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Teaser
 

 

Fade In
Int.
Watcher’s Council Reception Foyer - Mid-morning 
Rowena Allister walked through the front entrance to the new Watcher’s Council headquarters and frowned at the spectacle before her. The foyer was filled with bustling activity. Willow and Giles stood to the side watching as Andrew directed a crew workmen.[image: image1.jpg]



"What’s going on?" she asked as she approached them.

"Oh, Ms Allister," Giles said. "Yes. Good morning."

Ro looked at him a moment longer as he watched the activity and then turned to Willow, raising an eyebrow as if to repeat her question.

"Oh," Willow said waving a hand at the area behind the reception desk. "We’re just putting the finishing touches up here. We want to maintain the appearance of a private school, you know."

"Of course," Ro replied. "But the Council has not yet made its final decision regarding whether or not to allow you to remain in operation. Do you think it’s wise to continue to spend the Council’s funds this way?"

"Ms Allister…" Giles began in an annoyed tone and then glanced at Willow’s warning glare. "I can assure you that we are the Council."

"Mr. Giles, I have the utmost respect for what you and Ms. Rosenberg have accomplished so far but you must know your methods do not follow Council operating procedures. I am only here to observe and assist as I can. And I am a firm believer that all of our resources would be better used fighting evil rather than each other."

Giles was about to reply when a brown-uniformed young man entered through the front doors.

"May I help you?" Willow asked, looking sideways at Rowena and Giles to make sure the verbal blows would not start flying again.

"Delivery for W. Rosenberg," he replied, a large rectangular package tucked awkwardly under his arm.

"Oh, that’s me!" Willow said. The man gently placed the package on top of the reception desk and handed her his electronic clipboard to sign.

"Thanks," Willow said and looked at the address on the package as he left.

"Who’s it from?" Andrew asked coming over to see. Giles and Rowena also moved closer to the desk.

"Buffy," Willow said, pulling the tab on the top of the box to open it. Reaching a hand inside, she pulled out a small envelope. Opening it she read aloud, "Dear Will. The University of California sent this to me since mine was your last known address. It took them this long to track us down. Good thing they had these saved in Sacramento and not Sunnydale, eh? I hope you don’t mind, but I took the liberty of doing it up nicely for you. I’m so proud of you, my little hacker. My love to all, Buffy."

"What is it?" Giles asked.

Willow pulled out the rest of the packing material from inside the box and then tore off the brown-paper wrapping. Inside was a large framed certificate. The hand polished cherry wood of the frame and the gold-edged matte under the glass clearly showing the care and expense that went into it.

"My diploma," Willow laughed, holding it up for them to see.

"University of California Sunnydale," Rowena read. "Congratulations. High honors, that’s impressive, considering."

"Considering?" Willow asked with a frown. "Considering what?"

"Well, considering you were so busy fighting evil the unconventional way in which you learned," Ro shrugged.

Willow opened her mouth to reply when Ro continued, "Tell me, Ms Rosenberg, do you plan on going to graduate school? Because if you blew up your high school and then your home town, I’d hate to see what will happen at your next graduation."

"Did you just make a joke?" Giles asked, blinking in confusion.

"Yes, I’ve been known to do that from time to time," Rowena said in deadpan before cracking a small grin.

"How did you know about the high school?" Willow asked.

"Mr. Giles’s journals as well as Mr. Wyndham-Pryce’s were all standard reading at the Academy, although neither has reported to the Council recently," Ro answered instead.

"Now that is not true Ms Allister. Mr. Wyndham-Pryce frequently reported to the Council when there was one to report to," Giles said with a smirk.

Willow smiled at Ro’s frown and Giles added, "I too have been known to joke once in awhile."

Just then Kennedy came bounding down the large staircase with her usual Slayer energy.

"Hey honey!" she said, kissing Willow on the lips, causing Ro’s frown to deepen even further. "Whatcha got?"

"Present from Buffy," Willow said and showed her lover the framed certificate.

"Wow!" Kennedy said. "Cool! Mind if I go hang it up in our apartment?"

"Thanks." Willow smiled and handed the frame to Kennedy.

"Okay, guys!" Andrew announced as he climbed up the ladder left by the workers who moved off to the side. "After much research, debate and great craftsmanship, I am proud to present our Mission Statement. A creed for which all to follow, one could say. A way of life really." He lifted a hand to the drape covered wall doing his best Vanna White impersonation.

"Go ahead, Andrew," Giles said indulgently, before Andrew could add more.

"Ta da!" Andrew trumpeted and pulled the drape away revealing a large wooden coat of arms. The three ravens over the lion stood out sharply against the background with the Council’s motto offset in flowing script.

"Expedia est Potentia," a new voice read aloud. The others turned from the crest to the newcomers.

Vincent DeVeer stepped aside to reveal the face of the speaker. The man’s eyes reflected his smile as he observed the group. Behind them were two other suit-clad men, both older gentlemen, their bearing reflecting that of the speaker.

"Knowledge is Power," the speaker translated, focusing on Giles. "That is not the Council’s motto, Rupert. Have you forgotten – From Knowledge, Victory?"

"Of course not, James," Giles replied. "But that was the old Council. This is our motto, reflecting change and a vision for the future. We can never have ultimate victory over evil but we can have power to keep it at bay. "

"I see," he said. "Well, aren’t you going to introduce me to your colleagues?"

"Certainly. James Tyrell," Giles said. "May I introduce Andrew Wells, one of our Slayers Kennedy and Willow Rosenberg."

"Ms Rosenberg," Tyrell said, taking Willow’s hand as the redhead frowned at him suspiciously. "You’ve been quite resourceful, I understand."

Willow turned to Giles as she pulled her hand away. "Are they all like Travers or is that just a coincidence?"

Giles hid a smirk while DeVeers’s smile grew even larger.

"Quinton was a dear friend of mine and one who will be sorely missed," Tyrell told Willow.

"I’m sorry for the loss of your friend, Mr. Tyrell. But forgive me for being a bit suspicious of those who kept company with Mr. Travers. I found him to be less than forthright in all our dealings together when he ran the Watchers Council," Willow remarked.

"Any of those dealings happen last summer, Ms Rosenberg? I heard about your extended holiday in England last year with the coven. Feeling rested and ready to do the Council’s bidding again?"

"Very much so," Willow said with a hint of defiance in her voice and taking a step closer to Giles. She turned her back to Tyrell. "In any case," she added, "welcome to Cleveland. I hope your brief stay will be pleasant."

"I’m sure it’s a lovely city, despite its location on a Hellmouth," he said genially. "But I’m afraid we’re here strictly on business."

"Oh?" Willow said and her tone caused Giles to glance at her as if looking to check the color of her eyes. "Well, thanks for taking the time out of your busy schedule to visit, but as you can see we too are quite busy."[image: image2.jpg]



"Actually, no you’re not," he said. "You see, Ms. Rosenberg, this operation is now shut down. By order of the Council of Watchers, you are hereby instructed to cease and desist any further activity. All resources you acquired shall be returned and all Slayers will immediately report to Mr. DeVeer for reassignment. Understood?"

Fade Out
 

Act 1
 

Fade In
Int.
Watcher’s Council Conference Room - Moments Later 
As Willow and Giles and the group from the Old Council, including Rowena, entered the conference room, Giles and Tyrell both headed for the head of the[image: image3.jpg]3



 table. Both men realized what they were doing at the same moment and Tyrell smiled indulgently at Giles’s expression before taking the adjoining seat. Keeping the peace, Giles decided to sit across from Tyrell, leaving the desired seat vacant. Willow sat herself at Giles’s side with Vincent taking the seat next to Tyrell. She glanced up at Rowena, who leaned against the wall, measuring the distance between the blonde Watcher and Tyrell’s toadies.

"I’m certain that you are aware of the demon influences in this area," Tyrell said coolly.

"Yes I’m aware there’s a great deal of demonic activity in Cleveland," Giles countered. "Which is why we are here and not in England. You can’t fight a battle from half way around the world. The old council proved that point."

"Well, Rupert, you have no choice in the matter. You will cease operations."

"I’m afraid that you just can’t shut us down, James," Giles said, leaning back in his chair.

Tyrell also leaned back unconsciously mimicking Giles’s posture. "I’m afraid it is you who does not understand. Your insubordination will no longer be tolerated by the Council of Watchers. And as for Ms. Rosenberg’s grand larceny, I assure you that if you both do not immediately comply, she will be harshly dealt with."

"You'll never be able to prove any larceny James," Giles countered.

"Ah yes, magic. Well we do have a coven of our own."

"Which none of you have bothered to contact...I speak with Althenea on a regular basis and she's heard nothing from you," Willow added.

James took a deep breath and paused. "In any regard the Council-."

"What Council?" Giles cut him short. "The First did its job well enough. Those not killed in the explosion were taken out one by one."

"And as the senior surviving member, I am authorized to assume control," Tyrell said.

Giles snorted. "Authorized by whom? You retired long before Quinton took over and the rest of your group does not have enough seniority for such an undertaking. If anyone is ‘authorized’ it would be Robson and even I outranked him."

"Your recent re-admittance to the Council was on a trial basis, Rupert. You have no authority and neither does Mr. Robson since his loyalties to you have been made quite clear. And this operation of yours is an abomination! From Ms. Allister’s reports, you’re perverting the sacred traditions which have endured throughout the millenniums. You’ve put a convicted felon in charge of molding the impressionable minds of young girls, you have a murderous witch calling herself a Watcher and sleeping with a Slayer, and you allow the most experienced Slayer in history to just wander around without a care in the world. What’s next? Deals with the devil? Oh wait, you’ve already tried that when you begged the Pagan Gods for your lover’s life, haven’t you Ms. Rosenberg?"

"Giles…" Willow said, her tone dark, half-rising in her seat.

Giles looked at her sharply. "It’s alright, Willow," he said, putting a warning hand on her arm. "It’s classic battle strategy to throw one’s opponent off is his game…He’s just making idle threats. Yes, he may have a few resources and contacts still, but he’s not in any position to do us serious harm."

"Are you sure about that, Rupert?" Tyrell asked, the challenge clear in his voice.

Cut to
Int.
Watcher’s Council Computer Room 
Kennedy, Faith and Wood watched as Andrew furiously typed on the computer terminal.

"Come on!" he whispered to himself.

"What’s taking so long, twerp?" Faith asked. "I thought the equipment was installed last week?"

Andrew didn’t look at her as he answered. "Yes, it was installed, but we haven’t had time to get it hooked to the network yet. Do you know how many thousands of tasks we have to complete every day? It’s not ‘oh I just staked a vamp, time for a cigarette’ you know. It takes a lot to run this operation. We didn’t think we’d need the interior security cameras this quickly."

"This is not exactly the purpose they’re intended for, I think," Robin said. "Spying on our own people? Not what Willow and Giles had in mind."

"Screw that," Kennedy said. "If those guys make any threats against either of them, I’m going in swinging. Where the hell were they when Bringers were using my Watcher’s guts to decorate the walls? If Giles hadn’t come when he did, I’d just be another dead potential."

"Brat’s right," Faith agreed. "That Tyrell guy’s all talk. While the rest of us were busy saving the world, he was hiding in his safe little hole. I say we send him back to it, in pieces if that’s his choice."

