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Fade In:

Ext.

Dark Alley – Night

"Vancouver Investigation, Night Four. Trail has led back to Cleveland," a middle-aged man wrote at the top of the latest page of his well-worn note-pad. Well, that wasn’t exactly what he wrote. He wrote in shorthand, triangles standing in for whole words. He wrote it faster than he could have said it, without even looking, which helped since it was pitch dark.[image: image1.jpg]



"Staked out spot video clerk mentioned," he wrote in his own incomprehensible scribble. "1 .AM., nothing yet."

At that moment a group of five large, tough-looking men, possibly biker types, rounded the corner and entered the alley where he was hiding. They were all dressed in leather and had numerous tattoos, but their most striking feature was their faces, which were hideously disfigured.

"Group of thugs, all strangely deformed," was added to the pad. "Same type as Night Three."

"I’m starved," one of the thugs complained. "Why can’t we just pick somebody already?" A couple of the others in the group murmured in agreement.

"I give the orders around here," the largest of the men insisted, "and I say we lie low. You heard Vinnie at the bar, the slayers are out in force tonight." The murmurs quickly stopped, replaced by a seemingly fearful silence.

"Possible gang warfare involved," the investigator wrote. "Slayers possible gang name."

The leader of the thugs growled, his mouth opening to show large, glistening fangs. The hidden man flinched.

"I smell someone," the deformed man said. "There’s somebody nearby… somebody warm." He smiled sadistically.

Suddenly, a group of several young women rounded the corner into the alley; the investigator stifled a gasp in the darkness. Fortunately, the thugs were distracted by the unexpected appearance of the girls and didn’t seem to notice the sound.

"Group of four girls, all late teens to early twenties…like the Vancouver girls," he quickly scribbled. "What are they doing in this neighborhood?" he whispered to himself.

One of the girls held up her hand as a signal for the rest to stop.

"Leader: red hair, medium build," he recorded. "Really stupid-looking hat. Seems confident."

"What do you want?" snarled the largest of the leather-clad men.[image: image2.jpg]



"Oh, you know," the red-haired girl said with a smirk. "We’re just four helpless girls who lost our way in the big city, blah, blah blah."

"Vi?" prompted one of the other girls, a blonde. "I don’t think the whole ‘element of surprise’ thing is working tonight. The word is out. Plus, your story really isn’t very convincing."

"Leader’s name: Vi," wrote the man. "They’ve done this before. Whatever ‘this’ is."

The redhead sighed, nodding at her companion.

"I guess I need to get some new lines," she said. Then she suddenly shifted gears, seeming to enter a zone she was comfortable in. "Okay, let’s do this," she ordered, sounding as if she was leading a SWAT team. "Heli and Jaye, standard CTHD. Christa, watch our backs. I’ll take the big guy." She reached into her jacket pocket and pulled out a small, pointed piece of wood. She and two others ran at the group of thugs, while the final girl stayed behind and stood guard.

"Girls are organized," he scribbled. "There is a definite chain of command. Leader has a strange weapon that seems to be custom made. The others are wielding…swords?"

Indeed, the two other attacking girls had pulled full-fledged, medieval-looking swords from somewhere. The redhead advanced on the biggest thug, kicking him squarely in the chest. He went flying about twenty feet back into the alley, falling just short of the shadows where the man was hiding.

"Lord Above!" the observer exclaimed in surprise. Fortunately, no one heard his slip-up over the sound of the battle.

As the disfigured man got to his feet, the two other attackers ran towards the sides of the alley. Simultaneously, they leaped a good five feet in the air, pushing off the walls of the alley with one foot to shift their momentum. Deftly swinging their swords as if they weighed less than a feather, each girl decapitated one of the thugs. Instantly, the men seemed to explode.

"Deformed men somehow explode to dust when killed," the investigator wrote, automatically recording the events. "They aren’t human. Girls seem to have…superpowers of some kind." As he made those observations, he watched a third thug turn to dust as the redhead casually blocked his punch and plunged her piece of wood into his chest, all while focusing her attention on the largest of the group as he got to his feet.

"Heli! Behind you!" called the girl standing watch, and the blonde girl turned just in time to get punched in the face by the other remaining thug. She staggered only for a moment, returning to fighting mode just as her attacker turned to dust. The girl at the end of the alley returned a crossbow to a holster slung across her back.

"I would have had him!" complained the blond girl.

"You’re welcome, Heli," the girl on guard duty called sarcastically.

"Girls have medieval weaponry, and they know how to use them," the man observed on his pad. Meanwhile, the two leaders circled each other, ready for combat.

"You damn slayers have to ruin it for all of us, don’t you?" growled the deformed man. "What did I ever do to you?"

"You’re a vampire," the redhead stated simply, before punching him in the nose. The thug fell to the ground, and before he could blink, the girl was on top of him. "I think it’s obvious, don’t you?" With that, she plunged her stick downwards into his heart, and he evaporated. Within a moment, the lead girl was sitting on a pile of dust.

"Girls are called slayers," he wrote, his breath coming in short gasps. "She called him a…vampire?" 

The lead slayer dusted herself off as she got to her feet. "Nice job, guys," she said.

"So that’s what a CTHD is," the girl who had been standing watch said. "I’ve heard of it, but never actually seen it."

"That’s ’cause you haven’t been going out with Vi here," the blonde explained. "She invented that move."

"Really?" The girl seemed impressed. "So…what’s it stand for? Y’know, CTHD, is it like ‘Cutting The Heads Decapitation’ or something?"

"It stands for ‘Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon’," the redhead said. "Y’know, ’cause they look like they’re on wires, and there’s two of them. What?" The other girl was giving her a strange look. Then the lead slayer sighed and fished a walky-talky out of her back pocket. "Vi to Council. Vi to Council. We just bagged five vamps in an alley off West 25th. Do you copy?"

"Copy that, Vi," said the male voice that came over the radio. "You can head back to base now. Kennedy’s squad has gotten everything west of there."

"Slayers are overseen by a ‘Council’," the man wrote. "This is not the only group of girls out tonight. Will follow this group back to the headquarters."

"Cool, Robin," the redhead replied. "We’ll be there." She turned to her group. "You heard the man. Time to go back to the Council and get some shut eye."

"Yeah, like you’ll really be getting a lot of sleep with Xander around," the blonde joked.

"He’s still recovering from that thing in Canada," the leader replied, a little sadly. "I don’t think he’ll be keeping me awake."

"No offense or anything," one of the other girls said cautiously, "but I kind of heard you got suspended for the Vancouver thing."

The leader sighed. "Yeah, I was. Starts next week, after Willow’s suspension is finished. Can’t have all the top brass on the shelf at once, or there’s nobody around to make you girls run laps."

The group walked out of the alley and turned the corner. After they left, the hidden man emerged from the[image: image3.jpg]


 shadows, a bemused look on his face. After a moment, he began writing on his pad. "Vi was in Vancouver. There is a direct connection between the massacre there and this ‘Council’ here." Then he put the pad into his shirt pocket and pulled his cell-phone from his belt. He flipped it open and made a call.

"Jake? Yeah, it’s Rob Devlin," he said as soon as a voice answered. "Hey, I think I’ve got a lead. Listen, when Marty comes into work in the morning, tell him I need to talk to him." He paused a moment before adding, "Tell him I’ve got the story of the century."

With that, he hung up the phone and followed the group of slayers out of the alley.

Fade Out.

End of Teaser
Act One
Starring - Stephanie March as Bonnie, Brad Dourif as Brell, Lacey Chabert as Skye, Elijah Wood as Jeff, and Helen Shaver as Becca Giles 
Guest Starring Philip Seymour Hoffman as Robert Delvin and Alicia Silverstone as Heli.

Fade In:

Int.

Faith and Robin’s Apartment – The Next Morning

Robin slowly opened his eyes and blinked at the slivers of sunlight filtering through the bedroom’s window blinds. As he lay on his back, shirtless, he glanced over at Faith, who had stolen all the covers during the night and was now completely wrapped in them. She slept soundly, facing away from him. Robin sighed briefly.

He swung to the side of the bed, letting his one intact leg dangle. From next to the bed, he picked up his prosthetic and neatly fitted it over the stump of his left leg. With a moment’s effort, he stood up and limped unnaturally across the room to his dresser, pulling out a navy polo shirt.[image: image4.jpg]



A few minutes later, the now-dressed Robin picked up his cane from where it leaned against the wall. With one last look at the undisturbed Faith, he went out the bedroom door, shutting it behind him.

Once the door was closed, Faith slowly opened her eyes, rose up and gave a heavy sigh.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Lobby – Later That Morning

Leaning on his cane for support, Robin hobbled into the empty lobby. He stopped, and for a few seconds, everything was silent. The sounds of Andrew firing up the kitchen could be heard in the distance. At that moment, the phone at the reception desk rang loudly, intruding upon Robin’s reverie. Cursing under his breath, Robin traveled over to the desk as fast as he could.

He got to the desk as the phone rang for the fourth time. "I’m comin’, I’m comin’," he grunted, sitting down in the chair and picking up the receiver.

"Council of Watchers," he said automatically.

"Hello sir, my name is Robert Devlin. I’m an investigative reporter for the Plain Dealer," said the voice on the other end, "and I’d like to ask you a few questions, if you don’t mind."

Robin looked unhappy. "What kind of questions?" he asked.

Cut To:

Int.

Plain Dealer Newsroom – Same Time

Devlin sat at his desk in a non-descript cubicle, as his floor bustled with activity behind him. The clicking of computer keyboards made a constant background chatter. He took a sip of his coffee before continuing.

"Well, sir, I’m writing a story on your organization, and I thought I would give you the chance to comment before the story was printed. I was wondering if you could fill in a few blanks for me. Who am I talking to, by the way?"

"This is Robin Wood," he heard through the phone, "but I’m not sure I can fill in any blanks. We’re just a boarding school."

"Ah, yes, well, Mr. Wood," Devlin went on, "I’m sure you’ve heard about that incident in Vancouver last week. Six girls died under suspicious circumstances from one of your schools."

"Yes," Robin replied. "It was extremely tragic."

"Well, you see, I couldn’t help noticing that several of the survivors of that unfortunate event were residents of the Cleveland area, so I did some research," Devlin said, flipping his pad open with one hand, cradling a pen in the other, and holding the receiver to his ear with his shoulder. "It seems that one Mr. Alexander Harris was treated for injuries and then traveled back to Cleveland by private helicopter, against the wishes of his doctors. Also treated for minor injuries was one Miss Violet Joston, who I personally observed two nights ago with three other young women engaging in a rather unusual altercation with several deformed men. I don’t want to bore you with the details, Mr. Wood, but I was somewhat perplexed by what I saw."

"Were you?" Robin commented stonily.

"Yes, so I did some more research, and I discovered that both Mr. Harris and Miss Joston are residents at your school. This piqued my curiosity, and I looked through some of the city records," Devlin continued. "Did you know a Miss Marsha Parsons, age 14? She died last year, also while a resident at your school."

"Yes, I knew her," Robin admitted.

"Do the names Rona Samuels and Rachel Jones mean anything to you, Mr. Wood? They also died in the last few years, while living at your complex. And then there’s this girl the other week, Emily something…"

"What exactly are you getting at, Mr. Devlin?" Robin’s tone was suspicious.

"Mr. Wood, let’s cut the crap," Devlin said, leaning back in his chair. "You’ve got a dormitory full of supernaturally powerful girls there. You train them in handling medieval weapons and send them out to combat some type of…vampire-like dust creatures on a nightly basis. You said yourself you’re part of ‘The Council of Watchers.’ That doesn’t sound like the name of school to me. There’s a lot more going on here than people are aware of, and my job is to make them aware of it. So, Mr. Wood, I was wondering if you could tell me what exactly is going on? We’re going to print the story either way."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Lobby – Same Time

Robin sat in silence, his face not betraying what he was thinking. After a moment, he spoke again. "Mr. Devlin, will you call us back in one hour?"

"Certainly, sir," Devlin replied through the phone. "Thank you for being so understanding."

"You’re welcome," Robin said half-heartedly and hung up the phone. He blew out a long breath. "We’ve got trouble."

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Moments Later

Rowena had kicked off all her covers and was curled up in the middle of her bed, alone, when the phone rang.

"Don’t worry, Will," Rowena said groggily as she rolled over. "I’ll take care of this one." Then she blearily wiped her eyes and seemed to realize that Willow was nowhere to be seen. With a sigh, Rowena grabbed the phone that sat on the table next to the bed. "Hello?" She listened for a moment, then seemed to wake up further and grow more serious. "Wait, he said what? Robin, we need to all get together and decide what to do here." Rowena sat up and rubbed the corner of her eye with one hand, sighing. "Call everybody, tell them to meet me in the conference room in twenty minutes." She hung up the phone and glanced around the room, listening to the silence.

Cut To:

Int.

Outside Willow’s Apartment – Later

Rowena rapped twice on Willow’s front door and waited.

"I’m coming," she heard Willow’s voice say, followed by a loud bang and a muffled "Ow!" A hint of a smile crossed Rowena’s lips before disappearing again. In a moment, Willow opened her door, rubbing her lower leg with one hand while standing on the other. The witch’s pained expression seemed to worsen when she saw who it was at her door.

"Rowena, what is it?" Willow asked, her voice unfriendly. "It can’t be to call an inquiry and get me suspended again, because, hey, you already crossed that off your to-do list."

"Willow," Rowena sighed, "I didn’t suspend you. I recused myself, remember? It was the panel’s decision."

"Hey, semantics." Willow’s eyes didn’t soften, though she winced when she put her bumped leg down. "What can I do for you?"

"Look, I did what I had to, okay? Remember the last time I kept information back to protect you?" Rowena pleaded. "Mass hysteria. Dogs and cats living together."

"And I’m sure it seemed like the right thing to do at the time. Now, what can I do for you?" Willow repeated, unwavering. Rowena was obviously hurt, but tried to keep from showing it too much.

"I didn’t come down here to justify myself to you," the watcher replied. "I came to tell you that there’s an emergency meeting in the conference room in ten minutes."

"Why tell me?" Willow challenged. "I’m suspended, remember?"

"That may be," Rowena replied, "but you’re still the head of the Coven. And I think we might need our big guns for this one."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Conference Room – Minutes Later

"So this guy…" Faith began.

"Devlin," Robin supplied.

"Right, Devlin, so he knows…everything?"[image: image5.jpg]



The senior slayer seemed to be still trying to wrap her mind around the concept. She looked at Robin across a table surrounded by the sleepy-looking brass of the Watchers Council. Rowena and Willow sat at opposite ends, flanked by Robin and Dawn, respectively, while Faith had brought Kennedy as her backup. Andrew leaned between Willow and Dawn to deliver another pitcher of water to replace the empty one sitting on the table.

"Yeah, pretty much," Robin replied. "He called me early this morning."

"I wondered where—" A look from Robin told Faith to drop the subject. She opened her mouth defiantly to continue, but then thought better of it and closed it again.

"Whoa, okay," Willow said, sounding a little flustered. "Are we talking about he knows everything everything or just, y’know, kinda vague outlines, French impressionist version of everything, because—"

"It doesn’t matter," Rowena interrupted, drawing a hurt look from Willow. Rowena noticed, but after a moment, she continued. "If he knows the basics, vampires, slayers, Council governs slayers and fights vampires, then he’ll figure out everything else. This day was bound to come at some point. Now what we have to decide is how to deal with it."

"He’s going to write his story," Dawn said quietly, "and put it in the Plain Dealer, and then…everyone will know." Everyone sat in silence for a moment before she added, "That will be weird."

"Weird?" Kennedy said, upset. "Really, really bad is more like it! Have you seen any TV lately? There would be a media circus that would make the Michael Jackson trial look like a parking ticket. And once they start looking…let’s just say that the Council has more dirty laundry than your average massively-powerful international organization."

"She’s right," Rowena said. "We’ve all done things we’re not proud of."

"Or could be sent to jail for," Faith added.

"Now hold on," Willow said. "If you think about it, will the average citizen think this story is real, or will they think it belongs in the World Globe right next to ‘Grandma gives birth to Big Foot’s love child’? How many people will really believe it?"

