Lights up on Harker, dishelveled, shirt unbuttoned.  A washstand with a small mirror on it.  

HARKER.   I fear my letters may not be reaching the outside world, so I have taken to keeping a diary, in shorthand.  There is something so strange about this place that I cannot but feel uneasy.  I wish I were safe out of it, or that I had never come.  My client will only work at night, and all through the night, endlessly questioning me about every aspect of life in England.  It may be that this strange night-existence is telling on me.  If there were anyone to talk to, I could bear it, but there is no one.  I fear I am myself the only living soul within the place.  And outside the castle, there is nothing but the howling of wolves.  Am I letting my imagination run riot with me?  Perhaps.  I slept only a few hours and awoke just before the dawn.  I had hung my shaving glass by the window and was beginning to shave when…

DRACULA.  Good morning.

HARKER.  Oh, you startled me!  Damn, I’ve cut myself.  That’s odd, I didn’t see you come in. (Harker starts back for the mirror but Dracula suddenly takes the razor from Harker with one hand and holding his face with the other, he examines the cut) 
DRACULA.  Take care how you cut yourself, Mr. Harker.  It is more dangerous than you think in this country.  (Dracula turns away from Harker and wipes the bloody razor on his tongue.  Turning back, he sees the crucifix around Harker’s neck.  Dracula uses the razor to carefully lift it away from Harker’s neck) I see you are fond of our local trinkets, Mr. Harker.  If you would like a memento of our beautiful country, I can recommend several more lasting experiences than the superstitious warning of an old Gypsy woman.  (He cuts the chain with the razor, flicking the crucifix away) And this is the wretched thing that has done the mischief.  It is a foul bauble of man’s vanity.  Away with it!  (throws mirror out the window)  

HARKER.  Now see here!

DRACULA.  Our business is nearly concluded Mr. Harker.  I have all the necessary legal documents to the properties of which I am most interested.  You have been most helpful in describing what legal papers can never convey…the heart and soul of a place…its true charms…its heartbeat, as it were.  (a rooster crows)  Why, there is the morning again!  How remiss I am to let you stay up so long.  You must make less interesting your conversation regarding my dear new country of England.  Goodbye, Mr. Harker!  (exits)
HARKER.  The door closed behind him as he left and I heard, reverberating all over the castle, other doors, closing and locking, closing and locking, closing and locking.  (the sound of huge doors closing and bolts sliding into place transforms into massive peals of thunder, punctuated by the howling of wolves)  I feel the dread of this horrible place overpowering me; I am in fear---in awful fear---that there is no escape for me; I am encompassed about with terrors that I dare not think of…. (A sudden blackout followed by a strike of lightening; the scene is now a living nightmare.  There is a low hissing sound coming from the pit, a nest of snakes beneath and around him…)  I am not alone.  Who’s there?  (the hissing is louder, sounding now like urgent  whispers in an unknown language…from the pit at the base of the stage, a writhing mass of arms emerges…three women, the Vampire Vixens crawl up out of the pit towards Harker, laughing and whispering hungrily.  They speak in different languages – Romanian, Korean, perhaps French – but they understand each other. Music. As they approach Harker, they perform a kind of tribal fusion belly dance, mesmerizing him)
VIXEN 1.  He wants us, can you read his desire?

VIXEN 2.  He feels in his heart a wicked burning desire that we kiss him.

VIXEN 3.  Kiss him with these red, red lips.  Isn’t that right Jonathan?

V1.  Don’t worry what Mina will think.

V2.  Mina will never know.

V3.  Never, never know.  (They are all around him now, entwining themselves up his legs and around his body)

V2.  Go on!  You are the first, and we shall follow; yours is the right to begin.

V1.  He is young and strong; there are kisses for us all.  (She pulls his head back, exposing his neck.  A gasp of voluptuous longing ripples through them. V1 opens her mouth, showing her fangs, and is about to help herself to Harker’s neck, when Dracula appears in a rage)
DRACULA.  How dare you touch him, any of you?  How dare you cast eyes on him when I had forbidden it?  Back, I tell you!  This man belongs to me!  (Hissing angrily, they retreat)

V1.  You yourself never loved; you never love!

V2&3.  You never love!  Never!!

DRACULA.  Yes, I too can love; you yourselves know this from the past.  Is it not so?  Well now I promise you that when I am done with him, you shall kiss him at your will.  Now, go!  

V3.  Are we to have nothing tonight? 
V2.  Or have you brought us something?

DRACULA.  (Holds up a small bag with something squirming in it.  The Vixens moan excitedly.  Dracula throws them the bag and they fall on it hungrily.  Perhaps we hear something like a child’s cry; or in silhouette, we see them hold up by the ankle a small baby and then fall on it.  Unless that’s just too ghastly)
HARKER.  (a long wail)  MINA!!!!!

Blackout. Thunder and lightening.

