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Rosenberg Guest Suite – Night

Ira Rosenberg looked at the storm still swirling outside the window. 

"Come to bed, dear," Shelia called out from the bed where she sat under the comforter.

Ira continued to watch the storm, not turning around. "Where did we go wrong with her?" he asked softly.

Shelia looked reluctant to say anything and stayed quiet.

"Maybe we should start searching for other schools where she can teach," Ira told his wife, "Places she can put her application in. I'm sure they'd hire her. Or maybe we can get her into a graduate school instead. I'll pay for it – won't cost her a dime."

"Willow seems happy where she's at now," Shelia offered.

Ira shook his head but still didn't turn around to face his wife. "She's just a silly girl."

"She's a grown woman," Shelia countered.

"That's debatable. I don't think she's figured out what she wants to do with her life. It can't possibly be this – illusions that she can control the elements, that she has some power to help people. That magic stuff is just a bunch of hogwash."

"In all fairness, she did know something bad was going to happen before the Sunnydale earthquake and called to make sure we were still going to be in New York. How do you explain that?" Sheila asked.

"Coincidence," Ira grumbled, looking back out the window. "And a damn shame because it only perpetuates this myth she's created in her mind. This wasn't the life I wanted for her. And what if the press gets wind of it? I can just see the headlines now…Family of Notorious Spy Accused of Witchcraft. We've done everything we could to shield her from that, Sheila. We moved to a small town and we've lived fairly obscure lives just to keep the press off our backs. Willow deserves better. Everything was for her."

Shelia paused a moment and then asked, "Remember how your father took it when you changed majors in college?"

Ira turned around and faced her. "That was different."

"Why?"

Ira turned back around again to watch the falling snow. "Because I simply changed my professional goals. I didn't enjoy accounting as much as I enjoyed psychology. I didn't walk away from my duties and responsibilities of marrying and becoming a father. And I didn't walk away from God."

"No," Shelia tells him. "But I also remember how your father took it when he realized you wouldn't be taking over his firm like he had always planned. You two didn't speak to each other for years and, in fact, it wasn't until –."

"I know," Ira tells her cutting her off and looking over his shoulder at her.

"Do you really want to be like your father? You said that was something you always wanted to avoid."

Ira turned back to look out the window and concentrated on the storm for a moment. "I'll offer her grad school," he finally muttered, his face set in its resolve.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – Early Morning

Xander entered the kitchen and his eyebrows rose in surprise when he saw the coffee pot filled and hot. He turned at the sound of a chuckle and found Rowena sitting by herself at the table in the corner, a steaming cup of coffee in front of her and her laptop humming quietly on the table.

He smiled as he grabbed a mug and filled it. Taking the creamer from the refrigerator, he made his way over to the table.

"Mind if I have a seat?" he asked.

"No, it's okay," Rowena answered.

"You're up early," he said and sat across from her. "If it still wasn't snowing, it would just barely be getting light."

Rowena nodded. "I enjoy the peace and quiet before this place turns into a madhouse," she explained. "It's a good time to work on my personal journal without distraction."

"You have your own apartment, don't you?" Xander said as he sipped his coffee. The expression on his face showed his appreciation for its taste.

"Oh sure," she said. "But I find it can get kind of lonely. Madhouses aside, I like listening to the Council coming alive every day. It reminds me that there is a Council to greet each day." Rowena paused and looked at Xander curiously. "What about you? You're up early? Andrew snore or something?"

"Nah," Xander laughed. "Just wanted to get started planning my workroom. I've been playing around with the idea of a multi-shot crossbow for a while now and I'm antsy to get started on the proto-type."

"Crossbow?" Rowena said, apparently interested.

"Buffy loved using the crossbow, but was limited to one shot at a time," he said. "I got the idea playing Diablo II, but don't tell Giles that. With the right machinery, I'm sure I can manage it and Willow's promised me whatever I need."

"Sounds exciting," Rowena said. "I look forward to trying it out. And anything that gives the Slayers an edge will benefit the Council so I'm glad you're here to assist us." Rowena paused a moment and took a sip of her coffee. "Willow's missed you a great deal I think."

"You don't say?"

Rowena nodded. "I could hear it in her voice when she talked about you. So I'm glad you decided to come back, Xander."

"It's good to be back." He smiled broadly, matching the expression that Rowena wore.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Willow's Bedroom – Next Morning

Becca woke up on the sofa and rubbed her neck as she moved to a sitting position. The television was still on so she turned it off with a click and looked around the apartment with an inquisitive expression.

She got up and walked to the kitchen. With the push of a button she started the coffee pot and glanced at the wall clock that read five after eight. Quietly she walked toward Willow's door and knocked gently.

"Will?" she called out softly.

Not getting an answer she pushed the open door a little wider and peeked inside to see Willow's bed already made.

Pursing her lips she walked over to the phone and dialed. [image: image2.jpg]



"Hope I didn't wake you," she began. "Someday, I promise." She grinned. "Maybe it's nothing, Rupert, and maybe she's been in and out already, but I didn't hear Willow come home last night…no, I figured she'd wake me or I'd hear her but I woke up on the sofa…I'm sure she's okay too but I just thought I should mention it…sure, can you give me a half-hour to jump in the shower? Okay, I'll meet you there. Bye, Sweetie."

Becca hung up the phone. "I just called him Sweetie," she said a bit surprised before a silly grin came to her face.

Cut to
Int.
Kennedy's Bedroom – Same time [image: image3.jpg]



Willow slowly opened her eyes and looked around the room without her head leaving the pillow. She suddenly felt an arm drape over her midsection. She looked down to see she was nude under the mix of blankets and slowly she turned over, coming face to face with Kennedy.

Slowly the Slayer's eyes opened and a slight grin appeared on her face.

"Mornin'," the brunette said softly.

"Ehh." It was the only sound Willow managed to croak out as she tried to keep her faux grin in place.

Fade Out

Act One
Guest Starring:
Jordan Baker as Sheila Rosenberg, Sam Waterston as Ira Rosenberg, Thora Birch as Tracey, Lexa Doig as Greet and Brent Spiner as Tram. 

Fade In
Int.
Kennedy's Bedroom – Morning

Kennedy sat up and rolled her shoulders, moving her neck from side to side. She turned to see Willow gripping the top of the sheet, holding it protectively up to her shoulders.

"Uh oh." Kennedy grinned. "You've got 'morning after, oh god what have I done' comin' off of you in waves, Will."

Kennedy slipped from the bed with a smirk and Willow quickly averted her eyes from the Slayer's naked body. Kennedy walked to the dresser and she tossed on a t-shirt and a pair of boxers before grabbing another shirt and returning to the bed.

Kennedy handed Willow the t-shirt. Although Willow took it she didn't move or say anything.

"You gonna put that on?" Kennedy asked. When Willow looked away bashfully Kennedy sighed and turned around. "Okay, you're safe now." Willow pulled the shirt over her head and when Kennedy could hear the witch was finished she turned around. "Are you going to say anything this morning? I mean we talked last night and I don't expect anything more."

"No," Willow said and then cleared her throat. "I just…yeah, I'm a little freaked."

"Well, let's go get some breakfast," Kennedy offered.

"I'm really not hungry," Willow told her.

"You gotta eat, Willow."

"I don't feel like eating right now," Willow insisted.

"Yeah but –."

"No yeahbuts," Willow told her. She pursed her lips. "This is why," she said, motioning her hand between them. "This is why it isn't going to work," she said sadly.

"Because you don't like breakfast?" Ken asked, her face showing her confusion.

"Because everything is a challenge or a fight."

"I'm not fighting," Kennedy countered.

"Yes you are," Willow replied insistently. "I don't want to eat." [image: image4.jpg]



"Okay, then don't eat!" Kennedy said throwing her hands up in the air. After a few moments of silence Kennedy spoke again. "I get the feeling, though, that this isn't about not wanting food. It's about the company."

"That's not true," Willow told her before she added in a mutter, "entirely."

Kennedy smiled and reached over, taking Willow's hands.

"Hey…we agreed last night, this was a one time thing only. It wasn't going to happen again and we both needed closure. That's it. Nothing more. I'm okay with that Willow, really. So don't think that I'm going to expect anything." Kennedy reached up and pushed Willow's hair behind her ear. "I'm grateful for last night but I know now…you've got stuff to figure out so don't go worrying that I'm gonna start making demands on you or…wanting things that you can't give," Kennedy told her sincerely.

Willow looked tense but nodded just the same.

"Now, let's go to breakfast," Kennedy replied as she held up a finger to prevent a retort. "I'm hungry so I'll eat and you can just sit and watch me. How's that? We agreed that this morning, after we walk out that door, we'll work on being friends, right?"

Slowly a grin came to Willow's face and she nodded. "Before we walk out though…can I kiss you?"

Kennedy began to grin wider and leaned over. "As if I would refuse."

Softly their lips met and Kennedy pulled away slowly. "Thank you for giving me one more night and thank you for explaining it all," she said above a whisper. "I truly mean that."

"Thank you for listening," Willow replied, "…About everything."

Cut to
Int.
Slayer's Dorms – Bonnie's Room – Morning

Bonnie paced in the small space of the dorm room as a voice on the other end of her cell phone answered. 

"Speak," the gruff introduction came over.

"They're here," she said.
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"Are you sure?"

"Yes. I saw them with my own eyes, Larmin," she replied, formally addressing the Engineer's top minion. "Well, I saw one of the spawn anyway – she seemed quite cozy, like they've been here a while."

"We've had essence demons surveying the area," the voice said.

"Odds are the Watchers saw that coming and had their witch put up a demon block. Guess you're lucky to have an inferior human in the ranks who's impervious," Bonnie said with a chuckle.

"If what you say is true, is it too late to do anything?"

Bonnie rolled her shoulders. "Well, I'm the middle man and not the hit man," she pointed out. "Besides, by eliminating them I would pretty much kill my chances of getting inside the Council again. I think it's best I play it as I have and leave within the hour. Send some of your boys to case the place and see if they make a move."

"Agreed," the voice said. "Your presence there might be required in the future. Best not to raise suspicion. Thank you, Bonnie. Yet again you have succeeded where others have failed."

"Happy you're pleased. Now let me finish up here and I'll report back later today."

