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Fade In
Int.
Dawn's Room – Slayers Dorm – Afternoon 

Skye was lying on her stomach on top of Dawn's narrow bed with her feet propped up against the plain headboard only inches from her girlfriend's head. Both girls were reading textbooks, but every once in a while Dawn's attention would wander back to her girlfriend. 

"Dawn!" Skye said in a warning tone as Dawn's hand once again slid up her thigh.

"Argh!" Dawn exclaimed, banging her head lightly against the headboard. "Totally not fair! It's my birthday and…" [image: image1.jpg]



"I know, but study first," Skye said as she rose up to sit next to her.

The young brunette sighed and then said, "Oh, all right."

The girls had just returned to their books when Dawn's cell phone rang. With a roll of her eyes, she picked it up from the nightstand and flipped it open.

"Hello?" she said. "Oh hi, Willow. What's up?"

Skye glanced at her, gave a small smile and then closed her textbook.

"Right now?" Dawn continued speaking into the phone. "Skye and I are studying…no, really!"

Skye chuckled and sat up as she put her books aside and moved to her knees. She watched as Dawn spoke.

"Oh, all right," Dawn finally said. "We'll be there in a few minutes." She flipped the phone closed.

"Trouble?" Skye asked.

"Don't know," Dawn answered as she closed the phone. "Will wants us to meet her in the conference room. I hope this is not about the other day. If Marsha squealed, I promise I'll find a way to hurt her, Slayer or no Slayer."

"I doubt Marsha said anything to Willow. Besides, what could she say? We were clothed," Skye assured her with a devious grin. "It's probably something Hellmouthy. Isn't it usually?"

"Yeah," Dawn said as she stood up and reached out her hand to pull Skye from the bed. "Come on…the sooner we get there, the sooner we'll find out what's going on."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Conference Room – Minutes later

The windows leading to the outside were tightly covered, and with the lights off, the room was quite dim. From outside the door, Dawn's voice could be heard as the door swung open.

"Hey!" Dawn exclaimed as she walked into the darkened room with Skye following close on her heels. "Where's Willow?"

"Surprise!!!" [image: image2.jpg]



Dawn gasped as Skye flipped the switch and the room suddenly filled with cheering people. Watchers, Slayers, friends and associates all popped up from where they had crouched hidden behind the large conference table, which held a large cake, refreshments and brightly wrapped presents.

"Look at all this!" Dawn exclaimed as Willow rushed up to her and blew a shrill noise-maker in her face.

"Happy birthday, Dawnie!" Willow said happily as she grabbed the shocked brunette in a tight hug. "Like I told your sister on her eighteenth birthday, you can vote now and you can be drafted and you can even vote not to be drafted."

Dawn laughed, but then froze as a new voice cut through the noise.

"Oh come on, Will, you need a new line, don't you think?"

"Buffy!" Dawn squealed and jumped into her sister's arms. "What are you doing here?" she asked, holding the Slayer tightly. "You said you couldn't come because you had class."

"I do have class," Buffy said. "Lots of it…haven't you seen my wardrobe?"

"But…but…" Dawn said, finally releasing her bear-hold on her sister, but keeping her hands on Buffy's shoulders as if afraid she would suddenly disappear.

"Giles sent the jet to pick me up," Buffy explained. "Willow even got him to agree to a limo to take me to and from the airport. Either that or she did a spell," the Slayer joked before looking seriously at Willow. "You didn't do a spell, did you? After all, we are talking about Giles here."

"No spell," Willow spoke up. "And very little argument actually." The witch turned to see Buffy's Watcher nod his head in agreement.

"We thought perhaps you were feeling a little homesick," Giles commented to Dawn. "And as Willow put it, we decided to bring home to you instead of shipping you off to Europe."

"Oh, this is so great!" Dawn said, hugging her sister again. "Thank you guys, really."

Buffy smiled and looked over Dawn's shoulder at Skye. "And thank you for keeping the secret," she said.

"You knew?" Dawn said, her eyes widening as she turned toward her girlfriend.

"Of course." Skye smiled. "I told you I had something special planned for tonight."

"But I thought you meant…" Dawn trailed off weakly as her face reddened.

Buffy smirked. "Willow said your hormones were running her ragged."

"I tried, Buffy," Willow said with a fake mournful tone. "But you know how those darn redheads are. Frisky bunch, all of them, I tell you!"

"Uh huh," Buffy said turning to her best friend. "I lived with you when you were dating Oz and then Tara, remember?"

Willow smiled. "Ah, college! Those were the days."

Buffy laughed and then turned back to Dawn, who by now was hiding her head in Skye's neck. "But seeing as how you are now, as Willow's so helpfully pointed out, an adult, I hereby remove all previous restrictions and declare my guardianship well and truly done." Buffy's smile turned wistful as she reached out a hand to caress Dawn's cheek. "But please remember, Dawn…I'm your sister and your friend and whenever you need me…for help, advice or even a sympathetic shoulder to cry on, I'll always be there for you."

"Thank you," Dawn whispered as tears filled her eyes.

"That goes for me too, Dawnie," Willow said.

"I know, Will," Dawn said.

"Hey!" Xander yelled out from the other side of the room. "No crying allowed. This is a birthday party and although for the Summers women that usually means fear mixed with a bit of mayhem, let's try to break with tradition and just eat cake!"

Dawn took the knife a smiling Andrew handed her and, expertly sliced the cake into sections as he moved the pieces to paper plates and handed them to Tracey to pass out. When the whole cake was divided, Dawn took a plate and a fork and returned to Skye. Her girlfriend took the plate and used the plastic fork to lift a piece to Dawn's mouth. After Dawn chewed and swallowed, Skye leaned forward and licked a dab of frosting from Dawn's bottom lip.

"Happy birthday, Baby," she whispered and moved closer for a full kiss.

"If you two can stop making out for a moment, it's time to open the presents," Willow said interrupting them.

"Shh, Willow!" Xander protested. "Let 'em continue!"

Buffy slapped the back of her hand against Xander's chest.

"Ow! Heyyy, Slayer strength!" Xander said, placing a hand to soothe the spot. "Must you do that?"

"Must you ogle my sister?" Buffy countered.

"She is an adult now," he said.

"Don't even go there, Xander," the Slayer warned.

Xander just smiled and put his arm around Buffy's shoulder as she slipped hers around his waist. Andrew came over to Dawn and pushed his gift toward her in a proud fashion.

"Here, open mine first!" he said excitedly.

"Okay," Dawn said and tore open the package. Inside she found a Halle Berry Catwoman action figure.

"Oooh! Did this just come out?" she asked as she held it up for everyone to see.

"Yeah," Andrew said. "I pre-ordered it on the Internet. I know how much you enjoyed the movie."

"I still say the film wasn't worth the price of the admission," Tracey commented.

Dawn let out a bark of laugher, "Ninety minutes of Halle Berry in a tight leather outfit and carrying a whip? Who needs plot?"

"Right there with ya, Dawnie." Willow chuckled.

"Thanks, Andrew," Dawn said, kissing the young man on the cheek causing him to blush. Tracey reached over and stroked him on the back as they continued to look on.

"Here you are, Dawn," Willow said handing her another package. "Open mine next."

Dawn pulled off the silver metallic wrapping revealing a black silk box embroidered in red with traditional Chinese dragons. "Wow! This is beautiful, Willow!"

"Open it up," Willow said with a slight nod.

Dawn slid the bone latch out of the hook on the front and lifted the lid. Before the box was halfway open, her eyes widened in shock and she slammed the lid closed.

"Oh my god! Is this what I think it is?" she exclaimed and turned to the priestess who was looking on with a mischievous gleam in her eyes.

"You like?" Willow teased. "You did ask, after all."

"Oh my god," Dawn repeated, her face now totally crimson. "You didn't!"

"As my grandmother used to say, 'Use it in good health'," Willow teased her.

"What is it?" Skye asked, curious.

"Never mind!" Dawn said, stuffing the box under her arm.

"What'd you get her?" Buffy asked Willow in an accusing manner. [image: image3.jpg]



"I'll tell ya later," Willow said.

"No she won't!" Dawn exclaimed before she turned quickly to Willow. "No you won't, will you?"

"Remember that old saying about revenge, Dawnie?" Willow smiled.

"Yes, well…" Giles butted in replacing his glasses on his nose. "Open another, Dawn, quickly. I beg you."

"Thanks, Giles," Dawn said reaching for another package.

As Dawn continued, Rowena quietly slipped into the room and watched the gift frenzy with a slight smile on her face. From the other side of the room, Willow saw Robin move over to greet the blonde and bring her a drink. He said something that seemed to amuse her and they both gave a small chuckle. Turning her eyes away again, Willow went back to watching Dawn open her presents.

Cut to:
Int.
Presidium Citadel in Vor – Panopticon – Same time 

The Lover silently observed the birthday party in the spherical, shifting morass of images around her, her green-green eyes absorbing the relaxed family scene. Although the Unmaker made no sound, the moment he entered the chamber the Lover waved a hand, fragmenting the sphere, sending the images back to the dark walls of the Panopticon, where they writhed, distorted and incomplete. She looked up, questioning, as the Unmaker approached and stood before her.

"Everything is in place?" she asked. A nod from the tall figure, and she drew a short breath, her teeth clenched. For a moment the Unmaker's eyes gleamed through the shroud of shadows about him, black and still.

"Thank you, my master," she said, exhaling calmly. He turned slightly, inclining his head towards one of the images on the chamber's walls. With a gesture the Lover drew it from its place, the twisted forms straightening into a view of the birthday celebrants as it neared.

"It will work," the Lover said. "She will be drawn to it. It will function as expected."

The Unmaker turned his attention on the image, as it drifted from one face to another around the Council meeting room. Where his gaze fell the image distorted, eddies forming in the magic, recoiling from the focus of the Unmaker's eyes.

"Synchronicity will work in our favor," the Lover continued. "It is an excellent opportunity for us to study the only creatures ever to succeed in defying one of our number. Look at them," she pointed, drawing a clawed fingertip through the image, swirling through its surface gently, "I find them fascinating subjects. They bond to each other not by blood or duty, but by choice. A patriarchal figure in the Englishman, watchful brothers in the young men, and a great sisterhood among the Slayers." A cold smile formed on her dark gray lips, and she twitched her fingers, sending the image reeling to come to rest on Mia and Kennedy. "Strong feelings among them, ties of shared flesh…shared feelings…" She turned to the Unmaker.

"We must study them," she said. "We must test them, subject them to stress, learn how they survive...or how they break."

The dark figure nodded slowly, and reached out. He drew his fingertips through the lover's faces, as the shadowy aura surrounding his arm flowed into the image and changed it – bright colors turned deep crimson and ashen gray, the smiles warped into sickly rictus grins. The Unmaker drew back his hand, watching the image return to normal.

"We think alike," the Lover said, a slight tremble in her voice. "We can't afford to move in haste. I promise you… we will be strong again." The Unmaker glanced down at her, and she froze in place, veins standing out on her mottled face. [image: image4.jpg]



Quickly, the Unmaker passed a clawed hand in front of her face. For a brief instant his aura reached out and lanced into her eyes, and her skin trembled, moving of its own accord, stirred as if by turmoil beneath its surface. Then it was over, and she staggered back a step, almost lifting a hand to her throat, but stopping it part-way.

"My master," she said breathlessly, regaining her footing, "yes… We will be strong. When I discover the weak one among them."

Fade Out 

End of Teaser

Swap Meet
Act One
Starring: Thora Birch, Felicia Day, Lindsay Felton, Norika Fujiwara, Stephanie March, Carly Schroeder and Elijah Wood
Guest starring Brad Dourif as Brell and Sarah Michelle Gellar as Buffy Summers

Fade In
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – Day

Willow stood in her coven room, mixing herbs in a bowl when she heard her door open. [image: image5.jpg]



"Hope I'm not interrupting," Becca said as she peeked her head inside.

"Hey you, welcome to the family," she said warmly. "Sure you want to join this crazy lot permanently? We'd love to have you, but you do realize we are all insane, right?"

"I'll take my chances." The older woman grinned before looking serious. "Willow, I need to speak with you."

