ANGEL  SEASON  6  EPISODE  7
“Damsels In Destruction”
TEASER
1. A frontal shot of a nice “American Dream” house in the blue of the Ceiling, well kept even after the Apocalypse. A beat and the windows on the porch light up. Cut to inside the house. Angel still has his finger on the light switcher, as he examines the surroundings: it’s a tasteful living room with some arty objects, but very homey. Oh yeah, three huge pools of blood stain the white rug, trailing to the corridor. Wesley appears in the doorway, quite pale.

Wesley

The bodies are in the laundry facility. In the drying machines, exactly.

Spike, looking very angry, Illyria appearing as Fred and a chubby mousy man come up behind him. The stranger is under shock. Spike storms the room, crashing lamps and punching the walls. Then he grabs the man and questions him

Why didn’t you bust in, you idiot ? They weren’t sure selling Bibles.

Man (meowling)

I’m just a guy, what could I do ? I saw three..monsters, like many you’ve been seeing on the streets for the last two months. I liked the Gordons, they were my favourite neighbours, but honestly, they would have done me as well. So when they broke in, I ran for help and bumped into you, fortunately.

Illyria

The point of view of this so-called fortune is summoned into question.

Angel

It was certainly not their fortune. But maybe, if we hadn’t been on patrol, these demons could have raided the neighbourhood undisturbed.

The man seems to be on the verge of throwing up. Angel tells Illyria

Could you please stay with him as we take care of the bodies ? Let him take some air.

As Wes, Angel and Spike head for the backside of the house, Illyria and the guy get out in the fresh supernatural “night”. She walks past him, and the man straightens up with a repentine jerk. A beat of awkward silence, then he whispers

I have a communication to pass along, Illyria.

The Old One turns around, tense but not surprised. She tells him

I was actually wondering when you would have contacted me. I see Wolfram & Hart went to great and set-up lenghts to ensure the fulfillment of my oath.

Man (completely different now)

Just a massacre to bait you here, nothing to sweat over. Back to business. Be at the Modern Art Expo tomorrow morning at noon. Someone will show you the specifics.

Illyria

Modern Art. I take delight in oxymorons.

Man (with trademark W&H coolness)

Old style irony is not saving you from duty this time. Keep in your ancient mind who’s in the balance. And the balance..is unstable.

Angel, Spike and Wesley come out with a single trash bag. The man is instantly back to wiping his eyes. Wesley notices Illyria’s worry and asks her 

Are you alright ? I can’t believe someone like you squirms at a bloodshed.

Illyria

Not indeed. Violence does not bother me, it would be most inconsistent of me. (watching the man) Laboured malice does.

As Angel puts the bag down in the near van, Spike beckons Wes and Illyria calling

You wouldn’t want to miss a night of sorting out the pieces, would you ?

2. Nympheum’s hall. Harmony’s face and torso is in focus on the background. She looks bored and reminiscent. Then a phone on a round table on foreground comes into focus. She’s evidently staring at it. Faith comes up behind her and asks her

Whatcha doing ? It looks like you’re thinking, which questions the order of things.

Harmony jumps a bit at her voice and turns around. We see Faith’s full figure. She’s wearing a skimpy blue navy bikini and simple high heeled sandals. She has a towel.

Harmony

God, you never learnt to warn vampires when you sneak up on them ?

Faith

It would ruin the staking part of my job. So you’re having a phone watching session. Were birds too old-fashioned ?

Harmony

I miss the old times. Wolfram & Hart clients would call, I’d pretend to care about their requests while trying to find some moron scapegoat to take on my workload, the clients would threaten to flair them...ah, that was neat.

Faith

I’ll reflect about the never dull twists and turns of your mind while...Ceiling-bathing.

Harmony (cajoling)

But the peachy complexion of your smooth skin doesn’t need for any exposure. Also ‘cause this very “come hither” swimsuit doesn’t allow much more exposure than that.

Faith

Stop waxing me for that torture thing, Harm ! It’s nothing, you were playing the part, I got it ! You’ve been pestering me for two weeks.

Harmony

 You had it easier than Wesley: I didn’t iron all your leather jackets. Anyway, it shouldn’t be me to beg forgiveness. You plugged me with your Inspector Gadget.

Faith

That sounded dirty. Ouch.

Faith looks down. The Second Will lies at her feet. She picks it up, watching around for clues of the talisman’s mysterious appearance. A beat, and Gunn and Eve come running in from the salon, visibly giddy. Gunn lays eyes on Faith and comments

Mamacita paloma.

Eve (not too happy)

You just said “mummy dove”. It doesn’t spell well for your sanity.

Faith (smirking)

But it does spell well for his tastes.

Gunn

It does too. Who could downplay our Centerfold Slayer, after all ?

Faith

Thank you for the women-degrading remark. I’ll go hang from my hook now. Were you throwing the Second Whatever around, by any chance ? Because Harmony could very well report your bratty doings to Wesley to score points.

Harmony (pouting)

Why do you have all the great ideas ?

Gunn

I was teaching Eve to play football. Since there’s no ball and Wes said that for all he knew the thing was just a glorified paper-holder... and why are you doing the Bond Girl-meets-Victoria’s Secret gig ? Not that it’s unwelcome.

Eve (to Faith)

Do you want to get a tan with the Ceiling on ? You’ll end up Illyria-tanned.

Faith

Do you find the blue skin so off-putting ? It does have a certain edge, after all..

Suddenly the Second Will sky-rockets in the air. Faith, Eve, Harmony and Gunn watch it transfixed as it rotates on itself. Then it emits a earth-shattering roar, a thick wall of strangely coherent sound. While the three girls fall to the ground in pain, Gunn stands steady and goes Listener. 

Gunn

A menace to the structure. Revolution of the system. Doom is coming. She is coming.

3. A plane flies in a quiet sky with fluffy clouds. The camera does a 180° from head to tail, and when we see it from behind we also see black nothing in front of it. Like the world ends just right there with an absence of existence. The outer face of the Ceiling. Cut to the plane’s cabin, where the two pilots are showing signs of distress.

Pilot no.1

Let’s get ready for landing. And dying too, just in case.

Pilot no.2

Or maybe dying in the void, and then crashing.

Come on people. If you have to be such downers, time to pass the wheel.

It’s a female voice. WILLOW’s voice. She pops up in the cabin with a smile, dressed in a tight cream skirt and a coral halterneck top with a little cute pony on it. She has tomboy pixie-like hair, slick and shiny. 

Pilot no.1

Miss Rosenberg, do you think you could..

A long spear of glass with silver engravings materializes in Willow’s hands. She points it at the Ceiling and closes her eyes. Shot of waves forming in the black dome. Then Willow’s hand holding more tightly the cane, and her close up as she says

Magarum lancea aperat caelum transfictum.

Magarum lancea aperat caelum transfictum.

As she grows stronger and more attuned to magic, her hair goes white. She continues to repeat the incantation until the spear’s magic pierces a hole in the Ceiling. A CGI landscape of Los Angeles can be seen through the hole. Willow says

Yep. I think I can.

The plane goes down into the hole.

END OF TEASER

CREDITS ROLL

DAVID BOREANAZ
JAMES MARSTERS
J. AUGUST RICHARDS
AMY ACKER
MERCEDES Mc NAB
SARAH THOMPSON
and ALEXIS DENISOF
plus ELIZA DUSHKU as FAITH
guest starring

EVA GREEN as ELISE

ROBERT GANT as EDWARD

FELICIA HARDY as VI

NAVI RAWAT as DANA

special appearance by

ALYSON HANNIGAN as WILLOW

NICHOLAS BRENDON as XANDER

EXECUTIVE PRODUCER

LUCA TENORE

CREATED by

JOSS WHEDON

ACT ONE
4. A white plastic door is all we see. From beyond it some shrilly female voices are having a good ol’gossip, and laughing silly. One of them asks

Harmony, is it true that Miss Morgan has an affair with Mr. Suvarto ?

Voice no.2 

But the Senior Partners don’t dig human flings, it’s gross ! And she’s dead !

Harmony

What have you got against dead people ? They’re sexier and aging-free. Don’t spit any more venom while I go peeing, ok ?

Voice no.1

Do vampires pee ?

The door opens and Harmony comes into view. We realize we’re in a bathroom’s cubicle. She sits on the toilet, unbuttons her wool jacket..and pulls out a sheet of photographic paper. She sticks a finger in her ear and fumbles a bit, then

Chuckie Toffee, can you hear me ?

The Nympheum’s tech lab. Gunn is at the screen’s desktop while Faith, Spike, Angel and Eve sit at the computers’ chairs. Gunn looks sleepish and mellow as he answers

I wish I couldn’t. It’s not even 8, Harm, what’s up at the Palace so damn early ?

We see both sides of the conversation as they speak. 

Harmony

If you wanna go back to nap, I’ll let my employers stitch up the Ceiling, no biggie.

Angel (incredulous)

Was it disrupted ? Did someone tear through it ?

Harmony

The aerial security detectors registered a sudden decrease in magic tension last night,

around sunset time. Such a big drop could only be a damage to the Ceiling.

Spike

What did Lilah do about it ? The whole Palace must be in a tiff.

Harmony

It looks like she’s up for a spanking. Word has she’s been called to the Home Office for a meeting with the big wigs, and after Lorne’s fiasco, it’s not for a raise in salary.

I heard about the Ceiling bust only today as well, and it’s fresh for everybody else here. As far as I know, with Lilah off house, nobody’s ballsy enough to take the lead and plan a course of action against the intruders. Morgan would hex their heads off.

Faith

So it’s a cert, the burglars thing, I mean.

Harmony lays the sheet on the toilet and bends over so that the ethnic necklace-cum-camera can frame it for the gang to see. Cut to the screen in the tech lab. The five guys observe a grainy black and white shot of a plane coming down towards a green area, probably a wood up in the hills. Time and numbers are in the right down corner of the picture. Gunn tells Angel

Let me get this straight. You buy a ticket, jump on board and destroy the demonic equivalent of the Berlin Wall just like this ?