"Until then," he replied.

"Yes Sir," she answered before shutting off the phone with a snap.

Cut to
Int.
Dining Room – Morning

Willow and Kennedy entered the dining hall chatting with each other. All eyes at the long table near the entrance turned toward them. The sound of silence quickly enveloped the room, except for Andrew dropping his fork on his plate.

"Oh God, it's true!" he exclaimed. "You two really are back together?"

Willow looked at Kennedy who, in turn, looked at Andrew.

"Well, no," the Slayer told him. "Not that it's anyone's business but Willow and I spent the night together…talking…and other stuff," she added in a mumble.

Faith snorted before stuffing her mouth with scrambled eggs while Rowena gave both Willow and Kennedy an appraising eye as they sat down next to each other. Rowena slid her chair out from the table and motioned to Willow.

"May I have a word with you?" the Watcher asked the witch.

Not waiting for an answer Rowena stood up and walked out into the hallway. Willow looked around the table for a moment as if looking for support. Everyone else quickly went back to eating without saying a word. She rose at that point and followed Rowena.

"What's up?" Willow asked casually.

Rowena folded her arms across her chest. "What in the world are you doing?"

"Excuse me?" Willow asked, her eyes widening in surprise.

"Kennedy," Rowena sighed, pointing back into the dining hall. "That girl has been through hell lately. I-I'm just getting to the point where I can speak to her without her thinking I have some ulterior motive and for what? So you can confuse her all over again?"

"Why should you care? I don't think that's any of your business," Willow countered.

"The hell it's not," Rowena hissed, trying to keep her voice low. "Didn't you just give me 'the slayer is a person' speech not more than a week ago? This will affect what happens to her out in the field, Willow. As her Watcher I'm duty bound to tell you what I think. And you, your flip flopping back and forth, is going –."

"We're not back together and it's her choice," Willow answered, cutting Rowena's rant short.

"But she just said you two–."

"And she didn't lie. We talked and, yes, there was some…physical goings-on, but…it's over. It was a clean break this time and I think that's what she needed. A-and it was something I needed, too. Besides, I was stressed out about my parents. She was feeling stressed over the fact I knew her birth mother better than she did and –."

Rowena closed her eyes and began to wave her hands. "Hold up," she said opening her eyes again. "Birth mother?"

"I figured out that Jenny Calendar was Kennedy's birth mother, so last night, Giles and I talked to Kennedy –."

"Wait!" Rowena held up her hand to stop Willow. "Jenny Calendar, from Giles's journals, was Kennedy's mother?"

"Uh, yeah," Willow said, her face pained at Rowena's expression.

Rowena took a moment to absorb the information. "And where was I when all of this was going on?" Rowena finally asked, her voice strained.

Willow paused and then uttered, "Oops."

Rowena released a sigh. "Wait here." She then walked to the doorway and peeked around the corner.

"Mr. Giles, may I have a word with you?" she asked in a demanding tone that left no room for challenge.

"Uh oh," Becca muttered before taking a drink of orange juice.

"Sounds like someone's in trouble," Faith said with a grin to Becca.

Giles wiped his mouth. "Excuse me," he told the table before walking out to find Rowena standing next to Willow and wearing a scowl.

"It's been brought to my attention that my Slayer's parentage came up," Rowena told him. "It's also been made clear to me by Ms. Rosenberg that the two of you discussed this information with Kennedy before informing me of it first."

"I didn't feel it was the Council's business, Ms. Allister," Giles said sternly.

"Okay, let's cut the formality," Rowena sighed in frustration before slapping Giles's chest with the back of her hand. "How could you? Both of you! With something this sensitive you should have consulted me. It wouldn't surprise me if Kennedy hops the first plane to L.A. to even the score with Angel. Or did the both of you forget that he was the one who killed her mother!"

Giles's eyes darkened dangerously and Willow spoke up before he could. "Look," she began and Rowena turned in her direction. "We kinda omitted that part, just a little." [image: image6.jpg]



"So you lied to her?" Rowena asked.

"No, we…" Giles paused as if considering what to say, "We told her that her mother was killed by a vampire and that Buffy slayed him, which is the truth."

"Exactly," Willow added. "Of course we didn't add the part that he got sent to a hell dimension and returned to being a good guy again but…you know…it didn't seem…relevant."

"Not relevant or too relevant?" Rowena asked the pair. "Did either of you consider what happens when she finds out you didn't tell her the whole truth?" Willow and Giles looked at each other and took a sudden interest in their shoes, trying to avoid eye contact with Rowena. "Oh boy," the blonde muttered. "Is there anything else I should know about last night?"

"No, I think that about covers it," Willow told her.

"If you remember anything that might be of importance, or do another end sweep around me –."

"That's not what it was," Willow insisted.

Her comment was lost when Rowena continued to talk, ignoring her and finishing with, "…by all means, inform me."

Giles and Willow looked at each other as Rowena began to walk up the hallway in the opposite direction.

"Aren't you going to finish breakfast?" Willow called out to Rowena's turned back.

"Tell Andrew I lost my appetite," she replied without facing them. She stormed out the double doors at the hallway's end.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Slayer's Training Quarters – Later that same morning

Kennedy peeked her head inside the shooting range to find Rowena reloading a crossbow and taking aim. She fired but she missed the bulls-eye and shook her head in frustration.

"You're holding it wrong," Kennedy called out. [image: image7.jpg]



Rowena turned sharply toward the noise. "Sorry, I didn't hear you come in," she said as Kennedy made her way down the steps.

"Mind if I show my Watcher a thing or two?" Kennedy asked with a smirk.

"By all means," Rowena said, handing the crossbow over to Kennedy as she walked to the target and began to remove the practice bolts.

Kennedy watched as Rowena violently pulled the projectiles from the rubber backing in the wall.

"I sense a bit of tension here," the Slayer ventured calling out across the space between them.

Rowena let out a ragged sigh as she walked back over. "Yeah, just a little."

"Well, it's my life, you know? I can sleep with who I want," Kennedy countered, anticipating what had Rowena upset.

"It's not just that and I do realize it's your life," Rowena answered, trying to sound diplomatic.

"I feel a 'but' coming on," Kennedy responded with a slight grin as she took one of the bolts and reloaded the weapon.

Rowena cracked a small grin too and shook her head. "You don't seem too upset about, you know…a one night stand with Willow."

"No, I'm not upset," Kennedy answered. "But you seem to be. Care to share since we're all with the touchy-feely right now?"

Rowena gave a slight chuckle at Kennedy's comment before turning more serious. "I don't want Willow to hurt you again. And there's a part of me that doesn't want her to get hurt either. Regardless of what you might think, I do respect you both."

Kennedy snorted, "Hmm, I'm touched."

"No, honestly," Rowena answered. "I know you probably don't believe it but…I lost one Slayer and I don't want to lose another one. You were reckless after the first break up and after what transpired yesterday I'm…"

"Concerned I'll get unruly and out of control? Leave the girls hangin' on patrol? Get sucked by a vamp?" Kennedy shot out at a rapid pace.

Rowena shrugged. "Yeah, all of the above."

"Been there, done that, over it," Kennedy told her. "Besides, what happened with me and Willow last night it…it was a letting go more than anything. We both needed comfort, we both needed to…express ourselves…physically, so we did. And now I realize something I didn't before."

"Which is?"

"Willow does love me," Kennedy answered with a sad grin, "but she loves the memory of Tara more. And as much as one part of my brain thinks I should be angry, the other part…it really feels for Willow. I thought if I showered her with attention and affection I could make it all go away but, I was wrong and this is something she has to do on her own. But last night…it was like she really let me in for the first time and by doing that I could let go. That doesn't make any sense, does it?"

"Sorry, not a lick." Rowena shrugged.

Kennedy chuckled. "I probably wouldn't have understood it either if it hadn't happened to me but…Willow loves me. She wants me in her life. But she can't give all of herself to me because we just don't fit. Add to that the fact she's not quite sure that she can fully move on and it makes us kinda doomed as a couple. And now that I've had time to get over being mad about it, I understand what she means when she says she left because she does love me. She wants me to find someone who will let me inside her soul. It's kinda like a puzzle," Kennedy rationalized.

"A puzzle?"

"Yeah. Have you ever put a puzzle together and you've got only two pieces left? Both look almost identical but the first piece you try just doesn't quite fit. It's got all the same edges almost but it's just not a match. You can always shove it in that space and try to make it fit but it never truly does. Tara left behind an empty space inside Willow that I just can't fill. And I can push and prod and wiggle my way inside but in the end it's still going to be 'off' and the puzzle will never be finished."

"So things are okay then?" Rowena asked. "You're alright with not being the missing piece?"

Kennedy considered the question for a moment. "Yeah, I am." She nodded. "In fact I'm better than alright because I get it now. It wasn't me – it was about 'us'. I don't want to shove myself into someone's life. I want to slide in and just connect so all the pieces can come together and the only way that's going to happen is if she feels the same way as I do. Willow doesn't but…but that's okay because I see now that she's got things she's been dealing with, things that, as much as I'd like to help her with, I can't. So I had to make a choice – accept the loss of a lover and keep a friend or grow to be a bitter, old woman. I realized I'd rather keep my friend."

Rowena began to smile. "That's very mature of you, Kennedy." She paused a moment and then took a deep breath. "And how are you feeling about the news of your mother?"

Kennedy sighed and gave her classic shrug. "I never knew her," she began. "So it's not like I've lost anything that I had before. But…"

"But…?" Rowena prompted.

"I'm glad I found out," she said, looking up at the Watcher. "She had dedicated her life to the same fight that I have, so I feel we have something in common. I'm…I'm proud of her, you know?"

"Yeah," Rowena said softly. "You've come a long way, Kennedy. I'm proud of you."

Kennedy chuckled slightly. "Does that mean I get my Watchers gold star for the day?"

Rowena nodded toward the target ahead. "Gotta hit the bulls-eye first," Rowena teased.

Kennedy casually held the crossbow up and fired at the target about 500 feet away, hitting the red center. "Lay it on me, Baby."

Rowena looked slack jawed at the target and then at Kennedy. "Damn," she muttered.