"Normally I’d agree, but he’s done his homework. He knew about Marsha, and Rona, and the girls in Vancouver," Robin said, as Willow took a hurried sip from her glass of water. "And about Rachel. I think he’s spoken to Rachel’s father." Faith sank deeper into her chair and lowered her eyes.

"We’re gonna be famous!" a voice blurted out.

Everyone turned and looked at Andrew, who was standing over a partially dismantled coffee machine in the corner and looking excited.

"It’s like…superheroes are real, y’know?" he continued. "And people need heroes. I know some of my friends would freak out so bad…"

"So I’m gonna have my own nerds," Kennedy said, her voice flat. "Great."

"And don’t forget about ’shippers!" Andrew added.

"As fascinating as that is, I think we’ve established the seriousness of the problem," Rowena said.

"Well, thank you, Captain Obv—" Faith began.

"And I think I may have a solution," the blonde watcher continued, ignoring Faith and pulling a thick volume out of her briefcase that she placed on the table. "There is a spell, the ‘Tabula Rasa’, that can erase specific memories from a certain subject. It involves an Augustine Crystal, a small amount of Lethe’s Bramble, and a simple incantation. I propose that we perform this spell on Mr. Devlin."

"So we zap Mr. I-Know-Everything, and he forgets that he knows everything?" Kennedy asked.

"Exactly," replied Rowena.[image: image6.jpg]



"Cool," Kennedy said. "I say we do it. Problem solved."

Dawn looked nervous and turned to Willow. "Wait, isn’t that—?" she began.

"Yeah, it is," Willow finished. She turned to the rest of the table and firmly announced, "We’re not doing the spell."

"What?" Faith asked incredulously, sitting up. "Why not?"

"Forgetting spells…are a bad idea," the witch said. "They usually have unintended consequences…and it goes against the Wiccan rede to mess with someone’s mind like that against their will."

"So what we’ve really got here is a separation of church and state issue," Faith said. Willow started to reply but was cut off.

"Guys, forgetting is a bad idea," Andrew said, his voice shrill. "Hasn’t anyone here seen the Charlie Kaufman Oscar-nominated classic Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind?"

"Hey Andy," Kennedy said loudly, "You got that coffee machine fixed yet?" Andrew looked sheepish and turned back to his work.

"Willow, I know you may have reservations about this, but I think it’s the best way," Rowena said calmly. "It’s a relatively simple spell with the right materials. If you want Jeff or one of your other students to do it, I understand—"[image: image7.jpg]



"No," Willow cut her off. "The Coven will not do the spell, ever, while I’m in charge." There was a tense moment as Willow set her jaw into her famous resolve face and most of the rest of the room stared at her.

"Well, okay," Robin said, breaking the tension somewhat, "but that puts us back to square one. Does anybody have any other ideas?"

"We let him in," Faith said simply.

Now it was Rowena’s turn to be incredulous. "What?"

"Maybe if we told him everything, gave him interviews, let him follow us on patrol, whatever he wants, then he’d see our side of things," Faith explained. "Maybe he’d realize why we think it’s so important that this not go public and decide not to publish his story."

"It’s worth a shot," Dawn agreed.

"No." It was Rowena’s turn to show her own resolve face. "It’s much too risky. If he wants to go ahead with the story anyway, do we just let him? I can’t emphasize enough how important it is that the general public not be aware of our activities."

"So what do we do?" Dawn asked.

"We compromise," Kennedy said, her eyes widening as she realized she might actually have an idea. "We meet Devlin, give him a tour of the building if he wants…show him that we have nothing to hide."

Robin looked slightly confused. "But…we do have something to hide. A lot of things, actually."

"And while Devlin’s here, we hide them," Kennedy replied. "Just like we have lots of practice doing. We convince him he’s barking up the wrong tree; he calls off the story. Or we buy him off with our rainy day fund. Whatever. We can have Bonnie do it. She’s good at the whole lies-and-deceit concept, and she has even less to be proud of than we do." A weird frown crossed Kennedy’s face for a moment as she considered her last statement, but then her smile returned.

"Fine, let’s do that," Rowena said. "I guess if it doesn’t work we’ll just have another one of these meetings. Watchers branch votes that we follow Kennedy’s plan."

"The Coven votes yes," Willow said.

"You wanna do it, Slick?" Faith asked Kennedy, who was still smiling.

"Slayer branch votes yes."

"All right, it’s settled then," Rowena said. "Meeting adjourned."

"I had an idea!" Kennedy beamed as everyone slowly filed from the room.

Fade Out.

Fade In:

Int.

Outside Xander's Workshop - Morning

Vi walked purposely down the hall, walking right by the workshop without stopping.

"Hey, wait up!" Vi stopped and turned to see that Xander had appeared in the hall outside the door to his workshop. He was sitting in a wheelchair, one arm and one leg encased in plaster casts. Most of the council members seemed to have signed one cast or the other.

"What is it?" Vi asked, her voice a little more testy than usual. "I have to go get the girls started with warm-ups."

Xander began awkwardly pushing himself down the hall in Vi's general direction. She waited patiently but didn't move to help.

"Are you… I mean, are you okay?" Xander ventured, after he had gotten nearer to her and stopped.  "I mean… after everything...In Vancouver."

"I’m fine," she said flatly, then turned to leave. Xander caught his girlfriend’s arm with his good hand.

"Look, Xander, I’ve got a job to do," Vi answered. "I don’t have time to cry over spilt milk… or spilt blood, or whatever. I’m fine, really."

"Vi, you know you can talk to me about anything," Xander said. "That’s what makes this… thing that we have work."

Vi managed a whisp of a smile. "I know," she said, before she turned and began walking away.

Xander sat and watched her go, looking particularly helpless.

Fade In:

Ext.

Watchers Council – Later That Morning

"Vancouver Investigation, Day Five," was scrawled across the top of Devlin’s pad. Beneath that, he had scribbled, "Perhaps change to, ‘Watchers Council Investigation’? Case has grown."

He approached the door to the school, but it opened before he had the chance to ring the bell. An attractive blonde woman smiled pleasantly.

"Mr. Devlin, it’s a pleasure to meet you. This way please."

She led the way into the building, and Devlin noted, "Have perhaps misjudged Council. PR spokeswoman seems more suburban real estate agent than evil conspirator."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Lobby – Moments Later

"I want to thank you for your time, Ms. Terea," Devlin said politely.[image: image8.jpg]



"Call me Bonnie," she replied.

Devlin hesitated for a moment. "Ms. Ter—, er, Bonnie…let’s not kid ourselves. Unless you’ve decided to come clean, we’re not likely to finish this tour on a first-name basis."

"That’s a pity, Mr. Devlin, because there simply isn’t anything to come clean about. I’m afraid you’ve put two and two together and come up with six. We’re a school, nothing more. I’ll admit that our curriculum and methods are a bit unorthodox, but our results speak for themselves."

"Your methods have resulted in the deaths of a number of young women, most recently in Vancouver, but several in this very building, at least one in this very room." He pointed to the stairs up. "Is that where Rachel Jones fell?"

Bonnie’s smile faded. "That was a tragic accident, Mr. Devlin. I sincerely hope that you aren’t planning to try and parlay a few tragedies into some sensationalistic story. Rachel’s memory deserves better treatment than that."

"I agree. It deserves truth, and that’s what I intend to tell. I’d like your help in telling that truth, but it will be told."

"Rachel fell, Mr. Devlin. That is the truth. Her death was investigated and ruled an accident. What makes you think that it was anything more?"

"I spoke to Rachel’s father. He doesn’t believe that her death was an accident."

"Mr. Jones is a grieving father. Anything he told you should be considered in that light. I thought you, as a journalist, would consider that." She glanced at the well-worn pad in Devlin’s hands as if attempting to decipher the scribbled symbols. "If I may ask, what did Mr. Jones say?"

"He said that his daughter was a hero, that she died trying to save another student."

Bonnie paused before continuing, "I...that is... I’m not quite sure how to respond, Mr. Devlin, and I’m rarely at a loss for words." For the first time, a hint of emotion broke through her façade of unflappability. "I’m put in the position of disputing a father’s heartfelt belief that his child died a heroic death, and I’m not going to do that. What I will point out is that Rachel’s death was investigated by the proper authorities and ruled an accident. The coroner had no emotional involvement in the case, and therefore would have no reason to misjudge the situation."

"About that…" Devlin practically pounced on the mention of the coroner’s investigation. He pulled a photocopied sheet from his pad and held it up for Bonnie’s inspection. Rachel Jones looked up at her with sightless eyes, and the woman paled. She did not, however, look away.

"Mr. Devlin, is this really necessary?" she asked.

"I’m afraid so. You see, I’m no coroner myself, but I do have contacts in the coroner’s office, and throughout my career, I’ve seen more than my share of corpses. Some dead from accident, many from foul play. Do you see the bruises there? At the base of her neck? Those bruises were caused by fingers, Bonnie. I’ve seen similar bruises before."

The woman shook her head. "That’s quite impossible. Look at the size. If those are finger marks, the hand would be inhumanly large."

Devlin looked at her with a certain amount of grim satisfaction. "You make my point for me, Bonnie."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Hallway – Same Time

Andrew and Jeff watched from the hallway. They were pretending non-interest, but Andrew’s attention was continually drawn to the reporter. He seemed almost in awe of the man.

"Karl Kolchak," Andrew whispered.

"Huh?" Jeff questioned. "I thought Mr. Wood said his name was Devlin?"

"Devlin may be the name he goes by, but in his heart, he is Karl Kolchak: archetypical dogged reporter, investigating the supernatural despite the skepticism of his peers and the interference of the authorities." He looked down his nose at Jeff. "You are far too young to remember, Padawan. The Night Stalker fought his lonely battle before…"

"Andrew," Jeff interrupted, to no effect.

"…before you were even born. He is well known to be…"

"Andrew," Jeff tried to get Andrew’s attention, but once again, his efforts were in vain.

"…the spiritual father of Fox Mulder, intrepid and determined FBI agent who, week after week, delved into the paranormal despite the doubts of his colleagues. Interestingly enough, Mulder was briefly thought to be the biological son of the sinisterly mysterious Cigarette Smoking—"

"Andrew, Jeffrey, this is Mr. Devlin, of the Plain Dealer," Bonnie interrupted, successfully. "I’m giving Mr. Devlin a tour of the school. He seems to be under the impression that there is more going on here than meets the eye, and I’m going to show him that we are perfectly normal." She pinned Andrew in place with a glare, and he gulped nervously.

"Well, umm....Would you like to, umm, tour the kitchen?" Andrew asked. "It’s perfectly normal," he continued. As he turned to lead the way, he added under his breath, "Usually."

Fade Out.

Fade In:

Int.

Watchers Council – Bonnie’s Office – Afternoon

Bonnie sat behind her desk, her hands folded. Robin Wood had joined them, and he sat at the other side of the desk, his attention never wavering from the reporter.

Devlin sat – slouched, actually – in the overstuffed chair across from Bonnie. He flipped a page on his notepad and scribbled furiously. After a few moments, he looked up and asked, "When you first took my phone call, Mr. Wood, you identified yourself as the Council of Watchers. Would you mind elaborating? What exactly is the Council of Watchers, and why is this organization funding schools around the world?"

"You seem to know, or think you know, a lot about us. Why don’t you tell us what the Council of Watchers is, and I’ll let you know how wrong you are," Robin said dryly.

"From what I’ve been able to find out, it’s a secret society. Said by some to be older than the Masons and more secretive than the Skull and Bones society. Certain conspiracy theorists have linked the Watchers to the Knights of Byzantium, and others swear it’s a front for the Illuminati."

Bonnie snorted. "I wouldn’t look to the tinfoil-hat brigade for facts. That is, if it is just the facts you’re after. It’s a rare thing these days to find a journalist who is more interested in facts than in publicity."

Robin shifted in his chair, and his artificial leg bumped awkwardly against the desk. Frowning, he picked up the conversation. "The Watchers Council is a fraternal organization, but we hardly qualify as a secret society, and we are more interested in charitable works than in world domination, Mr. Devlin. One of the charitable endeavors we have recently undertaken is the worldwide funding and operation of schools for gifted young women. The hard fact of the matter is that your misguided attempt to uncover a non-existent ‘truth’ stands to endanger that endeavor. You are putting these young women’s futures at risk."

"Or removing them from risk!" Devlin shot back. "Young women have died, Mr. Wood! Too many to ignore! Six in Canada, most recently, but many others have died. Less than a year ago, a number of your students, both here and abroad, fell ill under mysterious circumstances. Several remain in a persistent vegetative state, but one, Marsha Parsons, died after being removed from life-support. Yet there doesn’t appear to have been any substantial investigation conducted by the CDC. No quarantine was enacted, and there was no media coverage! Do you realize how unusual that is? When I contacted the young woman’s parents, all they had to say was that the matter had been settled out of court and that they were unable to discuss the settlement. What happened to those young women?"

Robin stood, somewhat awkwardly, and asked, "Would you excuse me for a moment?" Without waiting for permission, he left the room.

After he had left, Bonnie said, "I’m afraid that Miss Parsons’ death is something that I’m not permitted to discuss for legal reasons. I do assure you that the matter was thoroughly investigated, and it was determined that the illness was not contagious, and the authorities, who most certainly were involved, wished to keep the matter low-key to avoid public panic. While it looks suspicious, the truth is that there was no mysterious plague, and no foul play was involved."

Devlin shook his head in disbelief. He stood and began to pace. "Bonnie, it doesn’t just look suspicious; it is suspicious!" He gestured with his pad. "This is the most suspicious case I’ve ever stumbled across." He shook his head again and sat once more, and then let out a breath and appeared almost to deflate. "The strangest thing is, I don’t get the feeling that you guys are up to no good. I saw what happened the other night; I saw those-those things that the young women from your school were fighting. I know that I don’t have all the facts, and I don’t want to go to press without knowing the truth, but you’re forcing my hand. This is too important a story to just—"

He was cut off by Robin’s re-entry to the room. Robin cleared his throat, walked over to Devlin, and handed him a check.

"What's this?" Devlin asked. As he scanned the check, his eyes widened, and he dropped his notepad.

"That, Mr. Devlin, is a check for one million dollars. I’ve been authorized to release the money to you contingent on your agreement to drop your investigation and agree to make no future claims about the Council of Watchers or any of our subsidiary organizations. This is a great deal of money. You are free to take early retirement and lead a life of leisure, or use it to fund investigations into any number of causes. You can do a great deal of good with this money, while this particular line of investigation can lead only to endangering our students, the public at large, and quite possibly yourself."

They locked eyes. "Is that a threat, Mr. Wood?"

"No, just a fact, Mr. Devlin."

Devlin stared at the check in his hand. "This…A reporter doesn’t make a lot of money. Not my type of reporter, anyway. I’ve always thought that I’d like to take some time and write a novel, but I never seem to find the time. With this kind of money…"

Bonnie smiled with an uncharacteristic gentleness. "I’m sure that you would make a wonderful novelist, Robert. Who knows, years from now, students may be studying your books in English classes nationwide."

Devlin snorted. "And they’d probably be just as bored as I was when I had to write a book report on The Great Gatsby. It’s a nice daydream, Bonnie." He smiled sadly. "But that’s all it is. I’m not dropping this investigation. I can’t drop this investigation—it’s too important. And while both your bribes and your threats are impressive, Mr. Wood, I’m not about to drop this until the truth is out there for people to see for themselves."

Devlin picked up his notepad from the floor, stood, nodded his thanks, and began to leave the room. As he reached the doorway, he turned around. "If you don’t mind my asking, Mr. Wood, what happened to your leg?"

After a moment, Robin replied dryly, "It was trapped under a demonic war machine, and my girlfriend had to chop it off so that we could escape the advancing demon army."[image: image9.jpg]



A skeptical "huh" was Devlin’s only response at first. Then he added, "If you didn’t want to answer the question, you could have just said so. I’m only looking for the truth here." Devlin turned and left the room.

