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COLD OPEN

FADE IN:

INT. GALLERY - NIGHT

Nowhere. A dark, cavernous room suggestive of space, almost 
infinite. Darkness gives way to dim light revealing 
paintings, sculptures, and other artworks seemingly free 
floating. A single, downward light illuminates each.

Enter HOST (Ageless). Slick. Charming. Foreboding. Black 
suit. Black tie. Black shoes. Black soul. Pitch darkness all 
around. Rod Serling reborn as another, more modern self. 

He weaves about and through the various displays, glancing 
over the items before stepping before a separately assembled 
collection of art works: Three paintings, two large, one 
small, with two sculptures dividing the canvases. 

The Host turns before the specified works. With arms cross 
below the abdomen, hands resting one atop the other, he 
stares cold, calm, and near emotionless out beyond to an 
unseen entity: The collective audience.

HOST
Good evening. You’ve come to this 
place at a most auspicious time, 
for this is our beginning even 
though we have always been here. 
Waiting. For you.

Host gestures around toward the various illuminated works.

HOST (CONT'D)
For your viewing pleasure, an 
exhibition unlike any other. Here, 
you will not find works of light 
such as a Monet, Renoir, or even a 
Rodan. Rather the pieces here 
reflect the darker things and 
places. The unseen sinister face on 
the other side of the closet door. 
The dancing shadow in the dimly lit 
corner. The smirking woman with 
dead eyes standing at the 
cemetery’s edge. 

Yet again, Host gestures, this time specifically to the 
prominently gathered collection behind him. He stares ahead, 
eyes narrowing as an intense look snakes onto his face. 
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HOST (CONT'D)
It calls to mind the hoot of a 
night owl and the bay of hungry 
wolves. For this collection of 
creative visual imagination is one 
steeped in the macabre. 

Once more, the Host gestures to the pieces. 

HOST (CONT'D)
Tonight, we submit for your perusal 
five works of delicious dark 
depiction displayed here for the 
first time. Each a collector's item 
in its own right. Not because of 
any special artistic quality, but 
because each represents a frozen 
moment of a nightmare. Suspended 
horror captured on canvas or in 
some other medium before fear and 
realization set in.

The Host glides over to one side of the first painting and 
points to the work.

Within the piece, a refined, beautiful woman dances with a 
dark, handsome man with a devious smile. One of the man’s 
legs folds into darkness, giving the impression of not a foot 
but something more animalistic: A cloven hoof.

HOST (CONT'D)
First on tonight’s fare, a study of 
a beautiful woman. A handsome man. 
A whirlwind dance. And the 
encroaching blackness of wishes 
fulfilled. A piece we like to call, 
“The Dance.”

(Beat)
Ladies and gentlemen, welcome...

(Beat)
To the Night Gallery.

END COLD OPEN

MAIN TITLES.
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ACT ONE 

FADE IN:

INT. OFFICE - DAY

An upscale, CEO office. Plush. Modern. A mix of rich 
materials and bright, shiny metal. The vibe: Cold as Hell.

SUPER: “THE DANCE”

Hanging on one wall, an oversized portrait of a woman, 
sternly staring out. The portraits intense eyes glare down in 
judgement on their Doppelgänger,  one... 

URSULA Love (40s), concerned, distracted, vacuously 
beautiful. Full on business attire of the highest order. 
Nothing masculine about it. 

She sits at an overly large desk near devoid of content save 
for an engraved name placard and a framed picture. 

The picture shows a MAN (40s), smiling, loving, kind with 
greying dark hair and glasses. Two CHILDREN (10ish), Smiling, 
happy, joyful with strikingly similar looks.

Ursula glances at the framed photo with a look of disinterest 
before opening a drawer. She pulls up an extended folding 
desk mirror. Staring at her reflection, she traces a finger 
along the lines at the corners of her eyes and SIGHS.

The intercom interrupts her.   

VOICE (V.O.)
Ms. Love?  

