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TEASER

EXT. PEDESTRIAN MALL IN DENVER - DAY 

Sunny day. People strolling in and out of pet stores, 
boutique clothing stores, sandwich shops, and an ICE CREAM 
SHOP with a noisy, crowded outdoor patio. People struggling 
to keep up with the persistent drip of their double-scoop 
waffle cones.

ALISON--late 20s, bookish but cute, sassy and ironic in a  
self-deprecating way--sits alone at a table strewn with books 
and papers, licking and reading. A big glop of melted ice 
cream lands on the book she's reading, drips down to her 
pants.

ALISON
Darn!

She pushes away from the table, stands to clean herself up, 
turning the book over in the process. We see the book title: 
"Animals Among Us." 

Done wiping off the stain, she goes back to sit when 
something catches her attention in the distance. She shields 
her eyes from the glare coming off the windows and car 
bumpers, straining to see.

It's a VAPOROUS FORM at eye level between buildings in the 
distance. Like a thin, white vapor trail left by something 
moving very fast. It disappears then re-materializes. Gaining 
momentum. Coming toward her.

The other patrons begin to rise, looking, chattering, 
pointing. 

INT. ICE CREAM SHOP - DAY

Working behind the counter, Valentina--late 20s, severe and 
sexy in spite of her present vocation--mechanically doles out 
the cones to the ice cream-maddened hordes. She Notices the 
hordes noticing something, runs outside to join them, 
dripping scoop still in hand.

VALENTINA
No. It can't be. Not possible.

She runs back behind the ice cream counter and removes one of 
the giant tubs to reveal a small trap door containing a 
compact silver brief case.
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EXT. ICE CREAM SHOP PATIO - DAY

Alison and the other Onlookers stand aghast at the oncoming 
Vapor, which is now flashing and making sonic boom type 
sounds. It's almost upon them.

Valentina emerges to join them, holding space-age goggles and 
a space-age gun. She looks up and sees the Vapor, then puts 
on the goggles. Confirming what she suspected, she sees the 
form of a SPECTRAL CHANGELING, distinctly feminine yet with 
pointy ears, sharp teeth, a long snout, human legs.

VALENTINA 
(under her breath)

Sister!

Valentina shoots and the Changeling instantly coalesces back 
into vapor, the missed shot taking out a chunk of the 
building beyond. Onlookers scream and scatter, except for 
Alison. 

VALENTINA (CONT'D)
Nice trick. Not bad for a Mutt!

The Changeling re-appears, closing the distance between her 
and her adversary. They're a mere 10 feet apart. They lock 
eyes.

(beat)

Valentina shoots again and the Changeling executes a jaw-
dropping jump and back flip, practically flying into the air 
as she lands on the roof of the ice cream shop.

Now visible to all, the Changeling resembles a young woman in 
her mid 20s, yet with a slightly wolfish appearance: fur-
tipped ears, pointy canines, ice-blue eyes. This is LUCIA, 
otherwise known as SHE-WOLF: fierce, beautiful, athletic. She 
glares at Valentina and emits a low growl. Valentina removes 
her goggles. 

VALENTINA (CONT'D)
Ha!

Valentina runs back in the Ice Cream Shop. She-Wolf makes to 
go after her, but at the instant she leaves the ground 
there's a huge explosion from inside, tearing the roof in 
half and propelling She-Wolf into the air and out of sight.

The dust settles. Valentina has climbed up from below onto 
what's left of the roof. She's tentative, looking around.

(beat)
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She-Wolf bursts from the ice cream shop below, knocking 
Valentina across the roof and onto her back. She rights 
herself, fumbles for her gun, stands up to see a full-fledged 
WOLF, growling.

VALENTINA (CONT'D)
Hi Luce. I'm surprised to see you. 

She-Wolf growls.

VALENTINA (CONT'D)
Lucy in the sky with diamonds. Lucy 
Blue. Nice doggie. Want some ice 
cream? Maybe we could go back 
inside. I mean, what's left of 
inside. We could wipe some cookies 
and cream off the walls, sit down, 
have ourselves a little chat. Like 
the old days.

She-Wolf springs for her. Valentina rolls out of the way, 
nimbly negotiating the gap in the now partial roof to avoid 
falling below. 

VALENTINA (CONT'D)
I guess not.

She comes up with gun blazing. She-Wolf in mid leap is hit, 
crumpling to the ground with a howl and rolling off the roof 
and down to the patio. 

Valentina runs to the edge, peers over cautiously. She-Wolf 
is in a heap below with a large wound in her abdomen. A rapt 
yet tentative Alison approaches, making as if to touch her. 
Then she catches Valentina eyeing her from above, wagging a 
cautionary finger.

Miraculously, She-Wolf's wound begins to spontaneously heal. 
Alison takes a step back just as She-Wolf springs into life, 
mere feet from Alison, primed to attack.

In seconds, Valentina has descended from above. She-Wolf 
flees, coalescing back into vaporous form. Valentina gives 
chase. Alison watches as the two are off into the distance, 
Valentina barely keeping up with the vaporous She-Wolf's 
supernatural pace. A gathering cloud like a vortex takes 
shape. She-Wolf gains speed, vanishing into the vortex as it 
begins to collapse in on itself. Valentina is mere feet away. 
With the vortex closing rapidly, she executes a desperate 
dive, just making it inside as the vortex shuts with a 
whoosh, disappearing into nothingness, leaving blue sky in 
its wake and sending a huge gust of wind toward Alison. It 
knocks her off her feet, books and papers flying. She stands 
amid the shower of papers, grabs one drifting past.
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On it is a rendering of a Wolf-Humanoid with caption: 
Changeling, Canis-Lupus - Bernese Oberland, 1896. 

END OF TEASER
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ACT 1

EXT. PEDESTRIAN MALL - DAY

Teams of POLICE and CLEAN-UP CREWS mopping up the mess left 
of the ice cream shop. The whole area is cordoned off. 
LIEUTENANT VANESSA WOLF--late 30s, pretty, gruff by 
disposition but knows how to reel it in too--arrives in her 
car. She's barefoot but she puts on a pair of Five-Fingers 
"toe shoes" before walking toward the scene. She ducks under 
the yellow tape and flashes her badge at the UNIFORMED 
OFFICER intercepting her. 

The Officer notices her feet. Then looks at her badge and 
sniggers.

WOLF
Something funny, Officer?

The Officer is flummoxed. Nor can he take his eyes of the 
Lieutenant's unorthodox footwear.

OFFICER
No, mam. It's just...

WOLF
Eyes up here Officer.

(beat)
Spit it out. 

He finally peels his eyes away.

OFFICER
It's your name, Lieutenant. A 
witness said she saw a wolf here.

WOLF
No kidding. What's the name?  

OFFICER
Well... Wolf.

WOLF
The witnesses' name.

The Officer gestures to a team of SUNGLASS-WEARING MEN 
gathered in front of the shop--FBI-looking types decked out 
in identical dark blue windbreakers. 

OFFICER
You'll have to talk to Carter for 
that.
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Wolf brushes past the officer, walking towards what's left of 
the ice cream shop. She locates CARTER--early to mid-40s, 
non-descript appearance, abrupt and off-putting manner. He's 
holding a clipboard, taking notes, directing people.

Wolf approaches him, displaying her badge, offering her hand. 

WOLF
Lieutenant Wolf.

Carter is reluctant, eyeing her and her feet. Wolf's hand is 
still out.

(beat)

She clears her throat. He finally shakes it. 

CARTER
Carter.

WOLF
Is that Mr. Carter? Officer Carter? 
Special Agent Carter?

CARTER
Just Carter. Directing HAZMAT 
clean-up. 

WOLF
What's the hazard?

CARTER
Gas.

(beat)

WOLF
Quite an explosion, huh? So much 
for 31 Flavors.

CARTER
More like 1,031 now. Tough to keep 
some of my men from licking it off 
the walls.

WOLF
Right. 

(beat)

CARTER
Wait, did you say Wolf? Ha.

WOLF
Ha, ha. I know. The alleged 
sighting. A She-Wolf in Denver.
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CARTER
Is that why you're here? Heading up 
the Supernatural Crimes Unit? Or is 
it the Fairy Tale Investigation 
Team?

WOLF
Just doing our due diligence.

CARTER
Well, it's quite a mess to sort 
through, but I'd wager you'll only 
find bits of metal and glass, 
blasted concrete, the occasional 
fragment of scorched Rocky Road.

