ANGEL  SEASON  6  EPISODE  13
“Chrysalis”
TEASER
1. A strong male hand on a milk white background is what we see. First it shows the back to the camera, then the palm. The hand, always on screen, moves to rub a sculpted shoulder with decision and curiosity. Then it goes down across a tonic but not too gym-shaped chest, with not much hair. The hand rests on the stomach lazily. A deep calm male voice says 
It’s so...full. There’s no space.

The hand goes up to the man’s nipples. Long fingers titillate the pointy buttons.

It’s pleasant. I always loved matter, it’s sensual.

The camera follows the hand, who’s gently touching the back of the man’s leg. We see a glimpse of his bottom, always on a white background.
Feeling man, finally like a man. Is this too much homoerotic ?

Cut to a black hand putting his fingers over the man’s. The camera pans from the hand to its owner..Conduit Gunn. Obviously dressed in a suit. He tells the man

Nah. Neither of us is a man in the first place.

We finally see the man’s face. He’s a “countryside manor lord”-handsome man in his forties, with thick brown hair sprayed with some grey. He has some Viggo Mortensen toughness in him, but also a Cary Grant nobility. He looks down and tells the Conduit

My body thinks the contrary.

The camera reverses to shoot Lilah, Lindsey, Lorne and Raphael at the other side of the White Room, clearly embarrassed at the show of flesh. Raphael mumbles

Mine too.

Lilah steps forward and offers the naked man a black luxurious robe. She tells him

My Lord Suvarto, your bare human form may create some unnecessary awe.
Suvarto (accepting the robe)

This is not my human form. This is my form, that’s it. And the awe I raised for the whole week seemed very necessary to me. This Palace lacks enthusiasm.

Conduit Gunn helps Suvarto wear the black flowing tunic. The Ram caresses the Conduit with a lewd warmth. Lilah tells him

We are ready to accomplish every desire of yours, of course, if you think our firm needs some adjustments. 
Suvarto

I’m sure of it. The 46 apartments you prepared for me were a suitable indicator.

Lorne

I took care of the decorating. I have some gift in dressing rooms for otherwordly higher powers..or lower, in your case. Must be my Vegas experience.
Suvarto smiles to Lorne and tells him

I’ll try to interpret your words so that I won’t have to use your skin as a casino table.

Anyway, I find the White Room to be perfectly fine for now.

Lindsey

You saw all of our reign, my Lord. Not that you didn’t know it, because you see everything, but aren’t you eager to go outside ?

Suvarto looks smartly at Lindsey, then says

Don’t mock me, Mc Donald, it’s dangerous. You know not even the Senior Partners can see everything, otherwise you’d still be in the Land of Happy Brainwashed Husbands. I will go outside, but when I’ll be in full condition to enjoy my world.

Lilah

Are you suffering some sort of setback ?

Suvarto

Oh no. It’s just the center of Hell-to-mortal dimension via a baseball trip’s effect.
Still a neglectable price for triggering the Second Coming. (a beat) Even if having a  

metallic sphere in your belly is not a total blast, I must say.

Suvarto looks at Raphael and jokes 

Will you take your responsabilities, angel face ?

Raphael nods relaxed. He’s the only one comfortable around Suvarto. The Ram says

I think there are some changes to be made, actually...starting with Lorne’s hair. Long and highlights...not very Wolfram & Hart. Oh Lindsey, don’t worry...I’ll make you cut some other part of you. So, what else ? ..Raphael will be the vice CEO of the firm until new decision, he’ll bring a fresh perspective to our tired evil procedures.
Lilah (trying to sound as sincere as she can)

I’m confident Raphael and I will have a fruitful partnership.

Suvarto

Oh no, I’m confident you won’t. Lindsey and Raphael will. (on Lilah’s confusion) Lindsey, from now on you’ll be the new CEO of the Los Angeles branch.
Lilah’s close up. She’s dying, but only inside. Lorne glances worriedly at her. Cut to Lindsey. He moves closer to Suvarto and to Lilah. He radiates as he tells the Ram

I won’t fail.

Suvarto 

Would be a welcome novelty from the latest run. (Lilah’s frozen close up) Lilah, the Home Office gave you incredible resources to lead Wolfram & Hart in the prime of our time. Not only you didn’t fulfil our Apocalypse, the Apocalypse I and the other Partners have been building towards for endless times, but you didn’t even secure the only reason our Apocalypse had to settle for Los Angeles only..Angel. He may be the vampire whose shoulders the fate of humanity lies on, but he’s a humble, weak, dustable vampire. Your shortcomings, Lilah, are not forgettable. I hope you haven’t lost your knack for law, though, because that’s where you’re going back.
Lindsey looks gloatingly at Lilah. Suvarto looks around, sighs and says “Let’s make the world a brighter place”, and the White Room becomes the Red Room. As the camera pulls out of the fiery Red Room and the Palace itself, we see the city under the Ceiling. But it’s not the blue dome we know...it’s blood red.

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE
2. A ring. Not that Ring, the boxing normal kind. In Nympheum’s training room. In the blue corner, Illyria and Angel, in the red corner Faith and Spike. An exchange of looks in close up, western movie-style, then
Faith

This is total nonsense. 
Angel, Spike and Illyria stop in their tracks. Illyria rants

Pet promised me a sparring. I claim it.

Faith

Go on and stake it, then. Spike’s gonna be thrilled.

Spike rolls his eyes and moans to Faith

Where’s your sense of fun, Slayer ? Lost it with your leather pants ?

Faith

My sense of fun includes broken beds and spray chocolate. Seen any lately ?

Angel tells Spike reluctantly but honestly

I wasn’t that sold on the foursome idea either.

Spike (to Angel)

You say it every time. 
Faith gets off the ring and asks Angel

What on Earth are you sold on these days, Depresso Boy ? Are you through denial at least, so that we can expect anger soon ? 

Spike (to Angel)

I just hope you never get to acceptance.

Angel also gets off the stage with a broody face. He takes his time to say

There’s nothing to accept here. There’s just one of the Senior Partners who’s ascended to our world and is countdowning to the big curtain close.
Illyria (to Angel)

Your followers are surprised by your apathy, Angel. Hiding in this yet worthy of me house is not going to counteract the Ram’s plans. Is this what you think, Spike ?

Spike

I’m not his follower.

Illyria

Well, you seem to notice his backside quite often.

Faith enjoys the awkward glances between the vampires. Then she tells Angel

It’s not a tragedy if you admit you’re scared. You’re not Superman. More Batman.
Angel

I am scared, I am scared of a world where demons don’t dare spawning without Suvarto’s written consent. We have barely survived 5 years fighting Wolfram & Hart in their underground shifty version, and with huge losses. Now they are the world, its bones, its head and its heart, and one of the beings who control the firm in its thousand interdimensional versions is home for a visit. How long do you think the Ram will take to crush us like a snail if we sneak our horns past the door ?
Spike

Weeping never changed the world.

Angel

Dying without a clear strategy didn’t either.

Wesley and Harmony peep in from the door. Wesley says 
I heard of dying. Thought I’d give my two cents on the subject.

Harmony

We all could. We’ve all died...some more than others, though.

Faith

We were discussing the efficiency of a guerilla against the Ram based on backgammon and Oriental meditation. I bet the Senior Partners will tremble.
Angel

I just think we should wait for the situation to evolve and see-

Spike

-if we’re still alive when it does.

Illyria

A successful warrior is marked by the urge to strike first. Provocation is not due.

Wesley

Yeah, because we’ve all seen how good it always turns out.

Illyria ponders Wes’ words, but Fred takes her body’s control and adds

In all honesty, does anybody know what to do ? Any not just word-y idea ?
Off everybody’s “taken aback” close up,

3. Lindsey stares at the painting behind Lilah’s former desk as he sits on the chair. Shot of the gloomy W&H CEOs of the past. Lindsey spins around and tells Lilah
Do you think I should add my face ? Or it’s too military dictatorship ?
Lilah is packing her stuff. She barely looks at Lindsey when she answers

Tyrants always end so well.

Lindsey

You always knew I was the first choice, you were the best replacement.

Raphael enters the office. Lilah glances at him, then tells Lindsey

Everything is temporary, boss. Once replaced, always replaceable. (Lindsey looks at Raphael) I bet your new up-and-coming blonde sensation agrees with me.   

Lilah leaves whispering “Wish you luck”. Raphael comments

She didn’t specify good.

Lindsey

I’m sure it was between the lines. So...you dropped by to study the battlefield ?

Raphael shakes his head quietly. He answers Lindsey

I’m here to not answer your questions, so that we can get the “circling around each other” part out of the way. I’m directly mysterious like this.

Lindsey (ironic)

I won’t sleep over the enigma of your nature. “Will he be a humanoid Beanie Baby ?”

Raphael

I find the prospect of you sleeping over me totally okay..metaphorically speaking.
Lindsey

You never know what working together will imply. Actually one thing is predictable: I will call the shots, not you, apparently young and supernatural newcomer.

Raphael (pretending to call on a cellphone)

Suvarto, did you hear that? I have a tiny smidge of suspect that he will call the shots.
You have the rep of the guy who takes them, on the other hand. Oops, another jab.

Lindsey

Nice dialectic skills. A bit empty for who’s sitting on this side of the desk. Listen up, Quaterback of the Netherworld, I had a hand cut off, three years in a State of gun-wielding Evangelists, a bullet in the chest and a dead girlfriend on my murder list for this post. No bright young thing will take it away from me.