"Come on, baby," Robin said, taking her hand. "No need for violence. These guys were once Watchers, for that at least they deserve some respect."

"They’re not Watchers anymore," she said. "The rules are different now, Robin. It’s a brand new world and it’s time for a change."

"Got it," Andrew said and the screen changed to show the interior of the conference room, making everyone look.

Cut to
Int.
Watcher’s Council Conference Room 

Willow and Giles continued to glare at Tyrell. Finally Rowena pushed herself off the wall and moved forward.

"Look, why are we wasting our time with this?" she asked. "We should be working together."

Giles and Willow looked at her, but Tyrell’s expression was a cross between shock and rage.

"Sit down, Rowena," he said. Giles’s eyebrows raised in astonishment.

"I’m just…" she tried to continue.

"I said, sit down!" Tyrell repeated.

Rowena, the cheeks of her pale face the color of pomegranates, took a seat next to Willow.

"Now," Tyrell continued. "It’s quite possible that, some time in the future, you and Ms. Rosenberg can fulfill some role within the Council, but that has yet to be determined. In the meantime, I’m sure you can understand that we cannot have a rogue operation run amok. Vincent here will oversee the dismantling of this facility. All of the Slayers and potential Watchers you have identified will be transported to England where they shall be properly trained. The rogue Slayer will be returned to prison where she belongs. Buffy Summers will be assigned to take over the Cleveland Hellmouth area and Rowena will act as her Watcher until a new one can be sent."

Tyrell looked on in astonishment as both Giles and Willow burst into laughter. The corner of Rowena’s mouth curled upward a fraction in amusement. Vincent DeVeer’s smile grew even broader at their display.

"I don’t think you understand the severity of your actions, Rupert!" Tyrell fumed. "This is not a laughing matter."

"No, James," Giles said, wiping his tearing eyes. "Ohhh for Godsakes…this is nonsense. Now, if you’ll excuse us, Willow and I are quite busy and have to return to work. Enjoy your stay in Cleveland and have a pleasant journey back to England."[image: image4.jpg]amEe =





Tyrell stood up. "Very well, then," he said, buttoning his suit jacket. "We’ll be back. Vincent, Rowena…let’s go."

Vincent immediately stood up, but Rowena remained sitting for a moment looking at Willow and Giles.

"Rowena!" Tyrell said as he headed for the door. "I said, let’s go."

Rowena hesitated a moment longer, then stood and followed the men out of the conference room.

Her amusement gone, Willow looked at Giles. "This is so not good, is it?"

"I’m afraid not, dear," Giles smiled weakly.

"What can they do to us?" she asked. "I mean, they’ve caused lots of problems in the past, but that was before when they had the full power of the Council behind them. But these guys are running on arrogance and testosterone. What can they do to us besides be annoying?"

"Let’s hope we don’t find out," Giles said, rubbing his eyes. "James Tyrell was quite powerful in his day. I’m sure that most of his contacts are gone, but he probably has a few tricks up his sleeve. How are you coming along with your own contacts?"

"Good," Willow said. "But these things take time you know. We’ve pretty much got the local politicians wrapped up, as well as the state governments for Ohio, Michigan and Illinois. Robin’s made excellent progress in New York and the Boston area. He’s got appointments with the governors of Pennsylvania and New Jersey next week. Your California contacts are still available, of course. However, except for Ohio, we’ve only started on the judicial side of things. No headway at all with the federal judges and Washington seems as far away as ever, but we’ll get there. We just need more time!"

"Of course," he agreed. "It takes lifetimes to build up the kind of power the old Council had."

"We don’t have lifetimes, Giles," Willow said. "We need to do it now."

"We shall," he said, then changed the subject. "What do you think Ms. Allister was trying to say?"

Willow chuckled. "I almost felt sorry for the way Tyrell cut her down. Almost," Willow added with a smile. "I’m not sure, though. If she turns out to be their moll well…Put me down for a big ‘I told you so’."
"It’s possible," Giles shrugged. "But she’s young and not as hidebound as the rest of them, although she was personally trained by Tyrell."

The door to the conference room reopened and Faith and Kennedy entered.

"What a bunch of jackass pri-" Faith began, but was cut off by Kennedy.

"Now, now," Kennedy teased. "Watch that temper."

"You saw?" Willow asked.

"Andrew got the spycam going," Kennedy explained. "How bad is it?"

"Not sure yet," Giles answered. "Did Ms. Allister leave with them?"

"Yeah," Faith said. "Ms. Cold Fish, Wesley Wannabe didn’t look too happy though."

Giles nodded. "If she returns, treat her just as before," he said. "It’s doubtful, but we may be able to get advanced warning of anything they may attempt. So advise everyone to keep alert."

"Will do, boss," Faith said. "Come on, Brat let’s round up the troops. After being threatened with prison again, I feel the need to pound on something hard."

Fade Out
Fade In
Int.
Moving Limousine – Cleveland streets 
James Tyrell reclined against the plush leather seat and stared at Rowena Allister sitting next to him. The young blonde Watcher silently watched the[image: image5.jpg]


 passing scenery through the darkly tinted windows. Finally, just when the silence seemed to become too oppressive, Rowena turned to face Tyrell.

"I’m not sure I understand why it’s necessary to shut down the operation completely," Rowena stated.

"You’re not required to understand, my dear," Tyrell said indulgently. "You’re asked to simply follow orders."

"You trained me to think for myself, James," she retorted.

"When necessary," he said, sharply. "However, now is not the time. The Council of Watchers is facing its darkest hour."

"It already faced its darkest hour," she said, angrily. "I was there, remember? It blew up around me. Those people in there are trying to raise it from the ashes. We should be helping them, not threatening them."

"Those people spent years fighting against the Council," he said. "Their only goal was to see to its destruction. I can imagine the rejoicing when something else did their job for them."

"That’s totally not true James and you know it!" Rowena spat. "Giles spent years helping his Slayer save our world. He was too busy doing that to make sure all of his T’s were crossed on his weekly reports. And as for Willow…"

"Was too busy learning how to destroy the world!" he interrupted. "Or have you forgotten that?"

"No, but have you forgotten that she’s the one who saved it when she activated all of the Slayers?" she said in more of a statement than a question.

"We’re already seeing the repercussions of that act, my dear," he said and then warned, "I suggest you reserve your praise until more is known, Rowena. Your Ms. Rosenberg might have damned the world with her reckless actions."

"Reckless…?" she said, blinking her eyes.

"Where are your loyalties, Rowena?" he asked. "You’ve spent a few weeks simply observing them and now you’re sounding like you’re ready to join them."

"I’m a Watcher, James," she said. "My purpose in life is to help fight evil in the world, wherever it’s being fought. These people are an asset and all of them have done good work…"

"Enough!" Tyrell said. "I applaud your dedication. I always have. That has been your primary goal since you were a mere child. But I will not have my protégé consort with degenerates, murderers and traitors. Understood?"

Rowena paused for a moment and then nodded. Tyrell seemed to pause a moment in thought and then continued, "On the other hand, I think perhaps we need a bit more time before taking any action. I’ll give you another week of observation. Go back to them, watch, observe, and report. We’ll make our final judgment then. Agreed?"

Rowena nodded again. "I think that’s best, James," she said sincerely. "What you said may be true, but from what I’ve seen so far, despite their eccentric style, their only goal is to fight evil. And isn’t that our purpose too?"

"It is, my dear." Tyrell paused to look at her. "Rowena, I know you’ve had a most difficult time this past year. It’s not easy facing your own failure."

"My potential paid the price for that, James," Rowena said, her voice softening with sorrow.

"Yes, of course, but I meant your failure to retrieve the Opus Obscurum," he clarified. "With the information contained within that book, we’d have an easier time dealing with this situation." Rowena remained silent as Tyrell sighed and continued. "We cannot change the past. We don’t have the book, but thankfully neither does Giles and company. Small victories, I suppose. Well, my dear, I believe this is your stop."

Rowena looked outside as the limo pulled up to her hotel. "You’re not staying here?" she asked.

"We have other accommodations, a larger place outside the city," he said. "Get some rest and Vincent will contact you later."

Rowena leaned forward and placed an affectionate kiss on his cheek in farewell and stepped out of the limousine.

DeVeer watched her as the big car pulled away. "Interesting," he observed. "I don’t think I’ve ever seen such dedication and purpose in one so young."

"Rowena has always been a unique enigma," Tyrell said and then pulled a cellular phone out of his breast pocket. He speed dialed a number and waited a moment for the connection to be made.

"Tyrell here," he said. "Yes. You may begin."

With a snap, he closed the folding phone and looked at DeVeer who raised an eyebrow and smirked in amusement.

Fade In
Int.
Watcher’s Council Kitchen - Next Morning 
Rowena sat at the kitchen table writing on her laptop ignored by Andrew and his kitchen minions as they finished putting the large work area in order after the hectic breakfast. Kennedy came in through the swinging doors.

"Andrew," she said. "You said there was an occult shop around here?"

"Oh yeah," he said. "Willow said to be careful when I go there, because it’s probably just full of New Age Wiccan wanna-bes, but the shopkeeper is really cool and he doesn’t try to sell you useless junk."

"Has she been there yet?" Kennedy asked.

"I don’t think so," he replied, looking off into space. "Although she asked me to get her some herbs and resins for an incense she wanted to make for this month’s Full Moon, and that’s where I got them. That’s okay, though. I don’t mind. Besides I learn by helping and the shopkeeper is really cool."

"So you said," Kennedy remarked, nodding slowly. "Want to go for a ride this morning and show me the shop? Faith’s got the girls out on a cross-country run so I’ve got the morning free."

"How’d you manage to get out of that?" Rowena asked from the table.

Kennedy turned towards her and shrugged. "Faith does her share of the work."

Rowena nodded. Andrew finished folding the dishtowel.

"Give me a minute to get cleaned up, okay?" Andrew asked.

"Sure thing," Kennedy replied and moved closer to the table as the young man rushed from the room. "So, what you working on?" she asked, putting her hands in the rear pockets of her jeans.

"Mr. Giles was kind enough to let me look at his private library last week," Rowena explained. "I found some information on a variant species of M’benchi demons. I’m just organizing my notes."

Kennedy nodded. "Sounds boring."

"Not really," Rowena said with a shrug. "It’s important information. The more we know about the many demons you could encounter, the better we can help you Slayers survive."

"Knowledge is power," Kennedy quoted.

Rowena looked up from the screen on her laptop. "Very true," she said, and then closed the cover. "I’m about ready for a break, though. Mind if I come along with you and Andrew?"

Kennedy looked surprised and paused a moment. "Uh, sure. Okay."

"Thanks," Rowena said. "As Andrew reminded me, there’s a Full Moon approaching and I’d like to get a couple of candles."

"You’re Wiccan too?" Kennedy asked, surprised.

"No," Rowena said with a smile. "But I’ve worked with a coven before as part of my training. I picked up the habit of using the cycle for personal reflection. It’s a good time to look at the world in a different light."

"Whatever floats your boat," Kennedy said and led the way out of the kitchen.

Fade out
Fade In
Int.
Lenore’s Chamber Occult Shop – Later that morning 
Kennedy, Andrew and Rowena entered the shop, a small jingling bell announcing their arrival. Rowena turned around and glanced up at the space above the door. Sure enough an ivory bust of Pallas rested on a small shelf just above the trim. She smiled in amusement.

