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INT. ORBITING SPACE STATION - BAR - NIGHT

Dim, purple light illuminates a ragged man, CAPTAIN JAMES 
SHORT, 55, sitting at a bar, a glowing drink in his hand. *

Cast in shadows, ADAM WILKES, 33, sits on a stool nearby. *

A young woman, BROOKE WOLF, 22, approaches James at the bar. *

She leans on the counter, close to James. He eyes her and 
downs his drink.

CAPTAIN JAMES
What do you want?

BROOKE WOLF
Fly me to Paxion IV.

CAPTAIN JAMES
No.

Brooke slides two creds across the counter. Captain James 
pockets it.  

CAPTAIN JAMES (CONT’D)
So, why exactly do you want to fly 
with the Fool’s Errant?

BROOKE *

That’s none of your business. *

Brooke sneers and turns to leave. Adam shifts in his seat and 
watches her walks away. Captain James returns to his drink 
with a shrug. 

INT. CARGO RAMP - AIRLOCK - NIGHT

Cargo crates cluster the tiny space. An eccentrically dressed 
man, PASCAL EDOUARD BORDEAUX, 34, sets down a crate into the *

Fool's Errant's cargo hold.

As Pascal works, a mesmerizing woman, SABRINA McMILLAIN, 21, *

slips between the crates lost in thought. 

Pascal straightens suddenly. She jumps.

PASCAL 
Good evening, my dear. 

Pascal takes her hand and kisses it. Sabrina blanches. She 
snatches her hand away.



PASCAL (CONT’D)
Now, what could a moonless beauty 
like your exquisite self be doing 
in a horrid place such as this?

Sabrina backs away slowly, eyeing Pascal apprehensively. 
Pascal smirks and takes a step forward. Sabrina ducks her 
head and shuffles past him, disappearing inside the ship.

INT. FOOL'S ERRANT - QUARTERS - NIGHT
Crisp light shines over four cots plugged into the wall. Adam 
sits on a far bed as he cleans his composite sword. 

The doors SWOOSH open. 

Brooke stalks in, communicator in hand. She glimpses Adam out 
of the corner of her eye and freezes. She blinks in surprise. 

BROOKE
What are you doing here?

Adam runs the rag slowly across the blade.

ADAM
Same as you.

Brooke slowly reaches for her plasma bow.

ADAM (CONT’D)
Put that away. You won't be needing 
that here.

BROOKE
I beg to differ. 

Adam admires the shine of his sword.

ADAM
I’m like you. I’m on a mission, one 
of redemption and justice.

Brook draws her bow pulls the string taut, stepping 
cautiously to the side.

BROOKE
How do you know about that?
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ADAM
We’re a lot alike, you and I. I 
don’t know much, bur I do a man on 
a mission. And you, my friend, are 
on one.

BROOKE *

I’m nothing like you. *

Brooke takes another step forward.

BROOKE (CONT’D)
What mission are you on?

ADAM
I’m looking for an ageless woman. I 
don’t suppose you’re her?

Adams stands and offers out his hand.

ADAM (CONT’D)
I’m Adam, by the way. Adam Wilkes.

BROOKE
The name’s Brooke. *

Brooke lowers her bow. Adam smiles warmly at her.

INT. FOOL’S ERRANT - BRIDGE - NIGHT

Alcohol flasks lay strewn between open panels. Lights blink 
dimly from the control panel in dull flashes.

Captain James lounges in his seat, datapad in hand. He leans 
over and types coordinates into the control panel. The screen 
flashes: "Destination: Ergonn Hyperia."

INT. FOOL'S ERRANT - CARGO HOLD - DAY
Cargo crates jammed together line the walls and form columns 
in the almost completely dark space.

In the corner, Brooke kneels. She pulls out her communicator.

INFORMANT (V.O.)
Have you found him yet?

Pascal steps out from a shadow. He presses his back up 
against a crate as he leans toward Brooke, ears perked.

BROOKE
Not yet, but I believe he’s on 
board with me.
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Pascal's brow creases. He leans closer.

INFORMANT (V.O.)
You need to complete your objective 
swiftly. Strike before he knows. 
Time is of the essence. There is no 
room for error.  

