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Teaser
Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council – Library – Afternoon

Willow and Rowena sat working at a large table sitting under the exterior window. The blinds had been pulled open to allow the weak afternoon light to enter, but high intensity lamps were still needed to work by. Strewn over the table between the two women were several manuscripts, a pile of what appeared to be ancient scrolls and, as if to contrast the antiquity of the other materials, Willow's laptop. [image: image1.jpg]



The redheaded Watcher glanced up from the scroll she was reading when the light from the window seemed to dim even more.

"Storm's getting worse," she remarked to her companion, who also looked out the window.

"Andrew seemed excited about the weather forecast this morning," Rowena said. "Not too many blizzards for you Southern California natives, eh?"

"Hey, watch it," Willow laughed. "Your roots are showing."

Rowena chuckled. "Can't help it," she said. "This reminds me of what I grew up with in Nova Scotia. And believe me…this is nothing compared to a real nor'easter." Ro fell silent as the pair watched the falling snow outside.

"How old were you when you left home?" Willow asked, turning away from the window and picking up her pen again.

"Twelve," Rowena answered.

"Wow," Willow said, raising her eyebrows in surprised. "That's young."

"No younger than our junior Slayers," she shrugged. "And only a few years younger than you when you started fighting the forces of evil."

"Yeah, but I had help," Willow said. "I didn't know the old Academy accepted students that young."

"It was rare, but it happened," Rowena admitted. "Usually children who come from a hereditary line of Watchers will enter the Academy at that age."

"Not in your case, though," Willow said. "You said your father's a fisherman."

"Right," Rowena agreed. "But James Tyrell took an interest in me one day when he happened to catch me reading an old book on folklore in the town library. He was there researching the same subject and was amazed when the librarian told him I had the book he was looking for. He spent the afternoon quizzing me. The following year he sponsored me for the Academy and I was awarded a full scholarship."

"Nice of him," Willow muttered. "Considering he tried to kill you later on."

Rowena grinned. "True, but I don't think James ever intended to kill me. He's a different generation and breed of Watcher. Even different than Giles, truth be told. Tyrell was into procedure and order. He used intimidation but I doubt that would include the murder of a fellow Watcher. His son just took things a bit too far."

"Were you two close? I mean you and Tyrell?"

Rowena nodded. "He was like a second father to me – a cold, emotionless father," she snorted. "But when you're that far away from home you take what you can get. Besides, my own father spent so much time at sea I rarely saw him when I was growing up. So it was nice having a dad that was proud of me."

"You'll have to tell me what that feels like," Willow said with a grin. Rowena didn't say anything but she scrunched her eyebrows in question so Willow went on. "I have an annoying habit of living my life on my own terms, which, believe it or not, is a big letdown to my dad."

"I see. Well, James always felt it was his destiny to retrieve the Opus Obscurum," she explained. "When he thought I failed to find it, he was terribly upset."

"Why didn't you take it to him?" Willow asked, a curious expression on her face. "I mean you were loyal to him when you first arrived here, but not enough to trust him with the book?"

"No," Rowena explained and sighed as if thinking of a way to explain. "I think I had been so busy running from the harbingers for so long that I couldn't stop running. The only one I trusted enough to keep the book for me, for a very short time only, was my friend Althenea in Devon. I'm still not sure it was the right thing to do."

"Althenea?" Willow's face went blank a moment as Rowena's grew more confused. "Hey!" Willow suddenly exclaimed.

"Willow?" Rowena asked as the witch jumped up from her chair and ran to the front of the library. The blonde followed and watched as Willow pulled a set of keys from her pocket and inserted one of the keys into the locked cabinet behind the main desk. After muttering a soft incantation, she twisted the key and the lock opened with a click.

"What's going on?" Rowena asked as Willow pulled the heavy Opus out and began to flip through the pages.

"Ah ha!" Willow exclaimed, dropping the open book on the desk. Rowena winced as she watched the book fall and reached out to steady it. "There!" Willow said, pointing to a page.

Rowena looked at the ancient text. "The spell to activate the original Slayer," she said. "It's the first magic recorded in the Watchers archives." [image: image2.jpg]



"Exactly!" Willow laughed happily. "Ro, if you had given this book to Tyrell, instead of Althenea, none of us would be here now!"

"Wait…" Rowena held up a hand. "You know Althenea?"

"I spent the summer in England after Tara died," Willow said. "Giles arranged through the Old Council for the Devon Coven to help me learn to control my magic. Al was good to me and we became friends. Giles mentioned that the Coven occasionally trained Watchers in magic. Is that how you met her?"

"Yes," Rowena said. "She had just received her first degree. But…" Rowena still looked bewildered. "I'm not following you, Willow. What's that have to do with the book and the spell?"

"Last year," the witch began to explain, "Giles and I called the Coven looking for help to activate the Slayers. Althenea gave me this spell." Willow banged her finger against the open page of the book.

"But I thought you did that all on your own?" Rowena asked.

"Yes and no. I modified the spell from your book a-and used it to activate all the Slayers. But if you hadn't trusted Al with the book, I never would have had the original spell. And chances are we never would have beaten the First."

"Oh, wow," Rowena whispered as if finally grasping the enormity of what Willow was saying.

"You betcha wow," Willow said with a smile. "Trust your instincts, Ro. They've done a pretty good job so far with saving the world."

The two turned at the sound of someone entering the library.

"Hope I'm not interrupting something," Tracey said.

"Oh, hi Tracey," Willow said as she put the book away and relocked the cabinet. "What's up?"

"Hey Will," Tracey replied. "Umm, there's some strange guy downstairs looking for someone called the Red Witch? That you?"

"Oh, yeah," Willow said.

"Figured, you're the only redhead here," Tracey replied. "And Andrew said he was studying Wicca with you."

"Yep," Willow said. "Thanks, Tracey."

"No problem," Tracey's face scrunched up. "Um, that guy downstairs? I think he's on his way to a costume party or something. The blue makeup is obviously fake, but those horns look real."

Rowena smirked. "Brell."

"Uh, yeah," Willow said, uncomfortable. "Yep, that's Brell…he, uh, he likes to go to sci-fi conventions with Andrew sometimes. He must be on his way to one today. Can you show him up here, please?"

"Uh huh," Tracey nodded as if unconvinced and then left the room. Willow rolled her eyes at Rowena and shook her head.

"Okay not the best excuse but it was all I could think of at the time," Willow said softly.

Rowena leaned over and whispered in Willow's ear. "Sooner or later we have to tell her the truth," she muttered.

"Shhh," Willow replied with a finger over her lips. "Yes, maybe, but today is not that day."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council – Library – Moments later

Tracey pointed inside the room to Willow and Rowena. Brell gave her a respectful nod before she disappeared heading back downstairs. Brell walked inside and closed the door as Willow and Rowena rose to meet him.

"Red Witch!" he said, taking Willow's hand and kissing it gently. He then turned to Rowena. "Pretty Watcher," he greeted, repeating his previous action. "Brell so happy to see you both, but…" He looked uncomfortable.

"But…?" Willow prompted. "Is there trouble, Brell?"

Brell nodded. "Brell's brother and wife and spawns just arrived from home. They are running."

"Running from whom?" Willow asked.

"Brell's brother not sure," Brell replied. "He say invaders have come to my home world and chase them to this new one. He say that invaders want many like our kind, but he's afraid they still chase down the refugees to serve as slaves."

"Invaders?" Rowena pondered. "You're not from this world, Brell?"

"No," the demon shook his head. "Brell come here many years ago with Clement. We young, we look for adventure. We not know this world not friendly to us, but we like it here. Clement then bring his cousin. Brell like cousin and we settle here; have spawns. Now this place not so safe for us, but better than Brell's world. Brother come here seeking help. Brell can help, but need help from Watchers right now." [image: image3.jpg]



"If we can, of course. What do you need?" Willow asked.

"Brell can get brother and family to safe place, away from Hellmouth. But we have bad storm. Not safe to travel with small spawns. Not safe to stay with Brell until storm goes away. Brell asks if brother and family can stay with Watchers where it's safe?"

"You want your relatives to stay here until the storm lets up?" Rowena asked to clarify and Brell nodded enthusiastically.

Willow nodded. "Of course, Brell," she said. "They can stay here. You've helped us and we're happy to return the favor."

"Thank you!" Brell said, shaking Willow's hand happily.

"You're welcome," Willow smiled. "And Brell? Do you think your brother could answer some questions about those 'invaders'?"

Brell nodded thoughtfully. "Good idea," he said. "Watchers need to know." He pointed at the small Council crest hanging on the far wall. "Brell return later with brother and family. Thank you!"

As Brell left to return into the swirling storm, Rowena looked at Willow. "Are you [image: image4.png]


thinking what I'm thinking?"

"That this has something to do with the Presidium?" Willow asked rhetorically. Rowena simply nodded. "Wouldn't hurt to look into," Willow added. "We'd better tell Giles."

They turned to leave when the cordless phone at the desk rang.

"Hang on," she said to Rowena and answered the phone. "Council of Watchers. Rosenberg speaking," Willow's face mirrored surprise. "Oh Mom! Hi. How are you? How's Dad?" Rowena turned to give Willow some privacy when Willow's tone suddenly changed to near panic. "What?"

Rowena stopped and turned around as Kennedy walked into the room.

"No, no of course not. I'd love to see you, too. When do you think you'll be getting in?…What?"

Kennedy nodded toward Willow. "Who's she talking to?" she asked Rowena as she too was alerted to the distress in Willow's voice.

"Not sure but her parents I believe. She keeps saying 'What!',' Rowena answered exaggerating the word in the same tone Willow was using while her free hand made an urgent gesture.

The Watcher and Slayer both cocked their heads as they listened to the one-sided conversation.

Cut to
Phone Booth – Cleveland Hopkins Airport – Same time

"We're sorry to arrive unannounced," Sheila said into the receiver, "and when they officially canceled the flight all the hotels were already booked. The worst part is they don't know when we'll get off the ground again," she said as she looked out the window to one of the planes barely visible through the swirling snow. 

Cut to
Watchers Council – Same time

"Well, yeah blizzards and planes really don't go together…Yeah, of course, every room would be booked, people are stuck...uh, okay, yeah sure. What am I gonna say? No," Willow answered with a chuckle although her face showed mild hysteria.

Cut to
Phone Booth – Cleveland Hopkins Airport – Same time

"Well your father is seeing about renting a car right now," Sheila began.

Cut to
Watchers Council – Same time

"No, no I'll send someone," Willow told her. "Not me since, ya know, not too keen on driving in this but…no, not at all, it'll be great. We can catch up and I can show you around the school. Okay. Great…see you soon."

Willow hung up the phone and the faux happy expression she wore fell instantly. "Oh gods! My parents are coming!"

Fade Out

Act One
Guest Starring:
Brad Dourif as Brell, Jordan Baker as Sheila Rosenberg, Sam Waterston as Ira Rosenberg, Thora Birch as Tracey, Lexa Doig as Greet, Brent Spiner as Tram and Nicholas Brendan as Xander Harris. 

Fade In
Ext.
Becca's Books – Late Afternoon

Giles carefully climbed the snow-covered exterior stairs leading up to Becca's apartment above the bookstore. He frowned when the doorbell produced no sound so he rapped his leather-gloved fist against the wooden door. A moment later a bundled and rosy-cheeked Becca opened the door and admitted him inside. [image: image5.jpg]



"Good afternoon," Giles said, leaning in to give her a gentle kiss. "Rather nippy out, wouldn't you say?" He looked around the small kitchen and shivered. He moved over to the gas oven with all the burners turned up full blast. "Rather nippy inside, too. Becca, what's going on? It's freezing in here. Is your electricity out?"

