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TEASER
Fade In
Int.
Vampire's Lair – Dawn
Cleveland

Seward looked bored. He took a lazy glance around the lair, frowning at what he saw, and yet appearing as if he could not muster the energy needed to kick some minion ass. [image: image1.jpg]



"Gretz!" he called out. The minion scampered over to where Seward sat.

"Yes, Master?" he whimpered. "How may I serve you?"

Seward sighed. "May all the pestilent gods of the underworld spare me from simpering minions," he declared. The minion remained silent, his eyes cast submissively downward at the master vampire's feet.

"I want to go out," Seward said. "I'm in the mood for a party, for a little debauchery and fun. Think you and your siblings are up for some fun?"

"But Master," Gretz said. "The Watchers? The Slayers? They've been all over town. We don't dare…"

Seward angrily sat up in his chair, his hands gripping the arms in a tight hold. "Do I look like I care about a bunch of humans?" he hissed.

Gretz cowered in fear. "No Master, of course not."

Seward reached down and hooked a sharply nailed finger under Gretz's chin, pulling the minion up until his face was only inches from his own. "Of course not!" Seward agreed. "And do you know why?"

Gretz was too paralyzed with fear to answer, but Seward didn't expect him to as he continued. "Because this is my town. I made it my own when the French were still trading furs to the Hurons. I was here when the last of the Eries buried their dead and the Moravians moved in. I was here when the courthouse was built and that nimrod Elliot Ness was run out of town. So don't stand there and tell me that just because some do-gooders have come to my town that all of a sudden I can't have a party. Do you understand?"

"But…but the Presidium? They told us to lay low, Master and…"

Seward's hand clamped itself around Gretz's throat, cutting off the minion's words and his sharp nails dug cruelly into the skin.

"When are you going to learn not to question me, my boy?" he asked almost fondly. "The Presidium has its uses, but when it comes to my entertainment, they are not my concern and by extension, they are not yours. Understand?"

"Yes, Master," Gretz whispered.

"Good," Seward said. He let go of Gretz and sat back down, lazily picking up a newspaper and pointing to the ad in the corner. "Now. I believe there's a new pub opening up this week."

"A new pub, Master?" Gretz said, rubbing his throat, wiping away the blood leaking out. "That…that sounds like it has possibilities for fun."

Seward smiled. "Of course," he said. "Now you're thinking like a vampire."

"Thank you, Master," Gretz said and then smiled as if he suddenly felt bolder. "Besides…I don't think those tight-assed Watchers would be caught dead in a place like that."

Seward laughed in pleasure. "That's for damn sure, my boy! And even if they dared, that's what they would be…caught dead."
Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Willow's Suite – Early Morning
Bedroom

The early morning sun was just beginning to shine through the window, falling on the closed eyes of the awakening Slayer.

"Mmmm," Kennedy purred, burying herself deeper into the blankets as she rolled away from the light. She cracked one eye open and smiled at Willow's sleepy yawn as the redhead lifted her arms over her head in a lazy stretch. "Good morning, sweetheart."

"Morning yourself," Willow replied, snuggling closer to her lover seeking out her Slayer-generated metabolic warmth. She peeked over Kennedy's shoulder to look out the window and groaned.

"What?" Kennedy asked, amused.

"Frost," Willow groused. "I see frost again."

"What's the big deal about frost?" Kennedy said. "It is December, you know. We've had frost for a while now."

"Big deal?" Willow said, leaning back to look incredulously at Kennedy. "You know what frost is, right? Deposits of tiny ice crystals formed when water vapor condenses at temperatures below freezing. Freezing being the operative word here. Zero degrees…well, thirty-two for metrically challenged Americans. But…yeah, it's December and there's frost and a good chance there will even be more snow. A-and it snowed once the entire time I was growing up and even then it was totally gone the next day and we had a heat wave the following week. Kennedy, the snow we had two days ago is still on the ground and judging by the shoreline, I seriously suspect the entire lake is gonna freeze up a-and just the thought of that much frozen water…"

Kennedy leaned in and pressed her mouth against Willow's until Willow's breath was taken away by something other than babbling. Finally satisfied, Kennedy pulled back and smiled warmly.

"Oh," Willow breathed. [image: image2.jpg]



"Yeah," Kennedy agreed. "Don't worry, sweetie. I promise to keep you warm all winter." She frowned at the dark look which briefly passed over her lover's face, but then Willow's green eyes twinkled mischievously as a lusty smile broke over her features.

"Well…in that case," Willow drawled as she slowly moved herself over Kennedy. "I better go down to where it's much warmer."

As Willow disappeared beneath the blankets, Kennedy's eyes closed and she arched her body sensuously. "Oh yeah," she gasped. "No frost in here."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Willow's Suite – Morning
Bathroom

Willow was freshly showered, dressed and busy applying the final touches of her make-up when Kennedy walked into the bathroom and grabbed her hairbrush.[image: image3.jpg]



"You know you really don't need that stuff," Kennedy remarked at Willow's reflection in the mirror as she began working the brush through her thick brunette locks.  
"Thanks," Willow smiled. "But we're interviewing a teacher candidate this morning so I want to at least look professional. A-and then after lunch I'm training with Ro and of course lessons with Marsha before patrol. How about you?"

"Just as busy," Kennedy remarked. "Weapons drills and then maintenance afterwards. Doesn't sound like much I know, but those junior Slayers keep me running. Especially that little spitfire of yours."

"What did she do now?" Willow sighed. "Hang Andrew's oven mitts from the crest in the lobby again?"

Kennedy laughed. "No. What is it about Andrew, anyway? What's she got against him?"

"I don't know, but I intend to find out," Willow smiled. "One of Giles's favorite sayings: 'Know thy Slayer.' I'll figure out why she's being tricksy."

"That little twerp," Kennedy chuckled.

"Hey you, say hello to the kettle," Willow pointed her mascara brush at the Slayer. "I seem to remember a certain someone with her own tricks. How's that flu of yours?"

"Worked, didn't it?" Kennedy smirked.

Willow nodded in agreement. "Let me know if she gets to be too much," Willow said turning the conversation back to business. "I don't want to discourage that spirit…it's one of the things that kept Buffy alive. But on the other hand, I don't need her getting too cocky."

"She'll be fine, Will," Kennedy assured. "She's the best of the bunch, and she's got the best Watcher looking out for her."

Willow smiled then turned back to the mirror to finish with her lashes.

"So Will," Kennedy started. "Where do you want to go tomorrow night?"

"What?" Willow said, panic breaking out on her face. "No, no going out. No…no…"

Kennedy took the brush from Willow's hand before she could poke out her own eye and moved in to hug her lover. "Yes, going out," she said with a kiss. "Maybe a nice, romantic birthday dinner and afterwards…there could be dancing, and I don't only mean at a dance club."

"Dancing?" Willow said. "No, no dancing at clubs. Besides you…"

"I…?" Kennedy asked.

"You dance like a white girl," Willow smiled.

"You mean like you do?" Kennedy laughed.

"Pretty much," Willow nodded.

"Come on, Willow," Kennedy said. "It's your birthday. I want to do something special for you."

"Oh and what?" Willow asked pointing back into the bedroom. "That thing a little while ago wasn't special?"

"Mmmm," Kennedy nodded. "The screaming part was very special, I agree. But I still want to take you out, just the two of us, for your special day."

"I don't know, Kennedy," Willow protested. "I'm not used to anyone caring enough to make my birthday a big deal. I mean the most I could expect was Xander showing up with Twinkies and pop."

"You mean your parents never did anything for you?" Kennedy asked with a frown.

"Well, after that whole pony thing I think they put it completely out of their minds. Their accountant used to remind them every year to send me a check. Mail come yet? I'm sure there's one waiting," Willow tried to disguise the bitterness in her voice. "Although this year will probably be the last, thank the goddess."

Kennedy smiled playfully again in an obvious attempt to change the mood. "Well, look at it this way…if you don't wanna come out and play with me, I'm sure I can get the gang to throw you a huge party here."

"You wouldn't?" Willow asked, narrowing her eyes.

Kennedy quirked up one eyebrow as if Willow really expected an answer to that question.

"You would," Willow sighed in defeat.

"I'm taking that as a yes," Kennedy smiled in victory. 

Willow sighed as there was a welcomed knock on the door. Giving Kennedy a sour look she left the bathroom to answer it.

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Suite – Morning
Living/Dining Room 
Willow pulled open the door to her suite to reveal Andrew.

"Hey Andrew. Come on in," she said opening the door wider to allow him entrance as she moved to gather papers into her briefcase from the dining room table. "Can I get you anything? Still some coffee left."

"Um, no thank you, Willow," Andrew said, nervously wandering around the room. Willow frowned as she watched him pick up a small statue of the Eiffel Tower that rested in front of a picture with Buffy and Dawn in Paris.

"Andrew?" Willow said, sensing his agitation. "If you need the bathroom, I'm sure Kennedy is done in there by now."

"Oh uh…no, thanks," he said, hastily putting the statue back on the shelf with a loud bang. "Umm, Giles asked if you could come down to his office right away…if…if that's okay with you."

"Sure," Willow said, snapping the latch on the briefcase closed.

"What's up?" Kennedy said, pulling on a warm-up jacket and zipping it closed.

"Giles," Willow said. "Let's go."

Cut to:
Int.
Giles's Office

The senior Watcher was sitting behind his desk, a stern, but amused expression on his face as Willow, followed by Kennedy and Andrew entered his office.

"You're late," he said.

"I'm so sorry," Willow said, hastily moving towards the desk. "I didn't realize the interview would start so early."

She turned toward the figure sitting in the high-backed leather chair facing Giles. "Please excuse me for…" [image: image4.jpg]



Willow stopped cold and her briefcase dropped to the floor as she looked at the scruffy person giving her a wry smile from the depths of the plush chair. Her expression went from shock to happiness to concern and then back to happiness in a flash of an eye.

"Xander!!!"

 

Fade Out

Act One
Guest Starring:

Fred Ward as Seward, Christopher Gartin as Gretz, Stephanie March as Bonnie and special guest star Nicholas Brendan as Xander Harris.
Fade In
Int.
Giles's Office – Morning

"Xander!" Willow cried again as she raced over to him. 

Xander gave a grin at her enthusiasm and rose to meet the redhead now barreling down on him. He barely had enough time to open his arms when she threw herself into his waiting embrace.

"Ooph," Xander said as she nearly knocked the wind out of him before hugging him tightly.

Giles smiled warmly at their display as Rowena and Faith walked into the office. Andrew continued to bounce on his heels in excitement and Kennedy simply leaned against the bookcase with her arms folded.

"Dude!" Faith said happily. "Welcome to Cleveland."

"Thanks," Xander said smiling at her over Willow's shoulder. "Uh…Will? You gonna let me go before the end of the year?"

A muffled "No" came from the redhead buried in his shoulder as she shook with emotion.

"Okay," Xander said. "Just checking. Take your time." Affectionately, Xander rested his chin on the crown of Willow's head as he stroked her hair.

Finally, Willow pulled herself far enough away to look at him, yet still refused to let him go. She wiped a shaking hand across her wet face. Giles came around the desk and handed her his handkerchief.

"T-thanks," Willow sniffed as she dried her eyes. Xander kept both hands planted firmly on her hips and looked down, cocking his head. [image: image5.jpg]



"Y'okay?" he asked.

Willow sniffed again as she nodded. "Yeah," she finally said. "Just surprised. A-and where have you been?" she said and gave him a smack in the chest. "We've been looking everywhere for you."

"Ow!" Xander said. "Easy, Will. I'm breakable, remember?"

Xander still wore his grin but it appeared half-hearted.

"Oh!" she said loudly. "You gotta call Buffy! We called and now she's worried about…"

"Already covered, Will," he replied in a tone softer than hers. "Giles made me call the moment I got here."

"H-how…how's your…?" she began gently touching his cheek near the eye patch. "Any more infection?"

"Not so far," he said, shaking his head. "I could get that prosthetic if it doesn't flare up again so I'm taking it one day at a time."
"Good," she said and looked him over. She seemed to want to say something about his appearance and then imperceptibly shook her head. "I'm just so glad you're here," she said instead, tears coming to her eyes again. She put an arm around his neck and ran her hand through his long and dull hair before pulling him into another hug.
"I couldn't miss your birthday, Will," he said into her hair. "It's not every day someone turns 21. Here, I even got you a present."
He reached with one hand for a plastic grocery bag resting on the desk and held it open for her. Willow peeked inside and smiled.
"Let me guess," Kennedy said from where she was still standing by the bookcase. "Twinkies."
"Yeah," Willow beamed. "What's this though?" she asked pulling a bottle of cream liquor from the bag.
"Remember that time Jesse stole the Bailey's and we injected it into the Twinkies?" Xander asked.
"Oh goddess!" Willow laughed, replacing the bottle so Xander could return the bag to the desk.
"Sounds like fun," Faith said. "Red get drunk on spiked sugary goodies?"
"God no," Xander said. "She got all huffy on us and said it was illegal to drink if you were underage. We called her Sister Mary Rosenberg, the patron saint of prohibition and she ran off crying."
"Yeah, but I got you back, Xander," Willow said and turned to the others. "I followed them after they ate the Twinkies, just to…you know, make sure they were safe. A-and they ended up skinny dipping in Mrs. Golden's pool so I…I stole their clothes."
"Wicked," Faith said, laughing.
"Not when you're twelve," Xander said. "Getting caught bare-assed naked by an eighty-year old woman is enough to inspire a lifetime of therapy."
"Well, you survived with your manhood intact," Willow said fondly.
"I'll testify to that," Faith smirked and Giles cleared his throat.
"Yes, well," he said, looking as if he wished Willow would give him back his handkerchief. "Welcome to the Watcher's Council, Xander. It's wonderful you're here."
"Thanks, Giles," Xander said.
"Is today your birthday?" Ro asked. 
"Tomorrow," Willow shook her head. "Oh! Xander, this is Rowena Allister. She's one of our senior Watchers."

