
-  ACT ONE --  ACT ONE --  ACT ONE --  ACT ONE -

FADE IN:

EXT. LOS ANGELES - NIGHT

A CRANE SHOT of the city. 

Despite the twilight hour Los Angeles is full of light and 
life; the neon signs, headlights on cars racing by, and the 
comparatively dull street lamps that keep the streets 
illuminated. 

We PUSH IN on one of the streets where it looks as though 
there’s a fight kicking off. 

SMASH CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES STREETS - CONTINUOUS

The fight is a strange sight to behold. A young woman 
versus a HOMELESS MAN, her style is refined and graceful 
whilst his clumsy at best.  

The woman is SAMANTHA BUTLER. Dark hair, mid twenties, 
attractive. She sports a cocky smile that hides her tired 
eyes. 

Around her neck hangs a necklace complete with a diamond 
that seems to glisten even in the minimal light. 

Her opponent is a very different story. His age hidden 
under his unkempt facial hair, he’s wearing old and ruined 
clothes complete with dirt and most likely a bad smell. 

The casual observer would wonder quite why they’d be 
fighting, that is until Sam lands a punch and - 

The man’s head snaps around! His neck doesn’t break but it 
certainly shows signs of being hit by something much 
stronger than the pint sized Sam. 

Rather than cry out, the man GROWLS, and snaps back to look 
at her. His face is different now, muscular, distorted. His 
eyes have turned a sickly yellow and his canines have 
sharpened into fangs. This is a VAMPIRE.

Unfazed by her opponent’s transformation, Sam doesn’t even 
react, giving away her identity at once. This is Sam, and 
she’s a VAMPIRE SLAYER. 

She circles around her enemy, noticably unarmed, and yet 
still cocky. She wipes the shoulder of her red leather 
jacket, removing a dirty mark. Confident doesn’t even begin 
to cover it. 



SAMANTHA
I tried to warn you. 

Her accent is British, her speech carrying an upbeat 
cockney twist. 

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Look, mate, I’ll do you a deal. 
You tell me what I want to know, 
and I’ll let you off. You’re not 
causing trouble and Christ knows 
killing you won’t save anyone in 
the long run. So what do you say? 

She gets her answer quickly in the form of an attack as the 
vampire LEAPS into the air. 

Fully prepared, she rolls the flying vampire over her 
shoulder causing him to fly into a wall with a loud GRUNT. 

Not wasting time, Sam marches over to the vampire, heaves 
him off the ground and pins him to the wall. 

The vampire realises what’s going on and tries to resist, 
but Sam is exceptionally strong. Once more she shows that 
cocky grin. 

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Alright, last chance. Where’s the 
nest? 

In a desperate attempt at showing defiance, the vampire 
looks up, avoiding any eye contact with Sam. In response, 
she pulls him away from the wall just far enough to quickly 
SLAM him back into it. 

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Oi! Look at me when I’m asking 
you a question, got it? 

He doesn’t look around quick enough and she starts to pull 
him away again, but he soon gets the idea, looking into her 
eyes. 

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Good. Now, the nest?

A thin smile creeps across the homeless vampire’s face as 
his vampire features disappear.

HOMELESS VAMP
Can’t say I know about any nest 
miss. But you go ahead, do what 
you gotta do. 
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The grin drops from Sam’s face. She drops the vampire to 
his feet, allowing him to dust himself off before LUNGING 
at him! 

His eyes widen as his mouth falls open, he gasps and looks 
down just in time to see a wooden STAKE protruding from his 
chest. 

Sam steps back, and as she does so the homeless vampire 
turns a dark grey, his skin crumbling leaving behind a 
skeleton which quickly follows suit. 

After a second there nothing left of him but a pile of dust 
which is soon blowing away in the gentle LA breeze. 

Sam takes a step back, her shoulders fall and she looks 
suddenly tired. She’s startled by: 

CLAPPING. 

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Nicely done. 

Another British voice. From off-screen emerges a man in his 
thirties wearing a long grey coat which narrowly avoids the 
ground as he walks. Meet ALEX BUTLER. 

ALEX
But we could probably have used 
whatever information he had. 

SAMANTHA
He wasn’t giving it up, didn’t 
have a choice. 

Alex notes Sam’s less than cheery disposition and puts his 
arm around her in a caring, comforting way. A brotherly 
way. 

ALEX
You alright? You’ve seemed... off 
the last couple of weeks. 

SAMANTHA
(smiles)

I’m fine. 

She’s clearly not, but that’s enough for Alex as he guides 
her down the street away from the final remains of the 
dusted vamp. 

ALEX
Doesn’t matter anyway, I’ll get 
it out of you-know-who. 

Sam stops walking, stepping in front of her brother to cut 
off his route. 
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SAMANTHA
Why don’t you let me go with you? 
Last I checked I was a bloody 
vampire slayer, I think I can 
handle myself.

ALEX
And last I checked, Dad asked me 
to make sure you stayed safe. 

Something about his statement makes Sam break off her 
confrontation.

ALEX (CONT’D)
He’s not exactly the safest type 
to be around. Besides, it took me 
months to track him down, even 
then he wouldn’t give me anything 
straight away. He’s careful, and 
if he sees a slayer on his 
doorstep he’ll run a sodding 
mile. 

SAMANTHA
So? He’s only an informant, not 
like they’re hard to come by in 
LA. 

ALEX
He’s more than that. He knows 
just about everything and he’s 
always right. Better than Joe 
Grass any day. 

With a heavy sigh Sam gives up her attempt, at least for 
now. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
Come on, we should get back. 

The two head off down the street and we: 

CUT TO:

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - LATER

The building is simple enough, fairly old but it’s not 
exactly crumbling. Despite the dingy looking exterior, from 
what we can see through the windows it’s at least 
presentable inside. 

CUT TO:
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INT. ALEX AND SAM’S APARTMENT - SAME

The white painted door opens to reveal Sam and Alex on the 
other side, not paying attention to where they’re going as 
they both sleepily take their coats off and hanging them on 
a nearby stand. 

Something twigs in Sam’s head and she looks up. At the same 
time, Alex looks up also and they both seem stunned with 
what they see. 

REVERSE ANGLE 

The nicely decorated apartment has been totally ransacked, 
everything turned over and trashed. Their sofa is upside 
down with a gash across the back, and papers have been 
scattered everywhere. 

ALEX
Bloody hell. 

SAMANTHA
Who... Why? 

There’s a CRASH in one of the rooms at the other side of 
the apartment. 

On instinct, the duo run over to the room and peer inside, 
hoping one of their robbers is still in the apartment. 

They’re looking into a bedroom. The bed has stripped of its 
sheets and a pillow has been torn in half. The night stand 
has a broken, overturned picture on it of a younger Alex 
and Sam accompanied by two older people we assume are their 
parents. 

There’s no sign of anybody, but Sam doesn’t believe it, and 
steps inside: 

INT. ALEX AND SAM’S APARTMENT - SAM’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

There doesn’t seem to be anyone, until the slayer turns 
around and sees someone stood against the wall next to an 
overturned wardrobe. 

This man, dressed in an out of fashion striped shirt, grey 
pants, and brown coat all topped off with a black fedora, 
is WHISTLER. 

WHISTLER
They take anything? 

Immediately Sam rushes him, pushing him into the wall and 
keeping him there with her arm pressed into his neck. 

SAMANTHA
What are you doing here? 
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Alex steps in, looking from his sister, slightly startled 
by her extreme reaction, to the defenceless man she’s got 
against the wall. 

Whistler tries to speak, but her arm is pushing in too hard 
on his neck and he’s already close to passing out. 

ALEX
Let him go Sam. 

Surprised, she looks around at her brother, not quite 
following him. 

SAMANTHA
You’re joking? 

ALEX
He can’t tell us anything if you 
suffocate him now can he? 

She thinks it over for a second and lets Whistler go. He 
rubs his neck, clearing his throat, then looks up at Sam 
who GLARES back at him. 

SAMANTHA
So, who are you and why are you 
here? 

WHISTLER
You’re a little jumpy, anyone 
ever tell you that? 

She raises an eyebrow, he gets the message. He looks a 
Alex, who’s expression indicates an answer would probably 
be good right now. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
Okay fine, I’ve got a preposition 
for you. 

Their interest piqued, the siblings look at each other then 
back to Whistler, and we:

CUT TO:

EXT. SKYSCRAPER - NIGHT

Across town, we’re faced with a large modern skyscraper 
with glass reaching from the ground level to the roof 
keeping nothing hidden.

We focus on one window in particular. There’s nothing 
particularly special about it. That is until - 

The whole thing EXPLODES in a shower of tiny glass shards 
as SOMEONE dives through it, not deterred by the huge drop 
between here and the ground below. 
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PULL BACK to reveal the person, clearly a woman despite the 
Balaclava she’s wearing, hurtle towards the streets which 
are thankfully clear leaving the glass harmless. 

As she nears the ground we TILT UP and ZOOM IN on the 
remains of the window up above, where two SECURITY GUARDS 
have stepped up to the edge, staring down. 

SECURITY GUARD #1
What the hell? 

SECURITY GUARD #2
Why would she... 

(beat)
Where did she...

We take a look at the ground for ourselves and see what his 
confusion is about. There’s no body. Whoever jumped, 
they’re not the splattered remains on the street that they 
should be. 

While the guards try and figure out exactly what’s going on 
here, we:

CUT TO:

EXT. ALLEYWAY - MOMENTS LATER

The woman, dressed entirely in black, walks into the 
alleyway with something in her hand. We’re guessing it’s 
the reason she was in that building. 

She reaches for her balaclava, pulling it over head, then 
shakes her hair out.

She’s young, attractive, though a little pale. This is GWEN 
RAIDEN, and she’s not alone. 

Someone is waiting in the alleyway, he steps out of the 
shadows slightly, not revealing his face but we get a 
glimpse of a long black coat. In the spirit of originality, 
we’ll call him the BLACK COAT MAN. 

His breathing gives him away and Gwen looks up, but she’s 
not surprised to see him. That’s not to say she’s pleased.

GWEN
(mildly surprised)

You actually showed up? 

BLACK COAT MAN
You thought I wouldn’t? 

GWEN
Sorry, I’m just used to getting 
screwed over with this kind of 
thing. 
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Wouldn’t be the first time 
someone set me up. One of the 
reasons I stopped... 

She trails off, shame preventing her from finishing her 
sentence. 

BLACK COAT MAN
And yet, here you are. 

Opening the briefcase, she holds out the thing she stole 
from the building. 

It’s small and round, no bigger in diameter than a CD and 
about an inch in height. There are five small spaces around 
the top, with a larger circular hole in the very middle. 
The whole thing is framed by an ornate black and gold 
pattern. 

GWEN
What can I say, I can always use 
the money. Speaking of which...

Her hint hits the mark, and BCM passes a brown envelope to 
her without a word. She quickly takes it and opens it up, 
checking inside. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
You’re a little short. 

No answer. She grows frustrated, perhaps he wasn’t being 
completely honest with her after all. 

She removes one of her leather gloves, flexing her fingers, 
which produces blue SPARKS from her fingertips and palm. 
She reaches out to grab him. 

He’s gone. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
Dammit. 

She grits her teeth and storms off into the night, putting 
her glove on as she walks. 

CUT TO:

INT. STAIRWELL - LATER

A dingy stairwell, abandoned boxes and peeling plaster on 
the walls. Gwen walks in the middle of the stairs, avoiding 
the walls altogether. 

She soon reaches her destination, a door with chipped 
orange paint. She surveys it with dissatisfaction. 

