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Fade In:

Int.

Pier 29 Restaurant – Night

Dawn looked dubiously down at the skinned, pink salmon on her plate. "Did this come out of Lake Erie?"

"Somehow I doubt it," Skye told her. "It cost thirty dollars, though, so it better be good."

The two girls were seated with Gregor Kalderash at a well-set table in the center of a bustling lakefront restaurant. To call the place ‘fancy’ would certainly not be out of the question. Large windows on three sides of the restaurant revealed the silvery, frozen surface of Lake Erie, patched with white beneath a dark, clouded sky.

Gregor eagerly grasped his knife and fork in preparation for digging into his lobster. "I told you, money isn’t an object. Enjoy yourselves." He finagled a piece of meat from the shell and popped it into his mouth.

Dawn and Skye cast each other an awkward glance. It was Dawn who sighed and turned back to the older man.

"I guess that’s what’s worrying us," she said. "I mean, word gets around at the Council…we know that, well, you…" she trailed off, looking as if she hoped Gregor would get her meaning without her having to actually spit it out.

"Go on," Gregor prompted, gesturing in the air with his fork. "The entire purpose of this exercise is to get to know one another better. While also indulging in some remarkably fine seafood, of course."

Dawn still seemed reluctant.[image: image1.jpg]



"We know you’re dying," Skye told him bluntly, "or at least that you think you’re dying."

Gregor raised a single eyebrow. "You think I’m wrong?" The corner of his mouth curled into the slightest hint of a smile.

Skye opened her mouth as if to apologize, but her girlfriend cut her off.

"I’m sorry, Mr. Kalderash, Skye can be a little rude sometimes." She leaned over to whisper in Skye’s ear. "I swear, sometimes it’s like you don’t have a conscience."

Skye almost smiled, but caught herself. She glanced over at Gregor, who didn’t seem to have noticed anything.

"It’s quite all right, Miss Summers," he said. "I understand completely. You have nothing to go on but my word. And I appear to be as fit as a fiddle. However, I assure you that I am not long for this world." The sorcerer bit into another chunk of lobster.

The two girls looked at each other again, not sure what to say. "I’m sorry to hear that," Dawn finally managed.

"Happily, I am not," Gregor continued. "Not sorry, to be more precise."

"So you’d rather be dead?" Skye asked. "That’s bleak." She took a sip of her drink, looking rather unconcerned.

"I doubt even the suicidal among us truly wish for death, but I am ready to move on," Gregor told her. "I have lived a long, varied life, and done much good along the way. I am satisfied."

Skye now paid more attention to the man across the table, putting down her glass. "I don’t think I’ll ever be satisfied with dying," she said. "Seems to me like something to be avoided at all costs."

"We are all mortal," Gregor replied. "It is perhaps the only certainty in life."

"Death, taxes, and apocalypse," Dawn confirmed. "Mmmm, is this good or what?" she gushed, savoring another bite of pink fish.[image: image2.jpg]



Gregor smiled a little. "Being young, you may not be able to understand the idea of welcoming the end. But, one day, if you are lucky enough to live many, many years, you will. All stories must have a final chapter."

Despite the salmon, Dawn seemed uncomfortable. She stood up, slinging her purse over her shoulder. "I’m going to go freshen up for a moment," she announced. Turning to her girlfriend, she added "You coming?"

Skye hesitated. "No thanks, I’m good."

Dawn leaned closer to the other girl, lowering her voice. "You sure? We could talk while I checked out my makeup in the mirror."

"I think someone should stay here with Gregor," Skye insisted.

Dawn looked a little hurt, but didn’t say anything. "Okay, fine." She walked off into the restaurant. Skye turned back to the older man, managing an awkward smile.

"You haven’t touched your dinner," he pointed out. "Are you feeling all right, Miss Talisker?"

Sure enough, Skye’s crab legs were still intact. "I guess I’m not that into seafood," she explained.

Cut To:

Int.

Empty Warehouse – Later That Night

A wooden staff trailed across a bare concrete floor. Wherever it moved, it left a red marking, as if it were a paintbrush. Wearing a hooded brown cloak that concealed its face, a mage traced a long arc with his staff, and then crossed it with a slashing motion. Seemingly finished, the mage stood back to take in his handiwork.

The floor of the large, empty warehouse was now covered with an elaborate, curved, red design, culminating in a perfect circle at the center. Another mage, similarly dressed, put the finishing touches on another part of the design.

"Nice," the first wizard observed, in the sort of voice one would expect from a mechanic or a dock worker, not a demonic magic practitioner.

"Yeah," his colleague agreed, "she’s a beauty. Though I’m still not sure why we’re doin’ this."

"‘Cause our buddy asked us to, nitwit," the first answered. "I already told ya that."

"What I’m not exactly clear on is why he asked us to, if y’know what I mean," the second mage said. "I mean, this is dark stuff. Ain’t really his style."

"Doesn’t matter," the first wizard answered, "the Clan owes him too much to blow him off."

"When you’re right, you’re right," the other agreed. "Just curious, is all."

"Then I’m afraid your thirst for knowledge will have to remain unquenched." A third voice interrupted the conversation.

Gregor inside the doorway of the warehouse, examining the symbol on the floor. "Very good," he commented. "This will hold whoever I place in it?"[image: image3.jpg]



"This baby would trap a werewolf," the first mage told him.

"Or a slayer," added the other. "Been seein’ a lotta those lately."

"You’re certain?" Gregor asked.

"Oh, yeah," said the first wizard. "Even if you or I were in there, all the magic in the world couldn’t help us break out."

"Excellent," Gregor responded. "It’s time, then."

 

End of Teaser
Act One
Starring:
 Thora Birch as Tracey, Elijah Wood as Jeff, Lacey Chabert as Skye and Alicia Silverstone as Heli 

Guest Starring: 
Michelle Rodriguez as Kadin Van Helsing, and Hector Elizondo as Gregor 
 

Fade In:

Int.

Dawn’s Room – Morning[image: image4.jpg]



Smiling in her sleep, Dawn rolled over lazily in bed, snuggling deeper into her pillow. She instinctively reached an arm out to embrace her bed-mate…but the other half of the bed was unoccupied. Dawn opened her eyes to see the pale-blue sheets rolled back from Skye’s side of the bed, a small white piece of paper neatly folded and laid on the pillow.

Her smile gone, Dawn unfolded the note.

"Gone to the University," Dawn read blearily, "didn’t want to wake you. Adler vs. Freud study group. Sorry, see you later…crap." Frustrated, Dawn rolled over again and felt around on top of the shelves next to her side of the bed. Finding her cell phone, she pressed one button and put it to her ear.

"Hey Dawn," Skye answered on the other end of the phone.

"Hey baby," Dawn said. "Where are you?"

Cut To:

Int.

John Carroll University Library – Morning

"I’m at the Library," Skye said. She sat at one of the numerous study tables in a long room, windows letting in a cold, gray light far in the distance. "Class just ended. What’s up?"

Cut To:

Int.

Dawn’s Room – Same Time

"I’ve missed you lately," Dawn said, swinging her legs over the side of the bed and putting on a yellow bathrobe. "Do you really have to leave before the crack of dawn…and me, every morning? You’ve been like the phantom [image: image5.jpg]


girlfriend lately. Are you sure you’re feeling okay?" 
Cut To:

Int.

John Carroll University Library – Same Time

Skye rolled her eyes and leaned back in her chair. "I’m fine, Dawn." Her words were warmer than the expression on her face.

Cut To:

Int.

Dawn’s Room – Same Time

"That’s exactly what people say when they’re not fine," Dawn insisted, now standing by her bed. "Now, I know you’re being all stoic-gal or whatever, but I bet you’d feel a lot better if you would just tell somebody what happened."

Cut To:

Int.

John Carroll University Library – Same Time

Skye’s annoyance began to show in her voice. "Look, I can’t tell you what happened because I don’t know what happened. One moment I was getting jumped, and the next thing I remember is waking up in the infirmary. There’s nothing to tell, so I really wish you would drop it."

Cut To:

Int.

Dawn’s Room – Same Time

"Well, maybe you repressed the memories," Dawn reasoned. "I know this doctor who does this hypnosis thing…you know, like they do when people get abducted by aliens…"

Cut To:

Int.

John Carroll University Library – Same Time

"I was not abducted by aliens!" Skye fumed. She bit her lip for a moment, attempting to focus. "I do have good news, Dawn. Looks like I’ll be able to make it back early today, so maybe we can spend some time together this afternoon."

Cut To:

Int.

Dawn’s Room – Same Time

Dawn smiled a little. "That sounds great." She poked her fingers through the window blinds, peeking out at Lake Erie. "Too bad it’s such a cloudy day. No sun for us today."

Cut To:

Int.

John Carroll University Library – Same Time

Skye smirked, though her voice betrayed no amusement. "Yeah, too bad. See you later, baby. Love you."

As she closed her cell phone, a woman walked out of the stacks behind Skye.

"So, who was that?" Dr. Wagner asked, a little too chipper. Skye’s small smile faded.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Dining Hall – Morning

"Your breakfast, milady," Andrew pronounced grandly, placing a butter-topped stack of waffles in front of Rowena. Several members of the Council leadership sat around a large table near the kitchen end of the dining hall, huddled against the morning din of chattering young slayers.

"Hey, what did Blondie do to merit special treatment?" Faith asked incredulously. Everyone else at the table had generic, smaller breakfasts of bacon and eggs.

"I developed a deadly allergy to eggs," Rowena dead-panned.[image: image6.jpg]



"Is that all I have to do to get pancakes?" Xander wondered. "Get allergies?"

Andrew ignored the carpenter. "Anybody need anything else?" he asked. Getting no response, he headed back to the kitchen at top-speed.

"He’s sure in a hurry this morning," Vi observed.

"He just wants to get back to the kitchen," Willow explained. "Well…the kitchen and Tracey."

"Ah, yes, young, horny love," Faith commented.

"They’re probably just exchanging tips for the Xbox360," Robin said. "This is Andrew we’re talking about here."

"I’m serious," Faith insisted. "I know how these things work. In my dark past, I wasn’t that different. Well, except my costumes were chosen more for sex appeal than nerd cred. All I’m sayin’ is, I hope they learn from my example and use protection."

"How are you different from that now?" Vi wondered, as she was seemingly distracted by a piece of bacon Xander was dangling in front of her mouth with his fork. The red-haired slayer opened her mouth wide and grabbed the morsel, chewing contentedly.

"Well, she’s not quite so dark anymore," Robin told her.[image: image7.jpg]



"I’m as dark as you want me to be, baby," Faith said, smiling. The pair kissed loudly.

Willow hurriedly changed the subject. "Say, has anybody seen Kennedy this morning?"

"I think she was taking that uncle of hers in for a check-up with the doctor," Xander said, this time biting into his own bacon rather than enticing his girlfriend. "He’s a nice guy, isn’t he?"

"Yeah," Willow agreed. "Nice."

