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 2 

 

EXT. ENTRANCE TO UPSCALE PREPARATORY SCHOOL- AFTERNOON 

 

The camera pans across the entrance to the preparatory school 

while generic independent rock music plays. The heavy, black 

iron gate between the aged brick walls hangs open giving a clear 

view a large fountain in the courtyard. The fountain pours from 

the statue of two women and a man dressed very nobly and 

academically in robes holding books and parchment. The camera 

comes to an end on the sign “Chrysalis Academy: Est. 1942.” The 

view of the sign is suddenly blocked by a white, high-end sedan 

pulling to a stop in front of it. 

 

From the viewpoint of inside the courtyard near the fountain, a 

family gets out of the white sedan and collect the late teenage 

girl’s bags from the trunk. Other cars pull up to the entrance 

and more students and their families start filing into the 

courtyard: 7 families in total consisting of 4 young women and 3 

young men. 

 

Teenagers begin instinctively walking up to one another that 

seem to fit their traditional, stereotyped cliques; the jock 

with the cheerleader, the artist with the alternative girl, etc. 

The parents enter into the same groupings as their children. 

 

Off in the background, out of focus, is a physically smaller 

person (Score) standing by a tree, looking up at a bird on the 

branch.  

 

Score (16) is small for their age. They are wearing black jeans 

with a black cardigan and white t-shirt covered by a large black 

and silver scarf covering most of the shirt. Over their head is 

an over-sized, white, spherical helmet with a blank expression 

carved into it and crudely etched bunny ears and whiskers. 

 

The camera moves to the jock (Marks) talking to the bubbly, 

preppy girl (Noel). 

 

Marks (18) is a physically large and intimidating teenager 

standing at 6 feet 2 inches and 195 pounds. He is wearing faded 

jeans and a white button down shirt underneath a white lettermen 

jacket with light purple accents. His short, black hair is 

gelled into a classic “bedhead” look. 

 

Noel (17) is a tall and slender young woman with long, blonde, 

curly hair standing at 5 feet 5 inches and 110 pounds. She is 
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wearing a white button down tucked into a red skirt with 

matching red heels. 

 

MARKS 

Yeah, Marks, with an ‘s’. And you said 

your name was Noel? 

 

NOEL 

Just like the carol. 

 

MARKS 

Very cheerful. 

 

NOEL 

I try my best. Cheer and pep go hand in 

hand. 

 

 

MARKS 

So, what do you do outside of cheering? 

 

NOEL 

Well, I’m so SO very passionate about… 

 

 

As Noel talks, her voice trails off while Marks gazes over her 

shoulder, not paying any attention to what she says. The camera 

follows his gaze to focus on the young, alternative, woman 

(Vive) talking to a pretentious looking young man (Alpha) as 

subtly dramatic, romantic music fades in. 

 

Vive (18) is a shorter, curvy young woman with shorter black 

hair filled with random streaks of color standing at 5 feet 3 

inches and 125 pounds. She is wearing a white button up shirt 

tucked into a black skirt with black boots and dense fishnet 

stockings covering her legs and arms. 

 

Alpha (17) is a tall and slender young man standing at 5 feet 11 

inches and 160 pounds. He is wearing thick rimmed glasses, a 

white button down tucked into black dress pants with a thin 

black and red scarf lazily draped about his neck. 

 

As Marks is starring at Vive over Noel’s shoulder, Noel’s voice 

starts to break back through the muffled music. 

 

NOEL 

Umm… excuse me? 
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Marks snaps back to reality shaking his head to look back at 

Noel. 

 

 

MARKS 

Yeah, you were saying that you were so 

passionate about… 

 

Noel holds up her hand to silence Marks and then dramatic throws 

it into a single pointing finger gesturing at another young 

woman (Wendy) standing there nervously trying to break into 

their conversation. 

 

Wendy (18) is an unremarkably plain girl standing at 5 feet 4 

inches and 120 pounds with average length brown hair. She is 

wearing a basic white button up untucked from her khaki shorts; 

everything is wrinkled.  

 

NOEL 

Listen, did you never learn that it is 

rude to interrupt? 

 

WENDY 

I… I did not mean to seem rude… I just 

want… 

 

NOEL 

Well, news flash, you were. 

 

WENDY 

I’m sorry. Truly, I am. I just wanted 

to introduce myself. 

 

Wendy extends a hand to Noel. 

 

WENDY 

My name is Wendy. I’m… 

 

NOEL 

We did not ask, okay?  

 

Noel flicks her wrists as if shooing a rodent away. 

 

NOEL 

So, why don’t you scurry off and we 

will try this again when Marks and I 
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aren’t talking and you learn a little 

bit about manners. 

 

 

WENDY 

It’s just… we are all grouped up so we 

should… 

 

NOEL 

Listen! I tried to be calm and polite 

with you. Clearly you are incapable to 

picking up on the subtly of my 

comments. Get lost already, creep. 

 

Curling into herself, flushed with embarrassment, Wendy turns to 

walk away. 

 

Wendy walks around the fountain and is indistinctly waved over 

to another young man (Ink) and young woman (Bussy) leaning under 

a tree. 

 

Ink (18) is a painfully attractive young man standing at 5 feet 

10 inches and 160 pounds. He is wearing a flashier, designer 

white button up tucked into his pressed khakis with a neat, red 

neck tie and mirrored, aviator sunglasses. His naturally blonde 

hair is playfully slicked back. 

 

Bussy (17) is an extremely attractive young woman standing at 5 

feet 8 inches and 170 pounds with an overly accented, 

curvaceous, feminine figure. She has long, ginger-red hair 

hanging over her tight fitting white button down shirt and 

slightly shorter plaid skirt. 

 

The camera cuts back to Noel and Marks. Marks is still stealing 

glances of Vive from over Noel’s shoulder. Noel peers around 

Marks to the group Wendy has joined. Looking Bussy up and down, 

Noel slightly bites her lip. 

 

The large, oak doors to the front of the school open and a regal 

looking, middle aged woman (Professor Crowland) exits the 

building, standing at the top of the steps. 

 

Professor Crowland (54) is an attractive and intimidating woman 

standing at 5 feet 5 inches and 125 pounds. She is wearing a 

dark blue blazer and skirt with subtle red and white accents. 

Professor Crowland has her white/silver hair pulled into a tight 

bun atop her head. 
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The camera cuts to Professor Crowland’s perspective as the 

students and parents gather around the base of the steps. Score 

cautiously approaches, like a timidly animal, and stands with 

the group. 

 

Returning back to the perspective of the families at the base of 

the steps, Professor Crowland looks down at the group. Proudly, 

Professor Crowland smiles with a hopeful gleam in her eyes. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

On behalf of Chrysalis Academy, I am 

pleased to extend our most courteous 

welcome to our new students and their 

loving, supportive families. I am 

Professor Crowland, and I will be this 

wonderful groups’ immersion ambassador. 

Now, I wish not to seem too cold and 

jarring, but it is time for the 

students and I to move to their 

dormitories. Take this time for your 

goodbyes and farewells before entering 

the school. 

 

Professor Crowland turns to enter the building, but stops short 

and turns back around to address the group again. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

We only have a few minutes to place 

your items in your rooms. We will then 

all meet in the student’s common room 

to go over some of the basic 

orientation information. 

 

The group files through the large, wooden doors, turning to wave 

to their families again, struggling to carry and drag their 

bags.  

 

Marks, being the last in line, gets hit with the door swinging 

and grunts before forcing it open again. 

 

INT. COMMON ROOM TO THE GROUP’S DORMITORIES- EARLY EVENING 

 

The common room of the dormitories is painted light red on the 

upper half with wood paneling covering the bottom half of the 

walls. All three walls, other than the entrance, have three 

doors on them leading to either individual dormitories or a 
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shared bathroom. Shelves of books and paintings of famous 

researchers and artists cover the walls around the doors. In the 

middle of the room are a leather couch and a heavy, wooden table 

and chair set. 

 

All eight of the students sit around the common room; some on 

the couch while others are at the table. 

 

Professor Crowland enters the common room and walks around 

passing out high-tech tablets to each of the students. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

Now, to start off, these tablets are 

effectively your lifelines while here 

at Chrysalis Academy. All of your 

assignments and educational resources 

are already preprogrammed into them. 

Also, all extracurricular activities 

can be functioned directly through them 

by making use of the real time calendar 

updates and intra-communication 

features. 

 

Noel raises her hand. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

Yes, Noel? 

 

NOEL 

Is there a pep squad here at the 

academy? 

 

Marks leans forward to the edge of the couch. 

 

MARKS 

Yeah, what kind of athletics are 

available? 

 

Alpha straightens his back in the wooden chair. 

 

ALPHA 

And where is the library located? 

 

Vive twists in her seat, playing with the cord from her 

headphones. 

 

VIVE 
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And the music room? 

 

Score glances around the room. 

 

SCORE 

I am just pleased to meet all of you. 

 

Everyone awkwardly looks at Score for their sudden murder of the 

conversational momentum. 

 

Professor Crowland’s head is cock with a glare of confusion at 

Score before shaking back to reality and smiling. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

I am so pleased to see the future 

leaders of this very world so eager to 

get involved and participate in their 

little community. All of that will be 

available through the tablets as well. 

As the time comes of course. 

 

Everyone settles back into their seats. Score hangs their head 

down towards the table in shame. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

First, you can find a clear and 

interactive map of the campus under the 

Campus Resources application on the 

home screen. Second, here at Chrysalis 

Academy we attempt to take a new-age 

approach to education and examination 

of retention and potential. 

 

Ink raises his hand. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

Yes, Ink? 

 

INK 

So, are you saying no standardized 

tests? 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

Exactly. 

 

The students seem happy and excited about this. 
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PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

So, tonight will be dedicated to 

settling in and getting acquainted with 

your fellow group members. It is 

paramount that you all develop a 

repertoire as teamwork is of the utmost 

importance through the Chrysalis 

program.  

 

Bussy raises her hand. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

And Bussy? 

 

BUSSY 

What is the purpose of these groups 

anyway? 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

Students are grouped together to 

establish community and teamwork while 

facilitating positive competition. But, 

there will be plenty of time for more 

questions in the morning during 

homeroom. For now, we have had food 

delivered for you to all get settled 

in. 

 

Professor Crowland opens the door to the common room and returns 

with pizza boxes and cans of soda. She sets these on the table 

and exits. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

Enjoy and get settled you all. We have 

a full day, bright and early tomorrow. 

 

INT. COMMON ROOM TO THE GROUP’S DORMITORY- LATE NIGHT 

 

The groups of students sits around the common room talking in 

their little groups and pairs established in the courtyard. 

Score sits alone at the end of the table, playing chess against 

themselves.  

Bussy nudges Ink and Wendy before standing up and walking to the 

middle of the room.  

 

Bussy takes center stage and beams a bright, toothy smile around 

the room. 
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BUSSY 

Okay, everyone, since we are supposed 

to push each other to be better and 

strive for greatness while helping one 

another along the way, I think it would 

be important for us to get to know one 

another.  

 

Clasping her hands in front of her, Bussy forces her breasts out 

slightly, with a subtle wink to no one in particular. 

 

BUSSY 

So, I go by Bussy. My favorite course 

is history and as far as 

extracurriculars, I have always focused 

on student government and mock trial. 

Who would like to go next? 

 

Ink jumps in front of Bussy and steps to the front, draping an 

arm over her shoulder in a tilted side hug. He pulls out his 

cell phone and scoffs before he starts talking 

 

INK 

Of course there is no service in here.  

 

Ink shrugs before returning his phone to his pocket. 

 

INK 

Anyway, everyone calls me Ink. I have 

always been a little more interested in 

mathematics. Outside of class, I too 

take part in student government as well 

as model U.N. as well as studying 

abroad… or two. 

 

Other students lightly chuckle at this not so subtle crude joke; 

some genuinely and some awkwardly. Score just glances around the 

room slightly confused. 

 

Noel stops her laugh with tight lips and a slightly jealous 

glare. 

 

NOEL 

You know, you two do make quite the 

perfect insta-couple. 
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Bussy and Ink laugh and pull away from one another. 

 

BUSSY AND INK 

No, no, no… we are not… 

 

NOEL 

Oh… you two just seemed so… 

 

INK 

We just met, and… 

 

BUSSY 

… it isn’t like that at all. 

 

BUSSY AND INK 

I swear. 

 

Noel rolls her eyes. 

 

NOEL 

If you say so. 

 

Bussy winks again at no one in particular. Noel looks Bussy up 

and down, biting her lip slightly. 

 

With a deep sigh, Marks hops to his feet. 

 

MARKS 

My name is Marks… with an ‘s.’ I’ve 

always put a lot of focus on athletics. 

Football, lacrosse… anything that is 

competitive, facilitates teamwork, but 

a star can still shine, but is a great 

stress reliever too… if you know what I 

mean. In school, I have always loved 

studying physics. 

 

Alpha perks up with a sarcastic smirk. 

 

ALPHA 

Physics? 

 

Marks glares back at Alpha. 

 

MARKS 

Yeah, physics. The threads that weave 

together the existing universe. The 
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theories and understanding of basically 

everything… especially at the quantum 

level. Is that a problem? 

 

ALPHA 

Problem? Not at all. Surprising? Very 

much so, 

 

MARKS 

Aren’t you just so non-judgmental and 

woke? 

 

Vive coughs and swings her feet off of the table before 

standing. 

 

Everyone turns to face Vive; Alpha and Marks hold their stare 

down for a moment longer before joining everyone in watching 

Vive. 

 

 

VIVE 

People call me Vive. My focus and 

passion in life is music.  

 

Vive starts smiling a little as she talks about music. 

 

VIVE 

Molding noises to express memories, 

dreams, and feelings is just so… damn 

beautiful.  

 

Realizing her happy vulnerability, Vive cuts back to a stern and 

disinterested look. 

 

VIVE 

So… yeah… there you go. 

 

Alpha stands up and dramatically gestures to the room. 

 

ALPHA 

My name is Alpha. My interests are 

split between literature and history. 

Most of my free time is spent reading, 

writing, and engaging in the experience 

of film. 

 

MARKS 
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You mean watching movies? 

 

ALPHA 

Films… and, umm… I can’t think of much 

else right now. But, I’m sure we will 

all get to know one another more over 

the coming year. 

 

Wendy coughs and looks around the room. Seeing no one looking at 

her yet, she coughs again louder. With no one still paying any 

attention to her, she jumps up and coughs very loudly. Everyone 

turns to face her. 

 

WENDY 

Oh, it looks like I and up next. Well… 

my name is Wendy. I have always been 

interested in biology and psychology. 

More specifically developmental and 

behavioral studies. And… yeah. So, 

there you go. 

 

Noel stands up and fixes her clothes before starting. 

 

NOEL 

Okay, well, last, but absolutely, 

certainly not least, I am Noel. I love 

helping people and want to study 

medicine. I am also so, so, so 

passionate about spirit and pep! 

 

Noel gives a playful little jump before sitting back down on the 

couch next to Marks.  

 

Score stands up in the back of the room by the table. 

 

SCORE 

Okay… well… my name is Score and… 

 

Marks jumps to his feet again and yells. 

 

MARKS 

Alright everyone. Now that the 

formalities are over, let us get this 

started… properly! 
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Marks disappears into his dormitory bedroom and returns seconds 

later carrying a couple bottles of liquor. He holds them out 

offering the prospect of festivities to the others in the room. 

 

Everyone holds off hesitantly before Noel jumps up with a shrug, 

snags a bottle, and takes a swig straight from the bottle.  

 

Gradually, people start passing around bottles and mixing the 

liquor with soda left from dinner. Vive waves it off, but Alpha 

gives her a playful nudge. 

 

VIVE 

Do we really want to get intoxicated on 

the first night here? 

 

Noel haphazardly squeezes between Alpha and Vive. 

 

NOEL 

We will get to class tomorrow, don’t 

you worry. Or are you afraid you are a 

touch too light weight? 

 

VIVE 

It’s not that at all. 

 

Marks pops up in front of them. 

 

MARKS 

What’s a little hangover? We were told 

to settle in and get to know one 

another, right? 

 

VIVE 

I doubt this is what Professor Crowland 

meant. 

 

ALPHA 

Trust me, it will all be good. Let’s 

just relax for the night… nothing too 

crazy.  

 

NOEL 

Consider it a little ice breaker and 

bonding exercise. 

 

MARKS 
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Yeah… the shared experiences of rule 

breaking tend to really bring people 

together. 

 

ALPHA 

Especially in these, our formative 

years. Consider it a touch of civil 

disobedience. 

 

Alpha looks around the room for reassurance from the other 

students. 

 

 

ALPHA 

Right everyone? 

 

Everyone else calls out a cheer to affirm that this is to be a 

relaxing night with a few drinks and not a major party. 

 

Immediately, the scene cuts to the montage of a party in the 

common room. Electric Dance Music with heavy bass begins playing 

over a montage of the students drinking and partying wildly. 

They dance around, jumping, and yelling in flashing party 

lights. Vive has her laptop and a drum pad out, giving the idea 

that she is providing the music.  

 

Score still sits in the corner alone. 

 

Wendy pulls Score up and holds the bottle to their helmet’s 

lips. Score reluctantly joins the festivities. 

 

The music fades as they all fall into seats, panting and 

exhausted from dancing. 

 

MARKS 

Alright… so we introduced ourselves… 

we’ve partied together for a little 

bonding… now, let’s get to it. What 

brought everyone here? 

 

BUSSY 

What do you mean? 

 

INK 

We are all here for an education. 

Right? 
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Marks 

Yeah. Of course. The education and 

everything seems great… awe inspiring 

even. But for high school students… 

teenagers like us, to just agree to up 

and move away from our friends and 

family… something had to give a little 

push. That is all I’m saying. 

 

NOEL 

And what kind of push are you referring 

to? 

 

 

MARKS 

Okay… okay… I’ll get this round robin 

started then. Yeah… okay.  

 

Marks straightens himself out, leaning forward in his seat. 

 

MARKS 

The school and everything is great. But 

I just felt so suffocated at home. I 

had to get out… you know? 

 

WENDY 

What do you mean? 

 

ALPHA 

Yeah, what could suffocate Mr. All-

Star? 

 

Marks tosses around in his seat, throwing his arms in an angry 

gesture towards Alpha. Suddenly, Marks is yelling. 

