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Fade In:

Int.

Darkened Room – Night

Lightning illuminated a small window; a crack of thunder followed. The sounds of a woman grunting and the image of fists repeatedly whaling on an unidentified individual came into view. Gradually, the light reveals that the fists are Kennedy’s, who is working a punching bag that Faith is holding in place in the Council gym.

"It’s official now," Kennedy said as she continued to pound on the bag. "You’re one of them."

Faith rolled her eyes. "It’s not us verses them – Slayers and Watchers both work together."

"Oh yeah? Then why are you hanging out with the Watchers at Andrew’s…what did he call it…Halloween Clue Murder Mystery extravaganza? You should be coming to our Slayerfest instead." [image: image1.jpg]



"Andrew wants Robin and me there," Faith answered with a shrug. "Figured we’d give the little guy a few hours of our time. He works hard all year, and this seems like a big deal to him."

Kennedy stopped hitting the bag and gave her a sarcastic smile. "I think Robin just wants to see you dressed up as Yvette the maid." 

Faith smiled and pushed the bag back, knocking Kennedy to the ground. "Oops. So sorry." Faith turned and began to walk away. "Must dash. I have to get ready for the party."

Still on her back, Kennedy leaned up on her elbows and continued to smile. "Shouldn’t take too long. Not a lot of material for your costume, after all," she called out to Faith’s retreating form.

Cut to:

Int.

Kitchen – Same Time

Andrew scurried around the kitchen, checking a host of different pots and pans on the stove, as Marsha stood nearby watching.

"Now you know what you have to do?" he asked her impatiently.

"For the hundredth time, yes," she sighed. "You’ve been wigging all day, so just take it easy. Not like I’ll burn the place down."

"I just want tonight to be perfect, and it has to be timed just right," he told her.

"Andrew, I’ll manage." In a lower voice she muttered, "You’ve been spazing ever since you crashed and burned with Tracey, so just chill."

Andrew stopped and turned around to face her. "How did you know about that?" he asked. [image: image2.jpg]



"Everybody knows. Small Council," she replied. "Besides, I was standing here in the room. I could tell you were going to ask her out until Mr. Perfect showed up. And if you ask me, you can do much better than Tracey. In fact, someone else might be right around the corner."

"Thanks for your optimism, but I don’t think so," he answered.

"I know so," she replied. "Maybe what you really need is a younger woman," she said as she tested something from the pot and licked it sensuously from her finger. "Think about it." With that she turned and was unable to see Andrew’s wide-eyed reaction. He watched as she started toward the door. "I’m gonna go grab the vids," she said as she passed Tracey, who was walking inside dressed in a cook costume.

Tracey saw Andrew’s expression and frowned. "Everything okay?" she asked.

"Huh? Oh! Yeah, fine. Nice costume. Glad you remembered," he said trying to sound conversational.

"Sure. It sounded like fun." After a pause, she said, "You know…I’m getting this vibe lately."

"Vibe?" Andrew asked nervously.

"Yeah, ever since I introduced you to Steve."

Andrew simply shrugged and looked away.

"Now this might come off as me being full of myself," Tracey teased. "But were you going to ask me out that night?" she asked.

Andrew shrugged again but still said nothing.

"I like having fun with you Andrew, so that doesn’t have to stop. Regardless of Steve, I enjoy your company."

"I know that," Andrew replied.

"Good, because it hasn’t felt that way lately. I’ve been walking on eggshells and-."

Andrew held up his hands. "You’ve got someone in your life and you’re not interested in anything romantic. I get it, and that’s okay. Really. I do want you to be my friend," he answered, not quite able to look at her.

"Good," she said raising his chin to meet her eyes. "Because I miss you - the guy who can quote every Star Wars film. The guy who can always tell me what Dark Horse comics has coming out this week. I like that guy, so I hope he sticks around," she told him sincerely.

Andrew gave her a genuine smile. "He’s here. Whaddya say we start off by having fun tonight and doing a little role-playing. Agreed?"

Tracey extended her hand to shake. "Agreed."

Andrew took it with a smile as Jeff walked in.

"Heard you needed a hand?" he asked.

"Yes! I’m glad you’re here Jeff. Follow me."

Cut to:

Int.

Dining Area – Moments Later

"You really should come tonight," Andrew told Jeff.

"Nah, I’m gonna hang out with the Slayers, I think," he answered.

"Wouldn’t have anything to do with the fact a certain Summers gal is over there tonight, would it?" Andrew teased.

"Maybe," Jeff said with a smile and nod. "Okay, definitely," he added with a short laugh. "It’s pretty fruitless, huh?"

"I think you’re asking the wrong guy," Andrew replied in a hushed tone.

"Yeah, we’re a sorry lot, aren’t we, Andy?" Jeff sighed. "Falling for gals we’re never gonna have."

"All the more reason you should come to the party," he said. "It’ll take your mind off things."

"Thanks, but no thanks," Jeff answered.

Cut to:

Int.

Coven Room – Same Time

Marsha looked through various cabinets in Willow’s coven room but stopped at one and began to smile.[image: image3.jpg]



"Ah ha!" she exclaimed as she pulled out a caldron. "This will show Andrew we’ve got something in common."

She proceeded to look in a drawer and grabbed something else. She tossed it inside the caldron and looked down as if she was counting silently to herself. Quietly she crept from the room.

 

End of Teaser
Act One
 

 

Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Council Hallway – Night

"We still haven’t had much luck I’m afraid," Giles said to Willow as they walked side-by-side down the long hallway. "Brell’s book seems to be written in several human languages and possibly a few demon ones."[image: image4.jpg]



"No Vorsetta Stone I take it?" Willow teased.

"I’m afraid not. There seems to be some Sumerian. I thought perhaps Rowena might look at one passage in particular – she’s good with several languages."

Willow bit her lip. "Not so much with the Sumerian. But Dawn could. She’s pretty exceptional when it comes to that. Latin too, little weasel," Willow muttered.

"The Latin so far I recognize," Giles told her. "It’s the other 598 languages that seem to be a problem," he added with a slight smile.

Willow patted him on the back. "We’ll get it figured out Giles. So let’s just put it away for the night and try to have fun. It’s the one time of the year the demons lay low. Well, okay not for us because something always seems to go wrong but this year will be different. A new tradition – Halloween without a Holocaust."

"Technically," Giles began, "a holocaust is a great destruction resulting in the extensive loss of life, usually by fire. I don’t recall fire ever being an issue in our Halloween misfortunes...but there is always a first time."

"Hey," she said as she playfully batted his arm. "I’m trying to be optimistic here. Humor me, okay?"

"Funny, those were Andrew’s exact words."

"Speaking of which, did he leave you your outfit yet?" she asked.

"No, and to be honest, I’m dreading to see what he comes up with. If I have to wear some ridiculous science fiction attire, I’m transferring him to our Council in the Arctic Circle."

"We don’t have a Council in the Arctic Circle, Giles."

"If he dresses me up like Captain Kirk, I can assure you that we will have a one-man station there by the end of the week."

Cut to:

Int.

Slayer Rec Room – Moments Later

Willow walked in and looked around the room. Not appearing to find who she was searching for, she turned to leave. Then she heard Kennedy call out, "Will!"

She turned around and smiled as the Slayer approached. "What’s up?"

"Looking for someone?" Kennedy asked.

"Yeah, Marsha. I wanted to make sure she was staying in tonight and to let her know to come get me if anything comes in over the radio."

"I haven’t seen her, but she said she was coming to Slayerfest," Kennedy answered.

