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INT. OSLO CITY HALL - DRESSING ROOM - DAY

The dressing room exudes timeless grandeur: towering ceilings
stretch upward, adorned with delicate gold leaf patterns that
shimmer faintly in the soft light. A massive, gold-trimmed
mirror dominates one wall, its surface fogged at the edges as
if holding its breath. Through the thick stone walls, the
muffled roar of an eager crowd ebbs and flows—a restless tide
of anticipation. A brass clock looms on the wall, its
relentless ticking slicing through the charged silence.

AUSTIN HARRIS, 39, stands before the mirror, a rugged figure
softened by a rented tuxedo that fits him well yet seems
foreign against his weathered frame. His calloused hands—
scarred from years of struggle—tremble as they wrestle with a
black bow tie, the fabric slipping through sweaty fingers.
Beads of perspiration glisten on his forehead, catching the
light as his blurred reflection stares back, a portrait of
nerves and resolve.

On a polished mahogany table beside him lies a crumpled
speech, its edges frayed from countless readings. In bold
blue ink, the word "impossible" is scratched out with fierce
determination, replaced by "I'm possible" in jagged, defiant
strokes—a mantra carved into the paper and his soul.

The air hums with tension. The distant applause surges like a
tidal wave crashing against the shore, each wave louder than
the last.

From the shadows, ANN, 38, steps forward—Austin’s anchor. Her
auburn hair is pinned in an elegant twist, and her movements
carry a quiet strength. She brushes Austin’s fumbling hands
aside with a tender touch and takes over the bow tie, her
fingers deft and steady.

ANN
(softly, a lifeline)
Let me.

She knots the tie with practiced calm, her hazel eyes locking
onto his in the mirror’s hazy surface. A flicker of pride
dances in her gaze.

ANN (CONT'D)
You’ve got this, Austin. Just like
always.

AUSTIN
(voice trembling)
I don’'t know, Ann. This is.. it’'s
huge.



ANN
(smiling faintly)
And so are you. Remember when you
couldn’t even tie your shoelaces
before a big presentation?

AUSTIN
(a weak chuckle)
Yeah, and you always came to the
rescue.

ANN
Some things never change.

She finishes the tie, stepping back to admire her work, her
hands lingering on his shoulders as if to steady him against
the storm within.

Around them, their children weave a tapestry of chaos and
life. JAX, 18, lean and brooding, slouches against a plush
velvet curtain. Earbuds dangle from his ears, and his fingers
scroll idly across his phone screen, a smirk tugging at his
lips.

JAX
(muttering, half under his
breath)
Big deal, Dad.

BELLA, 15, radiates joy in a shimmering silver dress. She
twirls near a tall window, sunlight catching the fabric as
she hums a pop tune, her sneakers scuffing the polished
hardwood floor with youthful defiance.

ALEXANDER, 8, fidgets in a suit a size too big, his wide eyes
darting around the room. He tugs at Austin’s sleeve, his
voice a high-pitched whine laced with curiosity.

ALEXANDER
Why'’s everyone so loud, Dad?

Austin kneels, his bad knee popping audibly—a sharp reminder
of battles fought. He cups Alexander’s small face in his
rough hands, his expression softening.

AUSTIN
They’re excited, Alex. Excited
about what we can do when we work
together to make the world better.

ALEXANDER
(eyes widening)
Like superheroes?



AUSTIN
(nodding, a spark igniting
in his gaze)
Exactly. But superheroes aren’t
just in movies. They’'re real people
who try—who keep trying—to make a
difference.

Jax snorts from his corner, his smirk deepening.

JAX
It’s for saving lives, Alex—chill.

Bella halts mid-twirl and flings her arms around Austin’s
neck, nearly knocking him off balance. Her enthusiasm is a
burst of light in the tense room.

BELLA
Your brain’s, like, changing the
world, Dad! Can I take a picture
with the medal later?

AUSTIN
(laughing despite himself)
Of course, sweetheart. But let'’s
get through the speech first.

Ann adjusts Austin’s collar, her fingers brushing the fabric
with care. Her smile is tight but fierce—a silent vow etched
in the lines of her face.

ANN
(whispering, fierce with
love)
We’'re all so proud of you.

She steps aside, casting a quick glance at Jax. She crosses
to him, her voice low but firm.

ANN (CONT'D)
(to Jax)
Your father’s worked so hard for
this. Try to be supportive, okay?

JAX
(sighing, eyes still on
his phone)
I know, Mom. It’s just.. all this
attention. It’s weird.

ANN
It's okay to feel that way. But
this is his moment. Let’s make it
special for him.



Jax rolls his eyes, but a flicker of understanding softens
his expression.

Suddenly, the announcer’s voice crackles through a speaker
overhead, booming and resolute.

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)
Austin Harris, Nobel Peace Prize
recipient!

The words hit like a thunderclap. Austin inhales sharply, the
air thick with the scent of wax and anticipation. He squares
his shoulders, the weight of the moment settling into his
bones. With a final glance at his family—Ann'’s steady gaze,
Bella’s beaming smile, Alexander’s innocent awe, and even
Jax’s reluctant nod—he strides toward the door.

He pushes it open, and the heavy wood swings shut behind him
with a resonant thud, revealing a blinding sea of faces.
Cameras flash like lightning, flags wave in a kaleidoscope of
color, and the crowd’s roar crashes over him—a deafening wave
of adulation.

INT. OSLO CITY HALL - MAIN HALL - CONTINUOUS

Austin steps to the podium, the Nobel Peace Prize medal
hanging cold and heavy against his chest. His hands grip the
lectern, knuckles whitening as he steadies himself against
the tide of emotion. The chandelier above glitters, its
crystals fracturing the light into a constellation of stars.
He takes a breath, his voice quavering but growing stronger
with each word.

AUSTIN
It started with a boy who dared to
reach for the stars, despite the
world trying to pull him back down—

His gaze lifts to the chandelier, the reflected light
shimmering in his eyes like a memory taking shape. The roar
of the crowd fades to a distant hum, and the scene begins to
dissolve, edges softening as if melting into the past.

FADE OUT.

Scene 3: The Day Everything Changed

INT. AUSTIN’'S ATTIC BEDROOM - MORNING

A small, cozy attic bedroom nestles under a slanted ceiling,
its low angle creating an intimate cocoon.



Faded posters of space shuttles and twinkling galaxies cling
to the walls, their edges curling like memories of forgotten
dreams. A single window, framed by threadbare curtains,
spills golden sunlight across the scuffed wooden floor,
illuminating a swirl of dust motes suspended in the humid
air.

AUSTIN, 6, lies sprawled across a narrow bed, his small frame
tangled in a mess of sheets. His chest rises and falls in the
quiet rhythm of sleep—until the sharp, insistent chime of the
doorbell cuts through the stillness. His eyes snap open,
bright with sudden awareness. He blinks, rubs sleep from his
face with a grubby hand, and then it hits him: It’s my
birthday.

A grin explodes across his face. He flings the sheets aside
and leaps from the bed, his bare feet slapping against the
warped wood as he races down the creaking staircase, each
step groaning under his eager weight.

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The living room is a cramped, sunlit haven, its peeling
floral wallpaper curling at the seams like a faded promise. A
sagging couch slumps in the corner, its fabric worn thin
beside a scuffed coffee table littered with old magazines and
a chipped mug, its contents cold. The air hums with the
faint, mingled scents of coffee and motor oil—a quiet nod to
the working world outside.

MOM, mid-30s, stands sturdy in the center of the room, her
faded diner apron tied snugly over a simple dress. Her hands,
roughened by years of labor, cradle a small, poorly wrapped
box, its tape peeling at the edges like a secret barely
contained. Fatigue rims her hazel eyes, but her grin
stretches wide, a beacon of warmth as Austin skids to a stop
before her.

MOM
(voice soft, teasing)
Happy birthday, kiddo—open it slow,
savor it.

Austin’s eyes gleam with uncontainable excitement. He
snatches the box, his small fingers tearing into the wrapping
paper with wild abandon. The paper crinkles like static,
fluttering to the floor to reveal a forest-green Game Boy,
its screen catching the sunlight in a glinting flash. Beside
it, nestled in a scratched plastic case, is Pokémon Yellow.



AUSTIN
(breathless, a shriek of
disbelief)
No way!

His thumb flicks the power switch with reverence. The Game
Boy hums awake, its tiny speaker crackling to life. Pikachu'’s
chirpy cry bursts forth, a jolt of electric joy that fills
the room. Austin bounces on his toes, his voice trembling
with awe and fierce determination.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
I'll catch ‘em all someday—watch
me!

Mom kneels beside him, her laugh warm but laced with the
weight of long shifts. She ruffles his tangled brown hair,
her touch a steady anchor.

MOM
(softly, her eyes sparking
with hope)
The world’s yours to explore,
Austin—just know how to find your
way back home.

Austin meets her gaze, his expression flickering with a
child’s solemnity as her words sink in. Then, the doorbell
chimes again, sharp and insistent, shattering the moment.

Mom rises, wiping her hands on her apron, and strides to the
door. She returns moments later, hauling a battered cardboard
box labeled “Compaq” in faded marker. Its corners are
crushed, its weight pulling at her arms, but she manages a
tired smile.

MOM (CONT'D)
(grunting slightly)
Got one more surprise for you.

Austin races to her side, the Game Boy tucked under his
armpit like a prized trophy. His small hands grip the edge of
the box, and together they drag it across the scratched
linoleum floor, leaving a faint trail of dust in their wake.

MOM (CONT'D)
(wiping sweat from her
brow with her sleeve)
Gotta build it ourselves.

She snags a kitchen knife from the counter and slices into
the box with a firm, practiced stroke. The cardboard splits
open, revealing a beige tower, a bulky monitor, and a chaotic
tangle of cables—a treasure trove of possibility.



They shuffle to a wobbly desk in the corner, its surface
scarred with years of use. Mom begins assembling the
computer, her movements steady and patient. Austin hands her
components, his eyes wide with curiosity.

AUSTIN
(pointing at a cable)
What’s this one do, Mom?

MOM
(smiling faintly)
That’'s the power cord—it’s the
heart, keeps everything alive.

The cords snake across the desk like vines as they work
together. Finally, they plug in the dial-up modem. Mom
presses the power button, and the computer whirs to life, its
fan humming a soft, steady tune. The modem screeches—a
shrill, mechanical howl that makes Austin giggle, his
laughter bright and unrestrained.

MOM (CONT'D)
(grinning)
Sounds like it’s waking up, huh?

The screen flickers, then steadies. Mom clicks a browser
icon, and the modem’s screeching fades into the slow,
laborious loading of a webpage.

MOM (CONT'D)
(her voice a whisper of
excitement)
Want to go to the moon?

Austin nods eagerly, scooting closer until his shoulder
brushes hers. The NASA website blooms onto the screen, its
grainy images of craters and stars unfolding like a window to
the cosmos. Austin leans in, his sticky finger tracing the
constellation of Orion across the monitor’s surface.

AUSTIN
(whispering, as if
claiming it)
That’s mine.

Mom pulls him into a side embrace, her arm heavy but tender
around his shoulders.

MOM
(voice thick with emotion)
Dream big, Austin—there’s a
universe of stars out there, and
it’s all within reach.



Outside, the cicadas’ hum rises in a swelling chorus, a
natural symphony weaving through the humid air. Austin sinks
to the floor, cross-legged, the Game Boy’s faint glow
flickering in his lap. Sunlight streams through the window,
casting a golden halo around him—a quiet promise of the
boundless dreams taking root in his young heart.

FADE OUT.

Scene 3: The Day Everything Changed

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

A dimly 1lit classroom buzzes with the gentle chaos of a
typical morning. Faded alphabet posters peel at the edges,
their reds and blues dulled by years of sunlight streaming
through half-drawn blinds. Seven-year-old AUSTIN sits cross-
legged on a frayed, mustard-yellow carpet, his small frame
tucked among a circle of classmates. His Pokémon pencil case
rests in his lap, a prized possession he fiddles with
absently. The teacher, MS. THOMPSON, mid-30s, stands at the
circle’s center, her voice warm and rhythmic as she reads
from The Velveteen Rabbit, her glasses slipping down her
nose.

The door creaks open mid-sentence. A SCHOOL ADMINISTRATOR,
gray-haired and stern, steps in, her whisper sharp and
urgent. Ms. Thompson’s voice falters, the book trembling in
her hands before it slips to the floor with a muted thud. The
room stills, the air growing heavy.

MS. THOMPSON
(voice low, unsteady)
Lights off, everyone. Stay quiet—
lockdown.

Her words slice through the hum of childish chatter. Austin’s
fingers tighten around his pencil case, the plastic creaking
under his grip. His classmates shift uneasily, their wide
eyes darting between each other. The blinds snap shut with a
harsh clack, plunging the room into a murky twilight, the
only sound the faint rustle of fabric and held breaths.

CHILD 1
(whispering, nervous)
Is this a game?

MS. THOMPSON
(forcing a smile, voice
thin)
Just a drill, okay? Sit still now.



But her eyes betray her—darting to the door, her hands
twisting the hem of her sweater. Austin watches as she creeps
toward the crack in the doorframe, peering out. Her face
pales, a sharp intake of breath escaping her lips. Beyond the
door, footsteps pound the hallway—quick, uneven, a staccato
rhythm of urgency.

The door swings open again, and parents trickle in, their
faces taut masks of dread. A mother scoops up her daughter
without a word, her coat flapping as she hurries out. Another
father kneels, whispering fiercely to his son before lifting
him away. The air thickens with unspoken panic, the giggles
of moments ago swallowed by a suffocating silence.

Suddenly, MOM, mid-30s, bursts through the doorway, her diner
apron streaked with flour, her dark hair escaping its
ponytail in wild strands. Her eyes—red-rimmed, frantic—sweep
the room until they lock on Austin.

MOM
(voice tight, commanding)
Austin—time to go. Right now.

She strides forward, her sneakers squeaking on the tile, and
clamps a hand around his wrist. Her grip is iron, her nails
biting into his skin. Austin winces, stumbling as she yanks
him to his feet, his pencil case tumbling to the carpet with
a soft clatter.

AUSTIN
(small, confused)
Mom, my pencil-—

MOM
(cutting him off, urgent)
Leave it. Move.

She pulls him past Ms. Thompson, who stands frozen, her lips
parted in a silent plea, and past the flickering EXIT sign
casting a red glow over the hallway’s peeling paint.

INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

The hallway stretches long and desolate, the usual clamor of
lockers and laughter replaced by an eerie hush. Austin’s
sneakers squeak against the polished linoleum, echoing in the
emptiness. The air carries the sharp tang of disinfectant,
laced with something heavier—fear, raw and palpable. Mom’s
pace quickens, her breath ragged, dragging Austin toward the
double doors at the end.
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AUSTIN
(voice trembling)
Mom, what’s happening? Why're we
running?

MOM
(sharp, eyes ahead)
Not now, Austin. Keep up.

Her voice is a taut thread, stretched to breaking. She shoves
the doors open, and sunlight floods in—harsh, blinding, a
stark contrast to the shadowed chaos within.

EXT. SCHOOL PARKING LOT - DAY

The family’s weathered sedan idles in the lot, its engine a
low, impatient rumble. Mom hustles Austin into the backseat,
slamming the door with a force that rattles the frame. She
slides behind the wheel, her flour-dusted hands gripping it
so tightly her knuckles gleam white beneath the skin. The car
smells faintly of grease and coffee, remnants of her diner
shift.

The radio crackles as she twists the key, static giving way
to a voice—urgent, fragmented.

RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
(strained, breaking
through noise)
—confirmed attacks on the World
Trade Center.. both towers hit..
reports of collapse.. thousands
feared dead—

Austin’s stomach lurches, a cold knot tightening inside him.
He leans forward, small hands clutching the back of Mom’s
seat, his breath fogging the air between them.

AUSTIN
(voice small, cracking)
Mom, what’s the World Trade Center?
Are we in trouble?

MOM
(snapping, then softening)
I said not now, Austin. Please—just
sit back.

Her voice fractures on the last word, and she swipes at her
eyes with a trembling hand, leaving a faint streak of flour
across her cheek. The car jolts forward, tires screeching as
they peel out, gravel spitting beneath the wheels.



INT. CAR - DAY

The ride home blurs into a haze of tension. The radio drones
on, a relentless tide of horror—*terrorism,” *“Pentagon,”
“national emergency”—words Austin doesn’t fully grasp but
feels in his bones. Outside, the world rushes past in streaks
of green and gray, the Ohio landscape indifferent to the
chaos unfolding on airwaves and screens.

AUSTIN
(whispering to himself)
Why would someone do that? Who'’d
wanna hurt so many people?

Mom doesn’t respond. Her jaw clenches, her eyes locked on the
road, but a tear slips free, catching the sunlight as it
trails down her face. Her silence is louder than the radio, a
weight pressing against Austin’s chest.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

The front door bangs open, and Austin stumbles inside, his
backpack dangling from one shoulder. The living room is dim,
the blinds drawn tight, casting slatted shadows across the
worn carpet. DAD, late 30s, slumps on the sagging couch,
unshaven, his work boots caked with mud. His flannel shirt
hangs open, his hands clasped between his knees as he stares
at the TV.

The screen blares—a nightmare in grainy color. Towers crumble
in slow motion, smoke billowing like a living thing,
swallowing firefighters whose helmets gleam faintly through
the ash. A newscaster’s voice trembles, reciting numbers too
big to fathom.

Austin freezes mid-step, his sneakers squeaking on the
linoleum threshold. His breath catches, tears welling as the
footage loops—a plane slicing into steel, a fireball
erupting, debris raining like confetti from a broken sky.

AUSTIN
(stammering, voice choked)
Dad—why'’d they die? Who did this?

Dad doesn’t answer, his gaze fixed on the screen, his jaw
tight. Mom steps in behind Austin, her shadow falling over
him. She kneels, her hand shaking as she clicks the remote.
The TV goes dark, the silence sudden and oppressive.

11.
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MOM
(soft, cracking)
Some people.. they took a wrong
turn, Austin. Got lost on their way
home, and it hurt a lot of folks.

She brushes his cheek with the edge of her apron, wiping away
tears he didn’t realize were falling. Her own eyes shimmer,
red and raw.

AUSTIN
(whispering)
But why? I don’t get it.

MOM
(pulling him into her
arms)
Neither do I, kiddo. Sometimes the
world doesn’t make sense. But that
doesn’t mean the good guys stop
trying.

Her voice wavers, but her embrace is fierce, a fortress
against the day’s cruelty. Austin buries his face in her
shoulder, the faint smell of diner grease and flour grounding
him as his small body trembles.

EXT. PORCH - NIGHT

The night settles over the sagging porch, the air cool and
thick with the chorus of crickets—a steady, pulsing hum
beneath the vast Ohio sky. Austin perches on the weathered
steps, his knees drawn up, his small frame dwarfed by the
endless expanse of stars. Mom eases down beside him, her arm
draping over his shoulders, her diner apron swapped for a
faded sweatshirt.

She tilts her head back, pointing upward, her finger tracing
patterns in the dark.

MOM

(softly, reverent)
Look up, Austin. See that? The Big
Dipper—those stars right there. And
over there, that’s Orion, the
hunter. They’ve been shining
forever, no matter what happens
down here.

Austin cranes his neck, his breath visible in the chill air.
The chaos of the day—planes piercing towers, dust choking the
sky, sirens wailing in his mind—swirls like a storm, but the
stars cut through it, cold and unwavering.
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AUSTIN
(murmuring, resolute)
I wanna be like them. The ones who
run in—the firefighters, the
helpers.

Mom’s hand finds his, squeezing gently, her warmth seeping
into his cold fingers.

MOM
(voice thick with pride)
You can be, sweetheart. Heroes
don’t quit. They keep going, even
when it’s dark, even when it’'s
hard.

Inside, the TV flickers back on, its muted glow spilling
through the window—a firefighter’s silhouette stands tall
against a wall of flame, unyielding. Austin’s gaze lingers on
the stars, their light etching a promise into his heart, a
vow born under the infinite dark.

FADE OUT.

Scene 4: Spring 2006 - The Family Fractures

EXT. STREET - DAY

The air hangs heavy with April dampness, the sky a dull gray
over the quiet streets of Russia, Ohio. AUSTIN (11), small
and wiry, kicks a pebble along the cracked sidewalk, his brow
furrowed with unspoken worry. Beside him, THOMAS (13), taller
and brooding, shoves his hands deep into his pockets, his
scowl deepening with each step. Their backpacks drag behind
them, straps scraping the pavement like reluctant shadows.

AUSTIN
(mumbling, eyes on the
ground)

Both cars are in the driveway.

Thomas glances up as they near the house. Mom’s rusted
hatchback sits beside Dad’s dented pickup—an unusual pairing
that sends a knot twisting in Austin’s gut. The stillness
feels wrong, oppressive.

THOMAS
(shrugging, voice flat)
Maybe they’re finally gonna fix the
sink.

Austin swallows hard, his steps slowing. His sneakers scuff
the pavement, hesitating.



AUSTIN
(quiet, uncertain)
They’re never home this early.

Thomas rolls his eyes but doesn’t reply, trudging ahead.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

The kitchen is a battlefield of domestic decay. Chipped
counters bear the scars of countless meals, edges jagged and
stained. A single bulb flickers erratically overhead, casting
jittery shadows across the cluttered space. The air is thick
with the stale stench of last night’s takeout—a half-eaten
pizza box sags on the counter beside a sink overflowing with
dirty dishes, crusted forks glinting in the dim light. At the
table, MOM and DAD sit rigid, their faces etched with
exhaustion and defeat. Beside them, two suitcases loom like
silent sentinels—Mom’'s faded floral print, Dad'’s battered
leather—out of place and foreboding.

Austin and Thomas shuffle in, their backpacks thudding to the
linoleum floor. Austin’s eyes widen at the suitcases, his
breath catching in his throat. Thomas slouches into a chair,
arms crossed, his gaze flicking suspiciously between their
parents.

DAD
(clearing his throat,
voice hollow)
Boys, sit down. We need to talk.

Austin’s chest tightens. He slides into a chair, his small
hands gripping the table’s edge, nails digging into the worn
wood. Dad’s knuckles are white around a chipped coffee mug,
the liquid inside long gone cold.

MOM
(staring at the floor, her
apron replaced by a gray
sweatshirt)
Your father and I.. we're splitting

up.

The words hit like a punch. Austin’s vision blurs, his heart
hammering in his ears.

AUSTIN
(voice cracking,
desperate)
What? No—you can’t!

14.
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DAD
(firm but weary, eyes
shadowed)
It’s for the best, Austin. There’'ll
be less fighting this way.

THOMAS
(snorting, voice bitter)
They’'ve been broken forever.

His tone is sharp, cutting, but his eyes glint wet, betraying
the hurt beneath his cynicism. Austin’s fists clench, his
nails biting into his palms.

AUSTIN
(pleading, tears welling)
You can fix it—please! Just try!
You have to!

Mom stands abruptly, her chair scraping against the floor.
Her movements are jerky, unsteady, as she grabs her suitcase
with trembling hands.

MOM
(voice trembling, avoiding
their eyes)
I'1ll call you boys. I promise.

She turns to the door, her shoulders hunched. Dad rises, his
jaw tight, and follows to escort her out.

AUSTIN
(shouting after her,
frantic)
Mom, wait! Don’t go—please!

The screen door slams shut with a jarring bang, the sound
echoing through the house like a gunshot. Mom’s promise fades
into the silence, leaving a void.

Austin bolts from the kitchen, his sneakers pounding the
floor, seeking his sanctuary—the garage.

INT. GARAGE - DAY

The garage is a cluttered cave of solace, a refuge of chaos
and comfort. Tools litter the workbenches—wrenches,
screwdrivers, a hammer with a chipped handle—strewn like
relics of better days. Austin’s battered computer sits on a
makeshift desk of plywood and cinder blocks, its scratched
casing a testament to years of use. He boots it up, the
familiar hum rising like a lifeline, the screen flickering to
life with a soft, comforting glow.



He sinks onto a rickety stool, his breathing ragged, fingers
hovering over the keyboard. The faint whir of the machine
steadies him—until the door slams open.

Thomas storms in, his face twisted with rage, eyes red-
rimmed.

THOMAS
(smacking the back of
Austin’s head, hard)
My turn, runt.

Austin’s rage ignites, a spark to dry tinder. He launches
from the stool, tackling Thomas with a feral cry. They crash
into the workbench, fists flying in a wild flurry of pent-up
pain.

AUSTIN
(screaming, raw)
It’s not fair! None of this is
fair!

A wrench clatters to the concrete floor, the metallic clang
ringing out. Thomas shoves back, his own voice breaking.

THOMAS
(yelling, hoarse)
You think I don’t know that? You
think I wanted this?