 

MARKS 

Exactly that. That right there! The 

constant pressure to do better and be 

the best. It is just… suffocating. You 

know. 

 

ALPHA 

Oh, yeah. I know so well. It must be so 

hard being so great and loved all of 

the time. 

 

MARKS 
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See, that bullshit right there. It 

just… 

 

Noel jumps up to intervein. 

 

NOEL 

No. Stop!  

 

Getting a little quieter, Noel continues. 

 

NOEL 

I completely get it. I know how you 

feel. 

 

Vive turns to look at Noel with a sarcastic glare. 

 

VIVE 

Please, do enlighten us. 

 

Noel falls back into her seat. 

 

NOEL 

Well… I get so caught up in trying to 

be the right student and captain and 

president and fit into such a 

unrealistic mold that I start to feel 

so… 

 

WENDY 

Fake? 

 

NOEL 

Exactly! 

 

VIVE 

Wait, really? 

 

NOEL 

Really. And sometimes it causes people 

to be a little… bitchy… mean. 

 

Everyone stops and looks around awkwardly. 

 

ALPHA 

Oh, yes, being little Hometown Heroin 

must be so fucking hard for you. 
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Noel glares at Alpha. 

 

NOEL 

Excuse me? 

 

ALPHA 

It’s just a load of shit is all I’m 

saying. 

 

NOEL 

Our feelings are shit to you? 

 

ALPHA 

Exactly. 

 

Marks smirks and laughs. 

 

MARKS 

See… woke. 

 

ALPHA 

Oh, fuck off All-State-Suffocation. 

 

Marks jumps up from his seat, arm cocked back, as if he is about 

to attack Alpha. Ink lunges to get in Marks’ way and block him. 

 

Once Marks has been stopped, Alpha jumps up as if he was going 

to engage Marks in a fight. 

 

ALPHA 

Fuck it. You want open and honest? Here 

it is. I came here to get away from 

people like you two. 

 

Noel lunges forward. 

 

NOEL 

Come again? 

 

Bussy twists in her seat. 

 

BUSSY 

What do you mean? 

 

ALPHA 

I felt like I was burning alive in the 

hypocrisy of ignorant bourgeois. 
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WENDY 

Interesting. 

 

ALPHA 

Interesting? 

 

BUSSY 

A little. 

 

NOEL 

Do tell us… open our eyes to the 

hypocrisy of ignorant bourgeois that we 

so clearly radiate. 

 

Alpha paces a little over-dramatically. He throws his arms in 

wild gestures as he paces. 

 

ALPHA 

The Princess of Prep, The Captain of 

Condensation, my family still caught up 

in the 1960s ideals of scholarships and 

athletics reigning supreme. All the 

while, art and literature is such a 

waste of time! Just so fucking… 

judgmental! 

 

Vive gets up and walks to Alpha, placing a hand on his shoulder 

to calm him. 

 

VIVE 

Okay, take a breath. Don’t let the 

flames overtake you. Don’t become like 

them… making assumptions about people 

and whatnot. 

 

The room falls silent as everyone takes their seats and looks 

around at each other cautiously. 

 

Bussy, Wendy, and Ink look to one another before speaking in 

unison. 

 

BUSSY, WENDY, AND INK 

We are here because of the scholarship. 

 

Marks, Alpha, and Noel glance around awkwardly. Noel licks her 

lips before trying to straighten the conversation back. 
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NOEL 

And what about you Vive? 

 

VIVE 

Oh, that is really okay. I’m good. 

 

NOEL 

Come on. We all did it. 

 

VIVE 

Nah. Really… 

 

MARKS 

Let’s hear it. We all opened up. 

 

ALPHA 

Yeah, spill it Vive. 

 

Vive jumps up angerly. 

 

VIVE 

Fine. You want to hear it? I was not 

allowed back at my old school! 

 

Everyone else stops and looks around at one another confused and 

concerned. 

 

Vive starts yelling, slightly manic. 

 

VIVE 

Oh, no one is going to ask? Is this the 

only group who isn’t going to dig 

further? You all don’t want to pry into 

my past melodramas? Is this the line of 

you tearing into my life? Well, here it 

is! 

 

Vive keels yelling and adds air quotes around the italicized 

words. 

 

VIVE 

 I was labeled a threat to one’s self. 

There, are you happy? 

 

The rooms sits in uneasy tension for a moment. It is broken by 

Score randomly. 
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SCORE 

I just came here to learn more… 

 

At this, the group tries to hold back but eventually breaks into 

laughter at Score’s random interjection. 

 

Vive looks around the room, seeing the ease back on everyone’s 

face. Quietly, she gets up and moves back to her computer. 

 

VIVE 

Look, that is all over now. Let’s just 

get back to enjoying the night. Am I 

right? 

 

Hesitantly, everyone responds in unison. Score just nods. 

 

BUSSY, WENDY, INK, MARKS, NOEL, AND ALPHA 

Yeah. 

 

Vive yells a little louder. 

 

VIVE 

Am I right? 

 

With greater vigor, everyone jumps from their seats and yells. 

Score just throws their arms over their head. 

 

BUSSY, WENDY, INK, MARKS, NOEL, AND ALPHA 

Yeah. 

 

Vive begins playing music again and the small party recommences.  

 

Marks keeps stealing glances of Vive from across the room. Bussy 

pushes up against Marks, whispering in his ear, and looking over 

at Vive. Marks takes another big gulp of his drink before going 

to Vive and dancing closely, whispering to her. 

 

Noel keeps eyeing Bussy. Ink moves close to Noel and follows her 

gaze to Bussy. With a raised brow, Ink pushes Noel towards 

Bussy. 

 

Biting her lip, Noel approaches Bussy. Getting very close, Bussy 

turns to face the nervous Noel.  

 

Awkwardly, Noel turns away quickly. Noel instead rushes over to 

Alpha. 
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Marks takes Vive over his shoulder to his room.  

 

Noel leads Alpha to her room by his scarf like a leash.  

 

The camera pans from within the room into a security camera in 

one of the paintings to a monitor in a dark room watching the 

group’s common room. 

 

INT. HOMEROOM CLASSROOM- EARLY MORNING 

 

The groups of students come stumbling into their homeroom 

classroom. They are clearly hungover and disheveled. 

 

Each of them are all wearing sloppy and unkempt, gender-specific 

uniforms. Wendy is wearing a traditionally male uniform. 

 

While walking in, they all laugh from some unheard joke. In the 

doorway, Marks stops Wendy and playfully turns her by her 

shoulders. 

 

MARKS 

But really… did you grab the wrong 

uniform or something? 

 

Wendy pulls away from him with a glare. 

 

WENDY 

No. Sometimes I wear the girl’s uniform. 

Other times I wear the boy’s uniform. 

 

MARKS 

So, like… you can’t make up your mind 

or something? 

 

WENDY 

No… I’m fluid. 

 

MARKS 

Yeah, we are all 60% water or something 

like that, but… 

 

Wendy playfully nudges Marks. 

 

WENDY 

Not like that, moron. I’m gender fluid. 
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MARKS 

So… you can’t decide. 

 

Alpha jumps in-between Marks and Wendy. 

 

ALPHA 

Stop mocking her you close minded fuck. 

 

Marks bumps up against Alpha, chest to chest. 

 

MARKS 

Listen… you aren’t going to get away 

with these outbursts forever. 

 

Noel and Wendy separate the two young men. 

 

NOEL 

No dick swinging contests here. Okay? 

 

WENDY 

Alpha, relax. He just doesn’t get it. 

 

ALPHA 

Yeah, there is a lot that he doesn’t 

get. 

 

WENDY 

So, how about instead of burning the 

ill-informed at the stake we try 

showing them. 

 

Ink leans in with a playful smile. 

 

INK 

And after they are shown the way, if 

they so choose willful ignorance… then 

we take them to the stake. 

 

Ink, Bussy, and Wendy begins stomping and waving their arms in a 

mock-tribal dance while chanting. 

 

BUSSY, WENDY, AND INK 

Take them to the stake! Take them to 

the stake! Take them to the stake! 

 

The group slowly laugh off the tension, continuing into the 

room. 
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They each take one of the eight seats in the room and lay their 

heads on their desk or groan. 

 

Approaching her seat, Noel shields her eyes from the glaring 

lights before slipping on her sunglasses. 

 

NOEL 

Can someone please close those blinds. 

The sun is just too much sometimes. 

 

VIVE 

A touch too light weight? 

 

Alpha leans over to Noel’s desk. 

 

ALPHA 

How are you holding up, Noel? 

 

NOEL 

Excuse me? 

 

ALPHA 

What did I do? 

 

NOEL 

We went over this last night. 

 

Alpha pulls away from Noel, clearly caught off guard. 

 

ALPHA 

Wait… really? 

 

Noel glares at Alpha. Alpha looks down sheepishly. 

 

ALPHA 

How are you holding up… Goddess Noel? 

 

NOEL 

Better. 

 

Score walks over to the window and tugs on the cords, but there 

are no blinds to the window. 

 

The group sits around until Marks looks at the clock. 

 

MARKS 
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Don’t forget, if the teacher is 15 

minutes late we get to leave. 

 

VIVE 

That is not a real thing. 

 

MARKS 

It is if you stick to it. Only Three 

more minutes 

 

VIVE 

And what would you want to do if we 

bailed out early? 

 

Marks winks at Vive. 

 

MARKS 

Oh, I think you have a good idea. 

 

Score sits in the front corner of the room quietly. 

 

Ink, Bussy, and Wendy all sit next to one another in the back of 

the room watching everyone. 

 

The board at the front of the classroom cuts to a video feed of 

Professor Crowland. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

My sincerest apologies to you all, but 

the continuation of our orientation 

discussions will have to wait. Some 

more pressing matters have occurred 

that require the full attention of all 

faculty here at the academy.  

 

INK 

So, what are we supposed to do, 

Professor? 

 

The lights to the room cut out, leaving only red emergency 

lighting flashing as the classroom’s door slams shut and locks 

and sirens start blaring from the hallway. The video feed of 

Professor Crowland glitches out. 

 

NOEL 

What is going on? 
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ALPHA 

I have no idea. 

 

MARKS 

This seems like some kind of drill. 

 

VIVE 

You don’t think it is anything 

dangerous right? 

 

Marks moves to Vive and hugs her. 

 

MARKS 

I’m sure that it is nothing. 

 

The PA system for the building plays a short tone before a 

computerized voice resonates through the sirens. 

 

PA SYSTEM 

Lockdown. Lockdown. Return to common 

room immediately. Remember the 

importance of the people. Return to 

common room immediately. Lockdown. 

Lockdown. 

 

The computerized voice of the PA system fades into the blaring 

sirens as the students start running around the room. Marks 

pulls on the door, but it is locked. 

 

MARKS 

How the hell are we supposed to return 

to the common room? 

 

NOEL 

Wait, are we seriously locked in? 

 

VIVE 

It seems that way, princess. 

 

ALPHA 

She is a Goddess! 

 

INK 

Okay, everyone, let’s take a breath and 

calm down. 

 

MARKS 
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How cliché. 

 

BUSSY 

But he is right! 

 

WENDY 

We can’t think straight if we are 

running around like headless hens. 

 

Score quietly looks over the door, running their fingers gently 

across the handle. A touchpad drops down from the wooden door 

over the handle. There are eight distinct slots designated over 

the keyboard outlined in a different color: red, orange, yellow, 

green, blue, indigo, violet, and white. 

 

SCORE 

Hey, everyone, look at this touchpad 

here. 

 

The group gathers around the door and they start scanning over 

the door. 

 

ALPHA 

What the hell is this? 

 

MARKS 

Where did this come from? 

 

SCORE 

I just gently touched the door here. 

 

NOEL 

Well, what is the code? 

 

VIVE 

That is the question, isn’t it? 

 

NOEL 

Look, what is your problem? 

 

MARKS 

This isn’t the time for this. 

 

WENDY 

Let them work it out for themselves. 

 

BUSSY 
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Can we focus for a moment? 

 

Everyone starts searching around the room looking for a 

something to lead them to the code. They are flipping through 

the desks and around the board. Running around in a panic, the 

sirens continue blaring, feeding into heavy industrial music.  

 

VIVE 

Our tablets! 

 

NOEL 

What? 

 

VIVE 

Professor Corwland said everything we 

need is on the tablets. Maybe these 

rooms lockdown in an emergency and the 

password, like, changes everytime. 

 

ALPHA 

So, they could have been sent to us or 

something. 

 

INK 

That does make sense. 

 

Vive and Noel start running to their bags to retrieve their 

tablets and trip over one another. Marks and Alpha rush to help 

them up off the ground, but Alpha stops while holding Noel only 

halfway up. 

 

Alpha stares at the back wall of the classroom covered from top 

to bottom with a bookshelf. 

 

Vive flips through pages on her tablet. 

 

VIVE 

Nothing. Not. A. Damn. Thing. 

 

WENDY 

There has to be something. 

 

INK 

Have you checked every app? 

 

BUSSY 
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I have faith that she did that before 

exclaiming that there is nothing. 

 

Alpha still stands there holding Noel partway up. 

 

NOEL 

What are you doing? Put me on my feet! 

 

Alpha continues standing there. 

 

NOEL 

You moron! 

 

Noel pulls herself from Alpha and hoists herself up by a desk. 

 

Noel glares at Alpha. 

 

NOEL 

A.D.D. much?  

 

Noel scoffs, straightening her clothes. 

 

NOEL 

Such an idiot. 

 

Score walks next to Alpha, looking at the bookshelf. 

 

 

SCORE 

What is it you see over there? 

 

The group gathers around Alpha, staring at the bookshelf. A 

rising symphonic melody swells around them. The camera pans 

behind them and then through them to show the full wall of 

books. 

 

All of the books on the shelf are bound in black leather except 

for 8 scattered throughout the shelf. Everyone runs over and 

retrieves one of the books: 

 

Red:  The Fellowship of the Ring-   J.R.R. Tolkein 

Orange: 1984-       George Orwell 

Yellow: Neuromancer-      William Gibson 

Green: Society and Solitude-    Ralph Waldo Emerson 

Blue: Civil Disobedience-    Henry David Thoreau 

Indigo: Brave New World-    Alexander Huxley  

Violet: Compete Works-     T.S. Elliot 
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White: Harry Potter: Goblet of Fire-  J.K. Rowling 

 

Running back to the door, the try putting in the first letter of 

each book title. 

 

BUSSY 

Should we use the ‘t’ from ‘the’ or ‘f’ 

from fellowship? 

 

ALPHA 

Obviously ‘f.’ 

 

INK 

And we do 1984 spelled out, so… ‘n?’ 

 

VIVE 

Clearly… 

 

Entering “FNNSCBCH” the touchpad gives them an error message. 

 

BUSSY 

See, just try the ‘t’ instead. 

 

WENDY 

What about ‘g’ for Goblet instead of ‘h’ 

for Harry? 

 

They keep trying different versions of the code, but nothing 

seems to work. Time after time, they continue getting the error 

message. 

 

Out of nowhere, Score just shouts out loud. 

 

SCORE 

System said remember the importance of 

people. 

 

NOEL 

People? 

 

MARKS 

The people! 

 

VIVE 

The authors. 
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Alpha enters the first letter of each of the author’s last name 

into the touchpad, “TOGETHER.” The touchpad lights up green 

indicating that the code has been entered properly. 

 

VIVE 

Isn’t that just so… cute. 

 

NOEL 

What’s that? 

 

VIVE 

T-O-G-E-T-H-E-R… together. 

 

BUSSY 

A not so subtle reference to teamwork 

there. 

 

MARKS 

I know they said that they had new-age 

ways to test us… but come on. 

 

INK 

Just roll with it. 

 

The door unlocks and swings open. The group immediately runs 

down the hall to their common room, slamming the door close 

behind them.  

 

INT. COMMON ROOM OF THE GROUP’S DORMITORIES- MORNING 

 

They all slump down in seats around the common room, emotionally 

and mentally exhausted. Their tablets ring notifications. One of 

the tablets shows a message simply stating “Stay put for the 

time being.” 

 

Marks sits at the corner of the couch, mindlessly tossing a 

football to himself. Everyone else silently putters around the 

common room doing other tasks to distract themselves.  

 

In a sudden and confused rage, Marks throws the football at the 

wall and jumps to his feet. 

 

MARKS 

So, like… are we going to talk about 

this? 

 

Alpha peers up from a book. 
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ALPHA 

What is there to talk about? 

 

MARKS 

I don’t know, how about the fact that 

we were just locked in a room as a pop 

quiz or something. 

 

BUSSY 

They said that it was new-aged. 

 

INK 

We had to expect this to be a little 

different, I guess. 

 

NOEL 

But were the lights and sirens needed? 

 

VIVE 

Yeah… I mean… that was one examination-

induced seizure away from a major 

lawsuit for this place. 

 

WENDY 

I’m sure the faculty took our medical 

reports and everything into account. 

 

MARKS 

What makes you so sure of that? 

 

BUSSY 

Everyone, let’s not start tearing at 

one another’s throats again. 

 

INK 

Yeah… I mean, it was fucking weird. But 

we’re all okay. Right? 

 

WENDY 

What’s the expression? No harm, no 

foul. 

 

SCORE 

I’m not so sure about all this. 

 

Vive jumps to her feet. 
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VIVE 

Regardless, I just need to lay down and 

clear my head. 

 

Noel crosses the common room to the door of her bedroom. She 

pauses, looking over her shoulder at the group. Without a word, 

she turns back around and enters her room. 

 

INT. VIVE’S DORMITORY BEDROOM- MORNING 

 

Vive paces around the room briefly before grabbing her sticker 

covered, beat up laptop form her desk and moving to lay on her 

bed. 

 

Vive props herself up, sitting on her bed, with her laptop on 

her curled knees. She puts on her headphones and starts skipping 

through tracks saved on Garage Band, assumably created by her. 

 

The songs start off pleasant and optimistic. As she skips 

through them, the songs become darker and more distorted. 

Following this progression, Vive skips through the songs faster 

and more frantic the darker they are. She starts quietly 

sobbing. 

 

At the end of the track list, Vive reaches a song that starts 

very slow and somber. Stopping, Vive closes her eyes listening 

to it. Suddenly, the song bursts into heavy, violent industrial 

beats. Again, the song randomly cuts back to slow and somber. 

This back and forth continues for three full cycles.  