"Uh huh," Becca nodded, rubbing her mittened hands together in an attempt to generate warmth. "Good old Cleveland Public Power…black us out in the middle of summer to roast us and now freeze us in the middle of winter. Wonderful service – I'll have to send them a thank you note."

"Well, you certainly can't remain here," Giles said. "Pack a bag and come stay with me back at the Council. We have generators and a wonderful invention called heat. I can even offer a cozy evening in front of the fireplace complete with a nip of brandy."

"Oh, that's very generous, Rupert, but I'd better not," Becca said.

Giles frowned in confusion. "Why ever not? It makes no sense for you to stay in this cold apartment with only the gas jets from an oven to keep you warm. The bookstore is closed and I'm sure it'll be safe." [image: image6.jpg]



"Oh that's not it," Becca said. "I just…I just don't feel comfortable staying with you. Things are still kinda new between us and..."

"Becca…" Giles protested, his ears turning red from embarrassment rather than cold. "I assure you I will be a complete gentleman."

"Oh, I know that!" Becca hastened to reassure him. "It's not you I'm worried about…it's me." Giles blinked in confusion and Becca continued. "I have a tendency to…let my passions get the best of me and I don't want to screw things up by moving too fast too soon. I like what we have here, Rupert. I want us to take the time to build a solid foundation. Do you understand?"

The glow from Giles's face seemed to warm the entire kitchen far more effectively than the stove. He smiled down at her and drew her in for a gentle hug. "Of course I understand," he said. "Let's compromise. You can stay in the guest suite and when the power returns then…and only then…can you come home. Agreed?"

Becca burrowed into his coat, breathing in deeply his warm, masculine scent. "Okay," she finally said in a small voice. "But promise you'll make sure I go easy on the brandy. More than a nip might be dangerous."

"I promise," he said solemnly although a satisfied smile graced his face. "Now, go pack so we can get someplace warm."

Becca gave him one final squeeze in gratitude and then hurried to her bedroom.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council – Kitchen – Afternoon

Willow pulled another container out of the refrigerator and threw it into the trash bin.

"Willow!" Andrew protested, reaching in and pulling the container out. "What are you doing?"

"Ham," she said shortly.

"I'm aware of that. I just bought it at the deli yesterday and do you have to throw out my Tupperware with it?" he said, reaching around her and returning the container to the refrigerator.

"It's ham!" Willow said, pulling it out again.

Andrew grabbed the opposite end of the plastic container and a tug-of-war ensued.

"Let go, Andrew!" Willow warned.

"No!" he said, yanking on the container, but the witch refused to yield. "This is my kitchen, non-kosher and all! I don't invade your coven room and try to take over."

"Actually, yes, you do!" Willow said sarcastically, and pulled.

"Well, sure, maybe, okay, that one time yes…and may I point out total catastrophic events resulted. And I learned my lesson. I'm saving you from a similar fate," he said as he began to pull on the plastic container again.

"If ya wanna save me, you'll get rid of it," Willow challenged as she continued to pull.

Andrew wouldn't budge an inch and he let go with one hand while the other gripped the counter, trying to pull Willow and the bowl closer to the refrigerator. Faith and Rowena entered the kitchen and looked at each other before turning back to the warring pair.

"But I've already cleared out the guest suite's kitchen for your parents," he argued. "They're just going to have to deal with the rest of us heathens and our unclean appetites. I promise not to serve them bacon or sausage for breakfast, but I will not have my kitchen turned upside down!" With a mighty heave he wrestled the container away from Willow. She started to lunge at him but stopped when she heard a voice behind her.

"Hey!" Faith called out. "Knock it off before someone gets hurt."

"That someone is gonna be you," Willow hissed the threat at Andrew. Timidly Andrew wrapped both arms around the container. Willow sighed and turned to the two women at the doorway. "Are they here yet?"

"No, but chill," Faith said. "Besides, Robin said he'd call when they were almost home. He has no idea how long it'll take him to get to the airport and back in the storm. But he's an East coast boy with a 4 by 4 which means he's experienced with good equipment." Faith began to smirk as if her mind went in another direction. "Speaking of which…"

"Oh don't even go there," Rowena warned before Faith could add anything more.

Willow sighed. "I know…I just…" She turned back and stuck her head in the refrigerator again. Andrew hovered protectively.

"Willow," Rowena began. "Your parents can't be that bad."

"Well, actually…" Giles said, overhearing the last remark as he and Becca arrived. "Your mother can be quite intimidating. Of course I only met the woman three times in seven years but still…what's going on?" Giles asked Willow.

"My folks are stranded at the airport. Robin's on his way to get them so they can stay here until flight service resumes," Willow explained.

"Oh," Becca said. "Then perhaps you should run me back home before the streets begin to close, Rupert."

"I will do no such thing," Giles emphasized and then explained to the others. "Becca's power is out. Her apartment has no heat."

"Oh!" Willow said. "We've got plenty of room, Becca. You're welcome to my bed…um, I mean I can sleep on my couch, not that I meant anything by that…um…" Willow turned back to the refrigerator and tossed another container into the trash, which Andrew promptly retrieved.

"Mr. Giles!" Andrew whined. "Tell her to stop!"

"Ah ha!" Willow said, pulling a box from its carefully hidden place in the freezer. "Meatballs and cheese – big no-no, you know!"

Faith slid over and pulled the box from the bin. "Hey! So that's where you've been hiding the Hot Pockets, Andy. Thanks, Red!"

Andrew growled at Faith as she popped two pastries in the microwave. The Slayer ignored him as she pressed the buttons on the appliance and then finally noticed his glare.

"What?" she finally said with a shrug. "Go buy some more, okay?"

"In case you hadn't noticed," he began. "There's a blizzard outside and it's almost dinnertime and you're going to ruin your appetite!"

"Not my appetite, dude," Faith grinned. "Slayer metabolism, remember?" She patted her flat stomach as the microwave's bell went off. "Okay, fine, here," she said, handing him one of the hot pastries. He juggled it as she effortlessly bit into the other steaming treat.

Becca grabbed a paper towel and caught Andrew's flying hot pocket before it could hit the floor. She wrapped it in the towel and handed it to him before turning to Giles. "Are they always like this?" she asked.

"Oh no," Giles assured. "They're usually much, much worse."

Willow rolled her eyes and then her look of sheer panic returned as the sound of the front entrance's buzzer went off. "Oh gods! They're here!"

"Relax, Red," Faith said. "Robin will bring them in through the garage."

"Oh, right," Willow breathed, relieved. "Then who…?"

"Let's go see, shall we?" Giles said and led the way out to the reception area.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council – Reception Area – Moments later

The gang from the kitchen was met by Kennedy, Rona and Vi from the Slayer's quarters. Kennedy had a crossbow casually resting on her shoulder as they watched the warmly bundled figure stomping snow from its boots. Willow let out a gasp as the figure finally unwound the long scarf and pushed back the parka's hood.

"Xander!" she cried, rushing over to embrace her friend.

"Hey, pretty lady!" Xander said. "Got shelter from the storm?"

"For you, always," she said, letting him go and helping him take his coat off.

"Thanks," he said and turned to Andrew. "Hey Andy, can you move the camper off the street? I saw the plow headed this way and if it catches me I'll be stuck here until spring."

"You say that as if it's a bad thing," Andrew laughed as he caught the key ring Xander tossed at him. He quickly pulled on his coat and headed into the storm.

"No one better be parked in my spot!" Xander warned, squinting his eyes at Giles. "Especially your penis-mobile, G-man."

"Ah, no, of course not," Giles said. "I've got my own spot, thank you. And please don't call me that." [image: image7.jpg]



Xander noticed Becca standing next to Giles. "You must be Rebecca," he said moving closer. Becca held out her hand and he gave it a soft shake. "Willow told me you're the one causing our favorite tweedy-guy to get all stuttery."

Becca laughed at Giles's embarrassment. "Please…call me Becca. It's so nice to meet you, Xander. I've heard many wonderful things about you from Rupert."

Xander blinked in surprise. "Giles must be in love."

Giles's face turned even redder and he opened his mouth to speak when the front entrance opened again and a mass of figures rushed inside.

"Brell!" Willow exclaimed, the panic again rushing over her face. "Oh Gods, I forgot."

Brell's face mirrored Willow's panic. "Is still okay for brother and family to stay with Watchers?" he asked. [image: image8.jpg]



"Oh!" Willow said. "Absolutely! With all the excitement, it just slipped my mind. Of course, your family is welcome."

"Thank you, Red Witch," Brell said relieved and then made introductions. "Brother Tram, wife Greet and their spawns Kher and Shaznay. Tram say that evil woman still after them, but he will tell you all he knows."

Willow was about to speak again when Faith's cell rang. "Yeah?" Faith said. "Okay, walk slow, real slow." She flipped the phone closed. "That was Robin. They're here."

"Here? Where?" Willow asked.

Vi strained to look out the nearly snow-covered window. "I'd say about 40 to 50…"

"Yards?" Willow squeaked.

"No…feet."

"Oh gods! He was supposed to use the garage! Why didn't he use the garage?" Willow grabbed Faith who just shrugged before the witch turned to Kennedy and said, "You and Rona – take Brell and company to the Slayer's dorms."

"A 'please' would be nice," Kennedy remarked, folding her arms across her chest.

Willow looked shocked before quickly brushing it off. "Fine. Pretty please with sugar on top. Now move!"

"Sure, no problem." Kennedy grinned teasingly and turned to the demon family. "Come on, folks. Let's go find you someplace to sleep. You come too, Brell."

Rona lead the way as Kennedy brought up the very rear with the family nestled in between the Slayers.

Xander sidled up to Rowena. "What's going on?" he asked, pointing to Willow.

"Wait," she replied. "This ought to be good."

Kennedy had just hustled the guests out of the lobby when Robin and the Rosenbergs walked in from the curb.

"Willow!" Sheila exclaimed moving forward to embrace her daughter. Her husband followed her, leaving Robin to struggle with the baggage. Faith rushed over to help him.

"Hi Mom," Willow said, as awkward with the hug as Sheila seemed to be. After a brief moment the two pulled away from each other. Willow looked at her father. "Dad," she said simply.

"Willow," he replied with a nod and then looked around the lobby as if inspecting the décor. His eyes lingered on the ornate crest hanging over the reception desk, but he refrained from commenting.

"It's so good to see you, dear," Sheila continued, as if used to her husband and daughter's interactions. "Even if it is a little unexpected. We didn't think our layover would last more than an hour."

"I'm glad we're here to help you out," Willow said.

"So, where's Kennedy?" Sheila asked. "You rushed us out of Sunnydale before that terrible earthquake so quickly we never had a chance to meet her. She's here?"

"Uh, yeah, she's here," Willow said. "But, um…well, we're no longer together. We broke up."

Rowena turned towards Xander at the soft gasp he made. The young man was staring intently at his best friend. Rowena reached out and gently took his arm in her hand. At her touch, he turned to her and she mouthed 'It's okay.' He looked doubtful, but just nodded at her kindness.