WOLF
I'm sure you're right, Carter. But 
I'd like the name of that witness 
just the same.

CARTER
Alison Lobeski. Residing at 909 
Clarkson.

WOLF
I'm obliged. O.K. With you if I 
check out the roof?

CARTER
Just watch your step. Half the 
supporting girders went boom. And 
those don't exactly look like 
they'd withstand a shard. Or piece 
of rebar. 

(beat)
You could get a nasty infection.

WOLF
I thank you for your counsel.

Wolf negotiates the rubble toward the back of the shop with a 
quick and nimble step, moving silently like an animal. Carter 
watches with a suspicious eye, seeing her exit through a 
person-sized hole in the back wall. 

EXT. ROOF OF ICE CREAM SHOP - DAY

Wolf steps off a fire escape onto what's left of the roof, 
now wearing latex gloves. She looks around, noticing a 
similar scene in the distance where Valentina's weapon took 
out a chunk of building.
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After a bit of inspecting, she locates a clump of fur caught 
on the edge of a heat exhaust pipe. She squats down to 
retrieve it, eyes it, then deposits it in a bag and pockets 
it, takes one last look around, then heads back to the fire 
escape.

As she descends out of view, we see an Excel Energy Van 
parked a few blocks off. Inside are a couple of workers, 
struggling, gagged and bound. 

INT. DR. BIDWELL'S OFFICE - DAY

Lone Faculty member of the Department of Animal-Assisted 
Therapy at the University of Denver, DR. BIDWELL--mid 50s, a 
rumpled Proffesor sort, a bit high-strung for a Professor of 
Therapy--inhabits a shabby spot with makeshift shelves and a 
desk crammed in the corner. He's busy sorting through papers, 
hastily organizing while looking for something. Alison sits 
opposite the desk in a horribly collapsed loveseat, stroking 
a SMALL DOG who has ears like a bat's, Waiting for the 
opportunity to speak.

DR. BIDWELL
(mid-sentence)

Furthermore... What was I saying?

ALISON
What you always say. We're a small 
department; a micro department; 
we're only credentialed for this; 
we only have funding for that. Blah 
blah blah.

Bidwell stops fussing with the papers, gives her a look, 
perches on the edge of the desk.

DR. BIDWELL
What would you like me to say? You 
want me to go the Chair? Tell her 
that my only doctoral student is 
changing her thesis a month shy of 
the exam? That instead of writing 
about the efficacy of animal 
companions in the therapeutic 
setting she'd rather confabulate 
about werewolves?

ALISON
Confabulate? Werewolves? Are you 
suggesting I suffered a memory 
loss?
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DR. BIDWELL
And spectral vortices? And you 
actually reported these delusions 
to the police?

(beat)
Memory loss? I'm not sure about 
that. But I fear your academic 
credibility may be at risk.

ALISON
I seem to remember, once upon a 
time...

Bidwell interrupts.

DR. BIDWELL
Ah. Your verbiage is apropos. 

ALISON
Once upon a time, you embraced the 
notion of animal inhabitation. 
Psychological co-habitation, I 
should say. The Animal Mind. The 
Spirit Animal.

Bidwell waves her off.

DR. BIDWELL
Emblems. Metaphors. Analogues for 
getting to know the patient in a 
therapeutic setting. Just a window 
into how the patient self-
identifies. 

ALISON
What if I self-identify as Canis 
Lupus Americanus? Because whatever 
I saw at the Ice Cream Shop sure 
does.

DR. BIDWELL
Alison. We sit and listen to our 
patients. Provide them with nice 
doggies to pet. Enhance their 
oxytocin. Help them to relax. 

ALISON
(remembering)

Nice doggie.

DR. BIDWELL
What?
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ALISON
Just something I heard someone say.

DR. BIDWELL
Alison. Do you want the short 
answer or the long answer?

ALISON
Short.

DR. BIDWELL
No.

ALISON
How about the long one?

DR. BIDWELL
Emphatically, unequivocally, 
absolutely, beyond a shadow of a 
doubt and with every fiber of my 
being, no.

ALISON
So you're saying you'll think about 
it.

Bidwell smirks, finishing his preparations to leave. He looks 
around the room once more, still missing something, then 
Alison produces a book and hands it to him. He assents a 
grudging thanks then leaves and shuts the door.

(beat)

The door opens. Bidwell leans in. Alison hands him the dog.

INT. CRIME SCENE INVESTIGATION LAB - DAY

WILKE WALSH, CRIME LAB ANALYST--early 40s, jittery, smart and 
geeky, but not without charm--is looking through a 
microscope. His cell phone rings. He goes to answer it, finds 
it won't respond with his latex gloves on, then hurriedly 
rips them off.

Wolf enters quietly, walks up behind him.

Walsh speaks into the phone. 

WALSH
Hello? Hello? Damn.

Wolf touches him on the shoulder. Walsh starts, then notices 
her and frowns. 
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WALSH (CONT'D)
Every time with this sneaky routine 
Lieutenant? You think it never gets 
old?

Wolf settles into Walsh's chair, spinning around and putting 
her bare feet up on the desk.

WOLF
It's good practice.

WALSH
Really. For what?

WOLF
For being sneaky.

(beat)
Important Call was it?

WILKE
Yes. No. Not really.

WOLF
How's things here in the basement, 
Wilke?

WILKE
Soporific. But that's how I like 
it. Better than the crash and bang 
of the upstairs realm.

WOLF
Funny you should say that. There's 
been a bit of a crash and bang at 
Glacier Ice Cream.

WILKE
The shop in Lowry?

Wolf assents.

WILKE (CONT'D)
Oh I love that place. They make a 
kind of a cookie sandwich filled 
with your choice of ice cream. I 
like marshmallow ice cream with 
chocolate chocolate chip cookies, 
and...

Wolf Interrupts. 

WOLF
Sorry, no more cookie for you. 
There's not much left of the place. 



12.

WILKE
Damn. That is truly tragic. I 
really like that cookie sandwich. 
My daughter and I go there on 
Sundays. They have the nicest patio 
and you can watch them scooping the 
ice cream...

Wolf Interrupts again.

WOLF
Walsh, we're all very sad that your 
special ice cream sandwich is no 
more, but I need your help with 
something. 

(beat)
Now.

WILKE
I'm a little busy here Lieutenant. 

WOLF
I'll bring you an ice cream 
sandwich. 

WILKE
The kind I like blew up.

Wolf produces the baggie with the fur in it. She hands it to 
Wilke who puts on his magnification goggles, begins to 
inspect it, then looks up at Wolf.

WALSH
What does this have to do with ice 
cream?

WOLF
I retrieved it from the roof. Hung 
up on a heat exhaust. A curious 
artifact, don't you think?

WALSH
A low-flying bird. An errant bunny. 
An uncommonly hirsute heating 
technician. 

WOLF
Come on, Walsh. No way that's a 
feather. And how would a rabbit get 
up on that roof? Bionic legs?

WALSH
So you're going with hairy heating 
tech.?
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WOLF
I'm going with dog. Or wolf. Some 
kind of canine.

WALSH
And I'm the guy to end the 
speculation?

Wolf assents, winks.

Walsh softens, going into his best Scotty from Star Trek 
impression. 

WALSH (CONT'D)
DNA analysis will take 24 hours, 
Captain, but if you bring me my ice 
cream sandwich, I'll have it ready 
in four.

Wolf rolls her eyes, smiles, leaves. Walsh eyes the fur once 
again. 

INT. DOG RESCUE - DAY

A long row of identical kennels filled with scruffy looking 
dogs, many of whom are pacing and whining. Alison is in with 
a handsome, blue-eyed HUSKY, speaking to him matter-of-factly 
and taking notes.

ALISON
Wrecking Ball. Jumpsuit. Alligator. 
Fistful. Dynamite. Tikka Masala. 

The Husky whines and paces. Finally circles and lies down 
with his head in Alison's lap. She puts aside the notebook 
and begins petting him.

ALISON (CONT'D)
Don't have the heart for it today, 
huh? I know how you feel.

(beat)
Kind of an uneasy vibe around here. 
Tell me, have you noticed anything 
strange lately? Wolf-woman 
changelings dropping from the sky? 
Super-hero types with ray guns and 
goggles? Spectral Vortices?

She and the Husky exchange a look.

ALISON (CONT'D)
Must be me then.
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Suddenly there's a loud clanging on the bars. A startled 
Alison looks up to see a tall, lanky guy holding a metal cup. 
This is the Kennel Tech., ELLIS--mid 20's, directionless, 
goofy, but very comfortable in his own skin. 