Bonnie turned to Robin and arched one eyebrow. "He’s not ready for the truth," she said.

"Neither is the rest of the world," Robin added.

Fade Out.

 

End of Act One
Act Two
Fade In:

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Night

A brilliant white flash caused Rowena to gasp and sit straight up in bed, startled, as if she had been[image: image10.jpg]


 awakened from a nightmare. She tried to catch her breath, but in a second there came another flash, then another, until it was as if someone had turned on a strobe light and forgotten to check the settings. Rowena squinted and saw the bed was surrounded by photographers, snapping their flashbulbs in a frenzy.

"What are you—?" Rowena began, but before she could finish a sentence the yelling started.

"Ro! Look over here, Ro!"

"Can you explain the decision to remove Szabo from Team Four?"

"When was the last time you heard from your parents?"

"Why hasn’t the Council stopped the vampire menace yet?"

"Are you concerned that the ratings for your reality show are slipping?"

"Would you please comment on the ongoing scandal with the Welsh Memo?"

"Do you have anything to say to other women who’ve been raped?"

"Ro, is it true that you and Willow are going through a tough time?"

"Ro, is it true that you and Willow are engaged?"

Stunned into incomprehension, Rowena tried to get off the bed, only to get pushed back down by the encroaching mob. Panicked, she roughly shoved aside the nearest photographer, giving her enough space to get to her feet. The flashbulbs increased even more, if that was possible. She put her arms out in front and managed to burrow a tunnel through the crowd, which surrounded her on all sides, towering over her and continuing to shout questions at a rapid pace.

"Would you care to comment on the situation with Faith?"

"Is it true you’re considering a replacement for Head Slayer?"

Rowena reached the edge of the crush, only to find the beginning of another. A circle of photographers and reporters surrounded Willow. She was wearing her fluffy pajamas and seemed perfectly at ease, casually twirling an axe in her hands.

"Well, that’s for us to know and you to find out," Willow smiled. "That is, you’ll find out if you buy my book, due in stores next month." She noticed Rowena staring haggardly in at the group and motioned for Rowena to join her. "Hey, baby! Come on over!" Relieved, Rowena nodded.

Willow put her arm around Rowena and said, "Here’s your photo opportunity, boys! Make it snappy! I’ve got a dinner date with the Weinsteins about that movie deal." Rowena squinted at the glare from the flashes, eventually making out a familiar face.

"Jordon?" she asked, horror apparent in her voice.

Jordon Tyrell stood in front of Rowena and Willow, an audio cassette recorder in his outstretched hand. "Isn’t it great?" he said, pointing at Willow. "She gave me an exclusive."

"You’re not welcome here!" said Rowena before turning away from him. Suddenly, all of the reporters were vampires, their faces transformed into fanged monstrosities. Rowena turned back to Jordon, who laughed and then also morphed into a vampire. Scared, Rowena clung to Willow.

"What are we going to do?" Rowena asked.

Willow simply smiled and shrugged. "Nothing, baby. We’re not going to do anything."

Then Jordon grabbed Rowena, violently spinning her around and sinking his fangs into her neck. Rowena could only whimper in shock, pain, and horror. Willow smiled placidly.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Night

Rowena woke up with a start to find that she was slumped in a chair in the middle of the library, her head propped up on one hand and a book open in her lap. 

"I thought you were going to nap the whole night away," Willow teased as she sat in a chair across from Rowena. "You looked so peaceful, I didn’t want to disturb you."

"Sorry," Rowena mumbled, trying to focus her eyes on the book in her lap. "I must have dozed off."

"I think I almost did, too," Willow admitted. "We’re getting nowhere on this whole Kraven Demon issue. I mean, it’s not even supposed to be native to North America, but suddenly we get three reports in two days? And you know the first thing Faith is going to ask is ‘How do we kill it?’, and I’d like to have an answer for her by tomorrow, but at this point I’d just like to ask, y’know, any particular haystacks, because—"

"Willow," Rowena interrupted with a sigh, "you’re doing it again."

"Oh, right," Willow said, looking sheepish. "So anyway, I was thinking, I need to go talk to Giles about this thing with the reporter. After the way he stomped out of here today, there’s no way he’s just going to give up."

"I wish you wouldn’t. Giles is trying to leave, and we need to be the ones to deal with this. I still think if…maybe we could…" Rowena trailed off as Willow silenced her with a venomous look. Rowena threw up her hands and sat back in her chair. "Fine, no spell."

"Look," Willow said, trying to be neutral and getting to her feet, "I’m going to take him tea and crumpets, visit with Elizabeth, and have a nice talk by the fire. If it comes up, it comes up. That’s all. If you want to come along, you can." She had a hopeful look on her face.

Rowena managed to crack a little smile but replied, "No thanks. As much as I’d like to party with Giles like it’s 1899, I think I’ll stay here and work on that whole ‘demons-attacking-people’ issue."

Willow looked slightly disappointed. "Okay," she said, before walking to and out the door.

Rowena turned back to her book, but a split-second later she raised her head again as Willow poked hers back through the door.

"And no nodding off again. If you do, I can’t guarantee you won’t wake up duct-taped to a chair in the Junior Slayer rec room." With a grin, she exited.

Cut To:

Ext.

Cemetery - Night

Kennedy picked her way through the tombstones of an old, misty cemetery, casually twirling her stake. She looked very, very bored. The slayer stopped in front of a large crypt, momentarily examining a rather generic stone gargoyle before she put her hands on her hips and sighed.

"Alone, as usual," she complained. "This is what happens when you decide it's time to give some of the maggots command experience."

At that moment, a shadowy figure dropped from above in front of the slayer. "You're not alone, girl. But you'll wish you were."

Kennedy glanced up at the crypt, then down at the snarling vampire in front of her. "Hiding on top of crypts?" she asked. "That been working for ya?"

"I got you, didn't I?" the vampire answered.

Kennedy responded with a killer left hook followed immediately by a hard right. The vampire slammed into the stone wall of the crypt.

"I think you may be under a delusion here about who's got who," she quipped. "Or whom... I never really got that."

"Slayer!" the vampire exclaimed, holding the back of its head. "Dammit!"

"That's the idea," Kennedy replied, before side-kicking the vampire square in the chest, knocking him back against the crypt once more. Holding her opponent still with a foot planted in its chest, Kennedy pulled out a stake and raised it for the kill.

Then something small whistled right by the slayer's ear and buried itself in the vampire's chest. Kennedy fell forward awkwardly on her leg as the demon turned to dust, stumbling but remaining upright. She looked down at where a silver-tipped crossbow bolt had fallen into the grass.

"Hey!" Kennedy exclaimed, turning around. "You almost hit me! Do you know how dan..." Kennedy stopped when she saw who it was that had fired the bolt.

Kadin Van Helsing smirked at the slayer as she lowered her large repeating crossbow. "Looked like you could use some help."

Kennedy still hadn't moved since she saw Kadin.

"Actually, you still do," the hunter continued.

"I'm fine," Kennedy finally said. This was followed by silence. Both girls shifted awkwardly.

"So...," Kadin began. "How've you been?"

"Oh, y'know, scary monsters, the usual," the slayer answered. "You?"

"Same," Kadin replied. After a moment she asked, "So how's Mia?"

Kennedy looked very uncomfortable, shifting her eyes back down to the grass. "Oh, um, she, actually.... Mia left. Left town. Possibly left the country. I'm not really sure."

"Oh," was all Kadin said. There was another, even more awkward silence.

"So what are you doing here?" Kennedy asked, seemingly as much to break the silence as anything else. "Is there another apocalyptic vampire plot afoot, or are you just here for..."

"No," the hunter interjected quickly. "No, I, just, you know, this is the Hellmouth."

"There's always that," Kennedy agreed.

"I just wanted to be where the action was," Kadin said. "You know me."

"Yeah," was all Kennedy said. There was a few more seconds of quiet. Kadin seemed extremely interested in the inscription on a nearby tombstone.

"I've got a cabin," the hunter said suddenly. "It's out in Grafton, middle of nowhere. But it's nice."

"So you're... living here... now?" Kennedy asked slowly, as if she wasn't quite sure what she wanted the answer to be.

"Uh-huh," Kadin said. "I go where the beasts go..."

"And we have beasts coming out of our ears," Kennedy finished. "Gotcha."

"You should come by some time," Kadin ventured.

"Yeah," the slayer agreed. "Some time."

It appeared that more awkward silence was inevitable, so Kadin nipped it in the bud. "Well, I've gotta go. People to see, monsters to kill..."

"I know the drill," Kennedy said. "Well, see ya around."

"See ya," Kadin said. There was a moment where both girls seemed to be waiting for the other to leave first. Kennedy smiled nervously. Then Kadin sighed and turned to leave.

Kennedy let out a long, deep breath and did the same, shaking her head.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Computer Center – Same Time

Andrew sat at one of the terminals, typing furiously, biting down on his lower lip in concentration, when Jeff walked in.[image: image11.jpg]Be .
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"Whatcha doing?" Jeff asked.

"What?" Andrew asked, turning toward his friend. "Oh, I’m working on a draft of my screenplay. I want to have it ready by the time the studios start beating on my door."

"Huh?" Jeff replied, looking confused.

"Look, there’s no way we fooled that Devlin guy," Andrew explained. "The media is going to get wind of the Council sooner or later…and when they do, we’ll all be famous, like Avery Brooks or-or Kate Mulgrew!"

Jeff seemed uncertain. "I don’t know about that, Andrew…"

"Well, yeah, Kate Mulgrew isn’t that famous," Andrew admitted, "but we will be! Just think, Willow’s probably saved the world at least a dozen times."

"So you’re saying people will see us as, like, superheroes or something?"

"It’s just like the X-Men, only the Council…it’s real!" Andrew exclaimed. "And the people are going to demand that the story be told in epic, yet accessible, form, from an insider’s perspective, with realistic CGI effects and toy tie-ins to Burger King kids’ meals!"

"So your movie is…" Jeff began.

"The Slayer Saga. It’s eventually going to be a trilogy, but I have only part one so far. It’s called The Chosen One. Part Two is The Awakening. For part three I’m torn between…"

"Andrew."

"…do you think that Katie Holmes would work as Faith? The film could benefit from the publicity, but I’m not sure she has the gravitas to pull off the role of the dark—"

"Andrew!" Jeff yelled, bringing his friend up short. He returned to normal voice once he got the quiet he needed. "No one’s going to find out about the Council. Rowena wouldn’t let that happen. It’s too important."

"Oh, come on, Jeff," Andrew argued. "This is the age of the Internet. People are good at denying things sure, but they’re not that good. The truth will come out. And my bet is sooner rather than later."

Jeff sat in the chair next to Andrew. "Look, Andy, Rowena’s right. We can’t let that happen. Witchcraft, monsters, vampires, demons? People couldn’t deal with all that. You think we’ll be welcomed out there?" Jeff pointed to the door. "What happens when a bunch of people appear and claim that they’re special, that they’re ‘Chosen’, and the rest of humanity isn’t? I don’t think they’ll welcome us, Andy. I think they’ll resent us."

Andrew sighed. "I know. It just…it would be cool to be famous, wouldn’t it?"

Jeff smiled. "Yeah, it would be."

"Well don’t worry, I won’t rat us out or anything," Andrew said. "All I was saying is that I think we’re fighting a losing battle on that front."

"Maybe we are," Jeff answered, "but I think we still have to fight it."

Cut To:

Int.

Giles and Becca’s Apartment – Later That Night[image: image12.jpg]



Giles held his daughter in his arms until Willow reached hers out. With a smile he carefully handled the baby over to her. Willow smiled for a moment seeing the baby grin but it wasn't enough to keep the happiness in place for long.

"I just feel like maybe we’re fighting a losing battle here, Giles," Willow said, absently tickling the face of baby Elizabeth, who gurgled from her cradled position in Willow’s arms. Giles sat across from her.

"Perhaps," Giles replied, pouring himself a cup of tea from the tray Willow had brought, "but I don’t think we need to worry just yet. You told me yourself that this Devlin fellow doesn’t have anything concrete. It’s only his word against ours at this point, and, frankly, with the right people our word will count quite a bit more."

"But, a million dollar bribe, Giles? Yeah, we have nothing to hide…I can’t believe they agreed to make him an offer!" Willow frowned. "I wish I could have met first with him, but I’ve never been good at lying."

"That is certainly true," Giles agreed, a wistful smile crossing his features, "but that doesn’t change the fact that the Council, for the moment, is not in danger of being forced ‘out of the closet’, to borrow a phrase. This reporter’s story will not be published. Rowena will see to it."

"I know that, but…" Willow trailed off, looking pensively down at the tiny girl in her arms. Elizabeth cooed in return.

"Willow, you can tell me," Giles said. "What is it that’s bothering you so much about this?" Willow looked up at him for a few seconds, then she sighed.

"It’s just, they don’t get it, Giles." Willow sounded exasperated. "Rowena wants me to do a forgetting spell on Devlin."

"And you don’t think you can do it?"

"Of course I can do it," Willow explained defensively. "I just don’t think we should do it. You can’t use magic to mess with people’s minds that way. I’ve done it before, Giles," Willow looked away from her mentor for a moment, briefly turning her attention back the baby. "I’ve tried it, and it never goes well. That way leads to much badness."

"So you believe that Rowena is asking you to do something unethical?" Giles asked.

"Yes," Willow replied. "I just don’t understand why she doesn’t see my point of view."

"Willow, Rowena has spent her entire adult life trying to protect and help the Watchers Council. She does only what she believes is right," Giles said. "As do you."

"I’m just tired, Giles," Willow sighed. "It’s bad enough that I have to deal with the dark magicks all the time. If everyone else starts pushing me, too…"

"Willow, I assure you," Giles said kindly, putting his hand on Willow’s shoulder, "Rowena loves you more than anything in the world and will help you with anything you need. It seems to me that you have a choice to make, but you shouldn’t let it affect how you feel about each other. That’s too important."

Willow nodded, looking thoughtful. She tickled the baby’s stomach, eliciting another gurgle from Elizabeth. Giles smiled.

Fade Out.

Fade In:

Int.

Plain Dealer Newsroom – The Next Morning

"So…what exactly is it that you’re asking me to publish?" Rob Devlin’s editor looked dubiously across his desk to where his reporter stood in his usual unkempt jacket and jeans. The office was surrounded by glass windows that looked out onto the newsroom full of cubicles, bustling with activity as usual. Devlin said goodbye on his cell phone and then turned to his editor. [image: image13.jpg]



"It’s all right here, Marty," Devlin explained impatiently. "This Council…they’re not just running schools for young girls. Several girls have died in their care under what can only be described as suspicious circumstances, and nobody seems willing to investigate."

"So there’s abuse of some kind…"

"No, I don’t think so," Devlin continued. "These deaths…they’re combat deaths."

"This isn’t Iraq, Devlin, and these are little girls," Marty answered. "What exactly are you saying?"

"I’m not completely sure," Devlin admitted. "I trailed a group of the girls the other night…"

"You what?!"

"…and the way they acted, what they did… and there were these guys, they were deformed…I don’t think they were human."

"Devlin, you’re my best investigative reporter," the editor said with a sigh, "so I give you a lot of lee-way on these things, but you’re not making sense. What do you mean they weren’t human?"

"I’m saying…I think they were vampires."

A silence followed, broken only by the muffled sounds of typing outside the office. Finally, Marty spoke, slowly and deliberately, with heavy skepticism in his voice.

"You’re saying that this Council is really some sort of supernatural-fighting organization and that these girls are, like, their army?"

"I know how it sounds," Devlin said urgently. "But you have to believe me, Marty. I’ve got definite connections to this thing in Vancouver, too. And that’s not even the most bizarre thing."

"It isn’t?"

"No. So I went there, right, to this Council school or whatever. And their PR guy…he tried to bribe me to drop the investigation."

"How much?"

"A million dollars."

A whistle escaped the editor’s lips. "And you didn’t take it?"

"No, of course not," Devlin answered incredulously. "So you see, I’m pretty sure they’ve got something big to hide. You don’t throw that kind of cash at somebody who’s barking up the wrong tree. So I guess the question is…do you believe me?"

