“I don’t know where I begin or where I end. All I know is that I’m delicious.”

OUROBOROS
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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“Ok everyone, down your Doubleshots and take a seat. We have three hours before Patrick schleps in here demanding pages and Miranda must be killed, cause as you all know, the beautiful Juanita Herrera is leaving us for a fabulous gig in Las Vegas.”
 “You say gig, I say striptease.”
“That may be, Theo, but nevertheless let’s figure out how to kill our fabulous stripper.”
Wesley takes his seat at the head of the writers’ table while everyone shuffles papers, sips coffee, and sighs according with their personality. Rosalind politely covers her mouth and makes a slight squeak as she yawns. Simon, being more bold, creates what can only be described as a bear call. And Theo is a silent yawner- you see his mouth move but can only feel his spit.
“We can take this episode anywhere we want, total license. So, give me what you got on this gorgeous Monday morning, and make it delicious.”
 
ROSALIND                                                          SIMON                                                                 THEO
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
ROSALIND’S PITCH:
 

Episode opens with Miranda and her husband Charles walking into the local Starrrrrrbucks (pronounce with a Spanish rolling ‘r’). Charles forgets to hold the door open behind him and Miranda, preoccupied with checking the messages on her phone, hits her head against the glass door. 
 
“¡Joder, Charles!”

 

Already too far ahead, Charles doesn’t respond. Miranda walks up to him in line.
 
“T’anks for holding the door, cariño.”

 

“¿Qué? (pause) Go find a table and I’ll get the drinks.” Miranda scours at the back of her husband’s head as she leaves the line and finds a small table against a wall in the back of the Starrrrrrbucks. The café is small with only a few tables and chairs. In the corner is a man reading the latest issue of Vandidas, México’s #1 fashion magazine. He is dressed all in black, wearing a black Sombrero Cordobe and sporting a thick handlebar mustache. Adjacent to Miranda there is a mother and her two sons, all slurping bright colored Frappuccinos. There are two baristas, one a tall gray haired man, the other a young girl who based on her nervous behavior and all-too-perky demeanor seems new. Miranda sits down and continues to scroll on her phone. She opens a new message. Her eyes widen as she begins to read, she gasps, but is interrupted by Charles’ return.
 

“Aquí.”

 

Miranda opens the lid of the cup in front of her and stares at the tan colored liquid inside. “What is dis?” Miranda’s questions angrily with a thick Spanish accent.
 

“Une chai latte.”

 

“¿Tea? When dis the last time you saw me drink tea; there’s no caffeine in dis.”

 

“This is better for you than coffee.”

 

“I do not drink the tea. I have never drinken the tea, and you know dis, Charles. ”

 

“Just try it.”

 

“¡You try ordering me what I want!”

 

“Well maybe you don’t know what you want.”

 

“I know exactly what I want. ¡You are the one who goes around sampling the local fruit, perhaps it dis you who does not know what he wants!”

 

“¿What is that supposed to mean, Miranda?” 

 

“You know exactly what it dis I mean.” Miranda stands up dramatically, pushing her chair backwards, allowing her long floral summer dress to brush the floor. 
 

“No, why don’t you explain exactly what you are trying to say to me…”

 

“¿Perdón…” one of the small boys sitting adjacent approaches Charles “are you Captain Corazón?” 

 

“Hahaha.” Charles laughs triumphantly. “Si muchachito, you’ve got a very good eye on you.” Charles turns to face the boy. He is seven or eight years old, wearing a bright red and blue Captain Corazón t-shit, gripping his Strawberry Frappuccino with such excitement the cover begins to pop off. Miranda calms and sits back down, returning to her phone. 
 

“¿Can you say, ‘POR EL AMOR!’ just like you do in the movie? ¡Por favor, por favor señor!” 

 

“Enrique, leave the man alone y come back here, ahora.” Enrique’s mother walks over to Charles and Miranda’s table to retrieve her son. 
 
“No es une problema, señora. I always love to meet my fans, and it seems like this mochachito is a pretty big one, ¿no?” Charles looks back at the boy. Miranda’s eyes stayed glued to her phone throughout the conversation. 
 
“How about this, you go get some paper or a napkin and I’ll sign it for you. Just for you, Enrique.” 

 

“¡GRACIAS CAPITAN!” Enrique runs back over to his brother to find a napkin.
 

“Thanks for being so nice about this. We saw your movie just last week. Enrique won’t even take the shirt off yet, as you can see. It’s a torture to get him to take a bath. ¡I have to convince him that fighting dirt is fighting por el amor!” They both laugh. Charles stands up and turns towards Enrique’s mother. She is tall with long black curly hair and is wearing a short red dress. “Aye por cierto, my name’s Carmon.” 

 

“It’s wonderful to meet you Carmon, what a beautiful name, and I hope you enjoyed my movie just as much as your son.” Charles leans slightly against the wall, crisscrosses his arms, and smirks devilishly at Carmon. Miranda looks up and squints at her husband, her expression, steaming.
 
“It was a great movie. My youngest, Ricardo aquí,” Carmen points to her second son, still sitting at their table “even enjoyed it, and it’s difficult to get him to sit for anything. ¿ But how can I get mad at such an adorable bebito, only four years old? (pause) ¿Aye, lo siento, am I interrupting?” Carmon looks towards Miranda. 
 
