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Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Rec Room – Late evening

The flickering light of the television reflected off of Andrew's and Jeff's faces as they watched Tron on television, their feet propped up on a coffee table that had Dungeons & Dragons books and dice scattered about.

"I'm glad you decided to stay," Andrew said before taking a drink of his soda pop. "I've, uh, I haven't had friends who are like, you know, normal and not evil masterminds."

Jeff gave a slight grin. "Who knows? Maybe I'm a mastermind in training – dark force rising and all that." [image: image1.jpg]



"Nah," Andrew answered. "You're not quiet enough. It's the quiet ones ya gotta look out for I've heard…so if you don't mind me asking what did it?"

"Huh?" Jeff asked.

"What made you decide to stay?" Andrew continued.

"You did actually," Jeff answered making Andrew smile.

"Me?"

"And Willow. I got what she was saying about Bonnie's role in my mom's death. It's not all that different from you and Warren I guess. And Willow was big enough to put her personal feelings aside to let you into the circle. I don't see Bonnie and I baking cookies together or anything but…if Willow could do it with you then I guess I could survive with Bonnie. Maybe she's got some great qualities too that I'm just not willing to see right now."

"That's very grown-up of you Jeff," Andrew commended.

"This from a man who had an NPC kill Xander's Amazon warrior earlier tonight?" Jeff said trying to change the subject. "He spent a lot of time working up her attributes," he added as he haphazardly tossed some popcorn in his mouth. [image: image2.jpg]



"Hey, it's not my fault he fell for the evil mage disguised as a harem girl. Did I force his Amazon warrior to drop her shield and sword? No," Andrew replied as he reached for some popcorn, his eyes still glued to the television set.

"Yeah, but still…you waited to kill him until his character stripped off all of her clothing and allowed herself to be tied to the bed. That was harsh," Jeff said with mirth in his voice.

Andrew smiled mischievously. "Well, I had to get his character's ogre-strength gauntlets off somehow, didn't I?"

Both Andrew and Jeff broke out in a fit of laughter.

"I didn't realize Tron was so funny," Dawn said apprehensively as she entered the room, looking back and forth between the television set and the giggling figures on the couch.

"It's not," Jeff said between laughter-filled breaths. "We were just reliving some of the finer moments of tonight's D&D game."

Dawn rolled her eyes. "Boys," she muttered under her breath.

"Sshh," Andrew said suddenly with a wave of his hand in Dawn's direction. "I love this part."

Dawn turned around to look at the television. On screen, Jeff Bridges was hurling a glowing sphere at an opponent in a geometric computer arena. Dawn turned back to Andrew, who had a look of child-like wonder on his face."

"You do know that movie special effects have come a long way since then, right?" Dawn asked with a smirk.

"Dawnie, nothing is cooler than Tron." Andrew replied in a condescending tone.

"Um, Andrew, what about Star Wars?" Jeff piped in.

Andrew looked crossly at Jeff. "You are not helping." Andrew turned back around to Dawn. "See, the cool thing about Tron is that the programmer got to actually be in the world that he created. He didn't just design the game, he was the game," Andrew said, his voice rising toward the end of his sentence.

Dawn's eyebrows both rose to her hairline. "Riiiiiight. Okay, I'll just be going back to bed now…" [image: image3.jpg]



"Wait!" Andrew said suddenly, his eyes tracking back and forth between the television and the Dungeons & Dragons paraphernalia on the table.

"What?" Jeff and Dawn asked in unison. Jeff and Dawn both looked at each other and smiled.

"How cool would it be if we could actually play D&D, I mean, I wouldn't just be controlling an evil mage seducing Xander in the guise of Princess Leia from Return of the Jedi, I would be that evil mage!" Andrew said with a burst of enthusiasm.

Dawn giggled. "Andrew, is there something about your secret fantasy life that we ought to know?"

Jeff looked at Dawn and they both laughed.

"Oh, ha ha, very funny. I just meant that it would be cool to actually be in the game, not just a dungeonmaster, but a participant," Andrew said as he crossed his arms and pouted.

Jeff tried to stifle his laugh. "Yeah, sure, that would be pretty neat," Jeff said as he clapped his friend on the shoulder. "Except if some naked Amazon with ogre-strength gauntlets smashed you while you were the game. It would be hard to un-smash you in real life."

"Yeah, maybe you should set your sights lower, Andy, like enchanting a Trivial Pursuit board, then the worst thing you'd have to deal with is ending up a little colored wedgie," Dawn added teasingly.

Andrew stood up abruptly and looked at Dawn angrily, before his face softened.

"Dawnie – you're a genius!" Andrew said as he went up to Dawn, kissed her forcefully on the cheek and then strode past her purposefully.

"Um, ok," Dawn said with a confused look as she turned around to see Andrew fixated on the chessboard. "Andrew, I wasn't serious."

Andrew studied the chessboard thoughtfully. "Simple game. Simple rules. No smashing. Boundaries to the board. It's a perfect test case."

Dawn raised her hand. "Hello? How do you think you can do this?"

Jeff looked fondly at Dawn for a moment, then turned his attention to Andrew. "She does have a good point." The corner of Dawn's lips edged upwards at Jeff's compliment.

Andrew's lips formed into a frown as he crossed his arms and turned to look at the television. Suddenly, his eyes widened and he snapped his fingers.

"That's it…we don't have the player be an actual participant, but more like the Master Control Program in Tron…a remote commander. You can still be part of the action, but be far enough away from the smashing. Whaddya think?"

"Again, how?" Dawn asked.

"Magic!" Andrew told them.

Dawn gave Andrew a dubious look and Jeff cast his eyes down in thought. After a moment, Jeff looked up at Andrew. "Well…maybe a subconscious spell would work…like a dream…you're there, but in no danger. You're just an observer," Jeff suggested.

"Cool!" Andrew said with glee. "For once, research mode might be fun! Whaddya say, Dawn?"

"I don't know. Sounds like a lot of trouble for a stupid game. And if Willow found out…" Dawn hedged.

"She won't and chess is not stupid, Dawn," Andrew said with hurt in his voice. "Besides, the spell would work better with three. Please," Andrew whined.

"What spell?" Skye asked as she entered and room and put her chin on Dawn's shoulder.

"Hey you," Dawn said as she leaned back against her girlfriend affectionately.

"You went a-missing. You know I can't sleep if you don't…" Skye lowered her voice and whispered the rest into Dawn's ear.

Jeff and Andrew traded an uncomfortable look. Andrew coughed, "Um…spell…yes. Dawn was going to help Jeff and me turn this chess board into a fully interactive experience."

"You were?" Skye asked Dawn as she raised both her eyebrows.

Dawn smiled and shot Jeff a quick look, which did not go unnoticed by Skye.

"Well, maybe," Dawn began. "I mean, I would probably like chess if it were a bit more interactive, and there doesn't seem to be any harm in trying to make chess more fun." In a softer voice she muttered, "If Willow doesn't find out."

"She won't unless someone squeals," Jeff added. "And if worse comes to worst, the chess pieces go homicidal on each other and we buy a new, non-magic-y board before she notices."

Skye looked at Jeff and wrapped her arm around Dawn's midsection. "Well, if the spell would work better with three, then four should be super, right?"

Jeff and Andrew looked at each other and shrugged. Andrew walked over to the chessboard and began stuffing the pieces into his pants pockets and handing a few that didn't fit to Jeff. "Okay, but let's keep this quiet for now. If this doesn't work out, I don't want Willow and Giles getting all persnickety," Andrew said with an air of authority.

"Fine with me," Skye retorted. "Willow's been 'Ms. Self Involved Let's Not Let Anyone Else Have Fun Either' lately, anyway. Plus, I've been in the coven for over two months and I can't so much as float a pencil. I'd like to make something work."

Andrew nodded and picked up the chessboard. "I think we should head over to the library now." [image: image4.jpg]



Skye turned to look at Dawn with a pout, "You know, ever since hooking up with you, I've been hanging out a lot with sci-fi geeks with bulges in their pants. What's up with that?"

Dawn intertwined her fingers with Skye's and began to follow Andrew, towing Skye along with her. "You know those sci-fi guys. They like to watch," she added with a laugh.

Jeff took once last glance at the television, where two light cycles raced against each other, each trying to box the other in. He looked at the door where his friends just left and chewed on his bottom lip. Pressing the power button on the remote, he tossed it to the couch and followed his friends with a heavy sigh making sure to turn the light out as he left.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council – Same time
From a parked car across the street, a woman sat and watched the light go out in the rec room. She looked at her watch and jotted something down on what looked like a clipboard. Putting it aside she turned the ignition and put the car in drive and started pulling away.

Fade Out
End of Teaser
Act One
Starring: Thora Birch, Felicia Day, Lindsay Felton, Norika Fujiwara,  and Elijah Wood

Guest Starring: Amber Benson as Tara, Adam Busch as Warren, Kimberly J. Brown as Mary Allister, Charisma Carpenter as Cordelia, Louise Fletcher as Evelyn Manor, Rhona Mitra as Alex Neel, Andrew Robinson as the Librarian, Sam Waterston as Ira Rosenberg and Peter Woodward as Jordon Tyrell

Fade In.
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – Morning
"I knew if you weren't in my bed, you'd be near the coffee maker," Mia said with a grin as she walked up behind Kennedy and hugged her from behind and gently squeezed her hips. [image: image5.jpg]



"Mornings suck," Kennedy grumbled.

Mia laughed. "I guess you haven't actually had any coffee yet."

"Hey!" Andrew shouted as he walked, bleary-eyed, into the kitchen to see Kennedy fiddling with the coffeemaker. "You get away from Mr. Coffee. The last time you tried this, it took me an hour to clean up all the coffee grinds and water," Andrew said as he forcefully interposed his body between Kennedy and the coffee maker.

"It's not my fault. You should have purchased a bigger Mr. Coffee," Kennedy shot back.

"Casting aspersions on Mr. Coffee's manhood will not get you your coffee any quicker. Now, step away from the machine and let me do what I do best – breakfast," Andrew said with a regal air as he turned around and began filling the black appliance with water and coffee grounds.

"It's too early in the morning for this…" Kennedy started, but Mia interrupted her by nibbling on her ear.

"C'mon tiger, let's let the nice man do his job and we can talk about this special event you have planned for me." Mia tugged Kennedy's waist and Kennedy reluctantly turned away from Andrew and the coffee machine and sat down at the table.

