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Teaser
Fade In
Ext.
High-rise Office Building – Night
Cleveland 
Outside a high-rise office building in a clean and quiet part of the city, a scruffily dressed bearded man ambled down the quiet street. He paid no attention to the locked metal and glass building, but continued on his way down to the busy boulevard at the end of the block.

The sign on the front entrance to the metal and glass building proclaimed that the offices had closed over an hour ago; only the lights on the top floor still shone, joining the night lights of Cleveland.

A shadow flickered against the closed blinds of the corner conference rooms on the top floor, a formless shape outlined against the closed blinds. It slid along the window until it could be seen no longer in the abandoned room. Suddenly the room went dark.

Methodically, the shadow appeared against the shuttered windows of the top floor. One by one, it slipped along the windows before the lights shut off until only the middle room remained lit.

Cut to:
Int.
Conference room of the same office building

Although the lights of the room were still on, the chairs stood immobile at the end of a large wooden table, its glossy surface reflecting the florescent lights above. The wood and glass door opened slowly and an oblong shaped shadow filled the doorway. An arm, draped in dark cloth, reached over to flip the switch on the wall, plunging the last room into darkness.

"Excuse me!" protested a shocked voice. [image: image1.jpg]



The hand immediately flipped back on the light. Seated at the far end of the table by a projection screen was a smartly dressed, if tired-looking, woman surrounded by papers and manila folders.

"Sorry, Bonnie," apologized Hal, as the embroidery on his large navy blue uniform identified him. "Didn't see ya there. Workin' late?"

"Apparently," she said dryly, gesturing at the mess surrounding her. She said nothing else, but turned her attention to the paper nearest her, casually glancing at her watch.

"Well, uh, I'll leave ya to your work, then," Hal mumbled, put off by Bonnie's distant attitude.

He let the door ease shut behind him with a small click. With all the lights off in the conference rooms, he turned around to face the elevator and pushed the down button.

Hal turned from the elevator and stared down the dimly lit hallway. The overhead lights were dimmed for the night and the brightest light was the green emergency exit sign at the end of the corridor.

The elevator paused on the ground floor and Hal shifted his weight impatiently from side to side in front of the metal doors. He jingled the keys at his waist, clipping and unclipping the ring from his belt, humming tunelessly.

Finally, the elevator arrived and the doors slid open with a metallic ding. Hal moved forward to step inside, but a noise behind him, like the click of a door shutting, distracted him.

He peered down the hall, one foot inside the elevator, but could see nothing in the faint lights of the hall. Hal even tried to swivel around to see the door immediately behind him, but keeping the elevator doors open and looking behind himself proved too difficult.

With a shrug, he entered the elevator. The doors closed silently and the red LCD numbers above the elevator ticked down until they hit 1.

The hall remained dimly lit and silent in Hal's wake.

Then, the red display above the elevator began rising again, from the first floor back up to the top floor. Smoothly, the silver doors slid open again to reveal an average-looking man accompanied by four other men, who looked a bit worse for the wear.

The leader of the group headed straight for the lit conference room and opened the door, the four others immediately following.

Bonnie looked up as they entered the room, shuffling papers.

"About time," she snapped, setting the pile in her hand to the side. "Did you stop for dinner on the way?"

"That janitor probably would have given me a heart-attack," the leader sniffed.

His followers looked confused and one of them said, "Heart-attack? But we're already dead."

Both Bonnie and the man rolled their eyes. "I hate working with leftovers," Bonnie sighed. "Get in here, Gretz," she waved her hand toward her end of the table.

Gretz and his four sycophants obediently took seats to the left and right of the real estate agent. "Said you had a job for us?" Gretz asked, settling himself in. "Nice room, by the way. But you didn't have to go and arrange it just for us," he smiled mockingly.

"I didn't." Bonnie pulled out a manila folder from under one of the piles surrounding her. She flipped the cover open to reveal an eight by ten black and white photo of a teenaged boy with messy dark hair, which she handed to Gretz. "This is one of the younger members of the self-styled Watcher's Council, a student and coven member. They call him Jeffrey," she informed the five men. "We want you to bring him to us. Unharmed," she stressed the last word, looking directly at the four other men.

"I got payback due to them for what they did to Seward and the rest of our gang!" one of them protested.

"If Jeffrey, or any of the other Council members, is harmed, you will answer to me," Bonnie's eyes bored into the protester's. "The boy is needed intact and undamaged."

"You want us to go into the Council and grab a boy from right inside?" Gretz sounded incredulous. "That's suicide!"

Bonnie coolly shifted her gaze to Gretz. She leaned forward and casually placed a hand under the table on Gretz's knee. She tightened her grip and spoke quietly. "No, suicide will be your only alternative if you fail us in this. A great deal rides on the capture of this boy and you are expected to deliver." As she spoke, clouds of smoke began to issue from Gretz's knee from underneath Bonnie's hand. Gretz struggled to escape the burning, but Bonnie held tight and he writhed in vain.

Abruptly, she left go and tossed the crucifix she'd been holding on the table as she neatly folded her hands.

Gretz patted his knee with both hands, trying to stop his flesh from smoking. His followers looked shocked and scared and Gretz, too, looked shaken.

"Besides," Bonnie added, much more cheerily, "you are already dead."

Cut to:
Int.
Watcher's Council Lounge – Later That Same Night

"Hey! How are my two favorite female Bobby Fischers?" Andrew inquired of Willow and Rowena, flopping down into a chair nearest to the pair with a pizza box clutched in both hands.

"Winning," Willow grinned up at her opponent, who was contemplating her next move. Willow and Rowena sat across from each other at a small table, a game of chess set up between them.

"Game's not over yet," Rowena reminded Willow as she moved her black knight forward.

"Well, you know what they say about chess!" Andrew tried to shift the two women's attention toward himself and away from the game. "It…uh, requires sustenance," he shook the pizza box at Rowena and Willow.

"No thanks," Rowena declined, smiling briefly at Andrew before turning back to the game.

"I'm good, Andrew." Willow did not even bother to glance up, but continued studying the board.

"Uh, well, if you change your mind," Andrew said slowly with a dejected expression on his face. Neither Willow nor Rowena looked up. "I'll, uh, be…somewhere." He opened the lid of the box to reveal an untouched pizza and pulled out the first slice. Chewing mournfully, he left the lounge, leaving the chess players alone.

"So how are you and Kennedy doing now?" Rowena asked casually, as Willow continued to think on her next move. "Since the ritual, I mean." [image: image2.jpg]



Willow looked up sharply, looking for some kind of indication of the reasoning behind the question. Finding only concern, she turned her attention back to the game.

"Trying to throw me off my game?" Willow retorted lightly.

"That means 'Not good'," I take it. And I'm not trying to get you off your game," added Rowena, smiling.

Willow shrugged. "Not bad…not good though, either," was her only comment, and she seemed saddened by just thinking about it.

"Have you two talked about it at all?"

"I've tried," Willow said obviously frustrated. "But all I get is slayer stoic-y talk. The standard, 'I'm fine', 'Don't worry'. Well she's not fine but damn if she'd talk to me about it."

"Do you blame her?"

"You really are trying to throw off my game," Willow countered.

Rowena grinned for a moment before turning serious. "Well, I understand why you did it and I fully supported you at the time but –."

"But what? Now you don't? Gee, thanks."

"No, I still think you did the right thing but sometimes the right thing isn't always the easiest on the people we love. You're a Wiccan now and don't feel bound to the Judeo-Christian fundamentals of life. She's not so it's gotta be tough on her, Will."

"Damned if I'd know – because, after all according to her everything is fine," she answered with sarcastic frustration.

"But it's not and I understand your exasperation. I tried to talk to her and I –."

"You?" Willow asked slightly shocked.

Rowena paused a moment and then simply nodded.

"You, Rowena Allister, tried to talk to Kennedy? These are the same two people whose animosity is about as deep as the Atlantic, right?"

Rowena grinned. "I wouldn't say my association with Kennedy is that tumultuous – well okay it is from time to time but still... Of course, I didn't say I succeeded either. Giles tried too and didn't have much luck but...we're concerned – for both of you actually."

"I'll be okay. A-and so will she...I just wish she'd open up."

"I can see that," Rowena answered sympathetically. "But maybe waiting for her won't work."

"What do you mean?"

"Maybe you need to confront her."

"A confrontation? No, I'm not confronty girl. I'm more 'bury my head in the sand and hope it goes away' girl."

Rowena grinned at the analogy of Willow's ostrich mentality. "This isn't going to go away Willow."

Willow bit her tongue, holding back a reply. She knocked over Rowena's queen with her own and removed it from the board.

Rowena moved her king away from Willow's queen, but Willow closed in and announced, "Checkmate! I win!"

She bounced up from her seat singing, "I won! I won! I won! Woo!" She grinned, continuing to bounce across from Rowena, who had a wry expression on her face.

"Good to know you don't gloat in an unseemly fashion," Rowena remarked, a matching grin spreading across her face.

"That was plenty seemly," defended Willow. "I never beat Giles, so I gotta get my jollies where I can."

"You won, Willow?" asked Jeffrey as he walked through the room, looking perfectly coiffed.

"You betcha!" the witch beamed.

"Good job," Jeffrey smiled at her as he walked out into the entrance area.

"Jeff!" Andrew crowed, descending on the teen from by the stairs, pizza box still in hand and mouth full of pizza. "Want some pizza?"

"Oh, sorry, Andrew, but I got, uh, a date," Jeffrey declined, looking slightly [image: image3.jpg]


uncomfortable. 

"Oh," Andrew's face fell. "Well, uh, have fun…I guess…"

Jeffrey grinned, "I plan to." Noticing that Andrew still looked dejected he took a few paces forward. "Hey! Whadya say we go to the movies next week – guys night out? I'm dying to see –."

"Lord of the Rings: The Return of the King?" Andrew asked hopefully. "It opens next week. I can get advance tickets."

Jeffrey nodded with a smile as Andrew gave a small clap of excitement. With a backwards wave, Jeffrey left Andrew standing in the doorway. He walked quickly down the sidewalk, looking confident.

The expression on his face perfectly matched the black and white photo held by Gretz, standing under a street light one building down. Unbeknownst to Jeffrey, Gretz and his four followers set out down the street, a few moments behind him.

