
BLACK SCREEN

GREEN TYPE ON A BLACK SCREEN:

“The following information is considered a Black-rating, 
therefore a federal violation warranting maximum penalty for 
unauthorized viewship - United Americas, Earthgov”

NARRATOR (V.O.)
In mankind’s quest for spacial domination, the greater 
companies of Earth were forced to consolidate and form 
international corporations to compete for resources. enviro 
eco-systems were set-up to tame the hostiles planets in 
search of precious resources.

During Industrial ship Nostromo’s voyage from the outer rim, 
all crew were awakened to investigate an unregistered signal 
as stipulated in a mandatory clause in their contract. There 
was only one survivor on an EEB after contact.

6 months after the survivor’s pick-up, the colony of Hadley’s 
hope on Acheron, formally LV-426, looses contact with gov-
controled satellites. The military vessel, Sulaco, is sent as 
retrieval. 

All reports state that there were no survivors and the 
coloney deactivated. However, an incident was vaguely 
documented on a Prison Coloney mine-site in aftermath.
Soon there-after, Rim colony Mira Ceti 4 similarly looses 
contact with neighboring systems. All reports indicate a 
similar “unknown life form” documentation. On special order a 
military detachment is sent out. This time, there were two 
survivors.

Title Card - “12 years later”

 EXT.- SPACE

Title Card - U.S.S. Duton

A coast-guard cutter ship is just outside Earth orbit doing 
routine trash inspection.

The Dutton pushes through space-trash and approaches an 
abandon interstellar ship.

Dutton bay slides open and a probe rockets off.

LYLE (V.O.)
Probe away, Telemetry is green.



EXT. DERELECT SHIP

The probe fires its retro’s and closes in on the ship. It 
looks like it bubbled from the inside.

BARTON (V.O.)
Look at the hatch.

LYLE (V.O.)
Explosion, you think?

BARTON (V.O.)
Dunno. Let’s open her up.

INT - COCKPIT, DUTTON

LYLE
(over radio)

It’s no good. The gear is blown.

BARTON
I’m not blind, Pop it.

LYLE
What if the inner hatch is open?

BARTON
Doesn’t matter, control says this 
can is gonna enter orbit and turn 
into a toaster-oven. Anybody up 
here is already dead, and if 
anyone’s in stasis will be dead and 
it ain’t my problem. Pop it.

EXT. DERELICT SHIP

The probe attaches a detonator to the outer hull and retro’s 
away.

LYLE
(on radio)

Knock, knock. Anybody home?

The charge flashes, a *Pop* silent in space.

INT. - DERELICT SHIP

The probe enters the ship, lights reveal the interior a mess.
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LYLE (V.O.)
I’m getting no pressure. Grav-
systems are off-line. And the inner 
hatch is already open.

BARTON (V.O.)
Good. Saves time. Move it in.

INT. POD CONTROL, DUTTON

Lyle works at the controls of the probe.

ON SCREEN: the probe pass the inner hatch. It is very dark on 
the sreen, hard to make out anything. A control light goes 
off.

LYLE
Hmm...kinda hot in there.

BARTON (V.O.)
Yep, hope you like soypro well-
done.

LYLE
I guess anybody in this baby would 
be toast by now.

BARTON (V.O.)
Chreessssto, look at that!

INT. DERELICT SHIP

A frozen pressurized body floats past the probe. Its Insides 
are sucked out. Behind the body written on the wall in red-
brown smeared letters, “Kill Us All!

INT. COCKPIT, DUTTON

The words on the wall are enlarged on the screen.

LYLE
(on radio)

Lordy, lordy.

BARTON
Damn, is that in blood?

LYLE
Looks like it, you want an 
analysis?
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BARTON
Nevermind. We got us a flip ship. 
I’ll notify Command but get to that 
terminal so we can blow this sucka.

Lyle pilots the probe towards the bridge.

INT. BRIDGE, DERELICT SHIP

A cable runs from the probe to the computer console.

LYLE
(over radio)

Alright, batteries still good 
and... Hold on Captain, I got 
motion.

BARTON
(over radio)

I see it, but I don’t believe it. 
There’s no way anything can survive 
in here. Not even in full rad suite 
with triple bi-plate armor...

LYLE
Hold on sir, its just a cargo 
carrier.

An droid on a track attached to the ceiling appears.

LYLE (CONT’D)
We must’a jolted it awake when we 
blew the hatch.

BARTON
Get the memory.

INT - PROBE CONTROL, DUTTON

Lyle uses the viewer to examine the wall.

LYLE
Damn, look at those holes in the 
deck. Looks, dissolved. Radiation 
can’t do that, can it?

BARTON
(on radio)

Don’t know, don’t care. Dump that 
memory and pull the porbe. I’m 
already over it.
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LYLE
Your the commander. It’s coming in 
now, ID scan, on-screen.

INT - COCKPIT, DUTTON

On screen, long streams of data is received. 

BARTON
No surprises here. Type five nuke 
drive, lotta deep-space time, bad 
shields, and a dead core. No wonder 
it was junked. That’s it, set the 
10-CA and shove it skyward, I’m 
ready to go home.

On screen a mechanical hand sets a charge. A shadow crawls 
across the wall and suddenly the probe camera goes black---

LYLE
(over radio)

Okay, three minutes to--aw, shit!

BARTON
Dammit Lyle! What did you do?

LYLE
(on radio)

I didn’t do anything!

BARTON
Christ-es-tos. Switch to memory 
drive. The boss is gonna have my 
ass if we loose another probe.

INT. PROBE CONTROL, DUTTON

LYLE
Alright, no worries. It’s clearing. 
Burning more fuel than it should, a 
little sluggish.

BARTON
(over radio)

Maybe it snagged on something, 
doesn’t matter.

LYLE
Probe docking. Outer hatch open. 
I’m gonna go see if I can eye this 
sucker, see why it’s wallowing.
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Lyle leaves his controls and goes to the docking bay window.

INT. PROBE DOCKING BAY

Just as the Probe settles down, a FACE-HUGGER crawls ontop 
from underneath. It’s legs are long and thin.

LYLE
(over radio)

Holy Fuck!

The alien jumps to the window, obscures the view.

INT. COCKPIT, DUTTON

Barton switches to the camera in the docking bay. 

On Screen, The face-hugger pounds against the window. It 
thumps down below.

BARTON
Flood the bay with antirad then 
Pump the air out! 

INT. PROBE CONTROL, DUTTON

BARTON
(over radio)

You gotta blow it through the 
fuckin’ door!

The window strains from the pressure.

LYLE 
I’m trying...Im trying! It’s 
starting to get through!

INT. DOCKING BAY

Jets flood the chamber with a green gas. 

The spider turns around, distracted by the mist.

INT. PROBE CONTROL, DUTTON

Lyle holds the spray lever, then turns the hatch override.
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BARTON
(on radio)

Okay, okay, don’t worry, it can’t 
get in. The hatch is locked and 
nobody can break through a boron-
carbon hatch with his bare..,-

The window strains, spider-webs, then SMASH,---the cabin 
starts to depressurize.

INT. COCKPIT, DUTTON

On Screen, the docking bay shows gas sucked into space 
followed by debris. Lyle screams.

BARTON
Close the outer hatch! Shit.

Barton rolls in his chair over to the main ship controls. 
Lights flash from the hull breech. Barton flips a safety, 
turns a lever, the outer hatch cycles closed.

Barton pulls up a ship diagnosis, all green.

BARTON (CONT’D)
(into mic)

Mayday, mayday. Coast Guard 
Control, this is the cutter Dutton. 
Do you read?

Static.

BARTON (CONT’D)
Coast Guard Control, this is the 
cutter Dutton. We have a 
situation...

A crash from below, a struggle.

Barton goes to the security cameras and switches through the 
different views, all of which show scenes of chaos and 
disorder. There is blood in Probe Control. 

COAST GUARD
(ver radio)

We reed you Dutton. This is the 
coast guard, what’s your situation?

BARTON
Lyle...Lyle buddy, you alright?

Movement up the ladder from the lower deck.
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Up pops the alien. It is bathed in blood and snarls a mouth-
full of teeth, tongue snakes out.

Barton starts back to the main-controls.

The alien jets forward and leaps from behind. The tail whips 
around his neck and he falls into the throttle. The alien 
fights Barton its tail tightens around his neck.

He is pinned to the floor. Coast Guard calls over the com.

EXT - SPACE, DUTTON

The Dutton accelerates toward the derelict spacecraft. The 
Derelict explodes just as the Dutton hits, both ships turn to 
flames...-

The now-Black screen scrambles to static then  turns off. 

PULL BACK TO

INT. - CONFERANCE ROOM, MILCOM HQ

A large screen pulls into the ceiling. The light comes on 
around a conferance table.

WILKS is on the far side of the table, opposite him is 
military office, STEPHENS, and a scientist, ORONA.

Wilks is a war-veteran in dis-array. A scar crosses his face. 

ORONA
So, what do you think?

WILKS
I think the garbagemen are lucky 
they went down when they did.

ORONA
...but you have run into these 
things before, haven’t you?

WILKS
...I’m sorry,-

ORONA
It’s...Doctor Orona...
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WILKS
Well Doc, what can I tell you that 
you don’t already know? I trust 
you’ve seen my...examinations...

ORONA
But I want to hear it from you.

WILKS
Maybe I don’t want to talk about 
right this moment.

STEPHENS
Give the man your story, marine. 
That’s an order.

Wilks fires a look at the Colonel, but concedes.

WILKS
(to Orona)

I was with the Outer Rim Defense, 
when they sent a unit to check 
colony out on rim. Our squad came 
up with one survivor. Everybody 
else was turned into shiskabobs by 
that same thing that got them.

Motions to the video.

WILKS (CONT’D)
Anyway, we ran into hell on a 
highway and by the time we dusted 
off, it was just me and the girl. I 
heard from the sci-boys that there 
had been another nest of those 
things somewhere, took itself out 
colony and supposedly everyone on 
that mission went MIA.

(pause)
When we got back, they gave the 
girl a clean sweep. And the medics 
patched me up started their 
probin’. At some point people 
stopped asking about it.
I guess aliens eating colonists 
doesn’t get ‘em anymore. Anyway, 
the whole thing got buried. And I’m 
lucky my brain’s in one piece. That 
was over a dozen years ago now. 
That’s it, end of story.

STEPHENS
You got a bad attitude, Wilks. I 
aught to shock you some manners.
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ORONA
(to Stephens)

Colonel, do you mind if I have a 
word with the corporal alone?

Stephens respectfully nods to Orona, leaves the room.

ORONA (CONT’D)
Now, we can talk a little more 
freely...

WILKS
(chuckles)

What? Do you think I’m retarded? If 
there isn’t a platoon of recording 
gear right behind that 
window...I’ll eat this fucking 
table.

ORONA
(amused)

So, we’ll play it your way then. 
Stop me if I’m wrong. After you got 
off Rim, you were quarantined for 
investigation. For six months 
nobody tried to see you, not a 
postcard. And you wouldn’t even let 
them reconstruct your face.

WILKS
Women loves scars, makes em 
sympathetic.

ORONA
When you re-enlisted with the USCM, 
you turned into a chemhound. Nine 
arrests with subsequent terms in 
the brig for stoned and disorderly. 
Three for assault, two for 
destruction of property, and two 
for blatant disregard of 
authority...one that led to 
attempted homicide.

WILKS
Guy had a fat mouth.

ORONA
You’ve tested possitive for 
Thirazen, Ocotan, Mirazeb, Arno-
tetrahydrate...and Zapapel.

WILKS
I have issues with sleep.
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ORONA
So you say. I’m also a scientist 
Corporal, I specialize in 
biogenetic. But anybody who’s ever 
taken phys-ed can see you’re on a 
one-way trip to the reaction tubes.

WILKS
What do you care?

ORONA
Before those two clowns blew 
themselves up, we got the 
derelict’s data banks with post-
trajectory.

WILKS
Ask me if I care...just ask.

ORONA
You should Wilks. Your being 
reassigned. Whatever your personal 
issues are, don’t matter. I need a 
specimen like the one on that ship, 
and you’re going to bring it to me.

WILKS
I won’t volunteer.

ORONA
Oh, but you will. You know that 
little girl you rescued? She’s here 
on Earth, locked in an asylum for 
the mentally dis-repair.

Wilks goes cold. Orona has found the spot.

ORONA (CONT’D)
They keep her sedated and run all 
sorts of tests on her, scans, 
XVF’s. Fun stuff, you would know. 
But apparently the wipe didn’t 
completely take, you see, she has 
these nightmares, remembers things, 
in her dreams...

WILKS
...they are...hard to get out of 
your mind...

ORONA
Now I can get you some prime real-
estate, right next to her. Padded 
room, perhaps a window. 
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And late at night, when your 
feeling suffocated by your fears, 
you’ll be comforted by her sobs at 
night when she cries herself to 
sleep.

Wilks pauses for a long moment.

WILKS
...Fuck, I’ll go.

TO BLACK

Against black.

MOTHER(V.O.)
Billie...Billie...

BILLIE (V.O.)
It’s so warm, Like childhood.

MOTHER (V.O.)
I love you Billie, I always have.

BILLIE (V.O.)
It’s so familiar, so Comfortable.

MOTHER (V.O.)
I’ll be among you soon...

BILLIE (V.O.)
...wait...

FADE UP

INT - TUNNELS, RIM PLANET - FLASHBACK

Loud shots, jolty-rapid movements. Blurred images make it 
impossible to see. Gun-fire gets closer, voices barely 
distinct.

QUIN (O.S.)
They’re all around us.

WILKS (O.S.)
Shut the fuck up! Maintain your 
field of fire, we’re gonna be fine!

A roughened-up young marine runs backwards and fires, Jasper. 
They are in the transfer terminals on Rim.

12.

ORONA (CONT'D)



JASPER
Oh fuck, Wilks! Sarge is missing. 
What are we gonna do?

Behind him is a young Wilks (no-scar) carrying a 4-year old 
girl who’s crying, Billie. At point are Ellis, with an 
incinerator, and Quinn, with a smart gun.

WILKS
Easy honey, we’re gonna be just 
fine. The ship is just on the 
otherside.

ELLIS
(swears in swahili)

Oh man, oh man, what the hell are 
these things?! They’re all over the 
walls.

QUIN
There’s a shitload of ‘em behind 
us, Corp!

WILKS
Shoot for targets, triplets only! 
We don’t have the ammo for full-
auto, make it count.

They come to a pressure door. Wilks turns to Jasper.

WILKS (CONT’D)
Shit. Jasper, take the kid

BILLIE
Nooo!

Wilks takes out a cutter. Jasper protects the kid, while Quin 
and Ellis open fire from the rear.

ELLIS
Quickly! Quickly! Not much time.

QUIN
Suck on that one, you mean grubby 
bastard.

JASPER
It’s not looking good here cap, you 
gotta move on it.

BILLIE
I want my mommy!
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WILKS
Christ, I need like a full 5 
seconds to finish this piece. 
One...more...second.!

ELLIS
We’re running out of Seconds...

Quin fires madly, but gets snatched from behind.

QUIN
Ahhh! Holy Mother of Fuckers....

Quin gets sucked into the excretment on the ceiling. Ellis 
turns with her flame-thrower.

ELLIS
Quin is down!!

Flames coat the ceiling, Aliens scream in pain.

WILKS
Got it!

Wilks cuts the Blast door and turns his back.

WILKS (CONT’D)
Jasper, it’s good. Take the kid out 
of here. Fuckin’ Quin, here I come.

Jasper goes for the door with the kid, but then an Alien 
looms out at them. Billie screams.

WILKS (CONT’D)
...what!?

Wilks turns to see Jasper get taken away, Billie kicks 
frantically.

ELLIS
Thats it, I’m dry!

BILLIE
Help! Oh, please, Help!

WILKS
...oh, god.

CUT TO:
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INT. -  BILLIE’S ROOM, HOSPITAL

BILLIE
NO!

Billie bolts up-right in bed, covered in sweat, fear in her 
eyes. She struggles with her hands, but field-bonds lock them 
in place. She is fights them while the Doctor runs in.

DR JERRIN
Easy, Billie, easy! It’s only a 
dream. You’re fine, everything is 
okay.

The Doctor runs to her side, takes her readings.

DR JERRIN (CONT’D)
I’ll go get you a saphorific patch.

BILLIE
No. No...I’m... okay.

DR JERRIN
You sure?

Jerrin releases Billie from the bonds. She rolls onto her 
side, fetal position.

EXT. WAREHOUSE, MARTINEZ

In an industrial warehouse grid near the Western American 
Power Station. The sub-atomic reactions from the Station 
create a pressure system that rains constantly in a 1 mile 
radius. The neighborhood are rusted aluminum buildings.

PINDAR crosses the street in the rain. He heads toward a 
prefab warehouse. He knocks on the heavy steel door. A peep-
hole slides across revealing yellow-brown eyes.

SALVAJE
(Latin American Accent)

You’re late.

The slide closes. The heavy door creaks open. Inside, 
SALAVAJE is in robes. He has a long beard.

INT. WAREHOUSE, CONTINUOUS

Pinder enters the warehouse and pulls back his hood, he is 
man in his late-twenties with shoulder-length wet hair.
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PINDAR
Yeah, well, between the company and 
your gig, I wonder I sleep at all.

Salvaje leads Pindar deep inside the warehouse. He comes to a 
thick-steel door, enters a code. The door slides up onto a 
staircase that goes down.

INT. STAIRWAY.

SALVAJE
I care nothing for your sleep. My 
cause is worthy and 
unquestionable...for you, I pay a 
share.

PINDAR
Don’t think like your gonna get 
away with regulation time. I see 
what your up to, there’s no UAW 
license. Half my job is hacking!

SALVAJE
You’ll get, Just know your place.

INT. PATIENT CAFETERIA, HOSPITAL - DAY

Pale, bland, sanitized walls border the dining room of the 
hospital. A dozen medicated patients mill around in activity.

Up front, a mercury-based screen changes channels at the 
“blink of an eye”. The women, Dede, has a remote strapped 
around to above her eye. The sensor reads muscle movement.

Billie walks through the cafeteria and collapses next to her 
friend SASHA. Billie bangs her head into the table infront of 
her food. They sit silent for a moment.

SASHA
blues again?

BILLIE
(mumbles)

...greens.

SASHA
Capsules?

BILLIE
No, the big-fat ones, with the x.
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SASHA
Whoa?! Did you strangle a nurse?

BILLIE
...dreams.

SASHA
Hey C’mon, try some of this warm 
puke, it’s real good.

Neither move. Sasha watches Dede change the channels.

SASHA (CONT’D)
...That Dede-girl’s craaazy.

Dede stops on a specific channel.

On-screen, Salavje gives his presentation.

Dede blinks but the channel remains.

SALVAJE
...my friends, the truth is upon 
us. Receive the real communion in 
Becomeing one with our Messiah. 
Your life, has purpose, in this, 
our day-in-age.

Sasha still watches Dede.

SASHA
Woah. She stopped...Billie, what’s 
wrong with you.

Billie pops up.

BILLIE
I’m gonna need to get more 
treatment. They’ve already upped my 
dosage. Everybody else in here gets 
better, but I’m getting worse.
It’s not fair!

Billie breaks down crying.

BILLIE (CONT’D)
 I don’t understand!

Sasha protects her food, Billie is hysterical

SASHA
Ease up hun. I was talking bout the 
monitors, careful, my food.
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BILLIE
Fuck this shit...

Rveryone in the room watches Salevje’s message.

SALVAJE
Join us, my friends, join the 
Church of Immaculate Incubation, 
and all will be forgiven.

Behind Sasha two nurses approach Billie. She tries to compose 
herself. A hand falls on her shoulder.

NURSE
You have a visitor.

Billie, stunned, turns to Sasha who shrugs.

BILLIE
I don’t know anybody on Earth...

SASHA
You want me to go with you?

Billie hesitates, but stands up.

BILLIE
...No. I can handle it.

INT- VISITOR ROOM, HOSPITAL

Billie enters a low-lit room. Each patient stall faces a 
fully-tinted liquid window. A lone stands at the entrance 
door, security is tight.

Billie finds a lit seat. 

The screen forms into the face of GRANDMA.

GRANDMA
You are being monitored child. 
Visitation is a privilege and not a 
right. Always remember, “Serenity 
through Confinement”. Any 
discussion of hospital therapy will 
result in immediate termination of 
this visit. You are allowed ten 
minutes. Are the rules understood?

BILLIE
Yeah, right.
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GRANDMA
Very good. Enjoy your visit.

Grandma smiles and the face fades away. A pulsing red dot is 
left at the top of the image. The tint melts away to show 
Wilks on the otherside..

BILLIE
...who?

Billie quizes Wilks face...she remembers him from her dreams 
The shock hits her, hard.

WILKS
Hey kid.

BILLIE
Oh my god! You---you’re real!

WILKS
Last time I looked. I wasn’t sure 
you’d remember me.

BILLIE
Wilks...I remember you differently.

Wilks touches his acid scar.

WILKS
my beauty mark.

BILLIE
What are you doing here?

WILKS
I heard you were locked-up. Thought 
I should swing-by, pay you a visit. 
See how they are treatin’ you in 
here...I heard your having fun 
dreams...

BILLIE
...the monsters...

WILKS
Yeah. I don’t sleep well myself.

BILLIE
It was real, wasn’t it?

WILKS
Yeah kid, it was a little too real 
for me. 
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I’m under a contract, and as long 
as they keep re-activiting my 
confidentiality clause, they got 
me. But you were a civilian, they 
tried to wipe you...apparently it 
didn’t work to their expectations.

Billie’s pale. The lie melts away. 

BILLIE
...Why did you come?

