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INT. MITCH'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT

MITCH RANDALL, late twenties and handsome, is lying in
his bed in his underwear, sleeping.

His hands and feet are in manacles and chains attached to
the wall above his bed and to the floor at the foot of

his bed. The room is empty but for the bed.

After a moment, his sleep becomes restless. His head

moves back and forth, his eyes dart under their lids as
he dreams.

INT. FUNERAL PARLOR - DREAM

Mitch, dressed in a black formal suit, stands at an open
casket on a table. A middle-aged woman in a dress lies
in the casket. Mitch stares, his face grief-stricken.

MITCH IN BED

Mitch tosses and turns, pulls at the chains in his sleep.
Grunting, heaving, he breaks into a sweat.

MITCH'S DREAM
A tear rolls down Mitch’s face as he looks at the woman.

MITCH
I’'m sorry, Mom. I'm so sorry.

He reaches into the casket and takes her hand.
MITCH IN BED

Suddenly, his body goes completely rigid, straining
against the chains with incredible force. He lets out a
loud, guttural BARK.

MITCH'S DREAM

The bark resonates in his dream and startles him. He
looks around, and back down at the casket...

...where the hand holding his mother’s hand has become a
huge, fur-covered claw. Mitch recoils in shock, gasping.

FADE IN:



MITCH IN BED

Mitch thrashes violently in bed, growls and strains
against the chains and manacles. He contorts, and his
hands stretch and twist into the claw from his dream.

MITCH'S DREAM

Mitch stumbles back from the casket, panicked at the
sight of his hand-turned claw.

MITCH
No, no, please God no. Not again.

MOTHER
Mitch?

Mitch looks up to see his mother sitting up in the
casket.

MITCH IN BED

His head elongates, his back strains and arches. Brown
fur sprouts from his skin like time-lapse turf. His ears
thin and peak.

MITCH'S DREAM

His mother, still sitting up in the casket, reaches out
to him.

MOTHER
Why did you do this to me?

Mitch can barely watch his mother as fur sprouts out of
his neck. He stifles a scream of pain.

MOTHER
How could you do this to me? | love you.

Mitch looks up and sees his mother, only now her face is
torn open, bloody and ragged. Her white dress is ripped
and red. Her hand, torn apart, still reaches for him.

He lets out a terrified scream, as everything goes white.
MITCH IN BED

The scream carries over into reality as a fully formed

werewolf, chained in the bed, howls and barks, and tries
to break free of the manacles.



INT. MITCH'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - MORNING

Mitch’s bed is empty. The sheets are shredded from last
night's metamorphosis. The manacles are open, and the
chains lie strewn on the bed.

Mitch enters the bedroom, dressed in neat business
attire. He surveys the room, rubbing absently at his
wrists where the manacles took their toll.

He sits on the bed, pulls a small black leather zipper
pouch from his coat and opens it. There are two ampules
of blue liquid, two ampules of green liquid, and a small
hypodermic needle.

Mitch puts one of the blue ampules in the needle, rolls
up his sleeve, and injects himself. He discards the
empty ampule, replaces he needle in the case, zips it up.

He gets up and leaves the room.

EXT. BANK OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA BUILDING - MORNING

The tall building towers into the warm Southern
California sky.

INT. BANK OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA - MORNING

It's quiet in the office, mostly cubicles with computers
and phones, but no workers. Mitch enters the room,
carrying a briefcase, goes to his cubicle and sits.

He takes a deep breath and settles in. He opens his
briefcase, removes a coffee cup and places it just to his
left, turning it until it is just so.

Next he pulls out a paper bag lunch, opens the middle
drawer of a three drawer file, and carefully places it
all the way back behind the files before closing the
drawer.

He reaches into his coat, pulls out his zipper pouch, and
puts it into the cabinet with his lunch.

Finally, he takes out a framed photo of a snowy mountain
peak by a forest lake. He stands the photo carefully in
the right hand corner of his desk.



RAY (0O.S))
You know, | never could figure out what
the picture is about.

RAY TUCKER, thirties and in executive dress, stands at
Mitch’s cubicle, watching the ritual. Mitch, not
surprised, doesn’t look up.

MITCH
It's calming. Peaceful.

RAY
| see. In early, as usual.

MITCH
Early to bed, early to rise...

RAY
Yeah, yeah, heard it. I'll have some
priority searches for you later.

MITCH
No problem.

RAY
Never is.

EXT. ALLEY - DAY

TOM, tall and brooding, cloaked in an overcoat, face
obscured by long hair, walks down the barren alley, alone
among the garbage cans and broken glass.

He rounds the corner of an intersection and comes across
FOUR YOUNG TOUGHS dressed in gang colors and listening to
loud hip-hop from a boom box.

The gangsters turn and see Tom. One of them shuts off
the music. CHATQthe leader, sits against a wall, takes
a drag from his joint.

CHATO
Que honda, wero? |think you made a
wrong turn somewhere.

Tom stares at Chato through his long locks, but shows no
fear or intent of moving. Chato stands.
CHATO

Lost, and never found. Boom Box,
Machine, show the man some hospitality.



BOOM BOX sets the radio down and approaches Tom, followed
by MACHINE. Boom Box looks Tom in the eye. Tom returns
the glare, and smiles.

Boom Box takes a step back and pulls out a butterfly
knife, opens it in a graceful flurry of moves, then
points the tip directly into Tom’s face.

CHATO
Sometimes, what you don’t know can Kill
you, esse.

TOM
| agree.

Faster than should be possible, Tom grabs Boom Box’s
knife hand and squeezes with inhuman strength. Tom’s
hand quickly morphs into a large, ugly claw.

Boom Box is too startled to react, until the pain sears.
He cries out.

With a quick twist, Tom wrenches Boom Box’s hand off at
the wrist and points it, knife and all, back at Boom
Box’s face. Boom Box screams. Blood wells.

Machine is stunned as Tom jams the knife into Boom Box’s
forehead, his own bloody hand still clutching it. Boom
Box crumbles to the ground, dead.

CHATO
Skull, shoot that mother fucker!

SKULL, the fourth gangster, big and bald, pulls out a gun
and BAM BAM BAM fires three rounds at Tom, who dodges
the bullets with lightning speed.

Machine takes this as his cue to run, and dives crashing
through a nearby window. Tom squats down on all fours,
growling loudly. Chato is frozen in fear.

Skull makes a run for the window. Tom springs remarkably
high into the air towards Skull, who gets half way into
the window before Tom lands on him.

Tom pulls Skull out of the window, shows him the fully
morphed claw, and quickly rips Skull’s throat out. Skull
gurgles on his own blood and goes limp.

Chato breaks his paralysis and makes a run for it. Tom
bolts faster than the eye and blocks Chato’s retreat.



Chato looks into Tom'’s glowing red eyes, scared shitless.
Tom holds up his claw. Chato closes his eyes, turns his

head away, and screams.

Tom'’s claw swipes down.

As blood spills on the pavement, Chato gags, and goes
silent.

INT. BANK OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA - DAY

The office is busy now. People work on their computers,
talk on the phone, shuffle paperwork.

Mitch is working quietly amid the office noise, focused
on the tasks at hand. Ray steps up to Mitch’s cubicle.

RAY

What are you doing for dinner tonight?
MITCH

Nothing much.
RAY

Miranda’s making Chicken Cacciatore, and
she’s been asking about you recently.

MITCH
Ah. Can’t. I've got an appointment
tonight.

RAY
A date?

MITCH
Appointment.

RAY

Some people call them appointments when
they don’t want anyone else to know it's
a date.

MITCH
Nothing so sinister.

MADELYN, late fifties and a sour expression on her face,
is making rounds to the cubicles dropping off bundles of
papers to each one.

She approaches Mitch’s desk, completely ignores Ray, and
plops Mitch’s bundle on his desk



RAY
Thanks, Madelyn.

She eyes him briefly, then moves on.

RAY
You look lovely today.

Madelyn takes no notice of this comment. Ray waits until
she’s out of earshot.

RAY
Not.

MITCH
You're a bad man, Ray.

Ray claps Mitch on the shoulder and leaves.

Mitch settles in and begins leafing through the paper
bundle, selecting a few and separating them. He logs
into his computer and starts typing and clicking away.

An instant message box appears on the computer screen
with a beep amid the numbers and graphs:

ALISON435: Hiya , big boy. In early as usual, | see.
Mitch responds: That's me.

After typing, Mitch stands up and looks over the cubes,
across the room. ALISON BLYTHE late twenties and
bright, stands from her cubicle. They share a smile, and

sit back down.

The IM conversation continues:

ALISON435: What are you doing for lunch today?

Mitch types: Just me and my brown bag.

ALISON435: How about Lou’s Grill? My treat!

Mitch: My turkey would go bad.

ALISON435: | love a man who plays hard to get.

Mitch laughs, then types: Raincheck. Gotta go.

He closes the IM window, lets go of a deep sigh, and
looks wistfully at the screen.



TINA
Oh, you two are so cute.

Mitch jumps at the sudden intrusion, but collects himself
immediately.

MITCH
Eavesdropping?

TINA
Eaves-reading, dumpling. | don’t know
why you resist Alison.

MITCH
Is there a reason you’re gracing me with
your presence?

She hands him a paper.

TINA
Top priority from the man at the top.
MITCH
Thanks.
TINA
Don’t tell me you don’t have your eye on
her.
MITCH
Thank you, Tina.
TINA
You know...
MITCH

(forcefully)
Thank you, Tina.

RAY (0O.S.)
Yes, thank you Tina.

Tina and Mitch both jump at the sudden presence of
authority. Tina smiles, a little too broadly, and
leaves. Mitch looks at the paper delivered.

MITCH
I’'m all over this, Ray.

RAY
Far be it for me to insert myself into
someone else’s private life...



MITCH
Right.

RAY
...but as a friend, I'd advise you
against seeing anyone from your
workplace. My father always said, “Don’t
shit where you work.”

MITCH
Colorful.

RAY
(adopts a mock serious tone)
And as your supervisor, | disapprove of
such flagrant misuse of company time,
young man.

MITCH
Gotcha.

Ray taps the high priority paper on Mitch’s desk, then
leaves. Mitch sighs, and gets back to work.

AT ALISON’S CUBICAL

Alison types away at the keyboard, when a stack of papers
lands on her desk. She doesn’'t miss a beat.

ALISON
Thanks, Tina.

Tina sticks her head into the cubicle.

TINA
What is keeping you two sweetie-pies
apart?

ALISON
Huh?

TINA
You and Mitch.

ALISON
Why am | not surprised that you know
about this?

TINA

| always have my ear to the ground.

ALISON
You have to have a skill in life...



Tina smiles and laughs, annoyingly. ALISON tries not to
cringe.

ALISON
Do me a favor. Don’t make this into one
of your famous office scandals, okay?

TINA

Moi?
ALISON

Vous.
TINA

God, romance is dead.

Tina prances off. A lison just shakes her head.

ALISON

I hope not.

EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

The alley is now crowded with police, reporters,
photographers and onlookers. TWO POLICE OFFICERS hold
people out of visual range of the carnage.

From the back TWO PEOPLE push their way toward the front.
Their shoving raises protests from the people in the way.

NICK TRAPPER, forties and hard-faced, dressed in black
jeans and a black T-shirt, forces his way to the front,
looks the policemen up and down.

NICK
Who'’s in charge here?

OFFICER #1
Captain Reynolds.

NICK
Get him over here.

OFFICER #1
Now just a minute...

NICK
Look, sweetheart, the only person I'm
interested in talking to is your Captain.

OFFICER #2 joins his partner, to try to intimidate Nick.
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OFFICER #2
You got a problem, mister?

