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BINARY GAMES - GAPOZ

EXT. RURAL ROAD - DAY

A dark sedan roars down the road between fields of long grass,
swerves side to side, kicks dust from the shoulders.

It straightens, accelerates.

Far behind, another car, grows larger, closer, gaining. Ahead,
woods deepen into true forest in distant mountains.

INT. CAR - CONTINUOUS

JASON PRESSLER, 24, drives, glances back and forth between
the road ahead and the rearview mirror.

His thick, dirty blond hair clings to sweat on his forehead.
The dot in the mirror grows.

JASON (V.O.)
Yeah, that’s me. Jason Pressler. But
you can just call me stupid.

Jason checks the speedometer. “87 MPH”. He pushes harder on
the pedal... Topped out... Nothing more to give.

The digital clock in the dash reads “6:17”. He does the math.

JASON (CONT'D)
6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11.. That’s 6, no
5... Then 60 minus 17...

His eyes dart frantically as he calculates. The road, the
mirror, the speed, the clock.

JASON (CONT’D) (CONT'D)
5 hours, 43 minutes.. 42.

He spastically jerks, as if to push the car to greater speed.
He slams his hands down repeatedly on the steering wheel.

JASON (CONT'D)
Fuck, FUCK.

The car edges onto the shoulder, throws gravel, rocks, and
dust into a plume behind him.

On Jason’s neck, a collar, seamless heavy black leather. A
small metal device attached to the back shows a red L.E.D.
readout. It relentlessly ticks down from “05:40:32”.

JASON (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I just wanted to repay my brother,
for all the times he saved me.
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FLASHBACK: INT. POOL HALL - NIGHT

Jason is pinned against the wall, knife to his neck. A BURLY
BIKER snarls at him before a pool cue smashes over the Biker’s
head and drops him like a rock.

GREG PRESSLER, 29, grins, winks at Jason.

BACK TO SCENE:

The readout, “05:36:21”.

Grass gives way to trees, the road climbs. The engine knocks.
Traces of steam under the hood, sweeps across the windshield.

JASON (V.O.)
What’s that old saying? “When
something seems too good to be true,
it probably is.”

FLASHBACK: INT. DINER - DAY

Jason sits across a booth from RORY DENNERS, 26, long haired, 
tattooed, looks like a comic book. A mostly uneaten breakfast 
before Jason.

RORY
If my brother owed Garrish a million,
I’d say I didn’t know em.

JASON
This Billionaire’s Hunt shit sounds
too easy. What’s the catch?

RORY
Twelve runners, three hunters. An
hour head start. Got to stay in state
and be at the lodge at the end.
Thinking of doing it myself.

JASON
Everyone splits the pot?

RORY
If you make it. Sometimes, nobody
does, from what I’ve heard.

JASON (V.O.)
I mean, you gotta be stupid to think
somebodies gonna give up that kinda
cash so easy, right?
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BACK TO SCENE:

The steam heavy now, blocks Jason’s view. He checks speed,
“54” and dropping. In the mirror, the dot is clearly a car.

JASON (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Yah, the catch. If you don’t win,
you lose. Big time. This neck leech
has GPS, and an injector to make me
stone cold dead when time runs out.
Get hit by a hunter’s beam, you’re
dead, though it may take agonizing
moments to totally croak.

FLASHBACK: INT. DARK ROOM - NIGHT

Jason, hooded, sits on a stool in an otherwise dark and
undistinguished room, clock on the wall. He breathes deeply.

A large UNIDENTIFIED MAN uses a strange device to clamp a
component to the collar on Jason’s neck. SNAP.

The component lights, small red numbers. “88:88:88”. The
second hand on the clock reaches twelve. Midnight. The LED
flashes, becomes “24:00:00”, then “23:59:59”.

The Man leans in close, his mouth to Jason’s ear.

UNIDENTIFIED MAN
Five million dollars. Twenty four
hours. Run, mutha fucker.

BACK TO SCENE:

Two signs at the side of the road, just before a bridge.
“Patuxent River”. “Peddington Lodge - 4 Miles”.