We hear the sound of a key turning in a lock. 
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INT. GWEN’S APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Gwen tosses a her keys aside to nowhere in particular and 
she looks around the apartment, then takes the brown 
envelope out from under her arm and places it on a nearby 
work surface. 

We take a look at the apartment for ourselves to see the 
run down place she’s living in. There’s newspapers lying 
discarded in a corner, a small, old television set, and a 
worn out, moth eaten chair. 

Dotted around the room are small expensive looking items; 
vases and paintings propped up against the walls, mementos 
of a different time in her life. 

She dawdles aimlessly to the moth eaten chair and slumps 
down in it, picking up a recent newspaper from the floor. 

Just as she’s about to tuck in to the latest tidbits of 
news, she’s interrupted by a knock at the door. 

She looks around as if to see if it was in the room, then 
eyes the door with suspicion. 

Whilst removing one of her gloves, she walks towards the 
front door, peering through the hole to see who’s on the 
other side. 

A moment later, she reaches with her gloved hand and opens 
the door to reveal -

Whistler! The simple looking man looks a little nervous, 
probably at Gwen’s ungloved hand wrapped around the door 
frame, ready to pounce on him at a moments notice. 

WHISTLER
Gwen Raiden? 

GWEN
Depends who’s asking. 

And with that, Whistler prepares to talk to the still 
extremely suspicious ex-thief. We on the other hand: 

CUT TO:

EXT. WILLY’S PLACE - NIGHT

Across town, a dodgy looking bar sits nestled between two 
particularly forboding alleyways.

The bright red neon light reads “Willy’s Place”. A number 
of patrons stand in its glow, taking a breath of fresh air, 
not talking to each other.
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None of them seem exactly friendly, there’s the humans with 
untrustworthy faces, and the demons who’ll bite your head 
off as soon as they’d talk to you. Literally. 

The silence is quickly obliterated by the sound of The 
Pointer Sisters’ “I’m So Excited”, karaoke style. 

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. WILLY’S PLACE - CONTINUOUS

The source of the disastrously out of tune, ear achingly 
bad rendition of the song is revealed to be from a 
startlingly gruff, MUSCULAR DEMON. Either the audience love 
him, or they’re scare of him, it’s hard to tell. 

We PAN AROUND the room, the patrons are the same as those 
outside, untoward humans and scary monsters. There is, 
however one exception sat at the bar talking to the barman. 

MARIA SUTHERLAND, early twenties with short blonde hair is 
sipping some brightly coloured drink through a straw doing 
the sore thumb thing rather brilliantly. 

She’s covered in jewelry of various forms, multiple 
colourful plastic bracelets, a tribal necklace, a ring with 
a bright yellow jewel in the middle. She seems to be 
looking at one in particular, a bracelet made up of a thin 
wood skillfully woven into a pattern. 

MARIA
Still can’t believe this works. 

The barman, a weasly looking man in his early forties with 
bags under his eyes and an ever receding hairline looks 
nervous. Meet WILLY. 

WILLY
(quietly)

You wanna keep it down. You know 
what they’d do to me if they 
realised you were a...

His eyes shift from left to right, seeing if there’s anyone 
listening in. 

WILLY (CONT’D)
(whispers)

S-L-A-Y-E-R? 

Maria smirks as she takes a sip of her drink, vaguely 
amused by the assumption that demons can’t spell. 

MARIA
Look, as far as I’m concerned-

(recites)
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“Every vampire and demon in here 
thinks I’m one of them or my 
money back.” It’s fine. 

Willy relaxes a little, not much, but a little. He at least 
realises that the glass he’s been cleaning for the last few 
minutes is probably as clean as it’ll ever be, or has ever 
been for that matter. 

MARIA (CONT’D)
(to business)

So, what’ve you got for me? 

It’s quite hard to take her seriously while she’s sipping a 
drink as brightly colored as hers, but the determination in 
her eyes says she’s all business.

WILLY
I told you - 

Sensing his feeble attempt at avoiding the question, Maria 
leans forward, making it perfectly clear that she’s not in 
any mood. 

WILLY (CONT’D)
(sighs)

Okay, see those two in the 
corner. 

Without letting on that she’s looking, Maria glimpses a 
table in the corner not too far away from the stage where 
the singing demon is just stepping down. The DEMONS sat at 
the table are bright red with fishlike heads. 

MARIA
Sure, what...

She stops mid-sentence, wincing. Her breathing becomes more 
strained for a moment as she clutches her head until - 

WILLY
Hey! 

She snaps out of it, looking up at him through bloodshot 
eyes. 

WILLY (CONT’D)
You okay? 

MARIA
(really not)

I’m fine. 
(beat)

Come on, what do they do? 

The sound of another karaoke song starting up renders their 
conversation inaudible to us. 
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Maria listens intently with a look of absolute contempt 
slowly forming as she watches the demons out of the corner 
of her eye. 

FADE TO:

EXT. WILLY’S BAR - LATER

The sun is coming up in the distance and the city of Los 
Angeles is bathed in a slight burning orange veil as the 
light skims the tops of buildings. 

The outside of the bar is now deserted, most of the demons 
and vampires having gone off to sleep the day away. All 
except for the two red skins we saw before. 

They briefly stagger out into the road. Eventually they 
make it to one of the alleyways beside Willy’s bar only for 
one of them to be grabbed by - 

INT. ALLEYWAY - CONTINUOUS

Maria! She quickly snaps the first demon’s neck, then pulls 
the other one in. Despite his drunken state he manages to 
avoid her killing blow. 

RED SKINNED DEMON
Hey, what’s your problem? 

MARIA
No problem, not for long at 
least. 

She appears quite menacing as she advances on the startled 
demon, he HISSES in an attempt to scare her off but it 
doesn’t exactly do the trick. Instead, Maria punches him 
across the jaw. 

RED SKINNED DEMON
What’s your problem? What did I 
do? 

MARIA
You eat children. 

Beat. 

RED SKINNED DEMON
Not all the time. 

MARIA
Oh.

(beat)
Well I’m sorry, you can be on 
your way. 

The demon blinks. 
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RED SKINNED DEMON
Really? 

MARIA
(flat)

No. 

With a whimper, the demon takes in its surroundings, and 
quickly pushes Maria aside in a last ditch effort to escape 
down the alley. 

Calmly, Maria reaches into her jacket and produces a knife, 
rolling it over in her palm. Not stopping to take aim, she 
throws the knife towards him and is SLAMS straight into the 
back of his head. 

He goes down immediately, and she doesn’t need to check his 
pulse to know he’s either dead or dying. Her job is done, 
and she’s about to leave when someone steps up behind her.  

BLACK COAT MAN (O.S.)
Nice shot. 

Maria quickly turns on one foot, to see the man behind her. 
His face is invisible under the veil of shadows around him.

MARIA
And you are? 

BLACK COAT MAN
A friend. I have a proposition 
for you. 

Maria hesitates, but something about him draws her in. She 
begins to approach with caution, peering into the shadows 
of the alleyway, trying to get a glimpse of the mysterious 
man’s face. 

CUT TO:

EXT. WHISTLER'S HOUSE - STUDY - MORNING

Sam and Alex stand in a quaint little suburban area, 
specifically in front of the least cared for house as far 
as the eye can see. 

It’s not in bad shape, but the windows are a tad dirty, the 
grass a little long, and the white paint shows signs of 
peeling and flaking. 

Alex checks a card with the address on it, he shows it to 
Sam and points to the number on the door. 

ALEX
This is the place. 
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SAMANTHA
You sure? It seems a little... 

ALEX
Worth a try at least. 

SAMANTHA
How do we know it wasn’t just an 
excuse to get out of trying to 
nick our stuff? 

ALEX
Because he didn’t take anything, 
someone turned the apartment over 
and it wasn’t because they wanted 
our things, more than likely 
someone with a grudge. 

SAMANTHA
Oh good, more of them. 

Alex can’t help but be entertained by his sister’s constant 
cynicism. 

ALEX
Come on, what’ve we got to lose? 

He starts to approach the house, walking up the stone chip 
pathway towards the plain front door, and opens it. 

There’s a corridor on the other side of it, leading off 
into the various rooms on either side of the house with the 
kitchen in the distance. It seems pretty much deserted. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
Bugger.

He motions for her to take a look, and with a “told you so” 
look, she does, peering inside. 

SAMANTHA
Bollocks. See, this is what 
happens when - 

She takes a step inside standing just behind her brother. 

The second she’s inside the door SLAMS shut, and the two 
are blinded by a bright light! 

WHITE OUT.

FADE IN:
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INT. ARENA - TIMELESS

A sand filled pit is their destination, surrounded by empty 
spectator stands. At the far end, cage doors are built into 
the wall. 

ALEX
(lost for words)

Okay. 

SAMANTHA
What the hell was that? 

GWEN (O.S.)
Your guess is as good as ours. 

Gwen is stood not far away from the siblings, accompanied 
by another man.  

He’s in his mid fifties, African American with a relaxed 
posture, simple clothes and his hair hanging in thin 
dreads. He’s obviously confused, but oddly nonchalant at 
the situation. Easy going just about sums him up. This is 
EDDIE.

EDDIE
Think this is everyone or are 
there others coming to the party? 

ALEX
How long have you been waiting?

GWEN
(irritable)

Long enough. You didn’t happen  
to see a guy - 

(motions)
This tall, bad clothes, uninvited 
visitor, did you? 

Alex and Sam nod. 

EDDIE
Sounds like our friend set up a 
trap. 

He really doesn’t seem to care. 

SAMANTHA
So, the plan is get out, find, 
and kill the bastard. 

GWEN
Sounds good to me. 

(extends hand)
It’s Gwen by the way. Raiden. 
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Alex raises an eyebrow, she notices it and shakes her head, 
clearly reading his mind. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
No, it’s my real name, and just 
to add to the walking copyright 
claim... 

Her eyes SPARK, Alex looks stunned. Samantha is more 
baffled than anything, the reference entirely lost on her. 

ALEX
Alex and Sam Butler. Vampire 
slayer and...

(beat)
Vampire slayer’s brother. 

She shakes Gwen’s hand, then turns to Eddie, who’s only 
vaguely aware of the conversation. He snaps out of his daze 
and give a sort of half wave. 

EDDIE
Eddie. 

ALEX
What do you do? 

EDDIE
(not listening)

Hmn? Oh, I’m a courier. 

Alex rolls his eyes. 

ALEX
I meant your... talent, mate.

EDDIE
Ah, right. Well... 

He notices something, motioning to it to the others, who 
quickly take a look. The gates are opening. 

SAMANTHA
This’d be the trap then? 

ALEX
I’d say so. Everyone’s got 
weapons, yeah? 

Immediately everyone pulls out a weapon of some sorts, Alex 
a Japanese short sword hidden inside his coat, Sam dual sai 
daggers, Eddie two throwing axes which he spins around his 
fingers with skill, and Gwen removes her gloves. 

The gates now entirely open, we hear a GRUNTING on the 
other side, and soon DEMONS, a dozen of them, emerge. 
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Their green skin looks thick, tough, and their teeth look 
bloody sharp. 

Eddie spins his axes once more, and for the first time he 
seems deadly serious, a slight smile across his face. It 
almost looks like anticipation. 

EDDIE
Now this, this is a party. 

The demons charge, and the unlikely foursome raise their 
weapons, ready for action. 

Unseen by them, Whistler stands in the spectators stands, 
watching intently. 

BLACK OUT.

-  End of ACT ONE --  End of ACT ONE --  End of ACT ONE --  End of ACT ONE -
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-  ACT Two --  ACT Two --  ACT Two --  ACT Two -

FADE IN:

INT. ARENA - TIMELESS

Mere moments after we left them, the ragtag team is in the 
middle of a furious battle with the demons set upon them. 