Willow walked into the kitchen, her nose buried in the morning's edition of the newspaper, and bumped into Andrew in front of the coffee pot. "Oof. Sorry. I didn't notice you there. Still kinda sleepy since I haven't had my morning coffee goodness," Willow said.

"Join the club," Kennedy groused from the kitchen table, head held between her hands.

"I'm working on it," Andrew retorted in an irritated singsong voice. "You know, there is a Starbucks like a block away," he added as the coffee started to brew.

"But Andrew, why should we pay the evil corporate empire two dollars for a venti whatchmacallit when we can get you to slave for free?" Willow replied with a grin.

"Hear, hear," Kennedy applauded from the table. "Can we get our slave to move any faster?"

Willow, Kennedy and Mia snickered.

Skye and Dawn walked into the room in their pajamas, holding hands. "Mornin' Andrew," Dawn said sleepily.

"It's brewing!" Andrew yelled before he stormed out of the kitchen.

"Wow…I've never seen a guy premenstrual before," Kennedy sniped from the table, where she was unceremoniously dumping cereal into a large bowl.

"Don't mind him, we were all just kind of up late last night," Dawn said as she stretched her arms above her head.

"Oh yeah? And what were you crazy kids doing?" Willow asked.

Dawn paused in mid-stretch and traded a somewhat guilty look with Skye. "Oh, nothing much, watching Tron," Skye said quickly as she and Dawn moved to join Kennedy and Mia at the table.

Willow looked back and forth between Skye and Dawn, both of whom were refusing to meet her eyes. "Uh huh. I had no idea that Tron could be so naughty," Willow said as she crossed her arms.

"It wasn't the Tron that was naughty, it was the post-Tron party that was naughty," Skye said with a devious grin as she sat down at the kitchen table, drawing Dawn along with her. "We can give you a play-by-play, if you really want."

Willow's eyebrows rose practically to her hairline.

"Nooo, just kidding," Dawn told her. "Kinda," she added in a quieter voice.

Willow released a ragged sigh as she went to pour herself a cup of coffee from the now quarter-full coffee pot, her back to the rest of the room. The maker splattered and hissed as she filled her cup quickly.

As soon as Willow's back was turned, Dawn's eyebrows rose as well and she looked at her girlfriend incredulously. Skye gave Dawn a knowing smile and patted her knee.

"I'll pass, thanks," Willow said as she turned back to them, coffee cup in hand.

"Hey!" Kennedy protested from the table, noticing the cup in Willow's hand. "We were here first," she said through a mouthful of Wheaties.

"That's true, but the early bird gets the worm only when there's not another, more awake and devious bird around." Willow winked as she took herself, newspaper, and coffee out of the kitchen.

Dawn giggled, but then saw that Kennedy was not amused, and stifled her delight as best she could while she poured her own bowl of cereal.

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Moments later

"I just don't get it – we followed the spell exactly," Andrew said with a furrowed brow. "When I follow the chocolate chip cookie recipe exactly, I get yummy cookies. This…" Andrew said, indicating the inert chess board, "…is not yummy." [image: image6.jpg]



Jeff folded his arms across his chest and shrugged. "Well…we could try to eat the pieces." Jeff picked one up and acted as if he were going to put it in his mouth but Andrew batted his hand away. Jeff grinned and returned the piece to the board.

"You know what I mean – we did the spell and tried playing chess and nothing – no virtual chessmaster, not even a little wiggle from one of the pawns." Andrew sighed as he slumped into one of the library chairs.

"Yeah…but magic isn't like a recipe, Andrew. You know that. I don't understand what we did wrong, though. I mean, the subconscious spell was pretty straightforward- just a direct link between one's subconscious and the chessboard – but any number of things coulda been missing. I'd say we should ask Willow what went wrong, but…"

"Ask me what?" Willow said as she entered the library with a mug of coffee in her hand and a newspaper tucked underneath her arm.

Andrew and Jeff looked at each other nervously.

"Oh nothing," Andrew began, "We were just playing chess last night and Jeff beat me and since you're such a good chess player Jeff said that maybe I should ask you what I did wrong but I really want to learn myself so I just think that perhaps I should try it again because practice makes perfect and all, I mean, it's not like I got that bundt cake right the first time and…" Andrew paused and drew in some much-needed air. Jeff smiled and shook his head while Willow frowned suspiciously.

"You guys look like you were up pretty late, too," Willow said as she noticed the dark circles under both Andrew's and Jeff's eyes.

"Yeah, we watched Tron and then played some chess until late," Jeff said nonchalantly.

"In here?" Willow asked, noticing that the chessboard was on the library table.

"Yeah, well, you know, Skye and Dawn were kinda getting close in the game room," Jeff said. Andrew nodded emphatically, and Willow chuckled in understanding.

"Yeah, I could see where that would be distracting from chess, not that I mean you were two were looking or anything or that you were those type of guys, you know, but just, well, you know."

"Uh, yeah, sure," Jeff replied with an uncomfortable look.

Suddenly, Willow, Jeff, and Andrew heard Tracey's voice over the intercom, "Jeff, could you come downstairs, please? There's a visitor here for you."

Jeff's eyes grew wide and he slapped himself on the forehead.

"Damn…I forgot she was coming today. That's just great," he said as he quickly left the room.

"Um. Who's coming today?" Willow asked Andrew quizzically.

"Search me," Andrew replied as he stood up.

"Huh," Willow replied. "Well, while you're here, do you want to help me with some spell research?"

"Maybe after lunch? I should really start in on some sandwiches for that feisty Slayer mob downstairs," Andrew replied as he started to gather up the chess pieces from the chessboard.

"Sounds good. Actually, Andrew, go ahead and leave the chessboard. I haven't played in a while and maybe I can con Giles into a game later," Willow said over her shoulder as she set down her coffee and started perusing the books on the library walls.

Andrew hesitated, looking at the board for a moment, but then shrugged. He turned to leave the library only to nearly collide with Rowena, who was jumping back in order to avoid spilling her cup of Starbucks coffee all over herself.

"Oh jeez…sorry Ro," Andrew said as he backed up. When he noticed the cup of Starbucks coffee in her hand, Andrew gave Ro a self-satisfied smile. "Well, at least someone here doesn't think I'm a caffeine-producing slave," he said as he left the room.

"What was that all about?" Rowena asked Willow as she sat down at the table and began to casually flip through the newspaper Willow had left there.

"Oh, Andrew woke up late and didn't have the coffee ready by the time most of the house was going through caffeine withdrawals. I think we were a bit hard on him," Willow said as she spread out a couple of books on the table.

"Ahh…that would explain the mass of Slayers around the kitchen door this morning. I took one look at them and figured I'd rather face corporate greed than cranky, sleepy superheroes," Rowena said, gesturing to her cup.

Willow's mouth curled into a smirk. "Probably a good call."

Cut to:
Int.
Gym – Later that Morning 

Kennedy and Giles were standing toe-to-toe in the training gym. He wore his leather punching gloves as Kennedy faced off with her hands taped. Her strikes seemed to get more and more powerful as she spoke.

"And THEN she cuts in front of the line. Can you believe that?" the slayer asked as she delivered another forceful blow.

"Incredible," Giles answered sounding winded with a slight line of perspiration on his forehead.

Kennedy stopped. "Are you okay?"

Giles began to rub his arm with his opposite wrist. "Just trying to get the feeling back," he answered with a slight grin.

"I'm sorry. Damn Giles. Sit down before you fall down. I didn't mean to rough you up. Sometimes I forget the slayer strength."

"I'm quite all right," he said taking a deep breath and raising his hands.

Kennedy looked unsure. "Actually, Vi asked me for help with the girls last night and I forgot," she said nervously.

"Kennedy," Giles sighed.

"Okay, so it's a lie but geez Giles let's take a breather at least. Okay?"

Giles pulled the gloves from his hands and motioned her over to the water cooler, taking a drink. "I'm rather proud of you Kennedy," he said still trying to catch his breath.

"Why's that?"

"You've come so far, so fast."

"Having a good teacher helps," she answered with a smile. "But really don't you have other things you should be doing today?"

"I have a full schedule, yes," he replied.

"Then I hereby order this training session concluded."

"You'll do no such thing."

"Okay, then you do it and we'll say it was your idea. Really Giles, there are other things I need to do before patrol tonight. My head's just not into this right now."

"Fine," Giles said finally relenting. "But I want to spend an extra half hour this week sometime. Agreed?"

"You're on," Kennedy told him with a grin. 

Cut to:
Int.
Council Lobby – Same time
"Sorry, I forgot today was the day," Jeff said, as he descended the last few steps on the stairs.

The woman he spoke to turned around. She was tall, dressed in a navy blue skirt suit with muted pinstripes. A pair of navy pumps completed her outfit. Her brunette hair was tied back into a ponytail and she had a large attaché-like black purse hanging just underneath her left arm.

"Good to see you again, Jeff," she said as she extended her hand in greeting.

Jeff took her hand and shook it. "Um…hey Alex, since I kinda forgot, I didn't really tell anyone you were coming."

The woman nodded her head in understanding. [image: image7.jpg]



"It's probably better that way. Social Services probably won't be so kind as to make an appointment, so it's good that I have a look at everything the way they'll see it. That way, I can address with your headmaster anything that should be straightened out before we file these papers with the court."

"Headmaster?" Tracey said with a giggle as she looked between Jeff and the tall woman.

"Yes?" the woman answered quizzically. "This is a boarding and vocational school, isn't it?"

"Oh yes, yes, of course," Tracy said nervously. "We just call Mr. Giles the director is all," she tried to explain.

"Sorry, Tracy, this is Alex Neel, my, um, lawyer," Jeff said sheepishly. "And Alex, this is Tracy, she's our, um, housekeeper."

"Pleased to meet you Ms. Neel, although I'm a housekeeping assistant. Andrew is our top mother hen," Tracy said with a wink in Jeff's direction.

"You can call me Alex. So, would it be possible to get the director to show us around? I want to do a full inspection and prep Jeff on what Social Services is likely to ask him when they do the emancipation inspection," Alex said matter-of-factly.

"Emancipated, huh?" Tracy said as she looked in Jeff's direction with a raised eyebrow. Tracy then picked up the phone and dialed a few numbers on the touchpad. Tracy began speaking into the phone receiver, her voice echoing over the intercom, "Mr. Giles, please report to the lobby immediately. You have an important visitor, sir. Thank you." Tracy hung up the phone looking pleased with herself.

