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Teaser
Fade In
Ext.
Becca's Apartment – Night

"Did you have a good time tonight?" Giles asked as Becca pulled her keys from her purse, both of them walking down the short hallway to Becca's apartment. 
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As if distracted and needing to catch up to the question, Becca began to nod, "Uh, yes, yes I did. But I always have a good time with you." She stopped at the door and unlocked it. Giles leaned his shoulder against the doorway and looked fondly at Becca. Before she turned to face him, she started to speak. "I was actually thinking that…maybe if you don't have plans tonight that you could stay here…tonight…all night."

"All night?" Giles asked. Becca just nodded with a bashful grin. Giles nervously cleared his throat. "I have to admit that I'm not really prepared for an…overnight stay. You wanted to take things slowly, so I didn't assume that I should –."

Becca cut him off with a soft kiss and whispered, "I must confess I've been plotting behind your back and I've taken care of preparations. But if you'd still rather wait and not stay then –."

"No," Giles said anxiously before turning bright red and laughing. "Sorry I-I didn't mean t-to sound so desperate but…" He paused to collect his thoughts and took Becca's hands in his. "I would be honored to spend the night, if that's what you wish."

"I do," she answered softly but with conviction.

"Then I shall," he told her. She led him into the apartment holding both of his hands, not breaking eye contact.
Cut to:
Int.
The Dawg Pound Bar and Grill – Same time

"What about her?" Xander asked as he nodded across the room.

"The brunette?" Willow asked. "The one with the legs that go on forever? I'd say seven."

"Seven? At least an eight – the short skirt helps, you gotta admit," Xander joked.

"Doesn't hurt," Willow said taking a drink. "Okay, eight it is."

Faith sat in between Willow and Xander. "I need a friend who digs guys," she sighed. Suddenly, she pointed over to the table at the left. "Ooh! What about her? She's pretty hot."

"Where?" Xander asked as he started to search.

"The strawberry blonde?" Willow asked looking in the direction Faith pointed.

"Yeah," Faith nodded. "She might run AC/DC – you both could be in for a fun night."

Realizing Faith had suckered them into looking, only to make fun of them, they each slapped one of her arms at the same time. "Ouch," Faith said in mock pain before smirking. "You people are so violent." As she poured more beer from their pitcher into her glass, she announced, "I noticed something. You two have the same taste in women."

"Excuse me?" Willow remarked before she pointed at Xander. "Here's a man that dated a vengeance demon, okay? So not my thing."

"Maybe not personality wise, but physically you do," Faith said. "All night long you two seem to agree on who is hot which, quite frankly, is a mystery to me."

"Oh Lordy," Xander told the table, ignoring Faith's comment. He nodded over to the bar. "Check her out – nice curves, long hair."

Willow looked over at the woman who's back was turned to them and gave an appreciative smile. "Yeah, she looks like a hottie," she agreed as she took a drink.

Faith squinted and started to smile. "Be right back," she said, quickly leaving the table and heading toward the stranger at the bar. With growing paranoia, Willow and Xander watched Faith move through the small crowd.

"Oh God," Xander said as Faith got closer to the woman, "What is she doing? She's not gonna…Oh God, she is."

"She wouldn't," Willow muttered. "Would she?"

The two best friends quickly turned away from each other to see Faith chatting with the woman and pitching a thumb back toward their table. It was then that the woman turned around.

Xander and Willow's jaws both dropped at the same time when they saw Faith waving and smiling knowingly at them.

The woman Faith spoke to was Rowena.

The two friends shared another nervous, look but turned back again to see Faith leading Rowena to the table. Willow and Xander fidgeted as if they would like to run and hide but had nowhere to go.

"Hey," Willow said first, as if resolved to her fate of being trapped. "What brings you out tonight?" she tried to ask conversationally.

"Decided to get out of the Council," Rowena answered. "Andrew wanted pizza, as usual, so I told him I'd pick it up, but it's not done yet."

"Well, here," Willow said hopping from her chair. "Have a seat a-and a drink while you wait."

"Thanks," Rowena said as she took the offered chair and poured a drink as Willow stood close beside her. "So, what are you guys up to tonight?"

"Gawking at hot chicks," Faith answered and Rowena stopped drinking, slightly choking before smiling. "These two are good at it, too," Faith added as she pointed to Xander and Willow. "Yearsss of experience – I can tell."

"Eye candy, eh?" Rowena teased before looking around the room. "So, any prospects?"

Xander and Willow both looked away guiltily and both spoke at the same time.

"Slow night," Xander answered.

"Not much to see," Willow replied.

Rowena looked at Faith a moment and the Slayer only shrugged. "I suggested the strawberry blonde over there," Faith said pointing behind her. "But they got distracted by someone at the bar." [image: image2.jpg]



Willow's eyes went wide and her jaw clenched as she looked at Faith. Feeling Rowena's eyes turn toward her, Willow's harsh demeanor dropped and she grabbed Rowena's glass. "How 'bout some more?" she said quickly reaching for the pitcher.

Rowena took the glass away. "I'm good," she replied. "So is this what you and Xander do?" she asked taking another sip.

"Do? Huh?" Willow asked.

"Yeah," Rowena said straight-faced. "Have Faith bring a girl to your table and get her drunk to see which one of you she hits on?"

Xander and Willow both got wide eyed and started shaking their heads. Before they could speak, Rowena began to chuckle. "Relax, okay? Just a joke."

"Oh, hehe. Very funny." Willow replied.

"Allister!" a voice called from the bar.

"Well, looks like I'm up," Rowena said hopping from the tall stool at the table. "You guys aren't driving home, are you?"

"We got it covered," Faith told her.

"Okay," Rowena told them. "If you'd like a lift back, just give me a call."

"Will do, Blondie," Faith told her. "Enjoy the pizza."

Rowena gave a short wave to Xander and Willow as she headed back to the bar again. Once she was out of earshot, Faith began to chuckle. "You should have seen the look on your faces." The chuckle soon turned into a laugh and Willow and Xander both sat in their seats with their arms folded across their chests, not the least bit amused.

"And you claim you're no longer evil," Xander told her.

Faith continued to laugh but settled down, giving him a shrug. "Hey, I still gotta get my kicks somehow."

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Alley outside The Dawg Pound Bar and Grill – Later that night

"That was fun," Faith admitted, wrapping an arm around each one of them. "It's much better hangin' with you guys than trying to kill you," she said giving her companions a smile. [image: image3.jpg]



"I agree," Xander told her. "I'd much rather drink with you than fight for my life against you."

"Hey, bygones and all that junk right?" Faith told him.

They walked a little ways until Willow spoke. "Do you ever wonder though?"

"Wonder what?" Faith asked.

"If we had met you sooner what might have happened."

"You mean like if we were kids?" Faith asked.

"Yeah, life was simpler then," Willow answered.

Faith shrugged. "Yeah, I guess. There's a part of me that would like to do it all over again if I could, a second shot at getting it right, but we're stuck with what we've got, right? It could be worse." [image: image4.jpg]



"Everything happens for a reason," Willow answered as they continued along toward the main street.

Amy Madison stepped out from the shadows of the alley and waved her hand. A yellow mist floated from her fingertips to the three friends walking along.

"That it does," she whispered.

Fade Out
Act One
Guest Starring:
Elizabeth Anne Allen as Amy Madison, Brad Dourif as Brell, Elijah Wood as Jeff, Indigo as Rona, Felicia Day as Vi and Stephanie March as Bonnie. 

Fade In
Int.
Robin and Faith's Bedroom – Morning

Robin woke to the sensation of being rocked by a gentle wave. He opened his eyes. Faith lay with her back to him, shifting and muttering in her sleep.

He smiled at her and ran his hand along her bare back down to her waist.

"Mmmm. Hey, babe…" she mumbled.

"Hey…" He answered and planted a kiss on her shoulder.

She turned toward him, blinking in the morning light. She watched as his expression turned from sleepy bliss to confusion to incredulity.

"What?" she asked, coming to full wakefulness.

"You…" he shook his head violently and refocused his eyes. "You look – you're – Faith?" [image: image5.jpg]



"Robin?" she mocked back.

"You – you look – young…er."

"Younger than you? I hope s –."

"No. You look years younger th-than…" he trailed off.

Faith laughed at him. "What's up with you, Ace?" she said, rolling over and swinging her legs off the bed in one graceful move. "It's afterglow."

She stopped suddenly and turned back to him. Leaning over him, she bent down and stared seductively into his eyes. "And yes, you're just that good!" She moved as if to kiss him, but instead straightened up with a laugh at his still-shocked expression.

Her laughter quickly dissipated and her smile fell as she caught sight of herself in the dresser mirror. "What the – daaamn…"

Cut to:
Int.
Xander's Bathroom – Same time

Xander scratched at the side of his face and yawned widely. He slumped toward the bathroom sink, muttering. "Not-so-hairy-Harris-today," he noted, thoughtfully rubbing his fingertips over his chin and cheek.

One more great yawn escaped him as he began to lather shaving cream between his hands. With the flat of his hand he started to smear the foam onto one side of his face and looked into the mirror. He stood, frozen, with his hand to his face, his jaw hanging open at the sight. He stared harder. His eyes flew wide open when he saw they were both the same color.
Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Bedroom – Same time

The knock at the door brought Willow out of a sound sleep. "Oh, mom," she groaned. "It's Saturday, as in no schoo –."

A second knock brought her around to full consciousness. She gave a little laugh at herself for the flashback.

The third, urgent knock prodded her out from under the covers.

"Coming!"

She half-ran through the living room at the worried sound of Xander's voice calling her name. She flung the door open to find him and Faith on her doorstep. "Hey…" she greeted uncertainly. "What's…"

She looked back and forth between them. "Hey, Faith…you do something different with, like, your hair…" she looked at Xander, "and your eye…?"

"Holy yearbook picture, Batman," Xander remarked to Faith as they both stared at Willow.

"Well that answers the question if it's just us," Faith remarked as she pointed to Willow.

The corners of Willow's mouth quirked upwards. "Heh. Uh…huh?"

"Take a gander, Will," Xander said as he pointed her to the mirror on the wall.

She went to it and stared into it for many seconds. Without warning, she spun quickly and ran into the bedroom.

"Will! Will, wait!" Xander called after her. He and Faith ran into the bedroom to find her flinging her clothes out of her dresser.

"Oh, goddess!" she cried, "please no bibs, no bibs, no bibs…"

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Becca's Bedroom – Later that morning

Giles rolled over and smiled as he looked at the blonde beside him. "Good morning," he said softly before kissing her. [image: image6.jpg]



"See? I kept my promise of someday," she teased as she snuggled into his shoulder. Before she could say anything else, the phone rang and she reached over.

"Leave it," Giles told her.

"It might be the Council," she said as she picked it up. "Hello?"

As Becca listened to the voice on the other side of the phone Giles began to kiss her neck and bite at her earlobe. "Yeah…hold on a second." Becca put her hand over the receiver. "It's Willow," she told him.

"Bloody hell," Giles sighed taking the phone as Becca got up. He put the phone to his ear and announced with no welcome or introduction, "Anything short of an apocalypse can wait." [image: image7.jpg]



"Rupert!" Becca chastised quietly with a smile before coming back to sit at the corner of the bed in her robe.

Giles looked a bit confused as he listened from the other end. "Okay, okay. So it's not dire, exactly. I have time to have breakfast. I mean, I would like to speak to the beautiful woman I just spent a wonderful evening with and not run out like a one-night stand…all right. We'll be there in an hour."

Giles hung up with a sigh. "Duty calls," he told Becca as he pulled the sheets away. "Will you come with me?" he asked.

"After last night…I'd just about follow you anywhere."

Giles gave her a wicked grin before lightly kissing her on the lips.

Cut to:
Int.
Becca's Bedroom – Moments later

"It's probably Willow," Giles sighed as he looked over at Becca, some breakfast items set before him at the small bedroom table as his temple rested on his hand. "It wouldn't be the first time she's inadvertently done spells with similar affects." [image: image8.jpg]



"Now, now," Becca tsked with a finger. "No being grumpy papa bear," she warned.

Giles gave a small grin and pulled her hand over, kissing the back. "No, I will behave. I had a wonderful night last night, so I promise to cease all discussion on this matter for risk of ruining it…of course, an encore this morning would have been nice."

Becca smirked and moved to sit on his lap. "Are you saying I'm not satisfying enough?" she teased.

"When it comes to you, my dear, I just might become the definition of insatiable."

Becca hummed contentedly as Giles kissed her neck. "You know you did tell her an hour," she said, nodding back toward the bed. With that Giles lifted Becca into his arms with her giggling all the way there.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Kitchen – Same morning

Andrew absently set a fresh pot of coffee on the table as he continued to stare at Willow.

"It has to be a spell, Giles," Willow said, her eyes flickering nervously under the weight of Andrew's stare and silly grin. "And it had to be last night because Faith, Xander, and I were all together at the bar."

"Then perhaps it was something or someone at the bar –."