"Oh that's too bad," Sheila commiserated. "From what you told us about her she sounded like such a nice girl. Just like your friend Bunny…er, Buffy."

"So," Ira said, finally speaking. "Are you still gay then?"

Willow gave a small smile and a shrug. "I'm still just Willow," she said.

Sheila looked around and noticed Xander.

"Xander, how nice to see you!" she said. "Willow said you were wandering around the country, looking for adventure. I recently read a paper that showed more and more young men are delaying entering college for the chance to wander a bit…a total reversal of the trend to make as much money as possible before the age of thirty. But you had already begun a successful career in Sunnydale, hadn't you? Have you moved to Cleveland, too?"

"I got here just before you actually," he said, giving Sheila a small peck on the cheek, as if used to her ramblings. "It's good to see you, Mrs. Rosenberg. And you, sir." He shook Ira's hand.

"Mr. Harris," Ira said gravely. "Perhaps it's time you finally settled down and married my daughter now that she's single again." [image: image9.jpg]



Xander chuckled. "That's a lovely offer, Mr. Rosenberg, but I think Will's got better taste than to hang out with me. Besides, I'd really like to find a straight girl," he said trying to keep things light but failing.

Ira scowled, but before he could say something else, Robin broke the tension. "Why don't we show you both to the guest suite," he offered. "You must be exhausted after your long flight."

"Thank you," Ira said and followed Robin and Faith up the stairs. Sheila lingered a moment.

"I'll come by to make sure you're settled in, Mom," Willow said.

"Thank you, dear," Sheila said, then lowered her voice. "Do we have to tip him?" she asked, nodding her head at Robin.

"Mom!" Willow said. "He used to be the principal of Sunnydale High. He's an colleague not a bellhop."

"Oh!" Sheila said. "Oh, very well. I'll see you later, dear. Xander, it's lovely to see you again. You too, Mr. Giles."

"Mrs. Rosenberg," Giles said with a half bow and they all watched as she disappeared up the stairs.

"Oh, this is like a nightmare," Willow groaned, holding her head in her hands.

"Guess I came at a bad time," Xander said.

"Me too," Becca piped in.

"No!" Willow said, looking at her friends. "I'm sorry. It's just you have no idea how crazy those people make me!"

"I think we just got a pretty good idea," Rowena chuckled.

"I'm glad my pain amuses you," Willow snorted.

"You are such a drama queen. How bad can they be? Really?" Rowena asked.

Willow paused a moment. "You know, maybe you should take them on a tour tomorrow and find out? Giles and I have that inventory list to go over so it would be the perfect opportunity."

"Okay," Rowena agreed without delay.

"Dear Gods no," Willow said as she gripped Rowena's forearm. "I wouldn't do that to my worst enemy let alone someone I consider a friend and would like to keep as one."

Rowena chuckled. "Honestly. I don't mind. Of course I'm sure they'll wonder why their own daughter isn't taking them but I'd like to get the chance to meet them."

"Are you sure?" Willow asked. Rowena simply nodded and slowly Willow gave her a full-toothed grin.

Andrew returned from the garage and handed Xander his keys. "There you go, Xander. All settled."

"Thanks, Andy," he replied, pocketing his keys. "So…seeing as you guys have a full house, should I bunk out in the camper? Well that, and the fact my best friend's ex might kill me in my sleep over the breakup I was never told about," he chastised playfully.

"I'm sorry, Xander," Willow began, "I wasn't keeping secrets. I just didn't want you to feel guilty. It really had nothing to do with you, honest. A-and once things settle down here we'll talk about everything. I swear."

"Ooh! You can stay with me, Xander," Andrew offered quickly. "The couch in my media room is a pullout and I just got Underworld on DVD and we could watch it tonight."

Xander just smiled at Andrew's enthusiasm at first. "Lead the way," he said and grabbed the duffel bag at his feet.

"Have you tried the new Warlords game, Battlecry III?" Andrew said. "My friend Edgar got a hacked copy from his email friend in Australia. It's not supposed to be out until June and we can't play with others online, but the game is good to go if you'd like to do that instead."

"Oh, Andrew," Willow said before he could get too into it. "Can you help me prepare a shielding spell to keep Brell's kin hidden from any uninvited guests?"

"Sure Willow," Andrew said. "I think I just copied that spell into my Book of Shadows last week."

"Right," Willow agreed. "Go get everything ready and call me when it's set up. And make sure that Tracey and my parents go nowhere near the demons."

"Okee doke!" he said and led Xander to his rooms.

With a sigh, the witch turned back to others. "Okay, I can do this," she muttered to herself.

"It's not that bad," Rowena said as she put a hand on Willow's upper arm.

"No, it's probably worse," she replied and then turned to Giles's girlfriend. "Becca, I apologize, let's see about getting you set up for the night first."

"A pillow and a blanket is all I really need," Becca replied. "Go check in with your family, Hon. In the meantime I'll have Rupert play host and make me some tea." She weaved her arm around his and cleared her throat with an 'ah um' to get his attention.

"Oh yes, one cup coming right up," he said escorting her from the area.

"Thanks," she said. "I'd better go make sure they really don't tip Robin."

They laughed as she ran up the stairs.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Hallway – Moments later

Willow entered the suite just as the former principal and the Slayer were leaving shaking their heads. Robin gave her a wry look and in return Willow rolled her eyes as she approached.

"They didn't try to tip you, did they?" Willow asked.

"No but I thought for a moment I might be expected to sing 'Camp Town Ladies' or 'Nobody Knows the Trouble I've Seen'."

Willow looked mortified but Faith chuckled and lightly slapped Willow's arm, "And get this. I'm more of a minority than you. I'm 2% of the population."

"Huh?" Willow asked totally confused.

"Yeah, 10% of the population is gay but only 2% are involved in an interracial relationship. Turns out, I'm a rebel."

"We're rebels," Robin corrected.

"Right. We're rebels," Faith remarked dryly pitching a thumb to Robin.

"Oh dear gods," Willow sighed and rubbed her temples.

"Don't sweat it, Red. It's a couple days, tops. You've survived worse so hang in there," Faith told her.

The Slayer then nodded her lover down the hall and they left. With a heavy sigh Willow squared her shoulders and walked over to the guest door and knocked.

"Come in," her mother's voice called out.

Willow opened the door and stepped inside. "So, is everything okay in here?" she asked.

"Is your place this small?" Ira asked.

"Oh Ira," Sheila said waving him off. "It's fine, Willow."

"Well these are the guest quarters after all. You know just a place for a few days kinda thing, not an extended stay," their daughter painfully explained.

Ira shrugged. "If only you'd gone to a better college, you'd be more accustomed to nicer things."

"Maybe," Willow said trying to stay diplomatic. "But I like the things I have."

Ira looked at Willow for a long moment and began to loosen his tie. "Think I'll go take a nap," he said heading toward the bedroom. After the door closed Sheila stepped closer to her daughter.

"Don't mind him," she whispered. "Ever since that filmmaker contacted him about that documentary about the Rosenbergs…" Sheila shook her head. "Let's just say he hasn't been too pleasant lately."

"Really? I hadn't noticed to be honest," Willow remarked. She looked as if she might say more but just gave her mother a shrug instead.

"Why don't we go into the kitchen and I can make us some matzoh brie. I found eggs in the refrigerator and matzoh in the cupboard. You still eat matzoh brie don't you? I mean there's no witch law against –."

"No mother," Willow sighed. "That will be fine," she said waving toward the kitchen.

"So tell me, dear," Sheila said as they walked along. "What do you do here?"

"I teach. I help Giles run the school."

"Hmm."

"Hmm what?" Willow asked defensively.

"Oh nothing," Sheila said as she went to the refrigerator. "Your father…he just…he feels that you haven't done enough to help restore the family name. Instead of proving yourself through your achievements, you're living in obscurity."

"But I'm helping people. I am making a difference. In my own way."

"As long as you're happy," Sheila told her not looking back from the counter where she was scrambling the eggs.

"I am happy," Willow insisted.

"Well, you don't have to be defensive, dear," her mother retorted.

Willow ran her fingers through her hair and sighed. "Look Mom, I like what I do. I like who I work with and even if you and Dad can't see it, I am helping the world."

"How exactly?" Sheila paused in her preparations and looked closely at Willow.

"What?" Willow asked.

"How exactly are you helping the world?"

"I'm educating more and more people everyday," Willow explained. "They'll take the knowledge I give them a-and they'll make the world a better place."

"Oh…so I guess it's really them changing the world then, wouldn't you say?" Sheila added the scrambled eggs and broken matzoh mixture to the skillet and then turned to find Willow rubbing her forehead. "I'm not trying to be argumentative," she added.

"Coulda fooled me," Willow muttered.

"Now Willow, I don't claim to understand everything about your life but my main priority is your happiness," Sheila stirred the eggs with a spatula as they cooked.

"Yeah I get that so can we just say I love my job and move on then?"

"Okay, point taken," Sheila said. She split the food evenly between two dishes. Willow grabbed a couple of forks and glasses and set the table. They each took a seat at the table and Willow poured boiling water over the teabags in the glasses.

"So tell me about Xander?" Sheila asked, sprinkling some sugar over her eggs before taking a bite.

"What about him?"

"Well you did mention you were single," Sheila pointed out.

"Oh brother," Willow sighed. "He's my best friend, Mother. That's it."

"Maybe now yes, but you never know…"

Willow quickly stuffed her mouth with matzoh brie before she could say anything.

Cut to:
Int.
Kennedy's Apartment – Slayer's [image: image10.jpg]


Dorms

Kennedy was cleaning her crossbow when she heard a knock at the door. She walked over and opened it to find Xander on her doorstep. 

"We need to talk," he told her. "I know about the breakup –."

"Yeah, well, I'm really not in the mood to discuss that. Besides, I'm getting over it. I'd not like to bring it up," Kennedy stood blocking the doorway.

"Okay, fair enough," Xander nodded. "But I'd still like a few minutes of your time."

With a curious expression, Kennedy opened the door and let him in before closing it.

Fade Out

Act Two
Fade In
Int.
Rosenberg's Guest Suite – Early evening

"So…are you seeing anyone?" Sheila asked before taking a drink from her glass of tea. [image: image11.jpg]



"No Mom. I'm not," Willow answered.

"Bad breakup? You know, just because someone doesn't think it will work between you doesn't mean there isn't someone else out there." she offered sympathetically.

"For the record, I broke up with her. It was my call."

"Did she cheat on you like that Ox?" Sheila asked.

"Oz, Mom," Willow corrected with a sigh. "And no she didn't."

"But you said she was good for you," Sheila probed.

"At the time, yes, but things change. We moved to Cleveland and I didn't think she was right for me. That's all."

"Well, did you find someone who is?" Sheila asked, finishing her meal. "Is that why you broke up?"

Willow sighed. "No Mother."

"I'm just concerned, Willow," Sheila explained. "I'd hate to see you end up alone."

"Alone doesn't mean lonely. Right now, alone is not bad. It's for the best really. I haven't had a chance to look at myself since…well, since Tara died. When I find what I'm looking for I'm sure I'll know it but it doesn't have to be right this second. I've spent a large portion of my adult life defining who I was by whom I was with. After everything that's happened, I just wanna spend time with me right now." Willow finished her tea and stood to clear the table.

"Well I can certainly understand your need for self-exploration after such a traumatic event like losing Tara. I'm not shocked that it happened at Bunny-Buffy's house but –."

