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FRAME 1

Al sitting on a chair at trace’s hair salon. He has one of 
those blankets around his neck. Wet hair. Closeup to his 
face. Trace is picking some sharp looking scissors from in 
front of him, so her hand comes very close to his face.

AL:
Are you... s-sure of what you’re 
doing? Something about augmented 
hybrids and sharp things is... 
scary.

FRAME 2

Al’s pov. He’s looking at the mirror. Trace bends over to 
have her head at the same level as Al’s. She has her fingers 
underneath his hair. She’s looking at him on a very 
condescending way.

TRACE:
Sweet, sweet boy, I spend all day 
trimming and stylizing girls 
COVERED in hair. I could do your 
tiny “tuff” of fur with my eyes 
closed.

FRAME 2

Front view of Al. Trace is ready to begin. Al is doing a 
“magnum” face. Fel is behind them, arms crossed. Expectant.

TRACE:
So, what are you looking for? 

AL:
...something sporty, windy you 
know? Fresh!

FRAME 2.1

3/4 profile view of fel looking at trace work. I’ll keep the 
same angle for this and next frame. Here, Fel doesn’t like 
how the haircut is going. She’s pucking her lips, like she’s 
thinking “eehhhhhh... no”

FEL:
...perhaps a little less fresh?



FRAME 2.2

Now fel has a big smile, putting her hands together right 
next to her face.

FEL:
Now pull it to the back? 
...gorgeous!

FRAME 3

AL’s pov again at the mirror. Trace is about to cut his 
antenna. Fel has desu diamonds.

AL:
Wow! I can actually feel the wind 
on my neck now!

TRACE:
One last detail and...

FRAME 3.1

Closeup to the back of his head, trace cuts the antenna.

*shick* Cuts antenna 

FRAME 3.2

Hair behind it raises back and takes its  place. Same angle 
as past frame.

TRACE:
Huh?

FRAME 4

Trace cuts his antenna again, and again another one pops back 
up.

A long shot. Cam is at trace’s desk looking at al, then 
trace, then fel on the back. Fel is trying to whisper 
something at trace. Al looks unimpressed. Trace has a 
troubled look. 

TRACE:
What the...

AL:
It’s futile...

2.



FEL:
I’ve tried in the past, believe 
me... (whispers) I think it has a 
mind of its own.
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