Kennedy reloaded the crossbow and handed it over to the Watcher. She stepped behind Rowena, leading her arms and putting the butt up to the Watcher's shoulder. Practically cheek-to-cheek Kennedy whispered near Rowena's ear. 

"Keep it steady," the Slayer told her as she tightened her grip on the Watcher's wrist that held the stock. "Take your time to set your sights. Now squeeze," she told her.

Rowena pulled the trigger and although the bolt didn't hit the target as dead on as Kennedy's had it was much closer [image: image8.jpg]


than her original shot.

"Okay," Rowena said pulling away and turning around. "We have to try that again. How did you learn to shoot like that?"

Kennedy shrugged. "My Watcher. He was good but I was always better. Well, except for one time when I shot him in the butt," she remembered.

"You shot your Watcher?"

"It was an accident," Kennedy insisted. "I was nine and he stepped in front of the target as I was reloading. The bolt kinda got away and boom, there he was, face first, ass in the air. Feathers kinda made him look like a chicken." Kennedy and Rowena both began to chuckle. "I think what really pissed him off was the clucking noise I'd make every time after that when he brought out the crossbow to practice. He'd get that Watcher look – you know the look because you do it too – but I could also see him trying to hold back a smile."

Rowena began to laugh. "Promise me, no poultry noises of any kind should I meet a similar fate."

Kennedy shook her head. "Nah, I don't like to make promises I can't keep." Kennedy grinned but the smile began to fade. Sensing the Slayer's mood shift Rowena didn't say anything and instead just waited. "I really miss him sometimes," Kennedy added quietly. "And I wonder if he knew…I mean…I gave him so much grief over all the exercises, all the training he put me through but…I think he's the reason that I'm still here. And I never got the chance to say thank you…And I never got the chance to save him."

Rowena gently touched Kennedy's arm. "I think he knows how you feel. And if not, you just told him."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Slayer Kitchen – Later that Morning

Tram's family sat in the kitchen with Andrew, finishing off their breakfast, when they heard voices down the hall.

"Oh, your daughter goes to school here?" Andrew heard a female voice ask someone.

"No she's a teacher – Willow Rosenberg," Sheila answered.

Andrew darted up and began to shuffle the demons toward the other exit when Tracy walked inside, talking as she entered.

"I left early today Andrew so I would make it here on…" Tracy stopped mid-sentence and saw the family trying to hide behind Andrew and failing. "Okay, this cannot be another costume party," she accused as she pointed to the family. "What is going on?"

Hearing the door on the other side open, they all turned to see Bonnie, Sheila and Ira standing in the other doorway. Upon seeing Bonnie, the demon children screamed.

The sound broke Sheila from her surprise and in shock she began to scream, too. The sound startled Tracy and she darted out the door as Sheila ran from the room on the other side with Ira chasing after her. Bonnie began to slowly back up until her back was against the swinging door and then she too darted away.

"Well," Andrew said, turning to the family that stood quaking beside him. "That went well, wouldn't you say?"

Fade Out

Act Two
Fade In
Int.
Slayer's Training Room – Moments Later

The sound of Sheila's scream made its way to the training center and Rowena and Kennedy looked at each other. Like lightning, they both took the steps two at a time and headed in the direction of the kitchen.

On the way they found Sheila and Ira running down the hall.

"Oh God, there's something in there. Some kind of…mutants," Sheila told them pointing toward the kitchen. "Oh no," she said turning to Ira. "That poor young man is still in [image: image9.jpg]


there with them."

"I'll check it out," Ira told her. "You go find Willow."

"Actually," Kennedy said grabbing his arm. "Rowena will help you both find Willow and I'll check it out."

Before he could argue Kennedy was already in a run up the hallway. "She shouldn't go in there alone," Ira told Rowena. 

"She'll be fine," Rowena insisted. "It's what she's trained to do."

"Make those things jump rope or something?" Sheila countered. "She's a physical education teacher."

"I think it's time Willow did some explaining," Rowena said. "So please, let's go. I believe she and Mr. Giles are in the library going over the Watchers Council policies today."

"Watchers Council?" Ira asked.

"Like I said, Willow will explain. Come on."

Not wanting more of an argument, Rowena grabbed each of Willow's parents by the arms and led them down the hallway toward the library.

Cut to
Int.
Slayer's Kitchen – Moments Later

"Kenny!" the young spawn both cried and ran toward the Slayer, wrapping their arms around each leg.

"What happened?" Kennedy asked, looking to their parents.

"She was here," Tram explained. "The demon woman who sent the other demons for us. She was here. Tram sure the demons will arrive now. We must leave."

After prying herself free of the spawn Kennedy walked over to the intercom and pressed the button. "Faith call 227. Faith call 227," she said.

"What's up, Slick?" she heard a response shortly after.

"I need you in the kitchen now. And bring Vi and Rona. Tram will explain after you get here."

Cut to
Int.
Library – Moments Later

"Well this definitely has to go," Willow told him as they looked at a huge scroll.

"Agreed. No taking of the Slayer's powers on her eighteen birthday for the Council's amusement," he remarked with disdain.

"Okay," Willow agreed. "Now Article 27. No Slayer will –."

Willow and Giles both looked up to see Rowena, Sheila and Ira in the doorway. Quickly, Willow and Giles tried to cover the ancient scroll but Rowena entered and shook her head. "The jig is up as they say, Willow."

"What?" the redhead asked, fearful.

"They found Tram's family," the blonde explained.

"Oh," Willow said softly.

Ira took a step deeper into the room. "What's the Watchers Council and what on Earth were those things we saw?" he asked sternly. "I want the truth, Willow, because quite frankly…I don't have time today to play what's my line."

Giles and Willow looked at each other.

Cut to
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments Later

"Tracey wait up!" Andrew yelled.

"Why? So you can tell me they've got a skin condition? Or maybe there's another sci-fi convention? Or maybe they're part of some experiment for the students?" she asked as she stopped and swiftly turned around. "Look, I signed on here because I needed the money and I like working with you but this…this is pretty freaky even by my standards."

"I understand," Andrew told her. "Really, I do but we haven't quite figured out how to tell you."

"Tell me what?" Tracey asked. Andrew hesitated and looked reluctant. "Look," she added, poking his chest. "You've got sixty seconds to explain what's going on here or I'm walking out that door."

Andrew sighed. "Okay, it's like this…"

Cut to
Int.
Slayers Dorms – Moments later

Kennedy came to halt at the room Bonnie had used the night before only to find it vacant. She ran back down the hallway to her apartment and opened the door, grabbing her coat.

As she ran back down the hallway she put on her coat and headed toward the Council building.
Cut to
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby– Same time

Hitting the double doors at break neck speed Kennedy blew past Andrew and Tracey, who were there talking.

"And where is she going?" Tracey said as she pitched a thumb over her shoulder.

"Now that I can't answer," Andrew said, holding his hands up in front of himself.

Cut to
Ext.
Watchers Council – Same Time

Kennedy looked down the street to find Bonnie trying to kick away the snow that had piled up around her automobile over night.

"Hey!" Kennedy called out as she made her way over. [image: image10.jpg]



"Get away from me," Bonnie told her.

Kennedy paused a moment but then continued toward her. "Look, I'm not sure what happened inside –."

"You've got genetic mutants living in there. That's what happened," Bonnie told her.

Kennedy seemed to consider her answer. "Yeah," she began. "But there's no reason to be scared. They just look a little different from you and me."

"A little?" Bonnie challenged.

"Okay, a lot…but they won't hurt you or anyone. Why don't you come back inside and we'll have some of the students get you shoveled out," Kennedy offered. "I can explain why they're visiting."

"They don't live here?" Bonnie asked, pointing to the building.

Kennedy nodded her head. "Right. And you're perfectly safe. I promise."

Bonnie looked reluctant for a moment but then followed Kennedy back toward the building. "Fine, but I'm not putting them in the brochure pictures I want to take," she added.

Cut to
Int.
Library – Moments Later

"So they're demons? But good demons?" Sheila asked.

"Yeah, they are. Still think I'm crazy?" Willow asked, appearing almost fearful of their answer.

Sheila and Ira sat on the sofa side by side while Giles and Willow leaned on the table across from them.

"And you have this 'destiny' to help mankind?" Sheila asked.

Willow nodded. "I train Slayers. Just like Giles trained Buffy. A-And I'm a Watcher myself to a girl named Marsha."

Sheila didn't say anything but Ira began to shake his head.

"This is ridiculous," he said. "There has to be a logical explanation for all of this."

"There is. I'm a Watcher," Willow replied.

"I refuse to believe it," he told her.

"Refuse all you like," Willow replied calmly. "It doesn't change what it is."

"You're insane, Willow," Ira said moving to his feet.

"Ira, please," Sheila began. "It's not going to help to –."

"NO! I'm done listening to this nonsense. Pack your bags," he pointed to Willow. "You're coming home with us. We'll get you some counseling and once that's finished we'll see about getting you into a good graduate school."

"I'm not leaving, Dad," Willow told him firmly.

"Oh really?" he countered. "And just how long do you think you'll have a job here when I notify the local mental health department of this?"

"Go ahead. They know about the Council and our activities," the witch replied.

"Then I'll go to the state education board."

"Kinda pointless again. We got 'em in our pocket too." Ira tried to speak again but Willow continued. "And as for the Feds? I'll get you a printout of our contacts in the FBI, CIA and the IRS if you like. I'll even let you use the phone...but I think you're failing to grasp the point here, Dad."

"Then let's hear it," he said folding his arms across his chest in a similar posture that Willow held.

The witch closed the distance between them, her arms still crossed.

"I make 150,000 dollars a year. I have a fully furnished apartment with a few artifacts that are older than some in the Museum of Natural History. I could have any car in the world that I want and I help Giles run a business that has over $250 million in its bank account as of last week," Willow shot off quickly.

"250? Really?" Giles piped in happily.

"Stocks I picked went up," Willow shot over to him with a smile before turning her focus back to her parents.

"You must be joking," Ira blinked in astonishment.

