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Fade In

Int.

Watchers Council Lobby – Morning

Robin hobbled his way down the lobby stairs, one hand clutching the banister and the other tightly gripping a wooden cane. He breathed a soft sigh of relief when he reached the bottom and then limped more confidently over to where Andrew and Xander were hanging a poster on the bulletin board.[image: image1.jpg]



"What’s this?" he asked. Xander moved to allow Robin to view the board.

"Annual Halloween Bash," Andrew answered.

Robin groaned. "I hope you’re not doing Murder On the Orient Express again."

"Nope," Xander said. "This year’s theme is Secret Agent Man."

"And I’m sure there’s a logical explanation for that," Robin said as he moved over to the reception desk and tried to casually lean against it.

"Yep," Andrew said proudly and stepped back to admire the poster. "I got the idea when Buffy and I were making peanut brittle her last visit. She was telling me about the Scoobies first Halloween together and how everyone became what they were dressed as. It seemed like a safe tradition to follow since Ethan is still AWOL. She said she made Willow dress as a hootchie girl ghost."

"And my wonderful experience as soldier boy," Xander reminisced, his eyes distant.

"Buffy told me you and Willow both looked hot," Andrew laughed. "And I made her tell me who was hotter."

"I don’t know what’s scarier," Robin said. "Buffy making peanut brittle or another Halloween in Cleveland."

"It’ll be fun," Xander promised. "And no tricks. Just a regular costume ball, lots of food and good company. Hey, Robin, I’ve still got my old eye patch if you wanna go as a pirate nemesis. I could make you up a peg leg that would make old Ahab proud."

Robin looked sideways at him. "Uh, I’ll think about it," he said. "Right now I’ve got to get to PT. See you guys later." He pushed off the desk and headed for the infirmary.

"You asked Buffy who was hotter?" Xander asked turning to Andrew. "Who’d she say?"

Andrew laughed. "I’m not telling."

"Come on, Andy," Xander said. "Spill."

"Nope," Andrew smirked and was saved from further questions by the arrival of the mail carrier.

"Hi Mr. Smithers," Andrew greeted.

"Hello Andrew…Xander," he said. "Here ya go."

"Thanks," Andrew took the various envelopes and packages from the man and pulled a stack of letters from the In Box resting on the desk. "This is all we have today."

"Great…have a nice day, boys," Mr. Smithers said and left for his next round.

"Anything interesting?" Xander asked.

"The usual," Andrew replied looking through the stack. "Bills, more bills,[image: image2.jpg]


 Slayer mail from home…oh, and a death threat for Skye."

"Another one?" Xander sighed. "What’s that? The third this week?"

"Yeah," Andrew replied.

"Okay," Xander said, holding out his hand. "Give it here…I’ll take it over to Dawn’s room."

"Thanks, Xander," Andrew said absently as he continued to flip through the mail. "Oooh, the new Time and Space Catalog…cool!"

Cut to:
Int.
Wilson’s Formal Wear – Same time

Dawn picked up a double-breasted peach-colored tuxedo and held it up against herself. Both Tracey and her girlfriend looked at her with incredulous eyes.

"No!" Skye said firmly.[image: image3.jpg]



"Why not?" Dawn whined.

"It’s hideous," Skye replied. "You’re going as gay secret agent, not an eye sore...Besides, gay men are supposed to have good fashion taste."

"I do have taste," Dawn retorted. "I picked you, didn’t I?"

"As if I could refuse you," Skye said with a smirk.

Dawn turned to Tracey. "It was her humility that won me over if you can tell."

Tracey smiled and gave a snort. "So how did you guys get together anyway?" she asked, looking through the racks of suits.

"Buffy decided to enroll me at this private academy in San Francisco," Dawn said. "She said I could get more education in a month there than a whole year at a public school."

"She was right," Skye said "The Bay School is the best of its kind."

"Yeah, but not as good as the Watchers Academy." Dawn said. "Anyway, soon after the semester started, I discovered that their library was pretty cool. They had a dead language section to rival the Council’s. I hung out there a lot and one day met this pretty redhead who was hogging a Sumerian book I was looking for. We started to talk. She started to flirt. And well, there you go."

"Actually, I was doing a research paper and I was NOT flirting," Skye explained. "I had just broken up with my ex-girlfriend and had no intention of getting into another relationship."

"What can I say?" Dawn smirked. "I’m irresistible."

Skye rolled her eyes. "I had no choice," she said. "She followed me around the school like a love-sick puppy."

"Couldn’t help it," Dawn said. "I fell hard…that, and, well, I needed that book."

Dawn gave Skye a teasing grin and the redhead brushed her off.

"That the first time you fell for a girl?" Tracey asked Dawn.

"Yep." Dawn nodded. "But my history with guys wasn’t very stellar. My first kiss was with a vampire and the next guy made me and all the other girls, including Willow, fall in love with him by using an enchanted jacket." Tracey and Skye laughed as Dawn blushed. "Hey, at least I didn’t try to turn him into a girl so I could have sex with him, unlike a certain high priestess."

"What about you, Skye?" Tracey asked. "You always like girls?"

Skye nodded as she picked out a striking black suit. "I guess growing up in San Francisco had its advantages. I never had to feel a stigma for liking my own kind."

"What about your folks?" Tracey asked. "With Ro’s mom I know things are still pretty tense."

Skye handed the suit to Dawn and pointed her in the direction of the dressing room. "Go," she ordered.

"Yes, dear," Dawn rolled her eyes.

"I haven’t seen my dad in ages," Skye explained. "Mom’s cool with it and she likes Dawn so that’s a plus…what about you," Skye said moving toward the tie rack. "Any explorations onto the Sapphic side of the street?"

Tracey shrugged. "Can’t say I had any real desire in that area."

Skye paused in thought. "Freud felt all human beings were innately bisexual and Kinsey showed that the majority of people either had same-sex fantasies or had same-sex experiences after the age of 16."

"What do you think?" Tracey asked.

"I think it’s rare for find someone who is 100% straight or 100% gay. Just because I’ve never been attracted to a guy doesn’t mean I never will be in the future."

"Uh, excuse me?" Dawn called from the dressing room.

Skye smiled. "What I mean is if some weird Hellmouth thing happened and Dawn woke up with a penis, I’d still love her as much as I do right now…although I just hope it’s not in Jeff’s body again. That was a bit much."

"I heard that!" Dawn’s voice came from the dressing room.

"Love you, sweetie." Skye laughed.

"So it’s the person; not the gender," Tracey said.

"Pretty much, but I do like girls quite a bit more," Skye answered with a smile. "Especially one girl in particular," she added toward the dressing room. She paused a moment. "So what’s the story on Andrew?" she asked Tracey.

"Everyone seemed to assume that Andy was gay," Tracey said and then chuckled. "Hell, even I thought he was gay when I first met him."

"But now?" Skye said as she wiggled her eyebrows.

Tracy sighed. "But now I think folks are confused and it’s bugging him. And I think it’s putting a lot of pressure on him as well."

"I think Andrew is one of those true bisexuals," Dawn said coming out of the dressing room. Skye gave an appreciative whistle at her girlfriend’s appearance then moved forward to help with Dawn’s silk tie. "Back in Sunnydale he was drooling over both Spike and my sister at the same time and he had this whole obsession thing going with Xander and Anya that I don’t even like to think about. He was devastated when Anya died saving his life."

"There you go," Skye said to Dawn, giving the tie a final adjustment. "You look great."

"Thanks," Dawn said and looked at her appearance in the mirror. The suit had been made for a young man, but on Dawn’s slender figure, it fit perfectly.

"All I need now is a pair of shoes and the pink socks," Dawn said, bouncing on her toes and heading for the salesclerk with a loud squeal.

"Pink socks?" Tracey asked.

"Yeah, you know, Nathan Lane from ‘The Birdcage’? One does want a hint of color," Skye said.

Tracey laughed along with Skye, who turned around and started looking at some other suits.

"You’re probably right about the pressure thing," Skye said. "I’m guessing that Andrew doesn’t have much real world experience with men or women."

"None," Tracey said. "That infamous Beltaine was his first kiss. But I must confess for a first kiss…He’s pretty damn good." Tracey laughed nervously. "I just wish he’d take more initiative sometimes."

"Getting a little frustrated?" Skye asked, amused.

"Yeah, kinda," Tracey admitted. "He’s so sweet and kind and gentle and yet, at the same time, I feel there’s this incredible passion just smoldering under the surface. I wanna be the one who gives him the confidence to let it out."

"Are we still talking about Andrew?" Dawn asked returning with her socks.

"Hush, Dawn," Skye admonished. "I like Andrew."

"I like him too I guess," Dawn answered. "But when I think of sexy he just doesn’t top the list for me."

"Well, he does for Tracey so that’s all that should matter," Skye said before turning to Andrew’s girlfriend. "I’m sure you'll be the one," she said and looked at Tracey’s hopeful face. "You just have to remember that for Andrew, love is probably more important than sex. So just make sure of your feelings for him before you do anything you might regret. And I’ve seen the way Andrew looks at you so I don’t think you have to worry about his feelings for you."

"You think he’s in love with me? Really?" Tracey’s face reflected first shock and then happiness.

"Oh yeah. He’s whipped," Dawn said and then turned to Skye. "Find anything you like for yourself?"

"A couple of things," Skye said and they headed off, leaving Tracey in dreamland. "By the way," Skye continued. "Whatever happened to that vamp you kissed?"

"I staked him, of course," Dawn said with mock shock on her face. "Do I look like my sister? Hello! Dating vamps is so not my thing."

Skye laughed at Dawn’s antics.

Fade Out

Fade in
Ext.
Outside Wilson’s Formal Wear – Later[image: image4.jpg]



The slate black Cadillac with the tinted windows rolled forward slowly following the three women who had just exited the formal wear shop.

Cut to:
Int.
Black Cadillac – Same time

An open cell phone lay on the seat next to the trench-coated figure behind the wheel. Carefully he picked it up and pressed a button before waiting for an answer. 

"Subject is leaving premises and now heading down Lakeside Avenue still accompanied by two other female accomplices."

"That slut!" the high-pitched voice came from the tinny speaker of the cell phone and the figure pulled the phone away for a brief moment. "When I get my hands on her, I’ll…I’ll…oh never mind, I’ll think of something. Just make sure you don’t lose her, got it?"

"Affirmative," the figure said. "Over and out." A gloved hand briefly left the steering wheel to flip the phone closed. As it leaned forward to keep an eye on the three women, a slender chitinous tentacle slipped out from under the brown fedora.

Fade Out

End of Teaser
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Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen –Morning

Andrew filled the thermos air pot from the fresh decanter of coffee and handed it to Tracey.

"Can you bring this out to the girls?" he asked. 

"Sure, sweetheart," Tracey said and Andrew blushed as she left.

"Oh Andrew!" Shannon cried in a falsetto from where she was working her way through a sack full of Idaho’s best. "Can I have some of that hot manly lovin’ tonight?"

Andrew glared at the junior slayer and thrust a platter of sweet rolls into her hands. "Go make yourself useful before I decide you’ll be Shannon the Potato Peeler for life instead of Shannon the Vampire Slayer."

Shannon left the kitchen still giggling and Andrew placed his hands on the center island with a big sigh.

"Good morning, Andrew," Rowena said coming into the kitchen carrying the morning edition of the Cleveland Plain Dealer.

"A fresh batch of coffee will be ready in a moment," he told her.

"Thanks," Rowena said and parked herself on a stool at the island, absently reaching for a bagel. Andrew put the cream cheese and jam within her reach as the Watcher opened the paper.

Andrew busied himself with fixing Rowena’s coffee. Just as he handed her the mug, Xander and Vi came into the kitchen, both obviously in good spirits. Rowena nodded at the couple over her newspaper.

"Morning Watcher Council type people!" Xander said exuberantly. "Isn’t it a glorious day?"

Rowena cocked an eye through the window at the frost-rimed lawn withering under the dull gray sky.

"If you say so," she said and rustled her paper as she returned to the article.

"Can I get you guys breakfast?" Andrew asked.

"No thanks, Andy," Vi said. "Xander brought me breakfast in bed this morning."

"If you can call burned toast and watery canned OJ breakfast, then it’s no wonder I love you," Xander smiled and gave her a peck on the lips. Rowena looked over the paper and rolled her eyes.

"Just coffee Andrew, please," Vi said.

"Coming up," the housekeeper said and laid out two mugs on the countertop.

"Have you decided on a costume yet, Ro?" Xander asked.

"Costume?" Rowena said with furrowed brows.

"For the party tonight," Andrew explained.[image: image5.jpg]



At that moment Kennedy strode into the kitchen and headed for the coffee pot. "And you can just count me out of whatever you’re planning this year, nerd-boy."

Andrew frowned. "I’m sorry to inform you that despite your somewhat understandable paranoia, there are no nefarious plans for the party. Just lots of fun, candy and yes, maybe even some dancing."

"Yeah, right," Kennedy snorted. "You know what they say…fool me once, shame on you, but fool me twice, shame on me."

"No fooling," Xander insisted. "Look, I heard about last year and I agree it was a bit much."

"Why don’t you invite Kadin, Ken?" Vi suggested. "You don’t have to worry about a costume, just come as you are…hot chicks with superpowers."

Kennedy rolled her eyes. "Kadin’s been keeping a low profile since her trial and, although hot, she has no superpowers."

"Still, you should come," Xander said.

"Yeah, you too, Ro," Vi said.

"Oh, I’m way too busy to find time," Rowena said, looking into her coffee mug.

"You sure?" Xander asked, his mood growing more serious. "Maybe in a relaxed social setting, it’ll give you and Willow a chance to talk more."

Rowena bit her lip. "I’m not sure, but thanks Xander," she said. With that she folded her paper and headed out of the kitchen.

Kennedy watched her go in silence as she sipped her coffee.

Vi smiled happily. "My costume is so cool. I can’t wait. We’re gonna have a blast."

"Ah ha! So that’s it!" Kennedy said pointing a finger. "Plan on setting off a bomb in the lobby?"

"No tricks!" Xander insisted, throwing up his arms. "Just treats, I promise!"

"Yeah, right," Kennedy said and rinsed out her mug in the sink. "I’ll be watching you guys, I promise you that. There will be no shenanigans on my watch." As she left, she passed by Tracey returning to the kitchen with a large tray of dirty dishes.

"I’ll get started on these, Andy," she said, opening the dishwasher.

"Thanks, Tracey," Andrew said. "What’re you guys wearing?" He asked the happy couple.

"I’m working on it," Xander said evasively.

"It’s a surprise," Vi said. "You?"

"Not telling, but I assure you I’ll be most proper and Britishly debonair."

"Speaking of Brits, did you invite Giles and the Misses?" Xander asked.

Andrew got an uncomfortable look on his face, "Uh…no, I kinda forgot. I’ll drop by the shop on the way to the market."

"Okay," Xander said. "Time to get to work, sweetheart," Xander said to Vi.

"Yeah, me too," she agreed and the couple left hand in hand.

Tracey continued to work on the dishes while Andrew cleaned up the mess Shannon had left behind.

"Andy?" Tracey finally asked, breaking the silence.

"Yeah?" he said as he dumped potato peelings in the trash.

"About tonight…"

Andrew wiped his hands on a dishtowel and joined her at the sink. "What’s up? You don’t have to study or anything…you are coming, right?"

"Oh, yeah!" she answered eagerly and grabbed the towel from him. "But I was wondering, maybe tonight we can do something special, you know…after the party."[image: image6.jpg]



Andrew scrunched up his face in confusion and then his expression cleared.

"Oh! You mean you want to stay over? Cool! I finally got Shining Force Neo for the Playstation, but haven’t tried it yet. I traded it on eBay for Battlefield 2: Modern Combat, and while it’s an excellent fighting simulator, after my real war experiences in Iraq I’m afraid I just don’t have the heart for it. So, you’ll stay?"

Tracey shook her head in exasperation and chuckled. "You really are the most aggravating man, do you know that?"

Andrew’s eyes widened and his mouth opened when Tracey stepped closer, her eyes filling with heat as she pressed her body against his. "Um…um…y-you think I’m a man?"

She smirked as she glanced briefly down. "I’d say that’s a big affirmative."

"Oh…" Andrew said, his voice dropping to a husky whisper as he watched her lips moving closer to his. "Okay."

Just as their lips were about to touch, Willow’s angry voice shouted out of the intercom causing Andrew to jump back about a foot from Tracey.

"Andrew! Get to the computer room…now!"

Andrew glanced at the device on the wall and then back at Tracey. "Gotta go," he said and ran out of the room.

"Right," Tracey said clearly disappointed and returned to the dishes.

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

Willow stood glaring at the large flat screen monitor with her arms rigidly posed on her hips when Andrew ran into the room.

"What’s wrong?" he asked out of breath.

"What…" she growled, pointing to the screen, "…is this?"

