               TREAT OR TRICK

               EXT. STEVE'S HOUSE -NIGHT

               A house on a suburban street.

               INT. STEVE'S HOUSE - NIGHT

               Meet STEVE, 14 years old.  He sits at his COMPUTER, surfing

               chat rooms.

               He senses something. Was that a movement behind him?

               He turns around.   Nope, nothing there.

               Suddenly --- he's grabbed from behind by a strange humanoid
               CREATURE out of somebody's nightmare--
               Steve struggles, trying to breathe--
               The Creature tightens its grip--
               A WOMAN dressed in a tuxedo enters, assesses the situation

               immediately--

                                   WOMAN (MOM)

                         Damn it, Ray!   -- Ray!!

               The Creature lets go of Steve, who gasps for air.  The

               "Creature" removes his mask.

               Meet RAY, Steve's older brother and designated tormentor.

                                   RAY

                         Trick or treat, dickweed
                                  MOM

                         And don't call him dickweed.
                                   RAY

                         Why? That's his name isn't it?

                                   STEVE

                         Bite me, Ray.
                                    RAY

                          Yeah?
                Ray grabs him again--

                                   MOM

                         I mean it!  Both of you!   

                         Your dad and I have been looking

                         forward to this Halloween party for

                         months...and I don't want some

                         phone call saying I have to come

                         home and break up a fight.

                                   RAY

                         No problem, Mom.   --I won't even

                         be here.  I'm going out also.

                                   MOM

                         Where?

                                   STEVE

                         Egg throwing, window-soaping and

                         marijuana smoking.

               Ray grabs him again--

                                   RAY

                         Listen, dickweed--

                                   MOM

                         Ray!

               Ray lets go.  Grudgingly.

                                   MOM

                         And you're staying home, right

                         Stevie?  It's still a school night.

                                   STEVE

                         Michael's coming over. We're doing

                         a little on-line gaming.

                                   RAY

                         Sure.  The ‘game’ of net porno.  

                         “Let's go surfing now, everybody's

                         learning how...”
                                   DAD (O.S.)

                         Everything okay in there?
                                   MOM

                         Wait!  Don't come in!

                             (to the boys)

                         Guess who your father and I are

                         going to the party as?

               Steve and Ray haven't the foggiest.  

               Mom ducks out of the doorway for a second.  She now reappears

               with DAD.  She wears a blonde WIG, hat, and holds a honking

               horn.  Dad's also dressed in a tuxedo -with a mustache and cigar. 

               They pose together:  Harpo and Groucho.   

               Steve and Ray just stare.

                                   MOM

                         Well?

                             (off their silence)

                         We're the Marx Brothers!

               No response.

                                   DAD

                         You know who the Marx Brothers are,

                         right?

                                   STEVE

                         ....Movie producers?

                                                                CUT TO:

               INT. STEVE'S ROOM - NIGHT -LATER

               Steve's friend MICHAEL has arrived, also 14.  They're in

               front of Steve's computer.  In a local teen chat room.

                                   MICHAEL

                         Come on.  Are we going to play...or

                         not?

                                   STEVE

                         One second.  I just pulled a chick from

                         a chat room.

                                   MICHAEL

                         Come on, dude. Forget it. 

                         Nobody is who they say they are

                         anyway.

                                   STEVE
                         No. This is a hot chick.  I can

                         feel her.   

                                   MICHAEL
                         You wish you could feel her.

               Steve types:  HAPPY HALLOWEEN.

               ON THE SCREEN:  The online person has just typed:

               "Happy Halloween."  (electronic voice)
                                   STEVE

                             (types)

                         Who are you?

               ON THE SCREEN: Underneath Steve's post:  What do you want me

         to be?

                           STEVE

                         Well, for starters--

                             (types)

                         Hot.

               ON THE SCREEN:  I can be hot. 

                                   STEVE

                             (types)

                         Prove it.

               ON THE SCREEN:  I will if you let me.

                                   STEVE

                         Whoah. 

               The cursor blinks, waiting.
                                  MICHAEL

                         It's probably not even a girl. 

                         It's probably Mr Dagelman, our gym

                         teacher.

                                   STEVE

                         I don't think so.

                             (types)

                         What are you doing tonight?