Willow shook her head. "Nope. So if you want me to have a rich life I couldn't get much richer than I am now. But here's the thing…" she walked even closer, coming eye to eye with him. "I still buy my clothes at Fashion Barn instead of Saks. I'd still rather cook my own dinner than eat at the most expensive restaurant in town. And I'd rather skip a few of those dinners or eat pizza because I'm researching ways to keep humankind safe. You want me to have a better life but the truth is…my life today couldn't get much better. I have a job I love, I work with some of the bravest people the world has known and I have a family that loves me," Willow said turning back to grin at Giles briefly. "So this is my life, Dad. Will I be a world famous educator or a self-made millionaire with the latest software invention? No, probably not. Will the name Willow Rosenberg fade into obscurity? Most likely. But I know I'm making a difference, however small that might be. Each day, I save lives and that's the legacy I want to leave behind me."

Ira paused and looked his daughter up and down. "You're still crazy," he told her. [image: image11.jpg]



"Ira," Sheila sighed as she watched him reach for his suit jacket and put it on.

"And don't you start," he told his wife, pointing an accusing finger. "If you want to buy into her delirium, you go right ahead. I'm done listening."

All three of them watched him storm from the library and slam the door shut. When no one said anything, and Sheila sat down on the sofa, Willow cleared her throat.

"I'm sorry I can't be what you guys want me to be," Willow told her mother sincerely. "But I'll never be sorry for the path I've chosen."

Sheila sighed. "I just wish you would compromise a little. Maybe go to grad school for your father? Give him some time to adjust perhaps?"

Willow shook her head. "This is my way, Mom. And I've found that the lowest points I've had in my life were when I've strayed from this path that I'm on now. I realize who I am. And as much as I'd like to give you what you want…I won't do it at the risk of sacrificing myself."

Sheila pursed her lips and took a deep breath and rose from the sofa. Wordlessly she left the room, closing the door behind her. Once the door was closed Willow spoke.

"Giles," she said as her body began to sway slightly.

"Yes," he replied coming up to her side.

"Oh gods, I never did that before. I never stood up to him."

"I'm quite proud of you," the Watcher grinned.

"Thanks," Willow replied with a grin of her own that quickly fell. "I think I need a paper bag to breathe in right about now," she said as she leaned back into him.

Giles steadied her with a broad grin on his face and his hands on her shoulders.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments Later

Andrew and Tracey still stood next to the stairs in the lobby as she questioned him. [image: image12.jpg]



"So Faith and Kennedy and all the other girls are these Slayers of vampires?" she asked, using Andrew's unique pronunciation.

Andrew nodded. "And Mr. Giles and Willow and Rowena and the other Watchers in training help prepare the Slayers to fulfill their destiny."

"And you?" Tracey asked, sitting up and looking at him with uncertainty. "What's your role in all this?"

Andrew puffed up his chest and opened up his mouth as if in preparation to expound on his unique duties at the Council, but then a moment later he let out his breath in a whoosh.

"I'm their cook," he said in a low voice. "I keep the kitchens organized, and I direct the housekeeping crew and basically I just help out where I'm needed. You see…not too long ago I did some really evil things. Things I'm not very proud of. So this is what I do. As the Vulcans say, 'we're here to serve'. And I serve the Council. Whatever Mr. Giles or Willow or any one else needs, I do. They recently sent me to L.A. to act as a liaison to one of our associates and I got into my role a little too much and…well actually that's not important. The point is, I'll do anything for them…even if it's to give my life. They gave me a home and a purpose even when I didn't deserve it. And that's my role, Tracey. To serve."

Tracey looked at him intently. "And now that I know the Council's secret, what? Am I in for life? If I decide to leave do you put me 'on ice'?"

"Oh, no," Andrew insisted. "You're free to go but…do you know how tough it is to find good help? I really wish you'd stay, if not for the Council at least for me. You've been a Godsend at times, really, but if this is all too much and you can't handle it I understand."

Tracey paused and looked around the council as if taking it all in for the first time. Finally she turned back to Andrew.

"Come on," she said, pulling him toward the kitchen. "Let's go get lunch ready."

"You're staying?" Andrew asked hopefully. "That's great!"

Tracey bumped shoulders with him as they walked along. "I have to stay. You never gave back my 'Planet of the Apes' DVD I let you borrow," she joked as they walked toward the kitchen.

"Next week, I swear," Andrew answered.

"Suuuuure, I heard that two weeks ago," she said giving him a playful shove.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Slayers Dorm Recreation Room – Afternoon

Becca walked into the lightly populated room. Some of the girls were watching television while a small group played billiards. The blonde started to head for the comfortable leather chair tucked away in the corner, the hardcover book held in her hand indicating her intent. However she paused when she noticed Xander sitting at one of the computer terminals.

"Playing a game?" she asked, coming up to the young man.

"Nope," he said, rolling a chair close to his and inviting her to sit. "Finding suppliers for my workshop. I'd like to select my equipment in person, but this storm has us all homebound so I'm mostly researching right now."

"Rupert mentioned you were a carpenter," Becca said.

"Yep," he smiled. "And thanks to Willow, I can be one again. Figured it was only fair to repay her by offering my services to the Council."

Becca looked confused. "Repay her for what?"

"Oh," Xander said. "Last year I lost my eye. But Willow worked some mojo and fixed it."

"Wow," Becca exclaimed. "I knew Willow was a witch, but I never realized she was that powerful. At times she seems so, timid; unsure. Not at all like someone who can wield that kind of energy."

"They aren't lying when they say it's the quiet ones you gotta look out for." Xander grinned before turning serious. "Nah, she's been through a lot. And magic hasn't always been her friend. It's caused her a lot of pain too but she's cautious now. Giles told me she spent months researching different spells because the ones she found first kinda went to a bad place. I wouldn't have done it anyway if it meant that but…it's good to know that Willow's got a handle on it now."

"Very righteous of you, Xander," Becca said. "Guess the rumors of you being a pretty cool guy are true."

Xander smiled, but before he could reply he suddenly stood up and moved protectively over Becca. She turned swiftly to see what startled him but found nothing. A moment later a loud CRACK filled the room and the cue ball came flying across the room from the billiard table and headed straight for Becca's head. She ducked but before it could hit her, Xander neatly caught it in one hand. He then casually tossed it back to the Slayers at the table.

"Remember girls: Slayer strength now. Maybe you should break from the other side," he teased. They gave him a look of apology and took his suggestion as they continued with the game.

Becca looked at him in astonishment. "Want to explain that?"

Xander shrugged and took his seat again. "It's nothing," he said and tapped a few keys on the terminal. [image: image13.jpg]



"Xander…" Becca said, her tone not allowing him any evasion.

"Becca…" He looked at her a moment and then said, "Not long after Willow fixed my eye I left the Council and started traveling again. I didn't expect this to happen. I know she said there might be consequences to the spell – magic always has a price – but this is kinda creepy."

"What is?" she asked.

"Sometimes…" he paused and licked his lips, taking a breath. "Sometimes I can 'see' stuff. Before it happens, you know?"

"You can see the future?" she asked.

"Yeah, but it's always less than a minute before it happens," he explained, sounding a bit defeated. "Like now. I saw the cue ball flying towards you and hit you in the back of the head."

Becca looked over at the table. "That's not so bad," she smiled. "It saved me from a possible concussion."

"Yeah, but other than helping folks from a few mishaps, what good is it?" he asked. "Not like I can stop an assassination or predict an earthquake."

"You could always head for Vegas and make a fortune on the roulette table for yourself and the Council," Becca joked.

"We've got all the money we need, thank you very much," he said, a stern look in his eye but a smirk on his face indicated he was teasing. "I don't know," he said growing serious again. "I'm just afraid I'll miss something I'm supposed to 'see.' I've always been the guy with no special powers, you know? Sometimes it felt like a real deficit. My best friends are a Slayer and Witch and then there's me, ordinary Joe."

"That's not a bad thing Xander," Becca told him.

"Oh I know. And I'm getting to that point. Sometimes having no power was a true power in itself because I could see things from the non-mystical realm. But now I've got something that might distract me from that 'everyman' day-to-day foresight. Not to mention, this might be something that forces me…" he broke off.

"To accept the responsibility of your gift? Like Buffy and Willow had to do?" she guessed.

"Gift or a curse – I haven't decided yet."

Becca put a gentle hand on his cheek. "That's why you came back, isn't it?"

"I came back because I missed my family," he said, "but yeah, I'm curious about what's going on. I figure at some point I'll ask."

"So Willow and the others don't know about this?" Becca asked.

Xander shook his head. "Not yet and I'd kinda like to keep it that way for now. Willow hasn't had the best relationship with her folks. Sure, it was better than I had with mine but…she's a bit preoccupied right now. When it settles down, I'll tell her."

"I don't think it ever settles down here," Becca joked.

"True," Xander acknowledged with a nod. "Let's just say when Willow straightens out her own problems then I'll bombard her with mine."

Becca gave him a warm, understanding smile. "You'll have to tell them at some point but I won't say anything," she assured him.

"Thanks, Becca," he said. "And if I had to give Vegas odds, I'd say Giles doesn't need me at the roulette wheel. He's hit the jackpot right here in Cleveland."

Her only reply was a radiant smile.

Cut to
Ext.
City Street – Moments Later

Faith drove along in the Silverado with Tram's family and Rona and Vi in the back.

"Where we go now?" Tram asked.

Faith looked at him in the rear view mirror. "Brell's gonna meet us at a restaurant not far from here. He said he's got arrangements in the works."

No sooner had the words left Faith's lips than the truck was side-swiped from the cross street. They did two 360-degree turns before a lamppost brought them to a stop, bouncing the truck back into the road facing in the opposite direction.

"Damn it," Faith swore and looked behind her. "Everyone alright back there?" she asked.

The group nodded to her after looking at each other but suddenly Rona pointed out the front windshield. "We got company," she told Faith.

The Slayer turned back around to see four demons step out of each door of the car.

"When it snows it pours," Faith remarked casually.

Fade Out

Act Three
Fade In
Ext.
City Street – Moments Later

The Council's truck occupants watched as the demons reached back inside their vehicle, each bringing out an axe.

"Why do I get the feeling they don't want to swap insurance info," Faith quipped. "Rona, what weapons do we have back there?" she called over her shoulder, her gaze never leaving the approaching demons.

Rona leaned over the back of the seat and rummaged through the rear compartment. "Couple of swords; stakes."

"Pass 'em out," Faith ordered. "Vi, you're with me. Rona, stay here and protect these guys, okay? If we lose, you drive back to the Council. Got it?"

