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Fade in:

Int.

Watchers’ Library - Night

Willow was in a familiar position when Kennedy entered the library. She was at a table, surrounded by books. Most looked old and several had odd shapes. One was not so much a book as a scroll.

And Willow herself looked terrible - pale, with dark circles under her eyes. She looked up and almost smiled.

"Hi." She clearly tried to make the greeting sound normal, but failed.

Rather than answer, Kennedy sat across from her. Looked at her, straight into a pair of bloodshot eyes. Looked hard enough to get Willow's attention.

"What?" the witch asked.

"It’s not your fault."[image: image1.jpg]



Willow didn't answer at first. Instead she let her eyes wander in the shadows of the small library around her. "I know that," she answered in a soft voice.

"No, you don't. Look at you."

Willow paused a moment. "It’s...it’s not that. All I'm doing is making sure--making sure--it can't happen again. Not ever. It’s just a matter of the right combination of spells so I’m double-checking everything."

"More than the dozen times you already did?"

"That might not be enough..."

Kennedy reached over and grabbed one of the books from in front of Willow.

"Hey!" the witch exclaimed

Holding it up, Kennedy asked, "Is this the only copy of this one?"

"It’s one of only five! Be careful!"

"Do the Devon and Hong Kong covens have the others?"

"Yeah," Willow answered with little energy.

After a moment, she turned away, unable to meet the slayer’s gaze. Kennedy continued, "There’re lots of others, people that have done almost as much as you have, who’ve come to the same conclusion, right?" Willow simply bobbed her head. "And Willow? Slayers die everyday. If not from demons then from disease or even car accidents! You can’t save them all."

Willow looked back at Kennedy. Her eyes were wet. "Yeah, but I failed to save the one that trusted me most…She was so young," she finally whispered.

For a long beat, Kennedy said nothing. "Aren't we all," was all she could come up with.

Rowena entered from the hallway, bearing a tray in her hands. On the tray were three plates, holding a sandwich, some fruit and a collection of cheeses on a glass plate. She hesitated upon seeing that Willow was not alone, but then came all the way in and placed the tray on a nearby table.

"Time to eat," she said to Willow.

"I'm not hungry," was the reply.

"You might not be, but your body is," Rowena said with authority. "Believe me, I know."

At that moment Rowena and Kennedy shared a look, one of agreement and just the slightest shadow of old grief.

The slayer nodded. "Yeah, she’s right." Then she turned back to Willow. "Time to eat, Will."

For about three seconds, Willow said and did nothing. Then, she slowly rose and almost shuffled over to the dinner tray. Kennedy followed Willow as she sat down, paused, then reached for a grape. The witch put it into her mouth and began to chew as she reached for another.

Over Willow's head, Kennedy and Rowena shared another look. Attempting a smile--not a very sincere one, but not too fake either--Kennedy gave Rowena a slight nod which Rowena returned in kind.

"Eat up. I’ll be in the gym if you need me," the slayer told the two watchers.

Quietly, Kennedy made her exit. Once she did, Rowena put her arm around Willow's shoulders.

"It will get better," the blonde whispered in her ear.

"You oughta know, huh?" was the humorless reply.

"Yeah, I do."

Willow bowed her head, let Rowena enfold her in an embrace with both arms. She let her rock them both and felt the blonde kiss her atop the head. At last Willow's own arms circled Rowena, but her head remained down. She couldn't see the tears in Rowena's eyes--or the horror of memory in them.

Cut to:

Ext.

Video Hut – Night

The corner of a banner flapped lightly in the breeze, which read ‘Under New Management’.

Cut to:

Int.

Video Hut – Same Time

Like all Vl'hurg demons, Ethrovai wore long robes. He gazed at his customer Oor and held something up for his consideration. When he spoke, his mucus-laden voice came from a mass of thick tentacles below where--in a human face--the nose would have been.

"Death," said Ethrovai enticingly, "the flaying of innocent young women, a brilliant cannibal escapes from his captors..."[image: image2.jpg]



"Nope" replied Oor instantly. "I already have Silence of the Lambs, the special anniversary edition."

Ethrovai nodded, returning the DVD to its place.

"Have you got The Grudge by any chance?"

"Japanese original or the remake?" Ethrovai asked.

"My kids can't speak Japanese, and they're too young to wanna read subtitles. I mean the new one starring that scary-looking blonde actress..."

