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FADE IN

SCENE I:  Int—Gothic Night Club, Night

A group of young Goths sit at a club table, sharing drinks.  Drac glides up from the background.  Deirdre is examining her sparkling black nail polish as Stephan and Gabriella chatter.
GABRIELLA:

And so I said to him, “Who do you think you are, pig?  I’ll exercise my inner humanity in whatever fountain I please!”

STEPHAN:

Justly so, Gabriella, justly so.  His disrespect of your core rejuvenation is just fucking typical.

Deirdre tries to get into it but is nonetheless glazed over.  Drac speaks, mystically becoming emphasized; transitioning fluidly from background into foreground.

DRAC:

Your words are strong, and your fire, stronger.  Might I…join you?

The kids, first noticing him, all look up with wide eyes and astonished faces.

GOTHS:

Ooooh.

Cloaks gracefully fluttering, Drac takes a seat at the table.  The Goths are transfixed with his movement, his very presence.

DRAC:
Tell me of yourselves, beautiful children of sunless days.

GABRIELLA:

I’m Gabriella, this is Stephan, and that is Dierdre.

Dierdre stares at Drac’s teeth, absorbed in fantasy.

DEIDRE:

…are…are those real?

Drac moves his finger smoothly down her cheek as he talks.

DRAC:

Only as real, sweet Deirdre, as a woman’s beauty.  It can be squandered away in one night or last an eternity of dark magnificence.  Reality—

He leans close to her, his eyes penetrating into her.

DRAC:

—is how long one is willing to let it last.

The kids all look at him with the same wide eyes and astonished faces.

GOTHS:

Ooooh.

Gabriella snaps out of it and goes on, slightly startling Drac.

GABRIELLA:

I mean, yeah, totally.  Like, reality isn’t just something you can know is there, ‘cause if you do, then you’re just being ignorant about what someone else might see it as.

Drac nods his head as if to say, “Yeah, I suppose, good point.”

STEPHAN:

Such is the idea of waxing upon the world from our murky perch, here.  It serves as a window where we Enlightened can transcend the everyday while monitoring it in an atmosphere better adapted to our specified needs.

Drac squints questioningly as if to say, “What are you talking about?”  Deirdre laughs innocently.
DEIDRE:
I just kind of like the makeup.

Stephan and Gabriella chuckle and shake their heads condescendingly at her, but Drac gives her an approving half-smile.  He moves to speak, but Gabriella cuts him off.

GABRIELLA:

Of course you do, Deirdre.  It’s, like, a badge of honor that elevates us above those cattle.

STEPHAN:

Society goes so far as to hold us to a standard; a requirement of what we should dress as and what we should act like, and on their behalf and for our amusement, do we choose to maintain that stereotype.  Our dark garb both serves as a statement of fierce individuality and as a cynical jab at those who would paint us into a corner square of their sunshine-and-daffodils quiltwork fucking culture.
Drac leans forward, obviously thrown off his game.

DRAC:

…do…do you have that memorized?

Stephan looks like a deer in headlights at this accusation.  Gabriella looks off to the side in shame.  Deirdre giggles, but holds it in.  Stephan and Drac stare down into their respective laps.
DRAC:

I…uhmm…

STEPHAN:

…yeah…

DRAC:

…I think I’m gonna go.  Nice, ah…nice meeting you.

STEPHAN:

Yep.

Deirdre waves pleasantly at Drac as he walks out.

DEIDRE:

Byee!

SCENE II:  Ext—Gothic Night Club, Night
Drac walks out the door, reflects for a moment, and sighs.  He then whips his cloak in front of his face, covering the camera in black.

SCENE III:  Ext—Lawn of Average House in the Suburbs, Night

Drac whips his cape back and we see he’s standing in front of an average house in the suburbs.  He approaches the door.

SCENE IV:  Int—Entry Hall of Average House, Night

Fog creeps in from beneath the door.  It slowly creaks open, to dramatically find Drac’s silhouette, holding an enigmatic pose, mist swirling behind him.  From the couch in the living room, Frank raises a hand excitedly.

FRANK:

Hey, Drac!

DRAC:

Hey, Frank.

SCENE V:  Int—Living Room of Average House, Night

Drac trudges in and falls back onto the sofa next to Frank.

Wolfie calls out from the kitchen in an agitated voice.