"Pleased to meet you," Xander said politely as Rowena stepped forward to shake his hand.

"The pleasure is mine," she replied. "You're spoken of quite highly here at the Council."

Xander simply shrugged.

"Hey, wait a minute," Faith said holding up a finger. "I thought you were already 21. You were in the same class as Buffy."

"She and Xander are both older than I am," Willow explained. "Until Dawn came along I was the baby Scooby. I think my parents were on a quest to get me out of the house as quickly as possible so I started school earlier."

"Good thing you were able to buy us drinks at the Bronze," Kennedy pointed out.

"So much for Sister Mary Rosenberg," Xander teased and Willow yanked on his earlobe. "And again I'll say OW!"

"Membership has its privileges," Willow said to her lover. "Only Anya got carded at the Bronze and she was older than all of us, by like eleven hundred years."

"Yeah," Xander said softly and Willow's face dropped as she realized what she had said.

Giles cleared his throat again. "Well, Andrew," he finally said. "Why don't you show Xander up to the guest suite so he can get settled in?"

"Sure, Giles," Andrew said, bouncing over to the door, his goofy grin never leaving his face.

"Uh, I've got the camper parked on the street," Xander said. "You guys have a place I can keep it? Don't want it towed while I'm here."

"You can park it in the garage," Willow said. "Andrew will show you. We just got in a fleet of cars last week but there's plenty of room. It can stay there forever and never get in our way. In fact, I'll make a sign that reads 'Xander's Camper Only' and permanently affix it there. And I'll even threaten to turn anyone into a toad if they dare to park there. Not that I would, you know…but…oh! I'll just put underneath your name 'all others will be toad'…heh, t-o-a-d, get it? But in any case, it's your spot. Okay?"[image: image6.jpg]



"Okay, Will," he smiled as Willow finally ran out of steam. He gave her a final hug and walked towards Andrew, who was gazing off into space as if he was imagining Willow's sign. Xander waved his hand in front of Andrew's eyes and startled him back to reality. With a shake of his head Andrew gave Xander an awkward chuck on the shoulder.
"Come on, Xander," Andrew said and the two men left the office.

Willow looked at Giles, her face worried and grim. Giles's expression was equally grave. Kennedy watched the exchange carefully.

"Yeah, well, we've got work to do," Faith finally said. "Come on Brat, the girls are waiting and these two have an interview to conduct."

"What?" Kennedy said turning to Faith. "Oh yeah. Okay." She went over to Willow and kissed her lightly on the cheek. "Later, sweetie."

Willow gave her a ghost of a smile and then moved to sit down in the chair Xander had vacated as the Slayers left followed by Rowena.

"Willow?" Giles asked, sitting on the desk in front of her. Willow looked up at him, her eyes shiny again.

"Anya was right, Giles," Willow said. "He's slipping, I can feel it. Just like the postcards – cheery but sour at the same time. He's trying but…I mean he sounds like Xander but…"

"The same spirit's not there," Giles finished.

Willow simply nodded in agreement with a concerned look.

"The ritual you've been researching," he began, "is it enough to help him?"

"I think so," Willow said, her thoughts turned inward. "It's like he's got no hope left, Giles. Perhaps if I…if the gods…can give him back that one thing… it would give him enough to want to go on."

"Are you sure you can do it?" Giles asked. "You know this is very dangerous, Willow."
"Well, I have skills," she protested, a [image: image7.jpg]


blush rising to her face. 
"That's not what I'm talking about," Giles said, shaking his head. "I know you're perfectly capable of performing your…priestly duties. I meant how will this affect you afterwards?"
Willow thought about that for a long moment. "When I was with you in England, Althenea told me if a ritual is performed for the right reasons and with the blessing of the gods, then the 'after' part takes care of itself."

"Do you think your endeavor will have the blessing of the gods?" he asked.

"Yes," Willow said, for the first time her voice sounding sure. "If anyone deserves this kind of blessing, it's Xander. He didn't have Slayer strength or Wiccan skills or-or Watcher insight. He fought with his courage, determination and humanity year after year."

"Then I guess I have my answer," he smiled.

"Thanks for your support, Giles," Willow returned his smile, but then she frowned again. "I need to talk to him. He has to agree to it."

"Very true," Giles said. "But someone else does too, I think."

Willow looked at him. "Kennedy," she whispered and Giles nodded.
Fade Out

Fade in
Int.
Slayer Weight Room – Mid-morning

Willow peeked her head into the room and saw Kennedy alone and wrapping up her hands with athletic tape. She took a hesitant step inside and the brunette looked up and smiled. Noticing that Willow looked pensive the grin slipped away from Kennedy's features.

"What's up?" she asked the Wiccan.

Willow closed the distance between them and cleared her throat. She stopped and looked around. "We alone?"

"Yeah, Faith's with the girls on a run. They should be back soon. What's up?" she repeated.  
Willow opened her mouth to speak but stopped. Seeming to find a starting place she finally spoke. "I told you about the rituals I've been researching…for Xander, right?"

"Yeah, healing spells for his eye," Kennedy said, pulling the tape tight. "But the ones you found required a sacrifice, which you want to avoid."

"Well, I found one," Willow said. "A-and it doesn't involve a sacrifice."

"That's great!" Kennedy answered as she looked up. The grin she wore began to fade when Willow didn't seem quite as excited by the news. "It's not great?" she asked.

"It is," Willow quickly said, but then shrugged. "It means Xander could get his eye back. But…well, the spell takes energy, lots of energy and there's only one way to generate that kind of intense human energy," Willow explained. She pursed her lips and took another breath. "I don't want to babble this," she told Kennedy.

"What do you mean? You haven't said anything yet," Kennedy teased, but then grew serious. "Wait, it's not dangerous is it? Because..."

"No!" Willow jumped in. "Not dangerous and it'll work, I'm almost positive, but…it's just…" Willow squared her shoulders. "It's sex magic, Kennedy. The only way I can cure him is to use the energy generated during sex."

Willow paused and Kennedy began to play with the tape on her hands. "You mean you have to have sex? With Xander I'm assuming?" [image: image8.jpg]



Willow simply nodded.

"I don't think so," she answered defiantly.

Kennedy walked away and approached the punching bag. Willow paused a moment and then followed her. "I didn't jump into this decision. I've been looking for a way to cure him for months a-and…"

"You've already decided?" Kennedy asked her.

"I have."

Willow didn't add more. Kennedy snorted and crossed her arms. She looked everywhere but Willow's eyes. "Gee Will, thanks for including me in your plans."

"I know i-it's hard to accept at first…" Willow began. 

"Excuse me? Hard to accept? Try never accept. You wanna sleep with Xander and I'm supposed to say 'sure honey, go for it'? I can't do that Willow and I won't!" Kennedy set her feet and took a few tentative swipes at the bag.

"You don't understand," Willow said.

"You're damn right I don't understand!" Kennedy hit the bag harder. "You wanna shack up with an old flame and I'm supposed to turn the other cheek. In what? The name of magic or unconditional love?"

"This isn't about love. It's about healing Xander. I have a duty to…"

"Oh boy, the torture," Kennedy snorted sarcastically as she took another swing. "Jesus, this is proof that nothing good comes outta magic."

"Enough with the butch already. Just let me explain," Willow's face flashed her anger at the constant interruptions and she stepped in front of the bag.

Kennedy began shaking her head. "Besides nearly shooting me when you turned into a murderer and sucking the life outta me, what good has magic done?" the Slayer challenged.

"It's given Faith a second chance. It's saved countless lives. A-and it took you from a potential to a Slayer," Willow answered firmly.

Kennedy rolled her shoulders and began shaking her head. "Yeah and it's letting you live out a life long fantasy. Sorry Willow, but I refuse to share."

"There are no fantasies," Willow sighed in frustration. "A-and there's no 'sharing' here. I have no designs on Xander other than the deep friendship we already have. He needs my help Kennedy."

"People go blind every day, Willow," Kennedy countered. "What good will any of this do besides give him a happy?"

"I told you this isn't about sex. Is that all you can think about?" Willow said, her voice raising in frustration.

"When my girlfriend tells me she's decided to get sweaty with someone besides me, yeah it is," Kennedy refused to look at Willow as she moved around her and began to beat out a steady rhythm on the bag.

Willow took a deep breath to calm herself. "Look Ken, I know Xander. A-and Anya was right – he's nearing the end, quick. Giles can see it, too."

"Then let Xander see a shrink and work out his problems. Or let Giles sleep with him," Kennedy sneered. "Taking you to bed isn't going to be the saving grace for him, Willow."

"If I wanted to sleep with Xander for kicks, I would and there wouldn't be a damn thing you could do about it," Willow hissed as her face flushed red. Finally she threw her arms up and began to walk back to the doorway. "I don't know why I even bothered mentioning this," she muttered.

"Hey," Kennedy said following her and grabbing Willow's arm to turn her around. "We're not done here. You're not just gonna drop a bomb on me and walk away!"

Willow stopped and turned back around, pulling her arm from Kennedy's grasp. "What's the point? Anything I have to say you won't hear so I'm just wasting my time."

"So now I'm a waste of time?" Kennedy put her hands on her hips.

"I didn't say that! Damn it, Kennedy!" Willow closed her eyes and put her hands up. "All I know is Xander needs my help. I have the chance to heal him – just like Buffy did for me after the gnarl demon attacked me, just like I did when Jordon decided to use Ro as a human ashtray."

"Yeah, but you didn't have to sleep with either of them, Willow," Kennedy argued. "Or did you?" she asked in afterthought.

Willow sighed. "Oh goddess above give me strength," Willow said to herself. "No I didn't but does that mean if this ritual didn't involve sex you'd have no problem with me doing it?" Willow asked.

"Absolutely!"

"Why? People lose eyes every day so why bother doing a spell at all?" Willow shot back.

"Well, because," Kennedy answered.

"No," Willow retorted waving her finger. "You tell me why!"

"Because it's Xander," Kennedy spat.

"Exactly! He's Xander," Willow said, her eyes tearing up. "I love him, Ken, but not the way you're thinking right now. That man has saved all of us, even the world. He…he saved me when I…when I thought I lost everything, his devotion pulled me through. So I won't desert him now that he's come back. Sorry, but I won't. A-and I don't want to lose you over this but I can't stand by a-and watch him waste away knowing that I can help him…I just can't. I've found the cure, Kennedy. And I have to do it."

"Yeah, and it doesn't hurt that he's a good looking stud who's a stallion in the sack," Kennedy added. Willow crunched her eyebrows in question. "Anya liked to brag to anyone who would or wouldn't listen," Kennedy added in explanation.

"What's your point?" Willow prodded.

"I'm saying it's easy," Kennedy pushed. "Let's face it. If it was Andrew or Giles would you be willing to have sex to heal them? I think not."

"To heal an eye," Willow began. "No, I wouldn't." Kennedy harrumphed but Willow continued. "Because an eye isn't important to what they're passionate about. I watched Xander flounder after our high school graduation. He wandered from job to job but one day he found something he loved – construction; carpentry. If you could have seen the look of pride on his face when he gave me a tour of the high school he created you'd know exactly what I mean. But now he can't even get a decent job."

"Willow we have enough money to keep the man set for life! He doesn't need a job!"

"It's not about money Kennedy! It's about having something that you feel passionate about that it makes you want to get up each day. Xander lost practically everything in that last battle. I can't give him Anya back but I can do this. So you want to know if I would heal Giles's eye, then no, I wouldn't. But if I had to do the same type of spell to restore his memory or-or give him back the ability to read, things that are associated with what he loves most in the world, then I most certainly would."

A noise from the door caused them to turn around and they watched as Faith and the Slayers filed inside.

"If he agrees, then I'm doing the spell," Willow said in a quieter voice. "Like you said, it's Xander."

Willow began to make her way to the door again.

"Hey Will," Kennedy called out making Willow stop to face her. "What would Tara say if it were her choice? Or maybe I should ask would you be so quick to hop into bed with Xander if it were her instead of me [image: image9.jpg]


here?"

Willow stepped closer to Kennedy and lowered her voice so the others couldn't hear.

"Tara was Wiccan," she finally said, looking closely at her lover. "If she were alive, I would ask Tara to do the ritual with Xander or she would ask me and neither one of us would be concerned with our relationship. We both knew where we all fit together and that included our relationship with our friends. So I'll say again, this is not about sex, Kennedy. It's about healing."

Kennedy's eyes began to shine with tears. "I think you're wrong about one thing, Willow." 
"What?"
"You are making a sacrifice," Kennedy whispered.

Kennedy sniffed noticeably and inhaled deeply before quickly rubbing her eyes. She walked away and headed over to spot the nearest girl. Bending down she added more weight to the bar, despite the girl's protests. Willow's bottom lip began to quiver as she turned and finished her journey from the room.

Fade Out

Act Two
Fade In
Int.
Willow's Suite – Afternoon 

Willow was bustling around her kitchen when a knock sounded at the door.

"Hey," she said opening the door to reveal a freshly washed and shaven Xander. "Much, much better," she said running the back of her fingers over his cheeks. "The Grizzly Adams look just isn't you, Xander," she finished, patting him on the shoulder.

He gave a soft grin and handed her a bottle of wine as he stepped through the door.