The shop was small, a few bookcases lined two walls with a large glass display case in front of the register near the entrance. The case was filled with various articles such as jewelry, rare books and athames. Against the wall opposite the entrance, an apothecary rack was built-in. The warm smell of herbs, incenses and spices filled the shop with a pleasant odor.

"Hello, Andrew," the clerk said as the trio entered. He sat on a stool near the register. He was dressed in a striped pullover and jeans and although he appeared older, it was obvious he had gone bald at a young age.

"Edgar!" Andrew said, moving over to the case. "Um, hi!"

"Hey," Edgar replied. His face suddenly brightened as Rowena and Kennedy joined Andrew at the case.

"Oh," Andrew said as Kennedy nudged him with her elbow. "This is Kennedy. She wanted to come. Oh, and this is Ms. Allister…uh…she also wanted to come."

"Hi," Edgar said, putting out a hand to Kennedy to shake.

"How ya doing?" the Slayer replied. Rowena blinked as Edgar totally ignored her and Andrew scrunched up his face.

"Let me guess," Rowena said, nodding to the bird on the perch behind him. "The rest of your name Allan Poe?" she teased

"Yeah," Edgar said absently as he admired at Kennedy. "And that’s Lenore over there."

The women looked again to the open, ornate, black iron bird stand in the corner. Sitting on the perch was a black raven whose yellow eyes seemed to be squinting at them suspiciously.

"So, Edgar," Andrew said, leaning his elbows on the case and angling towards the shopkeeper. "How’ve you been?"

"Fine Andrew," Edgar said. "Kennedy, eh? Interesting name."

"Thanks," Kennedy said not paying much attention to the remark.

"Kennedy here wanted to get something for her girlfriend," Andrew stressed.

Edgar turned towards him noting Andrew’s emphasis on his final word. "Oh yeah?" he said, turning back to Kennedy. "What did you have in mind?"

"Graduation gift," Kennedy explained. "She just got her diploma."

"Cool," Edgar said, hopping off his stool and coming around the case. "I’m waiting to hear about a scholarship myself."

"I thought you owned this shop?" Rowena asked.

"No, my father does," he said. "I just work here." He turned back to the brunette. "So Kennedy…what did you have in mind for your girlfriend?"

"Don’t know," Kennedy said, glancing around the shop. "I was hoping you could suggest a good gift for a Wiccan."[image: image6.jpg]



"I’m assuming she already has an athame?" Edgar asked.

"A what?" Kennedy said.

"Ritual knife," Rowena supplied absently while looking through a book.

"Oh yes, she does," Andrew put in helpfully. "She showed it to me, it’s really neat. Someone from the Coven gave it to her as a gift when they elevated her to the second degree."

"She didn’t have one before then?" Rowena asked, glancing up, surprised.

"She did," Andrew explained, his eyes rolling up to the ceiling as if remembering facts. "But Willow told me her other one had been fouled and she had to get rid of it. I…I’m not really sure what that means."

"If an athame draws blood it cannot be used again until it’s been purified," Rowena explained. Kennedy and Andrew both looked equally disturbed by the news so Rowena changed the subject. "Why don’t you get her some jewelry, Kennedy? Edgar has some very nice pentacles in the display case."

Edgar helpfully led Kennedy over to the jewelry display and began to show her the selection.

"You’re studying with Willow, Andrew?" Rowena asked the young man who was looking through a copy of The Green Egg. She picked up another book and glanced at the back cover.

"Uh huh," he said, excitedly. "She showed me around her coven room and all of her ritual tools and explained what each is for. And she promised that I can sit in on this month’s Full Moon ritual to observe and promised that perhaps in a few months I can assist her. She laughed and said that I could be her ‘maiden’. But I don’t know what she meant by that either. I can do my own conjuring of certain beings but I don’t know all the ‘rules’ yet of Wicca."

Rowena finally put the book down and moved to the candle display, carefully selecting a few. Andrew followed her, observing as the Watcher made her selections.

"The maiden is the priestess’s right hand and assists her during rituals…generally acting as her second," Rowena explained. "The priest’s assistant is called the ‘herne’. Wiccans in general usually don’t pay much attention to cultural dimorphism so I wouldn’t worry about what she calls you. If Willow suggested you could be her maiden, she must believe you have promise."

Andrew’s face broke out into a huge smile and his chest puffed out as Rowena headed for the cash register. She paused as she passed the bird stand. "Where’s the bird?" she asked.

Edgar handed a credit card and receipt back to the Slayer as he said, "Lenore comes and goes."

Rowena put her candles by the register and waited for Edgar to ring her up, however he was busy looking at Kennedy. The unspoken admiration became too much and Kennedy gave a heavy sigh.

"Hey Edgar," she told him. "Give it up. I’m not your type. But who knows, maybe Andrew on the other hand…"

"I heard that," Andrew challenged, having overheard her shoot Edgar down.

"Notice he didn’t deny it," Kennedy told Edgar with a wink. The Slayer grabbed the small bag from him and moved off towards the entrance. "I’ll meet you guys outside," she said pushing her way through the front door.

Edgar sighed and finally rang up Rowena’s purchase.

Cut to
Ext.
Cleveland Street - Minutes Later 
Rowena and Andrew emerged onto the sunny street and looked around for Kennedy.

"Where’d she go?" Andrew asked. The Council’s jeep was parked at the corner.

"Not too far I’m assuming," she noted, pointing at the SUV. "Come on," she added and turned into the alley next to the shop.

Behind a large dumpster, they found Kennedy kneeling beside what at first appeared to be a white marble statue dressed in ordinary street clothes lying on the ground. Rowena knelt beside the Slayer.

"What is it?" Andrew asked, standing beside them.

"Body," Kennedy said. She reached into the clothes and pulled out a wallet.

"That’s a body?" Andrew squealed.

Rowena gingerly touched the face. A few grains flaked off and sifted to the ground. The Watcher sniffed at the grains and rolled them between her fingers, finally carefully tasting her finger.

"Eww!" Andrew and Kennedy both exclaimed at the site.

"It’s salt," Rowena concluded.

"Holy sodium chloride, Batman," Andrew exclaimed.

Kennedy pulled a card from the wallet. "Boris Ivanov," she read. "University student."

Rowena stood up and tried the handle to what appeared to be the back door for the occult shop. "Locked," she said.

"Other than looking behind you one too many times, as the Old Testament points out," Andrew asked, "what could turn a person into salt?"

Kennedy pushed herself to her feet. "We’d better report this to the Council and go find out."

"We just gonna leave it here?" Andrew asked.

"Well, if we get a good rain this afternoon we won’t have to worry about it," Kennedy said and then smirked at their expressions. "Just kidding. I’ll have a couple of the girls come back after dark to retrieve it. Don’t want to draw too much attention in broad daylight. Let’s go."

As the trio headed out of the alley, no one noticed a large black raven watching them from its perch on a fire escape.

Cut to
Int.
Watcher’s Council Lobby - Afternoon 
Kennedy, Rowena and Andrew pushed their way through the lobby doors. Andrew put his hands to his ears at the loud cacophony of sound which assaulted them.

"What’s going on?" Kennedy shouted.

Andrew rushed over to the reception desk and tapped into the computer set into the desk. "Security alarm!" he yelled over the din.

"Turn it off!" Kennedy ordered.

Andrew spent a few frantic moments then finally the sound cut off. Kennedy breathed in relief.

"Oh, this is not good," Andrew whispered.

"What?" Rowena asked, moving around the desk.

"Someone’s hacked into the computer and set off all the alarms," he explained. "I’ve turned them off, but now they’re off permanently."

"What about the other files?" Kennedy asked.

Giles and Wood came running through the entrance from the Slayer’s dorm building, followed by Faith and Rona. "What’s going on?" Giles asked.

"Security breach," Andrew said.

"He said someone’s hacked into the system," Rowena said. "Where’s Willow?"

"Running an errand," Faith said. "She should be back any moment. What do you mean security breach? I thought Willow designed this system?"

"She did," Andrew said. "It’s the best I’ve ever seen. Oh, this is so not good."

Willow walked in through the doors. She looked at the panicking group. "Hey guys," she said with a small wave. "What’s up?"

"Willow!" Andrew whined. "Where the hell have you been?" 
At that moment, the security alarm turned itself on again.

Fade out
End of Act One
Act 2
 

Fade In
Int.
Watcher’s Council Computer Room - Late Afternoon 
Giles strode into the computer room and looked over Willow’s shoulder. "Any progress?" he asked. [image: image7.jpg]



Willow sighed and shook her head. "It’s bad, Giles," she said.

Andrew looked up from his terminal. "This is worse than 2001: A Space Odyssey, when Hal the computer took over the ship and Dave had to pull all the memory chips. Except someone has already pulled our chips and we can’t get them back in!"

Giles stared blankly at Willow. "And that’s bad?" he asked.

"I don’t think it’s that bad," she said looking at Andrew who was once again concentrating on his terminal. "Someone…someone really good…broke through my firewall and uploaded a program so now I can’t get back in to the system. No matter what action I take, it throws another countermeasure up against me. I can’t even get through to the basic operating system!"

"So this is just not some random virus like those that caused all the troubles last summer?" Giles asked, but it was clear he still didn’t understand.

"No," she said. "Oh no. This was directed specifically at us."

"Which computers is it affecting?" Giles asked.

"At last count, all of them." 
"What are your options?" Giles asked. "Can you eliminate the program?"

"At this point, not without losing everything," Willow sighed. "And that is NOT an option. Giles, it would take us weeks to get back to where we were. Yeah I’ve burn most of the information on CD but not all of it."

The look on his face was grim. "Tyrell," he spat out the word as if it were a curse.

""Yeah," Willow agreed. "Looks like we’re guilty of a little underestimating, Mister. What else can we expect?"

"James Tyrell was headmaster of the Watcher’s Academy for fifteen years before briefly leading the Council itself," Giles explained. "He might not be as ruthless as Quinton Travers was, but no one leads the Council without fighting their way to the top."

"Now see," Willow said standing up and waving her arms. "It’s that macho, world-domination, ‘mine’s bigger than yours’ mentality that really ticks me off, Giles! I got news for you and Tyrell and little Ms Cold Fish as Faith likes to call her…this is the 21st century! If we don’t change that stupid parochial attitude evil’s gonna win. And as long as I’m breathing, I’m not gonna let it. Got it?"

"Willow, calm down," Giles soothed. "I’m on your side, remember?"

Willow sighed and slumped into her seat. "I know, Giles," she said, her voice back to normal. "It’s just…what’s next?"

"Hey guys," Faith said and both looked at the Slayer as she poked her head into the room, worried anticipation on their faces. "More trouble. We need you outfront."

Willow sighed and stood up again. "Andrew," she said, looking at the young man. "Keep trying to get that information from online."

"It’s not working, Willow!" Andrew whined, pulling at his hair. "Every time I access a new site, I get that stupid ‘ha ha’ message."

"Use the force Luke. Use the force," Willow said and patted him on the shoulder before she and Giles followed Faith out the door.