WILKS
They claim they found the homeworld 
of those...things. They’re sending 
me back in, with some troops.

BILLIE
...let me come with you.

WILKS
...What?

BILLIE
You’ve got to get me out of here. 
They all think I’m crazy, but I’m 
not. The memories are real. You can 
tell them. Wilks! They are doing 
things to me, terrible things. I 
have to get out. Wilks, save me!

The window tints completely on either side. Grandma’s face 
appears on both sides.

GRANDMA
(on Billie’s side)

Discussion of therapy is not 
allowed, this visit is terminated. 
Please leave the visiting area 
immediately.

Abruptly, two security personnel grab ahold of Billie. She 
tries to fight them off, but they drag her away.

GRANDMA (CONT’D)
(on Wilk’s side)

This visit has been completed. 
Please exit now. Thank you for 
coming. Have a nice day.

The screen goes black.
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WILKS
Hey, fuckheads, let her go!

GRANDMA (O.S.)
Profanity is not tolerated in this 
facility and is not a positive 
influence on our patients. Please 
exit now, and have a nice day.

WILKS
Sorry, kid.

INT. MILCOM HQ, BIRDS NEST - DAY

Stephens and Orona walk together along an elevated walkway 
that overlooks the USSM Benedict at dock.

STEPHENS
He’s fucken nuts, I don’t know how 
he was never diced up years ago.

ORONA
He’s what we’ve got and GENstaff 
wants him. Politics, you know.

STEPHENS
Yeah, they think he’s some kind of 
war-hero, I think he’s a goddamn 
crew killer!

ORONA
Look, he’s the only field officer 
your going to get, no one else will 
get approval.

STEPHENS
Right, carrying Jonah the Jinx into 
a potentially lethal combat 
situation isn’t what I had in mind.

ORONA
Let me put it to you like this. 
GENstaff will have an experienced 
person on this project. He’s the 
only we have registered, and that 
means he is the only one that 
counts. What, with Weiland-Yuanti’s 
accuracy we’re lucky to get 
anything. Which brings me back to 
Wilks. He’s all we got.

STEPHENS
I don’t like it. He’s unstable.
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ORONA
I’m not asking you to like it, or 
like him. I am telling you, 
GENstaff says this is how it’s 
going to be, now if you want to 
personally tell them that your 
having “personaltiy conflicts” with 
their hero...

Stephens shakes his head, “no”. 

ORONA (CONT’D)
He’s been bumped back to sergeant 
and put in charge of supplies. How 
much damage can he really do?

Stephens’ Hyper-Compulsive eyes go wide.

INT. BENEDICT LOADING DOCK, MILCOM HQ

By the back ramp of the Benedict Private PARKS wheels a crate 
on a fork-lift. Stephens approaches the Marine to 
interrogate.

Squads 2, 3, and 4 perform inter-squad dispatch procedure.

Squad 1 sits on crates and play cards in a circle. Chin 
throws down his hand.

CHIN
Day is mine, gentleman. So are your 
credits.

Chin collects the pot. Everyone throw their cards in.

EASLEY
Lets up the ante.

Easley takes out his lucky charm.

EASLEY (CONT’D)
A luna-rock, I found it while 
guarding a coal-mine near 
Olymipia...says that we get a full 
briefing with details and 
motivations with a god damn apology 
for putting this off for so long. 

Smith matches with a coin.
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SMITH
40% plutonium. ICC valued at 1,000 
creds, we are on lockdown the 
entire mission.

Jones pulls out a pass-card.

JONES
A W-Y scanner Universal Level 5 
access. There’s no EX.

Ramirez carefully brings out a red-button.

RAMIREZ
Mini-detonator, lead shield, 1 mega-
ton. Says, we get plasmas.

Chin digs out a pair of keys.

CHIN
My HR-21 Robin, the first 
Lockmart/Rolls collaboration, says 
half the crew gets the flu.

Mbutu has a rolled-up piece of paper.

MBUTU
My Xarem Corp contract, good for 
another quarter decade. Wilks’ an 
old timer pussy.

Blake has, what looks like a dead animal.

BLAKE
The Zeta-Z/R presidential hair-
piece. It’s clean...I swear. Says 
this mission is just procedure and 
I die of bordom.

Bueller hesitates, the reveals his prized possession.

BUELLER
A K9-990 Dimond cutter, It says, 
“Mine”. Says we get a bullshit 
breifing and get nothing more than 
we are coming into with.

The squad is interrupted by Stephens from afar.

STEPHENS
Wilks!

Wilks is by the rest of the squads, loading the Benedict.
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WILKS
Sir...

Stephens charges over to him. Everyone watches.

STEPHENS
Where did you get authorization to 
requisition plasma weapons?

RAMIREZ
Well, I guess I’m out.

He hands his detonator off.

INT - HOSPITAL, TREATMENT ROOM

Billie is unconscious strapped in her bed. Her eyes flutter 
restlessly. Two droid appendages hover over her, one with a 
syringe.

VOICE #1
--dreaming again, what’s she on?

VOICE #2
--Thirty of Trinomine--

Billie kicks in and makes a face of pain.

VOICE #1
That’s twice the usual dosage. 
Should we worry about brain damage?

VOICE #2
It doesn’t matter. She’s on 
schedule to bake like a cake.

FADE TO BLACK.

ON BLACK

MOTHER (V.O.)
Come and I will always love you.

BILLIE (V.O.)
I’m scared.

CUT TO:
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INT. ALIEN HIVE, FLASHBACK

~~ The Marines are in the Hive, gunfire echoes.

BILLIE (V.O.)
Wilks! Help, I need you.

WILKS (V.O.)
I’m here for you.

CUT TO:

~~Deep in the Hive, the walls are covered in a hard organic 
slime, like sticky leather.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Together, we can be one.

WILKS (V.O.)
Don’t worry Billie 

CUT TO:

~~In the egg chamber, they are grotesque, alive.

MOTHERLY (V.O.)
Not long now.

BILLIE (V.O.)
Wilks, you have to help me! I can’t 
go on without you.

WILKS (V.O.)
I’ll never leave you behind.

BILLIE (V.O.)
Wilks!

WILKS AND MOTHER (V.O.)
...Not long now.

FADE TO:

INT. REC ROOM, BIONATIONAL HQ - DUSK

A 3-D hologram of Pong featuring miniature people, red and 
blue, playing racket-ball.

Standing like gods overhead, two executives corresponding 
color matching silk suites hold the controls.
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JOAL
(in Red)

Any news of the merger with Climate-
Systems?

BEN
(in Blue)

I thought I told you. Our top-Op 
Massey convinced them to go for it.

JOAL
Made them an offer they couldn’t 
refuse, eh?

BEN
Well. You don’t know Massey, but 
yeah, something like that. Serve.

After a rigorous rally, Joal scores. They walk together and 
exit the rec-room.

ELEGANT HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

An extravagant hallway that overlooks the city.

JOAL
You nearly gave me a decent math.

BEN
Listen, we need to talk about the 
biowar project. Anything from the 
government?

JOAL
Nah. You know how those guys get 
when they get excited.

Joal stops Ben at the end of the hallway.

BEN
This is important, we need get an 
in on this, we are talking major 
credits here. We’ve had preliminary 
offers from every mil-supply corp 
in the system. We can’t let the 
government get the jump on us.

BLUE
No worries, I’m giving it to 
Massey.

The two walk through the auto-slide door.
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EXECUTIVE RECEPTION AREA - CONTINUOUS 

A blond secretary, respectable yet seductive. She 
acknowledges the CEO’s approach.

JOAL
If anyone calls I’m with the 
counsil.

SECRETARY
What if it’s someone from counsil?

JOAL
Then I’m in Lima with the sci-guys.

The two pass by and enter through an unlabeled door.

ACTIVITY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Mood lights, a sim-sunset with the “time” of the room set on 
the magic hour. A large coffee table is surrounded by 
luxurious pillow seats. A Hookah and a treasure chest sit as 
the centerpiece.

Ben takes a seat while Joal moves to cabinets in back.

JOAL
I’ve been hearing a lot about this 
Massey. Who is this Dark Knigh t?

Joal takes out a vial of yellow-powder and two pressure-
shots. He measures out 1/4 gram of power for each device.

JOAL (CONT’D)
(turns to Ben)

...I am assuming, by the way.

BEN
If that’s devil dust from before? 

JOAL
Yup, here it comes

Joal tosses the snooter to Ben. 

JOAL (CONT’D)
You were saying?
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BEN
Well, this guy is a piece of work. 
MBA from New Harvard, doctorate in 
law from Cornell, post-doc work at 
Mitsubishi U. Could have had his 
pick of any corp in the system but 
he enlists with the USCM. Followed 
with a Silver-Star in the Oil Wars 
with four Purples. He just couldn’t 
be stopped. He even lead a recon 
unit in the Tansu Rebellion where 
he picked up a few more 
decorations.

JOAL
Real patriot, huh?

BEN
Not really. He liked killing. Would 
have made commander but they court-
martialed him after he tried to 
kill his CO.

JOAL
No shit.

BEN
Yeah. He called the CO an enemy 
sympathizer when he wouldn’t move 
forward on a bunch of civi’s with 
suspected cache’s. He knocked out 
the CO and led the attack himself. 
Slaughtered the entire village of 
eighty-five, including women and 
children. More than half were 
dispatched by Massey himself.

JOAL
Real work-a-holic.

BEN
Oh ya. We bought the tribunal off 
and gave him a contract. Good help 
is so hard to find?

They laugh and cheers with the snooters.

INT. TRAINING ROOM, MILCOM HQ

The marines of 1st squad stand at parade-rest. Wilks, acting 
drill-instructor, walks down the line. He examines each one.
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Mbutu, crew-cut black girl, Jones, corcky-nerd, Chin, stout-
asian, Smith, Football-hero, Ramirez, spicy-latina, Blake, 
water--polo girl, Bueller, young-gruff, Easely, cow-girl. 
Each character arch-type remarkably similar in stature.  

WILKS
I want to talk to you specifically, 
as the supporting unit here. There 
will be no offical pre-brieifng for 
this one, and this won’t be like 
chasing virgins in the fields.

Easley and Mbutu lost their bets.

CUT TO:

INT. CONFERANCE ROOM, HOSPITAL - DAY

Billie sits on a chair in-front of a medical judgement panelt 
of 3 administrative officials, Dr. Jarrin, Dr. Hannah, and a 
lawyer. Nobody smiles. 

DR HANNAH
We’ve seem to have come to 
an....impasse In your treatment.

BILLIE
(sarcastic)

Really?

Jarrin looks to Dr. Hannah, a BBW blond with a cold stare.

CUT BACK TO:

TRAINING ROOM, MILCOM HQ

WILKS
The enemy we are about to face, 
does not know how to loose, to 
doesn’t exist to fail.

CUT TO:

VR BATTLE ROOM, MILCOM HQ

A virtual world of a post-apactyliptic battle map. Bueller 
and Easley lead Blake and Ramirez through rubble as sentry 
guns fire on them.
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DR HANNAH (V.O.)
YIt is a fairly simple procedure 
using a fine pulse lazer--

Easley gives hand signals to Blake. All four leave in 
formation.

CUT BACK TO:

INT - CONFERANCE ROOM, HOSPITAL

BILLIE
What?! You’re talking about burning 
out my brain!

Billie jumps to her feet, two orderlies come forawrd, 
shockers ready.

DR HANNAH
This is a textbook case of 
Habituation.

Billie is being dragged out. She fights them, they zap her.

BILLIE
Dr. Jarrin! No! Please!

INT - LIBRARY, TRAINING COMPLEX

On a computer screen is Billie’s patient profile. Her status 
reads, “schedule for level five procedure, prior to transfer 
to permanent housing.”

Wilks reads the news.

EXT - HOSPITAL - DAY

The entrance is sharp concrete building that goes straight 
up. A sign reads, “Hillsbourough Hospital for the Internally 
Despair”.

Wilks, dressed as a doctor, goes up the steps.

INT - ENTRANCE OF HOSPITAL - CONTINUOUS

Wilks wears a white cover-all, sanitized gloves, and a mask 
over his face.
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There are people waiting in the reception area. Wilks waves 
to the secretary and tries to pass without notice, nobody is 
suspicious as Wilks has proper ID.

HALLWAY OF HOSPITAL - CONTINUOUS

Wilks closes the magnetically locked doors behind him.

The hallway “T”’s at the maintenance elevators. Wilks walks 
on the side of the hallway keeping his scar to the wall. 
People walk by and don’t take too much notice.

At the elevators, Wilks takes out a small key with a red tag 
and inserts it to call the elevator.

ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

Wilks has to enter another 5 number code before selecting his 
floor.

Next to Wilks, a quaint professional doctor carries a 
clipboard. Wilks is twice the Doctor’s size.

The doctor greets with his eyes, and seems immediately the 
scar on half Wilk’s face. Wilks tries to play it off.

DR JERRIN
And you got this far?

WILKS
...yup.

The doctor sizes Wilks up, decides to shuffle back.

DR JERRIN
Carry-on Soldier.

WILKS
Appreciated.

INT- PATIENT ROOM

Billie lies in her cot, dry-tears on her pillow. There is a 
knock at her door. She curls up defensively.

WILKS (O.S.)
Billie! Pack your socks, kid! It’s 
vacate time.

The door opens to Wilks.
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BILLIE
Oh my god, Wilks, you came!

Wilks shuts off the force-field that boxed Billie in. 

WILKS
Course I did. I got an investment 
on saving your ass. Course, your 
not gonna like where we’re going.

BILLIE
Christ Wilks, I don’t care! Lets 
get out of here.

WILKS
What, you ready? you don’t need 
your rollers, or your make-up or 
anything?

BILLIE
Shit, I’d crawl on broken glass 
right now. Let’s get the hell outta 
here!

WILKS
That’s the girl I remember, no 
bullshit. Lets get going.

INT - ELEVATOR

Wilks and Billie stand alone in the elevator. Billie double-
takes at the soldier from her dreams.

BILLIE
Where are we going?

Wilks works the control panel, types a code.

WILKS
Ever since those terrorist strikes 
its become building code to install 
an E.E.V. Compact on every 10th 
floor over 50.

That wasn’t what she was tailing about.

BILLIE
Thank you Wilks. You’ve always been 
my hero.

WILKS
No problem kid.
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Billie latches onto him with a much needed hug. He brushes 
her hair gently.

EXT - HOSPITAL (70 STORIES UP) - DAY

The entire floor losses electricity. Emergency green lights 
are illuminated, and An EEV pod smashes out of the floor and 
jets into the sky, wings unfold. It rockets away.

INT - SALVAJE RECORDING STUDIO

Salvaje wears an elaborate ruby shawl and a victorian crown. 
His alter shows signs of improved financing. Pindar has a 
multiple person crew working the tech.

SALVAJE
Prepair, prepare yourselves for the 
Coming! Listen for the call in your 
dreams! Listen and heed!

Pindar calls off his guys and everyone shuts down.

PINDAR
That’s it, doc. We’re off.

SALVAJE
Install a new dish. My message must 
go forth.

PINDAR
We’re already running hot. We can’t 
leave a trail, but if we had 
addition communications...

SALVAJE
Money means nothing. The faithful 
are providing...this is my right of 
faith! The Ture Messiah is coming, 
and she brings her reckoning!

PINDAR
Anything you say.

EXT - BEN’S PRIVATE RESIDENCE - DUSK

A gated property, the door opens as Joal approaches.
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INT - BEN’S PRIVATE RESIDENCE - CONTINUOUS

The light and music start, pre-programed. Bed’s wrist-watch 
rings. It is Joal calling on the mini-screen.

JOEL (ON SCREEN)
I just heard some news that gets me 
worried...business with Massey?

BEN
Not to worry. This news stems from 
an accounting error. The issue was 
handled internally and it shouldn’t 
affect his availability.

JOAL
Wow. I heard he killed his kid and 
his wife?

BEN
Ended a five year marriage.  
Massey like to separate his 
personal and professional lives.

JOAL
If anything I guess, It opens up 
his schedule for us. By the way, I 
sent you an 0-1 message, pay 
attention. I’ll talk to you later.

Ben hangs up his watch and strolls through his OCD clean 
house and gets comfortable on his love-seat. He switches on a 
“water-fall” channel on his wall-sized screen. He presses 
another button on his coffee table and a computer reveals 
itself.

An “E-Mail” icon is on the screen. He clicks it.

IT READS:
Authorized Personnel Only, REQUIRED CLEARANCE TS-1. 
Bionational Internal Memorandum 385769.1/A, Rev.II

TO: BLUE

ROM: RED

RE: OP OUTREACH, PROGRESS REPORT

MESSAGE IN TEXT
Government vessel Benedict lifted 
on schedule from Tawoomba 
Intersteller at 0900 hours. 
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Standard crew: Squads 1-4, Able 
Company, Beta-Fox Platoon commanded 
by Colonel H.S. Stephen.
Bionational ship K-014 launched in 
pursuit, echo-lock, 0905 Commanded 
by EAS (Executive Assistant 
Security) W. Massey.

ON SCREEN: Standby for audio recording.

JOAL (V.O.)
I got news and then I got good 
news. You know most of this, but a 
quick summery. The xenomorph that 
the Gov is after is the legitament 
subject. They’re looking to improve 
their their own weapons program, 
and needless to say that would 
compromise our own profit. The 
quarem decided to act promptly and 
Massey is given command of the 00 
mission, and he has orders to 
control the situation.

Ben pours himself a top-shelf drink

JOAL (V/O)
Now, what you don’t know. Research 
got their hands some deep-space 
salvage, amazingly one of ours with 
a big-nasty already attached. The 
ship was dead, no enviro’s, yet the 
bugger kept the crewman in stasis. 
This is a Jackpot, Ben. We got him 
in our LIMA lab in Houston. We’re 
way ahead of the feds already and 
getting geared up for full-
throttle. We’ve got a bonus coming 
this year. There are minor legal 
details regarding rights, and 
potential patients. But I don’t 
want to bore you. See ya for lunch.

CUT TO:

INT - HANGER- MOMENTS TO LIFTOFF

Ramp of Benedict. Squad two is handing off crates up to 
storage. Squad three is lined-up with there section sergeant 
giving last orders, squad 4 runs a check-off. 
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Wilks wheels a forklift that shuttles two portable hypersleep 
chambers. Tech-Engineer Barry Palmer is stationed.

PALMER
Hey Sarge, you cutin’ it kinda 
close, ain’tcha? 3 minutes to dead 
line. Is all this approved by the 
Colonel?

WILKS
That dog-lover forgot a cube for 
myself and my wife. 

PALMER
Ha ha, no problem Sir.

WILKS
Live fast, Die young...

PALMER
...And leave a good-looking corpse.

Wilks rolls the chambers into the Benedict.

INT. - LOADING DOCK, BENEDICT

Squad 1 waits in the loading dock sitting on crates by an 
APC. The Crew Cheifs are around and finish prep.

Wilks passes by in the B.G. wheeling the chambers to an 
engineering room and disappears.

 Easley orientates her squad.

EASLEY
Alright ladies and Gentleman, 
here’s the deal. This isn’t really 
S.O.P., so we got special orders. 
Since we are the only tac-team on 
board, we are being used strictly 
as support..

SMITH
Why don’t they split us up?

EASLEY
Someone feels badasses may be more 
affective as a group.

RAMIREZ
I’ll be damned.
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JONES
Takes a T-bag genius.

MBUTU
Only take a turd to think you up.

EASLEY
Girls, girls. Come on now. 

BUELLER
Where’re we going?

BLAKE
Where the sun don’t shine.

EASLEY
I know there are some hard bitches 
in the lot of you.

JONES
Said it!

EASLEY
But this one isn’t gonna be easy. 
There isn’t even any word on what 
this is all about...and I wouldn’t 
hang around to expect any. So let’s 
assume the worst.

Wilks exits his makeshift sleep chamber.

EASLEY (CONT’D)
Officer on the deck!

WILKS
Well, I don’t want to interrupt 
anything.

EASLEY
As far as I’m concerned, sir. This 
pussy is yours.

BLAKE
Mine too!

MBUTU
Here too.

JONES
And one cock!

WILKS
Well, its good to hear I have your 
...privates on hand.
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EASLEY
Sir, can we get a preview? Maybe 
just a single word description?

WILKS
This isn’t gonna be easy.

 Engineer Palmer runs up the ramp.

PALMER
Officer on the Deck!!

Palmer stands at attention. Stephens walks up the ramp 
followed by the 3 squards in the Hanger Bay.

STEPHENS
Clocks a’ ticking, and I’ve lost my 
patience. Everyone to the chambers. 
We’re rolling off this rock.

WILKS
Aye, Aye Sir.

EASLEY
Sir! Ladies, you heard the man and 
you got your orders, lets round 
them up and move them out.

SQUAD 1
(together)

Ayye-o!

Squad 1 falls into formation. Wilks follows, last.

TO BLACK

INT - PATIENT/ PHYSICIAN ROOM, UCSH MED SCHOOL

A security angle of Maria Gonzales talking to Dr. Raniner.

TITLE CARD: Case #23325, Maria Gonzales

MARIA
I’m riding on the subway in L.A. 
With my mother--

RAINER
Who has been dead several years?
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MARIA
Si, cancer. (pause) We’re on the 
Wilshire tube going into downtown 
and the tube is empty except for 
us. (pause-laugh) that’s the really 
scary part, you know? I never seen 
an empty subwway car.

RAINER
Go on.

MARIA
So all of a sudden there is this 
loud noise, like something hits the 
roof of the subway. Then a scraping 
sound.

RAINER
Scraping?

MARIA
(agitated) yeah, like something 
digging, you know? But it’s also 
like fingernails on metal. (pause) 

Maria starts getting nervous and agitated.