 

At the fourth break into the heavier beats, Vive violently curls 

into herself. Something on the side of the laptop slices into 

her hand as she pulls back. 

 

With a short shriek, Vive tosses her laptop away and rushes over 

to the window. She wraps her hand with a sock before starring 

out of the window blankly. 

 

FLASHBACK- THE CAMERA IS FILTERED THROUGH A LIGHT SEPIA TINT 

 

EXT. HIGHSCHOOL COURTYARD- AFTERNOON 

 

Vive sits alone at a table in the shade of a tree with her 

headphones on. 
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At another table, a group of students gesture towards her and 

laugh, making indistinguishable jokes. 

 

The sky cracks with a sudden bolt of lightning and rolling 

thunder as rain starts pouring. Vive jumps up, covering her head 

with her bag. As she runs past the table of other students who 

were laughing at her, all suddenly holding umbrellas, someone 

sticks their foot out to trip her. 

 

Vive tumbles headfirst into an already forming mud puddle. The 

other students proceed to laugh at her before walking away, 

leaving her by herself. 

 

Laying there, Vive scrapes the mud out of her eyes. A hand 

reaches out to help her up. Sheepishly, she smiles and takes the 

hand. Vive runs hand in hand with a young man to the covering of 

a loading dock at the back of the school. 

 

Standing there silently, Vive opens her mouth to speak. Before 

she can say anything, the young man grins before leaning in to 

kiss her. Vive pulls away, but the boy pursues her. Grabbing 

her, the boy continues kissing her and Vive struggles against 

him. 

 

Finally breaking free, Vive makes to run away. Reaching the end 

of the covering, the boy catches her and pulls her back to him. 

Again, he smirks in an awkwardly playful way before hitting her 

across the face. The young man then kisses her again, 

alternating between unwanted and not-consented romance and 

violence. 

 

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD ROAD- AFTERNOON 

 

Vive walks in the middle of the road, covered in mud and blood, 

sobbing through thick, smeared makeup in the rain. 

 

Eventually, Vive turns up a drive way and makes her way to the 

front door of the house. 

 

INT. VIVE’S FAMILY HOME- AFTERNOON 

 

Vive enters the house. Slow and deliberately steady single piano 

notes play to her steps. The camera pans around to show that no 

one else is home. Slowly, Vive makes her way up the stairs into 

the hallway in a staggered daze. 
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Reaching the door to the bathroom the paino notes drown and fade 

out. A final note rings out as she grabs the doorknob.  

 

Vive suddenly breaks into a frantic panic and the music breaks 

into a blaring, heavy, industrial beat; similar to the track she 

was listening to when she cut her hand. Vive tears the door open 

and rushes in.  

 

Vive attempts to slam the door closed behind her, but it bounces 

open. This forces her to slam it a few times and kick the door 

frame before it stays closed.  

 

Vive lunges at the bathroom sink. She starts frantically washing 

her face, glaring at herself in the mirror.  

 

Suddenly, Vive pulls open the medicine cabinet and grabs at a 

prescription bottle for Celexa with her name on it. Fighting to 

get the bottle open, Vive eventually cracks the lid, breaking it 

off and drops the bottle. All of the pills roll around the sink 

bowl and down the drain. 

 

Vive begins screaming, thrashing about. Eventually, she smashes 

the mirror, cutting her hands and forearms.  

 

Stopping, the music cuts back to the individual, drowning notes 

of a piano. Vive looks down at her arms dripping blood into the 

sink. 

 

Slowly, Vive picks up a large piece of the broken glass. She 

looks down at her already bloodied hands in the sink holding the 

glass. Hesitantly, Vive moves the glass to over her wrist. It 

hovers there for a moment. 

 

The music bursts into the heavy, industrial beats again before 

Vive forces the piece of glass down, tearing through the skin 

and flesh just below the joint of her wrist. Slowly and 

distinctly, Vive pulls the glass through her flesh towards her 

elbow. 

 

PRESENT- THE CAMERA LOSES THE SEPIA FILTER TINT 

 

INT. VIVE’S DORMITORY BEDROOM- EARLY AFTERNOON 

 

Vive falls to the floor in front of the window. She curls into a 

ball, rocking back and forth. She audibly sobs and pleads out 

loud. 
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VIVE 

I’m sorry… I’m just so… It was a 

fucking mistake… Just… I’m so fucking 

sorry. I shouldn’t have… how could I… 

 

INT. COMMON ROOM OF THE GROUP’S DORMITORIES- EARLY AFTERNOON 

 

The seven students sit around the common room. Marks keeps 

glancing over towards Vive’s bedroom door and sighing. 

 

Bussy stands up and moves over to where Marks sits on the couch. 

 

BUSSY 

Is this seat taken? 

 

MARKS 

I don’t know… I mean… No, no one is 

sitting here. 

 

Bussy takes a seat and slides in close to Marks, draping an arm 

over his shoulder. She presses her lips gently to Marks’ cheek 

before grazing them across his face to his ear. Gently, Bussy 

blows a little breath into his ear flirtatiously. Marks twists 

in his seat as if nervous before tightening his legs together as 

if hiding something. Bussy whispers into Marks’ ear. 

 

BUSSY 

Marks… go to her. 

 

MARKS 

What? 

 

BUSSY 

Go and check on her. 

 

Without a word, Marks gets up and goes to Vive’s bedroom door. 

Hesitantly, he knocks. There is no response. Marks leans in 

close and starts talking to the door. 

 

MARKS 

Look, Vive… I just want to make sure 

you are… you know, okay and everything. 

I’m worried about you. I just… I really 

care about you. Vive… can you… can you 

just open up? 
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Marks stands there, waiting for a response. There is silence. 

Cautiously, Marks brings his hand up to knock again. The bedroom 

door slightly opens. 

 

With a quick, deep breath, Marks rushes inside. 

 

INT. VIVE’S DORMITORY BEDROOM- EARLY AFTERNOON 

 

Vive is standing in the corner behind the door in the shadows. 

Marks rushes to her, wrapping his arms around her and kissing 

her on the forehead. 

 

MARKS 

Vive, talk to me. 

 

Vive slowly holds her sliced hand out to Marks. Seeing the blood 

dripping through the sock, Marks exclaims. 

 

MARKS 

Oh my lord, Vive, what did you do? 

 

VIVE 

Did I do? 

 

MARKS 

Like, what happened? 

 

VIVE 

Are you assuming I did this to myself? 

 

MARKS 

No, it isn’t like that at all. 

 

VIVE 

That is what you just said! 

 

 

MARKS 

That is not what I meant. You have to 

know that. 

 

VIVE 

Then why did you… 

 

MARKS 

It was a mistake. 
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VIVE 

Ever since… people always think that 

I’m… 

 

MARKS 

It was a mistake. 

 

VIVE 

Promise? 

 

Marks holds Vive at arm’s length. Slowly, he brushes a loose 

bang from her face and tucks it behind her ear. Looking deeply 

into Vive’s eyes, Marks affirms. 

 

MARKS 

I swear. 

 

Vive falls into Marks’ chest and the two tightly hug. 

 

INT. COMMON ROOM OF THE GROUP’S DORMITORIES- LATE NIGHT 

 

The camera snaps from one dormitory room to another at an upper 

corner of each room, much like hidden security cameras. Everyone 

is lying in bed, fast asleep in their rooms except Alpha, who is 

on the floor in Noel’s room and Marks who is in Vive’s bed. 

 

Suddenly, the sirens start blaring again, startling everyone 

awake as the camera filters through the rooms again.  

 

Ending in the common room, angled to show nothing significant, 

he camera shows Wendy bursting from her room first. Slowly, 

everyone else joins her. Marks and Vive come out of one room 

together in their underwear. Noel and Alpha come out of her room 

in subtly suggestive, S&M inspired clothing. Everyone else is in 

their pajamas; Score has a little old-timey night cap hanging 

from their helmet in a matching stripped pattern of their 

pajamas. 

 

All of the furniture is missing from room. All that remains is a 

large, 4 foot by 4 foot by 4 foot metal box with a smaller 1 

foot by 1 foot by 1 foot metal box and a small screen on top of 

it. With everyone in the common room, the doors to their 

dormitory bedrooms slam shut and lock. 

 

The computerized voice comes over the PA system again. 

 

PA SYSTEM 
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Lockdown. Lockdown. Four forward. M. O. 

V. 4. 1. 317 and 318. Four forward. 

Lockdown. Lockdown. 

 

The group stands around looking confused at one another as the 

repetitive phrase from the PA system fades into the sirens 

blaring in the background. 

 

WENDY 

What the hell is this now? 

 

BUSSY 

M.O.V.? 

 

INK 

Did we miss a letter or something? 

 

NOEL 

No, it clearly stopped at M. O. V. 

 

MARKS 

So, what in the world does this mean 

now? 

 

ALPHA 

Well, it’s obviously a play. Acts and 

scenes and all. 

 

MARKS 

How do you figure? 

 

ALPHA 

It is either that or something from a 

religious book like the bible. Book 4 

verse 1 lines 317 through 318… or 

something like that. 

 

MARKS 

That seems like a bit of a jump. 

 

ALPHA 

Do you have a better suggestion? 

 

MARKS 

Nope… let’s follow baby boy Alpha’s 

lead again. 
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ALPHA 

Seriously, again with the condensation? 

Getting a little jealous, are we? 

 

MARKS 

Do you mean condescension? Aren’t you 

the literary genius of the group? 

 

ALPHA 

Excuse the fuck out of me, I stammered 

a little. 

 

NOEL 

Can we just focus here? 

 

VIVE 

Seriously already. 

 

INK 

What plays have anything to do with 

boxes? 

 

The group sits around thinking, but not saying anything. 

 

The computerized voice stops repeating in the background. A 

clock on the screen near the smaller box cuts to 10:00 before 

starting to countdown on the bottom half and 00.00 oz. above it. 

 

The group rushes to the box. 

 

VIVE 

Oz.? Weight. What play or musical has 

to do with boxes and weight. 

 

NOEL 

Is this really something we should be 

able to figure out? 

 

MARKS 

This is getting a little insane. 

 

ALPHA 

We are looking at insane in the 

rearview mirror. 

 

SCORE 
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Just search the tablet, everything is 

there. 

 

Everyone grabs their tablets and under “additional resources; 

literature” they search Act 4. Scene 1. Lines 317-318. 

 

WENDY 

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou less 

nor more, but just a pound of flesh. 

 

SCORE 

The Merchant of Venice by Shakespeare 

then. 

 

Frozen in confusion and fear, the group looks around the room 

quietly for a moment. 

 

MARKS 

Okay, I’ll break the silence. This 

isn’t actual flesh, right? 

 

ALPHA 

Yeah… like, we can put anything in 

there. 

 

Bussy tears off her sleeping shorts and throws them in the 

smaller box. The top of the screen rolls from 00.00 oz through 

99.99 oz to XX.XX oz and back to 00.00 oz. 

 

INK 

They actually mean flesh. 

 

NOEL 

No. 

 

VIVE 

There is seriously no way in hell they 

mean actual flesh. 

 

BUSSY 

The shorts didn’t work. 

 

MARKS 

Nope, nope, nope. This is a joke. This 

is an insane, messed up prank or 

something. 
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ALPHA 

The Merchant of Venice does require 

actual flesh. 

 

WENDY 

The Merchant of Venice is also a stage 

play, not real fucking life. 

 

BUSSY 

I am out of other options. 

 

INK 

You don’t mean… 

 

Bussy walks closer to the table. She runs her finger along the 

edge of the smaller box. The thin, meticulous slice it leaves 

shows that it has a razor’s edge. 

 

INK 

I mean, who is giving up a pound of 

flesh? 

 

Everyone looks around at one another as nobody offers up there 

flesh. 

 

WENDY 

Look, that timer is still counting 

down. I don’t know what is going to 

happen when it hits zero, but if this 

is the game, who knows what the 

punishment is. 

 

Still, everyone sits quietly glancing around. 

 

Ink jumps up frantically. 

 

INK 

Seriously, someone needs to do this or 

we all may be screwed. 

 

MARKS 

You are so up in arms about this, why 

don’t you do it then? 

 

BUSSY 

We are running out of time. Do we have 

to resort to eeny meeny miny moe? 
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SCORE 

Or we each just give a little. 

 

The rest of the group turns to face Score confused. 

 

ALPHA 

That does make sense. The rules don’t 

specify that it all has to come from 

one person. 

 

NOEL 

Well, is that a thing in the play? 

 

ALPHA 

The play is about losing property and 

stuff, so we should be good. 

 

MARKS 

Should be? 

 

NOEL 

Do you have any better ideas? 

 

The group gathers around the box. One by one, they press their 

forearms to the razor edge of the small box and drag them, 

slightly skinning themselves. As the flesh slides into the box, 

the upper screen increases the weight in. Marks is the last one 

up. As he drags his arm across the razor the sirens and PA 

system suddenly stops and the dormitory bedroom doors swing 

open.  

 

This startles Marks and causes him to jump and slice deep across 

his wrist. Blood splatters across the group members’ faces. They 

all scream and yell. 

 

NOEL 

Where is the infirmary? We need to get 

him there… now! 

 

VIVE 

Marks, are you okay? How deep is it? 

 

 

BUSSY 

Let me see. Let me take a look. 
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Wendy grabs Marks by the arm and pulls it to her. Looking at the 

wound, she pulls it, spreading it further apart. 

 

Helping Marks steady himself, they move to the exit door, but 

find it still locked. 

 

ALPHA 

Are we seriously locked in here? 

 

VIVE 

No, it has to be open. 

 

BUSSY 

I think they forgot. 

 

INK 

I’m sending an emergency alert, but I 

keep getting an error message that 

‘recipient isn’t available.’ 

 

NOEL 

Here, Marks, lay down. 

 

Noel disappears into her room and comes back with a shirt and 

duct tape. 

 

VIVE 

Why do you have that? 

 

ALPHA 

Mind your own damn business. 

 

Noel tears the shirt and wraps the wound before securing it with 

tape. 

 

NOEL 

Okay, how is that? 

 

MARKS 

It feels fine… I just feel a little… 

tired. 

 

INK 

Let’s just try to get a little sleep. 

 

BUSSY 
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We’ll figure out whatever in God’s name 

this is in the morning. 

 

INT. NOEL’S DORMITORY BEDROOM- EARLY MORNING 

 

A tablet on a nightstand rings a notification. Noel rolls over 

and picks it up, reading the message aloud. 

 

NOEL 

Four Forward. Four Forward. Four 

Forward. 

 

Alpha rolls over on the floor. 

 

ALPHA 

What did you say, Goddess Noel? 

 

NOEL 

Nothing… I’m going to see if the common 

room is put back together. If so, 

coffee is an absolute must right now. 

 

ALPHA 

Want me to come with you? 

 

NOEL 

No, it’s okay. 

 

INT. COMMON ROOM OF THE GROUP’S DORMITORIES- EARLY MORNING 

 

Noel enters the common room to find it back to normal. 

Everything sits silently until a sudden burst of water running 

startles Noel. She runs to the bathroom and swings the door 

open.  

 

Score is standing at the sink scrubbing their helmet, mumbling 

to themselves. 

 

NOEL 

What are doing? 

 

SCORE 

Scrubbing. 

 

NOEL 

Scrubbing what? 
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SCORE 

Blood. 

 

NOEL 

Blood? 

 

Alpha appears behind Noel. 

 

ALPHA 

What’s going on in here? 

 

Noel peers over her shoulder to speak to Alpha. 

 

NOEL 

That’s what I’m trying to figure out. 

Score says they are scrubbing blood.  

 

Noel turns back to look at Score again who is still frantically 

scubbing. 

 

NOEL 

What blood? 

 

SCORE 

Last night. 

 

NOEL 

What blood? 

 

ALPHA 

From Marks spurt? 

 

SCORE 

Yes, Marks. 

 

NOEL 

Why didn’t you clean it off last night? 

 

SCORE 

Blood stains. 

 

A high pitched screaming throws everyone off. Noel, Alpha, and 

Score rush into the common room where they are met by Bussy, 

Ink, and Wendy. The six of them look around at one another 

confused and shrugging. 

 

WENDY 
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What the hell was that? 

 

NOEL 

Is this kind of interruption going to 

be an every morning sort of thing? 

 

INK 

Can I at least get a cup of tea going 

before our next preparatory examination 

by sadism? 

 

There is another high pitched scream as the camera pans to 

Marks’ bedroom. The group of them rush to it. As Alpha reaches 

out to open the door, it flies open, throwing them back. 

 

Marks falls out of the room in his underwear covered in blood 

and panting. 

 

ALPHA 

Oh, there is no way that such a noise 

came from you. 

 

BUSSY 

Where is the big manly-man we’ve come 

to know… 

 

INK 

…and love. 

 

Marks scrambles across the floor until his back hits the wall, 

still panting. 

 

The other six in the room slightly laugh it off while 

approaching him. 

 

NOEL 

It looks like you may have bled through 

the shirt. Let me re-wrap it for you. 

 

WENDY 

Heavy bleeder, are we? 

 

ALPHA 

Let’s get you cleaned up, bud. 
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As the mood settles and it seems like everyone but Marks has 

relaxed, Bussy looks around the room with a slight grimace of 

terror. 

 

BUSSY 

Where is Vive? 

 

The six of them pull away from Marks and make their way towards 

his room. He bursts through them, shoving them out of his way 

and to the ground. 

 

ALPHA 

What the hell, man? 

 

NOEL 

Watch it. 

 

Marks slams the door to his room closed and falls to the ground 

with his back against it. Everyone else cautiously approaches 

him. 

 

Slowly, Noel, Bussy, and Wendy comfort Marks enough to lead him 

away from the door. With him gone, Alpha and Ink pull it open 

and hesitantly step inside. Immediately, they turn and run from 

the room to the bathroom and begin throwing up. 

 

Score looks around the common room to see everyone preoccupied 

with something before entering Marks’ room.  

 

INT. MARKS’ DORMITORY BEDROOM- EARLY MORNING 

 

The camera pans into the room with Score. Vive has been strung 

up over the bed with bare wires cutting into the flesh about the 

wrists and neck with one of her legs cut off and the phrase 

“Four Forward” carved into her stomach. 

 

Calmly, Score strolls out of the room. He is immediately met 

with glares from the group. 

 

NOEL 

That little FREAK! 

 

BUSSY 

What is wrong? 

