INT. AIDEN'S LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER





He places his backpack onto the sofa carefully. Aiden turns, eyeing the phone, and the recording machine message next to it. He presses the play button. A daily ritual. 





					MACHINE VOICE 


				(stiff)


			You. Have. One. New. Messages. 





There's a stoic-sounding beep, and then...





					GLORIA 


				(on machine)


			Sweetie, hi! It's mom. Tokyo's


			pretty... uh... pretty exotic.


			A dead fish was thrown at me


			the other day, but the man insisted


			that it was my sworn universal


			duty. Or at least that's what


			the translator said. 





CLOSE ON: Aiden. The CAMERA zooms in on him slowly. He looks almost relieved to hear his mother's voice. 





					GLORIA


				(CONTD)


			Anyway - I'm sorry I'm missing


			the big day, and that I can't


			make with the merry or anything,


			but, Happy Birthday! I promise


			I'll take you to an Electronics


			Boutique spree when I get back.


			Love you sweetie. I miss you so 


			much.





Another stoic beep, and Gloria's voice vanishes. It's almost too abruptly. 





					AIDEN


				(softly)


			I miss you too.  





AIDEN has to hold his cold hands to stop them from shivering. He turns toward a themorstat on an adjacent wall. Turns the heat up. Way up. 





INT. LIVING ROOM - HOURS LATER





A smattering of violet blossoms and red rose pettles are scattered around the floor. The room is dimly lit - illuminated only by the soft flames of red, pink, and white candles. 





The boy sits cross-legged on the floor, one large red candle is surrounded by many tiny votive pink candles. Aiden lights the wick of the largest candle, and uses it's flame to light the votives.





					AIDEN


				(firmly)


			Viola, violae. Tinctus, animae.


			Custos, laetitiae. Leno, amoris. 





A bowl is brought into view. Aiden pours a mixture of white sugar, rose pettles, and honey into it. He adds a tiny silver deity into it. Aiden places his hands a few inches above the bowl.


	


					AIDEN


			Gracious Venus. Mighty Diana. 


			Metal of strength, blood of earth,


			out of death, I draw thee forth.


			I honor thee. Now favour me. 





He takes a piece paper out of his pocket, we cheat and see what's written on it...





"BLAIR'S Phone #


416-299-6726"





Aiden scissors the paper until we see he only cut out the word "...BLAIR..." 





					AIDEN


				(looking directly


				at the name)


			I honor thee. Now favour me. 





He places the bowl aside, and begins tying the cut-out piece of paper onto the big red candle with a pink ribbon. 





					AIDEN


			This thine eye: I bind to me.


			This thy hand: I bind to me.


			This thy heart: I bind to me.





There's a meaningful beat. 





					AIDEN


			Ever and ever and forever.





CLOSE UP - The paper bound against the candle like a prisoner of war. A sliver of red hot liquid WAX dribbles and pours down on the "L" in Blair's written name. 





We FADE OUT to an overlapping scene: which is moments later, when all the candles have been blown out, and all supplies have been put away. AIDEN is still sitting cross-legged on the floor. His eyes are closed. He whispers an indiscernable chant. His concentration is deep and intense.





THE PHONE RINGS. 





Irritated, Aiden breaks his visage and reaches over the couch, grabbing the phone. He brings it to his ear. 





					GENIE 


				(from phone)


			Yo. It's me.





					AIDEN


			Hi Genie. What's wrong?





					GENIE 


			Nothing. Just thought I'd give


			you a call, see how you're doing.





					AIDEN


			I'm fine.





					GENIE


			Aid? Could you get some inverted


			genitals?





					AIDEN


			Excuse me?





					GENIE 


			..cuz then your Sidney Prescott


			impression would be close to


			perfect.





					AIDEN


			That's not funny.





					GENIE 


			I'll agree with you there. Do 


			you want me to come over?





					AIDEN


			Don't. I'm pretty sluggish as


			of now.





				 	GENIE 


			Yeah... you do sound pretty...


				(flash of realization)


			You did a spell!





					AIDEN


			What?





					GENIE


			You did a spell! Your voice, it's


			all orgasm-y. And you described


			spells as a sexual experience.


	


					AIDEN


			No I didn't!





					GENIE


			Ok, you didn't. But I can tell.


			


Aiden glumly accepts this.





					AIDEN


			Alright. Fine. I did a spell.


			But you know me, I'm spell-boy.


			I do this kinda stuff everyday.





					GENIE


			I guess you're right. So spill.


			Was it a prosperity spell? 


				(pause)


			You didn't try to raise the dead


			again, did you? Last time...





					AIDEN


			...I blew the power for half the


			city. I know. I can't tell you


			what it was, it would defeat the


			purpose. 





					GENIE


			Whatever you say, mucker. 


				(beat)


			So what was up with today's meeting?


			You were pretty fight-or-flight. 


			Or, rather, just "flight". 





					AIDEN	


				(frank)


			Zelda. She said something, and I 


			kinda freaked out.





					GENIE


				(sighs)


			I'll have a talk with her. But,	


			tell me, how'd the Blair/Aiden


			Coalition of Flirting go?





					AIDEN


			You're insane. You're bitchy,


			and you're insane. 


				(beat)


			Blair's a nice guy. But he doesn't


			like me that way. He shouldn't. 





					GENIE


			Well why not?





					AIDEN


			Do we have to watch Lolita *again*


			to stress my point?





					GENIE


			Ok, ok, fine. But Angel was like,


			what, 1000 years old?





					AIDEN


			And STOP comparing Buffy with 


			everything! It's like you're 


			obsessed.





