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Teaser
 

Fade In:
Int.
Watcher's Lobby – Day

Faith sat on the floor rocking Rachel in her arms, softly calling down to her.

"Come on, kiddo," she said, resting her back down to the floor. "Wake up." [image: image1.jpg]



Vi and Rona both looked on in shock as the Slayers and Watchers in Training all began to gingerly come to their feet. Quickly, Vi shook off her distress and raced to the front door, stepping outside. She looked east and then west but found no trace of Jeffrey or the Vutch demon. With a heavy sigh she stepped back inside to see that Faith was now blowing in Rachel's mouth. The dark Slayer came back up and began pumping on the girl's chest.

"Don't you friggin' give up!" Faith yelled at the dead girl, her pushing becoming more frantic.

A dark colored hand appeared on Faith's shoulder and she pushed it away.

"It's too late, Baby," Robin called down softly.

"No," Faith said pinching Rachel's nose and exhaling three times into her mouth. She sat up again and tried to push once more.

"She's gone, Faith." Robin tried to reach out again but this time Faith rose up and pushed him forcefully away.

"No!" she yelled at him.

Andrew looked up from his dead demon friend, who he was holding in his arms, as others in the room also looked to the outburst. Robin didn't say anything at first. He just watched as Faith's chest rose and fell from her labored breathing caused by her anger and fear.

"I'm sorry," he told her sincerely.

"What the hell do you know?" Faith shouted at him before running back toward the Slayer's dorms.

Instead of giving chase, Robin looked a moment at Vi and Rona and motioned to them. "See to the ones you can still help," he said solemnly. Both women nodded and began checking around the room.

Cut to
Int.
Slayers Quarters – Moments later

Faith pushed her way into the weight room and fell to her knees, crying. She didn't stay in that position long though. She darted to her feet and in one swing ripped the punching bag clear from its riggings. Not having anything else to hit she began picking up loose weights and tossing them across the room. Weight after weight flew through the air, hitting the back wall and shattering the mirror that hung there. Shards flew everywhere until bleeding, sobbing and exhausted Faith collapsed to the mats.

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

"Jeffrey?" a voice called out from the second floor landing. "Where's Jeffrey?"

His mother raced down the steps and Robin rushed to meet her. [image: image2.jpg]



"Mr. Wood," she said as if a bit relieved to see a friendly face, "Where's Jeffrey? Did you see what took him? Did –?"

Robin cut her off. "Just calm down, okay?"

"I need to find him," she stressed.

"And we will," Robin countered, as he took her by the elbow and led her back upstairs. "I'll tell you what we know, alright?"

From below the landing, Willow was kneeling next to Kennedy's limp form.

"Sweetie, can you hear me?" Willow asked.

Slowly Kennedy opened her eyes but didn't move. "They got Jeff, didn't they?"

Sadly, Willow nodded. "And Rachel's dead," she added.

"Son of a bitch," Kennedy hissed.

By this time Rowena and Giles arrived at Willow's side to check on Kennedy's status.

Giles sat across from Willow as Rowena went to the Slayer's feet.

"Can you raise your hand for me?" he asked.

Kennedy did as he asked. From below, Rowena went to Kennedy's feet and pulled off her boot. "Can you feel that?" Rowena said, poking Kennedy's sole.

"Feel what?" Kennedy asked.

Rowena grabbed her ankle and pressed harder. "That?"

"No," Kennedy answered, concern rising in her voice. "Willow?" she said, gripping her lover's hand. Kennedy looked like she was going to start hyperventilating and Giles reached down.

"Shh," he said in a soft, quiet tone. "Relax, Kennedy. Just relax." He nodded toward a bag of supplies a Watcher in Training had brought in and she pulled it over to them. Giles left only for a moment and came back up to Kennedy's side holding a syringe.

"What's that?" Kennedy asked as he tapped the needle, getting it ready.

"It's just a mild sedative," he told her. "We need you to stay still and calm. It will only last a few hours given your Slayer skills, alright?"

"Willow?" Kennedy asked again, the fear rising even higher in her voice.

"It'll be okay," Willow said kissing her forehead as Giles administered the shot. "We won't let anything happen to you. I won't let anything happen, okay? Just relax, Sweetheart."

Willow put her head next to Kennedy's and stroked her hair. "Shhh. Just close your eyes," she whispered in Kennedy's ear. After a few moments Kennedy did and they could tell by her breathing that she was asleep. [image: image3.jpg]=




"She'll heal, won't she?" Willow asked as she righted herself again to face Giles. She looked down to Rowena before looking back at Giles. "She's a Slayer so she's got Slayer healing, right?"

"I don't know of any documented cases of this kind of thing happening, Willow. I-I can't say for sure," Giles told her.

"Well look it up," Willow insisted. "We're the friggin' council. We should know these things."

"We will," he said trying to assure her, "but first we need to see to the others."

Giles stood up and turned around, putting the medical supplies back. That's when Willow noticed the blood on the back of his head.

"You're bleeding," Willow told him.

"Lots of people are bleeding," he countered. "So let's get Kennedy securely moved to the infirmary and see to the others."

Fade Out

Fade in
Ext.
City Park – Day

Kennedy knew she was asleep. She was sure of it but the dream seemed so real, so vivid. She was walking around a fence by the sidewalk as if she was looking for something. What it was she couldn't comprehend but there was something important she had to find. [image: image4.jpg]



As she searched she heard a feminine voice behind her say, "You won't find what you're looking for there."

Kennedy rose and turned around to face the stranger. She was certain she'd seen the woman before and then she remembered she had. It was from a photograph her lover had.

"Tara," Kennedy said with certainty.

Fade Out

Act One
Guest Starring:
Helen Shaver as Rebecca Montague, Elijah Wood as Jeffrey, Stephanie March as Bonnie, Christopher Gartin as Gretz, Katey Sagal as Lily Lindquist and special guest star Amber Benson as Tara Maclay. 

Fade In
Int.
Watcher's Council – Evening

Willow stepped tentatively up to the strong wooden door that now sat a bit askew and lifted her hand to knock. She seemed to lose courage as instead of knocking she ran her hand wearily over her face. Finally, taking a deep breath, she knocked on the door.

A moment later the door wobbled open on its damaged hinges to reveal Jeffrey's weeping mother, the white bandage stark against the pallor of her face.

"Willow!" she said, reaching a hand out and pulling her quickly into the room. "Any news?"

"Er, nothing yet, Lily," the redhead replied. "Um, t-that's why I'm here. I need to do a locator spell and it would help if I had something that belongs to Jeff…something personal a-and the more time he's spent with it the better."

Lily Lindquist thought a moment and then finally nodded. "Wait here a moment," she said and quickly walked into the smaller of the two bedrooms.

Willow nervously fidgeted for a few minutes, looking around at the damage the demon left behind when it snatched Jeffrey. She picked up a floor lamp and feebly tried to straighten out the crushed shade when she heard a soft sob.

"Lily?" she called, moving towards the bedroom. She paused a moment in the doorway and found the woman sitting on the edge of Jeffrey's bed. She held an open book on her lap.

"Lily?" Willow asked again, quietly moving into the bedroom.

"I'm…I'm sorry, Willow," the crying woman said. [image: image5.jpg]



The redhead sat next to her and traced the raised Celtic design on the cover. "His journal?" she asked.

Lily nodded. "He…he begged me to buy it for him when he started your class."

"I know," Willow said. "In my first lesson I encouraged everyone to write every day. It's a good habit…not o-only for Watchers."

"I don't think he's missed a day since he started it," Lily said, wiping her eyes and looking down at the book. "I-it was open on his desk…I didn't mean to read it, but…"

"He'll understand," Willow assured.

Lily turned to Willow then. "You've got to find him, Willow," she said, her tone desperate.

"I will, Lily…" Willow began.

"No!" the woman interrupted. "You have to. He…he believed in you. Look."

She held out the journal to Willow and pointed at the most recent passage. Willow looked her in the eyes for a moment and then down at the journal.

"Those vamps were pretty scary and I thought my own heart was going to burst when I plunged my stake into one of them," she read. "But then I remembered that Willow's been fighting vamps since she was younger than me. I know I should be scared, but Willow won't let anything hurt us. I just hope that one day I can be as strong as she is so I can help protect others."

Willow gently closed the book and softly whispered, "Oh goddess."

"Please find him, Willow," Lily begged.

The witch turned to her student's mother and nodded. "I'll get this back to you as soon as I can."

Willow stood and quickly left the apartment.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – Evening

Willow sat cross-legged in front of her altar, a small stick of incense smoldering and filling the air with the soft scent of sandalwood. Jeffrey's journal rested in her lap and in front of her was an open map of Cleveland.

She picked up a bowl of herbs and taking a handful scattered it over the map. "Show me Jeffrey Lindquist," she muttered under her breath and then opened her eyes.

The map was unchanged.

Willow placed the journal on the map and tried again.

"Show me Jeffrey Lindquist," she repeated, this time placing one hand on the journal and one hand on the map.

With a sigh of frustration she stood up from the floor and moved over to her desk. She rummaged around a moment until she found a gold-tipped pen. The engraving on the side read R.J.G. Returning to the map, she cleared it and then scattered fresh herbs, laying the pen on top.

"Show me Rupert Giles," she said.

When there was no effect she snatched the pen back up and stormed determinedly from the room.

Cut to:
Int.
Watcher's Council Kitchen

"I think we need more pepper," Andrew said absently, placing a spoon next to the huge pot that sat on the stove.