Devlin’s editor looked away from his reporter for a moment and sighed, settling back in his chair. "I can’t believe I’m saying this…but yeah, I do. I believe there’s something seriously ‘Outer Limits’ going on here."

"So you’ll publish the story?" Devlin asked hopefully.

"No, I won’t."

Devlin’s face fell. "But you said…"

"Look, I said I believe there’s something to all this. But you don’t have that something yet," the editor said, picking up a wad of scribbled-on notepaper from his desk up in his hand. "There’s nothing here, Rob. Nothing solid, anyway. And look, these guys…why do you think no one will take them on? It’s because they’ve got the power, they’ve got the connections, and they’ve got the money to make our lives very difficult. I’ve got to cover my ass here."

Devlin sat stony-faced. "I see. Well, I wouldn’t want to mess up your severance package…"

"Rob, look," the editor continued, raising his hand to keep the reporter in his seat. "I need something concrete. I need it on tape, I need a signed confession, I need something. If we go around making claims we can’t back up, that’s libel. You know that."

Rob Devlin stood up from his seat. "Fine. You want it on tape? I’ll get it. And with it, I’ll get you the story of the century." He turned and left the office.

"I bet you will, at that," the editor said quietly.

Fade Out.

Fade In:

Int.

Watchers Council – Conference Room – Afternoon

The room was darkened except for a projector screen showing an image of rather angry-looking bright red demon with yellow eyes and broad horns sprouting from the side of its head. Rowena strode in front of the screen, casting a shadow as colors played across her face.

"This is a juvenile Kraven demon. Originally a native of South America, they were brought here by slaving ships during the…"[image: image14.jpg]



"Blondie!" Faith interrupted from her seat at the conference table. "We don’t need a history lesson. We just need to know how to—"

"Kill it, I know," the blonde watcher finished. "We, um, we’re still exploring options."

"So we don’t know squat," Kennedy said flatly. "That’s comforting."

"Wait, that’s a juvenile?" Vi said, her voice tinged with fear. "So you’re saying these things we’ve been fighting, what took apart my patrol two nights back, are just baby demons?"

"Fortunately, no," Rowena replied as she took a seat at the table. "This is just the only picture we could find. The adults look almost exactly like this but bigger. It appears that, before the other night, no one’s ever encountered an adult Kraven and lived long enough to sketch it."

"Look at that: Vi goin’ where no human woman has gone before," Faith joshed.

"Kind of like her and Xander," Kennedy quipped, earning a smack on the arm from the red-haired slayer.

Faith turned back to Rowena. "So if we don’t know how to kill ’em, what’s the plan?"

"Well," Rowena said, "I want Kennedy to lead a group tonight to the corner of Fulton and West 25th. It’s near there that we had the last sighting of this thing. All the texts say that Kravens are supposed to be in hibernation right now, so I want to know what’s going on, do a little recon." She turned to Kennedy. "You up for it?"

"What do you think?" the slayer replied, cracking her knuckles.

"So why do you think this thing woke up?" Faith asked.

"Well, according to the texts, Kravens are supposed to hibernate in cycles as a species. Their next arousal wasn’t due until 2012," Rowena said.

"I know I get antsy going that long without a good arousal," Kennedy quipped with a smirk.

"Y’know what? I have no idea why this thing’s awake!" Rowena nearly yelled. She got to her feet. "Just go and get me some information so I can figure it out. Try not to get yourselves killed." With that, she stormed out of the room.

As the door slammed shut, Vi was the first to speak. "Whoa, what’s eating her?"

"You got me," Faith said. "You wanna go pick your team, Slick?"

"What?" Kennedy had been staring thoughtfully at the door Rowena had used. "Oh, yeah," she said, shaking her head. "Let’s go."

Cut To:

Ext.

Cleveland Street – Night

An old white Geo Metro, a dent in the passenger-side door and duct tape on one of the headlights, came to a stop beneath the flickering bulb of a single streetlight. As the car’s lights dimmed and the engine sputtered to a stop, Rob Devlin stepped from the vehicle. With a grunt he opened the trunk and pulled out a small digital video camera. He flipped open the camera’s view-screen and poked a few buttons, letting loose a slight sigh of relief when the camcorder did indeed begin to warm up. He scanned his surroundings cautiously.

"Not the best part of town," Devlin muttered to himself. "One of these days I’d like to end up investigating the food quality at the Ritz-Carlton…" Devlin stopped when he heard the faint sound of female voices. Quickly, he moved behind the front end of his car and crouched low, peeking his camera over the hood.

With a battle-axe held lightly in one hand, Kennedy walked into the glare of the streetlight, followed by a team of four girls. She stopped, and when she held up her free hand, the rest of her group stopped as well.

"This is the place," she said.

"Are you sure?" Marie asked, looking around. "I don’t see anything."

Cut To:

POV

Devlin’s Camera Viewscreen – Same Time

"I have spent years honing my keen slayer senses, grasshopper," Kennedy explained condescendingly, "and that’s how I can tell the Kraven’s hiding in this warehouse."

"Really?" asked a shorter blonde slayer named Morgan.

"Well, that and this is where that snitch said the demon was nesting," Kennedy admitted. "Y’know what the cool part is about slayer powers? My knuckles don’t even hurt." She flashed a smile at the girl, who returned it.

"I just meant, we have to be careful with this reporter guy sniffing around. He could be following us right now," Marie explained. She looked over her shoulder with an air of worry.

Cut To:

Ext.

Cleveland Street – Same Time

Devlin hurriedly hunched over even further behind the car, sending a piece of gravel skittering across the asphalt.

Marie’s head whipped around, but she saw nothing but a dumpy-looking car amidst the all-encompassing night.

Cut To:

POV

Devlin’s Camera Viewscreen – Same Time

"I wouldn’t worry about him," Kennedy assured her lieutenant. "Rowena’s in the process of pulling the wool over his eyes but good." She smirked grimly. "Deceit’s her strong point. She always gets her man…or woman." With that, Kennedy turned briskly and led her group towards the nearby warehouse. Behind her, an African-American slayer carried a large green duffle bag over her shoulder.

"Y’know, Chamique," said one of the girls, "your bag’s kind of puke colored."

"Hey, it’s not the bag that counts," Chamique replied.

Cut To:

Ext.

Cleveland Street – Same Time

As the slayers left, Devlin peeked his head over the hood of the car. Then he got to his feet and followed, his camera ready.

Cut To:

Int.

Warehouse – Moments Later

Kennedy led her team of slayers warily across the dirty gray and black floor of the warehouse, her battle-axe ready in her hand. A few non-descript wooden crates were scattered across their path. Ahead of them, towering stacks of crates dominated the farther parts of the cavernous building, forming a sort of wall of packaging.

"Yep," Morgan commented dryly. "It’s a warehouse."

Kennedy raised a finger to her lips for quiet and took a few cautious steps forward before slowly lowering her axe.

"I don’t think it’s here," the slayer leader admitted.

"So what do we—?" Marie began, before being interrupted by a sweeping crash from beyond the wall of crates.

"WHO DARES ENTER MY SANCTUARY?!" boomed a deep voice with a strange and definitely otherworldly strength behind it.

Kennedy’s eyes scanned her surroundings in an instant, but saw nothing but the dusty rafters. "This is the Watchers Council!" she yelled. "Come out with your hands up…or possibly your tentacles!" Kennedy cracked a ghost of a smile and turned to Marie. "I always wanted to say that," she whispered.

"WHAT IS YOUR BUSINESS HERE?!"

Cut To:

Ext.

Warehouse – Same Time

Outside the large brick building, Robert Devlin stood by a dirty, opaque window. One of the panes was broken, and through this, he had poked the lens of his camcorder. He scanned the inside with his camera then found his target.

Cut To:

POV

Devlin’s Camera Viewscreen – Same Time

Kennedy confidently stepped forward, seemingly towards her unseen host.

"Well," she began casually, "I’m here to kick ass and chew gum. And I’m all out of gum."

Cut To:

Int.

Warehouse – Same Time

Marie gave her leader a confused look. "Huh?"

"Faith always says cool stuff, and it made more sense in my head, okay?" Kennedy defended. Without another word, she ran towards the wall, holding her battle-axe. Just as she was about to reach the box barrier, a massive red fist punched right through the wall and sent Kennedy flying thirty feet backwards. She crashed into one of the crates, smashing it to pieces. Kennedy gritted her teeth, obviously in some pain, as blood dripped from a cut across her cheek.

"Whoa!" exclaimed one of the girls. "Are you okay?"

"I’m good," Kennedy said, slowly picking herself up to her feet. "What was…" At that moment, the front of the wall of crates exploded into nothingness. "…that?"

A cloud of splinters and dust gradually dispersed into the dark, revealing a huge, muscular red demon, its full and terrible height rising almost to the faraway ceiling, broad horns protruding from its misshapen skull, framing glowing yellow eyes. The demon held a huge serrated sword in its hand, big enough to slice a semi in two, let alone a slayer. The demon let loose a blood-curdling roar.

"Whoa," said Marie quietly.

Cut To:

Ext.

Warehouse – Same Time

"Jesus, Mary, and Joseph!" exclaimed Devlin, before clapping one hand to his mouth while the other held the camera steady.

Cut To:

POV

Devlin’s Camera Viewscreen – Same Time

Kennedy looked around at her cowering troops.

"C’mon, this is nothing," she said. "We took out that Presidium Bastion, remember? We can waste this Conan wanna-be!" Kennedy gestured at the behemoth with her axe.

No one moved. With a sigh, Kennedy saw that she might have to lead by example. She rushed the demon once again…

Cut To:

Int.

Warehouse – Same Time

…and met with an extremely similar result, this time smacking hard into the far brick wall of the warehouse, cracking the mortar in several places. Kennedy sank to the ground, coughing.

"IS THAT ALL WHO OPPOSE ME?" the demon cackled. "HUMAN FEMALES WHO DO NOT KNOW THEIR PLACE?"

With one last sputter, Kennedy dragged herself to her knees, her face covered in a mixture of dust and her own blood. She took a few ragged breaths. "Okay," she muttered, "now I’m pissed."

Cut To:

Ext.

Warehouse – Same Time

"She takes a licking and keeps on ticking," commented an impressed Devlin, his eyes transfixed by the LCD screen of his camcorder.

Cut To:

Int.

Warehouse – Same Time

Kennedy drew as much breath as she could and shouted. "Chamique, toast him!"

The African-American girl smiled and slung her duffle off her back and onto the floor, then unzipped it to reveal a large metal contraption with military markings.

"A flamethrower?" asked Morgan incredulously. "How come you get a flamethrower?"

"Because I’m cooler than you," Chamique replied. She shouldered the weapon, and with one last smirk, unleashed a sheet of flame in the Kraven’s general direction.

Kennedy managed the beginnings of a smile, too. "I call it, ‘Kraven en Flambe’" With a painful sounding cough, she continued. "Get it? ’Cause ‘Flambe’ means fire in…" A look of horror came over Kennedy’s features.

The red demon was engulfed in flames for a brief moment, but immediately the fire began to dissipate, leaving the Kraven standing unharmed. The wooden crates behind the demon, however, were on fire…a lot of fire.

Chamique cringed. "That was probably not the greatest idea ever, huh?"

"That thing is flame retardant!" Morgan exclaimed. "It’s like…an asbestos demon!"

"I WAS FORGED IN FLAMES!" boomed the demon. "YOU CANNOT DEFEAT ME!"

"Wanna bet?" said a confident-sounding voice, and the demon turned its gaze downward to see Marie smirking up at it, a sword in her hand.

Cut To:

POV

Devlin’s Camera Viewscreen – Same Time

The demon swung its huge sword down at Marie, who rolled out of the way with a grunt. With slayer agility, she sprang back to her feet and began to scale the demon itself. With a few quick leaps, Marie was standing on the Kraven demon’s shoulder, a background of burning wood and black smoke behind her.

"Hey, I can see my big ol’ box from up here," she commented drolly before swinging her sword at the demon’s neck. With a sharp clang, the sword found the demon’s skin impenetrable and broke, leaving a shocked Marie staring at the broken piece of blade in her hand.

Smoothly, the demon flicked Marie off its shoulder like she was a fly and sent her falling into the flaming wood below.

Cut To:

Int.

Warehouse – Same Time

"Marie!" yelled Kennedy. She grunted in pain as she scrambled to her feet. She gazed up at the huge red demon, its horrible visage wreathed in flame. "We have to get out of here," she said, almost to herself, almost as if she didn’t quite believe it. "Girls!" Kennedy shouted. "Get out of here!"

"What about Marie?" Chamique asked, slightly panicked.

"I’ll get her," Kennedy replied. "Everybody get out of the building!"

Cut To:

POV

Devlin’s Camera Viewscreen – Same Time

Jumping out of the way of another slash of the demon’s huge sword, Kennedy ran right into the flames.

"Marie!" she shouted again, her eyes darting around, before the smoke put Kennedy into a coughing fit. Covering her mouth with her sleeve, Kennedy plunged deeper into the flames and disappeared from view.

The Kraven’s sword slashed amidst the fire, searching for a pair of slayers.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Lobby – Later That Night

Willow half walked, half jogged into the lobby, a worried expression on her face. Rowena was already leaning on the reception desk, which had Andrew sitting behind it wearing a headset.

"I heard there’s an alert," Willow said. "What’s up?"

"Well, apparently, Kennedy’s little recon mission ended up burning down a warehouse in Ohio City." Rowena did not look pleased.

Willow’s brow furrowed even further. "Is everybody okay?"

"Last we talked to her, Morgan was less coherent than Attack of the Clones," Andrew supplied. "So we’re not completely sure, exactly."

At the sound of the front doors bursting open, Willow and Rowena spun to see a soot-and-blood-covered Kennedy, supporting a weak-looking Marie, enter ahead of four slayers in various lesser states of disrepair.

"Kennedy," Willow exclaimed, "are you okay?"

"I’ll live…probably," Kennedy replied flatly. "Remember that whole thing about how we don’t know how to kill a Kraven demon? Turns out, we still don’t. The thing’s immune to swords, fire, and is roughly the size of Rhode Island. It’s also definitely not asleep. I have to get Marie to the infirmary." The group of slayers disappeared from the room as Rowena and Willow looked on.

"Well, at least everyone’s okay," said Rowena.

"Yeah," Willow agreed. "I don’t know how we’d explain another dead girl to that reporter."

Rowena gave her girlfriend a particularly icy stare, which Willow duly noticed.

"I didn’t mean…y’know, in addition to dead girl being very bad all around, I meant…" A look of realization came over Willow’s face. "Oh! This is because I mentioned Devlin, isn’t it?"

"We both agree that the problem isn’t going away," Rowena said.

"Well, yeah, the way he left today, I’m pretty sure he wasn’t convinced," Willow agreed.

"And I think we both know the only way to solve it," Rowena continued, her voice even.

Willow held up her hands. "If this is about the forgetting spell, I already told you—"

"Willow, we don’t have a choice!" Rowena argued, her voice edging from even towards shrill. "If the world at large finds out about us, there will be utter chaos. People will die. Innocent people. Hundreds, possibly thousands."

"I get that part," Willow said defensively. "I’m just saying, we need to find another way."[image: image15.jpg]



"Willow, there is no other way," Rowena said. "Don’t you think I’ve tried? I wouldn’t ask you unless there was no other possible…" Rowena choked up and looked as if she might cry.

"Baby, is…" Willow began.

Rowena rubbed one eye with her hand and took a deep breath. "Willow, Devlin is one of the most upstanding, determined individuals I’ve ever met. He can’t be fooled, he can’t be dissuaded, he can’t be threatened, and he can’t be bought. Magic is the only way."

"It’s wrong," Willow said quietly, but firmly. "You know that…or some part of you does, anyway. I wouldn’t want to be with somebody who didn’t realize that."

"Of course it’s wrong!" Rowena snapped. "God, do you think I want to do this? To invade someone’s mind against their wishes? It’s pretty damn wrong, all right. But this isn’t about wrong or right. It’s about doing what’s necessary…" Her voice broke again. "It’s about doing what’s necessary to protect the human race."