Andrew looked at the screen. "Oh!" he said with a smile. "It’s W.I.L.L.O.W."

"What?" Willow asked. "I mean, who?"

"Not a who, a what," Andrew said. "W.I.L.L.O.W.’s a what, just like you…Willow…are a who. Or, rather, is a who."

Willow glared at him. "Enough of the ‘Who’s on first’ routine," she said. "What did you do to the computer system?"[image: image7.jpg]



"I installed my new GUI system," he explained. "W.I.L.L.O.W. stands for ‘Welcome to the Interactive Learning Lab of Watchers.’ I based it on your original Watcher tutorial program and made it a bit more user-friendly."

"Uh huh," Willow said slowly, nodding her head. "I’m always happy to see you take the initiative Andrew, but there’s just one problem. It doesn’t work!"

"Of course it does," Andrew said, holding out the chair for her. "Just give it a try."

Willow gave him a final glare and reluctantly sat down at the computer and pressed a key.

"Welcome to W.I.L.L.O.W.," an electronic voice eerily similar to Willow's own came from the speakers as a small red-headed cartoon icon appeared on the screen. "How can we help you?"

"See!" Andrew said proudly. "Very friendly."

Willow typed a command at the prompt and waited a moment as the mouse icon turned into an hourglass. "Seems a bit on the slow side," she commented.

"Give it a moment," Andrew said and held his breath as the computer worked. Finally the hourglass disappeared and Willow gasped as the icon’s red hair turned black and the eyes glowed red.

"Buzzkill," the speakers growled.

Willow jumped up from the chair and pointed again at the screen. "That is not funny, Andrew!"

Andrew frowned and took Willow’s vacated seat. "That’s just the error message," he explained. "You must have typed in the wrong syntax."

Andrew furiously typed and then hit the enter key.

"You guys want to take it slow?" W.I.L.L.O.W. said with an evil cartoon smirk.

Andrew continued to type commands while Willow tried the other computers.

"All of the systems are frozen, Andrew," she said.

"That’s one effective counter-spell," the speakers announced. "Cute, but not good enough."

"Andrew…" Willow said, but he continued to ignore her as he typed furiously. "Andrew!"

Finally the screen icon announced "Abracadabra," and with a crackling lightning flash, the screen went dark.

Andrew sighed. "Well, I think I’ve got a few bugs to work out."

"A few bugs?" Willow said. "The entire system is trashed."

"I’ll need to restore the old system," he said. "I’m sorry."

Willow sat at the computer. "I’ll do it, what’s your passcode?"

"Um, well…see that’s the problem," Andrew stammered. "I have to do it. The system is keyed to my voice signature."

"Then get to work," she said.

"I’ve got to run to Giles and Becca’s and then to the market," he said. "And then I have to get ready for tonight and Tracey…uh, I mean my date with Tracey. I’ll get to it first thing in the morning."

Willow glared and then her expression softened. "All right, but just know that I’m not happy about this, Andrew."

"I’m sorry," he said, seemingly contrite.

"Just get it fixed, okay?" she said. "I’ll be in the library if you need me."

"Okay," he said.[image: image8.jpg]


 
Cut to:
Int.
Black Cadillac – Same time

A black-gloved hand impatiently tapped the steering wheel. A sharp chittering sound filled the car as the figure turned toward the window.

Cut to:
Int.
Java Joe’s Coffee Shop – Same time

Dawn sipped her latte as Skye chatted on.

"So Dr. Carlson told me that I’m very lucky to have secured an internship with Dr. Millenti. She said it was a miracle he suddenly decided to move his practice here from New York. Of course, I didn’t tell her about the Council."

"No, of course not," Dawn responded half-heartedly.

"And she said that my work with Dana will be a big help when I apply to grad school," Skye continued.

"Columbus, right?" Dawn asked dejectedly.

"It’s not that far, Dawn," Skye said. "And it’s still quite awhile. OSU has the best school in the Midwest."

"You’ll still be gone most of the time," Dawn said.

"I know," Skye said, reaching across the table and taking Dawn’s hand. "It’ll work out, I promise. I’ll come home on weekends or you can come down to the campus. Besides after I finish I plan on coming back to the council anyway…Okay?"

"Okay," Dawn said.

"You sure?" Skye asked.

"Yeah, it’s just that right now you’re so busy with your studies, it’ll be so much worse later on," Dawn said, her eyes glistening. "And you’ve been spending so much time with that psycho slayer."

"Maybe," Skye admitted. "It’s just that she’s so…damaged. But I[image: image9.jpg]


 really think that someday we can help her."

Dawn smiled fondly. "That’s what I love about you. Your humanity for others is amazing."

"Not as much as my love for you. Like I’ve said before, we never know what the future will bring, but I do know that whatever it does, we’ll be together," Skye said, then sighed looking at her watch. "I’ve gotta go, love. Dr. Millenti wants me to sit in on this morning’s session with Dana. We’ll have plenty of fun tonight at the party."

"Okay," Dawn said. "I’ve got class with Robin in about an hour…Advanced Slayer Relations. I asked if I could test out since I lived with one my whole life but he said no. If you ask me it sounds creepy, but Robin’s a great teacher."

"I know he is," Skye said gathering her things. She stood up and leaned over the table to peck Dawn on the lips. "Later, sweetie."

"Bye," Dawn said, drinking again from her coffee cup. She watched Skye walk away and a small smile came to her lips.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Summers Home – Late afternoon

San Francisco, 2002

The front door crashed open letting in a gust of wind and rain. Two laughing teens burst through. Dawn slammed the door behind them and tossed off her raincoat, leaving it to lie on the floor. She looked at Skye.

"Hi," Dawn said, licking the rain from her lips as she watched Skye strip off her own dripping coat.

Skye looked up and let the coat drop to the floor. "Hey," she said, moving closer to Dawn.

Skye pressed Dawn up against the door, the couple kissing passionately. After a few minutes, Dawn said, "Come on."

"Where?" Skye breathed out in a whisper.

"My room," Dawn said and took her hand to lead her away from the door.

Skye paused at the bottom of the stairs. She looked into Dawn’s eyes, her neck craned back. "Are you sure?"

"Oh yeah," Dawn said and pulled Skye’s face up with both hands. "I’ve never been so sure of anything in my entire life. I want you and I want this."

"Oh god," Skye whispered, her lips moving gently on Dawn’s. "I want you too, Dawn."

"Let’s go," Dawn said and the two made their way up the stairs.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Dawn’s Room – Much later

The two women lay cuddled under the blanket, the large bay window showing the first hint of the approaching dusk. A rumpled red head peeked out and brown eyes squinted at the clock.

"What time is it?" Dawn mumbled snuggling closer.

"Almost 7," Skye said and pulled Dawn closer, gently rubbing her girlfriend’s hair.

"Mmmm, that’s nice," Dawn said, a wide grin on her face. "It’s past dinner time. I’m starved."

"Me too," Skye said. "But not for food."

Dawn’s grin matched Skye’s. "You’re insatiable."[image: image10.jpg]



"Yep, especially for you," Skye said and rolled Dawn on top of her.

The two women were interrupted by the bedroom door opening.

"Hey Dawn, what’d you do, turn the phone off?" Buffy said as she came in the room. "I tried calling…you…" The Slayer’s words trailed off as she stared at the scene on the bed.

"Damn it," Dawn groaned, looking down at Skye.

"Oh god," Skye whispered.

"Dawn!" Buffy said, moving closer to the bed. "I thought I told you no boys upstairs! Ever!"

Dawn rolled her eyes at Skye and then quickly rolled off the bed, grabbing her shirt.

"Wait a minute," Buffy said as she looked at the bed. "You’re not a boy."

"How observant," Dawn said, slipping her shirt over her head.

"What’s going on?" Buffy asked again, finally looking at her sister. "She’s…she’s…a she!"

"You seem to be stuck on that fact, aren’t you?" Dawn said with a sneer.

"Look, I’m…" Skye began.

Buffy held up a hand. "Dawn, outside, now," she ordered, turning on her heel and marching out of the room.

Dawn shook her head and started to follow.

"Dawn…" Skye began and then broke off.

"It’s okay," Dawn said. "I’ll handle it." She paused at the door and looked back. "I love you."

"Love you, too," Skye said and smiled.

Cut to:
Int.
Summers Home Hallway – Same time

Dawn had begun to close the bedroom door when Buffy whirled around, her green eyes flashing angrily.

"What the hell is going on, Dawn?" she demanded.

"Sex and I think it’s pretty obvious," Dawn replied, crossing her arms over her chest.

"You’re too young for...that…and...that’s Skye," Buffy said. "Your friend from school. Your girl friend, not your girlfriend."

"Since when do you have a problem with lesbians?" Dawn asked.

"Now you’re a lesbian?" Buffy asked.

"I didn’t say that," Dawn answered. "All I know is that I love Skye and if that makes me a lesbian fine – stick a nice fat label on me if that’s what helps you deal."

Buffy held up her hands to stop the direction of the conversation. "Just when exactly did this happen? I mean sure maybe I didn’t see it coming with Will but…"

"Great point. Let's talk about Willow. Your best friend is gay and she wasn’t that much older than I am when she met Tara. So what’s the big deal if I’m with Skye. I mean, hell, Willow was younger than me when she slept with Oz."

"That’s different," Buffy defended.

"How so?" Dawn replied.

"Willow…Willow is more mature for one."

"Yeah, it was real mature when she decided to destroy the world," Dawn said angrily. "You know, for a slayer with superhuman eyesight, you are blind, Buffy."

"What the hell does that mean?"

"It means you never noticed how much Skye and I have been hanging out together and going out on the weekends?"

"I used to see Will and Xander every weekend but I never went to bed with either of them!"

"You never noticed how we hold hands when watching television?" Dawn asked.

"Well…no!" Buffy said. "I just thought you had finally made a best friend here, and maybe she was sad or something. I didn’t think you were a…a…" Dawn looked at Buffy expectantly, waiting for her to
finish. "Oh forget it," she said, giving up.

"Oh right," Dawn’s voice was full of sarcasm. "I never saw you making googly eyes at Willow on video nights. The only woman I ever saw you do that with was Faith."

"That is not true and don’t change the subject," Buffy said sharply. "The fact remains that you’re still too young."

"Look at Ms Hypocrite!" Dawn snarled. "Did you forget they’ve got it recorded in the Council archives that you lost your virginity to a vampire at seventeen?"[image: image11.jpg]



Buffy came inches away from Dawn "And look what happened after that!" Buffy yelled, nearly on the verge of tears. "Sex isn’t just for kicks and it’s not for kids!"

"I’m not a kid anymore, Buffy. Open your eyes and see that!"

"That’s enough!" Buffy said. "Send Skye home. Now!"

"No," Dawn answered. "She’s my girlfriend and if you can’t handle that-."

"Either you send her home," Buffy began, cutting her comments off, "or I send her home…Which is it gonna be?"

Cut to:
Int.
Dawn’s Bedroom – Moments later

Skye was sitting on the edge of the bed, fully dressed. Dawn sighed and joined her girlfriend.

"That went sooo not well," Dawn said. "God, I wish Tara was here. She’d get it."

"You okay?" Skye asked and pushed Dawn’s hair behind her ear affectionately.

"Oh yeah," Dawn said. "Just another Summers sisters fight. Same ole, same ole."

"Sounded pretty intense."[image: image12.jpg]



"You heard?" Dawn asked.

"You kinda left the door open a bit," Skye took Dawn’s hand. "But even in a sound proof booth I think I woulda heard."

"Oh…" Dawn looked down.

"Look Dawn," Skye said. "I’m sorry your sister’s upset but I’m not sorry for what happened today. And I’ll never be sorry for loving you. Just remember, no matter what, we’ll be together. I’m not letting you go that easy."

Dawn smiled at the sincerity in Skye’s eyes.

"Me either, no matter what my stupid sister does," Dawn said and then stood up. "I better get dressed."

"Okay," Skye said. "But call me if things get too intense after I leave. She sounded pretty mad and if she…gets violent…"

Dawn shook her head. "She won’t. Not about this. She’ll just need some time to adjust."

"Well," Skye said, leaning over and kissing Dawn soundly on the lips. "Call me anyway so I don’t worry. All right?"

Dawn took Skye by the hands. "I wish Buffy could see the way you treat me. Maybe then she’d get it."

"Hey, let’s have dinner next week – the three of us," Skye suggested in a positive tone. "I’ll bring dessert."

"Chocolate cake does not make all things better in the world," Dawn told her.

"No," Skye agreed. "But it sure as hell doesn’t hurt."

Dawn giggled and pulled Skye into a hug.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Becca’s Books – Afternoon

Present Day

Andrew closed the door behind him and breathed in the warm atmosphere of the cozy bookshop.[image: image13.jpg]



"Hello?" he called out in a sing-song voice. "Mr. Giles? Becca? Baby Buffy?"

"It’s Elizabeth," Giles said from where he was shelving books. "Please don’t call her that."

Becca was sitting behind the counter nursing the baby. "It’s okay Andrew, I’m sure she doesn’t mind what you call her at this point."

Becca readjusted her blouse as Andrew bounced over to the counter and cooed at the baby.

"Ohh, I swear she gets cuter and cuter every day," he said, tickling her under the chin, causing Elizabeth to giggle while a bubble of milk escaped her puckered mouth.

"I know," Becca agreed. "If she’s this beautiful at only five months, how much more will she be at one year?"

"Amazing," Andrew gushed. "Hi Little Buffy! Look, your Uncle Andy’s here and he loves you."

"And what can we do for Uncle Andy today?" Giles dryly asked as he joined them at the counter.

"I just dropped by to ask you to the ‘Secret Agent’ theme party tonight," he explained. "I’m sorry it’s so late, but things have been a little crazy lately."

"And how is Tracey?" Becca laughed.

"Um, okay," Andrew cleared his throat. "Anyway, you’ll come?"[image: image14.jpg]



"Of course we will!" Giles said exuberantly. "It will be held at the Council, won’t it?"

"Yeah," Andrew said, confused.

Becca laughed. "A little eager to get over there, aren’t we?" she teased. "Can’t wait to check on the kids to see how well they’re playing together."

"That’s not it at all," he protested. "I simply look forward to spending some quality time with our friends and family."

"Uh huh," Becca nodded. "A costume ball at the Council on Halloween. Nothing exciting about that."

Andrew looked between them as if he were watching a tennis match. "Um, so you’ll be there?"

Becca turned him. "Yes Andrew, we’ll come."

"Great!" Andrew said. "See you guys later!"

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Library – Same time

Rowena walked through the library doors, but suddenly stopped short when she noticed Willow sitting at the table.

"Oh, hi," Rowena said awkwardly.

Willow looked up. "Hey," she replied.

"Doing a little research?" she asked.

"Yeah," Willow said, looking down at the large pile of books scattered around her. "Have to do it the old fashioned way since Andrew’s got the entire computer system tied up with that dumb program of his."

"Oh, I wondered why the computer felt I needed to have every square inch of my ass kicked. I thought it was maybe some residual from the last few weeks."

Willow gave a slight grin. A few moments passed in uncomfortable silence.

"So…" Willow began.

"So…" Rowena said at the same time.

"Oh, go ahead," Willow said a little too eagerly.

"Um, are you going to the party tonight?"

"Well, I’ve got lots of work to do…" Willow glanced absently at the pile, looking away from Rowena’s disappointed face. "But, I could…maybe…you know, come by after it’s started, just t-to, you know, check things out."

"Yeah, yeah, maybe I’ll do the same thing," Rowena said.

"Oh, okay," Willow nodded.

"Yeah, okay," Rowena said. "So, I’ll just…" she pointed over her shoulder.

"Yeah, you should just…" Willow agreed.

"Okay, see you later, then," Rowena backed toward the doors. "Maybe."

"Right, maybe."

When the head watcher had finally left, Willow put her hands on the table and groaned.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Vi’s Quarters – Evening

"Come in!" Vi called from inside the bathroom. Xander walked in and looked around.

"I’m in here, Xan," Vi called. "I’ll be just a minute. Why didn’t you just come in? You have a key, you know."

"I know," he called, awkwardly juggling the bouquet of flowers he was holding. He was dressed in tan cargo pants and a faux leather tan jacket. Down the arms and legs of both the pants and jacket was a strip of black duct tape and around his collar was a strip of silver duct tape.

"Are you ready, sweetie," Vi asked as she came out of the bathroom, stopping short when she caught sight of him. "Xander?" she asked.

Xander looked at her, his mouth hanging open. Vi was dressed in a dark blue woman’s business suit with a white cap on her head. Horn-rimmed glasses and patent leather shoes completed her outfit.

"Who are you supposed to be?" Xander asked.

"Moneypenny," she said. "Who’re you?"

"Roger Moore from Moonraker," he said.

Vi looked at him doubtfully. "I think you missed the mark somewhere."

"I’m fine, you just haven’t seen Moonraker in a while," Xander said. "But…but…Moneypenny?"