"Mother, I'm begging you – no more criticism about my friends. Please?"

"Where is Buffy anyway? I thought she and Mr. Giles got closer after her mother passed away," Sheila asked.

"They're still close," Willow explained as she filled the dishwasher and then wiped her hands. "But Buffy doesn't…have a teaching degree so she and Dawn moved to San Francisco. Look, could we finish this discussion later maybe? I've got some more things I need to see to before the end of the day," Willow said.

"Oh sure, Sweetie," Sheila answered. "Besides, I need to call the airline for an update."

Willow nodded and went to the door but then stopped. "Oh, by the way, Giles and I have things we need to go over tomorrow so our associate Rowena is going to show you and Dad around the grounds, if that's okay?"

"Whatever you think is best," Sheila said sounding a little disappointed.

"Good then. See ya tomorrow." Willow left briskly and paused a moment to take a deep breath before she walked down the hallway.

Cut to:
Int.
Slayer's Rec Room – Moments later

Willow knocked but didn't wait for an answer. When she stepped inside she found Kennedy on all fours crawling around while Brell's niece and nephew sat on her back.

"More horsey, more!" they both shouted.

Willow grinned as she looked down at the three of them. Kennedy turned her attention to the door and tried to move to a standing position. "Sorry sprouts," Kennedy told them. "Everybody off."

Grumbling their protests, the spawn slid from Kennedy's back and she watched as their mother shooed them off to bed.

"So, how's the folks?" Kennedy asked with a grin.

Willow growled, "Oh, don't ask."

Kennedy gave a light chuckle as they both walked to the door.

"Wanted to see if Brell's demons needed anything," Willow told her. [image: image12.jpg]



"Oh really?" Kennedy asked as she shut the door behind them and they began to walk down the hall. "Sure you weren't just trying to escape your demanding parents?"

Willow gave a slight grin. "Okay, that too," she admitted. "But I wanted to talk to you, if-if that's okay. Is that okay?" she asked nervously.

"Sure," Kennedy answered. "Is something else wrong – besides the Stepford Parents visit?"

"Well no, not really. I mean…" Willow stopped and faced Kennedy. "I feel horrible," she answered, her voice filled with sympathy. "Faith finally broke down and told me what you two talked about the other night and don't get mad at her for saying anything, okay? But she could see I was worried."

"Will, you don't have to worry. Just chill, alright?"

"But I do worry," the redhead insisted. "It's me, ya know? If there's worry around then Willow's the one that's got it. It's just…" Willow paused and considered her words. "I called things off so you could have the kind of girlfriend that you deserve. Not so you could go off and get bit by some evil vampire, mind you, but…"

"I'm never gonna live that down, am I?" Kennedy sighed.

"I'm not criticizing, honest," Willow insisted as she held up her hands in front of her. "What I mean is I want you to find someone that will make you truly happy, someone that could devote everything they have to you."

"I thought you could," Kennedy answered.

"A-And so did I but…Anya said something to me, when we spoke at Samhain, and since you and I have been apart these last couple of months I finally realize what she meant."

Kennedy's eyebrows knitted in curiosity. "What did she say?"

Willow looked apprehensive at first. "I never really let Tara go and that hasn't been fair to you…I thought I had but…I think about her everyday and I still play the 'what if' game."

"'What if' game?"

"Yeah, what if we had stayed at her dorm longer or what if we left the house 10 minutes sooner like we planned…stuff like that…When you have someone in your life who fills that void, you stop asking yourself those questions. A-And truth is, I never stopped wondering. I thought with time it would go away but…"

"It didn't?" Kennedy prompted.

Sadly Willow shook her head. "The whole time I was with you it felt like I was waiting for something to happen," Willow tried to explain, "I didn't know what it was but lately, since I've been on my own, I figured it out…I was waiting for Tara."

"This is comforting. So you never really loved me then." Kennedy began to walk away but the witch reached out.

"No," Willow insisted and pulled her back. "I just never really let her go Ken – there's a difference. I never opened my heart to you like I should have. I always found reasons and excuses to walk away and close myself off from letting you in all the way because… if I did…and I lost you…I don't know how I'd handle it. So I kept you at arm's length and it was an awful thing to do. And like I said at dinner that night, I broke up because you really deserve much more than I can give you."

"So it's not about the fact I like Monty Python then?" Kennedy said with a slight grin.

"Well no, it's that too," Willow admitted. "We really didn't do much outside the bedroom together and sometimes the simplest suggestions led to an argument."

"Discussion," Kennedy countered.

"Whatever," Willow said letting it go, "Point is, I didn't walk away from you as a person. To this day, if Oz came to me, I would help. I didn't cast you aside without a care of what might happened to you."

Kennedy looked to the floor. "It felt that way," she muttered.

"I know that now. A-And I'm sorry I didn't realize that sooner. But I really didn't know how to reach you, to make you understand that…I left for your sake too."

Kennedy sighed. "So now what?"

"So now, this is where you get the trite and painful cliché of 'Let's be friends'– grant it, I'm physically attracted to you and I'd be totally insane not to," Willow said with a small grin. Kennedy looked up and began to smile herself. "But I want to try to get to know you and prove that you're really not alone, okay?"

Kennedy's blushed slightly and nodded. "Agreed."

"Good," Willow said sounding more lighthearted. "Now tell me what's up with the 'little monsters' in there," Willow said nodding behind her as they began to walk along again.

"Everything's cool. We were just playing horsey as you saw," Kennedy said pitching a thumb back to the room as she and Willow walked down the hall side by side.

"Yeah, you're good with kids I see. Probably had practice with your sister."

"Just the opposite," Kennedy began. "My half-sister and step-mother pretty much avoided me…hence the reason their rooms were in different wings of the house. I was the black sheep of the family."

"What did you do?" Willow asked.

"Made the mistake of being someone else's bastard daughter," Kennedy told her. Willow still looked a bit confused so she went on. "My father met my mother in Los Angeles when he was attending UCLA for his MBA. My mom, birth mother I mean," she added to clarify, "she was an undergraduate studying computers. When she got pregnant neither family approved of them marrying and she didn't want to marry anyway. Her work was important, my dad said. Soon after I was born my mother gave up custody to my dad and then disappeared without a trace."

"Did you ever see her?" Willow asked.

Kennedy just shook her head. "Dad said he tried to find her again but I don't think he looked very hard. I just always wondered, you know – who she was, what she did, was it me? Was I the reason she gave me up?"

"Oh I know that's not it, Ken. You were a baby. She probably did what she thought was best."

"Yeah I tell myself that. It's logical. But…it's just hard not to be curious," Kennedy shrugged.

"Have you ever considered finding her?"

"All the time when I was growing up. Especially when my step-family made me feel like the bastard child I am. My father always said that I had a mother already. I didn't need to go searching for another. He said he tried before to find her but couldn't. I'm not sure what to believe."

"Well you know we've got access to lots of information. If you wanted to I could help you search," Willow offered.

Kennedy paused a moment in consideration. "I don't know. I mean, I'm an adult now. I wouldn't expect anything from her. Maybe just some conversation and a cup of coffee…do you think I should?" she asked.

"You're asking me advice on parents?" Willow remarked.

Kennedy smiled. "Yeah, I am."

"Well, I could always start a search and then if we find her you can decide at that point whether or not to make contact."

"Okay." Kennedy nodded. "I don't know much. Just the UCLA thing, computer major and her name – Janna Kalderash. Other than that I've got nothing but I could call my father – I'm older now so maybe he'd be more willing to help…" Kennedy looked at Willow's pale face. "Willow? Are you okay?"

Willow waved Kennedy's concern off with a motion of her hands. "Fine, just making a mental note of the info. I, uh, I'll see what I can dig up," she told her in a rush.

"Thanks Will," Kennedy replied as they arrived at her door. "I'll let you know what my dad says, too."

Willow just nodded as Kennedy slipped inside her apartment with a wave goodnight. Once the door was closed Willow ran her hand over her mouth.

"Oh wow," she muttered.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Hallway – Morning

"Okay, everyone. Grab your plates," Andrew told the demon family as he rushed away from the south entrance door. "Rosenbergs at twelve o'clock. Move it out."

The family all gathered their bowls as Andrew pushed them through the north exit doors. He watched as Rowena stuck her head inside first and he gave her a thumbs-up sign. With that Rowena finished their journey inside.

"Good," she said, turning to Willow's parents. "Just wanted to make sure none of our younger students were on their way through the door. They have lots of energy and they don't often watch where they're going."

"Really?" Ira mentioned. "If I didn't know any better I'd think you were hiding something."

"Hiding?" Rowena squeaked out before clearing her throat. "Oh no, sir. I just don't want anything to happen since Willow entrusted me with the tour."

"Speaking of which, where is our daughter?" he asked sternly.

Rowena opened her mouth but a look of fear seemed to prevent her from making any noise so instead she closed her mouth with a snap and smiled.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Hallway – Same time

Andrew rounded the corner to see Tracey taking off her jacket near the coat closet. Quickly Andrew opened a door beside him and started to push each member of the family inside the supply closet. As he shut the door Tracey walked over.

"Hey Andrew," she said in a friendly tone.

"Nothing!" he replied as he finished closing the door.

"What?" Tracey asked. 

"Uh, nothing. Nothing but snow out there, huh?" he replied.

"Oh yeah, that," she said a bit timidly. "I'm sorry I'm late but I left a half an hour earlier today. I guess it wasn't enough." When Andrew just nodded and didn't say anything Tracey continued. "What are you doing… out here…just standing?" she asked suspiciously.

"Oh that," Andrew said, "I just came to get a roll of those recycled paper towels we use. Gotta save the planet after all," he replied nervously.

When he didn't move, she pointed to the door. "Well, aren't you going to get them?"

Cut to:
Int.
Closet – Same Time

The male demon, Tram, took down a roll and held it out near the door opening.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Hallway – Same time

"Oh yeah, sure," Andrew replied and [image: image13.jpg]


cracked the door. Spotting the offered towels he quickly grabbed them and shut the door. "Here they are!"

He handed them over. "Could you take those into the kitchen and fire up the stove, Tracey?"

She paused a moment looking at Andrew, then the paper towels and then Andrew again. "Sure," she replied and walked away.

Once she was out of sight, Andrew flung the door open. "Nice towel save. Okay, follow me, again," he told them as they all rushed out.
Cut to:
Int.
Slayers Kitchen – Same Time

"Well she would be here," Rowena began. "But she did have matters she'd already planned with Mr. Giles regarding the school."

"That's perfectly understandable, dear," Sheila told her, giving Rowena a pat on the arm. "We don't want to intrude."

"Well this is the Sla-Student Kitchen," Rowena caught herself just as Tracey walked in. "And this is Tracey who helps Andrew in the mornings and afternoons."

"Hello," Tracey said politely.

"Tracey, this is Sheila and Ira Rosenberg, Willow's parents."

"Nice to meet you." Tracey nodded before setting the paper towels down and starting her chores.

"So," Ira began as he looked at Rowena. "You're a teacher here then? Like Willow?" [image: image14.jpg]



Rowena gave him a nod.

"And are you just like Willow?"

Rowena scrunched her eyebrows at first and then she realized what he meant. "Well, not just like Willow. I'm more, well, asexual at the moment," she said uncomfortably.

"Now, no human is asexual," Sheila told her. "Studies show that the majority of people trend towards bisexuality to some degree or other. It's just that most never completely act on their desires due to society's mores."