“Oh no no, do not worry, mi marido loves to chat, I am used to it. I am happy you and your boys enjoyed the movie.” Miranda’s smile seemed plastered. 
 

“Your husband, oh… so how is it being married to Captain Corazón?”

 

“Oh, usted se puede imaginar, es une life del amor.” Miranda laughs weakly at her own pun and returns back to her phone.
 

“Oh. That… must be nice…”

 

“Sorry about my wife’s humor, she hasn’t had her daily dose of caffeine yet”, interrupts Charles. Both Charles and Carmon laugh. 

 

Miranda mumbles without looking up from her phone, “Well, that is because I am drinking tea, idiota.” 

 

“You on the other hand Carmon, seem muy perky,” Charles looks into Sam’s eyes, “for a mother of two.” 

 
Enrique returns holding a napkin, this time along with his younger brother, Roberto. “¡Aquí Captain! ¿Can you sign one for my brother también? ¿And then can you say POR EL AMOR!, and then…”

 

“¡Más despacio Enrique, give the man a moment to catch his breath!”

 

Charles laughs lightly and looks at Carmen, “¿Would you happen to have a pen somewhere on you?”

 

“Oh, actually I don’t think I do.” Sam feels around her dress sensually, knowing full well that she has no pockets. Enrique’s expression becomes worried. 
 

“No problemo.” Charles says looking at Enrique’s expression. Charles walks over to the counter and asks the tall gray-haired barista, “¿Would you happen to have a pen I could borrow para un minuto, señor?” 

 

“No, I’m sorry sir.” The tall man’s name tag reads Steve, and he continues to pour a cup of black coffee into a grande sized cup for a waiting customer.
 

“¡I do!” The all-too-perky young barista, whose name tag reads Joules, interrupts and hands Charles a Bic pen from her pocket. 

 

Charles glares down as the young barista’s chest, her long blonde hair lying gently against her bosom, and then points to her name tag and replies, “Muchas gracias, Joules.” Charles takes the Bic and winks at Joules. Charles then starts to walk back to his table. Miranda, having noticed her husband’s subtle wink at Joules stops texting mid-sentence, lays her phone on the table and again passionately leaves her seat, sighing heavily and ranting incomprehensibly in Spanish under her breath. Unacknowledged by Charles, she walks to the counter and orders a tall black Starrrrrrbucks Columbian Brew coffee from Steve. As soon as he hands it to her, she takes a large gulp of the steaming beverage. Surprised, Steve looks up and smiles understandingly. 
 

“¿So Enrique, dónde está that napkin?” Charles speaks in a kid-friendly tone as Enrique, his excitement reinvigorated, hands Charles the napkin. Charles sits down at the table and begins to write and read out loud; “To two brave mochachitos, remember that no matter the darkness or the evil you may face, you will always win cuando usted a luchar…” Charles writes three more words on the napkin, but for effect doesn’t read them out loud. Instead, he stands up, smiles at Carmen, and then gazes dramatically towards the ceiling and finishes his sentence, “…¡POR EL AMOR!” 
 
At the word “AMOR” several events occur: Joules, Steve, Carmen, Enrique, and his brother Roberto all look towards Charles; both Enrique and Roberto smile ferociously; Miranda continues to stand at the counter drinking her coffee; and the man in black sporting a thick handlebar mustache stops reading and leaves his corner table. He quickly springs towards the counter, reaching for something concealed behind his back, turning over chairs and tables in his way like a black tornado. He grabs Miranda around her neck and points the tip of a dagger in Joules’ face.
 
Surprised, Miranda screams and drops her Columbian Brew, burning the man’s hand around her throat. He yells, and lets go of Miranda, giving Steve enough time to tackle Joules out of the way, pinning her to the floor. At Miranda’s scream, Charles turns around. Startled, he runs, and ducks down behind the table knocking Miranda’s phone onto the ground. Carmen grabs her boys and lays down on the floor covering them. The robber regains his composure and recaptures Miranda, his hand back around her neck. He points his dagger where Joules once stood. 
 
“¡Date prisa, abrir la cash register! ¡Rápido, rápido!”, the robber yells. Steve keeps Joules pinned down behind the counter as he reaches for the emergency phone. Seeing his hand reaching, the man jumps on top of the counter still keeping the dagger fixed in his left hand against Miranda’s neck. The robber stares down at Steve yelling, “¡Levántate, estúpido! Ahora!” 

 
Steve slowly stands, his expression calm. “Ok, ok. Just let her go and I’ll give you the money.” 

 

“¡Just give to me el dinero! I have not the interest in talking con usted.” 

 

Enrique, hidden beneath his mother is able to gaze back at Charles. Seeing his hero, Captain Corazón, cowering behind the table, he begins to sweep. He looks forward again and notices the signed napkin lying on the floor near the counter, drenched in Miranda’s split coffee. Carmen reaches into her pocket slowly, trying to get her phone loose. 
 
“¡Rápidamente! ¿Do you think I will not? Trust me, it would be muy fácil para mí! ¡Do not test me, señor!” The robber is jittery, unable to stand still. Miranda has difficulty not slipping on the split coffee, trying to keep the dagger from pressing against her skin.
 
“Ok, ok. Just take it easy.” Steve walks towards the register and opens it. 

 

“!Fill la bolsa!” The robber quickly uses his right hand to pull out a draw string bag from his back pocket and throws it at Steve. “¡You have un minuto señor, o ella muere!” Steve begins to fill the bag. The man, noticing Carmen reaching in her pocket turns his head towards her and yells, “¡Do not move, or I will kill this perra!” 