Cut To:

Int.
Watchers Council Infirmary – Later That Morning

Gregor Kalderash sat on the edge of a hospital, his Old World dress anachronistic amidst the antiseptic whites of the Council infirmary. From her chair across from the bed, Kennedy watched her dragon intently investigate Gregor’s jacket sleeves. The door to the infirmary opened, and Kennedy stood as Dr. Miller entered.

"So did you find anything?" she asked, worry prevalent in her voice.

"All the tests came back normal," Dr. Miller told her. "You told me you’ve been experiencing feelings of weakness, Mr. Kalderash, but I can’t find any reason for that."

The dragon looked, up seemingly concerned, but was immediately distracted by the smell of Gregor’s earlobe. Mr. Kalderash tried to remain serious with the dragon poking at the side of his head.

"Perhaps I am finally beginning to feel my age," he said.[image: image8.jpg]


 

"That was one other thing that I was unable to explain," Dr. Miller continued, taking off his glasses and rubbing his forehead. "On your chart here, you wrote that you’re…ninety years old."

"What?" Kennedy whipped her head around and looked appraisingly at her great uncle. "Ninety? You don’t look ninety."

"Not all of the consequences of magic are negatives, my dear," Gregor explained. "But unfortunately, it does not seem that these things last forever." The dragon rubbed its body along Gregor’s side.

"I think he likes you…a lot," Kennedy observed. "Do you have any dragon treats in your pocket?"

"Dragon treats?" Gregor wondered.

"Well, that’s what I call steaks these days," Kennedy admitted. "You want to know what I call ‘dragon surprises’?"

"I think I can live without knowing, thank you," Gregor said with a smile. "However, your pet does seem to have an unusual response to me."

"If what he says about magic is true," Dr. Miller speculated, "the dragon could be responding to the alchemical changes taking place within Mr. Kalderash’s body. In literature, dragons are often associated with magic and alchemy."

Kennedy and Gregor both raised an eyebrow at the doctor.

"I thought you were, like, a normal doctor," Kennedy said.

"I was," Dr. Miller explained, "until I started working here."

"True," Kennedy agreed. She watched as her great uncle rubbed the underside of her dragon’s neck. The creature purred contentedly. Kennedy smiled.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Library – Later That Morning

Dawn turned an old, yellowed page in the huge book on the table in front of her.

"Some light reading?"

Dawn looked up to see Faith sitting across from her. "What are you doing here?" she asked.

"What, no hello?" Faith said, a hand to her chest in mock affront. Dawn raised an eyebrow. "I can’t just be here for some…research?" she continued. Dawn did not seem convinced.

"All right," Faith admitted, a little embarrassed, "I wanted to ask you about your dinner with Gregor last night."

Dawn still didn’t seem sure how to deal with Faith’s sudden interest. "Um, well…no one was killed, if that’s what you mean."

"What was it like?" Faith asked, leaning forward.

"It was okay," Dawn said, looking uncomfortable. "Why are we talking about this again?"

"I just wondered, is all," Faith said sheepishly. "I’m not real spectacular with new people, if you know what I mean."

"You’ll be fine, Faith, I’m sure…is he taking you out tonight?"

"Yeah, me and Willow," Faith said. "How’d ya know?"

"Well, there was Skye and I last night, Andrew and Tracey the night before, Xander and Vi before…but you and Willow, huh? You think maybe he’s hinting that…" Dawn giggled as she let the sentence hang.

"In Red’s dreams maybe," Faith said flatly before giving her a slight grin. "Speaking of girl-on-girl lovin’, where’s your hot little chick?"

"Skye?" Dawn asked, her eyes turning back to the text in front of her. "She’s still at John Carroll."

"She’s sure been spendin’ a lot of time away from home for somebody just off gettin’ almost killed," Faith pushed. "You asked her ‘bout what happened?"

"Well, so far we’ve ruled out alien abduction," Dawn told her. "She says she doesn’t remember."

"You think she’s tellin’ the truth?"

Dawn looked up at the slayer across the table, her eyes sizing Faith up. "Why wouldn’t she be?"

Faith leaned forward. "Dawn, I don’t wanna piss you off but there’s something up with her. I know it – I feel it in my gut. I just can’t tell you what, exactly. That’s why I need your help."

"I am not spying on my girlfriend for you, Faith," Dawn said coldly. "All Skye wants is to put all this behind her, and I’m helping her do that. She doesn’t need you projecting your problems with Robin on her right now."

Faith’s expression was a mix of anger and confusion. "My…what?" She stood up, a finger pointing at the younger girl across from her. "Me and Robin are cool. This isn’t about…this is about keeping people safe."

Dawn stood up, equally angry. "From Skye?"

"Maybe, but also protection for Skye," Faith insisted. "Doesn’t it make you a little suspicious, her spendin’ so much time across town and not sayin’ where the hell she was for nearly two days? You don’t think maybe she’s…"

"Faith, drop it." Jeff stood in the doorway, his face stern.

Faith looked from one young coven member to the other. "Yeah, sure, whatever," she drawled skeptically, and then strode out of the library.

"Thanks," Dawn sighed.

"No problem," Jeff told her.

Cut To:

Int.

Main Computer Lab – Afternoon

Robin typed something into a computer, and then waited for a response.

"There is no information on the subject you requested," a small red-headed avatar on the screen said pleasantly. "Would you like to make another query?"

"Takes some getting used to," Rowena commented from the doorway. "You know, there were times at the academy that I thought the only meaningful relationship I could have was with the Council Archives. Thanks to Andrew it turns out I wasn’t that far off."

Robin grinned. "I like the new system," he told her, "it adds a…positive attitude to the research."

"Maybe, now that Andrew fixed the glitches," Rowena agreed, walking into the room and leaning over Robin’s computer monitor. "Research on what, if I may ask?"

"On our new Romany friend, to be honest," said the council administrative head. "I’d like to learn a little bit more about him."

"I think he’s earned our trust, Robin," Rowena said. "If it wasn’t for Gregor Kalderash, Fenris the wolf god would have returned to this plane and we’d be in serious trouble right now…and I think Kennedy’s become attached to him. Besides, Giles himself said he believes he is kin to Janna and Ken."

"He’s certainly been an asset," Robin admitted, "but this isn’t a matter of distrust. It’s simply a matter of caution. If we’re going to allow someone who is for all intents and purposes a stranger to stay here and be on the inside, I want to know about them. You know…where they come from, if they have any enemies we should know about…"

Rowena held up a hand and Robin stopped talking. "All right," she said, nodding in assent. "You’ve got a valid point."[image: image9.jpg]



"He does?" Kennedy asked, suddenly appearing in the computer lab’s doorway. "So just because he’s my relative, that means he’s untrustworthy?"

Rowena sighed and momentarily looked up at the ceiling, as if asking the Powers That Be for patience, before turning to her former slayer. "Kennedy…"

"You know, Faith’s family tried to kill her," Kennedy continued, undeterred. "And I hear Andrew’s brother’s in prison and knows how to summon demons. And…have you met Willow’s parents? I think my family is probably the least of your…"

"Kennedy, enough please," Rowena interrupted, quietly but firmly. She walked to the doorway, bringing herself up face-to-face with the brunette. "Yes, we’ve had problems in the past. That’s why we have to do things like this now. I assure you it’s not personal, and I would suggest that neither you nor your great uncle take it that way. Heck, if someone showed up saying they happened to be my long lost relative it wouldn’t be any different. I’m going to give Robin the go-ahead to proceed."

"But…" the slayer began.

"That’s our decision, Kennedy. And with Robin working here as security chief it’s his call in the end," Rowena affirmed. The watcher gave Kennedy a withering look, making the dark-haired woman think better of interrupting again. Then Rowena’s expression softened. "I’d also like to add that assuming everything checks out, I’ve been thinking…do you feel Gregor would accept a seat on the Council if we asked?"

Kennedy looked as if she was thinking it over. "I don’t know," she said. Then she smiled a little. "I’d hope so."

"Good," Rowena said with a small grin of her own.

"Just let me know what you find out…See ya around," Kennedy told her, waving at Robin as she left. The man at the computer just shook his head.

"What?" Rowena asked, seeing his reaction.

"You must be getting good at this," Robin told her. "Not even Giles could rein her in that quickly."

Rowena blushed a little. "You think so?"

"Yeah," Robin said confidently. "But what’s this chief of security title I have now? When did that happen?" he asked a bit bewildered.

Rowena looked at her watch. "About thirty seconds ago," she told him with a smile. "I need someone who knows how to keep tabs on people and also be someone I trust. Who better than a former principal?"

"Okay," Robin said reluctantly. "But what about my teaching. I’m not sure I can juggle both," he added.

"Robson in England and Wong in China have some new recruits to throw our way soon. And to be honest Robin, I’d rather see you more in the mix of things than just sitting behind a desk lecturing. You’re too bright for that. After all, those who can, do, and those who can’t, teach."[image: image10.jpg]



"I’m not sure I’m that much of a doer anymore," Robin reluctantly admitted in a soft voice.

"Hey," Rowena said, making him look up at her, "You are a doer. It’s just…now you’re doing it a different way…I lack the time to do this myself and besides, looking at the Willow-gram here," she said pointing at the computer, "it’s a little unnerving. I’m afraid I’ll start searching for the control, alt, delete option on the real version soon."

Robin smiled and snorted. "That bad huh?"

"Nah," Rowena said with a grin. "But sometimes she gets so engrossed in reading something that I think I need to reboot her to get her attention. Like I said, that computer is scary…So what do you say?"

"Count me in," Robin said with a grin and firm nod.

Cut To:

Int.

Rec Room – Afternoon

Faith held a pool cue in one hand and stood by the edge of the pool table, but made no move to use the cue on any of the various balls scattered across the table. She was looking off in another direction entirely.

"I’ve been looking all over for you," said Kennedy, walking up to the other slayer. "I wanted to go over tonight’s rotation with you, since you’ll be out, but I didn’t think to look here, since that would mean you’re…playing pool? Aren’t you supposed to be working?"

"Shh!" Faith admonished, keeping her voice low. "I’m watching her." Kennedy followed Faith’s unmoving gaze. Dawn and Skye were sitting on a couch across the room, watching a sitcom on TV. The pair were laughing and talking, but were too far away for the slayers to hear what they were saying.

"Faith…" Kennedy began, but was shushed again by her superior. Kennedy dropped her voice to a loud whisper in an attempt to satisfy Faith. "Do you want to tell me why you’re standing here doing surveillance on Dawn and Skye?"

"Not Dawn. Just Skye," Faith stated.

"Again, I ask the question…"

Faith finally moved her eyes from the pair of girls in front of the television. "Slick, have you been…sensing anything about Skye? I mean, since she got back from…wherever it was she went."

"Why? Have you?" Kennedy asked. Faith just nodded. The younger slayer sighed. "I dunno," she said. "I mean, she hasn’t exactly been in high spirits since it happened and she seems a little ‘off’. I figured that was all it was. You think there’s more to the story?"

