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Teaser





EXT. UNIVERSITY - NIGHT





Prestigious looking and very gothic, a fitting first image for the series. Birds hoot and howl and do birdy-sounding things, only onimously. 





					BOY (O.S.)


			So this is the place.





The CAMERA pans around to reveal AIDEN DARK, still blue-haired with a rather odd personality mixture of wide-eyed innocence with a flair of headstrong-y-ness. 





He and MIGUEL (the jocky, yet sensitive-handsome type... but I already established this) walk through the courtyard surrounding the sprawling building. He walks with a fluttering sense of nervousness. 





					MIGUEL


			Indeed it is. Although I can't


			help but wonder if Toronto has


			a University and/or college that


			DOESN'T look like a rejected


			setpiece from The Haunting?





					AIDEN


				(optimistic)


			Well... the uh... the gloominess


			gives it a little character.


			Albeit, the character could use


			less archways and more pink


			streamers.





They stop and sit at a park bench. 





					AIDEN


			You're psyched. I can tell.





					MIGUEL


			You read me well. But I'm not


			exactly as psyched as I am...





					AIDEN


			Border-line scared?


				(Miguel nods)


			And what level of fear are 


			we talking about?





					MIGUEL


			I'm at the "I could pee in


			my pants any moment now" stage.


			Wait - I know you, Aiden. 


			You get other people to talk


			about their fears when you 


			yourself... fear something.


				(pauses)


			High school?





Aiden contritely nods.





					AIDEN


			Starts in a couple of days. 


			Grade 10 was hard enough,


			especially after Bla...


				(stops himself)


			Well, you know. 





Miguel isn't sure how to continue; he knows that Blair is still a hard subject for Aiden.


	


					MIGUEL	


			This is a chance to start over.


			You're not at the bottom of


			the food chain anymore. Granted,


			you're not at the top, either...


			You're just... 





					AIDEN


			Stuck in limbo! I'm not a senior,


			and I'm not a freshmen... I'm


			not anything. I'm a big nothing.


				(dejected)


			Story of my life.





					MIGUEL


				(trying to be comforting)	


			C'mon, man. You taught me to


			think positive. Don't tell you're


			majoring in hypocrisy.





					AIDEN


				(smiles slightly)


			As long as it doesn't involve


			oral presentations, or exams,


			or anything or spoken or 


			written... 





They stand again, heading out, chilly in the night air. 





					AIDEN


			...then I'll be in the zone. 


			That's me. I'm the Zoney-Limbo


			Hypocrite-Guy. 





Before Miguel has a chance to say something -- three HOODED GUYS rudely brush past them, a little too fiercely, as it almost knocks Miguel off balance. Aiden steadies him, calling out to the Hooded Guys...





					AIDEN


			Hey man, speed kills!





...who never turn around. Their walk is all business - heading towards an unknown direction almost competitively. Miguel just shakes his head in disgust. 





					MIGUEL


			Only at night. 





They walk out of frame, and the CAMERA lingers on the images of the three hooded ones galloping away... eventually, they shed their robes and hoods to reveal:





Nothing ? 





										BLACK OUT





OPENING CREDITS. (uh, use your imaginations. seeing as how this show is kinda, you know, non tv-ish, you can make up a cast for the characters, a theme song, and an arrangement for the credits themselves. but if you did, i might have to point at you and laugh.)





Act 1





INT. HIGH SCHOOL - FORUM - THE NEXT MORNING





CLOSE ON: Aiden, wandering around, feeling completely disoriented in spite of the fact that this is his third year at the school. 





WIDER - the forum is filled to the brim with students. Grade 9s, Grade 10s, 11s, 12s, and graduating students spread EVERYWHERE doing EVERYthing. They're loud, they're obnoxious, they're high school students psyched about the upcoming first day of school. 





We hear the voice of the Principal through the old speakers of the school.





					PRINCIPAL FARBER (V.O.)


			Uh, I'd like to ask for all the 


			Grade 11s and 12s to please report


			to the cafeteria to pick up your


			planners and schedules. I repeat:


			all grade 11s and 12s, please


			report to the cafeteria...





Several students begin heading towards the direction of the caf. Aiden, feeling about as small as he is, is drawn in with the crowd. 





INT. CAFETERIA - CONTD





About as congested with students as the forum was. There are several mis-shapen lines wrapping around the place. AIDEN enters and spies the tables where schedules and IDs are being handed out...





...as a FINGER taps him lightly on the shoulder. He spins around, meeting ZELDA (18, fiesty, a little dumb) face to face. She sports a shorter, lighter hair-do than in "Afraid". 





					ZELDA


			Aiden! Omygod! It's been so 


			long!





She consumes him in a bone crushing hug. He gasps a response, and she lets go sheepishly. 





					AIDEN


			I saw you a couple of days


			ago.





					ZELDA


				(oblivious)


			Of course you did!


				(looks around)


			Isn't this wonderful? This,


			this comraderie of studental


			bliss?


	


					AIDEN


			You're very... blonde now. 


				(then)


			Studental isn't a word.





					ZELDA


			What are you, the dictionary


			police?





					AIDEN	


			Zelda, you told me you 


			graduated.





					ZELDA


			I did?


				(Aiden nods)


			Oh. I guess I was going through


			my weekly falsehood marathon.


			I don't know why, but it seems


			one day out of the week I can't


			help but lie...





					AIDEN


				(feigned)


			That's wonderful. I'm glad


			you're enjoying the, uh, the 


			high life.


