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TEASER

EXT. FUTURISTIC ALIEN CITY - A CONDO DEVELOPMENT - TWILIGHT

Tall, jet black CONDO BUILDINGS tower above us. They appear 
to be made out of a rubber-like material. Strange. Behind 
them, a reddish-orange sunset refracted in the glass. 

As we drift between two of the towers, we see that some of 
them are still under construction, surrounded by scaffolding. 
A crane hovers over one of the towers, its upper floors still 
just a network of beams, exposed to the elements. 

An ALIEN CREATURE flutters past us in mid-air, a graceful, 
three-foot-long, butterfly-like insect.  

The butterfly glides in towards the unfinished upper part of 
the tower. 

Suddenly, the butterfly SWOOPS upwards and disappears, and we 
go right inside one of the exposed upper floors.

INT./EXT. UNFINISHED FLOOR - ALIEN CONDO TOWER - CONTINUOUS

We are on a floor of unvarnished wood, with concrete pillars 
lining the huge floorspace at even intervals. In the 
distance, the skyline of an ALIEN CITY is silhouetted against 
the sunset.

As we creep forward, from behind one of the pillars a HAND 
reaches out. A young man drags himself across the ground.

This is HART BLOOMFIELD (24), his black square-rimmed glasses 
cracked, his mop of dark-brown hair ruffled, and his whole 
person coated in a layer of sweat, dust, and dried blood. 
He’s clad in an army-green trenchcoat, like a shoegum 
detective.

As he pulls his body forward, his leg drips blood onto the 
wooden floor from what looks like a GUNSHOT WOUND. 

He GROANS in pain. A voice hisses from behind him. 

VOICE
You’re in over your head, skinbag.

He crawls onward, gritting his teeth as his wound SCRAPES 
against the floor.

VOICE (CONT’D)
You should have stayed on Earth.



The wound scrapes against an exposed NAIL sticking out of the 
freshly-built floor. 

Bloomfield SCREAMS in pain, until the scream turns into...

INT. KORAAX GALACTIC SPACEPORT - DAY

A YAWN.

Bloomfield is on an escalator, backpack slung over his 
shoulder, at what could easily pass for an airport.

A female voice is on the PA reciting indistinguishable flight 
alerts. The place is brightly-lit and clean.

Bloomfield stares ahead with a curious expression. A 
directionless twentysomething with newfound hope in his eyes.

As we ZOOM OUT...

He’s surrounded on the escalator by an assortment of green-
skinned, humanoid ALIENS in business attire. The aliens mind 
their own business. One checks her watch. Another, reading 
the newspaper, coughs into his fist.

Bloomfield shifts his backpack as he glances around at the 
other travelers.

He looks ahead, and smiles as the escalator carries him up. 

CUE JAZZY THEME MUSIC.

TITLE OVER: HART BLOOMFIELD, SPACE DETECTIVE 

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

INT. KORAAX SPACEPORT - CUSTOMS DESK - DAY 

Inside a glass booth, a green-skinned CUSTOMS AGENT (46 in 
Earth Years) processes space-travelers as they enter Koraax. 
For the thousandth time today, she flips open what looks like 
a passport. As it opens, some strange, holographic alien 
symbols are projected outward. She scans the symbols 
absently, presses down her STAMPER...

APPROVED

...And hands the passport through the glass to an ORANGE-
SKINNED ALIEN whose head is shaped like a pencil. He gives 
her a respectful nod and walks through the gate. She calls 
through the glass.

CUSTOMS AGENT
Next, please.

Bloomfield steps up to the booth. The customs agent doesn’t 
even look at him.

CUSTOMS AGENT (CONT’D)
Galaxy Pass, please.

Bloomfield FUMBLES as he pulls it out of his pocket. He 
slides it through the small opening in the glass, and she 
flips it open. She reads the symbols.

CUSTOMS AGENT (CONT’D)
Hart Bloomfield. That you?

BLOOMFIELD
Yep.

She writes his name down on the processing form on her desk, 
then continues.

CUSTOMS AGENT
Planet of origin?

BLOOMFIELD
Um... Earth.

A very obvious JUDGMENTAL LOOK from the customs agent. She 
shakes her head and writes it down on her sheet.

CUSTOMS AGENT
Business or pleasure?

BLOOMFIELD
I’m gonna go with business.
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CUSTOMS AGENT
What is your occupation?

BLOOMFIELD
Um... well, technically I’m 
unemployed. 

The Customs Agent looks up at him in exasperation. She puts 
down her pen and crosses her arms as Hart backtracks.

BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
But, but I’m getting a job. I’m- 
here, for a job. As a private 
detective.

CUSTOMS AGENT
You. You’re a private detective. 
From Earth.

He nods sheepishly, shrugging his shoulders. 

CUSTOMS AGENT (CONT’D)
Got any documentation to prove 
that?

BLOOMFIELD
Actually... I do.

He pulls out of his pocket a PHOTO ID of some kind. She looks 
annoyed when he hands it over. She scans the card, then 
shakes her head.

CUSTOMS AGENT
I can’t read your Earth language, 
honey.

Bloomfield leans up to the glass to help her read it.

CLOSE ON: PHOTO ID

The ID lists Bloomfield as an employee of a company called 
Low Key Private Investigators, with an adjacent photo. He 
points to the head shot on the card. 

BLOOMFIELD
That’s me!

She examines the photo of Bloomfield, in which he’s beaming 
overzealously, then looks up at the earthling who gives her 
the exact same smile. She sighs and shakes her head.

KA-KUNK. 
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She stamps Bloomfield’s Galaxy Pass, APPROVED, and hands it 
back to him.

CUSTOMS AGENT
Welcome to the city-state of 
Koraax, Mr. Bloomfield. 
And do me a favour, honey.

He looks up at her curiously, and her voice drops to a 
whisper as she leans forward.

CUSTOMS AGENT (CONT’D)
Wipe that Earthling grin off your 
face. Before some less-tolerant 
Koraaxian wipes it off for you. 

She looks dead serious. Bloomfield’s smile disappears.

BLOOMFIELD
I... thanks.

He turns and breaks into a quick step toward the next 
checkpoint. The Customs Agent shakes her head.

INT. KORAAXIAN SPACEPORT - PICKUP AREA - LATER

CLINK. Bloomfield slides an alien coin into a PAYPHONE. He’s 
in a phone booth at one corner of the pick-up area. 

He waits anxiously as it rings. Finally, a female voice picks 
up. She is curt and to the point.

VOICE
Crawley Pursuit and Rescue.

BLOOMFIELD
Very professional, Crawley. I’m 
impressed.

A pause.

CRAWLEY
Bloomfield. Where are you.

BLOOMFIELD
I am in the waiting area at the 
Koraaxian Galactic Spaceport.

CRAWLEY
Stay there. I’m on my way.

BLOOMFIELD
Hey, Crawley-
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She sighs audibly.

CRAWLEY
Yeah.

BLOOMFIELD
I just want to say... I’m really 
excited to work with you again.

A pause. KRR-CLICK. Then the hum of the dial-tone.

Bloomfield hangs up the phone, unfazed and still smiling. He 
exits the booth.

INT. SPACEPORT - WAITING AREA - A MINUTE LATER

Bloomfield sits waiting with his legs crossed in a row of 
empty seats, his backpack and suitcase next to him. He 
smiles, dimly excited for what lies ahead.

A beat. 

His face begins to change. His air of confidence begins to 
disappear. He seems troubled by something. He scratches his 
arm nervously. His leg bobs up and down rapidly.  

Voices are rattling around in his head. One emerges as the 
loudest: the echoey voice of a university registrar reading 
names into a microphone.

EMCEE
Hartwell Bloomfield, Joint Honours, 
Psychology and English Literature. 
Recipient of the Michael Dennis 
Scholarship and the Brown Award for 
Literature, graduating with High 
Distinction. Congratulations Hart.

An uproarious burst of clapping and whooping rings out in 
Bloomfield’s head. Another voice emerges.

VOICE (O.S.)
Hart?

The clapping dies down. Hart stares ahead. The voice feels 
immediate.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Hart.
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INT. LIVING ROOM - 243 YORKVIEW LANE - NIGHT

Hart’s mother and father, ELLEN AND JAY BLOOMFIELD (57 and 
58, respectively), are seated next to eachother on a couch in 
their living room. They are staring with concern at Hart, who 
sits across from them on a smaller couch. The space feels 
homey and lived-in, with art covering the walls, books 
stacked on shelves, and floor lamps casting a warm glow 
throughout the room.

JAY BLOOMFIELD
Hart, did you hear what we said?

Bloomfield looks up at them and adjusts his glasses.

HART BLOOMFIELD
In three months, you guys are 
taking a sabbatical in Arizona for 
half a year, and you need me to 
move out so you can rent the house 
to some other family.

Hart’s parents look at eachother gravely. 

JAY BLOOMFIELD
You understand we’re not trying to 
punish you, this is what we need to 
do to afford the sabbatical, and...

Jay checks in with his wife, who is nodding in support.

JAY BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
...and, it also happens to be 
something that we think would be 
good for you at this point. I mean, 
let’s look at the facts--how long 
has it been now since you finished 
school? Four years?

HART BLOOMFIELD
Three and a half.

Jay looks to Ellen. He picks up her hand in his.

JAY
Help me out here, dear.

Ellen looks at her son through tender eyes.

ELLEN BLOOMFIELD
Hart... honey. You’re twenty-four 
years old now. 

(MORE)
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Don’t you think it’s time to start 
moving on to the next stage? 
Figuring out what it is exactly 
that you want to do?

Hart PERKS UP at this. There is fiery passion in his voice.

HART BLOOMFIELD
I know exactly what I want to do.

Jay and Ellen look at eachother knowingly.

ELLEN BLOOMFIELD
Honey... you didn’t go to the best 
university in Canada to become an 
insurance snoop-

Hart cuts her off.

HART BLOOMFIELD
I am NOT- mom, I am not an 
insurance snoop. I’m a private 
detective, currently working in 
insurance fraud to gain experience. 
Okay? This is just the beginning!

Jay butts in emphatically.

JAY BLOOMFIELD
Son, son. Come on, we’ve talked 
about this. The stuff you say you 
wanna do--solving murders, hunting 
criminal masterminds--this is... 
literature. It’s straight out of 
those comic books you used to love.

Ellen is nodding in agreement.

JAY BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
You want to be some kind of modern-
day Sam Spade? No, when people have 
a problem, a real problem, they go 
to the police. Because that’s who 
has the experience. 

ELLEN BLOOMFIELD
(To Hart)

You used to talk about grad school, 
that you might want to become a 
psychology professor. What about 
that idea?

Hart sighs. He shakes his head.

ELLEN BLOOMFIELD (CONT'D)
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HART BLOOMFIELD
But... but this is my dream.

A beat. His parents are silent. Hart carries on.

HART BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
Remember how you guys used to say 
goodnight to me when I was a kid? 
The way you’d lean in and whisper 
in my ear? 