"Right," the other Slayer replied.

"I go with you," Tram spoke up, reaching for one of the swords from Rona as she passed them forward.

"No, Tram," Faith said. "You guys stay here. We'll handle this."

"Too many!" Tram argued, his voice rising in panic. "You need help."

"Chill, dude," Faith said.

"Yeah," Vi added. "We're Slayers…it's our job. You protect your family."

"Come on…Let's do it."

With that the two Slayers, brandishing weapons of their own, stepped outside into the snow before re-shutting the truck doors. Rona climbed over the armrest to sit in the driver's seat.

Faith looked around taking in her surroundings. The street was barren of travelers and the snowdrifts piled as high as five feet in some places along the street from the recently plowed roads.

"We don't wanna have to get all road rage on your ass," Faith told the demons as both the Slayers and demons walked closer to face off.

The demon closest to Faith swung his axe and the Slayer ducked out of the way. But in doing so Faith lost her footing on the icy street and practically fell face first. She turned in time to see him raise the axe to strike her head but she rolled away with her sword and came back to her feet, covered in snow.

Vi, like Faith, found her footing less than stable. She slid slightly as they tried to keep the circling demons in front of them.

"Oh, this is just lovely," Vi offered up as she too had to catch herself from falling over. "We shoulda brought ice skates."

"Too late now," Faith muttered. She looked around and noticed a cleared stretch of asphalt at the intersection a short distance away. She began carefully backing up, leading the demons. Vi glanced behind her and saw the same thing. [image: image14.jpg]



"That's right, big boys," the perky Slayer with her ever-present hat snuggled on her head taunted. "Let's see if you've got what it takes."

The strategy was only partially successful as three of the demons followed, their clawed feet able to grip the icy surface much easier than the rubber soles of the women's boots.

The fourth demon headed for the truck and slammed the flat end of its axe against the rear window, shattering it. Sounds of the youngster's screams could be heard through the snowy air as well as the sound of spinning tires.

Rona threw the truck in reverse, hoping to hit the demon before he could crawl inside. But the tires refused to get solid traction and the demon reached inside for the spawn in the back, his body half in and half out of the vehicle. Tram and his wife pulled their children back as far as they could from the demon's grasping hands.

Faith reached the plowed and salted intersection, her boots finally finding secure purchase on the ground. She planted her feet as two of the demons assaulted her, axes swinging. Faith dodged one and blocked the other with her sword, the metal shrieking under the onslaught.

Faith was driven to one knee, her sword twisting around and finding its mark in the abdomen of her attacker. Suddenly the ground before her was covered with steaming innards. Before Faith could pull her sword free, the other demon had recovered and was swinging again. Faith sucked in her gut, but the sharp axe cut through her thick parka and she cried out in pain.

"Son of a bitch!" she yelled.

Vi blocked another attack by the demon assaulting her and her face grew hard when she heard her companion's cry. With a fierce yell, she swung her sword with both hands and neatly decapitated the demon. Before its body could even fall to the ground, Vi turned away and with two steps forward, she plunged her sword into the third demon's back, just as it had its axe raised to strike down at Faith.

Hearing the high-pitched trill of rubber on ice, Faith and Vi looked over to see Rona doing donuts in the middle of the road, trying to shake the demon free.

From inside the backseat Kher and Shaznay beat the demon about the head and shoulders with a mag flashlight and a tire iron they found under the seat. With the sway of the car and the continuing pounding of the spawn, the demon couldn't work any further inside. Tram and his wife soon joined in trying to stake the demon but its thick skin prevented any injury.

"Wait here," Vi told Faith as she ran toward the spinning vehicle.

The Slayer paused when she was near the truck and moved her hands in a circle as if timing the next pass. When the back end of the truck spun toward her again she leapt up, grabbing the roof rack. She held on and reached inside, grabbing the demon by the shoulder and tossing him out.

"Go!" Vi yelled.

Realizing she was free and now facing Faith, Rona put the truck in four-wheel drive and headed straight for her fellow, injured Slayer still outside. The dark haired Slayer stood grasping her stomach but stepped aside as the truck slowed down but never stopped. As Vi climbed through the back window Faith ran along side and opened the door before hopping inside.

"Where to?" Rona asked.

"Back to the Council," Faith said holding her stomach with one hand as she closed the door with the other.

Cut to
Ext.
Go-Go Express Gas Station – Same Time

"Look at all these people," Andrew said pointing out the windshield to the lines of people waiting for gas. "I thought for once Mr. Giles had given me a simple assignment. More gas for the generators, no problem. This is a mad house."

"Let's just hope they don't run out before we refill our tanks," Xander pointed out.

"Hey," Tracey called from the back seat as she pointed across the street. "Comics and Collectibles USA must be one of the few places on this block with power. They're open."

"Oooh I wonder if they have the new copy of Blade of the Immortal," Andrew wondered out loud.

"Why don't you guys head over? Marsha can help me fill," Angie offered. The sixteen-year-old Slayer sat in the back seat with Marsha next to her. "Just check back in about 15 minutes. We might have moved up two car lengths by then," she joked.

"You don't mind?" Andrew asked.

"Nah, go ahead," Angie nodded toward the shop as she opened her door to make her way to the driver's side.

Xander, Tracey and Andrew stepped out and headed across the street.

Cut to
Int.
Comics and Collectables USA – Moments Later

"Oh…" Andrew exclaimed. "They do have the latest Dark Horse Comics. I'm gonna ask if they've got #87, part three of Mirror of the Soul. Have you read that one yet, Xander?"

Instead of waiting for an answer, Andrew rushed off to check with the clerk. Tracey chuckled at his antics and headed for the graphic novel shelf.

Xander wandered around the store a bit, a small smile on his face, comfortable in the familiar surroundings. Eventually he made it to the counter.

"Find what you're looking for Andy?" Xander asked as Andrew clutched a comic close to his chest.

"Yep! Just in, they didn't even have time to put it on the shelves yet," he said, surreptitiously showing Xander the cover.

"Good job," Xander said. "Let me read it when you're done." [image: image15.jpg]



"Sure," Andrew said and glanced around. "Oh look!" he cried and pointed to a comic book carefully displayed in the glass case. "They have The Death of Superman."

Xander laughed as the clerk helpfully removed the comic from the case and handed it to Andrew.

Andrew scanned the pages a moment and then passed it to Xander.

"I can't believe they even have that cheesy one," he said.

"I know," Xander replied.

"What a joke!" Xander and Andrew said at the same time.

"This has gotta be one of the worst gimmicks in the history of comics." Xander said holding it up to show Tracey.

"Nah, this is worse," Tracey countered as she held up an X-Mutants #1 Special Edition, "and at a going rate of…oooh fifty cents."

"Ah yes, the gimmick of ripping off someone else's idea. Yeah, you win. That's definitely worse," Xander said to Tracey as he handed the comic back over to the clerk.

"I can't believe you're charging that price for it," Andrew accused the clerk, nodding toward the Superman comic he returned to the display case. "You can get that for two bucks on Ebay."

The clerk's expression darkened, but Xander interrupted him before he could kick Andrew out of the store.

"Do you have an adult section?" Xander asked.

"Back shelf on the left," he said. As the two men turned away, he added, "But you've got to be over 21 to purchase!"

Xander ignored him as Andrew glanced back and gave the clerk a nasty look and a huff.

Tracey was already looking at the adult comics.

"Tracey!" Andrew said, shock in his voice. "What are you doing?"

"Oh chill, Andrew," she said. "I've got a report for my Women's Studies seminar due in a few weeks. I thought I'd do something on the history of women in erotic popular literature."

"Sounds fun," Xander quipped wiggling his eyebrows as he picked up a graphic novel and scanned through it.

"Yeah, right!" Andrew said, his eyes bugging out as he glanced around Xander's broad arm to peek at the book. "What does women's…uh…is that possible, Xander? Um…what does women's studies have to do with comic books?"

"The majority of people who read comics are men," Xander said, putting down the book and picking up another. "And the better women are represented in comics, then the chances of changing men's attitudes positively towards women increases. Am I close?" he asked Tracey.

"Exactly!" Tracey said, smiling in vindication.

Andrew's mouth hung open as he looked at his friend. "How'd you know that?"

"Oh please," Xander said. "With the exception of Giles, most of my best friends have been women. My female-positive attitudes had nothing to do with my love of comics." He grinned and then opened a page to show Andrew a picture of a buxom blonde. "As this trite and yet amazingly clichéd illustration can attest to," he added.

"Okay," Andrew said. "But why are you buying…" he paused as he grabbed the book Xander was holding, "…Alraune #5 – By Rochus Hahn & Toni Greis; Dinah finds herself flashing back in time...to a period when she was an exotic aristocrat's lesbian lover!"

"Not for me," Xander said, grabbing the book back and heading for the counter. "For Willow. To take her mind off of her parents. Don't let that scholarly exterior fool you, guys, she's just as shallow as us. I've been buying her these ever since she came out. It started as a joke but she actually liked 'em so now if I see one I'll pick it up for her."

Tracey and Andrew laughed as Xander paid for the purchases.

"Next you'll tell us she's got a subscription to Playboy, too," Andrew said rolling his eyes as he rested his weight against the counter. Xander nervously shuffled from foot to foot and didn't say anything as Andrew's eyes widened. "No way!" Andrew exclaimed.

"I don't know if she still does or not but Will's pretty…visual. She likes to look. In fact we used to girl watch at the Bronze when Tara and Anya weren't around," Xander confessed with a chuckle as he remembered.

"Really?" Tracey piped in. Xander just nodded. "That's odd. I mean, most women aren't as visually stimulated, well at least not from what I've been taught at the college."

"Oh yeah, Willow's visual, believe me." Xander smiled. "But before I say more and get myself into further trouble, let's go check on the gas pumps," he added, putting his coat back on and nodding the others toward the door.

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

Becca looked up as Willow rushed into the room and looked around. She stood from the leather chair and quickly rushed to Willow's side.

"What's wrong?" Becca asked.

"Looking for Ro," Willow said. "Faith took a hit and they're bringing her in. The doctor's not here and I might need her help."

"A hit? What do you mean a hit?" Becca asked quickly.