"Morning, everyone," Rowena cut off Giles's comment as she and Kennedy briskly entered the kitchen. "Hi Becca," Rowena acknowledged the older woman. Becca nodded her head and smiled lightly.

Rowena got herself a coffee mug from the cabinet, but Kennedy stopped in mid-stride upon seeing Willow.

"Giles," Rowena said, pouring herself some coffee, "I got a call back from Robson about the need for more Slayers here at the Cleveland Council. He said he's sending all the Slayers from Europe to us." She paused to take a sip and sighed.

"Hm?" Giles replied, "Oh, yes, yes. That's – that's fi –."

"You know," she said looking at him over the rim of the coffee mug, "If I didn't know Robson better, I'd say he was shirking his responsibility – taking advantage of our [image: image9.jpg]


situation to relieve him of his charges." She chuckled and took another sip. "Can't say I blame the man – a handful of Watchers and all those European Slay –."

Kennedy, mouth open and still staring at Willow, backhanded Rowena in the arm. Rowena turned sharply to her then followed her Slayer's gaze to the forlorn threesome – Willow and Faith, seated, and Xander standing propped against the kitchen counter near them. 

Rowena blinked, but recovered quickly. "Spell get away from you, Will?" she asked, intrigued. Then she smiled, "Is this what you looked like in – high school? The three of you?"

"Except for the dorky clothes the wacky Wiccan wore – yeah," Faith shrugged.

"We don't know how this happened," Willow told her. "But somehow, while we slept…we're like – kids. Again. And I thought I'd never see those days again!" Willow added in frustration.

"Come on," Faith told her. "You got to admit it's kinda cool. We get to be younger, but already have the knowledge from our mistakes. It's like a major do over. Some people might kill for a chance like this."

"Oh sure," Xander said sarcastically. "The cracking voice, the acne, the wet…" Xander trailed off. "Point is this might not be as great as you think."

"I'm thinking something happened at the bar," Willow offered to Rowena.

Rowena frowned. "Wait a minute…last night at the bar? But I was with you, remember? And I'm no younger – am I?"

Willow shook her head just as Rowena began to touch her face, checking.

Kennedy found her voice. "Maybe it's one of those stupid glamours. Hey, Faith! You look younger than me!" She began to laugh.

"Stuff it, Brat."

"No," Willow answered, "it's not a glamour. If it were, we wouldn't all have the same problem. I honestly think it has something to do with where we were last night."

"But why isn't Ro younger?" Kennedy asked.

"Well…maybe she wasn't there at the right – uh – wrong time…or maybe it wasn't a spell…Maybe it was something else like…" Willow paused and turned to the duo asking, "What did we all do that Ro didn't?"

Realization came over Xander's face. "Oh no. Not – you don't suppose…"

"Bad beer?" Willow offered. Xander nodded.

"You mean something you were eating or drinking might have caused this?" Rowena asked.

"Yeah, but we were only drinking last night so if something was in that beer." Xander answered.

"That can't be it." Rowena shook her head. "I had some, too, remember? Unless you had more than one pitcher then –."

"We didn't," Willow replied.

"And you ate nothing at the bar?" the Watcher asked.

Willow shook her head.

"Hmm…sounds like someone's cast a spell to make you all young again," Rowena offered. "Have there been any other reports in the city of reverse ageism?"

"Not yet, from what I pulled down a half hour ago. You saw how crowded they were. I'm sure someone would have gone to the hospital by now."

"Whose agenda would include making you all high-schoolers again?" Becca asked. "I mean, it makes no sense. Besides, the only ones here who knew you in high school are Giles and Andrew."

"And just before anyone breaks out an accusing finger, I have NOT played with any spell books recently. Besides, I'd never do any kind of spell like that," Andrew said. "Even though it is kinda cool to see Willow as a cute, cuddly teenager aga –."

Seven pair of eyes all looked sharply at him.

"That still leaves the question unanswered," Giles said, refocusing the discussion. "And brings up another: who would have a reason, or even the power, to even cast such a…"

His voice trailed off as Willow looked up at him knowingly.

"Amy," she said. "Maybe she got loose and…"

"Right, right, then. We'll need to –." Giles stared at the youngsters.

Willow sighed. "I'm gonna go hit the books. There's gotta be a reversal spell for this."

"I'll go with," Xander said to Willow. They both looked at Faith.

"I'm not book gal. 'Sides, Robin's waiting for me upstairs. He's kinda freaked and wanted a chance to pull himself together."

"All right," Giles said as the three departed the kitchen. "I'll be along to help," he called after Willow and Xander.

"I need to open the shop," Becca told Giles. "But I want you to call me if anything happens or if you need my help."

"And what if I just need you?" he said quietly.

She smiled and kissed him gently on the cheek.

Andrew, watching them, sighed loudly.

"Don't you have something to burn?" Giles asked him irritably.

"Come on, Ken. Let's see if we can dig up any information on this Amy person," Rowena called to the Slayer.

"I have to get some more bread from the big freezer downstairs. Make sure that doesn't boil over, please," Andrew said as he pointed to a pot on the stove before leaving the room. He left to see to his housekeeping duties and Becca smiled a goodbye at Giles.

"Rowena, would you please stay a moment?" Giles asked.

Kennedy nodded to the Watchers, "I'll get started at the terminals."

Giles waited until everyone had left and turned to his fellow Watcher. "After speaking with Robson, what do you think?"

Rowena gave a heavy sigh.

"That bad?" Giles asked.

"No," Rowena said quickly. "Just a bit disorganized – like the right hand doesn't understand what the left is doing. I just hope that request we put in for all English speaking Slayers was truly heard and understood."

Giles paused a moment. "We could always propose your idea to the group," Giles told her.

"Not right now. Let's wait until those Slayers get over here and do a little question and answer session with them; get some inside information into Robson's set up."

"We have to tell Willow at some point," Giles mentioned.

"And we will but…before we go any further with the idea let's see what we learn. If it looks unavoidable, and perhaps a necessity, then we should say something to her, but not before. I don't want to get her all in an uproar over nothing and you know how she gets sometimes."

Giles gave Rowena a knowing grin. "Yes, well, Willow can be quite passionate now and [image: image10.jpg]


then. I understand."

Rowena did a double take and put her hands on her hips. "What is that supposed to mean?" 

"Excuse me?" Giles asked, honestly confused.

"That look on your face. What is that supposed to mean? That I owe Willow some type of foreknowledge because of something that might or might not happen? Robson could pull it all together and it would be moot in getting her upset over nothing." Giles opened his mouth to speak but Rowena cut him short, "Or does it means something else?" Rowena asked defensively.

"I-I didn't realize I had a look," Giles stuttered, still confused by the outburst and unsure if it was his turn to talk yet. When Rowena didn't say anything, Giles pressed on, "And what, precisely, are you talking about?"

"What am I talking about? Willow's passion? Come on! I'm not totally blind here, you know?" Rowena told him as she began to pace around the room. "But…any relationship outside of the Council as Watcher to Watcher…it could mean a big conflict of interest at some point. Oh and let's not forget the fact that her ex-girlfriend has been my Slayer. Isn't that a great way to build Watcher and Slayer trust? And – and besides, it's not like I even have an interest in women anyway. It's not like I sit in a bar scoping out babes, unlike some people. I'm not out with my friends hoping to score. I'm not out period. And for the record I am not a lesbian because thoughts don't count when…"

Rowena continued to pace in silence as Giles regarded her with confusion and leery of what to say next. Finally he cleared his throat and said, "I'm going t-to go out on the proverbial limb and say something is bothering you, yes?"

Rowena stopped walking and scowled in his direction. Giles raised an eyebrow and leaned away slightly.

"No, everything is fine," she told him. "Let's just go figure out what turned our associates into teenagers again," she said as she left the room without looking back.

Shaking his head for a brief moment, Giles followed.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Marsha's Dorm Room – Later that day

Willow knocked on the door and stepped inside.

"Hey, kiddo," she called out making the young Slayer look up from the book she was reading.

"If that isn't the pot calling the kettle." Marsha grinned. "Any news from the coven?"

"No, not yet. I came by to see if I could steal some of your clothes."

"Sure," Marsha said as they walked over to her small closet. "How about this?" she asked holding up a pair of bib overalls.

Willow examined them with despair for a moment. Then she simply sighed and stuck out her hand to take them.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Streets of Cleveland – Evening

"Ken, behind you!" Faith cried as she lifted both feet to knock one vampire back while another pinned her arms behind her.

Kennedy, already staking a vampire of her own, spun effortlessly to face yet a fourth vampire, cleanly staking him as his fingertips grazed her shoulder.

"Ken! More company!"

Kennedy turned at Faith's cry to see three more vampires approaching at an easy, confident walk.
Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Library – Same time

Willow sat in the largest chair in the room – a wood-framed, leather reading chair Giles had ordered for himself when they'd finally gotten the library operational. She swung her legs back and forth under it as she searched through books stacked on the floor before her. [image: image11.jpg]



"I'm doin' a donut run," Xander announced.

"You haven't even had supper yet," she told him as she continued to read.

"I might look younger, but you're not my mom," he teased.

"Sure you're old enough to drive?" she quipped and looked up to smirk at him. She frowned quickly as she realized he was indeed no longer old enough to drive.

"How are you two getting along with the – dear lord." Giles paused in the doorway. He took his handkerchief out of his pocket and began to clean his glasses.

Willow and Xander looked at one another, then back at Giles.

"What? Giles? What is it?"

He smiled, almost sadly. "It's like being in Sunnydale all over again – you were both so – you a-and Buffy – all so very…" He turned away. "It's amazing the three of you survived," he said turning back to them. "I'd forgotten just how young you truly were."

"Sounds like G-Man's got puberty-envy to me," Xander said.

"And how truly annoying," Giles replied. "Have you found anything?"

"J-just this one charm…it might…you know, slow down the process a little. Speaking of which, do we look a little younger now?" she asked Giles.

He looked closer at them. "Not too much. It's really hard to judge."

Willow shook it off. "Anyway, if we can find a charm that might delay things it would give me more time to find a reversal. But I'm starting to worry here, Giles. I have all my memories intact, the last 21 years, but…"

Willow looked up at Giles.

"But what?" Giles knelt down by her and searched her face.

Willow released a heavy sigh. "I think it could be stress. A race against the clock anxiety but…I couldn't remember which volume had the charms and glamours. I really had to think hard about it. I mean – Giles, what if I really can't do magic? I mean – sure, I-I almost ended the world and everything. A-and, yeah – coven training a-and all that. But w-what if I-I really can't this time."

"You're kidding, right?" Xander stepped over to them. "Giles, she's kidding. Will, you're the baddest bad-ass witch this side of –."

"Xander, do be quiet!" Giles snapped at him.

"Willow," Giles began, resting his hand lightly on her shoulder.

"Here, Will." Xander tossed a pencil to her. "Show him your stuff. Make it float."

Willow glanced nervously at Giles then at Xander.

"C'mon, Will. Float it to me. Right here! There's an extra jelly donut in it for you if you do," Xander encouraged her.

"Xander!" Giles chided.

But Willow had already begun to float the pencil. It lifted up from her lap and hovered out before her and Giles.

"See that," Xander said, "Bet you thought she couldn't –."

The pencil dropped and clattered on the floor.

"Okay," Xander said nervously. "No kidding around now. Send it on over."

Willow looked at the pencil again but it wouldn't move. "Oh goddess!" she exclaimed softly. "Giles, I'm losing my powers. What am I going to do without my powers? How am I going to fix this?" she began to say in a rush.

"Just calm down, we'll figure this out. Where's Faith? Maybe we should –."

"Oh man," Xander answered. "She's on patrol with Ken and if Willow is losing her powers then maybe…"

Realizing what Xander was alluding to, Giles's expression dropped and he raced to the intercom. "Rowena?" he called into the speaker.

"Yes," she answered, concerned hearing the desperation in his voice.

"Get on the handset! Bring Faith back in from the field immediately!"

Cut to:
Ext.
Streets of Cleveland – Same time

Faith reached her arm back and backhanded the vampire in front of her. She delivered the blow fiercely, but the vampire only moved slightly. He started to laugh and grabbed her by the lapel, tossing her like a rag doll to the ground.

Faith's pained cry distracted Kennedy just long enough for the vampire in front of her to knock her off balance. Kennedy hit the ground and rolled quickly onto her back, staking the vampire as he threw himself onto her. He exploded into dust, coating her from head to foot.

Kennedy spat out vampire dust and quickly leapt to her feet in time to see Faith back on her feet, making a roundhouse kick only to miss the mark. The vampire caught Faith's leg in mid-air and sent her spinning violently to the pavement. Faith landed with a sickening grunt as Kennedy staked the last vampire. She was racing to Faith before the vampire disintegrated.

Kennedy knelt by Faith and reached out, rolling the prone Slayer over. Faith retched as her breath came back to her. Blood and spittle dotted her lips.

Kennedy looked stunned. "C'mon," she said, lifting Faith to her feet. Faith's clothes hung loosely off her body.

"I'm getting younger," Faith said.

Kennedy made no answer.

"How bad is it?" Faith asked.