"You sound like the Presidium," said Willow stonily.

The pair of lovers looked each other with hurt and distrust. An uncomfortable silence filled the air between them.

"Is this a bad time?" a voice interrupted.

Both women turned to see a soot-stained Robert Devlin standing in the door, carrying a video camera under one arm.

"What…what do you want?" Rowena asked tiredly.

"I wanted to tell you guys that I was wrong," he said.

Willow and Rowena looked at each other, stunned grins crossing their faces briefly before they turned back to the reporter.[image: image16.jpg]



"That’s wonderful news, sir," Willow gushed.

"Glad you think so," Devlin replied, taking a step forward into the lobby. "You see, this isn’t the story of the century."

"No?" asked Rowena.

"No," Devlin said. "It’s the story of the millennium."

Fade Out.

End of Act Two
Act Three
Fade In:

Int.

Watchers Council – Conference Room – Same Night

"Chamique, toast him!"

Roaring flames spread across the video screen on the wall of the conference room. Willow, Rowena, Faith,[image: image17.jpg]


 Kennedy, and Andrew sat in chairs while Xander sat in his wheelchair with casts on one of his arms and one of his legs, while Devlin leaned against the back wall, arms crossed. Willow’s mouth was hanging open, and Rowena looked at the screen as little as possible, mostly examining a particularly interesting spot on the floor and generally looking miserable. Faith glanced at her fellow slayer, who looked slightly sheepish. Xander scowled at Andrew as the latter popped an M&M into his mouth and kept his eyes glued to the screen.

Seemingly unable to take any more of this, Rowena got up and walked over to the VCR, pressing pause to freeze an image of Marie about to stab a massive red demon in the neck, her sword glinting. She turned back to the reporter.

"What do you want me to say?" Rowena asked.

Devlin uncrossed his arms and stood upright. "It’s time to be straight, Ms. Allister. I don’t have Weta Workshop hiding in my basement."

"I have an orc figurine signed by all the guys at Weta Workshop," Andrew supplied cheerfully. There was a brief pause as everyone in the room spared him a baleful glance, then Devlin continued.

"There’s no way I could have faked this with the resources I have. There’s a war going on, a war the public doesn’t even know about. A war with demons, swords, and super-powered young women," he pointed at the television screen. "And I have proof. The Plain Dealer will be publishing an article stating the facts in the near future. I can assure you of that."

Faith leaned forward in her chair. "So why come here and tell us? Now that you’ve got the scoop, why not just go write your story, get your damn Pulitzer, and live happily ever after?"

"Faith," Rowena began, "there is no ‘scoop’. I’m sure this is all some sort of mix-up. You see, at the Academy, we emphasize a well-rounded…"

"Oh, Ro, get over it!" Faith interrupted heatedly. "We lost. He’s got us. I bet you’ve hidden another copy of this, someplace we’d never think to look, right?" She raised a questioning eyebrow at the reporter.

"You are correct," he said simply. "To answer your question, it should be obvious: I’ve come to get your side of the story."

"Come again?" Xander asked, as if he hadn’t heard right.

"Well," Devlin explained, "I’m sure if I just go with what I know right now, I won’t be absolutely right on everything. I don’t like to do things only knowing some of the facts. And, no matter what you people may think, I’m not ‘out to get’ this organization. I saw what I saw, and if anything’s clear to me, it’s that you’re the good guys. Of course, the owner of that burned-down warehouse might think different, but you get the point."

There was a moment of uncomfortable silence around the room. Rowena pinched the bridge of her nose, and Kennedy fidgeted with the something in the pocket of her jeans.

"I say we go with my plan from before," Faith said, her voice low.

"The one where we ‘let him in’?" asked Kennedy.

"Yeah."

"We can’t," Rowena said, exasperated. "I already explained—"

"The Coven votes yes," Willow said quickly. Rowena turned and her shocked gaze fell on the witch, who shifted her weight uneasily in response. The blonde took a deep breath.

"I’m forced to point out that, since Willow is currently suspended from duty, she doesn’t have authority in this matter," Rowena said. This time it was Willow’s turn to look shocked and hurt. There was more uncomfortable quiet.

"So, Andrew," Faith said, breaking the silence, "what do you think?"

Andrew looked confused at his sudden inclusion in the conversation. "What?"

"You’re the highest-ranking non-suspended Coven member on duty right now," she explained. "What’s your vote?"

He looked rather flustered at this turn of events. "Oh, right, um…what she said," Andrew pointed at Willow. "The Coven votes yes."

Rowena did not look pleased.

"Guess it’s settled then," Xander commented quietly.

Devlin looked slightly uneasy. "The Coven?"

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Lobby – Later

"You let yourself be followed?!"[image: image18.jpg]



Kennedy stopped in her tracks at the sound of Rowena’s shout, and with an annoyed sigh, she turned to face the livid watcher.

"What were you thinking?!" Rowena’s cheeks were flushed, and she was shouting as loud as she could.

"Careful, Ro, Devlin’s in there," Kennedy admonished sarcastically, jerking her thumb toward the door of the conference room. "Don’t want the press hearing your tantrum."

"My tant—" Rowena made a deeply offended scoffing noise, then seemed to take a moment and breathe before continuing in a lower, though just as angry, tone of voice. "Kennedy, do you have any idea what this means? People are going to die. We won’t be able to operate with any sort of…Do you have the slightest inkling of how royally screwed we are?"

Kennedy took a vaguely menacing step towards her former watcher, but her voice remained calm. "For the record, I didn’t ‘let’ anyone follow me. You wanna suspend me, too? Again? Go ahead, but this is not my fault."

Rowena remained stonily silent.

"And we’re not screwed," Kennedy continued. "We’re following Faith’s plan. We try and convince him not to publish the story by showing him how important it is that all this remain a secret."

"Kennedy, do you really think he’ll listen?"

"I don’t know," the slayer said. "But it’s all we’ve got. Keeping all this a secret, it’s important. I get that. What I don’t get is you taking your issues out on me."

"My—?"

"You heard me," Kennedy continued, taking another step towards Rowena. "I don’t know what the problem is with you and Willow, but you don’t need to bring me into it. Just know that, if you and Willow are imploding, it’s not my fault. I’ve been keeping my lips to myself."

"We’re not—"

"Oh, really?" Kennedy’s right eyebrow rose an inch. "Fine. Just saying, it’s not my fault." The dark-haired slayer turned away from Rowena and walked the opposite direction down the hall. "You should probably go give your first press conference," she shot over her shoulder before turning the corner.

Rowena stood looking down an empty hallway for a beat before the conference room door opened behind her to reveal Willow pushing Xander out of the room in his wheelchair.

"Is everything okay?" Xander asked. "I heard yelling."

For a moment, Willow and Rowena looked icily into each other’s eyes.

"Just peachy," Rowena eventually answered, her eyes never leaving Willow’s face.

Fade Out.

Fade In:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – The Next Morning

"So…how long have you been a slayer?"

"Um…I dunno…seven, eight years?" Faith sat across one of the wooden tables in the library from Robert Devlin, who had his trusty notepad open and ready. "It was just me and B for a while there, until Red did her mojo a couple years ago and made all the potential slayers real slayers."

Devlin raised his hand to stop her. "I’m sorry…‘B’?

"Yeah, that’s what I called her." Faith smiled. "They told you about Buffy?" Devlin shook his head, and the slayer continued. "B was the best damn slayer of all time they say. Single-handedly stopped about a dozen apocalypses. Well, not single-handedly, she had her little Scooby gang."

"Scooby gang?"

"That’s what they called themselves, B and Red and Xander, and whoever they were screwing at the time."

"And Red is…?"[image: image19.jpg]Ly .
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"Willow," Faith explained impatiently.

"And where were you during all these…apocalypses?" Devlin looked as though he had trouble getting the last word out of his mouth.

"I was in a California State Correctional Facility," Faith stated matter-of-factly.

Devlin took a moment to take this in, then asked, in a somewhat strangled voice, "Why?"

"I killed some people. Fought Buffy to the death. It’s all in the past," Faith answered nonchalantly. Seeing the appalled look on Devlin’s face, she raised an eyebrow. "Maybe we should leave that part out."

"So Buffy is dead?" he asked.

"No, she’s living in Europe. She helps with the slayers in the London branch."

Devlin shook his head. "I’m confused.

Faith grinned. "I’m not surprised."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Coven Room – Later That Morning

"And this," Dawn said, flicking a light switch to illuminate the empty Coven Room, "is where we make the muffins."

"The magic muffins, that is," added Skye, as she and Jeff followed Dawn into the room and were in turn followed by Devlin. The reporter looked around skeptically at the bare floor before shifting to the walls, which were lined with shelves covered with carefully labeled jars.

"And that is no way a drug metaphor," Jeff clarified a little too quickly. "Just good clean yummy magical fun here."

Dawn followed Devlin’s gaze and walked nervously over to the shelves. "Yeah, we pretty much got all the fixin’s. Motherwort, sacmus root, sacred lion claws imported direct from Africa…not that we authorize killing endangered species," she winced.[image: image20.jpg]



"They’re only sacred if the animal isn’t declawed until after it has died of natural causes," Jeff explained.

Devlin looked thoughtful. "So it’s not just monsters, then. Magic’s real, too?"

"I know, it came as a bit of a shock to me at first, too," said Skye. "It’s like, when did real life begin to resemble a J.K. Rowling book, and why didn’t I get the memo? But once you get used to it, magic’s kinda fun."

"Yeah, fun," Devlin said absent-mindedly, running his hand over a glass jar filled with some unidentified green glop. After a moment, he turned quickly to his young guides. "Show me."

"You mean, like, show you a spell?" Skye asked. Devlin nodded.

Dawn looked uncertain. "I dunno. Sometimes spells with us three don’t…um, they’re not really rated PG-13 all the time."

"And that means…?" Devlin prodded.

"Well," Jeff explained, "magic often involves releasing the potential energy within a person or bringing that energy in tune with that of nature. This energy can be released in various ways, not all of which are entirely…uncomfy."

"So that…oh!" An interesting look crossed Devlin’s features. "I see." There was a moment where none of the four looked entirely comfortable. "Well, if you don’t feel…" Devlin turned his eyes back to the shelves, unscrewing the top of one of the jars, "I mean, if you’re not…"

"Gesundheit," said Jeff, seemingly out of nowhere. Skye gave him a strange glance.

Devlin finished unscrewing the top of the jar and leaned down to sniff its contents. After one whiff, the reporter sneezed violently. After a moment, he recovered and looked at Jeff.

"Yeah," said Skye, "he does that sometimes. He’s a soothsayer. It can get annoying."

Jeff shot a not-pleased look at the redhead, but Dawn ignored them both and gently took the jar back from Devlin.

"Essence of dandelion," she explained. "It always makes my sinuses itch, too."

"Right," said Devlin shortly. His face was unreadable.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Kitchen – Later That Morning

Devlin sat at the center counter while Andrew and Tracey busily worked around him. She was wearing a stained white apron; he was wearing an apron that read "My cooking is mostly harmless."

"Let me get this straight," said Devlin, reading his open notepad. "You were a super-villain who fought against Buffy, then you killed your best friend under the influence of the original evil in the world, then you were taken hostage, and now you…bake."[image: image21.jpg]



Andrew looked up from a simmering pot of spaghetti sauce. "I’m in the coven too but…yeah."

"Hey," Tracey said defensively, her oven mitts on her hips, "redemption can be a long and winding path."

Andrew seemed uncomfortable. "Tracey, he’s not wrong. I did commit those awful, awful crimes, but now I have to—"

"Oh, come on, Andy!" Tracey interrupted. "You’re not the same guy you were then. You’re sweet and funny and charming…and not evil at all!" A wide grin grew on Andrew’s face until Devlin cleared his throat.

"And how did you end up working here?" he asked Tracey pointedly.

"Oh, y’know, I just applied for the job," she said. "Not very exciting, I know. My flashback episode would be kind of boring. But it pays for school books and video games." She looked thoughtful for a moment, then added, "And food, clothing, and shelter, if I have any left over."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Xander’s Workshop – Afternoon

A crossbow bolt flew into the red bull’s-eye of a target hung on the wall with a solid thunk, right between two other bolts already lodged in the target.

"That’s good, Heli," Xander said from his wheelchair by the far wall. The blonde slayer lowered her repeating crossbow with a proud smile.[image: image22.jpg]


 

Devlin stood next to Xander, glancing around walls covered in strange multi-bladed axes and flail-tipped pole-axes. "And you designed all of these?"

"Well, not really," Xander said modestly. "More like…improved. We got the best arsenal this side of Vor."

"Vor?"

"Hell dimension," Heli said, "Or so I’ve been told." She seemed strangely wistful.

Devlin seemed unable to process this momentarily, though his hand still seemed to write down the slayer’s words of its own accord.

"So…where are the guns?" Devlin said, seemingly to change the subject.

"What?" Xander asked.

"You know," Devlin prodded, "if this is the biggest arsenal this side of, well, hell, then where are all the firearms?"

"Oh, they’re here," Xander said, "in storage. We don’t like to break ’em out much."

"You’d be surprised how useless guns can be," Heli piped in. "Give me a sword any day."

"Normally," Xander said, "I’d show you how to make a simple stake, like we do with the girls their first week here, but, well…" With his free hand, Xander tapped the cast on his arm, which was covered in brightly colored well-wishes.

"How did you get injured, anyway?" Devlin asked, his pen poised over his notepad. Xander was silent for a moment, a frown on his face.

"It happened in Vancouver."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Dining Hall – Later That Afternoon

"Let’s talk about Vancouver," Devlin said.

Vi sat across from the reporter with eyes staring down at her half-eaten salad. A beam of sunlight streamed across the table from the not-quite-closed curtains. A small group of junior slayers were just leaving out a door in the far corner of the room, leaving the pair alone at their small table.[image: image23.jpg]



"You were there, weren’t you, Ms. Joston?" prompted Devlin.

"Yes, I was there, all right?" Vi snapped. Then she quieted down and went back to inspecting lettuce leaves. "What do you want to know?"

"Just the basics," Devlin said gently. "Six girls died…Ms. Joston, what happened?" Vi remained silent, so the reporter continued, "It was a mission, wasn’t it? This Council…you’re taking on creepy-crawlies every night of the week, you’re bound to mess up every once in a while—"

"But we can’t!" Vi said, her voice loud once again. "Don’t you get it? Every time I screw up, people’s lives are on the line. We’ve got the world on our shoulders, every night of the week. I can’t mess up. There’s no breaks, no vacations…" The red-haired slayer barked a single rueful laugh. "Though I guess I could take one during my suspension."

"You’ve been suspended?" Devlin asked. "Why? Is it because of…"

"Vancouver, yeah," Vi finished. "Starts next week, after Willow’s is over. I guess they didn’t want to be too short-handed. Some people around here seem to think the whole thing was our fault, me and Willow and Xander." Then she let out a sigh and began to rummage around among her shaved carrot slices with her fork. "Oh, who am I kidding? It was my fault…our fault. If we had just listened to Chastity for one second, instead of just rushing in…those girls would be alive. They were right to suspend us." She looked directly at the reporter for the first time. "Is there anything else you want to know?"

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Later That Afternoon

Robin sat across from Rob Devlin in a large leather chair, the table between them covered three deep in old, leather-bound volumes.

"That story you told me about your girlfriend and the demon war machines," Devlin began, "that really was true, wasn’t it?"

"Yeah," Robin’s expression didn’t change. "I can see you’re quick."

"I don’t mean to bring up a painful subject, but maybe you could, um," Devlin and Wood locked eyes for a moment, "give me some more details."

"Well," Robin answered after a moment, "we were in Vor, fighting the Presidium."

"Vor, as in…" Devlin trailed off. "You went to Hell?"

Robin looked as if he was considering this. "I guess. Me more than most of us." He looked down at the table for a beat.

"So what was that like?"

"You ever see Lord of the Rings?" Robin asked. Devlin nodded. "Think Return of the King, but bigger."