Ursula answers annoyedly as she continues to check the lines 
on her face. 

URSULA
I told you I'm not to be disturbed, 
Ms. Kelly.

A beat before the voice returns. It rings of disturbance.

VOICE (V.O.)
Yes, Ms. Love, but... 

(Beat)
Well, he...

Ursula’s brow furrows.
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VOICE (V.O.)
Mr. Iblis to see you, Ms. Love. 
Shall I send him in?  

Curiosity replaces annoyance on Ursula’s face.

URSULA 
Iblis? 

The voice returns, more urgent and questioning.

VOICE (V.O.)
Ms. Love, shall I send him in?  

Ursula casually folds the mirror down into the drawer. She 
straightens her skirt and blazer before placing her hands on 
the deck and nonchalantly crossing them.

URSULA 
Show him in.  

One more slight adjustment of her hair. Face goes sterile and 
blank. The large door opens and a man steps in. He does so 
with a slight, yet noticeable limp-leg gait and the 
confidence of a god appearing before his worshippers. 

IBLIS (mid 40s), tall, fit, devilishly handsome. The all 
black business suit, save for the blood red tie, hangs on him 
as if he were sewn into it. Teeth gleaming as bright as the 
sun, he extends a hand as he approaches.

Ursula rises in an unexpected, halting manner. She offers her 
hand. They shake. When it ceases, the grasp lingers a bit 
long.

URSULA (CONT'D)
I'm Ursula Love. What can I do for 
you Mr... Iblis was it?

IBLIS
Yes. And it is not what you can do 
for me. It’s what I can do for you. 

 Iblis points to a chair.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
May I? 

Ursula agrees with a motion. Both settle into their 
respective positions.
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IBLIS (CONT'D)
I am here for your benefit, Ms. 
Love or should I call you by your 
proper name?

(Beat)
Gertrude Stantz? 

Ursula’s eyes widen some. She gulps. A slight grin from Nic.

URSULA 
Excuse me? I'm not sure I 
understand. 

IBLIS
Come now Ms. Stantz, lets not play 
games. I know all your secrets. 

Ursula pushes back into her chair. She studies him over 
before gesturing broadly.

URSULA
I have no secrets, Mr. Iblis. My 
life is an open book. As a matter 
of fact, it is a book. Perhaps you 
should do your research before you 
open a dialogue with something like 
that. Now if you’ll excuse me...  

Iblis raises his hands into air quotes.

IBLIS
I ‘read’ your book. But it skirted 
the truth a bit, don’t you think?

Ursula scowls but says nothing.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Far from the wholesome Mayberry 
paradise you describe growing up 
in, with loving parents, and 
exceptional friends and family, 
reality was...

Iblis pulls his thumb and forefinger in close.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
A teensy weensy bit different, now 
wasn’t it?

Ursula grows tense.
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IBLIS (CONT'D)
You grew up poor, white trash in 
some god forsaken hellhole trailer 
park in the south. Your dad abused 
you, mom ignored you and life was a 
living hell. High school was an 
endless stream of nobodies who 
claimed to love you just to...

Iblis gives a devilish grin.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Well, anyway. Still, you were 
smart. You got a scholarship that 
paid your way partially through 
college but you had to make ends 
meet, so you found other ways. 

He gives knowing wink. Ursula’s stare falls to the desktop as 
a look of unsettle embarrassment comes to her. 

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Only in higher social circles, 
shall we say. You got a taste of 
the good life and you liked it. You 
wanted more. After college, you 
used the...

(Beat)
Contacts that you had made to 
secure yourself a position as a 
marketing assistant with Belle 
Cosmetics. You saw opportunity in 
some of the products under review. 
A few pocketed formulas, a few 
phone calls to old contacts for 
start-up funds in return for 
silence and voila.

Iblis throws his hands out to make an ‘explosion.’ His grin 
turns to a lurid smirk.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
U. Love Beauty, Inc., was formed. 
You made it to the top partly by 
your wits, partly by your looks, 
partly by your past.