"That’s just it," Faith said furtively. "We don’t even know the story. Skye sure as hell ain’t talkin’! Something happened to that girl, and ever since she’s come back, she’s been…different."

"Faith, this is crazy," Kennedy shot back in a whisper. "We should be thrilled Skye came back safe, not suspecting her of…what exactly are you suspecting her of?"

"I don’t know," Faith admitted after a moment.

"That’s nice. Paranoid much?"

"It’s not paranoia," the older slayer answered.

"Faith, the Council can’t go around being suspicious of everyone," Kennedy said. "Not everybody has ulterior motives. We’ve got enough problems without creating new ones out of thin air."

Faith examined the floor. "Maybe you’re right."

"I am right," Kennedy said, her voice returning to normal. "You look tired. Get some rest before tonight. I can take care of the rotation." Faith nodded. "Now, about tonight," the younger slayer continued. "I have to ask…what are your intentions with my ex-girlfriend?" Faith growled in response, but Kennedy just laughed.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Lobby – Evening

An awkward silence had descended on the main lobby of the Cleveland Watchers Council. Willow and Faith both leaned on the desk in different positions. Willow had dressed casually for the occasion, wearing dark jeans and a blouse. Faith instead wore a simple t-shirt and jeans.

"So…" Faith began, "what do you think’s keeping our humble host?"

"Beats me," the redhead replied. "He probably just got held up."

After another moment, Faith said, "Dunno why he asked us out on the same night. Not that I don’t like you, Red, but I thought he was gonna ask me and Ace."

"I thought he was going to ask me and Ro," Willow said. "You don’t think maybe he’s assuming…"

"Nah," Faith said quickly, cutting the witch off.

"Not a chance," Willow agreed. The two women looked at each other for a second, and then self-consciously jerked their gazes into opposite directions.

Aided by his staff, Gregor walked quickly into the lobby. "I’m sorry for the delay," he told them, "but there’s a problem in the storage area where the idol’s being kept."

"I didn’t hear the alarm," Willow said, a little confused.

"You need to come," Gregor insisted, "I think something’s happened." He walked off in the direction from which he had come. Willow looked at Faith, who shrugged, then followed the Romany man. The redhead followed suit.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Storage Area – Evening

Willow and Faith followed Gregor into the cluttered storage room. Boxes piled on top of each other next to the walls, leaving a more open inner space. On a table in the center of the room stood the distorted wolf-like features of the Idol of Fenris.

"The Idol’s still here," Willow pointed out. "What did you say was the problem, Gregor?"
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Gregor didn’t seem to be listening. Rather, he stood by the central table and reached one hand out towards the idol, almost touching it with his fingers before drawing back.

"Mr. Kalderash?" Willow prompted.

The older man made no move to reply. Rather, he quietly but firmly began an incantation. "Kar. Set. Tar. [image: image12.jpg]


Mek. Vik."

A sudden breeze blew through the Council basement. Willow and Faith locked eyes for a moment.

"Gregor?" Willow tried again, louder this time. There was no response.

"Kel. Bek. Lal. Var. Ret," finished Gregor.

"What the f–" Faith yelled, before being cut off by a blinding flash of red light.

After a moment, the light subsided. Faith, Willow, Gregor Kalderash, and the Idol of Fenris were nowhere to be seen. The room was silent.

End of Act One
Act Two
Fade In:

Ext.

Cleveland Street – Night

A hard, cold wind tore off the hood of Kennedy’s coat. She winced as large, hard snowflakes were blown horizontally into her eyes, and her ears began to go numb from the freezing temperatures. The downtown street was mostly empty, white patches blowing airily across black asphalt…maybe a little too black, hiding treacherous patches of ice.

"I can never get used to this," Vi said. Her cheeks were red, and white snow was sprinkled liberally over her favorite hat. Some flakes even hung off her eyelashes. "I’m from Phoenix, okay? I’ve read the Slayer Handbook, and it doesn’t mention anything about…this!"

"I don’t think people who’ve lived here all their lives are used to it," Kennedy told her. "Cleveland in December reminds me of Antarctica, if Antarctica had a bad football team and a much higher crime rate. But I don’t think the monsters are gonna be any happier than we are."

"The natural formation of the country is the soldier’s best ally," Heli supplied, her blond hair whipping behind her. She didn’t look at all uncomfortable. Her two superiors gave her rather baleful looks. "Sun Tzu," Heli clarified, as if it had been obvious. "Am I the only one who stayed awake in slayer school?"

"Hey, I teach slayer school, and I don’t remember that," Kennedy said. She turned back to Vi. "Look, the sooner we get started, the sooner we’ll all be back inside and out of this mess. Take your team, and do as quick a sweep as you can to the west. I’ll go east."

Vi nodded her head, then gestured for Heli to follow her. As the pair walked away, Vi asked the blonde "So, what are we supposed to do, throw snowballs at the vamps?"

"You can’t make snowballs in this weather," Heli said, once again as if explaining the obvious. "The snow’s too dry. It won’t pack."

"You know, Heli," Vi said, "you’ve taught me one thing about Finland since I’ve known you. You people know way too much about snow."

Meanwhile, Kennedy hadn’t moved from her wind-whipped spot on the sidewalk. Her expression seemed hard despite, or perhaps because of, the snow flying past her face.

"Something’s gonna happen tonight," she said, to no one but the cold, then turned and walked towards her group.

Cut To:

Int.

Warehouse – Night

Willow’s head jerked up from its spot on the cold, stone floor. She looked up to see Faith standing over her, hands on hips.

"Wake up, Red," the slayer urged her. "I think somethin’s happened." She stretched out a hand to help Willow up. The witch grabbed the hand and got to her feet. Willow looked around to see an elaborate diagram drawn on the floor, taking up most of an empty building, seemingly some sort of warehouse. The two women were standing directly in the middle of a large circle in the center of the design.

"We can’t go outside the circle," Faith told her, tapping one hand on what had looked like thin air above the edge of the circle. There was a dull tapping noise as her hand seemed to run up against something solid, and a few small reddish ripples spread out in the air from where Faith’s hand had run up against…something. "I figured it was magic, and that if anyone could get us outta here, you could," the slayer explained. "Better make it quick, before he wakes up."

Faith jerked her head over her shoulder. Willow’s eyes followed to where the brunette had indicated, and she saw a dark figure lying prone on the floor at the far side of the room, unconscious. Next to him on the floor stood the Idol of Fenris.

"Gregor," Willow stated tonelessly.

"Yep," Faith agreed. "Turns out he’s evil. What are the odds?"

"This is bad," Willow observed.

"That’s why you need to make with the magic," Faith said. "Get us out of here before Uncle Black Hat gets up and zaps us into next Tuesday or whatever."

Willow sighed and took another look around at the pattern. "I don’t think I can," she said.

"What?" Faith asked incredulously. "You’re, like, the most powerful witch, ever."

"I don’t know about that," Willow said, "but even if I was, I don’t know if I could get past this." She gestured at the surrounding design. Faith stepped forward and put a hand on each of Willow’s shoulders. Willow glanced down at one shoulder uneasily.

"I’m gonna level with ya, Red," Faith said quietly. "I spent years in prison, and another couple months stuck inside some sort of body-stealing slime monster. [image: image13.jpg]


I’ve had my fill of being trapped." She moved her face a little closer to Willow’s before continuing. "I gotta get outta here, Will. Please try."

"Look, Faith," Willow explained, "this is a Gordian Web. It’s the most sophisticated containment ward that either of us will ever see. As far as I know, no one has ever escaped it."

"And as far as I know there was only a Chosen One – okay, Chosen Two – until you changed that, but you get the point I’m sure."

Willow shook her head. "You don’t understand. I didn’t do that all by myself – Al and the Devon coven helped. With a Gordian Web things get in, they can’t get out. I’m pretty sure we can’t even call anybody on our cell phones. I’m willing to try to break the spell, but I seriously doubt it will do any good."

Faith took her hands off Willow’s shoulders. "Fine," she said perfunctorily. "I guess meanwhile I’ll go to Plan B."

"What’s that?" Willow asked.

Faith went back over to the barrier and began beating on it with both fists, hard.

"Oh," Willow said in a small voice and then a look of an idea came to her face. "Wait - let me try to get Al on the phone for some ideas," she added. She patted her pockets, but came up empty. "Damn it," she swore.

"Now what?" Faith asked.

"I left my cell at home, I think."

Faith reached into her pocket and quickly tossed hers to Willow before resuming her banging.

Cut To:

Int.

Coven Room – Night

"Reach out with your mind," Dawn said quietly, her eyes fixed on the girl across from her. "Feel your senses sharpening. Focus your mind. Let the energy wash over you, until you feel every tiny, elemental particle in the air."

"I did this with my old watcher, you know," Shannon told her, her eyes snapping open. "I really should be out patrolling tonight."

Dawn sighed. She and Shannon sat in the center of the Coven Room floor on square red cushions. The young slayer looked a little impatient.

"I thought you’d be glad to get out of the cold," Dawn told her pupil, "and I thought that, since we were assigned to work together, we should spend some time together."

"I’m sorry, I know you’re trying your best," Shannon said. "It’s just that I’ve already had a watcher, a very good one. He taught me how to sense demons, and a lot of other things. He was a good teacher."

"I know," Dawn said. "I read your file. About fifty times, actually." She grinned sheepishly. "I just need to know how good you are, you know, so we can find areas where you can improve. You want to get better at slaying, don’t you?"

"Yeah," Shannon agreed.

"Okay, then can we try this one more time?" Dawn urged. "For me?"

Shannon took a deep breath, readjusted herself on the cushion, and closed her eyes as tight as she could.

"You have to relax a little," Dawn told her softly. "You’re too tense."

Shannon, eyes still closed, nodded. Some of the tension seemed to go out of her forehead and eyelids. She became perfectly still.

After a moment Dawn asked her "Are you sensing anything?" At first there was no response from the young girl.

"No," Shannon finally replied, without opening her eyes.

"Well," Dawn told her, "I mean it makes sense. I doubt that there are any demons wandering around here at the Coun…"

"Wait!" the slayer interrupted. "I am..." she suddenly opened her eyes. "There’s a demon outside this room."

Both girls quickly got up to their feet.

"Are you sure?" Dawn asked, a little doubtfully.

"I’m sure!" Shannon insisted. "I told you. I used to do this all the time with…"

"All right, don’t panic," Dawn said, her voice rising a little. "Just…get behind me." She hurried over to one of the nearby shelves and pulled a wooden stake out of a box that contained several of them.

"No," Shannon said.

"What?" Dawn asked incredulously, turning back to face her new slayer.

"I won’t get behind you," Shannon continued. "The last time my watcher told me to get behind them, I listened and he ended up dead. I’m a slayer. I’ll protect you."

Dawn leaned down to look her pupil in the eye. "It’s my job to train and protect you when need be, Shannon. Let me take care of this." She posed dramatically and held the stake out towards the door, holding Shannon behind her with her other arm. The doorknob began to turn.

