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SUPERNATURAL
“Bloodlust”

TEASER

FADE IN...

SUPER TITLE: RED LODGE, MONTANA

EXT. WOODSY FARMLAND - NIGHT (DAY 1) : 1

Shadowy trees outlined by moonlight. SOUNDS of a WOMAN
RUNNING —-- SNAPPING TWIGS and PANICKED BREATHING.

A BLUR OF WHITE: CHRISTINA FLANAGAN running for her life.
She’'s 20s, ethereal, wearing the TORN WHITE NIGHTGOWN favored
by beautiful, doomed girls in horror flicks.

Christina RUNS. She can HEAR her PURSUER behind her: QUICK,
HEAVY FOOTFALLS. Christina gasps in air, stumbling, BRAMBLES
drawing blood on her legs. The Pursuer is GAINING ON HER...

Christina veers a sharp left. Her EYES dart as she searches
desperately for a hiding place...

... and SPOTS a TREE wide enough to hide behind. Christina.
hurls herself around the trunk. Tucks in tight, back pressed
against the bark.

CLOSE ON CHRISTINA. Face sweaty, smudged with dirt. Eyes
wide with terror. Trembling as she HOLDS HER BREATH, tries
to keep utterly still... hearing those FOOTSTEPS. coming right
for her... Don’t move... Don’'t make a sound. ..

WHOOSH! The Pursuer RUNS PAST the tree... whatever it is,
it’s tall, fast, wrapped in a long coat or cloak. And —-
just a GLINT of something LONG AND SHARP in its hand. The
Pursuer keeps going. Disappearing into the shadows. Gone.

ON CHRISTINA: Whew. She exhales a long, shaky breath.
Knowing she was that close to dying. She straightens up...
takes a cautious step out from behind the tree --

—— and a HAND GRABS her arm. WHIPPING her around. Christina
SCREAMS as a LONG WICKED KNIFE slices through the air,
STRAIGHT AT CAMERA... and CLEAN THROUGH HER NECK, beheading
her with a SICKENING SOUND... B —

BLACKOUT.

END OF TEASER

*
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ACT ONE ,A
EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY (DAY 2) —_— 2

A lonely, empty stretch of two lane asphalt. We're at the
top of a slight incline. Chirping birds. Idyllic silence.

When we hear somethihg. A distant RUMBLE. Is that thunder?
It grows LOUDER, and we realize-- it’s an ENGINE.

And just then—- the IMPALA CRESTS the hill. Rebuilt--
better, stronger, faster. As an ASS-KICKING CLASSIC ROCK
TUNE FIRES UP, we-- :

CUT TO:

ENERGETIC DRIVING MONTAGE ‘ -3

We see tight angles-- a spinning wheel. The emblem on the
grill. We see the Impala RUSHING past camera, POUNCING down
the highway like a panther. 1It's a friggin’ car commercial,
as we celebrate the Impala’s triumphant return.

INT. IMPALA - MOVING - DAY men Leailn / WJ’ M{
Dean drives. Reunited and it feels so nice. To Sam--
: DEAN .
‘Would you listen to that purr? You
ever hear anything so sweet?
SAM
You know, if you two wanna get a
room, just let me know.
Dean pets the steering wheel with affection.
DEAN i
Don’t listen to him, baby. He
doesn’t understand us.

Beat.

SAM
You’'re in a good mood.

Dean responds, a little too quick, a little too brusque.

DEAN
Why shouldn’t I be?

There’'s a million fucking reasons. But Sam doesn’t push it.
He only shrugs. : :

(CONTTNUED)
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CONTINUED: 4

SAM
No reason.

DEAN
Got my car. Got a case. Things
- are looking up.

R SaM
Boy. Give you a couple of severed.

heads and a pile of dead cows, and |
you’'re Mr. Sunshine.

Dean smiles at Sam.

DEAN
How far to Red Lodge?

SAM :
Another three hundred miles.

DEAN
Good.

Dean GUNS the gas, enjoying the hell out of driving.

~EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY . 5

The Impala SPEEDS UP, ROCKETING away from camera.
INT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE - DAY . l 6

THE SHERIFF, with his public-relations game face on, sits
behind his desk addressing reporters off-camera.

SHERIFF
The murder investigation’s ongoing,
so that’s all I can share with the
press at this time.

REVEAL the reporters: SAM and DEAN. Sam takes notes. Dean
sits on the edge of his seat, listening.

SAM

Sure we understand... but just for
the record. You found the first,
ah, head last week?

(off Sheriff’s nod)
And the other...

(checking his notes)
Christina Flanagan...

(CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED: ' 6

SHERIFF
Two days ago. Sorry, boys, that’s
it, we’'re done...

The Sheriff starts to rise. Sam and Dean share a gquick look.

SAM
One last question --

DEAN
What about the cattle?

The Sheriff sits back down. Fixes Dean with a blank look.

SHERIFF
Excuse me?

. DEAN .
You know -- cows found dead, sliced
open and drained? Over a dozen
cases?

SHERIFF
What about them?

SAM
So you don’t think there’s a
connection.

SHERIFF
Connection with...?

