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Teaser
 

 

Fade In

EXT

Watcher’s Council – Night

 

 

"You can’t do this!" Willow told the two officers as they began to put the handcuffs on Giles. She raced forward and tried to push them away and a small scuffle ensued. "I won’t let you deport him!" 

 

"Ma’am! Interfere and we’ll be forced to place you under arrest," one of the officers told her, pushing her aside.

 

Willow raised her hand as if to cast a spell but Giles’s voice stopped her. [image: image1.jpg]



 

"Willow don’t," he told her, taking a step closer to stop her approach. "You have to lead them and not from a jail cell. We’ll find a way out of this. Understand?"

 

Willow took a ragged breath and nodded. The headlights of an approaching car showed the glassy look in her eyes, which were on the verge of tears. The car came to a stop and two men exited, coming over.

 

"Agents Ford and Walters I presume?" one of the strangers asked.

 

Both INS agents looked suspicious. "Yes," the taller one answered. "Who’s asking?"

 

The man flashed his badge. "Agents Thomas and Farrell – FBI. May we have a word with you in private?" He didn’t wait for an answer he simply nodded them back toward their car.

 

"What’s going on?" Andrew asked as the group watched the four men talking.

 

Suddenly the INS agents looked upset, flailing their arms about. One of the FBI agents held out his hand and the INS agent reluctantly handed something to him.

 

"Looks like the cavalry finally made it," Faith smirked.

 

"What cavalry?" Rowena asked.

 

Before the dark haired Slayer could reply the four men walked back to the group.

 

"Mr. Giles," the FBI agent Thomas told him, turning him around and undoing the handcuffs. "On behalf of the INS and the Federal Bureau of Investigation I apologize for this mix-up. There is no record of any problems with your green card so we’re sorry for the inconvenience."

 

The FBI agent tossed the keys back to the INS agents and added, "You may go now."

 

Without a word the INS agents and two patrol officers returned to their vehicles and with dumbfounded expressions, the group watched them drive away.

 

"Is there a Mr. Wood here?" the other agent asked.

 

"I’m Robin Wood."

 

"The IRS will be faxing you a letter in the morning stating that their inquiry has finished and they find no fault in your records as of today," the agent advised him. "Kennedy?" he added as he looked at the group.

 

The Slayer raised her hand slightly and he turned to address her. "Your sister has been located in New Mexico and she’s on her way back to your father as we speak."

 

Willow smiled at her lover who gave a sigh of relief. "So did you find the bastards that took her?" Kennedy asked.

 

"Three agents of the FBI, not acting on Bureau’s orders, actually took her into custody…" he told her pointedly. Everyone exchanged confused looks and the agent went on. "But we’re dealing with the guilty officers, I assure you." He paused and looked around the group. "And Faith?"

 

"Yeah," the dark-haired Slayer remarked.

 

The man took a piece of paper from his pocket and cleared his throat before he read. "You know me. Not big on words but hang in there kid. You’re doing great. And tell Giles I’ll save his butt this once but not twice. He needs to stop mooching my contacts and find his own. Love, Angel. PS: By the way, that was an idle threat. Call if you need me."

 

The agent walked a couple paces as he folded up the note and handed it to her. He quickly gave her an awkward hug and a peck on the cheek.

 

"There’s a kiss and a hug there too," he added with a slight grin before starting to make his way to his grinning partner. "Consider the message delivered in full," he added squaring his shoulders.

 

"But how did Angel know?" Giles asked.

 

"How do you think?" Faith countered. "While everyone was wetting themselves and running around like headless chickens I made a call. Obviously you guys were way too panicked to consider it. When the dorms caught fire, that was it. I called the dead guy back again and told him he better check on things or I’d fly out to L.A just to kick his ass around a little. Guess he heeded my warning."

 

"Obviously," Giles remarked, still a bit dazed and taking it all in.

 

"Well, if there isn’t anything further we’ll leave you our card and be on our way," the Agent Thomas said with a nod. "Oh and if the Council of Watchers should need anything…you know how to reach us," he added with a knowing smile.

 

They turned around and walked back to the car as Willow stepped next to Giles, taking the card. "That’s one federal contact," she quipped as she put it in her pocket.

 

"Tall, dark and brooding’s gotta point Giles," Faith added, waving the note. "We need our own ace in the hole, you know?"

 

"We do know a-and we’re working on it," Willow told her. "It’s not like it’s a few phone calls and we’re in. It takes time."

 

"Work quicker," Faith advised in a firm voice. "If Angel didn’t have his deal we’d be up the creek without a friggin’ paddle."

 

"I’m proud of you, Baby," Robin said with a grin putting his arm around her.

 

"Pretty smart, huh?" she teased.

 

"Nobody ever accused you of being dumb," Robin answered.

 

[image: image2.jpg]


"I’m glad that’s over," Willow announced.

 

Giles turned to the group. "I know the council. They’ll stop at nothing. We’ve managed to skirt this annoyance…"

 

Robin harrumphed. "You call this an annoyance – kidnapping, deportation, botched tax records and the biggest computer hacking job the world has ever known?"

 

"Yes," Giles answered honestly. "And if they have more resources…"

 

"Then what, Giles?" Willow asked.

 

Giles paused a moment and everyone looked to him to continue. "First, you need a crash course in Watcherhood, Willow. I need you prepared for what lay ahead."

 

"Giles-?" Willow began but didn’t finish.

 

Giles held up a hand to stop her. "I know the Old Guard. The old council will use everything in its power to tear us down. This part of the game has ended but I fear another might just be beginning. Trust me when I tell you…this is far from over."
 

Fade to Black
Act One
 

Fade In
INT
Slayer’s Training Room – Morning
Cleveland
 

Kennedy, Willow, Andrew, Faith and Wood were seated on the stairs watching a foil bout between Rowena and Giles.

 

"Giles gives us the speech last night that the Old Watchers could be out there destroying us and here we sit watching them trying to ‘pretend to kill each other’ and for what?" Kennedy asked.

 

"Giles already explained," Willow said in an exasperated sigh. "He wants us to go on with life as planned and continue our training, which means mine, too. Do you think I’M happy about being here right now? I could think of tons more things I’d rather to be doing."

 

"Like breaking in all the new furniture in our apartment quarters upstairs?" Kennedy asked with a smirk.

 

"For starters," Willow quipped with a grin.

 

"Ah ha!" Giles said getting everyone’s attention. "Three to three," he said proudly although slightly out of breath.

 

"Took you long enough," Rowena countered.

 

"Youth and ambition will never defeat age and treachery," he said with a grin. "What’s that?" he asked pointing behind Rowena. She turned and in that instant he lunged, digging the point into her side again. "Four to three now." He smiled proudly.

 

Rowena felt the strike and she was already grinning before she turned around.

 

"Very funny," she told him before pointing her foil at Willow. "Come on Willow. Think you’d like to give it another try? Part of your Watcher’s training after all."

 

Willow gave a sigh and picked up her foil. Dressed in white fencing gear, she[image: image3.jpg]


 slowly made her way out to the room’s center – a foil in one hand and her helmet in the other. 

 

"You can do it," Kennedy told her as she watched Willow make her way to the center of the room.

 

"Hack ‘em up, Will!" Faith cheered before she started chuckling. "This I gotta see," she told Kennedy as she settled in beside her.

 

"Here," Giles told Willow as she arrived, taking her foil from her. "We’ll start slow so you can get a feel for which way you should move. Right now we’re just going to work on defensive moves. Understood?"

 

Willow gave a nod. "Got it."

 

"Rowena," Giles prompted. "When you’re ready."

 

Rowena advanced making three strikes that Giles defended each time. He then handed the foil back to Willow. "You try," Giles told her before stepping away.

 

"Oh hey! Where are you going?" Willow asked. "You know I’m not really ready to-."

 

Rowena charged again and Willow parried the first two strikes, ducking as she moved backward. But on the third one, Rowena managed to twist the foil, knocking it out of Willow’s hand. It clattered to the floor and Willow gave a defeated sigh.

 

"Point one to Rowena," Andrew called out keeping score.

 

"You know, the sword fighting?" Willow began. "It’s just not me. Can’t I just practice my defensive fighting spells instead?"

 

"No," Giles insisted. "There might come a time when you’re unable to use magic. You still need a means to defend yourself. Now try again."

 

Faith and Kennedy watched as the two prepared to face off. "So what do you think of Ro?" Faith said softly.

 

"I try not to," Kennedy answered.

 

"Yeah, but Giles asked her to stay here with us in one of the spare apartments so that’s gotta mean something. I’ve heard of sleeping with the enemy but you know, living next door is something else."

 

"Well, Giles does have a point. It’s better this way," Kennedy told her. "We can keep a eye on her if she’s squealing to Tyrell. But Giles doesn’t think she’s a Stepford Watcher and could really help us."

 

"And what if he’s wrong," Faith countered.

 

"Meaning?"

 

"What if she’s still working for the Old Guard? We don’t know for sure that they went after her family. All we have is her word. Nothing else. And I know the Old Council, okay? They don’t often play by the rules. And when I suggested we bring her in I didn’t expect to, you know, bring her in."

 

"Yeah, I know. But my Watcher really hated the way they ran things sometimes too and I kinda pick that up with Rowena. Not playing by the rules ended up killing my Watcher though so who’s to say what’s right and wrong."

 

"Whadda ya mean?" Faith asked.

 

Kennedy turned to Faith.

 

"The council ordered all Potentials and Watchers to stick together but my favorite cousin was getting married back here in the States. I wanted to go. He wanted me to stay because the council said so. Finally he told me to go and come right back. I originally planned to stay for a week but we compromised. I flew out the night before the wedding and came back the morning after…it was 72 hours tops but…" she said softly.

 

"Willow told me. Your Watcher got ripped apart. I can relate," she answered gloomily.

 

"Really? The First killed your Watcher too?"[image: image4.jpg]



 

"Nah, she was killed by a vampire named Kakistos," Faith told her. "It was after me when I met B and the gang. But I remember…even to this day I can see it. I walked in and there she was. Parts here, parts there…" 

 

"And you felt helpless," Kennedy added. "There was nothing you could do but get angry…feel guilty…and then run for your life not even having the chance to mourn. Am I close?"

 

Faith let out a sigh. "On the nose, Brat," she said with a melancholy grin.

 

"Well, not long after that Giles found me," Kennedy continued. "He had that Watcher air about him but he was, I don’t know, different I guess."

 

"That’s what I noticed first about him too. Yeah sure, he still had the uptight Brit thing goin’ on…" Faith grinned. "But he was more down to earth, firm but not rigid, you know?"

 

Kennedy just gave a nod. "Confident but not unapproachable."

 

"Yeah," Faith said as she nodded. "He was even my Watcher for a while."

 

"No kidding?"

 

Faith nodded. "Looked after me and Buffy both – that was until the Old Guard stepped in and screwed things up." Faith paused a moment and both women said, "as usual" at the same time. Faith chuckled and continued, growing serious. "But that doesn’t matter though, does it? I mean, we’re here. We’re alive. And we’re doing things the right way I think. So if Giles wants to breathe new life into Watcherhood, I got his back."