MARIA (CONT’D)
Anyway,  then the train stops and I 
realize that something is trying to 
get in. Something bad. So I say to 
my mother, Mama, come on, we have 
to get out of here! But Mama, she 
just sits there and smiles at me, 
you know? (pause) Then all of a 
sudden the roof tears open like 
it’s paper and these things claw 
right into the car. Like nothing 
I’ve ever seen, they are bestia, 
como se dice? Monsters, with teeth 
and big heads like bananas. I reach 
for Mama to pull her with me, only 
she turns into one of those things, 
her face stretches! It is too 
horrible! And it feels so....real.

PAITENT/ PHYSICIAN ROOM #2

Same view, different patient and doctor.

TITLE CARD: Case #32337, Thomas Culp
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CULP
Well, the room looked distorted, 
twisted somehow. Then something 
came out of the set, but it 
stretched past the usual stopping 
place of the holograms. Like a fist 
shoving through a sheet of 
flexiplastic. And then the thing-
some kind of monster-it grabbed me. 
I couldn’t move a fucking muscle! 
It opened its mouth, had teeth as 
long as my fingers, and inside was 
like another mouth, smaller, and it 
opened, and , oh, Buddha! It got me 
and I couldn’t fuckin move!

PATIENT/ PHYSICIAN ROOM #3

TITLE CARD: CASE #232558, T.M. DUNCAN

DUNCAN
So I was standing next to the 
flight attendant, hittin on her, 
and then I noticed she looked 
familiar, like somebody I knew.

DR FRANKEL
Familiar? Did you recognize her?

DUNCAN
Yeah, it took a second. She looked 
like my mother. So I figure, well, 
I shouldn’t be trying to come on to 
my mother, then all of a sudden, 
her chest tore open and this thing 
looked like a snake or a big eel 
with a lot of teeth comes out, 
spewing blood and all and flew, 
fucking flew out of her right at my 
face!(pause) That’s when I woke up, 
and man, I was never so glad in my 
life to be awake. I stayed up for 
two days.

PATIENT/ PHYSICIAN ROOM #4
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TITLE CARD: CASE #232745, C. LOCKWOOD

LOCKWOOD
It was wet, slick with blood, 
shiney, hard, like some kind of 
giant dick with teeth and it wanted 
to jam itself into me!

PULL BACK TO:

INT. ORONA’S OFFICE - DAY

Orona freezes the image and acknowledge’s ITA officer TRASK.

ORONA
Interesting. All from within a 
fifty-klick area, you said?

TRASK
Affirmative, and the medicomp has a 
dozen similar reports.

ORONA
What have the patients in common?

TRASK
High ratings on the Crier Scale and 
at double digits readings on the 
Emerson Empatic.

ORONA
And the descriptions are identical?

TRASK
Virtually identical.

ORONA
Etiology?

TRASK
Unknown. Best guess the is some 
kind of telepathic or empathetic 
projection. Perhaps it is how the 
things communicate among 
themselves, perhaps they are trying 
to communicate with us.

ORONA
Hmmm. Our data so far does not 
indicate that the aliens are 
particularly intelligent. 
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We’ve kept a pretty tight lid on 
this, yet here we are having a wave 
of spontaneous connections. Why 
now? And why here on Earth?

EXT - LIMA FACILITY - NIGHT

A science facility and bunker system tucked against a cliff.

INT - LIMA FACILITY - INTRO

Through a tight reception, past a computer ID check-point, 
down a hallways past armed guards at a three-way cooridor 
with a human check-point.

INT - MONITOR ROOM - CONTINUOUS

2 scientists, REINE and DRYNER, are at terminal on the other 
side of a 1-way window that looks into the control room.

The system monitors every detail of the man in the next room.

The scientists are crowded over an X-ray of the man’s chest, 
in which we see a miniature version of an Alien’s Jaws.

EXT - BROTHEL, MARTINEZ - NIGHT

A grundgey hotel is open late at night in the rain.

INT. - BROTHEL - CONTINUOUS

Salvaje is in his underwear stroking the pregnant belly of a 
young whore, while she eats fruits from a tray.

EXT - BENEDICT, SPACE

The Benedict is going full-speed across the stars...

...but it’s really an image up-dated every 5 seconds.

INT - CRYO/HOLDING AREA, K-104 - CONTINUOUS

The monitor gives read-outs of the Benedict.

There is one active cryo-tube, the rest are Android docks.

42.

ORONA (CONT'D)



Each android has a dead-blank stare at an active computer eye-
pieces that brief the upcoming mission with priority values.

Pulling out...

EXT - K-104, SPACE - CONTINUOUS

The K-104 is in close pursuit of the Benedict.

The ships make a final thrust, one right after the other, 
before they gear down.

Far-off a planet glimmers in the light, close.

INT - BENEDICT, BRIDGE

The planet is large in the main window. 

The bridge is quiet in sleep mode. 

An icon comes up at the top of the main screen.
“All systems register normal. Start-
up system.”

Data starts to sequence down the computer. 

INT - BENEDICT, HALLWAY

Emergency test-lights strobe at first, before the regular 
overhead lights start to warm up.

INT - CRYO ROOM #1, BENEDICT

The main monitor registers a closed-circut message.
“Systems Normal. Alert Crew.”

Low-lovel, hyalogen lights switch on. 

All the cryotube side-stations turn from red to 
yellow...hold, then to green with a reading of the occupant.

The tubes all unlock and unleash a surge of pressurized gas. 

The first 9 cryotubes open.

On the main monitor, scrolls the list of occupants.

Command:

ACTIVATE
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Com. Off. Col. S. Stephens

Squad 1: Support

ACTIVATE

2nd Off. S.S. C. Easley

Corp. G Jones

Corp. G Mbutu

Priv. 1st class K. Blake

Priv. 1st class M Ramirez

Priv. 1st class M Bueller

Priv. H. Smith

Priv. C. Chin

Squad 2: Supply

HOLD

2nd Off. S.S. K. Walters

Corp. S. Sabian

Corp. R. Wise

Priv. 1st class K Gee

Priv. 1st class F. Rescindez

Priv. 1st class P. Barnes

Priv. K. Davis

Priv. N. Parks

INT - STORAGE ROOM, BENEDICT

In a make-shift cryo room two tubes have been secured. 

They share a side-comp. It gives a read-out.

AUXILIARY UNIT: COMMAND
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ACTIVATE

REINSTATED, Field Command, Sgt. M. Wilks

ADDITIONAL, B. Felix ?...?...?

Both tubes unlock and open.

Wilks flexes his eyes, in inner angst. He kicks...

WILKS
(unconscious)

No no No no!...

He pops upright in bed. Eyes slowly open, forehead in sweat. 
He whips himself and looks over at Billie.

Close-up on Billie as she slowly comes to.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Billie...Billie...wakeup!

INT - BILLIES DREAM

Completely Dark, a voice from far away, it echoes off the 
walls.

Suddenly, the five ridge opening of an egg. Inside something 
starts to uncurl, and the face-hugger snarls.

INT - CRYO-TUBE 2, STORAGE ROOM 

Billie wakes, her hands go to defend her face. She flexs her 
legs out in the tube, her eyes open, in fright.

Wilks hand comes down to help her out.

WILKS
Come on, Kid. I feel it too.

INT. CAFETERIA, BENEDICT

It is an empty USCM standard cafeteria, long tables, fold-out 
benches, and auto-chef that fits 50 people. 

Muffled voices and Ramirez is shoved into the door-frame.

RAMIREZ
Is this really how its going to be?
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BLAKE
(off-screen)

Rag-ass.

RAMIREZ
I’m not even up for 5 minutes and 
your starting shit with me. 
What...What?! Get over here.

Ramirez disappears again, then comes back.

RAMIREZ (CONT’D)
Thats right. That’s what I thought. 
Your a wanna-be Blake. A wanna-be!

Blake follows through the door. Both the girls are good-
looking, well build, and still in their under-ware.

BLAKE
(eyes Ramirez)

That’s right good-looking. I want 
me a piece.

RAMIREZ
(naughty smile)

That’s fine, and everything. But 
can you wait for me to start? I 
can’t deal with you right now.

The rest of squad 1 enters through the door. 

SMITH
And I was just running down this 
dark tunnel. Felt like I was being 
chased...a tiiiny light was very 
very far away.

CHIN
I dunno man. Sounds like my daily 
life. I’m left unimpressed.

JONES
Why can’t you dream about the 
beach, those Tangsta girlies and 
some cool lemonade before poon-
tang, family style.

CHIN
Ah, Yo.

MBUTU
You know how like em in Tangsta.
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JONES
We could call that Lareen again. 
She’d could handle the croop-troop.

Jones and Mbutu slap hands.

Everyone serves themselves from the cafeteria.

JONES (CONT’D)
Hey Blake, you remember Lareen, 
don’t ya!

BLAKE
I don’t want to talk about it.

SMITH
(partially sarcastic)

Whatever, you guys. I’m just saying 
It’s an omen. A fuckin’ message 
from god. And all you can think of 
is poonany.

JONES
Oooh, say it again. Say it again, 
your getting me hot all over. Hey 
Blake, you busy?

BLAKE
Fuck off Jones. You gotta work for 
this ass.

JONES
Ramirez?

RAMIREZ
Asshole.

Everyone laughs.

Wilks and Billie walk in from the other-side of the 
cafeteria. Squad one finds themselves a table. When Wilks and 
Billie walk by the marines soften their banter and give 
Billie a look up-and-down; young, innocent, jadded.

JONES
(to Wilks)

Hey Pa! You ever make it out to 
Tansta in your old age?

Wilks murmurs to Billie.

WILKS
(to squad 1)

You’d be surprised, youngster. 
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I’m known over there, in size and 
shape.

The Marines laugh.

Wilks and Billie sit down at a seperate table.

Col. Sephens enters from the main-hold, dis-orientated.

CHIN
(to his table)

It the Cap.

The Marines turn to Stephens.

JONES
Morning Sir. You look like, 
something else.

BLAKE
I bet he feels like something else.

MBUTU
Morning Colonel. 

Stephens composes himself as an officer.

STEPHENS
Alright People. It’s straight to 
business. I want everything on this 
boat hot and ready. Wake up the 
rest of the troop and give me a 
full read-out. Now people! 

The Marines all grown as they stand. They obediently file out 
towards the flight deck. Wilks drags Billie along with the 
rest, he covers her exit out of the cafeteria.

INT - BRIDGE, BENEDICT

4 of the Marines from squad 1 enter the bridge. Each go to 
their own station and start to manually power everything up.

Co-piolot, the other 3 squads and crew are all, “activated”.

Com-station, the alien planet is being mapped and analyzed.

A list of attendance is handed to Stephens.

INT - LOADING DOCK - BENEDICT.

Squad 1 is lined up, Billie and Wilks at the end. 
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The Hanger is massive around them, holding a dropship and APC 
unit for each squad.

Stephens paces squad 1, he scrutinizes each one while he 
holds the attendance-list in a fist. All of squad 1 is of 
similar shape and build, except for Wilks and Billie. 
Stephens gets to Billie, who shows a guilty smile.

Stephens about-face’s, breathes deeply, frustrated.

STEPHENS
Wilks!

WILKS
Sir.

STEPHENS
Get over here.

Wilks and Stephens walk in-front of the line-up.

STEPHENS (CONT’D)
I’ve got a plus-one on my roster.

WILKS
Yes, sir. I brought an extra 
person, sir.

STEPHENS
...What!

WILKS
A civilian expert with field 
expirence.

STEPHENS
Are you crazy?! I told them you 
were unreliable. I’ll have your 
butt court-martialed! So help me 
god, I will have them throw you in 
a pit so deep it’ll take the 
ceiling light a year to get to you!

The unit chuckles. Wilks tries to keep straight.

WILKS
Yes, Sir.

Stephens gets in Wilks’ face.

STEPHENS
You may have fucked up this entire 
mission, mister! 
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If the extra weight threw us off a 
parsec in hypersleep, we could all 
be DEAD!

WILKS
I balanced the weight, sir. I 
dumped fifty kilos of that 
raspberry-flavored shit from 
storage just prior to lift off.

*Additional crowd commentary.

JONES
(to smith)

Too bad. I liked that raspberry 
shit, myself.

EASLEY
(to the squad)

Shut up!

STEPHENS
I am going to throw you in the brig 
and scramble the code.

WILKS
You could do that, Sir. But I think 
GENstaff might be more interested 
in knowing why the CO didn’t take 
attendence on such an important 
mission before lift-off. Assuming 
that, final inspection is part of 
the CO’s duties, Sir.

STEPHENS
(scathing)

Can I have a moment with you...

WILKS
(amused)

Sir.

The marines all find it amusing Easley tries to maintain 
order. 

Wilks and Stephens walk to underneath a dropship.

STEPHENS
I don’t like you, at all. And I 
don’t care what you think of me. In 
my line of work, that isn’t what’s 
important. But I’ll be damned if 
you fuck up my mission trying to be 
the head-honcho. 
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WILKS
Sir, I understand. Hear me out.

STEPHENS
This had better be god-damned good.

WILKS
What if you could show GENstaff 
your dedication to the mission by 
recovering the lost civilian expert 
on these...xenomorphs. Just bury a 
CMA code in your logs and it’ll be 
brought up during debriefing.

STEPHENS
Jesus Christ Wilks, you pull a fast 
one on me, then you black-mail me?!

WILKS
Your helping yourself, and either 
way its a win-win for you. Either 
this is successful because of what 
YOU did, or when it is, you turn me 
in and I’m gone for good.

Stephens considers, but knows of option #3.

STEPHENS
You leave me with little choice.

WILKS
I promise, you won’t regret it.

STEPHENS
We will see...Where did you 
get...this guest?

WILKS
I broke her out of a mental 
hospital. Sir.

STEPHENS
....Wilks....

INT - CAFETERIA, BENEDICT - LATER

The cafeteria full of people. The squads sit separated by 
group, but Squad 1 is more astroscised then everyone else. 
Wilks and Billie sit together also oddly separated.

WILKS
You okay, kid?
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BILLIE
Yeah. A few aches and pains with 
that usual stiffness, but otherwise 
all right.

WILKS
Good. I’m going to take a much 
needed shower, you okay to be left 
alone?

Wilks makes to leave.

BILLIE
I’ve got a cutting 
habbit?...kidding.

WILKS
Dont get in trouble.

Wilks exits the room. 

Billie looks around. Squad 2, 3, and 4 seem to complain a lot 
more about hypersleep, arguments, bad moods.

Parks in squad 2 trips on himself and spills  his food He is 
applauded and reprimanded.

Karen Mikkie and Nora Miesley in 4th squad start to push each 
other at the table. They start to go at it while their squad 
members shoat and cheer.

Billie leans towards squad 1 that seems to be happiest, with 
smiles, jokes, and joshes.

EASLEY
Man, Stephens has a big ol-bug up 
his nose, ya?

CHIN
He’s a ground-pounder, what do you 
expect?

JONES
(mocks)

God-dammit Wilks, you fucked up my 
entire mission.

RAMIREZ
Me, I think it’s our sergeant that 
is a little bit off the beam. A few 
minutes short of clockwork, if you 
know what I mean.
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BLAKE
I know what you mean. But I have 
that feeling he’s be able to think 
on his feet.

CHIN
Quick count, winners take all. 
Who’do ya do ya trust? The play-
maker or the Jarhead?

BLAKE
Sergeant.

RAMIREZ
Sergeant.

JONES
The sarg.

SMITH
Wow, wilks.

MBUTU
(slowly)

...the corporal...?

BUELLER
My ol’ man.

Easley pulls out a deck of cards.

EASLEY
Anyone wanna bet something other 
than their lives?

Squad 1 gets into it. 

Kevin Walters, squad 2, in full-gear approaches the table.

WALTERS
Hey atobots!!

Squad 1 turns, annoyed.

JONES
What’s up?

WALTERS
It’s now your turn to make the 
rounds. Smith.

SMITH
Sir?

53.



WALTERS
You start ‘em off.

INT- CORRIDOR, BENEDICT

Smith is in full gear with a pistol. A mini-light on his 
helmot gives him illumination.

SMITH
(into mic-recorder)

This is Private Herny Smith on 
perimeter-detail, 2430 hours. Aft 
cooridor dock. Inspection reveals 
normal hull movement, no stress-
cracks, and no sign of animal or 
insect manifestations.

He continues his rounds.

INT - AFT QUARTER, BENEDICT

Smith turns a corner, hums to himself, when he hears the 
crackle of static. 

He stops, eyes wide and alert...and hears it again. He 
focuses on the source and silently creeps forward.

The sound comes from behind cargo-hold 4. The door is open, 
latch un-locked. Smith enters.

CARGO HOLD 4 - CONTINUOUS

It is a dark, cold storage area full of boxed supplies. There 
is a sectioned-off room in the back, and distinctly, a radio 
transmission is decyphered.

VOICE ON RADIO
Permetted to send general mission-
data.

VOICE IN DARKNESS
Benedict to K-014, telemetry data 
uploading.

Smith see’s a figure in the shadows.

SMITH
(reciting)

Section 3.45, In Military 
Guidelines. 
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No person or persons thereof shall 
be permitted in the aft or cold 
storage section of said transport. 

VOICE IN DARKNESS
...What!?

The dark figure turns to Smith as so, he snaps around with 
his back leg and comes down like a Billie-club. The pistol is 
rocketed away.

The figure makes a strong Kick to Smith’s midsection and 
Smith is thrown back into a crate-pile.

Smith is knocked to the ground, semi-conscious.

A sharp, thin, spike is un-sheathed from the man’s utility 
belt.

The spike comes down into Smith’s back, stabs his lung.

Smiths gags on his blood, struggles for breath. Finally a 
plastic bag is encompasses his face. He passes out.

BRIDGE, BENEDICT

Tech officer, Barry Douwer, feeds the computer with steller 
configurations while Co-pilot, Melanie Andrews, supervises. 

A light goes off on one of the ship consoles.

It takes a while, before it gets any attention, when Douwer 
looks at it, then double takes mildly alarmed.

MELANIE
(to Barry)

...What?!

BARRY
I show the aft-2 interior 
lock...opening.

Melanie looks at her console.

MELANIE
...yeah, I see it.

BARRY
Ma’am. Is there a drill that I’m 
not aware of?
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MELANIE
That’s a negative. Nothing on the 
board. Call the lock and find out 
whose messing around.

BARRY
Copy.

(into mic)
This is systems control. Identify 
yourself at lock 2.

No response.

BARRY (CONT’D)
I say again, this is Systems 
Control Respond whoever is in lock 
A-2.

MELANIE
Bring up the visual.

Barry is already on it.

BARRY
I’m trying to, but I’m not getting 
a signal.

MELANIE
Dammit! Call that Beseeched 
commander and find out what’s going 
on!

BARRY
(in mic)

Colonel Stephens, this is Systems 
Control, do you read?

Still no response.

MELANIE
Where the hell is he.

BARRY
Maybe he’s taking a shower, got his 
unit off...

(in mic)
Colonel Stephens, colonel Stephens, 
do you copy? Does anyone read 
mother control?

The light on the console stops.

BARRY (CONT’D)
The hatch is cycling closed.
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MELANIE
Well, that’s something. Stupid 
marines shouldn’t be in the 
hardware--

BARRY
Uh oh.

Barry and Melanie look at their respective monitors. A yellow 
light flashes around, followed by a red light strobe. BEEP 
BEEP BEEP.

BARERY
Systems register the outer hatch 
now opening, with a presence still 
in the lock.

MELANIE
I don’t know what’s going on, but 
I’m going to stop it right now. 
We’ve got a corrective burn coming 
up and I sure as hell don’t want 
fried frozen chicken to explain to 
command. I’m going to override and 
close that sucker.

BARRY
Affirmative that.

Melanie goes to her controls, hits a switch, and fips the 
override lock. 

The light contoninue.

she flips the safety and inserts her key and tries the over-
ride again. No response.

MELANIE
The over-ride is frozen...?

BARRY
(to himself)

...Uh oh.

The monitors still shows a presence in the airlock, the turns 
from red to green.

MELANIE
Somebody is going to be in real 
deep shit.

BARRY
Here, I can get a register on our 
hull pickup. That’s gotta work.
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Barry switches the screens and rolls-on the ext. Hull lights. 

On the monitor, they watch a space-suited figure tumbled away 
from the ship.

EXT - PORT-SIDE, BENEDICT.

Smith wakes up with a start! He chokes out blood, barely can 
breath. He watches the Benedict spin away.

He tries the radio, but he can’t talk. 

Something floats up in his space-suit...It is a timed 
mine...and it counts 5 more seconds.

He struggles.

SMITH
(struggling)

...Nooo...

INT - BRIDGE, BENEDICT

Barry and Melanie watch their screens, also on other exterior 
monitors, As well as out the main-window of the ship...

...an explosion. The computers pulse in intensity, but all 
that is heard is a *pop*.

BARRY
Oh man.

MELANIE
...what a way to go.

EXT - LIMA FACILITY - DAY

The Bionational science division is on lock-down.

INT - SCI-OPS QUANDRANT, LIMA FACILITY

James Likowski, the host, is in his patient room, conscious. 
Doctor Reine and Doctor Dryner stand together and face 
Likowski who is not currently pressure-held.

Guards watch tightly.
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LIKOWSKI
(uptight)

Can’t you kill it? Cut it out of 
me?

DRYNER
(calm)

Not without killing you. Its a very 
tenacious life form.

LIKOWSKI
Oh, god.

REINE
If for any consolation, your 
partner and offspring will get the 
full-policy.

LIKOWSKI
...wow, I feel fantastic now.