"Truth be told, I wish I was going, too. The gods only know what Andrew’s got in store tonight," she sighed.

Kennedy grinned. "I think you’ll survive…Look, I wanted your opinion on something."

"What is it?"

Kennedy scratched her eyebrow. "I’m not sure exactly how to ask this but…What’s the story on Rowena?"

Willow opened her mouth slightly but quickly shrugged her shoulders. "What do you mean?"

Kennedy looked away as she began. "I know you two aren’t together and…" As Kennedy tried to find a way to continue, she missed Willow’s immediate look of surprise that she quickly suppressed. "Mia and Ro have been spending a lot of time together lately. I’m just…I don’t know…I’m worried."

"In what way?" Willow asked confused.

Kennedy appeared apprehensive. "Do you think they’re hooking up?"

Willow gave a short laugh and coughed, trying to disguise her amusement. "I’m sorry. Uh, no, I don’t think so."

"What makes you so sure? Is it because she’s not gay? I mean, that’s why she never got with you, right?"

Willow opened her mouth and paused a second until she spoke. "I don’t think she defines herself as gay or…Rowena’s just…Rowena. You don’t have to worry about Mia. At least not where Ro’s concerned. A-and don’t get defensive, but it sounds like you might be getting a little…paranoid."

"I’m not paranoid here," Kennedy snapped.

Willow immediately held up her hands. "Okay, okay."

"I’m not," Kennedy insisted.

"Again okay," Willow answered with a slight grin. "Look it doesn’t really matter what I think, but to answer your question, no. Mia is safe in Ro’s company and that’s all it is, Ken - company. They like talking to each other from time to time. Rowena’s mentioned that she thinks Mia has a lot of potential – she’s street smart, she’s powerful, and she makes sound judgments out in the field. Plus her covert op training is going well. She’s one of the best sharp shooters we have."

"Well you just told me more about Mia than she has," Kennedy said, sounding defeated.

"What do you mean?"

"I ask, but she brushes it off. Like she doesn’t want to talk to me about her secret agent training."

Willow looked unsure if she should continue and cleared her throat. "Some of the stuff she’s learning…It might not be things you’re prepared to hear. She’s not part of a church choir, ya know?"

"I realize that," Kennedy answered.

"Then talk to her," Willow said. "Maybe she thinks you won’t approve if she told you the truth about what she’s studying. You won’t know, though, until you ask. Now if you don’t mind, I have a date with destiny tonight," she told Kennedy with a grin. "Wish me luck that I don’t kill Andrew."

Kennedy smiled as she watched Willow leave the room.

Cut to:

Int.

Robin and Faith’s Apartment – Same Time

Faith stepped out of the bedroom to reveal the black dress she wore, looking none too pleased. "This…" she said as she motioned her hand down her body, "…is ridiculous."[image: image5.jpg]'B‘P' ;wni'ti
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"Now, now Mrs. White," Robin tsked with a finger before adjusting his tie, which complimented his green suit. "None of that. You promised to get into the spirit tonight."

"I look like Jackie O on acid," Faith remarked. Robin chuckled. "And who is Mrs. White anyway?" she went on. "Is there a Mr. White somewhere in the world?"

"Obviously you didn’t get your script," he said holding up a small stack of papers.

"We have a script now?" Faith asked as she walked over and snatched it from his hand, thumbing through the pages.

Robin only nodded and sat down at his computer. "Let’s see…Mrs. White," he said as he typed and found an address, reading it out loud. "Does Mrs. White pass the Biblical Tests of a Prophet?"
"What?" Faith asked as she walked over.

"Just seeing what’s on the web for Mrs. White," Robin answered.

Faith looked over and read the page. "‘The following is Mrs. Burdick's eyewitness testimony of a prophecy Mrs. White made: During the year 1845 I met Miss Ellen G. Harmon several times at my uncle's house in South Windham, Maine. The first of these meetings was in the month of May, when I heard her declare that God had revealed to her that Jesus Christ would return to this earth in June, the next month.’ Oh great, Mrs. White is a psycho," she sighed. "Put in Mr. Green," she said, nodding toward the computer.

Robin began to type again and they looked at the results. "Mr. Green…We’ve got a teacher, a congressman and, of course, the most famous of all, Mr. Green Jeans."

"Mr. Green Jeans?" Faith asked.

"Yeah, from Captain Kangaroo," Robin replied.

"Before my time Ace," she said, tossing her hands in the air.

Robin paused in consideration. "Yeah, I guess it would be. Thanks for not making me feel old."

"Anytime," Faith teased as she leaned down and gave him a kiss.

"You know, I could just skip all this and go as Mr. Black?" he offered as he shut off the computer.

"That would send Andy in a tizzy. Might be fun to watch," she said with a grin.

"You could always be Mrs. Black perhaps?" Robin remarked. "The dress already fits the name."

Faith looked hesitant. "Yeah, well, Mrs. White is probably just misunderstood. Maybe I should just re-invent her." She pointed behind her, toward the bedroom. "Gotta grab my shoes," she added quietly.

Robin nodded and watched her walk back to the bedroom. He looked like he might follow for a moment but then decided to sit down instead.

Cut to:

Ext.

Hallway outside Willow’s Apartment – Moments Later

Rowena walked out first, dressed in a 1950’s style conservative dress with a feathered hat on her head. Willow followed behind, clothed in a blue, skintight dress that hugged her body.

"I can’t believe he’s making us go outside only to come back in," Rowena sighed as she waved her script.[image: image6.jpg]



"Hey, it sounds fun. I took drama when I was in college. I wasn’t that great, but I liked it," Willow replied.

"Yeah, but you get the hot dress, and I get this goofy hat, not to mention a wig," Rowena said as she began to try to adjust it.

"Feathers can be very sexy," Willow said softly in her ear. "Later I’ll show you."

Rowena cocked her head slightly. "I don’t think that Mr. Peacock would approve of me fraternizing with someone else, Miss Scarlet. Do you?" she replied, coming a hairsbreadth from Willow’s lips.

"I’ll take my chances," Willow replied and closed the distance between their lips.

The sounds of footsteps approached, and Rowena shot away from Willow and looked toward the sound, missing Willow’s hurt and frustrated expression. Giles turned the corner, dressed in a three-piece tweed suit. Willow turned to look back and began to laugh.

"Now there’s a blast from the past." The witch chuckled.

"Obviously my days of tweed have yet to be a memory," he muttered.

Rowena looked confused, and Willow motioned to Giles’s outfit. "When we first met Giles, he was more Oxford wool guy than poly/cotton blend fella. We taught him to loosen up though."

Giles gave a heavy sigh. "Yes, but it appears the nightmare has returned."

"Lemme guess, Professor Plum?" Rowena asked.

Giles nodded and waved his script. "This relaxing night is becoming far more work than I expected. Shall we go and get it over with?"

"Oh," Willow said holding up a finger. "You guys go ahead, and I’ll catch up. I forgot to grab my camera," she said before slipping back into her apartment.

"Lovely hat. Willow must get a picture of it," Giles remarked dryly as he and Rowena walked down the hallway.

Rowena growled.

Cut to:

Int.

Dining Room – Same Time

Andrew darted about the table and rested six boxes in front of place cards before he began to put envelopes in front of each place card. Tracey poked her head inside.

"All set in here?" she asked still dressed in her cook costume.

"Just about," he answered.

"Well, hurry up because you’re not even dressed yet, and the dinner guests are growing impatient."

"Coming, coming," he sighed as he rushed toward her. "This is gonna be so much fun," he said excitedly taking her by both arms before leaving the room.

Tracey just grinned and shook her head.