: SAM
First cattle mutilations, now two
murders. Kinda sounds like ritual

stuff.

DEAN
Like, Satanic cult ritual stuff.

The Sheriff fixes them with a DEADPAN GLARE. Long beat... :
another... then he breaks into HEARTY LAUGHTER. Points, like

3" YOu guys . ”

SHERIFF ‘
That was good. You boys had me
going, you--

Sam and Dean aren’t lauéhing. The Sheriff’s laughter dies.

SHERIFF
You're not kidding.

( CONTTNITED))
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CONTINUED: (2) / 6

) DEAN
Um... Do.

SHERIFF
Those cattle aren’t being
mutilated. Xnow how I know?

SAM
How?

SHERIFF
_Because there’s pno_such thing as
cattle mutilation. Any rancher’ll
tell you: cow drops, you leave it
in the sun -- within forty-eight
hours, bloat splits it open so
clean it looks just about surgical.
Blowflies swarm the soft tissue,
eat that away. And all the body
fluids pull down and soak into the
ground ‘cause that’s the way
gravity works.
(then)
But, hey, on the other hand, you
could be right, it could be Satan.
(beat)
What newspaper did you say you
worked for?

DEAN
(deadpan)
Weekly World News, sir.

SHERIFF
(disgusted)
Get out of my office.

INT. HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - DAY 7

Sam and Dean emerge from a door marked PERSONNEL ONLY.
They're wearing BUTTON DOWNS, TIES. They head down the hall

The brothers pass huge waste bins, piles of dirty linens.

DEAN
(Jazzed)
Gravity my ass. So what do you
think, black magic?

SAM
That, or a bunch of sweaty geeks in
robes, chanting “hail, Satan.”

(CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED: 7

DEAN .
Either way... cops aren’t checking
it out, so looks like it’'s our
kinda party, baby.

Dean delivers this line like a kid in a candy store. He
walks with a spring in his step, practically skipping.
Almost too excited. We CLOCK Sam noticing this.

DEAN
What?

SAM
Nothing. You know, if it was some
kind of Satanic thing... maybe the
victims aren’t random. Maybe
there’s a connection between
them...

DEAN
That chick -—-

SAM
Christina Flanagan.

DEAN
She worked in town, right?
Waitress at the diner? And the
other head?

SAaM
Russell Naylor, forty, convenience
store clerk. According to the
cops, they didn’t know each other.

Just then... an ORDERLY passes, pushing a large BIN of
LAUNDRY. The guys stop, turn their heads, as if conferring
quietly. The Orderly keeps going... though a door marked
“LAUNDRY.” The guys stop. Look at the door. Look at each

other. They have an idea...

INT. HOSPITAL - MORGUE - MOMENTS LATER ‘ 8
Stainless steel autopsy tables, trays of instruments, cold
fluorescent light. A wall lined with REFRIGERATED DRAWERS
tagged with names of the bodies within. There’s a MORGUE

ATTENDANT. Sam and Dean enter, wearing WHITE LAB COATS.
Looking very Doctorly. Dean quickly CLOCKS--

CLOSE ON: the orderly’'s NAME TAG. J. MANNERS.

(CONTTNITED)

* o o ¥ %
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CONTINUED: 8
R DEAN
John——
ORDERLY
Jeff.
DEAN

(brushing it off)
Yeah, I know. Jeff. Dr. Dworkin
needs to see you in his office,

right away.
ORDERLY

But... Dr. Dworkin’s on vacation--
DEAN

Well, he’s back, and he’'s pissed,
and he's screaming for you, man.
If I were you...

ORDERLY
Okay, okay.

The Orderly hurries out the door. Dean tosses Sam SURGICAL
GLOVES, then snaps on a pair. They beeline for the drawers.

DEAN
(searching the nametags)
So those Satanists back in Florida--
they marked the victims, didn’t
they? b

Sam nods, scanning the drawers on the other end of the wall.

SAM
Reverse pentacle on the forehead.

DEAN
Dude. So much f£’'d up crap happens
" in Florida.

SAM
(finds the drawer)
Here.

Sam opens the drawer marked F ISTINA. Inside is a
female body and a single, head-sized BOX.; He carries the box

_to a table. Sam and Dean stand over the box.

‘ DEAN
Open it.

(CONTTNITED )
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CONTINUED: (2)
SAM
You open it.

DEAN
You wuss.

07/31/06 8.
8

Dean reaches for box. Sam steels himself. Dean lifts the
1id. The brothers peer inside at Christina’'s SEVERED HEAD.

SAM
God. The poor girl.

DEAN
No pentagram.

The two brothers stare at the head.

DEAN

I guess we should... you know, look
in her mouth. See if these wackos
stuffed anything down her throat.

(off Sam’s look)

You know, like that moth in Silence

of the Lambs. .

; SAM
Go ahead.

DEAN

You go ahead... go on, put t

lotion in the basket.

Dean slaps Sam on the back. Steps back.

SAM
Oh, I'm the wuss.

Sam takes a deep breath —-- and opens the girl’s mouth. Sam
then sticks his fingers into her mouth and feels around.

SAM -
Get me a bucket.

DEAN
You find something?

. SaM
No, I'm gonna puke.

