

H S POV
CONTANTI N BLAGA, early 20s, |anky, wearing an N ke sweatsuit,

Kangol cap and gradi ated sungl asses, stands in the concourse
hol di ng up a hand-lettered sign that reads HARKER

HARKER
H, I'm-
CONSTANTI N
You are the Anerican.
HARKER
Yes, yeah. Jonat han Harker- -
CONSTANTI N
You are late. Very late. | am
Constantin. | wll drive you now.

EXT. OTOPENI Al RPORT TERM NAL - DAY

Constantin uncerenoni ously dunps Harker’s bag into the rear of a
battered ol d Lada Nadezhda m nivan. He races around, gets in
the driver’s side, fires it up and GUNS THE MOTOR

Har ker opens the passenger door, waits as Constantin sweeps fast-
food rubbish off the seat.

CONSTANTI N

(i npatient)
Cone. Get in!l W are |late.



HARKER
(as he clinbs in)
I know. | mssed ny connecting flight--

Bef ore Harker’'s even cl osed the door, Constantin POPS THE CLUTCH
and SCREECHES away fromthe curb. HORNS BLARE as the Lada bolts
recklessly into traffic. A SLOWCRANE UP reveal s the congested
streets of npdern Bucharest.

HARKER (V. Q.)
The good news is I'mnot here for the
scenery. The client, Madimr Tepes, is
sending a car, and his estate is a day’'s
drive fromthe airport. Once he signs
t he docs. ..

SLAM TO

EXT. MANHATTAN - HELI COPTER SHOT - NI GHT

The distinctive skyline. The LONBUZZ of 1.5 mllion humans
crammed into a | and-nmass of roughly 34 square mles, driving,
honki ng, dying, giving birth, |aughing, weeping, eating,
fighting, and just trying to hail a goddamm cab.

HARKER (V. O.; CONT’ D)
| am so out of here, you' |l barely
notice I was gone. Not that you woul d
anyway. . .

We GLIDE IN toward THE BROCKLYN BRI DGE, FIND a M NI - COOPER
darting recklessly between other cars, the D STANT HONK of its
horn barely audible as we MOVE IN and

SLAM TO
EXT. THE BROOKLYN BRI DGE - STREET LEVEL - MOVI NG - CONTI NUOUS

The HORN i s DEAFENI NG now, the tires on the Mni CH RPING as it
weaves violently through traffic.

INT. M N COOPER - CONTI NUQUS

Harker's fiancé, M NA MJRRAY, 26, a pretty but tough-Iooking
cropped brunette, silently reads Jonathan's email off the screen
of her Bl ackberry.

HARKER (V. O.; CONT’ D)
but as long as I'"mgone, and | can’t
keep an eye on you, please renenber your
prom se. ..



The driver, QU NCEY MORRI'S, 26, African-Anerican, smart and
resourceful, races up Cranberry Street, LEANING ON THE HORN
whi | e thunbing the volune on a police scanner

HARKER (V. O ; CONT' D) (cont’d)
. take a bus, take a cab. Hell, take
t he subway. But no matter where you go,
do not let Quincey Mrris drive you
t here.

Mna smles. Quincey notices.

QUI NCEY
What’ s he say?
M NA
(a playful gl ance)

Not hi ng. . .
EXT. BROOKLYN WALK UP - CONTI NUOUS

Awash in a sea of RED AND BLUE EMERGENCY LI GHTS, HALF A DOZEN
BLACK- AND- VHI TES, an AMBULANCE and several NEWS-VANS, the PRESS
nobbed behi nd a barri cades.

Qui ncey SCREECHES to an abrupt stop out front, piles out,
| ooping the straps of two DIG TAL NI KONS around his neck. M na
gets out, still reading Jonathan’s email off her Bl ackberry.

HARKER (V. O.; CONT’ D)
... and for once, just for ne, Just until
| get back, stay out of trouble.

She flips down the cover, eyes glittering with the predatory joy
of a seasoned street reporter who snells bl ood.

M NA
Fat chance.

A horribly pale YOUNG WOMAN i s rushed on a gurney past Mna into
an anbul ance, a BLOOD- SOAKED COVPRESS j ammed agai nst her neck by
an EMI. As Rodney grabs a FLASH SHOT, a comotion ki cks up at
the front of the building.

FI VE UNI FORMS struggle with RANDALL MARTI N RENFI ELD, m d-30’s,
6’4", well north of 300 pounds of solid beef. BLOOD covers his
chin, drenches the neck of his t-shirt. As the cops west him
into a squad-car, he BELLOAG:

RENFI ELD
He is coming! He who is the Dragon's
Spawn!  The I npal er!



RENFI ELD( cont ' d)

The Lord of Shadows! Fear him for you
are to himbut cattle!

As the squad-car pulls past, Quincey fires a BURST OF SHOTS with
his camera, STROBING the back seat. Renfield casts a manic gaze
out the passenger wi ndow and we RAMP DOMN TO

EXTREME SLOW MOTI ON

as his and Mna's eyes neet. There’'s an exchange there, an odd
recognition before we

RESUVE SPEED

and the police car noves on, swallowed by the grow ng crowd.
Mna is nonentarily disconcerted, but instantly recovers,
gr abbi ng Qui ncey's armand pulling himdown a narrow all ey.

I NT. BROOKLYN WALK UP - DOMNSTAI RS HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

M na knocks on a door. The M ddl e-Eastern SUPER opens the door
a crack. Mna flashes her press credentials.

M NA
M na Murray. New York Tines.

SUPER
No. No, newspaper. You go, now.

Bef ore he can shut the door, M na pushes a pair of folded
twenties through the crack. The Super |ooks at the noney, then
M na.

I NT. BROOKLYN WALK UP - BASEMENT HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

FOLLOW A BLOOD- SPATTERED TRAIL | eading down a hallway lit by a
f ew NAKED BULBS.

SUPER (O S.)
H s nane is Renfield. Randal
Renfiel d. ..

The door opens and The Super exits, carrying a big ring of keys.
He’'s trailed by Mna and Quincey. She holds a small DI G TAL
RECORDER up to catch the Super’s statenent.

SUPER
... he was a real weirdo, this one.
Wat ch your step
They do their best not to step in the bl ood.

M NA
Real | y--7?



SUPER
What? He cut the girl’s throat and tried
to drink her blood. That's normal?

M NA
No, | nean, usually with these...
situations, we hear the guy was quiet,
polite, kept to hinself--

SUPER
Hah. | wish this was so. He was the
crazy man. Here..

They stop in front of the gaping threshold of Renfield s
apartnment. The DOOR HANGS ASKEW on one hinge. Beyond a barrier
of crime-scene tape, DARKNESS.

SUPER
... this is his place. Police ask, you
got no help from ne.

Wth that, he turns and retreats down the hallway. They watch
him then peer into the shadows of the room

M NA
Cr eepy.

QUI NCEY
Oh yeah.

He raises his canera, takes a

SERI ES OF SHOTS:

(Each acconpani ed by the MJFFLED POP OF THE STROBE, the WH R OF
A MOTOR DRI VE.)

A BARE MATTRESS - strewn on the floor, filthy, soaked with a
LARGE BLOOD- STAI N.

THE WALL - A huge, crudely drawn but highly detail ed DRAW NG OF
A DRAGON, bat wi ngs spread a full eight feet, eye’ s vaguely
human, mal evol ent.

STACKS OF PORN - nost of them B&D, as rough as we can get away
wi th on network.

A UTILITY KNI FE - on an open pizza box, beads of BLOOD still on
t he bl ade.

END SERI ES
M na states in a FLAT, UTTERLY UN NFLECTED TONE



M NA
Wow.
QUI NCEY
Yeah. Ww.
He grabs anot her FLASH SHOT. Behind them A COP steps into the
threshold fromthe hall, one hand on his nightstick.
coP

How the hell’d you get in here?
M na and Quincey trade a | ook.

CUT TGO

EXT. KIRBY CENTER - N GHT

Fl oodlights illumnate the hul king facade. Lights burn in the
W ndows.

SUPER: WARDS | SLAND, N.Y.
SUPER: Kl RBY FORENSI C PSYCHI ATRI C CENTER

RENFI ELD ( PRE- LAP)
(roars)
Al of you will suffer. W wll feast on
your children! None of you will escape
hi s wrat h!

I NT. KIRBY CENTER - | NTAKE WARD - CONTI NUQUS

FOUR BI G ORDERLI ES and a MALE NURSE pin Renfield on a gurney,
strap himin dowmn with | eather restraints. DR JOHN SEWARD, 29,
scans the case-file as the Closed Unit Head Nurse, PHEOBE

MANNI NG, mi d-40s, gives himthe patient's stats.

PHECBE
Renfield, Randall Martin. Age thirty-
four. Six-four. Three-hundred and
thirty-two pounds. Medical history,
unknown. Psychiatric history, unknown.
Al'l ergies--

SEWARD
Unknown.

PHECBE
Gee. You' re good.



SEWARD
It’s a gift.
(to Mal e Nurse)
Thor azi ne.

MALE NURSE
Dosage?

RENFI ELD
You cannot stop ne! You cannot silence
me! | amhis harbinger! | amhis John
the Baptist! | speak his truth!

Seward gives Renfield a glance, eyebrows raised, then turns to
the Mal e Nurse and REPLI ES DRYLY:

SEWARD
Alot.

I NT. KIRBY CENTER - HALLWAY - CONTI NUQUS

As Seward and Pheobe wal k down the corridor, we can still hear
RENFI ELD S SHOUTS:

RENFI ELD (O. S.)
You're dead. You're all dead! Cattlel!

Cattle!
PHECBE
He attacked a girl in his building. And
you' Il like this: Police say he attenpted
to drink her bl ood.
SEWARD
(perks up)

Zoophagi a? My |ucky day! Check with the
DoJ. Maybe he’s good for the study. A
l[ittle high profile, though. Media?

PHEOBE
Oh yeah. Big tine.

SEWARD
Tell Jess that any inquiries fromthe
press need to be run through ny office.
(his cell-phone CH RPS)
Are we done, here?

The Nurse nods and continues down the hallway as Seward checks
t he i ncom ng nunber and flips open his Razor.



SEVWARD
Hey Artie...

| NTERCUT W TH:
I NT. METROPOL MAGAZI NE - EDI TORI AL OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS

Functi on wages a losing battle with Formin the design of the

| arge wor kspace. Metropol’s publisher, ARTHUR HOLMADCD, 28, is
graced with athletic good | ooks, a ready smle, Kennedy-
charisma. As he approves layouts with his ART DI RECTOR, he
SPEAKS | NTO HI S CELL- PHONE

HOL MADCOD
You good for tonight?

SEWARD
Toni ght. \What’'s tonight?

HOL MAOCOD
C nmon, Johnnie. Don’t do this to ne.
You’ re supposed to be ny w ng-nan.

Seward' s still clueless.

HOL MAOCOD
Peligrosso. | rented out the V.I.P.
room Everybody’s gonna be there.

SEWARD
Oh god... today’' s Wednesday?

HOL MAOOD
There’s a linmo on it’s way up to your
chuckl e-farmright now.

SEVWARD
(stanmers)
I"'m.. not dressed.

HOL MAOOD
Screw it. Wear a straight-jacket, |
don't care. Just be there or 1’11l
personal | y ki ck your nonkey-ass.

Hol mwod di sconnects, presses a few keystrokes into his
bl ackberry and speed-di al s.

| NTERCUT W TH:



10.

I NT. BRYCE RI GGS DESI GN - CONTI NUOUS

The place is a madhouse centered around BRYCE RIGGS, a British
designer in his md-50s. He directs SEVERAL ASSI STANTS, as they
make final fittings on HALF A DOZEN MODELS in preparation for
Fashi on Wek. , , fitting A DOZEN hal f-dressed MODELS

RI GGS
Darling, for crap sake do sonethi ng about
that seam It’s destroying ne.

LUCY WESTENRA, 24, begins stripping the Model. Fourth
generation heiress to the Park-Wstenra hotel fortune, Lucy is
beautiful, sweet-tenpered, charm ngly feckless.

LUCY
St ean??

Rl GGS
Dear God, no. Just... pull it off her
and re-sew it.

A STYLI SH CELL PHONE VI BRATES on one of the work-tabl es.

RI GGS
Who the hell belongs to that phone!

Lucy snatches it up, checks the TEXT MESSAGE on her phone.
Short and sweet: “PELLIGROSSO. TONI GHT IS SOVEDAY! A H.”~

LUCY
(breat hl ess)
Oh... ny... god...

I NT. NEW YORK TI MES - NEWSROOM - NI GHT

PHONES RI NG KEYBOARDS CLI CK, PRI NTERS spit out pages as
REPORTERS work feverishly to make their deadlines. |INTERNS pick
up and deliver files. The LOWBUZZ of activity is interrupted
by a WOVAN S EXCI TED SQUEAL.

I NT. NEWYORK TIMES - M NA'S CUBI CLE - CONTI NUOUS

Not es, books and research files are haphazardly stacked on every
avai |l abl e surface. Snapshots of M na, Jonathan Harker, and a
nunber of their friends--Quincey, Lucy, Hol mwod and Seward- -
pushpi nned to the walls.

Fl ushed with excitenent, a tel ephone receiver pressed agai nst
her chest, Mna | ooks around, enbarrassed by her outburst. She
resunmes her conversation with Lucy:
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M NA
How do you know?
LUCY
It’s a joke. | say in a real whiney
voi ce, “When’'re we gonna get married,”
and he al ways says, “Sonmeday.” GCet
it...?
M NA
Toni ght is sonmeday oh ny GOD!
| NTERCUT W TH:
EXT. BRYCE RI GGS DESI GN - CONTI NUOUS
Lucy flags down a cab.
LUCY
I’ mgoing honme, I'mtelling Momma, |’ m
getting dressed and I’ mtaking about four
Xanax. | swear to god, can you believe

this? Don't be |ate!
Wth that, she snaps he phone shuts and dives into the cab.
I NT. NEW YORK TI MES - NEWSROOM - CONTI NUOUS
Mna's typing furiously as she hangs up.

MNA (V.QO)
Dear Jonat han. .

EXT. | SOLATED COUNTRY H GHWAY - DUSK

The Lada bl ows by us on an isolated country highway, the SUN
DI PPI NG RED TOMRD THE HORI ZON.

M NA (V.Q)
It | ooks Iike Arthur Mst-Eligible-
Bachel or -i n-t he- Uni ver se Hol mmwod has
finally popped the question to our dear
friend. Can you believe it?

I NT. LADA - CONTI NUOUS

Jonat han Harker smiles as he silently reads Mna's ermail on his
| aptop as her V. O CONTI NUES

M NA (V. QO ; CONT' D)
W' re all neeting at Peligrosso tonight
to witness history.
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M NA(cont ' d)
Prom se a bl owby-blow | ater. God how I
wi sh you were here. We'll all be m ssing

you.

Har ker types a quick reply.

ON MONI TOR
As he types: “Not half as nmuch as I’mm ssing you. Gve Lucy a
hug for ne. | love you - J.” As he noves the cursor up to

“SEND,” a W NDOW pops up on the screen: “SIGNAL LOST. CHECK
CONNECTI ON. ”

HARKER
Dami t. ..

He cl oses his laptop, turns and gazes listlessly out the w ndow
at the passing scenery. Sees sonething odd.

H S POV

Raci ng al ongside them animals in the darkness. An occasional
flash of red eyes.

HARKER
Are those dogs?

Constantin ignores him intent on the road, both hands
whi t eknuckl i ng t he wheel .

HARKER
Hey. ..

Constantin starts as if awakened froma dream turns to him
annoyed. Jonathan jerks a thunb toward the passenger w ndow.

HARKER
Check it out.

Annoyed, Constantin peers out the passenger w ndow. Suddenly, a
LARGE CANI NE darts into the road, cutting themoff. Constantin
SLAMS THE BRAKES.

EXT. | SOLATED COUNTRY HI GHWAY - CONTI NUQUS

The van SCREECHES toward us, cones to a SUDDEN LURCH NG STOP
The engi ne COUGHS, RATTLES AND DI ES

I NT. LADA - CONTI NUOUS
ENG NE TICKING in the sudden silence, the two nmen gather their

wits. Harker gives Constantin a hard | ook, then shakes his head
and opens the door |atch.
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CONSTANTI N
No!

Terrified, Constantin grabs him yanks the door shut and | ocks
it. He begins frantically cranking the key. The van won’'t
start.

HARKER
I think you hit that dog.

CONSTANTI N
There are no dogs!

Suddenly, sonething SLAMS the passenger w ndow so hard it rocks
the van. Startled, Harker turns and finds hinself face-to-face
with A MASSI VE Tl MBER WOLF.

Teeth bared, snarling snout steam ng the glass, a disturbing
spark of malevolent intelligence in its vulpine eyes.

Jonathan stares at it, too frightened to find words. Constantin
finally manages to START THE VAN. He throws it into first and
FLOORS I T.

EXT. | SOLATED COUNTRY H GHWAY - CONTI NUCUS

The van ROARS away. The wolf stands in the road, calmy

wat ching the Lada's receding taillights. One by one, the REST
OF THE PACK joins him They begin HOAI NG nournfully, their
ECHCES t aki ng us

QUT TO BLACK
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FADE | N:
EXT. PELI GROSSO - N GHT

This is a very tough door; VELVET ROPES, LONG LI NE OF CLUBBERS.
Two very | arge BOUNCERS clear a path as Lucy steps out of the
cab followed by Mna and Quincey. STROBES POP.

PAPARRAZI #1
Lucy! This way!

PAPARRAZ| #2
VWhere's Art hur?!

PAPARRAZI #3
Are you two getting married!?

Mna is enbarrassed by the silly uproar incited by their
arrival. One of the photographers, an acquai ntance of
Qui ncey’ s, grabs his sleeve.

PAPARRAZI #1
Hey, Quince! Since when do you rate?

QUI NCEY
(1 aughs)
Man, | can’t help it if 1’mone of the
beauti ful people.

I NT. PELI GROSSO - CONTI NUOUS

THROBBI NG DANCE- MJSI C.  The place is jamm ng, decorated in a neo
Mayan notif. Hol mwod approaches, gives Lucy a kiss. Hugs al
around. He has to SHOUT to be heard over the nusic.

HOL MADCD
They called the riot squad.
(to Lucy)
When’'re you learn to sneak in the back
door ?

M NA
As soon as she gets her first facelift.

Lucy hits Mna with her clutch.
I NT. PELI GROSSO - V.I.P. ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Decorated in hono-baroque: Heavy, blood-red vel vet drapes,
rococo furniture.
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A wal | of glass overlooks the packed club, MJTING THE MJUSIC TO A
THROBBI NG BASS. The roomis filled to capacity with Hol mwod’ s
FRI ENDS, STAFF and BUSI NESS ASSCClI ATES.