Cut to:

Int.

Slayer Rec Room – Later That Night

"Bull!" exclaimed Mia the second Dawn placed her card down on the table. Jeff, Kennedy, and Skye looked on as Dawn pulled the card back into her hand, along with a small stack already on the table.

From across the room the sounds of swords clanging together could be heard as a group of twenty slayers, scattered amongst the couches and beanbag chairs, stared wide-eyed at the big screen TV. "I can’t believe they’re watching that again." Kennedy groaned, looking over.[image: image7.jpg]



"Come on now, Kennedy. Three two’s," Mia said placing a card down, "Don’t you know that Orlando Bloom and Johnny Depp are just..." She put her hands to her chest. "...like so dreamy."

"I just don’t see it. One three," Kennedy said as she placed down two cards. "How could you watch a movie over and over just to see two guys? Now maybe if you watched for say, Keira Knightley."

"I hate to burst your bubble, but I don’t think she’s a lesbian," Jeff said as he placed down a card. "One four."

"That’s BS!" Mia exclaimed.

"Keira Knightley really is a lesbian?" Skye asked.

"Sorry, no." Mia reached over and picked up the card Jeff had placed revealing the ace of hearts. "That’s BS," she said tossing it to him. Jeff mumbled something under his breath and took the card back.

Kennedy glanced over at the TV to find Orlando Bloom and Keira Knightley kissing. "You know that’s another problem with movies today. The lesbians are vastly under-represented."

"Yeah, that’s definitely true. But what about TV?" Skye asked. "Two fives."

"I think we’re doing all right on that front." Dawn pulled two cards out of her hand and moved to place them. Mia cleared her throat and shook her head negatively at Dawn, who pulled the cards back with a sigh. "Okay, this isn’t fair. Does she have like a photographic memory or something? She’s killing us here," Dawn remarked pointing to Mia.

"You’re really good at this game," Jeff said. "Ever consider teaching a college course? Lie Detecting 101: The Art of BS."

"While I’m sure you’d all sign up in a second, I doubt any college would offer that," Mia said with a laugh.

"You never know," Dawn said. "Princeton offered a course on how to do a Rubix Cube." This was met with awkward silence until Dawn continued. "What? Am I the only one who watched ‘I Love the 80’s’?"

"Anyway," Skye said changing the subject. "Mia, how did you get so good at this game?"

"Well, I could tell you," Mia answered, "but it’s top secret."

"Is it part of your ‘special ops’ training?" Kennedy asked with liberal use of air quotes.

Mia’s smile vanished as she looked back to Kennedy. "Sorry, but I really shouldn’t be talking about it."

"Why not?" Kennedy asked with a bit of hostility in her voice. "Your good friend Rowena tell you to keep it a secret?"

"You know, I think we need more popcorn," Dawn said, looking down at the nearly full bowl in front of her.

"Great, I’ll help you get more," Skye said getting up.

"Me too. That popcorn can be tricky," Jeff added, following them away.

"I see you went with the direct approach," Mia sighed. "Look, Kennedy, I know you’re worried about me, but I need you to understand that if something was wrong or I couldn’t handle it, I wouldn’t be there training. And Ro may not be your favorite person, but she knows what she’s doing. So can you please trust me when I say that everything’s okay?"

Kennedy paused then said, "I’m just worried that Ro…"

"I’m not Willow. I want to be with you, not her." Upon seeing Kennedy smile, Mia continued. "And maybe Keira Knightley," she admitted playfully. "But she never returns my phone calls."

"Yeah, some celebrities can be really shallow that way," Kennedy said leaning in for a deep kiss.

Cut to:

Int.

Council Lobby – Same Time

A loud rapping sounded at the front door. Andrew, dressed in his butler costume, shuffled across the floor to quickly answer it. Upon swinging the door open, he found Xander standing there dressed in a military costume.

"Ah," he said formally. "How good of you to join us."

Xander pushed his way inside. "It’s bad enough I had to stand outside like an idiot. It’s raining cats and dogs out there, Andrew," he said, pushing his way past Andrew before shaking off his coat.[image: image8.jpg]



"You have to stay in character," Andrew whined. "Now…May I take your coat, sir?"

Xander tossed him the wet garment and pointed to the dining room. "Everyone in there, I’m assuming?"

"Yes, sir, right this way," Andrew said, leading him toward the room.

Fade To:

Int.

Kitchen – Same Time

From the darkness of the kitchen, Marsha watched the storm outside for a moment before she pulled out the bag that she’d loaded into the caldron. She opened it and inhaled it, giving a nod of approval. With that, she set down a book and then went the refrigerator and pulled out a gallon container of clear liquid. As she poured the liquid inside the caldron, she opened the book and began to read just above her breath.

Vi walked in and looked over at Marsha. "Whatcha doing?" she asked.

Marsha smiled. "Making the Watchers event more fun," she answered.

 

End of Act One
Act Two
 

Cut to:
Int.

Dining Room – Same Time

Everyone in the room turned to see Xander enter, and Andrew again used a proper voice to announce, "May I present Colonel Mustard."

Xander looked around the room. "Where’s Becca?" he asked.

"She helps run a party for the local orphanage on Halloween each year," Giles answered.

"Oh, that’s sweet," Willow answered.

"Guys," Andrew sighed frustrated. "In character, remember?"

"Sorry, forgot," Willow remarked as she looked down at her high, compacted bosom. "Must be this outfit. It’s cutting off the flow of blood to my brain."

Giles blushed and looked away, taking a drink of his brandy.

"Now then," Andrew told the group. "Mr. Boddy will be joining us a bit later, so until that time please see to the information we’ve provided for you, but don’t open your boxes yet. I’m going to go to the kitchen and check on our menu this evening."

With that, Andrew left the room, and everyone began to thumb through their scripts.

"Mrs. Blanche White?" Faith said. "Blanche? I’m named after one of the Golden Girls?"

Rowena choked slightly on her drink, making everyone look over at her. "Thank you[image: image9.jpg]


 very much," she said triumphantly. "Blanche is a ridiculous name for anyone born in the last century."

"Huh?" Faith asked.

"My first name is Blanche, which, you can see, is why I go by Rowena," she replied. "Pretentious, my ass," she muttered.

"What’s the story on Mrs. Blanche Rowena White?" Robin asked as he winked at Rowena before he looked over Faith’s shoulder to see her script.

Faith cleared her throat and read. "Mrs. White raised Mr. Boddy but was a cold, abusive woman, in contrast to her socialite ways. Since he has no children or siblings Mrs. White is set to inherit his fortune, but they’ve had a falling out recently, and he has threatened to change his will and expose her for the monster she is."

"You greedy bitch," Willow teased.

Faith just chuckled.

"What’s yours say?" Xander asked as he nodded toward Willow.

"Ooh, Miss Scarlet is an actress, and revenge is her motive. Mr. Boddy cost me the part of a lifetime by calling in a favor to a movie director to have his girlfriend cast instead of me. Says here he also has information on me about using the casting couch for many projects."

"Sleazy cutthroat world of Hollywood, huh?" Xander asked. "Let’s see...why I do him in...ah, to prevent an awful truth about my military career to come to light. I’ve always loved bragging about my war exploits, hence the plans to publish a book. But what if none of my stories were true at all and Boddy planned to expose me?"

"I say it’s you," Rowena teased. "Case closed. Let’s all go home."

"Not so fast," Willow replied. "What’s your M.O.?" she asked nodding to Rowena’s script.