"If it's about Ro, you're too late," Willow said before turning back to her work.

Becca frowned, then tiptoed carefully inside. "So she told you?"

"In a roundabout way, yeah."

Becca examined Willow for a moment. "Are you handling it okay?" [image: image6.jpg]



Willow considered the question carefully. "No, I'm not. I'm being petty a-and small and, damn it," Willow said dropping the marble grinder into the bowl. "Why didn't she tell me? She told you, but she couldn't tell me?" The question came out as a pain-filled plea for understanding. "I feel terrible about what happened to her…" Willow looked like she was going to say something more, but stopped and put her hands out in front of her in a yielding motion. "I'm just a shallow person I guess. Let's just leave it at that."

"You're hurt she didn't tell you first?" Becca guessed.

Willow shrugged and went back to her work. "She's the one who was attacked, and if I had known, I…" A new thought crossed her face. "Just how many other people knew about this, Becca?"

"No one, Sweetie, just me," the older woman insisted. "She wanted you to know, Willow. She really did, and she wasn't keeping secrets. It was just lousy timing. I had to leave town –."

"Does Giles know?" Willow asked cutting her off and turning to face her.

"No," Becca answered firmly. "Rowena asked me not to mention it. And I did come to speak to you, but you'd already left for Boston. By the time you got back I was gone so…I'm sorry. Maybe I should have called and told you, but this seemed like something I should do face to face."

"It's not your fault," Willow told her. "It's not even her fault. It's mine for being childish."

"No," Becca insisted again. "You felt she should trust you and you wanted to know first, before anyone else here. I can see why you'd feel slighted. But try to look at it from her side. When she told Jordon, well, he didn't take it too good and she was scared."

"Of what?" Willow answered.

"Your first reaction, and hers. She didn't wanna start putting up new walls to replace the ones she's trying to tear down. She figured if I told you, then you could…I don't know, digest it first. She didn't want your shock or your pity, Sweetie."

"Well, I did exactly what she didn't want," Willow replied frustrated. "I freaked. Not stark raving mad. More like a-a stunned silent gaze."

Becca chewed her bottom lip for a moment. "Have you talked to her since?"

"No. She was at Dawn's party last night, but we didn't speak," the witch answered.

"Why not?" Becca asked.

"I don't know what to say and obviously neither does she, but…I'll figure it out."

"Well, for what it's worth, I am sorry, Will."

The redhead mustered a grin. "It's okay," she said. Becca appeared unconvinced. "No, really. I'm…I'm dealing a-and when I'm ready, I'll talk to her. I just don't want to blow it. You know, say the wrong thing? So until I feel like I won't shove my foot in my mouth, I'll just keep to myself. After last night, apparently, I'm not alone in this theory."

Becca reached out and squeezed Willow's arm. "If you need me Sweetheart, I'm here."

Willow nodded and looked at the canvas sack in Becca's hand. "So what's in the bag?" she asked, hoping to change the subject.

"Hidden treasure from a swap meet. Or, as my fiancé calls it, junk." Becca grinned and Willow followed with one of her own.

"You've got to make allowances for the stuffy British guy who doesn't always know a good thing when he sees it," Willow teased.

Becca gave her a smile and whispered conspiratorially, "You might want to consider that when it comes to a certain stuffy Canadian too."

Willow tried to hold back her grin and silently nodded.

Cut to:
Int.
Gym – Same time

Kennedy walked by, watching the girls wrestling in teams of two on the mats, and nodded as she assessed their performance.

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Same time

Dawn, Skye and Jeff sat at a round table looking at various books.

"I want a drink," Skye announced. "Need anything?" she asked her peers.

"No, thanks," Dawn answered while Jeff just shook his head.

They returned to reading as Skye walked from the room.

Cut to:
Int.
Faith and Robin's Apartment – Same time

Faith sat at the table with the laptop, hunting and pecking, as she looked back and forth from a calendar to the screen. [image: image7.jpg]



"When are you going to approve those Watchers for night patrolling?" she called over her shoulder.

Robin looked up from the sofa where he sat taking notes from an old book. "I'm hoping in three weeks."

"Okay, I'll work them into the rotation. I just wish Giles and Rowena would tell me who they want to pair them with so I can get this finished for good," she grumbled as she turned back and started to type again.

Robin held back a laugh but smiled fondly as he turned back to his book.

Cut to:
Int.
Kitchen – Same time

Buffy, Tracey and Andrew worked on preparing lunch. Buffy held a large group of lunch trays.

"I'm gonna take these over," she told Tracey, who nodded in agreement.

Andrew stood nervously looking at Tracey, who seemed oblivious to his attention. She turned swiftly to face him and he averted his eyes quickly.

"I'm gonna help Buffy get the lunchroom set up. The girls will be breaking soon," his assistant said.

"Oh, uh, okay, that sounds good," he said and then watched her leave.

His shoulders slumped in defeat.

"Hey Andy," Xander said as he walked inside the kitchen, startling Andrew back to attention. "I'm out of water in the shop. Think you could bring some down?" he said as he went to the refrigerator and pulled out a water bottle.

"Sure, no problem. I'll do it today. Uh, can I ask a question?"

"I don't drink all the water myself," Xander said defensively. "Vi and those Slayerettes really put it away when they're on the production line."

"What?" Andrew asked confusedly, but quickly caught up. "Oh no, this isn't about the water. It's about…girls…"

Xander began to choke on his drink and had to catch his breath. "Andy, I had no idea! I mean, really, I had no idea. Girls you say?"

Andrew ignored the comment with a roll of his eyes. "Let's say there's this girl you like, and let's suppose you work together. She's knows all about Dragonball Z and owns the entire collection of original Star Wars comics. We're talking the real thing too – Marvel, not some cheesy Jedi Tales '90s crap…and…and perhaps something kinda happened, but now you don't really know where you stand and…"

"Could this girl also be named Tracey?" Xander asked seriously before he smiled.

Andrew's eyes shifted around the room. "Hypothetically," he answered, looking nervous.

Xander laughed and patted him on the shoulder. "Our little Andrew is growing up," he remarked.

Once again the cook pushed the lighthearted ribbing aside and instead asked, "How do you get girls to notice you?" [image: image8.jpg]



"Ah yes," Xander began, "One of the great mysteries in life. For me, it's just a matter of being in the company of an evil woman. All I have to do is breathe. But you want to know how to move from friendly interaction to smoochies, right?"

"Right!" Andrew said excitedly. "I mean you and Willow were friends and then at one point, you know..."

"And as you can see, we're in romantic bliss together to this day," Xander quipped.

"Maybe you really aren't the right one to ask," Andrew reconsidered.

Xander laughed. "Come on down to the workshop," he said as he put his arm around Andrew, leading him away. "I'll make a man outta ya." Andrew looked suspiciously at Xander's arm draped around him. "To taaalk. Sheesh," Xander whined.

Cut to:
Int.
Gym – Same time

"Okay girls," Kennedy announced. "Take two laps around the block before you hit the showers. Marsha, you're on mat detail."

"Teacher's pet," Rita, one of the Slayers in training, mumbled as the group ran in a line formation through the back exit.

Marsha glowered, but didn't offer a retort. She just walked with Kennedy and began to roll the large blue plastic from one side while the senior Slayer took the other.

Cut to:
Int.
Giles Apartment – Same time

Giles heard the sound of keys at his door and rose from the table to unlock it. Becca began to walk through before he reached it.

"Good afternoon," he greeted her with a kiss, which she returned.

As she walked further into the room her nose crinkled.

"What is that awful smell?" she asked.

"Pardon me?" he asked and watched her point to the dining room table. "Oh, it's Irish Stew. I was going to offer you some since you usually like it."

"It smells funny today. If you get sick, we'll know why," she said, as she set her bag down on the sofa.

"How about some coffee instead then?" he offered. [image: image9.jpg]



"Sounds good."

As he walked to the kitchen, he continued to speak. "More rare, priceless, artifacts from the flea market, I presume?"

"Don't worry, I'm not putting any of them in your house. I just thought I'd clean them up while I'm over here," she replied, somewhat irritably.

Giles glanced up sharply, as if a little hurt, but he shook it off and began to pour her coffee into a mug.

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Apartment – Same time [image: image10.jpg]



Willow marked the book in her hand and walked to the door after hearing a knock. When she looked out the peep hole she took a calming breath before opening the door.

"Can I come in?" Rowena asked softly.

Willow paused.

Cut to:
Int.
Kitchen – Same time

Bonnie walked in and headed straight for the refrigerator. She reached for the door, but an unseen barrier prevented her from opening it.

"You got to be kidding me. All I want is a drink," she argued with the inanimate appliance.

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Apartment – Same time

Willow shrugged and left the door open as she turned back inside. Rowena crossed the threshold and closed the door behind her. When she turned around she found Willow on the sofa, cleaning up a host of books and printouts.

"I'm surprised to find you here."

"Why?" the witch asked.

"I figured you'd be spending time with Buffy." When Willow didn't answer, Rowena made her way deeper into the apartment. "Researching?" she asked casually.

"That's me. Research girl."

"No different colored pens?" Rowena teased as she looked at the table.

With a sheepish grin, Willow raised her hip and reached to her side before holding up three highlighters – pink, green and yellow.

Rowena gave short laugh. "I knew it," she said affectionately. "That's why I came back after all." [image: image11.jpg]



"My idiosyncrasies and love of color?"

"No, those are just bonuses," she said smiling fondly. "You make the most out of everything in life – I missed that." She moved closer and looked at one of the titles on the table. "If She Is Raped: A Guidebook for Husbands, Fathers, and Male Friends," she read aloud. "You're doing this for me?"

"I'm doing this for us. They don't have a book titled 'When your indecisive, prospective girlfriend's been raped, a female view'. I had to take what I could find," Willow muttered.

"It was a long time ago, Willow. I'm past the self-help stage," Rowena answered.

"I just found out and I'm not. And I'm not convinced you are either."

"Fair enough." Rowena nodded firmly, just once. "I'm over it as much as I'm going to be. How's that?"

Willow shook her head again. "I still don't buy it, Ro. You blew me off for four months because you were afraid."

"Talking to Althenea I see?"

"Al?" Willow asked, puzzled for a second, and then shook her head. "No. I came up with this theory all on my own."

Cut to:
Int.
Giles's Apartment – Same time

"Is something bothering you?" Giles asked. [image: image12.jpg]



"You mean aside from that overwhelming stench," Becca said nodding to the bowl Giles held.

Giles stopped in mid-chew. He stood up, walked to the kitchen and dumped the contents into the trashcan. "There," he said as he returned.

"I'm sorry," Becca apologized sincerely. "I'm just moody and cranky right now. Maybe I should just go."

"Maybe you should stay and tell me what's troubling you?" Giles suggested gently.

Becca shrugged. "I feel…blah. Maybe it's Rowena and Willow." At Giles's confused look, Becca explained, "Ro needed me to talk to Willow about something and I said I would and I didn't get the chance and Willow found out and now Willow feels bad and I'm sure Rowena feels bad and…is babbling contagious? I think I'm spending too much time around here."

Giles smiled reassuringly, then turned more serious. "This something you were supposed to tell Willow…?" he began.

"Is private," Becca said holding up her hands, preempting the question, "and I promised Rowena I wouldn't say anything to anyone, not even you."

"That's all right. I think I know. Something happened when she was young, at the Watchers Academy," Giles answered, removing his glasses and beginning to polish them absently. The sadness in his eyes told Becca more than any words.

"You know…about the…?"

"Rape?" Giles asked softly. Becca nodded in surprise. "Yes. When she first came to us, and we got things squared away with the Old Guard, I asked Robson for any information he had on Rowena – her history, her whereabouts over the years…I never mentioned anything-- there wasn't a need."

"I promised her I wouldn't tell anyone," Becca repeated.

"Oh, I won't say anything." He replaced his glasses and smiled at her kindly. "I'm glad she confided in someone, though, and that Willow now knows. I suspected that's why Rowena avoided her this summer, but I didn't say anything. As difficult as it was to remain silent, it wasn't my place."

"Somehow I got stuck in the middle," Becca sighed, but quickly added, "Not that I mind. I was glad to help I just…wish I could have actually helped and told Willow first like Rowena wanted."

