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NotesFor   Joanne

JUPITER JONES:  

ROCK STAR VAMPIRE HUNTER

By EDDIE ZIPPERER

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

DEVIN.......................................lazy 30-year-old man who 148
decides he’s a writer

JENNY ......................................Devin’s wife 82
DR. ALEXIS WALKER ..................writing teacher accidentally 76

hired by Devin
Devin’s Fictional Characters
BRITNEY ...................................young girl who loves Jupiter 8

Jones and later becomes one of 
Draculetta’s minions

CHRISTINA ................................another young girl who loves 7
Jupiter Jones and also later 
becomes one of Draculetta’s 
minions

MYSTERIOUS WOMAN ...............aka “Something Interesting”;  7
a notorious vampire

JUPITER JONES .........................rock star vampire hunter 46
DRACULETTA .............................queen of the vampires 17
EXTRAS ....................................as MINIONS—extra vampires n/a

in Draculetta’s entourage
Dr. Walker’s Fictional Characters
MEG .........................................character in Dr. Walker’s novel 5
GRACE......................................another 20
LAURA ......................................another 4
ANNA .......................................another 3
BUTLER ....................................another 1
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SETTING
Time:  The present.
Place:  Devin and Jenny’s living room.

SET DESCRIPTION
STAGE RIGHT is a modern day living room. There are exits UP RIGHT to 
the kitchen, DOWN RIGHT to the bedrooms and an optional UPSTAGE 
platform with a working front door. UPSTAGE near the front door are a 
table and two chairs, and there’s a sofa RIGHT CENTER. The living room 
looks like a wealthy teenage boy lives in it:  video games, rock band 
posters, comic books, an electric guitar and other junk from discarded 
hobbies is scattered everywhere. A skateboard is on the fl oor near the 
front door. The STAGE LEFT area is bare and will be used by Devin and 
Dr. Walker’s fi ctional characters.
SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
Scene One:  Around noon
Scene Two:  The next morning, around 3 a.m.
Scene Three:  The next afternoon
Scene Four:  That evening
Scene Five:  Two weeks later, 3 a.m.
Scene Six:  Several days later, around 11 p.m.

DRACULETTA dresses in black—a slinky, vampire-like outfi t. She also 
wears a noticeable amulet around her neck.

MYSTERIOUS WOMAN and MINIONS wear vampire outfi ts.
BRITNEY and CHRISTINA wear modern clothes teenager girls would 

wear to a concert. Later they should be wearing the same clothes 
with vampire accents to make it clear who they are.

MEG, GRACE, LAURA and ANNA wear dresses.
BUTLER wears a typical butler uniform.

ORIGINAL PRODUCTION
Jupiter Jones:  Rock Star Vampire Hunter was fi rst produced at Augusta 
Preparatory Day School in Augusta, GA on February 20, 2009 by the 
following artists:
Director ....................................Jamie McAteer
Asst. Director ............................Caroline Catchpole
Devin .......................................Collin Segura
Jenny .......................................Savanna Syms
Dr. Walker .................................Mary Ergul
Britney ......................................Elizabeth McCrary
Christina ...................................Katie Eaker
Mysterious Woman ....................Mary Dorine Roehre
Jupiter Jones ............................John Duggan
Draculetta.................................Emily Ann Cowart
Meg .........................................Kayla Vinson
Grace .......................................Abi Rosser-Bright
Laura .......................................Sarah Fechter
Anna ........................................Emily Scherpenberg
Butler .......................................Dalton Cox
Set Designer .............................Chelsea Fechter
Lights .......................................Bryan Smallwood, Andrew Helmich
Sound ......................................Joe Shiveley

For preview only



PHOTOCOPYING THIS SCRIPT BREAKS FEDERAL COPYRIGHT LAWS 25iv

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE, Scene One:  Sofa, table, two chairs, video games and various 

toys and comic books, electric guitar, cereal bowl, skateboard, pen, 
pad of paper.

ONSTAGE, Scene Two:  Same plus typewriter, paper, laptop, typed pages, 
dozen books (including a thesaurus), trashcan, feather quill, purse 
with money in it.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Two:
Cigarette (DR. WALKER)
Fangs (MYSTERIOUS WOMAN)
Electric guitar with strap (JUPITER)
Wallet with money in it (DEVIN)

ONSTAGE, Scene Three:  Same plus briefcase containing typed 
pages.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Three:
Book (JENNY)
Coffee cup (DEVIN)

ONSTAGE, Scene Four:  Same plus coffee pot and two coffee cups.
BROUGHT ON, Scene Four:

Guitar, wooden stake, cross (JUPITER)
Bag containing a manuscript (DR. WALKER)
Chairs, fangs (ANNA, LAURA, MEG, GRACE)
Four tea cups on a tray (BUTLER)

ONSTAGE, Scene Five:  Same.
ONSTAGE, Scene Six:  Same.
BROUGHT ON, Scene Six:

Guitar (JUPITER)
Money (DEVIN)

SOUND EFFECTS
Typewriter ding, knock on door, loud guitar riff, Jupiter’s theme music, 
killer guitar riff (unless performed live). 

COSTUMES
DEVIN wears sloppy clothing—a T-shirt or hoodie, baggy jeans or 

sweatpants.
JENNY wears professional clothing in Scenes One and Three and 

pajamas in Scene Two.
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JUPITER JONES:  

ROCK STAR VAMPIRE HUNTER

Scene One
LIGHTS UP:  Around noon. DEVIN is asleep on the sofa. JENNY ENTERS 
through the front door dressed professionally. She sees DEVIN and 
shakes her head, then reopens the door and slams it shut. DEVIN, 
startled by the noise, wakes up.
DEVIN:  (Waking.) Wha?! Jenny?
JENNY:  (Picks up DEVIN’S skateboard from the fl oor and leans it against 

the wall.) Somebody’s going to slip on this thing and break their 
neck. Can’t you leave it outside?

DEVIN:  I only ride it inside. What are you doing home?
JENNY:  It’s 12:30. I’m home for lunch. I sold a house this morning, 

and I’d say there’s a 75 percent chance that I’m going to sell one 
this afternoon.

DEVIN:  That’s great. Congratulations. Turn that light out when you 
leave.

JENNY:  And what have you accomplished today? Have you even gotten 
up yet?

DEVIN:  Yes. I watched two SportsCenters, then I fell back asleep 
during the third one.

