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INT. FOSTER & SHORE’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DUSK

FOSTER, a well-meaning and forth-right nerd, 22, and his 
roommate, SHORE, a balding redneck, 24, play a game of Mario 
Kart on the Wii. They steer with hardened intensity. 

FOSTER
You’re going down, Shore! Your 
reign of terror ends today!

SHORE
(monstrous voice)

Nothing can stop the Bowser! 
(HORRIFYING ROAR / LAUGH)

FOSTER
(firing shells)

Turtle shell! Turtle shell!

SWAN, their work-a-holic medical student across-the-hall 
neighbor, 23, beats on the door and swings it open.

SWAN
Can you guys please keep it down! 
I’ve got my MCATS tomorrow!

FOSTER
I thought you already took your 
MCATS last year.

SHORE
Or rather, they took you.

SWAN
The ones I plan on passing, I’m 
taking tomorrow! Alright?

She notices a carton of donuts on their counter.

SWAN (CONT’D)
Ooh, Num Nuts!

She enters the room, leaving the door open. She eats donuts.

FOSTER
Yeah, help yourself!

SHORE
(monstrous voice)

(HORRIFYING ROAR / LAUGH) 

Shore crosses the finish line with Bowser. He celebrates.



FOSTER
No! The Mushroom Cup! Darn you, 
Swan! You distracted me!

SWAN
Sorry. Maybe now would be a good 
time to stop playing video games.

FOSTER
I’ve still got a couple hours 
before I’ve got to go to work.

SWAN
I meant a good time in your life. 
Don’t you want to amount to 
something of importance?

FOSTER
You mean, become a doctor?

SWAN
That’s a great idea! We could be 
doctors together!

FOSTER
No, don’t pretend like it was my 
idea! You just incepted me!

SWAN
But we could open up a private 
practice. I’d be forced into all 
sorts of romantic situations with 
the other doctors...not you, of 
course, Foster, but other doctors, 
maybe some patients too...

FOSTER
Isn’t that unethical?

SHORE
Let her finish.

SWAN
This could be the start of a whole 
new life for you.

FOSTER
Losing a video game?

SWAN
Losing at life.
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FOSTER
Hey! I am not losing at life! Just 
because I don’t share your lofty 
ambitions of cutting people’s heads 
open to stick electrodes inside, it 
doesn’t mean I don’t have goals! I 
have plenty of goals! Like...

SWAN
Like what? The Mushroom Cup?

FOSTER
Like opening up my own comic book 
store. Like becoming a famous 
science fiction writer. Like being 
the first real super hero!

SWAN
You’ll never achieve anything 
sitting around here all day.

SHORE
That’s a false statement. (BELCH)

SWAN
Maybe you should start small, by 
buying some dress shirts that don’t 
have Spider-Man on the front.

FOSTER
Why do you care so much whether I 
succeed or not? It’s my life. I’ll 
live it however I want.

SWAN
It’s your loss. If you can’t make 
it in the virtual world, what 
chance do you have in real life?

SHORE
Serious burn. That’s a ponderer.

SINGH, an easily-shaken musician, 23, Asian-American, runs 
inside and slams the door, locking it and breathing heavily.

FOSTER
Singh...?

SINGH
Having trouble breathing- need 
inhaler-

FOSTER
You’re a doctor. Help him.
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SWAN
I’m not a doctor yet!

FOSTER
So you’ll let his lungs collapse?

SHORE
I’ll handle this.

Shore reaches into Singh’s pants pockets and searches.

SINGH
Ahh-- ahh-- ooh-- it’s-- 

SWAN
That is so unnecessary.

FOSTER
Get used to this type of procedure.

SINGH
Ahh... it’s- ahhh- it’s not in my 
pants. It’s in my backpack.

Singh flips around, revealing his backpack. Shore growls.

FOSTER
Oh for the love of God.

SINGH
My legs were itchy. So itchy...

Shore opens the backpack. He takes out a French Horn.

SHORE
Is this it?

FOSTER
That’s a French Horn.

SHORE
Sick, can you play it in English?

SINGH
It’s inside- the inhaler- inside...

Shore reaches inside the French Horn and pulls out the 
inhaler, dripping with saliva.

SWAN
(REPULSED NOISE) That’s disgusting!

SHORE
It’s covered in spit!
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SINGH
(in pain, dying for air)

I don’t clean it! I don’t-

Singh looks like he is about to pass out. Swan steels herself 
and grabs the inhaler out of Shore’s hand. She wipes it off 
on her clothing and puts it into Singh’s mouth.

SWAN
Give it here! Now breathe in...

She puffs the inhaler. Singh takes a big breath, sighs.

