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Movie Business 
 

I was walking back to the room set aside for background extras when I saw the door. We were “on 

location” in downtown Atlanta not too far from Underground Atlanta. I had been in this building before for 

other movies, but not this particular location. The other movies used the street level floor and filmed in one of 

large meeting rooms and, sometimes, film on the sidewalk using the local shops as a back drop. This time, 

though, they were shooting several scenes in the basement. This is one of the older buildings in the area and the 

basement has several interesting-looking hallways and rooms full of assorted items that look like they’ve been 

here for a long time. 

There were only ten extras on the set today working a few scenes in a locker room, hallways and storage 

rooms. The director had just finished shooting in our direction and wanted to position the camera in the reverse 

direction. The production assistant motioned to me and four others at one end of the meeting room to return to 

holding so they could set up the camera where we were sitting. Rather than walk through the set where the 

grips were moving lights and equipment for the next shot, the production assistant led us into an area between 

the set and a concrete wall. There was no light back here, but there was enough ambient light from the set to 

pick our way around the material behind the set and into the back of the stage. 

As we continued to walk between the clutter of electrical equipment, carts full of mechanical parts, and 

unused props I glanced beyond them to the basement wall and the familiar metal door. We continued to the 

extras holding room where I selected a bottle of water and a snack before sitting down on one of the twenty or 

so folding chairs set aside for the background extras. I pulled my cell phone from my pocket and read 4 PM on 

the front. 

“Nearly done for the day,” I thought. The background extras were asked to report to the base camp at 

6:30 in the morning. I usually try to get there about 45 minutes before to make sure the morning traffic doesn’t 

make me late. I left the house at 5 AM since the GPS told me it should take about 45 minutes to make the drive. 

When I approached the general area where they were filming I started to see the little yellow signs indicating 

directions to the various locations: base camp, crew parking, extras parking, and catering. I followed the signs to 

extras parking, which was a public parking deck. The attendant gave me a parking pass and told me to park in 

the fourth level. Once there I was directed by a production assistant to take the elevator to the basement where 

I could check in. 

                After checking in with another production assistant I filled out the appropriate paperwork. With that 

complete I was directed to another room in the basement to get my outfit approved by wardrobe. The character 

I was selected to play today was building maintenance. We had to bring several changes, however, since the first 

scene was for me to come into the locker room in my street clothes. I packed several options in case the director 

wanted a different look. For the second scene, they had matching shirts for us and we needed to bring gray or 

black pants and work shoes. After they saw me in both approved outfits I was directed to go to makeup in the 

next room. However, she didn’t need to do anything to me since I was instructed to wear a hat and my character 

was not a featured role, that is, I would be far enough away from the cameras that makeup wasn’t required. 

After those tasks were complete, they sent me to catering to get some breakfast with instructions to return to 

holding in 30 minutes. 

I had waited in the background extras holding room with the other extras for about an hour when the 

production assistant came into the room to lead us to the set for the first scene. After lunch, at about 2 PM, we 
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changed into the maintenance clothes for the next scene. We walked to another part of the basement for that 

scene and spent nearly two hours there for the director to make several shots of the scene. It was at that point 

the director wanted to position the camera in the reverse direction. The production assistant motioned to me 

and four others at one end of the meeting room to return to holding so they could set up the camera where we 

were sitting. 

                It was about 5 PM when the production assistant came back from the set to retrieve us. She said the 

director wanted to use us in one more scene, but the set was not in this building. She asked us to change back 

into the clothes we wore in the first scene, turn in our maintenance shirts to wardrobe, and come back to 

holding as soon as possible. It took the five of us about 15 minutes to take care of everything, then she led us 

back toward the metal door I saw earlier that day. She opened the door and we followed her into a lighted 

hallway. 