(In his mother’s voice)
Goodnight, little Hartwell. Have 
the most beautiful dreams you can 
dream, and when you wake up, follow 
them...

HART, JAY, AND ELLEN BLOOMFIELD
(Together)

...To the ends of the earth.

ELLEN BLOOMFIELD
And we meant it, honey. You should 
follow your dreams. You just... 
need to make your dreams a little 
more realistic.

Jay and Ellen watch their son carefully. Hart nods slowly, 
though it kills him to do so.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Mm. Realistic.

A silence. Jay and Ellen exchange glances.

JAY BLOOMFIELD
Anything you want to say to us, 
Hart? Any... questions, concerns, 
feelings?

Hart looks up at the cieling. He takes a deep breath.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Nah, you, um... you guys are right. 
I’m just wasting my time. I’ll 
start looking into grad programs 
tomorrow. At least I was always 
good at school. 

A beat. Ellen’s voice is superficially chipper.
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ELLEN BLOOMFIELD
You know, Marsha’s daughter Julie 
is doing her Master’s in Psychology 
at Western now. She seems to love 
it there.

JAY BLOOMFIELD
If you need any help with it Hart--
let us know.

Hart looks like he’s about to collapse.

HART BLOOMFIELD
I think, um... I think I need to be 
alone right now. 

Jay and Ellen watch with concern as Hart gets up quickly and 
heads for his bedroom.

INT. HART’S BEDROOM - 243 YORKVIEW LANE - 3:04 AM

Hart’s bedroom with the lights off. There are a few OLD 
COMICS lying in a stack on the floor. On the bed, a human-
shaped bulge sticks out from under the covers, glowing 
tungsten yellow.

We hear the muffled sound of a PAGE TURNING.

Inside the bulge, Hart is in his pajamas, reading one of the 
comics by flashlight. The cover image shows a shoegum 
detective chasing a green-skinned alien through an alleyway. 
Above the image is a title:   

KYFE SPANGLER, SPACE DETECTIVE

COMIC BOOK

On the page, KYFE SPANGLER (40s), a hardened detective in a 
futuristic alien metropolis, is grappling in an alleyway with 
a green-skinned alien assassin.

We hear the characters COME TO LIFE, their voices emerging 
from speech bubbles as Bloomfield scans the panels.

The detective KICKS the alien assassin in the mouth, sending 
him flying across the alleyway. 

KYFE SPANGLER (V.O.)
Tell your dentist I’m sorry.

The Assassin gets up and dusts himself off.
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ASSASSIN (V.O.)
You’re quite the joker, Spangler. 
Too bad your comedy career is about 
to end prematurely.

The assassin pulls out a LASER BLADE and steps toward 
Spangler. 

KYFE SPANGLER (V.O.)
I came out of retirement for this?

Spangler readies himself to parry the attack. The assassin 
steps closer. He LUNGES toward Spangler... 

KNOCK KNOCK.

Without waiting, Hart’s mother enters the room.

ELLEN BLOOMFIELD
Psst, Hartie-

Bloomfield instinctively SLAMS the comic book shut, DIVES 
back into bed, and FLICKS the flashlight off. His mother 
immediately pulls back out of the room, and the door flies 
closed again. 

ELLEN BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
Oh, OH, sorry!

The bedroom is dark. Hart rubs his face in frustration.

HART BLOOMFIELD
It’s... it’s okay, mom. I wasn’t... 
I was just reading.

There is a pause from outside.

ELLEN BLOOMFIELD
(Through door)

Al... alright.

Another pause.

ELLEN BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
It’s 3 AM, honey. 

Hart sighs.

HART BLOOMFIELD
I know. I’m going to sleep now.

ELLEN BLOOMFIELD
Not to be invading your 
independence, just... reminding.
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HART BLOOMFIELD
I know. 

Another silence.

ELLEN BLOOMFIELD
Okay. Love you.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Love you too. G’night.

Hart waits in darkness until he hears the sound of his 
mother’s FOOTSTEPS going away. He pulls the covers back over 
his head and the yellow glow flicks on again.

INT./EXT. HART’S STAKEOUT CAR - THE NEXT MORNING

Hart is in the driver’s seat of his car, a beige, mid-2000’s 
Honda Civic, parked on a quiet residential street. He has 
PURPLE BAGS under his eyes, and struggles to stay awake as he 
stares at a house a couple of doors down.

The house’s front door OPENS. Bloomfield perks up. 

A MIDDLE-AGED MAN (INSURANCE DODGER), 45, slightly chubby and 
balding, emerges. He’s carrying a pair of crutches under one 
arm, recyclable grocery bags in the other. 

BLOOMFIELD
Hello, what do we have here?

The man approaches the rundown sports car in his driveway. 
Opening the car door, he pulls a piece of YELLOW NOTEPAD 
PAPER from his pocket and checks it over. Bloomfield holds 
his iPhone to his mouth. 

BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
(Into iPhone)

11:08 pm. Suspect seen emerging 
from house with crutches in hand, 
no limp evident, checking what 
appears to be food shopping list. 

Bloomfield lowers the phone. He shakes his head, smirking.

BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
Sorry pal, that’s gonna be one 
pricey trip to the grocery store.
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INT. CEREAL AISLE - GROCERY STORE - LATER 

In the breakfast aisle, we see box after box of crappy sugar 
cereals until... a gap. The circular glass of a D-SLR ZOOM 
LENS peeks out. Bloomfield is behind it.

In his viewfinder, we see the INSURANCE DODGER, comparing two 
different kinds of granola. He is standing plainly without 
the use of his crutches.

SNAP. SNAP. Bloomfield gets the money shot.

HART BLOOMFIELD
(Whispers)

Smile for the camera.

As he snaps away, another shopper steps into the frame. It’s 
a young woman in her mid-twenties, with short black hair, a 
lot of black denim, and red Doc Martens.

She grabs a jar of Nutella from the shelf. Then another jar. 
And another. She turns to place them in her basket, and 
Bloomfield sees her face. He lowers his camera in shock.

HART BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
No. Can’t be.

He raises it again. The young woman is gone. He scans for the 
insurance dodger... no sign of him either. 

A JOLT. The viewfinder disappears as the insurance dodger 
YANKS the camera right out of Bloomfield’s hands.

HART BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
NO!

Bloomfield lunges desperately through the gap in the cereal 
boxes. The man calmly holds the camera out of reach and 
begins pressing buttons on the touch-screen monitor.

INSURANCE DODGER
One second, buddy.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Gimme my camera! THIEF!

Bloomfield bursts into motion, sprinting to the end of the 
aisle, and then back down the adjacent aisle. Just before he 
reaches the man, his target holds it out for him casually.

INSURANCE DODGER
Done.
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Bloomfield GRABS the camera and immediately presses a button 
on the menu screen. The screen reads:

CARD EMPTY

VOICE (O.S.)
Bloomfield.

INT. LOW KEY PRIVATE INVESTIGATORS - CHIEF’S OFFICE - LATER

The office of Bloomfield’s withered supervisor EDGAR 
LEBRONSKI (63) at Low Key Private Investigators. Lebronski 
sits across from Bloomfield at his desk.

EDGAR LEBRONSKI (O.S.)
Bloomfield, you hear what I said?

Hart is miles away. He snaps back to the conversation.

HART BLOOMFIELD
You’re firing me because I screwed 
up the third case in a row and you 
can’t give me any more chances.

EDGAR LEBRONSKI
No, see you weren’t listening, 
Bloomfield.

Lebronski holds up Bloomfield’s PHOTO ID card.

EDGAR LEBRONSKI (CONT’D)
Why am I holding this?

HART BLOOMFIELD
(Shrugs)

Wrist exercise?

He glares at Bloomfield.

EDGAR LEBRONSKI
I’m holding it because you dropped 
it today while causing a 
“disturbance” at the Market Choice 
location on Main Street. More 
importantly, six jars of Nutella 
hazelnut spread were stolen from 
that exact shelf, same time of day.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Okay, hold on-
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EDGAR LEBRONSKI
For God’s sake, Bloomfield, a 
disturbance is one thing. A 
disturbance, I’ve come to expect 
from you. But stealing Nutella? Is 
that what we’ve come to?

HART BLOOMFIELD
Hey, I did not steal any Nutella.

EDGAR LEBRONSKI
Well if you didn’t take it, who 
did? The Nutella Fairy?

Hart remembers the familiar girl he saw in the grocery store.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Crawley.

EDGAR LEBRONSKI
Come again?

HART BLOOMFIELD
I know who stole it. 

EDGAR LEBRONSKI
Got any proof?

HART BLOOMFIELD
Actually, I do.

He reaches for his camera on the chair. Then he remembers: 

CARD EMPTY

He looks at Lebronski, who raises his eyebrows impatiently.

HART BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
...Uh. Nevermind.

Lebronski GROANS in frustration.

EDGAR LEBRONSKI
Look, my hands are tied here. 
You’re a good guy, maybe you didn’t 
steal the stuff. But I gotta fire 
you, or they could sink us with one 
call to the police. Or worse, to a 
reporter. Sorry kid.

Bloomfield nods, his face a mixture of dejection and relief. 
His eyes drift to a vividly illustrated FLYER on the desk. 
It’s an image from the Kyfe Spangler, Space Detective comic.
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HART BLOOMFIELD
What’s that?

EDGAR LEBRONSKI
Huh? Oh, my kid gave it to me. 

Lebronski holds up the flyer and Bloomfield grabs it eagerly. 
Below the drawing of the shoegum detective is a text bubble: 

LEGENDARY COMIC ARTIST DAVID GLASS

BOOK SIGNING AND Q & A FOR FANS 

4:00 PM THURSDAY

HART BLOOMFIELD
Shit, how did I miss this!?

He checks his watch. 

HART BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
Started an hour ago. I can make it.

He starts grabbing his things in a panic. Lebronski is still 
catching up.

EDGAR LEBRONSKI
Some comic book writer guy she 
wants an autograph from at the 
library. I told her to ask her 
mother to go. You know this guy?

HART BLOOMFIELD
(Rolling his eyes)

No, never heard of him.

Bloomfield RUNS out the door. Lebronski stands up, confused.

EDGAR LEBRONSKI
Bloomfield! Don’t you want your 
last cheque?

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

EXT. PUBLIC LIBRARY - PARKING LOT - 5:11 PM

Bloomfield’s Honda Civic hangs a sharp right, peeling off the 
road and into the library parking lot. 

INT. PUBLIC LIBRARY - ATRIUM

In the large atrium of the library, a couple of LIBRARY 
PERSONAL are packing up a folding table. Around them is a 
smattering of happy fans, all comparing signatures and 
chatting excitedly in the large atrium of the library.

Next to the main staircase, DAVID GLASS (52), legendary 
cartoonist, shakes hands with a female LIBRARIAN (56). She 
clutches his hand, a little fanatically.

FEMALE LIBRARIAN
We really can’t thank you enough, 
it’s really so generous of you to-

DAVID GLASS
No really, please, it was my 
pleasure.

THE ENTRANCEWAY

The sliding doors open and Bloomfield emerges, out of breath. 