NICK
(over his shoulder)
Bull!

BULL, huge and built like a bouncer, powers his way
through the crowd and takes his place at Nick’s side.
The officers deflate.

OFFICER #1
Can | at least have your name?

NICK
Nick Trapper, CDC.

Nick pulls out ID with * CDC printed on it, and his
picture. The officer looks at it, at Nick, and storms
off to get the Captain.

The other officer eyes Nick and Bull, but gets distracted
when a couple of photographers try to break through the
crowd.

NICK
How many of these Keystones you think
have ever seen a real CDCID?

Nick looks around, and pulls a walkie-talkie from his
jacket, turns it on.

NICK
Cutter, you on?

CUTTER
(from radio)
I’'m on.

NICK
You and Eddie get the gear together. |
think we're in.

CUTTER
(from radio)
You got it.

Nick turns off the radio and stashes it back into his
jacket.

11.



EXT. ALLEY - MOMENTS LATER

Nick and Bull arrive at the scene of the slaughter, lit
with flood lights. Nick surveys the scene, taking notes
Bull hangs back.

CAPT. REYNOLDS, forties, follows Nick, shaking his head
at the scene. Nick is focused on the carnage.

CAPT. REYNOLDS
Damndest thing I've ever seen. Looks
like they ran into a tiger or something.

BULL
Nick? Equipment’s here.

CUTTER, a middle-aged geek in glasses, carries a black
bag and a backpack. EDDIE, late twenties and dressed in
camouflage, schleps some top notch video equipment.

CAPT. REYNOLDS
What's the CDCwant at this scene?

NICK
Did you know that spilled human blood is
considered a hazardous material? Have
you called the Haz Mat team yet?

CAPT. REYNOLDS
They take care of that at the precinct.

Nick checks his watch.

NICK
We've got to do some analysis and take
samples here. You can stay...

Nick whips the blanket off Boom Box’s body, knife in his
head, held by the severed hand. Capt. Reynolds does a
quick about-face and retreats, gagging.

Eddie chuckles.

EDDIE
Pussy.

Nick shoots Eddie a killing look. Eddie is confused,
until he sees Bull retreating with Capt. Reynolds,
obviously overcome. Eddie rolls his eyes.

Nick catches Cutter’'s eye, and nods his head to Bull.
Cutter acknowledges and goes after Bull.
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Cutter stops Bull by placing a firm hand on his shoulder.

CUTTER
Take it easy, Rookie. Don’t turn away
from this stuff.

Cutter slowly turns Bull back toward the scene.

CUTTER
You need to take it in. This is the kind
of shit they’re capable of. | mean,
think about how you'd feel if one of
these people was a loved one.

Nick squats down over the body of Boom Box, touches some
of the blood, and rubs it between his fingers absently
while staring into space.

NICK
Yeah. Imagine if it was your wife and
daughter, looking like they just went
through some heavy machinery.

Bull is aghast, eyes wide open. He looks at Cutter.
Cutter sighs, looks back at Bull, and nods. He points to
his own neck, and indicates to Nick.

A wedding band on a gold chain dangles from Nick’s neck.
Nick toys absently with the ring.

BULL
Sweet Jesus.
CUTTER
We all have our reasons for being here,

big man.
Bull slowly walks back into the scene.

Suddenly, Nick comes back to life, stands up, and claps
his hands.

NICK
All right guys, we’re short on time.

Everyone snaps into action. Cutter fishes some petri
dishes and thin wood sticks out of his bag and takes
samples of the blood on the sidewalk and walls.

Eddie rigs lights and prepares his video equipment.
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Bull pours some light blue fluid into a modified garden
sprayer, and fumbles a bit with the lid as he tries to
screw it on. Nick notices.

NICK
Easy, rookie. We're in a hurry, but take
the time to do it right.

Bull gets the lid on and pumps up the pressure.

NICK
Ready?

BULL
| guess so.

NICK

You're out, Cutter. Get the laptop.

Cutter seals the last petri dish and hustles out of the
scene.

Bull picks up the sprayer, aims, and sprays the light
blue fluid all over the scene.

Eddie screws a purple light bulb into a flood light and
plugs it into a large battery pack.

Nick checks his watch, anxious.

NICK
Clock is ticking, people.

Bull finishes spraying, and gets out of the scene.

Eddie turns on the purple flood, casting an odd light on
the scene.

Cutter sets a laptop computer on the ground, hooks up a

small PC camera, and turns it on. Nick looks on.

The computer screen shows a digitized picture of the
scene, with luminescent blotches here and there, not
visible without the computer. Nicks eyes widen.

Cutter points to the luminescent patches on the screen.

CUTTER
Definite pheromone lock. Still fresh,
too. Look how bright they are.
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NICK
We're close. Save the image.
(to Eddie)
You ready? We have to make it quick.

Eddie shuts off the purple light and turns on a white
flood, aims the camera at Boom Box’s body and starts
taping. Nick narrates to the camera.

NICK
The knife through the victim’s skull
shows tremendous blow force and speed.
Also, the victim’s hand has been torn off
at the wrist, indicative of greater-than-
human strength.

Nick holds up Boom Box’s bloody stump for the camera.

EDDIE
Wild.

Nick walks to the body of Skull, pulls off the blanket.
Eddie follows and tapes. Nick points to the torn-out
throat.

NICK
Direction of the tear here indicates a
right-handed swipe, as does the blood
splay on the ground located to the left
of the victim’s body.

Nick pulls out a tape measure and measures from the wound
to the blood splay on the ground.

NICK
About two feet. This is consistent with
the subject we've been tracking for the
past few months.
(pause)
Cut.

Eddie shuts off the camera and lights.

EDDIE
Enough?

NICK
It'll have to be.

Nick claps his hands for attention.



NICK
All right guys, time to pack and rack.
We don’t want to be here when Haz Mat

shows up.
Everyone packs up the gear. Nick looks around the scene.

NICK
Close, close.

INT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

It's a busy night in the “Good Guys/Bad Guys” business.
A collection of drug dealers, hookers, and other assorted
scumbags populate the main processing room.

Officers and detectives take statements, subdue rowdies
and negotiate with lawyers.

DR. OWEN BRADLEY, late fifties and dressed
conservatively, makes his way through the crowd to the
administration desk. He gets the attention of the CLERK.

DR. BRADLEY
I’'m looking for Detective Vargas.

CLERK
Down the hall, second door to the right.

Dr. Bradley follows the clerk’s directions, weaving his
way through the people crowding the station.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

STEWART BALK, early twenties, dressed in punk fashion
victim mode with a few face piercings  and tattoos, sits
at a table, mutters to himself.

DETECTIVE VARGAS, thirties and tired, walks around the
room, regards Stewart with not a little contempt. He
looks at a report on a clipboard.

DETECTIVE VARGAS
Boy, you better start talking.

Stewart says nothing, stares at the table. Detective
Vargas sighs, and sits down opposite Stewart.
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DETECTIVE VARGAS
| don’t know if you've ever seen the
inside of a prison, but if | were you,

I'd start cooperating here.

Stewart looks up at Vargas with a look of stone cold
hate.

STEWART

If you... were me... you'd have offed

yourself a long time ago.

Vargas sits back, looks Stewart over. He takes note of
the * Sevendust ” T-shirt Stewart wears.

DETECTIVE VARGAS
Sevendust , hmm? My daughter listens to
them.

STEWART

Really? Maybe | should meet her. Does
she give head on the first date?

Vargas’ expression darkens. Stewart smiles in Vargas'
face. Vargas whacks Stewart across the face with his
clipboard.

A loud KNOCK at the door, and Vargas gets up.

Stewart, nose bleeding, shakes and strains, clenches his
teeth, barely able to catch his breath. He looks up, and
his eyes glow bright red as he resists “turning.”

Behind Stewart, Vargas opens the door. Dr. Bradley
extends his hand. Vargas takes it.

DR. BRADLEY
I’'m Dr. Owen Bradley. | appreciate your
call.

DETECTIVE VARGAS

Detective Vargas. Glad to know your boy
here is getting some help.

Dr. Bradley sees that Stewart is in trouble.

DR. BRADLEY
Is it possible for me to have a few
moments with Stewart alone?

DETECTIVE VARGAS
Uhhh...you want him restrained? He's been
giving us some problems.
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Stewart is bent over, breathing hard. He fights the
shift, but it's a losing battle.

DR. BRADLEY
No, not necessary. Just some privacy,
please.

Vargas takes a final look at Stewart, puzzled at his
apparent physical pain.

DETECTIVE VARGAS
Is he all right?

DR. BRADLEY
Fine. Just leave us, please.

DETECTIVE VARGAS
You're the shrink.

Vargas leaves. Quickly, Dr. Bradley pulls out a leather
case, unzips, loads a green ampule into a needle, and
plunges it into Stewart’s shoulder.

Almost immediately, Stewart begins to relax. His body
slackens, his breathing comes back to normal. He
collapses forward onto the table, his eyes back to
normal.

Dr. Bradley lets out a sigh of relief.

DR. BRADLEY
That was too close.

Stewart tries to raise his head, but can’t manage it. He
does manage to give Dr. Bradley the finger. Dr. Bradley
just shakes his head.

INT. DR. BRADLEY'S OFFICE - NIGHT

The office is well appointed with comfortable furniture
and certificates posted on the walls.

Mitch is sitting on a padded couch, deep in thought. Next
to him is VERONICA STILLS, late thirties, attractive, and
dressed a little too provocatively for the setting.

Stewart paces the room, mutters to himself.

Dr. Bradley observes the scene from his desk. He follows
Stewart’s pacing with interest.



DR. BRADLEY
Look at you, Stewart. You look like
you're about to explode. You really need
to find a more constructive outlet.

MITCH
More constructive than what?

STEWART
Than fucking up my life.

DR. BRADLEY
| just bailed him out of jail. He was
caught robbing a new-age bookstore.

MITCH
Jesus.

STEWART
Don’t worry, | didn’t “turn” in front of
anyone.

Stewart looks at Dr. Bradley, who merely returns his
look, not saying anything.

MITCH
You've got to be more careful than that.

STEWART
So sorry to disappoint you, Mitch. Not
everyone is perfect.

MITCH
| never said | was perfect.

Veronica sits forward.

VERONICA
There’s no point in attacking Mitch.

STEWART
Oooh. Didn’t mean to offend
Mr. No-More-Bedchains.

Mitch looks down, rubbing his wrist. Dr. Bradley takes
note of this.

DR. BRADLEY
I've got everything you could need in my
library about your... condition.

STEWART
Condition? Curse.



20.

DR. BRADLEY
Treatable. With patience and restraint.

STEWART
Don’t have much use for those.

Mitch, sick of the banter, stands and faces Stewart head-
on. Stewart stops pacing in front of Mitch, and gets in
his face. Mitch points in Stewart’s face.

MITCH
You better find use for them. Your
little tantrums are dangerous. For all of
us.

STEWART
You taking me on, pretty boy?

DR. BRADLEY
This is getting us nowhere.

Veronica gets up and inserts herself between Mitch and
Stewart, facing Mitch.

VERONICA
Let’s not do this, okay? Nothing good
will come from it.

Veronica puts her hand on Mitch’s shoulder. Stewart
notices this.

STEWART
Better listen to her. Who would Veronica
fantasize about if you were gone?

Veronica elbows Stewart in the gut, halfheartedly.
Stewart laughs it off.

Mitch takes a deep breath and sits back down, still
glowering at Stewart.

Veronica turns, gives Stewart a look to kill, and sits
back down as well. Dr. Bradley looks over the scene.

DR. BRADLEY
Well, judging from the mood here, I'd say
the hypnotherapy is out for today.