WOLFIE:

Alright, damnit, guys!  Who drank my goat’s blood?  I was saving that goat’s blood for later tonight, and I definitely remember telling you, and someone’s drank it.

He walks out, holding a near-empty jug of blood.  Frank and Drac sit guiltily on the couch.

WOLFIE:

Okay, look, I’m not mad.  I’m not mad.  Whoever did it can fess up, ‘cause I’m not mad; I’m just bringing this to limelight because this is something that’s important to me and my boundaries have been disrespected.  C’mon, now, who drank the goat’s blood?

Frank sheepishly raises his hand.

WOLFIE:

Frank, Frank, you couldn’t have drank my goat’s blood.  You don’t eat, Frank.  Ever.  That’s why we couldn’t attend that big charity dinner, remember?  Because you wouldn’t pay for a plate that you weren’t going to eat?

Frank puts his hand back down and goes back into his guilty crouch on the sofa as he mumbles.

FRANK:

…just don’t like it that other things have to die to sustain me, is all…

Drac turns around.

DRAC:

So if you knew it wasn’t Frank, and there’s only one other person living here, why are you even bothering to ask who drank it?

WOLFIE:

Well, I…

DRAC:

Not to mention the fact that there’s only one other person besides you who would actually drink goat’s blood.

WOLFIE:

Okay.  Don’t turn this around on me, Drac.  You disrespected my boundaries, here.  You—

DRAC:

Fine, but—

WOLFIE:

—you disrespected my boundaries, and I want to make you aware of it in a forum atmosphere where…where, y’know, it’ll make more of an impression so hopefully you won’t do it again.

Drac is insulted, and takes a moment to gather himself.

DRAC:

You want to talk about personal boundaries?  Are my shoes within my personal boundaries, then?

WOLFIE:

Hey, now, that’s gotten better.  I’ve been better with that.

DRAC:

It’s gotten better because I know to look for it.  You know what it’s like, putting a partly devoured shoe on?  I don’t even need socks with all the coating your slobber leaves in them.

FRANK:

Guys.  GUYS.  PLEASE.  I am sick to death—

DRAC:

Past death.

FRANK:

Past death, fine.  I am sick past death of all this arguing.  Where’s it supposed to go?  We’re here to scare, right?  And we’re here to support each other until we get back into the mainstream of horror.  Right?  Right?  Tell me if I’m wrong, because—
DRAC:
No, no, Frank, you’re not wrong.  It’s just that Wolfie, here, has a hair up his ass, and wants to spread it around.

Wolfie smirks sarcastically.

WOLFIE:

Cute, Drac.  I’m surprised you didn’t say something along the lines of, “He puts the ‘pet’ in ‘pet peeve’.”
FRANK:

But he said that yesterday.
WOLFIE:

And the day before that, and they day before that, and the day before—

FRANK:

FINE.  FINE.  Look, here, why don’t you tell us about your day, Wolfie?  Any success?

Wolfie sighs.
WOLFIE:

Kind of.  You know how I was saying that I’m best at scaring when my victim knows me to be an pretty normal guy and then watches as I turn into a vicious, blood-thirsty killer?

DRAC:

Know it?  We’re living it.

WOLFIE:

Well, it means I gotta establish a relationship before I go scaring, so I’ve been talking to this girl, Catherine, in a singles chat room for a few nights.  Well, she and I are hitting it off pretty well, and we decide to meet.

FRANK:

What did you tell her about yourself?

WOLFIE:

Nothing particularly out of the ordinary.

SCENE VI:  Int—The Wild Bean Coffee Shop, Twilight
CATHERINE:

I can’t imagine why an Executive Vice President for Sony’s American branch would be interested in someone like me.

WOLFIE:

Don’t play that game, Catherine.  You’re really awesome…I loved that MP3 of you singing Ella Fitzgerald’s “In the Still of the Night” you sent me.  You’re talented, you’ve got great taste—

He gestures around at the café.

WOLFIE:

—you’re a cheap date—

He leans in and half-smiles charmingly.

WOLFIE:

—and I might find you moderately gorgeous.

She leans in.
CATHERINE:

“Might”, huh?

WOLFIE:

I’m glad you focused on that and not “moderately”.

CATHERINE:

You wouldn’t…erm…want to go someplace a little more…secluded?

SCENE VII:  Ext—Unpopulated City Park, Early Evening
Wolfie and Catherine lie on the grass next to one another, holding hands, stargazing.