               ON THE SCREEN:  Looking.

                                   STEVE

                             (types)

                         For what?

               ON THE SCREEN:  A teenage boy.

                                   STEVE

                         Here we go!

                             (typing)

                         And what would you do with him

                         ...if you got him?

               Beat.  Then--
               ON THE SCREEN:   Suck his bodily fluids out until there's
               nothing left but a dry husk.

               Pause.  They stare at the screen. 

                                   STEVE

                             (thrilled)

                         Alright!   This chick is hot!
                                   MICHAEL

                         Man, you scored.

               They high-five one another.

                                   STEVE

                             (types)

                         I LOVE having my fluids sucked out.

               They wait.  Then comes the reply---

               ON THE SCREEN:  Let's get together for a little Treat or
               Trick.

                                   MICHAEL

                             (to Steve)

                         Doesn't she mean 'trick or treat?'

                                   STEVE

                         Maybe she's dyslexic.

                                   MICHAEL

                         Or foreign.

                                   STEVE

                             (types)

                         Are you from around here?

               ON THE SCREEN:   I'm an alien.

               Pause, as they consider this.

                                   STEVE

                         I hope she's Russian.  I love

                         Russian chicks.

               ON THE SCREEN: Where do you live?

                                   STEVE

                         Wow.  She really wants my fluids!
               Steve's about to type.  Michael stops him.

                                   MICHAEL

                         Wait a second--you're not giving

                         out your address?!

                                   STEVE

                         Why not?

                                   MICHAEL

                         I-I....I don't know.

                                   STEVE

                         Why?  What are you afraid of?

                                   MICHAEL

                         ...What if it is Mr Dagelman?

                                   STEVE

                             (grins)

                         Then you and I are guaranteed an

                         'A' in gym this semester!
                             (off Michael's glare)

                         Look -- we lock the door.  If we

                         don't like the look of whoever

                         shows up....we don't let her in.

                         Simple.

               ON THE SCREEN: (the message is repeated)

               WHERE DO YOU LIVE?? 

               The Cursor BLINKS, waiting.  ...Waiting.
                                   STEVE

                             (finally types)

                         Carltonville.

               ON THE SCREEN:  I could be there really soon.

                                   STEVE

                             (types)

                         How would you get here?

               ON THE SCREEN:  My dad.

               Michael relaxes a little.  Seems pretty normal.

                                   STEVE

                             (looks at Michael)

                         Well? 
                                   MICHAEL

                         Do it.

                                   STEVE

                             (types)

                         183 President Road.
               ON THE SCREEN:  See you soon.

                                   STEVE

                         Done and dusted.

               They high-five each other.     

               And then, one final message arrives:

               ON THE SCREEN:  And don't worry.  Your friend won't be bored,

               either.

               Steve and Michael exchange a glance: They hit the mother lode!
                                                                CUT TO:

               INT. BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

               They're in front of the bathroom mirror.  Furiously getting

               ready.  Combing hair. Gargling mouthwash.  

                                                                CUT TO:

               INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

               They're dimming lights.  Lighting candles. Choosing CDs. 
               Then --

                                   MICHAEL

                         Wait a minute.  Something's not

                         right.

                                   STEVE

                         Come on.   You're not going to wimp

                         out on me--

                                   MICHAEL

                         No. This is serious.  Didn't she

                         say...  "Don't worry --your friend

                         won't be bored, either."

                                   STEVE

                         So?

                                   MICHAEL

                         You never mentioned you had

                          company. ..Did you?

               They stare at one another. 

                                   STEVE

                         She probably just ... guessed.

                                                                CUT TO:

               INT. LIVING ROOM & HOUSE -MOMENTS LATER

               They run around the house, closing windows. Making sure every

               door is closed.   Locked.   Bolted. 

               They turn off all the lights, making it look like no one's

               home.  They hide behind the couch, sweating.

               Slowly, very slowly, they chance a glance out of the living

               room window.   And then...
               EXT. STREET - NIGHT

               Headlights.  An approaching CAR.  It stops in front of the

               house...
               INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

               They duck back down behind the couch, terrified.

               We HEAR a car door SLAM.

               Steve and Michael stare at each other, praying silently.