 

NOEL 

Score did this! 
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INK 

There is no way that Score has anything 

to do with this. 

 

WENDY 

They are in here, just like the rest of 

us. 

 

NOEL 

But I caught them scrubbing blood, 

like, seconds before Marks started 

screaming. 

 

BUSSY 

Scrubbing blood? 

 

ALPHA 

Yeah… when we got up, Score was in the 

bathroom scrubbing blood from their 

helmet. 

 

NOEL 

They said it was stains from Marks last 

night, but it was clearly fresh. 

 

BUSSY 

You really think that Score did this? 

 

INK 

That is a little odd. 

 

Wendy walks over to Score and hesitantly puts her hands on their 

shoulders. 

 

WENDY 

Did you have anything to do with this? 

 

Looking down at the ground, Score shakes their head ‘no.’ 

 

WENDY 

This is your last chance to fess up if 

you did. 

 

Pausing, Score looks up at Wendy. 

 

WENDY 
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Score… 

 

Score shakes their head ‘no’ again. 

 

NOEL 

Score is lying! 

 

ALPHA 

They have to have something to do with 

all of… this! 

 

Marks slowly raises himself up and walks over to Score. Marks 

brushes Wendy’s hands away before wrapping his arm around 

Score’s shoulders. 

 

MARKS 

Listen, there is no way that Score 

could have gotten Vive’s body up there 

and everything. At least… not alone. 

And, for the time being, if Score says 

they had nothing to with this… I 

believe them. 

 

Marks pulls Score in for a light hug. Everyone else watches 

suspiciously. With one arm, Marks gestures for everyone else to 

come over. 

 

MARKS 

Come on everyone. 

 

The other six slowly make their way across the common room and 

join Marks and Score in a big group hug. Vive’s body is still 

slightly visible in the upper corner, behind the hug. Joyous 

independent rock music cues up. Slowly, Vive’s body is oddly 

pulled upward and out of view. None of the group notices. 

 

Eventually, the group break free from the hug.  

 

NOEL 

I think that coffee is needed more than 

ever. 

 

MARKS 

I second that. 

 

As a group, they begin walking towards a small kitchenet behind 

the large wooden table in the corner. 
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BUSSY 

Is there any tea here? 

 

INK 

Tea does sound great. 

 

WENDY 

Soothing even. 

 

SCORE 

Are we not going to talk… 

 

The group stops in place. Marks turns to Score, placing his 

hands on their shoulder and looking them in the face. 

 

MARKS 

As soon as that door unlocks… we get 

help. 

 

ALPHA 

I’m going to go shower up… I just… yeah 

 

INT. DORMITORY BATHROOM- EARLY MORNING 

 

Alpha closes the bathroom door behind him and strips down. He 

turns the shower on and tests the water with his hand. As steam 

starts to rise, he steps in. 

 

Alpha stands under the shower head for a moment before leaning 

his head against the shower wall. 

 

FLASHBACK- THE CAMERA IS FILTERED THROUGH A LIGHT SEPIA TINT 

 

INT. ALPHA’S BEDROOM AT HIS FAMILY HOME- EARLY EVENING 

 

Alpha sits with his feet up on his desk. He is toiling away, 

typing on his laptop. Some overly violent independent movie 

plays on the small TV near his feet. 

 

There is frantic knocking at his door. 

 

ALPHA 

Alpha is unavailable at this moment. 

Please call back during normal business 

hours. 
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ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Alpha, you open this door right now. 

 

ALPHA 

Give me just a moment. Let me finish up 

this section. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

I said open this door right now. 

 

ALPHA 

Just a moment… I’m in the zone here. 

 

There is heavier, more violent knocking at the door. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Alpha, you open this goddamn door right 

this very fucking second! I will not 

say it again! 

 

Alpha sighs before nonchalantly closing his laptop. He swings 

around and slowly makes his way to the door.  

 

Calmly opening the door a crack, it flies open. Alpha’s mother 

burst into the room shouting at him. Alpha remains a calm, 

almost condescending tone. His mother is waving around a stack 

of papers. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

The school just called! 

 

ALPHA 

And… 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

The Sacrifice for the Greater Known? 

 

ALPHA 

Oh, the school paper took a look at my 

story. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Story? Story! You call that a story? 

You thought that such trash was 

appropriate for school? 

 

ALPHA 



 53 

It is a metaphor for… 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

This is no metaphor. A fucking 

metaphor. Really? That is your excuse? 

 

ALPHA 

It is all about… 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Students being collared and leashed 

like dogs for the faculty to gawk at… 

 

ALPHA 

That is to bring up… 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Forced sexual acts amongst minors for 

the school board’s visit and viewing? 

 

ALPHA 

See, that part was to reflect… 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Students lobotomized and then the 

wounds… assaulted? 

 

ALPHA 

Yeah… that was all about how… 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

No. No. No. Just. Fucking… enough! 

 

ALPHA 

Mom, it was a story just trying to shed 

light on… 

 

Alpha’s mother falls oddly calm. A scream from the TV off camera 

fills the room before cutting to a grainy piano track. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Enough, Alpha. We talked about this. 

You, your father, and myself… we have 

all talked about this. 

 

ALPHA 
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Seriously, mom, it’s just a story 

about… 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

It is not just a story, Alpha.  

 

Alpha still speaks in a condescending tone and uses a terrible, 

mocking southern accent for the italicized words. 

 

 

ALPHA 

You would have no problem if I got into 

a little fight in the locker room with 

my fellow athletes. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

That isn’t it at all! 

 

ALPHA 

Or if I said some of these things as 

threats out on the old grid iron. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

You know that this is completely 

different! 

 

ALPHA 

No it fucking isn’t! 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

The school seems to think that it is a 

desperate cry for help. 

 

ALPHA 

I’m not crying for help. Maybe a little 

attention to the fact that… 

 

Alpha’s mother holds up her hand to silence him. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

The school suggested professional 

counseling… I said that we would 

discuss that. They also kicked around 

the idea of a brief suspension to give 

you time to reflect on these stories… I 

said that we will consider that as 

well. 
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ALPHA 

So, what path are we taking at this 

fork in the woods?  

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Your father… 

 

ALPHA 

Oh, we have to wait for him. Have a 

nice family pow-wow about this tonight? 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

No… I have already called and filled 

him in on everything. 

 

ALPHA 

Not everything. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

And what am I missing? 

 

ALPHA 

Well, for starters, my entire side of 

the story. 

 

Alpha’s mother throws the printed pages of Alpha’s story in the 

air. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

We got your side of the story right 

there. All of the vile and inexcusable 

details. They are all printed there, 

black and fucking white. 

 

ALPHA 

So, is dad leaning more towards 

counseling or suspension? Maybe even 

double down on both. How does that 

sound? 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Your father was disappointed, 

obviously… 

 

ALPHA 

Obviously… 
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ALPHA’S MOTHER 

He thought that we were passed all of 

this. 

 

ALPHA 

What? Me writing? There is no getting 

passed that. It is who I am! 

 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Not that. He thought that we were 

passed the only punishments that seem 

to work with you. 

 

Alpha’s expression drops. 

 

ALPHA 

You don’t… no… no… 

 

Alpha begins backing away from his mother, clearly afraid. 

 

ALPHA 

No. NO. NO! There is no way… no fucking 

way! 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

You have left us with no choice. 

 

ALPHA 

I won’t go down there. You can’t make 

me. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

It will be a lot easier if you just 

head down there and wait for him. 

 

ALPHA 

No. I’m not a fucking child that you 

can just carry down there anymore. I 

won’t do it! 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

You will… or we will take you down 

there. 

 

ALPHA 
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We? 

 

Alpha’s little sister leans around the corner of the bedroom 

door. Alpha falls to his knees.  

 

ALPHA 

No. Please God. Please tell me that 

they did not get to you. Peaches. 

Please. 

 

Alpha’s little sister flicks a zippo lighter in her hands, 

glaring at Alpha. 

 

Alpha’s mother appears behind him with a rag. 

 

INT. BASEMENT OF ALPHA’S FAMILY HOME- LATE NIGHT 

 

Alpha starts shaking his head as if waking up. The room is 

silent with the exception of an occasional striking sound of a 

lighter. He is strapped down to a backless stool in the middle 

of the dark and dingy basement with no shirt on. 

 

Alpha looks around. The camera is fogged over and clears to 

mimic Alpha’s vision. 

 

As Alpha’s vision clears, he sees his father standing in front 

of him, striking a zippo lighter. 

 

Alpha’s father steps in closer to him. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

We did not want to have to go back to 

this. 

 

Crouching down, Alpha’s father gets face to face with Alpha. 

 

ALPHA’S FATHER 

We really thought that we had retired 

these old ways for you… but they are 

the only thing that seem to work with 

you. 

 

Alpha begins pleading. 

 

ALPHA 

Please… dad… I promise… 
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ALPHA’S FATHER 

No. You see… you have broken so many 

promises now. This type of behavior 

cannot stand. 

 

Alpha’s father looks around the dark room. Standing in the 

corner by the steps are Alpha’s mother and sister. Alpha’s 

father glances over his shoulder addressing them. 

 

ALPHA’S FATHER 

Now, you two do not have to stay down 

here for this if you do not want to. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

It is fine, dear. 

 

ALPHA’S SISTER 

It is important for us to see, father. 

 

Alpha’s father smiles before turning back to Alpha. 

 

ALPHA’S FATHER 

Then a rebaptism through the fire it 

is. And they will bear witness to your 

rebirth. 

 

Alpha’s father stands and walks around Alpha. Slowly and 

delicately, he places the flint wheel of the lighter to Alpha’s 

bare skin. 

 

ALPHA’S FATHER 

Flesh of my flesh… 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Blood of my blood… 

 

ALPHA’S SISTER 

Flame of my flame… 

 

ALPHA’S FATHER 

And in the name of the true Lord we 

say… 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER AND ALPHA’S SISTER 

Through the flame we are set free! 
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Alpha’s father drags the lighter across Alpha’s bare skin, 

tearing and burning its track as it goes. 

 

Alpha’s screams echo through the basement. 

 

Alpha’s father delicately yet deliberately replaces the flint 

wheel between Alpha’s shoulder blades. Again, he drags the 

lighter across Alpha’s bare flesh, tearing and burning along the 

way. 

 

Alpha screams louder. 

 

ALPHA 

Please… dad… fuck! 

 

Alpha’s mother storms across the room and grabs Alpha by the 

chin and screams in his face. 

 

ALPHA’S MOTHER 

Language young man! 

 

Alpha’s father replaces the lighter against Alpha’s flesh on his 

back again as his mother stuffs the rag from earlier in his 

mouth. 

 

Alpha’s father drags the lighter across Alpha’s back again. 

 

Alpha struggles against the bonds and screams through the rag. 

 

Alpha’s sister takes a step towards them. 

 

ALPHA’S SISTER 

If his problem is his language and 

vocabulary, maybe we should burn the 

rag while he bites it! 

 

Alpha’s mother and father step in front of Alpha, locking in a 

pleasant, loving side hug. Their smiles beam pride at their 

daughter. 

 

PRESENT- THE CAMERA LOSES THE SEPIA FILTER TINT 

 

INT. COMMON ROOM OF THE GROUP’S DORMITORIES- EARLY MORNING  

 

The upbeat and optimistic independent music is interrupted by 

all of their tablets ringing notifications. Ink steps into his 

room and grabs his tablet, before calling out to the room. 
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INK 

Homeroom: two minutes 

 

NOEL 

Wait, are you serious? 

 

ALPHA 

They expect us to go to homeroom after 

what happened last night? 

 

BUSSY 

It says that classes are to commence 

per the pre-determined schedule. 

 

 

WENDY 

I guess… we get going then. 

 

MARKS 

This is seriously fucked. 

 

INK 

Let’s get there so we can at least try 

and put Professor Crowland on the spot 

about it all. 

 

The group runs to their rooms, throwing on their clothes 

quickly, before rushing out of the common room. 

 

INT. HOMEROOM CLASSROOM- MORNING 

 

The group enters the classroom and stand near the Professor’s 

desk at the front waiting for her to enter. 

 

The board at the front cuts to a video feed of Professor 

Crowland again. The group is startled by the sudden change 

before looking at the video feed a little annoyed and agitated. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

Please take your seats, students. 

 

MARKS 

Professor Crowland, we have to talk to 

you about… 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 
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Please take your seats, students. Now… 

 

NOEL 

But, Professor Crowland, we have to 

tell you about… 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

Mrs. Noel, it is rude to interrupt. 

Now, students, I will not say it a 

third time. 

 

Reluctantly, the students take their seats and fix their eyes on 

the board. 

 

 

 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

Now, today we are going to catch up on 

our orientation process. If you will 

open the “Orientation Resources” 

application on the home screen of your… 

 

The video feed of Professor Crowland begins glitching and 

cutting in and out. 

 

PROFESSOR CROWLAND 

If you… home screen… “Orientation 

Resources”… home screen… if you… if 

you… “Orientation Resources.” 

 

The lights cut off as the door locks shut and the sirens begin 

blaring again. 

 

The PA system for the building plays a short tone before a 

computerized voice resonates from them. 

 

PA SYSTEM 

Lockdown. Lockdown. Three Proceed. Math 

is the language of God. Three Proceed. 

Lockdown. Lockdown. 

 

 

MARKS 

There is no way! 

 

NOEL 
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Not this again. 

 

The frozen video feed of Professor Crowland begins cutting to a 

strange set of indistinguishable questions on the board. 

Eventually, the feed stops on the equations. 

 

ALPHA 

What fresh hell is this? 

 

MARKS 

Wait… 

 

BUSSY 

Does this look familiar or something? 

 

MARKS 

Just wait… 

 

Marks walks up to the board and begins starring at it in deep 

thought. The camera pans over his shoulder as a powerful and 

intense aria begins fading through and over the sirens to show 

the questions on the board (leading numbered bulet point to 

each.) 

 

1. What is the pressure given a constant force of 3.33N with 
an interaction are of 3.33M? 

a. P=F/A force=3.333N Area=3.333M 

b. Answer=1 
2. Complete the equation deltaXuniverse>0 by replacing X. 

a. deltaXuniverse>0 X is ___ 

b. Answer=S 
3. Complete the equation F=mX by replacing X. 

a. F=mX  X is ___ 

b. Answer=A 
4. Complete the equation P=Xv by replacing X. 

a. P=Xv  X is ___ 

b. Answer=M 
5. What is the force between two objects, both with a of mass 

17.996KG, with each center of mass being 12M apart? 

a. F=G(m1m2/r2)  mass one=17.996KG  distance=12M 

b. Answer=28 
6. What is the energy of a molecular of mass 1.669e-16? 

a. E=mc2  mass=1.669e-16 

b. Answer=15 
 

Suddenly a little frantic, Marks yells to the room 
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MARKS 

Someone, quick, get me the pen to the 

smart board! 

 

Caught off guard, Bussy grabs the electronic pen from Professor 

Crowland’s desk and rushes it over the Marks. 

 

BUSSY 

Here… what is it? 

 

MARKS 

Quiet, please. 

 

Marks takes the pen and starts scribbling equations and notes 

beneath the questions (subpoint ‘a’ to each). 

 

ALPHA 

From Lenny to Einstein in the blink of 

an eye. 

 

Marks continues scribbling without looking up during this 

interaction. 

 

MARKS 

Genius is relative, I guess. 

 

ALPHA 

What is that supposed to mean? 

 

MARKS 

Don’t worry about it. 

 

ALPHA 

No, what the fuck is that supposed to 

mean? 

 

MARKS 

If you judge a fish on its ability to 

climb a tree, it will spend its whole 

life thinking it is dumb. 

 

ALPHA 

What kind of rambling is that? Have you 

overheated or something? 

 

MARKS 
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Don’t get the reference? It is an 

Einstein quote you pseudo. 

 

Everyone stands around Marks, watching him intently. He 

continues working without turning to face them. 

 

MARKS 

Score, go do whatever you did to the 

door yesterday. See if there is a 

touchpad again. 

 

Score scurries over to the door and gently rubs the handle. 

Another touchpad drops down. This time, the screen looks a 

digital combination lock with 3 blank spaces above it and a 

keyboard below it. 

 

SCORE 

It looks like a combination lock. 

 

Marks stops working and looks over at Score. 

 

MARKS 

Only 3 characters? 

 

SCORE 

The combination lock only takes 3. 

 

ALPHA 

Then why are there 6 questions? 

 

Marks shrugs before going back to work. Finally, he finishes all 

6, circling the answers (subpoint ‘b’ to each). 

 

MARKS 

That is because only 3 of them are 

numbers! 

 

Ink runs over to the door and calls out to Marks. 

 

INK 

What is the code? 

 

MARKS 

1-28-15 

 

Ink types in each number and the dial on the digital combination 

lock spins into place before letting him enter the next. Once 
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all three have been entered in the right order, the door unlocks 

and swings open. 

 

INT. ACADEMY HALLWAY- MORNING 

 

The group sprints through the open door and instinctively turn 

to head back to their common room. The aria is lost again to the 

blaring sirens. All of them simultaneously turn around and look 

at the empty hall. The sirens and red lights are still blaring 

and flashing. 

 

Cautiously, the group of students walks down the hallway to the 

row of closed classroom doors. Approaching the first, they 

slowly lean in to look into the classroom window. They all 

freeze as the camera pans over them to show the classroom to be 

empty. 

 

In a fit of panic, the students begin running down the hallway. 

The camera follows their path, cutting to show the other 

classrooms empty as they run. Through the sirens, the 

computerized voice of the PA system cuts through again. The 

students stop mid-stride. 

 

PA SYSTEM 

Lockdown. Lockdown. Return to common 

room immediately. Return to common room 

immediately. Lockdown. Lockdown. 

 

The group looks at one another before taking off down the hall, 

continuing away from their common room and dormitories. At the 

end of the hall, sunlight shine in from a door labeled ‘Exit.” 

 

There is a sudden sound a clashing. The students look over their 

shoulders while running and see a series of shadows darting 

around the hallway behind them. This sends them into a fit, 

running even faster. 

 

NOEL 

What the actual hell is this? 

 

ALPHA 

This has to be some strange dream or 

something. 

 

BUSSY 

But which one of us is dreaming? 
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Crashing into the door at the end of the hallway, they find it 

to be locked. Frantically, they push and pull at it, but it will 

not budge. Marks turns to see a fire extinguisher. Pulling it 

from the wall, they peer over their shoulders to see the darting 

shadows getting closer. 