CATHERINE:

My God, it’s like it goes on forever.

WOLFIE:

It would be nice to have that kind of security.

CATHERINE:

Hmm?

WOLFIE:

It’s only that I…oh, no…

CATHERINE:

Larry?  What is it?

He turns over onto his hands and knees, sporadically growling.  She gets up and strokes his back lovingly, but pulls back as his shape begins to violently contort and the growling grows stronger.  He picks his head up, clawing at his face and roaring in agony.

WOLFIE:

…Catherine…h-h-help m-m—

He takes a SICK dose of mace to the eyes.  His vicious roar turns into a girlish scream and he tries to delicately fan the spray away from his eyes.  He runs around with an air of frantic slapstick, finally making his way to a sprinkler and hobbling along with its arc, trying to wash the mace out.

SCENE VIII:  Int—Living Room of Average House, Night

DRAC:

Don’t you have a third eyelid?

WOLFIE:

A…a what?

DRAC:

A third eyelid, y’know, for keeping your eyes open in liquids.

WOLFIE:

No.  No, that’s crocodiles.  That’s lizards.  I’m a wolf, not a lizard.

FRANK:

Hoes does that work, the third eyelid?

WOLFIE:

It’s clear.

FRANK:

It’s clear?

DRAC:

Yeah, I think I remember hearing that it’s clear.

FRANK:

And it’s only lizards that have that?

WOLFIE:

Yes, that’s right, and I’m a wolf.

FRANK:

Pity.  If you were, like, a wereaphid, it wouldn’t have effected you.

WOLFIE:

But I’m not, okay.  I’m a werewolf, not a wereaphid.  I don’t think I could be a wereaphid.  I don’t think that even exists.

DRAC:

Says the guy who can grow four extra nipples at will.

WOLFIE:

What…what is that supposed to mean?

DRAC:

Not to doubt the improbable, is all.

WOLFIE:

I’m not doubting the improbable, I’m just saying that any self-respecting God wouldn’t waste the time on creating something as offbeat as a wereaphid.

DRAC:

Well, I could say the same about Brendan Fraser movies, but you don’t see me—

Frank taps his toe and sits in disgust for a moment.  He then emotionally storms off.

DRAC:

I—what?  I—oh.  Oh.  Oh, damnit.  I forgot about Gods and Monsters.  Frank, come back!  I just forgot Gods and Monsters, that’s all!  Frank!

SCENE IX:  Int—Frank’s Room, Night

Frank tips a little pink watering jug into the vase of a small dying yellow flower.

FRANK:

You know, my dearest, they can’t help it, but sometimes they really push my buttons.  I know, I should be used to it, but they say the only thing that heals is time, and it doesn’t.  Every scar I’ve ever had, I still have.  Every failure stays there, gloating at me, confident in its permanence.  Those kids today, they knew it, right off the bat.  Oh, I didn’t tell you?

SCENE X:  Ext—Lakeside Backyard, Day

Shaun and Sarah are on their hands and knees beneath a tree, picking up its fallen fruit and putting it in a basket.

SHAUN:

All I’m saying is that the moldy fruits will make for an interesting dining experience.

SARAH:

And I say it doesn’t matter, Shaun, because Mom will look at them before making the pie.

The noise of heavy footsteps and rustling leaves can be heard.

SHAUN:

Did you hear something, Sarah?

SARAH:

I thought so.  Here, I’ll go check.

She runs over to the bushes alongside the fence.  She parts the foliage, only to find Frank giving her a disgruntled, hideously blank stare.  He slowly and erratically brings his large arms up to grab her.  Sarah’s eyes grow wide and she sprints back to Shaun.

SARAH:

ShaunShaunOhMyGodYou’llNeverBelieveWhatItIsOhMyGodShaunLook
Frank trudges clumsily over to them, until he looms like a mighty tower above them.  The children huddle together excitedly.  He lets out a horrifying groan/howl and leans down over them.

SHAUN:

So wait…can you be killed by destroying your brain?

FRANK:

HHGRRRA—what?

SHAUN:

Your brain.  If we were to, like, stick an ice pick in it, would you die?

FRANK:

Well, I’m technically already dead.

SARAH:

Oh.  And here my brother and I thought you were just the neighbor’s schnauzer.

FRANK:

C’mon, don’t be nasty.  I mean, you’re just kids…would you really stick an ice pick in my brain?

