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Teaser

Fade In
INT.
Watcher’s Council – Day
Cleveland 
Standing in the kitchen doorway, everyone’s attention turned to Andrew.[image: image1.jpg]


 Standing tall, wearing his kitchen attire, complete with apron and oven mitts, he proudly announced, "Soups on!"

As Faith and Wood walked past, Andrew noticed the keys in Faith’s hand.

"You can’t leave yet," he told them. "I even used a special recipe I found on the New Hope message board. It didn’t really have anything to do with Star Wars, so I don’t even know why it was there, actually. But it did look really good so I decided to try it and..."

His blabbering was cut short by Faith, "Sorry Mr. Mom, goin’ home to Boston to pick up a Slayer."

"And I’m sure Faith is gonna take some time to show me around her old hometown, right?" Wood stated as he looked from Andrew to Faith.

"Oh yeah, baby. You’re gonna love the Boston experience, no doubt," Faith assured with a smile.

As the two walked out the door, Andrew turned his attention to Willow. "What about you Willow? I know you’d like some of my specialty breakfast goodness."

"Ah, sorry, I really don’t have time right now. I just got into the police department’s database and it looks like there’s a nest of vamps somewhere near here. Just a little more work and I should have the location of their lair," Willow absently commented as she headed to the refrigerator pouring a glass of juice.

"Oh, well done," Giles quickly complimented Willow as he walked briskly to the door to greet the new carpenter contracted to help with the building’s renovations.

Just then, Andrew noticed Kennedy walking by him. "Oh hey, breakfast is ready. The most important meal of the day, one of the most important needs of a Slayer," he said with an unsure smile, hoping to get at least one person to try his meal and running out of prospects quickly.[image: image2.jpg]



"Umm, no. I’m gonna spend the morning training with the girls so there’s no time," Kennedy said as she gave Willow a quick kiss before heading out.

Sighing, Andrew stomped deeper into the kitchen mumbling. As Giles opened the door for the new carpenter, he met the man with a smile. "Ah, hello. I’m Rupert Giles, you must be Hank Malloy, I presume?"

"Yes sir, that’s me. I never thought I’d see this old building again. Always thought they’d just tear it down," Hank said.

“You were here before?” Giles politely questioned. 
“Oh yeah, I was here a few years ago working on some odds and ends, ” Hank offered. 
“Ah, right then. Shall we go to the dining room for coffee?” Giles said, leaving the issue at hand. “I can show you the plans we had in mind.” 
“Sure. Sounds great.” 
“Good, right this way,” Giles said as he led Hank to the dining area. 

When the two men entered the dining room, they found Andrew shoveling eggs into his mouth, looking upset and dejected with his nicely prepared meal. Unaware of their presence Andrew spoke out loud to himself and Giles motioned Mallory to be quiet with a finger over his own lips.

"Why thank you Andrew, this is so thoughtful," Andrew said out loud in a high pitched voice, a bad impression of Kennedy or Willow before adding, "Oh, eggs. My favorite, thanks Dude!" he said after another bite, in a deeper female voice that Giles guessed was supposed to have been Faith. Giles held back a snort as he continued to listen. "Ah, bacon. Yes, this is quite thoughtful of you Andrew. Your work is not unappreciated," he continued in a bad British accent.

Giles cleared his throat and Andrew looked up from his plate. Not knowing how much of the show Giles caught, he immediately began back peddling, just to be on the safe side.

"Oh! Mr. Giles, I uh, I didn’t know you – you were there."

"Obviously," Giles said walking in further with Mallory and grabbing a piece of bacon. "Um, your work is not unappreciated," he mimicked in the tone Andrew had just used.

Andrew blushed. "I was just, ah, just finishing my breakfast. You know, most important meal of the day," he said as he got up from his chair. "I’ll just uh, I’ll go now."

Giles had a grin as he watched Andrew depart. After he was gone he causally turned to Mallory who was still smiling from Andrew’s antics.

"Cream or sugar?" Giles asked casually holding up the coffee pot.
Cut to
INT
London street – Day
England 

London 2002 

The blonde woman looked out the taxi window as she neared her destination.[image: image3.jpg]


 She barely blinked her hazel eyes, which showed circles from nearly no sleep. In her arms she clutched a satchel, one that looked larger than it really was simply because she herself was a bit petite. When tallied with her youth, she almost looked like a college student suffering from jetlag. 
The stately neighborhood was encased in red brick and ivy-clung walls. Nearly a third of the buildings in the area had domes, and almost all looked as if they’d first gone up during Victoria’s reign. The area looked respectable, trustworthy, even a little royal. The few protective gargoyles about were lions or angels. No demons or fantastical beasts were allowed, or at least discouraged. 
Silently, the young woman slid out of the cab. Then she paid her fare. 
“Keep the change,” she told the driver. 
His eyes lit up. “Thank you! You have a wonderful day, Miss.” 
The tip was generous, if not lavish. Waiting until he was well out of sight she turned and made her way on foot with the satchel handle held tight. 
At last, she turned a corner and stopped. Half a block away it stood, a five-story building that looked as if it might house a small university or a medium-sized law firm. The gate surrounding the structure looked antique, although in sturdy condition. 
On the gate was a large coat of arms, freshly painted. The shield showed a sleeping lion, and above it three ravens. Below that was a scroll bearing words in Latin: 
PER EXPEDIA, VICTUS! 

“From Knowledge, Victory,” the woman said softly, translating the words out loud. 
Clutching the satchel handle even tighter, she took one step forward and froze. 
Cannon fire, or what sounded like it, echoed off all the surrounding buildings. Her ears popped. With the huge noise came a bright orange light, followed by hot wind. Glass shattered in every direction and rained down, along with concrete, brick, timbers and ash. Instinctively, she clutched the satchel and ran. [image: image4.jpg]



Debris pelted her body as she raced for cover. Spotting a cargo bay of a nearby building she dove inside, narrowly avoiding what looked like a huge chunk of concrete as it crashed to earth. The leap and the debris impact knocked her to the ground. Workers inside helped her to her feet, dusting her off and checking her for injuries. 
“What the bloody hell was that? You okay, luv?” one asked. 
The young woman didn’t respond. She looked back out to see the object that nearly crushed her wasn’t concrete at all. It was a piece of burning wood, part of a very large, very sturdy bookcase. 
Next came the sound of agonizing and fearful screams. Slowly she walked to the edge of the bay. She felt her eyes grow wet and she clutched the handle of her satchel once more.[image: image5.jpg]


 
She heard someone yelling but her ears still rang, making it difficult to hear the muffled voices. Regardless, she didn’t react, but kept staring at the burning wreck of what had once been a building of size and grandeur.

A rugged looking man appeared and began to tug at her arm. "Come on, then! We gotta get clear! Miss? Miss?" The woman just had a blank stare.
Cut to
INT
London Watcher’s Council – Present Day
London, England 
The same blank stare held on her face. The voice calling her changed however. "Miss? Miss?" It was no longer masculine and muffled, but feminine and quite clear. "Miss Allister? Are you quite yourself?"

With a tiny shake of her head and several blinks the young woman looked across the reception area. No debris here. No smell of burning wood and rubber. No sirens. She was seated, not standing. Her hair was clean, not soot-filled and grimy. Under her feet was expensive burgundy-colored carpeting rather than oil-stained concrete.[image: image6.jpg]



"Miss Allister?" the secretary said again with just a hint of impatience.

"Sorry. Just thinking."

"Mr. Tyrell will see you now," the secretary stated.

"Thank you."

Miss Allister nodded politely and took a deep breath. Picking her satchel up and keeping it close at hand, she slipped through a heavy cherry wood door closing it behind her.
Act One
Fade In
INT.
Willow’s Coven Room – Night
Cleveland
“Oh, hey. Isn’t it kinda late for you to be out alone? You should be home in bed.[image: image7.jpg]


 There’s school tomorrow, isn’t there?” Willow asked the small child, a boy of about eight years old, standing before her. Catching a glimpse of herself in the mirror, she touched the tips of her short hair wondering when she had cut it again. With a shake of her head to regain focus, she looked at the boy. 
After no response, only a blank stare, Willow took a step forward and crouched down in front of the child. 
“Are you alright? Are you lost?” she asked with genuine concern for the child in front of her. “Where are your parents? Do you want me to call them for you?” Still, no answer. 
He stood there, very still, as he continued to make eye contact with Willow. She noticed his brown eyes seemed dull and lifeless. He hadn’t moved an inch since she’d first seen him and his facial expression was blank. She looked up behind him to see a balding man with round reading glasses holding a serving plate filled with various cheeses. “Dairy builds strong bones,” the man muttered. Willow ignored him and turned her attention back to the child before her. 
Just then, she reached out to the mute boy. The witch listened closely when the child opened his mouth to speak. She heard the boy whisper to her, “Must hide it. Cannot let him find it.” 
Willow looked at the child with questioning eyes, her confusion obvious. 
“Find what?” 
The young boy darted past her and out the door, letting out an agonizing scream as he ran. 
Cut to
INT.
Slayer’s Training Room – Night
Cleveland 