STEWART
Hallelujah.

Stewart is out the door in a flash. Mitch just shakes
his head. Veronica sits. Dr. Bradley goes on.



DR. BRADLEY
Some work on relaxation technique would
be in order.

MITCH
The person who really needs it just left.

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Stewart runs out from the building, stops, and takes a
deep breath. He rubs his hands over his face and walks
down the dark street.

After a few minutes, he stops, and looks around, as if he
heard something. Nothing to be seen.

He shrugs, and continues his walk, until a soft, low
voice whispers his name, almost a breath in a breeze.

VOICE
Stewart.

Stewart stops short, and looks around. Nothing.

VOICE
Stewart. Stewart. Stewart.

The voice is coming from all directions. Stewart spins
right, left, panicked. Empty night. He covers his ears.

VOICE
Stewart. I'm here.

The world spins in the darkness. Stewart cries out in
fear and frustration.

Suddenly, the world stops spinning and Stewart focuses on
Tom, who stands directly in front of him.

TOM
I'm here, Stewart.

Stewart reels and faints.

INT. DR. BRADLEY'S OFFICE - NIGHT
Veronica and Mitch are back sitting on the couch.
DR. BRADLEY

Before we work on visualizations, how are
you on serum?



VERONICA
I’'m good.

MITCH
Actually, I'm down to my last blue.

DR. BRADLEY
Really? Took you a long time to get
through the last batch.

MITCH
Yeah, I'm pretty much down to once a day.

Veronica beams at Mitch. Mitch gets up and hands his
zipper case to Dr. Bradley, who opens it and regards the
contents.

DR. BRADLEY
When was the last time you used a green?

MITCH
It's been a while now. Two, three
months. No emergencies.

VERONICA
That is so great!

Veronica hugs Mitch, who returns the hug, a little
sheepish.

Dr. Bradley pulls out the two remaining green ampules.

DR. BRADLEY
If it's been that long, | should probably
replace what you have. I'm out of the
fresh batch, but | can give it to you if
you come by tomorrow. Meanwhile, these
have probably gone bad.

He zips up the case, and hands it along with a small box
back to Mitch.

DR. BRADLEY
More blues. Should hold you about a
month, at your rate. The both of you
have been making good progress. You
should be proud of yourselves.

The two smile.
DR. BRADLEY

All right then. Let’s find our peaceful
place, shall we? Deep breath...



Mitch and Veronica both close their eyes and take in a
deep breath, then let it out slowly.

DR. BRADLEY
...and as you exhale, visualize your
peaceful place.

Mitch lets his shoulders go slack, and takes in another
breath.

DR. BRADLEY
Feel the climate, hear the sounds, smell
the fragrance...

Mitch exhales, slowly and deliberately.
VISUALIZATION

The peaceful mountain scene from the desktop photo at
Mitch’s work desk, only in motion. A breeze toys with
the trees, the sound of water flowing into the lake,

birds fly through the air. A truly peaceful vision.

BACK TO MITCH

Mitch’s eyes are closed, his face totally relaxed. Peace
and quiet.

VERONICA
Mitch? Mitch?

Mitch opens his eyes, looks around. Veronica is sitting
with him. Dr. Bradley is behind his desk, reading a
book.

MITCH
We done already?

VERONICA
Already? You've been at it for half an
hour now.

Mitch blinks, shakes his head. Veronica smiles.
MITCH
Guess | must have dozed off. Why didn’t
you wake me?
Veronica gently brushes some hair away from his face.

VERONICA
| like watching you sleep.
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Mitch smiles, nervously. Dr. Bradley sits up.

DR. BRADLEY
Well, that ought to do it for today.

Mitch and Veronica get up and leave.

Dr. Bradley heaves a large sigh. After a moment, he gets
up and opens the top drawer of his desk. He pulls out a
handgun.

He opens a large side drawer containing a safe, opens the
safe door, deposits the gun, closes the door and spins
the lock.

EXT. ROYAL HOTEL - NIGHT

A seedy flophouse stands in the middle of an equally
seedy neighborhood. Its obnoxious neon sign bathes the
sidewalk in orange light.

INT. ROYAL HOTEL - STEWART'S ROOM - NIGHT

Stewart is unconscious on a worn couch. His eyes flutter
a bit, then open.

Suddenly, he sits bolt upright, wide awake, catches his
breath.

Tom sits at a ratty table in the room, perusing the
dozens of occult books Stewart has accumulated.

The room is a complete disaster area. Clothes, books,
empty cans, pizza boxes, a domestic dumping ground. The
orange light from the sign outside bleeds in from the
tenth-floor window.

STEWART
What...who are you? Why are you...

TOM
My name is Tom. Your name is Stewart
Balk. You live here.

Stewart looks around, as if trying to get his bearings.

TOM
We have something in common, Stewart.
You, me, the lovely Veronica, and of
course, Mitch.
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Stewart is silent. Tom sorts through the books.

TOM
Something else we have, or rather had, in
common is the fact that you are on a
journey. A journey of self-discovery.

Tom looks at the spread of books on the table before him.

TOM
Metaphysics, occult, religion. You're
looking for answers.

He holds up a copy of the Bible.

TOM
But you're certainly not going to find
them here.

He picks up a trash can and throws the Bible in with a
loud BANG. He picks up a black book with an inverted five-
point star on the cover.

TOM
Or here, for that matter.

BANG, into the trash. Stewart is completely perplexed.

TOM
Certainly not in that ridiculous group
therapy.

BANG, Tom drops the can to the floor, then sweeps all the
books off the table. They hit the floor with a muffled
clatter.

Tom picks up Stewart’s zipper pouch, opens it and shows
the contents to Stewart. It is mostly full of green
ampules, with a few blue ones.

TOM
Ahh, the precious serum. You mostly rely
on the green. | was the same way. The
mild stuff never held much for me.

STEWART
You psychic?

TOM
I’'m you. | went through the same anguish
you go through. In the end, | discovered
the answer was in the last place | ever
thought it would be.



Stewart is transfixed. Tom smiles, gets up, puts a hand
on Stewart’s shoulder

TOM
It took me a long time to learn for
myself. I'm offering you the chance to
learn it in a fraction of that time.

STEWART
Learn what?

TOM
You already know the basics, Stewart.
Full moons? Silver bullets? All
bullshit. What's the only part of the
fairy tale that's true?

STEWART
We spread by wounding.

Tom holds his hand, palm up, to Stewart. An ampule of
red liquid is in it.

Curious, Stewart reaches for the red serum. In a second,
Tom’s hand morphs into a large, hair-covered claw.

Stewart, startled, scrambles backwards on the couch, then
stops. He looks at the claw, then at Tom, baffled.

STEWART
What the hell?

TOM
The key to mastery isn’t suppression.
That's what the green and blue serums do.
Suppress you.

Stewart is stymied, mouth agape. After a moment, his
face darkens. Finally...

STEWART
You can’'t imagine the shit I've done when
I've gone wild. The people I've hurt.

TOM
| don’t have to imagine it Stewart. I've
been there.

STEWART

The serum is the only thing that...
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TOM
Keeps you down? Prevents you from being
who you really are?

STEWART
| know what | am. I'm a God damned
monster.

TOM

Damned? Maybe. Monster? You only “go
wild” because no one’s taught you how to
control the beast inside you. Don’t fear

it. You can’t change who you are,

Stewart, but you can use it to get what

you want. To get what you have coming to
you.

Tom smiles, tosses the red serum to Stewart, then darts
across the room with blinding speed...

...and dives crashing through the window and drops out of
sight. Glass flies everywhere.

EXT. ROYAL HOTEL - NIGHT

Tom falls from the broken window, “turning” as he falls.
Stewart looks out the window sees Tom land on all fours
as a fully “turned” werewolf, and run off into the

darkness. Stewart regards the red serum in his hand.

A haunting animal HOWL rings out through the night.

INT. BANK OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA - DAY

Mitch is busy at work at his desk. Alison pokes her head
into the cubicle.

ALISON
Hey Mitch. You hungry yet?
MITCH
Uhhh... let's see.
He checks his watch.
MITCH

Well, according to my watch, | am.
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ALISON
Does your watch tell you what you want
for lunch?

MITCH

No, my brown bag tells me that.

ALISON
Mmm-hmm.Cafeteria.

INT. BANK OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA - CAFETERIA - DAY
Mitch and Alison sit at a bench in the cafeteria.

Mitch pulls a sandwich out of his paper bag, followed by
an apple and a caffeine-free cola.

Alison opens her soft sided zipped cooler and pulls out
several plastic containers. Mitch is impressed.

MITCH
Your extravagant choices in lunch cuisine
never cease to amaze me.

ALISON
Chicken Marsala, Pasta Primavera , garden
salad with red wine vinaigrette and
spring water.

MITCH
Left-overs?

ALISON
Heck no. Life is too short for left-

overs.

Alison looks over Mitch’s humble spread.

ALISON
Your usual, | take it.
MITCH
Turkey on wheat, apple, soda.
ALISON
Are you ever going to let me cook for
you?
MITCH

Sure. Bring some of that Chicken Marsala
tomorrow.
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ALISON
That's not what | had in mind.

Mitch offers a sly smile to Alison, who returns it. He
takes a bite of his sandwich.

DR. BRADLEY (V.0.)
So, how do you think you handled the
situation?

INT. DR. BRADLEY'S OFFICE - NIGHT
Mitch sits on the couch, contemplating the question.
Dr. Bradley looks on from the desk.

MITCH
Pretty well, actually. Alison and | have
been playing cat-and-mouse for quite a
while now. Doesn’t bother me the way it
used to.

DR. BRADLEY
Until now, that is.

MITCH
Yeah, well, she upped the stakes a bit
this afternoon.

INT. BANK OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA - CAFETERIA - DAY

Mitch and Alison eat, when Mitch spots something over
Alison’s shoulder.

MITCH
God. The Queen of Scuttlebutt just walked
in.

Alison turns around in time to see Tina walk into the
cafeteria, spot the two of them together, and wave way
too enthusiastically.

MITCH
This ought to be good for a whole new
round of rumors.

Alison looks at Mitch intently. Mitch doesn’t notice at
first, but then meets eyes with Alison, visibly curious.

MITCH
What's that look about?
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ALISON
Rumors.

Alison reaches over the table and takes Mitch’s hand.
Mitch, a bit taken, looks up. The two lock eyes.

ALISON
This game is starting to get old, Mitch.

Mitch looks down at their hands, takes a deep breath. He
smiles in spite of his nervousness.

MITCH
Actually, 1 kind of like the game.

ALISON
That makes one of us.

Mitch, clearly uncomfortable, shifts in his chair.

MITCH
Ultimatum?

ALISON
Direction. Running in circles gets
tiring.

DR. BRADLEY (V.0))
This is a first, isn't it?

INT. DR. BRADLEY'S OFFICE - NIGHT

DR. BRADLEY
You've never had to deal with such a
blatant sexual advance before.

MITCH
Oh, I don’'t know if she has that in mind.
| think she meant, you know, long term
relationship.

DR. BRADLEY
Of course she did. And what's one of the
main components of a long term romantic
relationship?

MITCH
Yeah, well...

DR. BRADLEY
What is the initial reason people are
attracted to each other? Sex.
(MORE)
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DR. BRADLEY(CONT'D)

She took your hand, and told you she
wants to deepen the relationship. That
Is a sexual advance.

Mitch is clearly uncomfortable talking about this.

DR. BRADLEY
But then, you already knew that. That's
why we’re here now, only a day after your
last group session. What else do you
already know?

MITCH
There’s no way | can go through with
this.

DR. BRADLEY

Exactly. And you also know why.