Fade Out

Act One
Guest Starring:
Stephanie March as Bonnie, Christopher Gartin as Gretz, Elijah Wood as Jeffrey, Brad Dourif as Brell, Lacey Chabert as Mora and special cameo appearance by Kelly Donovan as Xander Harris.

Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – The Next Morning
Cleveland

The sharp silver knife slammed against the cutting board again and again in quick succession, chopping the tomato into fine pieces. A hand lifted the cutting board over a sizzling skillet on the stove and used the ornately designed knife to scrape the tomatoes into the egg mixture already in the skillet.

Andrew placed the slightly curved blade back down on the cutting board and used a spatula to gently prod the cooking omelet. With a practiced flip, he threw the omelet into the air. It landed half in the skillet and half on the stovetop.

"Oops!" Andrew scrambled for the spatula and hurriedly scooped the rest of the omelet back into the pan. Looking over his left shoulder to make sure that no one saw his culinary blunder, he turned his attention back to the nearly finished omelet.

"Andrew!" Rowena yelled from the doorway of the kitchen, her voice uncharacteristically loud and angry. [image: image4.jpg]



Andrew jumped guiltily, pushing the tomato and egg mixture around nervously. "Sorry about that, but the Naked Chef always made it look so easy, so I thought I'd give it a try. If you won't tell Willow, I'm sure that –"

"Not the omelet," Rowena cut it, irritated. "My cardigan." She held up the offending article and shook it at the would-be cook show host. "Giles said you did the laundry yesterday and now look!" She shoved the yellow ball of cloth forward, forcing Andrew to take a step back from the stove.

"Uh, yeah," he began nervously. "I seem to recall doing laundry. Kinda like a 'welcome to the good side, glad you turned from the evil Old Guard' present," Andrew smiled, hoping to pacify Rowena.

"By ruining my favorite cardigan?" Rowena demanded icily, her composure restored to some degree. "This is made of wool and you shrunk it and dyed it yellow," she spat the color out with a disgusted look on her face.

"Yellow is a nice color, it goes good with your hair," Andrew grinned nervously. "A-and it's the color of sunshine and, and buttercups and…Uh…"

"Irregardless," Rowena broke through Andrew's fumbling, holding the garment up against her chest. It resembled a doll's sweater in size. "Hue aside, I am not a cabbage patch kid."

"I'm sorry. I could get you a new one?" Andrew offered, omelet forgotten behind him.

"I don't think so. Chances are you'd damage that one as well," sniffed Rowena and left the kitchen to find a new cardigan, brushing quite coolly past Faith, who suddenly stopped at the counter.

"Not even a month and already – Maaan!" Faith rushed over to a bewildered Andrew, who was still holding the spatula and standing a foot from the stove. She snatched up the silver knife Andrew had been using as a cleaver and pointed it at Andrew. "It's gonna take me hours to get it sharp again!"

Faith drew the blade of the knife across her thumbnail, testing its edge. "Make that days!"

"I'm s-sorry," Andrew apologized again. "It's just that your knives are way sharper than anything else we have around here. Makes cooking much easier."

"Not that easy," Faith shot over her shoulder as she rifled through cabinets and drawers to search for a whetstone. "You're burning."

"Burning?" Andrew turned his attention back to the stove, where his omelet was indeed sending off clouds of smoke. "Ah!" He quickly grabbed the skillet from the stove and dumped the charcoaled mess into the trash.

Faith, who had found a whetstone, leaned against the farthest wall of the kitchen, sharpening her knife. It made an unpleasant scraping sound that caused Andrew to flinch as he rummaged through the fridge for fresh ingredients.

"Could you please do that quieter?" Andrew pleaded, placing a carton of eggs and a jug of milk on the counter next to the stove. "It's making my fillings hurt."

"You wanna do it for me?" Faith held out the knife.

"I have to cook," Andrew said with self-importance. "And you know you get them sharper than I ever could. Maybe you could sharpen the set we bought for the kitchen?" he asked hopefully.

"Fat chance." Faith continued scraping the knife against the stone.

"What's burning?" Kennedy inquired as she followed Robin into the kitchen. She made a beeline for the fridge, pulled out a carton of orange juice and began drinking from it.

"It was an omelet," Andrew said dejectedly, giving the skillet one last bang against the edge of the plastic trash bin. "But Faith took my, I mean, her knife, and I accidentally dyed Rowena's favorite cardigan yellow, so I got a little distracted."

"Not the silver one with the inscription?" Robin asked, leaning against the counter closest to Faith.

Andrew nodded glumly.

Robin whistled in sympathy. "And we're goin' to get more Slayers today. Not a good day for you to dull her favorite knife. Come to think of it, no day would be a good day."

"You know it, baby," Faith winked at her boyfriend, who grinned in return. She continued scraping metal against the stone, sharpening the silver knife.

"Andrew!" Willow's voice echoed all the way downstairs from Andrew's media room.

"Today just isn't your day," Kennedy noted as she jumped up on the counter. "She sounds pissed."

"Andrew!" Willow repeated as she came running into the kitchen. "What is this?" she demanded, thrusting a videotape in Andrew's face, much the same as Rowena had done.

"Uh, a tape?" Andrew hedged, trying to get a look at the label on the side of the tape.

"This is last night's security tape! I told you to make sure to change the tape at midnight, remember? You promised me that you would remember to put in the new blank tape!" Willow fumed. "How will our security cameras work if there are no tapes in them? Huh?" She pushed the tape into Andrew's chest as she backed him against the stove.

"Well, there are still the wards," Andrew pointed out, trying to step away from Willow's wrath.

"But if someone is invited across, the wards won't do anything! And anyway, that's not the point. The point is that I asked you to do this for me and you didn't." Willow stared seriously at Andrew, who hung his head, spatula held loosely in his hand.

"'M sorry," he repeated, ashamed.

"Look, I don't wanna make you feel bad, but if you're gonna stick with this whole doin' good thing, you have to remember to do the good," she continued. "What were you making for breakfast anyway?" Willow abruptly changed the subject, looking up at the smoke that circled around the florescent lights in the kitchen.

"Omelets," Andrew smiled proudly. "At least, until I got distracted by…oh forget it… but to answer your question, I was making omelets. You like yours with just tomatoes, right?"

"Yeah, I do. Only you know it's gonna be a lot of work makin' omelets for everyone."

"Oh I didn't make omelets for everyone," Andrew assured her. "Everyone else just has scrambled eggs. Omelets are reserved for high command."

"So where's mine?" Faith demanded from the corner.

"And mine?" Kennedy grinned, joining in.

"I like mine with green peppers, onions and shredded cheddar cheese," Robin volunteered. "Remember no meat – veggies only."

"How you can eat an omelet without ham or bacon is beyond me," Faith said shaking her head in disbelief.

"You go right ahead and eat the flesh of any dead, diseased animal you like, Faith. I don't begrudge your choices so don't begrudge mine," Robin countered. [image: image5.jpg]



"Sorry but humans are carnivores. It's why we have teeth." She growled and nipped toward Robin for emphasis before breaking out into a grin.

"I refuse to debate this again," he told her as he poured a cup of coffee.

"It's ironic," Faith told Kennedy. "He feels sorry for Bessy the cow on my plate yet he loves how hot I look in my leather pants."

"That's different," Robin replied.

"Oh yeah, how so?" Faith countered.

Robin sidestepped the question and turned to Andrew. "So how 'bout them omelets?"

Faith chuckled in victory as Andrew looked startled for a moment before regaining his composure.

"When I finish with Willow's, I'll start on everyone else's. I can only do one at a time." He reached over to the eggs and cracked the first one into a glass bowl by the stove. He reached back over for a second egg and held it at the edge of the bowl, ready to crack it, but another inarticulate sound of anger and frustration from outside the kitchen startled him and he smashed the egg roughly against the glass, sending shell in along with egg.

"Andrew!" Giles roared as he came storming into the kitchen; Rowena followed after him and moved toward the fridge to pour herself a glass of apple juice. For good measure she stopped and showed Andrew that she was forced to wear a different sweater.

Busy picking bits of shell out of the bowl, Andrew flinched and slowly turned around to face Giles.

Giles's collared shirt was streaked with oil and dirt and his glasses were tilted slightly to one side, which he angrily ripped from his nose. "When were you going to tell me that the service light was on in my car?"

Willow coughed rather pointedly, forcing Giles to rephrase but not to calm down. "On the Aston Martin?"

Andrew laughed nervously. "Well, that's kinda funny…" His chuckle died under Giles's withering stare. "Uh, but not really. I was gonna tell you, really, but uh, you were so reluctant to let me drive it in the first place, I thought you might think that I had done it."

"Well now you really have done it, haven't you?" Giles reached into his pocket for a handkerchief to clean his glasses, only to realize the handkerchief was also grimy and oily. He stuffed it back into his pocket and angrily refitted his glasses on his nose. "I'll have to call the mechanics this morning."

"Did anyone escape from the clutches of Andy the Klutz?" Faith asked rhetorically.

"Hey!" Andrew protested, hands slippery with egg from picking out broken bits of shell. "That wasn't very nice. It might be true," he sniffed with injured pride, "but it wasn't nice."

"Truth hurts, pal," Faith smiled toothily, giving her knife one last scrape against the whetstone. She tossed the stone across the kitchen and it landed on the counter with a heavy thud, making Andrew jump.

"We gotta get goin', Babe, if we're gonna make it to Niagara before nightfall," Robin told her.

"Right, we're off boys and girls," Faith pushed off from leaning against the wall and stood next to Wood. "Keep Martha over there away from my knives while I'm gone," she told Kennedy as she handed the blade over to her.

"Good luck," Willow smiled as Faith and Robin left the kitchen, waving over her shoulder.

Rowena sat at the table sorting through the morning mail when something caught her eye. "Hey guys. It's your favorite absentee Slayer," she said waving a postcard. "She's at Mount Rushmore."

Willow came over and Rowena handed it to her so she could read it.

"Ooh, Buffy says that she's getting bored with the US and is thinking about going back to Europe after the holidays!" Willow read excitedly.

"Who's going to Europe?" Rachel asked as she entered the kitchen.