Jason’s car sputters onto the bridge, smoking and choking.

JASON (V.O.)
Always the little details, isn’t it.
And about that splitting the money.
Bullshit. We all carry a pistol to
trigger opponent’s injectors. Only
one survives. That’s 14 hunters by
my count.

Jason rumbles to a stop, jumps from the car. He looks down
the road, spies the approaching car, slowing.

He runs to the side of the bridge, climbs the rail. Lazy
water. Looks deep. He takes a final look back. A rifle extends
from the stopping car’s window. He leaps.
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JASON (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I know what you’re thinking. You’ve
got a whole state to hide in. Of
course, the fucking noose is that
you have somewhere specific to be in
the end. If you’re a hunter, you
know the prey has to come to the
stream, right?

Water. Bubbles. Churning. Feet kicking. Surface, air.

Jason looks up at the bridge. A MAN at the rail aims a rifle.
A red dot dances across the surface of the water, closing on
Jason. He takes a deep breath, plunges into darkness.

EXT. FOREST LODGE - NIGHT

Jason, wrinkled but dry, crouches behind a tree and looks at
the massive lodge in a clearing above.

JASON (V.O.)
No hunters allowed inside. So once
you get through the door, it’s only
your competition that stands between
you and the money.

Jason checks the green glow of his watch. “11:18”. The tag
on his neck reads “00:41:13”.

JASON (V.O.) (CONT'D)
The lobby is ground zero, but I don’t
plan on dying on the porch.

Jason crouches, snakes his way through the trees toward the
back of the lodge. SNAP. A branch behind him. He freezes,
holds his breath, eyes frantically search the darkness.

A red dot crawls slowly across the trunk of a nearby tree.
Jason rolls into thick brush.

JASON (CONT'D)
Ow! Oh, Jesus!

He gasps in deep breaths, waits to die. He doesn’t. He slowly
moves his hand behind his head, plucks away the tip of a
small branch that pokes his neck. He exhales.

RUSTLING, close. Jason rolls to his back, pulls the pistol
from his pocket, stares blindly into the darkness.

JASON (V.O.) (CONT'D)
You don’t need to be a marksman.
Anywhere on the upper body works.
But truth be told, I’m not the killer

(MORE)
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JASON (V.O.) (CONT'D)
type. I’m hoping the others are
eliminated by someone else.

The sounds of breaking twigs and dry leaves retreats.

LATER

The full moon escapes from wispy clouds, bounces from a window
at the side of the lodge. Jason’s face reflected, he pushes
the window up, pulls himself into--

INT. LODGE KITCHEN - NIGHT

Moonlight dances from stainless steel fixtures and appliances.
Jason drops to the floor. A red dot on his leg.

BAM! The noise shatters the silence. Jason rolls under a
prep table, aims at a shadowy FIGURE near the ovens. He
squeezes the trigger. A red dot marks the Figure’s chest.
Jason squeezes harder. BAM!

The Figure cries out, clutches his throat, gags, falls.

JASON (V.O.)
Our dungeon masters were kind enough
to make our weapons operate like a
self focus camera. Squeeze a little
for targeting, a little harder for
sound effects. Nothing comes free.
You don’t fire without giving away
your position.

Jason crawls swiftly to the dead man, stares at him,
transfixed. A trickle of blood runs down the man’s neck.

Jason checks his watch. “11:55”.

JASON (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Killing a man is way too easy, but
I’ll have to wait another 5 minutes
before I have the luxury of analyzing
how I feel.

Jason works his way stealthily to the doorway, peeks into
the hall. One way leads to a bank of elevators in the rear.
The other way passes a dining area on the right, several
doors on the left. The lobby looms in the distance.

SHOTS ring out. Red dots flash through the dining area. THUD.
Someone hits the floor.

Jason scurries back, watches a SHADOW move from the dining
room into the hall, pause, and creep toward the lobby.
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Jason aims down the hallway, lightly squeezes. His red dot
finds no target.