 

"Me too," Kennedy agreed.

 

"Point four to Rowena," they heard Andrew yell and then in a quieter voice add, "Willow zero."

 

Faith turned to Kennedy. "Doesn’t look like Red’s doing too good."

 

"Give her time," Kennedy said with a grin. "Once she sets her sights on something it’s hell or high water."

 

Cut to

INT

Mansion – study – Day

Cleveland

 

"Once he sets his sights on something it’s hell or high water," James Tyrell told the gatherers as he pointed to a younger man similar to himself in appearance. The group, including Mr. DeVeer, gave a chuckle.[image: image5.jpg]



 

"A chip off the old block," one of the senior-looking members remarked, causing another roll of laughter in the large study. 

 

"This will be my son Jordon’s first operation with the Council and he will be assisted by Mr. DeVeer should the need arise. But I’m sure he’s up to the task," Tyrell continued with a proud smile.

 

"Are you now?" another member from the back called.

 

Tyrell turned with a disapproving look in the direction of the voice. "Yes I am, Mr. Meyer," he remarked in a firm voice. "You have something to add?"

 

"If I’m not mistaken that’s what you said of Rowena too, and the plans to have Mr. Giles deported. However, we hear she’s now living with the New Guard and he’s still enjoying life on U.S. soil. Perhaps you can explain?"

 

"Are you questioning my authority?" Tyrell asked.

 

"No, just your methods, which obviously are failing."

 

No one said a word. No one breathed. And the only sound in the room was the clicking of a grandfather clock.

 

"If this council is to survive we must be united, Mr. Meyer," Tyrell replied. "Now if you have a problem with my leadership-."

 

"James," Meyer said, casually coming to his feet. "This isn’t about leadership. You know I respect you and when you placed the call to rebuild the council I answered it and left retirement, as did most of us in this room. I could be sitting anywhere in the world right now instead of Cleveland, Ohio." As he paused a few members snickered in agreement. "But here I am. Here we all are," he said motioning to his fellow Watchers. "We’re here to see that the Watcher line continues effectively and purposefully by people who can get the job done."

 

"And it will, I assure you," Tyrell answered. "We just have the matter of disbanding this group of rogue demon fighters first."

 

A few members looked nervously at each other and then to Meyer.

 

"We think you’re underestimating Mr. Giles and his company," Meyer pointed out as if speaking on behalf of the room. "He’s one of the few active Watchers that managed to survive the attack of the First. And that Wiccan of his-."

 

"Witch," Tyrell interrupted. "Don’t make her out to be more than what she is."

 

"Fine," Meyer conceded, not looking for an argument. "The fact remains this Rosenberg woman is very dangerous and powerful. Powerful enough to activate all the potential Slayers of the world – something our own coven of Wiccans couldn’t do."[image: image6.jpg]



 

"No," Tyrell insisted. "Something our coven WOULDN’T do. They had a regard for the Slayer and the Watcher line. They knew their place. Mr. Giles and his crew are just a group of renegades. And we will put an end to their reckless ways before they destroy the world. We already know of young women who are abusing this new power that Ms. Rosenberg instilled in them. So if we’re to correct measures we must all be together on this. The group will never survive if we’re fractured. So what’s your answer, Mr. Meyer? Are you willing to do what it takes to see that this ‘New Council’, as you call it, is put in its place?"

 

Meyer paused a moment and then nodded reluctantly.

 

"Good," Tyrell replied. "Anyone here want to walk out that door?" No one moved or said anything. "Very well then. Let’s get to work gentlemen."
 

Cut to

INT

Rowena’s living room at the Watchers Council – late afternoon

Cleveland

 

"Um, Miss Allister," Andrew called from the doorway holding a box. "Where should I put this one?"

 

"Oh," she said walking over and taking it from him. "I’ll get it. Thanks Andrew. By the way, you can call me Rowena or Ro," she added.

 

"Yo, Ro," Faith called over, stressing her nickname with a grin, "What’s with the hardware?" she added as she knelt over on particular box.

 

Kennedy came over to inspect the box to find it loaded with various types of weaponry.

 

"Well, she certainly came armed for any new apocalypses," Kennedy added pulling out a crossbow.

 

Rowena put the box that she was holding down and walked over. "Most of that stuff wasn’t mine."

 

"Little too large to be a five finger discount, wouldn’t you say?" Faith remarked.

 

"Not stolen," Rowena told them with a look of uneasiness without elaborating.

 

"Hey, to each his own, man," Faith said sensing her reluctance. "You don’t have to explain."

 

"Well, it was my potential’s collection – it’s small but it’s not bad for five years of collecting."

 

"Oh, the Istanbul Slayer," Andrew remarked, making everyone turn to him. "Sorry, we didn’t get her name. Mr. Giles just mentioned it when we first heard about you being, you know, still alive maybe."

 

"Yeah, that was her," Rowena said softly.

 

Kennedy tossed the crossbow in the air once, before taking a firm hold on it. "She knew her weapons. This baby is solid," she said, handing it to Faith who began testing it out as well.

 

"That was actually the first weapon I taught her. Wonder if maybe we should start Willow out on the crossbow?" Rowena wondered out loud more to herself than to the group. "The fencing didn’t go well."

 

"Good luck," Kennedy snickered.

 

"Why?" Rowena asked.

 

"Willow’s not really the physical type," Kennedy told her rising up to meet her.

 

"Not what you’ve told me," Faith snickered as she continued to place the weapons from the box on the floor.

 

Kennedy grinned and shook her head at Faith while Andrew and Rowena turned a bright red.

 

"No, I mean fighting," she continued, turning back to address Rowena again. "She doesn’t fence, she…" Kennedy paused looking for the right word.

 

"Flays?" Andrew piped in.

 

Kennedy paused a moment longer. "Yeah, pretty much. You see, magic is her weapon, not the hand to hand stuff."

 

"I understand that," Rowena said nodding. "But she needs to have the skills to train a Slayer someday. As Giles says, if the time comes, she might have to resort to her physical strength and not her mystical strength. From what I’ve seen of Willow I think she can achieve anything she sets her mind to."

 

"Like I said," Kennedy snorted defiantly, "good luck setting her mind on the physical training. I don’t see it happening."

 

"Maybe you’re underestimating her," Rowena remarked, trying to sound casual.

 

"Are you saying I don’t know my own girlfriend?" Kennedy asked, her hands immediately going to her hips.

 

"Okay ladies," Faith said rising to her feet. "Nobody’s saying anything okay, Brat? Chill. We’ve got a few more boxes to move yet," she said motioning Kennedy toward the door.

 

After the Slayers left, Andrew approached Rowena. "I think you’re right," he said.

 

"About?" she prompted.

 

"Willow," he answered. "There are times when she looks timid and you know, kinda mousey, but…when it comes right down to it, she always comes through. She’s a lot like Buffy that way, the former ‘Chosen One’ – a strong leader when she needs to be. Plus they both have great hair."

 

Rowena smiled. "So you think she’ll make a good Watcher then?" she asked.

 

Andrew gave a small grin. "I think she’s got the stuff."

 

Cut to

EXT.

City Street – Evening

Cleveland

 

Vincent DeVeer pulled up to the corner of the street where three skimpily dressed girls stood. He smiled over to them before he rolled down his window.

 

"Hi there handsome," the blonde one said coming over. "You lookin’ for a date?"

 

"Are you available?" he asked coyly.

 

"Time is money you know," she answered cryptically.

 

"I’ve got the money," he said reaching into his pocket and pulling out a wad of 50-dollar bills.

 

"Then I’ve got the time," she answered before opening the door and hopping in the passenger seat.

 

Cut to

INT

DeVeer’s car – moments later

 

After she closed the door DeVeer drove down a few blocks.

 

"So Sailor," she teased. "Just get into port? Don’t think I’ve seen you around here before?"

 

"Oh, I’m new to these parts. Here on business actually."

 

"So where we off to?" she asked.

 

"Just up here a ways," he nodded before turning down a dead end alley. As he put the car in park and turned off the ignition he turned to her, "So what’s your name, sweetheart?"

 

"Nancy," she told him. "Or Jane. Or Barb. Whatever you want it to be, honey." [image: image7.jpg]



 

DeVeer’s eyes suddenly became black as coal and he reached over pressing the automatic door locks. The streetwalker leaned back against her door, giving herself some space.

 

"What the hell’s going on?" she asked, the fear evident in her voice.

 

DeVeer simply grinned. Suddenly a third eye broke through the skin in the center of his forehead and the woman began to scream. She fumbled with the lock but he grabbed her by the shoulders, coming nose to nose with her.

 

Unable to move or look away her eyes began to turn black and she began to make a gagging noise. Moments later her body slumped against the passenger door. DeVeer took a deep breath and looked around outside. Not seeing anyone, he exited the car.

 

Cut to

EXT

Cleveland Alley – Moments Later

 

He walked to the other side and opened her door as her lifeless body tumbled into his arms. He pulled her from the car and carried her to the nearby dumpster, tossing her body inside. He paused as his face shifted and he gave a quick look around again before jumping back in his car. Throwing it into reverse he raced back down the alley to the main street.

 

Unnoticed from behind the dumpster, Brell watched him move back into traffic.

Act Two
 

 

Fade In
INT
Watchers HQ – Lounge – Night
Cleveland
 

"Any news from Robin?" Giles asked Faith as she entered the downstairs lounge.[image: image8.jpg]


 Giles was reading a newspaper, but put it down for a moment as she sat in a recliner. 

 

She nodded. "He called about an hour ago from the Dallas Airport – we’ve been on the phone."

 

"The whole hour?" Giles smirked.

 

"Yeah, pretty amazin’, huh? I can actually talk to someone I have sex with," she blushed and then began to fidget uncomfortably.

 

"It’s okay to have a boyfriend, Faith," Giles told her as he regarded her rigid posture.

 

"He’s not my boyfriend," she said firmly. "16-year old girls in high school have boyfriends. He’s my guy. And I’m kinda, sorta his gal."

 

Giles gave her a sympathetic smile. "You really like him. I can tell."

 

"Yeah, well it’s not like I’m seeing white, lacy wedding dresses in my future or anything but…yeah, he’s pretty cool…Actually, he’s better than cool. He’s the best I’ve ever found and I don’t wanna screw it up, okay?" Faith sighed and ran her fingers through her hair. "Look, can we just drop this conversation?" she added as she shifted in her seat looking uneasy.

 

"A-Alright," Giles said with a nod, sensing the need to change the topic. "Has he contacted the Slayer there?"

 

Faith relaxed and said, "Yeah, he called her. He’s heading to her house tomorrow morning."

 

Giles didn’t say anything more. He simply regarded Faith with a warm smile as he nodded.

 

"That’s it," Faith said rising, frustrated with Giles’s pleasure at watching her anxiety. "I’m gonna grab a drink? You want anything?"

 

"I’m fine," he told her.