JENNY:  (Starts to tidy up.) It looks like a 16-year-old kid lives here.
DEVIN:  What are you doing?
JENNY:  I’m trying to straighten up your mess. I have to live here, too, 

Devin.
DEVIN:  What day is it?
JENNY:  It’s the fi fth.
DEVIN:  No, what day is it?
JENNY:  Wednesday.
DEVIN:  The maid will be here tomorrow morning. She’ll clean it up.
JENNY:  Aren’t you embarrassed when she comes in here and sees 

that a 30-year-old man lives like this?
DEVIN:  No. I’m rich. This is how every 30-year-old man would live if 

he was rich.
JENNY:  (Picks up a used cereal bowl.) Gross. What is this?
DEVIN:  Count Chocula. From yesterday.
JENNY:  Disgusting. The sunlight melted it into one big nasty clump.
DEVIN:  ’Cause he’s a vampire. You should be thanking me.
JENNY:  How am I supposed to clean this off the bowl?

DR. WALKER:  If you want to thank me, just don’t tell anyone that I 
helped with this. (EXITS through the front door.)

JENNY:  I’m so proud of you, Devin. Dr. Witchlady was wrong. You are 
a writer! (Kisses him.)

DEVIN:  She’s no witch. She prefers my real story—mainly the sad 
and depressing bits. I prefer Jupiter’s story—an escape from my 
problems instead of an examination. In her mind, that makes her 
smarter than me. But really it just makes us different.

JENNY:  We have to go out tomorrow night to celebrate your fi rst novel. 
It’s 11 o’clock, so I’m going to bed. Turn out the light before you 
go to sleep.

DEVIN:  I think I’ll turn in, too. (JENNY does a double-take.) In the 
morning, I have to fi gure out how to bring Jupiter Jones back from 
the dead. I owe him one. (They EXIT to the bedroom holding hands. 
LIGHTS DIM OUT.)

END OF PLAY
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DEVIN:  Try garlic and holy water. Or you can just wait until tomorrow 
morning when the maid comes. Speaking of food, I could really go 
for a sandwich.

JENNY:  This cereal is actually an apt metaphor for your current state 
of malaise.

DEVIN:  No mayonnaise.
JENNY:  It started out good when it was new. Like you when I fi rst 

met you. Then, it got milk poured on it just like you got 12 million 
dollars poured on you. That made it better at fi rst. Tastier, more 
appealing.

DEVIN:  You know what would be tasty and appealing? A sandwich with 
no mayonnaise.

JENNY:  But then the milk dried up, and the cereal got all stagnant and 
congealed into one big useless clump.

DEVIN:  You’re right. You should throw it out on your way to get my 
sandwich.

JENNY:  I should throw it out.
DEVIN:  I’d get the sandwich myself—the turkey sandwich with honey 

mustard—but you moved my skateboard.
JENNY:  (Grabs the skateboard and brings it over to him.) Get your own 

sandwich. I have to get back to work.
DEVIN:  I know why you’re mad, Jenny, but you don’t have to be. There’s 

room on this couch for both of us.
JENNY:  To waste our lives away.
DEVIN:  Waste? It’s working that wastes your life. Doing something 

that you don’t really care about all day every day for a few bucks? 
That’s the waste.

JENNY:  It’s not a waste if you care about what you’re doing.
DEVIN:  Exactly.
JENNY:  You care about this?
DEVIN:  If I had 12 million dollars sitting in the bank collecting 

interest—and I do—I would sit on this couch all day and do 
whatever I want.

JENNY:  That’s pathetic.
DEVIN:  I’ve earned this. So have you. You know the price we paid for 

all that money. I’d trade it back today if I could.
JENNY:  You used to be so driven when you were selling those X-

ray machines. After the accident, I let this juvenile behavior slide 
because I knew how hard it was on you, but it’s been a year. I need 
a husband, not a 16-year-old son.

case, 90 percent holy water. I had a priest bless it before I came 
here.

DRACULETTA:  No! (She dies dramatically.)
JUPITER:  Don’t you know poisoning someone’s drink is the oldest 

trick in the book? (Takes the amulet off of DRACULETTA and puts it 
around his neck. All the VAMPIRE MINIONS bow to him.)

MINIONS:  All hail, king of the vampires.
JUPITER:  (Takes his guitar.) The sun’s gone. I’m Jupiter Jones, rock 

star vampire now. My fi nal encore, this one goes out to all the 
vampires. Even me. (Begins playing the vampire-killing GUITAR RIFF. 
LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK on JUPITER and MINIONS.)

DR. WALKER:  So, after the deus ex machina, Jupiter died?
DEVIN:  It’s ambiguous. You have to assume he did.
DR. WALKER:  So stupid.
DEVIN:  Why?
DR. WALKER:  Because, if the reader can’t fi gure out what happened, 

then nothing happened.
DEVIN:  Why do you even care if he died? I thought it didn’t matter to 

you.
DR. WALKER:  Even thought I hate him, Jupiter Jones grew on me a 

little. Like mold or some other fungus.
DEVIN:  Where do I send it to get it published?
DR. WALKER:  (Laughs.) That’s how you think it works? This is a rough 

draft. Most of it doesn’t make any sense. It’s 99.999 percent 
crap. You’ve got to go back and rewrite this whole thing.

DEVIN:  What?
DR. WALKER:  It’s hard work. It feels impossible, but you have to do 

it. It’s part of being a writer.
DEVIN:  So, I’m a writer.
DR. WALKER:  You wrote. That’s what the word means.
DEVIN:  Thanks for pushing me so hard.
DR. WALKER:  It wasn’t a motivational tactic. I really thought you 

should quit. Still do.
DEVIN:  Yeah, right. (Pays her.) Here. (DR. WALKER starts counting it 

as JENNY ENTERS from the kitchen.) It’s all there. Maybe it’ll be 
enough to buy yourself a decent personality.

DR. WALKER:  (Looks at JENNY.) I’m amazed another human can 
actually cohabitate with you.

DEVIN:  Dr. Walker, thanks. You really did help me.
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DEVIN:  I am a husband. What do you want me to do?
JENNY:  Anything that will bring you back to the world of the living. 

Join the rest of the light-dwellers. This insane nocturnal lifestyle of 
yours is a plea for help. Sitting up until 5 a.m. every day reading 
comic books and watching infomercials.

DEVIN:  I do more than you think.
JENNY:  Oh, right. Your hobbies. (Walks to the corner of the room, picks 

up a guitar, brings it back and places it in front of DEVIN.) Play me 
something.

DEVIN:  What do you want me to play?
JENNY:  You’re taking requests? Okay, how about D.
DEVIN:  D? The note?
JENNY:  I’ll give you a hint. You just have to pluck one of the strings. 

