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EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - NIGHT 

Three truckers, draped in flannel and American flags, exit 
the diner. 

They make their way towards the edge of the parking lot 
where their rigs are parked. Two split off, and the third, 
LLOYD (40's), takes out his keys. 

He drops them, and bends down to pick them up. As he does, 
he happens to look underneath his rig. 

ON THE OTHER SIDE, A PAIR OF CLAWED FEET RUSH OUT OF SIGHT.

LLOYD SNAPS UP. He stands, silent, and listens. 

LLOYD
Hello?!

No answer. Lloyd calms himself and approaches his truck. 

He unlocks the driver's side and hoists himself into the 
cab. 

INT. LLOYD'S TRUCK - CAB - CONTINUOUS 

Lloyd's cab is decked out with the usual trucker 
accouterments: confederate flag, fuzzy dice, hula girl on 
the dash. 

Lloyd sits in his driver's seat, still a little shaken. He 
takes a moment to think, shakes his head, and sticks the 
keys inside. 

He turns the ignition. The truck STALLS. Lloyd furrows his 
brow. He tries again. It still STALLS. 

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Goddamn, cheap ass--

Lloyd opens the driver's door and hops out. 

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS 

Lloyd grabs the hood and tries to pop it. It sticks. He 
tries harder. No luck. 

LLOYD (CONT'D)
The hell...?



Lloyd walks around to the other side of the cab. His eyes 
widen. 

MASSIVE CLAW MARKS HAVE DUG THROUGH THE SIDE OF THE CAB, 
MANGLING THE HOOD AND ENGINE. 

Lloyd hurries back inside the cab. 

INT. LLOYD'S TRUCK - CAB - CONTINUOUS 

Lloyd grabs his radio. 

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Break 19, I got a Mayday situation, 
anybody copy?

Lloyd releases the radio, hearing only STATIC. He tries 
again. 

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Break 19, Mayday, Mayday, I got some
kind of damage to my car, anybody 
out there copy?

Still, STATIC. 

THE TRUCK ROCKS VIOLENTLY. Lloyd catches himself on the 
dash and drops the radio. 

Terrified, Lloyd digs under his seat for a SMALL SHOTGUN. 
He makes sure it's loaded, cocks it, and jumps out. 

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS 

Lloyd stumbles as he hits the ground, but straightens back 
up and holds his shotgun at the ready. His eyes scan the 
top of his truck and around it. 

LLOYD (CONT'D)
You got ten seconds to show yourself
before I blow your head off!

He slowly makes his way around the cab and the the opposite
side. Now blocked from view of the diner, Lloyd walks 
carefully through the darkness. 

A CLAW SNATCHES LLOYD BY HIS ANKLE AND PULLS HIM OUT OF 
SIGHT. THE GUN FALLS TO THE GROUND, USELESS. THE SOUND OF 
GUSHING BLOOD AND LLOYD CHOKING DIE OUT QUICKLY.

All is quiet. The moon grows larger. 



EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - ROOF - NIGHT 

The yellow moon is massive in the night sky. Set up on the 
roof are a few lawn chairs, a snack table, a radio, 
telescope, and camera. 

Abby takes a few Polaroids and sets the pictures aside. 

ABBY
You can just see all the details. 
Look at that, every crater in the 
moon is just right there.

Abby turns to Liam and Samantha, who have decided to make 
out in one of the lawn chairs. Christian is zoning out, 
bored. 

Abby hesitates, and goes back to looking at the moon. 

CHRISTIAN 
So what's the deal?

ABBY
Huh?

Christian gestures vaguely. 

CHRISTIAN 
Why are you gonna sit up here all 
night? It's just the moon. Why is it
so important?

Abby smiles and takes a seat next to him. 

ABBY
Why isn't it important to you?

CHRISTIAN
I asked you first.

Abby returns her eyes to the sky. 

ABBY
I don't know, really. Every poet 
from every century talks about the 
moon. There are moon goddesses, moon
spirits. You know, one of the very 
first movies was about a trip to the
moon. 



CHRISTIAN 
So?

ABBY
Isn't there something beautiful 
about that? Don't you think?

Abby takes another Polaroid. 

ABBY (CONT'D)
This is the same moon that George 
Melies made his movie about. The 
same moon that the Greeks worshiped 
as Selene. And it's still so bright. 

Abby sighs dreamily and lays flat on her lawn chair, 
staring at the stars. 

ABBY (CONT'D)
My mama and I are planning to go to 
Paris soon. I can't wait to see the 
moon above the lights. Above the 
river Seine. And even though I'll be
half way around the world, it'll 
still be this same moon. Isn't that 
amazing to think about?

Abby turns to Christian hopefully. He stares at her, blank. 

CHRISTIAN
I need to piss.

