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Teaser
  

Fade In
Ext.
A small fishing boat on Lake Erie – Early Morning
Cleveland 

 

Two men were silently moving about the small fishing craft, a small[image: image1.jpg]


 battery-powered lantern secured to the stern their only light source. The dawn had yet to break and only the faint glow of Cleveland in the distance allowed the men to know they were close to home.

"Jack, hand me that would ya?" one of the men said.

Jack reached to the bottom of the boat and handed the other man the chain, the metallic noise of metal scraping on metal echoing through the silence, causing Jack to flinch at the sound.

"You sure this is a good idea, Denny?" Jack asked.

"Ah, ‘course it is," Denny replied, grabbing a wrench and attaching a bolt to the end of the chain. "You heard that fella at The Spot. Five grand for a photo. Ten grand for a Bessie tissue sample. Fifty for the corpse and a hundred for her alive."

"I don’t get it," Jack said with fear in his voice. "Why would anyone want to capture her? What she ever do to anyone except nip at a few swimmers now and then? And what’s all that stuff with tissue samples? What good does that do anyone?"

Denny shrugged. "Maybe they want to study her DNA or some stuff like that! Prove she’s a prehistoric creature, you know? Besides who cares? We’re gonna be rich!"

Jack shrugged and took another swig from his flask. Denny concentrated on his task, finally attaching a large hook to the end of the chain. "Hand me the meat, Jack."

Jack half turned in his seat and reached into a stained plastic cooler, pulling out a large package wrapped in white butcher’s paper. He handed the heavy bundle over to his partner who opened it to reveal a large cut of beef.

"Meg’s gonna kill me when she finds out we took her roast. Family’s coming over next week for Bobby’s birthday and she was planning on making his favorite meal," Jack whined.

"Hey, don’t sweat it," Denny grinned as he pushed the hook through the roast then doubled back and finally buried the hook deep inside. "After we get the bounty for Bessie, you can buy Bobby a dozen roasts for his birthday and Meg will treat you to some of that hot lovin’ you’ve been pinin’ for."

Jack sighed as Denny chuckle and made sure the other end of the chain was secured to the bolt in the bow of the boat. With a slight heave, he tossed the roast overboard.

"There we go," Denny said with a satisfied smirk. "Come on Bessie baby, give us at least a look-see." He reached into a knapsack and pulled out a waterproof camera and looped the long strap around his neck.

"Holy cow, Denny!" Jack exclaimed at the camera. "Where’d you get that? That musta cost a fortune."

Denny nodded. "Sure did, but I hocked Pearl’s wedding set. Her finger’s been swollen lately so she’s been keepin’ them in her jewelry box. She won’t even know they’re gone and I’ll have them back before she knows it."

"Oh boy," Jack said worriedly. "This ain’t good, Denny. Meg’s roast, Pearl’s rings. We’re gonna get in trouble, you just watch. We always do."[image: image2.jpg]



Denny gave him a snort of derision and waved his hand. "Nah, we’ll be fine. Just you wait. That fella in The Spot’s gonna pay us good. I promise you."

"Yeah if it’s not a scam," Jack muttered. He started to add more when suddenly there was a light jerk on the chain and a few links slid over the gunwale.

"Denny?" Jack said, looking at the chain.

Denny remained silent as a few more inches of chain slid overboard.

"Denny? Is it her?" Jack asked.

"Could be a catfish," he said. "Just takin’ a nibble." Suddenly the remaining length of chain began to play out in a blur.

"Oh God," Jack cried as the chain sprang taut and jerked the boat around, knocking both off their seats and covering them in the lake bilge sloshing in the bottom of the boat.

"Holy crap!" Denny yelled as the boat began to speed up, pulled along by the chain. "It’s a Nantucket sleigh ride, Jacky! Sure we didn’t catch a whale?" He was laughing madly as he tried to regain his seat and move the camera into position.

"Oh God," Jack repeated over and over again as the boat continued to ride through the water, the bow digging deeply into the lake as the wake splashed over the sides into the boat.

As quickly as it started the ride came to a stop, jerking the two men forward. Jack immediately grabbed a bait bucket and started tossing water overboard. Denny continued to fiddle with his camera.

"Chain break?" Jack asked, not pausing in his bailing.

"Dunno," Denny said, looking out over the water. He pulled gently on the chain. "Got slack," he finally said after pulling a few feet back on board, but jerked his hand back when he finally felt an answering tug.

"Christ!" he exclaimed as the water in front of the boat started to bubble and roil. "She’s coming up!" he cried.

"Oh God," Jack said, his face turning white as a huge elongated body lifted itself out of the water and rose before the boat. "Denny! That’s not Bessie!"

Denny, the camera forgotten in his hands, simply watched with his mouth open as the huge shape leaned forward and began to fall toward them, crashing into the boat and pulling it and its passengers under the waves. Within moments, nothing remained of the boat or the men except a few ripples along the surface of Lake Erie.

  

Cut to:
Int.
Roadside Diner  – Early Morning
Outside of Toledo 
"More?" the uniformed, middle-aged waitress asked as she stopped across the counter from the brunette Slayer and held up a pot.[image: image3.jpg]



Faith nodded her thanks and watched as her cup refilled with strong, black coffee. She upended the sugar container and watched as a stream of the white crystals poured into the cup. After an eternity she tilted it up, thought a moment and then added a bit extra.
"Wow," a voice said from next to her. "Sure like your sugar, don’t you Sugar?"
Faith turned to her neighbor on the next stool. After a moment’s assessment, she determined that the young man wearing jeans, cowboy boots and a flannel shirt was not a threat. "Got a high metabolism. Need the energy," she finally answered and lit her second cigarette of the morning.
His smile grew even bigger. "I’ll bet. I’m John D. Walbanks, by the way. JD to my friends."
Faith stuck the cigarette in her mouth and shook the offered hand. "Faith."
"From your accent, Faith, I’d say you hailed from somewhere back East," he said.
Faith looked at him a moment, a thoughtful look on her face. "Boston, originally. California. Now Cleveland."
"Get around a lot, eh?" he said. "I can relate. Trucker myself. It’s lonely but I love traveling the road. What about you?"
Faith shrugged as she sipped her coffee. "This and that."
"On your way to Toledo?"
"Look JD," Faith said, turning to the trucker. "I appreciate it, I really do, but thing is, I’m seeing someone."
"Oh," JD said, the disappointment clear on his face. "That’s cool. I’m sorry if I was too obvious."
"Nah, dude, don’t sweat it," Faith laughed. "Time was when I’d either screw ya or beat the crap out of you for even darin’. It’s this new thing I’m trying – serenity they call it. " 
JD laughed with her for a moment and then threw some bills on the counter. "Well, better get back to work. You take care, Faith and tell your fella he’s very lucky." 

"I will," Faith smiled and waved at the trucker as he left. She drained the last of her coffee and nodded to the waitress as she paid her bill.

  

Cut to:
Ext.
Highway, Toledo, Ohio – Dawn 
 

Faith shifted the motorcycle into the highest gear as she flew past a sign reading "Toledo City Limits." She heard a noise behind her and turned slightly on the bike’s seat letting off a muffled curse as she saw the flashing lights behind her. She swiveled her helmeted head a few times, as if looking for an escape route. With a sigh she signaled and downshifted the bike, bringing it off the highway and to a city street off the exit ramp.

As the cop car pulled up behind her, Faith swung a leg over the bike and removed her helmet, securing it to the rear pannier. She dug out her wallet and handed the officer her license and registration as she approached toward his cruiser.

"Thank you," he said, moving back to the car as his partner approached.

"Moving along nicely, weren’t you?" the other officer said, taking a stance in front of Faith and crossing his arms. Faith reached into her pocket, pulling out a cigarette and lighting it.

"Sorry officer," she said. "Just enjoyin’ the morning ride. Wasn’t even thinkin’, you know?"

"Yeah," he replied. "It happens. And I can understand it with a bike like this. But you should be more careful. I don’t want to have to pick up the pieces of a nice girl like you scattered all over my highway."

Faith gave him a ghost of a smile as she took a deep drag and watched as the other officer approached, a serious expression on his face.[image: image4.jpg]



"So, Faith," he said. "Looks like you got a little unfinished business in California."

"Is that a fact?" she told the officer. Under her breath she muttered, "Crap." She scratched her cheek nervously and asked them, "I got a phone call coming to me, right?" She gave the officers a teasing grin.

One officer motioned for her to turn around by twirling his finger and Faith did so before putting her hands behind her. "Willow’s gonna kill me."
End of Teaser

Act One
 

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council – Communal Dining Hall - Early Morning
Cleveland
 

Willow entered the dining hall and smiled at the frantic activity. Groups of[image: image5.jpg]


 Slayers chatted animatedly while devouring their breakfasts. At a more sedate table she noted Giles speaking with Robin and Kennedy. Willow quickly headed for them and placed a large folder on the table as she leaned down to give her girlfriend a good morning kiss.

"Hey Sweetie," she said with a smile.

"Morning," Kennedy replied.

"Good morning, Willow," Giles said. "Are you joining us or are you taking your morning repast in the computer room again?"

