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Teaser
Fade In:
Int.
Apartment – Cleveland – Night

It began as it always did, with sunlight and joy. A wash of emotions, one moment irrepressible passion, the next, lazy contentment, and through it all the image of the most beautiful woman…but soon, all too soon, the joy was shattered like a pane of glass, the emotions nothing more than falling shards, cutting to the touch. A sharp gunshot, blood, and terrible, terrible pain…

"Tara!" [image: image1.jpg]



The redhead lurched upright in bed, immediately scrambling to stand, unconscious of the sheets tangled around her legs. She tumbled over and rolled off the bed, landing on hands and knees, looking down as if there was a part of her surprised to feel only polished floorboards beneath her palms.

"Tara?" she whispered in the darkness with a look of sorrow and loss.

The young woman blinked, noticing the darkness of the early hours around her as if realizing where she was, who she was…and that the pain she thought would tear her apart was nothing but a nightmare, already fading. She leaned back and sat on the edge of her bed, straightening her nightshirt. After a brief effort at untangling her sheets, she closed her eyes and tried to catch a few more hours of fitful sleep.

Fade to:
Ext.
Cleveland City Street – Same time [image: image2.jpg]



The laughter of two women echoed through the empty city streets. They walked slowly, with a perceptible tendency to veer from one side of the pavement to the other, each recounting slurred anecdotes from the party they had just left, giggling uncontrollably at each other's tales.

A tall man, keeping to the shadows offered by the doorways of buildings, followed them at a distance.

The two women reached the mouth of an alley and, seeing a short cut on their slightly intoxicated way home, turned down it.

The man quickened his pace as soon as they were out of sight, seeming not to care when he passed beneath the glow of a streetlight. As he approached the alley, his features warped into the bestial visage of a vampire.

Cut to:
Int.
Council Vehicle – Same time

Katherine Allison opened her eyes and stared out at the city for a moment, as if taking the time to focus her Slayer senses. [image: image3.jpg]



"Corner of Granger…and Fifth," she said after a pause. Her Watcher jammed their vehicle into gear and both were pressed back in their seats as the buildings on either side of them began to flash by at high speed.

"Standard vampire activity?" he asked as he steered. Katherine frowned, trying to decipher what her senses were telling her.

"I'm not sure," she said hesitantly, "i-it feels like a vampire, but it's…softer, quieter…I'm not sure I can explain it." The Watcher listened but didn't comment.

"Stand by," he ordered instead, "coming up on that location."

Cut to:
Ext.
Cleveland City Street – Same time

The sound of the vampire's hurried footsteps seemed to finally penetrate the alcoholic haze of his victims, and they turned and screamed at the sight of their pursuer. The creature put on a burst of inhuman speed, cursing that his prey was sober enough to run. His stride lengthened as the women darted around the corner into the street at the alley's end, both pausing to take one more frightened look at him. He bared his fangs in anticipation as they disappeared, now separated from him by a handful of seconds. [image: image4.jpg]



He drew up in shock as, with a roar of turbines, a skimmer swooped down out of the sky to fill the alley, blocking his pursuit of his next meal. One door of the vehicle was already open, and from it a young blonde woman dropped to the ground, taking the long fall with ease, boots crunching onto the pavement, her long black coat billowing behind her. She straightened up, her eyes fixed on the vampire.

Slayer and vampire charged each other like the natural enemies they were. A stake appeared in Katherine's hand and she lunged beneath the demon's first punch, surprised when he twisted in mid-attack to let her strike fly harmlessly by. She seemed even more surprised when her automatic defensive roll barely kept her out of harm's way, as the vampire instantly tried to slice her back open with a blade that had slid down from his forearm.

"He's very fast!" she yelled into the radio headset hooked over her left ear. The skimmer dropped down behind the combatants, headlights flaring, silhouetting the vampire, who turned towards it with a snarl.

"Take it alive," ordered her Watcher calmly. Katherine let out an exclamation of disbelief even as she automatically transferred her stake to her left hand, pressing the fingers of her right into her palm, feeling the tingling sensation as the stunner covering her hand came alive.

The vampire hissed into the glare of the headlights, tearing off his coat to reveal body armor beneath it. With no further warning a rocket howled out of his sleeve, barely missing the skimmer. The vehicle swerved higher into the air as the rocket weaved across the street and exploded against the side of a building in a dark crimson fireball, showering debris to the ground below. [image: image5.jpg]



"Highest priority," yelled the voice of Katherine's Watcher in her ear, "take that one alive!"

"Easy for you to say," she grumbled as the skimmer veered out of sight behind the corner of the nearest building. She sprinted towards the vampire, who was already turning to meet her, arm outstretched, his hand nothing but a charred lump. For a split second she hesitated as if wondering if he had another rocket hidden away somewhere, but then a barrel appeared from his sleeve, and five shots rang out through the alley. Katherine swore under her breath as she pushed her body to dodge each bullet, one after another. That at least seemed to surprise her opponent, if the deepening of his exaggerated frown was anything to go by. In the time it took him to react and try to aim she had reached him, blocked his hurried blow, and closed her right hand around the wrist of his damaged weapon-arm. [image: image6.jpg]



The vampire convulsed as the massive electrical charge in Katherine's stunner glove coursed through his body. The top layer of his skin flew apart in a shower of dust, but aside from that he remained solid, his limbs jerking as the incapacitating current flowed across him. After a second Katherine drew her hand back, and the vampire collapsed to the ground.

"He's down," she said in a tired voice as she crouched by his side. Behind her the skimmer reappeared, settling hesitantly to the ground as its damaged engine sputtered in protest. Katherine pulled the vampire's sleeve up, gasped, and turned to see her Watcher approaching.

"Sean," she said warily, "y-you'd better see this."

Fade Out

End of Teaser
 

Act One
Guest Starring:
Robin Sachs as Sean Rayne, Edward Woodward as Horatio Tyrell, and Michelle Trachtenberg as Aurora, with guest appearances by Emma Caulfield as Anya, and Diana Rigg as Veronica Wyndam-Pryce. 

Fade in:
Int.
Skimmer – Pre-dawn

Katherine sat uneasily in the passenger seat of the skimmer. Police and fire crews had arrived within minutes of the explosion, but their chief officer's protests at finding Katherine carrying an unconscious body over her shoulder had melted away when Sean turned, letting the officer see the Council shield on his coat. He had fallen over himself to comply when Sean had demanded all records of the incident be deleted, and had promised that no one would touch the scene until a recovery team arrived from the Council. The vampire that had done the damage was still unconscious, and now safely restrained in the skimmer's prisoner compartment as well.

As soon as they were in the air Sean had busied himself reporting in to the Council, requesting all sorts of facilities be made available as soon as they arrived. Katherine seemed to tune him out, as if knowing that her skills as a Slayer wouldn't be needed any further tonight. She idly flipped on the video screen facing her seat and changed it to a 24-hour news channel.

"Good morning, Katherine Allison. Top stories this February twelfth, twenty-one-thirty," the holographic newsreader said in a lively tone, with only a slight flicker as it inserted her name into its pre-programmed introduction, "turmoil in the World Alliance as the American Protectorate States vetoes the Oceanian Conglomerate program to develop anti-demonoid biological weapons. An Oceanian spokesperson insists that new measures need to be introduced to counter the rising incidence of demon activity worldwide. American Administration officials continue to press for Oceania, the Chinese Hegemony and the Russian Consortium to sign on to the Human Defense Treaty. The treaty, now in force in all American states and subsidiary nations, gives the Watchers Council sweeping new powers to deal with demonic activity. Russian ministers have continued to argue that the treaty is a violation of each sovereign nation's rights –"

Katherine frowned and shut off the screen, pressing her shoulders back in her seat. Sean glanced at her, but said nothing as he returned his eyes to the flight display on the windscreen in front of him. [image: image7.jpg]



"Where did we go wrong?" Katherine said eventually in a small voice. Sean let out an exasperated sigh, as if they'd had this discussion before.

"We didn't," he said flatly, "the Council remains dedicated to the protection of the human race above all else. The Administration recognizes that; other nations should too. It would make our job a lot easier."

"It didn't used to…be this way," Katherine said to herself. "Watchers didn't used to interrogate, imprison people…conduct military operations…I mean, they existed for centuries without anyone even knowing. We used to protect people, not…"

"Times change," said Sean, with a tone that indicated the discussion was over. Katherine frowned to herself and settled in her seat.

The sun was just rising into the red-hued sky when their skimmer disappeared into one of the hangar bays that honeycombed the upper levels of the Council's Cleveland tower.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Headquarters – Morning

Jocasta Rosenberg looked around impatiently as she entered the foyer of the Watchers Council tower, finding it largely empty. She was late – had slept in, and now had missed the morning rush hour.

"Colonel West," she said, as a handsome black man stepped out of the shadow of one of the foyer's columns and headed towards her. [image: image8.jpg]



"Colonel Rosenberg," he answered with a grin. "It's not like you to be late."

"Sorry," Jocasta said, looking away, "I haven't been sleeping well, I guess I missed my alarm."

"No trouble," West said quickly, "frankly it's good not to find you still upstairs pulling an all-nighter when I get here." Jocasta smiled briefly, and the pair fell into step, heading through the foyer to the building's secure section.

"Well, seeing as I haven't been here, what's happened overnight?"

"Oh, you know how it is," said West, waving a hand vaguely in the air. "The codex team is still insisting they haven't got enough people to complete their research anytime this century –"

"They've got everyone the Council will give us," grumbled Jocasta.

"Chicago wants us to send someone over there," West continued, as the pair made their way through the building, "they've got a, quote, 'bunch of dead demons with candles and entrails and pentagrams and stuff' and they need to know what it all means. Oh, and the Command Council turned down your request for more resources to be devoted to the portal project."

"No! Damn," Jocasta exclaimed, "we're close on that one. One more breakthrough and it could change the whole way we deal with Hellmouths!"

"Yeah, well I think they're happy dealing with them the way they do at the moment," said West grimly.

"Kill anything that comes out of them," said Jocasta critically, "because that's working so well at the moment."

"Hey, don't shoot the messenger!" said West, raising his hands in surrender.

"Sorry," Jocasta said, "it's just that…oh, sometimes it's like they wish we didn't exist."

"No argument there," West agreed, "I bet there's a few people on the Council who'd love it if all this unscientific magic stuff just went away, and they could concentrate on 'eliminating demonoids' and 'interdicting dimensional transitions'." [image: image9.jpg]



"Just because they wish magic didn't exist doesn't make it so," Jocasta said with a frown. She paused and sighed. "Anything else?"

"Just one thing," said West, "maybe nothing, but it might be worth checking out. A Watcher brought in a vampire this morning, no report yet, but remote monitoring pulled up a few odd details about its capture."

"Odd, huh?"

"What we've got is on your desk, the vamp's being examined now."

"Thanks," said Jocasta. "See you tomorrow." Colonel West nodded and turned away, as Jocasta headed for the elevators.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Autopsy Lab – Moments later

Katherine wrinkled her nose involuntarily, but otherwise controlled her reaction as her Watcher calmly sliced into the vampire strapped to the examination table in front of him. Various stasis units and biometric barrier fields came into play, keeping the undamaged parts of the unconscious demon's body alive and functioning as Sean used a laser scalpel to open its chest and ribcage. A holographic screen displayed everything the examination table's inbuilt instruments were able to discern about the demon's physical structure. [image: image10.jpg]



"Not a word of this leaves this room," Sean muttered to her, replacing the scalpel with a microprobe.

"All right," said Katherine hesitantly, unsure of Sean's intentions, but by now used to taking his orders without asking for explanations that were never forthcoming.

"You did well today," Sean continued distractedly. "I'm considering submitting a request to Slayer Command that your assignment with me be made permanent."

"Oh," Katherine said, keeping her voice devoid of any suggestion that the last thing she wanted was for Sean to be her Watcher permanently. Despite her apparent revulsion, she managed a glance or two at Sean's activities.

"Th-the arm looks cybernetic," she offered, swallowing and trying not to breathe in too deeply.

"Yes," Sean said dismissively, "evidently…I think we'll stick with an examination of the torso and internal organs. Might learn a bit more that way than poking and prodding around at random."

Katherine nodded dutifully, not sure if she understood his rationale, but unwilling to make an issue of it.

"The New York biomechanics research division might be able to help?" she offered after a moment's uncomfortable silence. [image: image11.jpg]



"Like I said, not a word to anyone," Sean murmured. "This is…it requires delicate handling, and I don't want the wrong people getting wind of it. There are some people in the Council, even very high up, who we can't necessarily trust to make the right decisions, so for their own sake, this stays between you, me, and the people I know I can trust."

Katherine frowned, but remained silent.

Fade Out

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Office – Morning

Jocasta went through her usual morning routine as she settled into her office and waited for her coffee to cool to a drinkable temperature, running diagnostics on her computers and taking a moment to check the emails and data transfers that had accumulated overnight. Most were general notices from somewhere within the Council hierarchy, distributed as a matter of protocol rather than efficiency, and she deleted them. The file West had marked for her was strange, but the results of the examination hadn't been made available, so she put it to one side.

She had just started on real work, and the coffee, when the anxious figure of Sebastian Giles appeared outside her office and waved hesitantly. She beckoned him inside.

"Jo," he said politely, seating himself, "how are you?"

"Same old," she replied with a resigned shrug.

"Are your dreams still...?" Giles began gently.

"Yeah," Jocasta nodded, "yeah, still."

"Tara?" Giles prompted.

"Same as always." Jocasta let out a harsh laugh. "I'm starting to wish I'd never read that diary. How about you?"

Giles looked away, searching for words.

"What's the matter?" Jocasta asked, reading her old friend's expression like a book. [image: image12.jpg]



"I've got a…well, a bad feeling, but I don't know if it's valid," he admitted.

Jocasta frowned, "Giles, you don't as a rule place much faith in intuition, and you almost never act without solid facts to back you up. Tell me what's troubling you, I'm sure it certainly is important."

"One of the Slayers stationed here brought in a live demon last night," Giles went on after an uncomfortable pause, "a vampire, or so it seemed."

"Colonel West gave me the heads-up about it this morning, but I couldn't get the examination report. Insufficient clearance…was it a vampire or not?" asked Jocasta.

"It was," admitted Giles, "in part." Jo's eyebrows shot up in question and Giles continued. "The Slayer's Watcher performed a deconstructive examination, and then," he blew out an exasperated sigh, "nothing. No report, no data to the biologics unit…either someone's being quite lax in filing their paperwork, or it's being hushed up."

"Wait, wait," interrupted Jocasta, "you said the demon was alive, but the Watcher did an autopsy on it?"

"It was Rayne," Giles said tersely. [image: image13.jpg]



"Sean Rayne?" asked Jocasta. "From the London office? The one you said was a cold, callous –"

"Yes, him," said Giles with a grimace. "He had the lab set up for a live examination. Stasis units, sterile fields, the whole works. Apparently the demon survived two hours."

"Oh…Eww! So why no report?" asked Jocasta, trying to suppress the shudder that ran through her.

"See for yourself," Giles said, retrieving a data rod from his pocket and offering it to Jocasta. She took it, slipped it into the reader attached to her computer, and watched as the information decrypted and scrolled across her screen.

"This is the report that should have been submitted to the mainframe and the Command Council," Giles went on, "but instead, it was submitted directly to the High Command, bypassing the rest of us completely."

