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Teaser
 

Fade In
EXT.
City Street- Halloween Night
 

Andrew adjusted the United States Air Force uniform he wore. He looked back at the group of young ten pre-teen Slayers, ranging in age from 10 to 13, who had accompanied him on his trick-or-treating excursion. One of them, a blonde girl of about twelve in a leotard dressed as a black cat, ran up to him.
 

"Hey, Andrew. Where are we headed next?" she inquired.
 

"Well, Marsha," he answered before pausing and putting in his best Jan Brady voice said, "Marsha! Marsha! Marsha!"
 

The girl looked totally confused so he went on.
 

"Ah-anyway, I thought we’d hit up the apartment complex a couple of blocks that way." He pointed to the east. "Then to the neighborhood behind it. Then back to the Council."
 

"Okay!" she responded in a chipper voice.
 

He watched as she rejoined the others. As he did, he noticed two of the other girls whispering to each other and giggling. He walked up to them.
 

"Hey, guys! What’s up?"
 

They turned. One of them, an Asian girl, stepped up to him.
 

"Andrew, we were wondering who you are supposed to be dressed as," she asked.
 

Andrew slumped his shoulders and let out a frustrated sigh. His chaperone mode disappeared and was immediately replaced with a whiney voice. [image: image1.jpg]



 

"C’mon guys. I told you already," he said before he saluted. "I’m Colonel Jack O’Neil. Commander of SG-1, a special team sent by the government through the Starga-." He stopped short when he noticed all the girls giggling at him. "What’s so funny?"
 

The Asian girl’s friend answered with a Texas twang.
 

"We already know that. It’s just funny to watch you explain." They began to walk off, still giggling. She continued as they did. "Not that a 20-year old going trick-or-treating isn’t funny by itself."
 

Andrew held back until he was sure they were out of earshot. He began to mutter under his breath. "We’ll see who gets the last laugh, Slayers. When you see how much candy I have when compared to you, we’ll see indeed."
 

He felt a tap on his shoulder and spun around with a yelp. It was the blonde girl.
 

"Don’t worry, Andrew. I think your costume’s great."
 

A huge ear-to-ear smile crossed his face.
 

"Aw. Thanks Marsha," he said.
 

She gave him a friendly pat on the arm before racing up to join the others.
 

Andrew started after them, and then stopped. Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed movement in the cemetery across the street. As he looked more closely he saw that it was Faith and Kennedy.
 

"I wonder what they’re doing out patrolling tonight," he mused. "I mean it’s-."
 

Cut to
EXT
Cemetery - Same Time
 

"Halloween," Kennedy informed Faith as they walked along. "Giles said that demons and vamps wouldn’t be out tonight. So why are we here?"[image: image2.jpg]



 

Faith stopped her walk through the cemetery and spun to confront the younger Slayer. 
 

"For three reasons, Brat. One, I thought we could stand to know the area a little better. Two, I told you so. Three, you never know what will or won’t show up regardless of any holiday." Just as she finished, two human sized blurs ran by her. She casually pointed in the direction they ran. "Like the two vamps that just blew by us," she remarked with a knowing sigh.
 

They paused a moment before both of them broke into a sprint, giving chase. After running for about twenty yards, the vampires split off. Faith continued to chase after the one that veered to the right while Kennedy followed the one to the left, hurdling a headstone as she ran.
 

Faith caught up to her target fairly quickly. She lunged and tackled him. They rolled on the ground a couple of times before popping back up to their feet.
 

Meanwhile, Kennedy had sped up and overtaken her vampire. She circled around so he couldn’t see her. As he rounded the corner of a mausoleum, he found her leaning up against it with her arms crossed. He stopped short and began to back up, trying to get away. She pushed off the wall and began walking toward him, arms still crossed.
 

"Guess you didn’t get the memo," she said. "Either that or you don’t know how to read a calendar. Tonight’s Halloween. It’s supposed to be your night off."
 

"Get away from me," he responded, the fear thick in his voice. "You don’t want to slay me."
 

Kennedy simply pulled a stake out of her jacket pocket. The vampire turned to run. She did not give pursuit. Instead she threw the stake with a powerful flick of her wrist. It flew into his back, right behind the heart. She walked over as he exploded into dust. She knelt down and retrieved her stake.
 

"Always wanted to do it that way," she commented as she eyed the stake.
 

She turned and noticed Faith still confronting her catch of the night so Kennedy dashed over to rejoin her.
 

Faith faced off with her vampire and she pulled out her stake as they circled each other.
 

"If you kill me, she will rise," the vampire told her cryptically.
 

Faith chuckled. "Well then I’ll kill whoever she is, too," she answered.
 

Without any warning, she jumped and shoved the stake into the vampire’s chest. He disintegrated into dust.
 

"Nice one," Kennedy complimented from behind her.
 

"Yeah, I guess," Faith said turning around. "But they aren’t much fun when they don’t put up much of a fight. You get yours?"
 

Kennedy motioned back to the direction she came from.
 

"Yeah. He tried running. Got a stake in the back."
 

"Good," Faith smiled.
 

"Guess we can head back to the Council now?" Kennedy offered.
 

"Why? So you can get busy with your honey?" Faith retorted with a smirk.
 

The duo began to walk back to the Watchers’ HQ.
 

"Yeah, well busy hasn’t been really busy lately," Kennedy said, clearly frustrated. Faith quirked an eyebrow and Kennedy continued. "Willow’s been sensing what she calls ‘an emotional spiritual presence’ the past week or so. She said she was going to try some ritual tonight to contact it. Apparently tonight is some Wiccan holiday, I think she called it Sowben—Sohen—Samheen—Something like that, and it’s the night when, quote, ‘the mystical barriers between this world and the next are the thinnest.’ So she thinks she’ll have the best luck tonight."
 

"Does she know who’s ringing her psychic network line?" Faith asked.
 

Kennedy paused and licked her lips nervously before answering. "She thinks it’s Tara."
 

Faith let out a laugh and Kennedy didn’t hide her offended look.
 

"Y’know, Brat, it’s wicked sad when you’re jealous of a dead person," Faith replied, giving her a reassuring pat on the back.
 

Kennedy just looked at her as they continued to walk.
 

As the two Slayers conversed, they never noticed the crack behind them form where Faith had slain her vampire. A large demonic hand reached up and grabbed the side of the crack.
 

Fade To
INT.
Willow's Coven Room -  Later that night
 

Willow sat within the invisible circle she’d just drawn with her athame. She stared directly into the small fire she’d built in her cauldron for the ritual she was about to perform, the powerful air circulation system clearing the smoke from the room. She picked up a bag of herbs and took a deep breath. Pouring some into her hand she began to speak.
 

"Spirit from the Summerland, come forth. Reveal yourself to me."
 

She tossed the herbs from her hand into the fire. It leapt up, almost catching the ceiling. Across the circle, a glowing light appeared. It appeared to be trying to take human form but was having difficulty. She poured more of the herb into her hand.
 

"Hades, lord of the hereafter, I beseech thee, allow this spirit to come forth. Allow it to deliver its message to me."
 

She tossed the herbs in. Again the fire leapt up, but not quite as high. She looked back up at the light. It began to appear more human. Details followed.
 

A nose.
 

A mouth.
 

Eyes.
 

Blonde hair.
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The spirit materialized in front of her and Willow was finally able to see who it was. Her face scrunched up in shock and disappointment. 
 

It definitely was not Tara.
 

"You?" Willow asked, frustrated.
 

"Missed you too, Willow," Anya sighed, not hiding her annoyance.

Act One
Guest staring:
Yancy Butler as Eemia, Carly Schroeder as Marsha and Emma Caulfield as Anya Jenkins
 

Fade In
INT
Willow's Coven Room - Moments Later
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"Why Anya?" Willow asked herself out loud. "Or better yet, why me? I did everything the way I should. Right herbs. Right method. A strong emotional attachment to the dead. A big fat check to all of the above. Of course, I didn’t stop to think that emotional attachment would be antagonism?" 
 

Anya hadn’t waited for Willow to finish. She too was busy talking to herself.
 

"Naturally I had to make contact with you," Anya muttered in frustration as she waved in Willow’s direction. "Couldn’t have been any one of the millions of witches in the world. Not the cute guy in Texas who reminded me of Xander or that girl in Boston. Had to be Willow. In Cleveland of all places." 
 

They both stopped when they realized that they were speaking at the same time but neither was listening to the other. There was a moment of silence and Willow’s expression seemed to soften before she spoke. 
 

"So Anya, what can I do for you?" she said, rather perturbed.
 

Anya, equally agitated, replied, "Why should I tell you? It’s not like you listened to me when I was alive. Why would the fact that I’m dead change anything?"
 

"Well if you…"
 

Anya just kept talking.
 