"No!" Shannon cried, grabbing Dawn around the waist and twirling her away from door. The door opened to find the two girls in mid grapple.

A female form stood silhouetted in the light from the hallway. The intruder took a few steps forward into the Coven Room. It was Skye.

For a long few seconds, no one said anything. Dawn and Shannon [image: image14.jpg]


paused, each with a hand on the stake, looking at the new arrival. Skye also seemed unsure of how to respond.

Dawn let a long breath, and smiled. Skye smiled back. Shannon still looked a little confused.

"Well, Shannon," Dawn said, "I guess this is something we need to work on." Shannon looked dubious. "Listen, why don’t you head down to the gym and we can work on some techniques there, okay? Go on, I’ll join you."

The young slayer seemed unsure at first. After a moment, Shannon nodded and left the room. Dawn and Skye looked at each other and the pair began to giggle.

"I heard the conversation outside the door. So, I’m a demon now, huh?" Skye asked, a smile on her face.

"Apparently," Dawn agreed, still giggling. "She’s a great girl, really, but she’s a little overdramatic sometimes."

"She has a right to be, I guess," Skye said. She glanced at the cushions on the floor. "So, you’re doing it by-the-book, I take it."

"Oh, yeah," Dawn said, "at least until I get a feel for it."

"Sometimes I think that’s the problem around here," Skye continued, summarily plopping herself into the comfy chair in the corner of the room. "Everything’s by the book."

"What do you mean?" Dawn picked up the cushions and carried them over to a pile at the opposite end of the room.

"It’s just…okay, bear with me." Skye pulled her feet up onto the chair and sat up straighter. "Cobras are terrorizing the village. So the village brings in a mongoose, right? The cobras aren’t expecting it, and they’ve never met a mongoose quite like this one, so it picks them all off, one by one. So the villagers think that if one mongoose was good, a bunch more has got to be better."

"Have you been reading Riki-Tiki-Tavi again?" Dawn asked her girlfriend, "Because you know that Rudyard Kipling was a racist, chauvinist pig, right?"[image: image15.jpg]



"Let me finish," Skye went on. "So the villagers bring in all these other mongooses, and it’s good for a while. They have a whole den of mongooses, and since they’re spending so much time together, they all become exactly alike. But now the cobras are afraid, and they know what they’re up against…so they start to wise up. And when the cobras start getting organized, the mongoose den is in trouble. You know what I’m saying?"

"Sorry, sweetie, but no," Dawn said, putting her stake back in its box. "Maybe you can tell me the moral of the story later. Right now, I’ve gotta go back to work. I’ll see you later?"

"Yeah," Skye agreed, forcing a smile. Dawn gave her girlfriend a small peck on the lips and left the room. Skye stayed in her chair. She didn’t look very happy.

Cut To:

Int.

Warehouse – Night

THUD! Faith banged both fists against the invisible barrier that surrounded her and Willow. THUD! Translucent red ripples slowly expanded outward through the air from where her fists stopped in mid-air. THUD!

"Faith, could you please stop that?" Willow asked wearily. She was sitting at the far edge of the circle, tiredly resting her back against the barrier. "It’s not helping, and I’m starting to get a headache."

"You got any better ideas?" Faith replied. THUD! "Your magic thing didn’t work, and you don’t look like you can try again right now." THUD! "The phone spazzed when you tried it." THUD! "And we still don’t know where we are."[image: image16.jpg]



"Well," the witch answered, "I’m not sure, but I have a theory that if someone called us from outside the circle, the phones might work. Maybe Al will pick up the mind call I’ve been doing."

Faith dropped her fists for the time being. "Great, so now all we need to do is wait for the cavalry to come get us?" she grated. "We were supposed to be going out to dinner with this guy. They won’t miss us for hours."

"If Al doesn’t hear my thoughts then eventually, someone will figure out something’s wrong, and they’ll try to call one of us," Willow insisted. "Jeff or someone can do a locator spell. They’ll send Ken and Vi to the rescue, guns a-blazin’. It’s only a matter of time."

"Time’s something we don’t have," Faith returned. "As soon as Uncle Crazy-Ass wakes up, he’ll fry us." She pointed over to Gregor’s prostrate form, still in the same spot across the room.

"I don’t think so," Willow said, adjusting her position against the barrier so that she sat up a little straighter. She rested her hands on her knees. "He could have killed us outright, but he kept us alive. He must have a reason for that."

"So he wants to torture us first," the slayer said. "What’s the diff? I’m surprised he hasn’t woke up already."

"He said he was feeling weak," Willow stated, thinking out loud. "Maybe that spell took a lot out of him…more than it usually would."

"Well, that’s good, right?" Faith said hopefully. "Maybe I can beat this thing after all." She raised both fists again.

"Faith…" Willow began. THUD! "…don’t." she finished half-heartedly.

Across the room, Gregor’s eyes came [image: image17.jpg]


open. Both women watched as he deliberately brought himself up to a sitting position.

"Good evening, ladies."

Willow and Faith looked at each other.

"See what you did?" Willow admonished as they both turned to look in Gregor's direction. 

Cut To:

Int.
Council Computer Lab – Night

In an otherwise dark room, Robin’s face was lit by the white glow of his computer monitor.

"Retrieval completed," announced the computerized version of Willow’s voice. "Have a nice day!"

Robin scrutinized what W.I.L.L.O.W. flashed up onto the screen. "That’s weird," he said after a moment. His eyes on the screen, Robin reached for his coffee cup.

"Do you require anything else, sir?" the computer asked cheerily. Robin raised the cup to his lips only to find it empty. He sighed.

"If you’re going to be that chipper, I’m going to need more coffee," he told his computer. "Don’t go anywhere," he continued, pointing at the screen. He got up to leave.

On his way out of the room, Robin paused and looked back for a moment. "Maybe Rowena’s right?" he mused, and then shuddered before he continued on his way.

Cut To:

Int.

Council Kitchen – Night

Robin walked into the Council’s main kitchen, his prosthetic leg hardly slowing him down, and made a bee-line for the coffee dispenser. He grabbed the half-full pot and was about to pour it into his mug when something made him pause. The sound of heavy breathing came from somewhere behind him. Robin slowly put the pot down and, as stealthily as he could, made his way around the kitchen’s central island. He looked as if he expected something to jump out at him.

In fact, it was Robin who jumped, staggering backward to the far counter and bracing himself on it in an attempt to recover from the shock. "Oh my God!" he exclaimed.

Tracey’s head appeared above the island. She screamed. She didn’t seem to be wearing a shirt. Robin screamed back. A scream only slightly more masculine than Tracey’s then could be heard.

"Jesus, Mr. Wood…you scared the crap out of me!" Tracey yelled.

"I scared you?" he nearly shouted. "How am I supposed to be able to eat in this room…ever again?"

Andrew poked his head into view as well. "Hey, Mr. Wood," he said nervously. "Um…Tracey and I were just, well, we were, um…re-enacting. Y’know, that episode of Farscape where…"

"I know what you were doing," Robin said sternly. "And I would appreciate it if you would do it somewhere besides next to the public coffee machine." He made as if to leave, then thought better of it and returned. "And for God’s sake, put on some clothes."

The older man left the room, leaving Andrew and Tracey to awkwardly avoid eye contact with each other. The moment seemed to have passed.

"So…you up for some D&D?" Andrew asked.

"That’d be great," Tracey agreed.

"Cool," he said. "I’ll go get the twelve-sided dies and talk to Jeff." He paused. "And maybe get some pants."

Tracey watched Andrew leave, wearing only underwear and looking uncomfortable. Once he was out the door, she sighed.

"Crap," she muttered, and began looking around for her own clothes.

Cut To:

Ext.

Cleveland Street – Night

Moving in slow-motion, a fist sliced a graceful arc through wind-blown snow. The fist ran into Kennedy’s chiseled jaw. Kennedy’s breath could be seen puffing out in little white clouds from her mouth and nose. She winced and fell backwards.

At full speed, the back of Kennedy’s head slammed into the frozen asphalt of an empty convenience store parking lot. She groaned painfully, stiffly trying to get up. A kick in the ribs from her assailant stopped that plan fairly quickly.

"So, you’re one of those Slayers, right?" said the hulking, muscle-bound vampire standing over Kennedy. Nearby, Marie was caught up in hand-to-hand with another large vampire, but managed to notice her fallen comrade.

"Kennedy!" she yelled, concerned, but seemed unable to extricate herself.

"We’re not afraid of you anymore," the vampire standing over Kennedy continued. He kicked the slayer once again while she was on the ground. "Times are changing."

"Who are you, Bob Dylan?" Kennedy quipped through clenched teeth.

"And now, it’s time for you to die!" the vampire finished, but as he leaned down towards his squirming victim, something hit him in the back of the head and he staggered forward. Confused, the vampire put a hand to the back of his head. When he looked at his fingers, they were covered with snow.

"Hey!" Heli yelled from behind a tall snow bank at the edge of the parking lot. "Over here! Yeah, that’s right, over here!"

"Pretty good shot for a gal from the desert, dontcha think?" Vi gloated next to her. "And you said it wasn’t good packing snow." She poked her head over the snow bank. "Come and get it, scuzzbucket!"

"That was an ice-ball," Heli defended. "It’s different. Over here!"

The vampire looked over to the pair and took an angry step in their direction. Then, amidst the howling wind, a distinct squelching noise filled the frigid air and he stopped in his tracks. In a moment, the vampire turned to dust, his remains quickly lost in the white already covering the ground. Kennedy still lay on the ground behind him, but now had a stake thrust upward where the vampire’s heart had just been.

While Vi hooted in celebration behind the snow drift and attempted unsuccessfully to get Heli to high-five her, Kennedy grimly returned her stake to her coat pocket. It was at that point she noticed Marie, pinned to the ground by the vampire she had been fighting. The younger slayer reached desperately for her stake, but it had fallen to the icy asphalt just too far away for her to grasp. The vampire bared his fangs and bore down on Marie’s neck.

Quickly sizing up the situation, Kennedy sat up, blinked a few times, and took one deep breath, sending a steam plume into the air. She stretched out a hand through the snowflakes towards the struggling pair.

Almost immediately, the wayward stake rolled a few inches towards Marie’s hand. The slayer alertly grabbed her weapon as soon as it was within reach and buried it deep into the vampire’s back. The vampire was reduced to dust, and Marie, a small scratch visible on her neck from where the vampire had attempted to bite her, breathed several sighs of relief before she sat up.

"Did you just…?" she asked her superior.

"It was the wind," Kennedy told her, maybe a little too quickly. "Good thing there’s so much tonight."

"That was harder than usual, wasn’t it?" Vi asked, walking up to the pair with a blond Finn in tow.

"Yes, it was," Kennedy agreed stoically.

Vi looked at the dark-haired slayer as if expecting a more detailed response, but after a moment seemed to realize none was forthcoming. "We should get inside," she said finally.

