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Teaser





INT. MIGUEL'S DORM ROOM - NIGHT





Miguel takes a step forward, gently, a great tenderness in his eyes. He speaks with a macho-like passion. 





					MIGUEL


			If I profane with my unworthiest


			hand. This holy shrine, the gentle


			fine is this: My lips, two blushing


			pilgrims, ready stand to smooth


			that rough touch with a gentle


			kiss. 





WIDER - revealing who he's talking to... Aiden. He looks a little nervous. 





					AIDEN


				(a little woodenly)


			Good pilgrim, you do wrong your


			hand too much, which mannerly


			devotion shows in this; For


			saints have...


				(memory lapse)


			...uh, hands that pilgrims'


			hands do touch. And palm to


			palm is holy palmer's kiss. 





They join hands, palm-to-palm. 





					MIGUEL


			Have not saints lips, and holy


			palmers too?





					AIDEN


				(loosening up)


			Ay, pilgrim, lips that they


			must use in prayer.





					MIGUEL


			O, then, dear saint, let lips


			do what hands do; They pray,


			grant thou, lest faith turn to


			dispair. 





					AIDEN


				(now into it)


			Saints do not move, though grant


			for prayer's sake. 





					MIGUEL


				(moves very close


				to Aiden)


			Then move not, while my prayer's


			effect I take. Thus from my lips, 


			by thine, my sin is purged. 





A beat as they awkwardly stand in silence. Aiden puts on a huge smile.





					AIDEN


			We can skip the kissing part.


				(then)	


			So how was I?





They break apart finally. 





					MIGUEL


			Oh, you were, uh, you were --


			better than last time.





					AIDEN


			Well, I don't have any intention


			of one-upping Claire Danes,


			but I wasn't that bad. Was I?





					MIGUEL


			No. You weren't.





					AIDEN


			But you, you were a kick ass


			Romeo! 


	


					MIGUEL


				(smiles)


			I did a huge project on it in


			Grade 12... I'm kinda into this


			stuff. 





Aiden flops down on Miguel's bed, grabbing his cliff's notes version of Romeo and Juliet. He flips through the pages.





					MIGUEL


			What's with you being the 


			fairer sex, anyway?


	


					AIDEN


			Huh? Oh, my teacher, Mr. Larsky,


			is having all the guys practice


			being Juliet and all the girls


			practice being Romeo. I guess


			he's going through that "gender-


			bending" stage of his mid-life


			crisis. It's kinda sad.


				(smiles)


			But good for me. I'd rather


			be courted by a Romeo than court 


			a Juliet. Or something.





Miguel, tired and achey, crashes down beside him. 





					MIGUEL	


			And what's the news with the


			Rocker Stalker? Anything new?





					AIDEN


			He knows my name. 





Pause.





					MIGUEL


			Oh. That's not creepy at all.





					AIDEN


			It's also not what you think. 


			He's very sweet... and I'm


			thinking he's going through 


			the same thing I am now.





					MIGUEL


			Which would be what? Is he


			gay, too?





A moment as Aiden goes all I'll-Never-Tell and begins gathering up his things, nervously. 





					AIDEN


			Well, you know, all that normal


			teen angst stuff. I gotta jet.


			Mom-son stuff. 	


				(then)	


			Thanks for helping me practice.


			I woulda gone to Zelda, but 


			she probably would've tried to


			eat the book.





					MIGUEL


			Any time. 





Aiden moves to the door. 





					AIDEN	


			Good night.


	


					MIGUEL


				(aha)


			A thousand times good-night!





Smiling, he exits. Miguel's happy facade suddenly drains, and he's only left with a genuine concern for his friend. 





										BLACK OUT





OPENING CREDITS





Act 1





INT. DRAMA CLASS ROOM - THE NEXT DAY





Not your ordinary classroom. There are no desks or chairs, just a carpet and a couple of props and what not scattered about. The class, which includes AIDEN and ROCKER STALKER sit in a circle as their teacher, a middle-aged british woman named Mrs. Farmer paces about.





					MRS. FARMER


			I think you'll all agree with me


			when I say that yesterday's haiku


			readings were severely underplayed.


			So... we'll make it up with a


			DRAMATIC reading.


				(the class groans)


			You'll be split into pairs, and


			I'll be giving each pair a 


			short script in which you must


			embody yourselves as the two


			characters. Most of them are


			a sexual female-male couples,


			a couple of friendly male-male


			and female-females, and one


			sexual male-male.


				(the class groans,


				Aiden stays quiet)


			So that means one of you 


			handsome lads will be pouring


			your heart out to another man!





SLAM TO: Moments later, when the class has been paired off. AIDEN and ROCKER STALKER have been placed together, a script clenched in both their hands.





					AIDEN


			Very ironic that Mrs. Farmer would


			choose me for the gay relationship 


			one.


				(then)


			Wait, no it isn't.





ROCKER STALKER smiles politely. We can see he's obviously a little intimidated.


	


					AIDEN


			C'mon, we gotta get some work done,


			uh...





					ROCKER STALKER


			...Destin. My name is Destin.





					AIDEN


			Oh. That's a very nice name. 


			


					DESTIN


			Mom wanted to call me Destiny,


			but dad thought that was too


			girly. 





					AIDEN


				(smiles)


			Not too many people think


			Aiden's a manly name, either.


			Then again... I'm not your


			manlinest guy. But you already


			knew that. Everyone does.