JOHN SEWARD - nurses a martini, gazing down at the pul sing dance-
floor, deep in thought.

HOL MADOD
Johnny! Look who finally decided to show

up!

Seward turns, sees themand puts on a half-hearted smle. The
others greet himw th hugs. Lucy gives hima kiss on the cheek.
Seward seens ill-at-ease.

SEWARD
Hey, Lucy. You | ook beautiful.

LUCY
Thank you.

Hol mwod turns to the others, holds up his hands.

HOL MAOCD
Friends! Everybody! Now that we' re al
here, | have an announcenent to nake. ..

On cue, WAITERS snake through the crowd, serving gl asses of
chanpagne. Excited, Lucy neets eyes with Mna, takes her hand
and grips it tightly.

HOL MAOOD
As you know, the | atest passion of ny
life has been a little binonthly rag we
like to call Metropol..

CHUCKLES anong the crowd. Lucy seens confused. M na, ahead of
the curve, begins to snell disaster. A waiter brings Arthur a
gl ass of chanpagne.

HOL MAOOD
Everyone in the nmagazi ne business told ne
that politics and lifestyle don't m x.
We proved themwong. G rculation and
advertising revenues do not lie. So I'm
happy to announce that in January, we
wi Il be taking Metropol nonthly!

As the crowd POLI TELY CHEERS, APPLAUDS, M na sees Lucy’s
growi ng horror and enbarrassnment. Hol mwod raises his glass.

HOL MADOD
To Metropol!
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The crowd responds to the toast enthusiastically. Trenbling,
Lucy sets her still-full glass on a waiter’s tray and fl ees,
heartbroken. Mna follows. Holmwod turns to Quincey and
Seward, who regard himw th stunned di sgust.

HOL MAOCD
VWhat ?

EXT. CARPATHI AN MOUNTAINS - ROAD - NI GHT

Pat ches of snow dust the shoul ders of the di sused road.
SUPER: CARPATHI AN MOUNTAI NS

SUPER: THE BORGA PASS

As Constantin’s van passes, the HEADLI GHTS WASH OVER A SI G\
BASTRI TA - 38 K

I NT. LADA - CONTI NUQUS

Constantin horses the van, anxious to the point of hysteria,
pushing the Lada to its limts. Harker bounces in his seat,
hangi ng on.

HARKER
C non, man. Take it easy!

Constantin doesn’t reply, downshifting hard as they pull up to a
crossroads.

EXT. CARPATH AN MOUNTAI NS - CROSSROADS - CONTI NUQUS
The Lada pulls off the road onto the shoul der.
I NT. LADA - CONTI NUQUS

As Har ker peers out the w ndshield, Constantin GUNS THE ENG NE
as if keeping it warmfor a quick getaway.

HARKER
This is it?

Const antine nods, glancing around nervously. Theirs is the only
vehicle in sight.

HARKER
Isn’t there supposed to be a lino
wai ting?

CONSTANTI N

He is not here. W go to Bastrita now.
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Constantine GRINDS I T I NTO FI RST, but before he can take off,
Harker grabs the shifter and throws it into NEUTRAL.

HARKER
Hey, c’ nmon! Wat is your problenf?
CONSTANTI N
This is a bad place for us to be on this
ni ght!
HARKER

What night? Wsat’'re you tal king about ?

CONSTANTI N
This is the night before the Feast of St.
George. W nust go to the city now.
There are very dangerous to be here! W
go, now

Suddenl y, BLI NDI NG HEADLI GATS froma |inmo parked in the shadows.
The two nmen shield their eyes with their hands.

HARKER S POV

A sil houetted DRI VER steps into the glare of the headlights. He
wears a broad-brimed fedora, a |eather duster. Harker opens
hi s door.

EXT. CARPATH AN MOUNTAI NS - CROSSROADS - CONTI NUOUS

As Harker gets out of the car, Constantin grabs his wist.
Trenbl i ng uncontrol |l ably, he thrusts sonmething into Jonathan’s
hand.

| NSERT:
ROSARY BEADS with a small, silver CRUCI FI X.

HARKER
| don't--

CONSTANTI N
Keep it! Get your things and go!

Har ker gl ances at the Driver, some ten yards off, then shuts the
door and, pocketing the rosary, walks to the rear of the van.
He opens the hatch, pulls out his bag.

As he turns, he's startled to come face-to-face with the Driver.
A scarf covers the lower half of the stranger’s face.
Gittering, alnost preternaturally PALE-CGREY EYES peer at him
under the brimof the fedora.



Sorry |

The Driver nods politely.

HARKER
"m | ate.

18.

Wthout a word, he takes Harker’'s

bag, then SLAMS the hatch shut on the van.

I NT. PELI GROSSO -

V.l.P. ROOM

Hol mwod i s adanmant.

I didn

HOL MAOOD
ot !

John Seward sits with himat a corner table. He s pissed.

Artie,
t al ki ng
deal wa

SEWARD
c’mon. Wo do you th

ink you' re

to here? That's what this whole

s all about. Not the

magazi ne.

Seward’s right. Hol mwod is busted and he knows it.

HOL MAOOD

| brought the ring and everything. |

just...

Dude.
sonet hi
wait ar

| choked, all right?

SEWARD
You are blowing it.
ng special and she is
ound forever.

Qui ncey approaches, takes a seat.

They’'re

Is she

(di
Jesus. .

VWhat do

Art hur | ooks away,

VWhat is

QUI NCEY
still in the can.

HOL MADOD
upset ?

SEWARD
sgust ed)

QUI NCEY
you t hi nk?

angry with hinself,

HOL MAOCD
wong with nme?!

This girl’s
not gonna

frustrated
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SEWARD
Pr of essi onal opi ni on?
(of f his | o0k)
You' re a dumnbass.

QUI NCEY
| concur.
HOL MAOCOD
(to Quincey)

Since when’'re you a doctor?

QUI NCEY
| got ny Ph.D. in |ove, baby.

Hol mwod contenpl ates his enpty chanpagne gl ass, draws a deep,
cal m ng breath.

HOL MAOCOD
I"m scar ed.

SEWARD
(shrugs)
Best case scenario, you guys live happily
ever after. Wrst case, you don't.
(1 eans forward)
It’s not conplicated.

The two nen stare at Hol mwod.
I NT. PELI GRCSSO - WOMENS ROOM - NI GHT

Qui ncey throws open the door. Seward steps inside, speaking in
a LOUD OFFI Cl OUS Vd CE

SEWARD
Club security! Ladies, please vacate the
rest room i nmedi at el y!

M nor chaos. As Mna and Lucy | ook on in astoni shnent, the
ot her wonen hurriedly | eave, assum ng sone kind of energency.
As soon as they’' re gone, Quincey nods to sonmeone outside.
Arthur wal ks in, approaches Lucy.

M NA
Are you guys nuts?

LUCY
What’ s goi ng on?

Wthout a word, Arthur bends on one knee before Lucy, takes her
hand in both of his. He |ooks up, neeting her eyes.
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HOL MAOCOD
Lucy Westenra, will you marry nme?

Lucy | ooks at M na, then Quincey and Seward, shocked, surprised
and a little giddy, as if ascertaining this isn't sone weird
dream Then she | ooks at Arthur.

LUCY
O course | wll.

Arthur stands and, as the others | ook on, kisses her
passionately. M na, Quincey and Hol mwod HOAL AND CHEER
APPLAUDI NG and high-fiving, their joy still ringing echoes off
the wall s as we

CUT TO
EXT. TEPES ESTATE - COURTYARD - N GHT

CLOSE ON HARKER as he slowy takes in sonmething tall and awe-
inspiring directly in front of him WND whips light flurries
of snow In the B. G

A WDE SHOT reveal s himstanding alone in a broad cobbl est one
courtyard, his bag at his feet. Before him a massive stone
edifice built into the shoul der of a craggy nountai nside.

He steps up toward an arched, roughly hewn oak door, reaches
forward and KNOCKS. No response. Harker steps back, |ooks up
toward t he DARKENED W NDOWS.

HARKER
(shout s)
Hell o...7?!

Under the WND, the chilling sounds of distant WOLVES HOAI NG
ECHO UP FROM THE CANYON. Unnerved, Harker pulls his coat a
little closer, leans in and POUNDS the door, SHOUTS:

HARKER
Hey! |s anybody hone?

He's startled by THE CLATTER OF A BOLT BEI NG DRAWN. The door is

throwmn open by a tall, handsonme nman. He raises a LANTERN.
TEPES
Har ker ?
HARKER
(startl ed)
Yes, I'm.. |I’m Jonat han Harker. M.

Tepes...?
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The man flashes a disarming smle. Ofers his hand.

TEPES
VI ad.

The two nen shake hands.

VLAD TEPES appears to be in his early 40s, well built with a
fluid, athletic grace. Charismatic and attractive, he seens
perpetually on the brink of a smle. H's nost distinctive
feature is his LIGHT-GREY, ALMOST VULPI NE EYES. He speaks
perfect American English without a trace of an accent.

TEPES
Good lord, man, cone inside! You nust be
freezi ng!

I NT. TEPES ESTATE - GREAT HALL - CONTI NUOUS

Entirely Iit by dozens of candel abra and votive candles. W
hear TEPES VO CE ECHO NG up the staircase before we see him

TEPES
excuse the clutter. This place is in
a perpetual state of renovation. You
woul dn’t believe how badly it went to
seed during the cold war.

Tepes and Jonat han enter through an arched doorway.

TEPES
Be it ever so hunble...

Harker’s never seen a roomlike this before in his life. Afire
burns in a massive, carved granite fireplace. Vast oriental
rugs cover the floor. The furnishings are very old, but

sunpt uously uphol stered. The elegant clutter gives the rooma
cozy, nest-like quality despite its size.

HARKER
VWw. This is nice.

Tepes wal ks past himto one of two curved stone staircases |ead
to a gallery with hallways to the upper roons.

TEPES
It’s a dunp, but it’s confortable. Storm
took out the electric, so we’re stuck
with candles until | can bribe a
bureaucrat to get it fixed. There's
roast chicken on the table if you're
hungry. ..
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HARKER
| smelled it when | came in.
TEPES
Hel p yourself. 1’1l be right down.

Fam shed, Harker lifts the tarnished silver cover off a platter
to revealing a steaming pui |a tava baked chicken with potatoes
and vegetables. He savors its rich aroma

HARKER
Oh... god...

EXT. PELI GROSSO - N GHT

STROBES EXPLCDE, dozens of Paparazzi taking flash photos of the
newl y engaged coupl e, Lucy holding up an inpressive di anond
engagenent ring.

S| DEWALK, CLEAR OF THE CROAD
Smiling, Mna and Seward watch the feeding frenzy.

M NA
You di d good, John.

SEWARD
I just gave hima nudge.

M na stands on tiptoe and gives hima warm snooch on the cheek.
Qui ncey steps up, raising a brut of Cristal.

QUI NCEY
Hear hear, the night is still young.
Where to, children?

SEWARD
(shakes hi s head)
| gotta get into the chuckle-factory
early tonorrow. W just admitted a rea
doozy. Randall Martin Renfield--

M NA

Get outta here! He's your patient?
SEWARD

He i s now.
QUI NCEY

W were there when they took hi mdown.
Man, you should see his crib, all Silence
of the Lanbs and stuff, you know -
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M NA
(creepy voice)
It puts the lotion on its skin.

QUI NCEY
Oh, man! You're sick, girl!

They LAUGH. Seward WHI STLES for a cab. A Checker glides up.

M NA
John! Vi t!

She grabs Seward’s arm He turns.

M NA
You' re his doctor, right?

SEWARD
Yeah. As long as he’s up at Kirby.

M NA
So i f sonebody wanted an interview-

SEWARD
No way.

M NA

(whi nes)
C non, John. Pretty please..

SEWARD
No. Absolutely not.

She pouts. He opens the rear door of the taxi.

SEWARD
And if you print one word about what |
just told you, 1'lIl tell Jonathan al

about Bar bados.

M NA
You rat!

He gets in the cab and it speeds off. Frustrated, M na watches
it for a | ong nonent.

QUI NCEY
So. What about Bar bados?

M na just sighs and gives hima | ook.
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I NT. TEPES ESTATE - CGREAT HALL - NI GHT

Jonat han and Tepes sit at the library table. Gorgeous silver
settings, antique bone china. Vlad reviews and signs various
docunments. Harker has deci mated the chicken.

HARKER
This wine is really outstanding. Sure
you don’t want a gl ass?

TEPES
(gl ances up, smles)
No, thanks. | don’t drink w ne.
(re: the docs)
You and Ms. Hawki ns have been very
t horough. Have you seen the property?

HARKER
It’s beautiful. A lot of nice
architectural details. But it’s gonna
need work. You m ght consider renting a
place until it’s finished.

TEPES
| dont mnd alittle dust. Tell ne
about Strivers Row.

HARKER
It’s in Harlem Historical District. A
culturally diverse nei ghborhood- -

TEPES
“Culturally diverse nei ghborhood.” 1’ve
read that term Very proper. \Wat does
it really nean?

HARKER
M xed. Wites, blacks, Indians, Puerto
Ricans, all living in the sane pl ace.
TEPES

You' re smling.

HARKER
It’s just, that's the first time all
ni ght you’ ve asked ne what sonething
meant. You're English is excellent.

TEPES
(pl eased)
Is it? How s ny accent?
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HARKER
(1 aughs)
Non- exi stent. You sound |ike a native.
TEPES
Thank you. You have no idea how relieved
| amto hear you say that. It’s very

inmportant to me that | fit in.

HARKER
You mi ght want to reconsider. A |lot of
wonen get very hot for guys with accents.

TEPES
(thick, Romani an accent)
Ahh, then | shall affect vun to get, how
do you say... “lucky?”

Har ker LAUGHS.

TEPES
(a perfect Texas draw)
O | could just tell the little |ady ahm
a good’ ol e boy from Dal |l as.

HARKER
Www. | take it you ve spent a | ot of
time in the States?

Tepes smles enigmatically.

TEPES
In a way. ..

I NT. TEPES ESTATE - LI BRARY - N GHT

A |l arge octagonal room three stories tall, the walls lined with
books. Wought-iron spiral stairs and catwal ks provi de access
to the second and third tier.

In front of an arched cathedral w ndow is a 50" PLASMA SCREEN, a
state-of -the-art ENTERTAI NVMENT SYSTEm The adj acent shel ves
contai n HUNDREDS OF VI DEO- TAPES AND DVDs.

TEPES
This is my classroom | have over two-
t housand novies in ny collection: dranmas,
conedi es, docunentaries...

Amused, Harker points at sone boxed sets on one of the shelves.

HARKER
Dal | as.



26.

TEPES

(in his Texas draw)
Yes-sirree. Al thirteen seasons.

(l osing the accent)
Believe ne, it’s nuch nore entertaining
to learn Anerican English fromJ. R Ew ng
t han sone boring | anguage tapes. Plus |
pi ck up the colloquialisnms, the slang,
t he gestures, the cultural and social
subtleties. | even |earned how to swear

properly!

HARKER
From Marti n Scor sese?

VI ad LAUGHS. OQutside, there’'s the DI STANT HOAL OF WOLVES.
Tepes smles faintly, steps to the window. A BI TTERSWEET SM LE

HARKER
From Marti n Scor sese?

VI ad LAUGHS.

TEPES

You have no idea how excited I amto be
novi ng to such an amazi ng, Vi brant
country. And to New York! [It’s greatest
city! It’lIl be like living in Florence
at the height of the Renaissance! So
much passion and |ife!

(gestures out the w ndow)
Romani a was once such a country. A
crossroad between the East and the West.
Al'l the great cultures collided here--
Roman, Byzantine, the Qttomans. But it’s
all gone, now. Centuries of war and
political strife. M poor Romania...

(shakes his head sadly)
She was al ready dead when the Comruni sts
t ook power. For over forty years, they
feasted on her carcass...

For a long nonent, he gazes out the | eaded gl ass wi ndow at the
snow-flurries. Qutside, there’'s the D STANT HOAL OF WOLVES.
Tepes smiles faintly.

TEPES
Listen to them The children of the
night. Courting the nmoon with the sane
sad song, night after night. They're
endangered, you know. Hunted to virtua
extinction by ignorant peasants. But
still, we endure...
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He SIGHS, then turns to Harker.

TEPES
A man |ike you. From New York. You nust
feel like you stepped into a tinme-nachine
and ended up in the m ddl e ages.
HARKER
It’s alittle rough around the edges.
(smles)

That guy who picked nme up at the airport?
Constantin? He was a real character.

TEPES
Real | y.

HARKER
Ki nda hi gh-strung. Drove |ike a maniac.
Al'l the way up, he was freaking out about
t he feast of sone saint.

TEPES
St. George. Yes. He's venerated here.
| take it you' re not a religious man?

HARKER
I’ ma devout agnostic.

TEPES
(1 aughs)
Conmitted to not conmtting! | |ove
that! |t rem nds ne of the two nopnks.

Har ker shakes his head, cl uel ess.

TEPES
Long ago, one of ny ancestors, a great
warrior prince, was visited by two Roman-
Cat hol i ¢ nonks. . .

SLAM TO
I NT. TEPES ESTATE - GREAT HALL (15TH CENTURY) - DAY

TWD MONKS stand in sanme space we saw earlier, which is now

| argely devoid of furniture, crowded with court officials and
guards. Shafts of sunlight cut through a haze of dust. Both
nmeekly bow a greeting.

REVERSE on a nman seated on a throne, gazing at the floor. He
wears a arnor breastplate over enbroidered finery, chain mai

sl eeves and a cape lined with the pelts of tinber-wolves. Locks
of long, black hair fall past his broad shoul ders.
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He slowy raises his head. He is the man we al ready know as
VLAD TEPES. A thick nmoustache follows the line of his
cheekbones back to his jawline, a patch of whiskers under his
lower-lip. He regards the nonks through unblinking, |ight-grey
eyes.

TEPES (V. Q)
Curious to see their reaction, he led
themto a terrace to view the grounds
behi nd hi s pal ace.

EXT. TEPES ESTATE - REAR TERRACE - DAY

The anber sky is HAZY WTH SMKE. Hundreds of CROAS circle
overhead. Tepes |leads the two nonks toward the bal ustrade,
REVEALI NG A CROOKED FOREST OF | MPALED MEN AND WOVEN, skewered at
various heights on tall lances set in the ground.

TEPES (V. O ; CONT' D)
This prince’'s preferred form of execution
was tragere in teapa, or inpalenent, in
whi ch a pointed lance is driven through
the victim carefully so as not to pierce
the heart or lungs. This assured a
i ngering, painful death.