			


					ZELDA


				(giggles, shocked)


			Aiden, everybody knows that


			the drug dealers don't 


			impose their reign of 


			seductive terror upon these


			vulnerable youths until


			towards the end of the


			fourth quarter of the year. 





Beat. An uneasy silence between them, although the din is monstrously noisy. Aiden smiles politely, speaking through gritted teeth. 





					AIDEN


			I think I'll go wait outside.


			Until the lines thin out. 





					ZELDA


			Oh, okay! Have fun!





					AIDEN


			Don't worry about me. I'm


			sure, any moment now, I'll


			be bleeding with fun from


			every orifice of my body.





EXT. ALBERT CAMPBELL HIGH - FRONT GARDEN





It's busy here, too. Students mill about, smoke, skateboard, greet each other; basically, everything that was done indoors only now it's... outside. 





AIDEN sits crosslegged on the grass as several students pass by. He's looks too bored for words. 





					MIGUEL (O.S.)


			Unaffected by the cruel reality


			of teenage life, he sits in 


			waiting, contemplating the state


			of the Universe... 





It takes a moment for Aiden to realize the was voice is speaking to him. It takes him another moment to realize who's talking. Miguel, of course, steps into frame as Aiden GRABS pulls him into a big ol' bear hug. 





A beat, and they part. Aid looks one thousand times relieved.





					AIDEN


			Miguel, you little campus-


			roaming slut! What are you..


			roaming here for?


	


					MIGUEL


			Besides you? The giddy thrill


			I get after a good, roamily


			roaming. 


	


					AIDEN


			Oh. Well, uh, I'm as flattered


			as I am speechless.





					MIGUEL


			And I enjoy it all too well. 





Aiden sits down again, Miguel joins him. 





					MIGUEL


			Didn't have classes today. 


			Figured I'd do the good-friend


			thing and pay you an unexpected


			special guest star appearance.





					AIDEN


				(genuinely)


			I'm glad you came. Really, I am.





					MIGUEL


			How're things here so far?


	


					AIDEN


			They're... productive. Almost


			sickeningly so.





					MIGUEL


			I'll take that as a "not doing


			so great".


	


					AIDEN


			Ah, which reminds me - Zelda. 





					MIGUEL


			What about her?





					AIDEN


			She's kinda... you know, a bit


			trippy.





					MIGUEL


			And how is this a revelation?





					AIDEN


			I mean, more than usual. I'm


			speculating she probably


			thinks we live in Sweden. 





					MIGUEL


			Ah, you know Zelda. She gets


			all weird when she's excited.





					AIDEN


				(nods)


			Much truthfulness said by


			you. She's handling this way


			better than I ever will.





					MIGUEL


			It's only registration day.


			School doesn't start till


			next tuesday, right?





					AIDEN


			Yeah...





					MIGUEL


			So, you have copious amounts


			of preparation time. It'll


			be alright. Things always end


			up alright. Don't they?





Beat. 





					AIDEN


			Do you want me to respond


			sarcastically or shall I just


			sit here and breathe with


			gritted teeth?





					MIGUEL


				(unaffected)


			Stop worrying. You'll kick


			some ass. I know it. 





										CUT TO





INT. THE HIGH SCHOOL LIBRARY - AN HOUR LATER





Brimming with life, although it usually it isn't. Large and spacious.  Students mill about, grabbing textbooks and what not in preparation for the upcoming year. AIDEN and MIGUEL work their way through, a stack of books being cradled in both of their arms.





					LIBRARIAN (O.S.)


			Remember, the library is also


			open after school!





					MIGUEL


			You sure you need all this


			text? There's only so much


			knowledge one person can take.





They bring the books to an empty study table and dump them on. Miguel slumps into a seat, exhausted.





					AIDEN


			Like I've said numerous times,


			Mr. Cooper, I'm not your normal


			fifteen year old. 





He takes a seat next to him, filing through the books, searching for a particular one. 





					MIGUEL


			Well, while you're chained to


			your... 


				(grabs a couple of books


				and reads the titles)


			"Advanced Biology" and "The


			History of The Dramatic Arts",


			I will be attending my first


			soiree. 





					AIDEN


			Soiree makes it sound too classy.


	


					MIGUEL


			Fine. Is drunken beer-blast more


			to your liking?





Aiden nods solemnly. 





					AIDEN


			You know how I feel about those


			poor excuses for social outtings,


			Miguel...





					MIGUEL


			I know. And I'll TRY not to get


			all boozy and coppy-feely with	


			some of the wimmins. 





					AIDEN


			I believe the correct term is


			"women". 





					PASSING STUDENT


			Yo, Miguel.





					MIGUEL


			Hey Mark.





					AIDEN


			Hello! You're attention is supposed


			to be on me, and how hard of a


			time I'm having.


	


					MIGUEL


			You just need to relax.





					AIDEN


			Relax? I'll try to relax. This is,


			of course, a library. In a high


			school.


				(hopefully)


			Perhaps an uptight british librarian


			will inform me of a really kick-ass


			chosen destiny against the dark forces?





He looks around to find one, but all he can see is MRS. STRUMOS, a mean old italian librarian who stares coldly at him. 





					AIDEN	


				(then/to Miguel)


			Or not. I guess I'm just stuck


			with me. 





					MIGUEL


			Remember that relaxing thing


			I told you about?





					AIDEN	


			Miguel, it's not that easy!


			I mean, sure, I did that 


			whole personality change last


			year and dyed my hair all these


			weird colours until that


			unfortunate bout with scalp


			staining, but I wont be


			prepared for this! This is an


			all new grade, with, with all


			new people. And I still don't


			have any friends that go to


			this school.