SINGH
Thank you...

FOSTER
Very nice.

SHORE
Some doctor. I could do that.

SWAN
I’m the only doctor here. Nothing 
in the world can stop me!

AN HONEST-TO-GOD, RE-ANIMATED HUMAN CORPSE, A ZOMBIE FOR ALL 
INTENTS AND PURPOSES OF THE PHRASE, BURSTS THROUGH THE WINDOW 
ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE ROOM AND LURCHES TOWARD THEM. 

They scream in absolute horror. Singh unlocks the door and 
opens it, grabbing his French Horn and running outside.

SINGH
I tried to warn you!!

Singh slams the door leaving them inside with the Zombie. It 
slowly shambles toward them, licking its rotting lips.

SWAN
This is impossible.

Foster pinches her. She winces with pain and slaps him away.

FOSTER
It’s happening. In a dream you 
would have let me touch you.

SWAN
It’s a stress nightmare! Before the 
MCATS! It’s very common!

5.



SHORE
It’s the day I’ve been waiting for 
my entire life.

Shore reaches slowly under the couch and retrieves a loaded 
shotgun. He aims it at the zombie, not blinking.

SWAN
What are you doing?!

SHORE
Foster, in the cupboard there is a 
box of Cheerios. I want you to open 
that box of Cheerios.

Foster complies. He opens the box. There is a 9mm pistol 
inside. He stares at it in surprise. Then nods, preps it for 
fire, and aims at the Zombie.

SWAN
Are you two out of your minds?!

SHORE
It’s a zombie, Swan!

FOSTER
We have to shoot it!

SWAN
What if it’s a human?!

SHORE
It’s a risk I’m willing to take.

FOSTER
Ready.

SHORE
On the count of three...one-

The zombie shambles closer and closer.

SHORE (CONT’D)
Two...

SWAN
No...

The zombie is almost there. He swipes at them.

SHORE
Three!
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Foster and Shore open fire!

CUT TO:

OPENING TITLE: “IT’S ALWAYS VAMPIRES IN TRANSYLVANIA”

BACK TO:

INT. FOSTER’S LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Everyone stares in horror at the dead zombie, riddled with 
bullets, bleeding black goo. No one knows quite what to say.

FOSTER
I can’t believe we killed it.

SHORE
I killed it. You killed that potted 
plant and two of my German hummels.

FOSTER
It’s my first time firing a real 
gun! At least I didn’t hurt anybody-

SHORE
The whole point is to hurt somebody-

SWAN
Can we just stop and figure out 
what the hell’s going on here?!

FOSTER
Singh said he tried to warn us. 
Maybe this is happening elsewhere.

Foster heads over to the television and turns it on. Sure 
enough there is footage of zombie massacres city-wide.

SWAN
Oh my God...

SHORE
This is a dream come true.

He loads his shotgun and cocks it.

FOSTER
Shore, innocent people are dying. 
This is no time to celebrate.
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SHORE
You’re right. I just got so caught 
up in the fervor of killing that I 
thought, why not one more? But 
you’re right. You’re right.

SWAN
You’re insane. This is a horror 
movie. It’s happening in real life!

SHORE
Oh, way to be slow on the uptake.

FOSTER
Think about it. Dead creatures 
brought back to life by an unknown 
force. This could change everything 
we know about the world forever.

CUT TO:

KAIRON: “THE NEXT DAY”

CUT TO:

INT. FOSTER & SHORE’S APARTMENT - THE NEXT DAY

Foster and Shore play Mario Kart again, driving wildly with 
the motion controls as usual. The broken window is now 
blocked by a barricade of their household furniture. In front 
of the blockade is an old television, broadcasting news about 
the Zombie attack. It looks bad. A REPORTER reports:

REPORTER (O.S.)
Still no explanation for the 
absolute madness unfolding before 
our eyes, like something out of a 
George Romero movie-

SHORE
He said ‘Romero’. Drink.

Shore and Foster each sip a beer, playing a drinking game.

REPORTER
-but the important information to 
remember is this. Stay in your 
homes, barricade your doors, and 
pray, pray that the government 
responds quickly.

8.



FOSTER
Turtle shell! Turtle shell!

SHORE
Oh no you didn’t!

The door bursts open. A FEMALE ZOMBIE lurches inside, 
howling. The boys pause, pick up their guns and blow it’s 
head off. It falls, easily subdued by their bullets.

SHORE (CONT’D)
Head-shot!

Foster closes the door and locks it.

FOSTER
I keep telling you, we really need 
to lock this door securely.

SHORE
Where’s the fun in that?

Someone pounds furiously at the door.

FOSTER
What’s the secret knock?