Dean rolls his eyes. Sam continues to probe, then pulls his
hand out. As he does, he lifts up the girl’s upper lip. Now

Dean steps closer. He sees something.

{ CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED: (3) 8
‘ DEAN
Wait a second. Lift her lip again.
SAM
You want me to throw up. Is that
it?
DEAN

No, I saw something.

CLOSE ON CHRISTINA’'S MOUTH as Sam’'s gloved hands gently open
it. sSam lifts the top lip up and away, revealing a row of
white teeth. And then lifts higher, exposing the GUMLINE...
and a SMALL HOLE, along her gums.

DEAN
What is that... a hole?

Sam‘gives Dean a look-- that is weird. Then he keeps pushing
at the GUM. Pushing it further back, getting a better look

at this narrow hole. Until... agﬂg;IE_EANG_is revealed. The
same way cat fangs can retract into the gums.

Sam and Dean lock eyes, shocked.

‘ SAM
A tooth?

DEAN
A fang. A retracted set of vampire
fangs. You gotta be kidding me.

SAM
Well, this changes things...

DEAN

(dry)
You think?

INT. MOTEL - DAY ‘ 9

Sam sits on the béd, POWERBOOK in his lap. Dean is excited,
wired for action. :

SAM
So, someone’s already here, killing
vampires. Wonder who it is.

Dean is looking over a LARGE ARRAY of BRUTAL, JAGGED RNIVES.
Testing them. Examining them. Like choosing a fine wine.
Maybe a bit too happy, eager--

(CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED: g

~ DEAN N
Doesn’t really matter. We still
gotta smoke the nest, whether we
find our mystery guest or not.

' SaM
I suppose.

DEAN
Any luck with an address for
‘Christina Flanagan?

Sam refers to the PowerBook.

SAM
Just a P.O. Box. And guess what--
Same with the first victim.

DEAN
“yictim.” That’s funny.

SAM
And they both got hired the same
week, six months ago. Isn’'t that a
little odd, vampires taking jobs
around regular people?

Dean shrugs, considering.

SAM
And six months... seem long to you?
The last vampires we tangled with
were migratory, weren’'t they?

. DEAN '
Maybe. But if you think about it --
a little planning, and they ‘
wouldn’t have to move around. Get
a job, blend in, nobody suspects
the cute little waitress, right?
Meanwhile, they grab enough people,
keep them in the nest, bleed ‘em -
slow... it’s an all-you-can-eat
buffet. ‘

Sam nods, getting it. But consulting the laptop--
SAM
Yeah, okay. But... the missing

persons stats around here are
average. Hell, below average.

( CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED: (2) | 9

DEAN
(psyched for game play)
So maybe they’'re bringing in take-
out from someplace else. Whatever.
All I know is that I get to kill
some vampires!

Sam gives Dean a look. Dean notices—-

DEAN
What?

SAM .
Don’t get me wrong, I'm happy
you’'re happy. But don’t you
think... after everything that
happened with Dad, you’'re acting
just a little too... caffeinated?

Dean’s face FLASHES ANGER. A CRACK in the facade. Then he
covers it up, just as quickly.

DEAN

I'm enjoying my work, Sammy. You
.should try it sometime.

EXT. RED LODGE BAR - NIGHT 10

TO ESTABLISH. A lively, blue-collar bar. The IMPALA pulls
into the parking lot BEHIND THE BAR, parks in a row of
weathered pickups.

INT. RED LODGE BAR - NIGHT - 11

A friendly local crowd -- farmers, ranchers, townspeople.
Dean pushes through the crowd with purpose. Sam follows.

Dean flags down ELI THE BARTENDER, a deadpan, over-it bouncer
type with no interest in chatting.

DEAN
Hey, how ya doing?

ELI
Living the dream. What can I get
you?

: DEAN
Couple of drafts.

Eli gets to work on that.

(CONTTNITED )

* % ok % % ot
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CONTINUED:
SAM
So... we're looking for some
people.
ELI

Sure. It’s hard bein’ lonely.
Sam slides a FIFTY across the bar.

SAM
That’s not what I meant.

Eli warms slightly at the sight of the cash.

07/31/06  12.
11

He pockets it.

And, in the MIRROR behind the bar, WE SEE A MAN (GORDON

WALKER) at a CORNER BOOTH perk up (he’s got a mug of beer, a
1it smoke in an ashtray). He’s EAVESDROPPING. Late 30s,

weather-beaten, well-built. In a word, suspicious.

SAM
These people, they’d have moved
here about six months ago.
Probably rowdy, like to drink.

ELI
(thinking about it)
Huh. ‘

DEAN
And they’d be real night owls.
Sleep all day, party all night.

Behind them, Gordon is llstenlng hard now.
straightens. We wonder -- is he a vampire?

ELI

His back

The Barker Farm got leased a couple

of months ago.

(sarcastically)
Real winners. They’ve been in a
lot. Drinkers. Noisy. Had to
eighty-six ‘em once or twice.

DEAN
Thanks.