"Oh! No, that's still in theaters. It'll be months before I get that." Ethrovai scanned over the other titles he had in the Children's Section. "Texas Chainsaw Massacre? An oldie but a goodie..."

"Remake?"

"We've got both. Hi Brell!" he added as another demon, this one much more anthropomorphic despite the blue skin and protruding horns, entered the store. "Be with you in a second!"

Brell waved and went to the General Releases wall. Ethrovai turned back to Oor.

"How about Alien: Resurrection? They've never seen that," Oor commented.

"You're in luck! It’s in!" With that Ethrovai grabbed the DVD for his customer, taking it to the counter. "Just one for the kids?" he asked.

The other Vl'hurg nodded and followed along. "They're already watching something now, and after they finish this," he indicated the bag of Chinese food he'd brought in, "I figure they'll only have the energy to see one more flick."

"Okay. Then, what about you and the missus?"

Oor thought about it, his tentacles pulsing a little, much as a human might have tilted their head or hummed. "Mar'arj really likes a good scary movie."

Instantly Ethrovai grabbed a DVD, one of a stack he had near the register. "This is the scariest thing to come in this year!"

The DVD cover showed a familiar pair of blonde twins, along with the title of the movie: New York Minute. Oor visibly shuddered. "I don't know...scary is one thing, but those things damn near made me soil myself last time."

"Does Mar'arj react the same way?"

"Yeah, yeah she does."

"And you'll be there to comfort her, a shoulder she can hide in. Who knows? Maybe you'll get lucky!"

"Hmmmm...she has been looking nice and bloated lately..."

Meanwhile, Brell was still in the "A" section of the General Releases. He was busily scanning various titles, sometimes picking up one to read the back cover. In fact, he'd just put down the unrated version of American Pie and was reaching for But I'm a Cheerleader when a three-fingered hand tapped his shoulder. Brell turned around.

"Good evening, Brell," said the third Vl'hurg in cultured, clipped tones. "And how are you this splendid night?"[image: image3.jpg]



"Brell is good, Reteesk."

"Wonderful to hear it!" Reteesk answered.

"Reteesk, good?" Brell asked politely.

"I bides fair, my friend, fair. Ethrovai dropped me a missive that the next Farscape season was here at long last, and down I came. What about you?"

"On way home." Brell shrugged. "Mate and spawn out of town, visiting mother."

"How long have they been gone?"

"Four days."

"You poor chap! Tell you what, there's a delightful eatery that's opened up just a hop, skip and jump from this locale. Luigi's, have you heard of it mayhaps?"

"No..."

"Mostly Italian, but with all kinds of specialties tailored for non-human clientele. I had the goat's eyes with garlic over linguini the other night and been looking for an excuse to dine there again ever since. Allow me to treat you to a meal!"

Brell smiled. "You good friend!"

"One does try."

It took the DVD storeowner barely four minutes to get Reteesk's purchase rung up and his credit card payment processed. It would have taken them even less time, but a very gothic looking female vampire kept pestering about the special edition of Underworld and wouldn't shut up. Ethrovai drew the line, however, at letting her cut in line when it came to paying.

Cut to:

Ext.

Cleveland Alley – Night

Reteesk led the way through various ill-lit alleys.

"A shame really," he noted, using a little globe of light to show the way, "one cannot take the most direct route. But Homo sapiens, I fear, are not the most civilized of species. So apt to react very badly indeed at any hint they share this world with...well, anyone. Still, they do try hard and deserve considerable credit for that."

Brell nodded in agreement.

"Mind you, it is vampires and their sort that really put a crimp into any hopes for much change along those lines. Pity, really." Then Reteesk stopped short as they spotted a figure in the distance. "Hullo. Who is this, then? Anyone you know, Brell?"

The blue-skinned demon looked to where his companion pointed.

Walking slowly in the shadows was a totally unfamiliar character. Tall and hairless, the green humanoid figure had eyes that glowed like headlights of piercing amber. Its skin was green. And as it approached, seemingly oblivious to either Brell or Reteesk, the black leather garments it wore became visible. They seemed sewn directly onto the skin.[image: image4.jpg]



Reteesk stepped forward. "Hale and well-met, fellow traveler!"

The creature made no reply. It in fact seemed to ignore their presence altogether. By now its mouth was visible--lipless, revealing long teeth.

Fluttering his tentacles, Reteesk stepped almost in its way. "No need to be discourteous I'm sure," he gently scolded.