Cut to
Int.
Watcher’s Council Lobby - Moments later 
Faith moved to the side and joined Rowena, Kennedy and Robin as Giles and Willow approached the smartly dressed woman holding a brown leather briefcase.

"May I help you?" Giles asked cordially.

"Mr. Giles?" the woman asked.

"Yes," Giles replied.

"And you are Ms. Rosenberg, I presume?" she turned to the redhead standing next to Giles.

"That’s right," Willow nodded.

"Thank you," the woman said and handed each of them a card. "Millicent Franklin, Internal Revenue Service. I would like to inspect your books, please."

"Our books?" Giles said, the lines hardening in his face. "I don’t understand. We’re a non-profit organization, Ms. Franklin. We don’t pay taxes."

"Nevertheless, I will examine them," she said. "We’ve reviewed your 1023 filing application and although you were granted tax-exempt status under the 501-3-c section of the tax code, certain discrepancies have been called into question which require further examination."

"Specifically what are you looking for?" Willow asked.

The woman turned to Willow. "An examination of the rather large monetary contributions you have listed as anonymous. With the size of the funds required to set up and run your school, the IRS is concerned that there may be groups or individuals who are using you as an umbrella to shelter their income or possibly to fund other…shall we say…not-so-innocent activities. Especially since your application seemed to indicate many of your ‘anonymous’ donors were overseas."

"You’re taking about money laundering and terrorism," Giles stated, his jaw clenching tightly.

"Yes," the woman said drolly, her expression never changing. "I feel it would be in your best interests if you compiled with our simple request, Mr. Giles. If not, then perhaps it would be best if I contacted the Department of Homeland Security?"

At last Giles smiled. "That certainly won’t be necessary. Robin?"

Robin glanced at Rowena and Faith and approached the Watcher.

"This is Robin Wood, our financial officer," Giles said by way of introduction.

"I am?" Robin questioned Giles. Then he turned quickly to the agent, noticing the arch of Ms. Franklin’s eyebrow. "I am!" he said again with much more confidence.

"He will be more than happy to assist you however you require."

"Ms. Franklin," Robin said, shaking the woman’s hand. "If you’ll be so kind…?" He led the woman to the main offices.

"Red, that didn’t sound very good," Faith remarked.

"Which part? The IRS inquiry or Robin’s shock at his sudden job promotion," Willow asked.

Faith smirked. "Both actually."

"No, not good at all," Giles said distractedly, his hands in his pockets and looking very much like a trapped animal.

Willow looked at Rowena. "You’re still here?" she asked, antagonism in her voice.

Rowena’s eyebrows rose questioningly. "I was waiting to see if you needed my help with the body problem."

"Body problem?" Willow said, blinking. "We have a body problem, too?"

"We found a body in an alley behind an old occult store," Kennedy explained. "Something had turned it to salt."

"Oh," Willow said. "Normal Hellmouth problems…heh…what a relief!"

"I understand you’re busy," Rowena said. "But we shouldn’t ignore this."

"No, of course not," Willow said. "I can’t get online, but maybe there’s a book with a reference to people turning into salt."

"I’d start with the Bible, Old Testament, story of Lot’s wife," Kennedy offered. When no one said anything Kennedy offered. "Come on! 12 years of Catholic boarding schools okay? I learned a little bit during my incarceration besides the fact I had original sin and there was little I could do to get rid of it."

"I can use my laptop from the hotel," Rowena offered after rolling her eyes. "I might also have another avenue of information."

"Great!" Faith said, nodding. "Why don’t you go do that?" Faith said, shooing her away with her hands.

Rowena looked first at Faith and then even longer at Willow, as if expecting the redhead to comment. "Alright," she finally said when no one added more. "I’ll come back with any progress I’ve made."

"Thank you," Willow said coldly and watched as Rowena gathered her belongings and then left the building.

"Want me to go kick some old Watcher ass?" Faith asked.

"Me too!" Kennedy piped in.

"There will be no ass kicking," Willow declared. "We’ve got bigger problems right now. Giles?"

The Watcher finally looked up at the redhead as if seeing her for the first time. Striding forward, he grabbed her hand and pulled her towards the stairs. "Come with me," he said, ignoring her protests. "We need to talk. Now!"

Fade In
Int.
Regency Hotel - Moments later
Cleveland 
Rowena walked briskly into the lobby of her hotel and glanced around the deserted area. Approaching the desk she presented a sturdy brass key to the clerk. He glanced at it for a moment, then handed it back to her.

Rowena took another look around the lobby as the clerk disappeared into the back office and then returned a minute later carrying a large metal box. He placed the box on the counter and handed her a card. She signed the card and he carefully compared it to a similar card taped to the box. Satisfied, he turned the box around and allowed her to open it with the key.

She took a final look around the lobby and then quickly opened the box and pulled out a leather messenger bag. Swinging the bag over her shoulder she locked the box again.

"Thank you," she told the clerk and retrieved her laptop case from the counter.

"You’re welcome, Ms. Allister," he replied. "Enjoy your evening."

Rowena quickly headed to the elevators.

Fade In
Int.
Watcher’s Council – Giles's study - Moments Later 
Willow smiled at the masculine warmth of Giles’ sitting room. An abandoned tea cozy rested next to an old novel. Glancing at the cover, she wasn’t surprised to see he was reading Great Expectations.

"Giles," she sighed. "I really should be getting back to the computer room. I’m sure Andrew’s bald by now from pulling out his hair."

"Willow," he said. "Please sit down." 

"Uh…" she said nervously, reacting to his edginess.

"Please," he urged.

"Okay," she said and plopped down in his plush armchair.

She watched him for a moment as he paced back and forth in front of her.

"Willow," he finally said. "I always told myself if I was going to do this, then I would do it right."

"Do what…" she asked and then her eyes widened in shock as he dropped to one knee at her feet and took her hand in both of his own.

"Willow Rosenberg," he said looking into her eyes. "Will you marry me?"[image: image8.jpg]



"What?" she cried. "Giles! You're really starting to freak me out!"
"Willow…" he began.

"I mean, I appreciate the offer and I really don’t mean to be insulting, but where the heck did this come from! You’re, well, Giles! I can’t even call you Rupert yet. Plus, not exactly my type you know, being male and all a-and oh! Speaking of which, I really don’t think my girlfriend would approve."

"Willow," he interrupted sharply. "We’ve seen what Tyrell is capable of. How long before the INS walks through the door?"

"INS?" Willow said confused, then her face cleared. "Oh! Your green card!"

"Exactly," he said.

"But Giles," she protested. "They really don’t go in for that instant marriage stuff."

"We can prove that we’ve been together for over seven years now."

"Seven?" she questioned. "But that would mean I was still in-. Oh! Oh! Giles! Eww!"

Giles sighed. "I know I can’t be as unappealing as you make me sound," he countered.

"It’s not that Giles. I might be gay but I’m not blind. You’ve got that suavey British thing going on, yes, a-and women love that. A-and when you play guitar you look really se…" Willow began to grin with a far off look in her eyes but quickly shook it off. "I just mean, in high school? You and me? Makes us sound like a trashy, made-for-TV movie."

Giles rubbed his temple in frustration. "We can say we consummated our relationship after you graduated."

"Okay! You’re approaching double eww status now! I’m starting to get mental images here."

"Listen. Here’s the story," he said patiently. "We met in high school and we began dating your Freshman year in college. Now we are pursuing our dream with the school here and since graduating from university, we have decided to legally and ethically marry."

"Oh! I get it," she smiled and then scowled at him. "It’s still creeping me out, though."

"So," he smiled warmly at her. "Will you marry me, Willow?"[image: image9.jpg]



"Oh boy," she sighed. "I love you, Giles, but this is going way above and beyond the call of duty. Do I get a raise?"

He waited patiently.

"Okay, fine! Yes! I’ll marry you," Willow said. "Kennedy’s gonna slay me and to be honest I think you might be overreacting."

At that moment, Willow’s raven-haired lover peeked her head inside the closed door. "Uh, Giles?" Kennedy said cautiously. "INS is here."

Giles didn’t say anything but made an exaggerated gesture to Kennedy who brought the news.

"Okay, okay," Willow she conceded to him. "You were right. I was wrong."

Kennedy walked further into the room shutting the door behind her. "Right about what?"

Willow looked nervously at her girlfriend and then smiled awkwardly. "Sweetie? Honey?" she began through her grin.

"It’s bad, isn’t it?" Kennedy asked with a look of concern growing on her face.

Willow took a deep breath and rapidly shot off, "Giles-and-I-are-getting-married, okay?"

"Wha-? Huh?…Uh, no," Kennedy said shaking her head. "Not okay. Willow-?"

"It’s the only way he might be able to stay in the country," Willow told her in a hushed tone. "Desperate times call for desperate measures."

"Again, I’ll say I’m not that bad," Giles added.

She glared at him a moment, but took his hand and addressed her lover. "For INS purposes, you’re looking at Mr. and Mrs. Giles." Willow erupted into a fit of giggles. "Mrs. Giles," she snorted. "Sorry that just sounds funny."

"Not as funny as Willow Giles," he sighed.

A look of discomfort passed over her face. "Oh God, you’re right! That sounds horrible!"

"So this is like a sham marriage right?" Kennedy asked. "I mean you’re not gonna…" Kennedy gestured with her hands, unable to finish the sentence.

For a moment Willow and Giles considered just what Kennedy was asking and then realized.

"No!" they both answered immediately.

"In name only," Giles assured her.

Kennedy smirked. "Well, dating a married woman could be kinky I guess. Added sense of danger and all that."

Willow just smiled and pulled Giles toward the door, still holding his hand. "Come on," she said, "Let’s go pass the ‘test’."

"Oh god, the test!" Giles said. "They’re going to question us separately."

"What?"

"Your favorites. My favorites. Where we went on our first date. Things of that nature."

"Relax Giles," Willow told him. "Remember my telepathy skill. I’ll hear everything you tell them."

"Oh, right," Giles grinned slightly. "Good then. Let’s go."

Cut to
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – moments later 
"Mr. Giles, I presume?" a man said as they all approached. "Agents Ford and Walters," he said pointing to himself and then his partner. "Seems there’s a problem with your green card status. You’re employed as a librarian it says," he waving a folder. "However, there’s no activity of your being employed during any of your time here since 1999."

"Well, I’ve recently started working with my fiancée," he said motioning to Willow. "Overseeing the library of the school she’s starting. I’m sure the paperwork is in process now so perhaps your colleagues haven’t gotten to it yet."

"Your fiancée?" he questioned. "And just how long have you known your fiancée?" He let his sarcasm slip into the last word.

"Seven years," he answered.

"When’s the wedding?"

Giles paused and looked at Willow.

"June," she answered.

"December," Giles replied at the same time.

Both of them tried to hold down their moment of panic.

"Giles, er-Giles, Giles, Giles! I call him Giles when he annoys me. You know how it is when you’ve been with someone for seven years...You’ll have to forgive Rupert. We can’t seem to agree on a date. I say summer. He says winter. Maybe we’ll compromise and go with Fall."

"Is that so?" the agent replied, not convinced. "Let’s see the ring."

"She hasn’t got it," Giles said quickly as Willow began to mumble. "Been doing renovations here. Didn’t want to damage it."