"And let’s not forget the fact that Spike’s little fashion accessory destroyed Sunnydale which means everyone is pretty much scattered to the wind because no one wants to live in a big hole. Did you know it’s just a hole now and did you know my body is someplace under that hole? With not so much as a headstone I should add. At least Tara and Joyce got a headstone when they died. I mean isn’t that part of the ritual and the grieving process? And what about the mall? It’s totally gone and it was one of the best in California, if you ask me." 
 

"What?" Willow replied, shaking her head, trying to follow her logic. "Anya, you’re dead. You don’t need to go shopping," she said.
 

"I know. But I’m an intangible spirit. I can at least go and browse," Anya pointed out.
 

"Exactly," Willow said pointing to the door. "You can go to any store in the world – Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills, Fifth Avenue in New York – Oh! The Miracle Mile in Chicago a-and…my Goddess, I can’t believe I’m arguing with you about this."
 

Anya was silent for a moment, and then spoke up again.
 

"That’s beside the point. And that’s not even my biggest complaint."
 

Willow crossed her arms and looked at Anya skeptically. "Really? This should be a real gem."
 

In reaction to Willow’s demeanor Anya took a similar pose with her arms crossed and a scowl on her face.
 

"Yes, really. You left my body behind to get swallowed up with everything else, as I said, but it would have been nice to have a decent funeral – now I know for a fact you have to have those when someone dies."
 

Willow looked at Anya in shock. "At least we held a memorial service. Aren’t you happy with that?" [image: image5.jpg]



 

Anya let a small, but sad, smile creep across her face. "Yes. I was there. It was nice but it wasn’t for just me. It was for everyone and damn it, I thought I was important."
 

Willow’s expression softened again and she stood up, taking a few steps closer as Anya continued.
 

"I never realized until that moment that things would be different for everyone. I just thought that people might miss me. Even you, Willow, despite all of our differences."
 

Willow looked like she was going to begin to cry at that. "I do miss you, Anya," she admitted. She moved to hug Anya, but simply passed through and stumbled, nearly breaking the circle.
 

"Careful. I’m still non-corporeal," Anya said. "And be careful about the circle. If you break it without properly banishing me, I won’t ever be able to return to this plane."
 

Willow looked at her quizzically. "Really?"
 

"Yeah. I don’t know how I know. I just do. I guess it’s one of those knowledge things you just kinda get when you die," Anya said with a shrug. "Everything comes into focus and you have a greater understanding of how life and death and the afterlife works. Death really is great! I know you’re still on the mortal plane and you’ll never understand it until you die but for once, take my word. Death is only terrible on the living."
 

Willow considered her words a moment but then took a step back to her supplies. She bent down to pick up a bag of herbs, different from the ones she used earlier. As she did, she spoke to Anya.
 

"Well, if that’s really all you have to say, I guess…" she began but was cut off by Anya, again.
 

When Anya spoke, though she was no longer a glib or sarcastic woman. Instead, worry dripped from her voice like melting ice cream. "Actually, no. That’s not what I’m here to say. You need to find Xander."
 

Willow, having noticed the worry in Anya’s voice, dropped her herbs and looked intently at the spirit. "What about Xander?" she asked.
 

Cut to
INT
Watchers Council Library - Night
 

At the end of the long table, books were splayed about. In the distance, Rowena walked with an open book through the rows when she spotted Giles on the other side. [image: image6.jpg]AL UL EEE | !IH 18 s
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"So what exactly are we researching?" she asked as she peered at him through an opening in the stacks.
 

"The general history of Cleveland," Giles responded without looking up from his book.
 

"Well that narrows it down," she answered with a grin.
 

"The city has a long history of odd occurrences." Giles told her as they walked back to the table together and met at the end of the stack. "I’d like to know about them in case we’re faced with them again in the future. With more and more Watchers and Slayers coming in to begin training it’s important that we begin putting together lesson plans."
 

Rowena looked ready to reply, but the door opened to cut her off. In walked Robin trailed by Kennedy and Faith.
 

"Hey, Giles," Faith said as she walked in. "You might wanna rethink that whole demons and vamps hating Halloween thing. Ken and I just finished dusting two of them."
 

Giles and Rowena both snapped their heads in Faith’s direction, both suddenly very attentive.
 

"Really?" Giles asked as he took a seat at the table followed by Rowena. "Wha-what happened?"
 

Faith and Kennedy looked at each other. Then back at Giles.
 

"Nothing, really," Faith said.
 

"Yeah, just the standard punch, kick, poke, poof," Kennedy finished.
 

Robin spoke up from behind them. "Tell them the rest."
 

Faith turned and looked at him, confused.
 

"Huh," she said. "Oh yeah! One vamp said something just before I dusted it. ‘If you kill me, she shall rise’ or something weird like that."
 

Giles bolted out of his chair. He moved around to the bookshelf behind him and grabbed a book off the shelf.
 

"What is it?" Robin asked.
 

Giles set the book down on top of the other one he’d been going over.
 

"Tonight is a very special night…" he began.
 

But Kennedy interrupted him. "Yeah. Willow told me about it," she said. "Something called Samwise."
 

"Samhain," Giles corrected, pronouncing the correct ‘sow-en.’ "And yes, it is special because of the thinning of the dimensional barriers. But I mean this particular night."
 

He flipped through the pages of the book. He stopped suddenly and started to skim down one of them. He stopped about half way down the page.
 

"Yes," he exclaimed and turned the book so Rowena could see it. "There, you see?"
 

Rowena picked up the book. She read the section Giles had pointed to.
 

"It says here that every thousand years, on this night, the barriers are particularly thin, allowing certain demons to cross into this world from certain dimension," she paraphrased from the book. "Only thing is, this doesn’t reference the demon or the dimension."
 

Giles grabbed the book out of her hands and began to read for himself. [image: image7.jpg]



 

"What about that Opus book of yours you let your self get bludgeoned over? Will that explain it?" Faith asked.
 

"Well that book contains the most famous Slayer conflicts and the history of the Watcher line. If she’s popular then she might appear in it but if not then…"
 

"Hitting more books?" Robin asked.
 

Rowena grinned. "And you thought your days of being the student were over huh Mr. Principal?"
 

Giles closed the book and turned to Faith and Kennedy.
 

"We need to see the spot where you fought these vampires right away," he told them as he rushed out the door. The others looked at each other, momentarily confused, before following.
 

Cut to
EXT
Cemetery - Moments Later
 

The group arrived at the cemetery and Faith showed them the location. There they found a hole in the ground and Faith walked up to it.
 

"Okay, now that wasn’t here before," she observed.
 

Kennedy stepped up beside her. She picked up a rock and dropped it in. They never heard it land.
 

"Wow," Kennedy said. "That is a deep hole."
 

Robin was the next to join them. "What kind of vampire would rise from that deep of a grave?"
 

From behind them, Giles spoke. "Oh, bloody hell."
 

They all turned around to see Giles and Rowena looking at the book. Both of their faces had fallen into looks of despair and shock.
 

"What is it?" Robin asked.
 

"This isn’t a grave," Giles replied. "It’s a dimensional portal. Something much, much worse than a vampire has risen here."
 

He stopped and simply stared at the hole in the ground.
 

"Well, what is it?" Faith asked impatiently.
 

But the voice that answered was not Giles’s. Nor was it human.
 

"Me."
 

They all whirled around to see what had answered. The demon was nearly seven feet tall. She looked similar to a vampire but her features were much more bat like in nature, except for her full head of hair. She was dressed in the tattered remains of what looked like Roman ceremonial garb. [image: image8.jpg]



 

Giles handed the book to Rowena and moved to stand between the demon and the rest of the group.
 

"I know who you are," he said, "Eemia, the Corrupter."
 

"Oh good," the demon responded, mockingly. "I’m glad one of you does. I’ve been under for so long, I thought maybe everyone had forgotten about me."
 

Eemia began to move closer to the group and Faith and Kennedy braced themselves for an attack.
 

"Things have changed since the last time you rose," Giles continued. "There is no longer just one Slayer."
 

"All the better," she laughed.
 

"It only took one to defeat you before. The world has hundreds now," he said.
 

"Yes, I know. I’ve been keeping tabs on this world for the past thousand years. Quite interesting." She stopped and sneered at Faith and Kennedy. "I can even smell the power on these two. It won’t help you though. I’m stronger now – much stronger."
 

That was the last straw. Faith had been holding herself back the whole time. Now she lunged at the demon. "We’ll see about that!"
 

"Faith, no!" Giles shouted.
 

But it did no good. She tried tackling the demon, but it merely swatted her away like an annoyance. She landed hard on the ground but it didn’t faze her. She just sprang back to her feet and confronted it again. Without wasting a second, she delivered a right cross to its jaw. It used the momentum to spin around and hit her with the back of its fist, sending Faith flying again.
 

At first Faith didn’t move and Robin ran up to her, kneeling at her side.
 

"Are you okay?" he asked.
 

"Fine," she answered, trying to stand up. "But now that bitch’s got me pissed."
 