				(now emotional)	


			And there are still people


			who hate me. 





					STUDENT (O.S.)


			The Wizard Fag is in tha HOUSE,


			yo!





Several neanderthal-ish HOLLERS as several people chuck light things at Aiden, who sits passively as broken pencils and scrunched up papers rain down on him. 





Miguel and Aiden exchange saddened looks. 





EXT. ZELDA'S HOUSE - HOURS LATER





Zelda moves towards the front lawn of her quaint two story home when she notices...





Her MOTHER and FATHER, luggage in tow, heading towards their parked car in the driveway. Zelda pauses; analyzing the situation.





					ZELDA


			Uh, mom? Dad? You do know


			you still have offspring that


			needs tending to.





					MOTHER


				(looking up at her)


			Oh, honey! You're back. We


			thought you'd be a little


			longer. We left a note in


			the kitchen...


	


					FATHER


			We're going away to Florida


			for a week.





					ZELDA


				(stunned)


			Without me?





					MOTHER


			Mm-hmm. Did we not mention


			this before?





					ZELDA


			Well... I think I'd remember


			if I knew my parents were


			planning to abandon me for


			7 days.





					FATHER


			Honey, you can take of yourself.





He loads the remaining luggage into the back of his car, firmly slamming his trunk back into place. He then gets into the car, and starts it up. 





					ZELDA


			But I... but we... 





Her mother rushes up to her, plants a big kiss on her forehead, then hurriedly jumps into the car. It peels out of the driveway. 





ZELDA watches helplessly as her parents disappear into the distance. She sighs, dejectedly, putting her weirdness on the backburner for now. 





					ZELDA


				(quietly)


			I love you too. 





										CUT TO





INT. MALL - EXT. BOOKSTORE - NIGHT





Busy and filled with people. AIDEN and his lovely mother GLORIA are seen through the crowds, holding their folded coats in their arms.


	


					AIDEN


			That was... a certainly interesting


			movie.


			


					GLORIA


			Wasn't it, though? I thought it


			was very touching. I mean, it


			was exactly like the book.





					AIDEN


				(worried)


			But... I mean... people might get


			the wrong idea about witchcraft.


			Every witch knows that flying


			brooms...





His eyes wander towards the innards of the mildly busy bookstore they're standing in front of. 





					AIDEN


				(excited)


			Stephen King sale!





Aiden hurries inside, like a five year old hunting for Pokemon. His mother admirably shakes her head and follows him inside.





INT. BOOKSTORE - CONTD





Aiden slowly weaves through the travel aisle, past the romance aisle... heading towards the Stephen King table...





He stops suddenly. It's like he feels a presence. 





					SOME GUY (O.S.)


			Yo... I thought that the Tolkien


			guy only wrote one Lord of The


			Rings book...





Aiden turns around, his eyes racing to meet the source of that voice. HIS POV: A very attractive guy that looks one or two years older than Aiden. He's a tall, rebely, rocker type. 





REVERSE SHOT - Aiden watches him with a strange, reverant fascination. He moves behind a bookshelf to remain partially hidden.





HIS POV: The rocker elbows one of his other rocker buddies in the ribcage as they scope through the latest issue of Maxim. Or Stuff. Or FHM. Or some other exploitive magazine of the like. 





Despite those clearly hetero traits, Aiden's watchful gaze never faulters. 





THE ROCKER places the magazine back on the rack, turns toward's Aiden's direction... almost makes eye contact, when --





AIDEN forces himself to look away, chickening out in the last minute. We see he's clearly nervous now. 





The Rocker notices this, glances at his buddies again, then back at Aiden, who's back is turned to him. 





INT. UNDERGROUND PARKING LOT - MALL - NIGHT





Gloria and her son slowly stroll down the rows of parked cars, taking their time. Gloira proudly clutches a store bag of newly bought books. 





					GLORIA


			You really should've stopped


			me after the fifth book.





					AIDEN


			Believe me, mom, I know better


			than to get in the way of you


			and Anne Rice. I still have


			the scar to prove it.


	


					GLORIA


				(gently)


			It was an accident, honey...





					AIDEN


			I know, mom. It's just, is all


			that Lestat really healthy for


			a person?





					GLORIA


			Fine, fine, make jokes at the	


			woman who seeks self-validation


			through sexy, fictional princes


			of the night... 





Aiden chuckles as they approach their car. Gloria opens her trunk to put her stuff in... Aiden glances over his shoulder to see...





THE ROCKER





standing there, alone, watching him closely. AIDEN doesn't react, he only returns the stare. They make eye contact for the first time. 





A beat. Aiden breaks it finally, turning back to his mom, who unlocks the passenger door for him. They smile at each other.


		


					GLORIA


			Something wrong?





					AIDEN


				(finding the words)


			Everything's... peachy. 


	


His mother nods, heading heading off screen towards the driver's side. Aiden turns around again... and the rocker is still there. 





										BLACK OUT





END ACT ONE





Insert commercials. 





BEGIN ACT TWO





INT. AIDEN'S BEDROOM - THE NEXT MORNING





Early morning. Aiden stirs, cocooned in bed sheets and blankets. He looks blissful, at peace, until the inevitable wakeup call:





					GLORIA (O.S.)


			AAAIIIIDEEENNN!





Immediately, Aiden wakes, LURCHING into frame, still half-asleep. On impulse, he shrieks...


	


					AIDEN


				(groggy)


			I'm UP, MOM. 





Forcing himself out of bed, he groans and rubs the sleep out of his eyes.





					AIDEN


			Stupid morning. 