Willow gave him a wry look. "I finally programmed the computer to automatically gather any unusual occurrences during the night, so now I just have to collect the report in the morning." Willow tapped the file folder on the table.

"Great idea," Robin said. "Have a seat."

"Oh, thanks," Willow said. "But first I hear the call of mocha. Be right back."[image: image6.jpg]



Willow was just about to grab a cup from the stack next to the urn when a full mug was thrust at her.

"Here you go, " Andrew said, excitedly. "I got a special cup just for you."

Willow looked suspiciously at the words printed on the novelty mug.

"Get a taste of religion. Lick a witch," she read aloud looking at Andrew. "Very funny."

Andrew smiled, shifting from foot to foot, hands thrust deep in the pockets of his jeans. "Yeah, cute, huh? I found it at this occult store over on Holly Lane. How’s the coffee? I made it the way you like."

Willow took a sip. "Mmmm, good. Thanks."

"You’re welcome," Andrew said. "Uh…what would you like for breakfast? I didn’t have time to make fresh bread, but I arranged a bakery to deliver to us three times a week. And Siegel’s Kosher Foods promised to let me know of all their specials and I put in a special order for fresh bagels for Saturday morning."

Willow watched with growing concern as Andrew finally finished his speech with a satisfied grin. "Well…uh…that’s…that’s really nice of you Andrew. Um, not that I don’t appreciate it, but why are you going to all this trouble just for me?"

"Well," Andrew fidgeted. "You’re…you know, a Watcher, well, not only ‘a’ Watcher, but other than Mr. Giles, you’re ‘the’ Watcher. And you’re a witch and like, really smart and…"

"And what?"

"I’m really sorry for what happened to Tara and I’m sorry about the stupid things I said last week and for hurting Kennedy and I really want to learn from you and I don’t know how I can make everything up to you," he finished in a rushed tone.

Willow took a moment to absorb and translate Andrew’s words. Her face softened at Andrew’s obviously pained expression and she put her mug down on the serving table. She moved closer to Andrew. He stepped away slightly but she pressed forward and took both of his shaking hands in her own.

"Andrew," she began. "I accept your apology. I know you didn’t have anything to do with Tara. A-And I’m sorry for what happened with Warren. As misguided as you were in following him, I know you cared about him. I had no right to do the things I did after Tara’s death, to him or to you." Andrew took a deep breath and Willow continued. "But I don’t want or expect any special treatment from you. Only by our future actions can we find redemption for our past actions. Right?"

Andrew nodded.

"Good," Willow said and then remembered something as she released his hands and picked up her mug again. "What did you mean, you want to learn from me?"

"Oh, well, Tucker and I…I mean, our parents," Andrew began. "Well, they weren’t very religious and you said you wanted to follow the Wiccan path and, well, I’ve been reading up on it online and at that occult store and I never knew it was, like, you know a real religion. I thought it was just casting spells and wearing robes and being spooky."

Willow gave a slight grin and sipped her coffee as Andrew continued.

"But I think it’s so cool that you guys worship a goddess and a god and celebrate holidays and full moons and grow closer to the Earth and all that. I mean, that makes so much more sense to me than trying to talk to some guy sitting on a throne surrounded by clouds."

"Well, I can’t begrudge others their choice of faith," Willow blinked at the eager young man. "Even today some Wiccan covens have their deities with one powerful leader. The Greeks, for example, still worship Zeus. Ever heard of him?" Willow asked with a knowing smirk as she took another drink.

"Really? Like ‘Clash of the Titans’ Zeus," Andrew asked a bit surprised by the fact.

"Well, I’m not sure if he looks like Sir Laurence Olivier." Willow chuckled before she continued, "But yes…do you want to learn about my Wicca?"

"Yes, and…if I can, I’d like to be a part of your Coven," Andrew took a deep breath as if he had just faced his greatest fear and survived.

Willow thought a moment. "Everyone is welcome to learn about Wicca from me, Andrew, but if you’ve read a bit you might know that not everyone can be a priest or priestess. It takes a lot of hard work and dedication."

"Yeah, but I’d like to do it. I mean, I like helping the Council, but I’d like something more…?"

"Spiritual?" Willow guessed.

Andrew nodded, finally relaxing completely in Willow’s presence. "Yes. More in a personal growth direction. Do you understand?"

"I do," Willow nodded. "And I think maybe it’s a good idea for you. Perhaps you can help me organize the classes and you can put one of your big boards to good use? In the meantime, I’ll give you some more books to read and perhaps in a couple of months you can assist me with a full moon ritual?"

"Really?" Andrew said, excitedly. "Oh! Should I call you Lady Willow now?"

Willow laughed. "No, most emphatically not! That’s for a high priestess, which I ain’t," she told him with a slight grin. "Getting there, yeah, but not there yet…So have you eaten yet?" Willow asked, changing the subject.

"No," Andrew shook his head. "I was busy making sure the girls were fed." 

"Well, I think it’s time you took a break," she smiled warmly at him. "You got a taste of religion so go get a taste of breakfast now."

Andrew nodded again and turned toward the hot table to begin filling a couple of bowls.

Willow refilled her mug and returned to sit next to her girlfriend.

"What was that all about?" Kennedy asked, jerking her head back at Andrew.

Willow shrugged. "Andrew’s either got a bad case of hero worship or mind-numbing fear of me."

Kennedy laughed, "Can’t say I blame him. You come off pretty scary sometimes. I sure as heck don’t want to get on your bad side. Now your backside is another matter altogether."

Willow frowned as Giles turned from his conversation with Wood. "You know the rules," he told Kennedy with a slight grin. "No disturbing sex talk while at the dining table."[image: image7.jpg]



"What’s so disturbing about my backside?" Willow asked looking down over her own shoulder before turning back to Giles with a grin.

"Yeah, I like her backside," Kennedy offered.

"Oh for heaven’s sake," Giles muttered. "Anyway, getting back to business," he said in a clearer voice, casting a disapproving eye at Kennedy who was busy grinning at Willow. "Remember this Willow: Watchers have to be larger than life sometimes, especially with headstrong Slayers," he added keeping his gaze on Kennedy.

"Not only a Watcher, but a Wiccan as well," Willow elaborated, glancing at the young man filling a carafe from the coffee urn. "He wants to join my Coven."

Giles raised an eyebrow as he thought that over. "Hmm. Might teach him a bit of discipline. He has talent, but he lacks direction. Wicca could be the perfect road for him to travel."

"I think so, too," Willow said. "Besides, he definitely has people skills, even if it’s not apparent on the surface. I mean, look at how he was able to bond with almost everyone on a personal level, even Spike. Not many people can do that."

"Spike?" Kennedy asked, incredulously. "What could Andrew possibly have in common with a hundred or so year-old reformed vampire?"

"Not sure exactly," Willow replied. "But I caught them in Buffy’s kitchen one night discussing dinner appetizers a-and of course Spike played it off."

Andrew returned to the table balancing a heavy tray. "Here you go, Mr. Giles. Fresh tea. Is there anything I can get you guys?"

"Nah, we’re good," the brunette Slayer said. "Eat your own breakfast."

Willow turned to the group. "Everyone just about done?" she asked looking around the table. After a series of nods she handed Kennedy her file and picked up her bowl and coffee mug. "Then let’s get some work done," she told them as she stood up.

  

Fade To
INT.
Watchers Council – Conference Room - Moments Later
Cleveland 
 

"Faith get off okay this morning, Robin?" she asked glancing at a computer spreadsheet before putting a spoonful of oatmeal in her mouth.[image: image8.jpg]



"A little before dawn. Detroit’s not that far so she should be calling soon," he replied pouring himself more coffee. "Girl doesn’t need much sleep," he added in afterthought.

Kennedy snorted, "Lucky you, eh guy?"

"Is there any time of the day when you’re not thinking about sex?" Giles asked her.

"Only when I’m slaying," she smirked back at him.

Robin smiled and turned to Giles. "I think it’s a generic trait of Slayers."

Willow glanced over to see Giles with an agitated look and she cleared her throat to change the subject. "Alright then, progress reports. Robin? How are the renovations going upstairs?"

"The senior staff’s suites are almost complete. The decorators are coming in today to finalize our selections. Now that the majority of the construction workers are out, they’re eager to move in. We’ll probably be able to move in by the end of next week. The third floor rooms should be completed in the next two weeks."

"Great, and the Slayer’s dorms?" she asked.

"Just about done. The main problem is of course the plumbing – both buildings actually. That many girls taking showers all at one time is putting a strain on the system. I think if we get any more girls in, we’re going to have Lake Erie backing up into every single pipe."

Willow sighed, "Well, keep on it. Ken?"

"I’ve got the major equipment coming in tomorrow to the training facilities. And I’ve got the carpenters coming out to measure for the weapon’s cabinets. Sure wish Xander was here. That chest he built Buffy was sweet."

"We all wish he were," Willow smiled wanly. "Andrew? How are you managing?"

He put the spoon down in his dry cereal and addressed Willow.