"You guys have a lot of time to watch movies in between potential apocalypses?"

"Well," Robin answered with a wan smile, "Andrew does have his purpose."

"So how’re you adjusting…to the whole one leg concept?"

Whatever smile Robin may have had disappeared. "As well as can be expected, I suppose. It’s just…"

"Yes?" Devlin prompted. Robin sighed.

"I’ve been a demon hunter pretty much my whole life. My mother was a slayer, you know, back during the ‘one girl in all the world’ days. She was killed by a vampire when I was four. I guess…" Robin looked away from Devlin before continuing. "I guess I never really knew how to be anything but a warrior."

"And now that’s gone," commented Devlin.

"Yeah."

"And your girlfriend?" the reporter continued. "The one with the chopping-action mystical weapon? How’s she handling it?"

Robin’s gaze returned to Devlin, his eyes hard. "To be honest, I’m not really sure. Faith and I don’t talk much these days. There’s mostly shouting."

Devlin raised a hand, his eyes on his cryptic notes. "Wait…Faith? You’re in a relationship with the head slayer?"

"Yes," Robin replied tersely. Devlin didn’t say anything more for a moment, writing something down before turning back to his subject.

"And this isn’t some kind of Oedipal thing?"

Robin’s stare darkened.

"I’m just asking," Devlin said defensively.

"Excuse me, Mr. Wood," said a bespectacled, fresh-faced young man. He might have been in his late twenties or early thirties. Neither man had noticed him until now.

"Excuse me, Mr. Devlin," Robin said. "Yes, Jackson?"

"I think the Kraven may have a weakness after all." The young man placed yet another text open on the table in front of Robin, who studied the page for a moment.

"Yes, this could be very useful," he said absently. "Very, very useful." Then he turned to the younger man and said "Great work, Jackson."

"Thank you, sir," Jackson replied, "but I’m sure the more senior watchers would have found it eventually if you all didn’t have so much on your minds." Jackson left as quickly as he had appeared. Robin seemed vaguely discombobulated by the last comment, then he turned back to Devlin.

"See? We do occasionally manage to get some things done around here."

Cut To:

Int.

Another Warehouse – Dusk

With a loud bang the door of a decrepit and darkened warehouse exploded off its hinges, bathing the dank interior in the dusky pink of the setting sun. The floor was covered in stacked rows of old-looking tires. In the doorway, the light silhouetted Rob Devlin and Kennedy, who held her sword lightly at her side.

"You do this a lot?" Devlin asked. "Barge into places that could possibly house gigantor-sized devil creatures with a maximum amount of noise?"

"Ya scared?" the slayer teased.

"And you’re not?"

Kennedy shrugged. "Nah. It’s my job, y’know? It’s all I got." She stepped over the threshold and out of the sunlight. "Relax," she continued, "this is probably a bust, just like the last three places."

Kennedy began to carefully snake between the piles of tires, using them for maximum cover. Devlin tried his best to follow, but looked considerably less stealthy. Behind the pair, several other slayers filtered through the entrance and made their way slowly across the warehouse floor. At the foot of one particularly tall pile of tires, Kennedy halted and dropped to one knee. Devlin instantly duplicated Kennedy’s actions.

"What?" he asked, his voice resonating in the empty space.

"Shhh!" Kennedy raised one finger to her lips momentarily before answering in a whisper. "Do you hear that?"

"Um…no."

"It’s okay," Kennedy explained, still whispering. "Slayer hearing."

"Geez, is there anything you people can’t do?" Devlin whispered.

Kennedy turned her head slightly to regard the reporter. "We’re just people, like everybody else, all right?"

"Most people can’t kick down a door quite that easily," Devlin pointed out.

"But we’re still…" Kennedy stopped a moment, searching for the right words. "Slayers laugh, they cry, they fall in love, and they die, just like people everywhere."

There was a moment of silence between the two before Devlin scribbled something down on his trusty notepad.

"Hey, Kennedy," came the yelled voice of one of the slayers, "I don’t think it’s here."

At the sound of the shout, the huge red Kraven demon rose above the piles of tires and got to its feet with an angry roar.

"So, not a bust," Devlin commented, fear in his voice.

"It’s under control," Kennedy said calmly, sizing up the demon.

"FILTHY HUMANS, YOU DISTURB ME AGAIN? DO YOU WISH TO D—"

Kennedy cocked her arm and then threw her sword a good hundred feet, straight as an arrow. With a squelch, her sword pierced the Kraven’s eye and cut it off in mid-sentence. Without another word, the demon toppled to the floor of the building. The massive crash made both slayer and reporter wince.

"Is it dead?" Devlin asked after a stunned moment.

"Yeppers," Kennedy confirmed. "It’s like Xander told me once, everything has eyes."

"Just a normal girl," Devlin remarked with a sigh before turning his attention back to his notes.

Cut To:

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Night

"So you’re the…" Devlin scanned his notes and looked up at the woman sitting across from him. "Uber-witch," he finished.[image: image24.jpg]



"Well, I don’t know about ‘uber’. I’m the head of the Coven around here, though." Willow looked a little embarrassed. "At least, I am most of the time," she added under her breath.

"Yes, your suspension," Devlin continued, obviously having heard her. "How do you feel about that?"

"And how am I supposed to answer that?" Willow asked, annoyed.

"Just be honest," Devlin said.

"It’s a crock. That’s what I feel about it," Willow said. "We’re already dealing with this major setback, so my girlfriend decides the best way to make things better is to punish everyone involved. That’s definitely the winning strategy."

"Your girlfriend…?" Devlin leafed vigorously back through his notes.

"Oh, goddess," Willow sighed.

"You and Ms. Allister are in…a relationship?" Devlin sounded as if he was sure he was wrong.

"Supposedly," Willow replied. "Is there a problem with that?"

"Well…" Devlin looked uncomfortable. "In theory, no. It’s just, well, you’re both powerful people in this really powerful organization."

"Which means…what, exactly?"

"It means that if the United States President and the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court went home after a hard day of ruling the country and made sweet, tender love, I bet a lot of people would have a problem with it," Devlin said. "Beyond the gay thing."

Willow’s brow crinkled. "Oh thanks. I definitely needed that image in my head," she said disgustedly.

"So how’s that working out?" the reporter prodded. "I imagine there might be occasional conflict-of-interest issues."

"There might be," Willow said tersely.

"Right," Devlin said, seemingly not paying much attention. "You tried to destroy the world once, is that correct, Ms. Rosenberg?"

Willow seemed flustered at this new line of questioning. "Um…Yes, I did."

"Could you turn your hair black for me?" Devlin asked, looking up.

Willow just stared at him. "What?!"

Cut To:

Int.

Bonnie’s Quarters – Later That Night

"You’re an evil real estate agent?" Devlin asked.

"Sometimes," Bonnie answered, clearly unhappy about being forced to give this interview. "I find that real estate can be a doorway to…other avenues worth exploring," she replied.

"But you’re not evil anymore, right?" the reporter continued. "I mean, they wouldn’t let you stay here if you were."

"Oh, I wouldn’t say I was ever evil, but I do look out for my interests first," Bonnie said. "See, sometimes the good guys need somebody to be a little evil. You know, on their behalf."

"Hmm…" was Devlin’s only response.

"And, well, I’m also here so that the Council can protect me from all the demons I pissed off back in my bad old days," Bonnie elaborated. "It’s sort of their thing…protecting people. And like I said, it’s self-preservation. They protect me, and I help if I can. It’s a trade-off."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Conference Room – Later That Night

At the conference table, Rowena and Devlin sat on opposite sides of each other. She looked tired and mussed, while Devlin seemed in his element as he scooted his chair closer to the table and smartly flipped open his notepad to the correct page.

"Where do we start?" Rowena asked.[image: image25.jpg]



"Well, you are the boss around here, Ms. Allister, correct?"

"I am the chief of the Watchers branch of the Council, yes, but we have division of pow—"

"But the Watchers branch is higher than the other branches, right? I mean, you just have to look at the name of this place. It’s not the ‘Slayers Council’." Rowena was obviously not sure how to respond to this, so Devlin moved on. "So I guess that makes you the one responsible for trying to pull the wool over my eyes."

"Mr. Devlin," Rowena began, "the Council has existed, in one form or another, since the prehistoric age. And in all that time, its existence has remained a secret. It is essential to the safety of the world that it remain that way."

"In my experience, Ms. Allister, secrecy never leads to safety," Devlin retorted.

"Look," Rowena said, exasperated, "this is the world headquarters for fighting the forces of darkness. If all those forces knew exactly where we were and the details of the identities of each of our leaders, it could be a very unfortunate scenario. Not to mention the inevitable and incredibly dangerous public panic it would set off."

"If you’re trying to convince me to drop the story," Devlin said, "it’s not working. And in case you haven’t noticed, a lot of people aren’t too fond of the United States government, and yet it has no problem letting people know what, where, and who it is." A thoughtful look crossed the reporter’s features. "Hey, do they know about all this, by the way? The government, I mean?"

"Yes," Rowena answered. "They tried to police the underworld themselves once, but that didn’t really come off very well."

"You think, if this comes out, it could bring down the President?" Devlin had an interesting look on his face. "You know, with the lying?"

"That would be pleasant," Rowena said thoughtfully, but then grew serious again. "Can we just get this over with?"

"Fine by me, Ms. Allister," Devlin said coolly. "So, how long have you been the Head Watcher?"

Rowena looked like she was doing math in her head. "A month, maybe?"

"Ah," Devlin said, "that would explain it."

"Explain what?" Rowena looked somewhat defensive.

"A lot of things, actually," he replied. "You’re sort of in over your head, wouldn’t you say?"

"What?" she exclaimed, shocked. "I am not—"

"Of course," Devlin interrupted. "I’m merely pointing out that, well, Buffy Summers, who I’ve been told single-handedly did such a great job all those years, is retired now. Her watcher is retired. In their place, we have a rather bizarre former murderer and a hassled twenty-something with romantic issues."

"I can assure you, Mr. Devlin," Rowena said firmly, "I do not have ‘romantic issues’."

"Seems to me," Devlin continued, "that you guys, the next generation, might have gone uptown, but you’re not doing any better a job than one girl in the California suburbs. And I’m sure our neighbors to the north would agree with me. But I talk too much. My job is to listen."

"Then listen closely," Rowena said, leaning over the table toward the reporter. "I am not the one in over my head here. You are. You have no concept of the sort of things we deal with on a daily basis, and neither does the rest of the world. I won’t lie to you, there will be setbacks, and we all have made mistakes in the past and we all will make mistakes in the future."

"Comforting," Devlin said.

Rowena ignored him. "But let me make this clear," she continued. "As long as the Watchers Council is here, the darkness won’t win. If it weren’t for the people in this building, the world would have ended many times over by now. We have one goal, the safety of humanity, and I promise you that I will do everything in my power to facilitate that goal."

"And you think that suppressing the truth facilitates – God, I hate that word – you think it facilitates the safety of humanity?"

"Yes," Rowena said with absolute conviction behind it.

Devlin stood up from the table, his chair screeching against the floor. "Well, then, I guess we’ll just have to agree to disagree." With that, the reporter walked to the door.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Hallway – Moments Later

As Devlin walked briskly away down the hall, Rowena exited the door of the conference room and called after him.

"Mr. Devlin?"

The reporter turned back to the watcher. "Yes, Ms. Allister?"

"I think I have one more person you might be interested in meeting," Rowena said. "Would you wait a moment?"

Devlin regarded her suspiciously for a moment before answering. "Yes, of course."

"Good," Rowena replied, and she began walking down the hallway in the opposite direction.

Devlin stood where he had stopped for a moment, obviously unsure of what to do with himself until Rowena returned. He fished his notepad out of his pocket and began making a few additional notes.

"How’s it goin’?"

Devlin’s eyes rose from his notes to regard the new arrival. "Ms. Lehane," he said to the slayer. "Fine, thank you. Your leader is certainly a forceful woman."

"We got a lot of those around here," Faith said as she stood casually against the wall across from the reporter, her arms crossed. "So did you think about what Blondie said?"

"About dropping the story?" Faith nodded. "She has a valid point of view, but I’ve been doing this for years. Decades, in fact, and if I’ve learned one thing it’s that the truth is always the way to go. Lies just come back and bite you."

"So you’re writing it?"

"Yes."

"Then perhaps I could…convince you to change your mind," Faith said, stepping forward."

"I really don’t see how," Devlin said, looking a little nervous.

"That’s ’cause you don’t have a big enough imagination, Kolchak," Faith replied, taking another step forward. "I, on the other hand, have a gigantic one. Vivid colors and all that."

"Ms. Lehane," Devlin said in a low voice, "are you threatening me?"

"It’s only a threat if you can’t back it up," Faith said menacingly. In one lightning quick motion, she put one hand against the reporter’s chest, slammed him against the wall, and held him there.

"Assault the media," Devlin groaned. "Good call. I can see why you’re in charge."

"I’m in charge," Faith said, "because I get the job done. Now, you know I’m a murderer. What makes you think I won’t reach up and snap your neck right now?"

Devlin stared hard at his attacker for a moment before replying. "Because you’re the good guys." Faith gave him a hardened look, then removed her grip. Devlin dropped to the ground, his breath coming in gasps. "You don’t get it, do you?" he said. "I’m trying to help."

He stood up straight, seemingly having collected himself. Faith merely glared.

"You’ve got this incredibly powerful international organization," he continued, "and all the people running it are angsty twenty-somethings. I’ve only been here a day or so, and even I can tell things are going to hell. You guys want to protect humanity, fine. But that’s not what’s going on here. Nobody here wants their dirty little secrets to come out. That’s what this whole thing has been about. You people are so caught up in your own crap, you couldn’t see an apocalypse if it came up and bit you in the ass!"

"Mr. Devlin?" Rowena interrupted. "This is Brell. He’s…an ally of ours." The reporter dubiously examined the blue demon that was accompanying Rowena.

"Hello, intrepid reporter," Brell said with a wave.

Devlin sighed and followed as Rowena ushered him and Brell into the conference room together. She shut the door behind them and turned to face Faith.

"What’s with Brell?" Faith asked. "He can’t use English grammar, but he can say ‘intrepid’?"

"Faith!" Rowena exclaimed. "What were you doing? Did you just attack Robert Devlin?"

"Oh, shut up, Blondie," Faith said bluntly, before turning and walking in the opposite direction. "You got your way, and I got mine."

Rowena was left gaping in the hallway, alone.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Conference Room – Moments Later

"So…you’re a good demon?" Devlin asked, a little confused. "There are good demons?"[image: image26.jpg]


 

"Brell just person, like reporter," the blue demon answered. "Try to make life good for family."

"You have a…you have a family?"

"Yes," Brell said. "Wife and three spawns. Watchers protect us from Presidium, save family’s lives many times."

"So the Council makes the distinction between which demons need to be fought and which are just…different looking?"

"Yes," Brell said, proudly. "But other humans…they not understand."

"People are afraid of you?" Devlin prodded.

"Yes," Brell answered. "Very afraid. Pretty watcher told reporter that if he writes about Council, people die. Reporter maybe wonder who pretty watcher mean."

Devlin seemed interested in what Brell had to say, and motioned for him to continue.

"Brell, wife, and spawns, we live outside human world, have good lives. But if normal humans notice Brell, Brell’s family, then…Brell has seen how humans act, intrepid reporter. Family will not survive."

There was a moment of silence in the conference room as Brell’s statement sunk in. Devlin slowly got to his feet.

"You make a convincing argument, Mr. Brell," he said. "But the truth will come out eventually, one way or another. At least this way I can control how it happens, and maybe try and make sure your fears don’t become a reality."

"It is not enough," Brell said sadly.

"Maybe," Devlin said, "but every once in a while, you just gotta have faith in humanity. I’m writing the story." And he left the room.

Fade Out.

Fade In:

Int.

Watchers Council – Conference Room – The Next Morning

Around the conference table sat the powerful triumvirate of young women who ran the Watchers Council. Rowena, Willow, and Faith were all bleary eyed… they had been arguing for some time.