"What’s wrong with Miss Moneypenny?" she said, putting her hands on her hips. "She was always the one Bond girl I could relate to. Smart, sexy and the only one able to resist Bond’s charms."

"Yeah, but when we said we’d do 007 films this year, I was expecting Halle Berry in a bikini."

"Sorry, sweetheart, that’s not me," she said, taking the flowers from him and moving into his arms. "I think you might get your wish though. Tracey told me that her and Andrew are doing Bond, too."

"Oh god, what an image!" Xander cried, putting his hand over his eyes. "Andrew in a leather bikini…argh!"

"You goof!" she said, slapping him on the arm. "Come on, let’s go."

Cut to:

Int.
Watchers Council Rec Room – Minutes later

Andrew stood by the door welcoming guests. He was dressed in the same tuxedo he had bought for Giles and Becca’s wedding. In one hand he held a martini glass and in the other a Walther PPK automatic.

"Don’t you know those things are bad news," Xander nodded to the pistol as he and Vi walked through the door.

"It’s a prop," Andrew defended. "Used by Pierce Brosnan himself in Tomorrow Never Dies for the cocktail party scene, hence the tux. Hey, look at you, all Mr. Moonraker."

"See," Xander whispered to Vi, who rolled her eyes.

"And Miss Moneypenny," Andrew said, stepping forward and taking Vi’s hand to kiss. He continued to hold her hand as he reached into his tux and handed her a large cigar tube. "I thought you might want one of these."

She smirked at Xander. "Sorry, I’ve already got the only one I want."

Xander smiled proudly and together they made their way over to the punchbowl.

More Slayers and Watchers in costume entered the room, all greeting Andrew warmly. A small, skittish man tried to ease past a laughing group of girls, when Andrew stopped him.

"Hi," the James Bond look-a-like said, pulling on the man’s shirt. "Are you that guy from X-Files?"

"X-files?" the man asked.

"Yeah, you know," Andrew said. "One of the Lone Gunmen?"

"Oh! Oh, no," he said. "I’m, uh…I’m Skye’s cousin. Yeah, her cousin."

"Oh, okay," Andrew shrugged. "Well, have fun."

The man moved off and disappeared behind a pillar, looking around the column. Nearby Rowena sat nursing a drink and glaring around the room.

Faith and Robin next appeared at the door, both of them dressed in archaic Caribbean wear. Robin was wearing a billowy silk shirt and pantaloons and sporting an eye patch. Faith had on a wide skirt and an extremely low-cut bodice. Andrew automatically glanced down to see the bottom of Robin’s prosthetic peeking out from the short pants.[image: image15.jpg]



"Xander actually had a good idea," he said softly.

"Great!" Andrew said. "And let me guess," he turned to Faith. "You’re his wench?"

"Wrong, dough-boy," Faith said. "I’m a kick-ass pirate-slayer."

"Oh, okay," he said and blinked. Robin moved towards Xander and Vi, but Faith hung back a moment.

"Look, Andy," she began, "I owe you my thanks."

"You do?" he asked. "Why?"

"I mean look at him," she said, pointing her chin towards her man, "This is the first time I’ve seen him show a little bit of humor over what happened. So thanks for giving him that opportunity and not sticking us with a secret agent get up."

Andrew smiled warmly. "Anytime."

After Faith moved off, a large and extremely tall man entered the room.

"Oddjob, right?" Andrew said delightedly. "Great, we’ve got a number of Bond aficionados here tonight."

"I’m Skye’s uncle’s cousin," the strange man said.

"Oh, okay," Andrew said. "Have fun."

Andrew took a sip from his glass and grimaced at the taste.

"Too much gin?" Giles asked as he and Becca came through the door.

"It’s been stirred, not shaken," Andrew replied. He looked at the baby who was dressed as a shapeless white blob. "Uh, what did you do to Baby Buffy?"

"It’s Elizabeth," Giles said, looking down at the baby sitting in her buggy and happily waving a rattle at the festive crowd. "And she’s The Rover, of course."

"The Rover?" Andrew asked and then his face cleared in understanding. "Ooooh! The Rover…arch nemesis of secret agent Number 6, aka The Prisoner, title of the late-1960s UK cult classic."

Giles nodded happily, "Glad to know you’re up on your British pop culture."

"Of course I am," Andrew said proudly. "I’m so glad you both came. Thank you."

"Thank you, Andrew," Becca said and kissed the young man on the cheek causing him to blush. With that the happy family moved to join the party.

Andrew smiled as Dawn waved past him. She joined Jeff who was pouring cups of punch for the thirsty Slayers.

"Where’s Skye?" he asked, handing her a cup.

"She’s meeting me here," Dawn said looking around. "I don’t think she’s here yet, her meeting with that crazy Slayer must have run over…again."

Jeff smiled apologetically. "You look good in drag," he complimented. "Very butch."

Dawn smiled. "Thanks."[image: image16.jpg]



Kennedy walked in and Andrew looked at her outfit: she was wearing an olive drab tank top with camouflage cargo pants stuffed with stakes. A crossbow was slung over her back. "Are you going patrolling?" he asked.

"No," she answered. "Just ready for whatever you’ve got planned for tonight."

Andrew looked past the Slayer at the dark cloaked figure with darkness where its face should be.

"I’m watching you, nerd-boy," she hissed and walked off in a huff.

Andrew ignored her and asked the figure, "Can I help you?"

A deep voice rumbled, "Skye’s brother. She invited me here."

Andrew frowned. "Skye doesn’t have a brother," he said. "I know for a fact she’s an only child. And I don’t appreciate gate-crashers in phony-looking costumes."

The figure waved his hand and said, "You will let me in."

Andrew snorted. "Sorry, your fake Jedi mind-tricks won’t work on me. Now git!"

The figure paused a moment and then turned and left. Andrew narrowed his eyes as he watched. "Stupid poser," he said and then looked at his watch. "I wonder where Tracey is?"

Vi and Xander moved away from Rowena whom they had been trying to engage in civil conversation, but the head Watcher was obviously not in a mood for it.

"That just sucks," Vi said as they walked away. "Willow should be here and she should be here with Ro. Yeah, okay, maybe Faith’s nickname of ice queen has shown some merit lately but…damn."

"I agree," Xander said. "But if I were a betting man, I’d take any odds that they get back together."

"You really think they will?" Vi asked doubtfully. "With both of them heads of two out of the three branches of the Council, I just can’t see how it can work. I mean, it’d be like the president married to the chief justice."

"Maybe that’s why he nominated that guy, then?" Xander wondered absently and then shivered at the thought. Suddenly he stiffened and his mouth opened in shock.

"What?" Vi asked and then turned to where he was looking. "Oh, yeah. See I told you you’d like Tracey’s costume."

Tracey was walking toward them, having come in by the rear door of the room. She was dressed in a fur bikini…and nothing else. As she walked she drew the stars of most of the male Watchers and instructors but also a few of the women, including Rowena who watched with her eyebrows raised.

"Hi guys," she said when she reached them.

"Hey Trace," Vi said and gave her friend a brief hug.

"Uh…" Xander said, trying…and failing…not to stare.

"Where’s Andy?" Tracey asked, ignoring Xander.

"By the door, meeting and greeting," Vi replied.

"Uh…" Xander repeated.

Andrew finally turned away from speaking with another group of Slayers and caught Tracey’s look. His mouth dropped, followed by his martini glass. After a moment, his face cleared and he walked toward them.

"Tracey," he said, taking her hand and kissing it. "You look lovely, my dear."

"What?" Vi asked. "No cigar?"

Andrew blushed furiously and ignored the Slayer. "Of course, you look more like Raquel Welch than Ursula Andress, but you are, as always, stunning and put both of them to shame."

"Thanks Andy," she replied with a wry grin.

"Oh, more guests," he said and moved back to the door. "Excuse me?"

Tracey sighed as Andrew darted away. "Not exactly the response I was hoping for."

"Uh…" Xander once again mumbled.

Vi rolled her eyes at her boyfriend. ""He’s just playing it cool, getting into the Bond mode," she reassured her friend. "Just kick it up a notch."

Tracey looked at her. "I’m standing here nearly naked and freezing and you think I need to try harder?"

Vi patted Tracey on her bare shoulder, trying to comfort.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Storage Room – Same time

"Where is he, Darrell?" Oddjob fumed, pacing anxiously around the room.

"I don’t know, Jean-Claude," The Lone Gunman shrugged and continued to work on the laptop resting on a wooden crate.

At that moment the air in the room shimmered and the dark figure appeared.

"Where have you been?" Jean-Claude asked angrily.

The figure ignored him as it turned to the hacker. "Is it ready?" the deep voice asked. "These glamour spells won’t last all night."

"Just a moment," Darrell said and hit a few more keys. The screen cleared and a scowling blonde appeared on the screen.

"It’s about time you got that link thing connection, whatever, established," she said.[image: image17.jpg]



"My apologies, Mistress Luna," the dark figure said. "We are in position."

"About time!" Luna said. "Okay, here’s what I want you to do…are you ready?"

"Yes, Mistress," all three mumbled.

"Grab the slut!" she said and smirked. "You know, what’s her name." The blonde looked around and then her grin widened in triumph. "Here it is!" she thrust a photograph at the webcam. Dawn’s smiling face appeared on the screen.

"Yes, Mistress," the three mumbled again. "Whatever you want."

"Of course, I’ll get whatever I want," she yelled once again reappearing on the screen. The Gunman winced as she began to sing. "Whatever Luna wants, Luna gets, and little girl, little Luna wants you!"

She moved away and the camera caught her tearing up the photograph of Dawn.

Fade Out

 

End of Act One
Act Two
Fade In:

Int.

Council Rec Room – Night

Darrell scrunched his nose to move his glasses back up to his eye level and nervously glanced around the room. Most of the movers and shakers of the Watchers Council were milling around the various snack tables or sitting in chairs, mingling in small groups while wearing costumes that often rated fairly high on the ridiculous scale.[image: image18.jpg]



"Who are you?" a female voice flatly asked him. Darrell turned around to see Kennedy examining him closely, arms crossed. She was one of the only people in the room without a costume, and didn’t really look like she was having a good time.

"Me?" Darrell pointed at himself, and compulsively scrunched his nose again. "I’m um…I’m Skye’s cousin. I’m visiting her for the weekend." Kennedy’s eyes continued to bore a hole in his forehead. "Really," he added weakly.

"How much is Andrew paying you?" Kennedy asked, her face expressionless.

"I’m sorry?" Darrell responded, confused.

"I said," she repeatedly slowly, "how much is he paying you?"

"No one’s, uh, paying me anything," Darrell insisted. "I don’t even know this…Andrew?"

"Fine," Kennedy told him, "but just know that I will figure it out. I won’t get fooled again."

"Umm…okay," Darrell answered, obviously unsure how to respond. Kennedy turned and walked away with a huff.

Across the room, Dawn adjusted her flashy bow tie, generally looking uncomfortable in her "gay secret agent" outfit. Jeff appeared next to her and grabbed a small sugar cookie with pink frosting off of the table. Popping it into his mouth, he greeted her between chews.

"You okay?" he asked with his mouth full.

"Just still waiting for Skye," Dawn told him, not sounding very happy about it. Jeff swallowed and looked at Dawn as if he was trying to figure her out.

"Is there something up with you two?" he asked. Dawn raised an eyebrow. "Hey," Jeff continued, raising his hands defensively, "I’m not…I just worry about you sometimes. You’ve been on edge ever since the stuff in Vor."

Dawn managed a small tired smile. "Thanks," she said sincerely. "It’s nothing I guess…It’s like, when we’re together, Skye and I that is, it’s like her mind’s somewhere else."

"Skye’s been busy lately, it’s true," Jeff agreed, "but she loves you. A lot."

"You sure?" Dawn asked dejectedly.

"Trust me," Jeff assured her, "if she didn’t, I’d be the first to point it out. But it’s scary, how far she’ll go to keep you all to herself."

"What does that mean?" Dawn asked worried.

Jeff rubbed the back of his neck nervously but tried to reassure her. "Nothing." At first Dawn didn’t seem convinced. "No really. She told me that if I tried to make a play for you that it would be the fight of my life basically. If I thought I had a shot I might challenge her but I know where things stand and that’s cool."

"Uh huh," Dawn answered not entirely convinced.

"Honestly," Jeff went on. "You were there when my mom died and I don’t think anyone else could have understood it like you did, so for me…having a friend is more important than trying to be a lover…and failing miserably in the process." Dawn smiled again and tried not to laugh. "See." Jeff grinned. "I knew I could cheer you up."

From behind a nearby pillar, Jean-Claude watched the pair, one hand holding something inside his suit-coat.

Tracey was standing in the corner by the punch bowl, absent-mindedly twirling the ladle around with one finger.

"You’re, um…you’re hogging the punch," Andrew told her, smiling awkwardly.

"Sorry," Tracey said, obviously not having realized Andrew was there. "I was just…yeah."

"Don’t worry about it," Andrew said quickly. "I just came over here to, y’know, tell you I again that I liked your costume."[image: image19.jpg]



"Really?" Tracey smiled as she self-consciously adjusted the strap on her bikini top.

"Yes," Andrew continued, "it’s a very authentic recreation."

"Well, thank you," Tracey said happily. She took a tentative step closer to Andrew. "You know, I wore this especially for you."

"That was very thoughtful of you, Tracey," he babbled, heedless of the fact that Tracey had begun to lick her lips in a highly suggestive manner, "though you might be surprised to learn that I prefer the oeuvre of Mr. Timothy Dalton to that of Sean Connery."

"Do you see anything you like?" Tracey asked him in a low voice.

A table away, Xander coughed loudly and spat out a piece of brownie onto his plate. Vi patted him on the back asking, "Are you okay?"

"Well," Andrew told Tracey, "I do think it was especially good detail work in the back." He looked around for a moment. "I’m sorry, but I think I need to go get some more finger food platters from the kitchen."

"I could come back to the kitchen and…" Tracey paused for dramatic effect, "help you with that."

"That’s sweet, you’re a peach," Andrew replied, "but it’s your night off. I can handle it alone."

"We could handle it together," Tracey told him, trying her best to sound sexy but beginning to get frustrated.

"Really, I’m fine," he insisted. "There’s hors d’oeuvres all over the place in there, I was starting to run out of room, so it’s just that some of it needs to be moved in here."

"We could find room…under the table."

"I dunno, it might be dirty under there."

"I can be dirty."

"I’m sorry?"

"Forget it," Tracey told him, dropping her arms sullenly to her sides and giving up the sexy tone of voice. Andrew stayed for a moment, looking at her in a perplexed fashion.

"Is there something that I…" he began.

"No, go get the hors d’oeuvres," Tracey interrupted, once again fiddling with the punch ladle. "I’ll just…be here."

Reluctantly, Andrew went toward the kitchen. Xander saw him depart and leaned over to give Vi a soft kiss. He whispered something and rose from the table.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Kitchen – Moments Later

Xander brushed past the swinging door and without even stopping to find Andrew announced, "Are you insane? That beautiful girl wants you."

He looked over to see Andrew by the sink, his back toward him. Andrew turned around and Xander saw the young blonde man breathing in a paper sack quickly.

"Geez, are you okay?" Xander asked as he rushed over.

Andrew nodded as he continued to breath into the bag. "Yeah…Just…Give…Me…A…Second."

Xander rubbed Andrew on the back gently. "I take it you got Tracey’s not so subtle hints then?" he asked.

All Andrew could do is nod. Slowly Xander began to smile. "Well, just take some time in here okay? I’ll take the food out and talk to Tracey."

"No!" Andrew exclaimed and grabbed Xander by the sleeve as he started to leave. "If you do that I’ll lose my man card."

"Andrew, your man card is looking pretty counterfeit at this point anyway," Xander argued. "I’ll just tell her not to spread it on so thick."

"No, no," Andrew said quickly. "I’ll take care of it. I’ll handle it. I mean she’s my girlfriend, right? Bikini and all, right? Oh God," he finished with a groan and started to breath into the bag again.

"Oh brother." Xander sighed and shook his head.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Computer Lab - Night

The door to the darkened main Council Computer Lab slowly opened and Darrell poked his head through it carefully. Seeing that the room had no occupants, he tiptoed inside and sat down at the nearest terminal. A Watchers Council coat of arms slowly waved in an imaginary breeze on the screen.

Darrell moved the mouse slightly, and the screensaver disappeared, revealing a white screen with a small computer-animated version of Willow standing in the bottom right, looking polite but expectant.

"Welcome to W.I.L.L.O.W.," the computerized Willow said, in a jerky, electronic voice. "How can we help you?" A black cursor began to blink in the upper left of the screen.

"This is new," Darrell commented. "All right, personal info…let’s try this…" and then he typed something into the prompt. The little Willow avatar’s expression darkened, as did the color of its eyes.

"Bored now," was all it said.

"What?" Darrell asked incredulously. "What does that mean?" He typed something else, and the animated Willow’s hair turned black. Tiny veins appeared on her face.

