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FADE IN:

EXT. ESTATE PUBLIC GARDEN - NIGHT

Two figures, a young beautiful black woman Fola and a tall 
shaven-headed middle-aged man Joseph, dance an ARGENTINE 
TANGO in a concrete public garden overlooked by tower blocks.  

Their dance is built on a pounding DOUBLE HEARTBEAT. 

The intensity of their intricate, passionate dance is 
breathtaking made even more eerie by the MONOCHROME WORLD 
they inhabit; a high contrast BLACK AND WHITE landscape that 
is hard, harsh and strangely beautiful in it’s simplicity.

The dancers move silhouette-like in and out of the hard white 
light and back into the blackness of the stark landscape. The 
dance is at once angry, tender and intimate. 

The dancers pause for a moment. 

FOLA
I need a way out of this life, 
Joseph. Help me or let me go. 

JOSEPH
Fola... what can I do? I love you.

Unseen behind them two men in hoodies melt from the shadows. 
The DOUBLE HEARTBEAT quickens. 

FOLA
That’s no answer!

She strikes at him, but he turns her blow into a elegant 
deflection that leads them back into their dance. 

LAUGHTER interrupts them and they hold in an embrace. Fola 
smiles and glances behind them as Joseph squeezes his eyes 
shut in pain. 

The DOUBLE HEARTBEAT thunders in his ears. 

One of the Hoody’s produces a GLITTERING KNIFE. The other 
circles round a knife also glinting in his hand. Fola breaks 
the embrace and advances on the first Hoody with a flourish.

FOLA (CONT’D)
Trying to cut in? 

The man lunges. Saphona twists around him and is away. 

FOLA (CONT’D)
You have a rival, Joseph. 

Joseph opens his eyes as the second hoody approaches.



JOSEPH
I take no pleasure in this anymore.

The second hoody looms. 

SECOND HOODY
Money and phone, cunt!

Whip fast Joseph grabs the man by the hair, bends his head 
back exposing the whiteness of his neck, and SINKS LONG FANGS 
into the man’s neck.

Blood flows. 

The DOUBLE HEARTBEAT is deafening. 

Behind them he first hoody freezes as it registers what 
Joseph is. He looks at Fola. He FANGS glitter, long and 
deadly.

HOODED MAN
(Terrified)

Don’t. Please don’t! I’m sick!

She grabs him by the hair and forces him to his knees 
exposing his throat as she does. 

BLACK WOMAN
What I have is worse.

She sinks her Fangs into his throat. 

He SCREAMS. 

One of the heartbeats CUTS OUT. 

Joseph breaks free of the second hoody with a gasp. The spent 
body drops forgotten to the ground as Joseph gasps. 

His eyes DILATE.

COLOUR explodes into the monochrome world transforming it 
into an impossibly vibrant landscape. Joseph stands frozen, 
his eyes shut as he endures the riotous experience.

It passes. 

The second heartbeat CUTS OUT. Joseph turns.

JOSEPH
Fola... ?

Fola lays on the floor fitting, dark RED FOAM bubbling from 
her mouth. 

JOSEPH (CONT’D)
Fola!
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He throws himself to her side and scoops her into his arms. 
Her fit climaxes and she lays still. 

JOSEPH (CONT’D)
No...

His pupils CONTRACT. The colour bleeds from her face and the 
world lapses back into HIGH CONTRAST BLACK AND WHITE.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

The curtains are drawn and a single shard of DAYLIGHT lays 
across the MONOCHROME room. A grizzled DOCTOR sits on the bed 
drawing blood from an unconscious Fola as a worried Joseph 
looks on.

A CIGARETTE dangles from the Dr’s mouth. 

DOCTOR
I don’t suppose you thought to keep 
the body? 

JOSEPH
Don’t be so disgusting. Do you know 
what ails her?

DOCTOR
(Sarcastic)

No idea.

JOSEPH
How can that be?

The Dr stands and lights a fresh smoke from the smouldering 
butt of his last. 

DOCTOR
(Sarcastic)

Guess I missed the class on Vampire 
morphology. Whoops. Feel free to 
get a second opinion. I hear 
there’s a Van Helsing everyone’s 
raving about. Good luck with that.

Joseph looks down at Fola worry in his eyes. The Dr. lays a 
hand on Joseph’s arm. 

DOCTOR (CONT’D)
Joseph... I’ll do what I can. 