To one side, Alex and Samantha are stood back to back, four 
demons between them being held at bay by the threat of 
pointy objects. 

Alex turns to his sister, nodding just so she can see it 
out of the corner of her eye, and they break apart, 
twirling their weapons, ready to strike the demons. 

First, Alex launches an impressive high kick, smacking the 
first of his demons square in the jaw to the sound of a 
loud CRACK, then pivots on his balancing foot and brings 
his sword down on the stunned demon’s neck. 

He doesn’t even wait to see as the demon’s head slides 
neatly off of its body, moving on to the next. 

Sam, meanwhile, is finding herself faced with not two, but 
three demons as one joins its brethren in their fight. 

She waits, letting them make the first move, and after a 
moment of hesitation, one of them does. It dives forward, 
and Sam leaps into the air, using the demon’s head as a 
springboard. 

As she falls gracefully through the air, she arches her 
back and holds her daggers out ready to strike. One of the 
demons doesn’t react in time and gets a dagger wedged in 
either shoulder blade. 

The force of her blow gives Sam the momentum she needs to 
turn in mid air, tucking her legs in and KICKING OFF of the 
demons chest, pulling her daggers out as she flies 
backwards with a neat back flip allowing her to land on her 
feet, facing her opponents. 

SAMANTHA
Alright, I think we’ve 
established that I can kick your 
collective arses. Still want to 
try? 

The two uninjured demons don’t even hesitate, double 
teaming Sam with a single attack that forces her hand. She 
slashes with one dagger, and strikes down with the other. 

Both demons falls still, Sam’s eyes narrow, waiting for 
what comes next. 

18.



She looks to one demon, a thin gash now reaching from one 
side of its neck to the other, a trickle of blood running 
down it before the flood gates open and it pours. The demon 
GARGLES as it chokes before collapsing. 

The second demon’s eyes have become empty, and as we TILT 
UP slightly we see that Sam’s sai dagger is buried up to 
the hilt in the demon’s skull. She YANKS it free with a 
spurt of blood coming from the wound as the demon falls to 
the sand, dead. 

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
More fool you. 

She turn to her final demon, it seems understandably 
unwilling to act at first, but its primal instincts take 
over and it charges. 

It gets all of two feet before it stops dead in its tracks, 
Sam blinks, confused, until it falls forward revealing 
Eddie’s throwing axe lodged in its spine. 

The man himself APPEARS out of nowhere, the sand around him 
blowing up into the air as he does. He removes his axe, and 
with a grin, vanishes again, reappearing not to far away 
ready to attack again. 

Sam looks a little annoyed that he stole her kill, but she 
shrugs, turning around just in time to see Alex finish off 
his second demon with a blow to the gut, Alex facing the 
other way with the sword pointing behind him. 

He pulls it free, then flicks the blood off onto the sand 
as he walks towards his sister, noticing the other 
fighters. 

ALEX
Not much of a trap.

SAMANTHA
You think this is it? 

He gives an uncertain look, then shrugs with a smile. The 
duo rush off to help the others fight their demons, and we:

ZOOM IN on Eddie as he buries both axes into one demon’s 
thighs. It goes down onto its knees, SCREAMING in agony as 
Eddie vanishes, popping back up on the demon’s back. 

He grabs hold of its head, using his feet for support and 
SNAPS its neck around with a sickening breaking sound. 

He then rolls the demon over and tries to remove his axes, 
he gets one free before a demon behind him charges. 

Either hearing or sensing the attempt, he throws his axe 
into the air and a moment later, vanishes. 
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The demon’s momentum causes it to trip and fall as Eddie 
disappears, and it slides to a halt in the sand. 

ANGLE ON AXE. In SLOW MOTION, it flips over and over in mid 
air as it continues its ascent. Just as it slows and starts 
to fall, Eddie reappears in mid air, grabbing it. 

He twists around so that he’s facing down and THROWS IT, 
causing us to return to normal speed. 

The axe hits the tripped demon in the neck, slicing through 
bone like it’s nothing. Barring a sliver of flesh and skin, 
the demon is decapitated, and Eddie appears to reclaim his 
axe. 

EDDIE
Too easy. 

He vanishes again. 

ON GWEN: 

The human power station is looking a little overwhelmed as 
four demons surround her. She keeps them at bay, 
frightening them with sparks but they’re getting braver.

One demon tries his luck and she delivers a devastating 
back kick to the chest, following it up with a palm strike 
complete with high voltage. 

Seeing their comrade fall is enough to encourage the others 
to attack, and they come at her all at once. Though she 
fights valiantly, it doesn't really last. 

She’s soon overwhelmed until - 

Daggers IMPALE one demon, and another drops dead, its head 
removed by Alex’s sword as he and Sam come to her rescue. 

Gwen quickly finishes the last with a roundhouse kick and 
two quick punches, the power running through each knocking 
the demon out. 

She grits her teeth, pointing her hands at the ground 
towards the two unconscious demons and with a CRY 
electricity flows from her palms, FRYING the demons alive. 

Breathing heavily, she turns to Alex and Sam.

GWEN
Thanks.

ALEX
Any time. 

One left, and Eddie is finishing it off in the distance 
with a hack and slash to the chest with his two axes. 
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Once done, he teleports right in front of the other three, 
looking very pleased with himself. 

EDDIE
Who else had fun? 

The looks on their faces suggests that the others didn’t 
particularly love the experience.

A little deflated, the smile drops from his face and he 
looks suddenly disinterested. 

ALEX
Now what? 

GWEN
Search for a way out? 

As the team look around the same blinding WHITE LIGHT from 
before returns: 

WHITE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. LOS ANGELES - NIGHT - VISION 

The view we have is slightly distorted, dreamlike. The 
edges of the screen are blurred, only truly coming into 
focus towards the center. 

The city is bathed in an unnatural light, blues and purples 
cascading from a localised storm hanging over the ruined 
city of Los Angeles. 

Bolts of lightning strike down, obliterating roads, 
buildings, people. Nothing is safe from its fury and it’s 
only getting worse. 

In the streets, people are hounded by demons of all shapes 
and sizes. They try to run but most are caught and dragged 
screaming to the ground, torn apart by teeth and claws. 

In the sky once more, a dozen DRAGONS circle the tallest 
buildings, more of them flying from out of the storm. They 

This is Armageddon.

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. STUDY - TIMELESS

The team are stood in a classically decorated study, their 
eyes closed. At once, they open them and see the room 
before them. Big comfy chairs, drapes, a roarinng fire, and 
in the middle of it: Whistler. 
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Immediately Gwen tries to advance on Whistler but Eddie 
quickly teleports in front of her, stopping her in her 
tracks. 

GWEN
Out of my way. 

EDDIE
Maybe we should hear him out. 

Alex steps up beside Gwen, but Sam hangs back, eyeing 
Whistler with curiosity.  

ALEX
Are you off your head? He put us 
in a bloody demon pit!

EDDIE
And yet when we’d finished them, 
he brought us straight here. 

Alex and Gwen look confused. Gwen eyes Whistler, then 
Eddie, planning to push through. Whistler meanwhile stands 
in silence, barely noting their presence. 

SAMANTHA
(figuring it out)

It wasn’t a trap.  

Alex turns to his sister looking bewildered. 

ALEX
Are you sure you’re alright? 

Finally Whistler begins to smile. 

SAMANTHA
It was a test. 

(to Whistler)
Wasn’t it? To see if we were good 
enough. 

Silently he nods. 

Alex and Gwen don’t look satisfied, but they step back at 
the very least and Eddie rejoins the ranks. 

WHISTLER
Glad to see the three of you 
passed. 

ALEX
(frowning)

Three of us?
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WHISTLER
(nods)

Sorry, Alex is it? You weren’t 
supposed to- 

GWEN
(cuts across)

Good enough for what? 

They turn to her, she’s looking from Whistler to Samantha 
expecting an answer from both of them. Samantha just 
shrugs. 

SAMANTHA
Don’t ask me, I’m as lost as you 
are. 

GWEN
(suspicious)

Didn’t seem that way a second 
ago. What are you hiding? 

SAMANTHA
(growing annoyed)

Hiding? What are you talking 
about I - 

The girls look as though they’re about to descend into 
bickering when Eddie COUGHS loudly to get their attention. 

Whistler is waiting to speak. With them falling quiet - he 
does. 

WHISTLER
You’re right, the arena was a 
test to see if you’re the people 
I’m looking for. 

ALEX
For what? 

Whistler turns to him and though there’s nothing 
threatening about his expression Alex shrinks away. 

WHISTLER
The world is a war zone. Demons 
and vampires walk the world, they 
prey on the weak and hide in the 
shadows. And it’s getting worse. 

(beat)
Though there are those that stand 
up and fight. They are good 
people, amazing people. But by 
and large, it’s not enough. You, 
all of you, are those kinds of 
people. You’re heroes. 
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The four recruits look at one another, unsure of whether 
he’s complimenting them or not. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
The truth is, when it comes to 
the big game - it’s not the 
heroes that win the wars. The 
world needs its champions. 

Gwen raises an eyebrow at that word. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
Los Angeles had its protector, 
but without him this town has 
gone to the demons. 

GWEN
What happened to him? 

Whistler thinks then smirks. 

WHISTLER
He lived happily ever after. 

Gwen ponders his meaning as Whistler turns back to the 
whole group. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
The truth is, something is 
happening here. What you just saw 
came from this - 

He produces a shining white sphere, no bigger than a run of 
the mill crystal ball

FLASH CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES - NIGHT - VISION 

This time the picture of the ruined Los Angeles is far 
clearer, with Whistler and his collected heroes looking 
down over the chaos. 

WHISTLER
I want you to realise something 
before we get started. This will 
come to pass. There’s nothing you 
can do to stop it, the balls have 
been in motion for too long and 
the forces of evil have worked 
too hard for us to prevent it 
now. 

The group look lost for words. 

EDDIE
How... 
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WHISTLER
There is something here, in Los 
Angeles. 

He points to the storm as a bolt of green light crashes 
down from it, obliterating one of the few remaining 
buildings. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
We don’t have a name for it, 
can’t be sure what it is. But 
it’s why you’re here and why this 
is going to happen. 

The light from the sphere fades and we:

FLASH CUT TO:

INT. STUDY - TIMELESS

The four heroes look confused as their surroundings change 
once again. Whistler throws the sphere, now black, into the 
fire and it quickly vanishes in a final flash of light. 

WHISTLER
Just as we have our world there 
are demon dimensions. Usually 
they’re sealed off but lately 
they’ve been bleeding into ours. 
Notice a demon population rise 
lately? 

They all nods straight away, all looking a little 
frustrated at the fact as well.

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
There’s your reason. The void 
between worlds has all but 
collapsed and it’s all coming 
here. Hells, heavens... mostly 
hells, they were sealed off with 
good reason and now they’re open. 

SAMANTHA
So what, we go around the world 
sealing them? 

Whistler looks confused. 

WHISTLER
Why would you do that? 

She doesn’t have an answer, she actually looks a little 
insulted at him casting her suggestion aside. 

ALEX
When did this all start? 
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WHISTLER
A few years ago. Something 
happened here, something big. It 
changed the game. 

Again, something twigs in Gwen’s head and she raises an 
eyebrow, but she keeps her thoughts to herself. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
It tore a hole in the world and 
then some. 

The newly formed team stand in silence, Alex shakes his 
head and steps forward slightly. 

ALEX
You said we can’t stop it. 

WHISTLER
No. 