Kennedy jumped in at that point but instead of swinging with her arms she went into a slider. She managed to knock Eemia’s legs out from under her but in doing so the demon landed next to her instead of on its back. Kennedy rolled, hoping to pin it to the ground.
 

"Hmmm," it said with an evil chuckle. "You look as if you like it on top."
 

Kennedy, however, didn’t stay that way for long. Eemia gripped her arms and rolled her over again. She held her in place and ran her hand up her arm to her neck. The demon’s hand moved along her neck and caressed her face like a sick, sadistic lover might. Kennedy struggled against it, fear and anger enveloping her .
 

"We need to call a retreat," Rowena told Giles. "Now."
 

Before they could issue another warning, Faith returned to the battle. She jumped and kicked the demon in the shoulder. The kick had little effect aside from knocking the wind out of Faith when she landed squarely on her back. The demon looked over at her and chuckled as Faith winced from the pain.
 

Not able to stand back any longer, Robin, Giles and Rowena ran over and combining their strength they managed to work Kennedy free enough so Faith could deliver another kick. The two Watchers grabbed Kennedy, while Robin pulled Faith away before she could continue the fight.
 

Once clear, the group began to back away from the demon.
 

"Is that all you have? Two little girls and the ability to run away?" Eemia taunted, malicious but still casual. "I figured in the millennia I’ve been dormant, humanity would have found a way to grow stronger. Instead you’ve grown fat, stupid and weak. I don’t know why I would even bother with any of the lot of you, except for you," the demon pointed at Kennedy. "You look good enough to eat little girl, so don’t worry about the girlfriend who you think pines for her dead lover."
 

Kennedy stood motionless with her mouth agape and her feet rooted to the ground. As Eemia began to walk toward them, the group, except for Kennedy, turned and broke into a sprint back to their vehicle. Rowena looked back to see Kennedy unmoving. She darted back toward the Slayer and pulled her along.[image: image9.jpg]



 

"Come on," she said with a tug to the Slayer’s arm that got her attention. With that, the two ran for the car. 
 

Eemia began to laugh but didn’t give chase. "Maybe returning to this plane won’t be so bad after all," Eemia snickered.
 

Cut to
INT
Willow's Coven Room - Same Time
 

"What’s wrong with Xander?" Willow pressed. "Is he in some sort of danger?"
 

Anya simply glared at her in shock. "Of course he’s in danger, Willow," she yelled, frustrated. "I wouldn’t be here otherwise."
 

Willow began to pace around the circle, trying to think.
 

"Well, what kind of danger?" she asked.
 

"The worst kind."
 

"Mortal danger?" Willow questioned.
 

Anya sighed. "Yes, but it’s much deeper than that. He’s in spiritual danger too, you know?"
 

Willow clenched her jaw in frustration. "Look, Anya, just because you’re dead and an intangible spirit doesn’t mean you can get all higher powery with the riddles and answering a question with a question," Willow scolded. "Can you spell it out for us death deprived?"
 

Anya sighed again and began to calm. In a steady, even voice she spoke, with a hint of urgency. "If you don’t find Xander and get him back here soon, and I mean matter of weeks soon, he’ll be lost to all of us. Including me. I will never be able to find his spirit again."
 

Willow looked at Anya with resolve. "Anya, I need to know more. What exactly are you saying?"
 

"I’m saying he’ll be dead Willow."

Act Two
Fade In
INT.
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Willow's Coven Room - Same Night
 

"Dead?" Willow asked. "Why dead?" 
 

"Why do you think? He’s lost his spirit to go on and it’s getting worse each day. You need to find him," Anya said, incredulous.
 

Willow rolled her eyes. "Obviously," she said. "I don’t even know where to begin but you seem to since you can see him."
 

Anya took a deep breath, more for the dramatic effect of calming herself than out of a need for oxygen. "I’m not sure actually. I figured you would know since he is your best friend after all."
 

"Yes he’s my best friend but he wanted space. He didn’t want to be a part of this life anymore," Willow answered. "I mean, you are a spirit. You can find anyone or anything you want, right?"
 

"Well," the other woman started, clearly frustrated. "Apparently there are limits even to that. According to the high powers, if his emotions and thoughts with regards to me are skewed far enough, I won’t be able to find him. It doesn’t matter how much I care for him. It’s almost like he has unknowingly set up a barrier against me," Anya paused for a moment. "It’s kinda like that silly show you and he used to watch together. The dead can hear the living, but only if you’re talking to us. He’s not talking."
 

"Xena wasn’t a silly show!" Willow defended. "It was full of history a-and mythology. Not much of it true or accurate, mind you, but…"
 

"Let’s not forget full of half-naked women," Anya interrupted. "Which is the real reason you and Xander were glued to the TV every week."
 

Willow blushed. Trying to change the subject, it was Willow’s turn to take a deep breath. "Anyway," she exaggerated, "the last time I heard he was going to go do the ‘get in touch with nature’ thing," she said. "Is that where you saw him?"
 

"Yes," Anya responded. "He was in some beautiful mountains but very depressed. He had a beard and long hair – rugged but not in the sexy manly way. And before he left he did try to get a job somewhere in western Washington. Seattle I think, but because of his missing eye they wouldn’t hire him. No one will it seems. That’s when he went to go live like that psycho man who sent bombs in the mail to people like you who worship technology. And although I don’t think Xander would ever hurt anyone else he’s hurting himself. He’s losing faith in everything in life."
 

Anya paused and Willow looked bewildered as she tried to pull all the information together.
 

"Willow," Anya said interrupting her thought process. "If Xander kills himself he might be lost to me forever."
 

"How so? I mean don’t get me wrong. I don’t want Xander dead but you said death was just peachy," Willow prodded. "I figured the sooner you had him back the better, right?"
 

Anya shook her head. "No, it has to be a natural death, when it’s his proper time. But if he checks out early because he can’t go on living…" Anya paused a moment. "How can I explain this to a living mortal?" she muttered to herself. Her head shot up and her eyes went wide. "Karma! It’s like a cycle and if you don’t complete your cycle it’s like a skipping record. You stay in one place over and over until you get that push to get you going forward again. What that means is..."
 

"It could take lifetimes until you and Xander ever have the chance of meeting again," Willow filled in.[image: image11.jpg]



 

"Exactly!" Anya told her. "You’re really good at grasping this Willow. I must confess I’m amazed and impressed," she added in a perky voice before continuing. "But the fact remains the same, I’m worried about him and now that I think about it, I know why I ended up here. You’re the only one that can really help him." 
 

Willow tried putting a reassuring hand on Anya’s shoulder but it simply passed through Anya’s body. "Sorry," she said, backing away. "I keep forgetting."
 

"It’s okay," Anya said quietly. "I’m still trying to get used to it. It’s an interesting ability, being able to pass through things."
 

Willow couldn’t help but chuckle at that. "I know," she said. "I remember my night as a ghost."
 

Anya looked at her quizzically. Then it clicked and she smiled slightly and nodded her understanding. Then Willow returned to serious mode.
 

"Look," she said. "If I’m going to find him you need to tell me where he is."
 

Anya shrugged. "I’m not sure. They’re mountainy mountains."
 

"Well, are they snowy mountains like the Rockies? Misty mountains like the Smokies? Give me something to work with here, Anya."
 

Anya looked as if she was thinking hard about it, trying to remember. Suddenly she got a look on her face as if the proverbial light bulb had gone on.
 

"I know…they were big mountains," she said, trying to be helpful.
 

Willow sighed. "Well, he was in Washington so that gives us someplace to begin," she said. "He may be in the Cascade Range, but November is when the snowfall there really begins to pick up. That means we may have less time than we thought or he’s moved on. Either way it’s going to be a difficult search at best."
 

Both women look at each other, the worry written all over their faces.
 

Cut to
INT
Watchers Council Lobby - Same Time
 

The group from the cemetery walked in, exhausted. Faith and Kennedy both sat down on the couch. Robin stood behind them while Giles and Rowena both stood in front of them. Faith spoke up first.
 

"Okay, what the hell was that thing?" she asked to no one in particular.
 

"Eemia," Giles said calmly.
 

"E-mail?" Kennedy asked, perplexed. "That’s an odd name for a demon."
 

"Eemia," Giles corrected.
 

"Oh," Kennedy said slumping back into her seat.
 

"A female demon. We don’t often see that. But hey, the spawn of the underworld gotta have a momma, don’t they?" Faith piped in. "And I’m sure the guys in Demonville have to get their rocks off every now and then."
 

Everyone got a very disgusted look on their faces.
 

"Okay, I’d rather not think about that, thank you," Robin said, "Giles, what do we know about her?"
 

"Well, when a human is turned to a vampire, a demon takes the place of the human’s soul," Giles began. "These demons come from a hell dimension whose mystical borders are very close to our world. When the vampire is slain, the demon returns to that dimension."
 

