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TEASER
Ext.
Nearly deserted Interstate 80
Nevada

Nevada Desert January, 2000
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The trucker lifted one hand off the steering wheel and rubbed his eyes. The Nevada desert was as black as octopus ink in some places. And even with his headlights on, the vastness of it seemed to drink the brightness down, sucking it into a pit of oblivion. He could barely see ahead of him and nothing on either side. The immense cloud cover on the horizon masked the moon and stars.  

The only hint he was still on the road was the small ridge that ran along each side of it and the taillights of the vehicle ahead of him. He was glad to have the company no matter how far off.

The other driver was in a hurry, he could tell, and had gotten farther and farther ahead of him until the lights disappeared in the distance, swallowed by the dark.

The two-way radio crackled unexpectedly startling him. He rolled his eyes as he heard the dispatcher's voice call him.

"Rob? Customer requesting status. What's your location?"

Instead of answering, he flicked his CD player on and cranked the volume to drown out the two-way radio. Then he ground his gears and gunned the rig.

"Promise me son not to do the things I've done
Walk away from trouble if you can
It won't mean you're weak if you turn the other cheek
I hope you're old enough to understand
Son, you don't have to fight to be a man."
He sang along with the CD, a yawn escaping him in mid-chorus. The eighteen-wheeler rolled along, steadily picking up speed.
Ext.
Nearly deserted Interstate 80
Nevada

Ahead in the distance, an unmarked van sat by the side of the road. A man dressed in military fatigues, with the name Sgt. Donnelly stitched on the pocket.  [image: image2.jpg]



"What the hell are you doing out there? The Colonel wants this prisoner at the compound by 0800 and we're already one hour behind. Move your ass, Private," Donnelly shouted into the dark.

He shivered slightly as the crisp night air went through him. "Let's go, let's go," he said under his breath. He took a long drag off his cigarette and slowly exhaled. He looked from side to side but saw nothing. He kicked at the dirt, but he couldn't see it scatter – or even the toe of his own foot – in the darkness.

He took another drag off his cigarette and watched the tip of it glow suddenly bright – a single point of light in the desert.

Donnelly shook his head as if his eyes were playing tricks on him. As he stood staring at his cigarette, the bright tip split into two – then three – points of light before his nose. Two of the lights became increasingly larger, heading straight for him.

"What the –!" He dropped his cigarette to the ground as he saw the other vehicle heading straight at him. He ran around to the driver's side of the van, yanking the van keys out of his pocket. He felt them slip through his fingers and heard them thump on the ground as the approaching vehicle continued racing toward him on the wrong side of the road.

"Dammit!" Donnelly dropped down onto his knees and began to feel around for the keys. Metal hit his fingertips and he scooped them up, sand grains embedding under his nails. He flung the van's door open and jumped in. "Come on, come on, come on…"

Two headlights were looming dead on, bearing down on him. He could hear the sound of the other engine – faint but getting louder. Too loud. Donnelly did the only thing he could think of to warn the other driver of his presence. He leaned on the van's horn with his left hand while he continued to fumble with the keys.

Out on the sand dune, Private Mattick was finishing up his call from Mother Nature.

"I'm comin', I'm comin,' " he grumbled to the sound of the blaring horn. "Guy can't even take a leak in this man's army," he muttered.

Donnelly's key found the van's ignition and the van started on the first crank. He floored the gas pedal and yanked the steering wheel hard to the right as the oncoming headlights blinded him. The van lurched but it was too late.

"Oh Christ," Donnelly said softly. It was his last prayer before he felt the sharpness of torn metal pierce his ribs.

Pvt. Mattick heard a sound like a can being crushed and the unmistakable groan of twisting metal. He zipped his fly and ran back over the dune he was behind to see the van's front end nearly demolished in the headlights of another vehicle. Sgt. Donnelly was slumped over the steering wheel. Mattick raced over to him and two large men standing by the van's open door.

"Ohmygod!," Mattick said. "What happened?"

"Everything's fine," one of the strangers told him, calmly.

Mattick moved quickly to Donnelly. He was covered in blood, his ribs torn open. Mattick shakily pushed him back. There was blood on Donnelly's forehead. And a small hole. A bullet hole. Before Mattick could react two silencer shots rang out and Mattick fell, limp, across Donnelly.

The two strangers made their way to the back of their own van. Moments later, an engine roared and a motorcycle with a sidecar shot out and down a ramp at the back of their vehicle. They proceeded to the back of the MP's van and broke the lock. Shining a blinding flashlight inside, they announced simply, "Your presence is requested."

They helped the shaken prisoner, who offered no resistance, into the sidecar. Then the two men pushed both vans into the center of the highway. Within minutes they were speeding away.

Int.
Trucker's cab – moments later
Nevada

Trying to make up time, the trucker barreled along the highway in his fuel[image: image3.jpg]


 tanker. He turned a bend in the road, coming face to face with two large vans immediately in his path. He slammed on the brakes and tried to jackknife the rig into a stop. He fell hard against his door as the tanker began to skid sideways, sand bouncing up against its panels. The twang of guitars on the CD accompanied the grind of gears and the steely screech of breaks.

  

The driver had no time to scream.[image: image4.jpg]


 

A fireball erupted at the sound of an explosion, lighting up the desert sky. The sound and the heat wave reached the three men speeding away on the motorcycle. Only the man in the sidecar turned his head slightly toward the sound.
  

  

Ext.
Interstate 80 Nevada – morning

A team of camouflage-clad soldiers surveyed the wreckage from the crash, collecting evidence as a high-ranking officer looked on. One soldier walked over to him and saluted.

"Agent Davis," the general spoke ignoring the salute. He continued to peer at the recon team.

"Donnelly and Private Mattick are dead, General. They were badly burned. Can't find the driver of the other van. And the trucker is totally charred, sir."

"What about the prisoner?" the General asked, still peering stone-faced at the recon effort.

"Unaccounted for, Sir," he told them.

"Who owned the other van?"

"We don't know, Sir. We can't find any vehicle I.D. No plates, no VIN number, nothing."

The general grunted and silence fell between them.

The soldier hesitated, then asked, "We're suspecting foul play, aren't we, Sir?"

"We're suspecting everything, Agent Davis."

"General...about the local fire and police –"

"They know nothing – let's keep it that way. We've told them there're hazmat conditions and on-site contamination. They'll stay away." The general turned and faced the young soldier. "You have your work cut out for you, Agent," he said bluntly, "I want Ethan Rayne back!"

"We'll get him, Sir. I assure you."

The General looked away, preoccupied, "Carry on."

The Sergeant gave a short nod and salute and returned to his duties. The General continued gazing out across the dark desert.

Act One
Guest Starring:
Robin Sachs as Ethan Rayne, Elizabeth Anne Allen as Amy Madison, Elijah Wood as Jeffrey, Kenneth Branagh as Sir Cyril Rodham and Michelle Trachtenberg as Dawn Summers
Ext.
The Watcher's Council Headquarters
Cleveland

Present Day

"I can't believe it – this is so cool!" Dawn Summers smiled broadly as she and[image: image5.jpg]


 Giles pulled up in front of the new Watcher's Headquarters.

"Oh?" Giles replied as he eased the car into his parking space, "I rather think Cleveland would be somewhat anti-climactic after Sunnydale, the Hellmouth, Glory, Buffy's resurrection, Willow's wrath upon the world, and that little spat with The First," he teased.

"Don't forget Andrew's cooking," Dawn chimed in.

" – but then, silly me, I'm sure," Giles finished dourly.

Dawn grinned at him. "Giles! It's exciting – new Slayers, new Watchers, new Watcher's Council..."

She looked at him. He was nodding complacently.

"New wheels..." she added slyly. 

"Ah. Yes," Giles brightened. "It was a rather good choice, I think. Would you like me to [image: image6.jpg]


take you around the grounds in it?"

"Sure, but later. I really want to see Willow."

"Of course. I know she's very anxious to see you as well."

Giles got out of the car and opened the trunk. Dawn approached him as he pulled her suitcases out.

"Giles..."

"Yes, Dawn..."

"I –" she stared at him, her mouth still open. He waited expectantly, but all she did was smile back uncertainly. "I think I'm gonna have a great time..." she nodded awkwardly, "…here..." her head continued to bob, "...with you guys."

Giles looked at her quizzically. She shrugged and picked up one of the suitcases.

"Allow me," he told her and took the suitcase from her. Together, they headed for the entrance of the building.

Int.
Willow's Classroom – Same time

Five students gaped as a huge flame flared on Willow Rosenberg's spell book. She hurriedly dropped another heavy book on it, smothering the flame.

"Wouldn't it have been easier to say 'fuego out-o' or something?" one of the students quipped.

"It's always easier to use magic – especially to fight magic," Willow told the girl, "but not necessarily better."

"Whatever gets the job done," Kennedy spoke up as she entered.

Willow looked at her, and then smiled. "That's exactly what I used to think, too," she replied. "But we'll talk more about that tomorrow."

Willow looked at the young man of sixteen with a shock of dark hair and a dark mood to match whose spell casting was responsible for the small fire.

"Sorry," he shrugged embarrassed.

"That's okay, Jeffrey," Willow sighed over the smoking books on her desk. "But for future reference, that was probably a bit more energy than was needed for the 'lighting of a candle without matches.' If the test was 'lighting of a book' however, you'd get an A+," she added.
"Way to go H.P," one of the other students teased, making note of his resemblance to one fictitious Harry Potter. The two other girls in the class snickered as Willow raised the top book and looked under it. Both books were slightly scorched but not destroyed. 
"You'll get the hang of it," Willow told him. "Now, we're breaking earlier today because –" 

"You're scared Jeff will burn the place down?" Rick, the only other male member of the group asked. 

Willow tried not to smile. "No, I have family coming in from out of town," she told them. "And you all have your assignment for tomorrow, so I'll see you then."

Collectively the class departed and Willow held the smoldering book. "Thank the goddess the sprinkler didn't go off again," she said as Vi and Kennedy passed her desk, amused. [image: image7.jpg]



A controlled commotion erupted in the corridor followed by a cacophony of excited greetings. "Someone here to see you." Willow looked up at the sound of Giles's voice to see him come into the room with Dawn.

"Willow."  
"Dawnie!"

Willow walked up to her and stopped, realizing that Dawn had gone from gangly teen to beautiful young woman.  
The two hugged, faces beaming with smiles. Giles watched them, unaware of the smile on his own face. He nodded for Vi and Kennedy to follow him giving Willow and Dawn the chance to catch up with one another. 

"Dawnie, Dawnie, you look great! I'm so glad you're here!"

"Yeah, me too!" Dawn hugged her again.

"Gods, I missed you."

"I missed you, too," Dawn said, her eyes closed and her chin hooked over Willow's shoulder.

Willow broke their hug and held Dawn at arms' length. "You've gotten taller I think. I just wish Buffy would have come too. I know how the Summer girls gotta thing for Thanksgiving," she teased.
Dawn looked reluctant to agree.

"Uh oh," Willow sighed. "What happened now?"

Dawn hesitated and looked away. "Nothing," Dawn answered after a momentary pause. "But – all this quality time is getting a little hard to – handle."

"How so?" Willow coaxed. "I mean I thought you two were looking forward to the 'not kill-the-vamps-fight-the-demons-save-the-world-then-clean-up-your-room time' together..."

"Being the sister of THE Slayer was hard," Dawn frowned. "But being the sister of the RETIRED slayer is – well, harder."

"But you're getting a chance to bond, right?" Willow asked, hopefully.

Dawn sighed. "Sure. The bondage is great," she said innocently.

Willow blinked and stifled a laugh.

Realizing how it came out Dawn smiled. "Oh geez, get your mind out of the gutter," she said slapping Willow's arm. "Nah, point is I kinda need a break from the 'where are you going, who are you going with, what are you gonna do, when are you done doing it, and you're not gonna wear that to do it in, are you?' thing."

Willow began to say something, then stopped. "Well..." she picked up, "this is your Thanksgiving break. So, you should just kick back and relax, little sis, as Faith would say."

"Faith. For a moment I forgot she's here."

"Actually, she isn't," Willow said. "She and Robin are on the road. We had two new Slayer sightings so they've gone to recruit them. And we've got a new Watcher who's not here right now, either. Her name's Rowena Allister. She's in Nova Scotia for the holidays – y'know spending some time with her family. I kinda felt envious, but then we got the call from Buffy asking if you could spend Thanksgiving here and, well...here you are…I think you're gonna like this place."

"I can't wait," Dawn said.

"Okay, then let's start with your room."

Willow took her books up in one arm and slid the other about Dawn's waist. Dawn responded in kind and together they left the classroom, shutting the door behind them.

A few seconds later, the fire sprinkler system tripped, raining water down on the desks and floor.

Int.
An Ornate Office – Present Day
London

"Yes, yes, it was a fine job. Well done, by all accounts! To your health and the health of the Organization!"

Sir Cyril Rodham raised his glass to his guest and then knocked the drink back in one swift gulp. Casually, he poured himself another.

Across the darkened room, Ethan Rayne merely sipped his scotch. His eyes left Rodham's only for an instant to look at a pair of shapely legs jutting out from a corner of the room. Their owner was hidden from view where she sat in shadows.

"Now, let me tell you about your next assignment for the Organization,"[image: image8.jpg]


 Rodham said quickly. "I think you'll enjoy it immensely. Well, perhaps not as much as you did the Austrian job, but as much as you did Beijing, I'm certain. And I have a most pleasant surprise for you as well," Rodham said cheerfully. "You will have an assistant on this assignment. Someone very resourceful and quite engaging –"  
"I work alone." Ethan's tone was so flat and final that Rodham's grin completely disappeared.

"I assure you," Rodham told him. "You are being paired with a young woman of considerable talent and –"

"I don't care if you pair me with David Copperfield in a hot-pink muumuu. I work alone." [image: image9.jpg]



"You don't seem to understand," Rodham smiled unpleasantly. "We are offering to pay you handsomely for this assignment."

Rodham saw the sorcerer's eyes squint with a flash of anger.

"I'm not a man to be bought," Ethan countered, and then paused. "Actually, I am. But my methods have no room for 'assistants.' "

"You will work with an assistant this time," Rodham continued. "Or need I remind you that we saved your sorry life and that we could very easily end it as well, much like it did for the others in that American desert. Remember who got you out of the Initiative's hands, Ethan, and who could put you back in them."

Ethan held for a moment, contemplating his options. Then he relaxed and laughed suddenly and hard.

"Fine, I'll do it. But I'll not answer for her survival."

Sir Cyril watched as Ethan put his drink down and cast a glance at the shadowed female in the corner. Then Ethan looked back at him steadily, without fear.

"You are quite the business man, Cyril. Tell me about this assignment and my…'helper'."

"Come here, my dear," Rodham said with a mirthless victory smile.

A lithe young woman with a pretty face and tawny hair stood up and emerged from the shadows. She reached Rodham's side and he took her hand.

"Ethan Rayne, may I present Ms. Amy Madison."
Int.
Boeing 747
Heathrow Airport, London – Early Morning

"Welcome to Patriot Airlines Flight 923 going to Cleveland, Ohio with a connection in Washington, D.C. We'd like to bring your attention to our flight attendant who will familiarize you with our safety procedures..."