Angel

“There’s more to it than meets the eye” may sound cliched, but I can’t put it any other way. Harmony, those numbers are latitude and longitude, aren’t they ?

Harmony

Sure. If I knew what all those “tudes” are.

Angel

My lovely Vampire Friday. Gunn, someone should go to the plane’s location and help our shadowy guests before the troops inevitably ride in.

Spike

I will. Always been a “morning brawl” person.

Gunn

I’ll go with him. Time to get back to muscle mode. Eve, wanna come along ?

Eve

Because of what insane drive ?

Gunn (mumbling)

Just, so..you know..you could be useful. Like reading the map.

Eve

I’m honoured, really. What’s next ? Shrub-shearing ?

Spike, Gunn and Eve leave. Angel and Faith are trailing when a loud beep is heard. One of the computers’ screen flashes a rotating F. Faith is at a loss, while Angel says

A message from Matthew. (to Faith) Can you do the...whole mail thing ?

Faith gives him an amused look and answers him

Sure, Mr. Parchment and Quill.

The Slayer sits at the computer and clicks on the F. The screen now displays the Front’s Network directory. Angel explains to Faith

After Lorne’s return, I thought our ties with the Front should have been implemented. So to avoid misunderstandings, Matthew connected our computers to theirs.

Faith browses through the several sections of the directory. Los Angeles Occulta, Wolfram & Hart: a History of Evil, Chronicles of Angel, Partners in Fight, Sightings Gallery, Projects of Resistance. Faith chuckles

Maybe they have your naked pictures in the Links Section.

Angel

No way. There wasn’t dagherrotype at the time. Unless they traced the paintings...

Faith opens the Personal Messages icon. Matthew’s mail, titled “Something to distract you from W&H”, appears on the screen, with many attached documents. Faith double-clicks the first: it’s a police report about a missing girl named Alicia Bronson, 16 years old, complete with picture. Faith opens the second. Police report about Missy Herden, 17, from San Bernardino. Gone two months before. Montage of shots of girls, names, places on the computer follows, mixed with the worried and tense expressions of Angel and Faith. Then Angel says

Missing teen girls from all over the country. 6 from Los Angeles, a couple dozens in total. All disappeared in the last year or so. Normal stuff in the US, what’s the link ?

Faith opens the last attachment: it’s a series of pictures of houses and flats, each labelled with the name of a missing girl. In every one a blurry male figure is lurking on the premises, too fuzzy to identify, but it’s always the same person seen from behind. Faith tells Angel

The bastard kidnapper is.

5. Wesley is sleeping in a T-shirt and boxers, blankets thrown aside. The camera pans from his face to his feet, and then surpasses the bed to find latex-clad thighs. Cut to Illyria standing spookily over Wesley. She watches him, raptured and with intensity. A beat, and Wesley wakes up. He rubs his eyes, then notices Illyria and bolts, grabbing the blankets to cover himself. He tells Illyria

It’s not polite to stare at someone in their sleep.

Illyria

Humans overrest. It constitutes a despicable waste of time.

Wesley

And what would you make of it ? Why are you so hasty, since you’ve been around since..ever ?

Illyria

I have been thinking about death lately.

Wesley

Leaving the morbidity of it aside, isn’t it a bit useless for a virtual immortal like you ?

Illyria

I live in a deciduous world now. Death may not touch me, but surrounds me with his rotten whiff. Like yesterday’s corpses. Thus I resolved to make the most of my days.

Wesley

Like a real human.

Illyria

I wish to see the world. Average people minding their senseless errands. Reality not spread on pages for me to read under command. 

Wesley

Reality is overrated. And this apocalypse-stricken world is not exactly what I’d call...

Illyria

Will you keep me company ?

Cut to a mildly crowded street downtown, its boutiques with huge bouncers at the door. Some are demons. Illyria, disguised as Fred in jeans and a white sleeveless airy top with tiny blue flowers, and Wesley are taking a walk. Illyria tells him

I hope my outfit does not bother you.

Wesley

Should it ? It’s rather nice and..humanly feminine.

Illyria

I did not refer to the items of clothing. I put on her identity to gel better with people.

Wesley

Oh, that. I got accustomed to it by now. But maybe you’d have gelled better with the suit on, with the new multi-species political climate. So, what do you want to do ?

Cue montage of silent Wesley/ Illyria scenes: them buying an icecream, Wesley cruising an occult-themed bookshop while Illyria skims through the ancient tomes with a “I know better” look on her face, the Old One happily strolling in a videogame store with a bored Wes in tow, the couple just talking on a park bench, them having a professional picture taken on Ocean Avenue with the sea on the background. Cut to a red traffic light. Shot of Wesley and Illyria at a crossing. She rants

I am still reeling at their lack of Crash Bandicoot 2. This world is skewered.

Wesley

I resent that..after seeing you try the skaterboard, nothing can unsettle me.

They cross the street. Illyria eyes a digital clock in a shop reading 11:34 and tells Wes

I wish to be alone. According to my knowledge, human adults can walk on their own.

Wesley

I don’t think I need to warn you from strangers. More the case, they should be warned from you. See you at home, then.

He walks away. Illyria looks up. The Modern Art Expo looms above the street.

6. Eve’s face lands in a heap of grass with a whimper. Gunn’s hand lowers into screen to offer something to cling on. Eve gets up and cleans her once white trousers.

Shot of the surroundings, a dark and wild wood of pines and birches.

Spike

Mind the roots, Trip-o-rama.

Eve

Why don’t you tell me before, next time, eh ? I hate woods.

Gunn

Why ? Too many X-Files repeats ?

Eve

Personal experience.

They reach a wide clearing. Wide enough to contain a plane. It’s on the other side, partially stuck in the trees. Spike enters the clearing and says

Looks like there are no bodies around.

A beat and more than 10 girls come out of nowhere, surrounding the trio with a ferine attitude. They silently close in. Gunn takes a look around and sentences worried

Maybe there will be soon.

Another girl steps out of the woods, a thin red-haired artsily-clothed girl. She comes closer to Gunn, Spike and Eve and gets wide-eyed.

Vi

Spike ?

Spike

Beanie Hat Slayer ?

Vi jumps on Spike and hugs him. He reacts clumsily as the other Slayers watch on a bit confused. One of them, Latin or Middle Oriental-looking, with slick black hair sides Vi and tells her with coarse voice

He’s a vampire. A strong one. I fought with him before you found me.

Spike disentangles from Vi’s embrace and realizes the other girl is Dana (Damage).

Vi

I know, but he’s a goodie ! And he was supposed to be dead! (turning towards the woods) Will, come look who’s here !

Willow walks out of the darkness with a drapel of 30-40 Slayers and the pilots. She stares utterly disbelieving at Spike for some seconds, then smiles and declares

Yeah. The duster is one and the same. Not even death can stop the mighty duster.

She goes up and hugs Spike, who’s a bit taken aback by this affections. She’s radiant.

Willow

So you joined the exclusive “Say no to gravestones” club ?

Spike

You’d marvel at how many members we have. Wesley’s been recently accepted.

Willow 

Oh. Good, I guess. Oh, Hi Gunn. And..hi..new girl.

Gunn and Eve wave back. Willow pats her hands on Spike’s chest, then asks

So you’re working for Angel now. I shudder at the testosterone overload.

Spike

I don’t work for him, I mostly..collaborate grudgingly.

Gunn (dismissingly)

Oh, they’re the best of chums now. He’s just a poser toughie.

Willow 

What about Faith ? When the Coven last saw her on the Astral Plane she and the cyborgs had joined you, but we couldn’t get hold of her post-Apocalypse.

Eve

Miss No Last Name is effectively on the team. Her boobs too.

Gunn

Look who’s talking. Will, what brought you and the Bad Girl Brigade to W&Hland?

Willow (vaguely)

Oh, the contingent reason to drop by was an issue with some Council property. I volunteered to come ‘cause I missed you guys so much. By the way, how’s Fred ?

Gunn and Spike look at each other nervously when bullets sweep the clearing.

7. A door opens. A black woman in her 50’s, not exactly elegant, looks at the camera questioningly. Cut to Angel and Faith, waiting on the other side of the threshold. We see a street of a poor neighbourhood behind them. Mrs. Bronson asks them

Who are you ?

Angel

My colleague and I are private investigators, Mrs. Bronson. We aid the police in your daughter’s case. We were wondering if we could ask you some questions.

Mrs. Bronson.

But I didn’t hire you. I ain’t got the money to.

Faith

It’s not about money, Madame. We just wanna help. Can we come in and talk ?

Mrs. Bronson makes way for Angel and Faith to enter. Cut to them sitting in a very modest but neat living room. The most glamourous thing in there is the TV set, and it’s not saying much. Mrs. Bronson is clutching a tissue as she tells Angel and Faith

She fell off the face of the earth six months ago. No phone calls, no letters..she just went away. Truth is I don’t even know if she ran off of her own will.

Angel

Before her disappearance, did she get threats or some stranger took an interest in her?

Mrs. Bronson

No, as far as I know nobody targeted her. Not even at school. The only strange thing about that period were a couple lawyers who dropped by to offer Alicia an internship. That was unexpected. Her marks weren’t even that good. I didn’t like their attitude.

Faith and Angel watch each other meaningfully. Faith tells Mrs. Bronson

I’m gonna go out on a limb and wager they were from Wolfram & Hart.

Mrs. Bronson

That firm that’s bossing around town, yeah. How do you know ?

Angel

Why do you think they were interested in Alicia ? Did she possess any..peculiarities ?

Mrs. Bronson

She was an ordinary girl..except..she had grown much more confident and defiant in the last year. She was, I don’t know..braver..once she beat the crap out some thugs who wanted money from his older brother. She had these urges to stay out all night, and I just wasn’t able to make her stay in. I thought she went to clubs and stuff, but later I found out she had got into a sort of girl gang.