Becca pulled out a vase and a polishing cloth.

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Apartment – Same time

There was a brief pause until Rowena admitted, "You're right. I didn't think I was running when I left, but…you were right. I had a duty, yes, but…I was afraid."

"Why? You don't have to give me an answer if you don't know yet," Willow added quickly. "But…if you've got some idea, some clue, please be honest with me. No more secrets."

Rowena scooted the books over on the coffee table and sat on the edge so she was face to face with Willow. "Where would you like to start?" she asked softly. [image: image13.jpg]



Willow looked totally confused. "I-I don't even know where to start. My mind feels like it's going to implode from one moment to the next."

"Please," Rowena said, cracking a small grin, taking Willow's hands in hers. "No self-destructions here. Just take it one thing at a time."

After a few moments of consideration the priestess asked, "What did I do? I mean, what was it about me that scared you so much?"

"Like I said before, it wasn't you. It was me," Rowena answered without so much as a pause. Willow began to protest, but Rowena put her fingers over her lips. "I remembered how things were with Jordon. I did love him, at first. But he…I was too repressed for him."

"You mean…?"

"Sexually. I knew it wouldn't work in the end, so I left him. Yes, he wanted me to leave the Council and, yes, there were other things we didn't see eye to eye on but…I remember how he hounded me about why I never liked touching or being touched and when I told him what had happened, he exploded."

"He was mad at you because you were raped?" Willow asked, sounding a bit incredulous and hostile.

Rowena shook her head. "No, no, not me. He was angry at James." Willow appeared confused and the blonde explained. "See, his father knew about the attack because of the Council involvement, but he never said anything to Jordon. Jordon, on the other hand, thought James should have shared this information upfront before he and I started dating seriously. It drove a wedge between them…I thought after I told Jordon – if he knew why – then maybe things would get better for us, physically, but, they didn't."

Rowena paused and Willow spoke up. "Can I say something here?" she asked. Rowena gave her a nod. "I'm not Jordon."

Rowena nodded again. "I realize that…but I didn't want another relationship slowly dying. Especially not with you, because…I don't think I could take the resentment. I was afraid I couldn't be everything you'd expect, so I left."

"And what do I expect? Did you ever ask?" Willow asked, exasperated.

"No." Rowena gave a nervous grin and shook her head. "But I know the type of girl Kennedy is and I could never –."

"Am I with Kennedy now?" Willow interrupted.

"No, but I do remember one thing you two had was a great sex life. I know you said you needed more, but I also knew I couldn't give you that," Rowena countered. "Truth is, I still don't think I can."

"Because of the attack and then what happened with Jordon?" Willow asked. Rowena nodded and Willow reciprocated the action. "Okay," the witch went on. "Let me ask this: Was he your first lover?"

"He was my only lover. I mean I fooled around, or tried to anyway, but…"

"Did he make any effort to do any exercises with you physically after finding out?"

"Exercises?" Rowena asked.

"Yeah, research girl strikes again," she said reaching over and holding up one of her books before setting it back down. "There are physical exercises that build trust and confidence. Not only with your partner, but for yourself too."

Rowena paused and grinned sheepishly. "No exercises with Jordon," she confessed.

"Hmm, now we're getting somewhere," Willow said, a bit lost in thought.

"And where would that be exactly?" Rowena teased.

"Some place between utter confusion and vivid clarity."

Rowena chuckled lightly and Willow responded with a small grin.

"Next potentially embarrassing question," the witch began. "Do you know what makes you happy, physically? Are there certain erogenous zones more…erogenous-y, than others? Are there certain ways people touch you that make you remember the attack?"

Rowena looked uncomfortable and stood up. "See? This is what I mean. I'm not what you need. You should have a woman that knows her own body and – ."

"I'm gonna put you in the 'nada' column when it comes to knowing thyself. But that's okay, Ro." [image: image14.jpg]



"No, it's not," she said on the verge of tears. "I'm 26 years old! I never felt comfortable with anyone, let alone myself. Like I said, you need a woman who's –."

"Listen to me," Willow said, stopping her. "You were physically brutalized by some bastard you trusted." Rowena looked away but Willow went on. "After that, you slept with a guy you loved, but, in the end, he cared more about his jollies a-and his agenda than your well-being. Neither of those things is your fault."

"But I'm not –."

"Nor," Willow said as she stressed the word, "do I hold it against you. So stop holding it against yourself."

Rowena nodded, but continued to look everywhere but at Willow.

"Regardless of what happens between us," the witch persisted, "even if we never reach a place together, you need to discover there is more to love a-and life and, yes, sex. I'm not pushing, Rowena. I'll move as slow as you want – just as long as you trust me that things today aren't all they could be for you."

Rowena's lip stiffened and she looked down to the floor. "Never reach a place together? Are you saying you don't want me?" she whispered toward the carpet.

Willow closed the distance between them and gently lifted Rowena's head until their foreheads touched. Her fingertips lightly grazed Rowena's cheeks. "I've never stopped wanting you…so tell me, if I could give you one thing, what would it be?" Willow whispered. [image: image15.jpg]



"A second chance," Rowena said before she sniffed dramatically.

"Sweetie, you already have that."

Rowena fell silent again and pulled back, but after a few moments she burst into tears.

Cut to:
Int.
Kitchen – Same time

Skye walked into the kitchen to see Bonnie ranting at the refrigerator. The young woman began to smile.

"And another thing," Bonnie shouted as she waved her finger as if the refrigerator was actually listening. She stopped and turned to see Skye grinning at her.

"I've read about demonic possession in Dawn's books, but never anything about evil fridges," she said as she walked over and opened the door.

"It's the stupid spell," Bonnie told her, exasperated. "I can't open the friggin' door!"

"Well, we don't want you poisoning our food supply in our sleep," Skye replied mildly, still amused.

"For the last time, I'm not a murderer."

"Better safe than sorry, or dead," Skye said as she folded her arms across her chest. [image: image16.jpg]



Bonnie slumped her shoulders. "Look, all I want is a soda or some ice for a glass of water. My mini-fridge is empty."

Skye smirked. She opened the door and handed Bonnie a can. "I'm feeling generous," she said.

"My savior," Bonnie said mockingly.

Skye quickly snatched the can back from Bonnie's hand and returned it, shutting the door.

"Hey!" Bonnie complained.

"Now let's try again. But this time I want to hear a little more gratitude and a little less sarcasm," Skye told her.

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Apartment – Same time

Rowena buried her face into the crook of Willow's neck, crying, as they stood there holding each other. The witch closed her eyes and placed a long kiss near Rowena's temple while her hand stroked the woman's blonde hair. As Rowena's sobs tapered off, Willow asked softly, "What else do you need?"

"Time," Rowena muttered, but didn't add more.

"I said I won't push. Is that what you're worried about?" Willow asked. Rowena just nodded, still tucked next to Willow's neck. "I told you, as slow as you want…anything else?" the priestess asked.

Rowena pulled back slightly and closed her eyes. She reached up and pulled Willow's lips down to hers in a leisurely, but passionate gesture. Her hand tentatively rose up and her fingers worked their way into Willow's hair as she deepened the kiss. When Rowena pulled back she licked her lips and gave Willow a bashful grin. [image: image17.jpg]



"I thought about doing that all summer," she admitted awkwardly.

Willow grinned. "I like how you think."

She gently cupped Rowena's face in her palms and returned with a slow burning kiss, lightly nipping at the blonde's bottom lip.

"Is this a start?" Rowena mumbled between returning to Willow's lips again and again without prompting.

"UmMm," Willow replied, her voice muffled by the Watcher's lips gently pulling on her own.

Cut to:
Int.
Giles's Apartment – Same time

"This isn't your fault," Giles told Becca, taking the polishing cloth from her so he had her full attention.

"I know, but I can't help it, Rupert. I made things worse now. Willow feels betrayed that Rowena told me first. Ro's probably upset I didn't do what I promised. And –."

"Both women can be stubborn. But they won't blame you for this or hold resentment against you," he assured her.

Becca smiled and stole her cloth back playfully. "Thank you. Really. But if you don't mind I have work to do," she said as she waved the cloth and began polishing.

Giles turned and picked up his coffee mug when a confused expression crossed his face. He looked at Becca and then at his coffee mug and back at Becca. [image: image18.jpg]



At the same time, Becca froze, regarding the rag in her hand with genuine astonishment. She looked up in time to watch the mug Giles had been holding shatter on the floor.

She whispered, "Becca?"

The man's green eyes found hers. "Giles?" he asked.

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Apartment – Same time

A wave, invisible to human eyes, floated through the living [image: image19.jpg]


room as Willow stood wrapped in Rowena's embrace. Rowena pulled back with a puzzled look that soon bordered on horror as she watched an equally mystified expression cross Willow's face.

Rowena's eyes widened and she suddenly looked panic stricken as she examined her body.

"Oh god," the blonde said as she trembled. "I morphed again!"

End of Act One
Swap Meet
Act Two
Fade In
Int.
Giles's Apartment – Same time

"Are you okay?" Giles asked Becca from his position on the sofa, and inside the woman's trembling body. [image: image20.jpg]



"No, I'm not okay! I'm you! You're me!" Becca answered, bordering on hysteria, in Giles's familiar baritone.

Giles stood up from the sofa and took Becca by both arms. As he gripped them he gave an extra squeeze and a slight smile came to his face.

"What?" she asked looking down at his small hands clutching her biceps.

"I'm just in better shape than I imagined," he said proudly.

"Rupert, this is not the time to compare and contrast, okay?" Becca snapped.

"Right, right…Just take deep breaths. We'll figure this out."

"I'm leaning towards blind panic myself," Becca answered.

"I realize that," Giles said soothingly, "but I'm sure there's a logical explanation here."

"Being?" Becca asked and prompted with her hands for him to continue.

Giles paused. "I haven't a clue right now."

Becca reached up to pinch her nose, but instead her fingers hit the unfamiliar glasses resting there. "This is going to take some adjustment," she observed, as she pulled the glasses from her face.

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Apartment – Same time

"Oh God," Willow said as she started to pace in Rowena's body. [image: image21.jpg]



"Calm down, Will," Rowena told her before becoming distracted by the red hair over her shoulder. She picked it up and examined it for a moment.

"Why is it when I kiss a woman the first time bad things happen?" Willow asked as she ran her fingers through her hair and came to an abrupt stop. She looked at her hand and then shook her head as if remembering her hair, Rowena's hair, was short and not the length she found familiar.

"Technically, this wasn't the first time," Rowena answered. "And second, it might not be just us."

Willow paused and began to nod. "Right, right," she said nervously. Suddenly dread returned to her face and she started to pace again. "Oh, who am I kidding? I know it's me."

Rowena sighed and shook her head. "Oh, this is fun."

Cut to:
Int.
Xander's workshop – Same time [image: image22.jpg]



"What's going on?" Xander asked as he looked at his body sitting across from him.

Andrew and Xander's eyes widened and they let out a high-pitched scream before running away from one another in opposite directions.

Cut to:
Int.
Kitchen – Same time

Bonnie and Skye stared at each other in shock. Bonnie, in Skye's body, recovered first, reaching out and opening the refrigerator without a problem. She smiled broadly as she began to feel herself all over. [image: image23.jpg]



"Hey! Get your hands off…me!" Skye ordered.

A look of realization washed over Bonnie. "I'd stick around, but I have things to do," she answered as she started from the room.

Skye reached out and grabbed her arm. "Get back here with my body!"

"Sorry, Toots."

As Skye reached again for Bonnie the real estate agent pulled back and swung, connecting with Skye's chin. Skye staggered a step or [image: image24.jpg]


two, but when she tried to charge Bonnie, she was thrown against the wall by mystical energy and slammed to the floor.

"Hmm, so that's what happens if I try to hurt someone. Interesting," Bonnie said as she grinned down at Skye. "Oh well," she sighed and walked casually from the room, leaving Skye, and her own body, behind.

Fade to
Int.
Watchers Lobby – Moments later

Giles and Becca could hear the confused sounds of panicked conversations echoing through the lobby as they entered, holding each other's hand tightly. He cleared his voice and tried to speak, but the group paid no heed. He pursed Becca's lips in a very Giles-like manner and rolled her eyes. Then he whispered something up in his companion's ear.

