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COLD OPEN

EXT. ROCKY MOUNTAI N FOREST — DAY
SUPER: ESTES PARK, COLORADO — OCTCOBER 2016

HUGO (15, tall, heavy, the careful posture of a boy who
has spent a decade |earning not to break things) wal ks

t hrough dense pine forest with a HUNTER (50s, orange vest,
Rem ngton 700 slung over one shoulder). The hunter is a
nei ghbor —casual acquai ntance, the kind of invitation a
homeschool ed teenager accepts because invitations are
rare.

They nove through the trees. The hunter tal ks about elk
patterns, wind direction, the boring practical details of
stal ki ng. Hugo listens, his hands in his pockets, his
stride deliberately shortened to match the ol der man's
pace.

HUNTER
You ever shoot before?
HUGO
My dad took nme once. |I'mnot very

good.

This is a lie. Hugo has never fired a gun because Abednego
never allowed it —the recoil managenent woul d reveal too
much.

They stop at a clearing. The hunter sets up against a
fallen log, glassing the far tree line.

A branch SNAPS behind them The hunter spins —a refl ex,
pure startle response —and the Rem ngton di scharges.

The round hits Hugo's right thigh fromfour feet away.

Hugo staggers. Drops to one knee. Hi's hand goes to his
| eq.

CLOSE ON HUGO S THIGH. The denimis torn. Beneath it: a
red welt, already fading. On the ground beside his knee: a
.30-06 round, flattened into a copper disc. The bullet hit



Hugo Danner's thigh at 2,820 feet per second and stopped.

The hunter is white-faced, shaking, already reaching for
Hugo.

HUNTER
Oh God —oh Jesus, |'m—Ilet me see,

let me —

Hugo stands. He picks up the flattened round and closes it
in his fist.

HUGO
It's fine. It just grazed ne.

HUNTER
That didn't graze you, that hit you

dead center, | saw —

HUGO
(calm controlled, the voice
of a boy who has been |ying
about what he is for fifteen
years)
It grazed ne. Look.

He shows the hunter the welt —a red mark, nothing nore.

No bl ood. No entry wound. The hunter stares. His brain is
telling himwhat happened. H s eyes are telling him

sonet hing el se. The eyes win, because the alternative is

i npossi bl e.

HUNTER
Jesus. | —we should get you to a —

HUGO
I"'mfine. Let's go hone.

They wal k back through the forest. Hugo trails behind. He
opens his fist and | ooks at the flattened round. H's face
is not relief. It is the face of a boy discovering anot her
t hing about hinself that he will never be able to tel
anyone.

> TI TLE CARD: CALI BRATI ON



ACT ONE

| NT. DANNER GARACGE LABORATORY — NI GHT
SUPER: TWO YEARS LATER —2018

Hugo (17, larger now, 6' 1", 245 |bs, the body of a nman on
a teenager's frane) sits at the workbench. Before him
Abednego’' s journal. Five conposition notebooks, dense with
handwiting, diagrans, gene maps, dosing cal cul ations.

He's been reading for hours. The journal tells the
conplete story —the research, the cat, the injection, the
fourteen-gene cascade, the AAV vector design.

Hugo cl oses the | ast notebook. He stacks them neatly. He
sits in the garage where his father nodified himbefore he
was born, and he is very still.

| NT. DANNER HOME —KI TCHEN — CONTI NUOUS

ABEDNEGO (56, thinner, grayer, the two-decade erosion of a
man carrying a secret) sits at the kitchen table. Coffee.
The eternal notebook. He hears Hugo on the stairs.

Hugo enters. He sets the five journals on the table, one
by one. The sound of each notebook | anding is deliberate,
measured —the way Hugo does everything.

Abednego stares at the journals. He knows.

HUGO
| read them

Si | ence.

HUGO ( CONT' D)
Al of them

ABEDNEGO
When did you —

HUGO
Last week. The lock on the filing

cabi net was three-doll ar hardwar e,



Dad.

Abednego | ooks at his son. Hugo sits across fromhim—the
sane table, the sanme configuration as every crisis this
fam |y has processed.

HUGO ( CONT' D)
The sci ence was magni ficent.