 

"Good because you’d be pretty thirsty. I wasn’t coming back anyway until that smirk was gone," she said firmly before giving him a small grin.
 

Cut to
INT
Watchers HQ – Computer area/Main Floor – Night
Cleveland
 
Willow was at the computer area typing when she heard the knock at the door. She pushed the chair from the desk and traveled to look out the peephole they had installed for safety measures.
 

She could see James Tyrell out front.
 

"Oh brother," she sighed and walked away without answering it. She passed Andrew, who came out to see who had arrived and as she moved toward the lounge she told him, "Don’t answer that yet."
 

Cut to
INT
Watchers HQ – Lounge – Night
Cleveland
 

Giles had returned to reading his paper, when Willow poked her head inside and announced, "We’ve got company...again."

 

Cut to
INT
Watchers HQ – Lobby – Night
Cleveland
 

"You rang?" Giles said as he opened the front door.
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"May I come in Rupert?" he asked politely. 

 

Giles paused a moment in consideration and opened the door wider. Upon entering Tyrell nodded to Andrew and Willow. "Ms. Rosenberg, Mr. Wells," he said formally.

 

Neither said a word and both stood with a similar posture – arms folded across their chests and scowls on their faces.

 

"It’s rather late," Giles told him. "Something you’d like to discuss, Mr. Tyrell?" he added.

 

"You may call me James, you know?"

 

"I’d rather not," Giles said shortly. "What’s your business here?"

 

James casually strolled around the room. "Are you really going to continue with this Rupert?"

 

"And what, pray tell, do you mean by ‘this’?" Giles challenged.

 

"This ‘New Council’, ‘New Guard’ – whatever it is you’re calling it."

 

"I think the answer is obvious. The real question is why do you feel the need to control our group?"

 

"Does your group now include Rowena?"

 

"Perhaps that’s something you should be asking her," Giles told him.

 

"I know she’s living here," Tyrell retorted.

 

"Yes well, it seems someone destroyed her father’s fishing boat and the money she used for lodging has now gone for a down payment on a business loan for him. But I’m sure you knew that as well," Giles countered. "After all, no one is out of reach of the Old Guard, are they?"

 

For a slight moment, Giles watched Tyrell flinch at his words and Giles gave a slight grin that didn’t stay long.

 

"I trained Rowena myself," Tyrell said looking a bit reminiscent. "She had such potential."

 

"Yes, well even in light of your influence I have to admit she seems to be a fine Watcher."

 

Tyrell snorted and shook his head. "You always had a fire, Rupert."

 

"It’s called intelligence. Now as I said James, it’s late and-."

 

"You think this is over? You think I don’t have more powerful tactics the Council could use? We do and you should know that people could get hurt. Are you willing to risk that?"

 

"You’d be wise to take that back," Giles told him in a voice that left nothing to debate. "I refuse to listen to you threaten me or anyone else here."

 

"You won’t win, Rupert."

 

Giles didn’t say a word. He grabbed Tyrell by the back of the jacket and pulled him toward the door. Once there he released Tyrell’s coat and roughly pushed him out of the building, making the man stumble to the sidewalk.

 

"Know this," Giles began. "I’ve faced demons far greater than a group of retirees who think they understand the fight today. I’ve faced them all and I’ve won. But my true battle isn’t with you, Mr. Tyrell. It’s with the evil that faces this world. That’s what the Council should be battling – that’s why the Council was put into place. Now if you’ll excuse us we have real monsters to face, not a group of pompous, long winded has-beens."

 

Tyrell didn’t have the chance to reply as Giles slammed the door in his face.

 

Giles turned around to see Willow and Andrew but quickly he looked over their shoulders, making them turn. At the upstairs landing was Rowena, who had watched the events unfold.

 

"Did you mean what you said, Mr. Giles? About your Council’s goal?" she asked.

 

Before Giles could answer there was a pounding at the door again.

 

"Bloody hell," Giles sighed before opening it. "Are you that ignorant-."

 

He stopped when he saw Brell standing before him, panting hard. The rest of the group came over to the door.

 

"The good guy is bad guy," Brell told him.

 

"This isn’t news," Giles replied.

 

"You know he is a three-eyed Fadus demon?" Brell asked.

 

The group all turned to each other and at the same time turned back to Brell and replied, "What?"
 

Cut to
INT
Watchers HQ – Lounge – Night
Cleveland
 

"You’re saying that Mr. DeVeer is a Fadus demon?" Giles asked.

 

"Yes!" Brell replied.

 

Willow and Andrew looked a bit confused. "How do you know DeVeer?" Willow asked. [image: image10.jpg]



 

"Brell see him talking to her at bank," he said pointing to Rowena. "He smiled at her. Brell thought two Watchers. But man not Watcher. Man is Fadus demon. Brell watched him suck life force from pretty woman in car. His eyes got black and her eyes got black – Fadus demon."

 

Willow began to take notes on the legal pad in front of her.

 

"Classic signs of a Fadus demon all right," Rowena told them as she went on to explain. "They take the shape of a human but they’re really a demon underneath. In order to keep their human appearance they need a human’s life force."

 

"Were you aware of this?" Giles asked Rowena.

 

"Absolutely not," she replied. "DeVeer is new to the group by Watcher’s standards. But he’s been there for a few years now. And ask me if I’m shocked that the Old Guard has a demon in their ranks, and not a friendly demon here like Brell, and I’d say no."

 

"Perhaps you’re an evil demon too," Giles said, cocking his head as he waited for an answer.

 

Rowena grinned and shook her head in frustration. "I am NOT a demon. I’m a Watcher who spent the last year of her life running and obviously I’m not where I’m supposed to be yet."

 

"Hold on," Willow told the room. She began a muttering chant and finished with "Aperio!" A light began to glow around Brell and Brell alone. With a wave of her hand the light vanished and she turned back to Giles. "She’s human," Willow told him.

 

"Well what would you advise, Ms. Allister?" Giles questioned.

 

"You’re really looking for my opinion?" she quizzed.

 

"If I wasn’t I wouldn’t have asked. So…" he repeated.

 

"Well," Rowena sighed. "We’ve got-. Sorry, YOU’VE got three options. Tell the Old Guard about DeVeer, kill DeVeer or act ignorant while we-you, keep him under surveillance."

 

"And the best option?" Giles prompted.

 

"Number three," Rowena answered immediately. "Find out what he’s up to. In fact, it might be possible to have Brell keep tabs on him and earn a little extra cash if the Watchers Council, has the funds. And that’s if Brell agrees, of course."

 

Giles took a deep breath. "Well, Brell would you like to earn a few extra dollars for the wife and spawns, as you call them? Perhaps follow Mr. DeVeer; report on who he talks to and where?"

 

"Watchers keep Brell safe when need be. That could be thanks enough."

 

"No," Giles insisted. "We’ll pay you for your services and if you prove worthy, as you have so far, we’ll certainly aid your family if need be."

 

"Okay! Brell help!" he said reaching out and shaking Giles’s hand.

 

Giles reached into his pocket, retrieving his wallet and took out two hundred dollar bills and handed them over. Brell’s eyes widened at the amount in his hands.

 

"Watch him," Giles told Brell, "but don’t get too close and don’t confront him for any reason. That’s what our Slayers are for. Understood?"

 

He nodded. "Brell understand."

 

"Good then. The more you can tell us that proves accurate the more we’ll pay you." Giles paused a moment and asked Rowena, "Do you know where Mr. DeVeer is staying?"

 

"He was at a hotel downtown but Tyrell is holed up somewhere just outside the city. I’m guessing he’s moved in with them…We kinda had a confrontation at the bank like Brell said so I think it’s safe to say that he’s still in the fold," she replied.

 

"Do you know where exactly?" Giles asked.

 

"Unfortunately no. Silly me. I didn’t ask for details. I didn’t think I’d need to be staking them out," Rowena retorted. "But I’d be happy to take Brell to the old location. See if maybe he turns up there?"

 

Giles reached into his pocket and handed her the keys to his Aston Martin. "Show him the hotel and then take him back home so we know where he lives in case there’s any emergency. Alright?"

 

Rowena nodded and motioned Brell to the door. After they were gone Willow turned to Giles.

 

"Giving her the keys to your baby, Giles? That’s a big step. Bigger than giving her food and lodging here actually, " she teased.

 

"Yes, well, I’m beginning to think that Ms. Allister is a victim of circumstance much like we are."

 

"I’ll pray to the goddess that you’re right."

 

Cut to
INT
Willow and Kennedy’s Bedroom – Night
 

Willow was dressed in her pajamas, putting lotion on her arms, when Kennedy walked in, tossing her jacket in the chair with a sigh. 

 

"Hey, rough night Sweetie?" Willow asked.

 

"Not too bad," she replied. "Getting busier though. Seems your theory about all the demons making their way east to an open Hellmouth is correct."

 

Kennedy walked behind Willow and put her arms around the redhead’s waist as she kissed the top of her shoulder. Willow turned in Kennedy’s arm and put her hands on the brunette’s shoulders only to watch the Slayer flinch.

 

"You okay?" Willow asked.

 

"Yeah," Kennedy said pulling away and brushing it off. Willow watched as Kennedy kicked her shoes off and pulled down her jeans. With just her button down oxford shirt on Kennedy walked over to the dresser as she spoke. "Kinda got tossed into a brick wall tonight. Got a little scraped up."

 

"Hold on," Willow said leaving the room.

 

Kennedy finished putting on her nightgown as Willow returned with a bottle of peroxide. "Come over to the bed," Willow told her as she took a seat and made space.

 

Kennedy didn’t follow immediately. Instead she went to the dresser and pulled a small box out of her nightstand. "I got you something the other day," she began. "Kind of a graduation present. I would have given it to you sooner but things have been kinda crazy if you noticed."[image: image11.jpg]



 

"You didn’t have to do that," Willow told her with a thankful smile.

 

"I didn’t have to…but I wanted to. I never had a girlfriend before and well, this is standard girlfriend stuff right? Special occasions, anniversaries and things like that?" Kennedy replied.

 

Willow gave her a warm smile and patted the bed. "Yeah but…no girlfriend before? I was under the impression that you were kinda experienced. If not, you’re a quick learner."

 

"Well, I’ve had lots of lovers," Kennedy answered. Suddenly she looked worried. "I mean I’m not a bed-hopper but I’m not a virgin either," she said quickly. "Most of the girls I’ve known just wanted to experiment, play around. Nothing committed, ya know? But this…you and me…it’s different. So…" Kennedy sighed as she handed Willow the small, light blue box with a silver bow attached to the top. "Happy graduation, Will."

 

Willow caressed Kennedy’s face and gave her a light kiss on the cheek before looking at the box. "Thank you," she told her softly. She paused a moment and then pulled the small ribbon and tore into the box with child-like enthusiasm making Kennedy chuckle. Lying on a soft bed of black velvet was a silver Celtic knot work pentagram, with a stunning ruby filling the center. She grinned as she took it carefully from the box.

 

"Oh Kennedy!" Willow exclaimed as she removed the pendant that was attached to a silver chain and held it up to the light. "It’s beautiful. And expensive! You shouldn’t have!"