You’ve got a one in six chance.
DEVIN:  (Looks at the guitar cluelessly for a moment, then pushes it 

away.) I have short fi ngers. One of my foibles.
JENNY:  Look, I’m not trying to make you feel guilty. I see so much 

potential in you, and it’s going to waste. You can’t let one tiny 
setback destroy you.

DEVIN:  Tiny setback?! Accept it, Jenny, this is me now!
JENNY:  Then I guess I imagined that potential. All that intelligence 

and ambition—I just saw it because I wanted it to be there.
DEVIN:  No. I am intelligent. I’m probably more intelligent than 90 

percent of most geniuses. You just heard me drop the word “foible” 
like it was nothing.

JENNY:  I did. Maybe you’re a writer.
DEVIN:  Actually, I have had a novel brewing in my head like a diminutive 

El Niño for quite some time.
JENNY:  Put it on paper.
DEVIN:  Maybe I should. It’s quite a concept. Deals with some 

profoundly complex junk. It would probably end up being the Great 
American—no, not just American—the Great World Novel. An 
international bestseller.

JENNY:  I don’t care if it’s great to anyone. As long as it means 
something to you. As long as you’re not just killing time until we 
die.

DEVIN:  (Grabs a pen and a pad of paper and begins writing.) I’m going 
to get started right now.

JENNY:  (Watches him write furiously for a moment. DEVIN stops and 
thinks.) Read me your fi rst line.

you that your only wish is to do what I tell you. Did you really think 
I would listen to your song this time?

JUPITER JONES:  I didn’t come here to play a private concert. I’m 
nothin’ but six tight strings and you’re pickin’ the tune. I just came 
for your help.

DRACULETTA:  And what is it that you’d like me to help you with? 
(JUPITER reveals the bite on his neck.) I couldn’t reverse it even if I 
wanted. You mourn for your mortal soul now, but in a few moments, 
when the sun has set, you will embrace it.

JUPITER:  I don’t need you to reverse it. I found Grace—the only healer 
in the world that can rock that chord. She said she would heal me 
in exchange for your amulet.

DRACULETTA:  The amulet that gives me the power of queen vampire? 
She believed a mortal could take it from me? (Laughs.) And why, 
Mr. Jones, are you telling me of this quest?

JUPITER:  I thought maybe you’d help a dude out. We almost kissed 
once.

DRACULETTA:  (Laughs harder.) Do you even know the importance of 
this amulet? It is the source of vampires’ everlasting life.

JUPITER:  That’s why all the vampires protect you?
DRACULETTA:  Yes. If I die, they all die with me. Except tonight, which 

as you know is the night that the amulet can be passed on to a 
new queen or king.

JUPITER:  So if I give it to Grace, make her queen, and then use my 
guitar to make her the vampire formerly known as queen… ?

DRACULETTA:  …then that would be the end of all the vampires. But 
I won’t be giving you anything.

JUPITER:  I came here because you said I was special. I want you—the 
queen—to sire me. Not one of your minions.

DRACULETTA:  Ahhh. Someone has informed you of the powers that 
come from being sired by the queen.

JUPITER:  I want those powers.
DRACULETTA:  Very well. The sun has not yet completed its descent. 

I will sire you, if you agree to stay here with me as king of the 
vampires.

JUPITER:  That’s why I came.
DRACULETTA:  My minions say that your blood is the sweetest they’ve 

ever tasted. (Bites him on his neck. She stops. A moment passes.) 
What have you done? Ahhhh! What have you done to me?

JUPITER:  Plasma—the liquid that carries blood through the body, the 
part that vampires actually feed on—is 90 percent water. In my 
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DEVIN:  (Reads.) Typewriter, quill and ink.
JENNY:  What?
DEVIN:  This isn’t the novel yet. This is a list of stuff I need to be a 

writer.
JENNY:  Oh.
DEVIN:  (As he writes.) Turkey sandwich with honey mustard.
JENNY:  Fine. I’ll make you one last sandwich. Just promise to follow 

through on this one.
DEVIN:  Jenny, I’m not as much of an idiot as you think I am. People are 

always underestimating my intelligence—including you—but there 
is an element of genius beneath this simple exterior. Something 
creative that’s been fi ghting to burst out. All I have to do is harness 
it. Then, I change the world!

JENNY:  Good. Then I’ll get your sandwich. (LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK as 
she EXITS UP RIGHT.)

End of Scene One

Scene Two
LIGHTS UP:  Around 3 a.m. the next morning. DEVIN is at the table typing 
on his new typewriter with a stack of typing paper nearby. Each time he 
fi nishes a line, there’s a TYPEWRITER DING. The table is covered with 
several books, a laptop, a feather quill and other junk DEVIN “needs” 
for writing. There’s a trashcan next to the table. Other books are strewn 
around the room and on the couch. A purse containing money is on the 
fl oor by the couch. JENNY ENTERS DOWN RIGHT from the bedroom, 
wearing pajamas and rubbing her eyes. She just woke up.
JENNY:  Devin? Is that noise you?
DEVIN:  Sorry. I’m typing. (SOUND EFFECT:  TYPEWRITER DING.)
JENNY:  On a typewriter? You were serious about that?
DEVIN:  I bought a laptop, a quill, a regular ballpoint pen and the 

typewriter. The quill is actually pretty cool, but it’s sort of a pain. 
You don’t just dip it in the ink, like I thought, and start writing. You 
have to cut and prepare it, so I went with the typewriter. It felt the 
most writerly.

JENNY:  Are you actually doing it? Working on your novel?
DEVIN:  Don’t derail my train of thought.
JENNY:  I can deal with the noise as long as you’re not typing up a list 

of more things you need. As long as you’re really working on your 
novel.

DEVIN:  I’m trying to deal with some pretty complex ideas here, so if 
you could not be an extra voice in my head, that would be super.

meaning. The fate of the world is in my hands, and my fate is in 
yours.

DEVIN:  It’s too diffi cult.
JUPITER:  I’m not the only one vamping out.
DEVIN:  What does that mean?
JUPITER:  Can’t you see? You’re becoming a vampire, too!
DEVIN:  There are no vampires in my world. They’re fi ctional. Like 

Superman or G.I. Joe or Einstein. Or you.
JUPITER:  Look how pale your skin is. Look at those curtains blocking 

out the sun while you sleep all day. You’re becoming a vampire, 
Devin. Just like me. I’m looking everywhere for Draculetta to save 
myself, but you have to fi ght, too. I’m a righteous dude, but I can’t 
do this alone.