					GENIE


			I'M obsessed? Well look who's


			being a hypocrite.


				(stops herself)


			We're getting off-topic. So, you're


			right. You + Blair = Jailtime, but,


			it'd be nice for Blair to have that


			little egotistical boost. 





					AIDEN


			Boost? By having a 15 year old 


			boy lust after him? 





					GENIE


			Well... yeah. I mean, no. No. 





					AIDEN


			If he's not gay, I don't really see


			the point. 





					GENIE


			Maybe you can ask him. 


	


					AIDEN	


			Ask him? "Hey, Blair. Appreciated


			the ride yesterday. Oh, and would


			you prefer submissive or dominant?"





					GENIE


				(annoyed)


			I don't even know what I'm saying


			anymore. But the point of you two


			meeting was for you guys to become


			friends. So tell me, at least, 


			was there sparkage? In terms of


			friendliness?





					AIDEN


			Yes. There was sparkage. Major


			voltage, too. 





					GENIE


			Excellent! 


		


					AIDEN


			Excellent indeed. He even wished


			me a happy birthday.





										CUT TO





INT. GENIE'S CAR - THE NEXT MORNING





We FOCUS ON the rearview mirror. A small glimpse of Genie's worried expression. 





					GENIE (O.S.)


				(exasperated)


			Your birthday?! Was yesterday?!


			Oh my god. Oh my GOD. I always


			thought it was on the 13th!


			Jesus Christ, Aid, I'm so sorry. 





					AIDEN (O.S.)


			Don't shit yourself. I didn't


			say anything on purpose. I didn't


			want you to go all Party-ish


			on me. Remember?





The CAMERA widens revealing Genie driving down a sparse intersection. The top of the car is down. Aiden sits in the backseat, sitting contently as the furious wind whips through his hair. He breathes in the late afternoon sun. 





					GENIE


			Yeah, but still! I wish I could 


			have at least bought you something.


			I know you had your eye on Mario


			Hustler. 





					AIDEN


			No! There was NO Mario Hustler!





					GENIE


			Huh. Are you sure? Because I swore


			that when I was at Walmart yestersday--





					AIDEN


				(interrupts)


			Could you drive a little faster?





					GENIE


			Do you want me to answer you 


			sarcastically or rhetorically?





					AIDEN	


				(annoyed)


			Blair's waiting! And, he, he's 


			probably worried. 





					GENIE


			He ain't worried. Bitchy is what's


			most likely. 





					AIDEN


			Well, I wouldn't blame him. It's


			Saturday. And we're not supposed


			to have Dweller meetings on the


			Weekends. 


		


					GENIE


			Correction: emergency meetings. 





					AIDEN


			Well, what rendered the emergency?





					GENIE


			The city's gonna tear down The 


			Requietus Asylum that I was talking


			about yesterday. It's gonna be


			sometime in November, I just heard


			about it this morning. 





					AIDEN


			The Requietus Asylum? Is that the


			next haunt we're scouting?





					GENIE


			ONE of the next haunts. It's really


			dilapidated; very dangerous. Only


			my group is going. 





					AIDEN


			Ooh! Sounds pretty spine-tingling. 


			I could use a good scare before 


			The 31st of October.





					GENIE


			Uh, little buddy, nix that thought.


			You're going with Wesley and Dina


			to Hagwertz Elementary. 





					AIDEN


				(shocked)


			The lame-ass deserted preschool?





					GENIE


			*Elementary* school, man. And it


			could be scary. 





					AIDEN


			Phft! After all our years of 


			experience, you KNOW children ghosts


			are the least threatening.


				(pause)


			What's with the cold shoulder,


			anyway?





					GENIE


				(trying to be calm)


			Aiden, I love you. And I'd bring


			you to Requietus, but it's just


			too risky. It's the most dangerous


			location yet. All that stuff before


			was infantile. 





					AIDEN


			Nuh uh! What about the old folks


			home? Remember that painting of


			Alfred Hitchcock that wouldn't


			stop excreting urine?





					GENIE


			That was hardly scary.





					AIDEN


			Ok. You're right. 


				(self-assuring)


			But it was the grossest! ...


			Wasn't it?


						


										CUT TO


			


INT. GENIE'S LOFT APARTMENT - LATER





Similar to when we were first introduced with this scene. Genie stands at the head of the conference table, as the Dwellers sit around it and listen to her intently. 





					GENIE


			...which means that October


			31st will be dedicated to our


			haunt-scouting. 





					ZELDA


				(perkily)


			Which is Halloween! The Day of 


			Spirits! All Hallows Eve!





Everybody glances at her blankly. Her smile softens.





					ZELDA


				(indignant)


			Well it is. 





					GENIE


			Well put, Zelda.





Zelda nods justly. The CAMERA pans toward Aiden and Blair, sitting at the rear of the table. Blair has his eyes forward, but Aiden keeps sneaking in amorous peeks at him. 





Miguel raises his hand. 





					GENIE


			Yes, Miguel?





					MIGUEL


			When are you gonna choose the


			groups?





					GENIE


			Oh, I already did. 





She gestures toward the white marker board behind her. Nothing much of interest, except for the groups Genie indicated to Aiden earlier. 





"....Group 4: Hagwertz Elementary Public School


Dina Kontos


Wesley Fitzgerald


Aiden Dark





....Group 5: Requietus Institution for the Mentally Disturbed


Genie Rivers


Blair Rivers


Miguel Cooper


Zelda Raymond"





					MIGUEL	


			Bitchin'. 





AIDEN, incensed by all of this, stands up suddenly and bellows...