Almost languidly, the green demon with glowing eyes raised one leather-sheathed arm and pushed Reteesk. Hard. Reteesk, despite his weight, hit the side of the alley wall with a squishy sound. He gave a quick grunt in pain, which brought Brell to his side.

"I say! Stop that! There's no need...!"

"Reteesk! You okay?"

"I am...well, winded really. Perhaps I might have suffered a small bruise or two, but more to my dignity than my flesh." Still he rose again awkwardly, and winced as he brushed dust off his robes. "But what an appalling personage, even if I must say so myself!" He looked after the still-walking creature. It continued to make its way, still ignoring everything in its path.

Then, the creature with the green skin and glowing eyes did something that made both Brell and his tentacled companion stare. It was walking through an alley that was blocked by an old, clearly abandoned automobile. The machine didn't even have tires any more. Rather than go around, the stranger stopped. It reached down and grabbed the undercarriage with both hands. Then pulled--in opposite directions. With a horrible grinding sound, the rusted machine ripped in half.

And the stranger continued walking...

Fade Out

End of Teaser
Act One
Starring: Norika Fujiwara as Mia, Felicia Day as Vi, Laura Prepon as Lori, Elijah Wood as Jeff and Lindsay Felton as Skye
 

Guest Starring Jennifer Connelly as Althenea Dimmons and Brad Dourif as Brell
 

Fade In.
Int.

Dining Room – Next Day

"Ah," said Xander, "the drink of...well, pale-faced British people."

Giles glanced up from the teapot in his hand, barely lifting an eyebrow. "As I was saying," he continued, finishing pouring a cup of tea, "reports from Europe are very encouraging indeed. The end of the elder vampire Baba Yaga for example was most impressive."

"Baba What-ah?"

"Baba Yaga." Giles said the name distinctly, slowly and with slight annoyance.

"She's a figure from Russian folktales," offered Robin, seated on the other side of Willow from Giles. "A magical crone."

"A very old vampire," added Rowena, from Xander's right. "She and Kakistos were lovers during the Thirty Years War. Oh, and may I have some tea?"

"Certainly," said Giles. He poured her a cup. "You're pale enough, I think."

"Okay, Kakistos," Xander said. "I think I remember that name…"

"I know I sure as hell do," said Faith, stuffing an english muffin in her mouth. She was seated to Xander's left, across from Robin.

"Ohhh," Xander said with a flash of recognition. "That Kakistos." He turned to Faith with a look of apology. "Sorry."

"No sweat, Xan," she told him. "With as many demon names we’ve thrown around over the years, even I lose track of ‘em sometimes."

All of them meanwhile continued serving themselves from the various dishes laid out before them--a small hill of scrambled eggs, a minor mountain of hash browns, towers of toast and english muffins and a spiral mound of bacon.

"Anyway," Giles noted as he moved along, "the European branch has marshaled all its resources into the dream attack. Althenea reports the mystic defense perimeter seems to be working. And on a quite separate note, I would like to congratulate Willow, and you, Rowena. On how far you've come."

Rowena choked on her tea.

"You okay?" said Xander, handing her his napkin.

"Doin' just fine," she wheezed. "Went down the wrong pipe."

"Well, I simply wanted to note that the two of you have demonstrated real maturity," continued Giles. "The situation between you could easily have led to destructive patterns, from power games to petty jealousies to elaborate deceptions while pretending to be friendly colleagues. That you have behaved with such honesty a-and courage, as well as genuine wisdom, does both of you very great credit. The fact that you’re helping Willow at this difficult time Rowena, w-with recent events, I am...well...I'm terribly proud of you both."[image: image5.jpg]



The silence that followed seemed to last longer than any clock said it did. Willow and Rowena looked at each other. Rowena looked away first. Finally, the quiet was broken by Xander saying, "Very true. And if you need any of us Will-."

"I know. Thanks," murmured Willow, cutting him short.

"Might I be excused?" asked Rowena after another moment. She was already getting up out of her chair. "There's a patrol due back any moment, and they really need to be debriefed. Besides, Faith drew up a new training schedule, and they all need to be informed." She looked uncomfortable.

"Of course," said Giles. "Why don't you take your tea with you?"

"Um...no. Thank you."

Rowena slipped out of the room quickly and quietly.

"She's a little more relaxed than you, Giles," muttered Faith, "but not by much."