 

Kennedy shrugged and smiled. "As if I cared about money. I liked it, Will. I could imagine the red accenting the wonderful green of your eyes. Okay, you make me sappy," Kennedy chuckled.

 

"Thank you," Willow said and leaned in for another kiss.

 

"I wasn’t sure what to get," Kennedy answered with anxiety in her voice as she began to ramble. "I looked at books but you’ve already got a ton of them. Then they had herbs but I’m not sure what kind you use or don’t have so-."

 

"I love it," Willow said to stop the insecure babble. She turned around on the bed and handed the necklace to her lover as she lifted her hair up.

 

Taking the cue, Kennedy put it on and the witch turned back around to face her. "So does this mean we’re going steady now?" Kennedy quipped as she settled against the bed. Willow leaned down and kissed her.

 

"You can be a real sweetheart sometimes," Willow told her with a smile.

 

"You mean I’m not always?" Kennedy asked with a knowing smirk. "Okay don’t answer that and ruin the moment," she added.

 

Willow just chuckled. "Come on. I’ve got a Slayer to fix up," she added as she reached for the peroxide.

 

As Willow started to dab the disinfectant on the large scrape Kennedy looked up and asked, "How did you foul your athame?"

 

Willow stopped her ministrations for a moment and picked up the bottle, getting the cotton wet again. "Who told you about that?’

 

"Andrew. Well Rowena too. She said once an athame is fouled and draws blood it can’t be used again. I was just curious."

 

Willow didn’t say anything. She just continued to tend to Kennedy’s scratch.

 

"Look," the Slayer began, "if you don’t want to talk about it-."

 

"No," Willow said shaking her head. "It’s okay…I used it on a fawn," she told her.

 

"A fawn?" Kennedy asked shocked. "A baby deer?"

 

"I killed it," Willow admitted. "We needed blood for the spell to bring back Buffy. Because I’d used my athame as part of a ritual sacrifice, I could never use it again. So I got rid of it."

 

"Tara let you do that? Kill an innocent for a ritual?" Kennedy asked.

 

"No," Willow said emphatically. "I lied and told her I got it on the black market. I kept a lot of things from her around that time – all of them actually. Later, I told Tara I’d lost my athame in all the brouhaha after the spell with the crazy demon biker gang. She was upset because she had given it to me at my first degree initiation of being a Wiccan. It had been in her mother’s family a long time too."

 

"I just can’t picture it, Will," Kennedy said, one hand tenderly cupping Willow’s sad face, her own face troubled. "You’re so gentle. You’re one of the most compassionate people I know."

 

Willow smiled briefly before looking serious again. "Maybe I am now, but at the time I was determined to do anything I had to in order to bring Buffy back. I thought it was the only way, but I was wrong. It was the easy way. And the easy way is not always the best way."

 

Kennedy thought a moment more and then smiled softly. "So now you have a new knife?" she asked.

 

"Yes," Willow said. "And it’s pure and it’s powerful and it speaks to my soul. It’s a good tool. Althenea gave it to me when I got my second degree in England last summer. I’ll show it to you sometime if you’d like."

 

"Maybe," Kennedy shrugged. "But you know me…I like stuff you can do damage with. I’ll leave the magic to you."

 

"Umm," Willow said, snuggling closer. "Who says you don’t have magic?"

 

"Only with you, my little witch," Kennedy said embracing her lover. "Only with you." Kennedy paused a moment and quietly asked. "Do you kill things with the magics you do now?" Kennedy asked. "I mean if it came down to it?"

 

"No," Willow answered. "Like I said, it was a pretty dark spell and I’m staying away from violent stuff. In fact, I found some spells to heal Xander’s eye but I’m not buying the ‘terms of service.’ So I keep searching all my magical options, preferably staying on the light side of the force." Willow paused and shook her head. "Oh Gods, I’m starting to sound like Andrew now."

 

Willow chuckled as Kennedy began to frown. "I’m sorry for bringing it all up. I didn’t want to upset you – just wondered, that’s all."

 

"It’s okay. A-and it’s good that you asked. Sure, I’m pretty mild mannered most of the time but I can…" Willow paused and licked her lips nervously. "I know my capabilities now and my limitations. I don’t mind talking about them, least of all with you," Willow ended with a grin.

 

"Well like I’ve said I don’t understand all this magic stuff but…it’s part of who you are and where you’ve been."

 

"It’s where I’m going too," Willow offered. "I’ve still got lots of book learnin’ to do," she teased. "But I’m getting there."

 

"And as the dutiful girlfriend I’ll do everything I can to help."

 

Kennedy smiled and Willow soon joined in. "Yeah," the red head smirked. "My opinion still stands. A real sweetheart sometimes."

 

Kennedy reached over, taking the peroxide bottle from Willow, and putting it on the nightstand. As she did, Kennedy gave her a sexy smirk and turned out the light.

 

Fade to
INT
Giles’ Car – City Street – Same time
 

"DeVeer there," Brell said to Rowena as he pointed out the window.

 

"Yeah, that’s the place but it was a day or two ago," she said facing him. "I don’t think he-."

 

"No!" Brell said, pointing more adamantly out the window. "DeVeer there!"

 

Rowena looked out the window to see DeVeer speaking with Tyrell while two other men carried some boxes.

 

"Well, I’ll be," Rowena snickered. "Got any plans tonight, Brell? Care to take a[image: image12.jpg]


 drive out of the city?"

 

"Brell go with you," he told her. 

 

She nodded and watched as the four men climbed into a limousine and started on their way. Putting the car in drive Rowena followed a few lengths behind as she pulled into traffic.

Act Three
 

 

 

Fade in
INT
Watchers Council – Giles’s room – Night
 

Giles rose as he heard the knock on his apartment door. He opened it to find Rowena handing him the keys to the car. "So how’d it go?" he asked.

 

"Better than we expected," she told him. She paused a moment and nodded to the recesses of his apartment.

 

"Oh, forgive me," Giles said, opening the door wider. "Come in. Would you like some tea?"

 

"No, I’m fine," she said walking inside and taking off her coat. "Brell and I went to[image: image13.jpg]


 the hotel to find DeVeer taking the last of his stuff from the hotel. We followed them to a mansion just outside the city limits. Very Old Guard in nature, by the way. Set back off the road, secluded, perfect for hiding out," she added as she grinned. "I was going to make a report but seems everyone called it a night." 

 

"Yes," Giles sighed, holding back a yawn. "The last week’s been a bit tiring to say the least."

 

"Well, I won’t keep you up any longer. Think I might get some sleep myself. I can detail the findings and perhaps draw up a map. Brell said he was going to keep watch on the place and follow DeVeers."

 

"On foot?" Giles asked.

 

"No, he’s got a car. I dropped him off before I came here." She smiled. "Not as fancy as your car though," she quipped as she pointed to the keys still in his hand.

 

Giles snorted. "Well, yes…Anyway, get some rest and we’ll have the girls do a bit of surveillance as well."

 

"’Night Mr. Giles," she nodded as she opened the door.

 

"Good night Ms. Allister," he said before watching her leave.

 

Fade in
INT
Watchers Council – Lobby – Morning
 

Rowena rushed down the stairs with her shoes in one hand and a folder with a map sticking out in the other. Once at the landing she spotted Giles and quickly came over as she tried to walk and put her shoes on at the same time, hopping on one foot.

 

"I am sooo sorry I overslept," she told him, finally stopping for good to slip the flats on. "Everyone gone?"

 

She watched as he poured a cup of coffee.

 

"Afraid so. Andrew went grocery shopping with a few of the girls and Willow went to the magic store for an item Andrew overlooked on her list this week. But they shouldn’t be too long," he said, handing her a cup of coffee. "Looks like you could use this."

 

"Well, I’ve got the map done and a few notes," she said handing it to him. Absently, he placed it behind him on the counter as she took the coffee mug. "I thought perhaps we could get some pictures of the estate today and then formulate the layout – entrances, windows, things of that nature."

 

"Very well," Giles nodded. "We’ll go over it once we have the group assembled."

 

Rowena paused and looked at him with a bit of uncertainty. "I’m sorry Mr. Giles," she said sincerely.

 

"For what Dear?"

 

"For missing the morning meeting. This is important and I-."

 

"It’s alright," he told her. "Last night when I said everyone was exhausted that included you too."

 

"I understand that but still. A Watcher-."

 

"Is human and needs rest."

 

A slow grin came to Rowena’s face. "You’re not like Tyrell at all."

 

"I’ll take that as a compliment. Thank you," Giles smirked.

 

"No, really," Rowena told him. "He’d have me filing paperwork until my fingers were nubs for missing a meeting."

 

"We all decided it was better to let you sleep and report later. We need rested members in order to stay alert. Besides, there’s nothing we can do at the moment. Not like we’ll barge inside their headquarters with Slayers armed to the teeth demanding they leave Cleveland."[image: image14.jpg]



 

As the words left Giles’s lips two of the front windows shattered and three canisters came hurling through the window and began to smoke. Next came the sound of a battering ram against the door.

 

"Get out of here!" Giles yelled as he reached behind the desk and pressed a button. 

 

Cut to
INT
Slayers Rec Room – Same time
 

Vi, Rona and Rachel sat at the card table playing poker.

 

"Full House," Vi said placing her cards down and with a smile, scooping the pile of chips toward herself. Suddenly the light and alarm in the room went off and all three of them rose.

 

"If Giles let in another vamp I’m gonna be pissed," Rona said before the three of them took off in a run.

 

Cut to
INT
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments Later
 

Rowena began to run toward the interior walkway that connected the Slayers building to the Council when the door gave way. Five men ran inside dressed in protective chemical gear; their faces hidden. She began to wheeze and cough as more gas filled the lobby, slowing her down. One man grabbed her but she kneed him in the groin and tried to get away.

 

She looked over to see two men had managed to grab Giles but her eyes were now burning and watering over. A third man grabbed her and dragged her out of the building.

 

The Slayers entered in time to see someone pulling Giles out of the building. They raced forward but the final man providing back up to the kidnappers pulled a 9 mm gun and pointed it at them.

 

All three of them stopped in their tracks as he walked out backwards and closed the door. Not being deterred so easily, they all raced over and Rona opened the front door. Three shots rang out and quickly she shut it again. Their eyes began to water too.

 

"Now what?" Rachel asked wiping her eyes.

 

Vi took off into a run, racing up the stairs. She looked out the window to see them load Ro and Giles into a van and lock it. With a pat to the door, the van took off. The five men then took their suits off, stuffing them into a bag. Within 60 seconds they too left in a separate vehicle.

 

"Open the door," Vi shouted.

 

Carefully Rona did as she motioned Rachel to stand back. She peeked outside to see everyone gone. She waved Rachel out and they both took a deep breath. "Seal off the Slayer entrance," Rona told her, "and open as many windows and doors in here as you can."

 

Rachel took off with a nod as Vi ran back down the stairs. "Everyone’s got the vehicles," Vi told her.

 

"Not all of them," Rona told her.