Aiden and Destin look off into the room to see some GUYS laughing and giggling at them. 





					DESTIN


			Disregard them. They're idiots.





					AIDEN


			This I know. All too well.


				(beat)	


			Aren't they... your friends?





					DESTIN


			Not anymore. 





Another beat. This time, more awkward.


	


					AIDEN


			Look, I'm sorry about yesterday.


			Didn't mean to slay your vampire.





					DESTIN 


			It's fine. Really. Sure, I 


			was this close to pissing myself,


			but I could see you were pretty	


			frustrated. I get like that, too.





					AIDEN	


			I was being stupid. I shouldn't


			have singled you out. We don't


			even know each other, that well.





					DESTIN


				(chuckles softly)


			You know, we DO have all our


			classes with each other.


				(pause)


			Maybe... maybe we could.





					AIDEN


				(now nervous)


			Maybe we could what?





					DESTIN


			Get to know each other. 





					AIDEN


			Oh. Of course. I'd... I'd like


			that.





They look at each other for another second, then back down at the script. 





					DESTIN


			I know what you're thinking.


			And yeah, I am gay.


				(pause)	


			Well, half gay. 





					AIDEN


				(thrown)


			Half gay? 


				(gets it)


			You're bisexual.





Destin nods. Aiden fidgets in his seat, him now being the uncomfortable one. 





					AIDEN


			Oh. Uh. Wow! That's, that's


			great. It really is. It's 


			good knowing that.


				(catches himself


			Knowing that you're confident


			enough to parade your 


			sexualiy.


				(catches himself


				again)	


			N-not parading in a "parading"


			sense but... I'm waiting for


			you to bail me out here.





Destin smiles again, genuinely charmed by this boy.





					DESTIN


			Consider yourself bailed.


				(thinks for a sec)


			You doing anything Friday?





										CUT TO





EXT. OUTDOOR EATING AREA - ALBERT CAMPBELL - HOURS LATER





Aiden and Zelda sit in a table under a shady tree, eating lunch. Zelda wears a completely incredulous expression. 





					ZELDA


				(aghast)


			You. Rocker Stalker. Kegger.


			Wanna help me figure out 


			where the math went wrong?





					AIDEN


			His name is Destin. And it's 


			not a kegger! 


				(loosely)


			It's a classy soiree.


		


					ZELDA


			You know how I feel about


			soirees.





					AIDEN


			It won't be that bad! I


			mean, it's just your 


			average Halloween costume 


			party.


	


					ZELDA


			And another thing - costume


			party? Lame! Who would choose


			that for a first date? And


			it's only September 29th.


			Why a Halloween party so 


			soon?





					AIDEN


			It's NOT our first date. It's


			not even a date. He isn't


			even boyfriend material. Yet.


			In fact, I'm not even so sure


			I'm gonna see him there. All


			he said was, "There's this


			horror-themed party I think


			you'll enjoy..." he gave me


			the address, the time, the


			day, and said "Maybe I'll 


			seeya there."





					ZELDA


			You're going by yourself?


			To a party with a bunch of


			people you don't even know?





					AIDEN


			Not true. I am going with


			someone.





					ZELDA


			Who?





					AIDEN


				(nervously)


			I'm hoping your answer is


			yes?





Beat.





					ZELDA


			You're crueller than death.





					AIDEN


			PLEASE!





					ZELDA


			Why can't you ask Miguel?


			I'm sure he'll be more than


			willing to venture off with


			you to a social setting filled


			with alcohol and potential


			animalistic bisexual orgies.


				(off Aiden's look)


			What?





					AIDEN


			I'm gonna ask Miguel, too! I


			want you go to as well. It'll


			be a nice little -- animalisitic?





					ZELDA


			No power on God's green earth


			will ever make me say.





					AIDEN


			PLEASE?!





					ZELDA


			No power on God's green earth!





					AIDEN


			The soiree!





					ZELDA


				(cheerful now)


			Oh, okay!





Aiden watches as she takes a huge bite out of her lunch, grinning at him brightly.





					AIDEN


			I thought I told you to lay


			off the carbonated drinks. 


			You know they give you mood


			swings.





					ZELDA


			They do not, you fucking


			liar. 





					MIGUEL (O.S.) 


				(PRE-LAP)


			Party? Costumes? Drinks?


			Uh... hell yes!





INT. MIGUEL'S DORM ROOM - HOURS LATER





We see Zelda and Aiden have finished asking Miguel, and are rather surprised to see him being so... agreeable.





					AIDEN


			Wow. Really? 





					MIGUEL


			You guys know I'm crazy-


			party-guy. Should I not wanna


			go?





					AIDEN


			No. I want you to go. It's


			just that... it took me


			an unfortunately scarring


			conversation to get Zelda


			to come with.





					ZELDA


			You knew the dangers of the


			job when you took it.





					AIDEN


				(ignoring that)


			So, be ready by 6, bring a


			costume. Try to be creative,


			unlike last year, when you


			dressed up all in red.





					MIGUEL


				(indignant)


			Hey, I was a human tomato.





					AIDEN


			Of course you were. I gotta


			get, guys. 


				(heehee)


			Gotta get guys...





					ZELDA


			That's fine. I'll just hang


			around here for a while.





They wave g'bye as Aiden exits. Zelda looks to Miguel then sits on his bed.





					MIGUEL


			I don't like it.





					ZELDA


				(defensive)


			I tried to be as conservative


			as possible, but this shirt


			just happens to display my


			cleavage in a very substancial


			manner.