Brooke CLICKS her communicator shut. She rises and leaves. 
Pascal watches her go, deep in thought.

INT. FOOL'S ERRANT - DINING HALL - DAY

A bolted table sits wedged between two booths crammed against 
a wall. Adam rests casually at one, Sabrina tucked away in 
the other.

The doors SWOOSH open. Brooke strides in. She takes a box 
from the meal kiosk. Adam motions to her with a smile. She 
takes a seat beside him.

A hand catches the door as it starts to close. Pascal slips 
in. He eyes Brooke suspiciously as he retrieves his meal.

Sabrina suddenly stands. She wraps her arms around herself 
and exits quickly into the hall, her face pale and ghostly.

Adam rises and follows her out.

INT. FOOL'S ERRANT - HALL - DAY
Dim lights flicker overhead casting shadows across the narrow 
passageway. Cords snake across the floor.

Sabrina walks quickly, her head down. The medical bay doors 
open. She disappears inside.

Adam pauses by the doorway, watching her closely.

Sabrina sits on a medical table as the doors to the medical 
bay slide shut.

Adam steps back and turns to leave.

INT. FOOL'S ERRANT - DINING HALL - DAY

Sparks spit from the light overhead.

Pascal raises an eyebrow and settles down next to Brooke.
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PASCAL

Certainly not first class.

Pascal takes a bite of his food.

PASCAL
 (CONT’D)

This tastes like the bloody, 
defiled excrement of Queen Julia's 
heart.

BROOKE
Have you seen the Captain? Don’t 
expect much from him.

Pascal laughs. He picks at his food.

PASCAL

So, what exactly inclined you to 
take the Lord’s quick ticket 
through hell?

BROOKE
Revenge.

Pascal shifts nervously.

PASCAL

For?

BROOKE
The death of my kin.

PASCAL

I hear Adam specializes in death. 
Works for The Fates Corporation, if 
I’m not mistaken. 

The doors open. Adam saunters in. Brooke's face darkens.

Pascal rises abruptly.

PASCAL
(To Brooke) *

Pardon me, my dear. *

He slips past Adam with a nod of his head and a smirk.
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INT. FOOL'S ERRANT - BRIDGE - DAY

A bottle rolls across the floor. A boot catches it in place. 
Pascal bends down and picks it up. He hefts it as he walks 
over to the slumbering Captain James in the pilot seat.

Pascal sets the bottle down on the console. He pauses, 
studying the data pad, which reads: "Ergonn Hyperia."

Pascal slaps a hand against Captain James' shoulder, 
startling him awake.

CAPTAIN JAMES
The hell you want?

Captain James shoves Pascal's hand away.

PASCAL
Where exactly are you planning to 
take us? That’s slaver territory!

CAPTAIN JAMES
It’s just an error. Nav-computer 
does that sometimes.

Pascal snatches the data pad and waves it in Captain James' 
face. Spittle flies from Pascal's mouth.

PASCAL
Error? Error! You plan to sell us 
you ripe, old vermin’s backside!

Captain James takes the data pad and examines it. 

CAPTAIN JAMES
Look. See? We’re right on....

Captain James trails off as his eyes flick to the navigation 
computer. He sits up straighter. His brow crinkles.

CAPTAIN JAMES (CONT’D)
Something’s not right.

PASCAL

You think?

Captain James jabs his fingers against the console, typing: 
"Ergonn Hyperia." 
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Pascal grows alarmed. He reaches for Captain James' hands. 

PASCAL
 (CONT’D)

I should have known not to trust 
you all along!

Pascal grabs Captain James and tries to push him aside.

CAPTAIN JAMES
Get off me, you asshole!

Captain James turns and grabs Pascal. They fall to the floor. 

Pascal kicks Captain James. He scrambles for the controls. 

Captain James grabs his tailcoat and knocks Pascal's face 
against the console.

Blood pours from Pascal's nose as he rises. He grabs ahold of 
Captain James.

An earsplitting, unholy SCREECH freezes them in mid-combat. 

They glance worriedly at each other.

The ship's engines STALL abruptly. Utter darkness engulfs the 
ship and its crew.
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