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BLACK SCREEN:

SUPER: 
"Carpe noctem; audeamus somnio. 
Seize the night; let us dare to 
dream."

Sounds of the wind's fury HOWL o.s. and rush... 

FADE IN:

INT. SMALL PLANE - DAY

... through an open door. A FAMILY - A MAN, WOMAN, TEEN GIRL, 
and TWEEN BOY - are jump ready. A green light flickers on. 

The parents and girl dive into free fall. The confident GUIDE 
smiles, pats the boy on his back. 

 GUIDE
Just like we practiced.

The boy leaps from the plane; the guide is an instant behind. 

EXT. MIDAIR - DAY

At terminal velocity, the group forms a wide circle with 
their arms outstretched. The guide signals a thumbs up. They 
move apart. 

EXT. RESORT - ESTABLISHING - NIGHT

Soft lights shimmer along the colonial brick driveway where 
several cars are parked at the covered entrance of a quaint, 
luxurious resort. The landscaping is immaculate in detail. 

INT. VIRTUAL REALITY (VR) PROGRAM ROOM - NIGHT 

Monitors beep, lights flash, and arrows move on various 
gauges on a control panel. Bundles of cable lead from it.

WEAVER (V.O.)
Creating a virtual world through 
dreams is ground-breaking. 

ON STUDIO SCREEN: All except the boy pull a ripcord on their 
parachutes. 

WEAVER (V.O.)  (CONT'D)
I control your sleep, your brain 
synapses, even your ability to 
reason.
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ON SPLIT SCREEN: The boy remains in free fall. His family 
maneuver their parachutes toward a target of blue smoke.

INT. DREAM ROOM - NIGHT

In rapid-eye-movement (REM) sleep, the family wear head gear 
with cuffs on their fingers. Leg braces and forearm crutches 
lean against the boy's lounger. 

INT. VR PROGRAM ROOM - NIGHT 

WEAVER (O.S.)
You think you're safe when you're 
asleep. 

ON SPLIT SCREEN: The chute opens, jerks the boy's head back 
forcefully.

WEAVER (O.S.)  (CONT'D)
As dreams surface, so does fear, 
and we're all afraid of something. 

The dream programmer is NATHAN WEAVER (24) who fidgets 
nervously, warily glances over his shoulder. 

WEAVER  (CONT'D)
I want this boy and all our guests 
to experience their darkest fears 
and overcome them.

ON SPLIT SCREEN: The boy lands in a smooth stride near the 
target. 

Weaver increases the beta and alpha waves to maintain the 
boy's dream state. He loads a flash drive in the computer. 

WEAVER (CONT'D)
I realize what God felt like when 
he created wind.

ON SPLIT SCREEN: Wind gusts sweep up the boy's canopy, drags 
him face first along the ground. 

WEAVER (CONT'D)
Oooh! That's gotta' hurt.

INT. DREAM ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The boy grimaces, his feet quiver, his upper torso jerks. 
With his arms raised, he locks both fists. 
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EXT./INT. VR PROGRAM ROOM - NIGHT 

ON SIGN BESIDE DOOR: Virtual Programming, Employees Only! 

A nosey security guard, BILL CLARK (50's) unlocks the door. 
He prances inside with his chest out like he owns the place. 

Weaver JUMPS, startled. The boy continues to eat dirt.

BILL
Checking in early. 

WEAVER
All's well... 

( )to himself
...'til you showed up.

Bill notices the boy's outstretched arms through a window. 

BILL
What's wrong with the kid?

Weaver flips a switch, causes the studio screen to go blank. 

WEAVER
Cerebral palsy. 

Weaver presses an escape key; the wind program ceases. At a 
table, Bill swirls a pot of black syrup, once coffee. 

BILL
Where's my fresh cup?

Bill gestures at a wall clock facing them. ON CLOCK: 12:20. 

WEAVER
After this family's settled in for 
the night. 

BILL
Be back in ten. The large cup.

Bill meanders out. Weaver salutes in Nazi fashion, pounds his 
fist on a chair.

ON STUDIO SCREEN: His family helps the boy gather in his 
parachute. The boy's nose bleeds, his fingers are blistered. 
The guide gives the boy a chest-bump. 

GUIDE
Way to go, cowboy.

BACK TO SCENE

Weaver kisses the flash drive, slips it in his shirt pocket. 



4.

WEAVER
Another satisfied customer. Hope 
you enjoyed your flight. 

Weaver ends the dreams sequence, starts the delta cycle. The 
waves modulations slow. Pulse rates and oxygen levels return 
to normal. 

INT. DREAM ROOM - NIGHT

Spots of blood appear on the boy's pillow. The family's in 
deep sleep. The man snores. 