Joseph places his hand over the Doctors. 

JOSEPH
Why do you treat us, Martin? 
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DOCTOR
You’re the only patients I can. And 
you pay cash. 

JOSEPH
Lie to others not to me, or 
yourself. 

DOCTOR
It’s just my way of raging against 
the dying of the light. 

JOSEPH
The Undiscovered Country...

The Dr packs his samples away. 

DOCTOR
Never did get on with Shakespeare. 
Too clever for me. I’m strictly a 
Stephen King man. 

Joseph brushes a strand of hair from Fola’s face. 

JOSEPH
She is my life. 

DOCTOR
I’ll do what I can.

INT. SHADOWED KITCHEN - DUSK

Fola sits in the huge shadow shrouded kitchen. She stares 
down at a beam of GOLDEN LIGHT that lays across her hand. 
Slight WISPS of SMOKE rise. 

JOSEPH
What do you see? 

He moves amongst the deepest shadows in the huge kitchen. His 
view of the world is MONOCHROME BLACK AND WHITE. The golden 
light to his eyes is washed out WHITE. 

FOLA
There’s something so sad about a 
kitchen full of empty cupboards. 
Did we ever even turn the fridge or 
cooker on?

JOSEPH
Why would we? 

Fola stands crosses to the cooker. She fiddles ineptly with 
the dials and switches. One of the burners SPARKS into life. 
She steps back with a gasp as the flame flickers and burns. 
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JOSEPH (CONT’D)
(Irritated)

Fola!

She gazes, rapt, at the flame. Tiny flecks of gold dance in 
the blue flame. 

FOLA
What do you see? 

To Joseph’s eyes the flame is a monochrome irritation without 
life or interest. 

JOSEPH
Will you climb into the 
refrigerator next to lick the ice 
or boil water to watch the steam? 
This is a sickness. Nothing more. 

Off his words Fola comes to a angry decision. She strides 
across the room and pulls aside a THICK CURTAIN to reveal the 
BACK DOOR. 

FOLA
I’m going outside. 

Joseph lurches forward. 

JOSEPH
Wait!

She opens the door and winces as sunlight bathes her. She 
covers her eyes and steps out into...

EXT. GARDEN - DUSK

... and blinks. 

Her eyes adjust, pupils DILATING in the light, and the garden 
slowly comes into focus. 

Colour. 

A riot of colour from flowers, plants, the sky overhead. So 
much life all around her painted in broad, vibrant strokes as 
if Cezanne had conjured the garden.

FOLA
Oh my god. Joseph... 

He tries to step out to help her, but his skin BLISTERS. He 
shouts in pain and retreats into the shadows.

JOSEPH
I cannot! Follow my voice back 
inside!
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Fola brushes her fingertips against a YELLOW FLOWER. Tiny 
flecks of POLLEN glitter. She PLUCKS the flower. 

FOLA
... it’s Summer. 

Joseph squints from the doorway trying to see her, but all 
his black and white eyes register is a vague shape hidden in 
a blaze of WHITE LIGHT. 

A figure steps out of the whiteness holding something out to 
him. 

FOLA (CONT’D)
The only bloom in daylight.

Joseph looks down as the FLOWER resolves out of the 
whiteness. He takes it.

INT. DOCTORS OFFICE - NIGHT

Fola sits opposite the Dr staring incredulously at him as 
stubs a cigarette out in an overflowing ASHTRAY. Joseph paces 
the room. 

JOSEPH
Impossible. 

DOCTOR
Apparently not. Fola has Sickle 
Cell anaemia and it’s somehow 
reacting with her blood cells 
turning them human.

FOLA
I’m becoming human?

The Dr shrugs. 

DOCTOR
Go figure.  

Joseph interrupts, furious.

JOSEPH
IMPOSSIBLE! Disease cannot touch us 
and nothing can infect us! We do 
not age. We do not die! It has 
always been so! It always will be 
so!

Fola walks to him and holds his face tenderly. In her gaze 
his face is chalk white, but his eyes BLAZE a deep and 
lustrous BLUE. 
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FOLA
Not anymore. Joseph... this is a 
miracle. If you could see what I 
see. The colours. Sunlight... your 
eyes. 

Tears well in her eyes, which, in his gaze, are monochrome. 
He takes her hands. She turns to the Dr. 

FOLA (CONT’D)
Doctor... what would happen if 
Joseph were infected?