 

Cut to
EXT
Watchers Council Garage – Moments Later
 

Rona sped out of the garage on Faith’s cycle as Vi held on for dear life.

 

Cut to
INT
Watchers Council Lobby – Later
 

After stocking the Slayer’s Quarters with his groceries, Andrew walked through the connecting walkway to find the area empty and a terrible smell inside making him hold his nose. At that moment, Willow walked in inspecting the front door, racing over to the shattered glass.

 

"Where’re Giles and Ro?" she asked him.

 

"What’s that smell?" he countered.

 

Faith, who had been with Andrew overseeing the girls, caught up and walked inside, taking it all in.

 

"What the hell happened here?" Faith asked.

 

Willow walked over to one of the empty canisters and sniffed it before violently turning away. "It’s Chloracetophenon," she answered.

 

"In English Red," Faith prompted.

 

"Uh, sorry, tear gas," she answered. "Are the other girls over there?"

 

Just then Rachel came downstairs.

 

"There you are! I’ve been trying to call but I can’t get a damn connection on the walkie talkies."

 

"What happened?" Andrew, Willow and Faith all asked at once.

 

Cut to
INT
Old Guard Mansion – Same time
 

"Everything go as planned?" Tyrell asked his son, Jordon, who was driving the first vehicle with Giles and Rowena inside.

 

"Yes," Jordon answered. "We have the target and we’re en route now. ETA in 20 minutes."

 

"Very good," Tyrell told him. "Any causalities?"

 

"None…at this time," Jordon snickered.

 

Cut to
INT
Old Guard Van – same time
 

"Well this morning is off to a fine start," Ro said before starting to cough.

 

"My sinuses are now clear," Giles replied wiping his eyes. "I just pray no one got hurt."

 

Rowena motioned her hand between them.

 

"I meant to the girls," he replied. "I heard shots fired after they loaded us in. They might have tried to give chase."

 

"Wait!" Rowena said going to her pocket but coming up empty. "Damn it! They took my phone. What about you?"

 

"I don’t have one," Giles told her.

 

"You don’t have a cell phone?" Rowena replied in disbelief. "Everyone has a cell phone."

 

"I have an aversion to modern electronics."

 

"Pager?"

 

Giles shook his head.

 

"Computer?"

 

Again, another shake.

 

"Please tell me you at least own a microwave," she said with an incredulous look on her face.

 

"That I do have," he told her. "It’s an expensive, glorified popcorn maker."

 

Rowena chuckled. "Not even a cup of quick tea?"

 

Giles looked at her like she was crazy. "No self-respecting Englishman would make tea in a microwave. That would be considered sacrilege."

 

"I suppose. Kinda like my country when it comes to beer…and hockey," she added in afterthought.

 

"Canadian?" Giles asked, amused.

 

She grinned and laid a finger on her red nose. "How’d you guess?"

 

"Luck I suppose…Funny, but you don’t sound Canadian," he told her.

 

"Oh really? And how do Canadians sound? We’re not all like Bob and Doug McKenzie."[image: image15.jpg]



 

"Who?" Giles asked.

 

"You don’t own a television either, do you?" Rowena teased.

 

Giles simply smiled and a small silence passed between them until Rowena sighed.

 

"What do you think they want with us?" she asked.

 

Giles paused a moment. "I’m trying not to focus on that at the moment. Planning an escape before we find out why we’ve been captured, however, is."

 

Cut to
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EXT
Mansion gates – Afternoon
 

Three vehicles entered through a gate but further back on the long driveway, Brell pulled his bright green Dodge Neon to a stop. He watched one man re-secure the gate and hop into the vehicle that had been bringing up the rear in the procession. He got out of the car and walked over to get a closer look.

 

Suddenly someone was standing beside him making Brell jump. 

 

"You!" Brell said looking up. He turned to run back to his car.

 

With lightening speed DeVeer whipped out a dagger sending it into Brell’s back, making the demon go limp. He pulled it back out and wiped the green blood on Brell’s shirt after the demon toppled over.

 

"Me," he answered with a smirk before walking away.

 

Cut to
INT
Watchers Council Lobby – Afternoon
 

"So Rona and Vi took off?" Faith asked again just to clarify.

 

Rachel simply nodded as the remaining Slayers began to file into the lobby with Kennedy in the lead.

 

"I hope they don’t do something stupid," Faith muttered.

 

"We could call them," Andrew offered.

 

"No," Willow answered.

 

"But Willow-," Kennedy tried to begin.

 

"No," she insisted more firmly. "If they’re trying to get close to where they’re holding Giles and Ro a ringing phone could give them away. We can’t call. We wait for them to call us. But in the meantime, we need to find their location."

 

Kennedy rolled her eyes and took a set at the desk, propping her feet on the desk, knocking down a folder but not bothering to pick it up.

 

"You got a problem?" Willow asked.

 

Kennedy’s eyes widened at the authoritative tone in Willow’s voice.

 

"I just don’t see how playing around with magic is gonna help this situation. We should be out there looking," she argued.

 

Willow paused a moment but brushed off the comment as she nodded to Andrew and Rachel. "You two go upstairs. Andrew go to Giles’s and Rachel to Ro’s. Get me a personal item and meet me in the coven room. I’ll have to do a locator spell."

 

Kennedy finally bent down to get the folder and the map fell out. She looked at it closer.

 

"Well, we could use magic or maybe this handy dandy map," Kennedy quipped tossing it to Willow. "I think that big circle with the name ‘Old Guard mansion’ might be a good starting point," she added smugly folding her arms across her chest.

 

Faith came over and examined it with Willow. Andrew and Rachel returned, giving Willow the items. Rachel handed her one of Ro’s ink pens while Andrew gave her a folded piece of material. Willow opened it up and held it up to Andrew.

 

"Well that answers the boxers or briefs question for Giles," Faith quipped.

 

"You brought me Giles’s underwear?" Willow asked Andrew, holding up a pair of boxers by the waistband.

 

"You said personal," Andrew replied, defending his choice.

 

Willow closed her eyes and shook her head. "Here guys," she said handing them back the items. "Hold these for now. We’ve got another lead."

 

"Okay so we’ve got the map. Let’s go!" Kennedy said rising to her feet again.

 

"No, just hold on a minute," Willow told her as she examined the map.

 

"We don’t have minutes," Faith told Willow. "They already have God knows how big a head start on us."

 

"And we don’t know what we’re rushing into," Willow insisted. "Are you guys with me here or not?"

 

"If it involves more sitting around here doing nothing then no, we’re not," Kennedy said taking the map and making her way to the door.

 

"Stop right there!" Willow shouted as she walked over and took the map back.

 

"Excuse me?" Kennedy said turning around with an indignant expression.

 

"No one is leaving this building yet," Willow told her firmly. "If we separate now we’ll crumble. And Giles and I have invested too much time and energy for that to happen."

 

"Then you can come with us," Kennedy countered.

 

"Listen to me," Willow insisted. "It could be a trap for all we know. Hell, we don’t even know if they took them to the mansion. We need to pin point a location first and then figure out what we’re going to do."

 

"Yeah and while we’re busy planning away, they’re killing Giles," Kennedy contended. "I’ve lost one Watcher because I wasn’t there in time. I’m not about to lose another."

 

"Think Ken!" Willow snapped, losing her reserve. "If they wanted to kill Giles he’d be dead already." [image: image17.jpg]



 

"You don’t know that!"

 

"Yes I do! Look at the facts! There was no one here to witness a hit so that means if they wanted to kill him they would have done it. A-And what better way to scare the hell out of the rest of us then to walk in to find him dead."

 

"Red’s gotta point," Faith agreed.

 

"Then you’re both nuts," Kennedy countered. "I’m going out there."

 

"Walk out now and don’t bother coming back!"

 

Kennedy halted her steps and put her hands in her back pockets and turned again to face Willow with a look of skepticism.

 

"This Council will not survive if we split up," Willow said more calmly addressing all of them. "I need to know who I can depend on. Anyone else here want to test me? If so, there’s the door," she told the group. 

 

No one moved or said a word. Instead they nervously shuffled from foot to foot or looked away. Some looked at Kennedy as if unsure of what she might do next. Willow, for her part, strummed her fingers on the map absently as if she was considering a course of action.

 

Kennedy felt the tension that had poured over everyone and she pursed her lips realizing how serious her lover was in her threat. Willow didn’t notice Kennedy’s reaction and seemed to become lost in thoughts until she turned to Faith.

 

"They came when most of us were gone," Willow told her.

 

"Yeah, so?" Faith answered with a shrug but in a few moments she began to grin and nod as she watched the wheels in Willow’s mind turning.

 

"Kinda convenient, don’t cha think?" Willow added. "Maybe more than a coincidence?"

 

Faith paused and started to look around the room. "You think they’re spy caming us?" Faith asked as her eyes continued to shift around. "That they moved in when they knew they’d have the least amount of resistance?"

 

"Exactly," Willow nodded. "Okay, Kennedy please stay put. We need you here. Faith, while I work some location spells start checking every inch of this room. With the work crews we had coming in and out it’s possible they planted bugs and mini-cams all over. So I want a clean search from top-."

 

"I could-." Andrew tried to speak but didn’t get far.

 

"I’m talking! Don’t interrupt me!" Willow snapped.

 

"Uh sorry…go ahead."

 

"Search this room for now," she continued addressing Faith. "We’ll do the other areas after we get back. Andrew will tell them what to look for since he’s real good at spying on people, isn’t that right?"

 

Andrew paused a moment. "Can I talk now?" he asked nervously.

 

Willow just sneered at him.

 

He rolled his shoulders and simply said, "Yeah, I can help."

 

Cut to
INT
Old Guard Mansion – Same time
 

Two masked men shoved Giles and Rowena into an empty room and locked it shut. The two Watchers looked around but found no windows and nothing to use as a weapon.

 

"Well no daring escape yet," Rowena told him. "Any idea what-?"

 

The door opened and Jordon Tyrell walked inside and pointed out Rowena to two other guards with him.

 

"Hello Rowena," the young Tyrell greeted coldly. "Long time, no see."

 

"Kinda planned it that way," Ro hissed.

 

"You two know each other?" Giles asked.

 

"Oh yes," Jordon said stepping closer to Rowena. "We’ve met." Although he wore a grin it was far from warm or comforting. Instead it was snide and mocking. "Old friends you might say," he added. 

 

He then reached up to stroke her hair affectionately but she slapped his hand away. He paused a moment, examining her body up and down before casually strolling to the door and turning.

 

"Grab her," he sneered at Rowena before motioning the guards forward with a nudge of his head in her direction.

 

Rowena started to back up and Giles stepped in front of her, blocking their path as they menaced toward her.

 

Giles charged ahead to the closest approaching man and hit him squarely in the jaw, sending him backward. But the other managed to get in a hit as well, sending Giles to the floor. As the guards regrouped they began to bring out nightsticks. Giles tried to get up, but one of the men slammed his stick into Giles’s arm, knocking him back. Rowena dove on top of Giles who lay sprawled on the floor.