Christian gets up and heads down the ladder. Abby's face 
falls. She glances over at Liam and Samantha, who are still
furiously making out. 

Abby sighs and looks back up to the stars. 

INT. CAFE KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Tommy washes off the popcorn pan at the sink. Mr. Clive 
steps out of his office and narrows his eyes.

MR. CLIVE
Who's paying for that popcorn?

Christian steps into the kitchen and looks around. Pam 
walks in, counting her tips. 

CHRISTIAN
Hey, where's the bathroom?



PAM
Oh, it's in the dining room, honey. 
All the way to the right, can't miss
it. 

Pam goes to her personal locker. Christian nods and is 
about to leave, when he catches sight of her tip jar. 

Christian watches as she stuffs the bills into the wad of 
money, sitting helplessly behind her locker door. 

Pam walks off, none the wiser, and leaving her locker 
slightly ajar. Christian glances around him, and then heads
into the dining room.

INT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS 

Christian starts towards the restroom, notices that there's
no one in the dining area, and leaves through the front 
door.

INT. CAFE KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Mr. Clive is back in his office, watching Frasier. Tommy is
enjoying a sandwich by the walk-in fridge, listening to the
radio. 

Christian silently slips inside the kitchen through the 
back door and huddles by a corner. So far, he's not 
noticed. 

The lockers are on the opposite wall next to Tommy, with a 
WINDOW above them. Christian crouches down, formulating a 
plan. 

Pam walks in and dumps a bunch of dishes in the sink. 

PAM
José back from his smoke yet?

TOMMY
Don't think so. 

PAM
That man's gonna die of lung cancer,
I swear. 



EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - NIGHT 

José stands in the neon glow, smoking leisurely. Across the
parking lot, he notices that Lloyd's rig is still parked. 
José frowns, pondering it. 

He doesn't notice a DARK FIGURE STALKING THE DOG HAIR IN 
THE BACKGROUND. 

INT. CAFE KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Tommy is back on dishes, singing poorly to the radio. His 
back is turned to the lockers, and Mr. Clive is snoozing in
his office. 

Christian sneaks his way towards the lockers. In the center
of the row is Pam's locker, made obvious by the fuzzy 
stickers and photos of Abby. It's still ajar.

Christian grins and silently slides the door open. Inside 
is Pam's Paris fund. 

Quickly and quietly, Christian undoes the jar lid and 
starts stuffing his pockets full of tips. He glances over 
at Tommy, who still hasn't noticed him. 

Once done, Christian quietly closes the door and stands.

A PAIR OF YELLOW EYES STARE AT HIM THROUGH THE WINDOW, 
ALONG WITH A MOUTH OF FEROCIOUS TEETH. 

Christian SCREAMS and jumps back. Tommy spins around to see
him on the floor. 

TOMMY
Jesus!

Christian, panicked, looks up at the window. The face is 
gone. He stands quickly and dusts himself off. Tommy stares
at him. 

TOMMY (CONT'D)
The hell was that?

CHRISTIAN 
Sorry, just uh... bathroom?

TOMMY
Didn't you just go?



CHRISTIAN 
Oh. Right.

A beat. 

TOMMY
You might want to see a doctor, son. 

Christian shakes his head and goes out through the back 
door.

Tommy glances at the lockers, which seem normal, and then 
up at the window. 

THERE'S A STRANGE GLOB OF DROOL on the other side of the 
window. Tommy scratches his head. 

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - ROOF - NIGHT 

Christian gets to the top of the roof and looks around, 
nervously. Abby notices him. 

ABBY
Christian?

Samantha and Liam look up from their make out session. 

CHRISTIAN 
(distracted)

What?

ABBY
Everything ok? You look like you 
seen a ghost. 

CHRISTIAN
What? No, I'm fine. Fine.

Abby frowns, confused. She glances at the snack table. 

ABBY
You want some tater tots?

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - NIGHT 

José snubs out his cigarette and walks towards Lloyd's rig.
He looks around, seeing no one. 

JOSÉ
Hello?



He walks up to the rig and looks into the cab. No Lloyd. He
looks around the other side of the cab and notices the claw
marks. 

José reels back. He spots the gun on the ground behind the 
rig. José carefully approaches it. He bends down to pick it
up. 

A DRIPPING noise catches his attention. He looks underneath
the carriage. 

LLOYD'S BODY, HALF EATEN, IS MANGLED BENEATH THE RIG. BLOOD
DRIPS FROM HIS OPEN WOUNDS. 

José FLINGS himself backward, gun in hand, and hurries away
from the scene. 

As he RACES towards the Dog Hair, he hears BESTIAL PANTING 
following him closely. 

José doesn't dare look back, and just as the panting 
crescendos, he makes it to the front door and throws 
himself inside, locking it. 

INT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS 

José, white and shaking, braces himself against the glass 
doors. He stares out into the darkness, but sees nothing. 

