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INT. STUDIO APARTMENT BEDROOM - NIGHT

Two well-acquainted strangers lay an awkward foots-length

distance apart in a queen bed.

EDDIE, an extremely pale and handsome Woody Allen type,

satisfyingly lights a cigarette.

EDDIE

I’m glad we decided to eat in.

ELI, olive-skinned but a shade that hasn’t seen daylight for

quite some time, coughs uncomfortably as the smoke blows

directly into her face.

ELI

Do you mind? I’m allergic.

EDDIE

Bullshit, that’s not real.

He ignores her and continues with his vice while Eli’s

coughing persists.

ELI

Right. Just like your "allergy to

garlic."

EDDIE

I just hate how it turns my breath.

Smoke blows directly in her face again again.

ELI

You-- told me--

The coughing intensifies. Eddie sits up straight in bed,

letting the cigarette dangle from the corner of his mouth

nearest Eli’s face.

She glares up at him for a moment, forever awaiting his

attention.

He begins to fix his hair, as if an invisible mirror were

set in front of him.

Her eyes soften and fix on the smoke as it begins to trail

in her direction. She sits up and out of bed, wrapping a

throw around her body like a towel before making her way

onto the floor, slipping from view.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

EDDIE

Tell me how my hair looks.

ELI (O/S)

It’s fine.

He notices she’s out of his sight. He hisses.

EDDIE

I swear I only keep you around

because I can’t look into a fucking

mirror.

ELI (O/S)

Sucks to suck. It does make things

easier.

At the sound of a snapshot, Eddie peers over the bed and

finds Eli with her body extended and contorted into an

unnatural position, cell phone in hand and pointed toward

the mirror in front of her.

ELI (CONTD)

Maybe you should get going.

EDDIE

Who are you sending that to?

ELI

To my friend.

He hops off of the bed and onto the floor behind her, far

enough away so he escapes the frame of the mirror.

EDDIE

Honey, just because you Snapchat

sometimes doesn’t mean you’re

"friends."

He pries the phone away from her hands swiftly before she

can even blink.

EDDIE (CONTD)

Especially not if your clothes are

off.

It shatters in his palm with a twist of his wrist. She

tenses defensively.

ELI

Maybe I want a real connection.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

As if he’s an impatient cat waiting for the mouse to appear

from it’s hole to greet him, an idea occurs to him. He lifts

her chin and finally stares into her eyes directly for the

first time.

She feels the weight of this, an almost magnetic pull that

interrupts any last stream of human consciousness.

EDDIE (CONTD)

I know an easier way. A better way.

A half-smirk reveals sharpened teeth that sparkle like

moonlight.

ELI

You’re just trying to feed off of

me.

A glint in his shining, brilliantly dark and inhuman red

eyes grabs her attention.

EDDIE

You mean you don’t trust me?

ELI

I don’t think you’d do anything if

there wasn’t something in it for

you.

In an instant, Eddie attacks ELI from behind, wrapping his

arms around her until he’s clutched her close to his chest,

like a mouse in a trap.

EDDIE

You don’t know what you think.

(beat)

Isn’t that what you want...

He burrows his mouth into her dark, frizzy mane so his

breath is barely a tickle when he speaks into her neck.

EDDIE (CONTD) (O/S)

...more than anything?

Eli stares into the mirror for a moment to calm the energy

emitting from her body,- unable to decide if it’s from

nervousness or excitement.

ELI

You’re full of it.

In the reflection, she sits alone, as if in meditation,

spurring a brief staring contest amongst herself.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

She focuses on the cold hands around her body, - Eddie’s.

She looks back to the mirror and find they’ve disappeared

from view, but still she shivers.

She looks into her own green doe-eyes, blank and unblinking,

revealing how she truly feels - dead already.

She looks back to the mirror, to the invisible space behind

her.

She nods obediently.

EDDIE (CONTD) (O/S)

I promise...

In the mirror, Eli tenses, shrugging her shoulder closer in

toward her neck.

Eddie gently brushes the length of her hair away from her

neck.

His grin widens brighter while he licks his pale, thirsty

lips.

Eli begrudgingly closes her eyes.

EDDIE (CONTD)

...we’ll be closer than we ever

were.

He takes a deep breath, exposes his sharp appendages, and

sinks them quickly in. Her eyes shoot open.

ELI

FU--!