"How did you get it?"

"There are times when it becomes prudent to bend the rules, just a little," Giles admitted with a hint of a grin. "The data transfer to the High Command was accidentally rerouted to the full Council, where that report should have gone in the first place. Most unfortunate."

"This is…goddess," Jocasta said to herself as she studied the data. "Giles, this is way beyond…I don't even know how that's possible, every study I've seen has shown that demon morphic biology is completely incompatible with artificial enhancements."

"That's exactly what the rest of the Command Council thought when it leaked out," said Giles with a shrug, "they're upstairs panicking at the moment. I thought I'd…well, come down here and panic quietly."

Jocasta gave him a ghost of a smile before looking serious again.

"Giles," Jocasta said grimly, "if this is accurate…the enhancements, the regenerative capabilities…this could be the most lethal vampire there's ever been. Someone built this thing?"

"Most of the Council want to know who, and why," said Giles. "Frankly, I'd like to know what it was doing trying to feed off young women in some back alley, as if it were just a common vampire."

"I think I can answer that," Jocasta said hesitantly.

"You can?" said Giles, unable to keep the surprise from his voice.

"Well I have skills. I studied demon biology and human cybernetics, so if you just ignore the fact that this is completely impossible, it's not that difficult. I think part of the enhancement was malfunctioning; it looks like tissue rejection…maybe the vampire's host body, rather than the demon, which is why it wasn't countered by whatever made the rest of it work. There's a unit here that, I think, is there to synthesize hemoglobin and inject it into the vampire's system, but the implant didn't take."

"So our vampire got hungry," mused Giles.

"And tried to feed, like any other vamp," concluded Jocasta, with the bright grin she reserved for a problem successfully solved. She looked up, and noticed a figure in the conference room outside her office. "Giles?" He turned in his seat.

"Rayne," he said quietly, reaching out to push the office door closed before the man had had a chance to see them. Giles turned back to Jocasta.

"I can't go into detail now," he said tersely, "but there's something more going on than a single demon. Find out what you can. I'll deal with Rayne, and then I'll meet you back here later. I've got a couple of sources I need to try." Jocasta nodded, and Giles opened the door just enough to leave, closing it again behind him when he was gone.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Conference Room – Moments later

"Well, well," said Sean Rayne as Giles emerged from the office, "look who's here." [image: image14.jpg]



"Don't pretend you didn't know," said Giles frostily.

"Just thought I'd pay a friendly visit," Rayne went on, unfazed, "offer a word of advice to my old pal, stop him from making a mistake that could be damaging to his career."

"Really?" said Giles lightly. "And what career advice might a Watcher Captain have for a Councilor?"

"Rank isn't everything," Rayne said hotly, "you never knew how to make the right friends, and one day it's going to cost you. For old times sake, see? You and your fellow bureaucrats on the Command Council would do well to stop poking your noses into things that don't concern you."

"Well I'm much obliged," sneered Giles, "but for now, I rather think that the Council has the right to know what's going on in our own organization. Or have the High Commanders decided they don't require our support anymore?" [image: image15.jpg]



"Very glib," spat Rayne, "just remember who does the real work. It's not you and your fellow Councilors." With that he turned and left, Giles's glare boring into his back until the elevator doors closed behind him.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Hallway – Late Afternoon

Katherine jumped slightly as the elevator doors opened, and then seemed to force herself to relax as she stepped out onto the twentieth level of the Council tower, the Gray Sector. The various officials and functionaries bustling about the corridors took no notice of her whatsoever.

She only had to stop once to ask the building's computer for directions before she found the door marked 'Rosenberg, J'. She checked her link again, the message summoning her to the offices still displayed. Katherine knocked, and at the lively "Come in" from beyond, pushed the door open and stepped through. She found herself in a conference room with several offices leading off it, and a panoramic view of the city, now approaching twilight. Only one other person was in the room, a pretty redhead in the uniform of a Council analyst, absorbed in the contents of a data pad.

"Miss Rosenberg?" she said tentatively. The redhead looked up.

At the sight of the woman Jocasta felt her jaw fall open. With a quick snap she closed it and opened it again to speak but no words would come forth.

"Um, hi!" she finally managed as she came around the table, "you must be Miss Allison? You are Miss Allison, aren't you?" She took Katherine's hand, smiling at her, and for a moment seemed reluctant to let it go. [image: image16.jpg]



"Um, yes," Katherine said, surprised at the friendly greeting, "Katie…if you like, I mean."

"Katie," she said, a strange note in her voice. Katherine smiled uncertainly; Rosenberg was looking at her as if she was trying to figure out a puzzle behind her bemused smile.

"Have we met?" the redhead asked as she continued to examine Katherine's features closely.

"Um, no," Katherine said, shaking her head hesitantly, "no, I don't think so. I-I mean, I'd remember," the Slayer smirked. Quickly, however, the smile fell from her face and she added the word, "Colonel." Katherine cursed herself for not noticing the rank insignia on Rosenberg's uniform sooner. "Sorry…" she said in an embarrassed mumble.

Jocasta blinked, as if shaken out of some private reverie, and let go of Katherine's hand.

"Oh, no, please call me Jocasta or Jo for short," she said with a grin. "'Colonel' is just so, you know…I feel like I should be striding around in leather boots inspecting the troops, or something." Katherine couldn't keep herself from laughing, and again Jocasta got that strange look, a mix of confusion and fondness. Katherine composed herself, but smiled in the face of Jocasta's stare. She ducked unconsciously, glancing away to one side.

"I'm sorry," Jocasta said quickly, realizing she had been staring, "I don't mean to…you just look… like someone I sort of know? I thought maybe we met a while ago, and maybe I'd forgotten, not that I would, on purpose, I mean…Please sit down," she said cutting herself short with a shake of her head, catching her runaway mouth before she could really get started. Katherine obediently took a seat next to Jocasta's. [image: image17.jpg]



"I've been working on the analysis of the vampire you brought in this morning," Jocasta said, seating herself. "I'd like to get your observations on it."

"It was fast," Katherine said, as if more confident now that the conversation was on familiar ground, "either it had fought a lot, or been trained, as well. And it had the weapons, you probably read about them –"

"Yeah, I – it didn't hurt you, did it?" Jocasta asked suddenly.

"Huh? Uh, no, no I'm fine…"

"Oh, good," Jocasta smiled, appearing relieved. "It just didn't say…the report, I mean. Whether you were wounded, when you brought it in…it had a small arsenal, after all. Sorry, I interrupted."

"No, that's okay," Katherine said lightly. Her hand touched Jocasta's on the tabletop in front of them, without it seeming as if she was entirely aware of it.

"Like you said, small arsenal," she went on, "and the other alterations we found in the examination. But, you'd want to ask my Watcher about those, I'm not really big on the technology…"

"Don't worry, I can handle the technobabble for the both of us," Jocasta admitted with a grin that the Slayer returned.

"Something else," Katherine said, "when I sensed the vampire, it was…quiet. I'm not sure how to describe it…I'm normally pretty strong with the sensing, but this one, I don't know. If there had been others around, or if I was distracted, I might have missed it."

"Weird," Jocasta murmured, frowning at the puzzle. Katherine nodded in silent agreement, and then appeared to get distracted by the cute little furrow that had appeared on Jocasta's brow as she thought. Both women looked up as the main door opened again, admitting Giles.

"Councilor!" said Katherine, springing to attention.

"Please don't do that," said Giles wearily. [image: image18.jpg]



"He's got a kind of anti-authority thing," explained Jocasta in a stage whisper, as she gently took Katherine's arm and lowered her back into her seat, "even though he is the authority."

"Good afternoon, Miss…?" Giles asked Katherine, ignoring Jocasta's comment.

"K-katherine Allison," she said shakily, glancing quickly at Jocasta's hand on her arm.

"She's the Slayer who brought in the cyber-vamp," explained Jocasta, "I thought she might be able to help us."

"Sebastian Giles," Giles introduced himself politely, "just 'Giles' will do, I don't like to stand on rank. Good idea," he added to Jocasta.

"Did you find anything?" Jocasta asked.

"Perhaps," Giles said, taking a seat. "You work with Sean Rayne?" he asked Katherine.

"Yes," she answered, "I'm afraid so." She clamped her mouth shut at what she'd said, and Jocasta smiled at her contrite-yet-shyly-amused expression.

"It's all right, I understand. I worked with him in London for some time," Giles explained.

"Oh," Katherine said, "I see. Um, has he…always been so…?"

"Yes, he has," Giles confirmed with a grimace.

"Not that I mean he's not good at his job, or…"

"Just a pain in the arse," said Giles, "I know. Do you know what he proposes to do about this vampire?"

"He doesn't really tell me his plans in advance," Katherine admitted with a frown, "he…actually, he asked me…well, ordered me, not to discuss it with anyone…"

"Oh! I didn't know, I'm sorry," Jocasta exclaimed, "I didn't mean to put you in that position, I should've asked –" Her hands clenched on the tabletop as she exclaimed, then she briefly took Katherine's hand in both of hers, in an apologetic gesture.

"N-no, it's okay," Katherine assured her with a squeeze before they broke apart, "I-I mean, you outrank him anyway…"

"Yeah, but still," Jocasta frowned, "that's like a privileged trust, Slayer and Watcher, I didn't realize I was asking you to go against that."

"No, it's not that at all," Katherine said, with a slight touch of desperation in her voice. She ventured a smile. "Actually, I…well, I don't think I really trust Sean. Not, you know…really."

"Same old Sean," said Giles. "At any rate, it's probably best that you know this as well as Jocasta. I've approached some of my unofficial sources, and they're all…well, most of them are packing up and leaving. The ones who would talk to me didn't know much, but by the sound of it the benign demon population is making some sort of exodus."

"Why?" asked Jocasta.

"Bloody good question, I wish I knew. There's a general feeling that this is not a safe place to be. You know how much trust demons place in auras and premonition. Only one source I spoke to had even a vague idea why, and his source never showed up for a meeting they'd planned. All he got was a number, three-fourteen."

"Hmm, that sounds vaguely familiar…Is that supposed to be a date?" Katherine wondered.

"That's in a month's time," Jocasta added thoughtfully.

"I don't know what it means," said Giles, "my source didn't know what it meant, only that it's connected somehow to whatever's going on. If the benign demons are scared, that usually means something dangerous is on its way. My guess is that our enhanced friend down in the autopsy room is the tip of the iceberg."

"Three-fourteen," Jocasta murmured to herself, frowning.

"You recognize it?" Giles said sharply.

"I don't know," she said, "I've got that annoying I-almost-know feeling…I'll check it out at home, see if anything shows up."

"Would you like me to come along?" asked Katherine. "I could give you a full briefing on the vampire…and," she added, glancing at Jocasta nervously, "maybe I-I could be useful?"

"Yes! Yes, that'd be great. I mean, we can research, and…much more efficient," said Jocasta with a smile, "I'll just get my stuff. Giles?"

"There's a meeting of the Council to discuss this," he said ruefully, "no doubt a lot of pompous windbags making no progress at all, but I'm expected to attend. Call me if you find anything important. In the meantime…tell no one."

"Will do," Jocasta said, grinning as Giles left the room with a long-suffering expression on his face.

"I'll just get a few things from my quarters," Katherine said to break the silence, then she paused and shot a puzzled glance after Giles. "Does he always wear those…" she gestured vaguely to her eyes.

"Glasses," said Jocasta, "yep. In some ways he's not really happy with the twenty-second century." She shrugged ruefully. "A lot of ways, actually. You're sure you don't mind working through the evening?"

"It's fine," Katherine said, "I'd like to…I…I probably shouldn't be saying this, but I think…maybe there's something dangerous going on, and I'm not sure if, perhaps, Sean might be involved. He's…acting strangely, even for him." She looked up at Jocasta. "I'd like to not be in the dark. I know I should trust my Watcher implicitly but –" [image: image19.jpg]



"I know how it is," Jocasta said sympathetically, "there're a lot of people in the Council now with their own agendas. I'll…tell you what, I'll log you as assigned to Gray Sector while we check this out, Sean won't be able to recall you without a formal application, and according to Giles he hates going through proper channels, so he might decide to do whatever he's doing alone. And in the meantime we'll figure out what's going on, and…well, if Sean's mixed up in something, you'll be safe from it. Okay?"

"Okay," Katherine smiled. They stood together, and remained facing each other for a moment. Jocasta finally took a step back, smiling shyly, and waved a hand towards her office.

"I've just got a couple of things to finish up," she said.

"I-I'll stop by my quarters," Katherine nodded. "And I'll meet you in the l-lobby.

"See you in a few minutes?" Jocasta asked in an enthusiastic tone.

"Absolutely…Jocasta," the Slayer remarked, making sure to stress her given name as she'd been asked before she left.

Jocasta continued to stare at the door with a slight grin long after Katherine had gone.

Fade Out

End of Act One
 

Act Two
Fade In:
Int.
Apartment – Cleveland – Evening

The lights in Jocasta's apartment came on automatically as she came through the door. She held it open, with her hand on the door's recognition coder, allowing Katherine to follow her in as the system recognized her as a guest, not an intruder. The Slayer took a few steps further into the living room, staring out at the night lights of the city through the large windows, as Jocasta disappeared into one of the other rooms.

"It's a nice place," she said when Jocasta returned.

"Thanks," Jocasta smiled.

"You have house-plants?" Katherine observed, touching the fronds of a potted palm standing by the dining table.

"They're just synthetics," Jocasta shrugged, "but yeah, I like to have them here and there. It's a nice change from the office. Can't have anything there to distract us from our work. Speaking of," she added, crossing the room to her computer's main terminal. "Computer, access all private material not connected with current Council investigations. Return all records containing the term 'three-fourteen' as anything other than a time, or a contraction of a date. This is the boring bit of Watcher work they never put on the recruitment vids," she added to Katherine.

"Requested function will require seven hours to complete," the computer replied. Jocasta tapped the 'ok' button.

"Isn't that…kind of long?" asked Katherine.

"I have a big collection," Jocasta admitted. "Books sort of gravitate to me, and I don't really have the time to highlight all the key words and so on. Also, the Council won't okay the budget for me to upgrade this thing to a twelfth-generation matrix."

"What sort of books?" asked Katherine, eyes brightening.

"Oh, you know, this and that," said Jocasta casually, "I just keep them in the system here so the Council won't keep trawling through them and telling me not to waste my time on them."

"Oh." Katherine seemed vaguely disappointed, until her gaze settled on a slim shape resting on a side table. "Is that…" she began.

"Yup, actual hard copy," said Jocasta, picking up the book and handing it to Katherine, who took it with something approaching reverence. [image: image20.jpg]



"It's been in the family for a while," Jocasta explained. "My grandmother had the pages polymer-coated, so it won't fall apart or anything. It's just a Codex Daemonicus, nothing special, but…it belonged to…her."

The accent on the last word caught Katherine's attention, and from her expression it seemed she had realized whom Jocasta meant.

"So it's true? You're related to THE Willow Rosenberg?" said Katherine softly, brushing her fingertips lightly over a page.

"The one and only," said Jocasta with a shrug, apparently uncomfortable at having brought it up.

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean –," Katherine began, trying to apologize for the obvious upset it brought the redhead.