He opened his mouth to continue but Faith interrupted. "That’s fascinating and all, but what does it have to do with our girl here," she said.
 

"I was getting to that, Faith," Giles admonished. "Eemia lives in that dimension. She can throw out a kind of mystical net to catch these demons. She then consumes them, gaining their strength and knowledge."
 

"Wow," Kennedy said. "Sounds like the quickening in Highlander."
 

Everyone turned their attention to her and simply stared.
 

"What?" she asked, innocently. "Andrew’s the only one who’s allowed to compare these ‘end of the world things’ to science fiction? We all can have a bit of geek in us."
 

Giles simply shook it off. "Well, at the risk of exposing my inner geek, Kennedy’s analogy is not entirely inaccurate," he said. "As she consumes more and more of the vampire demons, Eemia continues to gain strength. Once she has enough, it is simply a matter of waiting until the mystical barriers between worlds are weak enough for her to break through."
 

"And that’s tonight?" Rowena asked.
 

"Yes. Samhain is generally the night when those barriers are thinnest but this year they were thinner than they had been in a thousand years."
 

"But you said it needs the vampire demons to rise also," Robin commented. "Up until a few months ago there were only two Slayers killing vampires. And one of them was in jail." This remark was rewarded with a sharp jab in the ribs from Faith. "Ow! Surely between a solo Slayer, plus accidents, and the few regular people killing them, Eemia couldn’t get enough demons to rise."
 

Giles took off his glasses and rubbed the bridge of his nose. He then replaced them and looked back up at the former principle. 
 

"I imagine she may have been close to getting enough of them," he explained. "But with only the one Slayer, then two of them," he motioned to Faith "Eemia would not have gotten enough to rise tonight and would have had to wait another thousand years for the barriers to be thin enough. Now that we have many Slayers around the world slaying vampires, the amount of demons Eemia has been getting the past few months may have increased by an alarming amount."
 

"So it’s our fault she’s here," Kennedy said.
 

"We couldn’t have had any way of knowing that this would happen," Giles said, comfortingly. "We do, however, have to be prepared for things like this. A spell that strong and that far reaching must have some very dire consequences to go along with the good it’s done."
 

"Not to be melodramatic or anything like that, and with all due respect, but it might have been nice to know that before it was done," Robin piped in.
 

"I did say there could be dire consequences," Giles retorted.
 

"Actually, Giles, I think this was the one time you didn’t say that," Faith said.
 

"No," Giles replied. "I distinctly remember telling Buffy that as much bad could come from it as good."
 

"No, your exact quote was," she said before adopting his accent, "I think it’s bloody brilliant."
 

Giles looked at her then up at Robin who simply nodded his agreement. "Hmmm, could have sworn I gave some warning," Giles scolded himself.
 

Faith turned to Kennedy. "Old man’s gettin’ senile with age."
 

Kennedy gave a slight chuckle.
 

Giles shook it off and took a more serious attitude.
 

"Regardless, we must deal with the disaster that is here now," he began. "Rowena, check police reports for the last hour or so. I imagine Eemia will try to find some weapons, no matter how strong she is. Robin, go upstairs and get the rest of the girls. We’ll need all the Slayers we have to fight this one. Faith, Kennedy, start getting out all the weapons. Now, Eemia doesn’t have the same aversion to wood that vampires do, so focus on swords and the like."
 

They all jumped up to go to their assigned duties. Rowena stopped on the way out.
 

"What about Andrew?" she asked Giles.
 

"What about him?"[image: image12.jpg]



 

"Thinking tonight would be demon-free, I told him to go ahead and take some of the younger girls trick-or-treating."
 

Giles thought for a moment. "He did take a phone with him, right?"
 

"Yes," Rowena answered.
 

"I’m on it," Robin told the room as he walked toward the phone.
 

Cut to
EXT
City Street – Moments Later
 

Andrew watched as the girls ran back down the walk of the condo structure they had just hit up. The cell phone began to vibrate from inside his pillowcase that contained his candy haul but he never noticed.
 

Cut to
INT
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments Later
 

Robin hung up the phone and walked around the desk to Giles.
 

"Andrew’s not answering the phone," he said.
 

Giles looked up from the book he was looking through, worried.
 

"That’s odd," he observed. "Stay here and keep trying to reach him. I want the younger Slayers back where they’ll be safe."
 

Robin nodded to him and turned back to the phone. 
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"A report just came over the police scanner that an antique sword shop was broken into about ten minutes ago," Rowena said, coming back into the room, taking a seat between Giles and Kennedy. "The only witness still able to speak said that the assailant was quote ‘androgynous and horribly disfigured’."
 

Giles mulled this over for a moment. "She’s gathering weapons," he commented. "Any word on what was taken?"
 

"Just swords. Emphasis on the plural," Rowena answered.
 

"Very well. We’ll have to hurry then," Giles told her before facing Robin. "Keep trying to reach Andrew."
 

Robin nodded and dialed the phone again. Kennedy walked up to the Watcher with a sword and placed it next to him.
 

"Here," she said quietly.
 

Giles turned and saw the troubled expression on Kennedy’s face. Before she could walk off, he placed a hand on her arm to stop her.
 

"Kennedy, I’ve noticed since I briefed everyone on Eemia, you’ve been somewhat contemplative about something. Would you mind telling me about it?" he asked her in a comforting, caring way.
 

She bit her lip and sighed, stuffing her hands in her back pockets.
 

"I can’t – I can’t help but feel at least a little bit responsible for this," she said quietly.
 

"Kennedy, there is no need for you to," he protested. "This demon rising has nothing to do with you."
 

"How can you say that? Since Willow activated all the Slayers, the slayage rate has seriously gone up," Kennedy said. "Yeah, we’ve got the strength and power to face the demons night after night, but at what price? Are we making things worse? Are we putting more people in danger?"
 

Giles gently placed his hands on her shoulders and held her at arms length so he could look her in the eyes.
 

"There was no way we could have known," he told her, firmly but still comfortingly. "You should not blame yourself, nor should any of the girls who received the same gift. It was a decision made by the whole group in a desperate time. And I believe infinitely more good has come from it than evil."
 

Kennedy looked up at him and smiled slightly. "Thanks, Giles."
 

"Is there something else bothering you, Kennedy?" he asked as he let go of her shoulders, going back to ready himself for the fight.
 

"What do you mean?" she asked, stiffening again in defense and looked away.
 

"You seemed distracted at the cemetery," he said. "I know having an ancient demon jump on you can be a little unsettling, but…"
 

"It’s nothing," she said. "Let’s just find out how to kill this thing, okay?"
 

Giles looked at her a moment longer then turned back to his book. She moved next to him to look at it as well.
 

"Now, I’ve learned of some new information. I think you and Faith should expand into getting out stakes and crossbows…"
 

Cut to
EXT
City Street – Later that night
 

Eemia walked down a sidewalk not far from the Council. She turned a corner when suddenly a teenager in a monster mask jumped out and attempted to scare her. Eemia simply grabbed the boy and spun him around. She bared razor sharp fangs and bit into his neck. This all happened before he could issue a single plea for help or mercy.
 

Next she turned him back around. With one hand, she cut a line across the opposite wrist. She pulled his head back and held the wrist over his open mouth, allowing blood to drip into it. After she was pleased with the amount he had consumed, she merely dropped him on the ground.
 

She placed one hand over his chest. An orange glow formed around his body. It began to coalesce around her hand. She stood up and held the newly formed energy ball in the palm of the hand. She looked at it a moment before closing her figures around it, pushing it into her body. She gave a satisfied moan.[image: image14.jpg]-





 

At her feet, the teenage boy stirred. 
 

"Stand up," Eemia commanded.
 

The boy did so. He looked at her with dead, unseeing eyes. His face morphed into a vampire’s visage. She smiled at him.
 

"Good boy," she said as she patted him on the head. "Now we have work to do before we have some fun."
 

She turned and motioned for the boy to follow her. He did so right on her heels.
 

Fade to
INT
Watchers Council Lobby - Moments Later
 

The remaining Slayers left in the barracks arrived down stairs. They took up positions on the couches and chairs, but most just stood as they listened to Giles.
 

"…And though Eemia cannot be killed by wood like a vampire, she can create vampires which can," he finished.
 

Rona was the first to speak up. "So these vamps are just like the normal ones we kill every day?" she asked.
 

Rowena stepped up to field the question.
 

"Not quite," she said. "They aren’t inhabited by demons like regular vampires. She creates them like any other vampire but when the demon comes to inhabit the body, she consumes it. She then has full telepathic control of them."
 

"Zombie vampires," Faith commented. "Mindless, but under outside control."
 

"More or less, yes," Rowena acknowledged. "But telepathy isn’t her only skill. She can see into the minds of her enemies. She knows their deepest insecurities, even if they themselves don’t realize them and she plays with it, throwing them off balance. Not only is she physically strong but she can emotional batter any opponent."
 