SUPER: "DURHAM, NORTH CAROLINA"

INT./EXT. HANK'S APARTMENT, HALLWAY - DAY 

GINGER DAVIS (20) raps on the door. Sensuality flows from 
every pore. Curves in all the right places match her petite 
body. 

Ginger rummages through her designer purse, pulls out a key, 
unlocks the door, pokes her head inside. 

GINGER
Hank?

BEDROOM

A yard sale. Clothes in bundles on the floor. Complex 
molecular models scattered like tinker toys. 

A digital clock blinks repeatedly: 12:00 AM. 

HANK CHANDLER (21) in briefs, no shirt, wash-board abs; he 
thrashes about on his bed, eyes twitch from side to side 
beneath closed lids. Three day stubble on his dimpled cheeks. 

DREAM SEQUENCE - HANK'S LIVING ROOM

Straddling Hank on a sofa, Ginger unhooks her bra, pulls it 
from beneath her blouse, smiles in a sexy sway. 

She opens the buttons on her blouse in a tease, starting from 
the top, moving down ever so slowly.

GINGER (V.O.)
Wake up, Hank! You're having a 
nightmare. 

END DREAM SEQUENCE. 
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Hank MUMBLES. Ginger shakes Hank's shoulders. Hank awakens in 
a panic, stares at the flashing clock. 

HANK
Oh no, not today.

Hank leaps from his bed, searches frantically beneath 
wrinkled slacks, a chemistry textbook, and his back-pack.

GINGER
Almost nine. When you didn't show 
for breakfast, I came over.

Nonchalant, Ginger hands Hank a watch from the night stand.

GINGER (CONT'D)
I thought you were a genius?

Hank dresses at light speed. 

HANK
How'd you get in here?

Peeved, Ginger holds up a key.

GINGER
Saturday night. 

Hank stuffs a university Blue Book and a bottle of water in 
his back-pack, reaches in his pocket, comes up empty handed.

HANK
Keys! Keys! 

Ginger causally picks up a set of keys in plain sight from 
atop his dresser; she rattles the keys, tosses them to Hank. 
Ginger pecks Hank on his cheek; he nibbles her earlobe. 

GINGER
Ah, ah, ah. Leave already.

Hank dashes out, returns. Ginger holds out his back-pack. 

GINGER (CONT'D)
Forget something?

EXT. 4-LANE BOULEVARD - DAY 

A funeral procession - a mile long. Hank slows to a crawl. 

 HANK
My very best to the family.

Hank salutes, peels away in his Civic, takes a side street.
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EXT./INT. HANK'S CIVIC - DAY

A caboose passes; a railroad crossing sign in Hank's lane 
remains down. A stalled car is in front of him. 

HANK
What's your problem, bucko!

A brief opening. Hank whips around the car, barely misses an 
oncoming concrete truck. A horn BLARES. Hank gets the finger. 

EXT. BUSY INTERSECTION - DAY

Steam billows from Hank's hood. Tires SQUEAL as Hank races 
across the street, scampers toward a university campus. 

INT. UNIVERSITY CLASSROOM, HALLWAY - DAY 

INSERT - SIGN ON DOOR

It reads: "LOCKED @ 9:00. EXAM. QUIET!" 

BACK TO SCENE

Hank tries the knob - locked; he pounds the door to no avail. 
He throws his back-pack down the hall, slumps to the floor. 

HANK
Aaaaaah! 

INT. UNIVERSITY CLASSROOM - DAY

A snooty FEMALE PROFESSOR sits at a lab table, grades papers, 
ignores Hank who slips quietly beside her.

PROFESSOR
Mr. Andrews. How have you been?

Hank drops his back-pack, throws up his hands. 

HANK
My Honda overheated. I left it and 
ran. 

Without expression, the professor glances at her watch, pulls 
her glasses down on her snubby nose.

PROFESSOR
And?

HANK
( )pleads

I was here at 9:25. 
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The professor continues grading.

PROFESSOR
You know my rules. 

Hank slouches, turns to leave. The professor looks up. 

PROFESSOR  (CONT'D)
This isn't what I would expect of a 
Goldwater scholarship recipient. 

EXT. POLICE IMPOUND LOT - DAY

A FEMALE OFFICER, all business, escorts Hank to his Civic, 
releases the lock break, hands Hank a clipboard. 

OFFICER
It doesn't start, you get your own 
wrecker. Forty bucks a day. 

Hank signs a form, gets his keys. The officer leaves. Hank 
climbs in, turns the key. Nothing. His cell phone CHIMES.

HANK
Oh, hi mom... doing great. 

Hank pumps the gas pedal, tries again. It fails to turn over. 

HANK (CONT'D)
Yeah, just finished my organic 
final... aced it... be home soon... 
... okay. Bye.

