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Dee Cook Writing Samples


               1-900-BITE-ME (Originally produced for Campfire/HBO’s True Blood, 2009)


 Video available at http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OLkGVcDkCMA 

               A late night commercial with sultry lady vamps asking you to

               call up and have an intimate phone session with a "local,

               single bloodsucker." 

               INT. DARK ROOM - NIGHT

               A FEMALE VAMPIRE wearing black leather is pacing around a

               dark space that is empty of everything but a COUCH.  She is

               holding a sleek-looking PHONE.  

               CHYRON at the bottom of the screen reads 1-900-BITE-ME.

               SFX: A heartbeat.

                                   VAMPIRE

                             (Speaking into the phone.)

                         I can hear the blood course through

                         your veins from here. I yearn for it.

               SFX: Heartbeat speeding up.

                                   VAMPIRE (CONT'D)

                         I want you. You and your blood and

                         your scent and your heat.

               SFX: Heartbeat speeds up more.

                                   VAMPIRE (CONT'D)

                             (Caressing herself.)

                         You speak to me, though I cannot

                         hear your voice yet. I need to hear

                         you. I have to hear you. Now.

               SFX: Heartbeat speeding up.

                                   VAMPIRE (CONT'D)

                         I can do things to you that you

                         never even fantasized about. Mere

                         mortals have no idea what is

                         possible with a vampire. 

               SFX: Heartbeat stops.

                                   VAMPIRE (CONT'D)

                             (Extends her fangs as she

                              snaps her head to look

                              directly at the camera.)

                         Are you ready to learn?

                                                         FADE TO BLACK.
               INFIDELITY (Originally produced for Campfire/HBO’s True Blood, 2009)
               A downtown/gritty private investigator reveals that business
               has been on the rise of late as more and more people seem to

               be suspecting their partners of infidelity.  Coupled with
               (censored) images he's captured on the job, it soon becomes

               clear that vampires may be the cause of it - the temptation
               is just too much to resist.  Of course, it has also led to a

               new excuse (true or not) that they were "glamoured" into
               being unfaithful.
               INT. DETECTIVE'S OFFICE - NIGHT

               Full screen shot: censored PHOTO of a couple having kinky
               sex.
                                   DETECTIVE (O.S.)

                         I always warn the wives in these 
                         vampire cases.  Sometimes they

                         don't want to know.  
               The camera slowly pulls back to show the detective in frame

               too. He flips photos; next picture is bite marks on a neck.

                                   DETECTIVE (CONT'D)
                         Sometimes I guess it's better not

                         to know.  They never listen anyway. 
               Flips photos again - this one is another couple in bed.

                                   DETECTIVE (CONT'D)
                         This guy.  Claimed he was

                         glamoured.  Not likely, pal.  I
                         seen 'em glamour and that ain't it. 

                         His wife took him back anyway and
                         paid me double.  What are ya gonna

                         do?
               Looks up from the photos.
                                   DETECTIVE (CONT'D)
                         I'm getting a dozen vampire cases a

                         month - and that's in a slow month. 
                         For fang jobs, I charge time-and-a

                         half.  Hazard pay.  Vampires don't
                         like to be watched.  Learned pretty

                         quick to bring along a bunch of
                         silver with me when I'm out on a

                         job.  Some days I'm lucky I don't
                         wake up dead.

               He holds up a silver chain and ponders it.

                                                                CUT TO:

               EXT. CITY STREET – NIGHT
               The detective is on a case, looking for his suspect. 

                                   DETECTIVE
                         Got a call from a real nice lady

                         the other day.  She's sure her
                         hubby's stepping around on her with

                         a vampire.

               He walks down the street, scanning for his target.
                                   DETECTIVE (CONT'D)

                         Yeah, well, she ain't the first
                         one.

                             (sighs)
                         Hmm, that our boy?  Nah, too young.

                             (then)
                         Listen, I been in this business for

                         twenty years, but I ain't never
                         seen anything like what these dodos

                         are getting up to lately.  Bondage. 
                         Kinky sex.  Biting.  

               The camera picks up a FEMALE VAMPIRE walking down the street.

                                   DETECTIVE (CONT'D)
                         I don't know what it is.  All those

                         damned vampires.  Warm-blooded guys
                         are goin' ape over 'em.  I stay as

                         far away from vampires as I can.  I
                         seen what they can do, voluntarily

                         or not.

               We track the vampire as she turns into an alley - from a
               discreet distance we zoom in on her walking up to an OLDER

               FRUMPY MAN, look him in the eye, and lean in for a kiss.  The
               detective takes out a CAMERA and begins shooting.

