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COLD OPEN

EXT. PERM AN BASIN O L R G —DAY

Adrilling rig in Wst Texas. Flat land in every
direction. The derrick rises fromthe caliche like a steel
prayer. The sound design is industrial: the churn of the
rotary table, the whine of the drawworks, the rhythmc

cl ank of pipe connections.

SUPER: PERM AN BASI N, TEXAS —JANUARY 2022

HUGO (20, wearing a hard hat, roughneck coveralls, work
boots caked in drilling mud) works the rig floor. He goes
by GRANT ELLI SON —the nane on his fake ID, the name no
one will search.

He works with a five-man crew. He is the newest hand and
the strongest by an order of magnitude. He operates at 15%
—his | owest calibration, the m nimum output that stil
reads as a conpetent worker.

At 15% Hugo is the best roughneck on the rig. He throws
chain faster, nakes connections cl eaner, noves pipe that
takes two nen with one hand. The crew notices. They think
he's just big and strong. They're not wong. They're just
wrong about the scale.

The DRI LLER (50s, sunburned, the econony of |anguage that
conmes fromthirty years on rigs) watches Hugo maneuver a
section of drill pipe into the nousehole. Two hundred
pounds of steel, guided one-handed with the precision of a
man t hreadi ng a needl e.

DRI LLER
You done this before?
HUGO
First rig.
DRI LLER
Bul | shit.
HUGO

(shrug)



St rong back.

The driller studies him On an oil rig, you learn not to
ask questions. Men cone to the Perm an Basin to di sappear.
The driller knows this because he came here to di sappear
once too.

DRI LLER
You got a record?
HUGO
No sir.
DRI LLER

Keep working like that and | don't
care if you do.

Hugo nods. He returns to work. CLOSE ON H' S HANDS on t he
pi pe: enornous, precise, operating at a fraction of their
potential. The effort of being | ess than he is —the
per manent | abor of his existence —continues under a
different nane, in a different place, for the sanme reason

> TI TLE CARD: CALI BRATI ON

ACT ONE

EXT. PERM AN BASIN O L RIG —EVENI NG —TWO MONTHS LATER

The crew sits on the pipe rack after a twel ve-hour shift.
Sunset turns the flat |and orange. They pass around cans
of beer. Hugo holds his | oosely —calibrated, always

cal i br at ed.

A ROUGHNECK scrolls his phone.

ROUGHNECK
You see this? That CU football player.

Danner. The one who paral yzed the USC
@B

Hugo's hand tightens on the beer can. A dent forns. He
rel axes. No one noti ces.

ROUGHNECK ( CONT' D)



D sappeared. Like, gone. Left school
in the mddle of the night. Nobody's
seen him since Cctober.

ANOTHER ROUGHNECK
Probably couldn't live with it. | saw

the hit. It was brutal.

ROUGHNECK
They're saying it was clean, though.

Just —wong angle. Bad | uck.

Hugo stares at the horizon. Bad | uck. The sinpl est
expl anation. The one he can never correct.

HUGO
What happened to the quarterback?

ROUGHNECK
Kensi ngt on? Paral yzed fromthe wai st.

VWheel chair.

Silence. Hugo finishes his beer. Crushes the can —

deli berately, visibly, the way any man woul d crush a beer
can. Not the way he wants to, which would reduce it to a
foil disc.

HUGO
"' m going to bed.

He wal ks to the crew quarters. Behind him the
conversation continues. Hugo Danner is a nane these nen
will forget by next week. Gant Ellison will work this rig
for three nore nonths and then nove on, |eaving nothing
but a reputation for being strong and qui et.

EXT. KODI AK | SLAND, ALASKA —FI SH NG BOAT — DAY
SUPER: KODI AK, ALASKA —JUNE 2022

Hugo on a commercial fishing vessel. Different name —
JAMES WARD. Different work: hauling crab pots, nending
nets, the cold-water |abor of the Al askan fleet.



He works at the sane 15% The captain thinks he's the
strongest deckhand he's ever hired. The captain is correct
in ways he cannot i magi ne.

A DECKHAND struggles with a fouled winch Iine. The cable
i s kinked around the drum | ocked tight under thirty tons
of tension. Normally, they'd shut down the winch, rig a
cone-al ong, spend an hour freeing it.

Hugo reaches in and pulls the cable free. One hand. The
cable is rated at 40,000 pounds. Hugo's grip exceeds that
by a factor of four.

The deckhand st ar es.

HUGO
It was | oose.