Likowski rubs his chest, tries to sooth the fire.

DRYNER
James, are you ok? 

(to outside monitors)
Give me readings, what’s going on?

Likowski rubs the pain out, takes a deep breath.

LIKOWSKI
Nothing! I’m fine, it’s gone now. 
Alright.

REINE
We better get an EEB, just in case.

(to guards)
 Hey, guards, give us a hand.

Reine motions to the security officers. 

They aggressively grab ahold of Likowski and force him down.

Likowski fights with them. 

LIKOWSKI
Don’t do that....Noo...

*Flash, he grabs a gun. Gunshots fire, alarms sound.

*Flash, he runs down a sur-real hallway, guards in pursuit.

*Flash, he hugs his wife against a helicopter in the B.G.
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*Flash, he gets shot from behind, it rips through his chest.

FLASH BACK TO:

INT - PATIENT ROOM

Likowski is on the pressure field, he convolses. 

His ribs crack out from a surge in his chest. 

Reine and Dryner both stand over him they try to back-up. A 
guard and two med-staff are right behind.

Likowski strains against his invisible bonds.

Dryner backs away, Reine leans in closer.

The baby alien breaks its head out of the bloody mess.

CUT TO:

INT - TIA HOLDING ROOM - DAY 

Pindar lies on a pressor field chair, activated. He struggles 
but can’t fight it.

Two men in pearl-gray TIA (Terran intelligence Agency) 
uniformes stand at either side of him; Dr. Murdoch and Dr. 
Andrews. A med-bot extends from between with a syringe.

PINDAR
Aprieto mucho.

TIA GUY 1
Son, we have some questions we need 
answers to, if you don’t mind.

INT - EXECUTIVE SUITE, TIA COMMAND, DAY

Orona leans back in his chair, not in uniform. There are two 
view-screens in the desk, for the guest and the host. Across 
from him is TIA Security Officer TRASK.

TRASK
Shall I run it?

ORONA
I hope you’re wrong about this.

The TIA dials a code on the keypad, a video feed of Pindar’s 
interrogation pops up.
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INT - GOV. HOLDING ROOM

PINDAR
(Drugged)

After the last time he threatened 
me, I decided I had to find out 
more about him myself. So I 
discovered that he hired many other 
techs to help him. I knew one of 
them slightly, a contract worker 
for the Bionational Lab in Lima. I 
found out that Salvaje had worked 
for Bionational before he started 
his crusade. A low-level 
administrator, but he up and quit 
one day, but maintained contact 
with some of the techs. Gerard 
didn’t know why he quit, but said 
Salvaje had hired him to do an 
outside job...and paid well. I 
didn’t need to know anything else, 
only that Salvaje had other 
outlets. I broke into his place one 
time when he was out with the whore 
and got on his comp, copied his 
hard-drive.

(pause)
I found out where his messiah came 
from.

INT - EXECUTIVE SUITE, TIA HQ

TRASK
Here, you’ll want to see this. 

The officer inputs a different code in the keypad. It is 
security-cam footage from inside LIMA. 

CUT TO:

INT - SECURITY CAM, LIMA

Reine runs down the hallways, screams at the guards, with a 
giant red stain on his front. 

He gets shot in the head. 

The guards throws a wire-mesh over the body. Then they drag 
it away.
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The alien struggles in Rein’s corpse.

BACK TO:

INT - EXECUTIVE SUITE

PINDAR
This is a bad induction copy from 
Bionational convertor. We think 
Salvaje ripped it off the network 
from inside. The first part of the 
recording showed the birth of one 
of the things. It attacked one of 
their top Doctors, yet they shot 
the host, to preserve the specimen. 

Orona watches the video feed, amazed. It ends. Trask dials up 
another one.

TIA OFFICER
Neither Salvaje nor his techie were 
able to get past this point in 
security. They only saw the 
beginning. 

The stream switches to an image of the Alien. It is curled up 
in the rafters, an organic creep grows around it. It tightens 
in on itself.

TIA OFFICER (CONT’D)
This is 36 hours later...

ORONA
(bewildered)

My god, the growth! This is Bio-
national?

The officer types the code, another video-stream.

The crown of the head is 8 feet across. A second set of 
smaller arms have grown. Its a queen. And pulling back, it 
has a large eggsack attached to it, it lays eggs.

ORONA (CONT’D)
I don’t believe it. A queen.

TRASK
One that doesn’t need to be 
fertilized, apparently.

Orona gets out of his seat. He paces his room that looks out 
on the city.
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ORONA
This could confirm my theory that a 
queen can develop from a drone as 
needed for species development. 
Some kind of hormonal change.

A ship flies by outside.

ORONA (CONT’D)
Sweet baby Buddha’s left nut, We’ve 
got to get those eggs. 

Orona hurries back to his desk.

ORONA (CONT’D)
I’ll make some calls, we’ll seize 
the Lima laboratory in the 
interests of Terran Security.

TRASK
I’m afraid, sir, that I haven’t 
even gotten to the bad news.

ORONA
...Oh no, what do you mean.

The officer taps the keypad, this time a larger monitor 
lowers on the side-wall. 

The monitor is divided into many security monitors. One of 
which shows an exterior view of a guard-kiosk, along with 
other perimeter shots.

TRASK
These are taken off an upload from 
the Lima complez, dated 2200 hours 
yestarday.

ORONA
An upload? But they only do that 
if...

Trask points to the visual. Next to the security cams is a 
satellite image in thermo-mode.

SATELLITE IMAGE

In blue there is the complex, orange dots scattered that 
represent people. But at the northeast-point, a long line of 
yellow dots travel towards the complex.
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GUARD KIOSK, SECURITY CAMERA

A large truck comes forward fast, headlights on high-beam. 
The guards try to dis-suay the driver, fail. The bring up the 
guns and fire. The truck slams into the kiosk.

LARGER PICTURE OF SECURITY CAMERAS

A number of cameras go to static.

SATELLITE IMAGE

A burst of yellow from the North-east guard point. The line 
of yellow aims for the new hole in the fencing.

INT - EXECUTIVE OFFICE 

Orona reacts to the explosion.

ORONA
Buddha.

TIA OFFICER
We IDed the bomb as a five-ton demo-
charge. It took out the kiosk, the 
truck, and twenty-six meters of 
fence.

ORONA
...its suicide...

TIA OFFICER
We believe that Salvaje had his 
techie on a tight surveillance. 
This attack happened while we still 
had Pindar in custody.

EXT - LIMA FACILITY

A section of fence has been blown away, the guard’s kiosk 
still on fire.

Fast now, a fleet of buses and air-cars.

The facility sentry guns have been activated. They target the 
unregistered vehicles and aim towards the entrance. Each 
packs a twin 10mm gattling-guns which pound at the intruders.
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The ammo tears huge holes in the lightly reinforced side-
plateing of the bus. Inside, blood splaters the interior 
windows as each round draws wounds.

Behind the bus, an air-car cruises away as the bus teeters 
while still accelerating towards a sentry gun.

The gun aims for the driver of the bus and unloads a burst of 
rounds that tear into the wind-shield and splatter more 
blood.

The bus makes a final swerve before it rolls onto its side. 
It does a roll before it ruptures from the inside.

The rest of the caravan swerve to avoid the downed vehicle.

The sentry-gun registers the air-car which is in very close. 
It squeezeses off a few more rounds before the air-car hits 
the gun...a small bomb goes off.

CUT TO:

ORONA’S PRIVATE OFFICE 

More camera angles go to static, now interior cameras.

FLASK
I’m going to focus now on our 
spysat we had footprinting the area 
during the incursion.

The officer dials the keypad.

SATELLITE IMAGE

The satellite view focuses in on the area at battle.

The buses have stopped at the entrance to the base and pulled 
their vehicles into a defensive formation around the hole.

CUT TO:

EXT - LIMA FACILITY

The buses look like a wagon-train. Dozens of people unload 
from each bus, everyone is armed with some form of automated 
rifle. They are organized, leaders yell out audio-codes.

Security unloads from the Barracks and start to attack. 
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2 sentry guns still functional fire at the passengers; a 
dozen people are torn down.

One passenger manages to run close enough to one of the guns. 

He wears a heavy cloak that reveals bombs strapped around a 
vest. He smiles.

SATELLITE IMAGE

Another, bigger, brighter explosion especially in infa-red.

The satellite image blurs and goes black.

INT - EXECUTIVE SUITE

TIA OFFICER
They got the door and the remaining 
guns with that one. At this point 
we lost visual contact with the 
satellite.

The officer punches in on the keypad.

TIA OFFICER (CONT’D)
This piece we pulled along with the 
building security.

CUT TO:

INT - CORRIDOR, LIMA FACILITY

The angle looks the long-way down the hallway.

Two wounded guards have structured a barracade with rubble. 
The guards load their rifles.

Up around the far corner, a mass of robed figures flood 
through.

The guards open fire into the crowd. 

The first few rows take shots to the chest and fall to their 
knees. But the precession continues on-ward, walking over the 
bodies of the fallen.

The guards attempt a retreat too late, the believers 
overwhelm the position, and finish of the guards with savage 
stabbing weapons.
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The guards are subdued, the crowd flows down the hallway past 
the security camera.

TRASK (O.S.)
Freeze-frame.

The crowd stops on the prospective leader.

ORONA (O.S.)
Nice optics.

INT - ORONAS PRIVATE OFFICE                

Trask points to the man with a red-haired beard.

TRASK
See him, second on the right.

Orona nods.

TRASK (CONT’D)
Salvaje.

ORONA
Resume play.

The robed figures walk by the camera.

TIA OFFICER
Thirty-seven passed this camera.

The camera changes to show the blast-door to Bio-containment.

INT - BLAST DOOR, LIMA

The door is open. two guards lay bloodied on the ground, 5 
robed figures also lie dead. 

Survivors martch past a sign, “DANGER BIOLOGICAL EXPERIMENT. 
AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY”

TRASK (V.O.)
Thirty-two left.

CUT TO:

INT - QUEEN HIVE, LIMA - CONTINUOUS

Inside the chamber, a brownish, sludgy creep has grown on the 
walls. A translucent mist hugs the ground, but the peaks many 
eggs stand tall.

67.



The attackers strip off their robes, the reveal alien 
insignia tattoos that cover their naked bodies.

Salvaje approaches the Queen naked. The queen analyzes him.

SALVAJE
(barely audible)

Be one with you, Messiah!

QUEEN HIVE, LIMA, SECURITY SCREEN - CONTINUOUS

Eggs in the area start to hatch. Salvaje tries to approach 
the first carefully, but it jumps out of it’s shell grappling 
onto Salvaje.

Other followers come inside, they fight off the stray face-
huggers, but their goal is to drag out the hosts.

INT - EXECUTIVE SUITE

TRASK
Sorry about the sound. We’re lucky 
we got this much. We found the blue 
box nearly six clicks away.

Trask and Orona watch the recording for awhile longer. 
Finally someone notices the camera and shots are fired. The 
camera goes black.

TRASK (CONT’D)
That’s it, that is all we got. It 
was around this time that one of 
Bionational’s chief security people 
sent a coded squirt to the system.

Orona gets half-way out of his seat.

ORONA
What?!

TRASK
90 seconds later the power plant 
went critical and took out the 
entire complex. A fail-safe Self 
destruct.

ORONA
(panic)

No! What about the queen? The eggs.
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TRASK
Scattered around the countryside in 
pieces the size of your little 
fingernail, Sir.

Orona sits back down in defeat.

ORONA
This explains the dreams we’ve come 
across! Damn, Damn! I should have 
known something was up.

(pause, slight hope)
What about the fanatics? Did any of 
them get away? There were at least 
a dozen infected.

TRASK
We don’t know. We’ve had a clean-up 
crew comb the country-side, but so 
far, no sign. The explosion was in 
the half-hundred-megaton range. 
There’s no way to tell how many 
casualties, or survivors.

Orona pauses, to contemplate.

TRASK (CONT’D)
Honestly, I hope none of them did.

ORONA
What? Are you crazy? These life 
forms are priceless!

TIA OFFICER
Think about it, Doctor.

The doctor turns in his chair to look out the window. He nods 
in agreement.

ORONA
Yes, I suppose you are right. What 
it would be, to live on a world, 
with those monsters running loose.

TIA OFFICER
...it could pose a problem.

ORONA
...indeed.
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INT - COORIDOR, BENEDICT      

Billie looks out a port in the hallway and watches planets 
pass. Bueller approaches her quietly from the front.

Together they watch ringed-planet.

BUELLER
The improved gravity drive means we 
can spend less time in hypersleep. 
The problem is we have to slow down 
early enough to avoid hitting our 
destination. We’ll be there in a 
day or so.

Billie acknowledges, but stares the window. Everyone is sad.

BILLIE
I wonder what Smith saw in his last 
seconds?

BUELLER
I don’t know. I can’t imagine why 
he would’a gone EVA with a grenade.

BILLIE
The colonel says it was some kind 
of depression. That Smith had 
monsters of his own.

BUELLER
I don’t think so, Medical units go 
through standard psyc-evaluations, 
but even so, we were pretty close. 
It doesn’t make sense 
that...someone like Smith would 
commit suicide. Sides, there are a 
lot of easier ways to do it.

Billie nods to herself, longing for the stars.

BUELLER (CONT’D)
I don’t trust Stephens, he doesn’t 
have any good field experience. I 
think he just wants to hush 
everything up. If we are 
successful, than on-up will 
overlook the a few bodies. But if 
we fail, then these little things 
will be erased anyway.
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BILLIE
I hate to disillusion you, Bueller, 
but if we fail, we’ll all end up on 
the ground as cold-lumps of alien 
dung.

BUELLER
How colorful.

BILLIE
I’m just telling it like it is. 
I’ve seen them work. They 
are...thourough.

BUELLER
You sound like Wilks.

BILLIE
Him and I are on the same page.

(breaks the moment)
Come on, I’ll buy you a cup of what 
passes for coffee.

BUELLER
Okay, yeah.

INT - CAFETERIA

Bueller and Billie walk into the mess-hall and start for some 
drinks.

Ramirez and Blake are already inside eating a warm-up 
package, as well as a number of soldiers from squads 3 and 4.

BUELLER
I get the feeling that something is 
up. I’m just saying that...I want 
you to be careful, watch your step. 
The operation is bigger than both 
you and I.

Billie sips her coffee, moves to find a place to sit.

BILLIE
I understand what your saying, but 
Wilk’s and I, we’ve been pawns 
together in the big game for awhile 
now. And I trust him. Wilks...he’s 
got a plan. He’s the expert, I’m 
just along for the ride.

Ramirez, Blake, and a few others can overhear.
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RAMIREZ
(loudly, to blake)

I’ll bet, Expert on 
crandlerobbin’...

BLAKE
(eyeing Billie)

Mmhmm...he sure knows how to pick 
em.

The rest of the squads jokes. Ramirez gets up.

BUELLER
Shut up Ramirez, knock it off.

Blake is right behind her.

BLAKE
Hey man, I’m all for a little pussy 
myself, but not so green,--

Bueller steps between the Marines and Billie, Ramirez 
confronts.

BUELLER
Shut the fuck up.

RAMIREZ
Who the hell are you, mitch-azz. 
I’m only callin’ her what she’s 
been called all her life...pussy!

Billie Knocks Bueller aside and steps up to Ramirez. She 
pitches her drink into a wall. The cafeteria has gone silent.

Billie right in Ramirez’s face.

BILLIE
You shut the fuck up, Because you 
have no fucking idea!

Billie knocks Ramariz back, who is still shocked.

BILLIE (CONT’D)
I had to watch my fuckin family die 
from these god damn mother fuckers! 

Everyone watches, Billie starts crying.

BILLIE (CONT’D)
My little brother was clutching his 
chest, it was oozing blood, his 
rips started cracking. He was 
screaming... 
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You have no idea what your up 
against, none of you do. Because 
these things, they get everywhere. 
They arn’t a force, but a plague!!

Bueller tries to comfort Billie who pushes him away. 

She storms out of the cafeteria. Bueller follows.

RAMIREZ
I’m just tryin’ ta get a rise outta 
ya.

Blake turns back to her food.

BLAKE
I just want some ass.

The cafeteria crowd chuckles. 

EXT - K-104, SPACE

INT - HOLD, K-104

The 12 Cyborg Troops step together out of their tube.

INT - MASSEY QUARTERS, K-104 

Massey’s chamber seems calm and peaceful. Massey is in a yoga 
calm position on a carpet of his room. His eyes open.

INT - QUIET HALLWAY, BENEDICT

Billie and Bueller walk together.

BILLIE
So, have you got a first 
name...Buueller.

BUELLER
Yes. Mitchell.

BILLIE
Mitchell...Mitch?

BUELLER
If you like.

Billie brings him closer to her against a window, she plays 
with him in a shy way. 
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Bueller puts his hand on her shoulder, She winces instinctly.

BILLIE
Don’t...

BUELLER
Oh. Sorry. I didn’t mean anything 
by it.

She bites her lip, tries to relax.

BILLIE
No, I’m sorry. When I was in the 
hospital, whenever I felt a hand on 
my shoulder it always meant 
trouble. Followed by a derm-patch, 
or a syring,...

(scathing)
Or someone who shouldn’t be there.

BUELLER
Yeah, I can understand that.

BILLIE
Oh can you now? You know what is 
like to be stuck in a house full of 
wachos. No one believes a word you 
say...everyone thinks your crazy...

BUELLER
No, But I’ve spent my share of time 
in hospitals or labs. They arn’t 
fun.

Bueller tries to change the subject, they play a shy/silent 
footsie game with each other. Wilks mocks her. She nearly 
crushes his feet.

BUELLER (CONT’D)
Listen Billie, I did want to ask 
something. About Sergeant Wilks...I 
don’t know what’s between you and 
him.

BILLIE
When the aliens took over our 
colony, Wilks and his squad came 
down to help. He and I were the 
only ones left who got off the 
planet before it was completely 
sterilized. Wilks...he saved me, 
and I owe him, now again. 
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I was 10-years old at the time, I 
didn’t see him till a day before we 
left. That’s all, between him and 
I.

BUELLER
I’m sorry, I don’t mean to pry.

BILLIE
Sure you do, that’s okay. I’ve been 
pried open by experts, 
scientists...mother-in laws...I’ve 
gotten used to it.

They walk further down the hallway, in a silence.

BILLIE (CONT’D)
Let me ask you something.

BUELLER
Okay, that’s fair.

BILLIE
Like my family all died back on the 
colony when the aliens first took 
over, Wilks was a criminal and 
family out-cast. He was enlisted as 
an addemdum to his sentince. But 
you don’t strike me as a rough-
neck. You look like a University 
football player, you and your whole 
squad. Like, whats your deal?

Bueller sits for a moment, he looks at the stars.

BUELLER
...It’s been a long time since 
someone asked me that, I hardly 
even remember what they looked 
like...

(facing Billie)
Long since dead...the marines are 
my only family now. Only family I 
care about.

BILLIE
...What about Smith.

BUELLER
Him and I were close, we were 
together for awhile. I don’t care 
what the Colonel says, he’s not 
gonna take himself, and he’s not 
scared of shit. 
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That’s how we were programed to 
be...and that’s how it is.

BILLIE
I’m sorry...

BUELLER
Don’t be.

Both are nervous. Bille gives him a flirtatious once-over.

BILLIE
(dirty smile)

Care to show me around the ship?

BUELLER
Would love to. Wanna see the 
armory? It’s my favorite room.

INT - ORONA’S EXECUTIVE OFFICE - DAY

On small vid-screens, we see 2 TIA’s agent. 

Orona is in his chair across from him is Trask.

MURDOCK
No. No new traces. There are rumors 
floating around about a cult taking 
over a ranch, but we’re checking it 
out. Other than that, nothing.

ANDREWS
Sir, It’s hard to stabilize a 
quarantine, when there is no safe 
zone. 

ORONA
Follow-up on all leads!

ANDREWS
We’re recieving bits of Intel that 
pours in from five continents,
In both hemispheres from the 
equator to the poles. We can’t find 
a adequate place to start.

ORONA
Keep it up, do one after another 
and when your eyes swell from 
pressure, I want full stim rations 
and we are going to keep at it.
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MURDOCK
I concur. It seems that if there 
were any survivors, they made 
tracks and split up. There is no 
apparent pattern, and no common 
denominator..other than these 
vaguely similar descriptions, we’ve 
got nothing hard...but bodies.

ORONA
Look. I want you to keep at it. 
It’s too damn quiet, I can’t shake 
the feeling. If only a tenth of the 
reports are true!

TIA GUY 1 & 2
Yes, Sir.

INT - LOADING DOCK, K-104 STARSHIP

A compact pirate transport sits in the Drop-bay of the 
automated ship.

The Cyborg squad stands ready, fully-armored with blank 
facial expressions. Massey paces his troop.

A digital clock counts down from 2:00:00.

INT - COORIDOR NEAR ARMORY, BENEDICT

Wilks walks with a clipboard and check-list. 

WILKS
(to himself)

Where is that girl...I tell her to 
do one thing, fairly significant 
and she goes missing...

Wilks walks up to the armory. He turns seal-handle.

INT - ARMORY, BENEDICT - CONTINUOUS

Wilks walks in to find Bueller giving Billie a back massage, 
a rifle across her lap.

WILKS
Private! You have business in here?

Bueller and Billie are both startled, they try to distance 
themselves.
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BILLIE
Wilks. Mitch was only,--

WILKS
Ya, I can see what Mitch was only 
doing. Take a hike, Bueller.

BILLIE
Dammit, Wilks! Who the hell do you 
think you are?

WILKS
Me? I’m the guy who pulled you out 
of the chemical fog you were in 
just before they were about to wipe 
you and leave you for the rabbits. 
I’m protecting my interests in you.