Faith (as if trying to prove a point)

Alicia always brought something with her, right ? Something you didn’t understand ?

Mrs. Bronson watches her surprised. She goes to a drawer and pulls out something. She turns around and we see she’s holding a stake. Close up of a knowing Faith, followed by a more unprepared Angel, who’s about to speak, when the corner of his eye catches a blurry sight. Cut to the living room’s window, where we see a fleeting shape. Angel rushes to the door, busts it open and goes out. Mrs. Bronson rants

Dear God, if a piece of wood scared him, good luck to his career.

Faith

Professional liability. Sorry.

She runs out too. Cut to Angel elbowing his way into the untamed grass of the backyard, until he glimpses the back of a dark-haired man in cargo pants and blue T-shirt squatting nearby. He dives on him, but the faceless man fights back with a rough technique, kicking Angel down. The vampire gets up and jumps again on the fugitive, locking his arms on his back and grabbing his throat in martial style. As Faith arrives Angel drags him up. The prisoner gives his back to the camera. The vampire asks him

So the kidnapping deal includes keeping tabs on us? Who sent you, Wolfram & Hart?

No, Dead Boy. Your ex-girlfriend did.

The man turns around and salutes a laughing Faith. He has an eye-patch... XANDER.

8. Modern Art Expo interior. Illyria is slowly walking down a passageway. It’s a glass and steel environment where rigid lines couple with a sophisticated use of light. But now the Ceiling’s blue meshes with the black, white and red of the design. The place reeks of abandon. The museum has probably been raided after the Apocalypse, because very few artistic items remain on place, giving the space a surreal feel, like a desert spaceship. Shots of Illyria walking about casually. In a room she carefully considers a  rotten banana skin on a column: the title of the work is “Ascension”.

Illyria

This is labelled art. I should perchance reconsider my affiliation with humans.

Isn’t this why you came here for ?

Elise comes out of the shadows behind a pillar. She wears long boots, a tiny skirt and a leather vest. And Edward at her fingers. He has a stilish suit in grey and silver. Illyria doesn’t show any surprise or nervousness. She simply states

How serendipitous to meet you again. I gather you are Wolfram & Hart’s lackeys.

Elise

I prefer “freelancers”. One day here, the other there, where money leads us. Most times, it’s a pretty good guide. 

Edward

In this occasion it led us to your Medusean beauty, that Elise very lightly put in peril last time we met. Forgive her for that inconsiderate hit. Why do you hide your face ?

Edward, under Elise’s jealous eyes, goes to caress Illyria’s cheek, but she stops him.

Elise (to Edward)

Let’s save the poetry for later, will you ? Illyria has a job to do and we’re here to show her the work tools. (to Illyria) You’ll see we paved the way for you already.

Shots of them turning corners and crossing halls until they reach a dark balcony. Elise turns on the light, and we now see the huge central exposition hall below, where at least 80 hooded figures are standing still. Edward explains Illyria

A present from the Partners. A brand new army we trained for a powerful Old One. You will lead Wolfram & Hart’s forces when the Senior Partners will extend Their realm to the whole planet, but this is your personal legion.

Illyria (unimpressed)

I had more bodyguards watching my urinal. You do not know what an army is.

Elise

But I know what a Slayer is.

Shot of the 80 hooded figures unhooding themselves. Close up of some warriors, including one that looks like Alicia Bronson. They’re all young girls, all races and with a steely determination on their faces. Close up of Illyria as realization dawns on her face. And something else. True absolute power radiates from her features as the pre-Fred Illyria, the unadulterated demon creeps back to the surface. 

The camera pans away from the Old One adoringly contemplating her Slayer Army, sweeps over the girls’ heads and fades to black.

END OF ACT ONE

ACT TWO
9. A W&H contingent marches his way through the clearing. Not a single Slayer in sight, unlike the very evident Boeing parked there. Some more tech-looking soldiers put on visors to scan the plane, and the screen turns into the visor display, with diagrams, levels of power analysis and detector of non-human or spiritual entities. Back to the ordinary seals doing their wary exploration of the clearing. One of them walks into a bush and moves some grass. A beat and Willow pops up beside him.

Willow

Looking for something ? Maybe this ?

Shot of a pinkish evanescent bird on her palm. Willow says “Mesmerio” and the bird takes off, flying into the intricate branches of the trees. The W&H guy can’t even lift his uzi. He’s immediately drawn to the bird, like an otherworldly sight. He shouts

I located the target. Come here, all of you, follow me.

And he goes deep into the wood, chasing the magic winged bait, soon followed by the entire troop. Shot of a flock of heavily-armed muscular thugs going after a pink sparrow. They disappear from view. Willow looks cutely happy as Gunn, Eve, Spike and the Slayers gather in the clearing.

Eve

We have to sign her up. Now. Let’s trade her for Harmony.

Willow (shocked)

Does Harmony work with you ? Do souls come by the dozen now ?

Spike

Again, “work” is not the best term. 

Gunn (to Willow)

She doesn’t have a soul. She has a “be our spy or die” device. Even better. Back to Nympheum, alright ? Or you have some more magic scheduled ?

Cut to a rotating shot of Willow, with Dana and Vi at her sides, forming a circle with all the Slayers. Willow glows, and her power expands to include all the circle in a bright ring. Spike, Gunn and Eve watch from outside, silent. A beat, and the glow 

shoots toward the center of the circle, where a crashed can of Coke appears. Willow leaves the circle and picks up the can, evaluating the result of the magic. She turns around and gives the Slayer a big thumbs up, then tells them

Nice team work, girls. This time we even transmogryphed the wings. Another step in our telepathic joint spell project, yessir. All juniors can go out and about town, I’ll call you back when needed. Dana and Vi will pick you up.

As the Slayers break ranks, Gunn flanks Willow and raves

You trans..transmogryph..whatever, you turned the plane into a can of Coke ? Man, I want my wish for a Willow-Illyria one-on-one on record.

Willow

Who’s Illyria ?

Spike (hasty)

Another rookie at Angel Investigations. 

Willow (all giddy)

I’m eager to meet him..her, I don’t know, and Wesley, and Cordelia and..

10. Cut to Willow sitting at the table in Nympheum’s salon. She sighs and says

..and evidently nobody is eager to meet me.

Dana and Vi are sitting with her, while Spike, Gunn and Eve stand embarrassed at the lack of showing up from the other Avengers. An awkward staring between them, followed by Willow’s “hurt puppy” close up. A beat, and Wesley comes into the salon, bringing a book. He looks at the redhead, failing to recognize her, then tries

Willow ?!

The witch bolts up and breaks into a huge smile before walking up to him for a hug.

Wesley

You had your hair cut. You look..great. (realizing) How did you get to Los Angeles ?

(hyper-hopeful) Did you recompose the interdimensional rift ?

Willow

I managed a little poke, but I think Wolfram & Hart will figure out how to patch it up. Thanks for the tricotic appreciation, it will shut up Kennedy.

Wesley

Are you here on Council duty ? Did Giles finally realize we needed help ?

Not exactly. They’re just minding their Slayer factory business.

Angel says, entering with Faith and Xander. While Gunn and Eve don’t react, Wesley is startled at the new guest. Even more so is Xander when he sees Spike. He says

Look who’s undead. Randy Andy blacked out on a juicy detail of his L.A. trip.

Spike

Maybe Randy Andy’s best mate is me and not you. I see too much of Sunnydale for my taste. Willow, what’s the real reason of your trip ?

Xander (to Willow)

No use lying, Will, Angel already kindly probed me. (to the whole audience) The New Council sent us to retrieve an amount of Slayers the Coven couldn’t identify two years ago. Some of our Slayers kept having dreams about girls they didn’t know, and Los Angeles was a factor in their premonitions, so I, in my position of Head Tracker, spent last year travelling across the US trying to find them, but when I got to their houses, someone had always got there before. Sistematically.

Angel

Meaning, it’s almost a given that Wolfram & Hart is assembling a Slayer force.

Wesley

If they’re behind it, this means the plan started under your run, Angel.

Xander

Wesley, always the master of illuminating comments. Anyway it remains true that they really schemed it well under your very receptive nose, Angel. Cheers.

Willow (to Angel)

We also came ‘cause Buffy felt we should contact Faith and you. Believe me, it was

one of those “two birds, one stone” cases. Our policy towards you has changed.

Faith

The fact that I saved his meaty buttocks may be a telling indicator.

Angel (smirking)

Yeah, it gave away the impression. (to Will and Xander) You want your Slayers, we don’t want Wolfram & Hart to have them. So all we gotta do is find them.

Willow is about to speak when Faith hands her Alicia’s stake. She tells Willow

Locator spell. Personal belonging of the target required. I learnt fast last year, huh ?

Willow looks at Faith proudly. Cut to Alicia’s stake dangling on a Los Angeles map for a beat, then starts to move across the sheet, very slowly. Widen to reveal Willow leaning on the map, at the center of a square of candles. Some bottles of powder and a little book lie next to her. The others, including Xander, Vi and the yet-unrecognized Dana surround the magic square in Nympheum’s hall. Willow concludes

This girl is still in town. And judging from her strolling around, not the cliched reluctant captive. Maybe Wolfram & Hart is using mental conditioning.

Angel

We need someone to find Alicia and win her trust. Someone to relate to, who can act her way into Wolfram & Hart’s facilities and be the Slayer next door at the same time. We need a resourceful woman, we need..

The camera closes in on Faith. Suddenly it moves to the door opening. Harmony is back home. Shot of everybody looking at her. She sees the familiar faces and shrieks

Oh my God, oh my God, a high school reunion !

Eve sighs, comically desperate.

11. Nympheum’s garden. Wesley and Willow are walking as they chat. Willow says

Oh, and Buffy and the Immortal are no longer a couple.

Wesley

Did they call it quits ?

