INT. AIDEN'S BEDROOM - MORNING





The door quietly creaks open and Aiden comes inside, inspecting everything carefully. BLAIR lies inert on the bed. 





Aiden approaches his dresser drawer and places the love spell candle onto it - hiding it behind several other objects. He pauses, turns to go... but something catches his eye. 





THE WINDOW BLINDS slowly ascend, like a cluttering layer peeling itself off of the glass windows. Sunlights pours into the room. 





Everything's silent. 





AIDEN'S POV: He looks outside... a gentle breeze slightly sways the large trees lining the streets. Leaves scatter across the roads... almost as if they're moving by themselves...





ON BLAIR as he sighs quietly, half-asleep, mumbling to himself indescribably. AIDEN lifts up the covers and silently slips inside. 


He cuddles up to Blair, closing his eyes tight. He sighs. 





					BLAIR


				(eyes still closed; low)


			Can't sleep?





					AIDEN


			No. 





Neither of them open their eyes or do anything to try and get out of bed. Neither of them want to. 





					BLAIR


			Bad dream?





					AIDEN


			Bad doesn't even begin to describe


			it. 





Blair places his protectively around Aiden. 





					BLAIR


			You wanna talk about it?


	


					AIDEN


			No. Let's just stay like this.





And they do. 





					AIDEN (V.O.)


				(overlapping)


			The most important aspect of magick


			that everyone must heed when performing


			spells or techniques...





										FADE TO





INT. CLASSROOM - AFTERNOON





Aiden stands in front of a non-descript class of students, reading aloud a carefully rehearsed oral presentation. The teacher, Mrs. Strumos, sits at the rear of the room, evulating him. 





					AIDEN


			...is that there must always be 


			balance in the Universal. Elementals


			and familiars are another way in


			which magickians and witches achieve


			balance. 





PAN ACROSS THE CLASSROOM some students sit, listen intently, some are bored, some are sleeping, some are mocking him. 





					AIDEN (O.S.)


			Shielding, energy spheres, levitation


			and power groundings are examples of


			techniques used through Internal or


			Universal energy. 





The CAMERA settles back on him. 





					AIDEN 


			Spells such as The Mayan Protection


			incantation require intense concentration


			in order to bring about defense.


			But this must be counterbalanced by


			the Universe creating something that


			the magickian must ultimately defend


			him or herself against. The consequences


			of many spells that are not properly


			executed are often dire. 


				(pauses)


			Anytime energy is being used, or focused


			by the physical being, a person needs to


			make their self as available to the 


			Universal Energy Vibration as possible,


			and to focus happens to be the easiest


			way to achieve it for magick. Thank 


			you. 





Minimal applause. Aiden looks slightly exempted.





					MRS. STRUMOS


			Very informative, Mr. Dark. Anyone


			have any questions?





A student raises his hand. Mrs. Strumos nods. 





					MIGUEL


			Yeah. I have one.


				(looks directly at Aiden)


			What the fuck are you talking


			about?





The majority of the class laughs. Aiden opens his mouth, but can't find the words to say. 





					MRS. STRUMOS


				(nonplused)


			Uh, Mr. Cooper, that was not 


			appropriate.





Aiden looks stung. Quietly, he retreats back to his seat. Ironically enough, it's right beside Miguel himself. 





					MIGUEL


				(mock-enthusiasm)


			No, really. That was good. Very


			good. 





					AIDEN


				(disturbingly viscious)


			Don't. 





His sudden coldness scares even Miguel himself. There's an unearthly disbelief in the air.





					MIGUEL


				(a little stunned)


			So he finally bites back.





Aiden looks at Miguel with a substancial amount of harshness. 





INT. SCIENCE CLASS - A LITTLE LATER





Filled with students chatting with their lab groups rather than doing any work. Everyone, of course, except for AIDEN, who sits alone in the back of the class, near the door. Some TEACHER is at the front of the room, doing paperwork feverishly, oblivious to his students.





Aiden tries his best to finish off his homework, but his mind wanders. His subtley pale skin has become even more pallid.





					TEACHER


			Alright, who wants to take the


			attendance down?





Several students, keen on the idea of missing class, shoot their hands up immediately. Aiden just stays hidden amoung the masses. The Teacher scans through several of the kids, singling out the distraught boy.