"She got sliced with an axe," Willow replied as she going to the phone.

"Oh, God," Becca muttered. She turned and grabbed the nearest Slayer to her, a slight girl around fourteen. "Go find Rowena and Giles," she order. "And tell them to meet us in the infirmary."

She turned back to the redhead. "I'll wait by the garage," she offered. "I don't know much beyond basic first aid, but I'll do what I can. How hurt is she?"

"I don't know yet, but with any luck it won't be bad and the doctor will get here ASAP," Willow said trying to hide her concern, with the phone to her ear.

Becca nodded and swiftly left the room, passing the Rosenbergs as they entered.

"Willow," Ira began. "We'd like a word with you." [image: image16.jpg]



"Not now, Dad," she told him before facing the phone. "Dr. Becker, it's Willow Rosenberg at the Council. Faith was injured on duty…a slice to the abdomen from what they've explained…Not yet, her ETA is about five minutes…Thanks, doctor," Willow said before hanging up.

"Is someone hurt?" Sheila asked.

"Yeah, Faith," Willow said as she approached the doorway.

"Then take her to the hospital!" Ira exclaimed.

"We've got a fully-equipped infirmary right here, Dad," Willow said distractedly. "Excuse me," she added as she left the room.

Ira and Sheila looked at each other for a brief moment before following their daughter.

Cut to
Ext.
Go-Go Express Gas Station – Same Time

By the time the three shoppers returned to the car, Angie had just pulled the Jeep up to the pump. Marsha hopped out and pulled the gas containers from the rear while Andrew used his debit card to pay for the fuel. Angie started filling the containers while Marsha grabbed at the bag from the comic store.

"Get anything good?" she asked.

"Hey!" Xander said. "Some of that stuff is not for young Slayers!" He tried to grab the bag back from her, but her Slayer reflexes were much quicker than his.

"Wow, Xander!" Marsha teased as she danced away. "I didn't know you were such a perv. Lesbian comics?"

"Marsha!" Andrew said, sneaking up behind her and finally securing the book and the bag. "That's not your property and none of your business. Besides, that one's for Willow…Xander wouldn't read stuff like that. He likes manly comics like X-Men and the Justice League of America."

Xander gave Andrew a dangerous look and the blonde young man sheepishly handed the bag back to him before Xander grabbed it with a forceful snap.

"Sorry," the gopher muttered.

"You bought that for Willow?" Marsha laughed delightedly, missing the looks between the two men. "Cool…now I've got something the next time she thinks up a nasty new chore for me."

"Willow's private life is none of your business, Marsha," Tracey said.

"Oh yes it is!" Marsha said. "Willow's my Watcher and that means I need all the ammunition I can get."

"Willow is your Watcher, which means she looks out for you," Xander said. "She deserves your respect because she respects what you do."

Marsha seemed about to protest, but she caught a glance at the disapproving look on Andrew's face. She sighed. "Okay," she finally said. "I was just joking…kinda."

"Come on," Xander said with a grin, closing the rear hatch after Angie stored the containers. "Let's get home. It's cold out here."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Infirmary – Moments later

Becca was waiting at the service garage entrance when Rona and Vi arrived supporting a protesting Faith between them. Willow soon approached pushing a wheelchair with her parents trailing behind her.

"Guys, I'm okay," the dark Slayer argued. "It's just a flesh wound."

"Let us be the judge of that," Willow said as she instructed Faith to sit in the chair before pushing her down the hall. The group followed along as Willow spoke to Faith.

"What species were they?" the Watcher asked.

"Some ugly guys with sharp pointy objects," Faith remarked as Willow wheeled her into the infirmary. "Never saw them before."

"'K, we'll talk later but for now let's see what we've got," Willow told her as she moved away and patted the bed.

Vi, Rona and Becca helped Faith to her feet and led her over to the examining bed.

"Becca, help her with her coat," Willow instructed as she went to the counter and sorted through some medical supplies.

After sitting Faith on the bed, Rona and Vi moved away giving them room to work. Becca pulled back Faith's parka and gently removed it past her shoulders. [image: image17.jpg]



"Oh God!" she exclaimed looking at the blood covering Faith's sweater and blue jeans.

"Now don't pass out and hit your head," Faith teased. "Dr. Rosenberg can only handle one patient at a time. But seriously," she added, "sit in the wheelchair if you're gonna fall over."

Becca shook her head. "I'll be okay but you…"

"Flesh wound. That's all," Faith repeated.

Willow turned back quickly to examine Faith and gave a slight nod. She stepped back to her supplies before taking them to the bed. Then she lifted up the sweater to expose Faith's abdomen. She took a moment to examine the wound more closely. "Not so bad," she pronounced. "You'll live."

Willow pushed Faith's hair behind her shoulders and picked up a pair of large scissors. She began to cut away the garment so she had room to work. As she slipped the shredded sweater from Faith's shoulders the Slayer shook her head.

"First my favorite pair of pants thanks to an arrow in the butt and now my favorite sweater. Man, I need to start buying two of everything," Faith grumbled. Rona and Vi chuckled from the corner and Faith threw the bloody garment at them. "Hey, here's an idea. Why don't you two make yourselves useful and go get Tram's brood? We just left them in the garage and they're probably hiding under Xander's camper by now."

"Yes," Willow said as she looked over her shoulder at Vi. "Get Tram and the gang back to the dorm rooms and have all the girls guard them. Remember, safety in numbers." Vi nodded and took off as Willow quickly turned to Rona. "Can you call Brell at the restaurant?" Willow asked, handing her a piece of paper. She walked a few steps and took it. "Tell him what's happened and we'll call him at home later?" she asked politely.

"Sure thing," Rona nodded and left the room.

"Becca?" Willow said, looking at the pale blonde as the two Slayers left. "Faith's right. Sit down if you think you're gonna fall down, okay?"

Becca nodded and continued to watch as the Rosenbergs took a step closer, taking it in with a mix of awe and disgust all at once.

"Hey, Becca," Faith said and the woman finally moved her gaze from the still bleeding gash to the Slayer's face. "I'm fine. This is nothing."

"Nothing?" Becca said. "That's a lot of blood for nothing."

"Lay back," Willow told Faith.

"Yeah, well, part of the job, you know? In a few hours I'll be walking and in a few days I'll be able to run again. Healing is the added bonus for being in constant danger," Faith said, trying to look down at her stomach as Willow began to clean the wound. She hissed slightly as the strong antiseptic began washing the blood away.

"Becca," Willow said as she donned a pair of latex gloves. "Can you grab me a suture kit from the cart? I thought it was in here but it's not. She'll need stitches."

"You can do that?" Becca asked as she did as Willow requested. The witch took the package and tore the plastic off.

"Oh sure," she said, cheerfully. "Giles taught me how to stitch up a Slayer a long time ago. Didn't have to practice much on Buffy. She was pretty good at avoiding the sharp end of a blade but there were a few times. And this is the first chance I'll have to do you, Faith." She smiled warmly at the Slayer.

"Yeah, just make sure you keep your eyes on my cut and off my hot bod, Red," Faith teased with a sexy smirk. "I know how tempting I am."

"You wish," Willow remarked with a smirk as she finished cleaning the wound as best she could. "I've sworn off brunettes, remember?"

"Looking for a blonde, huh? Or possibly another redhead?" Faith teased.

"Everything in control here?" Giles asked as he and Rowena entered the infirmary. Willow began to swab the gash area with a local anesthetic as Faith just nodded casually before getting back to her conversation with Willow.

"Hey!" Faith remarked excitedly, making Willow look up briefly, "What about her? She's a blonde."

Faith pointed over the witch's shoulder and Willow looked back for a brief moment to see a confused Rowena standing there. The witch then started to shake her head as she returned to her task of mending Faith, her cheeks growing crimson.

"Lookie there," the Slayer snorted. "Your face is starting to match the color of your hair."

"Faith," Willow began, holding up the needle, "It might not be such a good idea for you to harass me right now."

Faith started to chuckle but just as quickly as the laugh came it subsided and Faith reflexively reached for her stomach with a groan. Willow slapped her hand away before it could make contact.

"Don't make me laugh," Faith told her. "It hurts."

"Serves you right," Willow told her.

There was a brief pause and the room was completely quiet as Willow began to stitch Faith's stomach. With a smirk the Slayer suddenly began to sing. "Willow and Rowena sittin' in a tree, k-i-s-s-i-n- OUCH!"

"Sorry," Willow muttered, not bothering to look up, "Needle got away from me there."

"Yeah, right," Faith countered.

Robin quickly made his way through the human traffic to arrive at his lover's bedside.

"You okay, Babe?" he asked coming to the head of the bed. [image: image18.jpg]



"Just a scratch," Faith declared again, wincing slightly as the large needle pricked her skin. She leaned warmly into Robin as he draped his arm around her. He peered at Willow's work with a critical eye.

"Nice," he complimented. "Probably won't even scar."

"Thanks," she said and pulled off the rubber gloves. "Faith, I hereby declare you cured but just for safety sake, lay here until the doctor's had a chance to see you and the Slayer healing kicks in."

Willow stood up to see what appeared to be half the Council standing in the room.

"Okay, everybody except Robin and Faith, out," she pointed. The group began to file outside as Willow brought up the rear.

"Hey Red?" Faith called out making her turn. "Thanks," she said sincerely.

"No problem," Willow shrugged. "You make sure she stays put until the doctor gets in, okay?" she asked Robin.

"Absolutely," he said pulling a chair over and sitting down before stroking Faith's hair.

Cut to
Ext.
Infirmary Hallway – Same time

Willow closed the door behind her with a grin.

"What's going on?" Rowena asked, taking a step closer.

The grin scurried away and Willow looked nervous. "The song? Just Faith being Faith," she said quickly.

"No, the bloody gash," Rowena said, pitching a thumb toward the closed door.

"Oh! That! Faith got sliced when some baddies ran them off the road. Tram and the family are back in the dorms again and Rona's calling Brell."

"Right then," Giles said. "We'll go check in," he added as he nodded Rowena down the hall.

"I'll catch up, guys. I gotta…" Willow trailed off and pointed to her parents.

"Take all the time you need, dear," Giles told her. "We'll bring you up to speed later."