Most are dead, in various states of deconposition, but many are
still alive and SHRI EKING withing as CROA5 alight on them and
peck at their flesh.

TEPES (V. O ; CONT' D)
The prince had won a great battle with
the Turks, and as far as the eye could
see, hundreds of prisoners had been
i npal ed, hoisted up, the lances set into
the ground. A vast forest of tw sted,
scream ng bodi es.

VI ad Tepes turns and, anused, asks the Monks sonething MOS. One
of the Monks replies, head bowed respectfully.

TEPES (V. O ; CONT' D)
He asked the nonks what they thought.
The first responded, “You nmjesty, surely
you are appointed by God to punish the
i nfidels.”

VIad turns to the second Monk, who gazes out at the suffering
victinms, stricken with horror, eyes filled with tears. He turns
to VI ad, disgusted and angry.
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TEPES (V. Q)
The second nonk, though, said it was an
abom nation, and that any nman so barbaric
and cruel would surely burn in hell.

BACK TO
I NT. TEPES ESTATE - LI BRARY - CONTI NUOUS

Tepes concludes his story:

TEPES
For his courage and honesty, the Prince
rewar ded the second nonk with a chest of
gold, and sent himsafely on his way to
build the beautiful painted abbey of
Vor onet .

Jonat han just stares at hima beat, disquieted by the gruesone
story.

HARKER
VWhat about the first nonk?

TEPES
The one who ki ssed his ass...?
(shrugs)
He inpaled him of course.

The two | ook at each other for a long beat, then both start
LAUGHI NG

EXT. HUDSON RI VER Bl KEWAY - PIER 34 - N GHT
Qui ncey i s LAUGH NG UPROARI QUSLY. M na i s peeved.

M NA
I was drunk!
QUI NCEY
That’ s no excuse!
M NA
It was nothing. It was just a kiss. |

wasn’'t even with Jonat han t hen

QUI NCEY
You are such a sl ut.

M NA
| amnot. It was just... a nonent, okay?
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QUI NCEY
(with cheesy affect)
A monent. On a Cancun beach. Under the
pal e, blue tropical noon, suckin face
with young, virile psychiatrist, John
Sewar d!

She smacks him

M NA
Shut up! It wasn't like that. He d just
gotten his heart broken.

QUI NCEY (CONT’ D)
spurned by the beautiful heiress,
M ss Lucy Westenra, he fell into the arns
of her best friend...

M NA
I knew | shouldn’t have told you.

QUI NCEY
(Errol Flynn)
Don’t worry, darling. Your secret is
safe with ne.

M NA
It’s not a secret.

QUI NCEY
Does Har ker know?

Busted, she glares at him After a beat.

M NA
G mme that damm bottl e.
He hands her the magnumof Cristal. She sits down on the |ow
barrier, takes a pull. Quincey sits next to her.
QUI NCEY
That is sad.
M NA
Shut up.
QUI NCEY
No, | nean, here’s Doctor John. He asks

Lucy to marry him she says no. Four
years later, she says yes to his best
friend in the whole world. That’'s gotta
| eave a nmark.
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M NA
(nods)
He's still in love with her.

She passes the bottle to Quincey, who tips it toward the sky.

QUI NCEY
To Venus. The capricious bitch.

They LAUGH. For a nonent, the two friends sit in confortable
silence, listening to the HUM of THE CI TY.

QUI NCEY
You mss him

M NA
He’s only been gone a day.

Qui ncey just gazes at her, not believing a single word. M na
S| GHS.

M NA
Yeah. | mss him | mss himso nuch it
aches.
QUI NCEY
Not hin wong with that.
M NA
I know. It’s just... scary to need

sonebody that much, you know?
Qui ncey nods. After a beat, he smles, tips the bottle.

QUI NCEY
To Jonat han Har ker .

M NA
To Jonat han.

I NT. TEPES ESTATE - GUEST BEDROOM - N GHT

A SLOW TRACK t hrough the room AN O L LANTERN burns | ow on the
ni ght stand. CLOSE IN ON HARKER, who is sleeping fitfully.
Suddenly, he awakes with a start.

Slightly disoriented, it takes hima nonment to renenber where he
is. Bare-chested, wearing a pair of sweatpants, he sits up,
flips open his cell-phone.

| NSERT:
A Message along the top reads “NO SERVI CE.”



32.

HARKER

pi cks up the receiver on an old phone next to his bed, taps the
cradle a couple tinmes. Nothing. Standing, he flips open his
cell -phone and, holding it up so he can see the display, walks
around the room trying to coax sone bars.

HARKER
Dami t .

He crosses to the door. It’s | ocked. He checks the door knob
for a catch. Frustrated, he RATTLES the knob, CALLS QOUT:

HARKER
Hey!

The door won’t budge. Mdre annoyed than frightened, thinking
it’s an oversight or sonme kind of weird European thing, he again
opens his phone and hunts for a connection.

He steps up to the window. The catch is stuck. He leans on it
and the casenents SUDDENLY SW NG OQUTWARD, al nost pitching him
into the darkness. Shaken, he regains his bal ance and | ooks
down.

H S POV

It’s a FORTY-FOOT DROP to the cobbl estone courtyard bel ow.

HARKER
Whoa. . .

EXT. TEPES ESTATE - GUEST BEDROOM W NDOW - CONTI NUQUS

Har ker wi nces agai nst the SNOW FLURRIES still blowing in the
darkness. He's shutting the casenents when novenent outside to
his right draws his attention

H S POV

In a round tower at the corner of the building, one floor bel ow
him a w ndow opens, REVEALI NG VLAD TEPES wi t hi n.

HARKER
opens his nouth to call out, Suddenly, his eyes w den.
H S POV

Tepes pitches forward over the sill and, clinging to the wall
i ke a gecko, begins SCUTTLI NG DOAN THE WALL, HEAD FI RST.
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HARKER
instinctively GASPS.
CLOSE ON TEPES

Teeth bared, SNARLING he turns toward the sound, clinging to
t he rough stones with the splayed tips of his fingers.

HARKER

ducks behind one of the casenents, sweating despite the chill
terrified, afraid to breathe.

TEPES

Satisfied there’s nothing to be seen, Tepes continues his
bi zarre, scuttling descent down the sheer side of the wall.

I NT. TEPES ESTATE - GUEST BEDROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Har ker shuts the wi ndow, flattens hinself against the wall,
trenbling, an expression of dazed horror on his face.
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EXT. TOMW SQUARE - DAY

CHI LDREN play with a SKINNY DOG chasing it around a fountain
An ol d PRI EST sweeps off the steps of his church

SUPER: LETICI A, BRAZI L.

Seated in a small outdoor cafe in ABRAHAM VAN HELSI NG, early-
40s, dressed in a worn khaki suit, a frayed panama hat, sips
espresso. Handsone and fit, the hard set of his features is

| eavened by the natural, open curiosity of a life-long academ c.
A VWAl TER APPRCACHES:

WAl TER
(in Portuguese, subtitled)
Your newspaper, Dr. Van Hel sing.

VAN HELSI NG
Qori gado, Hunberto.

The Waiter hands hima folded copy of the tabloid, FOLHA DE S.
PAULO  Leafing through the Secdo Internacional, his attention
is inediately drawn to a headline.
| NSERT:
The headline reads: ASSASSI NO VAMPI RE CAPTURADO EM NEW YORK
Underneath is QU NCEY' S PHOTO OF RENFI ELD being driven off in
t he back of the police cruiser.

MATCH CUT TO
I NT. THE KI RBY FORENSI C PSYCHI ATRI C CENTER - DAY ROOM - DAY
THE SAME PHOTO in the New York Tines.
RENFI ELD
sits at a table, reading the article with avid interest. 1In the
B. G, PATIENTS play cards, watch television. A bored NURSE sits
behind a gl ass partition.
| NSERT:

THE ARTICLE. Renfield s fingers trace up the paragraph and
pause at the byline: M NA MJRRAY.

RENFI ELD
M na Mirray. ..
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A COCKROACH skitters along the edge of the table. Still
readi ng, without even looking at it, Renfield snatches the bug,
slips it in his nouth, slowy chews the insect as he reads his
nor ni ng paper.
INT. NEWYORK TIMES - M NA'S CUBI CLE - DAY
Mna sits at her workstation. Types in a command.
ON MONI TOR:
Her ermai| box kicks out a massage: NO NEW MAI L.
M NA
(rmur nur s)
Dami t. ..
M na' s TELEPHONE RI NGS. She snatches it up.

M NA
M na Mirray.

| NTERCUT W TH:
I NT. KIRBY CENTER - HALLWAY - DAY

John Seward speaks into a phone nounted on the wall. In the
B. G, NURSES wal k by, ORDERLIES escorting PATIENTS, etc.

SEWARD
Hey, Mna. [It’s John.

M NA
(di sappoi nt ed)

SEWARD
You mad at ne?
M NA
No. I'msorry. |It’s just that | was

hopi ng to hear from Jonat han.

SEWARD
He hasn’t call ed?

M NA
Not since he l|eft.

SEWARD
I wouldn’t worry about it. He was headed
for the sticks. Phone service can be
pretty dodgey.
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M NA
| guess...

SEWARD
I”’mgonna tell you sonething, and I want
you to say no.

M NA
What ?
SEWARD
Just prom se ne you' |l say no.
M NA
John, please, I'"mnot in the nood for
ganes. . .
SEWARD
Renfield wants to talk to you
M NA
He asked for nme by nane?
SEWARD
Yeah. He read your piece in the Tines,
and- -
M NA
Oh crap, |I've gotta lunch. But I'Il cone

by right after--

SEWARD
No. No, listen. You don’t get it.
don’t want you to do this.

M NA
So why are you telling nme?
SEWARD
Because if | don't, his lawer will. Now

pl ease, say no.

She struggles with it.

M NA
| can’t. | gotta do this. Besides, if I
don’t, he Il just ask for sonebody el se,
and it’ll be totally out of your hands,
right?
SEWARD
(resigned)

| guess.
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M NA
Two o' cl ock.

Before he can reply, she hangs up. A slow grin spreads across
her face.

EXT. TEPES ESTATE - ESTABLI SH - DAY
A LONELY WND how s across the ranparts.
| NT. TEPES ESTATE - GUEST BEDROOM - DAY
Shirtless, wearing only sweatpants, in need of a shave, Jonathan
Harker sits at a small table, typing on his |laptop. Nearby are
the remai ns of breakfast on fine china.
HARKER (V. Q.)

What | saw | ast night had to be a

hal [ uci nation. Sone sort of dream But

one thing is certain..
LAPTOP MONI TOR
As he types: “I’m being held prisoner...”

HARKER (V. O.; CONT D)
" m being held prisoner.

| NT. TEPES ESTATE - GUEST BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER
Jonat han struggles to open the door, POUNDS on it and SHOUTS:

HARKER
Hey! Sonebody! Lenme out...!

Finally, he gives up, |ooks around the room
H S SU TCASE

Harker throws it open. [It’'s EMPTY.

HARKER

crosses the room goes through the pants pockets. Checks his
coat and finds the ROSARY

CLOSE ON DOORKNOB
as Jonat han kneel s and works the Iong end of the SMALL METAL

CRUCIFI X into the keyhole, jiggles it around, sweating,
desperate. A satisfying CLICK He opens the door.
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I NT. TEPES ESTATE - CGREAT HALL - MOMENTS LATER

Fully cl othed now, Jonathan hurries downstairs, crosses directly
to the arched door that |leads into the courtyard. [It's | ocked.

He di gs through his pockets, again withdraws the rosary. He
tries picking the lock , but this tinme the crucifix SNAPS, the
| ong end broken off. He POUNDS his fist on the door

HARKER
Dami t !

He cl oses his eyes, nmakes a visible effort to cal mdown. After
a monment, he | ooks for another escape-route.

I NT. TEPES ESTATE - HALLWAY - LATER

The corridor is long neglected, a thick coat of dust on the
floor, noldering tapestries on the walls, a rusty suit of arnor
coll apsed within itself.

Jonat han noves down the hallway, cell-phone held out, trying to
get a signal. He conmes upon a small doorway. It’s stuck
closed. He gives it a hard yank. Rotten wood and rusty bolts
give way, revealing a circular stone staircase.

| NT. TEPES ESTATE - Cl RCULAR STAI RCASE - CONTI NUQUS

WATER trickl es down the MOLDY, STAI NED WALLS as Har ker
cautiously makes his way up the narrow, worn risers. WEAK
DAYLI GHT filters down from above.

He arrives at a landing. An arched portal |eads outside through
a WROUGHT- | RON GATE hangi ng by one rusted hinge.

EXT. TEPES ESTATE - ROOFTOP GARDEN - DUSK

Jonat han pushes the gate open. Sunlight filters in through a
cl ouded GLASS GREENHOUSE ROOF supported by cracked granite
colums and beans. Wthered plants and trees stand in |arge,
el aborately carved stone urns.

Har ker | ooks around, anmazed at the architectural details. Then
he renenbers his phone. He flips it open.

| NSERT:

ON CELL- PHONE SCREEN - a single, flickering bar indicating a
possi bl e connecti on.

EXT. VERA WANG FLAGSHI P STORE - DAY

Traffic rolls by on Mdi son.
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LUCY ( PRE- LAP)
What do you think?

I NT. VERA WANG FLAGSHI P STORE - CONTI NUCUS

THREE EMPLOYEES wait on Lucy as she nodels an el egantly cut
weddi ng gown for Mna and her nother, ANNE WESTENRA. Anne is
one of those charming, very lovely 5th Avenue doyennes of

i ndeterm nate age who’' d be great conpany for an afternoon of
cocktails and dish.

ANNE
It’s exquisite. Now let's go eat.

Lucy exam nes the dress in a mrror.

LUCY
| dunno... maybe | should try on the one
with the bow.

ANNE
No, dear. That dress is far too dowdy.
Maybe for your second weddi ng- -

LUCY
Manma!
M na LAUGHS.
ANNE
Darling, you re being selfish. 1'm

fam shed. And we only cane inside to
| ook, renenber?

Mna's cell-phone RINGS. She checks at the nunber, brightens
and qui ckly answers:

M NA
Jonat han?

| NTERCUT W TH:
EXT. TEPES ESTATE - ROOFTOP GARDEN - CONTI NUOUS
Jonat han hears M NA' S VO CE UNDER HEAVY STATIC. He SHOUTS:

HARKER
Mna! Is that you?
M NA
Jonat han? Jonathan, | can barely hear

you. Hold on!
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She gets up and rushes toward the front exit.

HARKER
Mna, I"'min big trouble! This guy, Vlad
Tepes, he’s locked me up in nmy room..

EXT. VERA WANG FLAGSHI P STORE - CONTI NUCUS

M na presses the phone to her ear, Under SQUELCHI NG STATI C we
hear HARKER S FAI NT VO CE:

HARKER
(on phone)
l[--... ka--... --ison!... --apt--
M NA
Jonat han! Jonathan, | can’'t hear what

you’ re sayi ng!
EXT. TEPES ESTATE - ROOFTOP GARDEN - CONTI NUOUS
Frustrated, Harker SHOUTS:

HARKER
| said I"mtrapped! [|’mbeing held
against nmy will! You need to call the

enbassy- -

Suddenly, the call is cut off by a H G+ Pl TCHED ELECTRONI C WOW
WOW TONE. He jerks the phone away fromhis ear.

EXT. VERA WANG FLAGSHI P STORE - CONTI NUCUS
Frustrated, Mna listens intently, jostled by pedestrians.

M NA
Jonat han. .. ? Jonat han?!

She | ooks at her cell-phone.
CELL- PHONE SCREEN
A nmessage: “CALL LOST”

ANNE
Was that hinf

M na | ooks up. She’s been joined by Lucy and Anne.

M NA
Uh- huh.



41.

LUCY
How s he doi ng?
M NA
I dunno. | couldn’t make out a word he

said. He sounded upset.
Sensing Mna’'s disquiet, Anne pats her arm

ANNE
Don’t worry, honey. He'll call you back
as soon as he gets a better connection.

EXT. TEPES ESTATE - ROOFTOP GARDEN - DUSK

Frustrated, Harker noves around on the terrace, the cell-phone
held up in front of him No bars. He steps up to the

bal ustrade, holds the phone out. Far below him MEN S VA CES
SPEAKI NG ROVANI AN.

H S POV

Sone sixty feet below him TWO MEN are | oading a LONG CRATE into
t he back of a box-truck while a THRD sits on a fender.

HARKER
(shout s)
Hey! Hey you! | need hel p!

EXT. TEPES ESTATE - LOWER DRI VE - CONTI NUOUS

The van is parked below the courtyard level, on a dirt drive

that | eads to an arched doubl e-door. The man seated on the
fender--a rough-1ooking GYPSY in chinos and a dirty wife-beater--
snokes a cigarette, cradling an AK-47. He | ooks up.

H S POV

H gh above on the roof, the tiny figure of Harker waves his
arnms, SHOUTS:

HARKER
Hey. ..

The Gypsy’ s eyes slide away, disinterested.

EXT. TEPES ESTATE - ROOFTOP GARDEN - CONTI NUCUS

Jonat han realizes they either can’t hear himor don’t care. He
pulls out his wallet, digs a pen fromhis pocket. On one of his
busi ness cards, he begins witing.

| NSERT:
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BUSI NESS CARD. On, it, he wites: “HELP! | AM A PRI SONER
HERE. BRING POLICE! J.H.”

HARKER

pull's a hundred dollar bill fromhis wallet and tightly folds it

around the business card. Puzzles for a second, then starts
untying his shoe.

HARKER
(to himnself)
Yeah, that’s right... freakin MGyver..

Usi ng his shoel ace, he ties the card and cash tightly to a SMALL
CHUNK OF GRANITE. He tosses it over the side.

EXT. TEPES ESTATE - LOWER DRI VE - CONTI NUOUS

The packet CAROMVS off the fender of the truck. The Gypsy with
the rifle saunters over to where it lies in the dust. Picks it
up and | ooks up toward Harker, shielding his eyes.

EXT. TEPES ESTATE - ROOFTOP GARDEN - CONTI NUOUS
Har ker waves both arns, SHOUTI NG

HARKER
Bring the police! Polizial

H S POV

Far bel ow, the Gypsy gazes up at him then slowy raises his
hand and nods.

HARKER
Yeah! Police! Send the Police...!

The three nen get in the van and drive off. Jonat han watches,
cuts a LOUD VI CTORY HOAL. Wen they' re out of sight, he sits
heavily on a marbl e bench

Exhaust ed, breathless, he rests his head back agai nst the wall
of the balustrade, the sun setting behind him Smling, he
cl oses his eyes.