 

Steve takes this opportunity to grab a pot of coffee off of the counter and climb on top of the counter next to the robber. Steve quickly attempts to smash the glass pot against the robber’s head, but noticing movement, the robber turns and tries to stab Steve with his dagger. They remained locked in combat on top of the counter, each trying to gain power of the dagger. Neither of them speak, but they both grunt manly with anger and conviction. Miranda is therefore released, but she slips on the spilt coffee, crashing to the ground tangled in her own dress. There she looks up and makes eye contact with husband, still hidden behind their table. He’s expression reads terror and his pupils are almost vibrating with fear. She gazes into them with the purest form of disgust. Their gaze seems to last for several minutes when in reality it was a few seconds before both Steve and the robber fell from the counter on top of her. 
 

“Ah!” Steve pulls the robber to his feet and punches his square across his chin. The robber spins around from the blow and falls to the ground with a thud. Steve then looks back to where Miranda lay, the dagger sticking up from in-between her breasts. He runs to her side and kneels down. After checking her pulse, he closes his eyes for a moment and then screams, “¡NOOOOOOO!” 
 
Carmen sits up presses both of her boys to her chest, covering their eyes as she stares helplessly into the dark brown pool of blood and coffee that surrounds Miranda’s body. Both Enrique and Roberto, overcome and exhausted cry hysterically, muffled by their mother. 
 
Charles remains motionless, still hidden behind the table. Charles’ breath becomes frantic and he looks around wildly, unable to focus, until his eyes settle on Miranda’s fallen phone next to his foot. Her unfinished text reads, “But I cannot leave, mi hermana, he es still mi amor…”

 

EL FINAL
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

PERSONALLY CREATED LINKS WITHIN ROSALIND’S PITCH:

Captain Corazón: 
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WHO: Captain Corazón.

WHAT: Superhero; abilities include: superhuman agility, perfect aim, and a sexy Spanish accent.

WHERE: The Earth; primarily México.

WHEN: Every since he received an emergency heart transplant from an unknown donor, at the age of 18.

WHY: ¡POR EL AMOR!
pulse :
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“She was still warm. I thought maybe she was still alive, that there was still time. But her pulse…She was so beautiful. (pause) That man, that dark shadow of a man! How dare he steal something so beautiful.” --Steve speaks with la policía after the robbery. His eyes water as his words become more difficult. He makes no reference to her husband, Charles.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

AFTER ROSALIND’S PITCH:
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“So? What do you think?”
 
“I have a question for you, Rosalind…is something lacking at home with the Mr.?”
 
“WHAT?! Don’t be creepy Theo.”
 
“I’m just saying, a woman like yourself who is apparently well versed in telenovelas, may be compensating for something. That pitch was quite the dime-store novel. But, maybe there’s something I can do to help?” Theo says as he raises an eyebrow in her direction.
 
“Ugh!” Rosalind throws a balled up piece of paper, hitting Theo between the eyes. “That’s the point isn’t it, you misogynist?”  
 
“Hey, relax people.” Simon chimes in. “What are you saying, Rosalind?”
 
“Thanks, Simon. It’s just that I figure we should make it a theme episode, pull out a new genre- the romance novel. Go so overboard that the viewers will love it, we get our story across and we can make hilarious references to this episode in later ones. It’s what people want now. People love well defined genres, stereotypical bull that they can anticipate and relate to. It’s like that show Community. Every episode is a theme, last week’s was a Law & Order theme and the viewers ate it up. But no one’s done a romance theme to the extreme, not yet.”
 
“Except every telenovela,  ever. But besides that, sure.”
 
“Don’t be sharp, Theo.  I think Rosalind has a point. If we want to avoid jumping the shark,   theme episodes may be the way to go. If we take everything to the umpteenth level than there is no shark to jump and we can’t get eaten. There’s a reason all shows now are following that. But, Theo you’re right I think about the Spanish flavor… that may be a bit too mushy for our viewers. But…themes, genres, they work, they’re necessary for everyone to understand the base.”
 
“So what genre would you rather do?” Rosalind, feeling encouraged, asks as she stand up to get another cup of coffee.
 
“Well, you remember that episode of Community with the space simulator? The episode read like Star-Trek. People ate it up and they never even went into space.”
 
“Ok, so we’re gunna put the robbery in space?” Theo says sarcastically.
 
“Well, why not?” Simon retorts, as Rosalind returns to the table triumphantly sipping her coffee, happy that her genre-sodes idea is sticking.
 
“Are you kiddin’ me? Wesley, are you hearing this?” Theo asks. All three of them, Theo, Simon, and Rosalind look to Wesley at the head of the table. Wesley is asleep; snoring. 
 
“See? Those are snores of approval.” Simon says as they all chuckle. “Just give me a chance to win you over, it’ll be scrumptious .” 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

SIMON’S PITCH: 
 
The year is 3110. The episode opens with Miranda and her husband Charles walking into the onboard STARbucks. Charles forgets to hold down the Open Door button, and the doors slides closed quickly behind him. Miranda, preoccupied with checking the messages on her temporal implant , hits her head against the closed door. 
 

“Blast, Charles!”

 

Already too far ahead, Charles doesn’t respond. Miranda walks up to him in line.
 
“Thanks for holding the button, starling.”