DEVIN:  I don’t think I can, Jupiter.
JUPITER:  Do it for your lady. It’s 3 a.m. and she’s still awake in 

there.
DEVIN:  Jenny?
JUPITER:  That’s right. You’ve bitten her, bro, and if we don’t fi nd 

Draculetta and kill her, Jenny will become a vampire, too.
DEVIN:  You’re right. She’s been trying to cure me, but instead I’m 

taking her down with me.
JUPITER:  What say you bang out a mad riff on that typewriter, and we 

kill some vampires?
DEVIN:  Let’s do it.
JUPITER:  Let’s me and you play a set for the ages more epic than 

Helsinki in ’98.
DEVIN:  Get out of here, Jupiter. I have an idea, and you need to go see 

a priest. (JUPITER EXITS LEFT. DEVIN begins typing. BLACKOUT.)
End of Scene Five

Scene Six
LIGHTS UP:  Several days later around 11 p.m. DR. WALKER is sitting 
on the sofa. DEVIN stands near her.
DEVIN:  (Hands her the pages.) Here it is. The fi nal showdown. (DR. 

WALKER sighs loudly, then takes the pages and begins reading. 
JUPITER’S THEME MUSIC PLAYS as LIGHTS COME UP LEFT AND 
JUPITER ENTERS LEFT. DRACULETTA ENTERS LEFT with BRITNEY 
and CHRISTINA, who are now vampires.)

DRACULETTA:  So, you found me, Jupiter Jones. Minions, disarm our 
guest. (They take JUPITER’S guitar from him.) I’ve already proven to 
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JENNY:  Sorry.
DEVIN:  Too late. Lost my groove. Check out these books I bought. 

(Holds one up.) “50,000 Character Names,” “Unlocking the Writer 
Chained Inside,” “Writer’s Market,” “Writing Demystifi ed,” “Starting 
Your Novel,” “Character Traits for Creating—”

JENNY:  You’re going to read all of those? (Picks one up and fl ips 
through it.)

DEVIN:  Yeah, right. Nobody could read all of them. There’s like 12 books 
here. They’re all part of creating a creative writerly environment. 
(SOUND EFFECT:  KNOCK ON THE DOOR.)

JENNY:  What time is it?
DEVIN:  Must be three o’clock.
JENNY:  Who’s at the door at three in the morning?
DEVIN:  Dr. Walker, author of “If You Dream, Then You Are a Writer.” I 

dream every night, Jenny.
JENNY:  What’s he doing here at this hour?
DEVIN:  I needed someone to bounce some ideas off of, so I chose one 

of the books and contacted the author’s agent. (Goes to answer 
the door.) It’s amazing how money can motivate people at 3 a.m.

JENNY:  Wait! (Runs OFF to the bedroom. DEVIN opens the door. DR. 
WALKER is standing there. She’s a young woman. Her hair is in a 
bun.)

DEVIN:  (Surprised.) Are you? You’re not…
DR. WALKER:  (ENTERS.) Yes, I’m Dr. Walker. Yes, I’m a woman, even 

though you pictured an old white man because you’re sexist and 
society has conditioned you to think that anyone who has ever 
achieved anything is a white male.

DEVIN:  Actually, I assumed you would be an old white man because 
there’s a picture of an old white man on the dust jacket of your 
book. (Picks up the book and shows it to her.)

DR. WALKER:  Uh-huh. That’s Dr. Alex Walker. I’m Dr. Alexis Walker. 
You may refer to me as Dr. Walker if you must refer to me at all. 
Do you have pages for me to read, or are you paying to deprive me 
of sleep?

DEVIN:  But this Dr. Walker has a book about writing.
DR. WALKER:  I have a book about writing.
DEVIN:  What’s it called?
DR. WALKER:  “Recapturing the Feminist Tradition in Contemporary 

Literature.” Do you want me to read your pages or did you call me 
for your health?

JENNY:  That’s not good enough. You’ve really stuck with this, and I 
forbid you to give up.

DEVIN:  It’s time to put this stupid typewriter and these useless books 
with the guitar, the bow and arrow, my magic kit—

JENNY:  This is more important than you realize, Devin. You’ve spent 
a year as a dead man walking, and honestly, I didn’t think our 
marriage was going to make it. But Jupiter Jones changed you. He 
saved your life. You can’t throw him away. You need him, and so do 
I. I’m a strong woman, but I’m not some impenetrable robot like 
Machine Man. I shouldn’t be forced to choose between sleeping 
at night or having a conversation with you. Finish the book. If you 
can’t do it for yourself or for Jupiter, do it for me. (Grabs one of the 
books.) “If You Can Dream, Then You’re a Writer” says that when 
you have writer’s block, you have to do free association writing.

DEVIN:  What’s that?
JENNY:  It doesn’t have to be good or even make sense. You just write 

whatever comes to mind. You might fi nd an idea in it. Just try it.
DEVIN:  Okay, but I can’t promise anything. (JENNY EXITS to the kitchen. 

DEVIN sits at the typewriter, searching. He grabs his guitar and 
pretends to play it for a moment. JUPITER’S THEME MUSIC PLAYS. 
JUPITER ENTERS LEFT. DEVIN looks up, sees him strutting IN and 
stands up. JUPITER stops in front of him, and they stare at each 
other for a moment. They are not that different. JUPITER is what 
DEVIN could be.) What are you doing here, Jupiter?

JUPITER JONES:  I’m looking for Draculetta, and I need your help, 
bro.

DEVIN:  I can’t help you, bro. I don’t know where she is.
JUPITER:  You don’t understand what’s at stake here. I’m running 

out of time, and I have to fi gure this out at a thousand beats a 
minute.

DEVIN:  I invented what’s at stake here.
JUPITER:  If you did, you’d help a dude out.
DEVIN:  You’re becoming a vampire.
JUPITER:  That’s it? You don’t even care?
DEVIN:  What does it matter?
JUPITER:  I’ve been fi ghting vampires all my life.
DEVIN:  Why?
JUPITER:  Because it matters. People need me. A vampire killed my 

father. I can’t save him now, but I can save other people’s fathers, 
mothers, sisters, sons, daughters. I can save people from the 
thing that ruined my life. I kill vampires. That’s what gives me 
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DEVIN:  (Grabs the pages he’s written and hands them to DR. WALKER.) 
I have pages, although it would make sense if I called you for my 
health since you’re a doctor.

DR. WALKER:  If only your manuscript is full of that sparkling brand of 
wit. (Sits to read the pages and pulls out a cigarette.) Lighter.

DEVIN:  What?
DR. WALKER:  I need a lighter.
DEVIN:  Oh. Actually, I’d prefer if you didn’t smoke in my house.
DR. WALKER:  Oh, sorry. You’re obviously a neat freak. (Looks around.) 

I don’t know how I missed the signs. (Puts the cigarette away.) Well, 
let’s see what kind of chauvinistic drivel you’re subjecting me to.