I stood there in that hallway with the others and saw the production assistant quietly close the metal 

door. I heard a faint click of a lock sealing us in this hallway. Other than the metal door I had walked through, the 

walls had no markings or orifices. The concrete walls appeared to be painted in a light gray color, but it was 

faded and may have been painted a darker color some time ago. Two rails about two feet apart were running 

lengthwise down the center. To my left the hallway descended into darkness downward at a slight angle. To my 

right the hallway stayed level for about 50 feet then descended downward like the hallway to my left. 

We waited about ten minutes when we noticed a small train of cars silently emerging from the left and 

stop near us. It was a six-car train. The lead car had no seating and was the engine car. The train was also 

automated as there was no operator. The other five cars had individual seating for two people per car. The 

production assistant sat in the lead car behind the engine. I sat in the last car while the other four selected seats 

in the three remaining cars ahead of me. 

After the train started moving the production assistant explained to us that the new set was just a few 

minutes away in another building near Underground Atlanta. She told us the director should only keep us for 

about an hour after which we would be released. After checking out, the train would take us back here to a 

garage elevator to get to our vehicles. 

                We felt the hallway slowly descend then level off after about 100 yards. The train continued quietly for 

about another 600 yards and came to a smooth stop next to a similarly looking door. After punching the correct 

code in a 10-key pad, the production assistant led us into a wide hallway approximately 50 feet long. At the end 

of the hallway were two doors; one at the hallway’s end and the other on the left hallway wall about ten feet 

from the end of the hallway. Just before the end of the hallway was ten chairs. 

 

Backstory 
 

She asked us to seat ourselves and pulled out a few pages from her pocket. She told us the director 

wanted her to brief us on the backstory while they were bringing the equipment over to this set. 

She started reading, “This movie is a story about John Redding, a visitor from another planet across the 

galaxy. He has had many names since his arrival just after The Dark Ages in the year 1590. John was not the first 

of his kind to arrive on this planet. 
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 “Initially, only observers were sent to this planet after what Earth scientists call the Cretaceous Period. 

The observers reported an explosion of warm-blooded species some fifty million years ago. Deemed to be 

another suitable planet, they started to migrate to Earth. The warm-blooded animals that emerged after the 

Cretaceous Period were suitable, but each migrant needed hundreds of those animals to survive. Only a small 

number could be settled, because taking too many could enhance the possibility of extinction of those species. 

When homo sapiens evolved, however, their rich blood enabled many more to settle on this planet.” 

“During the early age of the homo sapiens we could take them at will randomly disposing of the bodies. 

Their wars were helpful, because in that chaos we could take as many as we needed and deposit the bodies with 

the rest of the war dead. Plagues that devastated entire continents were also useful to hide our activities. After 

they organized into communities it became harder to dispose of the bodies. Once they started to document the 

births and deaths we had to be more careful who we took and where to dispose of them.”  

“Processing centers had to be built for that purpose. The oldest facility was in Egypt built nearly 2,300 

years ago under the Djoser pyramid, but it had to be abandoned and dismantled after European archeologists 

began studying the pyramids. Another facility, Tikal in Guatemala, was built about 300 AD, but was dismantled 

after the Western European explorers brought their diseases to the area. They still have operating facilities in 

the major cities of Malaysia, Australia, South Africa, China, Eastern Europe, Western Europe, and the Middle 

East.” 

“John’s companions that preceded his arrival were not sure humans would survive in large enough 

numbers to support their needs. Feudalism, constant wars, and disease managed to decimate the world 

population to the point where more companions could not be integrated into this world. However, with the help 

of some companions to advance science, specifically medical science, the European Renaissance developed 

stable societies, which vastly increased the world’s population. It was at that point in time that John migrated to 

Earth to join his companions. Living on this planet among the humans has greatly extended his life-span and that 

of his companions. John and his companions prey on human beings.” 

      “Still, they needed to create reasons for humans to disappear unexpectedly. One of their own, Bram Stoker, 

created a scenario that developed a believable model for their seemingly random disappearance. While it was 

acknowledged by many to be a fictional work, the story created a believable thought process in many.” 