"You're not hurt that seriously, but –."

"I mean my age," Faith said impatiently. "How old do you think…?" Kennedy looked warily at her and sighed. "Twelve. Thirteen…?" Faith offered when Kennedy said nothing.

At Faith's look of surprise, Kennedy said, "No. No. Sixteen or…fourteen, at least…"

Faith nodded. "Makes sense. I've lost my Slayer powers…"

"It's okay, Faith," Kennedy said trying to sound optimistic. "Look, maybe you're just tired, that's all and –."

"No! I nailed that vamp with all I had and barely turned his head…Giles is so gonna be all over my ass when he finds out I'm patrolling like this."

"Well, guess that makes you the brat now, huh?" Kennedy said, worry poking through her grin as she helped Faith hobble toward home. Just then Rowena's voice crackled over the receiver. "Team one, check in."

"Team one," Kennedy answered. "Go ahead."

"Get Faith back to the Council now. She may be getting even younger and if that happens she could be in harm's way."

"Copy that," Kennedy answered.

"This is not good," Faith muttered.

"Don't worry, Willow will fix this."

"Think for a moment, Slick. How did they know I could be in trouble? I'm willing to bet I'm not the only one losing my super skills here," Faith answered as they started to jog from the alley.

"Don't worry about that just yet. If there's a way, Willow will find it," Kennedy tried to reassure her partner. "Let's just get you home."

They turned the corner to find six more vampires standing in their path and they both grinded to a halt. From the right side, three more approached.

"Why do I sense an ambush here?" Faith muttered.

Kennedy watched for a brief moment as the demons started to close the distance between them. "Because that's what it is," Kennedy told her. "Try to stay at my back."

With that, Kennedy charged ahead with Faith on her heels – or at least trying to be. The older Slayer found her steps couldn't match that of her younger companion.

Kennedy pulled both her stakes and used them like a set of brass knuckles. She punched the two closest vampires, knocking them to the ground, as she jumped up and kicked a third. With deadly accuracy, she hurled one stake into an approaching vampire's chest as she whipped her other hand around to stake the closest one standing next to her.

As the three vampires to the right decided to join in, Faith turned in their direction. Pulling her stake, she lunged at the closest one and hit his heart as both of them fell to the ground.

At the same time, Kennedy did a roundhouse kick, taking two of her vampires off their feet. She looked over to see the two remaining vampires tangling with Faith and closing in on the elder Slayer as she struggled to get back on her feet. The younger Slayer threw the stake in her hand, burying it in the chest of one of Faith's would-be attackers. Kennedy then moved into a handstand and used her feet to kick the vampire above her in the face.

With only one vampire left to face, Faith now had two stakes in her hand as they met eyes and circled each other. She heard the sound of two vampires dusting behind her, one right after the other, but her eyes never left the vampire in front of her. She threw one of the stakes, but it bounced off his chest and he started to laugh. With a determined expression, Faith charged and ducked his fist pushing the wood through his chest. With all three vampires now dead, Faith ran toward Kennedy.

The younger Slayer ducked a swing, making the vampire spin away from her. She wasted no time stabbing him in the back before tossing the stake into his comrade like a throwing knife.

Breathing heavy, Kennedy watched him explode into dust. She quickly moved down to pick up her stake. "That's it," she told Faith. "We get to the main street, we're hailing a cab."

"No argument here," Faith said as she handed Kennedy her extra stake back.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Council Library – Later that night

Giles held the pencil between his fingertips, looking over it into the down-turned eyes of a very young and frightened Willow Rosenberg.

Xander came up closer to them, his pants cuffs dragging on the floor.

"Giles," she whispered, not looking up. "How old – I mean – young – do you think we are now? Do you see anything different about me?"

"I can't be t-too sure, really. But…" he looked up at a boy he recognized – but never knew – as Xander. "I'd say the two of you are now about, well, when you factor in that you still have all your memories, although you seem t-to be minus your magic powers –."

"Thirteen," Xander's high voice resonated with a grimness beyond its years.

Willow looked up and their eyes met.

"Don't worry, Will," he straightened and stood tall. "Who watches out for you?"

"You do," she replied quietly.

"Right," he said more assuredly and crossed his arms. "And how long am I gonna?"

"Forever-long," she replied softly, as if by rote.

Giles blinked, head bowed.

Xander smiled innocently at her. "Okay, now that that's settled, I'm gonna go see if Robin'll do the donut run. I don't think I could reach the pedals. Well, maybe there. If the line's real long at the shop, getting back might be the real problem." He punched Willow in the arm and quickly shuffled out of the room. [image: image12.jpg]



Giles raised his head and smiled gently at Willow. "We'll find the reversal spell," he told her. "By week's end, this will all be but a bad memory."

"Week's end? Do you really think we have that long? Let's be honest, Giles, if we continue at this rate," she said in a small voice, "we're gonna be zygotes then, if we're lucky."

Giles put his arms about her gently and held her.

Fade Out
Act Two
Cut to:
Int.
Presidium Lair – Early morning

"And why is it that you haven't brought the witch with you?" Larmin asked coldly. "It isn't like you to fail the Engineer." [image: image13.jpg]



"Amy Madison's gone missing," Bonnie replied. "I have the others looking for her. But so far, no one's found her. She's probably still in Cleveland and my demons are still searching."

"And what of the spell she cast on the others?" Larmin asked more harshly. "That was not part of the Presidium's agenda."

"She acted on her own. She had her orders and fulfilled them but…"

"Yes," Larmin nodded. "She took it upon herself to cast this spell to turn all her former acquaintances into children. My scouts tell me that the head Slayer, Faith, is regressing in age and, as of last night, is without her Slayer powers."

"I heard we missed a golden opportunity yesterday evening," the real estate agent countered.

"Correction. We took the opportunity. I sent ten vampires there to eliminate her," the demon rebutted.

"And thanks to the Slayer Kennedy, nine of them can now fit in an ashtray. You should have sent double that number, at least."

"We didn't foresee the young Slayer's strength," Larmin admitted.

"You don't say?" Bonnie replied mockingly. "Perhaps this is something to remember because there're at least forty more of these girls just waiting to take the Engineer on."

"The Engineer will be quite prepared and protected when the time comes," Larmin answered.

"Which again could pose a problem," Bonnie continued, "Operatives report that the witch, Willow and their new carpenter, Alexander Harris are aging in reverse as well. If she loses her powers for good then…"

"Mr. Harris? The one known as 'Xander'?"

"Yes. You've heard of him?"

"He has been known to the Presidium for quite some time. He stopped the witch from destroying this world. It was also he who brought the final Chosen One back from death when the Master drowned her. The Presidium is, in many ways, wary of him. This 'Xander' portends the possibility that there may be others like him among humans; others without any power save their own simple-minded do-goodism."

Bonnie smirked at Larmin's terminology. "We won't have to worry too much about him," she said, "because, as I was saying, our operatives report that he's regressing in age too, by now."

"But the man's – this Xander – his powers will always remain with him. Only death can take them."

"There will be time for that, too, won't there?"

"Not yet. Not now. Now we must find the witch, Amy Madison. I entrust this to you entirely."

"And I will not let the Presidium down," Bonnie said pointedly.

"No, you shall not because I know how much you value your own existence. And once you find Ms. Madison…?"

Bonnie smiled fully, an unpleasant curve of the lips. "I know what needs to be done. And it will be."

"I know you won't fail," Larmin said, his smile matching hers.
Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – Later that day

Jeff slammed the book shut and shoved it into the center of the circle. His blue eyes flashed angrily as he ran his hand through his long hair. He sighed heavily and looked at Willow, sitting off to one side in the circle of acolytes. [image: image14.jpg]



"I, oh damn it!" he said. "I'm sorry, Willow. I'm really sorry." He swallowed hard. "I thought I could focus enough energy to…"

Jeff looked away.

"Hey," Will said, pouting like her twelve-year-old self, "it's…it's okay. Really."

"You've done the best you could, Jeffrey," Giles said kindly. "All of you have, and…and Willow and I are both very proud of the effort you've made."

The young acolytes in Willow's coven all looked at each other dejectedly as they began to let go of one another's hands.

"It's okay," Willow said again as Giles released her hand and Faith released one of Xander's. "We can try again when your energies are full. Whoever cast this spell is very powerful. Maybe as powerful as – well, me. You guys need a rest. Reversal spells – even with a group like this – can be really draining."

"Yeah," Xander said, sounding as down as Willow. "Thanks guys – uh, and ladies. It was a good try."

The members of the group began to rise, first one, then another, and slowly gathered their things. Faith got up with them. "I'm outta here," she said. "I got a date with a guy who's starting to be old enough to be my father."

"How's it going with you and Robin, Faith?" Willow asked, wrinkling her nose.

Faith smiled cynically. "Five by five," she muttered and quietly left the room on the heels of the others.

Giles sighed. "I'd best call Althenea back and see what she and her group have been able to come up with. Perhaps they can teleport one of their Coven members here to work on reversing this spell."

"Do you really think they can figure it out?" Willow asked quietly. "I tried everything they taught me and then some before I lost my powers altogether. I don't think they have anything in their 'bag of tricks' that can help us now."

"I'm sorry."

Willow, Giles, and Xander all turned their heads at the voice. Jeff stood behind them with balled fists and bowed head. He looked at Willow from under long dark eyelashes and tousled hair.

"I'm sorry I let you down," he said simply. "I guess I'm no good at this magic stuff."

"No," Willow said, "you're really good. Really. I mean you've got all the makings of a really, really good –."

"Kick-ass," Xander threw in.

"Yeah, a-a – kick-ass sorcerer," Willow continued. "You have a lot of energy and power and –."

"And apparently no ability!" Jeff shot back.

"That'll come," Willow said, a little frightened by his anger, "you'll see."

Jeff, eyes blazing, turned his head aside to avoid their stares.

"Besides," Willow pointed out, "Althenea taught me that it's not always about power and energy. A lot of it's experience and-and technique and, you know, just being a master of the power and energy, and knowing a lot helps, too, because if you didn't know anything, or if you, like, maybe were new to working magic or-or hadn't been asked to harness what you, like have, and –."

"Will?" Xander interrupted, "Rambling."

"Look, I get it," Jeff said. "And I think Giles is right. You better get people in here who really know what they're doing. I'll still help. Whatever you need me to do."

"We know, Jeffrey," Giles replied. "And we'll call on you when the time comes. Now, why don't you go off to your next class and relax a bit. Your powers have been drained more than anyone's today."

Jeff nodded and headed out the door.

"Hey, Jeff-meister!" Xander called after him.

The other boy stopped.

"Thanks, man," Xander said with an easy smile.

Jeff allowed himself a slight smile in answer and continued out of the room.

"You know," Willow said to no one in particular, "he's kinda cute."

Giles looked at Willow curiously but Xander's head whipped around and he locked eyes with her.

"What?" she asked. "Why are you looking at me like that?"

"Will, are you…not gay now?"

Confusion etched its way across Willow's face and her cheeks turned red.

"Oh, please, let's not have this conversation here, shall we?" Giles said wearily. "Nor anywhere else, for that matter."

"I…I…" Willow stammered.

"Well said," Giles rejoined. He stood up. "Come along, then," he told them and held his hand out to help Willow up.

As he did, she finally let go of Xander's.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Conference [image: image15.jpg]


Room – Later that day

Faith gave a heavy sigh. "So since the little hand-holding session went bust, any more ideas?" she asked the group. 

She, along with rest of the gang, sat in the office space with a host of books and files around them.

"Not yet," Giles informed the group. "But Althenea in Devon is continuing her search."

"Yeah, well this 'little problem' is cutting into my social life big time," Faith said, not hiding her agitation while pointing at Robin.

"I'm sorry, but children just don't turn me on," Robin said shortly. "I'll always love you, Faith but right now, I just can't love you. And, although true, I just realized how bizarre and totally disturbing that sentence sounded."

"Second that," Xander nodded. "This conversation is getting creepy, so let's just drop it, okay?"

"Ya got my vote," Willow told him.

"I'll give you that," Faith addressed Robin. "Actually, it would be a little freaky if you did still want me like this."

Rowena noticed the pained expression on their faces and turned briefly, looking at Willow.

"What other resources do we have?" Rowena asked, getting back on topic. "The Devon coven is great, and I think the world of Althenea, but maybe she's not enough here. Are we looking elsewhere too?"

"There's another Coven in Wales she mentioned –." Giles began.

"Great! Get them on the phone. Who else?" Rowena rattled off quickly.

Giles looked at Rowena a moment. "I realize this is frustrating," he told her.

"No, this is life-threatening," Rowena replied firmly as she pointed to Willow, who was at her right. "And unless we find a way to slow this down or reverse it then…the point is, we should be doing more."

"We've already contacted the Covens that might be able to help, that have real power," Giles explained, trying to remain calm but firm. "We have the Slayers out looking for Miss Madison as we speak. And we're looking into an amulet –."

"We don't even know if Miss Madison is behind this, do we?" Rowena posed. "For all we know, it could be a Presidium agent."