Mitch considers this, too. His head droops.

MITCH
Normal life is not an option.
DR. BRADLEY
(gently)
Good. Now say it again.
MITCH
Normal life is not an option.
DR. BRADLEY
Again.
MITCH

Normal life is not an option.

DR. BRADLEY
More than just saying it, you have to
know it. You have to own it. The more
you obsess about being normal, the less
you will enjoy the life you have.

MITCH
Right. Such a joy.

INT. MITCH'S APARTMENT - NIGHT
The dark of the apartment is broken as Mitch opens the

door and flicks on the light. He closes the door, and
empties his pockets onto a small table next to the door.
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The apartment is sparse and barely furnished, much like
his bedroom.

He takes a moment to close his eyes and take a deep
breath, walks into the living room.

He goes to a closet and pulls out three boxes of puzzles.

He opens the first one and dumps the contents onto a
table. Large, well-worn pieces. He takes a long deep
breath, and sits at the table.

He shuffles the pieces around, turns some right side up,
then methodically puts the puzzle together, moving very
quickly.

In moments, he’s done, and looks at the picture: sleeping
puppies. He takes another deep breath. He pulls apart
the puzzle and re-boxes the pieces.

He opens and dumps the second puzzle, righting all the
worn pieces. He deliberately takes a little more time
with this one, but he’s just as familiar with it.

Again, it's done in moments: a bright flower. Except,
there is a single piece missing at the center of the
flower. Mitch runs a finger over the gap.

After gazing at the completed puzzle for a moment, he
goes to the kitchen, pulls out a glass, fills it at the
tap, and returns to the puzzle. He sits and sips.

He puts away the second puzzle and starts in on the
third.

INT. SHOPPING MALL FOOD COURT - DAY

Tom and Stewart sit at a table, watch the people around
them eat, shop, socialize, wander.

TOM
A collecting place for lost souls,
Stewart. Their ignorance is astounding.

Stewart observes. Two teenage boys gawk at the
outrageous diamonds in the window of a jewelry store. A
fat woman stands at the head of the food court and
studies her many choices. A bum, dressed in filthy rags,
yaks on a cell phone.
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TOM
Your first lesson will be a history
lesson. When people first became aware of
our presence, legends grew out of fear
and ignorance. They thought we were
incarnations of violence, chaos, and
animal blood lust.

Tom leans forward, and Stewart leans in, listening
carefully.

TOM
It never occurred to them that we were
intelligent, organized beings, capable of
strategy and guile. Random killings are
easily attributed to wild animal
behavior. The reality that nothing we
did was random would have been too
terrifying for them to handle.

Stewart looks confused. Tom points around the mall.

TOM
If you told the people walking around
here that there was a large, underground
movement of us, organizing and preparing
to make our presence known, how do you
think they would react?

A WOMAN pushing a stroller stops by their table and roots
around in her purse. She pulls out a cell phone and a
compact, dials, and talks while she fixes her makeup.

WOMAN
(into the phone)
Hey Julie. Sometimes | wonder why |
bother shopping at all. Poor little
Jeremy is growing so fast, and | can’t
find a thing to dress him in here.

Little JEREMY in the stroller, dressed better than most
adults, looks up at Tom. Tom smiles, then quickly morphs
his face into a hissing wolf, and back again.

Jeremy recoils in terror, screams and tries to pull
himself out of the stroller and away from Tom.

The woman, confused and frustrated, juggles the phone,
make-up and terrified child.
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WOMAN
Hey, Jeremy, wait... Julie, | have to go.
Jeremy is freaking out again.
(pause)
No, no, probably nothing. He gets
excited over the least little thing.

The woman fumbles her phone and compact into her purse.
They walk away, and the boy looks back, terrified, at
Tom, who smiles and waves goodbye.

Stewart is aghast, but fascinated.

TOM
That's how they would react. You and |,
and all those like us are getting ready
to give everyone in the world a true
sense of purpose.

STEWART
Purpose?

TOM
Everyone is so wrapped up in comfort and
convenience, they've forgotten their true
purpose. The purpose that dates back to
the earliest days of man’s existence.

Stewart is obviously stumped.

TOM

Survival, Stewart. The daily scramble
for survival. Food, shelter, stability.
Since all of it comes so easily to them,
they’ve lost touch with that purpose.
But it's still buried deep within them.
Just like our purpose is buried deep
within all of us.

STEWART
What do you mean, “all of us?”

TOM
Oh, far more than you’d imagine, Stewart.

Tom looks over Stewart’s shoulder, connects with someone,
nods his head and smiles.

TOM
We're all over the place.
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Stewart looks over his shoulder and sees a MIDDLE-AGED
MAN, dressed in a suit, smiling at him. The man nods his
head and winks at Stewart.

TOM
In just about any situation you can think
of.

He points to a YOUNG WOMAN serving pizza behind the
counter of an Italian food place. She looks up and
smiles at Tom.

TOM
In some important, strategic positions,
as well.

Tom directs his eyes to the side. Stewart follows his
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gaze and meets eyes with a uniformed SECURITY GUARDwho

raises his eyebrows twice at Stewart, and smiles.
Stewart is dumbfounded.

STEWART
Holy shit, all of them...

TOM
And many others. We're here because this
is where the next revolution starts.
Here, and now.

Stewart leans back and mulls this over. Tom sits
forward.

TOM
You, Veronica, and Mitch are the final
key people | want to get on our side.

Tom sits back. Stewart is off in his own mind. Tom
smiles.

TOM
Are you ready to learn?

Stewart thinks, then reaches in his pocket and pulls out
the ampule of red serum Tom gave him earlier. He looks
at the serum, then at Tom. Tom smiles back.

TOM
That's the beginning. It was originally
created to enhance the “turn,” while
maintaining clarity of mind. Can you
imagine that? “Turning,” and keeping your
cool?



STEWART
| have a hard time keeping my cool at
all.

Tom smiles at this, and takes the red ampule, examines
it.

TOM
It was while | was under the influence of
Big Red here that | had a flash of
clarity | never would have had without
it. The people who created the serum did
so because they were afraid of us.
Afraid of what we can do to them. And
they ought to be afraid. Since the red
can’'t contain us, they came up with the
blue and the green, to suppress us. They
try to take away our true purpose.

Stewart regards Tom. Tom turns his attention to Stewart,
looks him directly in the eyes.

TOM
Do you know that purpose, Stewart?
Surely you've felt it, somewhere in the
middle of one of your frenzies. The
pleasure you took from the screams, the
chaos... the blood.

Stewart stares down at his hands, which tremble slightly
as he remembers.

TOM
If their true purpose is to survive, then
what is your true purpose?

STEWART
To Kkill.

Tom sits back, and smiles.
TOM
You're ready.
INT. MITCH'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT
Mitch, chained and manacled in bed, sleeps and dreams.
MITCH'S DREAM

Back at his mother’s casket on a table, Mitch stands
away, but no longer looks scared. More curious.
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His mother lies in the casket, peaceful, still.
He approaches the casket, slowly.

Slowly, his mother rises, sitting up. She turns and
looks at Mitch.

Mitch freezes. He halfway turns his head, somewhat
afraid to look.

MITCH IN BED

He twitches, slowly shifts position. No sign of struggle
against the chains and manacles.

MITCH'S DREAM

His mother’s hand extends out to Mitch. She offers a
slight smile.

MOTHER
Mitch. Come here.

Mitch can’t help but look. The fear in his face softens
to love.

MITCH
Mom? I'm sorry. | can't.

His mother reaches further out, yearning on her face.

MOTHER
Touch me, Mitch.

MITCH
I'm afraid.

A tear rolls down from his eye, creasing his pained face.
MITCH IN BED

Tears stream down his face as he cries in his sleep, the

same pained expression on his face. He whimpers softly.

MITCH'S DREAM

MITCH
I'm afraid.

A tear streams down his mother’s face. She smiles a
sympathetic smile.
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MOTHER
| love you, Mitch. And I forgive you.

Mitch fights the tears as his mother turns away and lays
back down in her casket.

Her hand, holding the side of the casket as she
disappears inside, slowly becomes bloodied and mangled.

Mitch sees this, turns away and breaks into a pitiful
cry.

MITCH IN BED

He weeps in his sleep, but he does not “turn.”

INT. MITCH'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - MORNING

Sunlight streams into the window onto Mitch, manacled and
chained. Suddenly, Mitch sits bolt upright, breathless.

He looks around, looks at the manacles, then the sheets
and the bed. Everything is in place. In one piece.

A smile comes onto his face as he realizes he didn’t
“turn” overnight. He wipes the old tears from his face
and nods to himself.

He reaches low on the wall at the head of the bed and
grabs a key attached to a retractable keychain
the wall. He unlocks the manacles, a smile on his face.

EXT. MOTEL - DAY

A cheap motel off a freeway. A large box van about the
size of a UPS truck is parked in front of one of the
rooms.

The back doors of the van swing open and Nick steps out.
He shuts the door of the van and walks into the room.

INT. MOTEL ROOM - DAY

Nick regards Eddie, fully clothed face down on a bed.
Bull stares at the laptop at a small table in the corner
of the room. Cutter plugs an odd-looking antenna into
one of the computer ports and switches it on.

BULL
Is that satellite?
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CUTTER
Yep. They track the remotes.

Cutter grabs a fist-sized round electronic device from
the bed and holds it up for Bull to see. Cutter points
out a small glass panel on the remote.

CUTTER
The sensor array picks up the unique
pheromones they release when they’re
“turning,” or in full fledged wolf form.

Cutter turns on the laptop, types a bit, and brings up a
digital map of the city. The map is dotted with many
yellow dots.

CUTTER
Each of these yellow dots is a remote.
When they sense the pheromones, the dots
turn red.

Cutter throws the remote to Nick, who catches it one
handed.

NICK
That's when we snap into action. Right
Eddie ?

Eddie snorts, rolls face up. Nick shakes his head, and
lobs the remote into Eddies’s lap. E ddie snorts awake,
barely able to stop the remote from hitting the ground.

NICK
Right, E ddie ?

EDDIE
Uh, right.

CUTTER

We put them in remote city parks,
abandoned industrial areas, sparse
neighborhoods, anywhere large groups can
gather undetected.

NICK
Except by us, with our electric eyes.

Bull looks at the laptop screen.

BULL
Looks like we're clear so far.
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NICK
Yeah, but we’re not counting on that.
Let’'s get mobile.

INT. BANK OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA - DAY

Mitch is at his desk, still smiling, humming to himself
as he works.

Ray walks up and notices Mitch humming. Mitch looks up,

smiles, and continues humming.

RAY
Damn, if | didn’t know better, I'd say
you just got laid.

Mitch laughs, shakes his head.

MITCH
No, no such luck. Justin a good mood, |
guess.

RAY

Well, why don’t you come over for dinner
tonight? Miranda keeps prodding me to
get you over. She and the kids haven't
seen you for a while now.

Mitch thinks about it.

MITCH
Yeah, okay. What time?

RAY
Six o’clock.

MITCH
I'll be there.

RAY
Great.

Ray leaves. Mitch considers this, and smiles more
broadly.

He gets back on his computer and types an
“Hey cutie. How are you today?”

He clicks the send button, and waits.

IM for Alison:
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He drums his fingers. Adjusts the photo of his peaceful
place.

No response. He grimaces to himself.
Mitch notices as Tina walks by his cubicle.

MITCH
Hey Tina?

Tina does an about face and returns.

MITCH
Is Alison here today?

TINA
Of course she is, silly. She asked me if
you were here about an hour ago.

MITCH
Really? Hmm.

TINA
Oh, you two are just so cute!