"So, what are our other options?" Rowena asked as she leaned forward in her chair and rested her elbows on the table. She kept her face impassive and her voice even.

"How ’bout we buy him off again…with more money this time?" Faith asked. She had her chair leaned back against the wall and her feet up on the table. Apparently relaxed, she twirled a pencil in one hand, but her attention never wandered from the discussion. "We’re not hurtin’ for cash, and judging from Devlin’s clothes and that rattle-trap car of his, he sure is."

Willow sighed. That they had been at it for a while was apparent from the haggard look on her face. "We’ve tried. Robin made him an offer he couldn’t refuse, and he refused it. An honest reporter. Go figure."

"Willow…" Rowena began, hesitated, then began again, "The spell—"

"Is off the table as an option," Willow cut her off.

"Why?" Faith asked. "We’ve been over and over this, and it keeps coming back to magic. Why can’t we just do the damned spell and be done with it? We’ve tried reasoning with him. Tried buying him off. Hell, I’ve even tried a little subtle – okay, maybe not so subtle – threatening. Nothing has worked. What else are we supposed to do? Have Black Ops disappear him? Lock him up in the council looney bin with that psycho slayer Dana and throw away the key?" Her feet were off the table, and all pretense of relaxation had disappeared.

"Why not just let him do the story? Why isn’t the truth an option here?" Willow countered. "Maybe he’s right. Did we even consider that possibility? Maybe Devlin is right when he says that people have a right to know what’s going on. How many lives have been lost because people don’t know that vampires exist? If we had known what was going on in Sunnydale before we met Buffy, maybe Jesse…" She trailed off.

"Willow," Rowena said softly. "Do you think it hasn’t been tried? Do you think this is the first time this situation has come up? The Council has dealt with this issue before."

"Bet that went over well. We’ve had some experience with how the Old Council dealt with things."

"You’re correct – it didn’t go well. But in this case, it truly wasn’t the Council’s fault. The last time the Council tried to…to go public, so to speak, there was panic among the governments and religious institutions of the time. The Inquisition was one of the results, and thousands died because the Council tried to reveal the true nature of the world to a populace that wasn’t ready to accept that truth. Can we risk that happening now?"

"Ro, that was centuries ago! The world is different now," Willow protested.

"That different? Have you watched the news recently?" Rowena asked. "You’ve seen firsthand how people react when they encounter the supernatural. Either they lie to themselves about what they’ve seen, or they try to destroy it. What do you think would happen to Wiccans if people knew that magic really exists? Do you remember May Day?"

Faith snorted. "Hard to forget. If it hadn’t been for Will’s little surprise, things mighta got ugly. And all that aside, there’s no way we can do this if we’ve got people watchin’ our every move. I can just see us trying to patrol while trying to meet some type of OSHA regulations. I vote we do the forgetting spell and get back to doing our jobs."

Willow shook her head. "You don’t understand what you’re asking. This is wrong. You can’t just do a spell to make someone forget and expect that to make things okay! It doesn’t work that way. You can’t use magic to make the world be the way you want it to be."

"Why not?" Faith asked. "Isn’t that what you’re doing every time you do a locator spell or somethin’? How’s this different?"

"Because that’s not manipulating the human mind!"

Rowena sighed and shook her head. "Will, have you considered that perhaps, just perhaps, you’re being influenced by your personal experiences and not just your religious beliefs?"

Willow’s eyes and mouth opened wide. "How dare you bring up—!"

Before Willow could say more or Rowena could reply, they were cut off by Faith saying, ‘Let’s vote." Rowena and Willow looked at the slayer. "It’s just a matter of time until this guy is gonna spill. We’ve talked this thing to death, and we’re starting to get into stuff that you two should probably hash out in private," Faith said. "Slayer branch calls for a vote. Do we do a spell to cause Devlin to forget what he’s found out about slayers? Slayer branch votes, hell yeah."

Rowena paused for a moment and, looking away from Willow, said, "Watcher branch votes to perform the spell."

"The Coven votes no," Willow said quietly.[image: image27.jpg]


 

"Two to one," Faith said.

Rowena nodded. "It’s decided. We do the spell," she said.

"No," Willow said. "The Coven isn't doing this."

"But—" Rowena began, but Willow stood and walked out of the meeting room.

Faith and Rowena looked at each other.

"So much for freakin’ democracy," Faith commented testily.

Fade Out.

End of Act Three
Act Four
Fade In:

Int.

Watchers Council – Hallway – Resume

Faith burst through the doors of the conference room, obviously somewhat perturbed.

"Red?" she called down the hallway, but Willow was nowhere to be seen. "Dammit!" Rowena emerged from the room behind Faith.[image: image28.jpg]



"Faith?" the watcher began.

"What now?" Faith asked, her voice filled with frustration and annoyance.

"All I did was say your name," Rowena said. "Why are you so on edge around me lately? Why is everybody?"

The slayer sighed and turned to the blonde watcher. "Because, Ro, you hung Red out to dry over something that was only kinda her fault and don’t try to pretend that you didn’t," she continued, cutting off the words Rowena’s mouth seemed about to form. "If that’s what you do to your own girlfriend, what are you gonna do to the rest of us if we really mess up? I mean, when my kid was here, you took me off duty ’cause…I’m not even sure why, actually."

"One because you were stressed out," Rowena answered before Faith could stop her. "And two you'd be no good to Norman if you got yourself killed on patrol."

"Whatever," Faith sighed. "Point is everybody wants to be on your side, Ro, but you’re making it really tough."

"I did what I had to do regarding Willow," Rowena argued.

"No," Faith began, "You suspended her because you didn't want people thinking you were playing favorites but in doing that you took it too far. The punishment should fit the crime Blondie - no matter who it is here. And if you ask me, Will learned her lesson, so enough's enough." 

Faith turned and walked off down the hallway. Rowena sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose.

Cut To:

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Later That Morning

A businesslike knock at the door caused Willow to look up from her book. She walked over and opened the door, and Rowena entered at a brisk pace.

"Well…why don’t you just barge on in, Ro?" she said sarcastically.

"Why don’t you cut the crap? I’m here on official Council business. I don’t have time for a prima donna act."

Willow’s face showed shock, followed by a flash of hurt, which was quickly replaced by a mask of restrained anger. "Official Council business?" she asked. "Then I’m afraid I can’t help you. I’m under suspension. Or have you forgotten that, Ms. Allister? You only unsuspended me long enough to vote, and, hey, the voting's done."

Rowena let out a low growl of frustration. "You have to be the most stubborn, infuriating person I’ve ever dealt with! Why can’t you just do the damned spell so that we can put this behind us?"

"Because it wouldn’t be behind us! It would be out there, waiting, like the next William Hung album. The Rule of Three—"[image: image29.jpg]



"Is part of your religion, Will. If you want to hide behind your religion, maybe you should have become a pharmacist instead of a watcher! Watchers don’t have that luxury; we have a duty; we’ve sworn to do whatever it takes, whatever it takes to keep the world safe, and sometimes that means doing things that are distasteful, things that…" Rowena’s voice lowered and her eyes dropped. When she continued, it was almost a whisper. "Things that keep you awake at night and haunt your waking hours and fill you with doubt and remorse, but they must be done because that’s what it takes to wage this war. And that’s what this is: a war. And to win this war – hell, not to win, just to hold the damned line – we have to make hard decisions. That’s what it means to be a watcher."

"That’s the Old Council talking, Ro," Willow responded. "They weren’t always right."

"I know that. But you know something, Willow? They weren’t always wrong, either. The fact that we’re still here proves that."

"And the fact that we’re no closer to winning the war may be proof that you can’t use evil to fight evil. Did ya ever consider that?"

Rowena sighed and shook her head in frustration. "It must be nice to live in a world that’s so black and white. We’re not talking evil here. We’re going to use a spell that will remove only specific memories. He’ll forget about the Council and the supernatural. That’s all. It’s not evil, or if it is, it’s the lesser of two. Do you really think he’ll be able to publish this story? The Council isn’t the only ones with a stake in this. If we don’t stop Devlin, someone else will, and I can assure that they won’t be as gentle in their methods."

"And when he starts wondering about his memory lapse, when he starts his investigation all over again, what then? Another spell? Where does it end?" Willow asked.

"I…I suppose that it may be necessary to include a slight compulsion along with the memory loss. Perhaps an aversion component."

Willow snorted derisively. "Would you just listen to yourself? This is all an academic exercise to you, isn’t it? You’re so busy focusing on how you can combine components of different spells to get the most efficient outcome that you’re ignoring the fact that you’re planning to violate a man’s mind. Goddess, you really can be an ice queen, can’t you?"

"And you’re so focused on what you did to Tara that you can’t even imagine that you may be wrong this time!" Rowena exploded in anger.

The witch’s face went cold and hard, and her eyes darkened. Perhaps it was a trick of the light. Perhaps not.

"Don’t…" she said, "don’t you dare! Not now, not like this."

"God, Will, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have…" Rowena trailed off, her eyes filling with tears. She visibly struggled for composure. "I shouldn’t have brought that up," she continued, still shaken, but with gathering surety. "I apologize, but it doesn’t change the fact that this has to be done. It will be done, with or without your help."

"I think you should leave, Ro. Go now before we both say things that we can’t walk away from. If you’re so dead set on doing this, then do it. But you’ll do it without the help or support of the Coven."

They were both quiet for a moment before Rowena spoke. "Fine," she said. "You and the Coven aren’t the only ones here who have some measure of mystical potential. As head of the Coven, your protests are noted, but this will be done."

She turned and left the room, closing the door behind her.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Afternoon

Jeff sat quietly at a table in the far corner of the Council library, several old books open in front of him. His gaze furtively switched between the various volumes.[image: image30.jpg]



"No," he said, without looking up.

"I haven’t even asked you anything," said a tired-looking Rowena, who stood in front of the young man.

Jeff looked up at her. "You don’t have to, remember?"

Rowena sighed and pulled out the chair across from Jeff, sitting down opposite the young warlock. "Some light reading, I see."

"Yeah," Jeff replied. "I want to be ready for when I’m assigned a slayer."

"It’s a big step up," Rowena said, "but maybe it’s not the only step you should take."

Jeff raised one eyebrow. "Appealing to my hunger for power now?"

"It was worth a shot," Rowena sighed.

"Everyone around here thinks I’m Anakin Skywalker, ready to jump at any chance to be more powerful," Jeff said, an annoyed note in his voice.

"I don’t think that," Rowena defended.

"Oh, everyone does," Jeff said. "But see, that’s not me. You think I would go against Willow’s wishes, do a spell she forbade the Coven from doing? Maybe a year ago, but not now. You never even asked me a question, and now I’m giving a long-winded answer. Things are getting a little confusing, to say the least, and pretty much the only person who’s trying to make them more manageable is Willow. So, no, I’m not doing the spell."

"Jeffrey," Rowena began, "I’m sure I don’t need to explain to you how important—"

"I’m not…doing…the spell," Jeff said evenly. "Good night, Rowena." His eyes returned to the books.

A surprised Rowena looked at the young man in front of her for a moment. Then, without prodding him any further, she got up from her chair.

Cut To:

Int.

Kennedy’s Apartment – Later That Afternoon

Kennedy sat cross-legged on the bed. Beside her was a book titled Chess for Beginners. In front of her was an electronic chess game. Perched on the windowsill, her dragon watched intently.

She moved a piece, then, in response to the indicator lights, she moved her electronic opponent’s piece. After a moment of scanning the board, her eyes lit up.

"Huh, this game isn’t so hard after all," she observed.

Kennedy moved her bishop, capturing the white queen and creating an opening in white’s defense of its king. The dragon on the windowsill chirped, perhaps in warning, perhaps just wanting attention, but it was ignored.

The computer thought, its thinking indicated by little blinking lights. It then flashed its move. Kennedy reached out to move the computer’s piece, but stopped short as she saw the result of the move.

"Crap!" she exclaimed. "Stupid game." She began setting up the pieces for another game. "I can’t believe it’s come to this. Me, Kennedy, playing chess alone in my room."

The dragon rustled its wings, perhaps in protest at the use of the word "alone." It rolled over on its back and began playing with its tail.

Whether or not the slayer would have been able to resist the display of reptilian cuteness was a question left unanswered due to a knock at the door.

"Just a minute!" Kennedy yelled as she looked guiltily at her chess paraphernalia. She gathered it up and hastily shoved it under a couch cushion. Reaching under her bed, she fished out a pair of weights, tossed one on the bed and carried the other with her to the door.

She opened the door and said, "Sorry, just working out a bit." She took a couple of deep breaths and pretended to wipe sweat from her brow as she motioned Rowena into the room. "Whaddya want?" she asked the watcher.

"I...umm...that is...What makes you think that I want something? Isn’t it possible that I’m here to visit? To simply pass some time with my former slayer?" Rowena challenged.

Kennedy just looked at her.

"Okay," Rowena gave ground. "There is a something that I need your assistance with. And I want you to consider very carefully before saying no."

She moved towards the couch and was preparing to sit on the cushion under which lay the Chess King 5000 when Kennedy took her by the arm and guided her to the other side of the couch.

"You don’t want to sit there," she told the watcher.

Rowena complied, but she looked puzzled and asked, "Why not?"

"Umm...because the dragon peed on the cushion," was the hesitant answer.

The dragon slapped its tail against the windowsill in protest. Then it turned its back to the humans and studiously ignored them in favor of grooming its scales.

"Oh," was Rowena’s only response.

Kennedy took a seat across from the watcher and waited.

And waited.

And waited some more.

The dragon took an interest in the gathering silence, craning its neck around backwards to watch the two women. Finally, the slayer broke the silence.

"Ya know, awkward silence isn’t the most productive use of our time. Shouldn’t we at least be insulting each other or something?" Kennedy said.

"No, after our last bout, I realized the folly of trying to match you insult for insult. However could I possibly top ‘snooty girlfriend stealer’ as an insult?" Rowena smiled as she said that last statement, and Kennedy chuckled in response.

"Hey! Even the best of us have an off-day," the slayer explained. "But...that’s not what you’re here for, is it? So, shoot. The worst that can happen is that I say no."

"I want you to help me do the Tabula Rasa spell on Dev—"

"No," Kennedy instantly pronounced. "See? That wasn’t so bad, was it?" She stood to escort Rowena out.

The watcher protested. "Kennedy, just...just hear me out, okay? This is important! I thought you were on board with this. If our story gets out..."[image: image31.jpg]



"Yeah, it’ll be bad. I don’t know how we’ll continue operate if we have the press dogging us. People will die. I get that. And I’m on board with doing something about it, something non-lethal, at least. Hell, if you want do the spell, I’ll cheer you on, but why the hell do you want me involved? Me and magic just don’t go together. Why not get someone who actually likes the stuff? Willow—"

"Has refused to do the spell," Rowena interjected. "And—"

"Yeah, I know. Faith’s real pissed," Kennedy continued. "She played along when you guys outvoted her, but Willow gets veto privilege? What’s up with that? Slayers have to toe the line, but Watchers can—"

"Kennedy! Will you just stop for a minute? Willow’s refusal to allow the Coven to do the spell will be dealt with in due time, but Devlin has to be stopped now. You don’t want to help me with the spell because you find magic distasteful. Fine. I find this whole matter distasteful. I’m contemplating…no, I am going to violate a man’s mind. A man who is by all indications a good, honest man who is simply trying to do what he feels is right. I’ve not only gone against my lover’s wishes, I’ve tried to enlist her most promising student, and if I had been successful…" Rowena blinked back tears. "If I had been successful in convincing Jeff to aid me, I doubt that Willow would ever forgive that betrayal. As it is…" Rowena’s voice trailed off.

"Harry Potter turned you down? I’d have thought he’d jump at the chance to save the day. I guess you never know about people." Kennedy looked at Rowena, a puzzled frown on her face. "Why me? Seriously. What can I do to help, other than watch and make the occasional witty remark?"

"You can do the spell," the watcher explained.

"Okay, you lost me there. If I don’t like magic, I sure as hell don’t do magic."

