Halloween: The Series


Episode 16: Soul Parasite





Panning down from a glowing streetlight, we open on a deserted roadway surrounded by dense forests.  In the distance, two glaring headlights speed around a bend in the road.  Two voices fade in as the car draws nearer…





GUY (VO): So where are we going?





GIRL (VO): It’s a surprise…





Inside the car, the girl’s wavy red hair coils around her pale face as she turns to face us.  She has intense green eyes and full shimmering lips, which form a soft smirk.  Her name is MIA CAULFIELD, and her striking appearance suggests she could easily be mistaken for some kind of celebrity.





MIA: …You like surprises, Davy?





The driver, DAVID ANDERSON, grins back at her.





DAVID: Sure…so why haven’t I ever seen you around town before tonight?  I mean, Rutherford’s a pretty small place…





MIA: I guess I only come out at night.





She starts to laugh quietly to herself.  David glances over at her uneasily, but still fascinated nevertheless. 





DAVID: What’s so funny?





Mia’s laughter stops abruptly and she turns to stare out her window at the passing trees.





MIA: This is my stop.





DAVID: Here?  Are you kidding?  We’ve gotta be miles from anywhere.





Mia smiles and creeps across the seat toward him.  Her tongue runs over her upper lip while her fingers delicately trail down to the first button of her top and slip it open. 





MIA: That’s the idea, Davy.  Now pull over.





David’s car pulls off the road under a shadowy overpass and the engine cuts out.  We can barely see Mia and David; just their forms.  As David starts to kiss Mia’s neck, she smiles wickedly and tilts her head up toward the full moon looming over the woods.





A pair of fangs protrudes down from her fiery red lips.  Digging her fingernails into David’s back, Mia delves the razor-sharp teeth into his throat.  Blood surges through the veins in her face as David’s tortured screams pierce the dead silence.





The Halloween theme begins to play, drowning out the cries as we ascend over the hood of the car to the night sky where dark clouds are rolling in.  A Jack-o-Lantern appears, an evil grin on it, and the titles come up:





HALLOWEEN: The Series





The theme becomes a very rock and roll-like version as the main credits roll and images from the series fly up…





TOMMY DOYLE           DEBRA LOOMIS          LONNIE ELAMB





Guest Starring MIA CAULFIELD, ETHAN BURROWS, and DAVID ANDERSON





We open on the near-empty parking lot of a roadside café.  Its neon sign flickers on and off as a semi speeds through the area, ruffling the leaves on the ground.





Inside the café, Debra and Tommy are sitting across from each other in a booth.  Debra slaps a newspaper out over the table.  The headline is printed in big block letters: “3 MISSING, PRESUMED DEAD”.





DEBRA: Well?





TOMMY: Well what?





DEBRA: Do you think Michael could be involved?





TOMMY: I don’t see how.  He’s never been the type of killer to weight down his victims.  Not for long periods of time, anyway.  Sooner or later they all surfaced.





Debra slumps back in her seat, disappointed.





DEBRA: I still think we should check it out.





Lonnie approaches the table balancing three steaming coffees in his hands.  He slides into the booth next to Debra, noticing the newspaper.





LONNIE: Let me guess.  We’re gonna go try to get ourselves killed…again.  Am I right?





DEBRA: You got it.





LONNIE: You know for a psychologist you’re pretty messed up.





DEBRA: Hey, I’m not the one with a chronic kleptomania complex.





LONNIE: Thanks for the diagnosis, doc-





TOMMY: Back off, Lonnie.  We’ve got work to do.





LONNIE: Whatever you say, Doyle.  So where are we headed to?





Tommy glides the newspaper across the table so he can read the front page.





LONNIE: Rutherford?  Never heard of the place.





DEBRA: It’s about fifty miles south of here on Highway 7.





LONNIE: Then what are we waiting for?  Let’s go.





As the trio leaves the booth, we close in on the newspaper’s headline and fade to blackness.





We open on an old castle-like stone building inconspicuously nestled into a clearing in the trees.  We pull back to see Tommy’s car parked not far from the building, which has the words RUTHERFORD PUBLIC LIBRARY engraved above the entrance between two ugly gargoyle heads.





