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COLD OPEN

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Every appliance in the opulent kitchen is artfully dismantled-

The dishwasher, the oven, the espresso machine-

Everything gutted for parts. A mess, but an intriguing one.

INT. LIVING ROOM

It’s worse in here. The TV, the sound system-

A missing weiner on an antique, marble statue of a naked man-

Filleted and functionless... And accompanied by SINGING.

A girl, BRIDGET (7), in a tone both innocent and stunning- 

Bounces through Elvis Costello’s up-tempo version of-

BRIDGET (O.S.)
“I’m the living result/I’m a man 
who’s been hurt a little too 
much...”

PUSHING DOWN A HALLWAY

The walls are lined with photos-

Sterile images of Bridget’s smiling PARENTS through the years-

With politicians and socialites and celebrities-

Mixed with photos of a blank-faced Bridget through the years-

With a nurse at the hospital, and a teacher in kindergarten-

And an overtly jubilant janitor at the science fair-

Nowhere do the worlds of Bridget and her parents intersect. 

All of this accompanied by sound of WHIRRING and BUZZING and-

Bridget, still SINGING.

BRIDGET (O.S.)
“And I’ve tasted the bitterness of 
my own tears...”



EXT. GARAGE - DAY

The garage rolls up on tiny feet-

Opening further for a rotund little girl. Rain boots, tutu-

Bridget. On her head, everything she took apart in the house-

Rebuilt into a comically-gigantic whirly-copter helmet.

BRIDGET
“Sadness is all my lonely heart can 
feel...”

The smile on her face says it all: this moment is everything.

ON BRIDGET’S HAND AS

She wipes a sweaty palm off on her tutu and-

BRIDGET (O.S.)
“I can’t stand up for falling down/ 
I can’t stand up for falling 
down...”

She reaches for a tiny switch- 

A little marble penis-

And flicks it.

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD

She’s airborne! 

The helmet comes to life, spinning and HUMMING... Pure magic. 

The little, top-heavy speck climbs into the sky when-

BOOM! A shockwave cracks the scene, spinning her sideways and-

Drilling her headfirst into the street with a wincing CRUNCH.

And then the source of the shockwave, a superhero, GOLIATH-

WHOOSHES to a stop above Bridget’s wreckage.

GOLIATH
Oh, dear God...

BRIDGET
...My head feels funny.
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GOLIATH
The sweet sounds of life.

BRIDGET
We can fly.

GOLIATH
Mmm... I can. Actually.

BRIDGET
I just flew.

GOLIATH
You hovered, Honey. It was a hover.

BRIDGET
Are you an angel?

GOLIATH
Superhero. Name’s Goliath.

BRIDGET
Super what?

GOLIATH
Invincibility. Strength. Flight. 
I’m a superhero.

(laughs)
Jesus, I really thought I just 
killed a kid on my first day...

(concerned)
Can you move your legs?

Bridget twitches a leg and GROANS.

GOLIATH (CONT’D)
Good. You’re good. Well, duty calls-

BRIDGET
I want to fly, though.

The superhero shakes his head. As he flies off-

GOLIATH
Take the hint, Honey..!

BRIDGET
...[EXPLETIVE] superheroes.

END COLD OPEN
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ACT ONE

INT. IMMACULATE PENTHOUSE APARTMENT - DAY

A STUNNING WOMAN (30s), dressed in business attire- 

With colors and hair set to resemble a young Bridget-

Preps a health-conscious breakfast. She’s determined and 
focused, the day hers for the taking. She pulls a pot full of 
old coffee towards the window and dumps it outside.

CLOSE ON A COFFEE MUG AS

An arm pushes it out a dingy window and- 

Catches the stream of dirty coffee. 

INT. DISGUSTING APARTMENT

The mug plops down on a rickety card table and-

The real Bridget (30s) sits down to a cereal-topped hot dog. 

The counter’s littered with dishes and takeout boxes.

Her cat, BILBO, eyeballs her from the floor while he eats.

A glowing, touchscreen phone sits docked in the background. 
It’s the nicest thing in the room and entirely out of place.

Bridget attacks her ‘breakfast’ with a knife and fork. She 
chomps and smiles, brings the mug to her lips and-

BOOM! A giant explosion rocks her apartment and sloshes the 
coffee all over her clothes, the food and her mood.

Bridget sits in the moment, frozen. Her phone suddenly RINGS-

Bridget glances at it, defeated. She gets up from her soggy 
meal and exits. Bilbo doesn’t move, waiting as-

Bridget returns for a giant bite of the soggy hot dog.

BRIDGET
(mouth full, to Bilbo)

Don’t you judge me.

The sound of another EXPLOSION brings us to-

4.



EXT. BUSY SIDEWALK - DAY

A few morning COMMUTERS hit the deck, but most keep moving, 
lost in their work and phones and a world where superheroes 
fighting with supervillains are an everyday occurrence.

Bridget’s dressed in a mishmash of the cleanest clothes she 
could find, the grown-up version of rain boots and a tutu.

She stops against a knot of people and GROANS, annoyed. 