It was not | oose. The deckhand knows this. But on a
fishing boat in Al aska, you take the gift and nove on.

EXT. DUBAI SKYLI NE — NI GHT
SUPER: DUBAI, UAE — NOVEMBER 2022

Dubai at night. The construction cranes outnunber the
stars. Hugo works a high-rise site —steel erection, the
skel eton of a tower rising fromthe desert.

He goes by DAVI D PARKER here. He wears a hard hat and

works the iron. At 15% he is sinply excellent. No one
asks questions in Dubai construction. The workforce is
transient, international, anonynous.

After his shift, Hugo wal ks through the city. He passes

| uxury hotels, shopping malls, the artificial
archipelagos. He is invisible in the way that |arge, quiet
men are invisible in cities built for spectacle.

A TAXI DRI VER drops himat the edge of the industrial
district. A warehouse. No sign. A steel door with a
peephol e.

Hugo knocks. The door opens.



| NT. DUBAI UNDERGROUND FI GHTI NG RI NG — NI GHT

A converted warehouse. Concrete floor, bare bul bs, the
snel |l of sweat and antiseptic. Perhaps two hundred
spectators arranged in a rough circle. Mney changes hands
—Em rati dirhans, dollars, euros. The sound is contai ned:
murmuri ng, the shuffle of feet, the controlled

antici pation of an audience waiting for violence.

Hugo enters the ring. He is shirtless. H's body in the
harsh light is something the crowmd absorbs in silence —
the nmuscul ature is beyond athletic, beyond bodybuil di ng,
into a territory that has no nane.

Hi s opponent is a RUSSI AN FI GHTER (6' 4", 230, professional
MVA bearing, the scarred knuckles of a man who has been
doing this for years). The Russian |ooks at Hugo's body
and his expression changes —not fear, exactly.
Recal cul ati on.

No referee. No rules. No announcenents. They begin.

Hugo fights at 20% It is the highest calibration he has
used on a human being since the USC gane. The
transgression is deliberate —he canme here to use what he
is, in a context where the consequences are limted to nen
who chose to be here.

The Russian throws a conbi nati on. Hugo absorbs the
punches. They land on his body with the sound of fists
hitting a wall. The Russian's expression shifts from
recal cul ation to sonething el se: the recognition that he
is hitting a man who cannot be hurt.

Hugo hits back. A single right hand to the body. At 20%
the force is roughly equivalent to being struck by a snal
car at fifteen mles per hour.

The Russi an drops. He does not get up. He is breathing.
Not hing is broken. Hugo calibrated the punch precisely —
enough to end it, not enough to destroy.

The crowd is silent. Not the excited silence of a knockout
—the confused silence of people who have just seen



sonet hi ng t hey cannot expl ai n.

Hugo collects his fee —cash, a thick envel ope —and wal ks
out through the steel door. Behind him the crowd begins
to murnmur. The nythol ogy of "the Anerican” will growin
this room Hugo will fight here four nore tinmes before he
| eaves Dubai. Each tinme, one punch. Each tine, silence.

ACT TWO

EXT. TUAMOTU ARCHI PELAGO — ABOVE WATER — DAY
SUPER: FAKARAVA ATOLL, FRENCH POLYNESI A —MARCH 2023

An atoll. Turquoise water, palmtrees, the flat cora
geonetry of the Tuanotus. A pearl farm |onglines
stretching across the | agoon, buoys nmarking the oyster
baskets.

Hugo (21, tanned, |eaner than we've seen him —still
enornmous but wth the carving of sustained physical |abor
and a diet of fish and fruit) works the pearl farm He
goes by his own first name here. Just Hugo. No | ast nane
of fered, none request ed.

He dives w thout tanks. The other divers use regul ators,
BCDs, the standard equi pnent. Hugo dives on a single
br eat h.

EXT. TUAMOTU ARCHI PELAGO — UNDERWATER — DAY

Hugo descends through sixty feet of water with the ease of
a seal. The nodification's oxygen efficiency (H F1A EPO
means he can hold his breath for twelve mnutes. At this
depth, he is weightless, frictionless, free.

He works the oyster baskets. Hi s hands —the hands that
br oke cabi nets and spines —handle the oysters with
extraordi nary gentl eness. Each shell is an exercise in
calibration: too nmuch pressure and the shell cracks, the
pearl is lost. Hugo opens themw th the precision of a
sur geon.