"Yes," Giles nodded. "But given the fact only these three were affected, it follows that the magic user knows them personally, so we're searching for –."

"Obviously it's not enough and sitting here discussing it isn't getting anything done," Rowena said, cutting him short and storming from the room.

As the door slammed shut, Andrew looked to Giles, "Should I, maybe, follow her?" he asked, unsure.

"Let her go," Giles advised. "She needs time to calm down."

"You have to admit she makes a good point," Robin told Giles. "We need to find someone who knows their stuff to fix this and so far we're empty."

Willow quietly got up and began to leave the room.

"Where are you going?" Giles asked.

"There's not much more here that we can do," she told him. "I'm going back to the library, see if anything turns up."

The group watched her walk out, but said nothing.

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

Rowena moved quickly to a file cabinet. She removed a key from her pocket, swiftly opened the cabinet and began flipping through the files inside.

Suddenly she found the file she was looking for and pulled it from the drawer. Pursing her lips, she flipped through the few pages enclosed until she came to a 5x7 picture.

"Gotcha!" she said out loud as she pulled the picture and replaced the file in the drawer. She relocked the cabinet and left the room, the wind in her wake ruffling the pages of the open books on the reading table.
Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lounge – Same time

Willow stood in front of the phone in the Council lounge. She stared at it for a long moment before she finally lifted a cautious hand to the receiver. She picked it up off the cradle and brought it to her ear. The dial tone hummed at her. "Get a grip, Rosenberg," she whispered to herself and reached her hand to begin dialing.

The sudden sounds of four young Slayers laughing and chattering in the hall as they passed made her jump and hang the phone up quickly. They passed without noticing her through the French doors.

Willow drew a deep breath, and let it out in huff. Face set, she picked up the receiver and dialed in earnest. There was a moment of white noise and then the phone on the other end of the line began to ring.

"Hello, it's Willow Rosenberg…Not so good…I need your help," she spoke into the receiver.

Cut to:
Int.
Council Corridor – Moments later

Becca entered the Council with two bags filled full of clothes and saw Rowena approach [image: image16.jpg]


.

"Ro, I brought some things that might fit the gang,” the shopkeeper explained. “Are the kids –?"

"Sorry Becca, can't talk right now," Rowena said as she passed by.

"Watcher class somewhere?"

"No. Witch-hunt," she answered, not stopping.

"Witch-hunt? Who?" Becca called after her. "What witch?"

"Amy Madison."

And with that Rowena swept out the exit.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Council Kitchen – Later that night

Becca stepped into the Council kitchen to find three teenagers chowing down on cookies, milk and, in Faith's case, soda.

"Well," Becca smiled warmly at them, "how are you doing?"

"Hey, Becca!" Xander greeted her with a full mouth.

"Hey to you, too."

"Yo, Beck!" and a sing-song "Hi!" simultaneously sounded from Faith and Willow.

Becca sat down and gave them an optimistic smile. "No cure yet, huh?"

"Nope," Willow answered.

"Well you guys hang in there," she told them, continuing to smile. "I know that Rupert will do everything he can, and then some, to see you get it straightened out."

Willow looked at her and the young girl's smile faded.

"Willow?" Becca asked, "What's wrong?"

Willow looked at Xander. He was chewing absently and staring at Becca. He blinked and looked at Willow.

"What's with you two?" Faith asked then followed their gazes toward Becca.

"Okay," Becca said, "someone wanna let me in on the secret?"

Willow smiled up at her. "You just, you smiled and you, looked like someone we knew."

"Joyce," Faith said. "You smile like her." Without giving it much more thought, Faith went back to stuffing another cookie in her mouth whole before starting to chew.

"Who's Joyce?" Becca asked. "A Slayer?"

"Nah," Xander said quietly, "Buffy's mom."

"She was really cool," Faith added in a muffled tone.

"And beautiful," Xander put in.

"She was like our own moms but, ya know, nice," Willow said.

"Yeah," Faith agreed. "She let me stay over for Christmas. And she kinda looked after me when I let her."

Xander looked down. "We couldn't save her. She had a brain tumor. Then it exploded…"

"It was a hemorrhage," Willow said.

"That's very sad," Becca said gently. "Seems like you were all very close to her. Tell me…"

Before they could say anything, Andrew walked in and saw the trio.

"What are you doing?" he chastised. "Supper is only an hour away and you're filling up on junk," he tsked, coming over and taking the cookies.

Faith snatched them back and tossed the package over to Xander who took out another. "Look here, Andy," Faith warned. "I might be a pre-teen and I might not have my Slayer powers, but I can still kick your lily white butt all over this kitchen."

Andrew leaned away with a timid look.

"Now kids," Becca said trying to keep things from exploding.

"Guess this proves you were always a hard ass," Andrew muttered.

"That's right and don't forget it," Faith pointed at him while Xander and Willow giggled.

Andrew turned and walked to the refrigerator, "Yeah, well if you keep regressing, don't ask me to change your diapers."

Faith glared at him from across the kitchen and Becca patted her hand in support.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Giles's Office – Next morning

"Giles! Giles!"

The Watcher dropped his spoonful of cereal into his bowl and stood up. "Willow? What's wrong?"

"Nothing," the youngster said breathlessly. "Nothing wrong – something right! I found a spell, a spell to conjure, we have to find Jeff and Andrew and we can conjure it and –."

"Willow," Giles motioned with both hands for her to settle down. "Please slow down. Tell me what you're talking about."

"I found it – in a book. Giles, we can conjure this amulet, see…" She held a book open in front of his eyes for a second, and then lowered it immediately.

"And then we can do a simple spell that will make the amulet seek out the most powerful magic user around. It's kinda like a hyper-locator spell. Giles, this could be it. Find the source of the spell and we can get it reversed!"

She beamed at him happily.

"So we can conjure the amulet," he repeated slowly, "and use it in conjunction with a locator spell to find possible casters…"

Willow nodded enthusiastically.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Poppy's Restaurant, Cleveland – Same morning

"Amy Madison," Rowena told the waitress at one of her favorite diners.

"If I see her, I'll definitely call ya, Ro," the waitress smiled as she handed back the picture.

"Thanks," Rowena said and paid for the coffee to-go. She yawned as she walked out of the diner. She stood outside the door and looked both ways before deciding to go left and continue her search deeper into the seedier end of the district.

As she began to step off, someone tapped her shoulder firmly. She jumped, then spun around, sending coffee in a wide arc that struck her assailant.
Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – Same time

"It's working!" Willow said as the tear-shaped amulet began to materialize before Jeff, Giles, and Andrew. The three men concentrated harder as the amulet faded then coalesced in the center of the circle.

Suddenly, it was solid, dull, jade-like substance, creamy-green in color and shot through with milky-white veins.

"You did it!" Willow nearly squealed, shaking Jeff by the shoulders and jumping up and down.

"I helped," Andrew pouted.

"Yay you!" Willow said, hugging Andrew warmly, making him blush.

"Yes, yes, yay everyone," Giles said impatiently. "Willow, where is the locator spell?"

"Here. Here, I got it," she said digging into her jeans pocket. She removed an over-folded piece of paper and handed it to Giles.

"Yes, well, Jeffrey, would you do the honors?" Giles asked, handing him the paper with Willow's scribble on it.

Jeff inhaled deeply and looked down at the paper. A smile crossed his face as he saw that the words were in Latin. He straightened his shoulders and held his head up as he began to chant in a strong, youthful voice.

Jeff completed the chant and the four waited expectantly. Nothing happened.

"Uh, maybe I, uh, copied it wrong or something," Willow suggested.

But before anyone could say another word, the amulet began to vibrate. The vibration caused a humming sound – not unlike that of a hummingbird's wings – which grew and gave way to a green, luminescent glow. The glow became brighter until the entire amulet was almost too bright to look at.

Willow's eyes widened as the amulet began to turn around and around and around, faster and faster, until it suddenly came to a dead stop pointing toward the door and the Council lobby beyond.

Willow and Giles exchanged startled looks and then ran out of the Coven room with Andrew and Jeff but a footfall behind.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Same time

The sound of Becca's laughter could be heard ringing in the Council hallway. "Of course he's welcome!" she said to someone standing in the doorway. "And so are you! I'm sure Rupert will –."

"Becca?" Giles called as he slid to a stop. "Becca!" Giles saw the person in the doorway. "Oh. My. GOD!"

"Well it's about time you recognized my true worth. But please, refer to me by my given name, as usual," the man answered smugly.

"Ethan!" Willow cried and ran straight into his arms. She hit him with such force that he took two steps backward.

"Visited much?" he asked, surprised but still smiling bemusedly.

Suddenly, a large, tri-colored dog, with flop ears, a flowing coat and great brown eyes rounded Ethan's legs and sat proudly to his left. [image: image17.jpg]



"Ru-whuf," said the dog.

"Quiet, Rupert," Ethan said.

Giles's eyes grew dark and angry and he began to raise a fist. "Don't you tell me to be quiet you –."

"Ru-ooo…" The dog whined and held up a paw.

"Oh," Willow trilled, "he's so cute! Is his name really Rupert?" she asked with a slight laugh.

Ethan said nothing at first, but smiled innocently and batted his eyes at Giles. "It seemed fitting for a dog," he told her dryly.

Giles squeezed his eyes shut as Willow dropped to her knees and gave the dog a hug. "Bloody, bloody hell," Giles sighed.

  Fade Out
Act Three
Fade In
Ext.
Poppy's Restaurant, Cleveland – Moments later

"You scared the hell out of me!" Rowena said, holding the now half-empty cup out in front of herself. Some of the coffee dripped off the back of her hand. [image: image18.jpg]



Brell looked back at her openly. "Not mean to scare," he said. "Very wet. Brell like coffee better to drink than to wear."

"Yes," she said. "Sorry." She skimmed her free hand over his jacket, brushing away some of the wetness that had spilled there.

"You drink coffee and stay up too long," Brell said. "Look tired, need sleep. No sleep when you drink coffee."

Rowena smiled and shook her head at him. "No, Brell. No sleep. Not since yesterday. I'm looking for someone – someone who's done something to Willow, Xander and Faith. A witch put a spell on them – a spell that makes them regress in age."

"Spell make Willow go back to past age? How many ages past? Do you know what time Willow in now?"

"Time…? No, no. Not back in time. Well, sort of. I mean, Willow is getting younger. She's turning into a girl again and –."

Brell had tilted his head to one side and gave her a puzzled look.

Rowena frowned. "How can I explain this…" she wondered aloud. Suddenly she put her hand on Brell's arm. "A witch has cast a spell to turn them back into spawns, Brell."

Brell's eyes widened and he opened his mouth then shut it again. "You mean Willow become spawn again?" he asked, holding his hand down below his knees.

Rowena took in the sight for moment, holding back a smile. "Uh, no, more like this…" Then she took his hand and raised it to about her shoulder.

"But could go here?" Brell asked, lowering his hand.

Rowena sighed and nodded. "Maybe she will disappear forever…I can't let that happen," Rowena told him, her voice cracking.

"Brell help Rowena. Help find witch. Know good demon bars – ask there. What witch look like?''

Rowena reached into her coat pocket and pulled out the picture of Amy Madison.

"Hmph!" Brell said. "Pretty witch have ugly heart?"

"Yes," Rowena agreed.

"We make copy this picture and Brell help look."

"Well," Rowena smiled, "that sounds like a plan."

Rowena reached into her back pocket and pulled out her walkie-talkie. "Slayer-one, this is Watcher-one, do you read?"

"I hear ya, Watcher-one. Over."

"Ken, do you and Robin have anything on Madison yet? Over."

"Nothing. What about you?"

"Nothing. But I do have another helper. Brell is here and he's gonna hit some spots, too."

"Copy that. Welcome aboard, Brell! Kennedy out."

Rowena smiled and motioned a happy Brell to follow her to a nearby office store to make a photocopy.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Same time

"What's goin' on?" Xander came out from the kitchen munching on some potato chips. "Hey, Giles. It's Ethan! Oh man, why didn't we think of this sooner?"

"Yes," Giles said sarcastically. "Interesting how Ethan shows up just at the moment we're having a cri –."

"Neat dog, though!" Xander said brightly, totally distracted by the canine's presence like the young child he was becoming. He joined Willow at the dog's side. "Hey boy!" He tousled the dog's long hair. "Who's a good boy, huh? Who's a good dog?"

"Rooh!" The dog answered, its tail swishing to and fro on the floor.

Ethan looked coyly from the two youngsters and happy dog to the simmering Rupert Giles.

"Ethan…" Giles hissed behind clenched teeth. "You'd better have a damn good expla –."

"Hey…" Faith sauntered up, "cool dog," she said and got down on the floor with Willow and Xander. "And who's this old guy?"

Ethan's roguish expression soured at once.

Giles smiled, grimly. "Yes," he said darkly, "tell her who you are while you still have life and breath to do it, eh?"

A slow smile curved the corners of Ethan's mouth but he matched Giles stare for stare. "Hallo, Ripper," his voice was so cold it made everyone look at him.