INT. KIRBY CENTER - RENFI ELD S CELL - DAY
In one corner of a narrow, wire-rei nforced wi ndow, a SPlI DER has

weaved a small web. Pursing his lips, making small sounds,
Renfield patiently presses a wiggling FLY into it.
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Renfield s attention is broken by A KEY TURNING Seward enters,
foll owed by M na and Quincey, a beefy ORDERLY bringing up the
rear.

SEWARD
Hell o, Randall. This is Mss Mirray, the
reporter--
RENFI ELD
(re: Quincey, guarded)
Who' s that?
M NA
That’ s ny phot ographer, Quincey Mrris--
RENFI ELD
No pictures!

Sensing trouble, the Orderly takes a step forward. After a
tense nonment, Mna turns to Quincey, nods toward the door. He
reluctantly allows the Orderly to show hi mout.

SEWARD
Is there sone reason you don’t Ilike
havi ng your picture taken?

Renfield | ooks at Seward as if the answer is self-evident.

RENFI ELD
Look at ne. 1’ma ness.
(all smles)
Mss. Murray. 1’mso glad you cane.

She hesitates, then shakes his hand. He | eans forward, \WH SPERS
I N HER EAR:

RENFI ELD
Everyone in here is crazy.

M na's eyes widen and she takes a step back. He only
reluctantly rel eases her hand when the Orderly takes a step
forward, one hand on his baton.

RENFI ELD
(to Orderly)
|"msorry...
(to M na)
So sorry. It’s just that your hand is so
warm You know what they say: warm
hands, warm heart.

Suddenly, as if having forgotten his manners, he beckons her
toward the w ndow.
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RENFI ELD
Cone. Cone |ook. There's sonething I
want to show you..

SEWARD
No, Randall. She’s going to stay here.
I want you to sit on the bed.

Pouting, Renfield conplies, hands folded politely on his |ap.
Despite his size, he looks |like a very pale, very chastened ten-
year old. Mmna flips on her RECORDER.

M NA
M. Renfield--
RENFI ELD
Randal | . Pl ease. ..
M NA
Randal | ... do you know why you' re here?

He slowy nods, eyes on the Orderly.

M NA
Wiy did you hurt that girl?

RENFI ELD
I"'ma Catholic.

Puzzl ed, M na | ooks at Seward, who shrugs.

M NA
(shakes her head, confused)
|"msorry...

RENFI ELD
“Take this, all of you, and eat it;
this is my body which will be given up
for you...”

M NA
So you're saying that girl was sone kind
of offering?

Excited, he springs up and takes a couple steps toward her.

RENFI ELD
Yes! Yes, an offering! | knew you were
the right one! | knew you' d understand!
ORDERLY

Don’t.
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Renfield glares at the Orderly, then neekly resunes his seat.

RENFI ELD
You' ve got to get ne out of here!l | need
to prepare the way..
(1 ooks around)
He’ s com ng

M NA
Who?

RENFI ELD
You really don’t know?
(of f her confusion)
It seens |'ve made a terrible m stake.

Wth that, he turns to the window, stares at the spider as it
consunes the fly.

M NA
Randal | ... ?

Renfi el d doesn’t respond, poking at the fly.

SEWARD
I think we’'re done, here.

The Orderly keys open the door. Frustrated, Mna all ows Seward
to escort her out. Wthout turning, eyes still on the spider
and its victim Renfield CALLS OUT:

RENFI ELD
Doct or ?

SEWARD
Yes, Randal | ?

RENFI ELD
Do you suppose | could have a kitten?
You know. . .
(smles)
f or conpani onshi p.

EXT. TEPES ESTATE - ROOFTOP GARDEN - NI GHT

Still sprawl ed on the bench, asleep, Harker slowy awakens,
blinking as his eyes adjust, gazing at sonething O S.

An unnatural M ST swirls and dance hypnotically in the
noonl i ght, gradually coal escing into THREE GORCEOUS WOMVEN- -t wo
dark, one pale and beautiful. They WH SPER AMONG THEMSELVES | N
ROVANI AN.
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The pal e BLONDE approaches Jonathan. She drapes hersel f agai nst
his right side, caressing his chest, her hand gliding down his
stomach toward the wai stband of his pants.

She begins kissing his ear. Harker MOANS, convinced this nust
be a dream Her flicking tongue traces its way down his neck.
Sunmpt uous |ips peel back, revealing FANGS.

TEPES (Q. S.)
(roars)

Qori!
Tepes grabs the Blonde by the hair and HURLS her across the

terrace. She HI SSES at him baring her fangs. The two
BRUNETTES cower toget her.

TEPES
Lasa-1 1n pace!

Di sgusted, Tepes pitches a BURLAP SACK into their mdst--a soft,
yielding bundle. Horrified, Harker stares at the sack.

A SLOW PUSH

on the perfectly notionless bag. Suddenly, SOVETH NG SMALL
INSI DE KICKS, CRIES QUT. The women begin feeding greedily.

Jonat han passes out.
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ACT 4

I NT./EXT. TEPES ESTATE - GUEST BEDROOM - PRE- DAWN

Harker, still fully clothed, is sprawled on the bed. OS., a
hysterically weeping WOMAN S VO CE cries out:

PEASANT WOVAN
Copi | meu!

Jonat han awakes. Disoriented, he gets up and stunbles to the
wi ndow, opens it and | ooks out.

H S POV

A PEASANT WOVAN, m d-30s stands in the center of the courtyard.
Upon seeing Harker, she falls to her knees. Face angui shed, she
pul s at her hair as she PLEADS

PEASANT WOVAN
Poftim Poftim elibera fatul mc neul

HARKER

stares at her, not understanding. He sees novenent to his
right.

TEPES

stands at his window in the round tower gazing down as the
peasant, face expressionless

THE PEASANT WOVAN
Seeing him she CRIES QUT:
PEASANT WOVAN

Dormm Dracula! Poftim..! Elibera copi

meu! Poftim
TEPES
Eyes soft, al nbst synpathetic, he raises a hand and nmakes a
casual beckoning gesture which is answered by the chilling HOA
OF NEARBY WOLVES.
HARKER S POV

The worman | ooks around with growi ng panic, clutching her shaw
cl ose. Jonat han SHOUTS:
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HARKER
Run! Run. ..

But it’s too late. TIMBER WOLVES begin skul king into the
courtyard, surrounding her. One of them snags the hem of her
shaw . She hangs onto it, WEEPING A brief tug-of war and a
second wol f begi ns snappi ng at her ankle.

HARKER

stares down, terrified.

HARKER
No!
(to Tepes)
Call emoff, you sonovabitch! Call em
of f!

W hold on Jonathan’s face, his horror growi ng at the wol ves
bel ow begi n SNARLI NG and YI PPI NG The Peasant Wman SCREANS:

PEASANT WOVAN
No!  NO. ..!

Her RI SING ANGU SHED SHRI EK IS SUDDENLY CUT OFF. Harker
squeezes his eyes shut, his hands going to his ears to bl ock out
t he sounds of WOLVES SAVACELY FEEDI NG Furious, he turns, |ocks
eyes with

TEPES

who placidly returns Harker’s accusing stare. A thin smle, a
slight bow, and he retreats to the di mess of his chanber.

EXT. WESTENRA APARTMENT - TERRACE - DAY

Wearing robes, Lucy, Anne and M na breakfast on the sweeping
terrace of Anne’s gorgeous 5th Avenue | uxury apartnent.

Di stracted, M na gazes down at Central Park while Lucy |leafs
t hrough a Bride magazi ne. Anne speaks to M na.

ANNE
It’s such a treat to have you here while
Jonathan’s away. It rem nds nme of when
you two were little girls.
(to Lucy)

Isn't it nice, dear?

LUCY
How about The | nm grati on Museunf

ANNE
Ellis Island? Don't be silly.



Lucy shows Anne sone photos in her magazine.

LUCY
No, look! 1It’s really cool. W can even
charter a private ferry.

ANNE
(re: photos)
It’s a barn.

LUCY
It’s not a barn, nother. 1t’s very
elegant. We could bring in Doc
Scantlin’s band--

ANNE
(to M na)
Must she be so bohem an!
(to Lucy)
Real |y, dear, it’s a wedding reception,
not Carnivale en Rio! The next thing I

know, you’' |l be suggesting trapeze
artists!
LUCY
Oh ny God, that would be so cool
ANNE
No, dear. It would be ridicul ous.
(to M na)
M na, please, talk sone sense into the

girl.

Mna is startled from her wool gat heri ng.

M NA
Wat? Oh, I'm.. I'msorry...
ANNE
Good God, she hasn't heard a word we' ve

sai d.

(pl aces a hand on M na’s)
M na, dear, please don't say you're still
worri ed about Jonat han.

M na gi ves her an apol ogetic snmle.

M NA
It’s been three days.

49.
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ANNE
Three days is nothing. Wen my MIton
used to travel on business, sonetines
we' d go weeks without hearing from him
(to Lucy)
Isn’t that right, dear?

LUCY
Momma, it's different. They' re stil
engaged.
ANNE
Yes, | suppose... still in love...
(to M na)
Then you should have a word with his
enployer. |I'msure he’s contacted them

The suggestion is so practical, Mna s enbarrassed she didn't
think of it herself. She |ooks at Lucy, who gives her an it-
can’t-hurt shrug.

EXT. 230 PARK AVENUE - DAY

Est abl i shing shot.

RAECHEL ( PRE- LAP)
Tell nme exactly what he said.

I NT. HAWKI NS & SUTTER OFFI CES - CONTI NUQUS

A nicely appointed, nodern |aw office. Phones RING NG MJTED
CONVERSATI ONS. M na and RAECHEL HAWKI NS--mi d-40s, attractive,
slimand whip-smart--wal k briskly through the outer office.

M NA
That’s the problem | couldn’t make out
a word.
RAECHEL
But he sounded upset.
RAECHEL
| knew it.
M NA
What ?

As they pass Raechel’s assistant, RON--young, nmale, 20s--he
hands her a file.
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RAECHEL
Sonet hing’s not right.
(to Ron)

Get Lee Feebi gger on the phone.
I NT. HAWKINS & SUTTER - RAECHEL SUTTER S OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS
Rachel and M na enter. Raechel tosses a file in her in-basket.

RAECHEL
He hasn’t called us since he left. Ckay,
it’s Romani a--even | and-lines are spotty.
But he was booked on a return flight that
| eft Bucharest four hours ago, and it
| ooks |i ke he wasn’t on board- -

M NA
Wiy didn’t you call nme?
RAECHEL
We're not sure. | wanted to get a

confirmation with the airlines before |--

The TELEPHONE RINGS. Rachel picks up, takes a seat behind her
desk, grabs a pad and a pen.

RAECHEL

He wasn’t. You're sure.

(shakes her head at M na,

listens)
Wer e?

(jots a note, asks M na)
Di d Jonat han nention or know anyone in
Tirgu Miures?

M NA
I”ve never even heard of it.

Raechel returns to the party on the phone.

RAECHEL
Did you call the hotel ?
(jots sonething el se down)
He said what?
(1istens)
What about the enbassy?

She hangs up, troubl ed.

M NA
VWhat ?
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RAECHEL
According to American Express, Jonathan
checked into the Hotel Concordia in Tirgu
Mur es.

M NA
What was that about the enbassy?

RAECHEL
(shakes her head)
There’s nothing they can do at this
point. He’s not a mnor. There s no
i ndication of foul play. Technically,
he’s not even m ssing...

I NT. TEPES ESTATE - GUEST BEDROOM - DAWN

Soft grey light filters in through the window. Harker lies in
bed, exhausted, one armthrown over his eyes. OS, soft CLICK
of a KEY TURNED IN A LOCK. Jonathan sits up just in tine to see
t he door shut, the LOCK THROMN.

He | eaps up and dashes across to the door, pulling on the knob,
POUNDI NG on it and SHOUTI NG

HARKER
Lemme out! Leme outta here, Goddammit!

After a long nonent, he notices a COVERED SERVI NG TRAY at the
foot of the door. He tentatively reaches for it, hesitating
before he lifts off its cover to reveal

| NSERT:
On the tray, carefully arranged on a porcelain plate, are a one-
hundred dollar bill and the scrawl ed note on his business card.
HARKER
No. . .

Squeezing his eyes shut, his last hope shattered, he sits down
at the foot of the door and begi ns SOBBI NG

I NT. STATE DEPT. - UNDERSECRETARY' S OFFI CE - DAY

MAX WEI NTRAUB, mi d-50s, distinguished, a forner academ c,
practices his putting into a State Departnent nug. On one wall
is the Department Seal surrounded by photos of Weintraub with
various dignitaries. A MALE ASSI STANT enters.

MALE ASSI STANT
M ster Undersecretary, Arthur Hol mwod is
on |ine one.



Sm | i ng,

Wei ntraub noves qui ckly behind a | arge desk,

t he recei ver.

V\EI NTRAUB
Artie! How the hell are you!

53.

pl ucks up

| NTERCUT W TH:

I NT. METROPOL MAGAZI NE - HOLMAOOD' S OFFI CE - DAY

M na and Lucy | ook on as Arthur

HOL MADOD
Great, Max. Real good. Look, | gotta
probl em here. A friend of m ne--one of
nmy best friends, as a matter of fact--was
on a business trip to Ronmania. He seens
to have gone MI. A

V\EI NTRAUB
(taki ng notes)
M ssing. Wat’'s his nane?

HOL MAOCD
Jonat han Harker. He flew into Bucharest
t hree days ago, checked in with a client.
The | ast we heard, he was at the Hot el
Concordia in...

M NA
Tirgu Mires.

HOL MAOOD
Tirgu Mures. Any chance you can pull a
few strings?

V\EI NTRAUB
"1l call our Anbassador right now Tobe
Farrell. He' s a good man. We went to

Amher st toget her.

HOL MAOOD
Any way to make it kind of a, uh... you
know, priority?

V\EI NTRAUB
On yeah. It'|Il be his top priority.
Don’t you worry, Artie. W’IlIl find your
friend. Oh, and say hello to your nother
for nme. Tell her we mss her at the
cl ub!

Hol mwod pl ays Wi ntraub.
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HOL MADOD
I will.
Art hur hangs up.
LUCY
el ?
HOL MADOD

Quy had a total man-crush on ny dad back
in the day. He' |l nake things happen big-
time--

Lucy gives hima snooch.
HOL MAOCOD
(1 aughs)
Hey, get offa nme! |’ m working here!

Hol mwod’ s ASSI STANT enters and hands M na an envel ope. She
opens it and pulls out an airline ticket.

M NA
I’ mgoing to Bul garia?

HOL MADCOD
First Cdass. Open return. | already
called your editor. He cleared you for a
personal |eave. M mmgazine' |l pick up

all your expenses.
Now it’s Mna's turn to give hima hug. He grins at Lucy.

HOL MAOOD
Who said noney can’'t buy |ove?

I NT./ EXT. TEPES ESTATE - GUEST BEDROOM - DAY

CLOSE ON LAPTOP MONI TOR, the words typed in as Jonat han speaks
themIN VOCE OVER "I think I'mgoing insane. What |'ve seen
is beyond belief.”

HARKER (V. O.; CONT’ D)
I think I"mgoing insane. What |'ve seen
i s beyond beli ef.

Harker sits at the desk, typing.
HARKER (V. O.; CONT’ D)

I don't know what's real anynore. But I
do know one thing...
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EXT. TEPES ESTATE - GUEST BEDROOM - CONTI NUQUS
Jonat han steps up to the wi ndow, gazes down at the courtyard.

HARKER (V. O.; CONT D)
If 1’”mgonna survive, |I've got to get
away fromthis place. Today...

H S POV

Copi ous amounts of the PEASANT WOMAN S BLOOD still stains the
cobbl est ones bel ow.

HARKER (V. O.; CONT’ D)
Now. While the sun is still out and |
have a chance."

After a long nonent, Jonathan steps back to the desk, closes the
| aptop and slides it into a | eather courier bag, slings it over
one shoul der.

EXT. TEPES ESTATE - CONTI NUOUS

Har ker clinbs up onto his windowsill, probes the stones of the
exterior wall. He manages to insert the toe of his shoe into a
crack. Wth a final glance down, he squeezes his eyes shut,
brings his panic under control.

WDE - LOOKING UP as Jonat han nmakes his dreadfully sl ow
i nexorabl e way across the wall toward Dracula' s w ndow.

CLOCSE - clinging to the gaps between the stone bl ocks with the
tips of his fingers, Harker begins WH SPERING a famliar little
ditty to hinmself IN A STRAINED VO CE

HARKER
The itsy bitsy spider... Went up the
wat er spout. ..
(catches his breath)
Down cane the rain, and--

THE STONE

Under his shoe CRUMBLES and Jonat han conpletely | oses his
foothold. He CRIES QUT.

WDE - LOOKING UP as bits of nortar shower down on us. Harker
DANGLES BY ONE HAND. Then he manages to get a grip with his
ot her hand. One foot... the other..

... and he’'s safe, breathing like a sprinter. Again, pulls
hi nsel f toget her.
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HARKER
Washed. .
(br eat hes)
Washed t he spider out.
(continues inching al ong)
Up cones... the sun and... dries up al
the rain...

I NT. TEPES ESTATE - MASTER SU TE - DAY

ON CLOSED W NDOW  The di storted shadow of Jonathan’s figure
comes into view through the | eaded glass. He KICKS and the
casenents shudder. AGAIN and they POP OPEN. Jonat han drops
down safely into the room

Hands on his thighs, bent at the waist, trenbling fromexertion
he catches his breath. Wen he finally | ooks up, his eyes are
met by

AN ARRESTI NG PORTRAI T
in a huge gilt frame. Ancient, the varnish crackled and

yellowed with age. The long hair, heavy noustache and 15th
Century finery aside, it is the inage of his host.

HARKER
Stares at it, curious. He steps up, licks his thunb and wi pes
away dirt and dust froma SMALL PLAQUE at the bottom
VLAD |1l - DRACULA
~TEPES~

Har ker scans at the room |It’s a shanbles, once rich

furni shings now decrepit, dust everywhere. It's clear no one
has slept here in centuries. Harker sees a | ow arched door

| eading to a circular stone staircase.

I NT. TEPES ESTATE - Cl RCULAR STAI RCASE - CONTI NUQUS

The narrow staircase is clotted with cobwebs, the thick dust on
the risers undisturbed. Jonathan wi nces in disgust he noves

t hrough the webs, batting SPIDERS off his clothes.