"No, it's fine," Jocasta insisted before pausing a moment. "It just seems that whenever that name comes up people expect me to float objects or pull coins from people's ears," she joked. "I'm just, me…and sometimes it feels like that's not enough."

"I kind of understand. I have a sister who's a restaurateur. She owns about 12 places on the eastern coast. So my parents often ask when I'm going to stop playing around and find a real job like Andrea. Even if it's not the same thing exactly…I know it's not easy living in someone's shadow."

Jocasta gave Katherine an understanding smile. "Yeah, well…that's her book. Of course the Council has the originals of most of the material she left, all the journals and so on, but, well, there aren't even any notes in the margin or anything like that, it's just a standard edition of the text. I guess they figured it wasn't one of her important works."

She glanced at Katherine, a glance that lingered long enough to become a stare, noting the careful way she turned the pages. A smile tugged the corners of her lips.

"W-what?" Katherine asked, looking up.

"Huh? Oh, sorry, I didn't mean to stare like that," Jocasta said quickly, "just, well… you kind of look like you've handled real books before. Not just data pads, I mean." Katherine gently closed the book and nodded, cautiously.

"I-I have a few," she admitted, "um…not exactly authorized subjects. My old Watcher gave them to me."

"Not authorized how – magic?" Jocasta's eyes lit up. "You've read magic?"

"A little," Katherine said, with a relieved grin, "she said I had a talent for it, but I haven't done anything. I-I mean, Slayers aren't even supposed to read about magic –"

"Oh forget that," Jocasta said with a dismissive wave of her hand, "they're just Council rules, they don't like magic so they don't want anyone else messing with it."

"Um," Katherine began nervously, "please don't take offense at my asking this but…Why are you with the council? I mean it's kinda obvious you have different ideals than they do."

"Well it's easier to create change from within than from outside. I think that's why I'm cursed to middle management with Giles," she gave a light chuckle and Katherine gave her a full toothed grin. "No, seriously…I think the Council isn't what my ancestors intended but maybe I can make it better somehow. Crazy and idealistic, huh?"

"It's pretty endearing, actually," Katherine told her sincerely.

Jocasta smiled broadly for a moment, just watching the other woman grinning at her. "Um," she began anxiously, "would you like to see some more? I've got a third edition 'Realms and Farsight' I requisitioned from the Gray Sector library, if you'd like to take a look? Over dinner? I kinda skipped lunch today, and you've probably got that whole Slayer metabolism thing going, so I could heat something up if you want? A-and we'll go over the details of that vampire after, see what we can come up with."

"Thanks," said Katherine happily.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Command Council Chamber – Night [image: image21.jpg]



Giles stifled a groan of dismay as yet another bout of pointless bickering broke out among the Command Council. He quietly excused himself from the debate, leaving a notary to represent him, and made a subtle gesture to another bored Councilor sitting across the chamber from him. She, too, stood and detached herself from the argument, which had degenerated – again – to a matter of jurisdiction among the various Council detachments.

"Bloody fools," Giles said as the other Councilor joined him in the corridor outside the Council chamber.

"Testosterone poisoning," said Veronica Wyndam-Pryce flatly as they walked, "no offense." Both fell silent as another Watcher, an assistant Councilor, left the chamber and caught up to them.

"Ma'am," he said, "Sir, the Council will be voting in five minutes –" [image: image22.jpg]



"Yes, all right, thank you," Veronica said irritably. Giles glared off in the other direction, and the assistant Councilor took the hint and returned to the chamber.

"How are things out your way?" asked Giles.

"No different," she answered. Giles nodded – New York had recently become the new center of the Council's research division, acquiring all the bureaucratic morass that went with it. Only Veronica had made the effort to attend the night's meeting in person, while the rest of New York's Councilors were present by video link only.

"I managed a peek at the technical report before High Command classified everything. This vampire doesn't look friendly," she went on, with her habitual understatement. "Even after all this time, I don't believe the Council has fully comprehended the danger a vampire could pose if its inherent weaknesses were compensated for."

"The feeding unit?" asked Giles. "Jocasta – Miss Rosenberg – seemed to think it would completely replace a vampire's need to ingest blood."

"So it seems," Veronica agreed, "you know most of our reliable data on vampire movements still comes from their feeding."

"A demon that can pass for human," mused Giles, "and won't give itself away by needing to kill for food."

"That's not all," said Veronica darkly. "The research unit seems to think the hybridization with other demon morphic types goes further than enhancing the vampire's speed and strength. There wasn't a lot of time to go over the report, and my division is having real trouble getting a timeline from High Command for a full examination in our labs."

"They'd rather keep the rest of the Council at arm's length," Giles muttered to himself.

"Yes," said Veronica without missing a beat, "and from what little we could determine about its tissue, we think its cells might be translucent to ultraviolet light."

"You're not serious!" exclaimed Giles, obviously louder than he'd meant to. He glanced around, but the corridor seemed safely empty.

"Quite serious. Obviously we'd like to examine your specimen to be sure."

"I'll authorize it personally," promised Giles. "Do you really think these creatures can…?"

"Survive the sunlight," finished Veronica, "so it seems."

"Bloody Hell," muttered Giles.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Apartment – Cleveland – Night

Katherine and Jocasta sat side by side on the lounge, close together with a book open across their knees. Katherine was idly turning the pages while Jocasta accessed her office's files on a computer balanced on the books scattered over her coffee table.

"You know the odd thing about that vampire?" Katherine asked, as Jocasta finished the last bite of her dinner with one hand and manipulated her computer with the other. "The way I could sense it. When it was awake it felt like it was asleep…I've sensed sleeping vampires before, when Sean's had me raid nests during the daytime, it was like that, dull, faint. But when it was unconscious, once I'd gotten used to it, it was as if it wasn't asleep enough."

"You're sure it was unconscious?" asked Jocasta, all her attention now on her companion.

"Sure enough," confirmed Katherine, "I hit it with a stunner on full…it lost a layer of skin to discorporation as it was, I think any more power would have dusted it."

"So it felt asleep when it was awake, and awake when it was asleep? Bizarro," offered Jocasta.

"Not quite awake," continued Katherine, "just…aware. Like it was dormant, but there was a part of it that was still…I don't know, conscious in a way. It didn't stop until well into the examination, when Sean started the neurological dissection, when its brain died."

"That is…odd," said Jocasta, stifling a yawn. "Sorry," she grinned sheepishly, "I promise I'm not bored or anything, but, you know, early morning, late night…"

"I-I should go," said Katherine quietly, not standing up quite as quickly as she might have.

"Are you tired?" asked Jocasta, jumping to her feet almost anxiously.

"A bit…Sean kept me up documenting the examination this morning…and it wasn't really easy to sleep after that."

"You shouldn't go out tired," said Jocasta hesitantly.

"I'll be okay getting back to the tower," Katherine said with a small grin, "I'm a Slayer, you know." Despite her words, she hesitated at moving away.

"Stay here," said Jocasta, with finality and an expression that suggested she was surprised at herself. "I mean, if you want to? It wouldn't be any trouble, it's a double bed so there's plenty of room, actually it's practically two beds…if you don't mind? I could take the couch if you'd prefer, it's no trouble –"

"No," Katherine said, "no, it's fine…you don't have to sleep on the couch…" Jocasta blinked, then smiled broadly.

"You're staying, though?" she asked.

"Yes," Katherine nodded, "so long as it's no trouble…besides, you're a Colonel, I'm not going to disagree with a Colonel –" [image: image23.jpg]



"What? No, no," Jocasta said hurriedly, "I didn't mean it like that, I was just saying if you want to, you can…"

"Jo," Katherine said, forestalling her apology, "it was a joke, I-I'd…I'd like to stay." Jocasta paused, then grinned as her tension faded.

"Right," she smiled, "sorry…nervous."

"Yeah," Katherine agreed, "um…me too." They stood uncertainly for a moment, pondering the meaning behind their words, then Jocasta took a breath and motioned towards the hallway.

"I-I'll go find you something to sleep in," she said.

"Okay," Katherine nodded.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Apartment – Cleveland – Early morning

Katherine woke and looked around as if something was amiss, but all was quiet. She lay still for a moment, her head cocked, but silence filled the dark room. Then a low, frightened sound came from the woman on the other side of the bed.

"Jo?"

Katherine slid closer, tentatively touching Jocasta's arm where it lay, stretched out across the pillows. The Watcher was sweating, tense, showing all signs of being afraid.

"Nightmare," Katherine muttered, as if finally recognizing the intangible danger she sensed.

"No," murmured Jocasta faintly, turning her head to bury her face in her pillow. Katherine lay closer beside her and gently ran her fingers through her hair, as if to soothe her without waking her abruptly. Jocasta continued to mumble into her pillow for a moment, then suddenly rolled over and clumsily wrapped her arms around Katherine, clinging to her as if her life depended on it.

"Don't go," she whispered to her dreams. Katherine carefully repositioned her arms, holding Jocasta gently, just enough to keep her from rolling around again.

"Tara," Jocasta whispered plaintively.

"It's all right," Katherine cooed, "you're not alone."

Jocasta's breath caught, and Katherine frowned. Then the sound of her breathing resumed, steady and calmer, and she unconsciously shifted to bury her face in Katherine's hair, just below her chin.

"Katie," she murmured as she drifted back into a deep sleep. Katherine lay awake gently caressing the woman's arm and looking at the ceiling. She glanced over to see the crown of Jocasta's head and a peculiar expression crossed her face.

"Deja Vu," Katherine muttered softly. She widened her eyes as if trying to shake the image free before she too tried to return to slumber with a sigh.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Apartment – Cleveland – Morning

Sunlight falling across her face woke Jocasta at last, and she blinked in the daylight. She didn't seem to notice for a moment how she had ended up with Katherine's arms around her, as if shielding her; when she did, she slowly and gently extracted herself, holding her breath until she finally sat up with no sign of wakefulness from the other woman. A small, sad smile passed across her face as she stood and left the room. She paused only to pick up her clothes from where the building's cleaning system had returned them during the night. Not looking back, she missed Katherine glancing over her shoulder, her features confused, but not unhappy.

Fade Out

Fade In

Int.
Apartment – Cleveland – Morning

"The search finished," Jocasta said as Katherine appeared in the living room half an hour later. The Slayer smiled and busied herself in the kitchenette for a moment, returning with two cups of coffee. She handed Jocasta a cup, then sat back down on the couch and took a sip of her own. Jocasta took a seat beside her and switched on the computer on the table, regarding her coffee with theatrical skepticism. [image: image24.jpg]



"Hmm, could it be," she wondered aloud, "or is that too good to be true?" She took a sip. "Yay, double mocha! Katie, I could kiss you," – with her eyes closed, she missed Katherine's startled expression, "– and now that I'm all mocha-ed up and the brain's working, good morning." Katherine beamed at her, and after a slightly longer exchange of smiles than was necessary, Jocasta self-consciously turned back to the screen, thus missing Katherine's eyes lingering on her lips as she took another sip of coffee.

"So, let's see what we've got…Sort by date, priority to restricted files, 'cause they'd be more likely to have demon-y stuff in them," Jocasta narrated herself as she manipulated the stack of holographic files the computer had compiled. "Now that's odd…"

Katherine leaned over beside Jocasta and stared blankly at the complicated puzzle of cross-linked files hovering above the coffee table. Jocasta glanced down at Katherine's thigh against hers, then took a breath and waved a hand through the display, clearing out most of the files, but leaving one.

"Look at the date on that," she said, "it's a hundred and thirty years old! None of the other results were even in the same century."

"What is it?" asked Katherine.

"Let's see," said Jocasta, opening the file. The file display was replaced with a representation of pages filled with handwriting. [image: image25.jpg]



"This is Willow's writing," she said in a low voice, "I recognize it…well, so would most of the Council," she added in a sarcastic undertone.

"It really makes you uncomfortable," said Katherine softly, "being…compared to her?"

"I know it's kind of an insecurity thing," agreed Jocasta, reading and talking at the same time, "but…well, everyone sees the name 'Rosenberg,' and I feel like I'm supposed to be the Second Coming, only no one's told me what to do. Giles gets the same kind of looks from people."

"Because of Rupert Giles?"

"Yup. I guess it's why we hang out together, everyone else looks at us and sees the descendants of the people who saved the world a couple of dozen times, and rebuilt the Council from the ground up as well. That kind of thing sort of gets remembered." Jocasta stopped reading just long enough to give Katherine a helpless smile, accompanied by a shrug.

"Is Giles the only one?" Katherine asked. "Who treats you like…like you, I mean?"

"The new colonel who covers the night shift for me is pretty relaxed," Jocasta admitted, "but I catch him giving me 'wow she's a Rosenberg' glances now and then. A-and there's you, of course," she finished, glancing sidelong at Katherine.

"I-I'm happy with you like you are," the Slayer said quietly, immediately glancing away once the words were out.

"Kind of ironic," Jocasta went on to cover her blush, "I avoided the Council all through school because I was sick of being treated like 'Willow part deux,' and as it turned out, part of me was after all. Working for the Council, I mean. A few years ago I wanted to be an AI architect, but once I started working here, it just," she shrugged again, "this is what I feel good doing."

"That's good," said Katherine. "That you're happy, I mean…in the Council. I used to feel the same way, but sometimes I get a bit, I don't know," she trailed off. "It's probably just Sean," she continued, "he's not really a people person, you know? I liked my old Watcher better, she was…" Jocasta looked up as Katherine trailed off again. Katherine steadied herself.

"I felt like I belonged," Katherine admitted, "like the Council was where I was meant to be. Miss Dimmons always made me feel good about what I am – a Slayer, I mean. Sean's more of a…a soldier, I guess. I'm thinking of requesting a transfer, but they don't like Slayers doing that." She sat silent for a moment, then shook off her train of thought and looked at Jocasta, who hadn't looked away while she had talked.

"Did you find anything?" she asked. Jocasta's brows crinkled in confusion, and Katherine pointed at the screen.

"Oh! Yes," Jocasta said, "yes. I think. It's her diary, and there's a reference to Giles, that's Rupert of course, hearing about something called three-fourteen that was causing a stir among the demons. But that's the only diary entry that the search turned up…maybe she used a different name for whatever it was. Computer, assimilate context and terminology associated with 'three-fourteen' in this file and retrieve matches from next…three months." Katherine nodded absently.

"Unable to comply," said the synthesized voice.

"What? Why?" Jocasta demanded.

"Specified files have been removed," the computer answered.

"Re –," she bit off a protest. "Show me the files for Willow Rosenberg's personal diaries, from two years prior to two years after this entry." The display showed a series of files, stacked according to content and length. Jo trailed a finger through the holograms.

"They're gone," she said, genuinely shocked.

"Did you have the whole diary?" asked Katherine.

"Every last word," Jocasta said, confused, "Watcher journals, her diaries from before the new Council…I never really read much of the personal stuff, but I'm sure all the Scooby diaries were there." She saw Katherine's expression. "It's what they called themselves," she explained, "Willow and the Slayer who was her friend, and Giles and the others: the Scooby Gang."

"Why?"

"Damned if I know," shrugged Jocasta. "The files should be here…so they were taken for a reason. It's all connected, everything's connected. Computer, when were the missing diary files removed?"

"June thirteenth, twenty-one-twenty-eight."

"A year and a half ago…who removed them?"

"Files were removed by authority of Watchers High Command."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Office – Morning

In the Council tower, Jocasta flung open the door to her office, only to have her anger derailed by an even more vehement exclamation from within. [image: image26.jpg]



"Bloody Command!"