Raphael (honest)

Especially if the thing doesn’t even want to, hysteric Lilah impersonator. You’re all so obsessed with power here. Must be something in the water.
Lindsey
What do you want, then ?

Raphael’s eyes are terrible and old as he tells a perturbed Lindsey
The world as it was, for instance. Did you expect the “world peace” junk from me ?
Lindsey

No risk to get it anyway. What will happen soon will rewrite human civilization..or close the chapter forever.
Raphael (harsh, almost resentful)

I’m surprised there is civilization to write about. Yours is a grim barbarous species, a race of ungrateful thieves good only to feed the Senior Partners. They deserve ending.
4. Gunn rests on his bed, unshaven and a bit unkept. Huge manacles and chains tie him to the ceiling of his room. A comic book lies on the cover, and he tries to read it from afar. Eve sits at the feet of the bed, and she turns the pages of the book. She says
Everybody who said being chained to the bed was sexy should be here now.

Gunn

It’s a hell of a pain.

Eve

Yeah. Turning the pages and reading the balloons upside down is torture.

A little smile escapes from Gunn’s smile, but soon disappears. Eve sees it and says

Gotcha ! I knew those upwards muscles couldn’t have gone on strike !

Gunn

It’s not gonna change my mind. I play prisoner until I die, which could well be soon.

Eve

The Senior Partners’vessels are known for their longevity. I was in Salem, you know.

Hardly grew a wrinkle since then, as you can admire.

Gunn

You a witch ?

Eve

No, I burned them. The white hat was all the rage at Wolfram & Hart back then.(a beat) The Partners always reemerge in my life, in a way or the other, I guess it’s Their way to mark Their territory. It’s reassuring in a persecutory kind of way.
Gunn (sombre)

Well, maybe They’ll have to change the road to Evetown. I’m thinking to leave.

On Eve’s stung close up the rest of Team Angel comes in the room. Angel says

Hi, Charles. Are you feeling well ?

Gunn

Still myself, thanks. I apologize in advance if I’m gonna hex somebody off.

Fred (in Illyria’s suit)

Charles, please, joking is not useful to anybody. You can’t shut us off from you.

Harmony

And you can’t provoke me like that. Those are Spike’s manacles, tempting memories.

Gunn

Nobody has the guts to tell me that I’m hopeless. Either that or five years and running in the business proved a real waste. I’m in the Senior Partners’ cheque book, guys, like it or not. After last week, I’m not just a bug in the system, I’m a full-blown virus.

Faith (to Gunn)

Maybe now that the Ram is here They won’t need you anymore. Like with the homicide spree, it died down immediately after Suvarto’s arrival.

Wesley

Whatever it is, we are not dumping you, Charles. It’s not going to happen.

On Gunn’s moved but still sad face, Spike pats his neck and tells him
It’s not like you’re in bed with the enemy old mutton.

5. Conduit Gunn lies on his back on black satin sheets, bare-chested. The camera widens to reveal Suvarto equally naked next to him. He runs a finger on the smooth chest of the Conduit. Suvarto complains
It’s a real pity you’re not corporeal.

Conduit Gunn

It will change soon.

Wide angle shot of the Red Room. We see the old seemingly metallic structure of the White Room has been replaced by a series of black oxydian Gothic arches, and along the “walls” of the mystical dimension screaming faces float on the surface of liquid red, like solid flames, just to melt after a few agonizing seconds. The only furniture is a massive throne-bed-judge seat towering at the apparent end of the Red Room. It’s a nightmarish composition of styles and shapes, but imposing. The camera goes down to floor level, and a female stiletto enters the screen. Close up of Lilah watching Suvarto and Conduit Gunn having mental sex. She shows her presence saying
My Lord, can I have your attention ?

Suvarto turns around and looks at Lilah with amusement. He tells her

You would receive much attention if you joined us.

Full figure shot of Lilah. She’s changed in a tight dark blue suit with a plunging neckline and an asymmetric short skirt. She’s gorgeous as she sashays towards the bed, leaving prints in the red floor. Every step she takes faces in mute horror peep from under her shoes. She flinches at the sight. Suvarto tells her
I missed my damned. I can’t sleep without their tormented howls.

Lilah

People carry pictures of their loved ones with them, don’t they ?

Suvarto

See ? I’m a real human. (Lilah gets on the bed) You have come to grovel, my sweet.

Lilah is uncertain. Then she unbuttons her blouse, and Suvarto (unlike us) sees she’s wearing nothing. She lies between Suvarto and Conduit Gunn, and says

I’ve come to give further proof of my loyalty.
Suvarto goes down on Lilah’s bare back. Before kissing her, he says

My pet Hydra is loyal too. Doesn’t mean I choose it to run Wolfram & Hart.

Lilah is nauseated by Suvarto’s kisses, but endures. She replies

I think my years at the firm show clearly that my successes far outweigh the occasional weak performances. I realize lately we had some glitches, but-

Suvarto

The destruction of the Hourglass, the loss of the Second Will, the completely lousy management of the Transustation... glitches my incredibly supple ass.
Suvarto manhandles Lilah on her back and stands over her. The camera doesn’t show any nudity..damn. Conduit Gunn languidly drapes an arm over Suvarto’s shoulder and the Ram tells the camera (Lilah’s POV)

The only ones who showed understanding of the poignancy of their roles since the so-called Apocalypse (he snorts) were Lindsey and Raphael.
Lilah

I managed to lure Angel to our side last year. It was the closest he’s ever been to-

Suvarto (transforming)

Nothing. He’s never been touched by evil...real evil. Ergo, he’s nothing for us. He chose a side, and he fulfilled the Shanshu. Seems you didn’t lure enough.

As Conduit Gunn watches Lilah, he lets his hand roam towards Suvarto’s pubes.

Lilah

I seriously doubt Lindsey will pull off your desires, my Lord. He denied our creed.

Suvarto

I just hope yours will help you in the Legal and Business Department. Bye.
Lilah vanishes from the bed. Suvarto leaves the premises too, under the Conduit’s look. As he sets foot on the floor, thousand faces scream from the Red Room’s walls.

6. The elevator doors in the hall of the Palace slide open in slo-mo. Montage of close ups of various W&H employees turning their scared faces at the elevator. Suvarto breezes out like a vision of majesty in a totally complimenting black striped suit, very Twenties’ London. He even has a cane with a ram’s head. His smile to the people is creepily warm, and everybody bows, but we see they shake terribly. He glances at the statue behind the reception desk and comments
It doesn’t look like me at all. Too sheep.

Suvarto continues walking across the hall, prompting more curtsies. He patronizingly hands out caresses at random, and we see the skin of the touched ones smoking immediately. The Ram’s joy to inflict pain is terrifying. He reaches Lorne at the center of the hall, where the Ring is back to normal dimensions. Suvarto tries to caress his face, but Lorne dodges casually. The Pylean tells Suvarto
Ready for Hell on Earth Operation. Who’s first, Wolf or Hart ?
Suvarto reaches out to the Ring and a storm of black light erupts from the channel.

Suvarto 

Moving lip service, Elmo, but I can’t raise the other members of the Trinity. This dimension can hardly sustain my presence, and I don’t want to burn it..so soon.

We’re starting with someone you will see a lot of from now on.
Lorne

Since Frank is swinging in the heavens, I’m not gonna get too fanboy.

Four caped shapes in azurine veils, their faces completely wrapped in turbants rise from the Home Office. Evanescent hair escape the turbants, each a different colour, silver, green, orange and blue, and heavy ancient jewelry clings to the apparently empty veils. There’s an air of incredible oldness about them. Suvarto says

My Sybils were curious to meet you. Few survive, usually.

Lorne
I’ll concentrate on the “usually”.

The Sybils exit the Ring, veils working as legs and arms. Cut to the freaking out guys in the hall..evil, but always human. The Sybils seem to look around for something.

Lorne (under his breath)

May I introduce you the long-lost sisters of the Ringwraiths.

The Sybils swirl around Suvarto, who behaves like a downright pimp. He tells Lorne

You know, it’s the singing thing you do that they are fascinated with. Not much singing down there. Whaddya say, let’s treat the girls to an impromptu ?

Suvarto sings a couple lines from It’s A Wonderful World. He has a beautiful voice. As he does, cut to Lorne. It’s like every single atom of his being is trying to leave the others, and he falls on his knees with a horrid expression on his face. HORRID.
Suvarto drops the Rockfeller act and reveals his nature as he gets closer to the shocked demon. His face has nothing human as he asks him

Oh, come on, there’s worse pipes in the Top Ten. (whispers in Lorne’s ear) What did you see ? What I am ? What have I done ? What will I do ? Or just all at once ? (Lorne’s still out of it) I might as well show you the world, my poor lizard.

It’s no better than what you saw. I am the world, it’s what makes Us.

Suvarto looks around at the terrorized employees still bowing like crazy and goes on

Don’t get me wrong, I love your world, it’s Our fave. You have so much potential for evil, so much untapped malice..I’m talking quantity, not quality, because that...kinda already topped it. Evil is an art, and humanity is its Michelangelo, that’s why we invest so much on you. The more you evolve, the more rotten you become...just the way We like you. You continue living in your dream of wealth and safety while half your race eats mud and misery, and the dance must go on. Hate and stupidity spread like grasshoppers and all you do is serve them...We laugh so much. Every child that dies of hunger, every man suffering for your ridiculous prejudices, every violence gone unvenged, We grow stronger. That’s why We thank you. Because without you, We would be nothing. The sun rises on an ever worse mankind and counts the new atrocities you surely have devised overnight, because...you’re intelligent like that.
We knew you’d make Us proud, but oh boy, you’ve gone far..way far.