They grapple, knocking over a stack of paint cans with a
deafening crash. Austin’s eyes burn with tears and fury. In a
blind surge of anger, he grabs the computer monitor, yanking
it from the desk, cords snapping free.

AUSTIN
(sobbing, enraged)
I hate this—I hate you all!

He hurls the monitor with all his strength. It arcs through
the air and crashes inches from Thomas’s head, the screen
shattering with a sickening crack. Glass shards scatter
across the concrete, glittering like jagged tears, the
wreckage a mirror to their broken family.

DAD (O.S.)
(booming, furious)
Enough!

Dad bursts into the garage, his face a storm of anger and
heartbreak. He yanks the boys apart by their collars, his
grip unrelenting, his breathing heavy.

l6.
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DAD (CONT'D)
(voice shaking with fury)
Rooms—now! Both of you! I’'m done
with this!

Austin stumbles back, his chest heaving, hands trembling with
adrenaline and grief. Thomas wipes his nose with the back of
his hand, his eyes defiant but wet. Dad’s gaze sweeps over
the shattered monitor, his jaw clenching tight, but he turns
away, shoulders slumping.

INT. AUSTIN'S BEDROOM - DAY

Austin stumbles upstairs, his legs heavy as lead, his vision
blurred with tears. He collapses onto his bed, the springs
creaking under his slight frame. The room feels suffocating,
the walls pressing in. Above him, a faded poster of stars—
once a source of wonder and dreams—now looms distant, their
light dimming in his fractured mind.

He buries his face in his pillow, the fabric rough against
his cheek, muffling his sobs. His small body shakes with the
force of his grief, each cry a jagged release of the day’s
unbearable weight.

AUSTIN
(whispering into the
pillow, broken)
Why couldn’t they stay? Why..

His voice trails off, swallowed by the silence. Exhaustion
creeps in, his tears slowing as sleep drags him under. The
stars above blur into darkness, their glow fading like the
last traces of his childhood.

FADE OUT.

Scene 5: Summer 2011 - The Summer Party Tragedy

EXT. LAKESIDE PARTY - DUSK

The sun melts into the horizon, streaking the sky with fiery
orange and deepening purple. Fireflies flicker to life, their
glow pulsing like tiny heartbeats against the encroaching
dark. The air hangs heavy—thick with the acrid tang of
bonfire smoke, the yeasty spill of beer, and the raw, musky
sweat of teenagers reveling in summer freedom. A portable
speaker thumps with distorted bass, the music weaving through
shouts and laughter that ricochet off Lake Milton’s glassy
surface.
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A crowd of sunburned teens mills about, their silhouettes
sharp against the fire’s glow. AUSTIN (16), lanky and loose-
limbed in a faded Metallica tee, navigates the chaos. His
dark hair flops into his eyes, and he swipes it back with a
quick, restless flick. He cracks open a soda can—the sharp
hiss cutting through the din—and leans toward a cluster of
buddies sprawled on mismatched lawn chairs.

AUSTIN
(grinning, a little
defiant)
Bet I can outrun curfew again
tonight. Mom’s pulling a double,
and Dad’s.. well, probably passed
out by now.

His friends snort, a mix of amusement and knowing glances.
BUDDY #1, a wiry kid with a backwards cap, claps him on the
shoulder.

BUDDY #1
(teasing)
You’'re a legend, Harris. Home’s a
war zone, and you’'re still out here
winning.

Austin shrugs, sipping his soda, the carbonation a fleeting
shield against the weight he carries. His gaze drifts across
the party—until it snags on SARAH (15).

She strides in, striking in denim cutoffs and a tank top, her
blonde hair catching the firelight like a halo. Her laugh
slices through the noise, bright and commanding, pulling eyes
like a magnet. Austin’s chest tightens, a quick jolt of
nerves and want. He grabs a red Solo cup from a cooler,
splashing in some punch, and weaves toward her.

AUSTIN
(smirking, offering the
cup)
First drink’s on me—don’t say I'm
not a gentleman.

Sarah’s eyes flick to him, green and sharp. She takes the
cup, her fingers brushing his—electric, deliberate. She
grins, tilting her head.

SARAH
(playful)
Smooth, Harris. Real smooth.

They drift to a weathered log near the bonfire, perching side
by side.



The bark bites into their thighs, but the heat of the flames
warms their faces, painting their skin in shifting gold. The
crowd fades to a hum as they lean in, the space between them
buzzing.

SARAH (CONT'D)
(sipping, curious)
So, what’s the plan? You sticking
around this nowhere town forever?

AUSTIN
(shaking his head)
No way. I'm gone after graduation.
College, maybe, or straight to the
city. I want the real stars—not
just these fireflies.

He gestures to the glowing specks dotting the air. Sarah'’s
eyes spark, her voice lifting with a dreamer’s edge.

SARAH
LA’s my shot. Sunshine, beaches—
maybe I’1l1 act. Picture it: my name
in lights.

AUSTIN
(soft, half-smitten)
You’d steal the whole damn screen.

She laughs, bright and unguarded, and nudges him with her
shoulder. The moment hums—until JAY (16) crashes in,
boisterous and unsteady. His broad frame sways, beer sloshing
over the rim of his cup and onto the dirt. His voice booms,
cutting through their bubble.

JAY
(slurring, raising his
cup)
To epic nights! And to Austin—
gentleman of the soda aisle!

Austin rolls his eyes, but Sarah’s laugh rings out again,
infectious. ANN (15) hovers nearby, quieter in a dark hoodie,
her camcorder lens trained on the scene. Her dark hair
curtains her face, but her hands tremble slightly as she pans
across the revelry.

ANN
(murmuring, to herself)
This’1l]l be gold someday. Gotta
catch it all.

The trio—Sarah, Jay, and Austin—ambles toward the dock, drawn
by the water’s dark pull.
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The rickety planks groan under their weight, the lake lapping
cold and black below. Sarah teeters, her punch sloshing, her
giggles high and reckless.

SARAH
(wobbling)
Whoa—this thing’s about to
collapse. Historic, right?

She stumbles, her shoulder slamming into Ann. The camcorder
flies from Ann’s grip, splashing into the lake with a dull
plunk. Ann lurches after it, off-balance, and tumbles in with
a sharp yelp.

ANN
(thrashing, panicked)
I can’'t swim! Help!

The water swallows her cry, bubbles rising as she flails.
Austin’s heart slams against his ribs. He kicks off his
sneakers, diving in headfirst. The lake stings his eyes, cold
clawing at his skin as he slices through the murk. His hands
find Ann’s wrists—small, frantic—and he pulls, kicking hard.

AUSTIN
(gasping, straining)
Hold on, Ann! I’ve got you—just
hold on!

They break the surface, coughing and sputtering. Austin hauls
her toward the shore, his arms burning, her soaked hoodie
dragging like dead weight. They collapse onto the muddy bank,
chests heaving, water pooling beneath them.

ANN
(shivering, breathless)
Thank you, Austin. I-I thought I
was gone.

Her wide eyes glisten with fear and gratitude. Austin nods,
dripping, adrenaline still roaring in his veins.

AUSTIN
(panting)
You're okay now. Just breathe.

The party hums on behind them, oblivious, the firelight
flickering across their soaked forms.

DISSOLVE TO:



INT. CHURCH - DAY

A somber hush blankets the pews, the air thick with grief and
the faint scent of lilies. The organ drones a mournful hymn,
underscoring the PREACHER’s low, steady voice. Mourners in
black clutch tissues, heads bowed. A simple wooden casket
sits at the altar—Jay’s final stop after a drunken dare off
that same dock ended in the lake’s unforgiving grip.

Austin and Ann sit shoulder to shoulder in a middle pew, her
camcorder lost forever, his hands clenched tight in his lap.
His Metallica tee is swapped for a borrowed button-down, too
stiff against his frame. Ann’s eyes are red-rimmed, her
hoodie traded for a plain black dress.

AUSTIN
(whispering, raw)
Can’t believe he’s gone. It was
supposed to be fun—just one stupid
night.

Ann nods, staring at the casket, her voice barely audible.

ANN
(soft, hollow)
He was always pushing it. Too far,
too fast. But.. not this.

The preacher’s words blur into the organ’s hum. Austin
shifts, his hand finding hers—cold, trembling. He squeezes
gently, a lifeline in the silence.

AUSTIN
(thick with emotion)
We’ll get through it. Together.
Ann turns to him, tears brimming but unspoken. She squeezes

back, a fragile thread tying them to that night and to each
other.

ANN
(nodding, faint)
Yeah. Together.
The hymn swells, carrying their shared loss into the rafters.

FADE OUT.

Scene 6: Spring 2012 - Recruiter Resolution
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INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - DAY

The hallway thrums with the raw energy of teenage chaos.
Lockers slam shut with sharp clangs, reverberating off the
tiled walls like gunfire. Students shout and laugh, their
voices a tangled roar that drowns out individual words. The
air hangs heavy with the sting of industrial cleaner and the
greasy waft of cafeteria pizza. Sunlight pours through high
windows, slicing the scuffed linoleum floor with long, jagged
shadows.

AUSTIN (17), leaner and harder-edged, cuts through the sea of
backpacks, his frame taut with purpose. His jaw is clenched,

eyes locked ahead, a stark contrast to the carefree jostling

around him. The weight of his backpack tugs at his shoulders,
but he presses forward, a solitary figure in the storm.

He stops at a recruiters’ booth draped in Marine green.
Banners snap taut in the hallway’s draft, emblazoned with
bold white letters: "Semper Fi" and "The Few. The Proud." A
SERGEANT (late 40s), grizzled and imposing, stands behind the
table. His uniform is crisp, medals glinting under the
fluorescent lights, a buzz cut framing a stern face softened
by eyes that carry quiet understanding.

The sergeant sizes up Austin, noting the steel in his stance.

SERGEANT
(gruff, probing)
Got what it takes, kid?

Austin meets his gaze, unflinching, his voice cutting through
the din.

AUSTIN
I've seen heroes—firefighters
running into burning buildings,
soldiers fighting for freedom. I
wanna be one of them.

The sergeant’s lips twitch, a flicker of respect breaking
through his stony demeanor. He slides a pamphlet across the
table, its edges sharp and official.

SERGEANT
Boot camp’s no walk in the park.
It’s grind, sweat, sacrifice. But
it gives you purpose—honor. You
ready for that?

Austin takes the pamphlet, the paper crinkling as he folds it
and presses it against his ribs. It’s a small weight, but it
feels like a lifeline.



AUSTIN
Someone’s gotta step up. Why not
me?

A CLASSMATE (17), acne-scarred and wiry, sidles up, leaning
against a locker with a skeptical smirk. He’s all sharp edges
and doubt, arms crossed tight.

CLASSMATE
(incredulous)
You're enlisting? For real? You
know what that means—war, danger,
maybe a body bag.

Austin turns, his eyes narrowing, a spark of defiance flaring
in the dim light.

AUSTIN
(firm, intense)
Yeah, I know. But sitting back,
doing nothing—that’s not an option.
Not after what I’ve seen.

CLASSMATE
(scoffing)
What, like Jay? Or those towers
falling? That was, what, ten years
ago? Move on, man.

AUSTIN
(voice low, resolute)
Time doesn’t erase it. The world
still needs people who’ll fight for
what’s right.

The classmate shakes his head, unconvinced, and peels away,
swallowed by the thinning crowd. The bell rings—a shrill,
piercing wail that scatters students like leaves in a gust.
The hallway empties, leaving behind a hollow echo of
footsteps and distant laughter.

Austin lingers at the booth, alone now. His fingers trace the
eagle-globe-anchor logo on the pamphlet, the embossed lines
rough under his touch. His brow furrows, a storm of emotions
flickering across his face—determination, a whisper of fear,
and something fiercer: resolve.

He sees it again—Jay’s funeral, the flag-draped casket heavy
in the rain; the TV screen replaying 9/11, towers crumbling,
firefighters’ helmets flashing through the dust. His father’s
voice rumbles in his mind, a growl of disapproval he’s
learned to tune out.
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AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(whispering to himself)
I won't let fear stop me.

He straightens, squaring his shoulders, the pamphlet a solid
weight in his pocket. The sergeant watches him, silent, a nod
of acknowledgment in his steady gaze. Austin turns and walks
down the emptying hallway, the noise fading into a distant
hum as he steps toward his future.

FADE OUT.

Scene 7: Winter 2012 - Leaving Dad’s

EXT. SNOW-DUSTED STREET - NIGHT

A quiet street in Russia, Ohio, lies under a fresh shroud of
snow, the flakes swirling lazily in the dim glow of
streetlights. The air is sharp, biting at exposed skin, and
the world feels hushed, as if holding its breath. AUSTIN (17)
trudges through ankle-deep drifts, his boots crunching
rhythmically, each step a small rebellion against the
stillness. His breath fogs in the frigid air, curling upward
like smoke from a fire that burns in his chest—the
recruiters’ promises of honor, purpose, a life beyond this
small, suffocating town. Snow clings to his jeans, melting
into dark patches, and the enlistment pamphlet in his jacket
pocket feels heavier than it should, a tangible weight of his
future.

Ahead, the house looms—a sagging two-story relic with peeling
paint and a crooked mailbox half-buried in snow. The windows
are dark, save for a faint, flickering glow spilling from the
kitchen. Austin’s jaw tightens, his steps slowing as he nears
the front door, steeling himself for what’s to come.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

The kitchen is a battlefield of neglect, 1lit by a single
dangling bulb that casts a harsh, unforgiving glare over the
cracked linoleum floor. The tiles curl at the edges, yellowed
and stained, as if the room itself is peeling away from its
past. A radiator hisses and groans in the corner, its heat
feeble against the winter chill seeping through the walls.
The air hangs heavy with the sour tang of stale beer and the
bitter edge of burnt coffee. Dirty dishes teeter in the sink,
crusted with remnants of forgotten meals, and the wallpaper—
once a cheerful floral-peels in long, drooping strips, like
skin shedding from a wound.

DAD (late 40s) slumps at the table, his broad frame hunched
over a chipped ceramic mug.
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Steam rises from the coffee in thin, curling wisps, a silent
warning in the dim light. His face is shadowed, etched with
exhaustion and regret, his bloodshot eyes fixed on some
unseen point beyond the table. His hands, rough and
calloused, grip the mug as if it’s the only thing keeping him
anchored.

Austin steps inside, snow melting off his boots in small
puddles on the floor. He drops his backpack with a heavy
thud, the sound cutting through the tense silence like a
gunshot. With a steady hand, he slides the enlistment
pamphlet across the table, its edges curling, the bold Marine
logo glaring up at Dad.

AUSTIN
(voice firm, a slight
tremor beneath)
I talked to the Marines today—
signed up.

Dad’s head snaps up, eyes flashing with a storm of shock and
fury.

DAD
(growling, low and
dangerous)
You what?

His mug slams down with a sharp crack, coffee sloshing over
the rim and pooling on the scarred tabletop. The sound
reverberates, a prelude to the explosion building in his
chest.

AUSTIN
(squaring his shoulders,
meeting Dad’s gaze)
I'm enlisting. This is how I help—
how I make it mean something. I’'m
not just gonna rot here like—

DAD
(cutting him off, voice
rising)
Like me? That what you’re sayin’?
You think you’re better than this?

He lurches to his feet, chair scraping against the linoleum
with a screech. He towers over Austin, his shadow swallowing
the light, his presence a wall of anger and fear.

DAD (CONT'D)
(jabbing a finger at
Austin)
War’s not a damn game, Austin.
(MORE)



DAD (CONT'D)
I've seen buddies lost to it—
shattered, gone. Tommy'’s leg blown
off, Pete’s mind scrambled ‘til he
ate his own gun. You think you’re
tough enough for that?

Austin’s fists clench at his sides, nails biting into his
palms, the sting grounding him against the tide of Dad’s
words.

AUSTIN

(voice steady, heat

rising)
I know the risks. I’'ve heard your
stories a hundred times. But if not
me, who? Someone’s gotta go—
someone’s gotta step up. Why can’t
it be me?

DAD

(voice hardening, a raw

edge)
Because I’'ve already lost too much!
You don’t get it, do you? You're
all I've got left, and I’1l1l be
damned if I let you throw yourself
into that meat grinder.

The words hit like a punch, knocking the air from Austin’s
lungs. His chest heaves, rage and hurt swirling in his gut,
but he holds his ground.

AUSTIN
(voice cracking, defiant)
You don’t get to decide that for
me. I'm not your little boy anymore
—I haven’t been for a long time.
You can’'t stop me. I’'11 be 18 soon,
and then I'm gone.

DAD
(leaning closer, voice a
low growl)
Not under my roof, you ain’t.
You’re grounded ‘til you come to
your senses and drop this nonsense.
End of discussion.

Austin’s eyes blaze, the ultimatum a betrayal that cuts
deeper than he expected. He turns on his heel, boots thumping
up the stairs, each step a hammer blow of finality, leaving
the pamphlet behind like a gauntlet thrown down.



INT. AUSTIN'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

The room is a cramped sanctuary of teenage defiance—posters
of rock bands and NASA missions plastered over peeling
wallpaper, a tangle of clothes and books strewn across the
floor. A single bulb flickers overhead, casting erratic
shadows that dance across the walls. Austin storms in,
yanking a calendar from its nail with a sharp rip. He slams
it onto his desk, grabs a red marker, and circles February
14th with fierce, jagged strokes—freedom’s deadline, three
weeks away.

His hands tremble as he pulls out his phone, thumbs tapping
out a message to SARAH:
"Can I stay with you soon?"

Her reply pings back almost instantly:
"Mom says yes—crash whenever."

He exhales, a shaky breath of relief, and sinks onto the bed,
the springs creaking under his weight. His gaze falls to the
floor, where a crumpled sock lies next to a dog-eared sci-fi
novel—small relics of a life he’s outgrowing. He clenches his
fists, nails digging deeper, and whispers to the empty room.

AUSTIN
(soft, resolute)
I won’'t let him stop me.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. STREET - PRE-DAWN (FEBRUARY 14TH)

The world is a silent expanse, blanketed in fresh snow that
muffles all sound. The sky hangs heavy, a deep bruise of
purple edged with the faintest glow of dawn. Austin slips out
the front door, his duffel slung over his shoulder, the
weight of his decision heavy but resolute. His boots crunch
through the snow, leaving a solitary trail behind him. The
house stands silent, its dark windows staring blankly, save
for a single light flickering on in the upstairs window—Dad'’s
room.

Austin pauses at the curb, his breath clouding in the cold
air, small wisps that dissipate into the stillness. He
glances back at the house, the sagging roof and crooked
mailbox etched into his memory—a fractured home he’s leaving
behind. For a moment, he hesitates, the faint creak of a
floorboard inside echoing in his mind. Then, with a deep
inhale, he turns away, stepping into the gray unknown. His
hand brushes the enlistment pamphlet in his pocket, its edges
worn but solid—a promise of purpose, a tether to his resolve.
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His footsteps fade into the snow, the crunch growing softer
until the silence swallows them whole.

FADE OUT.

Scene 8: Late Spring 2013 - Crash and Burn

EXT. RURAL OHIO ROAD - NIGHT

A desolate ribbon of asphalt stretches through the Ohio
countryside, swallowed by a thick, rolling fog that drapes
the earth in a ghostly veil. The night hums with a restless
quiet—cicadas chirping faintly, leaves rustling in a damp
breeze. Headlights stab through the mist, their beams
trembling across the cracked pavement, illuminating wisps of
fog that curl like phantoms. The air hangs heavy with the
scent of wet earth and the faint tang of gasoline.

AUSTIN (17) staggers out of a roadside bar, its flickering
neon sign buzzing overhead like a dying heartbeat. His face
is a mask of anguish—pale, tear-streaked, eyes red-rimmed
from whiskey and heartbreak. The sharp sting of Sarah’s
betrayal burns in his chest—her laughter ringing in his ears,
her lips pressed against another guy’s at the festival. His
breath reeks of whiskey sour, souring the air as he fumbles
with his keys, the jangle of metal sharp against the silence.
He lurches toward his beat-up truck, the rusted door groaning
as he yanks it open.

Inside the cab, the stale smell of worn leather mixes with
the bitter weight of regret. Austin collapses behind the
wheel, his broad shoulders slumping as tears blur the
fractured windshield into a kaleidoscope of pain. His hands
tremble, knuckles whitening as they clamp onto the steering
wheel. With a ragged breath, he jams the key into the
ignition. The engine sputters, then roars—a primal growl that
echoes the storm raging inside him.

The radio crackles to life, Metallica’'s “Enter Sandman”
blasting through the speakers, its heavy riffs pounding like
his pulse. Austin slams his foot on the gas, tires shrieking
as the truck surges forward, tearing into the foggy night.
Trees flash by in a blur of dark, skeletal shapes, their
branches clawing at the sky. The road twists and dips, a
treacherous ribbon swallowed by the haze.

AUSTIN
(muttering, voice raw and
fractured)
Liar. Damn liar.. all of it.

His fist crashes into the dashboard with a dull thud,
splitting his knuckles.



Blood beads along the cuts, a warm trickle he doesn’t feel.
His vision swims, the world tilting as rage and whiskey cloud
his mind. The truck swerves, tires biting into loose gravel
with a high-pitched screech. Austin’s eyes widen, a jolt of
panic slicing through the haze. He jerks the wheel, but the
truck fishtails wildly, momentum hurling it off the road.

A sickening crunch as the truck flips—glass explodes in a
glittering shower, metal twists with an ear-splitting scream.
The world spins in a nauseating blur before the truck slams
into a ditch with a bone-rattling thud. Flames flicker to
life under the hood, tentative at first, then flaring as
gasoline leaks into the wreckage. The air thickens with the
acrid bite of burning rubber and fuel, smoke billowing into
the night like a dark specter.

Austin groans, pinned against the steering wheel, his chest
heaving with shallow, pained breaths. Blood seeps from a
jagged gash on his forehead, dripping into his eye, warm and
sticky. Pain lances through his ribs, sharp and relentless,
stealing his air. The heat grows, flames crackling closer,
their orange tongues licking at the cab. Shadows dance across
his face, a hellish glow that mirrors the chaos within.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(weak, gasping)
Help.. please.. someone..

His voice fades into the fire’s roar, a fragile plea
swallowed by the night. His vision blurs, darkness creeping
in, but through the fog, headlights pierce the haze—-bright,
unwavering, a beacon cutting through despair.

EXT. CRASH SITE - NIGHT

ANN (17) grips the wheel of her weathered sedan, driving home
from a late shift at the diner. Her scarred hands tighten as
the fog parts, revealing the wreckage—a nightmare of twisted
metal and fire sprawling across the ditch. Her heart
stutters, dread coiling in her gut. She jams the brakes, her
car skidding to a halt on the shoulder, gravel crunching
under the tires. Her headlights bathe the scene in stark
white light—flames leaping higher, smoke swirling, the truck
half-buried in the earth.

Ann flings her door open and leaps out, her sneakers pounding
the damp pavement as she sprints toward the wreck. The heat
slams into her, a blistering wall, but she pushes through,
her breath hitching as smoke stings her lungs. Her dark hair
whips across her soot-streaked face, her eyes wide with
urgency.
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ANN
(shouting, voice cutting
through the chaos)
Austin! Hang on—I'm here!

She skids to the driver’s side, her scarred hands clawing at
the mangled door. The metal resists, groaning under her grip.
Ann grits her teeth, muscles straining as she pulls with
everything she has. Her fingers slip, then catch, and with a
desperate yank, the door rips free, hinges shrieking in
surrender.

Austin slumps forward, his body heavy and limp, blood matting
his hair into dark clumps. Ann lunges in, her hands gripping
his jacket, fingers digging into the fabric. She hauls him
out, dragging his weight across the jagged interior, her
breath coming in sharp, frantic bursts. Pain flares in her
arms, but she doesn’t stop. She stumbles backward, pulling
him free just as the cab erupts with a thunderous whoosh—
flames surging skyward, swallowing the truck in a roaring
inferno of orange and black.

They collapse onto the damp grass, a safe distance from the
blaze. Austin coughs, a wet, ragged sound, his chest
shuddering. Ann kneels beside him, her hands trembling as she
brushes his hair back, her scarred fingers gentle against his
bloodied skin. Soot smears her face, her breath ragged but
steadying.

ANN (CONT'D)
(voice shaky but sharp, a
lifeline)
Guess we’'re even now—lake for
truck.

Austin turns his head, his glassy eyes locking onto the
burning wreck. The firelight flickers across Ann’s face,
painting her in a halo of gold and shadow. He coughs again,
weaker now, but a faint, broken smile tugs at his lips.

AUSTIN
(hoarse, dazed)
Yeah.. reckon so.