"Definitely," said Kennedy.

As the quartet walked away across the icy parking lot, Vi could be heard asking, "Are my ears supposed to feel like they’re burning?"

Cut to:
Int.
The Alcove – Same time

Skye confidently strode into the bar and paused at the entrance. She took a slow look around and her eyes squinted at a lone blonde woman sitting in the corner, sipping from a bottle of beer. The woman looked as if she was trying very hard to appear casual, but her expression as she scanned the crowd was eternally hopeful. Skye smirked and strolled in her direction.

"Hey," the co-ed said, "Here alone?"

The woman looked around for a moment as if to see if Skye was speaking to anyone else. "Uh, no, um…I mean yeah," she stumbled.

Skye chuckled. "I’m Skye," she said, moving her head closer to the woman’s to be heard over the crowd. The woman’s face blushed at the proximity.

"Oh," she replied. "I’m…um, I’m Taina."

"Nice name," Skye replied and then looked around. "So…do you like this place?"

"It’s okay," Taina said in a timid voice.

"It’s pretty dank if you ask me but there aren’t too many places on this side of town."

"True," Taina remarked.

"Why don’t we go somewhere else? Away from the noise and bad lighting," Skye said with a sexy smirk. "I’d make it worth your while."

"What?" Taina eyes widened.

"Yeah," Skye and waved an arm around the crowded room. "This place is interesting and all, but it’s not my style, not really. But, hey, if you’d like to stay…" Skye then turned her back and began to walk away.

"No," Taina announced bring Skye to a halt. Skye grinned deviously before turning back to face the young woman.

"Changed your mind?" Skye asked confidently.

Taina looked at the sultry expression on Skye’s face and took a deep breath. "Yeah, let’s go."

Skye took the woman’s hand and led her from the bar.

As the couple passed by the pool table, one of the players looked up, her eyes following them as they disappeared into the crowd.

"Hey, Kadin," the other player called. "Your shot…Earth to Kadin?"

The other player walked over and saw the rouge hunter looking at the exiting pair.

"I know that girl," Kadin remarked, as if she was still considering where she had seen the woman before.

"Yeah, you’ve known lots of girls over the years, I’m sure," the other player joked.

Kadin ignored the jab, still looking toward the closed door that Skye and Taina had slipped through. With a shake of her head, she turned back to her game.

Cut To:

Int.

Warehouse – Night

Gregor sat sullenly in a small chair near where the Idol of Fenris had been placed. His eyes were locked onto the idol’s ghoulish features.

"What’s he doin’?" Faith wondered from her position in the center of the room, still trapped within the Gordian Web. "He’s just been sitting there since he woke up."

"He’s putting it off," Willow said quietly.

"Putting off what?" Faith asked.

"What’s he’s going to do with us," Willow answered, foreboding in her voice.

"You surmise correctly, Miss Rosenberg," Gregor announced, ever so slowly rising from his chair. He was obviously very weak, and movement came only with difficulty. "Even after all these years of contemplating, such action as I must undertake does not come easily to me."

"Well, quit stallin’!" Faith said angrily. "Get on with it!" She banged her hands once again against the barrier holding her and Willow inside the circle.

The witch put a hand on the slayer’s shoulder. "Faith, we need to buy more time, not encourage him," she whispered.

"Screw that," Faith said, shaking off Willow’s hand. "I want to know."

"And what is it that you wish to know?" Gregor asked. With the assistance of his staff, he had walked closer to the center of the room and now stood close to the barrier.

"I want to know why we’ve been kidnapped," she told him. "Slick trusted you. She’s your niece, dammit! And you just betray her like this?"

Gregor’s face grew even more pained. "Kennedy is not a part of this," he said sadly.

Willow had been examining her captor, and now spoke up. "You look…terrible."

Gregor allowed himself a chuckle. "Yes, I imagine I do." Leaning heavily on his staff, he staggered a few steps closer to the circle and its occupants, until he was just on the other side of the barrier.[image: image18.jpg]


 "As you may have guessed, the spell I performed to bring us here has drained most of my remaining energy. I expect I shall die very shortly." A wan smile crossed his features. "I’m rather looking forward to it, actually."

A stunned silence followed from the two women. "So that’s it, isn’t it?" Faith finally said. "He’s going to sacrifice us as part of some last rite." When no one answered her, she continued. "That’s it, right?"

"In fact that is not ‘it’, as you put it, Miss Lehane," Gregor said. "I have no intention of killing both of you." That answer brought a sigh of relief from Willow. "Just one of you," Gregor finished.

 

End of Act Two
Act Three
Fade In
Int.
Dawn’s Room – Night[image: image19.jpg]


 

Dawn was just about to head out her door when her phone rang. She detoured back to her nightstand and picked up the phone.

"Hello," she said. "Oh hi, Skye…no, I was just about to start inventory on the Vault…yeah, Willow’s assignment…oh, okay, then I won’t wait up for you. See you tomorrow? Okay, love you too…bye."

Dawn placed the handset in its cradle and looked thoughtfully at it for a moment before leaving the room.

Cut to:
Int.
Taina’s Apartment – Same time

Skye closed the cell phone and dropped it on the floor before turning back to the woman lying in the bed next to her. She grinned and twirled a lock of blonde hair around her finger, waiting for Taina to speak.

"Got a girlfriend, huh?" Taina finally said, disappointment in her voice.

"Yep," Skye replied.

"Been together long?"

"A couple of years now," Skye said. "Be together forever if I have my way. I know she’s the one." Skye smiled at the thought.

Taina sighed. "So that’s it, huh?" she finally asked. "I’m just some one night stand?"

Skye’s expression turned from wistful to predatory as her attention returned to Taina.

"Something like that," Skye murmured and leaned in to embrace the woman.

Cut to:

Int.

Andrew’s Living Room – Minutes later

The small, crystal-like plastic shape hit the surface of the table, rolling to a stop in front of Tracey.

"Nine," Tracey read the number off of the top of the die.

Andrew quickly glanced over the cardboard screen standing in front of him. "Composite longbow +2, right?"

Tracey nodded her confirmation.

"You hit the troll in his left shoulder. He howls in pain and anger, and charges you." He turned to look at Jeff, seated to Tracey’s right. "Your initiative, Kronor."

"She has the troll’s attention?" Jeff asked.

"I’d say so."

"How about the other guy?"

"He’s nocking an arrow," Andrew told him, "and it looks like he’s aiming at Kyrendra." He motioned toward Tracey.

"Okay, I’m going to cast a Magic Missile his way."

"Okay, roll for it." Andrew suddenly glanced up to look at the doorway. "Hi, Dawn."

Tracey and Jeff turned around, startled. "Hey," Jeff said, "I didn’t hear you come in."[image: image20.jpg]



Dawn nodded at the three seated around the small table. "Who’s winning?" She asked with a small smile.

"So far, the NPCs are kickin’," Andrew replied. "What’s up?"

"Oh, nothing," Dawn replied, quickly. She took a deep breath, "nothing," she said again, more calmly.

Andrew’s eyebrows arched, concerned.

Dawn let out a long breath. "It’s just that I’ve barely seen Skye in a week. And even when she’s there, it’s like she’s not there. She comes home late; she leaves early. I mean, hell, by the time I wake up, her side of the bed’s already cold." The words came out in a rush, sounding almost like a run-on sentence. "And I really don’t know what she’s doing in her research groups. I mean, I know what she tells me but I get the feeling sometimes that there’s somebody else…"

"Hey," Jeff frowned, "don’t think that way. Skye would never cheat on you." He paused, his jaw tensing slightly. "Believe me, nobody on earth wants to say this less than I do, but you don’t need to look too hard to realize that Skye’s completely nuts about you."

Dawn looked over at him and smiled warmly.

"Um, look," Andrew pointed at a space at the table, "we have space for another player if you want. I mean, I’m sure that they’d appreciate the help."

Jeff and Tracey nodded enthusiastically.

"Thanks, I appreciate it, really I do, but if I don’t inventory the vaults by the time Willow gets back, she’s gonna have my fanny in a sling," Dawn replied.

Andrew’s expression became blank as his eyes drifted upwards, appearing to fix upon the distant position of Ursa Minor. A dreamy smile slowly spread across his face.

"Ow!" He jerked away from Tracey, rubbing his arm, "that hurt," he whined, looking over at her. He quickly recoiled from her as she fixed him with a glare.

"The vaults," Jeff commented idly, suppressing a shudder, "some of the things we keep down there give me the willies."

"They’re just trinkets," Dawn replied with a shrug. "At any rate, I’d rather we had them than someone on the street." She looked up at Andrew. "Keep a seat out for me. I might stop by after Willow’s done with me."

She darted out of the room, leaving the door opened. Once she was out of sight, she held up four fingers of her right hand, then curled her pinky, followed a moment later by her ring finger and a second later, her middle finger.

"Ouch!" Andrew yelped from inside the room.

Dawn grinned as she walked down the hallway.

Cut to:

Int.

Warehouse – Later

Gregor’s body heaved as he sat slumped in the chair. His breath wheezed in and out.

"I feel I should apologize," he said, "I assure you that your captivity will not last long."

"What are you doing?" Willow demanded. "You’ve already said you’re not going to kill us both so why are we both here. The spells you’re working right now are slowly killing you, and you can’t exactly spend ransom money if you’re dead."

"That’s the limit of your imagination? Money?" Gregor shook his head.

"Look, the Council has enough to pay whatever you want," Willow’s voice softened, but only slightly. "We can arrange for you never to have to work another day for the rest of your life."

Gregor looked at her sorrowfully. "It’s sad."

"Sad?"
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"That when you couldn’t force your way out, your immediate response is to try to barter," Gregor replied. He looked up at her. "And since these are doubtless the last hours I will spend on this earth, you could be a little more polite."

"Well, I’m sorry, being kidnapped for Goddess-knows-what reason and possibly being killed has a way of making me downright uncivil," Willow snapped.

"I suppose that’s fair," Gregor said tiredly.

"What would Kennedy say if she saw you now, huh?" Faith spoke up. "You’re all that’s left of her mother; her real mother; and you’re doing this? That girl looks up to you, and she’s been a little short of role models lately."

"Kennedy is…" Gregor stopped, then started again. "I’m more proud of her than I would have imagined possible. In so many ways, she reminds me of my Erzebet. Smart, tough, a certain affinity for disobedience. She trusted me and looked up to me, and what did I do to her?" His features hardened.

"Oh man," Faith whispered. "You killed her? God, she was your daughter, you son of a b –"

"I did not kill her," Gregor spun to glare at Faith, tears streaking his cheeks, fury burning in his eyes. "She’s not dead."

"Not dead?" Willow asked. "But you said…"

Gregor turned away from the two women, looking at the idol before him. "Do you know what Hell is, Miss Rosenberg?"

Willow’s brow creased. "What do you mean?"

"Hell is where your worst nightmares are made flesh," Gregor continued, "your worst fears become real."