7. A female hand is drawing the classic human scarecrow children represent a generic person with on a notebook. Then a pair of ram horns are added on its head. Cut to Harmony showing the doodle to the camera. She says
It’s his spitting image...without the horns.

Reverse to the whole Team except Gunn and Eve in the living room. Everybody’s drowning in books, occult encyclopaedias and parchment rolls. Faith comments

Well, I guess spitting is definitely deserved for that..(a beat) Is it Dadaist ?
Spike scratches his back with a corner of an ill-kept book and tells Faith

I fear my book’s itch-soothing capacity and Harm’s Klee tie in the usefulness chart.

Fred, with her glasses on and not-Illyria clad, looks up from a tattered sheet to say
Being holed up here researching always the same thing is driving us nuts. The chance to find a reference to Suvarto in these bits and bobs of Demon Enquirer in the hope it’ll help Gunn is slightly higher than discovering Aaron Spelling is a necromancer.

Faith

I thought it was scientifically proved. His shows go for 80-eternity demographics.

Illyria looks at the gang from Fred’s glasses. God, sexy with a oompfh. She rants
Illogic. You trust destructible textures of cellulose with your knowledge. The Great Beings don’t. Their secrets are written in flesh and blood. You are questioning dumb pieces of paper when you have a God-King privy to any chimera.
Spike (with low voice)

Back to the God-King trumpet. I preferred her Hamlet version.

Angel

Illyria, you told us the Wolf, the Ram and the Hart’s fable at every possible occasion. It’s a running gag..almost as mythic as my use of hair gel.

Illyria

They were lowly entities, shapeless demons who fled from their fellows’ company. Object of scorn and derision from the Old Ones, so taken of mankind as they were.
Our kingdom ended, they profited of the new power void, and wisely.

Wesley

The mystery of Their sudden power remains. Let alone Their weaknesses.

Harmony (lighting up)
I know one. (everybody’s close up) He has a bit of a double chin. Handsome, anyway, although not as handsome as Raphael, but he’s a bit too twinkie for my-

(Wesley looks up at Harm, torn away from their books, while Fred returns, )

Angel is looking very pointedly at Harmony and he asks her

Who’s Raphael now ?

Harmony (guilty child-faced)
The guy who brought Suvarto over to our dimension. Blonde, skinny, annoying.

Wes still stares at Harmony, and Angel catches his look. He tells Harm rudely

You said Suvarto was raised, not brought over by a skinny guy.

Harmony

Well, not on piggyback, you dumbass. With a little metal ball full of lighty stuff.

Wesley’s close up. He’s not fine. Fred looks at him with a desperate helplessness. Angel goes up to him and asks with a suspecting inflection
Do you have any idea who this Raphael is ?

After a long beat, under Fred’s silent look, Wesley answers

The one I gave the power to summon a Senior Partner.

On Angel, Faith and Spike’s faces, fade to black.

END OF ACT ONE

ACT TWO
8. We come back on Wesley’s face. Wyndham-Pryce is nothing but guilt and self-punishment. His words fall like anvils in the silence of the living room:
It was the price for Vail’s knife.

Fred’s close up, then Angel’s. They’re very different. Wesley goes on

As far as I know, Raphael only existed in that version of reality. Even if I gave him the magnet Fred had built, how could it impact on our world ? It was a no-brainer, an ultratech gizmo that would’ve disappeared in minutes for the only way to save Fred.

Angel (harsh)

It seems your imaginary Wolfram & Hart is the same as ours. You win a knife at the firm’s lottery, you find out it cuts the planet in two.
Faith

Fred, how does this magnet work ? Is the Ram...a real metal-made battering ram ?

Fred

It’s an artificial superconductor of codified genetic sequences inserted in the sphere as samples. Raphael must have modified it in the Home Office to attract the Ram.

Angel looks at Wesley with a dead expression. He hisses

I never see it coming with you, it’s always brand new..cuts deeper every time. It’s not even your fault, but I can’t pretend it was someone else. Betraying me seems written in your destiny, Wes...and I can’t write you off mine, as much as I’d like.
Wesley is more than mortified, and only Fred keeps looking at him. Spike chimes in

He didn’t know what he was doing, he was in love..and I just said the same thing.
Angel

You don’t screw mankind for love.

Spike (looking at Angel with irony)

You did. Twice.

Angel

I was ready to kill Cordelia to save humanity. I know how to take a hard choice.
Wesley

I wasn’t given a choice. I didn’t even know it was a choice.

Angel

Is it necessary with Wolfram & Hart ?

Fred’s hurt face morphs in Illyria’s resolution. She leaves Wesley’s side and walks up to Angel, staring in his eyes. The Old One asks him

Did not this unfortunate development inspire you to act violently ? It should.

Angel (glancing at Wesley)

It does, just not in the right direction. My friend is responsible for all this.
Spike (angry)

Bullshit, and you know it. Don’t take out your anger on us, take it out of your system, Angel. Where’s all that proactive pep talk now ? You’re not even reactive. Punch Wes if it’s enough to get you back in the mood...hell, punch me if it works.

Harmony

Not me, though. Gotta go to work, and bruises on the workplace, out of season.
Angel just watches Wesley look away. Then, wordless, he leaves the pool.

9. Fred is writing a mind-bobbling equation on the lab’s board. She wriggles her nose and pulls her hair under her ear as she analyzes it from afar. The camera’s focus switches to Wesley appearing on the door. He startles Fred saying
Is that a mathematical transposition of my tendency to disaster ?

Fred turns around and does a meek smile. Then she answers, beckoning at the board

No, there wouldn’t be any Greek P factor.

Wesley comes in and Fred waits for him, until they hug...it’s a peaceful moment.

Fred

I wanted to be alone with you for this. Because you didn’t save them..you saved me. And even after we got to feel each other’s soul, I never had the courage to tell you.

Wesley

What ?

Fred

Thanks. For bringing me here. The others can’t understand where I was.
Wesley

I would do it again. I would do it knowing what it would cost the world.

Fred looks Wesley in the eyes and sees the truth. She heavily asks him 

Would you trade mankind for me ?

Wesley

If I had been in the Deeper Well that day, I would’ve killed millions people.

Illyria blues up Fred’s face. She sounds dogmatic as she tells Wesley

And me in the process. If you could, would you kill me, Wesley ? (no answer) Do you still see a demonic parasite who wears your partner’s body and nothing else ?

Wesley

It’s an idle question. You know I felt what you are, and I can’t overlook that.
Illyria

It takes knowing your adversary to destroy it. I never opened up with such abandon. I never let anybody touch me like I let you. Even before our melting.

Wesley

Even if I had the means to get rid of you, to eradicate you from Fred’s body, and I don’t...should I expect you not to grind me with your full-fledged powers ?

Illyria looks at Wesley with a womanly air of superiority. She states

I can destroy this town. If I wish I can plunge it in a temporal hurricane and escape to the million worlds the event may create. I can live as a true Old One, although my armies are long gone. I can reduce you to less than nothing. But I will not implement any of these ideas since I love you. I love you, albeit I know I will never have you.
Illyria retires. Fred and Wesley are left looking at each other in confusion.

10. A corner of a tiny claustrophobic office. An even tinier, bare and close to rumbling down desk. Reverse to Lilah and another woman in a rigid suit. She glances at Lilah and tells her with barely concealed glee
I realize this is not exactly what you’ve grown accustomed to, but at the end of the day you’re just a corpse, right ? It’s not like you can claim very much.

Lilah

There’s always your head, Carla.

Carla

Funny empty pretentious threat. I’d watch mine, if I were you. I heard it’s detachable.

Carla leaves the closet-like space for a wider well-lit lobby that gives access to several wide lawyer offices. Every door has its named plate. Lilah follows her and finds a group of 5 or 6 other lawyers waiting for her. All over-joyous at her sight, but for the wrong reasons. Lilah is in an empasse, and so protests
I won’t stay here for long, don’t kid yourself.

A man with grey hair and a sharp smile offers her a folder. He says charmingly
Undoubtedly you won’t. But right now you’re back being at Attorney At Law.

A third lawyer, a slimy short woman with dyed hair tells Lilah

And since you love democracy so much, which you demonstrated by calling off every board meeting for the last three months, you’ll take care of the Los Angeles Demon Multicultural Committee sue against the City Council.

Lilah skims through the folder and shouts

Do demons want the right to vote ? (a beat) Do we need other Republicans ?

Carla

We’re evil, what kind of question is this ?

The grey-haired man tells Lilah with disdain
Just be thankful we didn’t plague you with the over-deadline tax bills corrections. We don’t hate anybody so much to put them through that eye-popping bore.

Lilah is containing herself, but her eyes aren’t. Carla tells her defiantly

I see you’re already re-adjusting to our mood. Will do wonders in the eternal run.

11. From Gunn’s POV, Faith and Eve sit on either side of his bed. Faith wears a skimpy but butch top, Eve a frilly shirt. Reverse to the chained man, who says
I’m having a Xander moment.

Faith

Yeah, he likes the chains.

Eve (to Faith)

I still think you would have made great fortunes in the Home Office.

Gunn

I heard Angel’s brooding from up here. What happened before ?

Faith

See, you’re missing out on some quality drama for all this S&M stubborness. Wesley provided the first act closing shock confessing he’s inadvertedly black-marketed Suvarto’s arrival for Fred’s jump from Incredibly Bizarro-er World.

Eve

Is this Boston slang ? Because if it is, NoCal lingo seems Queen’s English in comparison. 