ALEX
And yet you brought us here. 

WHISTLER
(simply)

Yes. 

ALEX
Forgive me if I’m not following 
but... why? Shouldn’t we be going 
home, hugging loved ones, 
drinking our weight in whisky and 
generally kissing our arses 
goodbye? 

Sam puts a comforting hand on her brother’s arm but then 
takes it away, he’s right. 

WHISTLER
The truth is, that might not 
happen for five years, ten, a 
hundred. It’s not the point. We 
start now and we have a chance. 

EDDIE
A chance for what? 

WHISTLER
To start again. 

And now he’s well and truly lost them. 
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WHISTLER (CONT’D)
The end doesn’t have to be it. 
Humanity beat the demons before, 
kicked them all back to hell and 
they did it in a world just like 
the one you saw. If we start now 
then there’s a chance we can give 
those people a chance. 

(beat)
And it starts tonight. 

He walks over to a desk and opens a drawer. He removes an 
envelope and opens it, producing several papers. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
Your first mission. 

FADE TO:

EXT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Establishing shot of a run down old warehouse. Light shines 
through the few windows that haven’t been boarded up.

INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

From above we see that a pentagram has been painted on the 
floor in what is hopefully red paint. 

VAMPIRES run around performing various tasks, carrying 
charms, slugging tools around, building what looks like a 
stage at the far end. 

One stands in the middle of the commotion, watching 
everything. We PUSH IN on him. 

He’s ruggedly handsome despite the scars on his face, his 
eyes have a certain intensity to them and by his posture we 
get the impression that he’s a big deal. Meet DRAKE GALE, 
181 years old but he looks mid thirties. He’s running the 
show. 

WHISTLER (V.O.)
The Cult of Amarra. Nobodies, but 
every nobody can become a 
somebody given a nudge in the 
right direction. What’s happening 
here - consider it a push. 

A vampire trips over near Drake whilst carrying a number of 
charms. They go flying in all directions but none break. 

Drake looks down at the fallen vamp and with a smile he 
helps him up. 

The vampire looks grateful and starts to walk away but 
Drake calls him back. 
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The vamp turns just in time to see Drake JAB at him - a 
stake in hand. The vampire dusts and everybody freezes.

Drake stares at them all, waiting for one to catch his 
eyes. None dare to and they carry on, one of the vampires 
taking up the job of his dusted colleague. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
There’s magics you’re not 
supposed to be able to do and 
they’re doing them. Tonight they 
raise Amarra. 

Another vampire approaches Drake. This is a man with a face 
you just can’t trust, his hair is shaggy and his smile 
unnerving, sadistic almost. JACK looks a couple of years 
older than Drake, but there’s at least hundred years 
between them, and it shows in the emptiness of his eyes.

They stand talking, we can’t hear them but there’s 
something there that’s clear. No orders are being given, 
they’re not overly friendly but they’re clearly just 
sharing a conversation. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
An immortal vampire God, one of 
five “pure bloods” directly 
descended from the original 
vampire Old One. 

Jack and Drake turn away from each other and observe the 
preparations for Amarra’s coming. They both smile and we: 

CUT TO:

INT. STUDY - TIMELESS

Alex snorts much to Whistler’s annoyance. 

ALEX
Amarra? 

The others look at him like he’s lost the plot. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
He’s not real. Some vampire 
legend, their sodding Santa 
Clause. 

WHISTLER 
(annoyed)

He’s very real and he’s coming 
tonight. Denying that won’t stop 
him. 

Alex rolls his eyes. 
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WHISTLER (CONT’D)
So, if you’re in, you come with 
me now. We do this tonight or 
never at all. 

(beat)
Who’s in? 

Alex shakes his head. Samantha, Gwen and Eddie however 
raise their hands one after the other. 

Sam turns to her brother who looks shocked at her for even 
contemplating this. 

SAMANTHA
Come on, if he’s lying we lose 
one night. If he’s not... this is 
our chance to make a difference. 
Make up for everything Dad- 

ALEX
(interrupts)

No. No, you’re off your bloody 
chain. 

She stares at him, her eyes doing the puppy dog thing that 
so obviously works on him as he raises his arm with a 
GROAN.

ALEX (CONT’D)
One night. That’s it. 

Sam breaks into a smile, but Whistler doesn’t look quite so 
pleased. 

WHISTLER
No. 

Alex looks like he’s just been slapped. 

ALEX
No? 

WHISTLER
You need your ears cleaning? I 
said no. 

EDDIE
Surely all the help - 

WHISTLER
No. Look I’m breaking the rules 
here, three is all I can have. My 
access point to the Powers said 
that if there’s more... something 
happens. 

(off looks)
He said something would come. 
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If there were four working for me 
something would come from the 
darkness and I would lose one. 

(beat)
Besides, you’re an ass. 

Sam looks shocked. 

SAMANTHA
You’re kicking him out?

ALEX
Don’t start Sam. 

She turns away from Whistler and to her brother. 

SAMANTHA
Sod it, I’m - 

ALEX
In. Just go, check it out, I’ll 
be fine. 

SAMANTHA
You’re sure?

He smiles reassuringly. 

Whistler watches the siblings for a moment and checks his 
watch. 

WHISTLER
Listen I hate to rush you folks 
but... 

Alex turns away and leaves the room, Sam watches him go 
then gets back to business. She, and the others, nod. Time 
to go. 

CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES STREETS - NIGHT - LATER

A stone comes to a halt on the sidewalk having just skipped 
along it for a few feet. Moments later it leaps into the 
air once more as it connects with Alex’s foot. 

The man himself has his head hung low, deep in thought. 
With an exasperated sigh he comes to a stop, leaning 
against the wall. 

He reaches into his coat and removes something, a large 
yellow sealed envelope which he slowly opens. He removes a 
handful of papers and regards them with disinterest. 

He flicks a page and grimaces at whatever picture is 
printed on it. We get a quick glimpse of what looks like a 
giant BEETLE, surrounded by hundreds of smaller beetles. 

30.

WHISTLER (CONT'D)



After a couple of seconds deliberation, he tucks the papers 
back into the envelope and tosses them into a nearby trash 
can. 

He observes his surroundings, memorising every alleyway, 
open window and fire escape before turning to walk into the 
nearest alleyway where he meets: 

INT. ALLEYWAY - CONTINUOUS

Maria! She’s currently holding a half opened sewer grate, 
but she’s already fully aware of Alex’s presence and is 
staring him down. 

MARIA
Hey there. 

ALEX
(re: grate)

Sightseeing? 

She drops the grate with a heavy CLANG. 

MARIA
Dropped something. 

She folds her arms and marches towards Alex. 

MARIA (CONT’D)
Look, I don’t know what you want 
here - 

ALEX
Maybe you should go home. 

MARIA
Could say the same. 

He’s getting irritated and BARGES PAST, but that only 
serves to tick Maria off and she SHOVES him into the wall. 

Dazed, he slides back against the alley wall. 

MARIA (CONT’D)
Go home. 

She walks back to the grate and opens it, turning away from 
the smell. 

ALEX
Wait! 

Trying not to get angry, she snaps back around to look at 
Alex as he walks towards her. 
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ALEX (CONT’D)
I’m guessing we’re here for the 
same thing? 

MARIA
I doubt - 

ALEX
Slayer? 

She blinks, surprised. She looks him up and down.

MARIA
Freelance? 

ALEX
Demon hunter. 

MARIA
(all business)

Know what you’re dealing with? 

ALEX
Khepera demons, a whole sodding 
nest. Been looking for weeks. 

(grimacing)
My guess is they’re hatched by 
now. 

She pulls aside his coat revealing his sword, looking 
rather unimpressed. 

MARIA
That all you’ve got? 

Insulted by her lack of faith, he reaches for the back of 
his belt and produces a number of black canisters. 

MARIA (CONT’D)
(impressed)

Explosives? 

ALEX
Not quite. 

He places a few of them back, leaving one. He removes  a 
lighter from his pocket and presses down on top of the 
canister, lighting the spray that emerges. He lets go and 
the flame keeps raging.

MARIA
(not so impressed)

Teenage fire play. 

ALEX
Does the trick. And you brought? 
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She shrugs off her jacket revealing bands around her arms, 
a number of vials filled with red liquid. Alex leans in for 
a closer look. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
Hells fire? 

She nods. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
(impressed)

Nice. 

Not pausing to take the compliment, Maria opens the grate 
again, all the way this time so that it stays open. 

MARIA
Ready? 

ALEX
Always, love. It’s Alex by the 
way. 

MARIA
Nice to meet you Alex - 

She grabs him and drops him down the grate before he can 
protest. 

MARIA (CONT’D)
I’m Maria. 

CUT TO:

INT. SEWERS - CONTINUOUS

Alex takes a look around, the ground squelching beneath his 
feet as Maria drops down from above. 

ALEX
Thanks for that by the way. 

MARIA
Not a problem. Shall we? 

Cautiously, they begin to walk along the sewers, listening 
out for the sound of the beetle demons down here. They’re 
close, but where? 

ALEX
So. You’re not at the academy? 

MARIA
Doesn’t look like it. 
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ALEX
And yet, I’m pretty sure that the 
council is insisting on five 
years training for any slayers 
that weren’t present for the 
Battle of Sunnydale. 

MARIA
Maybe I was there.

ALEX
No. No, I know the name of every 
single slayer who was in that 
battle. 

She casts him a worried glance and he quickly goes on the 
defensive. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
Everyone does, everyone like us. 

(beat)
The good ones anyway. 

She nods, not convinced but it’ll do.

MARIA
Look, I’m not like you, okay? I 
was born into this, you chose it. 
I’m meant to do this. I’m sick of 
you demon hunters coming in 
claiming to know it all because 
they know a name or two. How do 
you even know council procedure?

ALEX
My sister’s a slayer. 

MARIA
She like the Academy? 

ALEX
She’s not there, so don’t think I 
don’t know that there are slayers 
on the run, going solo for 
whatever reason.

(beat)
Besides, never did like that 
bloody academy, every time I went 
to visit they were so... 

The sound of the beetles gets louder and he shuts up, the 
conversation is over. 

They come to the next turning and shudder at the sight. 
Thousands of black beetles are scurrying about at blinding 
speeds. All the while the black mass in the middle swells. 
The queen. 
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Their quarrel forgotten, Alex and Maria draw their 
specialised weapons for this particular ordeal. This is 
what it’s all about. 

As they prepare to make their first attack, we take our 
leave. 

CUT TO:

EXT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

The team arrives outside the warehouse, looking rather 
underwhelmed. 

GWEN
I still don’t understand how they 
live like this. 

EDDIE
I’ve seen worse. 

SAMANTHA
You’re not wrong, back home there 
was this one - 

WHISTLER
As eager as I am to give away the 
element of surprise, if we could 
keep it down we might have more 
chance.

The team shut up, suddenly all business. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
They’re inside. Stop them, stop 
the spell, stop the demon. That’s 
it. 

(beat)
And be careful.

No need to say any more, Gwen takes point as the others 
follow her, skulking towards the nearby door. She quietly 
opens it, and they walk inside. 

Whistler watches them go, letting his poker face drop at 
last as the sounds of battle begin to rage inside.

There’s a rumble above the warehouse. A storm is coming. 

FADE TO BLACK.

-  END OF ACT TWO --  END OF ACT TWO --  END OF ACT TWO --  END OF ACT TWO -
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-  ACT THREE --  ACT THREE --  ACT THREE --  ACT THREE -

FADE IN:

EXT. LOS ANGELES - NIGHT

The shot matches the previous crane shot, with one small 
exception: 

- SIX MONTHS LATER -- SIX MONTHS LATER -- SIX MONTHS LATER -- SIX MONTHS LATER -

PUSH IN on one building:

EXT. NIGHTCLUB - CONTINUOUS

Establishing shot. 