					MIGUEL


				(eyes it momentarily)


			No! I mean Aiden's new beau.





					ZELDA


				(saddened)


			I thought you were past all


			that stupid homophobia stuff.





					MIGUEL


			I am! I don't mean it like that.


			This guy, he sounds a little...





					ZELDA


			Creepy? I can see what you


			mean.





					MIGUEL


			It's just... the way Aiden 


			described him, as this leering,


			stalker-puppy dude, it's hard


			to see why he's attracted to


			him.





					ZELDA


			Well, maybe he finds the stalking


			erotic.


				(off Miguel's look)


			Think, man! For the longest time,


			nobody's even momentarily glanced


			at Aiden in terms of sex, romance


			and courtship, and now there's


			this rebellious punk-rocker who's


			fascinated with him.


				(pauses)


			I guess that he's just glad 


			someone's finally noticing him.





They both seem chastened by this. Miguel slumps down next to Zelda.





					MIGUEL


			We notice him. Not in the sexual


			way, but we notice him nonetheless.


			Kinda hard not to. He has presence.





					ZELDA


			He just wants to feel something,


			Miguel. Anything.





EXT. UNIVERSITY - SAME





A little ways away from Miguel's dorm building. Aiden, with his hands firmly planted in both pant pockets, walks through a windy pathway. He looks pretty somber.





					ZELDA


				(OVER-LAP)


			He just needs someone to be with.





The boy pauses; did he just see someone behind that tree?





HIS POV: Searching, scanning the courtyard... no, nobody's there. 





REVERSE - Aiden's face remains the same. 





										BLACK OUT





Insert commercials.





ACT 2





EXT. LARGE MANSION HOUSE THINGY - NIGHT





Sprawling with activity inside and out. The night is young. The moon is in the half-full phase. Many older teens sprawl about, in various wacky (and some scary) costumes. 





AIDEN, MIGUEL and ZELDA





walk into frame, all looking very nervous. Zelda is dressed as your average witch (warty make up, pointy hat, black cloak), Miguel makes for a very awkward looking Harry Potter and Aiden is... Aiden's dressed up as himself.





					MIGUEL


			I'm starting to think I was


			right when I was saying you


			were majoring in hypocrisy.





					AIDEN


			I'm the Blair Witch!


				(off their looks)


			Hey, nobody knows who the


			Blair Witch looks like, right?


			So what if it looked like me?


			I'm a witch, too.


				(to Zelda)	


			And next year? Try rethinking


			the stereotype.





					ZELDA


			Well so-rry. It was the only


			thing the store had left that


			was in my Venus-like stature. 





					MIGUEL


				(to Aiden)


			I still think you're a 


			hypocrite.





Aiden turns around, to reveal "THE BLAIR WITCH" written across his back on tape in black marker.





					AIDEN


			See? Ooh... spooky.


				(attaches it to his


				chest)


			See? Now's it spooky AND


			upright. 





Miguel throws Aiden a sneer as all three of them look back towards the party mansion.





					MIGUEL 


			So... shall we penetrate


			the fortress?





					AIDEN	


			We shall. Only, with less


			connotations. 





					MIGUEL


			Right. 





INT. FRONT ENTRANCE - PARTY MANSION





Even more crowded and lively than outside. It's decorated with fake spiderwebs and other lame Halloween stuff. SLAMMING ROCK MUSIC blares loudly in the BG, there's dancing and socializing everywhere.





It's almost all too much for Aiden as he watches with a harsh amazement. 





					AIDEN


			I'm gonna die here.





					ZELDA


			You are not. It's simple.


			Grab a drink, mingle, and


			before you know it, you'll


			be makin' out with four


			hot guys at once. 





					MIGUEL


			The straight man begs to


			differ.





					ZELDA


			Well the straight woman


			is just trying trying to


			calm down the gay man.





					AIDEN


			Guys! Discomforting 


			sexuality generalizations.





					MIGUEL AND ZELDA


			Sorry.





					AIDEN


			We may not know anyone here,


			but let's just try to blend


			in a little and hope that a


			few will wanna know our names.





					SOME GUY (O.S.)


			AIDEN!





					AIDEN


			That was awfully fast. And


			psychic.





They both turn their heads toward the source of the voice. It's HUNTLEY, a handsome, upperclass graduating high school student from Albert Campbell. 





					AIDEN	


			Uh... Huntley, right?


	


					HUNTLEY


			Right! Hey, I'm glad you


			could come. I've been 


			looking forward to introducing


			you to my buds.





					AIDEN


			Your 'buds'?





					MIGUEL


				(whispers quietly)


			He means his upperclass


			jock group.





					AIDEN


			Oh! Uh, the one dressed up 


			as a witch is Zelda. And	


			Harry Potter over there is


			Miguel.





					HUNTLEY


			Charmed.


				(then/to Aiden)


			You wouldn't mind leaving


			your friends for a moment	


			while I show you round?





					AIDEN	


			Well actually --





					HUNTLEY


			Perfect!


				(to Miguel and Zelda)


			We'll be seeing you in a bit.





Huntley grabs Aiden roughly, but then follows through by slapping his arm around his shoulders. Strictly in a friendly-manner. They begin mingling. 





					AIDEN


			I... uh... you were in


			The Writer's Club last


			year, weren't you?





					HUNTLEY


			Indeed I was. But I had to


			quit, I found it a little


			too pretentious.