Kennedy was nearing the end of her training session and jumped slightly when she saw a small girl of about eight years old standing silently behind her. 
“Oh geeze! You scared me,” she said before adding, “Who are you?” 
Kennedy stood there, first taking off the boxing gloves and then taking a drink of water, waiting for the child to answer her. 
“Okay, what are you doing here? I’ve never seen you around before. Do the others know you’re--” She was cut short by the small girl interrupting her. 
“You must hide it. Do not let him find it.” 
The young slayer stood there for a moment before she replied. “What’s that supposed to mean?” Kennedy asked, clearly confused by the girl’s riddle. 
The child turned and darted out the door. Seconds later, Kennedy heard a loud, painful scream. 
Cut to
INT.
Slayer’s Kitchen – Night
Cleveland
Faith was in the kitchen getting a midnight snack when she shut the refrigerator door and turned to the island. She saw a young boy sitting at the table, seemingly waiting for her to finish her late night sandwich run. 
“Whoa, where’d you come from, Sport?” she asked as she took a bite of her food. She heard another voice behind her. 
“Don’t forget the Swiss.” 
She turned to see a man holding a serving plate filled with various cheeses. 
“It’s cool, Dude,” she told him. “I’m all set.” 
She turned back to the child. “Okay, not big on the talking thing, are ya? What’s your name?” Still no reply. She put her hand on her hip. “Look kid, who let you in here? Was it Giles? I need to go have a talk with him. He didn’t tell me we were expecting...” 

“Must hide it. Can’t let him find it,” the small boy interrupted her. 
“What are you talking about?” she asked the child. He screamed as loud as he could, then jolted up and ran from the room. Faith shrugged and continued eating her sandwich. 
Cut to
INT.
Watchers Council Study – Night
Cleveland

Giles was researching something in one of his books when he noticed something out of the corner of his eye. He turned slightly to see a small girl standing at his side. “Oh, hello. I didn’t hear you come in,” Giles said to the small girl. “May I help you with something?” he asked. 
The child stood still,  emotionless. 
“Oh, I- I’m sorry, where are my manners? I’m Rupert Giles. I’m a watcher,” he said as he crouched down face to face with the child. 
“Cannot let him find it,” the small girl replied. 
“Pardon? Find what?” the watcher asked. 
The small child just turned and zipped away, letting out a loud scream as she did so. 
Cut to
INT.
Watchers Council Library – Night
Cleveland
Wood was looking at some maps and going over the plan to pick up new slayers when a small boy standing in front of him caught his attention. 
“Oh, hi there. What’s your name, little guy?” he asked the child politely, so he wouldn’t scare him away. After not receiving an answer he said, “I’m Robin,” as he reached out to shake the small child’s hand. After getting no response and no movement from the boy, he continued, “Are you here with someone? Your parents?” 
“Must hide it. Can’t let him find it.” The boy promptly ran out startling Wood with a loud, shrill scream. 
Cut to
INT.
Andrew's Media Room - Night
Cleveland

“Let’s see... I have the first six seasons of the X-Files. I never got seven because I thought it was lacking in merit, you know? Oh! And as well as the first six seasons I also have the 1998 theatrical release X-Files ‘Flight of the Future’,” Andrew said as he held up the DVD of each item he mentioned in his overloaded arms. The small girl sat there staring blankly at him, “Oh, okay, well, I guess I could just pick one for us to watch... if you don’t want to,” he said. "How about the 'Big Blue' episode? That's one of my favorites and I don't think it's too scary for you but I'll warn you now - Scully's dog gets eaten. But don't worry," he added quickly, "it doesn't happen on camera." 
The standard FBI warning at the start of the disc came up on the TV and Andrew turned to the small girl, “So, what’s your name? I’m Andrew.”

“Must not let him find it.” 

“Huh? Who?”   
The girl ran away screaming, leaving Andrew puzzled. 
“Hey! What about the DVD?” he yelled to the child as he threw himself down on the couch, crossed his arms and mumbled, “Goofy Slayers.” 
Fade To
INT
Watcher’s Council – Day
Cleveland 
Willow and Kennedy walked into the dining room seeing Giles, Faith and Wood[image: image8.jpg]


 already there. As they took their seats, Andrew came in with their breakfast. 
“So, how is everyone this fine morning?” he asked as he set the plates down on the table, happy that they were eating this morning. 
“Oh, fine, thank you,” Giles said with a smile as he watched Andrew serve their meal. Giles then looked down the table at everyone else. “Looks wonderful doesn’t it?” he added, prompting the others for a compliment. 
Willow, the first to pick up on the hint, quickly commented, “Oh, look! Eggs... my favorite,” she then smiled at Andrew. 
“Please,” Andrew started. “Don’t patronize me.” 
“I’m not being partronizy,” Willow countered. “It really does look good a-and yes, Giles mentioned you were feeling a little under appreciated,” she added with a brief pause. “But we really do need your help. So we’re sorry if you feel overlooked,” she added sincerely. 
“Apology accepted,” Andrew nodded with a smile. “So how was your trip?” he questioned Faith and Wood across from him. 
“Very good,” Wood told him. “We’ve got a Slayer from Boston coming in this week and a potential Watcher from New Jersey, too. Looks like we’ll be making a run out West next week.” 
“Very cool,” Andrew complimented. “And Mr. Giles, how are you doing? I heard you up in the study pacing last night.” 
“Sorry if I woke you,” Giles told him. 
“Nah, I was already up.” 
“Well, I didn’t sleep very well,” Giles told him. “Figured I’d dig out some old texts.” 
“Me neither,” Willow added. “Kinda restless.” 
“I know what you guys mean,” Andrew told them. “I had the strangest dream last night,” he casually continued as he himself sat down to eat. The group prepared themselves to be thrown into boredom. “I was standing in front of the TV getting ready to watch my X-Files DVDs. I didn’t care for season 7, so I didn’t get it. But I do have the first six seasons, including the 1998 theatrical release-.” 
His rambling was stopped by Faith. “Cut to the chase already.” 
After a slight pause and casting an indignant look her way, Andrew picked up the rest of his story. “Anyway,” he continued, “there was this little girl sitting on the couch and I naturally thought she was a new Slayer. So we were deciding what to watch. But she never said a word, so I told her I’d choose for us. I asked her name and she still didn’t say anything. Then she said-.” 
“‘Don’t let him find it’ or something like that?” Willow offered. 
“Yeaaaaah,” Andrew agreed with a nod. “You had the same dream?” 
“Whoa, me too,” Faith chimed in before Willow could answer. “But mine was a little boy, not a girl,” Faith told them. “Anybody else have the same or are we just the psycho squad?” 
“Well, I had a similar dream also about a small girl,” Giles told the group. He looked at Kennedy and Wood and questioned, “Did you two have this dream?” 
They both nodded as well. Willow picked up her pen and started to make some notes on the pad next to her. 
“Yeah, a young girl,” Kennedy told her. “I thought maybe she was a Slayer. We’ve got so many girls flocking this way now. It just felt natural to see a girl in the training room so I didn’t think anything of it.” 
“Mine was about a boy, not a girl,” Wood answered. “And yeah, he said something that rhymed.” Robin paused as if trying to remember. “Must hide it. Can’t let him find it,” he told them snapping his fingers  
“This has to mean something,” Willow said, “I think we should look into it,” she said as she looked at Giles. 
“Ah yes, I agree. We may find something useful,” he told her as he nodded. 
“Come give me a hand, Andrew, after you clean up,” Willow said as she got up from the table taking her juice in one hand and juggling her plate and notepad with the other. 
“Sure thing, Willow,” he replied enthusiastically. 
“It’s the simple things that amuse him,” Kennedy quipped to Faith who just smiled. 
Willow noticed Hank walking towards the dining room as she departed and politely nodded while adding, “Good morning.” 
“Mornin’,” he replied as he continued to walk past her to find Giles. Reaching the dining room, he greeted Giles with a handshake. “Good morning, Mr. Giles.”