He settles back into his seat comfortably.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
I believe that about brings us up 
to date without becoming tedious. 

6.



7.

Ursula settles into her chair with a sagged and defeated 
expression. She takes a breath, closes her eyes and breaths. 
Iblis watches in silence. She open her eyes and glares at him 
with the heat of a thousand suns.

URSULA
All right, Mr. Iblis, what do you 
want? I’ll let you know right now 
that you won't get it. I'll go 
public before I let you blackmail 
me. 

She pauses, swallows hard, and falters. Bravado collapses. 

URSULA (CONT'D)
But for the sake of argument, what 
do you want?

IBLIS
I'm not here to discuss your past.  
That is not my concern, as of yet. 
I'm here to discuss your future, 
Ms. Stantz.

URSULA 
It’s Love, if you don’t mind.  

IBLIS
All right, Ms. Love. If we must be 
formal and get straight to 
business. Have you ever considered 
the future? 

A disgusted, irritated, and annoyed look presses onto Ursula.

URSULA
Oh goddamn it! You’re an insurance 
salesman. All this drama for damned 
insurance. Look, I have plenty of 
insurance, but I’ll buy some from 
you too if it’ll keep you quiet.  
Hell, I’m worth a fortune and you 
can’t have enough. Talk to my 
secretary on the way out and she’ll 
make all the arrangements. Now, if 
you'll excuse me--   

IBLIS
No, Ms. Love, insurance is not my 
game. I'm talking about after you 
die. I'm concerned with what 
happens after.
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URSULA
I have burial plots for me, my 
husband, our children, their 
children, and countless Loves to be 
born. In fact I own a funeral 
parlor somewhere. It’s in my 
portfolio. Now if you please--

IBLIS
No, I’m talking about your soul. 
Eternity. The after life. Who gets 
your soul when you die?

URSULA
I'm an atheist, Mr. Iblis. I'm 
pretty sure that’s beyond your 
comprehension, but--

Iblis paws at his temples, flush red and growing angry.

IBLIS
Ms. Love, please be quiet! Yap, 
Yap, Yap. Just listen and think for 
a moment. 

Iblis almost yells as his nostrils flare. His body stiffens 
as he rises and leans on the desk.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Didn’t those cretins you call 
parents make you read the Bible as 
a child? Do you have any idea who I 
am? 

URSULA
I read it some. Who are you? You’re 
no salesman.

IBLIS
And you’re no atheist, either. 

Iblis recomposes and LAUGHS. 

IBLIS (CONT'D)
No, I'm no sales person, at least 
not in your traditional human 
sense. 

Fear runs over Ursula. She quickly picks up phone and dials.

URSULA
Security. Security!
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After a few seconds, Ursula’s eyes grow wider. She turns her 
gaze to Iblis. He grins slightly and shakes his head.  

IBLIS
I’ve not killed anyone yet, Ms. 
Love. Yes, I know what you’re 
thinking, but only in a superficial 
way. 

URSULA
What do you want?

IBLIS
Haven’t we been over this? I want 
your soul.

(Beat)
But I’m willing to negotiate for 
it. Isn’t that what we business 
people do, negotiate?

URSULA
It’s not up for negotiation. Now 
leave. 

IBLIS
Everything has its price. Come now, 
let’s just discuss it. Aren’t you 
even interested in what I have to 
offer? 

Iblis eyes her as a spider eyes an approaching fly. Ursula 
hesitates, enough to be considered a bite. 

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Sure you are, I can see it in your 
eyes. Look, if you’re still 
unconvinced at the end of our talk, 
I’ll leave and never bother you 
again. How’s that? Do we have a 
deal?

Iblis offers her his hand. Ursula takes it in but does not 
move. He then pushes it a little further along. Ursula 
cautiously takes it and makes a single shake of it.

URSULA
Talk... and fast.

Adjusting his tie, Iblis takes on the charm of a snake-oil 
salesman. 