"Allow me." Ethan said silkily.

He lifted Amy's carry-on into the overhead compartment and strained slightly at the weight.

"What do you have in here, all seventeen re-writes of 'Anna Karenina' and a chaise to read them on?"

Amy shot Ethan a phony smile and a light, hollow laugh.

"No," she told him, "just some things for casting." She reached forward and took out the in-flight magazine from the seat-back and began to flip through it.

Ethan smirked at her. Then he hoisted the bag the rest of the way into the overhead compartment. As he did so, the zipper came undone and an item popped out of the bag, landing between his feet.

He bent down and picked it up. It was a strange object – nickel-plated, circular and completely open; merely a metal frame in the shape of a wheel no more than eight inches in diameter.

"What is this?" he asked, genuinely. "Some new kind of casting device?"

"Give it to me!" Amy snapped.

"Or maybe something – naughty...?"

"Please," she said more evenly.

"But what on earth is – oh!" Ethan's expression morphed from puzzled to surprised to downright amused. "I know what this is," he said, the corners of his mouth curling into a smile. "But what do you do with it? Summon the God of Demonic Hamsters to your aid in case you're attacked by lettuce?"

"Just give it to me!" Amy said between her teeth and grabbed at the wheel.

"Oh, please don't tell me you're traveling with a rodent!" Ethan said.

Amy just looked at him.

Suddenly Ethan laughed, realizing he'd set himself up. As he did, Amy snatched the wheel out of his hand. She dropped the wheel in her tote bag.

"It's personal. Never ask me about it," she warned him. Then, more quietly, "You wouldn't understand."

"Nor do I want to," Ethan replied.

"Sir, you'll need to remain in your seat," a stewardess said from behind him.

He sat down, pulling his seatbelt on. "Ridiculous way to travel," he muttered. "Could have been there already if we'd teleported..." [image: image10.jpg]



"Cyril wanted us to get acquainted," Amy said. "He thought the flight would be a good opportunity."

"My dear Miss Madigan –"

"Madison."

" – we are already acquainted. We met in Cyril's office, I've been apprised of your role in my work –"

"Our wor –"

"– and your neophyte potential. Now, if you don't mind, I'm a bit tired and would like the 'opportunity' to sleep."

"I do mind," she said. "And so would Cyril. We should be talking about the job."

"Why? Don't you know what it is?"

"I – Of course I do."

"Then we needn't discuss it further."

"We haven't discussed it at all!"

"Exactly."

"Look, Cyril wants – " she said.

"I am well aware of what Cyril wants, my dear. I am also well aware of how to go about it. Now I suggest that you just do as you're told and we'll be done with it – and each other – in no time."

"May I ask a question?" Amy asked.

"If you must."

"How long have you felt threatened by women?"

"My dear, I am not threatened by women; only by women who themselves perceive a threat in the company of men."

"No worries there," Amy shot back.

Ethan looked at her sideways. "I have nothing to prove," he said, smugly. "Not as a man, nor as a mage."

"Maybe Cyril doesn't agree."

Ethan turned his head and looked stonily at her. "Maybe. But then, I notice he raised my salary to take you on. What does that suggest?"

"It suggests that maybe you'd better work with me, so that I don't report anything bad about you when we get back. Even you wouldn't want to disappoint Cyril and the Organization," she said.

"Oh uncle, uncle. What do you want to know about the job?"

"Dragonspear Associates – they're property managers, right?"

"Right."

"They're trying to open up an entertainment complex in Cleveland, right?" she asked.

"Yes. Public sentiment is against them, however. Too many malls, traffic concerns, closing of small businesses, displacement of families, property taxes and environmental issues – all are driving the City Council and Directors toward voting the proposed complex down, thereby depriving Dragonspear of a strong foothold in Cleveland."

"So we're supposed to influence the City Council –"

"My dear, we are not to influence them at all. We are to directly bend them to our will. When we arrive, you will assist me in casting a spell that will induce the City Council and Directors to push through any proposals made by Dragonspear Associates – and not just this complex, either. Dragonspear has many smaller interests in the Cleveland area. If the spell works – and it will – there may be more castings of this sort in other cities – New York, Los Angeles, Washington, London, Tokyo, Hong Kong – just to mention a few. But for now, it's Cleveland."

"How do you plan to cast a spell that wide?" she asked.

"That is for me to worry about. You just do as you're told and neither one of us will have to report anything bad back to Cyril Rodham."

Amy turned and faced forward in her seat. She sat glaring for a moment.

Ethan shut his eyes and relaxed.

"Mr. Rayne," Amy began softly.

Ethan opened his eyes. "Oh, bugger, call me Ethan."

"Ethan. Please call me Amy."

Ethan rolled his eyes, but Amy kept emotion out of her face and voice.

"Ethan – thank you. I...appreciate the opportunity to work with someone of your calib –"

"My dear – Amy. Learn from your superiors. Emulate them. Discredit them if you must, take advantage of them if you can. But never – never – thank them. That's a sign of weakness. And weakness will get you killed."

Ethan turned in his seat until his back was to the witch. He shut his eyes and willed himself to sleep.

Amy let out an angry sigh. She tapped her foot and impatiently flipped through the in-flight magazine again.

Something occurred to her then, and she reached down and pulled the silver wheel from her tote-bag. She poked both pointer fingers inside it, and began rolling her fingers one over the other away from herself, turning the wheel in place. She stared fixedly at the spokes rolling before her, faster and faster. Eventually, her breathing slowed and steadied and her shoulders relaxed.

Int.
Willow's Classroom – Later that day

Giles's casual footwear was in Willow's face as she held the ladder steady.

"Can you see anything?" she asked.

"I see a great many things," his disembodied voice echoed from somewhere inside the ceiling. "Unfortunately, I haven't a clue what any of it is."

Willow looked up at the Watcher's waist and legs, the only parts of him not inside the ceiling.

"Well, there must be something up there that looks like a water pipe..." she offered. "This water didn't come from nowhere," she muttered as she lifted one foot up out of the puddle she was standing in. "Maybe we should call a plumber," she suggested sounding as if she'd already said it repeatedly.

"Nonsense. We've defeated demons, vampires, a god, and The First, " Giles replied indignantly inside the ceiling. "We can certainly fix a leak without calling in reinforcements."

A sudden clunking sound followed by a painful "Ow!" made Willow glance up sharply. "Are you okay?"

"Yes, yes, quite fine. I think I've found the problem."

"Gaia be praised," Willow said, rolling her eyes.

After a few moments she heard Giles yell down to her. "There. I think I've fixed it. Yes. Yes, that should do it, I'm sure."

Willow stepped back as Giles descended a few steps down the ladder. He replaced the large ceiling tile and stepped down the rest of the way. He sighed, satisfied, and wiped his hands on a dirty cloth.

Willow tried to hide a smile, but a giggle still escaped her as she looked at him.

"Yes, well," he frowned at her, "I often seem to elicit that response after a manly act of –"

"It's not that," she said. "Your hair's all kinda sticking up all over. And your face is sorta – well, smudgy. I mean, all those years fighting hand-to-hand with demons and vampires and you never pulled a single tweedy thread. You spend five minutes in a ceiling fixing a pipe and you look like you've been to a hell-dimension and back. Twice."

Giles fought down a smile as he removed his glasses and began to wipe them with the cloth.

"See here," he told her, "nothing wrong with a bit of manual labor now and then. Good to get the hands a bit dirty."

He put his glasses back on. The lenses were coated with black grease. "Bloody hell!"

"C'mon, Mr. Honest Day's Labor," she said, "I have a nice remedy for those smudges. A little soap. A little water…" she smiled ". . . and maybe some scotch."

Giles mouthed an "ah" and followed Willow out of the classroom, closing the door behind him. A few seconds later, the door opened again and Giles stuck his head back in. He looked up at the sprinkler. Satisfied that all was well, he closed the door again.

A moment later, the sprinkler tripped and water rained down in the classroom once more.

Ext.
City Park – Later that afternoon

Dawn breathed in deeply the cold, crisp air as she and Giles walked leisurely along. [image: image11.jpg]



Giles watched her out of the corner of his eye as if he knew something was amiss with the young woman.

Sensing Giles's attention on her, Dawn spoke up.

"Thanks for coming for a walk with me, Giles. I know you're busy fixing the headquarters."

Giles nodded, "I'm not sure if fixing is the proper word."

Dawn seemed not to hear him. "And thanks for letting me visit you guys during the holiday."

"You know you're always welcome, although I wouldn't imagine Cleveland as a choice holiday destination with the Hellmouth and all."

"Hey," Dawn replied, smiling up at him, "I grew up on a Hellmouth…part of my heritage, remember? Besides, you and Willow are here." Her smile faded. "I missed you guys and..."

Dawn broke off, bowing her head and slowing a little.

Giles looked at her fully. He regarded her for a few steps. She finally looked up into his green eyes.

"Dawn? What is it? Problems with Buffy? Is she all right?"

"Buffy? Yeah, she's fine." Dawn grimaced and put her hands in her coat pockets. "My understanding sister who understands everyone except me."

Giles slowed for a moment, then picked up the pace of their walk again. "Are you two quarreling?" he asked, with a sympathetic smile. "More than usual, I should add?"

"Not exactly." Dawn sighed heavily. "She refuses to speak to me about...my...love interest."

"Love interest? Not another vampire, I hope?"

"No, Skye." Dawn hesitated. "My –" she looked for the right word; there was only one. "– girlfriend."

It took a few steps for Dawn to realize that Giles was no longer beside her. She turned back to see him standing and furiously cleaning his glasses. His face no longer had the rosy tinge of being outdoors but the bright red flush of embarrassment.

He glanced up at her, once, then twice and saw the open and hopeful look on her face. "Oh," he said finally. "Yes. Well. I see."

"Giles? Giles, are you freaked?"

"What? No. Absolutely not." And to prove it, he put his glasses back on. "I'm just rather surprised is all."

"Surprised that I have a girlfriend?"

"Of course not!" He cursed himself for answering too quickly. "Okay, perhaps a bit," he conceded. His comment hung on the air. "I just assumed you were[image: image12.jpg]


 interested in boys. And that was wrong of me. However, I am concerned that Buffy won't talk with you about…Skye was it?" 
Dawn nodded.

"Is it Skye personally that Buffy has a problem with or that she's...well, a young woman? I mean she is a young woman, right? Your age?"

Dawn smiled as she heard the concern in Giles voice. "She's a senior at my new high school and yeah, it's that Skye's a she and not a he." Dawn turned and looked toward the grove of trees beside them. "Everything is different for me now.  I don't understand it, Giles. She's perfectly accepting of Willow, so why won't she talk to me?"

"H-Have you spoken with Willow? Perhaps she might –"

Dawn shook her head. "Not yet. If I had the choice I'd talk to Tara but – wishful thinking gets me nowhere. You know?" She looked at him. "Anyway, Willow will just be Willow. All with the accepting. Besides, this is more about Buffy. I mean I'm comfortable with it. She's not."

"Well, I still think Willow can help. Her own 'coming out' experience with Buffy was less than perfect." He saw Dawn about to protest. "Yes, Buffy was accepting later on, but she was a bit taken aback at the beginning...she needed time. How long has it been since you told her?"

"Kinda didn't tell her. She came home early one afternoon last week and..." It was Dawn's turn to blush.

Giles took his glasses off again and cleaned the lenses to near invisibility.

"Yes, I see," he sighed. "Rather a shock to her then, don't you think? And in Buffy's defense, well, you're still rather young to be intimate with someone, Dawn and –"

"Giles, I'm the same age Buffy was when she lost her virginity to Angel," Dawn pointed out. "And before you go warning me about the dangers of how THAT turned out, this is different."

"Supernatural aside, there are still dangers Dawn; human consequences."

Dawn nodded in agreement. "I get that. But she's my first. I'm hers. We're not drug addicts or anything like that. And bonus, no chance of unexpected pregnancies."

Giles gave a grin to her smirk before turning serious. "I'm just concerned. Perhaps Skye isn't being totally honest." He paused and held up a finger to stop her from disputing his comment. "She might have a drug-related past you don't know of o-or other sexual partners you're not aware of. Chances are she's been upfront with you but I would hate t-to be wrong and stay silent…Just be careful is all I'm saying."

Dawn gave him a warm grin and reached out to rub his arm. "Thank you for the concern, really," she told him before stuffing her hands back into her jacket. "But I trust her. She's human and I'm human. And Buffy is just…Buffy."

"She probably just needs more time," Giles told her. "Would you like me to speak with her?"

"Yes. I don't know. Maybe…I think she'll listen to you, Giles. And even though she might not admit it, she respects your worldly experience."

"Yes, well, I'm not sure if my 'worldly' experience is something I need to get into with Buffy per se..."

"I don't mean sexually Giles."

"Oh..." Giles pressed his lips together and shrugged his head to one side.

"Look, I can't say that I'm gay," Dawn continued. "But I'm not gonna limit myself either. Willow never did and after Buffy died – don't get me wrong, you all were there – but she and Tara made a home for me. And as far as Skye is concerned, I really like her. It might be love but..." Dawn paused and looked up at him. She smiled hopefully. "Maybe if you talked to Buffy it would help. I don't expect you to fix it Giles but you might be able to open her up enough so I can at least talk to her about it."

Giles returned her smile with a soft one of his own. "I'll see what I can do."

"Thanks, Giles." She took a step and stopped. "And for the record, I didn't come out here to vent. I really wanted to visit."

Giles grinned broadly. "I will speak with her."

Dawn smiled as he walked on ahead and she moved to catch up to him. As she did, he put his arm about her and the two of them walked on, their breaths coming out in steamy puffs before them.

Int.
The Hyatt Regency Hotel, Cleveland – Late Afternoon

"And that was a room for two, Sir?"

"Room for – most certainly not! The young...woman...should be registered under her own name."

The hotel clerk glanced at the pair – the older man and the young, pretty woman. "Yes, Sir," he said. He looked on his computer and found the man's name: Raymond, Edward and asked the woman her name.

She started to give her real name – Amy – and changed it very quickly in midstream "Adele..." she blinked, panicking, then suddenly remembered, "Maddington."

Ethan frowned at her disgustedly.

"You are in adjoining suites with a common door between – rooms 412 and 414. Your rooms are ready. I'll ring for the bellhop."

They went to their separate rooms without another word to one another and began to unpack. Ethan pulled his clothes crisply out of his one large suitcase, hanging them with care and smoothing them sharply with the flat of his hand.

Amy merely stuffed her things quickly into dresser drawers, ignoring one of her blouse sleeves hanging out of one. She went into the bathroom and ran the shower, then turned on the television to a music channel. Casting nervous glances this way and that she left the room and skittered down the hallway, keeping to the far wall, on her way to the elevators.

Ext.
Cleveland – Day

Amy emerged from the Hyatt Regency and entered the Arcade Shopping Center. There was a mass of people doing their pre-Thanksgiving Day shopping. She blended in with the throng and found a pay phone not far from the Regency.

"Hello, overseas operator."