Giles sniffed and sipped his own tea.

Cut to:

Int.

Lobby - Day

Dawn and Skye sat next to one another, the latter poring through her book bag as watchers and slayers walked in various directions through the lobby, coming and going.

"I had it here, I'm sure..." Skye began.

"Hey, it’s okay, really," Dawn assured her.

"No, I promised Willow I'd return the Malleus Malefecium today."

"How was it?" Dawn asked.

"Awful. The guys who wrote it didn't know squat about magic and even less about women, but on the bright side," Skye said in a cheery but sarcastic voice, "they hated both."

Dawn gave her a broad grin. "Don't sweat it. In fact, I'm not even sure Willow will remember you have it out. Haven't you noticed how...well, distracted she's been?"

"Maybe," replied Skye, "a lot of stuff has been going on lately. The Presidium…Marsha…" she added with a touch of sadness.

"True, but I can’t help but think there’s more," Dawn said in a pondering tone.

Skye stopped looking in her book bag and met Dawn's eyes. "She's still in love with Rowena." It was not a question.

"Oh yeah," said Dawn. "Bad. Keeps sneaking peeks at her when she thinks no one’s looking. The kind I used to aim at you way back in trig class. It’s a miracle I passed."

That got a fond smile. "With my tutoring help that is," Skye told her.

"If I remember right you didn’t always tutor me. At least not in trig," Dawn said with a devious smile.

"True and now that you mention it…I looked at you the same way, too," she said softly.

Dawn stroked Skye's cheek with one hand, "Not exactly the same. Willow--she looks harder, with more hurt, and trust me 'cause I know--she's mad."

"How mad? Like furious?"

"No, as in resenting things a lot. Like a puppy dog, except more like a puppy wolf in some ways. Kinda like the way she used to treat Xander when he was going out with Cordelia."

"Okay, which one was Cordelia?"

"Brunette, rhymes-with-hitch."

"Okay. And her blonde friend?"

"Harmony. She's a vampire. Chained me up once." Skye blinked. "Not like that!"

"Good."

That's when the front door opened and a hooded figure like a monk entered. Both girls started to tense, until a blue hand reached up and pulled back the hood revealing a familiar blue face and horns. He smiled.

"Hey, Brell!" Dawn greeted him.

"Hey to you, Dawn, and you, Skye." He bowed slightly.

"Whatcha up to?"

"Brell need to see watchers. New demon in city. Never see before. Maybe [image: image6.jpg]


nothing. Maybe dangerous. Let watchers know."

"Sure, we'll go find someone..." Dawn said as she stood, followed by Skye.

"Brell, can I ask a question?" said Skye, as the three of them headed up the lobby stairs.

"Please. Ask."

"Do you get a lot of jokes about being horny?" She smiled innocently.

Brell looked confused and Dawn swatted her girlfriend.

"You don’t have to answer that," Dawn told him as she scowled at Skye.

Cut to:

Int.

Computer Room – Moments Later

Willow sat before a computer screen, calling up a program. Behind her, Dawn and Skye watched. Brell sat beside her, eyes on the monitor.

"I got this software from the FBI database," Willow was saying. "It creates images by combining specific features."

"Like a composite sketch," said Skye.

"Yeah. Like that. Only, I've been adding lots of demonic features. Well, some. There're so many, it'll take a long time to build a full database. But you say this one looked mostly human?"

"Human shape, yes," said Brell.

"Okay, then," Willow clicked on the file folder ‘Head Shapes’. "Which one of these," she asked Brell, "looks right? Or near enough?"

Brell stared at over twenty general silhouettes on the screen. He pointed at one. Willow clicked on it, so now it filled the window to the right. Then she opened another folder.

"Next--nose." Willow frowned as a thought occurred to her. "Um, did it have a nose?"

"It have nose, yes."

"Okay, then choose the one that's closest to the nose you saw..."

He stared. So did Dawn, who even turned her head to one side. "Is that really a nose?"

Willow nodded. "Yep. And so is--that."

Both Dawn and Skye leaned in closer. "Really?" asked Skye.

"More or less," Willow said, uncomfortably. "That one is used not so much for breathing as for...well...spraying acid."

"There's a demon that has acid for snot?" Skye looked a little nauseated as she walked away going to the water cooler.