IBLIS
To begin with, we’ve met before. Do 
you remember? 
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URSULA
No.  

IBLIS
Think again. A party, twenty one 
years ago. A friend was entering 
the military. Thomas was his name. 
Harry Richard Thomas. Dick for 
short. 

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT (2O SOME YEARS PRIOR)

A house party with usual qualities. LOUD THUMPING MUSIC. 
People. Talking. Chatting. Imbibing. Dancing drunkenly with 
one another. Couples square off in dark corners engaging. 

IBLIS (V.O.)
It was Dick’s last fling...

A good time for all present, save for...

URSULA (20), beautiful, watching, judging. A feline on the 
prowl for her next meal. Her eyes dart over the gathering as 
she stands in one corner sipping from an out of context drink 
glass. Nothing worth stalking.

A MAN (mid 20s), devilishly handsome, slick charming, and 
confident, walks toward Ursula. His gait has a distinctive 
halted motion. He nods, pulling up a a set of bright white 
teeth formed into a predator meets prey smile. 

IBLIS (V.O.)
You danced with a handsome man with 
a limp.

Without a word, he offers Ursula his hand. She eyes him over. 
He meets her approval... and then some. 

The Man SNAPS his fingers. The music subsides, giving way to 
a slower beat. Perfect for slow dancing, close. The two spin 
out amid the other sheep. He pulls her so close she can take 
in his air. An appreciative, enticed smile comes to Ursula. 

URSULA
And you are?

MAN
Dancing... with you.

Ursula takes him in, lost in his gaze.
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URSULA
And when the dance is over?

MAN
Who says it’ll end? We could be 
together for eternity.

Ursula LAUGHS. He spins her and dips, almost kisses, then 
pulls her back up. Disappoint rides Ursula’s face.

URSULA
I don’t believe in forever.

(Beat)
Or games.

The Man smiles again as the dance continues.

MAN
Oh, forever is real. Trust me. And 
what is life but a game. One of 
give and take.

URSULA
And what is it that you will take 
from me?

MAN
Your soul, if you’ll let it go. 
I’ll bargain for it if you won’t. 
What would it take to get it from 
you?

Again, Ursula LAUGHS.

URSULA
I’m not sure. I’m kind of using it 
for the moment. But when I need 
something so bad I’m willing to 
give up something so personal, I’ll 
let you know.

The Man spins her one last time. The music comes to a close. 
He gently cups both sides of her face andstares at her 
straight on. 

MAN
Fair enough. I’m patient. I got all 
the time the universe.

Their lips meet. Long. Deep. Passionate. Her eyes close, lost 
in the moment. She opens them to find him gone. Vanished. She 
scans around. The room spins.
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END FLASHBACK/BACK TO SCENE

A look of remembrance comes to Ursula. She blushes. He mouth 
falls agape. Her gazes dart up to Iblis. He smiles and bobs 
his head once.

IBLIS
So you do remember.

Ursula seeks words, finding them hard to come by. When she 
does, they are halting and stammered. She almost begs.

URSULA
I... Yes. But... I don’t need 
anything. As you can see, I have 
everything. Now, please...

IBLIS
I’m staying until you hear my 
pitch. There is something I can 
offer you that you don’t have.

(Beat)
Eternal youth.

Ursula moves ever so slightly. Hooked. Iblis moves for the 
take down.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
I can make sure you never 
physically age again, Ursula. You 
can be young for all eternity. 
How’s that for an offer? 

She shows interest and GASPS, catching her breath. A scant 
second passes and she pushes back, but not too far.

URSULA
Let’s say, for the sake of 
argument, that I’m interested. I 
have a few questions for you. 
First, who are you, honestly, to be 
making me this offer? Truthfully, 
or it ends here. Understand? 

POV IBLIS

A glare of light surrounds Ursula as a look of total terror 
comes to her. She throws her arm up to shield her vision, 
clutching her eyes tight. She gasps as though she has seen 
the most horrible thing on Earth. His voice booms. She SOBS.  
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IBLIS (O.C.)
You have just seen my true face. 
Look upon me, and know my name is 
Lucifer. This is the visage of what 
God called her most beautiful, her 
most beloved. I was not always 
thus, but became so because of her.