				(off to a friend)


			Charlie? You're getting your


			heinous gucci loafers all


			over my rug. 


				(Charlie walks off)


			Better. 





					AIDEN


			So this is your place? It's


			very big. 





					HUNTLEY


			Oh, it's positively huge.


			Gigantic, even. But I don't


			like to brag. 





					AIDEN	


				(trying to ignore that)


			Not trying to be no-fun-Aiden


			or anything, but we don't


			really know anything about


			each other, and the only-





					HUNTLEY	


			Aiden! You're totally misreading


			me. I just wanna know the real


			you. What makes Mr. Dark tick.





A costumed ANGEL (halo, harp, white robe kind) passes by, nearly spilling her drink on them.





					HUNTLEY


			Watch it, bitch! Clumsy much?





					AIDEN	


			Uh, I think I'll go find


			Destin.





					HUNTLEY


			He isn't here yet. 'Sides,


			you still haven't met the


			gang...





The CAMERA does a fancy fast-whirly-motion-thing as it zooms all the way over to the other end of the mansion where a BREAKDANCING CONTEST is taking place between two costumed thugs. ZELDA and MIGUEL watch with utter contempt.





					MIGUEL


			One of these days, they're


			gonna break their necks


			doing that spinny thing.


				(one of the break


				dancers does the


				spinny thing)


			BREAK YOUR NECK, FOO!





					ZELDA


			Miguel! Rude much? It'd


			be much more pleasant and


			satisfying to see them


			break an ARM, not a neck.





Breakdancer #2 totally WRECKS his arm trying to emulate one of the moves put on by Breakdancer #1. The crowd howls with delight as Breakdancer #2 howls with pain.





Zelda smiles, pleased. She turns to Miguel.





					ZELDA


			See? Much more satisfying. 





The CAMERA does that fast-whirly-thing again, and we're in a sort of main-lounge area, where a dance is being set up. AIDEN and HUNTLEY stand before a trio of MASKED DEMONS. 





					HUNTLEY


			Steele, Chase, Payne, this is


			Aiden.





					MASKED DEMONS


				(in regular voices)


			Yo/Whassup/Hey.





					AIDEN


				(nervous)


			Hi. 





					HUNTLEY


				(to his friends)


			He's a very powerful Wicca;


			been practicing it since he


			was nine.





					MASKED DEMONS


			Wow/Kick-ass/That's more than me.





					AIDEN


			Waitaminute, are you asking


			me to join your... coven?





					HUNTLEY


			Maybe.





					AIDEN


			Well, I... I mean, are we gonna


			have to be all naked and stuff?


			Cuz I joined this coven once


			and we had to do this Samhain


			ritual totally skyclad, and I'dve


			been fine with it if the members


			were at least generically good


			looking but they were all totally


			ugly. Plus the flab factor.


			Not that I'm superficial or anything.





Steele, Chase and Payne remove their masks. They're like a living, breathing abercrombie and fitch ad. Zero flab factor. Aiden forces a lump down his throat as a horny-fire erupts in his stomach.





					AIDEN


			Did I mention my total


			non-superficiality?





					HUNTLEY


			There won't be any nakedness.


				(suggestively)


			Yet.





ANGLE: Aiden as he looks Steele, Chase, Payne and Huntley over. He's obviously battling many respones to say. 





										FADE TO:





INT. BALLROOM - AN HOUR LATER





The party is now officially in full-swing, what with the dance now underway. A techno-beat song type deal reaches its climax (no jokes). 


	


AIDEN watches from the crowd as a completely exhausted MIGUEL and ZELDA, all sweaty (in the extreme manner) and out of breath, come back from a heated bout of dancing.





					AIDEN


			Garsh. If I knew moving body


			parts in a wild manner suggested


			exertion and excretion of 


			sweating, I would've worn a 


			lighter costume. 





					MIGUEL


			Well excuse me, Pacey, but


			unlike you pre-adults, people


			our age do tend to sweat.


	


					AIDEN


			I happen to think of myself


			as more of a "Jack" than a


			"Pacey". You'd be Pacey.


	


					MIGUEL


			TAKE THAT BACK.





					ZELDA


			Guys! Shh! Song. 





It's one of those slow-dancey Jewel songs. Several couples move to the dance floor to, well, slow-dance. 





					ZELDA


			Ooh! I love this one. Miguel,	


			get funky-crazy with me one


			more time?


	


					MIGUEL


			Jewel? I think, empathically


			not. I'll sit this one out. 





					ZELDA


			Party poop. Aiden?





					AIDEN	


			Like you're gonna give me


			a choice.





Zelda smiles wickedly and pulls him out to the dance floor. They do a friendly slow dance.





					ZELDA


			So what was up with that


			Huntley character? Don't


			tell me he's a John and


			just wanted to service you


			in exchange for money.





Beat.





					AIDEN


			You're giving me back my 


			copy of


			"My Own Private Idaho"


			tomorrow.





					ZELDA


				(whinning)


			But Aiden...





					AIDEN


			You've had it for way too


			long!


				(gets back on track)


			Huntley wanted me to join


			his all-male coven. 





					ZELDA


			Ooh! All-male! That should	


			be rather different than


			Huntress Claw.





					AIDEN


			Huntress what?





					ZELDA


			Huntress Claw. That was


			the name of the all-girl


			coven I was with. So


			did you agree to it or


			what?