Gunn (smiling to Faith)

I get it right. Faith and I are the embodiment of the East Coast-West Coast love.

Eve (looking suspiciously at the two)

There better be less love and no...whatever has to do with body stuff.

Gunn

We all did the wacky for love, Angel is venting out at random because the real target is way off his range. He should lash out at me, if anybody.
Faith

Let’s all chant and whip ourselves at the altar of the One True Martyr. You gotta stop with the ulcerating mewliness, Chuck, it’s pointless. Where’s the axe-swinging you ? Where are your War Zone cojones ?

Eve suddenly glares at Faith and hisses

I said nothing to do with body, and I, call me crazy, think you are a pro when it comes to cojones location. I’ll have to take measures, Miss Life Coach.
Faith and Gunn chuckle at Eve’s jealousy. The Slayer adds

Any reference to hope and overcoming darkness, courtesy of Buffy Summers.

12. Suvarto’s face is intermittingly visible in flashes of violet and very bright yellow light. He’s in a completely dark room, and what he’s doing provokes the outbursts of energy. In the fleeting instants we get to see him, his face looks under strain, his muscles pulled and sweaty. Then he utters powerfully
Taberna numquam irrupta erit.

The lights go back and we see Suvarto standing in the middle of a dungeon under the Palace, flawless in his London’s City suit. A circle of mystics look at him, thoroughly impressed. He glances at them, aware of their adoration, then

I do look like a downright prat speaking Latin, don’t I ? Sanscrit, that’s a tongue.

Comical Kiss-the-Ram’s-ass contest among the mystics follows.

Cut to a power shot of Lindsey, Raphael, Lorne and Harmony crossing the hall to go down the dungeons. Close up of Lilah looking at them from a balcony above, curiosity and envy on her face. Back to W&H’s quartet walking down a stone stair into the bowels of Earth. Lorne looks at the other three and says
I was about to coin The Fab Four as our monicker, but then I thought about copyright issues. You know, Jacko would sue our collective livers off. Including my three.

Lindsey

The main cause for copyright infringement is absent..hell if we look like ‘em.

Harmony

I wanna be Yoko Ono, without the Japanese, tiny and bug-faced parts.

Off everybody’s reaction, cut to the Fab Four entering Suvarto’s dungeon. It’s like the inside of a small pyramid, and a globe of swirling something floats behind the Ram, who’s having a good laugh with the mystics.

She always brags about being first in the name, that bitch-
He sees Lindsey and the others have arrived and gets more serious. He tells them

I was reminiscing how We came up with the firm’s name, good times...

He looks lost in pleasant thoughts, when he snaps out and becomes business-like. 

Suvarto

I wanted you here to show you something I did. (shot of the swirling substance) It’s a safe. Might look like the usual interdimensional vault accessible from different points of the universe, but that’s so Powers That Be. I am an original person. Well, I’m not a person, but. I shifted the existing atoms of this point into a new condensation of matter..the closest comparison I find is jello, but I wouldn’t advice you to take a bite.

Lindsey

What’s inside the safe...my Lord ?

Suvarto looks at Lindsey, pondering the late respect form. Then he answers

A weapon. That I cannot use yet, I’m not strong enough.

Raphael

And why did you want us to know ?

Lindsey glances at Raphael. Suvarto doesn’t mind the lack of “my Lord” on his part.

Suvarto

I will trust you with the keys to the safe. You’ll be the only keepers of the weapon, because only the keys can take back the matter to its primary condition. (he hands out four long carved wands in a shiny metal) Anybody who tried to touch the safe would immediately notice a weight loss..this state of matter is incompatible with all forms of life. For further caution the entire perimeter is human-hostile, as I now show you.

Suvarto simply looks at the entrance, where two mystics appear with a screaming man. Suvarto tells Lorne with a disapproving frown
Raphael told me you read this man last week, and he feeds pigeons in the park.

Lorne (with discomfort)

What a monster.

As soon as the mystics and the man cross the threshold of the dungeon, he shatters like a statue of sand. Even Harmony is not indifferent to the sight. Suvarto comments

Fun like the first time, and it was in the Stone Age, mind you. (a beat) So, off watching my keys.

As the four leave the dungeon, close up on Suvarto. He watches them go, and his creepy smile turns into a creepier tight-lipped resolve.

13. Lorne gets in his office and finds Lilah scratching his back with a wooden stick ending with a spooky bony hand. Lorne halts in surprise and screeches
Dead woman doing dirty stuff.

Lilah

My necrotic mind boggles at the racy ventures you must’ve sailed on with this stick.

Lorne

Like whupping the satanic roaches raiding the green man’s spaces. I’d rather be haunted. At least Pavayne couldn’t crawl into my chlorophyll-coloured privates.
Lilah

Wanna swap with my old new colleagues ? You wouldn’t notice a diff.

Lorne gyrates onto his desk and sits up there cross-legged. He taps on the desk twice and tells Lilah with a “caring auntie” tone

How’s it going with the Bad Practice down there ? Still all law-perverting ?

Lilah follows Lorne’s example and gets on the desk. She answers
More law-avoiding. If you don’t count the demon building administration..we’re working on exciting gardening regulations...aren’t you thrilled ?

Lilah gives two thumbs up with an exaggerate fangirl face. Lorne asks her

So, does this firing fit with the grand plan of Her Tripleguessness ?
Lilah

There are certainly good sides and bad sides to the situation.

Lorne

And this supernatural thriller of ours is all about sides.

Lilah (looking meaningfully at Lorne)

In my case, ones way outnumber the others.

Lorne

Always so keen on ambiguity, Blonde Ambition. You make David Lynch look like a linear feel-good Christmas comedy director.

Lilah

I am the ultimate femme fatale, Lorne. I even have my couple of doomed knights with shady past and included loose morals.

Lorne

Just be careful Lindsey and Raphael don’t pull the last minute shocker.
Lilah looks Lorne deeply in the eyes and tells him

They’re just two steps of the ladder I have to rise back.

Lilah mumbles something we can’t make out. Lorne says
What ?

Then he spaces out, his attention caught by something else for seconds. Cut to Lilah shaking Lorne. She says rather brusquely

Did the voices take you to the White Rabbit’s hole ?

Lorne

No...I hear drugs are needed.

Lilah

I leave you to your toxic daydreaming. Case of vampire discrimination to work on.

As Lilah goes, Lorne pulls out his key and observes it with caution.

14. Shot of the lawyer offices’ lobby. At the far side, Lilah steps out of the elevator and walks towards the camera, a worried and drawn face. You can almost see the gears of her dead brain buzzing with feverish activity.
Then she stops, the corner of her eyes pointing acutely at a big square door to her far right. She takes slow steps towards it, and the camera follows her.

We start hearing voices. In the room someone is talking. Someones. We still can’t make out what they’re saying, but then Lilah goes in for the eavesdropping.

Lilah

Required skill No.1 for Wolfram & Hart. Or a soap opera.

We hear the lawyers talk in a muffled voice-over, but only see Lilah’s face reactions.
Dyed-haired Lawyer

We can do it, it’s explicitly stated in Point 7. We are competent in the matter.

Grey-haired Lawyer

I still think she would have us cut to pieces with little plastic knives if she knew.

Carla

Do you see anybody here willing to warn Lilah off ?

Lilah doesn’t react to her name. Carla continues

So the case schedule is the following: Darren contests the contract officially for clause breach, Joanna books a session with the Nullify Section, and I will take the pleasure to tell Lilah myself..I didn’t forget the not-figurative stab in the back.
Lilah smirks evilly. Darren, the grey-haired lawyer, intervenes

I will word it like this. With the jurisdiction cast upon the Attorneys of Wolfram & Hart, branch of the City of Los Angeles, by clause 7 of contract 5635718, for breach of the condition to enlist Angel as sole purpose of said contract, we invoke the interruption of Lilah Morgan’s perpetual life. Go to Hell, Lilah..really.
Lilah’s “mental blackout” close up. Cut to Lindsey watching Lilah on a monitor from her former office. He turns off a bug-fed transmitter radio where Carla’s laughter still echoes amidst the static and gets up from the leather chair, cockily shaking his head.

END OF ACT TWO

ACT THREE
15. A happy tingling laugh accompanies the camera’s pan along a black worn-out couch. It has a young, fresh quality and it’s a sharp contrast with Carla’s obnoxious chuckling. The camera reveals Fred and Spike sitting in front of Spike’s TV, having a relaxed down time. Fred is wearing suede pants and a striped white and pink T-shirt, Spike the usual black jeans with a dark green shirt. Spike tells Fred
I didn’t know Golden Years was a laugh out loud sitcom.

Fred (laughs subsiding)

No. I was just remembering my Fred Savage crush. I got my name after him.
Spike

Disturbing. I should be called Oscar, then.

Fred looks at Spike weirdly. The vampire reprises

Intellectual crush, obviously. He had Bosie, anyway.

Illyria takes over and states matter-of-factly

Old Ones do not have a childhood.

Spike (trying to come up with something)
It’s a bugger about Christmas presents.

Illyria

I received seven skins of sea serpents from my subjects every full moon, though.

Spike

Was it a gift or a tongue-twister ? But hey, classy.

Illyria looks at the TV screen, tilts her head and comments

Were these Sixties a sort of alternate dimension ? They appear dumb-minded. Might be the under-sized garments, though.

Spike

Or a couple of criminally liar Presidents. Hairdos were cool, though.

Illyria (hitting low)
I gather your trademark blonde error was at a later date, then.

Spike (gape-mouthed)

I think I wanna talk to Fred now.