Alex stood there and looked from Jeff to Tracy, both of whom were trying to stifle giggles.

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Same time 

"So, what kind of research are you doing?" Ro asked casually. [image: image8.jpg]



"Oh, nothing much, I just figured some more in-depth study of water elementals would be prudent given our recent run-in with Necksa. It's not really a subject that I'm well-versed in, you know," Willow said as she sat down with her books and coffee.

Rowena smiled to herself.

Willow noticed Rowena's expression. "What's that for?"

Rowena shook her head. "You just used the term 'prudent.' Maybe I'm starting to rub off on you," she replied with a hopeful smile.

"Great," Willow muttered as she leafed through one of her books. "Just what I need – for uptight, priggish, and panicky to become me," Willow continued before she could stop herself.

Rowena lowered her eyes, blew out a sigh, and frowned.

"You know," she started, as she kicked at a nub of carpet with her toes, "just because I deserve this doesn't mean I'll be able to take it for much longer."

Willow looked up and saw the hurt on Rowena's face.

"Sorry, you're right, we agreed to be civil. Seems my brain to mouth barrier is non-operational today. I just…well, I guess I just got used to you not being here."

"Uptight and priggish huh?"

"Don't forget panicky," Willow said with a slight grin.

"So, that's how you spoke of me while I was away, hmm?" Rowena said, with some humor in her voice.

"There might have been more expletives strung between the adjectives," Willow admitted reluctantly.

"I doubt it was anything worse than what I was calling myself," Rowena replied sincerely.

An uncomfortable moment passed as Willow and Rowena looked at each other. Willow finally dropped her gaze back to her books and swallowed the lump in her throat. "Water under the bridge," she said, without looking back up.

Rowena sighed again, visibly upset at Willow's retreat back into her books. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the chessboard.

"What's the chess set doing up here?"

"Oh, Andrew and Jeff brought it in here to avoid Skye and Dawn's public display of kissies in the rec room last night," Willow replied without looking up.

Rowena's eyebrows raised and she shook her head and grinned. "Ahh…young love…how 'bout a match?"

"What?" Willow looked up startled from her books.

"The chess, not the young love. I think we're both a bit old for that kind of naughtiness," Rowena teased.

"Oh. Right. Of course. Umm…well, I won't have much time to research this stuff later in the week," Willow said as she gestured to her books.

"C'mon, I doubt you've had a decent match all summer. In fact I know you haven't with me gone," Rowena challenged.

"Oh, you think you're that good, do ya?" Willow said, taking the bait.

"At some things," Ro replied. "Kicking your ass at chess just happens to be one of them," she said with a wink.

"You know, I think it would be prudent right now for you to drop that little chess ego of yours down a few notches," Willow said as she closed the book she had been reading and moved her chair so that she was positioned behind the tan pieces on the chessboard.

"Prudent, perhaps. Possible? Never," Rowena teased back as she moved a chair behind the black chess pieces on the chessboard and sat down.

"Using my ego against me is clever," Willow observed as she concentrated on the chessboard.

"And working," Rowena teased.

Willow rolled her eyes and shook her head still focused on the board. She bit her lip in concentration and reached her hand out to move one of her pawns. As her hand made contact with the pawn, the room began to ripple like water around her. The ripples erased the books from the library and replaced them with a starry expanse of sky. She withdrew her hand quickly as the chessboard in front of her began to grow, the chess pieces stretching and elongating into ogre-sized shapes as the chessboard itself expanded to ten times its size. Willow looked across the wide expanse of board to find Rowena on the other side of it, dwarfed by the larger-than-life black king and queen chess pieces in front of her, and obviously confused.

"Um, was it something I said?" Willow asked no one in particular.

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Same time 

Andrew walked inside and saw Willow and Rowena staring at the chessboard as if deep in thought.

"Now there's a sight I never thought I'd see again – two friends at the chessboard," he told them with a smile. He frowned when neither of them looked in his direction or acknowledged his presence. He took a few steps closer. "Game's not that intense. No one's even moved yet." Still the two women said nothing. "Hey guys?" he said trying to get their attention. Still nothing. Panic suddenly filled Andrew's face. "Hey guys?" he repeated as he waved his hand in front of their faces and got no reaction. Andrew began to look left to right nervously, unsure of what to do. "Oh god," he muttered before he yelled out, "Jeff!"

Cut to:
Int.
Lobby – Same time 

"Hello, Mr. Giles, nice to see you," Alex responded with a slight grin as she shook Giles's hand with a firm grip. "Jeff told me that he forgot to inform anyone that I would be stopping by, so I'm sorry for the interruption."

"Oh, right. You're doing the pre-inspection, yes?" Giles said as he cleaned his glasses.

"That's right. Just want to go through everything before Social Services comes by, which should be in the next day or two…I want to make sure Jeff's got the best possible chance for his petition," Alex said as she lightly clasped Jeff's shoulder.

"Hey Giles. We need to go over the roster," Kennedy yelled from the hallway, where a group of Slayers, including Kennedy, Faith, Mia, and Vi, had turned out.

"We have a visitor here to the school, so I'm afraid I can't at the moment," Giles answered as he nodded slightly toward Alex.

"Whatever, Teach," Faith said with a smirk as she winked and made a gun gesture in Giles's direction with her hand. The Slayers began to slowly turn and head back down the hallway.

"Roster?" Alex asked.

"Um, softball team," Giles said quickly. "We believe in training the body as well as the mind here."

Alex looked back and forth between the retreating women in the hallway and Giles. "I'm sorry, but you are the headmaster or director, and not the athletic director, correct? There seemed to be a bit of confusion earlier at my use of the term headmaster."

Giles smiled nervously. "Yes, I am the headmaster. It's just that, well, no one really refers to me that way here. Everyone just calls me Giles and I coach the team in my off hours."

"I see," Alex said as she took out a pad of yellow, legal-sized paper and began taking notes.

"Uh, is that a problem?" Jeff asked, taken aback by the appearance of the legal pad.

"Not necessarily, I just want to make sure I get everything down, Jeff. That's what I get paid for." Alex finished what she was writing and then looked up at Giles. "So, shall we start the preliminary inspection?"

"Um. Yes, yes, of course. Jeff, would you be so kind…"

"Actually, doesn't Jeff have to be in class Mr. Giles? It would be more appropriate for you to show the Social Services person, and hence me, around," Alex said matter-of-factly.

"Of course. I just thought that Jeff's future might be slightly more important than an hour or two of class he can make up after school hours. He might have questions for you too. We realize he has a special circumstance at the moment, so we'll make special arrangements for him if need be," Giles replied.

Jeff looked uncertainly from Alex to Giles as they sized each other up. They were distracted by Andrew's yell from the top of the stairway.

"Jeff! There you are!" he said as he started to run down to him and Giles, before noticing the stranger. "You've got company?" Andrew asked trying to recover nonchalantly.

"Yeah," Jeff told him. "This is my attorney Alex. Alex, this is the housekeeper that Tracey mentioned, Andrew."

"Nice to meet you," Alex said, extending her hand.

"You too," Andrew said politely, taking it. "I can tell you're probably busy, but I really need to have a word with Jeff. It will only take a minute," Andrew said placing an arm over Jeff's shoulder and guiding him away before he could protest.

Picking up on Andrew's nervous demeanor Jeff waited until they were a safe distance away before asking in a hushed voice, "What's wrong?"

"The board," Andrew whispered. "I think it worked."

Jeff looked confused. "Well, that's good, isn't it?"

"No, because Willow and Rowena are playing and now they look…catatonic. I can't get any reaction and they're both just sitting there in the library and what do we do?"

"Oh man," Jeff sighed. "This is bad. My attorney is here to do an inspection for my case."

"Well let's not make it worse, okay? Uh, just keep her out of the library," Andrew told him.

"How am I supposed to do that?!" Jeff lowered his voice and continued, "Giles is gonna be taking her on a tour. We should tell him what happened."

"No!" Andrew insisted. "We've got to figure this one out on our own. Just steer them away from the area – a brief, 'this is the library, NEXT!' oughta do it." [image: image9.jpg]



"Yeah but what if…" Jeff trailed off as a new woman entered the foyer and approached Giles.

"Can I help you?" they heard Giles ask.

"Evelyn Manor," she told him. "I'm with Cuyahoga County Department of Children and Family Services. I'm here to conduct an inspection for Jeffrey Lindquist."

"Beautiful. It just got worse," Jeffrey sighed. "Now what?" he asked Andrew, who grimaced and shrugged.

Fade Out
End of Act One
Act Two
Fade In:
Int.
Lobby – Same time
Alex turned to face the caseworker with a look of confusion as Jeff and Andrew walked back over.

"We were informed you would be coming by later this week," Alex said.

"No, today's my day," the worker replied cheerfully. "We'd like to look over your facility, if that's okay with you, Mr. Giles? You are the school director, are you not?"

"I-I am, but I was under the impression that Ms. Neel would be here first."

"As was I," Alex told her, slightly annoyed. "I'm here for my summary with my client, Mr. Lindquist."

"Well, I see no reason that we both can't take this tour, unless Mr. Giles has something to hide," Ms. Manor replied half-jokingly. "Do you?"

Giles was looking to Alex as if for her approval when Jeff spoke up. "I'd like to speak with Mr. Giles for a moment, if that's alright with you ladies?"

"Go ahead Jeff," Alex told him.

"Nooo," Andrew pled in a soft voice, but followed along as Jeff led Giles away from the circle.

Jeff rubbed the back of his neck nervously. "We, uh, we've got a slight problem at the moment," Jeff began under his breath.

"Obviously," Giles answered. "I didn't expect them both here at once."

"No. Something more serious," Jeff told him. "Just promise to keep your voice and reaction down after I tell you."

"Tell me what?" Giles asked impatiently.

Jeff and Andrew reluctantly looked at each other.

From the other side of the room Alex and Evelyn both heard Giles exclaim, "You did WHAT?" as Jeff and Andrew both motioned with their hands for him to lower his voice.

Fade Out
Fade In:
Ext.
Chessboard – Same time

Rowena looked at the scene before her. Instead of being in the Watchers library, as she expected, she was surrounded by a black sky dotted with stars. She could see no floor, ceiling, or doors, only the larger-than-life chessboard in front of her and Willow on the other side of it, looking as perplexed as she did. [image: image10.jpg]



"Maybe this is a dream," Rowena suggested tentatively as she walked alongside the edge of the chessboard.