“Oh, Mr. Malloy, good morning.” 
Looking at the rest of the table’s occupants, Giles introduced them. “This is Faith, Mr. Wood, Kennedy and Andrew, whom you met yesterday,” he said with a smile as each person gave a polite smile and nod when Giles spoke their name. 
“Well, it’s good to meet you all,” Hank said with a smile of his own. 
Andrew casually mentioned, “Yeah, I think we were really lucky to find someone who had worked on this building before. It helps to know the place a little better, huh?" 
“Yep, sure does. I’m glad I get to work here again – this is such a great building. You've already done so much in such a short amount of time,” Hank remarked. 
"Well," Giles began. "Our budget allowed us to hire crews to work 3 shifts." 
"Well I'm glad to help put the finishing touches in place." Hank smiled as he turned to walk out and begin his carpentry work upstairs. 
Leaving the others to finish their meal, Giles quietly got up and joined Willow at her computer. 
“Ah, I wanted to ask you if you’ve narrowed down where the vampires’ lair may be,” he said as he sat down at her side. 
Looking up from her computer, Willow informed him, “Actually, there’s a program I still need to use on the data. It’s gonna take a little time to get it all figured out.” 
“Oh, right then. I think we should make that our first priority. It is a known threat that needs to be taken care of as soon as possible.” 
“Okay, I’m on it. I should have something in a while. After breakfast have everyone come by, I want to get a few more descriptions of everyone’s dream.” 
“Becoming a Freudian?” he teased. 
“Sometimes a cigar is just a cigar,” she answered with a grin. “But all of us having the same dream? It’s worth a little examination.” 
Cut to
EXT
Street outside the Council – Day
Cleveland 
Everyone inside the new council was busily going about their daily lives, too busy to notice the black van parked across the street. To a normal passer-by, there appeared to be no occupants. [image: image9.jpg]



But inside the vehicle a group of three men gathered around small television screens, wearing headphones, with a mass of control panels and buttons in front of them. On the screens they saw everything that was happening with the council. One screen even showed the mail being delivered, just as it had been in the days since they’d arrived. 
Cut to
INT
Watcher’s Council-Later that day
Cleveland 
“Hey,” Kennedy said as she walked up behind Willow, wrapping her arms around Willow’s shoulders, hugging her from behind. 
“Hey, leaving already?” Willow asked, just as Kennedy bent down to share a kiss.

“Yeah, the sun’s gonna set in about an hour. We don’t wanna waste any more time than we have to. Might as well get started early,” Kennedy explained as the others came into the room, Vi leading the way. “Get anywhere on the search?” Kennedy asked. 
“Yeah, I got the vamps narrowed down to a sewer drain. Seems that’s the undead’s main route in Cleveland, too. Now I’m working on the whole weird dream thing. There’s really not a lot to go on,” Willow said with a far away sound in her voice as she looked back at her screen. 

“Well, Faith is staying behind tonight so the Council Building isn’t unwatched, pardon the pun.” 
“Ha. Ha,” Willow answered with a grin. 
“Hey! We don’t need another ‘I’m an evil vamp now, let me in’ incident,” Kennedy explained. “Any more frantic calls from the headquarters on my walkie-talkie might give me a heart condition.” 
“We’ll be fine,” Willow reassured her. 
“With Faith here I believe it but just in case,” she smirked, “Vi’s with me and Rona’s leading the second team out tonight. So call if you need us.” 
“Will do,” Willow answered, leaning up for another kiss, which Kennedy was happy to bestow. “Maybe when you get back I’ll have more info than references from ‘The Interpretation of Dreams’.” 
Giles was quietly standing in the doorway watching the exchange with concern in his eyes. “You can do it,” Kennedy said confidently. “I’ll be back soon,” she added and then led the teams out into the night. 
Once the Slayers were gone, Giles slowly walked into the room to join Willow at the computer. “Um, i-is something the matter? You seem a bit distracted this evening,” he asked, concern showing on his face. 
“What makes you say that?” Willow said with a sad smile as she turned from the computer screen to face him. 
“Well, after 7 years I can tell when something’s upsetting you. Is it about your Watcher’s duties? I know we haven’t had much time to begin training but I promise once we-.” [image: image10.jpg]bl
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“No, it’s not that,” she said as she opened a drawer in the desk and handed him a postcard. 
As he held it up to look at it, he saw the name Xander written on it. He looked up from the card and questioned. “From Mr. Harris?” he asked with a smile as he began to read it. 
“Yeah. I got it this morning after breakfast. I’m just worried about him being out there all alone, Giles. I don’t know where he is. I don’t know how he is. A-and I know he’s got plenty of money but I don’t know how he’s, you know, surviving. It’s just...I wish there was more that I could do for him. I guess I feel kinda helpless, you know?” Willow explained as he handed the card back to her. “He disconnected his cell phone number so I can’t even call him.” 
“Well, he doesn’t sound too terrible. He’s always wanted to travel through some national and state parks.” 
“It’s not what he’s saying that worries me,” Willow answered. “It’s what he’s NOT saying. Read it again and tell me if that sounds like the Xander we know."
Giles looked at the card again and handed it back to her. “I see,” Giles said as he took off his glasses. “No cheerful Xander-speak. Is that what you mean?” 
Willow nodded. “He just doesn’t seem to be himself. I mean, I know after losing his eye and Anya and well, everything, he’s been despondent. And I respect that he was honest and said he couldn’t take up our fight. The hard part is not being able to help, especially after he did so much for me after Tara’s death.” 
“Well, perhaps we could call Buffy? See if she can reach him or knows of his whereabouts?” 
“Maybe…All I know is he says he’s fine and that the postcard reminded him of me, so that’s why he had to send it,” Willow said, smiling sadly at the postcard that pictured a goat on the front. “I remember the petting zoo we went to as kids,” she told him pointing at the picture. “Obviously he does too but…” 
“Do you think we should search for him – I mean a real search? We could find him and try to speak with him,” Giles suggested. 
“No, no. He left because he wanted space from all of this, to get away from it. I think we should respect him enough to at least give that to him,” Willow replied. 
“What about the healing spells you’ve been looking into?” Giles asked. 
“I’ve found a few, but only a couple of dark magic rituals that involve some kinda sacrifice. A-and we’re not talking the cute, fuzzy animal variety but human types. I’m willing to make certain sacrifices to try to help Xander but not ALL sacrifices, if you catch my drift?” 
“As you should,” Giles agreed. “But if you need my help Willow…” 
“I know where to find ya,” she said with a grin. “Third door upstairs on the right.” 
Giles handed her back the postcard and with a slight grin ran his hand down the back of her head affectionately, before patting her on the shoulder. 
Cut to
EXT
City Street – Night
Cleveland 
“I don’t understand why it’s been so quiet tonight,” Vi mentioned as she and the others patrolled the street. 
“Who knows,” Kennedy replied, “Usually when things are quiet, it means something’s about to go down. We should be ready for it.” 
Meanwhile, keeping a steady pace behind them, an unseen blonde followed their every move with a cross bow strapped to her back. Quietly following them, she watched their movements and listened to their conversations with keen awareness. 
“Hey, let’s check down there really quick. Then we’ll head back to the east side of the city,” Kennedy said, pointing to a manhole. 
The group headed down the ladder with the blonde still behind them, yet following far enough back to be detected. None of them noticed the black van that moved down the street. 
Cut to
INT
Watcher’s Council-Same Time
Cleveland 
“Huh, look at that. This city does have a bit of a past,” Willow said out loud, getting Giles’ attention. Leaning closer to the screen so she could see it better, she began to read the information to Giles as he put his book down and walked over to her. 

“There were six child murders last year. The chief suspect was a homeless man, Richard Malloy. He died from a fall off of the roof of this building last winter. No murders since then,” Willow said as she glanced up at Giles. 
“The homeless man our real estate agent mentioned,” Giles added. The two glanced at each other before she typed in another search. Suddenly, another screen came up. 
“Well then, it seems we’ve stumbled upon something quite interesting, doesn’t it?” Giles remarked as he pointed. 
“Sure is,” Willow told him. “According to the police records our repairman Hank and Richard are brothers – twins I’d say according to the photos here. Well, that just makes things more confusing and complicated than I prefer,” Willow said as she saved the newfound information to a disk. 
Cut to
INT
Sewer System -Night
Cleveland 
“Rachel! Look out!” Kennedy yelled as she turned to take out a vamp of her own. 
New recruit Rachel turned just in time to stake the vamp that was coming up from behind. The vampires awakened by the commotion in the sewer now descended on the small group of Slayers in their lair. 
Unnoticed by either group, their blonde observer watched everything happening in front [image: image11.jpg]


of her from the shadows. A slight grin played on her lips as she watched the melee as the Slayers began to take out vampire after vampire. Just then, something happened that caught her attention. 
“Hey! Behind you!” she yelled to Vi, who was battling two vampires in front of her as she raised her cross bow.   
Kennedy turned to the noise and watched the action unfold. She tried to battle her way to Vi's side to help but the demons continued to block her immediate path. Not bothering to stake them, Kennedy simply knocked them out of her way, to speed up her arrival to Vi. 
Busy with the vamps, Vi hadn’t seen the two undead who sneaked up behind her. She turned and quickly pushed her stake into one vamp, while the other one suddenly turned to dust. Not sure what happened, Vi looked where the shot came from to see the blonde was holding an empty crossbow and quickly tried reloading it after her last shot. 
The other vampires also noticed the stranger and headed straight for her. Unable to reload the crossbow in time, she was tackled to the ground with a loud thud as the battle raged on in the small tunnel. 
Leaning in, the demon taunted, “I haven’t had a good meal in a while. I’m gonna enjoy this.” 
The blonde shut her eyes and pushed him with all her might to keep him from biting her but he bore down on her slowly. Suddenly, she felt her hands thrust upward and she was covered in dust. She opened her eyes to see Kennedy standing over her, hands on her hips. [image: image12.jpg]



“Hi, who the hell are you?” Kennedy asked, offering her hand to the blonde. 
She looked around quickly and noticed that the battle was now over and the Slayers obviously victorious. 
“Rowena Allister,” she finally answered, coming to her feet. 
“Are you a Slayer?” Vi asked. “Because the headquarters aren’t far from here. You could follow us there if you’d like.”

