Characters:

PETER WOODHEAD: A “nerdly” teenage boy seeking to be accepted by his peers. His father was a jock, his mother was head cheerleader, and he has always felt like an outcast because of this.

MOM: Not too sympathetic of Peter’s affliction. 

STORE OWNER: Wizened old man.

GENIE: Humorous and witty, a Coca-Cola genie.

POPULAR GIRL: Typical valley-girl. The “most beautiful”, popular girl in school.

LACKY GIRL #1: The follower of the Popular Girl.

FBI AGENTS#1 and #2: Seeking to bring Peter to justice.

ALIENS #1 and #2: Humorous and curious aliens.

(PETER is sitting at his computer, working in his room at his lavish house. MOM enters.)

MOM:

Peter, I think it’s time we got you a new wardrobe. Come on, we’re going to the GAP.

PETER:

Ew, not the GAP! Besides, I have work to do!

MOM: 

No buts about it, come on. We’re going.

(PETER  is dragged by mom to their family car. They arrive at the mall and enter the GAP.)

(MOM hands PETER an assortment of clothing.)

MOM:

Now, go try these on. Make sure you come out so I can see you.

PETER: 

(mumbling) Right. (PETER takes the stack of clothing and walks to the back of the store. Suddenly, he is struck with an idea. He pauses, then dumps the clothes and hastily makes his way through the door and out of the store. He wanders down the walkway of the mall and enters an odd-looking thrift store.) My, isn’t this interesting . . . (PETER sees an extremely old looking Coke bottle and picks it up. He looks it over.) This is really weird. I think I’ll add it to my collection.

(PETER walks to the front counter and sets it down.)

PETER:

How much for this?

STORE OWNER:

Just . . . take it. Be careful what you wish for.

(PETER looks suspiciously at the old STORE OWNER, takes the bottle and leaves. He reenters the GAP to see MOM standing at the front counter.)

MOM:

I’ll take this jacket. $200, you say? Oh, Peter. Quite dawdling. Let’s go home. Where did you go? (PETER looks sullen.)

(Cut ahead to the future. PETER is in his room, typing on his computer in his darkened room. He glances over at the bottle and picks it up. He starts cleaning some of the dirt off with his shirt; suddenly, a red and white genie pops out with a definite sound.)

GENIE:

(sings) Always Coca-Cola . . . ahhh . . . Ah, thank you for freeing me. (GENIE stretches) I was beginning to grow mildew. 

PETER:

(bewildered) Who are you?

GENIE:

I am the all-powerful Coca-Cola genie. You shall die if you . . . 

PETER:

What?

GENIE:

. . . I’ll get back to you on that. Well, anyways – you know the drill. The whole three wishes thing. 

(PETER sits and considers a moment, then has an idea.)

PETER:

I know my first wish.

GENIE:

(languidly) Aaaannnnddddddd? 

PETER:

I wish . . . I wish . . . that I was the most popular person in school. 

(GENIE looks disappointed. He bows his head slightly, inclining.)

GENIE:

Alright . . . 

(GENIE sighs, then snaps his fingers. A puff of green smoke billows.)

PETER:

(looking down at himself) Nothing happened. 

GENIE:

Just wait ‘till you go to school tomorrow! Muahahahahahahaha! (GENIE laughs evilly and disappears back into the Coke bottle.)

(Scene cuts ahead to the future. PETER walks in the gates of his high school. POPULAR GIRL runs up to PETER, followed by LACKY GIRL #1.)

POPULAR GIRL: 

Ohhhh! Peter Woodhead?! Do you have that new Chic Geeks CD? And, did you see last night’s episode of Star Trek?! Oh . . . my . . . GOD! I mean, those Klingons are soooo HOT! 

(PETER looks at her suspiciously. LACKY GIRL #1 taps on PETER’s shoulder.)

LACKY GIRL #1:

Yeah, Peter . . . you’re like, y’know. So awesome. 

(PETER is followed throughout the day, everyone seemingly to be a nerd like he is. He becomes annoyed with everyone following him. He goes home and ends up turning off his phone due to all the phone calls. PETER rubs the Coke bottle once more, and GENIE pops out in a bath towel.)