"Bored now," she repeated.

"Dammit!" Darrell swore, typing once again.

"Bored now," the avatar answered.

"How about this…"

"Bored now."

"Or maybe…"

"Bored now."

Darrell scrunched his glasses higher on his nose again. He was typing as fast as he could. "There’s no way it’ll…"

"Bored now," computer Willow told him, this time as small orange electronic sparks shot from her fingers. Darrell rested his face in his hands, disconsolate. Then there was a loud beeping noise, and Darrell pulled his cell-phone from inside his pocket protector. Seeing the caller’s number, he sighed before he pressed the button to answer.

"Hello?"

"Darrell, darling, what’s the news?" Luna’s voice asked expectantly.

"I’ve never been beaten by security software before…" Darrell began.

Cut To:

Int.
Luna’s Lair – Same Time

"I know that, sweetie," Luna saccharinely told him. She held the ornate pink and gold phone to her ear with her shoulder as she carefully painted her toe-nails bright red. "That’s why I hired you. Only the best for Luna."

Cut To:

Int.

Council Computer – Same Time

"But here’s the thing," Darrell finished, "I can’t get through their security."

Luna’s "WHAT?!?!?" was so loud that Darrell winced and held the phone away from his ear.

"I’m sorry," he explained quickly. "They’ve got this new operating system. I’ve never…It’s the best firewall I’ve ever seen."

Cut To:

Int.

Luna’s Lair – Same Time

Still holding the toenail brush between two of her fingers, Luna looked extremely perturbed as she yelled into the phone. "I don’t care! Let Luna tell you a story, you stupid nerd! I had a maid once. She reminds me of you, actually, kinda smart and really ugly. Anyway, one time she gave me an orange-flavored Sobe instead of Cappuccino-flavored when I had specifically told her that I wanted the Cappuccino. Do you know what I did to her then? I HAD HER FED TO MADAME FLIFFERTOP!" she screamed as she held up a taxidermied cat and shook it. "Don’t give me the orange-flavored Sobe, Darrell." Her voice changed again from shouting back to sickly sweet. "Now, what are you going to give me?"

Cut To:

Int.

Council Computer Lab – Same Time

"Umm…a Cappuccino?" Darrell ventured.

Cut To:

Int.

Luna’s Lair – Same Time[image: image20.jpg]



"That’s right," Luna told him with a smile before the happy expression vanished an instant later, "and it better be friggin’ tasty!" She hung up and angrily threw the phone at the wall. She let out a high-pitched growl.

"Okay, Luna," she told herself as she began to pet the dead cat next to her from top to tail, "you just gotta calm down. Remember that MTV yoga tape? Just breathe…" She took a couple deep breaths, then, seemingly calm once again, Luna went back to painting her toenails.

Madame Fliffertop II looked up from the floor and gave a meow as if checking on her master. Luna shot her a glare.

"Shut up," she snarled. "Or I’m gonna have two stuffed cats instead of one." She threw a pillow off the bed in the direction of the cat and a loud mew and hiss followed.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Rec Room – Night

Dawn sat alone at a small round table, trying unsuccessfully to look like she was having a good time. She nibbled on a large chocolate chip cookie. Seeing her alone, Jeff stopped next to the table, a platter of finger sandwiches perilously balanced on one hand.

"Still no Skye?" he asked.

"Yep," Dawn confirmed sullenly. "I’m starting to think…I’m supposed to be the most important thing in her life, right?"

"I’m sure Skye would be here if she could," Jeff told her.

"Right. What’s with that…thing?" Dawn asked, pointing at the tray.

"Oh, I was, um, helping Andrew with the…GET DOWN!" Jeff dropped the tray with a loud crash and tackled Dawn out of her seat and onto the floor. The pair fell in an ungainly heap. The room went silent as everybody stopped what they were doing and looked to see what had just happened.

"Jeff!" Dawn angrily exclaimed, "What the heck are you…"

At that moment, there was a whoosh as the mage K’Ret materialized in the middle of the room. Without hesitating, the wizard sent a red blast of dark energy in the direction of where Dawn had been a moment before. The chair Dawn had been sitting in shattered into several pieces.

"Hey, Voldemort," said a female voice. The mage turned its head just in time to get punched in its invisible face. It fell to the ground, seemingly unconscious.

"I wasn’t sure that would work," Kennedy noted as she stood over the unmoving K’Ret. "What’s the point of being invisible if you’re gonna wear a big-ass cloak?"

"That thing…it was trying to kill me!" Dawn said from her position on the floor, as if she couldn’t quite believe it. She turned to Jeff, who was still on top of her. "You…you saved my life." The young warlock opened his mouth to respond, but no sound came out. He eventually just settled on a sheepish grin.

"What the hell was that?" Rowena asked from her seat at a nearby table.

"I second that confusion," Xander added.

"That thing knew exactly what it was doing," Giles pointed out. He turned the body over and sighed. "Korek mage. Very powerful…It took us all by surprise, it could have killed anyone here if…"

"It wasn't stupid enough to wear a cloak?" Kennedy asked, stressing her point again.

Giles agreed with a shrug and slight nod.

"So why did it go after Dawn, of all people?" Faith looked down at Dawn. "No offense."

"None taken," Dawn told her emphatically.

"I know why," Kennedy said angrily.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Kitchen – Moments Later

"Hey, guys," Andrew whined, "the kitchen is authorized personnel only right now. I’m going to need everyone else to just go back to the…"

"Why did you hire a demon wizard to pretend to try to kill Dawn?" Kennedy asked him, her voice deadly serious. Rowena and Faith stood on either side of the angry slayer.

"I didn’t…What?" Andrew denied, obviously confused. "I never even…a what?"

"Oh, c’mon, Andrew," Kennedy insisted, "this is all just a big repeat of last year, isn’t it? There’s some big scheme to get us all scared and into the Halloween spirit?"

"Hey, I never hired anyone. I just wanted to have a good…" Andrew began. Kennedy interrupted before he could finish.

"But guess what? This isn’t a joke! Dawn could have died in there!" Kennedy told him, pointing back toward the Rec Room. She leaned forward, unblinking, and Andrew leaned backwards a corresponding amount. "You better start telling me your elaborate and special plan right now, or I’m gonna find out if dragons like nerd meat."

"I didn’t do anything, I swear," Andrew told her, his voice very small. "I don’t know anything about any demon wizards."

Kennedy opened her mouth to reply, but Faith put her hand on her friends’ shoulder. "Slick, I don’t think we’re gonna get anything out of him. Let’s just leave it." Kennedy leaned forward just a little bit more, and Andrew leaned so far back it looked like he was about to fall down. Then Kennedy turned on her heel and left the room, leaving the door swinging in her wake as Faith and Rowena followed.

Andrew was left alone amongst his food trays in the kitchen, looking like he was about to die of a heart attack when Faith poked her head back in.

"For your sake," Faith warned. "I’d cancel any more surprises you have left tonight."

"But I didn’t…" Andrew stopped from finishing because Faith was already leaving again. Instead, he just sighed.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Holding Facility – Night

A barred cell door slid closed on K’Ret, who seemed to be alert now. His hands were cuffed together with a glowing, green, liquid-looking substance.

Vi and Faith smirked at him through the bars, then turned to leave. K’ret’s invisible eyes looked forlornly down at the mystical handcuffs, then up at the bars of his cell.

Cut To:

Int.

Council HQ Hallway – Night

Jean-Claude hid behind a corner, his gun cocked and ready. He swung to look down the hallway… and his cell phone rang. Pulling a double take, the large man realized he was alone and then relaxed, grabbing a tiny, sleek cell phone from inside of his jacket.

"Yes?"

Cut To:

Int.

Luna’s Lair – Same Time

"Tell me beautiful things, baby," Luna said on the other end, this time holding the phone in one hand while expertly braiding her stuffed cat’s hair with the other. Madame Fliffertop II watched with an annoyed disinterest. "I’m sitting here, waiting for you guys to do your frickin’ jobs, and it’s getting really boring."

Cut To:

Int.

Council HQ Hallway – Same Time

"I can report that the mage attempted a binding of Miss Summers about fifteen minutes ago," the hitman told her, everything about him as professional as humanly possible.

"So she’s tucked away nice now?" Luna’s voice asked expectantly. "Wrapped up in teeny tiny shards of magic, like that time my N’Sync CD stopped working and I…Don’t meow at me, you stupid cat! It’s not my fault the kitty conditioner didn’t work like they said it would on the infomercial!"

If the last bit registered with Jean-Claude, his external features certainly didn’t show it. "Target remains at large. K’Ret has been captured instead."

Cut To:

Int.

Luna’s Lair – Same Time

Luna herself let out a strangely high-pitched growl, which could easily have come from the dead cat whose hair she had just pulled in frustration had it still been alive. "CAPTURED! As in, in jail?"

"Correct, ma’am," Jean-Claude supplied.

"This is ridiculous!" she fumed. "But it always pays to have a back-up plan. And guess what, Claudio? You’re it! So I want to see some results here, people, or Luna is going to be very unhappy. Remember rule number one?

Cut To:

Int.

Council HQ Hallway – Same Time

"Make Luna happy. Yes ma’am," Jean-Claude replied coolly.

Cut To:

Int.

Luna’s Lair – Same Time

"Exactly," Luna told him. "So go already, God!" And with that, she hung up. Luna’s lower lip went into a prominent pout as she looked at the large lock of cat hair she was holding in her hand. "What are you looking at?" she testily asked Madame Fliffertop II, the living cat who flipped her tail in affront.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Rec Room – Same Time

A tired-looking Rowena sat alone at one of the small tables. She checked the clock to see what time it was and sighed.

"Hey, Ro," Xander asked, walking up to her with Vi's arms around his waist. The redheaded slayer was smiling. "What do you think my costume is?" Both Vi and Xander looked expectantly at the blonde.

"I, um…" Rowena searched for words, somewhat unsuccessfully. "Are you some sort of…pest controlling secret operative?"

"Told you," Vi crowed triumphantly. "At least she was closer than Kennedy. She thought you were frozen meatloaf."

"Might be the tin foil," Rowena supplied helpfully.

Xander scowled, then attempted a little too abruptly to change the subject.

"So, Ro, I notice that you’re flyin’ solo tonight. What happened to that possible date with our favorite redhead?"

"Hey!" Vi exclaimed.

"Present company excluded, of course," Xander backtracked, giving his girlfriend an awkward smile.

"I dunno," Rowena said, her tiredness showing in her voice, "it was never really a date. It was more like a ‘maybe see you there’ kind of a deal, which as it’s turning out to be, more of a ‘maybe not’. "

"Are you guys broken up?" Vi asked out of nowhere.

"What?" Rowena exclaimed defensively. "No! Of course not! I don’t…" her shoulder slumped. "I don’t know." She looked suspiciously at Vi. "Why? Have you heard something?"

"There’s talk about over in the dorms," Vi explained. "Like, this guy in the watcher program, he said that you guys haven’t spoken to each other for weeks. Well, except for some big blow up over ice cream, which sounds ridiculous if you ask me."

"Nice to know my personal life is such hot gossip." Rowena sighed.

"I’m sorry," Vi said. "I didn’t mean-."

Rowena simply held up a hand. "We’re talking. It’s just that sometimes there’s also yelling. And sometimes stuff gets thrown around when someone leaves a room but…Truth is, I really don’t know. That’s why I was hoping that Will would be here. Maybe we could sort some things out but I guess it’s not a priority for her right now."

Xander scooted closer to Rowena. "Look, I know it can be....dangerous...to chat her up when she’s…"

"Temperamental, moody and irrational?" Rowena asked, quickly filling in the blank.

"Among other things," Xander said with a nod of agreement, "but you really do need to talk to her."

"I can’t talk to her if she’s not here," Rowena pointed out. "But really, she probably is working on something and completely forgot. She’s very focused."

"The Willster?" Xander said. "Yeah, but she’ll be here before the end of the night. Just watch."

Cut To:

Int.

Council Library – Night

Willow pushed another pin into a large map of the Cleveland area she had tacked up to a blank area of wall. She took a step back and sighed, looking at the seemingly random patterns of red and green pins.

"Miss Rosenberg," a young man with glasses said from behind her, "here’s the reference materials you wanted."

"Put them on the table, Jackson," Willow instructed absent-mindedly. He obeyed.

"Miss Rosenberg," Jackson ventured, "if you want to take a break I think I can handle this for a while."

"No thanks," Willow told him, "I need to get some answers for Faith by the weekend or I’ll never hear the end of it." She examined one area of the map more closely. "It’s this area here that’s the trouble," she continued, pointing at a spot far out on the West Side.[image: image21.jpg]



"Over by Dover Center Road?" Jackson asked.

"Yeah," Willow confirmed, "there’s a high number of vampire sightings in that area, but a relatively low kill count."

"That’s not enough of a body trail for a nest," Jackson observed.

"So…what are we dealing with?" Willow wondered out loud.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Rec Room – Night

A pair of slick black shoes made a distinct tapping sound as they entered the party room. Above the shoes was tight black spandex over a stunning pair of legs. Skye, the owner of the stunning pair of legs, adjusted her leopard-spotted cat ears and looked around the room. She seemed surprised to see Dawn and Jeff talking urgently to Rowena, Giles and Andrew while standing next to the scattered remnants of an ex-chair.

"Hey everybody, it’s Skye!" Xander announced, spotting the cat-suited brunette’s entrance. "And she dressed like Cordelia!"

"I’m Pussy Galore," Skye pointed out, seemingly slightly affronted. "What’s…going on?"

"Some demonic wizard tried to kill Dawn, and we think it’s because Andrew told it to," Becca supplied helpfully, holding out a tray of goodies. "Sugar cookie?"

Skye ignored the older woman’s offer and stormed over to the group that seemed to be continuing the investigation.

"Andrew!" she yelled as she reached them, causing the blond young man to jump a little as he turned.

"Yes?" he asked nervously.

"Seems like you had another practical joke planned, huh?" Skye continued, "Only this time no one else is on it? Well, I don’t really find attempts on my girlfriend’s life to be very funny, so I think I deserve an explanation, an apology, and possibly a pound of your flesh." Her expression brightened suddenly. "Hey Dawn."

"Hey," Dawn returned, looking much relieved.

"I keep telling people," Andrew began, "I don’t know what’s going on. I didn’t plan anything. This isn’t a joke. I think that thing really was out to get Dawn."

"And that makes it okay because…?" Skye asked angrily

"It makes it not my fault," Andrew ventured boldly.[image: image22.jpg]



"It’s okay," Dawn said, "Jeff saw the whole thing ahead of time and saved my life."

"That’s nice," Skye replied, her expression not changing.

"Look, guys," Rowena said, attempting to get control of the situation, "I’m sure that if Andrew had any information he would let us know. In the meantime, I’m just worried about whether this is over or if…"

The Head Watcher was cut off by the report of a gunshot. A stunned Dawn looked down at her shoulder where the bullet had grazed her suit jacket’s overgrown shoulder pad.

"Everybody, on the floor!" Rowena shouted, hitting the deck. The party-goers obeyed en masse, except for Dawn, who was still standing stock still until Skye pulled her down physically. Jean-Claude entered cautiously, gun first, through the door to see a couple dozen people hiding behind tables. Andrew had gone straight down to the floor and was holding an aluminum hors d’oeuvres plate over his head as a shield.

His facial features unchanging, Jean-Claude edged slowly along one wall until he spotted Dawn and Skye hiding behind a couch. He raised his weapon.

At that moment, Faith stepped out from behind one of the plain square columns holding the ceiling up and threw a small dagger at the hit man. He dropped the gun, mostly because his hand was suddenly pinned to the wall with a small, extremely sharp knife. Jean-Claude let out a short scream of pain.

Faith summarily walked over to the whimpering assassin and pulled her dagger out of his hand. His hand freed, Jean-Claude cradled it gingerly. Faith wound up and knocked him unconscious with one punch.

Everyone in the room slowly peeked out from behind their cover.

"See? I’m a pirate not a wench," Faith said emphatically, as she cleaned off her dagger on Jean-Claude’s impeccable suit. Then she lifted up her skirt and returned the knife to a small holster she’d rigged on her thigh.

"Okay," Tracey said, shaking a little but still adjusting her bikini top as she cautiously raised her head over the punch table, "what is happening here?"

"We know what’s happening," Kennedy stated angrily, jumping to her feet. "Andrew’s little games have now expanded to include live firearms."

"I’m telling you," Andrew began, "I don’t…"

"Andrew," Rowena cut him off, her tone of voice brooking no argument, "I think it’s time for this to end, don’t you?"

"It’s not him," Skye said quietly, examining Jean-Claude where he had fallen.

"What?" Dawn asked incredulously.

"Andrew’s not the one behind this," Skye announced, her voice louder this time. "This is Jean-Claude. He used to work for my ex’s father."