"Well, Kennedy finally got the rotation schedule down for household duty, so that’s working out nicely. The girls seem to enjoy the break in monotony from training and patrolling and thankfully they’re not complaining. On one of my big boards I’ve drawn up a chart for each girl and their ‘chores’ for the day…kitchen, cleaning, and so on. Of course, with so many arriving every day I have to keep readjusting, but I’m using the computer for that."

"Great," Willow said. "Giles? How’s the search for surviving Watchers? Any luck?"

"This is what we know," Giles sighed. "The First did its job all too well. Robson has been unable to make contact at all but he thinks he may have a lead in London. If it’s anything like his other leads I’m not putting much faith into it."

"What does he have?"

"A name. Rowena Allister," Giles answered. "Her potential Slayer was killed in Istanbul and she’s been unaccounted for ever since. But he believes she might have gone underground to avoid the First…He said he’d let us know."

"Is he going to remain in London?" she asked.

"For now," Giles replied. "His injuries were quite severe. He’s still not fully recovered…Fortunately, I believe he’s willing to head our European office if we so choose. Not all the girls will want to travel to America, you know."

"Right," Willow said thoughtfully. "I haven’t gotten a clear image of any former Watchers outside North America. Hopefully he can search Europe since the spell doesn’t seem to go any further than sea to shining sea, ya know?"

"Well, other than Robson, I did contact the Coven and passed along your modified ‘seeker’ spells for both Watchers and Slayers. Althenea has volunteered to contact those she can and at least make sure they are not in immediate danger."

"Okay, great," Willow said, making a note on her pad. "I’m sure she’ll turn up something soon….Um? Anything else?" She looked around at the group and registered their negative responses. "Okay, then. Last night, the patrols reported slaying five vampires and three demons. Two were tagrash demons, nothing special there, just out on their usual run of carnage and mayhem. The other one was unknown. Rona gave a pretty good description and I’m running it against the computer’s database. However, it’s slow going since not all of the variables are programmed yet."

Giles looked bored.

"In the long run, you’ll see how helpful it will be," she pointed out to him with an exasperated sigh. "However, the number of slayings seems to be increasing. When we first arrived, the average patrol would be lucky to nab two vampires a night and hardly any demons."

"Which means what?" Kennedy asked.

"Not sure yet," Willow said. "Could be that since the Sunnydale Hellmouth is closed, all of the vamps and demons are heading here. Or…"

"Or what?" Robin asked.

"Well, nature always seeks a balance. Light and dark, good and evil, that sort of thing. Before, when there was only one Slayer, she was able to withstand the forces of evil. They balanced each other out, so to speak."

"But now that there are many Slayers…" Giles quickly caught on to Willow’s reasoning.[image: image9.jpg]



"Exactly," Willow exclaimed. "We threw everything kinda out of whack when I awoke all the potentials. Oops!" she added with a bashful grin before continuing. "So now it looks like nature is trying to fill the void."

"But where are the demons coming from?" Andrew asked.

Willow shrugged. "Vampires increasing their production? Demons traveling across dimensions? Who knows? This Hellmouth has gone unchecked for quite some time, which means it’s been relatively ‘safe’ for the local baddies. But still we should check this out, Giles. If we can’t stop the flow, perhaps we can at least slow it down."

"I’ll get on it," he said.

"In other news," Willow continued, "there was a fishing boat disappearance reported last night."

"Another one?" Wood asked.

Willow nodded. "The preliminary police report isn’t taking it too seriously yet but the Coast Guard is searching. This is the third disappearance in a week, so I think we need to check into it. Robin, since Faith’s out of town for the day, why don’t you and I go talk to the marina owner’s wife this afternoon and see if she has anything extra to add that wasn’t in the police report?"

"Not a problem," he said. "I’ll meet you in the garage."

"Okay…" Willow said, finally closing her folder. "That takes care of today’s business. Anything to add?"

As the rest of the group began to move off in their separate directions Kennedy leaned over and kissed Willow’s cheek.

"What was that for?" Willow asked amused.

"You’re doing great, Will," Kennedy said. "You’re a terrific Watcher."

"No," the redhead replied. "I just like order. Now, you get to work. I’ve got things to do," she added with a smile.

  

Cut to
Ext.
Sloane Marina – Lake Erie - Afternoon 

Willow raised her face up to the bright sun, appreciating the early afternoon warmth. The autumn nights were starting to get quite chilly in Cleveland and she looked forward to the thermometer passing 70 in the afternoons. Robin noticed her expression and smiled.

"You’ll get used to it," he said.

"I think not," she said. "Even though everyone is quick to tell me that."

The couple approached a portly woman holding a clipboard and giving instructions to a dockworker.

"Excuse us," Willow said. "Are you Mrs. Tapman?"

The woman looked at the tall man and petite woman and her eyes narrowed in suspicion. "Who’s asking? You cops?"

"Uh, no ma’am," Willow said and handed her a business card. "Private investigators. Please accept our condolences, but we understand that you husband is not the only fisherman to go missing recently. We’re trying to determine if there’s a connection somehow."

"Well, good luck to ya," the woman said turning around and heading to the small lean-to that obviously served as a makeshift office. "Strange things always happening on the lake. You folks ain’t from around here are you?"

Both Willow and Robin shook their heads. "We’re new arrivals in Cleveland, Mrs. Tapman," Robin explained. "What kind of strange things?"

The woman shrugged. "She might not be as deep as the other lakes, but Erie has her own share of mysteries. The Great Lakes Triangle, South Bay Bessie, ghost ships, that sort of thing. Folks love to talk about such nonsense, but I don’t buy into it. I’ve spent the greater part of the past thirty years living right next door to this lake and I’ve seen nothing resembling anything that goes bump in the night."

"What do you think happened to your husband?" Willow asked. "The police report said he was out night fishing."

"Looking for catfish," she explained. "Probably got pulled under by one."

Willow glanced to Robin with a confused look on her face. He just shrugged. "Excuse me? How could a catfish pull a man under?" she asked.[image: image10.jpg]~aave \JI1C 1 1Al J1AIN 1
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Mrs. Tapman laughed. "Oh missy, you’d be surprised at how big the cats grow out here." She pulled a plastic laminated sheet from under the blotter near the cash register. "Here’s Harold and one of the smaller cats he caught."

Willow and Robin both looked wide-eyed at the photograph of a man holding a fish obviously longer than he was tall out of the shallow water.  
"Holy goddess!" Willow exclaimed.

"You say they get bigger than this?" Robin asked.

"Sure do," Mrs. Tapman said, pleased at their reaction. "Told you, lots of strange things out there, but all natural I’d wager. Harold spends his life doing what he loves. That’s all any of us can hope for at the end of our days. And he’ll be back. He’s too ornery to die," she told them with a forced grin.

Suddenly there was a commotion at the other end of the marina. Several of the workers called for Mrs. Tapman and the three made their way over.

"What’s going on, boys?" she asked.

One of the workers pointed to the water under the dock. Robin and Willow stepped forward and they could see the pasty flesh of a bloated arm, covered in the remnants of a flannel shirt. Robin grabbed a hooked pole and gently turned over the body. Willow could see that most of the body was missing, but the face and torso remained. Several of the dock workers turned away in horror.

"Oh God!" a Hispanic worker exclaimed. "That’s Jack Corley."

"Go call the police," Mrs. Tapman ordered and he ran off to the lean-to.

Robin replaced the pole on its hook. "You knew him," he asked.

"Yeah, one of the local rummies," she said. "He hung out with that no-good low-life Dennis Arnold. They spent more time at The Spot than with their families."

"That a local bar?" Willow asked.

She nodded. "Over on Whiskey Island." She continued to stare at the body bobbing in the water.

"Still think it’s a catfish?" Robin asked.

Mrs. Tapman looked at him blankly. "If it wasn’t," she said. "I’d be glad to know."

"Thanks for the information, Mrs. Tapman," Willow said.

As she and Robin began to leave the marina, Robin asked, "What do you think?"

"Something’s fishy," she said. "I doubt all of the disappearances were caused by those overactive thyroid catfish."

"I don’t think a catfish could chew up a body like that," he pointed out.

"No, but he could have simply drowned and then got caught in a propeller. There’re some pretty huge boats out on the lake."

"I concur," Wood nodded. "But where does that leave us."

"I’ll pull the ME’s report later. In the meantime, we can do some research on the strange stuff she mentioned."

Just as they reached Giles’ car, Willow’s telephone rang.[image: image11.jpg]



"Willow Rosenberg?" she said. "Oh hi, Faith. How’s Detroit?"

Robin smiled as he listened to Willow’s side of the conversation.

"What? Toledo? What happened?" she glanced at Robin, the worry clear in her eyes. Robin’s smile faded quickly. "Oh gods. Okay. Listen to me, Faith. You just sit tight, okay? Don’t do anything stupid. I’ll take care of it, I promise…no! Absolutely not! Just hang in there. What? No, I’m not going to kill you or anyone else. Just relax. I’m on the way."

As she closed the cover on her phone, Robin asked. "What happened?"

"Faith was arrested by the Toledo police for speeding," she said with frustration, opening the passenger door. "I told her before she left, 'Take it slow'. So what does she do? She gets picked up for speeding...I’m gonna kill her," she muttered.