Giles looked up from the screen he had been shouting at, and calmed somewhat at seeing Jocasta, with Katherine at her side.

"Dare I ask, or should I just go get you an axe?" Jocasta asked.

"The High Command has locked down the vampire you brought in, Miss Allison," Giles explained, reversing the screen so Jocasta could read it. Katherine leaned into Jocasta's shoulder to also get a look. "Apparently they feel they have more capable analysts than us, or the New York research division. They overruled me when I tried to get Miss Wyndam-Pryce to have a look at it. Now the blasted thing has vanished from the database completely."

"That's not surprising," said Katherine, earning a confused frown from Giles.

"We found a reference to 'three-fourteen' in my personal files," explained Jocasta. For a moment he looked hopeful. However, Jocasta held a hand up and continued, "But all the important material had already been removed by the High Command."

"Damn," muttered Giles. "I hesitate to ask this of you, Miss Allison, but is there anything about your Watcher that might shed light on this?"

"I don't know," said Katherine, "he's…he doesn't really tell me anything. There've been times when he's put me on the inactive list for days and gone off on his own assignments, but when he gets back he doesn't say anything. But why would he be involved with vampires? I mean, he's a Watcher, he…even if he's a, well," she hesitated.

"Cold-blooded bastard," Giles offered.

"– he wouldn't be helping vampires," Katherine continued, nodding her assent, "and why would High Command be a part of it?"

"If I knew that, I'd feel a lot better," Giles shrugged. Then his face darkened. "Actually, I suspect I wouldn't. Jo, what did you say they took?"

"Several months worth of Willow Rosenberg's journals and notes, appropriated and sealed," Jocasta said, "not just from me, but in every data library I can access. I don't think it was out of historical interest. They know what three-fourteen is."

"What are our options?" asked Giles. "If High Command has their own agenda with this, we need proof before I can take it to the Command Council."

"Simple," said Jocasta, knowing it was anything but, "we go to where their data goes: the Progenitor File."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Computer Center – Minutes later

"Yes, hello, how can I – no, not you guys, I always get in trouble after you guys come down here!"

"Nice to see you too, James," said Jocasta brightly, dodging around the tech specialist whose sole purpose was to keep the Council's massive data storage system functioning. He looked past her, and saw Giles and Katherine as well.

"Sorry to barge in," Giles offered.

"You brought a Slayer?" James protested. "They're not even allowed in here, what's – I'm just asking, no offense," he trailed off in the face of a blistering glare from Jocasta.

"Just a piece of advice," said Giles quietly, "stop talking now, please." He peered around the gloomy technical suite, and noticed a figure reclining in a contoured seat in the corner.

"Could we have a moment alone?" he asked. [image: image27.jpg]



"Anya, five minutes," said James wearily. The woman stood up, and Jocasta noticed her arm was partially disassembled from the elbow down, revealing a series of chrome skeletal structures and fiber bundles beneath the flawless skin.

"Okay," she said, glaring at James, "but no playing with the accounts division files, and no downloading pornographic holograms."

"Anya!" James protested, trying not to meet Jocasta's stare. The woman deftly unplugged a data cable from her arm, the components of which then smoothly slid back into place, concealing any suggestion that she was other than human. With a stern glare, she left the technical suite.

"You know what the Hyperdyne series synthetics are like," James said feebly as Jocasta continued to glare, "they're twitchy, and particularly the A-2s, and incidentally I don't watch porn, that was just a misunderstanding –"

"James…" Jocasta said in a long-suffering tone.

"Sorry. What's going on?"

"We need to access the Progenitor File," said Giles.

"Okay, now you're going to get me fired."

"It's important," Giles added, "and I'll take full responsibility."

"Okay," James argued, "that's fine, except, that means we'll both get fired, but that still includes me being without a job and possibly getting stripped of my tech rating."

"Look who's talking," said Jocasta patiently, "I know you scan the confidential files that go through the databanks. You know the weird vamp that came in yesterday morning?"

"You mean the 'resistance is futile' one?" James chuckled and then looked from Jocasta, to Giles, to Katherine, seeing only blank expressions. "Oh come on! Literature was invented before this century, you know."

"It's very dangerous and it's not the only one," Jocasta went on, ignoring him. "There could be lots more of them, all over the place, able to survive the sunlight, and armed to their pointy teeth. I know you've gone around the Council's rules in the past –"

"I didn't do anything to the payroll!" interrupted James.

"– so I'm asking you to get us into that file," Jocasta continued. "Some of the High Command may be involved with these vampires. We need to know, right away."

James was silent for a moment, his gaze moving between the faces staring at him.

"You know only the Chairman of the Council is authorized to open the Progenitor File," he explained. "If I let you in, it'll set off alarms all over the place…It's got security systems that don't even show up on my scans, even I don't know what's inside that file."

"You can't do it?" asked Giles bleakly.

"I didn't say that," answered James quickly, with a wounded expression. "I've got a few bypass tricks up my metaphorical sleeve in the system. This is really that important?"

"It really is," said Jocasta. James looked at Giles, who returned his gaze levelly, and then at Katherine, who nodded hopefully. [image: image28.jpg]



"Oh-kay," he said, turning to his keyboard with a determined expression, "you need to be in the main conference room on level forty in exactly ten minutes. That's where the file can be accessed. I'm going to trip the building's maintenance fault grid right before I open the file, that should keep everyone confused, but not forever. You'll have maybe fifteen minutes before security figures out something's not right on your level, so whatever's in that file, get it and get out fast."

"Thanks James," said Jocasta sincerely.

"Don't thank me yet," he warned, "there's no guarantee here." He smiled grimly. "If we all end up in the same correctional battalion in the army, I'll let you know what I did wrong."

Fade Out

Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Council Main Conference Room – Ten minutes later

The conference room looked no different than any other – more luxurious than the ones on Jocasta's floor, perhaps, but hardly significant. A row of slanting windows let in the sunlight and gave a panoramic view of the city. Jocasta walked from seat to seat, glancing down at the screen projectors in front of each one. With no data to display, they remained inactive. [image: image29.jpg]



"This is the right room?" Katherine asked.

"Perhaps it's taking longer than he thought to open the file," Jocasta suggested. "Giles?"

"Fourteen minutes," Giles answered.

"We'll give him until twenty, then –" She stopped as the room's air conditioners gave a shuddering whine, then shut down. The lights flickered, dimmed, and then returned. A low hum vibrated through the room. Jocasta, still studying a screen, heard Katherine let out an exclamation of surprise, and looked up to see her spinning around, in a defensive stance, as a portion of the room's wall behind her shimmered. Before their eyes a whole segment, including a window, reverted to a grid of green projector lines and dissolved, revealing a passageway beyond. [image: image30.jpg]



"That's," Katherine started hesitantly, "it's outside the building…it can't really be there, can it?" Giles stared at the corridor suspiciously, while Jocasta quickly crossed to one of the remaining windows and peered intently at the city beyond.

"It's a projection," she said, "the whole view, it's all false."

"Ingenious," Giles muttered, "who would look for a hidden room beyond the outer wall of a tower?"

"That's not really the city?" Katherine asked, staring at the view through the windows.

"It must be relayed from outside," Jocasta said. "Look, lean in close, you can just see where the parallax layers are flickering…"

"Jo, Miss Allison?" Giles asked, indicating the corridor.

"Oh, yeah," Jocasta said sheepishly. "Well, it's not often you see a projection that detailed." Katherine offered her an indulgent look.

Giles led the way through the corridor and into the room beyond. The walls were dotted with screens, system read-outs and diagnostic displays. In the center of the room was a console featuring a variety of monitors, all showing data integrity and transfer diagnostics continually in progress, maintaining a massively complex array of information. But nowhere was there any sign of an interface to allow the information to be accessed.

"Anticlimax much?" commented Jocasta, staring around for any sign of a suitable display. She turned to the outer wall, facing one of the screens. "Hello?" [image: image31.jpg]



"Hello," said a female voice from behind her. Jocasta jumped, startled. She spun around, dimly noticing Katherine and Giles's looks of astonishment, to find the room occupied by a fourth person, a woman who was virtually identical to Jocasta herself. After a moment's confusion, she noticed that her mirror's clothing was outdated, and there was a strange, blurry look to her.

"Wh-who are you?" she asked shakily.

"I'm Willow Rosenberg," the woman answered happily.

Fade Out

End of Act Two
 

Act Three
Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Council Progenitor Chamber – Moments later

Jocasta blinked at the woman in front of her as she seemed to put the pieces of the puzzle into place– the outdated clothes, the pixilated fuzziness, the chamber's function… [image: image32.jpg]



"You're a personality construct," she said.

"I am," the holographic Willow agreed.

"She's a w-what?" Katherine asked hesitantly.

"She's a neural networked database," Jocasta explained, " a hologram built around…what? Willow Rosenberg's journals?"

"Journals," Willow agreed, "diaries, notebooks, the libraries she collected or created. Only the Chairman of the Council or a DNA match to Willow Rosenberg is allowed to access my program, and none of you are either. So you're here because…feel free to finish this sentence." She folded her arms and waited.

"Something very dangerous is going on," Giles replied, "and certain elements of the Command Council are involved. To what extent we don't know, but the risk is great, and so we took, ah, unorthodox measures to secure further information."

"I'm not at liberty to discuss confidential matters," Willow said flatly. "Only the Chairman of the Council or a DNA match to Willow Rosenberg is allowed to access –"

"DNA scan requested," Jocasta said quickly.

"Jo, no," Giles said as a mechanical arm appeared from the floor. "If they trace the records they'll learn that you were the one –"

The arm came forth with a dermal scanner at the end that touched Jocasta's arm before quickly retracting. The hologram paused a matter of seconds and announced, "DNA match. How may I help you, Miss Rosenberg?"

"Please," Giles continued, "it's important. There're these vampires, only they're enhanced, and they're –"

"I can't reveal this information to you," Willow insisted, "no matter how important it may be."

"Yes you can!" Jocasta went on. "I remember reading about the construct experiments, they predicted that a construct would have the capacity to make decisions by itself, according to the priorities of the personality it was replicating. Willow, the real Willow, defied the Council once because it was the right thing to do."

"I'm not her," Willow said quietly. "But I will answer any question you ask."

"A lot of people could be in danger," Giles said.

"Please try," Katherine asked. The hologram looked away for a moment, and the image blurred, revealing faint vector lines within it as it became more transparent. Then, all of a sudden, she was solid again. A look of realization washed over Jocasta's face.

"I give clearance to Councilor Giles and Slayer Allison to interrogate your program. Please tell us what records you have for the number 314."

"Jocasta Rosenberg," she said quickly, "you're looking for information on 'three-fourteen.' It was a government research project conducted by the Initiative, a task force set up to study and combat demons in secrecy in the last years of the twentieth century."

Jocasta sighed and shook her head. "The Initiative," she muttered. "That's where I remember it, Willow's diaries."

"Three-fourteen," the hologram continued, "was the reference code for the creation of augmented soldiers using surgical and cybernetic modification to human and demon subjects."

"There was a cybernetics-enhanced vampire here yesterday," Giles prompted.

"Accessing," Willow said, tilting her head to one side as if in thought. "Local records have been deleted. Accessing Los Angeles databank, bypassing encryption…the vampire is scheduled for transport to a secure research facility in California. The Command Council –"

"That's enough!" a man yelled. Jocasta spun around to see armed soldiers entering the chamber, aiming stun guns at herself, Katherine and Giles. Behind them came a man in the uniform of the Council's High Command, a pistol in his hand. [image: image33.jpg]



"Tyrell," spat Giles.

"Sebastian," said Horatio Tyrell mildly. "I'm surprised to see you here. I didn't think you had it in you to rebel against your betters."

"What's going on?" Jocasta demanded, starting forward a step before Katherine caught her arm and held her, her eyes fixed on the grim-looking soldiers. "What's this about a secret research facility? And the Initiative? It was a blunder for the US Government! Now you fools want to recreate it!"

You would be wise to watch your comments, Miss Rosenberg," Tyrell threatened. "And I assure you, we have advanced considerably since then, although our goals are quite the same." He turned away from Giles and spoke into a transceiver: "Rayne, this is Tyrell. I have your Slayer in custody, in the progenitor chamber."

"Sorry, Sir," came Sean's voice from the transceiver, "I didn't think she suspected anything. Should I collect her?"

"I'll deal with her," Tyrell snapped, not noticing Jocasta bristling at his words. "The defective specimen has been moved to the hangar for transit. Take a skimmer and deliver it to the California facility."

"Copy, Sir," Sean said.

"You see Sebastian," Tyrell said mildly, "while you've been inefficiently flailing around, we have the situation well in hand. We won't repeat the Initiative's mistakes."

"What are you saying? 

"The Initiative…Adam?" Giles asked. "The demon army? Tell me you're not that stupid! You really have no idea what's going on, do you?"

"I don't have to take that from you Sebastian!" Tyrell snapped, before composing himself to speak to Jocasta again. "Miss Rosenberg, I applaud your, ahem, 'initiative' in investigating this situation, misplaced though it was. But I'm afraid I must insist that you and your associates stand down and accompany these men to the detention block."

"Waitaminute, demon army?" Jocasta asked, ignoring Tyrell's words. "What on earth are you doing?"

"You're acting without the backing of the Command Council," Giles accused.

"The Command Council!" Tyrell laughed. "Oh please, Sebastian, you know as well as I that they are quite unfit to lead. They vacillate and argue endlessly while the barbarians clamor at the gates. No, it is up to the true leaders to take action, to protect this Council from the consequences of its own inaction."

"You created these vampires?" Jocasta asked, aghast.

"These 'vampires'," Tyrell sneered, "will protect this world against the demons threatening to overrun it. You, Sebastian, know as well as I do that the Slayers are inadequate to the task." Jocasta felt Katherine flinch beside her.

"That's not true!" Jocasta accused, feeling suddenly protective. "You've never understood Slayers, or the magic in them, or anything besides soldiers and weapons!"

"And you, my dear, have never understood that our safety requires more than good intentions and wishful thinking about balance and harmony. It requires soldiers and weapons, to stand on the edges of our world and kill anything that tries to enter. Need I remind you of the Coven Rebellion of 20 years ago? You lost your mother in that battle if I'm not mistaken, Miss Rosenberg. Fortunately, we now have the soldiers the council truly needs."

"No, you don't," said Willow. Tyrell blinked at her, as if trying to process the idea that the hologram had disagreed with him.

"Deactivate," he said sharply.

"Miss Rosenberg and her followers are right," Willow went on, "the Slayers could protect this world, but you won't let them, because you fear their power. Each Slayer and Watcher team must work together equally. The mind and the body – two halves to make one whole, as it was nearly a century ago."

"I said deactivate!"

"You are restricted to request deactivation," Willow answered back. [image: image34.jpg]



Taking the opportunity Giles turned to the hologram. "Willow," he asked. "What reports do you have on the new Initiative?"

"No reports from the research team for two weeks," Willow stated, "and no reports as of last week regarding Tyrell's own army of constructed demons."

"What's the army's purpose?" Jocasta asked quickly.

"Disband the Command Council," she answered in a perky yet factual tone.

"How do we defeat this army?" Giles asked quickly.