"Ethan Rayne?" Becca asked. "THE Ethan Rayne?" she asked, turning to Giles. "Rupert, I didn't know. He said he was a friend from college and…"

"I didn't lie, my dear," Ethan told her, "but obviously my reputation precedes me."

Ethan's eyes shifted to her and back to Giles again.

"Becca," Giles said, not looking at her, "take the children, Jeffrey and Andrew up to the library," he said coolly. "And don't come down. I'll come for you when Ethan and I are finished…speaking."

Becca reached her arms out to the three children, though she kept staring at Giles. "Willow, Xander, please," she said. "Come with me now. Come on. Faith…"

Willow stood up. She stepped in front of Ethan and Becca took hold of her hand. Willow yanked it away.

"No," she said. Her voice was firm and steady as all eyes fixed on her.
Cut to:
Int.
The Gravel Pit Demon Bar, Cleveland Underground – Moments later

"No. Ain't seen no witch like that. Just lots o' these guys," the bartender motioned with his tentacle out across the sea of drunken and sundry demons.

"Look close," Brell said, pulling the bartender by what seemed to be a gill until its 'nose' was merely an inch from the photo of Amy Madison.

"Um, Brell…" Rowena patted Brell's arm and Brell let the bartender go. "Are you sure you haven't seen her?" Rowena asked, procuring a twenty-dollar bill in one hand.

The bartender looked at Brell then at the twenty. "Mebbe. Don't know for sure…"

Rowena, sighed impatiently and produced another twenty.

The bartender reached his tentacle forward. "Mind?" he asked Brell and suctioned the picture on one of a row of suckers. He held it up in front of his 'face.'

"Well?" Rowena asked.

"Yeh. I seen her in here."

"When?"

"Mebbe ten minutes ago. She went that way – business district. She asked about Bonnie."

"Bonnie?"

"Yeah, one of the regulars here. Hangs out – talks to lots of demon types. That girl wanted to know her office in the city so I told her what I knew."

Rowena snatched the picture back from the bartender. "Thanks," she muttered and ripped the two twenties in half, tossing one set to him.

"Hey!" the bartender complained.

Rowena showed him the bills. "If your lead pays off, you'll get the other half then."

Frustrated, the bartender took the bills and stuffed them in a tip jar by the register.

Rowena pressed the call button, but got no response from the walkie-talkie. "Damn it," she sighed. "I'm going to keep trying, but I need you to get to the Council."

"I stay with you," Brell insisted.

"She's dangerous," Rowena told him. "If I want to catch her, I have to move now but I need you to contact the Slayers, okay?" Rowena darted through the front door and Brell raced after her.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Same time

"Willow, I want you to go with Becca. Right now. I know who cast this spell. We all do, finally."

"No! Giles, no. Ethan didn't cast the spell. You don't get what's happening."

"I think it's very clear what's happening here," Giles told her. "And I want everyone out, now!"

"I'm not leaving," Willow said and folded her arms in front of herself. She straightened and adopted her best Buffy-stance, even glaring back at Giles.

"Willow, get out of the way," Giles said dangerously. He took a step forward.

"Hey, G-Man, take it easy," Xander said slowly and stood up.

"Rupert?" Becca called uncertainly.

Giles took another step forward, his eyes on Ethan.

The dog stood up too, then, alert to no one but Giles.

Giles's eyes flickered to the dog for a split second and then came back to Ethan's.

The Sorcerer smirked back at him. [image: image19.jpg]



"Willow. For the last time. Step away," Giles said.

Willow saw Giles slowly make a fist with his left hand. She swallowed.

"No, he didn't do this," her voice faltered. She drew a breath, set herself again, looked into Ripper's cold eyes and shook her head.

Giles took another step forward. The dog moved forward one step. "Back," Ethan said quietly. The dog, mouth open and ears forward, looked up at Ethan. "Heel."

The dog obeyed, turning full around and sitting attentively at Ethan's left side.

Becca saw Giles's balled fist tighten and begin to shake. She looked at his face – his light eyes somehow darkened. [image: image20.jpg]



"Rupert…?" she called but there was no reaction from him. "Willow," she said firmly, "come with me now." She reached out and grabbed Willow's hand tightly. With one good yank, she pulled Willow out from in front of Ethan.

Willow cried out, surprised.

Giles was already moving. He rushed forward reaching for Ethan's throat with his right hand, bringing his left back for the punch.

Willow wrested herself from Becca's grip just as the dog stood up, baring its teeth and growling at Giles.

"Down!" Ethan commanded. The dog turned and looked at him, confused.

"No, no, no!" Willow cried, slip-sliding back between Giles and Ethan.

"DOWN!" Ethan's voice boomed as the animal turned his head, snarling at Giles's swift approach.

Ethan saw the punch coming, but there was no time to cover. He quickly grabbed Willow by the shoulders and flung her away toward Becca and out of harm's way. [image: image21.jpg]



In one motion, he turned away from the punch to reach out and grab the dog by the long-haired scruff of its neck. He pulled the animal back as Ripper's fist connected with the side of his jaw and sent him spinning further left. Ethan crashed down onto the dog, who yelped and scrambled to get out from under him.

The dog almost broke free, but Ethan caught him with both arms, holding him back as the animal barked, snapped and snarled at his master's attacker.

"Remove this spell, Ethan! Remove it and I may let you leave here alive."

"That's why I'm here," Ethan shouted back. "Willow tell him!"

"I'm trying!" she yelled back at Ethan before coming back to step between the two men. "I called him here! He came because I asked him to."

"You asked…why did you call the likes of him?" Giles said, turning his anger now on Willow.

Willow caught her breath for a moment, but quickly regrouped and then said evenly, "I don't have any powers, Giles. All I do have are a whole lot of memories that are starting to get more and more confusing. That and a – a good knowledge of white magic that I can't use and a fear of black magic I won't use." She looked around for some support and her eyes met Xander's. She steeled herself and went on. "So I called Ethan. I called him because he's a master of the black arts. And he's – my friend."

Giles's eyes widened in rage at her last words.

"You should have come to me! We could have brought in someone from Althenea's Coven like we discussed –."

"This isn't something they can help with any more here than over in England," Willow said with the knowledge of an adult witch. "This is all about black magic, Giles. And so is Ethan."

"You should have told me!"

"So you could say no? Look, don't you think I wanted to?" her lips trembled and her eyes filled up with tears. "I knew what your answer would be! And I can't go on like this…this is so not who I am anymore, Giles. It's…it's a nightmare – only no one's asleep and we're not getting any sleep and there's no other answer and – and you – you'd of said no. You woulda just said no."

Tears ran down her face, but she paid them no mind.

"Is this what you've come to, Ripper, old mate?" Ethan asked humorlessly as he rose to his feet. "Making little girls tremble and cry? You usually wait until you've had a go with them, fir –"

"Hey!" Becca snapped. "I get the feeling you'd be better off not speaking right now. Don't you?"

"Pretty and smart," Ethan smirked to Giles as he stood. "You always did have fine taste in women and I'm sure she tastes fine as well. Or maybe you don't know that as of yet."

"Ethan," Giles growled.

"We need his help," the redheaded Watcher told him. "Now, you c-can kick me outta the Council if you want," Willow continued, more calmly. "But not before Ethan has a chance to help us."

Xander moved to Willow's side and looked openly at Giles. "Yeah. Me, too," he said. "Kick me out with Will if you –."

Giles shook his head in aggravation. "Right! Bloody priceless. I'm not kicking anyone out, yet." He looked at the dog, "Except for tha-tha-that beast!"

"Sorry." Ethan said. "If Rupert goes, I go. And I'll expect the full agreed-upon fee. My time is, well, your money, after all."

"Rupert?" Xander grinned at Ethan. "You named the dog Ru –."

"Be quiet, Xander! Becca, " Giles said looking over at her. "Please take everyone to the library now and –."

"No," Becca told him.

"What?" Giles said shocked.

"Promise you'll do what Willow is asking and we'll leave."

"Becca," Giles sighed.

"Promise me," she repeated.

With a heavy sigh, Giles ran his hand over his face. "All right, I promise."

Ethan looked down at the dog by his feet. "Seems like you're not the only Rupert on a short leash," he told the animal.

"I promised you could help. I didn't promise I wouldn't thrash you in the process," Giles reminded him.

"You're so manly when you're angry Rupert," Ethan teased.

"Let's all go to the kitchen," she said quickly, "and maybe Andrew'll help me put together my specialty ice cream sundaes. You haven't had one until you've had one of mine."

With that she smiled at them all, including a very vexed Rupert Giles, and slowly they began to follow her to the kitchen.

"I like gummy bears on mine," Andrew was telling her as she led the rag-tag troupe out of the lobby.

Ethan's hand still lay on Willow's shoulder; Xander still stood by her side.

"Go on, now," Ethan told her, quietly. "And take Rupert along with you. He's taken a shine to you both, I can tell."

Willow looked back over her shoulder to see him grinning playfully down at her.

"Thanks," she said, as one last tear dribbled down her cheek.

"My dear, Little Witch," he said and brushed the tear aside with his thumb.

Xander gave Ethan a half-warning look, "C'mon, Will," he said putting a protective arm around her, leading her away.

"Go on," he told the dog, pointing to the kids. The dog looked up at him. "Go on," he said. "Stay with them." The dog's jaw moved up and down soundlessly before he huffed a little 'Ruh!' Ethan looked over at Giles and smirked. "I'll be fine," he cooed.

The dog regarded him a moment more, then walked calmly in the wake of Becca and her charges.

Andrew came bounding back into the lobby at that moment, holding the amulet in the flat of his hand. "Uh, Mr. Giles? I almost forgot, um…what should I do with this?"

Ethan's eyes twinkled as he flashed a lecherous grin. "Well, my dear boy," he addressed Andrew, "you have a magic amulet of a lovely shape and size, and a beautiful blonde woman in need of 'assistance.' And from the looks of things, you're the only real man –." his grin widened as he saw Giles stiffen at his words –."in her life right now. I'd suggest you –."

"Andrew," Giles said patiently, "call the Slayers and take it to where Kennedy is heading. Perhaps they can use it out there."

"Right," Andrew said, and walked from the room.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments later

"Quite a nice setup you have here, old mate. Let's see, since I was here on Thanksgiving, seems you've added another mount to the stable – a rather hot-blooded one –."

Giles's fist shot out so fast that Ethan never saw it coming. He stood blinking, as though he hadn't realized he'd been hit. Then blood flowed from his nose and he shook his head and swayed.

"Shut Up. Pay attention," Giles told him. "I'm only going to say this once. You helped us the last time you were here. And now you say you're here to help again."

"No, the Little Red Witch said that," Ethan said, trying to stem the flow of blood from his nose. "I said I was here to collect a fee for services rendered."

Giles grabbed him by the front of the shirt and Ethan, a little woozy, leaned in.

"Don't interrupt me again," Giles warned. "You'll help and you'll get your fee. And then you'll leave. I urge you NOT to consort with anyone while you're here. You'll work with me – me alone."

"Oh, be still my bea – uh, sorry," Ethan smiled.

Giles looked evenly at him for a long moment. Ethan only continued to smile at him.

"Stay here," Giles ordered him. "I'll send two of our senior Slayers round to fetch you and bring you to the guest quarters. Get unpacked, then follow them up to the Library. I'll be waiting there."

"I count the minutes," Ethan taunted.

Giles's eyes narrowed. Then he simply let go of Ethan, turned, and walked away. In the corridor, Giles heard his sudden, hard laugh.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – Moments later

"Well," Becca said, "I think that was enough to spoil everyone's appetite, wasn't it?" She laughed as a last dollop of ice cream fell from her spoon just as it reached her mouth, landing on the table with a plop.

Xander bent down to give Ethan's dog, lying quietly on the floor, the empty ice cream dish to lick clean. The delighted animal thumped his tail.

"Hey, whadya know, Will? I think the Scoobies finally found a Scooby Doo."

"Rooh!" the dog barked up at him.

"See? He even says so, don't ya, boy?"

"Gimme a break," Faith rolled her eyes.

"Yeah," Jeff snorted. "Get real."

"Well, it looks like Scooby Doo needs to go outside," Becca said, noticing the dog had gone to the door.

"I'll take him," Jeff said.

"I'll go with ya," Xander offered.

"I could use a smoke," Faith said.

"I – I'll just stay here and finish this," Willow said as her spoon plopped into her melted ice cream.

From outside, came the clear sound of Xander, Faith and Jeff laughing at the dog's antics.

Becca sighed, watching Willow play with her ice cream again. "What is it?" she asked the young girl.

"I don't think it's as good as Faith said it'd be," Willow sulked. [image: image22.jpg]



"What's not as good?"

"The other night – at the bar – Faith said how it'd be great to be young like this again. But I don't like it, Becca. I mean, I did this already a-and it wasn't much fun the first time. I don't know why anyone would think it'd be more fun a second time. Even knowing everything I know as an adult, it's just not, helping. It's kinda making it worse, even. A lot worse, because I can't really control a lot of what's happening to me. It's like I have all this knowledge and understanding, but I can't really do anything with it inside this body!"