"Let’s see…To prevent being arrested for being a "black widow" serial murderer. She married well and killed all her husbands for their money. The last man worked for a company called Bridgelight Productions, and Mr. Boddy claims to have proof of the murders." She paused and looked over to Giles. "I think we all know who he is."

"Yes, Professor Plum," he sighed and began to read. "Born to a proper Bostonian[image: image10.jpg]


 father and an elegant English mother, Peter Plum spent the first few years of his life in Cairo, Egypt. Plum’s father and his business partner found a treasure map and started using it and even found a little treasure, but then the father died. Plum wanted to pick up where his father left off. He tracked down the partner which lead to a fight to the death in which Plum won but Boddy has proof of…And Mr. Green?"

Robin flipped the page and read, "To prevent being arrested for Mr. Boddy’s uncle’s murder. Mr. Green is a criminal hiding under the guise of religion. He and Mr. Boddy’s uncle had made many deals, very few of them legitimate. One of their deals went sour. Mr. Green killed him, making it look like an accidental drowning."

"Boy," Willow sighed. "A religious man more dangerous than Jerry Falwell or Reverend Fred Phelps. Who’da thunk it?"

Andrew and Tracey entered the room, wheeling in a cart. "If you would all take your proper seats, we’ll see that dinner is served," he told them.

The group inspected the place settings and began to sit down in front of their assigned seats. Xander pulled out Willow’s chair in a gentlemanly fashion and allowed her to sit down. He lingered over her for a moment until she realized he was looking down her dress and she slapped him on the leg.

"Sorry, got distracted," he said mischievously as he took a seat next to her.

Rowena, having seen the exchange, shot daggers at a smiling Willow, which made the witch pick up her water glass to take a nervous drink.

"Now," Andrew announced. "As our cook serves our feast tonight, allow me to bring in our last guest."[image: image11.jpg]



With that, Andrew walked to the door, and they all watched as Brell walked inside waving to everyone.

"Hey Brell," the majority shouted out making Andrew scowl. "Sorry, in character," they all collectively answered.

Andrew handed Brell a piece of paper and he began to read in choppy English. "I am Mr. Boddy. I am here this..." Brell stopped and pointed at his paper.

"Evening," Andrew said softly, helping him.

"Evening to talk of our business. On the table are boxes. Please open the box in front of you now." After he finished, he handed the paper back to Andrew as everyone opened the boxes in front of them.

Willow opened her box to see a rope. Rowena pulled out a candlestick. Xander found he had a revolver. Robin possessed a lead pipe. Faith’s box contained a knife, and Giles’s had a wrench.

As the group examined their gifts, Andrew handed Brell another piece of paper to read.

"You see you have weapons," Brell went on. "I say you use them. The…bu…the butler plans to..."

"Expose," Andrew helped again.

"Expose you but with me your secret is safe. Take these weapons now and kill the man that would smear your good name all over town."

Andrew patted Brell on the back for a job well done, and Brell walked over to the light switch turning it off and sending the room into utter darkness.

Cut to:

Int.

Kitchen – Same Time[image: image12.jpg]



Marsha stood over a green concoction in the caldron from Willow’s Coven Room as she looked at a book chanting in what sounded like bad Latin. She reached over and appeared to add an ingredient making a mist rise in the air and throughout the room. Looking at the steam, she began to grin slyly.

Fade to Black

Cut to:

Int.

Dining Room – Same Time

In the totally pitch-black room the sound of someone being hit by something heavy and a gunshot rang out followed by a scream. Quickly the lights came on to reveal Andrew standing by the switch looking shocked and Brell lying on the floor. The entire room seemed to freeze for a moment and then look at each other, dropping the items they held in their hands.

"Oh my god," Andrew said looking at Xander. "You really shot him."[image: image13.jpg]



"I didn’t," Xander answered. "Someone tried to take the gun, and it went off."

"Oh please, Colonel Mustard. An experienced military man doesn’t know how to hold a gun?" Rowena accused as Giles bent down to examine Brell.

"You were the one standing next to me, Mrs. Peacock. And murder is right up your alley, is it not, ma’am?" Xander answered, sounding more like a solider than himself.

"He’s dead. But there’s no bullet hole," Giles told them. "He wasn’t shot."

"This can’t be happening. He was like a son to me, and I like a mother to him," Faith asked bordering on hysteria and sounding very proper.

"Like Joan Crawford," Willow remarked to Robin with a roll of her eyes.

"At least Crawford could act, unlike you," Xander muttered toward Willow.

"I did the very best I could with him," Faith argued with Willow.

"Yeah, when it came to beating him, and obviously you saved your best for last," Willow said flippantly as she pointed to the body.

"I didn’t kill him!" Faith argued. "Besides I had the knife. You can’t beat someone with a knife, now can you? But you, you might have choked him. You had the rope and the motive."

"We all had a motive," Robin answered. "I, however, am completely innocent of this crime," he added soundly.

"You’re awfully confident, Mr. Green," Giles remarked, looking over at Robin suspiciously.

"Too confident," Andrew replied, folding one arm across his chest and using his other hand to stroke his chin in thought.

Robin appeared shocked. "I realize that two wrongs do not make a right. Any of his misdeeds will be judged by the Lord, I assure you, Professor Plum."

"Like Hell," Willow answered with a chuckle. "Religion is just the poor man’s excuse to believe things will be ‘right’ someday for all the crap life throws at them."

"Crap like losing the part of a lifetime perhaps?" Giles asked.

"Yes! I mean no," Willow answered quickly.

"What about that?" Faith asked. "He cost you your career making role. Sounds like something to kill for...to me, anyway."

"To you, yes, because you’re a greedy, hateful, bitter woman," Willow answered. "I, on the other hand, have learned to overcome and adapt."

"That means only independent films will take her," Xander said in an aside to Faith, who gave a chuckle.

"That is not true!" Willow defended harshly.

"Oh yeah?" Faith asked. "You’re last major film, and I use the word ‘major’ liberally, was ‘Revenge of Zombie Land’."

"It was not!" Willow answered sharply. In a smaller voice she added, "It was ‘Return to Zombie Land’." Faith chuckled, and Willow grew defensive again. "But that’s not the point! The point is I didn’t kill him!"

"The fact remains the same," Andrew told them all. "Someone here did it, and we need to discover who before more people suffer the same fate."

Cut to:

Int.

Slayer Rec Room – Same Time

From the snack table on the other side of the room, Skye and Dawn and Jeff nervously watched Mia and Kennedy, waiting for a sign that it was okay to return to the card game. As Dawn and Jeff grazed on chips and dip, Skye popped cheese cubes into her mouth.

When they saw the two Slayers kiss, the three snackers let out a relieved breath. Dawn smiled at Skye and then at Jeff.

"Come on," she said. "I think it’s safe to go back in the water."

With a giggle and a hand on the arm of each of her companions, Dawn moved forward. Jeff moved with her, but Skye held back.

"You go on ahead," she told them as she held up an empty platter. "We’re outta cheese. I’m gonna make a run to the kitchen."

Skye stepped past Dawn and Jeff and headed for the rec room door.

With a puzzled frown, Dawn watched Skye go. Then she felt Jeff tug her arm.

"Come on," he said. "Let’s go check on the love birds."

Cut to:

Int.

Dining Room – Moments Later

Giles turned to Andrew. "Is anyone else in the house?"

"Yes, the staff that oversees the mansion," he answered.

"Perhaps one of them did it," Robin said with a snap of his fingers before pointing. "We should search the house."

"What?" Faith, Willow and Rowena said at once.

"It’s the only way," Robin answered. "We need to find out who’s here and who did this."