ALISON (CONT'D)
Jesus. Can't you see we're having a 
moment.

ELLIS
Yes, I heard.

Alison gives him a hard stare.

ELLIS (CONT'D)
What's all this about spectral 
vortices? And she-wolves, was it?

ALISON
Nothing. Nothing for your feeble 
mind anyway. It's my dissertation.

ELLIS
Uh huh. Sounds like publishable 
material to me.

Alison averts her eyes, looks back at the husky. 

ELLIS (CONT'D)
Anyway, visiting hours are over.

ALISON
I'm not visiting. I'm volunteering. 
Working, remember.

ELLIS
Either way. I'm locking up. So say 
goodnight to these Hounds from 
Hell. 

ALISON
They do seem agitated, don't they.

ELLIS
(nods)

Howling to the moon and the sun 
too. It's been a veritable 
cacophonous sing-along. 

Alison assents. The Husky puts his head in her lap. 
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INT. ALISON'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Alison enters. Smallish apartment with a feel of "Academic's 
Shabby Chic": books, animal knick-knacks and arty animal 
posters, talismans, and a corkboard with pinned photos of the 
dogs at the kennel, along with accompanying notes. Alison 
sets down her keys, goes to remove her jacket, and pauses 
when she hears her cat, Izzy, yowling. 

ALISON
Single woman. No romantic 
prospects. Consumed with work. 
Hungry cat. No clichés around here. 

She goes to serve the cat and is interrupted by three sharp 
raps at the door. Alison gives a mock wide-eyed surprise look 
at the cat before going to the door.

ALISON (CONT'D)
My what a rude interruption. I'm 
afraid, my dear, your repast will 
have to wait.

She opens the door to find Lieutenant Wolf.

ALISON (CONT'D)
THAT is an authoritative knock.

WOLF
It goes with the job.

ALISON
And which job is that?

WOLF
Pol...

ALISON
(nodding and completing 
Wolf's word)

...ice

WOLF
Are you Alison Lobeski?

ALISON
In the fur.

WOLF
Excuse me?
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ALISON
Instead of in the flesh, you know. 

(beat)
It's a dog joke.

Wolf remains dead serious.

ALISON (CONT'D)
Forgive me. I've got canines on the 
brain.

WOLF
No, no. I get it. Funny. 

ALISON
As your hysterical laughter would 
seem to confirm.

Realizing they're still standing in the doorway, Alison 
gestures for Wolf to come in, parts the way, shuts the door 
behind her.

As Wolf walks by, Alison notices Wolf's bare feet. Wolf 
notices her noticing. She removes her Five Fingers from her 
hand bag.

WOLF
Shall I put on my shoes?

Alison looks at her. Confused.

WOLF (CONT'D)
It's a barefoot joke.

(beat)
You know. Instead of offering to 
take off my shoes.

ALISON
Touché. 

(beat)
No. By all means, remain pieds-nus. 

Wolf takes a tentative peak inside, eyeing the the animal-
bilia. 

ALISON (CONT'D)
I study dogs. Work with them. 

Wolf enters, begins subtly casing the place. 

WOLF
Miss Lobeski, my name is Lieutenant 
Wolf.
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ALISON
Of course it is.

WOLF
Funny coincidence, right? My 
colleagues have been laughing it up 
all day.

ALISON
Coincidence? Consilience is more 
like it. 

Wolf gives her a "do explain" look.

ALISON (CONT'D)
Agreement achieved by the same 
conclusion being reached from 
independent sources. Convergence of 
the truth. A unity of knowledge 
that's right there in front of your 
face. If you're willing to look, 
that is.

WOLF
So my last name proves you saw a 
wolf.

ALISON
A changeling. No. It doesn't prove 
anything. But it suggests to me 
that something is happening. A 
palpable concordance of Lupine 
extraction.

Wolf shoots her a give me a break look.

WOLF
You gave a statement? To Special 
Agent Carter?

ALISON
Just Carter. He didn't say he was a 
Special Agent. 

WOLF
What did you tell him?

ALISON
What did he tell you?

WOLF
Miss Lobeski. If you could please 
just answer my questions. So what 
did you see?
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Alison takes a deep breath.

ALISON
Two figures with super-human speed 
materializing out of the ether and 
duking it out with calculated 
ferocity. The one, a kind of super-
hero with high-tech goggles and a 
ray gun. The other, a wolf-woman 
changeling. They battled to a draw. 
Then the woman-woman took off after 
the wolf-woman into a spectral 
vortex. Oh, and, the Wolf almost 
bit me.

WOLF
Almost bit you?

ALISON
She fell off the roof and seemed 
dead. I took a step toward her and 
she came to. She seemed about to 
bite and...

WOLF
And what?

ALISON
It was like she recognized me. 

 Alison reconsiders the thought and waves it off.

ALISON (CONT'D)
You know that look you get from a 
dog? That's like "I'm a wild thing 
and you're from another world but 
some mysterious force, intrinsic or 
extrinsic, is telling me with a 
palpable certitude to forego my 
wildness for the moment and refrain 
from tearing your throat out?"

WOLF
Trust.

ALISON
Trust.

(beat)
Oh. Also... 

WOLF
Also?
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ALISON
The Wolf had a wound that 
spontaneously healed. 

Wolf gives her a quizzical look.

ALISON (CONT'D)
Closed up. Gone without a trace. No 
kidding. In the space of a few 
seconds.

(beat)
You know. From the ray gun.

WOLF
Right. From the ray gun. 

(beat)

Wolf's phone rings.

WOLF (CONT'D)
Hi Walsh. As a matter of fact, we 
were just talking about that. No I 
haven't forgotten. I'll be there 
directly, payment in hand. 

Wolf hangs up the phone.

WOLF (CONT'D)
Is there a decent ice cream shop 
around here?

INT. CRIME SCENE INVESTIGATION LAB - NIGHT

Walsh is holding the fur with a pair of tweezers. He peers at 
it through his magnifying glasses, seeing the intricate 
multi-colored strands. He swivels around in his chair to look 
at a bank of computer monitors, filled with images of wolves. 

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

EXT. UNIVERSITY CAMPUS - DAY

Sunny day. Alison is walking across her tree-laden campus 
carrying a full satchel plus an armful of books plus a cup of 
coffee. Just walking and noticing students and professors 
walk past. She sees a YOUNG MAN in the grass with a HUSKY 
hanging out. It sniffs the air and bolts up to Alison, pawing 
her, whining. Alison struggles to contain her cumbersome 
load, nearly spilling the cup of coffee. The young man gets 
up and begins running toward Alison. 

ALISON
Well hello there. What? I don't 
have any treats, if that's what 
you're bucking for. Usually, yes. 
Just not today.

The Young Man arrives, puts the dog on a leash.

YOUNG MAN
I'm so sorry. Don't know what's up 
with her. She never does that.

ALISON
Well. She is a husky. 

YOUNG MAN
She's a well-behaved husky. 
Usually, anyway.

Alison waves him off with a think nothing of it look and 
keeps walking. She passes a MIDDLE-AGED MAN with a BLACK 
HOUND DOG, leashed, straining and sniffing. The man can 
barely control him. Both dog and man come skittering up to 
Alison. He paws her. Jumps at her gently. She's startled but 
manages to save books and coffee from the inevitable spill. 
The dog is busy sniffing all around her feet and legs and 
crotch. He looks up at her and whines, then returns to the 
sniffing. 

ALISON
What's this? Two for two I guess. 

MAN 
(Out of breath)

Sorry about that. 

He looks at the dog, whose nose is still in Alison's 
business. 

MAN (CONT'D)
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Rex, stop that. Sit!

Rex sits begrudingly but continues to focus on Alison.

MAN (CONT'D)
Are you okay?

ALISON
I'm fine. Almost lost the coffee 
but all good now.

MAN
Well. Sorry again.

He tries to pull Rex away but the dog is obstinate.

MAN (CONT'D)
Come on, Rex. What is your problem 
today?

As the Man continues his struggles with Rex, a SMALL DOG 
comes out of nowhere, followed by a WELL-COIFFED WOMAN in 
high heels, waving a newspaper, struggling to catch up to the 
dog.

WOMAN
Marchand! Marchand! que faites-
vous? Venez! Venez ici! Come back 
here right now do you hear? Mauvais 
chien! Très mauvais.