SHAUN:

Is there an option?

FRANK:

Well…Not Sticking An Ice Pick In My Brain, perhaps?
SARAH:

You’re not some kind of fag, are you?

FRANK:

“Fag”?

SARAH:

You fall in love with men?

FRANK:

Well, I dunno about love.  I guess I’ve liked plenty of men, though.

SHAUN:

Figures.  We finally find a real zombie and he sucks dick.

SARAH:

I bet he doesn’t even suck dick.  I bet he’s the Pillow Biter.

SHAUN:

You think that would turn the pillow into a zombie?

SARAH:

If it did, it would be a faggot zombie pillow.

FRANK:

No, no, no…you don’t get it.  I don’t want to have sex with anyone.  I’m not gay.  I just really want to be accepted, if you want the honest truth.

The children look at one another in consideration.

SHAUN and SARAH:

Fag!

Frank shakes his head in irritation, picks them both up by the collars, and chucks them far out into the lake with humongous fury.  They land, and Frank comes to his senses and drops to his knees, looking forlornly at the lake and then down at the ground.

FRANK:

…what…what have I done…oh…oh, no…

The children swim noisily back to the shore.

SHAUN:

Look, Sarah!  It’s a faggot zombie who thinks ten-year-olds can’t swim!

SARAH:

I’ll bet he threw us because he didn’t want to eat our brains because of all the carbs it would put on his thighs!

Frank sees they’re swimming back safely and trudges away as they call after him.

SHAUN:

Either that or he only likes the taste of decomposing sausage!

SARAH:

Hahahaha…my brother got rejected by a man who came back from the grave for penis!
SHAUN:

Shut up, Sarah.

SCENE XI:  Int—Frank’s Room, Night

Frank stares at the little dying yellow flower and speaks quietly to it.

FRANK:

Sometimes I can’t help but wonder why I bother to keep this up.

SCENE XII:  Int—Drac’s Chamber, Night

Drac paces around his chamber.

DRAC:

Today’s monsters don’t need fangs or decaying flesh.  They have something far scarier:  dreamlessness.  Who are we to fight against that?

SCENE XIII:  Int—Wolfie’s Room, Night

Wolfie pontificates while lying in a plush doggie bed, cheek resting on one hand, twirling a cow hoof between the fingers of the other.

WOLFIE:

It makes me question why we came back in the first place.  But I think, in the long run, that answer’s simple:

SCENE XIV:  Int—Drac’s Chamber, Night

DRAC:

That FUCKING Hugh Jackman movie.

SCENE XV:  Int—Wolfie’s Room, Night

WOLFIE:

My survival.

SCENE XVI:  Int—Frank’s Room, Night

FRANK:

Dad.

Frank blinks a tear away and turns from the camera.

FRANK:

An old friend once wrote, “The future is just old age and illness and pain…I must have peace and this is the only way.”  He then sat at the bottom of a swimming pool until he was fished out the day after.  The real wound that time heals is Life, and the only way to escape that fact is by taking your mind off it.

SCENE XVII:  Int—Wolfie’s Room, Night
WOLFIE:

Winding up as anything is better than winding up as nothing.

SCENE XVIII:  Int—Wolfie’s Room, Night
Drac knocks on two adjacent doors.  Frank and Wolfie come out of them.

DRAC:

Listen, guys.  Whatever I said was lame.  I’m a lame, miserable guy that can’t seem to give the right impression to anyone.  But hey, we’ve failed enough to where we’re bound to succeed soon, right?
After a hesitation, he extends his hands to both of them.  Frank cracks a half-smile and shakes.  Wolfie, after considering and rolling his eyes, shakes, as well.

WOLFIE:

We’re gonna make it.

FRANK:

Yeah.  Whatever “it” is.

DRAC:

G’nite, boys.

Wolfie and Frank turn off into their rooms.  Drac stands, considering, and then calls out.

DRAC:

No Happy Ending, Wolfie?  I expected a leg humping, at the least!

He walks off, arrogantly content, as Wolfie shouts after him from inside his room.
WOLFIE (OS):

You put the “crud” in “Dracula”, y’know that?

FRANK (OS):

But “Crud” isn’t in “Dracula”.

WOLFIE (OS):

No, Frank, you have to rearrange the letters.

FADE OUT
FRANK (VO):

But then the word is no longer “Dracula”.  It’s…like…“Crudala”.
