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INT. HIGH SCHOOL CLASSROOM - DAY

A class decorated with Old English literature quotes, ragged 
backpacks, worn-out desks, and a dirty chalk board sits, 
alone and without students. 

Each desk still has remnants of the students who sat there: 

One has pink and pastel gel pens with a colorful notebook on 
top. 

Another desk has a flurry of math homework left on it and a 
calculator that looks like NASA made it. 

Another desk, covered in crude doodles, sits near the 
teachers desk, a familiar detention slip on the edge. 

Finally, one desk in the back of class sits, scooted away 
from the others and covered in paper with words written on 
every edge. 

One book in the center has various lines on a page crossed 
out in red and the words “Is Mr. Von Ivor an Immortal?” 
written at the top. Below it, a one word answer of “yes” 
circled in red and underlined thrice.

Various descriptions are listed below: pale skin, no social 
media, various mythological knickknacks in possession. The 
list goes on.  

The school bell RINGS. A flurry of students, all senior high 
school aged, fill the class. Each student sits.  

JORDAN MACE (18), a tough but nerdy gal with heavy glasses 
and a baggy sweater, scans the room. She see’s the desk in 
the very back with the notes on it, the only seat left open. 

Her desk. 

All the other students don’t pay her mind as she shuffles 
through the rows to take her seat. 

She checks out her stuff, meticulously making sure everything 
has been left in place: her pens, paper and computer all seem 
fine. She reaches into her notebook. She stops.  

Alarmed, Jordan rips her book open as she tries to find 
something that’s gone missing. 

From the front of the class, we see that Jordan’s gaming 
laptop is the only variation from the sea of mac computers 
each of her classmates own. 



Amongst her panicked silence, Jordan hears chatter. She 
continues to check through all her notes and paper. Two 
pretty girls two rows up whisper just loud enough to hear...

MILLIE 
I like this class but he’s still 
weird for a teacheer, you know. 
Like...he talks like he’s in 
England or something. 

Her friend nods. 

CLAIRE
Yeah, I figured. The syllabus he 
sent us on the e-mail was 
handwritten...in cursive. Like who 
does that. Only in this class.

MILLIE
I remember Von Ivor’s rate my 
professor comments. I thought they 
were fake. I thought wrong. 
Apparently he does smell like 
incense. 

Jordan quirks an eyebrow but returns her focus to her search. 
Her eyes catch something on the floor.

A paper with a face sketch of a pale man on it. 

Jordan leans out of her desk and snatches it off the floor. 
She looks to her desk. How did it get over there?

The bell RINGS again. The whole class seems to tense in 
anticipation as...

PROFESSOR AUGUSTUS VON IVOR (looks 35), an ethereal looking 
man with really nice skin and a wardrobe that screams 
“designer brand” glides in. He is elegant and deadly at once.

He also resembles the man in the sketch. The entire room 
falls silent as Von Ivor takes his satchel, an worn leather 
case, and lays it on the desk. 

He stands in the front, his perfect skin, stretched into an 
wide yet uncomfortable smile. Almost like a vampire, his 
teeth are very sharp and his gaze just as piercing. 

VON IVOR
Hello, Pupils. Welcome to class. 
Please put away all your cellular 
and technological devices such as 
your ipads and laptops. 

(MORE)
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We will begin our lesson today with 
a video I found on the website, 
www.youtube.com

The class does as he says, all the students put away their 
cell phones and computers. Jordan however, slides her phone 
carefully into her sleeve. 

She puts her phone on video and sits so that her camera hides 
& records through her sleeve. 

Jordan avoids Von Ivor’s gaze as the professor takes a 
sweeping look over the class. He proceeds. 

VON IVOR (CONT’D)
Very good then. Let us commence our 
viewing. 

Von Ivor goes over to his desk and pulls up a video. The 
sounds starts...

YOUTUBE VIDEO
In all, eight major Crusade 
expeditions occurred between 1096 
and 1291...