She prances off. Mitch sigh, and types another IM:
“Knock knock, anybody there?”
He sends the message. Almost immediately, a response:

“The Messaging Service for ALISONA435 has been turned off.
Archive message?”

Mitch deflates, clicks the “No” button, and logs off the
IM service.

EXT. RAY’'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Mitch stands at the front door of the modest suburban
home.

The door opens, and Ray looks at Mitch, a bit surprised.

RAY
| was just about ready to write you off
for the night.

MITCH
Social gatherings are not exactly my
forte.
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RAY
Come on in. We just finished dinner but
there’s coffee brewing.

Mitch steps in.

MITCH
Got any decaf?

RAY
Trouble sleeping?

The door closes.
MITCH (O.S.)
You have no idea.
INT. RAY’'S HOUSE - NIGHT
Mitch and Ray are on a couch in the bright living room,

obviously the home of kids - crayons and toys pepper the
floor.

MITCH
So why are you so against office
romances?

RAY

They can be tricky. If things don’t work
out, you're stuck with that reminder
every morning. Besides, both you and
Alison are very valuable in the office.

If things went sour, I'd hate to lose one
of you.

Mitch smiles.

MITCH
Don’t let personal feelings influence
your judgement, Ray.

RAY
I do have the good of the office to
consider.

Ray’s wife, MIRANDA, early thirties and bright, brings in
two cups of coffee.

MIRANDA
Two coffees, decaf for Mitch. Did | hear
you talking about romance?
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Mitch and Ray take their coffee.

RAY
Mitch's long standing yearn for Alison
seems to be reaching a head.

MIRANDA
So? What are you waiting for?

RAY
Common sense, | hope.

Miranda playfully slaps Ray on the shoulder.

MIRANDA
Oh, don't listen to him. Follow your
heart.

RAY

Spoken like a true woman.

MITCH
Thanks for the support, Miranda. Good to
know someone has my best interest at
heart.

Miranda beams at Mitch, then leaves. Ray sighs, gives up
the argument.

RAY

You've got protection, don’t you?
MITCH

| don’t think I'm the one who needs it.
RAY

Hmm?
MITCH

Never mind.

Two young KIDS burst in on the conversation, yelling and
running. One runs past Mitch and bumps him, spilling the
hot coffee in his lap. Mitch stifles a gasp as the

coffee scalds him.

RAY
Dammit kids, be careful!

Mitch stands up and staggers to the bathroom, struggling
for breath. He almost falls into the bathroom, closes
the door and locks it. Ray is confused at this.
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INT. RAY’'S HOUSE - BATHROOM - DAY

Mitch turns on the light, and tries to catch his breath.
He shakes badly. He fumbles for his zipper pouch from
his pocket, unzips it, and gawks.

MITCH
Shit! No green!

He holds up his hand and watches...
...but does not “turn.”

Mitch is amazed. His breathing becomes deliberate and
controlled. He closes his eyes.

VISUALIZATION

His peaceful place, except severely lit, as if by a harsh
floodlight from heaven. As Mitch’s controlled breathing
slows, the light dims to normal, revealing the idyllic
place in his mind. The lake, the mountains, the birds.

MITCH IN THE BATHROOM

He opens his eyes, calm and collected. He allows a small
smile on his face as he realizes he is not going to
“turn.”

RAY (0O.S))
You alright, Mitch?

MITCH
Yeah, okay, just caught off guard. No
problem.

Mitch looks at himself in the mirror, brushes himself
off, smiles, then opens the door and leaves the bathroom.

EXT. DARK ROAD - NIGHT

A long stretch of dark, quiet road in an industrial park,
lit only by the moon. The buildings are empty for the
night.

Parked on one side of the street is a fancy imported
sports car with its hood up.

A YUPPIE, dressed in a white shirt, tie, and sunglasses
despite the darkness, pokes around in the engine
compartment, obviously in way over his head.
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YUPPIE
Damn it. Forty grand, and it breaks down
every other day.

He leans in, holding his tie in place with one hand, a
flashlight in the other. He reaches in and wiggles one
engine component, then another, then realizes his silk
tie now dangles on the engine.

YUPPIE
Ah, shit.

He grabs his tie, then realizes his hand is greasy, and
has smudged his tie.

YUPPIE
Shit, shit, SHIT!

He pulls his head out of the engine compartment, looks
heavenward, and vents his anguish.

YUPPIE
Triple A, where are you?

His voice echoes among the vacant cement buildings. He
shakes his head, and look back down into the engine while
stuffing his tie into his shirt between buttons.

A loud BARK rings out from among the buildings, and
echoes from every direction. The Yuppie stops his poking
around and listens as the echoes dissipate.

He shrugs to himself, and gets back to his pointless
diagnosis.

Another loud BARK, only much closer. The Yuppie,
startled, lifts his head and bangs it on the engine hood,
grabs his head and tries to stifle a cry of pain.

The bark echoes give way to a low, close GROWLThe
Yuppie freezes. After a moment, he fumbles in his
pockets and pulls out a cell phone, dials 911.

YUPPIE

(into the phone)
Yeah, I'm stuck on Michigan Drive, and
there’s a wild animal or something
stalking me.

(pause)
How am | supposed to know, it's dark out
here.

He adjusts his sunglasses.



YUPPIE
All right, I'll wait in the car.

He punches a button on the phone and pockets it, goes for
the driver’s side door.

Locked.

He peers into the window to see the keys dangling from
the ignition.

YUPPIE
Un-fucking  believable.

A loud, lusty HOWL rings out from all over. The Yuppie,
scared shitless , looks around, then finally bolts across
the street and into the abandoned set of buildings.

He looks left, right, completely panicked. He tries a
door, locked. Runs to the next one, also locked. The
place is shut down for the night.

Another low GROWL to his right. He turns toward the
noise, backing away, adjusting his sunglasses as the
growl follows his retreat.

He bumps into a building, then turns and takes two
running steps before he runs smack into Tom. He falls
back on his ass, and scrambles back onto his feet.

YUPPIE
Holy shit, man, there’s a wild dog or
something following me.

TOM
Relax.

YUPPIE
Relax? What the fuck? There's an animal
after me.

Another loud BARK, way too close, and the Yuppie jumps
behind Tom, using him as a shield.

YUPPIE
Jesus, he’s right there.

Tom stares straight ahead into the darkness.
TOM

Relax, and just take it slow. Don'’t lose
control.
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YUPPIE
What? What are you...

It dawns on the Yuppie that Tom wasn't talking to him.
The Yuppie takes off his sunglasses, and sees a pair of
bright red eyes, too low to be human, closing in on him.

Tom is gone. The Yuppie looks around, then in a flash,
Tom is holding him from behind, one arm across his chest,
the other pinning the Yuppies arm behind his back.

YUPPIE
Hey!

TOM
He’s yours for the taking, Stewart. No
need to hunt him down. Now show me you
can control yourself.

The Yuppie is frozen. The red eyes get closer, until the
shadowy form of a werewolf creeps into view. Tom smiles,
the Yuppie shakes wildly.

The Stewart-wolf approaches. The Yuppie struggles to
escape and whimpers as the form of the wolf becomes
clear. Tom clamps down hard, causing the Yuppie to
whimper.

TOM
Show me control.

The wolf pokes his nose against the Yuppie’s leg,
sniffing.

TOM
That's it.

Suddenly, the wolf rears back and takes a swipe at the
Yuppies leg, tearing open his pants and flesh. The
Yuppie cries out. Tom stands firm.

TOM
Control.

The wolf sniffs the fresh wound, licks some of the free
flowing blood.

YUPPIE
Let me go, let me go...

Tom ignores him.
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TOM
Control...

The wolf growls, loudly. The Yuppie is crying.

TOM
Stewart...

The wolf rears back and pounces on the Yuppie, and Tom
steps aside and lets it happen. As the wolf and the
Yuppie hit the ground, panicked cries of agony and wet
choking mingle with harsh barks and growls.

Tom shakes his head as he watches the carnage.

TOM
We have a long way to go.

Over Tom’s shoulder, mounted on a wall, one of Nick’s
remotes goes unnoticed, obscured by the dark night.

EXT. DARK ROAD - AN HOUR LATER

The scene is packed with police, police cars, an
ambulance, and lit by portable flood lights.

Nick’s truck pulls up, and Nick hops out of the truck.
He walks to the scene of the slaughter, unnoticed by the
busy police.

He watches as someone covers what'’s left of the Yuppie
with a white blanket, which quickly stains red. Tom lets
go of a heavy sigh.

His two-way radio crackles to life.

EDDIE
(on the radio)
Should we break out the gear?

NICK
(into the radio)
No, it's pretty obvious what happened.
The remotes are doing their job. We've
just got too much ground to cover.

An OFFICER steps to Nick.

OFFICER
What's you're business here?



NICK
None.
OFFICER
Then I'm afraid I'm going to have to...
NICK
Yeah, yeah, I'm out of here. Are you
armed?
OFFICER
Of course.
NICK

Better stay that way.

Nick walks away. The officer, confused, shakes his head
as he watches Nick leave.

INT. VERONICA'S PLACE - DAY

Veronica’'s place is sparsely decorated, like Mitch’s
place, but lit by big open windows. Bright, clean.

Mitch and Veronica sit on a couch and talk, sip lemonade.
Mitch takes in the simple atmosphere, nods in silent
approval.

MITCH
Nice.

VERONICA
Simplicity is easy to manage.

MITCH
Quoth the good Doctor Bradley. We, his
disciples, live our lives according to
his dictates.

Veronica furrows her brow at this. Mitch holds his
lemonade up in a toast.

MITCH
To the disciples of Dr. Bradley, and
their wholly unsatisfying lives.

VERONICA
What's got you in a mood?

MITCH
Sometimes, | think | could use a few
complications.
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Mitch sighs a soulful sigh, runs his hand through his
hair. Veronica sees his pain, and puts her hand on his
shoulder.

VERONICA
Have you been having those dreams about
your mother again? Guilt is a tough
Cross to bear.

MITCH
Yeah, but that’'s not what's bugging me.

Mitch looks down and wrings his hands.

VERONICA
You can tell me about it.

MITCH
| just want some, you know,
companionship.

VERONICA
Ah.

MITCH
Is that so much to ask?

Veronica smiles.

VERONICA
That depends on who you ask.

Veronica starts reaching around his shoulders, when Mitch

lowers the boom.

MITCH
There's this woman at work.

Veronica freezes. Mitch continues to stare down.
Veronica retracts her arm, huddles into herself.

MITCH

She’s been... well actually, we’ve been
going back and forth for a few years now.
She wants to bring things to the next
level, you know. Dr. Bradley thinks it's
a bad idea.

(adopts a deep tone)
“Normal life is not an option.”

Veronica turns away. Mitch notices, realizes his gaffe.
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MITCH
I’'m sorry. | shouldn’t be talking about
this.

Veronica looks back at Mitch, tears welling in her eyes.

VERONICA
You know, | can be your friend with just
about anything. But | can't listen to
your problems with some other woman.

She gets up and goes to a window, stares out.

MITCH
Maybe | should leave.

VERONICA
You're creating your own problems. I've
been practically throwing myself at you
for a long time, and you get the hots for
someone you can’t possibly have.

She shakes her head, crosses her arms. Mitch looks down
at the floor. He is about to say something, when
Veronica cuts him off.

VERONICA
Yeah, you should probably leave.

She walks into another room and closes the door. Mitch
stands, looks around, and finally leaves.

INT. GROCERY STORE - DAY

Veronica pushes a cart around, collecting food. As she
rounds a corner, a young man at the magazine rack turns
around and watches her. Itis Stewart.