DEVIN:  (Starts to hand her the pages, but then pulls them back.) Before 
you read… this is only my fi rst try, so it might not be a perfectly 
polished draft, it’s just… well… here. (Hands her the pages. DR. 
WALKER begins reading. As she does, the LIGHTS COME UP STAGE 
LEFT, where we see the story come to life. DR. WALKER continues 
looking at the pages in her hands while DEVIN watches as BRITNEY 
and CHRISTINA ENTER LEFT, giggling excitedly.)

DR. WALKER:  (Reads.) The night was dark, there was a full moon, and 
there were terrible clichés as far as the eye could see.

DEVIN:  That should be “terrible clouds as far as the eye could see.”
DR. WALKER:  A Freudian typo, I suppose.
CHRISTINA:  O-M-G, Britney, that was the best concert ever!
BRITNEY:  I know it was, Christina. Because Jupiter Jones is the most 

amazing rock star in the world! That’s why I’m going to marry 
him.

CHRISTINA:  Shut up! I’m going to marry him.
BRITNEY:  Whatev’. When he looked over at me while he was singing 

“Kill My Evil Whisper,” I could tell he thought you were totally 
skanky.

CHRISTINA:  Whatev’. You’re such a—wait a second. Where are we?
BRITNEY:  We’re in a dark alley that’s as cold and bleak as death 

itself.
CHRISTINA:  Totally. We must have turned the wrong way when we left 

the stadium.
BRITNEY:  Let’s just stay put until my dad fi nds us. He’ll drive by 

eventually.
CHRISTINA:  I don’t want to stay in this foreboding alley.
DR. WALKER:  (Reads.) Having no other plan, Britney and Christina 

stood there in silence waiting for their ride. Britney couldn’t help 

JUPITER:  Draculetta’s amulet? No can do, Grace. Sliding something 
off that vamp’s neck is like trying to slide from F sharp minor to 
G6. (Shows diffi cult move on his guitar.)

GRACE:  Find a way, or face your fate as a vampire.
JUPITER:  Looks like the J-Man’s caught between a rock... and a roll.
GRACE:  You must hurry. The medallion can only change hands on the 

night of the month’s second full moon. Tonight is your only chance. 
(JUPITER and GRACE EXIT LEFT. DEVIN is daydreaming.)

DR. WALKER:  Are you even reading? Devin?
DEVIN:  What? Yes, I’m reading about... Grace. (Reads.) And that 

was when Grace knew that love—the great object of her lifelong 
quest—was never meant to be a prize for women of her great inner 
strength. (Puts down the manuscript.) Brilliant. A quest. That’s what 
Jupiter needs.

DR. WALKER:  That’s not exactly what I wanted you to discover. Notice 
how my characters—

DEVIN:  You have to go. I have writing to do. Thanks for the help.
DR. WALKER:  But you don’t understand the subtle— (DEVIN pushes 

her OUT and shuts the front door. He goes over to the typewriter and 
begins typing away.)

JENNY:  (ENTERS through the front door, just getting home from work.) 
How’s it coming, Mr. Writer?

DEVIN:  Great! It’s all coming together. All I needed was one idea, and 
now it’s like the thing is writing itself.

JENNY:  That’s great!
DEVIN:  I’ll have it done in two weeks. Every word. (Types. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Four

Scene Five
LIGHTS UP:  Two weeks later, 3 a.m. DEVIN is looking rough. He and 
JENNY sit on the couch.
DEVIN:  I haven’t written a word in two weeks. I’m not cut out for 

this.
JENNY:  Don’t get negative again. I know you can do it.
DEVIN:  I think I’m done.
JENNY:  You’re done?
DEVIN:  I quit.
JENNY:  You can’t quit.
DEVIN:  I’m out of ideas. I’ll never be able to fi nish. Dr. Witchlady was 

right. I’m not a writer.
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but think about what a skank Christina was and vice versa. But 
suddenly, a mysterious woman suddenly entered.

MYSTERIOUS WOMAN:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Hello there, girls.
BRITNEY:  Ummm. Hello.
MYSTERIOUS WOMAN:  My name is Something Interesting, and I am 

from somewhere equally interesting.
DEVIN:  Those are just notes to myself. I didn’t want to lose my 

rhythm.
BRITNEY:  What do you want from us, Something Interesting?
MYSTERIOUS WOMAN:  Oh, I don’t know, maybe just... (Turns her head 

away from AUDIENCE, then turns back with fangs in her mouth.) 
…your blood! (BRITNEY and CHRISTINA open their mouths as if 
they are screaming, but no sound comes out.)

DR. WALKER:  (Reads.) Suddenly, the girls shrieked as if some popular 
boy band was walking by them in slow motion.

MYSTERIOUS WOMAN:  That’s right. I feed on human blood. I am a 
vampire. That is why—as previously mentioned—I feed on human 
blood. (Moves toward them and grabs BRITNEY. Makes like she’s 
about to sink her teeth in. SOUND EFFECT:  LOUD GUITAR RIFF. 
[NOTE:  JUPITER or someone OFFSTAGE can play the riff or a SOUND 
EFFECT can kick in here and in subsequent scenes.] The sound of 
the guitar knocks MYSTERIOUS WOMAN backward.)

DR. WALKER:  (Reads.) It was no ordinary guitar riff that knocked 
Something Interesting back. It was a guitar riff that was, indeed, of 
a super epic nature. A guitar riff that seemingly belonged more to 
the rock and roll gods—with their fl aming guitars and ear-shattering 
amplifi ers—than to human beings.

MYSTERIOUS WOMAN:  What—what was that rockingly epic sound? 
(JUPITER JONES ENTERS LEFT. He is the coolest rock star imaginable. 
He carries an electric guitar. Everything about him is super cool:  his 
walk, his talk, his clothes. Every time he enters, SPECIAL THEME 
MUSIC PLAYS. He dances to it.) Who are you, fi endish one?

JUPITER:  Jupiter Jones, rock star vampire hunter. And it looks like your 
dinner reservations are canceled. And even if they weren’t, there’s 
no blood on the menu for tonight. We’re fresh out. And even if 
there was blood on the menu, we wouldn’t serve you. Check the 
sign—no bloodsucking vampires allowed. And even if vampires 
were allowed, there would be a dress code, and that ensemble 
wouldn’t cut it.

MYSTERIOUS WOMAN:  You must not recognize me, mortal. I’m not 
just any vampire.