 

“What? (pause) Go find a vacant section and I’ll get the drinks.” Miranda scours at the back of her husband’s head as she leaves the line and finds a secluded section in the back of the STARbucks. She sits down on a memory foam seat and presses a bright red button on the wall. A small table folds out from the wall along with a second seat. Saving space, although practical, always made Miranda wonder what happened to ambiance. The STARbucks is a small café onboard the Prometheus7 aircraft of the Orion Fleet. There is a man in the opposite corner wearing thick black rimmed goggles downloading a book onto his implant. Adjacent to Miranda, there is a mother Gorlon and her two spawns, all slurping bright colored Frappuccinos. The Gorlons are members of the Orion Alliance Proclamation and often are present on Fleet ships, being flown from one galaxy to another, because the Gorlons by nature are nomadic. They very much resemble Earth’s primitive life form known as the koala, but 50X larger and more intelligent. There are two workers on duty in the cafe, one a tall gray-haired man, the other a young female Gorlon, who based on her twitchy behavior and all-too-perky demeanor, seems new. Sitting down, Miranda continues to scroll through the message storage of her implant, projecting a screen in her right pupil where she can read her mail. She opens a new message via thought command. Her eyes widen as she begins to read, but she is interrupted by Charles’ return.
 
“Here.”

 

Miranda looks down at the clear liquid inside her collapsible cup. “What’s this?”

 

“A mango infused water.”

 

“A what? I don’t know what that is; STARbucks always has the most dwarfed names for their drinks. I need guaranine, there’s nothing in this.”

 

“It’s better for you than guaranine.”

 

“I don’t want this.”

 

“Just try it.”

 

“You try ordering me what I want.”

 

“Well maybe you don’t know what you want.”

 

“I know exactly what I want. You’re the one who goes around exploring everything the universe has to offer.”

 

“What is that supposed to mean? 

 

“You know exactly what I mean, I’m speaking American.”

 

“I can hear that, but why don’t you try explaining exactly what you’re trying to say to me…”

 

“Excuse me…” one of the spawn Glorons sitting adjacent approaches Charles “are you Captain Cosmos?”

 

“Ha. Yeah. You’ve got a good nose.” Charles turns to face the spawn. He is seven or eight Earth-years old, wearing a bright red and blue Captain Cosmos hologram pin, gripping his Frappuccino with such excitement the cover begins to pop off. 

 

“Can you say, ‘FOR THE STARS!’ just like you do in your project?!?!?! Please, please!”

 

“Koron, HIghos! Leave the man alone.” Koron’s mother walks over to Charles and Miranda’s table to retrieve her spawn. 
 
“Oh, that’s alright. I always love to meet my pub, and it seems like he’s a pretty sincere one, isn’t that right?” Charles looks back down at Koron. Miranda’s eyes stayed fixed ahead throughout their conversation as she scans her implant projection. “How about this, you go get a thought pad or something and I’ll sign it for you. Just for you, Koron.”

 

“THANKS CAPTAIN!” Koron runs back over to his brother to find a pad.
 
“Thanks for being so nice about this. We saw your screen project just last week. Koron won’t even take the pin off yet. It’s a torture to get him to change for bed. I have to convince him that the pin needs to rest in order to star-t bright and early in the morning, just like him.” They both laugh. Charles stands up and turns towards Koron’s mother. She is tall and thin. Her ears larger than most Gorlons, and her gray fur shimmered in the dull overhead lighting. “Oh, my name’s Kala by the way.”

 

“It’s wonderful to meet you Kala, and I hope you enjoyed my project just as much as your spawn.” Charles leans slightly against the wall, crisscrossing his arms, and smirks at Kala. Miranda looks up and squints at her husband, her expression, annoyed. 
 
“It was a great project! My youngest, Karmon over there even enjoyed it, and it’s difficult to get him to sit for anything. But how can I get mad at such an adorable spawn, only five Earth-years old! (pause) Oh nuqjatlh, I’m sorry, am I interrupting?” Kala looks towards Miranda.
 
“Oh don’t bother saying hello, my husband loves to chat, I’m sure he’ll keep you more than occupied.  I’m glad you and your boys enjoyed the project.” Miranda’s smile seemed plastered. 
 

“Husband, oh… so how is it being joined to Captain Cosmos?”

 

“Oh, you know, it’s a starry life.” Miranda laughs weakly at her own pun and returns back to her implant.
 

“Oh. That… must be nice…”

 

“Sorry about my wife’s humor, she hasn’t had her daily dose of guaranine yet.” Both Charles and Kala laugh. 

 

Miranda mumbles without looking up from her phone, “Well, that’s because I’m drinking water, blastoid.” 

 

“You on the other hand, seem very perky with it,” Charles looks into Kala’s eyes “for a female of two young spawns.”

 
Koron returns holding a Google Thought Pad, this time along with his younger brother, Karmon. “Maj, Here Captain! Can you sign one for my brother too! And then can you say TO THE STARS! And then…”

 

“yIDoghQo’ Koron, give the man a moment to breathe.”

 

Charles laughs lightly and looks at Kala, “Would you happen to have a bus on you? I’ve forgotten my last USB in my quadrant.”

 

“Oh, actually I don’t think I do.” Kala feels into her pouch, while Koron’s expression becomes worried.
 

“No problem.” Charles walks over to the counter and asks the tall gray-haired worker, “Would you happen to have a bus I could borrow for a time?” 