	


					TEACHER


			Mr. Aiden Dark. Would you like 


			to bring it to the office?





The students groan. He nods slowly, walking towards the front desk, eyes watery. Aiden gathers the attendance papers. The teacher flashes him a curious gaze.





					TEACHER


			Something wrong, Mr. Dark?





					AIDEN


			No. Nothing's wrong.





He speaks with a ghostly, almost inaudible voice. 





					TEACHER


			You look pretty sick. Do you 


			feel nauseous?





					AIDEN


				(firmer)	


			I'm fine, dammit!





He turns and heads toward the door hurriedly, followed by many prying eyes of his classmates. They just shrug collectively; continuing their inane conversations.





EXT. OFFICE - INT. HALLWAY - 1ST FLOOR





Aiden exits the office, having finished delivering the attendance sheets. The halls are empty and bare, save for a couple of students jigging class. 





He walks a little down the corridor, until he comes upon the Boy's Washroom.





INT. BOY'S WASHROOM - SAME





Aiden enters quietly, making sure that the closing door doesn't make a sound. The washroom is large and spacious, a row of sinks under one large mirror on oneside, and a row of stalls and urinals on the other. 





He shuffles toward a sink, staring at his sullen, watery eyes looking back at him in the mirror. Sniffling, he reaches for a paper towel.





CREEEAAAAKKKK...





...





Aiden pivots, his eyes moving towards the line of stalls. One stall-door is slowly opening, all by itself.





CRREEEAAAAKKKK...





Two more stall doors. Three more. All of them are wide open. Aiden runs to them, looking within each booth, finding nothing but a toilet and a roll of toilet paper. 





BLAM!!





In perfect sympatico, all stall doors SLAM SHUT -- at the very same moment, the very same nanosecond. A strangely harsh symphony. He JUMPS BACK, his heart leaping into his throat. 





					WHISPERY VOICE


				(faintly)


			Aiiiiideeeennn...





Aiden SPINS AROUND, facing the huge mirror. The voice has sprung up out of nowhere. Within seconds, a watery film of perspiration materializes onto the MIRROR. He backs away slowly, the boy's breathing becoming faster and more erratic.





					AIDEN


			No.





An invisible finger suddenly begins writing WORDS frantically on the perspiration-ridden mirror. AIDEN stands; pale, sweaty and inert. 





We see... the words... are... 'OD   T   HOL


					   U    HIS


						TI '      ?





					WHISPERY VOICE


				(threateningly; louder)


			To the forests, to the forests,


			off yee riding red.





The voice itself is so intimidating, so completely out-of-the-blue-scary that it takes a while for the still AIDEN to react. 





WHAM! He SMASHES himself through the exit bathroom door, running into the hallway, SCREAMING with terror. 





The CAMERA pans back to the mirror. The invisible finger seems to be adding more letters to the words... 





INT. PRINCIPAL'S OFFICE - LATE AFTERNOON





Cramped, yet strangely comfortable. Walls are filled with credintials. PRINCIPAL FARBER, 50s, greying, mature, and soft-spoken, sits at his desk, his arms crossed. 





Sitting at a chair pulled up to Principal Farber's desk is Aiden, looking disturbed and baffled. His eyes raw and wide.





					PRINCIPAL FARBER


			I contacted your mother in Tokyo. 


			It ran up the school phone bill;


			but we contacted her none the less.


			She's very, very concerned.





Aiden looks at his lap. He says nothing.





					PRINCIPAL FARBER


			I can arrange an appointment with


			your Guidance Counselor, if you wish.


			Maybe he can help you figure some


			things out, until your mother returns.


			Would you like that, Aiden?





Slowly, he shakes his head "no". A beat.





					PRINCIPAL FARBER


			Would you like to talk to me instead?





Aiden shakes his head again. 





					PRINCIPAL FARBER


			Would you like to go home?





He nods for once, his eyes still trained onto his lap. Aiden clutches his backpack in his hands. 





					PRINCIPAL FARBER


			Very well. 





The Principal reaches for a notepad on his desk and scribbles something down onto it in a slapdash manner. He rips the paper away from the pad and hands it to Aiden.