Ann wipes her brow with the back of her hand, streaking ash
across her skin. Her chest heaves, adrenaline still pumping,
but her gaze softens as she studies him—alive, breathing,
here.

ANN
(urgent, edged with fear)
What the hell were you thinking,
Austin? You could’ve died!



Austin winces, pain flaring as the fog in his mind clears. He
squeezes his eyes shut, the weight of the night crashing over
him—Sarah’s betrayal, the whiskey, the reckless spiral.

AUSTIN
(voice cracking, raw)
Sarah.. saw her with him. Kissing
him. Like I didn’t even exist. I-I
couldn’t.. just lost it.

His words fracture, a tear slipping free to cut through the
blood and grime on his cheek. Ann’s jaw tightens, but her
hand finds his shoulder, a steady anchor in the storm.

ANN
(soft but firm)
I get it, okay? Hurts like hell.
But you don’t get to burn yourself
up over her. You’re more than that,
Austin—more than her stupid games.

Austin opens his eyes, meeting her gaze. The fire’s roar dims
to a crackle, the night settling around them. Her words sink
in, a quiet lifeline pulling him back from the edge.

AUSTIN
(whispering, fragile)
Thanks, Ann.. for pulling me out.
Didn’t think anyone’d bother.

Ann squeezes his shoulder, her touch grounding, her voice
steady despite the tremor beneath it.

ANN
(with a faint, wry smile)
Someone’s gotta save your dumb ass.
Might as well be me.

A beat of silence stretches between them, the grass cool
beneath their battered bodies, the stars faintly visible
through the thinning fog. The wreckage smolders, its heat
fading, and in that stillness, something shifts—a bond forged
in fire, a flicker of hope amid the ashes.

AUSTIN
(quiet, almost to himself)
Don’t know what I'd do without you.

Ann glances at him, her expression softening, a mix of
exhaustion and resolve.
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ANN
(gentle, certain)
Good thing you won’t have to find
out.

They sit there, side by side, the night wrapping around them
like a bruised but healing promise. The fire burns low, its
light dimming, leaving only the sound of their breathing and
the distant hum of the world beyond.

FADE OUT.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAWN - SPRING 2013

The sterile hospital room glows faintly with the tender pink
of dawn seeping through a narrow window, a fragile promise of
renewal against the cold, white walls. The air hangs heavy
with the biting tang of antiseptic, a scent that clings to
the throat. Machines hum and beep-beep-beep in a relentless
rhythm, their wires snaking across the bed like mechanical
vines. AUSTIN (17) lies propped awkwardly on a stiff
mattress, his left arm swallowed by a bulky cast, his torso a
canvas of purple bruises blooming like spilled ink across his
ribs. Each shallow breath draws a faint wince, the crash'’s
aftermath etched into his body.

A small TV, bolted high in the corner, drones on—a car ad
flaunts gleaming sedans slicing through sunlit highways, a
cruel echo of twisted metal and shattered glass. Austin’s
good hand gropes for the remote, his fingers trembling
slightly as he punches the mute button. The silence drops
like a stone, thick and oppressive.

The door sighs open, and ANN (17) slips inside, her sneakers
whispering against the linoleum, silent as a shadow. She
carries a fizzing soda can in one hand, a crinkling bag of
vending machine chips in the other. Her scarred hands—etched
with faint, jagged lines from her own battles—move with quiet
confidence as she sets the treasures on his tray table,
nudging aside a plastic water pitcher.

ANN
(grinning, voice hushed)
Figured you’d need some contraband.
Hospital food sucks worse than
cafeteria slop.

Austin’s lips twitch into a smirk, a flicker of life in his
pale face. He reaches for the soda, popping the tab with a
sharp hiss that cuts through the room’s sterile hush. A bead
of condensation slides down the can, mirroring the sweat on
his brow.
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AUSTIN
(hoarse, teasing)
What'’'s this, Ann? You’'re my dealer

now? Gonna smuggle me the good
stuff?

Ann drops into the chair beside him, kicking one leg over the
other with casual ease. Her eyes, though, betray her—darting
over the cast, the bruises, the IV line taped to his arm. A
tremor of worry ripples beneath her playful tone.

ANN
(dryly)
Someone’s gotta keep you alive,
crash boy. Two rescues now—I'm
racking up points. You owe me big.

Austin lets out a raspy chuckle, then grimaces as the

movement jars his ribs. He presses his good hand against his
side, as if to hold himself together.

AUSTIN
(gritting through the
pain)
Yeah, well, lake for truck. Call it

even. Next time, you’re swimming
solo.

Ann’s smile falters, just for a heartbeat, her gaze lingering
on the stark white of the cast, the angry purple of his skin.
She tears open the chip bag with a loud crinkle, the sound

jarring in the quiet. She plucks a chip, holding it between
her fingers like an offering.

ANN
(softly, almost to
herself)
You didn’t have to come, you know.

To the lake. Could’ve stayed dry
and safe.

Austin’s eyes darken, drifting to the muted TV where the car
ad loops endlessly—shiny hoods, open roads, a life he can’t

touch. His jaw tightens, a muscle ticking beneath the
stubble.

AUSTIN
(rough, distant)
Yeah, well, someone'’s gotta keep
you out of ditches. Can’t trust you
to stay upright.

A heavy silence settles between them, thick with the weight
of shared history and unspoken fears.
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Ann’s hand twitches toward his, her scarred fingers hovering
inches above the bedsheet, but she pulls back, curling them
around the chip bag instead. The crinkle fills the void.

The door swings open again, and a NURSE bustles in, her
rubber-soled shoes squeaking obnoxiously on the floor. She'’s
all brisk efficiency—checking the chart with a rustle of
paper, adjusting the IV drip with a clatter, flashing a
tight, practiced smile that doesn’t reach her eyes.

NURSE
(clipped)
Vitals look stable. Rest up, hon.
No wild parties.

She’s gone as quickly as she came, the door thudding shut
behind her. Ann leans closer, her chair creaking faintly, her
voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

ANN
(eyes searching his)
Sarah called last night. Sounded
wrecked—crying, the whole mess. You
good?

Austin’s gaze snaps to the ceiling, his breath catching as if
she’d punched him. His jaw clenches, the muscles in his neck
cording tight, and his fingers dig into the bedsheet,
knuckles blanching white.

AUSTIN

(voice taut, barely
controlled)

Not yet. Not even close.

Ann nods, a slow, understanding tilt of her head. She doesn’t
press, doesn’t pry—just sits there, her presence a quiet
anchor in the storm raging behind his eyes. Her hand hovers
again, a ghost of a gesture, then settles back on the tray,
offering him a chip instead. He takes it, the crunch loud in
the stillness, a lifeline tethering him to her.

The dawn light swells, painting the room in softer hues—pinks
bleeding into gold, a tentative warmth seeping into the cold.
Ann shifts, resting her elbow on the tray table, her chin in
her hand.

ANN
(gently, after a pause)
You will be, you know. Eventually.
Bruises fade. The rest.. takes
longer, but it fades too.



Austin’s eyes flick to her, catching the scars on her hands,
the quiet strength in her voice. A flicker of gratitude
softens his gaze, though his lips stay pressed in a thin
line. He doesn’t speak, but the tension in his shoulders
eases, Jjust a fraction. She nudges the soda closer, a small
gesture loaded with care.

AUSTIN
(low, almost a whisper)
Better keep the contraband coming,
then. Gonna need it.

Ann smirks, popping a chip into her mouth, her eyes warm with
unspoken promises.

ANN
Deal. But next time, you’re buying.

The beep-beep of the machines rolls on, steady as a
heartbeat, as the dawn light bathes them both—a fragile hope
stitched into the sterile storm.

FADE OUT.

INT. MUSIC ROOM - AFTERNOON - SPRING 2013

The music room glows with the soft amber of late afternoon,
sunlight slicing through dusty blinds in slanted beams that
dance with swirling motes of dust. The air carries the warm,
resinous scent of aged pine, mingling with the faint musk of
worn guitar strings and yellowed sheet music. Battered
acoustic guitars slump against chipped desks, their surfaces
scratched and peeling, etched with the ghosts of past
students—initials, hearts, a crooked “ROCK ON” carved into
one corner. Faded band posters cling to the walls, edges
curling, their once-vivid colors muted by time: Nirvana, The
Killers, relics of someone else’s rebellion.

AUSTIN (17), wiry and restless, sits cross-legged on the
scuffed linoleum floor, a beat-up guitar perched awkwardly in
his lap. His fingers wrestle with the strings, coaxing out
uneven notes that buzz and falter. Across from him, ANN (17)
sits mirrored, her own guitar held with quiet confidence. Her
dark hair spills over one shoulder, catching the light as her
scarred hands move deftly over the frets. Together, they
stumble through Chasing Cars, the melody fragile but alive,
threading through the stillness like a shared heartbeat.

Austin’s fingers slip, a chord twanging sourly. He grimaces,
his jaw tightening as he shakes his head.

35.
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AUSTIN
(muttering, frustrated)
This thing hates me. Can’t make it
sound right.

Ann glances up, her dark eyes steady and warm, cutting
through his tension like a blade through fog. Her voice is
low, a quiet anchor in the room’s hush.

ANN
Music fixes what words can't,
Austin. Stop fighting it—let it
breathe.

Her words settle over him, soft but firm. He exhales sharply,
his fingers loosening on the neck of the guitar. He strums
again, harder this time, the chord ringing out—rough, but
true. The sound steadies him, and his voice spills free, raw
and unguarded.

AUSTIN

(strumming, eyes drifting)
Parents split when I was eleven.
Mom packed a bag and didn’t look
back—Dad just.. broke. Thomas
started swinging, fists like
thunder. I used to stare at the
stars, thinking they’d guide me
somewhere. Now they’re just dots
fading out.

The melody wavers as his fingers hesitate, the weight of his
words pressing down. Ann’s hands slow on her strings, her
gaze dropping to the faint white scars tracing her knuckles.
She nods, a small gesture that carries years.

ANN

(quiet, voice threaded

with ache)
Home was a battlefield for me too.
Dad roared like a storm—broke
everything he touched. Mom slipped
away one night, didn’t even leave a
note. Music was the only thing that
didn’'t lie to me.

Her eyes 1lift to his, a flicker of recognition sparking
between them—two souls mapping the same ruins. Austin strums
softer now, the notes gentler, as if the song itself is
mending the cracks they’ve bared.

AUSTIN
(half-smiling, earnest)
You'’re good at this, Ann—saving me.
(MORE)
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AUSTIN (CONT'D)
Pulled me from the lake that
summer, hauled me out of that truck
last fall.. now you’'re fixing me
with chords.

Ann laughs, a sudden burst of brightness that echoes off the
walls, but it fades fast, her expression clouding. She stops
strumming, her fingers hovering over the strings as the
silence rushes in, sharp and heavy.

ANN
(hesitant, searching his
face)
Austin, I’'ve got a boyfriend—Matt.
You know that, right?

The chord Austin’s holding collapses, the strings buzzing
into a dull, flat hum. His chest caves, a hollow thud echoing
inside him. The guitar grows heavy in his lap, an anchor
dragging him down. He forces a grin, but it’s brittle, his
eyes darting to the floor.

AUSTIN
(voice tight, strained)
Right. Matt. Lucky guy.

Ann watches him, her brow creasing as if she can see the
splinter behind his mask. She strums a single note, soft and
tentative, reaching across the gap.

ANN
(gently, firm)
We're friends, Austin. Always will
be. That’s solid.

Austin nods, his throat a knot, words he can’t voice piling
up like stones. He picks at a frayed thread on his jeans, his
fingers restless, avoiding her gaze.

AUSTIN
(murmuring, barely
audible)

Yeah. Friends.

The air thickens, charged with the weight of what’s unsaid—
the melody they’d woven now a fragile thread stretched taut.
Ann resumes playing, her fingers coaxing Chasing Cars back to
life, but the notes shift, tinged with a quiet sorrow. Austin
joins her, his strumming mechanical, the music a lifeline
holding them together even as something slips beyond reach.

Outside, the sunlight dims, shadows stretching long and thin
across the floor.
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The posters blur into the walls, the guitars stand mute,
witnesses to their tender, breaking harmony.

FADE OUT.

Scene 11: Spring 2013 - Forgiving Sarah

EXT. RUSTED WATER TOWER - DUSK

The town’s edge blurs into a wild sprawl of overgrown weeds
and brittle grass, their jagged tips snagging at the ankles
of anyone bold enough to approach the rusted water tower. The
tower hulks against the horizon, a skeletal giant of corroded
steel, its surface streaked with rust like old blood seeping
through the cracks. Above, the sky smolders—a bruised sunset
bleeding purple and magenta, the last embers of daylight
hemorrhaging into indigo. A faint wind stirs, heavy with the
scent of damp earth and metal, rustling the grass in a low,
mournful hum.

AUSTIN (17), wiry and tense, stands with his back to the
tower, his silhouette etched sharp against the dying light.
His hands are buried in the pockets of his faded jeans,
shoulders hunched as if shielding himself from the chill-or
the weight of what’s coming. His dark eyes fix on the
horizon, jaw tight, mind churning: the crash still echoes in
his bones—twisted metal, the hiss of flames, Ann’s scarred
hands pulling him free. Sarah’s betrayal cuts deeper, a wound
still raw, and Ann’s recent confession of her boyfriend
stings like salt rubbed into it.

The crunch of footsteps breaks the silence—quick, uneven,
desperate. Austin doesn’t turn, but his posture stiffens,
steeling himself for the confrontation he’s been dreading.

SARAH (17) stumbles into the clearing, her blonde hair a wild
tangle whipped by the wind, eyes swollen and red-rimmed from
crying. Mascara streaks her cheeks in dark, jagged rivers,
and a faded hickey blooms on her neck—a cruel, mottled mark
of her mistake. She clutches a denim jacket around her thin
frame, but it can’t hide the tremor in her hands. Her perfume
—sharp, floral, almost cloying—cuts through the earthy air as
she lurches toward him, her breath hitching in shallow gasps.

SARAH
(voice raw, breaking)
Austin—please. Don’t walk away.
Just.. just hear me out.

Austin’s shoulders tighten, but he keeps his gaze fixed
ahead. His voice is low, rough with exhaustion and barely
restrained hurt.



AUSTIN
What'’s left to say, Sarah? You made
your choice.

Sarah hesitates, her sneakers snagging in the weeds as she
closes the distance. She reaches for him, her fingers
brushing his arm, but he jerks back, the motion sharp and
instinctive. Her hand lingers in the air, trembling, before
falling limp to her side.

SARAH

(tears spilling, voice

cracking)
He saw us at the festival—knew I
was playing both sides. Dumped me
right there, in front of everyone.
I-I messed up, Austin. I was stupid
and selfish, and I know it. But I
can’t lose you too. I need you.

Austin turns at last, his eyes locking onto hers—dark,
stormy, brimming with a pain he can’t quite mask. The crash
flashes behind his lids: the screech of tires, the jolt of
impact, Ann’s voice screaming his name. And now Sarah stands
here, flawed and familiar, her betrayal a blade still
twisting in his gut.

AUSTIN

(voice tight, edged with

bitterness)
You need me? You gutted me, Sarah.
Tore me apart and left me bleeding,
and now you'’re here because he’s
done with you? That’s supposed to
make it okay?

Sarah flinches as if slapped, her breath catching in a ragged
sob. She steps closer, her perfume swirling between them, her
eyes wide and pleading.

SARAH

(voice fracturing)
No—it doesn’t. I know it doesn’t
fix anything. I hate myself for
what I did. But I was scared,
Austin—terrified of losing you to
the Marines, to some war halfway
across the world. I thought.. I
thought if I had someone else, it
wouldn’t rip me apart when you
left. But it’s worse. It’s so much
worse.



Austin’s jaw clenches, his hands balling into fists at his
sides. The wind rises, tugging at his hair, carrying the
distant hum of a train—a faint, mournful whistle that threads
through the silence. He looks past her, to the water tower’s
rusted frame, its decay a mirror to the wreckage of what they
had.

AUSTIN

(voice low, strained)
You think I’'m not scared? I'm
shipping out in weeks—boot camp,
then God knows where. I’'ve got
nothing tying me here but you,
Sarah. And you burned that to the
ground.

Sarah’s tears fall faster, carving tracks through the mascara
on her cheeks. She reaches for him again, her fingers curling
around his arm, gripping tight as if he’s slipping away right
in front of her.

SARAH
(whispering, desperate)
Let me fix it. Please, Austin—I'1ll
do anything. I’11 be better, I'll
wait for you. Just don’'t leave me
like this—not with nothing.

Austin exhales sharply, the sound heavy in the cooling air.
His gaze drops to her hand on his arm—her touch warm,
familiar, a thread of what they used to be. The fight bleeds
out of him, leaving only exhaustion and a flicker of
something softer, something he can’t quite bury. He looks up
at the tower again, its scarred metal still standing despite
the rust—like them, battered but not broken.

AUSTIN
(quiet, resigned)
I'm leaving soon, Sarah. This—us—
it’s gonna be hard. You know that,
right?

Sarah nods, her grip tightening, her eyes searching his for
any sign of hope.

SARAH
(voice trembling but
steady)
I know. But I’'d rather have you for
a little while than lose you
completely. Please—just give me a
chance.

40.
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A long silence stretches between them, the sky deepening to a
bruised violet, the first stars piercing through the gloom.
Austin’s chest rises and falls, his breath misting faintly in
the dusk. He nods once, a small, reluctant gesture, his voice
rough but certain.

AUSTIN
Okay. We try.

Sarah’s face crumples with relief, a sob tearing free as she
steps into him, her arms wrapping around his waist, her cheek
pressed against his chest. Austin hesitates, his hands
hovering for a beat, then slowly encircle her—not tight, but
enough, a fragile hold on something patched together but
still cracked.

They stand there, framed by the tower’s shadow, the weeds
whispering around their legs. Sarah’s hand slips into his,
her fingers threading through his, their grip tentative but
real—a promise as delicate as the rusted steel behind them.
The sky darkens, the sunset’s fire extinguished, leaving only
the cold gleam of stars.

Austin glances at the horizon, where the last shred of light
slips away. His ship date ticks closer, relentless and
unforgiving. The wind carries the faint scent of rain, and
the train’s whistle sounds again, a lifeline fraying into the
night.

FADE OUT.

Scene 12: Summer 2013 - Marine Training & Bonding with Jax

EXT. MARINE TRAINING BASE - DAY

A merciless sun blazes overhead, baking the cracked earth of
a Marine training base lost in the middle of nowhere.
Obstacle courses sprawl across the desolate landscape—
towering wooden walls scarred with splinters, ropes frayed
and swaying in the faint, scorching breeze, and pits of
thick, sucking mud. Dust hangs heavy in the air, a choking
haze that stings the eyes and coats the throat. The distant
shimmer of heat warps the horizon, where silhouettes of
recruits crawl, climb, and stumble under the relentless
glare. The air carries the sharp scent of sweat, sunbaked
dirt, and the metallic tang of rusted equipment.

AUSTIN (19), wiry and lean in sweat-drenched camo, grips a
rope wall, his arms trembling as he hauls himself upward. His
face is flushed, streaked with grime, and his breaths come in
short, ragged bursts, but his hazel eyes blaze with
unyielding resolve—fueled by a vow made in the shadow of
9/11.
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Nearby, JAX (20), sharp-eyed and agile, navigates a log
balance with quick, precise steps, his wiry frame taut with
focus. DAVID (19), broad-shouldered and stoic, powers through
a tire course, his heavy boots thudding against the ground,
his face set in quiet determination.

DRILL INSTRUCTOR #1
(voice a gravelly roar)
Move it, Harris! You think this is
a damn picnic? Climb that wall like
your life’s on the line!

Austin clenches his jaw, his sweat-slick fingers slipping
before finding purchase. He pulls himself higher, muscles
screaming, the rope burning against his palms. The drill
instructors stalk the grounds like predators, their shouts
slicing through the cacophony of clattering boots and labored
grunts.

DRILL INSTRUCTOR #2
(barking at Jax)
Faster, Jax! You’'re not here to
dance—move like you mean it!

Jax mutters a curse under his breath, his sharp eyes
narrowing as he leaps to the next obstacle, his movements a
blur of defiance and grit.

DRILL INSTRUCTOR #1
(to David)
Pick it up, big man! Size don’t
mean nothing if you’re dragging
ass!

David’s broad frame tenses, his jaw tightening as he pushes
forward, his steady strength cutting through the chaos.

EXT. TRAINING BASE - WATER BREAK - DAY

The recruits stagger into a patch of shade near a stack of
weathered crates, collapsing in a heap of exhaustion. Austin
slumps against a crate, his chest heaving, canteen shaking in
his hands as he gulps water that spills down his chin. The
coolness is a fleeting mercy against the fire in his throat.
Jax drops beside him, wiping sweat from his brow with a dirt-
streaked sleeve, while David settles heavily, his broad frame
casting a shadow over the cracked earth.

Austin stares out at the obstacle course, his mind drifting
to the grainy footage of 9/11—firefighters charging into the
inferno, their courage etched into his soul. He wipes his
brow, leaving a smear of dust across his forehead, and breaks
the silence.



AUSTIN
(voice hoarse, reverent)
Those firefighters on 9/11—they
didn’t hesitate. Ran straight into
hell to pull people out. I’'m here
to prove I’'ve got that kind of guts
in me.

Jax nods, his sharp eyes softening as he cracks his knuckles—
a restless tic that betrays the storm beneath his cool
exterior.

JAX
(quiet, intense)
Same deal. I was ten, glued to the
TV—watched the towers drop live.
Messed me up bad. Couldn’t shake it
—still can’t.

David shifts, his broad hands resting on his knees. His
voice, when it comes, is a low rumble, heavy with memory.

DAVID
Lost my uncle that day. FDNY. Went
into the south tower—mever came
back.

Austin meets their gazes, a spark of recognition flaring
between them. The weight of that day—the smoke, the ash, the
lives lost—hangs in the air, binding them tighter than any
chain. Sweat drips from their faces, pooling in the dust at
their feet, a gritty testament to the brotherhood taking
root.

AUSTIN
(nodding, a flicker of
connection)
We're all here for a reason, huh?
To keep that kind of courage alive.

Jax flashes a wry grin, his sharp eyes glinting with a mix of
humor and steel.

JAX
Yeah, and to be tougher than we
were yesterday. Even if this place
is trying to kill us.

David’s mouth twitches, a rare smile breaking through his
stoic mask.

DAVID
And to honor the ones who can’t
fight anymore. Like my uncle.

43.
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A heavy silence settles, the distant shouts of the drill
instructors fading into the background. For a moment, it’s
just the three of them, united by a shared purpose etched in
loss and resolve.

EXT. OBSTACLE COURSE - DAY

The recruits regroup at the base of a towering wall, its
splintered surface looming like a challenge to their wills.
Austin, Jax, and David exchange a glance, their earlier words
still echoing in the space between them.

JAX
(grinning, nudging Austin)
Alright, firefighter—show us that
9/11 spirit. Up you go.

Austin smirks, shaking out his aching arms. He steps to the
wall, gripping the dangling rope with raw, red hands. With a
grunt, he pulls himself up, boots scraping against the wood,
every muscle straining against gravity. Jax follows, his wiry
frame scaling the wall with agile precision, while David
plants himself at the base, ready to assist.

Halfway up, Austin falters, his arms quivering, sweat
stinging his eyes. Jax, just below, shouts through his own
labored breaths.

JAX (CONT'D)
(encouraging, fierce)
Come on, Austin! Think of those
guys running up the stairs—don’t
quit now!

Austin’s face hardens, a surge of fire igniting in his chest.
He hauls himself over the top, collapsing onto the platform
with a gasp, his body trembling but triumphant. Jax scrambles
up beside him, panting, a wild grin splitting his face.

AUSTIN
(breathless, grinning
back)
You’re pulling me up next time,
smartass.
JAX
(laughing)

Deal. But don’t expect me to carry
you through the whole damn course.

David’s deep voice rumbles from below, steady and dry.
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DAVID
You two done yapping? I’'m not
climbing this thing by myself.

Austin and Jax lean over the edge, extending their arms.
David grabs hold, and with a collective heave—grunts mixing
with the creak of wood—they pull him up. He lands beside them
with a thud, the trio sprawling in a heap, laughter breaking
through their exhaustion like a release.

AUSTIN
(clapping Jax on the back)
Nice work, man. Couldn’t have done
it without you.

JAX
(wiping sweat, grinning)
Teamwork makes the dream work,
right?

DAVID
(chuckling, low and warm)
Yeah, and sweat seals the deal.

They drag themselves to their feet, dusting off their camo,
and jog toward the next obstacle. Their steps fall into a
rough rhythm, their movements more synced now—a unit forged
in the crucible of dust, heat, and shared grit. The sun beats
down, unforgiving, but they press on together, shadows
stretching long behind them.