“Oh,  no. I don’t slay unless I have to,” the blonde said with a slight grin, brushing the vamp dust off of her clothes. “I’m a Watcher.” 
Kennedy’s eyebrow arched as Vi’s jaw dropped. 
Act Two
Fade In
INT
Watcher's Council-Day
Cleveland 

After hearing a knock on the door, Willow walked over to answer it while Andrew stood behind her. 
In the doorway stood a well-dressed man with a serious expression upon his face. He introduced himself to Willow as he reached to shake her hand. 
"Hello. My name's Vincent DeVeer with the Watcher’s Council. I'm here about an issue regarding 200 million pounds that have come up missing."

Her eyes widened and she promptly let go of his hand. She turned to Andrew who had an equally surprised expression. Pursing her lips, Willow turned to Andrew and nodded behind her, sending him off to get Giles. Unspoken and understanding the silent request, he trotted off into the recesses of the building. 
"Oh ah, co-come on in. I’m Willow Rosenberg," Willow said as she stepped out of the way to give him room to enter the building. They began to walk over to the lounge area of the lobby. "Would you like something to drink? Or food? I can get ya something to eat if you'd like," she said with an unsure smile, trying hard to make the man comfortable. 
"Oh, no thank you. I'm fine. I was just wondering if we could get this little matter settled soon," he replied as he sat down on one of the area’s sofas. The respite was short lived as he saw Giles approaching and rose to meet him. 
"Hello. I'm Mr. Giles," the Watcher said as he walked over to where the man was sitting. Shaking his hand, Giles sat down across from DeVeer and motioned for him to do the same. "What exactly is it that we can help you with, Mr. DeVeer?" 
"I just told Ms. Rosenberg here, there's an issue to be settled. It seems several[image: image13.jpg]


 million pounds came up missing from one of two Swiss bank accounts and we're trying to figure out where it all went," the man said with a serious look. “Perhaps as a council member you can aid us in the search?” DeVeer added with a knowing smile as Giles remained calm. 
"Ah, yes. And...who exactly are 'we'?" Giles asked the man to explain himself more clearly. 
"Oh, forgive me. I represent the Watcher's Council."

"We are the Watcher’s Council.” Giles told him firmly. “Um, the old council has been destroyed. And there were no survivors to our knowledge. We’ve made efforts t-to try to find members but the only contact we’ve had is with Mr. Robson, a fellow Watcher whose potential was killed. I'm sorry Mr. DeVeer, but I don’t think we can help you," Giles answered. 
"Yes, well. The council wasn’t completely destroyed. Those of us that are left are getting things back in order. The demise of the Council is very over-exaggerated, Mr. Giles.” 
“Then may I ask where they have been the last 12 months?” 
“With the threat of the First Evil, all council members have been conducting operations underground,” DeVeer explained. 
“You mean hiding?” Willow retorted. 
“How noble and brave of them,” Giles quipped before turning to Willow. “And here I am foolishly spending my time on the front line.” 
Willow simply gave him a grin. 
“It's nothing like the rumors made it out to be,” DeVeer continued, ignoring Giles’ comment. “Perhaps you should call James Tyrell himself. You two are familiar with each other, if I’m not mistaken. I'm sure he could vouch for the inadequate rumors that have been floating about," the man said with a slight smile. 
"I'd assumed he'd been killed during the explosion. Do you mean to tell me that he's alive, Mr. DeVeer?" Giles said, trying to take in all the new information he'd been given. 
"Indeed, Mr. Giles. I spoke to him just this morning. Ring him, see what he has to say for himself." Mr. DeVeer then handed Giles a business card. “His home number is on the back.”[image: image14.jpg]




With the suggestion, Giles got up and walked over to the telephone and dialed the set of numbers. Willow, Andrew, and Mr. DeVeer all heard what Giles said to the person on the other end of the line.  
"Yes, Rupert Giles calling for Mr. James Tyrell," he said casually. 
"Tyrell? This is Rupert Giles…To be quite honest, I never thought I'd hear from you again," he said with a smile. "Ah, yes, yes. I understand. There is important work to be done, no need wasting time traveling to meet old friends. There's a lot to take care of in London from what I've heard so far from Mr. DeVeer." 
As he talked, Willow and Andrew exchanged worried looks as they tried to comprehend what it all meant. As Giles hung up the phone and walked back to his seat, he apologized. 
"I-I'm sorry Mr. DeVeer. It seems as though you are authorized by the old council to speak on their behalf. They have complete confidence in your work." Giles noticed the looks that Andrew and Willow were sharing as he returned to his seat.

"Yes well, it's to be understood. I think the council won't have a problem with your actions Mr. Giles, upon learning of your reasoning that is. You should be commended for taking the initiative. Although you were slightly mistaken, what's to happen in the future needn't be decided right this second," Mr. DeVeer explained. He sat up and leaned slightly forward as he continued. "We won't make an issue of the money," he casually mentioned with a smile. 
With his words, Willow quietly sat down next to Giles and relaxed. Andrew did the same, closing his eyes and smiling. Giles, however, had no change of expression. Willow could tell Giles was still compiling everything in his mind and a small grin crossed her lips. 
Just then, a loud parade of girls entered the room. Kennedy and Rowena were leading the way, giving each other glares and arguing over their earlier patrol as they walked 
"Danger? You think THAT was danger? We had it all under control. It was YOUR little stunt that put us all in danger!" Kennedy said as she turned to the woman, hands on her hips. "You're the one that stepped in and made a mess of the game plan!" 
Faith ran in after hearing all the noise, stake at the ready as if preparing to see a legion of vampires or demons. She stopped in her tracks as she noticed the Slayers had returned home, with a blonde stranger in tow. She stood quietly as she listened to the argument. 
"That’s not true. I'm telling you, more recon needed to be done in order to assure the safety of the entire group. You can't just go out there looking for a fight," Rowena explained adamantly. "You're lucky I was there to help. If I hadn't been, who knows what might've happened to this entire group?  A patrol isn't as simple as you've made it out to be. There's so much more work involved than just going out and strolling the streets, looking for vampires." 
"Excuse me? The mission got done and no one got hurt. We do this kind of thing all the time on our own and it's always worked. The last thing we need is some know-it-all in the mix. We didn't need your help. And as a matter of fact," Kennedy replied, stepping closer to the blonde, "We saved YOUR WASP, blonde ass! You should be thanking me." 
They were all too caught up in the current conversation to notice Robin making his way to Faith's side. He stood next to her as the events continued to develop. 
"That’s it! Where was your Watcher during all of this? Every mission should have a Watcher overseeing it. Certainly none of you are Watchers," the blonde said, looking back at the young group standing around her. 
Kennedy looked around and then walked over, sliding her arm around Willow. "This is my Watcher,” she pointedly told the agitated woman. 
The blonde raised an eyebrow at Kennedy's statement and their physical closeness. She turned to Willow and asked, "And just where were you when your Slayer was out risking her life?" 
Willow started feeling uncomfortable with all eyes on her and she gave her blouse a slight tug in discomfort. "Well, uh, I-I'm not really her Watcher, per se. I'm more of a girlfriend, actually. Er, she’s my girlfriend. Well, we're each other’s girlfriend, really, and...who are you, exactly?" Willow asked as she explained her relationship to the stranger. [image: image15.jpg]



“What? Are you insane?” Rowena's mouth opened and her facial expression was one of horror as she looked at the couple standing in front of her.  Before she could get a word out, Kennedy immediately took offense. 
"Hey!" she said, dropping her arm from Willow and quickly making her way over to face off again. "You’re in the wrong place if you've got a problem with two women being together.” 
With each word spoken, Kennedy got more defensive. Faith tried to take a step forward in an attempt to calm Kennedy down, but was unable to move because of Robin's hold on her. He gently shook his head. Faith stood still and continued to watch. 
"Women?! You think I'm upset about that?! I don’t care if you two date the entire Olympic women’s gymnast team," the blonde replied. "Don’t you realize the there are limits to a Watcher/Slayer relationship? Lines that must not be crossed?" She then turned to Willow. "What were you thinking!" 
Willow was trying to think of a reply when Mr. DeVeer finally stepped in to end this turn of events.  
"Um, if you'll excuse me, I'd like to introduce Rowena Allister," he said, turning to the blonde woman. 
"Ah, yes," Giles replied, "I've heard of your work. I'm sorry about the loss of your potential to the Harbingers in Istanbul. That must have been horrible," he said with genuine sadness in his eyes. 
"Yes, it was. Thank you, Mr. Giles," the blonde said solemnly. 
Kennedy huffed and with her arms crossed remarked, "How good of a Watcher can she be?" 
Faith quickly turned her head after she heard Kennedy's words and started to open her mouth to say something, but was beat to the punch when Willow shot Kennedy a look that immediately made the Slayer regret saying the words. After a moment of thought, she turned to the blonde, "I-I...I'm sorry," she said apologetically, unable to look at the woman.      
Rowena paused a moment. "It's alright," the blonde replied trying to sound casual. 
Kennedy glanced over and noticed Willow looking at her, still with arms crossed. 
"What? She made me mad,” Kennedy explained. 
"Um, yes, well," Giles said as he walked toward the door, "how about a meeting tomorrow afternoon? Hopefully by then, everyone will be calmed down and we can get things taken care of." 
"Right, I agree. A meeting tomorrow would be best for everyone involved. I think we all just need some time to cool down," Willow said as she looked at Rowena and Mr. DeVeer. 
"Good then. It was nice meeting you all," Mr. DeVeer said politely, "We'll see you tomorrow." 
He led the way out the door as Rowena followed behind him. As they stepped out, they didn't notice the van filming the building they had just left. 
As Giles closed the door behind them, everyone started talking at once. 
"Ok, ok! Everyone just calm down!” Willow said loudly, getting everyone’s attention. “There are other things that need to be taken care of.” 
"She's right. There are other pressing matters at hand," Giles stated. 
"Let's all just sit down and relax," Willow said as she took her seat. When everyone had taken a place, she continued. "I've been trying to do some research on those weird dreams we were all having. There really isn't much for me to go on. The only thing we've learned so far is that there were a series of child murders in this city last year. The chief suspect, Richard Malloy, died in a fall and after that, there were no more murders." 
She was interrupted by Rona. "Wait. Malloy? Why’s that name familiar?”