Giles nodded and slowly walked over to the spice rack when he heard Andrew begin to sob. Giles stopped momentarily but finally made his way back to Andrew's side with the [image: image6.jpg]


bottle in his hand.

"Andrew," Giles began as he handed it over. "I could see that you and Mora hit it off quite well but –." 

"Why do all of my friends end up dead?" he asked as if not hearing a word Giles said. "Is it me? Should I just go live in a cave from now on so I don't endanger anyone else?"

"This isn't your fault Andrew," Giles insisted.

"Really? 'Cause the way I see it, Mr. Giles, if I hadn't brought her here, she'd still be alive. So whose fault is that?"

"If you hadn't brought her here," Giles countered, "more people might have been dead. She died protecting someone she loved. And in the end Andrew, we all die someday. It's what we do between then and now that matters."

"Well what I did was bring her here against her will and got her killed," Andrew retorted. He picked the spoon back up and quietly began to stir.

Giles didn't add any further argument and watched as Andrew prepared the light soup for the less seriously wounded when Willow entered the kitchen. She marched up to him and thrust the pen forward.

"Oh!" he said, surprised and confused. "Yes, thank you Willow. I've been looking all over for this."

Willow sighed. "You don't exist," Willow told him with annoyance.

"Pardon me?" Giles asked, absently putting the pen in his shirt pocket. He took Willow by the elbow and led her away from the softly weeping Andrew.

"I tried to do a locator spell for Jeff," she explained. "Nothing. So I tried using your pen a-and guess what? The same thing."

"Well mystical rumors of my lack of existence are greatly exaggerated. As you can see I'm here."

"This is not funny, Giles," she said, her face flushing with anger.

"I'm not saying it is," he replied.

"We need to find Jeff and we need to find him now!"

"What do you think is happening?" Giles asked. "You can do a locator spell in your sleep at your proficiency level."

"I know that!" she snapped. Realizing she was starting to take her anger out on Giles she held up her hands in apology to indicate that she knew he wasn't to blame. "Whatever the reason, it's not working. It's like when I got home from England but I couldn't find Buffy and the gang because I was blocking myself."

"Do you think you're blocking yourself again? You've been under a great deal of stress these last few hours," he questioned.

"No, it wasn't stress that caused the problem last time. It was fear. Besides, I can't explain it but I can feel something is blocking me," she said. "That demon did something. I'm sure of it."

"Rowena's researching it now," Giles said. "Let's go see if she has anything."

Willow nodded and the pair left Andrew alone to finish his task.

Cut to:
Int.
Watcher's Council Library

Rowena was sitting at the computer terminal with several books, including the Opus Obscurum open near her. Willow and Giles came in and looked over her shoulder at the screen.

"Vutch demon?" Giles read.

"That's it," Rowena confirmed. "The information in the Opus confirms its cloning ability. Andrew's pet was right. Burning was the only way to kill it."

"What about magic ability of the demon?" Willow asked. [image: image7.jpg]



Rowena hit a few keys on the screen and pulled up another file. "Nothing specific, but they're highly intelligent so we can't rule it out. Why?"

"Something's blocking my magic," Willow explained. "Locator spell to find Jeff came up with nothing."

"You don't think he's…" Rowena let the sentence hang.

"No," Willow said quickly. "At first I thought maybe but I did a spell on Giles here and apparently he's no longer on this plain either."

With curiosity, Rowena cocked her head, looking at both of them.

"Without knowing what it might have done, there's no way to unblock you," Giles added. "I can try to cast a generic banish spell, but most likely won't have any effect on something powerful enough to block a witch of your ability."

"Why don't you try the spell, Giles?" Rowena asked. "If it doesn't work, then we can assume the demon blocked everyone, not just Willow."

"Better yet," Willow said, pulling the pen from Giles's pocket and placing it on the table. "Try to move this."

Giles concentrated on the pen a moment and then shook his head. "Nothing," he said.

"Alright, so we're all seriously screwed and Jeff's out there somewhere paying the price for it," Willow said bitterly.

"Willow…" Giles began.

"No!" Willow said. "Everything's a mess, Giles. Rachel's dead, Andrew's demon friend is dead, Kennedy's paralyzed and a young boy has been kidnapped by demons a-and goddess only knows what they want with him a-and I can't do a damn thing about it!"

"Willow," Giles said again softly before he pulled the redhead into his arms. She tried to pull away at first but Giles tightened his hold. It only took a few moments but Willow gave up her retreat and instead clutched at him, sobbing into his chest. Rowena looked on helplessly. Finally she stood up and approached the pair, putting a gentle hand on the witch's shoulder.

"Willow," she began. "We'll find another way."

Willow pulled away from Giles, wiping her eyes. "Yeah, another way," she sniffed. "Can't always solve stuff by magic, I know. It sucks though when people's lives are at stake."

Rowena nodded. "I understand, but sometimes things happen that you just can't help. You can't be everywhere at once and, despite all appearances, you're not a superwoman."

Willow snorted. "Yeah, don't I know it. Um…can you keep looking for some way to counter that spell?" she asked hesitantly. "I wanna go check on Ken."

"Sure," Rowena said.

Giles and Rowena watched as Willow left the library and then looked at each other sadly. Eventually Rowena returned to the computer and Giles picked up the Opus Obscurum.

Cut to:
Int.
Slayer's Quarters – Weight Room

Robin watched from the doorway as Faith swept up the broken shards of glass. Glancing into the one broken piece still stuck to the wall, Faith saw her lover's reflection. She swiveled on her heel and leaned one arm on the top of the broom.

"What's up, Ace?" she asked, her voice hoarse. "Don't tell me someone else died?"

"Um, no baby," he said, moving into the room. His wrist was now wrapped in an Ace bandage and supported in a sling.

"Then what?" she asked. "We've been together long enough – I know that look."

"I talked to Willow…It's Kennedy," he finally said, taking the broom and leaning it against the shattered wall. He wasn't sure how to say it so he simply spilled it out. "She's paralyzed, Faith – from the waist down. Doctor's x-raying her now."

"And the hits keep on comin'," she laughed sarcastically before growing serious again. "How's Red takin' it?"

He thought for a moment. "Reserved hysteria is the best way to put it."

"What about you? How's the wrist?" 
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"Fine," he replied. "Doctor gave me a shot for the pain. He'll set it and cast it soon. There were other emergencies to take care of first."

"And the kid?" she finally asked. "Got a location on him yet?"

"Willow's working on it," he said. "And Giles finally got Lily calmed down. I think he slipped her something."

"Good for him," she said, picking up the broom again.

"Um, Faith," he said. "I'm gonna call Rachel's dad. See what he wants us to do with…"

"No," Faith said in a quiet yet firm voice. "I'll do it."

"Faith…"

"I said no!" Faith said, her voice rising. "Damn it, Robin. She was my responsibility!" Faith threw the broom, as if it was a javelin, with such force the end embedded itself into the first few layers of the padded mats propped against the wall.

"She was our responsibility, too," he said. "The Council's charge. You can't take what happened and pin it on your shoulders alone."

"Yeah, but I made the promise," Faith told him pointing a finger. " 'Let us take her. We'll help. We'll keep her safe'," she said paraphrasing the speech she gave Rachel's father months before and ended with a snort. "I lied to him and I lied to her. Jesus, even when I try to keep my word I can't."

"Faith…"

"No, this isn't your responsibility, Robin. I made the promise so I need to make the call. I have to do it…I owe 'em that much…More really, more than I'll ever be able to repay."

"She was a Slayer," Robin told her. "It's the risk every one of you runs. And despite what you might think they didn't go into this blindly. They knew the risks involved…We did what we could."

"Well it wasn't good enough, was it?"

"Slayers die, Faith. And I speak from experience here." Robin placed his palms on both of her cheeks, forcing her to stay focused on him. "It's never easy but that's the risk they take to serve the greater good. It was the risk my mother took."

"And look at the price you paid," Faith pointed out.

"Yeah, it took a toll. But I've got two ways to look at it. I either wasted all those years searching for her killer and never achieved my goal or…I took out a lot of vamps and saved countless lives. Either way, I did it because I lost her. I know that. But I also know I made the world a better place."

"I'm failing to see your point here, Robin."

"The point is that's what Rachel was trying to do – make the world a better place. And that's something that I think her father will understand, too. If not now then someday… just like I did."

Faith pulled back and ran a hand over her face. "It just hurts, Robin."

"Yeah, honey," he said, moving close to her and putting his uninjured arm around her shoulders. "I get it…And I think you're right. You need to make the call so you find some type of closure. This mess will wait 'til morning," he said as he waved his hand around the broken room.

Faith nodded. "Alright, but, I gotta tell ya, I don't think I'll ever get over this," she said, putting a hand on his and giving it a gentle squeeze. "We might have tons of them now but Slayers aren't like tissues."

"I agree," Robin told her. "Slayers aren't disposable – no matter how many we have now. Just try to remember something you understood last year; something that Buffy never got."

"Which is?"

"You might lose them but the greater tragedy is never getting to know them. Keep up what you're doing, Baby cause you're doing great."

Faith let go of Robin and buried her face into both of her hands. "It doesn't seem that way," she sobbed. Robin bit his lip, forcing back his own tears and swallowed audibly. He came over and wrapped his uninjured arm around the Slayer as she began to shake.

"I know," he whispered. "But just trust me on this one, okay?"

Faith couldn't reply. She simply stood in his embrace.

Cut to:
Int.
Watcher's Council Infirmary

Willow came into the infirmary and moved quickly to the unconscious form of her lover. The doctor noticed her and joined her.

"How is she?" Willow asked, picking up Kennedy's hand.

