Aerial pan into large estate on hills above city. Howard’s retreat house. DEVON, a noir winged angel, flies in, lands outside the front door. Zoom in on his face, and suddenly his face morphs into a different face. He stands waiting expectantly on the porch with its mansion-style façade.

Door suddenly opens.
HOWARD

Devon!

DEVON

Ah, Howard. Punctual as always. (Lightly.) Some night I’d flutter down, the dark angel plotting for a surprise, but oops, already pre-expected by the precocious little boy with a (voice lowers) knack of psychic oomph. 
HOWARD

(Distracted, but smiles.) My range isn’t that strong, yet. 


HOWARD steps back to let DEVON in; he quickly closes the door behind him, ignores locks, but waves his hands to draw a warding against the door, the lines glow, then fade into stardust. (DEVON’s wings are still outstretched, and he will walk around without taking in his wings.) 
devon
(Serious.) So you’ve blown your cover.
howard

Cover?

devon

Your “mortal” disguise. You could have fooled nearly all the Ethereals, had you not.  

howard

It is not for the deception of others. It is to even the playing grounds. Hermia, she said… (Shakes head.) I mean to say that I’d rather compete unarmed against the unarmed, flesh against flesh, rather than Ethereal against human. There wouldn’t be much pride in ascending the ladders of human society with magick. No, I just prefer doing things the ‘good old fashioned way,’ to use a colloquial amongst the mortals. 
devon

Is that what Camus has you believe in? 

HOWARD

Camus has me believing in nothing. (A sudden forlorn look in eyes; thinks of Hermia’s cyclic death.)

devon

Ah, but he has you running for mayor. 

howard

Merely a ceremonial title. I’d likely have little say or power in it. (Pause, then becomes desperate.) Devon, I’m doomed to be his stooge! 
devon

Yes, how did things become like that? You, a young mage with a greater gift of Ethereal Sight than mere Camus. As I recall, you nearly defeated him. But, you let him go? And now, several years later, he has regained his control over you. ‘How doth the miasma seep into the young athlete’s lungs to cripple him with asthma?’ 
howard

It is not a happy story. 

devon

Ah, but I wish to know. To misquote Tolstoy, ‘Every happy story is the same; every unhappy story is different in its own way.’
howard

I don’t wish to talk about it.

DEVON

Ah, but I think you should. It is, I believe, a direct cause of your outburst. 
howard

It is not! (Walks away, paces a bit in grief.) All right, Devon. I suppose you’re right. But, I wouldn’t say it’s a direct cause. It’s more like… the stirring of memory. 
DEVON

A dark past…

Howard

Yes… She… Eva… She reminds me of Hermia.
DEVON

Your twin sister?

HOWARD

Yes. 

devon

Yes, I suppose there is an uncanny resemblance in appearance. So a man was there with her when you found her, and you became, suddenly, the jealous brother. But, wouldn’t a manage e trios have been fun? 
HOWARD

(Nods, then freezes.) Devon, how did you know that? And—and what kind of assumption is that to make? It’s… it’s wild… it’s a leap in logic that doesn’t conclude at all! (Regains composure.) 
devon
(Smiles with amusement.) There’s a subtle elegance in it all. It’s the symmetry of the world, and you, my friend, are allowed no courtesy of exception. But then again, why did you storm in there in the first place? Surely you can see right through her. She has the blood of the legendary Astrian in her, but she is still young, her grasps of her powers uncertain—and it is only her fourth year as an Ethereal. She was transformed merely four years ago. You remember that sensational sixteen year old pianist?  
howard

Yes, I am well aware of her background. I’ve… 
devon

Yes, you’ve obviously obsessed a bit about her. Whatever happened to her career as a pianist? She was quite good—she had passion, commendable skill. Of course, vampirism perfected her techniques, but she was a worthwhile human pianist before— 
howard

She broke apart! I gave her her current job; it keeps her away from... (Sighs.) When I found her two years ago, her mind was shattered. Reading her thoughts was like trying to make sense of random debris in space—but there was this one mental image that kept on reoccurring in her disordered thoughts. 
DEVON

A fallen body.

howard

Yes! It was a vampire, obviously. After she’d drained his blood, she let his body fall—it all happened in the studio apartment—and she saw him solidify into stone. 

devon

But, he isn’t amongst the statues in her studio.

howard

No… I’ve tried finding him. The Ashcroft Museum had one exactly like it. 
DEVON

Yet, it was stolen. Two nights before you had found her. There was an unexplained act of vandalism—seemingly random. A whole ensemble of statues were horridly bashed in. Broken statues everywhere, bits of plaster everywhere. No theft occurred, as virtually all the statues remained, except for the one whose likes you were searching for.
HOWARD

Yes.

devon

Curiouser and Curiouser. So you know her well, that she is traumatized by the tragedy in her humble home in the heavens. And yet you are driven to passionate extremes by her actions… even flabbergasted by her.
HOWARD

She… she defies my words. She’s the only Ethereal who has the audacity to do so. The others respected me back when they thought I was human—she, she I had to threaten with an act of basic telepathy.
DEVON

Perhaps it is not Eva who’s the problem, but you… You are perhaps too lenient with her? You realize that although she looks like Hermia, your dearest sister, she is Eva, not Hermia. 
howard

Your point being..? 
devon

You realize she’s now alive and well and uninjured. Perhaps you should impose a stronger punishment. Something less flamboyant, if you please. Perhaps… a warding.
HOWARD

A warding?
devon

Of her heavenly home. Lock the goddess up in her celestial skies. 

howard

Devon…


DEVON’s face changes back into the face seen in Episode 2. HOWARD is oblivious to the change.
devon

You have no choice Howard. You must do as you’re told. 

howard

(zombie-like) Yes… I must do as I’m told. 
EVA’s apartment. She has just awakened into the night. She looks at her apartment—parts of it are still charred by fire, but most is still in tact. A rose with a note tied to its end flutters through her window. EVA catches rose. Reads note, “Eva, he knows you are uninjured; be warned, he may strike again. –Devon”

eva

Ugh. 

Door rings. EVA answers it. Flowerbox. She opens it. A single black rose. Frontside of Note: “So sorry. –Howard.” Backside of Note: “It seems that there is no other way for us to get by your childish defiance. I must resort to extremes. Your home has now been warded against your exiting. Until you are ready to assert your compliance, in all due seriousness, you are under house arrest.”

There’s the sound of whooshing wings. EVA runs out to her window. A flair of light from the ward lines. EVA’s hands are burnt, and she is thrown backwards. The wards block her exit. She drops Howard’s black rose and clutches Devon’s red rose. Dimly, she hopes that Devon might still be around. She goes towards the windows again and cries:
eva

Devon! 