 

“No, sorry sir.” The tall man’s name tag reads Steve, and he continues to pour a cup of black coffee into a grande sized cup for a waiting customer.
 

“I do!” The all-too-perky young worker, whose name tag reads Karos, interrupts and hands Charles a bus from her pouch.
 

Charles glares down into the young Gorlon worker’s pouch, then points to her name tag and replies, “Why thank you Karos.” Charles takes the bus and winks at Karos. Charles then starts to walk back to the table. Miranda, having noticed her husband’s subtle wink at Karos stops replying to a projected message mid-thought-sequence and touches her right temple to temporarily deactivate the implant receiver. Unacknowledged by Charles, she then stands up and walks to the counter where she orders a tall cup of guaranine infused brononberry juice from Steve, and as soon as he hands her the collapsible cup, she quickly drinks the entirety of the thick purple beverage. Surprised, Steve looks up and smiles understandingly. 
 

“So where’s that pad?” Charles speaks in a kid-friendly tone as Koros, his excitement reinvigorated, hands Charles the Google Thought Pad. Charles sits down at the table, holds the bus to the outside of his implant and begins to speak as the pad records his words in Universal IPA modicums, “To two brave Gorlons, remember that no matter the darkness or evil you may face, you will always win when you fight…” Charles thinks another three words, and the pad records them, but for dramatic effect he doesn’t say them out loud. Instead, he stands up, smiles at Kala, and then gazes dramatically towards the roofing and finishes his sentence, “…TO THE STARS!” 
 
At the word “STARS” several events occur: Kala, Koron, his brother Karmon, Karos, and Steve all look towards Charles; Koron and Karmon’s smiles widen ferociously as their ears extend to their fullest size; Miranda continues to stand at the counter drinking another guaranine; and the man in the corner wearing thick black rimmed goggles stops downloading, leaves his table and quickly springs to the counter, gliding between the open tables and chairs in his way until he reaches  Miranda, grabbing her around the neck and pointing a phaser in Karos’ face.
 
Surprised, Miranda screams and drops her guaranine onto the man’s hand around her throat. Surprised, he yells and lets go of Miranda, giving Steve enough time to tackle Karos out of the way, pinning her to the floor. At Miranda’s scream, Charles turns around. Petrified, he presses the red button on the wall, but before the chair and table could retreat, folding back into the wall, Charles slips into the wall halting the process and giving Charles a complete cover from the robber’s sight. Kala grabs her spawns, places the youngest into her pouch, and lies down on top of Koron. The robber regains his composure and recaptures Miranda, his hand back around her neck. He points his gun towards where Kala once stood. 
 
“Someone open this blasted currency cube or I’ll phase her out of existence!” the robber yells in American. Steve keeps Kala pinned down behind the counter as he reaches for the emergency pad. Seeing his hand reaching, the robber fires a shot behind the counter just missing Steve’s hand, phasing a coffee cup into non-existance.
 
“Get up! Stand the black-hole up! Stand up!” 

 
Steve slowly stands, his expression calm. “Ok, ok. Just let her go, there’s nowhere to go, you’re on a Fleet ship, guards are probably on their way now.”

 

“You and I both know the Orion guards wouldn’t spend a time-second on this hunk of junk. Open the currency cube; I don’t want to talk to your ancient face!” Koron, hidden beneath his mother is able to gaze back at Charles. Seeing his hero, Captain Cosmos cowering in the wall, he begins to secrete sugar from his eyes. He looks forward again and notices the Google Thought Pad lying on the ground, screen cracked, and drenched in Miranda’s split guaranine. Kala reaches into her pouch slowly, trying to reach her portable implant, since Gorlons are still not legally allowed implantation like humans until the appropriate legislation passes.
 
“Open it! Do you think I won’t. Trust me, it’d be really easy. Don’t test me!” The robber is jittery, unable to stand still, and Miranda has difficulty not slipping on the split guaranine. 
 
“Ok, ok. No problem.” Steve walks towards the cube and opens it. 

 

“Fill it!” The man uses his hand holding the gun to quickly pull out a collapsible cube from his back pocket. As soon as it hits the counter it expands into a 12 Earth-inch by 12 Earth-inch container. “At light speed, hurry!” Steve begins to fill the bag. The robber, noticing Kala reaching in her pouch points the gun towards her. “Don’t move you nova-wretched Gorlon! I’ll phase her, I swear it!” 

 

Steve takes this opportunity to grab a glass container of Frappuccino off of the counter and lunges in an attempt to smash the glass against the robber’s head. The robber, noticing movement, starts to turn and the container smashes onto his shoulder instead. He immediately lets go of Miranda who slips on the spilt guaranaine and crashes to the ground. There she looks up and makes eye contact with her husband, barely visible in the crevice. He’s expression reads terror and his pupils are almost vibrating with fear. She gazes into them with the purest form of disgust. Their gaze seems to last for several Earth minutes when in first-realm reality it was a few time-seconds before a blast shot out. The impact of the glass container on the man’s shoulder had made him lower his phaser, turn sideways and accidently pull the trigger. 
 

“Ah!” Steve lunges over the counter and tackles the robber to the ground. Kala sits up, grabs Koron and pulls him behind another empty table. Steve wrestles the phaser away from the robber and uses its handle to knock him unconscious. Quickly, Steve walks away from the man and kneels down next to Miranda, lying dead on the floor in a puddle of brown liquid-  her red blood mixed with  bright green guaranine juice. Steve checks her pulse, closes his eyes for a second in despair, and yells, “BLASTTTTTT!!!!!” 
 