"Funny, but my dreams don't usually involve gargantuan chess pieces hanging out in the middle of the universe," Willow replied sarcastically.

"Well…it was a thought," Rowena replied. She came to one corner of her side of the chessboard and tried to walk beyond it. Instead of moving off into the starry expanse, Rowena found herself at the other corner of her side of the chessboard. "Interesting," Rowena mused.

Willow saw Rowena disappear from one end of the chessboard and appear on the other end.

"More like freaky," Willow replied as she tried to step deeper onto the playing area of the chessboard itself. As soon as she set her foot down on the next tile of the board, she found herself back in the same position where she had started, as if she had never stepped forward at all. "Okay, I'm officially concerned now," Willow said as she frowned.

"Any clues on how we got here?" Rowena asked Willow across the expanse of board.

"How would I know? It was your idea to play chess," Willow sniped back. She looked around, as if trying to find any possible out to their situation. She sighed in frustration.

"Oh jeez…would you two stop bickering and play already? You know, Willow? You never could just make a decision," one of the pawns said in a whiny voice. [image: image11.jpg]



"I know that voice," Willow whispered as she turned around and saw that one of her middle pawns had transformed into the likeness of Cordelia Chase.

"Okay. Living chess set. Creepy…and one of the pawns looks and talks exactly like Cordy. That ups the creep factor," Willow mumbled loudly.

Cordelia began to tap her foot impatiently on her white square.

"Umm, excuse me, but who is this person and why is she here?" Rowena asked Willow from across the board.

Before Willow could answer, Cordelia threw up her arms. "How should I know? I don't even know what kind of a floor this is. Oh wait – I know! It's like Saturday Night Fever, right? Disco?"

Willow and Rowena both rolled their eyes at the same time.

"She's lovely. High school crush, Will?" Rowena said with a smirk.

"Oh yeah, that's funny," Willow glowered back, obviously not amused.

"Willow and me? Oh, that's just so eww! And a girl like Willow, are you kidding me?" Cordelia said with a look of disgust on her face. Then, for a fleeting moment, a thought appeared to enter and summarily exit her mind. "I have higher standards, thank you very much. Although, you do dress better than you did in high school Will."

Willow hid her face behind one hand and shook her head. "Oh for Pete's sake, Pawn to King Four," she said.

Cordelia just looked at Willow with a confused expression on her face.

Willow pointed at her. "You, move forward two spaces."

"Well, why didn't you just say that? I don't speak geek like your loser friends," Cordelia said as she ambled forward two spaces. Once she reached her destination, she turned back into a lifeless pawn.

"I'm not a geek," Willow said, only to realize that she was talking to an immobile statue. She brought her hands up to her head and said with frustration, "I am a geek. I'm arguing with chess pieces for crying out loud! I'm beginning to see why Buffy once thought that this world was a delusion and she lived in a mental institution."

"Well, this is a delusion, isn't it?" Ro asked with a bit of concern. "I mean, we were just starting to play regular ol' chess not more than ten minutes ago."

Willow was taking deep breaths to calm herself down. "Yeah, okay, let's think through this logically. We sat down…touched a chess piece… wound up in Chess Master in Space," Willow mumbled as she paced back and forth.

"Okay, walking off the board didn't help," Rowena told her. "But what if we made an illegal move?"

"You think that might end the game?"

"Perhaps," Rowena offered and then announced, "Pawn to Queen Five."

A shot like an electric bolt struck Rowena and sent her to her knees howling in pain.

"Rowena!" Willow yelled. She tried to run across the board past Cordelia's pawn but she hit an invisible barrier and she fell to her backside.

Rowena struggled to her feet, breathing hard as Willow also got up rubbing her shoulder.

"I don't recommend cheating," the blonde Watcher quipped as she continued to take deeper breaths.

"Or running past our farthest piece…are you alright?" Willow asked, worried.

Rowena nodded. "Yeah just give me a minute." After a few more deep breaths Rowena squared her shoulders to continue.

"Okay, Pawn to Queen Three," Rowena commanded her chess pieces. One of her middle pawns moved forward two steps, coming to rest directly in front of the pawn that had been Cordelia.

When nothing happened Rowena cocked her head curiously. "Hmm, mine didn't take on any sort of annoying visage," Rowena informed Willow.

"Yeah. No fair," Willow groused as she focused on the game in front of her. "Pawn to King's Bishop Three," Willow commanded.

When no change happened yet again Rowena made her move. "Pawn to King Four."

Willow began to chuckle. "Making a textbook defensive line," the witch said shaking her head.

"And?" Rowena answered indignant.

"You always have to do everything perfect, by the book. Gods forbid should you throw caution to the wind."

Suddenly Rowena's pawn began to morph into an ash-blonde-haired girl of about 15-years-old. "She's got your number doesn't she?" the pawn asked Rowena.

"Who's that?" Willow asked.

"Who else?" Rowena's pawn answered Willow before looking back to scowl at Rowena. "Her underachieving sister." [image: image12.jpg]



"I never had that opinion, Mary," Rowena argued.

"Of course not. You're perfect, and far be it from you to look down your nose at anyone."

"I'm far from perfect," Rowena answered, trying to stay calm.

"Hmm, not the way Mom and Dad see it. Why can't you be more like Blanche? Blanche always got passing marks. Blanche always tried her best. Blanche got a scholarship. Yeah, a scholarship so she could go away, have a better life and leave me to rot in that smelly fish town. Thanks, Sis. I appreciate it."

"I had to go to England," Rowena said, growing angrier. "I didn't have a choice."

"Oh and get this," the pawn said looking back at Willow. "Not only was she perfect but pretty soon she got pretentious. She informs us all on her next visit home she's no longer Blanche. We have to call her "Rowena" from now on. I'm sure the next step would have been an unpronounceable symbol that meant 'The Watcher formerly known as Blanche'…we all make choices Blanche. Lucky you. You always make the right ones, don't you?"

"No, not always," she replied.

Rowena and Willow watched as the pawn turned to wood once more.

"Okay," Rowena began to re-focus and pace while she talked. "What do these two pawns have in common?"

"Neither seemed to like us very much," Willow observed casually.

"True, but both had an impact on our life for better or worse. All right, for worse, not better…do you see what's happening here?"

"Kinda," Willow answered, "But I haven't thought about how Cordy teased me in years. She was just a girl who tormented me throughout school until she hooked up with Xander. Actually," Willow paused a moment, "on second thought not really much changed after that but still. I'm beyond that."

"Okay but…it hurt. It changed the way you saw yourself, didn't it?"

Willow looked away guiltily. "I'm different now," she said softly.

"I know that. But you still remember, don't you? How it felt still haunts you on some level – just like my sister who, to this day, still blames me for leaving home to go to the Council?"

"Okay Ms. Freud," Willow said. "Maybe the quicker we play, the less likely we'll get the talking commentary. Or, how about this? We don't play."

"And what? Sit here forever?" Rowena countered.

"We don't even know that if we finish we'll get back home! The game could start all over again!" Willow snapped.

"Well, it's better than doing nothing," Rowena answered.

"I agree, so just keep playing!"

"Why are you yelling at me?" Rowena shot back. "This isn't my fault, and I'm just as confused as you are. If we're going to get out of here we need to work together and not against each other."

"Oh, now you want to work together," Willow muttered.

"You better clarify yourself right now before I rip your head off," Rowena growled.

"Now you want clarification? Okay Rowena! Let's talk! Let's find out why you left and didn't say a damn thing to me the entire time you were gone! You want to work together now? Fine! Let's work together. Let's have a big ol' workfest full of trust a-and reliability! Maybe if you made this decision say, ohhh I don't know, four months earlier we wouldn't be stuck here right now!"

Rowena raised a finger and opened her mouth, but before she could speak she heard someone say, "Willow!" The voice was a bit muddled and echoed softly through the expanse above, yet it sounded urgent.

"What was that?" Rowena asked.

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Same time
"I don't think screaming is helping," Andrew told Dawn as she and Skye stood on the opposite side of the table from Andrew.

Ignoring Andrew, Dawn again yelled the woman's name just inches from her face.

Cut to:
Int.
Chessboard – Same time
"Willow!" the voice softly echoed again.

Rowena listened carefully. "Is that…?"

"Dawnie!" Willow shouted back. "Where are you?" In a softer voice she added, "Better question, where are we?"

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Same time
To Dawn, Willow showed no reaction in front of the chessboard where she sat. [image: image13.jpg]



"We need the four of us together again. Maybe we can break this," she said. "Get Jeff."

"Mr. Giles said to get you two and he'll try to send Jeff along later when he can do it without raising suspicion."

"Fine," Dawn said, frustrated. "Meet us down in the Coven Room and we'll try to figure out a way to reverse this. And – it might not be a bad idea to find a little research help."

Andrew nodded. "I'll see what I can do."

"Yeah," Dawn said sarcastically. "You do that."

Andrew rushed from the room and Dawn turned to Skye. "I knew this was a bad idea."

"Then why did you agree to do it?" Skye asked.

Dawn released a heavy sigh. "Because I'm an idiot, obviously. Look, stay here and start pulling books down and putting them around the room. Try to do it as messy yet orderly as possible." Skye looked confused, so Dawn explained. "If it's messy the nose pokers won't stay long, if at all. But keep it ordered enough that clean up won't be too hard. We'll tell Jeff's investigators we're reorganizing the room and Rowena and Willow are in an intense game. Follow me?"

Skye nodded. "Organized mess. Intense game. Got it."

Dawn sighed, running her fingers through her hair as she left the room and Skye began to pull armloads of books from the shelf.

Cut to:
Int.
Slayer's Rec Room – Same time
"So, why aren't you telling me what you have planned for Friday?" Mia asked as she thrust forward with her wooden practice sword.

"Because, it's a surprise. You know, where you're not supposed to know in advance and stuff?" Kennedy answered as she parried Mia's thrust and then swung her arms in an arc, attempting to cut Mia's head off. Mia, however, ducked and then swung her faux sword in a circle at Kennedy's feet. Kennedy jumped just in time and then attempted to bring her sword straight down. Mia countered in time, however, and blocked Kennedy's thrust in mid-swing.

"You know what I think? I think you have no idea what we're doing Friday," Mia said as she threw Kennedy off balance and resumed a striking stance.

"Yeah? Well, I think you're impatient," Kennedy said with an edge of anger to her voice as she started a series of overhead strikes, each of which Mia parried.