With an amused grin, Becca gave her best Giles impression, made easier by being delivered in his own voice, "All right, everyone, just calm down." She turned and indicated the shorter woman at her side, as all eyes turned to her. "A little attention for the lady," she grinned, and was rewarded by a fascinating look at her own expression when she was murderously pissed off.

Giles turned from her with a long suffering sigh. "Good Lord," he murmured. More loudly, "All right. Who are we missing?" he asked the group, giving Becca's voice as much calm assurance as he could manage under the circumstances. [image: image25.jpg]



"Willow," Kennedy spoke up in Marsha's body. "And Rowena," she added in a smaller voice. Faith looked over and shook her bald head in merriment at Kennedy's disgusted tone, and Kennedy found herself unable to hold back a grin.

"Oh god, Skye," Dawn said in a cracking teenage male voice as she turned to Jeff, who was in her body.

"She went to the kitchen," he added to the group.

"I'll go check," Xander told Dawn as he began to walk away. "You start the study group on what's got us all hocus pocused."

"Buffy and Tracey too. They were setting up for lunch," Andrew spoke up in Xander's body as he watched his own body walking away. He stared for a moment and then shook his head pushing away the distraction. "This is so freaky…but kinda cool." He ended with a slight chuckle and turned to see Dawn in Jeff's body scowling at him.

"What?" he asked, his brown eyes not making contact.

At that moment, Buffy and Tracey walked in side-by-side, chuckling about something that amused them. They both came to an abrupt halt when they found nearly everyone gathered in the lobby, just standing around.

"Lemme guess," Buffy asked, taking in the expressions around her. "Another apocalypse?"

"Buffy?" Giles asked the petite blonde. "Is that you?" [image: image26.jpg]



"Umm, yeah," she answered. "We have met before, Becca, remember? I guess Giles didn't tell you I was coming in."

Giles shook his head and a wayward strand of his blonde hair fell into his eyes, forcing him to push it back. "I am Giles. Everyone at the Council got...switched with whomever they were with approximately ten minutes ago."

"Not everyone," Buffy told him as she turned to Andrew's assistant. "I'm still me. Tracey?"

Tracey felt her own face, chest and thighs. "I feel the same," she replied with a shrug.

"Well, perhaps you were too far away from what's affecting all of us?" Giles remarked thoughtfully, considering that option.

"That can't be right," Kennedy offered, and everyone turned to the small blonde. She pointed at Buffy and Tracey. "You guys were in the dining room, right?"

Buffy and Tracey both nodded.

"Marsha and I were in the gym," she said as she pointed to the brunette standing beside her. "That's farther away from the central location where all of you were," she said and pointed around the room. "So is the workshop where Xander and Andrew were, come to think of it. So why didn't these two switch?" she asked indicating Tracey and Buffy. [image: image27.jpg]



"This might be a stupid question…" Everyone turned at the sound and looked to the top of the stairs where they thought they saw Willow standing as she continued, "But did anybody here..."

"Yes," a chorus of voices called out nonchalantly.

"It's not just us, Willow," she said as she waved the witch from the room in the hallway behind her. The group watched as the blonde head popped out and looked around before stepping out of the doorway completely.

"You two swapped places?" Giles asked.

"Looks that way," Rowena answered as she walked down the stairs, her red hair bouncing with each step and Willow following behind her.

"At this time we're trying t-to deduce how this happened," Giles began, the stutter seeming strange coming from Becca's mouth. "Everyone seems to be affected, with the exception of Buffy and Tracey. Perhaps there is some common link." [image: image28.jpg]



"Meaning?" Faith asked as Robin's deep voice echoed against the lobby walls.

"What was everyone doing at the time of the change?" he asked, looking to Rowena and Willow first.

"Well," Willow began, "actually, we were –." Before she could finish Rowena cut her short.

"Talking, in her living room." She paused and looked down at her Wiccan body. "Well, my living room. In Willow's living room. Anyone confused yet?" Everyone held up their hands. "We need name tags, quick," she added.

"We need to figure out what caused this," Giles told them.

"Oh!" Becca exclaimed. "The vase!" The look of triumph on the tall man's face was so familiar and reassuring, it caused several in the room to relax, just seeing it. [image: image29.jpg]



"Vase? What vase?" Rowena asked.

"From the swap meet. I started to polish it, and that's when it happened. Maybe it's like Aladdin's lamp. Instead of three wishes, you get condemned to life outside your body, or something along those lines."

Rowena cocked her head in curiosity as she listened to Becca speaking in Giles's body.

"Where is the vase now?" Robin asked with his newly-acquired Boston accent.

"Upstairs," Becca answered. "I'll go get it," she added before bolting up the stairs.

Rowena pointed toward Becca as she took off up the stairs. "Did anyone notice that?" the Watcher asked.

"Notice what?" Kennedy asked.

"She has an accent," Rowena answered. [image: image30.jpg]



"Well, she is Giles after all," Marsha replied, as Andrew took a step closer to listen to the conversation.

"No," Rowena told her. "Accents are strictly mental – a speech pattern that's developed in the mind. Becca should still sound like Becca, even if she looks like Giles."

"So you're saying…?" Marsha prompted.

"Maybe more than our bodies got switched."

Giles turned to Dawn's body. "Dawn," he began. He watched as Jeff raised his hand behind the young woman he was looking at directly in front of him.

"Over here," she reminded him.

"Bloody hell," Giles sighed. "Willow, please go make some nametags immediately."

Willow's blonde head bobbed before she walked away. Giles then turned back to Dawn and Jeff. "Can you both start collecting books and looking through some of the computer files?" He looked to his left and added, "Ro- Willow will give you a hand." [image: image31.jpg]



"Hey guys!" Xander shouted before they could move. "Skye's gone, and Bonnie's unconscious in the kitchen. Better get the doctor."

"Why do I doubt that's Bonnie?" Giles asked rhetorically as Dawn and Jeff dashed toward the kitchen.

"I'll get the doctor," Jeff announced as Dawn followed Xander.

"She ran," Kennedy answered. "Brand new skin that no demon will be looking for, so why stick around? I'll go round up the girls out on the run."

"No," Marsha spoke up, resting her hand on the shorter young woman's shoulder. "I'll go. I've got your body. You run faster."

Before anyone could protest, Marsha sprinted out the door. [image: image32.jpg]



"So what do we do now?" Andrew asked Giles as Becca returned, vase in hand.

"I suggest we just go back to our normal routines, if we can," the head Watcher said. "We'll research and try to keep things quiet until we figure out a solution."

"Robert is watching the shop," Becca told them. "I'm supposed to be there in less than an hour," she added, as she looked at her wrist, only to be reminded that Giles wore his watch on the other hand. She raised it instead and noted the time, a little awkwardly.

"That's a good point," Faith said, her deep voice resonant as she stepped forward towering over Robin in her new body. "Who goes out on patrol tonight? Me or Robin?" she asked, pointing between them.

Giles held his hand up and closed his eyes as if trying to concentrate. After a brief pause he opened them. "I'll go close the shop and give Robert the rest of the day off so we don't raise suspicions. As for patrolling, both of you should go out together. Robin has exceptional fighting skills, so I'm not concerned. Agreed?"

Everyone nodded and Giles began to walk toward the staircase but stumbled in the heeled shoes he was wearing. He managed to catch himself before falling and cursed inaudibly, under his breath.

"I'm getting out of these death traps and picking up a pair of flats," he shouted without looking back.

Cut to:
Int.
Infirmary – Moments Later

"Just keep the ice on it for twenty minutes on and twenty off for the next hour or so," the doctor told Skye as he left the room, leaving her, Dawn and Buffy alone.

The young woman now trapped in Bonnie's body glanced at her girlfriend.

"So how do you feel about older women?" Skye teased as she looked anxiously at Dawn.

Dawn looked down at her male body, taking in her own altered appearance. "How do you feel about dating a guy half your age?"

Skye smiled but then looked frustrated. "Oh, this is a mess," Skye sighed as Dawn took her hand.

Buffy ran her palm over the back of Dawn's head. "I'll find her. I promise."

"When you do," Skye told her, "just remember not to rough her up too much. But I think that goes without saying," she added as she motioned to the body that wasn't hers.

"I promise. No broken bones," Buffy replied with a grin as she walked out.

"Or teeth?" Skye yelled toward the hallway. "Six years of braces, I'd like to keep them a while longer."

Cut to:
Ext.
City Street – Moments Later

Marsha raced along in Kennedy's body and spotted Vi leading the girls back toward the council. "Vi?" she called out.

The redheaded Slayer stopped her team and jogged the rest of the way until they met. [image: image33.jpg]



"What's wrong?" Vi asked, sensing the concern in the voice.

"You're…you, right?" she asked.

"What? Uh, yeah."

Marsha opened her mouth to say something but looked over to see Rita in the group and a wicked smile came to her dark face.

"One sec," she said as she jogged over to Rita. "Drop and give me 100!" she snapped in her best Kennedy drill sergeant imitation. Rita looked confused, and Marsha added, "Now, maggot!"

Looking scared, Rita fell to the ground and began doing pushups. Marsha's smile widened even more. She then ran back over to Vi, who looked totally confused.

"What in the world is going on, Ken?" Vi asked.

Marsha grinned as she watched Rita. "Some just desserts. But let's get back to the Council and the Watcher folks can explain."

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – Moments Later

"How goes the search, Will?" Buffy asked, and watched the blonde head swivel around.

"She stopped at the bank, withdrew funds from an ATM – five thousand in cash."
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"Cool! So the locator spell's a-locating then."

"I wish," Willow harrumphed. Buffy looked bewildered. "Her bank called," Willow confessed sheepishly.

"Score one for corporate America. So she's looking to run big time, I take it?" Buffy asked.

"Yeah, but she's only got three options, really. I don't see her risking getting caught by stealing a car, and she can't rent one because she's not 25 or older while in Skye's body. So that leaves –."

"Planes and trains," Buffy finished.

Willow nodded. "And buses. I've got Kennedy leading a team out at the train station. Faith and Robin are hitting her old haunts, and four other teams are now enroute to the airport and bus depot. As soon as Vi gets in we're sending her and Marsha out too."

Buffy began to grin and nodded her head. "Look at you!"

"Huh?"

"You – all with the organizing of troops. Pretty soon you'll be wearing tweed, indexing for fun…you better be careful."

Willow grinned. "I'll have you know this isn't how I thought we'd spend your trip here. I missed you, but as you can see…" she said as she waved a hand over Rowena's body she now possessed.

"Hellmouthy stuff strikes again. I get it, so don't worry. Besides I'll come around again soon. In fact, I was thinking…I like Europe so…maybe Robson might need a hand."

Willow's eyes widened and her mouth dropped. "Are you serious?"

"Nothing full-time," Buffy said holding up her hands. "Just a little Slaying on the side, between classes."

"This is so cool! Did you tell Giles yet?"

"I haven't told anyone," Buffy confessed.

"Just me?"

"Just you." Buffy smiled.

Willow squared her shoulders and looked proud. "Thanks! At least there's one woman in my life who lets me in on things first." Buffy looked confused, but Willow brushed her off. "Never mind, just venting. But this is great! You can be like-like our delegate to the European office."

"Would there be more pay for that position?"

"Oh, not a chance," Willow said seriously, before cracking a smile.

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Moments Later [image: image35.jpg]



Vi walked inside with Marsha, still in Kennedy's body, to see the group all sitting around the large table.

"Good," Giles said as he rose from the table wearing a label that said, "Hello my name is Giles." Vi looked around and began to read the other labels as if trying to figure out who was who. "Did Marsha explain the situation?" he asked.

"Yeah…weird," Vi said looking a bit unnerved to be addressed by Becca in such a proper voice.

"Well, we have a larger problem believe it or not. Bonnie appears to have left in Skye's body and is taking this misfortune as an opportunity to start her life over again. We need to find her."

"We don't even know where she went," Marsha reminded him. [image: image36.jpg]



"True, but she couldn't have gotten very far. We already have teams out there but we need all the Slayers out searching. Understood?"