					AIDEN


			I said I'd get back to


			him before the party ended.


			They're kinda intimidating.


			If I said no, they look


			like the kinda guys who


			might, you know...





					ZELDA


			Beat you to death?





He nods quietly.





					AIDEN


			I'm just mentally listing


			off the pros and cons of


			joining it.





					ZELDA


			I'll help you. Con: No


			more solitary spellwork.


			Pro: HOT. GUYS.





					AIDEN


			Zelda!





					ZELDA


			Well, Huntley is a fine


			speciman of man. And these


			other covenmembers, they're


			pretty much the same, aint


			they?


	


					AIDEN


			They're definite specimens,


			I'll give you that. 





					ZELDA


			So why d'ya need to think


			about it?





					AIDEN


			Because I wouldn't be able


			to call myself "Conflicted-


			Think-Everything-Through


			Boy". 





					ZELDA 


			I see.





FAST-WHIRLY CAMERA THING





to MIGUEL as he's putting the moves of some hot tomale. This girl's dressed up as a powerpuff girl, although, she IS over 18. 





					MIGUEL


			So then I was like, "BREAK


			YOUR NECK, FOO!"





He fake-laughs a while, but stops as he sees Powerpuff isn't having it. He frowns.





					POWERPUFF


			Wanna go make out?


		


					MIGUEL


			Okay. 





FAST-WHIRLY CAMERA THING





to Aiden and Zelda as a second slow-dance song starts. They continue to slow dance.





					AIDEN


				(sighs)


			I'm not denying that I like


			dancing with ya, Zelda, but


			it'd be nice if...





					ZELDA


			...you were dancing with a


			hot guy?


				(he nods)


			Yeah. Me too.





					AIDEN


			HEY!





					ZELDA


			I meant... an older guy.


			Older.


			


					AIDEN


				(sighs again)


			I mean, I see all the guys


			that aren't dancing, all


			the hot ones, and they're


			looking at the femhotties.


			It'd be nice if SOME of


			the men here other than


			me were gay.





					ZELDA


			Well, uh, what about the


			blonde one in the Robin Hood


			getup? He's checking you


			out.





Aiden looks over where Zelda points, and his face falls.





					AIDEN


			He's not. He's looking at


			YOU.





					ZELDA


			Me?





					AIDEN


			Well, aesthetically speaking,


			you're not exactly a troll.





					ZELDA


			You're sweet.





					AIDEN


			When I wanna be.


				(he looks around


				again)


			Maybe you're right. Maybe


			I'm being too hasty. The


			last time I loved someone-


				(haunted)	


			Well, you know how that


			turned out. Maybe it's just


			easier not to let anyone in.





They look at each other sadly, for a moment. Zelda wraps Aiden into a tender hug. She strokes his hair.





					ZELDA


			I'll bet you a million 


			dollars right now, that


			there's somebody here


			who HAS to be checking


			you out...





Instead of the flashy-whirly thing, the CAMERA slowly pans off to the outer rims of the dance floor. 





Hidden within the crowds of non-dancing people, we see DESTIN, wearing a bulky Knight in Shining Armor costume, but no mask. He watches Aiden, fascinated, absorbed, detached from the things going on around him. 





										BLACK OUT





Insert commercials.





ACT 3





INT. BALLROOM





Where we left off. Destin walks silently through the crowd, never taking his eyes off Aiden. 





HIS POV: Aiden talking and laughing with Zelda as the song finishes off. They both head over to the snack table. 





DESTIN wanders towards them, entranced, as if under a spell. It's all very romantically Romeo and Juliet until...





BAM!





He runs into Huntley.





					HUNTLEY	


			Ow! Destin! Dude, you gotta


			watch where you're going.


			I could've been wearing 


			pirahnas, or spikes, or


			something. 





					DESTIN


			S-sorry. Had my eye on


			someone.





					HUNTLEY


			Ah. Is it a chick, or a 


			dude? Can't really tell


			with you, nowadays.





					DESTIN


				(firmly)


			It's Aiden. I wanna talk


			to him.





					HUNTLEY


				(surprised)


			Aiden Dark?





					DESTIN


			Is there any other Aiden


			here?





					HUNTLEY


			I didn't know that Aiden was


			driving stick. 





					DESTIN


			It's kinda old news, man.





					HUNTLEY


			Well, whatever. Doesn't


			bother me. Just tell him


			to come see me when you're


			done... with him. 





FAST-WHIRLY CAMERA THING





To the snack table. Aiden looks pretty gloomy. 





					AIDEN


			You know, he hasn't shown up


			yet, and my stomach is doing


			that rumbly thing it always


			does when something sucks...





					ZELDA


			I'm kinda worried about you,


			Aiden. Is it the spells?


			Remember last time you did


			a spell? Major emotional


			burn out.





					AIDEN


			I don't think it's that.


				(quieter)


			Zelda... I think that


			something's following me


			around.





					ZELDA


				(off his emotion)


			Following you around? Your


			stalker?





					AIDEN


			No! God, he's not a stalker.


			It's, it feels like something


			else. Like this big shadow


			that wont leave me alone...





					DESTIN (O.S.)


			Hey Aiden.





BLAM. Aiden and Zelda spin around in sync to see the armor-clad Destin smiling sweetly at them.





					DESTIN


			Yo, I'm so glad you could


			make it. I was starting to


			think that you wouldn't. 





Aiden looks to Zelda. 