Inside the building, Lonnie, Debra, and Tommy slowly step through the library’s main foyer.  From their POV, we scan the great hall of ceiling-high bookcases.  We settle on a small sitting area in the center of the room where there are over-stuffed couches and chairs, as well as a large desk.  Its lamp casts a warm orange glow across the library. 





DEBRA: Hello?  Mr. Burrows?





Lonnie leans over the front desk, looking at the cluttered piles of papers and books.





LONNIE: Geez, when’s the last time this guy cleaned out this dump?





BURROWS: Last month, actually.





All three of them spin around to see a man entering from the basement door carrying a stack of books.  They make a loud thud as he sets them down on the desk.





DEBRA: You must be Ethan Burrows, the librarian?





BURROWS: That’s me, in the flesh…





DEBRA: I’m Dr. Loomis-we talked on the phone earlier.  We’re very grateful for your help.





BURROWS: Well I’m glad to be of assistance to you, although I’m afraid I don’t know much about the topic of homicide.





TOMMY: But you’ve lived in Rutherford your whole life.  You must know it pretty well…?





BURROWS: Oh yes, my father was the librarian here before me, and his father during the war-





LONNIE: So you got a bathroom in this place?  Or an…outhouse?





Debra shoots him a glare, but Burrows doesn’t seem very offended.





BURROWS: All the way down the center aisle and to the right.  It’s the first door; you can’t miss it.





LONNIE: Thanks.





As he disappears down the aisle, Burrows leads the other to the front desk.  He pulls out a stack of newspapers from beneath the counter and sets them out.





BURROWS: They’re all here, all except for the first disappearance.  I hadn’t kept it since it didn’t look too suspicious at the time.





TOMMY: Why’s that?





BURROWS: People don’t stick around Rutherford long.  This town saw its heyday many years ago.





TOMMY: So why haven’t you left?





Burrows glances up at him for a moment as if pondering the question, then disappears back under the counter.





BURROWS: I almost forgot…this morning’s issue.





He hands the newest paper over to Debra.  She examines it closely.





DEBRA: They found a body?





BURROWS: David Anderson; a new victim-not one of the missing persons.  He was discovered in his car with two puncture wounds to the neck, sort of like a vampire-except vampires don’t run too rampant around these parts.





He lets out a sick, dry laugh at his own joke.  Debra and Tommy exchange somber looks.  





TOMMY: Anything’s possible…





The smile on Burrows’ face fades.





BURROWS: Yes…I suppose so…





Debra points down at the article in the newspaper.





DEBRA: How do the police know that Anderson is related to the disappearances?  Was there some kind of link?





BURROWS: All the missing persons were relatively close in age-early to mid-twenties-and all were males.





We cut to Lonnie as he walks back from the bathroom, whistling a tune to himself.  He stops abruptly as he sees a figure through one of the bookshelves.  A girl.  Lonnie slowly edges around the side of the bookshelf, but she doesn’t seem to notice.





LONNIE: How’s the book?





Mia’s green eyes flash up to meet his.  She shoots him one of her trademark smiles.





MIA: It’s interesting.





LONNIE: What’s the title?





Mia playfully waves the book up for him to see.  The “Kama Sutra”.





Lonnie suddenly falls into a stunned coughing fit, grabbing onto the edge of the bookcase for support.  Mia laughs.





MIA: Are you familiar with it?





LONNIE: It’s only my all-time favorite book.  Well, after the Bible anyway…





MIA: I’m sure.





Lonnie extends a hand out to her, which she takes.





LONNIE: Lonnie Elamb.





MIA: I’m Mia, Mia Caulfield.





LONNIE: It’s nice to meet you, Mia Caulfield.  So what brings you to the captivating Rutherford Public Library?





MIA: Boredom, I suppose.  There’s really not much else to do around a town like this.





LONNIE: So I’ve noticed.





MIA: What about you?  What are you doing here?





LONNIE: I’ve been dragged here against my will-





Tommy’s voice echoes from the front of the library.





TOMMY: Lonnie, let’s go!





Lonnie groans to himself, looking back to Mia.





LONNIE: Well, that’s my cue…listen, maybe I could get your phone number.  See my friends and I are gonna be here in town for a few days and-





TOMMY: Lonnie!





MIA: You’d better go.





LONNIE: Yeah…I’ll see you around?





MIA: Not if I see you first.