Marchand arrives and stops. Sits dutifully. Looks up at 
Alison, who returns a curious gaze. 

WOMAN (CONT'D)
Begging your pardon Madam. Usually 
such a good dog.

The Woman directs her attention to Marchand.

WOMAN (CONT'D)
Mauvais Chien. Très mauvais. Do you 
hear hear me, Marchand? Très, Très 
Mauvais.

ALISON
Seems to be the refrain around 
here. 

WOMAN
Excusez Moi?

Alison regards the woman and her dog then looks around, still 
balancing the coffee and books.
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Then she does a half turn and sees a GAGGLE OF DOGS running 
in her direction. Some loose and unleashed. Some with OWNERS 
struggling to keep up. Some with OWNERS holding leashes and 
being pulled along. She notices the young man with the husky 
has lost control of her again. And here come the dogs. Full-
tilt. Toward her. Like gangbusters. 

ALISON
What the...

She's beset by dogs. But their overtures are mostly gentle. 
Sniffing her. Whining. Jostling with the other dogs to gain 
access. She's taken aback but saves her cargo, deftly 
balancing the coffee amid the chorus of apologies and "bad 
dogs" from the hapless owners. As if on cue, the dogs all 
silence and sit, looking up at Alison like they're awaiting 
instructions. The owners notice the obedience and go silent 
too. 

(beat)

The harmony ends when Alison is abruptly knocked off her feet 
by a huge GREAT PYRENEES. Books and coffee go flying.

ALISON (CONT'D)
... heck!

The Great Pyrenees takes to licking up Alison's coffee, then 
moves on to licking her face. She pushes herself up to her 
elbows and begins petting him, then looks around at the 
gathering of prostrate canines and notices a WOMAN in the 
distance running toward her, waving her hands.

DISTANT WOMAN 
Moose! No! Bad dog!

INT. CRIME SCENE INVESTIGATION LAB - DAY

A bifocal-wearing Walsh is busy typing at the computer, 
Alternately looking up at the multiple monitors and thumbing 
through the pages of a thick book. He drills his focus on 
some long sequences of numbers rapidly unfurling on the 
screen as Wolf sneaks up behind him and presses a cold ice 
cream sandwich wrapped in cellophane against his cheek.

WALSH
Jesus H!

Wolf gives him a bemused look.

WOLF
I wouldn't have taken you for 
Catholic.
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Walsh looks at Wolf above his bifocals, removes them, then 
pushes back the chair, tearing into the ice cream. 

WALSH
Polish Orthodox born and bred. A 
gift from the old country. It never 
really leaves you.

He salutes her with the half-eaten ice cream, sanctioning it.

WOLF
Glad you like. So tell me. What are 
we dealing with? The Big Bad Wolf? 
Or just some anomalous doggy fur?

Walsh gobbles the rest of the ice cream, slaps his hands 
clean, puts back the bifocals and swivels back to the 
monitor.  

WALSH
See this?

WOLF
It's spitting out numbers. Like 
it's thinking. Trying to decipher a 
code perhaps? 

WALSH
Yes. Sort of. They're algorithms. 
From our furry friend's DNA. The 
computer is looking for abberant 
amino acids along a strand of DNA, 
called "Single Nucleotide 
Polymorphisms, abbreviated SNP or 
"Snip." These are anomalous 
sequences that signal genetic 
variation, perhaps predictive of 
physiology or physiognomy, 
environmental stress response, 
susceptibility or resistance to 
disease states. And they can occur 
in coding or non-coding regions, 
meaning they may be superfluous or 
integral...

Wolf places a hand up to interrupt.

WOLF
Walsh. You know I love it when you 
go on like this, but could we 
distill this to Police English 
please.
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WALSH
Most display about one SNP for 
every 1,000 units of code. This has 
about 50 per 1,000. 

WOLF
Meaning it's not human? 

WALSH
Oh no, it's human. Even with that 
level of variation we're still 
talking about many billion of lines 
of code that match the human 
genome. 

Walsh is suddenly lost in thought.

WOLF
What?

WALSH
It's a working theory. 

WOLF
I'm all ears. Ha. 

WALSH
Remember I mentioned that SNPs 
occur in coding or non-coding 
regions?

Wolf assents.

WALSH (CONT'D)
The computer is finding the coding 
SNPs, of which I might add there 
are a preponderance. This means 
they contain information that can 
provoke rapid change. 

Wolf gives him a quizzical look. 

WALSH (CONT'D)
It essentially works the same in 
all of us. The environment, our 
diet, our thoughts, our state of 
mind. All work to help "read" the 
DNA, unleashing the proteins that 
cause biochemical change. Only this 
specimen potentially has the 
capacity to elicit change in an 
instant.   
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WOLF
But we're talking about changing 
into a totally different species, 
not just staving off disease or 
getting happy. 

Walsh removes his bifocals. Makes eye contact with Wolf.
(beat)

WALSH
It's a question of quantity. Not 
quality.

WOLF
What?

Walsh gestures at Wolf's bare feet.

WALSH
You're in touch with the earth's 
electromagnetic field. You believe 
in the power of the sun to power-up 
our mitochondria?

Wolf assents.

WALSH (CONT'D)
You know about the quantum field. 
Source energy. Everything is 
everywhere and nowhere, right? 
Change can be spontaneous. Millions 
of iterations existing 
simultaneously?

WOLF
I would say this somewhat aligns 
with my world view. Or rather, my 
universal view. 

WALSH
Right. Quantity over quality. 

He gestures at the figures on the monitor.

WALSH (CONT'D)
This spontaneous transformation 
represents an exponentially rapid 
re-arrangement of quantum waves. 
Just faster. Not different.

(beat)

Wolf is still somewhat incredulous. 
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WALSH (CONT'D)
Like I said, it's a working theory. 
But everything we know about DNA 
Identification is telling us that 
this...

He holds up the piece of fur.

WALSH (CONT'D)
...is human. 

INT. UNIVERSITY LIBRARY - DAY

Alison at a long desk in a dimly lit area, huddled over a big 
old leather-bound volume. Other books and papers strewn 
about. She looks up, bothered by something, and turns to 
notice a half-creepy, half-charismatic older guy wearing a 
black trench coat who has seated himself uncomfortably close 
to her. This is MUSZCA (pronounced Moosh-Ca)--mid 60s, 
misanthropic, kind of slimy but sexy too, with a wolfish Jack 
Nicholson aspect. 

Alison regards his proximity in the context of the very large 
otherwise empty desk, gives him a quizzical look. Muszca 
shoulders into her, looks down at the book, winks. 

MUSZCA
"Antecedents and Mechanism of Spontaneous Inter-Species 
Transformation in the Central Ural Mountains." An oldie but a 
goodie, right? And close to my heart. I'm half-Russian.

He picks it up and examines it.

MUSZCA (CONT'D)
And not a bad facsimile either. 
Although the title.

(He clucks.)
Kind of a clumsy translation, don't 
you think? Nice to know there's a 
decent copy, since the original was 
destroyed in the Reckoning. 

Alison looks around as if contemplating calling security. She 
delicately removes the book from Muszca's hands. Puts it back 
down. Smoothes out the pages.

Muszca leans over and imitates her, stroking the pages 
daintily, Meanwhile eyeing Alison with a half-gleeful, half-
menacing aspect. 

Alison continues looking at him, slack-jawed. Muszca stands 
up, revealing himself to be wearing shorts and sandals.



27.

His  feet are unfathomably hairy. He looks around then leans 
back down, his face way too close to hers.

MUSZCA (CONT'D)
Watch out for them. 

ALISON
Them?

MUSZCA
You know. Them. There's always a 
Them. 

(beat)
Okay. That will do then. I've 
certainly enjoyed our little 
parlay.

He walks off into the darkened library, hands in his pockets, 
whistling a tune.

INT. POLICE RECORDS ROOM - DAY

The requisite police station basement. Even more dark and 
dismal and oppressive than the crime lab. Wolf is bending 
down, clumsily trying to pick the lock giving access to a 
wire-doored room where the really important documents are 
kept. Suddenly a huge hand smacks the door above her head. It 
belongs to SERGEANT BEARKOWSKI (BEAR)--mid 40s, very tall and 
physically impressive but his size is belied by a tender 
nature; he's also whip-smart with a propensity for the 
poetic. Wolf Starts. Bear gives her a hard stare, then erupts 
into laughter.  

BEAR
Ms. Wolf.

Wolf attempts to hide the lock pick. Bearkowski clearly sees 
it.