The CAMERA widens revealing a laid out ritual circle that was probably made the previous night. Coloured sand, incense, candles, the whole lot, laid out in a circle. Aiden sits in the middle, lighting the candles and incense carefully. 





					AIDEN


			I call upon the powers of


			earth, water, air, and fire.


			Please bring forth my


			unearthed desire. I am not


			The Zero. I am the Infinity.


			I am not The Zero...





Slowly, he pours out a blue coloured sand before him in the shape of a pentagram and places a picture of him in the center. Aiden writes down 





"ALBERT CAMPBELL COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE


September 6th, 2002"





					AIDEN


			...I am the infinity. I am


			not the Zero...





and puts it ontop of his picture. 





					AIDEN


				(closes his eyes) 


			Undertake the scholar's passage.


			In total trust and blissful 


			innocense. Such is the way of


			the learned warrior. From the


			day to the night, the dawn


			to the dusk, send heavenward the


			burning arrows of the perfect 


			faith, the perfect trust, and 


			the perfect knowledge. I am


			everything, I am The Hero.


			I'm not nothing, I'm not


			The Zero.


				(opens his eyes,


				talks skyward)


			And please, make my first day	


			NOT suck. Cuz that would 


			totally be appreciated, guys.


			I'm counting on you. Blessed


			be. 





INT. KITCHEN - MINUTES LATER





Aiden wanders in, dressed and ready for the day. He's rather shocked to see Gloria making breakfast for him as well as...





					AIDEN


			Zelda?





She nods happily, sitting across from him at the kitchen island.





					AIDEN	


			W-wwhat are you...


	


					GLORIA


			Oh, Aiden, Zelda's here to


			pick you up. She said that


			she didn't have any breakfast	


			yet, so I figured...





					AIDEN


			Mom, if you were any more


			maternal, you'd explode in


			a shower of... of...





					GLORIA


			...pride for my little baby


			boy?





Gloria leans over and kisses her son on the forehead. Chastened, he sits back on the island. 





					AIDEN


			Yeah. Pride. Pride for me.


			Gimme some pride. 





His mom slides a plethora of bacon onto his plate as Zelda starts to yabber. 





					ZELDA


			Aren't you just, like, SO


			nervous, Aiden? Initially


			I wasn't, but after I started


			thinking about all the peer


			pressure and my upcoming 


			Graduation and worrying about


			the Mayor turning into a 


			giant snake..





Before Aiden can correct her about being on the wrong show, he notices his mom bringing on the bacon... even more so. Zelda's still yammering. 





					AIDEN


			Mom, if I didn't know better,


			I'd say you're trying to


			transfigure my arteries into


			goldmines of hog fat. 





					GLORIA


			Hmm? Oh, I'm sorry. I just 


			know how you love bacon. 





She kisses him on the forehead again. 





					AIDEN


			Of course. 





					ZELDA (CONTD)


			... and we all know how bother-


			some cockroaches can be and


			I've been noticing the decreasing


			number of janitors at are school,


			I mean, Ontario's education plan


			is just ghastly and add all that


			up and it all spells: HORRIBLE


			HIGH SCHOOL YEAR. 





An astonished beat. Aiden grimaces. 





					AIDEN


			Well, I don't know about you,


			but I'm feeling much better.


			The heavy mask of pressure?


			Dissipating as we speak. 


			Thanks.





					ZELDA


				(cheery)


			Oh, you're welcome!�


She shoves a big-ass forkful of scrambled eggs into her mouth. Gloria assaults Aiden with another seven pieces of bacon. 





										FADE TO





INT. HALLWAYS - ALBERT CAMPBELL - LATER





Zelda and Aiden try to pep-talk each other as they walk through the normal hustle-n-bustle towards their first classes.





					ZELDA


			Now, I may be older than you


			and therefore you're lower on


			the proverbial high school


			foodchain and I'm the top 


			predator... I wish you good


			luck. 





					AIDEN


			You too. Go... knock out some


			guys with that devilish Zelda


			charm.





					ZELDA


				(giggles, then stops)


			You are so violent. I don't


			see why I can't just flirt


			and talk suggestively and


			make erotic movements with


			my legs and arms and reveal


			substancial amounts of


			cleavage to entice men instead.


				(off Aiden's look)


			I'm getting nervous again.





					AIDEN


			I know. I am too. Just.. be..


			calm. And try not to weird-out


			too many people. Tends to be


			a turn off. Majorly. 





They approach a staircase, which is their seperation point. 


	


					ZELDA


			Well, okay! And, I, I hope


			you meet a man, too! Preferably


			one who chooses the comfort


			of semen rather than vaginal


			fluid!





She gives him a friendly wave and disappears into the crowd. A little thrown, Aiden forces himself up the stairs toward his first class of Grade 11. 





										CUT TO





INT. DORM ROOM - SAME





Looks like a hurricane went through it. Looking like a hurricane went through HIM - Miguel, drunken, hung-over and half-asleep, lies on his bed with some random slutty co-ed. 





					MIGUEL


				(barely audible)


			...am I in heaven...?...





										CUT BACK TO





INT. CLASSROOM - HOURS LATER





Presumably the last class of the day, and everyone's pretty restless, even the relatively YOUNG TEACHER. 





					YOUNG TEACHER


			...so you're all lucky, no


			homework tonight, but that's


			only because it's the first


			day. 





AIDEN smiles with glee at the back of the class. Several other students holler with delight. 





					YOUNG TEACHER


			So... ten minutes till class


			ends. Let's run down the clock,


			and pretend to work quietly. 