He sees GLASS next to the staircase. Gathering himself, he 
beelines it toward him. 

THE STAIRCASE

Glass, having exchanged pleasantries with the librarian, 
turns to leave, only to find BLOOMFIELD standing in his path. 

DAVID GLASS (CONT’D)
Woah, didn’t see you there, buddy.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Oh... sorry, I didn’t mean to...

Glass smiles pleasantly. Not the first time he’s encountered 
a starstruck fan.

DAVID GLASS
Don’t sweat it. Want me to sign 
something?

Bloomfield starts to say something, but hesitates.
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BLOOMFIELD
(Deflated)

Uh, yeah. A signature would be 
amazing, thanks.

Bloomfield hands Glass the issue he’s holding--the same one 
he read the previous night. Glass takes a moment to examine 
the issue, and begins writing on the splash page.

HART BLOOMFIELD
(Out of nowhere)

I... re-read this one recently.

DAVID GLASS
(Not looking up)

Oh yeah?

HART BLOOMFIELD
Yeah. The way Spangler gets 
betrayed by his partner Jäanu... 
And then the Deputy Chief tells 
Spangler he can never be a great 
detective, because he’s a human, 
and humans-

DAVID GLASS
Belong in the gutter with the rest 
of the trash. Ee-yup.

(Looking up)
And your name is?

HART BLOOMFIELD
Oh, uh, Hart Bloomfield. 

DAVID GLASS
(Writing)

Hart... Bloomfield.
(Looking up)

Done.

Glass hands back the issue and picks up his satchel bag.

Bloomfield stares at the signature. He clenches up. He’s come 
this far, he can’t quit now.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Can I ask you something?

Glass pauses expectantly, a little thrown off. 

HART BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
See, I’ve got this crazy idea... 
that I’m gonna become a private 
detective... and it’s really hard.

(MORE)
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(Pause)
And I guess I just wanted to 
know... you know, when you felt 
like giving up... how did you... 

Bloomfield trails off, staring at the ground.

Glass squints at Bloomfield, sizing him up. Then, he nods as 
if he has worked something out. 

DAVID GLASS
Can I see that issue again?

Hart hands him back the comic book. Glass starts writing.

DAVID GLASS (CONT’D)
Hart Bloomfield, I wanna show you 
something, okay? Here’s my address. 
Come by tonight around 9.

He hands the issue over to a stunned Hart, who now cradles it 
in his hand like a sacred object. As Glass exits through the 
glass doors, Hart studies the inscription:

48 GIRAUD CRESCENT, 9 PM.  

BRING A TRAVEL BAG.

We hear the DING-DONG of a doorbell.

EXT. 48 GIRAUD CRESCENT - FRONT STEPS - 8:56 PM

Bloomfield is on the front doorstep of a pleasant bungalo in 
a quiet uptown neighbourhood.

David Glass opens the door. He’s ditched his flannel shirt 
and blazer from the signing and is wearing a graphic tee with 
the band name “THE NATIONAL” in block letters.

DAVID GLASS
Good. You made it. Come, it’s in 
the garage.

INT. THE GARAGE - A MINUTE LATER

The automatic door slowly SLIDES upwards. Glass hits a switch 
and fluorescent lights on the ceiling flicker to life. 

In the centre of the room, an oblong OBJECT shaped like a 
bobsled sits with a cloth draped over it.

HART BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
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HART BLOOMFIELD
What’s under the cloth?

Glass just smiles. He walks to the far wall, where a SHELVING 
UNIT holds hundreds of comics in plastic coverings. 

DAVID GLASS
What’s your favourite issue of 
Space Detective, Hart?

HART BLOOMFIELD
(Thinks for a moment)

Volume Two, Issue Three.

Glass pulls an issue, protected in plastic, from the shelf. 
He hands it to Hart and sips his tea, watching Hart’s face.

It’s a mint-condition issue of “Kyfe Spangler” with what 
looks like a space-pod on the cover.

DAVID GLASS
Volume 2, Issue 3. Never been 
opened. Yours to keep.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Holy shit. I... I can’t just take 
this from you. 

DAVID GLASS
Sure you can. You know why? Because 
I need something from you.

Hart looks at him uncertainly. Glass stirs his tea nervously 
with his pinky.

DAVID GLASS (CONT’D)
Do you believe in aliens, Hart?

Hart laughs. Then he sees Glass is serious.

HART BLOOMFIELD
I... I don’t know. I mean, sure, I 
believe they logically should exist 
somewhere in the universe... But I 
don’t believe we’ve ever had 
contact with them, obviously.

Glass smiles.

DAVID GLASS
Hm. When I was around your age, I 
would have agreed with you.
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Suddenly, his smile disappears and becomes an intense stare. 
He closes his eyes, and seems to bask in the fluorescent glow 
of the light above.

DAVID GLASS (CONT’D)
But they came for me, Hart. 

EXT. A CORNFIELD OUTSIDE OF BLANESVILLE - NIGHT [FLASHBACK]

The pure silence of a moonlit CORNFIELD in farm country. 

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

A beardless, fresh-faced DAVID GLASS (23) lies in bed on the 
upper floor of a house. 

We PAN ACROSS his desk, on which a SKETCHBOOK lays open with 
a few attempts at a MAN IN A TRENCHCOAT. The next page shows 
SPACE-CRAFTS.

Through his window, there is a very bright FLASH in the sky, 
like lightning but in a straight line downward. 

Glass AWAKES with the flash. He hurries to his WINDOW just in 
time to see...

THE CORNFIELD

In the middle of the cornfield, a sleek METAL OVOID seems to 
materialize, hover for a moment, then slowly lower itself 
into the stalks.

It disappears in the darkness. Then, silence once more.

TWO MINUTES LATER

Glass, wearing a zip-up hoodie and holding a bulky 
flashlight, shoves his way through the cornstalks. He can see 
the ovoid craft through the stalks, and just as he is about 
to reach it... 

Another BRIGHT FLASH.

INT. WHITE ROOM ON THE MOTHERSHIP - SOME TIME LATER

Glass sits, dazed, in a round chair in a large, white room. 

In front of him is a small rectangular monitor, built into 
the white wall. It shows his face, as if there is a camera 
facing him inside the screen.  

The image FLICKERS. A title comes onscreen in bold red font:
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THE CITY-STATE OF KORAAX

A montage of Koraaxian daily life plays before Glass’s eyes:

-Countless green-skinned humanoids hustle and bustle through 
the busy streets of Koraax

-In a trendy café, a couple of Koraaxian business types watch 
a hologram video playing on their razor-thin phone 

-In a stadium, a crowd watches what looks like two burly 
human WRESTLERS engaged in a bloody death match

-Huge, unfinished CONDO TOWERS line the edge of the city

The montage is replaced by another title in red font:

YOU ARE BEING ABDUCTED. WILL YOU RESIST? 

Y/N

Glass tilts his head to the side, and seems to think it over. 
He shrugs, and taps the “N” on the touch-screen.

Another FLASH.

EXT. TRASH WASTELAND - A YEAR LATER

Glass is in a sanitation suit, standing deep in a MASSIVE 
LANDFILL under a grey sky. He holds a pitchfork-like spear. 

Behind him for miles, HUMAN WORKERS are scattered throughout 
the expanse, using their spears to shovel waste into mobile 
incinerator vehicles. Glass looks up at the horizon.

Massive CONDO BUILDINGS linger in the distance.

Another FLASH.

EXT. POLICE ACADEMY - FOUR MORE YEARS LATER

Graduation day at Koraax Police Academy. On an outdoor stage, 
a beaming Glass SHAKES HANDS with the POLICE CHIEF (62). He 
goes to shake the hand of the DEPUTY CHIEF (45), who REFUSES.

Moments later, the entire cohort stands together for a photo. 
Glass is the only human, surrounded by dozens of GREEN FACES.

FLASH goes the camera.

INT./EXT. HOVERCAR - NIGHT - ANOTHER THREE YEARS LATER

Blinding HEADLIGHTS shine, and sweep past us. 
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It’s a POLICE HOVERCAR, peeling down a country road at night. 
In the driver’s seat is Glass, a badge reading OFFICER GLASS 
visible on his lapel. 

His partner, JÄANU (34), rides shotgun. Jäanu stares ahead, 
breathing heavily, furious about something that has happened. 

They pull up to a large, decaying house. Jäanu explodes out 
of the car. Glass watches him, concerned.

INT. FRONT HALLWAY

The front door opens and the two officers step into the dark 
house, guns raised with flashlights attached. They quickly 
sweep through the house, right to the back door.

EXT. BACKYARD

In the centre of the overgrown yard, three slimy, green-
skinned humanoids with serpent-like faces (The PHLEGMERITES) 
stand in a tight circle, heads bowed together. Glass and 
Jäanu approach with caution. 

Suddenly, the creatures SPIN around holding ALIEN PISTOLS. 

There is a rapid EXCHANGE OF GUNFIRE. Two Phlegmerites fall 
to the ground. The third DROPS his gun, and raises his hands. 

Jäanu approaches, a dark stare in his eyes, as the 
Phlegmerite turns around, preparing for arrest. When he is 
two feet away, his gun is still raised.

GLASS
(Realizing)

NO!

BLAM. The creature falls, green matter spraying from his 
head. BLAM. Again, and again. 

JÄANU
(Mutters)

Fucker.

Jäanu turns around to find Glass has his gun trained on him. 
He smiles fiendishly, stares his partner down... then walks 
right past him toward the house. 

INT. POLICE STATION - LATER

Glass is nervously filling out a POLICE REPORT at his desk. 

Through tinted glass, Glass can see Jäanu giving his 
testimony to the POLICE CHIEF in his office. Jäanu waves his 
hands frantically, then points directly at GLASS.
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INT. CHIEF’S OFFICE - LATER

Glass places his silver police badge on the table. The Chief, 
standing out of respect for Glass, takes the badge. He 
salutes Glass as he walks out.  

EXT. POLICE HEADQUARTERS - MOMENTS LATER

Glass, wrapped up in a trenchcoat, steps out of Police 
Headquarters into a heavy downpour. He lingers, staring ahead 
in contemplation. 

After a moment, he looks up, tugs the collar of his 
trenchcoat tight, and walks alone into the downpour.

THE GARAGE [IN THE PRESENT]

Glass and Bloomfield are now sitting side-by-side with their 
backs against the wall. Glass’s eyes are half-closed with the 
weight of old memories.

DAVID GLASS
You know why they picked me?

Bloomfield is frozen, staring at Glass. 

DAVID GLASS (CONT’D)
They did their little human test, 
collecting data about me and my 
lonely little cartoonist life for 
two days. At the end of two days, 
their algorithm determined that I 
was “unlikely, or very unlikely” to 
resist abduction.

(Looks at Hart)
And they weren’t wrong.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Mister Glass...

DAVID GLASS
David.

HART BLOOMFIELD
David.

(Pause)
I’d like to believe that what 
you’re saying is true. But I can’t. 