URSULA shakes her head no.

IBLIS (O.C.) (CONT'D)
Look again, I demand it. 

She looks up but tries to scramble away. Iblis grabs her arm 
and drags her back.

END POV

IBLIS (CONT'D)
You’ve nowhere to go, so settle 
down. We must deal.

URSULA
Satan.

He nods and bows his head, almost humbly.

IBLIS
Now, you know who I am and that I 
am capable of all that I have said, 
do we have a deal?

Ursula drags the back of her hand across her mouth and flings 
away something. Her BREATHING settles some as she shakes her 
head, as if to clear it.

URSULA
What? Wait... God’s a she?

Also taken aback, Iblis quickly recovers.

IBLIS
Why do you think we had a falling 
out?  It was a lover’s spat.

Ursula looks at him with a mixture of curiosity, shock, and 
horror. 

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Ursula’s jaw drops. She looks to Iblis as though he had a 
second head. Iblis stares back with incredulity. 

IBLIS
Don’t look so shocked. It makes 
sense if you think about it. 

Iblis spins around and focuses in on her.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Look, here’s what happened. 

FLASHBACK TO:

EXT./INT. LIMBO - NIGHT (MANY, MANY MILLENIA AGO)

Somewhere. Nowhere. No walls yet a door. Couch. Some chairs. 
End tables. Nothing outstanding. Illumination from an unknown 
source. At the edge of the door, a small table with a black 
leather briefcase. Standing next to it...

GOD (mid-20s). Refined. Regal. Exuding charm from every 
square inch of her body. A beauty defined by her androgyny. 
Tilda Swinton on better days. She straightens the tie on her 
pin-stripe skirted business suit then picks up the briefcase. 

She turns and kisses Iblis (mid-20s) on the cheek and heads 
out the door. He waves after. After a moment, he scans over 
the room and SIGHS. A second later, a mischievous grin rolls 
over his face.

IBLIS (V.O.)
She went out of to create a 
universe or two. I got bored, so I 
had a few Angels over... 

EXT./INT. LIMBO - NIGHT (LATER)

A party. ANGELICS (eternal). Androgynous. Wings tucked back. 
Robed. Halos askew. LAUGHING. Chatting. Imbibing. Loud MUSIC 
plays. Several dance about, single and coupled.
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IBLIS (V.O.)
You know, just for laughs and 
drinks.

Iblis and a lovely angelic dance ever closer to each other. 
He/She/It drops their arms over Iblis’s shoulders. Their lips 
come dangerously close together but Iblis pulls back. He 
shakes his head.

All a sudden, the door bursts open. God stands in the portal, 
looking under her brow through fury laden eyes. Smoke billows 
from her nostrils. The Angelics scramble for cover even 
though none exists. 

IBLIS (V.O.)
Things got loose and, admittedly, a 
little too friendly. At just the 
wrong moment, when I was recovering 
my senses and clearing my head, in 
comes the Missus, breathing 
hellfire and brimstone. 

Iblis raises apologetic, defensive hands. God does not buy 
into it. She gestures toward the cowering angelic whom Iblis 
danced with. He shakes his head defensively. God points to 
the door with fury in her eyes.

IBLIS (V.O.)
Suddenly, jealously became one of 
the seven deadly sins. Then, 
KABOOM!

A LARGE CACOPHONOUS THUNDER BLAST spews out. Iblis disappears 
in dark puff of smoke. 

INT. HELL - NIGHT

A large, cavernous, though oddly claustrophobic nothing. 
Smoky. Dim. Flames shoot from the ground in various spots. 

Iblis appears. He blinks several times before taking in his 
surroundings. His shoulders sag as he reaches up to pinch the 
bridge of his nose.