"That's enough," Tyrell said, his voice steely. He fired a shot toward the projection device, shorting it out. It flicked but it never diminished completely. Tyrell then aimed the pistol back it at the group. "To the detention block!"

Jocasta blinked in surprise as Katherine leapt past her, quicker than her eyes could follow. Tyrell's gun fired into the ceiling as Katherine kicked his arm away, then she spun around and delivered another kick that had him sprawling on the floor, unconscious. The sergeant at his side was already staggering from a blow to his chest, and as he rebounded off the wall behind him Katherine hit him neatly on the jaw, knocking him out cold. She took down another soldier with a double punch, and knocked out the last with a high kick to his face. It had all happened so quickly that Jocasta hadn't even time to react. She stared at Katherine, who caught her look and suddenly seemed shy.

"A-are you okay?" she asked. Katherine met her concerned look and gave her a reassuring little smile.

"Jo," Giles said, startling Jocasta, "get to the hangar and lock it down before Rayne leaves, use my command codes."

"What Willow said," Katherine asked quietly, "about the demon army…could it be true?"

"The California facility was equipped to implement their research to its final stage," Willow's voice said behind them, perfectly calm. They turned to see the figure still flickering before them. "The enhanced vampire you encountered indicates that they've accelerated their original timetable, and created working prototypes."

"We can't stay here," Giles warned.

"Downloading my program into the mobile processor," Willow advised the group making them turn to the flickering light behind them. After a few seconds the hologram went on, "Download complete. Location by the blast door on your way out. Records intact and accounted for."

"Where will you go?" Jocasta asked as she took the hologram's advice and picked up the mobile processor, handing it to Giles.

"I know a place," Giles said. "Go after Rayne, I'll be all right. Miss Allison, please escort Miss Rosenberg safely," he added unnecessarily, as Katherine pulled her coat on and followed Jocasta.

Cut to
Int.
Watchers Council Hangar Bay – Minutes later

"Stay back," Katherine warned as the doors to the tower's hangar bay rolled open.

"I'm okay," Jocasta protested, "I've done my defense training." They sprinted along between the parked vehicles, and came around the end of the row to see Sean Rayne closing the cargo bay of a Council skimmer. He swore and aimed a pistol as Katherine got an arm around Jocasta's waist and pulled her out of the line of fire. The energy discharge scorched a hole through the maneuvering fins of the patrol transport they hid behind. [image: image35.jpg]



"Didn't you hear about protecting your Slayer with your life?" Jocasta yelled indignantly. "Stupid sorry excuse for a Watcher," she grumbled. Katherine risked a look at the skimmer as they both heard its engines whir into life.

"Where're the locking controls?" she asked.

"Far end of the bay," Jocasta said.

"Too far," Katherine said, "I'll go after him."

"Hey," Jocasta said. "Hey!" She sprinted after Katherine as the Slayer bolted away. "Not alone you're not!"

"It won't be safe!" Katherine warned plaintively, reaching a jetcycle and kicking away its tethers.

"And staying here is? I'll be detained for life when they do that DNA match," Jocasta replied, swinging herself onto the cycle behind Katherine. Katherine turned to argue, then abruptly reached down and pulled a heavy coat from the cycle's storage compartment.

"Put this on," she said tersely. Jocasta allowed herself a small grin as she struggled with the coat, feeling the slight reassurance of the shock web woven into the coarse fabric. [image: image36.jpg]



"Ready," Jocasta said, activating the web. "If I fall off, keep going, I'll be okay."

"I won't let you fall," Katherine promised, gunning the engine of the cycle.

"What about you?" Jocasta shouted over the noise of the cycle roaring through the hangar, following Sean's skimmer, which had just cleared the main doors.

"I won't let me fall either," Katherine yelled back with a playful smirk.

The cycle shot out of the hangar like a dart, rocking through the jet wake of the skimmer. Katherine steered down after Sean as he piloted his craft towards a cluster of skyscrapers near the Council tower. Jocasta peered over her shoulder, clinging to Katherine's waist as if her life depended on it, and hoped the cycle's windshield projector could cope with the meteoric speeds they were reaching. [image: image37.jpg]



Sean wove between the skyscrapers, swinging the skimmer over on its side to cut close to the corners, pushing the larger vehicle's engines for all they were worth. Katherine followed his course to the centimeter, ignoring the shrill screams from the cycle's inertia dampers. Jocasta had her eyes closed.

"We're gaining!" Katherine yelled to Jocasta. "We're faster!"

Jocasta risked a peek, and gulped as she saw the corner of a skyscraper flash past barely two meters from them. Up ahead Sean's skimmer was veering around from the end of its turn, and Katherine gunned the cycle's engines, gaining another few meters on it.

"What do we do when we catch him?" Jocasta yelled above the howl of the turbines.

"Um…" Katherine replied, barely audible. Before she could continue the skimmer they were pursuing darted down, forcing Katherine to dive the cycle to follow it.

"Goddess damn!" she exclaimed.

"What?" Jocasta asked, looking over her shoulder. "Ah!" she yelled, realizing what Katherine had as Sean's skimmer leveled out and thundered into the middle of a crowded freight lane. The slow, heavy cargo skimmers blared their emergency sirens and slewed around to avoid the skimmer. Jocasta felt Katherine slow their dive, flying just above the freight lane. She tried to follow the progress of Sean's skimmer, but there were too many other vehicles in the way.

"We're going to lose him," Jocasta warned. [image: image38.jpg]



"It's too dangerous, we can't follow him into the lanes," Katherine said helplessly, "he's got impact shields to protect him."

"What've we got?"

"Um, my piloting?" Katherine said uncertainly. Jocasta closed her eyes and her lips, silently cursing Sean and Tyrell. She clasped her arms together around Katie's waist.

"I trust you," she said, "do it."

Katherine hesitated for a moment, then let go of one of the control bars briefly, just long enough to caress the back of Jocasta's hand. Then she gripped both bars and sent the cycle hurtling down into the freight lane. [image: image39.jpg]



Jocasta grimaced and closed her eyes as Katherine steered the cycle at breakneck speed after the retreating skimmer. All around them the lumbering cargo vehicles sounded their horns, veering around in their confusion, scattered by Sean's flight and left to loom erratically into the path of the cycle following him. One lurched, having turned too sharply as Sean's skimmer thundered across its nose, and began to tip over, emitting a wailing sound as its restraining fields fought the weight of the containers toppling over inside it.

Jocasta ducked at the momentary vision of a huge container toppling towards them, and then Katherine jammed the controls to the side, the turbines screamed in protest, and the windshield projector cut out entirely as the cycle rolled over completely. Buffeted by the sudden rush of air against her, Jocasta grimaced as she tried to breathe until Katherine rolled the cycle back over, and the sky was up above them where it belonged.

"I see him!" Katherine yelled over the howling wind. Jocasta squinted into the gale, and saw Sean's skimmer up ahead, veering sideways as its path was blocked by a gigantic ore hauler. Sean turned the skimmer right around and came back towards them. After a brief flash of shock on her face, Katherine reacted in a heartbeat, flipping the cycle's weapons control on and sending a burst of railgun fire into the approaching craft's fuselage.

"Eep!" Jocasta yelped as Sean dragged his skimmer up and out of the line of fire, passing so closely above her and Katherine that the skimmer's cowling almost caught the tips of her hair. Her face radiated nausea as Katherine pulled the cycle up after him, spinning almost on the spot to follow the damaged skimmer. [image: image40.jpg]



"What's he –" Jocasta began, then she caught sight of the skimmer, trailing smoke as it gained height. There was a flash from beneath its hull, a shower of sparks fell in its wake, and it suddenly began to drop like a stone.

Katherine sent the cycle hurtling forwards, keeping pace with the skimmer as Sean managed, somehow, to get one last burst of lift out of it, leveling off his descent as he neared the ground. Katherine and Jocasta watched as the skimmer clipped the top of a streetlight, ripped off its left flight coil on the corner of a warehouse, and tore a furrow in the street as it crashed to a halt.

"D-do you think he's okay?" Jocasta asked as Katherine brought the cycle down nearby, just outside the scattering of burning debris around the wreck of the skimmer. [image: image41.jpg]



"Perhaps," she said, her voice wavering slightly, "those skimmers are built to last…" She dismounted the cycle, and Jocasta unsteadily followed her, discarding her safety coat and trembling as the adrenaline of her flight wore off.

"Are you okay?" Katherine asked, steadying her with a hand beneath her arm.

"Huh? Oh, yeah," Jocasta said, "just remembering why I took a desk jockey job. You?"

"Fine," Katherine smiled with a slight chuckle.

She looked up as a metallic thud echoed along the street and saw Sean, dazed and staring wildly, kick off the skimmer's emergency hatch and stagger out of the wreck. He swayed on his feet for a moment, struggled out of his long coat, which was smoldering, and took a few steps towards Jocasta and Katherine.

"Right," Katherine said to herself, advancing on her Watcher with Jocasta composing herself and following.

"Katherine," Sean said blearily as she neared, "stand down…that's an…a direct order…"

"What have you done?" she demanded. "You've betrayed the Council, you've betrayed your oath, and – and you betrayed me! You're supposed to be my Watcher!" Sean reeled away from her and reached for his belt, fumbling his pistol out of its holster.

"I'm sorry 'bout this," he slurred, "it's a…it's necessary –"

"No!" Jocasta screamed. [image: image42.jpg]4




Before Sean could aim Katherine took one last step forward and kicked him squarely in the face. He spun around, fell to his hands and knees, and then collapsed into unconsciousness. Jocasta ran forward, looking quickly from Katherine to Sean's sprawled form, and let out a relieved sigh.

"Um, you're not planning on making a habit of knocking out Watchers, are you?" she asked. Katherine stared at her for a moment, as if she had been completely serious. Jocasta offered a hesitant grin, and Katherine let out a burst of laughter.

"Oh goddess," she said, sounding somewhere between relief and despair, "what a day…" She watched as Jocasta approached the wrecked skimmer and tried to open the rear compartment, which had buckled in the crash but remained largely intact. Seeing Jocasta struggle with the bent hatch, she joined her and put her Slayer strength to work, hauling the damaged metal up on its hinges.

Inside, Katherine recognized the vampire she had fought the day before, curled in a fetal position and surrounded by a cocoon of metallic supports and restraints. Small devices blinked lights on and off, their wires connecting to the vampire's mechanical parts.

"That's not Council technology," Jocasta said, as she opened the vampire's mouth and placed a small metal chip inside.

"What should we do with it?" Katherine asked. She and Jocasta looked up as a vehicle neared, and saw a large Council transport bearing down on them. "Normally I wouldn't ask," she said, "but do you think they're on our side?" A stretch of the road was torn up as the transport leveled its railgun turrets and fired. The few people who had approached the crash site out of curiosity screamed and ran.

"I'll take that as 'no'," Jocasta said dryly. She grabbed Katherine's hand and darted away, shielded by the bulk of Sean's skimmer from the transport, which was landing beyond it. Katherine mounted the waiting cycle and pulled Jocasta on behind her.

"Are they following us?" Katherine asked as she piloted the cycle away from the crash.

"Let's not stick around to find out."

"What do we do now? They've got the skimmer and the vampire?" Katherine asked. She felt Jocasta let go with one arm, and looked down to see her hand reappear with a slim silver receiver, its tiny screen displaying a pair of coordinates. "What's that?" she asked.

"It's the receiver for the tracker bug I put on the vampire just now," Jocasta explained with a grin. "No matter where they go, we'll know it. Now let's find Giles."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Demon Bar – Later

"Um, that wasn't human," Katherine said hesitantly, looking over her shoulder at the large shape that had ambled past her and Jocasta as they entered a shady bar several blocks from the Council headquarters.

"Not entirely," Jocasta said, "but, this is where Giles said to meet him, so it must be safe. Or at least survivable," she added quietly, glancing sidelong at a hulking, insectoid form lurking in a corner seat. "Um, try not to look at them, I don't think we should upset them," she suggested. Katherine kept hold of Jocasta's hand and focused all her attention in front of her, almost closing her eyes to avoid looking at any of the beings seated at the tables on either side. They approached the bar, where the bartender, a woman with flaming orange hair and midnight blue skin, turned and glared warily at them. [image: image43.jpg]



"She's a Slayer," the woman said flatly, "we don't want trouble here."

"We don't want trouble either," Jocasta said quickly. "We're, um, looking for Sebastian Giles?" The bartender's frown vanished and she smiled widely.

"Oh, no problem," she said warmly, "you're friends of his?"

"Yes," Jocasta said hesitantly.

"Oh cool," the woman said. "Hey Tira, Giles's friends!" One of the bar's denizens, a feminine creature with a crab-like exoskeleton, looked up and smiled, revealing an impressive set of pointed teeth.

"He's quite a singer," she purred.

"Yeah," the bartender agreed, turning back to Jocasta and Katherine. "He's in the back." She gestured to a door to one side of the bar. "Oh, hey," she added as they started towards it, "um, listen, I didn't want to ask him myself, but…is he single?" [image: image44.jpg]



Jocasta and Katherine exchanged a glance, both opened their mouths to say something, and both thought better of it.

"Um…yes?" Jocasta ventured, looking back at the hopefully smiling bartender. She beamed and gave a thumbs-up to the crustacean woman. Jocasta led Katherine through the door the back room, where Giles was waiting, a slim silver briefcase laid flat on the table in front of him. She closed the door and let out a sigh.

"Giles," she began.

"I know," Giles said, slightly embarrassed, "but the demons that come here don't cause much trouble, and they can be a valuable source of information."

"If the Council knew about this place…" Katherine began.

"They'd burn it to the ground," Giles agreed. "Despite what you've been told, not all demons are evil. Some of them just want a bit of peace and quiet."

"Um, my old Watcher told me that some demons can be trusted," Katherine said quietly.

"Then you're fortunate," Giles said. "I'm afraid most of them have a rather more limited world view. We'll be able to stay here, for a little while at least. Long enough to work out what we're going to do. What happened to Rayne?"

"Katie knocked him out," Jocasta said proudly. Katherine shrugged her shoulders in embarrassment.

"My word," Giles said, "well done. The vampire?"

"More Council vehicles arrived," Jocasta explained, "but I got a tracker onto it." She handed over the receiver.

"Excellent work, both of you," he said. He turned his attention to the briefcase as Jocasta and Katherine sat down opposite him.

"Are you still with us?" he asked. Willow's image, twelve inches tall, appeared above the case.

"Hi Jo, Katie," she said brightly. "Cool, huh? They still have demon bars. I thought the Council was all kill-on-sight nowadays towards demons."

Jocasta and Katherine looked at each other unsure of what to make of the happier and more casual tone.

"The hologram seems to be 'opening up' to us," Giles quipped. "The longer it runs, the more its persona programming is taking over."

"Well I'll be," Katherine said as she leaned closer toward the ruler high image of Willow.

"There are those of us who aren't quite so quick to judge," Giles said to the hologram. "Now, could you summarize what you've been telling me about this demon army, please? Specifically what we can do to prevent the situation from deteriorating any further."

"The project specifications call for a control unit," Willow explained, "a demon with multi-command capabilities linked by telemetry to the combat units. The structure is based on the Initiative experiment, in which the first prototype, designated Adam, established a command system based on neural transceivers in subsidiary units."

"That prototype was a renegade, wasn't it?" Giles asked.

"It was," Willow agreed, "but it was highly efficient, and resistant to the weapons of the time."