"What do you mean?" Faith asked, unconsciously echoing Willow.

"When Erzebet and I faced the Fenrir, she did not die. She was not killed; she was trapped between our world, and the Fenrir’s realm, Hell, for lack of a better term, like a fly caught in amber."

"But…that’s not possible," Willow insisted.

"Reality doesn’t care," Gregor replied, "whether you believe that it’s possible or not."

"So…you’re trying to get her out?"

Gregor nodded. "My own life energy is the only thing that keeps her from being drawn in. As long as I’m alive, she stayed trapped, but once my life force expires, she is drawn in… for all eternity."

"And you’re dying," Faith said, her voice barely a whisper.

"I asked you before, Miss Rosenberg, if you knew what Hell was. I have lived every single day of my life since Erzebet was trapped knowing that someday, maybe that day, maybe some day fifty years from then, I was inevitably going to send my beloved daughter into the inferno." Gregor turned to face her. "That, Miss Rosenberg, is Hell." He sat down, eyeing the two women. "By comparison, an eternity in the real thing should be easy."

"So…you brought us here to perform the life threatening spell to get her out?" Willow asked.

"No," Gregor replied, "even you don’t have that power."

"Then what do you want with us?"

Cut to:

Int.

Council Library – Same time

Robin pressed his fingers against his temples. "I haven’t spent this much time staring at a book since I was an undergrad," he commented to no one in particular. He closed his eyes and leaned back in his chair, letting out a long yawn.

"Tired?" Rowena’s head poked out from the stacks of books to look at the elder watcher.

"A little. Don’t suppose Faith and Will are back yet, are they?"

Rowena shook her head, "I guess they decided to stay for dessert. I love Will, but sometimes I think she’d drop me in a second if someone offered her a good enough cheesecake."

Robin smiled. "There are times when I think the same about Faith." His smile quickly went away, however.

Rowena frowned. "Is something wrong?"

Robin frowned. "It’s just a feeling I’ve had."

"C’mon, out with it," Rowena slid into a chair across from him. "What’s the matter?"

"There’s something that’s been bugging me about Gregor."

"Such as?" Rowena asked.

"I worked with some of the most devious high school students who ever lived. I learned pretty quick to see through just about any excuse they offered," Robin frowned, deep in thought.

"Quickly," Rowena replied automatically.

"What?"

"Quickly, adverb. ‘I learned quickly…’ " She stopped herself, "never mind. You were saying?"

"Something’s been chewing at the back of my head for the last few days. It’s like he’s hiding something, telling us just enough of the truth that we get the wrong impression," Robin shook his head.

Rowena chewed on her lower lip for a moment. "Far be it from me to argue with your gut instinct, since that’s why you got promoted earlier tonight, but I can’t exactly shove Gregor into the brig for that. Do you have anything to back it up?"

Robin shook his head. "Nothing definitive." He pushed the book in his lap across the table to her. "I found this in a translation of an old Viking tome. It talks about someone they call the ‘wandering enemy.’ His blood is sealed to the Fenris cult, and his every word serves the Fenris’ will."

"That certainly sounds like Gregor," Rowena’s eyes narrowed as she scanned the text. "It’s not conclusive, though."

"No, it’s not," Robin agreed. "At the moment, all we’ve got is my gut and this vague text."

"But this text doesn’t exactly paint him in the most flattering light," Rowena commented without looking up from the book.

Robin shook his head. "I imagine something was lost in the translation, but bloodthirsty and obsessive are probably pretty universal concepts."

Cut to:

Int.

Warehouse – Same time

"Hell will not let my daughter go unless it gets something in return. At the moment of my death, I will trade one of your souls for hers." Gregor told the redheaded witch.

"What?" Willow demanded. "You’re going to send one of us to Hell to save your daughter?"[image: image22.jpg]



"Yes," Gregor replied with a hint of regret. "I have spent forty years trying to find a way to extract my daughter; believe me when I say that this is the only way." His gaze shifted back and forth between the two women. "I am not, however, uncharitable. I will allow you to choose which one of you will take her place. But rest assured, one of you will join me in Hell before this night is done."

"Woah, wait just a damn minute. If you’re so self-righteous, why don’t you take Erzebet’s place?" Faith asked.

"He can’t," Willow told her softly. "He needs a living soul. He’ll cast the spell the moment he dies, and barter one of our souls for hers. If he tried with his own, he would drag both himself and Erzebet into the Fenrir’s realm."

"Oooh-kay. Next question: why us?" She turned to Gregor. "If you could catch the most powerful witch in the world and a Slayer, you can catch pretty much anyone on the planet. Why not grab some guy off the street?"

"Because I am desperate," Gregor’s voice was sharp, clipped. "But I am not a monster."

"Says you," Willow retorted.

Gregor ignored her comment and went on. "I would never send someone to Hell who wasn’t already destined to go there anyway."

Willow was the first to realize the implications of his statement. She looked at him in stunned shock for a moment. "Wait, you’re saying…"

He looked back and forth between the two women.

"Yes," he said plainly. "You two are chosen by forces beyond your comprehension to be guardians for the human race. Slayer and Watcher. Warrior and Witch. You were entrusted with the sacred task of protecting your world. You both betrayed that trust. You murdered. Not by accident or by error and not to save another. You willfully destroyed a life for revenge," he said as he looked at Willow, "or for personal gain," he added as he shifted to meet Faith’s eyes.

"But how about the lives we’ve saved?" Willow’s voice was almost panicked. "We’ve saved the whole world! More than once!" She indicated Faith, then herself. "Each!" she insisted.

"Will…" Faith interrupted quietly. Willow ignored her.

"So you believe that the good you have done balances out the evil?" Gregor’s voice was perfectly steady.

"Well…yes." Willow replied. "Nature demands a balance."

Gregor nodded. "Yes, nature demands a balance. That doesn’t mean she forgives."

"What? You’re saying that it doesn’t matter?" Willow asked, frantically. "All the good we do, all the people we help… none of that counts for anything? This," she gestured around the room, "is it, then Hell?"

"No, I’m saying that this," Gregor mimicked her gesture, "isn’t simply a test. It’s not about balancing yourself. It’s about doing good for its own sake, not because you’re hoping for some payoff down the road. It’s not about saving your soul from Hell, it’s about not sending it there in the first place. Men and women forgive; Nature does not."[image: image23.jpg]


 

"No chance for parole?" Faith asked.

"How can you be so glib?" Willow snapped at her.

"Look, we have no way to contact anyone. We have no idea where we are to even tell anyone if we could. And besides Will, he’s right," Faith sounded almost relieved.

"You can’t believe that," Willow’s voice was hard.

"It’s the truth. I used to think that there would be a time when I’d paid my debt, balanced the scales," Faith told her softly. "That’s not the way it works, though, is it?" Gregor nodded his confirmation, "an’ nothin’ you or I can do is gonna change that. We gave up our right to redemption when we killed."

Gregor turned to face Willow.

"Your friend," he began, "seems to have a greater understanding of the nature of Evil than you do, Miss Rosenberg. If you had time, you could learn much from her."

"I had a good teacher," Faith replied to no one in particular.

"Well, excuse me if I haven’t resigned myself to the blast furnace just yet," Willow snapped. "And who made you the be-all/end-all when it comes to the cosmic order of things! This is ridiculous! There has to be another way around this Gregor!"

"Perhaps," he shrugged noncommittally, "and if you have it, you are only too welcome to use it." His eyes met Willow’s. "If you can figure out in an hour what I could not in forty years, then perhaps you are not completely undeserving of your reputation."

Faith quickly turned her back on Willow, quickly shielding the witch from seeing her hands. She dug into her jacket pocket, producing her cellular phone, which vibrated in her hand. The display read: Ace, in large block letters. She looked over at Gregor, then down at the phone in her hand. She closed her eyes slowly, taking a deep breath, and pressed the power button, shutting the phone off, and then slid it back into her jacket pocket.

"Faith? What is it?" Willow asked.

"Hmm?" Faith turned to face her. "Nothin’."

Cut to:

Int.

Council Library – Same time

Robin hung up the phone. "No answer."

"Faith always has her phone on her, doesn’t she?" Rowena asked.

Robin nodded.

"So either she won’t answer, or she can’t."

"Any luck with Willow?" Robin asked.

Rowena closed her eyes. "We can’t call her."

"Why not?"

She opened her eyes and motioned to the ceiling above them. "It’s upstairs on the coffee table. She forgot to put it in her jacket when she switched them tonight."

Robin took a deep breath. "I don’t like this one single bit."

"If there’s no danger, then it’s no harm, no foul. But if he’s holding them, and Faith tries to tell us where they are; there’s no way we’ll get there before he does whatever he has planned," Rowena replied.[image: image24.jpg]


 

"So, one of the most powerful sorcerers we’ve ever met possibly has the most powerful witch, and one of the most powerful Slayers."

Rowena gritted her teeth and nodded. "And we don’t." She closed her eyes, forcing her breathing under control. "Okay, let’s just stay calm here, it’s way too early to panic just yet. We need to keep ourselves calm. All this could still be nothing."
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Dawn pushed her way into the library. "Has Will come back yet?"

"No," Robin shook his head. "We were just trying to reach them." 

Dawn nodded. "Okay, well, when she comes back could you let her know that I’ve finished the inventory of the vaults?" 

"Everything accounted for?" Robin asked idly.

"Oh, everything except for item 0277a," Dawn replied. 

"What’s that?" Rowena asked.

"Um," Dawn looked down at her list. "Bronze Idol of Fenris."

Rowena looked up at Robin. "Now’s the time to panic."

 

 

End of Act Three
Act Four
Fade in:

Int.

Warehouse – Same time

Willow threw her weight against the unyielding magical barrier. She grimaced in pain, and backed away from the magical force field, rubbing her shoulder. Gregor was working near the idol at the far end of the warehouse. He glanced over at the two women briefly, and then returned to his work.

"Feel better now?" Faith sat, akimbo, on the hard floor.

"You could try to help, you know?" Willow snapped.[image: image26.jpg]



"I just watched you cast three spells, throw nine punches, and damn near dislocate your shoulder against that thing," Faith nodded at the ward. "You think I got somethin’ to throw at it you don’t?"

"Slayer strength, for one," Willow replied, throwing a rather unprofessional kick at the barrier.

"Will, I tried already, remember? And we’re not dealin’ with Harmony here. Gregor’s smart enough to know if he was gonna take us, he was gonna have to hold us," Faith replied.

"How can you possibly be so calm?" Willow demanded. "He’s just told us that by tomorrow one of us is gonna be dead. Worse: he’s sending one of us to Hell."

Faith nodded. "Yeah, but he also told us that’s where we’re goin’ anyway."

"Well, I don’t believe that," Willow insisted. "I can’t believe that everything we’re doing, everything we’ve done, all the people that we’ve helped - I can’t believe that was all for nothing."

"So your only reason for doing good is to save your soul?" Gregor slowly approached the two women.