"Yes, operator, I'd like to place a call to London, collect, to this number..."

Int.
Hyatt Regency – same time

Ethan banged on the door between his and Amy's room. "I said will you please turn that damn radio down!" He listened more carefully. The shower was running. He sighed heavily, removed his clothes and began to draw his own bath.

Ext.
Shopping Center – same time

"Yes, Bonnie, I'm at a payphone. Yes, we used the false names. Now, what do you want me to do? Awakening spell...yes...Hellmouth is where?" Amy took out a pad and pencil from her bag and began to scribble notes on it. "I won't tell him a thing. He'll never know. Well...a girl's going to want to go shopping in a big city, right? He won't want to come along with me for that. That's when I'll do it. Alright. Goodbye."

Amy's eyes darted every which way before she hung up the phone. She returned to her room at the Regency almost as fast as she had left.

Int.
Hyatt Regency – a while later

When Ethan emerged from his bath, there was a message on his phone. He picked up the receiver and dialed into the voice mail service. Amy's voice sounded from the recording.

"Hello, Eth – I mean...Edward. This is 'Adele.' "

"No kidding," Ethan replied to the recording.

"I thought that we might have dinner together since it's our first night here before we begin work. We could go over some of our plans for tomorrow. Please call me as soon as you hear this."

"Bugger!" Ethan muttered and banged on the common door again.

Amy opened it, and looked at him, startled.

"Oh, sorry," he smirked as he pulled up the only piece of cloth he had on – a small bath towel slung very low about his hips – "but you said to speak to you as soon as I got your message. I'd be delighted to dine with you – as soon as I put some clothes on."

He noticed Amy's roving eyes.

He smiled thinly, "Or we could order in and you take some off..."

Her eyes shot up and she saw the mocking look on his face. She gave him a searing look and shut the door.

Ethan laughed.

Int.
Willow's Living Room – That Evening

"So where's little sis?" Willow's book asked.

"Hmmm?" Willow lifted it and looked down into Kennedy's eyes. The young Slayer had been lying with her head in Willow's lap as Willow read.

"Little sis?"

Kennedy swung her legs off the couch and sat up. "You know – Summers the Second."

"Oh – Dawn." Willow grinned. "She went to bed early. All the excitement, the plane trip, being shown around the School – it all took its toll on her, I guess."

"So...I have you to myself, then."

"You always do."

"Then let's do something. I'm bored."

"Oh. Okay. Do you want hear about this book? It's really fascinating."

The look of disinterest on Kennedy's face said it all.

"Okay. Bad. Bad book." Willow hit the cover and put the book on the coffee table. "Well, what about a game of chess? I'm not as good as Giles, but I can play a pretty mean –"

"I don't know how to play chess."

"Well – I -I could teach you...It'd be fun. And it'd be nice not to get beaten all the time. Giles always wins."

"I wasn't interested in learning chess when my dad tried to teach me in sixth grade. And surprise! – nothing's changed. What about checkers?"

Willow frowned and furrowed her brow, thinking. "What about something to eat? I don't know about you but Andrew's cooking isn't always what he cracks it up to be. I saw a new Sushi place downtown a couple of days ago that looks – "

"Dead, uncooked, fish-flesh? Do I look like a seagull? How about Italian? I like Italian."

"Well...pasta doesn't exactly make my tummy go all yummy-wummy, but...pizza's good! A nice pepperoni pizza and some wine right here in front of the fireplace...I have a video we could watch, too, all about the Spanish Inquisition, that I haven't seen yet."

Kennedy gave a quick laugh. "Nobody expects the Spanish Inquisition."

"Huh?"

"Monty Python? The comfy chair and a fanatical devotion to the Pope? You know?…Okay, you don't know. Well, we could watch that instead."

"Um, yeah, but I'm, well, I'm not really into British humor."

"Gimme a break. You like Giles and you got to admit, he's pretty funny sometimes."

Willow shrugged. "Well, he's not so British these days. He's kinda been Americanized."

Kennedy looked impatiently back at Willow. Then she began tapping her fingers on her thighs.

"It's okay, Sweetie," Willow said, "We can watch Monty Python if you want."[image: image13.jpg]


 

Kennedy tapped her fingers a few more times, then stopped. "I have an idea," she said smiling sideways at Willow. "Let's go into the bedroom, get naked and pop in Gone with the Wind. That, a bowl of popcorn...oh, yeah – and you! Two Scarlets would suit me just fine. You in?"

Willow paused a moment and gave her a lecherous grin. "Race ya," she said, quickly darting toward the bedroom with Kennedy in hot pursuit.

Act Two
Int.
Watcher's Council Kitchen – Morning

Dawn bounced happily into the staff kitchen.

"Hi!"

"Aieeek!" Andrew spun, his apron swirling out from his hips like a skirt. He brandished a long metal spatula before the smirking teenager. "Don't do that!" he told her.  
"Or what? You're gonna flip me over?"

"When I left you," he said holding the spatula in front of himself like a light-saber, "I was but a student. Now," he turned and slid the spatula beneath the fried egg, "I am the master chef."

A small movement at the kitchen table caught Dawn's attention and she turned to see the latter half of an eye-roll being given to Andrew by a boy around her age with dark hair and bright blue eyes.[image: image14.jpg]



"Hi," Dawn said taking a seat.

"Mm."

"I'm Dawn."

"I know."

"You do?" she asked with a hint of surprise.

"Duh! Dawn Summers. The human Key. The Slayer's pesky kid sister. The Scooby-dupe. You got baby-sat by Spike and haunted by your mother's ghost. You walked around twiddling your thumbs at The First while everybody else got to be a Slayer. But you're pretty. So you got somethin' goin' for ya."

"And just who the hell are you?"

"Jeff. Jeff Lindquist."

Dawn paused a moment. "Riiight. The firestarter." She noticed an open book of spells before the boy. "Planning to torch something else?" she quipped.

He raised it up so she could see the title. She stared at the strange lettering for a quick second.

"You're reading that in Sumarian?"

Another eyeroll. "You don't know much. It's ancient Sumarian."

"All Sumarian is ancient. It's a dead language," she countered. "But I'm sure you knew that too…So, where'd you learn to read ancient Sumarian?"

Jeff set the book back down. "My mother taught me. She teaches here. We live in the Watcher's quarters. What about you?"

"I live with my sister."

"Again I say, 'duh?' – I mean who taught you?"

"Oh! Well, Giles started to and then I picked up some more on my own..."

The two continued to talk as Andrew burned more breakfast.
Int.
The County Clerk's Offices – Morning
Cleveland[image: image15.jpg]



Willow stood at the clerk's window waiting for her to finalize the paperwork and the forms the plumber gave her to upgrade the Council's sprinkler system.  
She didn't notice the young woman who stole out of the office diagonally across the hall. Amy had just finished planting the last of a series of talismans in City Hall offices.  
"Now, you're sure you're up to code on your smoke detectors?" the clerk asked, "because this only handles the plumbing, not any electrical." 

"Oh yes, state-of-the-art detectors of all things smoky. In every nook and cranny." Willow answered, smiling.

The clerk smiled back. 

Ethan walked up behind Amy who was now peering around the corner of the hallway.

"If you're trying to be inconspicuous, peering around corners won't help. May I suggest an invisibility spell? That way, no one would have to see you," he added under his breath. 

"Quiet," she whispered.

"My-my. We look as though we've seen a ghost. Not to worry. I'm sure he'll be far more frightened of you…If he has any sense." 

Amy completely ignored Ethan. He came up alongside her and looked down the hallway. There at the service window stood a customer speaking pleasantly with the clerk. He looked back at Amy wondering at her interest in the exchange.

"I know her," Amy whispered. "She could blow my cover." 

"Oh, well then, by all means, let's stand here and wait for her to notice you."

The customer's voice carried over to Ethan's ears. 

"And then another time, I had just finished teaching my class and the sprinkler went off again..."

Ethan turned his head slowly, not sure why that voice seemed so familiar. All he could see was red-red hair. Suddenly, the customer dropped the pen she'd been holding. She bent down to pick it up and as she rose again, laughing with the clerk, Ethan got a good look at her face. 

"Well-well-well. How fortuitous. But what is she doing here?"

"You know her too?" Amy asked. 

"She's the Slayer's friend. "Holly... Cherry... Wisteria..."

"Willow," Amy provided, surprised. "Willow Rosenberg." 

"Yes. Rumor in the underworld says she got into a bit of trouble a while back with some black magicks. Flayed someone alive just by looking at them – very powerful I'm told," he said, the admiration clear in his voice.

"Who told you about tha –?" 

"How do you know her?" Ethan countered.

"I used to live in Sunnydale. We went to high school there with Buffy and Willow and the rest of –" 

"Ah yes, the Slayer and her Droopies."

"Scoobies," Amy corrected. 

"Whatever. So then, you are quite familiar with them all – including, perhaps, one Rupert Gi –"

"Shhh! C'mon – this way," Amy pulled Ethan into a corner by the elevators as Willow turned and began to walk toward them. 

Wedging herself into the corner, Amy pulled Ethan into her, yanked his face down and pressed his lips against hers. She held his head tightly between her hands, grasping his hair.

Willow turned the corner to the elevators and saw the couple – the woman almost completely hidden by the man with his back to Willow – in the corner. She smiled and turned bashfully away. 

Ethan began to squirm uncomfortably against Amy's thin lips. She glanced to see the elevator had yet to arrive. Amy felt Ethan start to pull away and angrily dug her fingernails into his scalp. He jerked once – in pain – but didn't lose contact.

At the elevator, Willow shifted from one foot to the other, nervously keeping from looking at the amorous couple. Finally, the elevator arrived and after another eternity, the doors opened. 

"Elevator's... uh... here..." she offered meekly. The couple made no move or sign. She smiled awkwardly, looked down, and got in the lift. "Of course what you might want to get is a room," Willow muttered as she pressed the button.

The doors slid shut – 

– and a slap rang out in the hallway.

"What?" Ethan protested, hand to his face. "You started it…Tease." 

"C'mon," Amy said. "I want to see where she's going."

"Or who she's going to, " Ethan added as they hurried to the stairwell. 

Willow walked out the front door of City Hall and down the street to a waiting car. Amy and Ethan cautiously exited the building just seconds later.

"There she is," Amy said. 

She and Ethan kept their distance as they followed the redhead down the street.

Willow stopped at a bright silver Aston Martin and Ethan put his arm out, quickly stopping Amy as he watched. 

"Ripper... " Ethan said on a breath.

"Who?" Amy asked as they stared at Willow and Giles in the car a few yards away. 

"Still robbing the cradle, eh old mate?"

"You mean Giles? Yeah," Amy sneered, "Buffy was his little pet Slayer and now Willow's his little pet Witch." 

"Ah, the sweet sound of jealousy and perhaps just a smattering of what – pure hatred?"

"This is

 HYPERLINK "http://thewatcherscouncil.net/sounds/seasonone/ilaw/amy_power.mp3" \t "_blank"  not about hate; it's about power...She's got it and I want it."
"Quick," Ethan said, "They're leaving. Taxi!"
A yellow cab pulled up and Ethan hopped in, pulling Amy along with him.
"Where ya goin'?" the cab driver asked.
"How gauche to have to say," Ethan replied. "Follow that car!"
It wasn't long before they had left the city center and were driving toward the coast of Lake Erie. When the silver car turned onto the road leading to a large converted brick building in the distance, Ethan bade the driver stop and let them out.
"Wait for us," he told the driver. "We won't be long."
"I don't get paid for waiting."
"You will – and very nicely" Ethan flashed a wad of bills at him.
"So twist my arm," the driver grinned, turning the car off.
Ethan and Amy carefully made their way along the road, taking care not to be seen. They stopped at some distance away by a cluster of trees and watched.
Three young women came out of the building and Giles and Willow spoke with them. Then the group started to go indoors.
"So, Ripper... you've set up shop here. And you're flying the banner of the Watchers. But where's your Slayer?" Ethan mused.
"She's not here, she's not with Giles anymore," Amy told him. "But that girl – the one on the end with the long hair – that's Buffy's sister, Dawn."
"Well," Ethan said looking at Amy as if for the first time, "you seem to know a lot about Ripper and his Little Red Witch and friends. Seems he's gotten tired of blondes and has taken up redheads, instead."
"Believe me," Amy said, "there's nothing going on between Giles and Willow. Not that way, anyhow."
"Oh, you don't know Ripper like I do."

Amy snorted. "You don't know Willow."

"I see. She's a good girl."

"No. She's gay."

"Ah. And you're certain you're not jealous?"

Int.
Ethan's Room – The Hyatt Regency Hotel – Evening

That night, alone in his room, Ethan sat shirtless and cross-legged on the floor. In front of him was a circle of candles, each connected with rough, hand-twisted string. Inside the circle lay a piece of paper with the address of the new Watchers building. Beneath that paper was an old wallet-photo of a very young and long-haired Rupert Giles playing an electric guitar.[image: image16.jpg]



Ethan picked up the worn, crinkled photo and looked at it.  
"What a waste," he said quietly. "So much going for you and –" he stopped, and sighed sharply. "And you threw – it – away," he finished disgustedly. "Oh well," he murmured gravely, "let's see if we can't make up for it now."

He wrapped a few herbs within the paper with the address on it and deftly folded the ends in. Then he laid the herb-filled paper on top of the photo and sprinkled some toadflax on everything. Finally, he chanted:

"By this black night and
this red flame,
Let naught, for you,
be quite the same.
And those who, with you,
do remain,
Beleaguered be;
and Chaos reign."

He clapped his hands together once, sharply. Flame burst from within the herb-wrapped paper. It quickly engulfed the entire thing and went out without any trace, leaving the photo of young, rocker Giles unscathed upon the floor.

Int.
Amy's Room – The Hyatt Regency Hotel – Evening

In the adjacent room, Amy Madison was working a more straightforward spell. She didn't have an image or photo of Willow, so Ethan had cleverly drawn one for her. It hadn't been a half-bad rendering – certainly enough to enable the spell. The flame she produced burned everything, including the likeness of Willow beneath it, until nothing remained but ash.

Int.
Ethan's Room – The Hyatt Regency Hotel – Evening

Ethan lifted up the picture of young Giles and smiled almost warmly at it. "You know old mate" he said to the image, "Cyril was right. I'm beginning to like this job far better than the rest after all..."

Int.
Watcher's Council Kitchen – Morning

It was Andrew who noticed the problem first. The water from the cold-water tap in the kitchen was running red-hot and the hot water, ice cold. Giles noticed it too, when his morning hot shower – so soothing and inviting – hit him with all the warmth of an Icelandic glacier.

Elsewhere in the Watcher's School, light switches worked at will, some lighting up every light, others not lighting at all. Two ceiling lights in the girls' dorm hummed and popped wildly before blowing out completely, sending a shower of sparks down from above.

Dawn was not aware of any of these things since she was fast asleep in her own room.

Her alarm went off with a loud ringing and she came up out of sleep just enough to flay at the clock until she hit the off-button. Then she rolled over and pulled the blankets over her head, blocking the morning sunlight. The clock rang again. She turned it off again. It rang again. She turned it off again. It rang again and again and so forth until she pulled the batteries from it and flung them to the floor where they proceeded to roll under the bed. All lay quiet and still, including Dawn for a few minutes. Smiling, she breathed deeply and relaxed, heading back toward sleep.