SINGH (O.C.)
Little pig, little pig, let me in!

Foster opens the door. Singh rushes inside. Foster locks it.

FOSTER
While that is indeed stupid enough 
to be the secret knock, it is 
actually ‘Shave and a Haircut.’

SINGH
(panting)

Two bits...

SHORE
Singh! You’re alive!

SINGH
Why do you say that every time you 
see me? You’ve seen me twice today!

SHORE
I’m surprised every time.

SINGH
I can take care of myself you know!
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FOSTER
Then why aren’t you at your place?

SINGH
I just came from there. It’s 
infested with zombies. They ate my 
cat’s cat food. Then they ate my 
cats. Now my cats are cat zombies.

SHORE
Those’d be fun to kill.

SINGH
You can’t! They’re my darlings!

FOSTER
Okay, now you’re getting into 
creepy mad scientist territory...

SHORE
Relax, Singh. We’ve got this 
situation under control.

SINGH
Where’s Swan? Did they get her too?

FOSTER
No of course not. She’s across the 
hall in her apartment, trying to 
find some medical books to explain 
this “scientific phenomenon.”

Foster shakes his head, like “what a rube.”

SHORE
Good old fashioned Zombosis, plain 
and simple. Easy cure, one shell to 
the head at 500 milligrams.

Foster makes some hot cocoa. Singh is appalled.

SINGH
How can you both stay so calm?

FOSTER
It’s simple really- cocoa?

SINGH
Yes, thank you.

Singh accepts the cocoa graciously. Foster continues:
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FOSTER
The modern geek is well-equipped to 
deal with disasters of a fanciful 
nature, whether they be zombie-
related, nuclear fallout-based, or 
a contrivance of completely 
unrelated yet totally awesome 
marketing strategies.

SHORE
Like Secret Wars or Kenner Presents 
Joel Schumacher’s Batman & Robin.

SINGH
So you mean to tell me that by 
sitting at home all day, reading 
comic books, playing video games, 
and watching horror movies, you 
actually prepared yourself for the 
zombie apocalypse?

FOSTER
Now he’s talkin’ sense!

SHORE
What about you, Singh? You’re 
Asian. Shouldn’t you be geeking out 
all the time instead of practicing 
your bent trumpet or whatever?

SINGH
My parents were the ‘stay in school 
and go to your french horn lessons’ 
kind of Asian. Not the ‘Kaneda! 
Tetsuo!’ kind of Asian.

Swan screams from her apartment. 

FOSTER
That sounds like Swan...

Foster and Shore ready their fire-arms.

SINGH
Foster, I was your college 
roommate. It is your duty to shield 
me from the real world.

SHORE
Foster, I am your current roommate, 
and I say that Singh could be very 
valuable Zombie bait.
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FOSTER
Can we discuss this later?!

They open the door. Zombies are clawing at Swan’s door.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Foster and Shore shoot at the zombies. Shore shoots them 
dead. Foster misses every shot, emptying the clip. Foster 
clicks his trigger compulsively. No ammo.

FOSTER
I’m out.

SHORE
You should maybe focus on aiming 
first and emptying the clip second.

FOSTER
Swan! You’ve got to cross now!

Swan opens her door, clutching medical books and screaming as 
Zombies from within her apartment chase her outside. She runs 
across the hall into their apartment. Shore fires twice and 
kills one zombie, but does not have ammo for the rest.

INT. FOSTER & SHORE’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Everyone rushes inside and Foster locks the door, keeping the 
zombies safely on the other side.

SWAN
They broke in through my window!

SHORE
Why didn’t you use that machete I 
gave you? It’s just like a scalpel 
but for decapitating heads!

The zombies claw and moan at the door angrily. Everyone 
breathes a sigh of relief for their temporary safety and 
moves away from the door.

SINGH
Is it really safe to relax?

SHORE
The door will hold. I reinforced it 
a few years back when I had that 
aggressively plump ex-girlfriend.
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FOSTER
Aw, yeah. I really miss Shiela. She 
could bake a mean ice cream pie.

The zombies howl and moan. It’s kind of annoying.

SWAN
Do they ever sleep? How long can a 
creature rage like that?

FOSTER
I’m sure they get tired eventually.

CUT TO:

KAIRON: “FIVE HOURS LATER”

CUT TO:

INT. FOSTER & SHORE’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - LATER

Singh and Shore play Mario Kart while Foster watches. Swan 
pours over her medical textbooks for clues. The zombies 
continue to rage angrily and annoyingly loudly. It has taken 
an emotional toll on everyone.

SWAN
There’s nothing in my books about 
re-animating tissue. It’s like 
something out of Frankenstein.