Willow

As in “my girlfriend beheaded me”. But that doesn’t mean they’re not going to get back together. Re-growing head perks and all. Listen, Wesley, I don’t want to seem pushy or anything, but this Illyria person..who is it ? And I didn’t see Fred around..

Wesley’s close up. He bites his lips nervously and looks away from Willow, then cut to Illyria’s back on foreground and the talking pair on background. Close up of Illyria watching interestedly the unknown girl, then Willow turns around and sees what she thinks is Fred. She smiles and goes to hug her, saying

Hey. Big surprise, eh ?

Illyria stands still at the contact, then she passes her hand in front of her face, and gets back to blue mode. Willow steps back, sees the new face and screams in horror.

Cut to Illyria’s bedroom. Both girls sit on the bed, Wesley stands by the door.

Illyria

I can muster Fred’s memories at whim. I have recollections of your meeting. She thought you were pleasant and a powerful witch. With a sexual undercurrent. I agree.

Willow (very sad)

I’m flattered..and wigged out. So there’s none left of her, in you, I mean.

Wesley

Fred’s being, her soul, her essence, whichever noun fits best, doesn’t exist anymore.

Illyria

I already expressed my regret at having involuntarily set her erasure in motion. I did not intend to cause any harm, since I was not conscious of the process in the slightest.

Wesley (bitterness coming out all the same)

It’s easy to cope with that trickle of guilt you occasionally cradled and move on.

Illyria

I am not the one who necessitates to look forward. The past cannot be changed.

Wesley looks like the concept sounds new to him. Willow eagerly chimes in, saying

So, Illyria, how are you adjusting to this world ? Do you like it ?

Illyria gets up, unzips her jeans starting to take them off with unsteady and unexpert movements as she answers. She continues talking through the undressing scene.

I figure my acclimatation might have been rockier. I met an all in all satisfying mentor in my descent towards the lowly manifestations of being. Still, the transition from God-King to sweaty human form is not a joy ride.

Willow gapes as Illyria takes off her top with a liquid and secure gesture (seen from behind). Willow stares unabashedly at Fred’s body and mumbles to Wesley

She reminds me of Anya. Money talk and boobs aside, obviously.

Wesley doesn’t answer. He’s completely lost in Fred’s body. Her undies fall to the ground and a totally(not for the viewers)naked Illyria heads for the bathroom, saying

I beg your pardon. These human garments augment my perspiration. I must shower.

Wesley’s face is a painting of lust, anger and shame. Wide-mouthed Willow tells him

Maybe all Old Ones were nudists.

12. Harmony stands in the middle of the living room in her bra and thong, with Vi and Spike choosing clothes from a puddle on a sofa. Angel, Xander, Faith and Dana sit on the other two, assisting to Harmony’s Slayer makeover. She reminds Spike

Do you remember Buffy’s blue sweater, Blondie Bear? It made for a hot role-playing.

Angel (to Spike)

Did you steal Buffy’s clothes to get your kicks ?

Spike

They were literal kicks. At least I didn’t kill Willow’s goldfishes.

Xander

Oh, much much worse than trying the old rape trick, Spike, you romantic git. (to Angel) I hope you don’t mind he wins Xander’s vampire hate contest.

Angel watches Spike with fury. The blonde vampire casts a frilly top of Harmony’s away and crosses his arms in answer. He protests

No soul, no fault. Rule no.1 of the house, did we forget ?

Angel doesn’t seem too convinced. Cut to Vi, deeply unhappy with Harmony’s choice of wearing. She tells the fed up vampire

Think about me. I’m playing dolls with a vampire. I should be killing you.

Harmony

You don’t look much murderous with Spike. 

Vi

Oh, but he’s Spike. I meant every other vampire.

Angel frowns up and gives Vi “the eye”. Shot of Vi looking “Oops”, then tells Harm

Your clothes are very un-Slayerish. Don’t you have something hot but a bit butch, like Faith ? (insert Faith’s “What ?” close up here) Take a leaf from Dana’s book.

Angel and Spike look at Dana, finally recognizing her. Angel awkwardly asks her 

Oh. Dana. Nice to see you again. What about the..madness..thing ?

Dana

I got over it. Miss Summers personally saw to my rehabilitation plan. She’s sweet.

Faith

Electroshock.(a beat) Just kiddin’. No really, B’s been cool with her. She’s sane now.

Spike

My hands are perfectly safe then. (he looks around) What are Gunn and Eve up to ?

Xander

Is Eve the blonde girl ? She definitely didn’t hurt my eyes. The one left, that is. (a beat) She’s not a demon, is she ? ‘cause that would be statistically unlikely.

Faith (preparing the blow)

No, she’s not. She’s a dark magic-created maid of the Senior Partners turned human.

Xander (self-snarky)

Phew. For a moment I thought I could escape my “demon women” streak.

Harmony

Less bull, your demon women escape you, Harris. And Eve seems to have taken a liking to somebody already. Gunn and her have been gone for a couple hours now.

Xander

I don’t stake you just because it’s somebody else’s home and I’m polite.

Angel leaves the living room to look for Gunn and Eve. He crosses the hall and starts to walk up the stairs when Xander reaches him. He asks Angel

Hey, from what Willow told me Cordy was part of your gang. I’d like to say hello, catch up with her for old times’ sake. Is Miss High-Maintenance on holiday ? or the hero life was too much for her in the long run ? We all know what Cordy was li..

Cut to Angel pinning Xander to the wall violently. He hisses in his face

Hear me, boy, because I don’t wanna say this again. You can tease me as much as you like, do your envious insult routine, whatever, it was crap eight years ago as it is now. But you never get to mention Cordelia. The ditz you remember became the bravest and most generous woman I ever met. She was the real hero because she chose her life and died because of it, she died to help me and the world. She’s dead, Xander, understood ? At least she changed, unlike you. Missing eye aside.

Angel lets Xander fall to the floor. He gasps for breath as the vampire goes upstairs.

13. Modern Art Expo. Wolfram & Hart’s Slayers queue up in front of black glass cages: we don’t see clearly what’s inside, except moving shadows. Elise and Edward pace up before the girls, like tigers in full control. Elise addresses their pupils

This is one of your final trainings: Edward and I showed you what you are capable of, and what we are capable of.

Edward and Elise vamp out for an instant. A couple Slayers flinch, then Elise says

The Senior Partners gave you a tremendous opportunity to develop your gift. Your darkness, your instinct to kill and destroy. A gift that would have gone to waste if not properly cultivated. You are creatures of want, superior beings. It’s only fitting that you exercise your strength under the most powerful flag...Wolfram & Hart.

Edward

It’s time for you to reveal your nature: we have taught you the fight’s mysteries, how to hone your supernatural skills, how to embrace death as a lifestyle..who better than us ? But the beauty of blood, the taste for slaughter..that, you either own it or not. Let us see that you’re ready for the final test, because you’ll be called to action very soon.

Edward opens the first cage: a white and yellow furry beast comes out bellowing and assalts the first Slayer in the line. Shot of blood spraying on the floor. Elise whispers

Entertain us.

Montage of Elise and Edward opening the cages one after another, and shots of the deadly opponents coming out: giant bats, skeletal humanoids, wolves with scorpion tails, vampires, balls of howling fire, that charge the Slayers of their respective line.

Elise then moves to the last line, where the Slayers are frightenedly watching their mates fighting their foes to the death. The vampire opens the cage deliciously slowly.

Elise

For you, the cream of the crop, we have reserved the most difficult and monstrous menace. By the way, if you don’t kill them, I’ll see to it myself.

We, and the Slayers, see what’s in the cage: crying, trembling, bare..humans. The Slayers are petrified, but Elise hands the first in line a stake nonetheless.

Cut to a Persian-themed bedroom: warm and violent colours, a lot of gold decorations on the red and violet tapestry, smooth lines and soft textiles covering black furniture with ancient Near-Oriental statues or lamps on them. Elise is washing away the blood on his face with some water in a basin, while Edward is sprawled on the bed like an obscene big cat. He observes Elise with a kind attitude, then tells her

I can lick it away if you want.

Elise

If you go for Fenorea wolves’ blood, help yourself. No, honey, the poor humans were done in a matter of seconds. The Slayers were easily convinced when I sucked one of them who refused the task. I’m so proud of them.

Edward (as Elise crawls on the bed)

You are enjoying the job a little too much. But after all, you revel in perversion.

Elise (with an accomplice look)

Don’t you ? What’s more exhilarating than leading a Slayer astray ?

They look at each other meaningfully, as if Elise’ words had more layers to them. As Elise snuggles up to her partner, Edward answers the rhetorical question with

Leading dozens Slayers astray. I was just wondering if you were neglecting our previous committment. Although not for us, time goes on.

Elise (saucy)

I’m more excited by the prospect of our employers finding out we have boarded a collateral project for the Senior Partners. Will they spank us ?

As Elise runs her hand over Edward’s chest, he tells her

We actually breached the exclusive clause for Faith’s (he “air quotes”) neutralization.

Elise

I don’t think they’ll (she “air quotes”) fire us. They said we were the only ones who could kill her. They were hugely terrified of Faith. And terror makes me horny.

And with this, she sits on top of Edward, a urge in her eyes.

14. Wesley and Willow leave Illyria’s room and cover the upstairs corridor to reach the staircase. Willow’s face expresses a real and stinging pain as he tells Wesley

I should know how you feel. My love died in my arms too, but I didn’t have to live every day with her killer wearing her face. I didn’t have to be their friend.

Willow stops walking suddenly. Her hair-ends turn white as she points to a door.

Willow

I feel an overwhelming power coming from there. It’s like nothing I know.

Wesley (tense)

This is my room. If you want to take a look...

Wes opens the door. Shot of the Second Will on his desk. As Willow sees it, she’s  blasted away across the corridor. She falls beyond the balcony and down in the hall.

END OF ACT TWO

ACT THREE
15. Willow is about to crash on the floor when she lands in Illyria’s arms. The Old One, in her suit now, cocks her head and tells the still scared and panting Willow

I marvel at the chemistry my body feels towards yours. Did Fred attract everybody ?