Dean takes a gulp of beer. He and Sam rise, turn to go.
PASSTNG-- the CORNER BOOTH where Gordon was sitting. Drink's
still there, lit cigarette still twirling smoke. But Gordon

is GONE.
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EXT. RED LODGE BAR - NIGHT ' 12

Sam and Dean EXIT the bar, head around the building, towards

the back. After they disappear around a corner... Gordon
steps out from the complete BLACKNESS of a shadowed alcove.
Our vampire suspicions are intensified. He follows the boys.
Nimble. Silent. Predatory. _

EXT. AT THE BACK OF THE BAR - NIGHT 13
Gordon comes to the back of the building. He peers out.
GORDON'’S POV. Nothing.

Perplexed, Gordon turns-- RIGHT INTO Sam and Dean. Sam pins
him to the wall. Dean pulls a blade, holds it to his throat.

DEAN
Smile!
GORDON
What?
DEAN

Let’'s see those pearly whites.

GORDON
Oh, for the love of-- you wanna
stick that somewhere else? I’'m not

a vampire.

Sam and Dean exchange a look.

GORDON
That’s right. I heard you in
there. :

SAM

What do you know about vampires?

GORDON :
How to kill ‘em. Now seriously,
guy, that knife’s making me itch.

But Dean'’'s not ready to let down his guard. So Gordon
reaches up with his hands-- Dean presses the KNIFE--

GORDON
Whoa. Easy there, Chachi.

Gordon only uses his fingers to pull his lip down. Revealing
perfectly normal, human gums.

{ CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED:
~ GORDON
’ See? Fangless. Happy?
Grudgingly, Dean lets him go.

: GORDON
Now. Who the hell are you?

e r____;,w,iifay

L

EXT. GORDON<§ EL CAMINO -/ MOMENTS LATER

st e

13

CUT TO:

14

IN THE TRUCK BED. The SIDE PANELS SWING OPEN, revealing a
cache of SUPERNATURAL WEAPONS. Dean can’t help but be

impressed.

GORDON
Sam and Dean Winchester, I can’'t
believe it. You know, I met your
Dad once. Helluva guy. Great

hunter.
(soberly)
I heard he passed. I'm sorry.

Dean throws Sam a look. How’s this guy know this?

. GORDON
Big shoes. But from what I hear,
you fill ‘em. Great trackers.
Good in a tight spot.

DEAN
You seem to know all about our

family.

GORDON

(a shrug)
Word travels fast. You know how

hunters talk-- ,

DEAN
(what is- this shit?)
No. We don’t, actually.

. GORDON
I guess -there’s a lot your Dad
never told you, huh?

Sam and Dean let this settle a beat, before--

¢

(CONTTNITED )
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14 CONTINUED: ’ 14

SAM
So... those two vampires... that
was your work? :

: GORDON
‘Yup. Been here two weeks.

DEAN
You check out this Barker Farm?

GORDON
It’s a bust. Just a bunch of
hippie freaks. Though they could
kill you with that patchouli smell
alone. : : :

DEAN
So where'’'s the nest, then?

Gordon shuts the trunk. Still friendly, but firm --

GORDON
I got this one covered. Don’'t get
me wrong, I'm happy to meet you
boys. But I been on this over a-
year —- I killed a fang back in
Austin, tracked the nest all the
way up here. I’1ll finish it.

DEAN
We could help.
. GORDON
Thanks, but I'm kinda a go-it-alone
type of guy. '
DEAN

" Come on, man. I’ve been itching
for a hunt.

© Sam tthws a worried look to Dean at this. Dean seems
especially hardcore lately. ‘

GORDON S
Sorry. But hey, I hear there’s a
Chupacabra two states over. Go -
knock yourselves out.

Gordon gets into his car. Through the open window --

{ CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED: (2) 14

GORDON :
Good meeting you, though. Buy you
a drink on the flip side.

He drives away. Leaving Sam and Dean to exchange a “What the -
fuck just happened” look}>/

INT. SAWMILL - ENTRANCE —/NIGHT . 15

Quiet. Deserted. Near the door, a SECURITY GUARD dozes on

his chair. His name is CONRAD, your typical middle-aged ex-
military with a gut type. A THUMP wakes Conrad. He rises to
investigate.

ANGLE. Conrad walks through the mill, looking for whatever
made the noise. :

SOMEONE’S POV. From a hidden vantage point. Watching.'
ANGLE. Conrad HEARS another RUSTLE. He moves toward it. He

pulls out his nightstick. He grows closer... to a SHADOWED ’iﬂﬁj
CORNER... closer... we DRAW THIS OUT... a looong beat-- ot )\Lif

e e

SUDDENLY, from the shadows..{ a BIRD FLIES OUT flapping

right in Conrad’'s face! Jump scare! He jolts back.

TIGHT ANGLE. Conrad sighs, feeling silly. A beat. He
pivots back around-- right into a WICKED BLADE, swooshing
past him! Conrad ducks!

ANGLE - GORDON

He sets to swing the blade again. Conrad gut punches him
with the nightstick.