Glass swirls his tea, thinking.
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DAVID GLASS
No. And you won’t, will you. Not 
till you’ve seen it first-hand. 

With sudden urgency, Glass puts down his tea and strides over 
to the object in the middle of the room. Swiftly, he YANKS 
the cloth away and smiles at what is unmistakably the same 
sleek oblong SPACEPOD from the comic book.

DAVID GLASS (CONT’D)
Proof.

Hart stares in awe at the spacecraft. He looks down at the 
comic book. Identical.

HART BLOOMFIELD
I don’t believe it... You actually 
built a full-scale replica.

Glass spins around to face Bloomfield.

DAVID GLASS
Replica?!

HART BLOOMFIELD
It’s beautifully done.

Glass tries to keep his cool.

DAVID GLASS
Listen to me, kid. This isn’t some 
cheap little model airplane. This 
is a state-of-the-art hyperspace 
travel vehicle. This puppy can fly 
you halfway across the galaxy in 
the time it takes to make a 
sandwich! Do you understand the 
words that are coming out of my 
mouth? I am NOT CRAZY!

Hart stares silently at Glass, who gulps self-consciously.

DAVID GLASS (CONT’D)
Okay. Here. You wanna see who’s 
crazy? Watch this.

Glass opens the translucent cockpit of the space pod and 
starts punching in commands on the computer screen. 

BEEP. A robotic voice comes from within the space pod.

SPACE POD COMPUTER
Hyperspace engine test beginning 
in, 20, 19, 18...
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The twin rocket pipes at the rear of the pod begin to GLOW 
RED as the engine whirs to life. A blast of intense HEAT 
fills the room. Glass glares at Hart, who watches stunned.

DAVID GLASS
Pfft. Replica.

Glass grabs a fire extinguisher from the wall pre-emptively. 
Just then, the garage door begins to OPEN. Glass and 
Bloomfield spin towards it in surprise.

THE GARAGE DOOR

Standing in front of them is the young woman from the grocery 
store. This is EVA CRAWLEY (25), confident, independent, and 
smart as hell. She carries a recyclable shopping bag filled 
with jars of Nutella. 

EVA CRAWLEY
...Dad? 

DAVID GLASS
Oh boy.

She spots Hart, who is standing against the wall, attempting 
to avoid eye contact.

EVA CRAWLEY
Hart Bloomfield?

SPACEPOD COMPUTER
...9, 8, 7... 

Panicking, Glass hurries back to the cockpit panel, where he 
begins typing into the computer again.

SPACEPOD COMPUTER (CONT’D)
3, 2, 1... 

(As Glass hits a final key)
Engine Test Cancelled.

Crawley scans the scene: the space pod’s rocket boosters 
glowing red, her father standing next to it like a guilty 
child, and next to him... Hart Bloomfield?

DAVID GLASS
I didn’t know when you’d be home.

EVA CRAWLEY
Dad... Why are you screwing around 
on the spacepod with a guy from my 
high school?
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Bloomfield stares at Crawley expectantly, but she just 
returns his look with a sharp glare.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Well, I’m not really “just a guy,” 
am I? I mean... we dated.

Crawley puts down her groceries on the nearby table. 

EVA CRAWLEY
No, we didn’t “date.” We had a very 
brief fling that lasted two weeks.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Two and a half.

An awkward beat.

EVA CRAWLEY
(To her dad)

Okay, why is he here?

DAVID GLASS
You never mentioned a Hart 
Bloomfield to me.

EVA CRAWLEY
Uh, again, he barely mattered. Plus 
it’s not like you were ever around 
for me to mention things.

Hart and David both shift uncomfortably, equally devastated 
by this comment. Eva just stares at Hart, then at her dad.

EVA CRAWLEY (CONT’D)
For the third time, why is he here?

DAVID GLASS
Why do you think?

Eva’s face drops.

EVA CRAWLEY
No.

DAVID GLASS
Eva, be reasonable. Hart is smart, 
eager to learn, and trained as a 
private detective. And you already 
know eachother, it’s perfect!

EVA CRAWLEY
I don’t. Need. A partner.
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Glass turns to Hart. He pushes a button on the wall and the 
garage door begins to open. 

DAVID GLASS
Would you excuse us for a moment? 

EXT. DRIVEWAY - DAVID GLASS’S HOUSE - A FEW MINUTES LATER 

Hart stands in the driveway with hands in his pockets. Inside 
the garage, the muffled sound of Glass and Crawley shouting 
at eachother is unmistakeable.

Finally, the garage door OPENS. Crawley storms out and stops 
in front of Bloomfield. She glares at him like he’s the scum 
of the earth. 

CRAWLEY
I swear to God, Bloomfield...

She trails off, then STORMS back into the house. Glass comes 
out of the garage apologetically.

DAVID GLASS
Sorry about that. She’d never admit 
it, but she’s dying out there.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Out where?

DAVID GLASS
On Koraax. Running the family 
business.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Which is...

DAVID GLASS
Private detection. 

Bloomfield rubs his face.

HART BLOOMFIELD
David... this is impossible.

DAVID GLASS
Impossible? No. Improbable, yes. 
But not impossible. 

Glass takes a deep breath and seems to pull back.

DAVID GLASS (CONT’D)
Look, if this isn’t what you want, 
we call it off. 

(MORE)
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You go home, I learn how to mind my 
own business, the world keeps 
turning. Okay?

Glass turns to walk up the driveway to his house, but 
Bloomfield stops him. 

HART BLOOMFIELD
Wait! Just... wait.

Glass grins slightly. He turns back to face Hart.

HART BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
It is what I want... I think. I’m 
just worried I’ll fuck it up.

DAVID GLASS
Oh, you will. That’s part of it.

Glass smiles and goes back inside his house. Hart is alone, 
staring up at the stars.

EVA CRAWLEY (O.S.)
Bloomfield.

INT. KORAAXIAN GALACTIC SPACEPORT - WAITING AREA - DAY

Crawley jabs Bloomfield, fast asleep, slumped over his chair.

EVA CRAWLEY
Bloomfield! Yo!

Hart opens his eyes and smiles at Crawley, who stands over 
him unamused.

HART BLOOMFIELD
Hey Crawley. 

EVA CRAWLEY
Let’s go. I’ve got a meeting.

END OF ACT TWO

DAVID GLASS (CONT’D)
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ACT THREE

INT. HOTEL BALLROOM - AFTERNOON

A server pours GREEN WINE into a slender glass. 

We’re at a ritzy gala event full of green-skinned Koraaxian 
business types. The hotel ballroom is elegantly decorated and 
full of attendees, who are seated at circular tables 
throughout the room.

The business types CLAP for a tall, statuesque Koraaxian 
woman, SHENNA GLYGAN (34 in Earth Years), who stands in front 
of a podium, set up at one end of the room on an elevated 
platform. 

SHENNA GLYGAN
Thank you. Thank you so much, and 
welcome. 

On the front of Shenna’s podium, a floating green letter “G” 
hologram slowly rotates on its axis.

SHENNA GLYGAN (CONT’D)
As you all know, we are here 
tonight to celebrate the birth of 
Glygan Lifestyles, an exciting new 
partnership between the Glygan Real 
Estate Group--the company I have 
spent two decades building--and the 
interplanetary entertainment giant, 
Vloogo Media.  

There is a RUSH OF APPLAUSE. At the back of the room, a 
FIGURE in a stylish speckled-grey suit, seen from behind, 
offers a few claps.

SHENNA GLYGAN (CONT’D)
Many of you are still wondering: 
Why would Glygan Lifestyles partner 
up with Vloogo? What do real estate 
and media have in common? Well, we 
surveyed our core demographic of 
Koraaxians aged 18-34. And what we 
found is that they mostly want two 
things in a condo unit: they want 
convenience, AND they want it to 
feel lived-in--what we call the 
“Vintage Factor.”

Some of the audience members are nodding.
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SHENNA GLYGAN (CONT’D)
I know what you’re thinking. If the 
youth of today want to live like 
street urchins, why don’t they just 
go live on the streets and become 
Fenheads?

There’s a BURST OF LAUGHTER from the audience.

Shenna Glygan waits for it to die down, then leans in close 
to the microphone.

SHENNA GLYGAN (CONT’D)
But what if we could do the 
impossible? What if we could build 
a condo complex for these young 
Koraaxians that would provide a 
grassroots community and a home-
sweet-home familiarity, while also 
offering the luxury that is our 
bread and butter?

At the back of the room, the grey-suited figure adjusts his 
jacket and cracks his neck. He wears a thick reddish-brown 
ring made of mahogany, with a stylishly-designed letter “V” 
carved into it.

SHENNA GLYGAN (CONT’D)
We at Glygan are problem-solvers by 
nature. So of course, we went in 
search of an answer to this 
question. 

The man begins to walk stoically down the centre aisle 
towards the podium.

SHENNA GLYGAN (CONT’D)
Eventually we came up with an 
answer that we knew could 
revolutionize the real estate 
industry. To make it happen, we 
recruited a very special human who 
knew the media industry inside and 
out. That man is here tonight to 
help me tell our story. 

She sighs excitedly.

SHENNA GLYGAN (CONT’D)
Ladies and gentlemen, please 
welcome... Mr. Douglas Shane!  
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Wild APPLAUSE from the audience. The figure who approaches 
the podium is none other than the DOUGLAS SHANE (43), Founder 
and CEO of Vloogo Media, noted daredevil and adventurer, and 
without a doubt the most influential Earthling in the 
Koganaan Star System. 

DOUGLAS SHANE
Thank you.

The applause refuses to die down. He gestures humbly for the 
audience to cease clapping. Finally, they do. 

He pauses reflectively before beginning. His tone is humble, 
charming.

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
When I founded Vloogo Media as a 
little online news startup, run out 
of a tiny office in West Koraax, I 
was just twenty-four years old. I 
had just immigrated from my 
hometown, a place called Toronto on 
Planet Earth, and... hell, I was a 
typical Earthling twenty-something 
in every way. 

Some light chuckles from the audience. The business types 
look enraptured in his story.

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
I was already a cocky wiseass on 
Earth, but in Koraax... I was a 
cocky wiseass with no one to tell 
me to shut up. I felt invincible, 
and I thought this new alien world 
would be handed to me on a silver 
platter--or in this case, I guess 
the platter would have been green.

The crowd LAUGHS heartily. Some of the investors exchange 
sheepish smiles.

Shane continues, his tone beginning to shift. 

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
What I didn’t realize at the time 
was that, no matter how hard I 
worked... no matter how many shoes 
I shined, or hands I shook... it 
was never gonna be enough. 

There is some awkward laughter and confused looks between the 
investors. Shenna Glygan, now seated with some other 
investors, turns to look at Shane in alarm. 
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Shane continues, his tone jarringly casual.

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
See, there’s this unfortunate 
attitude, here in Koraax that 
humans, as a species, are pretty 
much the equivalent of sealant. You 
know, sealant. Like the shit you 
use to block up the gaps around 
your toilet when it starts 
flooding.