Lonnie grins, slowly slipping away and heading back toward the others.  Tommy is waiting near the doorway while Debra and Burrows talk at the front desk.





TOMMY: It’s about time.





LONNIE: Excuse me, Doyle, but I was trying to get to know one of the fine citizens of Rutherford.  And I do mean fine-





DEBRA: You guys ready?





Lonnie and Tommy both nod, following her out the door.  Halfway to the car, Tommy breaks the silence.





TOMMY: So, Lonnie, would you care to elaborate on your story?





LONNIE: Right, so I was coming back from the bathroom when I see somebody standing in one of the aisles-





DEBRA: That’s strange.  Mr. Burrows said he hadn’t had any business all day.





LONNIE: The guy’s a quack.  He probably forgot she was there.  So anyway, I go and see who it is.  Man you should have seen this girl!  Red hair, long legs, a perfect ass-





DEBRA: We get the picture, Lonnie.





LONNIE: Do I detect a tinge of jealousy, Debbie?





DEBRA: No, I just thought you might want to know that there was a murder last night.





LONNIE: A murder?  Who?





DEBRA: A guy named David Anderson.  He worked at a factory a few miles from here.  Apparently he was known for being somewhat promiscuous with women.





LONNIE: You think our culprit could be a black widow?





DEBRA: I’d put my money on it, but we can’t rule out any possibilities.  Not yet.





LONNIE: So where to now?





TOMMY: Weatherly Funeral Home.





LONNIE: I’m afraid to ask why.





TOMMY: I’d tell you, but you can probably guess.





LONNIE: Anderson’s corpse is there?





TOMMY: Right.  We’ve just got one problem: we don’t have clearance to see it.





A grin slowly forms across Lonnie’s face.





LONNIE: Let me handle it.





We open on a dimly lit morgue, panning across it too see carts full of shining pointed objects and an occupied operating table covered with a white sheet.  One of the morgue’s windows is suddenly smashed open by an elbow.  Lonnie peeks his head inside and breaks out the rest of the glass in the window frame.





TOMMY (flatly): Well, Lonnie, you haven’t lost your touch.  You should be proud.





LONNIE: I am.





He turns to Debra.





LONNIE: Ladies first.





DEBRA: You’re finally starting to act like a gentleman…





She starts to climb up into the window when Lonnie plants a hand on her backside.  Debra spins around and slaps his hand away.





DEBRA: Okay I take that back.  You’re a pervert.





LONNIE: I was just trying to help.





DEBRA: Yeah right.





She turns and climbs up into the window, brushing herself off as she enters the morgue.  Debra quickly goes to the door and locks it.  She turns around to see the others climbing in.





TOMMY: All right, let’s make this quick.  There’s something about morgues that makes me feel a little uneasy…





LONNIE: You think it might have something to do with all the dead bodies?





Tommy glares at him, then joins Debra at the mortician’s desk as she shuffles through the files.





DEBRA: Mr. Burrows was right.  They brought Anderson’s body in here this morning-





LONNIE: Hey guys, can you give me a hand?





They look up to where he is standing at the operating table.  He lifts the corpse’s pale hand and waves it at them.





LONNIE: Never mind, I’ve already got one.





He breaks into a snicker while Debra and Tommy both roll their eyes.





DEBRA: Lonnie stop playing with the stiffs and go watch for anybody by the window.





Lonnie lets the hand flop back to the stretcher.





LONNIE: You got it, Debbie.





Debra goes back to reading the file on Anderson.





DEBRA: Here it is: two circular lacerations in the neck.  But no substantial blood loss…





TOMMY: I guess it wasn’t a vampire.





DEBRA: Then why would the killer do that?





Tommy shrugs.





TOMMY: Maybe as a calling card?  





DEBRA: Let’s look at the body.





Debra walks over to the stretcher and checks the corpse’s toe tag.





DEBRA: This is him.





She slowly pulls down the white sheet.  Beneath, David’s glassy eyes stare up at the ceiling.  He’s still dressed in the clothes he was killed in, with dried blood on his neck and trailing down his shirt.





TOMMY: It’s amazing…he kinda still looks alive…





Debra suddenly screams as David’s dead eyes flash over to meet her own.  She stumbles back and watches as David’s arm grabs Tommy by the collar and heaves him across the room.  Tommy collides with one of the carts, causing its contents to clatter out all over the floor.