"The x-rays confirmed that she has three broken vertebra. Most likely the trauma to the spinal cord is causing the paralysis, but we won't know for sure until the swelling goes down," he told her.

"What else?"

"Two broken ribs, one of which punctured a lung so we had a drain in her for a while, but the bleeding has already stopped. Other than that, multiple bruises are the worst. Damn lucky she's a Slayer," he said shaking his head and looking down at the unconscious girl. "Fall from that height onto the hard tile below would have killed anyone else."

"I know," Willow nodded. "How long will she be out?"

"Hopefully until tomorrow," he said. "I'll take another set of x-rays then and we'll see how her progress is."

"Okay. Thank you, Doctor," Willow said.

He moved off to check on his other patients. Willow pulled a chair next to the bed and leaned her weary head on one hand, her eyes never leaving Kennedy's sleeping face.

Cut to:
Ext.
City Park – Day

Tara approached the brunette, a gentle smile on her face. Kennedy backed up a step as the other woman got closer.

"Great, just great," Kennedy said, throwing her arms up in the air. "Bad enough your shadow is around every day and night, but you have to haunt my dreams now, too?"

Tara smiled. "This is more than just a dream, Sweetie," she said. "And besides, it's not the first time I've been in a Slayer's dream so it's kinda familiar territory for me."

"Sweetie?" Kennedy said and then chuckled sarcastically. "So that's where Willow got it. From you?"

Tara just shrugged and indicated the path. "Come on, let's walk," she said and started walking. Kennedy looked at her a moment, an incredulous look on her face and then with a shake of her head, followed.

"Okay, so this is more than a dream and you're really real," she told the blonde as she caught up with her. "So tell me St. Tara – why me? Why not Willow? Or even Giles?"

"First of all, like I said, you're a Slayer," Tara explained. "Makes it easier to get into your dreams. As for Willow, she's got enough guilt going on at the moment. I'm here to help her, not make things worse. And Mr. Giles…as much as I adore him, he might just dismiss me as a dream and forget what I had to say."

"Plenty of Slayers around," Kennedy said. "Faith or Vi or even Willow's squirt. Why me?"

"Goddess, you are stubborn!" Tara laughed. "But that's good. I don't think you'd have caught Willow without it." Tara's lip rose in a sexy smirk. "Of course, she's definitely worth the chase."

"Can this get any more disturbing?" Kennedy asked rhetorically.

"Yeah, but for your sake I won't go there," the blonde laughed again, the sweet sound echoing through the park.

"What's going on, Tara?" Kennedy said. "I'd like to wake up now, so just say what you have to say and be on your way, okay?"

"Something is blocking Willow's magic," Tara began, growing serious once again. "She can't cast any spells." [image: image9.jpg]



"And this is a bad thing?" Kennedy sneered.

Tara paused and looked at Kennedy. "I know magic hasn't been good for your relationship with Willow, Kennedy," she said. "I know it's come between you two many times, but you have to understand magic is a part of Willow. It's what she is and it always will be. You're going to have to learn to accept that."

"Look who's talking," Kennedy challenged. "You're the one who left her when she got out of control."

"I did what I had to at the time," Tara said, her voice remaining calm in spite of Kennedy's tone. "Willow knows that. She's in control of her magic now, it no longer controls her."

"Yeah, but if she couldn't do magic…" Kennedy broke off, her eyes looking into the distance.

"You won't do that, Kennedy," Tara said, gently.

"What?" Kennedy said, looking guiltily at the witch.

"You know – ignore my message. Willow needs her magic," she explained. "The Watchers need her, the Slayers too and most importantly, that young boy needs her. They all need Willow with magic more than you need Willow without it."

"I wouldn't…" Kennedy said. "I mean, I know she does…"

"I get it," Tara said, resuming their journey along the path. "Something is blocking Willow's magic. The information she needs to break it can be found in a book. Not in any of the books at the Council, but one does exist in Cleveland."

"Where?" Kennedy asked as if glad Tara had gotten back to the point.

"A store called Becca's Books. It's in a box in the storage closet on a gray metal rack near the floor. The owner doesn't even know she has it – it came in a shipment she got at an auction. It's easy to recognize – there's a woodcut of demonic angels on the cover."

Kennedy thought over the information. "How do I know you're real? I mean, this could be another trap set up by some big bad, a trick played on us by the same group who snatched Jeff." Kennedy gave a short bark of laughter. "I mean, last year we were up to our ears in fake dead folks, maybe it's your turn."

Tara paused. "Fair enough," she finally said. "How about this? Ask Willow about the time she started a fire at the beach but made a rainstorm too."

Kennedy looked at her confused. "What?"

"Just ask her, Sweetie," Tara said.

"Okay," Kennedy reluctantly agreed and pouted her lower lip.

Tara gave her a broad smile and the world grew dark.

Cut to:
Int.
Watcher's Council Infirmary

Kennedy's eyes snapped open. Her upper body convulsed reflexively as the pain hit her conscious mind. Willow felt the movement and also jerked awake, her head coming off its resting place on her arm.

"Ken?" she said, blinking her eyes as if trying to shake away the sleep. "You okay, Sweetie?"

"Sweetie," Kennedy groaned, her eyes squeezing shut again as the bright light of the infirmary hit them. "She called me 'sweetie', too."

"What?" Willow asked confused. "Who?"

"The book," Kennedy whispered. "She said you need a book."

"What book? Who are you talking about, Ken?"

"Tara," Kennedy answered and Willow's face turned white.

"Tara?" Willow repeated. "Ken, what…" Willow broke off as the doctor came into the room.

"She's awake?" he asked, moving to the side of the bed opposite Willow and lifting her wrist to take the Slayer's pulse.

"Yeah, I'm awake. In pain, but awake," Ken mumbled, and then turned her head to the side so she could look at her lover. "Willow, listen. Tara said the information you need to unblock your magic is in a book at a bookstore."

"Kennedy, how did you know my magic is blocked?" Willow asked, her face frantic as she tried to digest all the information.

"Tara told me," Kennedy said and gave a weak chuckle. "My first Slayer dream. Don't think it's one I'm gonna forget."

"How do you know it was really Tara?" Willow asked. "I mean, it…it could have been…"

Kennedy squeezed her eyes shut again, the pain overcoming her. "She said…you tried to make a fire but made a rainstorm instead. You guys were on a beach?"

Willow's closed her eyes a moment, looking as if she was ready to break down. Then her face hardened and she took a deep breath and said to the doctor, "Find someone to get Giles, please."

The doctor nodded and quickly left to do as she asked.
Fade Out

Act Two
Cut to
Int.
Becca's Books – Early evening

The bell above the door jingled as Giles made his way inside the bookstore. Behind the counter sat a woman in her mid-40's with a novel in her hand. Giles seemed to approach unnoticed until he was near the counter. Upon looking up she put the book aside and took off her reading glasses.

"Ohh, hi," she began. "I didn't hear you come in."

"I don't mean to interrupt," he said politely, pointing to the book she had in her hand.

"Sorry, I got caught up reading. Happens sometimes," she blushed. "Is there something I can help you find?"

Giles looked around the shop for a brief moment. "This is Becca's Books, correct? The only one here in Cleveland?"

"One and only – at least to my knowledge." She grinned warmly and Giles found himself grinning in response. "Did someone refer you here?"

Giles opened his mouth as if not quite sure how or if he should explain. "I-In a manner [image: image10.jpg]


of speaking," he told her.

"Well I'm the owner – Rebecca Montague...Becca for short." 

Giles smiled at the mention of the last name before saying, "Montague, just like Ro-."

"Yes," Becca sighed before he could finish. "I might be a hopeless romantic but I'm not related to Shakespeare's Romeo." She reached across the counter and offered her hand to Giles as if waiting for him to say something.

"Oh… Giles," he told her as he shook it. "Rupert Giles," he said, quickly correcting himself.

"I thought the only Brit who introduced himself that way was James Bond," she teased.

Giles chuckled and shook his head. "Sorry for sounding pretentious. I'm a bit used to people calling me by my last name, but please, call me Rupert."

"Well, Rupert," she smirked. "What can I do you for?"

"Yes," Giles answered as if he nearly forgot the reason he came. "I need a book, actually."

"I got lots of those," she said waving around the store.

Giles gave an embarrassed grin. "Y-Yes, I see, but this is one that I believe you might not realize you have."

"Well I can order it if you have the ISBN number," she offered.

"No, what I mean is you might not realize you possess it but you do."

"Excuse me?" Becca replied, obviously confused.

Giles stopped and the wheels appeared to turn in his mind, trying to come up with a feasible explanation. "I could tell you how I know this but chances are you wouldn't believe it."

Becca snorted. "I've seen some freaky things in this town lately," she told him. "Try me."

Giles gave a reluctant sigh, "Alright, at the risk of you thinking I'm totally insane and lack any credibility…a deceased friend told us about it."

"Us?"

"Oh, I run a school for…gifted children…And this friend came to my colleague in a dream. I told you this would sound utterly ridiculous but she advised us that it was in a storage closet next to a metal filing cabinet or shelf of some kind. It was a shipment you recently acquired and it-it has a picture of an…" Giles stuttered as if not sure he should continue. But seeing that Becca didn't look terrified by his speech so far he continued. "An angelic-looking creature with demon horns," he ended softly.

Giles waited nervously for her to reply.

"I have a book with a picture of an angel on it that I don't know I have?" Becca asked just to clarify.

"Yes," Giles said softly.

"And it's in my storage room?"

