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FADE IN:

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS, NEW YORK - NIGHT

A woman, running. Young, redheaded. Teeth bared. Fangs 
glisten in the brightness of a nearby streetlight -- a 
VAMPIRE. 

Her eyes are wide, nearly bulging out of her head. 
Frightened, desperate.

An electronic sound comes from behind her, a sound that’s 
volume is exaggerated by the otherwise dead silence of the 
street. Then --

A HIGH-PITCHED WHISTLE pierces the night air --

-- A silver-headed arrow that encases a bright, blue light in 
the tip IMPALES her through the chest. She SCREAMS.

MACRO-ZOOM ON THE ARROWHEAD: A timer dial spins, an 
electronic squeal violates our eardrums. The dial clicks into 
place --

-- It EXPLODES in a bright burst of ULTRAVIOLET LIGHT. Before 
our eyes, the vampire is reduced to BURNING EMBERS!

SWISH PAN LEFT as a stunningly beautiful brunette, a streak 
of bright green in her bangs, lowers a FUTURISTIC COMPOUND 
BOW to her side. A smirk crosses her green-painted lips.

She’s strong, flaunting an athletic build covered by loose, 
dark greens jeans and a matching leather jacket that hangs 
open to reveal a black t-shirt. Green sunglasses sit on the 
edge of her nose and behind them we see an unwavering 
determination in her blue eyes, but a softness hidden deep 
within. 

She is ABIGAIL WHISTLER.

She gives the bow a SNAP and it folds into itself, forming an 
unrecognizable device. She latches it on to the back of her 
belt --

A hand GRABS Abigail’s neck from behind. It squeezes, fingers 
dig into her skin. She grunts, in pain. 

A tall, husky man THROWS her against a brick wall and holds 
her there. He grins, fangs obvious. Another VAMPIRE.

He yanks her head to the side and the brick scrapes her 
cheek. Blood seeps from the scratches and the scent riles the 
vampire up further. His eyes dilate, starving.
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A toothy, arrogant grin forms on his face. 

VAMPIRE
Scream if this hurts, chica.

He opens his mouth, wide. He leans in for the bite --

EXTREME CLOSE UP: Abigail’s boot. SHNK. A blade pops out of 
the heel --

-- Abigail shoots her leg up to his groin, STABBING HIM. He 
yells out in pain, let’s her go --

-- She spins around and slams her elbow into his nose. She 
grabs him by the side of his face, THROWS it into the wall.

He grunts, tries to grab her --

VAMPIRE (CONT’D)
You fu--

CRUNCH. Abigail’s heel SLAMS into his mouth, knocks him back. 
She steps away, then ROUNDHOUSES him in the head.

He staggers, struggles for balance. Blood pours from his 
mouth, he even spits out teeth.

SHKT. A three-inch blade pops out of a device attached to her 
wrist. A SILVER THROWING KNIFE. It stays lodged inside the 
device. 

Abigail grabs him by his hair and throws him against the side 
of a nearby building.

A dangerous smirk crosses her lips and she looks him in the 
eyes.

ABIGAIL
Scream if this hurts, chica.

She runs the blade through his chest. His eyes widen, 
horrified --

-- And he BURSTS into burning embers.

ANGLE ON: Abigail. She pushes the blade back into the wrist-
ejector with a look of triumphant and we --

CUT TO:
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EXT. NIGHTSTALKERS HQ, BROOKLYN DOCKS - NIGHT (LATER)

ESTABLISHING SHOT of a large, abandoned dock network. It’s 
littered with debris from cargo ships that was never picked 
up, making it look cluttered and messy.

In the center of all the debris, on a relatively large 
platform at the end of one particularly wide dock, is a 
warehouse. It looks a little off from the rest of its 
surroundings -- newer, renovated. The NIGHTSTALKERS HQ.

CUT TO:

INT. NIGHTSTALKERS HQ, 2ND FLOOR LANDING (CONTINUOUS)

It looks much larger inside than it does outside.

It’s been split into several rooms, but only two are directly 
visible to us. A LABORATORY of some sort that leads into an 
ARMORY.

The laboratory is almost completely set up. A large computer 
screen takes up a good portion of the wall. Underneath it, 
desks full of laboratory and computer equipment. On the next 
wall, security screens that monitor each part of the docks 
and the warehouse -- inside and out.

The armory is also near completion. Walls lined with cases of 
high-tech weapons that resemble firearms and other things 
we’ve seen before but have a strange newness to them -- a 
futuristic feel.

Glass cases display even more of these weapons and ammo, 
protecting them. Whoever did this, they really care for their 
“toys”.

PAN LEFT to find a plain, metal staircase leading downwards. 
We hear numerous CLANKS -- someone ascending the stairs. No, 
two someones. 

A brunette woman, hair back in a tight ponytail, backs into 
our view. She holds a large and undoubtedly heavy box. It’s 
ABIGAIL.

ABIGAIL
You okay there, Zo?

A voice much smaller, much younger than hers pipes up with an 
enthusiastic hum for a “yes”.

ABIGAIL (CONT’D)
Good. Just a few more steps --
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She steps on to our floor and turns around to face us. The 
box blocks everything but her legs from our view.

ABIGAIL (CONT’D)
There we go. Go set that one on 
your mom’s desk, okay? Don’t knock 
anything over. 

A young girl, no older than nine, runs out from behind 
Abigail and rushes towards us with a much smaller box in her 
hands. Hair pushed back by a light blue headband, her eyes 
sparkle, excited -- innocent but wise beyond her years. 