GENIE:

(in Operatic tones) La la la la la . . . Always Coca-Cola. (GENIE notes he’s not in the shower anymore, shrieks a little.) Oh, Peter, what do you want now? Can’t you see a dignified genie such as I should be able to shower without the likes of you interrupting him?

PETER:

Oh, sorry. I’m ready for my second wish. 

GENIE:

Groovy, what do you want? And make it good!

PETER: 

(looking at his computer) I wish that I was like Bill Gates.

GENIE:

What kind of wish is that?! Wouldn’t you wish for a hot chick or something? You’re already a nerd, why would you want to be a bigger one? (GENIE sighs.)

PETER:

I don’t know . . . (PETER looks down ashamed, then back up at GENIE in realization.) Hey, wait a minute! I’m your master!

GENIE: 

Darn, I was hoping you wouldn’t notice. Alright, fine, nerd boy. (GENIE snaps and a puff of smoke appears.) There, you’re Bill Gates.

PETER:

BASIC, COBOL, C . . . oh my! ALGOL, FORTRAN, Pascal, PROLOG, SNOBOL . . . I know it all! Wait! (PETER takes out his wallet, sees loads of hundred dollar bills.) I am Bill Gates!!!

GENIE:

Yeah, yeah . . . but you’re still a nerd! (GENIE sticks out his tongue and disappears back into the Coke bottle.)

(Suddenly, PETER’s bedroom door is broken down. He sees two men in black suits enter the room and hold PETER down. Their officiating badges flash in the light of the computer.)

FBI AGENT #1:

You are under arrest for monopolizing the computer industry. 

PETER:

(sputters) But, but . . . I didn’t do anything!

FBI AGENT #2:

Don’t lie, sonny! I see your ID! (AGENT #2 points to the wallet full of money, showing a picture ID with PETER’s  picture on it, but the name “BILL GATES” written across it.)

PETER:

Oh wait! Maybe I am! (pauses) Hey, look over there! Windows is crashing! (The two FBI agents turn and look at the computer, and PETER breaks free.) Ah ha! Windows always crashes! I use Linux! PETER runs out of his house, Coke bottle in hand.)

(The FBI agents catch up to him and arrest him. The force him into their car and speed away, taking him to prison. He has his bottle carefully concealed in his jacket. He is thrown into a cell, and he now sits against a wall.)

PETER:

Oh, I almost forgot this . . . (PETER takes out the bottle and rubs it.)

GENIE:

(appears) Always Coca C . . . I’m so tired of saying that. Ready for your last wish? (GENIE takes a look around.) How did you get yourself into this mess?

PETER:

It’s all your fault! But, after this next wish, it won’t matter. I wish that I had a space ship to fly me into outer space so that I’d never have to see the likes of you again! 

GENIE:

Well, exxxcccuuuussseeee me! You’re the one who picked those wishes! Fine, fine … nice knowing you. (GENIE snaps his fingers and PETER appears in a spaceship, soaring through space.)

(PETER relaxes)

PETER:

Ah, this is more like it . . . 

(An alien ship approaches.)

PETER:

(whimpering) Oh, no . . .

(PETER is transported to the alien ship. He is now strapped to a dissection table. Two aliens appear over him.)

ALIEN #1:

*#&^!#(&#*&@#(*&#  (alien speak)

ALIEN #2: 

We speak English, dork. 

ALIEN #1:

Wait, we’re not supposed to reveal ourselves.

ALIEN #2: 

Whatever. What a fine specimen of nerd we have here. 

ALIEN #1:

Yes, yes we do. Let’s dissect him and see what he’s made of!

(ALIEN #1 takes a light and shines it over PETER. His vision is blinded. He suddenly wakes up in a cold sweat, safe in his bed.)

PETER:

Wow, what an awful dream.

(MOM enters.)

MOM:

Peter, I think it’s time for you to get a new wardrobe. Come on, we’re going to the GAP.

(PETER sits up, alert in bed, a look of terror on his face.)

PETER:

NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!

The End