					PRINCIPAL FARBER


			Just give that to the secretary


			and you'll be free to go.





										FADE TO





INT. BOY'S WASHROOM - CLOSE UP - THE MIRROR





Finally, the word is complete:   GOD   WONT   HOLD


						YOU    THIS


						   TIME 





A meaningful beat, then...





										CUT TO





EXT. ALBERT CAMPBELL - MOMENTS LATER





Aiden steps out onto the lonely courtyard. A chilling breeze passes by, causing him to stiffen up. Silent, he walks quickly, putting distance between himself and the school.





					BLAIR (O.S.)


			Hey, kid.





The boy spins around. BLAIR stands a couple of feet away from him, his hands buried in his pockets. A pensive look on his face. Aiden is stunned.





					AIDEN


			Bl.. Blair. You're here.





					BLAIR


				(walking closer)


			Yeah. Got off work early. Figured


			I'd drop by... you know... 


			See how things are going. I was


			just waiting out here until class


			would be over for the day...





Aiden's blank face suddenly fills with emotion. 





					AIDEN


			You were waiting for me.


				(registers it)


			For me. 


	


					BLAIR


			Brilliant deduction. 


				(pause)


			What's wrong? Why are you out so


			early?





A beat.





					AIDEN


			Can we... talk someplace else?





					BLAIR


				(concerned)


			Sure.





										FADE TO





INT. CAFE - A LITTLE LATER





A cute little coffee-shop located in the mall across from Albert Campbell. Moderately busy. Blair and Aiden occupy a booth deep inside. 


Blair stirs a cappuchino, Aiden remains dry.





					BLAIR


			You sure you dont want anything?





					AIDEN


			I told you. I dont have any money.





					BLAIR


			Well, that's ok. I dont mind paying


			for you. What do you fancy? Coffee,


			a biscotti, maybe one of those chic


			iced caffeine thingies they serve


			in plastic cups...





					AIDEN


			Dont. I just feel... dirty when 


			someone pays for something for me.


			Just feels dishonest.


				(pause)


			And since when do you say 'fancy'?





Blair almost smiles, his eyes scanning Aiden's. 





					BLAIR


			So you gonna tell me why you're


			off school early?





					AIDEN


			You dont care.





					BLAIR


			Of course I do. You aint skipping


			school, are you?





					AIDEN


			No.


				(sighs)


			Can we talk about something else?





					BLAIR


			Fine. That's fine. 


				(beat)


			Oh, and the next meeting is Thursday.


			The schedule's so screwy nowadays...


			I'd say the pressure's finally


			getting to Geen. Whatever that


			means. Make sure you tell Miguel.





A beat. Aiden glances up. Blair realizes.





					BLAIR


			Oh! Uh... I mean... I'll tell


			Miguel myself.





Blair sips his coffee. Aiden clears his throat self-consciously. 





					AIDEN


			Can I ask you something?





					BLAIR


			Go ahead.





					AIDEN


			Do you...





He stops himself, biting his lower lip. Blair raises an eyebrow.





					BLAIR


			Do I what?





					AIDEN


			Nothing. It was stupid.


	


					BLAIR


			Nothing that you say is stupid.


			That's bullocks. Just ask me.





A long moment. Aiden's a ball of tension.





					AIDEN


			Do you love me?





His eyes finally make contact with Blair's. Aiden seems to hold his gaze for a long time, before Blair finally responds.


	


					BLAIR


			I...





Nobody says anything. For a long time, all we hear is the din of the coffee shop. 





					AIDEN		


				(desperate)


			A simple yes or no would suffice.





					BLAIR


			I... Aiden. I...


				(lower)


			Of course I do. 





...





					AIDEN


			You... do?





					BLAIR


			I know I've only known you for,


			like a week... but... I feel it,


			kid. I really do. 


				(pause)


			Define 'love'?





					AIDEN


				(trying to breathe)


			To have a deep, tender, ineffable 


			feeling of affection and solicitude 


			towards a person?


				(beat)


			...strictly friends-wise. 





					BLAIR


			Well, yeah. Of course. You're nice,


			and smart, and... and your diction


			is WAY beyond the strict boundaries


			of a normal 15 year old.


				(pause)


			In fact, you're *not* a normal	


			fifteen year old.