David, very much undead, tears off the white sheet and lunges from the stretcher.  He growls at Debra with flaring blood-red eyes and makes a dive for her.  Both their bodies soar across the room and onto the desk.  Debra struggles to escape but David is too strong for her.  He reaches for a letter opener on the desk and lowers it to the soft flesh of her neck.





LONNIE: Hey!





David looks up to see Lonnie’s fist rushing at him.  The blow knocks him off Debra and into the wall.  Debra and Lonnie both watch as David immediately gets to his feet, hardly fazed.  He charges toward Lonnie and pins him up against the operating table.  As he begins to strangle him to death, a stake juts out from his chest and sprays blood out all over Lonnie’s face.





David’s body collapses to the floor and Tommy stands in its place.





TOMMY: Never leave the house without a stake when you’ve got a possible vampire on your hands.





Lonnie stands weakly.





LONNIE: Thanks for the tip.





Debra joins them, forming a circle around David’s motionless corpse.





TOMMY: So does this answer anything?





DEBRA: No…just more questions…





They all look up as somebody begins pounding on the door to the morgue, their muffled yells sounding very aggravated.  Debra turns back to the others.





DEBRA: We’d better go.





We open on a crowded, smoky tavern, stopping where Tommy and Debra are sitting at the bar.  Behind them, Lonnie exits from the bathroom wiping his face off.





TOMMY: Finally get those vampire guts off your clothes, Lonnie?





Lonnie ignores him, taking a seat on one of the bar stools.  He waves to the bartender and orders a drink.





DEBRA: You know, Tommy, the more I think about all of this, the more it doesn’t make sense.  A vampire didn’t bite Anderson-we know that because he hardly lost any blood.  So why did he come back to life?





LONNIE: And what the hell was he?





TOMMY: Maybe he was some kind of superior zombie.





DEBRA: But that still doesn’t tell us what bit him in the first place…





Her voice fades away and becomes blurred as we close in on Tommy’s face.  His eyes search across the busy room, catching a glimpse of Mia’s red flowing hair among the crowd of people.  She’s sitting at the far end of the bar with a guy whose back is to us, but we can see that he’s wearing a black leather jacket.  Debra’s voice cuts back in-





DEBRA: Whoever did it must have known that Anderson was going to come back to life.





LONNIE: Why do you say that?





DEBRA: Well that’s why the killer weighted down the other three bodies, assuming they’re all dead…





LONNIE: So why didn’t the killer weight down this body too?





DEBRA: I don’t know…





She glances over at Tommy, who is staring into space.





DEBRA: Tommy, are you all right?





Tommy points toward the door where Mia and her date are now going for the exit together.





TOMMY: Is that who I think it is?





LONNIE: Hey, that’s the girl from the library-





He starts to get up but Debra pulls him back down.





DEBRA: You mean the psycho from the library.





LONNIE (annoyed): What are you talking about?





DEBRA: Is it just me or did we not take a consensus that the bombshell babe was our prime suspect? 





TOMMY: I second that.





LONNIE: You guys are crazy.  Just look at her.  She wouldn’t harm a fly.





DEBRA: Yet she continues to leave with the guy in the leather jacket…





Lonnie ignores her and stands, pushing his way through the people to the door; Debra and Tommy follow.  Just as they get outside, Lonnie watches helplessly as a car speeds off down the road.  The license plate reads: 2HOT4U.





TOMMY: Well, Lonnie, it looks like we’ve found somebody in this universe with a bigger ego than you.





LONNIE: Shut up, Doyle.





He kicks up a cloud of dirt and turns to go back inside the bar while Tommy and Debra can only watch.





Opening on a newspaper as it’s thrown into his lap, we pan up to Lonnie’s surprised face.  He looks up to see Debra standing over him.





DEBRA: Take a look.





Lonnie glances down at the newspaper.  On it, the guy in the leather jacket is pictured on it with the caption: “LOCAL FOUND MURDERED”.





LONNIE: So?  What does this prove?





DEBRA: Everything.  Lonnie, this is it-we’ve got your girl now.  This is definitely the guy she left with last night.





LONNIE: There’s no way you could have seen him-





DEBRA: I saw enough for him to fit the picture.  It’s her, Lonnie.  No doubt about it.