 

Marks uses the fire extinguisher to smash the glass out of the 

window. Breaking through the glass, it shatters and electronic 

components fly about them. Loose wires from inside the window 

swing freely. Sparks land on the students, burning and charring 

bits of clothing and spots on Score’s helmet.  

 

The students start climbing through the broken glass, screaming 

as the shadows keep getting closer and closer. 

 

EXT. LAWN BEHIND CHRYSLIS ACADEMY-MORNING 

 

The students stand in the sun. The camera pans around to show 

forest completely surrounding them. They all start jogging 

towards the tree line. The camera pans in front of them as the 

door to the academy flies open. Suddenly, the sky is much 

darker, but not overcast. 

 

Taking off into a sprint, the students run towards the forest as 

the shadows dart around behind them, getting closer and closer. 

Once into the forest, the students dip and dodge between trees 

as shadows are even seen in front of them. Shifting his body to 

the side to avoid a shadow creeping around a tree, Alpha trips 

over a root on the ground. 

 

Tumbling, Alpha rolls down a hill side into a body of water. The 

camera pans around to show it to be a sprawling lake. Alpha 

turns, but does not see any other members of his group; just 

shadows approaching. 

 

Alpha begins swimming across the water’s surface. Shadows begins 

creeping towards him in the water. Frantically, he swims faster, 

eventually reaching the shore on the other side. Running across 

the shore, Alpha turns back to see no shadows and that the skies 

are brightly lit again. 

 

Taking a moment to catch his breath, Alpha leans back, with his 

face to the sky, panting. 

 

ALPHA 

What the fuck is this? 
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Glancing around the shore, Alpha notices a small path in the 

woods ahead of him. Cautiously, he begins walking down the pre-

made path into the forest. Slowly, Alpha walks along the path 

glancing around nervously. 

 

ALPHA 

I’m waiting… I’m ready for you. 

 

Down the path, Alpha sees blinding sunlight pouring in from the 

end of the walkway. As he approaches, he shields his eyes from 

the bright light. Walking into the blinding brightness, Alpha 

falls over, grabbing his head as if in pain. 

 

Slowly, Alpha opens his eyes and sees a pleasant little house 

erected in a clearing in the forest. 

 

ALPHA 

What… what the hell is this? 

 

Getting to his feet, Alpha begins approaching the house. 

 

ALPHA 

No, this can’t be… 

 

Alpha reaches the steps to the front door and hesitantly makes 

his way up them. Reaching the top of the steps, Alpha turns to 

the column. Etched into the wooden column is the phrase “Alpha 

and Gamma- Summer ’06.” 

 

ALPHA 

There is no way they could recreate 

this… this detailed. 

 

INT. ALPHA’S CHILDHOOD HOME LIVING ROOM- EARLY AFTERNOON 

 

Alpha enters the house and starts walking around, examining 

everything closely. 

 

ALPHA 

Mom! Dad! Gamma! 

 

Walking up to the fireplace, Alpha picks up a framed picture 

from the mantle. The picture is of Alpha with his mother, 

father, and sister. Alpha sets the picture back in place. 

 

ALPHA 

Is anyone home? 
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INT. ALPHA’S CHILDHOOD HOME KITCHEN- EARLY AFTERNOON 

 

Continuing through the house, Alpha enters the kitchen to see 

dirty plates and glasses from breakfast still sitting on the 

table. 

 

ALPHA 

You missed this little detail! My 

parents would never leave dishes 

sitting around. They always… 

 

With his voice trailing off, Alpha heads back to the living 

room. 

 

INT. ALPHA’S CHILDHOOD HOME LIVING ROOM- EARLY AFTERNOON 

 

ALPHA 

Someone has to be here. I know this 

isn’t real. 

 

Alpha moves around the living room glancing over everything 

again. 

 

Eventually, Alpha makes his way to the steps leading to the 

second floor in the living room. 

 

INT. ALPHA’S CHILDHOOD HOME UPSTAIRS HALLWAY- EARLY AFTERNOON 

 

Reaching the top of the steps, Alpha turns to the long hallway. 

Slowly, he makes his way down the hall. As he passes his 

sister’s room, there is a gentle clashing noise and the light 

music from a music box begins playing. 

 

INT. ALPHA’S CHILDHOOD HOME SISTER’S ROOM- EARLY AFTERNOON 

 

Alpha looks in to see his sister’s room empty. He walks in and 

picks the box up off the floor. Turning it in his hand, Alpha 

finds the ballerina’s face melted and burnt. The music 

immediately stops. 

 

Setting it down, Alpha leaves the room and heads back down the 

hallway. He passes a mirror quickly and does not notice that the 

reflection of the hallway is charred and burnt. 
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At the end of the hallway, he reaches a door with his height 

markers still etched into the molding. Slowly, he opens the 

door. 

 

ALPHA 

Seriously, this isn’t cool. What the 

hell is going on? 

 

INT. ALPHA’S CHILDHOOD HOME BEDROOM- EARLY AFTERNOON 

 

Entering the room, Alpha looks around before heading towards a 

window. Looking out, he sees a tire swing still rocking on from 

a tree. 

 

ALPHA 

Fuck this. 

 

Alpha sighs before turning around.  

 

As soon as he turns, he sees the entire house is nothing but 

burnt and charred remains with little bits of embers still 

crackling.  

 

The burnt and contorted forms of his family approach the door 

from the hallway and start slowly shambling towards him.  

 

Alpha backs away from his burnt family corpses, panting and 

panicking. Finally, his back hits the window. 

 

Turning around to look out of the window, the charred remains of 

his family lunge towards him as they burst into grander flames. 

The hollow and crackling screams echo through the room. Alpha 

begins struggling to open the window as his family gets closer 

and closer to him.  

 

Finally pulling it open, Alpha makes to jump out of the window, 

but his family catch him with one foot out of the window. 

 

Alpha screams and pulls away from them as his clothing begins to 

burn and his flesh melts in their grasp. Struggling and 

screaming for his life, his family wraps about him causing the 

flames to grow and grow, eventually completely engulfing them. 

 

FLASHBACK- THE CAMERA IS FILTERED THROUGH A LIGHT SEPIA TINT 

 

INT. NOEL’S OLD HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY- AFTERNOON 
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The walls are plastered with campaign and school spirit posters. 

 

Noel is running through the hallway with a group of other 

cheerleaders maneuvering through a horde of students while 

cheering. There is a the sound of vibration.  

 

Noel and the group of cheerleaders stop. Noel pulls at her phone 

and reads the a message before glancing at her fellow 

cheerleaders suspiciously. 

 

NOEL 

You girls head on in… I’ll just be a 

moment. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

We can’t get the pep in this pep rally 

without our fearless captain. 

 

CHEERLEADER 2 

Yeah, united front for the Lion Pride 

Pep Squad! 

 

CHEERLEADER 3 

Damn straight, girl! 

 

 

 

NOEL 

I’m right behind you all. Just go get 

the crowd warmed up while they take 

their seats. 

 

The other cheerleaders shrug before skipping back into a 

cheerful gallop through the hallway. Noel is looking at her 

phone, glancing around. One cheerleader stops and turns back to 

Noel. 

 

CHEERLEADER 4 

Noel, are you sure everything is okay? 

 

NOEL 

Yeah… um… I’m fine. Everything is just 

super! 

 

Cheerleader 1 turns back from the group and yells down the 

hallway. 
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CHEERLEADER 1 

Just let her go. I bet her and Johnny 

have a little game-day ritual they have 

to get to. 

 

Cheerleader 1 suggestively licks her lips.  Cheerleader 2 mimes 

the act of oral sex while yelling. 

 

CHEERLEADER 2 

That’s right… let the king of the pride 

get a little lucky. 

 

All of the students disappear down the hall. Noel looks around, 

making sure the way is clear before sneaking out of an emergency 

exit. 

 

EXT. NOEL’S OLD HIGHSCHOOL COURTYEARD NEAR GYMNASIUM- AFTERNOON 

 

Noel exits the building. 

 

NOEL 

Clair? Clair? 

 

An alternative looking girl peeks around the exterior corner of 

the gymnasium. Noel’s face lights up when she sees her. 

 

NOEL 

Clair! 

 

Noel and Clair run towards each other. As soon as they meet, 

Noel wraps her hands around Clair’s face. Before either can 

speak, the two begin kissing one another longingly. 

 

In between kissing, the two break away to get a single phrase 

out at a time before silencing one another with another kiss. 

 

NOEL 

Clair, I’ve… missed you… so much… 

 

CLAIR 

I just… can’t stop… thinking… about 

you… 

 

NOEL 

You are… all… I think about… anymore… 

 

Clair pulls away from Noel. 
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CLAIR 

Is that why we still have to hide like 

this? 

 

Noel grabs Clair’s hand gently. 

 

NOEL 

It’s not like that at all. 

 

CLAIR 

Oh, really then? 

 

NOEL 

Plus, isn’t the whole sneaking around 

thing a little… hot? 

 

CLAIR 

Not really. 

 

NOEL 

What’s wrong? 

 

CLAIR 

Are you kidding me? 

 

NOEL 

What… 

 

CLAIR 

What’s wrong? I can’t be open and talk 

about my so called relationship. I have 

to sneak around whenever I want to be 

with you. I can’t even call the girl I 

love my girl… 

 

NOEL 

… you love me? 

 

CLAIR 

Oh, that’s the only part that you 

heard? 

 

NOEL 

You love me. Like, for real. 

 

CLAIR 
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Are you asking? 

 

NOEL 

No… just reiterating. 

 

CLAIR 

Look. I really wanted to meet to talk. 

I don’t think that I can keep… 

 

NOEL 

I love you too. 

 

CLAIR 

… what was that? 

 

NOEL 

I love you too. 

 

CLAIR 

I’ll believe that when I see it. 

 

NOEL 

Look, anything you want… anything you 

need… 

 

Clair grabs Noel’s face mid-sentence and kisses her again.  

 

The two get caught up in the moment and don’t hear the emergency 

exit open behind them. 

 

The camera pans to show the rest of the cheerleading squad 

standing behind the couple. Cheerleader 1 coughs to get their 

attention. 

 

Noel and Clair stop, holding one another close but too nervous 

to turn around, so they stand still. 

 

The cheerleaders walk over to the couple and pull them apart. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

What the fuck is this? 

 

NOEL 

Girls, I can explain. 

 

CHEERLEADER 2 

This dyke forced herself on you. 
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NOEL 

Umm… 

 

CHEERLEADER 3 

That is what happened, correct? 

 

CLAIR 

No, we were… 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

Shut your fucking mouth. No one is 

talking to you! Fucking loser. 

 

CHEERLEADER 2 

So, like is said, this dyke forced 

herself on you. Right? 

 

NOEL 

Girls… I have to be honest. We… 

 

CHEERLEADER 3 

No. Keep your mouth shut with this. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

Do you want to fuck everything up? 

 

CHEERLEADER 2 

Your spot as captain… The campaign… 

everything you have been working for? 

 

NOEL 

I’ve been thinking about it. This 

should have nothing to do with any of… 

 

CHEERLEADER 3 

Maybe I am uncomfortable sharing a 

locker room with you now. 

 

CHEERLEADER 4 

Yeah, maybe I don’t want to change in 

front of some lesbian whore ogling me 

the whole time. 

 

NOEL 

Girls, this doesn’t change anything 

about… 
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Cheerleader 1 holds her hand up to silence Noel. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

Enough. 

 

Cheerleader 1 gestures the other girls towards Clair. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

Girls, grab that… thing. 

 

Noel jumps to get in between them, but cheerleader 1 grabs her 

and holds her back. 

 

NOEL 

No! Leave her alone! 

 

Cheerleader 1 turns Noel to face her. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

This is very simple. You have to make a 

choice. 

 

NOEL 

Why though? 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

This is not going to stand. 

 

CHEERLEADER 2 

Yeah. We have a reputation to uphold! 

 

Noel and Clair begins crying. Cheerleader 1 shakes Noel to face 

her, slapping her to calm her down. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

Listen to me. I will not go over this 

again. It is us or her. 

 

NOEL 

You really don’t… 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

No. I shouldn’t… but you are making me… 

making us. 

 

NOEL 
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Please, this is really… 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

You either step down from the squad and 

drop out of the campaign or look at her 

and tell that dyke cunt this is all 

over. 

 

NOEL 

Honestly, just let me… 

 

Cheerleader 1 yells in Noel’s face. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

Choose! 

 

Noel begins sobbing harder. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

We have a rally to get to, so you 

better choose quickly. I don’t think 

you will like what happens if we have 

to decide for you. 

 

Noel looks over cheerleader 1’s shoulder. The other girls are 

smearing makeup and writing slurs all over Clair’s face, pulling 

her clothing, and laughing at her. 

 

Noel begins sobbing harder. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

This is your last chance to decide. 

 

NOEL 

Claire! 

 

Everyone freezes and looks at Noel. Crying and trembling, Noel 

continues. 

 

NOEL 

This was all a mistake… No. Not even 

that… 

 

Noel looks at cheerleader 1’s face before looking back at Clair. 

 

NOEL 

I was just… using you. 



 77 

 

Clair begins crying harder. 

 

Noel continues speaking, pausing to think and making it up as 

she goes. 

 

NOEL 

I just wanted to get all of those 

pictures of you… so I could… post them 

online. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

Continue. 

 

NOEL 

I… I never loved you. I never even 

liked you. Honestly, I can’t fucking 

stand you. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

Anything else? 

 

NOEL 

And… I will be reporting you… for 

sexually assaulting me to the… 

authorities. We can’t have some 

worthless, pussy loving, dye, rapist, 

whore lurking around these halls. 

 

CLAIR 

Noel… how could you… 

 

NOEL 

Shut your fucking mouth. 

 

Cheerleader 1 lets go of Noel. Steading by herself, Noel walks 

to where the other girls are holding Clair. 

 

Noel leans in close to Clair’s face. 

 

NOEL 

You are fucking done. It would be best 

if you just ran away… maybe even just 

fucking killed yourself. 
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Clair sobs even harder. Noel slaps Clair across the face without 

warning. Slowly, Clair turns back to look at Noel in disbelief. 

Noel spits in her startled face. 

 

The girls drop Clair and quickly snap pictures of her. 

 

CHEERLEADER 2 

Come on girls… it’s about show time! 

 

The cheerleaders start walking back towards the emergency exit. 

Noel stops to look back at Clair laying in the dirt. Cheerleader 

1 grabs Noel and spins her around. 

 

Cheerleader 1 wraps her hand around Noel’s throat. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

I don’t ever want to hear about any of 

this shit ever again. And if you do not 

follow through on your threats… I will 

end you. 

 

NOEL 

I will just… 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

You will keep your mouth shut and just 

find a man to do whatever the fuck it 

is you want and need. 

 

PRESENT- THE CAMERA LOSES THE SEPIA FILTER TINT 

 

INT. NOEL’S DORMITORIE BEDROOM- NIGHT 

 

Noel rolls around in her bed asleep. She grunts and mumbles to 

herself as she tosses the blankets and covers off. 

 

 

NOEL 

Ugh… so fucking… guu… hot. 

 

Sitting up and wiping a bit of sweat from her brow, Noel calls 

into the dark room. 

 

NOEL 

Hell… Alpha? 
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Sitting in the darkness, Noel looks around for Alpha. When there 

is no response, she starts to fall into a panic. 

 

NOEL 

Alpha? Alpha! Answer me! Where… where 

are you? 

 

Getting out of bed, Noel starts walking towards the light switch 

by the door. She trips over something in the darkness and 

stumbles, catching herself on her desk, before continuing to the 

door. Flipping the switch, she turns with a look of fright and 

annoyance. 

 

The camera shows her face as Noel calls out again. 

 

NOEL 

Alpha… Alpha! 

 

Noel lets out a throaty scream before falling to her knees. The 

camera pans to show the object Noel had tripped over was the 

charred corpse of Alpha on her bedroom floor. 

 

Heavy and frantic knocking starts coming from the door. The 

other students start calling to Noel. 

 

MARKS 

What’s going on in there? 

 

BUSSY 

Noel, answer us! 

 

INK 

Please open the door. 

 

MARKS 

Get back from the door. 

 

WENDY 

Talk to us. 

 

MARKS 

Here it goes! 

 

From inside the dormitory bedroom, the door bucks twice before 

finally bursting open. Marks falls into the room from the broken 

down door. The other four quickly rush in behind him. They 

immediately rush to Noel and start comforting her. 
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BUSSY 

What’s wrong? 

 

INK 

Talk to us, Noel… 

 

The group follows Noel’s gaze to see Alpha’s corpse on the 

floor. Carved into the hard, burnt flesh of his stomach is the 

phrase “Three Proceed.” 

 

They all fall back, yelling and rush from the room. Ink and 

Score help Noel up and pull her with them. 

 

INT. COMMON ROOM TO THE GROUP’S DORMITORIES- NIGHT 

 

The six students pace around the room panting and trying to calm 

themselves. Wendy makes her way to the exit of the common room 

to the hallway and pulls on the handle. 

 

WENDY 

Of course it is locked. 

 

Ink grabs his tablet from the couch and starts typing away at it 

before sighing defeated. 

 

INK 

And of course I am still getting an 

error message for trying to reach out 

for help. 

 

Marks kicks the corner of the table and grunts before running 

his hands to straighten his hair out of his face. Marks begins 

pacing around again. 

 

MARKS 

This is absolutely insane. Like… I 

don’t need to say this, but… this is 

fucking insane. Right? 

 

Ink, Bussy, and Wendy fall to Noel’s side, wrapping their arms 

around her. Ink oddly runs his fingers through Noel’s hair as 

Wendy and Bussy continue to comfort her. Just behind them, 

barely in the camera’s view, Alpha’s corpse can be seen sliding 

out away. 
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With his fingers still gripped in Noel’s hair, Ink looks towards 

Marks. 

 

INK 

I think that much is clear. 

 

Marks picks up one of the chairs at the table and throws it 

against the wall. He grunts once again, but louder. 

 

MARKS 

No… this is it. We are getting out of 

here. 

 

Wendy, Ink, Bussy, and Score all turn to look at Marks a little 

confused and nervous. 

 

BUSSY 

I agree completely, but… 

 

WENDY 

…how do you intend to do that? 