					AIDEN


			Objection!





It was loud. Too loud. All eyes go to him. He feels nervous at the sudden attention.





					AIDEN


			I mean... Hey! Blair and Zelda..


				(looks at Blair)


			Forgive me...


				(looks at Genie again)


			...are the newest members and


			they get to go to Requietus?


			How unfair is that?





Miguel rolls his eyes. He looks up at the ceiling.





					MIGUEL


			God, who cares?





					GENIE


				(sternly)


			Miguel, we've talked about this.





He just shrugs, giving her a frumpy "Whatever, man" grin. Aiden looks hurt. Genie walks toward him, lowering her voice. 





					GENIE


			We talked about this, Aid.





					AIDEN


			But I have experience!





					GENIE


			You're also a minor. I can't


			let anything bad happen to you.





					AIDEN


			But them! They're kinda 


			experience deficient. 





					GENIE


			Actually, they're experience


			*pro*ficient. 





					AIDEN


				(blankly)


			What?





Blair stands up, walking to them. 





					BLAIR


			I was a rogue ghost hunter back


			in my late teens. I bagged a couple


			of forced-crossovers. But other


			than that, nothing too big. 





Aiden can't help but stare at Blair, looking painfully dumbfounded. 





					AIDEN


			Oh. Blair. I-I'm sorry, I didn't


			know.





					BLAIR


			Don't worry bout it, kid. 





He wanders off screen. Genie crosses her arms. 





					AIDEN


			Ok, so Blair was all rebely with


			the hunting of ghosts, but Zelda,


			she--





					ZELDA (O.S.)


			--worked as a supernatural relations


			manager in a feminist cult for three 


			years. 





Aiden looks off screen and gawks. 





					AIDEN


			R...really?





ZELDA nods, chirpy and whimsical. 





					AIDEN


			I apologize.


	


					ZELDA


			Think nothing of it!





Defeated, crushed, and bewildedered, Aiden crashes back into his seat. He blows a strand of hair away from his face. Genie sympathetically pats him on the shoulder and returns to the head of the table. 





					GENIE


			Getting back to business. 


			Gwendolyn -- did you get the


			EMF detector back from the


			shop?





					GWENDOLYN


			Yes, I did. 


				(she holds up a small,


				black device)


			It's as good as new and ready


			for some serious ghost detecting.





					GENIE


			Digital display range?





					GWENDOLYN


			.1 to 199 Milligauss.





					GENIE


			Mileage?





					GWENDOLYN


			Long Life with a 9-Volt Battery. 





					GENIE


			Excellent. 





Genie rolls up her sleeves, grabbing a heavy box from under the table and hauling it onto the tabletop. 





					GENIE


			Ok... the book shipment just 


			came in this morning, so I'm


			hoping what we ordered is


			all here. I bought four copies


			of The Demonology Reference


			Guide and I think that'll--





					MIGUEL


			Genie?





					GENIE


			What. 





					MIGUEL


			I don't know about you, but I


			could use some coffee.





Miguel turns toward Aiden, smiling devilishly. Aiden's eyes widen. 





					MIGUEL	


			How bout some coffee, Dark?





					GENIE


				(sighs)


			I could use a caffiene jolt


			as well. You don't mind, do


			you Aid?





					AIDEN


			I... uh... well, actually...





					ZELDA


				(pipping up)


			There's a nice little cafe a 


			coupla' blocks down. 


				(looks at Aiden)


			I could come with you. 





MOMENTS LATER. CLOSE UP - a pad of paper, filled to the brim with coffee orders is slammed down harshly on the table in front of Aiden. 





WIDER - revealing Genie, Miguel, Gwendolyn, and various other Dweller members handing him money. 





					AIDEN


			Oh, fun.


				(quieter)


			Fun indeed. 


				


										CUT TO





EXT. CAFE - MINUTES LATER 





Aiden and Zelda exit the quaint, tiny coffee shop and hurry across the busy street. They both carry containers of several coffee cups. 





					ZELDA


			That cashier man sure didn't seem


			very nice.


		


					AIDEN


			He didn't really say anything other


			than "Here's your change". 





					ZELDA


			Yeah, but it was all in his eyes.


			There was a definite nostril/lip


			curl combo somewhere there... but


			mostly the eyes. 





					AIDEN


			..okay. 





Silence. Aiden walks a couple of steps before Zelda. She catches up quickly, much to his dismay. 





					ZELDA


			I apologize. 





					AIDEN


			For what?





					ZELDA


			Yesterday. I obviously said


			something to upset you. I feel


			like such a shmuck. Plus, Genie


			threatened me.





					AIDEN


			Threatened you?





					ZELDA


			...or talked with me. Threatened,


			talked. Whatever. 





					AIDEN


			Don't apologize.  





He sighs. Zelda looks at him hard. She's worried.





					ZELDA


			Is something wrong?





					AIDEN	


			Hmm? Oh, no. Nothing. It's just


			that... you know. I'm pretty much


			the butt monkey of The Dwellers.


	


					ZELDA


			I wouldn't say that! You're a


			valuable member of the team.





					AIDEN


			Try telling that to them. 





					ZELDA


			Oh, I will.





					AIDEN


			I was being sarcastic. Don't


			say anything. 





Zelda lets out a frustrated sigh. They continue walking towards the loft, which is just in the near distance. 





										FADE TO





INT. GENIE'S LOFT - LATER





Once again in the "socialization" phase of the meeting. Loud, annoying music plays. Miguel and some other girl are making out. Genie, Zelda, and others are laughing. Blair and some guy are playing bloody knuckles. Aiden, unsurprisingly, is isolated in the living room, by himself. 