Hi s panic takes himdown the stairs FASTER AND FASTER, until he
stunbl es and FALLS HEADLONG

I NT. TEPES ESTATE - CHAPEL - CONTI NUOUS
Har ker TUVBLES DOMN t he | ast hal f-dozen steps, his body BOUNCI NG

painfully off the wall and CAROM NG t hrough the portal into the
chapel. Dazed, he slowy raises his head.
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The ni ches have been long stripped of the statues, ornate
FRESCCES of forgotten saints DEFACED -every cruciform GOUGED AND
CHI PPED AWAY. High, arched STAI NED GLASS W NDOA5 have been

bl acked out with TH CK COATS OF DRI ED BLOCD.

Harker slowy stands. WEAK DAYLIGHT filters in behind the
sacristy, falls across DOZENS OF LONG OPEN CRATES scattered
anong t ool s.

Jonat han approaches one of the crates, |ooks inside. The bottom
is lined with a LAYER OF FRESH SO L. Puzzl ed, he reaches in,
scoops up a handful, then lets it fall through his fingers. He
t urns.

In the center of the sacristy stands a nedieval, carved STONE
SARCOPHAGUS.

Har ker approaches it. On the lid is a BAS RELI EF OF VLAD TEPES,
worn down by centuries, but still recognizable. The lid is

SLI GHTLY AJAR.  Using all his strength, Jonathan pushes it, the
edges SCRAPI NG across the top until it falls away, SHATTERI NG on
t he FLAGSTONES. He peers inside.

VLAD TEPES

lies inside. DRYING BLOOD courses down from both corners of his
slightly parted |ips. Eyes closed, hands crossed over his
stomach, he appears as replete as a bloated tick.

Revol ted, Jonat han gazes down at himw th naked contenpt.

He steps over to the scattered tools and picks up a SHOVEL.
Cinbing on the dais, Harker swi ngs the bl ade high over his head
and, screwing his eyes shut, brings it down with all his m ght
ON TEPES FACE.

It’s a nmonment before he can finally bring hinself to | ook at the
damage: Under a DEEP, BLEEDI NG GASH on one side of his forehead,
TEPES' EYES ARE OPEN, glittering with malice.

Terrified, Jonathan drops the shovel and, |osing his bal ance,
tunbles off the dais. He scrabbles to his feet, bolts for the
exit, staggers out into BLIND NG PURE SUNLI GHT.
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ACT 5

EXT. THE ATLANTI C OCEAN - NI GHT

DEAD CALM A FOGHORN SOUNDS sonewhere in the THCK FOG A
hul ki ng shape of A FREI GHTER LOOVS OUT OF THE MURK. It glides
by. Across its rust-steaked stern, a nanme in white, raised

| etters: DEMETER

I NT. DEMETER - BRI DGE - CONTI NUOUS

(NOTE: The dialogue in the follow ng sequences shoul d be spoken
in RUSSI AN W TH ENGLI SH SUBTI TLES.)

The CAPTAIN steers through the fog, glancing at the GPS and
radar. H's mate, DM TRl GORLOVI CH, | ate-20s, handsone, enters.

GORLOVI CH

Petrovski didn't show for his watch.
CAPTAI N

So? Wake hi m up
GORLOVI CH

He’s not in his bunk.
Di sgusted, the Captain | ooks away, grinding his teeth.

CAPTAI N
Organi ze a search. Wen you find him
t hrow t he bum over board.

Gorlovich smles. The old man’s in a cranky nood tonight.

GORLOVI CH
Yessi r.

I NT. DEMETER - GALLEY - NI GHT

Two nmen, ABRAMOFF and OLGAREN, m d-40s, rough | ooking, play
dom noes, trading shots froma bottle of vodka. Behind a pass-
t hrough, a grizzled, corpulent COX washes dirty dishes in a
gal vani zed tub. Gorlovich enters.

GORLOVI CH
Petrovski’s mssing. You two, search the
hol d.

The nmen GRUMBLE, unent hused.
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GORLOVI CH
Now. Go. That's an order. And | eave
the bottle.

Abranmoff glares at Gorlovich, reluctantly sets the bottle on the
table. They exit. Gorlovich turns to the Chef.

GORLOVI CH
If Petrovski shows up, tell himthe
Captain wants to see him

CHEF
Yeabh. Sur e.

I NT. DEMETER - HOLD - NI GHT

DIMLY LIT by a few flickering, bare bul bs, rust-streaked walls,
t he CHURNI NG of the ocean against the hull. Chains and rigging
trail up into the PI TCH DARKNESS ABOVE. There’s no clear line-
of - si ght due to STACKS OF CARGO

Abranof f and O garen nove through the naze, sweeping the hold
with FLASHLI GATS, Abronoff armed with a CRONBAR.

OLGAREN
Pet r ovsKki

No response. The BEAM OF ABRAMOFF' S FLASHLI GHT falls across a
stack of LONG CRATES MARKED “FRAGQ LE.” He knocks on one.

CLGAREN
What are you doi ng?
ABRAMOFF
If it can break, maybe it is worth

sonet hi ng.

QO garen grins. They nervously check to insure the coast is
clear. Abranoff drops to his knees, pries open the lid. The
crate is half full of soil.

ABRAMOFF
VWhat the hell...?

BEHIND HM a pale hand reaches down from above, seizes O garen
under his chin and HAULS HHM UP OQUT OF FRAME. Abranoff turns to
remark on the strange contents, sees his conrade is gone.

ABRAMOFF
A garen?
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A MOAN above him Abranoff peers up into the nmurk over head.
Suddenly, a SHOAER OF ARTERI AL BLOOD RAINS DOAWN ON HHM  He
SCREAMS.

I NT. DEMETER - GALLEY - NI GHT

The Cook fini shes washing dishes. He picks up the tub full of
filthy water and carries it to the door.

EXT. DEMETER - GALLEY - CONTI NUOUS

The Cook dunps the water out on the deck. QOS., a LONGRONA.
He peers into the fog. A large TI MBER-WOLF stands on the
pitching deck. It turns, pads away, swallowed by the m st.

EXT. DEMETER - STARBOARD DECK - CONTI NUOUS
CGorl ovich | ooks around on deck. He thunbs his WALKI E

GORLOVI CH
Abranoff? You found himyet?

No answer, just STATIC.  Gorlovich swears under his breath.
EXT. DEMETER - STERN - CONTI NUOUS

The Cook, now arnmed with a nmeat cleaver, noves cautiously
t hrough the fog, giving out HALF- HEARTED WHI STLES.

COCK
Hey, boy... ¢’ nmere. Cone to daddy.

Suddenly, he hears a creak, turns just as a LARGE FI GURE LURCHES
TOMRD H M out of the mist. Wth a panicked CRY, the Cook

BURI ES THE CLEAVER in his attacker's skull. THEY BOTH GO DOMN
HARD.

The Cook heaves and rolls out fromunder the body, his face and
chest drenched with blood. He turns it over. Abranoff’s
lifeless eyes gaze up at him H S THROAT HAS BEEN TORN QOUT.

COOK
Oh... Ch ny God. No...

He turns just as TEPES LUNGES, manages to CRY QUT before his
THROAT |S SLIT BY RAZOR- SHARP FI NGERNAI LS.

EXT. DEMETER - STARBOARD DECK - CONTI NUOUS

Alerted by the Cook’s cry, CGorlovich, peers into the thick fog,
SHOUTS:
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GORLOVI CH
Hello...? Wo's there?!

Al'l he can hear is the nuffled, steady RUMBLE OF THE ENG NES
THE SEA CHURNI NG at the bow. He's startled by a | oud SQUELCH ON
H S WALKI E.
CAPTAI N
(over wal ki e)
CGorl ovi ch, what is your |ocation?
Gorlovich funbles for the wal kie-tal ki, thunbs the mc:

GORLOVI CH
St ar board deck

I NT. DEMETER - BRI DGE - CONTI NUOUS
The Captain rubs condensation off the wi ndscreen, peers out.
H S POV

Far below, the outline of a figure stands at the bow,
intermttently visible through BILLOANS OF FOG

CAPTAI N
I think I see sonebody up near the bow.

EXT. DEMETER - STARBOARD DECK - CONTI NUOUS

Gorl ovich noves up toward the front of the ship, peering through
t he pea-soup.

H S POV

A FIGURE stands at the prow, his back to him rocking back and
forth as the ship steans through wakes.

GORLOVI CH

slow y approaches, stealthily drawing a revolver as he realizes
that this is not one of the crew.

TEPES

Despite the cold, he's barefoot, dressed in black slacks and a
wi fe-beater. He turns, gives Corlovich a sidelong glance.

GORLOVI CH
Who are you?
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TEPES
Just a passenger. .
(agrimsmle)
forever a passenger.

I NT. DEMETER - BRI DGE - CONTI NUOUS

A H DEQUS SHRIEK rises up through the fog. The Captain peers
out, unable to see what’s happening. He thunbs his wal ki e.

CAPTAI N
Gorlovich! Corlovich, respond...!

EXT. DEMETER - BOW - CONTI NUOUS

CLOCSE ON Corlovich's hand, still clutching the walkie. W can
hear the CAPTAIN' S TINNY VO CE OVER I T:

CAPTAI N
(on wal ki e)
what ' s happeni ng?!

Suddenly, with LI GHTNI NG SPEED, the hand i s DRAGGED OFF- FRAME.
I NT. DEMETER - BRI DGE - CONTI NUQUS
The Captain continues trying to raise his mate on the wal ki e.
CAPTAI N
Drmitri!

He listens. Only STATIC. He instinctively withdraws a SILVER
CRUCI FI X hangi ng under his shirt, clutches it, trying to

cal cul ate his next nove. Suddenly, he's startled by a POUNDI NG
on the bridge door. The Captain turns.

GORLOVI CH S FACE appears in the small porthole set in the netal
door, nose pressed to the glass. The Captain hurriedly throws
t he bolt, wenches open the door...

CAPTAI N
Gor |l ovi ch, thank God- -

... revealing that it's not Gorlovich on the other side, but his
SEVERED HEAD, held al oft by the hair.

Tepes CHARGES inside. As he's about to take the Captain, he's
frozen by the sight of the silver crucifix. Wth a HOL OF
REVULSI ON, he RETREATS fromthe bridge W TH BLI NDI NG SPEED
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Terrified, his breath com ng in GASPS, the Captain SLAMS the
door, BOLTS I T FAST.

SLAM TO
INT. KIRBY CENTER - RENFIELD S CELL - N GHT

Renfi el d SCREAMS, straining against his restraints. ORDERLIES
burst in, try to hold himdown as others run down the hallway.

I NT. KIRBY CENTER - HALLWAY - CONTI NUOUS

Seward wal ks quickly toward Renfield s room pauses, face
clouded with foreboding as Renfield s SHOUTS ECHO DOMWN THE
HALLWAY:

RENFI ELD (O. S.)
He's com ng! The Lord of Blood! The
dragon's son is upon us!"
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ACT 6

EXT. OTOPENI Al RPORT - DAY
Establish. A 747 touches down.
| NT. OTOPENI Al RPORT TERM NAL - DAY

As M na depl anes, she’s net at the gate by State Departnent
Representati ve, CARRI E | BANESCU, m d-20s, attractive,
pr of essi onal

CARRI E
M na Miurray?

M NA
Yes?

Carri e shakes her hand.

CARRI E
I"m Carrie |banescu, State Departnent.
Wl cone to Arnenia.

EXT. BUCHAREST - BULEVARDUL BALCESCU - DAY
A bl ack stretch towncar glides past University Square.
I NT. LI MOUSI NE - CONTI NUOUS

Mna and Carries sit in the back, Carrie occasionally referring
to an open file.

CARRI E

We tracked his novenents north to the
Tepes estate, then south to Tirgu
Mures. ..

(pulls out a photocopy)
This is a copy of the register of the
Hotel Concordia. |Is that M. Harker’s
si gnat ure.

M na examnes it.

M NA
No.

CARRI E
W were afraid of that. W’ re guessing
somebody m ght’ve stolen his I.D.

She hands M na Jonat han’ s PASSPORT and AMERI CAN EXPRESS CARD
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CARRI E
These were still at the hotel, so we know
he hasn’t left the country.

M NA
D d anybody there see hinf

CARRI E
No. The room was reserved via tel ephone.
H s passport and credit card were found
the next norning at the front-desk.

M na is upset.

M NA
He can’t have just disappeared. There's
gotta be sonebody who saw him.. tal ked
to him..

CARRI E
There i s one.

I NT. BUCHAREST - JULAVA PRI SON - MOVI NG - DAY

Mna and Carrie are | ed down the corridor of a prison block by
two burly GUARDS.

CARRI E
Constantin Bl aga, |owlevel street-thug,
petty crimnal. Wrks part-tine as a

shuttle-driver. Picked Harker up at the
airport when he arrived.

They approach a door. A BELL RINGS and one of the Cuards pulls
it open.

I NT. BUCHAREST - JULAVA PRI SON - VI SI TI NG AREA - CONTI NUOUS

Constantin sits behind reinforced glass. He's pale. It |ooks
i ke he's been beaten. Mna and Carrie take a seat.

CARRI E
(i n Romani an)
Constantin, this is Mna Mirray, the
fiancee of Jonat han Harker.

Constantin | ooks at Mna, eyes etched with guilt.

M NA
Do you speak English?
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CONSTANTI N
(nods)
Yes. Sone.

M NA
He’s m ssing. You know that.

He cauti ously nods.
M NA

I's there anything you know, anything he
said that m ght help us find hin®

CONSTANTI N
(upset)
I was only paid to drive him | did not
hurt him He was very late and | told
himto not to go. | told himnany tines.

He woul d not |i sten!

M NA
Go where? To see M. Tepes?

Constantin recoils, stares at her as if the very sound of Tepes’
nane i s an abom nation that may bring disaster. Shakes his head
frantically.

M NA

(i npatient)
Wher e?!

Constantin glances around, as if afraid he'll be heard. He
| eans toward the gl ass and URGENTLY WHI SPERS:

CONSTANTI N
Go back to Anerica. Forget this man
whose nanme you say. Do not again speak
it. He is the devil! If you love the
one you seek, light a candle for himand
say the prayers. He is beyond your help.

EXT. NEWJERSEY - GLOBAL MARI NE TERM NAL - NI GHT

Thi ck fog bl ankets the harbor. Dozens of reporters crowd the
parking lot. A MLITARY CHOPPER ROARS OVERHEAD. Loaded with
three canmeras, one with a nassive tel ephoto | ens, Quincey shoves
his way through, passing a nunber of T.V. REPORTERS doi ng stand-
ups under the blazing |ights:
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T.V. REPORTER #1
So far, Port Authority officials are
unwi I ling to comment, but what we know is
that a Russian freighter called the
Deneter entered the East River under full
steam ..

T.V. REPORTER #2
. reports are sketchy from Honel and
Security, but sources say they ve failed
to nake radi o contact and they have not
ruled out the possibility that this could
be a terrorist attack...

T.V. REPORTER #3
... runors that a Delta Squad Unit has
been di spatched to board the ship. So
far, no orders for evacuation have been
i ssued. ..

Qui ncey reaches the pier, where a flotilla of TUG BOATS are
bei ng scranbl ed, approaches a busy crew nenber.

QUI NCEY
Hey! Quincey Morris, New York Tinmes--

The guy just shoves past him He spins, sees a TUG CAPTAIN
shouting orders.

TUG CAPTAI N
. there’s no tine to fill up! W got
all the diesel we need--

QUI NCEY
(flashes his press-pass)
Qui ncey Morris, New York Tines.

TUG CAPTAI N
Thomas McCoyle, | don't give a rat’s ass.

He pushes past Quincey and nounts the gangway up to his boat.

QUI NCEY
Hey, hey, MCoyle! | need to get on your
boat !

McCoyl e ignores him Quincey grabs his arm janms two hundred-
dollar bills in the guy s face.

QUI NCEY
(quiet, intense)
| need... to get on... your boat.
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EXT. EAST RIVER - VFX FLY-OVER SHOT - N GHT

PASSI NG OVER t he Deneter fromstern to bow, then across a
narrow ng span of black water toward the FLOTILLA OF EI GHT TUGS
racing to neet it head-on. Overhead, a SI KORSKY UH 60L BLACK
HAWK overtakes the tugs, ROARI NG PAST US

EXT. TUG BOAT - BOW - CONTI NUCUS
Lens trai ned above him Quincy pans his canera, MOTOR- DRI VE

VWH RRI NG as he captures imges of the BLACK HAVWK PASSI NG
OVERHEAD.

EXT. DEMETER - CONTI NUOUS

The Bl ackhawk banks around, matching the ship’s speed, ropes
unfurling fromits belly. A DOZEN DELTA OPS in full gear, arned
with MP-5s, line-drop to the deck, take positions.

EXT. DEMETER - BRI DGE - CONTI NUOUS

A DELTA OP presses a SHAPE- CHARCGE over the steel door of the
bridge, jabs in wires and thunbs the button on a detonator.

DELTA CP
Fire in the hol e!

The others crouch clear as he fires the charge, an EXPLOSI ON
RI PPI NG t he door clean off.

I NT. DEMETER - BRI DGE - CONTI NUOUS

Soldiers storminto the SMKE FI LLED bridge, LASER-SIGATS
cutting through the nurk. Their COVWANDER hol ds up one hand,
takes a step forward and peers through the snoke.

A FIGURE is LASHED to the wheel with ropes. The Conmander hits
it with the POAERFUL BEAM of his TACTI CAL FLASHLI GHT, revealing
the face of the DEMETER S CAPTAIN, eyes enpty in death, features
frozen in terror.

DELTA COVMVANDER
Good God. ..

THE CAPTAIN' S HAND

still clutching his SILVER CRUCI FI X.

EXT. TUG BOAT - BOW- MOMENTS LATER

Qui ncey SNAPS sone photos. Several nenbers of the CREW prepare

for inmmnent contact with the Deneter. The Tug Captai n SHOUTS
FROM THE BRI DGE
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CAPTAI N
Arny just boarded the freighter!

QUI NCEY
Can they stop her?

CAPTAI N
No! They reversed the engines, but she’s
got too nmuch noment um
(gl ances at the approaching
freighter)
G ab ahold of sonething! This is gonna
be ugly!

EXT. DEMETER - PORT-SI DE AT WATER-LINE - VFX SHOT - N GHT

The hull of the freighter cuts through the black water, the
El GHT ONCOM NG TUGS splitting into two groups--four to
starboard, four to port. One plants its bow agai nst the hull
then the next, then the next...

EXT. TUG BOAT - BOW - CONTI NUQUS

Qui ncy hangs on for dear life as the tug POUNDS agai nst the
steel hull of the |larger ship, the captain squeezing all the
power he can fromhis twin 2,000 horsepower deisels.

EXT. EAST RIVER - VFX BIRD S EYE VI EW - CONTI NUOUS

LOOKI NG STRAI GHT DOWN at the prow of the Deneter, the eight tugs
pl anted agai nst her hull. TILT UP to reveal her headi ng:
DI RECTLY TOMRD ANOTHER FREI GHTER docked at the Auto Term nal!