Willow (blushing)

It was just a fantasy thing...

Cut to Wesley taking crystals from Willow’s bag and putting them around the Second Will in a pentacle. All the series regulars are in Wesley’s bedroom, looking on the isolation ritual. The ex-Watcher draws lines between the crystals with a wood stick. When all lines are drawn a red barrier of light joins the stones.

Wesley

It should be harmless now. Although it is right to point out that it only caused this unpredictable reaction to Willow.

Angel (offering his explanation)

She’s very likely the most magically-perceptive person on the planet.

Faith (moving to the door)

Let’s put a cap to the jabbering. Will, the bad box won’t hurt you anymore. Come in.

Willow, Xander, Vi and Dana enter. Willow eyes the Second Will with worry.

Spike (to Willow)

Up for a second round of bungee-jumping ? 

Willow sits at Wesley’s desk, facing the box, everybody around her. She says

That’s why I made Wesley take care of the parachute. Kickass ward, Pryce.

Shot of a proud Wesley. Back to Willow, who extends her hands towards the red barrier. The line trembles and Willow’s hair goes totally white. She tells the gang

Not evil. This thing flows something...primal. It’s an unbound power, shapeless. I felt some astonishing juice in my time but nothing like it. Nobody ever may have felt this.
She gets up, but she swoons. Gunn catches her, but the moment he touches her, he goes Listener. With golden eyes he addresses the gang and their guests, croaking

Phos Goneias Ex Erebon.

The Senior Partners’ message ends, and Gunn falls down, bringing Willow with her. The gang can only help them to their feet. A partially dizzy Willow tells Xander

Strange I didn’t get superpower vibes off him. It must be ‘cause he’s a guy.

Xander

Pity. I could have finally found a friend without benefits. And with gonads.

Willow

What about Randy Andy ? You even lent him your Babylon 5 commemorative plates.

Xander

I scrapped him from the “with gonads” list when he started slashing Clark / Lex. Even if I have to admit the ship isn’t baseless.

Cut to Gunn crying wordlessly in Eve’s lap. Faith caresses him and tells Eve

Stay with him. You could be really helpful with what he’s going through.

Eve (misunderstanding)

Nurse Eve coming through. After all, it might be the only thing left I’m good at.

As everybody leaves the room, Angel secretively asks Wesley

Did you understand what he said too ? It was Ancient Greek.

Wesley

Light of the Beginning from the Dark Void.
16. Angel and Wesley sit at the living room’s table, with almost all the books of the library open on it. They look at each other, a tired but satisfied air in their eyes. Angel takes a sip from a glass of blood, closes a tome and tells Wesley

A whole night’s studying paid off. Your method finally delivered.

Wesley

Like we never solved a case hitting my books, you ungrateful blasé.

Angel

I admit I was a bit disenchanted with the research work. It’s been frustrating lately.

Wesley

What matters is that we disclosed the Second Will’s secrets. A sample of the Creation. A vial of the energy that gave birth to the whole Universe. The recordings we found out are pretty clear and detailed. Notions of this box’s existence are traceable back to the Celts and the Assyrians. We have been incredibly lucky Gunn said those words. Without them, we couldn’t have selected the research criteria.

Angel

If you want to call it luck, be my guest. Don’t forget the clue came directly from the Home Office. Why are They giving us tips, Wes ? Why are They helping us ? They should be hellbent on blowing up to pieces, but no, They give us a hand.

Wesley

You don’t need to remind me that everything coming from the Senior Partners is rotten and poisoned. But even Willow said the Second Will is not evil.

Angel

There are still many things about it that we don’t know. The meaning of its name, for example..who took this Big Bang sparkle and crafted into a package, or even what it’s supposed to do. I just say let’s keep it on close watch for now.

Wesley

Also because these books don’t mention how to open the box. We couldn’t use it anyway. Maybe the biggest success of our discovery will be convincing Gunn that his ordeal may actually help our mission. It would be an outcome not to overlook.

17. Gunn lies in his bed. In his grey sweatshirt he looks deeply apathic as he lazily zaps channels on the TV, though there’s actually just the W&H Channel. A blonde buxomed woman in front of a flashy logo announces on screen

Another Lorne’s Dirty Laundry coming up: in today’s talk show our green psychic

sensation predicts death and mayhem to an unwilling audience! Just your kind of fun!

A boxer and wifebeater-clad Xander breezes in the room, carrying the breakfast tray. Gunn looks up, interest piqued, while Xander puts the tray in front of him, saying

Coffee and cereals are Faith’s. The innate uplifting good humour, mine. And I didn’t complete the romantic vignette with the required rose between teeth just because your garden’s bushes are in the blossom phase.

Gunn

Thanks, bud. I wasn’t expecting such a committment, after only one night together.

Shot of another improvised bed next to Gunn’s. Xander replies

Always been a gentleman. Especially with young celibate hunks in distress. Even if they come with scary-ass possession gigs that lead to depression.

Gunn

I’m sorry you had the unenviable chance to meet me in my Devilish Prophet of Crypticness role. I’m usually chirpier and less Greek-talking.

Xander

Don’t even think we got scared for a weird-sounding sentence. Yeah, you inexplicably knew that cube-y thing was canned Creation, but in eight years and running of supernatural happenings since I met Buffy, I saw way creepier shenanigans, like Spike in a brown felt suit. Why wasn’t I blind back then ?

Gunn

I’m glad my curse can help Angel, but it’s only me who bears the consequences.

Xander

I realize being Supporto Boy doesn’t exactly poof away your problems, but I’d like to help. You know, I saved the world once. I stopped Willow on dark magic crack from destroying the planet, so trust me if I say you look like her a lot.

Gunn

I suddenly find the image of me with a short red wig and free of my manly black muscles a realistic possibility. Oh wait. No.

Xander

Think about it. A very normal and very good-hearted person who gets dark and twisted powers against will. Isn’t that you ? From what Wesley told me, you have been slowly sliding towards it, like Willow. I don’t want to pretend that you won’t have problems. She did, she got as evil as she can be, but she came back. That’s all that matters. You have dear friends, they’ll keep you grounded. You will prevail.

Xander squeezes Gunn’s shoulder with sympathy. Gunn nods back, a bit relieved.

18. Shot of Alicia’s stake levitating over Los Angeles’ map. It points to a square not far from the Modern Art Expo. Close up of Illyria as she stares at the map seemingly unaffected. Willow looks up at the gang gathered in the hall and tells Angel

She’s definitely alive. The catalyst, that is the stake, wouldn’t be so reactive.

Angel

We have to move now. Alicia’s been in that spot for an hour, she’s evidently waiting for somebody and this might be the only chance Harmony has to hook her up.

Xander

Dana and Vi have already left to get our Slayers together. Willow will telepathically alert them and pass on the news when we know where to go.

Spike

Assuming this Alicia girl falls for Harmony’s act and leads her to Evil Slayer-Camp.

Faith

Assuming that there is a camp. Couldn’t Wolfram & Hart just keep them separated ?

Angel

A Slayer is already a potential H-bomb. Just imagine a legion of them, their power esponentially multiplied. Wolfram & Hart would never give up on it. Spike, get the van ready, we’re catching up with Alicia. All able fighters will get on board. Harmony, after she discloses the location of the facility you’ll go back to the Palace. Eve...mind the house.

Eve mumbles “And Butler Eve joins the limited action figure collection”. Everybody leaves the hall to get ready and going, but Wesley halts Illyria. They’re alone now.

Wesley

Angel said “all able fighters” would get on board. He should have added “willing”.

Illyria

You insinuate I am not. Why should I lie ? Fighting is the backbone of my world.

Wesley

Yesterday you told me I should move on. I decided so. On some inconscious level, I always cherished this fantasy that..in a completely foolish way, a part of you was still Fred. Now I accept the reality that you’re not. But I’m not the only one who has to move on and grow up. You stayed with us because you didn’t have anywhere else to go, because you were lost. You’re not anymore. You’re coming to terms with your new place in the order of things, and you’re exploring it without me, like you did today. Maybe it’s time you take your distance from our group and live your life. 

Illyria

This is my life. Not an existence in the shadows, a disgraced deity in incognito. If you thought my association with Angel was a convenient method of housing until I found other disposable minions, it is proof the former Watcher truthfully lost his abilities of observation. No loss of power, no humiliation, no stripping of identity can turn me into one of the helpless you desire to save. I made my choice, and it is staying with you. Although I cannot grasp the bottom of human feelings yet, I have forged bonds with most of your comrades: it is not the...love..I harbour for you, but I care about them. Care is not alien to me, Wesley, and it is the trait of the human nature I decided to adopt that pushes me to help and free these Slayers from the binds and lies of the Wolf, the Ram and the Hart. It is care that makes me stay.

Wesley’s close up. His softened face is the same radiant one that once smiled to Fred. He goes down in the basement. Illyria follows him with her eyes and says gravely

And it is yearn for domination that will drive me away.

19. Exterior. A park in a downtown square, left seedy and spectral after the A-Day. A little group of girls hangs by the dried-up fountain. Some of them smoke, others seem to chat idly. Alicia is among them, but she looks isolated and detached. Cut to a new shot of the Slayer gang, from another angle. The camera gets closer and closer, and we hear low groans, as if the screen was actually someone’s POV. Then the camera arrives behind Alicia’s back, and a hand grabs her shoulder. Alicia turns around, jutting a stake at the camera. Cut to Harmony’s heaving bosoms threatened by the stake’s tip. She nervously snickers in Alicia’s “I’m meaning business” face. She asks

My shoulders are strictly no-touch area. While your boobs are a standing invite.

Reverse to Harmony. She wears flashy leather pants, a revealing trashy top and way too much black eyeliner. Her version of a Slayer. She condiscendingly replies

At least mine can stand. Listen, you’re Slayers, right ?

Alicia

Depends on what you are, sister.