The crowd is avoiding a huge plume of smoke that snakes 
around neighboring skyscrapers. Bridget’s phone RINGS-

The phone brand is W.H.I.S.P.E.R. Inc., the logo a finger 
against hushed lips. On the screen, the caller ID: WORK.

BRIDGET
Eat my farts... I’m on my way!

She turns sideways to squeeze between the masses-

MAN
What’s the smoke?

LADY
Goliath is defending the city from 
that lame-ass supervillain, the 
turtle guy-

BRIDGET
El Tortuga. 

(pushing)
Excuse me..!

MAN
That Mexican turtle guy?

BRIDGET
Spanish.

(waving to be let through)
Do you mind if I just-

Bridget rolls her eyes as a COP reaches and pulls her free.

BRIDGET (CONT’D)
Ah - thank you!

COP
Always kinda wishing there was more 
female supervillains, you know?

BRIDGET
Really?
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COP
Had this idea for someone named 
‘Full Frontal.’ They got one of her 
yet?

On Bridget’s disbelief as another EXPLOSION moves to-

INT. SLEEK PENTHOUSE APARTMENT - DAY

A HANDSOME MAN sits up in a dark room and the electronics 
wake up with him. Curtains part, the lamps warm his entire 
face... Oh. A good 85% of his face is horribly disfigured.

This is BRONSON (40s), the head of W.H.I.S.P.E.R. Inc. 

BRONSON
Call ‘Karen.’

He’s also balding, missing an arm and walks on a robotic leg. 
His beard’s not bad, but it’s a bit like sprinkles on a turd.

The automated phone system RINGS and CLICKS with an answer. 

BRONSON (CONT’D)
What’s the noise outside?

Bronson shuffles towards his bathroom.

KAREN (O.S.)
Goliath versus El Tortuga.

BRONSON
Are we involved?

KAREN (O.S.)
Yes. Giant turtle robots.

He grimaces in the bathroom mirror. He can hardly stand it.

BRONSON
Jesus. 

Bronson snaps a robotic arm into place.

BRONSON (CONT’D)
How are the robots performing?

KAREN (O.S.)
They move like actual turtles.

Bronson GRUNTS and tries to apply a little makeup to his 
terrible face and throws it away - to hell with it.
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BRONSON
Who took point on the project?

KAREN (O.S.)
Bridget. The girl.

A huge CRASHING SOUND prompts a sudden power outage. Bronson 
follows the columns of emergency lights along the floor to 
his big, bay window - it’s spackled in red liquid.

KAREN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Should I fire her, Sir?

He traces a finger in the liquid. Tastes it... Not bad.

BRONSON
She filled the robots with rioja.

KAREN (O.S.)
I think the melty part of your face 
is cramping up, I can’t understand 
a word you’re saying- 

BRONSON
Rioja is Spanish table wine.

The phone is silent.

BRONSON (CONT’D)
Karen.

KAREN (O.S.)
...Can barely hear you.

BRONSON
Bring her up to my office.

KAREN (O.S.)
...I adore your face. So handsome.

BRONSON
Call end.

(staring outside)
Turtle Girl’s either a genius or an 
idiot.

INT. W.H.I.S.P.E.R. INC. BUILDING

Bridget pushes through the giant, rotating lobby doors and-

Catches her long coat in the jam. The force surprises her-

Jerking her back into the rotating doors and-
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Jamming an OLD MAN inside the partition behind her.

BRIDGET
Oh. Okay, I just- 

Bridget twists, struggling to pull her jacket free.

OLD MAN
(muffled)

I need air!

BRIDGET
Everyone has to go eventually, old 
man-

OLD MAN
(gasping)

I’m forty-three!

Bridget double-takes, pulling her jacket free-

BRIDGET
Do you live inside a cigarette?!

She turns into the lobby, charging past dozens of sharply 
dressed EMPLOYEES waiting around the golden elevator banks. 

The wall is adorned with a giant, sleek W.H.I.S.P.E.R. Inc 
logo, the same for the ID badges and security computers-

BUD (O.S.)
MISS SMALLY!

The boom of his voice kills every conversation in the lobby. 

BUD (40), a portly security guard, stands behind the front 
desk, raising an embarrassed hand. His face is beet red.

BUD (CONT’D)
Sorry...

(clears throat)
Louder than I wanted, but the echo, 
you know? There’s an echo. So.

(to Bridget, trying again)
Hey.

Bridget’s eye bug out - leave me alone - and she hurries off.

Bud waves to the room with an unnecessary flourish. 

BUD (CONT’D)
As you were!
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INT. SERVICE HALLWAY 

Bridget’s in a hurry, reaching for a utility closet when-

BUD (O.S.)
Miss Smally!

Bridget SIGHS, turns.

BUD (CONT’D)
I just wanted to tell you, I really- 

(whispers)
I like what you did with the...

Bud gestures. Awkwardly. It looks like he’s fisting his hand. 

BUD (CONT’D)
The turtle robots.

He raises his hands, indicating a turtle head and shell.

BRIDGET
Oh... Oh! Right. Wow.

(serious)
That’s top secret.

He nods, his finger to his lips - just like the company logo.