JUPITER:  Cover your ears if you want to live. (She does. JUPITER 
dodges the OTHER VAMPIRES and begins playing his vampire-killing 
GUITAR RIFF. He stands on one of the chairs and plays like a rock 
star. MEG, ANNA and LAURA fall before him, dead. JUPITER throws 
his arms in the air as he fi nishes. Then he jumps down from the 
chair and pulls out a cross. )

GRACE:  (Uncovers her ears and hisses at it.) What do you want from 
me?

JUPITER:  Are you the vampire called Grace?
GRACE:  Who wants to know?
JUPITER:  Jupiter Jones, rock star vampire hunter.
GRACE:  If you’re here to fi ght me, then what say we dispense with 

the not-so-pleasantries and get on with it. (Assumes a fi ghting 
position.)

JUPITER:  (Circles her with the cross held out.) I’m not here to fi ght you. 
I’m looking for the vampire Grace. Are you her or not?

GRACE:  I am.
JUPITER:  You were a healer in your mortal life?
GRACE:  That’s right.
JUPITER:  I need your help.
GRACE:  (Laughs.) Why do you seek my help, mortal? (JUPITER shows 

her his neck. She laughs again.) You have the bite of the vampire 
upon you. Don’t worry, you fear it now, but soon you will embrace 
it.

JUPITER:  I don’t want to embrace it. I’ve dedicated my life to fi ghting 
vampires. Tell me how to heal this.

GRACE:  Fool, what makes you think that I can heal the bite of the 
vampire?

JUPITER:  I read in “The Shadow Chronicles” that before you were 
bitten it was your specialty. You were good when you had a soul. 
You fought the vampires like the J-Man. Then your soul was torn 
out by Draculetta, the way I’ve been known to tear out a mean 
guitar solo.

GRACE:  I was a fool then. I didn’t understand the power and freedom 
of being a vampire. You shall learn this soon enough.

JUPITER:  Please. I’m desperate. You’ve got me by the whammy bar. 
I’ll do anything.

GRACE:  Anything? Very well. I’ll give you the antidote.
JUPITER:  Thank you, Gracie.
GRACE:  It’s Grace! I’ll give you the antidote if... you bring me the 

medallion that Draculetta wears around her neck.
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JUPITER:  Oh, I recognize you, Something Interesting. You’re one of 
the most notorious vampires ever. That’s why this kill is going to 
be sweet. I’m about to send you spinning more times than my fi ve 
platinum albums. (Plays a super jammin’ GUITAR RIFF. )

MYSTERIOUS WOMAN:  (Covers her ears.) No! It’s impossible! How 
could you know how to play the only guitar riff in the world that 
kills vampires? How could you? You’re just a mortal! (Falls to the 
ground, dead.)

JUPITER:  (Stops playing and walks up to the dead VAMPIRE.) My father 
taught me to play it... before he was killed by one of your kind. 
(Plays a few more notes then throws his arms into the air and lets 
the guitar hang from his neck. BRITNEY and CHRISTINA run to him 
and throw their arms around him.)

CHRISTINA:  You saved us, Jupiter Jones! You saved us.
BRITNEY:  Thank you so much! Thanks to you it’s fi nally over.
JUPITER:  It’s not over, ladies. I’m afraid it’s just begun. The second 

full moon of the month is coming, and nightwalkers love to crash 
a double full moon party. They’re coming out of hiding to wreak 
havoc, and I’m the only one that can stop them. But you girls know 
what I always say... insert awesome catchphrase here! (JUPITER, 
BRITNEY and CHRISTINA EXIT LEFT. LIGHTS FADE STAGE LEFT.)

DR. WALKER:  That’s it?
DEVIN:  So, what do you think?
DR. WALKER:  (Thinks about it for a moment.) I hesitate to tell you what 

I think because I’m worried you’ll think I’m exaggerating. This is 
literally—and I’m not doing that thing where you say “literally” but 
you really mean “fi guratively”—this is literally the worst two pages 
of drivel that I’ve ever read. A 10-year-old could write something 
more readable than this with refrigerator poetry.

DEVIN:  That was my fi rst try.
DR. WALKER:  I know it seems mean, but I’m doing you a favor. I’m 

not fi lling you full of misplaced confi dence. I’m telling you to make 
it easy on yourself and give up now.

DEVIN:  It couldn’t have been that bad.
DR. WALKER:  As a person who knows how to read, I was offended. 

It was—
DEVIN:  I get the idea. (Silence for a moment.)
DR. WALKER:  Awful.
DEVIN:  I’m not paying you by the insult. Just tell me how to make it 

better.

GRACE:  Of course she’s not. He’s dead, and one can’t very well insult 
the dead, can they?

LAURA:  Gracie!
GRACE:  I insist that you call me Grace if you wish for this conversation 

to continue.
ANNA:  Don’t listen to them, Grace. I think sauciness becomes you. 

You’ve always been the bold one in the family, and these two have 
always been jealous of that.

GRACE:  I’m sorry. I know that I can be impudent sometimes.
MEG:  Impudent? More like ghastly.
GRACE:  But I feel as though all my life I’ve been searching for 

something—something that transcends life and love. I’ve been like 
a caterpillar, wrapped in its cocoon, waiting to emerge a beautiful 
butterfl y but only half certain that it will happen. And now it’s being 
taken away.

ANNA:  It’s not being taken away from you, Grace. (BUTLER ENTERS 
LEFT with a tray of cups.)

GRACE:  (Walks over and takes a cup of tea.) It is being taken from 
me. (MEG, LAURA and ANNA take a cup of tea from the tray. No one 
acknowledges BUTLER, who stands to the side and waits for them 
to fi nish.) I feel like some sort of disgusting little servant. Every 
time I enter a room I’m expected to hold my tongue and be proper. 
I’m a human being, but I’m constantly treated like some inanimate 
object. Like a table or something. (Finishes her tea and puts the 
cup back on the tray without even looking at BUTLER.)

ANNA:  That’s terrible! Certainly, no human being should be treated 
like a table! (Finishes her tea and puts her empty cup on the tray 
without acknowledging BUTLER.)

LAURA:  Very well, Grace, if you feel that way, you simply must blah, 
blah, blah, blah.

MEG:  Indeed, blah, blah, blah, blah.
LAURA:  Grace, a bunch of boring big wordy words. (JUPITER’S THEME 

MUSIC PLAYS. JUPITER bursts ONSTAGE. The FOUR WOMEN have 
slipped in fangs and suddenly reveal they are vampires as Devin’s 
imagination takes over.)

MEG:  What are you doing here?!
JUPITER:  I’m here to save this innocent butler. Save yourself, butler, 

run!
BUTLER:  Very well, sir. (Gently sets down the tray and walks away with 

a quiet dignity.)
GRACE:  Minions, seize him! (The OTHER WOMEN get up to seize 

JUPITER. He grabs GRACE and pushes her aside.)