Conrad’s eyes narrow, sizing him up... and he SPRINGS right
for Gordon. Gordon’s quick -- WE SEE that he’s a hell of a
fighter. Unfortunately, he’s at a disadvantage -- the
vampire’s stronger and quicker. Conrad grabs hold of
Gordon's shirt... BASHES Gordon into a wall and drags him
into -- ' '

INT. SAWMILL - MAIN ROOM A | 16

They fight on. Gordon breaks free. SWICK! The knife slices
at Conrad again, just missing, hitting the metal of the
conveyor belt and _SPARKING. Conrad GRABS Gordon and THROWS
him against the machine...

Conrad pins Gordon with one hand and hits a red button with
his other. '

(CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED: : 16

With a scary WHIR, the CIRCULAR SAW switches ON, spinning its
huge, lethal blade just _inches from Gordon's head...

‘Gordon lifts his head away, but Conrad’s on him. Hands on

his neck. Furious. Sharp teeth glinting as the vampire
leans closer... Gordon pushes back, but he’s no match for
the vampire’s strength... can’t hold him off... .

‘When suddenly -- Conrad is YANKED off Gordon. Gordon

straightens to see SAM AND DEAN. Dean and Sam PUSH Conrad
onto the conveyer. Dean grabs a PIKE (used for clutching
lumber) and STABS it into Conrad’s chest-- pinning him to the
conveyer! Conrad HOWLS, unearthly! Tries to struggle free,
but he’s trapped. Closer and closer to the whirring blade--

ANGLE - DEAN. His face is spattered with Conrad’s blood.

And for an instant, unseen by Sam or Gordon, we see Dean’s
EXPRESSION, as his facade crumbles away. The anger. The

hatred. It’s a little scary.

Dean turns to Sam and Gordon. They all share a look,
SPEECHLESS. Then...

GORDON
So. Guess I owe you that drink.

BLACKOUT.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. RED LODG-‘ NIGHT ' 17

Sam, Dean, and Gordon sit at a table. A WAITRESS brings
three beers, and two tequilas for Dean and Gordon. Dean
reaches for money, but Gordon stops him.

- GORDON
No, no, I got it, I insist.

Dean and Gordon raise their tequilas, Sam his beer.

GORDON
Another one bites the dust.

They knock back their shots, Sam sips his beer.

GORDON
(laughs)
Dean, you gave that fang one
helluva haircut. That was
beautiful, man, just beautiful.

Quietly, Gordon and Dean exchange a look, noticing Sam’s
subdued mood. :

DEAN
You alright, Sammy?

SAM
- Yeah, fine.

GORDON
Well, lighten up a little, Sammy.

SAM .
He'’'s the only one gets to call me
that.

GORDON
Okay, -no offense meant. Just
- celebrating a job well done.

SAM
Well... decapitations aren’t my
idea of a good time, I guess.

GORDON
Come on. It’s not like it was
human. You gotta have a little
more fun with your job.

(CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED: 17.
. DEAN -
That’'s what I’'m always telling him.
(to Sam) ’ :
You could learn a thing or two from
this guy.

Sam lboks. The table geography is clear. Dean and Gordon
against Sam. Sam feels 2 little uncomfortable. ‘

SAM
T bet I could. Look, I don’t want
to bring you down, I'm just gonna
head back to the motel.

DEAN
You sure?

SAM

(gets up)
Yeah.

DEAN
(genial) :
And Sammy, remind me later to beat
that buzzkill out of you.

Dean tosses Sam the CAR KEYS. Sam exits the bar. After--

GORDON
Something I said?

-DEAN
Nah, he just gets that way

sometimes.

Dean turns and watches Sam exit. His face tells us he’'s a
little perplexed by Sam'’s behavior. He turns back to Gordon.

DEAN
C’mon. Match you quarters for the
next round.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. RED LODGE BAR - LATER _ 18

The amount of empties on the table tells us Dean and Gordon
have been at it for a while.

(CONTTNITED )
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18 CONTINUED: ’ 18

DEAN . :
... So I pick up the crossbow, and
hit that ugly sucker with a silver
tipped arrow right in his heart.
Sammy waits in the car while me and
my Dad take this thing into the
woods and burn him to a crisp. I'm
looking into that fire and
thinking; I’'m sixteen years old.
Kids my age are worrying about
pimples and prom dates and I’'ve
already seen things they’ll never
know. Or ever dream about. Right
then, I just sort of...

GORDON
Embraced the life?

DEAN
Yeah.
(beat)
So, how’d you get started?

Gordon's expression changes, grows brooding.

GORDON
First time I saw a vampire, I was
barely eighteen. Home alone with
my sister. I hear the window break
in her room. I grab our dad’'s gun,
run in... I try to get it off
her... Too late.

Dean listens gquietly, moved.

GORDON
So I shoot the thing, but of course
that's about as useful as ‘snapping
it with a rubber band. It rushes
me, picks me up like a rag doll,
flings me against the wall, knocks
‘me out cold.

(beat)

When I wake up vampire’s gone, my
sister is gone...

Gordon stares into his drink. Dean prompts him, gently.

DEAN
And then...

{ CONTTNITED )
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CONTINUED:

Dean nods.

(2)

GORDON
Then... try explaining that one to
your family. So I left home. And
then... bummed around, looking for
info-- . how you track ‘em, how you
kill ‘em. And I found that fang,
it was my first kill.