Illyria looks miffed, but lets Fred arrive to the surface. She tells Spike

I like your hair, for what it’s worth. (she looks at the TV) They were clear years. No doubt, no distinction, just faith in the American Dream. Conviction in themselves.
Spike grabs the occasion and drops the subtext, telling Fred

Not all of us lack it.

Off Spike’s “I’ve got an idea” look, cut to the two of them entering the lab. Fred says

Don’t you think we should tell Angel first ?
Spike

No, Mr. Hands On would go all Daddy on us.

Fred (displaying power)

It’s not like Angel can tell me what to do, Spike. He’s not my Charlie.

Spike (as a motivation for Fred’s words)

You got Illyria on your side.

Fred

I have me.
Spike and Fred sit at the computer and hop on the Front’s network. Red headlines run all the way down the screen under the News section, with words flashing like “EXPLOSION”, “DEATH”, “EMERGENCY”. Grainy shots of Los Angeles streets and boulevards and thumbnails of unrecognized corpses are by the headlines’ side.
Spike says in close up: “ They have only us”.

16. Lilah is wrapped in a red cloud of sparkles that after a beat are absorbed by her skin. She pants heavily, her face in close up. Then she says in pain
I was damn sure this was a protection spell.

Wide angle of the Palace’s Occult Department library, the same we saw in Episode Nine. Lilah is at the center of a badly drawn pentacle, lots of vials, bags of powder and a book laid open in front of her. She gets up and takes a ritual knife from a shelf nearby. Close up on the knife cutting deeply into her wrist, but no slash appears.
Lilah

It really gets under your skin.

Lilah sits back in the pentacle and starts scanning the book. She whispers

Something for the spiritual girl in me now.

Close up on the page Lilah stopped at: Gothic letters read Death Magic and Golem Spells. Cut to Lilah running franticly across Wolfram & Hart’s underground parking lot, urgence on her sweaty features. She moans

I was so close, and now-

She fishes out her car’s keys from the suit’s pocket and opens her Volvo. She gives a quick finger-comb to her styled hair and starts the engine. She tells her reflection
Two damn lines ! I’m being sent back to Hell for ink on paper ! Lilah Morgan is re-instated in her body thus to ensure Angel’s continued work for Los Angeles’ branch of Wolfram & Hart. Were this condition to decay, she will return to the Home Office.
We see the car leaving the parking lot and emerging to ground level. Lilah’s shot in the car. Her eyes are welling with tears, we’ve never seen Lilah so lost. She says

They’re really charting new territories in the fine art of deceitful interpretation, but as ironic as it may sound..I’ve always been on Angel’s boat.
She gives a last look at the Palace from the car’s windows and takes the streets.

Fallen and buried.
Lilah’s tears come rolling down, but her face is hard as always. Then she sees something under the passenger’s seat..an envelope. She parks by the street and picks up the envelope. She opens it and pulls out a single sheet, we don’t see what’s on it.

But we see her spirit that smoulders under the tears burning a bit brighter.

17. Shot of a low and long building in grey concrete under the red Ceiling. The plastic sign near the gate reads City Morgue.
Cut to the morgue’s interior. The camera zooms in a metal wall of body slots. All the little square doors are closed. Except one is opening up right now. The action is shot from above: we see a man, almost white from rigor mortis, pulling himself out with the strength of his arms. Then he vamps out. Another door, two slots left of the first one, busts open. A female vampire slides out on the cold metal table, and gives the other vampire a curious look.
Then the door between them opens, and the corpse coming out wears a leather duster. Spike shoves two stakes in the vampires’ hearts, then gets up and says

A bit like skiing.

Illyria enters in the room, complete with autopsy table and equipment. She tells Spike

As always you prefer appearances over substance.

Spike

And you wear the catsuit because...

Illyria runs her gloved hands over her body, with what seems bashfulness. Cut to Eve peeping out from a scrub wardrobe. She looks around and says
This is what you get when you say you’re dead bored at home.

Spike (to Eve)

Wanna drown back in Angel’s brood and mood, honey ?

Eve looks nauseated. Illyria tells Spike

My world-breaking powers are lost on saving corpses. I request you explain me why.

Spike

Because the last thing we need is The Lost Boys: The Next Generation.
Illyria

I still reckon a God-King should challenge the Ram in person. If he vies for the world’s domination he is supposed to last longer than these puddles of dirt with me.

Spike (looking beyond Illyria)

Looks like the room just got way dirtier.

Illyria and Eve turn to see a horde of vampires on the entrance. Some are still sucking dead people. While Eve pales up instantly, Illyria tells the vampires

I was talking. You are rude.

Two of them jump her, and Illyria snaps their necks like tiny twigs, a hand per vamp.

Illyria

Problem solved.

As all the vampires get in the fight, Spike tosses Eve a stake. The ex liaison dodges a blow from a vamp and hides behind the autopsy table, doubting where to go. Two vamps surround her from both sides, and Eve pushes the table against the wall, blocking one of the two. The other smiles for the exclusive. Cut to Spike dusting a baddie and round-kicking another off him. Three others charge leaving their last preys behind. Spike engages one in an arm-fight a la Hong-Kong style while getting hard on the other two’s shins. Then he throws the stake in the air, and his opponent is distracted. Spike snaps his neck while he’s still looking the stake rotate in the air. Spike grabs it back and dusts the other two swiftly. Onto Illyria now. About ten vampires circle around, and she stays still, her head cocked. The vamps don’t know what’s gonna hit them. She jerks her back and in an impossible movement jumps and kicks two of them, then somersaults and prompts the back half of the circle to retreat. Wrong. Sensing fear, Illyria takes a random vampire and just tears his chest open from the stomach, she removes the rib cage and smashes it under her foot. The mutilated vampire staggers back, wordless and in shocking pain. Illyria tells the vamp
I have been kind.

In order, Illyria pierces a vampire’s head with her foot tip, slashes another in two with the autopsy table, takes two together and smashes their head together, turning them to dust, then grabs the electric saw from the utensils’ railing. Illyria says
I saw it in a movie. (a beat) Pardon my pun.

Shot of Illyria standing over a collection of bloody parts in a lake of blood. The vampires’ heads, yet detached, still talk. One begs Illyria

It was nothing personal, you freak. Stake us already. My nose itches and guess what, I don’t have a hand to scratch it anymore ! Will you do it for me ?

Illyria

I do not stake. I do not scratch somebody else’s nose. I do not scratch my own. They are all things not convenient to my rank.(a beat) The cannibals’ victims did not speak.

Don’t trust the movies, Illyria. Especially ones with Arnie.

Matthew tiptoes around the blood pool, when Eve’s scream is heard. Cut to her fight with the only vampire left. Spike’s frustrated close up as he says

I forgot about the last fanged Mohican.

The vampire, in the chaos, dragged Eve behind the body slots’ wall, and we see the girl trying to keep him from biting her amidst a mass of wires and power generators for the freezer cells. Cut to Spike sneaking in, but Matthew pulls him out saying
Nah, overgrown leech, no stealing my redemptive rescue.

Matthew gets the vampire out of Eve’s face, she quickly leaves the premises, but the vamp replaces her with Matthew. It’s a manly punch-o-rama, with the vamp displaying a superb technique, but Matthew makes up for his fists with agility and legwork. Matthew pushes the vampire more and more inside the wire net, then grabs two and knots his wrists, cutting his palms with them. Blood drops fall to the floor. Just as Matthew is about to stake him, the vamp kicks him and the guy falls forward, just into the vamp’s arms. He’s in for the bite, when Spike dusts him from behind.
Cut to Spike carrying a limp Matthew out in the open, under Illyria and Eve’s eyes.

Matthew (cruelly)
Spike Investigations, helping himself off the helpless.
18. Angel is reading a book on his bed, but his attention doesn’t seem to lie there. Reverse to Wesley walking cautiously in the suite. He waits a little, then
You used to read in your office.

Angel (putting the book aside with anger)

I used to have an office. I used to have a lot of things I don’t anymore. And I have to go on anyway because, guess what, I don’t have another option.

Wesley

Trust in me is on the “missing” list ?

Angel’s face is a combination of pent up violence and comprehension. He answers

There is just one person whose hands I’d put my life in..but if it comes to the world’s safety you don’t look like the most viable insurance.

Cut to Gunn appearing in the doorway. He answers the others’ looks with

I had to pee. Heard the voices.

Angel

Well, this is not the bathroom.

Gunn

Angsty confrontation beats bladder necessities.

Wesley sits down on Angel’s bed. He lays his hand on the vampire’s and says

You’re where my loyalties lie, you’re where the darknesses of my life seem to find a place and a reason, you’re home in so many ways. Life has a sadic way to bring me to hurt you when I wouldn’t want it in the least...I never, never wished to burden you with more hadrships, Angel. Forgive me.

Angel

I don’t need to forgive you. Deep down, I know you’re the only good constant in this path, my guiding light. But I’m responsible for more than myself, so much more...a city depends on me, Wes, and humanity at largest. They can’t forgive you right now.

Gunn

Who, the Crazy Murderous People of Los Angeles ? Angel, you forgave me for bringing about Fred’s death, and I caused it for my selfish ambition. Wesley unknowingly raised the Ram to patch up my mistake, it’s totally different.

Angel

Tell the thousand dead people I see in my eyes every other instant.

Wesley

A Champion doesn’t analyze, Angel. I understand the shock of facing the rise of a Senior Partner, it is a dark moment for everyone, but we’re ready to fight back..we need your leadership. Regrouping is over, it’s time to do something, something for the people you’re grieving and for the people we can still save.