EXT. TUG BOAT - BOW - CONTI NUQUS

Qui ncey snaps photos as the crew of the tug valiantly works to
prevent a catastrophe, glancing over his shoul der to gauge their
di stance from i npact.

EXT. EAST RIVER - VFX, HEAD ON W TH DEMETER - CONTI NUOQUS

The tugs can’'t stop her, but maybe they can avert her course.
Those at starboard di sengage the bow, roaring back and applying
their nuscle to the side of the stern.

EXT. EAST RIVER - VFX BIRD S EYE VI EW - CONTI NUOUS

SHOOTI NG STRAI GHT DOWN at the Deneter, half the tugs pushing the
port bow, the rest, the stern. Slowy pivoting the big ship
about, the tugs on the port-side in danger of being sandw ched
bet ween the Deneter and the docked freighter.
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EXT. TUG BOAT - BOW - CONTI NUQUS

Qui ncey, hanging on for dear life, the ROARI NG ENG NES dr owni ng
out his SHOUTED CURSES, the docked freighter GRI NDI NG THEI R PORT
BULWARKS, LI NES SNAPPI NG . .

QUI NCEY
Holy shi --

Until they re SUDDENLY CLEAR and the Deneter is headed for the
pier of the Auto Term nal.

EXT. NEW JERSEY - AUTO TERM NAL - CONTI NUQUS

DOCK- WORKERS SHOUT and run for their lives as the prow of the
Denmet er CRUNCHES | NTO THE SI DE OF THE DOCK, WOOD SPLI NTERI NG,
CONCRETE BUCKLING as it slowy cones to a GRATI NG WRENCH NG
HALT. Silence. HOLD a beat, then

SLAM TO
EXT. NEW JERSEY - AUTO TERM NAL - MOMENTS LATER

SI RENS HOAL, EMERGENCY LI GHTS FLASH, DOZENS OF EMERCGENCY
VEHI CLES par ked on the damaged dock.

DOCK WORKERS stand on a scaffold, |owered by CRANE to the side
of the Deneter. One of themfires up an ARC-VELDER, begins
cutting open a | oading port hatch.

Qui ncey pushes his way through SWAT, FBI and ATF BOVB SQUAD
OFFI CERS, the first reporter on the scene.

The Dock Workers pry open the | oading hatch. A LOAD NG RAMP
swings into place. FBI and ATF teans start up the ranp, then
see sonething that freezes themin their tracks.

THE OPEN HATCH

A shape defines itself fromthe inky-blackness of the hold,
stands poised on the threshold. A MASSIVE TIMBER WOLF. Its
snout wrinkles back frombared fangs as it GROAS.

QUI NCEY

lowers his canera as if to verify that what he’ s seeing through
the eyepiece is, in fact, actually there.

QUI NCEY
The Hell...?

Suddenly, the wolf BOUNDS down the ranp. The officers FIRE as
it charges them their bullets having no effect.
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Qui ncey takes DOZENS OF FLASH SHOTS as the wolf LEAPS into their
m dst. The SHOUTI NG Cops scatter in a panic. The wolf cuts
t hrough the crowd, races away, SWALLOWNED BY THE FOG

Qui ncey and the cops stare after it, dunbstruck
INT. MN COOPER - MOMENTS LATER

Parked in the GLOBAL MARINE TERM NAL LOT. Quincey speaks
excitedly into his cell as he gets in his car.

QUI NCEY
That’s right, a freakin wol f!
(beat)
Hell no it wasn’t no dog! This thing was
huge! Cops shot it Iike a hundred tines,
point blank. Didn't even slowit down.

He downl oads images fromhis digital N kon to his |aptop
QUI NCEY
| tell you what, wi se-ass, |’ muploadin
the images right now. You ain’t gonna
bel i eve this--

He suddenly stops, staring at the screen of his | aptop, stares
at the screen in grow ng confusion..

EXT. KI RBY FORENSI C PSYCH ATRI C CENTER - NI GHT

Est abl i sh.

I NT. KIRBY CENTER - RENFIELD S CELL - N GHT

Renfield lies on his cot, wi de awake. A MOTH enters hi s w ndow,
alights on his blanket. He lets it crawm onto his finger,

exam nes it.

CLOSE ON MOTH

On its back, the unm stakable inmage of a skull identifies it as
a DEATHS HEAD MOTH (Acherontia | achesis).

RENFI ELD

slowy raises it toward his |ips when a FLUTTERI NG SOUND
di stracts him
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VFX SHOT - THOUSANDS OF MOTHS

SWARM I N THROUGH RENFI ELD S WNDOW They SWRL around his room
in a tenpest as he stares, horrified, slowy coalescing into a
SPI NNI NG PI LLAR, then a HUMAN FORM and, finally, VIad Tepes
stands before him Weping, Renfield falls to his knees, takes
Tepes’ hand.

RENFI ELD
My lord. ..

For a |l ong nonent, Tepes graces himw th a benevol ent gaze, then
silently crosses to the door. He turns to Renfield, a thin
smle tracing his lips. Upon his touch, the BOLT CLATTERS and
the DOOR SLOALY SW NGS OPEN
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ACT 7
EXT. THE KI RBY FORENSI C PSYCHI ATRI C CENTER - DAY

EMERGENCY VEHI CLES AND POLI CE CARS are parked out front. John
Seward pulls up, noves behind the yellow tape, flashing his
hospital 1D.

I NT. KIRBY CENTER - FOYER - CONTI NUQUS

The place is bedlam patients in distant hallways SCREAM NG
SHOUTI NG HOWL.I NG POLI CE FORENSI C TEAMS dust for prints, take
phot ographs. Seward wal ks past the GUARD STATION, is approached
by Pheobe, the Cl osed Unit Head Nurse.

SEWARD
Nobody' Il tell me what the hell’s going
on.

PHEOBE

W had an escape |ast night. Renfield.

SEWARD
VWhat the hell? How did he--

PAPPAS
He just waltzed out.

Seward turns. Behind himis NYPD Detective LEON PAPPAS, pushing
50, short and ol d-school, cheap suit, polyester tie.

SEWARD
Excuse nme?

PAPPAS
Leon Pappas. N Y.P.D. Hom cide. So
what’ re you running here, doc? You got
all the nut-balls on sonme kinda honor-
syst enf

SEWARD
M. Renfield was secured in a | ocked
ward. He was in a cage inside a cage
i nside a cage, okay?

PAPPAS
Houdi ni .  Poof.
(cl oses his not ebook)
Hey, everybody! W can call it a day,
here. The doc just expl ai ned everything.
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SEWARD
(pi ssed)
Li sten, Detective...
PAPPAS
Pappas.
SEWARD
Pappas. | want to get to the bottom of

this as much as you do.
Pappas gives hima cold, crooked snmle.

PAPPAS
| doubt that.

He stares pointedly at the Guard Station. Seward follows his
gaze. A BLOCDY HANDPRI NT is sneared down the inside of the
gl ass encl osure.

Concerned, Seward steps over, peers in through the open door.
The BODY OF A SECURITY GUARD i s crunpl ed bel ow t he counter.
Several nen crouch by the corpse, exam ning the wounds on its
neck. Seward joins them

THE GUARD S NECK

Two small, bl oodless incisions in his carotid.

SEWARD

Stares at the wounds, curious.

VAN HELSI NG
Hel | o, John

Seward | ooks up, finds hinmself staring into the sharp blue eyes
of Abraham Van Hel sing.

SEWARD
Bran?! \What the hell--
VAN HELSI NG
--am | doing here?
(smles)
Actually, | was hoping to surprise you
but it |ooks |ike sonmebody stole ny
t hunder .
SEWARD

| thought you were in Thail and?
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VAN HELSI NG
I was. Then Helsinki, then Haiti, then
Brazil. Now |’ m here.

PAPPAS

Hate to interrupt the travel ogue, but
just who the hell are you?

Van Hel sing stands, smles graciously at Pappas.

VAN HELSI NG
Doct or Abraham Van Hel si ng.

He offers his hand. Pappas just stares at it.

PAPPAS
You with the hospital ?

VAN HELSI NG
No, actually...
(smles)
. ["’mwith the National Geographic
Soci ety.

| NT. BUCHAREST - HOTEL ROOM - DAWN
The TELEVISION is tuned to CNN, the SOUND OFF. Fully clothed,

M na Murray sleeps on top of the bedspread, face glistening with
sweat .

M NA
(rmutters)
Jonat han... Jonathan... NO

She starts awake froma nightmare. Sits up, disoriented for a
nonent. Somet hing catches her eye on the TV. She reaches for
the renmote, TURNS UP THE VOLUME

ON TELEVI SI ON

A BEAT REPORTER stands at the CRASH SI TE OF THE DEMETER. A
HELI COPTER SHOT reveals the freighter |isting against the
damaged Auto Termi nal dock. A HEADLINE: MYSTERY AT SEA.

NEWS ANCHOR
. t he ship has been thoroughly
searched, and authorities have confirned
that it's clear of any expl osive devices
or suspicious chem cals.
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M NA

A SLOW PUSH as she watches the report, stomach churning with a
sense of dread.

NEWS ANCHOR
(on television)
Police say it’s a mracle that no one
dock-side was injured in the disaster.
The fate of the Deneter’s crew, however,
is so far being kept under wraps--

Mna's startled by the R NG NG TELEPHONE.
EXT. ST. STEFAN HOSPI TAL - GARDEN COURT - DAY

M na and Carrie | banescu wal k quickly through the garden-court
of a small local hospital. PATIENTS in wheelchairs sit in the
shade, tended by NUNS

SUPER: DEVA, ROVAN A

CARRI E
Sone fishernen found hi munconsci ous on
t he bank of the Miures R ver.

I NT. ST. STEFAN HOSPI TAL - LOBBY - CONTI NUCUS
Mna and Carrie enter. A NUN stands at the adm tting desk.

CARRI E (CONT’ D)
He was burning up with encephalitis. No
I.D., no papers, no way to identify him
until he finally cane to [ ast night.

Carrie approaches the Nun. They begin a quiet CONVERSATION I N
ROVANI AN.  Anxi ous, overwhel med, M na | ooks at her surroundi ngs--
the 1 CONS OF SAINTS on the flaking plaster walls, the cheap,
Sovi et - Era furnishings.

A SECOND NUN pushes a cart of dirty sheets through sone sw ngi ng
doors, exchanges a polite smle with Mna. She holds the door
open, assumng Mna is here to visit. Mna glances at Carrie,
who is still engaged with the Nun at the admtting desk.

I NT. ST. STEFAN HOSPI TAL - CHARI TY WARD - MOMENTS LATER

Mna is startled by the primtive conditions--the SICK, ELDERLY
AND DYING in rows of beds lining the wall.

Her attention is drawn to a painfully thin man seated in a
wheel chair, gazing out the wi ndow, presenting a quarter-profile.
She steps CLOSER
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Draped in a threadbare hospital gown, the man is pallid, narked
by exposure and hunger--his LIPS CRACKED, skin scored with
numer ous SCRATCHES AND ABRASI ONS

M NA
Jonat han...?

He turns, his dead eyes sparkling to life, brimmng with tears
when he recogni zes her. In a WEAK VO CE:

HARKER
M na.

She drops her bag, races to himand takes himin her arms. They
enbrace, holding on for dear life.

EXT. ST. STEFAN HOSPI TAL - GARDEN COURT - DAY
Cl ose on a chipped, once-fine porcelain tea-set as A NUN pours.

HARKER (O S.)
They call it brain fever.

Harker and Mna sit at a small table under a trellis. The
Bl RDSONG and beautiful surroundings at odds with Jonathan’s
haunt ed count enance.

M NA
Sounds so Victorian. |’msurprised
they’'re not treating you with | eeches.

He THANKS THE NUN | N ROVANI AN:

HARKER
Mul t unesc. ..

The Nun gives thema nod, then silently noves off. As soon as
she’s gone, M na takes his hand:

M NA
What happened?
HARKER
(shakes hi s head)
| went... insane, | think.
M NA

What do you renenber?

HARKER
Not hing, | just...
(trails off)
I woke up here. That’'s all.
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M NA
You don’t remenber anything? Your
flight? | nmet that boy who picked you up
at the airport. Constantin. Do you
remenber hinf?

HARKER
Yeah, |--
(rubs his forehead)
| remenber Constantin, | renenber the
drive to...

He trails off, |ooks away for a nonent, deep in thought.

HARKER
Mna, | need you to pronise ne
sonet hi ng. ..
(rmeets her eyes)
If you | ove ne--

M NA
--1 do love you
HARKER
Then you’' || never ask ne what happened.
I was sick. Very sick. Insane. The
things | remenber. Crazy things...
(his eyes fill with horror)
Al'l 1 knowis that--even when | was sure

I was dying--the only regret | had was
that she weren't ny wfe.

M NA
I will be. Soon.

HARKER
No. Now.
(takes her hand)
There’s a chapel here. 1’ve gotten to
know the priest, Father Anatolie. He can
marry us tonight. Please say yes.

Mna' s startled. This wasn't what she’'d had in mnd. But this
place is so beautiful, so old. And it all feels so absolutely
right. She smles.

SMASH CUT TGO
I NT. MEDI CAL EXAM NER' S OFFI CE - MORGUE - DAY
STROBE FLASH, WH RRI NG MOTCR DRI VE. The dead Security CGuard

lies on an autopsy table, eyes still open, the two puncture
wounds standi ng out starkly against his bloodl ess skin.
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CORONER
Yes. | see..

W DE

Pappas, Seward and Van Hel sing observe as the CORONER exani nes
t he wounds with a surgical probe, speaks into a m crophone
hangi ng fromthe ceiling:

CORONER
Two small puncture wounds, approxi mately
four centimeters apart, one centinmeter in
| engt h, no damage to surrounding tissue,
This would indicate a very sharp
i nstrunent - - possi bly a scal pel or razor.

H s FEMALE ASSI STANT sets a small ruler next to the wound, takes
anot her FLASH PHOTO. The Coroner inserts a probe into the
wounds.

CORONER
Bot h channel s breach the carotid artery.
Ei t her wound could have resulted in
deat h. ..

VAN HELSI NG
(rmurnur to Seward)
Wiy two when one woul d suffice? What do
you suppose coul d possi bly make a wound
like that?

Seward | ooks at him sensing sonething distinctly Socratic in
Van Helsing’s tone--it’s as if he already knows the answer, and
is nmerely quizzing Seward.

PAPPAS
Maybe a neat fork?

VAN HELSI NG
(anused)
A neat fork.

The Coroner begins making the main Y-insision in the Guard’ s
torso. He does a bit of a double-take. Van Hel sing MJURMJURS:

VAN HELSI NG
Compl et el y exsangui nat ed. ..

SEWARD
| mpossi bl e.
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Puzzl ed, the Coroner |lifts one shoul der, |ooks at the back of
the corpse. As he does so, Van Hel sing backs up to a cart,
DEFTLY PALMS A KEY- CARD from the Assistant’s purse.

CORONER
(to Assistant)
Did you note any lividity during the
initial gross exan?

ASSI STANT
No, doctor.

CORONER
(to Pappas)
Was there a |l ot of blood at the scene?

PAPPAS
Not much. \Wy?
CORONER
Because there’s not a drop inside this

body.
I NT. MEDI CAL EXAM NER' S OFFI CE - CORRIDOR - MOWI NG - LATER
Van Hel sing and Seward wal k down the hall toward the exit.

SEVWARD
There is no way Renfield could drink five-
and-a-half liters of bl ood.

VAN HELSI NG
| agree.

SEWARD
So what are you suggesting?

VAN HELSI NG
" m suggesting you keep your eyes open.
Remenber what | used to pound into your
skul I when you were a resident?

SEWARD
Carl Sagan. “Extraordinary clains
requi re extraordi nary proof.”
VAN HELSI NG
(nods)

Very good. And if ny guess is right, we
are soon gonna be up to our asses in
extraordi nary proof. Just don't let any
preconceptions get in the way of the
truth.
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INT. HOLMAOOD S LOFT - NI GHT

CLOSE ON LAPTOP MONI TOR for a SERIES OF STILLS: Cops faces
frozen in surprise, nouths open in shouts as they fire at thin
air. THERE' S NO SIGN OF THE WOLF ON THE LOADI NG RAMP.

O S., Quincey huns the first eight bars of the THEME FROM THE
TW LI GHT ZONE.

HOL MAOCD
That is weird.

QUI NCEY
Oh yeah.

A beautifully finished SoHo | oft, floor-to-ceiling w ndows, the
wal I s decked with O denburg, Stella, Warhol. Hol mwod and
Qui ncey hunch over the | aptop.

HOL MAOCOD
They nust be shooting at sonet hi ng.

QUI NCEY
Oh yeah. We were all shooting at
somet hing. The cops mght mss, but I
never mss. It was right there, center
frane.

HOL MAOCOD
You sure it was a wol f?

QUI NCEY
What am |, a zoologist? The point is
there’s nothing there now Not a wolf,
not a dog, not a bilge-rat. Nothing.

LUCY
What happened to the crew?

They turn. Lucy |lounges on the sofa, nibbling a rice-cake while
she peruses bridal catal ogues.

QUI NCEY
| got a buddy. Coast Guard. He says six
guys shi pped out on the Deneter. There
was only one left. Barricaded hinself
inside the bridge. Tied hinself to the
wheel .

Lucy shudders.

LUCY
Cr eepy.
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QUI NCEY
Oh, that’s nothing. Get this: The ME
says the guy died of thirst.

HOL MAOCOD
They ran out of water?

QUI NCEY
Oh hell no. There was plenty of water.
Al'l he had to do was step outside, walk
down one flight of stairs.
(to Lucy)

Thi nk about that: A man scared so bad,
he’d rather die of thirst than open the
door.

The three | ook at each other, thoroughly creeped-out. They junp
when the PHONE RI NGS. Laugh nervously as Lucy picks up.

LUCY
Hello...?
(beat)
You' re what? You found hi nf!

HOL MAOCOD
Is that M na?

She SHUSHES hi m

LUCY

No way! | want to be there! | want to
be your mai d- of - honor!

(1istens)
Oh... ny... Cod, that is so insanely
romanti c!

(1istens)
I will. 1 love you guys.

She hangs up, a dreany expression on her face.
HOL MAOOD
(i npatient)
What ?
EXT. 230 PARK AVENUE - NI GAT
Est abl i sh.

RAECHEL ( PRE- LAP)
You' re getting married tonight?
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I NT. HAWKI NS & SUTTER - RAECHEL SUTTER S OFFI CE - NI GHT
Raechel Hawkins is on the phone, seated behind her desk.