Charles remains motionless. His breath becomes frantic and he looks around wildly, unable to focus. In a last futile attempt to live, Miranda’s synapses surge trying to reactivate her brain, but only her implant turns back on. Her last projection shows scrambled and backwards but Charles is able to read her last though- sentence from across the room, “I can’t leave him, he’s still my star.”

 

MISSION COMPLETE
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

PERSONALLY CREATED LINKS WITHIN SIMON’S PITCH:

Captain Cosmos:
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WHO: Captain Cosmos.

WHAT: Superhero; abilities include: superhuman speed, nova hand blasts, and the knowledge of the cosmos.

WHERE: The Universe; primarily Earth-Valley 7, because their space burgers are to die for.

WHEN: Since birth; he was genetically engineered by the Orion Force to be a super soldier and to protect the Universe.

WHY: FOR THE STARS!
phaser:
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The phaser, like the robber’s goggles, was second issue. The plasma hub at the phaser’s center was not protected by the later models’ magnetic field filters. Because of this, whoever holds the phaser is subject to temporary non-existence shifts, which create an off color and translucent-like visual effect around the wielder’s hand and body; the wielder’s  hand is literally in and out of existence simultaneously. This effect should wear off in 4 Earth-hours after relinquishing the phaser, but if it does not, it is suggested to contact a physician immediately because the main side effect of phaser shifts is total and permanent non-existence.
 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

AFTER SIMON’S PITCH:
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“So?”

 

“…”

 

“…”

 

“zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz”

 

“So, I’m guessing your silence and Wesley’s beautiful musical accompaniment is a sign of disapproval?”

 

“It’s not that, Simon, it’s just…”

 

“What Rosalind is afraid to say is, you’re nuts. And I don’t blame her, rule #1 for being around nuts people is, never tell them they’re nuts or they’ll flip out on you.”

 

“I’m not nuts, Theo. It’s a sci-fi robbery, those aren’t overly uncommon on TV, plus, it  gets the job done in a fun, creative way. For the nerds out there they’ll love the subtle things like when the mother speaks Klingon, and everyone else can just enjoy the story. People will get a kick that Starbucks is still around, but it’s STARbucks, and all the other punny stuff.”

 

“Just cause you’re punny, doesn’t mean you’re funny. (pause) Ba-dum-TSH! See, that joke was just annoying, just like puns.”

 

“It’s not the puns, it’s the lack of romance. The real story is between Charles and Miranda. All the interesting tech stuff just overwhelms the story.” Rosalind speaks softly, half out of respect for Simon’s pitch, half in order to not wake Wesley; after all, they only have an hour left to finish the script and worrying Wesley wasn’t going to make the process any faster. 

 

“I don’t get it. We’re trying to make genre episodes interesting, but the fact is that everyone’s trying to do that. It’s unoriginal. Why don’t we take a new, more theoretical approach; make more of a statement, why isn’t it enough just to play on genre? Blur the heck out of it, and keep people guessing!?!”

 

“But people like genre, the reason those other shows are working is because people like to know where they stand. They expect aliens or mind-warp stuff in sci-fi and they expect passion in telenovelas. Mess with that and people will feel like they’ve been cheated.”

 

“You’re wrong Rosalind, people just don’t know what they want. They stick to these neat little boxes when they should explode them. Let’s though in some dynamite and see how that tastes!”  

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

THEO’S PITCH:
 
Episode opens with Miranda and her husband Charles walking into the local Starbucks. Charles forgets to hold open the door and Miranda, preoccupied with checking the messages on her phone, hits her head against the glass door.
 
“¡Joder, Charles!”
 
Already too far ahead, Charles doesn’t respond. Miranda walks up to him in line.
 

“What? (pause) Go find a vacant table and I’ll get the drinks.” Miranda scours at the back of her husband’s head as she leaves the line and finds a secluded section in the back of the Starbucks. The café is small with only a few tables and chairs. In the man in the corner reading the latest issue of Vandidas, México’s #1 fashion magazine, dressed is all black and wearing a pair goggle-like of transition sunglasses. Adjacent to Miranda there is a mother and her two sons, all slurping bright colored Frappuccinos. There are two baristas, one a tall gray haired man, the other a young girl who based on her nervous behavior and all-too-perky demeanor seems new. Miranda sits down and continues to scroll on her phone. She opens a new message. Her eyes widen as she begins to read, she gasps, but is interrupted by Charles’ return.
“Here.”

 

Miranda opens the lid of the cup in front of her and stares at the tan colored liquid inside. “What is dis?” Miranda’s questions angrily with a thick Spanish accent.
 

“A chai latte.”

 

“¿Tea? When dis the last time you saw me drink tea; there’s no caffeine in dis.”
 
“This is better for you than coffee, and Miranda, the word is, ‘is’ not ‘dis’. You moved out of México three years ago, it’s about time you started working on your English.”
 
“I do not drink the tea. I have never drinken the tea, and I will not lose my heritage for you, Charles, or anyone else.”
 
“Whatever you say, Miranda. Just try it.”
 
“¡You try ordering me what I want!”
 
“Well maybe you don’t know what you want.”
 