Shane pauses and absorbs the change he has just caused in the 
mood of the room. 

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
Would any one of you deny it? Hm? 

He waits for a response, but receives none. He continues, 
relishing in the audience’s discomfort.

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
Humans fill the gaps in Koraaxian 
society, doing all the little shit 
jobs that Koraaxians don’t want, 
then taking the blame whenever 
things aren’t going as planned. 
We’re expected to be seen but not 
heard, valuable but not valued, 
consumers... but not creators.   

He pauses at this. There’s a darkness coming over him. 

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
Like the thousands of Fennelax-
addicted Earthlings who walk the 
streets of Koraax in search of 
their next hit. All thanks to an 
official Koraaxian government 
policy that you all had the power 
to help stop, but didn’t. Some of 
them were my friends. Consumers, 
not creators. Hm.

He breathes deeply before continuing, and looks directly at 
Shenna Glygan in the audience.

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
You took credit for the vision I 
created, Glygan. And you’ll regret 
it for the rest of your life.
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He looks over to the side of the stage and flicks his hand. 
Standing against the wall is NATHAN BERG (32), his assistant, 
a clean-cut, meek-looking man who is never seen without his 
organizer book, an electronic tablet device.    

Berg nods, then holds up a black controller with buttons on 
it and PUSHES one of them.

Abruptly, the green letter “G” hologram disappears and is 
replaced by a pink letter “V.”  

Shenna Glygan leaps to her feet, fury in her eyes. Shane 
continues, now abruptly switching back to his charming voice.

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
I think a little rebranding is in 
order for our new partnership. This 
project is so much more than a 
cluster of condo towers. It’s an 
urban centre of its own, with a 
distinct local culture, and a 
television production studio 
located at its centre, providing 
cutting-edge content to all 
residents, twenty-four hours a day, 
seven days a week. This is the 
future of Koraaxian living. This... 
is Vloogoville.

A bright banner appears on the hologram: “VLOOGOVILLE.”

Shenna Glygan leaps to her feet and approaches the platform. 
She looks up at Douglas Shane in contained fury.

SHENNA GLYGAN
Stop this publicity stunt, now, or 
the deal is off. 

Shane chuckles, calmly crouching down on the platform to 
address her. 

DOUGLAS SHANE
Shenna, Shenna, Shenna... This is 
no stunt. And there is no deal.

Shenna’s face drops.

SHENNA GLYGAN
What the hell are you talking 
about?

He stares her fiercely in the eye.
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DOUGLAS SHANE
Why would I make a deal with a 
company that I already own? 

Shenna looks at him, the horror slowly dawning on her face. 
She turns to face the roomful of investors and realizes they 
are all watching her with STERN FACES.  

Shenna looks down, registering the impossible. She turns back 
to Shane, who pats her on the shoulder as he steps down from 
the platform.

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
You fucked with the wrong 
Earthling.

He strides past her down the centre aisle. 

Shane keeps walking, Nathan Berg coming up behind him 
obediently. As they walk, one investor in the audience begins 
to CLAP. A SLOW CLAP begins to build up to a RAPTUROUS 
OVATION for the new CEO. 

Shane looks bored as he walks through the tables. He reaches 
the entrance and walks right out of the room as the applause 
continues. 

INT. HALLWAY OF HOTEL - CONTINUOUS

The ballroom doors fling open and Shane strides out into the 
hallway, heading for the exit with Berg at his side.

DOUGLAS SHANE
What are the optics on this?

Berg immediately begins delivering his report, as if 
expecting the question.

NATHAN BERG
Two of the networks have already 
picked up the story. Apparently one 
of the investors was live-streaming 
the whole thing on a cellphone.

DOUGLAS SHANE
Sneaky. Looks good, looks like it 
was unplanned.
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NATHAN BERG
My thoughts exactly. Plus, The 
Koraaxian Times Magazine wants an 
interview with you on the topic of, 
quote, “why he insists on stirring 
up racial tensions at every public 
speaking appearance he makes, even 
at his own company functions,” end 
quote.  

DOUGLAS SHANE
Good. Book it.

NATHAN BERG
Booking it.

They exit the hotel through a revolving door.

INT./EXT. KORAAXIAN TAXI CAB - SAME 

A blue hovercar with a black “H” logo on it glides smoothly 
down an expressway, enclosed within a huge translucent tube. 

Bloomfield stares out the window. Glass skyscrapers of 
various colourful tints line the cityscape, with translucent 
pedestrian walkways linking some of them together. Countless 
hovercars speed through the open air.

A human DRIVER (Early 50s) sits humming to himself at the 
wheel. Bloomfield whispers to Crawley.

BLOOMFIELD
Is he an earthling?

Crawley barely acknowledges him.

CRAWLEY
You’ll see a lot of them doing a 
lot of inglorious jobs.

A beat. Bloomfield keeps glancing at Crawley. The questions 
are all bubbling up inside him.

BLOOMFIELD
Did you know... when we were, uh, 
involved... did you know your dad-

CRAWLEY
Bloomfield. Just... please.

BLOOMFIELD
Sorry.
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They are silent as Crawley stares out the window. Finally, 
her gaze drops.

CRAWLEY
Yes, I knew. You can only hide 
something like that for so long. 
Especially when you’re a lonely 
divorcé in his forties with a 
secret life on an alien planet and 
a whole lot of unresolved emotional 
issues. Hell, I’m probably the only 
reason he managed to stay sane all 
these years.

Bloomfield stares at her. 

BLOOMFIELD
You left to be with him on prom 
night, didn’t you.

Crawley smiles, remembering the moment.

CRAWLEY
Hell yeah. Skipped that bullshit to 
take a hyperspace flight across the 
galaxy.

BLOOMFIELD
I just assumed you had stood me up.

She looks at him, and it comes back to her. She looks away, 
guilty.

CRAWLEY
Right. Sorry about that, 
Bloomfield. I did tell you I was 
bad news from the beginning.

BLOOMFIELD
I should have listened.

They both look down, smiling.

Crawley notices the hovercar is approaching the expressway 
exit for West Koraax. Crawley leans toward the cab driver.

CRAWLEY
This is the fastest way, turn here.

The cab driver looks at her nervously through the rearview 
mirror.
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CAB DRIVER
You sure, Ma’am? That’s a bit of a 
rough area.

CRAWLEY
Oh come on, you’re scared of a 
couple Fenheads? They’re people 
too. 

CAB DRIVER
Whatever you say, ma’am.

The Cab Driver pulls onto the side street. 

EXT. RUN-DOWN KORAAXIAN STREET - CONTINUOUS

The cab is on a narrow city street. It’s dingy and littered 
with bits of refuse and used needles. Up ahead are about two 
dozen humans standing idly on the street, dressed in business 
attire.

As the car drifts closer, slowing down to avoid hitting any 
of the people, Bloomfield gets a better look at them. They 
are all blonde-haired, and all deathly skinny.

CAB DRIVER
Fenheads. God, they really gotta do 
something about this.

One of them turns and makes EYE CONTACT with Bloomfield, who 
sinks into his seat. The man’s floppy blonde hair and good 
posture suggest he’s in his forties, but his SUNKEN FACE, 
heavily wrinkled, makes him look well over eighty. His eyes 
are bloodshot red.  

The driver blares his horn.

CAB DRIVER (CONT’D)
Out of the way, people! Come on 
now!

The Fenheads move slowly, zombie-like as they slowly start to 
clear a path for the car to get through.

TAP, TAP. One of the Fenheads is at Bloomfield’s window, 
walking alongside the car as it drifts forward. He addresses 
Bloomfield in a jarringly polite tone, his voice pristine and 
businesslike.

FENHEAD
Excuse me, sir, but could I trouble 
you for a modest hit of Fennelax? 
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The Cab Driver is honking his horn furiously. There are still 
a few stray Fenheads in the way. 

The Fenhead TAP TAPS again on Bloomfield’s window, a little 
harder this time.

FENHEAD (CONT’D)
I must insist that you give me a 
hit of Fennelax immediately, sir. 

BLOOMFIELD
Crawley...?

CRAWLEY
Don’t make eye contact.

FENHEAD
This is your last chance, sir-

BLOOMFIELD
(To Cab Driver)

You need to get us out of here-

FENHEAD
Or else I’m afraid I’m going to 
lose my temper...

BLOOMFIELD
NOW, we need to go NOW-

CAB DRIVER
I said I’m trying-

The Fen-head’s eyes narrow and something snaps.

FENHEAD
GIMME THAT FUCKING FENNELAX!

With shocking force, the Fenhead’s fist SMASHES the car 
window.

The Fenhead grabs Bloomfield’s neck and throttles him.

FENHEAD (CONT’D)
I’LL FUCKING KILL YOU!

Bloomfield’s eyes are wide and his face turns cherry red as 
his air supply closes off.

BLOOMFIELD
(Choking)

Please don’t.
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Crawley pulls a taser-like device from her belt and presses 
it to the Fenhead’s arm.

CRAWLEY
Sorry about this.

KR-JTTT. A burst of electricity SHOCKS the Fenhead, causing 
him to jerk backwards violently, his arm slipping back out 
through the window.

The Cab Driver FLOORS IT down the road. He shakes his head, 
freaked out.

CAB DRIVER 
I told you it was a bad idea. I 
told you.

As he speeds along the road, we see the Fenhead is still 
laying on the ground in exhaustion, surrounded by other 
Fenheads, who are observing him curiously.

EXT. ROOFTOP GARDEN - ABANDONED BUILDING - DAY

The flat rooftop patio of an abandoned building. The roof 
access door OPENS and Crawley emerges, followed by a still-
shaken-up Bloomfield. Crawley and Bloomfield look across the 
garden to the far-side railing.

There, leaning out against the railing, is a towering female 
figure, perhaps six-foot-four, with a veil over her face. She 
wears skinny high heels, and draped over her shoulders is a 
strange scarf.

Crawley whispers to Bloomfield, who clutches his neck where 
the Fenhead’s grip left red marks.

CRAWLEY
Just follow my lead.

She walks down the centre aisle and approaches the woman.

EVA CRAWLEY
Shenna Glygan?

The veiled woman jerks around in surprise.

SHENNA GLYGAN
You must be Crawley.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

INT. WEST KORAAX MORGUE - FREEZING ROOM - DAY

A cryogenic MIST sprays as a cylindrical CHAMBER rises, 
slowly, from inside the floor. Spread out across the atrium 
are dozens more of these chambers, waiting inside the floor. 
We’re in the central Freezing Room of the West Koraax Morgue. 

The shadow of the rising chamber glides across the face of 
Douglas Shane, who stares at it. There’s brooding resentment 
in his eyes.

Nearby, a human MORGUE ATTENDANT (34), a bespectacled worker 
bee-type, is holding down a button on a control panel 
attached to the wall. 

CLICK. The chamber grinds to a halt. The Morgue Attendant 
speaks timidly to Mr. Shane.

MORGUE ATTENDANT
I take it you were close to the 
victim.

Shane says nothing. 