                                   DETECTIVE (CONT'D)
                         Yep, there he is.  He'll probably

                         tell his wife it wasn't his fault,
                         he got glamoured.  Only this time,

                         that's the truth.
                             (shakes his head)
               As we watch, the vampire reaches down and feeds from the

               man's neck.  

                                   DETECTIVE (CONT'D)
                         Aw geez, that's enough of that.

                                                                CUT TO:
               INT. DETECTIVE'S OFFICE - NIGHT (CONT'D)

               The detective is at his desk idly going through case files
               and pictures.  He holds one up of the vampire biting the

               man's neck.

                                   DETECTIVE
                         When I was a kid I never thought

                         I'd see anything like this.  
               Tosses down the picture stack with a look of disgust.

                                   DETECTIVE (CONT'D)
                         Yeah, my rates are high.  The work

                         is dangerous and I do a good job. 
                         So what's my hope?  Five more

                         years, and I can retire.  Five long
                         years.  God willing I don't get

                         killed by some angry vampire before
                         then.

               Starts to pack up shop for the night.
                                   DETECTIVE (CONT'D)

                         Sometimes I'm just thankful I lived
                         through another day to go home and

                         have another T.V. dinner at night,
                         you know?

               Flips off the light.
                                                         FADE TO BLACK.

Netiquette Primer (Originally produced for Campfire/Verizon’s My Home 2.0 campaign, 2008)
You just received an email from your cousin Jane that has 50 people in the address field, contains a 10 megabyte video, and exhorts you to pass it on to everyone you know. Do you…

A) Reply to all and talk about the funny video? 

B) Forward the video to everyone in your address book? 

C) Pull out your copy of Switch Craft and make a voodoo doll that squirms when you poke it; put Jane’s name on it? 

D) Have a conversation with your cousin about email netiquette?

The correct answer, of course, is D, but first you need to go armed with the facts before sitting your cuz down for a little chat. There were several ways her email message violated basic internet manners, but of course you can’t tell her, “Jane, you’re rude and have no concept of politeness!” because, as Miss Manners would say, that’s rude, too. Rather, what Jane needs to know is the facts behind what she’s doing and how she could be inconveniencing others. Here are the issues and solutions:

1. Not using BCC. Probably what Jane did was just send the message to everyone in her address book.
· • However, she didn’t stop to think that not all those people knew each other, or were comfortable sharing their email addresses with strangers. Even worse, what if you end up like Suburban Turmoil and realize your acquaintances are forwarding jokes to your dad? I could see that going wrong in a hurry.

· • Not only does this breach privacy, but if one of those 50 recipients gets a virus or malware on their computer, it can harvest your email address and start sending you even more spam.

· • In addition, the other recipients can hit “Reply to All” and send a message to the 49 other people on the list saying “Oh yeah, right on, go Jane!” and then someone else will reply to all and say, “How dare you! I resent the implication!” and it just goes downhill from there. Your inbox will now be taken over for a week with Janespam.

Solution – Use BCC: Unless the list of recipients is very short and everyone needs to know who is on it, you should use BCC to send mail to several people. BCC stands for Blind Carbon Copy, and anyone whose address is in the BCC field will not see the addresses of the other people in the BCC field. They can see who is in the TO and the CC field.

Alternate solution – make a mailing list: If you will be sending mail to the same group of people over and over, you might think about making a mailing list so that you don’t have to remember all their addresses every time you need to send a message. You can do this for free with services like Google Groups or Yahoo Groups (Google or Yahoo ID required), and they will archive messages and sometimes have other features, like a places to upload files.

2. Huge attachments. Unless you’re using FiOS, which has no limits on the size of incoming attachments, most internet service providers restrict how big the messages you receive can be.

· • If an attachment is too big, it can get bounced back to the sender with a cryptic message saying it was undeliverable, and now cousin Jane may think she doesn’t have the right email address for you anymore.

· • If you get many large attachments in a short period of time and you’re not on FiOS or another service that has a generous mailbox quota, those attachments can take up all your room and cause all the mail you receive from everyone to get bounced back to its sender.

· • If you go out of town and check your mail on a dial-up connection, you will spend all day and night downloading those 10 meg attachments and never be able to hit the beach.

Solution – Put it on the web: If you’re sending someone a funny video, chances are very good that you can find that video already hosted at YouTube.com. Hit the site and do a search. If you don’t find it, uploading a video to YouTube couldn’t be easier; just make an account, hit the “Upload video” button, and go. Once it’s uploaded, the site will give you the link you can use to share it with all your friends.

If you want to share large pictures, instead of emailing them, host them on a site like Flickr, Photobucket (both require registration), or TinyPic (no registration required). They are all very simple services to use: just like a camera, you point and click. Once you upload your images, merely copy and paste the location to your email message, and your recipients can go look at your excellent pictures at their leisure.