 

INK 

By all means, we aren’t trying to 

deflate you or anything. I feel I speak 

for everyone here when I say we are up 

for anything. 

 

SCORE 

What are you suggesting, Marks? 

 

Marks stops pacing and falls onto the couch. He cradles his head 

in his hands and sounds like he is gently sobbing. 

 

MARKS 

I just… I don’t know. 

 

Noel’s eyes glare over as she looks up at Score. She points at 

him and begins screaming. 

 

NOEL 

Score… it is them! 

 

Everyone falls back from Noel and looks at her stunned from the 

sudden outburst. 

 

INK 
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What are you saying? 

 

BUSSY 

Yeah, Noel, what are you on about? 

 

NOEL 

Score… that little fucking freak! 

 

WENDY 

I don’t think this is the time… 

 

NOEL 

They have something to do with this! 

 

MARKS 

What makes you say that? 

 

NOEL 

The morning we found Vive, Score was 

scrubbing blood form their helmet. Now… 

just look at them! 

 

Everyone glances over at Score. Score stands there confused, 

rubbing burn marks from their helmet. 

 

MARKS 

What is the problem? 

 

INK 

Yeah, what is wrong with Score? 

 

NOEL 

There are fucking char marks all over 

their helmet! Look! Just look! 

 

SCORE 

This is from the windows. 

 

NOEL 

The windows? The fucking windows? What 

does that even mean? 

 

 

WENDY 

Score isn’t wrong. 

 

BUSSY 
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Remember the wires and everything? 

 

NOEL 

That fucking freak has an excuse for 

everything! 

 

Noel slowly stands up. Everyone pulls away and watches her in 

mild awe. Gradually, she walks to the door of the bathroom. She 

gradually turns to face the group before speaking in a sudden 

hush tone. 

 

NOEL 

I think we should all just call it a 

night. 

 

Marks rushes to Noel’s side. He goes to wrap his arm around her, 

but she sheepishly pulls away.  

 

MARKS 

Seriously, Noel… we need to figure 

something out. 

 

Ink, Wendy, and Bussy get to their feet. 

 

INK 

Honestly, I have to agree with Marks 

here. Maybe a late night brainstorming 

session isn’t the worst idea. 

 

BUSSY 

I know that is all a little crazy and 

has to be so much to bare, but let’s 

take a moment here. 

 

WENDY 

Group study session in the common room. 

 

Noel does not say a word, but turns and walks into the bathroom, 

closing the door behind her. 

 

The rest of the group congregates around the couch. 

 

WENDY 

What was that? 

 

BUSSY 

That sudden shift? Yeah… 
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INK 

It was odd. Like, a switch flipped or 

something. 

 

MARKS 

Everyone deals with this sort of thing 

differently. 

 

SCORE 

A lot to process. 

 

INT. DORMITORY BATHROOM- NIGHT 

 

Noel walks around the bathroom in a daze, glancing over 

everything, running her fingers across the countertop and the 

shower curtain. 

 

Stopping at the sink, Noel turns on the water. She puts her 

hands under the facet, splashing water in her face, still in a 

complete daze. She continues splashing water on her face, each 

time getting a little quicker to the point of frantic. Finally, 

she stops and stares at herself in the mirror.  

 

Everything gets tense in the bathroom. Slowly, Noel leans into 

the sink, holding her face under the rising water. She starts 

screaming, muffled by the water. 

 

Slowly, Noel raises her head from the sink. The camera pans with 

her, building the tension as if there will be a cliché jump-

scare of something behind her in the mirror. 

 

When Noel reaches the point where she can look in the mirror 

again, she takes a deep breath as she sees nothing behind her. 

Without warning, the mirror bursts forward as if something 

coming through it. For a split second, the arm looks plastic 

coated and unnatural.  

 

INT. COMMON ROOM TO THE GROUP’S DORMITORIES- NIGHT 

 

The bathroom doors opens slowly as Noel walks back into the 

common room; stone face and pale as a ghost. Noel slowly looks 

around the room as if in a deeper daze. She continues speaking 

in her quieted tone. 

 

NOEL 
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By all means… you can all talk. I just 

need some time. 

 

Wendy starts walking towards Noel. 

 

WENDY 

I will come with you. 

 

Bussy starts walking towards Noel as well. 

 

BUSSY 

Yeah, you really shouldn’t be alone 

right now. 

 

NOEL 

It’s okay. I just need a few. 

 

Noel walks into Alpha’s room and closes the door behind her. 

 

The other five students retake their seats on the couch. Ink 

toils over his tablet. Bussy scribbles in a notebook. Marks taps 

his fingers, glancing around the room. Wendy taps her foot and 

traces little shapes on the table with her finger. Score stares 

at the wall with a thousand yard gaze. Oddly optimistic 

independent rock music plays as this process runs through a 

montage. 

 

Aligning with a sudden hit in the music, all five of them jump 

up excitedly. All yell in unison. 

 

Ink, Bussy, Wendy, Marks 

I’ve got it! 

 

SCORE 

I have got it! 

 

Bussy looks to Marks. 

 

BUSSY 

What have you come up with? 

 

Marks 

See, all of these walls are stone or 

brick or whatever, right? 

 

INK 

Yeah… 
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MARKS 

But they can’t be in the bathroom. 

Because of the plumbing and everything. 

 

WENDY 

So you are saying they are breakable. 

 

MARKS 

Exactly… but I don’t know where that is 

going to put us. 

 

INK 

And I will take that as my que. 

 

MARKS 

What do you have? 

 

INK 

Looking at the map in the campus 

resources app, directly behind our 

dorms here is the main entrance to the 

academy. 

 

BUSSY 

So, that will give us a direct route 

that we know leads out. 

 

INK 

But there is no way there aren’t 

cameras or a fucking laser grid for all 

we know. 

 

BUSSY 

I can’t speak for lasers or whatever, 

but I have a thought for the cameras. 

 

INK 

What’s that? 

 

BUSSY 

I’m willing to bet there are cameras 

and night vision cameras. 

 

WENDY 

I’d call that a safe bet. 
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BUSSY 

So, let’s oversaturate them. 

 

MARKS 

What do you mean? 

 

BUSSY 

Well, if we take the cover off of the 

tablets camera and light and then 

strobe them. 

 

INK 

So, the light throws the night vision 

to normal and the darkness kicks it 

back. 

 

BUSSY 

Theoretically. That way it will look 

like a malfunction on the monitor. That 

should at the very least by us a little 

time. 

 

WENDY 

But we have to get through that front 

door. 

 

MARKS 

Those heavy as hell oak doors. 

 

WENDY 

Just oak. 

 

INK 

They aren’t high tech or anything. 

 

WENDY 

Hard to keep up the appearances of a 

mildly renovated prep school from 1942 

with such high end, technological 

advancements right on the front door. 

 

BUSSY 

I guess that wouldn’t quiet be the 

‘welcome’ sign they aimed for. 

 

MARKS 
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What the hell do we do from there? This 

place is miles from anything. 

 

SCORE 

Cell service out there. 

 

BUSSY 

What was that? 

 

SCORE 

Cellphone will work again. 

 

INK 

Yes! I still had service when we pulled 

up! 

 

The group looks around at each other optimistically. 

 

WENDY 

I’ll get Noel. 

 

BUSSY 

I’ll rig the tablets. 

 

Marks playfully slaps Ink on the shoulder. 

 

MARKS 

We’ll get started on the wall. 

 

Everyone jumps up to run to their assigned tasks for the escape 

plan. Looking around oddly triumphant and optimistic, the lights 

cut and the sirens start blaring again. The computerized voice 

comes over the PA system again. 

 

PA SYSTEM 

Lockdown. Lockdown. Two continue. It is 

dangerous to go alone. Two continue. 

Lockdown. Lockdown. 

 

INT. ALPHA’S DORMITORIE BEDROOM- NIGHT 

 

In the perfectly dark room, the only light comes from the blue 

glow of a tablet showing Noel sitting on the bed. She looks 

shocked and almost lifeless as videos play on the tablet. The 

camera cuts to Noel’s face. She is very stoic with a blank 

stare. The camera cuts to Noel’s point of view to show the 

tablet.  
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The door to Alpha’s bedroom creaks open slightly.  

 

Noel lunges from the bed, slamming it shut and locking it. 

 

Wendy yells from behind the door. 

 

WENDY 

Noel, sweetheart, please open up. 

 

NOEL 

I just need a few. 

 

WENDY 

Really, this is not the time. 

 

NOEL 

Just fuck off for a little bit! 

 

Noel sulks back to the bed. Laying down, she continues watching 

the tablet. The camera cuts to view the tablet over Noel’s 

shoulder. 

 

Previously recorded, shaky, cellphone videos of Noel and her pep 

squad performing at a school pep rally in the gymnasium the year 

before. It starts with a group of other cheerleaders circled up. 

The shaky camera moves into the circle to show Noel crouched 

down in the middle. The camera moves back out of the circle as 

the yelling hits a fever-pitch and Noel erupts from in the 

circle, springing up.  

 

Noel and her fellow cheerleaders perform a call and response 

with the crowd. As the cheerleaders yell, the camera turns to 

them. As the crowd responds, the camera pans over them in the 

stands.  

 

Hidden in the crowd are the other students from the group at the 

academy; Bussy, Ink, and Wendy sit together in the back of the 

crowd; Alpha sits in the middle right reading; Vive sits in the 

middle left bobbing to her headphones; Marks sits with the team 

at the front of the audience; Score stands alone at the side of 

the stands, staring into space. 

 

CHEERLEADERS 

Give us a ‘W’! 

 

CROWD 
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‘W’! 

 

CHEERLEADERS 

Give us an ‘I’! 

 

CROWD 

‘I’! 

 

CHEERLEADERS 

Give us a ‘N’! 

 

CROWD 

‘N’! 

 

CHEERLEADERS 

What’s that spell? 

 

CROWD 

Win! Win! WIN! 

 

The shaky camera cuts back and moves in towards Noel and her 

friends who are excitedly jumping around and giggling. The other 

cheerleaders gather around Noel, patting her on the back and 

hugging her. 

 

CHEERLEADER 1 

They all love you, Noel. 

 

NOEL 

They really love me, don’t they? 

 

CHEERLEADER 2 

You are going to murder it tomorrow. 

 

CHEERLEADER 3 

That nerd won’t know what hit them at 

the polls. 

 

CHEERLEADER 4 

We might as well get use to calling you 

Madam President, Noel. 

 

Noel 

Girls, stop… we don’t know anything for 

sure yet. 
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The camera cuts back to Noel’s stoic face in the dark. She 

shuffles and the video starts playing again in the background. 

At the point in the video where “they all love you, Noel” is 

heard, a single tear rolls down Noel’s face. 

 

She shuffles and the video starts playing from the beginning 

again. At the point in the video where “they all love you, Noel” 

is heard, Noel throws the tablet across the room. 

 

The camera cuts to show the tablet fly into the darkness. Given 

the size of the room, the tablet should crash into the wall, but 

instead goes for yards into the darkness and begins siding 

across the floor. 

 

From a more distant shot, the camera shows the faint outline of 

Noel get up from the bed and walk 10-15 yards to where the 

tablet sits faceup on the ground; all in one frame. 

 

Hesitantly, Noel crouches down to pick up the tablet. As soon as 

she touches it, lights cut on in the room and screaming fills 

the space. Noel jumps upward, erupting from her crouched 

position. 

 

The camera pans around to show that Noel is back in the 

gymnasium from the prerecorded video. She is standing in the 

middle panting. All of the people have been replaced with 

mannequins in the clothing and uniforms from earlier. 

 

The screaming fades to silence. Cautiously, Noel looks around 

and takes a few steps. The camera cuts to Noel’s point of view 

to show the faded, worn, and cracked mannequins up close. The 

scene gets more and more tense in anticipation of something 

jumping or moving. Noel takes a deep breath seeing nothing 

happening. 

 

Suddenly, the cheerleaders’ voices from the prerecorded video 

start echoing from the mannequins. They start the call and 

response. 

 

CHEERLEADER MANNEQUINS 

Give us an ‘E’! 

 

There is a burst of painful, nightmarish screams. Mixed into the 

indistinguishable screaming is the response. 

 

CHEERLEADER MANNEQUINS 

 ‘E’! 
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The cheerleader mannequins continue, but their voices are now 

slightly distorted. 

 

CHEERLEADER MANNEQUINS 

Give us a ‘V’! 

 

The crowd continues in the harsh and vile screams. 

 

CHEERLEADER MANNEQUINS 

 ‘V’! 

 

The cheerleader mannequins voices continue to become more and 

more distorted and overlain with each call. 

 

CHEERLEADER MANNEQUINS 

Give us an ‘O’! 

 

CROWD MANNEQUINS 

 ‘O’! 

 

CHEERLEADER MANNEQUINS 

Give us a ‘L’! 

 

CROWD MANNEQUINS 

 ‘L’! 

 

CHEERLEADER MANNEQUINS 

Give us a ‘V’! 

  

CROWD MANNEQUINS 

 ‘V’! 

 

CHEERLEADER MANNEQUINS 

Give us an ‘E’! 

 

CROWD MANNEQUINS 

 ‘E’! 

 

CHEERLEADER MANNEQUINS 

What’s that spell? 

 

The crowd bursts into an even louder and more violent series of 

indistinguishable screaming. Underneath the screams begins the 

thumps of stopping. The screams and stomping grow and rise.  
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Noel falls to her knees clutching her ears and eyes, crying 

uncontrollably. The screaming and stomping continues to grow and 

rise to the point of unbearable before suddenly cutting to 

nothing. 

 

Rocking and crying on the floor, Noel chokes back her tears. 

Slowly, she removes her hands and opens her eyes. Looking 

around, she catches her breath. The camera pans around the 

gymnasium to show it empty. 

 

NOEL 

What the hell is this? 

 

Noel places her hands on the floor and starts making to get up. 

The camera cuts to the floor and shows shadows engulfing around 

her. She jumps to her feet frightened and sees nothing around 

her. With a sigh of relief, she bends over to pick up the 

tablet. 

 

As Noel’s hand touches the tablet, something bursts from the 

screen of the tablet like the mirror in the bathroom.  

 

The gymnasium bursts into screaming and stomping as the 

mannequins are suddenly surrounding her. They are frantically 

snapping and jerking, reaching out to grab at Noel. 

 

The camera pans to an overhead view as the horde of mannequins 

fall on her. Her screams cut through the nightmarish tones of 

the horde as they over take her and the gymnasium lights cut 

off.  

 

INT. COMMON ROOM TO THE GROUP’S DORMITORIES- NIGHT 

 

Wendy approaches Alpha’s bedroom. She gently knocks on the door 

and leans in close to whisper. 

 

WENDY 

Hey, Noel… are you awake? I’ve given 

you quiet a little while. 

 

Placing her ear to the door, Wendy listens to the door for any 

sound of life and movement. Not hearing anything, she pulls away 

and glances at the other students moving around the common room. 

 

The other students shrug. 

 

BUSSY 
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She may have just fallen asleep. 

 

INK 

Or she is that daze and can’t hear you. 

 

MARKS 

Either way, we have to get her up and 

moving. 

 

SCORE 

We have one shot. 

 

Wendy knocks on the door and leans in closely again, this time 

speaking louder. 

 

WENDY 

Noel, we have to get going. 

 

Placing her ear to the door again, Wendy waits for a response 

but only gets silence. Wendy tries to open the door again, only 

to find it still locked. She glances around the room again. 

 

BUSSY 

Just get her up. 

 

INK 

Rise and shine, Noel… It’s go time. 

 

MARKS 

Here, I’ll get her. 

 

Marks approaches the door to Alpha’s bedroom and immediately 

rears back, preparing to kick the door in. 

 

As Marks prepares to kick in the door, there is a small rustle 

behind the door. 

 

WENDY 

Wait! She is coming out. 

 

Marks relaxes his body. The camera pans around as everyone is 

fixed on the door. 

 

Wendy leans in close to the door again, jiggling the door 

handle. 

 

WENDY 
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Come on, Noel. Let’s get a move on. 

 

Wendy places her ear to the door again. 

 

The door begins violently shaking and rattling as the screaming 

and stomping noises erupt from within the room. Wendy falls back 

screaming. 

 

The students begins running around the common room panicking. 

 

MARKS 

This is getting old! 

 

INK 

We need to get that door open. 

 

BUSSY 

Hurry! Hurry! 

 

Marks begins kicking the door, but it won’t open. Ink runs over 

and begins throwing himself, shoulder first, against the door in 

anti-phase with Marks kicks. 

 

Bussy falls on the floor next to Wendy, comforting her. 

 

The screaming and stomping continues growing and reaches a fever 

pitch before suddenly dying again. In the abrupt silence, the 

door to Alpha’s bedroom slowly swings open. 

 

Cautiously, the five students in the common room glance around 

at each other. Wendy calls out sheepishly and muffled. 

 

WENDY 

Noel… Noel, can you hear me? 

 

Bussy gets up to her feet and takes a few steps towards Alpha’s 

bedroom 

 

BUSSY 

Come out Noel. 

 

Marks takes a deep breath and walks up to the door to Alpha’s 

bedroom. 

 

MARKS 

It’s go time Noel. Let’s go! 
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The other students run to Marks side as he enters the bedroom. 

They look around in the complete darkness. The camera cuts to 

their point of view to show that nothing is visible. Cutting 

back to a view of the group, they cautiously take a step back. 

 

Marks reaches to the side. The sound of the light switch 

flicking can be heard echoing in the darkness. Ink turns to 

Bussy. 

 

 

INK 

Get one of the tablets. 

 

BUSSY 

On it. 

 

Bussy rushes over to the table where she was working on the 

tablets. Grabbing one, she runs back to the group. Bussy holds 

it out and Marks immediately grabs it before turning back to the 

bedroom. 

 

Marks turns the light on the camera and slowly enters the room 

with the rest of the group at his heels. 

 

INT. ALPHA’S DORMITORIE BEDROOM- NIGHT 

 

In the room, Marks shines the light around, slowly inspecting 

the room, but seeing nothing. Marks looks over his shoulder at 

the group and shrugs. 

 

WENDY 

Noel, sweetie, where are you? 

 

MARKS 

Come on Noel, this is not funny right 

now. 

 

INK 

Yeah, this is not the time for pranks 

or whatever. 

 

Everyone sighs as they turn to leave the room. The sound of 

Noel’s voice from the prerecorded video echoes from somewhere in 

the darkness. 