Again Giles muttered bashfully, "Yes…I did warn you that the story would seem ridiculous," he added in his defense.

Becca took a moment to look Giles over as if summing up his credibility. She then removed the key from the cash register.

"Come with me," she said nodding him toward the back of the store. "I must admit this is a strange request. But I did recently win some old books I found in an on-line auction. I haven't gone through them…Truth be told I hate computers but they seem to be an everyday necessity."

"I would have to agree with you there," Giles smiled. They came toward the door entrance and Becca held her hand out. "Wait here," she told him. "You've got an honest face but I'd rather not take the chance and be wrong."

"Certainly," Giles agreed taking a few steps back, waiting by one of the stacks.

Becca unlocked the door and lifted one box, bringing it out and handing it to Giles before she retrieved a second box. Kicking the door closed with her foot she nodded to a reading table. "Over there," she instructed.

They placed the boxes down on the table and she opened the first box. "Let's see what we have." [image: image11.jpg]



Giles did the same and grinned as he looked inside and pulled a rather old looking book from the box, carefully dusting it off. "I find it intriguing that you would purchase these," he commented.

"Why's that?"

"Most people are looking for Tom Clancy or that Rowling woman's works I'd assume," Giles commented.

"Well these books are for me more than anyone else," Becca confessed. "A few I might sell to some book lovers I know. But I enjoy books, especially the old ones, like these. It's like they have a life of their own." Giles didn't say anything. He simply cocked his head with a curious expression that prompted Becca to explain as she continued to unload her box. "Well, every book is different – it has a different feel, texture. They smell, too believe it or not and scent is one of our most powerful senses. A certain smell can take our memory back to particular places and times and…I'm rambling, aren't I?"

"Not at all," Giles smiled affectionately. "In fact, I agree. It just strikes me as odd to know I'm not so alone in my opinion. Most of my colleagues are younger and…"

"Yes," Becca nodded. "Palm pilots and ebooks and PDFs. Faster, quicker, convenient…but it's not quite the same as curling up with a cup of cocoa and a first edition copy of a Christmas Carol on a chilly December night."

Giles grinned and looked at the shopkeeper a moment longer.

"Would it be too forward to ask you to marry me?" he blurted out. [image: image12.jpg]



Becca chuckled gently as Giles turned bright red at his uncharacteristic, impetuous comment.

"My apologies," he insisted. "A woman such as yourself is probably already spoken for a-and if I've made you feel uncomfortable then –."

Becca rested a hand on Giles's arm before slowly moving it away.

"Don't apologize. I'm not 'spoken for' and it's not often that a handsome stranger comes into my store and flirts with me," Becca added with a smile as if to save Giles from his embarrassment. "But maybe we should try dinner first before we jump into the marriage business," she offered as she began to look through the box again. "Oh wait!" she said pulling a book out before Giles could reply to the proposal. "Is this it?"

She handed him a red book and he looked at the cover. It was a perfect description. He gave a small grin, running his fingers over the top.

"Thank you, Tara," he said softly. He turned to Becca and in a louder voice said, "Yes, I believe this is it…" Giles looked up and gave Becca a close examination. "This is going to sound like a trite cliché but…have we met…before this evening, I mean?"

Becca shrugged. "I don't believe so. I think I would have remembered you."

Giles gave a timid grin but shrugged it off. "Hmm…in any regard, how much would you like for it?"

"That book seems pretty important," she teased, rubbing her hands together. "Probably worth quite a bit, I'm sure."

"How much?" Giles asked keeping his grin in place.

"Twenty five thousand dollars," Becca told him with a straight face.

"Sold." Giles began to reach for his wallet.

"Hey wait!" Becca chuckled as she spoke. "I was just teasing. I couldn't do that to you. How about this: Twenty dollars for the book as-is. If you pay fifty, I'll take you out to dinner, my treat."

Giles grinned and took out his wallet and handed her a fifty-dollar bill. "I'd like to stay and chat some more but I'm needed back at the academy."

"I understand," Becca said sympathetically.

"How's this Friday?" he asked.

"Great. I close up at eight if that's not too late for dinner."

"No, that will be just fine."

"Good, I'll see Friday then," she beamed.

"Friday," Giles nodded with a sappy grin as he left.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Infirmary – later that night

Willow was sitting at Kennedy's bedside with the book Giles had bought when Rowena walked in with two cups of coffee. She paused a moment as if contemplating coming in.

Hearing the noise, Willow looked up and gave her a gentle smile making Rowena's decision for her.

"Thought you might want some," the blonde Watcher said in a quiet voice. "Lots of cream and sugar," she added as she held it in an outstretched hand.

"Thanks," Willow said motioning for Rowena to take a seat. "Get anything further on your end?"

"Not much is available when it comes to Slayer medical records. I found no documented cases like this, at least, not yet. But I'm not gonna give up looking," Rowena reassured her. [image: image13.jpg]



"What about that demon? Anything further?" Willow asked, keeping a soft tone as well.

"There was one incident of a Slayer going against a Vutch demon…"

"And?" Willow prompted.

"Suffice it to say, the Slayer didn't win…Believe it or not, looks like we faired much better than we thought." When Willow didn't ask anything further Rowena continued. "How's she doing?"

"Lots of broken bones, some nerve damage. On the bright side the doctor is having a wonderful time x-raying her and charting her progress. He said what usually takes a human weeks or even months to heal she's doing it in hours."

"That's wonderful, Willow," Rowena told her. "Maybe she'll recover. I mean if bone and nerves are healing that quickly then perhaps there's hope."

"Yeah. I spoke to Faith when she came to visit and she thinks she'll pull through. She's too damn stubborn not to Faith said," Willow explained with a weak grin. "She also pointed out that after a stabbing, an overdose and an explosion she's still here…Maybe she's right…"

"And the search," Rowena nodded to the book in Willow's hand.

"Not as fruitful as I hoped. They didn't like to use chapters or a glossary back in the olden days, so lots of pointless reading, ya know? But the doctor just gave her another sedative for the pain so she'll be out for a few hours. Gives me the chance to read some more."

Rowena took the coffee cup and book away from Willow. "Then go get some sleep," she told her.

"I don't want to leave her here," Willow said shaking her head, reaching for the book. "And I have to –."

"Get some rest," Rowena ordered, pulling it further away. "As one of your Watcher trainers I insist."

"Please don't pull rank," Willow told her. "'Cause when I get my powers back I can turn you into a toad no matter how trite that may be."

Rowena gave a soft chuckle. "Rank aside, consider this: When Kennedy wakes up and sees the baggage under your eyes she'll get concerned. Do you want her to worry about you?"

Willow gave a defeated sigh. Rowena looked behind them and walked over to the bed next to Kennedy's giving it a pat. "This will do."

"No really, if she wakes up –."

"Then I'll wake you," Rowena told her. "I'll sit over here and read. Go on."

"Are you sure?"

Rowena nodded. "Yeah, it's been a pretty long day for all of us. So go ahead. When you wake up we'll trade off and I'll catch a few winks. Then hopefully, between the two of us, we'll know more by the end of the day."

"And to think, I suggested teleporting you away," Willow teased with a grin as she hopped up on the bed. She pulled the covers up over herself and laid her head on the pillow. "Thank you Ro," she called over.

Rowena had already begun to read the book and looked up. "No problem," she grinned.

Cut to
Int.
Presidium Lair – same time

"Gretz," the Engineer rumbled from where he stood at the lectern.

Jeffrey was secured on the device, slumped in his restraints. He looked sweaty and exhausted.

Gretz, who was sitting by the far wall with three other gang members, shot to his feet quickly, a cold sweat breaking out on his wrinkled brow. "Yes my Lord." He quickly motioned for the other three to stand up.

The Engineer quietly said something to his minion and gave a curt nod. Said minion left his post and stood in front of Gretz.

"There's been a disturbance to the plans," the demon said. [image: image14.jpg]



"Sir?"

"An unearthly spirit is aiding the Council."

"We'll kill them sir."

"Unearthly," he repeated. "You're too late. She's dead. But she has knowledge and still has a great deal more power than most spirits who've passed on."

"What can we do to help his Excellence-ness?"

The minion paused, and there was a rattling growl from the Engineer himself.

"She knows of a book here in Cleveland," the minion said, "but they mustn't get it. If the witch breaks the spell they could locate the boy and we're not quite finished yet."

"I'll have the book here by daybreak sir."

"You'll do that," the minion told him. "Because your undead life depends on it."

Cut to
Int
Becca's Books – Night

Becca turned off the back lights of her shop and walked to the front, turning over the open sign to read closed. Taking the keys from her cash register she walked toward the door when four men walked inside.

"Sorry fellas," she told them. "I'm closing up for the night."

Gretz turned and locked the door. He faced Becca with an ominous grin.

"That's okay, this won't take but a minute."

Cut to
Int.
Watcher's Computer Area – Morning

Willow walked in with a coffee cup, bloodshot eyes and a manila folder under her arm.

Giles was seated at a nearby table looking at the book he had purchased.

"So Rowena didn't find anything?" he asked as he flipped through the pages.

"So she says," Willow sighed. "I tried this morning to pick it back up but the words are kinda blurring together. Ken and her Slayer skills," Willow sighed. "We only slept for two hours and believe it or not, Ken is far from a model patient, if you can imagine. The doctor is convinced now that she'll make a full recovery because of that spirit. That's good, don't get me wrong, but…tiring, too. I got sick of arguing over why I wouldn't give her a wheelchair to go out on patrol."

"You're joking?" he snorted.

"We're talking about Kennedy here, Giles." Willow cast him a glance that showed she was far from joking and he grinned in response. She pulled the book over and started to thumb through it.