3. Chain mail. Maybe it’s our helpful human nature, but something about the words “Forward this to everyone you know!” turns even the most reasonable person into an email forwarding machine.

· • Sometimes we helpfully forward stuff that’s just not true. The website Snopes.com is an excellent resource for checking to see if you’re reading fact or fiction• It may have been true… several years ago. Mars passed very close to earth in August – of 2003. Cold medications with PPA were recalled – in 2000. Sending out an email alert about them now is a little silly.

· • What good is signing that email petition really going to do? Who’s going to collect all those names and make sure they’re legitimate? Are you sure they’re getting to someone who can change policy?

Solution – when in doubt, don’t. “Forward this to everyone you know!” is a code phrase for “Please let this email die.” Unless you’re dealing with something you know to be legitimate, passing on chain letters, petitions, and urban legends really sort of misplaces what could otherwise be well-spent energy. If you want to make a change, then call your congress critter or volunteer somewhere.

With these three tips, you and Jane will be well on the way to being the politest emailers in the family. Have your own pointers or pet peeves? Share them with me in the comments!

Promicin Article (Originally produced for Campfire/USA Network’s The 4400, 2007)
(Images of casino; mockup of new questionnaire-taker identification card.  The card should look like a driver's license with a headshot, name, address, and "Audited" prominently featured; there should also be a cheery "Good luck!" that's relatively large.)

Casinos Go Promicin-Free 

Mikki Grayson | Staff Writer

Las Vegas casinos are scrambling to deal with the effects of promicin.  The city, famous for its tourism and gambling industries, has suffered a huge economic hit after a loose consortium of major casinos suspended operations for three days last week.

The unprecedented move was due to worries about the substance promicin, which is known to give special abilities to those who take it.  The possibility of players with extra-sensory perception or telekinetic powers has casino officials running scared.

"It might have just been coincidence, but at the same time the promicin story hit the news, our casino's take decreased dramatically over three days," said an executive who would prefer not to be named.  "I guess there were several possible causes, like people canceling their trips and so on, but we just can't risk the chance of having some freak come in here and manipulate the cards or dice."

Casinos rely on a house edge - rules that make gambling statistically more likely for the players to lose money - in order to turn a profit.  But that house edge is dependent on equipment that hasn't been tampered with.

"The Gaming Commission would be in here like white on rice if they thought there was monkey business going on.  That equates to even longer-term closure," the unnamed executive explained.

Shutting down the casinos was not a decision to take lightly.  Even a 24 hour closure equates to the loss of millions of dollars in revenue.  But for those casinos which have reopened, some say that the cure is worse than the disease.

The two largest casino groups opened their doors Friday to picketers and riot police after it was announced that they would require any potential gamblers to fill out a lengthy questionnaire.  The information the casinos ask for ranges from a social security number to a lengthy physical and mental health history.  Casino spokespeople insist that the answers are necessary in order to gauge the possibility of whether players might have taken promicin.

"We would have done a blood test instead, but the government isn't allowing anyone to use that technology for non-governmental purposes yet," said the unnamed executive.  "This is the next best thing we could think of that would let us stay open and keep those promicin-users out."

Public reaction is profoundly angry.  "I never would have spent my hard-earned dollars coming to this town if I thought they were going to demand my most personal information," said tourist Miles Bradford from Indianapolis.  "Doesn't the Constitution say something about 'unreasonable search and seizure'?  Where the hell is privacy these days?"  

Others agreed.  A crowd estimated to be 1,000 strong marched south on The Strip Saturday night, completely blocking traffic for three hours on what is normally the busiest night of the week.  In some spots, things got ugly.  The Las Vegas Police Department reported arresting 109 protesters between the hours of 8-10 PM, for charges ranging from disorderly conduct to vandalism.

Until Monday, those who consented to the questionnaire were issued plastic wristbands to be worn for the duration of their stay.  Casinos quickly regretted the decision when several thousand counterfeit wristbands were confiscated in North Las Vegas on Sunday evening.  Since then, casinos have been issuing special Players Club cards to questionnaire takers, but plans are in the works for a standardized identification card.  The new card will not only be available to those who fill out the questionnaire at casinos, but also at the airport and bus station.  However, the thought of giving out such personal information to lowly-paid transportation workers concerns some.

"Yes, you might give this information to your doctor, but medical practices are highly regulated by law and physicians could lose their licenses if they disclose your details.  There's no such law for the casinos.  These people [who are collecting questionnaires] didn't even have background checks," said Jackie Kellner, a practicing attorney in Clark County.