Harmony

Isn’t it evident, you dork ? I’m so a Slayer. The chosen one that kills vampires. Or shags them, if you’re Buffy.

Alicia (dubious)

A Slayer. Colour me surprised. Why did I never see you at training, then ?

Harmony (making up grandly)

Because..because I didn’t need any training. Look.

Harmony shows off her vampire athletics jumping across the fountain and landing gracefully on the other side. Alicia and the other Slayers are quite amazed. They go over to Harmony, like awe-struck fangirls. Alicia tells Harmony

Supercool, Wonder Woman. Elise and Edward will be pampering you all over, once you get to the Central. We have our last meeting in a couple hours, wanna join us ?

Cut to the gang’s van, parked close to the square. Inside Angel and the others, plus Xander and Willow, listen to Harm via the usual earbug system, as we do: she says

How can I refuse ? Me, all alone among an angry..armed..lethal bunch of Slayers.

Spike smiles and tells Angel “I can’t blame her”. Angel asks Wesley at the wheel

Follow them. Willow, can you call your Sla..

He turns around and sees Willow staring intensely in the void. Xander explains

She’s already doing it. Our girls feel Will’s telepathic signal, they’ll follow her and therefore the van wherever we go. Like Hammelin’s piper.

Angel

Good. Let’s go. There’s some girls who need a spanking.

20. Modern Art Expo, hall. The W&H Slayers wear their black robes, hoods on. The camera runs across the rows, in a dark power shot, until it stops on Harmony’s shaded face. She looks up at the top of a very high pedestal, a rectangular column that was probably used to display the exposition banners before the Apocalypse kinda killed Los Angeles’ cultural life. When the camera gets to the top, Elise, with Edward behind, starts making her speech to the troops. She shouts with force

My lovely creatures, my babies...what a great night. It’s like when your kids graduate and go off to college, living the crazy life of fraternities and booze..only that you will go to Wolfram & Hart’s Palace and won’t probably binge with blood like me .. probably. You embraced the root of your power, the darkness at the very beginning of your line. You weren’t fooled by the empty words of good and sacrifice that enslaved thousands like you through endless centuries...you understood what a Slayer is at the core. Pure unforbidden ego. The Senior Partners knew how to quench that thirst for something you couldn’t describe, They gave you something you never had in life. The chance to bite the world and swallow it, the.. 

Shot of two Slayers giggling, a cellphone in their hands. Elise has seen them, and clears her throat menacingly. The two girls look up, and one of them apologizes

Sorry, Miss. Your prep was surely...(she gives up) ..boring.

Elise looks furious. A beat and she changes mood. She thinks it over and concedes 

Well, you’re right. Words don’t kill. And soon you’ll be called to do much of it. I send you in the world, then: if you want it, it’s for you to take and have.

(Faith’s V.O.) Aah, I should have copyrighted it. I’ll have a quiet word with her.

Cut to Faith, Angel, Wesley, Spike, Illyria, Gunn, Willow and Xander hidden behind the hall’s balcony. Angel asks Faith

Isn’t she the vampire who entered the Nympheum ?

She nods. Spike intervenes 

 Vampire Bonnie & Clyde must have taken up the post as Wolfram & Hart’s evil teachers. She’s already a bit S & M, anyway.

Wesley

Odd choice for Slayer mentoring. But hey, Wolfram & Hart.

Willow

I just told our Slayers to break in. Dana and Vi already took control of all ways out.

Faith stealths her way to the pedestal, that is some feet below. As the W&H Slayers start to leave, she jumps off the balcony, lands on the pedestal and catching Edward by surprise, pushes him down. The sound of his body crashing alerts Elise, who turns around and staggers at Faith’s sight. The Slayer asks her

One day you want to kill a Slayer, the next you raise ‘em up. Schizo much ? And the shrink act about Slayer psyche ? How are you supposed to know ?

The crowd of Council Slayers come in the hall and ambush their “evil” counterpart. Elise is lost for a second, but soon regains her composure and strikes her blow.

Elise

It takes one to know one. Once a Slayer, always a Slayer.

Close up on a completely bewildered Faith as the truth sinks in. Fade to black.

END OF ACT THREE
ACT FOUR
21. House, interior. A very luminous and warm bedroom, with a sweet and feminine taste to it. The window, with flimsy and vaporous white curtains, is open: we see a quiet and blue sea. Beside the window, a cradle. A caption appears on screen

Copenaghen 1925

A beat, and Elise comes silently in the room, almost tip-toeing. She is quite virginal in a lace and wool dress, something between a nightgown and a light coat. She is as beautiful as clean and child-like. She moves to the cradle and picks up a baby, not older than a few months. She rocks it delicately as she positions it in her chest, ready to breastfeed. Suddenly a very muffled doorbell ring is heard. She turns her head, noticing the sound, and mutters something to the baby in Danish, before putting it back in the cradle.

Cut to Elise walking down the stairs leading to a tiny but cute hall. The glass squares in the light brown wood door reflect the summer light on the floor, but there’s also the shadow of a man with a hat. Elise opens the door, and Edward is on the threshold.

The new mother stares at the stranger with kindness, and Edward tells her plainly

You have been called to fight the forces of evil, Slayer. I am the Watcher sent to instruct you according the Council’s regulations.

Elise (as plain as Edward)

Eh ?

22. Another “Eh ?” when we get back to present time. It’s Faith’s, this time. She still

elaborates Elise’ revelation. The vampire shrugs humbly and tells Faith

Well, yeah, I’m a real vampire Slayer.

That said, Elise punches Faith down the pillar. As the camera stops following her body falling off the edge, we switch to what’s going on in the exposition hall. Which is a sea tide of Slayers fighting. The black-robed W&H girls have been surrounded by the “good” Slayers at first, but now the two armies have mixed up, and the camera shoots the massive battlefield from above. About 120-130 Slayers are giving their all to best each other, in couples, threesomes, even huge confused brawls. It’s a bloody body-to-body combat, not Taiwan kung-fu delicacies. We see a couple or two of individual fights before we cut to Angel, Spike, Wesley, Illyria and Xander entering the premises. Wesley and Xander are the only ones armed. 

Xander

Not my idea of lesbo blue movies, but close.

Illyria (to Angel)

The one-eyed frail man talks strange. I am entertained by his obscure wits.

Angel

Lucky you. 

Alicia turns around in mid-fight and sees Angel and Spike. She taps on the shoulder of another W&H Slayer and whispers to her

The vampires with a soul. Let’s see what the hype is all about.

She howls a high-pitched scream. A lot of her partners turn to follow her and leave their fights to target Angel and Spike. They isolate the vampires from Wes, Illyria and Xander. Shot of Angel noticing they’ve been caught. A look between them, and Angel and Spike find themselves in a mob of insane ferine evil Slayers, stakes at the ready. Close up of the vampire couple evaluating the not-so-positive situation. Alicia 

steps forward and tells them

From what I heard, you defeated a Power, Angel. Too bad a teen girl will kill you.

Angel

Sorry. Been there, done that.

Angel lunges at Alicia, while Spike takes on the Slayers at the opposite side, they’re back to back. Angel and Spike’s shots barely stop the Slayers’ stakes from hitting the spot, but their attacks are not enough to take down a dozen Slayers. Alicia and some others jab repeatedly at Angel, and he always dodges, landing heavy hits to tire them out. The montage couples Angel and Spike’s fighting in a very dramatic sequence as the Slayers close in, and start battering them violently. The two barely manage to cover their hearts, but not for long. Shot of Alicia delivering the killing blow in slo-mo. When she jerks and falls to the floor, apparently without reason. The other girls are taken by surprise long enough for Angel and Spike to get the upper hand swiftly. After all it’s two veteran vampires against unexperienced Slayers. But more and more fall, like under magic. Angel and Spike are standing in the midst of unconscious bodies, while around them the battle rages on. Xander appears in front of them, with a rifle in hand. Angel asks him angrily

Did you kill them ? 

Spike

Never thought I’d said this, but man, you grew them at last.

Xander

Nah. I grew tranquilizer. Superpower of the zeppos.

Angel (relieved)

Zeppo saved the day. Or our dustable butts, actually.

Cut to Wesley and his speared staff assisting a bunch of Slayers against their W&H version. A shot of expensive shoes walking towards him. The camera pans up to reveal a masculine man, and further up a muscular body. The hand grabs Wes’ buttock. The Watcher jerks up and faces Edward, who looks bruised from the fall, but overtly cocky in his game face. Edward purrs in Wesley’s face

Sorry, but that’s one of the safest ways to get a man’s attention. I think your Slayer needs a vigorous back up. Mine’s getting a bit pushy.

Wesley looks up and sees Faith clinging on the edge of the pedestal, Elise crushing her knuckles with her heel. He’s worried but doesn’t want to show it to Edward. Then he catches up. Wesley asks Edward with calm

Your Slayer ?

Edward

Well, she was. I don’t have to explain what happened, do I ? We have a different relationship now, but the Slayer-Watcher bond is always of an intimate nature to start with. Didn’t you ever watch Faith that way ?

Wesley thinks about it, then hits Edward with the staff. The vamp rolls on the ground.

23. Back to flashback. Edward lies on the cold and damp floor of the Nympheum’s training room. A particularly hideous scaly demon is chained to the ceiling, and Elise watches it with pure fear. Los Angeles 1926 appears on the screen. The scene is an exact replay of Faith, Wesley and Illyria’s vignette in Cage Aux Folles: actually this is the original happening that the house wanted to re-enact. Edward wipes the blood from his mouth, gets up and takes a whip from the wall. He lashes wildly at the demon from afar, taking great care not to get too close. Elise shakes at the spectacle. Edward sees her childish trembling and scolds her

You’re a letdown. A Slayer should inherently feel the urge to kill the fiends of mankind. You’re resisting your nature. Your true nature.

Elise

My true nature is not the one of a murderer.

Edward

This is not murder. It’s an act of sanctitude and justice. What you are seeing is an obscenity of the universe, a first rate specimen of the realm you’re supposed to fight.