"Well it's…it's…well it's not like that," Rowena stuttered. "I mean I have no problem with your daughter or other gay individuals. I think she's wonderful and…and… without a doubt talented and I highly respect her, so I don't have a problem with…you know. I just…"

"Have you ever been involved with a woman?" Sheila asked. Rowena looked reluctant to answer. "I'm sorry perhaps that's too personal but you shouldn't be afraid."

"I'm not a-afraid, Mrs. Rosenberg. I just don't have that kind of focus at the moment. I teach world religions and…" she paused as if trying think of something else. "Folklore!" she added quickly. "So my students and my work keep me busy. I really don't have much time for a private life but thank you for your concern. Shall we move on now?" she said in a rush.

Cut to
Int.
Watchers Council Dining Room – Moments Later

Giles sat at one of the many tables drinking his tea with Becca beside them. A variety of papers sat round the desk and they both looked up as Willow came over. Becca got up to get more coffee.

"Where are your parents?" he asked Willow as she sat down next to him.

"Oh, Rowena is making the supreme sacrifice for me by taking them on a tour. Look Giles, I spent all night researching something and I'm just gonna ask this…"

"What is it?" Giles asked sensing her concern.

"Did Jenny Calendar ever mention having a daughter?"

Giles swallowed the tea he was sipping with a gulping noise. "With me?"

"No, before she came to Sunnydale," Willow clarified.

"No she didn't," Giles replied. "Why do you ask?"

Willow turned to look over her shoulder then turned back to Giles. "Look at Kennedy…what do you see?"

Giles looked over at the Slayer who was smiling and chatting with a group of other Slayers at a long table. Giles paused a moment and then opened his mouth in surprise. "Well, there is a bit of a resemblance," he finally answered.

"A bit?" Willow challenged.

"All right," he conceded. "A striking resemblance but how much have you gathered…"

"Jenny's birth certificates and death certificates match her given name and that's the same name Kennedy gave me. Jenny also had a degree from UCLA right?"

Giles nodded slowly.

"Yet another match," Willow replied. "I really believe it's her, Giles. I'm searching blood types and stuff like that right now too but…I told Kennedy I'd help her find her birth mother and now…I don't know what to say. Can you help me here?"

"Absolutely but let's go over things more thoroughly first."

"Agreed," Willow replied. "I don't wanna jump the gun here, ya know? Tell her that Jenny's dead and Angel killed her. Speaking of which…if it is Jenny what do we say? Ken's been doing so well lately, Giles – like she's getting herself together and I don't want her going on some suicide mission to off Angel. I know you've got no love for the guy but still…"

"No, I agree. What's in the past is in the past. And I don't want to see harm befall Kennedy, the least of which over him," Giles sighed. "Let's wait until you have the information you're waiting on and we'll approach her together if need be."

"Thanks Giles," Willow said sincerely as Becca returned.

On the other side of the room Rowena was stopped at Kennedy's table with the Rosenbergs standing behind her. Kennedy nodded and then motioned the Rosenbergs to follow her as Rowena made her way over to Giles's table.

Once there, Rowena took a seat next to Willow and began to rub her temples.

"So?" Willow asked knowingly. "How goes the tour?"

Rowena held her hands up with her palms outstretched as if surrendering.

"You win," she told the witch. "And I know, without a doubt now, you are the strongest woman on the planet if you had to endure that for 18 years." [image: image15.jpg]



"Truthfully, they didn't analyze me all that much and I rarely saw them. When I was in a coma, this one time, I saw Giles before I saw them and he had been beaten to a bloody pulp by Angelus. But still he wheeled his way down to see me."

"Are you serious?" Rowena asked and looked over at Giles a few moments later.

He casually shrugged and nodded.

"I think you might have gotten the better deal," Rowena told her.

"Oh, but not to fear. After I came out, they spent great time in trying to figure me out then."

"Room for one more?" they heard a voice ask from behind.

"Oh, Xander!" Willow started. "Hey, I'm sorry I didn't get over to Andrew's last night. Something came up and –."

"No big, Will," Xander remarked casually.

"Well yeah, kinda big, I mean I don't get my Xander time like I used to, you know? I don't want to miss any. A-And before you ask I'm not being avoidy girl either because I didn't mention the break up. I just didn't say anything because I didn't want you to feel bad – like you were the reason. That's all."

"I know. I talked to Kennedy last night."

"You did?" Willow asked, her eyebrows raised in surprised. Her arm jerked and nearly collided with her coffee cup. As if in anticipation, Xander casually reached out and moved it out of her way.

Xander simply nodded at Willow's question.

"Well if you don't mind me asking what did you talk about?" Willow asked as if she wasn't sure she really wanted an answer.

Xander grinned. "That lack of Xander time…do you mean it?"

"You know I do," Willow told him.

"Well, if you guys will have me I'd like to come back, settle down, see if I can fit in here. I've got some ideas for some new weapons for the Slayers I've got on the drawing board, but I wanted to check with Kennedy first – to clear the air. She doesn't have a problem, so what about you guys? Got room for one more?"

Willow and Giles both smiled.

Fade Out

Act Three
Fade In
Int.
Slayers Training Room – Afternoon

Faith knelt on Robin's legs as he did sit-ups. [image: image16.jpg]



"So," he said continuing to rise up and down. "Heard Xander's coming back," he puffed.

"Yeah, Red's pretty stoked about it," Faith said grinning over Robin's knees as he continued to exercise.

"What about you?" he asked.

Faith gave a causal shrug. "Well I gotta give the guy his due," she remarked. "I mean…no Slayer strength, no bad ass Wiccan skills…he's held his own and then some."

"Yeah, it's the some part that has me concerned," Robin answered.

At first Faith looked confused but then started to grin. "You think I got a thing for Xander?" She gave a light chuckle.

"You two were involved at one point," Robin said. On his way back up Faith grabbed his shirt and prevented him from going back down to the mat again.

"Time out, Ace. For starters, he and I were never involved. I just screwed him. End of story." Faith paused a moment. "But when you think about it he's quite the stud. Hell, after Red and me that only leaves Ro, and possibly, if she's drunk enough, maybe he'll get a shot at Ken. Well, maybe Andrew too, but I don't think Xan-man swings that way."

"I'm being serious," Robin said trying not to laugh.

"So am I, you should have heard Andy go on about the damn window at Buffy's house. He's an engineering god according to the dude," Faith quipped.

"Faith," Robin sighed.

"Okay," she began putting her hands up in surrender. "You're worried I'm gonna run off with a former lover so let me break this down into multiple choice – kinda like one of those standardized tests you principal types love."

Robin grinned as he toweled sweat off his face.

"Faith can either A) Hook up with the man who was nothing more than a one night stand. B) Stay with the great guy who doesn't mind she comes in at five am some mornings covered in vamp dust or C) Decide to chuck it ALL away and go back to being a right hand to an evil genius, which isn't all that impossible since I saw an ad in the paper the Presidium ran last week."

Robin's grin grew into a smile. "Oh really?" he teased.

"Yep. They offer full health and dental, too. Just call 1-800-Hell-on-Earth. So…which do you think is the correct answer?" Faith asked.

"I get your point," he answered placing his hands on hers. 
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"Good, and for the record, the correct answer is B." Faith's grin began to disappear and she crawled over Robin's knees to sit in his lap. She reached up and stroked his face gently. "I've never had anything like this before. I've screwed up lots of times in my life and I'll screw this up too, but I just hope it isn't so bad that you'll never forgive me. But I know for a fact it won't have anything to do with Xander."

"Thank you," he nodded. "I needed that."

Faith shrugged. "I've got what I want, Ace. But if you need constant reassurance, it's gonna be a problem," Faith warned. "It's not an ultimative."

"Ultimatum," Robin corrected.

"Whatever," Faith said. "I just want you to know where I stand. No whiny men or green eyed monsters, okay?"

"Consider that monster slayed," he said with a firm nod.

Faith kissed him softly on the lips and moved to the mats. "Okay," she said as she lay on her back and stomped her feet a moment. "My turn."

Robin grinned as he moved to hold Faith's feet so she could begin her work out.

"One," he counted with a smile as she rose toward her knees with a similar expression.
Cut to
Int.
Slayer Quarters – Vacant Area – Same Time

Willow pulled Xander along by the hand, going deeper into the vacant room while pointing with her other.

"Ooo and over there," Willow said excitedly, "we could put more saw-y type stuff or, or maybe a drill press!"

"Now I'm gonna go out on a limb here and say you're just a little bit happy that I plan on staying," he remarked. "Not a lot. Just a little."

Willow slapped him across the chest lightly. "Cut it out. Yes, I'm happy," she said grinning. "And like I said, all this is yours to do what you want. Consider it your Top Secret Slayer Weapons Lab and Workshop." [image: image18.jpg]



Xander paused. "You've been spending far too much time with Andrew."

"Does it show?" Willow asked with a contorted face.

Xander paused again. "Slightly."

"Then you got back just in time to rescue me," Willow said optimistically. "Now you just give me a list of what you need and we can have it here the next day – the Council is gonna pay for it all so get the best 'thing-a-ma-bobs' you need."

"They do have names, Will," he laughed.

"None of which I know but you do," she added. "So call up the suppliers a-and I'll sign the checks. Deal?"

Xander let go of Willow's hand and began to walk around the room, taking it all in. "I'm not sure what to say. Thank you doesn't seem to cover it," he said as he turned back around to face her.

"I love Giles…" Willow said softly.

"Now this is news!" Xander smiled.

"Not that kinda love! I'm trying to make a point here!"

"Sorry, my bad," Xander said with a grin, waving his hand for her to continue.

"I love Giles," she began again with a look that told Xander not to speak yet. "And it's wonderful having him around but…it's not the same. It felt like my family got ripped apart. It was always the four of us, ya know? People came in and out of our lives – some by their choice and others…well, not by choice."

Xander gave her a sad grin but continued to listen.

"I guess what I'm saying is, it's nice, no, it's wonderful actually, to have part of the family back home again."

"That's the real reason I came back," Xander told her. "I was sitting in this bar in Oklahoma and –."

"Not a demon bar, I hope," Willow interrupted. "You promised me you'd –."

"She's in a better place, Will. I know that now. Doesn't make me miss her any less but, it's a comfort to know and one I can't quite explain," Xander told her.

"You don't have to," Willow replied. When Xander didn't say more she motioned toward him, "But please go on."

"Well like I said, I was in this bar. Not a demon bar – just a standard, run of the mill, Garth Brooks, honkey tonk kinda place. Anyway, this trucker was there. He was talking about his family and then asked me, 'Where's your family?' I said Cleveland and that's when it hit me. My family was in Cleveland so why the hell was I tramping all over the country?"

Willow gave him a broad grin.

"Sure," Xander acknowledged with a slight nod, "it was great to see some places I always heard about but after that, what did I really have left? I realized in that dingy bar that what I had was you, and yeah, even Giles. I also needed something where I can make a difference. I'm not a Slayer or a witch but I've never fit better than here," he said pointing at the ground. "And I realized that even though it felt like I lost everything I really didn't. Sure the new eye is great, and again, thanks doesn't cover it but…point is I see now that I still had you guys and as long as you'll want me you'll always have me."

Willow sniffed and rubbed her eyes. "You know we want you here, Xander. We did mean it when we said the door was always open. Of course, if you decide to leave again I might be forced into holding you against your will," she joked.