“American facilities are relatively new compared to others around the world. They built this facility just 

after the American Civil War. Reconstruction of the city was an ideal time to establish a new underground 

facility for use by their permanent members and those visiting the Atlanta area. The facility was almost 

discovered when Underground Atlanta opened in 1969, but they masked their door from public view by one of 

their members opening a business where the door is located.” 

She looked up from the pages. 

“In this scene, John Redding reveals why the companions prey on humans. This scene is key to the movie 

as it is the first kill scene and sets the mood for the rest of the story. You may recall that you will be paid an 

additional amount over the regular rate for our use of fake blood.”  

She used a 10-key pad to open the door at the end of the hallway. She instructed us to leave our 

personal belonging near the chairs and join her in the killing room. After opening the door, she said that she had 

to go back to the other set. She instructed us to wait in the next room and the director would arrive shortly with 
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the crew to prepare for the next shot. After the five of us walked into a large room we saw her close the door 

and heard the faint click of a lock closing. 

I noted the others had listened intently to the production assistant as she read the backstory. They 

appeared to be excited about being part of a key scene of a movie. I, on the other hand, had feelings of relief 

that the time has finally come for me after fifty years.  You see, dear reader, all that was stated in the backstory 

was entirely TRUE! 

 

TRANSFORMATION 
 

The five of us quietly stood in a rough semi-circle focused on a stainless-steel table in the middle of the 

room. The twenty by twenty-foot room was itself was completely stainless steel: the ceiling, the walls, and the 

floor. Beside the door in which we entered there were two three by three-foot doors on one wall and a drain 

below the table. 

My mind, however, turned inward purposefully increasing my heart rate and metabolism. I could feel my 

body temperature slowly rising and my muscle strength increasing dramatically. My breathing intensified 

enriching my blood with oxygen. Finally, ever so slowly, my finger nails hardened and lengthened to sharp one 

inch claws. After 50 years, I was finally ready to begin …… my transformation. 

I looked at the other four in the room. The big man to my right had pulled out his cell phone to check for 

messages, but found there was no service in the room. He hadn’t noticed my changes. The three to my left, two 

men and a woman, had noticed my heavy breathing. The man directly to my left had begun to say something to 

the woman, while the other man to the left of the woman was staring directly at me. 

I turned toward the big man to my right and hit him square in the temple with my right fist knocking him 

unconscious. After he crumpled to the floor I pulled a plastic tie from my pocket and secured his hands behind 

him. By the time I had secured the big man, the “staring man” jumped on top of me attempting to pull me away 

from the big man. He must have had military training in his youth, but was no match for me with my over-powering 

strength. I quickly subdued him and secured both his hands and legs with additional plastic ties. Out of fear the 

other two ran for the door, but found it locked from the outside. I moved swiftly toward them and quickly secured 

them with plastic ties at both their hands and feet. 

While I surveyed my captives, I walked over to the left-most three by three-foot door and opened it 

revealing a chute of the same dimensions running approximately 80 feet below. I disrobed and threw my clothes 

down the chute. 

The big man was still unconscious, but the other three were awake and screaming. I looked carefully into 

their eyes and found the female in sheer terror her body producing large amounts of adrenaline. I reached down 

and felt her carotid artery and noted that her pulse rate was at 110 beats per minute. She was ready. 

All of them screamed when I picked her up and laid her on the table. I pulled three straps from beneath 

the table and secured her feet, waist, and chest. I bent down and looked into her eyes and, carefully, cut her left 

carotid artery with the claw from my right index finger. The oxygen rich blood pulsed out of the cut onto the table 
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and splattered onto the floor. Her eyes looked at me with fear and amazement in them. I bent down further and 

began to consume the blood feeling her heart push the blood into my mouth. 