"Thanks," she said looking at the label. "Wow, expensive stuff," she remarked.[image: image10.jpg]



"Nothing's too good for my Will," he said. "Especially after all that money you stole for me." 
"I didn't steal it," she exclaimed, grabbing a couple of wine glasses and a corkscrew as he sat down at the kitchen table she had set for their lunch. "I…I…look, just consider it a paycheck from the Watcher's Council for seven years of Scooby service, okay?"

"It was a lot more than just a paycheck, Will."

"Then just think of the extra as bonusy," she said happily as he took the glasses and corkscrew from her. She turned back to the oven. "You know, so much for every demon you killed, a big chunk for each time you brought the Slayer back to life…oh! A-and let's not forget your single-handedly saving the world from utter destruction. That alone was worth an extra digit, Mister."

"Yeah, and gas reimbursement for every donut run I made over the years," he said as he poured the wine.

Willow smiled at him over her shoulder but she quickly frowned when she saw no merriment on his face.

"We owe you so much more than simply money, Xander," she said sincerely.

"No big, Will," he shrugged. "I did what I had to. Every one of us made sacrifices."

With her hands covered in oven mitts, she carried a small casserole dish and carefully set it in the center of the table.

"Hey," Xander said, his tone bright, but his face dull. "This what I think it is?"

"Yep," she smiled as she tossed the mitts back to the counter. "Charlie's Surprise. Your favorite."

"But no peas, right? You know peas make me hurl."

Willow rolled her eyes. "No peas," she said sitting across from him at the small table. She picked up his plate and began spooning the steaming tuna casserole for him.

"Thanks," he said, digging in. "Mmmm, as good as ever. Where's Ken?"

Willow hesitated a moment and busied herself by taking a sip from her glass.

"With the girls," she said. "Besides, this dish isn't exactly something she grew up with. She's had lots of chefs over the years but I don't think Boyardee was one of them."

He gave a small grin that disappeared as quickly as it came. Willow silently watched him as if wondering if he'd make a retort but nothing came. Instead he pushed the food around on the plate rather than eating it, taking more interest in his wine than the casserole.

"Xander?" Willow asked softly, taking a deep breath. "Where have you been?"

He shrugged again, looking down at his plate.

"Here and there," he said. "Wandered along the Cascade Loop highway. But I didn't want to get stuck in the mountains when the snows came. So I made my way east, crossing over into Canada on occasion. Taking my time, you know. But when I realized it was getting close to your birthday, I put the pedal to the metal and headed for the great state of the Hellmouth."

Willow waited for a smile but it didn't come. "Meet any interesting people?" she asked after a brief silence.

"Not really," he said. "I came across our buddy Clem at a demon bar in Winnipeg."

"Really?" Willow said. "A cousin of his lives in here in Cleveland and helps us out sometimes." She paused a moment and then her eyes flashed. "Hey! What were you doing in a demon bar?"

Xander didn't answer right away. He picked up the bottle and silently asked if she wanted more. After she shook her head, he refilled his glass. "Just looking for information," he finally answered. "That's all."

"What kind of information?" she asked, watching as he neatly drained the glass with one long swallow.

"Will," he said, ignoring her question. "Do you still have that amulet D'Hoffryn gave you?"

"What…?" she asked, shaking her head in confusion. "N-no, he took it back after I summoned him last year. Xander, what…"[image: image11.jpg]



"I want you to do something for me," Xander said, finally looking into her eyes. "Please?"

"Xander, you know I'd do anything for you, but what…" Willow stopped, a look of dread crossing her features.

"Willow," Xander said. "I want you to bring Anya back." 
Cut to:
Int.
Communal Dining Hall

Faith entered the hall and looked around, taking note of her dark-haired slaying counterpart sitting alone at a table in the corner. Rather than waste time at the serving line, she made a quick detour and grabbed Andrew's full tray just as he was settling himself at a table with Marsha and the other junior Slayers.

"Hey! That's my lunch!" he protested as she walked purposefully to Kennedy's table. "I hate it when she does that," he muttered to himself. He sighed dramatically causing the girls to giggle and went back to the line for another tray.

Faith dropped the tray on the table across from Kennedy with a bang, causing the other Slayer to jump.

"Pay attention, Brat," Faith said as she sat down and pulled open a carton of chocolate milk. "I coulda been a vamp tryin' to eat you."

"In the middle of the day?" Kennedy asked sarcastically as Faith drained the milk.

"That all you're eating?" Faith said, wiping her mouth with her hand and nodding her head at the bowl of soup on the table in front of Kennedy. The spoon resting next to the bowl was clean.

Kennedy shrugged and looked out the window, as if trying to ignore Faith.

"Gotta eat more than that," Faith said. "Necessities of life, you know? The two Fs are the cornerstone of every Slayer's mental and physical well-being. Speaking of which, [image: image12.jpg]


where's your honey?" 

"With her honey," Kennedy muttered. "Getting plenty of Fs I'm sure."

Faith laughed as she bit into her sandwich. "Red and the Xan-man?" she asked. Kennedy didn't answer – she just looked out the window so Faith continued. "Nah, they gave that stuff up years ago when they were kids. And that's all it was, kid stuff." Faith paused to swallow. "Don't be jealous over them being all touchy-feely this morning. Will's just happy to see her best friend."

"It's more than that, Faith," Kennedy said, her jaw clenching and her face turning red. "Willow…Willow told me this morning she's going to have sex with Xander so she can fix his eye."

Faith stopped her vigorous chewing and looked at Kennedy. She swallowed with a gulp, pushed aside her tray and leaned on her elbows closer to Kennedy. "Let me see if I got this straight," she said. "Willow can use magic to replace Xander's missing eye, but in order to do it she's gotta have sex with him?"

"Yeah," Kennedy shrugged and looked out the window again.

"And you think it's a bunch of BS?" Faith guessed.

Kennedy picked up her spoon and nervously played with her soup. "I don't know. She said something about how the spell requires a lot of energy and the only way to raise enough is to…well, you get the idea."

Faith sat back and chuckled softly. "Man, I knew you could generate a lot of heat gettin' it on, but that takes the cake!"

The older slayer stopped laughing as she looked at Kennedy's pained expression.

"Oh hey," she began sympathetically, realizing she hurt the younger Slayer unintentionally. Kennedy didn't say anything and looked back out the window. "What's the problem, Kennedy?" Faith added.

Kennedy looked over at Faith's use of her name. "What's the problem? My girlfriend tells me she's gonna cheat on me and you wanna know what's the problem?"

Faith shrugged. "I don't think Willow's cheating on you. If that was the case she never would have mentioned it."

"Faith," Kennedy emphasized. "She wants to have sex with someone that's not me. Sex with a man."

"She's a witch doing a spell, that's what she does. We slay, she…" Faith paused as if trying to find a single word for all that Willow did. Not finding one she gave up and continued. "Hey, she learned her lesson when she was running around behind Oz's back. But once they got caught, that was the end of the teen lust fest. They never went back for more."

"What?" Kennedy asked utterly confused.

"You know, the Oz/Willow/Xander triangle thing," Faith explained. "Willow making smoochies with Xander until wolf boy caught 'em in the act?"

Kennedy looked like she had the wind knocked out of her and tried to take a deep breath.

"You didn't know, did you?" Faith asked quietly, her face turning pale.

Kennedy snorted and started shaking her head.

"Oh damn," Faith sighed. "I thought she told you about Oz."

"Oh yeah, but that was one detail she left out. Here I was worried she wanted to live out a fantasy but looks like she's already had it and she's going back for seconds."

"No," Faith insisted. "They never did it, Kennedy."

"So now's their chance, huh?" Kennedy started to rise but Faith reached out, making her stop.

"Hold up, Brat. Hear me out, okay?" Faith's tone was firm, but compassionate.

Kennedy looked down at Faith as if debating if she wanted to learn more or pound her into the ground. Reluctantly, she sat down and Faith continued. "Willow and Xander just shared a few kisses. That's all. But when they got over it they realized their friendship was more important. Besides, if you ask me, Red didn't just hop the fence – she took a sledgehammer to it. You got no worries. Honest."

"Faith, tell me this…how would you feel if Robin called and said that he can get that sweet contact in Washington he's spent all week trying for, but in order to close the deal, he's gotta sleep with her?" Kennedy snapped.

"It's not the same thing," Faith argued.

"Why the hell not?"

"Because Robin would find another contact, one he didn't have to screw," Faith said, certainty in her voice. "DC is full of politicians. This is Xander and if Willow says it's the only way, then it's gotta be the only way."

"How can you be so sure? You a witch now?" Kennedy challenged.

"Hell no!" Faith chuckled before turning serious. "But Willow knows her stuff. And she's not my lover so I'm not blinded by petty jealousy. I mean, come on, you saw Xander this morning; is that the same man you first met in Sunnydale?"

Kennedy looked back down at her bowl. "No," she said softly as if reluctant to agree.

"No, he's not," Faith agreed. "He tries to talk the same, but…it's like inside he's not. I've known both of them a long time, Ken. We weren't always friends…hell, we were mostly enemies…but one thing I know without a doubt is that they love each other." Kennedy looked up and met Faith's eyes as she continued. "But not the hot, naked lust kinda love either, that went out the door with their teenage hormones. But if Willow can save Xander, she's gonna do everything within her means. She won't let you get in her way and if you try…well I don't think it will be very pretty for either of you and that'd be a shame."

Kennedy exhaled. "So I should just sit down and shut up, huh?"

"No. You should calm down and THEN go talk to her. Let her explain it and," Faith moved leaned closer as she paused making sure she had a reassuring grin in place, "here's something that's gonna be really hard for you to do because you're so damn headstrong – don't just hear her, listen to her."

"I did listen," Kennedy protested.

"Oh yeah?" Faith asked rhetorically with a smile. "I seriously doubt that."

"You weren't there. You…"

"Lemme guess…she told you about the spell. You snapped. She snapped and then you saw her lips moving but most of the time your head was focusing on some smart ass come back? Am I right or wrong?"

Kennedy didn't say anything and instead folded her arms across her chest.

"Look, take a walk, cool off and then talk with her. Find out why this is so important to her. And don't get defensive when she tells you," Faith advised.

"Pot calling the kettle," Kennedy muttered.

"Yeah I know. I got walls too. But the more patience Robin shows me, the easier it gets. Not just with him but with everyone," Faith let out a sarcastic laugh. "Fact that I haven't killed Andy yet just proves that. So look deeper, okay? And think about this…are you really angry because the spell uses sex or is the truth more along the lines that you're a bit hurt and scared and just maybe a little unsure about your relationship with Willow? Be honest with her but more importantly be honest with yourself, Ken."

Kennedy looked at Faith a moment more. She stood up and slowly walked away, leaving her cold soup behind.

Cut to
Int.
Willow's Suite 

Willow looked at Xander's hopeful expression, her face slowly crumbling and her eyes filling with tears.

"No, Xander," she said. "I can't."

"What do you mean you can't?" he said. "You brought Buffy back. Why not Anya? Demons killed her so it was a mystical death, right? It's not like Joyce and not like…not like…" [image: image13.jpg]



"It's not the same, Xander," Willow said. She reached a hand out towards him, but he pulled his hand sharply back. "I…I just can't."

"You mean you won't!" he said bitterly. He shot to his feet and paced around the kitchen. "What? You failed to bring back your own lover so no one else gets a shot? Is that it, Willow?"

Willow opened her mouth but quickly shut it and took a deep breath as if to calm her rising anger at the remark.

"Xander," she began. "I couldn't because it was Tara's time to go. Just like it was Anya's. A-And the truth is she's in a better place…I ripped one person out of heaven and I can't do that again."

"No," he said. "That's bull, Willow. Why? Just because she'd been around over a thousand years it was her 'time'? She deserved to live out her normal human life, Willow. She deserved the chance."

"She had that chance," Willow said, standing and approaching him. He retreated into the living room as if afraid of her comfort. "She even had a second chance when D'Hoffryn agreed to release her from being a vengeance demon the second time around."

"Oh, so that's it?" he asked. "Only one favor allowed from Willow the Great?"

"No, that's not it!" Willow said, finally getting angry. "I would have taken the blow for Anya and you know it, Xander. All of us would have died for each other. But as it turned out, Anya died for us. She's gone, Xander. It's not fair, it's not right and it's going to hurt for a long, long time."

Xander finally collapsed on the couch and cradled his head in his hands. "It does hurt, Willow," he cried. "It hurts so much."

Willow sat next to him and held him until he finally controlled himself, her own tears staining his shirt as she rested her head on his shoulder.

"I'm sorry," he sniffed, wiping his face. "I'm so tired of crying Willow."

"Your secret's safe with me," she said and smiled at him even though her pain matched his own. "I'll take extra care to make sure it doesn't get anywhere near Andrew 'cause if he knew you had a sensitive side, we'd never hear the end of it. When my Slayer hid his video praising your window sashy abilities, I only pretended to chastise her about it."

Xander chuckled sarcastically. "I'm afraid my window repair days are over," he sighed. "Tried finding a job but not exactly employable and then there's that whole depth perception thing. My thumb got real sick of getting hit with a hammer. You know, I helped build a multi-million dollar school but now I can't even make a bird feeder. Tell me how pathetic is that Willow? Honestly?"

"Xander," Willow said, scooting back a bit on the couch so she could face him directly. "I…I'm sorry I can't bring back Anya for you, but there is something else I can do for you."

"Look, Will," he said putting up a hand. "I know I'll always have a home and a job here with you, but we talked about this before. I don't…"

"No, Xander," Willow shook her head. "Not a job, not a home, but I'm glad you know that 'cause the door is always open. No, I mean…I can help you, Xander."

