
	 

	
	Kips (using glamour on a human.)

	“Un, un, un, keep that chin up. I didn’t think it would be so easy to subdue you, but you’re a good boy aren’t you. Helping old ladies across the street, and all that. Don’t worry, no one can see us here. I made sure of that. No, no, no, don’t try to speak, I didn’t say you could yet.” (The sound of a male closed mouth trying to speak.) 

	“The reason that you can’t dear. Is because I’m using a little trick called glamour. It makes you all warm, oh so gushy inside.”

	Lucksa (introducing)

	“That was kips. My great grand sire. She was out on the town, with her date. Watching the fireworks fill the night’s sky, she moved his head so he could see them as well.”

	Kips (Enjoy the pleasure she’s getting from her food)

	“I’ve had your blood pumping all night, dreaming about me with eyes wide open, was the mere thing you were doing. I’m going to give you a bit more, don’t cry out. Like we discussed.”

	Lucksa (spoken like a student watching a master work)

	“Watch this part. Her eyes go red. That’s the bloodstream, affecting the eyes. It appears as a whipping fog concealing the brightest cloud over the fullest moon. Hers were the best though.”

	Lucksa  (speaking as if to the audience)

	“I’m Lucksa. I’m new to this unlife, but the one skill my transformation has manifested allows me to travel back through the ancestral track. Kips may no longer be with us anymore, but her memories from when she turned my master stay clear, including all those previous to me, to be reborn in all my chattel.”

	“When I say I’m new to undeath, I mean I’m one hundred and fifty. It’s bad for a lady to reveal her age I know. We live a great deal longer than you would think. Depending on the blood line, it's how we judge the age. Hmm, you see one hundred and fifty years is yes, one hundred and fifty years. I am learned, aged, a fine wine of Strigoi, yet to the elders of my kin. I am all, but first bit.” 

	“I come here to his old house, of my people. Invited to the realms of our collective family masters to speak. As I remember.”

	Kips (speaking in glamour)

	“Slowly come to a stop, and You will wait here until I return. “

	Lucksa (told as if she was watching the act)

	She had glamoured a cab driver, and out of his newfound love for her, he went to where she wished. My grand sire broke into the house of the reigning masters, to see what all the fuss was about. She was always direct. Now I’m here, ordered to speak on the behalf of all my kind. The front door opened, no one was at it, yet I went in. I had heard one of the resident lords had accepted the tech age unlike most of us.” 

	“It was probably his watchful eye. Within was a party unlike any other in your mortal world. Topics which spanned the centuries were discussed as if how was the weather. The meat of the matter with one thousand-year-old blood feuds, and who got the newest Hollywood actor as a devotee, or billionaire joined in on our journey to the kingdom of the night. 

	(Cutely laugh here.)

	Time has found it’s at the beginning of a new age. We the children of the night in a never-ending Paradise of darkness. In the end it seems we weren’t made for here, if only to escape the sun. 

	Red, blood red wine of the sweetest grapes passed lips, and sharp fangs. We own your world, the band names. The stars, the music, corporations. We have become masters of our environment, of our food. And what good food you are. The fact that the act of us sustaining ourselves brings on euphoria is quite pleasing to me. It’s a gift, for what we take. Energy, memories, aspects of you on to us. Blood is not all we require. The essence of life is much more than just a liquid.”

	“I walked through the crowd, being welcomed. It almost feels like an old family reunion. The long-lost cousins, the distant relatives. Everyone's coming around here nowadays, for tonight. To hear me speak. Ushered up to the podium in front of the sires of my closest kin, I began.”

	Lucksa (spoke as if to a crowd of people)

	“We have all come together to silence the rumors we merely whisper in the dark. I was hired to assess the validity of these dire issues. And at the conclusion of my investigation, I can most definitely say this will very well be the end of Strigoi.”

	“The human blood descendants have contracted an immunity to us. It is only, I repeat, only 37% of the livestock. The problem that will affect our kind is that in another 125 years The number will jump to 86%. Then grow by another percentage point every 10 years, until we can only drink from 8% of the continued population. There is no way that we can maintain our society through conventional means.” 