FADE OUT.

Scene 13: Summer 2013 - Marine Graduation

EXT. MARINE TRAINING BASE - GRADUATION FIELD - MORNING

The morning air bites with a crisp edge, a faint breeze
snapping the American flags that thrust skyward along the
graduation field, their reds and blues blazing against a
cloudless expanse. Bleachers groan under the weight of
families, faces flushed with anticipation—hundreds of eyes
glinting with pride, cameras flashing like fireflies. The
base pulses with life: murmurs ripple through the crowd,
boots shuffle on packed earth, and the distant bark of drill
instructors fades into a reverent hush as the ceremony dawns.
Sunlight dances off polished brass and starched uniforms,
bathing the scene in a golden glow of victory.

AUSTIN (19) stands rigid in formation, his dress blues sharp
as a blade, the fabric taut against his sweat-slicked skin.



46.

His chest balloons with a pride so fierce it threatens to
burst, his heartbeat syncing with the ceremonial drum’s
steady thump-thump. His boots, polished to a mirror sheen,
catch the sky above—endless blue, a promise unfurling. This
moment is his crucible, forged in months of grueling drills,
sleepless nights, and a vow etched into his soul after 9/11's
ash settled.

An OFFICER (late 40s), face carved with stern lines but eyes
flickering with warmth, strides forward. His voice rumbles
like gravel, heavy with tradition, as he pins the meritorious
promotion—Corporal—onto Austin’s chest.

OFFICER
(low, weighted with
reverence)
You carry their legacy, Harris.
Make it count.

Austin’s throat constricts, his gaze fixed ahead, but his
mind flares with images of firefighters storming into
collapsing towers—heroes whose courage now threads through
his veins. He nods, a single, crisp motion, his resolve
ironclad.

AUSTIN
(voice firm, laced with
emotion)
Yes, sir. I will.

The officer steps back, and the crowd explodes—applause
crashes like a tidal wave, rolling over the field, trembling
through Austin’s bones. His chest surges, the sound lifting
him until he feels ten feet tall. He holds his salute, steady
as stone, until the command rings out: “Dismissed!”

EXT. GRADUATION FIELD - MOMENTS LATER

The formation shatters, and the field erupts into chaos—
families flood forward, laughter and shouts tangling with the
brass band’s triumphant blare. Austin scans the sea of faces,
pulse racing, until he spots SARAH (18) charging toward him.
Her sundress flutters like a banner in the breeze, blonde
hair ablaze in the sunlight, eyes shimmering with tears that
carve dark trails through her makeup.

She slams into him, arms coiling around his neck, her face
burying into the hollow of his shoulder. Her body quakes with
sobs, but her voice bursts with unbridled joy.

SARAH
(choked, laughing through
tears)

(MORE)



47.

SARAH (CONT'D)
You did it, Austin! You really did
it!

Austin’s arms wrap around her, hands spreading across her
back, anchoring himself in her warmth. He eases back just
enough to meet her gaze, his own eyes misting despite his
iron will.

AUSTIN
(voice rough, tender)
Couldn’t have done it without you,
Sarah. You kept me going.

Sarah’s tears cascade faster, but her grin splits wide,
swiping at her cheeks with trembling fingers, smearing
mascara into wild streaks. She’s a mess, radiant, her
happiness spilling over.

SARAH
(sniffling, beaming)
I'm so damn proud of you.

Austin’s chest clenches, emotion clawing up his throat. He
digs into his pocket, fingers brushing the small velvet box
he’s guarded for weeks. Taking a steadying breath, he drops
to one knee, the grass cool beneath him. The crowd hushes, a
ripple of stillness spreading as every eye locks onto the
young Marine and his tear-streaked love.

He flips open the box, revealing a modest ring—cheap, but its
gleam in the sunlight sings of sacrifice and hope.

AUSTIN

(voice steady, eyes

piercing hers)
I swore I’'d be strong, Sarah—like
those heroes who ran into the fire.
I've fought for this, for us. Now I
want us—together, unbreakable. Will
you marry me?

Sarah’s breath hitches, a sob tearing free as she nods
wildly, hands clapping over her mouth.

SARAH
(bursting, half-laughing)
Yes! Yes, yes!

Austin springs up, pulling her into a kiss—fierce, tender, a
flare of joy that ignites the air. The crowd roars—cheers,
whistles, applause swelling like a storm. Sarah clings to
him, tears soaking his collar, but they’re lost in each
other, the world collapsing to this single, blazing moment.



EXT. GRADUATION FIELD - FAMILY REUNION

The family descends, a whirlwind of arms and voices. MOM
(late 40s), eyes glistening with unshed tears, envelops
Austin in a hug that squeezes the air from his lungs. Her
whisper trembles against his ear.

MOM
(soft, thick with pride)
My boy.. you’ve made us so proud.

Austin pulls back, grinning, his hand still locked in
Sarah’s. THOMAS (21), broader and taller, steps up, his usual
smirk softened into grudging respect. He lands a backslap
that jolts Austin forward.

THOMAS
(gruff, half-smiling)
Didn’t think you’d make it, runt.
Guess I was wrong.

Austin laughs, bright and unrestrained, a rare bridge
spanning their rift.

AUSTIN
(teasing)
High praise, coming from you.

Even DAD (late 40s) hovers near, his weathered face creasing
into a proud grin—a fleeting armistice in their stormy past.
He steps in, clapping Austin’s shoulder with a heavy,
calloused hand.

DAD
(voice gruff, eyes
glinting)
Didn’t think you’d pull it off,
kid. But you proved me wrong. Damn
proud of you.

Austin’s throat knots, those longed-for words piercing deep.
He nods, swallowing the lump, his grip on Sarah’s hand
tightening like a lifeline.

AUSTIN
(voice thick)
Thanks, Dad. Means a lot.

The band’s brass swells, notes soaring across the field, a
triumphant echo that lifts the moment skyward. Austin’s gaze
sweeps the scene—his family, his brothers-in-arms, the flags
snapping sharp—and his heart feels too vast for his ribs,
brimming with a future so bright it stings.



He turns to Sarah, her hand warm and sure in his, the path
ahead crystalline.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(whispering, just for her)
We'’'re gonna make it, Sarah. You and

me.

Sarah presses into him, cheek against his shoulder, her voice
a quiet vow.

SARAH
Together. Forever and Always.

The camera pulls back, the field alight with celebration,
Austin and Sarah at its heart—a young couple tempered in
fire, their future glinting like the ring now hugging her
finger.

FADE OUT.

Scene 14: Fall 2013 - The Fall

EXT. OBSTACLE COURSE - DAY

A gray sky sags over the Marine training base, swollen with
unshed rain, casting a dull pallor across the field. The
obstacle course stretches out like a battlefield of endurance
—ropes dangle limply, sodden and heavy; wooden walls gleam
with a treacherous sheen; and deep pits of mud churn beneath
the drizzle, thick and greedy, sucking at anything that dares
to tread. A fitful rain spits from above, sharp and cold,
peppering the ground with tiny craters. The air hangs heavy
with the scent of wet earth, pine, and the musk of exertion,
a gritty perfume of resolve.

AUSTIN (19), wiry and resolute, stands at the starting line,
flanked by JAX (20) and DAVID (19). Their camo clings to
them, damp and streaked with mud, their faces etched with
fatigue and fire. Austin’s hazel eyes sweep the course,
locking on the 10-foot wall—a towering, rain-slick monolith
that dares them to conquer it. His jaw tightens, a spark of
anticipation flickering beneath the exhaustion. This is his
proving ground.

Jax, lean and restless, shifts his weight from foot to foot,
shaking out his hands as if to banish the chill. His sharp
features twist into a crooked grin, eyes glinting with a
challenge.
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JAX
(playful, elbowing Austin)
So, what’d you do on leave,
hotshot? Charm some beach babe or
just cry into your beer?

Austin smirks, wiping a bead of rain from his brow, leaving a
smear of mud in its place.

AUSTIN
(dryly)
Better than you—heard you got your
ass handed to you in a bar fight.
Again.

Jax laughs, a sharp bark that cuts through the drizzle, his
breath puffing white in the cold.

JAX
(grinning)
Yeah, but I gave as good as I got.
You shoulda seen the other guy—
limpin’ out like a kicked dog.

David, solid and unshakable, adjusts his cap, water dripping
from the brim. His deep voice rumbles, steady as stone, laced
with mock exasperation.

DAVID
(shaking his head)
You two are idiots. I spent my
leave sleeping. Actual bed, no mud.
Highly recommend it.

The rain picks up, a staccato patter against their shoulders,
soaking through to the skin. Austin tilts his head back,
letting the drops sting his face, a fleeting grin tugging at
his lips. These rare overlaps—when leave tales spill out
between drills—are what keep him tethered to Jax and David,
brothers forged in sweat and sacrifice.

AUSTIN
(half to himself, fervent)
Days like this.. makes it all worth
it, you know? Pushing past the
shit, together.

Jax claps him on the shoulder, his grip firm, eyes softening
for a split second before the mischief returns.

JAX
(teasing)
Aw, you gonna cry, poet?
(MORE)

50.



51.

JAX (CONT'D)
Save it for the wall-let’s see if
you can climb as good as you talk.

David snorts, stepping up beside them, his boots sinking
slightly into the mire.

DAVID
(gruff)
Enough yapping. Let’s hit it before
this rain drowns us.

They nod as one, a silent pact, and explode into motion.
Boots pound the earth, sending up sprays of mud that cling to
their legs like wet cement. The course blurs past—ropes burn
their palms as they scramble up, logs trip their strides,
walls loom and fall beneath their collective will. Laughter
erupts, wild and defiant, as they slip and stumble, the
drizzle a minor foe compared to their spirit.

AUSTIN
(shouting, breathless)
Jax, you’re slower than a damn
turtle!

JAX
(yelling back, laughing)
Least I don’t look like a drowned
rat, princess!

They reach the 10-foot wall, its surface a glistening slab of
menace, rain cascading down in rivulets. Austin surges ahead,
his boots finding purchase in the muck as he hurls himself at
the wood. His hands claw at the slick surface, fingers
digging into cracks, muscles coiling like springs. The wall
shakes under his weight, water streaming into his eyes,
blurring his vision.

AUSTIN
(muttering, strained)
Come on.. just a little more..

He'’s three-quarters up, his breath ragged, heart hammering
against his ribs, when disaster strikes. His left boot slips—
a sudden, sickening skid on the drenched plank. His body
lurches, balance gone, and gravity seizes him with cruel
indifference. The fall is a heartbeat—air shrieks past his
ears, the ground hurtling up in a merciless blur. He twists,
desperate, but there’s no escaping it.

His spine crashes into the packed earth with a bone-
shattering crack that splits the air. Pain ignites—a
blinding, white-hot surge that rips through his core,
splintering outward like lightning.



He gasps, a choked sound torn from his chest, his hands
scrabbling at the mud, nails sinking into the cold, clammy
filth. A guttural groan escapes, raw and animalistic, as the
world reels around him.

JAX
(voice breaking, shrill)
Austin! Oh shit—MEDIC! Somebody get
a medic!

The ground vibrates with pounding boots, a frantic rhythm
cutting through the rain’s steady drone. Jax drops to his
knees beside Austin, his face ashen, eyes wild with panic,
hands hovering as if afraid to touch. David looms over them,
his broad shoulders hunched, his calm facade crumbling into
wide-eyed horror.

DAVID
(shouting, unsteady)
Don’t move him! Don’t—just wait,
damn it!

Austin’s vision fractures, the pain a relentless tide
drowning his senses. His legs feel alien—numb, unreachable,
as if severed from his will. Rain pelts his face, icy and
unyielding, mixing with the sweat and dirt caking his skin.
His uniform is a sodden weight, plastered to his trembling
frame, mud oozing into every seam.

Medics burst onto the scene, a flurry of motion and barked
commands, their hands swift as they strap him to a spine
board. The world tilts violently as they hoist him up, the
gray sky spinning overhead, endless and oppressive.

MEDIC #1
(urgent, clipped)
Hold his head steady! Watch the
neck—go, go!

Austin’s chest heaves, each breath a jagged shard of glass.
He tries to speak, to scream, but only a faint, broken sound
spills out.

AUSTIN
(whispering, hoarse)
My legs.. I can’t.. where are they?

Jax leans over him, rain dripping from his nose, his voice a
desperate tether in the chaos.

JAX
(choking up)
You’re good, man, you're good.
(MORE)
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JAX (CONT'D)
Help’s here—just hold on, alright?
Don’t you quit on me.

David’s hand grips Jax’s shoulder, his knuckles white, his
face a mask of anguish as he watches the medics work. The
rain hammers down, a relentless tattoo on Austin’s skin,
washing away the grime but not the despair. His fingers
twitch feebly, grasping at the air, the pain a roaring
inferno that consumes him whole.

His eyelids droop, heavy as stone, the edges of his vision
bleeding into shadow. The last thing he sees is Jax’'s
pleading eyes, mouth moving in silent, frantic words, and
David’s silhouette against the gray void. His Marine dream—
years of grit and hope—crumbles with his shattered back,
dissolving into the mud beneath him.

The darkness closes in, cold and absolute, the rain’s chill
the final sensation as he fades.

FADE TO BLACK.

Below is an expanded version of Scene 15: Spring 2014 - The
Calls Before the Edge, crafted in screenplay format. This
version deepens the original scene with vivid descriptive
elements, emotionally charged dialogue, and sensory details
that pull the viewer and reader into Austin’s world of
despair, betrayal, and loss. The dim apartment, cluttered
with whiskey bottles and a stale pizza box, sets a bleak,
oppressive tone, reflecting Austin’s internal collapse. The
dialogue captures the raw pain of betrayal and grief, while
Austin’s internal struggle—his shattered dreams and fading
hope—anchors the tragedy. The scene explores themes of loss,
isolation, and the search for meaning in the face of
relentless adversity.

Scene 15: Spring 2014 - The Calls Before the Edge

INT. DIM APARTMENT - EVENING

The apartment is a tomb of shadows, the air thick with the
sour stench of stale whiskey and unwashed clothes. Curtains
hang like limp shrouds over the windows, choking out the last
gasps of daylight. A scarred coffee table sits in the center,
littered with empty whiskey bottles—some upright, others
toppled like fallen soldiers—and a stale pizza box yawns
open, its contents shriveled and forgotten. The room hums
with the low buzz of a dying fluorescent bulb, casting a
sickly yellow glow that flickers sporadically, as if
struggling to stay alive.

AUSTIN (20), gaunt and hollow-eyed, hunches in a wheelchair
near the table.
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His once-strong frame is shrunken, swallowed by a stained
hoodie and sweatpants. His hands—rough, scarred—grip the
armrests, knuckles white, as if anchoring himself against a
storm only he can feel. The phone on his lap buzzes
insistently, a shrill intrusion into the suffocating silence.
He stares at it for a beat, jaw clenched, before answering
with a trembling hand.

AUSTIN
(voice gravelly, thick
with exhaustion)
Yeah?

The line crackles with static, then his COUSIN’S VOICE cuts
through, sharp and breathless.

COUSIN (0.S.)
(urgent, strained)
Austin, man, you gotta know—Sarah’s
cheating. She sent me a pic by
mistake. Some guy’s at her place,
right now.

Austin’s grip on the phone tightens, the plastic creaking
under his fingers. His breath hitches, a slow, seismic shift
of rage and disbelief cracking through his chest.

AUSTIN
(low, dangerous)
What the hell are you talking
about? Is the kid even mine?

The cousin hesitates, the silence on the line heavy with
dread.

COUSIN (0.S.)
(soft, reluctant)
I don't know, man. I'm sorry. I
thought you should know.

Austin’s face contorts, a snarl twisting his lips as he slams
the phone down on the table, the impact rattling the bottles.
His chest heaves, each breath a jagged shard of glass. He
snatches the phone again, dialing Sarah with shaking fingers,
the screen blurring through a haze of fury and whiskey.

The line rings once, twice—then SARAH’S VOICE answers,
clipped and defensive.

SARAH (0.S.)

(wary)
Austin? What’s wrong?
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AUSTIN
(slurring, voice like
gravel)

Who'’'s with you, Sarah? Who the hell
is at your place?

A beat of silence, then Sarah’s voice hardens, edged with
guilt and defiance.

SARAH (0.S.)
(snapping)
You were gone, Austin—broken,
drowning in your own mess. I needed
someone who could be here, not just
a ghost in a chair.

Austin’s face crumples, betrayal slicing through him like a
blade. His free hand balls into a fist, nails biting into his
palm.

AUSTIN
(voice cracking, raw)
I was fighting for us—fighting to
get back to you. And you.. you just—

SARAH (0.S.)
(interrupting, voice
trembling)
I couldn’t wait anymore. I’'m sorry,
but I can’t do this alone.

The line goes dead, a sharp click that echoes like a gunshot.
Austin’s arm drops, the phone slipping from his grasp and
clattering to the floor, the screen cracking with a faint
snap. His breath comes in ragged gasps, the room spinning
around him, walls closing in like a vice.

Another buzz—this time from the floor. He reaches down,
fumbling for the phone, his vision swimming. The caller ID
reads DAVID. He answers, his voice a hollow rasp.

AUSTIN
(barely audible)
Yeah?

DAVID (O.S.)
(voice heavy, thick with
grief)
Austin.. it’s Jax. He hit an IED
yesterday. Didn’t make it.

The words land like a sledgehammer, shattering the fragile
shell of Austin’s composure. His breath freezes in his
throat, the room tilting violently.
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Jax’s laugh—sharp, reckless—echoes in his skull, a ghost of
better days, of shared dreams and sweat-soaked camaraderie.

AUSTIN
(whispering, voice
breaking)
No.. no, not Jax. He was supposed to

DAVID (0.S.)
(choked, struggling)
I know, man. I know. But he’s gone.

Austin’s hand drops, the phone slipping again, this time
forgotten. His chest caves, a sob tearing free—raw, guttural,
a sound of pure, unfiltered anguish. He wheels himself to a
battered footlocker in the corner, yanking it open with
trembling hands. Inside, his crumpled Marine uniform lies
folded, dog tags dangling from the collar, their metallic
clink a faint, mournful chime.

He lifts the uniform, pressing it to his chest, the fabric
rough against his tear-streaked face. His voice is a broken
whisper, barely audible over the hum of the dying light.

AUSTIN
(to himself, shattered)
I was supposed to be a hero—
supposed to be there with them. Not
here.. not like this.

Tears splash onto the uniform, darkening the fabric in small,
spreading stains. His gaze drifts to the wall, where a
childhood star chart hangs, its edges curling, constellations
faded and peeling. Once, those stars were his beacon—dreams
of reaching beyond the sky. Now, they mock him, distant and
unreachable, like everything he’s lost.

The whiskey bottle on the table trembles in his hand as he
lifts it, the glass slick with condensation—or maybe his own
sweat. He stares at it, the amber liquid sloshing gently, a
siren call to numbness. His fingers tighten around the neck,
knuckles white, as if crushing it could crush the pain.

Outside, a distant train whistle wails, a lonely sound
threading through the night. Austin’s breath hitches, his
chest shuddering with silent sobs. The room closes in, the
walls pressing tighter, the air thinning until it feels 1like
he’s drowning.

He uncaps the bottle, the sharp scent of whiskey filling his
nostrils, a bitter promise of oblivion.



His hand shakes, the bottle hovering near his lips, but his
eyes lock on the star chart—one last time, a flicker of
something defiant sparking in the void.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(whispering, to the stars)
I'm still here.. still fighting.

But the words feel hollow, a lie swallowed by the darkness.
He tips the bottle back, the burn of whiskey scorching his
throat, a fleeting warmth in the cold, endless night.

FADE TO BLACK.

Below is an expanded version of Scene 16: Spring 2014 - The
Edge, crafted in screenplay format. This version deepens the
original scene with vivid descriptive elements, emotionally
charged dialogue, and sensory details that immerse the viewer
and reader in Austin’s darkest moment. The peeling-walled
room, with its flickering bulb and haunting noose, sets a
bleak, oppressive tone, reflecting Austin’s internal
collapse. The dialogue—sparse yet poignant, both internal and
via text—captures his despair and the faint glimmer of hope
that pulls him back from the brink. The scene explores themes
of failure, isolation, and the fragile lifeline of human
connection, captivating the audience with its raw intensity
and quiet redemption.

Scene 16: Spring 2014 - The Edge

INT. PEELING-WALLED ROOM - NIGHT

The room is a mausoleum of despair, its walls shedding paint
in long, curling strips like flayed skin, stained yellow by
time and neglect. A single bare bulb swings from a frayed
cord, its light stuttering—on, off, on—casting jagged shadows
that claw at the cracked plaster. The air is heavy, saturated
with the sour, pungent reek of whiskey and unwashed
desperation. A thick, coarse rope dangles from a ceiling
beam, its noose swaying faintly, a grim pendulum marking the
seconds of a life teetering on the edge. Nearby, a pair of
crutches leans against the wall, their metal frames glinting
dully in the flickering light, silent witnesses to a body
broken.

AUSTIN (20), gaunt and hollow-eyed, slumps on a stained
mattress shoved into the corner. His back brace lies crumpled
beside him, discarded like a shed exoskeleton, exposing the
raw vulnerability of his hunched frame. His hands—rough,
trembling—clutch a length of rope, the fibers biting into his
palms as he tightens the knot with a drunkard’s focus.
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A half-empty whiskey bottle teeters at his feet, its amber
liquid sloshing as he shifts, the fumes rising like a shroud
around him.

He stares at the noose, eyes glassy, and mutters to himself,
voice thick and slurred, each word dripping with self-
loathing.

AUSTIN
(barely audible)
Failed him. Failed Jax. Failed
Sarah. Failed.. everyone.

His fingers fumble with the knot, the rope’s roughness
scraping his skin raw. He sways slightly, the mattress
creaking beneath him, and takes a ragged swig from the
bottle. The burn of the whiskey does nothing to quiet the
ghosts in his head.

FLASHBACK
A firefighter’s gloved hand reaches
out through a haze of dust and
smoke, then vanishes as the world
collapses in ash.
END FLASHBACK

Austin stands, legs unsteady, his shadow lurching across the
wall like a wounded animal. He drags a rickety wooden chair
beneath the beam, its legs scraping the floor with a sound
like a dying breath. He loops the rope over the beam, hands
shaking so violently the knot slips once before he yanks it
tight.

FLASHBACK (CONT'D)
JAX (20), all crooked grin and
reckless joy, clinks beer bottles
with Austin under a summer sky. "To
us, man! Brothers forever!"
END FLASHBACK

He climbs onto the chair, the wood groaning and wobbling
beneath his weight. His breath comes in shallow, panicked
gasps as he slips the noose over his head, the rope’s coarse
embrace settling around his neck. His eyes squeeze shut,
tears streaking through the grime on his face.

FLASHBACK (CONT'D)
SARAH (20), her face twisted in
fury, voice cutting like a blade.
"You were broken, Austin—I needed
someone alive, not a ghost!"
END FLASHBACK
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His hand grips the rope, knuckles white, ready to kick the
chair away. The bulb flickers faster, shadows pulsing like a
heartbeat on the edge of stopping.

Suddenly, his phone buzzes on the mattress—a sharp, insistent
hum that slices through the suffocating silence. The screen
glows faintly through the gloom: "Ann’s Birthday Today."

Austin freezes, the noose taut against his throat. His breath
catches, a sob trapped in his chest. Slowly, he reaches down,
fingers trembling as he picks up the phone. The screen’s
light bathes his face in a pale, ghostly glow, illuminating
the tear tracks carving paths through the dirt.

He stares at the message, thumb hovering over the keys. His
voice cracks as he speaks to the empty room, a plea to no
one.

AUSTIN
(whispered)
Ann.. I can’'t even.. I don’t deserve..

He taps out a message, each keystroke a battle against the
whiskey and the weight of his own despair.

TEXT TO ANN
"Happy Birthday—hope you’re good."

He hits send and clutches the phone, staring at the screen as
if it’s the only anchor in a storm. The room’s silence
presses in, the bulb’s flicker slowing, shadows stretching
longer across the walls.

The phone pings almost instantly: "Thanks! You OK? Been a
while."

Her words—simple, warm, alive—hit him like a lifeline thrown
into a black sea. A sob breaks free, raw and jagged, and he
presses a hand to his mouth, muffling it. The noose hangs
heavy, but his grip on it loosens.

AUSTIN
(to himself, hoarse)
She.. she remembers me?

He types again, fingers unsteady but determined, the haze in
his mind parting just enough to let the words through.

TEXT TO ANN
"Rough day—can we meet?"



He sends it, his breath hitching. The chair teeters beneath
him as he waits, the rope still dangling in his other hand, a
coiled snake ready to strike. The seconds stretch, each one a
lifetime.