"Help me? Willow you've already given me more money than I could use in three lifetimes," he said.

"No!" she said, seemingly more frustrated at her own communication disabilities than his misunderstanding. "I can heal you, Xander. I can help restore your eye."

Xander's single eye blinked at her in astonishment. "What?" he asked. "You can do that? Oh! Wait. No, no way. No thanks."

"Why not? Xander…"

"I never wanna see the black-eyed Will again. I don't want you going down that road."

"No Xander," she shook her head. "It's not black magic. In fact, it's very much the opposite. It's more of a ritual, rather than a spell," she said. "B-but the healing spell is part of the ritual."

"Why a ritual?" he asked.

"To ask for the blessing of the goddess and the god," she explained. "Without their blessing,, no healing."

"But you still have to cast a spell during it?" he asked. "And no snakes or slashed up skin, right?"

Willow grinned. "No snakes or slashes," she promised. "And it's more like you cast the spell, I just help raise and direct the energy necessary for your body to heal itself."

"Okay, but how do we raise the energy?" he asked.

"Well…heh…yeah, that's the catch," she stammered.

"Catch?" he asked. "Not likin' the sound of this again."

"Um…well, remember when you used to tease Tara and I about our 'spells'?" she asked and he nodded, a ghost of a smirk on his face. "Well, it wasn't just foolin' around. Yeah, there was a lot of that," Willow admitted with a blush. "But never during ritual. Tara was very serious about that a-and we only did that kind of magic when it was necessary. Just like it's necessary now to heal your eye a-and…"

"Will, stop," he said. "What are you talking about? What kind of magic?"

"Sex," she answered softly. "The spell requires us to raise energy from the Earth and through your body to me where I can channel it back to you to rebuild your eye. Sex is the only method powerful enough to generate that kind of energy a-and we…we need that connection so I can d-direct the flow. Okay?" she said giving him a small smile.

"Wait a second," he said, closing his eye. "Just need to finish processing that visual."

Willow grinned wryly as a variety of expressions played across his face. Finally he opened his eyes and said, "Oh boy, I don't think so."

Willow let out a deep breath. "Funny," she muttered. "That's the same thing Kennedy said when I told her."

"Always knew she was a smart girl, Will," he said, standing up. "So I'm just gonna forget all about this and move on. Thanks for lunch and I'll be…"

"Xander, wait," she said stopping him before he could reach the door.

"Look, Willow, I'm flattered to know I still have that much appeal, but…"

"Put your male ego on the shelf for a minute, Xander Harris," Willow fumed. "If I wanted you, I'd go about it in a different way a-and believe me, you wouldn't stand a chance – I'm not the shy, computer geek I used to be."

"No," he agreed softly, taking her face in his hands and placing a gentle kiss on her forehead. "You're an amazingly beautiful and sensual woman, but you're still my Willow and I could never…"

"Why is it men and Slayers only think below the waist?" Willow asked with a fond grin.

"You expect an answer to that?"

"No," she rolled her eyes and then took his hand and led him back to the couch. "Now, sit," she ordered. "Okay, let me guess. You're afraid this will ruin our friendship and getting your eye back is not worth it, right?"

"See?" he said, throwing his hands up in the air. "Beautiful, sensual and smart, too."

"I'm not going to lie to you, Xander," Willow said. "It will change things between us, but it's not going to ruin us. If I even thought that for a second I never would have suggested it."

"But like you said, Will, it's gonna change things and I love us just the way we are," he protested.

"It doesn't mean it will change us in a negative way, Xander," she said. "B-but it will bring us closer – move our friendship up to yet another level, yeah, but it won't change our basic relationship. We're not going to become lovers, because…hello, gay now."

"Okay, this is where I have a problem," he said. "You're gay. Yeah, I know from Oz what you and he had was good…" She raised an eyebrow at him. "Oh! No! Oz never talked…he was a total gentlemen, okay? I just mean that once you jumped ship, you've never looked back."

"You're right, I never did," she said. "Believe me, I'm very secure and very satisfied with my sexuality. This is not a threat to that."

"But…" Xander said, screwing up his face. "But doesn't that mean if we…you and I…you with a man…it won't be…you know…for you?"

"You're thinking below the waist again, Xander," Willow sighed and looked up for a moment as if thinking of a tactful way to explain. "I won't have a problem with this. It's part of who I am as a Wiccan priestess. The Charge of the Goddess, one of the most sacred of the Wiccan writings states: 'all acts of love and pleasure are my rituals.' If the spell was anything less than that, then it would be…like an abomination to the gods and they would never give us their blessing."

"So," he questioned, his hands painting figures in the air as if helped him formulate his thoughts. "Even though this is just a…say a mechanism for healing my eye, it's still an act of love? And you will…? And I will…? And we'll…?"

"Yeah," she said, nodding at him.

He wiped a nervous hand down his face. "Oh boy," he said. "I thought you were the one who said there would be no more fluking?"

"I did," she said. "A-and this is not fluking. There will be no fluking in this. And anyway, we survived the fluke…this oughta be a piece of cake."

Xander raised his eyebrows in disbelief.

"Okay, maybe not cake. But at least this time there's no teenage angst working against us."

"Are you sure this will work, Will?" he asked after a moment of contemplation. "I mean, yeah getting my eye back…wow, but at what cost? I mean, magic always has a cost, right?"

"Again, I'm not going to lie to you, Xan," she said. "There's no guarantee it will work. But if it does, then yeah…gifts from the gods usually come with a price tag, but you've done so much for the world, I think if there is a price that it won't be something you and I can't pay."

"This is not just magic, then, is it?" he asked.

"No," she said. "It's just as powerful as what we did for Buffy, but…more natural, not forced and without all the nastiness. So again, no snakes."

"Wow," he breathed looking down at his hands. "I…I don't know, Will. I mean, I think I understand everything you're saying, but…"

"Would it help if you talked with someone else?" she asked. "Giles, I mean."

"He knows about this?" he asked.

"Yeah," she said. "He's been helping me research different methods for a while now. I've been at this since we left L.A."

Xander squeezed Willow's hands in thanks and looked as if he might break down again but held it back. "Well what about Kennedy?" he asked. "I'm grateful that you want to help me but again, not at the cost of giving either one of you grief over this."

"Her reaction was less than favorable but she doesn't understand the process," Willow explained. "But I'll talk with her again and it'll be okay."

Xander began to shake his head. "I'm not sure," he told her again. "I don't wanna screw things up for you, Will. I remember what you were like before Kennedy came along. You never thought you could move on but she…"

"No," Willow retorted. "I had this illusion I planted in my head saying that someday Tara would come back. But yes, you're right, Kennedy broke through that and helped me pick myself back up. I'll be grateful to her forever a-and given time, I think she'll understand why I'm doing this."

"But you don't know that," he argued.

"Please, Xander…Kennedy is my concern, not yours. Whatever you decide will not have an impact on my relationship with her."

"No," Xander began. "But it might impact her relationship with you."

"I'm willing to take that chance," Willow insisted. "I know where I stand with you a-and with her. It will work itself out. I think you also understand that this ritual is just that – a ritual and nothing more. So it's really your decision to make in the end."

"My decision?" he said.

"Of course!" she exclaimed. "My days of casting spells on the unsuspecting are over, Xander. Well, my unsuspecting friends that is," she teased. "But talk to Giles. He can give you a more…masculine view."

Xander gave her a wry grin and nodded.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watcher's Council Lounge – Late Afternoon 

Willow and Xander walked into the large and comfortable lounge to find Giles and Rowena relaxing on the couch in front of the large screen television.

"Wow, Will," Xander feebly joked. "Now I know I'm on a Hellmouth where the strangest things happen. Giles is watching TV."

"Oh please," Giles rolled his eyes. "If you took a moment to look, Xander, you'd see that we're watching a documentary on the mating rituals of the San tribe of Africa."

"Yes," Rowena nodded. "And it only took him ten minutes to find something less embarrassing to switch the channel to if anyone came in." With that she grabbed the remote from his hand and hit the 'back' button. The screen immediately changed to Judge Judy.

"Killjoy," Giles muttered.

"Shoulda seen him ten minutes ago when she reamed some guy a new orifice. He was actually cheering," Ro added, nodding toward Giles.

"I was not," Giles protested. "Much."

Xander let out a bark of laughter. "Oh I like her. Where'd you guys find her?" he asked Willow.

Willow shrugged. "She's a stray – showed up on our doorstep one day and we haven't been able to get rid of her."

"I resemble that remark," Rowena replied with a grin.

Willow grinned too before she crossed her arms, shifting the green-colored folder she was holding under her arm and then looked at Giles for a moment.

Giles, it's your turn, Willow called out with her mind.

His attention snapped quickly to her and his face went blank for a moment. Willow nudged her head ever so slightly in Xander's direction.

"Oh right," he said standing up. "Grab your jacket, Xander. Let's go for a ride. I love to show off my car."

"Not another red, shiny and shaped like a penis import?" Xander asked.

"Er, no," Giles stammered.

"This one's silver," Willow quipped to Xander, trying to hide her lips behind her hand.

"I heard that!" Giles hissed at Willow as Xander followed him out of the lounge. She smiled weakly at him.

Rowena watched Willow a moment as the redhead stared blankly at the television.

"I miss something there?" she finally asked.

"Hmm?" Willow asked, distracted. "Oh! No, just a little trick we picked up fighting in Sunnydale. Xander needs to talk with Giles and I thought he might feel uncomfortable asking with, you know…"

"A stranger here," Rowena completed. "Sorry, I'll…" she quickly stood up and headed for the door.

"No!" Willow said, stopping her with a hand on the blonde's arm. "No, that's not it and besides, I need to ask a favor."

"Oh?" she asked and Willow handed her the folder. Ro settled on the arm of the couch as she opened it and began to scan through the papers inside.

"Xander hasn't agreed yet, but if he does, we'll do the ritual tomorrow," Willow explained.

"His eye, I'm assuming?" Ro asked and Willow silently nodded, giving her a few more moments to study the file. "Fascinating!" Ro exclaimed. "You've modified the Halderanne codex and combined it with the Lonwyth Gael Coven's ritual to create something completely new."

"Yeah," Willow said, just a touch of pride in her voice. "It was necessary because in Xander's case it's not merely an injury. The entire organ has to be mystically recreated. Xander isn't a Wiccan but he has shown some magical ability from time to time." A grin began to take residence on her face. "One day he just absently uttered an incantation and set a book on fire," she chuckled.

Rowena seemed engrossed in the notes but did manage a grin as she read. "Very impressive," Ro said closing the folder and turning her attention to Willow. "Now, what's the favor?" 
"For the first part of the ritual, Giles will be there for Xander's support," she explained. "I was wondering if you would assist me? I'd like to balance the masculine and feminine [image: image14.jpg]


energies and although close, Andrew doesn't have the knowledge that you have. I want to make sure everything goes right."

"You don't think Xander will mind?" the blonde asked. "We just met this morning and although Giles and I won't be there for the entire ritual…"

"I don't think he'll mind," Willow said as Rowena tapered off. "That little jibe you just pulled on Giles earned you a lot of points in Xander's book. He might be off his game, but he still respects humor."

"I understand," Ro smiled. "Yes, I'd be honored to assist you, Willow. I'll study this more carefully tonight and begin my preparations tomorrow," she said. "What time will you do the ritual?"

"Around noonish, I think," Willow said. "It'll give us enough time to rest tonight and get ready."

"You said he hasn't agreed yet," Rowena noted. "What, is this about sex?"
"Partly," Willow admitted. "He's afraid it'll ruin our friend-y relationship."

"I only met the man today, Willow, but from what I've witnessed so far, you two have a strong connection. But I have to ask…what about Kennedy?"

"Still on the thorny side," Willow admitted with a small pained look. "I need to find her and talk to her again. She…she wasn't too happy with the idea."

"I'm sure she'll come around, Willow," the blonde watcher assured. "She's young, very headstrong like most slayers, but, feel free to correct me if I'm wrong, she doesn't seem to understand much about Wicca."

"I know," Willow agreed. "And no you're not wrong. That's why I need your help. You've got the knowledge I need for this ritual. So thanks, Ro. For everything."

Rowena nodded and watched Willow walk out of the lounge.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Cleveland Alley – Evening

Seward leaned against the rough brick of the apartment building. He waited patiently while Gretz talked with a ragged young runaway shivering in the night. Snatches of the pair's conversation floated back to the master vampire, his mouth curling up in amusement as Gretz's lies and promises to the boy got more and more outrageous. Finally, the two approached him.

The teenager looked at Seward warily. "You a cowboy or something?" he asked.

"You a pony?" Seward purred in return.

The boy shrugged. "Yeah, whatever," he said. "Just gotta get off the street tonight, ya know. Temp's dropping like crazy."

"Of course," the vampire said soothingly. "And I just need a little something in return first." With that he put one arm around the boy's shoulders and led him deeper into the shadows.

Gretz turned up the collar on his coat and lit a cigarette. As he stood waiting for his master he heard soft footfalls enter the alley.

"Gretz," the woman said, moving into the dim light coming from the first floor apartment.

"Hey," the minion replied. "What…what's going on?" He looked nervously towards the sounds of his master's feeding.

The part-time real estate agent ignored Gretz's question. The minion puffed nervously on his cigarette, the glow from the tip flaring in the occasional breeze that whipped through the alley. At last Gretz heard a soft thump as the boy's body dropped to the ground and Seward approached.[image: image15.jpg]


 

"Bonnie," he said jovially, carefully wiping his lips with a red bandana. "To what do we owe this pleasure?"

"Just making sure you're following the rules, Seward," she replied.