Pam looks up from behind the counter, startled. 

PAM
José?

JOSÉ
Call the police. 

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - ROOF - NIGHT 

CHRISTIAN
Hey, I think we should probably get 
out of here. 

ABBY
What? Why? You just got here.

Samantha and Liam stand.

SAMANTHA 
(soto)

Don't gotta tell me twice. 



CHRISTIAN
I know, but I just remembered I've 
got this, like, huge project due. 

ABBY
(confused)

But it's Friday...?

CHRISTIAN
Yeah, that's how big it is. Gotta 
take the whole weekend. 

Samantha and Liam are already heading for the ladder. 

ABBY
(heart sinking)

Oh... um... ok. I didn't get to make
it up to you though. 

CHRISTIAN 
What?

ABBY
The truck scratch. I wanted to make 
it up to you...

Christian is heading towards the ladder as Samantha and 
Liam descend.

CHRISTIAN
Nah, I'm good. I think it'll buff 
out.

ABBY
You sure you can't stay?

CHRISTIAN 
Sure as shit. Laters.

Christian vanishes from the roof. 

Abby stands alone among the lawn chairs. 

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS 

Christian gets to the bottom of the ladder, turns, and 
notices that Samantha and Liam are FROZEN, staring out into
the distance. 

A PAIR OF YELLOW EYES GLARE AT THEM FROM THE DARKNESS. 



Christian freezes up, the three speechless with terror. 

The eyes come closer. The figure is TALL AND HUMANLIKE, 
with a DEADLY JAW and LONG, CLAWED ARMS. It's hard to make 
out any other details.

Samantha slowly looks to her left. The kitchen door is just
inches away. 

INT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS

Pam is on the phone, hearing a BUSY SIGNAL on the other 
line. José watches her nervously.

PAM
Eddie musta left the phone off the 
hook again, it's no use. 

Pam hangs up. 

JOSÉ
Try again. 

Pam tries again. 

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS 

Samantha slowly edges towards the kitchen door. The dark 
figure lingers, watching the teenagers intently. 

Samantha's hand takes the doorknob. The figure TWITCHES, 
but stays put. 

After a few tense moments, Samantha THROWS OPEN THE DOOR 
and runs inside. 

Liam and Christian RUN AFTER HER. 

The dark figure JUMPS AFTER THEM. It manages to GRAB LIAM 
BY HIS LEG and YANK HIM INTO THE DARKNESS. Christian and 
Samantha hurry to safety.

LIAM SCREAMS.

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - ROOF - CONTINUOUS 

Abby snaps up and rushes to the edge of the roof. 

She sees Liam dragged off by the figure, until darkness 
swallows them both. 



Liam's screaming is SILENCED QUICKLY, and Abby YELPS and 
crouches down, terrified. 

INT. CAFE KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS 

Hysterical, Samantha and Christian barricade the door while
the adults run in, panicked. Chaos ensues as everyone yells
over one another. 

TOMMY
What happened?

SAMANTHA
It got him, it got Liam!

PAM
Honey calm down--

TOMMY
What, who got who? What happened?

CHRISTIAN
This thing, that thing! 

MR. CLIVE
What the hell are they talking about?

JOSÉ 
Oh Christ it's the same thing that 
got the trucker, isn't it?

PAM
José, don't you start. Everyone 
relax--

MR. CLIVE
What trucker?

JOSÉ
Ay dios mio we're all dead. We're 
dead. 

CHRISTIAN
We saw it! It was huge! It had 
claws! 

SAMANTHA 
Liam's gone, Liam's gone...



MR. CLIVE
Will someone please get these 
children out of my damn kitchen?!

PAM
EVERYONE CAN IT!

The whole group shuts up immediately. Pam takes a breath, 
and scans the area. 

PAM (CONT'D)
Where's Abby?

The truth hits like a thousand pound weight. 

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - ROOF - NIGHT 

Abby, curled up against the roof ledge and out of sight, 
silently cries in terror. Very delicately, she pokes her 
head over the edge.

The monster is in the dark, feasting off of what's left of 
Liam. 

Abby covers her mouth and hunkers back down, trying to stay
silent. 

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS

The back door slowly cracks open. Pam pokes her head out. 
She sees the MONSTER'S SHAPE in the distance. She slips 
back inside. 

INT. CAFÉ KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS 

Pam closes the door silently. She turns to José.

PAM
Gimme that gun.

José hands Pam the shotgun. 

MR. CLIVE
Hold on, hold on. 

He addresses the two teenagers.

MR. CLIVE (CONT'D)
How do we know that this isn't some 
kind of elaborate prank? 



JOSÉ
That trucker's body didn't look like
no prank. 

SAMANTHA
We're telling the truth, we swear. 

Tommy approaches Pam. 