"Sure, but when we find her, then what?" Vi asked.

"We're working on it right now," he said as he reached for Becca's coat. "But so far we've yet to find information about the vase. When we do, hopefully we can reverse its effects."

"Where are you going?" Vi asked.

"Off to be a shop proprietor again," he answered wryly.

Cut to:
Int.
Becca's Books – Moments Later

Giles opened the door to Becca's Books to see a dark haired man in his late thirties sitting on a stool, reading a book.

"Hey, the blonde vixen has returned," the man said as he climbed off the stool to stand behind the counter.

Giles pursed his lips at the comment and licked his lips as if tasting the lipstick for the first time. Instead of dwelling on it, he walked inside.

"Yes, sorry, I got detained-ah-held up. But I'm here now so you can go," he answered as he struggled to fight down his British phrasing.

"I don't have anywhere to be," Robert answered. "Let me get you a coffee."

"No really Robert –."

"It's no trouble. Besides I missed you when you were in Austin," he said, already walking back to the storeroom.

Giles scowled in the man's direction as he took a seat on the stool, fighting with adjusting the skirt. He sat with his legs open at first but then closed them with a snap before the man returned from the back.

"You don't say," he answered with as much neutrality as he could muster while he fought with the proper way to sit. Finally he crossed his legs at the knees, resting his hands on his upper thigh. [image: image37.jpg]



"Yeah I did…now don't take offense but, I have to ask something," he replied as he returned with two cups.

"What?" Giles asked.

"You're a beautiful woman Becca. I just can't see why you're engaged to an uptight Brit who's probably only looking for his green card. Honestly, what does that guy have to offer?"

Giles clinched his teeth for a moment. "That's not your concern," he said taking the cup.

"No, it is," Robert answered and put a hand on what he thought was Becca's knee. "I think you could find someone better is all."

"Look Robert," Giles began as he gave a feral grin and peered down at the man's unwelcome hand. "Number one, you take it off or I break it off. Number two, stay out of my private life."

"Becca," he whined, and gave the knee a light squeeze. "I only say this because I care about you."

"You only say this because you want into my knickers," Giles countered, trying to keep his reserve.

"Knickers? My god it's already happening. You're starting to talk like him, too. Listen," he said shaking his head, getting ready to make his point, "Yes, I'm physically attracted to you. I admit it, but it's more than that."

"And you think you'd be the better choice for me?" Giles asked.

Robert's fingers began to trace a lazy pattern on his employer's leg. "When you called and told me about the engagement, I promised myself when you got back I'd be honest with you. And yes, I know I'm the better choice…so what do you say? Will you at least consider it?"

Giles grinned and cleared his throat. "I say you're fired."

Robert began to chuckle and Giles slipped from the stool and walked over to the front door and opened it. Slowly Robert made his way over. He reached up and stroked Giles's feminine face and the Watcher turned away.

"Touch me again," Giles warned quietly, "and you're not only fired, you'll lose some teeth."

"Wooo," Robert taunted as he grabbed Giles by the waist.

The jab shot out so fast that Robert didn't even have the chance to move. He stumbled backward and grabbed his face before he looked into his hand.

"You bloodied my nose!" he shouted.

Giles raised his fist. "Beg your pardon. Must have missed. Should I aim for the teeth again?"

"You're insane! What the hell's wrong with you Becca?"

"You have a great deal to learn about women, Robert. No means no. And at the moment," Giles said as he grabbed Robert by the collar and tossed him to the sidewalk, "out means out!"

Giles slammed the door shut and locked it. After that he promptly turned the open sign to closed and shut the blind. "Stupid git," he muttered as he rubbed his knuckles as if easing the pain.

Giles turned around and walked toward the counter, locking the cash register and briskly taking the key. He was reaching for the lights when he heard a knock on the front door.

"Bloody bastard. Now what?" Giles sighed. He angrily turned around to see someone waving frantically through the small window of the door.

"Brell!"

Quickly, he walked back over and opened the door. "What are you doing here?"

"Mistress Giles," he nodded formally. "You okay? I saw man fall from your store." [image: image38.jpg]



"Come in," he answered and then relocked the door behind them. "That man is insufferable. I've never liked him, and now I know why."

"He hurt you, Mistress Giles?" Brell asked.

"I'm not mistress Giles."

"No? A twin?"

"No Brell. I am Mr. Giles." Brell appeared obviously confused and Giles continued. "Something happened at the Council that changed everyone. I was just coming by to close Becca's shop and…Look, everything is fine. Thank you very much for being concerned and stopping. I'm sure Becca would appreciate that, and I know that I do."

Brell gave him a wide grin. "So you really Mr. Giles? Not Mistress Giles?" he asked.

"Yes," Giles nodded.

"Then this for you," Brell said, as he reached into the book bag he held. "I bring to the Council, but I saw man and stopped. I give it to you now – save Brell trip," he said happily, but then looked concerned. "Not that Brell not like to see others at Council. Only Council itself…Brell lost brother Tram there. Still hurts. But Brell must get book to Watchers."

Giles flipped through the pages of the very battered-looking book in what appeared to be several unfamiliar languages. "What is this?"

"From my homeland. Scholars who remained, still lived, wrote all they know about Vor. About Presidium. This last book of kind."

"How on earth did you get this?" he asked.

"Not on this earth. Went to gateway. Met with scholars. Get book. Come here."

"You went back into your occupied homeland for this?" Giles asked. Brell simply nodded. "What if you'd been captured?" the watcher added.

Brell gave a guilty shrug. "Brell lost brother. Brell knows Presidium not give up easy. Brell knows too, if anyone save new homeland, it be Watchers. Brell thought knowledge worth risk."

"I-I-I don't know what to say Brell," Giles told him with a growing smile of admiration. "Thank you doesn't even begin to cover it."

Brell gave a bashful nod and went to the door. "Tell Red Witch Brell say Hi."

"I will," Giles said absently.

Quietly Brell closed the door behind him as Giles continued to examine the pages of the book, excitedly flipping through them.

Cut to:
Ext.
City Street – Early Evening

Faith, Robin and Mia walked along the city street, observing everything around them. A middle-aged woman got out of a cab and Faith saw her wallet fall from her purse as she exited and began to walk away.

"Hey!" Faith shouted to the woman.

The woman turned toward the noise. Her eyes widened in fear when she saw a black man shouting at her. She quickly turned away and started up the street.

The Slayer looked down and retrieved the wallet from the street in her large dark hands.

"Hang on guys," she told the pair before she began to give chase to the woman. "Hold up! You dropped somethin' !" she yelled as the woman took off into a sprint.

She quickly closed the distance between them and grabbed the woman by the arm. The woman responded by screaming hysterically in her face. Faith pulled back sharply.

"Calm down," Faith told her.

"Don't hurt me," the woman cried without making eye contact.

"Hurt you? You dropped your wallet," Faith said as she handed it back to the woman. Shaking, the woman took it.

"Sorry," she said softly. "Thank you, Sir. I just thought…"

"What? That I was going to rob you or somethin' ?" Faith answered with a half-chuckle.

The woman didn't answer the question and instead thanked Faith again before briskly walking up the street.

Robin and Mia finally caught up and Faith turned to face the two women standing there. "Did you see her flip out?" she asked. "Jesus."

"Gotta remember Faith. You're not in your skin anymore," Robin said as he had to push back the raven hair blowing irritatingly in his face. "I need a hairnet or something," he added to Mia in a low, frustrated tone. [image: image39.jpg]



Faith looked down at her dark hands and then back to Robin. "People do this to you all the time?" she asked.

"Not all the time, but yeah," he answered. "Walk into a gas station or a diner late at night, sometimes people let their imagination and prejudices get the better of them."

"I've been with you a year, Ace. I never noticed."

"They never look at you. Welllll, sometimes they do but it's more along the lines of check out the hot chick rather than I wonder what she's up to," he told her with a melancholy grin as he waved a hand up and down the body he now wore.

"Damn, I'm sorry," she replied.

"Not your fault," he said comfortingly. "You've always judged everyone by who they are and not what they appear to be. But you've learned by being a Slayer – evil comes in all shapes and sizes, and yes, colors too."

A tense quiet settled over the trio until Mia added, "Especially that purple thing this summer. He was colorful and evil."

She waited to see Robin's reaction. He paused a moment, fixing her with a withering glare. But he couldn't keep it up, and a moment later he started to laugh. Faith and Mia soon relaxed as well.

"Had you going, huh?" he asked. "Thought I was gonna break into an 'I Have a Dream' speech or somethin', didn't ya?"

Mia smiled nervously. "Not trying to offend. Just wanted to lighten things up."

"And they are officially lightened," Robin said with a slight bow before fighting with his hair again. "Maybe I'll skip the hairnet and just get Nair," he added.

"Hey, don't forget that's my hair. You're just borrowin' it for right now," Faith warned as she pointed a large finger at him.

"Oh fine," he sighed giving up trying to hold it back. "But we're stopping at the first drug store for a bobby pin or ponytail ring or something. This is just ridiculous."

Aggravated, Robin began to move up the street in Faith's body and Mia tried to hold back a laugh as Faith smiled at her.

Cut to:

Int.

Presidium Citadel in Vor – Panopticon – Same time

The Lover stood surrounded by her images, with a small grin on her face.

"Do you not find this fascinating?" she asked over her shoulder. The Flayer, standing some distance behind her, gave a quiet but derisive snort. [image: image40.jpg]



"The Suth crescent mages were reputed to be physically impossible to kill," he said out loud, "yet when I buried their still-living heads beneath the freshly dismembered remains of their kin and young, the matter of their brains turned to fire and destroyed them. That I found fascinating. This," he sneered, "is beneath tedious. Not to mention yet another delay."

"Patience," the Lover said calmly, still with her back to him. "And endeavor to broaden the scope of your thoughts. Would it not provide you with much insight to walk in their skin?" She paused, a thoughtful expression on her face.

"If I had any need of their skin I would take it from them," the Flayer snarled quietly, then raised his voice to add, "They are a contemptible people. I see no reason for this...farce." He spat the final word.

"It is because I wish it," the Lover said, turning and striding out of her sphere, standing toe-to-toe with the towering Flayer. "Would you deny my will?"

"Highness," the Flayer replied, "I would encourage you to turn your will to more pressing matters, such as the invasion of Earth you refuse to expedite."

"I see," the Lover replied. With a quick motion she plunged a claw into his chest, bringing him to his knees. "Your insolence does not find favor with me," she whispered, withdrawing her hand just as quickly, leaving the Flayer unscathed. "The Galas hell is next to be conquered. Take your place at the head of our armies there." "Galas!" the Flayer protested. "Why should I deign to command such a trivial conquest?" "Think of it as an opportunity," the Lover said calmly, "to remove yourself from my presence before you try my patience further." She stared at the Flayer, as if daring him to challenge her. The massive demon slowly got to his feet, then bowed. "As you command, Highness," he replied stiffly. 
Cut to:
Int.
Hopkins International Airport – Moments later [image: image41.jpg]



Bonnie stood at the airline ticket counter in Skye's body. "One way to Tokyo please," she told the clerk.

"Identification?" she asked. Bonnie grinned and reached into her back pocket pulling out Skye's driver's license and handing it over. "Thank you," the clerk said politely.

Bonnie smiled again and played with a red lock of hair, curling it around her finger, as the ticket agent began to type.

End of Act Two
Swap Meet
Act Three
Fade In
Int.
Airport Ticket Counter – Same time [image: image42.jpg]



"Here you go," the clerk said, handing the photo ID back to Bonnie. Another agent came over and whispered something in the clerk's ear.

"One moment please," Bonnie's clerk said, as she stepped away with her associate. The two conversed in hushed tones, and Bonnie caught sight of her clerk looking up at her, then glancing quickly away as Bonnie pretended to examine her license.

Bonnie's eyes began to shift around the airport and she noticed two security officers heading her way, looking straight at her.

"Son of a bitch," she muttered, as she stuffed the license in her back pocket.

The ticket clerk returned to the counter. "It will just be a moment while the ticket prints," she told her, sounding nervous.