"I just wish I knew what I was looking for here. And why couldn't Tara have come to me and tell me, 'Hey Will, this is what you need,'" Willow added softly.

"Tara always struck me as a sensitive soul, a caregiver of sorts. Perhaps she thought her appearance would only add to the stress you're feeling right now."

"That's true, with Jeff gone and no way to find him –."

"I meant with Kennedy," Giles told her.

Willow didn't say anything at first. She licked her lips nervously and couldn't look up at Giles. "It doesn't feel the same," she said softly.

"What do you mean?" he asked totally confused.

"I'm a terrible girlfriend," she mumbled.

"You have a great deal on your shoulders right now, Willow and –."

"No, Giles," Willow interrupted. "Oh gods, how do I say this without coming off like…remember that night Tara was hurt by Glory and we were all at the hospital?" He simply nodded and waited for her to continue. "I was a basket case a-and I did some pretty stupid stuff that night…I love Kennedy. I do. A-and I hate to see her in pain like this but…"

"It's not the same," Giles finished.

Willow just nodded her head. "Told you…I'm a terrible girlfriend."

"Well, this situation is different," Giles offered. "You didn't know if or how you could heal Tara. With Kennedy, her recovery is happening almost immediately. Perhaps you don't have that fear because you realize on a rational level she's going to be alright." [image: image15.jpg]



"Yeah, maybe," she reluctantly agreed with a roll of her shoulders. "Anyway, I'm assuming the Slayers couldn't get a handle on Jeff's location?"

"No, sadly the Slayers didn't fair much better than us," Giles told her. "No sign of him and I'm not sure how much longer Lily is going to stay as calm as she has. It's difficult on any mother but Jeff was an only child so…"

"Yeah, I was an only child too so it makes sense. My parents would worry. Well, okay, maybe not immediately. It would take a few days to notice I was gone but THEN they would worry," Willow said as she opened the manila folder and began to read.

"I know your parents didn't play a very active role in your interests but I –."

"Giles?" Willow interrupted as she pushed the open folder over to him. "The police reports from last night say that a bookstore was vandalized and the shop keeper injured."

"Where?" Giles asked as Willow pointed to the address.

"Is that the place where –?"

Before she could finish Giles's face went white. He was on his feet, pulling his coat from the back of the chair and running toward the exit.
Fade Out

Act Three
Fade In:
Int.
Becca's Books – Morning

Giles opened the shop door and stepped inside, his face falling at the sight of the destruction.

"We're closed," a voice called out from the rear of the shop where two of the bookcase stacks were leaning dangerously against each other.

"Becca?" Giles called out, coming around the corner and seeing the owner painfully picking up fallen books and placing them on a rolling cart. "Oh dear lord!" he exclaimed when she turned around and he got a good look at her bruised and battered face.

"I said, we're closed," Becca repeated, her voice hard. "Get out."

"Becca, I am so sorry," he said, moving closer. "I never meant to put you in harm's way."

"How touching," she sneered. "Now leave."

"Your…your hand," he indicated, looking at her swollen right hand. Two of the fingers were taped together and supported by splints. "What happened?"

She sighed and dropped the book she was holding in the other hand on the cart. "They wanted to know to whom I sold that book," she replied. "The one with the dead friend."

Giles blinked. "They knew about Tara?" he whispered.

"Whatever," she shrugged. "When I told them I didn't know, they snapped a finger. Then they asked again and I said it was a cash sale so there was no record of it. They snapped another finger. I told them you were English. That's all they needed, apparently, and left but not before trashing the shop." With one hand she painfully pushed the cart toward the storage room.

He feebly grabbed the other end of the cart and pushed it for her. "At least let me help," he said. [image: image16.jpg]



She gave a sarcastic laugh. "Even with two people, it'll take weeks to get this place back in order."

"I'll bring in help," he said. "In no time we –."

"Forget it, Rupert," she said. "I don't know what was in that book that's so important but…just go."

Giles opened his mouth as if to explain again but closed it with a snap. "Very well," he said, defeated. He turned to leave, but stopped and faced her again. "I-I truly am sorry. I had no idea this would happen."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watcher's Council – Lobby

Robin Wood snapped the cover closed on his cell phone and strode to the lobby door, opening it just as a man about 15 years his senior approached.

"Good morning, sir. Can we help you?" he said to the gentleman, putting out his hand. The man looked at it a moment but refused to take it. Upon getting that reaction, Robin registered who he was.

"Where's my daughter?" Rachel's father asked flatly as he walked inside.

Faith heard the exchange and walked over. "Mr. Jones," she began. "I, ah, I wanna start by saying –."

"Don't start," Mr. Jones told her as he held up his hand. "There's nothing you can say at this point," he added in an icy tone that appeared to chill Faith to her very soul.

She looked unsure of what to say and spared a glance to Robin as if silently asking for advice. [image: image17.jpg]



"We have everything prepared," Robin told him, stepping up to them. "Her belongings are in her dorm and ready –."

"Fine," he said with a curt nod. "I do have one question, though."

"Certainly," Robin said sympathetically.

"How many other girls did she kill?" he asked, pointing to Faith.

"Well Rachel –," Faith tried to begin.

"I asked him," Mr. Jones waved a finger. "Not you. I don't want to hear a word out of you."

Faith was on the verge of tears but held it back.

"Mr. Jones," Robin said trying to stay diplomatic with the man, "Let's go to the dorms and we'll discuss things."

Not waiting for an answer, Robin led him away. Standing alone in the spacious Watcher's Council lobby, Faith let out a ragged sigh and closed her eyes.

Cut to
Int.
Watcher's Council Library – Same time

Giles walked in to find Willow still looking at the book.

"Oh, hey," Willow said standing up. "Did you see her? Is she okay?"

Giles gave a dismal nod. "Yes, I did. And her shop is destroyed…I offered to help but…she doesn't want anything to do with me."

"Did she say what happened?"

Giles nodded. "It was us – or me, I should say. They were after the book and somehow they knew it was Tara who warned us." [image: image18.jpg]



Willow could sense his melancholy. "Well hey! Here's a bit of good news. I think I figured out what spell the demon used on me. I still have to find the counter spell and adapt it a bit but Tara knew I was good at that kinda mojo so…I think that's why she sent us to this text."

"That's wonderful," Giles said, his voice devoid of emotion as he looked out the window and over the lake.

Willow scrunched her eyebrows. "This is like a woo-hoo breakthrough, Giles and you're all Mr. Gloom and Doom," she noted. "What's up? Was she really that bad or…" Willow began to grin slightly. "You like her don't you?"

"She's very charming," Giles admitted. "And right now, she's very angry, but I don't blame her in the least. I'm angry with myself, actually. I should have had the foresight to have a Slayer watch over her shop, at least until we got matters resolved a bit more."

"You're missing the point here, Giles," Willow said. "You like her."

Giles paused and looked at his colleague a moment. "I…"

Willow smiled as he broke off. "Giles, I haven't seen you this way in a long time. Not since Ms. Calendar."

Giles frowned. "Well, even supposing you're right, what chance do I have now?" he asked. "Because of me, she's hurt and her shop is ruined. She won't have anything to do with me and rightly so!"

Willow watched as he paced across the room, and then said, "I think then what you need to do is go back there and set things right."

"What?" he asked looking at her in confusion.

"Look, Giles," Willow said. "If this woman has you so instantly smitten then there must be something more to her than just good looks and a bookstore. And you can't blame her for being upset."

"What are you saying, Willow?" Giles asked.

"Go back there," Willow repeated. "Don't let this kind of opportunity pass you by because you know as well I do they just don't come along that often. A-and like you said, you didn't help her then but you can help her now. Take Andrew and the girls and have them do something productive. Geez, if nothing else it might help boost morale knowing that they've accomplished something, even if it is only dust pan work."

Giles looked at her and then finally nodded. "You're right, Willow. Thank you."

"Anytime," she said as he rushed out of the room yelling for Andrew.

Fade In:
Int.
Becca's Books – Afternoon

Becca heard the door opening and sighed. "I so need to fix that damn door lock," she muttered to herself as she moved out from behind the stacks. "We're closed," she said. "I know I put a sign out and if you're looking for a bookstore you must know how to…" She broke off when she saw a herd of a half-dozen young girls led by a blonde-haired young man.

"What the hell?" she asked.

Andrew approached her and tentatively held out his hand. When she refused to take it he pulled it back nervously and scratched at his chest. "Um, hi," he finally said with a smile that was more like a grimace. "I'm Andrew and these are my girls." He blushed. "Well, not my girls, but we all…well, we kinda work together and we're here to help you."

"Rupert sent you," Becca finally said, getting over the shock.

"Rup…? Oh, Mr. Giles! Right!" Andrew nodded. He turned to the blonde girl next to him. "Marsha, let's get started at the back and work our way forward," he said. "Mr. Giles will be here soon with more supplies and we should have all the books picked up and the fallen shelves moved by the time he arrives."

Marsha nodded and moved off into the store with the other girls following. Becca watched a moment and then turned to Andrew as if to order him and his entourage out of the store when the door opened once again. Giles clumsily tried to push his way through while simultaneously toting a stack of two by fours.

"Little help here!!" he called, struggling with the heavy lumber and Becca's eyes widened as Marsha ran over and easily grabbed the load from him and trotted to the back of the store. Giles picked up the large toolbox that was holding the door open and stepped over to Andrew.

"Here, Andrew," he said handing the box to the young man. "There's more lumber for the broken shelves in the truck. Get the girls to carry it in since it's rather heavy."