"So that’s why she said that about Willow. She knew that I’m feeling…" Kennedy didn’t continue. "What a bitch," she ended instead with a sigh.
 

"But the key," Rowena stressed, taking a brief pause, "is not letting it get to you. Easier said than done, I know." [image: image15.jpg]



 

Giles prepared to speak up then, but was interrupted by loud applause coming from the entrance. Everyone turned. In the doorway stood Eemia. No longer in the tattered clothing she rose in, she now wore a pair of khaki trousers and a muscle shirt which read, "Nunquam Lamiae Morde Me Dice"  and in small letters underneath read "Never say 'bite me' to a vampire!." On the belt that held the trousers up, she had a sword in its sheath.
 

"Well, that was an exceedingly boring speech," the demon laughed. "Of course, as I recall, that’s all you Watchers are good for – giving the exposition to every adventure these quote, un-quote Chosen Ones have."
 

"You’re about to find out why I’m Chosen," Faith said, coming to the front of the crowd.
 

Eemia simply laughed at her.
 

"Yes or I could just beat you down like the miserable tramp you are much like Kakistos did. Oh and don’t even get me started on the fun he had with your Watcher," Eemia sneered.
 

"Yeah, you might want to ask him about that but oh…wait…I shoved a two by four through his chest easily enough. And guess who’s next?" Faith returned.
 

The other Slayers all grinned at the comeback, ready to stand up and cheer, but Giles waved them off.
 

"Robin," he said. "Get the girls out to the back."
 

Robin began to shepherd the girls out of the room. The only Slayers who stayed were Faith and Kennedy. Rowena and Giles took up positions at their sides.
 

Eemia paused a moment and a sly grin came to her face. "But that’s not what worries you most now, is it?" she began to taunt. "You’ve slayed many demons but you’ve got so many more of your own running around in your head. Oh, where to start," Eemia added, putting a wrinkled finger to her temple.
 

"Ignore it," Rowena called from behind Faith as she watched Faith clenching and unclenching her fists.
 

"It’s him," Eemia said sarcastically and pointed at Robin as he led the girls out.
 

"Oh please," Eemia began to laugh. "Don’t fool yourself. He just provides stud service for a worked up Slayer Girl, that’s all. And you’re right about one thing. You’re nothing more than a remembrance of the mother he lost. There is no ‘happily ever after’ for you two. There never will be because you fear it too much."
 

"Shut up," Kennedy said, resolute.
 

"Oh look, it’s my favorite of the bunch ready to add her thoughts on the matter," Eemia observed, moving closer to Kennedy. "Look at her. So strong of will. And yet, you have such a tender side. I like that. But you wonder, don’t you? Is it enough for your lover? I’ll tell you now…it’s not." She turned to the others.
 

That was the last straw. Kennedy charged ahead.
 

"Ken, no!" Rowena shouted.
 

Kennedy had already closed the distance and swung at the demon and connected with her jaw. Eemia recovered and simply tossed Kennedy aside. The demon followed to finish the job but Giles picked up a sword sitting not far from him. He swung for the demon’s neck. But she drew her sword too quickly and blocked it easily.
 

"Nice one," she observed. "You really could have killed me with that one."
 

She shoved her sword to push him away. Giles used this momentum to swing around for the abdomen. But again she blocked it.
 

"Hmm, with moves like that, maybe I should worry more about him than you Slayer bunch," she taunted Kennedy who was starting to get back on her feet.
 

Eemia failed to notice Faith creeping around behind her. She felt a tap on her shoulder and turned around. Even before she had turned completely she was met with a right cross that sent her to the ground. [image: image16.jpg]



 

"I told ya you’re about to find out why I’m Chosen," Faith said sarcastically. "I guess you really want a serious ass kickin’."
 

Eemia merely chuckled. She stood up and spat some purple blood onto the floor. "Oh whatever shall I do," Eemia taunted in a casual tone. 
 

She lifted her sword high over her head and ran for Faith. With each swing, Faith simply ducked out of the way, each swipe narrowly missing her. Finally, Faith took an opportunity and kicked up at Eemia’s head. She nearly connected but the demon caught her foot and spun her around. Faith was caught off balance and landed squarely on her back. Eemia raised her sword for a killing blow. She began a down swing. The sword stopped abruptly with a metallic clank. She looked up to see Giles with his sword.
 

"I decided to end things here but the more I think about it…" Eemia paused a moment. She began backing to the door, Giles following. Both had their swords ready to attack or defend. "You amuse me and I’ll keep you around a bit longer. What’s life, and death, without a little fun?"
 

Eemia sheathed the sword and casually walked out the door. Giles lowered his sword and followed Eemia as she left.
 

"Good God," he sighed, making the others come over to examine what caught his attention.
 

Outside they watched as 20 minions began to follow Eemia down the street.
 

"Okay, what was the purpose of that?" Rowena asked Giles. "Why not kill us all?"
 

"She’s confident she’ll win regardless but she wants to taunt us first. She thrives on the rush of causing pain and that’s something a quick kill wouldn’t allow her."
 

Rowena approached Giles. "Which is why you had Robin take the girls out back? You knew she wouldn’t try to kill us yet."
 

"I assumed as much, yes," he explained, "We must pick our battles wisely. I just hope that when the final fight comes, Willow will be finished with her spell."
 

"Shouldn’t we go now and get her?" Rowena stressed.
 

"No," Giles said firmly. "She has matters that she needs to address. We can handle this until she’s done and then she’ll lend a hand."
 

"But how will Willow be able to help?"
 

"By being the one weapon that Eemia doesn’t know we have."
 

 Fade to Black
Act Three
FadeIn
INT
Willow's Coven Room – Night

Willow sat on the floor looking up at Anya’s face. Anya crossed her arms and looked down at Willow.[image: image17.jpg]




"I’m sorry, Willow," Anya said, genuine regret in her voice, "that’s really all I can tell you."

"Are you sure?" the witch asked.

"Yeah. I’ve already spent too much time here as it is and probably told you far too much…Just take care of him."

Willow jumped to her feet with an outstretched hand. "Wait!"

"Now what?" Anya asked impatiently and Willow paused a moment as if unsure what to say.

"Anya, I…um…I thought…Tonight, when I started the ritual that brought you here, I thought it was Tara trying to come through…Since she didn’t, can you tell me…have you seen her?" she finally asked.
"Yes, I see Tara," Anya told her with a gentle smile. "In fact, she and I had a goodbye lunch for Joyce recently…She’s good Willow - both of them actually."
"Goodbye lunch?" Willow asked.
 

"Joyce is moving on," Anya told her. "She’s free to move to the next level of existence and be reborn. I know it’s probably too deep for you to comprehend, like I’ve said, but you will someday. I promise."
 

Willow simply nodded at first. "It’s just that after the First a-and when everyone that died came back, Tara never…"
 

"Appeared to torture you no matter how much you hoped for the chance to see her again even if she wasn’t real?" Anya asked.
 

Willow gave a slight grin. "Yeah, that’s a wordy, yet fair, description. I just, I was worried that she might be trapped someplace and that the First couldn’t take her shape because she hadn’t crossed over a-and that maybe-."
 

"Listen," Anya interrupted, "remember the stones you placed on Tara’s grave when you got back from the witchy detox center?" Willow gave her a disgruntled look but eventually had to nod. "It’s a Jewish tradition as a tribute or marker. But I know it’s also a means of keeping the spirits at bay for the first year after death, right?"
 

"Right but how did you-?"
 

Anya rolled her eyes. "I told you - higher knowledge now. Point is, the First couldn’t control Tara because you protected her spirit with the stones."
 

"But I’m not following the Jewish faith any longer. Am I on the wrong path? I mean should I-."
 

"Willow," Anya said cutting off her babble, "there isn’t one way of life that’s better than another when it comes to the afterworld. The only thing that truly matters is plotting a course to help humankind. I died trying to do that which is why I’m here now."
 

Willow nodded and considered the words before she spoke again. "So she’s okay? You guys are happy there?"

"Well, it’s nice although not really what I expected. You know, I imagined the whole pearly gates and clouds everywhere. Figured they’d hand me a harp and a set of wings. And I really thought I’d miss everyone I left behind here, even you, but I don’t."
 

"Gee, thanks," Willow snorted.
 

"See? You’re mortal so you don’t understand it. There’s no sense of loss because I know in the end that if we live our lives the way we should, a life that’s true to who we are as individuals, we’ll all meet again someday. Death isn’t an end, it’s just another beginning. But spirits like me must stay here until the issues are resolved on the earthly plane for those we love."

Willow was almost moved to tears by this statement. She choked them back before asking the more difficult question.
 

"So Tara’s still there then?"

Anya hesitated for a moment before answering.

"She’s happy. She watches over you everyday. When I got there, she told me that the days after she died, she was so sad about…well…you know. But she is so proud of you that you’ve come so far since then," Anya added optimistically.

Willow could no longer hold back the tears and she began to cry.
 

