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INT. THE NIGHT CAB - NIGHT

DONNY SHARPE, late 40’s, sits behind the wheel of the night

cab. It looks like a typical cab. Dice in the mirror, fare

counter and CB on the dash. Pictures of Donny’s wife and

kids adorn the sunshade.

A plain but pretty YOUNG WOMAN sits in the back seat. She’s

small and wide eyed.

The other back door opens and a handsome YOUNG MAN, early

30’s, starts to get in. His accent in thick and European.

YOUNG MAN

Oh, I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize

somebody was in here.

The woman reaches toward him.

YOUNG WOMAN

It’s okay. Do you want to split the

fare?

The man stops, considers, and sits down.

YOUNG MAN

Thank you. You’re very kind... and

very beautiful.

She blushes and looks away.

Donny begins driving, looking in the mirror at the woman.

The woman glances at the young man, noticing the fine suit,

the well kept hair, chiseled features and a coy smile.

YOUNG MAN

So, where are you from?

YOUNG WOMAN

Right here in the city. You?

He smiles bigger, the game is afoot.

YOUNG MAN

Europe.

He looks at her breasts and up her neck as she takes a deep

breath.

YOUNG MAN

You smell amazing.

She blushes again.
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YOUNG WOMAN

Stop. Are you serious?

He scoots closer.

Donny takes an almost worried notice.

YOUNG MAN

Of course I am. It’s not often you

meet such a beautiful woman who’ll

split cab fare with you.

She’s locked. She stares at his eyes. He gets closer.

YOUNG MAN

I know this sounds crazy, but I

feel I’ll regret it for the rest of

my life if I don’t kiss you right

now.

YOUNG WOMAN

Really?

He moves in and kisses her passionately. Donny watches in

the rear view mirror, worried.

The man kisses her jawline and starts to kiss her neck. It’s

insanely passionate.

She seems to have trouble catching her breath. In one loud

GASP she throws her head back, widening her now vibrant blue

eyes, when only a moment ago they were dark. She bares her

teeth, two long rows of uniformly razor sharp teeth.

She digs into his neck. A muffled scream comes from him as

she bestially tears into his artery.

Donny watches from the mirror, disgusted, but interestingly

unsurprised.

The mirror shows only the man in an awkward position, blood

flowing from his neck. However she still feeds on him. A

sickening SUCKING and GULPING sound comes from her.

She comes up for air once, twice, then finally a third time

and throws the man to the other side of the back seat.

She smiles and wipes her face.

YOUNG WOMAN

Here.

Donny stops the cab. She opens the young man’s door and

shoves his body out.
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YOUNG WOMAN

Around the next corner you can drop

me off.

Donny drives again for a short while. She wipes the blood

off her face and licks it off her hands and fingers. Donny

stops again.

She takes out her wallet and hands him a hundred dollar

bill.

YOUNG WOMAN

Keep the change.

DONNY

Thanks.

He takes it and puts it in a safe box up front. She leaves.

He pulls the garlic crucifix out from his shirt and closes

his eyes in prayer.

Just then the back door opens again, a PUNK in his 20’s gets

in. Donny puts the cross away.

DONNY

Good evening sir. What can I get

you?

PUNK

Something... meaty.

The punk smiles slightly, showing some teeth. Donny pulls

away.