	Lucksa  

	“I talked a lot more that night, at the podium about the twilight of our era. Those of my kind much older than me had a great deal of attention-grabbing questions of their own. Formulating plans, sharing disbeliefs right out in the open. Ever private we are, such a thing was strange, but understood in the situation. After I spoke for about an hour, we did come to a final conclusion. Well two final conclusions. The blood must be rationed and secured. The second one, the more controversial, was approved, amazing the whole of the audience. The heads of the houses had agreed unanimously. Strigoi lines would have to be culled, cutting the dead leaves off a tree I think one of the Masters called it. How, or who wasn’t?”

	(Speak with a hint of growing ecstasy in your voice.)

	“The news freed us all in some way, I guess being immortal and being told you're going to slowly die off is one hell of an aphrodisiac. The owner of the house joined us as well.”

	“Don’t stop. You can have more, my lord.”

	(Stop the part of your voice that is an ecstasy here.)

	Narrative voice

	“This was the Lord of the city's house after all. Millennial old, and beautiful beyond imagining. She chose me as a reward for being the one who delivered the news.”

	(And start it back up here.)

	“When she fed, she’d link her mind to yours. Psychic vampires. I was ravished in every moment for I felt the enjoyment she felt. Through at first the breaking of the skin. Her teeth, the softness of her touch. Holding me, safe. Damn I don't think I ever felt safer. Being tasted as if a fine vintage of young blood. I must have been Sweet, drinking young things always was. She didn't shy away, mostly kissing and licking me. She wanted me to fall deeply into my moment.”

	(Stop the ecstasy voice at this point.)

	I drifted (stated while passing out.)

	(Play a bit of relaxing music. With your voice humming. For about 15 seconds.)

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Episode 2

	Kips voice.

	“The nights alone when you're a drifting soul in the spirits of the blood. What's wrong when you're the most dominant.” (Say it with a proud sexy tone.)

	(Speak normally. and that seductive tone you use.) 

	“I ran into that same lordly bitch. Tried that on me too. Playing those games in your head. We all love our little individual blood abilities. glamour was mine. To make anyone infected with me, love me as if I was their heart's desire. Which is how I stopped her. By the end, I had her on her knees. Naked as the day she was born. Wearing a collar, she sat on her bum. Protesting why she should be able to meow, instead of bark. My lineage, well she is not quite so lucky.” 

	“Hours of a deathly sleep phoned the busy signal to her brain.” 

	(In this part we'll have both of you talk. In the same scene as if you were speaking to each other. Also, there Will be a third character called The Prince, which will be voiced by Kate.)

	Lucksa 

	“My eyes opened.”

	Kips 

	“She had no idea where she was.”

	Lucksa 

	“There is some light though.”

	Kips

	“Probably payback on her part.”

	Lucksa

	“Chained up I should have guessed.”

	Kips

	“Oh kinky.”

	Lucksa

	“She walked out of the darkness. 

	The Prince 

	“How time flies When you’re having fun. That soft neck. Shaking in my grasp. Compared to your far-off ancestor You were easy to handle. I wonder why they wanted you?”

	Lucksa 

	“Unlike some of our kind, I had been able to conceal my blood trait from others. None knew of my tendency to slip back into the progenitor’s glory days. Savory knowledge, the taste of once bitten royals, things that they forgot. I knew for I was in the line. All that was needed was to look upon it, to reminisce.”

	Kips

	“The part that she's not alluding to, and it's a biggie.”

	Lucksa

	“When I do, let's just say some of the defining aspects of that ancestor become more prevalent in me.”

	Kips

	“She means at times we get to pop out for a little while.”

	(Kass as Kips speaking directly to The Prince.)

	“We never really did get down to it. Whether you were more partial to the bark, or meow.”

	(Speaking in an angry huff, The Prince replies.)

	“What did you just say to me? 

	Kips 

	“Bark, bark, or meow, meow. Did you make your mind up after all these years?”

	The Prince

	“She couldn't have told you! She was gone from us by then! And your voice I could swear…Even after all these years…late at night when I'm all alone in my old room. In this old place, I hear her voice. Soothing me in ways I hadn't felt since the days of my master. All the trick, of course, to purposely get what you wanted. Yet the feeling still lingers. Why she's here, is that why they want you?”