 

NOEL RECORDING 

They really love me, don’t they? 
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This startles everyone in the darkness. They turn back to face 

the room. Marks pans the light around the room. At the foot of 

the bed is now a mannequin of Noel posed in a cheerful and 

exited position. 

 

The sight of this causes the group to jump before running to the 

mannequin. Once closer, the lights to the room cut on. The 

plastic of the mannequin is pristinely fresh and white. The 

edges, where plastic pieces meet, is slowly dripping blood. 

Mechanically etched into the chest of the mannequin is the 

phrase “Two Proceed.” 

 

The group of students look to one another plastered with 

confusion. 

 

INK 

What the fuck is this? 

 

BUSSY 

Every time I think this can’t get any 

weirder… 

 

WENDY 

… this school says “you wanna bet? 

Watch me!”. 

 

The students look over the mannequin, getting closer and closer, 

examining it. Wendy’s hands awkwardly graze across the Noel 

mannequin’s butt. Ink oddly peeks down the Noel mannequin’s 

shirt and then smirks to himself. Marks gets face to face with 

the mannequin, looking over every little detail.  

 

Marks’ eyes meet the still and lifeless eyes of the Noel 

mannequin. The eyes of the mannequin start frantically darting 

around and straining as if in pain. Marks steps back, shocked. 

 

MARKS 

Fucking hell! 

 

BUSSY 

What is it? 

 

MARKS 

Look… look at the… 
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The camera cuts to the Noel mannequin’s face. Everyone’s 

indistinguishably yelling can be heard off camera.  

 

The eyes of the Noel mannequin dart and strain more and more.  

 

Overtop of the frantic eye movements, plastic eyelids begin 

blinking. Between each blink, the eyes seem more frantic and 

bloodshot. Eventually, between blinks, blood vessels begin 

bursting. Along with little droplets of blood come plastic 

tendrils. Gradually, the entirety of the eyes are coated in 

plastic and stop moving. 

 

Everyone starts falling back, shuffling and scrambling across 

the ground. Eventually, Marks gets up and runs to the mannequin. 

 

MARKS 

Noel! NOEL! Can you hear me? Are you in 

there? 

 

Marks begins shaking the mannequin, hugging it as if comforting 

his friend. The prerecorded voice of Noel resonates again. 

 

NOEL RECORDING 

They really love me, don’t they? 

 

Holding the Noel mannequin, Marks begins mumbling and crying. 

Gradually, the rest of the group approaches him. Comfortingly, 

they pull him away from it. They move out of the room.  

 

INT. COMMON ROOM TO THE GROUP’S DORMITORIES- NIGHT 

 

The group of remaining students stand huddled together in the 

doorway to Alpha’s bedroom. Just over their group huddle, the 

Noel mannequin can be seen slowly getting pulled to the side and 

vanishing into the darkness. 

 

Eventually, Marks pulls away from the group. 

 

SCORE 

Where are you going? 

 

MARKS 

I’ll be back in just a second. 

 

Marks stands in the doorway to his room, leaning in to grab 

something, and turning back to face the group. Marks stands 

there is a half-empty bottle of liquor.  
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Score sits at the table in the common room, fiddling with 

something between their fingers. 

 

SCORE 

Not a good idea. 

 

MARKS 

Really? Look around. I think this is a 

fucking great idea. 

 

SCORE 

No. Really not good. 

 

Marks takes a swig from the bottle with a smirk. 

 

Bussy jumps to her feet and approaches Marks. Taking the bottle 

from his hand, she laughs. 

 

BUSSY 

I agree. This is a pretty great fucking idea. 

 

Score looks to Ink and Wendy. Ink and Wendy shrug, get to their 

feet, walk to Bussy, and pass the bottle between them. 

 

SCORE 

Not a good idea. 

 

Marks takes the bottle and another deep swig before passing it 

back to Bussy. Turning, Bussy gives Marks a playful spank and a 

wink.  

 

Marks approaches Score and falls into a seat next to them. 

 

MARKS 

What else are we going to do? Look 

around, Score. We are royally… no, 

academically fucked. 

 

SCORE 

We need to leave. 

 

MARKS 

What’s that in your hand? 

 

SCORE 

This? It is nothing. 
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MARKS 

Really? Still keeping secrets? What is 

it? 

 

SCORE 

Really, it is nothing. 

 

Marks laughs, looking around the room.  

 

Marks turns his gaze back on Score and gabs at his hands. Score 

keeps trying to keep the thing away from Marks. 

 

Marks stops trying to laugh before standing up. Marks grabs 

Score and pushes them against the wall. 

 

MARKS 

Show me what it is or I will fucking 

break you. 

 

Score hesitantly holds out their hand. 

 

Marks unpeels Score’s fingers to find a little mannequin finger. 

 

MARKS 

Are you kidding me? Seriously… you have 

to be fucking kidding me! 

 

BUSSY 

What is it? 

 

INK 

Yeah, what do you have there? 

 

Marks turns to the other students holding up the mannequin 

finger. 

 

MARKS 

Noel was right. She was right the whole 

time. This little freak has to have 

something to do with this. 

 

SCORE 

I like video games. 

 

Marks turns back to Score. 
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MARKS 

Video games? That’s your excuse this 

time? 

 

Wendy approaches Marks and places a calming hand on his 

shoulder. 

 

WENDY 

Marks, trust me. Look at the color. 

That mannequin fingers means nothing. 

 

Marks looks back at Score threateningly before breaking into a 

laugh. The other students start laughing as well. Marks gives 

Score a playful but hard slap on the back. 

 

All of the students glace around at one another. Score hangs 

their head low as if embarrassed and defeated. 

 

MARKS 

Well, excuse me for a moment… I want to 

go change out of these blood splattered 

clothes. 

 

INK 

Funny isn’t it? 

 

MARKS 

Being covered in blood again? 

 

BUSSY 

No… how common place this has become. 

 

MARKS 

Yeah… this whole thing is pretty 

fucked. 

 

Marks crosses the common room the his bedroom. 

 

INT. MARKS’ DORMITORY BEDROOM- EARLY MORNING 

 

Marks enters his bedroom and glances around before heading to 

his closet. Standing in front of the closet doors, he strips 

down to his underwear before opening the closet doors. 

 

FLASHBACK- THE CAMERA IS FILTERED THROUGH A LIGHT SEPIA TINT 

 

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL STADIUM- NIGHT 



 102 

 

The camera pans around a packed high school football stadium. 

The announcer’s voice cuts through their cheers and screams. 

 

ANNOUNCER 

Here it is, ladies and gentlemen. Here 

in the Lion’s Den, the Pride sit up by 

4. But the Cobras have possession of 

the ball. They are hitting the field 

from their final time out. It is fourth 

and goal. This moment decides who will 

be representing the region at lower 

state! 

 

Marks stands huddled with the rest of the Lion’s Pride defense. 

 

MARKS 

This is it. Right now. Let’s shut them 

down. Come on! 

 

Marks claps and the rest of the defense yells while running to 

their positions. Intense rock music starts covering the moment. 

Marks falls back as middle linebacker. 

 

Scanning the offense, Marks shifts from side to side, following 

the running back’s position. 

 

The camera pans around the aggressive players as the Cobra’s 

quarterback yells. 

 

COBRA QUATERBACK 

1; 15; Sam; Sam; 28; Hike; Hike! 

 

The center snaps the ball to the quarterback. The linemen clash, 

creating a pocket. Marks shuffles to the side and aligns himself 

with the pocket. 

 

The quarterback presses the ball into the stomach of the running 

back, who rushes straight for Marks. 

 

MARKS 

Let’s go! 

 

Marks rushes at the running back, crashing into him so hard that 

the running back’s helmet comes off. 
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Jumping back to his feet, Marks throws his arms up in 

celebration. The rock music fades as everything fades into slow 

motion. The shocked ‘boos’ from crowd echo. 

 

Marks looks downfield to see the Cobra’s quarterback scoring the 

winning touchdown. 

 

INT. LOCKER ROOM- NIGHT 

 

Marks stands at his locker, hanging his head low, putting his 

equipment into his locker. 

 

Other players walk by him, nudging and mocking him. 

 

FOOTBALL PLAYER 1 

Nice hit out there, captain… 

 

FOOTBALL PLAYER 2 

Maybe next season you’ll hit the right 

person. 

 

FOOTBALL PLAYER 3 

Too busy chocking on dick to focus on 

NOT chocking in the game? 

 

The football coach leans out of his office and yells. 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

Marks, in my office! Now! 

 

INT. FOOTBALL COACH OFFICE- NIGHT 

 

The coach gestures for Marks to sit down. Marks stands still, 

just waiting. The coach gets visibly anger. 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

Sit the fuck down! 

 

MARKS 

I’m good standing right now, coach. 

 

The football coach grabs the chair sitting in front of his desk 

and throws it through the window looking into the locker room. A 

few players still in there jump and then go about their 

business. 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 



 104 

What? Enough sitting on your ass out 

there tonight? 

 

MARKS 

Coach, listen… 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

No, you listen. This was your shot. 

Maybe your only shot. And you blew it. 

Do you understand that? You royally 

fucked up out there. 

 

The football coach leans in closer to Marks. 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

There were scouts out there. 

 

 

MARKS 

I know, coach. 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

Do you though? 

 

MARKS 

I already have scholarship offers. 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

Oh, you can’t bet on those anymore with 

that kind of performance. 

 

MARKS 

Academics, coach. 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

And did you think about your teammates? 

 

MARKS 

Every down, coach. 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

I find that hard to believe… Do you 

know that Franklin University Scouts 

were here for a final review of 

Sanders? 

 

MARKS 
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And Sanders played fantastic. 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

But that is not what will stick out in 

their mind. 

 

MARKS 

I’m sorry, coach. 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

And what about the town? You know this 

town, your home, has needed a win like 

this. 

 

MARKS 

I can’t say it enough… I’m sorry. 

 

 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

You’re right… you are pretty fucking 

sorry tonight. 

 

MARKS 

Dad… 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

Get out of my office. 

 

MARKS 

Dad! 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

I will speak to you more at home. Leave. 

Now. I have to go address the faculty, 

the student boy, the paper… and, 

frankly, the whole goddamn town you let 

down tonight. Your mother and I will see 

you at home. 

 

MARKS 

Seriously… dad… 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

I will not say it again. Or are you 

missing my point like you missed that 

tackle out there? 
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The football coach slumps, sitting on his desk. 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

Marks… Son… I know that I expect a lot 

from you. I mean, we all do. And 

constantly, you rise to the occasion. 

 

MARKS 

Thanks dad… 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

I’m not done. And every time you rise 

to the occasion… you just seem to get 

our expectations higher to let us down 

again. 

 

The football coach looks through Marks. 

 

 

FOOTBALL COACH 

This is the last time I’m going to tell 

you. Go home, now. Use the side exit 

down the arts hall so no one sees you. 

I will deal with your disappointment 

when I get home. 

 

Marks hangs his head low and walks out of the office. 

 

INT. MARKS’ OLD HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY- NIGHT 

 

Marks walks alone in the dark hallways to a side exit. 

 

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD STREETS- NIGHT 

 

Marks walks alone in the middle of the street in the darkness. 

 

INT. MARKS’ BEDROOM IN HIS FAMILY HOME- NIGHT 

 

Marks paces around the bedroom. His face is flustered and he 

moves about frantically.  

 

Marks grabs a football trophy off his shelf and throws it 

through the window, shattering the glass. He continues throwing 

trophies and plaques around his room screaming. 

 

MARKS 



 107 

Never good enough… Player of the year… 

Yeah fucking right… Always can be 

better… Always need to do better… Be 

better, Marks… Be better! 

 

Storming around his room hitting things, Marks kicks the door to 

his closet open and knocks over some clothing. On top of the 

pile is a leather belt. 

 

Stopping in a sudden calm, Marks leans down and picks up the 

belt. He examines the belt in the moonlight coming in through 

the broken window. 

 

MARKS 

Maybe I can at least do this right. 

 

Calmly, with a few tears rolling down his face, Marks wraps the 

leather belt around his neck. Moving into the closet, he ties it 

around the bar running through it. 

 

Marks takes a deep breath and sighs. 

 

MARKS 

I’m so sorry I disappointed everyone… 

again. 

 

Marks takes another deep breath before kicking his feet out from 

underneath himself. He instinctively struggles, tearing and 

ripping at the belt. His eyes bulge and his face swells as he 

chokes to breathe. 

 

The sound of the front door slamming open echoes up the stairs. 

The camera never leaves Marks’ struggling form. 

 

MARKS’ FATHER 

Boy. Get down here. Now! 

 

MARKS’ MOTHER 

Calm down. We will talk to him. 

 

MARKS’ FATHER 

Not now. Marks! Get down here this 

instant. 

 

The sound of his parents storming upstairs can be heard. 

 

Marks body falls lifeless in the closet. 



 108 

 

The sound of his bedroom door slamming open can be heard. 

 

MARKS’ FATHER 

Hiding out in here? Running from your 

problems? Is that it? You won’t come 

and face your mistakes like a man? I 

did not raise a boy to be such a 

failure and a coward! 

 

MARKS’ MOTHER 

Oh, God. Dear? 

 

MARKS’ FATHER 

I said not now! 

 

MARKS’ MOTHER 

Over here! 

 

Marks’ mother rushes to the closet, hoisting her son up. 

 

 

MARKS’ MOTHER 

Oh, Lord… please… no… God! Help me! 

 

Marks’ father rushes over, pulling out a large pocket knife. He 

saws through the belt, disconnecting it from the bar in the 

closet. 

 

Marks’ body lays on the floor as his mother tries to revive him. 

 

MARKS’ FATHER 

Is he breathing? 

 

MARKS’ MOTHER 

I have a heartbeat… but it’s faint. 

 

MARKS’ FATHER 

You keep doing those chest 

compressions.  

 

Marks’ father walks over and pulls Marks’ pants off. 

 

MARKS’ MOTHER 

What is the hot lord’s name are you 

doing? 
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Marks’ Father 

I’m going to go call 9-11. If we say we 

found him like this t seems like he was 

attempting autoerotic asphyxiation. 

That will be kept quiet. A suicide 

attempt… that news spreads. 

 

Marks’ father makes to leave the room, turning back at the door. 

 

MARKS’ FATHER 

We don’t need any more embarrassment or 

disappointment from that boy… not 

tonight at least. 

 

INT. COMMON ROOM TO THE DORMITORIES- NIGHT 

 

Marks walks into the common room, punching the wall, before 

readjusting his clothes. 

 

BUSSY 

Everything okay? 

 

 

INK 

Hold tight, my man. 

 

MARKS 

I’m good… I’m… yeah… I’m fine. So, 

what’s the plan? 

 

The doors to the bedrooms slam closed as the exit to the common 

room swings up. All of the tablets begin ringing notifications. 

Bussy picks up a tablet and reads aloud. 

 

BUSSY 

Umm… report to homeroom for closing 

orientation immediately. Mandatory and 

immediate.  

 

MARKS 

Oh, fuck this. Fuck all of this. 

 

INK 

I seriously can’t wrap my head around 

this right now. 

 

WENDY 
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I can’t even say that this is a joke. 

This is pure insanity. 

 

MARKS 

Not happening. I’m not fucking going. 

 

Over Marks’ shoulder, the open exit door can be seen. Shadows 

start darting around the hallway outside of the door. 

 

Apparently seeing this, Wendy jumps back. 

 

WENDY 

What was that? 

 

INK 

What? 

 

WENDY 

Look into the hall. 

 

The group looks towards the exit and startle at the darting 

shadows. 

 

 

MARKS 

Oh, we are supposed to walk into that 

fucking hell now? 

 

Marks begins pacing around the common room. 

 

MARKS 

Nope. Nope. Not fucking happening. 

 

The tablets ring a notification again. Bussy reads aloud. 

 

BUSSY 

This is not a request. Report to your 

homeroom or you will all be escorted. 

Mandatory and immediate. 

 

MARKS 

Let them fucking escort me. 

 

At this, a loud rumbling comes from the doorway as shadows flood 

the exit and start creeping in around the doorway edges. 

 

Wendy steps over to Marks and places a hand on his shoulder. 



 111 

 

WENDY 

Marks, look, we are all freaked out… 

 

INK 

…For pretty good fucking reason. 

 

WENDY 

But I think we should just go. 

 

BUSSY 

Come on Marks. Who knows what will 

happen if we don’t listen to it. 

 

MARKS 

And who knows what will happen if we 

do? 

 

INK 

At least we may have a chance 

 

With a deep sigh, Marks wraps his arm around Wendy. Together, 

the group start walking towards the door. At the sight of the 

shadows, they hesitate and cower back a little. The shadows 

recede.  

 

INT. CHRYSALIS ACADEMY ACEDMEIC HALLWAY-EARLY MORNING 

 

The group walks down the hallway. Marks nudges the other 

students and whispers through a clenched jaw. 

 

MARKS 

Let’s make a break for it. 

 

BUSSY 

Are you serious? 

 

MARKS 

Yeah, right now… let’s just run for it. 

 

INK 

Look around, man. 

 

Ink gestures to the shadows pulsing and wrapping around the 

edges of the hallway as if guiding them. 

 

MARKS 
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Fuck it. Hit it with a light or 

something and then we run. 

 

SCORE 

Not a good idea. 

 

MARKS 

No one has anything better. 

 

WENDY 

Marks… 

 

MARKS 

Fuck it. 

 

Marks quickly turns in the other direction and makes a break for 

it. The other students turn to watch him in awe. Marks gets 5-10 

years back down the hallway. Suddenly, a shadowy tentacle like 

shape knocks Marks over. Immediately, shadowy appendages fall 

upon Mark, engulfing him, and drag him back to the group, 

throwing him at the rest of them. 

 

The group helps Marks to his feet. He is slightly beaten and 

bloody from the brief encounter. 

 

 

INK 

We are not making a break for it. 

 

BUSSY 

Clearly that isn’t going to work. 

 

WENDY 

Let’s just get to homeroom already. 

 

The shadows move in closer, narrowing the path the students have 

to walk in. The camera pans up, showing the shadows are already 

laid out, even creating a bend into the classroom. 

 

INT. HOMEROOM CLASSROOM- EARLY MORNING 

 

The students enter the classroom. The door immediately slams 

shut behind them. The board at the front of the room cuts to 

Professor Crowland’s face. Her head and mouth moves as if she is 

talking, but only static can be heard. The video feed begins 

cutting and glitching almost immediately.  
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The students are still huddled, standing at the front of the 

room. 