"Hey, you said-."

"Yeah I know what I said but I’m not gonna tell her that while she's spazing. Look, let’s get back to headquarters. This isn’t going to be easy but we'll figure it out," Willow remarked as she climbed inside and slammed the door shut.

Robin quickly followed suit and the expensive car sped out of the marina.

 

End of Act One
Act Two
  

Fade In
Int.
Lucas County Jail - Morning
Toledo 
 

The jail’s matron led Faith down the stark hallway. The Slayer, her hands[image: image12.jpg]


 cuffed behind her back, tried to keep her face expressionless, but her dark eyes reflected her worry. She was wearing a pasty orange jumpsuit that she looked all too familiar with.

"Where you takin’ me?" she asked the matron.

The woman’s voice was filled with boredom. "Your lawyer’s here," she answered.

Faith didn’t reply, just kept walking steady until they finally reached a gray-painted door. The matron first unlocked the handcuffs and then pushed open the door. "Have fun," she said.

Faith walked into the room and heard the door close behind her. Willow was sitting at the scratched and pitted table, an open briefcase before her. She was dressed in a long skirt, tailored blouse and stylish boots. Faith took a seat across the table and just looked at the witch.

Willow gave her a small reassuring smile and asked, "Are you okay?"[image: image13.jpg]



"No trauma. I’m good," Faith shrugged.

"What happened?" Willow pointed at the large, but already fading bruise on Faith’s cheekbone. 

Faith shrugged, "Some Bertha didn’t believe me when I said I was involved with someone."

"Did you hurt her?" Willow asked.

"No, guard pulled her off of me and took her away," Faith fiddled with the frayed edge of her jumpsuit, not meeting Willow’s eyes.

"I see," Willow said, a small smile gracing her lips. "And yesterday? How’d you manage to get arrested?"

"Just not paying attention, that’s all," she said with a bit of defensiveness. "Got any smokes? I ran out last night."

"Sorry," Willow said. "I forgot, but we’ll get some, okay?"

Faith sighed and nodded. "Look Will, I appreciate you acting the part of my lawyer and coming down, but I know I’m totally screwed. I’ve got a one-way trip back to hard time in California. I’m just sorry I let the Council down."

Willow paused a moment and watched how Faith sat. Shoulders slumped; chin practically resting on her collarbone.

"When the cops pulled you over yesterday, why didn’t you make a break for it?" Willow asked. "On that bike of yours I’m sure you coulda outran them."

Faith snorted and then smirked, "That’s for damn sure. No one can beat my Indian."

"Then why?" Willow repeated.

For the first time, Faith looked up at Willow and met her eye, a pained expression on her face. "We were coming into the city and if I jumped, a chase could have gotten someone hurt. I know my limits, but stupid cops take too many chances sometimes."

Willow nodded. "So you risked going back to prison to prevent putting others at risk?"[image: image14.jpg]



Faith rolled her eyes, "Don’t make it out to be more than it is Red, okay?" Before Willow could reply the door opened and a detective came inside. Willow rose to her feet. 

"Okay Ms. Williams," he said addressing Willow, laying another folder in front of her. "I think we’ve managed to get everything sorted out."

Willow opened the file and glanced at the papers within. "Thank you, Detective. If you’d be so kind as to leave us for a few minutes, I’ll explain everything to my client and have her sign these."

"Sure thing," he said, backing toward the door. Faith looked on in surprise at the deference he was showing to her companion. "Take your time, I’ll be right outside. And ma’am," he added to Faith. "Our sincere apologies."

"Thank you," Willow said, dismissing him and he gently shut the door behind him.

"Ms. Williams?" Faith asked.

Willow grinned and showed Faith a bar association card with the name and picture. "Willow Williams – attorney at law and at your service. Andrew made it. Not bad, huh?"

Faith simply grinned.

"Here," Willow said, pushing a document and a pen at Faith. "Sign."

"What’s this?" she asked. "My extradition papers?"

"Not so much," Willow said, looking through the folder, laying each paper before Faith as she went. "This document states that you haven’t suffered any harm at the hands of the Toledo Police Department. I’m assuming you haven’t, despite the encounter with your ‘Bertha’?"

"What?" Faith said, confused. "No…"

"Good," Willow said and pushed more pieces of paper at her. "These three are an agreement saying that you will not take any legal action against the Toledo Police Department, the City of Toledo or the State of Ohio for false arrest."

"False arrest?" Faith exclaimed. "Willow!"

The redhead reached across the table and covered Faith’s mouth. "Shhh."

"What’s going on?" Faith asked in a quiet voice.

"And this," Willow said, a bright smile lighting up her face. "This is a letter of apology signed by the mayor of Toledo for your unfortunate experience."

Faith blinked before taking a moment to read over the paperwork as Willow continued, "This was all one big mix-up. Seems there was a convicted felon with the same name as yours and a remarkable resemblance to you out in California. Sadly, she died while attempting to escape from the state correctional institution last spring. There was a bit of confusion regarding the paper work, but I think we’ve got it sorted out now." Willow gave her a conspiratorial smile.

"But… prints?" Faith said, showing Willow her hands. "That was the first thing they did when I got here."

"Yeah, seems California had a bit of a computer problem late last night and that poor girl’s prints were lost. And according to courthouse records her body was cremated. So they won’t be getting anymore. And as for the prints they took yesterday and any hard copy record they received? Well, somehow, they magically changed to ink smudges."

"And the national database?" Faith asked with a smile, beginning to grasp what was going on.

"Must have been a bad virus. Seems it effected every database here and abroad, including Interpol," Willow shrugged. "Point is, there’s no other record out there. With no prints, a death certificate…well, they have no reason to hold you. Burden of proof is on them. They can’t prove you’ve ever been incarcerated or even committed a crime for that matter." Willow straightened her blouse and squared her shoulders. "So my dear client, it is in my expert legal opinion that you sign these papers so we can get the heck outta here. Okay?"
Faith grinned and finished signing the papers and slid them back to Willow who gathered them up and neatly tucked them in the folder.

"Why now?" Faith asked. "You could have done this at any point before. Hell, I could have been on a plane instead of on the road. None of this would have happened."

Willow pursed her lips. "I’m gonna be totally honest Faith. We didn’t trust you."

Faith crossed her arms and settled back into her chair. "And now?" she asked softly.

Willow took a deep breath. "Giles and I had a talk yesterday. We had to make a decision: Let you go back to California or give you a second chance. A-and like I told him, everyone gave me a second chance to prove myself so you deserve the same. But even that aside…We need you Faith. You’ve got experience and wisdom you can pass along to the girls we bring in."

"Hey I’m no grand master Slayer, Will," she began. "I’ve made serious mistakes."

"It’s called life. And you can help these girls by telling them where you’ve been and what you’ve learned. Maybe they won’t make the same mistakes you did." Willow told her. "Maybe that’s your real debt to society. A-and the best way to serve that debt is to help us in this fight – training these girls, battling the big bads."

"So I’m free and clear? New slate?"

"Yeah and I’ll be honest again. Giles is concerned you’ll use this opportunity and run. You could you know? Take off without looking back."

"Yeah, I could," Faith told her with a nod. "But that’s not gonna happen."

"I don’t think it will either. That’s why I’m here now. And that’s why we’re going," Willow added, tossing her head toward the exit.

She stood up and opened the door. As promised, the detective was waiting outside.

"I think we’re all set, Detective," she said, handing him the folder. "If you would be so kind as to finish processing Faith, we’d like to be on our way."

"Of course, Ms. Williams," he said. "I’ll send the matron back and Faith can get changed and meet you in the lobby."

"Good enough," she told him and turned back to Faith. "Go get ready. I’ll meet you outside in about 10 minutes."

Cut to
Ext.
Lucas County Jail - A short time later
Toledo 
Faith pushed her way through the glass doors of the county jail and began to walk down the path toward the parking lot when she spotted Willow. [image: image15.jpg]



"Here," Willow said, tossing a pack of cigarettes to her. "I picked them up for you at the liquor store down the road."

"Thanks, Will," Faith said, ripping open the pack. "You’re a lifesaver. In more ways than one."

"Yeah, a lifesaver giving you a pack of smokes," Willow began. "Irony is kinda ironic that way." She grinned.

"You know," Faith began as they started to walk, "when you managed to locate and make off with the Council’s funds, I was mildly impressed. But this takes the cake. Was it magic or just hacker stuff?"

Willow shrugged and smiled. "A little of both," she answered. "I have many skills," Willow said. "Besides, I like having you around, Faith." Willow paused and snorted. "Remember what you said years ago – that you still would have dropped out of high school but with friends like us you’d feel kinda bad about it?"

Faith chuckled. "Yeah, I remember. I meant it, too."

"Think it’s possible after all these years? Can we be friends?"

Faith stopped and paused to look at the redhead as a slow grin crept to her face. "Stranger things have happened. And I can tell you one thing, though."

"What’s that?" Willow asked.[image: image16.jpg]



"I’m glad I didn’t kill you when I had the chance," Faith smirked.

"That makes two of us," Willow joined, laughing. "I think the world needs us for a bit." Willow paused then nodded to the parking lot. "And speaking of needing. I think someone else who needs you is very eager to see you."