SHORE
She said ‘Frankenstein’. Drink.

SWAN
Stop drinking. We need constant 
vigilance! No interference.

Swan compulsively pops a pill in her mouth.

FOSTER
What was that?

SWAN
Xanax cut with some vicodin and 
adderol dust. Need to keep the 
spirits up. You want any?

FOSTER
No thanks. And I think that counts 
as interference.
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SWAN
Not if it keeps me constantly alert-

There’s a loud pounding at the barricaded window.

SWAN (CONT’D)
What the hell was that?!

A FEMALE VOICE CALLS FROM OUTSIDE THE BARRICADE.

FEMALE VOICE (O.C.)
May I come inside?

SWAN
Don’t let her in! What if one of 
them learned to speak?

FOSTER
Zombies cannot speak. It is one of 
the fundamental laws of their 
nature. Like how vampires cannot 
enter a house unless beckoned.

The knocking at the window barricade becomes fierce.

FEMALE VOICE (O.C.)
Please! Let me inside! These 
creatures, they’ll tear me apart!

Everyone exchanges a look of concern.

SHORE
Yep, she’s a vampire. No question.

Shore reaches for his shotgun compulsively.

SWAN
Stop jumping to conclusions!

FEMALE VOICE (O.C.)
I cannot come inside unless you bid 
me welcome, friends!

FOSTER
I’m starting to side with Shore on 
this one. Sorry, Swan.

SINGH
If it is a vampire, maybe we should 
“Let the Right One In”, eh?

Singh grins and pours a few pills into his beer can.
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SWAN
Are you mixing pills with alcohol?!

SINGH
When in Hell, do as the Demons do!

He chugs his beer. Foster and Swan watch, dismayed. Shore 
watches with great delight. The pounding outside becomes 
vicious, and it sounds as if there is a struggle.

FEMALE VOICE (O.C.)
I can’t hold them back much longer! 
My magic’s not strong enough here-

The voice emits an agonized scream. There is an explosion of 
some kind outside. It shakes the apartment. Then silence.

FOSTER
Did you hear that?! Magic!

Shore and Foster remove the barricade to see what happened.

SWAN
Don’t go out there! The zombies!

They remove the wall and look out the window. There is a 
beautiful, exotic-looking young woman lying unconscious below 
their window sill. Shore and Foster exchange a look.

FOSTER
It’s just a girl!

They grab her and pull her inside.

SWAN
Don’t you dare bring her in here! 
Ugh, what is she wearing?!

Suffice it to say, the young woman is provocatively dressed. 
She looks kind of like one of those Red Sonja covers.

SINGH
She’s like the cover of Heavy 
Metal! Can I touch her too?

SWAN
Get away from her you perverts! How 
do we know she didn’t get bitten?

SHORE
We should check her entire body!
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SWAN
No! We should put her back outside! 
She could be a security risk!

SHORE
Look at Swan, acting tough for a 
change. Or perhaps she is offended 
by our young maiden’s attire...

The young unconscious woman’s arm shoots up and fires a dark 
current of waves through the air, creating a ripple effect 
and slamming all of the objects in the barricade back against 
the window. They are trapped again. The woman wakes.

YOUNG WOMAN
I apologize for deceiving you. I do 
not mean you any harm.

Shore instinctively fires two shots at the Young Woman’s 
head. She deflects them deftly with two simple gestures, 
apparently protected by some sort of dark energy shield.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Allow me to repeat, I mean you no 
harm. I could easily mean you harm 
should you continue to annoy me.

FOSTER
Maybe cut it with the gunfire for a 
bit, Shore. Thanks. Sorry. I’m 
really sorry. Who are you?

YOUNG WOMAN
I am a being beyond your mortal 
comprehension. A vampire, from a 
different realm of existence. I 
have come here to put a stop to 
this freak occurrence in your 
dimension, and save your people.

SINGH
Thanks! You look great!

YOUNG WOMAN
I need your help.

SHORE
Anything you need, sexy vampire.

FOSTER
Yeah that sounds great! You seem 
like a great cool person.
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SWAN
Hang on! The first thing she did 
was lie to us. Why should we trust 
her? What if she’s working with the 
Zombies as some sort of liaison?

YOUNG WOMAN
I will be happy to show my loyalty.

With a flick of her hand, the young woman unlocks and opens 
their front door. Zombies come pouring inside. Everyone 
winces and screams. The young woman sends another bolt of 
dark energy at the zombies and it pulsates, exploding all of 
their heads in a bloody mass execution. Everyone blinks.

The Young Woman blows a smoke trail on her finger as if it 
were a smoking gun. She stares at them expectantly.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
My name is Morgan. Come with me if 
you wish to survive.