 

"I’ll go," she told them. "Just leave him alone."

 

"Don’t," Giles insisted.

 

"I’ll be okay," Rowena replied.

 

Jordon picked her up roughly by the arm and pushed her out the door as the other two guards each took a swing at Giles before shutting the door to leave.

 

Rowena looked back a final time at Giles and saw him move to his feet, clutching his arm. Despite her bravery, Giles could see the fear in her eyes. When the door slammed shut and locked, Giles slapped the back of it in frustration.

 

Cut to
EXT
Old Guard Mansion – afternoon
 

"Looks pretty secure," Rona remarked as she and Vi crouched near the bushes by the main gate.

 

"We shoulda pushed the bike closer."

 

"Slayer strength or not that thing’s damn heavy to lug all the way up here," Rona countered.[image: image18.jpg]



 

"Well, you know if they find us it’s a long run back," Vi told her.

 

"Then we keep real quiet like for now," Rona teased as she stood up and nodded for Vi to follow her. "Besides we’re not making a move just yet." 

 

"Agreed," Vi nodded. "But what do we do until then?"

 

"We call the Council. See if anyone’s back yet. We don’t go in until someone knows where they took ‘em. Always have a second front ready. Remember?"

 

Vi nodded and dialed her cell phone.

 

Cut to
INT
Watchers Council Lobby – Afternoon
 

"That makes 10 bugs and 5 cameras," Faith said tossing them on the desk with a loud clatter. "I’ve got the gals checking the phones upstairs for anything funny too."

 

Andrew picked them up and inspected them as she spoke.

 

"Geez," he said admiring the hardware. "This ain’t the cheap stuff either. This is top of the line. We must be really important for them to go to all this expense."

 

Willow emerged from the coven room and walked over briskly. "They’re at the mansion," she told the group.

 

"Didn’t we say this 15 minutes ago?" Kennedy muttered to Faith.

 

"Heyyy! We don’t have time for this!" 
 

"Willow, chill," Kennedy told her. "It was just a joke."

 

"No jokes. No games," she said before turning to Faith, "Get all the girls here please." Wordlessly, Faith pushed herself off the desk and walked upstairs to the second level as Willow turned to Andrew. "Did you get an aerial view of the area from that map site online?"

 

"Sure did," he said handing it over. "We don’t have an exact address but we know the street and there’s only two structures there," he told her as he pointed it out. "Both look pretty huge but going by Ro’s notes, I’m willing to say it’s that one," he said pointing it out.

 

Willow examined it, her fingers running over the picture as she thought.

 

Faith returned and ten Slayers began to make their way to the lobby as the phone rang. They all exchanged a concerned look, not sure who might be waiting on the other end and what demands might be made.

 

"Council of Watchers," Kennedy answered formally. After hearing the voice she pulled away. "It’s Vi," she told the group who released a collectively held breath.

 

Willow reached out for the phone before Kennedy could say anything. "Vi, it’s Willow. We know what’s happened. Don’t say anything – just listen. We think we’re being tapped. Just sit tight and don’t make a move. That’s all I can say…I did some spells and we know your location right now so hang back. Everything okay out there? Good. We’ll see ya soon."

 

Without adding more Willow hung up and turned to Faith. "Think we got all the bugs?"

 

Faith gave a shrug of non-committal. "I wouldn’t stake my life on it but yeah, I think so."

 

"Then we talk softly. Gather around girls," Willow said just above a whisper. Once everyone moved in shoulder-to-shoulder Willow spoke again. "Here’s what we’re going to do. We split into two teams. Faith, you’ll take team one. I’ll take team two. From the print out, this place is large and they could be anywhere so we need to be stealthy here, not crossbows blazing. Follow me?" Willow paused and saw a few nods go around. She took an extra moment to look at Kennedy.

 

"Yeah I get it," Kennedy said defiantly.

 

"Now when we get there we wait," Willow continued. "We’ll see where the main entrance seems to be and do a count. They could have ten men inside. It could be over a hundred so let’s try to see what we’re up against. From there we’ll decide the best route inside."

 

"That’s the plan?" Kennedy asked.

 

"Yes," Willow said, motioning Kennedy to lower her voice.

 

"We spent all this time waiting to just, what, wait some more?"

 

"What’s your problem?" Willow asked her, her patience growing short. "We don’t have time for a tantrum."

 

"I just want to know who made you the boss," Kennedy harrumphed.

 

"I did," Willow said taking a step closer to Kennedy with a look of intimidation.

 

"Oh real-."

 

"Yeah really," Willow said, cutting her off. "So fall in line. I’m the Watcher. You’re the Slayer. And you’ll do as I say. Is that understood?"

 

"Dammmn…" Faith piped in. 

 

"You have something to add?" Willow remarked, her tone short.

 

Faith held her hands up in front of herself. "Hey, cool your jets, Red. I agree,[image: image19.jpg]


 okay? Just making a mental note not to ever piss you off." 

 

"Good," Willow said with a nod toward the door as she began to walk out. "Now let’s go."

 

The girls began to follow Willow and with a clenched jaw, Kennedy did as well.

 

Fade out
Act Four
 

Fade In
INT
Old Guard Mansion – Afternoon
 

Jordon Tyrell towered over Rowena’s slumped body which was strapped to a wooden chair. He lifted her head up by the hair to look at her face. Her right eye was swollen almost shut and blood trickled from her mouth and her nose.[image: image20.jpg]



 

He let her hair go, making her head drop down again. Then casually he strolled around the chair and lit a cigarette, inhaling and exhaling slowly. 

 

"I’m getting tired of asking this question, Rowena," he told her as he paused in front of her. He brought the cigarette down until it barely touched her skin and a small groan escaped her mouth as she felt the heat. A series of burns already lined her arm. "Where is the book?"

 

"What book?" she retorted smugly.

 

Jordon clenched his teeth in frustration and slowly pushed the cigarette into her skin, making her scream.

 

"The Opus Obscurum! Where is it?!" he yelled.

 

Rowena took a deep breath and closed her eyes as if to shut down the burning nerve endings in her arm. She began to chuckle in defiance and Jordon’s face turned red.

 

"Say, any chance of me getting my laptop back that you stole?" she quipped even as her head bobbed back and forth trying to stay upright.

 

Jordon replied with a backhand that shot Rowena’s head into the chair. She tried to rise up but her body was giving into the stress. The veins in Jordon’s temple bulged from anger as he grabbed Rowena by the throat. She began to choke but then started to act as if she wanted to talk so he let her go.

 

"Tell me!" he screamed.

 

"You know." She coughed briefly before continuing. "This isn’t the first time I’ve been choked this week. But I gotta admit the woman who had me by the throat, she was more man than you. Probably better in bed, too," she added with a chuckle.

 

Jordon howled in frustration and reached into his jacket pulling out his 9 mm handgun from his shoulder holster and cocking it. He raised it to her forehead as one of the guards rushed up to his side. Rowena didn’t flinch. Instead, her good eye bore rebelliously into Jordon’s, refusing to break contact as if challenging him to do it.

 

"James said we can’t kill her," the guard reminded him.

 

"That’s right," Rowena smirked. "Ask Daddy Jordon and he’ll tell you, knowledge is power."

 

Jordon paused a moment before quickly pistol-whipping her, making her unconscious. Stuffing the gun back into his shoulder holster he turned to the two guards.

 

"That’s it! Get her outta here!" he bellowed as he stormed out of the interrogation room.

 

The two guards untied her and began to drag her down the hall by her arms.

 

Cut to
INT
Old Guard cell – moments later
 

Giles shot to his feet as he heard the door unlock and he watched as they pulled Rowena’s battered body inside. He raced over and softened her descent when they simply let her drop. He watched them leave and relock the door before looking down at her.

 

"Dear Lord," Giles exclaimed softly. "Why are they targeting you?"

 

Giles lifted his shirt over his head and took off his under shirt, using it to tend to Rowena’s battered face as she came back to consciousness.

 

"Better get dressed," Rowena told him weakly. "Don’t want the cavalry coming in here and seeing you half naked. They might get the wrong idea," she said trying to grin.

 

He gave a half-chuckle and grinned as well. "You certainly have spirit," he commended. "You remind me of Buffy, a-and even Willow, in that regard."

 

"Spirit is overrated," she said trying to sit up. "It just leads to more torture I’m learning."

 

"Again I’ll ask, why you? I could see Tyrell wanting revenge on me."

 

Rowena motioned Giles closer with a crooked finger and whispered in his ear. "They think I have the Opus Obscurum. Ever heard of it?" she asked with a knowing grin.

 

Giles pulled back with a look of surprise but quickly nodded before Rowena pulled him closer again. "They’re only half right."

 

"Meaning?" Giles asked.

 

"I figured they were on to me so I pulled a switch. It’s in your library. Third floor. Third bookcase. Behind the third row. So if I make it out alive and no matter of what you decide regarding my place in your Council, it’s yours Mr. Giles. I heard what you told Tyrell that night – it’s not about control or status. It’s about fighting evil. You and your Cleveland crew are trying to do that. Tyrell and the Old Guard don’t deserve the information that’s inside…I'd like to not screw up. I'd like it to be something that I get right for once."
 

"I-I don’t know what to say," Giles told her overwhelmed with emotion, his voice cracking slightly. "I-I think you’re selling yourself short Rowena. You survived incredible odds and you succeeded in your mission."

 

"Well, tell me you won’t let them have it – under any circumstances," she answered. "It’s hard to see the accomplishment here. My Potential is still dead and all because I was on a quest for Travers when the bringers arrived." Rowena paused as if she was remembering the events. "I returned just in time to watch the Council go up in flames, everything I had known destroyed. I was too late to help her. I was too late to help them."

 

"You can’t do it all," Giles told her. "We all worked together for years in Sunnydale, each one of us doing our part. The destruction of the council or even the death of your Potential shouldn’t be on your shoulders. Like all of us, you did what you could."

 

Rowena gave him a dismal grin. "Yeah, like Tyrell who was going to save the Council, right? When I saw what he was doing, putting together a group of dinosaurs and misfits like DeVeer to rebuild the council, I waited. I told them I failed in the mission but kept it with me. Obviously Tyrell’s smart enough to know that failure is not an option in my life. Lucky me, huh?" she added with a half-hearted chuckle, her battered face wincing in pain. "I don’t think he realizes how terrible I feel about it all. I got the book yes but not without a price. So I just hope and pray it’s safe with you Mr. Giles."

 

"I won’t say anything," Giles insisted. "You have my word."

 

"Good," Rowena grinned. "And you should know I’d heard of you," she added. "I mean long before Tyrell gave me the detailed report to use in my examination of your Council."

 

"Yes well, I can’t say my methods matched the Council’s expectations."

 

"But that’s exactly why you were known and it’s not a bad thing I’m learning," Rowena complimented. "You were THE Watcher Mr. Giles to THE Slayer. Many men and women were envious of your position but I think if they took a closer look they’d find that status doesn’t come without a price too. You didn’t have the luxury of the safety of the council walls. And sadly, as many of them found out, those walls weren’t as safe as they assumed. You put yourself in the battle where they did not. And guess who’s alive today?"