					ZELDA


			Oh, you guys go ahead. I'll


			head off into another 


			direction uncomfortably.





She does so. 





					DESTIN


			I kinda need to talk to you.





					AIDEN	


				(nervously)


			Well, uh, that's what we're 


			doing. We're talking. Here.


			In public. Where nothing


			that could be viewed as


			naughty could happen.





					DESTIN


			Could we do the private thing?





					AIDEN


				(thrown)


			The private thing?





					DESTIN


			Talking. In private. Has someone


			slipped a mickey into your drink?





					AIDEN


				(smiles)


			I'm sorry. I'm just getting a


			little edgy. Huntley and his


			cronies wont stop undressing


			me with their eyes.





AIDEN and DESTIN'S POV: They both look out into the crowd and pick out Huntley and said cronies. They're staring back, possibly doing the undressy viewing thing Aiden was alluding to.





					DESTIN


			Huh. Maybe we can slip out


			without em seeing us. 





INT. FRONT FOYER - MOMENTS LATER





Destin and Aiden are faced with Chase, Payne and Steele. The trio of cronies look suitably stern. 





					DESTIN


				(playing cover-up)


			...And Aiden has this huge,


			uh, stomach thing. N-not, 


			not that his stomach is huge.


			I'm pretty sure it's very


			well defined. In terms of


			pain, his stomach thing.


			His stomach's in pain. The


			pain was the stomach thing


			I was alluding to. Because


			the thing is in his stomach.


			The thing being the pain. 





					CHASE


				(beat; deadpan)


			No.





					DESTIN


			No?





					CHASE


			No.





					PAYNE


			You heard him. No.





					AIDEN


			But why? My thing, it's 


			huge!


				(off everyone's look)


			My stomach pain thing. God,


			you people...





					STEELE


			Not until you make your


			decision. The coven. Are 


			you in, or are you out?





					AIDEN


			I'm already OUT.


			


He chuckles at his own non-joke, looks to the others, sees no reaction. Rolls his eyes.





					AIDEN


			What if I didn't wanna be 


			in it?





					PAYNE


			Then you'll have to answer


			to Huntley.





					AIDEN


			Why is it so important for


			me to be a part of your


			homoerotic man witch group


			anyway?





					CHASE


			We're weak as a foursome.


			The addition of an experience


			witch like yourself would


			prove to be rewarding.





					AIDEN	


			Rewarding?


				(phfft)


			What do you guys plan to 


			do, take over the world?





A beat. The cronie trio glance at each other.





					CHASE/PAYNE/STEELE


			Well yeah/Duh/Of course.





					AIDEN


				(losing it)


			JUST LET ME GO!





					PAYNE


			You don't leave until you


			join us.





					STEELE


			It's as simple as that.





Aiden and Destin look at each other, then at the stern faces of the cronie trio. They stare back.





					DESTIN


			You know, they say whoever


			looks away first is the 


			submissive one. 





The CAMERA does the CLOSE-UP THING to each and every one of their eyes... unwavering... cold... 





INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER





The party rages on, even up here. DESTIN and AIDEN are walking through the corridors.





					DESTIN	


				(bitterly) 


			Losers. All of them. 





					AIDEN


			Well if you hadn't looked


			away first...





Destin opens a random door and looks inside. He closes it.





					AIDEN


			What are you doing?





					DESTIN


			Looking for an exit. However


			muscley those guys may be,


			they're not too smart.





He opens another door, peeks inside, turns to Aiden with a smile. 





					DESTIN


			Escape by balcony. 





INT. MASTER BEDROOM - NIGHT - CONTD





Large, fancy and expensive looking. Destin holds the door open for Aiden as they both step inside.





					AIDEN


			Wow. Pretty swank. 





He runs over and begins jumping on the bed, reverting back to being five years old.





					DESTIN


			Very mature.





					AIDEN


			Don't I know it.





Aiden kicks his legs out for his final jump and lands on his butt. After a few subsequent mini-bounces, he comes to a stop. Destin sits beside him. 





					AIDEN


			Oh. Right. The thing you wanted


			to talk to me about. 





					DESTIN


			Right. Do you want me to say


			the atypical cliched intro


			speech about my battered


			childhood and the sexual


			confusion that prevailed 


			throughout puberty, or shall


			I just skip ahead to the


			chase?





					AIDEN


			I think we just did.





					DESTIN


			Ok. Here goes. I --





					AIDEN


			-- have a crush. And it's


			on me. 





An astounded pause.





					DESTIN


			Conversations with you are


			completely offputting.





					AIDEN


				(smiles)


			Do you really?





					DESTIN


			I do. Really.





Aiden finds himself at a loss for words. Destin grins helpfully.





					DESTIN


			And uh, if you think I'm all


			gross and pedophilic for 


			liking someone two years younger


			than I am, then... I can accept


			that. But I do like you. A


			lot. But, if, if you don't feel


			the same way, that's alright.


			I want us to be friends either


			way. 





Aiden's mind is going a mile a minute. So many words he wants to say... not enough time to say em...





					AIDEN


			Destin, I don't exactly, really,


			understand that whole wacky


			thing that everyone calls love.


			Or relationships. Or sex. Or


			anything of the like. Everyone


			always talks about, how wonderful


			it is, how complete it makes you


			feel. I was in love, once. He


			loved me back. I think. I wanted


			to pour my heart out to him, to


			tell him how I felt so bad...


			I wanted to give him my heart.


