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ACT ONE —THE TRAP

(Distant past)
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Scene One: “The Asset”
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INT. KENSHAW – MAIN BUILDING – DAY.

Nova Childs steps inside the Kenshaw compound.  The air, clean. Too clean.

It looks and feels like a sterilized lie.

She walks without hesitation. Her boots echo in the marble corridor like a warning. 

Glass doors hiss open on either side. 

Faces glance up from behind terminals, each one too calm, too polite. No names. No greetings. 

Just nods.

Just files being quietly closed when she enters.

They already know who she is.

She walks towards the elevator and stands alone.  Enters. Her reflection on the mirrored walls looks unfamiliar. Her hair is pulled tight; her eyes set like glass. She switched on.

She doesn’t blink. It doesn’t matter which way the elevator is going. Up or down. She’s ready. 

She doesn’t need to.

INT. KENSHAW – ELIRA KESTLE OFFICE – DAY

Elira Kestle waits in her office. It’s carved out of steel and shadow and bland walls. 

All angles and symmetry.  

Elira’s hair is cropped into a precision silver white bob. Professional, perfect. 

Suit tailored like armor.

Elira drums her fingers on top of her glass desk. 

She gestures Nova to sit.

ELIRA

You’re early. 

Her voice is sharp but smooth, like a blade with a silk handle.

NOVA (direct)

Nova shrugs.

I didn’t want to be late.

Elira slides a folder across the table. It’s thin.  

FOLDER LABEL: Asset 922-CH.

Nova does not expect that. 

ELIRA

Elira opens the folder. Looks directly at Nova.

Folder contents: Nova’s life, compressed into a few sheets of tightly controlled documents.

No college record. 

No formal agency training.

No references. Just field. 

Also, you have quite the instincts for someone your age.

She pauses. 

Do you know what that tells me?

Nova looks her dead in the eye.

NOVA

That I get results.

A faint smile twitches across Elira’s lips. 

ELIRA

That you’re loyal to no one. And you have time to develop a new loyalty. 

She doesn’t respond. Silence is her second language, her fall back. Helps her observe situations.

Elira leans forward.

ELIRA

Tell me something, Nova. What do you think we do here in this division? Why do you think we are here?

The question is a trap. Nova feels it immediately. Her hairs tingle. Not because she’s nervous. She’s excited to hedge her thoughts against the company’s knowledge. She wants to gamble. To win. 

Nova wants to lie. She’s good at it if she must. She knows this is the kind of place that reads biometric shifts and eye dilation mid-sentence.

NOVA

If I answer wrong, do I disappear? Mind erased or something.

Elira’s smile sharpens.

ELIRA

Elira laughs. 

We will get to the mind part later. 

The answer is no.  You won’t disappear.......... you’ll emerge. Promoted. 

Nova is assigned quarters, deep underground. She goes. No windows. No clocks. Stale walls. The room is dull but feels technically efficient. Nova looks around. 

The feel matches her coldness, hardness and technical prowess. 

The lights adjust to a false circadian rhythm. 

She knows not to trust it.

She unpacks nothing.

Not because she’s leaving. She already knows she won’t be the same when she does.

Two hours later. A voice buzzes through the intercom.

VOICE

Asset Childs. Prep room 3B. You’re needed.

Three men in suits sit behind and watch a screen in 3B.

INT. KENSHAW – R&D DIVISON– AFTERNOON

Nova enters a sealed observation chamber. A file on the table in front of her. A tall man paces on the other side of the glass. He’s nervous. Sweating. High-ranking, by the look of his shoes. He doesn’t see her.

She reads the file:
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