"Right, Mr. Giles," Andrew said and hurried away.

Becca turned to Giles and looked at him, an incredulous expression on her face. Before she could speak she caught something out of the corner of her eye and she whirled around to see one of the girls getting ready to lift a fallen bookshelf.

Becca began to race over, issuing a warning. "You're gonna hurt yourself if you…" She trailed off as she watched the small girl upright the bookcase as if it were made of cardboard.

"That's…that's impossible!" she said, turning back to Giles. "Three men couldn't lift that shelf, much less that little girl. What's going on?"

"Yes, well, that would be one more of those things you wouldn't believe," he said, a small sheepish grin on his face.

"Out with it!" she demanded.

Giles sighed. "Becca…i-it's not that simple, I'm afraid. The more you know, the more you could be in danger."

"Look around," she said. "I'm already in danger. I probably have been since the moment you first stepped through my door. You owe me at least an explanation."

After a moment, Giles finally answered. "You're right. Is there someplace we can talk?" he asked.

Becca looked a bit reluctant at first but then shrugged her shoulders in a blasé fashion. "In the back," she nodded. "Come on, I'll make some tea. Ceylon black or Darjeeling?"

"Oh," Giles smiled happily. "Darjeeling, please."

"My life keeps getting weirder and weirder," Becca muttered to herself as they walked.

Cut to:
Int.
Presidium Lair – Device Room

The Engineer stood at his lectern, his demonic hands moving smoothly over the inscribed runes. His face remained expressionless despite the screams coming from the device.

The door to the room opened and Bonnie entered, approaching to stand in the shadow of the Engineer. His hands paused on the controls, but he gave no other indication of being aware of her.

"The vampires report that the Watchers already have the book, my lord," Bonnie said.

The Engineer straightened slightly, looming even more over the human beside him. She swallowed and continued. [image: image19.jpg]



"Gretz and his crew left before finishing the job. I'm afraid they've taken the Presidium's orders against random killing too close to heart." The Engineer finally turned, fixing her with his black eyes.

"They will finish tonight," he said.

"Yes, my lord," Bonnie said quickly, "I'll see that they're back in time to dispose of," she glanced at the device, "him." She turned and quickly left the room.

The Engineer turned back to his lectern, peered closely at the geometries of its surface, and made another adjustment. Once again there was no reaction from the demon to the sounds of agony that came from the device.

Cut to:
Int.
Becca's Books
Afternoon

Giles dropped a cube of sugar into his cup and stirred, the sound of the stainless steel against the porcelain loud in the small room. Becca sipped from her cup, her bandaged hand gently holding the cup as if seeking it's healing warmth. Finally, Giles looked up and met her eye.

"I don't know where to begin," he admitted with a nervous smile.

"What's a Watcher?" she asked.

Giles mouth went agape. "How did you –?" Giles began.

"Those goons last night," she interrupted. "When I described you they said the Watcher had it. That's you, right? A Watcher? And what do you Watch?"

"Well, quite simply, those girls outside," he said, tilting his head towards the front room where the industrious sounds of the cleanup crew could be heard. "They're very special girls."

"You said you ran an academy for gifted children," Becca noted. "Those are the children, I'm assuming?" she said pointing outside the small room toward the shop.

Giles nodded. "How should I put this?" Giles pondered to himself before looking at Becca. "The book of Watchers states that, in every generation there is a Chosen One," he began in a bored tone. "She alone will stand against the vampires, the demons and the forces of darkness. She is the Slayer. God, I'm getting tired of that speech," he concluded under his breath.

"Vampires?" Becca repeated. "Demons? Forces of darkness?"

Giles nodded, sipping at his tea. "It's all real, not some fanciful tale from a gothic novel. Most of the world remains blind to the real evil that exists in the world."

"Wait," Becca said, trying to absorb all the information. "You said 'Chosen One'. There's a half-dozen girls out there and at least two of them who are stronger than you and I put together."

"Actually, there are more of them than the few here today," Giles said. "Hmm…let's see if I can make this simple. A small group of men magically empowered one girl with superhuman strength many millenniums ago. Those men became the first Watchers and over time, the Watcher's Council has continued its mission of assisting the Chosen One in her fight against evil. Until recently, there was only one Slayer – Buffy Summers." [image: image20.jpg]



"Buffy?" she asked with raised eyebrows. "The world is protected by a girl named Buffy?"

"Well, no, not any longer and t-that's another story. But allow me to finish."

"Please do," Becca snorted.

Giles ignored the sarcastic tone and continued. "Part of the Watcher's Council mission was to seek out and identify those girls who had the potential to be chosen as the next Slayer – when the Chosen One dies then another is called into service and given those superhuman powers. The Watcher's duty is t-to train their potential and prepare her in the event she would be called."

"So what happened?" Becca asked. "I'm guessing that all the potential girls are now Chosen girls."

"Very good," Giles smiled. "It was necessary for us to activate all of the potential girls, making them all Slayers, in order to save the world from a great evil. An evil, by the way, which destroyed the Watcher's Council, with the exception of a few Watchers scattered about the world."

"And you're a member of this Watcher's Council?"

Giles nodded. "After we saved the world, my colleagues and I came to Cleveland. Our new mission is to find the newly called Slayers, train them and protect them until they can go out into the world to fight evil wherever it exists – usually larger cities since vampires need to feed on humans to survive."

Becca sat back and stared at him for a moment. "Well, why Cleveland? Why not a larger city, like Los Angeles or New York?"

"LA is already covered by associates we know there," Giles answered. "But Cleveland sits on top of a Hellmouth – a-a mystical convergence where evil things tend to gravitate. There are other such areas around the world, but until recently the Cleveland Hellmouth was fairly dormant. Strange things always have happened here from what I've been reading, but now events are, how should I say…picking up."

"So I noticed," Becca said. "Why now though?"

"We think with the closing of the Hellmouth in Sunnydale, California the energy balance has shifted to the closest Hellmouth," Giles postulated.

"Sunnydale?" Becca asked. "That's the town that disappeared in the earthquake…" Becca paused at the look on Giles's face. "That wasn't an earthquake, was it? That was you?"

"And my colleagues," he admitted with a nod.

"So you fight demons and train girls and read arcane books and live a dangerous life?"

"T-that's basically it," he said with a bashful grin, but then his expression turned serious. "I'm terribly sorry you were hurt, Becca," he said. "It's true that you would never have been put at risk had I not walked through your door. However, the information in that book could help to save the life of a young man who's missing from our council."

Becca sighed and looked away and it prompted Giles to continue. "And I realize this story seems totally fabricated or, at the very least, nothing more than the ramblings of a madman…I could try to make up an excuse, something that sounds less preposterous but honestly, I'm telling you the truth. I believe I owe you that much because I enjoyed your company the other evening and I unwittingly put you at risk. With that said, you deserved to know the whole story."

Becca rose and started to pace the small room.

"I don't know, Rupert," she said. "It's all so very much to take in but…I can't explain how that girl picked up that bookcase and like I said, I've seen some pretty bizarre things lately – stuff that made people think I was crazy when I told them. Maybe you are telling me the truth or maybe…Oh god, maybe I am going crazy," she finished with a sigh.

"I know how difficult this is to believe and I would probably be more worried if you bought it without question," Giles said with a warm grin. "But as I said, you deserve the truth. So, th-thank you for the tea," he said rising from his chair. "I'll go see if I can help Andrew and the girls. The more hands we've got working, the sooner you can get back to your business."

Without saying more Giles walked from the room and Becca regarded him with a provocative expression.

Fade Out

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

Willow and Rowena were pouring over pages of notes and other cross-referenced information taken from various sources. The strain and exhaustion was beginning to be quite noticeable on both women. Faith and Robin were sitting quietly on the couch when Andrew and Giles walked in.

"Hey," Willow said, looking up from her notepad. She wiped a hand over her face. "All better at the bookstore?" she asked.

"Andrew will have to go back tomorrow to finish the staining and varnishing on the new shelves, but yes, everything's pretty much in order," Giles reported.

"The girls were great," Andrew said excitedly. "Xander would be so proud. That Marsha can wield a circular saw as if it were a stake."

Willow rolled her eyes at his enthusiasm. "And your friend?" she said turning again to Giles.

"That remains to be seen," Giles said. He paused then changed the subject. "A-any progress with the book?" he asked indicating the paper-strewn table.

Willow sighed. "Getting closer I think, but it's still frustrating," she said. "I mean, maybe this is meant to slow us down until it's too late. Yeah, she was right about the beach thing, but how do we know it really was Tara who was in Ken's dream?"

"Did she stutter?" Faith asked from the couch.

"What?" Willow asked.

"Tara," Faith said innocently. "She was that stuttering blonde chick I met that one time, right? Ask Ken if she had a stutter."

Willow stood up slowly from her chair and approached the couch.

"Willow –" Giles began, but stopped when Willow put up a warning hand.

"Yes, Tara stuttered when she was nervous," Willow said and Faith's face paled at Willow's dark tone. "And she was nervous that night because she knew it was your skanky evil self in Buffy's body."

"Damn, chill Red," Faith said, putting up her hands in a warding off gesture. "I didn't mean anything by it. What the hell's your problem?"

Willow snorted sarcastically. "Let's see, my girlfriend might be a paraplegic, I've barely ate or slept in two days and I'm researching something that may or may not exist to get back the powers that I lost. And how's your weekend shaping up Faith?"

Faith shot to her feet, coming nose to nose with Willow, a scowl embedded on her face.