"Woah," Kennedy walked back to the kitchen doorway and laid a strong hand on the other Slayer's shoulder. "You know better, midget. Get back in the dining hall where you belong."

"Where's breakfast? We're starving out there."

Kennedy nodded back to Andrew. "There's been a slight delay. Now go on."

Rachel gave Kennedy a look that would have frozen the blood of anyone but a Slayer. "Fine," she huffed and stalked away.

"Kids these days," Kennedy sighed to which Giles could only shake his head.

"Wait until she's pushing 50," Giles muttered to Rowena as he cleaned his glasses. "Everyone is practically a kid."

Rowena looked up briefly to give him a smile before starting to sort the mail again.

"Well," Kennedy began, "since Andrew can't seem to get breakfast finished up, I'm taking the girls on a run." She tapped Andrew gently on the shoulder. "And if I were you, I'd have it ready by the time we get back. You don't want to have 30 tired, hungry Slayers beating down your kitchen door," she instructed as she walked out of the kitchen.

A door slammed further down the hall a few moments later, indicating she had left the building.

"Woo!" Andrew pumped his fist in the air in exultation. "Flipped it perfect!" He opened the cabinet closest to the stove and pulled out a plate. He gently shook the omelet from the skillet and placed the skillet back on the stove. He held the plate out proudly in front of Willow. "Ta daaa!"

It was then that he noticed a bowl of cereal in front of her nearly gone. His shoulders slumped in defeat and she just shrugged.

"Sorry," she said wiping her mouth with a napkin. "I got hungry."

"I'm going to call the mechanic before anything else is damaged," Giles announced as he left the kitchen for his office.

Willow turned to Rowena, who was watching the procedures with a studied mask of calm.

"So, um, I was thinking we could get working on some lesson plans tonight? After Giles has his crisis-mobile fixed, that is."

Rowena grinned at the expression.

"Sounds like a good idea to me," she answered. Andrew, unspoken, offered the omelet to Rowena before she could return to her task. "Sorry Andrew, egg allergy, remember?"

"Oh yeah," he sighed defeated.

"Ruins my clothes and now he's trying to kill me," Rowena muttered to Willow. 

"Well he was an evil genius," she countered.

"Very sly how his mind works," Rowena [image: image6.jpg]


said as she joined in Willow's mock speculation. "He must be our secret weapon."

The two gave a light chuckle as Andrew sat down and began to eat the omelet since he had no takers.

"So how's Mr. Robson in England?" Willow asked with curiosity.

"Good," Rowena answered. "There are only some days he has to walk with a cane. Just the rainy ones."

"The man lives in England. So that's like what…?"

"All but three days out of every month, I'm sure," Rowena replied with a chuckle. "But I didn't point that out. I can play the role of optimist when need be," she answered with a grin that Willow returned in kind.

"We could start those lesson plans after dinner, I think. Giles shouldn't be tied up but will you be ready?" Willow asked her.

"Ready and waiting," Rowena flashed a quick smile before she turned to Andrew, who had his fork perched at his lips. "By the way, for my order, I'd like some oatmeal please – cinnamon and maple syrup," she informed Andrew as she left the kitchen for the less hazardous dining hall.

"Oh goody, more work," Andrew mumbled despondently to himself, looking down at the rapidly cooling tomato omelet as he stood to throw it out and prepare Rowena's breakfast request.

"Andrew…Are you ok?" Willow asked sincerely as she studied his despondent demeanor.

"What do you mean?" Andrew suddenly looked worried. "Do I look sick?" He looked around the kitchen for something with a reflective surface.

"No, no, I mean, with all the mistakes and stuff. You're usually not this…" Willow waved a vague hand in the air. "Spacey. You're Mr. Big Boards and Organization King."

"Yeah, I know. It's just…there's a lot of stuff to do," Andrew slouched against the counter, holding the plate loosely in his hand. "I'm feelin' kinda overwhelmed…I guess it'd be nice to have someone like Rowena, you know? She helps you out with your Watcher and magic stuff and…you know. I am sorry about the tape, though."

"Look, everyone has rough days," Willow looked sympathetic. "But you just have to tough it out. We're all feeling kinda overwhelmed at the moment, so you're not alone."

"Yeah, I guess," Andrew reluctantly agreed. "I mean it would be great if I had a hired hand here. The Slayerettes help out, sure, but it's not the same."

"I really don't think that's necessary just yet. You're just having one of those weeks but it'll all work out, you'll see," Willow smiled confidently. "And uh, Andrew?"

"Yeah?" He looked hopeful.

"If you don't have the Slayers' breakfast finished before they return don't let Kennedy give you any gruff."

"Easier said than done," he countered.

"If she does you tell her to come see me," she told him.

"That's okay," Andrew answered. "I can handle it. Besides, you guys have got enough friction right now. I don't want to be another cause."

"You noticed, huh?"

"Well when two people go from playing tonsil hockey when saying goodbye to…well, not so much as a wave, it's noticeable."

Willow just gave an audible sigh. "Yeah, but my offer still stands, okay?"

Andrew gave a slight grin. "Thanks, Willow."

Fade out

Fade in:
Int.
Watcher's Council Lounge – That Evening

With a dramatic sigh, Andrew sat his graphic novel on the arm of his chair and stared dejectedly at the empty room. He could hear the sounds of Kennedy and the other Slayers coming from the training rooms in the back, filling the room with shouts and laughter.

He got up and made his way toward Giles's office, hoping that the teachers' conference was finished. He stood outside the door and listened for a few minutes, an [image: image7.jpg]


optimistic expression on his face. 

"Don't you think that's too advanced?" Rowena asked, sounding uncertain.

"No, I think it's just right. They'll be wanting to know how it all works and if we don't tell them, they'll probably start experimenting," Willow asserted.

"So that's the second semester finished," Giles sounded as though he was trying to keep the meeting efficient. "What shall we start with next?"

Andrew's expression darkened as he realized they still had more to plan. He turned from the door and stared down the hall, as though willing someone to appear.

Jeffrey answered Andrew's silent summons, as the teen walked down from the teachers' quarters again heading in the direction of the main entrance.

"Jeff!" Andrew almost ran down the hall. "What're you doing? Wanna catch a movie or something?"

"Well, um…" The dark-haired teen looked uncomfortable. "I-have-a-date-again," he said quickly.

It took Andrew a few minutes to decipher what Jeffrey had said. "Oh," he finally said. "That's cool, I guess."

"Look," Jeffrey added quickly, his face sincere. "I mean it. Next week, we'll go see Return of the King, I promise."

"Really?" Andrew's face lit up. "It's a date!" Jeffrey suddenly looked extremely uneasy and Andrew quickly amended his statement, "I mean, uh, yeah, that'll be cool."

"Cool," Jeffrey smiled. "Bye!" he waved at Andrew.

"Bye!" Andrew waved back, temporarily uplifted by the thought of their Guys' Night Out. But as he stood in the hall alone for a few minutes, his euphoria slowly faded.

"Bye," he repeated sadly, looking left and right for someone else to appear.

"Looks like I have to make my own fun," he said to himself, depressed.

Fade Out

Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Council Library – Later

Andrew sat cross-legged in the library surrounded by books and shelves filled with even more books. He reached to his left, picked up a book bound in green, flipped through the pages half-heartedly and sighed. He placed the book on his left and reached for another on his right, one with gold writing on the cover.

He skimmed through the chapter listings and put the book down on his left. Andrew sighed again and slouched down, his hands flopping against his legs.

"If Willow won't find me help, I'll get it myself," he told himself with authority.

He picked up another book and flipped open the blue cover, then slid his thumb along the pages, making them fan out. One page, which had come loose from the binding, flew out and landed on the pile of books on Andrew's left.

Andrew picked up the page and read the top, "For the Summoning of One Who Knows of…um…hang on, I know that word…" He thought deeply for a moment, lips moving silently as he mentally translated the words. "Of Small Things! That'll be great for extra help and company!" His eyes lit up and he continued reading, ticking off the spell ingredients.

"Have it…Have it…Have it…Have it! This is easy!" He jumped up with the piece of paper clutched tightly in his hands and left the blue book sitting on the pile.

The title of the book read, in barely legible cracked writing, "Lesser Known Demons and Devils."
Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Storage Room – A Few Minutes Later

"Four Lodestones to be placed at each corner of the outline," Andrew read from the faded piece of paper.

"Lodestones, lodestones," mumbled Andrew as he ran his finger along the shelf in the storage room. There were neatly packaged bags of herbs, jars of various items floating in opaque liquids and rocks of all shapes and sizes lining the shelves.

Each object was meticulously labeled with sticky tags printed on the computer and placed in alphabetical order in the cool and dimly lit concrete room in the Council's lower level.

Lodestones sat next to loganberries, dried and fresh, and Andrew grabbed four palm-sized gray stones and stuck them in his pocket.

"…Chalk for outline…" Andrew said to himself, sticking three sticks of sidewalk chalk in his pocket with the stones. "…Sage…" He put a small packet of herbs in his back pocket. "…And the bones of a hero." He lifted a massive bone off one of the bottom shelves and slung it over his shoulder like a cave man, leaving the storage room.

"Urg, bone heavy," he grunted with a small giggle, amused by his own humor.

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – A Few Minutes Later

Laden with the ingredients for his summoning spell, Andrew traipsed inside the room and squatted down on the floor, setting the leaf from the book by his feet. Very carefully, he began to trace the design from the spell onto the gray floor with bright blue sidewalk chalk.

The design was of a square with an upside down V inside and a horizontal line cutting the square in half. It was very easy and did not take Andrew long to complete.

Taking great pains not to smudge the outline of the square, Andrew got up with the paper stuffed into his jeans pocket and picked up the stones, sage and bone.

With perfect anal-retentive accuracy, Andrew placed each of the four lodestones at each corner of the square and laid the bone across the horizontal line in the center of the square.

Pulling a handful of sage from the plastic bag, he dug out the paper from his pocket. With a flick of his wrist not unlike flipping omelets, he tossed the herbs into the air over the symbol and haltingly began to recite the words written on the page.

As he spoke, the falling herbs turned into sparks of light that swirled around the bone in the middle of the square, cycling tighter and tighter as Andrew gained confidence and chanted the words with more authority.