"Actually..." Willow blushed "...they use it as part of courtship, for the final act of...procreation."[image: image7.jpg]



"Ew, and some more ew," was Dawn's reaction. Willow nodded in sympathy.

"Too much information," muttered Skye as she returned to them.

"Here! That nose!" said Brell.

"Really? Gross," Skye said as she leaned in for a closer look.

"No, not that. That!" He pointed to a different image than the one the three young women had been discussing. They all relaxed just a little.

"Okay," said Willow with a sigh. "Next up, the mouth." She hesitated before opening the next file folder. As it came up on the screen, Skye and Dawn recoiled behind her. Surprisingly, this time, so did Brell.

"EW!" Even Brell joined in.

Willow sighed, shaking her head. "Wait'll you see ears," she warned.

Cut to:

Int.

Hallway - Later

Vi and Mia followed Rowena, who headed for the library. "There's a picture I want to show you," the watcher was saying. "You tell me if that's what you saw, okay?"

"So you've heard of these things?" asked Vi.

"Maybe," was Rowena's answer. "But I want to be sure."

"It was wearing what looked like black leather robes," said Mia, "but I don't think wearing is the right word. They looked sewed into its skin."

"That would fit," nodded Rowena. Vi groaned. "What?"

"That pun," Vi answered.

"What pun?" Rowena remarked. She thought about what Vi said and then it hit her. "Ohh, sewed, fit. I get it. Sorry but I haven’t had much sleep lately. Willow’s been…Well, she’s not sleeping well either, after… Slayers aren’t the only ones a bit on edge when it comes to getting some shut eye."

"I hear ya," Vi answered.

Cut to:

Int.

Library – Same Time

The two slayers followed the watcher into the library, where they found Willow, Dawn, Skye and Brell flipping through an impressive assortment of books, each comparing the illustrations to one of several copies of a printout scattered across the table among still more books.

Rowena stopped dead upon seeing them. "Oh. Hello."

Willow looked up. "Hi."

Vi spoke up, breaking the short silence that followed. "Hi, Brell. When did you get here?"

"Over hour ago," said the blue-skinned demon. "We trying to find out what Brell saw last night."

"Hey, that's what we're trying to do," said Mia.

"Excuse me one second," said Rowena. She made a beeline for one particular area.

"Mia and me, we saw a weird demon this morning," Vi explained. "Wasn't doing anything, really, just grabbed a rat and ate it. Raw. Well, alive actually. I did learn rats could scream." Vi looked a little sick, but continued. "But mostly the demon just ignored everything."

"Didn't look anything like this, did it?" Dawn held up one of the computer printouts, an illustration of a bald creature, lacking lips and with glowing eyes.

"That’s exactly what it looked like!"

"Where did you get that?" Mia wanted to know.

"From Brell's description," Dawn answered. "Willow used a graphics program to make a composite sketch. Now we're trying to identify the thing." She motioned to the piles of books.

Vi took the printout in hand, stared at it and grimaced. "Yeah. Same one."

Rowena returned with a simple, recently bound manuscript in hand. She was flipping through the pages, then maneuvered around the table--coming behind Willow--towards Brell and the two slayers. She peered at the printout.

"I've got a super important question to ask you three," she said. "Be very, very sure. Did you, Brell--and you two, Vi and Mia--did you see the exact same individual?" She held up the printout.

Vi nodded. "That very one. It had a scar on the right cheek."

"Yes," Brell said as he nodded as well, bobbing his head up and down. "Right here," he said showing them on his own face.

"You're sure? You're absolutely sure, beyond any doubt?" Rowena asked.[image: image8.jpg]



"No doubt at all," said Mia. "That's the same critter."

"Good," Rowena answered with a slight smile.

"Uh...Ro?" Willow spoke up. "What is it and why the happy?"

In response, Rowena opened up the manuscript in her hand and put it on the table before them all. Everyone leaned in to look, everyone but Rowena. A drawing on one page revealed a similar creature--hairless, long leather robes, but this one instead of lacking lips seemed to be missing the top of his skull. The brain was actually visible and rivulets of blood dripped from the open cranium. Whoever the artist had been, their talent had been to capture a lot of detail.

"This is my senior thesis from the Watchers' Academy," noted Rowena. "And that is a Mizor demon."

Willow looked baffled. "Never heard of it. You, Brell?"

Brell shook his head.

"Well, they're extremely rare. There's probably only a few dozen in the entire world."

"Okay," said Vi, "so what do we do about them?"