Stewart tails her from behind as she shops. After a few
moments, he gains on her and is about to tap on her
shoulder.

VERONICA
What's up, Stewart?

STEWART
Damn.

VERONICA

| know your scent.

Veronica continues shopping. Stewart follows.
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STEWART
Have you seen Mitch?

VERONICA
Yes.

STEWART
How’s he doing?

VERONICA
The way you took off from group last
time, | didn’t think you really gave a
hoot.

STEWART
I’'m through with that shit. Bradley
isn't one of us. How is he supposed to
know what we’re going through? He's
nothing but a puppet of proper society
trying to get us to suppress our natural
urges and deny who we really are.

At this, Veronica stops and looks Stewart square in the

eye.

VERONICA

What books have you been reading now?
STEWART

What?
VERONICA

You didn’t come up with that on your own.

Stewart cocks his head, mouth open.

STEWART
I’m not as stupid as you think | am.

VERONICA
Give me a break, Stew. If you had any
grey matter in your head, you'd toss all
that other crap and listen to Dr.
Bradley. You're life is a mess.

STEWART
That's where you're wrong. I've got
purpose now.

VERONICA
Really? Normal people go their whole
lives without a notion of purpose.
(MORE)
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VERONICA(CONT'D)

You've got it at twenty-whatever,
wolfman?

STEWART
You could have it, too.

VERONICA
(laughs)
You've got nothing | want. Whatever
purpose you have, I’'m happy for you.
Just stay the hell away from me.

Veronica resumes her shopping, leaves Stewart behind.

EXT. GROCERY STORE - DAY

Veronica loads her groceries into the trunk of her car,
gets in, and pulls out.

As she drives onto the street, she passes Tom, who leans
against the corner of the building, arms folded, watching
her leave.

Stewart comes out of the store and joins Tom. Tom looks
at Stewart, and Stewart shakes his head. Tom smiles,
looks back at Veronica as she drives away.

INT. BANK OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA - DAY

Alison sits in her cubicle, working away, when a hand
with a flower pokes into the cubicle.

Surprised, she looks at the flower, then at Mitch, who
enters the cubicle, and hands her the flower. She
smiles. He smiles back.

MITCH
Forward.

ALISON
Excuse me?

MITCH

The direction I'm headed. Forward. Want
to hitch a ride?

She takes a deep breath, a little nervous.

ALISON
Dinner tonight?
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MITCH
With breakfast tomorrow?

She beams at him.

MITCH
Count me in.

ALISON
Seven thirty, my place.

He offers a parting smile and leaves.

INT. MITCH'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Mitch opens the closet door and looks up on the top shelf
at the puzzle boxes. He begins to reach for them, then
stops, closes his hand into a fist, and nods to himself.

He is about to close the closet door when he looks down
and notices something on the floor. He stops, picks up a
puzzle piece.

After a moment, he takes the puzzle boxes down and to the
table. He opens the flower puzzle box and dumps the
pieces, putting the piece he found aside.

Quickly, methodically, he assembles the puzzle. When
it's done, except for the missing piece in the middle, he
takes the piece he found and places it in the space.

A perfect fit. He stands back and admires the completed
flower. He smiles, nods.

A loud knock at the door. Mitch opens the door, and is
surprised to see Stewart, smiling a bit too widely.

MITCH
Wow. Didn’t think | was ever going to
see you again.

STEWART
Life’s full of surprises. You gonna
invite me in, or what?

Mitch thinks about it for a moment, then steps aside and
opens the door. Stewart ambles in, looks around.

STEWART
This place is totally you.
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MITCH
What's on your mind? I'm getting ready
to leave.

STEWART
That's right. Tonight’s group night.

MITCH
Well, that's...
(pause)
...yeah, group night. You planning on
going?

STEWART
Nope. I'm done with all that.

Mitch works on a tie.

MITCH
Got it all together, do you? Dr. Bradley
would be pleased.

STEWART
He’s got nothing to do with it. You're
headed the wrong direction with all that
“peaceful place” stuff, Mitch.

MITCH
Really? And which one of your
books supplied you with this little
nugget of enlightenment?

Stewart is about to protest, then covers with a forced
laugh.

STEWART
You and Veronica think alike. You
get married.

MITCH

Is this what you're here to do? Brag
about how you've found the meaning of
life?

STEWART
| could give it to you.

Mitch gets frustrated with the tie and the conversation.
He throws the tie aside.

bullshit

oughta
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MITCH
Spare me. | don't take life advice from
someone who was arrested for breaking and
entering. Now I've got things to do.
Have a nice life.

Mitch opens the door and waits. Stewart shrugs, and
ambles out.

STEWART
Don’t say you didn’t have your chance.

Mitch closes the door, sighs, and gets back to dressing.

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

A quiet, remote neighborhood, disturbed only by the
rattle and hum of Nick’s box van tooling through the
night.

INT. VAN - NIGHT

Nick is at the wheel, driving and humming absently to
himself. Bull rides shotgun, looks at the night scenes
as they pass by.

Eddie and Cutter fidget with the electronic equipment in
the back, jostled by the occasional bump in the road. A
bad one sends the two of them, and some equipment,

flying.

CUTTER
God damn it, Nick, you trying to break
our necks?

Nick just smiles and looks at Bull, who grins back and
goes back to the night sights, humming along with Nick.

Eddie brushes himself off and gets back to monitoring the
laptop, which flashes an array of bar graphs pulsating to
some unheard rhythm.

Bull yawns. Nick notices.

NICK
Better get used to it. This is the job.

BULL
Ever get a hit?



NICK
Sometimes.

Suddenly, the laptop starts beeping, and one of the bar
graphs pulsates high with the beeps.

Nick looks back in the rear view.

NICK
Like now. Where’s the hit, Cutter?

CUTTER
I'll have it in a second.

Cutter switches the computer from the bar graphs to the
city map with the remote sensors displayed. One of the
dots is flashing alternately yellow and red.

CUTTER
Got it. Looks like the park at Central
and Third.

NICK

We're right on top of it.

It takes a moment to set in, then the crew set into
action. Cutter and E ddie gather portable equipment, a
stun gun and a sawed-off shotgun.

Nick pops open the glove compartment, pulls out a serum
gun, and loads it with a black serum ampule. He hands
the gun to Bull. Bull looks at Nick.

NICK
Black serum. Quick death for them.

BULL
| thought we were gathering information.

NICK
Things have a way of going very, very
sour. Think of it as a last resort.

Bull regards the serum gun.

NICK
Come on, | know you can handle this.

BULL
And you?

Nick opens his jacket and shows his shoulder holster with
a silver automatic pistol.
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NICK
Custom protection.

Nick pulls out his gun, cocks it, and re-holsters it.

EXT. CITY PARK - NIGHT

Stewart jogs into the middle of the empty park, looks
around. Nothing, silence. He looks, turns around...

...and suddenly Tom is there. Stewart jumps, startled.

STEWART
Damn, man, you gotta quit doing that to
me.

TOM

Any luck with Mitch?

STEWART
Zippo.

Tom considers this, then focuses his attention on
Stewart.

TOM
Are you ready for your next lesson?

STEWART
Definitely.

Tom closes his eyes, lifts his head to the night sky, and
takes in a deep breath. Stewart watches. Tom notices,
and indicates for Stewart to follow suit, which he does.

TOM
Make your environment a part of you.
Take in the smells, the sights, the
sounds. You need to be able to move
around discreetly, and the only way to do
that is to achieve oneness with your
surroundings. Now watch.

Tom strips out of his clothes, and squats down. He
closes his eyes, and takes a deep breath. He starts to
“turn”, and Stewart gawks.

Suddenly, the fully “turned” Tom-wolf springs across the
park and disappears into the dark.

STEWART
Whoa.
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Stewart looks around again, when the sound of stirring
leaves in a tree over him gets his attention. It's gone
as quickly as it appeared.

Footsteps behind Stewart. He whips around. A breeze
blows past his right. He reels. A loud bark to his
left. He spins. He staggers, dizzy and out of breath.

Out of nowhere, the Tom-wolf drops right in front
Stewart, and growls. Stewart falls backward in surprise,
lands hard.

The wolf stands upright and quickly “turns” back into
Tom. He holds his hand out for Stewart.

TOM
Now you. You've shown me that you can
“turn”. Now show me you can be quiet and
discreet.

Tom hoists Stewart onto his feet. Stewart strips, takes
a deep breath, and squats down. He grits his teeth and
presses down on himself, tries to “turn.” It doesn’t
work.

TOM
What did | tell you. You're not taking a
dump. Don'ttry so hard. It's all
inside you, just allow it to happen.
This is the first step, before | give you
a taste of the red serum.

Stewart relaxes, and slowly “turns.” Tom observes, and
smiles.

TOM
Now. Go take the night.

The Stewart-wolf springs into action and runs into the
park, clumsy and noisy. He howls loudly as he plays.
Tom shakes his head.

TOM
(shouting)
| said discreet!
(to himself)
Don’t announce your presence to a world
that would Kill you.

Suddenly, Tom freezes, sniffs the air and looks around,
alert to something. The air is quiet, but for Stewart’s
romping.
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Tom grabs his clothes, springs high into a nearby tree
and disappears into the foliage.

After a moment, the Stewart-wolf jumps back, and looks
around. He slowly “turns” back to human form, and looks
for Tom.

STEWART
Hey! Where the fuck ...

A loud CRACK erupts behind Stewart, and a large probe
sinks into Stewart’s back. Stewart screams as the stun
gun projectile unleashes its voltage.

Stewart drops to his knees, fights the electrocution,
“turns” rapidly back and forth from wolf to man.

Finally, he loses the battle and collapses, unconscious,
in human form.

INT. ALISON'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Mitch and Alison sit at the dining room table, eat
Chinese food. The place is decorated just this side of
flamboyant.

ALISON
So? Too much soy sauce?

MITCH
Not at all. Perfect.

Alison looks at Mitch, a coy smile on her face.

ALISON

You are such a bachelor, | swear.
MITCH

Oh?
ALISON

I'll bet the only time you eat any real
cooking is when someone else cooks it for
you.

Mitch laughs.

MITCH
Guilty as charged.

ALISON
Otherwise...
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MITCH
Turkey on wheat.

Both of them smile. Mitch, shy, looks back down at his
food.

MITCH
| guess I've wrapped my life around
simplicity all these years. Simplicity,
predictability.

ALISON
Sounds dull.
Mitch shrugs.
MITCH
Safe.
ALISON

From what, exactly?

Mitch looks up to answer and sees Alison, with a
salacious smile on her face.

MITCH
Uhh...surprises, | guess.

ALISON
Ahh, well. | guess this evening would
fall under that category. Surprises, |
mean.

Mitch shrugs again.

ALISON
And yet... here you are.

Mitch meets her gaze.
MITCH
Here | am.
INT. ALISON'S HOUSE - SAME

Mitch and Alison sitting on the couch, kissing. Soft
music in the background.

Though Alison is clearly into it, Mitch is stiff,
fumbling, clearly nervous. After a minute, Alison breaks
the clench, pulls back, and looks Mitch in the eyes.



ALISON

Mitch Randall, you are holding back.
MITCH

Uh, yeah.
ALISON

You don’t have to, you know.

Mitch, embarrassed, nods and looks at the floor. Alison
looks confused. She takes Mitch by the chin and brings
him face to face.

ALISON
What's the matter?

MITCH
Well...it's just that, I'm not really
used to...this.

ALISON
To what?

MITCH
This. Doing this. | never...well, you
know. Never.
Realization finally comes across Alison’s face.

ALISON
Really? You're kidding, right?

Mitch shakes his head.

ALISON
Wow. | never would have guessed.