Bonnie realized the agent was stalling, and before the guards could get any closer, she dashed toward the front door. Once outside, she tried to hail a taxi, but couldn't find one that would stop or wasn't already loaded with passengers. She looked behind her to see the guards were now running, too, so she kept going.

She bolted across the line of traffic as a bus swerved to avoid hitting her. Spotting an idling cab, she ran over while the driver helped a couple load their suitcase in the trunk. She threw open the door, but before she could get inside, her body was suddenly slammed against the side of the car.

"Look fellas, take it easy," Bonnie began as she was spun roughly around. A look of surprise washed over her younger features, and she fell silent. [image: image43.jpg]



"Leaving without saying goodbye to your sister-in-law? How rude," Buffy told Bonnie, as she pulled her away by the arm.

The guards arrived looking winded. "Hold it right there, you two. We've been ordered to –."

Buffy flashed her Council badge to them. "I've got it from here guys, but thanks."

One guard examined the badge more closely. His eyes widened as he matched the fragile looking young woman before him with the image on the badge, and he looked suddenly nervous.

"Do you need transportation, Ms. Summers?" he asked, still trying to catch his breath.

"We're good," she told him. With a respectful nod, they began to walk away. "Now that was cool," Buffy said, impressed.

"What? Throwing me against a car like in an episode of Cops?" Bonnie asked.

"Ordering around Homeland Security," Buffy replied. "Okay, well, maybe for a week or two it would be cool, but then the novelty would wear off, I'm sure. Pretty soon it would be slay this, blah blah, slay that, blah blah, save the world, and so on."

"Lucky for you, you only had to come to the airport this time, huh?" Bonnie asked sarcastically.

"Yeah, if all the evil doers were as slow as you, I might re-up my Slayer contract full-time. You're a walk in the park."

"Very funny," Bonnie answered.

"Now, now. No sour grapes. You'll get lines on that pretty young face," Buffy said, pinching Bonnie's cheek before pulling her along.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Rowena's Apartment – Later that night [image: image44.jpg]



Rowena heard a knock and called out. "Who is it?"

"Willow. Can I come in?"

Rowena paused, eyebrows raised in surprise, then shook her head as she stood up. "Sure, it's unlocked," she called back.

Willow walked inside, and Rowena asked, "Do I really sound like that?"

"Like what?" Willow asked.

"I heard, me, from the other side of the door," Rowena explained. "It kinda freaked me out for a second, like an out of body experience or something."

Willow smiled and nodded her head in emphatic agreement. "Oh yeah, it's like when you see a video or hear a tape recording of yourself. You listen and think, 'God is that what other people hear?' You never sound the same in your own ears like you sound to other people."

"Right, but to actually hear it live is…unnerving. I haven't adjusted to being another person yet," Rowena answered as her fingers pushed her long hair behind her ear.

Willow turned to see the books scattered around. "And apparently we should start adapting. Is that what you're saying?"

"Huh?" Rowena asked.

Willow motioned to the texts scattered about. "No luck on your stack yet?"

"Oh, no. Unfortunately, not a thing. And, yes, adapting might be in order here," Rowena answered. "Unless—you…?"

Willow shook her head. "Nothing yet, but I'm sure we'll find something. I just…I wanted to stop by a-and, chat."

"Chat?"

"Yeah, today when Giles asked what we were doing you said we were talking…."

"And we were," Rowena added hastily.

"Umm, not really. We happened to be kissing too, if I remember correctly. I mean, I am remembering correctly, aren't I? It wasn't just another fantasy in my head?"

"No, it wasn't a fantasy," Rowena said with a blush that quickly rivaled her hair color.

"Okay then, I gotta ask, what gives?"

"Come sit down," Rowena said, as she waved Willow over to the sofa. She moved a few books to the coffee table and they both took a seat. "You said we'd go slow," she began.

"And I meant it."

"Good, because…I'm not quite ready to…come out, yet. I know I'm probably going to goof this up and say it all wrong, but…I love you Willow. That much I know. But I'm not sure if I'm ready to let the entire world know how I feel. I just want to take things slowly with us before everyone else jumps in the mix offering their advice and opinions. Does that make sense?"

Willow paused, digesting the words. "You're not ready to let our friends and family know you love me?" she asked slowly.

"Maybe a little," Rowena confessed. "But more than that, I don't want them poking their nose into our relationship. I like the idea of us being just us. At least for right now."

Willow considered the words again and slowly nodded. "Okay. I-I get it on some level. I didn't rush to tell Buffy or the gang about Tara. It took time, but eventually I told them-- when I felt more confident about it. I think I get it."

"Good," Rowena sighed. "I just don't want you thinking it's you again, because it's not. I spent a summer – hell longer than that - confused, unsure. But more than all that, I wanted to be yours. And I wanted you to be mine. So for right now, I just want to take things slow, easy, no rushing. I'm not even sure if I can define myself as gay yet. I've never felt this way about another woman. Hell, I've never felt this way about a man either – not this passionately anyway."

Willow smiled broadly before a serious look returned to her face.

"I do get it," Willow assured her, "but maybe instead of looking for a definition, maybe you could just…be."

"What do you mean?"

Willow paused as if searching for a starting place.

"I don't expect you to go out and get a rainbow flag tattooed on your forehead," the now blonde priestess teased, causing Rowena to chuckle. "I just want you to trust me and talk to me. And if a problem does come up, be honest a-and don't leave. Oh, and while you're at it, why not see yourself as 'Rowena' and not 'gay' or 'straight.' If I'm the only person you love, then that's enough for me. I don't expect you to shout it out to the world, but I think it's important that the closer we get to each other, the more we let our loved ones know. Nothing immediate – gradual is fine." Willow paused a moment as her own eyes gazed back at her. "So, what do you think?"

Rowena looked startled and shook her head. "Sorry. I kinda zoned out there."

"You didn't hear anything I said?"

Rowena looked a bit nervous and started to grin. "In keeping with the honesty thing, not really. I was too busy waiting for your lips to stop moving long enough to kiss you." The grin grew wider. "I'll remind you that you did ask for honesty," she quickly added.

Willow leaned in and kissed Rowena lightly on the lips. "How's that?" she asked, as she pulled away.

"Umm, not sure. Maybe you should do it again," Rowena answered with a coy smile.

Willow grinned and captured Rowena's lips again. "Better?"

"We're getting there," the older Watcher teased.

Willow pulled back slightly as if preparing to say something, then stopped herself.

"What is it?" Rowena asked. Willow paused reluctantly. "Now come on, honesty goes both ways," she prompted, Rowena's mock sternness sounding strange coming from Willow's mouth.

"I was thinking.... It might sound crazy, but just hear me out."

"About?" Rowena prodded.

Willow blushed. "Well, you mentioned you aren't relaxed enough to…" Willow let the sentence hang as she looked down at her body and made a waving motion [image: image45.jpg]


with her hand. "You know, feel stuff, even if you're alone. Maybe this switch isn't such a bad thing – maybe it could be freeing for you. It's a non-threatening way to get comfortable touching. Then again it might be disastrous and make you more repressed so…oh brother, look forget I mentioned it okay? I'm just letting you know if you feel safer being 'outside yourself' and you want to explore you can. You have my permission. Don't think I wouldn't be thinking about it too.."

Rowena paused considering the suggestion, her expression unsure, and Willow's eyes widened. "Oh, that's not to say that I would do the same! I wouldn't! I mean not after what happened to you. I wouldn't violate your body or anything. No matter how beautiful it feels right now."

Rowena put her hand on Willow's arm. "I get what you're saying," she chuckled. "It's a chance to be me and not be me."

"Exactly!" Willow answered. "So if you do, you know, I wouldn't be mad or upset or anything."

"That's very progressive of you, Willow…letting me touch your body all over."

Willow smiled as she watched a playful leer come to Rowena's features.

"Damn," Willow sighed. "I can really look sexy when I want to. I'll have to remember that."

Rowena snorted and turned away, embarrassed, before looking back at Willow, the mirror of herself. "Who knows? Maybe someday I'll be able to say the same thing."

"Sweetie, all you have to do some days is just breathe," Willow complimented. "The appeal is certainly there," she told her as she looked down at her breasts. "And quite bountiful, I should add."

Rowena blushed again and Willow leaned over to kiss Rowena gently on the lips again before rising from the sofa and making her way to the door.

"Hey Will," Rowena called out, making her turn around. "Thank you," she said sincerely, in a soft voice. "Really…I wish I'd found you first."

"Like they say, better late than never." Willow wiggled her eyebrows playfully and opened the door. "'Night."

"Goodnight," Rowena called out before Willow slipped from the room.

She sat on the sofa and looked down at her blouse and began to play with the top button as she chewed her lower lip thoughtfully.

"Oh, forget it," she muttered to herself, letting her hand drop as she stood up.

She was walking toward the bedroom with her books in hand when she caught her reflection in the mirror, saw Willow staring back at her. Setting the books down, she walked toward the image of Willow's face and let the back of her fingertips caress the cheek she saw. Her fingers worked their way to her mouth and she let her tongue snake out, giving them a light lick before sucking on the tip of one.

"Damn," the Watcher sighed. Her eyes fluttered closed and she took the ends of her long, red hair and raised them to her face, inhaling deeply as she let the strands roll around her fingers, soaking up their texture. "Okay Willow. You win," she sighed. With that, she slipped into the dark bedroom, shutting the door behind her.

Cut to:
Int.
Faith and Robin's bedroom – Later that night [image: image46.jpg]



Robin sat in the chair watching television with the remote in hand. Faith watched from behind for a moment before walking over to turn the television off.

"So," Faith said as her dark skinned hand worked its way through Robin's hair after taking the remote away. "Alone at last."

"Ohhhh no," Robin said shaking his head. "Don't you be getting any ideas!"

Faith began to chuckle as she sat on the arm. "Come on, it'll be fun. Aren't you the least bit curious? Shoe on the other foot and all that."

Robin seemed tempted for a moment, but then briskly shook his head. "No, Faith. Besides we need to be up early tomorrow so we can start researching again and –."

Faith silenced him by kissing him passionately and pulling him to his feet. "Just a few minutes...or possibly hours. Your call."

Robin said nothing, but finally looked up at Faith and sighed. "Fine, but we tell no one. Understand?"

"Your secret is safe with me," she promised, as she crossed her heart and hoisted him into her arms before walking toward the bedroom.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Jeff's Bathroom – Next morning

Sunlight poured from the window into the small bathroom. "Okay, you can do this," Jeff told Dawn's face in the mirror. "After all, she'd want you to take a shower, right? Take care of the body on loan and all that." [image: image47.jpg]



He briskly removed the pants and top and looked in the mirror before him. "Okay, 'evil thoughts' go away. Go away. Go away. You're not gonna do this…damn, she's hot. No! Water! Now!" his higher pitched voice demanded.

He turned and started the shower and soon the bathroom began to steam up. "Oh no, we need cold here. Much colder." He began to turn the faucet in the other direction then tested it. He looked down at his naked body. "Not cold enough," he decided and gave the faucet another slight turn.

Quickly he jumped in and shut the curtain as he yelped at the change in temperature. After a few seconds his eyes moved down his curvy silhouette toward his chest and he groaned. "Oh, cold was so not the way to go."

Cut to:
Int.
Giles's Bedroom – Next morning

Giles walked to the closet and reached automatically for one of his sweaters on the hanger before sighing and putting it back to exchange it for one of Becca's blouses instead. [image: image48.jpg]



From the bed, Becca gave a deep chuckle. "It's a switch, isn't it?"

"And hopefully a temporary one," he told her.

"What? You don't like my body now?" she asked, as she pointed to the feminine form he now wore.

"I love your body," Giles answered. "On you, not me."

"Trust me, after hitting my head getting into the council Jeep yesterday, I feel your pain. Literally," she said as she ran her fingers through the back of her short brown locks. "It reminded me of a time in London when I…"

When Becca trailed off, but didn't add more, Giles turned around to see the confused look on what was once his face. "What is it?" he asked.

"I've never been to London, Rupert, but I do remember hitting my head on a car door. It was snowing outside and I…you slipped, didn't you? You were trying to impress some girl and you whacked your head." [image: image49.jpg]



"How did you know that?" Giles asked. "I don't recall telling you."