"Nothing," was Rowena's instant reply. "They're a hundred times stronger than vampires and something like a thousand times less vulnerable. No slayer has ever managed to kill one, and most of those who tried ended up dead. These things could rip apart a Sherman tank with their bare hands. You do not, under any circumstances, want to fight a Mizor."

"But...what if we have to?" Vi looked worried.

"Yeah," echoed Skye. "I mean--what do they do?"

"On their own, they eat rats mostly. That's the good news. One Mizor isn't any threat. And they almost never exist in numbers, only one at a time. I think they have a different set of senses than we do," said Rowena, slipping into her tutorial mode. "At least they respond to things we can't perceive, including the presence of their own kind, which they avoid. It’s rare to see even one Mizor, and if you do see one, you never see another. Well, almost never."

"Now, you see," Dawn looked uncomfortable, "you say almost and that's getting me nervous."

Rowena hesitated, but then continued. "Most of the time, Mizors won't come within a hundred miles of each other. And like I said, one lone Mizor isn't a real threat to anyone, unless you happen to be a rat. But when they swarm--that is, when they gather to reproduce--they are too dangerous for words."

"I know I’ll probably hate the answer, but why is reproduction a threat? If they’re a peaceful species for the most part, what do they do? Go Godzilla on a city?" Dawn asked.

"They don’t mate to reproduce like other creatures. They’re…" Rowena paused as if trying to find the right words. "They’re like body snatchers. We're all but certain a Mizor swarm destroyed the Mayans. An entire civilization--literally hundreds of thousands of people--wiped out within roughly a month. There were others, too. The lost city of Upar. Ancient Zimbabwe. Roanoke Island. I think twice the swarm sputtered out for some reason--when Rome burned during the reign of Nero, and during the Great Fire of London in 1666. And the only thing every swarm had in common was that it happened on top of a hellmouth."

Every single person in the room stared at Rowena, aghast. "But Mizor swarms are very rare, even rarer than Mizors themselves," she hastily added. "And you only saw the one so we’re okay…Just so long as we don't see anymore."

"My turn to ask a question I’ll probably hate the answer to," Vi piped in. "What happens if we do see more?"

"Just pray that we don’t," Rowena answered.

No one in the room relaxed.

Cut to:

Ext.

Cleveland Street - Dusk

Faith shook her head. "Ya gotta fish or cut bait, girlfriend."

Kennedy cocked an eyebrow. "Girlfriend?" She grinned. "If you and Robin are headed for the rocks, then I know this bar..."

"Stop it. You know what I mean." Faith stopped walking to look right at Kennedy. "I'm talking about Mia."[image: image9.jpg]



From Kennedy's face, it was clear she didn't want to talk, at least not about this. She tried to continue walking, but Faith stepped in front of her. Kennedy didn't quite pout. After a beat or two, she rolled her eyes.

"Mia is great. She's fun. She's nice. Did you know she helps out with a homeless shelter? And you know what she likes to do to relax?"

"Beat up muggers?"

"That's me," Kennedy grinned, then sobered. "No, she likes to go up to the roofs of old buildings and spend hours feeding birds. Doesn't say anything, just watches the birds and spreads crumbs out for them. Isn't that cool? But don't tell anyone else, 'cause that is pretty personal. At least she thinks it is. So mum's the word?"

"Lips sealed. But?"

"But what?"

"But...she's not Willow."

Silence. Then Kennedy added softly, "All things considered, maybe that’s a good thing, huh?"

"Whoa. Didn't know you were that bitter."

"Realistic. Not bitter."

"Maybe…Listen, Slick--and by the way, I feel like I'm going gray just by saying this--I've been around just long enough to see Mia really is hoping for something with you. Not a fling or a friendship, but something bigger. She knows that isn't what you've got, but she's kinda hoping it'll turn into that."

Kennedy looked down for a moment. "She's not the only one."

"Are you sure?"

That got a reaction. Kennedy glared. "Where the hell do you get off..."

"Partners, remember? Teammates? You, me, Vi, Mia, everyone. This sitch is simmering and it’s gonna boil sooner or later. But what really screws it all up is that Willow's single. Right?" Kennedy said nothing. "Right?"

"The fact that Willow’s single has nothing to do with taking my time. I’m done waiting for her to change her mind, honest."

"So why the foot draggin’?" Faith asked. "Once bitten, twice shy?"