Alison backs off a little, then slaps herself on the
forehead.

ALISON

Oh my God, and I've been coming on to you

like a freight train all this time.

MITCH
No, no, not at all. It's not you.

Alison covers her face.

Mitch looks at Alison. He reaches out to touch her, then
withdraws.
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MITCH
| should go.
ALISON
Please don't.
MITCH
No, this just isn’t going to work.
ALISON
I’'m sorry, Mitch. We can.. | just didn’t
know you...
MITCH
Alison, really, this is not about you.
It's just...

Mitch takes a deep breath, deflates.

MITCH
It's not an option.

Alison gets teary. Mitch turns and leaves.

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Bull walks into the warehouse, empty except for portable
fabric room dividers in a big circle in the center of the
room. He carries a video camera and tripod.

He walks into the circle, lit by some bright spotlights.
Stewart, unconscious and naked, is lying on a long table,
hands and feet restrained with manacles.

An |V stand is next to the table, with a small tube
running into the base of Stewart’s spine.

Cutter digs in his bag and sorts some medical tools onto
a small table.

Eddie covers Stewart with a clean white sheet, cuts a
large square hole exposing Stewart’s abdomen and chest.

Nick is sitting, writing in a notebook, deep in thought.
Bull looks at the scene, fascinated.

BULL
Got the video.

Nick looks up, snapped out of his meditation.



NICK
Oh, good, great. You can set up the
camera over there. You shouldn’'t need
any more lights. Eddie, give him a hand.

Eddie sets up the tripod next to Stewart, and Bull sets
up the camera.

Cutter pulls on a pair of surgical gloves, then a mask.

Eddie goes behind the camera and connects the leads to a
video monitor.

Nick puts his hand on Bull's shoulder.

NICK
Listen, big man. You're relatively new
to the team, and this isn’t going to be
pretty. You can stay or go, up to you.

Bull considers this.

BULL
Stay.

NICK
Good. It'll toughen you up. Butit'll
be a little easier for you at the

monitor.
(to Eddie)
You ready?
EDDIE
Ready.
NICK

All right, Cutter, it's that time again.
Nick steps in front of the camera, clears his throat.

NICK
Roll.

Eddie starts taping. Nick addresses the camera. Bull
watches at the monitor.

NICK
Today'’s subject was captured
approximately two hours ago. It's been
sedated to unconsciousness, and a spinal
block has been inserted midway into the
spine, to completely numb the abdominal
area.
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Nick motions to Cutter, who comes into camera range,
holding a scalpel.

NICK
The subject will be cut open to reveal
the internal organs, to determine that
they are, at present, normal in human
shape, position and proportion.

Nick steps out from camera range. Bull stares at the
monitor.

BULL
Oh, man.

ON THE VIDEO MONITOR

Grainy video. Cutter approaches Stewart. Picture zooms
in as Cutter makes the first long incision into the
exposed part of Stewart’s abdomen. Blood wells.

BULL
shivers at the sight.
ON THE VIDEO MONITOR

Cutter incises further, cutting two large flaps into
Stewart’s abdomen and chest. Carefully, he pulls back
the flaps to reveal the abdominal organs and rib cage.

BULL

wipes the sweat from his brow, laboring to keep his
attention on the monitor.

Nick notices Bull's strain. He steps back into the
camera view, pointing to the various organs.

NICK
As you can see, everything is normal.
Intestines, stomach, liver. We'll look
at the heart next.

Bull rests his forehead on his hand, sweating.

ON THE VIDEO MONITOR

Cutter takes a rib spreader, installs it on Stewart’'s
ribcage. He tussles it, ensuring it's locked into
position, and starts cranking open the rib cage.

BULL
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swallows hard, and closes his eyes.

Stewart lies silent, almost peaceful, as Cutter cranks
open the rib spreader and exposes the beating heart.

Nick steps into camera view, points to the heart.
ON THE VIDEO MONITOR

NICK
Normal heart size and function. Now
we’re going stop the flow of the
anesthesia in the IV, and we’ll be
injecting a dose of red serum. The
combination of pain and serum should
cause lycanthropic transformation

quickly.
BULL
shakes and sweats bullets , Visibly tries to maintain
himself as he alternates looking at the monitor and
looking away.

BULL
Oh man, oh man, oh man.

ON THE VIDEO MONITOR

The camera zooms out, and shows a full view of Stewart on
the table.

Cutter moves to the IV, and shuts the flow valve off. He
loads a red ampule into a needle and injects Stewart in

the thigh, steps back.

Nothing for a moment. Silence. Stillness.

Stewart’s face begins to move. His eyebrows furrow, as

if experiencing pain. The camera zooms in on his face,

the grainy video auto-adjusting the focus.

BULL

st ares at the screen, riveted.

Nick adjusts his stance, as if preparing for something.

Stewart groans in pain as he comes to.

Suddenly, Stewart opens his eyes and lets out a blood
curdling howl of agony, straining against the manacles.



Cutter steps back and winces. Eddie reinforces his grip
on the camera. Bull covers his ears and closes his eyes.

Nick watches the scene, arms crossed, silent. A smile
slowly forms on Nick’s face as he plays with the wedding
band strung around his neck.

Stewart’s cries of pain suddenly become lower and
intermittent. Nick wipes his face, and loses his smile
as he steps into the camera view.

NICK
Now comes the transformation. Eddie,
tight on the internals.

ON THE VIDEO MONITOR

The view zooms into a close up of the open abdomen and
the organs as they start to move, shifting positions and
enlarging.

The rib cage shifts position and expands, straining
against the rib spreader. The bloodied cover sheet falls
to the floor.

BULL

stares at the monitor, eyes wide, mouth agape. He
continues to cover his ears.

Stewart’s bound hands “turn” into hairy claws, his head
and face twist and contort, his legs lengthen and sprout
fur. The internal organs continue to shift and grow.

The fully transformed werewolf fights the bondage. His
chest heaves until the rib spreader finally loses grip
and springs off into the air...

...and lands with a CLANG at Nick’s feet, spraying his
legs with blood. Nick looks down, kicks the apparatus
away, and laughs.

NICK
| think we’ve seen enough.

Cutter slowly approaches the thrashing, howling werewolf,
loads a needle with a black serum ampule, and injects.

After a moment, the werewolf freezes, rigid and suddenly
silent, then utterly collapses on the table, dead and
bloody. A sick steam rises from the open abdomen.

BULL
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shakes, bathed in sweat, a look of total horror on his
face. Suddenly, something catches his eye on the
monitor, and he watches intently, shaking his head.

BULL
Oh my god.

ON THE VIDEO MONITOR

The internal organs quickly turn black. Some swell and
rupture into a black soupy mess, others shrivel and
shrink into wet balls of spoiled tissue.

NICK
Zoom out, Eddie.

The picture zooms back to reveal that the wolf no longer
occupies the table. Stewart, carved open, bloody and
black, fully human is there instead. His mouth is wide
open, and his eyes stare directly into the monitor.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Bull leans forward, braces himself against a wall, trying
to catch his breath from what he just withessed,
suppressing his gag reflex.

Nick steps out of a door. He lights a cigarette, takes a
long drag, looks at the stars, then notices Bull. He
ambles over, and puts his hand on Bull's shoulder.

NICK
It's tough to watch, but it's important
for you to see.

Bull says nothing. Nick regards this.

NICK
Let me give you a little perspective.
How many people do you think that thing
has killed?

Bull shakes his head, silently.

NICK
That's right. We don’t know. We also
don’t know how many people he would have
killed if we hadn’t caught him when we
did. Trust me, we did the world a favor
today.
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Nick takes a drag from his smoke. Bull finally stands up
without the help of the wall, and looks at Nick.

NICK
If it was up to me, we wouldn’t even be
fucking around with this stuff. But the
guys upstairs seem to think that if we
understand more about them, we can deal
with them more effectively.

Nick reaches around into the back of his pants and pulls
out his silver gun. Bull looks at it.

NICK
For me, this is the most effective way to
deal with them. And this.

Nick holds up an ampule of black serum, and places it in
Bull's hand. Bull looks at Nick, who returns his look,
and smiles.

NICK
Don’t worry, we’ll take care of the
cleanup in there. You just get some
fresh air. Be ready to roll in fifteen
minutes.

Nick claps Bull on the shoulder, flicks his cigarette

away, and walks back into the warehouse. Bull regards
the black serum.

INT. VERONICA’'S PLACE - NIGHT

Veronica walks out of the bathroom in her robe, drying
her hair. There is a knock at the door. She stops,
looks at a clock. 9:35.

EXT. VERONICA’S PLACE - NIGHT

Mitch stands at the front door. It opens, and there is
Veronica in her robe, hair wet. Mitch fidgets.

MITCH
Sorry it's so late.

Veronica smiles.

VERONICA
Never too late. Come on in.



INT. VERONICA'S PLACE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Mitch and Veronica hit the bed, locked in a hot,
passionate kiss. Though Mitch is not holding back,
Veronica is in charge. She rolls him back and forth.

After a few moments, Veronica stops, Mitch underneath
her. She looks Mitch in the eye and reaches above the
bed and brings her bedchains into the bed.

Slowly, she puts the manacles on Mitch’s wrists. Mitch
does not resist. She stands, pulls off her robe, and
climbs back on top of Mitch. The two smolder in bed.

INT. VERONICA'S PLACE - BEDROOM - MORNING

Veronica lies in bed, alone, sheets twisted around her.
After a moment she stirs, rolls over. Her hand lands on
a note on a pillow. She wakes, and reads the note.

MITCH (V.O.)
| had to go to work, but you looked too
beautiful to wake. I'll call you
tonight. Mitch.

She smiles, gets out of bed.

EXT. VERONICA’'S PLACE - DAY

The front door opens, and Veronica, back in her robe,
steps out and grabs the morning paper. As she starts
unfolding it, the door closes behind her.

VERONICA
Shoot.

She tries the door and it opens. She walks in.

INT. VERONICA'S PLACE - SAME

She closes the door while reading the front page, turns
around...

...and bumps into Tom, who towers over her. Tom smiles.
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INT. BANK OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA - DAY

Mitch works, types away at his computer and shuffles
papers.

Ray steps into his cubicle, pulls up a chair and sits
down.

RAY
So, | presume it didn’t go very well last
night?

MITCH

Last night was...kind of strange, really.
Why do you ask?

RAY

Alison called in sick this morning.
MITCH

Ah.
RAY

She's not the type to call in sick
lightly, but she didn’t seem sick
yesterday.

MITCH
Don’t hold it against her, Ray. Things
would have been awkward for us today.

RAY

Mmm-hmm.Well, | hope it works out. We

need her, and we need you.
He claps Mitch on the shoulder, gets up, and leaves.
Mitch rubs his face, and runs his hands through his hair,
sighs. He looks at the picture of his peaceful place.
He takes a deep breath and closes his eyes.
VISUALIZATION

His peaceful place. The mountain, the lake, the blue
sky. But the light fades, and the scene gets darker.

A blaring RING rips into the peace.
BACK TO MITCH

71.



His phone rings, brings him back to full consciousness.

He looks around, quickly collects himself, and answers
the phone.

MITCH
File retrieval, Mitch Randall.
(pause)
Thanks, Ray.

Mitch presses a button to another line.

MITCH
Hi, Dr. Bradley, what's up?

Mitch listens to the phone, and slowly his face drops,
his eyes widen.

MITCH
Oh my God.
INT. CORONER'’S OFFICE - DAY
Stark white sterile walls. Mitch sits in a chair against
the wall. His face is stained with recent tears, but he

is silent.

After a moment, he hears the sound of hard shoes

approaching. He looks up to see Dr. Bradley, who takes a

chair, moves it to Mitch’s side, and sits down.