 

"It was luck really," Giles said with a shrug.

 

"No. It was years of experience," she insisted. "Everything happens for a reason, even if we don’t know why at first. But the survivors are the ones who recognize that Mr. Giles." Rowena paused and swallowed hard before she licked her dry lips and continued. "They try to learn and understand their history, like you have, because it helps them stay one step ahead. Look at me a moment, shall we? Two weeks ago I was safe in a London flat. Now I’m bleeding in a cell in Cleveland. I mean come on! Of all the places I could die did it have to be Cleveland?" she quipped. "Seriously though, there’s a reason I’m here…I just don’t know why yet. Or maybe I’ve already served my purpose by giving you the book and now the rest is up to you. Who’s to say?"

 

"Well," Giles began as he softly ran his fingers through her hair. "I assure you when we get out of this – and t-that’s when, not if – you’ll have a place in my council should you decide to stay."

 

"How can you be so sure we’ll make it out of here alive?" she asked sincerely.

 

Without hesitation he answered her. "Because Willow is leading them now."

 

"I’ll take your word for it then…And for what it’s worth, thank you, Mr. Giles, for the offer."

 

"Call me Giles or Rupert," Giles paused a moment in consideration. "Actually call me Giles – everyone else does." He grinned down warmly at her and she quietly returned the expression. 

 

"Okay Giles, with that bit of business out of the way, do you mind if I just pass out for a little while?" she asked as she rested her tired, battered body against him.

 

He simply continued to stroke her hair.

 

Fade To
EXT
Gates of mansion estate – afternoon
 

Willow crouched beside Kennedy as a group of five Slayers knelt behind them awaiting instructions. Willow unhooked the walkie talkie from her belt and pressed the side button.

 

"Are you there, Faith?"

 

A static sound came over and they heard Faith reply, "Yeah. South and East seem pretty wide open. Not much activity over here. You?"

 

"Not much to the West but the North seems pretty heavily guarded. I’ve counted five men. Seems they’ve assembled at the front of the house, probably guessing we’d never show up," Willow answered.

 

"They figured wrong."

 

Willow grinned upon hearing the smirk in Faith’s voice come through the handset.

 

"Let’s come in from the East and the West," Willow told her.

 

"Meet in the middle?" Faith asked

 

"If all goes well," Willow answered with a grin. "What’s your time?"

 

"Ah, 3:32," Faith answered.

 

Willow reset her watch after handing the walkie talkie to Kennedy for a moment. "We all go in at 3:42. Agreed?" Willow said after taking it back.

 

"You got it, Boss. Over and out."

 

"Copy that." Willow stood up and strapped the walkie talkie back on her hip and took a deep sigh as she watched the house. "Okay, we’ve gotta move these girls to the west."

 

"I wish you hadn’t done that," Kennedy said softly as she also rose to her feet.

 

Willow looked confused. "Done what?" she asked.

 

"What you said back at the Council. I have to lead these girls and cutting me down in front of them doesn’t help," Kennedy replied.

 

"Neither does undermining my authority," Willow countered.[image: image21.jpg]



 

Kennedy rolled her shoulders nervously. "Yeah well, besides that…it hurt."

 

Willow's expression softened after seeing the pained expression on Kennedy's face. "It wasn’t personal," she insisted.

 

"It sure seemed personal to me," Kennedy countered.

 

Willow sighed and ran her hand up Kennedy’s arm. "The only thing personal at the moment is my need to get in there and rescue Giles in nine minutes and twenty-nine seconds," she told Kennedy as she pointed to her watch. "What I said at the headquarters had nothing to do with us. It was strictly business. Honest. Did ya think I wanted you gone?"

 

Kennedy took a deep breath. "You tell me."

 

"Of course not," Willow went on. "But I had to maintain order and I need all those girls to fall in line and do as I said, including you."

 

Kennedy sighed. "Yeah, okay. It’s just…" She paused a moment. "I’ve never seen you like that – authoritative, dominating." Slowly a grin came to Kennedy’s face. "Actually I kinda liked it in a way, but still," she said shaking the smirk from her face.

 

"This from the woman who wears a slave bracelet as costume jewelry," Willow teasingly muttered. Her face grew serious again though and she pointed to her watch. "I don’t have much time to explain this so don’t take offense okay? I respect you. I’m thankful to have you in my life. But I can’t always give you what you want. You told me yourself you’re a brat. Just know there will come a time, like today, when I have to put my foot down. Doesn’t mean I ever stop caring. It only means I’m doing what I have to do. In fact it’s because I care for you – and all these girls –I’m so adamant that we take precautions here. Understand?"

 

"Yeah, I get it," Kennedy told her. "And I’m sorry I gave you a tough time. You’re only doing your job."

 

"It’s good to question authority sometimes, but now is not one of those times because I’m right…Oh God, I am a Watcher. Not only am I turning into Andrew I’m turning into Giles too." Willow smiled and looked at her watch again. "Go on and start leading the girls around the side," she nodded.

 

Kennedy gave her a reassuring grin. "Ma’am, yes ma’am." She winked before leaving.

 

Cut to
INT
Mansion – East Wing – minutes later
 

Two men heard a knock at the door and looked at each other. They both got up and answered the call. Faith stood in the doorway, hands on her hips.

 

"Hi, I’m Faith," she told them with a polite smile. "I’ll be rescuing some Watchers today."

 

With cat like speed she grabbed both men by the hair crashing their heads together and knocking them unconscious. Quietly her team of girls crept inside.
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Cut to
INT
Mansion – West Wing – same time
 

Two Old Guard members opened the door to find Andrew standing before them holding a box. "Good afternoon kind Sirs. I’m with the Boy Scouts of America and I was wondering if you’d like to buy some cookies. They’re made with-."

 

They began to close the door but Kennedy pushed her way through, knocking one of them to the ground as the girls began to pile inside. The other man began to run toward what looked like a control panel of some kind and Willow announced, "Encase," in a firm voice. The man froze in position with a glowing light around him. He opened his mouth to scream but with a wave of her hand he was left mute.

 

"Is he stuck that way?" Andrew asked the Wiccan.

 

"For now," Willow told him. "Once we get out I’ll release him. No permanent damage."

 

"Unlike you," Kennedy said to the unconscious man at her feet. "You’re gonna feel that in the morning."

 

Vi and Rona, who joined Willow’s team, came over to Andrew. "Boy Scout cookies?" Vi asked. "That was the best you could come up with?"

 

"It’s all that came to my mind, okay?"

 

"Boy Scouts don’t even sell friggin cookies," Rona added.

 

"Can we save the cookie discussion for later?" Willow said. "Watchers to rescue here – come on and focus people."

 

"Right," Rona nodded. "Where to?"

 

"We need to find a link into their security system. Someplace private," Willow told her.

 

Kennedy, who had worked her way down the hallway, pointed to a room and asked quietly, "Will this do?"

 

Willow and Andrew looked inside the room filled with computer equipment and shared a smile. "Nicely," Willow said looking back into the room.

 

Cut to
INT
Mansion hallway – moments later
 

Faith led her girls down the vacant hallway and motioned for them to stop when she heard voices coming from inside a closed door. She moved a bit closer and listened in.

 

Cut to
INT
Same Mansion room – same time
 

"You did what?" Tyrell asked his son.

 

"What you told me to do!" he answered his voice rising. "I questioned her. Simple as that."

 

"By nearly beating her to death?" Tyrell challenged.

 

"You have your methods, Father, and I have mine."

 

"We are not a group of dime store thugs, Jordon! As my son-."

 

"Your son? Face it father! Rowena is more your child than I ever was! She was a Watcher. She was the destined one. And to this day you still protect her! What about what she did to me?"

 

"Now is not the time for personal vendettas, Jordon!"

 

"Can we put the family dysfunction on hold long enough to resolve the real matter?" DeVeer asked, who until that point sat silently in the corner.

 

"Yes," Tyrell answered as he straightened out his suit jacket, getting back to business. "Jordon," he continued as he turned to address him, "You are no longer to have any contact whatsoever with Rowena Allister. Do you understand me? Vincent will handle her from this point forward, as well as keeping watch over Mr. Giles."

 

Jordon acted like he was about to reply when DeVeer took a few steps and put a hand on his shoulder.

 

"Don’t worry," DeVeer told Tyrell with a formal nod. "I’ll see to them both personally."

 

Cut to
INT
Mansion – Computer Room – moments later
 

"I’m in," Andrew announced as he typed away on the keyboard.

 

A series of camera views came up on the monitor but one shot in particular caught their eye. It was a room with Giles and Rowena sitting on the floor. Andrew tapped a few keys to maximize the view so they could get a closer look.

 

"Is Giles shirtless?" he asked.

 

"That ole dog," Kennedy added with a chuckle.

 

Willow looked in closer. "Andrew, move in on them. I want a better look," she told him.

 

"Okay, that’s just plain kinky," he said tapping at the keyboard again.

 

Willow slapped him lightly on the back of the head. "Just do it!" she told him trying to keep her voice down but get her message across.

 

He did and the group let out a groan in unison upon seeing the battered Rowena and a bloody undershirt in Giles’s hand. "That’s what I thought," Willow told them. "We’ve got to get them out – now. Which room, Andrew?"

 

He examined the monitors and typed a bit more before turning around to her. "South hallway, third door but I can’t pinpoint right or left from these diagrams."

 

"Okay," Willow said taking a deep breath. "Ken, you and the girls stay here."

 

"What? I don’t think so," the brunette protested.

 

"Andrew has to keep tabs on them and someone is bound to come back to this room. He’s our ears and eyes. You have to protect him."

 

Kennedy opened her mouth as if she was going to argue but quickly shut it. She gave her a grin instead. "Yes ma’am," she answered with a nod.

 

Willow gave a knowing smirk and turned to Vi and Rona. "I need you two to head toward the West Wing and meet Faith. Tell her where I’m at, okay?"

 

"You got it, Willow," Vi nodded.

 

"But be careful," the witch added. "Remember, stealthy not crossbowy. We’re dealing with humans, well, except for DeVeer and I have my doubts about Tyrell," she quipped. "Follow me?"

 

"We gotcha. Demon casualties okay. Human casualties no," Rona replied for the both of them.

 

"Right. Okay, let’s go," Willow said nodding them outside. She turned to leave but Ken snagged her by the arm.

 

"Hey," she began as she leaned over kissing Willow softly on the lips. "You be careful too, Red."

 

"Always," Willow responded before she too exited the room.

 

Cut to
EXT
Giles’s and Rowena’s jail cell – moments later
 

DeVeer walked up to the two attending guards. "Take off boys," he told them. "I’ve got it from here."

 

They looked at each other, unsure for a moment but then handed over the key and walked away, happy for the respite. Once they were gone DeVeer grinned and unlocked the door.

 

Cut to
INT
Giles’s and Rowena’s jail cell
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Rowena was lying against Giles with her eyes closed when she heard the door unlock.