					AIDEN


				(awkwardly)


			And we all know how much a brooding


			teenager needs to hear *that*...





					BLAIR


			No! No, I meant... I don't mean to


			go all ageist on you here, but


			15 year olds are mostly concerned


			with their hair, or how their lip


			gloss looks, or who they wanna 	


			screw at the next Halloween hoot-en-


			nanny. 





					AIDEN


				(amused)


			Hootenanny?





					BLAIR


				(CONTD)


			But you're not like that. You...


			you think about things, that, that


			I haven't started thinking about


			'till I turned 20. You're, you're


			remarkabale. Unbelieveable, even. 





Aiden is speechless. 





The sweet moment is only broken by several COFFEE CUPS suddenly being hurled against a side wall off into the rear cafe. They SHATTER into a million pieces of glass, startling everybody. We see no indication of the person who threw them... if it was indeed a person who threw them.





Several employees scramble to clean the mess up. 





After the momentary distraction, they turn back towards each other. 


	


					BLAIR


			Are these feelings reciprocated?





					AIDEN


				(lost in the moment)


			Well... they are. Very much so.


			But... do you not feel weird for


			expressing love to a, well, a


			gay teenager?





					BLAIR


			I'm not like most people, kid. 


			I'm certain you've already


			figured that out. And I told you


			already... I don't have a


			problem with it, at all.





Aiden smiles at this.


	


					AIDEN


			Why can't everyone else be like


			you?





Blair smiles, too. He shrugs nonchalantly. 





					BLAIR


			Then the world'd be a damn boring


			place. 





					AIDEN


				(optimistic)


			Yeah... but it'd be a nice, gothy,


			unhomophobic place.





Aiden moves his hands under the table, we see him fidgeting with them. 





					BLAIR


				(sadly)


			Sucks, huh. 


	


					AIDEN


				(low)


			Major... suckage. 





					BLAIR


			I know that something else is


			bothering you now. Something


			you haven't mentioned yet.


				(urging)


			Wanna let me in on it?





Moving his eyes toward Blair's once more, Aiden's face falls.





					AIDEN


				(under his breath)


			Something very wrong is happening


			to me, Blair.





Blair leans forward, his interest piqued. He glances around the cafe, before returning to Aiden.





					BLAIR


				(whispering)


			Let me know what's wrong. I wont


			tell a soul. 


	


Aiden smiles weakly as Blair holds up his pinky -- a truce. They look at each other. 





					BLAIR


			Ok?





Drawing in a breath, they do a little 'pinky-swear'. They sit in silence, until...





					AIDEN


			I think some things are


			following me around.





					BLAIR


			What? What kinds of things?





					AIDEN


				(a beat)


			Bad things. 





Blair stares at the tired, younger teenager sitting before him.





					BLAIR


			Help me out here, Aiden. I


			cant read your mind. 


				(pause)


			You doing drugs? Shit, kid.





					AIDEN	


			It's not drugs, Blair. It's


			something else. Something I 


			cant see.  





					BLAIR


				(lower)


			Then what is it? Is it ghosts?


			Those three ghosts that followed


			you around when you were little?


	


					AIDEN	


				(shaking his head)


			It's... different. It feels different.


			The spirit, it, it feels trapped.


			Like it's snared in one place, and it's


			reaching out to me. I thought, maybe,


			it could be my... subconscious or


			something. But I dont think my mind


			is capable of... 





					BLAIR


			Of what?





Aiden glances off into the distance. His POV: a couple of waitresses cleaning up the shattered glass. 





					AIDEN


				(ponders for a moment)


			I think that... I think that my


			mind is, is spiraling. Everything


			around me, it's... insane. Nothing


			makes sense anymore. It's like


			I'm trapped. On earth. And I want


			to get out.


				(pause)


			And now I'm going crazy.





Aiden looks at Blair's caring eyes. He stares at him for a long time. A silent tension consumes both of them. 





					BLAIR


			Hey. Kid. You're not crazy.


			Maybe it is a spirit. Or


			maybe you were right, perhaps


			your mind was manifesting... some


			sort of ghost to try and tell you	


			something.





A beat.