“I know exactly what I want. ¡You are the one who goes around sampling the local fruit, perhaps it dis you who does not know what he wants!”
 
“What is that supposed to mean?”
 
“You know exactly what it dis I mean.” Miranda stands up dramatically, pushing her chair backwards, allowing her long floral summer dress to brush the floor. 
 
“Quit being so dramatic, we aren’t in one of your soap operas, and no, why don’t you explain exactly what you are trying to say to me…”
 
“Excuse me…” one of the small boys sitting adjacent approaches Charles “are you Captain Cosmos?”
 
“Ha. Yes I am. You’ve got a good eye.” Charles turns to face the boy. He is seven or eight years old, wearing a bright yellow and blue Captain Cosmos t-shit, gripping his Strawberry Frappuccino with such excitement the cover begins to pop off. Miranda calms and sits back down, returning to her phone. 
 
“Can you say, ‘FOR THE STARS!’ just like you do in the movie?!?!?! Please, please!”

 

“Enrique, leave the man alone y come back here, ahora.” Enrique’s mother walks over to Charles and Miranda’s table to retrieve her son. 
 

“Oh, that’s alright. I always love to meet my fans, and it seems like this boy here is a pretty big fan, isn’t that right?” Charles looks down at Enrique as he asks. Miranda’s eyes stayed glued to her phone throughout the conversation.
 

“How about this, you go get some paper or a napkin and I’ll sign it for you. Just for you, Enrique.” 
 

“THANKS CAPTAIN!” Enrique runs back over to his brother to find a napkin.
“Gracias señor, for being so nice about this. We saw your movie just last week. Enrique won’t even take the shirt off yet, claro. It’s a torture to get him to take a bath. I have to convince him that fighting dirt is fighting for the stars!” They both laugh. Charles stands up and turns towards Enrique’s mother. She is tall with long black curly hair and is wearing a short red dress. “Aye por cierto, my name’s Carmon.”

 

“It’s wonderful to meet you Carmon, what a beautiful name, and I hope you enjoyed my movie just as much as your son.” Charles leans slightly against the wall, crisscrosses his arms, and smirks devilishly at Carmon. Miranda looks up and squints at her husband, her expression, steaming.
 
“It was a great movie. My youngest, Ricardo aquí,” Carmen points to her second son still sitting at their table “even enjoyed it, and it’s difficult to get him to sit for anything. But how can I get mad at such an adorable bebito, only four years old? (pause) Aye, lo siento, am I interrupting?” Carmon looks towards Miranda. 
 
“Oh no no, do not worry, mi marido loves to chat, I am used to it. I am happy you and your boys enjoyed the movie.” Miranda’s smile seemed plastered. 
 
“Your husband, oh… so how is it being married to Captain Cosmos?”
 
“Oh, usted se puede imaginar, es une life del amor.” Miranda laughs weakly at her own pun and returns back to her phone.
 
“Oh. That… must be nice…” Carmon, realizing that Miranda is no longer paying attention to their conversation, addresses the rest of her sentence to Charles, “and I see your wife is from México, yo también, pero mis sons do not remember it there. We moved to America a few years before this.”
 
“Ah! Well, welcome to America!” Charles bows his head slightly as they both chuckle. “And, I apologize for my wife’s humor, she hasn’t had her daily dose of caffeine yet.” Both Charles and Carmon laugh. 
 
Miranda mumbles without looking up from her phone, “Well, that is because I am drinking tea, idiota.” 
 
“You on the other hand Carmon, seem muy perky,” Charles looks into Sam’s eyes, “for a mother of two.” 
 
Enrique returns holding a napkin, this time along with his younger brother, Roberto. “ Here Captain! Can you sign one for my brother too? And then can you say FOR THE STARS!, and then could you tell us all about being a sci-fi superhero, and what it’s like in space, and…”
 
“¡Más despacio Enrique, give the man a moment to catch his breath!”
 
Charles laughs lightly and looks at Carmen, “Would you happen to have a pen on you?”
 
“Oh, actually I don’t think I do.” Sam feels around her dress sensually, knowing full well that she has no pockets. Enrique’s expression becomes worried. 
 
“No problem.” Charles walks over to the counter and asks the tall gray-haired worker, “Would you happen to have a pen I could borrow for a minute?” 

“No, I’m sorry sir.” The tall man’s name tag reads Steve, and he continues to pour a cup of black coffee into a grande sized cup for a waiting customer.
 
“¡I do!” The all-too-perky young barista, whose name tag reads Joules, interrupts and hands Charles a Bic pen from her pocket. 
 
Charles glares down as the young barista’s chest, her dyes light blue hair lying gently against on her bosom, and then points to her name tag and replies, “Thank you, Joules.” Charles takes the pen and winks at Joules. Charles then starts to walk back to his table. Miranda, having noticed her husband’s subtle wink at Joules stops texting mid-sentence, lays her phone on the table and again passionately leaves her seat, sighing heavily and ranting incomprehensibly in Spanish under her breath. Unacknowledged by Charles, she walks to the counter and orders a tall black Columbian Brew coffee from Steve. As soon as he hands it to her, she takes a large gulp of the steaming beverage. Surprised, Steve looks up and smiles understandingly. 
 
