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FADE IN:

EXT. SEATTLE - NIGHT

It's raining, because of course it is. We fly through
Seattle in an establishing shot, zooming south past the
SPACE NEEDLE before making our way to LUMEN FIELD.

It's 1lit up and a SEAHAWKS game is in full swing. The
crowd ROARS as a running back runs up the field before

getting tackled.

CUT TO:

INT. LUMEN FIELD CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

The roar of the crowd is more hushed in here. We see
KIRK RANDALL, 30s, the Baxter in a teen rom-com coming up
on his 20th high school reunion. He is dressed in
OVERSIZED COVERALLS and is pushing a MOP and BUCKET set
up. Every few steps he stops to mop up a LONG TRAIL OF
WATER that runs through the center of the corridor.

We follow him through two or three iterations.

Mop up the water.

Put the mop into the bucket.

Ring out the mop.

Slop the mop back onto floor.

Step forward two or three steps.

Repeat.

He approaches a T INTERSECTION. The water curves to the
left, heading down the intersecting passage. He pauses
and looks down the side hallway. It's DARK. A
florescent bulb FLICKERS overhead occasionally. At the
end of the hallway is a large STACK OF BOXES. Kirk

stares down the hall.

REVERSE ON:

INT. LUMEN FIELD CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

We're now looking back at KIRK, the camera hand-held and
shaky. We're in SOMETHING'S POV. You know the shot. 1In



any other movie, it means Kirk is lunchmeat. But not in
our movie.

KIRK turns his back on us. The camera moves forward in a
rush. Kirk turns, CRYING OUT and THROWING UP HIS LEFT
ARM IN FRONT OF HIS FACE.

CUT TO:

INT. LUMEN FIELD CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

We're in a wider shot now. We see a FISH-LIKE CREATURE,
like something out of the Black Lagoon, biting down on
KIRK's upraised arm. But instead of a scream, KIRK
SMILES GRIMLY. We can hear a METALLIC CLICK as the
creature's teeth bounce of KIRK's arm.

The CREATURE pulls its head back and the sleeve of KIRK's
coveralls rips away, revealing a CHAINMAIL SHIRT
underneath.

KIRK
(quietly)
Surprise.

He brings his right fist up and clocks the CREATURE in
the side of the head. It drops the pieces of the
coverall sleeve from its mouth and shakes its head,
trying to clear it.

KIRK doesn't let up, slamming his left fist into the
CREATURE'S belly. It vomits up some foamy water onto the
floor.

KIRK steps around the bent-double CREATURE and sweeps
it's feet out from underneath it. It slams to the floor
and KIRK falls heavily atop it. KIRK reaches up to his
throat and pulls down a zipper on his coveralls,
revealing more of his chainmail shirt.

He slips a hand into the coveralls and pulls out a PAIR
OF HANDCUFFS.

Kneeling on the CREATURE's back, KIRK pulls its arms
back, applying the cuffs to its wrists.

The CREATURE COUGHS and SPLUTTERS, as if gathering
itself.

CREATURE
I want my lawyer.

CUT TO:



CREDITS

CUT TO:

INT. SEATTLE LOW RISE BUILDING LOBBY - DAY

LORELEI GRIFFIN, mid-twenties, dark suit, shoulder-length
blond hair down. Styled, but not professionally. She
stands in the lobby, being stared down by an unfriendly
looking SECURITY GUARD, a man in his late forties,
greying hair, cold stare.

The GUARD sits at a low wooden desk. To his right, near
the elevators, a pair of PLUSH CHAIRS. Behind him on the
wall, in large gold letters, the words MONTAGU & STERN
and in slightly smaller letters below, it says ATTORNEYS
AT LAW.

GUARD
Can I help you?

LORELEI swallows her nerves.

LORELET
I'm...
She takes a breath.
LORELET
I'm Lorelei Griffin. It's my
first day.
The GUARD runs his finger down a sheet of paper on a
clipboard in front of him. It pauses. He looks up,
expression completely different. Welcoming.
GUARD
Good morning Ms. Griffin. If

you'll wait over there, I'll let
Mr. Sylvan know you're here.

He points toward the chairs. Lorelei walks over and
sits, crossing her ankles and fidgets with the hem of her
black skirt suit.

Moments later, the elevator doors open and BRANDON SYLVAN
appears. Mid-thirties, red-headed, in a well-tailored
suit. He approaches LORELEI and extends a hand. She
rises and shakes his hand firmly.

BRANDON
Good morning. You must be
Lorelei. I'm Brandon.