SINGH
I like Morgan.

Morgan suddenly collapses, as if drained of her power again. 
The guys all gasp and help her up. Swan frowns.

INT. FOSTER & SHORE’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Morgan, wrapped in a Snuggie and sipping cocoa, explains 
herself while Swan eyes her suspiciously. Singh eyes Morgan 
with abject, albeit drunken love. Foster & Shore open Shore’s 
gun closet, revealing an arsenal of amazing weaponry.

MORGAN
As I said, I am not from this 
realm. I am from a place called 
Transylvania, but not the one you 
know of in legend.

SWAN
Are you from the flamboyant one in 
the Rocky Horror Show?

MORGAN
I assume you are referring to my 
attire. I assure you it is quite 
customary in my homeland.

SINGH
I would love to visit with you!
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SWAN
So what are you doing here?

MORGAN
Someone, or something, opened a 
trans-dimensional portal to this 
realm and enacted a spell of dark 
magic, breaking an eternity of 
quiet between our two dimensions. 
Now I fear that this darkness will 
infect your world irrevocably.

FOSTER
Something has to be done!

SWAN
Foster, unless the “dark magic” can 
be stopped by sloppy penmanship, I 
don’t think you stand a chance.

Foster grabs a gun. Swan notices the huge arsenal of weapons.

SWAN (CONT’D)
Shore! Where did you get those?

SHORE
I don’t like to brag, but my 
father, being a man of poor moral 
fiber, is something of a redneck. 
He sends me guns as presents, for 
birthdays, Christmasses, Guy Fawkes 
day...it’s just how he relates.

FOSTER
Is that a rocket launcher?

SHORE
Please don’t touch. That’s a 
commemorative edition.

MORGAN
I sense you are skeptical. Have I 
not shown you enough proof already?

SWAN
You’ve shown me proof. I just know 
there has to be a scientific 
explanation for this too.

MORGAN
I want to take you to someone who 
may be able to put your questions 
of science to rest.
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FOSTER
We’ll go. Wherever you are, Morgan, 
we want to be right behind you.

Morgan smiles and nods. Swan shoots Foster a look.

FOSTER (CONT’D)
I mean- behind you as a form of 
support. Not because of the vantage 
point, or for any reason...

Swan stares daggers of hatred at Foster. Shore grins.

INT. UNIVERSITY SCIENCE CENTER - LABORATORY - LATER

PROFESSOR GHENT, 45, stately and stern, addresses Foster, 
Shore, Swan, Singh, and Morgan.

GHENT
There is a scientific explanation 
for this. All magic, in fact, if 
you’ll bend an ear to listen.

SWAN
Enlighten us, Professor.

GHENT
All around us, in this dimension 
and the next, there is a 
bombardment of wave particles. Now 
these particles are the only thing 
capable of being in two places at 
once. That means you could have a 
wave particle with its head in our 
dimension and its anus in the other 
so to speak. Now if all matter is 
made of similar particles, and life 
is a gradual process of 
decomposition, and if energy is 
neither gained nor lost-

SHORE
That’s a lot of ifs, and I speak 
for myself when I admit that I 
understand none of them.

GHENT
Do any of you see what I’m after?

FOSTER
I do, Professor Ghent. But only 
because I took your class on 
particle physics four years ago.
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SWAN
You studied physics?

FOSTER
It was my major!

GHENT
Very good, my boy! And what is your 
profession now, may I ask?

FOSTER
Comic book sales cashier.

GHENT
Why, what a fabulously 
inappropriate use of your talents. 
If I remember correctly, you were 
the only student who passed.

SHORE
To be fair, he also disinfects the 
Mylar bags when they get musty.

GHENT
(to Singh)

Weren’t you also in my class?

SINGH
Yes, but I still don’t understand.

GHENT
If all matter is broken down by 
these invisible waves and yet none 
of it is lost, then perhaps some of 
these particles travel via wave to 
another dimension, thereby leaving 
traces of us everywhere and in 
everything we see and cannot see.

SWAN
So how does that double mumbo-jumbo 
equal magic, exactly?

FOSTER
If particles that used to construct 
living things can be broken down 
and transmitted to other 
dimensions, where our laws of 
physics don’t apply, it could mean 
a preternatural connection to the 
world around us. That is, assuming 
you had some means of contacting 
and reclaiming those particles. 
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GHENT
Precisely right! And that’s exactly 
what I’ve invented this for!

The Professor displays a mock-up design on his laptop. It 
looks like a vertical cannon with a pedestal.

FOSTER
Amazing! It can reclaim particles?

GHENT
So long as you have a sample.