Abednego's face flickers —surprise, sonething like
gratitude.

HUGO ( CONT' D)
What you did to Mom was unforgivable

The gratitude dies. Abednego sits with the sentence. He
does not argue. He does not defend. He sits.

ABEDNEGO
Yes.

HUGO
She knew. The whole tinme. She knew,

and she stayed, and she raised ne, and
she taught me how to hold a gl ass

w t hout breaking it. And you let her
carry that al one.

ABEDNEGO
| didn't let her —

HUGO
You injected a pregnant woman in her

sl eep. Everything after that is her
carryi ng what you did.

Beat. The kitchen clock ticks. Wnd agai nst the w ndows.

ABEDNEGO
What do you want ne to say?

HUGO
| don't want you to say anything. |

want you to know that | understand
exactly what you are. You're
brilliant. You're a coward. And |'m



what happens when those two things
neet .

Hugo stands. He wal ks to the door. Stops.

HUGO ( CONT' D)

|"mgoing to college. CU Boulder. I'm
going to try to be normal for four
years. If it works, I'll be sonething.

If it doesn't —

He doesn't finish the sentence. He | eaves. Abednego sits
alone with the journals.

EXT. CU BOULDER CAMPUS — DAY
SUPER: CU BOULDER — AUGUST 2020

W de shot: the Flatirons. The canpus spread bel ow,

sandst one buil di ngs, students everywhere. Hugo (19, 6'2",
265 | bs, wearing a backpack that | ooks snmall on him wal ks
across canmpus. He is enornous. People notice. People

al ways noti ce.

He navigates the crowd with the careful spacing of a man
wal ki ng through a field of soap bubbles. He does not brush
shoul ders. He does not bunp backpacks. Every step is a

cal cul ati on.

| NT. BAKER HALL — DORM ROOM — DAY

Hugo opens the door to a standard double room One side is
al ready occupi ed —posters (Kendrick Lamar, the Broncos, a
Reservoir Dogs print), a laptop, clothes scattered with
the confident disorder of soneone confortable wth space.

MARCUS WEBB (19, Bl ack, average build, the easy energy of
a person who has never been afraid of a roon) is lying on
his bed, scrolling his phone. He | ooks up.

MARCUS
Holy shit.

Hugo freezes in the doorway.



MARCUS ( CONT' D)
You're ny roommat e?

HUGO
Hugo. Danner.

MARCUS
Mar cus Webb. Dude, you | ook |ike you
coul d bench-press a car.

Hugo sets his bag down. Carefully.

HUGO
| get that a |ot.

MARCUS
VWhat are you, football? You gotta be
f oot bal | .

HUGO

| haven't decided yet.

MARCUS
Wth that build? Bro, Coach Dorrel

woul d [ ose his mnd. Wal k-on tryouts
are next week.

Hugo sits on his bed. The frame creaks. Marcus noti ces.

MARCUS ( CONT' D)
You want the bottom bunk? Because
honestly, I'mworried about structural

integrity.
Hugo alnost smiles. It is the first tinme in a long tine
sonmeone has nade him al nost smle
EXT. FOLSOM FI ELD —WALK- ON TRYOQUTS — DAY
SUPER: WALK- ON TRYQUTS — SEPTEMBER 2020

Forty hopefuls line up on the track. Hugo stands anong
them —visibly the largest, visibly the nost out of place.
He wears generic workout clothes. No branded gear, no high
school letters, no training canp tan.



The STRENGTH COACH reads off the protocol: 40-yard dash,
bench press reps at 225, vertical junp, agility shuttle.

40-yard dash. Hugo lines up. He runs.

CLOSE ON HUGO S FACE as he runs. He is counting.
Calibrating. H s body wants to nove at 75 mles per hour.
He lets it nove at roughly 21. The effort of running
slowy is visible —a tightening around his eyes, a
conscious throttling.

The tinmer reads: 4.31 seconds.

The strength coach | ooks at the timer. Looks at Hugo.
Looks at the timer again.

STRENGTH COACH
Run it again.

Hugo runs it again. 4.33. The coach wites the nunber
down. His hand is shaking slightly.

