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SELECT SCENE #1

EXT. BOARDED UP HOUSE, BUCKLY, VIRGINIA - NIGHT

An opening between broken boards nailed across a door frame 
large enough for a man to fit through. A hand disappears as 
the trespasser fully slips inside the house.

INT. BOARDED UP HOUSE - EMPTY KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Shrouded in darkness, the man feels along the wall for a 
light switch. Finally, his fingers run across it, flip it on, 
illuminating MORGAN INCH (30s) a medium-build, black man. His 
energy is intense and vulnerable here, but we’ll come to know 
Morgan as a shrewd chameleon. Charming and gregarious when 
needed, or, in an instant, anonymous. Hiding in plain sight.

Morgan’s jacket has the Center For Disease Control symbol on 
it. We catch a glimpse of the symbol before the old lightbulb 
dies with a large POP. Once again, shrouded in darkness:

MORGAN
(mutters)

Fuck.

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Morgan turns on the light in the bathroom. The BUZZING of the 
electric current running down to the filament fills the room. 
The bathroom is painted an odd coral color, reminiscent of a 
1970s style, which evidently made a comeback in the 2030s.

Morgan looks at the mirror, then over at the bathtub. He’s 
strangely drawn to it. 

Morgan walks over and sits on the edge of the tub. He looks 
across the room to the doorway, expectantly. Nothing. He 
switches on the faucet which runs brown water before clearing 
out. He holds his hand under the stream and is surprised to 
feel it’s running warm. This gives him an idea.

INT. BATHROOM - LATER

Morgan sits in the bathtub, steam from the water rising 
around him. The noise of crickets and other creatures slowly 
fades to a pounding silence; blood pumping inside his head.



His body, slumped, occasionally drops and bobs in the water, 
like riding a roller coaster, as Morgan slips between 
wakefulness and sleep.

VISION/FLASHBACK

Morgan looks across the bathroom as a flashback plays out in 
front of him. His MOTHER - roughly his age now - rushes 
silently into the room, she knocks the door shut behind her.

Terrified, the slender, stress-worn woman looks at herself in 
the mirror. Her gaunt face has a large BANDAGE on one cheek. 
She lifts her bony hands and begins to peel back the medical 
tape. It holds tight to her face. She clenches her teeth and 
pulls harder. She winces as one corner comes free. She looks 
woozy at the sight, fear tightening every muscle. 

Revealed is a large patch of eaten away skin. The wound is 
clearly infected. Bits of muscle, flesh, and what could 
possibly be bone are laid bare.

YOUNG MORGAN (O.S.)
Mom?

The higher pitched voice of Morgan as a 10 year old. His 
mother’s eyes shift to the bathtub, looking just past adult 
Morgan, as if there’s another person in the tub.

MORGAN’S MOTHER
Shit. Morgan. I’m sorry --

Morgan’s mother gently presses the bandage back onto her 
skin. It holds loosely. She grabs a towel and holds it open 
for YOUNG MORGAN -- who steps out of the tub, as if his 
childhood self had sprung from his adult body.

Morgan’s mother wraps the towel around young Morgan.

MORGAN’S MOTHER (CONT’D)
Morgan, there’s a card on the 
fridge. It has a logo - a PW on the 
back. Bring it here? And the phone.

YOUNG MORGAN
Your face...

MORGAN’S MOTHER
Now, baby. Quick.

Morgan watches as his younger self disappears through the gap 
in the door. He looks down as the water level rises closer to 
the top of the bath. When he looks up, his younger self has 
returned and hands his mother the phone and a card.
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YOUNG MORGAN
Mom, what’s wrong with--

MORGAN’S MOTHER
(urgent)

Not now, baby. Go get dressed.

Morgan’s mother closes the door so she’s alone. Her quivering 
fingers hit the buttons as she scans the card.

MORGAN’S MOTHER (CONT’D)
(into the phone)

I was supposed to call this number 
in case of -- yes. I’m #237. Yes, 
please come quick. I’m scared --

Morgan looks down and realizes he’s gripping the edge of the 
bath, spilling water over the edge. He turns off the faucet 
and looks back towards the bathroom sink. His mother is gone.

INT. LIVING ROOM/KITCHEN. BOARDED UP HOUSE - LATER

Morgan stands in the living room/kitchen. His shirt is damp 
from air-drying without a towel. For a beat Morgan takes in 
items from his past life: pictures, chairs, sofa, television 
all pushed up together in a corner.

He walks over to the fridge. Several dusty magnet clips 
remain on the door - most have fallen to the ground below 
along with whatever they held.

Morgan takes out a worn business card from his pocket with a 
logo on it -- a PW.

EXT. BOARDED UP HOUSE. DESERTED TOWN - CONTINUOUS

Morgan leaves his former home and walks down the main strip. 
Levittown housing for lower income inhabitants in the 2020s, 
now left abandoned. Some houses are marked with foreclosure 
signs, others just boarded up. All look as though they had 
been left in a hurry...

SELECT SCENE #2

INT. THEO’S HOUSE - DAY

The inside of Theo’s house is a hodgepodge of turn-of-the-
century antiquities collected or stolen over the years. 
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Theo hands Morgan a wet wash cloth. Morgan wipes the blood 
off his face.

THEO
Water?