DR. BRADLEY
How are you handling it?

Mitch shrugs.

MITCH
About as well as can be expected, |
guess.

DR. BRADLEY

No doubt it was her?

MITCH
It was Veronica. There wasn’'t much left
of her body, but her face was intact.
Odd.

Dr. Bradley's face flashes a look of realization, which
Mitch doesn’t notice.
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Mitch nods.

DR. BRADLEY
I’'m sorry | couldn’t get here in time to
help you with the identification. It
must have been difficult.

MITCH
| think one of us did it.
DR. BRADLEY
Us?
MITCH
Not you. Someone like me, and Veron ...
(pauses)

There were some pretty deep lacerations
on her body. Looked like an animal
attacked. That's how they’re writing it
up, as a matter of fact. They just don’t
know what kind of animal.

Mitch looks up at Dr. Bradley.

MITCH
| think Stewart did it.

DR. BRADLEY
Stewart?

MITCH

Yeah. He dropped by for an unexpected
visit last night, talking about some

pretty strange things. | think he’s, you
know, lost it.

DR. BRADLEY
No. It wasn’t Stewart.

Mitch stops, and looks at Dr. Bradley, puzzled. Dr.
Bradley notices Mitch’s stare, and elaborates.

DR. BRADLEY
| don't think he’s capable of that. Not
premeditated.

MITCH
What makes you think it was premeditated?

CORONER
Excuse me?
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The CORONER, late fifties and tired, approaches the two
of them.

CORONER
Is one of you a relative of Ms. Stills?

DR. BRADLEY
| am her psychiatrist, and this is one of
the members of her therapy group. She
had no living relatives.

CORONER
Well, | guess | should ask you then. Did
she have any... unusual physical
conditions that you know of?

Mitch buries his head in his hands. Dr. Bradley doesn’t
miss a beat.

DR. BRADLEY
Not that | know of. Of course, | was
treating her for depression and anxiety
disorders. Is that what you're looking
for?

CORONER
No, not exactly. She had some strange
results come from her blood work. Any
light you can cast on that?

DR. BRADLEY
I’'m afraid that’s a bit out of my league.

CORONER
Okay. Thanks anyway.

The Coroner leaves. Dr. Bradley watches him leave, then
regards Mitch, who is trying to keep it together.

DR. BRADLEY
Perhaps we should go to my office. Talk.

MITCH
| don’t want to go to your office. |
don’'t want to go to my peaceful place.

Mitch gets up and walks away. Dr. Bradley watches him
leave.



INT. VAN - NIGHT

Nick is at the wheel of the van, focused on the road.
Cutter is riding shotgun, staring outside, watching the
night scenery go by.

Bull and E
computer.

ddie are in the back, working on the laptop

BULL
This thing’s been going down a lot. Ten
bucks says you built it yourself.

EDDIE
Right.

NICK
What's the problem?

BULL
The laptop’s acting up again.

Eddie just shakes his head.

NICK

What do you need, E ddie ?
EDDIE

Time.
NICK

You got it.

Nick pulls the van over and parks in front of a seedy
looking bar is a nearly abandoned neighborhood.

NICK
You two hash out the problems with the
laptop. Cultter, let’s get a drink.

CUTTER
Pass. I'm tired.

NICK
So am I, but not too tired to lift a
glass or two.

Nick gets out of the van.
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INT. BAR - NIGHT

A dark, smoky bar. People drink, talk, stew. Generic
music plays quietly from a jukebox in the back.

The front door opens, and Nick walks in. He stands,
looks around and nods to himself. He spots an empty seat
at the bar and sits...

...next to Mitch, who slumps over his glass and stares
off into space, lost in his thoughts.

Nick regards Mitch, then signals for the BARTENDER.

NICK
Double vodka, straight up with a twist.

The bartender pours Nick’s drink. Nick picks up the
glass and examines it closely, turning it from side to
side.

NICK
Looks can be deceiving.

Mitch comes out of his trance, looks at Nick.

MITCH
Yeah?

NICK
Look at this. Clear liquid, could just
as easily be water as vodka. All you see
is the clear liquid, looking innocent as
can be.

Nick downs the vodka in one shot, and slams the glass
down for the bartender to hear. The bartender complies,
fills it up again. Nick waves off the twist.

NICK
But taste the stuff, go beyond the looks,
past the surface, and this stuff can be
downright dangerous. Know what | mean?

Mitch looks back at his glass, nods.

INT. VAN - NIGHT

Eddie and Bull are poring over the laptop computer, its
cover off and circuit boards exposed.



Cutter is in the driver’s seat trying to find a radio
station.

BULL
The leads to the mother board are cooked,
I’'m telling you. Seen it a million times
before.

EDDIE
Nope.

BULL
Well, what is it then?

Eddie shrugs. Bull shakes his head, looks over at
Cutter, flipping stations on the radio.

BULL
What are you doing up there?
CUTTER
There’s gotta be a decent station under

all this static.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Mitch takes a drink. Nick watches.

NICK
Rum and Coke?
MITCH
Just the Coke.
Nick offers his hand.
NICK
Nick.
Mitch dutifully shakes hands.
MITCH
Mitch.
Nick sips his vodka.
NICK
Hard to drown your sorrows in Coke,

Mitch.

Mitch just shrugs. Nick pushes on.
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NICK
It would be cheaper at Seven-Eleven.

MITCH
And miss this stellar conversation?

Nick stops short. Mitch looks over, then smiles. Nick
smiles back, laughs.

NICK
A woman?

MITCH
Two.

NICK

Two? | wish | had your problems.

INT. VAN - NIGHT
Cutter continues to flip the stations.

Bull is watching E ddie solder some new connections on the
computer’s circuit boards.

Cutter stops flipping when he comes across some shrill
electronica music, rhythmic beeps. He smiles and nods to
the beat.

Bull looks over, grimaces.

BULL
Man, | hate that synchro electronic
bullshit. Gives me a headache.
EDDIE
Ditto.
Cutter sags at their lack of enthusiasm, and switches the
music off.
BULL
Are you even close to done?
EDDIE
Almost.
BULL

| could use a beer.

Bull leans back against the wall of the van, puts his
hands behind his head, and closes his eyes.



INT. BAR - NIGHT

Nick continues his rant, while Mitch is visibly itching
to get away.

NICK
| found out a few years ago that things
just aren’t like they seem. You know?

He tosses back another double vodka. Mitch continues to
scrutinize his Coke.

NICK
You think the world is a certain way, and
suddenly the shit hits the fan. And you
gotta make sense of it all. But you know
what keeps me sane, Mitch?

MITCH
You're sane?

Nick laughs, a little tipsy, and slaps Mitch on the back.
Hard.

Mitch has to hold onto the bar to keep from falling off
the stool as he drops his drink. His eyes widen, his
body stiffens.

Nick takes no notice, and continues his rant.

NICK
The grind. Losing myself in the routine
of my job. Focus on that, and the rest
just kind of blows by.

Mitch clutches the bar, head down, breathing heavily,
making his best effort not to “turn”.

INT. VAN - NIGHT

Eddie finishes his soldering, puts the circuit board back
into place, closes the lid on the laptop and switches it
on. The computer starts beeping, fast and loud.

BULL
(to Cutter)
Come on, | said | hate that music!

Cutter looks up, and practically flies back to the

computer, sending E ddie flailing backwards, and stepping

on Bull's feet.
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BULL
Mother fucker!

CUTTER
Shut up!

Cutter leans into the computer and looks at the display.

A moving bar graph across the screen shows a peak in the
middle, a fluttering surge in sync with the beeping.

CUTTER
Holy shit. Pheromone lock.

Bull quickly leans in and looks.

BULL
Where?

CUTTER
Very close. And strong. | think the
wolf's here. And | mean right here.

EDDIE
Jesus.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Nick notices Mitch as he strains to maintain control,
breathing heavily.

NICK
You okay?

Mitch manages to get off the stool, bent over, and slowly
heads to the back bathroom. He reaches the door and
stumbles in.

NICK
Poor guy. Can'’t hold his soda.

INT. BAR - BATHROOM - NIGHT
Mitch closes the door behind him and falls onto the sink,
heaving, sweating, his hands cramping. He looks into the

mirror and watches his eyes go bright red.

MITCH
No...not now.

He closes his eyes.
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VISUALIZATION

His peaceful place, lit harshly from above, but slowly
dimming to normal...

BATHROOM

...and Mitch starts his deep breathing exercises. He
gets a hold of himself.

He stands up straight and spots a window next to the
sink. He opens it and breathes in the cool night air.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Nick sits on his stool, holding his empty glass up and
gazing into it.

BARTENDER
You want another one?

NICK
No, | better stop. Have to stay tight.

Suddenly, the front door crashes open, and Nick looks to
see Cutter, E ddie , and Bull standing in the doorway.

Cutter has a small handheld device, and he sweeps it back
and forth. It beeps.

NICK
What the hell are you doing?

CUTTER
P-lock.

NICK
Here?

Cutter aims the device toward Nick. It beeps loudly.
Nick freezes. Cutter, Bull, and E ddie all stare at him.

Nick looks at the stool Mitch was in moments earlier.
Cutter approaches Nick with the device, which beeps
faster as he gets closer.

Finally, Cutter stops, and points the device at Mitch’s
empty stool. The beeping is now a loud, steady tone.

Nick looks to the bathroom.
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INT. BAR - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Mitch takes a paper towel and wipes the sweat from his
brow. He looks in the mirror over the sink, runs his hand
through his hair, and examines his reflection. Ready.

He nods to himself, and reaches for the door.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

The bathroom door opens. Mitch peers out, and accidently
drops his paper towel. As he bends over to pick it up,

a loud SHOT rings out. The door frame where Mitch’s head

used to be explodes into splinters.
Mitch spins, stands to see Nick pointing his gun.

POW! Nick fires another shot, and Mitch instantly ducks.
The mirror in the bathroom shatters into a million
pieces.

As Mitch stands up, his eyes are bright red.

The bartender, silent until now, finally comes to his
senses.

BARTENDER
Hey, what the hell...

The Bartender falls silent again as he watches Mitch’s
face twist and contort as Mitch “turns.”

Nick takes aim...CLICK. Empty. Mitch continues to
“turn,” and stares Nick in the eyes.

Suddenly, Mitch springs back into the bathroom. The door
slams shut.

Nick, Bull, and Cutter rush the bathroom door. Eddie
stops short.

EDDIE
Serum.

Eddie heads out the front door.
Nick ejects the empty clip from his gun, and fumbles

around for another in his jacket. He finds it, and
loads.
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BULL
Well?

TOM
We wait for the serum.

EXT. BAR - NIGHT

Eddie scrambles to the rear of the van, and fumbles with
the keys as he opens the back doors. He hops in and
closes the doors behind him.

INT. VAN - NIGHT

Eddie opens a drawer in a tool box and pulls out a serum
gun and a small box. He opens the box and regards the
ampules of green and black serum.

After a moment, he selects green and loads an ampule into
the gun.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Nick, Bull and Cutter wait next to the bathroom door,
silent.

After a moment, Nick puts his ear to the door, and
listens. He pulls back, visibly confused.

NICK
Nothing.

Bull notices something, and puts his hand up to the
damaged door frame.

BULL
I’'m feeling a draft.

INT. VAN - NIGHT

Eddie pockets a few more ampules and heads to the rear of
the van, when he hears a loud THUMP on the roof of the
van.

He freezes, looks up. The van rocks slightly.

After a moment, he takes a few steps to the rear door,

then stops again as he hears the sound of claws dragging
across the roof, also heading to the rear door.