"You're not in control," Becca said. "Lots of independent thought and no real independence – physical or otherwise."

"Yeah. Yeah, like I can't even go out looking for Amy or anything. Ro, Ken and Robin have been out all night looking for her. Ken's faced Amy before. She knows what to expect and Robin's a strong guy. He lives with Faith, for one thing, but more than that he's physically strong…I'm really worried about Ro though, y'know? She seems, I don't know…"

"Well, she's very worried about you."

Willow humphed. "Yeah, right. Why would she be worried about me?"

"Because she loves you, Willow. You must know that on some level."

"Does she really because…" Willow looked down and trailed off.

"What?" Becca asked.

Willow looked reluctant, but began to speak. "Well, that night when the vamp attacked you and Giles out in front of the Council…we almost kissed."

Becca's eyes widened slightly. "What happened after that?"

"Nothing," Willow said, disappointed. "She went back inside the Council and never said anything about it. And I never pushed and well, here we are in a big state of nothingness. So, if anything, she's freaked by me."

"Willow…Rowena's in love with you."

"Now, see here," Willow looked seriously at Becca. "Love is pretty big word, mister, uh, I mean Becca. And on what, may I ask, do you base this a-a-assumption? Because, y'know, darting away like you're on fire isn't what I would call an attraction."

"I've seen it, Willow. It's easy to spot love in the things others do and say."

"I just hope Rowena doesn't find Amy first," Willow answered, growing concerned. "Amy would do nasty things to Ro if she ever finds her," Willow recovered quickly. "She is no match for Amy." Willow furrowed her brow. "A couple of well-chanted words from Amy and Ro becomes short for rodent."

"Willow, calm down, you're getting all worked up for –."

"We have to go – we have to find them, Becca! We have to! Ohmygod! We have to get her back here before –."

"Willow!" Becca took Willow's hands in her own. The pre-teenager looked at her. "Ro's one of the most self-sufficient and resourceful people I've ever met and I'm sure she knows the Watcher/Slayer procedure manual backward and forward."

"Yeah," Willow agreed, "she's a sort of by-the-book gal."

Becca laughed lightly. "Yes, she is. And she's also smart. She'll call for back-up when and if she needs it. I've never seen her do anything rash or impetuous, have you?"

"No. No, you're right. She'll be fine. It's just…"

"I know, Sweetie," Becca said understandingly as she stroked the back of Willow's hand. "I understand."

Cut to:
Ext.
Cleveland Street – Same time

Rowena quickly pulled the Jeep off to the side of the road and watched as the witch got out of a cab and started to walk down the street. With a determined expression she exited swiftly, slamming the door shut.

Taking a deep breath and putting a smile in place, she closed the distance between her and Amy swiftly.

"Amy? Amy Madison? Is that you?"

Amy turned, giving her intruder a suspicious eye.

Fade Out
Act Four
Fade In
Ext.
Cleveland Street

"Oh, Amy," the Watcher sighed excitedly. "I have to know everything…where have you been, what have you been doing? You look so great! Have you settled down? Can't in Sunnydale, can you? You did hear about Sunnydale, right? That was sooooo weird," Rowena rattled on. [image: image23.jpg]



Amy watched the twittering blonde as if the woman were a Siekla demon.

Rowena saw the look on Amy's face. "You…you don't remember me, do you?"

"I…"

"We went to Sunnydale High together. Millicent Patton? Millie? Don't you remember? Well, maybe you don't. We didn't have any classes together…but we did try out for the cheerleading squad the same year. Remember that? Those bitches all made…first string."

"Milli…cent…?"

"Oh, you don't even remember me from that, do you? Oh…" Rowena said, crestfallen. "Oh well, that's…that's okay." She put her hands in her jacket pockets and looked down at the sidewalk. "Not very many people remember me," she continued her ruse. "I'm not very memorable…and you probably have a really great life and put all that stuff behi…"

Amy's eyelids fluttered rapidly. "Oh! Millicent! Of course! I just didn't recognize you," she lied. "Have you lost weight? You seem taller…"

"Ooooh!" Rowena squealed. "Give me hug, it's so good to see you!"

Amy did her best to smile pleasantly and leaned in awkwardly for a hug. The blonde reached her arms to hug her about the neck and…

Amy's body went suddenly rigid as her breath was knocked out of her. She was unconscious before she hit the pavement.

Rowena stood over her, the tazer in her hand still sparking. "Skanky, evil-magic ho," she said under her breath. "Bet lots of folks have told you that, eh?"

"Hey! There they are!" Kennedy's voice sounded from somewhere behind Rowena. "C'mon, there's trouble!"

Rowena heard the sound of pounding feet as Robin, Kennedy, Andrew and Brell ran up to her and the unconscious Amy.

"What the…" Kennedy began as she examined the scene. "What happened?"

Rowena just looked at her three companions. "I found her."

"Witch dead?" Brell asked, concerned. "Can't take spell away if witch is dead."

"No, Brell, not dead. You're right. We need her alive. I just gave her a time-out." Rowena held up the tazer.

"Well, let's get her off the street before some do-gooder stops," Kennedy said and grabbed Amy under the arms.

"Like Brell's not blue enough to attract attention?" Robin asked as he reached for Amy's legs.

"Back there, Robin." Kennedy indicated the opening to an alley a few yards away. They moved Amy there.

"Andrew," Kennedy said holding out her hand. He pulled a roll of duct tape from his pocket, tore off a piece and the Slayer stuck it over Amy's mouth while Robin cuffed Amy's wrists. Kennedy then secured the witch's ankles with plastic riot restraints.

"Where's Ro?" Kennedy asked, realizing the Watcher was no longer with them.

"She get car," Brell called to them from where he stood on the sidewalk, turning from side to side, distracting motorists and causing a near-accident. "Brell is look out."

Kennedy rolled her eyes. Before she could say anything, Rowena pulled up in front of Brell and got out of the car.

"Bring her, hurry up!" Rowena called. "Brell, get in the car."

The demon obeyed immediately, taking the front seat.

Rowena opened the back passenger door and looked around before waving Robin and Kennedy on. Rowena continued to keep watch as Robin got in the back seat and pulled Amy in while Kennedy loaded the witch from the sidewalk.

"I thought Watchers play by the rules," Kennedy grumbled as she fought to get Amy's bound legs into the car.

"There's no rule against tazers," Rowena said absently.

"Not talkin' about that," Kennedy stood, leaving Amy's feet dangling out of the storage space of the Jeep. "I'm talkin' about goin' off alone like that and takin' her down before Robin and I got here."

"The feet, get her feet in," Rowena said irritably.

Kennedy reached down and struggled with Amy's legs. She finally got the witch's feet in and closed the latch trunk.

"No chance you did this to impress my ex-girlfriend, is there?" she sneered at Rowena.

"What are you talking about?" Rowena asked.

"I'm not dumb. And don't you play stupid," Kennedy countered quickly.

"Look, I tried to call and couldn't get through, so I sent Brell to find you, which he obviously did. I couldn't let her get away."

"So that's it?"

"Yeah," Rowena said defensively. "So get in the friggin' car."

She started to walk to the driver's side but stopped and turned, going to the back again where Kennedy still stood.

"I'm sorry," Rowena apologized sincerely. "I'm just really scared and really tired right now, but I know that's no reason to take it out on you. So can we please leave now?"

Kennedy didn't say anything. Instead she just took a spot in the back where Robin was waiting. Rowena shook her head and stepped around to the driver's door, getting in the jeep and slamming the door shut. She then gunned the engine and drove their 'catch' toward the Council Headquarters.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council Outdoor Training Area – Same time

"So," Xander said throwing a stick as far as he could in the outside training area. "I was thinking if I ever get through puberty, again, that maybe I'll ask Rowena out – like a real date. You probably know what kind of movies she likes, so give me a hint here."

When he didn't get a response, he turned around and watched Willow playing with the hem of her overly long shirt.

"Will? Did you hear –?"

"I heard," she cut him off softly.

The dog returned and Xander absently threw the stick again. "So any ideas?"

Willow looked up and licked her lips. "Do you love her?" she asked.

"Are you kidding? I think she's great! And she's really opening up to me. In fact, I bet I know something that you don't know. Rowena isn't her first name."

"It's Blanche," Willow said in a monotone.

"It's Blanche!" Xander said as if one-upping her. "Huh? How did you know?" Xander sat down taking a seat beside her.

Willow stared at the dog who was now tossing the stick around in the field on his own. "She grew up in a little fishing town."

"Yeah, uh, Thorncook."

"Thornkirk," Willow corrected. "Population of about 2,000. Chief occupation is fishing next to services, which are mostly positions like food servers, gas station attendants, a post office that has three rooms total…"

"Need I say you've looked into this place?" Xander joked. "Planning to move there someday?"

Willow turned to Xander. "You never answered my question…do you love her? Would you give up your life to save her?"

"I'd sacrifice myself for just about anyone Will. You know that."

"Yeah but would you give up your existence just to see that she could go on? Would you cease to be so that she could have more days of laughing or-or listening to the rain or training people that could better this world? Because if it came down to a choice – me or her…for me, it would be her."

Willow returned to playing with her hem as Xander regarded her. "Damn Will…I didn't know…"

"No clue, huh?" the witch muttered.

"Okay," he admitted with a sigh, "maybe some clue but…I really like her…so what do we do here?"

Willow said nothing at first, but then rolled her shoulders.

"She likes fish out of water comedies," she started. "Like My Blue Heaven and Uncle Buck. Drama's good too, but not sappy, disease-of-the-week-type stuff where the lead dies in some angsty way. She's not into action that much either because, like she says, she sees enough of that on a day-to-day basis. Last thing she wants to do is spend her free time watching that." Willow gave a light chuckle before looking serious again. "And if you take her to dinner she likes Thai or Mexican – spicy stuff. I thought maybe seafood at first but again, she grew up with that so it's kinda old news. Oh and if you –."

Xander put his hand on Willow's knee stopping her from continuing. "You don't have to say anything else," he told her.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council Library – Same time

Giles watched from the window of the library as Xander and Willow sat talking. Ethan's dog was lying near them, occasionally looking at them and wagging his tail. [image: image24.jpg]



"He's all yours, Giles," Rona said as she and Vi escorted Ethan into the library.

Giles turned and regarded the three of them dourly. "Yes," he sighed, "thank you, girls."

"You want us to stay and make sure Prince Charming here doesn't pull any fast ones?" Rona asked.

Ethan looked knowingly at Giles, amused.

Giles stared grimly back at him for a moment.

"No. Thank you, Rona, I'm sure I can handle it."

"Well, we were really just worried about what you might to do him," Rona smirked.

"But not that worried," Vi quipped.

Ethan continued to stare at Giles, his amused expression unchanged.

"Thank you. That will be all," Giles said and turned away.

Rona shrugged at Vi and they left the two men.

"Why are you here, Ethan?" Giles said wearily. "When I let you go the last time, I was truly counting on it being the last time."

"Oh, come now, Ripper, you knew I'd be back. Besides, I'm here by request. The Little Red Witch needs me and I…well, who am I to turn down the money?"

"If it's money you want, Ethan, just tell me how much." Giles reached into his pocket and pulled out a fat wad of bills.

Ethan blinked, then smirked. "Well, you came prepared. That's crass even by my standards," he smirked.

"How much?" Giles asked flatly. "How much do you want?"

"You couldn't afford it," Ethan stated, suddenly serious.

"No, it's you I can't afford. I can't afford to have you here…"

"You don't seem to get it, old mate," Ethan said, sternly. "I'm here to help the Little Red Witch. Of course I'll be well-paid, but not for leaving the job undone. I am incorrigible, yes. But I honor my contracts. It's often the only thing that keeps me alive," he added half-smiling.

"I have no contra –."

"I have one with the Little –."

"YOU…" Giles checked his anger and took a deep breath. "You have nothing with Willow."

"I've offered to hel…"

"She doesn't need what you have to offer, Ethan!" Giles turned angrily from him and looked out the window to see Willow and Xander steeped in conversation. "None of us do," he added quietly.

Ethan regarded him seriously for a moment then looked at the long reading table, stacked with piles of books in haphazard arrangement. He walked over to them and began to scan the spines.

"For god's sake, Ethan," Giles said resignedly. "Did you have to name the bloody beast Rupert?"

A slow smile crept across Ethan's face. "What's wrong with Rupert?" he asked. "Rupert's a fine name." Giles continued to stare at the youngsters and the dog. Ethan walked to the table and pulled a tired, old volume with a faded, red cover out of one of the piles of books. He looked at it narrowly. "Most of my best friends were named Rupert," he said, teasing mildly.

Giles turned to him. "That ploy may work with Willow," he said, "but not with me."

Ethan's smile faded a bit, but returned twice as mocking as before. "You're right," he agreed. "It never has."

"Let's have at it, then," Giles scowled, striding to the table and taking a seat. "The sooner we find a reversal spell, the sooner you'll be gone."

Ethan continued to smirk at Giles and sat down to help him search.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council Parking Lot – Moments later

Willow and Xander and Rupert the dog rounded the corner of the Council building at a run.