LONNIE: No way…we can’t just accuse her because she happens to be the last one seen with two guys.  And the other three are just missing.





DEBRA: Why can’t you just open your eyes, Lonnie?





LONNIE: Maybe it’s you.  Have you ever thought of that?  Maybe you just couldn’t stand the thought of me getting involved with somebody and you had to stop me!





Debra scoffs at the idea, turning to leave the hotel room.





LONNIE: Where are you going?





DEBRA: Tommy and I are going to talk to librarian again to investigate the disappearances.  I’d ask you to come…but then again, I wouldn’t.  Just stay out of trouble, Lonnie.





LONNIE: Stay out of trouble?  Me?





Debra turns back and gives him a solemn stare.





DEBRA: Please-and lock the door after I leave.





Lonnie laughs, going out the door after her.  He follows her down the length of the balcony and down the stairway to where Tommy is waiting by the car.





LONNIE: What am I under house arrest now?





Debra, now halfway in the car, turns to face him again.





DEBRA: And what if I said yes?





LONNIE: I’d say we’re wrong about who’s got the biggest ego in the group.





Debra glares at him.





DEBRA: Go back to Haddonfield, Lonnie.  Life’s always easier when daddy’s checkbook is close by…





Lonnie watches speechlessly as Debra gets into the car.  It pulls out of the parking lot and speeds away down the street.





We open in the library where Debra, Tommy, and Burrows are looking over some old newspaper clippings under the light of the lamp.  Burrows sighs, setting down the article about the latest victim.





BURROWS: And Rutherford used to be such a peaceful, safe place.  I mean, did you hear about that disgusting lewd display at the funeral home?  Someone actually took out Anderson’s corpse and stabbed it with a stake!


 


Debra and Tommy exchange comical glances.





DEBRA: So did you know the last victim, Mr. Burrows?





BURROWS: I’m afraid not.  He doesn’t appear to be the type that might come to a library, does he?





DEBRA: No I guess not…





TOMMY: So this is what we know: the killer started out with the first three disappearances-





BURROWS: There’s no reason to presume that they’re connected.





TOMMY: Rutherford’s a small town.  Less than a thousand people.  Chances are highly likely that they’re connected.





BURROWS: You have a point.  Continue.





TOMMY: Right.  So now, the last two bodies have turned up right after their deaths.  The question is: why?





DEBRA: The killer’s not being so careful anymore.  She’s getting shoddy in her work.





BURROWS: She?





Debra shrugs, taken off guard by his question.  Before she can answer, Tommy chimes in again.





TOMMY: So why is the killer being careless?





DEBRA: She’s nervous.





TOMMY: Nope, no reason to be.  There hasn’t been enough evidence to convict anyone and they know it.





DEBRA: She’s anxious.  She’s anticipating something…





Tommy nods, a smile forming on his lips.





TOMMY: There’s not much more to do…whatever motive the killer had at first-the goal is almost reached.





He and Debra both turn to Burrows, who is now looking very worried.





DEBRA: Mr. Burrows…?





The librarian looks up at her with fearful eyes.





BURROWS: Oh God…





TOMMY: What?  What is it?





BURROWS: Come.  There’s something I have to show you.





We cut to Lonnie lying on the hotel bed in boredom as he flips through the TV channels.  He glances over at the telephone as it starts to ring.  Lonnie reaches over and picks it up.





LONNIE: Hel-





Mia’s smooth, seductive voice interrupts him on the other line.





MIA: Hello, Lonnie.





Lonnie sits up alertly.





LONNIE: Kama Sutra Girl-!  Uh, I mean…Mia, right?





Mia laughs softly on the other line.





MIA: You remember me.





LONNIE: How could I forget?





MIA: What are you doing?  Are you busy?





LONNIE: Busy?  No, not at all…





MIA: Good.  I’ve been looking for something to do.





LONNIE: Really?





MIA: Yeah.  Why don’t you meet me outside.





LONNIE: Outside where…?





MIA: The hotel, silly.





Lonnie crosses the room to the windows and opens the curtains.  Mia waves up to him from a payphone across the street.





LONNIE: I’ll be right down.





In the phone booth, Mia hangs the phone up with a smirk.





MIA: And I’ll be waiting.