He stares purposefully at a glass structure situated on the coffee table. Nothing happens. At all. Until...





GENIE comes bustling over, her face RED with laughter. Gwendolyn and Zelda in tow. 





					GENIE


			Aiden! Aiden!


				(he looks up, startled)


			Settle a bet. Who would look


			better in a thong: Mark Whalberg	


			or Sarah Michelle Gellar?





					AIDEN


				(lost in his thoughts)


			Marky... Funky Bunch... Apes...


			Rock stars... 





					GENIE


				(points right at Gwen)


			Told you!





The three giggling girls exit off frame.





					AIDEN


				(still lost)


			Gellar... vampires... cruel


			scooby... fog... vanilla...





Aiden sadly looks down at his lap, sighing as he smooths out his shirt. 





HIS POV: up at the party. Everyone seems to be having a good time. A dark FIGURE suddenly lurches into frame; unexpectedly.





ON AIDEN as he wretches off of his leather chair, YELPING in surprise. It was just Blair. 





					BLAIR


			Christ, did somebody have a bag


			of sugar for lunch at what?





					AIDEN


				(shaken)


			Don't do that.





					BLAIR


			Sorry. I won't. 





They sit down. Aid's nerves jitter. Blair absently rubs his knuckles... his extremely red knuckles. 





					BLAIR


				(soothingly)


			You alright? You seemed pretty	


			down and out yesterday... and I


			don't think it wore off yet.





					AIDEN


			Huh? Oh. No. I'm fine. I'm 


			ecstatic, really.


				(lifeless)


			I'm a freakin' hoot. 





His hands find the pentacle dangling around his neck. Suddenly, recognition sparks in his head.





					AIDEN


				(quickly)


			Blair. Are you... are you 


			feeling alright?





					BLAIR


			Sure. 





					AIDEN


			And you don't feel... drawn to


			me?





					BLAIR


			Well, of course I feel drawn


			to you.


				(catches himself,


				embarassed)


			Uh... let me rephrase that


			in a less weirded way...





					AIDEN


				(smiles weakly)


			You don't have to. I appreciate


			the sentiment. 





Blair nearly smiles too. Almost. A long moment passes between them. Aiden bites his lower lip. 





					AIDEN


			I didn't mean to go skitzo


			on you and Zelda earlier. I


			should've known you guys had


			*some* experience in this 		


			admittedly peculiar field...





					BLAIR


			Like I said, kid. Don't worry


			about it. And I concur with


			Geen... Requietus is too bucking


			dangerous for a little-bit like


			yourself to be traipsing around


			in. 





Aiden smirks wildly. 





					AIDEN


			Bucking?





					BLAIR


			Yeah. Bucking. Buck you, you


			bucking bucker. 





					AIDEN


				(laughing)


			Mother-bucker. 





Blair laughs too. A sweet, albeit off-beat moment. Their eyes connect. 





					BLAIR


			I'm thinking about escaping.


			Wanna come with?





					AIDEN


			I'm up for a little evasion. 


			We're not needed here now,


			anyway. 





					BLAIR


				(nods)


			Cool. Let's get with the going. 





										CUT TO





INT. AIDEN'S LIVING ROOM - LATER





CLOSE UP - A 1st place piano recital trophy. A gold plate inscription reads "Aiden Dark - 1st Place. New Conservatory of Music"





WIDER, revealing Blair lying on the ground, and Aiden on the sofa, watching a movie that they're both heavily into. 





					BLAIR


			You see, this is why Alicia


			Silverstone was never seen on


			the face of the planet ever


			again. 





					AIDEN


			That's not true! She was in


			Blast from the Past and 


			Excess Baggage. 





					BLAIR


			Yeah, for like, 5 minutes. 





					AIDEN


			Another falsehood. 





					BLAIR


			Bah! Point is, this movie sucks,


			and the actress sucks. 





					AIDEN


			Well it's either Clueless or


			Voodoo Academy.





					BLAIR


			Voodoo what?





					AIDEN


			Voodoo Academy. Directed by David


			DeCoteau. It's about a bunch of


			young, muscular men in a bible


			school being seduced by the head


			mistress to be transformed into


			dolls by means of bringing about


			the apocalypse. Of course.


				(Blair stares at him)


			Well, it has young muscular men.


			In their underwear. For the majority


			of the movie. So it's enough for me.


				(smiles; to himself)


			Man, am I a stereotype or what.  





Another stare. Sudden nervousness is flung about in the air. 


	


					AIDEN


			Oh. Damn. You don't know I'm gay.


				(pause)


			Oh, DAMN. You don't know I'm gay!





					BLAIR


				(calm)


			Actually... I do. 





					AIDEN


				(shocked)


			You do?


					


					BLAIR


			I do. I don't see why-- 





Aiden springs to his feet, suddenly uneasy. He looks like he wants to be anywhere but here. 





					AIDEN


				(worked up)


			Damn it. Damn IT. I knew I should've


			been more closeted. Less fruity. 


			Now you're gonna do it. Yes. 


				(tears well up)


			You're gonna yell, and scream, and


			tell me how disgusting I am, and


			how much I deserve to die right now.


			You're gonna tell me how horrible,


			ugly, disgusting and perverted


			my lifestyle is and you're gonna


			hurt me and leave me and you're,


			you're never gonna talk to me again!





He says it all in one big, conflicted breath. Tears run down the sides of his face freely. 





BLAIR stands up slowly, a look of incredulism on his facade. 





					BLAIR


				(shakes his head)


			Aiden... no. 