"No," Willow answered. "I do good because I’ve seen evil – been evil – and I want to make things better. But I can’t for a second think that none of it matters in the end."

"I wish I had more time to debate with you Miss Rosenberg but I need an answer," Gregor replied. "Have you arrived at a decision?"

Willow quickly held up her hands.

"No!" she yelled quickly, then calmed herself with another, "no. The train has not arrived at decisionsville yet. We…We just need time. I’m sure if we work together we can think of something."

"Why?" Gregor asked simply.

Willow was taken aback from the unexpected question. "Why?" She echoed. "I don’t – I don’t understand."

"Assuming, for the sake of argument, you could find some way of freeing Erzebet, something that I’d somehow missed, why would you do it?" Gregor asked. "Would you do it because it’s right? Would you do it because you care about Erzebet? Or are you doing it to save yourself?" He looked hard into Willow’s eyes. "Now, pretend, for the sake of argument, that I’m right: that you’re going to Hell anyway, and there isn’t a damned thing, no pun intended, that you can do about it. Would you still do it?"

Willow opened her mouth to speak.

"You’re about to say ‘yes,’ " Gregor spoke before she did, "and you’re lying. Perhaps to me, perhaps to yourself, maybe you even believe it when you’re saying it, but you’re still lying."

Willow backed away from him, her jaw clenched, her breathing rapid and shallow. "You don’t know a damn thing about me."

"Every life you save, some part of you believes that it goes some way to washing the blood off of your hands," Gregor continued. "That’s not virtue," he told her. "That’s just a kind of prudence," he spat out the word as if it left a very unpleasant taste in his mouth. He glared at the witch. "Now, you can try to tell me that I’m wrong."

Willow relaxed slightly as she held Gregor’s gaze, but she did not speak.

Gregor nodded appreciatively. "One thing I admire, Miss Rosenberg, is honesty. There may be hope for you yet." He turned and started walking towards the idol.

"What about your soul?" Willow blurted out.

Gregor halted, and turned to face her. "What about it?" He asked.

"You’re a good man, Gregor. I know because you’ve won Ken’s faith," Willow told him. "If you do this, you’re not just sending one of us to Hell, you’re sending yourself there too."

Gregor nodded. "Yes, I am."

"And you’re okay with that?"

"I’m Gypsy," he replied. "Unavenged blood cries out for justice." He looked at the redhead quizzically, his head cocking slightly to one side. "We’re two sides of the same coin," he observed. "You’re trying desperately to keep your soul out of Hell, but I’ve found something worth putting it in."

"Well, there has to be a way that nobody goes to Hell on this thing," Willow insisted.

"Perhaps," Gregor replied, "but sadly, I do not have time to find it. I need a decision. Now. Who will it be?"

"Look," Willow said angrily, "if you need to use us, fine, but don’t make us take part in some twisted, sadistic…"

"I’ll do it," Faith said quietly.

"What? Faith, no. We’ll find another way to do this," Willow insisted.

"In a few hours?" Faith asked. "Face it, Will, we’re not gonna find anything."

"But why you?" Willow pressed. "Why not me?"

"Cold, hard math, Red," Faith replied, standing and walking towards Gregor, "the Council can handle losin’ me a lot more than it can handle losin’ you." She smiled thinly, "’Sides; you think I wanna face the wrath of Kennedy and Ro for letting him have you? Hell, give me demons any day of the week, but wrathful ex- and current girlfriends? No way."

Willow slid in front of her. "If you think I’m just gonna let you…"

"Nope, I don’t," Faith shook her head. Her right fist slammed into Willow’s cheek between her jawline and her cheekbone. Her head snapped around to her right. Her knees buckled, and the redhead crumpled to the ground in a heap.

Gregor’s eyebrows arched. "Is she…"

"She’s fine," Faith replied tightly. "I just cut her strings for a few minutes - long enough for you to let me outta this thing," she gestured at the shimmering force field around her.

Gregor gestured, and Faith took a step forward, uninhibited. "I must say," Gregor said, "I hadn’t expected this."

"What’s that?"

"You receive a phone call, which I can only assume was from someone in a position to help you, and you disconnect it without answering."

"Noticed that did you."

Gregor nodded. "Now, you beat a friend senseless to take her place," he looked at her again, as if seeing her for the first time. "It’s not often that I misjudge someone, but I did in your case."

"Robin wouldn'ta  gotten here in time and Willow wasn’t gonna listen." Faith shrugged, and then looked back at the formless shape of the witch lying on the floor. "At least this way she’ll sleep a little easier knowin’ that she couldn’tve stopped me."

Gregor nodded. "For whatever you may consider it to be worth, I am sorry."

"If it wasn’t worth anything, I wouldn’t be doin’ this," Faith replied. "Let’s get this over with, ‘kay?"

Cut to:

Int.

Council Library – Minutes later

"Does it strike anyone else as strange that I’m the voice of reason here?" Kennedy asked. "I mean, all we have is a missing idol and two people that we can’t reach."

"That’s not just an idol…" Rowena started.

"I get that," Kennedy interrupted, "but for all we know, it could’ve been catalogued wrong – or Dawn just didn’t notice it."

"We can’t reach them," Robin told her.

"Faith turns her phone off when she’s out for dinner with you," Kennedy pointed out. "And for some reason, I can never find her when I need a late-night sparring session. Don’t think for a second that I don’t care about them, but let’s not jump right away to the conclusion that they’re in trouble."

"Look, Kennedy, I understand…" Rowena started.

"No, you look. That’s my uncle you’re talking about. He’s the last connection I still have with my mother. So maybe, just maybe, you’ll cut me a little slack if I’m not exactly eager to jump on the ‘he’s an evil bastard’ bandwagon," Kennedy snapped.

Xander burst into the room, Vi trailed closely behind.

"I got the security footage," he announced.

"What do we have?" Rowena asked.

"We don’t have a camera actually inside the Vault; but from the camera just outside, I have Willow, Faith and Gregor entering earlier this evening," Xander told them.

"Did they look like they were being coerced?" Robin asked.

Xander shook his head. "No. They were just walking in."

"There, you see?" Kennedy gestured at Xander. "Mystery solved. Gregor probably had something to show them about the idol, and they took it to study and forgot to sign it out."

"Not necessarily…" Rowena prodded gently.

"Why is everybody so damned eager to assume the worst about him? Ro, you were gonna offer him a position on the Council," Kennedy thrust a finger angrily in her direction.

"If he checked out," Rowena added. "But your point is well taken. Do the tapes show any sign that something wonky happened?"

"Actually, I was just getting to that," Xander replied. "It’s not what the tape shows - it’s what the tape doesn’t show."

"Okay, need an explanation there," Rowena muttered impatiently.

"The tape shows all three entering the vault – no excitement, no violence," Xander told them. "I’ve checked every second of tape between then and Dawn coming in to make her inspection… it never shows them leaving and Dawn would have seen them in the vault."

"Is there any other way out?" Robin asked.

Xander shook his head. "The Vault’s basically a steel room surrounded on all sides by rock. That’s why we couldn’t put a camera inside; no signal can get through the walls. That door’s the only way in and out."

"So…a glitch in the tape?" Kennedy asked.

Xander shook his head. "The time code in the bottom corner of the frame never jumps."

Rowena closed her eyes, her expression one of intense concentration.

"Get Jeff," she ordered. "Tell him we need a locator spell right away." She glanced over at Robin, who nodded his assent, then she turned to Kennedy. "Are you gonna fight me on this?"

Kennedy shook her head. "No. But when all this turns out to be a false alarm, boy is your face gonna be red."

"I’m willing to risk embarrassment to save two people we love and care about," Rowena answered quickly.

Cut to:

Int.

Warehouse – Same time

Willow groaned and rolled onto her stomach.

"See, told ya she wouldn’t be out for long," Faith commented. "Now, Giles and Xander, on the other hand, they both have glass jaws."

"Faith, what the hell is going on?" Willow rose shakily to her feet.

"Will, this’ll all be over in a few hours and you can leave. But right now, we can’t run the risk of you getting into the middle of it," Faith told her.

"Faith," Willow pressed her hands against the shimmering barrier, "What do you think you’re doing?"

"Look,’ Faith began, "maybe Gregor has it right, maybe not. But even if one good act won’t make up for all the bad stuff I did, at least I’ll be able to say that I went out on one good act."

"Since when did you become suicidal?" Willow asked angrily.
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Faith took a step closer. "It’s not suicide. But I’m not gonna kill Ken’s uncle and I’m not about to leave you in there to rot. If I go, then this all ends. Oh, and if it turns out that Gregor’s wrong about the whole redemption thing, put in a good word for me upstairs when it’s finally your turn? You never know, maybe there is a chance for parole." She turned to face Gregor, "Are ya gonna be ready soon?"

Gregor tilted his head in her direction. "I’ll need about an hour to prepare."

Cut to:

Int.

Coven room - Moments Later

Jeff’s eyes snapped opened. "No dice," he told Rowena, frustrated. "I can’t find them."

"You mean…"

Jeff shook his head. "No. It’s not a dead gone. They’re…there, wherever there is; but it’s like I’m running full speed into a brick wall every time I try to find them."

"Magic?" Rowena asked.

Jeff nodded. "Very powerful magic."

"Can you at least narrow it down for us?" Rowena asked.

Jeff shook his head, "I don’t know how powerful Gregor is, but if he teleported them all out of the Vault, he could be halfway across the country by now. And it might not be too crazy to say halfway around the world."

"Okay. We’ll assume that he kept them inside the city," Rowena began.

"On what grounds?" Robin asked.

"On the grounds that if he didn’t, then there’s little to no chance of finding them," Rowena replied tightly.

"What does it matter?" Robin asked. "Even if we only search Cleveland, there’s thousands of places he could hide them until he did whatever he had planned. And somehow, I don’t think he’s going to waste much time."

"I know," Rowena closed her eyes tightly, her brow furrowing in a deep frown. [image: image28.jpg]


"If someone has a suggestion, now’s the time, ‘cause I’ve got nothing. Unless…Jeff, can you hold a seer session – perhaps see where they are?"

"I’ll certainly try," he answered.

"I got an idea too," Kennedy spoke up. "It might be a bit more accurate."

"And that would be?" Rowena asked.

"Release the hounds, Smithers," Kennedy said doing a bad imitation of Mr. Burns.

Cut to

Ext.

Dark alley - Later that Night
Marsha the Dragon leapt forward, straining against the leather leash. Kennedy stumbled after her, fighting to keep up with her.

"Ever have one of those moments where you ask yourself if you need to rethink your decision-making paradigm?" Heli turned towards Vi.

"What do you mean?" Vi asked.

"Well, we’re using a giant reptile as a bloodhound to find three people who teleported out of our Vault. On the list of universally crazy ideas, this has to rank somewhere near the top," Heli pointed out.

"Well, Ken’s crazy ideas have a habit of working out, usually," Vi shrugged, "so maybe her luck’ll hold."