"So…what does that mean?" Vi prompted.

"It means…I think this whole thing is a lot more dangerous than we thought," Skye replied.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Holding Facility – Night

A barred cell door slid closed past Jean-Claude, who was once again conscious. He looked at Faith and Vi through the bars, but after only a moment they turned heel simultaneously and left him. Jean-Claude looked to the back corner of his cell to see the mage K’Ret sitting in the back corner, his cloaked head resting on the back wall of the cell.

"What are you looking at?" K’Ret asked, its voice a low rattle.

"Nothing," Jean-Claude replied. An awkward silence descended on the cell.

Cut To:

Int.

Council HQ Hallway – Night

In her skin-tight cat-suit, Skye led the whole gang down the hallway. They had to walk quickly to keep up, but everyone did - even Robin, who seemed to have mastered the use of his artificial leg.

"Back before I met Dawn," she was explaining, "I met this girl. Our fathers’ knew each other through business…anyway, we were kind of…involved."

"Wait," Dawn interrupted, "I didn’t know about any of this."

"Well," Skye explained, "Yeah, you did. She’s the reason I told you I didn’t want to get too involved with each other. I called it quits and…she didn’t take it well. So I’m thinking…"

"What, that this chick wants revenge?" Faith interjected. "But that was years ago, right?"

"Knowing Luna, it might have taken her that long to set this thing up."

"This girl’s name is Luna?" Robin asked.

"Yeah," confirmed Skye, "and she’s psychotic."

"Well," Giles said, "perhaps once we arrive at the computer lab we will be able to look up information concerning this Luna’s current whereabouts."

"I guess I have to ask," Dawn said reluctantly, "why were you with her if she’s psychotic?"

"Well…" Skye began, but she stopped when she reached the door to the main computer lab. The group piled in behind her but immediately stopped as well.

Darrell sat at the nearest computer terminal, looking rather surprised to see most of the Watchers Council standing at the door.

"What is it?" Andrew asked in frustration from the back of the group, hopping up and down in an attempt to see over the heads of Giles and Robin.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Holding Facility – Night

The same cell door closed past Darrell’s still-stunned face. He looked over at K’Ret and Jean-Claude, who were sitting next to each other on two chairs nailed down in the back of the cell. Jean-Claude gave a weak wave, while K’Ret looked down at his glowing hand-cuffs, then shrugged. The hacker walked over and dejectedly sat down next to them.

On the other side of the bars stood the Watchers Council Halloween Party. Giles walked over to Rowena.

"None of them have told us anything, and the blasted computer turned up no information of consequence," he told her. "Bloody useless, as usual," he added under his breath. Rowena suppressed a smile.

"In the defense of technology," Rowena began, "Andrew was playing with the system earlier."

"I was not playing," Andrew whined. "I’m creating a state of the art informational database, thankyouverymuch."

"Regardless, it seems we find ourselves at a dead end," said Robin with a sigh.

"What now, Blondie?" Faith asked.

Rowena ran a hand through her hair as she tried to think. "Well, we’ll just have to…interrogate them," she finally said.

"You mean torture," Kennedy said quickly.

"I didn’t say ‘torture’, did I? I said ‘interrogate’," Rowena defended.

"I could torture ‘em," Faith offered. "I’ve got the experience."

"I didn’t say torture," Rowena insisted. "We’re not torturing. Torture and all its forms are out. Our best bet is right here," she added, motioning toward Skye.

"Has she tortured anyone?" Kennedy asked. "Because Faith-."

"Enough with the torture!" Rowena yelled before grabbing her temples. "Look," she said more calmly. "Skye can give us information."

"I’ve got some books upstairs," Skye said thoughtfully.

"Thank you Skye," Rowena answered.

"There’s this whole thing with nerve endings in the wrists…" Skye continued. Rowena just closed her eyes and groaned.

"I’ve got a pair of scissors in my purse," Becca brought up helpfully, cradling the baby in her arms.

Rowena opened her eyes and turned to Becca. "I’m begging you not to help Becca."

"Can I just weigh in on the whole ‘torturing people’ issue?" Xander asked.

"NO!" everyone said at once. The occupants of the cell just looked at each other.

"Guys!" Vi said loudly, "I’ll handle it."

"Really?" Andrew asked, sounding surprised.

Rowena looked frazzled.

"That would be…fine, Vi, have at it," the watcher said. She began to hand the keys to the cell to the redhead, but stopped. "Just remember, I didn’t say torture."

"Gotcha," Vi agreed, and grabbed the keys.

Faith sidled up to her subordinate. "So, which bone you gonna break first?"

"Just watch and learn," Vi told her. Faith looked slightly taken aback. Vi opened the cell door and walked in.

She didn’t say anything at first, pacing slowly back and forth in front of the three seated villains. She examined them like a cat examines a mouse. Finally, she stopped in front of Darrell.

"How ya doin’?" Vi said, her voice friendly, as she took a knee in front of him.

"Um…fine," the hacker answered nervously.

"Glad to hear it," she replied. "I was hoping you could do me a favor." She leaned closer to his face. "Tonight some people tried to kill a friend of mine - Dawn Summers. I think you probably know her. Now, I understand that sometimes things can get out of hand, people get caught up in things beyond their control. I’m just asking you to tell me where Luna is, that’s all. One eency little thing." Vi held two fingers very close to each other, inches from Darrell’s face, to emphasize the smallness of what she was asking.

Darrell swallowed. "I’m…not sure."

"Wrong answer," Vi said brightly, then in one smooth motion ripped Darrell’s glasses off, dropped them to the floor, and smashed them to tiny pieces under the heel of her shoe.

She stood back and addressed all three of the captives. "You know, I could stay here for a few hours and torture you guys until you begged me to kill you."

"I didn’t say torture!" Rowena called from outside the cell. She quickly turned to Giles. "See, what I have to deal with?" she asked.

"I remember all too well," Giles replied with a grin.

"And you’re glad you don’t have to do it, aren’t you?" Rowena asked. Giles tried not to smile and Rowena waved him off.

"But honestly torture…that sounds boring to me," Vi continued. "And frankly, I don’t want to ruin my nice costume in the process." She turned to the mage. "So, mister demon wizard man, why don’t you tell me where your boss is and I can enjoy my evening?"

"I will tell you nothing," K’Ret rattled.

Vi reached inside her blouse and pulled out a small loaded crossbow. She pointed it directly between the demon’s invisible eyes. "Let’s try that again."

Outside the cell, Kennedy stood next to Faith. She leaned towards her friend.

"Damn. Vi’s like Ro. She can be pretty scary, huh?" she asked out of the side of her mouth.

"You’re bluffing," the K’Ret told Vi.

"Wanna bet?" Vi said, not moving the crossbow. "I’ll pull this trigger, and I’ll sleep well tonight. You know how I know that? Because I slept well last night, and the night before that. I kill demons every day of the week. You’re just another one."

"You don’t have the guts," K’Ret said to Vi. "She said you couldn’t hurt us."

"She said no torture. She didn’t say I couldn’t start to kill you all one by one, did she? Now, if living is important to you, where…is…Luna?"

The group outside the cell was transfixed. So were K’Ret’s cell-mates. The mage hesitated for a long moment. He looked at Rowena, who didn’t issue an argument, when he heard Vi cock the crossbow.

"Fine. There’s an entrance in the Chinese Cultural Garden in Rockefeller Park," it finally said. "Over by the Art Museum."

"Thanks," Vi said brightly, lowering her crossbow. Then she turned and walked out of the cell and, without slowing down, tossed the cell keys to Rowena and the crossbow to Faith, flashed a grin at Xander, and walked straight up the stairs.

"So," Jeff said, "I guess the party’s moving."

Robin closed the cell door.

Cut To:
Ext.

Rockefeller Park – Night

"You doing okay?" Andrew asked Tracey as helped her out of the back of one of the Council vans.

"Yeah, I’m just…a little chilly," she answered, shivering in her bikini.

"October on the North Coast," Andrew agreed, "not known for its balmy nights."

"You could…warm me up," Tracey ventured. Andrew gulped.

"Hey, guys," called Dawn’s voice, interrupting. "Come see this."

Cut To:

Ext.

Chinese Cultural Garden – Night

The entire group, except for Becca and Giles, who no longer seemed to be present, looked up at a large statue of a lion that stood on a tall marble pedestal. They were all still in costume.

"It’s a statue," Faith said flatly. "Fascinating. Looks like your demon guy led us on a wild goose chase, Vi."

"It was a good try, though," Xander encouraged his girlfriend, who still didn’t look happy.

Andrew walked forward to look closer at the base of the statue. He ran his hand over the smooth white surface.

"What are you doing?" Faith asked.

Andrew found what he was looking forward and pushed on a specific spot on the pedestal. The entire side of the base pushed inward and then retracted upwards, revealing a set of stairs heading down into the earth.

"Listen well, little girl. Any good super villain camouflages the entrance to their lair," Andrew said sagely. "You will learn in time."

Cut To:

Int.

Bottom of Stairway

"Did Andrew just call me a ‘little girl’?" Faith asked incredulously, as the gang descended the stairs.

"Try not to kill him, honey," Robin told her. "He’s the best cook we’ve got."

"Dark and Dank. I was hopin' it'd be dark and dank," Xander commented.

"Don’t forget nice and creepy too," Jeff commented as he reached the bottom of the stairs. "What is it?"

The stairs let out into one end of a large, long, concrete-lined chamber. At the far end light seemed to be coming from a tunnel of some sort. The chamber was cris-crossed by green beams of light.[image: image23.jpg]



"Lasers," Rowena sighed, "probably for motion-detecting. What we need to do is go back to base and come back with some aerosol, maybe a rope, and…"

Faith stepped forward through the closest beam. Nothing happened.

"Or, we could just go find the bitch," she said. She began to walk across the chamber, and the group cautiously followed her lead. "Seriously, Blondie," Faith began, "sometimes you just gotta say ‘What the …"

"What’s that noise?" Vi wondered, as a high-pitched squeaking gradually grew in volume. Dawn looked uneasy.

A moment later, hundreds of small, moving red beams of light burst from the walls. The pitter-patter of hundreds of small, furry feet echoed off the walls of the concrete room.

Kennedy let out a yelp as one of the light beams touched her ankle. "That hurt!" she cried.

"What the…" Robin wondered, jumping as one of the beams singed his good thigh.[image: image24.jpg]



Then a squirrel with some sort of device strapped to its back dropped from the ceiling straight down on Tracey’s head. She screamed. Andrew grabbed the animal off her head and threw it in the opposite direction.

"Laser squirrels!" Xander shouted. At that, panic set in. The bushy-tailed animals swarmed around the group, which scattered in all directions.

Faith grabbed a squirrel off her shoulder by its tail and swung it off into the distance, dodging the laser beam as it came back around. Vi high-stepped around the various laser beams, her face a mask of concentration. Tracey clung to Andrew as they ran for the tunnel at the end of the chamber, stopping only to kick a squirrel out of the way. Kennedy emitted an intense yell while trying to step down as hard as she could on the creatures. She caught one and there was a startled squeak.

Cut To:

Int.

Bottom of Stairway – A Few Moments Later

Skye tried to catch her breath as she reached the safety of the tunnel at the far end of the chamber. She looked up to see Xander, Vi, Andrew, and Tracey, similarly spent.

Turning, she looked back across the chamber. The floor was now completely covered in furry animals and laser beams. Rowena, Faith, Robin, and Jeff were standing at the base of the stairs. Kennedy had actually climbed up onto the banister at the side, attempting to get farther from the squirrels.[image: image25.jpg]



"So…what now?" Xander yelled across the squirrel-infested room.

"Well," Rowena answered, "since you guys are the only ones who made it, you’re going have to go on and find Luna."

The five people at the mouth of the tunnel looked at each other doubtfully. Skye’s brow furrowed as she seemed to realize something.

"Where’s Dawn?"

Fade Out

End of Act Two
Act Three
Fade In:

Int.

Luna’s Lair

Dawn’s eyes slowly began to flutter open. What she saw was pinkish, and out of focus. With a few more blinks, she saw her surroundings more clearly. Dawn lay on a four huge four poster bed, surrounded by pink, heart-shaped cushions. She tried to move, but something held her back. Dawn looked up to see her wrists tied to the head of the bed by ropes that seemed to be made of purple velvet. She looked down to see that her feet were being held the same way.[image: image26.jpg]



"What the…" she said under her breath.

Dawn looked around the large, pink room. At the far end, a large cushioned chair sat in front of a high-definition television, which was blaring a reality show at top volume.

"Hey, you!" Dawn yelled. "Where the hell am I?"

There was no answer. Dawn tried again. "Hello?"

"Just a sec, Laguna Beach is on," answered a female voice. Dawn rolled her eyes and waited. She sniffed the pillow next to her head and crinkled her nose at the smell of perfume.

After a moment, Luna emerged from behind the chair and walked toward the bed, one hand on her hip and the other carrying Madame Fliffertop I.

"Had to wait for a commercial break," she explained. "You don’t mess with Luna’s Beach."

"So you’re Luna," Dawn ventured.

"The one and only," Luna answered. "I bet you’ve been wondering who’s behind all this."

"Um, actually, we sort of figured it out," Dawn said. 

"Here," she said pushing the stuffed cat toward Dawn's bound hand. "Wanna pet her? She feels as real as when she was alive."

"No thanks," Dawn replied.

"Oh, come on. She won't bite...Really she can't."

Dawn looked at her a moment. "No really. I think I'll pass on petting your pussy, no matter how tempting it might be...If you don't mind me asking...Where are we?"

"In my secret underground lair. Duh!" Luna said haughtily.

"You have a lair?" Dawn asked dubiously.

"Any good villain does," Luna replied. She leaned closer to Dawn and added quietly, "I’ve been studying."

Dawn just smirked. "Right."

Luna huffed and stood back up straight. "You know, slut, Skye’s mine," she said, "and there’s nothing you can do about it."

"I’m a slut?" Dawn protested. "Have you seen the outfit you’re wearing?"[image: image27.jpg]



"THIS IS VERSACE!!!" Luna screamed. Putting an offended hand on her chest, she attempted to compose herself. "You need to be calm, Luna, don’t let the new girl bait you. We went over this."

"Who are you talking to?" Dawn asked, bewildered, her eyes shifting around the room.

"It…doesn’t matter," Luna said, waving her hand in the air. "I’ve been planning this a very long time. Years, actually. You have no idea how hard it’s been."

"Planning what?" Dawn queried, still obviously not sure what was going on.

"Getting back Skye, of course," Luna said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

"By kidnapping me?"

"By showing her who really loves her, slut!" Luna shouted. "Nobody leaves Luna, do you hear me? NOBODY!!!"

"Obviously someone did and their have a bit of difficulty getting over it," Dawn said.

Luna looked as if her eyeballs were about to pop out of their sockets. For a moment, she was too angry to form words.

"I think it’s time to start the next part of the plan," she finally managed.

"And what’s that?"

"The part where you get tortured," Luna said, walking towards one of the lair’s many closets.

"Tortured?" Dawn repeated, flabbergasted. "Since when is there torture? Why with the torture?"

"Because there’s always torture," Luna said, as if she was talking to an idiot.

Dawn sighed. "Why am I always the one who gets kidnapped by the ditzy blonde?"

Cut To:

Int.

Long Corridor

"I think Dawn might be in serious trouble," Skye said, panic evident in her voice, as she, Vi, Xander, Andrew, and Tracey walked down what seemed to be an endless corridor.[image: image28.jpg]



"We’ll find her," Vi assured her, her tone brooking no argument. "I’m in charge now."

"Remember the last time when everyone went out to the forest and you were in charge?" Tracey pointed out. "It was total anarchy."

"There were circumstances then," Vi said, "circumstances that are no longer present like a missing Kill Bill DVD." Then she pointed at Andrew, her voice deadly serious, and simply added, "and no oatmeal."

"A man can only be pushed so far, before he becomes more than just a man," Andrew intoned.

"You guys don’t know Luna, okay?" Skye continued, still not comforted, "She’s all psychotic and…curvy…and she makes Shannon from Lost look like Marie Curie."

"She’s curvy?" Xander asked, suddenly interested. Vi shot him a look.

"Look, what I’m saying is that she’s completely unpredictable," Skye persisted. "We have no idea what she’ll do to Dawn…or us."

Vi raised a hand and stopped walking at a spot where another tunnel branched off from the main. Everyone kept walking, except for Xander.

"You coming?" he asked. The others stopped and looked at Vi.

"You’re supposed to stop when I do that," Vi said, exasperated.

"Since when are you the boss?" Skye asked.

"I’m the slayer on-the-spot," Vi insisted. "That means I’m in charge."

"Andrew’s high priest of the coven," Tracey pointed out. "Doesn’t he outrank you in someway?"

"Look, I think we should go this way," Vi continued, pointing down the other hallway.

"Honey," Xander began, trying a little too hard to be nice, "what makes this different from the last four side tunnels?"