The Morgue Attendant gets the message. He flicks on the LAMP 
inside the body chamber and the CORPSE’S FACE lights up 
horrifically. Wrinkled skin, blonde hair, piercing blue eyes. 
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We know this face. The taxi cab encounter. The Fenhead who 
tried to throttle Bloomfield.

Shane scans the body and notices there is a metal cylinder 
attaching Stodgers’ hand to the rest of his arm.

DOUGLAS SHANE
You did that?

The Morgue Attendant steps up beside Shane.

MORGUE ATTENDANT
I just followed protocol. The guy’s 
hand was blown clear off. From the 
looks of it, by an Ionizer.

DOUGLAS SHANE
Then what. He just bled out on the 
street?

MORGUE ATTENDANT
He died of blunt trauma to the 
brain, actually. I’ve done cosmetic 
repair on the skin, but he was 
heavily bruised and bloodied when 
he came in. 

Shane huffs through his nose.

DOUGLAS SHANE
Keep going.

MORGUE ATTENDANT
That’s it. The police might have 
more information.

Shane turns to look at the morgue attendant, unsatisfied. The 
morgue attendant blinks nervously and continues, stammering.

MORGUE ATTENDANT (CONT’D)
Look... to put it bluntly, Fenheads 
are not the type to sort out 
conflicts among themselves 
democratically. I’d wager your 
friend put himself on the wrong 
side of a tussle for some arm-
candy, and paid the price for it.

Shane shakes his head.

DOUGLAS SHANE
The cops. You said they saw a human 
flee the scene but made no arrests.
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MORGUE ATTENDANT
Well, yeah but, he could have been 
anyone. Another Fenhead raiding the 
body, maybe.

DOUGLAS SHANE
No. You said the hand was taken off 
by an Ionizer. Fenheads don’t carry 
imported weapons.

(At the body)
This was a hit.

The Morgue Attendant wipes the sweat off his brow, his eyes 
fixated on Shane.

MORGUE ATTENDANT
I really shouldn’t show you this 
but... well, to be honest, I feel 
like I’m better off telling you now 
than hiding it. 

DOUGLAS SHANE
Go on.

The morgue attendant’s voice drops down to a whisper.

MORGUE ATTENDANT
There was... something in his hand. 

Shane eyes him carefully.

DOUGLAS SHANE
Show me.

EXT. ROOFTOP GARDEN - ABANDONED BUILDING - SAME

Bloomfield is trying to keep up with Crawley, who is checking 
something on her phone as they walk across the rooftop patio.

BLOOMFIELD
So, let me get this straight. That 
woman is hiring us to break into a 
massive condo building, steal shady 
construction records that are 
hidden somewhere inside, and return 
them to her so that she can then 
use them to sabotage this guy 
Shane, all because she lost out on 
a business deal. 

CRAWLEY
That’s the gist of it.
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BLOOMFIELD
Crawley, I don’t mean to step out 
of line here but, you do realize 
this is nuts, right? Not to mention 
illegal-

CRAWLEY
It’s not illegal. If you were 
listening carefully, you’d know 
that she still technically owns the 
records themselves as they weren’t 
part of the company holdings when 
it was sold. Also, do me a favor 
and don’t tell me what I can or 
cannot do.

Bloomfield gulps, looks down.

BLOOMFIELD
Okay. Let’s say we do it. How do we 
get inside this place without 
security clearance?

CRAWLEY
That’s why I’m in charge, 
Bloomfield. Take my phone, and RSVP 
to this.

Crawley hands Bloomfield her smartphone, on which a tab is 
open for the Vloogo Media website. 

An AD starts playing showing glamorous images of the 
VloogoVision Tower’s condo units and production studio. A 
jazzy beat plays in the background. 

A voice that could belong to an indie music radio host 
addresses the viewer with hipster nonchalance. 

ANNOUNCER
Vloogoville’s almost here, you 
guys. Condo units for Koraaxians 
like us, who just wanna chill and 
watch good TV. Come by our open 
house tonight at 8 pm and uh, I 
dunno, we’ll show you around, or 
whatever.

Bloomfield looks up at Crawley.

BLOOMFIELD
What is this?

She opens the stairwell door.
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CRAWLEY
Our security clearance.

INT. WEST KORAAX MORGUE - SAME

One of the walls of the Holding Room is lined with countless 
rows of RECTANGULAR DRAWERS built into the wall.

The Morgue Attendant opens one of the drawers. He pulls out a 
plastic vaccuum-sealed bag and offers it to Shane. 

Shane takes the bag authoritatively and holds it up to 
examine it in the fluorescent blue light. Inside is what 
appears to be a necklace version of a MEDICAL BRACELET. 

The Morgue Attendant points his pen towards the necklace.

MORGUE ATTENDANT
There’s a, uh, name on the 
inscription.

Shane leans in closer to get a better look at the necklace. 
He reads the inscription: 

HARTWELL BLOOMFIELD

905-555-8112

Shane’s eyes narrow.

DOUGLAS SHANE
The cops know about this?

MORGUE ATTENDANT
Not yet, thanks to rigor mortis. 
Your friend had that thing gripped 
so tightly the cops didn’t even 
notice it when they turned him in. 
I had to pry his fingers open one-
by-one just to get it out.    

Shane takes a step towards the Morgue Attendant, which is 
enough to make the man instantly tense up, his face red with 
fear. Shane holds up the bag with the bracelet inside.

DOUGLAS SHANE
There was nothing in his hand. 
Understood?

The Morgue Attendant gulps, nods emphatically as Shane pats 
him on the shoulder and begins to walk out.
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INT. VLOOGO HEADQUARTERS - SHANE’S OFFICE - AN HOUR LATER

Shane stares out the window of his office at the Vloogo 
Headquarters. Reflected through the glass, the entire city-
state of Koraax is laid out before him.

BA-BEEP. An upbeat sound comes from Nathan Berg’s computer, 
which is running what appears to be a database search 
program. 

NATHAN BERG
We got him.

Shane rushes back over to Berg’s desk. Berg is reading the 
information on the screen.

NATHAN BERG (CONT’D)
Huh. Says he went through Customs 
at the Spaceport yesterday morning.

Flickering on the computer screen is the bewildered face of 
Hart Bloomfield in his ID photo.

DOUGLAS SHANE
Looks like a tool.

Nathan Berg reaches to press a button on the HOLOGRAM DISC on 
his desk. Shane grabs his hand.

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
Woah, woah. 

NATHAN BERG
(Confused)

Sir?

DOUGLAS SHANE
Just... Hold on. I’m thinking.

Nathan Berg watches Shane uneasily as he paces over to the 
large bay window of his top-floor office, overlooking the 
city of Koraax below. He stares out at the intricate network 
of tubes and metal and green space. 

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
I want to know exactly what 
happened to Eric Stodgers. 

Nathan Berg shakes his head. 

NATHAN BERG
Isn’t that for the police to 
determine, sir?
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Shane ignores him, staring blankly out the window.

DOUGLAS SHANE
(To himself)

If he got ID’d once, that means 
he’ll get ID’d again. 

Nathan Berg stands up in alarm.

NATHAN BERG
If this is going where I think it’s 
going... I don’t like the optics.

Shane turns to his assistant. He smirks just a little.

END OF ACT FOUR

ACT FIVE

INT. BATHROOM - CRAWLEY PURSUIT AND RESCUE - EARLY EVENING

Crawley is applying mascara in her bedroom mirror. She wears 
a black toque and a stylish yellow jacket. We’re in Crawley’s 
apartment, which doubles as her office.

BLOOMFIELD (O.S.)
I look ridiculous.

Bloomfield is standing in the doorway. 

His zip-up hoodie and black jeans have been replaced with 
tight-fitting pants and a cutoff blue t-shirt, bearing the 
words “KORAAX POLICE DEPT” and the corresponding “KPD” logo 
below. Completing the look is an outlandish snapback hat, 
covered in patches of various colours.

BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
“Koraax Police Department?” Please 
don’t make me wear this.

CRAWLEY
It’s supposed to be ironic. Just, 
trust me.

He pushes up his glasses self-consciously.
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CRAWLEY (CONT’D)
Bloomfield, you look like a 
hipster. It’s good enough, okay?

A beat. Crawley goes back to finishing up her mascara as 
Bloomfield comes closer.

BLOOMFIELD
So remind me, we’re... boyfriend 
and girlfriend? Husband and wife?

She glares at him through the mirror.

CRAWLEY
The former.  

She goes back to applying mascara.

CRAWLEY (CONT’D)
As I was saying, we’re gonna be 
profiled from the moment we walk 
in. Koraaxians basically think all 
humans are criminals and Fenheads. 
In fact, if I came alone, they 
wouldn’t even give me a tour.

Crawley starts applying lipstick.

CRAWLEY (CONT’D)
But, for whatever reason, they’re 
less intimidated by us in couples. 

BLOOMFIELD
Okay fine, but... you look normal, 
whereas I

(indicating the shirt)
look like a pretentious 12-year-old 
who just discovered the concept of 
irony. 

Crawley, looking him over, shakes her head.

CRAWLEY
You’re missing something. Something 
that screams “thrift shopper.”

THE CLOSET

Crawley flits rapidly through the jackets in her bedroom 
closet. She spots one in particular.

CRAWLEY (CONT’D)
Yes.
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She pulls out a beat-up, army-green khaki TRENCHCOAT, and 
holds it up to show Bloomfield.

CRAWLEY (CONT’D)
A relic of my first few months in 
Koraax. I got a little carried away 
with the whole private detective 
thing.

Bloomfield seems captivated by the trenchcoat, and he steps 
closer. He puts it on, and goes up to the mirror to take a 
look. He twists the snapback backwards, and suddenly the 
ensemble works.

Crawley gives a detached nod of approval.

CRAWLEY (CONT’D)
Not bad, Bloomfield. You could 
almost pass for a real Space 
Detective... almost.

Bloomfield glares at her, then smirks.

INT. LOBBY - VLOOGOVISION TOWER - 8:25 PM

Hip young folks are mingling around the lobby of the 
VloogoVision Tower in pairs, most of them green-skinned 
Koraaxians, a few of them humans. 

Interspersed among the couples are VLOOGOVILLE 
REPRESENTATIVES, Koraaxian urbanites in their late-twenties 
and thirties all wearing lanyards, clad in pink t-shirts 
bearing the stylized “Letter V” logo we recognize as that of 
Vloogo Media. 

Crawley leads Bloomfield through the revolving door into the 
lobby, holding his hand. They take in the scene. 

She whispers to Bloomfield.

CRAWLEY
Do me a favour and don’t say 
anything this time, okay?

FRENDA  (O.S.)
Hey-y, did you guys just get here?

One of the green-skinned, pink-shirted ambassadors is 
standing in front of them. She’s short and has a dyed-black 
pixie cut. She’s holding an iPad-like digital clipboard and 
looks extremely excited to be doing her job. 

Crawley takes Bloomfield’s arm with fake enthusiasm.
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CRAWLEY
Yes! Yes, my, uh, boyfriend and I 
have a private tour booked for 8:30 
under my name--Adella? We’re 
looking at the nine-hundred level 
apartments.