"For starters, I had to give a Slayer back to her dad in a body bag! One of my best friends, who you've mentioned, is lying in bed and might never be able to walk again, much less slay and there isn't a damn thing I can do to get back your wonderboy spell caster. So you tell me, what do you think?"

Willow gritted her teeth and clenched her fists but didn't say anything.

"Oh this is so not good!" Andrew whined, backing up until he was pressed against the wall next to Rowena's chair. "All this talk about Tara only makes Willow turn into a black magic momma."

"What are you talking about?" Rowena asked as Willow and Faith continued to stare at each other.

"Willow," Andrew said, pointing at the redhead. "She is death. She is the dark vengeance that the frail hearts of evil men fear. She is like Princess Leia when she went over to the dark side of the Force in the graphic novel…not the 'comic book', but graphic novel…Dark Force Rising." Andrew's hands rose up to trace quote symbols in the air. [image: image21.jpg]



"Will you shut up?" Willow said, finally turning from Faith and facing him. "And for your information, it was not Dark Force Rising. That was a Timothy Zahn novel. Dark Empire was a comic book," Willow said stressing the word with an aggravating smirk.

"Uh uh!" Andrew challenged.

"Nah Uh," Willow rebutted, exaggerating the child like tone. "And while we're at it, it wasn't Leia that got turned, it was Luke. Leia was the one who saved him." Willow shook her head and added in a mutter, "I can't believe I'm arguing about this."

"Will you both please shut up?!" Giles said, running his fingers through his hair.

Willow sighed and blushed, embarrassed to be caught arguing with Andrew.

"Now Willow, you know Faith didn't mean what she said, so don't get upset over trivialities," Giles continued. "And Andrew, please refrain from expressing your unfounded fears that Willow will slip into the dark arts and destroy mankind." Giles smirked playfully and turned to Willow. "But in the unlikely chance you do, please start with Andrew."

Willow gave him an incredulous look and then for the first time all day her face broke out into a big smile. "Okay, I promise, I will," she said and gave Andrew's arm a small squeeze to show she didn't mean it. "Sorry, Faith," she said, turning to the Slayer. "I know you didn't mean anything insulting."

"It's cool, Will," Faith said. "We're all under pressure."

Willow nodded. She was about to speak again when Rowena suddenly spoke up.

"Oh!" the blonde Watcher exclaimed. She waved her hand frantically, getting everyone's attention but continued to look at the book in front of her. "I think I found the counter spell!"

Fade Out

Act Four
Fade In:
Int.
Presidium Lair – Device Room
Dusk

Bonnie led the four vampires into the device room where the Engineer and two of his minions were. The newcomers watched as the device slowed to a halt. A foul stench suddenly emanated from it that caused even the vampires to cringe. Bonnie's face remained expressionless as the minions released Jeffrey from his restraints, letting him fall unceremoniously to the floor.

"Take him –" Bonnie began, but broke off as Gretz's face morphed into its vampire form and with a grin, he moved towards the fallen boy and lifted him by the collar, his fangs glistening in the pallid light of the device. The Engineer made a gesture and before Gretz could sink his teeth into Jeffrey's neck, one of the minions grabbed Gretz by the throat and, with one arm, lifted him away from the boy. [image: image22.jpg]



"Gah!" Gretz cried as the minion's talons squeezed inexorably together, the vampire's legs flailing about helplessly. With a sickening crunch, Gretz's head separated from his body and the minion allowed both to drop to floor next to the unconscious Jeffrey, where a moment later all that remained was dust.

Bonnie turned to the remaining vampires, who looked eager to be gone from the lair.

"As I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted, take him and dump him somewhere, but leave him alive," she ordered. "Then get rid of the shopkeeper like you should have last night. No mistakes this time, or you'll join your brother. Understand?"

The vampires nodded and two of them lifted Jeffrey under the arms and dragged him from the room.

The Engineer turned towards Bonnie, his face impassive as always.

"My lord?" Bonnie said, bowing her head. "The test was a success?"

"The doors will be opened," the Engineer replied, the sound rumbling from deep within his chest.

Bonnie bowed again as did the other two minions.
Cut to:
Watcher's Council – Willow's Coven Room

Rowena sat cross-legged opposite from Willow on the floor, the map of Cleveland resting between them.

"Are you sure this is going to work, Willow?" Giles asked from where he was busy pacing in front of the worktable.

"The counter spell worked, Giles," Willow said, concentrating on mixing the herbs. "I can feel it." She closed her eyes a moment and then dusted the herbs on the map.

"Show me Jeffrey Lindquist," she intoned. Immediately a bright light appeared on the map.

"There!" Rowena said pointing at the map.

"Wait," Willow said holding up a hand.

"What is it?" Giles asked, moving towards them.

"The light – it's moving," she told him, a bit confused before realizing what it meant. "He's in transit," Willow said.

"Right," Rowena nodded and flipped open her cell phone. Quickly hitting speed dial she waited a moment and then said, "Vi? It's Ro. Head for Euclid and Superior. Keep the speaker on. We'll update you with any direction changes. You and Rona keep alert."

Willow looked at the pacing Watcher. "Giles, you're making me nervous," Willow said.

Giles sighed. "I'm sorry," he replied. "I just…I wish she would have accepted my offer of protection, at least for the time being."

"Do you want to send a Slayer over there anyway?" Willow asked. "Faith, maybe?"

"No," Giles shook his head. "No, she doesn't quite trust us as it is and I don't want to offend her by having a stranger camped out at her doorstep."

"Then you go. She knows you," Willow interrupted.

"Yes, the psycho man who thinks he's a monster killer that's now stalking her," Giles mumbled. "That will be quite reassuring."

Willow grinned at the Watcher. "Now we both know you're gonna go so just do it and get it over with," she teased.

Giles tried to look indignant but couldn't hold it for long and began to grin slightly. "Oh bloody hell," he sighed as he grabbed his coat and made for the exit.

Rowena looked up from the map. "What's up with Giles?" she asked. "I've never seen him like this before."

"I have," Willow smiled.

"When?"

"When he was in love," she answered and Rowena matched her smile before turning back to the map.

Cut to:
Ext.
F&H Waste Disposal Dump – Cleveland
Evening

The vampire broke the lock on the door leading into the dump. He held it open as the other two vampires dragged Jeffrey through. Moving quickly through the trash piles they finally let the body fall to the ground behind a large stack of metal storage containers. Shortly after, the sound of squealing tires and slamming car doors beyond the gate caused all three vampires to look up.

"Slayers!" one of them hissed.

"Come on! One more stop and we're done for the night," the other said.

The vampires ran off leaving Jeffrey as they hopped a fence and made their escape.

A minute later, Rona and Vi turned the corner and saw the body lying on the ground. Rona handed her stake to Vi and bent down to check for a pulse.

"He's alive," she said and easily lifted the boy over her shoulder. As they trotted back to the car, Vi dialed the Council. She appeared frustrated as she looked back at the fence, knowing she couldn't give chase to the vampires she sensed heading in that direction.

"Get the Doc ready," Vi warned, speaking into the phone. "HP's alive but he's in rough shape, Ro. We'll be there in ten."
Cut to
Int.
Becca's Books – Early evening

Becca bent to reach for her ledger behind the counter when the front door crashed open. Her head popped up and her eyes widened in fear as three of her attackers from the night before entered the store. She turned and ran for the back room.

"There she is!" one of the vamps cried. "Get her!"

Becca had just reached the door to the back room when the leading vampire grabbed her arm and spun her around. The other two vamps held her still while the third's face morphed into demon form. [image: image23.jpg]



Sheer panic washed over Becca's face. "What the hell?" she garbled.

"Gretz was too afraid to eat you, but we've got permission," the vampire said. "And I think there's just enough to go around."

Becca screamed as he leaned in to nuzzle her neck, but suddenly he stiffened. He pulled away just as his body turned to dust. Standing in front of her was Rupert Giles.

"Not too late, am I?" the Watcher asked as the other two vampires released Becca.

Giles ducked away from the charging vampires and slid across a reading table, grabbing a large book and slamming it into the face of the charging vamp. The undead demon howled in frustration and picked up the Watcher in both hands, lifting him up and tossing him over the counter. Becca raced to meet him, kneeling down to see if he was all right.

Giles shook his head to clear it and looked up at Becca. He put his finger to his lips and with the other hand unplugged the cash register, meeting Becca's eyes. She nodded and hearing a slight noise, suddenly picked up the heavy machine and lifted it over her head as she came to her feet. A vampire was trying to creep over the counter when she crashed it down on its head. Giles popped up a moment later and plunged his stake through the back of the dazed vampire. [image: image24.jpg]



The final vampire took one look at the two of them and began to back up. Giles vaulted the counter, stake in hand. Not looking to be the third causality the vampire began to run but before he could clear the open door Giles threw the stake with deadly accuracy into the vampire's back. The demon stopped in mid stride before exploding.

"Are you alright?" Giles asked Becca. As she looked around at the new wreckage strewn around her store he tried to examine her neck for injuries. Not seeing anything visible he began to adjust his skewed clothing.

She simply nodded and then turned sharply to Giles. "The bar!" she exclaimed, snapping her fingers and pointing at him.

Giles looked up from dusting off his trousers and asked, "Excuse me?"

"Jimmy's," she said. "A couple of weeks ago. We had a gig and there was a fight. I broke my guitar over the head of one of those…those wrinkly faced guys."

"It was a vampire," Giles said. "And yes, we were there. I-I guess that's where I saw you before. You were the singer?" [image: image25.jpg]



Becca nodded. "I still haven't replaced the axe I lost that night."