This is ZOEY SOMMERFIELD.

She sets the box down and proceeds to hop on to the desk. Her 
feet dangle over the side and she kicks them back and forth.

ZOEY
Is this mom’s lab?

Abigail carefully sets down the larger box just off to the 
side of the desk.

She wipes the back of her hand across her sweating brow and 
nods with a breathless smile.

ABIGAIL
Uh huh.

ZOEY
(pointing to Armory)

And that’s your weapon room thingie 
over there?

ABIGAIL
(playfully testing)

Exactly. Which means?

ZOEY
(proud smile)

Don’t touch anything unless you 
tell me I can.

Abigail ruffles her fingers through the younger girl’s hair 
and grins.

ABIGAIL
Atta girl.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
(playfully)

Showing her around without me?
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PAN LEFT to the staircase again. A blonde woman in black 
sunglasses joins us on the second floor. She walks with a 
cane out in front of her, tapping around to feel her way. 
She’s blind.

This is TAYLOR SOMMERFIELD. Zoey’s mother.

Abigail moves towards Taylor and as the blonde extends a hand 
towards her, the brunette takes hold of it and pulls her 
closer.

ABIGAIL
(with a grin)

I left the fun part for you, if 
it’s any consolation.

ZOEY
C’mon! We need to unpack these 
boxes! Abby, can I help you with 
yours?

Abigail bites her bottom lip apologetically and shakes her 
head.

ABIGAIL
‘Fraid not, kiddo. It’s stuff for 
my armory.

ZOEY
(disappointed)

Aww, really?

TAYLOR
You can help me unpack mine, and 
I’ll let you play on the computer a 
while when we’re finished.

ZOEY
The plants and zombies game?

Taylor and Abigail both smile. The blonde nods in the general 
direction of the youngest of the trio.

TAYLOR
(with a laugh)

The plants and zombies game.

Off Zoey’s excited grin, we --

CUT TO:
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INT. NIGHTSTALKERS HQ, PLANNING ROOM - NIGHT

A large map of NEWARK, NEW JERSEY is laid out before us. It’s 
spread out on top of a metal table in the center of a rather 
empty room. The only source of light in the room are a few 
fluorescent lights that are fitted into long, rectangular 
fixtures. 

On the corner of the table sits a laptop, specialized for a 
blind operator. In front of it sits TAYLOR. There are earbuds 
in her ears that connect to the laptop.

Beside her, ABIGAIL looks over the map, black marker in hand. 
She leans over it, making quick markings in places that seem 
pretty random to us.

TAYLOR
How was your hunt tonight?

ABIGAIL
A little boring, actually.

(with a grin)
Except for the one that tried to 
run when she saw me.

TAYLOR
She tried to run?

ABIGAIL
Yep. Dropped her catch and ran like 
a bitch.

TAYLOR
(teasing)

Already got a rep, huh? That’s my 
girl.

Abigail stands to her full height and places the marker down 
on the map. She turns her body to Taylor.

ABIGAIL
What about tracking down my dad? 
Any luck?

TAYLOR
Well, according to all my credible 
sources, you were right.

(beat)
They’re in Newark, probably close 
to the bay. Vampire slayings are 
significantly higher in that area 
on a regular basis. Not only that, 
but all reports say the same couple 
of men are always involved. 

7.

(MORE)



Sometimes together, sometimes 
separately.

(beat)
My guess is your father and another 
slay--

ABIGAIL
Blade.

TAYLOR
Glad we’re on the same page. I’m 
led to believe the warehouse you 
found is where they’re staying. If 
it’s not, then they really know 
their game.

ABIGAIL
I don’t really see them as the 
“hidey hole” type.

TAYLOR
(playful)

Like us?

ABIGAIL
(with a grin)

I prefer to call it a “secret base 
of operations”.

Taylor plucks the earbuds from her ears with a laugh.

TAYLOR
You keep telling yourself that, 
Abby.

ABIGAIL
I will.

Abigail leans her hip against the table. Her eyes scan over 
the room, then finally settle on Taylor.

ABIGAIL (CONT’D)
You and Zoey can finish setting up 
while I’m gone, right?

Taylor smiles and nods in Abigail’s general direction.

TAYLOR
That’s the plan. 

(with a laugh)
Don’t expect anything with any 
aesthetic appeal though.
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ABIGAIL
You say that as if I would do any 
better.

Taylor reaches out, gropes for Abigail face. She cups the 
brunette’s cheek and gives her a warm smile.

TAYLOR
Have we got enough for your plane 
ticket?

ABIGAIL
We do. In fact, we don’t have to 
worry about expenses ever again.

Taylor’s eyebrows knit together, somewhat put off by the 
statement.

TAYLOR
What do you mean “we don’t have to 
worry”?

Abigail crosses her arms over her chest and grins.

ABIGAIL
You know what happens when you sell 
a breakthrough method of harnessing 
artificial solar power to one of 
the most powerful men in the world?

TAYLOR
(amused)

Abby, you didn’t.

ABIGAIL
Oh, I did and I’m on Stark’s 
untraceable pay roll for the 
foreseeable future.

The two exchange grins and Taylor shakes her head.

TAYLOR
You’ll be careful?

ABIGAIL
Careful as I can be.

They briefly lock in a soft, affectionate kiss. Taylor is the 
first to pull away.

TAYLOR
Good luck.
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ABIGAIL
Who needs luck? I’ve got a bow.

Off Abigail’s arrogant little smirk, we --

BLACKOUT:

NIGHTSTALKERS

END OF EPISODE
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