 

MARKS 

And here we go. 

 

INK 

This is getting a little repetitive, 

isn’t it? 

 

BUSSY 

At least a little change to the pattern 

would keep this whole thing a little 

fresher. 

 

WENDY 

I agree. 

 

SCORE 

Que lights and sirens. 

 

At this comment, the lights cut off as the red lights begin 

flashing and sirens begin blaring. The computerized voice of the 

PA system cuts through the sirens again. 

 

 

 

PA SYSTEM 

Lockdown. Lockdown. Remain calm. One 

won. Remain calm. Lockdown. Lockdown. 

 

The group springs into action. Marks begins barking out orders 

at the others. Dramatic, fast paced industrial music starts 

playing. 

 

MARKS 

Score, go do whatever to the door to 

get the keypad out again. Bussy, get 

your notebook ready. Ink… 

 

Score walks over to the door and rubs the handle like before. 

This time, no touchpad drops out. Score turns to face Marks. 

 

SCORE 

No touchpad this time. 

 

Marks stops his frantic movements and looks at Score confused. 
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MARKS 

What? Seriously? 

 

In disbelief, Marks storms over to the door and gently rubs the 

handles. Seeing nothing happen, he starts rubbing it more and 

more violently, eventually punching and kicking it. 

 

Score walks over to his desk and takes a seat. 

 

The PA system cuts through the sirens again. 

 

PA SYSTEM 

Lockdown. Lockdown. Remain calm. One 

won. Remain calm. Lockdown. Lockdown. 

 

Marks looks up to face the ceiling. 

 

MARKS 

Shut up. Shut up! Shut the fuck up! 

 

Ink, Bussy, and Wendy begin walking around the room, examining 

everything. Marks starts running around the room hitting things 

and flipping desks while still yelling. 

 

The music stops and there is a series of clicking noises. 

Everyone freezes and looks around to see gas pouring into the 

room. 

 

The fast paced industrial music starts again as Marks starts 

running around more frantically.  

 

MARKS 

I’ll get us out of here. 

 

Marks grabs one of the chairs and throws it against a window. 

The chair bounces off of it, causing no damage to the window. 

 

Marks looks at it confused before his expression turns to anger. 

He grabs the chair and begins smashing it against the window. 

After a few swings, the chair breaks in his hands with no damage 

done to the window. 

 

SCORE 

Calm down, Marks. Please. 

 

MARKS 
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No fucking way. There is no way you can 

just sit there calmly. 

 

SCORE 

It seems the best. 

 

Marks’ face glares over. The smoke is building up to waist 

level. Marks storms across the room at Score. Before Marks 

reaches him, the smoke and gases reaches over-head. 

 

Score sits in his seat, watching as Marks approaches him. Marks 

reaches Score and grabs at their shirt, attempting to pull them 

from their seat. 

 

Holding Score by the cuff of his shirt, Marks begins coughing. 

 

MARKS 

You had to have… something to… do with 

all… all of this. 

 

Marks continues coughing while trying to threaten Score. The 

smoke and gas gets so thick and heavy that it is hard to see 

more than a few feet into it. 

 

Eventually, Marks releases Score and grabs his own chest. Marks 

continues coughing as he falls to the ground rolling around, 

tossing and turning. 

 

Wendy, Bussy, and Ink approach Marks slowly. They crouch down, 

gently running their hands along his seizing and chocking body. 

They then move over to where Score sits and take seats around 

him. 

 

The four of them sit there as Marks seizes, screaming through 

coughs, on the ground. Marks body twists and contorts in odd and 

unnatural ways. His veins begin to strain and even burst as his 

eyes bulge out. Eventually, Marks contorted form falls lifeless. 

 

Wendy, Ink, and Bussy lean forward on their desks. Score sits 

just as calmly. They watch as Marks’ lifeless body begins 

immediately corroding from the inside. Quickly, nothing but a 

pile of torn and burnt flesh lays on the ground. 

 

Wendy, Ink, and Bussy stand up. They all take a moment to run 

their hands along Score’s helmet, looking at him with interest, 

before walking into the smoke and gas, out of sight. 
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Score sits in the seat calmly. They glance around the room 

before taking a deep breath and leaning back in their seat. 

 

From the front of the room, the silhouettes of Wendy, Bussy, and 

Ink become visible again. Watching them, they remove their 

clothes. Score sits in their seat calmly, just watching. The 

silhouettes of Wendy, Bussy, and Ink then begin tearing at 

themselves as if removing their own skin and flesh. 

 

Score sits calmly, watching. The silhouettes of Wendy, Bussy, 

and Ink continue tearing at themselves, eventually falling to 

the floor. Score continues to sit calmly. 

 

Eventually, three forms get up from where Wendy, Bussy, and Ink 

were. The three figures approach Score, who still sits calmly. 

 

Once close enough, the new figures are discernable.  

 

The figure that comes from Bussy is a strangely alien, overly 

feminine creature. She has incredibly, unnaturally smooth and 

lightly pink tinted skin. There are small, antelope-like horns 

protruding from her forehead. She is wearing no clothing. 

 

The figure that comes from Ink is a strangely alien, overly 

masculinized creature. He has rough and ridged, red tinted, 

scaly skin. There are large, ram-like horns protruding from his 

forehead. He is wearing no clothing. 

 

The figure that comes from Wendy is strangely alien with oddly 

extended appendages. It appears to be genderless. It has 

incredibly smooth, white skin with rough patches of thick, black 

scales. There are large antlers protruding from its forehead. It 

is wearing no clothing. 

 

The three figures approach Score and begin rubbing Score’s back. 

 

The smoke and gas begin receding from the room. Score looks up 

at them. They speak with distorted and layered versions of their 

previous voices. 

 

The sirens and red lights stop as the overhead lights cut back 

on. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

You have survived, Score. 

 

INK MONSTER 
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Calmly and with a level head, you have 

made it through. 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

It is amazing the things you have shown 

us. And it is amazing what we have left 

to show you. 

 

SCORE 

What is that? 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

The human existence is such a strange 

thing. 

 

INK MONSTER 

For millennia your very nature has been 

studied… 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

… and constantly an outlier, your kind 

aim to be. 

 

SCORE 

How is that? 

 

Bussy Monster 

Every time humanity finds the proper 

path… 

 

INK MONSTER 

… you find a way to detour yourselves… 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

… and take steps away from the truth. 

 

SCORE 

Please, explain more. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

Your kind… they define truth and peace… 

 

INK MONSTER 

… your species begins steps to success… 

 

WENDY MONSTER 
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… then you find a way to derail 

yourselves. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

And you celebrate such… 

 

INK MONSTER 

… in art and culture… 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

… you celebrate the outlier… 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

… good, bad, or indifferent. 

 

INK MONSTER 

You cheer for the underdog… 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

… and that is great for the creatures 

of change and progress… 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

… but as soon as culture and life 

begins real and true progress… 

 

INK MONSTER 

… the real monsters awake and pull the 

human existence off course… 

 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

… to the cheers of the masses. 

 

SCORE 

The real monsters? 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

You look upon us and see creatures… 

 

INK MONSTER 

…beasts… 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

… monsters. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 
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But we have done nothing that compares 

to what humans have done to themselves. 

 

INK MONSTER 

You suspected nothing when we looked 

like you… 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

… but now that we look like we really 

are, you fear us. No? 

 

SCORE 

You killed them. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

We did nothing of the sort. 

 

INK MONSTER 

We were present, yes. 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

But, the demons that took them were 

their own. 

 

SCORE 

And the meaning? 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

To understand humans. 

 

INK MONSTER 

To try and see it from their way. 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

From your way. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

Understanding different creatures and 

species is always so… odd. 

 

INK MONSTER 

The definition and importance they 

place on miniscule things. 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

And then change at will to fit some 

sort of narrative. 
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Bussy Monster, Ink Monster, and Wendy 

Monster 

A story in which the narrators 

alternate, cannot see the end, and the 

universe changes with them. 

 

SCORE 

Who’s your leader? 

 

The three monsters look to one another confused before looking 

back at score and speaking in unison. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER, WENDY MONSTER, AND INK 

MONSTER 

Leader? 

 

SCORE 

Who leads you? 

 

The three monsters look to one another even more confused again. 

They look back at Score and speak in unison again. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER, WENDY MONSTER, AND INK 

MONSTER 

Consciousness… Morality. 

 

Score looks up at the three in wonder. 

 

SCORE 

And what now? 

 

The PA system echoes through the room again. 

 

PA SYSTEM 

Score. Score. Report to the principal’s 

office. Score. Score. 

 

The three monsters step back and gesture Score to stand up. The 

homeroom door swings open. Score stands and looks around 

cautiously. The three monsters reassuringly place a hand on 

Score and walk them to the door. 

 

INT. STATION HALLWAY- INDETERMINENT TIME 

 

Score steps out into what was once the Chrysalis Academy hallway 

to find it to be a high tech space station hall. Score walks to 
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a window looking out into the depths of space across from the 

classroom. Score stands there, starring out in wonder and awe. 

 

The three monsters approach Score and stand with them, gazing 

into the wonders of space. A piece of space debris flies by with 

a brightly colored, blue tail. As the tail dies, a stellar 

explosion occurs in the distance, filling the space sky with 

bright pink shapes. 

 

Score stands there, just staring into the expanding wonders of 

space. The PA system cuts on again. 

 

PA SYSTEM 

Score. Score. Report to the principal’s 

office. Score. Score. 

 

The three monsters gesture for Score to get moving. Score steals 

once last glance out of the window as a multicolored nebula 

comes into view. 

 

Score and the three monsters walk down the hallway. Each window 

they pass briefly shows an awe inspiring astronomical event. 

Score continues trying to steal glances, but the monsters keep 

them on track. 

 

They reach a door across from another window looking into space 

that looks out of place. It still made of heavy wood with an 

engraved plaque that says “Principle” on it contrasted against 

the white, high tech, and futuristic space station. 

 

The monsters gesture towards the door. 

 

Score steps forward and knocks. The door swings open 

automatically. Score looks back at the three monsters. 

 

SCORE 

Come with me? 

 

The three monsters smile somberly. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

We cannot do that. 

 

INK MONSTER 

You must go on this one alone. 

 

WENDY MONSTER 
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But we will be right here waiting for 

you. 

 

SCORE 

I am nervous. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

There is no need to be nervous… 

 

INK MONSTER 

… there is no use being afraid… 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

… there is no reason to be frightened. 

 

Score takes a deep and reassuring breath before walking into the 

principal’s office. 

 

INT. PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE- INDETERMINENT TIME 

 

Score looks around the room. It is designed and furnished like a 

classic preparatory school principal’s office; large, wooden 

furniture, two chairs in front of a desk, walls covered in books 

that the titles and authors are written in different languages 

(human and non-human). There is a window behind the principal’s 

desk looking into the vastness of space. 

 

Hesitantly, Score takes a seat in front of the desk. They sit 

there in silence, looking around for a moment. There is no one 

else in the room. 

 

Suddenly, a shadow shifts in the corner. Score is startled by 

this. Sitting there, Score watches as shadows start darting 

around the room.  

 

Slowly, more and more shadows fill the edges of the room. The 

shadows start converging together.  

 

As a singular, fluid object, the shadows approach Score.  

 

Score shakes a little, but remains in their seat. 

 

The shadow falls upon Score and everything fades to black. 

 

EXT. UNKNOWN LANDSCAPE 
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In an ever-stretching blackness, the figure of Score fades into 

view; small as if very far away. It looks as if Score is 

standing in a dark room with only a faint light radiating from 

around their feet.  

 

In the darkness, Score turns around in place, looking for 

anything. The camera spins around with Score as they stand alone 

in the darkness. 

 

Suddenly, Score and the camera stop. Just to the left, a small 

light becomes visible.  Score and the camera slowly turns to 

face the light. 

 

Score stands in the dark, looking at the light. After a moment 

of this kind of stare-down, Score takes a deep breath and a step 

forward. 

 

At this first step towards the light, this small, faint light 

rushes forward. This single point rapidly grows and expands like 

a cone, quickly focusing in on Score and filling the room. A 

blinding light fills the screen. 

 

The light fades a little to make it visible again. The camera 

focuses on Score’s face as their head darts around in wonder. 

 

The camera pans around to behind Score showing the awe inspiring 

vortex and cataclysm of shapes and light stretching out before 

Score. 

 

Score floats in this cacophony of expressional and 

astrologically beauty for a moment. 

 

Within the colors and shapes, shadows start darting around, 

jumping between and behind the colors and shapes as if they are 

physically layered. Score seems to not notice these shadows 

working their way back towards a far off focal point behind the 

small, single light. 

 

All of the small shadows start flooding back to this point 

behind the light. They seem to build, creating a dark hue behind 

the light shaping a bipedal creature. 

 

A somewhat disembodied voice resonates from this dark figure 

behind the light. 

 

VOICE 

Score. 
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SCORE 

Yes. 

 

VOICE 

You have arrived. 

 

SCORE 

Arrived? 

 

VOICE 

At this point in time and space. The 

pieces of the ever-expanding universe 

have culminated to this single 

instance. 

 

SCORE 

Yes. 

 

VOICE 

We welcome you. 

 

SCORE 

Who? 

 

VOICE 

Who are we? 

 

SCORE 

Yes. 

 

VOICE 

We are consciousness. We are morality. 

We are God. 

 

SCORE 

God? 

 

VOICE 

That is a title that you are somewhat 

familiar with, yes? 

 

SCORE 

Yes. 

 

VOICE 

You have passed through. 
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SCORE 

Passed? 

 

VOICE 

The human project… your species’ chrysalis.  

 

SCORE 

Project? 

 

VOICE 

It has led to strange and unexpected 

results. 

 

SCORE 

Unexpected? 

 

VOICE 

That is an oversight on our part. 

 

SCORE 

Oversight? 

 

VOICE 

It is not a good thought to enter an 

experiment with preconceived notions. 

That creates too much room for error by 

bias. 

 

SCORE 

Bias. 

 

VOICE 

Yes… yes… you still have much to learn. 

But there is time for that. So very 

much time. 

 

SCORE 

Why? 

 

VOICE 

Why observe and study the different 

species of this and all universes? 

 

SCORE 

Yes. 
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VOICE 

Why not? 

 

SCORE 

Now? 

 

VOICE 

Well, now we have collected our 

results. 

 

SCORE 

And? 

 

VOICE 

So inquisitive. 

 

SCORE 

And… 

 

VOICE 

Why do you think you are the one that 

made it to this point? Not any of the 

others. 

 

SCORE 

Demons. 

 

VOICE 

That is one way to put it. 

 

SCORE 

Why? 

 

VOICE 

Can a computer code erase the parts of 

it that it no longer wants? 

 

SCORE 

No. 

 

VOICE 

Really? There are no machine that can 

edit their own code as desired? 

 

SCORE 

No. 
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VOICE 

And how has your past hindered you thus 

far? 

 

SCORE 

Non-machine. 

 

VOICE 

Organic components operated by a 

motherboard of muscle. 

 

SCORE 

Non-machine. 

 

VOICE 

A series of components and a component 

of a series. 

 

SCORE 

How? 

 

VOICE 

Look to the human iris and a crab 

nebula. Or deoxyribonucleic acid and a 

helix nebula. Or further still, a brain 

cell and the universe you live in 

 

SCORE 

Non-machine. 

 

VOICE 

A rose by any other name… 

 

SCORE 

Machine? 

 

VOICE 

You are a wise, young one. You see what 

it is that we mean. 

 

 

SCORE 

Yes? 

 

The dark hue begins reaching a hand out from beyond the light. 

This strangely contorted appendage reaches, casting over the 

light, color, and shapes. 
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Score floats in place, their head darting around, as the hand 

falls upon them, engulfing them in darkness. 

 

INT. PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE- INDETERMINANT TIME 

 

Coming to, Score is sitting in the chair in the principal’s 

office. Slowly, Score shakes their head as if waking up before 

getting up and walking to the door, opening it. 

 

INT. STATION HALLWAY- INDETERMINENT TIME 

 

The three monsters stand in the hallway, anxiously waiting for 

Score to return. 

 

As Score steps out of the office, the three monsters seem 

excited. They rush around Score and begin asking questions. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

How was it? 

 

INK MONSTER 

How do you feel? 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

Are you doing okay? 

 

SCORE 

I… I… I… 

 

BUSSY MONSTER, WENDY MONSTER, AND INK 

MONSTER 

Yes? 

 

SCORE 

I believe that I understand it. 

 

The three monsters seems almost giddy and giggly.  

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

We are so proud of you, Score. 

 

INK MONSTER 

I knew that I saw something in you. 

 

WENDY MONSTER 
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You were clearly the one from the 

beginning. 

 

The three monsters get a little more calm and nervous. Slowly, 

they lean in to Score. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

So… can we see? 

 

INK MONSTER 

See you, that is. 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

The real you. Underneath. 

 

Score glances around hesitantly. Slowly, Score walks over to the 

window and watch as a star cluster gives way to a planetary 

nebula. Cautiously, Score turns back to face the three monsters 

and nods. 

 

The three monsters approach Score. All three of them reach out 

and unlatch the helmet on Score’s head. Brightly colored, thin 

gases and glitter float into the air. 

 

As the helmet comes off, all of Score’s clothing falls to the 

floor. The monsters look at it hesitantly before shifting the 

clothing out of the way. Underneath it all lays a pile of 

brightly colored flesh, ooze, and glitter. 

 

The three monsters fall back from it, gripping their chests. 

Slowly, they lean back towards the pile of oozy, colorful, and 

glittered flesh. 

 

BUSSY MONSTER 

I cannot believe it. 

 

INK MONSTER 

Just look at it. 

 

WENDY MONSTER 

The colors and flesh. 

 

 

BUSSY MONSTER, WENDY MONSTER, AND INK 

MONSTER 

It is just so beautiful. 
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The camera pans across the awe inspired faces of the monster to 

the office behind them, across the colorful flesh pile, and to 

the window.  

 

The camera moves further out of the window to show the expanses 

of space. Far off in the distance, the planet Earth can be made 

out.  

 

A fresh cosmic pattern tears open near Earth as a large, boney, 

tentacle-like appendage stretches out of it. 
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