For preview only
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DR. WALKER:  It was better when the pages were blank. So, you can 
actually improve by doing nothing.

DEVIN:  Just go.
DR. WALKER:  Okay. Do you just want to pay in cash or—
DEVIN:  What?
DR. WALKER:  I prefer not to take a check from someone I don’t really 

know, but—
DEVIN:  You expect me to pay you?
DR. WALKER:  I’m here at 3 a.m., aren’t I?
DEVIN:  You didn’t do anything.
DR. WALKER:  If a surgeon loses a patient she still gets paid. There 

was nothing more I could do.
DEVIN:  I’m not paying you unless you tell me how to make it better.
DR. WALKER:  You have all these books full of great advice. Did you 

even crack a single one? No, you decided that your raw talent was 
so transcendent that you didn’t need to learn anything. I read it, 
gave my opinion, and you don’t like it. If I’d said it was brilliant, I’d 
be walking out with my money right now having done you a much 
greater disservice.

DEVIN:  Fine. (Pulls out his wallet, takes out a wad of bills and hands it to 
DR. WALKER.) Here. But when Jupiter Jones becomes the biggest 
name in the literary world, you’ll fi nd out that you’re not as smart 
as you think you are. You think you’re like the William Shakespeare 
of writing, but you’re not. You’re just a wannabe expert that I hired 
by accident.

DR. WALKER:  I’m sure I’ll be eating my words soon. (EXITS through 
the front door. DEVIN slams the door behind her.)

JENNY:  (ENTERS from the bedroom.) Did he leave?
DEVIN:  Yes.
JENNY:  Well, what did he say?
DEVIN:  Honestly? (Short pause.) He said if he were a publisher he’d 

give me an advance right now.
JENNY:  I knew it! I saw how hard you were working on it, and I knew it 

would be great! See why I never lose faith in you?
DEVIN:  Neither do I.
JENNY:  We should celebrate by... sleeping for another fi ve hours.
DEVIN:  I’ll be right there.
JENNY:  Can I read it?
DEVIN:  Not until I’m done. I want you to be able to read the polished 

fi nal draft.

DR. WALKER:  Well, partly, but mostly because it matters. It made you 
more than just an idiot to me for the fi rst time. Why don’t you write 
something true like that?

DEVIN:  Because the truth hurts too much. That’s what I want to 
escape! I prefer a world where you OD on radiation, and you wake 
up with superpowers. Your biggest worry becomes that the fate 
of the world is in your hands. Here, in this world, nothing is in my 
hands.

DR. WALKER:  (Reaches into her bag and pulls out a manuscript.) 
Here.

DEVIN:  What’s this?
DR. WALKER:  This is the novel I’ve been working on. It has a little 

more gravitas than your writing. Maybe you can learn something.
DEVIN:  Forget it. I’m the worst writer in the world.
DR. WALKER:  What did I say about calling yourself a writer? Read it, 

and notice how you can actually relate to the characters and feel 
something for them. They’re vulnerable. They are losing something 
important to them. That’s the most important thing.

DEVIN:  Okay. (Long pause.) Right now?
DR. WALKER:  Yes.
DEVIN:  All right. (Sits down and begins reading the pages.) “Unrelenting 

Love Becomes Grace”? Are you sure I can learn something from 
this? I don’t even understand the title.

DR. WALKER:  We can’t all be as brilliant as you—character’s name, 
colon, character’s function. Make sure that you pay attention to 
the subtleties. Subtlety is very important, and your work is about 
as subtle as a kick in the face with a crampon. (As DEVIN begins 
to read, MEG, GRACE, LAURA and ANNA ENTER LEFT. They bring in 
chairs that they sit on.)

MEG:  Gracie, Mother said that you won’t be attending George’s 
wedding this autumn.

GRACE:  I don’t feel that I have any obligation to him. Besides, I’ve 
told you, I’m grown now, and I prefer to be called Grace. Gracie is 
a child’s name.

LAURA:  Really, Gracie, of course you have an obligation. George was 
like a father to us when we were in grade school.

GRACE:  Perhaps he was, but that would make James like a brother to 
us, wouldn’t it? And you’re married to James, so either Uncle George 
is not a father to us, or you are involved in quite a scandal.

MEG:  Gracie, there’s no reason to get saucy like you always do. Laura 
is not insulting our biological father.
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JENNY:  I’m so proud of you, Devin. I can already see you lighting back 
up. Once you have a goal, nothing slows you down.

DEVIN:  Thanks. I’m going to go for a walk and do some thinking. 
About plot ideas and stuff.

JENNY:  It’s late. You don’t need to… Well, at least be careful. Okay?
DEVIN:  Good night. (JENNY EXITS to the bedroom. DEVIN looks at his 

pages for a moment and then tosses them in the trashcan. EXITS 
through the front door. When he shuts the door, JENNY RE-ENTERS 
and begins looking around his writing space for his pages. Suddenly, 
there is a LOUD BANGING on the door.)

JENNY:  (Jumps and quickly drops pages back in trashcan.) Did you 
forget your keys? (Unlocks and opens the front door.)

DR. WALKER:  (ENTERS.) Where is he?
JENNY:  Who are you?
DR. WALKER:  I’m the professor that he cheated.
JENNY:  You’re a woman.
DR. WALKER:  He owed me 500, but he only gave me 400.
JENNY:  He wouldn’t do that.
DR. WALKER:  I didn’t tell him what he wanted to hear about his 

writing—
JENNY:  What did you tell him?
DR. WALKER:  The truth. Juvenile. Typical of this whole generation of 

Peter Pans who never grew up. The man is a hero, the women are 
all idiots in distress or bloodsucking vampires.

JENNY:  Calm down. (Gets her purse.) I went to the bank today. I’ll give 
you the money he owes you. Plus some extra.

DR. WALKER:  What for?
JENNY:  I want you to go easy on him. Tell him it’s good.
DR. WALKER:  I would, but these are expensive pants. I don’t want 

them catching on fi re.
JENNY:  I just want you to boost his confi dence a little.
DR. WALKER:  That’s exactly what’s wrong with the world. The media and 

society are constantly telling men that it’s okay to think of women as 
mindless idiots, but it’s not. I’ll send him a bill for the $100.

JENNY:  (Hands her some cash.) Here. Take the money, and you don’t 
have to sell out your platitudes for it. All you have to do is sit down 
and tell me exactly what’s good and bad in his manuscript.

DR. WALKER:  (Considers for a moment, then takes the money.) The 
font was acceptable. That was easy. On to the bad. (LIGHTS OUT.)