The window shade rolled up at once and hit with such force that the entire shade roll dislodged from its brackets and fell to the floor with a crash. Sunlight struck Dawn and she stared at the ceiling, and sighed.
Int.
City Hall – Morning

"They should be experiencing some of it right about now, I'd say," Ethan told Amy as they made their way to City Hall to finish their original job.

"I don't get it," Amy said as they walked toward the building, "What's between you and Giles?"

"More than he'll ever admit," Ethan said seriously.

"Well, if you want any help..."

"My dear girl, Ripper is the one person I don't need any help with. Now, let's finish placing these talismans. We've only a few more, and once that's done, we can get on with the spell."

"I think we're casting too widely. We can't control that many people at once – I mean, the entire City Council and –"

"Yes, but you see, my dear – dear assistant... these are politicians – easily influenced and controlled. It would be a lot different if they had minds of their own or particularly strong wills. Even if one or two of them do, they wouldn't be any match for me."

"Or me."

"So say we all..."

Amy turned her head sharply and glared at him, but Ethan kept walking as though he'd taken no notice. She stood on the sidewalk, lost in thought.

Ethan turned just as he reached the building entrance.

"And now I'm working solo?" he asked her, unsmilingly. He didn't wait for an answer. "Well. That's what I wanted in the first place." He opened the door to the building and went through without another word.

Amy, scowling, followed.

Int.
Willow's Classroom Room – Afternoon

Willow entered the classroom, smiling. She looked around and noticed that their class guest, Dawn, had chosen a seat next to Jeff. As usual, all the students – and Dawn – remained standing behind their desks until Willow led them in the blessing:

Blessed be the earth.
Blessed be the waters.
Blessed be the sky
And we, their sons and daughters.
Blessed be our hands.
Blessed be our minds.
Blessed be our works
That we may help mankind.
Blessed be, blessed be, blessed be.

And as usual, Willow gave them all a simple charm to cast to begin the class. This day, it was a slightly more demanding task – to pull their chairs out without touching them.

Willow demonstrated first by gazing at her own chair. Almost immediately it backed up, scraping lightly over the floor. It came to a stop at just the right distance and Willow took a seat.

There was a brief pause as the fledgling witches stared at their own chairs. Dawn gave a shrug and decided she'd try too.

At first, one or two chairs scraped the floor harshly, intermittently, but were soon joined by the rest until all the chairs – except for two – had come out from under their desks at greater or lesser intervals. The students took their seats one by one.

Dawn's chair seemed to wobble, catching Willow's attention. Her eyes narrowed at the sight. The chatter of the girls in the class died down to nothing as Willow began to stand up. Dawn's chair was making noise as it jerked slightly in place.

That was when Willow saw the sly smile on Dawn's face. Looking down, she spotted the source of the magic at the end of Dawn's foot. The teenager was nudging the chair with her toe. "Dawnie!" Willow laughed out loud.

"Made ya look," Dawn said with a grin.

Jeff's chair – which hadn't traveled an inch – suddenly moved. It flipped a somersault over the long desks behind it. Two of the students had to dive to the floor to avoid being hit as it flew back against the wall. It hit with a loud 'crack.' The chair snapped right down the middle and fell to the floor.

The room was silent. Everyone stared first at the chair and then at Jeff who stood with balled fists and an angry expression.

Willow frowned. "And again, a little too much energy for –"

"Wow!" Dawn said. "That was – wow. Even Will wasn't that strong when she first –"

Dawn heard the snickers of some of the girls.

Jeff looked away. He pulled another of the chairs over and sat down sullenly.

Dawn quietly took her seat.

Willow shot a caustic glance at the snickering girls but said gently, "It's always a good thing to have the power. Sometimes, though, it can be tricky to harness it. That comes with age, practice and patience. And it pays off. Believe me."

She smiled and began to sit down but she never made it. Suddenly, her own chair shot back and hit the wall as Willow herself dropped down and out of sight. The students all leapt from their seats and gathered about her desk only to find Willow sitting on the floor, making pained faces and rubbing her butt.

She looked up. "Jeffrey – I'd like to see you after class. Everyone, sit down – carefully! And no one do or say anything. Now let's try to get to work."
Dawn whispered to Jeff, "Friendly tip – don't piss Willow off."
Jeff looked at Dawn. "Wasn't me," he said, irritably.
"What did you say?" Willow asked.
Jeff looked up to find Willow looking at him, expectantly. "I said it wasn't me," he said in a louder voice.
The students snickered again. Willow gave him a look and began to speak, but something in Dawn's expression stopped her. Willow sighed and picked up her lecture.[image: image17.jpg]



"If it wasn't you," Dawn whispered, "then who do you think it was?" 
"I don't know," Jeff whispered back. "But when I find out..."

"Shh," Dawn said, seeing Willow's eyes on them both. "We'll figure it out later – after school."

Jeff turned and blinked at her a couple of times – surprised. Dawn simply smiled over at him and he unexpectedly found himself smiling back.

Fade to
Int.
City Hall – Late Morning

An hour later, Ethan and Amy left City Hall with Ethan carrying a list.

"We'll spell the City Directors on this list tomorrow," Ethan told her, "as soon as I've prepared what we need."

"Good," Amy said, "I'd like to do a little shopping today."

Ethan stopped in his tracks. "Shopping? I thought you might like to accompany me to Ripper's new home for wayward Slayers and –"

"Yeah, yeah, I would. Really. But I – well, a girl needs a few things, you know? There'll be time for Ri – uh, Giles." Scowling, she added "And Willow."

"I see... Well then – I shall meet you back at the hotel tonight."

Agreeing, Amy and Ethan split up, taking separate taxis.

"Where to?" the driver asked Ethan.

"You see that cab that just pulled away? The one at the stoplight?"

"Yeah."

"Follow it."

Int.
Back Hallway, The Watcher's School
Noon

"You're wrong, Ken. About Jeffrey knowing what he's doing."
"Willow, he made your chair go all [image: image18.jpg]


Crash Gordon on you!" 
"Well, maybe. Okay, so yeah. But he's just a kid a-and he's got a lot of – of serious potential. He just needs to learn some control is all. Besides, he's a teenager with lots of pent-up hostility and – and I know that nothing boosts a witch's energy levels like being a little bit – well, cranky and hormonal."

Kennedy looked impatiently back at Willow. "No. You made a mistake letting him take the Magic class. He can't handle it. And besides, he gets into plenty of trouble without using magic. Or did you forget about the laundry incident?"

"Well... everything was put back. Even the underwear –"

"Hello? He flew it all at half-mast when the City Council came down to give Giles final approval for the School..."

"And anyway, no underwear was hurt in the incident."

Kennedy turned disgustedly away from Willow.

"And they had that nice, breezy, lakefront scen –"

"Willow! That's not the point," Kennedy persisted.

"Look Ken, being your girlfriend I say this with love – this really isn't your area of expertise, okay? Yeah, the kid has some anger management issues and likes causing mischief, but he's not all that different than I was back then a-and maybe if I had someone to show me right from wrong I might of…Let's just say things might have been different for me."

Kennedy seemed unaffected by the confession. "What if he wants to join the Coven? No one wants him there."

"He can't join the Coven."

"Good. Huh? Why? He can do magic – bad magic – so why couldn't he join? Not that I'm arguing."

"Besides the fact that you and everyone else thinks he's a – a bad seed? Because he's not eighteen. You have to be a legal adult to join a Coven. Some rituals and spells are too adult to allow a – a kid to participate. And some are done skyclad. You know – naked... start out with itchy robes on, but then..."

"They come off?" Kennedy smiled seductively and spun to face Willow.

"Yeah. They... "

Kennedy pressed her lips against Willow's and they kissed gently for a moment.

"Maybe I'd like to join your Coven," Kennedy said. "Or maybe we could just have a cylcops ritual of our own."

"Skyclad."

"Whatever... "

"Mmmmm... Ken... mmmmmnnn... Ken, sweetie, I have to run downstairs and get next week's lessons outlined. I'll see you after supper and then maybe we can – find a couple of itchy brown robes."

"Itchy ropes? Sounds good to me," Kennedy smiled mischievously. She turned and walked down the hall to her next class.

"I said robes!" Willow called after her, smiling. Willow headed toward the back stairwell to avoid the crush of students about to return from lunch.

She opened the large steel door ignoring the "Off Limits, Hazardous Area" sign. Light streamed in from the high-set windows in the stairwell, making her squint. She waited until her eyes adjusted to the bright light. Then she began to carefully make her way down the stairs. She walked down four or five of the chipped and cracked concrete steps.

Then it happened.

Her legs became wobbly. Dizziness overtook her. She grabbed the handrail and held it fast to keep from falling. But the handrail came easily towards her, as though it was made of warm taffy.

"Oh!" she cried out once and tumbled.

She fell face down on the landing below and didn't move for a second or two. Her stomach wrenched. She couldn't breathe. She coughed raggedly as air rushed back into her lungs.

She tried to get up, but her right knee felt like it was on fire and hurt too much to bend. Something wet trickled down her forehead to her lip and she recognized the metallic taste of blood.

"Ken..." she said shakily as she raised herself up with her hands. "Gi –"

Her arms gave out and her cheek hit the floor with a heavy thump. She lay unconscious in the filtered light of the sun's rays, covered with cement dust and crumbled bits of concrete.

Ext.
The Hyatt Regency Hotel – Afternoon

"Let me out here, driver," Ethan said as Amy's cab pulled up in front of the Hyatt Regency ahead of them.

He threw several bills at the driver, not paying attention to how much he had over-paid and got out of the cab.

"Hey, Mister, your change..." the driver's voice faded behind Ethan.

Ethan sighed, his pace slowing. "Well that was a lot of money wasted for nothing," he said aloud. "Or is it!" A well-dressed elderly woman passing by gave him a wary look.

Ethan entered the Regency behind Amy and saw the elevator door close. He quickly took the adjacent lift to his and Amy's floor. He arrived in time to see her room door close.

Quietly, he entered his own room and moved soundlessly to their common door. He pressed his ear to it.

"Blessed be the dark gods, the source of my power, my soul-guides and my strength..."

Ethan listened carefully as Amy cast a spell calling on the powers of the dark gods. She had put out one of her hand-hammered casting bowls filled with cloyingly sweet-smelling ingredients. She continued her chant as she laid out a pentagram around herself and the bowl. Then she closed the pentagram and lit candles at each of its corners.

"... call ye forth and cast ye out into the world."

Ethan's eyes widened as he recognized the spell.

". . awaken and alight, breathe ye of this world and rage upon its beauty. Be thee shadow no longer but live full upon the wind and water and earth that even fire should bow before thee and thoust rekindle the fullness of thy life."

Amy lit the ingredients in the bowl. They began to smolder and glow. A flame appeared – small at first, then rising to a height of almost four feet.

"Awaken, all! Awaken and be! Awaken and blessed be thee!"

Amy sprinkled yew bark, mugwort, amaranth and ebony shavings over the burning ingredients. The flame dipped and rose again.

Next, she flung Balm of Gilead onto the mixture. The flame was immediately sucked down; it dragged oxygen into it like a vacuum.

Amy looked down. All of the ingredients had completely disintegrated. There was nothing left in the bowl. It was as pristine as when she had started.

She smiled.

"By Janus and all the gods," Ethan whispered behind the closed door, "what have you done?"

Ethan waited long moments at the door between his and Amy's room until he heard her leave. Then, he followed her out of the hotel and into the Arcade Shopping Center to a phone booth. He kept out of sight as she made a call and heard her say Cyril Rodham's name and something about her task being accomplished. She hung up and went on to shop.

Ethan waited until she was well out of sight. Then he went to the phone booth and placed a call. "It's Rayne. I need information. I need to know if there is a dormant Hellmouth or doorway in or around Cleveland. No, Cleveland, New Jersey – of course, Ohio! Yes, I'll wait…as if I have a choice."

Int.
The Watcher's School – Back Hallway

"Where are we going?" Dawn asked Jeff.

"The secret gathering place."

"Secret hiding place?"

"Gathering! The secret gathering place. Whenever the class wants to do magic without Willow knowing it, they go to their secret gathering place."

"They're doing magic on their own?"

"Yeah. That and sneakin' cigarettes and beer."

"Well, if it's such a secret how do you know about it?"

"'Cause I follow 'em. And I watch 'em an' listen to 'em cast spells and talk. Gets kinda boring. They talk about the same stuff over and over, mostly about clothes and boys – and me."

"What do they say about you?"

"The usual," he grunted and fell silent.

From the look on his face Dawn could see she shouldn't press the point further.

"So why are we going to the secret gathering place?" she asked.

Jeff rolled his eyes. "If we're gonna figure out who did the magics on Willow's chair, we have to look for clues."

"Where spells are cast... in secret... in the secret gathering place." Dawn finished.

"Were all the Scoobies as bright as you?"

Dawn bit down on a sharp reply.

"This way," he told her. They started down a long, dark corridor at the back of the building.

Dawn noticed the optical illusion: the additional corridor wasn't apparent until one got very close to it because of the sharp angle it took off the secondary corridor. It looked as though they were heading down a dead-end. "What part of the building is this?" she asked a bit warily.

"You scared?"

"No. Just – didn't see this part of the place, that's all."

"You're scared," Jeff concluded.

"Hey!" Dawn said loudly. "I've faced a lot of creepy stuff in my time – hallways are nothing compared to battling ubervamps."

Jeff ignored the comment and pointed. "Here, this way."

He led her to the doorway to the secret gathering place. On the door was a sign she could only partially make out. The words 'Limits' and 'Hazardous' jumped out at her. Jeff opened the door.

"They aren't here tonight," he explained "or we woulda seen the glow from the cigarettes and candles under the door." He lifted something out of his pocket and – click! – a light beamed into the stairwell.

"You had a flashlight all this ti – hey! What is that? Down there!"

Jeff shined the light down toward the spot Dawn indicated. There at the bottom of the landing lay a still and familiar form.

"Ohmygod, ohmygod," Dawn flew down the stairs.

"Hey, careful!" Jeff warned.

"Willow!" Dawn cried out. One of her feet slipped on the crumbling steps and she almost tumbled down the stairs herself. She grasped the banister, steadied herself, and continued down to Willow's side.

"Willow? Willow!" She gently touched the witch's shoulders to rouse her.

Jeff had reached them and knelt down beside Dawn.

"Is she – she's not – she's still, alive... right?"

Dawn looked at Jeff. The anger and arrogance was gone and she could hear the concern in his voice.

"She's alive," Dawn said, calmly, removing her fingers from Willow's neck. "She's unconscious."

Jeff reached out and began to raise Willow's shoulders.

"No! We don't know how bad she's hurt," Dawn said swatting him away. The boy looked up, wide-eyed at Dawn's sureness and assertiveness. "Get Giles," Dawn ordered firmly. [image: image19.jpg]


"Tell him Willow fell down the stairs and she's unconscious. Leave the flashlight."