CUT TO:

INT. NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

Too loud dance music pumps out of the speakers. Despite the 
crowds of dancing, writhing, sweating bodies it’s the table 
occupied solely by GWEN that we focus on. 

She sips her drink, not really paying attention to it or 
anything else in the club.

A young man, slightly nervous and clearly not quite aware 
that he’s fairly attractive, approaches Gwen and sits 
opposite her, placing his drink down. This is CHARLIE. 

CHARLIE
Can I get you a drink? 

Not even bothering to look up at him, Gwen merely shows him 
her half emptied glass. 

CHARLIE (CONT’D)
(not taking the hint)

Or, we could talk?

Gwen stares directly at him. She looks tired, black marks 
shadow her bloodshot eyes.

Hoping to get rid of him, she stands. Charlie watches her 
go as she walks towards a nearby set of stairs leading to 
the roof. 

After a moment of deliberation, he takes a swig of his beer 
and begins making his way through the various clubbers 
after her. 
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EXT. NIGHTCLUB ROOFTOP - MOMENTS LATER

As Charlie emerges we can still hear the heavy baseline of 
the dance music playing below. 

His breath is visible as it condenses, he quickly wraps his 
arms around himself to stay warm. 

The cold doesn’t seem to bother Gwen though, she lets the 
wind blow through her hair as she closes her eyes breathing 
deeply. 

CHARLIE
You come here often?

Gwen opens her eyes, rolls them. 

GWEN
I can’t believe you actually 
said...

She turns and gives him the once over.

GWEN (CONT’D)
Actually no, I can. 

CHARLIE
(running low on ideas)

So....

GWEN
(flat)

No.

With their conversation well and truly dead, Gwen turns 
back to the rooftop as Charlie approaches.

CHARLIE
The city is so peaceful at night. 

The booming music along with traffic and the odd scream 
here or there would really disagree with that, and yet Gwen 
can’t help but smile in agreement, much to his surprise.

GWEN
Sometimes I think I’m the only 
one who sees it. 

She turns to him once more, inviting him over. He takes the 
hint with gusto and stand next to her, getting a little too 
close for comfort but she doesn’t protest. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
Peace isn’t quiet, otherwise that 
saying just wouldn’t work. Peace 
is freedom, honesty. 
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CHARLIE
(dry)

Los Angeles, not exactly known 
for its limitless honesty. 

She ignores him.

GWEN
But at night... everyone, the 
white hats and the scary 
monsters, they all come out to 
play. They all stop pretending. 

She stares out into the city, her eyes glazed slightly. She 
seems detached somehow, distant. Charlie meanwhile is 
watching in amazement as she pours her heart out. 

To his surprise, she offers him her hand. He thinks about 
it for a moment then takes it, wincing at a slight static 
shock much to Gwen’s amusement.

GWEN (CONT’D)
(snorts)

Could be worse. 

CHARLIE
Oh?

GWEN
Not important. 

After staring at his hand for a second, Gwen uses it as 
leverage to lift herself up off the roof and steps onto the 
wall that stands between her and a long drop to the streets 
below. 

CHARLIE
What, what are you... 

She YANKS HIS arm up and he quickly follows. He looks 
around nervously, heights are is forté , and he’s far from 
comfortable. 

CHARLIE (CONT’D)
Can we not do the suicidal thing, 
honestly I’m perfectly happy 
“going on”. 

Gwen snaps to look at him, and uses her free hand to hush 
him. Though still panicking, he shuts up and stares 
straight into her eyes. 

GWEN
Ever feel like you have no 
control? 

He doesn’t answer, he doesn’t have to.
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GWEN (CONT’D)
Peace is about, being yourself. 
You can’t do that if there’s no 
control. Look down. 

He does, and promptly turns an unpleasant shade of green.

CHARLIE
Exactly how is this control? 

GWEN
Look around. 

He does, there’s nobody and nothing on the roof. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
No one can stop you doing 
something stupid. You want to 
jump, that’s you, you want to 
stay up, that’s you too. Control. 
Control is peace. 

He takes another look, seeming more comfortable now. He 
takes a deep breath and takes it all in. He smiles, his 
shoulders relax and he closes his eyes. 

Gwen meanwhile isn’t looking quite so happy anymore. Her 
smile falls away as Charlie’s close. 

She lets go of his hand and steps down from the wall, 
walking away towards the stairs. 

It takes him a moment to notice, but by the time Charlie 
looks round the door to the stairs is already closing. 

He takes a moment, then steps down safely from the wall, 
taking one last look at the city before slowly heading back 
inside.

FADE TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES STREETS - LATER

Gwen walks with her head bowed, her guard is dropped but 
she’s far from vulnerable. 

CRASH! 

Someone, not too far away, has just hit a metal railing and 
we can safely assume they didn’t walk into it by choice. 

Gwen visibly SIGHS, finally looking up from the ground to 
look around the streets for the source of the disturbance. 

It doesn’t take long. 
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A ROUGH LOOKING MAN has thrown a WEEDIER MAN against the 
fence that block the entrance into an alleyway. Pinned 
against the fence, Weedy Man struggles away to no effect. 

Gwen takes in the situation and sums it up with a TUT and 
roll of her eyes.

GWEN
(walking towards them)

Every night. 

She approaches.

GWEN (CONT’D)
Excuse me?

Beat. No response. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
(louder)

Excuse me? 

Rough Man looks up to see who’s coming, but ignores her 
once he’s caught a glimpse. He relinquishes his grip for a 
second them SLAMS the weedier man against the fence. 

ROUGH LOOKING MAN
(to Weedier Man)

I won’t ask you again. 

We know that voice... 

GWEN
You’re damn right you won’t, let 
the little guy go and we can all 
go home happy, alright? 

She lays a hand on the Rough Looking Man’s shoulder. 

ROUGH LOOKING MAN
Oh piss off Gwen! 

He tries to throw her hand off but for his efforts but is 
THROWN into the air by a blast of electricity. 

He lands with a THUD half way across the street, dazed but 
alive, gasping for air. 

GWEN
That was...

(beat)
Oh you can’t be serious? 

PAN to where the rough looking man is lying, we get a 
decent look at him at last, as does Gwen. We did recognise 
that voice. 
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Six months and a slight personal hygiene problem later - 
this is Alex! 

Wheezing, Alex manages to stand. His legs wobble a little 
but he stays up as he staggers towards Gwen. 

ALEX
What part of piss off don’t you- 

GWEN
(interrupts, cold)

What part of stay the hell out of 
the city didn’t you get? Better 
yet, what part of “drop it, it’ll 
get you killed” didn’t get 
through your thick-

ALEX
Oh shut up for Christ’s sake! 

He clutches his head in pain, staggering from what can’t 
just be that shock.

ALEX (CONT’D)
You didn’t think I’d stay away? 
After what he did to her, what 
you did to her. 

GWEN
(defiant)

I didn’t do a thing. 

ALEX
(accusing)

Yeah. You’re right. 

He gets close to her, uncomfortably close. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
And look what it cost. 

He steps back, his point made. 

Gwen is visibly hit by a wave of guilt. It takes a few 
moments to get past it. 

GWEN
There wasn’t anything... 

(beat)
I couldn’t... 

(beat, stiffens)
It wasn’t my fault. Wasn’t your 
fault either, before you ask. 

The hatred in Alex’s eyes doesn’t falter with her words. 
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WEEDY MAN (O.S.)
Erm, sorry, I don’t mean to 
intrude. 

GWEN
(not looking)

You should probably go, I think 
I’ve got this one. 

WEEDY MAN
That’s just the thing... 

She turns around to see the Weedy Man is now more Weedy 
VAMPIRE! 

His teeth are bared and he LAUNCHES himself at Gwen, who 
deflects him with a simple blow to the chest. He’s sent 
flying across the street causing bricks to crumble and a 
boarded up window to CRACK.

Turning back to Alex, Gwen is unfazed by the vampire’s 
attack. 

GWEN
When did you get back? 

ALEX
I really don’t see- 

GWEN
(more forceful)

When did you get back? 
(beat)

We’ve been tracking someone, he’s 
hitting the cult whenever they 
pop up, been making our lives a 
little difficult. We...

(lump in her throat)
We lost someone last night. They 
were expecting an attack. You 
wouldn’t know anything about 
that? 

Alex looks down, giving away his guilt. 

ALEX
I got back a month ago, and yes, 
I’ve been going after them. You 
didn’t expect me to stay home did 
you? 

GWEN
I hoped. 

Across the street the vampire has gotten to his feet and 
without even looking, Gwen raises one arm and sends a 
volley of electricity his way which stuns him again. 
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GWEN (CONT’D)
Don’t even need to ask why you’re 
here, there’s nothing you can do 
Alex. 

ALEX
What that bastard vampire did... 
“nothing I can do” isn’t exactly 
going to stop me now is it? 

Gwen falls silent. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
(raising an eyebrow)

You said “we”, last I saw it was 
you and Whistler and he doesn’t 
seem the hands on type. 

GWEN
We kept recruiting, repla...

(beat, rethinks)
Someone had to take their places 
on the team. 

ALEX
(guilt fading)

And now you lost another? 

GWEN
Actually we lost a few more than 
that. 

(beat, sombre)
Eight. We’ve lost eight. 

Alex’s stern expression slips for a moment to make way for 
sympathy. 

Out of the corner of her eye Gwen notices the vampire 
moving again.

GWEN (CONT’D)
He one of theirs?

ALEX 
(takes a look)

Think so, not that he’s saying 
much. 

Gwen raises her hand once more and fires off another blast 
in the vamp’s direction. It misses! The vamp doesn’t take 
more than a moment to leap into action and fly through the 
air towards Alex. 

Gwen SHOVES Alex to the ground and CATCHES the vamp in mid 
air by the neck! 
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Its flight is cut short as a MASSIVE BLAST of blue energy 
flows from Gwen’s entire body and through the vampire. 

For a moment nothing appears to happen but soon the vamp’s 
skin starts to crack and blacken. Blood appears where skin 
once was and muscles become visible as flesh burns away. 

With one final, primal SCREAM the vampire dusts in Gwen’s 
hands as Alex looks up in wonder. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
A little much? 

Gwen stares down at him, lightning crackling in her eyes 
and a look that could kill on her face. 

Alex looks momentarily afraid, but Gwen appears to calm and 
shakes off whatever rage she’d tapped into. 

She offers Alex a hand up HEAVES him to his feet. As Alex 
dusts his jeans down, Gwen turns and walks away, but stops 
and turns back. 

GWEN
Do what you have to do, but if 
you get in our way...

(beat)
We’ll have to talk. 

And with that, Alex can only watch her leave. He clearly 
understands the full extent of that threat. 

A phone RINGS and Gwen stops to answer. She looks at the 
phone and Alex knows instinctively who’s on the other side. 

ALEX
It’s him. Isn’t it? 

Gwen tries to answer but all she can manage is a nod before 
she picks up.

GWEN
Yes?

(beat)
I’ll be right there, I... 

(beat)
What? How did you...

She turns to Alex who looks confused. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
Sure. 

She puts the phone away and walks back towards Alex, he 
almost backs away subconsciously. 
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ALEX
What is it? 

She doesn’t quite know how to put it. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
What? 

GWEN
Whistler wants to see you. 

Alex cracks a grin, amused at the very idea that the man 
who gave his sister the job that killed her would think 
he’s consider going to see him. 