"I have the knowledge to do the spell, but I lack the power necessary to perform it," Rowena answered. "As Andrew puts it, I lack the ‘magiclorians’ to pull it off. You have the potential, whether you want to admit it or not. Your mother was Kalderash; there’s magic in your bloodline. You’ve also, on two occasions, channeled a great deal of mystical energy. You have the raw power; I have the technical knowledge. Between the two of us, I’ve no doubt that we can successfully perform the spell."

"Let me get this straight. You want me to do a spell with you behind Willow’s back?"

"Not exactly behind her back, but certainly without her approval, yes."

"If I help you, we’re both in the same doghouse. If I don’t…"

"Who knows? She may look to you for comfort. You may even get another kiss out of it." There was a hint of challenge in Rowena’s voice.

"Maybe. Sounds like I benefit more if I don’t help you than if I do," the dark haired slayer challenged back.

"It does, doesn’t it?" Rowena said as she met Kennedy’s gaze.

The two women were quiet for a moment, each lost in thought.

"Okay, I’ll do it," the slayer said at last. "I’ll probably hate myself in the morning, but I’m in."

"Good. I knew I could count on you."

"That so, Blondie? Why’s that?" Kennedy asked.

"Because for all your faults – which are not few, by the way – you’ve never failed to put duty before your own personal interests," the watcher answered. "Because you know that people will be hurt, that people will die if this story is published. Because, when you look beneath the surface, you and I are more alike than either of us likes to admit. That," Rowena said as she turned to leave, "is why. Meet me at my apartment at midnight. I’ll have everything prepared by then."

As the door closed behind the watcher, Kennedy sighed, "Oh, man."

She walked over to the table, grabbed a pen and notepad, and began scribbling.

In case of memory loss:

Your name is Kennedy.

You are a kick-ass slayer.

The blonde with the stick up her ass is not your girlfriend!!!

Fade Out.

Fade In:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Night

Rowena was waiting silently by a flickering fire in a large leather chair when Kennedy peeked her head in the door.

"I was beginning to think you weren’t coming," Rowena said.

"So was I, to be honest," Kennedy admitted, entering the room and closing the door behind her. "But here I am."

"All right, well, I’ve got the crystal and some Lethe’s Bramble," Rowena said, getting up from her chair. "Everything’s ready. All you have to do is follow the recipe."

She sat cross-legged by the fire, next to the crystal and a plastic baggie filled with some non-descript green leaves, and held up a slip of lined notebook paper for Kennedy. Reluctantly, the slayer took the paper and sat down in an imitation of Rowena. She took a deep breath.

"Okay, how do I start?"

"Just read what it says there," Rowena replied impatiently, pointing to the piece of paper.

"Right," Kennedy said, then she took another deep breath. Rowena looked on expectantly. Still the slayer didn’t move.

"Now would be good," Rowena pushed.

"All right, geez!" Kennedy exclaimed, "Hold your horses. I’m just a little nervous. Kind of in the same way that Brell is a little blue."

"It’ll be fine," Rowena assured her, "you can do it." Kennedy gave the watcher a doubtful look before turning back to the paper.

"For Robert Devlin, this I char. Let Lethe’s Bramble do it’s chore," the slayer began. "Throw one piece of bramble into fire," she read aloud. "Okay." She opened the bag and fished one of the green bits out, tossing it into the flames.

"You don’t need to say that part out loud," Rowena supplied, attempting to sound helpful.

"Just…be quiet!" Kennedy said, exasperated. "I’m trying to do magic here!"[image: image32.jpg]



"Okay, okay, sheesh," Rowena said defensively. Kennedy sighed and began again.

"Purge his mind of memories secret, of discoveries and findings recent," she continued, picking up the crystal. "When the fire goes out, when the crystal turns black, the spell will be cast." Kennedy turned and looked at Rowena, who nodded without changing her facial expression. "Tabula Rasa, Tabula Rasa, Tabula Rasa." Kennedy then picked up another piece of bramble and threw it into the fire as well.

"Hey!" Rowena exclaimed. "It doesn’t say to do that! Why did you do that?"

"Just to be safe," Kennedy said. "One didn’t seem like enough."

"Kennedy, magic is very fragile, one little thing can…" Rowena stopped when she saw the confused look growing on Kennedy’s face.

"Wait," the slayer said, looking around the room. "Where am I? Who am I?" She looked at Rowena. "Who are you?"

"God, I was afraid of this," Rowena said, panicked. "Listen, your name is Kennedy, you’re safe, and…" She stopped when Kennedy broke out into hysterical laughter.

"Gotcha!" she exclaimed.

"You are such a brat!" Rowena said, but she sounded more amused than angry.

"I know," Kennedy said, composing herself, "Isn’t it fun?"

Fade Out.

Fade In:

Int.

Watchers Council – Faith’s Office – The Next Morning

Kennedy had a smile on her face as she and Rowena entered Faith’s office. "So it did work?" Kennedy was asking. Rowena nodded. "Cool! I knew it did; I could feel it. Hey Faith, this magic crap ain’t so hard after all."

Rowena closed the door behind them. "Yes, the spell seems to have worked perfectly. Our contacts at Southwest General say that Devlin was admitted this morning complaining of memory loss. He can’t remember anything that’s happened over the last two weeks."

"People don’t just forget two weeks of stuff happening," Faith pointed out. "Couple of days, yeah. Who hasn’t lost a couple a days after getting’ good and blasted? But not two whole weeks. What’s to stop him from diggin’ back into it and starting the whole thing up again?"

"It’s covered. According to his editor, his previous story was on the growing use of designer drugs among college students. His doctor suspects that he was slipped something while he was conducting interviews at one of the local nightclubs. He’s expected to make a full recovery, and an anonymous charitable organization is covering all of his medical expenses. They’re even compensating him for his time."

"How generous," Faith said dryly. "The editor—"

"Has had his eye on a nice little sports car to help him through his mid-life crisis," Kennedy broke in. "He’s probably out shopping right now."

"Wow," Faith said. "We’re just bribin’ people all over the place. Good thing the Council has deep pockets. So, that cover all our loose ends?"

"For the most part," Rowena answered. "He had given his editor a copy of the tape for safe keeping, and that’s now in our hands. We also have his notebook… seems it fell out of his pocket during his little adventure with you. But he suspects that Devlin has a backup somewhere, probably his apartment. I’ll send a Black Ops team to recover it tonight."

"Nah, me and Slick’ll do it," Faith said.

"What?" Kennedy and Rowena asked together. Rowena continued, "This is the type of job that Black Ops trains for."

"Yeah, maybe, if it was some mob guy or something. This is different. We’re gonna B and E some regular Joe. I ain’t ordering any of my girls to break no laws when it’s not the bad guys they’re goin’ after. You, me, and Slick, we’re already in this up to our eyeballs. We’ll see it through all the way. I don’t want anyone else getting’ their hands dirty on this." Faith leaned back in her chair and put her hands behind her head. "You and me, Slick. Tonight I’m gonna teach you my old-school slayer philosophy." Her face lit up with a feral grin.

"Yeah?" Kennedy asked, somewhat dubiously. "What’s that?"

"Want. Take. Have."

Fade Out.

Fade In:

Int.

Xander’s Apartment – Night

Xander slouched on the couch in front of his TV, flicking through the channels with the remote in his free hand, one cast-encased leg sticking out straight in front of him. After a moment there was a knock at the door, and his head rose slightly.

"Come in," he said, without much force behind the words. Vi opened the door and tentatively stepped into the room. "Hey," Xander said, a slight smile on his face.

"Hey," Vi replied weakly. "I thought I’d…I wanted to come by."

"Well, have a seat," Xander said, gesturing to the empty couch space beside him. "Look, ESPN has the World Competitive Eating Championships. I always told my folks I was gonna be an athlete."

Vi looked like she was trying to smile but failing. She sat down on the couch next to Xander.

"So…how are you feeling?" Vi asked warily.

"Actually better, y’know?" Xander said, turning to the redhead. "I may not have the super slayer healing, but I’ll be all right eventually. Don’t get too used to the sexy plaster."

"That’s great," said Vi, trying to sound cheery, but once again failing.

"Don’t get too excited," Xander quipped sarcastically. Then his features got serious. "They told me that you got me out of there. They told me… they told me you saved my life."

With a sob, Vi burst into tears. Xander seemed confused at this sudden turn of events.

"Whoa, and here I thought I had a girl who didn’t want me dead. What’s wrong?"

"Xander, six girls died, and its my fault!" Vi managed to get out.

Xander took Vi’s wet cheek in his free hand and brought her eyes up to his. "Listen to me. It’s not your fault. It’s not my fault. It’s not Willow’s fault. We couldn’t have done anything different. The high and mighties just needed somebody to blame, that’s all."

"You don’t get it," Vi said, her green eyes glistening. "Six girls died, and all I can think about is how I almost lost you."

"But you didn’t," Xander assured her. "You were there to save me. Just like I’ll always be there to save you." He gave her a wink.

"No, I won’t be," Vi insisted, bringing her hand up to hold Xander’s. "I won’t always be there to save you. We have dangerous lives, things happen all the time—"

"Nothing is going to happen to me. Or to you."[image: image33.jpg]



"You can’t know that," Vi said frantically in a near whisper. "Nobody can. And I’ve never felt this way about…" She stopped and took a deep breath. "I think I might love you."

"Well," Xander replied with a grin, "I think I might love you, too."

And Vi kissed him, deeply, passionately, completely. It lasted for several seconds before the pair broke apart.

"Watch the arm," Xander gasped, and the pair kissed again.

Cut To:

Int.

Devlin’s Apartment – Later That Night

The door opened into the darkened apartment, and two black-clad figures entered stealthily. As the door closed behind them, Faith flipped on her flashlight and swept the room with the beam.

"Damn, this guy’s about as good a housekeeper as you are, Ken," Faith said as the beam passed over a sink full of unwashed dishes.

Kennedy moved into the room, her flashlight illuminating piles of dirty clothes. "You looked at your place lately?" she asked. She moved to a shelf full of books and began searching through them.

"Yeah, well, Ace hasn’t been keepin’ up his end of the housework."

"Let alone doing your half like he used to," Kennedy shot back.

"Yeah, somethin’ like that," Faith admitted. She opened a closet and began searching it.

Something in her voice, an edge of tired bitterness perhaps, seemed to draw the younger slayer’s attention. Kennedy started to speak, seemed to think better of it, then thought better of the thinking better, and finally spoke up. "Faith…" she began then trailed off.

Faith shined her light at her companion, prompting Kennedy to shield her eyes. "Out with it, Slick. You got something to say, just spit it out. Just ’cause you’ve done a spell don’t mean you got to start beatin’ around the bush like Red." She moved over to the bed and began searching the nightstand.

"Okay," Kennedy replied. "I’ll spit it out. Have you talked to Willow about doing the spell?"

"Huh? Come again? I thought that you and Ro already did the spell?"

"Not that spell. The other spell. You know, the Xander spell. I know an eye’s different than a leg, but…"

Faith snorted. "Oh. That spell. And how much of that idea is you wanting to see how Ro deals with it?"

"Well, ya know, icing," Kennedy said, tossing Faith a sheepish grin. Then she got serious. "But this thing with you and Robin, it’s tearing you guys up, and I hate to see that. If it has just a chance of working…"

"Ain’t gonna happen, Slick. You might as well drop it."

"So what happened to not letting petty jealousy get in the way? If it could get Robin’s leg back, isn’t it worth it?"

Faith laughed. "You think I wouldn’t let Willow do the spell? You think I’d let Robin be a cripple if there was a way around it? Because I’m jealous? You’re nuts, Ken. I already asked, okay? I already asked Red to do the spell. Hell, I offered to join in if it’d help!"

Kennedy’s eyes glossed over for a moment as she considered that image, then she shook her head. She looked puzzled as she asked, "She said no? Willow wouldn’t do the spell? Why not? She said that it’d be her duty as a Wiccan."

Faith shook her head. "She had reasons. Can’t say that I followed ’em, but she had ’em. Somethin’ about ‘perfect love and perfect trust.’ It pretty much boiled down to Robin ain’t Xander, so it just ain’t happenin’. Let’s just drop it, okay? We’ve got business to attend to here, and there ain’t no use cryin’ over spilt milk."

She dropped to her knees beside the bed and ran her hand between the mattress and bedspring. "Bingo! What do we have hiding here?"

"Is it the tape?" Kennedy asked.

"Nah. Just a book. Damn."

"A book?" the younger slayer asked. "Porn?"[image: image34.jpg]



Faith looked at the book in her hand. "All the President's Men," she read the title and shrugged. "Weird."

"Still sounds like porn to me," Kennedy quipped.

With that, she tossed the book aside. It hit the bed and tumbled to the floor. As it landed, the cover opened, and something fell out. Faith bent and picked it and the book off the floor. She shined her light on the book, revealing a hollow where the pages had been cut away. In her other hand, she held a video tape.

The two slayers looked at each other and grinned.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Command Center – Moments Later

"They got it," reported Andrew, a telephone headset mashing down his unruly hair.

Rowena smiled slightly as she leaned Andrew’s shoulder, gazing at the Command Center’s myriad of screens. "Good," she said.

Then she heard the sound of footsteps coming closer, causing the blonde watcher to turn around. Willow entered from the hallway. For two full seconds, she and Rowena locked eyes from across the room. 

"Don't forget," Willow said softly. "Magic always has a price."

Then Willow abruptly turned heel and retreated the way she came. Rowena turned back to the desk, leaning her elbows on some nearby equipment and covering her face with her hands.

"Rowena, it’ll get better," Andrew said gently. "It’ll get easier."

She stood up and looked back at where Willow had briefly appeared. "I’m not sure it will. I’m really not."

And she walked away.

Fade Out.

Fade In:

Int.

Faith and Robin’s Apartment – Later That Night

Robin sat alone on the couch in the lightless apartment, staring depressively into nothing. He finished off a glass of whiskey with one gulp, but appeared no happier. He grabbed a large bottle from the end table and poured himself another glass. He hesitated only a moment before swigging it down.

Fade To:

Ext.

Downtown Alley – Same Time

A vampire exploded into dust to reveal Faith’s hardened features. She stood there for a few more seconds, looking right through where her adversary had just been. Then she turned and walked briskly down the alley, back toward the main street and civilization.

Fade To:

Int.

Xander’s Apartment – Same Time

Xander lay prone on the couch, his bad arm jutting out to the side and his bad leg sticking straight out on the couch. Vi, clad only in her underwear, leaned down and kissed him deeply. She seemed to be oblivious when the pair began to move toward the edge. Xander looked alarmed and managed to flail his arm uselessly before the pair completely slipped off the couch and fell to the floor with a loud crash.

Fade To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Computer Center – Same Time

The dim light from the monitor was the only thing lighting Willow's face as she sat down in a chair. Her fingers danced across the keys as she entered a free-form query into the Council database:

"Return: Storage location; Criteria keywords: Devlin [or] Tabula Rasa [or] Plain Dealer [or] Augustine Crystal"

A progress bar scrolled across the bottom of the screen before a dialog box popped up.

"Found one result. Access is restricted."

Stone faced, Willow quickly typed in her password. A small message box appeared.

"Result of specified query is locked for user - Rosenberg, Willow," it said. "Locking authority: Council Chair."

Willow sat back in her chair, seemingly unable to even look shocked anymore. After a moment, she got up and went to the door. She paused, silhouetted in the light coming from the hallway.

Suddenly, she kicked the plastic wastebasket next to the door as hard as she could, sending the thing flying over and strewing bits of paper all over the floor. Her expression revealed nothing, but her eyes were red. Willow turned and left the room.

Fade To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Same Time[image: image35.jpg]



Under the light of a single lamp, Rowena sat on her bed, staring at the crystal she held in her fingertips. It had changed from clear to dark black, with a faint green glow emanating from it. Her eyes glistened with moisture as she contemplated the magical object. Then she closed her fist around the crystal and wearily placed it in the drawer next to her bed.

After shutting the drawer, Rowena glanced around the empty room.

Fade Out.

 

 

End of Just the Facts