RAECHEL
Oh, Jonathan. That's wonderful news.
Congratul ations. Gve Mna ny |love. And
hurry hone!
(listens, sm|es)
| bet. See you soon.

As she hangs up, we hear a FAM LI AR VO CE

TEPES (Q.S.)
VWhat a relief. | was so worri ed.

ANGLE reveal s Tepes, seated in a chair in front of Raechel’s
desk. This is a man who knows how to wear a $6, 000 suit.

RAECHEL
W all were.
TEPES
(as he signs a docunent)
Such a clever man. | nust admt, |
underestimated M. Harker at first--his
youth, 1 suppose. But he proved to be..

(nmeets her eyes, intense)
very astute.

Hs tone is at odds with the conplinent, inforned by an
i nappropriate ration of displeasure. Disconfited, Raechel
breaks eye-contact, passes himan envel ope.

RAECHEL
The keys.
(stands)
Congratul ati ons on your acquisition, M.
Tepes. | have a feeling you' Il Iove
Manhat t an

He stands, his charming smle obliterating any sign of the
di squi eti ng nood he exhibited only a nonment ago.

TEPES
| al ready do.

RAECHEL
(as they walk to the door)
If you need to hire any donmestic staff, |
know sonme excel | ent agenci es.
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TEPES
Thank you, but | believe |I have those
needs well in hand.

EXT. HARLEM - ALLEY - NI GHT

Renfi el d STARES DOM at sonet hing, a savagely hungry expression
on his grizzled face.

A BUM

sleeps off a bottle of Night Train, curled up next to a shopping
cart containing his neager possessions. He stirs, |ooks up,
bl eary- eyed.

Renfield stands over him still wearing his now filthy hospital
pajamas. He slowy smles then, greedily opening darts in and
CLAMPS H' S TEETH on the Bum s throat.

A SLOW PULL

as Renfield noisily feeds, MOVI NG OQUT ONTO LEXI NGTON, crowded
wi th PEDESTRI ANS, all of them passing the alley, unaware of the
horror unfolding just yards away in its sheltering darkness.
EXT. MEDI CAL EXAM NER' S OFFI CE - N GHT

The sign on the facade over the door of the distinctive, 60s-
style building reads: OFFI CE OF THE CH EF MEDI CAL EXAM NER
Carrying a frayed canvas DOCTOR S BAG Van Hel sing slips down an
al l ey.

EXT. MEDI CAL EXAM NER' S OFFI CE - SI DE ENTRANCE - NI GHT

Van Hel sing sw pes the stolen key-card through the reader. The
door BUZZES open.

I NT. MEDI CAL EXAM NER' S OFFI CE - HALLWAY - CONTI NUQUS

He slips down a corridor to a door marked: MORGUE. Again, he
swi pes the card in a reader

I NT. MEDI CAL EXAM NER S OFFI CE - MORGUE - MOMENTS LATER

Van Hel sing leafs through a LOG BOOK. Behind him three heavy
doors provi de access to each of the main storage units. He
finds what he’s | ooking for, jots on a Post-It.

I NT. MEDI CAL EXAM NER' S OFFI CE - STORAGE UNIT - MOVENTS LATER

A large, refrigerated room BODIES I N TRANSLUCENT BAGS |ie on
steel mesh trays, stacked like oversized bakery racks.
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Van Hel sing checks the nunbers stenciled on the verti cal
supports against his Post-It, finds a match and slides out one
of the trays on the |owest tier.

On it is an OPEN, EMPTY BODY BAG

Bef ore Van Hel sing can react, he's BLI TZED FROM BEH ND BY THE
DEAD SECURI TY GUARD, thrown to the floor, the Guard on top

Naked, still bearing the crudely stitched Y-incision of his

aut opsy, The Guard SNAPS HI S FANGS at Van Helsing like a

j unkyard dog. Van Helsing holds himat bay with one hand,
groping inside his bag with the other. He pulls out a N NE-INCH
LONG SI LVER SPI KE and drives it DEEP BETWEEN THE GUARD S
SHOULDER BLADES.

The Guard arches back, eyes popping, nouth open in a whistling,
silent scream then suddenly collapses, dead. Exhausted, Van
Hel sing pulls hinself to his feet. He |ooks down at the body.

It's gonna be a | ong night.
I NT. ST. STEFAN HOSPI TAL - CHAPEL - NI GHT

The entire space is |it by HUNDREDS OF VOTI VE CANDLES. The small
hospi tal chapel is beautiful: Ancient frescoed i mages of saints
gaze down upon M na and Jonathan as they faca each other at the
altar.

FATHER ANATOLI E, handsone, m d-50s, opens his bible. Carrie

| banescu stands by Raechel to witness the cerenbny. M na wears
one of the sinple white weddi ng gowns worn by novi ces when they
take their vows.

FATHER ANATOLI E
(faltering English)
Shal | we begi n?

Harker and M na | ook at each other, then shyly nod to the
priest, who begins the ritual (NOTE the WEDDI NG VOAS shoul d be
conducted in Romani an with NO SUBTI TLES) .

FATHER ANATQOLI E
(i n Romani an)
Dearly bel oved, we are gathered together
here in the sight of God to join together
this Man and this Wrman in holy
Mat ri mony; which holy estate these two
persons present come now to be joined...
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EXT. CENTRAL PARK - DAWN

FOG shrouds the treetops. In the DIM GRAY LI GHT OF PRE- DAWN,
Raechel Hawkins jogs the track circling the reservoir.

FATHER ANATOLI E (V. Q.)
(i n Romani an)
I require and charge you both, as ye wl|
answer at the dreadful day of judgnent
when the secrets of all hearts shall be
di scl osed. ..

She hears a RUSTLING in the bushes, gl ances and sees novenent in
the foliage--A DOG pacing her in the shadows.

FATHER ANATOLIE (V. QO ; CONT D)
(i n Romani an)
That if either of you know any
i npedi nent, why ye may not be lawfully
joined together in Matrinony, that ye
confess it now. ..

She keeps running. Notices that the NUVBER OF DOGS | S
| NCREASI NG, becomi ng a pack. BARKING GROALING and YIPPING with
exci tement .

| NT. ST. STEFAN HOSPI TAL - CHAPEL - CONTI NUOUS
Fat her Anatolie turns to Harker.

FATHER ANATQOLI E

(i n Romani an)
WIt thou, Jonathan Harker, have this
Wman to be thy wedded wife? WIt thou
| ove her, confort her, honour her, and
keep her in sickness and in health; and
forsaking all others, keep thee only unto
her, so long as ye both shall live?

He pauses. Though Jonathan can’t understand a word, their
nmeaning is clear. He turns to M na.

HARKER
I will.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - CONTI NUOUS

Fri ght ened now, Raechel picks up her pace. A DOZEN OR MORE DOGS
pace her in the brush. MONGRELS. It's as if she's being
shadowed by every stray in md-town.
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FATHER ANATOLI E (V. Q.)

(i n Romani an)
WIt thou, Mna Miurray, have this man to
be thy wedded husband, to |ive together
after God's ordinance in the holy estate
of Matrinony? WIlt thou obey him and
serve him |ove, honour, and keep himin
sickness and in health. ..

A mangy CGerman Shepard SNARLS and NI PS AT HER HEELS.
I NT. ST. STEFAN HOSPI TAL - CHAPEL - CONTI NUOUS

CLOSE ON M NA | ooking up at Harker. This is the first tine
we’ ve seen her in a dress, and she’s absolutely respl endent, the
FLI CKERI NG GLOW of votive candl es softening her features.

FATHER ANATOLI E ( CONT' D)
(i n Romani an)
and forsaking all other, keep thee
only unto him so long as ye both shal
live?

M NA
(to Harker)
I will.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - CONTI NUOUS

Raechel , running headl ong into the fog, the MONGRELS SNAPPI NG at
her, GROALING  Suddenly, she COLLI DES W TH TEPES

A full-length | eather trenchcoat draped over his shoul ders, he
grips both her shoul ders, gazes down at her w th burning
intensity.

FATHER ANATOLI E (V. Q.)
(i n Romani an)
Forasmuch as Jonat han and M na have
consented together in holy wedl ock, and
have wi tnessed the sane before God and
this conpany, | pronounce therefore that
t hey be Man and Wfe.

Tepes slowy smles, |lips peeling back fromlong, razor sharp
FANGS, then PLUNGES THEM I NTO THE SI DE OF HER NECK. .

I NT. ST. STEFAN HOSPI TAL - CHAPEL - CONTI NUOUS

just as Jonathan and Mna seal their vows with a | ong,
passi onat e ki ss.
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EXT. CENTRAL PARK - CONTI NUOUS

A SLOW CRANE UP as Tepes feeds on Raechel, REVEALING that they
are surrounded by TWO DOZEN STRAYS, sitting tanely around them
i ke an appreciative audience. As one, the dogs tilt back THEI R
HEADS and BEG N HOALI NG . .
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EXT. HARLEM - ALLEY - DAY

A POLICE CAR CHRPS to an abrupt stop, joining several other
energency vehicles parked on Lexington at the head of the all ey,
whi ch has been bl ocked off with YELLOW CRI ME- SCENE TAPE. COPS
control a few LOOKY-LOCS.

I NSI DE THE ALLEY

The Bum stripped down to his soiled underwear, lies in the
GARBAGE CHOKED gutter, a RAGGED, GAPI NG WOUND | N HI S THROAT.
QU TE A BIT OF BLOOD. A CS phot ographer takes flash shots as
Det ecti ve Pappas works the scene.

PAPPAS
Your friend Renfield s been busy. That’'s
two just over twenty-four hours.

Crouchi ng, Van Hel si ng exam nes the wound.

VAN HELSI NG
One.

PAPPAS
(i ncredul ous)
You' re saying he didn't do this?

VAN HELSI NG
No. To the contrary, |'m absolutely sure
he did. But I'malso sure he didn't kil
t he hospital guard.

PAPPAS
You saying this is sone kind of copycat?

VAN HELSI NG

No. Not quite a copy..
(1 ooks up at Pappas)

nore of an homage.

EXT. HARLEM - STRI VERS ROW - DUSK
A MOVING VAN is parked in front of an el egant brownstone

mansi on, MOVERS unl oadi ng LONG CRATES MARKED " FRAGQ LE. "
Nei ghbor hood KI DS pl ay doubl e-dutch on the sidewal k.
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ACROSS THE STREET

A bedraggl ed bumsits on a park bench, watching, his shopping
cart nearby. A SLONPUSH reveals that it's Renfield. He
f ocuses on..

H S POV
a BLACK G RL, 4, who watches the OLDER G RLS junp rope.
RENFI ELD

| ooks behinds him notes with a smle of anticipation the SUN
SI NKI NG BEHI ND THE TREES.

I NT. PELIGROSSO - V.I1.P. ROOM - N GHT

PELI GROSSO - VIP ROOM  Qui ncey, Seward, Hol mwod, Lucy and a
DOZEN good friends raise a toast.

HOL MAOCOD
To the new yweds. ..

Har ker and Mna, still wung-out fromtheir flight hone, smle
tiredly at each other, profoundly relieved to be together again
in famliar surroundings.

HOL MADCOD

(quoting Homer’s Qdyssey)
“There is nothing nobler or nore
adm rabl e than when two peopl e, who see
eye to eye, keep house as nan and wife,
confounding their enemes...

(raises his glass)

and delighting their friends.”

Shouts of HEAR HEAR as everyone drinks to the toast. Lucy
approaches M na, gives her a kiss. Quincey and Seward shake
Jonat han’s hand, trade hugs. Al is once again right with the
wor | d.

LUCY
I’ mso happy for you guys.

M NA
If it hadn’'t been for Arthur...

LUCY
I know. He’s amazing.

She | ooks across the room at Hol mwod, chatting up friends,
LAUGHI NG



91.

LUCY
(slightly pensive)
He' s | eaving tonorrow

HARKER
VWher e?

LUCY
Dubai. A big environnental conference.
Their giving himan award honoring his
father. I'mjust...

She fades.

M NA

What ?
LUCY

I don’t want himto go.
Hol mwod throws an arm around Lucy. He's SLIGHILY SMASHED
HOL MAOCOD
Don’t worry, babe, I’m not gonna go
MI1.A |ike sone people we know.

enbarrassed. Lucy H TS Hol mwood.

LUCY
That’ s not funny!

HOL MAOCOD
Gve it tine. [t'1

Jonat han sm | es,

Art hur!

be hil ari ous--

Seward’ s CELL- PHONE RINGS. He | ooks at the nunber, turns away
di screetly fromthe others.
SEWARD
What ' s up?
| NTERCUT W TH:

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - RESERVO R - N GHT
CLOSE ON Van Hel sing under the wash of RED AND BLUE EMERGENCY
LI GHTS, speaking quietly into his cell.
VAN HELSI NG
They found anot her one.

SEWARD
Anot her body? Were?



92.

VAN HELSI NG
Central Park. The reservoir. | need you
down here. Now.

Qui ncey overhears, turns to Lucy, WH SPERS:

QUI NCEY
Renfi el d.

Seward turns, sees the others staring at him

SEWARD
| really--
(turns away)
Bram this is real bad timng.

VAN HELSI NG
Just get down here. Now.

He di sconnects. Seward |ooks at his dead phone.

M NA

Anot her victin®
SEVWARD

Yeah. |I'msorry. | gotta go.
M NA

Not without Quincey and nme. No way.

HOL MAOOD
W' |l take ny lino. W can all go.

SEWARD
For Chrissake, Artie. This is a crine-
scene, not an after-party.

HOL MAOOD
Dam right. Way better than an after-
party. ..
(1 ooks at the others)
it’s an adventure.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - RESERVO R - N GHT

FLASHI NG LI GATS, the CORONER S VAN parked by a gate. A SVALL
CROND of detectives and C. S.I.s stand on the bank under bri ght
HALOGEN WORK- LI GHTS. Qui ncey, M na, Jonathan, Hol mmood and Lucy
follow Seward toward the gate. Quincey’'s managed to grab a
CAMERA.

SEWARD
Wait here.
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HOL MADOD
Party- pooper. ..

Van Hel sing steps up, | ooks at Seward s friends, clearly
surprised that he didn’t come al one.

SEWARD
Don’t ask.
(perfunctory)
Everybody...? This is Bram Bram
ever ybody.

M NA
Abr aham Van Hel si ng?

VAN HELSI NG
Yes.

She | ooks at Seward, surprised, inpressed.

M NA
You two are friends?

SEWARD
Yeah, actually, Bramwas ny nmentor when |
was studyi ng at Col unbi a.

VAN HELSI NG
(re: Seward)
As you can see, | failed mserably.
M NA
(smles)
I’ve read every single one of your books.
Amazing. |I'mMna...
(hol ds out her hand)
M na Mirray.
VAN HELSI NG
New York Ti nmes.
M NA
(pl eased)

Yes. And this is Quincey Mrris, ny
phot ographer. M/ husband, Jonat han.
Lucy and Arthur--

VAN HELSI NG
- - Hol mvood.
(shakes hi s hand)
Yes. | was a great admirer of your

f at her.
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HOL MAOCD
Thanks. | was, too.

Van Hel sing nods at the others and wal ks with Seward to the
crinme-scene. As soon as they’'re out of earshot:

VAN HELSI NG
I didn’t expect an entourage.

HOL MADOD
| told you your timng sucks. So what do
we got ?

VAN HELSI NG
Anot her victim sanme as the guard. Two
puncture wounds in the carotid.

HOL MADOD
Exsangui nat ed?

VAN HELSI NG
Yeah. .

The two crouch down by the body. Van Helsing pulls back the
sheet, revealing Raechel Hawkins. Her head is thrown back as if
still in ecstasy, sightless eyes w de open.

ON HARKER

staring with the others through the fence. He SOFTLY MOANS

HARKER
Ch God, no...

He rocks on his feet. Hol mwod and Qui ncey support him before
he can fall.

M NA

Jonat han, what’s w ong?
HARKER

It’s Raechel .

She stares at himin disbelief. Turns back to the crine scene
and recogni zes the victims face.

M NA
Ch... Ch ny Cod.

Qui ncey gl ances back at the scene.
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QUI NCEY
Go. GCet himback to the car. 1'I1 stay
and fill you in later.

EXT. FI FTH AVENUE - MOMENTS LATER

Hol mwood and M na hel p Jonathan into the back of the waiting
[imp. Lucy straggles behind. She hears a VWH SPERI NG VO CE from
t he shadows under the trees:

TEPES (O S.)
Lucy. ..

She turns, sees a figure standing in the shadows: VLAD TEPES, a
faint smle on his lips. She's frozen, captivated by his dark
gaze.

HOLMAOCD (O. S.)

(i npatient)
Lucy! C non...

Startled, she turns.
HOL MAOCOD
stands by the open rear door of the |ino.

HOL MAOCD
Hurry!

LUCY
Agai n | ooks back into the trees. TEPES IS GONE
EXT. CENTRAL PARK - RESERVAO R - MOMENTS LATER

Qui ncey takes a couple of FLASH SHOTS as Raechel’s body is
| oaded into the van. Seward and Van Hel sing are approached by
Pappas.

PAPPAS
They found Renfield. Got himsurrounded
in Harlem..
(to Seward, accusatory)
He’ s got a hostage.

EXT. STRI VERS ROW MANSI ON - NI GHT

DOZENS OF COPS crouch behind the open doors of their PATROL
CARS, weapons drawn. Under the stoop of the el egant brownstone,
Renfield uses the little Black Grl we saw earlier as a human
shield, a knife pressed to her throat.
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RENFI ELD
(shout's, weepi ng)
She's not for nel She's for him

Pappas ROARS UP in his unmarked. Quincey, Seward and Van
Hel sing get out. Pappas approaches a CRI SI' S NEGOTI ATOR.

PAPPAS
VWhere we at?

NEGOTI ATOR
He’ s incoherent. Maybe high on
sonet hi ng, maybe just crazy.

PAPPAS
| brought his doctor.

NEGOTI ATOR
Forget it. This thing’ s going tactical.

A SWAT VAN RCLLS UP, COPS piling out in TAC GEAR, ARVED WTH M
4s. They begin conferring with the OFFI CER | N CHARGE

SEWARD
What ' re they gonna do?

PAPPAS
It’s out of our hands.

Seward turns, sees a SNIPER settling in behind a squad-car
sighting in on Refield with a Remington fitted with a N GHT-
VI SI ON SCOPE

SEVWARD
No!

Bef ore anyone can stop him Seward wal ks briskly out beyond the
barricades, directly in the line of fire.

PAPPAS
Seward, don't! Get back here!

Seward holds up his hands so Renfield can see that he’ s unarned.