“So Enrique, where’s that napkin?” Charles speaks in a kid-friendly tone as Enrique, his excitement reinvigorated, hands Charles the napkin. Charles sits down at the table and begins to write and read out loud; “To two brave boys, remember that no matter the darkness or evil you may face, you will always win when you fight…” Charles writes three more words on the napkin, but for effect doesn’t read them out loud. Instead, he stands up, smiles at Carmen, and then gazes dramatically towards the ceiling and finishes his sentence, “…FOR THE STARS!” 
 
At the word “STARS” several events occur: Joules, Steve, Carmen, Enrique, and his brother Roberto all look towards Charles; both Enrique and Roberto smile ferociously; Miranda continues to stand at the counter drinking her coffee; and the man in black sporting thick transition goggles leaves his table and quickly springs to the counter, gliding between the open tables and chairs in his way until he reaches  Miranda, grabbing her around the neck and pointing a phaser in Joules’ face.
Surprised, Miranda screams and drops her Columbian Brew, burning the man’s hand around her throat. He yells, and lets go of Miranda, giving Steve enough time to tackle Joules out of the way, pinning her to the floor. At Miranda’s scream, Charles turns around. Startled, he runs, and ducks down behind the table knocking Miranda’s phone onto the ground. Carmen grabs her boys and lays down on the floor covering them. The robber regains his composure and recaptures Miranda, his hand back around her neck. He points his phaser where Joules once stood. 
 
“Someone open the blasted register, or I’ll phase her out of existence!” Steve keeps Joules pinned down behind the counter as he reaches for the emergency phone. Seeing his hand reaching, the robber fires a shot behind the counter just missing Steve’s hand, phasing a coffee cup into non-existence.
 
Shocked and confused Steve yells from behind the counter, “What the hell is that thing?!?! What just happened?”
 
“That’s right puny starling, you’ve only seen this gear in your so called movies like that Captain Cosmos film. Well guess what you insignificant speck, this is real! Now, get up! Stand the black-hole up! Stand up!” 

Steve slowly stands, his expression calm. “Ok, ok. Just let her go and I’ll give you the money.” Steve walks towards the register and opens it. 
 
Enrique, hidden beneath his mother is able to gaze back at Charles. Seeing his hero, Captain Cosmos, cowering behind the table, he begins to sweep. He looks forward again and notices the signed napkin lying on the floor near the counter, drenched in Miranda’s split coffee. Carmen reaches into her pocket slowly, trying to get her phone loose. 
 
“Fill it!” The man uses his hand holding the gun to quickly pull out a collapsible cube from his back pocket. As soon as it hits the counter it expands into a 12 inch by 12 inch container. “At light speed, hurry!” Steve begins to fill the bag. The robber, noticing Carmen reaching in her pocket turns his head towards her and yells, “Don’t move you nova! I’ll phase her, I swear it!” 
Steve takes this opportunity to grab a glass container of Frappuccino off of the counter and lunges in an attempt to smash the glass against the robber’s head. The robber, noticing movement, starts to turn and the container smashes onto his shoulder instead. He immediately lets go of Miranda who slips on the spilt coffee and crashes to the ground. There she looks up and makes eye contact with husband, still hidden behind their table. He’s expression reads terror and his pupils are almost vibrating with fear. She gazes into them with the purest form of disgust. Their gaze seems to last for several minutes when in reality it was a few seconds before a blast shot out. The impact of the glass container on the robber’s shoulder had made him lower his phaser, turn sideways and accidently pull the trigger.
 
“Ah!” Steve lunges over the counter and tackles the robber to the ground. He wrestles the phaser away from the robber and uses its handle to knock him unconscious. Quickly, Steve walks away from the man and kneels down next to Miranda, lying dead, her body slowly disintegrating into non-existence. After checking her pulse, Steve closes his eyes for a moment and then screams, “NOOOOOOO!” 
 
Carmen sits up presses both of her boys to her chest, covering their eyes as she stares helplessly into the dark brown pool of blood and coffee that surrounds Miranda’s body. Both Enrique and Roberto, overcome and exhausted cry hysterically, muffled by their mother. 
 
Preoccupied by despair, no one notices the robber regain consciousness and flee the Starbucks. All you hear is the low rumble of his get-a-way hover-ship in the distance. Immediately he activate mirror-mode and becomes invisible as he flies by the Starbucks, never to be seen again. 
 
Charles remains motionless, still hidden behind the table. Charles’ breath becomes frantic and he looks around wildly, unable to focus, until his eyes settle on Miranda’s fallen phone next to his foot. Her unfinished text reads, “I can’t leave him, he’s still my star.”
 
LA MISION FINAL
 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

PERSONALLY CREATED LINKS IN THEO’S PITCH:  except Captain Corazón, all previously created links are present in Theo’s pitch.  

 ------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
AFTER THEO’S PITCH:

“What was that?”

 

“Oh, Wesley, you’re up.”

 

“Yes, Theo, now does someone want to tell me what I just heard…or, am I still asleep, cause I’m confused.”

 

“Well, you said ‘total license’, so, we came up with a sort of, romance sci-fi epic genre episode to get the story across, amuse all audiences and blur the boxes of genre. All in all I think our pitch is pretty revolutionary. Right, guys?” Theo looks around to Rosalind and Simon, hoping for an ounce of comradery, but they are both fixed on Wesley, trying to read his reaction to Theo’s pitch defense. 

 

Silence. 

 

Still silence. 

 

And then, Wesley replies…
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
WESLEY’S REPLY:

“What?!? Wait a minute, start over. How did this begin?”
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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