"As long as that Will is you, I can manage," he answered with a grin.

Willow gave a light snort and smiled.

"You're my best friend," Xander went on. "I spent practically 22 years with you and almost one year without. That one year has been the longest for lots of reasons – but the biggest void that I have control over… it was not having you around." Xander paused and took a breath. "I shoulda come when you asked back in California but…" he added.

"You needed a breather. I get it. And gods know I had a summer in England to prove that a-and poor Giles – geeze the first two weeks…" Willow rolled her eyes. "I was a psychological and neurological disaster. But he rode it out with me – all the nightmares, all the shakes, checking my temperature and feeding me aspirin at four am to keep my fever down so my head wouldn't explode."

"I wanted to be there, Will," Xander said with a twinge of guilt. "But Giles said…"

"I know you did. But he was right. It was better that I spent some time away from the Scooby circle, just like you had to. So I really do get it, Xander. But I'm back now…a-and you're back now. So let's kick a little demon ass, whadda ya say?"

"Lead the way, oh wise Wiccan One," Xander said proudly with a grin.

Cut to
Int.
Slayer Dorms – Evening

Giles, Rowena, Willow and Faith entered one of the larger living areas to see Brell's family watching television.

"I apologize that we didn't arrive here sooner to discuss matters," Giles said as they entered.

Tram turned off the television and nodded to his wife. She motioned for the children to follow her and they obediently went to the next room.

"I'm Mr. Giles," he said offering his hand to Tram. "These are my associates – Rowena and Willow, my fellow Watchers and Faith, our Senior Slayer." [image: image19.jpg]



Tram nodded toward them as Greet closed the door behind her and walked back, taking a seat next to her husband.

"We seem a bit besieged with wayward travelers this week," Giles said conversationally.

"If we started charging rent we could cover the cost of running the Council for the year," Faith quipped.

Rowena just grinned at Faith and waited for Giles to continue.

"Anyway," Giles said scolding Faith with a glare before getting back on topic and turning to Tram. "Can you tell us more about what's happened to you recently?"

"A demon-man, called the Engineer. He tracks us," Tram answered. "We worry that he will find us. He has many demons looking for us but we seem safe here so far," he added.

"I did a magic spell on demons who aren't kin to you," Willow explained. "That means you and your wife can see each other – Brell, too – but if a demon comes they won't see you here. So you can relax. You're safe."

"Brell said you do your best, so thank you. We will help you now if we can," Tram told them.

"What do you know about the Engineer?" Rowena asked.

Tram just nodded as if prepping himself to explain. "Engineer is the Presidium."

All the Council members exchanged confused looks at one another. "Come again?" Giles asked.

Tram looked to his wife as if asking for a translation.

"Repeat answer," she told him.

"Oh, Engineer is the Presidium."

"We were under the assumption that the Presidium was a group of united demons. We've had run-ins, battles I should say, with several different species linked back to this Presidium organization," Giles told him. "We've learned they've awakened the Hellmouth but for what reason we don't know."

"Engineer is demon-man who runs the Presidium," Tram told them. "Understand?"

"Oh, he's like Giles here. He gives orders and others follow them?" Faith piped in.

Tram nodded enthusiastically. "Yes. But he come to our world before he come to yours," Tram added. "Presidium killed many from my world but those not killed got…" Tram turned to his wife again.

"Slaved?" she answered as if not sure she was explaining it correctly to the Watchers.

"You mean your people are now either dead or enslaved?" Willow asked. "Like captured and working for someone else?"

Tram and Greet both nodded. "Our people serve the Presidium or they die," Greet told the room. "We not killed in first invasion. We sent to…work camp…but we escape one night with others from camp. Others die but we keep hiding. Tram spent months searching for port to this world and find it. He take us here."

"Giles," Willow began and turned to him, "If they got through then that means that..."

"The Presidium can get through, too," the Watcher finished.

"No," Tram said, making them both look over at him. "Perhaps some but not full army. Full army very big. Very, very big," Tram said extending his hands. "It would take many years to get them all through space we entered. Port only open for ten beats and only open once in every three cycles of our moon. That's how Brell and cousin Clem got here. We come through and I find Brell. We meet in…" Once more Tram looked over at his wife.

"Food shop – serves sugar on dough. But demons come into shop. Following Tram. Brell and Tram escape but shop broken."

"That donut shop vandalism," Willow remarked to her team. "It happened two days ago."

Tram nodded again. "I ask Brell to stay with him but since demon saw Brell too, he thought it safer for us to come here. Brell family is staying at friends – we stay with Watchers."

"Oh," Willow said sadly. "He could have stayed here, too. Why didn't he tell us?"

"Brell not want to intrude and he think it better that he and I not be close right now. Separate means more safe."

"He's got a point," Faith said, "Split up so it's harder to find you guys."

Tram nodded.

"Is there anything more you might be able to tell us?" Giles asked.

"No," Tram shook his head. "Tram tell you all he know. Presidium…very scary. Very large. Very dangerous."

"So," Willow sighed despondently, "the Earth is in danger…again."

"No," Tram corrected. "Earth is okay. Every creature on it, no."

Silence fell across the room until Faith spoke up.

"Well, it's not all bad," she jibed.

Cut to:
Int.
Study – Night

Giles walked into the study, soon to realize he wasn't alone.

"Oh, Mr. Rosenberg," Giles said, "I'm sorry I haven't had the chance to speak with you much. We've been rather busy as of late."

Ira began to look through the stacks of books. "Impressive library," he said casually.

"Years in the making, I can assure you," Giles answered politely.

Ira looked at Giles a moment, saying nothing. Finally he took a few steps closer.

"Princeton, Harvard, Yale…" He gave a snort and shook his head.

"Excuse me?" Giles asked.

Ira regarded Giles for a moment. "They all wanted her. And we could have sent her. But instead she chose UC Sunnydale. I remember when she got her acceptance to Oxford – she was so excited…you know the first thing she told us?"

Giles shook his head.

"That's where they make Giles's." Ira wore a sad grin and took a seat in the leather chair next to the fireplace. "I kept wondering – I still wonder actually…what went wrong?"

Cut to:
Ext.
Hallway – Same Time

Hearing her father's words through the door Willow stopped and looked up and down the long corridor. It was vacant so she crept closer but didn't go inside.

Cut to:
Int.
Study – Night

Giles ran his hand over his mouth as if unsure if he should approach the subject.

"With all due respect, Mr. Rosenberg," he began diplomatically. "I don't think that anything is wrong with your daughter."

"And you probably wouldn't, but I can connect all these shenanigans over the years back to one thing – you," Ira pointed an accusing finger at Giles.

"Me?" Giles asked with a half chuckle and slightly taken aback.

"Willow was a good girl, a smart and beautiful girl. But sometime during her sophomore year in high school the topic each day of what happened at school was Mr. Giles said this and Mr. Giles said that. Next thing I know she's dating a musician and hanging out at the library constantly, although her grades began to slip."

"She was the salutatorian of the class of 1999," Giles countered.

"She should have been valedictorian," Ira said firmly.

"I'm not sure I see your point," Giles confessed.

"It didn't end there," Ira continued, ignoring Giles. "I remember finding a crucifix hanging in her room and I thought it couldn't get much worse. Silly me, a few months later I found the pentagrams. So here's my Jewish daughter forsaking her heritage, her upbringing and worshipping Pagan gods." [image: image20.jpg]



"Mr. Rosenberg –."

Ira went on. "Sheila told me it was just a phase. Willow had to do some growing and find herself. Things would be different when she started college. She was right. The wannabe rock star cheated on her, just as I had predicted, but the next thing I know she comes home and tells us she's dating a Baptist woman!" Ira began to chuckle glumly before giving a deep sigh.

Giles licked his lips and began rubbing his hands together nervously. "I realize that children don't always live up to their parents' expectations and –."

"Oh really," Ira snorted. "How many children do you have, Mr. Giles?"

"That isn't the point," Giles answered.

"No, I think it is. I think you've had a profound, and unfavorable, influence on my daughter – one that continues to this day. Not to mention you've brought her into a world of danger."

"Willow is a-a resourceful young woman and –."

"So was Tara Maclay, I'd been told. And where is she now?" Ira paused and Giles didn't say anything. After the brief silence Ira went on, "Do you know how we learned of her murder? Willow left us a fifteen second telephone message. She said 'Tara's dead and Giles is taking me to England. I'm not sure if I'll be back but if I can I'll call.' That was it, nothing more. And once again the common denominator was Mr. Giles."

"Willow was grieving horribly at the time. She needed –."

"What?" Ira interrupted. "To be trained as a Pagan even more while she was vulnerable? She comes back after three months overseas and decides that she's devoting herself to her Wiccan life. Hence she forgets that once a woman is born a Jew she remains one until she dies. I thought perhaps after Ms. Maclay's death it would have been a wake up call to her. But instead she plunged even further into this nonsense."

Giles cleared his throat. "You simply don't understand –."

"You're damn right I don't understand!" Ira said darting to his feet and closing the distance between them. "Even to this day she continues to make the wrong choices. She could be teaching anywhere in the world with the marks she had in college. Instead she's still here! With you! Carrying on with women and praying to false gods! So where has my daughter gone, Mr. Giles?" [image: image21.jpg]



Giles's jaw was clenched as he darted forward, coming face to face with Ira.

"Willow hasn't changed! Not one bit! She's still the compassionate, intelligent young woman she's always been. She is beautiful – inside and out. And maybe if you took your nose out of your books and personal affairs long enough you'd realize that!"

"Don't tell me my business!" Ira shouted back.

"Your business should have been spending more time loving your daughter rather than criticizing every step the girl took," Giles countered.

"She is my daughter, not yours!"

Giles ignored Ira's comment and quickly continued.

"You know why she respects my opinion? Because I respect hers. It goes both ways, Mr. Rosenberg. I've given that girl more attention, respect and love than you have in years – dare I say – her entire life. And it's something I don't regret in the least. If you opened your eyes and your narrow mind maybe you'd see that Willow has so much to offer this world. She does it every single day without asking for anything in return."

"You're insane."

"And you're self-centered," Giles said as he stormed toward the door. "Willow is an exceptional human being. I'm honored to know her and I'm blessed to say that she's family."

Giles flung the door open and slammed it shut before Ira could so much as open his mouth.

Cut to:
Ext.
Hallway – Same Time

When Giles stepped out he saw Willow trying to race around the corner.

"Come back here," Giles called out, plunging his hands in his pockets.

"I'm sorry," Willow answered guiltily, slowly turning around and walking back. "I wasn't spying…much."

"How much did you hear?" Giles asked delicately.

"My dad wondering what went wrong? So, in actuality, nothing I haven't heard before," Willow shrugged with a forced grin.

"He's wrong, you realize, a-and I meant what I said," Giles replied softly.

Willow's grin melted into one of sincerity. "I know, Giles and I appreciate it but…"

"But what?" Giles asked with concern. "I didn't want to make things worse for you."

"Oh no, it's not that," Willow reassured him. "He's just kinda set in his ways. Very headstrong and stubborn, so unlike yours truly, huh?" Giles simply smiled. "No, I mean, I don't think it did much good. Just wasted breath, although the sentiment is definitely appreciated."

Giles smiled and put his arm around Willow as the two began to walk.