"Of course," the vampire replied and his minion shivered at the sarcastic tone of his voice. "On a night like this I should be dining on the crop of Cleveland's best, but instead I'm reduced to sucking on society's rejects."

"Right, and I just want to remind you to continue to lie low," she said. "Especially the next few weeks. The Engineer has a very important test to conduct and we can't have a mob of hungry vampires running around stirring up trouble."

"And just what are we supposed to do?" Seward growled. "Sit in the lair and starve while the Presidium oh so happily works its own agenda?"

"You'll be compensated," she said. "I'll have the blood bank make a delivery tomorrow. That'll hold you for a while."

"Bagged blood?" he snarled, reaching for her. "You call that cold ersatz compensation? Perhaps you'd like to come back with us and we'll feed off of you for a while. You may be a lackey, but you're still human."

"Not even you would dare, Seward," Bonnie spat, pulling her arm away[image: image16.jpg]


 from the vampire's grip. "Just be a good boy and do what you're told." With that she turned on her high heels and strode from the alley.

Seward's eyes narrowed in thought for a moment. Finally he jerked his head back toward the corpse. "Take care of that," he ordered Gretz and quickly walked away.

Fade Out

Act Three
Fade In
Int.
Giles's Car – Evening

Xander stared out the window at the passing scenery. Giles eased the car into a higher gear and then downshifted as he came to another stop light.

"I-I'm afraid the city streets are not really a good place to show off what this finely crafted automobile can do," Giles said, glancing at the silent young man. "Sometimes on my days off I take it out for a long drive, but it's not like in California. No wineries to motor through."

Xander gave a muttered 'uh huh' as the light turned green. Giles sighed. "Oh for god's sake Xander, at least play with the radio."[image: image17.jpg]



"Radio?" Xander asked, finally looking at the older man.

"I can't believe you're sitting in this car a-and not playing with a single gadget," he said.

Xander shrugged. "Anyplace around here we can go for a beer, Giles?" he asked. "It's a great car, but I'm in the mood for a…less confining environment."

Giles nodded and made a quick left turn at the next intersection.
Fade Out

Fade in
Int.
The Oak Room Pub – Evening

The pub was dark and quiet. A couple of patrons sat at the bar, silently watching a cricket match on the television in the corner. In the back room, the local dart league was holding its weekly game and the occasional cheer filtered out to where Giles was sitting across from Xander in the small booth in the corner. A large Union Jack over the entrance clearly marked the pub as a sanctuary for British ex-patriots. After the waitress laid two mugs on the table, Xander picked up his frosted glass and drained nearly a third with one gulp. Giles simply gave the waitress a silent nod and sipped at his Guinness.

"Don't know how you can stand that warm stuff," Xander said.

"It's an acquired taste," Giles said then paused a moment. "Did Willow explain the ritual to you?" he asked.[image: image18.jpg]



Xander nodded. "The general idea, yeah," he replied. "I'm sure it's more complicated than how she'd explain to a magical moron like myself."

"You're hardly that, Xander," Giles said. "You have a surprising amount of innate abilities and a small bit of experience."

"Will it work, Giles?" he asked, ignoring Giles's compliment. "Can Willow really restore the eye? I mean, that's some heavy mojo. She said it's not black magic, but how do we know…?"

"There are no guarantees, but with Willow's ability today," Giles answered with a slight pause. "I'd be more alarmed if it didn't work. And you're right, it is very serious magic, but it is not black magic. I've studied it and it's the most natural healing ritual I've ever seen."

"Doesn't seem natural," Xander snorted. "Sex and worship just don't go together, Giles. I mean, what kind of religion advocates sex like this? And why didn't I find it sooner?"

Giles tried to hold back a grin. "Well you can't practice just for the…perks…as you might say. Wicca has its roots in traditions and practices in older forms of worship; far older than the Judeo-Christian religions you're familiar with, Xander," he explained. "And as such its practitioners are not constrained by the…the negative association of sex with original sin."

"So sex is a part of the religion?" Xander asked.

"Very much so," Giles said. "Wiccans celebrate nature and life and all the wonderful joys and pleasures they have to offer. The Wiccan holiday of Beltaine in May is a joyous time for sensuality and sexuality revitalized, the reawakening of nature after the long winter."

"How come we never had holidays like that when I was growing up?" Xander chuckled.

"We do," Giles said. "It's called May Day. Xander the point is that Wiccans are not bound up in guilt and sin, but rather they take pleasure in the expression of human passions."

"And this is what Willow is a part of now?" Xander asked a bit bewildered.

"It's what she's growing into," Giles declared, sipping his stout. "Willow is trying so very hard to follow the right path now. She's recognized that her quest for power led her farther into a darkness than most people can ever hope to return from, but because she is so incredibly strong, she has come back from it. She'll always have that darkness within her, but by following the Wiccan ways she can learn to balance it with light. You'll be helping her with her growth as much as she'll be helping you, Xander."

The dark-haired man absently looked towards the back room as the sounds of celebration filled the pub.

"She seems so different now, Giles," Xander finally said turning back to the older man. "So confident and self-assured." Xander looked almost panicked. "I mean, what if…what if once we cross that line, I won't be able to go back to the way we were before? I'm not saying I will but…I don't want to mess things up, Giles."

"You won't, Xander," Giles said sadly. "This will change your relationship with Willow forever, but I think you're underestimating yourself a-and Willow as well. Can I ask you something?" Giles did not wait for a reply. "Do you ever remember a time when Willow was not a part of your life?"

Xander gave a slight grin. "No."

"And can you ever imagine not having Willow as a part of your life?"

Xander shook his head.

"Then why should that change?" Giles asked.

Xander silently thought about that for a long minute and then finally chuckled. "No, I guess you're right, Giles," he said.

"You will deal with things as you both always have. You know deep in your heart that you love Willow, but your love doesn't transcend the bonds of the deep friendship you have. Remember this – lovers come and go in our lives, but a friendship such as yours can remain intact for a lifetime. You know Willow will always be there. You know because you'll always be there for her, won't you?"

Xander nodded.

"It's a valid concern, Xander," Giles said. "But I don't think it's something that will happen. I've known you two for a very long time a-and I've seen you through both hard times and…well, in Sunnydale…harder times. I know you'll be alright."

Silence fell over the table again. Xander stared into his nearly empty mug, the frost long melted. "What am I supposed to do, Giles?" he asked. "I mean, during the ritual?"

Giles took a deep breath. "I'll review the ritual with you tonight and coach you on what you'll have to say. There's not much. And tomorrow I'll tell you how to take a ritual bath and meditate, but it's more to calm yourself than anything else."

Xander laughed bitterly. "Calm, right. Good one," Xander said. "I meant, what am I supposed to do during the ritual?"

Xander looked pointedly at Giles who coughed uncomfortably. Giles opened his mouth, closed it and then seemed to realize that he was not making things better and he smiled warmly. "You simply do what is natural, Xander."

"You said I don't have to say much, but what should I not say? And…and am I just suppose to just lie there while…" Xander tapered off.

"Xander, after we leave you and Willow alone…"

"We?" Xander asked, his eye widening. "Who's we? You'll be there? Look Giles, it's bad enough I have to get naked in front of my best friend, but you too?"

Giles sighed, pulled his glasses off and rubbed a hand over his face. "No, Xander, we'll only be there for the first part of the ritual. Willow will probably ask Rowena to assist her since none of her coven members are as proficient. She'll help Willow cast the circle, then you'll enter the circle and Rowena and I will leave the room. And everyone will be robed."

"Oh," Xander said, thoughtfully. "So you're kinda like my second, right? Like in those old movies where the one guy was challenged to a duel, and he asked his best friend to be his second to help him with the sword or the pistols and in case of any blood spillage. Right?"

"Well, despite the Xanderspeak that's a fairly accurate definition," Giles grinned. "But…to get back to your original concern, once you're alone with Willow you should feel free to talk and even joke. Don't be afraid of saying the wrong thing. Like I said, Wiccans take joy in everything they do…even ritual."

"And…and the other part?"

Giles took a deep breath. "She'll guide you, Xander," he finally answered. "But no, it's not a one-sided thing. You can t-touch and feel and – again – do what's natural."

"And what about…? I mean…" Xander stopped, unsure of how to address his next question. "Do I have to make a stop at the drugstore on the way back to the Council tonight? No prospects of a dashingly handsome son with brown eyes, red hair and wicked computer skills, I hope?" Xander joked nervously.

"Willow will take care of everything. A-and I can assure you, it will be perfectly safe," Giles answered.

Xander nodded and looked down at his hands for a minute. Giles simply watched him, silently giving the young man time. Xander unconsciously scratched his cheek under the eye patch.

"And afterwards I'll have both eyes again?" Xander said and Giles nodded. "What difference will it make, Giles? Anya will still be gone. My hometown is still a big hole in the ground. My friends are scattered around the globe. What am I supposed to do then?"[image: image19.jpg]



Giles looked at him sadly. "That will be up to you, Xander," he said quietly. "Willow wants to give you a chance to be able to do what you love. What you decide after that point is entirely on you." Giles paused and then asked, "Are you willing to accept that gift, Xander?"

Xander looked at him and then rubbed a hand over his mouth.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
The Alcove – Evening

Kennedy sat slumped deep into the worn red leather couch set against the black painted wall, occasionally sipping from a bottle of water. The large bar was dark and smoke-filled with bass-heavy music pounding the beat for the women writhing in synch with the strobe lights flashing overhead. Kennedy glanced over as a voluptuous figure dressed in leather pants and a denim jacket half-buttoned over her tight t-shirt threw herself onto the couch next to her.

"Not interested," Kennedy mumbled.

"Yeah, like I was offerin'," Faith snorted. "Got a sweet reunion with my own honey this weekend to look forward to. I can wait." Kennedy watched as Faith rubbed her hands together as if in anticipation.

"Patrol okay?" Kennedy asked, ignoring the other Slayer's comment.

"Average," Faith shrugged. "Rachel got cornered by three newbies, but she kept her head and got two of 'em while I staked the last."

"Cool," Kennedy absently commented, turning her attention again to the action on the dance floor. After a moment she turned back to Faith. "How'd you know where to find me?"

"Where else would a heart-sick dyke go on a Tuesday night in Cleveland?" Faith laughed. "At least you're only drowning your sorrows in France's finest mineral water."

Kennedy sighed. "What have I got to be heart-sick about?" she asked sarcastically. "I mean, my lover is just trying to do the right thing for her friend. That's what matters most, right? Saving Xander…why should I stand in the way of that?"

"You shouldn't," Faith agreed. "Willow couldn't do less for anyone she loves, and that includes you, too. She risked her soul to bring Buffy back from the dead, but I know she doesn't want to lose you over helping Xander."

"She'll do it no matter what I say," Kennedy sneered.

"You're right," Faith nodded. "She will. So what happens between you two is up to you. But before you decide to throw away your relationship with her, remember this…I was there that night Xander got hurt. He stuck around to save your ass. If he hadn't, he'd still have an eye. And where would you be right now?"

Kennedy opened her mouth to argue, then closed it again. Faith smiled kindly as she watched Kennedy's face.

"Come on, Ken," she finally said, slapping the younger woman on the leg and standing up. "Let's go home."

Kennedy shook off her dazed expression and followed Faith out of the club.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – Evening

Willow sat at the long work table which stood along one wall. A cabinet above held jars filled with various herbs, powders and resins as well as an assortment of tools and books.

"Come in," she called at the knock and watched as the heavy door opened and Xander walked in.

She smiled warmly at him. "Hey," she said.

"Hi," he replied, moving closer to the table and pointing his chin at the mortar and pestle she was using. "Whatcha working on? Another chemistry experiment?"

She chuckled. "No, just making some incense. Normally Andrew takes care of this, but sometimes I find the work relaxes me."

"Andrew's part of your coven?" he asked, shaking his head in amazement.

"He asked to learn," Willow shrugged. "How could I deny him that?"

"Giles mentioned that you would probably ask your friend Rowena to assist you," Xander said after a moment.

Willow nodded. "I did and she will," she replied. "Andrew will prepare the room and the altar for me, but she'll help cast the circle…if that's okay with you?"

"What?" he said, distracted. "Oh sure."

"So does this mean…" she asked hopefully. He smiled at her, his eye meeting her own.

"Yeah, Will," he said. "Let's give it a shot. What have we got to lose?"

"No guarantees, Xander," she said, happy tears coming to her eyes. "But we'll do our best." She pulled him into her arms and quietly said, "Thank you."

"Hey, hey!" he said as he hugged her close. "I'm the one who needs to give out the thanks here, Will."

"No, I'm sorry," Willow said pulling away and wiping her eyes. "It's just that I've been so worried about you for a long time now and ever since I spoke with Anya I've been trying to find you."

"You spoke with Anya?" he asked, his expression shocked. "When?"

"Oh…oh yeah…oops," Willow said with a worried grin. "Uh…a month ago at Samhain…er, Halloween. The veil between this world and the next is thinnest then s-so she asked me to find you because…"

"Why didn't she talk to me?" he asked, his voice anguished.

"Oh Xander," she breathed. "She…she said you were cut off from her a-and I did a ritual because I felt someone from the other side trying to contact me, but I…I thought it was someone…other than her."

Willow shrugged sheepishly.

"Oh," he said, his face softening. "I get it."

"If I had known there was any way for you to speak to her I would have let you know, Xander. You know that, right? I didn't mention it before because I didn't want to hurt you," Willow confessed. "If it's any consolation I wasn't her first choice to talk to, ya know?"

Willow ran her hand up Xander's arm in support and he paused a moment then asked. "She's okay? She's in a better place now?"