IBLIS (V.O.)
One minute I’m sharing paradise 
with her and the next, I’m an 
upscale bachelor in a downstairs 
apartment with no air conditioning. 
Who can figure out women? Sorry, no 
offense.
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END FLASHBACK/BACK TO SCENE

Iblis stares at Ursula for a second.

IBLIS
Well, actually, yes.

Disbelief crosses Ursula. She cocks her head a bit sideways 
as if trying to hear.

URSULA
You and God. Lovers? 

IBLIS
Didn’t I just say that? We were a 
cute couple before things went 
sideways. But enough about that. 
Are you ready to deal or what?

Ursula manages to retake her seat with what remaining dignity 
she retains.

URSULA
I’m not sure. I mean, it’s my soul, 
eternal damnation and all that. 
What about all that?

IBLIS
Well, it’s not really like I take 
your soul. It’s kind of a lease 
plan. I take your soul, use it for 
a while but you keep it in the end 
and get a good price to boot. 

URSULA 
A... lease plan? I see, but exactly 
how do you use it? Don’t I need it 
to live?

IBLIS
I use your soul in a numbers game.  
I’ve got to get more than God, 
that’s all. Revenge, that sort of 
thing. It’s petty I know, but 
what’s a guy to do, right?

Iblis leans in, placing his elbows on the desk. He pulls his 
hands together, extending his aligned index fingers while 
interlacing the rest. He rocks his hands back and forth to 
stress his intent.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
I don’t take possession immediately 
or anything like that. 

(MORE)
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You’ll hang onto it because I only 
need it for the numbers, see? And 
yes, you can live without your soul 
but I wouldn’t recommend it. 
Remember Hitler, Stalin, those 
guys? What do you say? Do we have a 
deal?

Calming, URSULA studies him over. 

URSULA 
I’m still not sure. You are the 
Father of Lies, aren’t you?

Iblis’s face grows flustered. He responds in an angry, 
thundering voice.

IBLIS
Oh yeah, just great! Tear open an 
old wound, why don’t you? 

He rises, flailing his arms about as he paces around the 
office.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
How can I defend myself? God did 
this to me when we broke up. One 
rumor and it takes off like a 
brushfire. Thereafter, I’m stuck. 
No one trusts me. 

He stops before the desk, gesturing toward Ursula. 

IBLIS (CONT'D)
If I say, ‘no I am not the father 
of lies’, you say I’m lying. If I 
say, ‘yes I am the father of lies’, 
then I am. It’s a moot proposition 
to which I can’t win. I got to hand 
it to God. She got me on that one. 
An eternal Catch 22. Tell her what 
she’s won Jack.

Ursula takes initiative as though somehow, she can see his 
situation.  

URSULA
Calm down, okay? We’re dealing 
right? This is how you deal. You 
question me. I question you. That’s 
how it works. It’s nothing 
personal, really. Now, how can I be 
sure?  You have to see my point in 
all this. 

IBLIS (CONT'D)
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Once more, Iblis turns to face her.. 

IBLIS
Okay. Here’s the real deal. What I 
offer you is physical eternal 
youth. I cannot lengthen the time 
that you live. But I can make you 
remain the same, physically, as you 
are now.

Ursula assumes a chastising tone.

URSULA
So it’s not really eternal youth. I 
thought you were a powerful being.

IBLIS
I am powerful. Just not all-
powerful. I cannot stop time or 
prevent Death from taking you.  
That’s her domain. 

He points up.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
She holds the keys to life and 
death. I, on the other hand, appeal 
to your physical needs.

URSULA
Then what’s the point?

Iblis scowls. His head dips a bit and he glares at her over a 
hardened brow.

IBLIS
Because, it’s like this. Right now, 
you’re young, successful, one of 
the beautiful people. And let’s not 
forget stinking rich. You’ve got a 
perfect husband who does everything 
you say. 

He picks up the picture on Ursula’s desk. Iblis traces a 
finger over it.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
You have two beautiful kids who go 
to all the right schools. Do the 
right things. Belong in all the 
right ways.