					AIDEN


				(considers that)


			Yeah, but, I mean, this is the


			real world. Sure, we belong to


			a group dedicated to other-worldly	


			things, but, ghosts, purely, are


			just the spirits of deadies who haven't


			crossed over yet. My mind couldn't


			possibly...





					BLAIR


				(stops him)


			Aiden. You told me yesterday, that


			after every spell, every ritual


			and every chant you do, you work


			on sharpening the psychic aspect


			of the brain. *Your* brain. 





					AIDEN


			Well, yes...	


			


					BLAIR


			And is it working?





					AIDEN


			Sort of. I can do very, very weak


			telekinesis if I concentrate extremely


			hard.


				(meek)


			For an hour. But, I'll be doing 


			better soon. I read somewhere that


			sometimes hightening emotions 


			trigger forms of ESP...





Blair reels, unsure of how to handle this. Aiden lowers his gaze to the table.





					AIDEN


			You think I'm an idiot.





Another beat. Blair pours on the big-brotherness, speaking with extremely controlled words.





					BLAIR


			Look at me. 


				(he does)


			I'd never, ever think that about


			you.





					AIDEN


				(sighs)


			I heard it talking. It was so


			clear... like he or she was standing


			next to me. It was rather...


			visceral. 





					BLAIR


			Can you hear it now?





					AIDEN


			No... it's kind of on and off. Mostly


			when I'm really stressed out. 


		


					BLAIR


			Well, that could be it. Stress.





					AIDEN	


			Stress? That's your magical answer?


			The reason why I've been haunted for


			the last 9 years of my existence? 


			Because I'm too fucking neurotic to 


			handle every day life?





Blair bites his lower lip, trying to find more words to say. Anything.





					BLAIR


			I didn't meant that.





					AIDEN


				(apologetic)


			I know... I'm sorry. I'm just


			really, really confused.


				(low)


			And afraid.





					BLAIR


				(frowning)


			We'll figure this thing out...


			together. Ok?





Aiden nods silently, looking at Blair's coffee cup. We can tell by his eyes that there's something intense going on in his mind. 





					AIDEN


			Okay. What can't we face if 	


			we're together?





Blair smiles sweetly at this.





										FADE TO





INT. GENIE'S BEDROOM - THE NEXT MORNING





Genie stirs in her messy, unmade bed. Her room isn't anything to shout about, in terms of cleanliness. 





Her radio alarm springs to life.





					RADIO DJ (V.O.)


			...7:46 am, and here's Stabbing


			Westward. "Save yourself."





The rock music booms through the tiny speaker in the radio. It's too loud. GENIE awakes hesitantly because of this. Her messy hair covers her face. Her eyes are glazed over. Not quite the morning person.





					BLAIR (O.S.)


			Geen, get your ass in gear. 





A moment.





					GENIE


				(cranky)


			Blair?





INT. GENIE'S LOFT - LIVING ROOM - CONTD





BLAIR lounges around in the living area, his feet up on the glass coffee table. He munches on an apple passively.





GENIE trudges inside, wrapping her bathrobe around her shivering body. She resembles a slightly prettier Bride of Frankenstein. 





					GENIE


			Not that I don't mind my little


			brother breaking and entering


			into my apartment - but what the


			hell are you doing here?





					BLAIR


				(mouth full of apple)


			Ok. First: breaking and entering?


			You gave me a key. 





					GENIE


			No I didn't.


	


					BLAIR


				(pauses)


			Well I borrowed one. And secondly:


			there's family business that needs


			tending to. Remember?


	


					GENIE


			That's today?





Blair nods boredly. 





					BLAIR


			Figured if we get their early, it'd


			be done and over with and I wont


			be spending all day with that thousand


			swords-of-fire-stomach-stabbing type


			of feeling.


	


					GENIE


			Some people call that diarrhea. 





					BLAIR


			And some people just went to a


			scary visual place.


				(gestures to himself)


			Me, for instance. Now get your


			ass in gear. Pwease?	


			


Genie groans, rubbing the morning crust out of her eyes. She lurches towards the kitchen.





					GENIE


			Just because you're apprehensive


			about VISITING OUR DAMN PARENTS


			doesn't mean I am.





					BLAIR


			Replace 'apprehensive' with


			'discomforted' and 'horrifyingly	


			horrified'. 