"Maybe, but with Mia…Yeah, okay, I think she’s hot. But I wanna get to know her for more than that. I wanna..." Kennedy stopped herself. Then her expression changed, eyes focusing beyond Faith to the abandoned courtyard behind. "Uh-oh. Demon at nine o'clock."

Faith turned instantly. She saw a figure draped in what looked like black leather robes walking into the courtyard. Only a few details registered before it vanished through the courtyard entrance. Bald. Glowing eyes. Female. With a quick gesture, she indicated for Kennedy to follow, and the two slayers advanced. Quietly. Staying close to the shadows.

Cut to:

Int.

Library – Same Time

"May I come in?" Giles called from the doorway.

Willow looked up from her computer and gave him a ghost of a smile. "Sure, it’s a free council," she said easily.

Giles removed his glasses as he took a seat opposite her.

"Oh boy," Willow sighed. "Removing the glasses. This must be big," she said, trying to joke.

He gave her a slight grin. "I know I’ve said it already, but if you need me Willow, for anything, I’m here. I know what it’s like to lose a girl. And more than once actually," he added, pain at the memory flickering in his eyes.

"Well, I’m not sure if the first time Buffy died really counts. You didn’t know she was dead until after she was alive again. But I get it, Giles."

"Well Buffy of course but…I’m not talking about just her," he said as he replaced his glasses on his face.

"What?" Willow asked with a look of confusion.

"Buffy wasn’t my first charge…I had a potential when I was the curator at the British Museum. She was ambushed one night by a pack of stray dogs as the newspapers called it."

"Vamps or werewolves?"

"Vampires," he answered. "They bled her dry and the council estimated 10 vampires tried to attack her at once."

"Oh geeze, Giles." Willow’s face contorted into a grimace.

"The council went on to speculate by the dust that Shawna had taken out 5 of them before she couldn’t hold them back any longer…A few weeks later I received a plane ticket and a new assignment. I didn’t think I was up for it. I-I had lost my potential but as Travers pointed out, a girl who could outsmart and defeat that many vampire foes with no superhuman strength…well, I must be doing things right. So, reluctantly, I took my ticket. I boarded the plane. Then I arrived in Sunnydale to oversee the new slayer. And, well, you know the rest."

"I’m sorry, Giles," Willow said softly.

He bobbed his head in thanks. "She was 15 years old and coming home from school when it happened, but honestly, Willow, age doesn’t matter. When you lose any girl, for any reason, especially one you’ve personally trained, it’s heartbreaking."

"Does this feeling ever go away?" she asked, on the verge of tears.

"That you failed? That your actions, or inactions, cost her her life?" Giles asked knowingly. "Thoughts that maybe if you had been a little bit smarter or a little bit more cautious things would have turned out differently?"

Willow nodded sadly and wiped her eyes. Giles reached over and took her hand, holding her eyes with his.

"Eventually, yes," he answered. "But I won’t lie. There’s always a hole there, a[image: image10.jpg]


 missing place inside. But everything happens for a reason, Willow. If I hadn’t lost Shawna, then I never would have come to Sunnydale. I wouldn’t know you, Xander, Buffy, or even Becca. That doesn’t mean I’m happy Shawna died, only that other possibilities, bright possibilities, could lie ahead…even if it doesn’t seem like it right now."

"This isn’t where you tell me when God closes a door He opens a window, is it?" Willow asked.

Giles held back a grin. "Well I could, but that would be far too trite for even me." He paused a moment and looked serious again. "But you have to go on. You have t-to keep fighting so Marsha didn’t die in vain. That’s the best that we as watchers can do for any slayer we ever lose."

"That’s what I’ve been doing," Willow answered.

"But not to the point where we endanger ourselves. You still need food and rest. Now, Kennedy mentioned in our sparring session today she didn’t think you were eating."

"I wasn’t," Willow admitted guiltily. "But Ro brought me something and made me eat."

Giles gave her a warm grin. "Good for her. She gets an extra cookie this week."

Willow gave him a genuine, if sad, smile. "I’m sure she’ll be glad to hear it. Make it those Pepperidge Farm Soft Chocolate Chunk ones. She really likes them."

"I’ll get Andrew on it right away," he said returning the smile as he patted her hand before he rose. "But seriously Willow, if you need me, I’m here. You can trust me with anything."

Willow looked as if she were on the verge of saying something, but then she shook her head. "Thanks Giles. I will."