Some students now moan and cry and complain... but the Young Teacher just ignores them and sits back down in his desk. 





Aiden fiddles around with his pen for a moment or too, until he hears, amoung a couple of snickers...





					YOUNG TEACHER (O.S.)


			Mr. Redfield, glad you could


			take time out of your busy	


			schedule to join us...





He looks up, seeing the Young Teacher mark down a name on his Late List. Then to the student standing beside him nervously...





THE ROCKER STALKER





from the bookstore and the mall the other day. Aiden's face falls as something horrible dawns on him.





					AIDEN


			Four classes. Four... entire...


			classes...





					YOUNG TEACHER


			The only seat left is the one


			beside Mr. Dark. That's the


			little one with the blue hair,


			can't miss him.





More sickering as Rocker Stalker takes the empty desk next to Aiden. They look at each other, pensively, not saying a word with their mouths, but saying a million things with their eyes. 





										CUT TO





INT. SCHOOL HALLWAYS - LATER							





Zelda and Aiden hurry through the usual crowd as they recount the events of their respective days. 





					ZELDA


				(in midsentence)	


			So then Parker said to me,


			"Cunnilingus isn't a form


			of pleasure, it's an art!"


			and I said "Yeah, well so's


			your face!" and he said


			"I'm gonna bitchslap your


			pretty ass all the way


			back to The Land of Oz!"


			and then I said "I'd like


			to see you try!" and then


			he said "Why don't you


			grab my elongated male


			reproductive member and


			give it a jaunty little


			thrust!" and then *I* 


			said --





					AIDEN


				(bothered)


			You can breathe anytime you


			want, you know. Between


			the exclamation marks. 





					ZELDA


				(embarassed)


			Oh, hee. Sorry. Anyway -


			what was my poi... Oh right:


			The cafeteria food this year


			is okay. How was your day?





					AIDEN


			Nowhere near as sexually 


			active, but it was pretty... 


			interesting.





They exit the quad and sit on a park bench. 





					ZELDA


			So spill.





					AIDEN


			Ok, this may sound weird, but:


			I think I have a stalker.





Beat.





					ZELDA


			A stalker? You have a STALKER?





					AIDEN	


				(hurt) 


			Why is that so hard to believe?


			Maybe SOME people other than


			insane-raving-girls and post-


			homophobic, university-guys


			find me at least a little


			interesting?





					ZELDA


			You think you're stalk-worthy?





					AIDEN


			We're getting off-track.





					ZELDA


			Ok, fine. So... do you know


			what this stalker looks like?


	


					AIDEN


			Boy, do I ever. I think he's


			maybe a year or so older than


			I am. Frosted hair. Spiked.


			Around 6'1, the most gorgeous


			eyes, handsome, I think he


			might be in a band or something.





					ZELDA


			S'he cutely-hot, or hotly-cute?





					AIDEN


			Cutely-hot. 





					ZELDA


			Ooh. So, uh, what was your


			meetcute?





					AIDEN


			Our meet-what?


	


					ZELDA


			MEETcute. Like, you know, in


			all those romantic comedies


			the leading lady and the leading


			man always meet each other


			in the wackiest way.





					AIDEN


			Earth to Zelda - I think


			my life can be more easily


			categorized in the independant


			gay film genre. There aren't


			any meetcutes there... more


			like... screwcutes.


				(stops himself)


			Getting off track again. The


			point? He's in ALL FOUR of


			my Semester 1 classes.





					ZELDA


			All four?!





					AIDEN


			The only break I'll be getting


			from him is lunchtime.





					ZELDA


			Wow. That's... that's a lot.


			But you said you were attracted


			to him. Not seeing the problem.





					AIDEN


			He's CREEPY. I mean, sure,


			his gaze is rather luminous,


			but he doesn't say ANYTHING.


			He just sits there and looks


			at me. Like a dog. 





					ZELDA


			Ooh! I remember, I had this


			boyfriend once, who was into


			chains and collars and stuff,


			and everytime we got all


			naked he'd practically beg


			me to put this spikey flea


			collar around his --


				(off Aiden's stare)


			This is one of the quiet times


			for me, isn't it?





Beat. 





					AIDEN


			Maybe I need to talk to somebody


			with a little more wisdom. 





										CUT TO





INT. LIVING ROOM - AIDEN'S HOME - LATER





Aiden hurries inside, dropping his backpack casually onto the floor. He looks around for Gloria.





					AIDEN


			Mom? MOOOOMMMM? You home?


				(to himself)


			Your car wasn't outside,	


			so of course you aren't.





The phone rings. He quickly runs to answer.





					AIDEN


			Dark Residence. And no, that


			ISN'T the title of some gory


			shoot-em-up videogame...





					MIGUEL


				(from phone, a


				little tired)


			Yo. It's me.





					AIDEN


			Oh! Miguel! How'd your first


			day of University go?





INT. MIGUEL'S DORM ROOM - SAME





He looks rather... hung-over. The co-ed is no longer around. 





					MIGUEL


			Univer...?


				(pauses)


			Oh. Right. It's, um, fine.


			Just wanted to see what


			first impression Grade 11


			made on you.





INT. AIDEN'S LIVING ROOM - AME





CONTD.





					AIDEN


			Fine! I did a spell to


			make things go a bit easier,


			and it worked pretty well.


			All my teachers are pretty


			nice. Classes don't seem very


			hard... yet.





					MIGUEL


			Make any new friends?





					AIDEN


			Well, no... but I did meet


			this one guy who's kinda


			creep--





SCREEEEEECH





The sound of something  very sharp being dragged harshly across the floor. Although it's not in the living room... it's UPSTAIRS.