					AIDEN


			Yes! Blair, yes! That's what everyone


			else did! And don't fucking pretend


			that everyone just magically 'accepted'


			me. No. That ain't how the boat rows.


			First, it's the teasing. Then, it's


			the phone calls. Then, the locker


			bombings. And then your aunt wont


			let your little cousins come over


			because she'll think you'll molest


			them. ...





His voice cracks at the last sentence. Aiden gingerly brings a hand to his mouth, not believing how incredibly shaky he's become. A buried pain is suddenly released inside of him. 





Blair approaches closer, his eyes obviously pained. He wants to comfort the kid, but doesn't know how. 





					BLAIR


			You don't have to explain. I, I


			understand...





					AIDEN


				(angrily)


			How can you possibly fucking under


			stand? Nobody does! Nobody can!


			Not my mom. Not Genie.  


				(pause)


			And not you. 





Aiden has now been reduced to a shaking, blubbering mess of tears. He hugs himself, trying to desperately to warm up. 





					AIDEN


				(softly)


			I feel so lost, Blair. And no one


			can find me. No one wants to. 





Suddenly, Blair walks right up to Aiden and engulfs the teen in his arms. Beat. 





					BLAIR


			I'll find you. If you let me. 





They hold each other a long time... Aiden crying softly, muffled by Blair's shirt. Blair softly strokes his hair. An eternity passes.





When Aiden speaks, his words are extremely controlled.





					AIDEN


			I've been told that I should 


			die of AIDS, and that God hates


			me. And that nothing I could


			ever do to redeem myself will


			make him forgive me. 





He begins to cry again. 





					BLAIR


			Don't listen to those assholes.


			They know nothing... NOTHING. 


			I...


				(sighs deeply)


			...our situations may differ,


			but I know how you feel. When 


			I went all goth, you wouldn't


			believe the amount of friends


			I lost. I had nobody. I only


			had Geen.





					AIDEN


				(softly)		


			See... you, you had somebody. 





					BLAIR


			You do too. 





					AIDEN


				(doesn't look up)


			My mom hardly counts. 





					BLAIR


			I meant me. 





Beat. Aiden glances at Blair, his face wet with tears. Blair nods.





					BLAIR


			You got me, kid. I won't let


			you down. 





Aid snuffles, trying to readjust Blair's shirt.





					AIDEN	


			I... I'm getting your Nirvana


			shirt all wet.


	


					BLAIR


			Hey, that's what it's there for. 





They both sit down. Blair soothingly tries to explain himself. 





					BLAIR


			I don't want you to end up like


			me, kid. I wanna help you. In any


			way I can. If, if you ever need to


			talk, just give me a call. And I'll


			be over here in a heart beat. Doesn't


			matter if you're having an anxiety


			attack or if you just stepped on a


			cockroach... if you wanna talk to


			me, I'll make it so. 





Aiden can't help but smile. His eyes light up. 





					AIDEN


			You know, you're nicer than you


			look. 





					BLAIR


				(shrugs shoulders)


			Looks can decieve, man. 





Another beat. Aiden wipes away a tear. 





					AIDEN


			I'm sorry about the moodswing, there.


			It wasn't you...





					BLAIR


			I know it wasn't. You're 15. You're


			a hormonal timebomb. This stuff happens.





					AIDEN


				(too quickly)


			Could you spend the night? 





Aiden pauses to let it sink in. Blair's thunderstruck. 





					BLAIR


				(speechless)


			What?





					AIDEN


			I... I didn't mean that in a


			sexual connotation sort of way. 


			I mean... as in, you know 


			sleeping in seperate rooms.


			It'd make me feel... safer?





He looks passively at Blair. 





					AIDEN


			I'm sorry. It's all too quick. 





					BLAIR


				(suddenly)


			I'd love to. 





...





					AIDEN


			Or maybe not that quick. 





					BLAIR


			I've been spending the last couple


			of nights in my car. Roomie kinda


			doesn't like my "Non-Rent-Paying"


			policy. It'd be nice to get out of 


			my car.	


				(pause)


			Unless your having second thoughts.





					AIDEN


			Course not.  





Aiden stands, suddenly conscious of how messy his house currently is. He flusters. 





					AIDEN


			T-this place is a mess. You can


			take my room. I'll sleep down


			here.





					BLAIR


			You sure? Isn't it custom to...





					AIDEN


			Oh, I don't mind. At all. Besides,


			I wouldn't feel very comfortable


			knowing you had to sleep in this


			cold, sterile dungeon. Not that my


			bedroom is the fortress of comfort,


			but, you know. It has a bizzare


			charm. 





He breathes in a relaxing, deserved breath. Blair half-smiles, sitting up and putting a comforting hand on Aiden's shoulder. 





					BLAIR


			If you don't want me to stay,


			just say so. 





					AIDEN


				(babbling)


			But I do. You do, too. You do


			too, too. I do too, too. 





					BLAIR


				(he smiles)


			I'll take that as a yes. 





										FADE TO





INT. AIDEN'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER





Now lit with every single light in the room. It's surprisingly clean. His half-made bed sits before a television. BLAIR places his gymbag onto Aiden's bed, admiring this little space of the house. 





AIDEN enters, brandishing a couple of pillows. 





					AIDEN	


			Got some nice, cleanly pillows


			at your service.





He throws them onto the bed. Blair marvels at it all. 





					BLAIR


			Well, compared to what I've


			been living in for the past


			couple of months, this place


			is Buckingham Palace. 





					AIDEN


			I'm hoping that was a compliment?





Blair nods. Aiden appreciatively nods back. 