"Apparently Hank, our repairman, had a twin brother, Richard," Giles offered. 
Robin commented, "Well, our new friend does have some secrets." 
"You're surprised by this?" Faith asked, turning to him. “It’s a Hellmouth, I’m sure everyone in this town has secrets,” she added. 
Willow continued. "I tried to do a search on similar crimes, but there weren't many distinguishing factors, just children killed by bladed weapons. There were just too many results to narrow down."

Hearing the words, Andrew bent over slightly and wrapped his arms around his stomach. Seeing that the others had noticed him, he quickly explained. "Sorry. Just a little queasy. Someone killing innocent little kids for fun? It’s pretty sick." 
"I think tomorrow we should talk to Hank when he gets here. He may have something important he could tell us, something that might help lead us in the right direction," Giles suggested. "However, if the dreams do continue, I advise everyone to keep a pen and paper handy by the bed. Details could prove to be very important. We should all write down anything and everything that we dream about, just in case it may be of any use," he instructed. 
Cut to
INT
Willow and Kennedy's Bedroom - Night
Cleveland  
“I almost did it again,” Kennedy said [image: image16.jpg]


softly. Her head rested on Willow’s shoulder as they both rested against the headboard in a mix of blankets on the bed. 
“Did what?” the redhead asked. Kennedy paused a moment and licked her lips. “Sweetie?” Willow questioned when she didn’t get an immediate response. 
“Killed a girl,” Kennedy muttered. “That Rowena chick was right, you know? I took a chance. I pushed the girls into the confrontation and I almost got Vi killed…Just like I pushed and killed Chloe.” 
“You did not kill Chloe,” Willow insisted gently. “She committed suicide thanks to the First. And as for what happened tonight, you did what Slayers are meant to do. You went in and wiped out a nest.” 
“I just keep thinking about all the things I should have done differently. Maybe not spread the team so far…Maybe-Hell I don’t know. Maybe I should have recon’ed the area first like Rowena said rather than just lead them in blindly. Maybe I’m more pissed at myself than with Rowena.” 
“Maybe that’s why you took such offense earlier?” Willow offered. 
Kennedy shrugged. “Yeah, maybe.” 
“Hey, I know Slayers,” Willow smiled as she ran her fingers absently through Kennedy’s hair. “And you’re a good one so don’t doubt that, Ken. Not for a moment. Yes, you’ve got things to learn still but hey! We all do. I’ve been with Giles for 7 years now but that doesn’t make me a Watcher. I’ll have things I have to learn too but step by step we’ll get there.” 
“What makes you so sure I’ll catch on?” Kennedy asked. 
“Because I believe in you. You’re dedicated and persistent and-.” 
“Sexy?” 
Willow paused and smiled. “Yes, sexy too. And you’ve got nothing to blame yourself for because everything you’ve ever done has been to make the world a better place. And that’s quite noble. I respect that.” 
A smile slowly worked to Kennedy’s lips. “Promise you’ll respect me in the morning?” 
“What did you have in mind?” Willow teased recognizing the playful sound in Kennedy’s voice. 
Kennedy pulled back briefly and flashed Willow a lecherous grin before darting underneath the cover. Willow began to giggle at first but her breath caught in her throat. “I’ll respect you,” she gasped as she slipped gently down to rest against the mattress.  
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council- Night
Cleveland  
"Oh there you are. Ya kinda, you know, ran away from me the last time. Are you ok?" Willow asked the small boy in her dream. 
Without a word, the boy turned and started walking. Quietly, she followed behind him down the stairs, watching his every move. Then her steady walk stopped as a man approached. 
"Here, have some cheese. Swiss or Cheddar?" he asked as he held out a small plate. 
"Would you go away already?" she asked politely but still with a tad of annoyance as she continued on her journey to follow the boy. 
Suddenly, in front of her, she saw the child stop. She stepped up to his side and watched as someone, a figure of an unknown person, crouched down and removed some sort of panel. After neatly placing the object he was holding in the small area, he replaced the panel, covering it back up. Willow watched intensely as the figure slowly dissipated. [image: image17.jpg]



She turned to the boy again, noticing he was suddenly gone. Slowly she walked to the window where she had last seen the figure and removed the panel to reveal a very shiny, very stylized dagger. Gold with silver details, she marveled at its beauty but it seemed to take on a life of its own. She gripped the handle but it began to move closer toward her heart. She strained to stop it but the tugging wasn’t helping. With a mighty thrust, she was unable to stop it from burying into her chest. 
Cut To
INT
Willow and Kennedy's Room- Night
Cleveland 
Willow shot up in bed with enough force to wake Kennedy. The dark haired Slayer looked around the room and quickly turned on the light to find her lover, sitting upright in bed. 
"Will?" 
"There's something in this place," she answered as she tried to catch her breath. 
Act Three
Fade In
INT
Willow’s Computer Area - Watcher's Council - Day
Cleveland 
"I think I'm gonna burn up this new scanner when I get finished with all this," Willow lightly commented as she picked up another drawing from the large stack piled up at her side. "All these dagger pictures are starting to look the same to me a-and I have yet to see the one from my dream," she said as Giles read the material that she'd collected on the Malloy brother and handed to him minutes earlier. 
Just then, there was a knock on the door and Giles left the room to investigate. 
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Lobby – moments later
Cleveland 
When Giles got to the lobby he saw Andrew had gone to answer it. 
"Oh, hello Mr. Malloy. It's good to see you again," he said with a polite smile as he [image: image18.jpg]


opened the door wider. 
"Thank you," Hank said as he stood outside. 
After a moment, Andrew stepped to the side to give the man entrance, "Oh! Sorry, come in."  
As Hank stepped in, he was met by Giles, standing in front of him.  
"Uh, Mr. Malloy, I was hoping we could have a talk today," Giles said calmly. 
"Well, sure. As long as it doesn't take up too much time. I'd like to get started working, got a lot to do today," he replied with a smile. 
"Yes, of course," Giles said as he led Hank to an unoccupied room. 
Cut to
INT
Upstairs meeting space - Watcher's Council – moments later
Cleveland 
Giles shut the door giving them privacy but Andrew swiftly burst inside. 