Heli frowned. "I don’t believe in luck." Her expression softened. "But, I’ll be the first to admit that the universe has been kind to her."

"And that’s different from luck, how, exactly?" Vi asked.

Heli shrugged. "It’s one thing to have the Powers That Be smile on you; it’s another to expect them to."

Vi shrugged in response and then began to look around at their surroundings. "Now, I’ll be the first to admit that I don’t spend much time in fancy restaurants…"

"This an observation, or a complaint?" Kennedy commented over her shoulder.

"I’m just thinking that this isn’t exactly the kind of area Gregor would take them if they were going out for dinner," Vi pointed out.

Cut to:

Int.

Council Library – Same time

Robin paced back and forth, leaning heavily on the cane in his left hand. Rowena watched him, her hands clasped in front of her.

"Robin," she said gently, "if we have to replace the part of the carpet that you’re wearing out, I’m taking it out of your paycheck."[image: image29.jpg]



Robin stopped; he let out a long breath and took a seat across the table from her.

"Sorry," he said simply. "I just hate being on the sidelines." He looked angrily down at his prosthetic leg. "This time last year, I would’ve been with them, right on the front lines. Now, all I can do is send them out, and wait."

Rowena nodded, understanding. "You need to adjust to letting others do their jobs," she said simply.

"How do you do it?" He looked at her, shaking his head. He stood and started pacing again.

"Do what?" Rowena asked.

"I try to sit down for thirty seconds, my skin is crawling so badly that I have to get up and start pacing again. You, you’re the epitome of grace under pressure," Robin replied.

"There’s a difference, you know?"

"Difference between what?" Robin asked.

"Between looking calm, and actually being calm," Rowena replied. "There’s nothing that terrifies me more right now than the possibility that Willow could be hurt or dead. I find it hard to believe that anything could ever terrify me more than I am right now, at this very moment. And I’m a woman that’s been tortured, had her finger cut off and been shot…But if I find out that Gregor’s hurt her, there’s absolutely nothing I’d rather do than beat him with a sledgehammer until he resembles strawberry preserves, which is probably why it’s a good thing that I’m not on the front lines," Rowena replied with a shrug. "But the Council needs a strong leader, not someone who’ll freak out at the drop of a hat."

"This isn’t exactly the drop of a…"

"All the more reason to not freak out," Rowena interrupted.
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"But what if…"

"And the best way to not freak out is never to ask that question to anyone, especially yourself," Rowena replied. "Sitting and worrying does nothing but cause more worry, which doesn’t resolve the problem. Action is the only way to resolve a problem. We’ve done that – Jeff is in the Coven Room and Ken is out in the field. We’ll sit here to back them up if they need us."

"I can’t see how this has no effect on you," Robin answered. "My palms are sweating. Hell, my fingernails too."

Rowena shuddered. "Will’ll tell you that I spent three months after that whole Shadow affair last year waking up in a panic. I had nightmares for months about every single possible way that scenario could’ve gone wrong. But during that whole incident I never asked ‘what if’ – ‘What if Willow was dead’, ‘What if she couldn’t be found in time’. I knew we needed to find her first, not waste our time wondering about it all."

"So the trade off for your apparently unshakable calm is that you pretty much guarantee that you’ll never have an untroubled night’s sleep again," Robin clarified.

Rowena nodded. "That’s the price I’m willing to pay for being an anchor on the Watchers Council."

Robin looked at her for a moment. "I think I’ll keep pacing, thanks. Just bill me for the carpet," he said, finally.

Cut to:

Int.

Gregor’s Lair

Faith stood unwaveringly in front of the idol as Gregor stood, reciting a long incantation beside her. Willow stood behind them, her body pressed against the magical barrier. A single tear formed in the corner of her eye, and zigzagged its way down her cheek. She wiped it away harshly, and forced herself to look back up at the duo; forcing herself to bear witness to her friend’s final few moments.

The idol’s eyes began to glow red, and a beam of light speared through the gloom of the warehouse, stabbing the Slayer in the center of her chest.

Faith grunted in pain, and dropped to one knee in front of the idol. Her face twisted in agony as she was slowly lifted by some invisible force from the ground. She hung suspended, still connected to the idol by a beam of light.

"Gregor! Call this off!" Willow yelled.

Cut to:

Ext.

Dark Alley – Same time

"Marsha is getting excited. It looks like this is the place," Kennedy whispered to the two Slayers standing near her.

"Definitely not a restaurant," Vi looked at the large, nondescript warehouse.

"Okay, we go in there," Kennedy said, "we have to go in hard and fast. Gregor’s a powerful magician, so we can’t let him get a spell off." She looked at the other two Slayers. "If we’re wrong, then we’re wrong. But God help him if he’s hurt Willow or Faith, ‘cause I sure won’t."

Cut to:

Int.

Warehouse – Same time

Bright white light poured out of Faith’s body, and Willow held up her arms, shielding her eyes. Faith, cried out in pain, and her head flung back. Her hands balled into tight fists as whatever force held her aloft stretched her body out, holding her arms and legs straight out from her body.

Cut to:

Ext.

Dark Alley – Same time

The slayers all heard the cry from outside the door.

"Okay," Kennedy said softly, "on three. One…Two…"

Cut to:

Int.

Warehouse – Same time[image: image31.jpg]



The door to Faith’s right exploded inward. Gregor’s soft, melodic voice halted. The idol’s glowing red eyes almost seemed to bore into him, as if they were demanding that he finish. Faith dropped to the ground, her body heaving as she tried to get her breathing under control.

Kennedy and Vi raised their small crossbows and fired without hesitation.

"No!" Faith screamed. She leapt to her left, trying to place herself between the crossbows and Gregor before they struck him.

The bolt from Kennedy’s crossbow slammed deep into Faith’s left shoulder. Faith’s face twisted in pain as she dropped to the ground, her breathing coming out in gasps.

"Faith!" Vi rushed forward, cradling Faith’s head in her lap.

"Is…he okay?" Faith managed to force the words out. "Is Gregor okay?"

Vi frowned, confused. "Gregor?" She glanced up at the old man, who still stood a few feet away.

Gregor looked down. Vi’s single crossbow bolt protruded from his chest, about eight inches to the left of his centerline. His eyes widened in shock as his body crumpled to the ground.

Willow, who had been leaning against the magical ward, stumbled forward as the invisible barrier vanished. She rushed forward, dropping to her knees next to Gregor’s body.

"Oh my goddess," she whispered frantically. She looked frantically up at Kennedy. "Come on, get me something. Bandages, a first aid kit, something!"

Vi looked at her, genuinely confused. "Will, what…"

"Tell me what to do," Willow hissed desperately at Gregor. "How do I stop this?"

Gregor’s eyes drifted over to Kennedy’s face, and for the briefest of moments appeared to focus on her. "Erzebet," he breathed. A smile touched his lips as his eyes closed and his body went limp in Willow’s arms.

Willow quickly looked over to meet Faith’s eyes. An expression of terrified realization spread across both women’s faces.

"Oh, God, no."

Brilliant white light poured out of Gregor’s body, and the idol at the far end of the room. Everyone recoiled, as if expecting something to strike at them from the bath of bright light.

"Tell us what’s happening!" Vi demanded, her voice showing only the slightest tinges of fear.

The light subsided, and standing before the idol was a young woman. Her dark hair hung around her shoulders, framing the olive-colored skin of her face beautifully. Her dark brown eyes darted around the room, and she stumbled slightly, disoriented. Finally, her wandering eyes fell upon Gregor.

"Papa?" She asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "Father?" She rushed toward him.

"Oh no," Willow whispered.[image: image32.jpg]



Bright tendrils of energy leapt from the idol, wrapping themselves around the woman’s body, she pulled against them, as if she were trying to walk into a strong wind, but they dragged her backwards, toward the idol.

"Help her!" Faith screamed at the slayers standing around.

Vi lurched into action, reaching for the woman’s arm, trying to slow her inexorable slide toward the idol.

Willow screamed an incantation and a ball of energy formed around her hand, which she flung at the idol. The idol did not react. Instead its glowing eyes almost seemed to mock the witch’s impotence. Kennedy grabbed the woman around the waist, and Heli latched onto her leg.[image: image33.jpg]



For a moment, it looked as if the three slayers could break the force that held the woman.

But only for a moment.

All three women screamed with the effort as they skidded toward the idol. Willow launched another spell, with a similar lack of effect to the first.

"Don’t let me go. Don’t let me go," the woman screamed frantically.

Willow cast another spell, this time, upon the group of people, which was being dragged toward the idol. A translucent sphere formed around the four women. Willow began muttering a stream of Latin phrases.

The four women’s forward velocity slowed. Then, they jerked a few feet forward. Willow, too, was yanked forward as if she’d been holding the end of a rope to which the four women were bound. She slammed forward, the air in her lungs blasting out in a hard whuff, as she hit the hard floor of the warehouse. The spell she’d cast around them evaporated, and they were again dragged toward the idol.

Erzebet’s feet struck the idol, and vanished into it, as if the idol were as insubstantial as the air around it. Her frantic screams for the slayers around her not to let go transformed into a single, incoherent, bloodcurdling cry as she vanished deeper and deeper into the idol.

Six preternaturally strong hands now gripped the gypsy’s arm, making one final attempt to prevent [image: image34.jpg]


whatever lay beyond the idol from swallowing her. A final, agonized scream tore through the air as she slipped from the slayers’ grips, and was cut off as she finally vanished.

Kennedy looked at the idol for a moment, still breathing hard from the Herculean effort she and the other two slayers had just put forth. "What…just…happ –"

Her question was cut off as through every corner of the large empty warehouse, laughter exploded. Harsh, cackling laughter. It belted into their ears, snarling at them.

Willow dropped to her knees, pressing her hands against her ears. "Stop it!" she screamed. "Stop it, stop it, STOP!" Her voice rose to a crescendo, as she rocked back and forth, trying to shake the bellowing laugh from her mind.

Then, as abruptly as it had begun, the laughter ended.

Empty silence again fell over the warehouse.

Willow crawled over to where Faith was resting on her elbows. The two looked at each other a long moment.

"We tried Red," Faith said softly as they locked eyes.

Faith closed her eyes first and lowered her head so much that her chin practically touched her collarbone. Willow simply rested her forehead against the slayers and sobbed softly as the younger slayers looked on.

Cut to:

Int.

Taina’s Apartment – Later

A lit match slowly dropped to light a large candle before being shaken out.

Skye placed the candle on the nightstand of a bed. She looked down at her handiwork without pride or joy. Taina lay on her back on the bed, around [image: image35.jpg]


which dozens of candles had been lit. Her eyes stared lifelessly at the ceiling, and her unnaturally naked, pale skin contrasted beautifully with dark sage sheets wrapped around her.

Skye walked over towards the gas oven and opened it; she then turned it on to ‘broil.’ She did the same with the four gas burners that turned on but didn’t light. Quietly, she slid her jacket on, and walked out through the front door, closing it behind her.

Fade to Black
End of No Mercy