INT. HANK'S APARTMENT - FOYER - DAY

Hank flips through his mail, opens a pink envelope, glances 
at the card, pulls out a photo. Hank's pupils dilate.

ON PHOTO: Ginger poses in a skimpy, orange bathing suit. 

HANK
Ooh-la-la. 

INSERT - CARD

Which reads: 

          "We'll meet up this summer as planned

          during your vacation, continue where

          we left off. XXOO, Ginger." 
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INT. CARRIE'S BEDROOM - DAY 

A woman's Olympic team poster on a wall. Athletic trophies 
fill one shelf. Figero, a staffed cat lies on the bedspread. 

With her back turned, wearing a sports bra and shorts, CARRIE 
ANDREWS (15) picks up a photo frame from her dresser. 

ON PHOTO: Carrie (7) sits on the shoulders of a MAN (30's) 
standing beside the costumed character of Pinocchio in front 
of Cinderella's castle. She holds Figero, half her size. 

CARRIE (O.S.)
It's time I stop believing in fairy 
tales.

Carrie flips the frame upside down on the dresser, slips a 
jersey over her broad shoulders, turns, puts on soccer shoes. 

Her soft, blue eyes and a pixie nose sprinkled with freckles 
lights up her everyday face. She's no poster girl, however. 
Her toned body provides but a clue to her competitive fire.

CARRIE (V.O.)  (CONT'D)
Dad's never going to watch me play.

She grabs a soccer ball, jogs out.

CARRIE (CONT'D)
Mom, off to practice.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY

With Popeye forearms, TOM ANDREWS (40's) inspects trusses on 
a building supply truck which pulls to a stop beside him. Tom 
has a neck thick as an oak with a backbone to match.

He throws his hard-hat on the gravel, faces the driver with 
angular jaws of a Great Dane sneering down an intruder.

TOM
Can't you knuckle-heads get 
anything right? 

Tom's carpentry CREW of FIVE YOUNG MEN gather around the cab. 

CREW
( )simultaneously

Sic 'em, boss. That guy's toast. 
Hope he's insured? He doesn't know 
who he's dealing with. I'd hate to 
be in his shoes.

TOM
Ladies, that roof's going on today!
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The crew scatters, load nail guns, get out ladders. 

TOM (CONT'D)
Scoot over, Daisy Duck.

The driver hesitates. Tom opens the cab door. 

TOM (CONT'D)
You heard me, son. Those Michelins 
won't take a hit from a nail gun.

The driver scoots over. Tom steps up on the running board, 
gets a RING, flips open his cell.

INT./EXT. HANK'S CIVIC - DAY

Hank's parked in the lot outside a restaurant. 

INTERCUT - TELEPHONE CONVERSATION

TOM
Andrews construction. 

HANK
Heading home. Feels great to have 
my finals done. 

TOM
I know you did well.

( )beat
Can you cancel our reservation? I'm 
swamped.

HANK
Too late. Nonrefundable.

TOM
You're mom 'll be there.

HANK
It's been four months since you and 
mom split. 

( )beat
Remember our trip when you and I 
blew a wad shootin' hoops for 
Carrie's stuffed cat at Disney. 

TOM
If you see me, you see me. 

EXT. SOCCER TOURNAMENT, PITCH - NIGHT

ON SCOREBOARD: Tied, 0-0. The clock winds down with less than 
a minute to go. 
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Carrie dribbles between two DEFENDERS at midfield. She passes 
to her TEAMMATE in the goal box. 

CARRIE
Now!

Moving like a gazelle on steroids, Carrie elbows past a 
DEFENDER in the penalty box, stretches in a flying leap as 
the ball arrives. 

CARRIE (CONT'D)
Yaaaaaah! 

Her header sizzles in the net. A whistle BLOWS. Carrie's 
TEAMMATES pile on her like a stack of flap jacks. 

Carrie's climbs out, sprints to her COACH on the sidelines. 
He gives her a double, high-five.

COACH
You smoked it, little lady.

CARRIE
If my penalty shot hadn't rebounded 
off the post, we'd have a cushion 
before the second half. 

PITCH, SIDELINES 

Around a bench, Carrie's TEAM consume orange slices as if an 
orange grove is nearby. 

MARY ANDREWS (40) short, petite, who could pass for Carrie's 
older sister, carries a container of orange slices.

MARY 
Carrie. Over here.

Carrie jogs up to the fence. Mary hands her the container. 

CARRIE
Thanks mom. 

Mary whispers in Carrie's ear. Carrie backs away, tosses up 
the container; orange slices fly everywhere.

CARRIE (CONT'D)
How could you! 

Carrie grabs a ball, drop kicks it into the parking lot. Her 
face scarlet, she bolts down the sidelines. 

COACH
Andrea. Get Carrie back here. Half 
time's over. 