"Come on," Giles said with a nod, "Let's take a break from Presidium studying, shall we? I'll look for those books after he's gone to bed but for now I say we go to the lounge, have some wine and give your father even more ammunition by claiming I'm turning you into an alcoholic."

Willow walked along and she slipped her arm around Giles's waist.

"You know what Giles?" she asked in a small voice.

"What, dear?"

"The best families are those we make."

Wordlessly they turned the corner.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby staircase – Moments later

Willow and Giles walked downstairs to see someone new tromping their snow covered feet near the doorway. 

"Geez o' petes," she said softly. "Did someone put a vacancy sign out front without our knowledge?"

Giles grinned and walked over to the figure that had their back turned to them. "Can we [image: image22.jpg]


help you?" he asked.

Bonnie lowered her jacket hood.

"I love what you've done with the place," she told the pair with a smile.

Fade Out

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

"Oh hey, Bonnie," Willow said coming over to greet her with a smile. "How have you been?" [image: image23.jpg]



"Good," she nodded. "And I love what you've done here. This place is absolutely gorgeous. If it's not too much trouble, do you think I could stop back by someday and get some photos? I like to do a 'before and after' type of brochure on properties I've sold and you'd make a great addition."

"I suppose so. Now isn't really a good time, though," Willow answered. "My parents are here from out of town and –."

"Oh no, like I said – I wanted to ask first before I came armed with a camera so it's no trouble to stop back," Bonnie assured her. "But I am hoping for a small favor." She grinned sheepishly.

"We'll most certainly help if we can," Giles offered.

"Although I love my BMW it's not really built for this kind of storm. When I nearly got stuck rounding the corner I saw your lights on and thought maybe I might be able to spend the evening here? Just until dawn. I live outside the city and although I don't mind chancing it in the daytime, I really don't want to get stranded after dark. There're just…there are some real weirdos out there at night," she added with a slight chuckle.

Willow and Giles shared a knowing look with each other.

"Yes, I agree," Giles told her. "I don't blame you in the least. I'm sure we might have a vacant dorm room you could use. And you're welcome t-to any food or drink we have here."

"Thanks for the offer," she told him. "But I really just need a place to sleep until morning."

"Okay, let me see to a few things," the witch told her. "If you would, go ahead and have a seat in the lobby a-and I'll come by once we've got a place set up for you."

"Thanks so much," Bonnie told them in a sincere tone. "I really appreciate this."

"No problem," she answered with a smile. "Giles? Wanna give me a hand?"

Once Bonnie's back was turned, Willow pulled Giles around the corner with a tug so hard he nearly lost his footing.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Hallway – Same Time

They casually walked a good distance until Willow quickly turned to Giles with mild hysteria on her face.

"The dorms?" she exclaimed in a hushed voice. "Are you nuts? Brell's family is over there."

"We have nowhere else to put her. Besides, what was I supposed to do? Toss her out in the dead of night?" he said in a rush.

Willow sighed and rubbed her head. "Okay, okay! Just…let me figure this out, all right? I think we should call off study group tonight – there're just far too many people here now so we're not gonna get anything done, especially if we have to start hiding books and shuffling demons around. Besides, we still need to talk to Kennedy tonight."

"Agreed," Giles answered. "We'll pick things up tomorrow after Bonnie departs."

"Okay. Go entertain her and be your charming British self while Andrew and I get her set up. But not too charming. Becca catches you and you're in a mess of trouble. Forgetting a date is one thing but chatting up another blonde could mean a serious world of hurt. Although she's not insecure, you're still dating a girl with guns, Giles."

"Girl with…what?"

"Guns, firepower, spirit. She's not afraid to let it rip so don't get caught is all I'm saying," she said making sure give a firm poke to his chest for good measure. "Now go."

Willow gave Giles a slight push before she jogged around the corner out of sight. Shaking his head, he turned back toward the lobby.

Cut to:
Ext.
Andrew's Apartment – Moments later

"It's the only wing open!" Andrew shrugged at Willow, who stood outside his door. "The rest are filled up with girls or are still under construction. Why couldn't Xander have gotten here two months earlier? He'd have had it done by now."

"Don't tell me what we can't do," Willow told him. "Just tell me what we can do."

"Prayer wouldn't be out of the question," he responded dryly.

Willow sighed.

"What?" Andrew asked. "The other option is to have her sleep in one of the closets. Hey, why can't she stay with you?"

"Becca's already there," Willow told him.

"Oh, right. Well, she is Mr. Giles's girlfriend and in this day and age it wouldn't be –."

Getting more agitated, Willow told him, "Look, just get the dorm room ready and I'll figure something out, okay?"

Andrew watched her leave. With a shrug, he closed his door and followed behind.

Cut to:
Int.
Slayers Dorms – Hallway – Moments Later

"It's not much," Willow told Bonnie as they walked down the hallway. "But it's one of the few areas on this side we have finished. I think it will do for the night."

"That's perfectly fine," Bonnie told her.

"Almost ready," Andrew said as he peeked his head outside the door at their approach. "It's a bit small," he told Bonnie.

"A bed is a bed," she told him. Willow went inside the room and began to help him with the sheets while Bonnie watched from the less crowded hallway.

Cut to:
Int.
Slayer Living Space – Same time

"Andy!" Shaznay said excitedly. She raced over and opened the door, looking into the hallway. She spotted Bonnie and watched as the woman gave her a small wave and grin.

Kennedy raced over and pulled the spawn back in by the collar of her shirt.

"Told you, Sprout," Kennedy whispered. "No going outside."

The girl looked petrified and Kennedy knelt down to her level. "Hey, it's okay. I'm not gonna hurt you or anything."

Shaznay shook her head. "Not you. Evil demon lady here," she said pointing to the closed door.

Kennedy opened the door just in time to see Bonnie walking into the other room. Kennedy closed the door again and handed the copy of The Cat in the Hat to Shaznay.

"Stay here," the Slayer told her. "We'll finish this later."

Cut to:
Int.
Slayer's Dorm – Bonnie's Room – Moments Later

"Hey Will? Can I talk to you?" Kennedy asked as she motioned Willow with a nod of her head. [image: image24.jpg]



"Sure," she replied before turning back to Andrew and Bonnie, "He'll finish getting you set up. Sleep tight and if you need anything give Andrew a call –his extension is by the phone."

With polite nods to each other, Willow closed the door. Kennedy put a finger over her lips and motioned for Willow to follow her.

Cut to:
Int.
End of Slayer Hallway/ Watcher's Council Lobby – Same time

They walked a few paces before Kennedy whispered to Willow. "Cindy Loo Who just caught a glimpse of that woman and called her the evil demon lady."

"Who? Bonnie?" Willow asked, surprised.

Kennedy just nodded.

"Well, she's not a demon. We've got the wards in place against any demons that might enter to harm them and Bonnie walked right in," Willow told her

"Maybe the spawn is mistaken. Either way, we might wanna move the Swiss Family Monsterson to another location tonight. Just to be sure," Kennedy suggested.

Willow gave a frustrated sigh. "You know, for a place this big, you'd figure we'd have more living quarters."

"Yeah, well we didn't expect the Normandy invasion, either. We are a bit filled to the brim right now."

"Okay, why don't you have them round up their blankets and take them to the library? We can lock that door. But go now while Andrew is keeping Bonnie occupied," Willow ordered.

Kennedy nodded and started to head back.

"And Ken," Willow called out, making her stop. "Once you finish would you come see Giles and me in the study?"

"Oh god, what did I do now?"

"Nothing. In fact, you've done a great job lately," Willow assured her. "We've just got some information on your mother so can we meet…" Willow paused and looked at her watch. "Around 11?"

Kennedy gave her an unsure nod before starting to jog away.

Cut to:
Int.
Giles's Living Room – Moments Later

Becca sat reading a book when she looked up to see Giles still poking at the roaring logs in the fireplace.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

He turned around briefly before shuffling the wood again. "Uh, nothing really," he said after turning back around.

"One, that fire isn't going to be any more perfect and two, you're a terrible liar, Rupert," she told him.

He turned back around to see her grinning and he hung the poker on the rack. Taking a seat on the floor next to her chair he wrapped one arm around her leg and rested his chin on her knee. Becca absently began running her fingers lightly through his hair.

"I had somewhat of a nasty confrontation with Mr. Rosenberg and I fear I might have made things worse for Willow," Giles confessed softly.

"What happened?" she asked.

"I found him in the library and tried to be polite but…I couldn't stand there and listen to him run Willow down. I realize she's not what he expected and yes, there have been times when, to say she made an error in judgment is a gross understatement, but…"

"But what?"

"I know people and I know Willow. She's a good person at heart despite anything from her past. She's survived incredible odds and to hear her father dismiss all that she's accomplished by saying she's nothing b-but a misguided young girl…well, suffice it to say, it made me bloody angry."

"So the Ripper came out then?" Becca asked with a grin.

"No, if that had happened he'd have lost some teeth as well," Giles said seriously before cracking a smile.

"Why do I get the impression you're not joking?" she asked.

At first Giles said nothing, just stared at the door across from his line of sight. Finally, he raised his head and looked up to Becca.

"Does that worry you?" he asked. "The fact that I can be, well, violent?"

"As long as I'm not on the receiving end," she told him. "After all, it was your opening of a can of whoop ass on some vampires that made me realize, 'This guy's pretty special'." Becca smiled as she ran her fingertips over his face.

Giles shook his head. "I wouldn't hurt you," he said sincerely.

"That's good because if you did I'd be gone and at this point I'm pretty crazy about you. But I'm not so crazy to stick around should that 'can' open up in my direction. I've lived that way once before and I won't do it again."

"Your husband abused you?" Giles asked, concern on his face.

"Yeah," she told him. "Things started to get tense when we learned I couldn't have kids. We were both hurting. I loved kids too and wanted to adopt but he wanted his 'own' kids. In hindsight, I should have left at that point but I stuck around. Then one night a fight escalated and he slapped me. I got the standard 'I'm sorry it won't happen again' speech. I wasn't about to throw away 8 years because of one slap. I knew we were under stress so I did what any responsible wife would do. I believed him. I took him at his word."

Becca swirled the brandy around in her snifter before taking a sip and then continued. "But the second time it happened I knew…same situation, same speech. So I went to bed, waited for him to go to work the next morning, threw all his stuff out on the lawn and changed the locks." Becca began to chuckle slightly and Giles looked at her with a confused expression. "I even made a sign that I put in the front yard for all the neighbors to see."

"What did it say?" Giles asked.

"'Wifebeater no longer welcome here. Call attorney John Harrod for more information.' I even left the phone number," she laughed. "So there sat everything he owned – his clothes, his 'toys', his tools – everything scattered around this public service announcement in our front yard. Needless to say, I got the house – he didn't want to live in the neighborhood anymore."

"I'd imagine not." Giles grinned proudly.

"Does that scare you?" Becca asked, repeating his earlier question. "I'm not a psycho demanding girlfriend. If it doesn't work out you won't find any boiling rabbits on the stove, I promise. But when I'm pushed, I'll find a way to fight back."

Giles kissed her knee and looked back up at her. "Girl with guns," he muttered. "And no, it doesn't worry me. I would never give you a reason to fight back."

Becca set the brandy down on the table next to her and leaned over to give Giles a gentle kiss. She returned to him again with more assurance in the second kiss. By the third she had her fingers tangled in his hair at his temples.

A knock at the front door pulled them apart and Becca began to grin.

"Saved by the bell," she joked.