"Hasn't anyone told you that it's unhealthy to take out your lover's squabbles with swords?" Faith shouted from the other side of the room, where she and Vi were kickboxing heavy bags.

"What class is this?" the Slayers heard Alex say from the doorway.

Kennedy and Mia lowered their practice swords and looked toward the doorway, where they saw both Alex and Evelyn, pen and paper in hand, standing next to Giles, who was furiously cleaning his glasses, with Jeff peering around him, looking uncharacteristically nervous.

"Physical education," Giles replied, smoothly replacing his glasses.

"Interesting. Never visited a school before that had bamboo kendo swords as part of their standard equipment," Alex replied.

"Training with swords is part of our curriculum. It's actually very popular at most European universities. In fact, I'm a fencer myself."

"Right," Faith added. "And our school feels our students should be able to defend themselves more than public schools too – mind, spirit and body."

"I see. And exactly what grade are you in, Ms…?" Alex questioned.

"That's Faith and she's an instructor, not a student," Giles responded quickly.

Faith breathed on her nails and polished them against her shirt.

"Hear that ladies, you have to do what I say. Now drop and give me thirty!" Faith barked with glee.

Kennedy, Mia, and Vi all looked at each other uncertainly before looking back at Giles and Alex and deciding to drop to the ground to start their push-ups.

Seeing the annoyance on the Slayers' faces Giles quickly tried to get everyone's attention. "Keep up the good work, Faith," Giles said as he put his arm around Alex's shoulder to lead the group further down the hall. "Now, down here, we have the dormitories…"

"You sanction same-sex student affairs?" Evelyn, the social worker, asked as they walked on. [image: image14.jpg]



"Sorry?" Giles remarked in confusion.

"Your instructor said something about "lover's squabbles"," Evelyn said pointing back toward Kennedy and Mia.

"All of our students are permitted to care for whomever they choose. And why on earth would I prohibit love?" Giles asked.

"No reason," Evelyn said as she marked more notes on her yellow pad.

Jeff followed behind the pack and shook his head with a bleak expression.

"Jeff," Alex called back, getting his attention. "Are you comfortable studying with students of different sexual orientations?"

"Uh, yeah," he said. "One of my best friends here – Dawn, she's got a girlfriend too, so I'm cool with that. Willow, too, but she doesn't have a girlfriend right now."

"Is your school for gay and lesbian students?" Evelyn asked Giles, as she started to search through her paperwork.

"No," Giles answered quickly and then paused. "What I mean is, we don't specialize based on orientation, but given our profess– um, program, we allow students and instructors a more free environment than most academic settings."

Evelyn quirked an eyebrow.

"That's not to say that the course work is easy," Giles remarked in a rush. "We just feel the more knowledge students have, the more well rounded individuals they'll become. With that said, sometimes their choices might seem, well, a bit unconventional, to the majority."

"In other words," Jeff began sarcastically, "It's the narrow minded folks in the world you gotta look out for. Sexuality aside, everyone here treats me decently and makes sure I'm doing okay. Isn't that the whole point of the inspection?" he said tossing Evelyn a glance.

Evelyn gave Jeff an irritated look before scribbling something else on her notepad. Everyone else winced and Jeff gave a shrug of apology before starting down the hallway again.

Cut to:
Int.
Slayer's Rec Room – Same time
Andrew walked in from the door opposite of the one that Giles had just left. He saw Faith smiling at the slayers on the ground who were still doing push ups.

"What's up? Do we have naughty Slayers?" he asked.

Faith shushed him by putting a finger over her lips.

"Keep it down. The pain in our asses 'we know better than you' inspectors just left," she told him.

Kennedy stopped at number sixteen and stood up. "Screw this," she said, and Vi and Mia soon followed.

"Whatcha need, Andy?" Faith asked.

"We, uh, uh, we need research help," he said.

"Where's Ro and Willow?" she tossed back. "They're the big brains – get them to give you a hand."

"They're the ones in trouble actually."

"Trouble?" Kennedy asked, suddenly concerned. "What kind of trouble?"

"Just come to the library and I'll explain," he answered with a grimace.

Cut to:
Int.
Chess Game – Same time
"Bishop to King's Knight Five," Willow said as she bit her lip.

With that move, Willow's bishop invaded Rowena's half of the chessboard. The board was now littered with chess pieces – Rowena and Willow's pawns were facing off in the middle of the board, while each of their knights guarded the middle territory from wider out. Willow and Rowena had each castled, so that Willow's king was to her right and Rowena's king was to her left.

"Quite bold. Or impetuous," Rowena said with a knowing grin. "Trying to trap my queen, as usual."

"Hello? The Queen's the key to a game," Willow retorted. The chess piece turned to Willow and the image of her father, Ira Rosenberg, appeared.

He gave a heavy sigh. "Following your impulses again and not your head. You'll lose. You'll have nothing if you don't stop and look at where you're going."

"I know where I'm going," Willow answered defiantly.

The piece then turned to Rowena. "So you're the next one, I take it? This disturbed fantasy she lives out? Thinking with her heart instead of her head. You realize she just hasn't met the right man, don't you? You know when that happens, she's going to leave you?"

"You don't know anything," Willow said, making the bishop turn back to her again.

"Willow don't argue," Rowena interrupted. "It's hard but this isn't real. This isn't happening."

"Oh I'm very real. I can assure you of that fact, Ms. Allister," Ira answered. "I'm what she's afraid to say. Isn't that right, Willow?" [image: image15.jpg]



"You're wrong," Willow answered.

"Willow, don't," Rowena begged.

"Tell me you've never had these thoughts," he said waving a finger at his daughter.

Willow paused a moment and thought seriously about the question. She then began to grin. "I haven't. But I believe that you have," she told him.

With that the piece suddenly turned solid again, back to its true form.

Rowena slowly began to grin at Willow. "I think we've uncovered a link. What we're seeing here is an illusion. It might not be what truly is, but rather, what we perceive."

"So the trick is to not let it get to us," Willow replied. "Once we 'own up' then they go back to normal?"

"Looks that way," Rowena agreed. "But…"

"But what?" Willow asked.

"Why aren't the pieces changing on every move? There seems to be no rhyme or reason of who appears and why they appear."

"Well, let's just keep playing," Willow told her. "We know they're going to come up and we can't stop it so let's just try to finish up as fast as we can to see if that gets us out of here."

"But if we take the time to understand why it's happening that might lead to a solution to get us out of here sooner."

"Jeez Rowena why waste time analyzing everything here? In the time it takes us to figure it out we could have already finished the game and maybe be back home. It's obvious we can't leave a-and it's obvious these pieces will change no matter what we do. Sometimes you just need to jump in with both feet instead of tiptoeing around scared."

"We are still talking about the chess match here, are we not?" Rowena asked.

"Hey," Willow said throwing her hands in the air. "If you want to read something further into that statement that's your prerogative."

Rowena ran her fingers through her hair in frustration. "Fine. Queen to King's Bishop Two."

"Okay," Willow nodded and took a breath to steady her nerves and examined the board. "Hah, got you now. Moving your Queen out of danger is still gonna cost you. Bishop takes Rook."

After the piece moved, nothing happened and the two women looked at each other confused.

"Not that I'm complaining about the lack of ridicule," Rowena began, "But what just happened?"

"You mean what didn't happen," Willow teased.

"Yeah, nothing switched even though you took my rook."

"Maybe we figured it out. Since we know how it works the game gave up taunting us."

"Perhaps," Rowena answered as she looked at the board.

"Just be ready," Willow said as she walked up and down her side of the board, getting the lay of the chessboard. "Maybe it's just taking a breather to get warmed up," Willow commented with a grin.

"We'll see…You know, despite the fact that we're stuck in some bizarro dimension with a demanding chess set, it's kind of fun being able to boss around the chess pieces."

Willow smiled as she continued to examine the pieces on the board.

Rowena's grin faded and she swallowed as she looked down. "Will, how come we can get along so well playing a silly game, but we can't even be in the room with each other for ten minutes to talk things out?" Rowena asked the question without looking up.

Willow's focus turned from the chessboard to Rowena, who still had her head down and her arms crossed in a defensive posture. "Because when it comes to being alone with you, with no games and no one else, I really don't know what to say anymore," Willow admitted.

Rowena looked up and her mouth began to widen as she saw the pieces starting to transform.

"Oh my god, Will," Rowena said, her voice horrified.

Willow looked up sharply at the urgency in Rowena's voice to find that her Bishop was transforming into a Bringer, while Rowena's Rook in the diagonal space had transformed into a Indian looking girl with brunette hair, tied back in a ponytail. Willow watched in horror as her piece, brandished a jagged, carved knife, crossed over into the square where the young girl was standing, and unceremoniously drove the knife deep into the girl's stomach. The girl howled in pain.

"I can't watch this," Rowena whispered.

She closed her eyes but could still hear the sounds of the girl being stabbed repeatedly. The girl in the square turned to look at Rowena, blood splattered on her face.

"You abandoned me!"

Rowena's eyes shot open and her bottom lip trembled. "I didn't," she said softly. "I didn't know they would come for you, Ipek."

"Rowena!" Willow yelled. "Remember, what you said! It's an illusion!"

"You failed me! I bled for what seemed like hours before I died, unable to move. Did you know they cut the tendons in my legs so I couldn't walk? Couldn't find help. Couldn't find you. Some great Watcher you are. Planning on killing any more Slayers anytime soon?" the figure continued to taunt.

Rowena physically shook from her raging sense of guilt and sorrow while Willow looked on, infuriated. [image: image16.jpg]



"Shut up!" the witch yelled.

Paying no attention to Willow, the bleeding figure continued. "You could never protect those you loved, could you? Not me, not the Council, not even yourself, from what you said. Better luck in the next life I guess," she said, before toppling to the ground. As soon as her body hit the ground, the young girl disappeared. To one side of the chessboard, Ro's Rook appeared as it had been before – wooden and inert.

"Tha – that was your potential, wasn't it?" Willow asked, her face white and visibly shaken.

"Was…yes," Rowena replied softly.

The blonde Watcher rubbed her eyes and looked across the board, meeting Willow's eyes. The witch looked as if she wanted to rush across the board to Rowena but knew she couldn't. Willow watched helplessly as Rowena put a fist over her mouth and cleared her throat.

"One thing is sure…It's getting worse."