Anya continued speaking over her sobs. "It’s not hopeless but you still have a ways to go Willow. You’re still holding on to her and until you let go completely she can’t get to the next level." [image: image18.jpg]




Willow sniffled slightly and wiped away the tears rolling down her cheeks.

"So what? I’m just supposed to stop loving her because she’s dead? ‘Cause if that’s the case, Anya, it’s never gonna happen. She’s going to be trapped there forever a-and it’s my fault. So now-."
 

"No, Willow. You can love her. You can remember her. But you have to accept her death fully and let go of the guilt and move on."
 

"But…I am ready a-and I am moving on. Kennedy-."
 

Anya looked at her hand, which was becoming transparent, and cut her off. "I’m sorry, Willow, I really can’t stay any longer," Anya said as she began to fade out again. "You’ll have your answers. Just please, find Xander. Save him."

"I will. I promise," Willow shouted just as Anya faded away entirely.

Willow took a deep, shaky breath and let it out in a slow exhale. She stood in the circle for a moment before picking up her athame. She moved to the north side of the circle to banish it. Seconds later she heard the clattering of steel from outside her coven room and with an inquisitive look she began to leave.

Cut-to
INT
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments later
 

Willow opened the door to find all the building’s occupants had amassed in the lobby. [image: image19.jpg]



 

"What’s going on?" Willow asked as she walked over to join them.
 

Giles scrunched his eyes in examining Willow’s puffy eyes and tear stained face. "Are you alright?" he asked.
 

"Fine. Well, not quite fine but we’ll talk later," she told him. "What’s going on?" she said motioning her hands around the room.
 

"Bad ass vamp slash zombie slash demon on the loose," Robin said from behind the desk with his ear to the phone. "Damn it!" he said hanging up and dialing again as he sarcastically mimicked the recording he just got, "The subscriber you are trying to reach is not answering." He sighed and put the phone back up to his ear. "No kidding," he muttered to himself.
 

"Giles?" Willow asked pointing to Robin.
 

"He’s trying to reach Andrew. We let him take the younger girls out this evening thinking we’d have no problems."
 

"So we got problems?" Willow asked.
 

Faith handed her a sword. "Time to see if those fencing lessons are paying off. We’ll explain on the way."
 

Willow looked over as she saw Rowena talking to the group of 6 new Watchers who had recently arrived. On the other side of the room Kennedy was putting the remaining 20 Slayers into groups of five. The dark haired Slayer noticed her lover’s return and spoke to Rona, pointing to the girls.
 

She made her way over to Willow quickly, closing the distance between them.
 

"You’ve been crying."
 

It wasn’t a question.
 

"Yeah," Willow told her. "It wasn’t exactly what I expected," she answered cryptically. [image: image20.jpg]



 

Kennedy waited but Willow didn’t continue.
 

"Okay," the Slayer answered, obviously frustrated running her fingers through her long hair. "Well, when you decide you want to share, you let me know," the Slayer added before she started to storm away.
 

"Kennedy," Willow called out to her turned back but she didn’t give chase.
 

Giles and Faith, who were watching the exchange nearby, came over.
 

"Are you sure you’ll be okay?" Giles asked Willow. "You could stay here with Robin."
 

Willow just tightened her grip on the sword and pointed it to the door. "Let’s just kill this thing and get on with our lives," she told them as she walked outside joining the Slayers who were now assembling on the street.
 

"Faith…" Giles began.
 

"Don’t worry," she told him before he could finish. "Red’s head ain’t in the game just yet. I’ll keep an eye on her."
 

Giles simply nodded and he and Faith followed the others outside.
 

Cut to
EXT
City Streets – Night
 

Kids and a few adults dressed in their Halloween costumes ran around the crowded street and the teams look on in obvious confusion. In the mix of demons, vampires and zombies they tried to distinguish which were real and which were just a once a year illusion.[image: image21.jpg]A
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"Oh this is fun," Willow remarked as Faith stood smirking beside her. 
 

"Do we just stake at random and hope we’re right?" Kennedy added.
 

"Absolutely," Rowena replied facetiously. "And then, when we find out that we killed a bunch of humans on accident, we can say we did it all for the betterment of man."
 

"Why are you such a smart ass?" Kennedy said taking a step closer, stuffing her hands in her back pockets.
 

"Jealous?" Rowena countered.
 

"Shh," Faith said putting a finger over her lips and closing her eyes, trying to block out the bickering pair.
 

The teams watched as she seemed to concentrate intently. In a flash her eyes opened and she looked behind her. She raced up the street to a man who was walking behind a teenager leading two younger kids.
 

As she took off into the sprint, the teams followed her. She caught up to him and spun him around.
 

"Nice night, huh?" she asked him casually.
 

He bared a set of fangs and snarled. He tried to lunge forward but Faith staked him, turning him to dust. The children that witnessed what happened looked on in horror before racing up the street to escape her.
 

"Everybody catch that?" Faith asked the onlookers.
 

"Right," Rowena nodded in understanding before she turned to face the members before her. "Slayers, now’s the time to put your training to the test. Sense the demon with your enchanted talent, not your eyes. Understood?"
 

The groups nodded in agreement.
 

"And do what Faith did," she added. "See if they make a move on you first when you approach. A human will be startled but a demon will sense your Slayer essence and try to engage."
 

A girl in the back timidly raised her hand. "Umm…question?" Rowena nodded toward her for her to continue. "How can we be sure?"
 

"All of you have had demon encounters before you arrived. Just listen with your Slayer senses and you will recognize what you’re dealing with be it human or otherwise."
 

"But what if we’re wrong," another girl remarked.
 

"That’s simple. Don’t be," Rowena warned in firm voice. "Now let’s get the teams separated and broaden our search."
 

"Right then," Giles announced. "Each Watcher here will take a group of 5 girls to oversee. We know some of you have just arrived but your training so far as been extensive. Now they couldn’t have gotten too far so split up so we can cover a larger range of the city. If you come across Mr. Wells and the group of youngsters he has lead him home. Ms. Allister will give you the street assignments. Cover as much ground as quickly as you can."
 

As Rowena began to direct the Watchers to their locations Willow walked over to Giles.
 

"Boy, our first real test I guess," she told him. "Think we’ll pass?"
 

"Rowena and I are going with the two most inexperienced teams and Rona and Vi will be looking after a group as well," he told her. "No one’s going in totally blind so yes, our chances of getting passing marks are good," he told her confidently.
 

"That’s not just pompous Watcher talk is it?" she asked with a grin.
 

"So you can see through my mask of concern and uncertainty, can you?"
 

Willow grinned. "Had a feeling."
 

Giles cracked a small grin. "We’ll do fine but I want you to stay in Faith’s group."
 

"Why?" Willow asked. "Giles, it would make more sense to split us up to cover the inexperience people."
 

"Under different circumstances, yes. But tonight I think it would be wise that you two stay together."
 

"You don’t think I can handle this?" Willow asked, slightly offended.
 

"To be perfectly blunt I think your contact with Tara tonight might have left you a bit unbalanced, not t-to mention your earlier confrontation with Kennedy."
 

"It wasn’t Tara," Willow told him. He cocked his head curiously. "It was Anya. Xander’s in trouble and she wants me to find him, which I will, but we need to handle this right now. Saving Xander to live in a zombie world is pretty pointless, ya know? I can see this through, Giles. A Watcher can not let her personal experiences affect her duties," she added as if she was reciting a recent lesson.
 

"I said ‘should not’," Giles corrected her. "Not ‘can not’."
 

"Giles," Willow sighed.
 

Giles didn’t give her the chance to argue further. "I believe you’re a strong woman, Willow. You have the makings of an e-exceptional Watcher. But I don’t want to take the chance that you might become distracted by your thoughts. Please, for me, stay with Faith tonight."
 

Willow gave a sigh before a small grin came to her face. "Why is it so damn difficult for me to say no to you?"
 

Giles smiled but Willow looked past his shoulder to see Kennedy starting to lead her team back down the street. The dark haired Slayer looked up and made eye contact with her but, expressionless, she turned and kept walking with her girls and the Watcher that had been assigned to them.
 

Feeling a tap on her shoulder Willow turned to see Faith standing there.
 

"Whadda ya say, Red?" she asked. "Ready to move the girls out?"
 

Willow took a deep breath and squared her shoulders. "Yeah, let’s do it." She paused a moment and turned to Giles. "Be careful tonight."
 

"You too," he told her.
 

Willow and Faith began to walk a few yards to their team in silence when Willow felt another tap on her shoulder. Surprised, she saw Kennedy standing before her.
 

"I’m sorry," the Slayer began. "I shouldn’t have walked away earlier. I know we don’t have much time but I didn’t want to leave with things like that just in case…"
 

"I understand," Willow grinned sympathetically. "But don’t worry. We’ll both make it back home and tonight we’ll talk a-and it’s not what you think, Kennedy. It was Anya, okay? But I’ll explain everything then, I swear."
 