               FOOTSTEPS.   Getting closer.  Someone's coming up the walk.

                                   MICHAEL

                         This isn't happening.

               More footsteps.  On the front PORCH.   

               And then --

               DING DONG!   -- The doorbell.

                                   MICHAEL

                         Oh god oh god oh god oh god oh

                         god...

                                   STEVE

                         Shh!

               Steve slowly raises his head above the couch.   Stares.

                                   MICHAEL

                         Who is it?

                                   STEVE

                         You're not going to believe this.

                                   MICHAEL

                         Who is it?!

                                                                CUT TO:

               INT. HALLWAY -MOMENTS LATER

               They open the FRONT DOOR.

               The hottest 14 year-old BABE you can imagine is standing on

               the porch.

                                   BABE

                         Hi!

               They just stare at her.  
                                   BABE

                         You mind if I tell my Dad

                         everything's all right?

               Speechless, they shake their heads ‘no.’
               She waves to her Dad in the car.  The car's dark, but we can

               see him wave back. 

               INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

               The Babe is sitting on the couch.    

               Steve and Michael sit, grinning, hormones raging...just

               staring at her.  Finally, they realize they probably should

               say something.

                                   STEVE

                         I'm Steve.  This is....uh--

                                   MICHAEL

                         Michael.

                                   STEVE

                         Michael.    ....And you are...?

                                   BABE

                         Call me Tanya.

                                   MICHAEL

                         Tanya.  That sounds...Russian.

               Steve and Michael share a subtle glance.

                                   TANYA

                             (standing)

                         Do you mind if we get started?

                                   STEVE

                             (low; to Michael)

                         I call first.
                             (to Tanya)

                         Shouldn't we go to the bedroom...or

                         something?

                              TANYA

                         Here is fine. This is a busy night

                         for me.

                                   STEVE

                             (trying for a joke)

                         Why? What do you have to do? Go

                         trick or treating?

                                   TANYA

                         Treat and tricking.

                             (pause)

                          I give myself treat of your bodily

                         fluids... and you find out you have

                         been tricked. Then I use your brain

                         memories and lifeless husks to

                         acquire next treat.

               Long pause as they stare at her.

                                   MICHAEL

                         Are you like, some kind of doper?

                                   TANYA

                         I told you.  I’m an Alien.

               Her eyes glow GREEN -- and ZAP!  Two fleshy unearthly

               TENDRILS shoot out from Tanya's body --- and enter Steve and
               Michael's respective mouths, attaching themselves.  We hear

               the sounds of moist slurping as the boys bodily fluids are

               sucked out like gas through a hose.

               EXT. STEVE'S HOUSE - NIGHT -LATER

               Establishing.
               INT. STEVE'S HOUSE -SAME
               Ray returns -- a little drunk and coming back from Halloween

               partying.

               He walks into the living room a little unsteadily. Sees STEVE
                sitting on the couch.  Waiting.  He looks a little....strange.

                                   RAY

                         Well, well. Look who's past his bedtime.
                                   STEVE

                         Hello.  Ray.

                                   RAY

                             (looks around)

                         Where's your little friend Michael?

                                   STEVE

                         Outside.  His dad came to give him

                         a ...ride home.

               Steve raises his arm, slowly waves out the window.

               In the darkness, someone waves back from the car parked

               outside.

                                   RAY

                         So.  Did you go porno surfing?  Or did

                         you do a little trick or treating?

                                   STEVE

                             (correcting him)

                         Treat or tricking.   ....Dickweed.

                                                          SMASH CUT TO:

               EXT. STEVE'S HOUSE - NIGHT

               Ray SCREAMS as we HEAR those gruesome SUCKING NOISES.

               We HOLD on the HOUSE and the terrible sounds

               continue....we begin to PULL BACK... and for the first time,

               we can see inside the CAR parked out front. 

               Two dried human HUSKS sit in the front seat. Behind the wheel is

               probably what was once Tanya's real FATHER.  The other 'husk'
               is of course, Michael. 
               Some weird glowing alien device is attached to their arms.

               Which causes both their arms to lift and WAVE every few seconds.

               Like a holiday porch decoration.
               As the screams and sucking sounds continue from inside the
               house...
                                   BLACK