Willow smiled. "Yeah. Same ol' Anya – pissed she can't spend money, but really worried about you. It's…it's different there, Xander. I guess the pain stays on this side but she could sense you were upset."

"So that's why you wouldn't listen to my crazy idea to bring her back," Xander said. "She's happy?"

"Yeah, for the most part," Willow nodded. "But like I said, she was concerned for you, like the rest of us."

"I didn't mean to worry you Will. It's just been tough this year."

"I get it," Willow nodded. "Really I do."

Xander gave her a sad smile and cupped her cheek in his hand.

Willow took his hand away gently and gave it a squeeze. "It's late so go get some rest. Big day tomorrow."

"Yeah," he said giving her a peck on the cheek. "Night, Will."

"Hey," she stopped him before he could reach the door. He turned around. "I love you, Xander," she said. 

"Love you, too, Will." He gave her a genuine smile and her own widened in response.

She watched him leave the room and then returned to her work.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Willow's Suite – Late Evening 

Willow walked through the door into her darkened apartment and reached a hand out to turn on the light. A warm glow filled the living room. She walked through the hallway and peered into the darkened bedroom and sighed. A soft knock sounded on the door [image: image20.jpg]


and she moved to answer it.

"Hey Will," Faith said, her hands buried deep in the pockets of her jacket.

"Faith, come in," Willow said.

Faith walked into the room a few steps and then swung around to face Willow. "Um, Kennedy's bunking down in the dorm tonight. She…she wanted me to tell you."

"I need to go see her," Willow said moving toward the door.

Faith put a hand out. "I'll look after her. She just needs some space tonight."

Willow nodded. "O-okay, thanks…Did she tell you about Xander?"

"The spell?" Faith said. "Yeah, we talked about it and...talked about it and talked some more after that." Faith gave her a small grin.

"I'm sorry you got dragged into this."

"Nah, it's cool," Faith told her. "Robin likes to talk too so I've got the practice...I just...I wanted to come up and tell you where she was and to say I think you're doing the right thing here."

"Wish Kennedy thought so," Willow said, an ironic smile on her face.

"She'll come around but she needs some time," Faith said. "I pointed out a few things she's too stubborn to think of on her own, but…I'm afraid I kinda made things worse at one point."

"What do you mean?"

"I…I…oh hell," Faith said, a guilty look on her face. "I kinda told her about you and Xander playing footsies behind Oz's back in high school. I'm sorry Willow, I thought she knew about all…that."

Willow sighed as she absorbed the information. "Oh…well, it's okay Faith, don't blame yourself," Willow said. "I should have told her myself long before this came up, but…well, infidelity's not usually something you bring up while basking in the afterglow."

"Yeah, but still," Faith said. "I'm really sorry."

"No, don't…" Willow said. "It'll be alright."

"Like I said, let her be tonight, Will," Faith advised. "Talk to her in the morning…gotta admit, it's not easy on her."

Willow sighed again and nodded her assent. "Okay…just, just for tonight."

Faith turned to the door again. "I'm gonna go. Robin's expecting a call and it's already late."

"Yeah. Good night, Faith," Willow said closing the door behind the slayer. With another sigh she turned off the living room lights and headed into the empty bedroom.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Willow's Suite – Morning
Bathroom

Willow sat on the edge of the large sunken tub. She was dressed in a peach-colored silk robe and her long red hair was held back in a bun. She silently watched as the hot, steaming water filled the tub, but turned around at the soft knock on the open bathroom door.

"Hey," Kennedy whispered, taking a tentative step into the room.

"Hi," Willow smiled.

"What are you gonna do?" Ken asked, indicating the various herbs resting near the tub.[image: image21.jpg]


 

"Ritual bath," Willow said briefly as if trying to read her lover's mood.

"Like…like during the full moon?"

Willow nodded.

"So…so this means you're gonna do the spell," Kennedy moved closer to Willow and turned down the lid of the toilet seat before sitting down.

"Yes," Willow answered.

"Oh," Ken said, watching the water flow into the tub. "Kinda hot, ain't it?" she asked indicating the water.

"Yeah," Willow said, making an adjustment on the tap. "I like it that way, when I'm getting ready for ritual. Makes…well, makes the blood move. Helps me get in tune with my body."

Kennedy nodded. "I get it," she said. "Kinda like warming up before heavy exercise."

"Ken? Sweetie? I…I missed you last night," Willow said, her face suddenly looking vulnerable.

"Me too," Ken said, a small pout on her face. "I mean, I missed you, too. Didn't get a whole lotta sleep with all those junior Slayers running around. You wouldn't believe how much noise a bunch of teenage girls with superpowers can make."

Willow gave a cautious smile. "I can imagine. I used to sleep with Buffy and she was noisy enough…oh, not that we…I mean slumber party sleep, just you know, the high school, best friend, talk all night about clothes and boys thing…well, in Buffy's case, talk about a certain vampire before he got all evil thing, but…"

Kennedy suppressed a laugh. "I know what you meant, Will."

"Okay," Willow said, relieved. "Um, Faith told me she…she said…" Willow took a breath. "I'm sorry I never told you the whole story about Oz and Xander. It's just that it was something I wasn't very proud of, b-but I knew it's something that would never, ever happen again. I'd never cheat on you, Ken. I…I couldn't, you know? I mean, when Oz…when it happened to me, I could never inflict that kind of pain on anyone else."

"I know you couldn't," Kennedy said, finally looking up into Willow's eyes. "You…you've got a good heart, Willow. That's why I know you have to do this. With Xander," she said.

"I do," Willow agreed, tears coming to her eyes. "I just wish…"

"I know," Kennedy said, brushing Willow's face with her thumb. "I'm sorry I'm being such a jerk about it. Intellectually, I know…I understand, it's just I'm…" Kennedy shook her head as if to clear it. "It's just that you're always so damn right all the time. When it comes to giving orders as a Watcher or doing things I can't understand because it's a part of your religion, you always seem to push me aside. As if those things come first and us last."

"Kennedy, I have a lot of responsibility…"

"No!" Kennedy interrupted. "I know you do. So do I, but it just seems that we can't ever meet in the middle."

Kennedy paused as she continued to softly stroke Willow's face. "I'm proud of you, Willow," she finally said. "You're doing a good thing for Xander. You're right. Faith's right. I mean, even bullheaded me can see he needs help. So you do what you have to do to help him. I'll be alright. And we…we'll be alright, too, I hope."

"Really?" Willow asked, pressing the brunette's hand closer to her face.

"Really," Ken repeated. "I love you."

Kennedy leaned forward and gently kissed Willow on the lips. "Now take your bath and I'll see you this afternoon. Okay?"

Willow winced at the hollow tone in Kennedy's voice, but she simply replied, "Okay."

Kennedy stood and quickly left the bathroom. Willow turned off the tap before the water could overflow the tub. With a sigh, she stood and began to untie her robe.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Vampire's Lair – Late Morning
Cleveland

Gretz directed the nervous delivery man pushing the heavy handcart ahead of him to the back room and through the walk-in freezer door. The middle-aged man tried not to look at the drained and frozen corpses hanging from hooks as he unloaded the Styrofoam containers from the cart. Gretz pushed the lid of one aside and grabbed one of the bags, his face morphing as his fangs tore through the heavy plastic. The delivery man whimpered slightly and pretended to ignore the loud slurping sounds.

"Ah!" Gretz said with a satisfied belch. He looked at the human. "You done yet?" he asked.

"Y-yes," the man said straighten up and retrieving his handcart.

"Good. Let's go," Gretz said and led the way out of the freezer.

Seward was waiting for them near the entrance. The human whimpered again when he saw the tall vampire.

"Everything as promised?" he asked Gretz.

"Yes, Master," Gretz said.

Seward paused and licked his lips as he looked at the delivery man. The man physically began to shake and nervously looked from Seward to the door. Finally, Seward nodded and said, "Tip him, then."

Gretz pulled out a large wad of cash and handed it to the human who blindly stuffed it into his jacket pocket as he rushed from the lair.

Seward absently watched as the heavy door closed and gave a long, wanton sigh. "Gretz?"

"Yes, Master?"

"We're going out tonight," he said. "I don't care what the Presidium has planned. I need fresh produce," he said taking the empty bag from Gretz. "And not frozen dinners."

"But Master…"

"Gretz," he began short of patience. "I own this town. It's mine, not theirs. We deserve a night out. Round up the crew."

Gretz opened his mouth as if to ask a question, but when Seward narrowed his eyes on him, he closed it with a snap. "Yes, Master," he finally said, his voice low and fearful.

"Good boy," Seward said with a smile.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Hallway Outside Willow's Coven Room – Noon

Xander and Giles walked down the hallway. Both men were barefoot and dressed in simple green robes.

"A little chilly in here," Xander said.

"Willow had her coven room specially climate controlled, Xander," Giles replied. "I think the system is even hooked up to that infernal computer of hers. You'll be warm enough."

"Oh, good," Xander replied absently, his nervousness apparent. He half-turned to the Watcher. "That robe looks good on you Giles. Much better than that silly wizard's robe you wore that one Halloween."

"Yes," Giles said. "Thankfully that part of my wardrobe was consumed with the rest of Sunnydale."

The two men stopped when they saw Kennedy talking with Andrew who was standing by the door to the coven room.

"They're…um, they're waiting for you inside," Andrew said to the two men.

Giles nodded, but remained silent as Kennedy and Xander looked at each other.

"Good luck, Xander," Kennedy finally said. "I hope it works."

"Thank you, Ken," he replied, his voice breaking with emotion. He turned to Giles. "Feel like I'm going in for surgery."

Giles gave him a ghost of a smile and motioned to Andrew who opened the door. The pair quickly walked through the door and Andrew closed it behind them.

"Two men enter. One man leaves," Andrew muttered to himself. 

"Why don't you grow up, moron?" Kennedy snarled and quickly walked away down the corridor.

Andrew blinked at her retreating figure, then crossed his arms and began to chant under his breath. "The goddess is alive, magic is afoot. The goddess is alive…"

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – Noon

Giles gently took Xander's elbow and led him to the side of the room. In the center, Willow and Rowena stood in front of the altar. They were both similarly robed.

Willow nodded to Rowena and the blonde Watcher picked up the smoking censer from the altar. Moving clockwise she traced a large circle with the altar in the middle. In a strong voice she declared, "Let the circle be drawn with the power of fire and air."

Moving again to the altar, she added a pinch of salt to the bowl of water and said, "As water purifies the body, so salt purifies the soul."

Picking up the bowl, she again moved around the circle defining the space with the salt water. "Let the circle be drawn with the power of earth and water."

Finally, she picked up her athame from the altar and moved a third time around the circle. "Let the circle be drawn with the power of spirit."

Rowena returned to the altar and gave Willow a small bow. "My lady, the circle is cast."

"Thank you," Willow smiled. She handed Rowena her own athame and followed the blonde as she moved to the eastern side of the circle. Rowena used the daggers to open a passage, leaving them on the floor to mark the boundary. She stepped back as Willow waited in front of it.

Giles led Xander forward until he stood across from Willow.

"How shall you enter?" Willow asked.

Xander cleared his throat nervously. "In perfect love and perfect trust," he answered.

"You are welcome in the sacred circle," Willow said and moved aside as he stepped forward.

Rowena stepped through to stand next to Giles and Willow bent down to pick up the athames and seal the magical door. She smiled at Giles and Rowena as they both bowed to her and then turned and left the room. Willow looked at the heavy door a moment and the click of the lock turning softly filled the room.

Willow turned to Xander and gently took his hand to lead him to the altar. She set the two athames aside and picked up a small, lit, white taper candle and handed it to him. He looked at her a moment and she gave him a small nod of encouragement.

"Lord…lord of the forest," he began as he touched the flame of the candle to the wick of a tall, gold pillar candle resting on the altar. "Um…uh…King of mirth and merriment. Join us within our sacred circle and…and lend your blessing to our endeavor. So mote it be." He gave a soft sigh of relief when he finished.

Willow took the taper from him and repeated his action, this time lighting the tall silver candle next to the golden one. "Lady of the night with three faces," she said, her voice strong and sure. "Guardian of all eternal life. Join us within our sacred circle and lend us your blessing. So mote it be."

She placed the taper back in its holder and turned to Xander. "Would you like something to drink?" she asked. "There's wine for later, but I have ice water in case we get thirsty."

"No," he said taking a deep breath. "I…I…no."

"Are you nervous?" she asked, her eyebrows rising up in concern.

"Um, I don't think nervous is the exact term I'd use here, Will," he said. "In fact, my nervousness has transcended rational thought. To be perfectly frank, my nervousness has taken on a life of its own. So…so why don't you just do that door thingie and I'll go 'cause honestly I don't think I'm gonna be able to rise to the...uh, occasion and…and oh god…"[image: image22.jpg][




 

Xander broke off as Willow, with a slight shrug of her shoulders, allowed her robe to fall to the floor.

"Oh…" Xander said, his eye widening. "Oh…oh boy. Okay, just…just scratch that last comment."

Willow smiled.

 Fade Out

Act Four
Fade In
Int.
Watcher's Council Lounge – Afternoon 

Andrew sat in the corner of the lounge working on the computer while Faith, Kennedy and Marsha watched television. The junior Slayer was sitting between the other two and every once in a while she would try to sneak the remote control away from Faith. The dark Slayer would simply slap her hand away and continue her channel surfing.

Rowena and Giles sat at the work table going over patrol reports.

"Score!" Andrew proclaimed from the computer.

Giles sighed. "Andrew, I thought you were supposed to be researching for Willow. That does not sound like research to me," he said.

"Well, she's not here so she won't know," he defended.

"She will when I tell her," Faith said, clicking the remote.