The sparks reflected the blue of the chalk outline, turning the square into a blue blazing cyclone of magic. The room filled with a roaring noise, like the far off sound of the sea, as Andrew shouted the last word of the spell.

"Elte!"

The sparks and noise vanished as though someone had flipped a switch. The bone was gone from the center of the chalk outline. [image: image8.jpg]



In its place stood a human-looking woman, who wore a white dress draped around her like a toga and long black hair cascaded down her back. Andrew's eyes widened as if he found her very attractive despite her strange, faintly iridescent mauve skin.

"What is your desire…" she smiled widely, stepping out of the square and sidling up to Andrew. "…Master?"

"Uh, Master?" Andrew squeaked, trying to avoid her hand, which was winding itself around his upper arm.

Fade Out

Act Two
Fade In:
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – Hours Later

The coven room was filled with soft, romantic candles and a beautiful quilt lay sprawled out on the floor. Next to it were two glasses of wine and a wine bottle. A feminine hand reached out pouring more into a glass.

"More, Master?" the demon asked as she offered the glass to Andrew.

"No, thank you, Mora," he told her. "I'm good. Now let's continue, if we may," he said in a seductive voice.

Mora smiled and looked down toward her lap as she sat cross-legged directly across from Andrew.

"G-6," she called out.

Andrew smiled and held up a small piece of plastic.

"You sank my battleship," he told her, wiggling his eyebrows. "You vixen," he added.

Mora continued to smile before asking, "Would you like to play again?"

Andrew looked a bit unsure. "Well, what would you like to do?" he asked.

"Serve you, Master," she answered as she crawled over the forgotten game board and took a seat in Andrew's lap. Suddenly Andrew's eyes went wide as Mora began to playfully nip at his earlobe.

"Hehehe," he giggled nervously. "That tickles."

"What the hell is going on here?"

The boom of Willow's voice made both of them jump and Andrew turned around to find Giles, Rowena and Willow watching them with horrified expressions.

"Uh, hi guys. We were just playing Battleship, the game of hits and misses. Care to play?" [image: image9.jpg]



Giles blinked dramatically before looking to Rowena.

"Is that an actual woman on Andrew's lap?" he asked in disbelief.

"It better be a woman and not some jailbait Slayerette," Willow added before the blonde could answer, walking further into the room as the other two followed. They all began to squint, trying to get a better look at the woman. Willow cleared her throat before asking, "Are you…?"

"Purple?" the three Watchers asked in unison.

Cut to
Int.
Cleveland City Street – Same Time

Jeffrey walked down the street with his hands in his pockets, not paying much attention to his surroundings when three men stepped out in front of him.

"Oh great," he sighed.

Hearing a noise behind him he turned briefly to see three more men approach.

"I'm broke," Jeffrey began. "So if it's money you're looking for you picked the wrong guy."

"We don't want money," Gretz told him as his face morphed.

"Grab him!" one of the vampires yelled.

Jeffrey ran to the other side of the street as he pulled a stake from his inside coat pocket. Realizing he couldn't outrun them all, he turned, showing them he was armed.

"Ooh," a vampire taunted. "A boy with a stick. You think you're a big man, huh?"

Jeffrey noticed a garbage can near the alley behind them and closed his eyes. He began to concentrate when suddenly the can flew through the air and knocked two vampires flat on their faces. Jeffrey used the diversion and launched himself at the vampire that had taunted him. He plunged the wood deeply into his heart. The vampire exploded almost instantly but before Jeffrey could run up the street, the other vampires moved in grabbing his arms.

"Pick him up," Gretz ordered, pointing to Jeffrey's feet.

The boy began to kick wildly but soon they had him subdued. Suddenly a Dodge Neon pulled around the corner, its tires squealing as it hopped the curb next to the group. Startled, the vampires turned and began to get doused with water as the driver threw open the door and exited the vehicle shooting. A few of them started to smoke and they dropped Jeffrey, unceremoniously, as the water continued to stream toward them.

In a scurry the vampires took off up the street, leaving Jeffrey damp and dazed on the sidewalk. He turned to see a blue hand reaching down to him.

"Brell," the stranger announced.

Still confused Jeffrey looked up and examined him more closely to see he had a high-powered water rifle in his hands. Seeing the young man had noticed the rifle Brell began to explain,

"Holy water," he told him. "And jet stream action," he added, giving the gun a few more pumps to build up the pressure. Looking a bit hesitant Brell asked, "Are you okay?" [image: image10.jpg]



"Yeah, I think so…Who are you?"

"Brell," he repeated. "I take you to Watchers? Watchers not far and they will help you home safe."

"You know the Watchers?" Jeffrey asked.

Brell nodded. "Yes, I help sometimes. I help you now if you want."

"I live there," Jeffrey told him as he picked himself up and began to dust off his backside. Jeffrey shook his head realizing he was mimicking Brell's choppy speech pattern. "I mean I live there with my mother."

Brell cocked his head. "You too young to be Watcher."

"I'm not. My mom teaches demon lore and I'm a coven student."

"Oh, the red witch! Willow teach magic? You magic student?"

"Yeah," Jeffrey nodded.

"Climb in car," Brell told him. "We go there now."

Jeffrey looked a bit apprehensive and Brell seemed to understand. He held up a finger and hopped back inside, taking the car off the curb. He parked it along the sidewalk and grabbed the gun before leaving.

"We walk there with gun," Brell told him. "You feel safer walking than in car," he added, nodding in understanding.

"No offense," Jeffrey replied. "Yeah, you saved me and all but, I'm just not sure who to trust tonight and until I –."

"No worries," Brell told him, patting his arm. "Come, council not far, " he said nodding Jeffrey down the street as the pair briskly walked along.

Fade Out

Fade In:
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – Moments Later

"I..uh…made it myself…Her I mean. I made her," Andrew sputtered.

"Figures," Rowena and Willow sighed together. "How did you make a purple woman?" Willow added.

"In all fairness she's actually mauve – not quite purple but not quite pink."

No one said anything and their looks of disapproval began to smother him. Andrew bit his lip and gingerly handed Willow the spell he used. Mora hooked her arm around Andrew's and began to run her fingers through his hair. He tried to look as casual as possible while Giles and Rowena looked on with utter disbelief as Mora proceeded to mess up his hair.

"A demon," Willow muttered. "You made a demon?"

"No, I didn't," Andrew insisted. "I read it very carefully and it said –."

Willow turned the book toward him. "The fine print."

Andrew winced after he read it and tried to smile. "Oops," he muttered. Collectively the group rolled its eyes. "But look at her," he argued. "She's not a demony demon. Not really. I mean she's not a threat or anything."

"No, not yet," Rowena countered before he could go any further into his sales pitch. "But we need to find out more about what you…created."

"Yes," Giles offered. "She poses no threat now, it appears, but until we know for sure we need to take precautions."

"You guys aren't gonna kill her, are you? You've said it yourselves – the world has good demons."

Giles opened his mouth to reply but was cut short when they heard a voice in the lobby.

"Anyone here?"

The small group left the coven room and walked out to see Brell escorting Jeffrey, who was looking a bit dirty and wet.

"What happened?" Willow asked.

"You want the long or the short version?" Jeffrey asked.

Cut to:
Int.
Gretz's Lair – Moments Later

"Let us go back," Gretz plead. "We can get him this time."

A group of vampires who sat around the circle nodded in agreement. Bonnie sat in a chair across from Gretz and his lackeys, saying nothing. She regarded Gretz with a look of distain, the loathing overflowing from her clinched jaw.

"Actually, I should let you return," she told them.

Gretz nodded and rubbed his hands together, excited for a second opportunity.

"It would be suicide for you and that way I'd be done with you and your bumbling misfits." Gretz lost his happy expression and looked down at the floor in guilt.

"Vampires," Bonnie sighed as she stood up and began to stroll around the darken room. "You realize if the Presidium didn't need every undead creature and demon in this area, you my dear friend, would be ashtray fodder."

"I assure you –." Gretz tried to begin but failed.

"I don't want assurances. I need results!" Bonnie shouted making everyone in the room jump. "Do you realize that you've alerted the Council to our interest in Jeffrey? Don't you see they will be protecting that boy even more now?" Bonnie shook her head as she muttered, "Buffoons."

"Again, I apologize," he told her. "Perhaps we –."

"Perhaps," Bonnie said stressing his word as she cut him short, "you'd like to tell the Engineer himself why we don't have the boy for him yet?"

Gretz began to look even more concerned and fell into a chair. "The Engineer has arrived?"

"He's overseeing the final construction," Bonnie nodded. "So perhaps you'd like to explain your ineptness to him yourselves?" Gretz began to fidget in his chair. "Just as I thought," Bonnie added. "Hapless and spineless."

Gretz cleared his throat. "If we go back –."

"You won't be going back," Bonnie informed him as she walked toward the exit. "This fiasco now requires serious clean up. We have just the creature in mind and guess what? It's not a vampire."

"Bonnie, please reconsider," Gretz said to her turned back.

"Word to the wise, fellas," Bonnie told them ignoring Gretz pleas. She turned one last time and faced the room. "The sun will rise in about 5 hours and this area will no longer be yours – consider your lease up as of tonight. If you're still here come morning you'll end up wishing you were dust."

"Bonnie –."

"There're three ways to kill a vampire," she told them with a wicked grin. "And many more ways to torture one. Have a nice night, gentlemen."

As she departed and the door closed behind her, the group looked at one another for a brief moment before they began to dash about the room, madly gathering up their belongings.

Fade Out

Fade In:
Int.
Watcher's Council Lounge – Night

Willow and Giles sat at the table a few yards away from Andrew and Mora. A host of books sat around the Watchers, some opened and others closed. They looked on as Mora fed Andrew some grapes while he read her a comic book out loud on the sofa.

"It's kinda like seeing a car wreck," Willow muttered. "As much as I know I should look away, I just can't."

Giles sighed and shook his head. "It is peculiar," he commented. "I mean they seem to be hitting it off quite well. She loves to give attention and he craves it. For all practical purposes, it's a perfect match."

Rowena walked back up to the table and cast a look to the Watchers and then to Andrew and back to the Watchers again. "Mesmerizing, isn't it?"

"Utterly amazing," Giles garbled in this thrall.