After reaching my stomach, my body started to process the woman’s blood. Her red blood cells are 

separated from the other consumed material. The human red blood cells are then quickly transferred to my blood 

stream, which is moved to all parts of my body resulting in significantly increased metabolism. I could feel my 

body temperature rise significantly. At the same time my body flushed the unused material through the intestines 

and out the anus dripping down my legs onto the floor and into the drain. The rise in my body temperature began 

to liquefy the fat my body had stored over my 50 plus years in this state. Once in liquid form the fat is transported 

by the bloodstream and deposited into the intestines, which is also excreted it out of my body. 

I could feel her heart begin to fail with the loss of blood. I took my right index finger and sliced open the 

skin in the stomach area. I reached into the cavity and pushed my right under her rib cage feeling for her 

weakening heart. I massaged her heart retrieving as much blood as possible from her. After consuming about four 

liters I could no longer push more blood through her heart to the carotid. 

I straightened up still feeling her red blood course through my body increasing my strength and 

metabolism. I could feel my 70+ year old body in human terms begin to shape-shift into a new human form. 

After releasing the straps, I lifted her up off the table and carried her to the chute. Depositing her body 

into the chute I heard it slide down the eighty feet and fall into a metal basket with a thump. I turned around to 

survey the remaining captives thinking that after processing the rest I should reach my target age of 25 and 

weight to 170 pounds down nearly 50 pounds since the process began. 

Processing the other three took another hour. Meanwhile, the production assistant, who I helped 

transform eight years ago, in this very same room, returned to the set and checked out with rest of the crew and 

made sure my paperwork and those of my captives were properly checked out as well. Upon completion of 

those tasks she returned to the hallway just outside the room awaiting my acknowledgement. 

After depositing the last man down the chute, I stood near the blood-stained table. I opened the other 

three by three-foot door to reveal a hose connected to a water spigot. Turning the water on, I cleared most the 

blood and waste material from my body. I also washed down the table and the floor around the drain clearing all 

the non-liquid material deposited on the floor by myself and my victims. After closing both small doors I tapped 

on the main door. 

The production assistant smiled and handed me a robe. I walked over to where the four victims left their 

personal items and threw all the items down the chute. Lastly, she handed me a bag containing my new set of 

clothes and documentation for my new identity.   I thanked her for her help and dismissed her. I closed the door 

to the room and walked over to a control panel next to the door. After entering the proper code on the security 

pad, I opened the panel door. There were two small panels inside. The panel on the left displayed one button 

backlit in red. Pressing that button turned the button to green, which initiated an electronic lock to open a door 

on the wall to my left. Looking over there I saw the door spring slightly open. The second panel had a similar 

backlit button, but this one was backlit green. I pressed that button, which immediately turned red, and started 

a thirty-minute process to inject high-pressure steam in the killing room thoroughly cleaning and sanitizing the 

room from ceiling to floor. 

Satisfied that the cleaning process had begun, I closed the panel door, gathered my bag, pulled the door 

on the wall to my left open further, and stepped onto a small platform about six by six feet square surrounded 
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by an open cage. Closing the door behind me I heard the electronic lock secure the door. I pressed the “down” 

button initiating the platform and cage to slowly proceed downward. After about eighty feet the platform 

stopped inside a large room. To the left can be best described as living quarters having a kitchen, bathroom, and 

a bedroom. To the right is a work area containing four items.  The first is a large stainless steel container on 

metal wheels positioned at the bottom of the same chute I used minutes earlier. In the container are the 

remains of my four victims, their four bags with their personal items, and my original bag I carried with me using 

my old identity.  Also in view, just beyond the container, is a large table. Beyond it is a commercial-sized 

shredder and a door to another room. 

I walked over to the living area and deposited the bag containing my new identity on the kitchen table. I 

then turned my focus to the container. I pulled all the bags out and set them on the work table. I carefully 

inspected all the pockets of my victims and retrieved car keys and other identification material placing them on 

the work table as well. Next I opened the bags and collected any additional identifying material. After that 

process was complete I had collected five containers with driver’s licenses, credit cards, pictures, computers, cell 

phones, thumb drives, keys, and any other material that could identify the victims plus anything that could 

reveal my previous identity. 