Bench press. 225 pounds on the bar. Hugo |ies down. He
begins pressing. Each rep is identical —the sane speed,
the sanme range of notion, the sane controll ed exhal ation.
He is performng "elite human" with the precision of a
concert pianist playing scal es.

He racks the bar at 42 reps. The actual limt of his
endurance is sonmewhere north of 1,000. He chose 42 because
it's extraordi nary but docunented —a first-round conbi ne
nunber, not an inpossibility.

Vertical junp. 41 inches. Hugo could clear a building. He
clears 41 inches.

The coaching staff huddl es. Hugo stands al one, drinking
wat er, watching the other wal k-ons with the detached focus
of a man who has just perfornmed the nost el aborate act of
restraint of his life.

HEAD COACH appr oaches Hugo.

HEAD CQACH
Hugo Danner? No hi gh school tape?



HUGO
Honmeschool ed. Estes Park.

HEAD CQACH
You ever play organi zed ball?

HUGO
No sir.

The coach studies him Hugo neets his eyes —cal m steady,
the practiced bl ankness of a man who has been hiding in
pl ain sight for nineteen years.

HEAD CQOACH
You just ran a 4.31 forty at 265

pounds with no coaching. What the hel
have you been doi ng?

HUGO
Hi ki ng.
ACT TWO

| NT. BAKER HALL — DORM ROOM — NI GHT

Marcus is on his bed. Hugo enters, drops his bag.

MARCUS
wel | ?
HUGO
| made the team
MARCUS
Qovi ously you nade the team What
position?
HUGO
Li nebacker.
MARCUS
(sitting up)

Wal k-on to starting |ineup?

HUGO
Practice squad. For now.



MARCUS
For now. Right. The 265-pound freak

athlete fromthe nmountains is going to
ride the bench.

Hugo sits at his desk. He opens a textbook. Environnental
science. He reads with the focused attention of soneone
who has spent his life studying things nore carefully than
anyone around him

MARCUS ( CONT' D)
You know what your problemis?

HUGO
VWi ch one?

MARCUS
You don't take up space. You're the

bi ggest person on any canpus in
America, and you nove |ike you're
trying to di sappear.

Hugo | ooks at Marcus. No one has ever articulated this to
hi m bef ore.

MARCUS ( CONT' D)
"' ma conmuni cations mgjor. | study
how peopl e present thensel ves. You
present |like a guy who's afraid of his
own shadow. Except your shadow is
si x-two and wei ghs as much as a
washi ng nmachi ne.

HUGO
What woul d you suggest ?
MARCUS
Take up space, man. You're here. Be

her e.

Hugo considers this. It is the opposite of every |lesson
his father ever taught him

EXT. CU CAMPUS —LI BRARY LAWN — DAY



Hugo sits on the grass, reading. ELENA NAVARRO (21,
Latina, dark hair, the confident posture of a wonman
working toward a PhD at twenty-one) sits nearby, also
reading. Different book. Different field. Same patch of
grass.

She gl ances at Hugo's book. He gl ances at hers. Mol ecul ar
bi ol ogy.

ELENA
You' re readi ng Kol bert.
HUGO
The Sixth Extinction. For class.
ELENA
That book changed ny |ife when | was
Si xt een.
HUGO

What are you readi ng?

ELENA
Doudna. A Crack in Creation. CR SPR

Hugo's face does something —a stillness, a mcro-flinch
that El ena notices but cannot interpret.

HUGO
s it good?

ELENA
It's the nost inportant technol ogy

humans have ever devel oped. O the
nost dangerous. Possibly both.

She extends her hand. Hugo takes it. The handshake —
cali brated, precise, the exact pressure his father taught
himat five years old.

ELENA ( CONT' D)
El ena Navarro. Mol ecul ar bi ol ogy.

HUGO
Hugo Danner. Environnental science.

ELENA



You're on the footbhall team |'ve seen
you at practice.

HUGO
You watch football practice?

ELENA
The field is between ny lab and ny

apartnent. You're hard to m ss.

She smiles. Hugo absorbs the smle the way a nman in a
desert absorbs water —carefully, aware that it m ght not
| ast .

| NT. FOLSOM FI ELD — GAME DAY — MONTAGE

A conpressed sequence: Hugo's football career at CU He
pl ays at 60-65% of his capability —enough to be
extraordi nary, not enough to be inpossible.