DEAN
I'm sorry. About your sister.

GORDON
Yeah. She was beautiful. I can
still see her, ya know. The way
‘she was.

A beat, and then --

GORDON
But, hey, that was a long time ago.
I mean, your Dad... gotta be rough
on you.
DEAN
(nods)

He was one of those guys. Took .
some terrible beatings. Just kept
coming. So in your head, you're
always thinking, he's :
indestructible, he’'ll always be
there. Nothing can kill my dad.
(beat)
And then like that...
(snaps his fingers)
... he'’s gone.

07/31/06 21.
18

Dean takes a long beat. And again, we see him drop his
FACADE. We glimpse the PAIN and AGONY beneath--

DEAN
(long beat)
I can’t really talk to Sam about
this, and I keep a good game face
on... but truth is, I'm... I'm not
handling it too well. I don’t
know, I feel like I got this...

GORDON
Hole inside you? And it just keeps
getting bigger and bigger, darker
and darker? )

(CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED: (3) : 18

Dean looks at Gordon. Almost vulnerable. And we can tell
that Gordon’s hit the nail right on the head.

GORDON

Good.

(off Dean'’s surprise)
You can use it. Keeps you sharp.
Trust me, there’s plenty out there
needs killing, and this’1ll help you
do it. :

(beat)
Dean. 1It's not a crime to need
your job.

Dean meets Gordon’s eyes. Troubled, but open to what the
older hunter’'s saying. :

INT. SAM AND DEAN'S MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 19

CLOSE ON: Sam rests the CAR-KEY RING around the neck of some

tacky Hummel-like FIGURINE.

He paces the room. Something is bothering him. He pulls out
his cell phone and dials.

INTERCUT WITH:
INT. HARVELLE'S ROADHOUSE - NIGHT 20
The bar phone rings. ELLEN enters, picks up the phone.

ELLEN
Harvelle’'s Roadhouse.

SAM
Hey, Ellen, Sam Winchester.

. ELLEN

Sam. Good to hear from you.
(then)

You boys are alright, aren’t you?

SAM
Everything’s fine. Got a guestion.

ELLEN
Shoot.

SAM

Listen. You ever run across a guy
named Gordon Walker?

{ CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED:

ELLEN
Yeah, I know Gordon.
SAM
And...
, ELLEN
Real good hunter. Why you asking,
sweetie?
SAM

We ran into him on a job and we’'re
kinda working with him, I guess.

ELLEN
(real quick)
Don’'t do that, Sam!

Sam REACTS.

SAM
Thought you said he was a good
~ hunter.

ELLEN

And Hannibal Lecter’s a good
psychiatrist.

(beat)
He's dangerous, to everyone and
everything around him. If he'’s on
a job, let him handle it, and you
boys move on. )

SAM
Ellen...

ELLEN
Just do what I’'m telling you.

INT. SAM AND DEAN’S MOTEL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

‘Sam still on phone.

SAM
(into phone)
Okay... right... got it. Thanks,
Ellen. ’ '

Sam ends the call. ponders. What the hell was that?

23.
20

21
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INT. RED LODGE BAR - NIGHT , .22
Dean and Gordon.

GORDON
Know why I love this life?

Dean shakes his head “no”.

GORDON
Its simplicity. There’s no maybe.
It's all black or white. Find the
bad thing. Kill it. Most people
spend their +ime in the gray area.
Ts this right, is that wrong? Not

us.
DEAN
I'm not sure Sam would agree with
that. :
GORDON

It doesn’t seem like your brother's
much like us. '

(Dean REACTS)
I'm not saying he’s wrong, just
different. You and me, we were
born to do this. It’'s in our
blood.

Gordon lifts his glass. Dean does the same. They knock back
their shots. '

¢ Serley
EXT. MOTEL - NIGHT Sl 501 23
Sam pushes a button. Gets a SODA out of the machine.
MOVING POV. Watching Sam.
ANGLE. We'’re behind Sam’s back. There’s the slightest
noise, some CRUNCH of leaves, perhaps. Sam’s head cocks,
just the slightest amount. We know he’s heard it.
ANGLE ON SAM’S FACE. He takes a long, casual SIP of SODA.

We can see it in his eyes... he'’'s concerned. But never let
‘em see you sweat.

Sam moves to his room, with purpose. Arrives at his door.

- He pulls his key out and puts it in the door. Not

panicked... just with speed, efficiency.

( CONTTNITED )
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CONTINUED: _ : 23

ANGLE ON SAM. Facing the door. Privately, we can see the
tension in his face. He unlocks the door, enters--
INT. SAM AND DEAN'S MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 24

—_shuts the door behind him. A safe, relieved beat, as Sam
pivots into the room... :

A VAMPIRE appears OUT OF NOWHERE and GRABS Sam! We jump!

Sam throws a solid PUNCH, KNOCKS the Vamp back (but doesn't
knock over any furniture or anything). Sam spins, ready to
run for it...

A SECOND VAMPIRE, coming through the door, grabs Sam! The
first Vampire pins his arm behind his back, HARD. . Sam
grimaces in pain, struggling to free himself...