"You didn't, but somehow I know."

"Oh dear," Giles muttered. "We're merging. Our bodies have switched, but our identities, our minds seem to be merging too."

"W-what does that mean?" she asked in a panicked tone.

"If we don't find a way to restore ourselves soon, we might lose our identities entirely. We'll essentially become each other – we'll share the same memories, the same likes and dislikes. We will effectively cease to exist, or worse..."

"There's something worse than not existing?"

"We become identical people in each body," he said softly.

Becca chewed her lip for a moment. "I'm going to go out on a limb and say that sounds bad."

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Moments later

Tracey walked inside, pushing a cart of breakfast foods and saw what she thought was Jeff sitting at the table talking to Buffy. She paused a moment and he looked up from his reading. [image: image50.jpg]



"Dawn, right?" Tracey asked and got an affirmation thanks to a bobbing head as a finger pointed at the nametag on his shirt. "By the time I figure everyone out, they'll be back to normal again." Tracey grinned "Hungry?"

"Starving," Dawn answered, her voice picking that moment to crack embarrassingly.

"Have you been up all night?" Tracey asked, as she poured a cup of coffee.

"Yeah, I told the others to go to bed and I'd keep looking. That way we'd have fresh eyes in the morning while I nap." Becca and Giles raced inside the room and started looking about. "Where's the fire?" Dawn asked them.

"The others aren't here yet?" Giles asked. Dawn shook her head. "Tracey," he went on, "can you bring everyone who has switched to the library immediately?"

"Sure thing," she said, concerned, and swiftly left the room.

"What's wrong, Bec…Giles?" Buffy asked.

They all turned to see Faith and Robin enter and Giles gave a short wave before speaking again. "Becca remembered something from my past. Something I hadn't mentioned."

"Oh?" Dawn questioned. A look of realization washed over her face. "Oh," she repeated in a more concerned tone.

"So what's the worst that can happen?" Faith asked. "She learns a few Ripper tales? I thought you'd already told her everything."

"Yes, I did tell her, but that's not the point," Giles replied. "We're merging. My thoughts and memories are becoming hers while she continues to retain her own. If this continues –."

"It won't," Rowena's voice called from the doorway on the far side of the room. Willow entered carrying a book. "I couldn't sleep last night, and I think I found something."

She walked inside and set the book on the table as Marsha and Kennedy walked inside.

"You needed us?" Kennedy asked.

"Willow might have found something," Giles told her. "Go on," he said as he nodded toward Willow.

"I found the vase," she said nodding to Becca in Giles's body, "but the text didn't tell much, so I cross referenced it with spells and such."

"Oh boy, she even cross references now," Buffy quipped from the table. She grinned at Giles. "You've been a bad influence on her."

"You hush," Willow chastised playfully before turning back to Giles. "This vase was a gift from Maat, Egyptian goddess of truth, justice, and the cosmic order. She gave it to a mortal—couldn't find his name, sorry – around 3,000 years ago."

"And?" Kennedy prompted as Xander, Andrew and Rowena walked inside the room with Tracey to listen.

"And," Willow continued, "It has the power to offer insight into others around you. If it's confined to an area like a hut or, say, a Watchers Council, it has the power to switch all inside."

"Then why didn't Buffy and I switch?" Tracey asked.

"I'm not sure," Willow answered. "It says here – 'To those who wield the vase of Maat, enlightenment is the key to unlock and disable the power. For only once the important truth is known shall the spell be broken'."

"Wait a second. Go back. What was that part again?" Rowena asked.

"What part?" Willow asked.

"The truth part," she replied.

"For only once the important truth is known shall the spell be broken," Willow repeated.

"And what was the purpose of this gift?" Giles asked.

"Maat created it for a mortal. Legend says he was a favorite to the goddess, and when this man's brother married a woman the family didn't get along with, it was given to offer the family insight into each other's thoughts."

"So…" Rowena began as she held up a finger and considered the story. "There was some type of conflict. Maybe that's why Buffy and Tracey didn't switch. They don't really know each other, much less have any, for lack of a better pop-psychology term, issues with one another. There was no need for them to switch."

Andrew addressed the room. "Everyone forgets, knowledge is the ultimate weapon."

"Thank you for that bit of enlightenment, Dr. Phil," Kennedy sighed.

"No, no," Rowena said quickly. "Sure, he's being melodramatic, but he's absolutely right. In this case knowledge might truly be the power that stops this."

"So you're saying we got switched because we're screwed up?" Faith asked.

"I don't know if I'd go that far," Rowena offered. "But maybe we haven't all been as truthful with each other as we should be. We have things about our relationships with each other or ourselves that we're afraid to discuss."

"But what about Marsha and me?" Kennedy asked. "I have no issues with her – in fact she's one of my best Slayerettes. Willow's done a wonderful job with her."

"Why thank you," Willow said proudly, her blonde head bobbing.

"You're welcome," Kennedy replied with a smile.

"Oh really?" Marsha asked sarcastically.

"Absolutely," Kennedy insisted.

"If that's the case, then why do you let Rita get away with taunting me constantly? I love having Willow as my Watcher, but sometimes it bites."

"What?" Kennedy and Willow both asked.

"She's not just A Watcher," Marsha continued. "She's one of the TOP Watchers, best friend to the original Slayer, and I think Rita's jealous. So what does she do? She torments me any chance she gets. But you, you just seem to turn a blind eye to it," Marsha told Kennedy.

"Marsha, I had no idea," Kennedy answered honestly, the answer sounding strangely mature from the teenage voice that spoke it. "Why didn't you tell me she was harassing you?"

"And then be a tattletale, a Slayer that couldn't fight her own battles? No thanks. Maybe you should just open your eyes and ears a little more?"

Suddenly Marsha and Kennedy doubled over and groaned at the same time.

"Are you okay?" Becca said as she put a grip on Marsha's arm. [image: image51.jpg]



The blonde Slayer raised her head and exclaimed, "Holy crap!"

From beside her Kennedy started to smile. "I think we found the cure," she said looking at her hands before feeling her face and hair.

"You mean, you found the cure!" Faith countered, her deep voice booming in the small room. "What about the rest of us? Does that mean we're stuck like this until we figure it out? And let's face it!" Faith said pointing to Rowena and Willow. "You two have enough baggage to go live in Europe for a decade!"

Willow and Rowena both looked away from Faith and tried to find something else to focus on in the room.

"It will take some doing on all our parts," Giles said. "But as this example shows it's the best chance we have at reversal."

"Yeah, if you're a mind reader," Faith said and waved her hand in disgust. "I think it's time to admit the rest of us are screwed."

End of Act Three
Swap Meet
Act Four
Fade In
Int.
Giles's Terrace – Moments later 
"Is it the wedding?" Becca asked, as she played with the black onyx ring on her large finger. [image: image52.jpg]



Giles stood next to his taller lover as they both rested against the banister. He shook his head, his blonde hair falling over his shoulder. "No, I-I want to get married," he insisted. "But maybe you don't feel the same."

Becca shook her head and took the smaller hand next to her reassuringly. "That's not it. I want my life to be with you."

"Even…"

Giles stopped and Becca now took both his hands.

"Even what?" she asked.

"Even if it means your death someday?"

"Rupert –."

"Becca, I've loved a woman, only to watch her die because of her involvement with me. I don't think I could bear losing you. It would be too much."

"I realize the risk of loving you, and being loved by you, but I won't walk away from everything because of fear. Monsters aside, I still might meet an early end. None of us knows for sure, not really."

Giles waited, looking around expectantly for a moment, but nothing happened. He made an exasperated sound. "Obviously this isn't the problem. We're still trapped, and t-to be quite frank I'm at a loss."

Cut to:
Int.
Faith and Robin's Apartment – Same time

"Oh yeah," Faith challenged as they sat in their living room. "You know what annoys me about you? The way you look at me when I eat a steak or a hamburger." [image: image53.jpg]



"What are you talking about?"

"You know what I mean. You get that holier than thou look on your veggie face. Like I killed Bossie the cow myself – and it bugs the hell outta me," she answered as she stood up and he rose to meet her.

"Maybe it's not that – maybe it's the way you chew your food," Robin countered.

"I close my mouth," Faith replied as she towered over him.

"Yeah but it's two chews and then you swallow. I don't think you even bother to taste it."

"Hey," Faith said poking Robin's chest, "when you've done time in the pen and you don't have much time to eat, see what happens to you? It's a habit."

"Habits can be broken," Robin said. "You should know that."

"Is this about the cigarettes again? I quit nearly two weeks ago, but have you offered the least bit of support?"

"No, I avoid you when I can. The mood swings from lovey dovey to super bitch leave me wondering if I'm coming or going."

"Maybe I wouldn't be so bitchy, if you showed a little support here."

Robin threw his hands up in the air. "I haven't said anything because you told me not to remind you of it. Would you like a daily affirmation now?"

"That was before, when I first started, or quit, or whatever. You know," Faith continued, waving her dark finger in his face, "a little support from you would be good now and then. Not much – just a little pat on the back. Oh, and while I'm at it, smoking is not a habit, damn it, so stop saying that. It's an addiction – as addictive as smack actually. If I was on heroin I bet you'd have lots of praise for me quitting."

"Maybe I'd be more supportive if you didn't take offense at everything I said?"

"I do not!"

"Oh really," Robin said, his feminine alto voice growling sarcastically. "Need I remind you how this whole asinine argument started? I mentioned, just casually, that it bothers me to find hair in the tub drain."

"That's another thing – need I remind you," Faith mimicked. "You always act like you're smarter than me. Sure, big guy with a higher education degree. Just remember that not everyone's Watcher was able to put them through college. In fact, some of our Watchers never lived to see us graduate high school."

Robin's infuriated expression fell.

"I don't think I'm smarter than you Faith," he said, lowering his voice, his anger slipping away into concern. "Do you really think that?"

Faith looked away. "Yeah, sometimes I do. I'll say something wrong or not understand some kinda reference you made and…I feel dumb. Makes me wonder why you stick around. There're tons of girls out there that would love to have a guy like you –patient, smart…generous and yes, pretty."

They both grinned at each other for a moment.

"I guess…" Faith stopped and let out a sigh. "I just feel, sometimes, like I'll never be smart enough for ya."

Faith and Robin simultaneously clutched their stomachs and winced before looking at each other wonderingly.

"So that's it?" Robin asked, his deep voice once again sounding in his own mouth. "You think that I think you're dumb?"

Faith just tried to shrug it off.

"Faith, I have nothing but respect for you. So you don't know certain books or quotes. So what? I know how quick you think in a fight."

"Oh wow, beating things up. That takes smarts," she sighed.

"Consider this: you knew to strike the wings of those bats in the Presidium cave to stop them. You knew to play dead with a water demon so you didn't drown. You took on ten demons single handedly."

"I used a gun there. That doesn't really count," she mumbled.

"Yeah, but you stayed alive long enough to get the gun – because you had the smarts to outwit them, just as much as you had the physical power. Resourceful people aren't stupid, Faith, and you're the most resourceful person I know."

Faith began to crack a smile. "So I'm smart. Just a different kind of smart. Is that what you're saying?" she asked and looked self-conscious, just sparing a glace or two as she spoke.

"See? That's exactly what I'm saying." Robin began as he grinned too. "You're brighter than you give yourself credit for."

"Yeah, but what about all that other stuff we said?"

"You mean the nit-picky stuff? Well, no one's perfect. But I think I can live with a woman who eats a three-course meal in five minutes. And I promise to be more supportive of your quitting. I really am quite proud of you, and if you need me to show that now, I will."

"So you're sticking around then?"

"As long as you want me, I'm in. We've stood on the mouth of hell together Faith – not once, but twice. We're still here. We're still strong. We're still together. I think that means something, despite all the little stuff. Well, it means something to me anyway."

"Me too, Ace," she said as she ran her hand over the top of his head to grab the back of his neck. "And you have no idea how wonderful it is to feel that pretty bald head under my fingertips instead of yours," she joked.

Robin smiled and captured her chin. "Just don't let things fester. If something bothers you, tell me, okay?"

"You got a deal," Faith said offering her hand.

