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FADE IN:

INT. WHISTLER HOUSEHOLD - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

We come in focused on the ground of a faintly lit, messy 
room.

SUPERIMPOSE: 10 YEARS AGO

MAN (O.S.)
Stop this -- they’re not the ones 
you want. I am, and you know it.

The SCREAM of a woman we can’t see pierces our ears. There is 
a disgusting SPLAT -- and the scream turns into a strangled 
GURGLE.

A brunette WOMAN falls into our sight. Her throat has been 
GASHED OPEN and blood gushes violently from the wound. Her 
eyes are wide open -- terrified.

CUT TO a man whose face is covered in a dark beard that 
matches the short but messy hair atop his head. Blood stains 
his clothing, but the distress he’s trying to hide tells us 
he’s not the monster who did this. 

He is ABRAHAM WHISTLER.

CUT TO a group of men, all dressed in dark clothing that has 
also been stained. Each of them carries a blood-caked weapon 
of some kind. The one heading the group grins sadistically, 
his FANGS are obvious. 

-- They’re all VAMPIRES. 

The HEAD VAMPIRE shakes his head in mock sadness.

HEAD VAMPIRE
I’m afraid it runs far deeper than 
that, Whistler. Hurting you won’t 
satisfy us or the boss, but this --

We suddenly PULL BACK to see the entire room. The Head 
Vampires motions his hands toward the FOUR DEAD BODIES 
littering the blood-stained carpet.

HEAD VAMPIRE (CONT’D)
Your suffering... well, that will.

Whistler swallows hard, remaining stoic despite his deep-
running guilt and sadness.
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WHISTLER
If you plan on finishin’ me off 
son, by God you better hurry.

The Head Vampire steps towards him, angry.

HEAD VAMPIRE
Or what?

Whistler looks over the Vampire’s shoulder and tips his chin 
up. 

WHISTLER
Or that.

The VAMPIRES turn around as the large window behind them 
SHATTERS. They shield their faces with their arms to keep the 
raining shards off them. 

A DARK MALE FIGURE lands inside the house and slowly rises to 
his full height. 

Black sunglasses shield his eyes despite the darkness, and a 
katana rests horizontally against his back. Shrouded in a 
cloak, he is BLADE.

One of the LESSER VAMPIRES runs at him, but Blade quickly 
puts a stop to it. He unsheathes his sword with uncanny speed 
and runs the blade through the vampire’s chest. His skin 
begins to crack with lines that glow like a blazing fire and 
then --

He BURSTS into thousands of BURNING EMBERS. 

The blade slices through each of the other vampires, dealing 
them the same fate as the first. Blade turns to face the Head 
Vampire, a dark look set on his features.

HEAD VAMPIRE
The damage is already done.

(he smirks)
Killing me isn’t going to do 
anything, Blade.

BLADE
It’ll give me satisfaction.

The vampire’s eyes widen just as the blade SWIPES through his 
neck and decapitates him. His body BURSTS just like the 
others and his embers dust the floor.

There are several moments of silence, then --
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PUSH IN on Whistler as he lowers himself to his knees. He 
reaches out and brushes the back of his hand against the 
still-warm cheek of the woman we assume is his WIFE.

A heavy boot moves into the frame and a gloved hand places 
itself on the man’s back. 

BLADE (CONT’D)
Let’s go.

Whistler presses his thumb and index fingers against his eyes 
and rubs roughly. He sucks in a breath and rises to his feet. 
He and Blade exchange glances.

WHISTLER
My daughter, Blade. I don’t know 
what they’ve done with her. She’s 
not here.

Blade is silent. Whistler looks off screen in almost a daze. 
They already know her fate.

BLADE
We can’t stay, they’re gonna come 
looking for you.

WHISTLER
No they won’t, Blade. They got what 
they wanted.

Blade looks down at the ashes.

BLADE
We just killed their men.

WHISTLER
At least let me call someone to get 
these bodies, will ya’?

