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INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT

HAROLD, 20s, in a “Bob’s Hardware” apron, stands in front 
of a life-sized cutout of the superhero Asura, 
advertising for an energy drink.

Vacant and tired, Harold stares at the words “TAKE 
CHARGE!” on the static display, then grabs a can.

A ROBBER wearing a hoodie enters the store and sticks a 
gun in the OWNER’s face.

ROBBER
Open the register. Do it, Quick.

Owner puts his hands up and looks at Harold.

OWNER
Not again. Uh, a little help?

Robber whirls and points the gun at Harold.

ROBBER
You, don’t move.

Harold zips right next to Robber faster than the eye can 
see and knocks him out with a punch.

Harold picks up the gun and ejects the magazine. The 
magazine is empty.

OWNER
Thank you so much, Harold. Second time 
this week. I’m glad you were here. I 
could have been killed.

Harold hides the empty magazine.

HAROLD
Right. Hey, have you ever thought about 
maybe hiring a powered person to help 
protect this place? I’m available.

OWNER
I’m sorry, Harold. I know you want to be 
a pro hero, but I don’t have the money.

Owner nods to a security camera.

OWNER (CONT'D)
I can give you a copy of the security 
footage to use for your reel. And 
consider that drink on the house.
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INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

Harold enters his apartment and squeezes past DAKOTA, 
20s, hunched over his laptop. Dakota doesn’t look away 
from the screen as he talks.

DAKOTA
Hey, man. You’re home late.

HAROLD
I stopped a robbery at the gas station.

DAKOTA
Nice. He give you anything?

Harold waves a USB stick in the air.

Dakota glances at it and chuckles.

DAKOTA (CONT'D)
Nice. Still going on patrol tonight?

Harold drops into a cheap chair.

HAROLD
I think I’ve had enough of the superhero 
life for one day. I should’ve just 
studied game design, like you.

DAKOTA
No one’s hiring game designers right out 
of college either, man. That’s why I’m 
making my own game. You gotta be somebody 
before they’ll let you be somebody.

HAROLD
Good for you. What am I supposed to do?

DAKOTA
Something big. What’s the superhero 
equivalent of making your own way?

HAROLD
Stopping my own crime? I could start a 
fire and put it out.

DAKOTA
I like where your head’s at, but maybe 
think of something a little less stupid.

Dakota clicks through a few windows on his computer.
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DAKOTA (CONT'D)
I’m making my own game because that’s 
what the big boys do. You have to do the 
same. You have to stop a big boy crime.

HAROLD
Asura gets all the big crimes.

DAKOTA
Exactly.

Dakota points to the computer screen.

DAKOTA (CONT'D)
Behold, The Asura Superfan Page. We can 
find out what crimes Asura’s on tonight.

Harold stands behind Dakota and looks at the screen. 

Forum discussions and pictures of the superhero, Asura, 
clutter the page. More corporate logos cover Asura’s 
supersuit with each picture Dakota clicks through.

HAROLD
So?

DAKOTA
So you’re gonna do ‘em first.

HAROLD
You want me to poach Asura’s rescue?

DAKOTA
Totally.

A tone sounds on the computer.

DAKOTA (CONT'D)
Jackpot. This superfan says that Asura’s 
been called in to assist with a hostage 
situation. Here’s your chance.

HAROLD
Woah, I don’t know about this. I should 
probably just get back to patrolling.

DAKOTA
Do you want to make the big time or not?

HAROLD
This is nuts. I can’t just go down there 
and poach his rescue.
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DAKOTA
Why not? There a rule?

HAROLD
Basically. He’s there because he has 
permission. I could get arrested if I go.

DAKOTA
Harold. Goner. If you don’t do this, 
you’ll be patrolling the streets until 
you puke and take up dentistry

HAROLD
Dentistry’s a noble profession.

DAKOTA
Harold.

Harold purses his lips and sighs.

EXT. URBAN STREET - ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Harold stands on a rooftop overlooking the street. Red 
and blue lights flicker over his homemade supersuit.

HAROLD
Okay. Okay, how do I-- 

Harold spies a side door with fewer cops watching it.

EXT. URBAN STREET - ALLEY - NIGHT

Harold sneaks up behind the officers and looks around. He 
takes a deep breath, cups his hands over his mouth, and 
makes a ridiculous bird noise.

The officers turn to see where the noise came from, but 
Harold already zipped to the door. He slips inside.

INT. BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

Harold sneaks through a bare hallway, finds a set of 
stairs, and hurries up them.

Harold emerges from the stairwell and discovers ASURA, 
40s, leaning against a wall and scrolling through his 
phone. Logos dominate Asura’s supersuit.

HAROLD
Oh, wow.
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Asura hurries to put his phone away.

ASURA
Oh sh-- Uh, hey. Hey there, citizen. This 
is a crime scene. Please disperse.

HAROLD
I never thought I’d actually meet you.

Harold marches down the hallway and offers his hand.

HAROLD (CONT'D)
I’m Harold. Well, I suppose you should 
call me “The Goner.”

Asura shakes Harold’s hand with some reluctance.

ASURA
Really? Goner? That your superhero name?

HAROLD
Yeah,’cause I’m there-- 

Harold zips behind Asura.

HAROLD (CONT'D)
Then I’m gone.

Asura chuckles and turns.

ASURA
That’s cute. What brings you here, Goner?

HAROLD
Well, sir, I’m a powered person, like 
yourself, and I’m trying to become a real 
superhero, like yourself.