The phone pings again: "Post-breakup club—coffee tomorrow?"

A choked laugh escapes him—half-sob, half-disbelief—a sound
that cuts through the room’s despair like a crack of dawn.
His lips twitch into a faint, fragile smile, the first in
months. The rope slips from his fingers, falling to the floor
with a soft thud, coiling like a discarded memory.

AUSTIN
(whispered, to the phone)
Coffee.. yeah. Tomorrow.

The chair tips as he sinks back onto the mattress, legs
buckling beneath him. He lands hard, the impact jarring, but
he doesn’t care. The phone slips from his hand, landing
beside him, its screen still glowing with Ann’s words—a
beacon in the dark.

The bulb steadies overhead, its light softening, casting a
gentle, unwavering glow across the room. The shadows retreat,
just a little, as Austin clutches the phone to his chest, his
breath slowing, the storm inside him quieting.

He closes his eyes, a single tear slipping free, but this one
feels different—less like drowning, more like release.

FADE OUT.

Scene 17: Summer 2014 - Hilltop Reunion

EXT. OHIO HILLTOP - NIGHT

A veil of mist clings to the Ohio hilltop, softening the
edges of the world into a dreamlike haze. The grass, damp
with evening dew, glistens faintly under the pale glow of a
waxing moon, its light piercing the fog in silver shards.
Stars wink through the mist, scattered like distant promises
across the velvet sky. Crickets pulse in rhythmic chorus,
their song a steady heartbeat beneath the stillness. The air
is cool, carrying the faint scent of wet earth and
wildflowers, a whisper of life persisting through the night.

AUSTIN (20) and ANN (20) sprawl side by side on a worn
blanket, its edges fraying, the fabric slightly damp from the
grass beneath. A thermos sits between them, steam curling
from its open mouth, the rich aroma of coffee mingling with
the night’s chill.
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Austin’s gaze is fixed on the sky, his face shadowed, eyes
hollow with a grief that clings like the mist. Ann watches
him quietly, her hoodie zipped tight against the cold, her
scarred hands resting in her lap, patient and still.

The moon arcs slowly overhead, its journey marking the
passage of time as their conversation stretches past
midnight, words drifting like the mist—sometimes heavy,
sometimes light, but always laden with meaning.

Austin shifts, his voice thick, as if the words are being
dragged from a deep, aching place inside him.

AUSTIN
(low, strained)
Jax.. he didn’t deserve that. An IED
—sand everywhere, just.. gone. They
sent him back in a box, Ann. Flag-
draped, like some hero’s parade,
but he was just a kid, same as me.

His voice cracks on the last word, and he swallows hard,
blinking rapidly against the sting in his eyes. Ann’s hand
twitches, as if to reach for him, but she holds back, giving
him space to unravel.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(continuing, voice
trembling)
He believed in me—said I’'d make it,
be something. And I let him down.
Couldn’t even stand beside him when
it mattered.

The weight of his guilt presses down, his shoulders sagging
under an invisible burden. He clenches his fists, the
knuckles whitening, as if trying to hold himself together by
sheer will.

Ann’s gaze sharpens, her eyes blazing with a fierce, quiet
strength. She leans forward, her voice steady, cutting
through the fog of his despair.

ANN
(firm, but gentle)

Austin, you didn’t let him down.
You'’re here—alive, fighting through
your own hell. Jax wouldn’t want
you drowning in this. He’d want you
to keep going, to be there for your
kid.
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She reaches out, gripping his arm with a steady hand, her
touch warm and grounding.

ANN (CONT'D)
(softer, insistent)
Name him Jax. Keep him alive that
way. Let your son carry his name,
his memory. It’s not the same, but
it’s something—something good.

Austin’s throat tightens, a lump forming as he pictures a boy
with his eyes, a child who might one day ask about the name
he carries. His breath hitches, and he nods, unable to speak,
the gesture small but heavy with unspoken gratitude.

Ann’s grip loosens, but her hand lingers, a tether in the
dark. She pulls back slowly, her gaze drifting to the stars,
giving him a moment to collect himself.

ANN (CONT'D)
(after a beat, voice low)
He’'s got a good dad, Austin. You.
Don’t forget that.

Austin exhales shakily, the tension in his chest easing just
a fraction. He turns his head, meeting her gaze, his eyes
glistening but steady.

AUSTIN
(hoarse, sincere)
Thanks, Ann. I.. I needed to hear
that.

A silence settles between them, not empty but full—full of
shared understanding, of wounds laid bare and tended. The

moon slides higher, its light shifting across their faces,
casting soft shadows that dance with the mist.

Ann reaches into her bag, pulling out an old acoustic guitar,
its wood worn smooth from years of use. She cradles it in her
lap, her fingers brushing the strings lightly, coaxing a few
tentative notes into the night.

ANN
(smiling faintly)
Remember this? Thought it might
help.. 1like old times.

Austin’s lips quirk into a small, bittersweet smile, the
memory of their music class days flickering like a distant
star. He nods, and Ann begins to strum the opening chords of
Chasing Cars, the melody soft and haunting in the quiet.



Her voice joins the guitar, an alto hum that trembles at
first, then steadies, rich and warm.

ANN (CONT'D)
(singing)
"We’ll do it all.. everything.. on
our own."

Austin closes his eyes, letting the music wash over him, a
balm to the raw edges of his heart. His voice, raspy and
fragile, joins hers on the next line.

AUSTIN
(singing, voice breaking)
"We don’t need.. anything.. or
anyone."

Their voices blend, trembling at first, then growing
stronger, weaving together in a harmony that feels like a
lifeline—a shared promise stitched into the night. The lyrics
take on new weight, each word a vow to endure, to find
meaning in the midst of loss.

BOTH
(singing, voices rising)
"If I lay here.. if I just lay here..
would you lie with me and just
forget the world?"

The final note lingers, vibrating in the air like a held
breath. Austin opens his eyes, the stars above seeming
brighter, sharper, as if the song has cleared the haze from
the sky—and from his soul.

Ann sets the guitar aside, her gaze soft but unwavering.

ANN
(quietly)
You’re not alone, Austin. Not now,
not ever.

Austin nods, his throat too tight to speak, but his hand
finds hers on the blanket, squeezing gently—a silent thank
you, a tether to the present.

The crickets’ song swells, a natural chorus underscoring the
moment, and the mist begins to lift, revealing the vast,
star-strewn sky in all its clarity. Grief still lingers, but
it ebbs, just a little, under the weight of their shared
silence and the promise of dawn.

FADE OUT.

Scene 18: Fall 2014 - Reconnecting with Sarah
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INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

The hospital room glows with a soft, golden light streaming
through half-drawn blinds, casting delicate patterns across
sterile white walls. The air carries the sharp bite of
antiseptic, softened by the faint, powdery scent of baby
powder—a tender whisper of new life in a clinical void. A
bassinet hums quietly in the corner, its gentle rhythm a
steady pulse beneath the room’s charged stillness. Beyond the
door, the muffled clatter of carts and distant voices fades,
leaving this space suspended, intimate, fragile.

SARAH (20), pale and drained in a thin hospital gown, sits
propped against the bed’s raised headboard. Her blonde hair
hangs in a loose, messy bun, strands clinging to her damp
forehead. Dark circles shadow her eyes, but her gaze is
fierce, protective, a mother guarding her world. She cradles
JAX, their newborn son, swaddled in a soft blue blanket. Jax
squirms faintly, his tiny face scrunched—sharp nose, a tuft
of dark fuzz atop his head, a miniature echo of Austin’s
features.

AUSTIN (20) stands near the bed, his broad shoulders hunched
slightly, hands buried in the pockets of worn jeans. His
hazel eyes, rimmed with exhaustion, lock onto Jax, tracing
every curve of his son’s face with a mix of awe and quiet
fear. His boots scuff the linoleum as he shifts, the sound
swallowed by the room’s stillness.

Sarah’s voice slices through, clipped and firm, laying down
the law like a warden at the gate.

SARAH
(tired but resolute)
Two hours, twice a week. That’s it,
Austin. Don’t push me for more—not
after everything.

Austin’s jaw tightens, a flicker of old wounds crossing his
face, but he nods. He steps closer, his voice low, steady,
threaded with a resolve that anchors him.

AUSTIN
I'm not here to argue, Sarah. I
just—I need to be his dad. For real
this time.

Sarah’s eyes narrow, searching his face for cracks, for lies.
Her grip on Jax tightens briefly before she exhales, slow and
reluctant. She extends her arms, offering the baby to him.
Austin’s breath hitches as he reaches out, his large hands
trembling faintly as he takes Jax into his arms. The baby’s
weight is light, fragile, his small chest rising and falling
fast against Austin’s steadying hold.



Austin cradles Jax close, his calloused fingers brushing the
edge of the blanket. He leans down, voice dropping to a
tender whisper.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(to Jax, soft)
Hey, little man—I'm here. I’'m your
dad, okay? I’'ve got you.

His throat tightens, a swell of emotion rising as he studies
Jax’s tiny hand curling against his chest. The ghost of his
own father looms—a shadow of absence, broken promises. I
won’'t be like him, Austin vows silently. I’1ll be here,
always.

Sarah watches from the bed, arms crossing tightly over her
chest, her posture a fortress. Her voice cuts sharp, but a
tremor betrays her—a mother’s fear, a lover’s scars.

SARAH
(warning)
Don’t screw this up, Austin. He's
not some project you can ditch when
it gets tough. He deserves better
than that.

Austin lifts his gaze to meet hers, unflinching, his eyes
burning with quiet determination. The words are a promise,
heavy and unbreakable.

AUSTIN
I won’t. Not him, not you. I mean
it, Sarah.

A sudden wail erupts from Jax, sharp and piercing, slicing
through the tension like a blade. His tiny fists flail, face
reddening with hunger. Sarah’s expression softens—just a
crack—and she reaches for a bottle on the bedside table, her
movements swift, instinctual.

SARAH
(softer, almost resigned)
He’s hungry. Been like clockwork
since yesterday.

She holds the bottle out, her fingers brushing Austin’s as he
takes it—a fleeting touch, electric with unspoken history.
His hands shake slightly as he adjusts the bottle, guiding it
to Jax’s mouth. The baby latches on, sucking greedily, small
sounds of contentment replacing the cries. Austin’s shoulders
ease, the weight of fatherhood settling in—heavy, grounding.
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AUSTIN
(murmuring, to Jax)
There you go, buddy. Easy now.

Sarah leans back against the pillows, arms still crossed but
looser now, her gaze lingering on them—father and son. Her
voice drops, softer, almost to herself.

SARAH
(quietly)
He needs you, Austin. More than I
ever thought he would.

Austin glances at her, catching the flicker of vulnerability
in her eyes. He nods, his focus returning to Jax, the baby’s
warmth seeping into his chest.

AUSTIN
(firm, gentle)
I know. And I'm not going anywhere.
Not now, not ever.

The room slips into a fragile rhythm—the bassinet’s hum,
Jax’s soft sucking, the distant pulse of hospital life. Sarah
sinks deeper into the bed, exhaustion tugging at her edges,
but her eyes stay on them, a guarded hope buried beneath her
weariness.

Austin shifts Jax slightly, cradling him closer. He looks up
at Sarah, offering a small, tentative smile—a bridge, a
beginning.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(gentle)
We’ll figure this out, Sarah.
Together. For him.

Sarah’s lips press thin, hesitation warring with something
softer. She nods once, sharp and reluctant, her voice barely
above a whisper.

SARAH
(quiet)
Yeah. For him.

The camera pulls back slowly, framing them—Austin holding
Jax, Sarah watching from the bed, the bassinet a quiet
sentinel in the corner. The golden light bathes the scene,
warm and tender, a fragile tableau of redemption and
responsibility taking root.

FADE OUT.



67.

Scene 19: Winter 2014 - Recovery & Financial Struggles

INT. CRAMPED TRAILER - NIGHT

The trailer is a fragile shell against the brutal winter
night, its thin walls trembling as gusts of wind batter the
exterior, rattling loose screws and whistling through gaps.
The air inside hangs heavy—stale with the musty tang of
mildew, the faint bitterness of day-old coffee lingering in
the corners. A single bulb swings from a frayed cord
overhead, its dim yellow glow flickering like a dying pulse,
casting jagged shadows across the cluttered space. Stacks of
unopened mail lean precariously on a scarred table, a laundry
basket overflows with worn clothes, and a couch—its springs
long broken—slumps in defeat. A small electric heater buzzes
in the corner, its feeble warmth no match for the icy drafts
snaking through cracked windowpanes.

AUSTIN (20) stands in the center of this chaos, shirtless,
his lean frame illuminated by the weak light. His back is a
canvas of scars—jagged, pink lines slashing across his spine,
remnants of an accident that nearly broke him. He stretches
slowly, arms reaching upward, a grimace twisting his features
as his muscles groan in protest. His breath puffs out in
faint clouds, the cold biting at his exposed skin. Nearby,
his back brace lies crumpled on the floor, a discarded relic—
its straps frayed, its plastic warped—too expensive to
replace, too painful to wear.

He reaches for a faded flannel shirt draped over a chair,
slipping it on with deliberate care. Each button feels like a
battle, his fingers stiff from the chill, his body aching
with every movement. The fabric clings to his frame, worn
thin but warm enough to fend off the night.

A sudden KNOCK jolts the silence, sharp and insistent,
reverberating through the trailer’s flimsy frame. Austin
freezes, his shoulders tightening, then limps to the door—his
steps uneven, a lingering echo of the crash that scarred him.
He swings it open, and a blast of frigid air rushes in,
carrying with it a PROCESS SERVER, his face half-hidden
beneath a wool cap, his gloved hand clutching an envelope.

PROCESS SERVER
(brusque, thrusting the
envelope forward)
Austin Harris? Child support. Sign
here.

Austin takes the envelope, his fingers brushing the cold
paper as he scrawls his name on the clipboard. His voice is
barely audible, lost in the wind.
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AUSTIN
(muttering)
Yeah, that’s me.

The process server nods curtly and retreats into the swirling
snow, leaving Austin to slam the door shut against the
howling night. He tears into the envelope with trembling
hands, his eyes darting across the text. The words blur until
they hit him like a punch: "VA Coverage Denied"—stamped in
bold red ink, unyielding and final. His stomach twists, a
hollow ache spreading through him.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(voice cracking, to
himself)
Denied? After everything? You've
gotta be kidding me.

He hurls the papers onto the table, where they land atop a
growing heap of bills—electricity, rent, medical—all marked
with urgent red stamps. His hands rake through his hair,
tugging at the roots as if he could pull the despair out of
his skull. The trailer feels smaller, the walls closing in,
the weight of it all crushing him.

EXT. FACTORY - DAY

The factory squats against a gray sky, its hulking steel
frame exhaling plumes of steam into the frostbitten air. Its
massive doors groan as they slide open, a maw swallowing
workers in faded jumpsuits. Inside, the atmosphere is a
furnace of chaos—hot, heavy air thick with the acrid stench
of o0il and molten metal. Machinery roars, a symphony of
clanging steel and grinding gears; conveyors screech as they
lurch forward, sparks shower from welders’ torches, and the
concrete floor trembles under the relentless thud of presses.
Steel dust coats everything—lungs, skin, hope—a gritty film
that never washes away.

Austin stands at his station, a lone figure in a grease-
streaked jumpsuit, his hands encased in thick gloves already
splitting at the seams. He wrestles with a rusted bolt, the
wrench slipping as sweat drips into his eyes, stinging with
salt and exhaustion. His breath comes in ragged gasps, his
back screaming with every twist, but he grits his teeth and
pushes on. In his mind, a single word loops like a mantra:
Jax. Jax. Jax.

FACTORY SUPERVISOR
(shouting over the noise,
voice gravelly)
Harris! Move it!
(MORE)



69.

FACTORY SUPERVISOR (CONT'D)
You’re holding up the line—shift’s
not over ‘til we hit quota!

Austin glances up, his jaw tightening, and wipes his brow
with a sleeve blackened by grime. He nods sharply, forcing
the wrench harder, his blisters throbbing beneath the gloves.
The bolt gives with a grudging squeal, and he exhales—a
small, fleeting victory swallowed by the next task.

WORKER (JIMMY)
(nearby, leaning over his
own station, gruff)
You look like hell, man. Back still
messin’ with you?

Austin forces a half-smile, his voice strained but steady.

AUSTIN
Yeah, but I ain’t got time to feel
it. Gotta keep moving—for my kid.

JIMMY
(nodding, sympathetic)
Jax, right? Tough gig, brother.
Hang in there.

Austin doesn’t reply, his focus returning to the machine, his
hands moving faster now, fueled by a quiet, burning resolve.

INT. CRAMPED TRAILER - NIGHT

Back in the trailer, the flickering bulb casts long shadows
as Austin hunches over the table, a battlefield of papers
spread before him. His latest paycheck—a pitiful scrap—sits
at the center, already carved up in his mind: lawyer fees,
rent, diapers, formula. The numbers don’t add up; they never
do. Debt looms like the snowdrifts piling outside, cold and
suffocating, burying him inch by inch.

He picks up his phone, his thumb hovering over the screen,
then dials his MOM. The line rings, each tone stretching into
eternity, until her voice breaks through—-warm, steady, a
tether in the dark.

MOM (0.S.)
(soft, concerned)
Austin? Honey, it’s past midnight.
What'’s wrong?

Austin leans back, the chair creaking under his weight, his
voice rough and frayed, like it’s been dragged over broken
glass.
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AUSTIN
Hey, Mom. I'm.. I'm okay. Just
needed to hear you. It’s Jax—I'm
fighting for him, every damn day.
But it’s choking me. The bills, the
job, the lawyers.. I can barely
breathe out here.

A pause hums across the line, the faint crackle of static
filling the void. Then her voice returns, firm and fierce,
cutting through his doubt like a blade.

MOM (0.S.)

(resolute)
Listen to me, Austin Harris. You've
got a fire in you—same one that got
you through that wreck, through
every doctor sayin’ you wouldn’t
walk again. You'’re tougher than
this mess, tougher than the cold,
tougher than those bastards tryin’
to break you. Jax needs his dad,
and you’re gonna be there—head up,
fists out. One step at a time, you
hear me?

Austin closes his eyes, her words sinking into him, steadying
the tremble in his hands. He nods, though she can’t see it,
his throat tight with unshed tears.

AUSTIN
(quiet, resolute)
I hear you, Mom. One step. For Jax.
I'm not quittin’.

MOM (0.S.)
(softer, proud)
That’s my boy. You call me anytime,
okay? I'm right here.

AUSTIN
Yeah. Thanks, Mom. Love you.

He ends the call, the silence rushing back, heavier now but
less oppressive. He stares at the paycheck, then at the child
support papers, his jaw setting like concrete. He stands,
shrugging on his jacket despite the ache radiating from his
spine, and grabs his keys.
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EXT. FACTORY - NIGHT

The factory glows against the ink-black sky, its lights
slicing through the swirling snow, a harsh beacon in the
storm. Austin trudges forward, his boots sinking into the
drifts, each step a defiance of the cold and the pain. His
breath billows white, his hands shoved deep into his pockets,
the chill biting at his knuckles.

He reaches the time clock, its metal surface slick with
frost, and punches in—each beep a vow. The doors grind open,
and he steps inside, steel dust settling onto his shoulders
like ash. The noise envelops him, the heat sears his lungs,
but he squares his stance, eyes narrowing with purpose.

AUSTIN
(to himself, barely
audible)
For Jax. For us.

He moves to his station, hands steady now, ready to face the
grind—scarred, weary, but unbroken.

FADE OUT.

INT. STARK COURTROOM - DAY

The courtroom is a fortress of cold authority, its high
ceilings swallowing sound into an oppressive hush.
Fluorescent lights hum overhead, their harsh glare bleaching
the room of warmth, casting shadows that cling to the edges
of worn wooden benches. Dark paneling gleams along the walls,
polished to a sheen that reflects the strained faces of the
sparse crowd—some shifting uncomfortably, others frozen in
anticipation. The air hangs heavy with the musty scent of
legal briefs and the faint sting of antiseptic, a sterile
backdrop to the human drama unfolding.

AUSTIN (21) perches on the edge of a bench, his frame taut as
a bowstring in a borrowed suit—navy blue, ill-fitting, the
sleeves swallowing his wrists, the collar chafing his neck.
His hands, rough from labor, tremble as he presses them
against his thighs, sweat leaving faint damp spots on the
fabric. His hazel eyes, flecked with gold, flicker between
hope and dread, darting from the judge’s bench to his lawyer—
a grizzled man with a salt-and-pepper beard and a suit as
rumpled as his demeanor suggests experience. The lawyer’s
hand rests lightly on Austin’s shoulder, a quiet anchor amid
the storm brewing in his chest.
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The judge, a figure of weathered gravitas, shuffles papers
behind the towering bench, his black robe stark against the
wood. He clears his throat, the sound slicing through the
silence like a gavel’s echo.

JUDGE

(voice deep, deliberate)
In the matter of Harris v. Harris,
after review of all testimony and
evidence, this court grants shared
parenting custody. No child support
payments will be ordered at this
time, pending future review.

The ruling lands like a thunderclap, reverberating through
Austin’s bones. His breath catches, then spills out in a
shaky rush, his shoulders slumping as if unshackled from
invisible chains. Relief floods his face, softening the hard
lines of tension, his eyes shimmering with unshed tears. He
turns to his lawyer, grasping him in a sudden, fierce hug—
arms tight, voice breaking against the older man’s shoulder.

AUSTIN
(hoarse, raw)
I did it. I-I can’t believe it.
Thank you, man. I owe you
everything.

The lawyer pulls back, his calloused hand gripping Austin’s
arm, a flicker of pride softening his stern features.

LAWYER
(gruff, steady)
Don’t thank me, kid. You showed up.
You fought. That’s what won this—
your grit. Now don’t waste it.

Austin nods, swallowing hard, his throat a knot of gratitude
and resolve. He rises, legs unsteady as a newborn foal, and
gathers his scattered papers—dog-eared forms and scribbled
notes—into a messy pile. His fingers linger on them, tracing
the tangible proof of his victory, a lifeline to his son.

EXT. PARK - DAY

The park unfurls like a painting in autumn’s embrace, its
grass strewn with golden leaves that crunch underfoot, their
edges crisp and curling. Rusting swings sway in the breeze,
their chains groaning a mournful tune, while a weathered
slide stands sentinel over a sandbox dotted with forgotten
toys. The air bites with the sharp chill of fall, laced with
the earthy scent of damp soil and decaying foliage.
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Sunlight spills through skeletal branches, painting the
ground in shifting patterns of light and shadow, a fleeting
warmth against the season’s decline.

SARAH (21) leans against a splintered picnic table, her arms
crossed tight over her chest, a faded denim jacket warding
off the wind. Her blonde hair dances in the gusts, strands
catching in her lashes as she watches JAX (1) toddle across
the patchy grass. The boy’s steps are clumsy, his tiny
sneakers scuffing the dirt, his dark curls—wild and thick
like Austin’s—bouncing with each wobble. His round cheeks
flush pink in the cool air, and his sharp little nose
scrunches as he teeters, arms flailing for balance.

Austin crouches a few feet away, his knees sinking into the
soft earth, arms wide and waiting. His face glows with a grin
that could outshine the sun, his voice a melody of
encouragement, tender and unwavering.

AUSTIN
(soft, coaxing)
That’s it, Jax. Come on, little
man. You’'re so close—come to Dad.

Jax stumbles forward, a determined grunt escaping his lips,
and Austin’s heart lurches—an ache of love so fierce it
steals his breath. As Jax tips into his arms, Austin sweeps
him up, cradling him against his chest with a laugh that
rings out clear and bright, scattering a pair of sparrows
from a nearby tree.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(beaming, to Jax)
We're a team now, bud. You and me
against the world, huh?

He presses a kiss to Jax’s forehead, the boy’s small fingers
curling into his shirt, and glances up to find Sarah
watching. Her posture softens, arms loosening as the wind
tugs at her jacket. Her blue eyes, usually guarded, flicker
with something unguarded—vulnerable—as she steps closer, her
boots crunching leaves.

SARAH
(low, hesitant)
He’'s happy with you, Austin. I see
it. He’s got a good dad—even when I
tried to pretend he didn’'t.

The words hang between them, fragile as the leaves spiraling
down. Austin straightens, shifting Jax to his hip, his gaze
locking with hers. Surprise ripples through him, chased by a
cautious hope.
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AUSTIN
(earnest, firm)
I'm not perfect, Sarah. God knows
I've messed up—more times than I
can count. But I'm here. I’'ll
always be here for him. I swear it.

Sarah’s lips part, then press thin, a shadow of old wounds
flitting across her face. She tucks her hands into her
pockets, her voice steadying but softer than before.