Billie stares back at him, flustered. 

WILKS (CONT’D)
(to Bueller)

I thought I told you to take a 
hike.

Bueller holds himself back, but reluctantly leaves the room.

BILLIE
All right, Wilks, I owe you, but 
that doesn’t give you the right to 
tell me who I can talk to!

WILKS
I saw a littler more than talking.

BILLIE
Are you jealous?! Dammit Wilks.

WILKS
Not jealous, kid. I’m just trying 
to save you grief. 

BILLIE
I’ll handle my own grief, thank 
you. I’m not a child and you aren’t 
my father!

Billie storms out of the room. Wilks shakes his head.

WILKS
Don’t say I didn’t try to warn ya, 
kid.

Wilks leaves to continue his check list.
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The gun is left lying on the bench. Closer, the firing pin 
has been removed.

INT - PERIMETER HALLWAY, BENEDICT

Bueller walks the main hallway, large bay windows show a full 
view of space and the planets.

Billie is in hot pursuit.

BILLIE
Bueller....Bueller...
Mitch!

Bueller stops in his tracks. He turns slowly to face Billie, 
eyes are watering, and he looks confused.

BILLIE (CONT’D)
I’m sorry about Wilks, Mitch. I 
really am, but I told him, I want 
to be with you...It’s my choice.

BUELLER
Maybe Wilks is right. Maybe I 
really don’t know what I’m doing, 
maybe we shouldn’t be doing this.

Billie moves closer to him, touches him.

BILLIE
Maybe I don’t know what I’m doing, 
either. It’s been so long since I 
met anyone, on my own. Maybe I am 
jumping at the first opportunity. 
But Mitch. I want to be with you.

BUELLER
I haven’t done this before.

BILLIE
I haven’t done this right, but I 
want to try.

BUELLER
....now?!

She looks at him with passion and a fire.

Bueller submits. 

She attacks him and they go backwards into a storage closet.
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INT - STORAGE CLOSET, BENEDICT

Blankets have been gathered to create a bed. 

Bueller’s shirt is off, Billie goes topless. They are red 
with a human passion. 

Her hands slips to his waist band, his body tense.

He breaths hard at her touch, she gives a wicked smile.

She rolls over on-top. Looks like a feline, her hair infront 
of her face.

His hands encircle her small waist. She’s already perspiring.

STORAGE CLOSET - LATER

They are tangled in hair. Close, breathing on each other.

MITCH
I’ve never done this before.

BILLIE
Really? Could have fooled me. You 
were terrific.

MITCH
Was I?

She gives some space.

BILLIE
Well, not that I have all that many 
guys to compare you to myself, I am 
a pure innocent, sweet little 
angel...

He roll of his elbow, facing her, questioning her.

BILLIE (CONT’D)
Course, once my buttoms are pushed 
and I’m in the mood, A certain fire 
comes to life, and then you’re in 
trouble.

She pounces on him. He takes it and they fall together.

He pulls her close.
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MITCH
I want to be there for you Billie. 
I think I’ll do just about anything 
for you...but like, I feel like I 
need to tell you something really 
important,--

BILLIE
Shhh! I’m already tired of hearing 
from you. Besides, I think showing 
is better than telling. 

She inches her way down his chest.

BILLIE (CONT’D)
Why don’t you show me how this 
works again, instead.

MITCH
Okay. I take your point.

BILLIE
No, sweetie, I’ll take yours...

INT - COMM ROOM, BENEDICT

Jones is in the comm-room deep in the Benedict. She checks 
the cameras, sensors, mic-pickups, and any other recieving 
signal.

At her control, a proximity light goes off. It takes her a 
moment to notice, everything else is green.

JONES
What do we have here folks?

She dials up on her computer, a hologram of the K-104 
appears, distance getting closer.

JONES (CONT’D)
Can’t be, pal. There isn’t anyone 
out here.

STEPHENS
(O.S.)

Problem?

Colonel Stephens appears in the doorway. Jones is mildly  
startled.

81.



JONES
Sir, the PS says there’s a vessel 
less than a hundred clicks now, and 
closing. The thing blew a circuit 
or something, right?

STEPHENS
Could be an echo, that happens. Run 
a diagnostic.

JONES
Affirmative, sir.

Jones runs a scan. The status bar fills then turns green.

The Comp Reads: DIAGNOSTIC CHECK COMPLETE< ALL SYSTEMS 
FUNCTIONAL.

JONES (CONT’D)
It reads green, sir. I don’t know 
what to make of it, other than 
there is a ship out there. I’ll 
sound General Alert.

She flips the safety cap off.

STEPHENS
That’s a negative, Corporal.

JONES
(hesitates, confused)

Sir, if that’s a ship we have to 
assume it’s hostile to our mission, 
that’s SOP--

Stephens draws his side-arm, a VP-70 softslug, and fires a 
round into her head. The round it thumps heavily into her 
head.

She falls to the ground, red-ish/white blood spews the dash.

STEPHENS
Sorry.

Stephens pulls out his walkie-talkie.

STEPHENS (CONT’D)
Stephens here, we are go for 
mating.

MASSEY
(over walkie.)

Copy that, we are en-route.
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INT - ARMORY, BENEDICT

Wilks walks through the open hatch.

WILKS
(to himself)

I still don’t have a report on are 
armsarms, god dammit!

A rifle lies on the bench. Wilks pick it up.

He gives it a close examination...there is no firing pin.

WILKS (CONT’D)
...what the hell?

He runs over to the gun rack, checks a gun, checks the next.

WILKS (CONT’D)
Oh shit

Echoed off the walls...*POP*...

Wilks turns to the sound, listens closely. The ship shudders 
with the thud of a dock.

Wilks runs to the wall and hits the alarm. Klaxons go off. 

INT - REAR SERVICE PORTAL, BENEDICT

The room rocks as the ship docks. The air-lock spark.

Warning lights flash.

INT - CAFETERIA, BENEDICT

Squad 3 watches Blake, Mbutu, and Chin play a card-game. 

Each have a third of the deck and toss cards one-at-a-time to 
the person on the right, a simultaneous line of cards.

Klaxon’s go off.

Cards fly all over, Mbutu falls out of her chair.

PATTERSON
Sir, Drill?

CABRERA
Dios Mios.
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COTTON
I’ve got a bad feeling about this.

Squad 1 stand straight-up automatically.

BLAKE
Forceful entry lights.

MBUTU
Shit.

Everyone watches the timed-lights, a code.

CHIN
...primary aft portal.

Winter steps up, takes control.

WINTER
Squad 3, Form up! Proceed to the 
armory for armament.

Winters turns to Mbutu for confirmation.

MBUTU
That is correct, Sir.

WINTER
Double-Time.

INT - SQUAD 1 QUARTERS, BENEDICT

Ramirez sleeps in his bunk. Easley is in the shower.

Bueller enters with Billie, both are hot and sweaty, clothes 
in disarray.

 The ship shakes from impact...

...emergency lights go off.

Ramirez falls out of bed, Easley slips inside.

Bueller hugs Billie, both nervous.

BUELLER
That’s General Alert.

BILLIE
It’s a drill right?

BUELLER
Maybe....but I don’t think so.
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Ramirez gets off the ground. Easley wears just a towel.

EASLEY
What the fuck is going on?!

Easley changes quickly into under-ware.

RAMIREZ
Maybe an engine went out?

EASLEY
No, we’d all be atomic dust if that 
happened. But they wouldn’t run a 
drill on us, not now.

Ramirez and Easley get their things together.

EASLEY (CONT’D)
Jones is on watch right? Better be.

Wilks busts into the room.

WILKS
I sounded the alarm. We are under 
attack.

Wilks through the room to his make-shift room, disappears.

BUELLER
(yelling)

Sergeant! You mind telling us the 
news?

Billie runs to the doorway.

BILLIE
Wilks! What is going on?

Billie backs up as Wilks pushes through with his M4A3 gun.

BUELLER
Wilks, Sir. We’ve got to get to the 
armory!

WILKS
I was just there, We’re all in 
shit. The rifles have been 
sabatoged.

RAMIREZ
Oh My god!

BILLIE
God damn it.
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Wilks gives Easley a long look.

WILKS
Where are your arms?

EASLEY
We don’t carry personal side-arms 
during transit. Against protacal.

WILKS
That makes it harder. Grab 
anything, I’m going to com-central 
to investigate a shot. Hold this 
quarter. Anyone trying anything has 
got to come through you to get to 
the bridge.

(to Billie)
Go to our Cyro-room. It’s not on 
the standard floor plans.

She tries to fight him.

WILKS (CONT’D)
Just in-case.

Wilks leaves out the back to Com-central.

Billie looks to Bueller.

BUELLER
You should follow his word. It may 
keep you out of harm.

BILLIE
But what about you?

BUELLER
I need to protect this ship.

Billie follows word and heads to her room. 

Ramirez goes to his tool box and produces a crow-bar. 

Easley gets a weight ball. 

Bueller grabs a pool-cue.

INT - GYM, BENEDICT

Squad 2 was in the gym before the Alarms sounded.

Section Sergent Tom Walters brings order. 
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He promtly survey’s the gym and finds the emergency cabinet.

He opens with a key and inside are 4 of each; goggles, Mines, 
Shock Rifles, and pistols.

Walters hands them out and they proceed to the Bridge.

INT - BRIDGE, BENEDICT - CONTINUOUS

The auto-alarms ring. Morrissy, Andrews, and Dower are at the 
helm. The Squad 2 bursts in, armed, and sets up a defensive 
position on the bridge.

INT - HANGER BAY, BENEDICT

The crew cheifs fall over amongst the storage boxes, as the 
alarms sound. Barry Larkin moves away from the rest.

CC MADISON
Larkin! Where are you going.

CC JOHNSON
Yeah. In the event of a GE,--

CC LARKIN
Don’t you think I know SOP. 

Larkin moves a stack of boxes against the wall and reveals a 
vent. He pulls out the grate and reaches deep inside.

He pulls out a double-barrel shot-gun with a grin.

CC MCCLAIRNIN
Barry, you dumbass, your going to 
break the hull.

CC LARKIN
I this isn’t in the book.

Everyone turns to a POP down the hallway...and then multiple 
heavy boot-steps.

6 large shadows pass just behind the left view-way.

CC LARKIN (CONT’D)
Oh...noodles...

INT - COM ROOM, BENEDICT

On a video-screen, Squad 4 was in the rec room, but stopped 
everything as the alarms cry.
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Watching the cameras is Stephens.

The squad groups together and takes action, the majority of 
the group leaves the room.

However, three stay behind and spread out in the room. They 
all find small weapons hidden deep in the bunks.

Stephens grazes down the line of cameras...to the loading 
dock to see CC Larking pointing a shotgun.

INT - LOADING DOCK, BENEDICT

BANG!--smoke clears from the shot.

The soldier takes it as if nothing, aim’s his gun---BAM!

Larkin takes a spread-shot to the chest and is blown away.

The soldier aims at the other three crew-chiefs, in B.G. pass 
more figures.

The Cheifmen surrender.

CC JOHNSON
(shaking head)

I told him not to.

INT - ARMORY, BENEDICT

Blake, Mbutu, and Chin, along with squad three are at the 
lockers. Everyone suits up.

Mbutu grabs the gun on the floor, examines it.

MBUTU
Shit!!

COTTON
What?

Chin grabs one of the guns himself. Then Blake.

CHIN
This one too.

BLAKE
We’re in trouble.

The privates from squad four enter.
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EVANS
Squad 4 reporting...

WINTER
Well, it was all for shit. All the 
firing pins are gone.

BANCROFT
They...don’t work?!

MBUTU
...sabotaged.

INT - COM ROOM, BENEDICT

Wilks sneaks in from the back entrance.

Jones’s corpse is still in the main seat.

Wilks looks out the window to see a lone soldier approach. He 
takes aim with his upgraded fire-arm.

A semi-auto, armor piercing, triple-shot, rips into the head 
of the cyborg-soldier...white blood spirts from the wound and 
the cyborg goes to a knee... 

Wilks fires three more bursts.

The shots tear into the body-armor, tear into the neck, and a 
last round tears apart the eyes and face. The Cyborg falls.

Wilks grins...just as another pistol levels to his head.

STEPHENS (O.S.)
Drop it, or your brain is mush.

WILKS
...Not S.O.P. I suppose

STEPHENS
Now!

Wilks drops his gun, hands raised.

INT - ARMORY, BENEDICT

SANCHEZ
What about the grenades?

CHIN
Buy a brian stupid. You want to set 
off an explosive on a starship?
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BLAKE
You’ve got your hands and feet 
Marines, it’s time to use them,--

The loud-speaker comes to life.

STEPHENS (V.O.)
(over speaker)

This is Colonel Stephens. All 
marines report to the loading bay, 
immediately. I want all marines to 
report to the loading bay.

The Marines are now confused.

BLAKE
That is not protocal.

CHIN
I don’t like this anymore.

Suddenly, two cyborgs stand at the left doorway . Another one 
enters from the right and moves to push them out.

CYBORG 1
Report to the loading bay.

COTTON
What the fuck is this?!

WINTER
Who the hell are you!

Winters stands up to the cyborg in the room.

The cyborg sucker-punches Winters with the butt of his rifle. 
Winters starts to fall, but the Cyborg grabs the semi-
conscious Marines by the collar.

TOOPER 1
Proceed to the loading Dock and 
there wont be more trouble.

INT - SQUAD 1 QUARTERS, BENEDICT

A table is thrown on its side as a barricade infront of 
Easely. Bueller and Ramirez hide on either side of the door.

The door edges spark and right before pressure blows it off.

Everyone ducks...A figure appears

Easley pitches the weight ball.
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The ball strikes the head and falls forward.

Another soldier appears right behind, gun raised high---BAM!

Easley ducks behind the table but a chunk is blown off.

The second soldier walks through the door.

Ramirez comes down with a crow-bar.

Bueller golf-strokes the bowed head with a pool-cue, it snaps 
in half. The soldier is standing back up, face all mess up.

Bueller takes the splittered stick and stabs forward under 
the soldier’s chin. 

The cue goes up through the head, white-blood oozes down the 
stick.

Bueller and Ramirez rotate sides of the door.

The first soldier straightens up, recovered, takes aim and 
finds Easley exposed---BAM!

A third soldier appears behind the first, who has taken a 
step forward. They drop down and each pick a target.

SOLDIER 3
Freeze Marines. It’s over

Bueller looks into Billie’s cryo-room as he is led out.

INT - SQUAD 4 QUARTERS, BENEDICT

Romero, O’Connell and Ruessel take defensive positions..

The frame sparks and pops off. A shock-grenade flies through.

Blinding white light.

Four cyborgs march through the entrance.

The Marines try to fire, aim wildly.

The “Bots” aim for each Marine, they communicate through 
bursts of transmission.

They all aim at Russel and spread out. Russel’s barricade is 
shot away and he gets riddled by the semi-auto fire.

Romero dives out and away, he repositions and fires away.
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The Bots scan the area and focus on Romero’s body heat, they 
take aim, together.

Romero is blown away by the splatter-guns.

The bots approach O’connonell who crawls on the ground 
towards his gun. 

They take aim. 

O’connonell surrenders.

INT - CORRIDOR OUTSIDE BRIDGE, BENEDICT

O’Connell is thrown against the wall, the bots are behind 
him.

BOT 1 
This is unit 2, reporting pre-
bridge status.

MASSEY O/S) 
(over walkie)

I don’t want any firing in the 
bridge. Hand-to-hand combat only. 
Prisoners are encouraged, but not 
priorities.

BOTS
Roger.

The bots lower visors over their eyes

INT - BRIDGE, BENEDICT

Three Marines cover the right entrance, four cover the left. 
Walters is in charge.

The right door glows at the hinges, then explodes out. 
Immediately two spark-grenades roll inside.

A double flash of light and the majority of crew are blind.

The bots charge inside, only Wise of the three can see 
because of his goggles.

The bots form into groups, the first going after Wise.

Wise’s fire hardly hinders an approaching bot.

The bot swings with the butt of his gun and knocks Wise down.
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By the time the Marines can see, two bots are already on top 
of them. They are thrown into computer equipment, turned 
around, and then used as a shield.

The last of the bots charge forward. There guns unhinge into 
a hatchet and a club; close combat weapons.

Stun guns have no effect and pistols can’t pierce the armor.

INT - LOADING DOCK, BENEDICT

The crew Chiefs, squad 3, remaining squad 4, Chin, Mbutu, and 
Blake are all lined-up against the wall. Massey, in a black 
cloke, watches the round-up.

Wilks is lead in by Colonel Stephens.

MASSEY
Evening Marine, you new in town?

STEPHENS
Right on schedule, Massey.

MASSEY
I wouldn’t be one to miss an 
appointment.

Behind Stephens, Ramirez and Bueller are lead in.

Wilks and Bueller exchange a sympathetic look.

WILKS
(to Bueller)

...Easley?

RAMIREZ
No such luck, Sir.

Wilks holds back, they both exchange a look.

WILKS
(to Stephens)

You killed Smith didin’t you. You 
were the one that tossed him out.

STEPHENS
It was neccessary, Wilks.

WILKS
...bastard.

STEPHENS
...Jones as well.
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Squad 1 glares, they burn for vengeance.

STEPHENS (CONT’D)
Life is hard Marines. Sometimes 
tough decisions need to be made. 
And sometimes one needs to re-
evaluate his purpose and realize 
that one was meant for more.

WILKS
So you flushed the entire 
operation.

Massey looks at his watch.

MASSEY
This is touching, and I don’t mean 
to interrupt, but....5, 4, 3, 2....

The main doors to the loading bay open. 4 beat-up bots lead 
in squad 2 with the crew, some physically injured.

One bots reports to Massey.

MASSEY (CONT’D)
Is everyone accounted for?

BOT 2
Yes, sir. We lost two units during 
the operation. Four marines died 
during takeover; two more are 
seriously injured. Two marines were 
killed by Stephenes prior and 
everyone else has been cross-
checked with the ID list.

MASSEY
Good...Good...

(turns to Stephens)
One last obstical.

Massey draws his gun on Stephens.

MASSEY (CONT’D)
Will you move to the side, 
Sergeant.

Wilks steps aside.

STEPHENS
Wait a second! You need me, what is 
this?
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MASSEY
A man who would sell out his 
command can hardly be trusted, 
wouldn’t you agree?

STEPHENS
Massy, you need me. The Corp can’t 
take this over yet.

MASSEY
Bio-national has other priorities, 
and they over-ride your authority.

STEPHENS
You don’t understand what your 
dealing with.

MASSEY
I just don’t trust you...but then I 
wouldn’t even trust myself.

Massey fires two rounds into Stephens. His body falls under 
the dead weight. 

Wilks steps back, raises his hands, higher.

MASSEY (CONT’D)
(to Wilks)

No, don’t worry, Sergeant. You I 
need. You and your marines still 
have some purpose. Do You know 
anything about fly-fishing?

Wilks shakes his head, everyone is in silence.

A Bot appears next to Massey.

BOT 3
Sir, we have an anomaly.

MASSEY
What’s the problem?

BOT 3
The initial head count post-
hypersleep shows a plus one.

Massey looks to Stephen’s dead body, agitated he turns to 
Wilks.

MASSEY
Well?
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WILKS
He was a stupid asshole.

MASSEY
Convienant.

(to the bot)
So much for by-the-book, Double-
check the names and numbers. We 
don’t need any loose cannons.

BOT 3
Sir!

Two Bots leave for the bridge.

WILKS
(to Massey)

You got balls. To attack a 
government ship. What’s the point?

MASSEY
To keep a greedy competitor from 
stealing my company’s money.

WILKS
Competitor? That doesn’t make 
sense.

MASSEY
Sure it does. The Gov wants to 
round up these valuable embryos to 
develop as weaponry. A bio-firm 
already has the patent and doesn’t 
want anything to fall in jeperdy. 
Doesn’t this sound familiar? Is is 
so hard to comprehend.

WILKS
You don’t know what you’re fucking 
with here. This isn’t a standard 
procedure, Gov expects us to fail.

MASSEY
I know more than you think, 
Sergeant. You see, we already have 
one, on Earth. Our mission isn’t 
collection, merely to take over. 
Now that we have succeeded our 
secondary priority is observation 
of the life-from on their planet.

Wilks is shocked.
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WILKS
You have an alien...on Earth?

MASSEY
Yep. I haven’t seen it myself, but 
I understand it’s an ugly beast.

WILKS
My god.

MASSEY
He can’t help you Sergeant. There 
is no god now.

EXT - BENEDICT, ALIEN PLANET.

The Benedict approaches the planet, a transport ship is 
attached, and the K-104 trails behind.

The planet is an ugly green-ish brown.

INT - MAKESHIFT QUARTERS, BENEDICT

Billie pops out of her cryo-tube. 

She creeps out of the room and heads down the hallway.

INT - COMM ROOM, BENEDICT

Billie enters the com-room. All the cameras show Massey’s 
takeover. 

Massey, Wilks and 2 bots head towards the bridge.

INT - LOADING DOCK, BENEDICT

Each of the squads are lined-up in front of their dropships.

The Crew Cheif’s, Engineer’s, and tech officers have been 
plugged into squads where a men were missing. Wise is 
unconscious in the med-level.

Eight Troopers load the 35 prisoners into the dropships.

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

Massey and Wilks approach the main combat inferface. 
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There is a camera & life reading for each Marine plus an 
additional camera set-up for the bots. Each console is linked 
together to a main-frame that translates their GPS position 
into a holographic overlay, the telemetry array.

WILKS
You’re sending my men to be 
slaughtered.