Robin shook it in truce but pulled her into a kiss quickly, which made her chuckle behind her snared lips.

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Same time

"Okay," Dawn sighed. "I'm not sure where to start."

"Why?" Jeff asked.

"Because I don't have a problem with you," Dawn answered as she took a seat across from him at the table. "Sure, you're moody and brooding sometimes."

"Thanks a lot," he muttered under his breath.

"But I figured, hey, that's just the testosterone," Dawn went on, giving him a grin.

"You know women have testosterone too," Jeff countered.

Dawn smirked. "Yes I know. I was just teasing about the hormones. But seriously Jeff, you're one of my best friends here. I do worry about you though – just losing your mother, having people from the state examining your well- being…I've been there, so I know what it's like. And no passing judgment when I say this, but…I think it's you. Or me, I should say…You've got a problem with me – so, any ideas?"

Jeff nervously looked away and muttered something unintelligible.

"What was that?" Dawn asked.

Jeff cleared his throat. "I said…I'm in love with you."

Dawn blinked a few times in surprise. "You told me the other day that I annoy the hell out of you," she said, finally finding her voice.

"And you do!" Jeff said, as he stood up quickly and started to pace, his long brown hair flowing as he walked. "When I wake up you're my first thought and when I go to bed you're my last. I see you sitting here researching and I, I just want to reach out and touch you and tell you how beautiful you are and how, if given the chance, I'd do everything I could to make you happy. But right around that time Skye walks in and…" Jeff started to shake his head.

Dawn continued to listen, motionless, in her seat.

"Skye is cool, don't get me wrong. But…she's not for you, Dawn." He paused and looked at his body. "And apparently this isn't the real heart of the problem because…" He held up Dawn's long hair in both hands as if to demonstrate that no change had occurred. He slumped back down in his seat. "I'm sorry I said anything now. You probably think I'm an ass and I feel like an ass and gods, I wish I could just crawl in a hole somewhere."

Jeff closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose as if hiding behind his hand. [image: image54.jpg]



In a soft voice, Dawn spoke. "I'm attracted to you, too," she confessed.

Immediately, they both clutched their midsections and stared at one another. After the short silence, Jeff asked, his voice cracking in its familiar way once again, "So now what?"

Dawn didn't answer him and looked away.

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

"Oh! Another thing!" Andrew announced from his own body, looking up from his list. "You always borrow my Stargate SG-1 collection without telling me and then when I need my Richard Dean Anderson fix, it's not there."

Xander raised his hand. "We've switched back Andrew. You can stop any time now." [image: image55.jpg]



"No! I have more and you're going to hear them all, which leads me to point 23," he said and waved the paper as Xander sighed in boredom and frustration. "Two words – graphic novels! The books on the right side of my shelf in the media room are graphic novels and not comic books. There is a distinction, and it would be best if you learned it. With that said, point 24…"

"Oh, somebody shoot me," Xander moaned as he leaned his head back and slid down in his chair.

Cut to:
Int.
Giles's Apartment – Same time

"Anything else we might guess at?" Becca asked.

Giles rubbed his temples. "My head hurts from thinking and I've run out of ideas. In fact, I feel more nauseated now than when we first made the jump."

"You feel sick?" Becca asked, her masculine voice suddenly gentle with concern.

"You don't?" Giles countered irritably.

"No, I feel pretty good. Better than I have the last few weeks, now that I think about it…Maybe that's the problem – maybe I am sick."

"If you haven't been feeling well, Becca, why didn't you say anything?" Giles asked.

"I figured I was just tired. Well, that and I think the change is finally happening."

"Change?" Giles managed a very good imitation of his own most bewildered expression, even using Becca's face for it.

"The big M …." She paused, looking down at his still confused face, then added, "You know, menopause."

"Oh," Giles said bashfully. "That change."

"Yeah, I'm cranky. I'm tired. And Mother Nature's monthly visitor? Well, let's just say she's not really in full force like she used to be. I figured it was my time."

"And you have yet to see a doctor?" Giles asked, looking up somewhat disapprovingly.

Becca grinned and nodded. "Okay, I get the point. Once we get this straightened out, I'll get it looked into."

"You should have told me, Becca," Giles insisted.

"I realize that…now. And from this day forward, if I so much as cough, I'll tell you, okay?"

At once, the couple doubled over and grabbed their stomachs.

"Well, now," Becca said as she tried to stand upright again, "that was simple."

Immediately Giles, back in his own body again, pointed to the phone. "Now, go make that call." [image: image56.jpg]



"Right this second?" Becca asked.

He picked up his phone and handed it to her. "I'll get the phone book if you need it. Just call."

"Oh fine," she replied, rolling her eyes as she took the phone from his hand and dialed the number before putting it to her ear.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Holding Cell – Same time

"Tokyo, huh?" Skye said as she entered the room, still in Bonnie's body, keeping one hand behind her back. "I can't stand sushi. You would have hated it there."

"Think so?" Bonnie said, sitting on the bed with her teenage back against the wall. "I happen to love Japanese food. It's one of the things that's kept that gorgeous body you're walking around in so fit and trim."

Skye chuckled. "Careful there, Bonnie," she said. "You might just start to like the view through my eyes. Pretty soon you'll be the one with a subscription to Playboy instead of Newsweek."

Bonnie simply rolled her eyes and turned back to the magazine she had been reading. After a moment's uncomfortable silence she looked up again. "What? Don't you and your little girlfriend have some sneaking off to do?"

"Dawn's an adult now," Skye said. "We don't have to sneak around anymore."

"Fine!" Bonnie said, turning her back to Skye and pretending to read. "Then go off and do it in the middle of the lobby, for all I care. As you can see, I have countless hours to waste here," she said flipping the pages of the periodical noisily.

Skye walked forward and pulled her hand out from behind her back. "I brought you something," she said.

"A Coke and a smile? How thoughtful."

"I shouldn't have tormented you earlier," Skye answered. "I can kinda see why life here wouldn't be too peachy for you and why you get grumpy. So go ahead and take it," she said, pushing the can forward. "Sling any zingers that you like if it makes you feel better. I can take it." [image: image57.jpg]



Bonnie half turned and looked at the can of soda Skye held out to her. Her eyes softened almost reluctantly, and after a moment she reached out to take it.

"Thanks," Bonnie said. Suddenly, her hand gripped around the can and she appeared to be in pain.

"You're welcome. And thank you," Skye said from inside the cell before handing the can through the bars, back to her.

"What in the world…" Bonnie said, obviously bewildered to be back in her body again as she absently took the offered can.

Skye stood up and reached under the metal frame of the cell mattress to pull out a key.

"Willow said you could go back to your room," Skye told her as she reached around, unlocked the cell and stepped out. "She's renewed the sanctuary spell, same conditions as before. Only she's going to lift the ban she has in place on me right this minute."

"The key was there the entire time?" Bonnie exclaimed.

Skye just nodded. "I needed some way to get out when the switch happened." She headed for the door but paused as if remembering something. "I needed your forgiveness to break the spell. When you accepted the drink that happened," Skye explained. "But still, I meant what I said. If you ever need anything come see me. I'll lend you a hand. Just not the rest of my body." Skye smiled.

With that she walked out of the room leaving the door open behind her. Bonnie just stared at the departing redhead and then popped the tab on the can and took a long drink.

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Apartment – Same time

"I keep thinking about what Faith said about Europe and luggage. [image: image58.jpg]


That and…my bas mitzvah," Rowena said sounding baffled and shaking her head. She picked up a strand of her red hair and twisted it around her finger.

"I didn't know you were Jewish. You celebrate Christmas and...oh...I get it. The switch is getting worse," Willow said slightly embarrassed.

"The clock is ticking here, Will. We need to find out what's stopping us from switching back."

"No kidding," Willow answered. "I have an overwhelming urge for a cigarette. What's that about?"

Rowena looked away. "I started again this summer," she confessed softly.

"You what?"

"But I quit again!" she threw in quickly. "Faith and I did it together. So far, so good, so don't go blowing my record…Hey, did Xander's dad really drink a fifth by himself?" she asked in disbelief and totally off topic.

Willow did a double take but then caught Rowena's train of thought. "Ah, yeah, the bas mitzvah thing." She nodded, remembering it herself. "Shoulda seen him at Xander's wedding. Buffy said he hit on her, which if you ask me is just eww," she shuddered.

Rowena grinned, but soon turned serious again. "I'm not sure what more I can do here. I don't know what else I can say."

"I think I know what it is," Willow answered with Rowena's soft voice.

Rowena waited for Willow to continue, but she didn't. Finally, she prompted, "Well time's a-wastin' here, Will."

"I'm still mad at you," Willow whispered.

Rowena took a deep breath as if to steady herself. "I know I shouldn't have left last May. And I should have called but-."

"It's not that," Willow answered. "I forgave you and I meant it." [image: image59.jpg])




"Then what?" Rowena asked, puzzled.

"You didn't trust me enough to tell me first, and you compared me to Jordon. And yeah, okay, maybe I am still mad about the four lost months too, but that's not what worries me now."

"I can't take any of it back. I wish I could, but all I can say is I'm sorry for hurting you, and not saying something sooner, but when I told Jordon..."

"I know, you realize now I'm not him, but I have this nagging feeling I can't shake."

"Which is?"

"I believe you really are sorry Ro, but…Damn it! I'm scared that at the first sign of trouble you'll do it again. I could spend my whole life trying, but you'll never let me inside, not really. A-and as much as I love you, as much as I want you, it will never be enough to break through. I just wish –."

Rowena kissed Willow passionately, silencing her. When Rowena pulled back she captured Willow's face in her hands. "If I could give you one thing," she asked softly with a gentle smile, "What would it be?"

Willow grinned. "My turn, huh?"

"It goes both ways Will," Rowena told her. "What would you want?"

"Always be honest with me. I can't say that I won't get mad or scared. But just trust me enough to know I won't stop loving you."

"I trust you," Rowena said kissing her softly. "And I love you." Another kiss. "And if I need to spend the rest of my life proving that, I will. Oh god, you have no idea how it feels to look at myself when I say that. I love you Willow, but I think I've realized something else, too."

"What?" the witch asked.

"I – me, myself and I – I love me, too. I've spent years trying to be perfect at everything I do well, and the stuff I didn't, I just pushed aside. But I can't push you aside and I can't give up love, and yes, sex too. I want to be what you need if you'll let me. I, I think, if you help, I can do it."

Rowena's eyes widened before she began to blink a few times. She focused again on the face in front of her. Instead of seeing herself she saw Willow and felt the redhead holding her cheeks in her hands.

"Shazam," Willow murmured with a dawning grin.

Rowena gave her a smile and took her hands in hers. "Does this mean we're better now?" she asked. [image: image60.jpg]



"Depends…no more secrets?" Willow countered with her own question.

"No more secrets, no more running, no more excuses. I swear Willow." Rowena reached up and stroked Willow's neck with the back of her fingertips and the witch closed her eyes. "So…you really do have a sensitive neck," she muttered.

Willow opened her eyes again as a grin slowly came to her face. "You mean you…"

"Well, you did give me permission," Rowena began. "But I'm curious if you, you know…"

"I didn't, Rowena."

"Not at all?"

"Nope, I was a complete gentleman or, gentlewoman. Anyway, I kept my hands to myself, as difficult a task as it was. Oh, but I did learn something!"

"You did, eh?"

"You're not a natural blonde," Willow said in a hushed, conspiratorial tone.

Rowena began to laugh and hid her face in the crook of Willow's neck. After a few moments, Rowena hummed against Willow's throat.

"Hmm?" Willow asked quirking an eyebrow.

Rowena pulled back to look at the witch. "Oh, nothing. I figured since I really don't know my own body all that well, maybe you could give me a hand."

"I have two," Willow said softly, wiggling her fingers and making Rowena chuckle. "And to be honest, the reason I didn't do anything is I'd rather explore together, if that's okay. Is it – okay, I mean? No full out strides just yet but, you know, baby steps?"

"Well," Rowena said as she leaned over and turned out the light by the table. "Maybe I can start by showing you a few things I learned about you."

Fade to Black

VO Willow: Do tell!

End of Swap Meet