SARAH
(quiet, measured)
I didn’t make it easy. I know that.
But seeing him like this.. it’s hard
to keep fighting you. He needs you
too—not just me.

Austin exhales, the tension in his shoulders easing as Jax
babbles against his neck. He takes a step toward her, the
distance shrinking, his tone gentle but resolute.

AUSTIN
(sincere)
We don’t have to fight anymore. We
can do this—together. For Jax. Give
him what neither of us had growing

up.

Sarah meets his eyes, her breath hitching faintly. A tear
glints at the corner of her eye, but she blinks it back,
nodding—a small, seismic shift.

SARAH
(soft, almost a whisper)
Yeah. Together. He deserves that
much.

The wind rises, swirling leaves in a golden cyclone around
them, as if sealing their pact. Austin extends a hand—not a
handshake, but an offering—and Sarah hesitates, then takes
it, her grip tentative but real. Jax reaches out, his tiny
hand brushing hers, and a ghost of a smile tugs at her lips.

AUSTIN
(warm, steady)
We’ll figure it out, day by day. As
long as he’s got us both, we're
doing something right.

Sarah nods again, stronger this time, her voice finding its
footing.



SARAH
(firm)
Day by day. For him.

The camera pulls back, framing them in the fading light—
Austin with Jax cradled close, Sarah standing beside them,
hands still clasped. The leaves drift down like a blessing,
the rusting swings creaking in the distance as the sun dips
low, bathing the park in a glow that feels like absolution.

FADE OUT.

Below is an expanded version of Scene 21: Fall 2015 - Jax
Meets the Family, crafted in screenplay script format. This
version enriches the original scene with vivid descriptive
elements and emotionally resonant dialogue, aligning with the
narrative’s themes of healing, family, and overcoming past
trauma. The faded childhood home and golden autumn setting
create a nostalgic yet hopeful atmosphere, immersing the
viewer and reader in Ann’s journey toward reconciliation and
Austin’s supportive presence. The dialogue captures Ann’s
vulnerability, Austin’s encouragement, and the warmth of
family, while Jax’s innocent joy becomes a bridge between
past pain and present healing.

Scene 21: Fall 2015 - Jax Meets the Family

EXT. ANN’'S CHILDHOOD HOME - DAY

The house stands like a relic of memory, its once-vibrant
siding now faded to a soft, weathered gray, peeling in places
like old skin shedding the past. Overgrown shrubs flank the
porch, their leaves tinged with the gold and crimson of
autumn, while a rusted swing sways gently in the breeze, its
chains creaking a soft, rhythmic tune. Woodsmoke curls from
the chimney, scenting the air with a cozy warmth that mingles
with the crisp bite of fall. The yard is strewn with fallen
leaves, their edges crisp and curling, whispering secrets as
they rustle underfoot.

AUSTIN (21), steady and calm, holds the hand of his one-year-
old son, JAX, whose tiny fingers are sticky from a recent
snack—likely the remnants of a half-eaten cracker. Jax’'s wide
hazel eyes, flecked with curiosity, dart around the
unfamiliar surroundings, his chubby cheeks flushed pink from
the cool air. His dark curls bounce with each unsteady step
as Austin lifts him gently up the porch steps, his small
sneakers scuffing the weathered wood.

At the door, ANN (21) pauses, her hand gripping the doorknob
so tightly her knuckles bleach white.
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Her breath catches, shallow and uneven, as if the house
itself exhales memories too heavy to hold-her father’s
booming shouts, her mother’s quiet absence. She closes her
eyes, shoulders tensing, the weight of the past pressing down
like a storm cloud.

Austin notices, his gaze softening. He steps closer, his free
hand finding her shoulder, a gentle squeeze that anchors her.

AUSTIN
(softly, reassuring)
You’re stronger than that, Ann.
We’'re here together. Let’s do this.

Ann opens her eyes, her gaze meeting his—grateful, fragile.
She nods, a small but resolute gesture, and turns the knob.
The door creaks open, releasing a flood of warmth from
inside, along with the sweet, buttery scent of freshly baked
cookies. The contrast is immediate: the house, though worn,
feels alive with the hum of family and the promise of
comfort.

INT. ANN’S CHILDHOOD HOME - LIVING ROOM - DAY

The living room is a patchwork of nostalgia—faded floral
wallpaper, a threadbare rug, and shelves cluttered with
framed photos and knickknacks. A fire crackles in the hearth,
its glow casting dancing shadows across the room. AUNT LINDA,
a plump woman with flour-dusted hands and laugh lines etched
deep, bustles out from the kitchen, her apron smeared with
streaks of dough. Her face splits into a beaming smile at the
sight of Jax.

AUNT LINDA
(exclaiming, voice warm)
Oh, my stars! Look at this little
angel! He'’s grown so much since the
last picture Ann sent!

She bends down to Jax’s level, her knees creaking faintly,
and offers him a small stuffed bear with a plaid bowtie.
Jax’s eyes widen, a delighted giggle bubbling up as he
reaches for the toy with both hands, his fingers grasping its
soft fur.

AUNT LINDA (CONT'D)
(cooing)
That’'s for you, sweet boy. Welcome
home.

Ann watches, her lips twitching into a faint smile, the
tension in her shoulders easing as Jax’s joy fills the space.
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UNCLE RAY sits in a well-worn armchair by the fire, a
newspaper folded neatly on his lap. His face, lined and
stern, softens as he looks up, his eyes crinkling at the
corners. He nods to Ann, a quiet acknowledgment, then turns
his attention to Austin.

UNCLE RAY
(gruffly, but not unkind)
So, Austin, how’s fatherhood
treating you? Keeping up with this
little tornado?

Austin chuckles, his hand resting protectively on Jax’s
shoulder as the boy clutches the bear.

AUSTIN
(smiling, earnest)
It’'s a challenge, no doubt. But I
wouldn’t trade it for anything. Jax
keeps me on my toes—every day’s an
adventure.

Uncle Ray grunts in approval, a hint of a smile tugging at
his lips as he leans back, satisfied.

UNCLE RAY
(nodding)
Good. Kids like him need a steady
hand. You’'re doing right by him.

A beat of silence follows, the fire’s crackle filling the
room, until Jax’s attention snags on a bright red leaf
skittering across the yard, visible through the open door. He
lets out a squeal of delight, his tiny legs carrying him in a
wobbly dash toward the porch.

ANN
(laughing, light and free)
Wait for me, Jax! Let’s catch that
leaf together!

She follows him out, her steps quick but gentle, the sunlight
catching her hair as she scoops him up mid-stride. Austin
watches from the doorway, his heart swelling at the sound of
her laughter—a melody of healing, of joy reclaimed. Ann spins
Jax in a slow circle, their giggles mingling with the
rustling leaves, a symphony of life moving forward.

EXT. ANN’'S CHILDHOOD HOME - YARD - DAY

The yard is a canvas of autumn’s touch—golden leaves blanket
the grass, and a crisp breeze stirs the branches overhead.
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Ann sets Jax down, his small boots crunching on the foliage
as he toddles after another leaf, his arms outstretched. Ann
crouches beside him, her fingers brushing the grass, her face
alight with a smile that reaches her eyes for the first time
in what feels like years.

ANN
(softly, to Jax)
You're a little explorer, aren’'t
you? Just like your dad.

Austin steps onto the porch, leaning against the railing, his
gaze lingering on them. The wind tousles his hair, and he
breathes in deeply, the scent of woodsmoke and damp earth
grounding him. Aunt Linda joins him, wiping her hands on her
apron, her expression tender.

AUNT LINDA
(quietly)
She’s come a long way, hasn’t she?
It’s good to see her like this—
laughing again.

Austin nods, his throat tight with unspoken gratitude.

AUSTIN
(low, sincere)
Yeah. She’s stronger than she
knows. And Jax.. he’'s a little
miracle for all of us.

Aunt Linda’s hand finds his arm, squeezing gently, her voice
thick with emotion.

AUNT LINDA
(warm)
You’re a good man, Austin. You've
brought light back into this house.

Inside, Uncle Ray rises from his chair, folding his newspaper
with a decisive snap. He steps to the doorway, his gruff
voice carrying a rare note of warmth.

UNCLE RAY
(calling out)
Alright, you three—cookies are
fresh out of the oven. Come get ‘em
before they’re gone.

Ann turns, her laugh bright as she scoops Jax up, his tiny
arms wrapping around her neck. She carries him back to the
porch, her eyes meeting Austin’s with a spark of joy that
feels like a shared secret.
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ANN
(grinning)
Cookies sound perfect. Let’s go,
little man.

Austin holds the door open, his hand brushing Ann’s as she
passes—a fleeting touch, electric with unspoken
understanding. The camera lingers on the doorway as they step
inside, the golden light spilling out, a beacon of warmth
against the fading day.

FADE OUT.

Scene 22: Late Spring 2016 - Loss and Redemption

INT. HALF-PAINTED NURSERY - DAY

The nursery glows with the promise of new life, its walls
half-coated in a soft pastel blue, like the sky just before
dawn. Sunlight filters through sheer curtains, casting a
warm, golden haze over the room. A crib stands in the center,
half-painted, its wooden slats gleaming with fresh white
paint. Nearby, a mobile of tiny stars and moons dangles from
the ceiling, swaying gently in the breeze from an open
window. The air smells of fresh paint and possibility, a
quiet hum of hope threading through the space.

ANN (18), five months pregnant, stands before the crib, her
rounded belly pressing against her paint-splattered overalls.
Her dark hair is pulled into a loose ponytail, stray wisps
framing her face as she dips a brush into a can of white
paint. Her smile is bright, radiant with the joy of creation—
she’s building a future, breaking the cycle of neglect that
shadowed her own childhood. Her scarred hands move with
purpose, each stroke a vow to her unborn child.

AUSTIN (22) kneels beside her, tightening the last screw on a
rocking chair, his broad hands steady and sure. His hazel
eyes flick to Ann, catching her smile, and he grins back, his
heart swelling with a love so fierce it aches.

ANN
(laughing softly, brushing
paint onto the crib)
I think this little one’s gonna
love it here. Stars on the ceiling,
just like we always dreamed.

Austin stands, wiping his hands on a rag, and steps behind
her, wrapping his arms around her waist. His chin rests on
her shoulder, his voice a low murmur against her ear.
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AUSTIN
(tender)
You’re gonna be an amazing mom,
Ann. Already are.

Ann leans into him, her hand resting over his, their fingers
intertwining over her belly. She closes her eyes, savoring
the moment, the warmth of his embrace, the quiet certainty of
their shared dream.

ANN
(whispering)
We'’'re gonna give them everything we
never had. Love, safety.. a real
home.

Austin presses a kiss to her temple, his breath warm against
her skin.

AUSTIN
(fervent)
Always.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT (DAYS LATER)

The bathroom is a stark contrast to the nursery’s warmth—
cold, clinical, the fluorescent light harsh and unforgiving.
The white tiles gleam, their sterility a cruel mockery of the
life slipping away. Blood stains the floor in dark, pooling
smears, a brutal testament to loss. The air is thick with the
coppery scent of it, mingling with the faint tang of
antiseptic.

Ann sits crumpled on the floor, her back pressed against the
bathtub, her face streaked with tears and sweat. Her body
shakes with sobs, each one wrenching from her chest like a
piece of her soul tearing free. Her hands clutch her belly,
now achingly empty, her fingers digging into the fabric of
her nightgown as if she could hold onto what’s already gone.

Austin kneels beside her, his own face pale, eyes red-rimmed
and hollow. He wraps his arms around her, pulling her into
his chest, his voice a broken whisper.

AUSTIN
(choked)
I'm here, Ann. I'm right here.
We’ll get through this.. somehow.

Ann’s sobs deepen, her body convulsing against him, her voice
fracturing into shards of grief.
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ANN
(gasping, raw)
I failed, Austin. I was supposed to
protect them.. and I failed.

Austin’s grip tightens, his own tears spilling over as he
presses his forehead to hers.

AUSTIN
(fierce, trembling)
No. No, you didn’t fail. This isn’t
your fault—none of it. We’ll find
another way, I swear. We're still a
family, Ann. Always.

She clings to him, her sobs softening into shuddering
breaths, the storm of her grief raging against his steady
presence. The camera pulls back slowly, framing them in the
dim light—a portrait of loss, but also of unbreakable love.

EXT. FOSTER HOME - PORCH - DAY (WEEKS LATER)

The foster home looms against a slate-gray sky, its brick
facade stern and unyielding. The porch is stark, swept clean
but devoid of warmth, a single potted plant withering in the
corner. Cicadas buzz in the distance, their relentless drone
filling the air with a sense of uneasy anticipation. The wind
carries the faint scent of rain, a storm brewing on the
horizon.

ISAAC (13), lanky and guarded, stands on the porch, his
duffel bag slung low over one shoulder. His dark eyes, sharp
and wary, scan the street as if expecting it to swallow him
whole. His hands fidget with the strap of his bag, knuckles
white, his posture coiled like a spring ready to snap.

Austin and Ann approach from the car, their steps slow,
measured. Ann’'s face is pale, her eyes still shadowed with
grief, but her chin lifts with quiet determination. Austin’s
hand rests on the small of her back, a silent tether of
support.

ANN
(softly, to Austin)
He looks so.. lost. Like he’s been
waiting for someone to leave him
behind.

Austin nods, his gaze fixed on Isaac, his voice low and
steady.
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AUSTIN
(resolute)
Not us. We’re not leaving him. Not

ever.

They reach the porch, and Isaac’s eyes flick to them, his
expression unreadable. Ann crouches slightly, meeting his
gaze at eye level, her voice gentle but firm.

ANN
(warm, inviting)
Hey, Isaac. I'm Ann, and this is
Austin. We’'re really glad you’re
here.

Isaac’s jaw tightens, his voice flat, guarded.

ISAAC
(muttering)
Yeah. Thanks.

Austin steps forward, offering a hand—open, steady.

AUSTIN
(kindly)
Let me help with that bag. We've
got a room ready for you at home.

Isaac hesitates, then hands over the duffel, his movements
stiff, reluctant. As they walk to the car, the cicadas’ buzz
swells, a reminder of the world’s indifference—but also of
life persisting.

INT. HALF-PAINTED NURSERY - DAY

Back home, the nursery stands in quiet limbo—pastel walls
half-finished, baby toys still boxed in the corner, a crib
pushed against the wall. The air feels suspended, caught
between what was and what could be.

Isaac steps into the room, his duffel thudding softly to the
floor. His eyes sweep the space—taking in the crib, the
mobile, the tiny clothes folded neatly on a shelf. His brow
furrows, confusion and something sharper flickering across
his face.

ISAAC
(voice flat, guarded)
This mine?

Austin stands in the doorway, his hands shoved into his
pockets, his gaze steady.
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AUSTIN
(nodding)
Yours now. We’ll make it yours—
whatever you need.

Isaac’s gaze lingers on the crib, his voice barely above a
whisper.

ISAAC
(quiet, almost to himself)
Was this for.. someone else?

Ann steps forward, her hand resting lightly on the crib’s
edge, her voice soft but honest.

ANN
(gently)
It was. But now it’s for you,
Isaac. This is your home now, if
you’ll have us.

Isaac’s throat works, his eyes darting away, but his
shoulders loosen—just a fraction. He nods, a small, tentative
gesture, and reaches for a box of baby toys, lifting it with
ease.

ISAAC
(gruffly)
I can help.. clear this out. If you
want.

Austin’s face splits into a grin, his voice warm with
gratitude.

AUSTIN
(sincerely)
We'd appreciate that, Isaac. Let'’s
do it together.

They move as one—Isaac hauling the crib with surprising
strength, Austin steadying it, Ann gathering the boxed toys.
The room transforms slowly, the remnants of loss making way
for something new, something hopeful. The camera lingers on
their hands—scarred, steady, and now joined in purpose.

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

The backyard is a small oasis, bathed in the golden light of
late afternoon. A tire swing sways from an old oak tree, and
a patch of wildflowers nods in the breeze. Isaac stands by
the swing, his fingers tracing the rope, his face softening
as he watches the horizon.



Ann approaches, a mug of hot cocoa in her hands, offering it
to him with a smile.

ANN
(warmly)
Thought you might like this. It’s a
little tradition we’re starting.

Isaac takes the mug, his fingers brushing hers, and for the
first time, a ghost of a smile tugs at his lips.

ISAAC
(quietly)
Thanks. This.. it’s nice.

Austin joins them, his arm slipping around Ann’s waist, his
gaze resting on Isaac with quiet pride.

AUSTIN
(softly)
Welcome home, Isaac.

Isaac meets his eyes, the wariness fading, replaced by
something tentative but real—trust, perhaps, or the first
seeds of belonging. The cicadas’ buzz fades into the
background, replaced by the gentle creak of the swing and the
rustle of leaves—a symphony of redemption taking root.

FADE OUT.

Scene 23: Spring 2017 - A Hidden Blessing and a Fresh Start

EXT. MODEST NEW HOME - DAY

A quaint house rises from the earth like a whispered vow, its
white siding gleaming under the tender embrace of a spring
sun. The porch sags slightly under the weight of unpacked
boxes, their cardboard corners softened by morning dew.
Beyond the front steps, the backyard unfurls—a scrappy quilt
of new grass fighting to claim its place, stitched with muddy
patches and promise. In the far corner, a lone dogwood tree
stands sentinel, its branches heavy with pink blossoms that
tremble in the breeze, petals drifting like confetti over the
uneven ground. The air hums with the scent of damp soil and
budding life, laced with the faint, sweet tang of renewal.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Inside, the kitchen is a battlefield of beginnings. Towers of
half-unpacked boxes teeter on the countertops, spilling forth
a chaos of chipped mugs, tangled utensils, and wads of
crumpled newspaper.

84.



Sunlight pours through a streaked window, igniting flecks of
dust into a slow, golden waltz. ANN (19) stands amid the
mess, her dark hair swept into a messy bun, strands clinging
to her damp neck. Her hands, delicate yet unsteady, cradle a
porcelain teacup as she unwraps it from its paper cocoon. The
tremble in her fingers betrays her—a secret pulses beneath
her skin, a new life stirring within her womb.

Her oversized sweater drapes loosely over her frame,
concealing the faint swell of her belly. Her face is a canvas
of quiet resolve, but her eyes—wide, shadowed with the ghost
of a past miscarriage—flicker with a storm of joy and dread.
She sets the teacup down with a soft clink, her breath
catching as her hand drifts to her stomach, fingertips
grazing the hidden curve. A smile blooms, fragile as the
dogwood outside, then fades, chased by a shadow of fear.

Across the open threshold, AUSTIN (23) grapples with a
battered oak bookshelf in the living room, his broad
shoulders taut with effort. Sweat beads on his forehead, his
flannel shirt rolled to the elbows. ISAAC (14), wiry and
watchful, braces the other end, his movements deliberate, a
silent anchor to Austin’s steady force. Their partnership is
wordless but sure, forged in the crucible of shared years and
unspoken trust.

Austin steals a glance toward Ann, catching the fleeting
curve of her lips as she fusses with the teacup. His hazel
eyes narrow, curiosity sparking, but he clamps it down,
turning back to the shelf with a low grunt.

AUSTIN
(gruffly, to Isaac)
This thing’s fighting harder than
you did last week. You sure it’s
worth saving?

Isaac’s mouth quirks, a dry smirk breaking through his
guarded exterior.

ISAAC
(deadpan)
It’s sturdier than your last plan,
so yeah, I'd say it’s worth it.

Austin’s laugh rumbles like distant thunder, warm and
grounding, stitching the space between them tighter.

AUSTIN
(teasing)
Careful, kid. I've still got a few
moves left in me—don’t tempt me to
prove it.
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Isaac rolls his eyes, but the grin lingers, his frame
loosening as the bookshelf slots into place with a solid
thunk. Austin claps him on the shoulder, a rough-edged
gesture brimming with pride.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

The living room sprawls like an unfinished poem—bare walls
aching for color, a couch swathed in plastic, and a rug
coiled in the corner like a sleeping snake. The sharp bite of
fresh paint hangs in the air, mingling with the musty scent
of cardboard and the faint musk of new wood. TRITAN, a gangly
Labrador puppy with glossy black fur and paws too big for his
body, skitters across the hardwood, claws clicking in a
frantic staccato. His tennis ball—chewed and soggy—bounces
ahead of him, a beacon of chaos. His tail whips like a
metronome, his amber eyes alight with wild glee—a shadow of
Bella yet to come.

AUSTIN
(shouting, half-laughing)
Tritan, slow down, buddy! You're
gonna take out half the house!

The puppy yips, a high-pitched burst of defiance, and veers
sharply, slamming into a stack of boxes. They wobble
perilously, and Isaac dives to steady them, his laughter
spilling out—raw and unguarded, a sound still tentative but
gaining ground.

ISAAC
(grinning, breathless)
He'’'s worse than a tornado. You sure
we're ready for this?

Austin drops to one knee, ruffling Tritan’s ears as the puppy
pants, tongue lolling in a lopsided grin.

AUSTIN
(softly, resolute)
Ready or not, he’s ours. Every
mess, every bark—he’s part of us
now.

Ann appears in the doorway, a dish towel twisted in her
hands, her gaze sweeping over the scene—Austin’s steady
warmth, Isaac’s rare ease, Tritan’s boundless energy. Her
chest tightens, a swell of love tinged with the weight of her
secret. She meets Austin’s eyes, and the air thickens, her
unspoken truth hovering like a moth against a flame.
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AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(gentle, probing)
Hey, Ann—you holding up okay?
You’ve been in your head all day.

Her smile wavers, a fragile thread. Her hand twitches toward
her belly, then retreats, burrowing into the folds of her
sweater. She forces a lightness into her voice, a shield
against the questions she’s not ready to answer.

ANN
(brightly)
I'm good, really. Just.. taking it
all in. This place, us—it’s
starting to feel real.

Austin’s brow creases, his intuition a quiet drumbeat. He
senses the undercurrent, the tremor in her words, but he
doesn’t press. His jaw tightens with a silent vow—he’ll be
here, solid and present, no matter what shadows linger.

AUSTIN
(quietly, firm)
It is real. And we’re making it
ours—one box, one day at a time.

Tritan chooses that moment to hurl himself at Ann, his muddy
paws smearing her jeans as he nuzzles her legs. She gasps,
then laughs—a bell-like sound that slices through the
tension, bright and unshackled.

ANN
(giggling, scooping him
up)
Okay, you little terror! Outside
with you before we’ve got no house
left to unpack!

She cradles Tritan against her chest, his warmth seeping into
her, and strides toward the back door. Isaac trails her, his
lanky frame moving with a newfound lightness, the ghosts of
his past fading in the glow of this fragile present.

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

The backyard unfolds like a dream half-remembered—new grass
sprouts in stubborn clumps, a small garden bed lies barren
but hopeful, and the dogwood tree reigns in quiet splendor,
its pink blossoms a soft crown against the weathered fence.
The sky above burns with the deep gold of late afternoon,
threads of rose weaving through the clouds.
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Tritan leaps from Ann’s arms, tearing across the lawn in
pursuit of a fluttering moth, his barks sharp and jubilant in
the crisp air.

Isaac collapses onto the grass, arms flung wide, his chest

rising and falling with a sigh that carries years of weight
shed in a single breath. Ann settles beside him, her knees

drawn up, her eyes tracing the horizon where the sun bleeds
into the earth.

ANN
(softly, to Isaac)
You ever think we’d get here? A
place that feels like.. us?

Isaac tilts his head, grass tickling his cheek, his voice low
but certain.

ISAAC
(thoughtful)
Not really. But now that we’'re
here.. yeah, it fits. Like it was
waiting for us.

Austin ambles over, easing himself down beside Ann, his back
pressed against the dogwood’s rough bark. The tree’s petals
drift down, catching in his hair, and he brushes them away
with a faint smile. He studies Ann—her profile aglow in the
dying light, her hand resting near her stomach—and feels the
pull of her secret, a quiet miracle she’s guarding. He
reaches for her hand, their fingers lacing together, his
calloused thumb tracing circles over her skin.

AUSTIN
(murmuring, earnest)
You know you can tell me anything,
right? Whatever’s on your mind—
we’re in this together.

Ann’s breath hitches, her eyes locking with his. They shimmer
with unshed tears, with the weight of joy and fear braided
tight. She squeezes his hand, her voice a whisper carried on
the wind.

ANN
(barely audible)
I know. And I will-soon. I just.. I
want to hold it close a little
longer.

Austin nods, his grip tightening, a silent pillar of
strength. He doesn’t need the words yet—he trusts her, trusts
them.
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AUSTIN
(warmly)
Take your time. I’'m not going

anywhere.

Isaac sits up, brushing grass from his shirt, his gaze
shifting between them. He senses the undercurrent, the tender
gravity, but doesn’t pry. Instead, he offers a rare, crooked
smile.