Elise

I was just a girl, I had a family. You dragged me away from all the things I loved in the name of a mission that scares me. Please let me go.

Edward (irate)

You cretin. Your calling is God’s doing. The Council just acts on it. Can’t you see it?

Elise

I know I’m not normal, and I thought I was cursed. I see it now.

Edward

This is no curse. Being a Slayer puts you closer to sainthood, impervious to sin and evil. 

Elise vamps out and bites the helpless Edward, before slashing her own wrist and putting it to his mouth. She raises her eyebrows as she says mockingly

Really ? I think you may be wrong.

24. Faith screams as Elise’ booted foot crushes her bloody fingers again. The vampire is spacing out in the memories, although she has to admit

Well, okay, it didn’t really end like that. I didn’t turn him there. I had yet to be turned, you know, so it would have been a wee difficult. But we had great sex. With..

Faith grabs Elise’ankle and drags her down. The vampire is caught by surprise and manages to cling off the edge, next to Faith. Cue balls-out catfight. Faith kicks Elise in the guts, pushing her away. Elise ricochets on the vertical surface, but keeps the hold. Faith then leaves the hold and, as she uses the other hand to stay glued to the pedestal, lands a left uppercut to the vampire’s chin. Elise vamps out. Faith uses her advantage to crawl up on the pedestal again, but when she’s on top she finds out Elise is already there. Her new nemesis tells her

Vampire and Slayer, remember ? Impossible athletics, a riot for me.

Faith

Killing me, not so a riot, though. I bet your clients are getting itchy.

Elise

Oh, they know how to wait. So do I.

Faith

I don’t. I wanna do you now.

She high-kicks Elise in the face and goes forward, but the vampire doesn’t fall, dodges Faith’s fists, grabs her hair and knee-butts her. Faith sways, but avoids being

cornered and keeps moving in circles like in boxing matches. Elise does the same.

Faith

So. How’s the other side working for you ?

Elise

Curious, are you ? Gotta tell you, not that different. Big shock. You’re free, you’re careless, you’re your own master. Wanna have a free tour ?

Faith

No, thanks, free tours always have a catch. You seem fixated on the freedom thing.

Elise

Oh, come on ! Don’t go all rule-abiding on me ! I see the animal in you, lady, we’re much more similar than you want to admit. I can have fangs, but you.. your darkness is something most demons don’t have.

Faith

Sorry, wrong period. You arrived 5 years late for the darkness.

Elise 

If you say so..let’s make the lights go out.

Elise jumps Faith, pinning her down. From Faith’s POV we see the Slayers still going at it in waves and instable configurations. Shot of Angel, Spike and Xander directing the Council girls and in the fray themselves, Illyria coolly controlling her opponents with iron-hard hands, Wes and Edward duelling. Back to Faith, stuck under Elise, who has locked her hands in a grip. The vampire growls in Faith’s ear

You wanna know how I died ? I just went for a read, down in the Nympheum’s basement. One of the vampires we kept for training had got free. I’ll never forget that face, that completely gleeful smirk. As I was passing out I knew what would have come..and I was cool with that. They were stronger than me. If it wasn’t that day, it would have been another. So how does the saying go ?

Faith (remissive)

If you can’t beat them, join them.

Elise 

Smart girl. How does that free tour look to you now ?

As Elise goes for the bite, cut to Wesley. He looks up and sees what’s happening. He breaks his staff in two and throws a half in the air towards Faith, screaming her name. Edward tries to stop Wes, but fails. The camera follows the piece of wood as it ends up on the pedestal, beyond Faith and Elise. The sudden blur and the movement in the corner of her eye distracts Elise. Faith tosses Elise off her, and sliding, reaches the make-shift stake. Elise is not exactly hilarious at the sight. Faith answers to her

It looks like you. Crap.

She gets up, with her “I take no shit” attitude. And a stake. Elise, we have a problem.

25. Edward growls and backhands Wesley into the pedestal. Wyndham-Pryce bangs his head and loses his senses. Edward grabs the limp body by the collar and drags him across the battlefield. His powershot as he walks through the fighting Slayers. The Council’s contingent is not performing well, but many Slayers of both fronts lie on the floor. He doesn’t give a glance to the bodies, but stares in front of him, to the bunch of black robes that Illyria is pummeling good and proper. When he raises Wesley’s body for her to see, Illyria freezes. Edward beckons the still conscious W&H Slayers who were attempting to confront Illyria to go, then tells the Old One

Do you need a corpse to remember what side you’re supposed to fight on ?

Illyria

You realize I could bat you with your torn arms before you feel the pain of the mutilation. No wonder your Slayers are such risible warriors.

Edward

It’s not me you have to fear. Wesley’s your Damocles’ sword. Try touching another of Wolfram & Hart’s items and Lilah will sure find a way to hex your beloved dead.

It boils down to this, Illyria: either him or the Council’s Slayers.

Illyria closes her eyes. Cut to a bloodied body of a very young girl falling, doubtless dead. Illyria stands over her, emotionless, she elbows another Slayer attacking her from behind, she turns around and snaps her neck coldly. A third girl runs away in complete terror, but Illyria calmly reaches her and pierces her chest with a simple punch. Illyria glances sideways and we cut to Angel, Spike and Xander helping other Council Slayers, too busy with their own fight to notice Illyria’s betrayal. Shot of her standing in her own massacre. Cut to Edward nodding approvingly, Wesley’s body 

leaning against a pillar, out of the warfare. In a very sad shot, Illyria walks out of the hall with a vacillating gait. She looks like an empty shell as she wanders into a series of deserted storage areas, long glass panels the only source of light. She slides down, cathatonic. Like a gutted puppet, arms and legs completely lifeless. Then she passes her hands on her face, leaving trails of blood.

Illyria

I was one. I was me. I was destruction. I am pieces and voices. I am her. I am nothing. What is eating my bowels ? What is rebelling ?

She jerks and throws up. A beat as she contemplates the floor. Close up on a tear peeping out of her blue eye and rolling down the bloodied cheek.

26. A series of shots: Xander patching the wound on a Slayer’s stomach as best as he can, Angel and Spike restraining a W&H girl, a couple of enemies still at it among more than a dozen still bodies. Faith and Elise in the thick of a kick-boxing exchange, oblivious to the madness going on down there. Cut to Willow and Gunn spying on the action from the balcony railing. Gunn whispers

Where’s Illyria ? I can’t find her. Can you see her ?

Willow

Maybe she’s chasing some escapees outside the museum. I bet she can take care of herself. She doesn’t look like the “Rescue me, I’ll service you later” type.

Gunn (looking at the battlefield)

This is so useless. It’s fratricide. 

Willow

Every war is. We’re all victims. (her voice lowers) You too.

Gunn (glossing over)

Your Slayers look a bit reluctant. Why are they holding back ?

Willow

Because I told them to. Xander, Dana and Vi had the good sense to propose a smoother course of action at the Council’s meetings. The main target of the mission is not killing the stray Slayers, it’s bringing them back. We want to save them.

Gunn

Evil doesn’t want to be saved, Will.

Willow

I sense a double interpretation here. Gunn, you’ve not been damned. Yes, your powers are evil. “I melt crucifixes”-evil. Yes, you can’t control your life anymore. Who can ? I got much more screwed than you are. Now look at me. I’m the Mother Theresa of magic. But you can’t shy away from the problem. You have to use it.

Gunn

How.

Willow

Help me. Now. I can transfer all Wolfram & Hart’s Slayers on the Astral Plane through a spell I cast on our girls in case we couldn’t find victory in battle. They are a magical exstension of me now, like..magical mouses. Computer mouses, you know. But I didn’t try it before because even I don’t have power enough for so many minds.

Now that I know what you can do, we could pull it off together.

Gunn

But it doesn’t work like that. The Partners decide when I get GoldenEye.

Willow

You saw what happened with a single touch between us. We have a smouldering chemistry...(blushes) magically speaking.

Gunn

Is it the only option to save these girls ?

Willow

I’m afraid it is. Once their minds are on the Astral Plane, we’ll take their bodies on the plane and fly them to England. There, I’ll call them back to physical dimension.

Gunn

People Fed-Ex’ed to the heavens and Coke-shaped planes. Folks, my life.

Gunn offers his hands to Willow, palms up. She motions to put her hands in his, and sparkles crackle on Gunn’s hands. He trembles. Willow continues to “feel” his hands, and then suddenly puts his lithe white hands in Gunn’s big black ones. Shot of Gunn going Listener, and cut to his hands crunching Willow’s. The witch squees, but golden rays begin passing from Gunn to Willow. She’s absorbing his magic.

Gunn

Thief. You sneaked into Our land and Our priest like a mischievious rat.

Willow

Chosen Ones, hear my plea. Take your sisters into the white sea. 

Cease the duel and release the force, guide them to the source of souls.

Make the way, open the fields, fly to th..

Gunn tightens the grip, a sadistic grin spreading. Willow groans. He continues

Well, the best answer to vermin is snakes.

The passing energy turns into a cobra that slithers to Willow’s head. She doesn’t move. The cobra crowns her in a unholy halo. Willow pledges

Tara ? Baby ? No, please.. don’t..

but she shakes the illusion in her head soon and ends her spell, saying with strength

Make the way, open the fields, fly to the stars.

Light blue streams originate from Willow and reach every single Council Slayer, pass through their bodies like a charge and culminate in their fingers. As if an order had been given, all the girls just touch their opponents, and the dark Slayers fall, minds on the Astral Plane. We see in sequence Dana and Vi running after the few who escaped, Xander smiling smugly at the surprised Angel and Spike, Edward alone in a circle of angry Council Slayers. Back to Gunn. His face is distorted by fury. The golden snake goes down to Willow’s throat and writhes in hate. Willow barely manages to beg

Gunn, I have faith in you. No Partner..can...bring you...dow..