BUD
The logo.

(proud)
Charades is kind of my thing.

BRIDGET
Yes it is.

BUD
(can’t believe he forgot)

Sorry! The name’s-

Bud gestures like he’s taking a hit off a joint.

BRIDGET
Pot?

He nods, encouraging her. Really hitting the imaginary joint.

BRIDGET (CONT’D)
...Weed?

BUD
Bud! Super close.
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BRIDGET
Bud. Of  course... Okay, well-

She points at the closet door. 

BUD
(guessing)

You’re going through... You have to 
enter? Wooden? The woods. Harrelson- 

BRIDGET
I’m late.

BUD
For work! Right.

(excuses her weak miming)
Don’t worry, you’ll get the hang of-

INT. UTILITY CLOSET

Bridget SLAMS the door behind her and LOCKS it. There’s 
cleaning supplies all around her and a small hole on the back 
wall. Just big enough for her eye. She leans in and-

It glows, scanning her retina. A clunky computer voice speaks-

COMPUTER VOICE (V.O.)
User confirmed. Smelly, Bridget.

BRIDGET
You’re broken... And accurate. 

A MECHANICAL GROAN precedes a small shockwave and- 

The entire floors drops out, taking Bridget with it.

The building, one hundred floors straight up, also hides-

One hundred floors straight down. The elevator sinks past 
giant, warehouse-sized floors and glimpses of their secrets-

COSTUMED MEN doing military drills-

Strange, ALIEN LIFE FORMS imprisoned in cages and tanks-

ENGINEERS marching a line of TURTLE BOTS into an incinerator-

Bridget LAUGHS - of course her work is being destroyed!

INT. THINK TANK - DESIGN FLOOR

The elevator doors open on a central hub-
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A whiteboard, work bench, rolling chairs-

Surrounded by four desks, each one decorated to suit the 
designers idiosyncratic tastes. This is where the real 
money’s made - creating unique weapons for supervillains.

Stacks of multicolored boxes, faintly resembling fireworks, 
line the wire racks along the walls.

The SOUND of Bridget’s co-workers pulls her across the room-

BRENT (O.S.)
I got you. Like the long hair, the 
lip gloss - the private bathroom! 

DANIEL (O.S.)
Wait - what?

BRENT (O.S.)
Like, “Ooh, look at me, I have 
ovaries and you don’t!”

INT. TESTING RANGE

DANIEL (30s) stands behind a firing shield, a large,sci-fi-
looking ray gun in his hand. He’s awkwardly tall, unlike-

BRENT (30s), the squatty co-worker beside him.

SCOTT (30s), the son of a middling supervillain and a 
nauseating hipster, stokes a tiny fire out on the range. 

SCOTT
(waving)

Is this good..?

Virtually everything Scott says is ignored.

BRENT
Bridget doesn’t suck because she a 
girl, Daniel, she sucks because-

Bridget slinks out from behind a wall, revealing herself.

BRIDGET
Because why?

BRENT
Because she takes over all our 
assignments and ruins them.
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SCOTT (O.S.)
(almost yelling)

Reminds me of the time my dad was 
robbing a bank with The Quizzler. 
So they’re in the bathroom, right? 
The Quizzler’s inside a stall, legs 
up over his head-

DANIEL
Brent, tell her about how her sucky
bots are getting wrecked up there.

BRENT
You literally just did.

SCOTT (O.S.)
Ha! Yeah! But, um, tell me about 
how to put out this fire or 
something, am I right?

Scott’s tiny fire has swallowed up the entire testing range 
and pinned him against the back corner. He waves.

BRIDGET
Give me that-

Bridget yanks the freeze ray out of Brent’s hands. She 
adjusts some dials, SCOFFING over how badly they’ve built it.

She aims it at the fire, squeezes the trigger and... A 
dribble of yellow soft serve wiggles out and PLOPS.

SCOTT (O.S.)
So... This World War II jacket of 
mine is supes flammable, gang!

BRIDGET
Chill out, Scott, I’ll fix this-

KAREN (O.S.)
No, you won’t.

They turn to see KAREN (20s), Bronson’s tattooed assistant.

BRIDGET
It’s the cryogenic ions.

KAREN
It’s not the ions, it’s you.

BRIDGET
Now wait just a minute, Lady...
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Karen pulls the fire alarm and floods the room with water, 
drenching everyone but herself. She has their attention.  

KAREN
I am not a lady, I am Karen Brown. 
I am Bronson’s assistant, which 
makes me your very pissed off boss.

(to the men)
Freeze ray’s due by noon, Idiots. 

(to Bridget)
You. Lady. Follow me.

Bridget surrenders the gun to Brent, sulking as she exits. 

Daniel and Brent silently pump their fists, celebrating.

SCOTT (O.S.)
Hey. Guys. Remember how in 
cartoons, when a bomb goes off, and 
it’s all black and stuff and all 
you see are...

Brent holds the gun up to Daniel - ready to work on this?

Daniel nods and the two exit. In their wake-

The firing range. Scorched all to black, except for-

SCOTT (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Guys?

A pair of white pupils, blinking.

END ACT ONE
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