CLOSE ON SAM’'S FACE as the Second Vampire CRACKS him across
the JAW. XKNOCKS HIM OUT COLD...

INT. FARMHOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 25
PITCH BLACKNESS. And then...

The BLACK BAG is YANKED off Sam’s head. He's gagged, arms
tied behind his back. He's been dumped onto a chair in the

 center of a shadowy, sparsely furnished living room.

ELI. The surly bartender. Stalking toward him. Eli’s lips
part in a cold smile... as his VAMPIRE TEETH DESCEND...

ﬂm\\\‘; oo —  Cleten ﬁﬂ,;t; ,,iw |
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ACT THREE
INT. FARMHOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 26

Eli stalks toward Sam, vampire teeth fully descended,
MURDEROUS RAGE in his eyes. When, out of the shadows --

LENORE (0.C.)
Wait. '

Eli stops. Unwillingly. He glares at Sam with pure hate.

Sam cranes his neck in the direction of the voice. And sees
LENORE: 30s (in appearance; being a vampire, she’s actually
far older); striking; with a composed, alert posture that
tells us she’s the leader of this nest. Behind her, SEVERAL
VAMPIRES watch from the shadows. Lenore speaks levelly, but
we can feel the urgency underneath her words.

LENORE
Step back, Eli.

Eli shakes his head in disgust. Quietly, intensely --

ELI
You know what they’ve done. He
deserves to die.

Lenore steps toward Sam. Sam’'s eyes dart from Eli to Lenore.
He struggles against his bindings. Lenore reaches for him...
he braces himself... '

But Lenore simply REMOVES Sam's gag.

LENORE
My name’'s Lenore.

Sam says nothing. Just watches, waiting for her to strike.

LENORE
I'm not gonna hurt you.

Reflexively, Sam lets out a mirthless laugh. Yeah. Right.

LENORE
1 mean it. You're here because we
need to talk.

SAM :
Talk -- okay. But I might have a
tough time paying attention to much
besides Eli’'s teeth.

((CONTTNITED)
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LENORE
He won't hurt you, either. You
have my word.

07/31/06 27.
26

Sam meets her eyes, defiant as he can from his position.

: SAM
Your word! Thank God.
(then)
No offense, lady, but you're not
the first vampire I’'ve met.

. " LENORE
We’'re not like the others. We
don’t kill humans. And we don’'t

drink their blood... or haven’'t for

- a very long time.

A tiny BEAT as Sam realizes he actually heard
SAM .
What is this, some kind of joke?
LENORE
Notice you're still alive.
SAM
(sarcastically)

Correct me if I’'m wrong, but
shouldn’t you be starving to death?

LENORE
We've found other ways.
(then)
cattle blood.

That lands. Sam sits up straighter.
SAM

You're telling me you're
responsible for all the --

‘ LENORE
It’'s not ideal -- in fact it'’s
disgusting. But it allows us to
get by.
ELI
(under his breath)
Barely.

that right.

{ CONTTNITED)
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CONTINUED: (2) 26
SAM
Okay, why?
LENORE
Survival. No deaths, no missing
locals -- no reason for people like

you to come looking for people like
us. We blend in.

(then)
our kind is practically extinct.
Turns out... we weren’t quite as
high up on the food chain as we’'d
. imagined.

Sam struggles to absorb this. It's just too much.

ELI
(exploding)
Why are we explaining ourselves
to... this... killer?!

LENORE
Eli-—-

ELI

They've been chasing us down, one
by one, while we’re out there
choking on cow’s blood so none of
them suffer. Tonight they murdered
Conrad and then they celebrated!

(in Sam’s face)
He never hurt one of you, and you
toasted his death.

LENORE -
Eli! That’s enough!

Eli straightens, hearing that for the order it was. He steps
away with a harsh exhale. Sam’s taken aback.

SAM
(tough guy taunt)
Yeah, Eli. That'’'s enough.

_LENORE -
What's done is done.
(then)
We’'re leaving town. Tonight.
. SAM
Then... why bring me here? Why are

you even talking to me?

( CONTTNITED)
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' CONTINUED: (3) 26

LENORE
Believe me, I'd rather not. But I
know your kind. Once you have a
scent... you’'ll track it. Doesn’'t
matter where we go. Hunters’ll
find us.

SAM
You're asking us not to follow you?

Lenore speaks intensely -- almost desperately.

LENORE ‘
We have a right to live. We aren't
hurting anyone.

SAM
So you keep saying. But give me
one good reason I should believe
you.

, LENORE
You don’t believe me? Fine. You
know what I’'m going to do?
(leaning closer)
I'm going to let you go.

Lenore steps back. Sam stares, shocked. What the hell just
happened? Lenore nods to Eli.

LENORE
(delivering an order)
Take him back. Not a mark on him.
Eli approaches Sam with the bag...
EXT. FARMHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER WAZ) 27

Eli and a second Vampire lead Sam, hands bound, bag over his
head, to a PICKUP TRUCK. Eli shoves Sam into the back. z%jy
fras

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - WOODEN BRIDGE - MOMENTS LATER 135'

As the truck‘drives over the bridge, it rattles -- THUMPA-
THUMPA-THUMPA. Sam raises his bagged head, clocking the
sound, taking in all the info he can without his eyes.