Asura puts his hands on his hips.

ASURA
Uh-huh.

HAROLD
I think I could really do some good out 
there and I’m sure you know that the 
first step to getting to your level is 
getting noticed, so I was just-- 

ASURA
You were just hoping to come in here and 
take some of the credit, were you?
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HAROLD
Uh, well, sir, I was just hoping that, 
since you’re such a, uh, paragon among 
superheroes that maybe you would, uh, be 
amenable to taking me under your wing.

Asura locks his eyes on Harold and paces toward him. 
Harold steps back to maintain the smallest distance.

HAROLD (CONT'D)
I, uh, I can assure you that I’m a very 
talented hero. I won’t disappoint you.

ASURA
Under my wing. Amenable. Well, Goner, I 
gotta tell you, I’m already disappointed.

Asura grabs Harold by his collar.

ASURA (CONT'D)
I’m disappointed that you’d think for a 
second that I’d let you undercut me.

Asura shoves Harold to the floor.

ASURA (CONT'D)
The last guy who tried this, I broke his 
legs. He’s using his powers to grill up 
burgers in Buffalo.

Asura punches down at Harold, but Harold zips behind him. 
Asura’s fist crunches into the wood floor.

HAROLD
I’m sorry. It was presumptuous of me to 
come here. It wasn’t even my idea to try 
to poach your rescue. I--

Asura stands and wheels on Harold.

ASURA
Poach now, is it?

HAROLD
Yes, but I didn’t want to do it. I told 
my friend. I told him it wasn’t right.

ASURA
Oh, I can’t blame you, but if you want to 
step on me to climb the ladder, you 
better be ready for a fall.

Asura swings at Harold.
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Harold zips behind Asura and shoves him. Asura growls.

HAROLD
Look, I’ll just leave. I didn’t want to 
be here, anyway.

Asura stabs a finger at Harold

ASURA
You do that. Go back to street patrol and 
find a mugging to stop.

Harold’s face darkens. Asura turns and stalks toward the 
end of the hallway.

ASURA (CONT'D)
Uppity-ass street rat.

Asura runs into Harold, who zipped into his path

ASURA (CONT'D)
What the--

Harold punches Asura across the face. Asura grunts and 
stretches his jaw. Harold shakes out his hand.

ASURA (CONT'D)
Mistake.

Asura lunges at Harold. Harold zips around and kicks 
Asura in the back of the leg. Asura drops to one knee and 
Harold belts him across the face.

Asura grabs at Harold, but Harold zips away.

ASURA (CONT'D)
Bastard.

Asura stands and pulls a fire extinguisher off the wall. 
He stalks to Harold and swings the fire extinguisher 
wherever Harold appears.

Harold zips around non-stop just to stay safe.

One of the doors in the hallway opens and a MAN in 
business casual holding a gun pokes his head out. He 
surveys the scene for a second, then ducks back inside.

Asura swings the extinguisher once more. Harold zips 
away. Asura throws the object at him and kicks backward.

Harold zips. Asura lands the kick square on Harold’s 
chest. Harold sprawls on the floor and gasps for air.
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Asura grabs Harold by the throat, lifts him, and pushes 
him against the wall. Harold chokes and sputters.

ASURA (CONT'D)
See now? We’re where we belong: me in the 
penthouse and you in the street.

Harold struggles against Asura’s superhuman grip.

ASURA (CONT'D)
This world has a food chain, and the top 
is reserved for predators.

Harold rams his knee into Asura’s groin. He does it again 
and Asura releases him.

Asura falls to his knees, cupping his groin.

Harold zips over to the fire extinguisher, zips back, and 
strikes Asura across the face.

Asura flops to the floor, unconscious.

Harold drops the fire extinguisher.

HAROLD
Maybe you’re right.

Harold drags Asura into a room and shuts the door, then 
he crosses the hallway and enters the room down the hall.

EXT. URBAN STREET - NIGHT

Red and blue lights flash across the scene as the 
hostages flee the building. A REPORTER calls the action.

REPORTER
It appears as if the hostages have been 
released. They are fleeing the building. 
See if you can catch Asura.

The cameraman points up at the building and a spotlight 
illuminates Harold posing in an open window.

REPORTER (CONT'D)
Who’s that?

HOSTAGE
He’s The Goner.

The cameraman pans and focuses on the hostage.
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HOSTAGE (CONT'D)
He really wanted us to know that.

REPORTER
He’s gone!

The cameraman pans back up to an empty window.

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

SUPER: “YEARS LATER”

Harold scans a warehouse with binoculars from his rooftop 
vantage point. He wears a professionally crafted 
supersuit dotted with corporate logos.

HAROLD
Not many guards.

CRISS CROSS, in a homemade supersuit, lands on the 
building. Harold glowers at her.

CRISS CROSS
Wow, The Goner, I can’t believe it.

Harold rolls his eyes and goes back to scouting.

CRISS CROSS (CONT'D)
I’m a huge fan. I have all your 
memorabilia: posters, toys, plushies, 
even those collectible restaurant cups.

Harold doesn’t react.

CRISS CROSS (CONT'D)
Oh, I’m Laurel, by the way, but I suppose 
you should call me Criss Cross. I’m 
trying to be a hero, like you.

Harold narrows his eyes.

CRISS CROSS (CONT'D)
I bet you’re taking care of hero stuff. I 
could help, if you don’t mind helping 
someone like me get a little experience.

Harold turns to look at the woman and snarls.

HAROLD
Looking to climb the ladder, are you?

###
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