He makes tackles that coaches call "textbook"” —because
the technique is perfect, the force is neasured, the
result is dom nant w thout being suspicious.

He | earns the playbook. He studies film He does the work
of being a football player because the work itself is the
di sgui se.

SPORTSCASTERS (V. Q)
(layered, overl apping)
—Danner with the stop at the line —

incredible instincts for a wal k-on —

—Where did this kid cone fronf
Honmeschool ed, no hi gh school tape —

—Pac- 12 Defensive Player of the Wek,
Hugo Danner —

—They' re tal king about himfor the
But kus Award, and he was a wal k-on
ei ght nonths ago —

| NT. BAKER HALL — DORM ROOM — NI GHT



Hugo and Marcus. Late night. Takeout contai ners.

MARCUS
ESPN wants an interview.
HUGO
No.
MARCUS
The Athletic wants a profile.
HUGO
No.
MARCUS

Hugo. You're the best defensive player
in college football and you won't talk
to a single reporter. People are going
to start asking why.

HUGO
Let them

MARCUS
(serious now
VWhat are you hidi ng?

The question | ands. Hugo | ooks at Marcus —his only
friend, the first personin his |life who treats him
normal | y because Marcus doesn't know there's anything
abnormal to treat.

HUGO
"' mnot hiding anything. | just don't
want attention.

Mar cus studies him The conmuni cations maj or reading the
subj ect .

MARCUS

Everybody' s hiding sonmething. You're
just worse at pretending you're not.

| NT. ELENA' S APARTMENT — NI GHT



Hugo and El ena. The rel ati onship has progressed —six
nmont hs of careful proximty. They sit on her couch, close
but not touching. A novie plays unwatched.

El ena reaches for his hand. Hugo lets her take it. The
contact is electric and terrifying —every touch is a
consci ous decision, a calibrated output.

ELENA
You' re so tense.
HUGO
I"mfine.
ELENA
You hold ny hand |like you're holding a
baby bird.

Hugo | ooks at their intertwned fingers. Her hand is snall
in his. The differential between what his hand can do and
what her hand can survive is the distance between a human
bei ng and an industrial machine.

HUGO
| ' m car ef ul

ELENA
Wth me?

HUGO

Wth everyone.

She | ooks at him The curiosity of a scientist neeting
sonet hi ng she doesn't under st and.

ELENA
Wy ?

Hugo cannot answer this. He | ooks at her and the secret
fills the room —the secret he will never tell her, the
secret that nmakes every nonment of intimacy a controlled
experinment in not destroying what he | oves.

HUGO
| just am



She | eans against him Hugo holds still. He breathes. He
cal i brat es.

ACT THREE

EXT. FOLSOM FI ELD — GAVE DAY — NI GHT
SUPER: CU vs. USC —OCTOBER 23, 2021

Fol som Fi el d. 53, 750 people. N ght ganme. The |ights make
the field a stage. The crowd noise is a physical force —
100 deci bel s of expectati on.

Hugo lines up at outside |linebacker. He is in his el enent
—the one place where his body has a sanctioned purpose.
Football is calibration nade into sport. Every play is a
cal cul ation: how hard to hit, how fast to cl ose, how much
of hinself to depl oy.

USC has the ball. Third and seven. TREY KENSI NGTON (22,
USC quarterback, confident, vocal, the body | anguage of a
young nman who believes he is the best player on the field)
t akes the snap.

Hugo reads the play. Screen pass. He drops into coverage,
reads the throw, and breaks on the ball.

Kensi ngton scranbles. He cuts upfield. Hugo is in pursuit.
VWhat happens next takes three-tenths of a second.

Kensi ngton jukes |l eft. Hugo adjusts. Kensington plants his
right foot to cut back, and Hugo arrives.

The tackle is textbook —shoulder to hip, wap the |egs,
drive through. Hugo has made this exact tackle two hundred
times. Every tinme, calibrated. Every tine, controlled.

This time, sonething slips. The crowd noi se, the
adrenal i ne, the conpetitive fury of a close gane —
sonething in Hugo's calibration shifts by a fraction. Not
much. Perhaps three percent. Perhaps five.