SEWARD
Randal | ! lt’s nmel Doctor Seward

RENFI ELD
Tell emto back off! Tell emit’s not ny
fault! He nade ne!

SEWARD
Who made you?
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Renfield, sweating profusely, holds the little girl even harder.
She’s terrified--beyond crying, staring at Seward as he
appr oaches, conpl etely undaunt ed.

SEWARD
(to Grl)
You okay, sweetheart?

She nods.

SEWARD
Let her go, Randall. Let’s talk. Just
you and nme. They’ re not gonna shoot.
Not as long as |’ m here.

Renfield s eyes jitter back and forth between Seward and the
army of cops behind him

SEWARD
Go ahead. It’s okay...

He slowy relaxes his grip on the Grl, releases her. She runs
into the waiting arnms of a TAC OFFI CER, who sweeps her up and
carries her to safety.

I gnoring the knife, Seward approaches Renfield, standing well
within striking distance. H's courage is stunning.

SEWARD
Wio made you do this, Randall?
RENFI ELD
(weepi ng, shaking his head)
| can’t...
SEWARD
It’s okay. You can tell ne. | won't say

a word to anybody. You know that.

Trenbling, Renfield leans in toward Seward, VH SPERS:

RENFI ELD
He’ s everywhere.
Seward knows the next few noments are critical. One wong word
and he’s dead. They both are.
SEWARD
I know.
RENFI ELD

(ast oni shed)
You’ ve seen hin®



98.

SEWARD
(nods)
He told ne it’s not your tine. He wants
you to give nme the knife.

RENFI ELD
(an errant child)
He does?
SEWARD
Yeah.

A long beat. This could go either way. Finally, Renfield
offers the knife to Seward, who very carefully takes it.

EXT. HARKER S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - NI GHT
Establish. A nice Wst-Side wal k-up
ANCHOR WOVAN ( PRE- LAP)
(on television)
A crisis was averted and a child s life
saved tonight...
I NT. HARKER APARTMENT - NI GHT

M na wat ches the news. Jonathan is on the TELEPHONE, talking to
one of the partners in his lawfirm

ANCHOR WOVAN HARKER
(on television) She what ?

Escaped nental patient and (l'istens, stunned)
suspected vanpire killer, No, | had... no idea.

Randal | Martin Renfield, (1istens)

surrendered to authorities in Yes, of course, Charles. 1'd
Harl em toni ght after a tense be honored.

stand-of f with police... (jots down a note.)

W' | | be okay, thanks.

He hangs up. Mna | ooks at him

HARKER
They want me to say Kaddi sh.

M NA
Are you up to it?

HARKER
(distracted)
Yeah... yeah, | can do that. As long as
it’s in English...

She takes himin her arns.
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M NA
I’mso sorry, Jonathan. She was a great
| ady. She told ne once she thought of
you as a son.

HARKER
I guess she did.

Sonething in his tone makes her realize there’'s sonmething he
hasn’t told her. She |ooks at him

HARKER
Apparently, she named nme as her sole
beneficiary.

M NA
Are you sure.
HARKER
That was Charles Sutter. He handl ed her
will. He says she left me her entire
estate plus her interest in the firm..
(dazed)

I’ma senior partner..

Thi s has al ways been Jonathan’s dream but never at such a
terrible cost. She pulls himclose as he begins WEEPI NG Tears
in her eyes, she strokes his hair.

M NA
Shhh... it’s okay. You re gonna be
okay. . .

I NT. HOLMADOD' S LOFT - BEDROOM - NI GHT
Hol nood’ s in bed, naked. Angry, Lucy is pulling on her dress.

LUCY
| sick of your stalling tactics.

HOL MAOOD
Stalling tactics?! Wat the hell’re you
tal ki ng about? W' re engaged!

She steps into her shoes.

HOL MAOOD
| told you, it’s not easy. 1’ve got a
ot of stuff on ny plate right now -

LUCY
April?
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HOL MADOD
No, I--
LUCY
May? June?
HOL MADOD
Lucy, you're not being fair--
LUCY
Maybe sone tinme in the next decade?!
HOL MADOD
Let’s not argue about this, for
chrissake. Not tonight. [|'mleaving
t onor r ow.
LUCY

(turns, furious)
kay, when? Gve ne a date, Arthur.

Hol mwood stares at her, trying and failing to just blurt one.
Final ly, despondent, he manages only. ..

HOL MAOCD
Soon. .. ?

Exasperated, Lucy throws on her coat, heads for the door. He
SHOUTS after her:

HOL MAOCOD
C nmon, Lucy! Don't be like this!

He’ s answered by the SLAMM NG of the front door.

I NT. HOLMADOD S BUI LDI NG - ELEVATOR - MOMENTS LATER

A VI NTAGE FREI GHT ELEVATOR, surrounded by STEEL MESH.  WEEPI NG
Lucy manages to hit the “DOMN' button. It slowy descends, each

floor sliding past as she angrily wi pes away tears, searches her
handbag for her conpact.

LUCY
Dami t. ..
She doesn’t notice as the ELEVATOR PASSES VLAD TEPES, standing
stock-still on one of the upper floors, gazing at her as she
descends.

Finally, it LURCHES to a halt ON THE GROUND FLOCOR
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I NT. HOLMAOOD S BUI LDI NG - LOBBY - CONTI NUOUS

Lucy pulls open the gate, steps out, still SNIFFLING The pl ace
is dead quiet. As soon as she steps fromthe [ift, the LIGHTS
FLI CKER AND Dl E.

Lucy freezes, startled by the sudden darkness. Soneone in the
shadows WHI SPERS:

TEPES
Lucy. ..

Terrified, Lucy |ooks at the front door, just yards away.
STREETLI GHT spills in fromoutside. She starts toward it.

SOVEONE GRABS HER FROM BEHI ND, pulls her cl ose.

Her BREATH COM NG I N BURSTS, too scared to scream Lucy sees
TEPES' FACE, inches from hers.

LUCY

(gasps)
Who are you?

Tepes sm | es, handsone, intense.

TEPES
Dr acul a.

A long beat as they |l ock eyes. Suddenly, the LIGHTS BLAZE ON,
and Lucy finds herself conpletely alone in the | obby, shaken,
yet strangely excited.

EXT. KI RBY FORENSI C PSYCH ATRI C CENTER - DAY
Est abl i sh.

SEWARD ( PRE- LAP)
He's the only one up here..

I NT. KIRBY CENTER - HI GH SECURITY UNI T - CONTI NUOUS

Carrying his bag, Van Hel sing wal ks with Seward down a corridor
lined with STEEL DOORS. The paint is peeling, floor patched
with msmatched linoleumtiles. A GUARD sits behind wire-

rei nforced gl ass watching a bank of nonitors.

SEWARD ( CONT’ D)
This whole wing’ s due for renovation. |
got a twenty-four hour watch on the door.

VAN HELSI NG
No wi ndows.
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SEWARD
None. You mind telling me why that’s so
i mportant?
VAN HELSI NG
It’Il beconme self-evident in tine.
SEWARD

(stops wal ki ng, testy)
Listen, Bram This Yoda crap’ s getting
real old. |If you know sonething, spel
it out. This isn't a gane.

VAN HELSI NG
Oh, yeah it is. It’s just not a very
pl easant one.

I NT. KIRBY CENTER - PADDED CELL - MOMENTS LATER

A LOUD BUZZ. Seward and Van Hel sing step inside. Renfield,
confined in a straightjacket, sits on the floor in a corner of
the cell. He slowy raises his head, glowering at Seward

t hrough rheuny, red-rinmed eyes.

RENFI ELD
You lied to ne. He’'s never talked to
you.

SEWARD
Who?

Renfield doesn’'t reply, just slowy turns his head and presses
his face agai nst the padded wall. Van Hel sing | ooks at Seward,
who nods and steps out. AN ELECTRIC BOLT BUZZES and THUNKS
HOVE. Van Hel sing regards Renfield a beat.

VAN HELSI NG
Who do you serve?

RENFI ELD
Go to hell..

Wth a SIGH of regret, Van Hel sing opens his bag, pulls out a
purple satin pouch enbroidered with a gold CH - RHO CRGCSS.
Wthdraws a VIAL OF CLEAR LI QUI D fromthe pouch, uncaps it.

RENFI ELD
(suddenly nervous)
What do you got there?

VAN HELSI NG
Who do you serve?
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Cringing, Renfield shakes his head. Van Helsing flicks the
vi al, DROPLETS spattering Renfield, who SHRI EKS H DECUSLY,
squirmng in the straightjacket.

INT. KIRBY CENTER - HI GH SECURITY UNIT - STATI ON - CONTI NUOUS

ON A MONI TOR, the bl ack-and-white i mage of Van Hel sing and

Renfield in the cell. Renfield s SCREAMS ECHO down t he
corridor.
GUARD
VWhat the hell’s he doin?
VAN HELSI NG
(over speaker)
Who... do... you serve?

Again, Van Helsing flicks the vial. Renfield SHRIEKS as if hit
with acid. Seward watches in horror.

I NT. KI RBY CENTER - PADDED CELL - CONTI NUCUS
Renfi el d BLUBBERS, still withing in agony.

RENFI ELD
The Son of the Dragon! | serve the Son!

VAN HELSI NG
(i ntense)
Wer e does he sl eep?

RENFI ELD

(weepi nQ)
| cant... | can’'t say... please.

As Van Hel sing raises the vial, the door BUZZES OPEN and Seward
bursts through with the Guard. Seward grabs Van Helsing' s
wrist.

SEWARD
Are you insane?

Van Hel sing pulls free, again SPATTERS Renfield. He HOAS.

VAN HELSI NG
VWher e?!

Furi ous, Seward pins Van Hel sing’s arm agai nst the wall.

SEVWARD
No!
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VAN HELSI NG
Trust ne, John. There are |lives at
st ake. | nnocent lives. And this nan has

information that can save them

Seward | ooks at Renfield, pathetically weeping in the corner.
Turns back to Van Helsing. The two doctors |ock eyes. Seward
shakes his head, resolute.

I NT. KIRBY CENTER - HIGH SECURITY UNNFT - MOMENTS LATER

A BUZZ and, carrying his bag, Van Hel sing steps out of the cell,
strides down the corridor wthout |ooking back. Behind him
Sewar d SHOUTS:

SEWARD
Br anm

Van Hel sing ignores him

SEWARD
This isn't Bedlaml We don't torture
pati ents!

Ban Hel sing stops, gazes down the hall at Seward.

VAN HELSI NG
Wth what? Tap water?

Raising the vial as if offering a toast, Van Hel sing drinks the
remai nder of its contents in one |long swallow, then tosses the
enpty. The MAIN DOOR BUZZES and, turning on his heel, he shoves
it open and wal ks out.

EXT. SCHWARTZ & SI LVERMAN MORTUARY - DAY

Establish. Linos pulling up, MOURNERS dressed in black
congregating at the door of the chapel. |Inside, Jonathan says
Kaddi sh:

MOURNERS
Bl essed and praised, glorified and
exal ted, extolled and honored, adored and
| auded be the nane of the Holy One...

I NT. SCHWARTZ & SI LVERMAN MORTUARY - CHAPEL - CONTI NUOUS
A sinple wood coffin up front, the small chapel filled to

capacity, the nen wearing yarmul kes. Harker stands up front,
H S VO CE HOARSE W TH EMOTI ON as he LEADS THE KADDI SH:
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MOURNERS
Bl essed be He, beyond all the bl essings
and hymms, praises and consol ations that
are ever spoken in the world...

HARKER

Gaunt, still weakened by his recent ordeal and slammed by the
death of his nentor, tears in his eyes.

MOURNERS
and say, Anen.

M NA AND LUCY

stand together in the front row, tears in their eyes as they
RECI TE W TH THE OTHERS

MOURNERS
May there be abundant peace from heaven,
and life, for us and for all Israel; and

say, Anmen.
Sensi ng eyes on her. Lucy turns and sees:
HER POV
VI ad Tepes stands in the SHADOAS at the rear of the chapel.
Eyes intense, a thin smle on his |ips, he STARES DI RECTLY AT
CAMERA.

MOURNERS

He who creates peace in H s celestial

hei ghts, may He create peace for us and

for all Israel; and say, Anen.

M na notices Lucy has stopped praying, gives her a nudge. Lucy
STARTS.

M NA
What ' s wrong?

Lucy shakes her head. Nothing. Again, she glances back.
HER POV
TEPES IS GONE. In his place stands an ELDERLY USHER
CUT TO
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EXT. SCHWARTZ & SI LVERVAN MORTUARY - COURTYARD - DAY

Despondent, Lucy sits alone on a bench near a fountain, watching
as the MOURNERS exit the chapel behind the PALL-BEARERS. M na
approaches, hands her a paper cup of water.

M NA
Are you all right?
LUCY
I dunno, Maybe I’'m com ng down wth
sonething. | just wsh..
She trails off.
M NA

You mi ss Arthur.

Lucy tears up. Nods. Mna takes a seat next to her, puts an
arm around her shoul ders.

M NA
Don't worry. He'll be back in no tine.

LUCY
Do you think you coul d--

She stops, feeling guilty and childishly selfish. Mna gives
her a squeeze, urging her to continue.

M NA
VWhat ?

LUCY

(struggling)
Coul d you stay with ne until he gets
back?

Now it Mna's turn to feel guilty.

M NA
|l can’t do that. Not now. Not with
Jonat han- -

LUCY
I know. 1'msorry. It was stupid of ne
to ask.

M NA

No, it’'s okay. Really...
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EXT. SCHWARTZ & SI LVERMAN MORTUARY - FRONT STEPS - DAY

The RABBI, | SAAK SCHM DT, 50s Harker and his senior partner,
CHARLES SUTTER- - ear| y-60s, paunchy but distinguished--are deep
in A HUSHED CONVERSATION with the funeral director, AARON
SCHWARTZ, a dapper man in his early-40s.

RABBI
Who woul d do such a thing?
SCWARTZ
| can’t imagine. | can only tell you--

Jonat han sees M na approaching. He nudges Sutter, who smles at
Mna, the others falling SUDDENLY SILENT

SUTTER
Mna. |’mso happy for you and Jonat han.

M NA
Thank you, Charl es.

She rai ses her eyebrows at Jonat han, beggi ng an introduction.

HARKER
Oh. I'msorry. This is Aaron Schwartz,
the funeral director, and Rabbi Schm dt.
(to the others)
M wife, Mna.

RABBI
A pl easure..
(shakes her hand)
if you' |l excuse ne.

He noves off, the others followi ng. As soon as they re out of
ear shot:

M NA
VWhat was that all about?

HARKER
Not hi ng.

She | ooks at him She clearly doesn’'t believe him

HARKER
Really. It was just business.

EXT. MEDI CAL EXAM NER' S OFFI CE - SI DE ENTRANCE - NI GHT

CLOSE ON FOUR FI FTY DOLLAR BI LLS changi ng hands as Qui ncey pays
off an M E. ASSI STANT.
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QUI NCEY
This better be worth it.

M E. ASSI STANT
You' re the shutterbug. Picture says a
t housand words, right?

He hands over a manila envel ope. Quincey slides out a set of
phot os, wi nces.

QUI NCEY
What're these things stuffed in his
nout h?

M E. ASSI STANT
Garlic cloves. Five of em
(grins)
Dude nmusta had real bad breath.

Qui ncey | ooks at the guy, his eyes hard.
EXT. (VFX) MANHATTAN SKYLI NE - MOWING - N GHT

POV - FLOATI NG hi gh above the Upper East Side, effortlessly
BANKI NG, constantly PANNI NG searching until we descend on...

EXT. WESTENRA APARTMENT - TERRACE - CONTI NUOUS

POV - CREEPING now, nmaybe hal f-an-inch off the terrazzo. As we
approach sonme SLI DI NG GLASS DOORS, we see a REFLECTI ON--a DENSE
M ST unfurling itself over the tiles--before PASSI NG THROUGH THE
GLASS, into

I NT. WESTENRA APARTMENT - LUCY’ S BEDROOM - CONTI NUOUS

POV - MOING LOWover the floor, SHOOTING up the side of the bed
and HOVERI NG NEAR THE CEI LI NG LOOKI NG DOMWN at Lucy, asleep in a
tangl e of sheets, stirring, |lips parted, and we

CUT TGO
I NT. TEPES ESTATE - ROCOFTOP GARDEN - NI GHT

LUSH foliage and vines of ORCH DS clinb the stone colums. Lucy
steps toward us, clothed only in a D APHANOUS DRESSI NG GO,

hair worn up in a style rem niscent of the beauties drawn by

Al phonse Micha.

She’ s approached on either side by TWO DARK- HAl RED WOVEN i n
togas. Lucy tugs loose the tie at her waist.

(NOTE: These two Wonen should be the trio who attenpted to feed
on Jonat han Harker before Tepes intervened.)



109.

REVERSE - BEHI ND LUCY, standing before a CARVED MARBLE BATHTUB
surrounded by dozens of RED VOII VE CANDLES. One one of the
Wonen slips off Lucy’s gown, the other plucking out the conbs
hol ding up her hair. It tunbles down to the m ddle of her naked
back in luxurious ringlets

ANOTHER ANGLE - PROFILE as Lucy gingerly slips into the bath,
STEAM RI SI NG She cl oses her eyes, luxuriating in the warnth.
Someone approaches. She opens her eyes as

HER POV - the THI RD WOVAN- -t he Bl onde--steps up to the foot of
t he bath, bearing a HEAVY STERLING Pl TCHER to repl eni sh the
water, STEAM curling up fromthe contents.

It’s only when she pours that we realize LUCY IS BATH NG I N
BLOOD. She throws her head back.

LOOKI NG DOMWN from directly above, Lucy' s ivory skin startling
agai nst the deep crinmson of the bath, her lips parted in an open-
nout hed sm | e of wanton ecstasy, eyes rolling back, show ng
whi t es- -

MATCH CUT TO
I NT. WESTENRA APARTMENT - LUCY' S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Wth a SHARP | NTAKE OF BREATH, Lucy awakes. She breathes
deeply, eyes closed, intensely aroused. Turns her head
slightly, opening her eyes and seeing...

LUCY
(a sighing whisper)
Dracul a. . .

Tepes stands by her bedside, |ooking down at her, hungering for
her. She turns her head, baring the side of her neck,
presenting herself to him

Tepes bows, very slowy, very deliberately, until his face is
wi thin inches of her PULSING JUGULAR. He draws in her scent
like a man reveling in the bouquet of a fine wne...

t hen, suddenly, SINKS H' S FANGS | NTO HER FLESH. Lucy’s eyes
open wide, a startled GASP of pain escaping her |ips before her
expression softens, relaxing utterly, giving in to the sheer,
dark-red pl easure of the feeding.

Ut
END NI GHT ONE
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