"Oh," Giles said. "Well, since you lost it in the course of saving my life, perhaps you'd let me replace it for you? Only seems fair."

"Vampires," she said, shaking her head. "I couldn't believe what I saw that night, and when I told the band they said I was nuts but now…you were right, they really do exist."

"They do," Giles agreed.

"And that whole story about good versus evil is…"

"Also true," Giles finished. A brief silence passed between them until Giles spoke again, "I'm sorry for all the mess I brought to your shop. Oddly enough, I know all too well how it feels."

Becca shrugged her shoulders and Giles reached into his back pocket.

"Here is my card," he said, handing her one. "I'll make sure the Slayers patrol this street as part of their regular route but I don't suspect these fellows would dare to venture this way again. Gossip spreads fast in the demon world," he said with a slight grin. "Once others hear that the Slayers are in this area, they won't return. But if you experience any further trouble, call us. One of the skills our girl's have is speed. They can be here in a moments notice." Giles walked to the door but stopped and turned around. "In…in the meantime, I promise I won't intrude on you again."

Looking disappointed, he turned around and headed for the door, but her voice stopped him.

"Rupert?"

"Yes?" he asked, turning around.

"Um, what are you doing tomorrow?" she asked.

Giles noticed the slight grin on her face and responded in kind. "Oh, working on ways to kill demons I suppose," he replied. "It's what we do."

"Well, after that do you mind going out for dinner?" she asked. Giles looked shocked at first and Becca went on. "What?" she said with a laugh. "Statistically speaking, a woman my age has a better chance of being hit by lightning than finding a man. Never mind a decent man willing to risk his life for a stranger."

"You mean a beautiful stranger," he said with a bashful smile. "Um, can I see you home? To make sure you get there safely a-and perhaps along the way I can give you some useful demon fighting tips?"

"Good idea," she agreed, turning off the shop lights. "If I'm going to be living on a…what did you call it…a Hellmouth?…I think I should at least know how to protect myself."

The two of them left the store together, each face mirroring the other's smile.

"So, you play the guitar too…?" Giles asked, the awe clear in his voice.

Becca nodded enthusiastically as she locked the door behind them before they proceeded down the street.
Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watcher's Council – Infirmary
Late Evening

Lily Lindquist smoothed the unruly hair over her sleeping son's brow and looked up as Willow popped her head in the room. Willow beckoned her and she gave Jeffrey a final look before heading for the hallway.

Willow closed the door behind the other woman and said reassuringly, "He's just sleeping."

Lily nodded, "I know, but he's not good, Willow."

"Physically he'll be fine, Lily," Willow said. "The doctor examined him and other than the physical effects of stress and exhaustion, he's okay."

"But what else?" Lily demanded. "All his ramblings about some torture machine. What does it mean?"

Willow sighed nervously.

"Nearly every ounce of magic in his body has been drained," she said. "How he managed to survive, I have no idea. Usually…well, usually there's not much left of the body after that happens, but somehow…He has the makings of a powerful witch, Lily."

"So his magical ability isn't gone? But you said-."

"No," Willow shook her head. "Just drained. He'll get it back in time. It's kind of like a battery recharging. He'll pull energy from the earth and soon he'll be back to normal. And who knows, after his ordeal he might be even stronger but we'll see."

"Willow," Lily began, looking unsure if she should continue. She took a breath and cleared her throat. "I'm…I'm going to take Jeffrey and leave the Council I think."

"What?" Willow exclaimed, putting her hand on the other woman's arm and quickly lowering her voice. "Lily, you can't do that."

"I have to, Willow," the exhausted mother said. "I can't put him through this again."

"Lily, Jeff is safer with us. I know after everything that's hard to believe. He needs to be trained. He's a curious and bright young man," Willow explained.

"One that I want to see grow to be an old man," Lily countered.

"Lily," Willow said before pausing, searching for a way to begin. "Curious and bright are wonderful attributes but if it's not kept in check it could turn out very Bad for Jeff with a capital B."

"After what he's already been through, how do you figure?"

"When I was his age, magic was my hobby and I had no one to guide me. Giles, of course, always issued warnings about its dangers but…I'm not blaming him okay, but if I had more guidance than lectures it would have made a difference I think. Like Jeff, I was determined to learn magic anyway I could so I went about it the wrong way and the end result was I nearly destroyed the world. I don't want to see that happen with Jeff. He has the potential to be a powerful source for good and I'd hate to see him corrupted because no one's watching out for him."

"But it's so dangerous, Willow," Lily said with a slight sob. "I mean, I thought the council would be safe, but that demon just walked right in and snatched him away."

"I know," Willow said. "But think about if you didn't have the council's backing and it was just you and Jeff alone. You could leave but I can't say that they won't make another attempt on him. And if that happens…Look, I know we seemed ill prepared but after speaking with Rowena, many people have faced a Vutch demon but few lived to tell about it. So please, Lily, stay. Not only for Jeff's good but your own. You know enough about what we do here to realize that no place in the world is truly safe, even with this new danger rising in Cleveland. At least here you both can make a difference. A-and isn't that what he wants? What he wrote in his journal?"

Lily nodded. "I'll think about it, Willow. But I'm going to talk to Jeff about it. If he wants to leave then we'll be going for sure. But thanks for coming to check on him. It means a lot. I'm gonna…"

Lily pointed back to the bedroom and Willow gave her a soft smile and watched as she turned and entered her son's room. After a moment, the redhead left and walked down the hall, entering another door.

"Hey!" she said in surprise as she looked up and saw her girlfriend sitting on the edge of the bed, her feet dangling over the side. "You're sitting up!"

"Yeah," Kennedy smiled and pulled Willow into a warm embrace, as she got closer.

"Thank the goddess for Slayer healing," Willow said, kissing her lover on the lips.

"Jeff okay?" Kennedy asked. "Doc said he'd recover."

"He'll heal," Willow said. "Even without Slayer healing, but I'm not so sure about the emotional scars. I can't even imagine what they put him through or even why. Giles said he knows a psychologist we can trust who will be glad to talk to Jeff about what happened. I think it's a good idea." [image: image26.jpg]



"Poor kid," Kennedy said.

"Poor us," Willow returned. "We all took some hard hits, Ken and I'm afraid things are just gonna get worse. But, in the meantime, I think we should just concentrate on the present and get on with our daily routine."

"Yep," Kennedy agreed. "So, how about you let me get dressed and I can catch up with Faith and the girls on their last sweep?"

Willow pulled back and looked at her sternly. "No way, Sweetie," she said. "You're going to get back in that bed and get a good night's sleep."

"Okay, but on one condition," Kennedy smiled.

"What?"

"Join me?" the brunette smirked. "Nice big hospital bed, plenty of room."

Willow squinted her eyes at Kennedy in suspicion. "Okay, but no funny stuff. You are going to sleep, missy."

"Right," Ken nodded, unconvinced. "Get the lights."

Willow rolled her eyes, but quickly stepped over and hit the off switch on the light plate.

"Good gods, I can't see anything."

"Well I'll just keep talking so you can follow the sound of my voice. How's that?"

The bed made a shifting noise as if Willow was lying down. After a few moments of quiet Willow spoke up.

"Kennedy," she chastised in the dark.

"What?" Kennedy answered trying to act oblivious.

"Those are Slayer lips I feel on my skin."

"MmHm," Kennedy hummed in the darkness as the mattress squeaked slightly. "And these are Slayer hands."

"Oh, Goddess help me. I'm trying to behave here," Willow sighed.

Kennedy simply chuckled in the dark as Willow moaned in pleasure.

Cut to
Ext.
City Park – Day

Kennedy looked around her and threw her arms up in the air.

"Oh god, not you again!" she said, turning to the tall figure sitting on the park bench.

"'Fraid so, Sweetie," Tara shrugged. "Here, have a seat."

Kennedy watched as Tara patted the bench next to her and then with a matching shrug sat down and crossed her arms over her chest. "So now what? Got any more cryptic messages that take days to figure out?"

"No," Tara said. "Just wanted to thank you for your help. For listening to me and not letting your personal…animosities get in the way of other people's safety. That takes character, Kennedy."

"Yeah, well, that's me – quite the character," Kennedy said, reluctant to accept the compliment. "I just hope you're not going to make this a nightly habit. I like sleeping with Willow and not her dead ex-girlfriend."

"No, I won't be coming back, not unless it's a real emergency," Tara said and then turned to face Kennedy fully. "Willow truly cares for you, Kennedy."

"I know that," Kennedy pouted. "I love her, too."

"I know you do and I want you to promise me something," Tara said seriously. "Promise you'll do whatever it takes to make Willow happy. Okay?"

"Of course I will," Kennedy said, her face confused as if she couldn't understand why Tara would ask this of her. "I'd do anything for Willow."

"Even if it makes you unhappy?" Tara asked, her eyebrow raised. [image: image27.jpg]



"What?" Kennedy said, even more confused. "Is this about the Xander thing? Because I think I more than proved that point, well kinda. Of course tonight helped smooth things over even more," she added with a sexy smirk.

Tara didn't reply other than with a light chuckle before turning serious. "Just remember that Willow always tries to do what she thinks is best for people. And she'll always do what she thinks is best for you," she added putting a hand on Kennedy's knee.

Kennedy looked confused. "I'm sorry Tara, but I don't speak 'witch'. I'm not quite sure what you're saying."

Tara smiled. "Just remember your promise, Sweetie."

With that Tara gave the knee a light pat and stood. She began to walk away leaving Kennedy sitting alone on the bench to ponder her words.
Fade to Black