Fade Out
End of Act Two
Act Three
Fade In:
Int.
Library – Later
Faith, Vi, Mia and Kennedy walked in to see Willow and Rowena sitting motionless at the chessboard. Skye stood with a batch of books in her arms and an array of them on the floor and table in various stacks. [image: image17.jpg]



From the doorframe Andrew asked Skye, "What are you doing?"

"Making this room as unappealing to stay in as possible. If it looks under construction the Nosey Roseys might move on," she answered.

Kennedy walked up to the table and touched Willow on the shoulder. "Hey Will?" she called gently, getting no response.

"That's weird," Faith remarked as she examined Rowena and waved her hand back and forth in front of her eyes, also getting no reaction. "You say you enchanted the board?"

"It didn't work for us, but obviously they've got the magic touch. Now we gotta find a way to undo it," Andrew answered.

"Did you look in the Podeximis Chronicle?" Mia asked Andrew.

"What?" Kennedy and Faith asked, confused.

"It's a book that has counter-spells in it," Mia explained.

"How the hell do you know that?" Kennedy asked incredulously.

"Rowena told me about it the other day."

"And how does something like that come up in idle conversation?" Kennedy asked, a little annoyed.

"It wasn't idle. I was curious and asked what happens if people work mojo against the Council, and if we had a line of defense. She mentioned a few books, but I remember the Podeximis one because of the name. I told her it sounded like a skin condition and she laughed – which, by the way, proves the woman does have a sense of humor, despite what you say," Mia added, teasing her lover.

Faith chuckled and Kennedy looked even more aggravated. Andrew glanced down the hall and started to look frightened.

"Line up at the table," he whispered and waved his hands directing them.

The Slayers all looked confused until they heard Giles's voice from the hallway saying, "And this is one of our libraries."

The five women stood shoulder to shoulder in front of the table without an inch between them, trying to shield Willow and Rowena as Giles led the group through the doorway.

Giles looked confused by the mess and Skye spoke up.

"Just organizing the shelves like you asked, Mr. Giles. The girls came by to help," she said pointing at the Slayers who all started to nod emphatically in agreement.

"You girls are just about everywhere," Alex remarked.

"Well, you know, well rounded and all," Faith said as she stole a book from the pile in Skye's hands and absently flipped through the pages. "Knowledge is power!" she said with a smile. "But as you can tell, really not much to see here."

"Right," Giles agreed. "We'll leave you girls to your re-organization. Shall we go to the workshop?" he asked the two women.

Both of them nodded.

Cut To:
Int.
Hallway – Same time
Once they were in the hallway again, Giles turned to Alex. "Do you mind if I send Jeff back to class now? I don't think there's much more we'll need from him, and I don't want him falling too far behind today."

"Fine by me," Jeff spoke up. "And I can give you a call tomorrow, Alex. Make sure things are still on course?"

"All right, Jeff. If that's what you'd like." She nodded her approval.

Giles nodded too and pointed at Jeff. "Good. Off you go, then. Ladies, right this way," Giles said, as he pointed towards the stairwell at the end of the hall. As the women pulled away from him, Giles turned around with a scowl and pointed Jeff into the library. Jeff just nodded nervously and ducked inside, closing the door.

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Same time
As soon as Jeff closed the door behind him, the Slayers all relaxed and everyone gave a collective sigh.

"Okay, let's get to the Coven Room and find the Pod book," Faith told them. "Vi you stay here and stand guard. Lock the door and don't let anyone in until we get back. Not even Giles. Got it?"

"Not Giles?" Vi asked.

"No, he'll be smart enough to make up an excuse like someone locked it accidentally and he doesn't have a key on him, if the tour comes back. That will buy us time to move the chess masters here if we absolutely need to. Otherwise, I don't want to disturb them. It might do more harm than good. So call the Coven Room if he shows up."

Vi nodded.

"What about all these books?" Skye asked.

Faith took them from her arms and handed them to Vi.

"Vi's a good alphabetizer, I'm sure. This'll keep her busy until we get back. Now move it out," Faith said as she shuffled them, with the exception of Vi, from the room.

Once the rest of the group was gone Faith poked her head back in. She gave a concerned glance at the two watchers at the table. "If their condition changes or …gets worse, call me, okay?"

Seeing the fear in Faith's eyes, Vi gave a firm nod. "I will, Faith."

With a nod of her own, Faith reached around and locked the door before closing it behind her.

Cut to:
Int.
Chess Game – Same time
Willow looked apprehensively across the board. She was almost within touching range of Rowena, but her hand couldn't breach the distance because of the barrier.

"Are you okay?" the witch asked.

"Let's just keep going," Rowena answered firmly. "Go on."

"Okay," Willow said before taking a deep breath. "Bishop to Queen's Knight Three – Check."

Rowena hummed as she examined the board. "Pawn to Queen's Bishop Five." [image: image18.jpg]



"I really don't see why you like her," Rowena's pawn said in a deep male voice to Willow. The pawn had morphed into the figure of Jordon Tyrell. "Look at her now," he said pointing to the board. "She plays it so safe that she's backed into a corner. She has no advantage to press and all she can do is run…all talk and no play makes Rowena a dull girl," Jordon said as he paused to eye Rowena up and down the length of her body lecherously.

"Well, at least I can talk. If I remember correctly, you were always fond of the stoic 'I'd rather not deal with that right now' theory of communication," Rowena responded bitingly.

"Now, now, don't remind me how much fun it was to beat you to a bloody pulp last year," Jordon said with a wink.

"Don't listen to him!" Willow yelled from her side of the board.

"Taking orders, are we?" Jordon baited. "That's a new trick for you. Do you take orders in bed now, too?"

Rowena tried to concentrate on the chessboard itself, and not on Jordon's taunts. "Sorry, Jordon. We're done. Get over it," she told him as she looked him in the eye.

"I am over it. Maybe you're the one with the problem?"

He moved and when he reached the square, he grinned evilly and then transformed back into an inert pawn.

Rowena took a calming breath as she closed her eyes. She opened them again and motioned to Willow. "Your move."

Willow hesitated. "What was he talking about?" she asked.

"Nothing. Don't worry about it. Just move," Rowena replied quickly folding her arms protectively across her chest.

Willow looked up suddenly and then placed her hand on her shoulder as if feeling for something. She examined her shoulder.

"What is it?" Rowena asked.

"Someone's touching me," she answered. "Do you see anything?"

Rowena shook her head. "No."

Willow gave a relieved sigh, "Good, I don't see anything either, so I'm not crazy but…but I can feel it." She paused a moment longer and softly said, "It's Kennedy."

"How do you know?" Rowena asked.

Willow gave a bashful smile. "I just do."

Rowena looked away uncomfortably for a brief moment. Then her expression changed as an idea struck her. "You can feel her. So maybe we are still sitting at the table, Willow. We heard Dawn earlier and now…" [image: image19.jpg]



"Dawn," Willow muttered, comprehension dawning.

"Yeah, Dawn. We –."

"No, no," Willow said quickly. "They were acting weird all morning like they were up to something."

"Who?"

"Dawn, Andrew, Jeff and Skye – all four of them…they must have done something to this board and…oh boy! Tron!"

"The crappy movie?" Rowena asked.

"Well, that's a matter of opinion," Willow remarked as if confessing a guilty pleasure, "but yes, that's the one. They were watching it last night."

"And they decided to make a 'real game.' Well, guess who's stuck playing it now?" Rowena asked rhetorically.

"They better pray I don't make it out of here alive because I will kill them many times over," Willow grumbled.

"Fine, kill later, move now," Rowena told her as she pointed to the board. [image: image20.jpg]



Willow glanced at the board and threw her hands up not really focusing on the game any longer. "Knight takes Pawn," she said casually.

She watched as the pawn slowly turned into a bleeding, battered Giles. He eyed her reproachfully. "You're good at that aren't you? Trying to kill people you claim to love."

Willow's jaw dropped.

Cut To:
Int.
Xander's Workshop – Moments later
Xander stood by a circular saw, pushing a piece of wood. Giles, Alex and Evelyn all stood at the door but Giles waited until the wood was cut and Xander stepped away before shouting over the noisy machinery.

"Xander!"

Xander turned toward the doorway before shutting off the saw and taking off his glasses. "Hey Giles," he said walking over, still covered in sawdust.

"Xander Harris. This is Alex Neel, Jeff's attorney for his emancipation and Evelyn Manor, from the State of Ohio Children's Services."

"Good afternoon, ladies," he said politely with a small bow.

"Mr. Harris is our handyman, jack of all trades, you might say," Giles offered proudly.

"Do you ever work with the children here?" Alex asked.

"Oh, all the time," Xander told her.

"Is that so?" Evelyn asked as she and Alex walked deeper into the room.

"Yeah we make…" Xander trailed off as he saw Giles's eyes widen slightly and jaw tighten. "Bird feeders, holiday crafts, things like that."

"Wooden stakes?" Alex asked she pulled one from a crate filled to the top with them.

"Those are for the fence that Xander's working on, I believe," Giles lied quickly.

"Right!" Xander answered. "Almost done," he added.

Evelyn walked around the room. "You have quite a bit of dangerous equipment in this room," she noted.

"If you don't know how to use it, yes," he agreed. "But before anyone even comes in here they know the safety rules and we work in small groups," he assured her.

"But even in a small group you can't be everywhere at once I'm sure," Alex remarked.

"I know where everyone is at all times in my shop," Xander answered heatedly.

"I only say this because I'm concerned," Alex replied.

"I think your concern borders a bit on paranoia. Look," he said holding up his hands in truce. "I don't want to argue. Just know that any students who come in here are well trained and advised before they ever turn on a tool."

"What about the tools just lying about?" Alex pointed to a table.

"I've been working all day with no…field trips scheduled here." [image: image21.jpg]



"That might be the case," Alex agreed. "But when we walked in you didn't know we were here. What if it had been one of the children? You could be putting them in grave danger."

"Grave danger?" Xander retorted. "Lemme tell you something. There's danger a lot graver in this world than a carpenter's plane."

"I agree with Miss Neel," Evelyn told the room. "Changes need to be made here."

"And they will be, I assure you," Giles put in quickly. "Perhaps we can go up to the kitchen now?"

"Yes, I think I've seen all I need to down here," Evelyn remarked formally before walking out the door followed by Giles.

As Alex started to leave, Xander reached out and grabbed her arm.

"What are you doing? I thought you were trying to help Jeff," he said.

"I am," Alex replied, pulling her arm away. "I want Jeff to be able to live on his own, but not if he's endangered, or if anyone else is, for that matter. I do have Jeff's best interests at heart here, Mr. Harris."