ALEX
He is joking? 

GWEN
No. 

ALEX 
(half laughing)

Then tell him no. 

GWEN
Yeah, he thought you might say 
that. 

ALEX
Let me guess, he said if I 
wouldn’t come peacefully-

He’s knocked out by a ZAP from Gwen. 

Hand on hips, she looks down at the heap on the ground that 
he’s landed in and moves her head from one side to the 
other to get her bearings. 

GWEN
How do I get you there? 

(beat)
Crap. 

As she debates her options, we: 

CUT TO:

EXT. WHISTLER'S HOUSE - STUDY - NIGHT 

Just as we remember it, the sore thumb sticking out of an 
otherwise pleasant suburban area. 

SMASH CUT TO:
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INT. STUDY - NIGHT 

Whistler sits up in shock as Gwen  BURSTS into the room, 
quickly dropping Alex onto an elaborately designed red rug. 

WHISTLER
Should I ask? 

GWEN
(breathing hard)

I really wouldn’t...

She collapses into a comfy chair not too far away and 
sighs, puts her hand on her forehead and stares into empty 
space. 

Whistler watches, worried about her. 

WHISTLER
How-

GWEN
(not moving)

Don’t. Don’t ask me that question 
if you don’t want the answer. 

His head well and truly bitten off, Whistler backs off and 
the room falls quiet. 

It doesn’t take long for Gwen to give up and penetrate the 
silence with a laboured SIGH. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
What’s up this time? Oh, and I 
can’t handle a dead end just now, 
either we find that bastard Drake 
or we give up. 

Whistler bites his lip guiltily, it doesn’t exactly fill 
Gwen with confidence. 

Just at this moment, Alex decides it’s time to wake up. He 
groans loudly and tries to force himself off the ground 
with his hands. No joy. 

CU on ALEX. 

ALEX
What was I drinking? 

GWEN (O.S.)
You weren’t. Well, that’s not 
what put you out. 

The sound of her voice brings back the missing memories.
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ALEX
I swear to God, if you’ve taken 
me to...

He stands up and doesn’t need to complete his sentence, the 
look of disgust says it all.

ALEX (CONT’D)
You! 

Running on anger alone, he tries to approach Whistler but 
his route is blocked by Gwen.

GWEN
(firm)

Sit. Down. 

ALEX
(mocking)

Sod. Off. 

Impatient as ever, he tries to push past and is paid back 
with a shock. In his dazed state he’s easily pushed into 
the chair formerly occupied by Gwen. 

Just to make sure he gets the message, Gwen stands over 
Alex, energy crackling over her skin. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
(resigned)

Fine. What is it?

For all the effort it’s taken to get him here, Whistler 
seems reluctant to answer the question. Seeing this, Alex 
prepares to stand and Whistler knows he can’t delay. 

WHISTLER
I don’t know it all. 

Slightly disappointed at missing his opportunity to leave, 
Alex slumps back down. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
I get pieces, fragments, but I’m 
running my own show here and once 
in a while I’m going to make 
mistakes. The Powers are the real 
deal behind everything we have 
here, and seeing as the usual 
method of contact with them is 
being less than cooperative, the 
conduits are the best I can do.  

ALEX
And they are? 

FADE TO:
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INT. CAVES - TIMELESS

An ancient looking archway of Greek design stands, looking 
entirely out of place, in the middle of these gloomy caves. 

WHISTLER (V.O.)
Middlemen between this world and 
the Powers That Be. Immortal, 
essentially.

A white light shines through the middle of the arch, though 
we’re quite sure there’s nothing but cave wall back there. 
We PUSH IN on the arch and pass through the light into: 

INT. HALL OF CONDUITS - TIMELESS

Everything is white here, everything but two golden 
children, glittering in the light with wreathes placed over 
their heads. These are the CONDUITS. 

WHISTLER (V.O.)
Can’t say that they’re usually 
forthcoming but they’re always on 
the money when they give up the 
goods. 

The Conduits turn and leave, a tunnel forming behind them 
leading off into the unknown as they fade out of sight. 

FADE TO:

INT. STUDY - NIGHT 

As before. Alex just frowns.

ALEX
Sorry, is there a point? 

Becoming frustrated with Alex’s flippancy, Whistler has to 
bite his tongue. 

WHISTLER
I’ve been asking them for months 
about Drake and the Cult of 
Amarra, trying to find out 
anything about them. 

Now Alex is listening. 

ALEX
They gave you something, didn’t 
they? A name, a place? 

WHISTLER 
They said they couldn’t tell us, 
that it wasn’t the right time. 
Until now. 
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GWEN
(erm...)

Shouldn’t we wait for-

WHISTLER
She knows, she was with me. 

Gwen can’t help but look a little jealous.

ALEX
(growing ever more 
impatient)

What did they tell you? 
(beat)

What did they-

WHISTLER
(snaps)

He’s alive. 
(beat)

Amarra’s alive. Or at least as 
alive as a vampire God can be. 

Silence. Gwen and Alex don’t look at each other but they’re 
both thinking the same thing, it just takes one of them to 
say it. 

WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
They died for nothing. 

Alex and Gwen turn around, and the identity of the mystery 
woman is revealed. Maria! 

Alex stands immediately and Gwen makes no move to stop him 
this time, standing back to watch the meeting of the two 
old acquaintances. 

The two face each other down before moving to hug each 
other tightly, Maria taking care not to hold Alex too 
tight. They’re obviously not just one-time acquaintances. 

After a moment, they break apart and Alex is back to 
business to Maria’s displeasure. 

ALEX
When did he sign you up? 

MARIA
Just before you left, couldn’t 
fight alone again, thought it was 
a decent idea. 

Alex looks sad for a moment, Sam thought the same once and 
it’s obvious he sees his little sister in Maria’s face.
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MARIA (CONT’D)
I tried to find you, make up for 
what happened, you were gone. 

ALEX
Maybe if I hadn’t been alone I 
wouldn’t have needed to go back. 

GWEN
(interrupting)

Guys? Leave memory lane for 
another time, big bad crisis to 
deal with. 

A smiles as if talking to ignorant children, then motions 
to Whistler to start again. He nods in thanks, leaning 
forwards in his chair. 

WHISTLER
They were fuzzy on the details, 
but from what I could make out, 
the whole warehouse was just one 
big trap. “Mortal blood” and 
“dust of the fallen”, Drake 
needed both for the spell to 
summon Amarra. Something about a 
trinity, it’s all they had. 

GWEN
So why now? Why didn’t we hear 
about this when the scary 
immortal vampire was walking the 
streets? 

Maria steps forwards, giving Whistler a break. 

MARIA
He’s been out there, building his 
strength. I’ve been checking my 
sources and it turns out he’s 
been all over the world by now, 
building his army. There’s our 
only hope. 

Beat. Alex and Gwen aren’t quite following. She realises 
and rolls her hands over each other like wheels in motion. 

ALEX
Why does an immortal vampire need 
to build his strength? 

Ah, now that starts things working in Gwen’s mind. 

GWEN
Something went wrong. 
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MARIA
Exactly. It’s possible that Drake 
missed the fine print.

WHISTLER
(to Maria)

Where are they? 

MARIA
Willy’s only getting the 
information as it comes to him. 
They’ve been disbanded for 
months, that’s what people are 
saying anyway. Vamps on the 
street were part of the cult, we 
just didn’t know. 

GWEN
Makes sense why we couldn’t find 
them. 

ALEX
And why information was short, if 
they’re everywhere even the more 
reckless snitches would be afraid 
to talk. Plus if they’re not 
around, what information is 
there?

MARIA
Whatever, everyone’s talking 
again. There’s half the number of 
vampires on the streets tonight, 
some kind of gathering. 

They take a moment, realising things are moving extremely 
quickly. 

GWEN
(quietly)

Where? 

There’s a long beat. Maria looks to Alex, and he knows 
exactly what’s coming.

MARIA
The warehouse. 

GWEN
Can we attack? 

MARIA
No, if there’s as many as Willy 
says there are, we’d go down 
without a fight. 
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ALEX
Actually that’s not true. That 
many vampires in a city like 
this. Petty rivalries, blood 
feuds. Ten to one says if 
something kicks off they’ll turn 
on each other. Puts us in the 
crossfire -

WHISTLER
But it’s something. 

And that’s it. There’s very little to be said now, the 
fight will come soon enough, and judging by Alex’s 
determination, he’ll be joining the team on this one. 

MARIA 
I need to make a call, a contact 
wanted to know about a friend of 
his. It’s a mutual back 
scratching situation. 

She quickly makes her exit and the room falls silent once 
more.  

CUT TO:

EXT. WHISTLER'S HOUSE - STUDY - MOMENTS LATER

Standing out of earshot of Whistler's house, Maria holds 
the phone close to her ear whilst keeping a watchful eye 
out for her team mates. 

On the other side of the phone we can hear a man’s voice, 
we can’t quite make it out but it’s familiar to us. 

MARIA
He’s in, just like you asked. 

(beat)
No problems, not that I can tell. 

(beat)
We’re heading out soon, suicide 
mission but I can’t exactly...

(beat, frowns)
Okay... Sure I’ll do that.

(beat, insistent)
I’m sure! 

She listens for a second, then hangs up. She looks around 
for anyone who may have been listening in - there’s nobody.  

She walks away and we PAN LEFT to see that her paranoia 
isn’t unwarranted. The man whose voice we recognised, the 
Black Coat Man! 
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He steps into the shadows, his face still hidden from us, 
and we: 

CUT TO:

EXT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

A LONG SHOT of the warehouse quickly cuts to a closer one 
as our unlikely heroes approach it. Gwen and Whistler are a 
little ahead, with Alex and Maria following in awkward 
silence.

Both are armed with swords, a crossbow each and Alex has a 
rope wrapped over one shoulder.

ALEX
(finally)

Thank you. For getting me here. 

She looks surprised, worried almost, but she does her best 
to hide her guilt. 

MARIA
How did you know?

ALEX
Gwen didn’t know I was back, 
Whistler isn’t really a fan of 
mine, leaves you. 

MARIA
(turns to him, smiles)

I knew you’d want in on this. 
She’d want you in on this. 

He nods, thinking of his sister once more. 

ALEX
It means a lot. 

WHISTLER (O.S.)
As much as I hate the element of 
surprise...

They turn to an irate Whistler and Gwen who have stopped 
not far ahead of them. 

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
Think you can keep it down? 

Both Alex and Maria bite their lips, amused at having been 
“told”. 

ALEX
What’s the plan? 
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WHISTLER
Take Amarra first, after that get 
out as quickly as you can, no 
point in fighting them all. 

Our heroes share a glance, they’re psyching themselves up 
for the coming battle as we:

FADE OUT.

-  END OF ACT THREE --  END OF ACT THREE --  END OF ACT THREE --  END OF ACT THREE -
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-  ACT FOUR --  ACT FOUR --  ACT FOUR --  ACT FOUR -

FADE IN:

EXT. WAREHOUSE - ENTRANCE 

There’s a door being guarded by two VAMPIRES. They aren’t 
talking, just standing, waiting. A crossbow bolt flies and 
one of them dusts! 

The second doesn’t even have time to react as Gwen creeps 
up on him and gives him a shock powerful enough to knock 
him out. Alex and Maria come out of the shadows, Alex is 
holding the rope from before. 

They turn the vampire around and tie his hands behind his 
back. While Alex and Maria hold him steady, Gwen zaps him 
again, this one waking him up. He tries to call out, but 
Maria covers his mouth.

MARIA
(whispers)

Bite my hand and you’ll be 
blowing in the wind, understand? 