Jordan angles the cam the best she can towards the professor. 
While he grades papers with a fountain quill pen, she records

INT. High School Hallway - Day

The Bell RINGS. Every door in the hallway opens as students 
file out and head off to their next class. 

Jordan stuffs her drawing and papers in her bag and leaves in 
a hurry. As she exits, from the doorway, Von Ivor watches 
with interest as she flees. He stares at her desk in the back 

INT. GIRL BATHROOM - DAY

Jordan takes refuge in a stall and pulls out her phone. She 
plays back the video she took in class. 

On it, her view from the back of the classroom makes it hard 
to see what’s going on. Von Ivor’s last words before the 
video is heard, but his image doesn’t appear on the screen

Almost as if he were invisible the whole time. 

Jordan smiles and clicks her phone off. 

JORDAN
Gotcha...

VON IVOR (CONT'D)
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As she exits, another girl waits for her by the bathroom 
entrance. The girl, KIKI (18), curly haired and dressed in 
tasteful pastels, gives Jordan a toothy smile. 

KIKI
Did you finally get the video of 
Professor Hotness? 

Jordan grunts in approval and grins. She shows Kiki the video 
taken from class. 

JORDAN
Kind of. I couldn't find a good 
seat in time. All the dance girls 
sat in the front row again and he 
showed a video in class today that 
was like...48 minutes.

Kiki frowns, getting ready for bad news. 

JORDAN (CONT’D)
Buuuut- I did catch this. 

Jordan hands her the phone. Kiki examines the blank space 
where Von Ivor was supposed to be. The two walk outside. 

KIKI
Yesss. Looks like we have our last 
piece of evidence. Case closed. 
He’s an immortal being. 

JORDAN
Yup. We finally got him. If I can 
expose him, I’ll be famous for 
catching the first one ever. 

KIKI
Jeezus. That’ll be so cool. But 
won’t that ruin his life? 

Jordan gives Kiki a dry laugh. 

JORDAN
Kiki. Immortals live forever. He 
will have plenty of time to 
comeback from this. Me, however, 
I’ll be famous and enjoying the 
fruits of my-our labour. 

Kiki hands her back the phone. The two finally meet at a 
shabby green Toyota Corolla 2003. 
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KIKI
You know, I’m down with the 
investigation because it’s been fun 
these last couple weeks collecting 
evidence and all, but let’s not 
ruin his life too bad. I still like 
his class. He actually knows his 
history. I guess it sticks better 
when you live it. 

Jordan rolls her eyes. 

JORDAN
Yeah yeah. We’ll be discreet about 
it. But I still wanna make the 
case. Make sure you get the folder 
online tomorrow before lunch. 

INT. JORDAN ROOM - DAY

A room full of fantasy movie posters, Warhammer figurines, 
manga, and other fantasy memorabilia decorate the expanse of 
Jordan’s room.

Her desk, messy with papers, and investigative writing has a 
few drawings of Professor Von Ivor on them. 

A bunch of theories comparing him to vampires, werewolves, 
spirits, and even an angel litter her desk. 

On her wall, a makeshift detective wall of red string 
connecting pictures and writing hangs. Jordan and Kiki enter, 
mid-chat about Von Ivor. 

JORDAN
-I’m just saying, there must be 
more once we blow this thing up. He 
can’t be the only immortal. Maybe 
he has a coven of some sort. 

Kiki snickers as she jumps onto Jordan bed.

KIKI
Or he’s just a very clean looking 
gentlemen. It sounds like you want 
to make this more than it is. I 
mean what are the odds of a magical 
creature being our teacher. 

JORDAN
He’s not human. I’m sure. I’ve 
waited long enough to know this. 

(MORE)
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I’ve read all the literature and 
I’ve done my research. 

KIKI
You read Lord of the Rings an extra 
5 times you mean.

Jordan ignores her and motions towards her wall of string. 

JORDAN
I’m talking about our collected 
research. You were there. Why doubt 
now? 

KIKI
Then just ask him to be sure! Poor 
Von Ivor is always inviting people 
to his tea club meetings to chat 
and only the two British exchange 
students ever show up. I’m sure 
he’ll give you plenty of 
explanations if you just show up 
and strike a conversations. 