"I remember one night in a small town just south of Bagdad," Xander told them. "We entered this three-story building and my men were pretty nervous, but as I told them, it needed to be done. The only thing to fear is fear itself, ladies."

"And death apparently," Willow said waving to the body. "Thanks, FDR, but if you can put the ego in check for a second, let’s think about what that means. We split up, it increases the chances the killer will kill us."

"Spoken like a killer," Faith remarked.

"Takes one to know one," Rowena countered.

"Sticking up for her, are you?" Faith said, closing the distance between Rowena and herself.

Rowena and Willow glanced at each other before Rowena turned back to face Faith. Before she could reply, a rumble of thunder and crack of lightning lit up the room simultaneously before submerging it into darkness.

"Get her away from me," Faith screamed and moved into Robin’s arms.

"Oh, for crying out loud. Calm down," Willow sighed. "Are there any candles in here? Anything at all?"

"No," Andrew answered. "There might be some in the pantry…if I remember where that is," he added.

"You’re the butler, and you don’t know?" Giles asked.

Andrew suddenly looked nervous, and the group began to close in on him. "I, uh, I’m just not sure right now is all."

"Who are you exactly?" Xander asked as he pushed him into a chair. "I’ve got ways of making you talk."

"As do I," Faith added.

"Probably involves wire hangers," Rowena muttered to Willow, who snorted in response. Faith shot her an unappreciative look.

"Don’t hurt me," Andrew said as he cowered into the chair.

"Are you the butler or not?" Giles asked.

"I’m the head of the kitchen," Andrew told them. "That’s all."

"Oh, this is pointless," Willow sighed as she started to walk toward the door.

"Where do you think you’re going?" Robin asked.

"Where do you think?" she countered. "We need to find some source of light. Besides I’m safer out there than I am in here."

After she left, everyone looked at each other, and they all bolted toward the door in haste to get away from each other.

Cut to:

Int.

Kitchen – Moments Later

"Marsha? You in here?" Skye called out as she looked around the dark room. She walked to the island and set down the empty cheese platter. She found Willow’s caldron with the Latin book next to it. She pursed her lips a moment and then shrugged before going to the refrigerator.[image: image14.jpg]



"It’s you," Skye heard someone hiss from the shadows.

She turned around and suddenly her eyes went wide. "What are you doing in here?" she asked.

She never got an answer. Instead a hand struck out quickly and sliced. Skye reached up to her neck as blood began to trickle through her fingers.

 

End of Act Two
Act Three
 

 

Cut to:

Int.

Slayer Rec Room – Same Time

Slayers lay in a mix of blankets and sleeping bags in front of the wide-screen television that no longer worked. Instead of watching Michael Myers stalking Jamie Lee Curtis as they had before the power outage, the girls sat around in a circle with a host of candles telling ghost stories. Dawn looked down at her watch and then over her shoulder and back at her watch again as the storm continued to rage outside.

"I’m gonna go see if Skye got lost," Dawn told Kennedy, who sat to her right. She traded her popcorn bowl for the flashlight Kennedy held. She got up from the sofa and began to walk from the room.

Cut to:

Int.

Kitchen – Same Time

Dawn flashed the light around the room but saw nothing as she entered.[image: image15.jpg]



"Skye? Where are you?" she called out.

She walked further into the darkened room humming an absent tune until she tripped on something, nearly falling face first. The flashlight fell from her hands as she tried to catch herself. It slid back toward her to show she’d tripped on Skye’s lifeless feet. Dawn looked at her own hands to see them covered with blood, and she began to scream.

Cut to:

Int.

Pantry – Same Time

Andrew fumbled and then dropped the candles he was holding as he heard the scream.

Cut to:

Int.

Slayer Rec Room – Same Time

"Did you hear that?" Vi asked, looking back at Mia and Kennedy. "It sounded like it came from upstairs."

"Dawn," Kennedy muttered and shot to her feet. The younger Slayers started to get up but Kennedy motioned them back down. "You guys stay put. We’ll check it out."

Kennedy nodded to Vi, Jeff, and Mia; then they both followed her from the room.

Cut to:

Int.

Kitchen – Same Time

Dawn sat against the cabinet with the flashlight trembling as she sobbed. Jeff worked his way inside first with Vi behind him.

"Oh god," Vi whispered as she saw Skye lying on the ground in a pool of blood. "What happened?"

Mia knelt down to bring Dawn to her feet as the young woman still cried uncontrollably. Jeff walked over with his flashlight and put his fingers to Skye’s throat. "She’s dead," he said softly after a few seconds. He turned around and faced Dawn. "Did you see who did this?" he asked.

"No, I-I came in a-and she was here…like this," Dawn cried.

"We gotta break up the costume party," Kennedy told the group as she motioned them from the room. "Vi, will you take Dawn back to the rec room and then meet us at the dining room?" Vi nodded and Kennedy turned to Jeff. "Go with them and look after her, okay?"[image: image16.jpg]



"Sure thing," Jeff answered. "C’mon Dawn," he said gently.

Kennedy and Mia watched the pair practically carry Dawn down the hallway.

"What did this, Ken?" the Slayer asked.

"I don’t know, but let’s hope it didn’t find anyone else in here. C’mon."

Cut to:

Int.

Dining Room – Moments Later

Kennedy and Mia walked into the dining room to find it empty. "Where’d everyone go?" Kennedy asked impatiently as she shined her flashlight around the room.

Mia pointed hers on the floor to find another pair of feet. "Over there," she nodded.

The two worked their way over and Kennedy’s eyes widened as she saw Brell. "Oh Jesus," she sighed and fell to her knees to check his pulse. "He’s not breathing," she said looking up.

"Where are the others at?" Mia asked.

"I don’t know, but we need to find them. Let’s get the generators going first though. We need some light in here - fast."

"Agreed. I’ll look for them, and you go-."

"No," Kennedy told her. "If there’s something in here, I don’t want you alone. We stick together." Kennedy hit the button on her wireless radio. "Vi?" she called over.

"Yeah, Ken?"

"Stay put. We just found Brell, too. Mia and I are going to turn on the generators, and we’ll come get you. Safety in numbers okay?"

"No problem," Vi replied.

Kennedy put the radio back on her hip and motioned Mia to follow her.

Cut to:

Int.

Kitchen – Same Time

Willow walked into the kitchen to see everyone standing there. "Another one?" she asked seeing Skye on the floor.

"Yes, but it appears that he did it," Giles said pointing to Andrew.

"I told you, I found her this way," he argued. "Being here first doesn’t make me a murderer."

"I can see why everyone might want Mr. Boddy dead," Robin answered. "But why the mansion staff? It makes no sense."

"I suggest we take the latest casualty to the dining room," Xander recommended to the room. "Let’s try to figure this out from a secured location. All in favor?"

"Aye," Giles answered.

"Sure," Rowena added.

"Certainly," Robin agreed.

"Whatever," Willow said with a shrug.

Cut to:

Int.

Slayer Rec Room – Same Time

"What’s going on?" one of the younger Slayers asked Vi.

"We’ve got some people here hurt," Vi lied. "Kennedy and Mia are going to see about getting the generators started so that we can search the building."

One of the girls pointed over to the table where Dawn sat sipping some water as Jeff consoled her. "Skye got hurt, didn’t she?" the girl asked.[image: image17.jpg]



Vi licked her lips nervously. "Yeah, but you Slayerettes will be okay here so just stay together." Vi began to look around the room. "I’ll be right back," she told them. She walked over to the card table where Dawn and Jeff sat to see Dawn’s bloodshot eyes. "I just thought of something. Have either of you seen Marsha?"