"Oh, hey. Just wanted to see what was going on. You know, how everyone is," he said unconvincingly. 
The two men ignored him and sat down at the conference table. Andrew took a seat in the corner to observe. 
"Uh, Mr. Malloy," Giles began, "I was wondering if you could tell me a bit about your past. Anything that may be of any interest or importance." 
"Well, there's quite a bit. To be honest with you Mr. Giles, we'd be here all day if I told you everything about me," he said with a slight grin. 
From his seat in the corner Andrew over-dramatically commented, "We have plenty of time. Tell us what you know and no one gets hurt." 
After receiving strange looks from both Giles and Hank, Andrew slowly sat back in his chair. 
Ignoring the young man's statement, Giles replied to Hank, "Yes, yes, of course. I needn't know everything about you, Mr. Malloy. Just curious about certain things – we do some checking on the staff we hire and noticed some information about your brother Robert. Can you tell us anything about his life? The accusations made against him?" Giles replied, his voice still very calm. 
"Well, when my brother and I were ten, our foster parents killed each other. It's not something I like to talk a whole lot about though, you understand," Hank looked at Giles before continuing.  
"I'm very sorry," Giles said with sincerity. 
"I'd rather not go into details if that's alright with you, Mr. Giles. That's just something I won't do," Hank said, then he continued with his story. "I was in a pretty bad fight when I was a teen, so I ended up spending some time in Juvenile Hall. That's not something I'm proud of, but I think it helped me in the long run. Made me a better person. But Richard-." Hank reflected but was cut short. 
Andrew quickly made another comment, this time standing up in front of his chair. "Better person, huh? I think you're holding out on us!" 
This comment also received strange looks, and again, Giles ignored him but this time gave him a gentle push away. "Your brother,” Giles addressed Hank. “Could you tell me a little about him?"  
"Well, he floated between jobs and ended up homeless. He didn't really have a place to stay. I offered, of course, but it didn't work out. He left me a note one morning saying he didn’t want my charity. Last winter he fell from the roof of this same building. Don't know what he was doing up there in the first place. Seemed like everyone wanted to help, but he wouldn't let us in. Manic depression was pretty bad for him. He'd stay inside for days, not say a word to anyone, when he was like that. Wouldn't see a doctor for anything, I guess he was just too stubborn," Hank said with a shrug. "I think the depression is what led him to experimenting with drugs and that sort of thing. It took me a while to admit it to myself because, well, he was my brother – a twin in fact. So it surprised me how different he and I really were in the end." 
Again, Andrew voiced his opinion. "You're not telling us everything, are you?" Taking a step closer to the man, Andrew continued in a dramatic tone. "If you know what's good for ya, you'll tell us!" 
Giles rolled his eyes, trying his best not to lose his temper at Andrew's constant interruptions. "Andrew please," Giles sighed. 
Seeing the glare from Giles, Andrew quietly went back to his seat.  
"Yes, I can understand your way of thinking. Um, Mr. Malloy," Giles began pinching the bridge of his nose, "if I may be so bold to ask, why are you so eager to work here? Personally, I think I'd find it quite hard to visit the the place where my brother died, let alone work there." 
"Uh, well, you know," Hank stammered an answer, "I guess it's kind of hard to explain. It's like... like I'm closer to Richard when I'm in this building - like there's a connection here that I can't find anywhere else. I mean, I still feel like I didn't help him as much as I could have. Even though he turned everyone's offer down, there still must've been something I could've done to help him. Some people put flowers on graves; others on road side memorials. I guess this is my place for Richard.” When Giles and Andrew didn't reply, he continued, "To be honest, I'm surprised he listened to me when I told him about this empty building.” 
“You told him?” Giles asked. 
“Well, yeah. After he left I went looking and finally found him a couple weeks later. I wanted to bring him back home but he refused. So instead of dragging him back I told him to come here for shelter. No one had been using the place for months…I never would have dreamed his life would end that way.” 
"Dreams! We've had dreams!" Andrew nearly yelled from the corner, "Have you dreamt about him?" 
Giles sighed and sat quietly. 
"Yeah,  I've dreamt of him, but that's not uncommon to dream about a lost relative,” Malloy explained.  
"Uh, Mr. Malloy, I've heard that there were some child murders in the city last year and that your brother was the chief suspect. I'd like to hear about that, if you don't mind, of course. If it's too much, then we'll just drop the subject," Giles said with a smile. 
"As sad as it is to say," Hank paused as he hung his head, "I believed the police when they said Richard was the one that murdered those poor kids. At first, I never would have imagined he'd do something like that, but after hearing the police tell their story and then putting the details together, it just all made sense after that. He might have killed people but...he was still my brother. I'd understand if that makes no sense to you Mr. Giles. I hated what he did but I loved him. He was the only family I had left." 
"Right then, I'm sorry if I've taken up too much of your time Mr. Malloy or made you uncomfortable in anyway. I'll let you get back to your work," Giles said as he stood up. 
“It’s okay,” Malloy replied. “I’ve come to terms with it all. I just hope you won’t hold my brother’s deeds against me.” 
“No need to worry,” Giles reassured him with a grin. “And thank you for being so forthright about everything.” 
As Hank closed the door behind him when he walked out, Andrew walked up to Giles' side. Turning to Andrew, Giles told him, "I do wish you hadn't mentioned the dreams. For future reference, do not try to be so helpful next time." 
Getting a shy smile and taking a step back, Andrew replied, "Oh, sorry. I guess I said too much, huh?" 
"Indeed," the Watcher agreed. 
"I'm really sorry. From now on, I give you formal permission to tell me to shut up," Andrew proudly said. 
Just then the door opened and Willow slowly walked in. 
Overhearing Andrew's statement to Giles, she asked, "Oh really! Since when do we need permission?" After no reply from Andrew, she continued, "Anyway, I just thought I'd tell ya the dagger's a no go. I searched every data bank and book I could but nothing. I guess fancy, customized, figment daggers are like that sometimes," she said to try to lighten her own mood. 
"No luck at all?" Giles asked. 
"Nope. There were zero results. Its design is just too obscure. Maybe it's unique? There was a similar one found in Cincinnati a few months ago, though. A trespasser at someone's house dropped it when the police were called. I printed out a picture of it," she said as she handed the paper to Giles. “There has to be something more to this dagger, we just need to find out what it is," she explained. 
Just then, as the three gathered around the picture to observe it, the lights flickered. Looking up at the ceiling, Willow said, "Ok, what brought that on? It's not storming outside, is it?"  
"Um, no. I don't think so, I haven't heard any thunder," Giles commented, also looking around the room as the lights continued to flicker. 
“Malloy working on the electric?” Willow asked. 
“No, he’s a carpenter - finishing the drywall in the second floor living quarters,” Giles remarked as the lights violently began to go off and on. [image: image19.jpg]



"Uh, guys, what's going on?" Andrew asked with a scared tone in his voice. 
Turning around to face Andrew, Giles quickly stepped aside as the scissors flew from the desk toward him. Next, other items began to race toward them. 
"Get out of here!” Giles yelled as he opened the door and let Willow and Andrew race out. They darted down the steps and headed back to the main computer area on the first level when once more objects began flying about. 
“Everyone take cover!" Giles yelled as he crouched against the projectiles flying about the room. The three darted under the desk just as the doors throughout the building began to fly open and slam shut again and again. 
Cut to
INT
Slayer’s Training Room – Same time
Cleveland  
In the training room Faith, Kennedy, and the other Slayers took cover beneath the stairs as the objects they worked with everyday began flying at them and the door began to open and shut.  

"Everybody just stay calm!" Faith shouted above the noise as she looked up to see the lights flickering. 
"What the Hell?" Kennedy turned to Faith. 
Two crossbow bolts hurled toward Kennedy but Faith reached out, catching them both, one in each hand. 
“Everyone on your stomachs,” she ordered. 
A quarter staff tumbled toward them and Faith grabbed it before she too dropped to her stomach. Once on the ground, she turned to Kennedy. 
"I don't know but we need to find out if the others are okay," Faith said with a worried look as the noises and objects began to get more intense. “Plus going someplace with things less pointy and lethal might be a good idea too.” 
“Everyone stay put and keep your head covered!” Kennedy told the group. “When we say run you follow us single file, no pushing. You got it?” 
“Yes ma’ma,” the group answered in military fashion. 
“Ready, Brat?” Faith asked with a grin. “You lead ‘em through. I’ll watch their backs. Agreed?” 
Kennedy nodded and crept up slightly to get some traction. “Okay girls, run!” 
The Slayers jumped to their feet and raced up the stairs, dodging debris as they ran along. Faith stood at the bottom of the stairs and continued to knock objects out of the girls’ path with the quarter staff. 
Kennedy, in the lead, opened the door and held it, ordering everyone through. “Go to the council building now, single file! Move! Move!” 
She looked on as the Slayers raced down the adjoining hall to the council building yet kept a close eye on Faith who was walking up the steps backward, still fighting off the flying objects. When the last Slayer was through the door, Kennedy shouted to Faith. 
“We’re clear!” 
Without delay Faith turned her back on the room and started to race up the stairs. She was nearly through the door when she felt an arrow bury into the back of her leg. [image: image20.jpg]



“Son of a bitch!” she howled as she fell inside the hallway. Quickly, Kennedy shut the door and dropped to her knees next to Faith to examine her. 
“God, are you okay?” Kennedy asked. 
Reaching behind and quickly pulling it out, Faith said, “That was my favorite pair of leather pants, too.” 
 “Forget the pants. How’s the leg?” Kennedy asked. 
Faith shrugged. “Barely broke the skin but my pants are dead. Damn it! Do you know how much these things costs."  
Kennedy gave a sigh of relief and rolled her eyes. “I think Willow can budget a new pair of pants for you. Just get a receipt 'cause you know, she can be anal about that stuff," Kennedy teased which brought a grin to Faith's face. "Come on. We gotta catch up.” 
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council – Moments Later
Cleveland  
Back under the desk, Willow tried to perform a banishing spell as she muttered, "Conquiesto, Desisto, Eval..." but the attack grew more powerful as she had to quickly move to the side to avoid getting hit by several objects, her spell interrupted and ineffective. "Son of..." she remarked and took a deep breath in frustration to start again uttering, "Conquiesto, Desisto..." 
Giles quickly moved Andrew further back of the desk as smaller exacto knives, pens and pencils seemed to close in on them. 
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Private Quarters – Same time
Cleveland  [image: image21.jpg]



Working in a room by himself, Hank didn't move an inch when the events started happening. Too terrified of what was going on, he began to call out his brother’s name. 
"Richard? Richard! What do you want?! What do you want from me?!" 
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council – Moments Later
Cleveland 
Hearing his words, Giles and Willow looked at each other. 
“Go,” she told Giles. “I have to finish this spell.” 
The Watcher paused a moment as if considering the consequence of leaving her unprotected. But he nodded firmly and picked up a waste paper can to use as a shield as Andrew followed him.  
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Private Quarters – Same time
Cleveland  
"Richard?” he continued. “Where are you? What are you doing to me?!" He screamed above all the noise and stood still in the center of the room with the lights going on and off. 

Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Lobby – Same time
Cleveland  
At that moment, the front door opened and Mr. DeVeer and Rowena entered the building. Running toward Giles, who was visible, they managed to duck out of the way of some decorative, fencing swords that were now hurtling through the air. 
Now inside the Council building the Slayers followed Giles’ team. 
Kennedy quickly commented on all the chaos as one foil sliced through a decorative current. "Whoa! Didn’t think such a thin sword could do so much damage." 
Wood replied, "I hear ya." 
“Keep moving,” Faith told them. 
Mr. DeVeer shouted over the noise. "What's going on here?" he asked turning his head from side to side, keeping a lookout for more flying objects. 
"Can we help?" Rowena asked as she continued to bob and weave from the projectiles. Her eyes squinted, trying to focus with the flickering lights. 
Willow sat on the floor and closed her eyes, trying to concentrate.  
Looking for her lover, Kennedy glanced over and saw what the witch was trying to do. She watched as a calculator slammed into Willow’s back yet the Witch kept her eyes closed and her body stiff. Kennedy darted over to her side to stop any other flying objects from interrupting the spell. 
Once again, Willow spoke the words from the spell she hadn't finished earlier. "Conquiesco, Desisto, Evalesco, Quies!" With the last word said, everything suddenly seemed to stop and things got quiet again. 
"I guess it worked," Rowena said as she slowly stood up and looked around to check on everyone. 
Kennedy helped Willow to her feet and turned her around, pulling her blouse up slightly to inspect her back. "Are you hurt?" 
"No, I'm fine. I just don't know how long this spell will hold. It's not very strong so whatever we decide to do, we need to do it fast," Willow explained with concern. 
Turning to the noise at the top of the stairs, Rowena noticed Hank moving toward them to the main room. He was grasping his side, apparently hit by something in its flight across the room.  
She, along with DeVeer, Giles, Wood, Andrew and Willow, quickly raced up to reach him. 
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Second Level 
Cleveland   
The group helped Hank to a couch in the second floor study.

Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Lobby – Same time
Cleveland    
Faith nodded to Kennedy and pointed up stairs, “Go with Red,” she told her. “Rona, watch the girls,” she added as she started up the stairs.   

Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Second Floor Study - Moments Later 
Cleveland  
Kennedy entered the room to watch over Willow.  Rowena ordered, "Someone get me a first-aid kit." 
Andrew darted from the room as she walked inside. Moments later, he was at her side with a box of medical supplies. 
Giles turned to the rest of the group. "This must have something to do with the dreams we've all been having. We need to take care of this now, there's no time to waste." 
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Second Library 
Cleveland    
Giles led the others into the small second floor library, next to the study and they all took a seat. 
"I need to know everything that happened in your dreams last night. Every last detail will help. We're bound to stumble upon something of use."

"Well," Faith started, "it was the same kid I saw the other night, only he led me to this weird place. When we got there, someone was hiding something, but I couldn't see exactly what it was. There was this little hole or something in the wall and I looked closer, and saw some kind of knife or something in there." 
Hearing her words, Giles asked, "Do you know where this place was? Were there any landmarks or anything to remember it by?" 
Pausing a moment to think, she replied, "No, it was inside someplace. There was a window in the wall and we went up some stairs, but nothing other than that." 
"Anyone else have anything similar in their dreams?" Giles asked as he looked around at the small crowd of people. 
"Yeah, I saw stairs and a window too. It was the same kid from the other night. Willow had the worst dream though. The knife kinda went after her. I woke up before that happened in my dream," Kennedy offered. 
Wood agreed, "Yeah, me too. Same kid and I saw a window and some stairs." 
"Um, I saw the same kid, but I didn't see anything else except the ground," Andrew shared. Getting everyone's attention, he continued. "Somehow we got up on a roof. Before I knew it, I'd been pushed and the last thing I remember seeing is how quickly the ground was coming at me. I braced myself for it and that's when I woke up." 
Giles sat silently for a few seconds before speaking. "Well, I-I'm not exactly sure what all this means. However, we do all have a remembrance of the same child, a window and a staircase," he thought out loud. Just then, he looked up at the group. "I've got an idea." 
With that, he turned to leave the room. 
Curious, Willow, DeVeer, Wood and Faith followed behind him. As they left the room, Kennedy nodded to Andrew and they went back to the study to watch Rowena and Hank. 
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Third Floor – Moments Later
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Cleveland  
In seconds, Giles and his followers were standing in an unoccupied room of the building that still needed some renovation done to it. 
"Okay, that's freaky," Willow said. “This is the same room Giles”. 
Giles inspected the floor and the wall by the window. Grabbing a hammer left there he tore into a board in the wall. Once he made a decent sized hole he and DeVeer began to rip it apart. Slowly reaching in, DeVeer and Willow waited anxiously to see what Giles had found. There, hidden in the wall, was the dagger they had all dreamt about. 

Act Four 

Fade In
INT
Watcher's Council Second Level Study 
Cleveland  

Resting comfortably on the sofa, Hank Malloy looked up at Andrew as he stood there looking down at the wounded man. 
"Want me to get you some water or something? Even though I'm sure we have something better than that, it's usually what you give sick people. I've never understood that myself, when I'm sick, I prefer something with a little lemony flavor to it," he said with a smile. 
"Uh, no thanks. I'm fine," Hank replied. 
"How about something to eat? Are you hungry? You know, I'm a really good cook. Everyone was just talking about it the other morning at breakfast," Andrew proudly boasted. 
"No, I'm not really hungry either." 
"Oh, okay then. How about some TV? Nothing makes me feel better than an..." His sentence was cut short by Hank. 
"Actually, I think I just need to rest right now. I'm sure that'll help quite a bit. You know, just some peace and quiet," he said politely. 
"Okay then. I'll be right over here if you need me. Just give me a yell…or not. I really won't be that far away," Andrew said as he walked over to sit down in a chair by the door. 
Kennedy and Rowena slipped away to join Giles’ team in the other room who they heard return. They found the examining a dagger. 
“We can offer our assistance in getting this resolved,” Rowena told them. 
“We can get things under control,” Kennedy told her. “Willow is very powerful when it comes to these kinda things. Besides, we already found the mysterious dagger,” she pointed out. 
“Yes, but she’s only so powerful and you need help researching what’s going on,” Rowena countered. 
Kennedy’s hands promptly went to her hips. "Look, all I'm saying is you don't really need to be here right now. We can get more done without you two being in the way," Kennedy rationalized. 
"Yes, you do have a point,” DeVeer replied. “I think our business with Mr. Giles can certainly wait to be taken care of." 
"What?" Rowena spoke up. "We can't leave, especially now. That would be crazy." She then turned to Giles and continued. "You need all the help you can get. Sure you've got the dagger but it's still a complete mystery." 
Willow kept an intense gaze on the dagger that lay on the table in front of them. Suddenly, she had an idea. 
"I’ll get a psychic reading from it. It might help us figure some things out," she suggested. 
"I don't think that's a good idea," Rowena jumped in. "You'd be taking a great chance by doing that."

"I agree," Giles replied, "If indeed this dagger was involved in the murders of those children, its aura could be very dangerous to you, Willow," he added with a concerned look. "I-it would be like tasting water to see if it really is sewage. Your method could prove very dangerous."