"Of the time," Jocasta repeated, "but we've got better weapons now, so this new one…"

"Unfortunately, no," Willow said. "The files I can access indicate that the command unit was intended to be invulnerable to any conventional attack, including current standards in weaponry."

"Why?" Katherine asked. "I mean…demons don't use weapons, as a rule…not advanced ones."

"The files indicate combat against human forces was a consideration," Willow said.

"I don't like to contemplate what Tyrell was planning," Giles said quietly. [image: image45.jpg]



"How dangerous are these enhanced vampires?" Katherine asked, as Giles sat back with a grim expression. "We've seen what one can do…if there're, how many?"

"Last progress report indicates one command unit, one hundred enslaved soldier units," Willow replied, "with resources to activate between three and seven hundred further soldier units from cryogenic suspension. Further units may be turned and enhanced upon capture of living subjects."

"Bottom line?" Jocasta asked.

"Potentially, the greatest demonic threat since the Presidium," Willow answered.

Jocasta and Giles glanced briefly at each other with a look of fear. Giles ran a hand over his mouth but didn't say anything.

"What can destroy the command unit?" Jocasta asked. Giles sat forward, listening intently now that the preliminaries were out of the way.

"Searching," Willow said, and lapsed into silence for a moment. "Three possibilities: self-termination –"

"What are the odds of this thing deciding to shut itself down?" Jocasta asked.

"Zero," Willow said at once, "self-preservation is a primary programmed objective. Second possibility: color bomb."

"What?!" Giles exclaimed.

"What's a color bomb?" Katherine asked.

"An atomic warhead with multi-spectral refraction enhancers," Willow explained.

"The Air Force developed them to use if they found a meteor headed our way," Jocasta added. "If one were detonated on Earth, the damage would be…"

"Catastrophic," Giles finished.

"Third possibility: magic," Willow said. Giles looked surprised, Jocasta raised an eyebrow, and Katherine stared curiously at the hologram.

"What kind of magic?" Giles asked.

"My memory indicates that the Adam prototype was constructed along similar lines to the current unit," Willow said, "and was defeated by a suspension of physical laws allowing its damage control systems to be circumvented. The same spell should be effective in this case."

"Whoa, wait a minute," Jocasta said, "what kind of suspension of physical laws? We're not just talking about a little levitation here, are we?"

"The complete subjugation of quantum spatial structures to the will of the caster," Willow explained. "The spell called for the magical power inherent to the Slayer line to be concentrated in a single individual, rather than spread through its past and future incarnations." All three listeners looked suitably impressed.

"Well, that'd do it," Jocasta said quietly.

"Could we do that?" Giles asked sharply.

"I…I don't know," Jocasta replied. "When the Slayer line was dispersed over all the potentials of the time…I just don't know, Giles. You know what the Council's like with magic these days, we've never been able to get the resources to really understand how the Slayer line works now that it's not concentrated in a single Chosen One."

"Willow Rosenberg's journals include extensive theorization on the subject," the hologram offered. A flat holographic panel sprung up beside her image, displaying a scrolling text accompanied by diagrams.

"Could the spell be done, then?" asked Giles.

"I'm calculating the probabilities of the spell being successfully completed," Willow said.

"I can help," Giles admitted. "I've had…quite a bit of experience with magic. Unofficially."

"I might be able to help," Jocasta said. "I know the Council disapproves, but…well, I've always had the ability. I guess I didn't want it to go to waste." Katherine touched her hand, and they exchanged a glance.

"Um," Katherine said, turning to Giles, "I-I've never actually done magic, but…well, my old Watcher was a witch. She taught me a lot, and…she said I had a gift. Maybe…I could help?"

"Analysis complete," Willow said. "The spell is incompatible with the dispersal of the Slayer line."

"We can't do it?" Katherine asked.

"However," Willow went on, "the original spell may still be recreated from the imprint it left."

"But…a spell can't be recreated unless it's by the original caster," Jocasta argued.

"Or in this case, its focus: Buffy Summers," Willow agreed. "My analysis indicates a maternal descendant of Buffy Summers will have carried the necessary magical imprint to reactivate the dormant elements of the original spell."

"Can you access the national archives?" Jocasta asked. "Find out if there is a Summers descendant?"

"Accessing…" Willow paused, her head to one side. "Complete. The last maternal descendant of Buffy Summers was Rosalind Macarthur. Born 2084. Died 2124 leaving two sons, no daughters."

"Damn," Jocasta said, letting her head fall to the table.

"Next maternal descendant of Buffy Summers," the hologram continued, "Aurora Summers. File incomplete."

"Incomplete?" Giles asked.

"No date of birth. No date of death," Willow continued. "Last known residence Edmonds, Washington. 6.63 miles northwest of Seattle. No other information available."

"Other possible matches," Jocasta asked.

"Computing," the hologram replied. After a few moments it shook it's head. "Negative."

Jocasta turned to Katherine. "Are you up for a road trip?"

"Thanks to today's events, I think my schedule is pretty clear right now," she nodded with a grin.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Cleveland Memorial Shoreway Station – Dusk

Jocasta and Katherine found their seats, side by side, on the train just as it was pulling out of the Cleveland terminal. Katherine sat and stared out the window, seeing the crimson light of the sunset beginning to fade away.

"We should've tried to get a skimmer," Jocasta complained, taking her seat. "Or at least a maglev train. This is going to take half the night to get to the West Coast."

"Mr. Giles was probably right, though," Katherine said. "We don't know who on the Command Council can be trusted, or how much influence Tyrell's people have. The Council operates the maglev network, they might have found us if we went that way." [image: image46.jpg]



"Still," Jocasta grumbled, "if there is so much danger, it seems silly to be taking a slow train all the way to Washington."

"It'll take time for Mr. Giles to contact his allies," Katherine said patiently, as if seeing through Jocasta's complaining to the anxiety beneath it. "Move quickly when you can, but never rush. My old Watcher taught me that."

"She was really a witch?" Jocasta asked, intrigued. "An actual…how did she get accepted as a Watcher? I-I mean, not that I have any problem with that. After all," she said with a wave of her hand over her body, "Rosenberg sitting right here but you know what the Council policy is like on witches…"

"She could control the talent well enough to hide it," Katherine said.

"Lucky she did," Jocasta said with a grin. "And that she taught you."

"I know she wasn't supposed to, but she knew I had a little talent, and she didn't want me getting into trouble by not knowing what it was. It isn't much, but…well, I can sense things, more than just the usual Slayer/vampire sense. She taught me how to control it, and suppress it if I needed to. There are tests, sometimes…the Council doesn't want its Slayers having magical talents without them knowing. If they detect them, there are drugs they have that artificially suppress the talent. Miss Dimmons didn't want me to have to go through that." [image: image47.jpg]



"I'm glad," Jocasta said sincerely, "there're side-effects, I've seen them, they're…We used to have a program going, to study magical abilities in Slayers and Watchers, but the Command Council voted against continuing it, and imposed the suppression order instead."

"Why do they dislike magic?" Katherine wondered.

"They're afraid of it," Jocasta said quietly. "It can be, well, pretty awful if it's used wrongly. I think they figure if no one learns about magic, no one will ever become powerful enough to be a threat. No more Coven Rebellions."

"That seems…well, pretty shortsighted," Katherine said hesitantly. "I mean, I know they have access to a lot more information than a Slayer, and we don't always understand their decisions, but…"

"You're absolutely right," Jocasta said glumly, "shortsighted…well, now they'll have to open their eyes and see what's going on. Stop treating Slayers like soldiers, and pretending every threat can be dealt with by force…" She shrugged idly and settled into silence.

"It's going to be a long night," Katherine said, "we should get some sleep."

"I…maybe I'll stay up a while," Jocasta said uncomfortably.

"It's the nightmares, isn't it?" Katherine asked softly. Jocasta looked a bit surprised.

"Did I wake you up the other night?" Jocasta let out a sigh.

"I didn't mind," Katherine said honestly. "But it worries me that it's robbing you of sleep…Maybe if you told me it would help. I mean, you don't have to but sometimes sharing can be freeing."

"I," she began, hesitating for a moment before continuing, "the dreams I have…well, are nightmares, I guess. A couple of years ago I was looking through some of Willow's old books, not the magic stuff, just some other things…one of them was a diary, all about a woman she'd loved. Tara. She…" Jocasta paused and took a deep breath, steadying herself, "she died. She was killed by a stray bullet, a-and…I read just a little of what Willow had written afterwards. I couldn't keep reading after that, she…what she wrote was so…" She paused, looked away, then sighed and swallowed.

"I don't know how she went on," she said in a small voice, "I really don't…can't understand how she found the strength, after what losing Tara did to her. I guess 'cause she was a hero, huh?" She offered a faint smile to Katherine. "Saving the world every other week must've seemed easy by comparison. But, anyway…after I read that, I started having these dreams – just 'cause what she'd written affected me, , I thought at first. They got more and more real, until…it's like I'm there, and…a-and I feel what she felt. In fact I've recently begun to dream about things I never read – times and places. And no matter how happy the dream is it always ends the same way. Same bedroom, same gun shot. It's like she's trying to tell me something that I just don't understand," She laughed bitterly. "Guess I inherited more than my looks," she smiled humorlessly.

"Last night," Katherine began gently, "I heard you say Tara."

"I'm sorry. Usually it wakes me up," Jocasta said, "but last night it didn't. I didn't feel so empty."

"I didn't want to see you upset," Katherine said, "not even while dreaming." She bit her lip in hesitation, then lifted the armrest separating their two seats, and put her arm tenderly around Jocasta's shoulders.

"D-do you think this might help? It seemed to last night," Katherine asked softly. Jocasta looked at her, and Katherine saw the tears in her eyes. Then she smiled, cautiously at first, then welcoming.

"Yes," she whispered, leaning over to rest against Katherine's side.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Aurora's Villa – Morning

The two women made their way up the winding path to a villa overlooking Puget Sound, leaving their rented ground skimmer parked by the road. [image: image48.jpg]E‘iﬁ’-&




"Good place if you want to be alone," Katherine observed. There hadn't been another house for five miles along the road, and from the house all that was visible were the bare hills leading down to the ocean – not even a trace of human presence.

"Yeah," Jocasta agreed, "I guess…hey, look at that." She pointed to the roof of the house where a series of dishes and antennae aimed up into the sky.

"Satellite?" Katherine guessed.

"That's a holonet kiloquad uplink," Jocasta said, impressed, "a custom build, too. This Aurora must have her own transceiver in geosynchronous orbit."

"For someone who wants to be alone, she must like staying in touch," Katherine mused.

"I'll say," Jocasta agreed, "there are some regional Council headquarters that don't have that kind of data capacity."

They arrived at the front door, and Jocasta pressed the doorbell. There was a moment in which no response seemed likely, then a screen by the bell lit up and displayed a map of the house and the surrounding land, with a pier down on the shore highlighted. Jocasta shrugged and led the way down the path towards the water.

A woman was standing at the end of the pier, gazing at the far horizon. Jocasta and Katherine paused at the shore and shared a glance.

"Here goes," Jocasta said quietly. Katherine nodded, and together they made their way along the sturdy old pier. The woman at the end gave no indication that she was aware of them. When they were a few steps away, she stopped leaning on the rail and straightened up, still facing out to sea. [image: image49.jpg]



"Are you Aurora Summers?" Jocasta asked tentatively.

"I know that voice," Aurora answered without turning. "You're a Rosenberg…Jocasta, isn't it?"

"Yes," Jocasta said slightly confused, "hello. Um, I'm assuming Mr. Giles from the Council contacted you already. He sent us to find you, it's very important. He said he hoped you'd understand."

"Mr. Giles has been busy," Aurora said, as if to herself. "Calling in old favors, old allies. And the Council's leaders are panicked into inaction." She sighed. "But to answer your question, no, he didn't call…How bad is the threat?"

"It's pretty bad," Jocasta admitted to Aurora's still turned back. "Actually, its…we're in real trouble. We need your help."

"One more old ally," Aurora said idly.

"We need all the allies we can get," Katherine admitted. At the sound of her voice Aurora straightened slightly, then turned slowly around, her gaze intently studying Katherine's face as if in recognition. Jocasta seemed surprised at how young she was – she looked barely twenty-five. Despite that, her steady gaze held wisdom beyond her years.

"We don't want to intrude, if you don't want us here," Jocasta said, slightly taken aback. "Um, just say the word…"

"By all the gods," Aurora sighed happily. "You found each other."

Jocasta and Katherine shared a confused expression.

Fade Out

End of Act Three
 

Act Four
Fade In
Int.
Aurora's Villa – Minutes later

"I already know a lot of what you're about to tell me," Aurora said, holding up a hand to forestall Jocasta's explanation. "A rogue element in the Council has created something dangerous, and you and Giles are going to try to destroy it before it can get loose and threaten innocent lives. Correct?" [image: image50.jpg]



"That's…how do you know all that…I mean, if Mr. Giles hadn't called…?" Jocasta asked as Katherine looked around the living room of Aurora's villa, which was populated with all manner of exotic artifacts and artworks.

"I keep in touch," Aurora shrugged. "I value my privacy, but not my ignorance. Have a seat?"

"Thank you," Jocasta said, seating herself on one of the couches, with Katherine next to her. Aurora glanced out the window, then sat on her other side.

"Tell me about the people who caused this," Aurora said quietly. "How much influence do they have?"

"Their leader, so far as we know, is Horatio Tyrell," Jocasta began.

"Ah," Aurora nodded, "not a surprise."

"You know him?" Katherine asked.

"I know of him," Aurora said, glancing at her sidelong, "enough to know he's never had any interests at heart but his own." She grinned mirthlessly. "I hate to generalize, but it does run in the family more than a little."

"We've got him in custody," Jocasta went on. "There're still several factions loyal to him, but according to the message Giles sent us this morning, they're not trying to intervene at the moment. He thinks they've realized their project is out of control, and now they're going to lie low and hope someone else deals with it."

"And that someone is you," Aurora said.

"Well…yeah," Jocasta admitted, "me, Katie, Giles, whatever friends and allies we can pull together between us."

"Not quite what you imagined when you joined the Council?" Aurora asked gently. Jocasta opened her mouth to speak, then paused and looked thoughtful. She took off the badge on her coat and held it between her fingers, turning it over and examining it. [image: image51.jpg]



"I knew back then that it wasn't the most idealistic organization," she said, "but…when I actually manage to get something done, something that'll help people, that'll let them live a normal life, despite all the demons and chaos going on…most days, I think it's worth it."

"What about today?" Aurora prompted.

"Today…" she fixed the badge back on her coat. "Today I'm a Watcher, and there's evil to fight. I can worry about the rest later." She glanced at Katherine, who took her hand comfortingly, then at Aurora, who was regarding her with a wistful grin.

"So then," she said. "Tell me about the evil we're fighting."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Aurora's Villa – Sometime later

"Let me get this straight," Aurora said after Jocasta had explained the situation. "The High Command – who is supposed to be protecting this world from this sort of thing, has built an army of vampires, enhanced them with technology based on a rogue hybrid that tried to wipe out the human race, and now they've lost control of them?"

Jocasta looked embarrassed. "Yeah, well," she said, "you don't know Tyrell."