"She was supposed to be here. Oh god," Dawn muttered and started to rise.

"No," Vi told her. "You stay here with Jeff. I’ll see if I can find her. When Mia and Ken get back, tell them I’ll meet them in the dining room."

Before they could offer a protest, Vi left the room.

Cut to:

Ext.

Council Building – Same Time

The storm continued to pound on Mia and Kennedy. As Mia opened the gas tank of the generator, Kennedy readied the gallon jug.

"All set," Mia yelled over the storm.

Kennedy lifted the funnel to the tank and began to pour it when another crash of lightening went off behind them.

"Standing out here with a bucket of gas isn’t very bright, is it?" Kennedy remarked.

"We don’t have much choice," Mia answered.

The hood from Kennedy’s slicker fell back, and Mia righted it and wiped some of the rain from Kennedy’s face so that she could see to continue pouring. Once the can was empty, Kennedy closed the cap on the generator, and Mia gave it a swift pull. Suddenly, the lights inside the Council glowed, and they gave each other a thumbs-up sign before running back toward the building.

Cut to:

Int.

Dining Room – Moments Later

The men carried Skye’s body inside and set it down next to Brell’s as everyone else took a weary seat.

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

"Call the police," Robin told them as he adjusted his tie.

"We can’t do that," Giles answered. 

"And why not?" Robin countered. "Have something to hide?"

"We all have something at stake here," Willow argued. "I’ll never find work again if I’ve been involved in a double murder. Even if I didn’t do it."

"She’s right," Rowena answered. "I know with the scrutiny that I’ve faced this won’t be looked to kindly upon…for any of us actually."

"Then what’s the solution?" Xander asked.

They all turned to see Kennedy and Mia enter the room. Kennedy’s eyes scanned the room, and she seemed to do a double-take of Willow in the tight dress before shaking it off.

"Thank god, you’re all here. We’ve got a psycho killer on the loose," Kennedy told them as she and Mia entered.

"We know," they all answered in a sing-song voice.

Kennedy took a step closer to Willow with a curious expression at how casual she sounded. "Skye’s dead and…lying right next to Brell?" she finished as she noticed the two on the ground next to each other. "You moved her? Shouldn’t we call the police?"

Everyone shouted, "No!" except for Robin, who told her, "That’s what I said."

Giles walked over to Kennedy. "We’re not sure who the young woman is, but we know that someone in this room killed Mr. Boddy, but we need to find out who."

Kennedy looked dumbfounded. "Giles, what the hell are you talking about?"

"Who’s Giles?" he asked.

Kennedy paused, appearing even more confused. "What are you talking about?" Kennedy asked again.

"I’m sorry, Miss. My name is Professor Peter Plum. You must have mistaken me for someone else."

Kennedy blinked slowly three times and shook her head before turning to Mia. "Care to jump in here?" she asked.

With an equally flabbergasted expression, Mia opened her mouth to speak but just shrugged instead.

Cut to:

Int.

Coven Room – Same Time

Vi looked inside to see Marsha with a caldron at Willow’s workbench. With a relived sigh she opened the door and walked in. [image: image18.jpg]



"There you are," Vi announced. She watched the young Slayer jump, and she quirked an eyebrow. "What are you up to?" Vi asked.

"Nothing," Marsha answered quickly and began to walk toward her. "I see we got the power back. Let’s go see some videos."

"Hold it, hotshot," Vi said grabbing her by the arm as she tried to walk past her. "What were you doing in here?"

"Just some stuff. Stuff that would impress Andrew," she answered trying to sound casual.

"Magics? Did you conjure something?" Vi asked impatiently.

"Maybe," the girl said guiltily.

Vi let out a deep sigh. "We’ve got to find Kennedy and Mia quick and tell them what’s going on."

"Is something wrong?" Marsha asked.

"Brell’s dead. Skye’s dead. And perhaps even other people at the Council, including your Watcher."

"What?" Marsha asked.

"Come on," Vi said pulling her from the room.

 

End of Act Three
Act Four
 

 

Cut to:
Int.
Dining Room – Same Time
The Watchers gang stood around looking at the Slayer with dumbfounded expressions. Kennedy gave Giles an incredulous look but then started to smile.[image: image19.jpg]



"Okay, I get it. Ha. Ha. Very funny. You guys are playing a trick on us."

"Excuse me, but who are you?" Willow asked.

"Enough of the role playing, Will. You can stop now," Kennedy answered.

Willow turned sharply to Andrew. "Who is this woman?" she asked impatiently.

"She’s one of our more outspoken, obnoxious employees," he answered.

"Hey!" Kennedy said indignantly.

Everyone turned to see Vi pull Marsha into the room by the earlobe as the younger Slayer yelped all the way.

"She did a spell," Vi told the room.

Marsha pushed away from Vi as all eyes turned on her.

"I did not," she answered.

"What’s going on?" Kennedy asked Vi. "Giles thinks he’s Professor Plum."

"Care to explain?" Vi prompted Marsha.

"I just wanted to make something that would impress Andrew. That’s all," Marsha said in a quiet voice.

Kennedy harrumphed. "Well, now two people are dead, and everyone thinks they’re actually their characters," Kennedy reprimanded. "What in the world are we going to do?" Kennedy asked Mia. When Mia didn’t have an answer, Kennedy began to pace. "This is bad. Very, very bad." Kennedy closed the distance between her and Marsha. "Didn’t the news of the evil chessboard teach you not to mess with magic?"

"Magic?" Willow asked.

Kennedy turned to her former lover. "You’re all under a spell. You’re killing people because you think you’re in some warped murder mystery," she told them.

The Watchers group scoffed at the news. "Magic? Magic’s all balderdash and chicanery," Giles answered as Willow nodded in agreement.[image: image20.jpg]



"Boy, did I just have a surreal moment there," Kennedy mumbled as she looked at Giles and Willow. She shook it off and continued. "If you were yourselves, you’d know how strange this sounds coming from me but…magic is real."

"You’re nuts," Faith answered.

"So nuts that she’s probably the one that did them in," Rowena answered.

"She’s got the strength to do it, a soldier’s build. That’s for sure. Feel," Xander added as he reached out and felt Kennedy’s upper arms. Willow reached over and began to squeeze too.

Kennedy scowled at Xander. "Get off me," she told him firmly. Xander let go and walked away as Willow continued to kneed her flesh.

"We could use her," Willow told them. "She could protect us."

Faith glanced over to see Rowena quirking an eyebrow in Willow’s direction.

"That bothers you," Faith said to Rowena.

Everyone turned to look at Faith except for Mia, who extracted Willow from her girlfriend and gently pushed the redhead into the chair behind her.

"What?" Rowena asked Faith.

"Miss Scarlet touching the employee. I saw that look on your face," Faith went on.

"That’s ridiculous. Why would I care? She can touch who she likes. It’s not like I own her. It’s not like we even met before tonight for that matter," Rowena answered rapidly.[image: image21.jpg]



"You’re nervous," Robin observed.

"Yes. I mean no. I don’t know what you’re talking about," Rowena insisted.

Mia looked closely at Rowena and began to nod. "She’s lying."

"How do you know that?" Kennedy asked.

"Her eyes. They’re dilating."

"It’s the light!" Rowena countered harshly and looked away.

Giles turned swiftly to face Willow. "Did you meet each other before tonight?"

"I meet so many people in my line of work, Professor, and I don’t like what you’re suggesting," Willow answered.

"I didn’t suggest anything," he answered. "I just asked if you met prior to this evening."