"Well…" Vi began, but then faltered. Skye tapped her foot impatiently. "I just have a feeling, okay?"

Andrew poked his head around the corner and inspected the other tunnel.

"It does kinda look different," he said. "I think it’s taller…This could be it. Only one way to be sure, though." With that, Andrew grabbed the glasses off Vi’s face and threw them down the tunnel.

"Hey, that’s my costume, you little pip…" Vi began, before a loud grinding noise cut her off.

"What is it?" Tracey asked, as the group congregated at the end of the tunnel. Suddenly, one after the other, several gigantic axes, their blades a good six feet in length, sliced out of slots spaced evenly down the length of the tunnel and into similar slots on the opposite side. Then they sliced back across the tunnel, creating a deadly gauntlet of sharpened steel.

"Yep, this is the way," Andrew said.

"Wait, what?" Skye asked, bewildered. "Why does axes mean Dawn? You people are just jumping to conclusions and things don’t make…it doesn’t make sense!"

"The way to the villain’s lair is always guarded with an overly complicated, unnecessarily lethal security system," Andrew explained.

"This isn’t a security system," Vi said. "It’s the Spanish Inquisition."

"Which, of course, no one ever expects!" Tracey said, a grin on her face. Andrew laughed and her grin just got bigger.

"When the axes fall…it just seems random," Xander said.

Vi bit one of her nails in concentration. "One…two…three…one…two… three…one…" She snapped her fingers. "There’s a pattern," Vi announced.

"But…sweetie, why would there be a pattern?" Xander asked. "It would be really easy, and more effective, to just make them random."

"There’s always a pattern," Andrew said, "otherwise how could the secret agent get to the lair for the climactic confrontation? Lead the way, Vi."

"What?" Skye exclaimed, "You can’t be serious."

But Vi was already tensed and counting down. "Two steps forward, now!" she yelled suddenly…and took two steps forward. Everyone hurried to follow, even Skye, who was barely missed by the first blade on its way back down. Vi was counting again.

"Now!" she yelled again, over the whooshing of the blades, and everyone made it safely into the next space between axe-paths. And then the process was repeated again, and again. Soon there was only one axe between the group and the other end of the gauntlet.

"Now!" Vi ordered once more, but this time, Tracey’s bare foot slipped on the bare floor and she stumbled to her knees.

"Tracey!" Andrew yelled, and turned around.

"Andrew, no!" Vi exclaimed, but Andrew already had his arm around Tracey’s arm and was pulling her out of harm’s way. The axe fell towards them as Tracey got to her feet, seemingly in slow motion. It swished by just as Andrew finished pulling Tracey to safety, mere millimeters from slicing the pair into a quartet.

"Are you guys okay?" Skye asked.

"I think so," Andrew nodded. Tracey nodded, as well…and then her already skimpy top completely fell off, the string having been sliced clean through by the axe. Tracey immediately covered herself with her arms.

"And here I thought the evening was going so well," she said sarcastically. Both Xander and Andrew averted their eyes. Tracey actually looked a little disappointed. Vi reached into the pocket of her blouse and held a safety pin out to Tracey.

"What are the odds that you would have a safety pin?" Skye asked, a little perplexed.

"Ms. Moneypenny is always prepared," Vi explained.

"Don’t look," Tracey teased Andrew, as she prepared to pin her top back together.

"Not looking," Andrew said, turning his back. "I need my bag," he added in a whisper to Xander.

Xander grinned and patted him on the shoulder in support.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council Lobby – Night

Becca gently rocked Elizabeth as the baby drifted off to sleep. Giles smiled at the pair while sitting in a chair off to the side of room.

"Where the frilly heck is everybody?" Willow wondered, walking towards the pair from the nearest doorway. "I’ve been looking all over, but everyone’s…Oh my Goddess, look how cute!" Willow gasped when she saw little Elizabeth’s outfit. She had to shake her head to overcome the blast of cuteness. "I think I’ve figured out the location of a nest, and nobody’s here. What happened to the party…wait, did Andrew have another practical joke planned?"

"There was no joke," Giles explained. "Actually, they all left on a mission, but my wife and I judged it would be too much excitement for Elizabeth, so we stayed behind."

"Ro went out on a mission without telling me?" Willow looked slightly hurt.

"Rowena judged that the situation required immediate attention, and you weren’t present. And as I understand it, the two of you were not exactly in a position where you were…sharing everything with one another."[image: image29.jpg]



"Giles, what happened?" Willow asked, still confused as to what exactly was going on.

"It’s complicated…" Giles began.

"Skye’s ex hired goons to go after Dawn," Becca interrupted.

"I was going to arrive at that bit," Giles said ruefully, "given sufficient time."

"We’ve got to organize a search party," Willow said excitedly, "go after them. They don’t even know what they’re…"

"Willow, Rowena and the others are certainly capable of taking care of themselves," Giles interrupted. She looked uncertain. He sighed. "Perhaps your feelings on this matter are being affected by something else?"

Willow looked at him reluctantly for a moment, then at Becca’s encouraging smile. She licked her lips and said, "I’m not sure if things are ever going to be the same between Rowena and I…We’ve both said things, things I’m not sure we can ever take back. And we’ve both done things..." she sighed. "Maybe that reporter was right. Maybe the heads of council branches being together just isn’t a good idea."

"Willow," Giles began, "as I have been told repeatedly through the years, love is not logical. If a slayer can be in love with a vampire, the head of the coven can love the head of the watchers. This is merely a part of the process, growing pains, if you will."

"And I’ve seen how Rowena looks at you, Willow," Becca added. "The woman would give her life for you."

"I dunno, guys…sometimes it feels like we’ve already broken up," Willow said sadly.

"These things take work," Becca told her. "If you want to stop feeling that way, you’re going to have to take action."

"I guess," Willow answered. After a moment, she shook her head again. "Sorry, didn’t mean to go all movie-of-the-week on you guys. I just came here to tell people about this nest but obviously no one cares."

"A nest? Around here?" Giles asked, sounding interested.

"Yeah," Willow replied, "I was running these pattern analyses, and the data is focused around a specific point…but these kill counts, they aren’t high enough for a nest of the size that would be indicated by the sightings."

"Well, still," Giles said, "people are being killed." He stood up, donning his glasses to look at the papers Willow was handing him. "I suggest we put a strike team together right away, then."

"We?" Willow asked. "Don’t you mean ‘me’? Or…you, but when you think you it means me, because you’re not…are you?"

"I could perhaps be of some assistance," Giles answered, "especially with the other experienced council members in the field at the moment."

"Great!" Willow said. "I’ll go get the rosters and make the calls. Meet you in the briefing room in fifteen minutes."

Willow left the lobby. Giles’ gaze rose from studying the papers to see Becca smirking at him while holding the baby.

"What?" he asked.

"Other members in the field?"

"W-Well, that’s what’s going on, isn’t it?"

Becca couldn’t contain her chuckle. "You’re pathetic," she answered dryly.

"No, you’re right. I should have Willow head the operation with the team. We’ll go home and-."

Becca stroked his cheek. "Go," she told him.

"Are you sure?" he asked with a touch of hopefulness in his voice.

"Yes, before I change my mind," she teased.

Giles smiled and started to dart off but then he turned around and gave Becca a kiss before starting on his way again. Becca simply smiled as she watched him go.

Becca held up Elizabeth in front of her and said, "No being a watcher either Missy."

Cut To:

Int.

Luna’s Lair

"Have you had enough?" Luna expectantly asked Dawn, a grin on her face.

"Please, that’s enough," Dawn begged, still tied to the bed, "I’ll tell you whatever…why are you torturing me again?"

"You want some more?" Luna said wickedly. Dawn closed her eyes tightly in anticipation of the pain.

Luna brought her finger down on the play button of her stereo remote, and the familiar, high-pitched chorus of Hanson’s "MMMBop" filled the air. Dawn wriggled as much as she could in her restraints, trying desperately to break free and cover her ears. After a moment, Luna paused the song once again.

"Wow, that’s almost…a large number of times through the song," Luna commented. "You’re totally getting close to the record."

"Lucky me," Dawn replied through gritted teeth. "You’re never gonna get her."[image: image30.jpg]



"Excuse me?" Luna asked incredulously.

"Skye," Dawn answered. "She’ll never fall for your act."

"Let me tell you something about your precious Skye," Luna said, her voice on edge. "She’s a slut too. She’ll go where her naughty regions tell her to. And…" she continued, looking Dawn up and down with disdain, "I am definitely hotter than you."

"Whatever," Dawn blurted sarcastically. "Can we get back to the fine Oklahoman rock & roll?"

Luna wasn’t paying attention. "And she’s a bitch, too. You’ll think everything’s perfectly fine, but she won’t be there, not really. She’s off in her own world, thinking of everything but the people who love her, the people who matter."

Dawn seemed less sure of herself.

"I’ve got a very convincing fake laugh and the best boobs money can buy, and I still couldn’t keep her," the blonde continued. "So do you really think she’ll stay with you? You’re a freak. You’ve got nothing she wants."

There was a moment of silence as Dawn said nothing and Luna gave a self-satisfied smirk.

Luna pressed play again and Dawn attempted to drown out the music with her own scream.
Cut To:

Ext.

Park – Next to Statue – Night

Faith twirled her knife in between her fingers, looking extremely bored as she sat on the grass next to the entrance to Luna’s headquarters, wearing her pirate Halloween costume.

"How long’s it been?" she asked.

"Almost an hour," Rowena replied, checking her watch from her listless position next to Robin on a nearby park bench.

"But they’ll be okay, right? I mean…Dawn will be okay?" Jeff said tentatively from his position spread-eagled on a patch of grass. With difficulty, he raised his head a few inches. "Right?"

"Help’s on the way," Kennedy said as she sat on the back bumper of the council van. "Vi can take care of herself."

"But Dawn…" Jeff pressed.

"Will be fine," Robin assured him. "Probably."

Faith’s eyes widened. "Guys…I think I just realized something."

"What?" everyone else asked in unison.

"We’re trying to rescue Dawn, and we sent those five?"

"Vi’s been doing a great job," Kennedy defended, "and Andrew’s been…Vi’s been doing a great job."

"I guess," Faith answered, "but remember the last time she was in charge? They’re down there fighting this bitch who seems pretty damn dangerous to me and they’re probably just listening to Andrew talk about movies."

"I’m sure things will turn out all right," Rowena asserted, sounding as if she didn’t quite believe it herself. "But if you think it’s necessary, we could always attempt to get beyond the laser squirrels again." Rowena pointed up to a nearby tree where one of the escaped squirrels was sitting, almost taunting them.

Kennedy’s bored expression turned into one of abject fear. "We’re not doing that, are we? I mean…there has to be other options."

Faith just sighed and looked up at the rodent. "If Dawn gets offed because of squirrels, B’s gonna kill me."

Cut To:

Int.

Corridor in Luna’s HQ

"If Dawn dies because of this, I’m gonna kill somebody," Skye said, exasperated, as the group turned yet[image: image31.jpg]


 another corner somewhere beneath Faith’s feet, "and I’m not guaranteeing it won’t be somebody here."

"Hey, we’re all trying our best, okay?" Tracey stated, a little annoyed. "It’s not our fault your crazy ex-girlfriend has some sort of…pointless tunnel fetish."

"But we’re never gonna find her like this!" Skye countered. "We’re just wandering randomly."

Vi stopped and turned to look at Skye. "We’re also never going to find her if you keep up this negative attitude."

"Hey, you can’t talk to me like…"

"You know what?" Vi interrupted. "I don’t care. I’m in charge here, whether you like it or not. And I say we’re going to find Dawn and figure out a way to get her out of here. Are you on board or not?"

There was a beat where Skye just looked at the red-head, her expression unreadable.

"Yes," she finally answered. "I’m sorry, you guys, I just…I’m really worried about her."

"Apology accepted," said Vi, turning to continue in the direction the group had been headed. "You know, Skye, there are two types of people in the world - a person who thinks they can and a person who thinks they can’t. Both of them are right. But the question is, which one are you?"

"Right now I just want to be the person who gets Dawn back," Skye answered, her reserve nearly faltering yet sounding sincere.

"Then you will," Vi said with great certainty.

Behind the group, Tracey was telling Andrew, "I like your suit."

"Really?" he replied happily. "Thanks. It was really hard to get into, but I think it was worth it. But this collar is kinda chafing my neck."

"Well…" Tracey began, awkwardly sidling closer to Andrew, "that’s because getting out of the suit is the fun part."

"Really?"

"Really," she breathed.

"I dunno," Andrew said, fiddling with his tie, "I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to untie this knot. Have you ever tied men’s neckties before? I’m not sure I’m doing this right."

Tracey’s face fell.

"Hey guys, hurry up," Xander’s voice called from beyond the next corner. "Check this out."

Andrew and Tracey rounded the corner to see Xander, Vi, and Skye peering through a grating in the wall of the tunnel.

"What is it?" Tracey asked curiously.

Andrew looked through the grating and nodded in approval. "Central Command. Nice."

On the other side of the grating hundreds of Luna’s large bug-like employees bustled from computer screen to computer screen over three wide levels. In a central opening a large map of the Cleveland area was illuminated. A few more bugs skittered around the map, moving various pink and white "My Little Pony" toys around over its surface. Still other bug minions marched around the perimeter holding guns in their fore-legs, seemingly on guard duty. On the opposite end of the bottom level from the grate was a large metal door that had been painted pink. A sign on the door read "Luna’s Lair" in glittering silver letters.

"Dawn’s behind that door," Skye said anxiously.

"I’m with you on that one," Xander agreed, "but how do we get past the swarm? I mean, I’m not saying they’re more than generic monster-of-the-week material, but there sure is a lot of them, and we’re not exactly well armed."

"Speak for yourself, Mr. Astronaut," said Vi, as she pulled out a decent-sized battle axe from the inside of her blouse.

"Do I really want to know where you’ve been keeping that?" Tracey asked.

"Miss Moneypenny…"

"Is always prepared," the group said in harmony. "We know," Tracey interjected. "Xander’s right though. We need a plan."

"That door looks like it could be opened by computer," Andrew volunteered. "If I could get to the mainframe I bet I could override the security protocols and open the door."

"How do you know which one is the mainframe?" Skye asked. "There’s like a hundred different computer screens in there.

"I think it’s the big one over there under the lit-up red ‘Mainframe’ sign," Vi pointed out.

"Oh, right," Skye agreed sheepishly.

"Guess that means someone needs to distract the bug-eyed brigade," Tracey said.

"Leave them to me," Vi stated confidently.

"You sure?" Xander asked. "I mean, I know you’re all that, but there’s gotta be over a hundred…"

"I’ve got it," Vi insisted. "We should split up. Andrew, Tracey, Skye, get downstairs to the mainframe. When you get that door open, find Dawn and get her out of there. Remember to watch out for traps. Xander and I will distract the mantises…manti…really big bugs. Got it?"

Everyone nodded.

"Right," Vi said, and then with a big spin-kick she knocked in the grating with a crash. Smoothly, she stepped into the opening and then through it, dropping softly down onto the upper-most of the command center’s three levels.

"Okay then", Xander said, and followed his girlfriend. After a moment, Skye and Andrew did the same.

"Oh God," Tracey sighed. "We’re gonna die, aren’t we? I’m gonna die in this stupid bikini." And she stepped through the opening.

Cut to:

Int.

Watchers’ Council Briefing Room – Night

Willow walked in front of a map she’d drawn on one of Andrew’s big boards showing the sites of recent vampire kills.

"As you can see," she began, "we believe we’ve located the site of a nest. We’re not sure on the numbers, so exercise extreme caution." She nodded, and the lights clicked on. "Okay, Heli, you’re leading this one. You choose the team."

"Heli?" Jaye asked. "What are Faith, Kennedy and Vi doing?"

"It’s Halloween," Marie told her, "the top brass are all out having too much fun to do their jobs." She smiled ruefully.

"Hey, I can handle this," Heli insisted.

"Right," Saida answered sarcastically, "because you did such a great job delivering babies while we were off risking our necks in Vor."

As the argument intensified, Giles walked over to Willow, who seemed to be in her own little world. "Perhaps you should step in before this gets out of hand," he prompted.

"What?" Willow asked, shaking her head to bring herself back to reality. "Oh, right, probably. SHUT UP!" The room fell silent. "You’ve got your orders. Heli, choose your team."

"We’ll take Marie, Chamique, Pexie, Grace, and Shannon," the Finnish slayer said. Jaye raised her eyebrow, but said nothing when Willow shot her a look.

"Alright," Willow said, "We’ll move out in half an hour. Be ready."

The group began to file slowly out of the room. Giles looked questioningly at Willow. "What?" she asked.

"You seem a bit…distracted," Giles commented. "I think that perhaps the situation with Rowena is weighing on you more than you may want to admit."