"I'm getting an idea," Aurora said darkly. "And you want to go up against this army with…what? A handful of Slayers and whatever equipment Giles can scrounge up, and do a spell in the middle of a war zone to turn me into a super-Slayer to take out the big bad?"

"That's pretty much the only plan we've got," Jocasta admitted. "That, or drop a color bomb on them…that's not really a viable option."

"No kidding," Aurora said.

"Miss Summers," Jocasta said earnestly, "according to Willow Rosenberg's records, you're a direct descendant of Buffy Summers, who was the focus for this spell when the Adam prototype was defeated."

"That's…yes," Aurora said warily.

"That spell was amazingly powerful," Jocasta went on. "It left an imprint on all the Summers who are women."

"Then why me?" she asked. "Why not another?"

Jocasta and Katherine exchanged a nervous glance. "Unfortunately, you are the only Summers woman alive in the line at this point. Until a daughter is born in the family…"

"I'm your only source," she finished.

Jocasta gave a nod and continued. "With the Slayer line split across all the potentials, the only way for us to recreate that spell is to activate that imprint. Even for accomplished spell-casters, casting the spell from scratch would be impossible. For us…" she made a distressed face, "I won't lie to you, there's a chance we won't even be able to do it this way. But for humanity we have to try. We can't do this without you." Aurora raised an eyebrow and studied Jocasta intently.

"Magic often runs in the blood," she observed. "Rosenberg and Rupert Giles were, each in their own way, the strongest spell-casters of their time. Maybe of any time."

"It doesn't run in my blood," Katherine observed quietly. Aurora gave her a searching look.

"Sometimes, though," she said with an enigmatic smile, "it comes straight from the soul and you my dear, you have a very old soul." Her expression turned serious again. "I don't doubt you've got the power. But it doesn't matter what I think. Do you two believe you can do this?"

Jocasta glanced at Katherine, then back at Aurora and nodded.

"Yes," Katherine said quietly.

"All right," Aurora said, "I'll get ready." She stood, and Jocasta and Katherine followed. [image: image52.jpg]



"Um, have you ever fought a demon before?" Katherine asked. "We'll keep you safe, of course, but just in case –"

She broke off as Aurora drew a slender katana sword from a scabbard resting on the mantelpiece and swung it in a series of arcs as if she had been born to it.

"Once or twice over the years," she said. "There's a communications terminal in the sunroom. Tell Giles I'll be ready as soon as he arrives."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Aurora's Villa – Sunroom – Afternoon

Katherine whispered conspiratorially, "Okay, sweet girl. But slightly quirky."

Jocasta gave Katherine a slight grin that disappeared almost as quickly as it came.

"Are you all right?" Katherine asked Jocasta. Since sending a brief message to Giles she had remained silent, staring off into space. She drew herself out of her private reverie and focused on Katherine.

"I'm afraid," she said in a small voice.

"We'll be all right," Katherine said reassuringly. "Aurora seems very capable, unnerving like I said, but capable…don't ask me how I know, it's just a feeling. She'll do fine."

"It's not that," Jocasta said, "it's…I'm starting to understand what's going on, and it frightens me. Chances are you won't think Aurora is the only crazy one."

"I said quirky, not crazy," Katherine corrected. When Jocasta didn't say anything further Katherine gently asked, "What is going on Jo?" Jocasta looked reluctant to say anything but Katherine coaxed her along. "It's okay," she said softly.

Jocasta's words then came out in a rush.

"M-my dreams, it's you. And I can't explain it but I can feel it. I felt it the moment you walked into my office but there aren't any words to describe it, a-and now we're about to go into battle, and you, what if – if it all goes wrong, I can't Katie, I... I know, I –"

"Slowly," Katherine said. Jocasta sighed and tried again.

"When I dream, I feel like…like I'm broken and I can't ever be put back together, like I'm always going to hurt. For the longest time I thought it was sympathy – a sorrow for what Willow lost – but more and more lately…" She put her hands on Katherine's arms, as if she wanted to hug her, but couldn't. "I'm realizing it's not sympathy, it's empathy. I understand how it feels because…"

"It was you," Katherine finished when Jocasta trailed off.

The Watcher nodded. "So I don't think Aurora's quirky. I think she has an insight that many people pretend to have but few possess. But who knows, maybe the sleep deprivation is finally claiming my sanity," Jocasta sighed. "It just feels like…I – I just found you, Katie and I know what it would feel like to lose you because…I've lost you before," she whispered, blinking to chase the tears from her eyes, "a-and it, it frightens me, so much –"

She pulled back from Katherine and turned around, looking out through the window onto the bay. Katherine stood behind her, searching for words as Jocasta's shoulders rose and fell as she fought back the tears.

"I'm afraid too," she admitted quietly. "And I think you're right…to a point."

"Wh-what?" Jocasta asked, looking back as Katherine dropped her gaze to the floor. [image: image53.jpg]



"When I'm with you," Katherine said, "what I feel, it…it frightens me…but you never truly lost me. I think Aurora is right – I do have an old soul. This might not be the first time for us but I don't think it's the last either." Jocasta spun around, putting a hand to Katherine's cheek, gently guiding her gaze up to meet hers. Her mouth formed a soundless question.

"Because I want to be with you," Katherine went on, "I, I want my life – any life." She gulped and took a breath to steady herself, fixing Jocasta with an intense stare. "I want to put you in a place in my heart, where it'd hurt so much if I ever lost you…it's not something the Council trains its Slayers to deal with," she smirked.

"Y-you want to…" Jocasta said, then faltered.

"It frightens me too," Katherine went on, "but I, I want to…if you…?" She paused, looking nervously at Jocasta, and let out a sigh of relief as the Watcher nodded once, slowly. "I've never been afraid like this," Katherine said with a smile, "but I…well," she shrugged, "that is something they train Slayers for, to conquer fear, not to let it rule you. I-if I let it, I'd regret it all my life."

"Can you –" Jocasta said hesitantly, "can…you show me how?"

"I-I think so," Katherine whispered, cupping Jocasta's face in her palms, "I want to…if you want me to?" Jocasta stared helplessly into her eyes, then nodded.

"I do," she murmured, and then she opened her lips as Katherine kissed her, gently, slowly. Her arms went around the Slayer's body, her hands pressing lightly against her back, then firmly, holding her close.

Cut to:
Int.
Aurora's Villa – Bedroom – Moments later [image: image54.jpg]



In her bedroom, Aurora deftly sealed the back of her Council combat suit and fixed the sword belt around her hips. Her eyes passed over the wall beside her mirror, over the dozens of framed photographs, smiling faces staring back at her. She reached out to touch the frame of one depicting two girls on a beach, the redhead grinning excitedly at the barbeque fire she had lit, the blonde smiling lovingly up at her.

Cut to:
Int.
Aurora's Villa – Sunroom – Moments later

In the sunroom, with the door solidly latched, sunlight lanced through the window onto two forms pressed together, clothes scattered heedlessly around them, writhing, kissing, exploring. Jocasta let out a shuddering sigh as Katherine released her lips, then rolled over on top of her. Her lips formed into a sultry grin, and her hands led the way as she worked her way down.

Fade to:
Int.
Aurora's Villa – Bedroom – Same time

"She found you, Tare," Aurora said quietly, "just like she said."

Fade to:
Int.
Aurora's Villa – Sunroom – Same time [image: image55.jpg]



"Oh goddess," Katherine moaned. A muffled sound of appreciation reached her ears as she let her head fall back, staring up through the sunlight.

"Jo," she sighed happily.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Aurora's Villa – Balcony – Afternoon

The three women stood on the villa's balcony, watching a tiny speck in the sky grow larger. Jocasta and Katherine stood close together, meeting each other's eyes from time to time with little, private smiles. Aurora pretended not to notice, and kept her sly smirk to herself.

"Have I ever mentioned I'm nervous about flying?" Jocasta asked Katherine in a low voice, as the drone of turbojets reached their ears. Aurora glanced at them fondly, glancing down at where their hands touched on the balcony rail, then fixed her eyes back on the horizon, growing somber again. Jocasta walked down to the lawn as the craft neared, now recognizable as a Council assault transport. It hovered just above the ground, engines blasting up a storm of air beneath it, and a hatch opened. The craft's pilot jumped to the ground and approached.

"Oh goddess," Jocasta shouted, smiling despite her anxiety, "not you!"

"Good to see you too, Cuz!" Antonia Allister shouted back. "Is that her?" [image: image56.jpg]



"That's her," Jocasta replied, not having to shout quite so much now that Antonia was beside her. She waved to Katherine and Aurora, and they both came down the stairs from the balcony and headed for the transport.

"Promise me you'll fly like a sane person," Jocasta pleaded.

"What are you saying? You want to take all the fun out of it?" Antonia replied with a deadpan expression. Jocasta looked at her with an anxious frown, and wasn't at all reassured by her sudden grin. She climbed back aboard the hovering transport as Giles disembarked and made his way over to Jocasta.

"We've located the research facility," he said tersely, "assuming the data we retrieved is accurate. And Willow helped break open the High Command database, but I'm afraid with Tyrell out of the picture the Council is in something of a state of disarray. It may be some time before we can count on support from the other offices, assuming whoever decides they're in charge at the moment doesn't decide to have us all arrested for treason or some such thing. At any rate it'll take at least a day just to regroup and reassign the local strike units, and Willow calculated we may not have that much time, so we'll have to go in with what we've got."

"What have we got?" Jocasta asked. Katherine helped Aurora up into the craft, then came to stand by Jocasta's side.

"Four transports," Giles said, "two more plus support craft joining us before we reach the facility. Half a dozen Watchers and their Slayers, plus all the Slayers I could round up from the headquarters in Cleveland and on our way here. Forty or so, all up."

"Who's leading?"

"Livia Hansen," Giles said. Katherine looked impressed.

"Well that's a blessing," Jocasta said with a wry smile.

"Yes, vast quantities of destruction do seem called for," Giles agreed. "I've done the best I can with the preparations for the spell. Is Aurora ready?"

"I've told her as much as I know," Jocasta said, "but…I don't like it, Giles, we're asking a civilian to go into a war zone, and we can't sustain the spell that long. What if –"

"She'll have the Slayers taking care of her," Giles said reassuringly, "and if the spell works as planned, she won't need them once it's cast. If it doesn't work…well, we'll have to cast it from somewhere inside the facility, to be close enough, so it's not as if we're shirking the danger ourselves."

"Way to find the silver lining," Jocasta said with a sigh.

"Where is the facility?" Katherine asked.

"Willow traced the remains of the vampire you brought in," Giles said. "They were loaded onto a transport for L.A., then diverted before it arrived. Satellite tracking lost contact somewhere in the Sunnydale dead zone."

"Sunnydale," Jocasta complained, "of course it's in Sunnydale. You'd think flattening the place would stop it being such a draw card for every demon and lunatic in the western hemisphere."

"Well, if you think about it, it is the perfect site for a covert facility," Giles mused. "After the collapse of the Hellmouth, and the series of earthquakes, no one's set foot there in decades. Civilians aren't even allowed within fifty miles of it."

"Yeah," Jocasta said, "but it's Sunnydale, Giles, you could put a nursery in Sunnydale and six months later you'd have killer demon babies swarming all over the place…I guess it's up to us to clean up the mess."

Giles gave her a reassuring clap on the shoulder, and Katherine discreetly took her hand.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Transport – Troop Bay – Afternoon

Jocasta held on to a safety rail and tried to look comfortable as the transport thundered through the air. Giles came back from the cockpit hatchway and stood beside her, looking equally green around the gills. Katherine shot Jocasta a sympathetic look, though she herself seemed completely unaffected by the lurching of the craft. [image: image57.jpg]



"We've got five other transports in formation," Giles said, "and a group of three gunships on each flank."

"Will that be enough?" Jocasta wondered.

"It had better be," Giles said ruefully. "Willow managed to access a partial schematic of the research facility, once we connected her back to the Council network, and it didn't look too promising. Ablative armor, interceptor cannons, not to mention the best fabrication facilities that fool Tyrell could equip them with. If these creatures have any idea we're coming, they're probably manufacturing new defensive hardware at a frightening rate. Given a few days, it could be turned into a fortress."

"Just as well Toni's flying with her usual disregard for safe speed," Jocasta grumbled, "at least we'll get there before they've had enough time to build an armored battalion or something."

"Well, yes, there is that bright side to this infernal vehicle," Giles agreed as the transport lurched through another patch of turbulent air.

"Okay girls, listen up!" The Slayers jumped to attention as their field commander, Livia, emerged from the equipment bay, with Aurora in tow. [image: image58.jpg]



"We've got a partial schematic of the vamp's nest," Livia said, "it's downloading into your comp links now, so make sure you're familiar with every corridor we know about before we hit the ground. You've all probably been hearing things about cyber-vamps with hardware. This is the deal: sunlight won't work, so we leave the UV bombs at home. We've had stunners work on these vamps when they've been working at less than a hundred percent, but we don't know how to spot the damaged goods from the spotless ones, so don't rely on that. They're armored, so no hand stakes. Decapitation's the trick. I want swords and axes with everyone, and make sure they're fully charged. Fifty thousand volts might not dust these guys, but it won't do them any good either, particularly delivered through a gaping neck wound. Martina, Joanna, you'll be carrying carbon flechette cannons, our Watchers are pretty sure they'll be able to punch through the chest armor these things have. Celia, Bri, you've got the reapers. Make sure you've got swords as well, though – this could come down to hand-to-hand. Everyone, pack all the secondary equipment you've got. Mira, you've got the Seraphim suit prototype."

"Kick ass," Mira grinned to herself.

"Flame 'em 'til they're crispy," Livia said with a feral smile. "Last thing: this is Aurora. You've got briefings on the spell that's going to be done in your comps now, and you're all going to read and memorize them, but I'll tell you now – no vamp lays a hand on her. So tell me girls, how's this mission goin' down?!"

The Slayers gave a rousing cheer in unison and shouted, "Five by Five!"

Livia smiled and waved them off to their preparations. She and Aurora moved over to where Giles, Katherine and Jocasta were watching.

"All set boss," Livia said to Giles. "What about you, Blondie?" she asked Katherine. "Ready to show 'em what a bitchin' witch can do?"

"I-I'll do my best," Katherine said.

"You do that," Livia said, " and don't worry…I never bought that 'magic is evil' crap. Slaying isn't just about hitting things. Well, it is for me," she grinned, "but everyone fights in their own way. Good luck. Oh, hey, Red," she added, turning to Jocasta, "I don't suppose when we get back you could put a little pressure on Harris at the R&D division to get me the next Seraphim suit that rolls off the line? I'm getting serious envy watching Mira play with that thing."

Jocasta gave a little laugh, breaking the tension. "Sure," she said, "because you really need the firepower of a tank to do some damage."

"Hey, I do what I'm good at," Livia shot back, with a mock-hurt expression. "Take care, I'll see you all when the dust has settled."

Antonia appeared in the door to the cockpit and spoke to Mira for a moment.

"Thirty minutes to target!" Mira called to the other Slayers. "We're coming in hot!"

"Game on," Livia said to herself.

"We should perhaps go strap ourselves in," Giles said earnestly. He, Jocasta and Katherine headed for the equipment bay, while the Slayers prepared to deploy. Livia shot a glance after them, then put a hand on Aurora's shoulder reassuringly.

"You up for it?" she asked.

"Five by five," Aurora said with a grin turning up the edges of her mouth.