"Everybody shut up!" Kennedy yelled. "You are not a Professor," she told Giles before looking around the room. "You’re all under some mystical spell. Two people are dead now," she told them. "Really dead, and we need to figure a way out of this now!"

"No," Robin answered. "We need to figure out who did this before the police get here."

Kennedy shook her head in frustration. "I can’t believe this is happening." She turned to Marsha. "Go get the book you used. We’ll see if we can find a way to reverse this."

"Maybe we should just let them play the game," Marsha told her. "Everything might right itself if they figure out the mystery."

Kennedy clinched her jaw. "I’m not gonna repeat it. Go…get…the book."

With a sigh and a roll of her eyes, Marsha left the room. Then Mia stepped forward. "Maybe she’s right. Let them work it out," she whispered.

"Fine, but we’re not leaving this room, and neither are they," Kennedy said, taking a seat and folding her arms across her chest.

Cut to:
Int.
Slayer Rec Room – Moments Later
Carrying her book, Marsha walked in to see Dawn and Jeff sitting at the table with each other. They looked up as the young Slayer entered and came over.

"Everyone’s in the dining room," she told them. "They moved Skye."

Dawn and Jeff exchanged a look and rose from the table.

Cut to:
Int.
Dining Room – Same Time
Kennedy and Mia watched with equally tense expressions as everyone in the room shouted at each other.

"God, I hope we find a way to fix this," Kennedy grumbled. "And Skye and Brell? What do we do with them?"

"Let’s just try to focus on one thing at a time," Mia told her. "We need to change them back before they kill everyone in the Council."

On the other side of the room, the group moved in on Rowena.

"What’s the link?" Andrew asked.

"What are you talking about?" Rowena countered as the gang closed in around her.

"Between this young woman and Mr. Boddy. Why kill both of them?" he asked.

"I didn’t kill both of them," she argued.

"But you killed one of them then? Which one?" Faith asked.

"I didn’t say that," Rowena answered and began to pace. "You can’t all stand here and tell me that you’re not happy he’s gone."

"Sounds like a confession to me," Xander remarked.

"Why don’t you back off?" Willow replied.

"Ah ha!" Giles piped in. "Defending Mrs. Peacock now, I see."

"I am not!" Willow shouted.

"Thanks a lot," Rowena answered.

"Don’t you start with me," Willow told her firmly. "Look-."

"You never answered my question," Giles told her.

"What question?"

"Did you know Mrs. Peacock prior to tonight?" he pushed.

"Yes!" Willow shouted, making the room grow silent.

"So you lied," Robin said, stroking his chin.

"How did you know her?" Andrew asked.

"The studio!" Faith said with a finger snap. "Mrs. Peacock’s husband worked for Bridgelight. And who produced Zombie Land?"

After a brief pause Willow admitted with a sigh, "Bridgelight. But I didn’t kill Mr. Boddy!"

"We can’t believe you! You lied once already," Giles countered.

"She isn’t lying," Rowena said softly, getting everyone’s attention. "I did it."

"Patricia, no. Don’t saying anything more," Willow remarked.

"Patricia?" Faith asked. "First name basis? Sounds like you might know each other a bit better than you’re both letting on."

Willow and Rowena looked at each other for a moment. "Yes, I met Patricia through the studio. I was working on the film and…we hit it off, so to speak."

The group looked confused, and all at once the appearance of recognition took over. "Ahhh…" they collectively sighed.

"So she really did kill her husband to be with you," Robin remarked.

"She didn’t," Willow answered. "I killed him to be with her. She took the heat so that I could continue my film career."

"Then why kill Mr. Boddy?" Giles asked Rowena.

"The murder rap was just a red herring," Willow answered for her. "The real reason was the information that Mr. Boddy had was about us – about Patricia and me, about our relationship. It wasn’t about Mr. Peacock’s suspicious and untimely death."

"He knew about our torrid affair," Rowena explained further. "He threatened to expose Josephine and essentially end any possibility of her career going any higher. I couldn’t let him do that to her."

"That still doesn’t answer who killed the girl," Robin said to the room as Dawn, Jeff, and Marsha walked inside.

Xander looked around the room. "The knife is missing. Whoever has the knife killed the girl."

Slowly, Willow reached into her cleavage and pulled out the dagger. "I killed the girl."

"Whatever for?" Giles asked, totally confused.

"She’s the one who caught us in the wardrobe department. She was Mr. Boddy’s informant."

From the other side of the room, Kennedy ran her hands down her face. "This is so whacked."

Dawn crept closer, taking careful steps.

"You killed Skye?" she asked Willow as the witch rose and nodded.

Dawn took off into a sprint and tackled Willow over the chair before Kennedy, Mia, or Vi could even react. Dawn grabbed the knife and repeatedly began pounding her in the chest with it. The witch howled in agony as Dawn screamed undistinguishable obscenities.

"Dawn! No!" Kennedy shouted. Before she could move though, a blast of power hurled Dawn back, sending her crashing into the dining room china cabinet. The dinner guests screamed and scrambled in all directions, tripping over Vi and Mia as they tried to reach Dawn, who had fallen in a crumpled heap among the shattered wood and glass. Marsha staggered back into the corner by the door and fell to her knees in tears.

"Willow?" Kennedy whispered, taking a faltering step towards Willow’s body, which was sprawled out on the floor, her blue dress stained black with blood. She rushed forward as Willow’s hand, lain across her stomach, twitched.

"Josephine?" Rowena asked from her position, crouched behind the dining table. "Is she…?"

"Not another one," Xander complained.

"Get the doctor!" Kennedy shouted. "Someone get help! She-"

Willow’s hand shot into Kennedy’s chest, audibly cracking several ribs as she tossed her away. Coughing in pain, Kennedy watched as Willow slowly got to her feet, seemingly ignoring the blood oozing from the wounds in her chest.

"Two and a half years," she whispered, as everyone in the room froze, staring at her, "I’ve been waiting for this a long time." There was a gasp, from the Slayers and the dinner guests alike, as Willow opened pure obsidian eyes, her hair darkened to black, and dark patterns of veins began to grow over her cheeks.

VO: Alright. Stop. Rewind. So it really didn’t happen this way…how about this…
Willow and Rowena looked at each other for a moment. "Yes, I met Patricia through the studio. I was working on the film and…we hit it off, so to speak."

The group looked confused, and all at once the appearance of recognition took over. "Ahhh…" they collectively sighed.

"So she really did kill her husband to be with you," Robin remarked.

"She didn’t," Willow answered. "I killed him to be with her. She took the heat so that I could continue my film career."

"Then why kill Mr. Boddy?" Giles asked Rowena.

"He knew about our torrid affair," Rowena explained further. "He threatened to expose Josephine and essentially end any possibility of her career going any higher. I couldn’t let him do that to her."

"That still doesn’t answer who killed the girl," Robin said to the room as Dawn, Jeff, and Marsha walked inside.

Andrew looked around the room. "The knife is missing. Whoever has the knife killed the girl."

Slowly, Giles reached into his coat pocket and pulled out the dagger. "I killed the girl."[image: image22.jpg]



"Why?" the room asked collectively.

"We were having an affair, and she learned she was pregnant. She threatened to tell my fiancé of our liaisons. I took the opportunity that was presented."

"You were the one sleeping with Skye?" Dawn asked.

"The one?" Kennedy asked.

Dawn nodded. "I had my suspicious for a while now, but I never thought it was you Giles. I mean, my God, what were you thinking?"

Giles looked away with guilt.

Dawn pulled out a gun and began to fire off round after round into Giles’s chest as the room scattered around and cowered on the ground. He finally fell to the floor, face first, dead.