"Giles, I’m fine," Willow replied. "I was thinking about the nest. Rowena and her issues are the furthest things from my mind." Giles didn’t appear convinced. "Maybe not the furthest thing," she admitted, "but still we’ve got work to do," she said and motioned him to follow.

Cut To:

Ext.

Park – Next To Statue – Night

"I just can’t get her out of my mind, you know?" Rowena said sadly. Robin sat next to her on a park bench near the statue that hid the entrance to Luna’s headquarters. The pair’s eyes were fixed on Kennedy and Faith, who were sparring playfully on the grass a small distance away.

"I think I know what you mean," he answered quietly as he reached down to pick up a pebble. He tossed it at the squirrel in the tree so the laser stayed away from them as they talked.

"Things were so good for a while," Rowena continued, her eyes not moving from the mild violence occurring across the lawn. "I guess when I took this job I just figured we would…work it out, whatever came up, we would work it out. I’ve sworn to do my best to protect the world, and I knew that would mean making some hard choices…but I need her. I don’t think I really realized how much I needed her until I didn’t have her."

"Rowena," Robin told her, watching Faith’s skirts swirl as she tried a spinning kick that Kennedy easily blocked, "I know how you feel about Willow. And I know how she feels about you, whether she’s willing to admit it right now or not."

Kennedy tripped and fell backwards to the ground, but she used her legs to keep Faith at bay.

"The thing is, you’ll never work things out if you spend all your time worrying about how they’re not working out," Robin continued. "You have to be thankful for all the times when everything was perfect, however few they may be. Because those moments, they don’t last forever, and it’s why we’re doing all this fighting in the first place - so we have the chance for more moments."

Kennedy sprang to her feet and ducked a blow from Faith before attempting a leg sweep that Faith just hopped over, her skirt fluttering in the wind to reveal a knife strapped to her boot.

"I could say the same thing to you too, you know?" Rowena said, motioning to Robin’s leg. "The good times aren’t over."

"That’s not what I mean at all," Robin replied, as Faith managed to block a couple hand-strikes from Kennedy.

"When’s the last time you were…intimate…with Faith?" Rowena asked. "Was it before Vor?"

"That doesn’t matter," Robin answered. "We’re talking about you."

"I’ll take that as a yes," she replied. "But keep this in mind, Faith isn’t going to wait forever. And you’re going to have to let her see you, all of you, at some point again."

"So now you’re giving me advice on relationships?" Robin asked.

"I don’t need things to be picture perfect in my own life to see what’s up with others."

Robin grinned. "Now it’s my turn to say Willow isn’t going to wait forever and ask you the same question…how long’s it been?"

Rowena began to grin and shake her head. "We’re both a pretty damn sorry lot, aren’t we?"

Robin chuckled. "Yeah maybe, but I know I’m incredibly lucky. It took me a while to realize that, but I think I do now. I’ve got Faith. She’s just…amazing. And maybe you are right - maybe it’s time to see what happens if I approach her."

"She won’t reject you Robin. You’re there everyday but she misses you… I’m not sure that made sense."

"Perfect sense because I miss her too. I just…I don’t know how she’s gonna react once…once she sees I’m…missing parts."

Rowena blushed as she answered, "I think the part of you she’s missing lately is not your leg."

He smiled and turned his face to his companion. "Listen to you, Little Miss Blue Joker."

Rowena chuckled. "Told you, it’s been awhile. You tend to think about it more when it’s gone."

Robin smiled as he watched Faith control a punch from Kennedy and throw the younger girl over her hip to the ground. Faith jumped on top of her opponent, drew a fist back as if to shatter her skull, and slowly smiled.

Rowena smiled back at Robin. "By the way, I like the eye-patch," she complimented.

"You’re just thinking how sexy Willow would look with one," Jeff said, appearing with coffee in both hands. He handed one each to the two watchers.

Rowena turned slightly red. "How much of that conversation did you hear?" she asked.

"Enough." Jeff smiled before he continued, "So how do you think they’re faring down there?" he asked as he watched Faith helped Kennedy up in the background.

"The underdog battalion?" Rowena answered. "I’m sure they’re fine."

Cut To:

Int.
Luna’s Command Center – Same Time

Xander flew through the air and smacked into a large metal contraption, covered in small dials and blinking lights. He groaned and attempted to get to his feet as one of the bug minions trained its rifle on his forehead. Xander went cross-eyed as he saw the rifle’s laser sight alight on his forehead. But then the gun-wielding insect went limp and slid to the ground.

Vi stood over the body and pulled her axe out of the back of the bug’s head.

"Thanks, honey," Xander called.

"No problem," Vi answered matter-of-factly, before spinning around and decapitating one of the minions. Seeing three more attack, she pushed against the floor with the axe and knocked out two bugs with a flying kick before grabbing the axe and slicing through the third. Another minion tried to grab her from behind, and she head-butted it backwards, sending it staggering long enough for her to recover.

"They just keep coming!" she yelled to Xander.

One of the bugs ran over to a yellow and black-striped panel set into a wall, lifting it with a clawed appendage to reveal a red button, which the minion pressed.

Loud klaxons began to blare as a calm female voice repeated "Warning… Intruder" over and over. Red lights began to flash, illuminating Vi as she took out two minions with one deft swing of her battle-axe.

Xander looked around him at the activated alarm system. "Oh…that’s not good, is it?

Cut To:

Int.

Luna’s Lair – Same Time

The alarm wailed as Luna smiled in self-satisfaction. "You hear that, slut?"

"Yeah," said Dawn from her position tied to the bed, looking as if Luna had attempted to apply way too much mascara to her eyes at some point, "that’s my friends, coming to rescue me."

"Or coming to kill you," Luna stated dramatically. There was a moment while Dawn considered this statement.

"Wait...why would they want to kill me?" Dawn said, confused.

"Because I’ve captured you," Luna explained.

"I get that part," Dawn continued, "I just don’t understand how you got from that to them wanting to kill me."

"I did some research," Luna replied, "and in these situations the heroes usually have to choose between saving the love interest’s life or saving the world."

"Wait, what did you do?" Dawn asked worriedly.

"I’m sorry?"

"You have some elaborate plan to destroy the world that hinges on me, right?" Dawn attempted to clarify. "I mean, does it use my Key powers or what?"

"Your what powers?" Luna appeared to be clueless.

Dawn looked her captor up and down and considered things for a moment. "There is no plan to destroy the world, is there?"

"No, not really," Luna admitted. "This stuff is harder than it looks, okay?"

"So they’re coming to kill me because…"

"That’s how it works," Luna answered, once again acting as if she was talking to a complete idiot.

Dawn, who actually was talking to a complete idiot, rolled her eyes. "Fine. Whatever."

Cut To:

Int.

Luna’s Command Center – Same Time

"Access Denied," blinked the Mainframe terminal in front of Andrew. Tracey was leaning over his shoulder in the revealing bikini, but he wasn’t noticing. Skye stood a little farther back, tapping her foot nervously as she kept watch. The sounds of Vi and Xander’s struggle with the insect creatures could be heard in the distance.

"Damn," commented Skye, "remind me not to get Vi angry."

Andrew sighed in frustration.

"What’s wrong?" asked Tracey

"I can’t get in," Andrew said, his voice filled with frustration.

"You’ve got to get that door open," Skye urged him. "We have to rescue Dawn."

"Gee, Skye, I didn’t know that," Andrew grated. "Why don’t you come over here and get passed the highly advanced security protocols?"

"Sorry," Skye said. "It’s just…"

"Dawn’s in trouble, we know," Tracey assured her. She turned back to Andrew. "Can you get in or not?"

"Honestly, I don’t know," he answered. "These were probably installed by that hacker guy we have locked up back at the council. I can try. I just hope Vi holds them long enough."

Cut To:

Int.

Luna’s Command Center – Same Time

Vi sliced one bug creature twice diagonally with her battle-axe, then spun around and slammed it into the chest of another.

Xander punched a minion that attacked him and it fell backwards. "Where’s a can of Raid when you need one?" he quipped. "You wouldn’t happen to have that tucked in your blouse too would ya?" he asked Vi.

He looked over at Vi as she kicked one minion behind her while slicing forward with the axe.

Suddenly, there was a loud crack and Vi instantly fell forward. Xander looked up to see an insect guard on one of the upper levels behind Vi holding a rifle. Blood pooled out onto the floor as Vi lay motionless.

"NO!" Xander screamed.

He reflexively stepped forward, only to see Vi was still alive and definitely kicking. She smacked the heads of two bugs together and they both fell to the floor. Behind her, Xander saw the bug guard taking aim at the back of his girlfriend’s head.

"Vi!" he yelled. "Behind you!" Vi spun around just as the weapon cracked. Sparks flew as the bullet struck her axe and ricocheted away into one of the demons, who fell to the floor. The guard attempted to fire again, but nothing happened. It shook its weapon as if there was something wrong with it, then ran in the opposite direction. Xander ran towards Vi.

"Are you okay?" he asked frantically.

"Yeah," she said, "why wouldn’t I be?"

Xander just sighed with relief, then realized Vi wasn’t looking at him anymore. Then he realized she wasn’t looking at his face anymore, but at something behind him. Xander turned to see about thirty-five insect creatures clustered between the pair and Luna’s door, all of them looking ready for a fight.

"We got a plan?" he queried nervously.

The corners of Vi’s mouth slowly twisted upwards into a grin. "I am the plan," she stated, before launching herself forward with a loud, wordless battle-cry.

"And here I was foolish enough to think I was finally dating a normal girl," Xander said shaking his head.

Cut To:

Int.

Luna’s Command Center – Mainframe Terminal – Same Time

"C’mon, c’mon," Andrew muttered, typing commands as fast as he could into the terminal.

"Do you have it?" Skye called from behind Andrew and Tracey, wringing her hands.

"Almost…Frak!" Andrew sat back, defeated. The screen once again read "Access Denied."

"So what do we do now?" Skye asked.

"Move over," Tracey said suddenly.

"What?" Andrew asked.

"Get out of my way," Tracey said, physically moving Andrew from the chair in front of the work-station. She sat down, cracked her knuckles methodically, and began typing.

"Tracey…" Andrew began.

"Let the techie do it, okay?" Tracey told him. "I think there’s a hole in the firewall…" Her typing sped up, much faster than Andrew’s had been. Andrew watched her in awe.

Suddenly, the screen read "Access Pending". Andrew and Tracey shared a proud look. Then the screen went blank before reading "Please Reverse the Polarity."

"The polarity?" Skye asked incredulously. "What the…"

"You always have to reverse the polarity," Andrew said ruefully.

Tracey looked around at the flashing dials and switches covering the walls of the command center. "It should be…there!" She pointed across the room at a red dial on which "Polarity" was written in black block letters. Its arrow was pointed towards "Forward", rather than "Reverse".

"I’ll get it," Skye said, and took off.

Tracey noticed Andrew was still looking at her.

"What?" she asked, blushing a little.

"You are so hot right now," Andrew replied. Tracey just smiled.

Skye ran full speed across the Command Center, stepping around the strewn bodies and fluids of various bug creatures that Vi had slain. She stopped abruptly to avoid another minion that flew past her at high speed and left a dent in the wall, sending sparks flying from the computer equipment embedded in it.

"Sorry!" Vi called.

"That’s okay!" Skye answered, but Vi was already back into the melee, chopping the claw off of one insect, grabbing it in mid-air, and stabbing it deep into the neck of another. Skye wrinkled her nose in disgust, then took off again.

Eventually, she reached the far wall of the room where the dial was located. She tried to turn the arrow to the opposite side with all her might, grunting from the effort. The dial wouldn’t budge. Breathing hard, Skye released the dial and took a step back. The sounds of the battle going on around her seemed to fade completely away.

"What’s she doing…" Andrew wondered, as he and Tracey watched the events with interest. Skye took a final, deep breath, and stretched out her hand towards the dial. Without being touched, the arrow began to move ever so slightly.

"C’mon, c’mon, this is for Dawn…" she said, her voice sounding as if she was concentrating as hard as she could.

Suddenly, the "Polarity" dial turned all the way from "Forward" to "Reverse".

Skye let out a long, relieved breath, as the sounds from Vi and Xander’s "distraction" seemed to return. Luna’s door slid open.

"We’ll hold them back," Xander yelled as he held a bug creature’s fore-limbs away from himself with his bare hands. "You guys go get Dawn!"

Skye ran to comply.

Cut To:

Int.

Luna’s Lair – Moments Later

Andrew and Tracey entered Luna’s lair, followed immediately by Skye.

"Dawn!" Skye exclaimed. Her expression changed somewhat as she saw her girlfriend tied with velvet rope on a pillow-covered bed. "What’s…going on?"

"Trust me, it’s not nearly as sexy as it looks," Dawn told her. "So you guys came to rescue me?" She paused a moment, then raised an eyebrow. "Right?"

"Right," Tracey assured her.

"Great," Dawn sighed with relief. "Where’s Faith…or Kennedy…or Rowena? I can’t see them from here."

"They’re not here," Andrew said.

"Figures," muttered Dawn, letting her head fall back down on the pillows.

"Where’s Luna?" Skye asked, as she and Tracey moved to untie Dawn’s bindings. [image: image32.jpg]



"I wouldn’t do that," Luna said, appearing at the door of one of her several walk-in closets, having changed her outfit to a slinky dress that revealed ample cleavage. "Not if you want the slut to live."

"I thought you said there wasn’t a plan?" Dawn asked, exasperated.

Luna pulled a silk, lacey pink cover off a nearby end-table to reveal a red button embedded into the top. She pressed it casually. A panel slid open above the bed Dawn was tied to, revealing several laser guns lined up neatly. Quickly, metal arms extended the lasers into various positions…all pointed at Dawn.

Luna smirked. Dawn seemed to be in disbelief.

"Why would you booby trap your own bed?" Tracey asked, confused.

"Who said that was my bed?" Luna replied. There was a moment of stunned silence in the room.

"Then…what’s with the pillows?" Dawn wondered.

Fade to Black

End of Act Three
Act Four
Fade In:

Int.

Luna’s Lair – Same Time

Dawn remained tied to the bed as Andrew, Tracey and Skye looked on. Luna walked confidently around the room holding a small black box in her hand as Madame Fliffertop II followed her. She gave the box a little shake and showed it to everyone. Pressing her stereo remote ‘MMMbop’ began to play in the background.

Tracey held her fingers in her ears for a moment. "She really is one sadistic bitch, isn’t she?" the cook said as she motioned toward the stereo.

"That’s right," Luna told them. "I know all when it comes to effective torture and with one flip of the switch your precious Dawn will become as toasty warm as a Pop Tart. This is really advanced technology. You probably won't be able to understand it if I tried to explain-."

"They’re lasers," Skye interrupted.[image: image33.jpg]



Luna hesitated for a moment. "Okay, so you do know. BUT the point remains the same. With Dawn out of the picture then it’s just you and I again. Skye and Luna. Can’t you see how perfect we are for each other? Our names even fit!"

Andrew raised his hand gingerly. "Umm, technically, so do Skye and Dawn," he added.

"Minus the insanity factor," Tracey whispered toward him.

"SHUT UP!" Luna shouted at them before turning to Skye. "NOT to mention the fact I consulted a fashion expert. He said our eye colors were perfect complements too." Skye looked on dumbstruck. "Look, I have a plan here and I’m not about to let some meddling kids stop me from getting away with it," Luna finished.

Tracey tried not to laugh but she turned her back to Luna and placed her pinky finger on her lips. "She probably wants ‘One melllllllion dollars’ too," she said.

"I WANT SKYE!" Luna yelled at the top of her lungs.

"Oh Lord, enough of this Luna," Skye said walking over to the stereo and reaching for the power cord.

Madame Fliffertop II took that exact moment to jump into Luna’s arms. Trying to catch the cat, Luna dropped the control in the process and Tracey and Andrew scrambled to recover it. By that time, however, Skye had the cord of the stereo in hand and pulled it out - turning off not only the stereo, but the lights on the lasers above Dawn as well.

"What the…" Dawn said looking above her.

Luna tossed Madame Fliffertop II to the ground again and ran toward the opposite side of the room.

"Untie Dawn," Andrew told Tracey as he took off after Luna.

As Andrew and Skye gave chase, Tracey began to untie one of Dawn’s hands. Luna for her part flipped a switch and began to laugh menacingly. Tracey managed to get one of Dawn’s legs free as Dawn worked on her other hand. Quickly Tracey went over to Dawn’s other foot.[image: image34.jpg]



"Always have a back up plan," Luna told them as she began to press a button on the wall that read ‘Back-up Plan’.

The lasers began to hum and the light returned.

"Get out of there," Andrew shouted as he pulled his gun and pointed it toward the bed. Dawn and Tracey both screamed.

"Oh God she was right. You did come here to kill me," Dawn said in a rush.

The laser groaned even more but before anything else could happen Andrew opened fire on the riggings and the contraptions fell to the bed clattering, sizzling and eventually blinking out.