We cut back to Burrows as he hurriedly leads Debra and Tommy down a flight of old stone stairs to the library’s musty basement.  Walking down a long narrow passageway, they come to a small study stacked to the ceiling with old scrapbooks and newspapers.





DEBRA: What is this place?





BURROWS: Storage-mostly for old records and photographs taken in Rutherford over the years…





He takes down one of the scrapbooks and hands it to Tommy.  He and Debra flip through it, choking on the dust that explodes from its pages.





TOMMY (still coughing): You mean over the centuries.





BURROWS: Those pictures are from the annual festival…taken in 1941…





DEBRA: Are you saying these murders have something to do with the festival?





BURROWS: Look closer…





Debra’s eyes scan over the scrapbook pictures in Tommy’s hands; a brief gasp escapes her throat and her eyes freeze on one of the images: a picture of Mia, appearing just as youthful as she did at the bar the night before.





DEBRA: Oh my God…it can’t be…





TOMMY: It is.  It’s her.





DEBRA: But she looks the same.  How?





They both look at Burrows, who remains silent.





DEBRA: Tell us what she is…





BURROWS: She’s a demon.  One who feeds on the souls of others.  A parasite, if you will.





TOMMY: And she’s anticipating something, isn’t she, Mr. Burrows?  That’s what got you so upset before?





BURROWS: What she wants is eternal youth.  That is why she kills.  And you’re right-she’s almost finished.  The demon must take the souls of six humans once every three decades.  And once the third and final harvest is complete, she will gain immortality as a human herself…





TOMMY: How do we stop her?





BURROWS: You must prevent her from taking the final soul.





DEBRA: Lonnie…





TOMMY: Then what will happen?





BURROWS: The demon would starve and be forced to retreat…back to hell…





He turns away from them, setting the scrapbook back up on a shelf with the others.





DEBRA: Just one more question, Mr. Burrows…how do you know all this?





We close in on Burrows as he turns to face them.  A wide devilish grin is frozen over his face.





DEBRA: Oh God…you’re in on it…you’re on her side!





Burrows shrugs, moving toward her and Tommy.  They step back nervously.





BURROWS: It’s a shame you didn’t figure it out earlier.





DEBRA (hesitant): Why?





BURROWS: Because now I’m going to kill you, friend.





He reaches in his jacket and pulls out a handgun.  He aims it at Debra and Tommy.





BURROWS: Now, move.





The gun barrel herds the two of them back out into the corridor.





TOMMY: Where are taking us?





BURROWS: I’ve got some friends for you to meet…





We cut to Lonnie and Mia standing in front of a great rusted gate that is overgrown with dead vines.  A sign near it reads: RUTHERFORD CEMETERY.





LONNIE: Well, I can honestly say I didn’t see this coming.  I’ve never been to a graveyard on a first date.





Mia turns and smiles at him.  Taking his hand in her own, she leads him through the gate as we rise over it to see the tombstones glowing in the clear, starry night.





We cut back to Debra and Tommy as they arrive to a new basement chamber with Burrows still keeping them at gunpoint.  The room has lit torches up against its four walls, and large square holes are in the center of the floor.  Debra peers down into one of the holes, staggering back as she hears deep roars from the darkness.





DEBRA: What’s down there?





BURROWS: The unfortunate corpses of Mia’s early victims.  They’ve been down there for quite a long time without anything to eat, so I’m sure they’ll be glad you dropped in-





DEBRA: Wait!





BURROWS: What now?





DEBRA: You’re not a zombie, Mr. Burrows, so why are you doing this?





BURROWS: Long ago my family made a binding promise…when my ancestors came to America as immigrants they were very poor.  They promised to aid the demon in anything she wishes in return for wealth and prosperity.  And that includes making sure inquisitive little shits like you don’t get in the way.





DEBRA: You’re her slave?





BURROWS: Yes.  I’m bound in the promise against my will, and in return she spares my life…so, any other questions?  No?  Well then…I guess this is goodbye.





Before Tommy and Debra can object, Burrows shoves them into the pits below.  They both hit the ground hard, slowly recovering in the dark crypt where they now are.





TOMMY: Debra?  Are you okay?





DEBRA: Yeah I’m fine…I can hardly see anything…





She stares down at her feet as they crunch over something.  Human bones.  Debra quickly digs in her pocket and pulls out a lighter.  As the flame crackles to life, her eyes lift to see three figures standing in the shadows.