Dawn began checking Willow's pulse at her neck again as Jeff took the stairs two at a time.

Dawn heard his fading footfalls. She looked back down at the red-on-red of blood-soaked hair plastered to Willow's head. Dawn brushed back a shock of it.

"Please be okay." 
 

 

 Act Three
Int.
Willow's Living Room – Next morning

It didn't matter that Willow was only clicking the 'off' button on the T.V. remote – every click brought a new surprise. Click – the channel changed. Click – the T.V. shut off and immediately came back on. Click – the sound went off and the picture scrambled. Click – the sound went back to normal but the picture came through in green-tones. Click – orange tones now and blaring sound.[image: image20.jpg]



Willow put a hand to her pounding, bandaged head as Kennedy walked in.

"Hey," she shouted over the T.V., "are you alright?"

Willow half-shouted back. "I'm fine – but the T.V.'s not –"

The T.V. turned itself off.

" – working right," she finished, in a softer, puzzled tone.

"Nothing's working right," Kennedy told her. "Giles gave everybody the day off and called recess a day early so he could go around and see what else is affected. Nobody's complaining, mind you. But with Robin and Faith away, he doesn't have anybody to boss around. And Rowena doesn't get back from Nova Scotia until after the holiday. Which means he's got no one to impress, either."

Giles slowly rounded the turn into Willow's doorway and stood regarding Kennedy.

"So now he's sticking his nose in everything else –"

"Ken..." Willow said, uncomfortably, trying to motion her to turn around.

"What? It's true."

Willow was about to say something else but Giles lightly rapped on the doorframe.

Kennedy spun around to face him.

"Giles!" Willow chirped, "What a surprise! What brings you here – to my room. To visit. Me..."

"Oh, just thought, since I've no one to 'boss around' or 'impress' that I'd 'stick my nose in' and see how you were feeling."

Willow saw Kennedy gear up for a fast answer.

"Ken! Uh – you know what? I – um – I'd like some – uh –" She looked up at Giles and said the first thing that came to her. "Tea! Tea. Tea would be really nice. Wouldn't it?" she asked Giles.

Kennedy rolled her eyes. "I can take a hint. I'll get Andrew to make some. What about you?" she asked Giles.

"Yes, actually, tea would be quite nice about now. Thank you."

"Yeah." Kennedy started out of the room. "Hey," she said turning around to Giles, "don't go making her headache any worse."

"I don't think I could," he answered.

Kennedy smirked and left the room. Giles watched her go.

"Giles, she doesn't mean anything by it," Willow began apologetically.

"No offense taken," he smiled gently at the witch. "Kennedy is a spirited young woman with a gift for quick retorts, which is a surprise."

"How so?"

"Well, you always seemed to fall for soft-spoken people. And Kennedy is far from demure. In fact, she's quite a force. Rather reminds me at times of –" Giles cut himself off and his smile faded.

"Buffy," she finished for him.

He smiled at her but she could see a sadness coming into his eyes. "Well, her too, I suppose. But mostly, Jenny."

Willow looked down at the quilt over her legs.

"Jenny might not have been the perfect match for me but I loved her just the same. I couldn't explain it but sometimes you can't explain who you love." Giles took his glasses off and began to clean them slowly. He sat down on the edge of the sofa, next to Willow.

The redhead shifted uncomfortably and adjusted the pillow behind her.

"So how are you feeling? Somewhat sore and achy, I suppose..."

"Yeah," Willow said quietly.

Giles looked at her downcast expression and placed his hand gingerly atop hers. "Well, I'm here to be Mr. Cheer-You-Up-Guy," he smiled.

She looked up at him. "Giles, you're terrible at Xander-speak."

"Speaking of which…"

"We've narrowed a location?" Willow asked hopefully.

"Unfortunately no – I got a call this morning," Giles sighed. "I was hoping our contact in the FBI might be of some use but even the Bureau can't find him I'm afraid."

"Maybe I should seriously start looking into that 'find a sidekick' spell I joked about. If the feds aren't much use I'm not sure what else we can do. It's just frustrating. Some powerful witch I am, huh? I can't find my best friend or my footing, apparently."

"Willow, I know you're – embarrassed – by your fall. But accidents do happen, even to the most sure-footed of us."

"Yeah, but it wasn't just being clumsy. And I'm not so sure all the other things going on around here are just coincidence or 'technical difficulties' either."

"We'll there have been a few odd occurrences I'll admit," Giles remarked.

"Water running hot and cold but out of opposite faucets? My chair flying out from under me? Andrew was ranting about losing control of his electric mixer and splattering batter all over the kitchen walls ... and the lights – on, off, flickering, exploding... this T.V. set..."

"Well, if you recall the power outage we had in August –"

"...the computers, Giles – all going buggy – and not just the usual buggy, I mean running all kinds of code... and – and the stairs... " Willow weighed her words carefully and continued. "Giles, those stairs may be falling apart, but they never turned to rubber before."

Giles's look turned very serious.

"What is it?" she asked.

"Dear lord, I suppose – I – I – I mean – after all we've been through it seems a bit humorous, really..."

"There's something funny? Well – tell me. I like funny. Funny is good. I could use funny right now."

Giles shook his head. "I – I just wonder whether it could be a poltergeist. Lord knows we have plenty of youngsters around at just the right age to allow a poltergeist to manifest. When you factor in their innate supernatural qualities and the fact that this is a place where mystical powers are being used in – and outside – class and... well you must admit that Jeffrey alone has a rather volatile nature and quite a bit of potential supernatural energy..."

Willow thought for a moment and frowned. "A poltergeist can move things around. And it could throw things across a room. We learned that all too well when we moved in. But can it transform a concrete stairway into rubber? Can it make a handrail go soft and squishy?"

"Tea's here," Kennedy said as she brought a tray loaded with oatmeal-raisin cookies, a teapot and cups into the room. She saw Willow looking pained.

"I knew it," she said, setting the tea tray down. She took a slayeresque stance in front of Giles and put her hands on her hips. "Out," she told him, with mock-severity. "Don't make me get rough."

Giles nodded, half-smiling. "We'll talk some more later on," he told Willow, patting her hand.

"Yeah," Willow said, deflated. "Thanks." She smiled up half-heartedly at him and watched him leave the room.

"What was that all about?" Kennedy asked.

"You don't want to know."

"You're right – I don't. What's on T.V.?"

Kennedy grabbed the remote and clicked the on-button. The T.V. started up immediately with no trouble.

"... reminiscent of the power outage in mid-August," a newscaster said. "It seems that early this morning a problem began which Cleveland city work crews and Electric Company officials can't seem to figure out. All of the city's downtown traffic lights are malfunctioning. There have been accidents throughout the downtown area and off-duty police and D-O-T workers have been called in to direct traffic and put up stop signs until the problem can be fixed. Let's go to Matt Lanner for a report..."

Kennedy snuggled into Willow's arms, kissing her but getting no response. She looked back to the television that had Willow's full attention.

"It's not just us," Willow muttered.
Int.
Ethan's Room – Early Evening

Ethan turned off the television. He didn't need to watch any more of the report – the same one Willow was watching – of the strange occurances around town.
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"So," he said simply. "Chaos reigns." 
"Yeah," Amy answered curtly. "R-e-i-n-s, not R-a-y –"

"You mean r-e-i-g-n-s," Ethan rejoined.

"Huh?

"Bugger. We're supposed to be spelling the Cleveland City Council not the City of Cleveland. And how on earth can we do that if you're causing all this commotion?"

"And you call yourself a Chaos worshipper."

"I am a progenitor of Chaos, not merely a worshipper. But good chaos takes good planning. And this, " Ethan pointed at the T.V., "is no plan at all!"

"I didn't use a plan. Just a spell. Just for fun. It'll stop after a while. Then we can finish the job and go."

"We should be going tonight! With all this happening, we'll be lucky to get out before next week."

"You know what I think? No, how could you know? You and your plain-vanilla spellcasting and unoriginal schemes. Let me tell you exactly what I think, Ethan."

"Don't call me Ethan. I'm 'Edward' and you are –"

"Amy. Amy Madison, witch. And a far better witch than you are a sorcerer. But you knew that the minute you met me. 'I work alone,' " she mocked him. "Yeah, because working with someone who knows what they're doing scares you, doesn't it?"

Amy walked up to him and said quietly, "You know, at first, I thought you were jealous. But now I get it. You're just afraid that Cyril's gonna see through your act and hire me in your place. I wonder what Cyril does with people he and the Organization are – finished using?

"I'm certain you'll find out."

"Yes, I will. And I hope it's not too painful for you." Amy smiled hatefully at Ethan and left him standing in the middle of his room.

Ethan bit his lip in frustration. "Bugger."
Int.
Willow's Living Room – Same Evening

"Giles! Giles, c'mere, hurry!" Kennedy said motioning him to the sofa.

Dawn and Kennedy were with Willow, staring intently at the screen.

"And as if electronic woes, mechanical malfunctions and lobster dinners crawling off their plates weren't enough, there are still those who are finding time to pull a prank of somewhat major proportions. Matt Lanner is here to give us the report. Matt..."

"Thanks, Claire," the reporter in the field began. "Well, it seems the Cleveland Museum of Art had a surprise joint-exhibit today when a valuable piece of terra cotta sculpture wound up in an unusual steel enclosure. The "Head of Proserpina" sculpted in 1621 by Gian Lorenzo Bernini went missing today. Security at the Museum was alerted by a visitor who wondered why the sculpture's viewing pedestal was empty.

"A frenzied search went on for about three hours this afternoon until a maintenance worker went to his supervisor in a panic over what the worker said were 'evil eyes' looking out at him from within a helmet in the Museum's armor collection. The "Armor for Man and Horse," a full-scale suit of actual medieval armor which covers both man and beast, is where they found Proserpina's head.

"Someone took the fragile sculpture and put it inside the helmet. No one's sure how it was done. In fact, one of the curators told me it should not have been possible to even remove the sculpture from its pedestal, let alone wedge it into the helmet. But as you can see from this footage, that's exactly what happened. What's left now for Museum officials are two questions: Who's responsible and how can they get the Head of Proserpina out of the helmet. This is Matt Lanner at the Cleveland Museum of Art."

Willow looked up at Giles.

"Don't you get it?" she asked.

"Well, I suppose it is slightly humorous on some level... "

"Giles. Think a minute – who was Proserpina?"

"She was the Roman goddess of springtime, kidnapped by Pluto, brought to the underworld, and set free on Jupiter's orders, but only after Pluto caused her to eat six seeds of the pomegranate ensuring her return to the underworld for six months out of each year and I don't see what this has to do with sculpture or some silly schoolboy prank and would be ever so grateful if you would enlighten me as to what you are talking about."

"If it had been the 'Head of Hecate' that was hidden in the armor, what would you say?" Willow asked.

"Obviously it was not. However, I would say that someone was sending a clear message that there was magic afoot."

"And in witchcraft, what goddess's name – besides Hecate's – is invoked a whole lot?"

Realization spread over Giles's face.

"That was no schoolboy prank," Willow continued. "The Head of Proserpina" was used on purpose and by one pretty talented witch."

Dawn squealed. "This is so great, you guys!" Three sets of eyes turned slowly to her.
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"I mean –" Dawn continued excitedly, walking around, "The whole 'things-going-bump-in-the-night' thing, the witchcraft thing, a city in confusion, dead things walking off dishes, Slayers on patrol, the spewage of cake batter on kitchen walls... And you were worried about me being bored. I haven't had this much fun since Sunny –"

Dawn suddenly noticed their stares. "What?"

Ethan's Room – The Hyatt Regency Hotel
Same Night

"Of course I know what's going on. It's been all over the BBC! 'Cleveland in Chaos!' was the headline in this evening's London Times. Not to mention The Telegraph which gave all manner of details about the 'odd occurrences.' "

"Now, Cyril, I can assure you it isn't me that's –"

"Of course it's not you! It's chaotic, certainly, but I know your work, Ethan, and I know you aren't daft enough to risk the ire of neither the Organization nor those to whom it answers. Now tell me the truth – as though your very life depends upon it. Because it does."

"Oh Cyril, do be frank, I hate it when you beat about the –"

"Enough. Tell me what you know."

"I know that my little helper – whom you so kindly 'provided' me – did an awakening spell in secret from me. I don't know exactly what she intended to awaken, but I know the spell. It's one that's often used to jump-start, among other things, a Hellmouth – one of which is located here in Cleveland. I also know that she's been in contact with you. And I know that she is behind the – how did you phrase it? – 'odd occurrences'."

"You will stop her at once," Cyril told him. "You will stop her and I will arrange for her to be teleported back here. Leave off the remainder of the job, Ethan. Do not complete it. The Organization doesn't want anymore attention drawn to Cleveland or the Hellmouth. That woman has completely fouled this mission."

"And has she fouled my pay, as well?"

"You'll get your money. But only after Amy Madison is back in my office – and before anything else happens there."

"I'll find a way."

"Ethan –" Cyril's tone was flat and matter-of-fact, "you'll never know what hit you if you don't."

"Really, Cyril, you must try to control these emotional outbursts."

Ethan heard Cyril hang up. It was then that he allowed himself to look worried.

"How is Cyril?"

Ethan spun around. Amy was standing before him, looking at him with no trace of goodwill.

"What did he want?" she asked, her eyes cold.

Ethan read her deadly look and immediately raised his hand.

But he was too late.

Amy hit him directly in the chest with a burst of angry energy that sent him flying backwards into the writing desk. His back struck the desk sharply and a pained cry escaped him as he crumpled to the floor.

He gathered his feet under him and grimaced as he quickly moved to the side to escape the next hot burst of energy. But Amy was prepared. She threw a magic compound of herbs and roots in his face. He recognized the smell of Valerian before he passed out.

Ext.
The Watcher's Council – Later that Night

Kennedy and Vi had just covered the perimeter of the grounds and were heading indoors to do a room-by-room check. They didn't see the taxi park down the street.

Amy told the driver to wait for her and he offered to help her get her drunken 'date' to the front door of the distant building.

She refused the offer. "Come on, honey," she said to an unsteady and incoherent Ethan as she helped him out of the cab. She slung his right arm over her shoulder and half-carried him down the road in the darkness. The driver shook his head once at the pair and cut off the cab's engine.

As they neared the building, Amy chanted a low verse. They reached a small group of hedges alongside the main building just as the spell took hold and Ethan slipped into unconsciousness.

Amy let him fall in a relaxed jumble of limbs, hidden but discoverable beneath the hedge. Then she ran in short, little bursts, back to the cab, darting her eyes this way and that in the shadows.

Int.
Willow's Living Room – same time

"This isn't working," Willow said.

"These are the wrong books," Dawn added. "We have to get to the library."

"I'll go," Jeff said, "I'm bored."

Willow wrote down a list of books for him to retrieve. He went up to the library, watchful for the Slayers on patrol, and gathered all the books except one. He returned to Willow's room.

"I got 'em all except 'The Satyr's Song and Other Spells'," he told her, "but I know where it is and I can get it easily."