Andrew pouted and closed the computer game he was playing and reloaded the database.

"Faith, will you just pick something to watch already!" Kennedy exclaimed.

"Hey! I have to know what's on before I decide, you know," Faith pointed out.

"We've got 400 frikkin' channels," Ken said. "Use the guide."

"The guide is for wimps," Faith said. Marsha tried to steal the remote again and finally Faith tossed it to Ken. "Here, better you than the squirt." She leaned forward and picked up the newspaper lying on the table in front of the couch.

Kennedy continued where Faith had left off flipping channels. Marsha looked at her and said, "I thought you wanted to watch something."

Kennedy glanced at her from the corner of her eye. "Just because you got a day off doesn't mean I won't make you scrub the dorm's bathrooms again."

Marsha mimicked Andrew's pout perfectly and slumped back into the couch as Kennedy continued to click the remote.
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A few minutes later, Willow and Xander walked into the room. Kennedy turned off the television as everyone else gathered around Xander, but when they saw he was still wearing the eye patch they were silent. 
"What happened?" Andrew finally burst out. "It didn't work?"

"Stupid magic," Kennedy muttered softly but loud enough to be heard. "Knew it wouldn't work."

Willow looked at her sadly.

Giles cocked his head to one side as a grin slowly made it's way to his face. "Oh Xander for god's sake!" Giles exclaimed then said to the rest. "He's got the patch on the good eye!"

Xander laughed joyfully. He pulled the eye patch off and tossed it into the fireplace. "I can see again!"

Willow rolled her eyes and smiled happily at her best friend, while Kennedy's scowl deepened. Giles peered closely into Xander's healed eye. "Good lord!" he exclaimed. "They're different colors!"

"Yeah, how about that?" Xander said. "But beggars can't be choosers, right? Good thing it's only a different shade of brown or I'd really stand out."

"You stand out anyway, dude," Faith said clapping him on the back. "Congratulations. And Will, great job," Faith drawled while looking at Willow's work.

"Thanks," Willow said.

"Yes, Willow," Rowena said. "It's…a miracle."

"Indeed," Giles said. "Xander, if you wouldn't mind, I have an optometrist here in Cleveland that I'd like to have a look at your eye. Just to make sure everything's fine."

Xander shrugged. "Okay. Can I drive your car?" he asked.

"Er…no, not just yet," Giles said, then gave him a small smile. "But I'll let you play with the radio."

"Deal."

"Hey guys," Faith said, retrieving her newspaper from the couch. "I think we have extra cause for celebration tonight. Will's birthday. Xander's complete set of baby browns. Whadya say? There's a new place opening tonight that looks promising." She pointed to an ad in the newspaper.

"I don't know…" Willow said doubtfully looking at Kennedy. Suddenly the brunette Slayer stood up and moved forward.

"Sure!" she said with false cheer. "That sounds great. Dinner, drinks, maybe we can even get in a bit of dancing."

Willow hesitated a moment longer. "Alright," she finally said.

"Wow! Great!" Marsha exclaimed bouncing on her feet.

"Oh not you, little girl!" Andrew said. "You and the rest of the Barbie patrol are staying home with me tonight."

"But why?" she whined. "It sounds like fun!"

"Fun for adults," he pointed out. "Not growing Slayers. Besides, I have a new cookie recipe you can help me with."

Marsha seemed disappointed but then brightened. "Okay, but you have to let me wear your favorite apron. You know the one with the Martha Stewart and Emeril LaGasse dueling spatulas cartoon on it."

"Okay!" Andrew interrupted. "Sure, no problem. Now let's go." Andrew shooed the young girl out of the lounge to the amusement of the others.

"You guys in?" Faith asked Rowena and Giles who both nodded. "Cool," Faith said. "I'll go tell Vi and Rona. Later!"

Faith left the lounge and Giles clapped a hand on Xander's back. "Come on Xander," he said. "Let's go check out the eye."

"Okay, sure," he said then paused and turned to Willow. "Thanks, Will," he said.

Willow shrugged. "I owed you Xander."
"No, never. But thank you," he whispered and reached out to gently touch her cheek before following Giles.

"I'm gonna go work out," Kennedy said and left before Willow could say anything.

"I'm really impressed, Willow," Rowena said. "I…I know that technically your spell was flawless, but to actually see the result…amazing."
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"Thanks Ro," Will said. "You shoulda been there when the Slayers were activated. Talk about pyrotechnicy."

"I'll bet," Ro said. "Um, do you want to continue work on the Fluxus manuscript? We still have to translate it from the Latin and while that's easy the magical permutations are a complete mystery to me."

Willow glanced at the door that Kennedy left through before turning back to Rowena. "Okay sure," Willow said and sat down at the table.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watcher's Computer Room – Late Afternoon

Giles walked into the computer room and saw Willow slumped over her keyboard. As he approached, he saw that she had fallen asleep. He smiled proudly and ran a gentle hand over her head. The touch stirred her and she slowly came awake.

"Oh…oh Giles," she said. "I'm sorry! I must have fallen asleep." She turned a bleary eye to the computer screen. "Oh…heh…looks like I've got about ten thousand pages of the letter Z in my journal. Kinda appropriate, I guess."

"I'm sure you can fix it," he said, pulling up a chair and sitting down next to her. "In fact, I don't think there's much in this world you can't do."

"Oh please, Giles," she said rolling her eyes. "We both know that's not true." She wiped a hand over her face to help her wake up. "How'd it go at the optometrist?"

"Excellent," he said. "His eyesight is perfect. There's no sign of any abnormalities or even scarring from the original injury. Other than the odd color variation, it seems perfectly normal."

"Good," she said. "How…how did he seem? More Xandery?"

"Better than he has," Giles said thoughtfully. "But he'll need time. He still has his grief to deal with. He t-told me he's spent the last few months seeking a way to bring back Anya. I shudder to think of the risks he's been taking."

Willow nodded. "He mentioned something to me, too," she said. "I don't even want to know what he intended to do with D'Hoffryn's amulet, but I'm sure it would not have been pleasant."

Giles paused a moment as he watched her fiddle with the computer. "Willow?" he waited until she turned her attention back to him. "I'm so very proud of you. For what you did. Not…not only for Xander, but for yourself."

"Everyone seems to think it's something so spectacular," she said. "But, it's just something I had to do."

"I know," he said. "But most importantly it's the way you did it, Willow. You could have taken the easy way out a-and simply used dark magic to conjure Xander a new eye."

"Humph," Willow snorted. "Not so easy. That would have required shedding innocent blood a-and I'm not going that way again."

"I know," he said. "So rather than using an outside source you took it upon yourself. You put aside your own personal preferences and took a tremendous risk with your relationships with both Xander and Kennedy. It was a hard thing to do and that's why I'm proud of you."

"Thanks Giles," Willow said, finally accepting his praise. "I…I should go get ready for tonight."

They both stood up and began to leave the room. "So should I," he said. "I need to prepare myself for all the trouble I'm sure the gang will get in tonight."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Jimmy's Tavern – Evening

The group had appropriated a large [image: image25.jpg]


table in the back of the tavern. It was now littered with dinner dishes, the remains of a huge birthday cake and many, many empty beer bottles and cocktail glasses. Only Willow, Giles, Xander and Ro were present to survey the damage. Faith, Vi and Rona could be seen happily dancing to the music from the live band on the stage. Kennedy had excused herself to go to the bathroom a while before, but instead of returning to the table, she was playing a video game at the bar.
"Not exactly your style of music, huh?" Xander joked.
"I'm, I'm down…with the new music," Giles said, taking a sip from his drink. Willow leaned over and plucked the umbrella-skewered maraschino cherry from his glass and popped it in her mouth. 
"Oh, yeah, down is right," she said with a wicked grin as she chewed. "Every time you hear the stereo in the rec room, you look down your tweedy British nose at it."
"That's not true," he said. "A-and stop stealing my cherries!"
Willow chuckled. "I'm stealing Giles's cherries. Hehehe."
"Gotta admit, Giles. Music's come a long way from Seals and Croft. And see?" Xander said as he pointed to the female lead singer of the group who was doing a cover of 'Going Under' by Evanescence. "Even people your age can appreciate music from the last TWENTY years," he stressed.
"Xander, I never listened to Seals and Croft," he said. "Cream and The Who are more my style."
"Wow, Giles," Rowena said, stirring the ice in her glass with her straw. "I would have taken you more for a classic Baroque man rather than a classic rock man. Wonders never cease, eh?" She sucked the last of the alcohol from the glass with a noisy slurp.
They all looked at her in astonishment. 
"What?" she asked.
"Eh?" Willow laughed. "You really are Canadian!" The rest of the table, including Rowena, joined in the laughter.
"Okay. You caught me. I'm drunk," she confessed after everyone began to calm down.

"In that case, let's dance," Giles said, standing up and pulling Rowena to her feet. "You won't remember in the morning and despite the beat, this band is not that bad." Before the blonde had a chance to protest, he dragged her away.

"Oh gods, Will," Xander said, hiding behind his hands. "I can't watch Giles's midlife crisis in action. The shiny sports car, dancing with women half his age – it's very disturbing."

"Stop," Willow admonished with a laugh and then changed the subject. "Did you talk to Buffy again?"

"Yeah," he nodded. "Her and Dawn. They were a little…overwhelmed at the news."

"How much did you tell them?" Willow asked.

"Well, I could hear Dawn jumping up and down until Buffy sent her out of the room. Buffy was concerned about, you know…"

"The color of magic," Willow said with a wry grin.

"Yeah," he said. "So I explained without going into too much detail, but she got the idea. That was okay, right? I mean, it's Buffy."

"Oh, no Xander," Willow assured. "That's fine. I'm not ashamed of anything. A-and you shouldn't be either."

"I'm not," he said. "Uh, Will…I think, I mean… I'm going to head out tomorrow."

Willow got a frightened look on her face. "You're not leaving cause of any...weirdness, right?" she asked as she waved her hand between the two of them.

"No weirdness, Will," Xander assured her with a sincere smile.

"But…but you just got here," Willow protested. "Why would you…?"

"I know," he interrupted before she could get into drunken babble mode. "But I want to see Niagara Falls and then I'm going to meet up with the Summers women for the holidays. I kinda promised Dawn and she begged me to come and meet her girlfriend."

"Awww," Willow cried. "How come she tells everyone else about her girlfriend? I mean, I thought she could talk to me, but no! She can tell everyone except me!"

"Hey, Will, calm down!" Xander hastily said. "I kinda got the idea she didn't think it was that big a deal and was afraid you would make one out of it. Besides, I don't think Dawn is as firmly planted on your side as you are. She asked if I had seen that cute guy she met when she was here and was my new eye as dreamy as his?"

Willow stubbornly grumbled to herself, but then moved the subject back on track.

"Well, okay then. As long as you're with people who love you. That's the important thing. But you tell Little Miss Dawnie that she better hook up that web cam I sent her because I am not enduring a Snoopy dance-free Christmas. I'll expect a heart-warming rendition from both of you."

"Okay, you got it," he laughed.

"Come on," Willow said. "Let's go show those Slayers that we know how to move, too."

"In a minute," he said.

"Okay!" Willow said and weaved her way through the crowd.

Xander headed for the bar and asked the bartender for another beer. Kennedy stiffened as he looked over her shoulder at the video screen.

"Looks like fun," he said. "Can I join in?

"It's a free country," Kennedy shrugged. "Got a quarter?"

"Yep," he said, putting a handful of change down on the bar and taking the stool next to her. They played for a few minutes.

"You're good at that," Kennedy said watching his hands fly over the touch screen.

"All those years of video-game geekdom finally paid off," he smiled. "Good thing too, or I'd never keep up with your Slayer dexterity."

"It's more than that." Kennedy shook her head as she missed a move and the game finally came to an end. The points on his side more than doubled hers and he quickly keyed in ALH for best score. "Yeah, I got the speed, but you've obviously had lots of practice on bar games."

Xander shrugged it off and took a sip of his beer.

"Ken, I wanted to tell you that I'm leaving tomorrow. Gonna see a few more sights and then go meet up with Buffy for Christmas."

Kennedy swiveled around on her stool until she was facing the dance floor. "Oh," she said. "You coming back after?"

"I don't know," he said, turning around as well. "To visit for sure. My family's here."

"Especially Willow," she said.

"Especially Willow," he repeated. "But that's just it. Willow is my family. I don't want anything more. Neither does she."

"Then what does she want, Xander?" Kennedy asked. "I'm not sure it's me."

"Has she ever said she doesn't want you?" he asked.

"No," she admitted, then jerked her head at the dance floor. "But judging from her and Faith's Patrick Swayze and Jennifer Grey impersonation out there, I think she might be looking elsewhere."

Xander peered over to where Willow and Faith were indeed dancing closely and enjoyably together. He smiled sadly. "I've seen it before. That my dear Kennedy, is the dance of the brave little toaster."

"Huh?" she said turning to him in confusion.