He takes a deep breath, edges into the hall, quietly moves
along the wall toward the lobby.

A SHOT from behind him. RUNNING FOOTSTEPS coming closer.
Jason sprawls on the floor, plays possum.

Another SHOT. The footsteps stop. The body of a HEAVY RED
HAIRED MAN suddenly CRASHES to the floor beside Jason. Dead
eyes peer into Jason’s face, inches away.

Jason stares, unblinking, holds his breath as softer footsteps
cautiously approach.

A TALL THIN MAN kneels silently beside the dead body, looks
at the display on the man’s neck. Frozen at “00:03:57”.

He glances at Jason’s display, “00:03:18”, “00:03:17”. His
eyes FLASH wide, he PULLS his gun up. Not fast enough.

Jason YANKS his pistol into position, paints a dot on Thin
Man’s face, PULLS the trigger. BAM!

CLICK. He hears the mechanical injector, followed by the
Man’s GASP, watches the Man’s throat SPASM, eyes grow dull.

Thin man CRUMPLES to the floor.

Jason gets to his feet, moves in the shadows to the end of
the hall, peers into the lobby.

A large digital readout over a reception counter, counts
down: “TIME - 00:02:18 PLAYERS - 2”. A glass case on the
counter holds bundles of bills.

A dot flashes on the wall next to Jason. He sees the source
across the room, a shadow by a sofa.

Jason DIVES to the floor as a SHOT rings out. He rolls, aims
at the vanishing shadow, FIRES twice. He scrambles behind a
large table.

A Speaker beneath the display crackles to life.

SPEAKER
Two minutes remain in the contest.
If Players reaches one, before time
reaches zero, we have a victor.

SHOTS ring. A Shadowy figure races toward Jason.
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Jason LAUNCHES upright, FLIPS the table toward the onrushing
figure. It CRASHES into the man, sends him SPRAWLING on his
back. The man’s pistol SKITTERS across the floor.

Jason steps forward, aims at the Man’s chest, FREEZES.

It’s Greg, his brother. Their eyes meet, Greg’s terrified,
Jason’s full of surprise and horror.

Jason turns toward the display.

JASON
This is my brother! I’m not killing
my brother!

SPEAKER
This is a binary game. At the end,
it is either zero, or one.

Jason turns back to Greg, horrified.

Greg points a real gun at Jason. He grins, winks, FIRES!

Jason is hit, flies backward across the overturned table.

Greg gets to his feet, walks triumphantly to the cash case.
He tries to pull the glass off. Doesn’t budge. He stares
angrily at the speaker.

GREG
Open it! I won, fair and square.

SPEAKER
Zero, or one.

Greg looks at the display. “TIME - 00:00:16 PLAYERS - 2”
Greg SPINS to the table. A dark trail of blood leads behind
the counter. He FOLLOWS it, gun first, CROUCHING low. Jason,
shoulder bleeding, sits against a potted plant, gun extended.

BAM! Jason fires. Greg falls to his knees, throat in spasms.
He crashes face first to the floor.

Lights come on. The glass case opens. Celebratory bells ring.
The display freezes: “TIME - 00:00:03 PLAYERS - 1”

JASON (V.O.)
They were gracious enough to allow
me to take my brother for burial.

Jason stares at his brother, unbelieving, before falling
back against the plant, watching colored balloons float down
on him from the ceiling, and fading to black.
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EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

Jason, shoulder bandaged, weaves through traffic in a bright
yellow sports car, holds the wheel with his knees when he
shifts gears.

JASON (V.O.)
Alright, maybe calling me stupid is
a little off the mark, although taking
a real slug to the shoulder isn’t
the smartest thing I ever did. But
for five million bucks, I’d do it
again. Yeah, even for half that.

Jason pulls to the curb.

Greg, decked out like a million dollar pimp, opens the
passenger side door and scoots in. He grins at Jason, winks.

JASON (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Greg, on the other hand, had to trust
an antidote he took ten minutes before
our confrontation. Like he told me,
“If it don’t work, keep my share.”

They roar down the road.

FADE OUT.
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