"Not from where I'm standing," Xander countered. "Mentioning it in front of the state inspector?"

"Showing her my concerns are the same as hers helps Jeff's case. But know this, none of these are problems that can't be rectified. I want to make this a smooth transition for Jeff. So if you're as concerned as you claim to be, I'd advise you adhere to any changes we suggest in our reports. Is that understood?"

Xander harrumphed. "Ma'am, yes, ma'am," he said sarcastically.

Alex gave him a slight grin. "Very good solider. Carry on," she said, as she tossed him the stake and left the room.

Cut to:
Int.
Chess Game – Same time
Willow stood facing Giles's bloody and battered body and shook her head in shock.

"No, no, this isn't happening," she muttered to herself.

"No, it's not," Giles agreed. "Not now. But it did. You took great pleasure in beating me within an inch of my life. After all I tried to teach you, show you. After all the times I looked out for your well being, tried to show you that you had self-worth, instilling a sense of self-respect, this is how you repay me? Repay Buffy?"

Willow held back a sob and Rowena shouted to her.

"Fight it Willow!"

"I promised I'd never hurt you again, Giles. I meant it."

As soon as she uttered the words, the pawn returned to its stationary, wooden form before vanishing. Willow ran a hand down her face and gave a deep sigh. "Your turn," she told Rowena.

"Willow are you o-?"

"Move!" she exclaimed before taking a short pause to regroup her nerves.

Rowena took a deep breath and announced to the board, "Queen to King Two."

Willow squared her shoulders and started to shake her head as she examined the board. "Oh no, you're not getting my Queen that easily. Bishop to King Three." [image: image22.jpg]



They both watched in anticipation as the bishop slid over a space and then began to materialize. Willow's eyes grew wider as she watched.

"Wh-wait a second," Willow muttered. "Why is she here?" she asked.

The figure turned away from Willow and looked at Rowena.

"Oh, she knows why," Tara answered as she stared at Rowena. "Do you want to tell her, or should I?"

Fade Out
End of Act Three
Act Four
Fade In:
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – Same time
Jeff stood at Willow's workbench reading from an open book. "Wolfbane?" he asked. [image: image23.jpg]



"Check," Dawn said as she put it in a box.

"Lilac," he said next.

"Got it," Skye answered, doing the same.

"And candles?" he finished.

"Right here," Andrew said holding them up.

"Is this gonna work?" Faith asked.

Jeff shrugged. "If I'm reading this right, yeah."

"No offense Harry Potter," Kennedy began, "but you're the guys that trapped them there to begin with. Maybe you should wait for Giles."

"We might not have time," Jeff answered.

"What do you mean, time?" she asked uneasily.

"We don't know where they are or what's happening to them."

"You mean something in there might be killing them?" Mia asked.

Jeff looked reluctant. "I can't say. I don't know."

"Here's a tip," Faith told them. "Next time you four decide to play with the dark forces of the universe – read the entire instruction manual first." She briskly picked up the box from the table. "Son of a bitch," she muttered under her breath. "Let's get back there," she told them as she started from the room.

Cut to:
Int.
Chess Game – Same time
Willow looked back and forth between Rowena and her dead lover. [image: image24.jpg]



"I don't understand," Willow mumbled.

"It's simple, really," Tara told the witch. "I scare her."

"What?" Willow asked confused.

Tara turned to Rowena, who still said nothing. "She's waiting."

Rowena cleared her throat. "I'm worried…"

"About?" Willow prompted impatiently when Rowena didn't go on.

"You'll never let me in. Not really and not like you did with Tara. I'll just be…the next one, nothing more."

"And you're basing this on…?"

Rowena looked away guiltily. "Kennedy. She tried and she couldn't get in. What makes me think I'll fare any better?"

Willow took a deep breath and blew it out. "It's kinda hard to get close to someone who finds your religion nothing more than fairy tale crap."

"I realize that, but it's…" She trailed off.

"What?" Willow pressed.

"I don't want to live with a ghost," Rowena said in a rush. "I don't want to constantly be compared to what you had because, although some people say hindsight is 20/20, sometimes it's not. Sometimes we romanticize what we've had and fail to see it for what it really was. So if there's any fairy tales here between us, it's the illusion that somehow I can replace her," she said as she pointed to the Bishop that looked like Tara.

"Oh, Rowena," Willow sighed. "My life with Tara was far from perfect, and most of that I brought on myself. So if there's anything that I want with you that's the same it's…it's that feeling of unity and understanding. I can look across the room and know what you're thinking with just a grin or a frown. Granted, it's not always accurate, but our batting average is pretty good when it comes to understanding each other."

Rowena grinned and looked down at the chessboard. "Yes, on average," she agreed shyly.

"But I also know, there's something here, something I don't understand about you. Heck, maybe it's something you don't even understand, but I think together we can work through it," Willow went on. "So if anyone here isn't letting someone in…I think it's you. Because I'm ready. I've been ready."

Tara's form took the Bishop again and Willow smiled at Rowena. Impulsively, the witch reached out but the barrier blocked her. Both women rolled their eyes.

"This is getting quite annoying," Rowena said with a slight chuckle.

"Let's just keep playing," Willow said as she motioned with her hands for Rowena to move.

Rowena gave a short nod. "Queen to Queen's Bishop Four."

Willow bit her lip as she looked at the board, not moving.

"What's wrong?" Rowena asked.

"I'm deciding," Willow answered nervously.

Rowena motioned to the board. "There's an obvious move right there Will – pawn for the taking." She watched as Willow uncharacteristically chewed on her fingernail. "You feeling okay?" Rowena asked.

"I think I know what's waiting behind that knight. I saw a glimmer when Giles appeared and…" Willow squared her shoulders and sighed. She nodded before she called out, "Knight takes Pawn."

Yet again, the knight and the pawn began to change and Willow held her breath.

"Knew you couldn't live without me." The knight, now appearing as Dark Willow, smirked at the witch. Helpless, Willow watched as the other piece transformed too.

"Torture and kill anyone since we met last?" Warren Meers taunted the redhead. He turned swiftly to face Rowena. "You're not really gonna fall for a murderer, are you?" he asked the blonde Watcher.

Cut to:
Int.
Conference Room – Same time
Alex and Giles sat at the rectangular table. "So what're your thoughts Miss Neel?" he asked in a low voice. "Does Jeff have a chance of winning his case?"

"There's always a chance," she said with a grin, enjoying his discomfort. Then she motioned reassuringly. "Relax, Mr. Giles. I don't see anything here that is too alarming or can't be fixed. The workshop is my concern and as I pointed out to Mr. Harris, not just for Jeffrey's safety but the other children's as well." [image: image25.jpg]



Evelyn returned to the room. "I've made a copy of my recommendations here, Mr. Giles. There is one issue I'd like to point out that's not on the report. I've been watching the school from the exterior for a few days now. I've seen him keep very late hours on school nights, which I'm sure will interfere with his studies. But I also understand the situation. He's recently lost his mother after a long illness and that makes for some sleepless nights. Perhaps you could speak with him and see that he starts going to bed at an earlier hour."

"Certainly, we can do that. It's not a problem," Giles told her as he took the list from her and studied it.

"You're not in violation of any codes at this time, but I do have a few recommendations there. Particularly what Miss Neel pointed out regarding the workshop. Many schools have shop classes for their students, but there are a few things that could be handled better, as I've noted. Other than that, I'm all set."

"Are you going to advise the state to take custody of my client?" Alex asked.

"Not at this time," Evelyn answered. "Jeff looks tired, but as I said, circumstances being what they are, I understand. He does appear to be well nourished, no signs of any abuse, and he seems quite satisfied with his current living arrangement. Our concern is his financial well-being but from what you said Miss Neel, you have that information, and he's quite well off in that area."

"I do and he is," she said, nodding.

"Very well, then," she said, rising from the table and offering her hand to Giles and then to the lawyer. "I'll be in touch with your office this week, Ms. Neel, to wrap up a few details."

"Thank you," Giles said with a broad smile. "Jeff will be delighted with this news. He's been concerned he'd have to leave, as were we. He's a good student, and we enjoy having him here."

"Well, I don't want to keep you any longer, Mr. Giles. I'm sure you have pressing business of your own."

"Let me show you to the door," Giles said, leading them from the office.

"That's okay," Alex said as she followed along. "I'll see us out. Take care, Mr. Giles, and let Jeff know I'll call him this week."

"I most certainly will. Thank you both again," he said.

He stood in the doorway of the office and waved casually as they walked to the elevator and climbed inside. He issued another carefree wave as the doors closed. Once the doors officially shut, he paused a single second and with a concerned expression darted toward the library.

Cut to:
Int.
Chess Game – Same time
"Oh, now she's speechless. Well, that's just great," Warren said throwing his hands up in the air and gesturing towards Willow. He turned back to Rowena and faced her. "You should have heard her the day she murdered me – going on and on and on. I was glad she killed me so I didn't have to listen to her speech anymore. Did she tell you about that day?" [image: image26.jpg]



"I don't think I want to hear," Rowena answered, and turned away.

"Oh no, bitch!" he shouted as he pointed at her. "You look at me! You gotta know what you're getting into. She's a sadistic killer and if she tells you otherwise," he said with a short laugh, "don't buy it. I'm the proof. And why did she do it? All for love," Warren taunted.

"Rowena," Willow called over. "I won't do that. I-I wouldn't hurt anyone for you."

"We both know that's not true," Rowena answered. They both watched as the Warren figure nodded dramatically and started pointing at Willow.

"See? She's brighter than you give her credit for," he said.

"You have no opinion here," Willow shouted at Warren before turning to Rowena with a softer expression. "You're right. I might hurt someone if I had to, but I wouldn't kill them – not intentionally. I wouldn't."

"But you have before," Rowena said as she motioned toward the Warren piece in the middle of the board.

"Things are different now," Willow told her. "I'm different…you have to trust me to do the right thing. Have I given you any reason to doubt that since you've known me?"

"I read your Old Guard file," Rowena countered. "I know what happened from Giles's diaries and –."

"Forget what you read for a minute. I can't change that. What I'm saying is, have I shown you, in all the time you've known me, that I would kill someone for sport, or out of rage?"

"No," Rowena answered softly.

"Right, I haven't. And I swear I won't. I know what's inside here," Willow said touching her chest over her heart. "I couldn't take another human life."

Rowena released a breath and gave a small nod of acceptance.