"Don't be getting any ideas of doing the same," Rowena warned him with a grin.

The comment got Giles's attention and he gave a grin. "I intend not to."

With a shake of her head, Willow turned to give Rowena her full attention as well. "Slayers have been warned?" she asked.

"Yep. On both fronts – the Jeffrey attack and Andrew's version of I Dream of Jeannie," she nodded toward the giggling couple cuddled up on the sofa.

"I am curious about one thing," Giles mentioned as he watched the pair.

"One thing?" Willow asked cynically.

"Yes," he nodded. "Why?"

"Why what?" Rowena asked.

"Why on Earth did he bring her here?" Giles asked, throwing the question out hoping one of them would answer.

"Well, I can sum that up in a sentence – he's Andrew," Rowena answered.

"Well, actually," Willow began in confession, "he did mention maybe getting some help to run things. And I kinda…brushed him off this morning." Willow sighed and stood up. "Let me go talk to him while you two do a little Q and A with our latest addition."

"Good idea," Giles complimented as he stood to join her.

They both walked over and Andrew looked up from his pampering. "Hey guys! Want some grapes? Red seedless, yum!"

"Ah, no thanks," Willow told him and then paused briefly. "Do you mind if I talk to you?" she asked. "Alone," she added as she nodded to the two of them.

"Sure," Andrew answered. "I'm gonna go with Willow for a moment," Andrew told Mora.

"You'll return, right Master?" she asked. "You'll be safe in her company?"

Andrew paused as if asking himself the same question. "Uh, sure," he told her. "I mean, she only tried to kill me that one time, but she's better now and…" [image: image11.jpg]



"Andrew…" Willow interrupted, the warning clear in her voice.

"Um…" Andrew said uncomfortably, looking at the redhead. "I'll be fine. Willow just wants to talk."

"Yes," Giles piped in, "and we'd like to speak with Mora if that's okay?" he said as he pointed to the table where Rowena now sat.

"Master?" the demon looked worriedly towards Andrew.

"It's okay, Mora," Andrew assured. "Mr. Giles and Ms. Allister won't hurt you. I'll be right here, okay?"

The demon looked doubtful, but stood up anyway.

As Giles escorted Mora away, Willow took a seat on the sofa.

"Before you say anything," Andrew began, "just let me remind you again that I had no idea she would be a demon. I just –."

Willow held up a hand to stop him. "We get that. I'm just worried about you, Andrew."

"Don't be. Mora is great!" he told her. "She'll help me cook and clean and lots of stuff. She even likes D & D, too. Well, she'll pretty much do anything I tell her to but the point is, she's happy here."

Willow paused not quite sure what to say next. "Maybe, but she doesn't belong here. We've been doing some checking on the spell you used and it looks like you didn't 'create her' so much as you summoned her. She's from another dimension. This isn't her home."

"What are you saying?" Andrew asked, growing concerned.

Willow gave a sigh. "I'm saying we have to send her back."

"No," Andrew whined. "She just got here. Let her stay a little bit longer."

"Well for now she will because we don't have a choice. But I don't want you getting too attached to her. I'm not sure how to get her back yet but I'll figure it out eventually. Do you understand what I'm saying?"

"Yeah," Andrew answered, defeated. "You're gonna take my friend away."

"She's not your friend," Willow pointed out. "She's your servant. And yeah, I'll admit there's an appeal to having a beautiful woman cater to your every whim," Willow agreed, "I'm not sure I'd be spending all my time reading comics," Willow offered, getting off track briefly.

"Graphic novels," Andrew corrected Willow in a sing-song voice.

"Sorry…point is," she said refocusing, "she's not a true friend, Andrew."

"Says you. She's the closest thing I've had to a friend since I got to Cleveland," he countered.

Willow looked away guiltily, detecting the bit of sadness his voice held.

"I realize that Andrew. I do. Truth is, none of us have had much time for personal relationship these last few months – not as much we'd like anyway. But creating new friends from spells or bringing them from other dimensions isn't the way to go. Besides, maybe she has friends that she'd miss; friends that might miss her. We really don't know."

Andrew considered her words for a moment.

"I get it, Willow. Honest. It's just nice to have someone for me, you know? You've got Kennedy, Giles has Rowena – well, I'm not sure if he HAS Rowena but you know what I mean – a Watcher pal…Faith is with Robin all the time when she's not training so…I just feel a little in the shadows I guess."

"Well, when I got back from England after studying with the coven there, I had my friends around but I felt a bit lost, too."

"How's that possible?"

"Well, Buffy and Xander had their new jobs," Willow explained. "Dawn was busy with high school. So I felt – displaced, I guess. The house was full of people but some days I felt totally alone."

Andrew gave a slight grin. "You do get it, huh?"

"Yeah but what helped was I knew deep down I wasn't really alone. My friends didn't always have the time I wished they had but I always had their love. The same is true here, Andrew. I know we tease you but honestly, you're important to us, to the Council, and we love you too. So please, for me, your friend, no more demons, okay?"

Andrew gave a nod. [image: image12.jpg]



"Good," Willow grinned. "Now I haven't talked to Giles yet but I see no problem with us hiring someone part time to help you with your morning and afternoon duties. We can't 'buy' you a friend," Willow teased. "But if we hire someone you think you can get along with, you might not feel so stressed. Agreed?"

Andrew's face finally began to brighten. "That'll be great, Willow. Thank you."

"You're quite welcome but the condition still stands – no demon summoning."

"You got it!"

Fade Out

Fade to:
Int.
Presidium Cave Lair – Device Control Room – Night

Bonnie took a nervous breath and looked around at the equipment that surrounded them. "My Lord," she said, "Gretz was unsuccessful in his attempt."

She watched as a demon of about seven feet straightened at the obsidian lectern where he'd been working. He gestured to one of his minions, who walked over, coming within a few feet of Bonnie. At first he said nothing. He simply examined her quietly.

"The Engineer does not have time for cleaning up after your messes. I assume you have handled the matter then?" he finally asked.

She nodded. "I have. A Vutch demon is arriving today to see to the abduction."

"A Vutch demon," the creature nodded. "Good thinking," he complimented. "And what of the vampires?" [image: image13.jpg]



"I put the fear of the Presidium into them as you had asked. They scurried away I'm sure but they couldn't have gotten far with daylight approaching."

The towering figure at the lectern turned slightly, and spoke. Bonnie almost fell back a step as the terrible voice washed over her.

"Bring them here."

Bonnie opened her mouth to ask a question, but swallowed the impulse. "As you wish," she answered with a humble bow.

Fade Out

Act Three
Fade In:
Ext.
Viewing Sidewalk – Night
Niagara Falls, Canada

Faith and Robin walked hand in hand along the sidewalk in the brisk night air as the roar of the falls echoed around them.

"Things went well today I'd say," Robin remarked as they strolled along the sidewalk, taking in the scenery. "A new Slayer signed up in record time." 

"Yeah," Faith agreed. "It's good when a plan comes together. We make a pretty good [image: image14.jpg]


road team."

"Just like Hope and Crosby," he teased.

"Sure, just don't expect me to start singing or dancing anytime soon," she said smiling.

He gave a light chuckle. "Now how do you know about Bob and Bing's road trip movies?"

"When you've got 25 to life – you got a lot of time on your hands and not a huge video selection."

Faith pulled him closer to the railing to get a better look. "So this is it, huh?" she asked waving toward the falls. "I just thought they would be…I don't know, bigger."

"My mom's Watcher brought me here when I was 12 and at the time they seemed pretty huge but I gotta admit…it's not quite what I remembered. Plus it was the summertime too and not 25 degrees below zero out here."

"Well everything seems bigger when you're young," Faith answered. "And it's not that cold, Dude. Toughen up!"

"You've just got Slayer blood," he said before blowing in his hands and rubbing them together.

"Well, I promise to warm you up when we get back to the hotel," Faith offered with a sexy smirk.

"We'll be in good company. You know, this is the honeymoon capital of the world," he told her. "And who knows, maybe someday…"

"Nah ah, Ace," Faith warned as they continued walking. "Don't you be getting any ideas. Things are goin' fine just this way so let's not get a marriage certificate and screw it all up."

"You think marriage screws up relationships?"

"I think rules change when people get married," Faith told him. "It's like 'I got the ring now so why try anymore?' People start to take each other for granted."

"Some might but not all," Robin countered. "I never took my wife for granted."

Faith stopped and Robin turned around to see where she went. "You had a wife?" she asked. "And that's HAD, right? She's not still keeping the home fires burnin' someplace?"

"No, that fire went out quite a while ago." Robin nodded.

"Wow…" Faith muttered dumbfounded, "you never mentioned that."

"It didn't come up until now," Robin said with a shrug. "…We were high school sweethearts but it just didn't work out."

"Too young?"

"Well I got a job in New York. She had a job in Connecticut. And the commuting got to be a bit hellish – for her anyway. I didn't mind it. I was in love but she was a different story."

"So she left you?"

"I left her actually. I got a three-day weekend unexpectedly and thought I'd surprise her. Turns out I got the surprise when I caught her with another man."

"Damn Robin…Why didn't you ever say anything?"

"What's to say?" he said shrugging. "It's history. I can't change it. I can only learn from it – so when I promise I won't take you for granted…well, I mean it. I've trusted some people I shouldn't, made my mistakes too, Faith. Sooo, I try not to repeat them if I can."

Faith gave him a grin. "Well, I wouldn't do that Robin."

"No, you'd tell me upfront: 'I don't love you. Get out of my life'."

Faith opened her mouth as if to argue but just shrugged her shoulders and admitted, "Yeah, I probably would say that." They both gave a little chuckle until Faith added, "but hurting you isn't in my plans, Ace. You know that, right?"

"Yeah," he said coming over to her and wrapping his arms around her. "I know."

She looked down over the edge of the railing. "That's a mighty big jump," she observed out loud.

Another voice, however, interrupted them and said, "But nothin' a Slayer couldn't handle."

They both looked over to the stranger in surprise and a smile came to both of their faces.

"Xan-Man!" Faith chuckled.

"Hey Faith," Xander said walking over as they hugged.

"Long time no see," she teased. "It's been [image: image15.jpg]


what? One, two weeks tops?" 

Xander just smiled and turned to Robin. "Now you I haven't seen in awhile," he said as he offered his hand.