DOCTOR
If you were human that’d be 
impossible. He’s Caucasian.

JOSEPH
I haven’t been human for two 
hundred years.

The Dr shrugs.

DOCTOR
Exactly. Could be it kills him, 
could be it cures him... could be 
it does absolutely nothing. Your 
guess is as good as mine.

Fola turns back to Joseph her eyes shining.

FOLA
Joseph...

He’s gone.

EXT. DARK STREETS - NIGHT

Joseph slips from shadow to shadow. The world is a beautiful 
black and white monochrome. Frigid and lifeless, but so crisp 
and clean in it’s elegant simplicity. 

A faint CLANGING SOUND. 

Joseph spins and his eyes narrow as he sees a FOX in the far 
distance. Impossibly far by human standards, but crystal 
clear and perfect in this high contrast vampire world. 

A flutter overhead. 

He glances up. Bats wheel against a glorious tapestry of 
stars the diamond hard points of light overlapping one 
another as they disappear into the limitless black.  

Joseph stares up into the night sky, which opens it’s 
incredible depths to his vampire eyes; stars giving way to 
wisps of galaxies, layer upon layer extending into infinity.  
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A HEATBEAT thunders. 

Joseph glances down the street and spots a drunken man 
stumbling along. 

The drunk’s heart beats loud and strong. 

Joseph hunts him. The drunk is crystal clear in the high 
contrast black and white world Joseph inhabits. The man 
stumbles. In a single fluid move Joseph grabs him.  

DRUNK
Whoah...

The drunk looks into Joseph’s face. His fangs gleam. They 
tear into the mans neck. Blood FLOWS. Joseph’s eyes open wide 
as he feeds. 

His pupils DILATE. 

The heart beat QUICKENS... rises to a CRESCENDO and... stops. 

Joseph drops the dead body and looks around at the world. 
It’s a colourless BLACK AND WHITE landscape. No life 
anywhere. 

No COLOUR. 

He blinks. His pupils contract. 

He opens his eyes to find Fola watching him from the end of 
the street. Her HEARTBEAT thunders in his ears. 

FOLA
I know what you’re feeling. How 
many times have we shared it?

She advances, pleading. He drops back, hitting the wall 
behind him.

JOSEPH
Come no closer!

She ignores him and draws close.

FOLA
What are you afraid of? 

Her HEARTBEAT thunders. He presses his hands to his ears 
trying to block it out. Her eyes fill his vision.

She blinks.

The world through her eyes is full of WARM COLOURS. 

8.



FOLA (CONT’D)
Joseph... if you could see what I 
see. Feel what I feel. Feed on me 
and we could share all of this. 

She looks up. Dawn tinges the sky with PINK. 

FOLA (CONT’D)
Today, tomorrow, the day after and 
the day after that. 

Her heartbeat QUICKENS. Joseph looks up at her. The planes of 
her face angular and sharp in his monochrome POV. He grabs 
her face. 

JOSEPH
For how long? A year... ten... a 
century? We have eternity.

His FANGS glitter as she stares into his impossibly BLUE 
EYES. 

FOLA
That isn’t life. I won’t go back. 

Joseph hesitates. 

JOSEPH
If I feed on you I may turn you 
once again.

FOLA
Isn’t that what you want? Or are 
you scared I could turn you. 

JOSEPH
I may kill you.

Fola bares her neck.

FOLA
For you... for us, it’s worth the 
risk.

JOSEPH
I love you. 

Fola looks at him. 

FOLA
(Gently)

Prove it. 

Joseph bites down into her neck. Blood flows, RED, RICH and 
heavy.
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EXT. ROOFTOP - NEAR DAWN

Two HEARTBEATS pound. 

Joseph stands on the rooftop holding Fola tight. Behind him 
the DAWN is BREAKING. He stares back into the night. The 
world he see’s is HIGH CONTRAST BLACK and WHITE. 

Cold, dead and without life.

Fola stares into the SUN as it crests the horizon its pink 
fingers grasping for purchase. Red and orange follow. Gold 
floods out and into the landscape. 

Tears run down Fola’s face. 

Joseph GASPS. 

His eyes dilate.

He turns, still holding onto her, and faces into the Dawn.

Joseph’s stares into the great golden ball of THE SUN. 

JOSEPH
(Whispering)

Please don’t leave me. 

FOLA
Never. 

Their HEARTS beat as one. 

FADE OUT.

10.