INT. SAM AND DEAN’S MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 29‘

Dean and Gordon, leaning over a map. Gordon points.

( CONTTNITED)
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29 CONTINUED:

Dean nods,

29

GORDON
This is the best pattern I can
establish. It’'s sketchy at best.

following the pattern, and taps a spot on the map.

DEAN
Looks like they’re coming from this
side of town. So, the nest's
probably around here someplace,
right?

GORDON
That's what I’'m thinking. Problem
is, there’'s thirty-five, forty
farms out there. I've searched
almost half of ‘em already, but...

nothing yet. They're covering

Dean nods.

Just then,

their tracks real good.

DEAN
We’'ll just have to search the other
half. :
(then) )
What time is it? Where the hell’s
Sam? .
GORDON

Car’'s pérked outside. Probably

went for a walk. He seems like the

take-a-walk type.

DEAN
Well. He is, but --

Sam enters, looking stressed.

DEAN
Sammy, where you been?

SAM
can I talk to you alone?

Dean hears the seriousness in Sam’s voice.

DEAN
Gordon -- you mind chilling out for
a couple minutes?

Gordon nods, puts his feet up as Sam and Dean exit.
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30 EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - MOMENTS LATER 30

Sam and Dean. Sam speaks low, intensely.

: SaM : .
Maybe we gotta rethink this hunt.
DEAN |
What are you talking about -- where
were you?
SAM

In the nest.

DEAN .
You found it!?

SAM
They found me.

DEAN
Whoa -- how’d you get out? How
many did you kill?

SAM
None.

DEAN
. (concerned)
Sammy, they didn’t just let you go--

SAM
(troubled)
That's exactly what they did.

‘;:;;:;;;;;1 Several feet behind the boys. Unbeknownst to
them... GORDON. Hiding in shadows. Eavesdropping intently.
Hearing every word they say...

DEAN
Where are they?

SAM
I was blindfolded. I don't know.

DEAN
You gotta know something --

SAM ;
We went over that bridge outside of
town, okay? Listen, Dean, maybe we
shouldn’t go after ‘em.

(CONTTNITED)
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30 CONTINUED: 30

DEAN
What -- why not?

SAM .
T don’t think they’'re like other
vampires. I don’t think they’'re
killing people.

DEAN
You're joking.
(Sam’s not joking)
Oh yeah? Then... how do they stay
alive... or undead, or whatever the
hell they are?

SAM
The cattle mutilations. They said
they live on animal blood.

This throws Dean for a momentary loop. Then --

DEAN .
And you believed them?

SAM .
Look at me. They let me go without
a scratch.

Good point. Dean stops in his tracks.

DEAN
So you're telling me... DO. No
way. I don’'t know why they let you
go, and I don’t care. We find ‘em,
we waste ‘em.

SAM
Why?

DEAN
What part of “yampires” don’'t you
understand? Sam. If it's
supernatural, we kill it, end of
story. That'’s our job.

SAM
No. Our job is hunting evil. I1f
they aren’t killing people, they
aren’'t evil. '

~ (CONTTNITED)
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30 CONTINUED: (2) 30

DEAN
0f course they’re killing people.
These things are all alike.
They're not human, Sammy. We gotta
exterminate every last one of ‘em.

SAM
T don’t think so. Not this time.

Dean grows riled up.

DEAN
T.isten to yourself. You think Dad
would stand around and talk about
the poor little vampires?

Sam looks Dean right in the eye,vevery bit as riled up.

DEAN ;
Dad would end that nest. He
wouldn't take a stupid chance like
letting them go -- :

SAM
(cutting him off)
Well then, Dad would be wrong!

Dean’s ready to slug Sam for that one, but Sam plunges on.

SAM .
Look, I get it. We were raised to
hate these kinds of things... we
were trained to kill ‘em. But that
doesn’t always make it right!

DEAN A
Gordon'’s been on those vamps for a
year. He knows.

SAM
(incredulous)
Gordon? You're taking his word for
this?
DEAN

That’s right.

SAM
Ellen says he’s bad news.

{ CONTTNIUED)
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CONTINUED: (3) 30
DEAN
You called Ellen?
(Sam nods)

And I'm supposed to listen to her?
We barely know her. No, thanks.
I'11 go with Gordon.

‘SAM
Right. Because Gordon’s such an
old friend.
(then)
You don’t think I can see what this
is?

DEAN
What are you talking about?

SAM
He's a substitute for Dad, isn't
he? A poor substitute...

DEAN
(threatening)
Shut up, Sam.

SAM
But he’s not even close. Not on
his best day.

DEAN
I'm not --

SAM
You slap on this big fake smile,
but I can see right through it.
‘cause I know how you feel: Dad's
dead and he left a hole and it
hurts so bad you can’t take it.

Dean’s barely holding himself back. But Sam doesn’t back
off. He's way too upset. Feeling that loss -- the hole’s in
him too. And it just feeds his anger at Dean.

SAM
But you think you can just £ill up
that hole with whoever? It’s an
insult to his memory.

Dean HITS Sam. Sam clutches his c<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>