"Yeah, sorry I missed you but duty called," Robin told him as he gave a firm shake. "Heard that you got the 20/20 back again," he added pointing to his eye.

"Yeah, a little something I picked up in Cleveland," he said with a grin. "Speaking of which, how're things going?"

"Good," Faith spoke up. "We just came up here to get a new recruit."

"And everybody else?" Xander asked.

"Doing okay for the most part," Faith answered.

"Now for the big question…" Xander ventured.

Faith knew by the tone what Xander meant but she didn't answer immediately and took a sudden interest in her boots.

"That bad, huh?" Xander sighed.

"No Dude, it's cool, " Faith told him, looking up to meet his eyes again. "Things are still tense with 'em, yeah, but Will did the right thing…Brat just needs to grow up a little."

"Damn," Xander sighed under his breath as he shook his head.

"Hey," Faith said getting his attention. "Red's doing okay and she's got no regrets on her end so…don't worry about it. Ken just doesn't get her mojo stuff most of the time but that's not Red's problem and it's not your problem either."

"Yeah, but still…"

"I know," Faith said nodding in understanding. She cleared her throat to change the subject, "Look, Robin's turning into an ice cube so why don't we go up the hill there. Grab a drink or something?"

"You don't mind?" Xander asked. "I mean, this is a couples-only kinda town – I don't wanna be the third wheel."

Faith hooked her arm around his and pulled him along as her other hand rested in Robin's. "Are you kidding? We can always use an extra wheel." She grinned as they made their way back up the sidewalk.
Fade Out:

Fade In
Int.
Guardian Slayer Quarters – Night

Kennedy heard a knock at the door and rose to answer it. She opened it to find her girlfriend standing there with a forced grin on her face.

"Hey," Kennedy greeted absently.

"Hey yourself…can I come in?"

Kennedy opened the door wider and stepped away. "Oh, yeah, sure."

Willow closed the door and watched as Kennedy grabbed the remote and turned the television off. Nervously, she stuck her hands in her back pockets. "So what brings you out tonight?" Kennedy tried to ask in a conversational tone. "Figured you'd be working late with Giles and Ro."

Willow acted as if she was going to say something but changed her mind. "We just finished a-and I wanted to see you. You didn't come to the council building for dinner."

Kennedy looked apprehensive. "Yeah, well, gotta look after the rug rats while Faith's gone."

Willow slowly nodded. "Okay, I guess. I mean, she's been gone before but you always managed to stop by. Rona or Vi usually looks after them so I guess I just wanted to know if you were okay." Willow pursed her lips as if she realized she was babbling.

"Yeah, I'm fine," Kennedy answered.

Willow paused a moment when she watched Kennedy fold her arms across her chest. "You don't look fine."

Kennedy sighed and sat down on the sofa. "Maybe I'm really not fine. I'm not sure." [image: image16.jpg]e
RS &




Willow began to follow her but stopped. "What's wrong, Ken? Or do I even have to ask?" Kennedy just looked up, her eyes boring into Willow's. "Okay, answered that question," Willow added. She licked her lips nervously and continued. "We need to talk about this."

"Damn it. I'm getting sick of people wanting to talk to me. I'm tired of people asking me how I'm feeling. Besides, we've already talked about it. What's done is done, right?" Kennedy's voice sounded strained and matched the pained expression on her face.

"Well maybe if you tell me what you're feeling –."

Kennedy shot to her feet coming toe to toe with her lover, "You wanna know what I'm feeling? Okay, I'll tell you…I look at you and I see him," Kennedy began in disdain. "…And a part of me wants to know how you kissed him and touched him and the other part, the other part thinks I'll shatter if you told me. And will I ever be good enough now? If we're ever in bed again, are you going to be comparing me to him? And I keep wondering will there come a day when I have to share you again –?"

"I told you, there was no sharing involved," Willow began.

"I get it, Willow. Really. My mind understand it was for all the right reasons but my heart…You let someone have you in way…in a way that should only be meant for me."

"I was doing a ritual, Ken. It's a part of who I am," Willow argued.

"Again, I get that," Kennedy insisted. Willow watched as her lover's jaw stiffened and a scowl started taking shape on her face. "Maybe if I had more time to adjust then it would have been better. But you just threw it at me. You didn't give a rat's ass about how I'd take it and y-you just freakin' did it! So right now I'm really pissed at you, okay? So just back off and leave me the hell alone!"

Kennedy looked away unable to come eye-to-eye with her lover. For a long moment no one said anything. No one moved a muscle. Finally, Willow cleared her throat bringing some sound to the smothering silence in the room.

"I didn't know how long he would stay," Willow began to explain, "so I didn't have time to debate it…look, I...I didn't want to hurt you," Willow whimpered breaking the silence.

"Maybe not but you did…and even though I'm trying I…I'm just really mad, Willow. And I hate myself for feeling this way about you. You were my goddess…but now…" Kennedy finally lost her reserve and started to cry. Willow began to tear up and reached out to her but Kennedy pulled away, shaking her head. "Just don't, don't touch me right now."

Willow took another step closer but Kennedy didn't pull away. "Please look at me," Willow begged.

Kennedy's chin practically rested on her rib cage. "I can't," she whispered toward her shoes. "I just want things to be better. I just...I want you to love me."

"I do love you."

Kennedy looked up and wiped her eyes. "Then why do I feel like second best? Why is everything else in the world more important than me?"

Willow closed the distance and she cupped her cheeks.

"I never set out to hurt you Kennedy. I swear. I only did what I had to do."

Kennedy looked as if she might say something but stopped. Willow took the opportunity and pulled her closer still, kissing her softly on the lips.

"I'm sorry for hurting you," Willow said as she rested her forehead against Kennedy's. "And I should have told you when I thought there might be a possibility of it being the only spell I could find. But I knew you wouldn't understand."

"No. You didn't even give me the chance to try," she said pulling away. "Honestly Willow, tell me the truth here...If I had to have sex with someone else how would you feel?"

"Depends on the reason," Willow answered.

"I think you're the one that doesn't get it," Kennedy said shaking her head in frustration. "You keep explaining your logic about it all and I understand your point. But I don't know why you can't see mine."

"Meaning?"

"The reason why I'd sleep with someone else shouldn't matter to you. You should be upset. That's my point!" Kennedy insisted. "You're my girlfriend Willow! I'm yours. Do you understand that concept? Yours – nobody else's. I'm the person who's just for you and you alone. I don't think it's asking too much for you to be the same for me."

"I am yours," the Wiccan answered softly.

"It sure as hell doesn't feel like it."

Willow released a heavy sigh. "I'm not sure what more I can do to prove it."

"For starters quit telling me how I should feel. Quit explaining it like I'm five years old. I get it already and no matter how many times you tell me I'm still not gonna like it."

"I didn't think I was," Willow answered meekly. "But, if that's how you feel then...Okay...A-and for the record, yeah, I think it would bother me if you were with someone else."

"Don't blow smoke here Willow."

"No smoke blowing, honest. It would bother me but...and don't get angry...but I'd find a way to get over it a-and I'd know, you still loved me."

"Maybe that's it," Kennedy muttered.

"That's what? Huh? What did I miss?"

"Maybe I don't know that you love me."

"Oh Kennedy," Willow sighed as she reached out and began to stroke Kennedy's hair behind her ear. "Don't you get it? You brought me back to life. I was just going through the motions before you came along."

Kennedy began to stare at the floor again, unable to meet Willow's eyes. "You...You mean so much to me," Kennedy proclaimed softly.

Willow pursed her lips to stop an onslaught of tears that welled in her eyes and she pulled Kennedy into a hug. The Slayer hooked her chin over Willow's shoulder and pulled her closer, practically clinging to her.

Slowly, Kennedy's hands made their way to Willow's hips and she pulled back slightly.

"Can we try to make things better?" Kennedy asked, her check against Willow's.

"I'd like to," Willow answered softly.

Tentatively, Kennedy nuzzled into Willow's neck as if unsure that she should be so close. The witch tilted her head slightly when she felt Kennedy's lips timidly nip at her pulse point. Willow released a small sigh at the contact, which made Kennedy's efforts bolder. After a few kisses to Willow's neck, Kennedy pulled back and captured Willow's lips with her own.

"I don't wanna fight anymore," Kennedy whispered, pulling away from her slightly again. Her eyes remained closed but her pained expression still hung on her face. "I just wanna make things better again."

The Wiccan answered by returning the Slayer's advances with a kiss of her own. And after a few moments of kissing she felt the top button of her shirt being undone. As the stealthy Slayer's fingers worked the plastic from the fabric Willow couldn't contain her moan.

Kennedy's head had dipped down to her lover's neck again when they both heard a giggling noise from the front door. Kennedy stopped and held up a finger. She crept to the door and quickly whipped it open. Marsha and a group of three Slayerettes stood there giggling and before Kennedy could issue a reprimand, all four turned and raced back toward the dorms.

Kennedy closed the door and Willow sighed, "Kids."

"Sorry about that," Kennedy told her. "Maybe...maybe this is a sign that we should talk a bit more and continue things after Faith gets back? Privacy seems to be an issue over here."

"Okay, but, we will continue things, right?" Willow asked. "Talking I mean. I don't want to keep going one step up and two steps back, Ken. I want you to be honest with me."

"Ever forward, I promise." Kennedy gave her a reassuring grin as she walked back. "Hey," she tried to remark casually as she re-button Willow's shirt, "why don't I make us some nice hot instant cocoa and move on to some friendly guilt and angst free conversation?"

"Any suggestions on what we could discuss that won't end in an argument?" Willow ventured.

Kennedy shrugged. "I dunno. Oh! How about the latest gossip like Andrew's new demon gal pal? I'm away for a few hours and all hell breaks loose."

Willow returned the grin and took Kennedy's hand, "Come on. I'll tell you all about it while you boil water."

Fade Out:

Fade In
Int.
Slayer's Kitchen – Early Morning

Andrew was putting the finishing touches on breakfast when he noticed Willow walking in from the Slayer's dorms entrance wearing the same clothes as the evening before.

"Good morning," she told him.

Andrew gave a knowing grin. "Good morning indeed," he teased as he pointed to her attire.