	Kips

	“She pondered looking into my eyes, it was all I needed. Missing me or we? Princely lords in all their depravity, tingle at the sound of my footsteps. Those were the days.”

	(Speak to The Prince character as if in a seductive, yet in controlled way. As if a lover with someone less experienced. That projected emotion is what I would like her speaking in glamour to come off as.) 

	Kips (speaking in glamour)      

	“Wouldn’t things be better for us both if you loosened my bindings? Not too much, don’t want me to not hear everything my Prince has to say.”

	The Prince (tone of agreement, almost a sense of being guided.)

	“I do want you to feel comfortable in my presence. The very act of not allowing you to feel welcomed, might dim my majesty.”

	 

	Kips (speaking in glamour)

	“Such an apocalypse of an event must never take place, to avoid any idea of it you should free me entirely. Only if that is what you wish, my Prince?”

	The Prince (still being well handled)

	“You're right! I did miss you and greeting you must come first.”

	Lucksa (said with the feeling of being lost)

	“It's so dark in here. Hello! Where am I? I’ll just kind of walk, yeah that’s it. I’ll go. Ouch my foot! There’s stuff in here. Oh God! There’s stuff in here!”

	Kips 

	“One lock at a time. Precious lord, you're so sweet. Now completely undo my left hand.”

	The Prince (coming out of the glamour minorly.) 

	“But Kipolis, isn't your left hand?”

	Kips (speaking at first in a butting in tone, then going right back to the glamour voice.)

	“The one I’m going to hold you close with? The tender touch, the chill down your spine. The cold is sparking to life, beneath echoes of ecstasy.” 

	The Prince (utterly giving in.) 

	“Please.”

	Kips (still lost sounding)

	“This is getting old really quick! Someone turn on the lights!”

	Kips (wanting in your voice.)

	Slide the key in. Not too fast. No mistakes now. Nodding your head as you work. Cute. 

	(A click if at all possible. If not just say the next line alone.)

	Kips (proud tone.)

	“Not bad for a toy.”

	The Prince (angered from the control)

	“Toy!”

	Kips (here the character snatches the Prince’s throat.)

	“Yes, a toy!”

	(Continue with more of a tone on enjoying the power you now have over her.)

	“Yes, a stupid fucking toy! What did I tell you?”

	 

	The Prince (in duress.)

	“If you ever saw me again, you’d kill me.”

	Kips (the prolonged use of the enjoying tone.) 

	“No council, no bodyguards, no fledglings. I’d walk up to you, like this. Snuff the dead light out of your wretched eyes, savoring all the little moments. Entrancing the crowd at the prolonging of your death. Too bad no one’s around, huh?”

	Lucksa (worried tone)

	“Please!”

	Kips (talk to Lucksa’s character.)

	“Will you be quiet? I’m finishing up.”

	Lucksa (happy to hear her. Kind of like she’s meeting a movie star a little frantic)

	“Great grand sire. It’s great to actually be able to talk to you. I’ve seen so much of your life and wanted to ask you things. And.”

	Kips (cutting her off with an unhappy sigh.)

	Lucksa (spoken in a shutting up now sort of way)

	“Okay sorry.”

	Kips (Going back to what she was doing. Turning into the feeling of comically missing a moment. Not straight out joking comedic tone, but the way she is speaking here is to have a “you made me miss it” sensation)

	“Now for you. Oh. Oh, come on! The time I took talking to you. She’s dead. What a waste. You made me miss it. I’ve hated her for hundreds of years, in a way came back to unlife to kill her lordly ass, and you’re making me miss it. Because you're afraid of the dark? You’re a child of the night, hello!”

	Lucksa (coming to a realization)

	“Well, yeah.”

	(Now in a questioning tone)

	“Where am I though?”

	Kips (feeling the need to explain)

	“We call it the cathedral.”

	Lucksa

	“We?”

	Kips

	“All those yet too, and those who have been awaked in the bloodline.” 

	Lucksa 

	“What do you mean all of you are in here?”

	Kips (coyly)

	“Not me right now. Besides, unless you're viewing one of us, we mainly sleep.”

	Lucksa (stalwart)

	“I want to see it.”

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