					AIDEN


			Good. 


				(sits on his bed)	


			This has been my room for 8 years. 


			


					BLAIR


			Congrats. Longest I can hold a


			bedroom is two weeks. 





					AIDEN


			No surprise there.


				(points to his closet)


			I once spent two entire hours


			in that damn place.





Blair sits next to Aiden, testing the bouncyness of the mattress. He seems satisfied. 





					BLAIR


			Why was that?





					AIDEN


			First day of 3rd grade.


				(chuckles to himself)


			I was such a terror. Don't know


			how mom put up with me. 





Aiden turns, and points toward his television set. 





					AIDEN


			That's where I first saw Buffy


			The Vampire Slayer. The episode..


			I think... was Prophecy Girl.


			I was hooked from the minute I saw


			the opening credits roll. 





					BLAIR


			You know, I never understood that


			show. Pretty difficult to comprehend.





					AIDEN	


			What's to understand? Meet Buffy:


			she slays vampires.





Beat.





					BLAIR


			Maybe not that difficult. 





					AIDEN


				(smiling)


			I'm Clarity man. 





Perhaps feeling awkward about sitting on the same bed as Blair, Aiden stands up and moves toward the window. We see that it's now covered with shaded blinds. 





Slowly... fearfully... he moves one blind to the side, ready to peer out, when...





					BLAIR (O.S.)


			Hey, what's that?





Aiden JUMPS back, retracting his hand frantically on instinct. He spins around, his heart beating wildly. 





					AIDEN	


			What's what? What's with the


			what? Where?





Blair motions toward the dresser drawer. AIDEN'S POV: Located on the drawer top is a CD Case, a elementary school Graduation Picture... and the thing Blair is pointing to. The Glass Angel. 





					AIDEN


				(stunned)


			Oh.. that's... that's Arcaya. 





					BLAIR


			Ar-whata?





					AIDEN


			Ar-cay-ah. I made up the name. 


			The thing itself is a glass angel


			that my mom got for me. 


				(looks down, embarassed)


			It was kinda like a night light,


			minus the light. 





					BLAIR


			Afraid of the dark?





Beat. A long one. 





					AIDEN


				(quietly)


			Afraid of a lot of stuff. But the


			purpose of Arcaya is to drive away	


			the uh... the ghosts. 





					BLAIR


			Ghosts?





					AIDEN


			Yeah. When I was little... I, I


			saw three ghosts. They were ugly.


			And deformed. And horrifying. 


				(pause)


			But they weren't dangerous at all.


			All bark and no bite, yah know?





					BLAIR


				(nods knowingly)


			I've met my share of 2nd rate


			poltergiests. They still bothering


			you?





					AIDEN


				(shakes his head no)


			They visit occasionally, just to


			keep me on my toes. But they're


			not an annoyance. 





					BLAIR


			Do they scare you?





					AIDEN	


			N... not anymore. 





Blair considers this; accepts it, and then grabs Aiden into another full-fledged bear hug. 





An awkward moment. Well, for Aiden, anyway. 





					AIDEN


				(muffled)


			I appreciate the vast amount of


			huggage... but... oxygen... 


			necessity to live... 





Almost embarassed, Blair chuckles apologetically and lets him go. 





					AIDEN


				(catching his breath)


			What hindered that?





					BLAIR


			To tell you the truth, I don't


			really know. There was you...


			here is me... and... there was


			huggage. 





					AIDEN


			I... I *know* the complexities,


			but... why? Reasons!





					BLAIR


				(trying to be cute)


			I can't just give my bestest


			buddy a hug for no reason?





					AIDEN


			Bestest buddy? Well, I -





Aiden's eyes wander past Blair... behind him... AIDEN'S POV: Sitting on a shelf next to his closet, sits the red candle with Blair's name bound against it in pink ribbon and wax. The love spell. 





REVERSE SHOT - He looks understandably hurt... but he immediately fills himself with undertstanding. Aid clears his throat, trying to regain composure. 





					AIDEN


			You know what? It's not an 


			issue anymore. It's a NON issue.


			I understand. I'll be downstairs.


			If you need anything, just wake


			me up. I wont be cranky. 





Blair sits, still unsure of what Aiden just said. He takes a moment for himself to process it.





					BLAIR


				(looking down)


			Ok. 





When Blair looks back, he sees Aiden stop by the bedroom door, snatching a the RED CANDLE off the back table. Aiden pockets the


statue and quietly leaves the room.





Blair just sits and stares.





										FADE TO





INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT





The sofa has been made into a pseudo-bed, with a power-rangers sheet cover and pillows. Aiden sits quietly on the edge of the couch, holding the red candle in his hands. 





CLOSE UP - His fingers run over the paper bound with the ribbon. We see his fingertips are slightly stained by the reddened beeswax.





AIDEN observes it quietly; as if contemplating something. He's completely unreadable. 





A side-table clock reads 1:30 am. The only sound we hear is that of a neighborhood dog, barking loud enough to wake the dead. 





Just as a comfortable silence sets in to the atmosphere... a quick, erratic KNOCKING eminates from the foyer. Aiden - tired, weak, and weary; walks toward the front door, his eyes heavy. 





INT. FOYER - CONTD





He reaches the door, and pulls it open. It's... Genie. 





					GENIE


			Hi. Aiden. 





					AIDEN


			Genie? What are you doing here?





					GENIE


			What? Just because it's after


			midnight doesn't mean I can't


			visit...





She steps inside, breathing in the scent of Aiden's home. 





					GENIE


			Mmm! Smells nice.


				(turns to Aiden; quickly)


			I hope nobody else finds out.