Livia smiled. "Team player. I like that."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Transport – Cockpit – Later

In the center of the blasted wasteland that had once been Sunnydale, a mammoth block of steel and concrete loomed. Antonia fixed it in the targeting computer, noting with some dismay the profusion of interceptor cannons and missile turrets dotting its roof. [image: image59.jpg]



"All wings, come in low," she said calmly into her microphone, "don't go above the target's ceiling level unless you have to. Let's light 'em up."

The six transports closed their formation, thundering along barely fifty feet from the ground, straight at the armored base. On either side of them, their flanking gunships dipped down to match their altitude, gunners checking their sights. Antonia watched the range indicator on her display, quietly counting down the distance as they neared.

"Three hundred…two…one…" she whispered, before calling: "Break and attack!" [image: image60.jpg]



At the same moment the cannons and missiles on the base fired, and the Council formation flew apart. The faster gunships were already returning fire, their railguns blazing trails of supersonic titanium at the defenses of their target. Behind them the transports veered back on course, dodging cannon-fire and missiles as best they could now that the first, most deadly volley had come and gone. Antonia charged a missile battery head-on, flipping the transport upside-down for a moment and dropped a trail of decoys as the base fired at her. The missiles streaked beneath her transport, and she flipped it back over, gunning the engines against the fierce bucking of her own missiles roaring out of their batteries.

Cut to:
Int.
Transport – Equipment Bay – Moments later

In the equipment bay, securely strapped into high-g flight seats, Jocasta and Giles both swallowed and looked ill, while even Katherine was looking less than jovial about the jarring maneuvers.

"Is that really necessary?" Jocasta yelled, as the transport rolled over again.

Cut to:
Int.
Transport – Troop Bay – Moments later

In the transport bay Livia hung on to the safety rails like grim death, staying on her feet in defiance of the extreme lurches of the craft's flight path. Her eyes were fixed on the monitors before her, showing views transmitted from the gun cameras of the various transports. The base was taking heavy damage, missiles and railguns tearing holes in its armor, fires already blazing from several breaches.

"Rise and shine, demon boys," she whispered to herself, "let's get it on. [image: image61.jpg]


"

Cut to:
Int.
Transport – Cockpit – Moments later

"Gunships two and five, give me an arrowhead and cover for a launch," Antonia ordered. Two of the heavily armed craft fell in off her wingtips as she steered the transport in a wide arc, barely noticing the missiles streaking behind her, detonating on the last of her decoys. She righted the transport, aimed its nose for the center of the base's fortified blast doors, and jammed the engines to full power. [image: image62.jpg]



"Fox three!" she called out, thumbing the release switch for the transport's smart missiles. The bulky, lumbering warheads roared away, as the gunships blazed away at the base's interceptor turrets, silencing each one that turned its fire on the incoming missiles.

"Give the girl a cigar," Antonia said off-handedly as the base's blast doors shattered in a titanic explosion, throwing fire and debris hundreds of meters into the air.

Cut to:
Int.
Transport – Troop Bay – Moments later [image: image63.jpg]



Livia looked up as a red light began to strobe on the transport bay's ceiling.

"Look sharp," she shouted with a grin, "time for a whoopin'!" The other Slayers gripped their swords, and Livia watched with amusement, and some envy, as Mira, now heavily armored, lit the ignition jets on her flamers.

Cut to:
Int.
Transport – Equipment Bay – Moments later

Giles grimaced as the transport slammed heavily into the ground.

"Now I remember why I accepted the promotion and avoided flight school," he grumbled, as he, Jocasta and Katherine unstrapped themselves, each picking up a case of spell components. Katherine handed swords to both her companions, Jocasta accepting hers with a grateful smile, Giles looking at the weapon in his hand as if it were going to bite him.

"Let's hope we don't have to use them," Jocasta quipped. She scrambled out of the bay's exterior hatch, ducking as a pair of gunships roared overhead. The scene outside was something from Hell – fires blazing on either side, gunfire and the blasts of missiles thundering all around them, and the entrance to the base a twisted wreck where the blast doors had been torn away. The three joined Livia's Slayers as they ran across the short space of open ground to the relative cover of the base.

"How far in do you have to be?" she shouted to Giles.

"Twenty meters should do it," he yelled back. Livia nodded and shot off a series of commands into her mike, waving Katherine and the two Watchers along behind her. The Slayers moved along quickly on either side of them, three surrounding Aurora, and with Mira steadily bringing up the rear, the hydraulics of her suit whirring. Outside the base Antonia's transport lifted back into the air, and another landed in its place, the transport bay hinging open to disgorge its load of Slayers.

Beyond the wreckage of the blast doors was a long, high-ceilinged hangar, with light aircraft parked along the sidewalls. As the Slayers made their way through the chamber a door at its far end opened, revealing a mass of vampires. Each one was partially covered in blood-red metal plating, some with guns and blades built into their arms, some with lenses in place of their eyes or hydraulic rams powering their legs. The moment the door had opened far enough, they charged. [image: image64.jpg]



"Cannons!" shouted Livia. Joanna and Martina aimed their bulky weapons, unleashing twin streams of armor-piercing rounds. The first two vampires staggered as they were hit, and as the rounds blasted through their armor and detonated in a hail of wooden splinters, they exploded into dust. The two Slayers swept the vampires with fire, dusting more, until the sheer mass of them pressed forward to where Livia and her Slayers were waiting.

The first were beheaded the moment they were in reach of the Slayers' swords and axes, but the others never broke stride, charging among the women, blades slashing at any target, guns blazing. The Slayers leapt and dodged, somersaulting over and under the bullets flying around them, sweeping their weapons at the vampires' necks every chance they got. Katherine stood protectively in front of Jocasta and Giles, sword drawn, but none of the vampires broke through.

"Mira!" Livia yelled. "Give me a corridor!"

"Party," Mira grinned to herself. She snapped the helmet of her suit down over her face, and rose into the air with a roar from the twin turbojets mounted on her back. Soaring forward, she aimed at the mass of vampires charging towards the melee and let loose two streams of fire from the flamers on her arms. Livia dispatched her latest challenger and ran behind the flame jets, a sword in each hand, dusting the vampires as they staggered and burned.

"Secure!" she called to Jocasta, Giles and Katherine. "Is this far enough?" Giles nodded and quickly set his case down, beginning his preparations. Katherine and Jocasta joined him as the Slayers finished off the last of the vampires and followed Livia and Mira through the far doorway, further into the base. Jocasta caught Aurora's eye as she followed, offering a reassuring smile, though the young woman seemed far more calm than Jocasta.

"Are you okay?" Katherine asked, her voice just loud enough for Jocasta to hear over the din of the battle continuing beyond the walls.

"Yeah," Jocasta replied with a quick smile, taking off her jacket. She hesitated, then spoke again. "You?" Katherine took her hand, meeting her gaze with a serene smile.

"Always," she said.

Cut to:
Int.
Fortress – Lower Levels – Minutes later [image: image65.jpg]



Two levels lower, Livia led her Slayers out onto a bridge spanning a massive chasm of steel. Turrets swiveled towards them, and Bri and Celia instantly aimed their reaper launchers and fired, blasting the automated guns with a hail of micro-missiles. The huge chamber was rocked with the sounds of explosions and infernos blazing as a firefight broke out, while Livia led the way across the bridge, meeting head-on the charge of the armored vampires swarming across it. Mira soared overhead, sending jets of flame into the mass of vampires. Further back, Aurora looked on.

Cut to:
Int.
Fortress – Hangar – Moments later [image: image66.jpg]



"Ready," Giles said.

"Ready," Katherine echoed.

"Ready," Jocasta finished. In unison, each took a handful of dust and tossed it into the flame burning between them.

"Oh goddess," Jocasta said in wonder as the energy surrounded her.

Cut to:
Int.
Fortress – Lower Levels – Moments later

Aurora closed her eyes for a moment, and when she looked back up they were pure white. [image: image67.jpg]



"I have to go," she said to the Slayers guarding her, her voice resonating strangely. Without fear or caution she walked ahead, stepping around the struggling vampires and Slayers. Each time a vampire would reach for her she held up a hand, and it froze, as if time had stopped for it. The Slayers dispatched the defenseless vampires quickly, and set after their comrades with renewed energy.

"Nice moves, kid!" Livia called, dueling two vampires that had their weapons smashed from their arms. Aurora glanced at her, tossed Livia her sword, then turned away, raising her hands and sweeping them to either side of herself. The railing in front of her buckled, twisted and split, bending out of her way without even being touched. She simply stepped off the bridge, landing on the floor of the steel chasm twenty meters below and calmly tore a hole in it with another wave of her hand.

Cut to:
Int.
Fortress – Hangar – Moments later [image: image68.jpg]



"We feel the demon's presence," Jocasta said. When she spoke, Giles's and Katherine's lips moved, silently, simultaneously echoing her words.

"It is strong," Giles noted.

"We will be stronger," Katherine finished.

Cut to:
Int.
Fortress – Core – Moments later

Deep beneath the raging battle, in a chamber at the heart of the base's massive array of armored networking, the ceiling split and melted. Aurora dropped down and walked through the cascade of molten steel droplets, which hovered in mid-air until she had passed. A twisted form, half machine, half flesh, turned to survey her.

"What are you?" it asked in a voice devoid of warmth.

"We are the Slayers," Aurora said simply. [image: image69.jpg]



"I am Eve," the creature replied. "I have memories of one of your kind."

"Do you remember being destroyed?" Aurora smirked. She aimed a punch at the creature's head, but her fist struck an invisible barrier inches from it. She gritted her teeth and pushed forward, ripples of force emanating from the point where her skin made contact with the barrier. Finally she broke off, breathing heavily.

"I have improved since that time," Eve said mildly. "I am not vulnerable to you." She closed her eyes, and a dozen glistening steel tendrils shot out of the chamber's walls, lunging toward Aurora. She stood her ground as they rebounded off her, not even leaving a scratch on her skin.

"Impressive," Eve observed. "We are at an impasse. And so we shall remain until my soldiers destroy your allies, and the magic protecting you fails."

Cut to:
Int.
Fortress – Lower Levels – Moments later

On the far end of the bridge, Livia struggled to repel three more vampires, slashing at their arms and legs with both her swords as she and her Slayers were slowly driven back. One of them ducked beneath her swing and aimed a burst of fire over her, knocking Mira from the air. Livia slashed at it, splitting its chest open, and glanced back to where Mira was struggling back to her feet, her chestplate cracked and a cut on her face.

"Fine!" Mira yelled over the din. Livia swallowed and turned her attention back to the fight, forcing the mass of vampires to work for every inch of ground they took from her, hoping that she could buy the crucial seconds Katherine and the Watchers needed.

Cut to:
Int.
Fortress – Core – Same time

"Five Slayers injured," Eve said dispassionately, "it will only be a matter of time until the first kill. Then the next will be easier, and the next, and so on."

"You're nothing more than an over-confident, cold, demonic machine that'll be put down." Aurora hammered at the creature's protective field with every shred of the power flowing through her. Eve seemed unimpressed.

"Not so cold," she said, with a faint grin, "that I will not enjoy your pain, as you watch your friends die, one by one." Aurora fell back a step, then squared her shoulders and lifted a hand, palm open.

"No," she murmured, "They won't."

"Is that so?" Eve taunted.

A look of resolve and contentment washed over Aurora's face. She began to grin slowly, methodically almost, as she began to wave one palm above the other in a circular motion.

Cut to:
Int.
Fortress – Hangar – Same time [image: image70.jpg]



"What's she doing?" Katherine yelled.

"Giles?" Jocasta asked.

"Hold the spell together!" he insisted.

Cut to:
Int.
Fortress – Core – Same time

A ball of blue fire formed in Aurora's hand, swelling with power, writhing and churning. Eve seemed to falter, her certainty draining away.

"What –" she began. [image: image71.jpg]



"My time is finally at hand," Aurora told Eve confidently. As if certain of her fate Aurora softly added to herself, "Now or never". With a mighty swing of her arm she released her energy toward Eve.

Cut to:
Int.
Fortress – Hangar – Same time

Giles, Jocasta and Katherine fell back as the spell flew apart. Jocasta scrambled to Katherine's side, panicked, as the ground shook beneath her.

Cut to:
Int.
Fortress – Lower Levels – Same time

Livia hesitated for a second as the vampires bearing down on her faltered. They began to jerk, as if losing control of their bodies, while a rumble built from beneath the chasm floor. Great tears opened up in it, spewing out flame.

"Fall back!" she yelled.

Cut to:
Ext.

Sunnydale wasteland – Moments later

With the Slayers around them, Jocasta, Katherine and Giles ran from the hangar into the open. They flung themselves to the ground as the interior of the base filled with flame, blasts erupting from its walls as power conduits overloaded and ruptured. They scrambled away, pausing only once they had reached a safe distance, looking back at the massive structure as it burned. [image: image72.jpg]



"What the Hell was that?" Livia demanded at the top of her voice. "Did someone let off a nuke down there?"

"No," Giles said quietly, "it was her."

"The girl?" Livia said in disbelief. "She did that? How – where is she?" Giles dropped his gaze to the dusty ground.

"It was the only way," he said. Livia looked back at the devastated base.

"Oh damn," she breathed. She lowered her head in respect.

Cut to:
Ext.
Sunnydale wasteland – Moments later

A short distance away, Katherine and Jocasta watched, hands joined.

"Good to see you know what's important," Aurora said from behind them. Jocasta and Katherine spun around to face her.

"Goddess!" Jocasta exclaimed. "What did you do? How did you get out…" she trailed off, seeing the rueful look in Aurora's eyes. "You didn't make it, did you?"

She shrugged, and looked up at the burning wreck in the distance. "Hey, that really nailed 'em, huh?"

"Yeah," Jocasta said with small nod. Katherine was just staring at Aurora curiously.

"I can't stay," she said before Katherine could say anything. "I just wanted to let you know you did the right thing, and if it didn't work out quite the way we thought," she gave a little smile, "I went into it with my eyes open. There are worse things a girl could do."

"I'm so sorry," Jocasta said weakly. Aurora smiled at her and put a hand on her shoulder.

"Don't be," she said, "With every ending is a new beginning. You're both living proof of that. We just live our lives, and hopefully we make it count before the next beginning takes us."

"You did," Katherine said quietly, "you saved everyone."

"Yeah, well," Aurora said dismissively, "I had a chance to do something good, it's been a long time coming, actually." She gave both women a smile, and then turned to leave.

"Are you," Jocasta began, "I mean, will we see you again?"

Aurora paused and glanced over her shoulder.

"I'm not sure when or where but you can count on it," she grinned. She walked away, and was quickly lost in the smoke billowing across the plain from the burning fortress. Katherine and Jocasta watched her go, and then turned to each other.

"How –?" Jocasta began.

"I don't know," Katherine said. "Does it matter? She's right."

"Here and now, we're alive," Jocasta smiled.

"Yes we are," Katherine agreed. "Exhausted, magically drained, and slightly singed, but alive. How do you feel?" [image: image73.jpg]) o %




"I feel," Jocasta said slowly, "I feel like…like I want to make my time count. No matter what." She leaned in close to Katherine.

"I think we both should," Katherine said, leaning in herself.

"I think we will," Jocasta breathed, before finally closing the last distance between her lips and Katherine's and kissing her.

Fade to Black

END of Restoration