Angel (facing Wesley)

Something like dying ? I can’t compete with Suvarto. He is the root of Wolfram & Hart, the very source of something existing from the dawn of time, without a beginning, without an end. They rise back from their ashes every time, stronger than their previous incarnation. How can I face the creator of all this evil ?
Gunn

Standing up would be a good first step.

Angel

And a glorious last one. I can’t afford to lose you, guys. I don’t wanna be alone.

Angel holds Wesley’s hand tight in a bout of sentimentalism. He tells Wesley

I don’t wanna feel like when you were gone.

Wesley

I know I’m not a seer or anything and I’m lying if I try to pretend otherwise, but..you won’t. I will never leave you, Angel..I’m yours, you know it.

Gunn

Just wait until Spike comes home and I tell him about this exchange. He’s gonna crown himself as the King of Body Language Reading. Or combust from jealousy.

Angel

We need to win back our clarity..my clarity. In all this sadness, I lost sight of what I am, of what I’ve become. I am changed. This year let me realize I wanna fight for happiness, everybody’s happiness..my happiness. One day I will be happy. (to the guys) Help me get back my heart, my fire..the line between good and evil.
Gunn (self-deprecating)

Not the top counsellor for moral watersheds right now. Ask me when I’m not glowy.

Wesley (to Angel)

Just show the world your soul, the good you harbour in it..and the difference between good and evil will be clear to everybody. There’ll be no more grey areas.
On Angel’s hopeful look, a ring. Someone is at Nympheum’s door. Gunn says

Here comes Spike. Damn, he would have liked a picture.

Angel, Wesley and Gunn go to open the door. From the door’s POV, their OMG close ups. Reverse to reveal Lilah on Nympheum’s steps. She says

You know, this is too juicy a moment to spoil it with a random one-liner.

19. Angel goes for Lilah’s throat, but she steps back and says with urgency
I’m here to ask for shelter.

While Angel and Wesley are taken aback, Gunn quips

If “shelter” means “unrestrained violence and final death” in your language, come in.

Wesley punches Lilah with no hesitation. She falls to the ground, but Wesley continues to hit her with growing determination. She begs

I’m alone, there’s no army of Apocalypse Round 2 waiting around the bend.

Wesley stops and looks at Angel for approval. The vampire asks Lilah

How did you find us ?

Lilah picks the piece of paper from her coat’s pocket and lets it roll on the ground. Wesley gathers it and gives it a glance. He passes it to Angel, and from his POV we see an address and the mystical door’s symbol. Lilah says

I seem to have a mysterious admirer.

Angel, Wesley and Gunn exchange meaningful glances. Lilah catches them and says

Who you know of and won’t tell me anything about.

Angel

Did you fall from the tower, Princess of Darkness ? What brings you to the renegade?

Lilah

Suvarto promoted Lindsey, I lost my CEO perks, got back to lawsuits of the importance of a moth, and my colleagues upped mobbing’s bar to a whole new level.

Does this qualify as a bad day in the workplace or am I a helpless now ?

Angel looks at Wesley, fear in his eyes. It’s a poignant moment. Then cut to Nympheum’s salon. Angel, Wesley, Gunn and Lilah stand about. Gunn tells her

We’re not inviting you to sit. They’re not chairs for the Evil Dead.

Angel looks at Lilah with satisfaction. He tells her

I’m not gonna lie and tell you I’m sorry. I’m giddy actually, for the whole “fallen from grace” debacle. Now that I see your face, it makes the scare of before worth it.
Lilah (ready for every humiliation)

Yeah, gloat, whatever. You gotta save me, it’s your job.

Gunn (pretending to read a manual)

Ah, let me see...where’s the “Rescuing Your Most Mortal Foes” chapter...ah, that’s where, in the World of Non-Existing Chapters !

Wesley walks up to Lilah and tells her with politeness

This is our biggest triumph over Wolfram & Hart since the Apocalypse, and God knows we needed one. Seeing the firm’s boss here, grovelling for mercy..tickles my limbs..and not in that way you know. And we should spare you why ? For the political correctness of it ? Because we’re stupid ?

Lilah

No, even if the thing certainly helps. One, thanks for the flattery, but in case you didn’t notice the titanic Ram in the sky I’m not Wolfram & Hart’s Magneto anymore.

What I still am is a bottom-less vault of the Senior Partners’ plans and schemes. What makes Them tick, what makes Them tock...I can be a valuable source.
(a beat) When I said “bottom-less” I didn’t mean...you know, I have a-

Wesley (under his breath)

I can certify it, if you want.

Gunn speaks up with a thrilled partecipation and tells Lilah

Let’s put it this way. You open your mouth-shaped vault blabbing all your secrets first, we shove you unkindly in our home-made Witness Protection Program later.

Lilah

I may have a few seconds left in this dimension. My contract allows Wolfram & Hart’s lawyers to impeach my perpetuity clause if Angel doesn’t cooperate with the firm, and now that I’m Ms. End of the Food Chain, they have every intention to.

Wesley

They’re going to separate your soul from your body..again.

Lilah (snarky)

Isn’t that every man’s dream, Wesley ?

Angel’s close up. He’s thinking fast and hard. Then he tells Lilah

We fight people like you. Things like you. There is no margin of agreement with someone who represented Evil in its most organized form until minutes ago. You deserve death...(a beat, as he thinks) twice. But things are not right in this world.
I will save you. To see you suffer your deeds, alone and meaningless while your former reason of life hunts you down, forever, until you will be craving for annihilation. All in all, should be fun, shouldn’t it ?

Wesley (to Lilah)


We would happily off you ourselves, but we don’t kill...dead..people.

Angel (to Lilah)

We’ll take you to a safe place, it’s magic-shielded. (Gunn’s not overtly happy glance at the vampire). So much for not blurring the line.

20. Illyria is circling around Matthew like a vulture, and she studies interestedly his wounds. Eve is applying bandage to the bloody gash Matthew got himself behind the morgue’s slots. Wide angle of a sort of emergency room. Matthew sits on a op bed, while Spike stands in a corner. Illyria tells Matthew
You confirm my previous judgement. Humans are generally easily breakable.

Spike

And when did you change opinion on mankind ? Because of me ?

Matthew

Are you mankind now ? Because then I might be a serial killer.
Spike looks embarrassed by Matthew’s remark, so he tries a 

I have a soul, I’m more human than a vampire.

Matthew

There are a couple holes in my neck that say the contrary.

Illyria tells Spike

I meant Faith. Showed me there is a remarkable untapped potential in you.

Eve

Faith is a Slayer, nothing to gush home about.

Matthew (glint in his eyes)

There is a lot to gush about the girl. She’s all gushable.

Spike (to Matthew)

Didn’t you have a girlfriend ?

Eve (to Illyria)

See ? Not so untapped boyfriend-cheating potential. (a beat) Gunn-cheating.

Matthew looks at Spike with a seasoned man’s air. He answers him

I have a girlfriend, but I still have eyes. Bet Livia’d go more gaga if she heard me about Faith than for last week’s kill-o-rama. She wasn’t affected.

Spike

What about you ?

Matthew

Do I have to show you somebody’s cut off heart to prove that I’m not in the Ram’s payroll ? Why should I have been here in the first place if not to fight vamps ? Angel and you just accused me with no proof and no gratitude for my help.

Spike (with an effort)

I can apologize if you want.

Illyria turns into Fred. Matthew bolts up at the change, and Fred assures him

No, please, don’t be scared. I’m the real owner of the body, Winifred Burkle. I’m way nicer than the cranky other..me, and less inclined to beatings.
Matthew

Are you like a superhero, geeky student by day, lethal vixen by night ?

Fred (picking up speed)

Just the geeky part, because student, didn’t turn out so well, not that I wasn’t a good student, I was marvellously brainy, but Professor Seidel sent me into a portal and-

(a beat) I’m going from run on to run over you, right ? What I wanted to say is, Spike is not good with words, something he definitely shares with Angel-

Spike

Angel and I don’t share. It brings up perturbing memories.
Fred (glaring at him)

-but vampiric grumpiness aside, he’s not a bad guy. He cares about what you do.

Matthew looks at Spike, and the vampire doesn’t talk. The guy says

I will take it as a yes. (a beat) Angel and you guys would be a terrific hand these days. I don’t know about the Home Office, but this is Hell enough for me. I had to clean up a social services shelter yesterday. Nine kids hung from their shoelaces. (his voice breaks) Nobody should see a perversion like that. It’s all falling apart, people don’t understand, they just feel Evil has come, and it’s an unbearable awareness. Knowing that you can’t escape it, that Evil will claim you and cast you in the flames forever...that history is over and He has just begun...how can you live ?
He looks at Fred, Spike and Eve for a bit. Then we see our three guys in the sewers. Spike pulls out a tissue from the duster..there’s blood on it. Spike’s smart close up.

21. Shot of Faith from above. She lies on a deck-chair of the pool, asleep. Her long dark but warm hair falls all around her head, but some strands hide her cheek. She wears a black two-piece, miniskirt and bra, with little mother-of-pearl beads.

God, she’s beautiful.

The camera zooms on her, until she gradually wakes up, very naturally. She sits up and looks around, in alert as always. Panoramic shot of the pool’s space, with focus on the details. Very spooky angles. Faith glances at the entrances to the pool, the doorway to the hall and the porch on the back garden are both closed. Yet, the glass bloom-shaped lamps over the water oscillate.
Faith

Either the Big One or a haunty friend. (a beat) And with the whole “being apart from California” trick, I’d go for Phantom Menace. 