"Well... I don't want you going out–"

"Too late," he said as he walked out the door.
Cut to
Ext.
Watcher's Council – Moments later

Jeff made his way to the School's front door and stole down the walk to the teachers' living quarters. From inside the School, a light came on and Kennedy and Vi appeared in one of the exterior rooms. Jeff froze in his tracks. Vi was turning in his direction and would spot him outside. He quickly ducked into the small group of hedges to hide.

He just made it as Vi walked to the window and made a cursory scan of the grounds outside. Jeff dragged his butt along the ground, moving backwards on his hands, pushing as deeply into the hedges as possible. The ground was cold and hard under his palms.

Suddenly, it was fleshy and clammy.

Jeff stopped for a split second while his brain registered the touch. Then he yelped.

Kennedy and Vi looked at each other and wordlessly ran out of the building just in time to see Jeff backing up against the outer wall of the School. His eyes were firmly rooted on the hedges.

Kennedy looked at him with an air of victory. "Gotcha!" she cried. "So, you're the Big Bad...?" she smirked.

"I don't think so," Vi said seeing the look of fear on his face. The two Slayers followed his gaze and saw a hand lying palm up from within the hedges.

Vi brought her crossbow around and cocked it. The tip of the arrow was less than an inch from Ethan's nose. Kennedy walked around to the other side and nudged him – hard – in the ribs with the toe of her boot.

It took a couple of jabs, but Ethan began to stir. His eyes fluttered open, Amy's spell dissipating quickly. He saw the hazy shape of something long and pointed before his eyes and then the crossbow and arrow came into sharp focus.

A little screech escaped the sorcerer and Kennedy and Vi looked at one another, amused.

"Is that a vampire?" Jeff asked, still scared.

"No," Kennedy almost laughed. "Whatever this is, I don't think we have to worry about it. Jeff, you go get Giles and tell him we found somebody."
Cut to
Int.
Watcher's Council Lobby – moments later

Giles entered the room. Vi and Kennedy – crossbows trained – and Dawn were assembled around someone sitting on the sofa with his back to Giles.

"Jeff said you found some –" Giles stopped dead in his tracks when Ethan turned to face him.
"Hal-lo, Ripper. Give us a kiss."
Giles moved with such speed that Kennedy and Vi had no chance to react. Before the two Slayers knew it, their prisoner was on the floor and being pummeled by a two-fisted Watcher with an unsettlingly blank expression on his face.
Ethan took a few blows before curling up and covering himself with his arms. Only then did Giles let up.
"What are you up to, Ethan?"
"I don't remember," Ethan answered only to receive another punch.
"I don't remember..."
"Answer me, damn you!" Giles hit Ethan hard across the mouth, knocking the side of sorcerer's face against the floor.
The sound of Ethan's cheekbone hitting the parquet surface made Dawn cry out. Even Kennedy and Vi stood in disbelief at Giles's cold brutality.
"Giles, stop it!" Willow entreated from behind him.
"Not until he tells me what I want to know."
"I-I'd just like to point out that this wasn't my idea." 
Giles raised his hand for another blow. He began to bring his fist down, but something stopped it in midair. Giles turned his head around fast to see what force held him. He found Willow standing and grasping his bleeding hand in both of hers.
"Giles," she said simply, locking eyes with his stone-cold stare, "please stop. This isn't the way."
His face showed no sign that he'd heard her. Then, his shoulders appeared to relax and, bit by bit, he stopped pulling against her hand. Finally, she let go and he sat back on his heels. The look on his face was still hard, but he seemed ready to listen to her.
"Giles, this isn't like Ethan," she said.
"Yes it is," Giles growled. "And as usual he got caught only because he loves to gloat."
"He may be responsible for some of it, sure" Willow replied, "but – the kind of magics that are going on – just not very... Ethan-y. "
Ethan sat up slowly, his hand to his jaw, listening to the red-headed witch's analysis of his style.
"I mean, it's way too obvious for Ethan. All of it. Too... high-profile. Lobsters and crabs walking off restaurant plates? ATM machines giving out Monopoly money? A sculpture in a suit of armor? Giles, those sound like college pranks, not the work of a master warlock. I mean, these magics are lacking his – well – style, sophistication –"
"And don't forget charm," Ethan mumbled through a swollen, split lip.
Giles looked at her, incredulous. "Style! Ha! The man brought Eyghon o-o-on our heads, turned you and the others into – into – Halloween creatures, transmogrified me into a Fyarl demon, a-a-and sent Sunnydale into a seventies flashback with a-a-a bit of cheap chocolate."
"Yes," Ethan preened, "that was rather a good one, if I do say so myself."[image: image23.jpg]



Giles glared at him and raised his fist again.  

Ethan held one hand up. "Just saying... "

Willow bit down on a smile, but Giles saw it.

"Don't." He told her. "Don't encourage him."

"But he's good, Giles."

The Watcher's eyes widened.

"I mean, evil, yes but in a – twisted, chaotic, evil-sorcerer kinda way he's one of the best... "

"The Little Red Witch is almost correct, you know," Ethan jumped in. "I am the best. I've been at it for more years than all these children's ages put together. Well, maybe not that many... But enough to have honed my craft to a fine and well-polished edge – not like some Watchers who turned their backs on it. Or little stage-magician's assistants who think that a few flashy glamours make them as good as a Master Sorcerer."

Giles was on Ethan again. He gripped the sorcerer's throat with his right hand and brought his left hand around for two quick punches. "Who's working for you, Ethan? Who's this assistant? And who are you working for?

"Alright, alright, stop before you hurt yourself," Ethan choked out.

Giles loosened his grip on Ethan's throat but did not let go.

"I'm subcontracting."
"For who?"

Ethan hesitated and Giles raised his fist again.

"Cyril!" Ethan blurted out. "Cyril Rodham."

Giles made a disgusted face at the name. "And who is Cyril working for these days?"

"I don't know. Really! Really I don't. All I know is that I'm paid well for a job well done but that job doesn't include the childish pranks running rampant in the city."

Giles scowled.

"Look, old man, just because I drink the milk doesn't mean I know the cow. Cyril's been sending me out on little projects – nothing too extreme – and he's got some big backers who have, I think, even bigger ones behind them. But I really don't know who they are or what they're up to. I don't ask and they don't tell."

"Then just tell me what you're up to."

Ethan looked into the hard-set face of his old 'mate.' "Well, actually I was just doing a little casting on a couple of Cyril's – associates. All the rest was the idea of the assistant Cyril assigned to me. She's the one causing all the trouble. You know me, Ripper. Quick, clean and on my wa –"

Giles's look silenced him.

A look of dread came over Willow's face; her skin turned pale.

"Is she alright?" Ethan asked.

"I smell a rat," Willow said. "An old familiar rat... "

Giles blinked. "Surely, you don't mean –"

"Amy."
Ethan looked quickly from Willow to Giles. "I see Ms. Madison has endeared herself to you, too," Ethan smiled.

Giles turned on him again.

"Now, just a moment," Ethan said shielding himself from a possible blow. "Let's think about this like two adults, shall we? We both want what's best . . That is, well... our Ms. Madison has caused quite a bit of trouble for both of us. I can't do my job and you can't – well, whatever it is you can't do – so, why not..."

"Pool our resources!" Willow caught on.

"Yes! Ow!" Ethan's mouth pained him as he grinned.

"Well... " Giles thought for a moment. "No. NO! Absolutely not!"

"Could be interesting," Ethan said, pretending to ignore Giles. "And fun," he added [image: image24.jpg]


seductively to Willow.

"I won't have this," Giles stated, flatly.

Willow looked at the two Slayers and Dawn. "You guys could snag Amy and keep her busy while Ethan and I do a-a binding spell on her."

"Absolutely out of the question!" Giles voice rose an octave.

"It'll probably take that many of us." Willow was fast-planning, rattling the words off. "Amy's fairly strong which I'm thinking you already know," she said to Ethan, "and she's –"

"Devious, perverse, deceitful, manipulative?" Ethan suggested.

"I was gonna say slippery, but yeah."

"Nor will any of us engage cooperatively with Ethan –"

"So, it's settled then?" Willow looked at the group.

" – under any circumstances –"

"I'm good," said Kennedy.

"Me too," added Vi.

"I've got your back," Dawn smiled.

"And I got Dawn's." Jeff said.

"It would be a pleasure," Ethan smiled.

"Yeah... " Willow said. "I think it will."

" – and that's final!" Giles's raised voice made them all look at him. Ethan smiled innocently at him.

"Bollocks." Giles muttered.

"Done," Willow beamed. "Jeff – go tell Andrew we have a patient for him to clean up."

Giles looked down at his bloodied knuckles. "No need. I'll be alri –"

"And once you're all bandaged up, Ethan," Willow said, "we can figure out what kind of binding spell and reversals we want to use to stop everything Amy's done. We have a good solid library that's getting better every day. "

Kennedy easily helped Ethan to his feet.

"Ethan," Giles warned, "if you don't behave yourself –"

"What – are you going to punish me?" he grinned back lecherously.

"Ethan... "

"C'mon, you two kids," Willow said, pulling Ethan by the hand, "Play later. Work now."

She teetered a little then, and Ethan steadied her with a hand to her arm.

"Thanks," she said. "Still a bit dizzy. I had a bad fall yesterday."

"Yes, the bandages were a dead giveaway. What exactly happened?"

Giles watched them leave, conversing with each other politely.

"Giles?"

"Yes, Kennedy."

"How much can we trust Ethan?"

"You can't. But he knows he can trust me to kill him should he bollocks up the plan."
Int.
Giles's Living Room – Moments Later

Giles was sipping at the cup of tea Andrew had brought to him. The muffled voices of Ethan and Willow lofted up to his living room as the two conversed in the lounge downstairs.

"I have some fresh-baked chocolate-chip cookies straight from the oven," the apron-clad Andrew said, trying to cheer him. "And nothin' says lovin' like something from the..."

Giles's withering look deflated Andrew's spirits.

Suddenly, Giles and Andrew distinctly heard Willow say, "What a bitch."
Giles recoiled and took another sip of tea.

"You know –" Andrew hesitated as Giles glared at him. "You know, you could use another man to help with this Ethan guy."

"You can't even hold onto an electric mixer without splattering the walls with cookie dough –"

"It was cake-batter."

The sound of Willow's laughter came through the wall.

Andrew pursed his lips when he could see Giles's pulse in his temple. Another sound traveled up and it took him a moment to realize that both Willow and Ethan were having a fit of giggles.

"Pillock," Giles said aloud. He walked to his stereo and pulled out the first record album his hand fell upon. He didn't even look at it but angrily speared it on the spindle and cranked the volume up. Instantly, the strains of a very young Eric Clapton's energized voice and raucous guitar filled the room.

"What'll you do when you get lonely

And nobody's waiting by your side?

You've been running and hiding much too long.

You know it's just your foolish pride..."

"Oh, bloody priceless," Giles moaned.

"...Layla..."

But the rock and wail of Derek and the Dominoes wasn't enough to drown out the sound of laughter. Giving up, Giles made his way downstairs. [image: image25.jpg]



Ethan and Willow looked up as he entered the lounge.

"You know, old man, you have excellent taste for a cradle-robber!" He indicated Willow.

"Hey!" Willow giggled more at the look on Giles's face than Ethan's remark.

"I'll ignore that lewd statement and cut right to the chase." Giles's eyes were fixed on Ethan. "Have you two made anything resembling progress?"

"Giles, working with Ethan is so... great! He's a real master. More than I ever thought. Why didn't you tell me he could –"

"Willow..." Ethan, cut in looking straight at Giles, "Ripper's well acquainted with what I can do... everything I can do ... Right now, I think he'd like to know about our plan."

"Oh yeah, the plan is perfect. Well – if there could be such a thing as the perfect plan –"

"We'll lay a little trap for Ms. Madison," Ethan picked up. "I'll set it in motion with a little head-game –"

"Your specialty," Giles grumbled.

"– and we'll get her here and pit her against your two best ... Sssslayers," Ethan hissed in distaste.

"Spoken like the snake you are."

"The Little Red Witch and I will put her in a binding spell. I'll have an arrangement set up to teleport her back to London. There's someone who'd like very much to speak with her about her little rump. Oh – sorry. I mean romp."

Willow giggled again like she hadn't done since high school. Ethan smiled at her before turning to Giles, giving him a sly look and a cocky smile.

Giles's eyes turned murderously dark.

"Now, Ripper," Ethan approached Giles affably, and placed a hand lightly on the Watcher's shoulder.

Willow caught her breath anticipating Giles's violent reaction.

"Why don't you go into your study or 'playroom' or whatever, take off those detestable shoes, put your feet up and have a good stiff one?"

Giles's eyes widened.

"Drink. Good stiff drink. Besides, The Little Red Witch and I need to collect some materials for the spell."

Giles gave Ethan a vicious look and glanced once more at Willow, now on her feet.

Ethan let his hand slide off Giles's shoulder and Giles stepped into the hallway. Willow followed.

"Don't get any ideas," Giles warned him.

Ethan glanced at Willow. "Why Rupert, I get all my ideas from you."

Giles simply glared as Ethan walked over and steadied Willow with a hand to her shoulder as they went, still talking and laughing. Clapton's guitar sang wistfully against the rambling piano-riff as he heard Ethan speak again.

"When we get back," Ethan told her, "remind me to show you a photo I have of the Ripper in his heyday."

Giles sighed. "Bloody hell."

Act Four
Int.
Amy's Room, The Hyatt Regency – Next day

Amy came out of her bathroom wrapped in a fresh, dry towel. She suddenly jumped. [image: image26.jpg]



Ethan Rayne was sitting in the tall-backed chair by the window. His face was bruised, sporting a black eye that was beginning to turn purple.

"I really despise you," he said causally. "But the man that did this," he motioned to his face, "I despise even more. And I'm going to kill him with your help."

"Get out."

"No. No, listen to me, Amy, my dear. Ripper wants me dead. And now, Cyril wants you dead. In fact, Ripper is looking to set up a double-cross. They expect me to turn you over and although I can't say our partnership has been the most trustworthy, I'm picking the least of two evils."

Amy paused and considered his words. "Why should I trust you?"

"You shouldn't," he told her. Ethan grinned despite his battered lips, "But consider this: what do you think Cyril told me on the phone last night concerning you?"

Amy's eyes flashed doubt for a split second.

Ethan saw it. "Have you been able to contact him?" he asked knowingly.

Amy looked away as she answered. "Not since – no. No, I haven't," she admitted. She opened the dresser drawers and picked out clean clothes. Then she went into the bathroom to change, leaving the bathroom door half-opened.

"I'm listening," she said from within. "Go on."

"I have a plan – a plan that will shut down the Watcher's Council and rid me of Ripper forever. Help me and I'll see to it that the slate is wiped clean for you with Cyril and the Organization."

"What are you going to do to Giles?"

"Teach him a lesson he will never forget – that is, in the miniscule amount of time he'll have left to live."

"And the others?"

"They won't hang around without The Watcher there. They'll all run home to mum and dad."

"Willow will be there. She'll get them to stay."

"Not if she's gone, too."

Amy, dressed, appeared in the bathroom doorway. "Tell me more."