WOLF
Mr. Bear.

BEARKOWSKI
You're lousy with that thing. You'd 
have made a terrible thief. In 
spite of your stalking nature. 

Wolf is sheepish. She gives him a you caught me look. Bear 
produces the key and opens the door, then gestures for Wolf 
to enter.
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There's a comically small table and two equally miniature 
chairs wedged between the stacks of documents and filing 
cabinets. Bear pulls out a chair for Wolf then sits in the 
other. The two of them crammed into the small space makes for 
an absurd scene.

BEAR
I ask myself: Why this otherwise 
crafty Wolf nosing and pawing 
around my den? With such clumsy 
contrivance? Such anemic artifice?  
I conjecture: This is an act of 
desperation. Time of the essence.  
Lives at stake and so forth. The 
very fabric of our civilization, 
perhaps, teetering on the precipice 
that is Lieutenant Wolf's 
apprehension and alacrity, her 
well-considered examination and 
interpretation, her expeditious 
action.

(beat)

Wolf's look changes from "deer in the headlights" to "okay 
smart ass you made your point." Bear Slams his hand down hard 
on the table, breaks out laughing.

BEAR (CONT'D)
Aint cops and robbers fun?!

WOLF
What can I say? You were at lunch.

BEAR
In the float tank actually. Only 
works when the digestion is off-
line. And I'm doing one meal a day. 

(beat)
You're here about the bang-up, yes? 
The great confectionary 
conflagration? 

Wolf assents. Bear gestures at Wolf's bare feet.

BEAR (CONT'D)
What do they tell you?

WOLF
To step lightly and quietly.

BEAR
As always. 

(beat)
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WOLF
They tell me that this one is 
somehow different. Something beyond 
the usual corporeal funny business.

Bear gives her a do-continue look. 

WOLF (CONT'D)
I'm thinking not a gas line at all. 
I'm thinking the source of the 
explosion was extrinsic to the 
structure. Like the friggin' roof 
was blasted with a rocket launcher. 
I'm thinking why I found doggie 
hair that checks out as human. Why 
the only witness just happens to be 
an aficionado of supernatural 
changelings. Notably, of the wolfy 
variety. I'm thinking is she compos 
mentis or is she a few pups short 
of a litter.

BEAR
Doggy hair?

WOLF
Wolfy, if you believe the witness. 
But according to our colleague it's 
human. 

BEAR
And the witness. A nice lady?

WOLF
Nice enough. A bit of a smart ass. 
She was on to me about something 
called consilience. 

Bear gives her a quizzical look and Wolf produces a notepad.

WOLF (CONT'D)
"Agreement achieved by the same 
conclusion being reached from 
independent sources... a palpable 
concordance of lupine extraction." 

BEAR
Eau du wolf. A lupine vibe. Here, 
there, everywhere.

(beat)

Bear reaches into a filing cabinet, produces a slim folder of 
documents, taps it with his index finger.
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BEAR (CONT'D)
You butt heads with a cat called 
Carter? At the scene?

WOLF
HAZMAT clean-up. Dressed like a 
Rent-a-Fed. We didn't exactly butt 
heads. Though he didn't strike me 
as congenial.

BEAR
He doesn't exist. I tried following 
up with him. As far as I could 
tell, he and his crew were never 
there. Never anywhere in fact.

Wolf begins perusing the documents.

BEAR (CONT'D)
And you heard about the Excel guys? 

WOLF
The power company?

BEAR
Couple of guys out there to repair 
the lines got ambushed. Hog-tied in 
their van.

WOLF
Did they see anything?

BEAR
Said they didn't know what hit 
them.

Wolf stands with difficulty, wedging her way out of the space 
and through the wire door. Then turns to face Bear.

WOLF
Thanks. Sorry about the...

(beat)

BEAR
Woefully incompetent attempt to 
breach my lair? Ain't no thing. 
Though I expect more from a 
Traceuse of your caliber.

Wolf smiles.

BEAR (CONT'D)
Damn.
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WOLF
What?

BEAR
I just realized. I'm hungry. 

EXT. DOWNTOWN SKYSCRAPER - DAY

Carter and several of the ostensible HAZMAT workers from Act 
I walking across a spacious brick walkway in front of the 
building. They're in a v-shaped configuration, with Carter in 
front and the rest fanning out behind. All wearing the same 
FBI-type windbreakers and sunglasses as they were before. At 
the top of the steps, Carter turns to face them. They stop in 
unison. One of them has a single smallish tusk protruding 
from one side of his face. Carter regards him and gestures 
toward his own upper lip. The man grunts. The tusk retracts.

INT. DOWNTOWN SKYSCRAPER - DAY

The HAZMAT team crosses the lobby, past the security desk, 
heading for the elevators. A SUNGLASS-WEARING SECURITY GUARD 
stands as they approach. 

SECURITY GUARD
Gentlemen.

CARTER
Ed.

At the elevator now, Carter produces a small device with a 
keypad, enters a code, and waves it adjacent to the 
elevator's buttons, as if scanning something. A third button 
materializes between the Up and Down arrows. It has a small 
icon of a parachute. Carter pushes it. The elevator doors 
open with a sound of sucking wind to reveal a pitch dark 
yawning chasm. Carter ushers the men past as one by one they 
jump into the abyss. Just as the last man has entered the 
elevator, a harried and sweaty BUSINESSMAN comes running 
through the lobby.

BUSINESSMAN
Hey! Hold it! Can you hold the 
door, man?!

The Businessman arrives to see Carter step in backward, 
facing out, now sporting a pair of protruding tusks. He seems 
suspended there for an instant. Just long enough for the 
Businessman to regard him and put the brakes on. Carter drops 
out of sight. The doors shut. 

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. DOG RESCUE - DAY

Alison methodically walking up and down the corridors between 
kennels. The dogs are fixated on her. She experiments with 
different movements: walking back and forth quickly, running, 
sitting and being nonchalant. The dogs continue to focus 
their attention on her. She begins skipping vigorously. 
Ellis, holding a bucket of kibble, enters from a door at the 
far end of the corridor, seeing Alison from behind. She 
reaches the end and turns, noticing him.

ELLIS
I like your moves.

ALISON
Thanks.

Ellis gestures at a kennel. 

ELLIS
So. You're liberating yourself from 
the typical narrow confines. Or 
just taking a break to do your WOD?

Alison composes herself, walks past Ellis to some cubbies at 
corridor's end, grabs her backpack and takes out a folder. 
The dogs continue their calm fixation, oblivious to Ellis' 
kibble. 

ALISON
Come here. I want to show you 
something. 

Ellis sets down the bucket, still unnoticed by the dogs, and 
joins Alison on the floor near the cubbies. She reads.

ALISON (CONT'D)
"Nor does transformation signal or 
determine limitation or constraint. 
To the contrary, corporeal co-
habitation is among the least 
potent of the Changeling arts.

Alison pauses. Shuffles some pages. Continues.

ALISON (CONT'D)
"The more prolific and formidable 
powers conferred upon the subject 
include sway... not only of thought 
but of action and deed."

(beat)
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Ellis grabs the sheets from Alison. Begins thumbing through 
them.

ELLIS
No title page on this thing?

ALISON
It's a photocopy. Excerpts from 
Antecedents and Mechanism of 
Spontaneous Inter-Species 
Transformation in the Central Ural 
Mountains.

ELLIS
Catchy title. 

ALISON
It's a poor translation.

(beat)

ELLIS
So what does this have to do with 
your thesis?

ALISON
Everything. Nothing.
The dogs. They're transfixed. 

(beat)
I believe they are under my sway.

ELLIS
Because they like to watch you 
skipping?

ALISON
Because I'm connected to them. I 
can feel it. 

(beat)
Watch.

Alison begins opening the kennel doors, one by one. Ellis 
starts but she shushes him. The dogs remain motionless, still 
fixated. Then she grabs the kibble and places a handful at 
the feet of each dog, walks back to Ellis. A Jack Russell at 
the far end emits a small whine. She shushes him too. 

ALISON (CONT'D)
Eat.

The dogs begin eating in unison. Ellis stands up.

ALISON (CONT'D)
Stop.
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The dogs stop, returning to their fixation on Alison. The 
Jack Russell whines again. Alison gives him a look.

ELLIS
Holy Friggin' Shnauzer. 

Alison regards Ellis and gives him a smug look, losing her 
concentration.

The dogs cut loose. Chaos. Alison tries to make herself heard 
among the fray.