Aiden turns immediately to face the stairwell. 





INT. MIGUEL'S DORM ROOM





CONTD.





					MIGUEL


			Aiden? What was that?





INT. AIDEN'S LIVING ROOM





CONTD.





					AIDEN


			I'm about to find out. I'll


			call you back.





					MIGUEL


			Don't do anything stupid!


			You know how these things


			always end up in the movies


			and on televi-





CLICK!





INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - CONTINUING





He walks up the stairs, slowly, quietly, as he reaches the landing. Aiden glances slowly to the bathroom... to his mom's master bedroom... then finally his own. 





The door hangs ajar, but it's slightly swaying... subtle enough that it could be passed off as air circulation, but sway-y enough to say "Hey, something funny's going on..."





					AIDEN


			Alright. I suppose this is


			what'll propell the story of


			my life into it's third act...





INT. AIDEN'S ROOM





Aiden nudges his door open and steps inside. He and the CAMERA take a wide, sweeping survey of the room, and we see nothing incriminating, nothing strange, nothing offputting, (get ready) except for:





AN ENVELOPE





Lying face up. He approaches it, skeptically, and a little fearfully. How the hell did it get in here..?





CLOSE UP - The envelope, reading:





FROM: The Infinity


TO: The Zero





AIDEN stands, shell-shocked, the emotion draining from his face. He barely manages a squeak, as he silently tears at the top, ripping out the letter inside. 





The CAMERA sneaks a peak at the writing as Aiden reads it...





					AIDEN


			"We've never been properly


			introduced.


				(he flinches)


			Stick around."





Yet another horrible thing dawns on the kid. Aiden looks up, almost directly at the camera, a steely purpose in his eyes. 





Assertive!Aiden has once agan been resurrected.





					AIDEN


				(coldly)	


			Rocker Stalker. 





										BLACK OUT





End Act Two





BEGIN ACT THREE





INT. SCHOOL HALL - DAY





Assertive!Aiden strides through the mass of students, paying no attention to anything around him - but he does survey through the faces lightly, searching for the Rocker Stalker...





...He sees him, heading into the library. And with the hunting calm of the cheetah, Assertive!Aiden follows. 





INT. HIGH SCHOOL LIBRARY - CONTINUOUS





Large and spacious. A few students sit at computers, working silently. Several other students walk about, not really looking for books, but socializing.





As Assertive!Aiden crosses the room, some guys snicker and make the inevitable fun.





					RANDOM STUDENT 


				(in earshot)


			Is it just me or did the room


			just get a little gayer...?





But he never stops. It's a quick walk-n-stride motion as Assertive!Aiden enters the library to the moment he walks Rocker Stalker into a corner. He GRABS the Rocker Stalker and SHOVES him against the wall. Because they're concealed within stacks of books, no one sees this.





					AIDEN


			Do you think this is funny?


			


And for the first time, he speaks...


	


					ROCKER STALKER


			Wwww-what are you talking


			about?





					AIDEN


			The letter! And I'm not stupid!


			I've seen you watching me, I


			*know* something is up. I thought


			for one fleeing moment that


			maybe you were attracted to me


			in some weird way, but I was


			obviously WRONG. You're just


			like all those other sickos,


			weirdos and freaks who find


			this sorta thing amusing. But 


			you see my assertive facade? NOT


			amused.





The Rocker Stalker stares at this kid like he's crazy.





					ROCKER STALKER


			What the hell are you talking


			about?





Assertive!Aiden inspects his face. We can see he honestly has no idea what Aiden is talking about. 





					AIDEN	


			You... you sent a letter to me.


			You called me The Zero.





					ROCKER STALKER


				(shaken)


			I didn't. I swear to god.


			I'd never...





He quickly steals a glance at Aiden's eyes before looking away, uncomfortable.





					ROCKER STALKER


			Aiden, I'd never.





Beat. Aiden loses the assertiveness, as well as his grip on Rocker Stalker's shirt.





					AIDEN


			How do you know my name?


							


					ROCKER STALKER


			Well, to be honest, who doesn't?


			You're like... a celebrity around


			these parts. Only... without the


			respect.


				(catches himself)


			N-nnot that I don't respect you.





					AIDEN


				(quizzically)


			So what exactly... are you? A


			fan? 





					ROCKER STALKER


			Kinda. I remember last year you


			and this goth guy were hanging


			out at Second Cup... 





Another beat as he watches the kid's face fall dramatically. 





					ROCKER STALKER


			And then some of my friends told


			me that you were, like, this insane


			fag who was constantly on the edge.


				(controlled)


			And if you don't mind me saying,


			what just happened didn't exactly


			quell that assumption. 





This hits Aiden hard, and Rocker Stalker notices this. He fights the urge to put his hand on the kid's shoulder.





					ROCKER STALKER


			Then I saw you at the book place,


			and then I started to think about


			you more. Like, "I wonder if he's


			okay", or "I wonder if he's still


			depressed"... and I'm not really	


			winning you with my not-really


			charms, am I?





					AIDEN


				(steely)


			Not by a long shot. If you wanna


			get to know me, then you walk up


			to me and say so. None of this,


			this LETTER writing crap. 





Aiden's face darkens, gets a little in Stalker's face.





					AIDEN


			You know, ever since I came out, 


			everyone's been treating me like


			I was some sideshow joke. Like


			I wasn't a person... I wasn't


			an anything... I was a big fat	


			ZERO. And it's like I can't do


			ANYTHING to change it.





Still, Stalkerboy has no idea what this kid's talking about.