Jordan scrunches her nose in distaste. 

JORDAN
I don’t like tea and I don’t intend 
to let him lie his way out of 
exposure. Classic immortal tactic. 

Kiki rolls her eyes, exacerbated. She plays with the 
figurines and toys. Jordan flips through a bunch of books 
with occult pictures in them. 

KIKI
Well at least tell him what you’re 
going to do. Maybe he’ll go along 
with it. Maybe we’re super freaking 
wrong and he’ll save us from making 
a mistake. 

Jordan comes upon a page in her book, under a chapter 
labelled on immortals, a man similar to Von Ivor is shown. 

JORDAN
I’ll tell him so that he can deny 
it or find some bullshit excuse. 
But I’ve been stealthier than his 
past opponents. I don’t care about 
being embarrassed. I don’t trust 
the other kids to be mature about 
this anyway.

JORDAN (CONT'D)
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Jordan see’s Kiki handling her figures. She snatches them 
back protectively. Placing them back ever so carefully on her 
game board, Jordan turns to face her friend. 

JORDAN (CONT’D)
Are you still with me in all of 
this? If you’re whimping out now, 
just let me know. Cause you’re 
beginning to sound like it. 

Kiki sticks her tongue out. 

KIKI
I’m still in. I just want to ogle 
Professor Von Vampire a bit longer. 

JORDAN
He’s not a vampire. We already 
explored and debunked last week. 

KIKI
Yeah yeah I got you. I’m pretty 
Twilight covered this part too. 

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL PARKING LOT - DAY

It’s early judging by the empty parking lot Jordan and Kiki 
scout in. Both girls are tucked in the backseat of Jordan’s 
Corolla, waiting for school to start. 

Kiki, tired, struggles to stay awake while Jordan scans the 
parking lot and takes notes. 

KIKI
I might be whimping out if it means 
getting up this early. 

Jordan reaches over binoculars in her face, grabs her coffee 
and takes a sip. 

JORDAN
Nobody ever see’s Mr. Von Ivor 
leave the school. Nobody ever see’s 
him show up. This is his last 
chance to prove he’s human. No 
immortal leaves their ground of 
sanctuary. 

Kiki yawns whilst using her sweater as a pillow. 

KIKI
(sarcastic)

That’s cool, Jord. 
(MORE)
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Asking a staff member is clearly 
the worse way to go about this. 
Using our nice video from yesterday 
is certainly not enough proof. 
Pulling me out of bed this early, 
is definitely necessary. 

Jordan doesn’t register Kiki’s passive comment as she keeps 
her eyes glued to the school gates. 

A KNOCK on the window opposite jolts Jordan and Kiki. Outside 
of it, Professor Von Ivor stands, smiling jovially. 

VON IVOR
Hello, ladies! Salutations on this 
fine morning. 

Both girls gape like two fish caught in the same net. 

As Jordan struggles to cover up her notes and spy gear, Kiki 
rolls down the window, grinning, flirty. 

KIKI
Hello, Professor. Um...me and my 
friend just came early today to 
print something out in the library 
before our first class. 

He grins, almost knowingly. Dressed in his usual black 
designer clothing and fancy hat. Von Ivor looks almost like a 
Goth trying out for a role in The Christmas Carol. 

VON IVOR
How interesting. I so rarely see 
youth such as yourself here at the 
break of dawn. I hope I shall see 
you both promptly for class later 
today. We will continue our lessons 
of the Crusades. 

Jordan, not one to be intimidated, sticks her head out the 
window.

JORDAN
I suppose we will sir. That is, if 
you feel comfortable enough to hold 
class later today!

Kiki face palms. Von Ivor stands unsure how to process or 
understand Jordan’s half-threat, if even. 

VON IVOR
Ah-Yes...Very well?

KIKI (CONT'D)
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As he walks off, headed for school, Kiki and Jordan exchange 
weary glances. 

KIKI
That was crazy. 

JORDAN
I know. But did you see that 
teleportation. Only an immortal can 
pull that off. 