End of Scene Two

DR. WALKER:  You are not a writer. Why do you insist on continuing? 
Nobody will ever read this excrement. (Pause.) That means poop.

DEVIN:  I know what it means.
DR. WALKER:  Sorry, I didn’t mean to be condescending. (Pause.) 

That’s when you talk down to someone.
DEVIN:  I know! Look, I don’t care if nobody ever reads it. I’m doing 

this for me. I don’t know why, but ever since I was a kid, I’ve felt 
this compulsion to express myself somehow. I used to listen to my 
Walkman, and I made up this game where I would pretend I was 
the one playing guitar. (Plays air guitar to show her.)

DR. WALKER:  You made up playing air guitar?
DEVIN:  No, of course not. I’ve never done anything creative.
DR. WALKER:  Life can be cruel to the ridiculously wealthy.
DEVIN:  Is that why you hate me?
DR. WALKER:  I don’t hate you, I hate the fact that this drivel will 

probably end up on bookstore shelves everywhere not because 
of talent but because of money, and Jupiter Jones and all the 
characters like him will forever remind the zombies who read 
this rubbish that rich white men are masters of the universe. 
Meanwhile, real writers like me who actually put thought into our 
writing—who want to tear down stereotypes instead of reinforcing 
them—our voices will never be heard.

DEVIN:  You know how I got all this money?
DR. WALKER:  It doesn’t matter.
DEVIN:  It’s a settlement. I used to be an X-ray salesman, and I was 

demonstrating a defective machine. I got 20 times the proper 
dose of radiation, and now I can’t—

DR. WALKER:  Form thoughts?
DEVIN:  Lower.
DR. WALKER:  Oh… oh!
DEVIN:  I mean, I can still—
DR. WALKER:  Right.
DEVIN:  I just can’t—
DR. WALKER:  Got it.
DEVIN:  Trust me, no amount of money is worth fi nding out that you’ll 

never have a family.
DR. WALKER:  That’s a much better story than Jupiter Jones. Do you 

know why?
DEVIN:  Because I’m so fl awed?

End of Script Sample



PHOTOCOPYING THIS SCRIPT BREAKS FEDERAL COPYRIGHT LAWS 25iv

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE, Scene One:  Sofa, table, two chairs, video games and various 

toys and comic books, electric guitar, cereal bowl, skateboard, pen, 
pad of paper.

ONSTAGE, Scene Two:  Same plus typewriter, paper, laptop, typed pages, 
dozen books (including a thesaurus), trashcan, feather quill, purse 
with money in it.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Two:
Cigarette (DR. WALKER)
Fangs (MYSTERIOUS WOMAN)
Electric guitar with strap (JUPITER)
Wallet with money in it (DEVIN)

ONSTAGE, Scene Three:  Same plus briefcase containing typed 
pages.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Three:
Book (JENNY)
Coffee cup (DEVIN)

ONSTAGE, Scene Four:  Same plus coffee pot and two coffee cups.
BROUGHT ON, Scene Four:

Guitar, wooden stake, cross (JUPITER)
Bag containing a manuscript (DR. WALKER)
Chairs, fangs (ANNA, LAURA, MEG, GRACE)
Four tea cups on a tray (BUTLER)

ONSTAGE, Scene Five:  Same.
ONSTAGE, Scene Six:  Same.
BROUGHT ON, Scene Six:

Guitar (JUPITER)
Money (DEVIN)

SOUND EFFECTS
Typewriter ding, knock on door, loud guitar riff, Jupiter’s theme music, 
killer guitar riff (unless performed live). 

COSTUMES
DEVIN wears sloppy clothing—a T-shirt or hoodie, baggy jeans or 

sweatpants.
JENNY wears professional clothing in Scenes One and Three and 

pajamas in Scene Two.
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SETTING
Time:  The present.
Place:  Devin and Jenny’s living room.

SET DESCRIPTION
STAGE RIGHT is a modern day living room. There are exits UP RIGHT to 
the kitchen, DOWN RIGHT to the bedrooms and an optional UPSTAGE 
platform with a working front door. UPSTAGE near the front door are a 
table and two chairs, and there’s a sofa RIGHT CENTER. The living room 
looks like a wealthy teenage boy lives in it:  video games, rock band 
posters, comic books, an electric guitar and other junk from discarded 
hobbies is scattered everywhere. A skateboard is on the fl oor near the 
front door. The STAGE LEFT area is bare and will be used by Devin and 
Dr. Walker’s fi ctional characters.
SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
Scene One:  Around noon
Scene Two:  The next morning, around 3 a.m.
Scene Three:  The next afternoon
Scene Four:  That evening
Scene Five:  Two weeks later, 3 a.m.
Scene Six:  Several days later, around 11 p.m.

DRACULETTA dresses in black—a slinky, vampire-like outfi t. She also 
wears a noticeable amulet around her neck.

MYSTERIOUS WOMAN and MINIONS wear vampire outfi ts.
BRITNEY and CHRISTINA wear modern clothes teenager girls would 

wear to a concert. Later they should be wearing the same clothes 
with vampire accents to make it clear who they are.

MEG, GRACE, LAURA and ANNA wear dresses.
BUTLER wears a typical butler uniform.

ORIGINAL PRODUCTION
Jupiter Jones:  Rock Star Vampire Hunter was fi rst produced at Augusta 
Preparatory Day School in Augusta, GA on February 20, 2009 by the 
following artists:
Director ....................................Jamie McAteer
Asst. Director ............................Caroline Catchpole
Devin .......................................Collin Segura
Jenny .......................................Savanna Syms
Dr. Walker .................................Mary Ergul
Britney ......................................Elizabeth McCrary
Christina ...................................Katie Eaker
Mysterious Woman ....................Mary Dorine Roehre
Jupiter Jones ............................John Duggan
Draculetta.................................Emily Ann Cowart
Meg .........................................Kayla Vinson
Grace .......................................Abi Rosser-Bright
Laura .......................................Sarah Fechter
Anna ........................................Emily Scherpenberg
Butler .......................................Dalton Cox
Set Designer .............................Chelsea Fechter
Lights .......................................Bryan Smallwood, Andrew Helmich
Sound ......................................Joe Shiveley
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We hope you’ve enjoyed    
this script sample. 
We encourage you to read the entire script before making 
your final decision.

You may order a paper preview copy or gain instant 
access to the complete script online through our E-view 
program. We invite you to learn more and create an 
account at www.pioneerdrama.com/E-view.

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. If you’d 
like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our customer 
service representatives are happy to assist you when you call 
800.333.7262 during normal business hours.

www.pioneerdrama.com

800.333.7262
Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267

We’re here to help!