"At least we know who killed Professor Plum," Dawn told the room. "It was me, in the library, with the revolver," she said as she dropped the gun.

VO: Okay, Okay…here’s what really happened:
Willow and Rowena looked at each other for a moment. "Yes, I met Patricia through the studio. I was working on the film and…we hit it off, so to speak."

The group looked confused, and all at once the appearance of recognition took over. "Ahhh…" they collectively sighed.

"So she really did kill her husband to be with you," Robin remarked.

"She didn’t," Willow answered. "I killed him to be with her. She took the heat so that I could continue my film career."

"Then why kill Mr. Boddy?" Giles asked Rowena.

"He knew about our torrid affair," Rowena explained further. "He threatened to expose Josephine and essentially end any possibility of her career going any higher. I couldn’t let him do that to her."

"That still doesn’t answer who killed the girl," Robin said to the room as Dawn, Jeff, and Marsha walked inside.

Faith looked around the room. "The knife is missing. Whoever has the knife killed the girl."

Slowly, Willow reached into her cleavage and pulled out the dagger. "I killed the girl."

"Whatever for?" Giles asked, totally confused.

"She’s the one who caught us in the wardrobe department. She was Mr. Boddy’s informant."

From the other side of the room, Kennedy ran her hands down her face. "This is so whacked."

Dawn crept closer, taking careful steps.

"You killed Skye?" she asked Willow as the witch rose and nodded.

Dawn took off into a sprint and tackled Willow over the chair before Kennedy, Mia, or Vi could even react. Dawn grabbed the knife and repeatedly began pounding Willow in the chest with it. The witch howled in agony as Dawn screamed indistinguishable obscenities.

"Dawn! No!" Kennedy shouted. She rushed over as the Watchers pulled Dawn away. "Oh god," Kennedy cried as she, Vi, and Mia saw Willow resting on her side. Kennedy rolled the witch over. Her eyes were closed but not a drop of blood appeared on her dress. 

"What the…?" Kennedy muttered in wonder.

Willow’s eyes shot open. "Gotcha," she said before she started to laugh.

Soon the rest of the room couldn’t suppress their chuckles, and Brell sat up from the floor, opening his eyes.

"Brell get up now?" he asked.

Andrew pulled him to his feet, and soon Skye followed. She walked over to her girlfriend and wrapped her arm around Dawn’s waist.

"You set all this up?" Kennedy asked the room. "Were you all in on it?" she asked turning to Vi and Mia. Both women shook their heads.

"I had no idea," Vi answered.

"Me neither," Mia told her.

"What about you squirt?" Kennedy asked Marsha.

Marsha handed Andrew a cup, and he took a drink.

"What do you think?" she asked.

"That’s darn good punch," he remarked, making her smile proudly.

"Punch? That's what you were making? What and the book?" Vi motioned with her head.

"Well, I wanted to make some punch for the gang using Andrew’s recipe which means constant stirring. So I thought I’d study my Latin while I was at it."

"And the coven room?" Vi asked.

"Just returning the caldron," Marsha answered.

"God you guys scared the hell outta me," Kennedy said as she shook her head. Slowly she began to grin. "You’re evil. All of you – evil to the core."

"Yeah," Faith admitted with smug grin. "But it was fun. You shoulda seen the look on your face." She gave a short chuckle.

"Actually," Andrew said raising a hand and walking across the room to pick up his recorder. "We can. I've got it all on tape."
"Maybe later," Faith told him. "I, however, would like to hear all the tawdry details of Mrs. Peacock and Miss Scarlet’s adventures behind the scenes," she teased.

Willow looked to Rowena, and the blonde woman shrugged. "Not much to tell. Just a little role-playing after all."

Willow, wordless, turned around and walked to the table, picking up her water glass and taking a drink, avoiding eye contact with anyone.

"I thought we were boned," Kennedy said with a sigh. "I didn’t know how we were going to fix you guys." She paused and motioned Skye over toward her. "Let me look at that."

Skye walked over for Kennedy to examine the neck wound. "Looks real, doesn’t it?" Skye asked.

"Had me fooled," she admitted.

"Jeff was our special effects guru," Skye said proudly, and he took a slight bow.

"It was nothing really," he told them. "A little latex, a little spirit gum and some fake blood."

"And letting you check for the pulse was pretty smart. But what about you?" Kennedy asked, as she turned to Brell. "I checked you for a pulse but found nothing."

"Brell demon can stop blood flow for a few moments. When pretty Slayer come into room, Brell stop while Slayer check. Slayer think Brell dead."

Kennedy laughed. "Damn, you guys thought of everything, didn’t you?"

"Actually, it was all Andrew’s plotting," Robin told her. "I say we all give him a nice round of applause."

As the group clapped, Andrew gave a nod of appreciation. "Ah yes, but a director is sometimes only as good as his actors," he told them. "Really. I had fun, guys and you played it all just perfect."

"So, Slick," Faith said, coming up to stand beside Kennedy. "Whaddya say I get out of this monkey suit, and we all go take part in Slayerfest?"

"You’re on," Kennedy smiled as the group began to leave the room.

Fade Out
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Ext.
Hallway of Willow and Rowena’s Apartments – Later that Night
Dressed in their regular clothes, Rowena and Willow emerged from their apartments at the same time.

"Finally, I’m rid of that silly hat," Rowena said with a smile and an exasperated sigh.

Willow forced a smile but said nothing.

"What’s wrong, Will?" she asked.

"I think maybe we should cool things down a bit between us."[image: image23.jpg]



Rowena opened her mouth and closed it firmly. "What brought this on, may I ask?" she finally said.

"Tonight," Willow replied. "We had the perfect chance to tell the gang about us, but again all they got were more excuses. I…I think maybe you need to come to...to terms with a few things still, a-and I can be an active part of that while you do."

"So you don’t want me now?" Rowena asked.

"Just the opposite. I’d like to shout it from the rooftop. Well okay, maybe not the rooftop but at least the second story of the Council. I mean I’d like our friends to know...But I don’t think you feel the same way."

"Willow, I love you."

"I know. I love you too but…sometimes love just isn’t enough. I’m sorry, Rowena. I know I want you, and I don’t care who knows. Until you feel the same, I think it’s best we give things a rest…Just think it over."

Rowena folded her arms across her chest while Willow guiltily walked away down the hallway.

"Wait!" Rowena called out, making Willow stop. "Let’s set a date," she proposed as she closed the distance between them.

"What?" Willow asked.

"Give me another month, Willow. Just us, okay?…And then…then we’ll tell them, all right?"

"You know...being kinda sneaky was fun at first, naughty even…but the novelty is wearing off here."

"I realize that. All I’m asking is that you consider it. I don’t want to throw this away because I’m scared of how they’ll all take it," Rowena answered.

"I told you before-."

"Yes, they’re all with the accepting, well, except for your ex, I’m sure, but that goes without saying. Actually, she’s one of my main concerns."

"Why?" Willow asked. "She’s moved on, Ro."

"Perhaps, but I was her watcher at one point."

"But now you’re not," Willow answered. Rowena started to protest, and Willow put a finger over her lips. "Look. Ken will deal. Everyone will, so... we’ll go another month and see what happens…Besides, you’ve got me wrapped around your little finger." Willow looked serious for a moment before she began to grin.

Rowena smiled and wrapped her arms around the witch holding her tight. "You're not the only one wrapped," she whispered softly as she closed her eyes. 

Willow’s grin slowly became replaced by a look of uncertainty until she closed her eyes too.

Fade to Black
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