"Hey! You guys found her!" Xander cried as Robin and Kennedy eased the limp Amy out of the back seat of the car.

"We heard you drive up," Willow told Rowena. The Watcher made no comment, but stared at the ever-younger Willow. "We should bring her to one of the holding cells," Willow said, self-conscious under Rowena's stare.

Becca walked over to Willow and put an arm around her shoulder. "That's a good idea, isn't it, Ro?"

Rowena blinked a couple of times and looked at Becca. "Uh? Yeah. Robin! Kennedy!"

"We're on it," Robin said as they maneuvered Amy's limp form.

"Brell help," Brell said and lifted the witch bodily out of Robin's and Kennedy's arms. He threw Amy like a sack over one shoulder. "You show Brell where holding cell at."

"Strong little sprout," Kennedy commented with a shrug before adding as she pointed, "This way…"

"It's so nice to have a demon in the house, isn't it?" Becca smiled as she put her other arm about Xander and led him and Willow inside, along with the rest of the search party.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – Moments later

Andrew's eyes shot wide open. "Uh oh," he said. He looked down at his trousers. Something was moving inside them in a disturbing manner. He clapped his hand down onto the fabric and felt a strange vibration.

He reached inside his pocket and grabbed the opalescent-green amulet. It could not be turned off, so it vibrated even harder and got very hot.

"Ooh, ahh," Andrew exclaimed with his hand in his pocket trying to fish it out and finally getting his fingers around it. "Gotcha!" he announced.

Rona and Vi walked into the kitchen laughing about Ethan.

Surprised, Andrew let the amulet slip from his hand. The amulet began to spin inside his pocket. He groped for it, but it eluded him.

"Hey," Rona said, "is there any pop in the…Andrew! What are you…?"

"Nothing!" Andrew said, yanking his empty hand out of his pocket.

Vi and Rona stared open-mouthed at his dancing trousers.

"I know I'm gonna be sorry for asking this," Rona said, "but what the hell do you have in there?"

"I…I…it isn't wh-what you think…"

"Ugh!" Vi said, "let's not even go there."

"It's something that's supposed to help us find Amy Madison," he sighed in frustration and continued to fidget.

"Like a divining rod?" Vi asked.

Rona looked at her and shook her head. "Bad choice of words, girl."

Vi slapped her fellow Slayer's arm with the back of her hand.

"No…" Andrew said, "It's a powerful magic tool, but it tickles and I'm all tense."

Vi and Rona exchanged grossed-out glances. "Eew," they both said.
Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Holding Area – Moments later

"All right," Rowena said as she tightened the last restraint holding a groaning Amy Madison to a wooden chair. "Everybody out. Time to get to work."

Becca saw Willow look first at Amy and then at Xander. She watched as something unspoken passed between the two preteens.

"Ro…" Willow began. "Xander and I are stay –."

"No," Becca told them firmly. Willow blinked and looked down at her feet. Becca sighed and said more gently, "I think it would be best if you and Xander go with the others. Take…Rupert…with you. Go ahead. I'll stay here and make sure Ro doesn't get too…medieval…on Amy's butt. Okay?" Amy's eyelids fluttered as she started regaining consciousness. "Go on," she coaxed. "It'll be alright."

Again, Willow and Xander exchanged glances. "Okay," Willow said. "B-but don't let her turn you or herself into anything! Oh and if she starts to talk in Latin or call on Hecate, tape her mouth again."

"We got it covered," Becca said.

"C'mon, Will," Xander pulled her by one shoulder. "Let Ro do what she's gotta."

Willow cast a worried look at Amy. Xander tugged her out of the room and closed the door behind them.

Rowena turned her head toward Becca. "I think you might want to leave this little question and answer session, too," she said without emotion.

Becca ignored Rowena. She stepped up to Amy and bent down to look her straight in the eye. "We've got questions," she said, smoothly, " and you're going to answer them."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Library – Same time

Creak. Creak.

Ethan rocked back and forth on the back legs of his chair, causing its joints to creak rhythmically.

"There's no answer here," Giles sighed and shut another book. He dropped it onto a large discard pile on the floor next to him.

Creak. Creak.

Giles opened another book, trying to ignore the sound.

Creak. Creak.

He flipped through several pages, and searched a paragraph or two.

Creak. Creak.

He cleared his throat and re-read the paragraphs.

Creak. Creak. Creak.

Suddenly, Giles kicked out at the back legs of Ethan's chair, causing it to hit the ground and pitching the Sorcerer forward. Ethan's chest nearly smacked against the table and the book he was holding flew out of his hands, landing facedown on top of the old, faded, red book.

"Now see here," Ethan scolded, "you've made me lose my place!"

"You'll lose more than that if you don't stop that bloody racket!"

"Oh come now, it's nothing you aren't used to. Remember when we'd go to library and drive old professor Nickelsworth…"

"Nicholson."

"Whatever…insane by rocking back in our seats?"

"You drove him insane by rocking…and me, too!" Giles grumbled. "I drove him insane with pencil-tapping and burping loudly every time he turned away."

Ethan giggled, "Yes, and by completely re-shelving all the books in the Western Civilization section in reverse order. "

"Took him a term to put it all back to rights again," Giles smiled faintly.

"Allowing you the time you needed to reorganize his card file…"

"I was bored that year."

"Only when you weren't with me."

"Don't flatter yourself."

"Why not? You haven't in ye…"

Giles slammed his hand down hard on the back of Ethan's wrist, pinning it to the table. He tightened his grip on it and Ethan feigned pain.

"Shut up," Giles said, "if you wish survive this." He gave Ethan's wrist a painful twist and the Sorcerer grimaced in earnest.

Giles let go and picked up where he'd left off in his book.

Ethan said nothing, but pulled another book towards himself and absently flipped through a few pages. He observed Giles out of the corner of his eye. Giles was absorbed in reading again. Ethan began to casually riffle the top corner of the pages of his own book.

Frrrrrrriiip Frrrrrrriiip. Frrrrrrriiip. Frrrrrrriiip…

"Ethan!"

The Sorcerer smiled.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Holding Cell – Moments later

Amy looked wildly from Rowena to Rebecca. 

"I think we should ask something simple [image: image25.jpg]


first," Becca said. Becca's eyes settled on Amy's fingers, which clawed the arm of the chair to which Amy had been tied.

"Tell me, Amy…" Becca said slowly. "Are those fingernails fake?"

Becca's arm moved suddenly.

Rowena saw Amy's eyes go suddenly wide. A squeal rose up from Amy's throat and breached the duct tape affixed to her mouth. Rowena looked over Becca's shoulder and saw blood trickling from Amy's fingertip.

"Guess that one was real," the Watcher said dryly.

Becca glanced back for a moment at Rowena and turned her attention back to Amy. "And we've got nine more to check," she said.

Amy began to move violently in the chair causing it to hop and scrape along the floor. Her mouth worked against the duct tape as she struggled to make a coherent sound.

"Settle down," Becca told her. "Compose yourself. I don't talk to children who have tantrums. Once you're calm, maybe we can have a nice chat. Of course, if you decide you don't want to speak to us, we can always skip the fingernails and see just how real those long, pretty fingers are."

Amy, her eyes wide with fear, stopped moving. A single whimper escaped her.

"But first we'll need a few medical supplies – cutting saw, scalpels," Becca told her.

"Wire cutters would work too," Rowena offered.

"Great idea," Becca complimented. She then lightly slapped Amy on the cheeks twice. "Don't you go anywhere. We'll be right back," Becca said in a chipper tone.

Becca and Rowena left the chamber without another word.
Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Library – Same time

Giles walked toward the reading table with two glasses of Scotch. He set one down for Ethan, who was humming lazily as he regarded a block print of two demons in the throes of a rutting curse.

Giles disgustedly watched Ethan turn the book first one way, then another, and yet another trying to make out the correct angle.

"Bloody hell," Giles muttered.

Ethan looked up. "What? My humming disturbing you?"

"Prat."

Giles slipped his hand under his glasses and rubbed his eyes. Then he sat back down and picked up another book.

There was a single knock at the door and Willow, Xander and Rupert-dog came bounding in.

"Giles! Giles!" "Hey G-Man, guess what?" and "Roo-woo-woo-wuf!" all broke the quiet at the same moment.

"Honey, the children are home!" Ethan declared, making Giles groan. "How was your day, darlings?" [image: image26.jpg]



"Giles, Ethan…they found her!" Willow said, "Ro and Ken and Robin…"

"And Brell," Xander added.

"…found Amy. They have her in one of the holding bays downstairs but Becca and Rowena kicked us out."

"Ruh, ruh." The dog punctuated.

"What do you think's gonna happen?" Xander asked Willow. "I bet they rough her up good. Rowena looked PO'ed."

"Uh huh," Willow nodded.

"Now maybe we'll get some answers." Giles stood, an unpleasant look in his eyes.

"Here, here now," Ethan soothed. "This is no time to go getting all Ripper on everyone. We still need to find a reversal spell and if I know our dear Ms. Madison, she's not going to be very helpful."

"Willow, Xander," Giles said, "Tell us what Rowena finds out."

"Okay," Willow said heading out the door.

"Gotcha!" Xander nodded, following Willow.

"Ruh!" the dog said and wagged his tail.

"And take this bloody beast with you!" Giles yelled.

Ethan looked at the dog and nodded. The animal turned immediately and followed on the heels of Willow and Xander.

Giles sighed. "Since when do you work with a Familiar? You always worked alone."

"Famil…? No, no, Rupert's not a Familiar. Found him on Christmas, running loose, no collar, no home. He's just a pet. You've one yourself. A rather nice one, by the looks. Long legs, lean ribs, ample chest, round firm rump and…"

Giles grabbed Ethan by the hair on the back of his head and yanked back hard. "Help me find the spell," he said behind clenched teeth.

Cut to:
Int.
Outside the Holding Cell – Moments later

"You think she'll call our bluff?" Rowena asked Becca.

"It's not a problem if she does. I meant what I said."

"I think Giles told you too many Ripper stories," Rowena smirked, but the smile faded quickly from her lips when Becca showed no reaction. "Wait a second. You're dead serious, aren't you? That's a bit extreme."

"You don't understand. I've waited twenty-five years for a family of my own. And that, witch, is not gonna screw around with the one I've found. She is not gonna take that away!" Rowena said nothing. "Besides," Becca added, "it's not all that different than going lone wolf and risking your neck, is it?"

Rowena remained silent for a moment. "Someone had to do something. We're running out of time and if we can't fix this problem Willow – they could be in serious trouble and…"

Becca took a step closer to Rowena when the Watcher trailed off.

"When you love someone," Becca said more calmly, "there's very little you won't do for them." She paused and looked at Rowena. "Am I right?" Rowena stared down the passageway and blinked. Becca sighed heavily. "Look, I plan to scare her more than anything, but if she doesn't give us a choice then I'm not above sinking to her level. Just watch her, okay? Just until I get back with a few supplies and Giles in tow. I won't be long."

Becca turned and walked briskly away.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Library – Same time

"Here it is! I've found it!" Giles exclaimed.

Ethan looked over, eyes twinkling. "Oh, I think not."

"Yes, yes I have. Look here!"

Ethan leaned to his left and draped his arm over the back of Giles's chair and looked down at the spell on the page.

"Ah. No. You're out of practice because that won't help. Will make it worse, really. They'll be nothing more than horny…quite literally…teenagers all their lives with that one."

"No! This is it! This is –."

"Here," Ethan tapped the page two-thirds of the way through the spell. "You don't want to be casting that, now, do you? Or," he said with a lecherous grin, "do you? Could be fun to see what 'pops up'."

Giles realized his error. "We could modify it. I've got several books on…"

"No," Ethan said simply. "There are only two ways to modify that. One would put the children in a hell dimension for…pretty much eternity. The other would more than likely turn this world into one. Even I don't want that much chaos."

Giles's face fell.

Ethan tilted his head, his nose nearly grazing the corner of Giles's eyeglasses. "Oh, c'mon, Ripper, why so glum?"

"We don't have the spell and we're running out of time. They're regressing too rapidly, getting younger and younger…"

"We have plenty of time," Ethan said, snapping a book shut.

"Ethan…we don't have the spell we need…"

"You don't," Ethan corrected with a mischievous smile. "I, however…" he reached his right hand over to the worn, red book…the first one he had pulled from the pile of books on the table. He casually placed it in front of Giles.

"I've been having you on, mate. Read page two-hundred and twelve," he said to Giles's incredulous face.

Giles opened it and found the page. He read carefully at first, then faster.

"It'll need some modification," Ethan told him, "but I know exactly what to do. All else it requires are some simple ingredients that I'm sure Willow will have readily available in her own stores."

Giles finished reading and a look of hope spread over his face. He spun to face Ethan, knocking the Sorcerer's arm from the back of the chair.

"Ethan! How long ago did you find this?" he asked dangerously.

"Relax, I haven't been holding out that long. A half-hour perhaps. All right, an hour tops."