					AIDEN


			That my house smells good?





					GENIE


				(cackles)


			No, silly goose!


				(repeats it)


			I hope nobody else finds out.


			So many people know, man. It's


			crazy. They've punished you


			enough. I can't believe I told


			Blair... I can't believe he


			hasn't punished you yet...





Genie moves deeper into the house, oblivious to the absoloutely flabbergasted boy standing in the front hall. 





					AIDEN	


			What? I... I... I don't...





					GENIE


				(still oblivious)


			And if they punish you... well..


			you get hurt... and then I'd


			build myself a home in the


			ground... nobody would ever


			find me then. Nobody would know.





BLAIR suddenly appears behind Aiden; causing Aid to jump halfway up the wall. 


				


					AIDEN


			Jesus!





					BLAIR


				(fighting something


				invisible)


			Aw, dammit! Me and my shadow


			are wrestling again. Aiden...	


			you have to go outside. Go!


			But make sure you're back before


			dawn. 





He TACKLES... uh... himself... and hurls his body off-screen. Aiden's mouth can't get any wider. 





					AIDEN


			I... I don't wanna go outside.





Genie smiles, writing something on her arm with a red pen. 





					GENIE


			But outside... is good. For you.





					AIDEN


				(as if being slapped


				in the face)


			It's... it's not safe out there.





					GENIE


			Well of course it's not SAFE out 


			there. 


				(giggles)


			It's not safe for you... or for


			Blair. Hey, I'm a poet and I


			didn't realize it until just 


			this moment!


				(dead serious)


			You'll be back before dawn,


			won't you?





Content with herself, Genie heads into the kitchen, LAUGHING UPROARIOUSLY as she does so. BLAIR is nowhere to be seen.





					AIDEN


				(to himself)


			I can't go outside. It's 


			dangerous. It's violent. 





The BASEMENT DOOR opens, and GLORIA steps out, wearing black pyjamas and carrying Arcaya on a silver platter.





					GLORIA


			Oh, hi honey! Could you go outside,


			please? And take this with you!





She practically shoves Arcaya into Aiden's hands. He furrows his brow... and on the verge of tears.





					AIDEN


			Mom... you can't... be here..


			Something's wrong. 





					GLORIA


				(laughing)


			Oh, honey, shut up. You're


			always saying something's


			wrong. You dont wanna ressurect


			that awfully horrible stutter


			of yours. Remember that?


				(cheerful)


			I am so disappointed in you!





					AIDEN


			But mom, I --





INT. FOYER





Gloria hustles her son towards the door, quickly; with purpose. Genie watches from the kitchen... drawing all over her face. 





					GLORIA


			Now, remember to be in costume.


			Try to make yourself unknown.


			Hide your pentacle. 


				(pause)


			Be back. Before dawn.





					AIDEN


			No! No! Ssssstop... ssstop it!�


					GLORIA


			The stutter! Ugh.


				(grins widely)


			Your such an embarassment to


			the "Dark" name. 





AIDEN's POV: The glass double doors... leading into the darkness of the streets beyond. SUDDENLY, He slams past his mother and races into the house.





					GLORIA


				(calling after him)


			Don't let them see you! Hide,


			don't behave!





INT. UPSTAIRS FOYER - CONTD





The CAMERA follows Aiden as he hurries up the stairs, running through the dimly lit hallway. He turns to his room -- throws himself inside. 





INT. AIDEN'S BEDROOM





He quickly slams the door, almost as quickly as he entered. Aiden holds his hand to his heart, feeling it thumping wildly. His breaths are erratic and forced.





					MIGUEL (O.S.)


			Hey, I know you. 





Aiden WHIRLS around... we see Miguel standing beside the bed, arms crossed over his chest.





					MIGUEL


			Along came a spider. A snake in


			the apple-tree. A Devil to a God. 


			A big bad wolf. 


				(sniffs the air)


			I could go for a Red Riding Hood


			like you. 





					AIDEN


				(trying to gather


				himself)


			Miguel... get out of here.





					MIGUEL


			Nah. I'd rather blow your house


			down. 





					AIDEN


				(confused; fed up)


			Can somebody tell me what the


			HELL is going on? Because this


			whole metaphor-laden sequence


			of events aren't tiding over


			well with me!





					MIGUEL


				(smiling)


			You don't understand yet, do you?





					AIDEN


			No! I don't! I... she said I have


			to be in costume... what costume?


	


					MIGUEL


			Oh, that's not the point. 


				(shakes his head)


			You're always behind. Always. 


			Don't villanize me. 





					AIDEN


			But I don't!�				(Miguel stares him 


				down)


			Well... a little. 


				(beat)


			...A lot.  





					MIGUEL


			It wasn't my fault. You knew


			about me. You knew how I was.


			


					AIDEN


			Are we... are we talking about...?





Aiden's abruptly cut off as MIGUEL GRABS him by the neck forcefully. Miguel shoves him towards the bedroom windows... no longer obscured by curtains or blinds. We see a shimmering full moon outside. 





AIDEN chokes and twitches, trying desperately to break free of Miguel's grasp. His eyes cloud. 





					MIGUEL


			Jack be nimble, Jack be quick.


			Please, jump over the candle-


			stick. Or maybe you already have.





A beat. 





					MIGUEL


			If you're not back... than I'll


			be mad. We all will.





					AIDEN


				(choking)


			Not... back... when...?





					MIGUEL


			...Before dawn. 





And with the force of the Titanic, Miguel SHOVES Aiden through the bedroom window, hurling outside in a shower of glass. 