"What?"

Faith turned to the lot where Willow was pointing and a smile lit up her face when she saw Robin leaning against the bumper of the council’s Jeep. Willow chuckled to herself as Faith took off, dropping the cigarette, and launched herself into Robin’s arms.

Fade In
Int.
Watcher’s Council Headquarters – Library - Late Afternoon
Cleveland 
 

Willow entered the library and found Giles lovingly unpacking his books, dusting them off and placing them on the newly installed shelves.

"Willow!" he said, glancing up from his task. "Everything go alright?"

"Fine," she reported. "No problems. Faith and Robin are coming back on the bike. I think they may have made an unscheduled stop." Willow smirked at Giles’s obvious discomfort.

"You know Giles," she teased. "You really should stop wearing contacts altogether. I can feel your need to polish your glasses all the way over here."[image: image17.jpg]



Giles simply glared at her and picked up another book. "Andrew has made some progress in your absence. He came rushing in here a short time ago ranting on about a ‘monster cam’ – whatever that means. I’ve got a headache and couldn’t even begin to translate his techno-babble. You speak the same language – I’m sure you can figure out what he’s excited about."

"No problem," she agreed. "Can I make you an herbal headache remedy I found in Tara’s family spellbook? I tried it last week and it worked better than aspirin."

Giles smiled softly. "Thank you, Willow, that would be lovely. A-and I’m glad to see you’re expanding your range of knowledge into natural, rather than mystical cures."

"Well, there are a lot of mystical healing spells," she said. "Some of them are more ‘natural’ than others. Some are too natural, if you know what I mean," she blushed. "Not sure I’m ready for anything so intimate right now but I’m getting there."

"Yes," Giles said. "I understand, but that’s certainly part of your responsibilities as a Wiccan priestess. You have a particular spell in mind?"

"Just exploring options, at this point," she confessed with a worried look in her face. "I’ll go see Andrew."

Willow turned and left the room, and Giles watched her leave. A thoughtful expression crossed his face before he returned to his task.

  

Cut to
Int.
Watcher’s Council Headquarters – Computer Room - Moments later
Cleveland 
 

Andrew turned around at the sound of Willow entering the room. "Oh, Willow," he said. "I’m glad you’re here. I need to make sure the girls have supper started."

"Sorry to keep you then," she took the seat at her computer terminal that Andrew hastily vacated. "Giles said you found something?"

"Yes!" Andrew said, shifting about on both feet in his excitement. "Did you know Lake Erie has it’s own Loch Ness monster? She’s called ‘South Bay Bessie’."

Willow looked surprised, but then smiled wryly. "Well, we are on a Hellmouth. What’s the story?"

"I bookmarked the sites I found for you," he pointed.

Willow squinted at the screen and clicked her mouse at the new folder and chose the first link on the list.
"Three humps, looks like a sea serpent, reports up to 50 feet in length." Willow scanned the webpage. "Wow, she ain’t small."

"Check out the monster cam!" Andrew said and Willow clicked another link.

"Whoa!" Willow said. "Looks like a view from our window."

"Just about," he said.

"Well, it could be just another myth," she speculated. "I’ll gather more data and we can decide on an action plan. However, if this is some kind of demon fish, I’d like you to be a part of the recon team."

"Me!" Andrew squeaked.[image: image18.jpg]



"Yes, you Mr. Demon-summoner person," Willow said. "You’re not only here to cook and clean for us."

"Well, okay," Andrew reluctantly agreed. "But only if you’re there."

"Yes I will be but, well...go cook and clean first," Willow said nodding outside the door. "The girls will need to head out soon."

Andrew left the room and Willow returned back to the computer. A moment later, Faith entered and took the chair next to Willow’s, giving it a little joyful spin.

"Welcome home," Willow said, looking at her from the corner of her eye, part of her attention still on the computer. "Didn't expect to see you so soon."

Faith dropped her swinging booted feet to the ground, instantly stopping her twirling motion. "Wow! It really is home, ain’t it?"

Willow smiled at her, finally turning from the computer. "Might not be much, but it’s whatever we’ll make of it."

"Yeah," Faith said. "Sorry about not getting to Detroit. Robin said there was something brewing here so we’ll get to her later this week. He's calling her now. What’s up?"

Willow nodded at the computer. "Something out there is snacking on the locals. There’s always been disappearances in the Great Lakes, but the incidences around here have seemed to increased lately."

"Something drawn to the Hellmouth?" Faith asked.

"Could be," Willow admitted. "Could also be a series of coincidences as Giles would say or it could be something else. Andrew found a local lake serpent legend, but since the first sighting of it in the early 1800s there have been no reports of it eating anything. However there have been reports this last month or so of people being attacked by something big. A family of swimmers even went to the ER but were quickly released."

"Yuck," Faith grimaced. "Got a plan? Kinda hard to slay something underwater, ya know?"

"Right," Willow said. "I’ll talk it over with everyone during supper, but I think it’s time we took a little fishing trip of our own tomorrow. You stay in tonight, okay? Kennedy can coordinate the patrols."

"Why?" Faith asked. "I can handle it."

"I’m sure you could, but I’m also sure you didn’t sleep much last night," Willow replied. "Take a break. Stay home. Get some rest. Or in your case, just get some."

Faith laughed and spun around in the chair again. "Whatever you say, Will. You’re the Watcher."

Willow grinned. "Right and don’t you forget it."

Fade out
  

Fade In
Int.
Watcher’s Council Headquarters – Dining Room - Early evening
Cleveland 
 

As soon as everyone was finished eating and the Slayers headed back to the dorm to get ready for patrol, Willow stood up at the main table, interrupting everyone’s conversation.

"Rona, Vi, you two will each lead a group tonight," she said, glancing at her notes. "Kennedy’s going to coordinate; she’ll be patrolling in the Jeep with the two new girls getting them familiar with the city. Make sure you keep in touch with her via walkie-talkie."

Rona and Vi both nodded and Willow continued. "I called Mrs. Tapman at the marina and she has a boat we can rent for the day. She’ll expect us early in the morning."

"A boat?" Kennedy asked. "What for?"

"See if we can find out what’s going on," Willow said, looking at her girlfriend with a confused expression on her face. "Andrew, bring your pan flute thingy so if it is a demon you can try calling it."

"Okay," Andrew said, and wiggled in his seat with excitement of being part of the action.

"How big a boat?" Kennedy asked.

Willow shrugged. "Big enough for you, me and the core crew."

"That doesn’t sound very big," Kennedy mumbled almost to herself.

"Big enough," Willow said. "Sweetie? Is there a problem?"

"What?" Kennedy said, looking guilty and a little nervous. "No, of course not. Just want to make sure everyone’s safe. Just doing my job, that’s all."

Faith leaned back in her chair. "Take a chill pill, Brat," she said in a teasing tone. "After we kill this thing, I’ll race ya back to shore. We’ll show these Watcher types we don’t need some stinking boat to do our jobs, right?"

Kennedy gave her a ghost of a smile. "Sure, Faith. Anytime, anyplace."[image: image19.jpg]



"Good," Willow said, wrapping up the meeting. "Then safe patrol to the Slayers and everyone else enjoy your evening. We’ll head out to the marina at dawn."

Kennedy hung back in her seat for a moment after everyone else had departed. "Oh boy," she whispered, then finally picked herself up and headed for the garage to start her patrol.

 

End of Act Two
Act Three
  

Fade In
Ext.
Sloane Marina – Lake Erie - Dawn 

 

The Council’s Jeep pulled up to the marina and the doors briskly opened as[image: image20.jpg]


 people started pouring out. Andrew was carrying a big duffle bag as he hopped from the rear hatch. On his head he wore a Florida Marlins baseball cap. He dragged his duffel bag over to where Giles was standing with Robin, both men uncharacteristically wearing blue jeans and polo shirts. Even with the relaxed clothing, they still projected an air of professionalism.

Kennedy was the last to emerge from the van, looking worriedly towards the lake visible behind Willow.

"Here Brat," Faith called, tossing Kennedy the weapons bag. "Find out which boat is ours and stow that aboard."

"Yeah," Kennedy whispered. "Right. No problem."

The brunette Slayer approached Willow, who was speaking with the marina’s owner.

"Oh hey Sweetie," Willow said glancing at her lover. "This is Mrs. Tapman, she’s giving us the boat for the day."

"Which one?" Kennedy asked.

"Over there," Mrs. Tapman pointed toward the 25-foot cruiser. "She’s got everything you need for the day – bait, tackle, ice. I had one of my boys fill the cooler with enough food for you all. There’re life vests stored under the fore and aft compartments and there’s a GPS computer on board. I can get Skully to show you how it works."

"Oh, that’s okay," Willow smiled "I’m sure I can figure out just about any computer. I’ve been called a wiz."

"If ever a wiz there was," Giles said as he passed by on his way to the boat.

Kennedy frowned as she watched Willow give Giles a ghost of a smile.

"Sure," Mrs. Tapman replied, ignoring the exchange. "The radio connects via satellite. All the frequencies are pre-programmed, but there’s a list in the logbook next to it. The charts for the entire lake are also there. You know where you’re heading?"