TOMMY
Let me get Abby, Pam. We don't know 
what that is out there. 

PAM
I can handle it. 

TOMMY
Pam--

PAM
She's my baby girl, Tommy. 

TOMMY
That don't mean you have to die for 
her. 

Pam checks the shotgun and snaps it closed. 

PAM
That's exactly what it means. 

Pam braces against the door. The rest of the group pulls 
back. Taking a deep breath, Pam cracks open the kitchen 
door and steps outside. 

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS 

Pam eyes the horizon. There's no sign of the monster. 
Quickly and quietly, Pam climbs up the ladder.

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - ROOF - CONTINUOUS 

Abby is still curled into a ball in fear. Pam reaches out. 

PAM
I got you, baby.

Abby looks up and flings herself into Pam's arms. 



ABBY
It was horrible, Mama, horrible! 
It--it got Liam and it--!

PAM
Shh. Hush now, honey. 

Abby calms down. Pam leans over the edge of the ceiling. 
Still no sign of the monster. 

PAM (CONT'D)
Okay. Here's what's gonna happen. 
You hold onto me, and you don't let 
go no matter what. 

Abby clings to Pam's shoulders. Pam, gun at the ready, 
starts to make her way down the ladder. 

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS

They are almost at the bottom, when Abby looks behind her. 
She freezes and shakes Pam's shoulders. 

ABBY
(whispering)

Mama--!

Pam stops and looks behind her. 

THE MONSTER IS THERE, ITS BACK TURNED TO PAM AND ABBY. It's
sniffing, ears twitching. 

Pam freezes up. She eyes the back door, which is 
tantalizingly close. 

PAM
(whispering)

Drop. 

ABBY
What?

PAM
Drop down, sugar. Get inside and 
lock the door behind you. 

ABBY
But what about--?

PAM
Do it. 



Abby hesitates, taking quick looks behind them. Eyes 
squeezed shut, she drops. 

Her feet HIT the dirt, and THE MONSTER TURNS. 

Abby flings herself into the kitchen. THE MONSTER ADVANCES 
QUICKLY. 

INT. CAFÉ KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS 

Abby runs through the door and closes it behind her. She's 
in hysterics as she locks it.

EXT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS 

Pam jumps to the ground and FIRES. 

The bullet WINGS THE MONSTER, and it spins. It keeps coming
for her. 

Pam tries to cock the gun, BUT IT JAMS. 

The monster LAUNCHES AT PAM. Pam drops to the ground. 

The monster SLAMS into the side of the diner, and Pam 
scrambles away. 

As Pam runs, she looks behind her. 

The monster is now clearly visible in the neon: IT IS A 
TALL, TERRIFYING, WEREWOLF. 

Pam runs further into the parking lot as the werewolf 
shakes off the stars. 

Spotting Lloyd's truck, she rushes inside and slams the 
driver door behind her. 

INT. CAFÉ KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS 

TOMMY
Where's Pam, what happened?

ABBY
(sobbing)

She told me to lock it, she told 
me--!

JOSÉ
I heard gunshots.



TOMMY
Jesus. 

Tommy goes for the door, and Christian grabs his arm. 

CHRISTIAN 
What, are you crazy?!

TOMMY
Get out of the way, boy. She's out 
there alone, she may need help. 

CHRISTIAN
You open that door and we're all 
dead!

INT. LLOYD'S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS 

Pam lays low on the floor of the cab. She looks around. 

Lloyd's KEYS dangle from the ignition. 

INT. CAFÉ KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS 

Tommy goes for the door. Christian yanks him back. 

TOMMY
Let me go. 

CHRISTIAN
I'm not letting that thing in here!

TOMMY
I'm not letting Pam die because 
you're too chicken shit to be a man. 

ABBY
(panicked)

Oh God...!

A RUMBLING outside makes the whole room pause. They all 
listen. It's the sound of a TRUCK, coming nearer. 

They all hurry into the dining area. 

INT. HAIR OF THE DOG DINER - CONTINUOUS 

They step out of the kitchen and look THROUGH THE WINDOWS. 

LLOYD'S TRUCK IS CAREENING TOWARDS THE DINER. 



The group ducks for cover as the truck TURNS SUDDENLY, 
SKIDDING ON ITS TIRES. IT THREATENS TO CRASH INTO THE 
DINER, BUT STOPS JUST A FEW FEET FROM THE FRONT. 

The rig, parallel to the diner, now blocks most of the 
front windows. 

Pam gets out and runs for the front door. She makes it in 
safe. 

Abby runs for Pam, and they embrace. 

ABBY
Mama!

PAM
I'm all right, baby. I'm all right. 

At the counter, Tommy breathes a sigh of relief. 

Pam walks Abby towards the rest and digs out Emilia's 
business card. She slaps it on the counter. 

PAM (CONT'D)
Give me the phone. 