FOSTER
So we need to track down whatever 
caused this rift between the 
dimensions to begin with...

GHENT
Once we have a sample of whatever 
caused this Zombosis-

SHORE
I knew that was a real word!

GHENT
-we’ll be able to reclaim the 
particles attached to the initial 
spell and hopefully reverse it. 

MORGAN
It will work, Professor. All we 
need is a human to pull the trigger 
on the device. It is technology 
that will not work for vampires.

GHENT
Yes, Morgan was kind enough to 
explain that to me. Apparently 
there is some sort of barrier that 
prevents her from interacting with 
our electronic equipment.

SINGH
Fascinating...

SHORE
You are full of surprises, Morgan.

FOSTER
I suppose we should help Morgan 
discover the secret of the rift 
between the dimensions, whatever 
caused our city to Zombify...
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SWAN
I guess we have no choice if it 
will turn things back to normal.

A howl and clatter! A zombie bursts through a nearby door.

GHENT
They must have gotten through my 
blockade! I apologize for this!

Shore fires his shotgun at the zombies. Morgan fires blasts 
of dark magic at the zombies. Foster fires his 9mm handgun, 
missing and shooting a lighting fixture. The lights flicker 
on and off, creepily and ominously.

SHORE
You and I are going to the firing 
range if we survive this!

A HIDEOUS, ROTTING ZOMBIE leaps towards Shore. He fires! He 
blasts the Zombie’s head backwards, but it is still connected 
at the neck, and lurches toward them. More zombies come...

GHENT
There’s too many of them now! 
You’ll need to flee! Down through 
the drainage system.

The Professor points toward a grating near the emergency eye 
wash station. He runs over to a safe and opens it. He 
retrieves the molecule recaller from inside.

GHENT (CONT’D)
This is the molecule recaller. Take 
this with you and activate it when 
you have a sample of the dark 
energy that started this mess.

Ghent hands the device to Singh. It’s almost too heavy. 
Foster and Shore need to reload and the room is swarming with 
zombies. They back away and reload their guns.

SHORE
We need to get out of here!

A zombie lurches out from hiding and chomps onto Professor 
Ghent’s arm. Ghent howls and wrenches himself away.

FOSTER
Professor Ghent!

MORGAN
There’s no time! You must activate 
that device! Quickly!
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Foster leads Swan and Singh toward the metal grating. Shore 
fires his gun at the zombies as he backs away.

INT. SEWERS - LONG DRAINAGE PIPE - MOMENTS LATER

Foster leads them through gross sewers with a flashlight. 
Shore keeps his shotgun at the ready. Swan sticks close to 
Foster, clutching her machete for comfort. Singh lugs the 
molecule recaller behind them sluggishly.

SWAN
I hope the Professor’s alright.

SHORE
He’s a goner by now. No question.

FOSTER
Hey, don’t talk like that! We’ve 
all got to hold it together!

SINGH
I hope Morgan is okay! I think she 
was really coming on to me.

SWAN
(DISMISSIVE NOISE)

FOSTER
You wish, Singh!

SHORE
If anything, she was into Foster.

SWAN
No she wasn’t!

Everyone is taken aback by Swan’s conviction.

SWAN (CONT’D)
She was just using us. That’s all. 
Here we are in the sewers while she 
gets the glory. It’s not fair.

FOSTER
Life’s not fair anymore, Swan. Some 
weird stuff’s happened, and now 
everything’s different.

SHORE
That is a massive understatement!
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FOSTER
But the important thing is that we 
have each other. We can support 
each other, no matter what happens.

SINGH
(looking behind him)

What the hell is that sound?

It’s the sound of a group of marauding zombies lumbering 
toward them angrily from behind. Shore fires. He takes down a 
few zombies. The rest keep coming.

FOSTER
We’d better run!

They all panic and run the other way. Singh falls under 
exhaustion and the weight of the molecule recaller.

SINGH
Help me please, Foster!

Foster runs back and nods, grabbing the molecule recaller and 
leaving Singh to fend for himself. Singh wails. Foster runs 
forward with the molecule recaller, struggling.

FOSTER
Little help?

Shore slings his gun over his shoulder and helps Foster carry 
the molecule recaller to a room at the end of the tunnel. 
Swan stares at Foster in disgust and helps Singh to his feet. 
They all run together, with the zombies at their heels.

INT. SEWERS - UTILITY ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

They seal the big vault door closed and inspect the room.

SWAN
We’re trapped.

FOSTER
There’s a door on the ceiling.

SHORE
Sure, if you like raining shit.

SWAN
What’s with you, Foster? You grab 
the machine but leave Singh to die?