"One thing I know about Willow," he said seriously but with a glint in his eyes. "The only time she can dance like that is when she drinks. And the only time she drinks like that is when she's feeling sad. And I'm betting if she had her choice it would be you she'd be dancing with. Get what I'm saying?"
"Oh," she said. "So I…I guess I should go dance with her," Kennedy said.
"Tell you what," he said. "It's been a while, but I'm sure I can distract Faith long enough for you to spirit the Willster away. Sound like a plan?"
Kennedy smiled and was just about to answer when her eyes narrowed as a group of at least a half dozen figures walked past them towards the dance floor. She put out an arm to stop him from moving from the barstool.
"What?" Xander asked.
"Got uninvited company," she said.
Xander followed her eye movements as they tracked the newcomers. He lifted himself up a bit and looked over the heads of the dancers. "If I'm not mistaken, there's more coming in the back way. Looks like it's chow time in vamp town. Gee, thought I'd left this all behind in Sunnydale."
"They're blocking off the exits," Kennedy said, looking around the room. "Five in the front. Five in the back and at least ten inside already. I'll grab Faith, Rona and Vi. You gather up the others. We've gotta make a move before they do."
"Right," he said and they headed off.
By the time Kennedy reached Faith, Vi and Rona the dark Slayer had already sensed the intruders and the four of them broke off in different directions to cover as much of the room as possible.
Staggering to a stop, Willow finally seemed to realize her dancing partner had abandoned her the same moment Xander reached her, Giles and Rowena. He pulled them all away from the crowd and back toward the table.
"What…what's going on?" Giles asked.
"There's about to be a feeding frenzy and we're all on the menu," Xander explained to the Watchers as he overturned one of the chairs and started kicking it apart.
"Oh dear," Giles slurred. "Now see! This is why it's not safe to drink outside the safety of your own home."
"Save the lecture for later, Giles," Xander told him as he continued to kick.
"Hey!" a waitress ran over, interrupting them. "What do you think you're doing, pal?" she said facing Xander.
"You're about to be…" Rowena stopped herself from continuing and seemed to strain with an explanation the young woman would buy. "Robbed!" she said quite proud of herself. "That's it. You're gonna be robbed by those guys over there. We need weapons," Rowena told her in a slightly inebriated voice. "So get the manager, 'k?"
As the waitress ran away, Xander handed them all stakes. He turned to Willow. "Will, do you think you can clear the exit?"
"Oh," Willow said, not sounding much more astute than Rowena. She looked over at the group of vampires blocking the front entrance. "Uh…sure."
"Good," Xander said. "Let's get as many folks out before these guys get hungry."
"And knowing vamps, that's not going to take long," Rowena pointed out waving her finger. "I'm a Watcher. I know these things."[image: image26.jpg]



"Riiiiiight," Xander patronized. "And a drunk one at that," he added softly under his breath.
Suddenly a scream was heard from the dance floor and they watched as the vampires began to grab the victims closest to them.
"Too late," Rowena said offhandedly. "What's plan B?"
They watched as all the Slayers bolted into action, whipping out their stakes and dusting the vamps who were oblivious to them in the tide of people. The rest of the undead team realized quickly what was happening began to engage the Slayers. And as the fight started to escalate, people started to run. A few of the drunker patrons not knowing the real danger began to join in, fighting each other.
"Plan B is utter chaos," Xander jibed, taking the scene in before them.
"Okay," Willow began holding her head as if trying to concentrate. "Work your way to the back. Help the people who ran," Willow said as she raced through the various melees to get to the front door.
When Willow arrived at the entrance she found the five vampires snickering at their trapped prey. She looked around and saw the pieces of a chair broken in the brawl at her feet. She concentrated by closing her eyes and began to wobble for just a moment as the wood flew through the air. She opened her eyes and scrunched her face when the makeshift stakes embedded themselves into the wall next to their waitress's head.
"Oops!" she said to the girl with a slight chuckle and a small apologetic grin. "Sorry, it's the booze," she added trying to sound serious.
Terrified, the girl ran for the kitchen as the other patrons followed her leaving Willow with five hungry, agitated vampires who gnashed their teeth. "Oh boy, this isn't good," Willow sighed.
"She a witch, Gretz?" one of the vamps asked his companion.
"That…that's right!" Willow proclaimed. "I am a witch. A-a very powerful she-witch, so don't think you can trifle with me!"
Gretz laughed. "Whatcha gonna do she-witch?" he sneered. "Turn me into a frog?"
Willow frowned in confusion. "Ewww! No frogs! Um…gimme a minute and I…I'll think of something just as hideous!"
As Xander, Rowena and Giles tried to dodge their way to the back, Giles suddenly felt himself side blitzed. He tried to keep his footing but the vampire that managed to catch him, gave him a shove which sent him sliding face first toward the musical groups drum set. With a crash into the bass drum he came to a stop.
The musicians looked on in fear, huddling behind their lead singer who still had her guitar strapped around her. 
"I don't like this, this is not good."
She gasped at the disfigured face of Giles's attacker as he lunged toward the Watcher.

"Come on, Becca," one of her younger band mates said, "Time to book."

Becca pulled the guitar from her shoulder and slammed it into the attacker's back. The guitar shattered with the body flying away from the neck. He seemed unfazed and turned to Becca with a growl.

"That's it," her band mate yelled pulling her away, running toward the kitchen.

The pause was enough for Giles to get his footing. He tapped the distracted vampire on the shoulder, burying a discarded drum stick in his chest.

Becca watched from the kitchen entrance as the man instantly turned to dust. "What the hell?" she muttered.

"Come on!" her band mate yelled again before dragging her from the room.[image: image27.jpg]


 
Giles jumped from the stage, picking up a broken leg from a chair and began swinging at the next vampire closest to him. 
With makeshift stakes in hand, Xander and Rowena tried to move through the tide of humans and vampires. One reached out to grab Rowena, thinking they'd found a free lunch but she fought back, surprising the vampire.

"Brave one you are," he taunted.

Rowena swung her stake around burying it in his heart. "Bed one you are," she retorted but stopped to concentrate on what she just said. "I mean dead one you…oh hell you get the point," she said talking to the pile of dust on the floor. "Hehehe, you really did get the point, eh?"

As if realizing she had to focus, she shook her drunken head and looked around. She saw Xander only a few yards ahead of her and she moved to catch up.

Xander diverted from his course to the rear exit to pull a vamp off of Vi.

"Thanks," the petite redhead said as she lunged past him and plunged a broken cue stick into its chest.

"Uh oh," Xander said as another group of vampires walked into the bar from the rear, this time led by Seward. His western clothing made Xander do a double take.

"Chaps?" Xander said pointing to the vampire's attire as the demon came closer. "And who are you supposed to be? Cleveland's version of Josey Wales?"

Seward stopped in his assessment of the room and focused on Xander.

"I'm going to enjoy killing you," he said calmly.

"Is that right?" Xander said amused. "And what makes you think you can do that?"

"I'm a lot older than I look, boy."

"You may be old," Xander said. "But after all I've seen, the scariest thing about you, buddy, is your wardrobe."

Enraged, Seward moved in and swung a right hook at Xander's head[image: image28.jpg]


 haphazardly. The vampire was quick, but before his fist could connect, Xander ducked to the left and slammed the stake into his chest. Seward fell back with a look of surprise on his face an instant before exploding into dust.

"Just like ridin' a bicycle," Xander sneered.

From the other side of the bar the vampires began to close in on Willow.

"Stand down," she said raising her hand, "You're about to…"

Gretz and the other vamps looked over Willow's shoulder and suddenly began to dart from the establishment upon seeing Seward's demise. As they scurried away Willow called out after them.

"That's right you blood tuckers, er, suckers. You better run," she called out before she smugly muttered, "Guess they know what's good for 'em."

Oblivious to the real reason they ran, she triumphantly turned and went back into the main room.

"Well, that was fun!" Faith said, hopping up on a billiard table and lighting a cigarette as she surveyed the ruined scene.

"Just like old times, eh Xander," Willow said, nudging her friend.

"Yeah, and reminds me exactly why I want out of this business," he said, throwing down his stake.

Rowena leaned against a table. "That was sloppy," she remarked.

"Yeah," Rona said. "But no one got hurt. That's what counts."

"Then I say we take this party home," Faith said. "Hey Brat, since you're driving, let's swing by that all night liquor store on the way. Will can buy for us seeing as how she's legal now. And once we get home, if you wanna have a little nip, I promise not to tell."

"Didn't you learn anything from this evening, Faith?" Giles said.

"Yeah!" Faith said hopping up and grabbing his and Xander's arms to lead them out of the tavern. "To drink at home, like you said! Everyone, to the Council!"

Fade Out
Fade In
Int.
Watcher's Council – Dining Room - Morning 
Willow dragged herself to the coffee urn and accepted her mug from Andrew.

"You okay, Willow?" Andrew asked.

"Uh huh," she mumbled taking a sip. She looked up and saw Giles and Rowena slowly coming into the dining room and joining the senior Slayers at their table. "Andrew, could you go make some more of that headache remedy, please? I have a feeling we're gonna need extra this morning."

"Oh sure!" Andrew said and ran out of the dining room.

"You realize this is a terrible waste of resources," Giles moaned as Willow joined them. "No one will get any work done today a-and…"

"Speak for yourself, dude," Faith said. "I feel great."

"Bloody Slayers and their recuperative powers," he mumbled under his breath.

"All part of the perks," Faith laughed. "By the way, nice earring."[image: image29.jpg]


 

Giles looked at her with bloodshot eyes. "What are you…?" He grabbed his ear with one hand and exclaimed, "Dear lord!"

"Uh, yeah," Ro said. "Mind if I have my stud back?"

Giles blushed furiously as he handed the blonde Watcher her earring.

Despite her hangover, Willow chuckled. "You should wear one all the time, Giles. It looks good on you. Very sexy."

"Yeah," Faith agreed. "But not as sexy as that naked lady tattooed on your back, Will."

"What?" Willow said, her eyes widening in panic. "What?"

"Just kidding, Red," Faith laughed. "No tattoo."

"Goddess," she said, glaring at Faith. "Don't do that to me!"

"Well, gonna round up the troops and get to work," Faith said. "At least some of us can today."

The three of them sat silently for a moment as Andrew returned and poured them each a steaming cup of his infusion.

"Ack, bitter," Giles complained.

"Yeah, but a lot better than your hangover," Andrew admonished. "You guys should have stuck with the cookies."

"How're things with Kennedy?" Rowena asked as Andrew walked away.

"Okay," Willow said. "I…I think. We talked a bit last night after we got back and she seemed a little more at ease. She left me a note saying she was going for a run this morning."

"Good," Ro said. "Well, I'm going to go thank Andrew for this concoction and then get a few more hours sleep."

"Good idea," Giles said. "Just enough time to get some rest in before Xander leaves."

Willow drained her tea as the other two left the hall.
Fade Out
Fade In
Ext.
Watcher's Council – Street Level – Late Afternoon
Xander's camper was parked at the curb. Rona, Vi and the other Slayers from Sunnydale had already said goodbye to him and had headed back inside for supper. Andrew looked sad as he shook Xander's hand and then turned quickly and ran into the building.

Rowena blushed shyly as Xander pulled her into a big bear hug. "Thanks so much for your help," he said. "Keep knocking on Giles and next time I visit we can gang up on him."

"Okay," she said, pulling away. "Good luck, Xander."

"Faith," Xander said. "Tell Robin I'm sorry I missed him, but I'll give you a call next week to make it up to him."

"Okay, dude," she replied. "Make sure you tell Buffy all about the fun she's missing out on here in Cleveland."

"Right," he smiled before turning to Giles. He offered his hand but Giles grinned and lightly batted it away before pulling him into a hug.

"Take care," Giles told him. "If you need anything…"

"Believe me," Xander said as they pulled away from each other. "I know where to come."

They looked at each other a moment before he turned to Kennedy.

"Can I give you a hug, too?" he asked tentatively.

Kennedy looked at him a moment, then pulled her hands from her back pockets and stiffly hugged him. Willow met Xander's eyes and smiled sadly a moment.

"Thank you," he said, refusing to let Kennedy go for a long moment. "Do me a favor, okay?" he asked.

"Um, what?" she said, finally pulling away.

"Take care of Will, okay?" he said. "There's nothing I want more in this world than for her to be happy."

Kennedy nodded. "Okay. Be…be careful, Xander," she said. "You do pretty good in a fight, but it's still a rough world out there." With that she turned and walked away with the group, finally leaving Xander and Willow alone on the street.

"So," Willow said, rocking on her heels, looking a bit unsure of what to do.

"C'mere you," he said and she embraced him tightly.

"I don't want you to go, you know," she said with a slight sob, her voice muffled by her face buried in his coat.

"I know," he said. "But I promised Buffy. Besides, you need time to reconnect with Ken and I need more time to, you know, think about stuff."

"I know," she said, wiping her eyes. "I'm just gonna miss you."

"Me too," he said and kissed the top of her head. "Catch ya later, Will."[image: image30.jpg]


 

He pulled away as his own eyes began to shine in the quickening gloom. He jumped into the camper and a moment later its engine roared to life. He adjusted the mirror to see Willow standing on the sidewalk, wiping her eyes. He hesitated a moment longer but finally put the RV in gear.

Xander pulled out into traffic but Willow continued to stand there long after it disappeared down the street.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Willow's Suite – Late Evening
Bedroom

Kennedy walked into the bedroom and threw her coat onto the chair.

"Hey," Willow said. "Any problems tonight?"

"Nope," Kennedy said. "I think after last night's vamp slaughter things will probably be quiet for a few days."

"Well, t-that's good," Willow said, putting her hairbrush down on the dresser. "You okay?" she asked.

"Yeah, fine," Kennedy said sitting down on the bed to unlace her boots.

"Good," Willow smiled, watching her lover. She moved closer to Kennedy and sat next to her. "Not too tired, I hope," she said, playing with a lock of Kennedy's dark hair.

Kennedy leaned slightly away and said, "Actually, I am kinda. I think…I'm just gonna shower and then hit the sack."

"Oh," Willow said and watched as Kennedy disappeared into the bathroom. With a sigh she stood up and walked over to the dark window facing the lake. Her lips trembled a bit as she ran a finger over the undecipherable patterns of frost tracing the glass.