Willow blushed slightly and waved him off. "Well not THAT good but better than it has been," she admitted.

At that moment, Kennedy walked in, going to the refrigerator for her orange juice. "You want some apple juice, Sweetie?" she asked.

"No, I'm fine," Andrew answered. "Oh you meant..." He trailed off as he pointed over to Willow.

She gave him a sarcastic grin and a nod before starting to chug from the bottle.

"Yes please," Willow called over before the two could start to bicker.

Mora arrived from the dining hall and eased up to Andrew's side. "Is there anything else you require, Master?"

Kennedy was in mid-drink and suddenly began to choke.

"Master?" she asked Andrew, after getting her breath. He simply shrugged. She leaned past him and took in the demon's appearance. "Damn Andrew, she's pretty hot," Kennedy complimented. "Well aside from the purple color," she added in afterthought.

"She's mauve," Andrew stressed as if he was tired of explaining it.

"I'm Mora," the demon said offering her hand to Kennedy. "Are you the lesbo Slayer who serves the witch that Master spoke of?" she asked. [image: image17.jpg]



Kennedy stopped the handshake and shot a look to Andrew.

"I didn't say lesbo," he insisted, "I said lesbian and I didn't tell her everything. She just –."

Kennedy dismissed his rambling with a wave of her hand and simply told Mora. "Yeah, whatever, that's me I guess. Kennedy."

Mora smiled politely and continued. "Master said that he heard you two spent last night together," Mora told Kennedy as she handed her two plates of food, "and he said that you both would need a big breakfast to replace all the energy you burned up by having sex until dawn."

"What?" Kennedy and Willow both exclaimed to Andrew.

He chuckled nervously. "Mora, she's such a kidder," he began before snatching the plates away from Kennedy. "Here, let me get that for you," he insisted as he took flatware over to the table.

Kennedy turned to see Mora grab the orange juice bottle she had just put back.

"Oh hey, no," she said coming over. "That's mine. See? Property of Kennedy," she said pointing to the writing on it. "For my lips only," she added.

"She really is possessive about things she's had her lips on, isn't she?" Andrew remarked to Willow getting nothing except a glare. He cleared his throat nervously and walked back toward the stove.

"I heard that, Twerp," Kennedy called over before brushing past him and taking a seat next to Willow, orange juice in hand. When the room fell quiet, Kennedy elbowed Willow and whispered in her ear. "Watch this?" In a louder voice she asked Andrew, "So what did you two love birds do last night?"

"We had a wonderful evening, actually," Andrew began. "First we watched Star Trek Two: The Wrath of Khan and then of course we had to watch Star Trek Three: The Search for Spock because I couldn't just leave her hanging."

"Of course not…never leave a beautiful woman hanging, Dude," Kennedy agreed with a smirk. "But what else did you two young, frisky kids do? Or should I ask, is she purple – sorry, mauve all over?"

"Kennedy," Willow admonished. "Leave him alone."

"Oh come on," Kennedy rebuffed. "If he thinks he knows all about our sex lives I'd like to hear a little about his."

Andrew looked visibly nervous. "No, we did no such thing. Besides, we only met last night."

"That's right," Mora offered. "And Master says that although he enjoys my lips he feels we should wait until we know each other better. And what Master wants then Master gets."

"No wonder he doesn't want to send her back just yet," Kennedy joked to Willow in a quiet voice. "It's nice to see some old fashioned boys are still left in the world, Andrew."

"Ha. Ha," he remarked sarcastically as he continued to cook.

"No, I'm serious," Kennedy answered. "I mean aside from the fact that you probably have NO sexual experience whatsoever it's refreshing to see a guy who thinks with more than his…lower instincts."

"Well I'll have you know I've had lots of sex," Andrew told them. Both women looked skeptical. "Just not with a partner," he added in a softer voice.

Kennedy and Willow both chuckled softly. "Well don't worry Andrew," the redhead told him. "When you meet the right one, you'll know."

Andrew gave her a sincere grin, which she returned.
Cut to:
Int.
Bonnie's office – Late Morning

Bonnie handed the file over the desk to the person seated before her.

"I take it you understand your objective here?" she asked in clarification.

"It's understood," the Vutch demon nodded.

"Good. The last team we sent botched things up so they'll be expecting you."

Opening the file the demon asked, "How many Slayers?"

"At least 30 that we know of," Bonnie answered.

"Watchers?"

"Two fully trained. About ten in training and…" The demon waved his hands for her to continue. "One extremely powerful witch," she finished reluctantly.

"So they have magic in their corner too? This should prove to be quite interesting," he said with a smirk, looking at the surveillance photograph of Willow.

"How soon can you begin?" Bonnie asked. "Time is of the essence here." [image: image18.jpg]



"You will have the boy by nightfall. I assure you," he said confidently.

"You must realize, this task won't be easy," she reminded him.

"That's fine. I enjoy a challenge."

"Yes, but can you handle it?" Bonnie asked firmly. "We need someone to clean up this mess – not make a new one."

He gave her a sinister grin. "No fear, mere human. I'm a sweeper. You'll have what you desire. Unlike your kind…my word means something."

Fade Out

Act Four
Fade In:
Int.
Watcher's Council Lobby – Day

"So," Rowena sighed, "any leads on the vampire gang?"

She sat down next to Giles who was looking through a newspaper.

"Unfortunately, no," he told her. "The newspaper reports nothing and chances are they won't. Willow pulled up police reports from last night and there seemed to be no attacks on other people either, which is odd." [image: image19.jpg]



"So we're assuming they weren't just looking to make a meal out of Jeff?"

Giles gave a curt nod. "At this point, perhaps. But it could be that Brell just scared them back into hiding for the evening. We'll have the Slayers sweep the area more thoroughly tonight when they patrol."

Rowena bobbed her head. "And we can also assume that Jeff's description matches no such vamps on file?"

"To our advantage, Willow discovered that Rachel is quite the sketch artist so she's having her draw up a picture right now based on Jeff's description."

At that moment Willow, Rachel and Jeffrey walked into the lobby area where Giles and Rowena sat.

"The bar," Willow told him, handing the paper over.

"Excuse me?" Giles asked as he looked it over.

"I knew I'd seen this one before and then it hit me," Willow began tapping the top of the paper. "It was from the vamp bar on my birthday. He took off with a couple of buddies when I confronted them. Maybe the two attacks are related? I mean both times they went after council members. Maybe it wasn't just coincidence that all those vamps ended up where we were that night."

"Giles?" Rowena asked getting his attention. "What did Ethan's Presidium file say again? Something about them activating the Hellmouth here? Or I should say 'overacting' the Hellmouth?"

"Yes, but it didn't add much more I'm afraid. The Presidium appears to be a very well organized group of demons that uses not only brute strength but magic as well. There were also maps of some sort inside the folder but nothing that I've ever seen before. As for their true purpose our search hasn't turned up anything new…Why do you ask?" he replied.

Rowena pursed her lips as if thinking. "What if the council is being targeted because we're a threat to their plans – whatever those plans might be? Remember when DeVeer made that comment about the Old Guard not being a threat?"

"You're saying these vampires might be 'hired guns' for this larger group?" Giles asked.

"Wouldn't be the first time demons have organized for world domination," Willow added.

Rowena was going to continue but the commotion at the front door stopped her. Andrew and Mora came in carrying bags of groceries as Robin, Faith and a pre-teen girl helped.

"I see we've got a new demon pal," Faith said nodding toward Mora.

"And you have a new Slayer," Rowena retorted, making her way over with a grin.

"Yeah," Faith answered. "Anne, this is Mr. Giles, Rowena and Willow. They head the Watcher's Council." [image: image20.jpg]



Rowena took the grocery bag from Anne before shaking her hand. "Nice to meet you, Anne. Let's get this to the kitchen and we'll get you set up. How's that sound?"

"Thank you," the girl said politely as they walked away.

Faith and Robin made their way to the desk where the remainder of the group stood. "So what's the story?" she said in a hushed voice as she nodded toward Andrew and Mora.

"Andrew was lonely so he summoned a demon friend," Willow remarked casually.

Faith and Robin glanced at each other.

"Figures," they both said in the same bored tone that mimicked Rowena and Willow's the day before.

"Anyway," Faith went on, "Guess who we ran into at the Falls?"

Willow wondered for a moment before a look of realization washed over her face along with a grin. She began to reply when suddenly they watched Andrew fly through the air landing on his backside.

A demon appeared in the doorway and began to look around the room. Spotting Jeffrey he tried to charge ahead but Mora jumped on his back and tried to claw at his eyes. He [image: image21.jpg]


flipped her over with an easy move so that she flew into Andrew. The diversion, however, was enough to slow the demon down as Faith charged ahead.

The Vutch demon waved his hand and sent Faith crashing into the nearby wall, knocking the wind out of her and promptly putting her on her backside. She tried to rise as Robin raced ahead, hoping to tackle the demon. But with another toss he sent the former principal flying into his lover, knocking her back off her feet again. Willow raised her own hand but the demon chanted something unrecognizable. 

"Encase," Willow yelled.

Nothing happened. She watched in fear as the demon continued to advance. Willow looked to the older Watcher.

"Giles?" she muttered, the fear evident in her voice. She looked at her own hands, giving them a shake as if willing them to work.

Giles reached over and sounded the alarm just as the demon backhanded Willow, sending her to the ground.

Cut to
Int.
Slayer's Quarters – same time

From the Slayer's weight room they heard the alarm go off.

"Let's go," Kennedy told the girls as they began to run from the room.

In her dorm room, Anne turned to Rowena as she put her bag on the bed. "What's that noise?" she asked.

Rowena tried to give her a reassuring smile. "Probably a false alarm. Just stay put and get settled in here. I'll be back, okay?"

Without waiting for the girl to answer Rowena made her way back to the main council building.

Cut to
Int.
Watcher's Council Lobby – same time

The demon reached out and grabbed Jeffrey's arm but Rachel leapt in the air kicking him backward toward the reception desk. Giles picked up the phone and shattered it against the demon's head.

Slowly the demon turned and gave Giles a disapproving glare before grabbing him by the throat.

"Run," Giles managed to croak to Jeffrey.