As the snake strangles Willow, Gunn grabs and destroys it into a burst of light. He’s back to his self. He pants, leaning against the railing and smiles faintly to Willow.

Cut to the top of the pedestal. Faith hits Elise hard on the head, and the vamp teeters on the edge. Close up of Elise as she sees the sea of black robed bodies below. She squats and ducks Faith’s stake. She gets up as far as possible from the Slayer, saying

I have to admit your pals make a freaking good team-work. I’m curious about how you’d fare alone. Even if the whole Slayer loneliness issue is a moot point now.

Faith

Is this the preface to the “Until next time” part of the weaseling out ?

Elise

I call it strategy. I don’t have an army anymore, should I stay to make small talk ?

Faith

Wait. I don’t believe you. None of it. I can’t believe a Slayer can end up like this.

Elise

Check out the portrait gallery in the salon. If they had the guts to keep me. Bye, love.

Elise jumps down, landing gracefully. She knocks off swiftly the Slayers around Edward and the two run off in the dark of the corridors surrounding the hall. Spike moves to the chase, but Xander halts him with confidence and kindness

Hey Peroxide, better think about the almost dead here than the undead there.

A slow moving song (think Sarah McLachlan meets Enya) accompanies the montage. Faith helps a badly hurt Council Slayer to her feet, Willow and Gunn come down from the balcony, Xander and Spike instruct the Slayers to take their less lucky colleagues on their shoulders as they do it themselves. Angel walks among the still bodies and sometimes goes down to close the eyes of the girls Angel knows are dead. His dignified stance doesn’t really hide the fact he’s distraught. He’s really emotional as he grieves these untimely deaths. Xander looks at him, unseen. Wes comes to, and watches around. He looks like he’s not found what he was looking for. He puts himself together and, unseen from the others, explores the facilities behind the hall. After a few seconds of lurking in the shadows, Wesley enters the storage area. And sees her. Shot of Illyria crying desperately in a corner. Wesley gets closer, silent.

Illyria

Those children..I did not..anything..

Wesley kneels before Illyria and holds her as the song comes to a close.

27. The clearing in the woods. The plane is back to its real shape, and the Slayers are 

boarding, each with the body of a W&H Slayer on their shoulders. All the characters are saying their goodbyes near the plane. Willow and Faith are hugging.

Faith (gesturing towards the corner of sky visible through the Ceiling)

It took you to hit Wolfram & Hart under the belt. We should be the unfaltering heroes. Anyway, kiss B. and Doll for me. And spank Randy Andy. He must miss that.

Willow

Consider it done. Always a pleasure to spank Andy for you. We miss you, Faith, but Angel definitely needs a Slayer. Plus...extreme hotness factor boost for the team.

Xander peeps in and puts an arm across Faith’s shoulder, faking disapproval. He says

Hey, the nice lady should be complimented by a manly man. Just wait for him.

(as he kisses Faith)

Take care, ok ? This town is worse than the last level of Doom. Or 7th Heaven.

Faith

I don’t think it is possible. 

Xander then moves to Angel, who tends him his hand. Xander hugs him instead. The vampire is surprised at first, but then reciprocates. Xander shrugs and tells him

Newsflash. Xander Harris has officially been a moron. I was wrong about you. You’re a good man, and I’m happy to know we have someone like you having our back. I hope everything’s settled between us.

Angel

Everything settles when someone saves your life. Apologies accepted. We’re glad to have you back when the dimensional craziness subsides.

Spike

Which may mean “never”. I hope the rift mending stands for me too. If not, sod off.

Xander grins overtly. Willow steps in to tell Spike goodye. The vampire asks her

Will you tell Buffy about me ? I think it’s about time she knows.

Angel

About time she knows he’s a doofus. No really, say hello to everybody.

Gunn

What about us ?

He steps up with Wesley and Illyria in tow. Xander hugs Gunn and tells him

Be strong, alright ? I’d like to spread my thin circle of male buddies beyond a middle-aged man who reads the Bath Times and Mister Sunnydale Geek 2001. Really, he won that. There was a contest. They refused my apply forms. Gist is, be careful.

Gunn

I’ll tell my other me. I’m happy to have met you.

Willow just hugs Gunn. Their eyes meet in an unspoken understanding for a beat. Then the witch shakes Illyria’s hand awkwardly. The Old One tells her

I desire to meet you again. I have plans and ideas for us to put into practice.

Willow (flustered)

Good to know. I’ll check my schedule.

Illyria (to Xander)

He can join us in our activities if he favours it.

Xander (to Willow)

You just had to blab about my demon chick soft spot, didn’t you ? (to Illyria) Count me in. I’m just a deviant that way.

Wesley smiles. Xander shakes his hand with new-found seriousness and tells him

Will told me. I can’t even start to imagine. My utter respect.

Willow pats Wesley on his arm. She looks sweet and sisterly. She tells him

You’ll find a way. Maybe not what you think, but you’ll come around eventually. (she looks at her watch) Oh Goddess, we gotta go. See ya next danger, ok ?

Willow and Xander walk up the plane’s stairs when Dana and Vi peep out with a box.

Dana

Mr. Spike, this is a gift. For the hands incident. We saw it in a shop, and we thought..

The two Slayers get down the plane and give Spike the package. He curiously opens it. Shot of a white leather duster inside. Spike is at a loss for words. He spurts out

I don’t know what..no wait, I know what to say, I’ll be freaking gorgeous with this !

Faith

And do you foolishly think the one true duster will go down without a fight ? Right.

On Spike’s scared face, cut to the plane levitating above the woods and then flying out of the Ceiling. From the plane’s POV, shot of the gang far and far away.

28. Illyria’s bathroom. The Old One is facing herself in the mirror, Fred’s beauty case on the edge of the sink. She rummages in it and picks some make up items with a not so convinced face. She passes the lipstick on her forehead. A beat as she considers the result in the mirror. Wesley appears in it and Illyria turns around.

Wesley

I may not be the latest trend-setter, but I think lipstick is not supposed to go there.

Illyria

Patterns of female facial decoration still pose an enigma. (she shows blushing powder) Is this for some incarnation of warring ceremony ?

Wesley

Love is a war, under some circumstances.

Illyria

Like ours.

Illyria gets out of the bathroom. Wesley stays in it, looking thoughtful, then asks her

What are you ? 

Illyria doesn’t seem disconcerted by the question, but doesn’t answer. Wesley comes back in the bedroom and closer to her, almost breathing his words on her face:

Am I talking to the blood-thirsty God King ? Or the weeping conflicted would-be human ? Time to choose, Illyria. You can’t be in both worlds.

The camera closes in their faces. Close up of Illyria inching closer to Wesley. Her blue eyes are wide and luminous as she whispers huskily to the Watcher

You know perfectly I am in neither. I am twitching in a web of doubts and losses. The proper question is, what do you wish to make of me ?

Wesley kisses Illyria tenderly. She parts her lips and nibbles on Wesley’s. He reacts with sucking on her lower lip and deepening the kiss, when she breaks it and says

Spike did not get as far as teaching me this part. 

Wesley (shocked)

Did Spike teach you ?

Illyria

With excerpts from teenager-oriented television shows. I especially liked the one with rich kids. They are all pleasant to my eyes.

Wesley

And what about me ? Am I pleasant too ?

Wesley’s hands run over Illyria’s suit as if looking for a zip or buttons. She shoves them away and starts unbuttoning his shirt with disquieting slowness.

Illyria

You are sacred.

Wesley stands still as Illyria undresses him. As a morbid/melancholy score starts playing (think Smashing Pumpkins’ ballads with Garbage’s raw electronic beats) we see his shirt falling to the floor. Illyria’s hands lower to his belt. Wes’ pants join the shirt. Illyria circles him, evaluating him with refrained lust. She tells him

You are bare. Is your soul ? I need to know if I am really what you desire.

Wesley (hurt)

What else could I desire, Illyria ?

Illyria turns into Fred. Wesley shuts his eyes, then opens them and tells Illyria

I can’t desire what doesn’t exist. Be yourself, Illyria.

She switches the blue back on. She presses the central piece of the armour and the suit condensates in the jem Illyria took from the sarcophagus in Shells. The stone falls to the floor with a thud. Shot of the two naked bodies in the room’s dim lights (you know the drill, we’re not on HBO yet). As the hypnotic and darkish song continues, we see a slow and mellow montage of details in close up: Illyria kissing Wesley’s stomach, Wesley’s hands on her calves, Illyria’s head resting on Wesley’s back, a sweatdrop rolling down his lowerback, Illyria’s nails digging in the sheets, his feet jerking, all in a wise use of lights and shadows. 

As the love scene goes on, another image overplays Wesley and Illyria’s entwined bodies. Faith walks into the salon, looking inquisitively at the portraits of young women and stuffy-looking gentlemen on the walls. Evidently Slayers and their Watchers. She takes one of them down to take a closer look. On the other level of the screen, Wesley and Illyria’s heads touch into a very intimate moment. Faith continues taking down the paintings, more and more anxious, until she gets to the end of the salon. The last portrait depicts a freckled blonde girl. No sign of Elise. Relieved, Faith puts it back on the wall, but the frame doesn’t find its nail and the painting falls down hard, flipping on its back. Faith ducks to the side, but the real shock is to see Elise’ face smiling innocently on the backside of the painting. The same image from the picture found in the basement chamber. In the background, Wesley caresses Illyria’s face and smiles real happy. The close up of Illyria’s expression, although lost in the pleasure, betrays the doubt. Is it really her that Wesley’s smiling at ? 

Back to Faith’s layer of the screen. She’s unreadable. A beat, and she tears Elise’ face with animalistic violence, screaming. At the same time, Wesley and Illyria, snuggled in shadows, have their climax. As Wesley slides spent on his lover’s chest, burying his head in her shoulder, Illyria appears from the shadows behind him. But it’s not Illyria’s visage. She has turned into Fred mid-act. The Old One holds Wesley tight. Shot of him: he’s fallen asleep.

Illyria

He did not notice.

THE END