Kennedy took her face with both hands and kissing her softly. "Be careful."
 

Willow smiled. "You too, Sweetie. I’ll see you tonight."
 

With a smile of her own Kennedy quickly jogged back to her team and they began up the street again. From beside her Faith made an exaggerated kissing noise, which brought a grin to Willow's face.
 

"I think you're the real smart ass 'round here," Willow quipped as they began to walk.
 

"That's right," Faith said proudly, resting her hand on Willow's shoulder. "And nobody better forget it Red."
 

Fade to
EXT
City Street – Night
 

"I think we might be heading the wrong way," Faith mentioned to Willow as they walked down their assigned street with the Slayers following behind them.
 

As soon as the words left her mouth a team of screaming adults and children rushed past them, nearly knocking everyone over in their path.
 

"Then again, maybe not," Faith said dryly before they jogged around the corner through the rushing crowd.
 

They stopped and saw two vampires laying siege to a woman’s neck near an apartment entrance. Sprinting into action Faith arrived and dusted the one trying to bite the victim in the front. It was enough to distract his partner and Faith pushed the woman away from his grip.
 

"You will not defeat the Corrupter’s army," the vampire zombie taunted in a monotone as the woman scurried away.
 

Faith shrugged casually. "We seem to be doing pretty good so far."
 

She swung her stake but he caught her wrist, blocking the deathblow. She then backhanded him and pulled her arm free. Not wasting another moment she plunged the stake easily in his heart, making him explode.[image: image22.jpg]



 

Suddenly Faith felt a hand on her shoulder from inside the doorway and spun around, her stake at the ready. She stopped just short of another kill and shook her head.
 

"Dude! You gotta death wish?" she shouted. 
 

"A little touchy tonight, aren’t we?" Andrew asked.
 
Fade to Black
Act Four
Fade In
EXT
City Street – Moments Later
 

"Hi," Andrew said as he noticed the group standing there. "Out for a walk?"
 

"Where is your phone?" Willow asked pointedly, not hiding her frustration with him in the least.
 

Andrew paused a moment in thought and then set his pillow case down, digging through the bag of goodies. "Oh popcorn balls! My favorite." After a few seconds he felt the vibration. "Oh," he added in a mutter pulling it from the pillowcase.
 

He looked up at Willow with a worried expression and she reached out for it. Gently, he gave it to her before moving his hand back quickly. She hit the send button and didn’t bother for pleasantries.
 

"We found him, Robin…Everyone’s fine and we’re bringing the girls back now…Okay."
 

Everyone in the group cast a disapproving glare as Willow shut the phone off and handed it back to him.
 

"I take it something’s going on," he said with a cautious grin to the group.
 

Willow just shook her head in irritation and turned to one of the Slayers behind her. 
 

"Can I have that?" she said pointing to the ax she was holding.
 

Without question the Slayer turned it over to her.
 

"Oh god, don’t kill me," Andrew cried as he began to cower away.
 

"I’m not gonna kill you!" Willow rolled her eyes before scolding him. With another head shake of disbelief she turned to Faith. "Keep patrolling the area and I’ll escort Major Pain back to the Council."
 

"I’m not a Major. I’m Colonel Jack..." Andrew didn’t continue when he saw the scowl on Willow’s face deepen with every word he spoke. "Lead the way."
 

Fade to
EXT
Cemetery – minutes later
 

"Do you think this is wise?" Andrew asked Willow, who held the ax.
 

"This is the quickest way home," she told him.
 

"But a cemetery?"
 

"All the monsters are on the street looking for victims," Willow countered.
 

Suddenly another voice entered the conversation. "I wouldn’t say that."
 

They all turned to see Eemia standing before them. The group of young girls, and Andrew, squealed in horror as they all ran behind Willow.
 

"Go, Andrew." Willow whispered to him but didn’t her eyes off Eemia. "Get the girls home, now!"
 

Andrew looked unsure a moment but began to push the few girls next to him along. "Come on," he told them. "Keep moving."
 

"More running?" Eemia asked. "Don’t you folks ever get tired?"[image: image23.jpg]



 

"Aradia, nuoc il mio nemico," the witch shouted. Dropping the ax, she whipped her arm out hurling a huge energy ball in Eemia’s direction. 
 

Eemia pulled the metal scabbard from her back and like a baseball player she ‘bunted’ the light back to Willow. The Wiccan saw it returning but she was unable to avoid it.
 

The magical projectile smashed against her chest and she let out an agonizing groan as it sent her into a nearby gravestone. Her head smashed against the rock and she landed promptly on her bottom, unconscious, as Eemia began to stalk toward her.
 

Hearing Willow’s cry Andrew turned around and watched Eemia approach the witch. Quickly, he grabbed the blonde Slayer by the arm.
 

"Marsha, lead the girls back. Two blocks up and two blocks right, okay?" Andrew ordered her.
 

"You can’t take that thing on alone," Marsha insisted.
 

"Maybe not but I can’t leave Willow here either. Now go!"
 

Andrew raced over and picked up the ax before running up to Eemia. Marsha stood by with the other girls and watched as he advanced on Eemia’s turned back. Eemia suddenly heard Andrew’s approaching footsteps and swatted him away like an annoying insect.
 

"Foolish man," she told Andrew who struggled to get back to his feet 50 paces away from her. "I have no use for you. But this one," she said turning back to Willow. "Now she has incredible power I can use."
 

Marsha watched as Andrew tried to stand up once but failed. Eemia snickered at her prey that lay unconscious on the ground.
 

"Oh, that hag is history," Marsha announced in a determined voice. "Who’s with me?" she asked without turning her head to the group.
 

She didn’t wait for an answer. She simply raced into the battle and the other nine girls followed. Stopping behind Eemia, Marsha retrieved the fallen ax.
 

"Hey! Tall, dark and ugly," she called out. The demon turned around and saw the ten preteens standing behind her – the sight making her break out in laughter.
 

"You’ve got to be kidding."
 

"Why don’t you come show us what you got?" Marsha taunted. "Or are you afraid of a group of little girls?"
 

Eemia bared her fangs and stalked menacingly toward them. "I’ll show you fear, young one."
 

"Fan out," Marsha told the group in a quiet voice. "Then circle her," she told the group.
 

As Eemia moved forward focusing on Marsha, who was still holding the ax, the other girls did as she ordered and soon they had a complete circle enclosing Eemia. Andrew crawled his way over to Willow to see she was trying desperately to regain focus.
 

"You honestly think you can stop me?" Eemia laughed.
 

"Yeah," Marsha said confidently. "But first, we’re gonna play a little game."
 

Eemia gave a diabolical laugh and asked, "Just what did you have in mind?"
 

Marsha gave her a self-assured smile. "Why, monkey in the middle of course? And guess who’s the monkey?"
 

With that Marsha threw the ax, whipping it through the air so fast that Eemia didn’t have a chance to react. The Slayer behind Eemia did, however, and she caught it with ease.
 

"Nice try," Eemia said pointing at Marsha to taunt her. But as she did she noticed her hand and stopped. It was missing. With a quick look to the ground she found her appendage in the grass. "Why you little-."
 

Suddenly Eemia heard the noise of something else falling and looked down at her feet again to see her other hand had been cut off and now the Slayer two down from Marsha held the ax with a grin. She turned back around quickly to look at the Slayer that had severed her other hand when she heard the ax flying again and ducked.
 

"Head," Willow muttered as she leaned against the headstone, still trying to become alert.
 

Andrew strained to hear her words. "What?"
 

"Her head," Willow said again.
 

"Ohhhhh," Andrew replied before shouting over to Marsha. "Go for her head."
 

Marsha nodded to Andrew as the Slayers began to close the circle a little after each throw. Eemia began to swing madly with her arms but the Slayers ducked her with ease and kept moving the ax back and forth to each other, making sure to get the strikes in where they could. Soon Eemia couldn’t keep up and began to stumble around.
 

"Ligare," Willow said pointing at Eemia. Suddenly the demon froze as the ax was tossed back to Marsha.
 

"Who’s laughing now?" Marsha asked.[image: image24.jpg]



 

The girl jumped straight into the air to meet Eemia’s height and delivered a mighty slash. The girls ‘ewwed’ collectively as Eemia’s body fell fast along with the the sound of Eemia's head rolling along the ground. Almost instantly she turned to dust. Marsha dropped the ax and smiled at her handy work as the other girls looked on. 
 

Cut to
EXT
City Street – Night
 

Kennedy and three other Slayers were battling three zombie vamps. The dark haired Slayer reared back her arm but before she could deliver the stake to its heart it suddenly combusted all on its own.
 

Bewildered, all three Slayers looked at each other having experienced the same thing and collectively they shrugged.
 

"Wish they were all that easy," Kennedy joked.
 