Willow patted her laptop case. "I’ve got the locations of all the last known positions for the missing persons."

"Good, good," the woman said. "Well then, take care and if you see Harold tell him to pick up a gallon of milk on his way home." 

"Sure thing, Mrs. Tapman," Willow said. "Thanks so much and we’ll take good care of her." 

"A-course you will," she smiled. "She’s a good ’un."

Willow turned to Kennedy as Mrs. Tapman returned to the building. "I’ll go round everyone up. See you aboard."

Kennedy picked up the weapons bag again and with a sigh shuffled off towards the boat. Willow approached the van and handed Vi the keys.

"Okay, here you go," she said. "Try not to get in trouble while we’re gone."

"Come on, Willow," Vi said. "It’s only for the day. How much trouble could we get into?"

"Just keep the girls busy," Faith said, slamming the rear hatch shut. "I left the training schedule on the bulletin board in the gym. If I find out anyone slacked off, you and Rona are gonna pay for it. Got it?"

"Yeah," Vi said, trying not to smile. "I got it. When you guys gonna be back?"

"Tonight, so we’ll call to come get us," Willow said emphatically. "I don’t think any of us can stand to be on that small a space with Andrew for too long."

"Gotcha," Vi laughed. "Have fun!" the small Slayer trotted around to the driver’s seat and a moment later the SUV pulled out of the marina.[image: image21.jpg]



"Ready for some fishin’, Will?" Faith asked. 

"Yeah, let’s go," Willow replied and headed for the boat.

They found Andrew and Kennedy in the stern bickering as Giles and Robin argued over which one of them was going to drive the boat. Faith and Willow looked at each other with Faith giving a shake of her head and a small smile.

"Boys and their toys," Willow added, nodding Faith to follow her toward the boat.

"Zip it you guys," Faith said easily jumping off the dock and into the back of the boat.

  

Cut to
EXT
Fishing Boat – Lake Erie Dock - Day 
 

"But I called dibs on the fishing chair!" Andrew pouted.

Kennedy grabbed Andrew’s hand where it was clutching the back of the padded chair.

"Ow! Watch it! That’s my joystick hand," Andrew pulled the appendage away and rubbed it.[image: image22.jpg]


 

"Faith said zip it," Willow said, stepping more carefully than Faith into the boat.

"The sharks will come...and they'll eat you," he hissed. After a brief moment he got a smile and a far off look in his eyes.   

"It's a fresh water lake, moron," Kennedy pointed out. "Sharks are salt water fish." She sighed and stormed into the small cabin and took a seat in the small galley, looking out the window at the dock.

"Yo Red, what’s up with her?" Faith asked.

"I don’t know," Willow said with a shrug as she watched Kennedy storm off. She took a step toward Kennedy's direction when she heard Giles raise his voice. She looked between both places trying to determine which way to go. Instead of speaking to Kennedy at the moment, she passed through the cabin into the bow where Giles and Robin were still arguing.

"What’s going on guys?" she asked stepping in between them where they were each tugging on the key chain. "Do I have to separate you two?"

"I’m just pointing out to Robin that I should drive the boat," he said, tugging on the key chain, which Robin refused to give up.

"And I’m pointing out to Giles that I have more experience with boats," Robin argued, pulling just as hard.

Willow rolled her eyes.

"Tell you what, boys…Giles, you can take us out and Robin, you can bring us back home. Sound fair?" The tone of her voice left them no choice and they silently nodded.

"Good," Willow said and grabbed a bottle of water from the cooler. She headed back outside as Robin and Giles climbed the ladder to the flying bridge and Giles finally started the engine. Mrs. Tapman’s dockhand untied the bow and stern ropes and waved them off as the boat slowly pulled out of the marina. Once clear, Giles opened the throttle and the craft swiftly cut through the water heading towards the rising sun.

"Everything okay here?" Willow asked Faith as she and Andrew fiddled with the fishing tackle.

"Five by five, boss," Faith replied absently, propping her cigarette in her mouth as she grabbed a pair of pliers from the toolbox and used it to attach a leader to a hook.

"Didn’t know you fished, Faith," Willow said sitting down on the gunwale.

"You’re not the only one around here with skills," Faith chuckled.

Willow opened her water and took a long drink before asking, "Couldn’t have been much opportunity for you growing up. You said your mother wasn’t very well off."

Faith snorted. "Got that right."

Willow frowned as Faith flicked her cigarette overboard.

"My watcher in Boston," she finally said, appearing to concentrate on her task. "When I told her I’d never even swam in the ocean, much less been on a boat, she rented one and took me out. Except for the occasional seasickness, I loved it. We spent most of that summer fishin’ or whale watchin’ off the Cape during the day. Hey Will, did you know that whales actually herd their food?"

Willow nodded. "Yeah. My mom took me whale watching up North once. Well, Northern California, that is. Don’t think we’ll see any whales up North around here. But yeah, it’s pretty cool to watch."

Faith echoed Willow’s movement. "Sure is. Whales are smart, you know. Not all screwed up like people or demons. You think this thing is some kind of demon livin’ in the lake?"

"That’s what we’re gonna find out," Willow said. "Andrew, once we get to the area where most of the disappearances occurred, I’d like you to try your summoning pipes. See if you can draw it out?"

"Sure Willow," Andrew said, patting his duffle bag. "I’m all good to go, but…"

"But?" Willow prompted.

"I got a bad feeling about this," Andrew said worriedly. "I’m telling you my spider sense is tingling. This is gonna get hairy. I'm talkin' weird with a beard." 
"We’ll be fine," Willow assured.

"Hey Willow?" Robin called down from the flying bridge. "Giles wants to know where we’re going."

"Be right there," Willow sighed and turned back to Faith. "I’m glad your Watcher made time for you, Faith," she said. "The old Council frowned upon personal relationships with their Slayers, but that’s one policy I plan on changing. Giles proved the benefits of it with Buffy and I think it’s one of the things that helped her survive."

"Yeah, you may be right," Faith said. "I just hope not all Watchers get as close to their Slayers as you do with Ken. If so, there’ll be no slayin’ gettin’ done."

Willow rolled her eyes again and went to get her notes. Kennedy was still sitting in the galley staring out the window. Willow opened her mouth to ask a question when Robin bellowed Willow’s name from above again.

"Coming!" she answered and pulled a notepad from her case and climbed the ladder.[image: image23.jpg]



"Wow!" she marveled looking out over the water. "It’s beautiful out here."

"Sure is," Robin agreed.

The boat was speeding along and cutting a path through the calm waters of Lake Erie. A few cumulous clouds speckled the azure sky, but the morning was clear and chilly with a promise of a warm afternoon.

"It’s big," Willow remarked. "Not like the Pacific, but she’s got power all the same."

"All large bodies of water do," Robin said companionably. "After all, they’re so old, I suppose in time they develop their own personalities and quirks."

"And from what we’ve been researching, Lake Erie is one of the quirkiest of all of them."

Giles was steering the boat with one hand while making a mess of a nautical chart with the other. "Willow, do you have the coordinates?" he asked.

"Right here," Willow said. "Excuse me a moment." She slid in beside Giles as Robin watched from the side with a small smirk on his face and his arms crossed.

Giles looked on as Willow pressed a few buttons on the device built in to the console. He frowned as the machine made a few beeps and a digital compass appeared on the LCD screen.

"There," Willow said and looked at the compass. "Turn 15 degrees north and we’ll be right on track."

"What is that thing?" Giles asked as he made the course correction.

"Navigation computer," she explained. "It gets its data from a global positioning satellite in orbit around the Earth. I told it where we want to go and it shows you how to get there on the screen. And if we maintain our current speed, we should be there in two hours."

Giles handed her the mangled chart. "Whatever happened to the romance of a sextant and a needle compass?"

"It’s a new age, buddy," Robin said, shrugging his shoulders.

"I’m sorry, but all I need is a tall ship and a star to steer her by," Giles stubbornly quoted.

Willow laughed softly, "Well, for now could you just please stick to the nav-comp so we get there?"

"Bloody technology," Giles mumbled as Robin and Willow stifled a chuckle.

  

Fade In
Int.
Galley – Lake Erie - Moments later 
 

Willow took seat next to Kennedy and put her arm around the stiff Slayer’s shoulder, leaning her head close to the brunette’s. Kennedy continued to stare out the window.

"Ken? Sweetie?" Willow asked. "What’s wrong? Seasick?"

Kennedy shrugged. "Nothing. I’m fine. You need anything?"

Willow gently turned Kennedy’s chin so her face was only an inch away. "Honey? What’s wrong?"

"I…" Kennedy sighed as she turned away again. "I don’t like the water."

Willow’s brow frowned. "Bad experience?" she asked.

Kennedy paused a moment and softly confessed. "…I can’t swim."

Willow blinked in surprise. "You can’t swim?"

Kennedy shook her head.

"But didn’t you tell me your house on Long Island had an indoor swimming pool?" Willow continued.