MASSEY
Non-sense, my forces will cover 
them from the air-pods or 
encourange them deeper if 
neccessary. Live bait tends to work 
better than dead. 

WILKS
A treacherous bastard replacing an 
ignorant asshole.

MASSEY
Not true. Both my parents stayed 
alive until I was nine. Then...I 
killed them.

Wilks watches as Squad 1 gets herded into the dropship.

Massey looks over the planet data.

MASSEY (CONT’D)
The atmopshere is marginal enough. 
short on the O2, high on N. Traces 
of methane and ammonia...It’ll be 
quite pleasant down there.

INT - APC 1, DROPSHIP 1, BENEDICT

Bueller is locked into his seat with the rest of Squad 1 in 
addition to Dewar, Madison, and McCeizo.

A Bot seals the door of the APC. 

The APC reverses into the ship.

INT - STORAGE ROOM, BENEDICT

Wilks is locked in a storage room. Outside is a bot guard.

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

Massey watches the feeds translate into the telemetry array.
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BOT 1
(over radio)

Eagle 1, drop in T-minus 20.

BOT 2
(over radio)

We got a thunderstorm forty klicks 
out. Tops at twenty thousand 
meters.

MASSEY
I hear you. Drop them southeast of 
the storm. Stay with 2 Klicks of 
the nest and double-up on either 
side of that hill. Keep it a few 
kilometers from the reading, I 
don’t wanna wait for em to walk.

BOT 2
(over radio)

Copy, Commander.

BOT 1
(over radio)

3...2...1...

BOT 1 (CONT’D)
(over radio)

Eagle 1 is away, Eagle 2 is 5 
behind.

On all the feeds there is shaking and hysteria from the drop.

EXT - BENEDICT, SPACE

Bay 1 is empty, bay 2 drops and the ship falls out.

EXT - PLANET, ORBIT - DAY

The Dropship unfolds wings from the hull and catches the 
atmosphere where it follows the flight of the first. Two 
ships are near behind it.

They head towards a red wart on the planet in the center of 
green creep. The hive. 

The fourth dropship falls out of formation.

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

Massey watches one of the ships loose altitude.
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BOT 3
(over radio)

...Sir, we’ve lost control of Eagle 
4, something is interrupting the 
remote...

INT - EAGLE 4 DROPSHIP

Johnson and McFalane are underneath the dashboard. O’connell 
is at the controls.

Behind them the rest of the squad struggles against their 
straps.

JOHNSON
I knocked out the signal, but you 
need to get manual on-line.

MCFALANE
I’m trying...I’m trying.

EXT - EAGLE 4  

The dropship pitches uncontrollably and begins an unsteady 
yaw that begins a flat-spin.

INT - EAGLE 4  

The Lights flicker. O’Connell pulls against the wheel.

OCONNELL
I’ve got no feeling!

JOHNSON
Susan!...Susan!

MCFALANE
I know, I know, I know....Ahhhh.

EXT - EAGLE 4.

The dropship falls out of the sky and slams into the mountain-
side.

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

Massey watches an entire row of cameras go to static.
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MASSEY
That’s why we got 4. God damn 
Marines...

BOT 2
(over radio)

...Sir, we’ve lost contact,---

MASSEY
I’m not blind, you fool! Stay on 
mission, triple up on 1 & 2.

EXT - HIVE  

The three ships part paths to either side of a large hill.

Behind the dropships, 8 sky-pods separate in formation.

INT - LOADING DOCK, BENEDICT

Stephens’ body lies on the floor, a shadow moves over it. His 
vest is unzipped and inside is a plastic baggie filled with 
gun pins.

EXT - EAGLE 1, PLANET

The dropship descends, Eagle 2 soars by overhead.

The landing bay opens just before touch-down. 

The APC rolls out a few yards then stops.

The door open.

INT - APC 1, ALIEN PLANET

The door opens up. Everybody’s restraint unlock. 

The Marines are geared up and ready, but without weapons.

BOT 1
(over radio)

Squad 1, move out.

Blake looks around at his comrades.

BLAKE
I feel like we’re missing 
something.
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RAMIREZ
Ya. I was ready for this, up until 
about an hour ago. What the fuck 
happened?

Dewer stands up first. Squad 1 looks up at him.

DEWER
Stephens is what just happened. 
This mission has been bucketed.

CHIN
I like the neub.

MBUTU
Ya, he could almost fit in.

Madison and Mccaizo have blank hopeless stares.

BOT 1
(over radio)

Squad 1, don’t make me toast you!

Squad 1 gets up.

BUELLER
Roger that.

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

Massey watch the monitors. A bot stands guard behind him.

The telemetry-array forms around a large oval hive at the 
center, 3 red dots are at the perimeter with 1 red “X”.

BOT 4
(over radio)

Eagle 1...unloading.

BOT 7
(over radio)

Eagle 2...down.

BOT 11
(over radio)

Eagle 3...approaching.

BOT 5
(over radio)

Are we in jeperdy here?
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BOT 6
(over radio)

That’s a negative, the life forms 
are ground-based.

MASSEY
All units, keep an eye on targets. 
Run flight pattern Delta. Press 
them to point I-16.

INT - ARMORY, BENEDICT

A shadow falls across a weapons closet. 

A rifle, pistol, and two stun-mines are taken.

EXT - ALIEN PLANET

Squad one moves in formation, unarmed. Madison, Tony, and 
Dewar are in the middle. Chin and Mbutu are in front, Blake 
and Ramirez in the back, with Bueller in front of the 
newcomers.

Three air-pods hover just up in the sky.

EXT - GRAVEYARD, ALIEN PLANET

The squad comes upon the site where the skeletal remains of 
past victims lay; skulls, body parts, all with outward 
jetting rib-cages. The ground is covered by a marshy-creep.

The squad cringes at the sight, but press on.

RAMIREZ
Oooh yummy. You got lunch, didn’t 
you? Oh, god, I wonder what the 
other squads get as their treat.

BLAKE
Mmm, chicken noodle soup. Hey, 
Dewer. You getting anything on our 
frequency?

Tech-Officer Dewer wears a backpack com-channel

DEWER
Nah. And I’m only reading those 
buzzards up there. They must be 
jamming us.
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MADISON
...the ground feels, alive.

CHIN
I was just thinking that.

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

Massey sits at his console. The hologram shows 24 small dots 
moving in 3 groups following a projected line towards the 
hive.

BOT 7
(over radio)

We are pressing them forward.

BOT 8
(over radio)

Sir, they’ve reached the entrance.

MASSEY
Tell them, it’s their lucky day.

BOT 7
(over radio)

Roger.

Massey switches the com-channel reading to the other squads.

PATTERSON
(over radio)

Come on man, there’s no way.

COTTON
(over radio)

We need guns! 

Massey switches to the n/ext squad.

DAVIS
(over radio)

looks like we be eatin’...

PARKS
(over radio)

...It smells like bile

EXT - HIVE ENTRANCE, ALIEN PLANET

Squad one comes upon a tunnel buried in the creep, like the 
inside of a throat.
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BLAKE
...damn

Chin moves closer to inspect.

CHIN
Some kind of growth, a mix of 
organic matter and concentrated 
protein.

The tunnel leads deep underground; dark, wet, and hot.

RAMIREZ
Fuck that, there is no way...

BLAKE
Come on, your pussy is showing.

RAMIREZ
No, I’m serious. There is 
absolutely, positively,--

BOT4
(on everyone’s com)

Move in!

A burst of bright, green, energy explode into the ground 
behind them.

Ramirez straightens up, the rest take last deep breaths.

MADISON
Being wastefully thrown to our 
graves....

RAMIREZ
Wow. I never got to get it on.

CHIN
Cock and Balls, and that’s life.

MBUTU
Wow, I thought you’d say something 
existential, or at least 
intelligent before you died.

CHIN
Gotta keep it simple.

Bueller takes the lead.

BUELLER
Well, I’m open to suggestions?
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INT - HIVE ENTRANCE

The squad is silhouette against the cloudy sky.

Bueller, at point, turns on his lamp and points inside.

EXT - HIVE ENTRANCE.

Bueller steps into the dark hole, Ramirez and Blake quickly 
behind, followed by the rest of the squad.

INT - STORAGE AREA, BENEDICT

A bot stands guard, just outside Wilks’ jail.

Down the hallway just around the corner, two mines are set-up 
at the top and bottom of the near wall.

An electronic charge sounds-off.

The bot hears it, and scans area. He proceeds forward.

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

Massey watches the telemetry unfold with the events on-
planet. 

A group of unfocused new contacts appear on the array.

BOT 7
(over radio)

Sir, there is a surge of movement.

BOT 8
(over radio)

I don’t think that’s from the Hive.

The contacts are a huge cluster that come from afar, fast.

Massey focuses the array with a switch. Data streams down a 
screen.

It’s an organic contact, hostile, aggressive, and a swarm.

MASSEY
Team 3, alert!
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INT - STORAGE CORRIDOR

The bot turns the corner, clears, and then the mines charge--- 
BAM!

A flash of bring light, and the bot is slammed against the 
wall, his gun flies out of his hands.

Billie runs up the hallway the assault pistol held high.

She gets to point-blank of the downed-bot, aims for his head 
and fires repeatedly. 

Each shot knocks the heavy head into the floor, round after 
round puts divots into the skull.

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

The guard turns to the gunfire.

MASSEY
(into com)

What is the contact!

BOT7
(over com)

They are...winged...reptiles. 

MASSEY
(over com)

Consider hostile. Take defensive 
positions, abandon priority task.

On the cameras moves chaotically, a swarm of bats far off. 
They fire with their plasma.

MASSEY (CONT’D)
(to guard)

Stay close! You might need to 
provide back-up. Fuckin, imagine.

And now, Inside the hive-hologram more targets are picked up, 
they head towards squad 3.

BOT 8
(over radio)

Sir, inside the hive

MASSEY
...What timing...
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INT - STORAGE, BENEDICT

The door to the storage closet opens from the outside. It’s 
Billie. 

WILKS
Billie! You are a jack. Fuckin’ one-
eye.

BILLIE
I got that bastard.

WILKS
You’ve grown, kid.

BILLIE
We even?

EXT - HIVE, PLANET 

Three air-pods fire great blasts of plasma at their targets.

A great swarm is simply overwhelming. Carnivorous winged 
reptiles take giant leaps through the air. Their shriek 
pierceses the sky.

The all go through a re-load of plasma charges.

MASSEY
(over radio)

Fall back to team 1’s position, re-
group and convert to gamma mode

The Air-pods disengage the targets and fall back.

BOT 4
What about the marines here?

MASSEY
(over radio)

Priority Override. Stay on evac 
path until you reach the check-
point, we’re done here.

The reptilian bats crest a mountain-ridge, they get close.

Each bat has a 10’ wingspan with hooks and sharp claws. They 
dive in like eagles.
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INT - TUNNEL, HIVE

The squad are only meters-deep inside the hive...When 
explosions rock the ground. The squad stops, looks back.

Blake’s tracking meter flashes at 25 meters but holding.

Back at the entrance, a exploding pod goes down.

CHIN
...the hell?

BUELLER
You know what, I’m curious.

The pick-up creeps down to 20 meters.

BLAKE
I’m with you, pal.

BUELLER
Reverse it all and back it up...

EXT/INT - SOUTHERN ENTRANCE, HIVE.

The bats pass by as a cloud.

The air-bods fall back together, but not quick enough as 
struggling pods entangle with the bats.

A pod gets picked out of the formation, suddenly claws rip 
and tear and the ship. It wavers and makes to crash-land into 
the ground. The cyborg pilot dives off the pod last moment.

It pulls itself up and limps toward the entrance backwards, 
still firing at the bats. 

Bats get knocked out of the sky, they skreik till death.

BUELLER
Be fresh.

One makes a dive for him, he barely jumps away, the thing 
snaps at him as it bounces off the ground

The bot dives for the entrance.

Bueller strikes first, sucker-punch to the chin. The bot is 
phased out from the unexpected hit, knocked back.

Ramirez comes out of the hole swinging both arms like a bat.

The bot is hit to the ground, it still hasn’t restarted.
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Blake comes out of nowhere with the heel of her combat boot 
to it’s head. It goes lifeless.

TONY
Score one for the home team.

Bueller quickly scavenges the body.

BUELLER
Blake, you  take the rifle.

Blake receives the gun, checks the ammo.

BLAKE
I’m gonna fry me some bitches. 
Almost a full charge.

MBUTU
He’s got a sidearm too.

BUELLER
Oh. I know.

EXT - ENTRANCE TO HIVE.

Three air-pods hold a tight defensive formation, fending off 
straggling bats when rifle-blasts flank their rear knocking 
one of them out of the air.

Ramirez is firing on them from outside the cave.

The Pods towards the fire, Bats swoop at the opportunity.

Bueller turns on the turbo of his pistol. Careful, well-
placed shots.

The remaining pods are distracted then shot out of the air.

Squad 1 grins, Bueller leads them off.

BUELLER
Luck is swinging our way.

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

Massey watches one camera after another go to statics.

MASSEY
God damn androids.
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Massey switches between each squad’s frequency. At this 
point, squads 2 and 3 are under attack by Aliens all in a 
panic, some gunfire but stops on squad 1.

BUELLER
(on radio)

Switch it up and alternate.

MBUTU
(on radio)

You got it, boss nass.

CHIN
(on radio)

Roger, roger.

BLAKE
(on radio)

Bueller, we got another wave. 

On Massey’s hologram, squad one forms a prisim, his airpods 
are disorderly and numerous waves of bats approach.

Massey rolls in his chair to an emergency switch board.

He starts flipping the safeties off the self-destruct. Lastly 
he prints out a ship-log that records on a blu-ray.

He pulls out his PDA; 3 of 4 objectives are complete.

MASSEY
Time to deal out.

MASSEY (CONT’D)
(to bot)

This mission is over, So last 
request. Get rid of Wilks. Dead.

BOT 1
Sir!

The bot leaves.

Massey rolls to the APC control, and hits the red button 
under each safety. Red lights flast one at a time

On the computer, APC Core Melt-down has been engaged.

Massey leaves.
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EXT - ALIEN PLANET - SUNSET

Squad 1 fends off the last of some Ariel attacks. Most now 
with some sort of weapon.

Another beast goes down. 

The squad stops, out of breath.

MBUTU
Well...that was something else.

RAMIREZ
Great big ugly...mother...

An unholy scream from behind them.

Movement deep in the tunnel.

BUELLER
Listen-up! Rocket, magnetic-south.

The squad leaves in unison to the East from the cave.

An ALIEN. It stops and howls in fury at the entrance. Behind 
it, look to be many more...

Mbutu and Rameriz have the best shots with the plasma rifles.

The alien explodes, acid sprays the entrance but quickly more 
aliens replace it. They move aggressively.

The squad seems to roll, with the big guns on the outside.

The 30mm *tink* the armor, the plasma rips off limbs.

TONY
Oh shit, oh shit!

BUELLER
Roll 45!

Everyone makes an aggressive term in direction, but maintains 
gun-fidld range while minimizes the offensive angle. 

As Alien’s go down, they are trampled by predessecors.

BUELLER (CONT’D)
Order---up!

Another dramatic direction change. Ramirez and Blake again in 
the rear as the squad retreats. A moment before Chin and 
Mbutu stop to fire, as Ramirez and Blake turn and catch-up.
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MBUTU
Eat liquid plasma you fuckin alien!

Mbutu finishes the last with a blast. Chin turns to Mbutu.

MBUTU (CONT’D)
I always wanted to say that.

There is a pause in fighting. They retreat over a knoll.

EXT - KNOLL - CONTINUOUS

The APC is just down the hill, 150 yards.

BUELLER
Ramirez, Point!

RAMIREZ
Roger, Roger.

Ramirez takes the lead towards the site. The rest of the 
squad croaches behind some boulders.

EXT - APC 1, EAGLE 1

The APC sits next to the dropship, both still open.

Ramirez inside the dropship, then runs into the the APC.

The APC starts to smoke, turns red and implodes, in a flash.

The explosion knocks the dropship onto its side.

The squad looks at each other.

BUELLER
(to Tony)

Get on the com!

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

Billie and Wilks scout the room before they enter, 
cautiously. The central hub has been abandoned, but there’s 
radio chatter, another console has lights that flash.

Wilks hurries to the radio station, he takes the mic.

Wilks uses the knob and scans the frequencies, lots of 
static, some yelling, heavy breathing and then Squad 1
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WILKS
(over com, barely audible)
This is Sergeant Wilks. Is 
anyone receiving, over?

Some cameras still function, most static or too dark, bursts 
of gunfire, some Chaos.

The array shows most of the squads in the hive, except #1.

BILLIE
Mitch is still alive! They are down 
there Wilks, get ahold of them.

WILKS
(into com)

This is Capitan Bruce Wilks of the 
Benedict, do you read?.

DEWER
(on radio)

Well, its about time they named a 
new captain. This is Dewer of 1. We 
We’re holding position.

WILKS
(into com)

That’s affirmative. Great to hear.

DEWER
(on radio)

Is there any word on the others?

Billie goes back to the tactical screen..

BILLIE
Nothing for 4. Squad 3 looks to 
be...in the hive, squad 2 seems to 
have separated.

WILKS
(into com)

That’s a negative, private.

INT - DEEP NEST, QUEENS LAIR

Squad 3 has been captured. Winter’s is covered in secretions 
pastsed against a wall. His eyes glazed open.

Cotton screams, two giant aliens hover over him, one is holds 
him down, It gets close to his face and shoes its tongue. The 
2nd is literally spewing its throat contents upon Cotton’s 
limp, the mucus hardens seals him to the wall.
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The squad is in various stages of implantation.

An egg opens at the vary last marines, Bancroft. His eyes 
flutter open and he does a final yell.

The long, thin legs crawl out first, before it pounces with 
all its might.

EXT - ALIEN PLANET.

Squad 1 sits around the rock. Dewer and Madison huddled 
around the com-box. 

They adjusting frequencies. Something comes in.

SANDERS
(fuzzy, over radio)

Help! Help! Is there anyone that 
reads?! This is Tech Officer Barry 
Sanders reporting for Second 
squad...Anyone...Over!

Everyone turns.

WILKS
(over radio)

This is Sergeant Wilks on the 
Benedict. What’s your status, son?

SANDERS
(over radio)

We finally managed to arm 
ourselves. It doens’t look good 
commander. We’re in trouble. 

(a moment of silence)
...I think I’m the only one.

He fuzzes out on the radio. Everyone closes in, the signal is 
lost. Bueller grabs the transmitter from Dewer.

BUELLER
(into radio)

This is PRivate 1st Class Mitchel 
Bueller current section sergeat of 
1st squad. 

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

BUELLER
(over radio)

We received the transmission. 
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Our status is secure, so we’re 
goonna send in a team to go after 
them.

WILKS
(into radio)

Sergeant, that action is not 
recommended. The mission is 
aborted. We have you on radar and 
we can come down to extract, over.

BUELLER
(over radio)

...Sir...we gotta go get them.

BILLIE
(to wilks)

Don’t let them do it. They are 
already being impregnated. They 
will die anyway!! They cant go.

At the Entrance the last Cyborg turns the corner, rifle high.

BILLIE (CONT’D)
Wilks...get outta the way.

Wilks dives behind the equipment as it gets blown away.

EXT - ALIEN PLANET.

Around the Com, the five of 1st squad stand ready, the three 
replacement still catch their breath.

DEWER
...really?

MADISON
I don’t know Bueller, I don’t like.

Bueller faces his squad.

MBUTU
You know what I think.

CHIN
...it’s what we have to do.

BLAKE
...For Ramirez.
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BUELLER
Squad 1, you are support for this 
mission, and that precisely is what 
we are gonna do. Support & extract. 
Dewer, stay on the coms, Madison 
prepare for the air-lift.

Squad 1 stands, obediently.

BUELLER (CONT’D)
Give us 90

The Marines take off at a jog towards the tunnel.

TONY
Those guys are crazy...did they not 
get enough action?

MADISON
It’s their priority objective, “any 
human in danger”.

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

Wilks hides behind the console, Billie behind the sensor-
array. The bot fires liberally, nearly misses Billie.

BILLIE
(yelling over fire)

Dammit, Wilks! You know they can’t 
save anyone; Now they’re all as 
good as dead!

WILKS
I can’t explain it now, Billie, 
they just can’t let them die.

BILLIE
Dammit, is this a marine honor 
thing? They’re gone! Anyone they 
save risks being infected.

WILKS
That’s their orders, They have to 
carry it out.

EXT - ENTRANCE, HIVE

Blake and Bueller lead, Chin and Mbutu in the rear. Everyone 
is armed with a plasma except Bueller with an assault pistol.

An Alien gets blown away, in-human screams echo deep down.
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BUELLER
Gentleman, watch your steps and 
don’t burn your toes. We’ve all 
suffered our losses but now it’s 
time to anti-up, cause I smell 21.

They step forward...

...an Alien from the dark---Explodes.

MBUTU
That was for Jonesy.

BLAKE
...For Easely.

CHIN
For Smith!

BUELLER
(to himself)

...Billie...

INT - WAR ROOM, BENEDICT

A counter Shatters close to Billie.

BILLIE
Fuckin, hell.

Billie takes out a grenade, Wilks looks over to her. 

WILKS
Billie, No!

She tosses at the guard as it’s between two power-cores.

WILKS (CONT’D)
Chirst, Run!

They take off deeper past the holo-machine.

The grenade ignites the power-cores into a giant fire-ball 
with the Bot right in the middle.

A pillow of smoke...fire extinguishers rain down.

A crater is left in the wake...The bot smolders in flames.

WILKS (CONT’D)
You suicidal bitch!
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BILLIE
Does us no good if we get killed.