KIKI
Yeah...not really. I didn’t see a 
teleport. But I also don’t see any 
cars. 

Jordan checks, her friend is right. He came out of nowhere

INT. LIBRARY - DAY

It’s around lunch time, a few book worms sit at library 
tables and eat as they study. 

Behind them, Jordan see’s Professor Von Ivor walk by and duck 
into a private reading room. She follows unseen, close behind

INT. READING ROOM - DAY 

Just as Jordan closes the door, she comes face to face with 
Von Ivor who sits at the table with his entire lunch spread 
ready to eat. Uncanny how fast he set up his intricate lunch

VON IVOR
Greetings Mrs. Jordan Mace, pupil 
of mine who was not in class today. 
What brings you to my lunch room?

Jordan closes the door, but her hand never leaves the handle.

JORDAN
Professor...so nice to see you’ve 
been expecting me. I suppose you 
know what I’m here for then. 

Von Ivor simply smiles as he sits holds up his large tea cup 

VON IVOR
May I assume you’re here solely for 
my tea club conversation. Or am I 
mistaken in my assumption?
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The professor maintains strong eye contact. Jordan tries to 
avert her eyes elsewhere without being rude but fails. 

VON IVOR (CONT’D)
Mrs. Mace, you’ve missed class 
quite often this semester. Is there 
something wrong you wish to speak 
to me about? 

Jordan looks to her notes. All her plans are crossed out and 
circled in a confusing text. She closes it.

JORDAN
Mr. Von Ivor, I’ve been 
investigating you this past month. 

Von Ivor sips his tea, unthreatened. 

JORDAN (CONT’D)
And I've come to the conclusion 
that you are an immortal being. 

A pause. Von Ivor hold his tea mid sip, his face crinkles in 
confusion for the first time. 

He sets it down. Jordan holds her stance, hands on hips, 
nervous but confident. 

VON IVOR 
That is quite the accusation Ms. 
Mace. I suppose that’s what all 
your recordings and pictures in 
class have been building up to? 

Jordan blushes, embarrassed, but nods. 

JORDAN
Yes. Me and my entire staff of 
researches have compiled a damning 
case against you. We wanted to 
extend a warning to you before we 
set the news loose. 

Von Ivor laughs, amused, still not worried. 

VON IVOR
News of what? That I’m a...what’s 
popular with you children, 
vampires? A zombie, perhaps? 

Jordan stalks the room like a cat about to pounce. She whips 
out a marker from the whiteboard next to them and starts 
writing down the evidence. 
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As she traces the lines between her case and connects her 
words she rattles off at Von Ivor. 

JORDAN
Don’t play coy, professor. It’s 
below both of us. I know you never 
leave school after hours. All my 
pictures and video of you don’t 
record like they do for other 
people. You teach history way to 
well for any regular teacher to 
know or care to. You talk like 
you’re from Victorian England and 
you match the description of every 
character ever listed on fantasy 
wikipedia! 

VON IVOR
Ms. Mace, have you ever considered 
that the fantasy novels you read 
have allowed you to escape so deep 
into them that you now desperately 
project onto me what you wish was 
real to cover up your 
disappointment with reality?

Jordan stops writing, unsure as her confidence drops. 

He stands, walks towards her, kind yet sinister. 

VON IVOR (CONT’D)
The real world is not early as 
fascinating as our fantasy’s. I 
apologize if my behaviors has led 
you astray, but I must assure you, 
Ms. Mace, I’m only a man who enjoys 
a certain atheistic a bit too much 
for his own good. 

Jordan bites her lip, avoiding his eyes. Her eyes land on the 
door handle in reach. 

JORDAN
Kiki sent out the evidence hours 
ago. I guess I’ll see you in class. 

Jordan makes a sudden grab for the door handle, get it and 
slips out of the room, like a snake through a hole. 

Von Ivor watches her go. 

He slowly transforms into a more mythical ghostly version of 
his human self. 
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VON IVOR
Shite...looks like the nerds found 
me once more. 
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