"We could kill her. Or merely incapacitate her. She's your problem so I'll leave it up to you. Either way, with the Witch and the Watcher out of the way, we can do anything Cyril and the Organization require with absolutely no one to stop us. They'll be so pleased, my dear, they wouldn't dream of harming you. Or me. What do you say?"
Int.
Watcher Council Lobby – Early Afternoon

"If you don't mind my saying, I'm a bit worried about this plan." [image: image27.jpg]



"Giles, relax," Willow said, "Ethan and I have everything under control."

"That's what worries me."

"Dawnie! Do you see anything?" Willow shouted up to her second floor 'lookout.'

"Not yet," Dawn called back.

"Ken, Vi, you guys ready?"

"For the past hour, yeah," Kennedy answered.

"You sure you know what to do?" Willow asked turning to Jeff.

"Yeah, quit freakin', will ya?"

"Well when things start going down Dawn will help, too."

"She can't. She doesn't have any powers. What if something happens –?"

"Hey, quit freakin'," Willow teased, mimicking him. "Dawn's a seasoned veteran. She's the last great member of the Scoobies. She knows how to handle herself. So if things go wrong for any reason you take your orders from me first and her next. Got it?"

"They're here!" Dawn called. "Willow, they're here!"

"Why do I already regret this?" Giles muttered to himself.
Ext.
Watcher's Council grounds

"You have got to be kidding," Amy said out loud. "You're just going to walk up to the front door and knock? Like they're expecting us?"

"That's the beauty of it – they're not," Ethan replied. "We'll take them completely by surprise. Be ready to move quickly, though."

Amy shook her head but appeared satisfied that Ethan knew what he was doing. Ethan lifted the door-knocker and struck three times.

After a moment they heard shuffling inside the building and within a few more seconds the locks were being thrown.

The door opened slowly to reveal Jeff, who looked questioningly at them.

"Yes?"

"Hello young man. Is your – Headmaster – in?"

Jeff paused as if taking in Ethan's battered appearance. "Huh? Oh, you mean Mr. Giles?" he asked innocently.

Ethan stared past Jeff and crossed the threshold with Amy. "Bright lad. Yes, Mr. Giles. It's urgent that I speak with him."[image: image28.jpg]



"Yeah, wait here. I'll get him."   
"Isn't there a more comfortable place than this outer office to wait in? We've come a long way to meet with our old friend and we're quite weary."
"I'm not supposed to let strangers in past here," Jeff said, pointing out an imaginary line. 
"My dear boy! What is your name?"
"Jeff." 
"Well that's a good strong name. My name is Edward and this is Adele. Now that we know one another we're no longer strangers. Adele and I are very old friends of Mr. Giles. From London. Now, may we sit someplace comfortable while you fetch him 'round? As you can probably tell I'm not feeling my best at the moment."
Jeff looked from one to the other and sighed. "Well..." he shrugged and led them to the lounge. He stood at the door as they walked past him and into the room. 
"I guess if Mr. Giles knows you..." Jeff slammed the door shut and quickly threw the locks. "You can't surprise him!"
Willow sprang up from behind the sofa. "Non motio!" Her strong voice carried through the room as she flung a handful of powdered herbs and ground roots at Amy. 
Amy's hands shot up in defense. "Eosan!" she commanded and the herbs crystallized in midair and fell to the floor.
Jeff realized his only escape route was blocked by both Ethan and Amy. Thinking fast, he turned sharply and stared hard at the coffee table in the middle of the room. 
The table slid rapidly along the floor toward Amy. Hearing the noise she turned and waved her hand. The table collapsed in upon itself, splintered and split, without ever touching her.
Amy lifted both hands up and cried "Hecate, my will be yours!" and without a further word, bright bolts of energy zigzagged toward Willow and Jeff. [image: image29.jpg]



Jeff was already on the move and slid easily under the charge. Willow jumped out of the way in time, but dizziness overtook her and she dropped to her knees. Jeff sent one of the tall, potted floor plants toward Amy, striking her squarely in the back.
Amy screeched in rage and sent more charges that tumbled Jeff and caught Willow in the chest. Willow flew backwards against the wall where she struck the back of her head. She slumped over, shaken and fought to hold onto consciousness.
Hearing the commotion, Vi and Kennedy broke down the door to find a smirking Ethan Rayne.
"You two timing snake!" Kennedy yelled as she and Vi charged forward.
With a wave of his hand, Ethan threw the two Slayers off him. Vi somersaulted over a chair and it tipped onto her.
Kennedy hit the ground and slid across the floor to the lit fireplace. Her legs slammed into the screen, knocking some of the embers onto her leg. As she beat them out, she noticed Jeff lying curled and motionless on the floor.
"That wasn't part of the plan!" Kennedy roared, jumping to her feet.
"First Rule of Chaos, sweet Slayer –" Ethan smirked deviously, "plans change."
"Giles!" Kennedy screamed. She charged forward and swung hard, connecting with Ethan's jaw.
Vi was back on her feet and rushed at Amy only to be thrown back by a strong surge of energy that lifted her off her feet and sent her hurtling toward the French doors. She hit them with such force that the wood frames and square window panes shattered. Splinters of glass and wood seemed to hang in midair while she sailed through, landing outside the room some ten feet away.
Willow's eyes widened repeatedly to gain focus as she heard Amy chuckling. With a look of determination she focused her eyes on Amy from across the room.
Amy vented a great charge of energy toward Kennedy, spinning the Slayer around. Kennedy lost her balance and hit her face against one of the floor-to-ceiling columns.
Amy turned to Ethan. "This is more fun than I expected!"
"Why of course, my dear. Now, you're learning. Death is such an easy end but where's the delight if you don't have some fun before the destruction."
"Oh, they'll be destroyed," Amy seethed.
Suddenly Amy felt someone grab her shoulder. She was briskly turned around but didn't have time to stop the jab that hit her square in the nose.
"That's for the hex spell you did on Willow," Kennedy told her. [image: image30.jpg]



Amy tried to raise her hand to cast but Kennedy 'boxed' her once more, snapping her head back with the force of the blow.
"That's for zapping me away without my consent." Kennedy delivered another blow that took Amy right off her feet leaving her sprawled on the lounge floor.
"That's just for the hell of it."
Giles arrived in the doorway. Dawn followed inside too and raced over to Jeff. Kennedy took the opportunity to go over to Willow.
"Hurt us, especially Dawn, and you'll bring Buffy down upon your head," Giles warned Amy who was struggling to her feet.
"I'm not worried about Buffy," Amy said before spitting out some blood. "Let her come and try to stop me. She'll be in for a very big surprise."
"And speaking of surprises, mate," Ethan spun Giles around. "Here's one for you."
Ethan coiled one arm around Giles's back and pressed his other hand firmly against Giles's chest. Amy watched open-mouthed as Ethan began to drain the Watcher of his life-force. Giles jerked and wavered.
Ethan looked at the demolished French doors. "Sigillum," he said in low tone. A gray, opalescent force-field went up where the French doors had stood, sealing all of them in. No one could escape.
"Ethan..." Giles strained as he sank to the floor.
Ethan followed him down.
"Oh, now, Ripper, don't look at me like that. Certainly you didn't think that I'd actually go along with -your little plan to bring Amy down – did you? You did! Well, that's just like you, isn't it? Always looking for the good in people and alas, always being brutally disappointed."
Giles raised one trembling arm up towards Ethan, but could only lift it half-way.
"Now, now," Ethan crooned softly, "Don't fight it. It'll be easier if you just...let...go!"
On that final word, Giles's entire body convulsed once as the last of his life-force was sucked from him. His head lolled back and his body went limp.
Ethan regarded him – sadly it seemed – for a moment and then gently laid him down. "Such a pity," he mused. "Rupert could have been quite the dark mage if he'd put his mind to it. We were quite the team once...but, I work alone."
Amy dropped to her knees beside Giles as Ethan stood. She felt for a pulse and tried to divine any life force in him at all. There was none.
"You – he – he's dead," she whispered. Amy suddenly looked unsure of herself and began casting her eyes about the room.
Ethan looked down at Giles. "I suppose," he added quietly, "you think I enjoyed killing Ripper...well, actually it was rather fun to see the look on his face...but, who'll take his place? No one else has provided me with so much first-rate entertainment – "
Willow groaned softly where she lay.
"Ah, The Little Red Witch awakens!" Ethan grinned, walking casually to Willow. "She'll play, I'm sure."
Kennedy jumped up to defend Willow but Ethan batted her away with the wave of a hand, sending her crashing headfirst into the suit of armor that stood guard by the wall. She slumped to the ground as Ethan grinned over Willow.
"No! Don't!" Amy said, getting up quickly. She raced over, positioning herself between Ethan and Willow. "I mean, I'll deal with her. She's mine. Giles was yours. That was the deal."
"So you want to kill her yourself."
"No! Not yet." Amy stood between Ethan and Willow.
"Why, Amy!" Willow sat upright and fully conscious. "I didn't know you cared."
Three ticks of the clock echoed in the room and Ethan broke into a grin.
Amy suddenly realized she'd been completely set up. She swung her arm in a wide arc that carried green energy in its wake. The arc clipped Ethan and he fell back just as Kennedy gained her feet. They toppled to the floor together in a tangle of Slayer arms and Sorcerer legs.
Willow sent a shock wave that knocked Amy off her feet and over the sofa. She landed with a thud next to Giles but quickly shot up again and faced the red witch. Amy tried the same shockwave maneuver but Willow was ready and deflected the shot. It veered off and shattered above Dawn and Jeff. Instinctively Dawn huddled her body over his as sparks rained down on them.
Immediately Willow began to 'rapid fire' – throwing shockwave after shockwave. Blocking Willow's onslaught was taking its toll on Amy as shots here and there came closer to hitting her. Finally, a shock got through hitting Amy square in the chest sending her crashing into the wall where she fell, next to Giles.
Giles, alive and well, leapt to his feet and lifted his hand. "Non oxys!" he said and a tendril of green shot from his palm toward Amy.
"Retournen!" Amy cried, deflecting it.
Giles dove to escape it, but it hit him a glancing blow. He grasped his throat and began to wheeze.
"Really," Ethan said to no one in particular, "why does everyone still use antiquated languages and commands to cast spells? You have to be a bloody linguist even to do a simple death-glamour these days!"
Willow rushed toward Amy, tackling her like a football player.
"Give me plain old English any day," Ethan groused as Giles stumbled toward him, eyes bulging. "It's quick, it's easy and it works just as well as all the sodding Latin, Middle French, High German, Sumarian, Egyptian –"
Giles danced in front of Ethan waving frantically with one hand and still grasping his ever-constricting throat with the other.
"Oh. Sorry. Release!" Ethan commanded – in English – with an off-handed wave.
Giles collapsed to the floor, coughing as his breath returned.
On the other side of the room, Amy grasped Willow's wrist and the room filled with the acrid smell of burning flesh. Willow screamed.
Green flashes gave way to small explosions of white-hot energy that cracked and popped so loudly it hurt the ears. Wind began to swirl around the witches, and a roaring sound, like a tornado, began to emanate from the center of the fight.
"Ripper, do get up, you're missing a capital cat-fight. All that's missing are bikinis and a little oil," Ethan said as the two witches wrestled one another in the strobing whirlwind of energies. "Actually... " Ethan raised his hand as if to cast a spell. Giles took Ethan's wrist as he shook his head, not quite able to speak yet. Ethan sighed. "Party pooper."
Kennedy rushed forward to help Willow, ignoring Giles's strangled cry of "No!" Ethan quickly reached out and caught her by the arm, stopping her.
"Here now, you'll be killed," he told her.
She answered with a right hook. Ethan went down but Giles caught the Slayer by the shoulders. Kennedy was about to break free of Giles's hold.
"You can't help!" Giles cried over the witches' screams and the rushing wind. Papers in the room were beginning to swirl and furniture shook in place. "It's their fight now," he found himself yelling at the Slayer. "To interfere would be –"
"Massacre!" Ethan yelled. He squinted against the harsh brightness of the energy field the two witches were feeding with their rage.
Amy and Willow kicked and rolled, jostled, and twisted in bitter combat. They screamed in tandem more from rage than pain.
Ethan looked serious. "They'll destroy everything around them if they go on like this!" he shouted into Giles's face. [image: image31.jpg]



"Can you put the holding spell on?" Giles's shouted back.
Ethan couldn't hear him over the maelstrom, but read the word 'holding' on Giles's lips.
"I'll try," he shouted back. "But I don't think I can do this one solo, Rupert. Those two mean business."
The wind was blowing his hair all about and the bright energy made it nearly impossible for him to see. But then Ethan felt Giles hand in his.
"Do it!" Giles yelled over the commotion.
Ethan grinned and tightened his grip, pulling the energy from Giles. He didn't try to over-shout the rushing wind, but merely recited a binding spell in a normal, unheard, voice.
There was a moment of sheer noise so loud that it seemed to swallow all other sounds. Inside that noise, there was a 'crack!' Ethan's binding spell had dashed against the energy field created by the rage of the two battling witches. A bright tangerine-colored rebound wave spread out horizontally along a sharp, flat plane.
Ethan dropped down just below the belt of orange, pulling Giles down with him. The leading edge of the energy field hit Kennedy in the midsection and cut through her like a razor-sharp sword. She stood for moment, shock on her face, before looking down at her stomach.
Willow saw the look and knew instantly that Kennedy had been hurt. She stopped fighting Amy for a moment. She watched Kennedy crumple to the ground and stared at her lover's limp form as Amy got in another jab.
A glow began to shimmer around Willow. It was a simple light at first, almost non-existent. But as it intensified it engulfed Willow in a field all her own. Amy's blows were deadened bit by bit until it seemed as though she was trying to punch through putty. [image: image32.jpg]



"Angry now."

It was said so offhandedly, Amy wasn't sure she'd heard right.

Willow began to rise slowly into the air. Her feet dangled at least two feet off the ground. Amy looked into her eyes. Ethan's mouth opened and then closed. He watched, mesmerized by the sight of the enraged witch. He squinted at the brightness surrounding her. Ethan absently reached his hand out to Giles who was shakily regaining his feet.

Nearby, Kennedy stirred as Willow's power gathered. Willow's hair began to fly about her head, strands electrified and blown by the hot, magical wind.

"You don't scare me," Amy said, sounding terrified.

"No. I don't 'scare.' I just 'do'."

"Willow," Giles breathed as the levitating witch raised her hand. "Don't do it!"

"She's not gonna do anything," Amy said with false haughtiness. "At least not before I do." She quickly rose into the air to meet Willow head on.

What she met was a horrible screech and sudden wave of energy that spun her several times head over heals before it back-flipped her across the room and up against the ceiling. Amy was pinned there for a moment, and then released.

"Vinciri!" Willow cried from her floating position. Amy was engulfed in the green field of a binding spell just shy of hitting the floor.

"You can't hold me!" Amy protested, facing the floor. She struggled with words all designed to repel the spell. All failed.

Willow began to descend, slowly and gracefully to the floor as Giles picked Amy up and sat her on the sofa.

"You can't hold onto me," said quietly. "You can't hold onto anyone. Not Oz, not Buffy, not your little Tara...not even Xander Harris. Where are all your friends, Willow?"