"Well, actually," Willow said showing them her left hand that was graced by a stunning diamond. "I put it on this morning and forgot to take it off. Thanks for reminding me, Hon."

"No problem, Sweetheart," Giles answered with a grin, knowing Willow had just secretly conjured it.[image: image10.jpg]



"Spared no expense I see," the agent remarked.

"Well, nothing’s too much for my girl," Giles remarked and awkwardly put his arm around Willow.

The agents paused a moment, taking it all in. "Mind if we ask you a few questions in private Mr. Giles?"

"Certainly," he nodded.

"Oh and Ms…?"

"Rosenberg," Willow answered.

"Don’t go too far. We’d like to speak with you as well."

"Not a problem. You can go to the lounge and I’ll wait out here."

"It won’t take too long," the agent said politely as they followed Giles who lead the way.

Kennedy, who had been quietly watching crept up to Willow. "That was great," she grinned. "Not the least bit awkward or alarming."

Fade In
Int.
Regency Hotel – Next Morning 
Rowena sat at the desk, taking some notes down from the book in front of her. After she finished she closed it, running her fingers over the title Opus Obscurum. She reached under the desk and grabbed her computer case and[image: image11.jpg]


 the messenger bag, putting the book back inside. Just as she was heading for the door, the phone began to ring.

"Hello?" she said. "Oh, hello Mom. Yes, I’m fine." She put her belongings down and took a seat on the bed. "How’s Dad? What? What are you talking about? How did that happen?"

Rowena paused as she listened to her mother, the expression on her face turning from scared to confused and then finally to anger. "Oh my god. No, of course I’ll be able to help. I’ll contact the bank right away. No, I’ll be fine, don’t worry about me. I’m just glad that no one was hurt. No, I won’t say anything about the money to Dad, of course not. Alright. I’ll be in touch soon, Mom. Bye."

She hung up the phone, the anger in her face growing and then picked up the phone again and dialed a number.

"Hello? Rowena Allister calling for James Tyrell," she said. After a brief pause she heard his voice.

"Hello Rowena," the voice on the other end of the phone was cold.

"James," she began. "Look. I need the Council’s help. Someone’s vandalized my father’s fishing boat in Nova Scotia. I want to find out who’s responsible."

"Well why not call those renegades you seem to fancy so much," he offered sarcastically. "I’m sure they have loads of contacts to help you."

Rowena pulled the phone back slightly and shook her head in disbelief. "What did you just say? James you sent me on this mission to observe Mr. Giles and act as a liaison. Why are you-?"

"Rowena, remember something my dear. The true Council is very powerful and no one is untouchable…no one. It’s best you fall in line, my dear."

Rowena pursed her lips and took a deep breath and tried to speak. When no words came she slammed the phone down and left her room with both bags in hand.

Fade to Black

End of Act Two
Act 3
 

Fade In
Int.
Watcher’s Council – Computer Area – Same Morning 

Willow and Giles were at the computer terminal when Rowena came into the room. Willow’s eyes squinted in suspicion when the Watcher put down her case on the table in front of them and then announced, "I need coffee."

"Okay," Willow whispered conspiratorially as they watched the blonde prepare herself a cup from the urn. "Would you mind if I teleported her to another dimension? Because I can you know."

"Patience, my dear," he said. "I’d say this should be very interesting indeed."

"Any new developments?" Rowena asked, taking a seat across from the pair.[image: image12.jpg]



"You tell us," Willow said, looking at her.

Rowena sighed. "I’m sorry you don’t trust me, Willow," she said. "But I am here to help. I’ve had a hell of a morning myself."

"Oh really?" Giles said. "Decided to cap it off with spying on us?"

Willow glanced at Giles, his accent turning more Ripper and less Oxford. Rowena’s expression showed she was thrown by Giles’ sudden change in demeanor toward her.

"Forgive him," Willow said. "We’ve both been having a Hellmouth night - me trying to fix the computers and him unsuccessfully researching the salt problem."

"Yes, well about that," Rowena said. "I believe it was caused by a feqlor demon."

"A feqlor demon?" Giles asked. "What the bloody hell is that?"

"Giles, please," Willow said, putting a hand on his arm. "What can you tell us, Rowena?"

"A feqlor demon is usually summoned by a wizard or a sorcerer and they will join in a symbiotic relationship with each other," Rowena explained. "In return for increased power, the feqlor will feed upon its partner’s soul, eventually destroying him. But that takes a while, in the meantime, the feqlor will feed upon unwilling victims, preferably the wizard’s enemies."

"Let me guess," Willow said. "It turns them into salt?"

"Exactly," Rowena said. "The feqlor is a shape shifter, so it can hide most effectively and the only way to kill it is with a weapon made of gold."

"So we need to find the demon and kill it," Willow said.

"There's something else," Rowena told her.

"What?" Willow asked.

"The sword wielder must wear a toga," Rowena explained. Willow snickered. "A pink toga actually," Rowena added in a smaller voice. 
"Pink? Lemme guess," Willow said with a chuckle. "They have to do the hokey pokey on one leg too, right?"
Rowena gave a brief grin and tried not to laugh. "No. The blood of the demon is like acid but the toga will protect them."
Willow paused and turned to Giles. "So who's gonna tell 'em this added detail?" she asked. 
"Bloody well isn't going to be me," Giles sighed.
"I can return to the shop with Kennedy today to search for more information," Rowena offered. "I think the clerk might know something. The victim was a university student. I found a notice on the school’s website that he was up for a full scholarship to study medieval European history."

"How do you know all this?" Giles asked suspiciously. "Information about that feqlor demon is not in any of the known texts and unless you have access to references I’m not aware of, there’s no way you could possibly know this. Especially if your only source is that infernal computer."

"Mr. Giles," Rowena began. "I assure you the information is correct."

"I don’t doubt that, Ms. Allister, but…" Giles was interrupted by a loud yell.

"You!" Kennedy said, her eyes blazing as she charged across the room towards Rowena. Reaching the blonde Watcher the Slayer dragged her out of her chair and flung her over the desk. Kennedy leapt over and picked her up off the floor, placing one hand on Rowena’s neck and the other raised in the air as if to strike.

"Where is she?" Kennedy yelled in Rowena’s face.

Faith charged up from behind as Robin stood in the doorway, listening to the commotion.

"Hold up Brat!" Faith yelled. The warning, however, got lost in Kennedy’s rage and fell on deaf ears.

"Gah…" Rowena sputtered trying to breathe past the pressure on her neck. Willow rushed around the desk to the struggle.

"Where is she, bitch?" Kennedy repeated and was about to swing her fist when Faith jumped over the intervening desk and caught the other brunette’s hand before it could connect. Kennedy released Rowena and the Watcher dropped to the floor on her hands and knees, gasping.

"Whoa there, girl!" Faith said. "Trial by jury first. Even I know that."

"Kennedy?" Willow said, helping Rowena to her feet and leading her away from the furious Slayer. The blonde Watcher sat weakly in a chair, choking past the lump in her throat.

"What’s happened?" Giles asked.

"My father called," Kennedy said, glaring at Rowena, fire blazing in her dark eyes. "My sister’s been kidnapped."

"Oh God," Willow sighed before trying to offer some reassurance. "Honey, I’m sure she’ll be okay."

"How can we be sure the kidnapping is related?" Giles asked.

Kennedy looked at him. "The ransom demand is 200 million pounds."

Giles cleared his throat. "Right. Stupid question. My apologies."

"And I know she’s got something to do with it just like all the other crap that’s happening to us." Kennedy continued in her rant pointing at Rowena, still too focused on her anger to pay attention to Willow trying to sooth her.

"What other ‘crap’?" Rowena chocked out, still holding her throat.

"Like you don’t know?" Robin remarked. "I spent all last night and this morning with the IRS, going over the Watcher’s files and NOW they want MY personal files of the last 7 years."

"What?" Rowena asked in disbelief, coming to her feet, hanging on to the desk for support.

A beeping noise came from the computers again and Willow sighed. "Oh great. Here we go again." She walked back around and motioned to Andrew as Kennedy followed her. "Stay on this side," she pointed as she went back and took a seat next to Giles again. 

Tired and frustrated Giles rubbed his forehead to release the tension as Willow went back to typing. [image: image13.jpg]



"That crap," Faith said pitching a thumb behind her. "Someone’s screwing with us bad and we’ve got a pretty good idea who that someone is."

"Then it’s true," Rowena muttered.

"Told you she knew! Now where the Hell’s my sister?" Kennedy challenged.

"No! No! You don’t understand," Rowena told them, holding out her hands as if afraid Kennedy might charge again. "My father’s fishing boat was vandalized and now I have to send them money to get on their feet. My mom said she paid the insurance but they’re telling her the policy lapsed. The Old Guard is after me too."

"Yeah right," Kennedy harrumphed.

"No, honest. I’m not the enemy here," Rowena pleaded. "We should be working together."

Giles quietly stood up and met Rowena eye to eye. "I think I liked it better when demons would just crash in here and tear the place apart…it just seemed so much simpler." 
"Mr. Giles," Rowena sighed. "I had no idea they would do this. You have to believe me."

"No, we bloody well don’t have to. And perhaps it’s best if you trotted back to Tyrell and his covey of stupid gits!" Giles’s voice was harsh and cold.

Willow sat silently this time and made no apologies.

"What about the demon?" Rowena asked. "I think..."

"We have a new set of demons we have to face," Giles told her. "They’re called the Old Guard. Now if you would," he pointed, "Faith will show you to the door."

Rowena gave a defeated sigh. "Don’t bother. I know the way."

Fade In
Ext.
First National Bank – Street Level - Afternoon 
Rowena pushed her way out the large glass doors and walked out to the crowded sidewalk filled with lunchtime traffic. She glanced at the receipt in her hand, sighed and then pulled her cell phone from her coat pocket and speed[image: image14.jpg]


 dialed a number.

"Mom? Yeah, it’s me," she said. "How’s Dad?"

She listened for a moment, her face alternating between concern and relief. "Yes, I wired the funds," she said into the phone. "I know…I know…no, I’ll be okay. I’m fine, Mom. Yes, I’ll call you later. Bye."

Rowena snapped shut her phone and jerked when a smooth voice said in her ear, "Lying to your mother now, dear? Tsk, tsk, not very ethical is it?"

She turned to face Vincent DeVeer, his usual smile gracing his lips. "Vincent," she said, squinting her eyes. "What are you doing here?"

"Unless I’m mistaken," he purred. "And of course I never am, you’ve just wiped out your savings to pay for the repairs on your father’s boat."

"That’s none of your business," she said, narrowing her eyes at him.

"And of course your stipend from the Council just ran out," he said. "Have you found new lodging? Perhaps the new Watchers will grace you with a suite of your own? More likely you’ll be lucky to get a bunk bed in the Slayer’s dorm. Of course, that’s if they let you back at all."

"Go away, Vincent," Rowena said turning on her heel and walking down the street. "There’s a demon running around town turning people into salt and I need to find it."

"Where’s the book, Ro?" he asked, ignoring her statement.

Rowena stopped and turned back towards him. "What are you talking about?"

"You know what I’m talking about," he said, crossing his arms. "The Opus Obscurum? The entire compendium of early Watcher lore going all the way back to the original Slayer? The book you were assigned to locate while the Bringers were carving up your Potential? That book."