It would appear that many agree.  Airlines have reported a 40% drop in traffic to McCarran International Airport.  The Convention Center has had over half of its upcoming bookings cancel.  

Casinos?  Some experts estimate that profits are down as much as 50%.  The anonymous executive echoed the sentiments of many in the gambling business when he said, "I wish to God I never heard of promicin."

Chuckles Manifesto (Originally produced for World Without Oil, 2007)

Just what in the heck makes a good ol' Texas boy who works at an evil big box store think he can help save the world (also known as "Mama told me that tunafish had gone over, but I ate it anyway")?

This morning when I woke up and looked outside, I saw the yard full of glossy black grackles.  It seemed like something... I dunno - an omen?  I've been doing a lot of thinking lately on a certain glossy black substance, and now I've got these birds looking me in the eye, watching to see what I'd do next.  They didn't know which way I was going to jump - and honestly, neither do I.  But I feel like I've got to do something, and soon.

You all know our story by now... airport snowstorm, mysterious stranger in what seemed like a tuckered-out and unguarded moment, dire-sounding prediction about an oil shock on April 30.  I think some of the Eight took it more seriously than others.  I know I scoffed at it, mostly.  For all I knew it was some darned viral marketing thing like you read about in the papers.  But there was that little spark deep down inside me that wondered if it could be true.  In legalistic terms, I guess I could not prove beyond a reasonable doubt that the dude was hoaxing us.  So the eight of us - eventually ten - decided that we would throw it to the wall of the internet and see if it would stick.  The internet's a real funny place; almost a scary place.  Just about anyone can put in their two cents' worth, and anyone else can read it.  Immediate, widespread publicity, not filtered, just out there.  And some really amazing things have come from that, haven't they?  Instant fame, instant notoriety, instant gratification.  And in a lot of cases, there's been an upswell of online activism that's caused big changes in society.  Just ask Dan Rather.  What better place to start a conversation with the world about its future than on the 'net?  Some of us were gung-ho.  Some of us were nervous about retaliation.  Some of us were ambiguous.  But in the end, we decided that it's better to be safe than sorry, and we let y'all know about our airport experience.

A couple of months ago I was pretty apathetic about the whole darned thing.  We've gotten along just fine this far - what could possibly happen to make the world go to hockeysticks in a handbasket?  But the more I read, and the more I lived in 2007, the more concerned I got.  I've watched gasoline prices climb to $3/gallon.  I've read reports that indicate that big oil countries just aren't producing as much as they used to, even though demand and prices are on the rise.  I've read blog posts by a woman who survived post-Katrina New Orleans and knows how rough we're gonna have it if something happens to the oil.  I've read about Warren v. District of Columbia, which states "a government and its agents are under no general duty to provide public services, such as police protection, to any particular individual citizen."

Do you hear that?  Does it scare the pants off you?  Because it petrifies me.  Courts have ruled that Uncle Sam has no obligation to give you squat.

So here's what we need to do, people.  We've got to learn to work together.  We've got to learn what we need to do to become self-sufficient.  We've got to research how to live in the case of losing our oil.  And we've got to get a game plan in place yesterday.  What will you do when and if it all comes down?

It's a tough question to answer.  The scenario is almost unimaginable.  I've done a lot of primitive camping, but I know that when I come home I can pop a TV dinner in the microwave and have a hot shower.  I take that for granted.  Don't most people?  But now I know that it's up to me to do everything I can to make sure I keep those gifts, those luxuries, available to everyone.  It's up to me, and it's up to you.

How will you save the world?

Blog Entry (Originally produced for Catching the Wish, 2006)

Still hard at work, still poring through the remains. So to speak. I just don’t know what to do with everything. Pack it up? I may need a few more boxes than originally thought, but the rain the other day was a setback. No roof, no roof. I’m just so tired.

Still, I like to tell myself that the rain was a sort of a cleansing. It’s not artificial or chlorinated or pressurized or pumped. It merely falls in a patter that ranges from barely audible, to fingers tapping on paper, to a shower. And I am thankful that it washed some of the guck away with it. Take it down the road, Rain. We don’t want that crap around here anymore. Cleanse the wound and move on.

I will count my blessings, dammit. I have many blessings.

My blessings are the rain. My blessings are my friends. My blessings are the encouragement via email that fills me with warmth like a sip of brandy on a winter night. My blessings are my health.

Why does health always come last when one counts blessings? “Well, at least you have your health.” Ok, Self, you’ve got to stop falling into negativity. (At least I’m talking to myself again.)

My blessings are a recovered mask. My blessings are the sun on my face. My blessings are the books that are left.

I have many blessings. I have many blessings. If I keep saying it, I will remember it. Maybe even believe it.

me@addlepated.net / 512-785-7747