EXTREME CLOSE UP - A floor with sneaker prints encrusted on them. Aiden FALLS into screen, landing on his back with incredible force. We see he's clutching Arcaya in his hands. 





WIDER revealing the hallways of Albert Campbell High. Students come and go. One of them steps on Aiden, still sprawled on the ground. 





					AIDEN


			Ow! Ww, w-watch it. 





He quickly gets to his feet. Aiden looks around, dumbfounded, trying to find an empty spot in the congested hallway. 





					STUDENT #1 (O.S.)


			Totally flooded, man.





					STUDENT #2 (O.S.)


			It's like he's trapped...





					STUDENT #1 (O.S.)


			Enmeshed, even. 





					STUDENT #2 (O.S.)


			Dude! You're brilliant. 





Aiden hurries through, RUSHING off-screen, as if someone... or someTHING is chasing him. 





EXT. ALBERT CAMPBELL HIGH - FRONT GARDEN





An impossibly gigantic CROWD of various people from ALL walks of life are gathered before a large podium. Hushed murmers spread through. 





AIDEN stands and gawks at it all. 





					ZELDA (O.S.)


			I knew it!





He glances to the right of him, seeing Zelda in a flowery, revealing dress. She smiles brightly. Her hair is dyed completely pink. 





					ZELDA


			I knew you'd be here!�				(hugs him tightly)	


			Oh! I'm so glad! Now we can 


			skin you alive and step all


			over you! It's perfect!





Aiden gives her a concerned look, and then looks at the huge crowd.





					AIDEN


			What's...





					ZELDA


			Oh, them? Phfft, that's just


			every single person you've met


			since you stopped wearing that


			mask. Why did you have to take


			it off? The mask was so... so


			pleasant. Now, underneath, it's


			nothing but ugliness. And every


			one can see it. Everyone can


			see you. Is that what you wanted?





Tears form in the boy's gentle eyes. He looks at his feet, hurt. 





					ZELDA


				(perky)


			That's how it always starts. The


			crying. That's what leads you to


			your spiral. Your downward spiral.


			Things will get uglier. 


				(laughs)


			Things will get worse! Beyond


			comprehension!





					AIDEN


				(crying)


			I don't understand it...





					ZELDA


			Don't you wanna live bravely, Dark?


			


					AIDEN


			I wanna love. Without fear.





It's now that Zelda drops the sweet-heart act. From now on, everything she says is with deadpan seriousness. 





					ZELDA


			Not all of us can feel the wings


			of grace. But you... you're blinded


			by them. 





Aiden's eyes are trained to the crowd. The crowd, themselves, appear to be staring inquisitively at something on the podium. 





					ZELDA


			Look out, Aiden. There's a dark 


			cloud moving in. Dont be afraid of


			being alone. Because that's what's


			flooding you. Being alone... being...


				(looks at the sky)


			...Afraid. 





Several golden-coloured leaves flutter down from the sky, landing before Zelda and Aiden. Almost omen-like. 





					ZELDA


			Dawn is approaching. You better


			wake up soon. You shouldn't learn


			the meaning of mercy... not yet. 





					AIDEN


			What does... what does dawn have


			to do with anything? What's so


			important about --





					ZELDA


			You hold yourself hostage in


			the mirror. The mirrors...


			they're everywhere...





Aiden says nothing for a long time. His cheeks are streaked with tear stains, fresh and old. 





					ZELDA


				(ominously)


			God won't hold you this time. 





She disappears suddenly, vanishing into thin air. Aiden looks down in horror to find Arcaya is no longer in his posession. The boy looks up, following the glances of the crowd... to the podium...





ON THE PODIUM -- sitting atop a 6 foot pedastal is ARCAYA.





An alarm goes off within Aiden's mind. 





ARIEL SHOT -- Aiden penetrates the crowd, rushing through, knocking and bumping into a person every so often. Murmers of displeasure ring throughout the air. The crowd gets hostile. Aiden gets shoved around. Soon, people are yelling and screaming, their shrill voices filling Aiden's ears.





					AIDEN


				(yelling; barely heard)


			No! I... I have to get her!... I 


			have to!





After several furious moments, Aiden makes his way out of the reams of people. He approaches the podium, trying to catch his breath. 





GENIE appears on screen, approaching the pedastal. Aiden's only a meter or so away from her. 





					GENIE


			Hi Aiden! 





					AIDEN


			Genie... Genie... please help


			me... please...





					GENIE


				(bluntly)


			You look to the sky. You look


			to the man. You claim innocence.


			But you're stained.





Aiden looks down at his fingers... still reddenned by the wax of his Love Spell Candle. 





					GENIE


			You always were.


				(angrily)


			You always will be. 





Suddenly, Genie grabs Arcaya off of it's cradle. She raises it to the sky. 





					GENIE


				(chuckles)


			We're gonna step all over you 


			for the rest of your god-damn 


			life. 





					AIDEN


				(eyes on Arcaya)


			Genie... DON'T!





					GENIE


			Paths divide. Old skins are shed.


			Honor his passage. Honor the dying.





She hurls Arcaya to the ground. Aiden's tortured SCREAM, followed by an EXTREME CLOSE UP of the Glass Angel shattering into a million pieces lead us to...





AIDEN'S EYES widening, opening... releasing himself from his tortured dream. 





The CAMERA WIDENS, and we're in...





INT. AIDEN'S LIVING ROOM - DAWN





The first peeps of the morning sun sliver into the room. Aiden awakens with a start. We see he's still holding the Red Love Spell Candle. 





					AIDEN


				(pained, lost, confused)


			...That was interesting. 