But three percent of Hugo Danner is the difference between
a hard tackle and a catastrophe.

The SOUND is wong. Not the thud of pads on turf —a
deeper sound. A crack. Muffled by nuscle and equi pnent but
unm st akabl e to anyone who has heard it before. The sound
of a spine failing.

Kensi ngton hits the ground. He does not nove.

Hugo stands over him The stadi um goes silent. Not quiet —
silent. 53,750 people holding their breath sinultaneously.

CLOSE ON HUGO S FACE. He knows. Before the trainers
arrive, before the stretcher, before the nedical team
swarnms the field —Hugo knows. He has been afraid of this
moment for nineteen years. He felt the vertebrae give. He
felt the fraction —the tiny, fatal surplus of force that
his calibration failed to contain.

The medi cal teamarrives. A stretcher. A backboard.
Kensi ngton's fingers are noving, but his legs are not. The
entire USC sideline is standing. Sonme are kneeling. One is

cryi ng.

Hugo wal ks to the CU sideline. He renoves his helnet. He
sits on the bench. The gane continues around him He does
not nmove. He does not speak. He stares at his hands —the
hands that broke a cabinet handle at three days old, that
crushed eggs, that shattered a fort, that now have broken
a man's spine.

A CQACH appr oaches.
COACH
Danner. Danner, you okay? It was a

clean hit. It was —

Hugo stands. He wal ks past the coach, past the bench,
toward the tunnel

He does not cone back.

| NT. BAKER HALL — DORM ROOM —2: 00 AM



The roomis dark. Marcus is asleep. Hugo noves through the
roomw t hout a sound —he knows the | ayout, he knows where
Marcus's shoes are, he knows the precise path between desk
and door that avoids every creaking board.

He takes a backpack. One change of clothes. His wallet. A
wat er bottle. Nothing el se.

He wites two notes. He places one on Marcus's desk. He
pl aces the other in an envel ope marked ELENA and | eaves it
propped agai nst her mail box slot on the way out.

CLOSE ON MARCUS' S NOTE:

Marcus —I| have to go. Don't look for nme. You were the
best thing about this place. I"'msorry | can't explain. —
H

EXT. CU BOULDER CAMPUS —2:15 AM

Hugo wal ks of f canpus. He passes the library, the science
buil ding, Elena's apartnent (the light is off), the
football stadium (dark, enpty, the scene of his failure
si x hours ago).

He reaches the edge of canpus. The road heads west. The
nmount ai ns are bl ack shapes agai nst a darker sky.

Hugo starts running.

Not at human speed. At his speed.

EXT. COLORADO H GHWAY — VARI QUS — NI GHT

Hugo runs west on H ghway 36, then cuts north through the
mount ai ns. The speedoneter equivalent: 45 mles per hour,
sustained. He is not sprinting. He is traveling.

He passes through Roosevelt National Forest. Through the
Never Summer Mountai ns. Through North Park, M ddle Park,
the Continental D vide at Rabbit Ears Pass.

He runs for four hours. The distance: 180 nmil es. Boul der
to Steanmboat Springs, over nountain passes that would kill



acar in winter.

At dawn, he stops.

EXT. RI DGELI NE ABOVE STEAMBOAT SPRI NGS — DAWN

Hugo stands on a ridgeline at 10,000 feet. Snow covers
everything. The Yanpa Vall ey stretches below. Steamrises
fromhot springs in the distance. The world is white and
silent and enpty.

Hugo is not winded. H's body could run another 180 m | es.
Hi s body is not the problem H s body has never been the
pr obl em

He | ooks at the valley. He | ooks at his hands. He thinks
about Trey Kensington —twenty-two years old, a career, a
life, a body that worked, all of it conprom sed in
three-tenths of a second by a fraction of Hugo Danner's
capability.

HUGO
(quietly, to the nountains)
Never agai n.

The nountai ns do not answer. They never do.

HOLD. Hugo stands in the snow. The sun rises. The world
fills with light that he cannot feel.

> SVASH CUT TO BLACK
> NEXT: "DRIFT"

> END OF EPI SCDE