Willow looked around the room and smiled. "Here," she told her before placing a hand over her heart. "And here…But you'll never understand that."

"She's ready," Ethan said. Everyone looked at him. He was hanging up the phone.

Panic crossed Amy's face as a soft glow blurred the outline of her skin. In the next instant, she was teleported away.

Once she was gone, Ethan dispersed the force-field in the doorway with a casual wave of his hand.

Jeff, a hobbling Vi, and Dawn looked all around at the damage. Dawn slowly nodded her head.

"Dawnie? You okay?" Willow prompted.

The teenager looked at Willow and smiled. "Yep. Best Thanksgiving ever! When do we eat?"

Int.
Dining Hall, The Watcher's School
Thanksgiving Night

"Pass the dressing please."

"What?" Dawn asked.

"Sorry. The 'stuffing' as you Americans say," Ethan told her as he pointed down the table.

"Oh," Dawn said grabbing the bowl. "Here you go."

Giles leaned over to Willow and whispered as Ethan piled some on his plate. "If everyone wakes up tomorrow as a demon I'm holding you accountable since you invited him."

"This is excellent and so soft," Ethan complimented Andrew. "Which is all the better since my jaw still aches intensely when I chew." Ethan tossed a smirk in Giles's direction.

Giles responded by sticking a fork full of turkey in his mouth preventing any retort that would become an argument.

"Why thank you," the blonde man said settling down to eat himself and ignoring the additional remark. "It's all in the sage – not too much and not too little. Anyone care for some freshly-made cranberry sauce?"

Kennedy, who was eating her mashed potatoes next to Willow, simply waved him off so he set it back down.

"So," Dawn said conversationally to Ethan. "Why don't you tell us something about Giles we don't know?"

Giles was taking a drink of his white wine and nearly choked. Ethan reached over, smirking, and patted him on the back. "Alright old man?" he asked. Giles took a deep breath and glared at Ethan unappreciatively.

"Oh, I could tell you about one time in West Berlin when…well no, that's not for a child's ears," Ethan teased.

Giles ignored Ethan's attempt to bait him.

"I'm not a child," Dawn argued, falling prey to it herself.

"My dear," Ethan said patting her hand. "There are stories about the Ripper I'd feel uncomfortable telling an adult let alone a teenager. Give me a moment…Oh yes – well, no, not that one either…Ah, here's one when we were both still at the academy."

"Bloody hell," Giles sighed.

"Hold up. Academy?" Willow asked. "You and Giles went to Oxford together, not the Watcher's Academy, right? You weren't like…a Watcher?"

"Don't seem so shocked my dear," Ethan smirked across the table at her. "Rupert and I have something more in common than dashing good looks."

Giles rolled his eyes.

"And yes, we were both at the Watcher's Academy. But as I was saying, the headmaster had come down pretty hard on Rupert here for breaking curfew. Seems he and his band mates went out and enjoyed far too many 'spirits' one night…Back in the day Ripper could drink just about anyone under the table."

"Bloody hell," Giles repeated and swallowed down more wine.

Ethan simply ignored him and went on. "The headmaster, being the stern kill joy that he was, threatened Giles with expulsion. Of course I was at home studying that night so it wasn't an issue for me."

Giles let his fork drop on his plate. "Studying? Ha! You had just gotten another black arts book and were looking for a spell to get into Helen Morington's knickers," Giles countered.

All heads, save Ethan's, turned and cast shocked looks at Giles's outburst. Giles cleared his throat and looked down at his lap, abashed.

"As I said," Ethan remarked dryly. "I was studying. Point is, Rupert decided he didn't want any more trouble with the old man and there was a rumor that the headmaster was shagging the head nurse. So Ripper follows him around for three days and three nights hoping to get some pictures to bribe him."

"Giles!" Willow admonished.

"But that's like, extortion!" Dawn said, her face registering horror.

"It's not like extortion at all, dear child," Ethan told her. "It is most certainly extortion."

Dawn slowly smiled as a thought occurred to her. "Wait til Buffy hears this one."

Giles groaned and poured himself another glass of wine as Ethan continued.

"Finally, on the third night, he finds the two of them in a compromising position. He can't take the shot and stay in place because the window is too high. So he just raises his arms and starts clicking as many pictures as he can. When he does the flash goes off and they notice. Rupert knows he's caught, right? So he does the manly thing and runs away."

"Bloody sodding hell." Giles finished the new glass in five gulps.

Ethan chuckled. "But here's the best part. His identification card fell out of his pocket and the headmaster finds it in the bushes. Well, Ripper runs back to my dorm room, short of breath, and tells me what happened. He shows me the camera and I asked in all his running when did he have time to put the lens cap back on."

A look of realization flashed in Willow's eyes. "Oh he didn't?" she chuckled. [image: image33.jpg]



Ethan just nodded and laughed. "Fifteen pictures of the inside of a lens cap are on his roll of film. So the headmaster comes to my room knowing he'd find Rupert there. And instead of confessing what a birk he is, Ripper plays it cool. He acts like he's got the photos and tells the headmaster that if he expels him then he's mailing two sets – one to the Daily Mail and the other to his wife."

"Giles blackmailed somebody just so he could go out drinking?" Willow asked with disbelief.

Ethan nodded. "It worked, too. He never had a curfew again," he laughed. "Ripper was a crafty one alright and he did get better over time. In fact, there was another night…"[image: image34.jpg]


 

Giles closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose. "This is proof. I've died and I've gone to hell. And this night will never end. I'll be sitting at this table for all eternity."

"Shh," Willow told him with a teasing grin. "I wanna hear this."

Giles sighed again, rubbing his head with his hand. "Oh, Bloody. Bloody hell."

Hopkins Airport, Cleveland
Security checkpoint 
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Willow and Dawn had hugged for the third time in ten minutes.

"Here," Willow said, handing Dawn a box, "this one's for Buffy."

Dawn nodded and looked around the busy airport terminal. "I wish I could stay here," she said. "I'm gonna miss you guys all over again. And now Jeff. He's really not as callous as he seems. I mean, it's kinda like Riley was with Buffy."

Willow put on her best 'Riley voice' and said, "You mean, like all 'Let me help you slay that vampire, Little Lady'... and then finding out that Buffy could whip him, the vampire and half the Initiative before she broke a sweat?"

"Yeah," Dawn said. "Only it's worse for Jeff. I mean, Riley only had Buffy to make him feel – well, inadequate. But Jeff's surrounded by Slayers – some of 'em a lot younger than he is.

"I get it... " Willow said quietly.

Dawn looked at her hopefully. "Promise me you won't give up on him."

Willow saw the look on Dawn's face and smiled at her, "Of course I won't, Dawnie. Jeffrey's gonna be just fine."
"Jeff," Dawn corrected.
"Jeff," Willow replied with a grin. "Right!"
A hard, sudden laugh reached their ears from a little way off and they looked over. They watched Ethan and Giles in a corner of the airport, away from the throng of travelers.
Giles's hands were stuck deep in his pockets, his sweater hem hanging over his wrists. His head was down and he studied the floor. Ethan stood facing him, dressed sharply in expensive Italian loafers, a burgundy-colored silk shirt and dark, casual slacks.
Giles said something to the floor. Ethan tilted his head at him and a boyish look full of charm and mischief and perhaps honest affection crossed the Sorcerer's face.
"You think it's a good idea for Giles to just let Ethan go?" Dawn asked as they watched the pair.
Willow smiled faintly as she kept an eye on the Watcher and the Sorcerer as they continue their conversation – one awkward, suppressing a grin, the other smirking and fey.
"Chunky and creamy..." Willow mused, reflecting on the first words she'd ever heard Ethan utter. He hadn't just been talking about peanut butter and Chaos, she realized as Giles rolled his eyes in disgust at something Ethan was suddenly giggling over.
"What?" Dawn's voice broke Willow's reverie.
"Huh? Oh. Oh yeah. Ethan – he kept his word – he helped us stop Amy. So, Giles is returning the favor and keeping his. Ethan gets to go."
"Sort of like letting Eyghons be Bygones."
The look on Willow's face at Dawn's horrible play on words cracked the teenager up.
"You know, Dawnie," Willow said dubiously, "Xander would have been proud of that one."
Dawn looked at her, troubled.
"Did I say 'would have'? I – I mean 'will.' Will be proud. When I tell him. When I find him...and get my hands on him for not telling anyone where he was going..."
"United Airlines 7410 stops to New York City and London, England will begin boarding shortly..." the announcement came over the loudspeaker.
"Well then." Giles looked at Ethan for a moment. Ethan merely looked back at him, amused. Giles blinked rapidly and looked down again.
Ethan regarded him, curiously. Suddenly he blinked once himself and said with a slight smirk. "You know I'll be back..." His tone got lower and thicker. "Don't you." It was not a question. "You bloody well know I'll return."
Giles looked directly at him. "Yes, like the bad penny you are," he said, humorlessly.
Ethan paused a moment and reached into his flight bag. "I have something for you."
Giles took a nervous step back and Ethan grinned.
"Relax, old man. No tricks." He pulled out a manila folder and handed it to Giles. "Something is coming," Ethan told him seriously. "Or more accurately, something is already here."
"Yes, a Hellmouth. I'm already aware."
"No, something dangerous."
"More dangerous than you?" Giles challenged.
Ethan met Giles's eyes. "Yes."
Giles regarded Ethan seriously for a moment then slowly opened the folder. He began reading through some of it while Ethan spoke.
"I found that in Amy's belongings back at the hotel. She wasn't just working for Cyril but these blokes as well it appears. I'm not sure who they are but this new organization –"
"The Presidium," Giles muttered.
Ethan rubbed the back of his neck nervously. "Yes, well, I debated all morning about giving it to you."
"And what swayed your decision?" Giles asked sincerely, closing the folder again.
Ethan shouldered his travel bag.[image: image36.jpg]



"As I told Amy, no one else has given me so much entertainment all these years. The world would get boring if I didn't have the Ripper to visit every now and again." Ethan wore a teasing grin for a moment but turned serious again. "In any regard, take care of The Little Red Witch, Rupert, old mate," he said, "you've got quite a powerful protégé there." He walked slowly backward toward the boarding gate, his eyes not leaving Giles, the mocking smile still on his lips. "Til next time, Ripper," he added. Then he turned, waved his hand once, and disappeared into the crowd. 
Giles stared after him until he slipped from sight.
"Be seeing you..." Giles said quietly as he looked back down at the folder in his hand.[image: image37.jpg]


 
Tucking the folder under his arm, he reached into his wallet. Behind a small picture of Buffy, Willow and Xander together, he pulled out a worn picture of a much younger Ethan Rayne. 
Giles regarded it for a moment before stuffing it back inside and walking over to the two young women.
Willow sighed at the sight of the people ahead of Dawn going to the concourse.
Dawn bit her lower lip, waiting for one of them to speak first. They all seemed to realize that no one was going to. And so they all did at once. Broad grins and soft laughter broke the mood and Dawn and Willow looked at one another for a moment before hugging each other. Again.
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"Don't be such a stranger," Willow said. "And don't let Buffy be one, either." 
"I won't." Dawn turned to Giles. He stood smiling gently at her, placing a hand on her shoulder.
"You know that if you ever need anything, Willow and I are just a phone call away."
"I know," she said as she glanced at the last few passengers in line to board. "Well," she shrugged. She turned and began to walk toward the tunnel.
"Dawn," Giles called. She stopped and turned. "Promise me..." he added.
She looked at him expectantly.
"Promise me you'll speak to Buffy as soon as you get back home. Will you do that?"
Dawn walked back up to him and hugged him, laying her cheek against the soft tuft of his sweater. Giles, caught off-guard by the sudden show of affection, began to raise his arms, lowered them, then brought them back up to hug her. But Dawn had already backed away.
"I promise," she smiled up at him. "Thanks."
Without further word or ceremony she walked toward the concourse to her boarding area. Just before she entered it, she turned, grinned and waved. Then she, too, disappeared into the sea of people.
Willow turned around and nodded Giles toward the exit.
"Got a postcard this morning," Willow said, wisely changing the subject. She waved it in front of him. "Brought it so I wouldn't forget to show you."
"Xander?" he asked hopefully.
"No, unfortunately. Buffy. Not that a word from Buffy is unfortunate but – you know what I mean."
Giles smiled pleasantly at it and she handed it to him.
"Ah, Buffy's in New York. Or was, according to this date. Holiday must have slowed the mails. '...why not The Big Enchilada,'" he read, "'or The Big Connoli, Big Egg Roll, Big Knish..."
"My personal favorite," Willow said. "And hitting the Macy's Thanksgiving Day Parade too. She's making up for years in just a few months." She left him to read the postcard, then stopped and turned to him.
"Giles?"
"Hm?"
"Dawn wasn't exactly big with the confiding, but I know something was bothering her. Is she having problems?"
"Well, I don't think I'd be breaking a confidence to tell you now. You see, Dawn is seeing someone – rather – uh – romantically, I should say."
Willow's face registered alarm. "Oh goddess. Not a vampire..."
"No, no. A senior class girl at her school named Skye."
Willow gaped at Giles. He walked absently ahead but stopped when he noticed she didn't follow.
"But she never said anything ...I mean I didn't think Dawnie was gay! Well, I didn't think I was, once upon a time ...but why didn't she tell me?"
Giles took a few paces toward her. "Dawn did mention speaking to you," he said, "but her problem was with Buffy and her less than favorable reaction, not Dawn's own choices. She thought I might be better able to talk with Buffy because I didn't have a bias. And as it turns out Buffy didn't have a problem with Skye on a personal level. She was upset that Dawn cared for someone but didn't trust her enough to let her know."
Willow slowly nodded. "Well you know," she said, understanding, "No matter how old or how wise Buffy gets, there's gonna be times when a Slayer still needs her Watcher."
The corners of Giles's mouth turned up a bit. "Yes, well, I'll wager you'll get a call from Dawn sometime in the future seeking help or support that only you can provide."
Willow looked thoughtful.
"People can be surprising," he said gently.
"Yeah, like Ethan. I mean, Giles, he's like an uber-mage. I could feel this sort of – I don't know – 'shimmer' – come off him when he used his powers. And I don't think he was even trying."
She looked at Giles and saw him nod his head in agreement as they walked along. "Ethan is quite gifted, in many things. All but – well, one must overlook his total devotion to chaos."
" 'Good chaos needs good planning'," Willow quoted. "He's a good planner, Giles."
"I'll thank you never to quote him in my presence – or anyone else's."
Willow smiled gently. "He'll never change, will he?" she asked.
"He hasn't in nearly thirty years."
"He could have let Amy destroy us, you know..."
"Yes."
"And what about you? You could have turned him over to the authorities – supernatural or municipal."
"Quite so."
"But he didn't. A-And you didn't."
Giles opened his mouth to say something, but thought better of it. He merely looked at Willow and she back at him.
"Yep," she said, sticking her hands in her pockets and giving him her best I-see-you smile. "People can be surprising…"
She shrugged and Giles looked down at the folder as they walked on, resting a hand on her shoulder. "Yes, they certainly can." 
 