ALISON
Whoa! Quiet! Stop! Sit! Back in 
your kennels! Buster! Hector! 
Aesha!

Ellis lets out a piercing whistle. The dogs stop.

ELLIS
Kennel up!

The dogs return to their kennels. Ellis gives Alison a look. 

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

O'HALLORAN, the precinct Captain, holding a sheaf of papers a 
leaning on an office chair while nosing around a shabby 
cubicle. He sees a plaque that says "L'Art Du Deplacement: 
A.D.A.P.T. Certification Level 3, Denver, CO 2010." Next to 
that a picture of a young girl ricocheting off the side of a 
wall, airborn in mid-flip. Next to that a young woman in Judo 
dress and blackbelt. We recognize this one as Lieutenant 
Wolf. 

Wolf approaches from behind, carrying a cup of coffee, and 
with one hand quickly spins the chair O'Halloran is leaning 
on. He reaches out to steady himself.  Wolf expertly grabs 
his arm.

WOLF
Nice of you to stop by Captain.

The Captain regards her bare feet.

O'HALLORAN
How many times I warned you about 
that Wolf?

Wolf seats herself, sets down the coffee, slips her feet into 
a pair of moccasins, spins around to face her desk.
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O'Halloran places his hands on the back of the chair and 
leans back in toward the cubicle once more. 

O'HALLORAN
What's this, Lieutenant?

WOLF
My girlhood accolades.

O'Halloran focuses on the computer monitor, which shows a 
grainy image of a black Town Car, license plate number almost 
visible. He gestures at it.

O'HALLORAN
I mean this. 

WOLF
Footage from the Excel Energy van.

O'HALLORAN
The what? 

Wolf works the keyboard as the image tightens in on the 
license plate. Then turns around to face the Captain.

WOLF
The guys who were Shanghaied at the 
ice cream shop, remember? 

O'HALLORAN
Oh, I remember. I also remember 
there wasn't a crime.

WOLF
How about destruction of property. 
Destruction of a locally cherished 
confectionary shop, in fact. Walsh 
is still in pieces over it. 

(beat)
He was partial to a special 
sandwich they make over there. 
Marshmallow ice cream between two  
chocolate chip cookies...

O'Halloran gives her a hard stare.

WOLF (CONT'D)
It's a morale issue Captain.

O'HALLORAN
It's a dog chasing its own tail. A 
Wolf, rather.
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Wolf acknowledges the attempt at humor with a sour look. 

O'HALLORAN (CONT'D)
What are the hard-working tax 
payers of the city and county of 
Denver paying you for Lieutenant? 
Do you have a smart answer for 
that? To prowl around like an 
animal and chase fairy tale 
specters. 

WOLF
At the moment. Yes.

O'Halloran clams up, simmering with antipathy. 

O'HALLORAN
(and Wolf, mockingly, in 
unison)

24 hours.

O'Halloran's face puffs up in barely suppressed rage. He 
smacks the sheaf of papers against his other hand, then 
leaves. Wolf slips off the moccasins and goes back to her 
computer, continuing to focus in on the car's plate. She 
takes a screen shot.

INT. CRIME SCENE INVESTIGATION LAB - DAY

Wolf and Walsh sitting in front of the monitors, Walsh typing 
away. A nearby printer spits out a page. 

WALSH
It's dubious. but my best guess is 
X-C-O-R-P-2-zero.

WOLF
X-Corp Twenty?

Walsh makes a "best as I can tell" gesture and smiles. Wolf 
makes to leave. 

WOLF (CONT'D)
Thanks.

WALSH
Anything for my Angel of Ice Cream. 
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EXT. DOWNTOWN SKYSCRAPER - DAY

Wolf driving by the building that Carter and his minions 
disappeared into. The address placard reads 1702. She pulls 
into the garage.

INT. DOWNTOWN SKYSCRAPER - DAY

Wolf crosses the lobby headed toward Ed, the sunglass-wearing 
security guard. She shows her badge, offers her hand.

WOLF
Good afternoon. I'm Lieutenant 
Wolf.

The Security guard shakes her hand.

SECURITY GUARD
Ed.

WOLF
Nice to meet you, Ed.

ED
What can I do for you Lieutenant?

WOLF
I'm looking for a company called X-
Corp.

ED laughs.

ED
X-Corp? Sounds made up.

WOLF
I agree. The company filing lists 
the address as 1702.5 California 
St.

Ed laughs again.

ED
1702.5? That's definitely made up.

(beat)

WOLF
So you've never heard of them.
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ED
Show me a company residing at 1702 
California St., and I'll tell you 
all about them. 1702.5? No such 
number. No such name.

WOLF
Elvis fan, huh?

ED
He's the King.

(beat)

WOLF
How long have you worked here, Ed?

ED
Going on 22 years.

WOLF
That's a good run. 

Ed nods yes. Scratches his eye beneath his sunglasses without 
removing them. 

WOLF (CONT'D)
Ever come across a man called 
Carter? Non-descript Anglo male? 
Wearing an FBI-style windbreaker?

Ed laughs.

ED
Not since Law and Order. But I 
stopped watching when Briscoe left.

WOLF
Jerry Orbach. Yeah, he was good.

(beat)

ED
Did you have some more questions?

WOLF
Guess not.

(beat)
Must be hard to see with those 
sunglasses. It's kind of dark in 
here.

ED
Is that a question?

Wolf winks.
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ED (CONT'D)
I have a eye condition.

WOLF
Ok. I'm just going to look around 
the lobby a bit. Nice meeting you 
Ed. 

Ed nods and watches as Wolf walks off towards the elevator, 
regarding her unusual shoes. He quickly removes his 
sunglasses to rub his eyes. We get a brief glimpse before he 
puts them back on. They're like a lizard's. He reaches for 
the phone.

INT. NEAR ELEVATOR OF BUILDING - DAY

Wolf approaches the elevator, looking around. She stares hard 
at the two buttons, finally pushing Up. The elevator dings 
and opens. It's the Harried Businessman from the other day. 
He and Wolf make brief eye contact. The Businessman lowers 
his eyes and shuffles past. 

INT. ALISON'S APARTMENT - DAY

Alison hunkered down on her couch with a bunch of papers, 
including pages from Antecedents and Mechanism of Spontaneous 
Inter-Species Transformation in the Central Ural Mountains. 
She takes a sip of wine. Out of nowhere, Izzy the cat jumps 
onto her lap. Alison starts, then begins stroking the cat's 
back.

ALISON

You definitely have them beat with 
the element of surprise. 

Izzy looks at her.

ALISON (CONT'D)
I mean dogs. 

She has a thought.

ALISON (CONT'D)
Hold on. 

Alison puts Izzy on top of the couch. Gets up, grabs a can 
opener, goes to the kitchen, begins opening a can of cat 
food. Izzy watches as Alison places the food in the bowl. 
They continue staring at each other, Alison with can opener 
still in hand. 
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ALISON  (CONT'D)
(with gravity)

Eat.

Izzy remains motionless, looks at her, blinks.
(beat)

ALISON (CONT'D)
No dice, huh? It would seem, my 
dear, that you are decidedly not 
under my sway. 

Three sharp raps at the door. 

ALISON (CONT'D)
Lieutenant Wolf, I presume.

Alison puts down the can opener, goes to the door, opens it. 
It's Carter and a couple of his MINIONS.

ALISON (CONT'D)
You're...

Before she can finish her sentence, Carter opens his hand. A 
flash emanates from his palm. Alison slumps over. The minions 
catch her. Before losing consciousness she finishes her 
sentence

ALISON (CONT'D)
... not a Special Agent. 

EXT. OUTSIDE ALISON'S APARTMENT - DAY

Wolf pulls up and parks at the curb, gets out, walks around 
the back of the car and toward the front of the building. She 
hears a screech of tires from the alley. It's a WHITE VAN 
with a license plate reading "XCorp20". She catches a glimpse 
of the driver. He appears to have two small tusks. She takes 
a bead on the van's direction, sees it stop at a light, then 
vaults up and slides across the hood of her car, jumps back 
in.

INT. WOLF'S CAR - DAY 

Wolf turns onto the street in pursuit. She eyeballs the van a 
block ahead, puts the pedal to the metal. Flicks a button 
that activates her DIGITAL RADIO. 

WOLF
Any units in the Uptown district. 
I'm in pursuit of a white van.

(MORE)
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WOLF (CONT'D)
License Plate X-ray, Charlie, 
Oscar, Romeo, Papa, two, zero. I 
repeat X-ray...