DEBRA: Looks like we’ve found the other missing people…





We cut back above to the surface where Burrows is in the middle of humming a pleased tune as he picks his gun up and brushes the dirt off of it.  He walks back to the dark pit and stares in, smiling in satisfaction as he hears screaming below. 





BURROWS (calling down): You should have never come here in the first place…you should have stayed home where it was safe…





He peers down into the hole, now silent.





BURROWS: What a pity…





DEBRA: I’ll say!!





Burrows looks stunned as Debra suddenly swings upwards from the ledge and kicks him directly in the chest, knocking him across the chamber and into the wall.  She lands on her feet while Tommy crawls up behind her.





TOMMY: It must be nice to know you can take up acrobatics if the whole psychiatrist thing goes under.





They both approach Burrows who is now lying up against the wall.  Breathing heavily, he wipes the fresh trickle of blood from his mouth.





BURROWS: How did you…?





Debra clamps a foot down over his throat.





DEBRA: It’s our turn to ask question.  Where’s Mia now?





BURROWS: Probably sucking the life out of your poor friend.





He starts to laugh, stopping sharply as Debra’s hold tightens.  Burrows squirms uncomfortably.





TOMMY: Where would she take him?





BURROWS: To the graveyard…but you’re too late.  He’s already dead.





Debra swiftly kicks Burrows across the face, instantly knocking him out cold.  





TOMMY: Remind me never to piss you off!





DEBRA: Uncle Sam paid for my lessons as a birthday present once. I guess, after his experiences with Michael Myers, he thought I would need how to look after myself. 





She and Tommy quickly turn and leave the chamber.





We cut to Lonnie and Mia as they enter one of the cemetery’s mausoleums.  After they go inside Mia turns and locks the two heavy doors.





LONNIE: Don’t like the idea of getting caught in the act, eh?





He laughs but Mia doesn’t respond.  Lonnie can barely see her figure in the shadows of the tomb.  She turns around to face him but her face is still hidden.





MIA: You ready?





LONNIE: I was born ready.





MIA: Good…





She smoothly walks across the floor to him, leaving the shadows so that he can see her face.  A terror-stricken gasp escapes Lonnie’s throat as Mia steps out into the moonlight.





LONNIE: Jesus Christ…Mia…





MIA: What is it?





LONNIE: Your face.





Mia turns and looks at herself in one of the tomb’s full-length decorative mirrors.  A scaly darkness is beginning to split out from beneath her pale flesh.  Mia bites her bottom lip, turning back to face Lonnie.





MIA: I guess we’d better hurry then.  We don’t have much time…





She approaches Lonnie, who backs up until he’s nearly against the stone wall.  Tilting her head forward to his fearful expression, she inhales his scent.  A fiery yellow burns in her eyes.





MIA (whispering): So, Lonnie, how ‘bout a kiss?





The fangs slide down from her mouth as she grabs her horrified date.  Both of them suddenly cringe as the mausoleum’s glass dome shatters above them.  Debra and Tommy drop down to see them face-to-face. We hear Tommy let out a slight moan of pain as he hits the floor.





DEBRA: We’re not interrupting are we?





Mia glares at her angrily, then shrugs.





MIA: I suppose two more souls won’t make a difference…





She suddenly hisses and heaves Lonnie into the others, knocking them all over.  She approaches them.





MIA: You pathetic humans, always thinking you’re stronger than you really are…





She licks her lips hungrily, approaching the fallen group.  As she does, Tommy holds out Burrows’ handgun at her.  Mia doesn’t look bothered by it.  In fact, her whole body is now visibly deteriorating into her true demon form.





MIA (seeing the gun): Looks familiar…I knew I couldn’t count on that nobody librarian.





TOMMY: No I guess not.





He cocks the gun.  As his finger squeezes the trigger, Mia quickly leaps across the room with cat-like grace and lands on the wall.  Tommy fires again and she slithers to the ceiling, staring upside-down at them with her hideous demon features.





As Tommy prepares to shoot again, the Demon dives down from the ceiling and swoops at Lonnie.  The two of them go flying across the tomb into the mirror, smashing it to pieces.