Jeffrey heeded the warning and took off up the stairs as Rachel sent another kick into the demon's back. It didn't seem to hurt the monster but it was enough to make him lose his grip on Giles. The Watcher dropped to the floor wheezing and rubbing his neck.

Cut to
Int.
Slayer's Quarters – same time

Back at the Slayer weapon's room each girl swiftly grabbed a stake and a sword before moving through the double doors of the council while Kennedy conducted traffic.

Cut to:
Int.
Lindquist apartment – same time [image: image22.jpg]



Jeffrey dashed into his living quarters to see his mother, Lily, on the sofa reading. "Jeffrey, what's –."

"It's after me!" he told her in a rush.

Cut to
Int.
Watcher's Council Lobby – same time

Back in the lobby Andrew tried to rouse Mora who lay motionless on the ground.

"Come on," Andrew said lightly tapping her cheeks. "Wake up! As your Master I command you to wake up!" he shouted, concern now filling his voice.

At the same time, Slayers began to pour into the lobby area assessing the situation.

"Don't let him get upstairs!" Willow shouted as she rose to her feet.

The demon backhanded her, sending her into the reception desk, a bloody gash opening on her forehead. Kennedy arrived just in time to see the blow.

"Willow!" she shouted and darted over, sword in hand.

Vi spotted Faith and Robin by the far wall and pulled Rona to follow her.

"Are you okay?" Vi asked, helping them to their feet.

With a determined expression Faith took the sword from Rona and motioned toward the demon. "Time to take this one out."

The four of them charged ahead to join the other Slayers who were trying to battle the Vutch demon but failing miserably. With a wave of his hand the demon sent the Slayers who managed to surround him to the ground as if knocking their feet out from under them. Kennedy leapt in the air, dodging the human projectiles and forging ahead, sword in hand.

With a mighty swing to his midsection Kennedy sliced the demon in half. From behind, at the same moment, Faith raised her sword over her head and sliced downward.

"Nice slice and dice," Willow joked, trying to get to her feet.

Robin gave a deep sigh. "Thank god that's over," he muttered.

Rowena entered the room to see the wreckage of battered Slayers trying to get to their feet.

"What the heck…ewww," she said as she noticed the demon bits and gore lying on the floor.

She looked over to see Kennedy helping Willow to her feet, blood streaming down the redhead's face.

"Are you okay?" Rowena and Kennedy both asked at the same time.

Kennedy gave Rowena an annoyed look and helped balance Willow's weight.

"It looks worse than it feels, I'm sure," Willow told them as Giles handed over his handkerchief which Willow promptly used to begin wiping the blood.

Mora began to stir and open her eyes, "Master?" she called out. "Are you okay?"

"Am I okay?" Andrew chastised with a roll of his eyes. "I'm fine. But how are you?"

"My head is very sore, Master," she told him.

"Don't worry," he said pulling her up into a sitting position. "We'll get you fixed up in a jiffy."

Mora paused and cocked her head. "What's a jiffy, Master?"

Andrew grinned adoringly. "Oh, you're just so delightful," he told her as he pulled her to her feet.

Everyone seemed so busy tending to their wounds that they didn't see the lumps on the floor begin to move. The Watcher group stood in front of Willow checking her gash when they noticed Willow's eyes grow wider.

"What is it, Red?" Faith asked, taking a step closer to Willow. "Gettin' light headed?"

The witch whimpered and appeared to try to form words but couldn't. Finally she raised a shaking hand to point behind them. They all turned around to see not one but four Vutch demons now standing there. Rowena snatched the bloody sword from Faith and quickly tossed it aside.

"Don't do that anymore," she warned sarcastically.

"Now you tell me," Faith mumbled.

Kennedy and the other Slayers all seemed to drop their swords as if they were on fire and watched helplessly as the creatures reached their full height and began to attack.

"Okay Watcher folks," Faith started, "Any suggestions on what this thing is and how to kill it?"

Before anyone could answer, two of the demons charged them swinging left and right. Robin fell first and then Kennedy, neither of them able to block the blows. Faith tried to dart ahead but one simply pushed her to the ground with a short laugh.

By now, Robin jumped back up to his feet and tried to swing but the demon grabbed him by the fist snapping his wrist back. He fell to his knees, grasping the appendage, his face contorted in pain.

The monster closest to the stairs picked Rowena up and tossed her over the desk and into Giles. He tried to steady her fall but they both landed on the floor, smashing their heads against the hard tile with a groan. Giles sat up first and touched the back of his head, coming up with some blood. At his side Rowena lay unconscious and as carefully as he could he checked her for injuries.

"Are you –?" Faith tried to ask her lover.

Robin cut her short and pointed to the demon that began to move to the steps. "Fine. Stop him!"

Faith leapt to her feet and gave chase but the demon simply turned and grabbed her by the label of her jacket. He tossed her into Willow who was chanting unsuccessfully. Taking the steps two at a time the monster seemed to sense Jeffrey's presence and kicked down the apartment door to see his mother trying to shield him.

"Fire!" Mora yelled. "You must burn a Vutch demon, Master."

At that moment, Rachel slid across the floor, coming to stop at Andrew's feet.

"Get the flamethrowers," he told her, helping her up.

Rachel nodded and took off toward the Slayer's quarters, grabbing Vi's arm as she went by her. The redheaded Slayer nodded and followed along.

Andrew gave a deep sigh. "You stay put Mora," he told his demon pal. "I must do what I must do."

"But Master, you'll be killed," she told him.

"So be it if that is my price of redemption," he replied in a noble tone.

He charged ahead into the battle just as Mora watched the demon closest to him pick up a sword. On pure instinct she raced ahead and pushed him out of the way. Andrew landed on his backside and looked up.

Instead of stabbing Andrew, as the demon intended, the sword found a home in Mora's stomach and she crumpled to the ground.

"Mora!" Andrew yelled as he crawled over to the fallen demon. He grabbed her by the arms and slid her away from the battle, cradling her in his arms. [image: image23.jpg]



"Couldn't let him hurt you, Master," she strained, orange blood starting to come from her mouth. "I'm sorry I disobeyed you. Please forgive me."

Andrew's shoulders slumped and he snorted at her comment. "That's okay. And don't worry. You're gonna be fine," he whimpered, lying unconvincingly.

Mora didn't say anything more as she gave him a grin but soon the light seemed to disappear from her eyes even though her smile was still in place.

"Mora?" Andrew called down to the dead weight that now lay in his arms. "Come on, Mora. Stay with me here, okay?"

Still nothing. Andrew bit his lip, holding back a sob. He closed her eyes with his palm before pulling her closer, his head resting on hers.

Kennedy finally made it to her feet to see the three remaining demons fighting the Slayers in the lobby. She looked up the stairs and saw that the fourth demon had Jeffrey in a fireman's carry, the boy's body looking lifeless. Lily rushed up behind but he batted the woman aside like an annoying insect.

Kennedy charged up the stairs and was near the top step when the demon backhanded her, sending her flying over the banister. She tumbled head over heels from the second floor before landing flat on her back with a sickening thud. Willow could hear the snap of bones on impact, even over the noise of the battle.

"Oh Gods! Kennedy!" Willow cried as she raced over to her fallen lover. [image: image24.jpg]



The next sound was a sharp hiss and a noise like a flame. Vi tossed a flamethrower to Rona.

"Time to barbeque," she told the dark skinned Slayer as Rachel raced inside and lit up the demon closest to her.

As the demon hauling Jeffrey made his escape out the front door, the two remaining demons provided cover.

"Behind you!" Vi yelled out a warning.

Rachel tried to turn but couldn't. A demon grabbed her by the head, snapping her neck, killing her instantly.

"Nooo!" Faith yelled darting to her feet.

As she ran over, she took the flamethrower from Rona and began toasting the demon that smirked over Rachel's lifeless body. As the flames engulfed his body he howled in pain.

Before the final demon could get clear of the door, Vi scorched him with the flames until there was nothing but dust. Faith tossed the flamethrower to the ground and pulled Rachel into her arms. Dead, the girl still wore a shocked expression as Faith began to rock her back and forth.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Presidium Cave Lair – Device Control Room – Hours later

Jeffrey's eyes shot open and he looked around trying to figure out where he had been taken. He tried to move but he realized his arms, legs and head were immobile. He looked around as far as his eyes would reach and noticed he was inside a clear bubble device, locked in a chair, as Gretz and the vampires looked on.

The demon that kidnapped him was also standing outside, looking triumphant for a job well done and Jeffrey watched as he walked up the steps and out of his line of sight.
Cut to
Int.
Presidium Cave Lair – Hallway

The Vutch demon moved through the corridor to find Bonnie waiting with a pleased look on her face. "Here you are," she told him. "Paid in full…you've done well," she commended.

"As if there was any doubt," the demon told her smugly as he accepted a briefcase from her. "I'm sure it won't take long for that witch of theirs to counter the hex I put on her. So if you require any more strikes on the council, I suggest you do it soon while she's out of commission."

"Thank you," Bonnie told him sincerely. "The Presidium will take that under advisement."

Cut to:
Int.
Presidium Cave Lair – Device Room – Moments later [image: image25.jpg]



Jeffrey remained locked in the chair when suddenly he saw the Engineer, enter the chamber.

"Wh-what do you want?" he stammered. "I-I'm not... I'm just a kid, I d-don't know... I can't h-help y-you –"

"Silence," the Engineer growled. At the sound of his voice, Jeffrey recoiled and shut his eyes tight. The demon raised a hand, and Jeffrey's restraints opened, allowing him to float up out of the chair. With the flick of a finger the Engineer slammed him back onto the huge sphere that dominated the chamber. Silver shackles closed around his arms and legs. [image: image26.jpg]



Jeffrey's eyes followed the Engineer as he moved to a control lectern. The demon placed his hands on the lectern's black surface, manipulating the starburst-shaped nodes set in it. The three rings surrounding the sphere shuddered into motion, swinging around towards Jeffrey. Jeffrey strained at his restraints, expecting to be torn apart, but when the first ring reached him it passed through him, as if it were no more solid than a mirage. In its wake, however, it left his body glowing with a fierce light, and tore an anguished howl from his throat, cut off as the next ring passed across him.

The Engineer gave a satisfied nod and turned another control, and the glow of otherworldly light illuminated his face as the device increased its speed.