ISAAC
(lightly)
If it’s about Tritan chewing my
shoes, I'm blaming you both.

Ann laughs, the sound spilling free, and Austin joins her,
their voices mingling with Tritan’s distant yips. The camera
pulls back, framing them against the dogwood’s bloom—Austin,
Ann, Isaac, and their chaotic little pup—a family forged in
love and grit, their roots sinking deep into this patch of
earth, their future unfurling like the petals overhead.

FADE OUT.

Scene 24: Summer 2017 - Family First

EXT. BACKYARD - NIGHT

The backyard is a cocoon of summer night, thick with the
scent of charred wood and the faint tang of citronella. A
sagging tent leans precariously against the fence, its canvas
damp with humidity, while a fire crackles in a stone-ringed
pit, spitting embers that flicker like dying stars. The air
hangs heavy, sticky with heat, and the distant drone of
cicadas pulses like a heartbeat through the dark. A string of
mismatched lanterns dangles from the trees, their soft glow
carving pockets of light in the shadows, illuminating the
chaos of a family campout—half-eaten s’mores, scattered toys,
a forgotten flip-flop.

AUSTIN (23) hunches over a laptop perched on a rickety
folding table, its screen casting a cold blue glow across his
face. His fingers tap furiously, lost in a labyrinth of code,
his YouTube dreams a siren call that drowns out the world.
Beside him, TRITAN, the gangly Lab puppy, paces restlessly,
his paws skittering on the grass. The dog’s sharp, frantic
yips pierce the night, a desperate plea for attention that
Austin brushes off with a distracted wave.

AUSTIN
(muttering, eyes fixed on
screen)

Just one more line.. almost there..



90.

Inside the tent, a sudden wail splits the air—high-pitched,
frantic. BELLA (newborn)’s cry is a jagged edge against the
night’s hum, raw and insistent. ANN (23) bursts from the
tent, her face a mask of panic, her nightgown clinging to her
sweat-damp skin. She drops to her knees beside the tent’s
edge, where Bella lies tangled in a blanket, her tiny chest
heaving as she gasps for air, the fabric twisted too tight
around her small body.

ANN
(choked, frantic)
Shh, baby, it’s okay. Mommy’s here.
You're okay.

Her hands tremble as she frees Bella, her breath coming in
ragged bursts. She scoops the baby into her arms, cradling
her close, her voice a fractured whisper. Her eyes snap to
Austin, who looks up, startled, the laptop’s glow flickering
in his wide eyes. Ann’s gaze hardens, her fear curdling into
something sharper, hotter.

ANN (CONT'D)

(voice cutting, trembling)
You're here but not present,
Austin. Hardly different from your
absent father!

The words land like a slap, raw and unfiltered. Austin’s face
pales, the weight of her accusation sinking deep, cracking
open old wounds. His laptop slips from his lap, the screen
glowing uselessly on the grass, forgotten. He stumbles to his
feet, his legs unsteady, as if the ground has shifted beneath
him.

AUSTIN
(voice breaking)
Ann, I-I didn’'t mean to—

Ann’s eyes blaze, her arms tightening around Bella as the
baby’s cries soften into hiccuping sobs.

ANN

(sharp, but laced with

love)
You're chasing dreams while your
family’s falling apart right in
front of you. Bella could’ve—God,
Austin, she could’ve suffocated.
And you didn’t even hear Tritan
trying to warn you.

Her voice cracks on the last word, the anger giving way to a
weary, bone-deep sadness. Austin’s chest caves, guilt clawing
up his throat.



He turns to JAX (3), who sits by the fire, marshmallow
smeared across his cheeks, his wide eyes darting between his
parents. Austin drops to his knees beside him, his hands
trembling as he pulls Jax into his arms.

AUSTIN
(choked, raw)
I'm sorry, bud. I'm here now. I
promise, I’'m here.

Jax’s small arms encircle his neck, sticky with marshmallow,
a lifeline that anchors Austin to the present. The boy’s
voice is small, muffled against Austin’s shoulder.

JAX
(whispering)
It’'s okay, Daddy. I love you.

Austin’s breath hitches, tears spilling over as he presses
his forehead to Jax’s, his voice a fractured whisper.

AUSTIN
(hoarse)
I love you too, little man. So

much.

Ann watches them, her glare softening, the firelight catching
the tears glistening in her eyes. She shifts Bella to her
hip, her voice quieter now, but still firm.

ANN
(low, steady)
Fix it, Austin. Call him. Make this
right.

Austin nods, his resolve hardening like steel in his spine.
He rises, wiping his eyes with the back of his hand, and
pulls his phone from his pocket. His thumb hovers over the
screen, then presses down, the call connecting with a faint
ring that stretches into the night.

The line clicks, and DAD’S VOICE crackles through, gruff and
weathered, a sound Austin hasn’t heard in months.

DAD (O.S.)
(gruff)
Austin? It’s late. Everything
alright?

Austin’s throat tightens, the words lodging like stones. He
glances at Ann, at Jax, at Bella cradled safe in her mother’s
arms, and finds the strength to speak.
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AUSTIN
(thick with emotion)
Dad, it’s me. I-I get it now. Why
you were gone so much. I'm sorry..
for everything. For not
understanding.

A long pause stretches across the line, the only sound the
crackling fire and the distant hum of cicadas. Then, his
dad’s voice returns, rough but tender, a rare crack in his
stoic facade.

DAD (0.S.)
(softly)
Takes time, son. We all make
mistakes—Lord knows I did. Just.. be
there for them. That’s what
matters.

Austin’s chest shudders with a sob he swallows down, his eyes
squeezing shut as the weight of his father’s words settles
over him like a balm.

AUSTIN
(whispering)
I will, Dad. I promise.

He ends the call, the phone slipping from his fingers onto
the grass. Ann steps closer, her free hand finding his, their
fingers lacing together—a quiet, unbreakable bond. She leans
into him, her head resting against his shoulder, Bella’s soft
breaths a steady rhythm between them.

ANN
(murmuring)
We’re in this together, Austin.
Always.

Austin nods, his arm wrapping around her waist, pulling her
closer. Jax clings to his leg, and Tritan, sensing the shift,
nudges his wet nose against Austin’s hand, a silent apology
for his earlier chaos. The fire crackles, its warmth seeping
into their skin, and the night air wraps around them like a
promise—fragile, but real.

The camera pulls back, framing the family in the lantern’s
soft glow—Austin, Ann, Jax, Bella, and Tritan—a tableau of
redemption and resolve, their shadows long and steady against
the sagging tent.

FADE OUT.
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Scene 25: Summer 2018 - The Wedding and Unity Verse Spark

INT. SUNLIT CHAPEL - DAY

The chapel breathes with a quiet reverence, its warped pews
creaking under the weight of gathered family and friends.
Sunlight pours through dusty stained-glass windows, casting
kaleidoscopes of color across the worn wooden floor. The air
is thick with the scent of old hymnals and fresh lilies,
their petals trembling in the faint breeze from an open door.
A hush blankets the room, broken only by the soft rustle of
fabric and the occasional cough.

AUSTIN (24) stands at the altar, his broad frame stiff in a
rented tuxedo, the tie crooked despite his best efforts. His
hands fidget at his sides, wiping sweaty palms on his pants.
His hazel eyes dart toward the chapel doors, heart hammering
against his ribs like a caged bird. He shifts his weight,
boots scuffing the floor, and swallows hard, nerves tangling
with anticipation.

The doors creak open, and ANN (20) appears, a vision in white
lace, her veil glowing like a halo in the sunlight. Her smile
is fierce, radiant, cutting through the room’s stillness. She
glides down the aisle, her dark hair cascading beneath the
veil, her scarred hands clutching a bouquet of wildflowers.
The room holds its breath as she approaches, her gaze locked
on Austin’s, steady and sure.

Austin’s breath hitches, his chest swelling with a love so
vast it threatens to crack him open. He straightens, his
crooked tie forgotten, his eyes shimmering with unshed tears.

AUSTIN
(whispering to himself)
She’s here. We’re here.

Ann reaches him, her smile softening into something tender,
intimate. She takes his hands, her fingers cool and steady
against his clammy skin.

ANN
(softly, teasing)
You look like you’re about to bolt.
Don’t you dare.

Austin’s laugh is a shaky exhale, his grip tightening on her
hands.
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AUSTIN
(earnest)
Never. I'm right where I belong.

The officiant clears his throat, a gentle nudge, and the
ceremony begins. Their vows stumble out, raw and unpolished,
but brimming with truth.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(voice trembling)
I promise to be your anchor when
the waves get rough, and your co-
pilot when we’re chasing the stars.
Through crashes and climbs, Ann,
I'm yours.

Ann’s eyes glisten, her voice steady but thick with emotion.

ANN
(fervent)
And I promise to remind you that
even the smallest dreams can change
the world. We’ll build them
together, Austin—side by side.

Their rings slide on, trembling hands betraying the weight of
the moment. The officiant’s voice rises, a benediction: “You
may kiss the bride.” Austin lifts Ann’s veil, his fingers
brushing her cheek, and their kiss is a flare of joy, sealing
their vows with a promise that echoes through the chapel.

EXT. BARN RECEPTION - EVENING

The barn is a rustic haven, transformed by fairy lights
strung like constellations across the rafters. Hay bales
serve as seats, their earthy scent mingling with the sweet
tang of barbecue and apple pie. Lanterns flicker on long
wooden tables, casting a warm glow over mismatched china and
mason jars brimming with wildflowers. Laughter and music
spill into the night, a fiddle’s lively tune weaving through
the chatter.

MOM, her diner apron swapped for a floral dress, sways with
Austin on the makeshift dance floor, her hands resting
lightly on his shoulders. Her eyes, lined with age and pride,
shimmer as she looks up at him.

MOM
(softly, reverent)
You’ve built castles from nothing,
Austin. Don’t ever stop dreaming—
you’ve got magic in you.
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Austin’s throat tightens, his voice rough with emotion.

AUSTIN
(quietly)
Thanks, Mom. Couldn’t have done it
without you.

She squeezes his arm, her smile a beacon of unwavering
belief.

MOM
(firm)
And don’t you forget it. Now go
dance with your wife—she’s waiting.

Austin chuckles, pressing a kiss to her cheek before stepping
away. Nearby, DAD stands at the head table, a glass raised,
his gruff voice cutting through the din.

DAD
(booming)
I ain’t one for speeches, but I’'ll
say this: Austin, you proved me
wrong. I doubted you, and you rose
above it. To grit, to love, and to
family.

The room erupts in cheers, glasses clinking, and Austin’s
chest swells with a rare, hard-won approval. He meets his
father’s gaze across the crowd, a silent understanding

passing between them—a bridge forged over years of strain.

Outside, THOMAS leans against the barn, a cigarette dangling
from his lips, his smirk sharp as he exhales a plume of
smoke.

THOMAS
(dryly)
VR, huh? You sure you'’re not
chasing another pipe dream, little
brother? You’ve got a family now—
don’t forget that.

Austin’s jaw tightens, the jab igniting a familiar fire in
his belly. He steps closer, his voice low but fierce.

AUSTIN
(defiant)
It’s not a pipe dream, Tom. It’s a
way to build something bigger—for
all of us. You’ll see.
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Thomas'’s smirk falters, his eyes narrowing, but there’s a
flicker of respect buried beneath the skepticism. He flicks
his cigarette into the dirt, grinding it under his boot.

THOMAS
(grudging)
Yeah, well.. good luck. You’ll need
it.

Austin nods, the challenge fueling his resolve. He turns back
to the barn, where Ann waits, her laugh bright as she twirls
with a guest under the fairy lights. The seed of UnityVeRse
takes root in his mind, a spark waiting to be fanned.

EXT. LAKESIDE CABIN - NIGHT (HONEYMOON)

The cabin is a humble retreat, its wooden walls creaking in
the night wind, a small fireplace crackling with warmth.
Outside, the lake mirrors the star-strewn sky, its surface
rippling with the soft lapping of water against the shore.
Cicadas hum in the distance, their song a lullaby woven
through the pines.

Inside, Austin sits at a rickety table, napkins scattered
before him, his pen scratching furiously as he sketches—a
world unfolding in his mind, a virtual universe where dreams
aren’t bound by reality. Ann watches from the bed, her
initial resentment simmering beneath the surface. She sighs,
her voice edged with frustration.

ANN
(pointedly)
We'’'re supposed to be relaxing,
Austin. Not working on another
project.

Austin looks up, his eyes alight with a passion that makes
her pause. He sets the pen down, reaching for her hand.

AUSTIN
(earnest)

I know, Ann. But this—it’s
different. It’s a way to give
people a place to dream, to be
whoever they want. A world where
anyone can be a hero, no matter
where they start.

Ann’s brow furrows, her resentment softening as she sees the
fire in his gaze. She slides off the bed, joining him at the
table, her fingers brushing his sketches.
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ANN
(curious)
Okay, show me. What'’s this world
you’'re dreaming of?

Austin’s face splits into a grin, his excitement palpable as
he points to the napkin, tracing the lines of a virtual
cityscape.

AUSTIN
(animated)
It’s called UnityVeRse. A place
where you can build, explore,
create—anything. No limits, just
possibility.

Ann’s eyes widen, her own imagination catching the spark. She
grabs a pen, adding a quick sketch of a floating island to
his design.

ANN
(smiling)
And maybe.. a place where people can
connect, share their stories. Make
it feel like home.

Austin’s heart swells, his hand covering hers on the napkin.

AUSTIN
(softly)
Exactly. Go for it, Ann—I’ve got

you.

Their eyes lock, the air between them charged with a shared
vision. Ann leans in, her lips brushing his in a kiss that
seals not just their love, but their partnership in this new
dream. The stars reflect on the lake outside, a mirror to the
infinite possibilities they’re daring to imagine.

FADE OUT.

Scene 26: Spring 2019 - The Pitch & The Puppy’s Sacrifice

INT. STERILE BOARDROOM - DAY

The boardroom is a fortress of glass and steel, its
transparent walls framing a hazy LA skyline choked with smog.
Sunlight filters through, casting cold, angular shadows
across a long, polished table. A sleek projector hums
faintly, its glow the only warmth in a space that smells of
antiseptic and ambition.



Outside, the city drones—a distant symphony of horns and life
—but here, the air is still, every sound amplified: the tap
of a pen, the creak of a chair, the shallow breaths of
judgment.

AUSTIN (25) stands at the table’s head, broad-shouldered but
taut with nerves, his crisp button-down shirt clinging to his
frame, sleeves rolled to his elbows. His laptop flickers, the
UnityVeRse demo glitching—a virtual utopia stuttering into
view then freezing. Sweat beads on his forehead, but his
hazel eyes burn with resolve as he faces MARCUS (50s), a
silver-haired venture capitalist with a stare like a blade
honed by decades of deals. Two other investors flank Marcus,
their faces blank slates, their silence a gauntlet Austin
must run.

Austin clicks the trackpad, coaxing the demo back to life.
The screen blooms with a vibrant world—avatars crafting,
laughing, connecting in a digital Eden. His voice steadies,
passion threading through every word.

AUSTIN

(earnest, unwavering)
UnityVeRse isn’t just VR—it’s a
revolution. Virtual reality that
connects, not isolates. A place
where anyone can create,
collaborate, and belong. Picture
this: a kid in a small town builds
a universe with someone across the
globe. They’re not just users—
they’'re dreamers, bound by what
they make together.

Marcus leans forward, his fingers steepled, his gray eyes
narrowing. The projector’s hum fills the pause, a low pulse
beneath his words.

MARCUS
(dry, probing)
Pretty words, Austin. But I’'ve
heard the ‘VR changes everything’
pitch before. Two rejections this
week alone. Why should I care about
yours?

Austin’s jaw tightens, a flicker of doubt eclipsed by
determination. He switches to a new slide—a bustling virtual
marketplace, alive with color and motion.

AUSTIN
(firm, rallying)
Because we'’re not chasing trends.
(MORE)
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AUSTIN (CONT'D)
UnityVeRse is about community, not
escapism. Our tech lets people
build worlds that matter—together.
And it’s not just talk. We’ve got a
working prototype, a growing user
base. This glitch? It’s a hiccup,
not a flaw.

The demo stutters again, the marketplace freezing mid-
transaction. Austin’s breath hitches, his fingers hovering
over the keys, but he presses on, meeting Marcus’s gaze.

MARCUS
(arching a brow,
intrigued)
Confidence is good. Arrogance
isn’t. You’'re betting big on
connection in a world that’s happy
to scroll alone. How do you make it

pay?

Austin exhales, steadying himself. He pulls up a sleek chart—
revenue streams in sharp lines—and leans into his answer.

AUSTIN

(clear, convicted)
Freemium access gets them in—free
to explore, create, connect.
Premium tools unlock for creators
who want to sell their work—art,
games, experiences. We take a cut,
they keep most of it. It’s a
marketplace where passion turns
into profit, and we’'re the
backbone.

Marcus taps his pen against the table, a slow, deliberate
rhythm. His lips twitch—not quite a smile, but a crack in his
armor.

MARCUS
(thoughtful)
Risky as hell. But if you pull off
half of what you’re promising..
maybe there’s something here.

Austin’s chest swells, hope igniting behind his ribs. He
opens his mouth to press his advantage, but his phone buzzes
in his pocket—sharp, insistent, slicing through the room’s
tension. He flinches, hand twitching toward it, but Marcus'’s
stare pins him in place.
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MARCUS (CONT'D)
(coolly)
Problem?

Austin silences it, forcing a tight smile.

AUSTIN
(apologetic)
No, sir. Just—sorry. Let me finish.

He dives back in, voice steady but strained, the buzz
lingering in his mind like static. He’s mid-sentence—"Our
beta testers doubled last month—"—when the phone erupts
again, louder, relentless. His stomach drops. He glances at
the screen: ISAAC. Cold dread coils in his gut.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(voice tight, to Marcus)
I-I need to take this. One minute.

He steps to the corner, back to the room, the glass wall
reflecting his taut frame. He answers, voice low, urgent.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(hushed)
Isaac? What'’s going on?

ISAAC (0.S.)
(frantic, breaking)
Dad—it’s Tritan. He’s gone. There
was a burglar—he chased him out,
barking like crazy, saved the house
—but a car.. it hit him. He’s gone,
Dad.

Austin’s world tilts. His chest caves, breath stolen, eyes
blurring as the sterile room fades. His free hand grips the
glass, fingers splaying against its chill.

AUSTIN
(choked, whispering)
No.. not Tritan. He—Isaac, I'm
coming home. Tell Mom I'm on the
next flight. You hear me?

ISAAC (0.S.)
(sobbing)
Yeah.. hurry, Dad.

The call ends. Austin stands frozen, phone trembling in his
hand, the weight of loss crashing over him. He turns back,
face ashen, to find Marcus watching—not with impatience, but
something softer, rarer.



AUSTIN
(hoarse, raw)
I'm sorry—I have to go. My dog.. he
protected my family, and now he’s
gone. I need to be there.

The other investors shift, discomfort rippling through them,
but Marcus rises, crossing the room with measured steps. He
stops before Austin, hand resting on his shoulder—a firm,
grounding weight.

MARCUS
(quiet, sincere)
That’s a man I’'d bet on—family
first. Go home, Austin. We’'ll
figure this out later.

Austin’s eyes glisten, gratitude warring with grief. He nods,
grabs his laptop—the demo still frozen—and stumbles out, the
glass doors hissing shut behind him.

EXT. LA ATIRPORT - DAY

The airport throbs with chaos—engines roaring, tires
screeching, planes slicing through a sky thick with smog. The
sun glares, merciless, painting the pavement in stark whites
and grays. Sirens wail faintly in the distance, a mournful
underscore to the scene. Austin stands at the curb, suitcase
abandoned at his feet, phone pressed to his ear. His shirt is
rumpled now, his face etched with exhaustion and sorrow.

AUSTIN
(thick, to Ann)
Ann, I'm here—boarding soon. How'’s
Isaac?

ANN (0.S.)
(soft, weary)
He’'s quiet. Hurting. Tritan was his
shadow, Austin. But we'’re holding
on. Just.. come home.

Austin’s throat tightens, a tear slipping free, streaking his
cheek.

AUSTIN
(fervent)
I'm trying. I love you—both of you.
I'll be there soon.

He lowers the phone, staring at it as planes thunder
overhead, their shadows fleeting across his face. It buzzes
again—MARCUS. He answers, voice steadier but still fragile.
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AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(quietly)
Marcus?

MARCUS (0.S.)
(firm, warm)

Been thinking about that call,
Austin. Showed me who you are. I'm
in—two million to start. You'’ve got
the tech, but more than that,
you’ve got heart. That’s what sells
me.

Austin blinks, stunned, leaning against a concrete pillar as
his legs weaken.

AUSTIN
(disbelieving)
You mean it? After I bailed?

MARCUS (0.S.)
(chuckling)
Because you bailed. Go be with your
family. The world can wait.

Austin’s breath catches, a faint smile breaking through the
pain.

AUSTIN
(grateful)
Thank you, Marcus. I-I won’t forget
this.

He ends the call, tucking the phone away. The camera pulls
back—Austin alone amid the airport’s frenzy, a solitary
figure framed by smog and steel, his face a storm of resolve
and loss. He grabs his suitcase, turns toward the terminal,
and steps forward as a plane roars into the sky above.

FADE OUT.

Scene 26.5: Trial and Error (Revised)

INT. CLUTTERED TECH LAB - NIGHT

The tech lab is a mess of ambition and late nights.
Whiteboards are scribbled with messy diagrams, monitors glow
with code, and coffee cups sit stacked on desks littered with
pizza boxes. The air buzzes with the hum of computers and
smells faintly of burnt wires and stale pepperoni.

AUSTIN (25), wiry and intense, fiddles with a scratched-up VR
headset at his desk.
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His team—LENA (28), a coder with wild hair, and MIKE (30), a
scruffy designer—look worn out but determined.

LENA
(frustrated)
We’ve synced the movements a
hundred times, but testers still
slam into the walls. The lag’s
killing us.

MIKE
(rubbing his eyes)
They can’t tell where anything is.
It’s like the virtual world’'s flat—
they’ve got no sense of distance.

Austin stares at the headset, his mind racing. They’ve been
focused on matching physical steps to virtual ones, but
something’s off.

AUSTIN
(muttering)
It’s not syncing right. They’'re
moving, but they can’t see it.

The lab door creaks open, and JAX (5) bursts in, all energy
and sticky fingers. He spots the headset and charges toward
it.

JAX
(bouncing)
Daddy! Lemme try the magic glasses!

Austin softens, scooping Jax onto his lap.

AUSTIN
(gentle)
Not yet, Jax. It’'s still a mess—
you’d just bump into stuff.

But Jax grabs the headset anyway, shoving it on his head.
It’s too big, sliding over his ears as he stumbles forward,

giggling.

JAX

(muffled)
It’'s all dark, Daddy! Just the
night sky—big stars everywhere!

He trips over a cable and laughs, catching himself on Mike'’s
chair. Mike chuckles, steadying him.
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MIKE
(teasing)

Easy, captain. You’ll take out the
whole lab.

Austin freezes. Night sky. Stars. Jax’s words hit him like a

jolt. Maybe it’s not just lag—maybe the virtual world’s too
empty, too flat for anyone to judge distance.

AUSTIN
(eyes wide)
Depth. That’s it—not just lag,
depth perception.

He leaps up, grabs a marker, and starts sketching on the
whiteboard: boxes labeled “walls,” “floor,” “colors.”

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(excited)

What if we add colors to the
surfaces? Contrast—like a blue
floor and red walls. It’d give
their eyes something to work with.

Lena perks up, nodding fast.

LENA
(catching on)

Yeah, visual cues! The brain could

figure out what’s close and what’s
far.

Mike'’s already sketching on his tablet.

MIKE
(grinning)
Throw in some patterns too—stripes
or dots. Make it pop.

Austin turns to Jax, who’s still wobbling with the headset,
humming happily.

AUSTIN
(warmly)

You’'re a genius, Jax. You just
fixed it.

JAX
(beaming)
I'm a star-finder, Daddy!



INT. TECH LAB - LATER

The team dives in—Lena codes bright color overlays, Mike
designs striped walls. Austin slips on the headset. The
virtual world lights up: a blue floor stretches ahead, red

walls rise on either side, and he moves smoothly—no crashing.

The lag’s gone; it feels right.

AUSTIN
(awed)
It works. They’re in sync now.

Lena pumps her fist.

LENA
(thrilled)
Depth perception nailed!

Mike leans back, satisfied.

MIKE
(smirking)
All ‘cause a kid saw stars.

Austin glances at Jax, now curled up asleep on a pile of
jackets, a tiny smile on his face.

AUSTIN
(softly)
Little ideas, big fixes.