"After the dream I had, Giles, I’m willing to sip a little sewage to stop this thing from burying itself in my chest, ’k? Besides, this is just something that needs to be done. I can handle it. A-and if I couldn't then I wouldn't have offered," she said, trying to convince the other Watchers. Before they could reply, she continued. "This dagger is still a threat. It's still dangerous. Those spirits are only gone for now. They're not at rest and they can still come back." 
"Alright.” Giles relented. “But if it gets too much for you, you'll stop," Giles warned in more of a statement then a question. 
"Yes, I promise. Now let's give it a shot," Willow replied as she began to get ready for the reading. 
The group, with the exception of Giles who stood over Willow, walked away and sat on the couch to observe the Wiccan do her work. She gently took the dagger from the table and held it tightly in both hands as she closed her eyes. The room was silent as she began to focus her energy on the dagger. 
Suddenly, Willow opened her eyes and dropped the dagger back on the table. Putting a hand on her head, the others noticed something was wrong and Giles put his arms around her to keep her upright. 
Kennedy shot to her feet and raced over, asking, "What's wrong? What happened?" 
"I just feel a little sick," Willow said, trying to stand. "I-I need to sit down. Anybody mind if I pass out?" 
Helping her up, Kennedy and Giles led her over to the couch. "I'm just a little nauseous. I guess the spell during the poltergeist thing earlier made me weaker than I thought. B-but I'll be okay." 
Overhearing Willow's words, Andrew quickly went into the room to check on her, leaving Hank alone. 
As Willow lay down on the library couch, Andrew tried to be helpful. 
"Should I do anything? Medicine maybe? Tylenol? Advil?" he asked in a near panicked state. "Or maybe aspirin. No, maybe Midol. Ibupofren is a good anti-inflamatory, but Zantac would probably be best for an upset tummy..." 
"Andrew," Giles interrupted. "... just get some aspirin." 
Pausing a moment to nod, Andrew swiftly made his way out of the room in search of the medicine. 
Pretending to be asleep, Hank heard the commotion from the room down the hall. Cautiously, he got up and slowly made his way to the room. Seeing everyone hovering over Willow, he carefully reached out and picked up the dagger from the table as quietly as possible. 
As he slipped out of the room with it, he looked down at the object. Making his way down the hallway, he began to whisper. 
"Now we can continue our work. I thought I'd never see you again. Richard never should've stolen you my friend, but at least he was punished.” 
With her eyes closed, Willow concentrated through her migraine to tell the others the results of her reading on the dagger. 
"I-it was handmade - specifically for the killer. The design is one of a kind. It's very personal to him. They were ritual type killings and the dagger was needed as part of the ritual. That’s why they stopped." 
“But Richard is dead,” Giles told her. 
“Richard wasn’t the killer. He hid the weapon from the killer,” Willow told him. 
“Can you see who owns the dagger?” 
“No not clearly but it’s obvious he’s still alive a-and he’s searching for this special weapon so he can continue his work. So that means that we have to find him first and- Oh no!” 
“What? What do you see?” Giles asked. 
“It’s not Richard! It's Hank! The killer is Hank!” 
Glancing back to the table, Kennedy noticed something was different about it. Suddenly, she realized what it was as she asked the group, "Um, where'd the dagger go?" 
The others looked to the table to see the item was gone. 
Giles and Rowena stepped into the doorway and saw Hank making his departure down the stairs. Knowing he was too far away to catch and that the other slayers were gathered downstairs, Giles yelled. "Girls! Stop him! He's gotta knife!" 
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Lobby 
Cleveland 
Hearing his words, Rona and the others ran out into the lobby in a full run. Rona quickly caught up to Hank and tackled him from behind. He suddenly thrust the dagger upwards, but to no avail as she moved out of the way and disarmed him easily. 
Faith jumped the stair banister with ease and a few of the new recruits smiled at her agility before focusing on Hank again. She ran over to assist and together she and the other girls pulled him to his feet and lead him back upstairs. When he started to kick and protest they gave up leading him and just picked him up off his feet and carried him along.   
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Second Level Study 
Cleveland  
Walking back to the room, Rona handed the dagger to Giles as the Slayers tossed Hank down into a chair before surrounding him.   

Cut to
INT
Van in Front of the Watchers Council - Same time 
Cleveland  
The black van across the street got every movement and every sound on tape, just as they had been in the days before.   
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council Second Level Study 
Cleveland  
Thinking quickly, Willow darted to her feet and said aloud, "ACCLARO!" 
She began to chant and then, as if a curtain had been lifted, the ghosts of Hank Malloy's victims all appeared, visible to all in the room. A look of recognition of what Willow was doing swept across Giles face.
Willow fell to the ground, yet continued to chant. Kennedy started to rush over to her but Giles stopped her. 
"No, stay there." he said holding his arm out to keep her back. "No sudden movements. Let her finish." [image: image23.jpg]



Stepping over slowly to check on the Wiccan, since they were closest, were Rowena and Andrew. They bent down to keep a close eye on her. 
"I understand your anger," Giles began speaking to the spirits, "However, you need to find peace. Now that your killer is revealed, you are finally free." 
The spirits seemed to listen intently to his words. Then, another spirit appeared. The new member resembled Hank, but the group knew just who it was.  
"No! No, it can't be!" Hank screamed as he looked up to see his dead brother staring at him. "It wasn't my fault! You never should have stolen my friend. The work is important. The Presidium will rise, I tell you! You can't stop it!" 
Hank crawled on the floor and assumed a fetal position and began to cry out in terror. 
Giles turned to speak to the spirits again. "You already have Richard's innocent blood on your hands. Obviously you mistook him for Hank, didn't you?” The spirits looked at each other guiltily. “Let go," Giles urged. "Lest rage overtake you and you become creatures of vengeance for all time - know that justice will finally be served so you may rest.” 
After a few moments, the sprits all began to slowly fade into the air. The last to go was Richard, weeping as he looked at his brother who was now sputtering and twitching on the floor. 
Cut to
INT
Watcher's Council- Later same day
Cleveland 
As the medics picked Hank up from the floor and wrapped him in the straight jacket, Giles told the police about their recent ordeal. 
"Yes, that's right. He seemed to be a different person after we found the dagger." As Giles continued to give the police the details, Rowena made her way over to Willow. 
Quietly, she asked, "The spirits... are they gone for good now?" 
"Yeah, I think so," the Wiccan replied. 
"It would've been so much easier if Richard had just turned Hank in to the police in the first place," Rowena remarked.

Willow glanced at Rowena and replied, "That's a hard thing to do to family. Could you?" 
"For justice to be served?" Rowena asked. "Yes, I would." 
Willow glanced over and saw Faith smiling and talking to Wood. She then shifted her eyes to Giles who paused to grin at her as he spoke to the police.  "Well, it's easy in the abstract sure. But when it comes right down to it, when it's your decision to make, you might be surprised at your final choices," She said before turning back to face Rowena. 
As the police left, Giles turned to the rest of the group to see DeVeer on his cell phone. 
Quickly finishing up the call, DeVeer casually said, "I'm sorry, but I'm afraid I'm needed back in London as soon as possible." As he turned to walk out, he continued, "Any issues the Old Guard has with your group, Mr. Giles, can wait. You and your associates are fully capable of fighting the good fight. In addition, Rowena will act as a liaison for the council until my return. If that's alright of course," he said with a smile as he reached to shake Giles' hand. [image: image24.jpg]



Looking at the group, Giles noted Willow's raised eyebrow and Kennedy's angry look. He then turned to Rowena. "Of course, you're very welcome to stay here,” he told her. 
Rowena replied with a smile, "Thank you, Mr. Giles." 
Moments later, DeVeer was gone and the group began to break up, moving to other areas. 
Quietly, Giles took Willow aside and began, "The Old Guard are an unknown factor. I hadn't believed any of the Old Council was left, and I don't believe for a second that things are as clear cut and simple as Mr. DeVeer seems to suggest. In fact…I'm sure it's not that simple. I'd like Rowena to stay here so we can find out more about what's really going on. The Old Guard had formidable resources at their disposal which could prove dangerous." 
Willow took this opportunity to ask, "How much of it do they still have left?" 
"I don't know, but we need to learn,” the older Watcher replied. “And we need to get those resources into our fold as soon as possible.” 
“What kind of resources, Giles?” 
“That I knew of?” he asked. Willow simply nodded. “The IRS, US Senators, World Ambassadors, Interpol, the FBI, the KGB – you name it and they knew someone of power. We need to begin building these resources now. I’d hoped we’d have more time but…” 
“Time is of the essence. I get it. I’ll put all other work on hold.” 
“I don’t foresee Rowena as a threat exactly but…”

Willow commented in understanding, "Keep your friends close..."[image: image25.jpg]




"Precisely. And your enemies closer. If Rowena wants to stay and observe a bit that’s fine. As a result we can do some observing ourselves. Agreed?" Giles explained. 
"Agreed," Willow said as she turned to go about her business, understanding the game plan for the new Watcher in the group. 
Cut to
INT
Mansion Estate - Later that Day
Cleveland 
"So you see," Bonnie, the real estate agent, explained to DeVeer, "the cleaning crew for the Presidium will arrive tomorrow and the equipment will be town in[image: image26.jpg]


 another 48 hours."

"Yes, thank you for your help," Mr. DeVeer replied and then dialed his cell phone. "The New Guard believes I'm on the way to London."
"And the Old Guard? What of them?" Bonnie asked.
He didn't reply vocal. He simply held up his finger and waited on the phone. 

Cut to
INT
Business Office - Same time
London 
As James Tyrell and the others gathered around the large table, the video feed began to play. The group of ten men, mostly composed of older, more distinguished members and a few younger members picked up their pens and began taking thorough notes about what was on the screen before them. They saw the events that had happened at the new council in Cleveland, down to every last detail, thanks to the mysterious black van. [image: image27.jpg]



Just then, as they watched a man being lead from a building in a straight jacket, Tyrell's phone rang. He promptly answered it. 
"Ah, Mr. DeVeer. I've been waiting to hear from you. With only the slightest amount of luck this whole distraction with Rupert Giles should be taken care of in no time," he said. He turned on the speakerphone and the rest of the group heard the conversation. 
They listened as DeVeer noted, "Yes, however, luck isn't something for us to count on." 
"I can assure you, Vincent," Tyrell replied, "we're not. Did anything of any other importance happen during your little adventure?" 
"Well," DeVeer began with a sinister grin, "Things are falling into place." 
  
Fade to Black