"Oh, sure," Kennedy said. "The house on Long Island. The house in New Mexico. The house in California…Every house I ever lived in had a pool or was on a beach. Champion swim teams at every Catholic boarding school I went to. Plenty of opportunities to learn. Just never did."

Willow paused a moment sizing up Kennedy’s story. "What happened?" Willow asked softly.

"My perceptive redheaded wonder." Kennedy smiled briefly before looking serious again. "I was around five years old, but I wandered away from the nanny one day and straight into the swimming pool. It was only luck that my little sister saw me fall in. Little creep laughed at me, but it was enough to get the nanny’s attention or else I would have drowned."

"Yeah, lucky," Willow agreed. "I take it even though you were little it made a lasting impression?"

"Yeah," Kennedy said, looking down in shame. "Kinda ironic, isn’t it? I can face down an army of uber-vamps, but get me near water and I turn into a baby."

"Hey," Willow said again tilting Kennedy’s face so she could look her in the eyes. "I’m the one with the irrational frog fear here. A-and no matter how much she tried, Tara never was able to get me near a horse. We all have fears. So, no shame, okay?"

"Okay," Kennedy said.

"Do me a favor though?" Willow asked and continued when Kennedy raised a questioning eyebrow. "Wear a life vest?"

"Willow!" Kennedy protested. "I’m not wearing a stupid life vest. Then everyone will know."

"So what?" Willow asked. "Faith will surely tease you about it, and Andrew’s sure to make a few dumb comments, but I think everyone will feel better if you wear one."

"I don’t know. I’ll just stay here; it’ll be okay."

"Ken, we’re near a Hellmouth. I spent all of my life on one. Believe me when I tell you that when it comes to Hellmouths, Murphy’s Law is in full effect. Please?"

Kennedy gave a pained smile. "Okay, but only for you."

"Thank you," Willow said and leaned in and gave her a lingering kiss.

Willow walked out and motioned to Faith. "Throw me that life vest would ya?" she asked.

"Gettin’ scared are we?" Faith smirked.

"Kennedy just confessed she can’t swim."

"What?" Robin asked, disbelieving what he heard. "And she came out here anyway?"

Willow just nodded before turning to Faith and motioning for the vest. "I don’t wanna take any chances. And I don’t want anyone saying anything negative, got it?" the redhead warned.

Faith grinned but instead of handing the vest to Willow she walked past her, carrying it to the galley.

"Faith," Willow said in a warning voice but that didn’t stop the brunette Slayer from finishing her journey. She paused in front of Kennedy with her smirk still firmly in place.

Kennedy looked up and sighed, reaching her hand out. "Go on. Say it. I’m a chicken."

Faith knelt down beside her and tossed the vest in Kennedy’s lap.[image: image24.jpg]



"A chicken would have faked a stomach ache before we set sail. Being here shows you’ve got guts. But not wearing this vest shows you’re incredibly stupid," Faith told her. "So don’t be dumb and put the vest on Brat."

Faith gave her wink and quietly left as Kennedy slipped it on with a grin.

  

Fade In
Ext.
Stern – Lake Erie - Noon 
 

Andrew was sitting in the fishing chair and listening to his Walkman. Faith and Robin were sitting across from each other, with Andrew between them, tossing a baseball back and forth over his head with no sign of the demon fish.

Andrew paused, took off the headset and said, "I could try the summing flute again."

"I told you," Faith warned. "You bring out the annoying bagpipes again and I’m tossing them overboard."

"They’re not bagpipes," Andrew said starting to explain. "It’s a mystical summoning device that…" Andrew trailed off seeing the aggravated look on Faith’s face. "will continue to stay in my duffle bag."

"Good answer," Faith told him.

Giles was keeping watch in the bow and Kennedy had finally ventured out from the galley and was sitting against the bulkhead in the stern where the rocking was a little less. An orange life vest was cinched tightly around her torso.

"Willow!" Andrew cried, jumping up from the chair. The baseball, which was in transit to Robin, bounced off the back of Andrew's head. "Ow!"

"Sorry dude," Faith shrugged. "Didn’t mean to hit you."

"What’s up?" Willow emerged from the galley where she had been working on her laptop.

"Look!" he pointed over the side while the other hand rubbed the back of his head.

A large shadow passed by the boat and then circled around. Giles emerged from the cabin and had to grab onto the doorframe as a shudder went through the boat.

"Dear lord!" Giles exclaimed. "What was that?"

Only Kennedy stayed back as the rest looked at the shadow.

"I think it’s one of Mrs. Tapman’s catfish," Robin said quietly.

"Holy crap…excuse me," Andrew said with a blush at his outburst.

The whiskers were clearly visible as the large head cleared the water one last time and then sounded into the depths.

"Hey guys…listen," Kennedy said and turned the volume up on the portable radio.

"…owner of the marina had been reported missing three days ago by his wife and was not heard from until this morning when he was picked up by a barge on its way to Sandusky." Willow’s eyes grew wide as a new voice emerged from the radio.

"Yeah, was one of them giant cats," a nasal drawl said. "Swamped the boat and left me adrift. Glad I’m home, though."

"I’ll be! She was right. He was too ornery." Willow smiled.

Robin laughed, "Good for you, Harold."

"Well, then," Giles sighed, "I think we’ve solved the mystery. No response to Andrew’s summoning, the extremely large fish we just witnessed and Mr. Tapman’s miraculous survival all clearly point to natural, rather than supernatural, phenomenon."

"Well, this was a colossal waste of time," Faith grumbled. "Enjoyed the sun, but could have done without the seasickness."

"Oh!" Andrew piped up. "I have Dramamine in my bag."

"Now you tell us?" Faith accused.

"Oops," Andrew shrugged.

"Giles, I think it’s time we headed home," Willow said.

"Agreed," Giles said and turned to Robin. "I believe it’s your turn?"

Robin looked gleeful and began to climb the ladder when a loud splash sounded nearby.

"What was that?" Kennedy asked, finally moving away from the bulkhead.

At first it appeared that the catfish had returned, but then it rolled over and they could see it had been bitten cleanly in half, dark blood coloring the water behind it. As the corpse of the fish sunk below the surface, an even bigger shadow passed under the boat, tilting it to starboard and knocking nearly everyone off their feet.

"Okay, this is nice and scary," Willow said, grabbing Kennedy’s hand who helped steady her.

"That wasn’t a catfish," Kennedy said. "Whatever ate that big fish has to be..."

"A bigger fish," Robin finished.

Kennedy just nodded and continued to look in the water.

Andrew kneeled on the side of the boat, looking overboard and pointed at the large shape that surfaced slightly about twenty yards from them "Did you guys see that! It’s Bessie! Oh God! We’re gonna die!"

"Funny," Willow commented nervously. "She looked much more cute and harmless in that cartoon on that web site. A-and not so scaley," she added.[image: image25.jpg]



"Oh God!" Andrew continued, "She’s gonna bite off the back of the boat and swallow Giles like he’s ‘Orca’ Captain Robert Shaw!"

Giles turned to Andrew and sighed. "Ohhhh…shut up."

"Not helping!" Willow shouted at Andrew. "Everybody! Just stay calm!" she added.

The shape surfaced again but higher this time and landed back in the water with a tremendous splash. The wave kicked up from the creature headed straight towards the boat.

"We’re gonna be swamped!" Robin cried and pulled Faith away from the side.[image: image26.jpg]



Willow put up a hand and muttered a quick incantation as the boat began to rock. A blue wave of power flashed out and crashed against the threatening wave. Although lessened, the wave continued on, sweeping over the boat. Willow, Andrew and Giles all managed to grab handholds, but Kennedy’s grasping hands only met air and water and she was washed over the side. 

"Kennedy!" Willow screamed out.
 

End of Act Three
Act Four
  

Fade In
Ext.
Stern – Lake Erie - Afternoon 

 

"Kennedy!" Willow said rushing to the side. "Oh goddess!"

A few moments later, Kennedy’s dark head bobbed up to the surface, the life vest providing buoyancy.

"It’s coming again!" Andrew yelled pointing.

"Oh goddess," Willow repeated. The redhead began to pull off her soaked jacket, but was stopped by Faith.

"I’ll get her," the Slayer said and with a quick leap, jumped on the gunwale and dove over the side.

"Faith, no! I’ll use…" Willow shouted. "Magic," she finished yet knowing her words were useless as Faith broke the water's surface.

Faith was now in the water, both arms pumping furiously as she swam towards Kennedy and against the current the beast had created. 

"Hang on! It’s coming around again!" Andrew yelled as the creature passed under the boat again. This time when it passed, bumping and scraping along the bottom, it headed straight for Faith and Kennedy.[image: image27.jpg]



They could see it was approximately thirty feet long, its back covered in metallic looking scales with giant flippers that ended in hooked claws. The one close-up view was enough to tell them it was not of Earth. 

"Must be a sea demon of some kind," Giles speculated. Willow glanced at him with a wide-eyed stare. "Probably slipped through here from another dimension."

"Can we save my girlfriend first and put the intellectual discussion on hold?" Willow yelled.

"Of course," he said slightly embarrassed.