Luna gave a hysterical scream and raced toward the bed but Skye grabbed Luna by the arm and swing her around to face her. Skye’s right hook landed squarely on Luna’s chin sending her to the ground.

"Listen you psycho bitch," Skye said as she leaned over Luna who was now physically shaking in fright. "It’s over. Finished. Kaput. I found someone sane to spend the rest of my life with and it’s not you – it’s Dawn. So get over it!"

At that moment a weary looking Vi and Xander entered the room.

"Okay, who shot the gun?" Vi asked.

Meekly, Andrew held up his hand. "Uh, sorry."

Vi walked over and quickly grabbed Andrew by the arms, which made the young man flinch. But then unexpectedly she pulled him into a hug.

"You scared the rest of bug patrol and they ran off," she explained. "Thank you."

Andrew gave a small grin. "Twas nothing," he replied.

Dawn tapped Tracey on the forearm. "I guess there is more to Andy than meets the eye. I stand corrected."

Tracey smiled. "That’s my guy…But where the hell did he get a working gun?" she wondered aloud.

Cut to:

Int.

Abandoned Warehouse – Same Time

Willow and Giles stood in the shadows with the team of slayers Heli had assembled. They both wore curious expressions as they looked at a group of vampires sitting in a circle. One vampire stood up and cleared his throat and Willow and Giles exchanged a confused look.[image: image35.jpg]



"My name’s Bill," the vampire told the group. The group replied with a ‘Hi Bill.’ "It’s been 62 days since I last feed on a human." A small round of applause went up for Bill and he grinned. "Thanks," he added.

Willow and Giles both looked at each other again and slowly began to grin.

"It’s not easy," Bill went on. "In fact, it’s really tough sometimes. Like last week…Oh, man. I was down by St. Clair and there was a car accident. Just a little fender bender but this lady gashed her head pretty bad and it was…well, you know, bloody…But I just decided I’ll keep on walking and I’d stop by the market. And lucky for me Stan – you guys know Stan – he just got in a large pork order so he had some grade A top of the line stuff that he let me buy and…"

Bill trailed off and pointed over to the back entrance where Willow, Giles and the Slayers emerged.

"Sorry to interrupt," Giles began, "but…"

Another vampire stood up and faced them.

"Look this is a closed meeting, okay? You guys shouldn’t be here."

"We’re from the Watchers Council," Willow told him.

A few of the vampires looked concerned and scooted their chairs back but the leader remained calm.

"Hey, we don’t want any trouble, okay? We’re trying to find a better way if you don’t mind. We didn’t choose this life-."

"Death," one of the vampires corrected.

"Whatever," the leader chastised without looking over his shoulder. "Point is, we’re not all blood thirsty, ‘let’s turn humans so they can enjoy this living hell too’ type of guys. Some of us are trying to change, trying to grow, so if you don’t mind…"

"So you’ve all…gone straight?" Willow asked.

"Yeah, that’s exactly it."

"Well…" Willow stumbled for a moment unsure of what to say next. She instead turned to Giles. "The kills are less than they would be for this number of vampires, but there are still people dying. I don’t get it."

"You’ve got deaths in this area?" the leader of the group asked her.

Willow nodded. The leader then looked around at his charges.

"Okay, who’s fallen off the wagon?"

Everyone seemed to look around at each other but two in particular averted everyone’s glances. The leader strolled over to them.

"What’s the story guys?" he asked.

At first, they said nothing. They simply looked at each other but suddenly one of the stood up.

"Look it’s an addiction man and we need help. You can’t expect us to just give it ALL up cold turkey. I mean cow and pig blood’s fine and all but not when you compare it to a human. What’s wrong with you guys? You’ve never had the urge?"

"All the time," the leader answered. "Just like Bill mentioned tonight, but we don’t give in."

"I know. I know," the vampire went on. "I just…we need help here man."

Giles moved next to the leader and stood in front of the vampire spilling his heart out.

"I can help them," Giles told the leader with a cock of his head toward the offending vampire.

The vampire began to back up and the leader also took a step back giving Giles room.

"Obviously we can’t help them so…Go for it," the leader said with a wave of his hand.

The other vampires put their hands in front of themselves and began to trip over the chairs as they backed away from Giles. The slayers had already moved in behind them preventing any escape as Giles pulled a stake from the inside of his waistband.

Cut to:

Ext.

Abandoned Warehouse – Same Time

From inside the sound of two vampires dusting was heard. After a few moments of silence the front doors opened and the Council team emerged.

"They’re still soulless," Willow said as she and Giles walked side by side with the slayers behind them. "Can we really trust them?"[image: image36.jpg]



"No," Giles answered. "But we can at least observe them – see if they are sincere in their quest to improve their lives."

"Deaths," Willow corrected with a grin.

"Whatever," Giles said in fake exasperation that mimicked the leader moments before. They both grinned at each other before Giles looked serious again. "Honestly, they know the rules. If we find they’ve been up to typical vampire behavior then we’ll have no choice but to issue the same help to the rest of them."

"I kinder, gentler bred of vampire – who would of thunk it?" Willow said with a small chuckle.

"Yes and a smile from the high priestess tonight- who would have thought that," Giles countered.

Willow gave a sheepish shrug.

"It hasn’t been too happy around here since you’ve stepped down Giles. In fact, having you around tonight is what made me smile. Sure you don’t wanna come back? Maybe just a little?" she added hopefully.

"I’m ignoring that," Giles answered as he put his arm around her. "Just know that it’s going to be difficult for the time being. Everyone is testing their wings and Rowena’s no exception, neither is Faith, nor are you. You’ll all have to move into these new roles and expect a few bumps."

"These bumps feel like the Rockies, Giles," Willow answered.

Giles couldn’t hide his smile. "Perhaps but in hindsight you’ll see that it’s just what you needed in the end to forge a path that works for everyone. Just don’t lose sight of what you want in the long term by focusing on the problems that happen today."

Willow didn’t say anything as they continued to walk down the sidewalk. "I just hope that Dawn and the rest of the gang are okay," she finally said.

"The gang is far more capable than any of you realize I’m sure," he told her confidently.

"Promise?"

Giles made a crossing motion against his heart.

Fade In:

Int.

Luna’s Lair – Same Time

Vi escorted out Luna, her hands bound as she yakked away while they walked.[image: image37.jpg]



"And another thing," Luna went on as she tried to turn around to talk to Skye as Vi pushed her along, "I got so upset when you left that I let down my guard and spilled to my dad about us. He disinherited me! That means all I got was my mother's paltry ninety million but only after I went to the trouble to having her killed! Now I’m girlfriendless, motherless and poor thanks to you!"

"Don’t forget prison bound," Vi said as she gave Luna a slight push, moving her away. Andrew and Tracey created a barrier between her and Skye. That didn’t stop Luna from continuing to ramble. Behind them all walked Dawn, Skye and Xander.

"She's like the worst aspects of Cordelia and Harmony combined!" Dawn said, "What on earth was the attraction?"

At first Skye said nothing. But Xander nodded and asked, "It was her rack.  Am I right?"

"Xander!" Dawn chastised.

Skye paused a moment and then said, "Yeah. Pretty much."

Cut to:

Int.

Watchers Council – Later that Night

The troop walked in laughing about something and Willow stood up from the lobby desk. Her eyes focused first on Rowena and then to Dawn. "Everything okay?" she asked.

"Yeah, I’m fine but I think I’m going to call it a night guys," Dawn told everyone. They all issued their goodbyes to her and Skye as they walked away.

Xander noticed the tension between Rowena and Willow but he took Andrew to the side instead. "Andrew, I wondered if you might have something I can borrow."

"Sure. What is it?" Andrew asked.

Xander simply pulled Andrew toward his place by the dorms.

Faith and Rowena walked over to the desk as Kennedy and Robin excused themselves to their rooms.

"Giles and I took care of the vamp problem," Willow told them.

"Really?" Faith and Rowena both said.

Willow nodded. "Yeah but it’s late so I’ll bring you all up to speed at tomorrow’s meeting."

"Sounds good to me," Faith agreed. "I’m beat. I’m gonna grab some finger foods if the slayerettes haven't scarfed them all down. See you guys later."

Rowena and Willow both said goodbye to her and stood in uncomfortable silence.

"I should get to bed too," Rowena answered. "It’s late."

"Hold up," Xander said to her from the far doorway by the dorms. "Andrew’s getting something that I need you both to check out. Meet me in the watchers lounge in five minutes?"

Rowena and Willow both looked at each other for a brief moment and then shrugged.

Cut to:

Int.

Faith’s Apartment – Moments Later

"Robin?" Faith called out as she entered the living room.

"In the bedroom," he answered.

Faith walked in with her plate to find Robin lying naked on the bed. She started to grin slightly.

"Well, this is a surprise," she answered as she put the plate on the dresser.

Robin smiled too but leaned forward to take a closer look at Faith.

"Are you blushing?" he asked.

Faith began to nervously rub her shoulder. "I gotta admit this was the last thing I expected tonight. Caught me off guard Ace."

"But okay I hope?" he asked.

"Hell, yeah," she answered. "I just…wow…What brought this on?"

"Rowena," he answered.

"You’re expectin’ Blondie to show up? ‘Cause if that’s the case…"

"No," Robin answered with a laugh. "We talked and she brought up some good points. I’m still worried about what you think – I mean, how I look now, but…Aww damn it, I’m not saying this right. [image: image38.jpg]


I miss you Faith and I hope that you miss me too." Faith looked unsure and avoided looking his way. "Or maybe you don’t miss me," he said reaching for the covers and pulling them up.

"No," Faith said quickly. "It’s not that…I…I’m just not sure if I can. Not because of the leg Robin – it’s ‘cuz of the drinking. I’ve had one man in my life who was an alcoholic and I’m not goin’ down that road again."

"I know," he agreed. "That’s why it’s been over a week since I’ve had a drink," he told her. "I can still take it or leave it and at the moment I’ve decided to leave it…but I don’t want to leave you. Or I should say, I don’t want you leaving me."

Faith began to grin again and worked her way over to the bed. With a single hop she flew in the air and landed on her side next to Robin. She smiled at first before a serious look took over her features.

"I don’t wanna leave Robin."

"Good," he said leaning over so their foreheads touched. "Prove it," he answered as he began to smile.

Faith smiled too and pulled his face up to kiss him soundly on the lips.

Cut to:

Int.

Watchers Rec Room – Later that Night[image: image39.jpg]u




Xander sat between Rowena and Willow who appeared dumbfound. He clicked the remote that was in his hand to freeze the video on the last frame. He then looked back and forth between them.

"Now what have we learned here," he said.

"You have a deep appreciation for Friz Freleng and Chuck Jones," Rowena answered.

"Aside from that," Xander whined. "Willow? Help me out here."

"I haven’t the faintest idea exception this is ten minutes of my life I’ll never get back," she replied.

"Don’t you see?" Xander said looking back and forth between them. "You two are Sam Sheepdog and Ralph Wolf!"

"Come again," Rowena asked.

Xander stood up so he faced them both.

"Willow scoot down," he said motioning to the sofa.

Willow looked unsure and glanced at Rowena for approval, which Rowena gave by waving her over.

"Now," Xander began, "Ralph and Sam both have a job to do – Ralph steals sheep and Sam guards them – they’re on opposite ends but it’s just a job. They beat each other to pulp at work, okay Ralph gets most of the beating but still…"

"Xander," Willow sighed, as if hoping he’d get to his message soon.

"The point is," Xander said getting back on track, "they realize that it’s just a job so when they punch out each day, they still get along." He then reached out and took Willow and Rowena’s hand and put them together on Willow’s lap. "After all you guys went through to find each other, I think you need someone to remind you of that…Now if you’ll excuse me I’ve got a slayer waiting for me in bed who’s probably getting cold right about now…Goodnight."

Xander left the room without looking back and Willow and Rowena continued to sit on the couch, their hands locked.

"As crazy as this might sound, he’s got a point. I’m not sure if I’d go the Warner Brothers route to prove it but still…" Rowena finally said breaking the growing silence between them.

"So, what do we do?" Willow asked, not looking in her lovers’ direction.

Rowena shrugged. "Two options – we take the advice of Ralph and Sam or…or we call it quits now."

Willow licked her lips. "Which one do you want?" she finally asked.

Rowena took a deep breath and blew it out. She tightened her hold on Willow’s hand for a moment.

"I want you," she said sincerely. "But only if you still want me," she added in a softer voice.

Willow finally looked in Rowena’s direction to see a pain-filled expression on the watchers’ face. As if on pure instinct she leaned in and kissed Rowena soundly on the lips, which the watcher soon returned. As the kisses progressed Rowena released her hold on Willow’s hand. Without breaking their kiss Rowena maneuvered herself around so she straddled Willow’s hips.

As their lips continued to find one another, Willow’s hands shot to Rowena’s hips pulling her closer and the watcher groaned hungrily in response. Taking the cue, Willow then guided Rowena’s back to the sofa and the watcher reached up, pulling the witch’s shirt over her head. Willow then returned her lips to Rowena’s before making her way toward the watchers’ neck, who was starting to unbutton her own shirt.

"Maybe we should take this party upstairs," Willow suggested in Rowena’s ear.

"No," Rowena answered before her mouth seized Willow’s again and as she continued to unbutton the blouse until it fell open. "Right here, right now," she told the witch.

Willow looked surprised for an instant but quickly fell back into the moment as Rowena stroked her hair. The tranquil minute was interrupted however as Rowena forcefully grabbed a handful of the red locks, demanding the witch’s lips return again, which Willow obliged.

Carefully, Willow worked her way from Rowena’s lips.

"Right here?" Willow teased as she nuzzled Rowena’s ear.

"Here," Rowena answered in a short, husky tone.[image: image40.jpg]



"Right now?" Willow asked again as her tongue snaked along Rowena’s neck.

"Now," the blonde answered in what sounded like a beg than a statement. She met Willow’s eyes in an intense stare.

Willow’s right shoulder began to rise and fall as Rowena’s mouth fell open. The watchers’ eyes closed and her back arched off the sofa as she began to moan.

Cut to:

Int.

Dawn’s Room – Same Time

Dawn lay wrapped up in the blankets with a smile on her face. At the closet Skye slipped on one of Dawn’s sweatshirts before picking up a pair of shoes.

"Can I steal these?" she asked.

"Sure, I’ve given you everything else tonight, why not my footwear too," Dawn teased.

Skye smiled and walked back over to the bed and Dawn curled around her.

"I’m sorry," Skye said sincerely.

"For what?" Dawn asked, moving to a sitting position.

"Luna, everything that happened tonight," Skye answered.

"Evvvverything?" Dawn teased.

"Not that," Skye said knowingly before leaning over and giving Dawn a kiss. "The other stuff I mean – kidnapping, attempted murder – that’s not what I had planned for a fun night out."

"Aaah, don’t worry," Dawn said waving her off. "Just another day for Dawn at the Council," she added.

"Maybe," Skye said with a grin. "But still…it bothers me to think I put you in danger."

"I have to admit the Hanson thing…That nearly got me," Dawn answered seriously before smiling. "But you’re even worth listening to bad boy-band pop." Skye smiled wider and leaned over to kiss Dawn on the lips again. "Hmm, I wish you could stay," Dawn told her as they broke away.

"Me too," Skye answered. "But I gotta get some sleep for that test tomorrow."

Dawn nodded. "I understand. Just make sure Heli sees you home since you won’t let me leave this bed," she pouted. "But she better not give you a kiss goodbye."

"Cross my heart," Skye answered.

Cut To:

Ext.

West Park Station – Night

The sound of Skye tapping her foot echoed across the gray stone of an empty rapid platform and came back to her three-fold. She sighed and checked her watch again.

"I didn’t miss the train, did I?" she quietly wondered out loud.

"I don’t think so," Heli answered. "The last one’s at 2:20."

Skye waved Heli off. "It will probably be here any minute. You can take off Heli." The slayer looked unsure. "Really, I’ll be fine. Besides, my loony ex is in custody and it’s Halloween - a vamp holiday meaning a day of rest right?"

"Yeah," Heli agreed. "But really it’s no trouble to stick around."

"Despite what the Council says I can take care of myself," Skye added. As she finished her words the train pulled up. "See? Almost on time as usual. Go ahead and go back."

"If you’re sure," Heli said.

"Positive. Now go on," she said as she stepped on to the vacant train. "I can finish the last two blocks on my own."

"Okay then. Night," Heli said giving Skye a wave, which she returned as the doors closed.

As the train began in motion Skye plopped herself down into a seat.
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Outside the station, the street was empty, devoid even of cars parked along the sides. The nearest streetlight winked out, plunging the scene into darkness as Skye walked along.

As she approached a row of bushes she saw a shadow dart toward her from behind. She looked back but was suddenly grabbed, a hand covering her mouth before she could scream. Picking her up, as she kicked all the way, the figure dragged her back into the bushes and off the sidewalk.

Fade to Black

End of Luna