"Oh, you're really falling for it! I don't believe it! Do you realize just what she did to me?" Warren continued to taunt. Dark Willow rolled her eyes and made a yapping motion with her fingers as Warren continued. "She didn't just go for the quick kill. Oh, no! She took joy in hurting me, in torturing me. She took a bullet and drove it into my skin inch by inch until I begged and pleaded for my life. And what did I get for my trouble? Oh, this you gotta see Sweetheart, so you know first hand what Willow Rosenberg does in the name of love. Ms. 'I'll never hurt anyone' –."

"Oh, shuut uuup already," Dark Willow sighed and waved her hand casually. [image: image27.jpg]



Warren spread his arms out and his skin pulled away from his body instantly, leaving him flayed – only muscle and bones remaining. Rowena looked away sharply as the corpse toppled to the board before vanishing. The Watcher looked over to Willow as Dark Willow took his spot.

"Is that how it happened, or just how you saw it?" Rowena asked Willow softly.

The figure on the board turned toward Rowena, and that's when she noticed the raven hair that framed Willow's face and glowing eyes. The chess piece gave Rowena a feral grin that appeared to shake the blonde watcher to her very core.

Willow's hands and bottom lip trembled and she closed her eyes as if to block out the image. She appeared to try to answer but couldn't. Giving up she opened her eyes to face Rowena.

"Make a move," she ordered, her voice shaking.

"Everyone else had their turn. Why not me?" her evil counterpart asked.

"Because you don't exist anymore," Willow retorted.

"Yeah right, magic junkie. Like she's a credible source," Dark Willow sighed and dismissed Willow with a wave of her hand before turning back to face Rowena. "I'm inside her – every hour of every day. She might not want to admit it. She might not feel it. But I'm always there. Always waiting for my chance. And it will come. The day she's covered in your blood, you'll see." [image: image28.jpg]



"That's a lie," Willow countered.

"Wanna know how it starts?" Dark Willow taunted Rowena with a conspiratorial grin.

"Leave her alone," Willow shouted.

The evil witch ignored Willow and went on. "First, her eyes will turn black. She'll beg. She'll plead. But the gods will still deny her wish and then…that's when the fun starts." She paused and gave a demonic smirk. "When you die in her arms, when she starts thinking of all the things she could have done differently, that's when I'll slip inside. My vengeance will be hers and she will destroy anyone and anything in her path. Won't you, Lovergirl?" she added, as she looked over her shoulder to Willow.

"You're not Willow," Rowena said defiantly, making the evil witch turn her way again. "You're a shadow, nothing more."

"I've got a couple of dead bodies that would say otherwise, Sweetie…but, hey, let's hear a little Giles psycho babble from the lady of the hour," she said, turning back to Willow. "You tell me. What makes you sooo special now?"

The fear melted away and she cocked her head as she looked at her dark counterpart. Slowly she began to grin.

"Truth is, you are a part of me and I'll never forget – ever," Willow answered making Dark Willow give a smug grin. "Like you said, every hour of every day. But I don't ache for you. I don't long for the power you could wield. I learned something after you showed up."

"Oh do tell," Dark Willow said sarcastically.

"I don't need you to be powerful." Dark Willow laughed, but Willow went on. "Honestly. All the power I ever had came from inside me, from the elements around me and NOT from you. You were created from my rage and my sorrow, but not once did you have a hand in giving me my true power."

"You're delusional."

"And you're an egomaniac. Your point being?" Willow said sarcastically. When Dark Willow didn't answer Willow motioned to Rowena. "Just play around her."

"I don't know if I can," Rowena replied as Dark Willow stood indignant with her hands on her hips.

"She has nothing more to say," Willow answered. "She's just holding up the game."

"I resent that," Dark Willow answered.

"Well what are you gonna do about it? Huh? Bring it on Wicked Witch of the West," Willow prodded.

"Abracadabra." Dark Witch Willow set her jaw and extended her hands as electricity shot out. Willow braced herself for impact but nothing happened.

"Not so tough after all are ya?" Willow mocked. "Just play," she told Rowena in a disgusted tone.

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Same time
Giles burst through the doors to see the Slayers looking on as Jeff, Dawn, Skye and Andrew formed a ring around Willow and Rowena. Each member sat with a candle between them as Jeff quietly spoke the incantation. 
Cut to:
Int.
Chess Game – Same time

"Your move," Rowena told Willow.

Willow examined the board before she called out, "Knight to Queen's Knight Seven."

Dark Willow folded her arms across her chest growing increasingly annoyed as she watched the two women playing around her.

"I'm surprised," Rowena announced as she looked at the board.

"Why?" Willow asked.

Rowena shrugged. "You're setting it up to lose one of your pieces."

"I don't need that piece," Willow said confidently, casting a glance to Dark Willow.

"Okay, I believe you. Rook takes Knight," Rowena announced.

Rowena watched as her rook transformed into an almost mirror image of Willow with the exception of white flowing hair. Dark Willow quickly turned to the witch.

"You need me!" she shouted.

"Like I said," Willow began, "I never needed you. And as I tell my coven class…you're dismissed."

They watched as the white haired rook raised a hand and in a glittering storm sent Dark Willow's knight from the board.

Slowly the rook became solid again. Willow took a steadying breath and turned to Rowena. "Thank you for having faith."

Rowena smiled kindly and motioned to the board. "Your move again."

"Rook to King's Knight Five," Willow announced.

When nothing happened both women shrugged and Rowena said, "Pawn to King's Rook Six." As the pawn moved forward it began to transform and Rowena's hand shot to her mouth.

"Oh god no," she muttered. "Not him. Not here. Not now." Rowena lost her reserve and started to sob. "Not like this! You bastard!" she yelled as she pointed at him.

"Rowena, who is he?" Willow asked as she watched the blonde start to pace on the other side of the board.

"Hello, Luv. Miss me?" the pawn asked with a cold lecherous grin. [image: image29.jpg]



"Rowena?" Willow asked, not sure what to make of the figure's arrival or of the way Rowena wrung her hands together as she walked. "Ro?" she tried again.

Finally she spoke, just above a whisper. "He's the man who raped me."

Willow opened her mouth, but no words came forth.

"Oh God," Willow finally muttered.

"I'm sorry Willow," Rowena said wiping her eyes. "I'm so sorry I didn't tell you. I planned to –."

"He raped you?" Willow asked. "When?"

"She might say it was rape, but I knew better," he answered with a swagger as he turned back to Rowena. "You walked into that library, day after day. I saw the way you looked at me."

"I admired you, you bastard!" Rowena shouted back. "I was fifteen years old and you promised to help me!"

"Rowena," Willow started. "I don't understand-."

"He worked in the library," Rowena explained quickly. "He knew all the books, inside and out, and I looked up to him because he seemed to know everything. I was having a hard time with my Sumerian class, so he offered to help me one night after hours. I trusted him…and…with no one around…"

"You got what was coming to you," he finished. "Teasing me with all those glances and those short skirts you wore…I remember."

Rowena's jaw clinched for a moment. "And I remember how James Tyrell stood by me when they hauled your ass to the Council prison. I'm glad you blew up you twisted son of a bitch!"

Rowena shook her head as she wiped her eyes and Willow bit her lip to hold back her own tears that hung in her eyes.

"Tyrell's the reason you stayed," Willow said softly. "He believed you…so you…"

"Dedicated myself to the council and excelled at everything…with the exception of Sumerian," Rowena interrupted. "I was the best demonologist. The best fencer. The best Watcher that I could be. That sick pervert took my innocence but the Council did everything in their power to see justice served. From that moment I pledged my life, my skills, to fighting evil in this world – demon or otherwise," she said shooting a hard look at the pawn.

"Why didn't you tell me?" Willow asked with a pained, sorrowful expression.

Rowena looked up and anger flashed across her face.

"Right there," she pointed at Willow, shaking her finger. "That's why – right there. That-that-that look of pity and-and fear on your face. I never wanted to see that. That's why I asked Becca to tell you."

Willow paused a moment and appeared unsure of what she just heard. "Wait a minute. You told Becca? When?" Willow asked.

"After I got back," Rowena answered. [image: image30.jpg]



"But why tell –?"

"I wanted her to say it so I wouldn't have to see that shock, that-that disappointment! I'm not just some weak, goddamn victim." Rowena took a ragged breath and wiped her eyes.

Willow looked nervous. "Okay, shock, yeah, but…I don't think you're weak Rowena."

"Doesn't matter what you think now. It's out. You know," she turned away from Willow and pointed at the pawn. "And you can go the hell away now," Rowena shouted at the man.

He shrugged and instantaneously returned to his wooden form on the board.

"Your friggin' move," Rowena whispered.

"Ro –." Willow said sympathetically.

"Just play the game!" she shouted and turned away, unable to look at Willow.

Willow looked up and examined the board for a moment. She gave a sad smile as she looked at Rowena. "Bishop to Queen's Bishop One," she said softly.

Rowena glanced up and shook her head. "Don't do that," she told the witch.

"It's my move. I can do it if I want to," Willow countered.

"Look closer at the board Will," Rowena told her.

"I know," the witch answered. [image: image31.jpg]



The Bishop transformed into Tara and, with one of her enigmatic smiles, she moved aside allowing Willow and Rowena to look eye-to-eye.

"What are you doing?" Rowena asked.

"Giving you my queen," Willow said with an optimistic yet nervous smile. "That's if, you know, if you really want her," she stuttered apprehensively.

Rowena appeared timid and unsure as she wrapped her arms around herself. "I don't know if that's wise Willow," she said softly.

Willow's hopeful expression fell. She swallowed hard as she sniffed back her tears that threatened to spill over her cheeks. Before she could reply the world around them began to shimmer and they both looked around confused.

Cut To:
Int.
Library – Same time
The gang stood around as Jeff finished his chant. Instantly, Willow's and Rowena's bodies began to stir, their eyes darting around the room quickly before settling back on each other again.

"Thank god," Giles sighed. [image: image32.jpg]



"Are you alright?" Andrew asked. "What happened? Were you like…" he trailed off when he saw Rowena's eyes well up with tears. "Are you guys okay?"

Willow seemed to be on the verge of saying something. Before a syllable could pass her lips, though, she clenched her jaw and rose from the table. She left the room without a word or a backward glance. Rowena watched her departure, saying nothing. When Willow was gone, she ran a hand over both cheeks, continuing to sit in silence as the gang looked on, confused and concerned.

Fade to Black
End of Check Mate