He resettles it onto her desks. Ursula’s eyes dart over to it 
before coming back to him.
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IBLIS (CONT'D)
People hold you in esteem because 
of these things and they call you 
Ms. Love or Ma’am. 

He moves around the desk to behind Ursula’s chair. He places 
a hand on either shoulder, squeezes tight. She shudders. Then 
he massages. She holds stiff. 

He stops, opens the drawer on her desk, reaches in and pulls 
out he mirror for her to see. 

IBLIS (CONT'D)
But soon, that youth which you’re 
known for begins to fade. People 
start calling you Ma’am, not out of 
respect like now, but because 
you’re getting older. 

He motions toward the mirror.

POV URSULA (IN MIRROR)

Ursula’s face ages. Crow’s feet at the corners of her eyes, 
across her upper lip, and her agape mouth. Her hair goes 
slightly grey as her eyes dull some. Her mouth falls slightly 
agape in abject horror.

END POV

Iblis again points to the picture. The pictures morph into 
older versions of the children. Alongside them are younger 
children. 

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Your children grow up and move 
away, have kids, who call you... 

Near her ear, he utters a single, stressed word.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Grandma.

She takes in an audible BREATH. He drags a sharp nailed 
finger along the side of her face, from the corner of her eye 
to the corner of her mouth.
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IBLIS (CONT'D)
You see the wrinkles set in. Sure, 
plastic surgeons do their best, but 
there’s only so much that they can 
do. You’ve grown old. Your husband 
dies, your friends die. 

He leans in, almost whispering as yet again he gestures to 
the newly morphed picture. The husband and two of now adult 
children fade away.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Hell, even some of your children 
may die before you. And all the 
time you’re getting even older. And 
everyday is a new pain, a new ache, 
a new heartbreak. 

He straights and gestures toward her breasts.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
And let’s not forget that your tits 
sag to your belly and your flesh 
hangs from your body as if its 
melting away. Until finally, you 
notice that there’s a presence 
following you and every day, it 
gets closer...

Again, he leans in a bit, whispering.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
And closer...

Ever closer. A little more menacingly.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
And closer. 

All a sudden, he spins her chair around to face him.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Then, one day, it arrives. Death is 
at your door. And you die of cancer 
or leukemia or some other disease 
having become old and sad and 
bitter. So, after much pain, Death 
takes you to the gates of Heaven. 

He gestures upward with an open palm.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
And there, St. Peter looks in his 
book...
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He imitates opening a book and flipping pages. Each time he 
drags a finger down the unseen lists. With each imaginary 
turn, his action grows faster. A look of mocking shock comes 
to his face.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
And doesn’t find your name. And do 
you know why, Gertrude? 

Horrified and trembling, Ursula shakes her head. His voice 
grows cold and icy.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Because it’s easier for a camel to 
pass through the eye of the needle 
than for a rich person to get into 
heaven and I get you anyway. So, 
what’s it going to be? Eternal 
youth and damnation or old age and 
damnation? I need an answer. You’ve 
wasted too much of my time already.

Ursula SOBS uncontrollably. Iblis moves back around and 
settles into his seat.

URSULA
How can I refuse? You win.

Iblis smiles graciously.

 IBLIS
Fine. 

He reaches into his pocket, retrieves some papers and slids 
them across the desk to her. She offers her hand.

URSULA
In blood?

IBLIS
Outdated. I only did that because 
the pen wasn’t invented. 

He again reaches into his pocket, produces a pen, and hands 
it to her. She takes it with caution.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Your signature will do.

He taps at the desk. 
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IBLIS (CONT'D)
Initial at the top, midway down, 
and bottom. Sign. Oh, and don’t 
forget to date it. 

She signs and slowly slides it back. He takes it, looks it 
over, and gives her a pink copy. 

URSULA
I’ll not get any older, right?

IBLIS 
Not a day physically.

He turns to walk out.