					AIDEN


				(defeated)


			You didn't write it. 


				(to himself)


			Damn. I hope Miguel isn't


			busy...





										CUT TO





INT. MIGUEL'S DORM ROOM - SAME





Miguel and Zelda sit crosslegged on his bed, facing one another in a rather heated argument:





					ZELDA


			Please?





					MIGUEL


			No.


	


					ZELDA


			Please?





					MIGUEL


			No.





					ZELDA


			Please?





					MIGUEL


			No.





Silence. Zelda growls, infuriated, her face red.





					ZELDA


			Miguel! I really think Aiden


			needs a little friendly 


			intervention. Sure, he passed


			off having a stalker as


			something to cherish, but I


			personally know that they


			aren't all smiles and sunshine.





					MIGUEL


			Stalkers were NEVER associated


			with smiles and sunshine.





					ZELDA


			Maybe not in your deranged


			dimension of being! 


				(breathes)


			If Aiden tries to persue a 


			relationship with this guy,


			it could, you know, end up all


			badly. And my mish-mashed 


			sexually-charged rants do 


			NOTHING to impede him!





					MIGUEL


			You're taking him too seriously.


			Maybe Aiden just has some little


			crush that he saw in the mall


			a couple of times and just chalked


			the situation up to being that


			of a plot of a bad tv-series


			pilot. 





					ZELDA


			But we should STILL confront him


			about it. Even if it is a crush,


			this guy could still hurt him. 


			I mean, he KNOWS better than to


			just wear his heart on his sleeve,


			does he not?


	


					MIGUEL


			Zelda, he's still young. And he's


			still learning about all this


			stuff that you and I call love...





They both seem to sigh.





					ZELDA


				(softer)


			I know that The Blair Situation


			pretty much wrecked him, and that


			he wants to get on with his life


			and meet somebody knew... but 


			trust me on this, Miguel, turning


			to the last possible person for


			love won't make you happier. It'll


			hurt you beyond belief, and if 


			Aiden doesn't learn it from me,


			then he'll learn it the hard way.


			And, for all we may know, the


			next time we see him, he could


			be curled in a ball, on the floor


			of his room, crying his heart out.





					MIGUEL


			And if he is...?





The CAMERA zooms in on her determined face in a kinda-dramatic-but-not-very sort of way. 


	


					ZELDA


				(calmly)


			Then what's done is done.  





					MIGUEL


			Okay. But the last time I time


			I talked to him, he didn't sound


			exactly crushe--


	


Miguel pauses, rethinks what he said... replays his previous conversation with Aiden... his eyes widen with alarm.





					MIGUEL


			Shit.





					ZELDA


			What?





					MIGUEL


			Someone... someone was in his


			house. I talked to him on the


			phone, he said he heard something


			upstairs...





A beat as they both absorb this. And immediately, they're out the door. 





										CUT TO





INT. AIDEN'S KITCHEN - SAME





Aiden crosses past frame and towards the fridge, portable phone clutched in his hand. His mom's on the other end.





					AIDEN


				(into phone)


			And you're sure you didn't


			put any mail into my room


			before you left for work?





					GLORIA 


				(from phone)


			I'm absoloutely positive. 


			What's with the questions?


			I thought you called me to


			say a friendly hello. Son to


			mother, rather than interrogator


			to suspect?





					AIDEN


			I'm sorry. It's just...


			I... I love you. I'll see 


			you when you get home. 





					GLORIA


			Ok, sweetie. Love you too. Bye.





					AIDEN


			Bye.





He hangs up. Aiden takes a moment for himself to think. His eyes move to the letter clutched in his hand...





AND SUDDENLY, A PRESENCE PASSES THROUGH THE ROOM: a black indiscernible form, like a huge shadow. It passes through Aiden with a GASP as grasps the fridgerator, to hold himself form collapsing.





The dark PRESCENCE scatters from the window... to the hallway... up the stairs...





ANGLE: A mixture of shock and horror regsiters in Aiden. Never the coward, he gives chase. 





INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - LANDING - CONTINOUS





Aiden races up the stairs and his eyes immediately move to HIS BEDROOM DOOR, which conviently opens all by itself with a steady, yet creepy creeeeaaaak. 





HE RUNS THROUGH THE THRESHOLD...





INT. AIDEN'S ROOM - CONTD





...only to find that his wall is BURIED under tons of black-marker words, scribbled inanely on every crevice of the walls, even on the ground. 





ANGLE: Aiden, as he realizes what's written is actually a rather simple pattern of two words.





ANGLE: A portion of the wall. What's written all over it and it's surroundings? 





"THE ZERO"





Beat.





					AIDEN	


				(quietly)


			No. 





He frantically looks around him, finally observing the impact of what's been to his room... and to him. 





					AIDEN


				(louder)


			NO!





The CAMERA swirls around him, non stop. Slowly at first, but faster and faster, to indicate a descent into madness.





					AIDEN


			NO! This... this is a dream.


			This is a horrible dream that


			my ironic subconscious has


			conjured up! Well, ha, ha,


			brain! I totally get it! Now


			wake up. WAKE UP.


				(almost violent)


			I'm NOT the zero! I'm the


			infinity! 





The room, of course, doesn't respond. Aiden turns, twists, desperate to see something other than the messy "zero" scribblings on the walls. And finally, he goes berserk; grabs a decorative crystal ball.





					AIDEN


			I'M THE NOT A ZERO!


				(hurls it at his


				closet; it shatters)


			I'M NOT A ZERO! YOU HEAR ME?


			I'M NOT A FUCKING ZERO!





