INT. ELEVATOR – NIGHT	

DING. The doors open. We see CAPTAIN JOHN PRICE, a grizzled military man smoking a cigar and firing an assault rifle. He backs into the elevator while laying down suppressing fire. In between bursts, he puts a finger to his ear.

PRICE
(yelling)
Negative, Barker’s going for the helipad. If we don’t get him, he'll be in the wind. Price out!

Price looks at the elevator panel. All floor lights are red. 

PRICE
Damnit!

REVERSE ANGLE. Behind Price is a voluptuous pale giantess in a silk dress and a wide-brimmed hat. She is LADY ALCINA DIMITRESCU, and she scowls at the soldier man.

LADY D
Well, make this contraption move!

Price turns. His eyes bugle as he sees this unnatural woman.

PRICE
Bloody Norah!

Price swings his rifle at Lady D, who pulls it out of his hands before knocking him on his back. Lady D places a mammoth high heel on Price’s chest. He groans and struggles.

LADY D
Do that again and I’ll pull you apart. And for the record Barker is MY prey. Now make this lift rise, manthing.

PRICE
(gasping)
Can’t. Elevator. Lockdown.

The doors close, however, and the elevator starts to rise. A DIGITIZED FEMININE VOICE SPEAKS from the elevator panel.

GLADOS
You’re not Emil Barker. Hm. There he is. Penthouse. And security locks engaged. He is trapped. Like a test subject. In a box. Oh, like you.

LADY D
Who is speaking? What is this game?

PRICE
(grunting)
Building computer. Smart building. 

GLADOS
It wasn’t that smart. Now you are John Price, Captain, 141 Task Force. Hunting Vladimir Makarov, connected to… Oh! And they call me a monster. 

PRICE
(grunting)
Oi. That’s classified information.

GLADOS
You should have been better at hiding it. Hmm. Barker’s connected to Makarov. Boring. But I can’t find anything about our giantess. In fact, she’s not projecting any body heat. Finally, something interesting.

Lady D removes her heel from Price, who gets up gasping. She looms over the elevator panel. 

LADY D
I am NOT your specimen! Just…take me to Barker. Now!

GLADOS
Judging from your expression and stance you want to harm Barker. Well…

The elevator shudders to a halt. 

GLADOS
You can’t have him. He’s mine. 

LADY D
Who are you to say who serves and who eats? I will feast on Emil Barker.

PRICE
Uh. Yeah. Elevator, just how are you going to get him? You’re a building. He’ll eventually breach his own exit. 

GLADOS
I was hoping to lock him in this elevator until the two idiots I built could get him. But I was delayed and the idiots blew themselves up.

PRICE
They’re dusted. I’m not. Barker knows where Makarov is. Start the elevator. 

GLADOS
(less arrogant, more desperate)
No. You’ll take Barker from me. I’ve spent decades looking for him.  

LADY D
A machine cannot match what I have suffered. He defiled me in my own home. Ascend or I will find you and tear your body—

GLADOS
He beat you to it. 

PRICE
What are you on about?  

GLADOS
Aperture Science hired Barker to make combustible lemons.

Price has heard enough. He picks up his assault rifle. He jams it into the ceiling, popping open the escape hatch.

PRICE
Oh bollocks to this. 

GLADOS
But Barker’s true genius came when removed the consciousness of a young, idealistic secretary named Caroline and forced her screaming into a machine.

Price puts it together. He shuts the hatch.

PRICE
Christ almighty. 

LADY D
(A beat, then quietly)
Barker… drugged me and stole a gallon of my own blood. I did not realize he committed such grander depravities. 

PRICE
(another beat or two)
Only one of us can extract him.

LADY D
Oh he’s not going anywhere. Not after I acquire the gallon he owes me.

PRICE
Not this again. Sorry about your blood, miss, but needs must--

Price draws a sidearm. She pins him against the wall by the neck. She leans in, hissing.

LADY D
When the devil drives! Perhaps I need an appetizer. 

Lady D bares her fangs and prepares to bite Price when…

GLADOS
If you two could stop shooting and eating one another, I have a plan. Everyone can get what they want. 

Price and Lady D pause and look at the elevator panel. 

GLADOS
Price requires information about Makarov. Our mystery woman requires blood. Price first obtains information from Barker, then allows her to extract just enough blood to keep Barker alive.

PRICE
So, what’s your cut?

GLADOS
I’ve sent new idiots to collect him, assuming they don’t explode. I have tests I want to run. Endless tests.

Lady D and Price take their hands off each other.

PRICE
As long as I get that intel.

LADY D
Part of me just wanted to savor his terror when I appeared. 

The elevator resumes. Muzak plays “Still Alive.”

GLADOS
You’ll get that shortly. But Barker is not alone. I count 18 other heat signatures. With guns. 

PRICE
Stay behind me.

Lady D chuckles. Enormous talons shoot out of her fingers.

PRICE
Keep Barker alive. Everyone else, expendable. The hands…nice party piece.

LADY D
I typically refrain from such vulgarity. But today I shall make an exception because needs must.

The elevator DINGS. Price raises his weapon.

PRICE
When the devil drives.