			And I did. And he tore it apart.


			


The sudden tone Aiden takes on surprises both of them. He fights with himself to continue.





					AIDEN


			He died. The only person I've


			ever loved... died. Taken away


			from me by his own hand. I


			didn't get an explanation for 


			it. I can't fight it. I can't


			figure it out. It's like, ever


			since he's died, there's been


			this huge shadow hanging over


			me...





Aiden stops himself there, a sort of horrid realization flashing in him. But then, suddenly...





					AIDEN


			Oh, god, I just poured my


			heart out to somebody I've


			known for 10 days. 





					DESTIN


				(a little unearthed)


			But that's good. This is good.


			We're getting to know each other


			better. I'm sorry you lost someone.


			If it helps, my, uh, my mom died 


			when I was 12. 





					AIDEN


			She-? Oh, oh my god. Destin,


			I'm so sorry. Here I am being


			a whiny bitch about a fleeting


			crush when you've lost-





					DESTIN


			Aiden, it's okay. Really, it


			is. You're not being whiny.


			My mom's death was... well,


			of course it was HARD, but


			I wouldn't let anyone know


			that it was. I shelled up and


			I figured, it's just easier


			not to let anyone in.





A shocked beat as Aiden evaluates the creepy echoing of his earlier words.





					AIDEN


				(very quietly)


			I think we're very similar.





					DESTIN


			And this is a good thing,


			right?





Aiden smiles; nodding. Then...





					AIDEN


				(about to cry)


			I really am sorry about your


			mom. I can't imagine what


			that would be like if it was


			me. My mom's everything to


			me. If I ever lost her...


			I mean, to love somebody one


			day, and the next day, they're


			just...





Destin draws Aiden into a hug. It's deep, affectionate, and most of all, natural. 





					DESTIN


			I know. Death isn't about


			car crashes, or explosions,


			or disembowlments... it's


			about a loved one suddenly


			being gone. You can't figure


			it out, it can't be fought.


			It's not tangible. It's just


			loss. 


				(breathes)


			And, believe you me, it's the 


			worst feeling in the world...





Destin shudders quietly, now it's him that's about to cry. 





					AIDEN	


				(trying to be 


				helpful)


			You know, Destin, if you


			ever need a shoulder...





					DESTIN


			I know.





They break apart, and Destin puts a hand on Aiden's shoulder protectively. 





					DESTIN


			I know.





										CUT TO





INT. LOUNGEROOM - HUNTLEY'S MANSION - SAME





MIGUEL suddenly bursts out of a closet, smeared lipstick all over his face, neck, and, possibly lower...





He turns toward the closet, addressing the Powerpuff inside.





					MIGUEL	


			I'll, uh, see you... never.





Miguel stumbles around past a couple of people until he runs into Zelda. 





					ZELDA


			There you are. Nice shade.


			Have you seen Aiden? 





					MIGUEL


			I've seen lotsa things tonight.


			And no, fortunately, none of


			them involved Aiden. Why so


			antsy to find him? It's not


			like he could run into trouble


			in a huge mansion filled with


			scary people he doesn't know. 





					ZELDA


			Well, he's a minor! And it's


			the stage of the party where


			alchohol is now being passed


			around like it's a gonna turn


			into what I was worried about


			in the first place - a big,


			costumed, animalistic bisexual


			beer orgy!�


A couple of costumed clowns glance at her briefly in passing. 





					MIGUEL


			I don't think the lost city


			of Atlantis heard you. 





					ZELDA


				(completely losing it)


			ANIMALISTIC BISEXUAL BEER ORGY!!





She storms away angrily as everyone in the lounge throw their glances in Miguel's direction. He demures.





					MIGUEL


				(slightly indignant)


			You heard her. 			





INT. FRONT FOYER - HUNTLEY'S MANSION





Destin and Aiden stride through the crowd towards the front door. Their dreary looks of depression are now wiped free.





					AIDEN


			I'll just be glad once


			I get out of this beer


			orgy.





					DESTIN


			Here here. 





HUNTLEY AND CHASE





immediately show up to block their segue to the front door.





					HUNTLEY


			They say patience is a virtue,


			but I say that's a load of


			shit. Now, Dark, would you


			like to join the brotherhood


			or would you prefer staying


			in your little spiral of


			inner torment?





					AIDEN


			Huntley? Move out of my way


			and shut. Your. Mouth. 





					HUNTLEY


			All bark, no bite, my friend.





Chase just smiles cronie-illy. 





EXT. MANSION - MOMENTS LATER





Aiden and Destin continue their business-happy stride past several costumed couples making out on the front lawn. 





BEHIND THEM we see Huntley sillohuetted in the front door frame, holding a bloody nose.





					HUNTLEY


			I ALWAYS KNEW YOU WERE ON	


			THE EDGE, DARK!





But they never break stride. 





					AIDEN


				(dismissively)


			"High class" my pasty virgin


			butt. 


	


										DISSOLVE TO





EXT. AIDEN'S HOME - NIGHT - LATER





It looks very secure and heavenly to Aiden, especially this time of night and after the less than stellar party. 





AIDEN and DESTIN look at each other softly, almost reverantly. 





					DESTIN


			I'll wait out here.


				(pause)


			I'll wait all night. 





Aiden smiles at him, genuinely touched. 





										CUT TO





INT. LIVING ROOM - SAME





GLORIA is curled up on the couch, enjoying a nice glass of wine in front of one of them shlocky 80s romance films. She dabs her wet eyes with a scrunched up tissue. 