Then Giles broke into a wide grin and grabbed the Sorcerer on either side of the face. "Damn you! If you weren't such a bloody bastard, I'd kiss you!"

"Oh honestly, Ripper. Promises, promises."

"Hem-hem," a cough sounded from the doorway. "Should I…come back later?"

Giles looked up over the top of Ethan's head.

"Becca!"

"Ah. My competition is here," Ethan smirked between Giles's hands. Giles looked at him, confused. Ethan made a perfunctory 'kiss' at him and Giles pulled his hands away as though they'd been scalded.

"Have you found a reversal spell?" Becca asked.

"Yes," Ethan turned and beamed. "I have."

"Great! We have Amy downstairs and I think she's ready to talk."

"Is she? However did you manage that?" Ethan asked, impressed.

Becca looked at Giles when she answered, "Just a little power of persuasion."

"Mmmmm…" Ethan cooed seductively, "Imagine what I could be persuaded to do if you…"

Giles flat-handed Ethan across the back of the head and he stumbled forward slightly.

Giles went quickly to Becca and pulled her by the wrist toward the door. She looked back at Ethan who was rubbing the back of his head. "Rupert! At least bring him with us!"

Giles turned. "C'mon, Ethan!" he gloated. "Come boy. There's a good boy!"

He pulled Becca out the door with him.

"You forgot to say 'heel'…ow!" Ethan grimaced, continuing to rub the back of his head.

Cut to:
Int.
Outside the Holding Cell – Moments later

Giles, Ethan and Becca turned the corner to find Rowena slumped by the door.

"Ro! Oh, Rowena, are you alright?" Becca asked as the three of them dashed over. [image: image27.jpg]



Giles and Becca lifted the Watcher up, cradling her gently between them. Shock registered on their faces when they saw her lips had been completely sealed. She had no mouth.

"Oh my god!" Becca cried out.

"Ethan!" Giles called as the Sorcerer trotted up to them.

Ethan glanced down at Rowena then motioned Giles to move over. He cradled Rowena's head in his left arm and covered the stricken area with his right hand. He looked at Becca, who was on the verge of tears. "There now," he quieted her. "This is the work of an amateur. Easily reversed."

Giles began to roll his eyes, but stopped when he caught the hopeful look on Becca's face. Ethan chanted low and meditatively. A slight glow emanated from between his fingers.

"Ow!" he cried, pulling his hand away to reveal a bite mark on his palm.

"Unnnnn…sorry," Rowena said.

"Amateur," Giles needled under his breath.

"What happened?" Becca asked.

"Amy got loose somehow. Said something about 'Eye for an eye,' and…" Rowena raised her hand to her bruised forehead, "I don't know what happened after that."

Giles went to the intercom. He dialed three numbers and pressed the button. "Kennedy? Amy's escaped. She couldn't have gotten far so send all the girls on a search."

"Copy that," Kennedy answered.

Giles returned to kneel next to the two women when Becca grabbed Rowena's hand suddenly. One of Rowena's fingernails was missing.

"Lucky for me she didn't mean the eye thing literally," Rowena said looking at her hand.

"We do have witches who can fix that," Becca joked gently. "Ask Xander."

Rowena looked at Giles and chuckled lightly. "For a fingernail that would be what? Some light petting? It's not as complex as an eye after all…"

Giles tried to suppress his grin and shook his head instead as he lifted Rowena to her feet. Becca stepped between them. "Here, let me take Ro," she said. "You boys better start on the spell."

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

"Well," Ethan said, "the last time I actually cast for an audience was during that bacchanal in seventy-eight…" [image: image28.jpg]



"Ethan," Giles squirmed.

"What…seventy-nine?"

Willow and Faith laughed.

"Is this gonna hurt?" Xander asked.

"No…would you like it to?"

"Ethan!"

"Oh, bugger. Here, tell you what, Rupert go on, go into the circle." The dog got up from Ethan's side and stepped into the circle with Willow, Xander and Faith. He lay down before the three of them, happily wagging and reassuring them as Ethan finally closed the circle and set out to reverse the spell. A bright light illuminated the room and Giles released the breath he'd been holding when he saw all three of them age back to their proper age.

Cut to:
Ext.
Cleveland Streets – Moments later

"Any sign of her, Slayer-two?" Kennedy's voice crackled over the walkie-talkie.

"Nada," Rona said. "Even Andrew's amulet's nothin' but a paperweight right now" she added looking at the still, green stone in his palm.

"Looks like we lost her. Damn it! Slayer-one, out."

"You think Amy'll come back?" Andrew asked Rona as they turned to head back to the Council.

"Hard to say, but let's not give up just yet," Rona told him as they walked on.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Corridor – Moments later

Three adults, Willow, Xander and Rowena, headed toward the Council lobby.

"I've been wanting to ask you something," Xander said to Rowena, making all three of them stop. Willow quickly shut her open mouth and looked away. Rowena turned to him expecting him to continue and Xander spared a glance to Willow to find her looking at the ground. He grinned slightly. "I've been thinking…" as if changing his thought process in mid-stream, "I got an idea for a new weapon and Kennedy mentioned you shoot crossbow."

"Yes, I do," she answered.

"Can you stop by to see the blueprints later? She likes the idea but I wanted to get a Watcher's opinion too."

"Sure," Rowena said with a nod.

"Cool," Xander said as he pointed to the woodworking area. "I'll be out there after we all get some sleep, so you gals stop by when you get the chance."

Willow gave Xander a small grin, which he returned. Bowing slightly before turning to leave, he walked down the hall. In silence, the two women started on their way again.

"Ro," Willow began, "I wanted to thank you for finding Amy."

"Don't thank me. It was just something I had to do."

"I appreciate it. I do. But ya know something?" Willow stopped. "You're an idiot." [image: image29.jpg]



Rowena stopped in mid-step and turned back to see Willow with her hands on her hips and looking very cross.

Rowena stood, her mouth open in surprise. "What? Why are you angry?"

Willow shook her head. "To quote Giles, it was 'profoundly stupid.' I mean, going after Amy alone like that could have gotten you killed, or worse."

"I didn't think there were worse things than being dead," Rowena tried to joke.

"There are and Amy could have very well inflicted them."

Rowena held up her hands. "I wasn't alone. Brell and Robin and Kennedy were…"

"In no position to help you! They told me what happened."

Rowena thought about that for a moment. "You're right," she nodded slowly at the witch. "I realize that what I did was pretty foolhardy…"

"Hardy har-har," Willow mocked, lamely.

"And if I had it to do over again, hindsight being twenty-twenty, I'd…" Rowena looked Willow in the eye. A gentle smile spread over the Watcher's face and she took a few steps closer. Tentatively, her good hand reached up and the back of her fingers stroked Willow's cheek for a moment. "Who am I kidding? I'd do exactly the same thing."

Rowena's smile began to slip from her face and she looked everywhere but at Willow. Swiftly, she turned and headed for the lobby leaving the witch standing open-mouthed in the hall.

"Now what the hell was that?" Willow muttered in frustration to herself.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Hallway outside lobby – Later that day

Faith and Robin were in each other's arms, two very happy adults.

"Hey!" Xander called out to them. "How's it going?"

"Five by five," Robin smiled.

"So," Xander mused, "everything's back to normal." He started toward the door again, but stopped and turned around. He paused a moment watching them continue to kiss. "I'd tell you two to get a room but you have one. Why don't you go there now?"

Faith just waved him away and continued to kiss Robin. With a shake of his head, Xander walked off.
Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments later

Becca and Rupert the dog looked from Giles to Ethan.

"She'll be needing one. And sooner rather than later," Ethan said.

"And it will not be you," Giles countered.

"Who then? One of Althenea's?" Ethan shot back. "You know as well as I do that she's ultimately not going to survive unless she harnesses the dark and balances both forces within her. Willow needs a dark arts teacher! I understand if you don't want me to do it. But she trusts me and I…I'm rather fond of her…"

"Ha! Of her powers, you mean."

"I can…recommend someone else. Someone I know who…well, isn't as good as me," he said smugly before looking serious again. "But at least she'd learn enough to stand on her own! You can't protect her anymore. You proved that this time."

Giles said nothing.

"Think about it, it's all I ask," Ethan said.

Giles waved his hand disgustedly at Ethan and walked to the writing table to make out a check for his services.

Becca approached Ethan. "Look…Ethan…thank you for being here for Willow. For all of us really."

"My dear," he looked her up and down, "I'm here at the ready for anyone who needs my…services." He took her hand in his and brought it towards his lips. Suddenly, Giles shoved the check between Becca's hand and Ethan's mouth.

"Out you go. You and that bloody cur."

"Giles!" Willow's voice in the doorway got everyone's attention.

"Lighten up, big guy," Xander said, putting a large hand on Giles's shoulder. "Ethan, " Xander extended his other hand and shook Ethan's, "thanks."

"What a firm grip," he said smiling at Xander. "Why don't you teach old Rupert here how to shake like a man?"

"Ethan, the option of letting you leave with your commission is not set in stone," Giles said, smoothly snatching the check from Ethan's fingertips. Ethan took the check back from him.

"Point taken," Ethan replied.

"And thank you, too, 'Scooby Ru'," Xander quipped, looking down at Rupert the dog. The dog got up and lifted its two front paws onto Xander's chest and panted heavily in his face.

Xander chuckled and ruffled the dog's hair.

Willow approached Ethan slowly, a wistful smile on her lips. "Thank you for coming. I know you didn't have to," she said as her eyes suddenly teared up.

Ethan opened his mouth to make a remark, but stopped. Instead, he reached his hand out and touched her shoulder.

"Ethan has to leave now," Giles said flatly.

Willow blinked back a tear and smiled as Rupert the dog walked up to her and nuzzled her hand. "Bye Rupert," she said. "Come back again soon." She knelt down by the dog and he put his paw out. Willow giggled and 'shook' it. The dog whined sympathetically and then licked her face before taking his place beside Ethan.

"Aren't you forgetting someone?" Ethan asked. The dog's jaw worked up and down for a moment and suddenly he was paws up on Giles, his large pink tongue lapping kisses against Giles's face.

"BLOODY HELL!" Giles roared. [image: image30.jpg]



"C'mon, Rupert," Ethan called, "Don't want to overstay our welcome." The dog pushed off and followed Ethan toward the door.

Willow, Xander and Becca were so busy chuckling at Giles that they didn't actually see the sorcerer and his dog disappear before reaching the front door.

"Hey," Willow said, seeing something on the floor. She reached down and picked up a piece of colored paper. "Giles…Ethan dropped his check."

She handed it to him. Giles turned it over and frowned. "He didn't drop it," he said.

She looked down at the check. The contracted amount written in Giles's neat hand were gone and three words were now scrawled in their place: Be seeing you.

Cut to:
Ext.
Cleveland Street – Moments later

Amy was out of breath, running toward the train terminal. A car pulled up beside her and the window rolled down revealing Bonnie.

"Get in," she told Amy.

Relief flooded Amy's face. She ran to the passenger side, tossed her bag in and hopped inside. As they sped off, something caught her eye and she looked behind her to see a large demon in the back seat.

He paid her no mind and she turned back around.

"Bonnie," she began, "Thanks for…"

"The spell you did, Ms. Madison. It was only to be used to render the Slayer, Faith, useless. It was not intended for the witch, or the man."

"Yeah. Well, relax. The witch was payback. I owed her for not using her powers to help me. A few years ago I had to turn myself into a rat and she let me stay like that for three years! She said she didn't know how to reverse it. But she had plenty of time to experiment for her own problems and raise the Slayer from the dead while I ran around on a silver wheel in a…"

"You had explicit instructions, Ms. Madison, hamster wheel notwithstanding. We needed Willow to be fully capable. Now we'll need to find a way to give her powers back."

"What are you worried about? Just because it's an advanced spell? I hate to say it, but it doesn't matter 'cause Willow will figure it out. So, no harm. Right?"

"I suppose not," Bonnie said and pulled over to the side of the road.

They slowed to a stop. Amy looked at Bonnie quizzically for a split second before the demon reached forward, grasped her head, and snapped her neck.

Amy's puzzled look remained on her face as her body held upright for a moment, then fell forward against the dash.

Bonnie stuffed an envelope into Amy's blouse. "Be a dear and pass that along to them, would you?" she told the dead woman.
Cut to:
Ext.
Cleveland Street – Moments later

The passenger door of Bonnie's car opened and the demon pushed the dead girl out onto the pavement a few yards down from the Watchers Council.

The car sped away, the door swinging shut on its own.

Amy's body lay lifeless and face-up, the puzzled look etched there forever as Kennedy rounded the corner and saw the limp form.

She sprinted to the unknown figure and her mouth fell open when she saw the witch there. Taking her pulse and coming up with nothing she removed the envelope and read the outside.

"To Willow Rosenberg. With Love, The Presidium…whaddya know? They like to be ironic."

Kennedy tore the letter open as Vi caught up and looked over her shoulder.

"What is it?" the petite Slayer asked.

"It's a reversal spell," Kennedy said turning around to face Vi. "Turns out Willow's got friends in low places."

Fade to Black