I threw the rest of the material consisting of clothes, shoes, hats, random papers, candy, gum, water 

bottles, and various travel bags into a commercial-grade shredder. The resulting slag was then dumped into the 

metal box with the bodies. I rolled the metal container into a large opening at the other end of the room 

opposite the living area, closed the door, and initiated the incinerator. Given the total weight of the container of 

about 700 pounds and burning at about 1800 degrees I estimated that I should return in about 14 hours to 

collect the ashes and clean up the area. 

With that process begun I returned to the living area, showered, and dressed in a new set of clothes 

sized for my new body. I pulled a jacket from my bag and carefully inserted the five sets of keys and wallets into 

hidden pockets. I placed the other identifying material into my bag. 

Walking back to the small elevator I pressed the topmost button. It transported me up the lowest part of 

the Underground Atlanta complex. After entering the code to open the door I stepped into a store room of one 

of the businesses. It was just after 11 PM when I emerged into the Atlanta Underground Complex and melted 

into the crowds of people walking from one bar to another. 

I casually walked along Peachtree Street, turned onto Marietta then Cone to the parking deck where the 

background extras vehicles were parked. Along the way, I stopped at four different locations where I met four 

more of my compatriots and handed each a set of keys and identification of my human victims. The five of us 

walked into the parking deck containing the vehicles of the four victims and, of course, my car I drove this 

morning. I walked over to the car and proceeded to exit the parking deck handing the attendant the one-day 

parking pass given to us by the production assistant when we checked in. 

I drove the car to a freeway entrance and headed west on Interstate 20. Passing the Perimeter, I exited 

toward an industrial park and drove through an open door of a non-descript warehouse. After all five vehicles 

arrived, an attendant closed the door and we began loading them into two enclosed tractor trailers. After the 

vehicles were secured I excused the drivers of the tractor trailers and I walked to my new vehicle matching my 

new identity. 
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The two tractor trailers left the Atlanta area heading west on Interstate 20. Once in the Birmingham 

area they pulled into a junk yard where the five vehicles were crushed and transferred to another truck. That 

truck drove to a metal processing plant in the area where the remains of the vehicles were included with other 

recycled steel products, completely melted, and molded into pigs. They would be sold to a manufacturing facility 

where the metal would be used make new products. 

In the meantime, I returned to the facility and waited for the cremation process to finish its cycle. After 

cooling off I ran the cremains through a fine crusher to obliterate any unburned bone or teeth. I packaged the 

cremains into a small plastic bag and packed it into a small athletic bag. This final step to dispose of the cremains 

was my responsibility as it would expose me to the world if I was stopped with this material in my possession. I 

drove north into North Georgia and into a marina on Lake Lanier. I rented a small pontoon boat and spent the 

day on the lake driving into the many coves and depositing a portion of the cremains into the water. I returned 

to the marina only after completely emptying the athletic bag of its contents. 

Now that all evidence of the four victims and my previous identity had been totally destroyed, I could 

now begin my new life as a late twenty-something man having just moved into the Charlotte, North Carolina 

area. While driving to Charlotte, I took this opportunity as I have done many times before to reflect on the 

happenings of the previous day and the many times before I had taken the lives of these human beings. 

                My reflection always begins with that door in the basement of that old building in downtown Atlanta, 

moves to the lives I lived in New York after arriving just after the American Revolution, and finally to the 

processing facility beneath the Abbey in London. All those years and all those taken simply to enable me to 

rebuild my body to live for another 50 or so years on this planet. Of all the comments I have heard from my 

companions across the centuries about our human hosts, I am reminded of a phrase made popular in America 

the last 40 years: 

“They taste just like chicken!” 

THE END 