Her attention is immediately drawn to the sound of the front door closing.





					GLORIA


			Honey? You back?


	


					AIDEN (O.S.)


			Yeah.





He saunters into the living room, seeing his mother's state and the movie on tv. 





					AIDEN


			Uh, Zelda, I guess, will


			still be an hour or...


				(distracted)


			Teary movie night?





					GLORIA


				(motherly)


			Teary movie night whenever


			you're not home. 





This, of course, propels Aiden to crying. His face scrunches up with pain as he just gets smaller, and smaller. The fears flood in larger, and larger. 





Gloria immediately leaps up from the couch, concerned. They hug tightly. 





					GLORIA


			Honey, honey what's wrong?





					AIDEN


				(through tears)


			I... I just... I'm sorry,


			I just needed to see you.


		


They break apart.


	


					AIDEN


			Um... I was watching... uh,


			Buffy. At the party. And it


			was a rerun... "The Body"...





					GLORIA


			Aw, honey, you know what


			what episode does to you.


		


					AIDEN


			I know! It makes me think


			about YOU dying, but, I 


			couldn't help it.





Gloria gently touches her son on his cheek, affected greatly by his compassion.





					GLORIA


			I don't plan on dying for a


			long time, sweetie. You don't


			have anything to worry about.





Through his tears and pain, Aiden manages a very small smile. Although not completely, he's very relieved to hear his mom say what she said. 





INT. AIDEN'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER





Pitch dark.





Aiden enters, moves silently towards his window, wretching it open, feeling the wind hit him like a wave of water.


			


					DESTIN (O.S.)


			What light through yonder


			window breaks...





A little startled, Aiden looks below to see





DESTIN standing on the pavement, below Aiden's window. They look at each other, both very relieved.


	


					AIDEN


			Oh, Destin, I'm so sorry.


			I completely forgot you


			were still out here.





					DESTIN


			No big. Look, if you're too


			tired to talk, it's alright.	


			I can... I can go...





Aiden's smile beams down at Destin.





					AIDEN


			I'm still kinda wired. No	


			sleep for me any time soon. 


			Do you wanna... come on up?





					DESTIN


			Wouldn't your mom kinda


			dislike the Dawson's Creek


			overtones?





					AIDEN


			As much as I love her...


			she doesn't have to know.


			Besides. We're just gonna


			talk.





					DESTIN


			Right. Just gonna talk.





Destin begins climbing up the rose trellis conveniently located next to Aiden's window. He easily hops through, causing Aiden to shush him.





					AIDEN	


			Don't make too much noise!


			This has to be as quiet as


			possible.


				(pauses)	


			And I'm still talking about


			talking.





Destin's eyes connect with his. We can tell he's hopelessly charmed by him. 





					DESTIN


			I'm really glad I met you.


			It's nice knowing that I'm


			not so alone in the world


			anymore.





					AIDEN


			I really, really agree. 


			I always thought that I


			had to...





					DESTIN


			...live life without ever


			knowing what it felt like


			to be with another person


			in the flesh. 


				(another pause)


			I'm also talking about


			talking.





They both chuckle for a second. But it isn't awkward... just very natural.





					DESTIN


			You know Aiden, you don't


			have to give it back anytime


			soon. You can keep it as	


			long as you want to. I won't


			mind.





					AIDEN


				(confused)


			Huh? Did I steal something?





Destin quietly takes Aiden's hand, and gently touches it against his [Destin's] heart.





A beat as Aiden takes this in. 





					AIDEN


				(quietly)


			That's... that's so sweet.





					DESTIN


				(content)


			Glad you like the sentiment.


				(beat)	


			Are hugs also good for you?


			I like to give hugs.





					AIDEN


			Ah! Well I like recieving


			them.





					DESTIN


				(dreamily)


			That works out perfectly,


			then.





They hug. For a long time. Aiden tries pulling away, but Destin stops him gently.





					DESTIN


			No. I'm not letting you go


			this time. 





CLOSE UP -





Aiden's face. He closes his eyes, resting his head against Destin's shoulder. 





										BLACK OUT





EXECUTIVE PRODUCER


Jack McVee





Your typical teaser of next week's episode, accompanied by quick cuts and flashes and the like. Be reminded that the dialogue, much like the dialogue from normal television teasers, is all pieced together from different scenes.





					MIGUEL (V.O.)


			Next week, on "Afraid"...





A quick scene of Aiden and Destin the morning after. A ghost-like shadow passes by the window.





					AIDEN


			I've been seeing it since I


			started school.





					DESTIN


			Do you think it was a ghost?





CUT TO Aiden, Miguel and Zelda in his living room.





					ZELDA


			What do you want us to do?





					AIDEN	


				(solemnly)


			I want us to resurrect the


			Dwellers.





CUT TO Miguel and Zelda meeting Destin for the first time.





					MIGUEL


			Oh. You're that guy.





					DESTIN


			That's me. The guy. 





CUT TO Destin and Aiden in Aiden's room. Destin holds out a rose. 





					DESTIN	


			This is for you. 





CUT TO Gloria seeing the shadow in the kitchen.





					GLORIA


			Is someone there?





She goes inside. 





CUT TO Aiden coming home from school.





					AIDEN


			Mom? Where are ya?





He wanders into the kitchen... sees something.





					AIDEN


				(pale)


			Oh... god...
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