FOSTER
I was thinking of the greater good!
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SWAN
You were thinking of the glory!

FOSTER
You’re the one who brought up 
glory! This is about saving lives! 
God willing, this device will be 
able to turn people back to normal.

SWAN
Maybe you should start thinking 
about the people right here! You 
said we could count on each other!

SINGH
I’m alright. I’m alright. I only 
got bit a little bit.

Singh holds up his wound. It is bleeding, infected. They all 
recoil in terror. He’s going to become a zombie!

FOSTER
Singh! When did that happen?

SINGH
Earlier- when we were leaving the 
apartment. You know, I think I 
might be the Chosen One, because 
the zombie bacteria doesn’t seem to 
be affecting me at all-

He wretches, his eyes glaze over, he loses control, and he 
becomes A ZOMBIE! Everyone screams, he lurches toward them.

SWAN
The painkillers and beer must have 
dulled his reaction to Zombosis!

FOSTER
Just make stuff up to sound 
sciencey, Med School!

SHORE
What do we do, Foster?!

FOSTER
Why are you asking me?

SHORE
You’re the sensible one! And you 
know how I like killing...

SWAN
Don’t kill him!
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SHORE
But he’ll eat us!

FOSTER
And infect us too!

They back away from the ravenous Singh.

SWAN
This is impossible. I can’t live 
with myself knowing we killed him.

FOSTER
There’s got to be some way to 
distract him.

Singh lurches forward, and his backpack slides off his back.

SHORE
Singh’s rusty trombone!

Shore loops the backpack with his shotgun and pulls it over. 
He tosses the pack to Foster. Foster unveils the French Horn 
in all its glory. He holds it up to Singh!

FOSTER
Think fast, arts major!

Singh’s Zombie compulsively grabs the French Horn. He stops. 
He grumbles. He looks at it. He stares at Foster.

SWAN
It’s not working...

FOSTER
If there still remains some part of 
human nature after we die, if every 
bit of man can be broken down by 
wave and carried to an alternate 
dimension, if we always live on as 
part of this massive conglomeration 
of super-science, then some part of 
your dumb-ass zombie should 
remember how to play the horn!

Singh’s Zombie considers this, then holds the French Horn to 
his lips and begins to play. At first he is terrible, but 
then he swings back into motion through muscle memory. He 
begins to play a lovely piece on the Horn. It is impressive.

SWAN
I have newfound respect for Singh.

The passage above Shore opens and shit rains on him.
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SHORE
(DISGUSTED GRUNT) I told you!

Morgan descends from the passageway above them. Singh’s 
Zombie stops playing the horn and stares at her.

FOSTER
Even a zombie knows she’s hot.

Swan is a little bit infuriated by this comment.

SWAN
Nice of you to drop by, Morgan.

Morgan casts a spell on Singh to repel him, but she is 
weakened and collapses again. Foster helps her up.

FOSTER
There we go. Thank you for 
defending us back there. It’s good 
to see you in one piece.

MORGAN
Your friend is tainted by the 
affliction. You should slay him.

FOSTER
We want to find a way to save him.

MORGAN
But don’t you see? He is the cure.

SHORE
He really is the Chosen One? Damn, 
I wish I was Asian.

MORGAN
No. His Zombie blood is a sample of 
the dark magic that started this 
mess. We can use it to revert 
everything to normal.

SWAN
I knew she was evil! She wants us 
to kill Singh to save the city!

SHORE
But she wants us to save the city!

FOSTER
If, it means saving everyone else-

SWAN
No, Foster you can’t!
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FOSTER
I know, Swan, but- I can’t let this 
Zombie curse spread! It would be 
taking one life to save countless!

MORGAN
Yes, Foster! Do what must be done!

Foster aims at Singh’s head. Singh watches contemplatively. 
Foster prepares to fire the trigger. His hand shakes. He 
fires. He fires again, and again. He drops his arms. Singh’s 
Zombie stands nearby, un-phased.

SHORE
God, you are a terrible shot!

FOSTER
That’s not it! I can’t do it. 
Swan’s right. I can’t sacrifice my 
friends for the greater good. That 
makes me no kind of hero at all.

SHORE
Don’t worry. I can do it!

Shore aims his shotgun at Singh’s head and prepares to fire. 
Foster bashes his gun out of the way. It fires, destroying a 
nearby steam pipe. The room fills with murky steam. Singh 
roars and charges into the darkness, clutching his horn.

SWAN
Can anyone see Singh?

A creature screeches as it leaps from the darkness. It’s a 
four legged demon with no eyes, a beak and twin tentacles.

FOSTER
What the hell is that?