Morgan nods, still too shaken up by the gunshot to speak. He 
watches as Theo fills up two glasses of water from the tap. 
Morgan rubs his cracked and dry lips. 

Behind a curtained backroom, a faint hanging light reveals 
glimpses of a foot on a bed. Morgan leans so that he can see 
further past the curtain, but is cut off by Theo --

THEO (CONT’D)
That wasn’t the smartest idea, what 
you did.

Theo hands Morgan a glass.

MORGAN
Yeah, well, I grew up hopping the 
fences. Old habits die hard. 

THEO
Fences are for the city. Here - 
whatever ground your militia can 
cover is your territory. And you 
crossed ours. 

(switching gears)
Anyway, I’m Theodore Livingston. 
But everybody calls me Theo.  

Theo offers his hand. Morgan notices about 5 abused needle 
sites on Theo’s arm. Similar to that of a junkie.

MORGAN
Morgan Inch. 

Theo gestures to an armchair - the stuffing protruding at 
several puncture points. Morgan turns and sits down. Theo 
goes behind the curtain for a moment.

Morgan looks at his glass of water. It has a slightly 
yellowish tinge, with small debris floating. He decides 
against a sip. He licks his lips to relieve them instead.

Theo reappears with a wooden chair and places it opposite 
Morgan. As he moves to sit, Morgan clocks a drop of blood 
traveling down the leg of the chair. 

THEO
I’ve got your name. But who are 
you?
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MORGAN
I work for the CDC.

THEO
Sure, sure. But you guys don’t come 
this far. Not without hazmat suits 
and enough latex to shrink wrap the 
whole town. No. Trespassing is new.

MORGAN
I heard a rumor that there was a 
man who was immune to this 
bacterial infection. Figured it was 
something worth checking --

THEO
No rumor ‘bout it. I’m the only 
human alive who’s immune.

MORGAN
They say more recent iterations of 
Gen-M’s --

THEO
(dismissive)

I said, human.

Morgan knows this man’s type. He doesn’t want to get into a 
fight over Gen-M’s. That’s not why he’s here.

THEO (CONT’D)
I still got questions need 
answerin’ Mr. Inch. You come here. 
No suit, no protection. Big risk 
for your country? What’re you...a 
patriot?

Morgan’s eyes flick to the blood trail down the leg of the 
chair which has now settled on the floor.

MORGAN
I needed to know if it was true. 
Showing up as I did seemed the 
friendliest of means.

THEO
The CDC wants to use my blood - get 
a cure or something. I can’t help 
you. I’ve tried --

Theo holds out his arm and taps the track marks.
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THEO (CONT’D)
Passive immunity only works for so 
long.

MORGAN
How did you find out you were born 
immune then?

Theo chuckles. A jumble of stained teeth visible.

THEO
I wasn’t born like this. You did 
this to me. 

Morgan looks at him, quizzically.

THEO (CONT’D)
Your people did this. You wonder 
why I’m not a patriot, Mr. Inch? 
Why we’re fractured pieces of a 
former whole? Institutions like 
yours instilling distrust.

MORGAN
I don’t understand.

Theo sets his glass down on a side table.

THEO
Then let me show you.

EXT. THEO'S HOUSE - LATER

Theo and Morgan walk through a thicket heading away from the 
main camp. Morgan is getting increasingly uncomfortable. His 
hand slips into his pocket, he discretely pulls out a mini 
tactical flashlight -- strong enough to temporarily blind 
someone -- and tucks it into his fist and up his sleeve.

THEO
Once you and yours understand how 
bad, you gonna give us that drug? 

This piques Morgan’s interest.

THEO (CONT’D)
Hurry up now. She blows at sundown.

Theo’s pace quickens and Morgan follows.
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EXT. ABANDONED MINES - DUSK

They’ve arrived in an overgrown clearing. Rusted tracks on 
the ground lead up to an old mining cave.

There’s a strange stench in the air. Morgan, nose clenched, 
looks in the direction of the smell. To the side of the mine, 
a body wrapped in bedsheets lays on the ground.

THEO
We’re doing the clean up work 
around here y’all left for us.

Morgan watches as two men with industrial gloves, masks and 
old coalminers suits carry the body deep in the mine.

THEO (CONT’D)
You have no idea the hell you 
unleashed.

MORGAN
I do. I was there.

Theo eyes Morgan - he’s more than a regular suit.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
I grew up near Beckly. Know it?

Theo doesn’t make a face of recognition either way.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
My mother was part of an experiment 
to create an antibiotic for a 
bacterial infection. She was 
infected and treated with 
unapproved drugs. This was 20 years 
ago... They told her she would help 
cure the next pandemic.

The two men emerge from the mine, they jog a little distance 
away from the opening.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
I’ve spent my life trying to find 
out what happened. How they killed 
her. For the past year I’ve been 
stuck. Experiment was shut down. 
Records wiped. 

One of the men behind them takes something out of his pocket 
and presses a button.
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MORGAN (CONT’D)
I thought I had reached the end of 
the line, until I heard about you. 
The man with immunity. 

The ground begins to rumble. Theo is taking this in.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
You were one of the subjects, 
weren’t you?

Suddenly, a blast of heat and fire comes shooting out the 
opening of the mine. The walls around collapse on top of the 
fire, cutting off its source of oxygen.

THEO
(grinning at the 
explosion)

I’m the sole survivor.
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