Willow nodded her thanks and turned to her parents. "Okay," she sighed. "Sorry about that. You wanted to talk?"

Ira and Sheila still looked flabbergasted.

"I'm not sure where to start," Ira said shaking his head.

Willow shrugged. "Depends. Looking to make more accusations this is all in my head? As you can see, I was telling you the truth," she added pointing to the room.

"I was concerned for your well-being before," Ira told Willow. "But now…"

"Now what?"

"Now I'm terrified for you," he told her sternly. "And I'm going to find a way to get you out of here come hell or high water."

Fade Out

Act Four
Fade In
Int.
Watcher's Kitchen – Afternoon

"So these people are circus folk?" Bonnie asked in disbelief.

"More tea?" Kennedy replied, holding up the pot, avoiding the question.

"No thank you," Bonnie replied, putting her hand over her cup. "Again, I'll say –."

"Yes, in a way, they are." Kennedy began before she could continue. "I mean, they have a rare medical condition that makes them freaks by society's norms but really they are just like you and me," Kennedy said optimistically. [image: image19.jpg]



"What's it called?" Bonnie asked.

"Excuse me?" Kennedy asked.

"The condition. What's the name?"

Kennedy paused. "Oh, ah, blu-it-u-itis."

"Bluituitis?" Bonnie asked suspiciously.

"Very rare."

"I see," Bonnie answered with a bit of skepticism still in her voice.

Kennedy paused as if trying to gauge Bonnie's reaction to it. She cleared her throat. "You know," she began. "I think the whole event scared them more than it scared you. Can you believe that?"

Bonnie looked Kennedy in the eye and grinned. "I can't imagine why."

"I was just thinking the same thing myself but it's true. They seemed a bit unnerved by what happened. At least that's what they told me," Kennedy added with a shrug.

"Well, maybe they have an aversion to real estate agents?" Bonnie smirked.

Kennedy's eyes looked Bonnie up and down a moment as if examining her demeanor even more closely. "Maybe," she finally answered.

Cut to:
Int.
Rosenberg's Guest Room – Moments Later

"Dad," Willow began, "Please listen to me."

"What's to hear?" Ira shouted. "I came to make an offer of getting you into the graduate program at UCLA and we end up watching people bleeding all over the place. What could you possibly say that will convince me that you belong here?"

"I've been risking my life like this since the tenth grade! Stuff like this has been happening for almost a decade now! Mom, in the thrall of a demon, even tried to burn me at the stake!" Willow told him as she pointed to her mother, who sat on the sofa, her hands folded on her lap.

"That's ridiculous, Willow," Ira challenged. [image: image20.jpg]



"You never told him, did you?" Willow asked as she looked over at her mother. "Go on, Mom. Now or never."

Sheila didn't say anything at first. She nervously bit her lip, her eyes looking everywhere but at her husband and daughter.

"Sheila? Is it true?" Ira asked.

"I don't quite remember all the details," she finally answered.

"Let me refresh them for you Mom. You and a bunch of Sunnydale radicals tied me, Buffy and Amy to stakes. Then you tried to torch us using Giles's library as tinder. A-and not to mention it took me three years to de-rat Amy who really was, it turns out, a witch and not a good witch like me a-and now I'm getting off topic." Willow shook her head to refocus. "The point is you've known all along that this wasn't some figment of my overactive imagination. What I do is important and it's very real."

"Is this true?" Ira asked his wife again. "Please tell me you didn't try to kill our only child."

"Wait, Dad," Willow jumped in. "It wasn't her fault. It was a demon, not a good demon like Tram, but a bad demon that put a spell on the people in town. The only reason I mentioned it is because I'm not the only one in this family who's experienced a Hellmouth first hand."

"A Hellmouth?" Ira asked.

"Yeah, like in Cleveland," Willow went on. "A place where freaky stuff like this happens all the time. The thing is it takes special people to battle these dark forces and for whatever reason I'm one of the chosen people. Would I like a nice normal life? Some days, sure. But I know that what I'm doing here is important. So thank you for the offer of graduate school but I'll have to decline. My work is here, just as it's always been – helping a Slayer and, if need be, helping save the world as we know it."

"What am I supposed to believe? Is she being truthful?" Ira asked his wife.

"Oh, I can't believe I'm saying this," Sheila told him. "But yes, I think she's being honest."

"So you've known," Ira said, pulling his jacket from the sofa and adjusting it. "This whole time you've known and you've been lying to me."

"Dad."

"Ira."

Both women sighed at the same time.

Ira put his hands up in front of them. "I'm going to call the airline," he said as he left the room.

Once alone, a deafening quiet fell over the room until Willow spoke.

"I didn't mean to cause trouble between you and Dad," she said honestly. "I just…he deserves to know the whole story."

Sheila didn't say anything. She simply left the room quietly and slowly.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Infirmary – Minutes Later 
"How's the patient?" Willow asked, poking her head inside the door.

"Just finishing up the I.V. to replace the fluids she lost," the doctor answered pointing to Faith. "I want to keep her on bed rest for the next 24 hours."

"I really don't need this," Faith said as she jiggled the line.

"Probably not but you lost some blood," the doctor told her. "Better safe than sorry."

"Thank you, Doctor," Robin answered before Faith could. Instead of giving argument Faith just rolled her eyes as the doctor walked to the door and Willow walked more inside.

"Nice patchwork by the way," the doctor complimented on his way out.

Willow just smiled at him before turning to Faith. As she approached the bedside Kennedy walked into the room.

"I'd bring flowers but I know you're not into that crap," the younger Slayer teased.

"How'd the convo go with the home seller from hell?" Faith asked.

"Something's up," she told the group. "She's left now but…"

"But what?" Robin asked.

"Call me crazy," Kennedy began, "but I believe the spawn. I think that woman did something. When I mentioned how scared they were she just…smiled."

"Smiling isn't a crime," Willow pointed out.

"I know that." Kennedy grinned as she answered. "Smiling can even be a good thing," she added in a flirting tone. Robin's eyes narrowed as Willow looked a bit uncomfortable but he said nothing. Kennedy went on. "It's just this smile looked..."

"Sinister? Sadistic?" Faith asked.

Kennedy shrugged. "Not sure I'd go that far but…there's more than she's saying. Plus according to Tram, it's like she acted like she should be afraid after the Rosenbergs took off. Like it was an afterthought. You know?"

"Well, what do you suggest?" Willow asked.

"Keep her off the grounds and if she shows up again for some reason, make sure someone's with her every single step. But anyway, how are you feeling?" Kennedy asked Faith.

"Good as new, just give me a few hours and I can prove it."

Kennedy just smirked. "Tough gal act," she remarked to Willow, gently slapping her arm. "She's got it down pat."

Willow gave Kennedy a genuine smile and then the expression scurried away. "Oh, Brell! He's waiting for Tram's family."

"I'm on it," Kennedy replied. "I don't mind cleaning up Faith's botched attempts." The Slayer winked at the patient in the bed. "Seriously, rest up and you guys let me know if you need anything. I'm gonna check in with Giles and Ro first, see if we can spare Vi and Rona to escort them all to their final location. They might be gone a few days depending on where Brell is sending them."

"That's okay but yeah, check with Giles and Ro first. Thanks Ken," Willow answered. They watched Kennedy leave and Robin spoke up.

"I'm gonna be back in a few," he told Faith. "I wanted to ask Will about the budget."

"Oh fine," Faith joked. "I'm out for a few hours and you're shackin' up with Red. Boy do I feel loved or what?"

Robin leaned over and kissed Faith gently on the lips. "You're a lousy patient, dear," he told her. "Be back in a few."

Cut to:
Int.
Infirmary Hallway – Same Time

Robin led Willow outside the door and closed it, taking a few steps away.

"So what did you need? Is this about Xander's workshop because –," Willow asked.

"No," Robin answered. "That budget talk was just a clever disguise."

"Disguise?" Willow asked warily.

"Are you okay?" he asked her. "When Kennedy came in you looked a little, I don't know, off. Is it because of what happened between you two?" [image: image21.jpg]Ty
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"You know about that?"

"Everyone knows," he grinned.

"Oh, well…" She looked reluctant to say anything.

"You can be straight with me, Willow. I won't say anything to anyone, not even Faith if it bothers you. So just between us, are you all right?"

Willow sighed. "I'm not sure, Robin. Last night, Kennedy and I agreed it was just a 'one night, goodbye, farewell, let's move on' kinda thing a-and that was fine with me. I was concerned, sure, that she might wake up and she'd start wanting things all over again. Stuff that…"

"You can't give her?"

Willow shook her head sadly. "But she kept her word and she's not pushing me in the least."

Robin paused in confusion a moment before a look of realization came over him. "And that's the problem – you want her to push."

"Kinda sorta," Willow grimaced. "After last night I've been wondering if maybe I'm setting my standards too high and maybe Kennedy could be right for me. I mean sure we don't do much besides work together and sleep together but then again, maybe that's all there really is in life. But what happens if, somewhere down the road…"

"You change your mind back and decide to call it quits?"

Willow nodded. "Yeah, and I don't want to hurt her all over again. I really didn't see this coming and to say I got caught off-guard is an understatement…I think…no, I know…if I asked, she would take me back but…maybe I just want someone in my life like I did before. Maybe it's because she came into my life when I really needed someone, kinda like I do this weekend with the parental visit from hell going on. A-and if that's the case, am I going to run to her every time I need that and then move on when I don't? I'm having a tough time of making heads or tails of what's going on right now. A-and –."

"Willow?"

"Yeah?"

"Breathe, okay?"

"Sorry," Willow remarked with a sheepish grin.

"Look, if you're not sure, don't say anything to her. Talk it over with me and other people you trust. I know you guys are trying to be friends but this is something that –."

"I can't unload on her. I know…" Willow told him. "I just wish things were simpler."

Robin gave a light chuckle. "Don't we all?" he remarked. Willow gave him a slight grin and he continued. "You need to take some time to really think about it after 'Mr. and Mrs. Freud' are gone and back home. Then decide, do you really need Kennedy or do you just want a crutch that sees you through the hard times until you can stand on your own again? Kennedy's had her problems lately but she's a sweet person under all the gruff and bravado. But tough gals are breakable and she deserves to be happy. And trust me on this one, I know gruff and bravado gals first hand."