The lab glows with their triumph, stars twinkling faintly
outside the window.

FADE OUT.

INT. PULSING ARENA - DAY

A colossal arena vibrates with raw energy, its vast expanse
packed with THOUSANDS OF SPECTATORS, their faces a mosaic of
anticipation and awe. Towering screens dominate the space,
alive with swirling neon patterns that pulse like a digital
heartbeat. Strobing lights—electric blues, fiery reds, and
vibrant purples—dance across the crowd, casting fleeting
shadows over a sea of wide eyes and open mouths. The air
thrums with the low, insistent hum of cutting-edge tech—
servers whirring, devices syncing—a symphony of the future
unfolding.

Center-stage, a sleek podium gleams under a pinpoint
spotlight, its surface reflecting the kaleidoscope of colors
overhead.
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AUSTIN (28) stands behind it, sharp in a tailored black suit,
his hair neatly combed but his hands gripping the podium with
a tremor of nervous excitement. His eyes, bright and
resolute, scan the crowd as he takes a deep breath. The arena
falls into a hushed stillness, every gaze locked on him.

AUSTIN
(voice booming through the
speakers, steadying)
Welcome, everyone, to the grand
opening of UnityVeRse!

The crowd detonates in a roar of cheers, a tidal wave of
sound that crashes over him. He smiles, a flicker of tension
melting from his shoulders, replaced by a surge of
confidence.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)

(continuing, passionate)
Today isn’t just a launch—it’s a
revolution. UnityVeRse isn’t some
virtual reality gimmick. It’s a new
way to connect, to create, to live
experiences that bridge the gaps
between us. This is where your
wildest dreams find a home.

He gestures upward, and the screens shift seamlessly,
displaying the UnityVeRse logo—a stylized globe encircled by
radiant stars, pulsing softly. The crowd murmurs, entranced.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)

(voice softening,

personal)
I was just a kid when I first felt
it—the ache of being small in a
big, broken world. I’'d stare at the
stars, wondering if there was a
place where no one had to feel
alone. Then came 9/11. I watched
towers fall, lives shatter, and I
made a promise—to build something
that unites us, something that
heals.

A ripple of emotion sweeps through the audience—some nod
solemnly, others brush away tears. Austin’s gaze drifts
momentarily, lost in memory, then snaps back, fierce with
purpose.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
( resolute)
UnityVeRse is that promise made
real.
(MORE)
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AUSTIN (CONT'D)
This is for those who feel lost, a
place to come together and share
worlds apart. Here, you’re not
bound by distance or difference.
You’'re free to be anyone, go
anywhere, and connect with souls
across the globe.

The words hang in the air, heavy with meaning. The crowd
leans forward, captivated. Austin’s tone shifts, igniting
with excitement.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(grinning, energized)
And we’re kicking this off with a
bang! Let’s welcome our celebrity
players, who’ll be the first to
dive into UnityVeRse with our live
VR laser tag tournament!

The screens flash with familiar faces—A-LIST ACTORS,
MUSICIANS, and INFLUENCERS—each offering a wave or a playful
salute. The arena erupts again, whistles and shouts bouncing
off the walls.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)

(riding the energy)
You’ll see every pulse-pounding
second—on these screens and through
their eyes in real-time. But that’s
just the start. UnityVeRse is
packed with experiences to blow
your mind.

He sweeps an arm toward the side of the stage, where sleek VR
STATIONS gleam—headsets, haptic suits, and controllers
arrayed like artifacts of a new age.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)

(enthusiastic)
Feel your heart race on our 4D
stationary roller coasters—thrills
that hit you from every angle
without moving an inch. Burn rubber
in our VR racing simulators, where
the tracks twist through impossible
worlds. Crack codes and conquer our
VR escape rooms, escaping into
stories you’ll never forget. And
then there’s the main event—VR
competitive laser tag, where
strategy and teamwork make legends.



The screens burst into life, cycling through vivid previews:

a roller coaster plunging through a cosmic void, a racecar
tearing across a lava-streaked desert, a team solving a
glowing rune puzzle, and laser tag warriors clashing in a
neon-drenched battlefield. The crowd oohs and aahs, some
pointing, others clutching their seats.

Austin steps forward, reaching for a VR HEADSET on the
podium. He holds it aloft, its sleek curves catching the
light like a futuristic talisman.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(dramatic, commanding)
Now, let me show you the magic of
UnityVeRse.

He slips the headset on, and the giant screens sync instantly
to his perspective. The arena’s stark walls dissolve—replaced
by a jaw-dropping NEON CITYSCAPE, its skyscrapers piercing a
twilight sky, their surfaces aglow with electric hues. STARRY

PEAKS loom in the distance, shimmering against a velvet
expanse. The crowd gasps, a collective intake of breath as
the virtual and real merge seamlessly.

Austin tilts his head, and the view pans—a bustling digital

street unfurls below, avatars laughing, building, sparring in
this living world. The air seems to hum louder, charged with

wonder.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)

(voice amplified through

the headset, awed)
This is UnityVeRse. Feel the wind
on your face, hear the pulse of the
city, connect with others as if
they’re right beside you. It’s not
about escaping reality—it’s about
making it limitless.

He pulls off the headset, blinking as the arena reappears,
the spell breaking but the magic clinging to the air. The
audience is on its feet, clapping, shouting, some wiping
tears of astonishment.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(firm, inspiring)
This is your canvas. A place to
create, explore, become the hero of
your own story. So let’s dive in—
together—and rewrite what'’s
possible!

The cheers crescendo, a wall of sound that shakes the
rafters. Austin’s chest heaves with pride and relief.
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He glances to the wings, where ANN stands, her face radiant
with love and tears. She mouths, “You did it,” and he nods, a
lump in his throat.

In the front row, JAX (8) bounces up, his eyes huge, waving
both arms.

JAX
(shouting, ecstatic)
That was so cool, Dad! Can I try it
now?

Austin laughs, a bright, unguarded sound, and waves back.

AUSTIN
(playful)
Soon, buddy. First, let'’s watch the
pros show us how it’s done!

He turns to the audience, raising a fist.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(commanding)
Let the games begin!

The lights dim, plunging the arena into a charged twilight.
The screens flare to life, showing the CELEBRITY PLAYERS
donning their headsets at the VR stations. Their first-person
views flicker on—neon city streets materializing as they grip
their laser tag rifles, ready to clash. The crowd holds its
breath, the anticipation electric.

Among the seats, TECH CRITICS and JOURNALISTS scribble
furiously, pens flying across notepads, their earlier smirks
replaced by slack-jawed fascination. One leans to another,
voice low but urgent.

CRITIC #1
(whispered, stunned)
This isn’t just a game-changer.
It’s a whole new reality.

The camera sweeps over the scene—kids like Jax buzzing with
excitement, adults leaning forward in awe, Ann glowing with
quiet pride. It settles on Austin, stepping back from the
podium, his dream now alive in every pixel, every heartbeat
of the crowd.

FADE OUT.

Scene 28: Summer 2023 - The Lawsuit & CommUnity’s Birth
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INT. SLEEK OFFICE - DAY

The office is a monument to success, its sleek glass desks
and polished chrome surfaces reflecting the cold, sterile
glow of overhead fluorescents. Framed articles and gleaming
awards line the walls, their headlines touting UnityVeRse'’s
meteoric rise, but today they feel like relics of a dream
under siege. Outside the glass walls, the city hums with
distant life, but inside, the air is thick with tension, the
faint scent of expensive cologne and fresh ink hanging heavy.

AUSTIN (29) sits at the head of a long table, his broad frame
hunched slightly in a crisp suit that feels more like armor
than attire. His hands rest on the glass, fingers drumming a
restless rhythm, his hazel eyes clouded with a storm of guilt
and frustration. Across from him, two LAWYERS in sharp,
tailored suits sit like sentinels, their faces impassive,
eyes unreadable behind wire-rimmed glasses. Between them, a
stack of legal documents sits ominously, the top page
emblazoned with bold, accusing letters: SETTLEMENT AGREEMENT.

LAWYER 1
(voice clipped,
authoritative)
Mr. Harris, the claims are serious.
Addiction, social isolation—these
aren’t just PR problems; they’re
legal liabilities. The plaintiffs
have a strong case.

Austin’s jaw tightens, his fingers curling into fists on the
table. He glances at the papers, the words blurring through a
haze of disbelief.

AUSTIN
(low, strained)
I know. I never wanted UnityVeRse
to hurt anyone. It was supposed to
bring people together—give them a
place to belong.

LAWYER 2

(leaning forward, tone

firm)
Intentions don’t matter in court,
Austin. Results do. The data shows
increased screen time, withdrawal
from reality—families are blaming
us. Signing this settlement is the
first step toward reform. It’s
damage control.

Austin’s gut churns, a sickening twist of failure and
responsibility.



He picks up the pen, its weight heavy in his hand, and hovers
over the signature line. His breath hitches, the room
shrinking around him.

AUSTIN
(voice cracking, resolute)
Fine. But this isn’t the end. I'1ll
make this right.

He scrawls his name with a sharp, final stroke, the pen’s
scratch echoing like a door slamming shut. The lawyers
exchange glances, satisfied, and gather the papers with
mechanical precision.

LAWYER 1
(standing, extending a
hand)
We’'ll handle the rest. Stay the
course, Austin. The world’s
watching.

Austin shakes the hand, his grip firm but his mind already
elsewhere, racing toward the rooftop where the sky waits,
open and unjudging.

EXT. ROOFTOP - DUSK

The rooftop is a sanctuary above the city’s chaos, its
concrete expanse bathed in the soft, fading light of a pink
dusk. The horizon bleeds into hues of lavender and gold, the
sun a molten orb sinking behind jagged skyscrapers. A cool
wind tugs at Austin’s hair, carrying the faint scent of
exhaust and distant rain. The city sprawls below, a labyrinth
of lives and stories, each light in the windows a reminder of
the world he’s trying to change.

Austin leans against the railing, his hands gripping the cool
metal, his gaze lost in the sprawling vista. The weight of
the settlement presses on his chest like a stone, his breath
shallow, uneven. ANN (29) steps quietly beside him, her
presence a steady warmth against the evening’s chill. She
rests her elbows on the rail, her dark hair catching the last
glimmers of daylight.

ANN
(softly, probing)
You’ve been quiet since the
meeting. What’s eating you?

Austin exhales, the sound ragged, his voice thick with self-
doubt.
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AUSTIN
(low, pained)
It’s not enough, Ann. Helping
gamers escape reality isn’t helping
the world. I feel like I’'ve failed—
failed the promise I made to
myself, to everyone.

Ann turns to him, her eyes sharp, unwavering, cutting through
his fog of guilt.

ANN

(firm, but tender)
You’'re still that kid I fell for,
Austin. The one who dreamed of
making a difference, who saw stars
where others saw ceilings. You
haven’t failed—you’ve just hit a
bump. A big one, sure, but it’s not
the end.

Austin’s gaze drifts to the horizon, the city lights
flickering to life like distant constellations. His voice is
a whisper, laced with old wounds.

AUSTIN
(quietly)
But what if UnityVeRse is part of
the problem? What if I’'m part of
the problem? I built this to
connect people, but maybe I’ve just
given them another way to hide.

Ann steps closer, her hand finding his on the railing, her
touch a lifeline.

ANN
(resolute)
Then fix it. Use what you’ve built
to do more. You’'re not done
dreaming yet, Austin. You've got
the platform, the reach—now make it
count.

Her words strike like flint against steel, sparking something
deep within him. His eyes snap to hers, a flicker of hope
igniting behind the doubt.

AUSTIN
(nodding slowly)
You’re right. I can do more. We can
do more.



He pulls a napkin from his pocket, its edges frayed, and
fumbles for a pen. Ann watches, a smile tugging at her lips
as he begins sketching—a rough outline of a globe, arrows

flowing outward, connecting to icons of schools, hospitals,
wells.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(building momentum)
What if we create a platform where
users can vote on how to use the
profits from UnityVeRse? Fund
global needs—education, healthcare,
clean water. Make every virtual
action fuel real-world change.

Ann’s eyes widen, her mind racing alongside his.

ANN

(excited)
And tie it directly to the VR
experience. Every headset sold,
every subscription, every in-game
purchase—users see their impact in
real time. They'’re not just
playing; they’re building something
real.

Austin’s pen scratches faster, the napkin filling with hasty
notes and symbols.

AUSTIN

(voice rising, inspired)
Exactly. We’ll call it CommUnity—a
community that unites not just in
the virtual world but in the real
one. Every headset sold builds a
classroom, funds a clinic, digs a
well.

Ann’s hand rests on his arm, her touch electric with shared
vision.

ANN
(beaming)
It’'s perfect, Austin. It’s what you
always wanted—to connect people in
a way that matters. You’re not just
giving them a game; you'’re giving
them a purpose.

Austin looks up from the napkin, his face alight with renewed
purpose. The wind whips around them, carrying the faint hum

of the city below, but up here, the air feels clearer,
lighter.

113.



114.

AUSTIN
(firm, resolute)
Every headset sold builds something
real. We’ll make it happen.

Ann leans into him, her head resting on his shoulder, her
voice a soft vow.

ANN
(murmuring)
And I'1ll be right here with you,
every step of the way.

The camera pulls back, framing them against the dusky sky,
the first stars pricking through the twilight like tiny
beacons. Austin tucks the napkin into his pocket, his hand
finding Ann’s, their fingers lacing together—a quiet promise
sealed under the fading light.

FADE OUT.

Scene 29: Fall 2024 - Visiting Jax’s Family

EXT. HUMBLE HOME - DAY

The house stands weathered but proud, its peeling paint a
testament to years of love and struggle. The siding, once a
vibrant blue, has faded to a soft, muted gray, and the porch
steps creak underfoot, their wood worn smooth by countless
footsteps. A child’s bicycle leans against the railing, its
handlebars draped with a forgotten jacket. The air is crisp
with the scent of autumn—damp leaves and woodsmoke—mingling
with the faint, comforting aroma of something baking inside.
A wind chime dangles from the eaves, its gentle tinkling a
soft melody against the quiet street.

AUSTIN (30) stands at the door, his broad frame casting a
long shadow across the porch. In one hand, he holds a CHECK—a
tangible symbol of CommUnity’s support—and in the other, a
meticulously detailed ROCKET MODEL, its sleek lines gleaming
under the afternoon sun. His fingers tighten around the
model, his chest heavy with the weight of memory. He knocks,
the sound sharp in the stillness, and waits, his breath
visible in the cool air.

The door creaks open, revealing EMILY (28), her face pale but
composed, her dark hair pulled into a loose bun. Her eyes,
red-rimmed from sleepless nights, widen as she sees Austin.
Behind her, TIM (9) and SAM (7) peek out, their small faces
curious but guarded. Tim clutches a worn stuffed bear, while
Sam’s fingers twist nervously in his shirt.



EMILY
(softly, a tremor in her
voice)
Austin.. I didn’t expect you today.

Austin offers a small, sad smile, his voice gentle but
steady.

AUSTIN
(warmly)
I wanted to bring this in person.
It’s from CommUnity—for you and the
boys. Jax.. he’d want you taken care
of.

He extends the check, his hand steady despite the knot in his
throat. Emily takes it, her fingers brushing his, her gaze
dropping to the paper as tears well in her eyes.

EMILY
(whispering, choked)
He’'d be so proud of you, Austin. Of
everything you’ve built.

Austin kneels, bringing himself to eye level with Tim and
Sam. He holds out the rocket model, its silver paint catching
the light.

AUSTIN
(tenderly)
This is for you two. Your dad was
always dreaming of the stars. I
thought you might like to have a
piece of that.

Tim steps forward, his small hands reaching for the model,
his eyes wide with awe.

TIM
(quietly)
It’s just like the ones he used to
show us. He said we’d go to space
one day.

Sam edges closer, his voice barely a whisper.
SAM
(shyly)
Does it really fly?

Austin chuckles softly, ruffling Sam’s hair.
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AUSTIN
(playful)
Not this one, bud. But maybe one
day, you’ll build one that does.

Emily watches, her hand pressed to her lips, tears spilling
over. Austin rises, his gaze meeting hers, a shared
understanding passing between them.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(low, sincere)
Jax was more than a friend—he was
my brother. And I promise, you're
not alone in this. We’re family
now.

Emily nods, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand.

EMILY
(steadily)
Thank you, Austin. For everything.

EXT. SPACEX LAUNCH SITE - DAY

The launch site buzzes with anticipation, a sprawling field
of concrete and steel framed by the endless blue of the sky.
A gleaming ROCKET towers at the center, its white hull stark
against the horizon, a marvel of human ingenuity poised to
pierce the heavens. Crowds gather behind safety barriers,
their faces upturned, a sea of wide eyes and open mouths. The
air hums with the low thrum of engines warming, the scent of
fuel sharp and metallic, mingling with the faint tang of
sunscreen and popcorn from nearby vendors.

Austin stands with Emily, Tim, and Sam at the front of the
crowd, the boys clutching their rocket model like a talisman.
Tim’s gaze is fixed on the rocket, his small chest rising and
falling with excitement, while Sam bounces on his toes,
unable to contain his energy.

TIM
(breathless)
It’s so big, Dad would’ve loved
this.

Austin kneels beside them, his arm draping over Tim'’s
shoulder.

AUSTIN
(softly)
He’s here with us, Tim. Watching
from the best seat in the house.
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A countdown echoes across the field, the announcer’s voice
booming through the speakers: “T-minus 10.. 9.. 8..” The crowd
joins in, their voices a rising tide of awe.

As the countdown hits zero, the rocket ignites—a deafening
roar that shakes the earth, flames billowing from its base as
it lifts off, slow at first, then faster, streaking toward
the sky. The boys’ mouths drop open, their eyes reflecting
the fiery trail.

SAM
(shouting over the noise)
It’s flying! It’s really flying!

Tim’s voice is a whisper, barely audible over the rocket’s
thunder.

TIM
(awed)
He’'s up there, isn’t he? Dad’s up
there.

Austin’s throat tightens, his gaze following the rocket as it
disappears into the blue, leaving a trail of white smoke like
a bridge to the stars.

AUSTIN
(quietly, reverent)
Yeah, buddy. He’s up there.

The rumble fades, the rocket now a distant speck, and the
crowd erupts in applause. Emily wipes her eyes, her smile
bittersweet but genuine.

EMILY
(softly)
He always said he’d touch the stars
one day. Maybe he finally has.

Austin nods, his hand resting on Tim’s shoulder, his voice
thick with emotion.

AUSTIN
(firm, hopeful)
And he’s left us a legacy to carry
on. We’ll keep dreaming, for him.

The camera pulls back, framing the family against the vast
sky, the rocket’s trail still lingering like a promise. The
boys’ faces are alight with wonder, Emily’s hand resting on
Sam’s head, Austin standing tall beside them—a portrait of
loss, love, and the dreams that bind them.

FADE OUT.



Scene 30: OpprotUnities Ribbon-Cutting

EXT. SUN-DAPPLED FARM BY THE OHIO RIVER - DAY

The farm unfurls like a living tapestry, its emerald fields
stretching toward the horizon where the Ohio River glints
like molten silver under the midday sun. Ancient oaks cast
playful shadows across the earth, their leaves rustling in a
gentle breeze that carries the sweet perfume of wildflowers
and the grounding scent of freshly turned soil. Rows of solar
panels stand sentinel along the fields, their surfaces
shimmering as they hum a quiet song of sustainability.
Nearby, new homes rise in pristine white rows, their windows
flashing with reflected light, each one a silent vow of
renewal. A crowd buzzes with anticipation—children dart
through the grass, their laughter a bright counterpoint to
the low murmur of voices and the distant ripple of the river.

At the center, AUSTIN (38) stands at a wooden podium before a
red ribbon fluttering between two posts. His broad shoulders
are squared, but his hands tremble slightly as he grips the
podium’s edges. Sweat beads on his brow, catching the
sunlight, and his weathered face—etched with lines of
struggle and resolve—softens as he surveys the gathered
faces. His eyes, bright with a dreamer’s fire, linger on
MARIA (40), a single mother clutching her daughter’s hand,
and JOHN (25), a veteran with a soldier’s posture, both in
the front row.

Austin’s voice rises, steady and warm, weaving into the scene
as it shifts into a MONTAGE of the farm’s journey:

AUSTIN (V.0.)

(steady, inspiring)
We’'ve all faced storms—some that
tore us down, some that made us
stronger. But here, in this soil,
in these homes, we’re planting
something that can weather
anything.

Workers hammer nails into wooden frames, sunlight glinting
off their tools.

Kids, including BELLA (15), paint a barn red, splatters
dotting their cheeks.

Maria and her daughter plant seedlings, their hands moving in
rhythm.

John adjusts a solar panel, his silhouette sharp against the
sky.
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AUSTIN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
(continuing, passionate)
OpprotUnities is more than a farm.
It’s a symbol of what we can
achieve when we dare to dream, when
we dare to believe in something
bigger than ourselves.

The montage shifts to the farm in full bloom: golden crops
ripple in the breeze, children race through fields, families
share meals under a dusk-painted sky. Back in the present,
Austin steps down from the podium as the crowd’s applause
thunders across the fields. JAX (18) lowers his camera,
grinning.

JAX
(playful, proud)
Got the shot, Dad. This one’s for
the history books.

AUSTIN
(warmly)
Good work, kid. Let’s make sure
it’s a story worth telling.

He turns to the river, its surface catching the last rays of
sunlight, a silver mirror reflecting the day’s triumph. The
farm hums with life—children’s laughter, the clink of tools,
the murmur of shared dreams. This is his legacy, rooted in
the stars he traced as a child, now brought to earth by hands
united. He looks up at the sky, where the first stars of
evening prick through the fading daylight. A faint smile tugs
at his lips, his eyes glistening with quiet pride.

AUSTIN (V.0.)

(softly, reflective)
We’'ve all faced storms—some that
tore us down, some that made us
stronger. But here, in this soil,
in these homes, we’re planting
something that can weather
anything.

The camera tilts upward, following his gaze to the stars,
their light growing brighter as the sky darkens.

AUSTIN (V.O.) (CONT'D)
(continuing, passionate)
OpprotUnities is more than a farm.
It’s a symbol of what we can
achieve when we dare to dream, when
we dare to believe in something
bigger than ourselves.
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The stars twinkle, and the scene dissolves, the farm's
vibrant greens and golds blending into the cool blues and
silvers of a Nordic evening.

INT. OSLO CITY HALL - DAY

The grand hall gleams under crystal chandeliers, their light
cascading like a thousand tiny stars across the polished
marble floor. Through the towering skylight, the same stars
Austin gazed at shimmer faintly against the deepening
twilight. AUSTIN (39) stands at the podium, the Nobel medal
heavy on his chest, his hands gripping the edges as he
surveys the hushed crowd. His voice, now amplified, carries
the same passion and resolve.

AUSTIN

(resonant, commanding)
As we stand here today, let us
remember—this is just the
beginning. There are more dreams to
chase, more stars to reach. But
together, we can build a future
where every voice is heard, every
heart finds a home.

The crowd erupts in applause, a thunderous wave that crashes
over him. Austin’s chest heaves with emotion, his eyes
sweeping over the faces—dignitaries, scientists, leaders—all
united by this moment.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)

(voice steady, thick with

emotion)
Picture ‘impossible’—a wall, brick
on brick, towering over you. It’s
cold, it’s hard, and it feels like
it’1ll never budge. But if you look
close enough, there’s a space, a
crack. That’s life. That'’s where
the light gets in.

He pauses, the room silent save for the faint hum of cameras.
His gaze drifts to the front row, where ANN sits, her eyes
glistening, her hand on JAX (18)’s shoulder. BELLA (15) and
ALEXANDER (10) flank them, their faces alight with pride.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(softer)

I was a boy who thought he could
touch the stars alone—Game Boy
dreams under an Ohio sky. Then 9/11
hit, and I promised to build
something that could heal.

(MORE)
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AUSTIN (CONT'D)
But failure came—a fall, a cracked
spine, doubt that felt like the
end. The real wall was me.

He taps his speech, showing “impossible” scratched out,
rewritten.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
(with a faint smile)
Add an apostrophe, cut the junk—
it’s ‘I'm possible.’ That’s success
—using the hard stuff to build
stronger.

The crowd murmurs agreement. Austin’s voice softens, turning
tender.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)

(choked)
I didn’t grab these stars solo. Mom
showed me how to dream. Ann pulled
me back from the edge. Jax believed
in me. My kids pushed me. And you—
you lifted me here. This medal is
ours.

The hall erupts again, a standing ovation. Backstage, Ann’s
hand finds his, the kids swarming—Jax with a fist bump, Bella
with a hug, Alexander cheering. The camera pulls back,
framing them against the hall, stars gleaming above.

FADE OUT.