Lonnie tries to get away but the Demon grips him with her claws.  Lonnie’s eyes wince as the Demon prepares to bite into his neck, then it stops-





Lying right next to them is a shard of broken glass.  It stares longingly down into it, seeing Mia’s reflection instead of its own.  The Demon roars and shatters the glass, turning back to Lonnie.





As it lowers its fangs to bite him, a gunshot rings out through the tomb.  The Demon screeches in pain.





Tommy fires the gun again, this time catching the creature in its back.  From beneath it, Lonnie watches as the fangs slowly disappear.  The Demon collapses on top of him, dead.





Tommy drops the gun to his side in relief as Debra stands beside him and puts a hand on his trembling shoulder.





LONNIE: Um, a little help here, please?





Debra and Tommy both hurry over to him and pull him out from underneath the repulsive thing previously known as Mia Caulfield.  Together, they all stare down at it.





DEBRA: And just think, Lonnie, you almost mated with the bitch…





They watch as the Demon’s corpse evaporates to dust and slips into the cracked stone floor of the mausoleum.  We fade to black.





We open on Debra as she follows a doctor in a white coat down a long corridor.  They stop at the last door.





DOCTOR: This is it.





He turns to leave, then stops.





DOCTOR: I’m not sure if you’ll be able to get through to him…he hasn’t talked for days.





Debra nods.





DEBRA: Thank you, doctor.





She waits for the sound of his footsteps to fade away down the hallway, then turns and faces the door.  Her eyes peer through the small slit in it to the inside where a figure is hunched over in a straightjacket.  We can’t see his face.





DEBRA (softly): Mr. Burrows?  It’s Debra Loomis…do you remember me?





No answer.





DEBRA: I thought maybe we could speak briefly.  About Mia, I mean.





The hunched figure remains still and unresponsive under the cold blue light.





DEBRA: I want to help you recover, Mr. Burrows…





Still no answer.





Defeated, Debra turns to leave when a weak voice comes from inside the cell.





BURROWS: You won’t find him.





Debra goes back to the door.





DEBRA: Who?





Inside, Burrows slowly raises his face to hers.  It’s pale and tired, but there’s still a hint of his chilling insane grin.





BURROWS: The one you aimlessly search for…to avenge those he harmed…





Debra’s hands press up against the door, now fully interested.





DEBRA: Michael…what about him, Mr. Burrows?  Do you know something?





A low, cracked laugh comes from the man inside the cell.





BURROWS: He’s around, my dear doctor.  He’s around…





He suddenly erupts into roaring laughter, thrashing wildly to get out of the straightjacket.  Debra steps back as two hospital attendants come charging down the hallway and enter the cell, one holding a sedative syringe.  Debra turns and walks down the hallway, still hearing Burrows’ faint laughter.





We cut to the lobby where Lonnie is flipping through a magazine.  He looks up as Debra bursts through the double doors and rushes past him toward the exit.





LONNIE: Debbie?  Something wrong?





She ignores him, going out into the pouring rain outside in the sanitarium’s parking lot.





LONNIE: Debra!





He finally catches up to her and gently spins her around to face him.





LONNIE: What the hell is wrong?  Debra, talk to me!





Debra looks up into his eyes, appearing troubled.





DEBRA: Maybe we’re doing this all for nothing, Lonnie…





LONNIE: What?





DEBRA: Have you ever thought that Michael is just playing with us, leading us around and making us believe that we’ll actually find him someday?





LONNIE: No…Debra, I know that one day Michael Myers will get what he deserves.  All the deaths he’s responsible will be avenged.  And I for one would like to be the person to annihilate the fucker.





Debra’s eyes meet his, a small smirk on her lips.  Lonnie leans down to kiss them, but Debra quickly pulls away.





LONNIE: What?  What is it?





DEBRA: Lonnie, you and me…we aren’t-





TOMMY: Hey, you guys ready to go?





They both look up to see Tommy approaching them.





TOMMY (grinning): The monsters of the world are waiting.





Debra glances over at Lonnie as if to saying something, but he does first.





LONNIE: I know I’m ready.  How ‘bout you, Debbie?





Debra nods, looking back and forth between her friends.  They’re smiling, despite being soaked in all the rain that is coming down.  Debra smiles too, nodding.





DEBRA: Yeah…yeah, I’m ready.





Roll End Credits Over Halloween Theme.
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