MORGAN
It is a demon! It must be the cause 
of this disturbance between realms!

SHORE
Kill it to holy hell!

Shore plugs the demon full of lead. It bursts into black goo. 
Foster runs over and grabs the black goo.

FOSTER
Where’s the molecule recaller?

SHORE
It’s right here-
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He lifts the molecule recaller, but Singh’s Zombie leaps from 
the thick fog and bites him savagely in the arm. Swan grabs 
the molecule recaller away from Shore and gives it to Foster.

SWAN
There’s no time! We can save them 
both if we just hurry!

Foster nods. He jams the goo into the device. He fires it to 
life. Morgan watches with a smile. It sends out a pulse wave 
that sucks the energy from a small component in the Zombie’s 
brains. It stops the transmission of the disease from 
affecting Shore. It saves Singh, but he seems to be strangely 
affected by it, as if his French Horn is interfering with the 
wave. He collapses, unconscious.

FOSTER
We did it! It worked!

MORGAN
Very good, Mr. Foster. You have 
done your species a great service.

FOSTER
I couldn’t have done it without my 
friends. Right guys?

SHORE
Definitely not without me.

Shore slides the unconscious Singh off his shoulder.

EXT. CITY STREET - JUST BEFORE DAWN

Foster slides off a manhole cover and the gang climbs into 
the street. The sun is about to rise. People are recovering 
from their Zombie states, rising and rubbing their noggins.

MORGAN
I must return to Transylvania. It 
was a pleasure working with you.

FOSTER
Pretty convenient, the way that 
demon just happened to appear in 
the room at the last minute.

MORGAN
You are a wise man of science, Mr. 
Foster. Be so wise as to expect our 
meetings to become more frequent.

She vanishes into the night. Foster is astonished.
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SHORE
Creepy. But still hot in a way.

SWAN
And I guess I underestimated you, 
Foster. You really are a hero.

SINGH
A real hero would have gotten her 
number before she vanished.

Singh coughs hysterically. He uses his inhaler.

SWAN
You probably still need to recover 
from your infection, Singh. Why 
don’t I take care of you?

SINGH
Hey, you see there, fellows? One of 
us ended up with the girl.

Swan helps Singh down the street. Singh puts his hand on her 
ass. Swan slaps Singh and he winces and coughs.

SHORE
That sure was a hell of a day.

FOSTER
I’ll say. Can you believe that a 
couple days ago we were just a pair 
of brain-dead losers?

SHORE
Hell, that’s exactly what I hope 
we’ll be a couple days from now!

FOSTER
One thing’s for sure, Shore. After 
this experience, nothing in our 
lives will ever be the same.

CUT TO:

KAIRON: “THE NEXT DAY”

CUT TO:

INT. FOSTER & SHORE’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - THE NEXT DAY

Foster and Shore play Mario Kart on Wii, flailing as usual. 
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SHORE
Triple red shell, bitches!

FADE TO BLACK.

STINGER:

INT. FOSTER & SHORE’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

They play Mario Kart. Foster talks on a phone with Ghent.

FOSTER
That’s great, Professor Ghent! I’m 
glad you’re okay. Well, we’ll all 
be on the look-out in case another 
rift happens, but hopefully 
there’ll be no demonic activity in 
this city for at least another 
decade or so, okay? Okay, bye-bye.

He hangs up the phone. Swan barges in the door.

SWAN
I can’t stand Singh another second!

She spots some meatballs on the counter.

SWAN (CONT’D)
Ooh, Spicy Balls!

She munches on the meatballs.

FOSTER
Yeah, help yourself. I thought you 
were supposed to be watching Singh. 
Isn’t he still in recovery?

SWAN
He’s driving me crazy with his 
neediness. His pillows are 
uncomfortable! He needs another 
sponge bath! And he’s hungry round 
the clock! I won’t feed him another 
greasy cheeseburger!

FOSTER
Are you sure he’s getting better?

SWAN
His skin pigmentation is back to 
normal. And he can talk. That’s a 
fairly good sign he’s human.
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FOSTER
Not in Shore’s case.

SHORE
I can’t believe how quickly things 
turned to normal. I never even got 
to use my rocket launcher.

Singh bursts in the room, dripping from the face and clothing 
with what appears to be human blood. He locks the door.

SWAN
Singh! I locked the door! How did 
you get outside? Are you alright?!

SINGH
I’m fine! I just needed to get away 
from the cops. You guys will never 
believe what brains taste like!

Foster and Shore exchange a look of shock. They nod. They 
grab their weapons from their hiding places, aim and:

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD: “IT’S ALWAYS VAMPIRES IN TRANSYLVANIA”

FADE OUT.
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