The lamps start swinging from the ceiling like crazy. Faith says

Aw, shuck. I wanna something to beat to a sorry mess !
Cut to the pool’s water boiling up. Faith continues

Are we following some demonic manifestation catalogue ? Because it’s a boring one.

Four shrouded figures rise from the water. They are the Sybils. Faith says

That’s new. Oh wait, no. The Ring kid did. (a beat) Can you come out of the TV ?

The Sybils come floating out of the pool. Faith scoffs and moans

Aw, not corporeal. What’s with you nasties and lack of body ? Is it a self-esteem issue ?

The Sybils circle around Faith and the Slayer takes a waiting stance. They seem to someway see Faith, even with their faces covered. Spectral voices tell her

Death walks with you and waves her wings at your step. You are worse than Good, you are worse than salvation. The void waits for the Last One.
Faith (not amused as she sounds)

Obscurity yay.

The Sybils shriek: “From darkness she comes, in darkness she brings us all”.

Faith wakes up for real this time. She breathes heavily. Fade to black.

END OF ACT THREE

ACT FOUR
22. Nympheum’s hall. Spike, Fred and Eve are just back from the morgue. Spike says
Honey, I’m home.

No answer. Eve jokes

I was so expecting to hear Angel reply.

Spike

No, he knows I reserved stud for him back in the..(a beat, as he changes tone) completely delirious moments of the kill. 

Fred

Yeah. The kill. That’s how we’re calling it now.

Eve walks up the stairs and tells the other two

Gonna check on Gunn. Play with the chains a little bit and call him Fido.

Illyria rears her head and tells Spike

I would be deeply pleased if you played chains with me.

Spike

Doesn’t Wes like to be called Fido ?

Illyria

I lack the cultural enlightenment to understand your enquiry. Nonetheless, Wesley will not please me the way I would ask him to. He’s rather contained.

Spike

As threesomes go, yours would be peculiarly awkward. And I do know what I’m 
talking about. Once An- (swaying) another bloke and I-
Illyria (with real desire to know)

Is it possible to dissolve into love ? I frequently feel I am on the verge to.

Spike nods, memories flooding him. Then he asks Illyria
Will you call Fred for me ? (a beat, and Fred is there) I gotta ask you something.

Spike hands Fred the blood-stained tissue. Cut to the pair in the lab. Fred is placing a glass with a blood sample under the microscope’s lens. She asks Spike

What should I expect ?

Spike

Hey, you the only science type here. I’m the poet.

Fred speaks as she’s observing the blood’s structure:

I meant Illyria.

Spike does a “Oh” face. He conjures up a 

She won’t try to take Wes away from you, I think. But she’s fully baked, Blue.

Fred

That puts her ahead of me by default. (a beat) I think I found something interesting. There are vampire enzymes in here, but this is not vampire blood, there’s too much haemoglobine, or proteins. It looks like human blood mixed with vampire one.
Fred looks up from the magnifying glass. Spike’s knowing close up. Fred asks him

Who’s the, PC talk aside, freak ?

Spike

Matthew, our mysterious object of the year.

Eve comes running in the lab, anxiety on her face. She pants

Where’s everybody ?

23. Close up of Suvarto in the Red Room. He’s in the air, eyes closed. A shroud of veils envelops him in a snake-like embrace, but it’s not normal veils...it’s the Sybils.
Their heads stand out from the singular creature they formed around Suvarto, a sort

of mental link between them and the Senior Partner. It’s a hellish vision.

Suvarto (still with closed eyes)

Now now. A little Red Hood in the woods. Why couldn’t we see Lilah before ?

One of the Sybils, the orange-haired one, cocks her head and answers
The rebels with her are housed in powerful magic, my Lord. Magic of the other side.

Suvarto seems surprised. He tells the Sybils

Lead the retrieval team, girls. I have some dramatic entrance to do.

Suvarto descends to the ground. The faces of the damned scream at the contact. Cut to a dishevelled Conduit Gunn in the bed part of the Red Room’s Throne. He says
What about me ?

Suvarto (to the Conduit)

Oh, there will be an entrance for you too. Just another kind of dramatic.

Cut to Suvarto in his black Ultimate Villain robe crossing the lawyers’ lobby with great strides. His eyes fixed on the conference room, he looks stern and lethal. A few employees shuffle away as they see him. At his will, the door opens.
We see Carla, Darren, Joanna, and other lawyers around a man of fire. It’s a humanoid shape made of flames, nothing else. At Suvarto’s sight, a sacred terror possesses the lawyers. Close up of the Ram: you don’t wanna mess with him.
Carla (whimpering)

It’s all legal, my Lord. Miss Morgan’s contract-

Suvarto

Maybe you didn’t realize the time of law and rules is over. I am everything you have to respect, everything that can tell you to exist or not.

Darren

Of course, Supreme Master. We were just appealing to Skia, to see if the deal-
Suvarto opens his mouth. He slowly sucks in the man of fire, like a twister of flames,

and then swallows it whole. He tells the horrified lawyer team

Skia is the only entity capable to consume Wolfram & Hart’s deals. Skia is mine.
Therefore you should have asked to borrow it, pretty please.

Joanna

Lilah Morgan let you down, my Lord. She escaped the Palace, we’ve been told.

Suvarto

Well, she made it in time... unlike you.

Suddenly, the lawyers shatter. Like glass things. Shards of flesh everywhere around a terribly smiling Suvarto. Before he leaves the carnage he whispers
Lilah, Lilah, so always above them...come back soon, my favourite.

24. Angel, Faith, Gunn, Wesley and Lilah walk in the same wood Fred and Illyria threaded in the previous episode. Each of them brings a weapon, but they’re using it to hack the vegetation and pass through the deep layer of grass now. Gunn says
Why couldn’t Illyria choose, like, a deluxe Imperial at the Four Seasons ?
Faith (to Gunn)

Never, I repeat, never utter the word imperial with Illyria around.

Wesley leads the group into a sort of tree avenue, a corridor where the Ceiling’s red shine flows down thicker. Wesley tells the others
Illyria’s sleep chamber is not far away. Magic bounces off Old Ones and their physical vestiges, so Lilah should be safe there.

Lilah

You know, should kinda becomes a matter of life or death here.

Angel

To you. See, Lilah, we don’t give a damn about you. You live, you live for our daily 
drilling, you die...the drilling will come from someone else. So don’t expect any

mercy from us, we’re just doing our interest..coincidentially it means you survive.

Lilah

In a tomb and praying the breaking of the contract doesn’t draught in. Lucky me.
A blade shaves the air above Gunn’s head and stabs a tree. Angel says

Spoke too soon.

The five of them look at the darkness lurking in the wood, in the direction the blade came from. A low rumble of feet gets closer. Faith says

Does anybody feel like at the end of Fellowship ? (Angel and Wesley look at her strangely) I swear I wasn’t so nerdy before Andrew.
Gunn

Lilah’s not very Frodo-like.

Wesley (under his breath)
You didn’t see her feet.

The Sybils fly off the high tops of the trees. Lilah’s close up at their sight. Hate and repulsion is all she’s feeling. Cut to Faith noticing the four ghosty figures. They say

The target waits. The target fades.

On the five characters’ zoom, a beat on the dark forest. Then darkness becomes alive. It crawls down the trees and attacks Angel, Gunn, Faith and Wesley, who’re trying to protect Lilah. Angel swings his sword at a shadow, and this morphs into Suvarto. Shot of Faith, Wesley and Gunn attacking the darkness in the same way, and the same thing happens. The camera shoots dozens of Suvartos emerging from the lack of light, all laughing. Angel pins his sword in his chest, but nothing happens. Angel beheads him. As over. Suvarto’s head in the grass tells him
Does this count as introduction ? Because I can’t shake your hand now.

Angel

The Ram.

Another Suvarto replies

Pleased to kill you, Angel.

Three of them stride towards the vampire, and Faith shoots them down with three arrows. Seven Suvartos glare at her and attack her wordless. The fight begins. Suvarto punches Gunn with a killer left hook, but he kicks back in the solar plexus.

Gunn

It makes Senior Partners go nuts too. Like the pun ?

Gunn “kills” his Suvarto with an axe hit. Four others straddle him with decision. Cut to two Suvartos closing in Faith with curiosity. They tell her
The Slayer befriends the vampire. Sappy like that “lion and the lamb” story.

Faith

Do you know how they always end ? (she jabs her fingers to gauge both Suvartos’ eyes out and snaps their necks) Lamb gets eaten.

Faith recharges her crossbow and faces the incoming Suvartos. We see Wesley duelling bare hands with the Ram, with precision and strength he lands bruising hits. A crowd of them thickens around Wesley, who’s losing calm. Suvarto asks him

Do you regret turning down our offer now ? You could have been with Lilah, if you wanted. I hear you like your women dead.

Shot of Lilah hiding behind a tall log in panic. Montage of Angel distributing hits and kicks equally among the Suvartos, as they can’t seem to rush the action, but the camera widens and we see darkness is spawning more and more of them. Gunn gives his back to a tree and shoves Suvartos out of the way with the axe handle, but tiredness is having the upper hand. A Suvarto grabs his hand soothingly. Faith just hacks away using the crossbow like a generic club, but the wounds she inflicts on the Suvartos don’t hold. Wesley is backing away from the fight into the wood. As we’re back to Angel, whose attacks slow down more and more, we hear the Sybils’ voices in his head: “Give us Lilah”. Angel (continuing to fight) says
You’re gonna kill us anyway, Creepster Sisters.