On Blade’s silent relent, we --

CUT TO:

EXT. WHISTLER HOUSEHOLD (FLASHBACK CONTINUED)

The outside of the house is just as dark and unwelcome as the 
inside. The muffled sound of a young child crying immediately 
catches our attention.

DRIFT DOWN the half-painted side panels of the house to the 
closed doors of a CELLAR. We phase through the wood and --
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INT. WHISTLER HOUSEHOLD, CELLAR (FLASHBACK CONTINUED)

The dank, dark cellar underneath the house. We travel through 
the room and --

CUT TO a young, brunette girl, only eight or nine, who hugs 
her knees to her chest. Her face is buried, and she’s trying 
to stifle her frightened sobs.

On her small body shaking, we --

CUT TO PRESENT:

INT. OLD APARTMENT COMPLEX, NEWARK - NIGHT

A man with slightly curled, shoulder-length white hair stands 
in front of a wooden door. A trench coat hides most of his 
body except for a strong hand that grips a SILVER SPIKE.

As we PAN AROUND to his face, we see the mustache and beard 
that matches his hair. We’ve seen him before -- he is ABRAHAM 
WHISTLER, aged greatly by long, stressful years.

The area around him is run down, trashed. Graffiti covers the 
walls, broken wood and glass litters the cold concrete 
floors. Dust has settled heavily all around.

He squeezes his hand around the spike tighter --

CRASH. The door SPLINTERS as Whistler is TACKLED through the 
it by a BLACK BLUR --

INT. OLD STUDIO APARTMENT (CONTINUOUS)

He hits the ground inside the apartment with a painful THUD. 
He stands quickly, turns to put up a fight --

-- And we see that the “blur” is in fact a long-haired woman 
dressed in all black. Her toothy frown exposes fangs. A 
VAMPIRE --

She throws a quick punch, but he blocks it with his forearm. 
He throws out one of his own, but she grabs his arm and in 
one quick throw, sends him CRASHING through a window --

EXT. ROOFTOPS (CONTINUOUS)

Straight down to the roof of the neighboring building. He 
hits it hard and the impact knocks the wind out of him, stuns 
his body to the point where he can’t move.
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Three more vampires leap from the broken window with the 
first one (VAMPIRE #1) we saw. They surround him, closing in.

Whistler pushes himself up from the ground and glares up at 
his attackers.

WHISTLER
You may have me outnumbered, but 
I’m taking a few’a you shits down 
with me.

A greying male vampire (VAMPIRE #2) is the first to lurch 
towards him --

-- An ARROW flies passed Whistler’s head and pierces the 
vampire’s heart.

VAMPIRE #2
What the --

He BURSTS into burning embers. The remaining look around, 
confused, then --

-- Three more arrows ZOOM passed Whistler and expertly 
eliminate the three remaining vamps.

Whistler grins, his relief hidden behind his amusement.

WHISTLER
Didn’t know you were back in town, 
Bla --

As he looks over his shoulder, we follow his gaze to find 
that Blade didn’t come to his rescue. Instead, we find --

ABIGAIL WHISTLER, crouched on the edge of a neighboring 
building’s roof, clad in dark green. Her green-painted lips 
grow into a smirk. 

He doesn’t look as pleased.

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
The hell are you?

ABIGAIL
Abigail Whistler. Your daughter.

Off that, we’re forced to --

CUT TO:
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INT. WHISTLER’S DOCK HOUSE, NEWARK BAY - NIGHT (LATER)

WHISTLER drops down in a rickety old chair that creaks under 
his weight. He leans down, begins to unstrap his weapons from 
his body.

WHISTLER
Tour’s over. Time to go back home, 
kid.

PULL BACK, revealing the dump of a hideout he calls a home. 
It’s a mess and looks more like an over-sized storage unit 
than an actual place of living.

ABIGAIL
I’m not leaving, so you can cut the 
crap.

