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FADE IN:

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - NIGHT

A sprawling, gated community under development. Paved
streets mixed with some dirt roads. Rows of houses in
various stages of construction from skeletal lumber frames to
completed homes.

A middle-aged, portly SECURITY GUARD runs down the center of
the road. Battered and bloodied. Fleeing for his life from
an unseen predator.

STRANGE SOUNDS surround him.

The Security Guard trips and falls. He scrambles in the dirt
to get back up. He looks behind, then around...

IN THE DISTANCE... A PORT-O-POTTIE.

He runs for it. Once he gets there he fumbles to unhock the
latch.

The SOUNDS are getting CLOSER!

He flips the latch, gets inside and SLAMS THE DOOR.

Sign on Port-0O-Pottie TURNS TO “OCCUPIED.”

INT. PORT-O-POTTIE - NIGHT

The Security Guard tries to catch his breath. He holds the
door closed as a FORCE outside RATTLES the entire Port-0-
Pottie. He whimpers with fear as he holds on for dear life.
Then... it stops.

He lets out a breath of relief.

A SOUND from outside grabs his attention.

The Security Guard steps up on the side of the tollet bowl
and peeks through the wvents.

A SOUND from within the toilet.

Before he can even look, he is PULLED DOWN. He struggles
with the unknown force before...



EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - NIGHT

LONG SHOT of Port-O-Pottie as WE HEAR the Security Guard
SCREAM.

SMASH CUT TO:
EXT. HOUSE - MORNING

A small, cne bedroom fixer upper in the cutskirts of a
college town.

INT. BEDROOM - MORNING

CAMERA PANS to reveal bookshelves of college textbocks
(mostly psychology and architecture), CDs, architectural
sketches on the walls, various photos of a happy, good-
looking couple - RICK and NATALIE (both 21) at the beach, in
Europe, etc.

Various articles of clothing litter the floor.

RICK and NATALIE lie in bed in post-cocital bliss. Rick is
handsome, in a genuine kind of way. Natalie’s a beauty with
a bit of “book-ishness” to her.

Natalie kisses Rick’s shoulder.

NATATTE
I want to do that again.

RICK
Me too.

NATALTE
I want to spend the wheole day in bed with
you.

(tickling him)
Eat pancakes off your belly.

RICK
(kissing her neck)
Sounds sticky.

NATALTE
Oh, it will be.

Rick regrettakly has to restrain himself.

RICK
I've got to get up for work, Nat.



NATALTE
It’s Memorial Day weekend. Everyone else
has it off.

RICK

I'm not everyone else.

Rick starts getting out of bed, but Natalie pulls him back
with her toned legs.

NATATLTE
(playful)
Rick...stay I promise you can eat the
pancakes off me.
(2 beat)
And you can put the syrup anywhere you

want.
INT. BATHROOM - MORNING
Rick takes a cold shower. The curtain is pulled back...

It’s Natalie -- wearing a robe and a pout. She holds a cup
of coffee.

Rick takes the coffee from her. He takes a sip.

RICK
It’'s got cream, but where’s my sugar?

Rick turns up the hot water as Natalie smiles, slips off her
robe and steps into the shower.

CUT TOs

INT. KITCHEN - MORNING

Natalie pours milk into her tea. 8he’s in her robe, watching
Rick putting sandwiches into a cocler.

NATALTE
I can't believe you’d pass up one of my
picnics to work in the hot sun with a
bunch of fat, sweaty guys.

RICK
Not all of us can be on scholarship.

NATATLTE
Hey, I bust my ass for that scholarship.
























































































































































































































































































