Sybils

She is proof your mission is hollow. She is humanity at its most rotten. Why do you 
want to save this humanity, Champion ? There’s no reward in it.

Angel

I don’t fight for rewards anymore.

Sybils

She does. The reward for your son’s corruption will be most high.
Angel’s close up. His rage wakes up. Cut to him grabbing Lilah from her hideout and dragging her into the open. All Suvartos wait in anticipation. Angel tells them all

You want Lilah so bad ? Even Sliced Brain Lilah ? 

Suvarto doesn’t like the situation, but a movement, and Angel’s sword might mistake Lilah’s skull for Excalibur’s stone. The Sybils continue anyway

Give in to Evil, Angel, surrender your nature. Good has no future, victory is in Evil.
Lilah’s fear. Angel looks at his friends. They are silently begging him not to do it. The Sybils drop the last attempt, hissing

The Sight is clear. The Evil you fight can only be won by a black heart.

Angel’s eyes. They have decided. A look at Lilah and...Angel throws his sword at the Sybils’ heads. He gets the green-haired, and in a satanic scream all Suvartos go back to darkness. Angel says as the Sybils float away
Wordy, over the top and predictable...just the way I like my Evil.

As Wesley, Faith and Gunn reach out to Angel with wide smiles, Lilah tells him

Thanks for the sparing. Nobody employs a vegetative double of a dead lawyer.

Lilah explodes in a ball of light, and all is left is a statue of clay falling into pieces. As Angel and the others react to Lilah’s deceipt, cut to the real Lilah walking around Illyria’s tomb. She dusts off the remains of a small female icon from her hands.
She says with her usual confident glow

A Golem is a girl’s best friend. 

25. Suvarto’s pure fury reverberates on the stormy walls of the Red Room. The entire 
bodies of the damned are spit out by the flames, but soon melt back in the red. 

Suvarto

I will eat you alive, Angel. I’m sure you’ll fill me up.

He teleports to the dungeons. We see a wall crumbling and Suvarto stepping into the safe’s chamber. We don’t see the safe, but we do see Suvarto’s smile.
Cut to Lindsey, Lorne, Harmony and Raphael standing in line in the chamber. They seem puzzled by what they see. Reverse to Suvarto in front of them, grabbing a pencil sharpener from the air, where it just floated. A key completely similar to the ones Suvarto gave the Fab Four appears to be stuck in an invisible lock, near the pencil sharpener. Harmony tells Suvarto

You wanna conquer the world with a thinner trait ?

Lorne elbows Harmony in the ribcage. Suvarto says

Your words almost make me reconsider your status in the suspect list, Miss Kendall.

Raphael

Suspect for what ? The robbery of an erasing rubber ?

Suvarto (strangely tolerating)

There is a traitor in our midst...actually your midst. Too many botched missions, too many shortcomings on Lilah’s part to be completely her fault. Human, but not idiotic.
We had a slight hunch the Palace had its very own Sydney Bristow, and today I just turned the slight to steep.

Lindsey

The safe was a ruse to push the mole in the open.

Lorne

I fear gravely for the mole’s twitchy mouth.

Suvarto

Why should you, Lorne ? Unless this touchy-feely care shows that you’ve not been properly trained to the Wolfram & Hart way. (he watches him harshly) We’ve kept you around for your psychic skills, hoping you would drop the old beliefs.
Lorne (zealous)

Do you want me to read the others ?

Suvarto bursts into a chilling snicker that gets more and more feral. He answers

I’ve been around since mountains and oceans were missable bulges of unfirm sand and puddles of dirt water and a barely thirty demon from Green Tulsa tries to play me. It’s so funny it makes me want to peel you off layer after layer.

Lorne

They’re five hundred and seventy-three. It would take time.

Suvarto loses any sign of exterior humanity as he orders everybody

Show me your keys.

One by one, the four suspects give Suvarto their keys. Shot of the four hands. The Ram’s face starts to morph into something horrible..this is the face of Evil, but retains an air of “normality”. As Suvarto realizes the traitor somewhat had the upper hand, cut to an outside shot of the Palace. A roaring scream of blinding anger shakes it.
26. Two swords clang in close up. They slide on each other and separate, just to meet again in a metallic clash. Cut to Angel’s smirk on the background, behind the shine of the blade, and then reverse to Wesley’s concentration behind his.
Angel

Come and take me, Wes. Are you afraid of my big bad sword ?
Wesley

The register of this exchange is somewhat distracting, Angel.

Widen to Nympheum’s training room. Angel and Wesley are practising on the ring, Angel in a white vest and black slacks, Wesley in a jeans shirt and above-knee shorts.

Angel reacts to Wesley’s sword with a hearty laughter, and stops his attack. He says

I’m used to Spike’s ever present double entendres. Takes me a bit more to notice.

Wesley (glowing himself)

Seeing you so serene is the best medicine for the whole group.

Angel stands with his sword as leverage and tells Wesley

I guess I have to thank Lilah. (on Wes’ look) Or her dirt-made twin.
Wesley

Epiphany encore ?

Angel

In a way. You fight evil for so long it becomes a part of you. In my case, just seeps in what’s already there.

Wesley

What happened last week to the city in its entirety shows evil is not just in you.

Angel

But, soul aside, I am a creature of evil. I live it everyday. I face it everyday, and your enemy becomes you, you take its methods, its way of life. You forget there’s a line.

Wesley

You didn’t forget it today. You proved once more you belong to the right camp.

Angel

You got to get close to the edge to see how deep the abyss is..and understand how far you had to go to save Fred. (Wes’ close up) Can you forgive me for what I told you ?
Wes just smiles and hugs Angel. There’s a bond nothing can destroy. Angel goes on

I need you all in this war. You let me be the man I am now, and I can’t win without my family. Will you be with me at the end ?
Wesley looks at Angel for a beat. Then he starts to unbutton his shirt, slowly. Angel follows his movements, eyeing Wesley’s glistening chest. Close up on a scar on Wesley’s midsection. Wesley lets his shirt fall and takes Angel’s hand. He places it on the scar, and Angel’s fingers ghost over it. The vampire looks questioningly at his friend. Wesley explains to him

This is my answer. I already died for you, Angel, but that’s not the biggest sacrifice I did for you..I lived for you when there was no other reason. In a way, you’re my life.

Angel’s shining eyes drown into Wesley’s. Then he takes off his vest. Close up on the mark of the Circle of the Black Thorn still etched on his pecs. Angel lifts up Wesley’s hand and lays it on the mark. Wesley quips
Lack of beat or not, Spike would have a heart attack.

Angel

I’m leaning more towards a rush of blood, but certainly not to the head.

Wesley rubs his fingers around the circular scar and tells Angel

This doesn’t mean anything anymore. You had your Shanshu.

Angel (keeping Wesley’s hand in place)

It means I was ready to go to any length to destroy the Senior Partners. I still am. I want to promise you something, Wes: I will bring down Wolfram & Hart, I will stop Suvarto from taking our world, even if it means losing my life. But you have to promise me something else..that you will live to see the aftermath. To see the sun rise on a world that doesn’t need me anymore.
Wesley

I promise.

Wesley’s hand slides reluctantly from Angel’s chest. The vampire says

Gotta take a shower. An exceedingly cold shower.

Wesley

Oh, me too.

Angel and Wesley’s meaningful exchange of looks. Close up on Angel’s cheeky smile. Reverse to Wesley’s mock disapproving frown..and he takes one towel from the ring’s poles. Always looking at Angel, Wesley leaves the training room, and the vampire follows suit...lazily throwing an arm around Wesley’s shoulders.

27. The Sybils are drowning in the souls of the damned of the Red Room’s floor. Faces and bodies try to break through the dimensional barriers hidden among the liquid flames, and the Sybils’ veils flap around with horrid howls.
Suvarto sits at the top of his Throne, enjoying the Sybils’ pain. He studies the four figures writhing and bending in the torture. He hisses
I expected more of you, girls. Not some “hit them in the eyes” crap. Also because you don’t have eyes, so it was quite disconcerting and, well, pissing me off.

Something happens. Something only Suvarto feels. He turns his head to the side and a grin appears on his features. He says

Old story.
He gets up from the Throne, and fire flies off the walls towards him. Soon Suvarto is covered in flames. He stands in the screen, bathed in fire. He wants it to happen..he’s testing himself. Then all fire disappears, and we see him again. Suvarto oozes black light and power. He’s like a butterfly just come out of its cocoon. He says
This is the new story.

The robe he wears turns into an armour, piece after piece. It’s light and black, with clean and sharp lines of decoration. It seems to be made of polished leather, and the look can be described as Roman Emperor-meets-Sauron. As the camera rotates around it, Suvarto magics into existence the armour’s headpiece, a thin helmet with two lateral spirals resembling a ram’s horns. He wears it and the Red Room becomes an inferno. Among the raging flames, we see a war-clad Suvarto say
Now I’m ready.
28. Building’s floor corridor. Three doors on both sides. Matthew enters the screen from the corridor’s far end and walks up to the second door on the left side. He looks tired and in need of a scrub. Even his hip colourful clothes are not up to their usual “I’m such a cool dude” standards. He knocks on the door and asks

Livia, are you in ? Hurry up, honey.

A sound of approaching steps. A lock is unlocked and the door opens. The shadows inside only let us see a tall and thin woman with straight long black hair. She wears a pair of flairing white silk trousers and a purple turtleneck with loose sleeves. 
She comes out more in the corridor’s light and we see her face. She says

Sorry for the lock. You never know who you could bump into these days.

Matthew kisses her and enters her apartment. Not knowing she is DRUSILLA.
THE END
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