 

"Oh God," she muttered. "No rest for the wicked obviously."

 

She opened her eyes to see DeVeer standing over them. Subconsciously both she and Giles tried to back up as they watched his eyes go black.

 

"The Old Guard wants you under control. But the Presidium wants you gone. Either way it ends here." 

 

"Presidium?" Giles asked as if trying to remember the name. "You have another boss I’m assuming?"

 

"Now I can’t tell you everything, Mr. Giles," he tisked with his finger. "That would be like tying you to the railroad tracks before Dudley DoRight comes in and saves the day. Well then again, you don’t have any Dudleys around to save you, do you?"

 

Suddenly DeVeer felt a tap on his shoulder and turned around.

 

"You?" DeVeer replied, obviously shocked.

 

Brell stood before him, with a determined expression on his face. "Me!"

 

As he answered, the tire iron Brell swung connected with DeVeer’s jaw and he dropped to the ground, totally out.

 

"Can’t kill Brell by stabbing!" the demon smirked at Giles and Rowena.

 

At that moment, Willow and Faith both raced through the open door arriving at the same time from opposite ends of the hallway. They moved slowly inside to find Brell smiling over the fallen demon.

 

"We’re here to save you?" Willow announced to Giles with a hint of uncertainty. She looked around the small room and sensed no immediate danger.

 

Rona and Vi helped Rowena to her feet as Faith leaned down and tossed Giles his sweater.

 

"You know," Faith said taking in Giles with an appraising eye, "for a guy your age, you’re still in damn good shape, Giles."

 

Bashfully he put on his crewneck. "Can we just make our escape now?"

 

"What about him?" Willow said nodding to DeVeer.

 

Giles paused a moment. "I’m going to find Tyrell. You girls take Rowena home. Get everyone else out."

 

Willow crossed her arms. "I’m not leaving you here alone, Giles."

 

"Willow-."

 

"Naha. No way. Not gonna happen," she insisted.

 

"I’m staying too," Rowena told him.

 

Giles gave a heavy sigh and faced Rowena. "You are in no condition-."

 

"No," Rowena insisted. "It ends here. Today."

 

Giles looked at both women and ran his fingers through his hair, considering their words.

 

"Alright then," he relented. "Faith, see that the girls get out and we’ll follow behind you."

 

"Brell stay too!" the demon told them.

 

"No Brell," Giles insisted. "You go with the Slayers. They’ll get you home. You’ve got a wife and spawn, remember? You’ve done more than expected already. Go home my friend. We’ll meet soon."

 

Brell paused a moment and then nodded. "Be safe," he told them, handing over the tire iron to Giles.

 

"I’ll get ‘em all out," Faith told them before she too headed for the exit.

 

"Faith," Rowena called out. "Do you have a knife on you?"

 

Faith lifted her pant leg and took a short dagger out of an ankle scabbard, handing it over.

 

"Will this do?" she asked.

 

Rowena examined it for a moment. "Perfect," she answered with a grin.

 

Cut to
INT
Mansion – Tyrell’s office – moments later
 

A groggy looking DeVeer appeared in the doorway of the office making Tyrell and Jordon look up.

 

"Room for four more?" Rowena said peeking out behind him, using him as a shield.

 

Seeing she had DeVeer by the throat with a knife, Jordon drew his gun but Tyrell motioned him to put it down as Giles and Willow followed behind her. Both men walked from behind the large bureau to face them.

 

"I see good help is hard to find," Tyrell said in a disapproving tone to DeVeer.

 

"More than you obviously realize…What’s the Presidium?" Giles asked Tyrell.

 

"Excuse me?" Tyrell asked.

 

"He hasn’t a clue," DeVeer told him with a snort. "They aren’t a real threat to the Presidium…Now, you on the other hand…" he added to Giles.

 

Tyrell continued to wear a confused expression so Willow explained. "Seems you’ve got a demon who’s a double agent working for you, Mr. Tyrell."

 

"What? That’s impossible!"

 

Rowena cut DeVeer’s cheek and yellow blood poured from the wound. "Guess again."

 

DeVeer elbowed Rowena in the face and raced toward Tyrell. Jordon opened fire and the Watchers all dove to the ground. Even after he emptied his clip into him, DeVeer continued to advance. He threw Jordon against the wall with ease, knocking the wind out of him.

 

DeVeer grabbed the older Tyrell by the lapel of his coat, his third eye making its appearance on his forehead and his eyes turning pitch black but suddenly DeVeer stopped with a pained expression on his face. His body began to fall to the ground and Tyrell could see Rowena standing with the dagger covered in yellow blood.

 

"Fadus demon," she told him. "Only lethal weapon is a blade."

 

Tyrell looked shaken for a moment but tried to regain his composure. He looked over to see the other committee members cautiously looking inside from an adjoining door to check on his well-being.

 

Mr. Meyer looked over at Rowena. His mouth opened wide as he walked inside and the others followed. "My God, Rowena! What happened?" he asked, noting her battered appearance.

 

"Ask Jordon," she replied coldly.

 

"What’s going on here?" Meyer demanded of Tyrell.

 

Tyrell ignored the question and looked at Rowena. "This doesn’t change anything," Tyrell told her. "You are still no longer a council member."

 

"You’re wrong. I am a Council member," she retorted, looking back to give Giles a grin before facing Tyrell again. "And it’s all of you who’re mistaken. And speaking on behalf of the Council of Watchers," she said turning briefly to look at Giles again. "May I?" she asked him.

 

"Absolutely," Giles nodded, prompting her to continue.

 

Rowena turned back to Tyrell. "Your team will leave Cleveland at once. You are hereby put on suspension pending an internal examination. If we deem you worthy to continue working within the Council you will report to Mr. Robson who heads our European bureau. Is that understood?"

 

Meyer shook his head and walked over to Rowena, still trying to catch up to the action. "Ro, sweetheart, what’s going on?" he asked less formally, getting a better look at her wounds as he approached.

 

"As if you don’t know," she challenged. He looked genuinely bewildered and Ro’s attitude seemed to soften. "Jordon and the goon squad kidnapped me and Mr. Giles. They managed to have a fadus demon join the ranks," she said pointing to the now dead demon at her feet. "Oh and let’s not overlook the fact they tortured me," she ended as she pointed to her face.

 

Meyer turned to Tyrell quickly with a fire in his eyes. "You did this?"

 

"No," Tyrell insisted before pointing to Jordon. "The boy got over zealous in his interrogation, that’s all."

 

Meyer walked over coming nose to nose with Tyrell.

 

"The council doesn’t turn on its own. Regardless of how you, or your son, feel about Rowena," he stressed, "this matter was handled shoddily at best."

 

"Now wait!" Tyrell began. "We all agreed that desperate measures-."

 

"Yes you said you wanted the book, but physically torturing a Watcher for something she might possess is going too far, James. I’m sorry but you don’t have the proper judgment to run a bake sale let alone the council. So consider yourself relieved of your duties as Chief Officer." Meyer turned to Rowena. "I’m sorry for what’s happened here," he told her sincerely. "You have my apologies."

 

"I don’t need your apologies," she told him firmly. "Nor do we need your approval. But speaking personally, Mr. Meyer, thank you. Now the same condition applies to all of you that applies to Mr. Tyrell. If you plan to continue working for the Watcher’s Council you will all report to Mr. Robson. Got it?"

 

Meyer took a deep breath and squared his shoulders. He gave her a small bow. "I’ll see that the team leaves in the next 48 hours and I will personally contact Mr. Robson with a list of members, Ms. Allister."

 

"Very well then," she told them. She started to leave but turned sharply and threw the dagger at Jordon. He looked up from examining his gun to see the blade sticking in the wall inches away from his body.

 

"You missed," he smirked.[image: image24.jpg]



 

"I know," she told him. "If I was a lesser person you’d be dead now," she said as she walked over and pulled the knife from the wall and placed it under his chin. "You so much as breathe in my general direction ever again, you will be." 

 

Rowena turned back to the room. "Our work here is finished. You have your orders."

 

Holding back grins, Giles and Willow followed her as she left the room.

 

Cut to
INT
Mansion hallway – moments later
 

"Think they’ll listen?" Willow asked.

 

"I don’t feel they have a choice at this point," Giles replied.

 

They walked a few more steps in silence before Willow spoke, "Well if that’s the case you know what this means, don’t you?" Giles simply waited for her to continue. "I have to break your heart Giles. The engagement is off," she said bumping shoulders with him.

 

"Pity," he said with a grin and paused a moment. "Does that mean I get the ring back?"

 

Willow grinned. "Hey, we’re parting as friends. Don’t push your luck."

 

He gave a light chuckle as they walked along side by side.

 

Cut to
INT
Rowena’s Living Room – Watchers Council – Night
 

Rowena sat on her sofa with a cotton patch over her battered eye and a straw in her mouth as she sipped from a glass. There was a knock at the door and she rose to answer it.

 

"Hey, mind if I come in?" Willow asked upon seeing her.

 

"Not at all," Rowena answered letting her inside and closing the door.

 

"How’s the arm doing?" Willow asked turning to face Ro once she was inside.

 

"Still stings like hell," Rowena told her yet managed to keep her grin.[image: image25.jpg]



 

"That’s what I thought," Willow said knowingly. "Skin damage is one of the worst because it’s kinda linger-y. Had a run in with a flesh-eating demon so I speak from experience. But I thought I might be able to help a-and speed things up a bit." 

 

"Magic?"

 

Willow just nodded politely. "I-I know some people have a magic aversion. I mean it’s not like it’s mandatory and if you’d rather wait it out then-."

 

"No, no aversion. It’s okay," Rowena reassured her. "What do I have to do?"

 

Willow pointed over to the sofa. "Let’s go over there. It’s just basic meditation really and you might experience some burning and itching at first but that’s good because it means it’s working."

 

Rowena rolled up her sleeve and took a seat on the middle cushion so Willow could sit beside her.

 

"Okay, give me your arm," Willow said opening her hands. "A-and just do some deep breathing for now."

 

Rowena moved her bandaged arm over but instead of closing her eyes she started to grin.

 

"What?" Willow asked. "I know this seems silly but it really does work," she added, nodding down to Rowena’s arm that she held in her hands.

 

"No, it’s not that," Rowena told her. "It’s good to be around people again. I’ve been isolated this last year and…well you might not realize it but you’ve got a wonderful team here."

 

"Trust me. I realize and I thank the goddess every day for them," Willow answered.

 

"Well, I know we got off on the wrong foot and I must confess I still don’t understand some of the things Mr. Giles does but he’s effective. And intelligent…"

 

"Giles is the best," Willow said sincerely.

 

"I don’t doubt that any longer," Rowena countered. "I want the chance to start over and do things right, I guess."

 

"That’s all any of us want in the end I think," Willow told her. Rowena nodded and took a deep breath. "So are we ready?" she asked.

 

Rowena gave her a nod and closed her eyes and Willow did the same.

 

"Thank you, Willow," she said softly before they began.

 

The redhead grinned with her eyes still closed. "No problem."

 
Fade to Black