"I reported what happened to Tyrell," she said, once again pushing him aside. "Go ask him since you’re only his lap dog."

DeVeer watched Rowena quickly stride down the street. "We’ll see who barks first, little one," he said quietly with a smile.

Cut to
Int.
Regency Hotel – Lobby - Moments Later 

Rowena watched as the desk clerk carried her safe deposit box to the counter and checked her signature. She opened the box.

"Empty!" she declared, banging her fist down on the counter.

"Excuse me?" the clerk said confused.

"It’s empty," she repeated, her eyes blazing in anger.

He turned the box around and confirmed her statement. "I…I saw you put your messenger bag in here just this morning. How can this be? I don’t understand."

"I do," Rowena said grimly and picking up her packed luggage, she quickly left the hotel.

Cut to
Int.
Lenore’s Chamber Occult Shop – Same Afternoon 
"So, Edgar," Faith said. "Tell us about Boris."

The sales clerk looked at the dark Slayer for a moment and then turned to Kennedy. "Can I get you something to drink, Kennedy?" he asked.

"No," she replied, her face stony. "Just answer Faith’s question."

Edgar shrugged. "Some student at the university. We had a few classes together."

"What classes?" Faith asked.

"You know, general courses," Edgar said. "Western Civ, College Algebra, History, that kind of thing."

"You said you were trying to get a scholarship," Kennedy said.

"That’s right," he said. "My father doesn’t pay me enough for me to go to school full time and if I won it I could get out of here and go live in the dorms."

"What kind of scholarship?" Faith asked.

Edgar shrugged again. "My major," he said evasively. "I had to submit a paper on the Kievan Principality of Medieval Russia. Would you like to read it?" he asked Kennedy proudly.

The brunette Slayer scowled. "I think my girlfriend would be more interested," Kennedy said.

"Medieval Russia, eh?" Faith mused. "Say! Did you know your old buddy Boris was up for a scholarship to study medieval history?"

"That right?" Edgar said, his face hardening as he turned back towards Faith.

"Yeah, dude," Faith nodded. "Would that be the same scholarship you were trying for?"

"Could be," Edgar said.

"Yeah, could be," Faith agreed. "Say! If something were to happen to Boris then that would be one less competitor wouldn't it?"

Edgar simply looked at her.

"What’s going on, Edgar?" Kennedy asked.

"Caw!" the raven screeched from its perch.

"I don’t know what you’re talking about," he said.

"Where is it?" Faith asked. The two Slayers approached the young man in a double-team intimidation move.

"Where’s what?" he said, backing up into a bookcase.[image: image15.jpg]



"Your partner in crime," Faith clarified. "The feqlor."

"What?" Edgar said, scared. "You think I-?"

"Edgar!" a loud voice boomed from the back room. The voice was followed by a large bulk of a man, his appearance making it clear he was Edgar’s father. "Don’t you have work to do?"

Faith and Kennedy refused to let Edgar by as he tried to worm his way past them.

"You two!" the large man said. "You buying something?"

Faith glanced away from Edgar. "No, just had a few questions for sonny-boy here."

"Then you go!" he said. "He has no time for games. He wastes enough on his stupid studies. Go! Buy something or go!"

Faith nodded. "Okay, back later, Edgar," she said. "Come on, Ken."

The two Slayers left the shop.

"Caw!" the raven screeched again from its perch.

Fade In
Ext.
Alley Behind Shop - Minutes Later 
Faith and Kennedy turned the corner leading into the alley behind the shop.

"Well, well," Faith said, pointing her chin down the alley. "Look what we have here."

Kennedy looked and saw the slight form of Rowena Allister examining the space by the dumpster where they found the body the day before.

"I oughta rearrange her face," Kennedy said, starting to make her purposeful way down the street.

Faith held her back a moment by tugging on her sleeve. "Get in line, Brat," she said. "Looks like lil Ms. Cold Fish has company."

Kennedy squinted into the dark shadows and saw an obscure silhouette near the Watcher. As the Slayers watched, they saw the figure begin to move toward Rowena.

"Come on!" Faith said, taking off running. "Willow might not want her dead…yet!"

Kennedy chased the other Slayer who had a slight head start. Rowena heard the noise and turned around, putting an arm up to protect herself from the advancing Faith, who simply ignored her and crashed into the dark figure.

"Ahhh!" the attacker cried out as the Slayer landed on top and began to pound away.

"What’s going on?" Rowena yelled.

"We’re saving your life, again!" Kennedy said passing the Watcher and joining Faith.

"Don’t hit! Don’t hit!" the figure cried. "I don’t hurt you!"

Faith let up and looked down at the body she was straddling. The figure’s hat had flown off in her attack and they could see a pair of horns emerging from the blue-skinned forehead. Bright-red lips, coated with green blood tried to smile up at trio looking down.

"Brell!" he said again. "I don’t hurt!"

"It’s a demon," Rowena said.

"No sh…" Faith began.

"Good demon!" Brell cried. "No kill Brell. Brell have wife; two spawns!"

"A good demon?" Rowena scoffed. "There’s no such thing."

"There are good demons," Kennedy argued.

"Yeah," Faith agreed, however not letting Brell off the ground. "Lorne for example."

"Lorne?" Rowena asked.

"Friend of Angel’s," Kennedy explained. "I met him last summer in L.A. after Sunnydale went boom. Kinda the Liberace of the demon world. Wonder what he looks like in a white fur coat."

Faith chuckled. "He’s a cool dude but his fashion sense is definitely way out there."

"And then there’s that demon Buffy introduced us to when she was training us," Kennedy mused. "What was his name? Oh yeah, Clem!"

"Clement of Sunnydale?" Brell asked. "Him I know!"

"What?" Kennedy asked. "How could you know him?"

"Cousin of wife!" the demon said. "Like uncle of spawns. Clem lots skin?"

"Sounds like him," Kennedy shrugged.

"So if you’re good, pal," Faith began. "Then why were you attacking Ms Cold Fish here?"

"I no hurt! Told you!" Brell protested. "Brell want to help."

"You want our help?" Rowena asked, confused.

"Brell help you," he countered. "Brell see things out here. Not all demons nice like Brell."

Faith finally moved off the demon and helped him to his feet.

"Come on then," she said. "Let’s get you back to the Watchers Council and Giles can question you."

"You’re taking a demon into the Council?" Rowena asked with disbelief.

"At least we can control the situation." Kennedy snapped. "We finally have some say in when and how we lose our necks. And that's a helluva lot more than I can say battling the Old Guard." 
"Later," Faith said to Rowena, keeping one hand on Brell’s arm as she led him from the alley. "Let’s get this guy home, Brat."

Rowena sighed and picked up her laptop case and luggage. Faith glanced back at her. [image: image16.jpg]



"What’s all that?" she asked.

"My belongings," Rowena said, slinging the heavy bags over her shoulder.

"Get kicked out again?" Kennedy sneered.

"Something like that," Rowena sighed.

"I thought you were staying at that fancy hotel downtown?" Faith asked.

"I was," Rowena replied ironically. "Thanks to Tyrell my lease expired."

"Damn, that’s harsh," Faith said, and then thought a moment. "Come on," she offered. "We’ll find someplace for you to bunk."

"Faith!" Kennedy protested. "Willow and Giles-."

"Drop it, Brat," Faith interrupted. "We’re taking one demon to the council. What’s one more? I’m pullin’ rank here so let’s go."

After a moment, the Watcher followed, drudging her belongs with her.

Fade In
Ext.
Watcher’s Council – Conference Room - Afternoon 
Willow and Giles swiveled around in their chairs as Faith and Kennedy escorted the horned demon into the room and pointed him into a seat.

"Brell," Faith began. "Meet Mr. Giles, Mr. Wood and Willow."

Brell gave everyone a polite nod. As Faith took a seat next to Robin and Kennedy simply stood behind Willow’s chair, Andrew came in and stood nervously near the window. A moment later Rowena entered the room, bags in tow.

"And like a bad penny, she keeps turning up," Willow said.

Rowena placed her case down on the table and sat. Folding her arms, she simply looked at Willow.

"Give the kid a break, Will," Faith said. "They’re giving her a hard time, too. Besides, if she’s here, she’s not reporting to the Old Guard and we can keep an eye on her."

"What brings you here today?" Giles said, turning to Brell.

"Brell," the demon said before pausing, considering what to say. "Brell wants to help."

"Says he’s a cousin of some dude named Clem from Sunnydale," Faith explained. Willow instantly smiled at the news. "Ro here was snooping around behind the magic shop when he approached her," the Slayer continued.

"Help with what, Brell?" Giles asked.[image: image17.jpg]



"Brell see things," Brell said. "Brell watched killing."

"You saw the feqlor attack Boris in the alley?" Willow asked.

"Yes!" the demon replied. "Thing wrapped boy," he told them mimicking the movement by wrapping his own arms around his body. "Then thing eat boy. Thing eat juice."

"The feqlor sucked the liquid right out of Boris?" Giles said. "Brell, did you see it change shape?"

"Brell not see," Brell said, shaking his head. "I go to hide."

"It knew you were there?" Willow asked.

"Demon not see me," he said wiping his forehead in mock relief. "Went into magic shop."

"It went back into the shop before it shifted?" Willow said.

"Yes!" Brell nodded happily that she understood him.

"Brell," Giles started. "Did you see a partner? Did you see someone controlling the feqlor?"

"Brell not see," Brell said sadly, shaking his head.

"Why are you helping us, Brell?" Robin asked.

"Brell wants to help," he replied. "I helped last Watcher here but...Watcher and her girl killed by ugly demons with knife. Brell too late to help," he added sadly. 

"Ohh," Willow said sympathetically which earned her a slight grin from Brell.

"But I told Slayer, Brell have wife and two spawns. Maybe Watchers keep Brell and kin safe again."

"See?" Faith said turning a bright smile towards Rowena. "Sometimes even demons just want what everyone else does – life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness."

Rowena remained silent.

"Thank you, Brell," Willow said, standing up and moving to the demon. He took her hand and also stood up. "Let us know how we can contact you and we'll be in touch if we need more information. Is that alright?"

Brell nodded. "Oh yes! Brell live not far from magic shop."

Willow led Brell to the door and indicated to one of the Slayers waiting outside to escort him out of the building. Brell turned to Willow one last time. "Clement is right. Red Witch pretty. Red Witch sweet."

"Thanks Brell," Willow smiled. "Tell Clem we said hi and he’s welcome to visit anytime."

Brell nodded happily and followed the Slayer.

Willow turned back to the group. "So, any ideas who our symbionts are?"

"Gotta be Edgar," Faith said.

"No!" Andrew said. "It’s not him."

"Look Andy," Faith said. "I know you like the dude, but if it walks like a duck…?"

"I’m telling you, it’s not him!" Andrew insisted. "He’s just a student, not a wizard capable of summoning that powerful of a demon."

"You could do it," Robin argued.

"Well, yeah, but…" Andrew said.

"And," Giles began, "if this boy is nothing more than what you say he is, Andrew, then perhaps he has no idea the consequences of the magics he’s been channeling."

"It’s not him," Andrew said stubbornly, his arms crossed and his mouth set in a pout.