A voice cuts her off. It belongs to OFFICER MILLER.

INT. MILLER'S CRUISER - CONTINUOUS

Officer Miller--mid 40s, obese, sarcastic--speaks into his 
digital radio. 

MILLER
XCorp20? It sounds made up.

INTERCUT - PHONE CONVERSATION

WOLF
Miller?

MILLER
Big Bad Wolf. 

WOLF
How's the diet?

MILLER
Great. I'm down to 292.

WOLF
Nice work. What's your location? 

MILLER
About three blocks ahead of you, 
headed Westbound on Eighth.

Miller turns on his flashers and siren. 

MILLER (CONT'D)
And I believe I have a visual on 
your suspect. What are they 
suspected of by the way? Howling at 
the moon? Impersonating Grandma? 

WOLF
Hilarious...

MILLER
No. Wait: Huffing and Puffing 
and...
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Before he can finish he is T-BONED by a second WHITE VAN. The 
cruiser goes flying.

INT. WOLF'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

She spots the crash a couple of blocks ahead and gets there 
in time to see the second white van speeding away. The 
license plate says XCorp21. She stops her car, runs to the 
upturned cruiser, pries open the door, unbuckles the seat 
belt, and tries but fails to extract Officer Miller. 

WOLF 
(looking around)

Help! I can't get him out.

A muscly Bystander comes to help. He peers in the car, gives 
Wolf a what-the-Hell look. They each grab an arm and pull, 
finally succeeding in extracting him and getting him out of 
harm's way. An exhausted Wolf drops down and looks in the 
direction of the pursuit. XCorp20 is long gone. 

INT. DOWNTOWN SKYSCRAPER - DAY

Carter and his two minions escorting a dazed Alison through 
the lobby of 1702 California. They have placed sunglasses on 
her. She's walking of her own accord but is not herself, as 
if she'd been drugged. Ed stands as they approach. 

ED
Gentlemen.

CARTER
Ed. 

ED
(addressing Alison)

Ma'am.

Alison doesn't respond. Ed notices her sunglasses are 
identical to his. 

ED (CONT'D)
I dig your shades. 

They arrive at the elevator. Carter performs the same ritual 
as before. The parachute button appears. Carter pushes it. 
The elevator arrives, opens with a whooshing sound. The two 
minions grab Alison by the elbows. In unison, the four of 
them step into the abyss. 

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

EXT. DOWNTOWN SKYSCRAPER - DAY

Wolf is looking for an incognito place to park near 1702 
California. It's a busy downtown and there are no spaces. She 
finally pulls into a handicapped space across the street, 
reaches into her dash and produces a handicapped placard, 
then settles in with a cup of coffee and a danish.

INT. WOLF'S CAR - NIGHT

A weary Wolf has been parked for several hours. She's 
starting to doze off when a BEAT COP startles her by knocking 
at the window.

COP
Hey. What are you, handicapped?

Wolf rolls down the window and produces her bare feet.

WOLF
No. But I lost my shoes.

The Beat Cop doesn't bite so Wolf flashes her badge. He waves 
his hand dismissively, continues on his way. Wolf watches him 
walk past, revealing a white van pulling out from behind the 
building. It's got a badly damaged front bumper. Wolf starts 
the car, looks behind her to back up.

WOLF (CONT'D)
This Little Piggy went to Market. 
This Little Piggy stayed home. This 
Little Piggy is up to some 
mischief. 

Wolf follows the van as it heads out of downtown and onto 
COLFAX AVENUE, a rapidly gentrifying former main drag with an 
eclectic mix of hipster coffee shops, gun stores, pot stores, 
pawn shops, and trendy bistros. Lots of pedestrians are out 
and about: Homeless, Drug addicts, and Drag Queens in the mix 
with the Gentry. 

WOLF (CONT'D)
Great. The scenic route.

Wolf grabs her cell phone and dials.
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INT. WALSH'S HOME - CONTINUOUS

The open kitchen of a modest suburban home. Walsh is peering 
into his refrigerator when he hears his phone. 

WALSH
Lieutenant. How's the wolf hunt? 

INTERCUT - PHONE CONVERSATION

WOLF
Pig hunt is more like it. No, wait. 
Do pigs have tusks?

Walsh has gone back to his investigation of the fridge. He 
wedges the phone between shoulder and ear as he compiles 
ingredients for a sandwich. 

WALSH
Are you kidding me, Wolf? Boars. 
You're thinking of wild boars.

WOLF
Right. Boars. They're related to 
pigs though, yes? Probably pretty 
tricky to take one down.

WALSH
Well. They're big suckers. Mean 
too.  

(beat)

WALSH (CONT'D)
Wolf? You there?

Wolf is distracted, lost in thought. She sees the van about a 
block ahead, stopped at a crosswalk with a demonstration for 
Homeless Rights happening. One of the DEMONSTRATORS is dead 
center in front of the van, berating its occupants.

WOLF
Walsh, why I called. I'm about 99% 
sure our witness at the exploded 
ice cream shop has been abducted by 
a nefarious conglomerate called X-
Corp, whose employees drive white 
vans and may have tusks. Sharp 
ones. On their faces.

WALSH
Don't get too close then.
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Wolf again looks at the van. The homeless demonstrators have 
grown in number, gathered en masse around the van. The other 
cars have begun to honk. 

WALSH (CONT'D)
Wolf? I'm getting radio silence.

WOLF
Sorry Walsh. Hold on. 

The HOMELESS have begun to attack the van, shaking it, 
crawling on top of it, hitting the windshield and headlights 
with sticks and bats. It's turning into a Night of the Living 
Dead-style assault. Wolf opens the window, cranes her head 
out to get a better look. Crowd noise, shouting, and breaking 
sounds become audible.

WALSH
Where are you, Wolf? Sounds like a 
bit of a melee. 

Suddenly, a closed hand emerges from the van's passenger side 
window. It opens with a brilliant flash. Wolf shields her 
eyes, then uncovers them to see the van totally intact, the 
Demonstrators gone. 

WOLF
Walsh? 

WALSH
Wolf?

WOLF
Not really a melee. Just some 
Demonstrators. I'm on Colfax. The 
van is headed westbound. Up into 
the hills I'm guessing. 

Walsh has now abandoned his sandwich project and gone to his 
office, firing up a high-tech computer and monitor with 
satellite tracking. 

WALSH
Did you communicate with 
O'Halloran?

WOLF
No. Neither should you. 

(beat)
Just letting you know where I am, 
what I'm doing. 

Walsh is typing and looking at the monitor. He has pinpointed 
Wolf's location with his navigation software. 



46.

WALSH
Wolf?

WOLF
Walsh?

WALSH
I now know where you are. Stay on 
the grid.

Walsh hangs up. Wolf watches the van speed away. Traffic is 
still backed up, so she guns it and drives on the wrong side 
of the street, passing the line of cars, scattering the 
Demonstrators. The van is up ahead, driving away from the 
city. 

INT. WOLF'S CAR - SOME TIME LATER

Wolf is still tailing the Van, now on a steep two-lane 
highway headed into thick evergreens, the larger mountains 
beyond, city lights behind them in the distance.

The van enters a small town with not much sign of life. The 
only noise emanates from a seedy looking bar with classic 
rock blasting from its windows and a couple of shady mountain 
man types smoking out front. They stare daggers at Wolf as 
she passes. On the opposite street there's a woman walking a 
huge hog on a leash, muttering at it. A shadowy figure peers 
out from a dilapidated mining-era cabin.

Wolf notices a hand-painted sign that says Welcome to 
Nowhere! Nowhere, Colorado, Population: Strange.

WOLF
Jesus. You got that right. 

Up ahead a couple of scruffy dogs are chasing after the van, 
hackles up. They drop the chase after a bit then sit down in 
the street, forlorn, whining. When Wolf approaches, they perk 
up and run alongside her car for a time before disappearing 
into the shadows.

Wolf reaches the end of the town, demarcated with another 
sign that says Now You've Been to Nowhere. Watch for 
Critters! She's looking in the rear view at the receding town 
when she sees something up ahead, then slams the brakes hard. 
There's a large WILD BOAR in the middle of the road, 
intransigent, snorting softly. She's losing the Van, barely 
able to make out the red tail lights, so she drives onto the 
dirt shoulder and guns it, just in time to see the van 
turning onto a country road.
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INT. WOLF'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

A creepy, rutted country road with an ancient gnarled 
barbwire fence. The Van is still in her sights. Wolf feels 
like she's being watched. She glances to the side of the road 
to see three pairs of red eyes in the dark, staring at her. 
They disappear in an instant, leaving Wolf questioning her 
senses.