Cut to
INT
Slayers Rec Room - Night
 

"It was soooo cool!" the Texan Slayer said excitedly as Faith, Kennedy and Rona listened with smiles. "It was like boom, bam, boom, bam and then poof! She was nothing but dust!"
 

"I know I won’t forget this Halloween," the young Asian girl added.
 

"No doubt," another girl added.
 

"Well, despite all the sugar highs and excitement it’s time to hit the hay, kiddos," Faith told them. She got a grumbled protest. "Come on, now," she added with a grin. "Don’t make me show you all the pain an ‘experienced’ Slayer can inflict. Let’s move it out."
 

They all got up to leave but Faith called out, making one of them stop. "Marsha, come here a second."
 

The girls made teasing noises like she was in trouble but all left the room. 
 

"Yes ma’am," she said formally as Kennedy and Rona looked on.
 

"What you did was pretty damn brave tonight," Faith began.
 

The girl smiled in response.
 

"But it was also pretty damn stupid."
 

Suddenly her happy expression dropped.
 

"I don’t want you going out there thinking you can take on the world because of one vampire you capped. You’ve still got a lot to learn kid. You should have sent at least two girls back for reinforcements or called the council somehow. Now don’t get me wrong – what you did was pretty heroic. But don’t make it a habit. You follow me?"
 

"Yes ma’am," Marsha nodded.
 

"Okay then," Faith nodded. "And just so you know, we realize you had no idea of proper procedure. So, with that said, we’re moving you up. We’re gonna start taking you out on night patrols with us. Not every night but at least twice a week. I’ve received orders from the Council that Willow Rosenberg will be assigned as your official Watcher and you’ll begin private trainings in addition to your regular regiments. Is that understood?"
 

Marsha tried to hold back a smile. "Yes ma’am," she nodded.
 

"Alright then, go get some sleep," Faith said motioning to the door.[image: image25.jpg]



 

Marsha hustled from the room and once out of earshot Kennedy turned to Faith.
 

"So what do you think? She got the stuff?" 
 

"They all got the stuff," Faith told her. "But she’s already got the attitude."
 

"Attitude is everything," Rona teased.
 

"Ya got that right, sister," Faith said with a smile.
 

Cut to
INT
Faith’s Bedroom – Night
 

"How’s our little hero?" Robin asked as Faith made her way inside carrying her coat.
 

"She’s okay," Faith answered absently.
 

"No more zombies either?" Robin quizzed.
 

Faith looked up for a moment and paused as if computing the question in her head. "Yeah, killing the demon wiped all of ‘em out from what the Watchers are saying."
 

"Hmm, a good night then." Robin came up behind Faith and began kissing her neck when suddenly her shoulders tensed up. "You okay?" he asked.
 

"Yeah, I’m fine," Faith told him.
 

"Really? I’ve felt bow strings with less tension," he told her.
 

She turned in his arms and looked into his eyes and let out a ragged sigh.
 

"Why are you with me? And don’t give me the usual ‘you’re exceptional, beautiful, powerful’ stuff. I mean really. Why are you still here?"
 

"Should I make a list?" he asked with a grin. She didn’t seem amused and his own grin began to fall. "What’s wrong, Faith? Having second thoughts?"
 

"Hell," she sighed. "Second, third, fourth thoughts. I got lots of thoughts lately." She paused and licked her lips. "I’m scared here. I’m real scared. And don't laugh at me for saying that," she added defensively.
 

Concern took shape on Robin's face. "Have I ever?" Robin asked. When Faith didn't add more he asked, "Did I do something wrong somewhere here?"
 

"No," she told him. "That’s the problem. You’re like…perfect. And it’s scary."
 

"So, what? I should knock you around a little, call you a few nasty names?"
 

"That I’m used to," Faith answered. "But no, I don’t want that either."
 

"Then what do you want?"
 

Faith took a seat on the bed and Robin followed to sit beside her. "I just, I want to know why you’re still here? The sex is great, don’t get me wrong, and don’t even try to play it off like it’s not."
 

Robin finally chuckled. "You’ll get no arguments, believe me," he answered with a smile before putting his hand affectionately on her knee.
 

"I just...I guess I want to know how you really feel about me."
 

"Truthfully?"
 

Faith simply nodded.
 

"Well, sometimes you really piss me off," Robin told her. "You can be annoying, argumentative, frustrating."
 

"Dude, I sound like a real catch. Quick, don't let me get away," Faith added sarcastically.
 

Robin smiled. "Look, even in light of all that, for every extreme negative there’s something about you that's just absolutely amazing. There’s no middle ground with you, Faith. You don’t have many ‘gray areas’ of your life – it’s one way or another, all or nothing. Given my upbringing with a Watcher and my former profession, I admire that hard line approach."
 

"So you like the fact I’m a hard ass?"
 

"Absolutely…I think you’re funny; you make me laugh even when things seem terrible. At the risk of offending you, yes, you’re beautiful but it’s not just the outside package, it’s what’s inside."
 

"Yeah well what's inside isn't all that beautiful."
 

"No, it's not," Robin agreed. "... but even though you got that darkness there, I know there's more than what most people see."
 

"Oh really?"
 

"Yeah, really. I know it because I see the way you care for those girls every night or the way you’re there for our friends. You could have told Giles to forget it - Willow’s a big girl who can take care of herself - but tonight you made the extra effort to stand by her until she was calm. That’s all admirable. And that’s why I’m here. And that’s why I’m staying, if you let me."
 

Faith gave a satisfied nod.
 

"Now your turn," Robin prompted. "Why are you here?" Faith gave an embarrassed grin but didn’t say anything. "Now fair is fair. I was honest with you. So gimme some of that Slayer honesty you're known for - even if it's something I might not want to hear."
 

Faith rolled her shoulders. "You’re cool…pretty," she said with a smile and bumping shoulders with him. "And you don’t look down on me. You’re this super smart guy who used to lead a school and I’m not real good with the books ya know? But you still talk to me about the world and life and all that kinda stuff without making me feel like I’m some kinda moron. It's like my thoughts on more than just slaying seems to matter to you. I never really met anyone that could make me feel important for just being me," Faith paused and in afterthought added, "Well no one that wasn't evil that is." She shook it off and continued. "Anyway, like I said…that scares me."
 

"Because?"
 

Faith paused and took a deep breath. "I never wanted a guy for more than a weekend. But with you…I’m scared because I’m afraid of losing you…Do you get it? I’m afraid because for the first time I’ve got this fear that you might leave. And then that scares me even more because it means..."
 

"You need me?" Robin finished.
 

"Yeah," Faith said softly. "I need you. And I told myself years ago that I never needed anyone but myself. So I'm worried that...someday you'll go like everyone else did that I ever gave a damn about."
 

Robin nodded. "I can understand that, but that’s not gonna happen. And don’t you think I’m worried that the day’s gonna come when you get bored with me and find some sexy, younger stud out there to service you?"
 

"Wouldn't have guessed that. You just seem so…confident."
 

"Yeah, but the reason is I don’t dwell on it. I just try to enjoy what I have now and do what I can to show you that I’ll be here. If you’re afraid of losing me then I guess I’m doing my job right on some level but apparently not good enough."
 

"You’re great, Robin. It’s me that’s screwed up."
 

"You’ve been burned, Faith. You’ve opened your heart but you’ve done it with the wrong people. That’s all. And I can’t convince you that I’m not one of them. I can only take one day at a time and earn your trust. Maybe someday you’ll see, I’m not like the others."[image: image26.jpg]



 

Faith got a wicked grin and took off her top and followed with her pants. She moved to the head of the bed, crawling under the covers and patted them for him to join her. He crawled inside as well and she kissed him passionately before snuggling into his embrace. 
 

"You’re not just here to service me you know?" she told him just above a whispered with a strained sound in her voice.
 

Robin grinned and kissed the top of her head. "Prove it," he told her.
 

Faith kissed him gently and blew the candle out. She settled back down into the blankets, closing her eyes. "Goodnight, Ace," she said softly.
 

With a smile he closed his eyes and tightened his embrace around her. "’Night, Faith."
 

Cut to
INT
Willow and Kennedy’s Living Room – Night
 

Willow picked up the phone and dialed. She opened her mouth as if to speak but stopped with a frustrated look and waited a moment.
 

"Hey Buff. It’s Will. Guess what? I’m officially the Watcher of a high spirited, high energy blonde Slayer. Go figure, huh? I even got knocked out tonight for a brief moment which helps cement my Watcher status even more 'cause you know - unconsciousness and Watcherhood kinda go hand in hand at some point, but…Ah, the reason I’m calling though…it’s Xander – or lack of Xander.[image: image27.jpg]



 

Have you heard from him? Because Anya’s spirit contacted me tonight a-and I’m worried. I thought I’d try you first so call when you get this message. Doesn’t matter what time, okay? You and Dawnie take care. Love ya both a-and hope to hear from you soon." 
 

Carefully Willow hung up the phone.
 

Fade to Black