She exits off frame, into the kitchen. We hear some cups and spoons being moved around. Blair takes another big bite out of the apple.





					GENIE (O.S.)


			How's Aiden doing?





					BLAIR


			He's... Aiden. 





					GENIE (O.S.)


			Interpret, please.





					BLAIR


				(controlled)


			He's doing fine. I think school's


			really getting to him, though.	





					GENIE (O.S.)


			Poor kid. I just hope he doesn't


			use magick to make his grades


			better... his spells usually reverse


			or don't work at all.





Genie leans into the living room. 





					GENIE


			Don't tell him I said that. 





										CUT TO





INT. AIDEN'S FOYER - AFTERNOON - SAME





The doorbell chimes brightly, ringing through the house. AIDEN hurries into frame, opening the door quickly. 





ZELDA stands on the front porch, clutching a bag of magickal supplies in her arms. She smiles sweetly. 





					ZELDA


			You're occult shop has arrived.





					AIDEN


			Hi Zelda. Come in. 





										FADE TO





INT. AIDEN'S ROOM - LATER





They sit crosslegged on the floor. The room is lit only be a smorgasboard of candles of all shapes, sizes and colours. 





Zelda is taking colored sand and funneling it into a small glass vial with a paper funnel. Aiden arranges candles around various magickal items in a circle. 





					AIDEN


			Sorry for the short notice. But


			you're the only person I know that's 


			done this before. 





					ZELDA


			Well, I appreciate your calling. 


			But I gotta warn ya... these reversal


			spells can go wrong. It all depends


			on how well you performed the 


			original spell. 





					AIDEN


			I know. You gave me that extremely


			involving 2 hour lecture on the phone.





					ZELDA


			You thought it was involving?





					AIDEN


			Sarcasm.





					ZELDA


				(sighs)


			Aiden, sarcasm is the lowest form of


			humor. 





					AIDEN


				(obviously feigned)


			Fine. Sorry.





Zelda grabs her bag and begins fishing out supplies. 





					ZELDA


			Now, you said you performed a 


			Binding Affection Spell. Mayan


			or Aarabic?





					AIDEN


			Mayan.





					ZELDA


			Ok. I'm going to need that


			candle you used and four 


			bloodstones. 





Aiden gets up and grabs the red love spell candle from his dresser drawer and hands it to Zelda. He goes OFF SCREEN to search for his vial of bloodstones. 





					ZELDA


			You know, these mayan-type


			incantations are really sensitive.


			What's the text that you used?





					AIDEN (O.S.)


			Uh... it's in the book next to


			you. 


			


Zelda looks beside and grabs "Chrome's Book of Spells and Charms". Flips through the pages... comes upon the one of concern. Her eyes skim down the words. 





					ZELDA


			Well, looks like ya did everything


			right. 





Aiden comes back to the circle, placing the bloodstones carefully onto four points of a wooden pentacle.





					AIDEN


			Good. 





					ZELDA


			When did you perform this, exactly?





					AIDEN


				(tries to remember)


			Oh uh... it was a Friday. Around


			11 pm.





Zelda looks up at the boy with wide, incredulous eyes. Aiden, confused, stares back at her. 





					AIDEN


			What?





					ZELDA


			I... said this spell was very


			sensitive. If, if do only one


			TINY thing wrong, the spell


			won't work.





					AIDEN


				(trite)


			You said I did everything correctly.





					ZELDA


				(looks at the book)


			It says here you're supposed to


			perform the spell on friday BEFORE


			dawn, not near midnight.





Beat. Aiden can hardly speak.





					AIDEN


				(dry)


			Before dawn?





					ZELDA


			Yeah! Oh, Aid, I'm so glad we dont


			have to do a reversal anymore. 


			They give me cramps. 


	


					AIDEN	


				(still not believing it)


			Wait - wait - wait. Wait. WAIT.


			You're saying... the spell didn't


			work?





					ZELDA


			Right. This type of magick is


			extremely, extremely precise. 


			It's like... it's like the spell


			never happened.





The CAMERA pulls in tight on Aiden's face as this revelation registers into his mind. He looks aghast, staring into nothing. And with utmost gut-wrenching shock:





					AIDEN


			Oh shit.	