CUT TO:

INT - TUNNEL, HIVE

Even with LED-lights only 15 feet up-front is visible. An 
Alien drops down from above. Plasma’s blow it away. 

The squad rotates their fire, Blake- low angle, Chin- high. 

The group advances and the tunnel is narrow enough to 
bottleneck the aggressors.

CHIN
Think they’ll even be alive?

MBUTU
Damn. I don’t like this.

BLAKE
Tell me about it.

An alien tears forward, only to get liquified.

The squad steps over the bodies.

Bueller fires into an alien skull. The rounds dig into the 
surface and hits a main-nerve.

Brain splatters on Blake’s arm.

It sizzles, she stops to put it out. Everyone covers.

BLAKE (CONT’D)
Shit, do we get medals after this?

BUELLER
I’ll give out patches..

INT - COM ROM, BENEDICT

Massey finishes a main-frame DL and leaves in a hurry.

A shadow passes as it follows him.

INT - LOADING DOCK, BENEDICT

Giant and empty. Massey passes through towards the AFT deck.
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WILKS
(O.S.)

Halt

A burst of rounds pounds the floor in-front of Massey, he 
stops, startled. 

MASSEY
(frustrated)

The times, they are, a changin’. 

CUT TO:

INT - CENTRAL CHAMBER, HIVE

The tunnel opens up into a dark hollow chamber.

Corpses of all different species are stuck in creep, like 
trophies.

The squad hugs the wall, a different corridor opens 
up...distinctly, human cries for mercy. 

Everyone is suddenly serious.

BUELLER
I’ll take point. In after me, every 
10 and Chin, your clean-up.

Mbutu looks at his tracker.

MBUTU
Contacts, 15 meters out.

BUELLER
Fall in, people need us, Squad!

CUT TO:

INT - LOADING DOCK, BENEDICT

Wilks has Massey in his sights.

WILKS
Finally, some control over my own 
destiny.

Massey edges away, Wilks presses closer.
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WILKS (CONT’D)
You know what I’m talking 
about...like being a pawn in your 
own game. 

Massey glares, now moves towards Wilks.

MASSEY
I’m a killer, Wilks. Nothing more, 
nothing less. This was a mission I 
was selected. I’m not a pawn, but 
the queen in this game. But don’t 
think I have any more emotional 
attachment other than duty.

He stills presses forward, close, arms raised but not lost.

MASSEY (CONT’D)
It may look like I’m the one in 
trouble, but my statistics would 
say other-wise.

Somehow Massey is close enough...He wheels around on his back-
hand and, like lightning, comes around with a round-house...

...Wilks fires...goes Wide...

...the leg knocks Wilks hard, the gun goes loose.

Wilks is down on his knee. He hikes himself up, still off 
guard.

Massey shifts positions, tricks up Wilks and catches him with 
a sucker-punch to Wilks’ jaw. 

Wilks is knocked back, but now up on his feet.

He bleeds from his mouth, but now he focuses.

Massey winds himself-up and springs forward to finish...

...But Wilks blocks with catches Massey with his fore-arms. 

Massey’s wrist is lodged, Wilks latches his arms...CRACK...

Massey’s wrist is dislocated. He wheels back, injured. He 
adjusts his stance, his broken wrist behind him.

Wilks smirks, tries to strike with both hands as a club.

Massey blocks the force, all his weight behind it.

Wilks pulls back. Tries to put in a left-hook.
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Massey blocks the shot, counters with a jab to the face.

Wilks is off-balance.

Massey come at an up-ward angel with his bad palm, wacks 
Wilks underneath his chin, but also breaks his wrist again.

Massey doesn’t hesitate, but spins around again and comes 
across with the steel-heel of his shoe.

He strikes Wilks in the gut.

Massey spins again, and back kicks across Wilks face.

Wilks comes up again, all beat-up, defenseless.

Massey stops. He wipes a beat of sweat on his forehead.

MASSEY (CONT’D)
You just don’t know what your 
dealing with, sergeant. I have a 
resume...and with that comes pride.

Massey jabs Wilks right in the face.

MASSEY (CONT’D)
(menacing)

I’m dealt with far worse than you.

Massey makes to finish him...but *erupts in light*

Massey falls to his knees.

Billie comes from behind Wilks, stun-gun trained on Massey. 
She kneels down to check on Wilks.

MASSEY (CONT’D)
...who...are...you...?

BILLIE
I’m...your...loose cannon!

CUT TO:

INT - HARVEST CHAMBER, NEST

A final two Aliens are blasted away.

Members from squads 2 & 3 are pasted against the wall.
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BUELLER
Single-shot, aim for the legs. 
Avoid Collateral. Mbutu to the 
survivors.

Bueller joins Mbutu to tear out the imprisoned soldiers. 

CUT TO:

INT - LOADING DOCK, BENEDICT

BILLIE
I don’t believe we’ve met...

Massey glares from his croach.

BILLIE (CONT’D)
I’m your unforeseen event.

WILKS
(weak)

...Billie...no...

Massey springs up like a slinky, he lets loose a flurry of 
electrified darts.

Billie collapses in shock.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT - LOADING DOCK, BENEDICT - MOMENTS LATER

Billie rolls over in pain, Wilks recovers himself too.

BILLIE
(groaning)

What’s the plan, soldier!

Wilks is quiet for a moment, he rocks himself up.

WILKS
There is an auxiliary maintenance 
ship in the rear. I’m gonna take it 
down to the surface, get who makes 
it.

BILLIE
I’m going with you.

WILKS
Not a good idea. I’d rather you 
stay on the ship.
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BILLIE
I’m going to get Mitch!

EXT - BENEDICT AFT

A stealth ship descends out of the Benedict, turns clumsily, 
and heads down to the planet.

A second ship detaches near the wing. It jets to the K-104.

INT - CORRIDOR, HIVE

Mbutu and Bueller unload survivors; Walters, Sabian, Sanders, 
Parks, Winter, and Gilmore show no signs of implantation.

An egg starts to open.

Wilks goes to his pistol, the soft-slug bullets tear apart 
the hatchling.

A growl comes from deep within the Chamber.

Everyone recovers, double-time. Mbutu’s tracker ticks.

MBUTU
I’m getting a really bad reading, 
sir.

BUELLER
Yeah, they fell back to regroup. 
Everyone gather yourselves and your 
partners, its time.

The survivors drag each other out.

An alien drops again from the roof, it gets chopped in half.

INT - HIVE TUNNEL

They group runs up the tunnel, first those saved, followed by 
squad 1 with rifles. 

Behind them, ceiling and walls, Aliens craw forward. The 
plasma isn’t enough there are too many.

CHIN
Sir! My gun is critical.

Chin tosses the gun into the tunnel, everyone turns to run.
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The over-heated gun erupts amoungst the aliens, it blinds 
everyone and throws them to the ground.

An alien sneaks through the explosion, it launches itself 
down onto Chin.

It stabs repeatedly with it’s tail. Finally its face explodes 
from a plasma hit.

Alien blood is splashed across Chin’s already mangled body, a 
mixture of blood-white blood.

BUELLER
Fall Back!

Bueller tosses his remaining grenades, everyone runs. The 
explosion collapses the cave.

EXT - HIVE ENTRANCE, ALIEN PLANET

Squad 1 charges into the sunset from underground, fires 
chutes out of the hole behind them.

Everyone gathers themselves up off the ground.

BLAKE
Hell-lo sunshine!

MBUTU
Sonofabitch, there’s the bird.

BUELLER
Let’s go home.

The ship cuts across the sky over a valley.

The squad starts to jog towards the ship.

INT - GUNBOAT

Through the front-screen, the squad trickles towards them. 
Wilk glides the craft to a landing.

BUELLER
(over com)

Keep it warm for us, we arn’t 
stopping.

WILKS
(into com)

Hurry up, engines are running.

125.



Deep down underground, a deep *roar*---An entire plate of 
Earth shifts forward and everyone is thrown back to the 
ground....

....Behind them, a large tunnel has opened up.

BUELLER
(over com)

We’re gonna need air support

WILKS
Billie, go start up the side 
turrets.

EXT - LANDING SITE, ALIEN PLANET.

Everyone was thrown to the ground, Gilmore’s head hit a rock.

The new caveren is feverish with activity.

The ship touches down, missle racks unfold on the side, duel-
sentry guns protrude and target the tunnel up the hill.

Four “Bull” Aliens charge out of the hole.

Bueller nurses his wounds. Everyone else is running.

The two .50 Caliber turrets fire off...

...they pound into the ground and tear apart the aliens.

INT - GUNBOAT - CONTINUOUS

Billie is at the gun controls, shes fires away.

Wilks unlocks the side-hatch.

WILKS
Tear ‘em apart kid!

EXT - LANDING SITE, ALIEN PLANET.

The cannons light-up.

Wilks gets half-way up, Mbutu is already on his feet with 
Ramirez shortly behind.

MBUTU
I got her sarge.
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Mbutu and Ramirez run over to Gilmore to grab him, .50 
Caliber fires just over their heads.

Wilks runs out of the ship with a rifle to cover Parks, 
Winters, Sabian, Sanders, and Walters

WILKS
To the Bird!

Missiles let-loose from the ship...

...and slam into the Entrance, an explosion of chaos...

...Four “Mantis” Aliens leap over the destruction.

Mbutu and Ramirez drop Gilmore to re-arm themselves, but the 
aliens are already ontop of them.

A tail whips across and takes out Mbutu’s feet.

Ramirez turns to fire, but a claw from behind pins her down.

Buller and Blake run to provide back-up.

More aliens get by the line of fire.

A group of aliens is festing over the three-kill, bueller and 
Blake take them down.

The turrets of the gunship try to adjust.

INT - GUNBOAT

BILLIE
No, Mitch!

EXT - GUNBOAT.

Alien’s leap closer to Bueller, A .50 Caliber catches it in 
the air and it tears it in half and it sprays acid.

The acid splashes across Bueller’s mid-section. He continues 
to fire but his legs collapse.

Blake grabs ahold of Mitch Buellerty the hand and drags him 
off...entrails white and gooey, an android!

INT - GUNBOAT

Everyone is loads up.
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Blake comes in last with Mitch.

BLAKE
We’re in! Hit it!

Wilks and Bueller catch eyes.

WILKS
Get him hooked up to the med-unit.

Mitch is brought to the rear of the ship.

Billie watches, horrified.

EXT - GUNBOAT.

The door slides closed, the ship takes off.

More Mantis Aliens leap for the ship.

INT - GUNBOAT

The ship strains under the weight.

Aliens land on the outer hull.

PARKS
Get us the hell out of here!

WILKS
Come on.

SABIAN
Boost it!

WILKS
...Roger that!

Wilks pulls the ignition lever.

EXT - PLANET

The ships thrusts up from the ground, aliens are blown off 
the metal, limbs vaporized and catch on-fire.

INT - GUNBOAT

WILKS
We’re outta here.
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Everyone leans back as the ship fires off.

EXT - ALIEN PLANET ORBIT.

The ship fire off out of the atmosphere. 

Up-Ahead is the Benedict.

The ship docks

INT - GUNBOAT

Wilks docks the ship, everyone else unloads. 

Blake helps Mitch out.

Billie doesn’t move.

Wilks locks up the ship, then notices Billie. He moves closer 
to help her.

WILKS
I tried to warn you kid, I’m really 
sorry.

BILLIE
He’s an android?

WILKS
All of 1st squad. I didn’t know 
until I saw the logs. Why do you 
think the aliens didn’t go for them 
at first? And then how do you think 
they fought them off, rescued some 
people.

BILLIE
But I thought there was 
something...

WILKS
There was something. They even 
think they’re real, their programed 
to be. And with the external frame, 
physiologically the same, you 
wouldn’t ever know. 

She doesn’t move.
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WILKS (CONT’D)
That’s why they had to save the 
other squads, which is why they 
were sent as support in the first 
place...bigger, stronger, 
cheaper...

Billie falls apart. Wilks grabs her, forces her to her feet.

WILKS (CONT’D)
Come on, kid. Get it together...I 
need you here with me now. We arn’t 
out of this yet.

BILLIE
...I’m not going to forgive you.

WILKS
Hold it against me.

BILLIE
What now?

WILKS
It’s time for my signature move.

EXT - TIA HEADQUARTERS, DAY

A prestigious building at the center of the city.

INT - EXECUTIVE CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Orona sits at the head of the conferance table, his assistent 
Trask stands over him.

Down the table is Dryner, Josh, Ben as well as armed guards.

The windows are tinted, the room is totally secure.

ORONA
Gentlemen, I’m not here to bullshit 
you, I am here to talk facts. Now, 
I think we all know why we’re here.

Josh and Ben remain straight-faced, but deep breaths.

JOSH
Before we get started, perhaps we 
should consider having our 
attorneys present?
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BEN
I agree.

ORONA
We are not talking about 
prosecution or copyright 
infringement. We are past legal 
ramifications at this point. And 
lets not insult each other’s 
intelligence. I’m government you’re 
just private. My hammer is bigger 
and I’ll play hell whacking your 
company around with it.

Josh and Ben exchange a look.

ORONA (CONT’D)
Bottom line, you had a xenomorph 
tucked away in one of your 
facilities...for reasons still 
under investigation...you lost 
control of your facility. These are 
facts. 

Orona opens a confidential file, skims down the document.

ORONA (CONT’D)
Consequently, your entire facility 
was compromised and containment 
protocol was self-destruction.

Again, the CEO’s exchange “blank” looks.

BEN
We are neither going to confirm nor 
deny your allegations.

ORONA
We’ve found evidence that the 
containment failed.

The GEO’s break.

DRYNER
You found an Embryo?!

Orona lets the moment hang. Josh and Ben start to break.

ORONA
Sadly no. A fanatic, dead. Possibly 
over a day old...the remains of a 
host, it’s ribcage burst from the 
inside.
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DRYNER
...shit

CUT TO:

EXT - SMALL TOWN, MONTANA - DAY

TITLE CARD: “Montana”

A tear-faced mother posts a flyer on a telephone pole.

There are many other “missing” flyers on the pole and 
opposite wall.

CUT BACK TO:

INT - CONFERANCE ROOM, TIA HQ

Josh and Ben both break a sweat.

ORONA
I share your sentiments, Doctor. 
But I’m afraid our worry is now 
larger than simply, who will be 
first to the new weapons system.

JOSH
What do you mean?

BEN
Don’t lie to us. We 

ORONA
(to Dryner)

Well Doctor, what is your research 
on a complete growth cycle.

DRYNER
Aggressive DNA development, 
extraordinary unbalanced hormonal 
levels until matureation, possibly 
in preparation for early gestation.

ORONA
How long before reproduction 
begins?

DRYNER
We don’t have conclusive data for 
that study.
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ORONA
(to the CEOs)

We don’t know how many...hosts 
escaped the blast. Could be as 
little as 2, potentially up to a 
dozen. But we do know that they 
are...hatching.

CUT TO:

EXT - OPEN FIELD, MONTANA - NIGHT

A group of scientists in environmental suites comb an area of 
the field.

They pick up the remains of an alien skin, also a cocoon.

CUT BACK TO:

INT - CONFERANCE ROOM

ORONA
Let’s entertain, say, 6 specimen 
survive in a host. There “birth” is 
roughly 3-4 days ago...

DRYNER
I...uh....That event has not been 
simulated.

ORONA
(to Trask)

Captian, what are the reports from 
the Tac-teams?

TRASK
A farmer was defending his cattle 
with a pitchfork.

JOSH
...fuck.

TRASK
A bird-hunter armed with a single-
action shotgun.

BEN
Oh god.

TRASK
A construction work with a power-
drill.
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ORONA
Shall we go on? Half a dozen of 
these stories. Ten times that in 
psychiatric reports recording 
possible telepathic contact.

Everyone swallows the facts hard.

ORONA (CONT’D)
Now, I wouoldn’t ordinarily trouble 
the likes of you, much less myself, 
with here-say or Doctor’s concerns.

(deathly serious)
But I’ve got near twenty MIA’s 
reported in that county, and five 
other states with similar findings. 

BEN
Wait...states?

ORONA
It seems that your religious 
fanatics were prepaired for 
success. They spread out quickly, 
coordinated, and funded. It has now 
become an interest in Terran 
Security.

Everyone is quiet, serious.

ORONA (CONT’D)
That means we could all be in very 
deep shit. I expect your complete 
cooperation in every way possible 
to stop this threat...that you let 
loose. If we don’t stop it, and if 
this becomes a larger issue that we 
arn’t prepaired for...The UA and 
the TWK will come looking for 
heads, they will come to me and I 
will give them yours.

Josh and Ben exchange a defeated look.

JOSH
I speak for Bionational and all of 
its subsidiaries....you Will have 
our cooperation.

EXT - SPACE, ALIEN PLANET

The Benedict is in deep orbit.
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A dozen bombardment missiles fire from their pods. 

They rocket to different areas of the planet.

When they enter the atmosphere each one splits into four 
nuclear warheads.

They rain down on the planet and cause mass destruction.

INT - BRIDGE, BENEDICT

Wilks watches the planet data change erratically, turn 
apactyptic. Billie watches from just over his shoulder, Parks 
and Walters are further back in the room.

WALTERS
Well, you’ve emptied our payload.

WILKS
What do you think the punishment 
is, for destroying a planet?

PARKS
Court-martialed.

WALTERS
Maybe some bring time.

WILKS
My god, I may finally get some 
peace and quiet.

Wilks pilots the ship away from the planet.

INT - MED-LAB, BENEDICT

Blake finishes some last preparations for Mitch. 

His innards have been hooked up to fluid-tubes and a pump.

His vital signs are normal.

His face is still dirty, he’s unconscious.

Billie watches from the hallway. She cries.

EXT - BENEDICT, SPACE

The Benedict makes for deep space.

A few kilometers away, the K-104 is barely ahead.

135.



INT - BRIDGE, BENEDICT

Wilks is behind the wheel, winters is co-pilot, and Blake is 
at the com-station. Billie watches everyone.

She gets a contact.

BLAKE
Sir, someone is with us.

WINTERS
Where’d he come from?

WILKS
It’s Stephens...

Analysis from the other ship shows on the screen.

BLAKE
K-104...Bio-national 
designation...armored transport...

Through the main-view, there are flashes of light that 
surround the K-104.

BLAKE (CONT’D)
Umm....sir...

WILKS
Give me some thrust.

EXT - BENEDICT, SPACE.

Missiles explode against the Benedict’s armor.

INT - BRIDGE, BENEDICT

The ship shudders under the hits.

WILKS
What do we have left on this ship?

BLAKE
We are a fully offensive-capable 
ship, Sir. We got the works.

WILKS
Hit him with something hard.

BLAKE
My pleasure.
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EXT - BENEDICT, SPACE.

The Benedict is now in pursuit, the K-104 fires more small 
missles.

On the Benedict, 2 Large pulse-lasers switch to offensive 
position. They charge...

And fire...two hot, red, buring lines of anti-matter

The K-104 is struck and rocks heavily after the hit, shields 
completely overpowered.

The Benedict fires again.

The K-104 is critically hit. 

A moment passes...It self-destructs, and thrusts debris at 
all angels. 

INT - BRIDGE, BENEDICT

Everyone looks to Wilks.

WILKS
...I’d call that a win.

All are victorious.

WILKS (CONT’D)
So...anyone want to go home?

*Cheers*

WILKS (CONT’D)
Blake, set the auto-pilot for 30. 
Let’s get out of here.

INT - EXECUTIVE OFFICE

Orona is at his desk, feverously working through papers.

Stapled on the wall is a National map that uses white/ 
yellow/ red thumb-tacks as markers.

Trask comes in and stands at attention.

TRASK
3rd unit has reported-in, area 
neutralized. 

Orona turns and changes a yellow thumbtack to a white.
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ORONA
This doesn’t look good.

TRASK
Units are working double-time. The 
sites are getting harder to verify.

ORONA
(frustrated)

We’re lucky enough to overhear 
missing people at all. I worry 
about all the farmers in the rural 
county that haven't talked to us in 
40 years. All their cattle? Shit do 
we even have a clue?!

TRASK
We’re working on it.

ORONA
...and the New Jersey water-front?

TRASK
We found the hive...now we just 
need to squeeze them out. We’re 
sending in another unit.

Orona replaces a yellow thumb-tack to a red. 

ORONA
You’re being re-assigned.

TRASK
...Sir?

ORONA
We’ve lost contact with 7th 
cavalry. You’re being put in charge 
of 4th division and your going to 
Madagascar. I want the island wiped 
clean. No mistakes.

EXT - WATERFRONT, NEW JERSEY - NIGHT

TITLE CARD: “New Jersey”

The Essex industrial buildings.

There is evidence of a battle, debris is in the streets and 
armored vehicles are parked outside the fences.

A squad of Tac troopers hurry along with a Lieutenant out of 
the building.
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The Commanding Officer waits outside with his own troops. 

LIEUTENANT
Sir, they fought like bastards. But 
we have them pinned down in the 
basement.

COMMAND
Copy that.

INT - ESSEX WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The lobby has been destroyed, acid spills are everywhere. A 
dozen TAC-troops head to the basement.

INT - STAIRWAY, ESSEX WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Down the stairway, organic matter begins to grow on the 
walls. 

Alien bodies have burned out entire stairs.

INT - CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

The hive has grown deep underneath the building. Human 
corpses are pasted to the walls. Flame-troopers set fire.

INT - BASEMENT

A nest has been created with dozens of eggs. However they are 
all on fire. Troopers neutralize the area. The Alien queen 
lies dead on the ground.

EXT - EXECUTIVE OFFICE - WEEKS LATER

Orona looks out on the view of the city. 

A beard starts to grow, he looks worn down.