URSULA
Wait. Is there anything else I 
should know?

IBLIS
Yeah, only a select few sensitive 
humans and I can see you from now 
on. Oh, and cats. Never could 
figure that out. Creeps me out.

He GIGGLES menacingly. 

URSULA
What?

IBLIS
You see the only way to stop you 
from aging is to move you outside 
of earthly perimeters. In other 
words, you’re ethereal, a ghost if 
you will. The time your life ends, 
which, of course, God has set for 
you, is still active and when your 
time is up, you die, but you’ll 
still look the same. 

(Beat)
For all eternity. So long. 

He waves and turns.

URSULA
Wait, that wasn’t part of the deal. 
What’s eternal youth if no one can 
see me? I can’t stand to be alone. 
That’s a living...

A long pause with words falling like bricks. 
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URSULA (CONT'D)
Hell.

Iblis smiles again.

IBLIS
Indeed.

Crying and SCREAMING.

URSULA
You tricked me... you bastard.

IBLIS
You said I was the Father of Lies.  
What do you think that means?

URSULA
My God, what have I done? Oh my 
God.

IBLIS
He’s not listening.

URSULA 
You lied to me about everything. It 
was all a lie.

He looks at her. She stares back.  

IBLIS
Not about everything. I don’t lie 
about everything. We were lovers, 
God and I. And we did have a 
lover’s spat. I loved him and he 
spat on me.

URSULA
Now God’s not a she, but a he... 
You and he.. lovers? I don’t 
believe you. That’s one of your 
lies!

Fury, plan and simple rides on Iblis’s face. He goes off on 
her.

IBLIS
He is a word used to fit God within 
your limited, flesh-bound concept 
of reality. He and I, we are gods. 
We are beyond specifics. Beyond 
gender Beyond male and female. We 
are beyond anything your little 
human minds can conceive of. 

(MORE)
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IBLIS (CONT'D)

24.

We are eternal. We have no need for 
sex or physical sexuality. We exist 
universally, emotionally, and 
spiritually. And you, you’ve sealed 
your own fate. Deal with it. 

He turns once more to leave. Ursula rises and runs to him. 
She grabs his arm, pleading.

URSULA
Please, I can’t stand to be alone.  

Iblis stares for a second, considering.

IBLIS
Well, you could opt out for 
immediate reassignment to Hell. It 
is eternal torment but there are 
others there.

Broken, Ursula struggles for words.

URSULA
 No tricks?

He looks sullen for the first time.

IBLIS
In your God’s name, no tricks. When 
you’re ready.

URSULA
I’m afraid of fire too. Funny. 

He cups the sides of her cheeks, staring straight into her 
eyes. 

IBLIS
If it’s any comfort, Ursula, and I 
assure you, it won’t be, Hell isn’t 
about fire or flames. It’s about 
being out of the grace of God. 
Knowing that your creator, the love 
of your life, the one you adore, 
who loved you so much he sacrificed 
his only son, so despises you that 
he cannot look upon you anymore. 
Not even for a second. And you 
cannot be forgiven, ever. That’s 
what I’ve been for an eternity and 
what you are about to experience.

(Beat)
Shall we?

IBLIS (CONT'D)
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She closes her weeping eyes. He shakes his head.  

IBLIS (CONT'D)
You know Gertrude? Some people’s 
souls are as big as eagles. They 
burst from the chest and fly away 
faster than I can catch them. All 
the way to Heaven I suspect.

He opens her mouth and looks inside. 

IBLIS (CONT'D)
But yours...

He kisses her. Ursula goes limp. He pulls back, holding a 
fluttering thing - small and insect like - between his lips. 
He throws his head back and greedily consumes it. 

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Is no bigger than a moth.  

He lays Ursula to the ground and rises. He licks his lips 
clean as though it were the first he has tasted in forever.

IBLIS (CONT'D)
Hmm. Could use some garlic.

He swaggers away singing, “When You Wish upon a Star....”

END ACT TWO
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