Whistler carefully places his SILVER SPIKES into specially 
designed sheaths set up in a row on the wall beside him.

WHISTLER
Vampires killed my family, made me 
choose the order they were going to 
die in. I had no idea you were 
still alive, and now that I know 
otherwise, I’m not going to put you 
in danger again. No way in hell.

(beat)
That’s why I’m not going to train 
you. 

He reaches for the FUTURISTIC COMPACT BOW that sits on the 
table in front of him. His eyes scan over it curiously.

ABIGAIL crosses her arms over her chest and narrows her eyes, 
watching him like a mother would a stranger holding her baby.

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
Where’d you get something like 
this?

ABIGAIL
I built it. Won three national 
championships with it, even trained 
for the Olympic Archery team.

(beat)
Now it kills vampires.

Off Whistler’s silence, Abigail snatches it from his grasp. 
She gives it a quick SNAP and it folds into itself, into a 
compact device. She sets it back on the table.
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ABIGAIL (CONT’D)
Your family was my family, too, 
remember? Kind of comes with the 
whole “I’m your daughter” thing.

Whistler doesn’t look at her, but she glares down at him.

ABIGAIL (CONT’D)
You can refuse to train me all you 
want, but it’s not going to stop me 
from hunting them. So why not help 
me out, dad? I might live a little 
longer.

EXTREME CLOSE UP: Whistler’s eyes. They narrow, a dark look 
in them. But he understands. He knows. Off that, we --

SMASH CUT TO:

EXT. WHISTLER’S DOCK HOUSE - NIGHT (LATER)

PAN AROUND a small arena-like setting, where WHISTLER and 
ABIGAIL are surrounded by wooden training dummies wrapped in 
barbed wire.

Abigail has stripped off her jacket, leaving a brown tank top 
to accompany her forest green pants -- all of it ripped and 
torn. 

She’s bent over, wrists against her knees. She holds two 
SILVER SPIKES in her hands. Her arms, face and midsection are 
scratched, bleeding. She sucks in deep breaths, one eye 
winces.

Whistler stands beside her, arms crossed. He glares at her, 
frustrated.

WHISTLER
Shit, that was fucking awful, Abby. 
If this was real, you’d be --

Abigail stands up straight, one hand against her lower back. 
She grits her teeth.

ABIGAIL
Okay, Captain Obvious, you can shut 
the hell up now.

WHISTLER
And you can quit being a smart ass 
and do it again.

She takes in another breath, darts forward --
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-- SLAMS the silver spike into the bullseye on one target 
dummy. The barbed wire slices her forearm, but she tears it 
away --

-- She CARTWHEELS across the arena and STABS the bullseye on 
the next target before her feet touch the ground again.

Abigail pushes her foot against the target, uses it as 
leverage to JUMP onto the head of the dummy behind it. She 
stands on its head briefly, then --

-- LEAPS into the air and THROWS one of the spikes straight 
into the bullseye of another one across the arena.

She lands, and Whistler rips the spike from the dummy. He 
throws it on the ground at her feet. She looks down at it, 
back to him.

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
Did I tell you to throw shit?

ABIGAIL
You told me to hit the kill marks. 
I hit them.

WHISTLER
I said up close and personal, God 
dammit! Your dependency on ranged 
attacks is dangerous. You need to 
learn to fight in close quarters.

Abigail snatches the spike from the ground, squeezes it.

ABIGAIL
You know what? How did Blade do his 
first time?

WHISTLER
Don’t compare yourself to him.

Whistler walks passed her and takes both of the spikes from 
her. He continues walking, but --

WHISTLER (CONT’D)
He’s obsessed, and I don’t want you 
going down that path. It will get 
you killed.

(beat)
Get some sleep, kid. You’re gettin’
up early.
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FAVOR ON: Abigail. She crosses her arms over her chest. On 
her small, almost happy smirk, we’re forced to --

BLACKOUT:

NIGHTSTALKERS

END OF EPISODE
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