He is happy. For the first time since Boulder, he is
happy. Underwater, his full capability has no
consequences. The pressure at sixty feet that would crush
an untrained diver's sinuses is confortable. The cold that
woul d cause hypotherma in twenty mnutes is mld. The
ocean does not care what Hugo Danner is. Like the
nmount ai ns of his childhood, it sinply absorbs him

EXT. TUAMOTU ARCHI PELAGO — UNDERWATER — ANOTHER DAY

Hugo di ves deeper — 130 feet, the edge of recreational
limts, far beyond what a breath-hold diver should
attenpt. He noves through the reef architecture with the
curiosity of a tourist in a cathedral.

A shape in the periphery. Large. Mving.

CLOSE ON: a bull shark. Ten feet, perhaps 800 pounds. It
circles Hugo with the | azy confidence of an apex predator
assessing prey.

Hugo fl oats. He watches the shark. The shark watches him
Two animals, both built for power, neeting in the one
envi ronment where Hugo does not have to pretend.

The shark charges. A test —the investigative rush that
bul | sharks use to determ ne whether sonething is food.

Hugo punches the shark in the nose. One strike,
open- pal ned, at perhaps 10% force. The equival ent of a
battering ramhitting a Vol kswagen

The shark veers away. It circles once nore —w der now,
uncertain —and di sappears into the bl ue.

Hugo watches it go. He grins. The grin is real —the
unconplicated joy of a young man who just punched a shark
and lived, in a place where being extraordinary is not a
burden but a fact.

EXT. PAPEETE, TAH TI —WATERFRONT BAR — NI GHT
SUPER: PAPEETE, TAH TI —JULY 2023



A waterfront bar. Open-air, thatched roof, the kind of

pl ace where the expat community and the | ocal workforce
overlap. Fishing nets on the walls. A television show ng
rugby. Hugo sits alone at the bar, drinking a H nano beer.
He's been in Tahiti for four nonths. He has a routine:

di ve, eat, drink, sleep. The routine is a holding pattern.
He knows this.

A WOVAN sits down next to him CATHERI NE LYLE (| ate 40s,
bl onde hair cut above the shoul der, gray eyes, a dark suit
that is aggressively wong for a Tahitian waterfront bar).
She orders a sparkling water. She does not | ook at Hugo

i mredi ately.

Hugo notices her because she is inpossible to mss —the
suit, the posture, the coiled attention of a wonan who has
entered this bar with a specific purpose.

LYLE
Hugo Danner.

Hugo's hand tightens on his beer. He does not turn.

LYLE ( CONT' D)
Not Grant Ellison. Not Janmes Ward. Not
Davi d Parker. Hugo Danner. Born
January 14, 2002, Estes Park,
Col orado. Son of Abednego and Anna
Danner. Forner CU Boul der |inebacker.
M ssing person since QOctober 2021.

Hugo turns. He | ooks at her. She | ooks back with the
conposed patience of a woman who has been planning this
conversation for nonths.

HUGO
Who are you?

LYLE
Cat herine Lyle. Defense Intelligence
Agency.

HUGO

"' mnot —



LYLE
Not i nterested? Not avail abl e? Not the

person | think you are? You' re all of
t hose things, Hugo. You're also the
only person alive who can do what you
do.

She opens a slimfolder. Slides a photograph across the
bar. It's a thermal image —a human figure, running, the
heat signature w |ldly anomal ous. Hugo recogni zes the

| andscape: the Perm an Basin. Someone photographed him
running at full speed between shifts, at night, in the
desert, because he thought he was al one.

LYLE (CONT' D)
W' ve been watching for fourteen
nont hs. Not because we want to catch
you. Because we want to understand
you.

HUGO
There's not hing to understand.

LYLE
There's everything to understand.

You're the only successful

i npl enentation of a fourteen-gene
nodi fication in human history. Your
father created sonething that every
government | ab and private biotech
firmon Earth has been trying to
replicate for twenty years. They
can't. The individual edits work. The
cascade doesn't.

Hugo stares at her. No one has ever spoken about the
nodi fication to himin these terms —clinical, inforned,
preci se. Not even Abednego spoke about it like this.
Abednego spoke about it |ike a confession. Lyle speaks
about it like an asset assessnent.

HUGO
What do you want ?

LYLE



| want to offer you sonething no one
el se can. A context where what you are
makes sense. A purpose that uses your
capability instead of hiding it. A
reason to stop running.

Hugo | ooks at the bar. At the beer. At the waterfront,
where the masts of fishing boats rock gently against the
Pol ynesi an sky.

HUGO
| stopped running. |I'm here.

LYLE
You stopped noving. That's not the

same as stopping running.
The observation | ands. Hugo absorbs it.