"What about the demon?" Kennedy asked to change the subject. "How do we find it and kill it?"

"Here," Rowena said, finally speaking up for the first time since entering the room. She moved her hand over toward the center of the table and opened her fist. Out spilled a half dozen black feathers.

"The raven?" Faith said.

"I’m pretty sure it is," Rowena said. "Makes sense. The bird seems to keep a pretty close eye on Edgar and it disappeared shortly before Kennedy found the body in the alley."

"Rowena mentioned that only a gold weapon could kill a feqlor. We have any of those in our arsenal, sweetie?" Willow asked turning to Kennedy.

"Nope," Kennedy said, shrugging.

"Er…I might be able to help there," Giles said. "Andrew, if you would be so kind as to run up to my suite and grab the leather case that’s sitting on the table just inside the door?"

"Sure, Mr. Giles," Andrew said and took off.

A minute later the young man returned and laid the box in front of Giles. He opened it and pulled out an ornate gold fencing foil.

"Wow!" Rowena said. "That looks like a Watcher’s Academy fencing trophy."

Giles nodded. "That’s exactly what it is," he said proudly.

"I’ve got one of those," Rowena continued moving over to Giles and motioning for permission before taking the foil. Giles handed the trophy over to her with a small smile.

"You were fencing champion at the Academy?" he asked. "That’s quite an accomplishment."

Rowena nodded. "I got mine in 1999," she said, lightly grasping the foil in her right hand and gracefully twirling it around to test its weight. "What year did you win?"

"Never you mind," Giles muttered with a frown and gently took the foil back from her and handed it to Faith.

Willow and Rowena shared a slight grin at Giles reaction until Willow realized what she was doing and quickly made herself look busy by sorting some papers in front of her, breaking eye contact.

"Heavy," Faith said. She swung the foil quickly through the air so it hissed, her movements far less graceful than the Watcher’s had been.

"It’s the gold," Giles explained.

"Whatever gets the job done," Faith shrugged and turned to Rowena. "You say you’ve got one too? Can we use it?"

"Of course," Rowena said. "It’s in a small storage facility with a few of my other belongings but we can get it."

"Good," Faith said. "Then both me and Brat are covered."

"We’ll head out after dark," Kennedy said. "I want to call my father first."

Willow looked at her lover. "She’ll be alright, Ken. I don’t think they would hurt her. There’re probably just pulling the ole ‘Nahnah, Nahnah, Nah, Nah’ approach to warfare."

"I can’t believe Tyrell would do this," Rowena said, her face a mixture of conflicting emotions. "It’s one thing to attack you directly, but to involve innocents such as your sister and my family? That makes no sense. They’re the people Watchers are supposed to protect."

"Why would they attack you?" Kennedy said bitterly. "You’re one of them."

"Apparently I’m not," Rowena said.

"How do we know that?" Giles said. "You say your family’s been attacked. What proof do we have? And like Kennedy said, why you? What do you have that they want?"

"Would you care to see the wire transfer that emptied my savings so I could pay for the repairs for my father’s boat?" Rowena said, angrily. "Or how about the notice from Tyrell to the hotel telling them my room was no longer required? I’ve done everything I could to prove to you that I’m just trying to help."

"It’s not enough," Willow said quietly.

Rowena shot her a frustrated look and then stormed out the door.

Faith chuckled. "Looks like lil Ms. Cold Fish has some passion in her after all."[image: image18.jpg]



Suddenly Rona ran into the room. "More trouble guys," she said, breathing hard. "A fire’s broken out in the dorm."

"Dear lord!" Giles said. "Why aren’t the alarms going off?"

"I had to disable them!" Willow said. "Did you call the fire department?"

"They’re on their way," Rona said. "We got everyone out safely." She raced out of the room again.

"Enough of this crap," Faith said defiantly, heading for stairs to the second floor.

"Faith what are you…?" Robin began, but the dark Slayer just ignored him and kept on going.

End of Act Three
Act 4
 
Fade In
Ext.
Watcher’s Council – Street Level – Evening
Giles grabbed Rona as the dark-skinned Slayer trotted past him. "Rona," he said. "I want you to do a head count. Make sure everyone is out of safely."

"Right," Rona said and sprinted back toward the group of girls itching to get back into the dormitory building. Smoke was no longer pouring from the ground floor windows as the firefighters inside continued to do their jobs. A small throng of onlookers crowded the sidewalk on the other side of the street across from the council’s building with several police officers keeping them at bay.

"They’re getting more dangerous, Giles," Willow said. "What if this happened early in the morning when the girls were asleep? Loss of property aside, someone could have been killed…and not just us, what if the fire had spread to the neighborhood?"

Giles’ face was tight as he squinted at the crowd across the street. Suddenly he took off, his long legs eating up the distance as he moved swiftly.

"Okay?" Willow blinked at where Giles had been standing a moment before. "Am I talking to myself?"

The Wiccan turned on her heel and followed Giles, catching up to him a moment after he had grabbed a smiling Vincent DeVeer by the coat collar.

"How long is this going to go on, DeVeer?" he growled in the other man’s face. "Until someone’s dead? That’s not what Watchers are about!"

"I don’t know what you’re talking about, Rupert," DeVeer said, his grin slipping only a little as the angry Watcher tightened his grip. "You have the knowledge and the power to stop this at any time. The Council’s orders were quite explicit…"

"Interestingly…I don’t give a rat’s ass about the Council’s orders," Giles snarled.

"How unfortunate for you," DeVeer said, trying to pull Giles’ hands away.

"Uh, Giles," Willow said.

"I want you to give a message to Tyrell for me, DeVeer," Giles stated. "Think you can be a good lackey and do that?"

"Giles," Willow tried again.

"What message?" DeVeer hissed.

"Tell him that Kennedy’s sister better be tucked safely in her bed before the night is over or he’ll be getting a little visit from Ripper tonight. Is that clear?"

"There a problem here?" a Cleveland police officer asked, tapping his nightstick on Giles’ shoulder.

"Is that clear?" Giles repeated, ignoring the officer.

"It’s clear," DeVeer said. "But once again, I don’t know what you’re talking about."

Giles finally let go of the man, backing away slightly. "Yes you do…Move the hell on."

DeVeer simply gave Giles a smirk and turned his back, walking away. 
"Sir, are you the owner of this building?" the policeman asked.

"Uh, yes officer," Giles said, his anger finally receding. "My associate and I both are."

"The fire department needs to speak with you," the cop replied.

"Thank you," Willow told him and they returned across the street to the group of officers from the fire department standing near the entrance to the building.

"Ma’am. Sir," the fire captain said first shaking Willow’s and then Giles’s hand. "We’re all done here," she told them. "Unfortunately, we’re going to have to cite you for numerous code violations. Your sprinkler system did not operate as it should have and your alarms were deliberately turned off. Fire exits were either blocked or locked and clear escape routes were not posted."

"Captain, we’ve just moved in, we haven’t had time yet to ‘get up to code’." Giles protested.

"And yet you have people using the facilities, Mr. Giles," the captain noted. "We’ll have the inspector out in a few days. If those problems have not been taken care of by then we will have to close the building." The woman handed Giles a sheet and once again shook his hand.

"Thank you," Giles mumbled as he and Willow moved off. He looked at the citation, cursed under his breath and then handed it to Willow.

"Oh crap!" Willow said looking at the paper.

Rona came up and watched a moment as Giles just pinched the bridge of his nose. "Uh, Giles? Everyone’s accounted for except Andrew. Vi and that blonde Watcher left shortly before the fire broke out. She said she needed to go get something and I sent Vi with her."

"Andrew was with us when we left the building," Willow said.

"There’s Rowena and Vi now," Giles noted, looking down the street.

"What happened?" Vi asked, grabbing Rona’s arm.

"Fire broke out in the dorms," Rona said.

Rowena and Willow stared at each for a moment, Rowena looked as if Willow would once again blame her for the chaos. Willow’s expression was unreadable.

"That the gold foil?" Willow finally said, nodding to the leather case the Watcher was holding.

"Yes," Rowena said, handing the box over to Willow.

"Thanks," Willow said and turned to Giles. "I’ll get this to Faith and Ken."

"A-alright," Giles said as Willow walked away.

"Was anyone hurt, Mr. Giles?" Rowena asked.

"Fortunately not," he sighed. "But Andrew appears to be missing." He turned to Rona. "Send the girls around the grounds to look for him."

Rona nodded and jogged away.

Rowena followed Willow to the Jeep’s window to speak with Faith who was sitting in the passenger seat with her booted feet up on the console. Kennedy was tapping her hand on the steering wheel, obviously anxious to be off.

"Hey," Faith nodded to Rowena as she approached. "Thanks for the weapon. Of course, I could do without this," she said picking up the end of the toga. "Feels like I'm gonna go trick-or-treating or to a frat party," Faith muttered.

Rowena gave her a small grin. "I realize not the most flattery garment but necessary....I’d like to go with you," Rowena said to Faith.

"Why?" Willow asked. "They can handle it."

"I know they can," Rowena said. "But I’d like to be there to observe the feqlor if it morphs into its true form. Not much is known about them and this is an opportunity to learn more."

Willow nodded. "You’re right," she said, chagrin in her face. "Normally, I’d go too, but…"

"Both you and Mr. Giles are needed here," Rowena interrupted, looking into Willow’s eyes. "I can do this. It’s what I’ve been trained for."

Willow thought a moment as she returned Rowena’s gaze. Finally she nodded. "Okay, but be careful. All of you!" she emphasized, turning to the Slayers.

Rowena pulled open the back door of the Jeep and hopped in.

"Later, Red," Faith said and Kennedy gave Willow a little wave before putting the truck in gear and driving off.

Fade In
Ext.
Lenore’s Chamber Occult Shop – Alleyway - Evening 
"What’s taking so long?" Kennedy asked. "This roman garb is not the most subtle of fashion statements. We'd attract less attention naked."

"Speak for yourself," Faith smirked up at her while continuing to work the lock on the security gate of the magic shop.

"Come on," Kennedy urged in a quite yet demanding voice, looking around them to see if anyone was near the back entrance observing them.

"Hey, give me a minute, okay Brat?" Faith said. Suddenly she smiled as a soft "click" sounded past the subdued city’s background noise. "There! Who says crime doesn’t pay?"

Faith pulled open the gate and then jiggled the lock against the door. "This one’s easy. Ready?"

Kennedy nodded and both Slayers took position in front of the door. With a synchronized move, they lashed out with heavily booted feet and the wooden door flew open under the assault.

Rowena followed the Slayers into the darkened shop. The back room was a simple storage area. Musty, overflowing cartons filled the steel shelves. A crusty coffee pot and stained and chipped mugs sat on a folding card table pushed against one corner. Kennedy disappeared a moment through the heavy curtain leading to the front of the shop.

"Didn’t figure you for breaking the law, Ro," Faith said looking around the area. She used the tip of the gold foil to push back a threadbare carpet on the floor. "B&E was a crime last time I checked," Faith teased absently.

"We do what we have to sometimes," Rowena told her. 

"Shop’s empty," Kennedy reported, as she rejoined them. "Bird’s not here." She walked along but seemed to stumble on something and looked down. "What’s that?"