The group on the boat watched anxiously as Faith finally reached Kennedy and began to pull her back towards the boat. But suddenly the creature rushed by the boat again, the wake of its passing slamming the Slayers into the side of the boat and once again knocking those on board off their feet.

"A little help here!" Faith called out.

Picking herself off the deck, Willow began an incantation. Closing her eyes, she raised both hands. As she did, both slayers were lifted out of the water and dumped unceremoniously on the deck. Willow’s chanting ended and she collapsed in the fishing chair, her breathing heavy.

Kennedy seemed to be bringing up buckets of lake water from her mouth and nose, but eventually her lungs cleared and she was able to catch her breath.

"Thanks," she croaked to Faith.

"Don’t mention it, Brat," Faith said. "But you are going to learn to swim. That’s an order, got it?"

"Good luck," Kennedy said.

"Are you okay?" Willow asked, looking into Kennedy’s eyes.

"Yeah," the Slayer said. "Nice spell."

"No problem," Willow replied. "Giles! Get us out of here. Now!"

"Right," he said and raced up the ladder.

Faith helped Kennedy off the deck as the engine began to crank. After a few tries it was obvious it was not going to start.

"I think it’s flooded," Giles called down.

"Oh gods," Andrew said, panic evident in his voice. "Willow! Do something!"

"What would you suggest I do?" she asked clearly agitated.

"Levitate us back to shore!"

"What?" Willow said, her mouth hanging open.

"Just like you did Faith and Kennedy," Andrew said before looking back out across the water. "Wait! It’s swimming away. It’s going home!" he said pointing.

The creature was heading further out on the horizon but they watched as it doubled back towards the boat again, this time coming for the stern.

"It could just skip that part and come straight here," Kennedy said pointing. "Smart demon. It’s building up speed," she added as she started to search the cargo chests.

Andrew backed up until he was pressed against the bulkhead to the cabin. "Willow! Come on! Get us to shore!"[image: image28.jpg]



"Andrew," she began, "Levitating an entire boat is not like levitating two people. It’s totally different."

"Size matters not," he argued. "It’s only different in your mind."

"I’m not Luke Skywalker and you are NOT Master Yoda!" she hissed.

"Oh yeah?" Andrew counted.

"Yeah," Willow retorted. "For starters, Yoda’s a green, wrinkly ass-kicker and way more cooler than you’ll ever be."

He harrumphed but didn’t get a chance to reply.

"Andrew," Kennedy said, cutting him short. "If you have nothing useful to add, shut up. Faith, help me find the weapons."

Both Slayers began rummaging through the bag Kennedy pulled out as the creature bearing down on them gaining more momentum by the second.

"Andrew," Giles said after he came back down from the bridge. "If this is a sea demon, is there any way we can kill it?"

Andrew looked blankly at Giles a moment as if deciding whether or not to panic some more. Then he appeared to think.

"Well, Mr. Giles," he began. "Those scales look pretty impenetrable, but I think the underside might be more vulnerable. If someone can get underneath it we might be able to do some damage."

The wake pushed ahead by the demon washed over the side of the stern. Faith grabbed the weapons bag in one hand and held on to Kennedy with the other. Everyone else grabbed something for support as the creature’s head slammed into the stern with a sickening crunch of wood as the dive platform shattered. A second later the entire stern buckled under the force. As the creature dived under the boat, they could again hear the scrape of the scales along the hull.

"Think it’s safe to say we just lost our security deposit," Faith quipped.

"We can’t take much more of this," Robin said seriously. "We’ve got to do something."

"Right," Faith said as she strapped a Bowie knife to her thigh, getting back to business. "Will, can you work some mojo on it long enough for me to get a handhold on it?"

"I can try," Willow said.

"Do," Andrew quoted. "Or do not. There is no try."

"Shut up, Andrew!" Giles said and lightly smacked him across the back of the head.

"Ow!"

"Here it comes again," Faith said. "Ready Will?"

"Yeah," the witch said, taking her place next to the Slayer staring at the demon. This time it approached them from the port side, intent on smashing a hole and scuttling the boat.

Willow began chanting again, her eyes narrowing as she watched the approaching demon. Finally she held up her hand and yelled "Contineo!"

The demon came to a dead stop in the water five feet from the boat, almost as if it had hit an invisible barrier. Faith took two steps back and then ran forward, leaping over the transom, through the air and onto its back. The demon buckled against the spell for a moment, letting out an angry screech that split the air. Faith straddled its body and grabbed for its flippers as it arched its back trying to shake her off.[image: image29.jpg]



"Yee haw!" the Slayer yelled gleefully as the creature continued to buck. As its head rose up out of the water, Faith let go of one flipper and grabbed for the knife. With a smooth move she slid around to its underside and sliced deeply along its throat. Foul green-colored blood spilled all over her and splashed into the water. With a smooth move, the creature dropped on top of Faith and dived under the water.

Everyone, including Kennedy, rushed to the side of the boat, looking at the roiling water where the demon had disappeared. More green blood and muddy water boiled up to the surface, but there was no sign of Faith.

"Come on, baby," Robin whispered, his expression hard, but hopeful.

An eternity seemed to pass without a sign of the Slayer. The water calmed with only a few ripples remaining from the struggle. The silence after the noise of the battle began to weigh on them.

"That’s it," Robin said and grabbed the side of the boat intent on vaulting over the side. Giles and Kennedy both grabbed him, preventing him from moving.

At that moment, Faith’s head broke the surface and she pulled in a great lungful of air. She swam to the boat and several pairs of hands lifted her into it.

"It’s slayed?" Willow asked once Faith was on board.

"Slayed and flayed," Faith replied, dripping and smiling happily.

"Good job, Faith," Giles said. "I’m gonna try to get this boat started. Can you give me a hand, Andrew?"

"Sure, Mr. Giles," the young man replied and they both headed into the cabin.

Willow and Kennedy moved off leaving Robin and Faith sitting in the damaged stern.

"Good thing my mother was a slayer," he said to his lover.

"Why’s that?" Faith asked with a smirk.

"If not, I think the stress of living with you would kill me," he said, tenderly wiping her wet hair away from her forehead.

"Nobody said it was going to be easy, big guy," she said, leaning into his touch, her eyes closing.

"But it doesn’t always have to be stressful, you know," he said. "I’d like to take you out to dinner if that’s alright with you?"
Faith opened her eyes and smiled, looking into his warm brown ones. "Sure. I’d like that. It’s a date?"

"It’s a date," he affirmed.

"But no seafood," she added with a smirk.

Robin grinned and nodded once. "That goes without saying."

  

Fade In
Int.
Watcher’s Council – Foyer - Evening
Cleveland 
 

Wet, weary and generally exhausted, the valiant fishing expedition trudged into the Council’s headquarters to the wide-eyed astonishment of Rona and the other Slayers.

"Let me guess. It was this big…" Rona held her arms about three feet apart, "But it got away."

"More like ten times that size," Kennedy said. "And it didn’t get away. Faith slew it."

"Great!" Rona said. "We were just about to head out for patrol."

"Give me a minute to get changed," Kennedy said. "I’ll go with you."

"We can handle it," Rona protested.

"I know you can," Kennedy said. "But after my uselessness today, I feel the incredible need to slay things. Pity the poor vamps that get in my way tonight."

Willow watched Kennedy disappear up the stairs and shrugged.

"You coming too?" Vi turned to Faith.

"Nope," Faith said. "I’ve got a date tonight. You girls stay safe and have fun. I’ll be back on the job tomorrow night."

Vi and Rona led the girls off to get weapons while the others followed Kennedy upstairs to change.

  

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council – Main Dining Hall - Next Morning
Cleveland 
 

Andrew put a pot of tea before Giles and a thermos of coffee on the table in front of Willow before taking a seat and picking up his cereal spoon.

"Faith and Mr. Wood must have had a good time last night," Andrew remarked staring into his bowl. "Faith’s usually the first one down for breakfast in the morning."

Kennedy smirked. "I think after slaying that huge demon yesterday she probably killed poor Robin."

"Kennedy," Giles admonished. "That’s their business. You just stick with you and er…"

Willow gave him a questioning look. "Gonna finish that sentence sometime this century, Giles?"

"Er, never mind," he said, then changed the subject. "Anything interesting in your morning reports?"

Willow opened the file folder and pulled a sheet of paper from it. "Oh look. The preliminary police report said the corpse of a giant eel was found washed ashore early this morning. They’re waiting for the university’s marine biology department to collect it for study."

"Interesting," Giles said.

"That wasn’t a giant eel!" Andrew said.

"No, but I suspect the Cleveland authorities will prove to be as blind to the truth as those of Sunnydale." Giles picked up another piece of toast and began to butter it. "Makes our job that much easier I suppose."

Willow nodded. "Easier in some ways, but I wouldn’t be surprised if someone else out there knew what was going on."
Giles took a bite of his toast. Andrew shrugged and went back to his cereal and Kennedy gave Willow a kiss and headed off to get the day’s training started.

From outside the window, unseen by the Watchers, a round-headed creature with a smooth, elongated neck pushed above the surface. It took a quick look around and then submerged again under on the placid water’s surface, making a small ripple.

 

 

Fade to Black
End of Lake Eerie
 