She presses the head of the arrow in her crossbow into his 
back to prove she’s not bluffing. The vamp frantically nods 
his head. 

ALEX
Let us in, quietly. 

They march him over to the door, and they loosen the ropes 
so one hand can get free. Maria pokes him with the arrow 
again. 

The vampire reaches into his pocket and pulls out a key, 
putting it into the lock on the door. He twists it, and the 
door opens silently, not even a creak. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
Good, now, on we go. 

They walk through the door and into:

INT. WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Inside there is a gathering of vampires, all of them in 
ceremonial purple gowns. They are all too distracted, 
listening intently to:

AMARRA. a bald, chalk white skinned demon with razor sharp 
fangs for every tooth and bright green eyes. 
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He’s on the stage, an empty seat to one side of him - 
Drake’s second in command Jack occupying the next one 
along. 

AMARRA 
(shouting)

- take this world back into the 
hands of its rightful owners! 

The vampires cheer for him, the noise of the relatively 
small group is staggering.

ALEX
(whispers)

Any moment now. 

AMARRA
It is our time to shine! The 
humans shall be wiped out and 
vampires shall rule! 

GWEN
Sure likes the sound of his own 
voice. 

MARIA
So do they.

Amarra stops, mid speech, the vampires look up at him 
expectantly, but he doesn’t say another word. He sniffs the 
air, looking for something, and he grins. 

ALEX
(realising)

He knows we’re here. Now!

He and Maria both draw their crossbows and fire at the 
exact same moment. 

Amarra barely even moves. His arm snaps around with 
effortless speed and in his hand rests the two bolts. His 
eyes meanwhile are fixed on the intruders.

HOSTAGE VAMP
(incredulous)

You missed! Two of you and you 
missed? 

Gwen, Alex and Maria look at each other. 

ALEX
Now what? 

GWEN
Get out. 
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They look behind them. The vampires are now fully aware of 
their presence and have closed them in. 

ALEX
Easier said than done. 

Their options fairly limited, our heroes start looking 
panicked.

The vampires are on tenterhooks, just waiting to attack but 
Amarra LEAPS gracefully off of the stage towards our 
heroes. 

The vampires watch him as he approaches, he GRINS and the 
trio back away slightly. 

AMARRA
I don’t believe we’ve been 
formally introduced. 

He extends his hand, Gwen offers her own and SHOCKS HIM! 

He’s blown across the air but remarkably he flips midair 
and lands on his feet. 

AMARRA (CONT’D)
Ah, Miss Raiden I presume? How 
lovely to meet you at last. 

(to Maria)
A slayer. And - 

(to Alex, surprised)
A mortal? Times do change don’t 
they? 

He sniffs the air, his grin growing even wider as do his 
eyes. 

AMARRA (CONT’D)
That smell. That blood, my boy, 
pumping through your veins. The 
slayer that helped bring me here, 
her blood... was your blood. 

Alex’s grip tightens on his sword. 

AMARRA (CONT’D)
Well, this should be fun. 

He shrugs off the long black cloak draped over his 
shoulders, tossing it to one of the vampires. 

Once more, Gwen, Maria and Alex back away slightly and 
again he notices. 

AMARRA (CONT’D)
Oh don’t be afraid. 
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He holds a hand in front of his face. 

AMARRA (CONT’D)
Tell me, would you be more 
comfortable if I were to look 
like this? 

He changes, his white skin changing until he looks like a 
normal Caucasian male. Grey hair appears and his fangs 
retract leaving human ones behind. He looks like an average 
human, early sixties at the oldest. 

AMARRA (CONT’D)
I could fight you like this. 

A vampire offers him a weapon but he shakes his head. 

AMARRA (CONT’D)
Perhaps not. 

He changes back to the chalk white version, he looks 
younger, thinner. More dangerous. 

AMARRA (CONT’D)
Shall we? 

Alex is first to attack, he YELLS as he charges with his 
sword held high. He strikes, Amarra dodges and spins in the 
air, KICKING Alex in the back. 

Maria and Gwen move at the same time. Maria runs, then 
LAUNCHES herself into the air, swinging down at Amarra but 
he ducks out of the way - SWEEPING Gwen’s legs out from 
under her at the same time.

He sidesteps just in time to avoid Maria’s next attack, 
snatching the blade as she does and throwing it to one side 
before delivering a punch to her face. 

He steps back, all three heroes on the floor. 

AMARRA (CONT’D)
And to think I was expecting 
entertainment. 

In the background, Drake appears, watching the fight from a 
distance. He and Jack share a glance. 

Alex and Maria climb to their feet at the same time, woozy 
but ready for round two. Gwen shortly follows. 

They circle Amarra who seems amused by it all, he notices 
Maria has no weapon and starts to approach her. 

GWEN
Heads up! 
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She tosses her sword to Maria who catches it - leveling the 
playing field a little. 

Maria and Alex charge for Amarra; swinging high and low but 
he dodges every blow with ease.

They try once more, Maria aiming high, Alex low. Amarra 
CATCHES both blades, grinding his fangs together as blood 
runs from his palms. With a little effort he forces both 
away. 

He stares at his hand as they heal, but he’s distracted as 
Gwen fires two BLASTS at him, both hitting their mark. 

He’s knocked back, stunned a little. Drake and Jack notice, 
and all of a sudden don’t seem quite so confident. 

Amarra SNARLS as he runs towards Gwen - she fires again but 
he dodges, forcing her to roll away to avoid him. 

Alex and Maria stand either side of their team mate, their 
weapons ready. Maria hands Gwen her sword back, picking her 
own up from the ground. 

MARIA
(out of breath)

Not so tough. 

Amarra waits before attacking again, they’re better than he 
thought. 

He notices something in the crowds, Drake and Jack emerge 
from the vampires who are all watching intently. 

Seeing him looking, Alex and Maria look around and 
immediately Alex loses control. 

ALEX
Him. 

MARIA
(realising)

Alex, don’t. 

He reaches into his coat revealing a second Japanese short 
sword sheathed under there. 

ALEX
Drake! 

Drake cocks his head to one side. 

DRAKE
(confused)

Have we met? 
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Maria tries to stop him but it’s too late as he marches 
towards the vampire. 

ALEX
I’ve seen so many photographs, 
never thought I’d meet you. 

DRAKE
Oh, a fan? 

Alex attacks with both swords in a scissor motion. 

DRAKE (CONT’D)
(dodging)

Apparently not. 

A vampire throws him a sword of his own and he catches it, 
bringing it down against Alex’s. 

ALEX
(furious)

I’m going to kill you. 

DRAKE
Plenty said it boy, none managed 
it just yet. But really, why... 

He SNIFFS, a similar grin crossing his face to the one 
Amarra sported. 

DRAKE (CONT’D)
Oh. Her. 

He BARGES into Alex, his sword blocking any attack, leaving 
the demon hunter stumbling backwards. 

DRAKE (CONT’D)
About time we met. 

Jack takes a sword from one of the vampires himself and 
advances on Alex but he’s forced to dodge a throwing dagger 
from - 

Maria! 

MARIA
I don’t think so.

She moves to block Jack’s path, turning to Alex. 

MARIA (CONT’D)
I’ll keep him busy, Gwen can 
handle Amarra. Do what you have 
to do. 

He nods, appreciating it. 
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He moves to attack, but it’s Maria who we stick with. She 
circles Jack and watches her every move. 

JACK
Nice to meet you. 

MARIA
God, you brits are everywhere 
lately! 

She drives forward with her sword and he parries. 

MARIA (CONT’D)
You leave the academy, you think 
“no more of ‘em” but you’re just - 

JACK
Casual racism aside, do you mind 
if we..? 

He waves his sword a little. She obliges with a swing, 
which he blocks and spinning back kick, which he doesn't. 

He falls backwards and barely misses losing his head as she 
swings again. 

JACK (CONT’D)
Alright, no more arsing about.

Again, she swings, this time he ducks under the blade and 
punches her in the gut. She drops to her knees and he rears 
up for the killing blow when he’s - 

ZAPPED! A present from Gwen in the middle of her fight with 
Amarra. Maria gets to her feet and returns to the fight. 

We join Gwen in her battle with Amarra. She’s moving slower 
than before and her blasts are fewer and further between. 

AMARRA
Tired? 

GWEN
I’ve got a few more rounds. 

She launches a series of volleys, he tries to dodge but a 
couple get in and stun him. 

She charges a bigger one, and this time he doesn’t move 
quick enough to avoid it RIPPING through his arm. Most of 
it misses the mark however and hits the crowds, 
incinerating half a dozen vampires. 

The charge runs along his body and his arm falls useless to 
one side, blackened. 
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He’s panting, in genuine pain this time. He looks at his 
arm, confused. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
Something wrong? 

He runs at her, SLASHING with his razor sharp nails, just 
grazing her shoulder. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
Son of a... 

He tries again, but she’s ready and ducks under him, 
raising her sword and CLEAVES his useless arm away from his 
body. 

He stumbles along as the crowd begin to get restless. He 
pants heavier than before and looks at the empty spot where 
his arm used to be. He LAUGHS. 

AMARRA
Oh I can’t thank you enough. 

As he says it his arm REGENERATES! A new one forming as the 
bone extends from his shoulder, flesh wrapping around it. 

The sight isn’t a pleasant one and a lesser person than 
Gwen would retch, but she just raises her sword. 

GWEN
Okay, bad idea. 

She steps back and walks straight into - Maria. 

MARIA
Switch? 

GWEN
Done!

They step around each other, Gwen immediately catching a 
punch from Jack, his sword having been broken in half and 
discarded in the course of the fight. She JOLTS him. He’s 
out already. 

Back to Maria, we see the slayer is coping well enough but 
Amarra is slowly gaining ground. 

He swats her blade aside and she barely misses being 
grabbed by the throat. 

A sword comes down and takes Amarra’s hand clean off. The 
sword, of course, belongs to Gwen who smirks. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
Come on, grow it back I haven’t 
got all day! 
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She retreats to Maria, who looks over her shoulder. Alex is 
still battling away and Jack is out for the moment. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
I’ve got an idea. Just do what I 
say when I say! 

(beat)
Go, now! 

Maria doesn’t question, just runs in for the attack as 
Amarra steps in again. She ducks under a punch and SLASHES 
across his midsection with her sword. He bleeds but he 
heals again. 

Maria is stunned as a spark from Gwen hits her, knocking 
her off focus for a second. 

Sensing his chance, Amarra attacks, both arms outstretched 
to grab her. She shakes it off, and with one sweep SLICES 
away both arms. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
Over him! 

While he SCREAMS in pain, Maria leaps over him as Gwen 
launches another blast at him. 

Stunned and in agony, there’s nothing Amarra can do as 
Maria lands and with one final slice DECAPITATES the 
vampire God. 

His head rolls away, his body slumps to its knees. The 
crowd falls silent. 

Gwen and Maria allow themselves pride in their victory, and 
look over as Jack is waking up to the sight of his God 
defeated. 

JACK
No! 

All hell breaks lose. The vampires do exactly as predicted, 
some storming the center of the warehouse to attack Maria 
and Gwen, who are ready and waiting, but most of the vamps 
merely turn on each other 

In the middle of the chaos, Alex and Drake continue their 
dual. 

ALEX
You’re done! 

Drake knocks one of Alex’s swords away, his own long since 
lost. 

DRAKE
Not even close! 
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He grabs Alex’s sword, pulls him close twists it free of 
his hands. 

Alex notices something on Drake’s neck. A necklace. Sam’s 
necklace! He grabs it as Drake KICKS him away.