Frenda checks the list on her clipboard.

FRENDA
Yes, I see you! Awesome. So I’m 
Frenda, I’m gonna be your tour 
guide, and let me tell you I am so 
excited to show you around.

Behind Crawley and Bloomfield, an older-looking SUPERVISOR 
with a thick beard steps into view, observing Frenda. He 
gives her a disapproving look.

Frenda, seeing this, gulps and quickly drops her enthusiasm, 
now speaking in a jaded monotone. 

FRENDA (CONT’D)
So like, I guess, let’s get started 
with the tour... or whatever. 

The supervisor smiles, gives Frenda a subtle nod, and goes 
off to observe someone else.

Frenda watches him go as she continues, deflated.

FRENDA (CONT’D)
Just sign in here with your 
telechip, please. 

Frenda holds out the clipboard for Crawley and Bloomfield. 
Crawley calmly holds her telechip ring above the clipboard 
and a red light SCANS it. 

BEEP.

Frenda reads the name ID’d on her clipboard. She looks up at 
Crawley.

FRENDA (CONT’D)
Adella Bremner. That’s a nice name. 

(To Bloomfield)
And you?

Bloomfield’s face turns red. Crawley interrupts.

CRAWLEY
Oh but um, I’m the one who made the 
reservation.
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Frenda shakes her head sympathetically.

FRENDA
Right. I totally get that, It’s 
just a dumb security thing, he has 
to sign in too. 

Crawley is losing her cool.

CRAWLEY
He’s been having some problems with 
his telechip recently, it hasn’t 
been scanning properly-

FRENDA
Oh no worries, let’s just try it 
and see if it works.

Frenda holds out the clipboard to Bloomfield. Bloomfield 
hesitates, looking to Crawley. She nods her head subtly.

Slowly, he holds out his trembling hand over the clipboard. 

BEEP.

INT. VLOOGO MEDIA HQ - SHANE’S OFFICE - SIMULTANEOUS

An upbeat DING from Nathan Berg’s computer. 

Nathan Berg leans forward and studies the screen in surprise. 

Still fixated on the screen, he picks up the phone on his 
desk and presses a single button.

INT. SHANE’S PENTHOUSE - PLAYROOM - CONTINUOUS

A spacious, carpeted room full of amusements. The lights are 
off, but the bluish glow of a television screen casts a 
shadow across the room, revealing a trampoline, an air hockey 
table, a big box of costumes, and even a miniature bowling 
alley.  

From the television screen we hear familiar sounds: sugary 
power-pop music, game-show-style sound effects, the roaring 
of go-kart engines.

A familiar voice from Earth chimes in, jarring to hear in 
this alien world. It’s Yoshi being knocked off his cart.

YOSHI
Wub-wub-wub-wub!
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Douglas Shane and his daughter sit side-by-side on beanbag 
chairs, playing split-screen MARIO KART 64 on a Nintendo 64. 

The voice of HARTLEY SHANE (10), Douglas Shane’s daughter, 
enters the mix.

HARTLEY SHANE
Yes! Suck on that, Yoshi!

DOUGLAS SHANE
You little snot! Jesus, you’re 
killing me here. You know I’m 
coming right back to get you 
though.

HARTLEY SHANE
Nuh uh, can’t catch me!

The sound of a VIBRATING PHONE.

Shane pulls his phone out of his pocket and, still holding 
down the accelerator button on his controller, glances at the 
caller ID:

NATHAN

Shane stares at the phone. He pauses the game and gets up.  

Before he can say anything, Hartley gives him a COLD STARE.

DOUGLAS SHANE
One call, sweetie.

Hartley tilts her head, unconvinced.

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
I promise, okay? Thirty seconds, 
MAX. Okay? 

Hartley’s face says it all, but Shane is already walking out 
to the adjacent balcony.

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
Don’t you exit!

Hartley just turns and stares at the screen. 

INT. BALCONY - SHANE’S PENTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Shane, holding his vibrating phone, steps out through a glass 
door onto a balcony. Glimmering below him are the yellow 
lights of Koraax at night. He brings the phone to his ear.
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DOUGLAS SHANE
Shane.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. VLOOGO HEADQUARTERS - SHANE’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Berg is still at his desk in the office with the phone to his 
ear.

NATHAN BERG
You’re not gonna believe this. He 
just got ID’d... at the Vloogoville 
Open House. He’s scheduled for a 
private tour of level nine-hundred, 
starting now. 

Shane takes a breath.

DOUGLAS SHANE
Good work. Go home now.

There is a brief silence on Berg’s end.

DOUGLAS SHANE (CONT’D)
Is that understood, Berg?

Berg’s head drops. He covers his eyes.

NATHAN BERG
Yes sir.

Shane hangs up, and pulls from his pocket a small COMPUTER 
CHIP with what looks like a QR code on it. He SCANS it with 
his phone, which immediately begins dialing a number. He 
holds the phone to his ear.

An unfamiliar voice grunts its name on the other end--thin 
and raspy, with a lisp. 

GROOD (O.S.)
Grood. 

Shane doesn’t miss a beat.

DOUGLAS SHANE
He’s in the VloogoVision Tower. 
Level 900. Bring him to me. No 
witnesses.

A slight pause.

53.



GROOD (O.S.)
Done.

A CLICK. The line cuts out. Shane lowers his phone, and 
stares out at the glimmering city. He goes back inside.

BACK IN THE PLAYROOM 

Hartley has restarted the Mario Kart 64 game. 

MARIO
(In game)

Let’s-a go!

She glances through the glass door at her father, then stares 
resentfully at the monitor.

The split screen is now a single scene, her Mario character 
racing ahead in first place. 

INT. ELEVATOR - VLOOGOVISION TOWER - 8 MINUTES LATER

Crawley and Bloomfield stand squarely behind Frenda in the 
elevator, all of them staring impatiently at the indicator 
screen above the elevator door. Cheesy elevator music plays. 

The screen has a huge grid display listing every floor, from 
1 to 1250. A lit-up square shows their location as they creep 
upwards: Level 832, 833, 834...

Frenda glances behind her at the potential condo owners.

FRENDA
Almost there, now. Just about sixty 
more floors.

Bloomfield grasps for his medical necklace anxiously... and 
realizes it’s not there, only adding to his anxiety.

Crawley exhales loudly, tense and impatient.

Frenda turns to her, lighting up with nervous energy.

FRENDA (CONT’D)
And just to remind you again, we 
are guaranteed to have a brand-new 
ultra-lightweight elevator 
installed by the time you move in. 
So no need at all to worry about 
delays, or long travel times 
between floors, that will not be an 
issue for you. 

(MORE)
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And again, all of this will be 
outlined in the owner’s handbook at 
the time of purchase and--

Crawley suddenly reaches over to the elevator’s touch-screen 
panel...

FRENDA (CONT’D)
Excuse me. What are you doing?

Crawley draws her finger over the panel and then finds a RED 
BUTTON near the bottom. She presses it.

FRENDA (CONT’D)
Excuse me!

The elevator jerks to an abrupt halt. 

BING. 

OUTSIDE THE ELEVATOR

The elevator doors open onto a huge studio space featuring a 
blank white soundstage. 

Without a word, Crawley calmly nudges Frenda backwards, step 
by step out of the elevator. Frenda is so stunned, she barely 
resists. She stares at Crawley in confusion.

FRENDA (CONT’D)
Adella...? What are you doing??

The doors are closing on Frenda. Crawley mocks her through 
the shrinking gap.

CRAWLEY
You’re not supposed to care, 
remember?

INSIDE THE ELEVATOR

The doors shut. Crawley quickly starts punching something in 
on the touch-screen.

Bloomfield stares at Crawley judgmentally.

BLOOMFIELD
Jesus. Did you have be so... mean? 
She was just doing her job.

Crawley stares ahead.

CRAWLEY
She was pissing me off.

FRENDA (CONT’D)
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BLOOMFIELD
That doesn’t matter. You, you can’t 
just... use someone like that and 
then throw them away like a piece 
of trash.

CRAWLEY
Don’t start with me, Bloomfield.  

A long beat. Bloomfield is staring at her with a vengeance. 
Finally he mutters.

BLOOMFIELD
Did I... did I do something to make 
you hate me?

Crawley turns to Bloomfield, shaking her head.

CRAWLEY
I said don’t start with me.

She pauses.

CRAWLEY (CONT’D)
And I’m really fucking sick of 
people telling me I need to be 
nicer.

BLOOMFIELD
That’s not... Why can’t you just, 
just treat me-

CRAWLEY
I have been completely 
straightforward with you. If you 
have an issue-

BLOOMFIELD
No you haven’t! You really think?-

BING.

CRAWLEY
Bloomfield, this is definitely not 
the time to start having a fucking 
heart to heart-

They don’t notice the elevator door opening as their argument 
escalates, talking over each other.
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BLOOMFIELD
You know I’m a good guy, you 
know I’m just trying to help, 
and yet you insist on making 
me feel like SHIT, ALL THE-

CRAWLEY (CONT'D)
No, okay, no. You have no 
fucking clue about anything 
here, buddy, so just BACK THE 
FUCK-

A calm, raspy voice interrupts them.

GROOD HARLOCH (O.S.)
Don’t move.

A jet black PHOTON BLASTER is staring them in the face in the 
elevator doorway. Behind it is the green-skinned GROOD 
HARLOCH (42 in Earth Years), notorious bounty hunter and 
outspoken anti-Earthling activist. He is a haunting image: 
his nostrils are slits, and his eyes a piercing jet black.

GROOD HARLOCH (CONT’D)
Hands where I can see ‘em.

Crawley’s face falls as she and Bloomfield put their hands 
up.

Grood smirks at Crawley. Then, he scans Bloomfield through 
his strange, sharp black eyes.

He flicks his gun toward Bloomfield, who flinches in 
terror...

GROOD HARLOCH (CONT’D)
Bloomfield. And-

...then at Crawley, who stands stone-faced.

GROOD HARLOCH (CONT’D)
Witness.

The bounty hunter shakes his head slowly, relishing the 
moment.

GROOD HARLOCH (CONT’D)
No witnesses.

Bloomfield glances sidelong at Crawley. No expression.

Grood steps back and jerks his gun to the right, ushering 
them out of the elevator. Crawley exits with her hands up, 
followed by Bloomfield. 
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INT. HALLWAY OF FLOOR 900 - VLOOGOVISION TOWER - CONTINUOUS

Crawley and Bloomfield walk down the long hallway of the 
condo complex, with Grood about ten feet behind them pointing 
his blaster. 

Bloomfield is now a sobbing wreck.

BLOOMFIELD
(Whispering)

I’m not ready to die, Crawley. 
There’s still so much I want to 
accomplish. 

Crawley notices as they walk past a large sign on the wall 
reading “900.” 

BLOOMFIELD (CONT’D)
(Wailing)

My pen is not yet gleaned!

CRAWLEY
(Whispering)

Shhhh-ut up.