She shakes it off and continues her pursuit, squinting into 
the darkness. The road steepens, worsens. Now she's driving 
over boulders and through a small rivulet, tires squealing on 
the slippery stones. The van crests a hill up ahead and 
disappears. Wolf's car lurches and whines as she struggles to 
stay on the road, the stones thumping her undercarriage. With 
much effort, she finally succeeds in surmounting the hill and 
enters a large clearing.

The van is some distance ahead, parked. Wolf is too far away 
to make them out clearly, but there appear to be two men and 
a woman leaving the van.

EXT. FOREST CLEARING - CONTINUOUS

Wolf stops the car and gets out, begins to approach 
stealthily, moving from tree to tree. 

When she looks again the van is gone, replaced by what 
appears to be a FREESTANDING ELEVATOR. She tries to get 
closer without being heard or seen. The three figures are 
standing in front of the elevator structure now. One of them 
has removed an apparatus of some sort and is placing it in 
front of the elevator panel. The doors open. Wolf sprints 
toward them. 

WOLF
Alison Lobeski!? It's Lieutenant 
Wolf.

She fires a warning shot. The two men turn to look at her. 
One of them covers the woman's mouth, before all three of 
them drop into the abyss. The elevator de-materializes. She 
holsters her gun, heads toward the disappeared elevator.

Wolf arrives at the spot and begins to investigate. There's 
no trace of anything. When she turns back in the direction of 
her car, she sees a second white van blocking her way. It's 
Carter and two of his minions. They make eye contact. She 
goes for her gun. Carter smiles as Wolf is surprised by a 
CHARGING BOAR, attacking from her blind side. She manages to 
leap up and almost jump over the animal but it thrashes and 
pierces her side with a tusk, throwing her to the ground.
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She lands and executes a forward roll, then quickly trots 
away on all fours to the safety of a large tree. Looking up 
to see the animal once again charging toward her, she aims 
and fires. The Boar squeals and crumples to the ground. She 
drags herself around the tree for protection, noticing two 
more WILD BOARS running through the forest at her. She peers 
around the tree in the direction of Carter. The van is gone, 
an elevator in its place. She fires at the Boars, misses, 
then fires again, hitting and stopping one while the other  
keeps charging. She steals another glance in the direction of 
Carter, just in time to see him step into the elevator and 
wave goodbye. Now the Boar is almost upon her. She fires, 
misses, fires again and hits him square between the eyes. He 
crumples to the ground, his head on her lap.

As she's struggling to push the animal off her, she looks 
back toward the elevator. The two minions begin to walk 
briskly in her direction. Now they're running. Now they 
transmute into more wild boars. She fires her last bullet and 
hits MINION/BOAR #1 in the flank. He is down momentarily but 
not out of the fight.

Still pinned beneath the boar, she manages to wrap both legs 
around it and flip it, freeing herself. MINION/BOAR #2 
continues his charge. Wolf looks up at the tree, spies a 
branch about 10 feet up. She takes a few steps back, then 
runs at the tree and tic-tacs off it, propelling herself high 
enough to grab the limb. Suddenly, the charging Boar is 
knocked out of the frame by what appears to be an iridescent 
VAPOROUS FORM. It is She-Wolf. Lieutenant Wolf climbs atop 
the limb and turns in the direction of Minion/Boar #2, who is 
just momentarily fazed. Then her gaze tracks up an adjacent 
tree to see She-Wolf, with fur-tipped ears, pointy canines. 
They lock eyes for a moment. Lieutenant Wolf turns back to 
Minion/Boar #1, who has shaken off his injury and resumed his 
charge.

She-Wolf suddenly transmutes back into the vaporous form, 
seeming to take aim at Lieutenant Wolf only to re-materialize 
on the ground as a fierce wolf situated between the tree and 
Boar #1 . They face off. The Boar charges. She-Wolf evades it 
easily and takes a chunk out of its flank. It charges again. 
She-Wolf leaps over it and as it turns back to face her she 
deftly latches onto its throat.

Lieutenant Wolf is growing woozy. Breathing heavily with 
pain, she notices her shirt is soaked through with blood. She 
grabs onto a second branch overhead to steady herself and 
lifts up her shirt: there's a deep, bloody gash.

Meanwhile, Boar #2 has roused himself and is back in the 
fight. He charges toward the tree. With nausea beginning to 
overtake her, Lieutenant Wolf is losing her balance.
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She reaches her free hand toward another branch, misses, 
gropes along the tree for another hold, but fails to find 
one. Now she's about to faint. She loses her balance and 
falls but catches herself by the branch, kept aloft by her 
tenuous grip. Her fingers slowly open as she falls to the 
ground below.

She's barely conscious, the Boar charging straight at her. 
Grunting, snorting, its tusks inches away. She raises her 
hands to protect herself, then hears more grunting, fierce 
growling, a sharp squeal. Everything goes black. 

EXT. FOREST CLEARING - MINUTES LATER

Wolf is starting to come to. Feeling herself lifted into the 
air by a pair of gigantic arms, she sees the stars overhead 
and realizes she is being carried. There's a 4x4 police 
cruiser up ahead. She looks around and sees the remains of 
Minion/Boar #1 and the now-dead Minion/Boar #2, both with 
their throats torn out. No sign of She-Wolf. Then she cranes 
her neck around to see who/what is carrying her. It's 
Sergeant Bearkowski. He smiles at her. She manages a pained 
smile back. All goes black once again. 

END OF ACT FOUR
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TAG

INT. WOLF'S BEDROOM - DAY

Sunlight creeping through the windows of Wolf's bedroom. 
She's in a restless, pain-killer induced sleep. The cell 
phone on the nightstand appears to ring and she awakens with 
a start, reaching for the phone and knocking over two pill 
bottles in the process. But the phone is silent and she 
realizes it was a dream. She leans over and grabs a couple of 
the pills off the floor, sits herself up in bed, then lifts 
up her shirt, examines her injury, and winces. After a couple 
of deep breaths, she gets out of bed and goes for water.

INT. WOLF'S KITCHEN - DAY

Wolf makes herself a cup of coffee, goes to the sofa, puts 
her feet up, and begins thumbing through a stack of mail, 
tossing the junk in the direction of a nearby trash can. A 
thick manila envelope catches her attention. She turns it 
over. No address, no postage mark, just her name, WOLF, in 
ornate calligraphy. She clears everything off the table and 
onto the floor in one fell swoop, then opens the envelope and 
fans the contents onto the table. 

It's a dossier of the last few days' events. There are photos 
of the ice cream shop, the fight between She-Wolf and 
Valentina, the semi-conscious Wolf at Alison's feet, the 
spectral vortex; there are photos of Carter and his Minions: 
at the Ice Cream Shop, leaving the Excel Van, in the X-Corp 
lobby, stepping into the elevator, sprouting their tusks; 
there's a photo of the Harried Businessman; a photo of Ed the 
Security Guard with his lizard eyes; and photos of Alison: at 
the Ice Cream Shop watching the fight, on the campus 
surrounded by dogs, at the kennel with Ellis. There's also a 
sheaf of photocopied pages from Antecedents and Mechanism of 
Spontaneous Inter-Species Transformation in the Central Ural 
Mountains. It contains images of known changelings--wolves, 
boars, cougars, bears, buffaloes, badgers, and, curiously, 
bunnies. It also contains the sheet Alison had at the Ice 
Cream Shop--the black and white image of a Wolf-Man with 
caption: Changeling, Canis-Lupus - Bernese Oberland, 1896. 

Lastly, there are pictures of Wolf: entering Alison's 
apartment, in the X-Corp lobby, in the forest with She-Wolf 
and the Boars, being carried by Bearkowski.

Wolf lingers on the forest images for a while, processing. 

Suddenly, there's a knock at the door. She goes to open it. 
Looking through the peephole but finding the image blurry, 
she opens the door but keeps it on the chain.



51.

Whoever it is stays partially out of view. All she sees is a 
pair of hairy feet in sandals, bare legs, the bottom of a 
black trench coat.

As Wolf attempts to process what she's seeing, the figure 
steps fully into view, inserting a finger into the space 
between door and jamb. It's Muszca.

MUSZCA
Hello there you wily Wolf. I'm 
Muszca. 

END