LYLE ( CONT' D)
You' ve spent two years being no one.
You' ve worked rigs, boats,
construction. You' ve fought nmen for
cash in a Dubai warehouse. You dove
for pearls. You punched a shark.

HUGO
You saw t hat ?

LYLE
We saw everything, Hugo. The thernal

i mgi ng. The satellite passes. The
medi cal data you don't know we have.
You are the nost surveilled person on
Earth, and you didn't know it, because
we're very good at what we do.

Silence. The rugby match on the television scores a try.
The bar cheers. Hugo and Lyle sit in their private
sil ence.

HUGO
If I say no?

LYLE



Then you stay here. W continue

wat chi ng. You continue diving for
pearls and drinking H nano and
pretendi ng that being extraordi nary
doesn't cost you anyt hi ng.

HUGO
And if | say yes?

LYLE
Then you fly east with ne tonorrow

nmorning. You train with the best
speci al operations force in the world.
You depl oy to places where your
capability saves lives instead of
ending them And for the first tine
since you were born, what you are is
an asset —not a liability.

Hugo | ooks at his beer. He thinks about two years of

al i ases, rigs, boats, fighting rings, pearl farns. Two
years of being less than he is. Two years of surviving
wi t hout i ving.

HUGO
You're offering ne purpose.
LYLE
|"moffering you the only purpose that

fits.

Hugo finishes his beer. He sets the glass down with the
careful precision that defines every physical act of his
life.

HUGO
VWhen do we | eave?

Lyl e does not snmle. She nods —a single, efficient nod
that contains satisfaction w thout warnth.

LYLE
Six AM The airport.



She stands. Leaves cash on the bar for her untouched
wat er. Wal ks out wi thout | ooking back.

Hugo sits al one. The bar noise returns. The rugby match
continues. The world is exactly the sane as it was five
m nut es ago, and not hing about Hugo's place in it wll
ever be the sane again.

ACT THREE

EXT. PAPEETE Al RPORT —TARMAC — DAWN
SUPER: PAPEETE —6: 00 AM

A mlitary transport aircraft. C 17 d obemaster, gray,
unmar ked except for a tail nunber. The loading ranp is
down. Lyle stands at the base.

Hugo arrives. One bag. The sanme backpack he | eft Boul der

with two years ago. He wears jeans, a thermal shirt, work
boots —the uniformof every identity he's worn since he

st opped bei ng Hugo Danner.

He wal ks up the ranp. Inside the cargo bay: webbing seats,
tie-down rings, the functional interior of a plane
designed to nove things, not people.

Hugo sits. Buckles in. Lyle sits across from him

The ranp cl oses. The engi nes spool up. The aircraft begins
to taxi.

Hugo | ooks out the small porthole wi ndow Tahiti recedes —
t he | agoon, the mountains, the reef, the pearl farmwhere
he was happy for the last tine in a way that asked nothing
of him

CLOSE ON HUGO S FACE. He is not afraid. He is not excited.
He is tired. The exhaustion of two years of being no one,
foll owed by the exhaustion of being offered sonething,
foll owed by the exhaustion of saying yes —because what
else is there?



He chose this. Not fromtrust —he does not trust Lyle,
has no reason to, and several reasons not to. He chose
this fromthe sinple, brutal arithmetic of isolation:
bei ng no one is unsustainable, and bei ng sonmeone requires
a context.

Lyle is offering a context. Hugo is too holl owed out to
ref use.

LYLE
There will be medi cal exam nati ons.
Fi t ness assessnents. Psychol ogi cal
screening. You'll need to cooperate
fully.

HUGO
What am | to you?

LYLE
An asset.

HUGO

Is that all?

Lyl e 1 ooks at him For a nonment —the briefest fracture in
her conposure —sonething |ike honesty surfaces.

LYLE
You' re proof that what | believe is

possible is actually possible. That
matters to me nore than you know.

The honesty recedes. The conposure returns.

LYLE ( CONT' D)
Get sonme sleep. It's a long flight.

Hugo cl oses his eyes. The transport clinbs over the
Pacific. Below, the Tuanotus shrink to green dots on bl ue
water. Hugo's last free place di sappears beneath cl ouds.

The canera holds on the wi ndow. The ocean. The cl ouds. The
gradual , inplacabl e approach of the institutional world.

HCOLD. The engine drone fills the soundtrack. No score.



> SMASH CUT TO BLACK.

> NEXT: " WEAPON'

> END OF EPI SCDE