Then he cracks, he can't take anymore. Aiden falls to his knees, weakened, crying, defeated. Then, in a very, very tiny voice:





					AIDEN


			...I'm not...





It's now that the CAMERA begins slowing to a stop, finally resting on a CLOSE UP of Aiden as he sinks to the ground, sobs rippling through his body. He curls up a bit, not completely fetal, but close. His eyes are hopelessly vacant.





EXT. AIDEN'S HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - MOMENTS LATER





Zelda raps on the door furiously as Miguel peeks into the bay window, observing the home within. 





					MIGUEL


			He's not home.





					ZELDA


			He is. The door's unlocked...





					MIGUEL


			Then open it.





					ZELDA


				(still knocking rapidly)


			But that's rude!





Miguel sighs frustratedly, gently shoving her aside, and --





					MIGUEL


			Now. This is how a MAN does it.





--eloquently twists the doorknob, opening the door daintily. He throws Zelda a huge smile.





					ZELDA


			I'd hate to see how a woman


			would do it.





She quickly enters, cutting off Miguel before he gets the first chance.





					MIGUEL


			Rude-o. 





INT. AIDEN'S HOME - CONTD





Miguel politely closes the door behind him while Zelda heads straight for the stairs. 





					ZELDA


			AIDEN! AIDEN, YOU HERE? WE


			NEED TO TALK... YOUR PHONE


			WASN'T WORKING... 





					MIGUEL


			Hey! Loud much? Maybe he's


			taking a nap, or perhaps some


			dog is dying of noise 


			pollution...





He takes a seat on a couch. 





					ZELDA


			Let's check upstairs.





					MIGUEL


			Zelda, no! We'll wait down


			here for Aiden to come home.


			Privacy, especially his,


			deserves to be respected.





					ZELDA


				(menacingly)


			You wanna hear about 


			my anal escapades at the


			gynacologist?


	


Miguel quickly hops to his feet. 


	


					MIGUEL


			Let's get with the checking.





They head upstairs. 





										CUT TO





INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - LANDING - CONTD





Zelda and Miguel hurry into the dimly lit hall, heading straight for Aiden's room, who's door is now closed.





					ZELDA


			Put your game-face on, Mr.


			Cooper, cuz Aiden's about


			to get a lecture of the


			earful kind. 





INT. AIDEN'S ROOM - CLOSE UP





THE DOOR





as Zelda and Miguel BURST THROUGH to find...





AIDEN





curled up on the floor, tears drying on his face in streaks. He looks up at them weakly. The CAMERA widens to reveal his room - the walls are clean, no scribbling, nothing. 





ON ZELDA AND MIGUEL as determination drains from their faces. Zelda looks at Aiden, morosely. She can't bring herself to do it. 





Zelda walks over to Aiden, kneels down beside him and... gives him a hug.





ANGLE: Miguel, watching this sadly. 





										FADE TO





INT. AIDEN'S LIVING ROOM - THE NEXT DAY





The threesome of friends are sprawled all over the living room, watching a merry round of television.





					MIGUEL


			Never really understood the


			schematics of Angel. He's a


			vampire. He kills other vampires.


			That's interesting.





					AIDEN


			Joss Whedon went for the 


			conflicted-hero route and 


			you have three seasons of


			backstory to catch up on if


			you wanna understand the show.





					ZELDA


			I think that nerdy british


			guy is hot.





This propels Miguel and Aiden into an awkward silence.





					AIDEN	


				(noting the tv)


			I may be gay, but I'm not


			THAT gay.


				(off their looks)


			Well, maybe that gay. 





					ZELDA


				(smiling)


			Be sure to tell your mom I


			said thank you.





					AIDEN


			You know, you can do that


			yourself. After doing it 


			five times before.


	


					ZELDA


			I'm just grateful! It was


			getting lonely in that house


			of mine...





					MIGUEL


			Who what now?





					AIDEN


			Oh, Zelda's staying at my


			place until her parents come


			back from Florida. They said


			a week... but they have a 


			history of lying about this 


			stuff.





					ZELDA


				(nodding)


			And I get to sleep in the


			guest room and everything.


			I'm...


				(glances at Aiden)


			...living the high-life. 





Aiden smiles as he gets up off the couch and heads to the stairs. Almost reflexively, Zelda stops him.





					ZELDA


			Where are you going?


	


					AIDEN


			My room, to curl up into a 


			ball on the floor and cry


			myself to sleep.





...





Stunned at his sudden resolve, Miguel tries to find his voice.





					MIGUEL


			Aiden, we didn't -


	


					AIDEN


			Guys, I'm not gonna lie to you.


			My day got a little weird. And


			yeah, I was pretty emotional when


			you both found me... but... it


			was just an after effect. Of the


			spell I did. That's all. 





Miguel and Zelda exchange glances. He doesn't sound so sure himself.





					AIDEN


			I'm fine. Really. 


				(goes up the stairs)


			It wasn't anything. 





INT. AIDEN'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER





We catch up with Aiden after he changes into a new shirt. He catches a glimpse of his reflection in the mirror... eyes himself carefully. 





ANGLE: THE MIRROR





In it, we see Aiden, and his bedroom windows behind him. The sunny sky shines brightly...





UNTIL A DARK SHADOW, PROBABLY THE SAME ONE FROM THE END OF ACT 2





quickly scurries past the windows, cutting off the sunlight for a particularly scary couple of seconds.





Aiden doesn't even flinch. 





					AIDEN


				(softly)


			It wasn't anything. 





										BLACK OUT





END OF EPISODE