The force of the kick knocks him to the ground. There’s 
nothing he can do as Drake stands over him, Alex’s sword 
raised in his hands. 

Defeated, Alex just looks at the necklace in his hand. It 
begins to GLOW and his eyes widen: 

WHITE OUT.

FADE IN:

INT. WHITE SPACE - TIMELESS

Alex clenches his eyes against the blinding light. Slowly, 
he dares to open them, his eyes adjusting until he sees the 
one dark figure in the entire area. 

Though he tries to shield his eyes from the light, the 
figure is impossible to make out. 

ALEX
If you don’t mind, I was rather 
busy. 

The figure FLASHES, becomes something clearer, an African 
woman, her face painted white and a chain of bones around 
her neck. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
(shocked)

The Primitive.

THE PRIMITIVE indeed, the first of the Slayers for those 
not in the know. 

PRIMITIVE
You are not of the sisters of 
shadow. 

ALEX
(beat)

Er, no. 

She circles him. 

PRIMITIVE
And yet the stone reacts. You 
have a calling, a future filled 
with vengeance, a destiny 
shrouded in darkness. 
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(beat)
She calls to you. 

ALEX
Who? 

No answer. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
Who’s calling me? 

PRIMITIVE
She calls to you. 

ALEX
(shouting)

Who?

SAMANTHA (O.S.)
Me. 

He turns, no sign of his sister, but he turns back to where 
the Primitive was standing just moments ago, and there she 
stands, dressed in the clothes we last saw her in.  

ALEX
Sam. 

SAMANTHA
Hey. 

(beat)
How’s things? 

Overwhelmed, Alex tries to step forwards to hug his sister, 
but she backs away. 

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Sorry, no touching.

ALEX
Why? 

SAMANTHA
Because I’m not here, neither are 
you... 

(beat)
It’s complicated... 

There’s an awkward feeling here, neither knowing what to 
do. 

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
You need to stop what you’re 
doing. 

ALEX
Stop what? 
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He’s acting innocent, but he’s fully aware what she’s 
talking about. 

SAMANTHA
I may not be there, but I can 
feel it, what you’re doing how 
you’re feeling. 

(beat)
It wasn’t them. You can’t blame 
them. 

ALEX
You should never have been there.

SAMANTHA
Oh grow up you stubborn git. I’m 
a slayer for Christ’s sake. What 
were you expecting? Always had to 
end, better it was something 
important rather than falling 
over in the shower.

He allows himself to laugh a little. 

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
I was clumsy, it could have 
happened! 

ALEX
Even so, doesn’t mean I have to 
listen. 

SAMANTHA
Then look. 

FLASH CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

SAM is bitten by Drake, the blood trickling from her wound 
down her neck. 

FLASH CUT TO:

GWEN struggles against vampires, desperate to save her team 
mate as the life trickles away. 

FLASH CUT TO:

EDDIE teleports across the room and stakes a vampire. He 
dies as he’s run through with a vampire’s sword from 
behind. 

FLASH CUT TO:
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Gwen in tears as Eddie dies. She keeps the vampires at bay 
with her shock attacks but she looks like she’s draining. 
She sees an opening and takes it. 

FLASH CUT TO:

Sam turns her head to look at Drake one more time, she says 
something but we don’t hear her. He looks furious and grabs 
either side of her head. 

CU on DRAKE

He grimaces. 

ON SCENE

Sam’s body falls to the floor, her eyes closed - she died 
with a victorious smile on her face. 

FLASH CUT TO:

INT. WHITE SPACE - TIMELESS

Back with Alex and Sam, he drops to his knees and this time 
she walks towards him. She places her hand above his head 
as if to comfort him. 

SAMANTHA 
Don’t give up, don’t blame them. 

Now pale, the bruised bite marks appearing on her neck, she 
kneels. 

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
(serious)

You’ll need them if you’re going 
to kill the bastard who did this 
to me.

And with that, she’s gone, leading us back to: 

INT. WAREHOUSE - AS BEFORE

Alex looks up as Drake prepares to run him through with a 
sword. He rolls to one side, the sword hitting the floor 
instead with a CLANG. 

Quick as a flash, Alex swings around, kicking the sword 
from Drake’s hand then FLICKS his legs up and launches 
himself onto his feet.

Drake’s off guard and Alex lays into him with a strong 
punch to the chin. He lands another and another until Drake 
goes down. 
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ALEX
God I’ve waited to do this for so 
long. 

He follows Drake to the floor and continues to pummel him, 
his fist bloodied as his knuckles split and Drake starts to 
bleed. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
Funny really, first time I see 
your face close up - and I beat 
it in. 

Inexplicably, Drake starts to laugh. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
Oh please, don’t embarrass 
yourself. 

DRAKE
You’re pathetic, you know that? 

Alex’s fury only grows and he reaches for a stake, but as 
he turns he sees something - Maria, struggling against 
vamps. Jack is up again and he’s about to take a chunk out 
of her neck. 

DRAKE (CONT’D)
What’ll it be? 

No time to think. 

Acting on instinct, he races over and TACKLES Jack to the 
ground. They roll, Jack ends up a few feet away from Alex 
and manages to dash into the warring crowds.

Maria quickly dispatches the other vampires around her. 
Alex turns back to see Drake as he escapes. Alex tries to 
follow but Maria grabs his sleeve.

MARIA
Not the time. 

Despite their slow dispatching of the vampires, it becomes 
obvious that the team is becoming slowly overwhelmed as 
Gwen meets Maria and Alex in the middle of the warehouse. 

GWEN
What was that about getting out? 

ALEX
I have an idea, but you won’t 
like it. 
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Maria steps in to guard them whilst Alex turns to Gwen, 
explaining his plan. 

CUT TO:

EXT. WAREHOUSE - SAME

Whistler watches the warehouse looking anxious. 

WHISTLER
Damn it!

CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Alex finishes telling Gwen his idea, and she doesn’t look 
too impressed at the idea. 

GWEN
Not a chance. 

ALEX
It’s about our only option right 
now. Buy us the time to get to 
the doors, then get out.

With a little annoyance, Gwen nods, raising her sword to 
fight in the meantime. 

GWEN
Get a move on.!

Not about to risk annoy her any further, Alex reaches into 
his coat and pulls out a red bottle. 

ALEX 
(gleefully)

Hells fire.

He and Maria share a nostalgic smile as he throws it at 
some of the oncoming vampires and they immediately  burst 
into flame! 

Though a handful are killed, it’s as the smoke rises and 
the SPRINKLER SYSTEM kicks in that Alex WHOOPS. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
Lovely! 

He turns to Gwen who’s now looking less confident than 
before. She raises her sword in the air.

Alex and Maria duck just in time for a blast of energy 
coming from Gwen, conducted by the sword and the falling 
water, takes out any nearby vampires. 
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GWEN
Okay, get out. 

Alex and Maria nod, standing and running through the 
distracted vampires. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
Now for the main attraction. 

ON ALEX AND MARIA:

Alex takes on a vamp or two hand to hand, knocking them 
down. Maria manages to SNAP the neck of one oncoming 
vampire, and knocks another out cold with a punch to the 
face.  

Gwen meanwhile stands still, her eyes closed, sparks 
beginning to form around her. The vampires who get too 
close get an unpleasant but still harmless shock from her. 

She eventually opens her eyes; they’re glowing bright blue, 
almost sparking themselves. 

They look back at Gwen, who’s now beginning to spark more 
and more. They nod, time to run. 

A quick sprint over to the nearby door almost ends in 
tragedy as a BLAST from Gwen hits the beams above and one 
falls right over the doorway, narrowly missing our heroes 
and blocking the only nearby exit. 

They look around, the way they came in is over the other 
side of the warehouse, past the remaining vampires. No way 
out. 

MARIA
What now? 

ALEX
Don’t look at me.

They watch Gwen is horror, realising that they’re trapped, 
as do the vampires as they scurry for cover. 

There’s a ball of blue electricity growing around Gwen, the 
vampires are trying to escape it, but it's almost like it’s 
attracting them.

As they touch the surface, they convulse violently. After 
just a few seconds, they turn to dust, screaming as they 
do. 

CUT TO:
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EXT. WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Whistler watches as the light from Gwen shines out through 
the windows up above. He frowns, knowing something isn’t 
right. 

He runs towards the warehouse and we: 

CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The sphere of electricity around Gwen begins to shrink, 
falling back into Gwen herself. In SLOW MO we CIRCLE AROUND 
Gwen as she begins to crackle with power.

We ZOOM IN on her closed eyes, and they snap open, 
completely white! 

We ZOOM OUT just as time resumes NORMAL SPEED, the power 
explodes from Gwen. The vampires it hits are sent flying 
through the air, sparks running up and down their bodies 
until they start to burn up, turning to ash. 

Maria and Alex shield their eyes, preparing for their 
inevitable fates and we: 

FADE TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES - NIGHT

-  MONTAGE - -  MONTAGE - -  MONTAGE - -  MONTAGE - 

. 1.. 1 .. 1 .. 1 . 

An overhead sweep of the city. We see, for the first time, 
energy flowing over the city. Like the Northern Lights it 
shifts and changes, it’s beautiful. This is the disturbance 
Whistler was talking about.

WHISTLER (V.O.)
The truth is, heroes are just 
regular people.

The light begins to SWIRL, forming a single cloud, a 
terrible storm brewing at the center. 

From inside, a great beast, a DRAGON, flies out into the 
city.
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WHISTLER(CONT’D)
They don’t want to help, don’t 
want to make things better for 
the world, they do it because 
they know that if they don’t do 
it, it won’t get done. They have 
to do it. 

CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS - NIGHT 

The streets are empty at first. 

WHISTLER (V.O.)
Evil will always be here, those 
that fight evil, they won’t be. 

.2 ..2 ..2 ..2 .

A vampire feeding off of a teenage girl, who cries in pain, 
but no one is there to help her.

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
So it’s up to those that are here 
now to make a difference, to 
stand up and fight.

.3 ..3 ..3 ..3 .

Demons rounding up people, and closing in, their weapons 
raised high, ready for the kill. They are interrupted by a 
dark haired man, a sword of his own drawn, standing in 
front of the demons, protecting the humans.  

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
We can’t let people live in fear

.4 ..4 ..4 ..4 .

A young girl, her mother lying dead right in front of her, 
and dark shadow of a man stood over them both. He kneels 
down, smiling at the young girl, turning her away from her 
mother.

WHISTLER (CONT'D)
And we have to know that things 
aren’t always black and white.

.5 ..5 ..5 ..5 .

Demons running in fear from humans chasing them away, 
looking back in absolute fear.

Someone steps up, a human standing between the fleeing 
demons and the humans. He’s unarmed.
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The mob don’t stop for him.

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
But most all, we have to want to 
do those things, we have to want 
to make a difference. That’s the 
difference between heroes, and 
champions.

.6..6..6..6.

A sword is raised from an alter, sunlight shining off of 
it, the resulting glare blocking out the face of the person 
holding it. 

- END MONTAGE -- END MONTAGE -- END MONTAGE -- END MONTAGE -

FADE TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE

The place is trashed. Nothing is left intact. We CIRCLE 
AROUND, trying to spot any signs of our heroes. Nothing. 

In the center of the room, the air seems to be warped, the 
light twisting around it leaving a very clear TEAR in mid-
air. Energy around it CRACKLES. 

We PAN away from it, and PUSH in on the rubble on the 
ground as something disturbs it. The remains of the stage 
lie here, and from under it, a pale white hand emerges. As 
the fingers move a little, we: 

BLACK OUT.

-  END OF EPISODE --  END OF EPISODE --  END OF EPISODE --  END OF EPISODE -
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