They arrive at a STANCHION set up in the middle of the 
hallway to block off the balcony area beyond it. 

Posted in front of the stanchion is a SIGNPOST that offers 
directions:

<-- STAIRWELL | MOCK UNIT -->

Crawley glances at the two doorways on either side of the 
hallway. The left-hand door clearly leads to the stairwell, 
visible through a tinted glass window, while the right-hand 
side door into the “Mock Unit” is open. She glances at 
Bloomfield.

CRAWLEY (CONT’D)
Okay. Listen to me. 

Bloomfield is fighting back tears.

BLOOMFIELD
Okay.

CRAWLEY
On the count of three, I’m going to 
do something unexpected. He won’t 
shoot you. Understand?

Bloomfield gulps.
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BLOOMFIELD
But-

Grood notices them muttering. 

GROOD
Quiet! 

Bloomfield and Crawley tense up and raise their hands higher.

GROOD (CONT’D)
Step over the stanchion. We’re 
going to the balcony. 

Without moving, Crawley starts counting.

CRAWLEY
One...

GROOD
Do it!

Grood COCKS his blaster and prepares to fire at Crawley.

Crawley hears the sound, and realizing she’s out of time--

Grood FIRES--

She DIPS behind Bloomfield. Grood’s blast narrowly misses 
her, liquefying a portion of the wall.

Crawley is now protected, with Bloomfield acting as a shield 
between her and Grood. 

CRAWLEY
(To Bloomfield)

Don’t move.

She spins Bloomfield around so that they both face Grood. As 
she does so, Grood almost fires, but pulls his gun back.

Crawley reaches into her purse and pulls out a silver PLASMA 
PISTOL. 

She points the pistol under Bloomfield’s arm and FIRES at 
Grood as the bounty hunter, with rapid agility, DUCKS into 
the doorway of the unit next to him.

CRAWLEY (CONT’D)
(To Bloomfield)

Now take my gun. Door on your left. 
Just play hard to get.
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BLOOMFIELD
No, no, please don’t-

CRAWLEY
I’m getting that file. You wanted 
more responsibilities, here you go. 

She hands him her gun.

CRAWLEY (CONT’D)
Godspeed, Earthboy!

BLOOMFIELD
Crawley!

In a flash, Crawley SHOVES Bloomfield into the mock unit, 
then quickly DIVES through the stairwell door on the right.

Grood sees this happen, and runs up to where the two doorways 
intersect.

He glances into the stairwell with his black eyes... Crawley 
is gone. He growls, but remembers his primary target. He 
turns and raises his gun to enter the mock unit.

INT. FLOOR 899, THE MEMORY BANK - VLOOGOVISION TOWER - 
SIMULTANEOUS

A pitch-black room. Hundreds of tiny orange lights glow, 
organized into rows.

An upbeat DA-DING rings through the huge chamber.

COMPUTERIZED VOICE
Access granted. Welcome, Shenna 
Glygan.

A tiny rectangle of light SLIDES open at the far end. Crawley 
steps through the doorway. 

She pulls out a GREEN VISOR from her purse, puts it on, and 
pushes a tiny button on the side.

A grid pattern appears over the storage cylinders. At the far 
end of the long room, a single cylinder GLOWS GREEN.

Crawley rushes up to the cylinder and inserts a black disc.

She presses a series of buttons on the cylinder to save the 
file to the disc.

As the little command screen reads,
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SAVING...

There’s a CRASH from the floor above. She looks up. 

CRAWLEY
Fuck.

INT. MOCK CONDO UNIT - VLOOGOVISION TOWER - CONTINUOUS

Inside the mock unit, Grood moves through what can only be 
described as a boho-chic dining room, his eyes scanning the 
room for any sign of Bloomfield. 

He moves on into the kitchen, where he sees a BLENDER has 
fallen and broken apart on the floor. Grood has his gun 
pointed out as he steps toward the kitchen.

GROOD
(Crooning)

Oh, Bloomfield! 

He lowers his gun, remembering the sniveling incompetency of 
his target.  

GROOD (CONT’D)
Listen to me, Bloomfield. As a true 
Koraaxian, I give you one chance to 
give yourself up willingly. Do it 
now, and you can save yourself a 
great deal of pain.

As he speaks, we return to the boho-chic dining table, around 
which are block-shaped WICKER CHAIRS. Inside one of them, 
Bloomfield is trembling in the fetal position.

His eyes are closed. This is it. This is the end.

DAVID GLASS (O.S.)
Since when do space detectives 
cower inside wicker chairs?

Out of nowhere, the unmistakeable voice of David Glass comes 
from a tiny speaker, somewhere on Bloomfield’s person. 
Bloomfield’s eyes burst open in shock.

He reaches into his back pocket to find that the voice is 
coming from a small metallic disk, out of which is projected 
a holographic image: the face of David Glass.

BLOOMFIELD
Mr. Glass?
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DAVID GLASS
David. 

BLOOMFIELD
You’ve... been watching me the 
entire time?

DAVID GLASS
I realized I didn’t want a 24-year-
old’s death on my conscience, 
alright? Now listen to me if you 
want to live.

GROOD (O.S.)
Last chance, Bloomfield!

THE KITCHEN

Grood listens. Silence.

GROOD (CONT’D)
No? Alright then. I’ll have the 
pleasure of making you hurt. You 
humans sicken me. 

THE WICKER CHAIR

Bloomfield, hearing this, gulps audibly.

BLOOMFIELD
Fuck. What do I do?

DAVID GLASS
Stay calm, alright? Think back to 
the comic books. Volume five, issue 
seven. What species is Grood?

BLOOMFIELD
(Remembering)

A Phlegmerite.

DAVID GLASS
Good. And what is so unique about 
Phlegmerites?

BLOOMFIELD
Hive minds. The- the entire colony 
lives together in this, like, drug 
den place, just feeding off the 
energy of one another.
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DAVID GLASS
Right. And what happens when a 
single Phlegmerite loses their 
connection to the hive mind?

BLOOMFIELD
They get... sad?

DAVID GLASS
Instant. Chaos.

Bloomfield seems to understand.

BLOOMFIELD
Okay. But how. 

DAVID GLASS
Lighting fixtures are known to 
cause a disturbance. Hint hint. 

Bloomfield can picture it: The overhead TUNGSTEN LIGHT in the 
kitchen, where Grood is still standing.

DAVID GLASS (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Break Grood’s connection, and you 
gain the advantage. Just hold him 
off until Eva gets there. 

BLOOMFIELD
(To himself)

Hold him off. No big deal.

Bloomfield takes a deep breath.

THE KITCHEN

Grood stands, opening up various large cupboards in the 
pantry, his gun pointed in expectation of finding Bloomfield. 
The bright kitchen light looms overhead on the cieling.

GROOD
Come out, come out-

PSCHOOM! The light BURSTS into yellow flame, hit by 
Bloomfield’s plasma pistol. Sparks and broken glass spatter 
all over the floor and onto Grood’s back. 

GROOD (CONT’D)
GAH!

Grood’s vision GOES BLURRY, and a furious BUZZING rings 
through his ears. He catches sight of Bloomfield, standing 
with Crawley’s blaster pointed at him through the doorway.
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Grood’s ultra-fast instincts kick in. He does a BARREL ROLL 
sideways, escaping through a doorway into the living room. 

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOCK UNIT - VLOOGOVISION TOWER - 
CONTINUOUS

Bloomfield, gun pointed straight out, slowly edges through 
the kitchen towards the living room. He backs up against the 
doorway, then PIVOTS outward, ready to fire.

No one to be seen. This newly built living room looks 
artificially lived-in, like pre-faded jeans. Through the 
glass doors at the far end of the room is a balcony, with 
some sun chairs set up for tanning.

Bloomfield edges through the room with his gun out. 
Meanwhile, we pass:

-A wrinkled cherry red leather couch with the imprint of a 
butt steam-pressed onto its surface,

-Mahogany furniture with chips and dents carved into wood,

-A sleek alien TV monitor, which protrudes from the wall on a 
single arm attached to its centre. 

An ANNOUNCER’S voice comes on the TV:

ANNOUNCER (O.S.)
You’re watching Vloogovision. TV 
for YOUR generation. We now return 
to an all-new episode of “HAIR 
FLIP.” 

The TV comes into view as Bloomfield edges past it. On the 
screen, two young male ZOOLOTS--human natives of the planet 
similar to hipsters on Earth--are wearing the latest 
Koraaxian fashion of sailor outfits and standing on a STREET 
CORNER. They speak in complete monotone.

ZOOLOT 1
So, Zenga broke up with me.

ZOOLOT 2
Psh. Saw that one coming.

Both of the ZOOLOTS do a hair flip. The studio audience OOHS 
with delight. 

Bloomfield keeps scanning for Grood, but can’t avoid being 
distracted by the TV.
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ZOOLOT 1 
(Monotone)

Oh no you didn’t.

Zoolot 1 snaps his fingers with sass.

The studio audience ROARS with laughter. The two Zoolots flip 
their hair again and the laughter reaches a CLIMAX, then 
transitions into APPLAUSE.

Reflected on the TV screen, Bloomfield sees the flash of a 
gun on the balcony. He DUCKS.

BJOOM! A chunk of the TV screen is BLASTED clean through by 
molten hot plasma, the bullet from Grood’s liquefier narrowly 
missing Bloomfield’s head. 

Under cover behind a sofa chair, Bloomfield watches Grood 
outside on the balcony, racing up the winding staircase to 
the next floor. 

Bloomfield FIRES. PING! The shot deflects off the metal 
staircase. Grood flees up and out of view. 

Bloomfield jumps up and races out onto the balcony. 

EXT. BALCONY - NEW CONDO UNIT - VLOOGOVISION TOWER - NIGHT

Bloomfield points his gun up into the stairwell but Grood, on 
the upper level, leaps out of view just in time. 

BLOOMFIELD
Crafty slimebag.

EXT. UNFINISHED UPPER CONDO FLOOR - VLOOGOVISION TOWER - 
CONTINUOUS

Bloomfield slowly climbs the stairs to the upper floor. He 
leaps up the last few stairs and sweeps the space around him.

No sign of Grood.

He’s now on the unfinished upper floor of the tower. There 
are bare wooden boards all around, plastic sheeting, and 
metal columns lining the massive space as far as he can see. 

It’s dark on this floor, since the sun has gone down and 
there are no lighting fixtures, but in the distance, the 
lights of Koraax glimmer brightly.

Bloomfield begins to move forward cautiously. He ducks behind 
a column for cover. Then swings across to a further column.
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At the far end of the huge platform, 100 feet away, he 
catches a glimpse of GROOD, stumbling between two pillars.

Bloomfield fixes his gun on that point, and begins to rush 
forward.

We watch him pace confidently away from us, silhouetted 
between the pillars. 

Finally, he disappears around the spot where we last saw 
Grood.

HART BLOOMFIELD (O.S.)
Freeze!

We hear an exchange of plasma gunfire.

Then... silence.

END OF EPISODE.
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