With a ragged sigh Giles rose to his feet and walked over to answer it. As he opened the door he saw Willow there.

"Hi Giles," she announced. "Hope I'm not interrupting anything."

"Actually, you are but thank you," he told her. "I made promises I'm finding difficult to keep." He shook his head to clear his mind. "Bonnie all settled in?"

"Yeah, I got more news on that later but…I told Kennedy to meet us in the study if that's okay?"

"Oh certainly, I'll be right there."

Willow nodded and headed off as Giles closed the door again.

"I need to speak with Kennedy," he told Becca. "But you're welcome t-to stay as long as you want and –."

"Difficult to keep, huh?" It was the only thing Becca said. 

Giles grinned sheepishly. "I said I was a man of my word but I'm still a man just the [image: image25.jpg]


same."

Becca rose and walked over to the door where Giles still stood. "Yes, you certainly are," she told him, giving him a light kiss. "I'll be here when you get back," she added, giving him another kiss. That kiss led to two more and she pulled away. "Or maybe I won't," she chuckled. "I think I'm tempting fate here."

"Well if I return and don't find you I'll call to Willow's room, if that's all right," Giles offered.

"Checkin' up on me?"

"If that's all right, as I said."

Becca gave him a smile and opened the door. "It's more than all right." She kissed him again and soon it lead to another. "Okay," Becca said as she pulled back and gave him a gentle push outside. "You better go now."

Giles just smiled and began to walk down the hallway as Becca closed the door.

Cut to:
Int.
Watcher's Council Study – Moments later

Willow and Giles both walked in and Kennedy immediately moved to her feet.

"It's bad, isn't it?" she asked.

Willow and Giles looked at each other. Giles turned to Kennedy and opened and closed his mouth. "I-I'm not sure how to begin," he finally told her, "but your birth mother is deceased, Kennedy."

Kennedy pursed her lips and gave a nod. "Anything else?" she asked, acting as if she was ready to leave at any moment.

"Let's sit down," Giles said as he motioned to the sofa.

He sat next to Kennedy while Willow took the chair across from them.

"I did a lot of checking," Willow told her. "When you mentioned your mother's name I recognized it. I didn't say anything then because I wanted to be sure and after going over all the records a-and searching…"

"You knew my mother?" Kennedy asked after Willow trailed off. [image: image26.jpg]



"We knew Janna by the name of Jenny Calendar. She was my computer teacher at Sunnydale High and Giles –."

"What? You killed her?" Kennedy asked the elder Watcher.

"No!" Willow and Giles both said at the same time.

"No," Giles continued, "I-I dated her while she was there. She knew about my Watcher activities and even helped us from time to time with her techno-pagan skills as she called them."

"Techno-pagan? She was a computer witch?" Kennedy asked and looked to Willow.

The redhead nodded. "She was one of us…a Scooby," Willow said. "Jenny was the one who inspired me to learn magic."

Kennedy began to smirk. "Oh, you gotta love irony, huh?" she asked the room. "Oh boy," she muttered in a deep sigh.

Willow cleared her throat. "I still have some of her journals and spells on disc. I didn't bring them with me but if you'd like to see them I'd be happy bring them over. Not pushing here, just offering," Willow added.

Kennedy didn't say anything and Willow handed Giles her yearbook.

"We have a picture of her here," he told Kennedy. "If you'd like to see it you can but if not, that's all right, too. We just didn't want to bombard you with all of this," Giles said sympathetically. "So if you'd rather not –."

"Lemme see." Kennedy nodded toward the book.

"Are you sure?" Giles asked.

Kennedy just nodded. Giles opened the page to the yellow sticky note that was hanging outside and handed the book over to Kennedy. He pointed. "That's Jenny," he said softly.

"I kinda look like her," Kennedy replied. She stared a moment later then closed the book and handed it to Giles. "How did she die? Hellmouthy stuff or –."

"A vampire," Willow told her.

"But Buffy tracked him and killed him," Giles added.

"Did Buffy kill my mother?" Kennedy asked. "I mean, did she get 'vamped'?"

"No," Willow answered. "She wasn't turned."

Kennedy glanced at Giles. "You dated her?"

"I loved her," Giles said simply, but with emotion. "When she died…she took a part of my soul with her. I was devastated and so crazy with grief I nearly got myself killed going after her murderer. Buffy…Buffy saved my life and reminded me why I needed to go on living. It hasn't been easy, but to this day I still miss Jenny."

Kennedy looked at the yearbook that sat in Giles's lap as she spoke. "Is there anything else or is that pretty much it?"

Giles reached over and raised Kennedy's chin. "Are you okay?" he asked. "I'm sure this comes as a surprise and –."

"No, I'm okay. It's cool."

"I know stoic Slayers," Giles said with a slight grin. "You can come to us if you need help or want to learn anything further."

Kennedy just gave a nod. "No, I'm okay, really, but," she then turned to Willow. "I would like a copy of those files. I don't know if I'll read them but…yeah, I'd like them just in case."

"Oh absolutely," Willow told her. "I'll bring them over to you tonight."

Kennedy simply nodded and got to her feet. "Well, thanks for being the bearer of bad news."

"I'm sorry," Giles said quickly as he moved to his feet. Willow followed shortly after.

"No," Kennedy said shaking her head. "That came out the wrong way. I'm sure you guys had a heck of a time trying to figure out what to say so really, thank you for letting me know. That's all I meant."

When no one said anything more, Kennedy nodded toward the door. "I'm gonna head back to the dorms, if that's okay?"

"Certainly," Giles said, stepping out of her path.

"And I'll bring those discs Ken," Willow added.

She simply nodded and with shoulders slumped, walked from the room.

"Oh boy, Giles," Willow said after a brief silence. "There's Ken who will never meet her mom and then me that can't seem to spend more than an hour with my own. Kinda makes me feel like…I don't know…a deadbeat child or something."

"Yes, I could see how you might think that but a wise woman once told me something," Giles said.

"What's that?" she asked.

"The best families are those we make."

Willow grinned as Giles handed back her yearbook.

Cut to:
Int.
Kennedy's Apartment – Later that night

"Hey Will," Kennedy said as she opened her door.

"Now, how did you know it was me?" Willow asked with a small grin.

"Who else would be here at midnight? Actually, don't answer that – I know I haven't had the best track record lately," she said with a grin and opened the door wider. "Come on in. Is that the stuff?"

"Yeah," Willow told her as she walked deeper inside the apartment and Kennedy closed the door behind her. "I brought my yearbook too, ya know, just in case you wanted to see it again."

"Thanks," Kennedy told her. "You got a few minutes?" she asked.

"Sure thing," Willow told her, trying to sound optimistic.

Kennedy walked back toward the sofa, "You know the last hour or so I've been sitting here and…"

Kennedy looked reluctant to go on but didn't say anything. "It's okay," Willow coached. [image: image27.jpg]



Kennedy licked her lips and took a deep breath. "I keep wondering…why did she give me up? It was like I wasn't important enough to keep around or even remember. I mean, she never even mentioned me to you guys, did she?"

"Kennedy," Willow began, placing her hands on top of her ex-girlfriend's hands. "I have no doubt that she did it because she wanted to keep you safe and give you a better life."

"What makes you so sure?" Kennedy asked.

"Because if it wasn't for her I'd be sitting at the bottom of the Sunnydale Hellmouth right now."

Kennedy looked bewildered. "I don't understand."

Willow settled into the sofa and turned to face her. "When the Master tried to rise, that first year we met Buffy," she added in explanation, "Giles, Jenny and I were in the library, right on top of the Hellmouth, and we didn't even know it. When it opened, I almost got sucked down but Jenny grabbed me and she held on for dear life. I had bruises for over a month because of the grip she had on me. Anyone who'd be willing to do that, risk her own life to save someone else's, then she isn't someone who just walks away from a child because a kid doesn't fit in her schedule." Willow paused. "I can't convince you. Only you can choose to believe in the end but I-I really believe that she thought she was doing the right thing by not interfering in your life."

"Yeah," Kennedy snorted. "A life where my step-family treated me like an outsider with a dad I rarely saw because his business was more important. Sure, the money was great but…even that came with a price."

"Well, we weren't rich enough to have wings on our house," Willow said with a smirk. "We were well off, and yeah, I rarely saw my dad. In fact, I didn't see my mom much, either."

"Who took care of you then?" Kennedy asked.

"After I turned thirteen I took care of myself, but before then the Harris's. That's how I met Xander. His mom used to baby-sit me while my mom was at the university. And I practically lived there during the summers when my folks were away for one reason or another."

"I thought you guys just went to school together," Kennedy remarked. "I didn't know you really did go that far back."

Willow just shrugged. "We weren't always best friends during that time but we were friends. We got closer in middle school and then after the Scooby stuff when things got really intense, Xander was pretty much my rock. You know, somebody who I could turn to no matter what and he'd love me anyway. So that's why I had already made up my mind, about the spell I mean. I honestly wasn't trying to hurt you."

"I see that, Will, but you know, maybe if you'd told me these things before, my whole perspective on it might have been different."

"Maybe if you seemed more interested in talking to me than making out with me I would have," Willow countered.

Kennedy grinned and nodded her head. "Point taken."

A small silence passed between them and Kennedy opened the yearbook with a smirk. "Anyway, let's see if we can find Miss Rosenberg in here."

"Oh no you don't," Willow said reaching for the book. "I think I'll just scan Jenny's page instead of leaving the whole book."

Kennedy moved out of the way and continued to flip through the pages. "Class of 97," she said before flipping a few more pages. "Class of 98."

Willow nearly tackled Kennedy and the Slayer laughed while using her elbow to keep Willow far enough away from the book as she continued trying to turn the pages.

"Here we are – 99. Rawling, Robinson, Rosenberg…Ah ha!"

Willow gave up and sat back down on the couch as Kennedy righted herself, looking at the page with a full-toothed smile.

"Oh, my gosh," Kennedy muttered.

"Yes, I was a total spaz. Are you happy now?" Willow said with a blush. She took the book back and closed it with a snap.

"Hey! Gimme that," Kennedy said snatching it back and opening the page again, looking at the picture. "You were a sweetheart back then, too," she said affectionately.

"Yeah, a real guy magnet in my bibs," Willow replied dryly.

"Well, you do have a kinda soft, very soft, butch appeal," Kennedy retorted.

"I shoulda known back then, huh?" Willow chuckled.

Kennedy laughed too and looked at the picture a bit longer. Her fingers lightly traced the photo.

"A little goddess in the making," she whispered before turning to smile at Willow.

Willow looked appreciatively at Kennedy for a moment as the Slayer went back to study the picture. The witch then licked her lips nervously.

"I will say one thing," Willow remarked.

"What's that?" Kennedy asked, closing the book and resting it on her lap, focusing her attention back on Willow.

"You always manage to surprise me," Willow replied with a growing smile.

"That's not always so bad, is it?" Kennedy asked with a smoky tone to her voice. [image: image28.jpg]



The smile slowly melted from Willow's face as she shook her head. The longer she looked at Kennedy the more serious she seemed to become. Kennedy leaned closer and closed the distance between them, kissing Willow softly on the lips. Kennedy pulled away only a hair's breadth when she felt Willow lean closer, reconnecting. After a few moments of tentatively nibbling on Willow's lips, Kennedy pulled Willow closer by capturing the back of her head.

The yearbook, forgotten, fell to the floor.

Fade to Black