Willow smiled. "True, you've got the queen."

"Damn right, and I wouldn't trade her for anything. So, you want a little more free, unsolicited advice?"

"Please," Willow begged.

Robin smiled. "Think about this: Faith can be a handful at times – distant or quick tempered but here's the thing. If another woman came around, Faith's still my baby. She's still the one I want to see every morning when I wake up or more often, late at night. And it's not that I picture my life with Faith this very second. The truth is, I can't picture my life without her, ever. The first thought I had when I learned that she was hurt was how bad is it? And if it's fatal, what am I gonna do without her?"

"Sounds like the same thing," Willow told him.

"No, there's a difference – I don't feel like I want Faith in my life. I feel like I need her in my life. Otherwise, it's empty. Can you honestly say since the break up that you feel lost? Like you don't know if you can go on day to day?"

Willow didn't say anything and her shoulders slumped as her eyes focused on the floor.

"I'll take that as a no," Robin went on, "So ask yourself, do you really need Kennedy or do you just want her around as the human security blanket? If it's the latter then cut her loose so she can find someone – someone who can't wait until they see her again and thinks about her all day long."

"Oh boy," Willow sighed.

"I hit a nerve?"

Willow nodded. "Tara. Truth is, I spent more time each day thinking about Tara than I did Kennedy. I'm an awful person, aren't I?"

"No, you're human. But I gotta ask with this indecision going on – has that changed at all since the break up? Do you think more about her now than Tara?" Robin asked.

Sadly Willow shook her head. "Not an hour goes by each day that I don't think about Tara. Well that's not true, I went a whole TWO hours – count 'em two – when I was playing chess with Rowena. But that's because I have to stay focused. The woman cheats I tell ya," Willow said waving her finger with a small grin.

Robin chuckled lightly. "She does, huh?"

"Not in the official sense but still…I get what you're saying Robin. I really do. And what I told my mother is true. I don't mind being alone most of the time. It's given me time to realize that my goal is to provide the best leadership and training I can to Marsha. I want to continue the coven classes so we have a group of well-rounded and educated magic users. And if I do find someone who fits in with the life, shares my ideals, then someday yeah, maybe I'll let my heart go."

"Sounds like you might have your answer, Willow…but if you need a sounding board, you know where to find me," he offered

"You know, Faith's said she's struck out with all the guys she ever met before but this time she might have hit one over the fence," Willow told him with a grin.

"Well, I love Faith for Faith. I know what she's been through and I know what she's capable of…not all of it is bad either. I try to convince her of that fact but it's difficult at times."

"Whatever you're doing, Robin, keep it up. I think you're getting through," Willow said patting his arm. "I'm gonna go check in with Andrew and Xander. Make sure we're all set with the supplies."

"Okay but remember, if you need me I'm here."

"I will and thanks. This really has helped me. Now maybe I can look Kennedy in the eye again for more than ten seconds," she said before pointing. "Go see to Faith," she nodded toward the door.

As she began to walk down the hallway, Robin turned back toward the room.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Presidium Lair – Later that day

"So," Larmin said as he rose to face Bonnie who had entered the cave. "The Slayer is dead I hope?" [image: image22.jpg]



"Which Slayer?" Bonnie asked.

"Their leader – Faith. She was sliced and they returned in the direction of the Council according to our lookouts."

"I spent my time chatting up Kennedy, or I should say, she tried to chat up me," Bonnie remarked.

"Does she suspect anything?"

"They all suspect everything in life," Bonnie answered. "It's what they do but no, she didn't make any accusations." Bonnie walked over to the device and nodded toward it. "So how long until his majesty has this up and running?" she asked as she spared a glance to the Engineer who appeared to be working on some electrical wires.

"He'll begin the first stage this week," Larmin told her. "I assume you'll be ready on your end in the coming months?"

"Oh don't worry," Bonnie said as she continued to look at the machine and smile. "Ready and waiting."

Cut to:
Int.
Slayer's Rec Room – Same time

Willow walked inside and looked over to Becca reading a book. She scanned the room and found Xander and Andrew engaged in mortal combat in front of a wide screen television with game controllers in their hands.

"Take that you villainous scum!" Andrew exclaimed as both men rapidly worked the controllers they held.

"Damn it!" Xander sighed as the video game made a distinctive loser sound. Feeling it was safe Willow walked over.

"Everything all set? Lots of petroleum goodness on hand?" she asked.

"Oh yeah!" Andrew told her. "We even had time to fit in a little shopping."

"Right!" Xander exclaimed as he reached for the bag on the coffee table and handed it to Willow. "Something to keep the mind off the folks," he said with a grin.

She pulled the comic out of the bag and rolled her eyes. "You know these do nothing to empower women," Willow said as if trying to chastise him but all the while continued to flip through the comic. [image: image23.jpg]



Xander watched Willow a moment as if sensing she was starting to get into the story and he nudged Andrew with his elbow before placing his finger over his lips to quiet anything the cook might say.

"Yeah," Xander agreed. "You got a point but the girls in that book aren't nearly as hot as Ms. December last year."

"Oh yeah," Willow drawled absently as she continued to flip through the pages. Suddenly her head shot up. "Hey!" she said, slapping him with the comic book.

"Empowerment of women, my fanny," Andrew chastised.

"Now there's nothing wrong with admiring the female form as long as you realize that all those forms have hearts and brains attached to them. Right, Willow?" Xander remarked as he stood up next to Willow putting his arm around her. "You are looking at two individuals who realize this," he said proudly.

"And nice breasts don't hurt," Willow muttered.

"They certainly don't." Xander nodded.

"Listen to you two," Andrew stated. "A woman is much more than just flesh or, in some cases, silicone. She is a flower within humanity and –."

"Oh God," Xander sighed. "We've touched his inner woman again."

"I didn't touch his inner woman," Willow remarked. "And that's one woman I never plan to."

Xander laughed out loud and even Becca giggled from the corner looking up from her book.

"Okay, fine. You two be male chauvinist pigs. See if I care," he said huffing from the room.

"I'm a male chauvinist pig?" Willow asked.

"Oh yeah," Xander joked. "You need to drop that Neanderthal mentality and hop on the P.C. train…but not before you finish that comic," he added with a wink.

Willow smiled and kissed him on the cheek. "Thanks, Xander."

"It was nothing," he said.

"Well, the comic, yeah, but…being here to give it to me."

They smiled at each other until Andrew darted back in the room slightly out of breath.

"What's wrong?" Willow asked.

"Ro," he said taking a breath. "She said your parents called a cab and they're leaving. She's gone back to help Giles stall them in case you want to say goodbye."

Willow and Xander exchanged a confused look before they hurried toward the door with Becca and Andrew following behind.

Cut to
Int.
Watcher's Council Lobby – Moments Later

"Flights are running again?" Willow asked as she approached them with her coat on.

"Yes, they have one leaving in the next two hours," Ira told her.

"Boy, I thought at least you'd say goodbye," she remarked, trying to sound carefree. [image: image24.jpg]



"I don't think there's much more that needs to be said here, do you?" he remarked sourly.

She paused a moment. "I suppose not. Need help with the bags?" she asked.

"We're all set now," he answered. "But thank you for letting us stay. I appreciate that."

Sheila closed the distance between them, "We're heading to a seminar in Atlanta next week but I'll give you a call after that," she told Willow.

Willow only nodded. With as awkward a hug as when they arrived, Sheila embraced her daughter again. She turned and walked back to Ira and he put his arm around his wife's back, resting his hand on her shoulder.

"We're going to be late," he told Willow. "Take care."

Cut to:
Ext.
City Street – Same time [image: image25.jpg]



Sheila climbed into the cab first and Ira paused a moment looking back at the Council building as the snow from the surrounding rooftops flew in the air. With a sigh, he too climbed inside.

Cut to:
Int.
Watcher's Council Lobby – Moments Later

"Well I guess that's over. Another round of Willow the Failure finished for now," the Wiccan sighed as Andrew walked into the room.

"What?" Rowena said turning briskly to her fellow Watcher. "I refuse to stand here and listen to you berate yourself. You're an accomplished magic wielder who's saved this world over and over again. And you're a damn good Watcher, Willow. I've noticed how much Marsha's agility has improved since she's been training with you. So don't let this one visit from these people, who don't even know you, hold any bearing on how you see yourself." [image: image26.jpg]



"She's right," Giles spoke up as Becca came to her side. "They don't understand your life but that's no reason to believe that what you do is useless or a failure."

"I know but…" Willow began.

"No buts," Becca told him. "If I could have had a daughter I'd have wished she'd been just like you. They don't realize what they have so don't let them get you down, Sweetheart."

"Okay," Willow answered not entirely convinced.

"Hey Will," Xander offered. "Just remember we can't pick our relations but we can always pick our family and I'm proud to have you as a member of mine."

Willow finally gave a genuine smile.

The ring of the telephone prompted Andrew to move around the large desk in the lobby.

"Watchers Council. Andrew Wells speaking. How may I…oh hey, Angel. Funny hearing from you so soon," he began nervously. "Look, about the recent road trip, out to L.A. I…yeah, she's right here."

Andrew held up the phone to Willow. "Angel needs to speak to you," he told her. "He sounds kinda stressed, well, more stressed than usual."

"Go figure." Willow sighed and rolled her eyes as she came over. "Why didn't you just give him my number in Brazil?" she joked as she took it with a snap and shooed him away. "Hey Angel. If this is about the whole Andrew incident again…it's not? Then what's wrong?" Willow paused and listened as Giles and Xander moved closer to see tears start to come to Willow's eyes. "Actually he's here now and plans to stay," she said looking over at Xander. "Yeah it is good news. I'm glad he's here…oh, sure, sure…is there anything we can do? Anything you guys need?" she asked. "Okay, take care Angel and yeah, I'll be sure to tell the gang…no, I've got Buffy's cell phone number. I'll call her. Yeah…thanks for calling and for what it's worth, I'm sorry…okay, you too. Bye."

"I take it all's not well with the dead guy," Xander said walking over.

Willow pursed her lips and shook her head, holding back her tears. "Angel said the hospital called. Cordy never woke up from her coma. She…she died at the hospital."

No one in the room spoke.
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