Faith noticed a lump under a throw rug and pulled it back to reveal a trapdoor. A heavy padlock secured the bolt to the floor.

"Surprise, surprise," Faith said as she smiled. She rummaged around on a shelf for a moment but didn't find what she needed. She looked into what appeared to be a supply closet and stepped inside. Casually she walked over with a short, thick pipe.

"Hold this," she said handing her foil to Kennedy. Kneeling, she wedged the pipe under the bolt and with a grunt heaved until it pulled out of the concrete with a squeal. She threw back the heavy door revealing a flight of wooden steps leading downward. A dim glow illuminated the bottom of the steps.

"Come on," Faith said, dropping the pipe and taking back her foil from Kennedy. As Rowena followed the Slayers, she reached out and grabbed the pipe.

The passageway at the bottom of the stairs made a sharp turn into another, dimly lit passage which opened into the large basement under the shop. Bare light bulbs hung from fixtures dangling from the ceiling. Illuminated underneath one, a figure was slumped over, arms secured to chains.

Faith strode quickly over and lifted up the figure’s head to reveal Andrew, just coming back to consciousness. "Dude! Bondage looks good on you!" She laughed.

"Wha…?" Andrew said groggily. "Faith?"

"Yeah," Faith said, testing the chains. "What happened?"

"Edgar," he began and then began to dry heave.

Rowena pressed a handkerchief to the back of Andrew’s head. It came away darkened with blood. "Concussion it looks like," she said grimly.

Faith and Kennedy began to pull on the chains from the ceiling, but before they could have an effect, a raucous screech filled the air and a black shape whizzed by both their heads.

"What the…?" Kennedy said as she ducked when the bird dive-bombed them a second time.

"Stay with Andrew," Faith ordered Rowena as she raised the foil to defend against the third attack. Both she and Kennedy stood back to back waiting for the bird to fly by again. As it did, Faith swung the gold weapon in a sweeping arc, catching the raven under its wing. The bird screeched in protest and crashed into the corner.

"Ha!" Faith said triumphantly but then looked at the sword as the bird flew back around toward them, seemingly unharmed. "What the hell?" she looking at the foil in her hand.

"Uh, Faith," Kennedy said, her eyes wide.

"They're foils!" Rowena shouted as the both looked over to her. "You can't slice with it. You have to stab."

The Slayers turned back and watch as the bird's metamorphosis. 

"Oh this is not good," Faith said as they both watched the shape of the bird shift and transform into a hideous two-legged, eight-foot tall demon with a half-dozen tentacles attached to the end of each arm. Kennedy was a bit late in dodging the feqlor’s attack and one tentacled arm lashed out, sending her flying against the wall.

"Okay, big, bad and ugly," Faith hissed, launching herself at the demon, foil cutting through the air. "Time to say goodnight!"

Rowena watched as Kennedy picked herself off the floor and joined Faith in battering the feqlor. She heard a noise and turned as a new figure rushed towards them.

"Help me get…" Edgar was able to get out before Rowena slammed the pipe against the side of his head. He crashed to the ground.

"No!" Andrew protested weakly. "I told you he’s not the wizard!"

"What?" Rowena said, confused.

"Look!" Andrew said, painfully jerking his head towards the unconscious Edgar.[image: image19.jpg]


 Rowena bent down and pulled a set of keys still clutched in the young man’s hand. She quickly unlocked the shackles. Andrew fell to his knees and started pulling Edgar toward the basement hallway and away from the feqlor’s battle with the Slayers. After a moment, Rowena stuffed the pipe into the back of her waistband and helped him. 

They struggled for a few feet with Edgar’s dead weight, but then stopped as the doorway was filled with the hulking figure of Edgar’s father.

"He dead?" the man said in his booming voice, pointing a finger at his son.

"Uh, we’re sorry to bother you, sir," Andrew said.

"Shut up, worm," he said and absently waved a hand. Andrew clutched at his throat, his mouth silently moving.

"Slayers!" the man hissed looking at the fighting pair. Kennedy’s toga and shirt had been torn and red circles from the demon’s suckers wept blood. "I knew I should have killed them!"

As the man pointed both hands at the Slayers, a low bassoon chant came from his voice. Concentrating on his task, he didn’t see the Watcher grab the pipe and heave it towards his head. The heavy metal crashed into his head and he went down with a cry.[image: image20.jpg]



The demon heard its wizard’s call and turned away from both Slayers for a moment. Without hesitation, the Slayers took the opportunity and plunged both foils through its body, completely skewering the feqlor. It fell to the basement floor and began thrashing about, its tentacled arms swinging through the air. Faith and Kennedy both jumped out of the way. 

The wizard screeched even louder as his pet demon writhed about in its death throes. Rowena pulled Andrew, who refused to leave the unconscious Edgar, away. Finally, when the demon’s movement ceased, the wizard’s cry was cut off and a moment later his body hardened into a sculpture of salt.

"You okay, Andy?" Faith asked as she helped the blonde boy to his feet.

Andrew cleared his throat and then said, "Testing…one, two, three…testing. Uh, yeah. I’m fine. Head hurts, though." He winced as he put a tentative hand to the back of his skull.

"We’ll get you and your pal here to the hospital," Faith said, pulling the toga off her body to reveal her street clothes underneath. "What the heck are you doing here anyway?"

"I came to tell Edgar what his father was doing," Andrew said. "I knew he wasn’t the wizard, so it must have been his father."

"So his dad decided to cut the competition for his son's scholarship?" Rowena asked.

Andrew nodded. "When I got here Edgar told me the story. His father wanted him out of the way and off at school. Edgar didn't say anything because he was afraid his dad would target him next," Andrew explained. "I had just convinced him to come back with me to the Council when I was hit from behind. I think it was the raven. Stupid bird." Andrew glowered at the demon’s body.

"Well, for whatever it’s worth, Andrew," Kennedy said, "you were right about your friend. But going off on your own wasn't the smartest move."

"Yeah, good call, dude but be careful," Faith said, then turned to Rowena. "And just what the Hell is up with these stupid swords? They worked like crap! We practically had to bludgeon that thing to death!"

"Like I said, they’re foils," Rowena said, but both Slayers just looked at her with blank expressions on their faces. "You know…practice weapons. They’re called foils because they’re foiled weapons; rendered useless."

Faith and Kennedy looked at each other in astonishment. Finally Faith turned back to the Watcher. "Next time, give me something I can slay with, you know…a useful weapon." Faith shook her head as she picked up Edgar and flung him over her shoulder in a fireman’s carry.

Kennedy looked at Rowena a moment more and then thrust the Watcher’s trophy back into toward her. When she didn't take it immediately and pointed to the blood, Kennedy sighed and used her toga to clean it off. Only then did Rowena accept it back with a grin. Kennedy rolled her eyes and walked away. 

"Uh, thank you," Rowena called out. 

Kennedy pulled the slime covered toga off her body letting it fall to the ground. "Really, don't mention it."

Fade In
Int.
Grace Hospital – Emergency Treatment Room - Evening 
Kennedy leaned against the wall as the doctor finished bandaging Andrew’s head. The young man was in obvious pain, but trying not to show it.

"There, that should do it," the doctor told Andrew then turned to Kennedy. "Make sure your friend gets plenty of rest. Watch for any dizziness, irritability or prolonged headaches. No strenuous activity for a while, at least until he’s had a follow up visit with your regular physician, okay?"

"Sure thing, doc," Kennedy said. "We’ll take good care of him."

"Good," the doctor replied. "I’ll send the nurse in with your discharge papers. Good luck to you, Mr. Wells."

"How’s Edgar?" Andrew asked as soon as the doctor had left the room.

"Faith said he was gonna be okay," Kennedy said. "Ro either hit him a lot harder than you were hit or, more likely, you’ve got a harder head. They’re gonna keep him overnight just to make sure he’s alright."

"That’s good," Andrew said with a relieved sigh.

"Hey, Andrew," Kennedy said, helping him into his jacket. "I’m glad for your sake he wasn’t evil. I know he’s special to you, even if he’s got a dumb crush on me."

Andrew shrugged. "I knew he wasn’t evil, Kennedy. And he’s really not that special. Just, you know…a special friend, that’s all."

"Yeah, I got one of those…her name’s Willow." Kennedy laughed. 

Andrew leaned heavily on the Slayer as she helped him off the examining table. "Not like that," he insisted. "I can’t think about things like that. I’m a man on a mission of redemption," he stated overdramatically. "I have a lot of bad things to make up for before I can worry about being…you know…happy."

"Don’t sell yourself short, Andrew," Kennedy said, looking into the young man’s eyes. "Yeah, you got a lot of making up to do, but you’re only human. We all make mistakes, you know."

"Not you," Andrew said and headed for the exit on his own.

Kennedy watched him a moment longer and then whispered under her breath, "Says you."

Fade in
Ext.
Watchers Council Entrance - Evening 
Willow, Robin and Giles were waiting for the demon hunters to return from the hospital and helping clean out the water soaked barracks when they saw the Jeep pull up outside. All three of them went outside to meet the team. Willow smirked at their appearance and Giles gingerly took his battered trophy from Faith.

"All taken care of," Faith said. "Defective weapons and all."

"Well, they’re the only gold weapons we have," Giles defended. "Or at least had…" he continued examining the bent foil. "Thank you so much for slaying my trophy."

"No problem!" Faith said. "Demon’s dead. Wizard’s dead and Andrew’s head is gonna survive its encounter with the feqlor."

"Good to hear," Willow said, looking at Kennedy’s torn and tattered appearance. ‘You okay?’ she silently mouthed to her lover and smiled when the Slayer nodded.

"Er, Rowena," Giles said uncomfortably using the Watcher’s first name. "A lot of the Slayers are bunking over on this side tonight in some of the guest quarters, but we’ve found a place for you if you wish to stay."

Willow looked to Giles with a bit of disbelief. "Why is she in the club?" Willow asked him.

"Hey!" Rowena protested. "I really am trying to help here." 
"Thank you for all your assistance tonight," Giles said, ignoring the bickering pair.

"You’re welcome, Mr. Giles," Rowena replied with a slight glare to Willow who simply shrugged it off. "If I can have access to a phone and a computer, then I’d like to start contacting some members of the Old Guard still in England. They might know where Kennedy’s sister is. I don’t think all of them agree with Tyrell’s methods."

"You realize if you continue to assist us, you’ll be putting yourself and your family in even more danger," Giles pointed out.

"I know," Rowena said. "It’s a chance I’m willing to take."

"Thanks," Kennedy said, a small pout on her face at having to show gratitude.

Willow nodded, "Yeah, thanks."

"Well, I’m gonna hit the showers," Faith said, pulling her sticky shirt away from her body. "That feqlor stunk."

Before they could get more than two feet towards the lobby doors, a car pulled up and Agents Ford and Walters from the INS strode over with two uniformed police officers following them.[image: image21.jpg]



"Mr. Giles," Agent Ford began. "You are hereby placed under arrest for violation of title 18, part 1, chapter 75, section 1546 of the US Immigration Code, specifically fraud and misuse of visas, permits and other documents. Penalty subject to not more than 15 years imprisonment or deportation. Would you like to contact an attorney, sir?" 

"Giles?" Willow asked, fear in her voice.

 

To be Continued Next Week in Broken Allies

End of Act Four