The National map has multiplied in thumbtacks. Articles are 
also tumbtacked around the wall.

An Officer gives him the report.

OFFICER JEFFERSON
...Paris, Moscow, Brisbane, 
Antarctic City, North Africa...
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ORONA
(to himself)

The Tac units are becoming 
ineffective. I need the Military 
Alliance to take action. We need to 
declare Martial Law.

OFFICER JEFFERSON
The nests are becoming difficult to 
find. And we think they are 
starting to use...decoy...nests.

ORONA
(deep sigh)

Any word from Trask?

OFFICER JEFFERSON
Um...yes. He calling in for more 
troops. Apparently his men have 
found hundreds of smaller nests 
connected together by an intricate 
tunnel system. And he needs to 
thoroughly clean them out.

ORONA
Christ...I have no more units to 
spare. And remaining squadrons are 
en-route to San Francisco.

EXT - IVORY COAST, NORTH AFRICA - DUSK

TITLE CARD: “North Africa”

Two Tac agents spray flame over a nest of a eggs. An agents 
walks up to the cliff, looks down at the ocean.

It’s an angry sea.

The men walk back to their truck.

Below the cliff, along the face there are dozens more eggs in 
batches of three.

At the bottom of the cliff attached to the wall is the Queen.

She lays a last egg before diving into the Ocean.

EXT - DOWNTOWN SAN FRANCISCO - SUNSET

TITLE CARD: San Francisco

Birds eye view of Ocean Beach, transport ships are on shore.
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Armored vehicles, half-tracks, hum-vees, and tanks form a 
line up Geary Avenue. Air-pods cover from above and ground 
troops provide support.

Golden Gate park is on fire. Flame-agents comb the woods.

Downtown is a war-zone. Artillery shells slam into the 
buildings.

F-22’s soar overhead and provide air-support.

The Bay Bridge has been destroyed.

All fire target an A&M sky-scrapper deep in Downtown.

The building next to it, is hit by callateral damage. It 
falls over.

INT - EXECUTIVE OFFICE

Orona looks out his window, his city is in flames. A battle 
is being fought not far away. The lieutenant waits for him.

Silence. They watch Large starships leave the city.

A  SCUD missle crosses from behind the building and heads 
toward the outer perimeter.

It detonates, the explosion rocks the building.

The map on the wall is covered in red thumb-tacks. A world 
map has its own thumb-tacks and the continent of Australia 
has been circled with a marker.

Orona goes to his desk, picks up the phone.

ORONA
Our base of operations is 
compromised. The M.A. is on high 
alert. All Private starships are 
being confiscated for military use 
and civilian evacuation. 
Unauthorized flight patterns are 
being terminated by the Coast 
Guard. All national boundaries are 
officially suspended under the 
Planetary Security Act. Everyone 
here including me is being 
evacuated to our UN complex in 
Mexico. I will update you when I 
get there. Orona, out.
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Orona hangs up, emotionally distraught. He starts to pack up.    

His com rings, he turns on the visual. It is a commander.

COMMANDER JONES
This is Officer Jones reporting on 
the Francisco Mission.

ORONA
What’s the status.

COMMANDER JONES
We’ve taken control of the ground 
and we are sterilizeing the hive.

ORONA
Well done, Commander.

COMMANDER JONES
Sir. We captured the Queen.

ORONA
Bought god damn time, Send me the 
analysis.

COMMANDER JONES
Copy, It’s coming your way.

The visual is turned off. A printer behind Orona starts up.

It prints a complete evaluation of the Queen; stats, life 
readings, and an Irwin-schlatler number.

ORONA
My god, A 175...

MILITARY LUITENANT
That’s smarter than most humans.

A breath of realization.

ORONA
...We’ve lost the war...

A rocket pounds near-by. Everything shakes.

MILITARY LUITENANT
Sir, I think it’s time to get you 
out of here.
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ORONA
...Let’s go.

Outside, the city has become a battlefield.

EXT - ICE SHELF, ANTARCTICA - DAY

TITLE CARD: Antartica

A vast-emptienss of barren ice. It’s below zero and snowing. 

A shelf of ice breaks off and on it are three eggs.

EXT - MIDDLE EAST, DESERT - DAY

TITLE CARD: Saudi Arabia

A hot, empty wasteland. 

In the shade of a boulder...there are three eggs.

EXT - OIL BARGE, ATLANTIC OCEAN - DAY

Winds howl at 100 mph. The waves slam against the Rig.

Under an overhang, sheltered from the storm are three eggs.

EXT - RAINFOREST, CONGO - DAY

The jungle is vast, trees stretch up 100 feet.

A small monkey climbs a tree-trunk, curious.

It approaches three eggs, one is open.

The monkey sniffs them but behind it, a face-hugger stalks 
the creature. It’s nearly twice the monkies size. It jumps, 
the monkey squeels.

EXT - BENITO JUAREZ, MEXICO - DAY

TITLE CARD: Mexico

Ariel view of a vegetated desert.

A herd of 4 “Bull” Aliens stampede together. A landmine 
erupts and the aliens die.
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However, they were the tiniest fraction of a whole. Dozens 
turn into Hundreds, turns into thousands. The herd moves 
south.

Seventy miles away, is the Benito Juarez Military 
Installation: 500 yards of mines, barb-wire-fencing, 20 feet 
of vertical concrete, with bunkers and guard-posts protecting 
a central command beside a giant airfield. The whole facility 
is set against a 250 foot sheer cliff. At the top of the 
cliff is a radar-tower inside of long-range cannons.

The guns adjust their aim...*BOOM*

On the airfield, Hundreds of people line-up for the star-
ships. Everyone ready to evacuate.

INT - CENTRAL COMMAND, BENITO JUAREZ

Orona is in his central communications hub. All Civilian and 
military transmissions stream through the computer.

ORONA
All civilian transport has been 
revoked by the Military Alliance 
for evacuation purposes. It is 
advised for all civilians to 
proceed to the nearest starport for 
organization and departure...

EXT - BENEDICT, SPACE.

TITLE CARD: “6 Months Later”

The Benedict comes out of a light-speed and passes Mars. Off 
in the distance is Earth.

INT - BRIDGE, BENEDICT

The bridge is quiet and dark.

A green symbol appears at the top of the screen.

TYPE: INCOMING TRANSMISSION

Audio communications come to life; the moons colonies Olympia 
and Plymoth as well as the Antarctic Base.

INT - CRYO-TUBE ROOM 1, BENEDICT

The main computer starts a systems check.
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INT - COMM CENTER, BENEDICT

The communications room comes to life. Each screen shots a 
different transmission source.

VIDEO 1 - A priest is at the alter, hands held high, “amen”. 
Bloodied bodies lay on the ground, those in seats are frozen.

VIDEO 2 - A tattered family hides in a fallout shelter. They 
are starved, clothes dirty, torn, hair unkempt. A Daughter, 
mother, Brother, Cousin, and Uncle. The Uncle talks as the 
Cousin films.

VIDEO 3 - A TV network interruption notice. It was out-dated 
emergency information scrolling across the bottom.

VIDEO 4 - A tall muscular brunette, with shoulder-length 
brown hair. She addresses the camera in an orbital room. 
(Looks like Ellien Ripley).

EXT - BENITO JUAREZ, MEXICO

Gunfire intensifies, the artillery barrage is continuous.

INT -CENTRAL COMMAND, BENEITO JUAREZ

Orona Sealed tight in the com room, gun-fire is just outside.

ORONA
We are evacuating the Benito Juarez 
facility. The military has already 
pulled out its highest ranking 
officers. Those still behind on 
Earth, are here...for ethical or 
religious reasons. A few 
installations exist 
internationally, but nobody can 
last for long. 

Human Screams from outside, the last gun-fire.

ORONA (CONT’D)
The situation here has deteriorated 
steadily. Land communications are 
down, satellite bounce works in 
areas with a generator, but 
otherwise, global chaos and 
anarchy. In a matter of months, the 
aliens have increased their numbers 
exponentially. A low guess of a 
billion people have died...
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A loud pound directory on his door, he displays his gun.

ORONA (CONT’D)
Even this military installation... 
is compromised. Amazing. Such a 
comedy of fuck-ups this whole thing 
has been. If I were a god, I’d be 
laughing my ass off at man’s 
stupidity.

Orona half-smiles. His door strains under pressure. 

He puts the gun to his head.

ORONA (CONT’D)
This is Science officer for Terrain 
Intelligent, Teeby Orona, signing 
off. And I was director of these 
affairs.

He blows his brain all over the back-wall. Red and White?

The door breaks, aliens claw for his body, grab ahold, and 
yank his corpse out of the room.

INT - COM ROOM, BENEDICT

Billie watches Orona’s transmission.

BILLIE
Oh, fuck.

Wilks is stands over her.

WILKS
It was all for nothing! We blew 
their god-damn planet, and they 
still got loose on Earth. The 
stupid bastards.

INT - HALLWAY TO BRIDGE

The Marines are informally lined-up, led by Blake. Wilks 
walks through the hallway to the bridge.

BLAKE
What to do, Sarge?

WILKS
Do? What can we do? We’re entering 
orbit. We’re going down.
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PARKS
Sir. We’re going to have company.

WILKS
I know, I know. I’ll deal with it.

 

INT - LOADING DOCK, BENEDICT

CC Madison and Engineer McCeizo do repairs on the gun-boat. 
Bueller is wheeled into the ship by Sabian.

INT - BRIDGE, BENEDICT, EARTH SPACE

Approaching Earth. Dewer and Sanders pilot the Benedict. 

Wilks walks on the Bridge.

VOICE
(on com)

You are cleared for touchdown at 
these coordinates, Benedict. Your 
computer should do fine, but keep 
your eyes on manual. You veer-off 
half a click and you’re dinner.

SANDERS
Copy, Control. We’re on the glide.

Dewer takes off his microphone.

DEWER
It doesn’t look good down there, 
Captain. I’m not reading many 
contacts, and I’m talking world-
wide.

SANDERS
Pardon me, sir, but I don’t feel 
comfortable going down there.

WILKS
Madison and McCeizo are prepping 
the gun-boat. We’re gonna seperate 
after clearance, but stay in 
contact.

SANDERS
Let me pilot it.

147.



WILKS
It’s all yours.

Sanders leaves his console, Wilks replaces him.

WILKS (CONT’D)
Follow it down, We’ll deal with ‘em 
when we need to.

EXT - EARTH’S ORBIT 

The Benedict enters orbit, they pass ships that head out.

During the land, the Bay 3 opens and the gunboat leaves.

EXT - A-017 COMPLEX, COLORADO

The complex is a different version of Benito Juarez.

The Benedict lands at an air-field.

EXT - D-LOT, A-O17 COMPLEX

The ship main bay opens. Dewer, Wilks, Blake, Billie and 
Parks present themselves.

General CONVLUX stands ready with 2 squads of soldiers.

Wilks greets the general. The crew slowly follows.

The General nods for his men to board the ship.

CONVLUX
We’re glad you brought the bird 
back, Sergeant. We need it. This 
was the last secure compound in the 
area. We’re bailing out.

WILKS
What’s going to happen to Earth?

CONVLUX
I can’t say. I’m supposed to take 
my men to Plymoth; High Command 
will sort it out from there.

WILKS
You’re just going to leave? What 
about the people here?
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The General looks around the compound, shakes his head. In 
the distance mines explode. Another day.

CONVLUX
What I think is, someday we’ll come 
back and try again. Develop some 
biological or chemical agent to 
kill ‘em from orbit, without 
damaging the land or sea too bad. 
We’ll start with a clean slate.

MADISON
What about the billions of human 
beings?!

The explosions increase in intensity.

CONVLUX
There were billions, Sergeant. A 
whole lot were taken, and for every 
loss is one for them. EO-22 was put 
in place, so a lot were lost to 
friendly-fire, experiments, 
collateral damage, it hasn’t been 
pretty. Frankly, your whole crew 
would be detained for screening, 
but we arn’t sticking around long 
enough to find out. We’d be lucky 
as it is to get clear before this 
whole place goes up.

A Junior Officer rushes to the General

J.O.
Sir, pickets report a surge from 
the southeast. Several thousand 
strong. They approaching the 
fences.

CONVLUX
(to squad 1 & 2)

Check out the Benedict. Fuel, 
stocks, and arms.

(to J.O.)
Send C Company to help at the 
pickets.

The J.O. takes off.

CONVLUX (CONT’D)
(Bendicts former crew)

When you think about it, maybe it’s 
not all bad. Earth was on the edge 
of destruction for a long time. 
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If it hadn’t been this, it would 
have probably been something else 
that set it off. Maybe get it right 
next time. 

The General heads up the ramp to the Benedict.

DEWER
What about us?

The General turns back.

CONVLUX
I’m sorry, but there is only so 
much room and I have my orders. You 
are recommended to head to the 
underground bunker with the rest of 
the refugees and hope the assault 
passes.

WILKS
Is that all you can offer?

CONVLUX
We’ll I loved to give you luxurious 
seating with peanuts, but if our 
intelligence is right, we have 
maybe till nightfall before the 
perimeter is overrun. The bunker 
can provide adequate protection 
from the blast after we’ve gone.

The crew, Wilks, and Billie all are stunned.

CONVLUX (CONT’D)
 I’m sorry Marines, We’ve lost the 
war. This is us, in full retreat. 

The General boards the ship.

The crew turns to Wilks for an answer.

WILKS
I guess we’re dismissed...so how 
about Plan B?

EXT - SKYWAY, COLORADO

The gunboat hides underneath the evacuating ships.
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DEWER
(on com)

This is Tech Officer Dewer, to the 
Bat-eye...do you reed?

INT - BATEYE GUNBOAT

The other half of the crew lays low.

SANDERS
Bat-eye to Dewer, We’ve been 
waiting to hear from you.

DEWER
(on com)

Any good ideas?

SANDERS
(on com)

There is a auto-carrier, taking off 
from Bay 16. Just north of your 
possition.

DEWER
(on com)

Copy That.

SANDERS
(on com)

Meet you there.

Sander’s undocks from the starship.

EXT - BAY CORRIDOR, MILITARY COMPLEX.

Wilks, Billie, Parks, Blake, and Dewer hide behind a stack of 
crates and watch an entire platoon of troops hurry away. 

Mine detonations, artillary fire, and heavy turret fire 
increase in intensity.

GUARD 1 (O.S.)
Identify yourselves!

Behind the group are two nervous armed guards.

GUARD 2
(into com)

5 suspicious personnel, by the 14th 
Wall-block. Calling for EO-
22...over
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The five stand with their hands up, Blake inches forward, 
Wilks eyes his pistol at his side.

The 1st guard aims aggressively at Blake.

BLAKE
I can’t let you do this...

GUARD 1
Halt! Do not move forward

VOICE (O.S.)
(over com))

...Granted.

Parks makes a break for it.

The first guard aim for Parks and fires a 3-shot burst.

Blake looms forward and grabs the rifle.

The second guard turns on Blake a fires a single round. 

Wilks is out with his pistol, Billie with her stun gun, and 
together empty round after round into the guards.

Parks is dead, Blake is wounded...she bleeds white.

BLAKE
(looks at Parks)

Shit...

WILKS
(to Blake)

You do, what your programmed to do.

BLAKE
I’m not meant to fail.

DEWER
I’ve been with you every step of 
the way. You havn’t failed me.

BILLIE
(sarcastic)

It’s not like it’s the end of the 
world.

WILKS
...Lets get outta here.
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EXT - BAY 36, MILITARY COMPLEX

The stealth ship has reflectors underneath the skin that 
mirror it’s background.

The ship circles the cargo carrier, The American. The 
structure of the transport is fused-steel with an alien exo-
skeleton. It looks grim.

A security fence locks-off the ship’s access.

INT - BAT EYE

Sanders pilots, Sabian is RIO, Winters and Parks sit in the 
main hold. Wilks is in a wheel-chair locked to the dock.

SANDERS
(to Sabian)

Knock out that door.

EXT - BAY 36, MILITARY COMPLEX

The gunboat hovers over the site, a pulse of energy fires 
from the nozzel and destroys the Security-gate. 

Smoke clogs up the entrance.

shillouetted figures emerge. Wilks and Billie, followed by 
the remaining crew.

The door to the Bat-Eye opens, the final survivors exit, two 
carry Mitch’s upper torso.

Blake pulls out a PDA.

WILKS
So, this is a supply ship?

BLAKE
Cargo drone, the American. No 
registered passengers. Going to 
planatoid Neon-41. Doesn’t state 
weather it is government or 
private. But set for auto pilot.

WILKS
Good

(to crew)
Well, let’s check this ships 
stockpile, do some rummaging of 
what we got.
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Everyone stands still. Wilks goes to the door of The 
American, pulls a panel from either side of the door.

He cuts a wire for each, the door drops open.

The crew look shocked.

WILKS (CONT’D)
It’s called manuel over-ride. All 
old-timers know about it. Now let’s 
hurry, we don’t know when she’s set 
to leave.

Some crew move slowly, Billie follows Wilks.

BILLIE
Wilks!

WILKS
Not now, Bille. 

BILLIE
Wilks!!

Wilks stops. The crew turn to watch the interaction.

BILLIE (CONT’D)
I don’t think you know what your 
thinking.

WILKS
Kid, I thought my life was gonna 
end on Rim. I thought I was over, 
and every day after that I wasted 
myself away until being picked-up 
by the G-heads which led me to you. 
I got the chach to go back, face 
those fucker’s

(to the crew now)
And come on, how good was it to 
blow their rock to absolute hell. 
Are you with me, don’t you want to 
do it again?

(back to Billie)
I was jealous of you getting to be 
be put away. I was forced to re-
live that memory, over and over 
again.

(to crew)
Well not anymore. A man’s got to 
have a reason to get up in the 
morning, and now I have my reason. 
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And I want you all to get up with 
me. But we can’t get up if we are 
blown to shit.

INT - THE AMERICAN - LATER/ SUNSET

Portable cryo-tubes are loaded into the ship.

Mitch is strapped in a cryo-unit by Blake, Wilks approaches.

WILKS
Hey Mitch, I never got around to de-
brief you. You did a hell of a good 
job out there and I’m proud of both 
you and the rest of squad 1.

BUELLER
...For an android?

WILKS
Nah, for anyone.

Wilks gives Mitch his old sergeant patch.

WILKS (CONT’D)
Sergeant.

Bueller and Blake exchange appreciative looks.

WILKS (CONT’D)
Carry on!

Wilks walks off the ship.

EXT - BAY 36, MILITARY COMPLEX.

Billie has taken to a leader’s role and gives orders to the 
Engineer and Crew Chief. They go into the ship.

Wilks appraoches Billie, the two stop for a second look at 
each other, then look at their ship.

Air-raid siren’s let loose around the base. The B.G. battle 
has intensified another step.

WILKS
Sounds like company is at our door. 
Wanna bet our schedule will be 
advanced.
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BILLIE
I wish we had better access to the 
ship.

The rest of the storage area for the American that they’ve 
been sealed off to. The ship looks to have an exo-skeleton of 
it’s own.

WILKS
Cobbled together out of spare 
parts, and from the looks, the new 
easy-access natural resource. We’ll 
be lucky if it doesn’t come apart 
when we life. 

Blake runs up to the two.

BLAKE
Sir, This bird is loaded with 
supplies as well as frozen sperm 
and ova. It’s our Noah’s Ark. Oxy 
plant done, recycling and recovery 
system is re-programmed and sleep 
chambers are in final process of 
installation. We just need the 
computer hook-ups

WILKS
Any report of passengers?

BLAKE
No report. But we are completely 
sealed out of the main bulk of the 
ship. It looks meant to be crew-
less, so we’ve had to make 
adjustments.

The explosions get closer. There is a rock of an explosion 
from underneath.

A near-by ship is starting to take-off. Others are following.

WILKS
Everybody, Let’s lock it up. I have 
a feeling we’ll be going for a ride 
any minute.

The rest of the crew re-double their efforts and hurry into 
the lock.
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EXT - MILITARY COMPLEX, COLORADO

From bird’s eye view, half a dozen storage ships all take off 
together in a formation. Other star-ships take off 
individual, but the base is pretty much being evacuated. 

From high above what looks to be black ants, seem to swarm 
the fence. They get stuck in a moat, but eventually overflow 
on to the air-fields. The battle is being forfiet.

EXT - ORBIT, EARTH

The six frighters stay in formation until they reach outer 
space, then it looks like one starts to break away.

Five freight speed up in the same direction and then speed 
into hyspace.

The one looks to hang in orbit for a moment, it corrects its 
path and takes off...into the unknown.

INT - AMERICAN - HYPERSPEED

Computer monitor.

AMERICAN EXPANSION CREW

Section Sergeant Lieutenant Wilks.

Corporal S. Sabian

Sergeant M. Winters

Private 1st class M. Parks

Tech Officer M. Sanders

Tech Officer B. Dewer

Crew Cheif T. Madison

Engineer T. McCaizo

Special Services. B. Frenzo

Inside the cryo-tube holding area, everyone sleeps soundly  
monitored by a single computer. It is very make-shift with a 
lot of duck-tape used and cords leading everywhere.

Billie is sleeping un-easily. Dreaming.
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Bueller has an inner glitch causing muscle spasms, but 
otherwise he is steady in life-support in his tube.

Blake looks sadly asleep.

Wilks has a new look of passion, he sleeps like a war-hero.

INT - SEALED SECTION OF AMERICAN

The dark storage areas of the closed-off part of the 
American. Supplies, Crates...Arms...

It goes back, very dark, gloomy.

Into the front quadrant of the ship...there is a passenger 
holding area, with 6 cryo-tubes all head to head in a circle.

In each cryo-tube, a person, with a facehugger on it.
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