Giles paused a moment but gave Willow her space by quietly leaving the room.

Cut to:

Ext.

Courtyard – Moments Later

The figure didn't move quickly, so both Kennedy and Faith got a good look once they reached the courtyard. Despite the leather robes that looked sewn onto her flesh, the demon still retained enough curves to show its femininity. She wasn’t tall, barely the height of Faith herself. A few tiny wisps of hair remained hanging from her scalp.

Once inside the courtyard, with the failing sunlight offering a better view, more features were clear. She looked not unlike a skinny teenaged girl--a distorted girl, but with the potential to be attractive. Thin lips naturally formed a bow. Her hands, hanging at her side, were slender. Weirdly, wires seemed to be holding open a wound at her throat.

She headed deeper into the courtyard.

Faith and Kennedy remained in the courtyard entrance, then inched behind a garbage dumpster. They peeked out from behind it.

"That doesn't look good," whispered Kennedy.

Her sister slayer nodded her head in agreement.[image: image11.jpg]



Inside the courtyard, they stood in a circle - seven of the strange creatures. One was very tall, and seemed to have had his lips removed, revealing teeth like a skull. Another was actually fat, or maybe ‘bloated’ would be a better word. A third looked like an old man, but the top of his cranium was gone, revealing a pulsing brain on the inside, giving off the same eerie glow as his eyes. Still another had what looked like long, curved needles piercing her cheeks. Another had only one arm, but it ended not in a hand. Instead it ended in some kind of...device...that looked like the worst nightmare instrument a dentist might use.

All wore robes of black leather, sewn into their flesh. Not one spoke or made the slightest sound. Each should have been in agony from the mutilations and wounds they seemed to carry, yet none showed any change of expression.

"They seem to be waiting for something," said Faith.

Fade Out

End of Act One
Act Two
Fade In

Int.

Hallway - Night

"I just wish I could have told him. About us," Willow began in a low voice. Rowena listened, but then they both stepped slightly apart as Xander turned the corner.[image: image12.jpg]



"Hey guys," said Xander. 

"Hi," murmured Willow. She gave a minimal smile, then pointed to the briefing room down the hall. Without another word she hurried there, Rowena and Xander watching her depart.

"So," said Xander after a moment, "any idea what Giles is all hot under ye olde collar about?"

Rowena shrugged as they kept their casual pace. "Whatever Faith and Kennedy saw on patrol."

"That makes sense!" Xander grinned. "Ah...listen...Rowena..."

"Hmmm?"

"I don't want this to sound too awkward or anything--although its probably waaayyy too late for that--but I was wondering if maybe we could go out for some coffee sometime?"

Rowena appeared unsure how to answer the request. "Well..."

"Or tea! The other hot tasty beverage you like." He gave a nervous laugh, which subsided after a moment.

Rowena took a deep breath and squared her shoulders. "The truth is Xander-."

Before she could finish Xander cut her off.

"Just ‘friendly’ tea," he insisted. "I'd like to get back maybe to where we were before you left. Spend some time outside the Council walls. Okay?"

Rowena didn't meet his eyes for a moment, but then turned back with what looked like a genuine smile. "I'd like that," she answered.

"Good. And no strings," he repeated.

"Agreed, no strings." She smiled as they both headed into the briefing room.

Cut to:

Int.

Meeting Room – Same Time

Giles was looking his most serious. Kennedy and Faith sat in the front, and[image: image13.jpg]


 nearby--listening--were Robin, Dawn, Skye, Andrew, a newly-arrived Willow as well as Jeff, Vi, Mia and Lori.

"...I cannot over-emphasize how grave the situation..."

"Hey, guys!" Xander said as he walked in with Rowena. "What's up? Another end of the world?"

"Not the world, no. Cleveland, possibly North America."

"How so?" Rowena asked.

Giles turned to Rowena. "Kennedy and Faith saw seven Mizor demons while out on patrol."

Rowena's eyes widened in queasy terror. "Oh my god," she breathed.

"Yes," Giles said solemnly.

Rowena turned to Kennedy and Faith. "You're sure? Absolutely sure, without any doubt?"

"Hey, from what Giles is saying," answered Faith, "I really wish the answer wasn't yes."

"Seven? You counted seven?" Her voice rose an octave.

"Yep."

"Uh...Ro?" Xander said. "You're kinda making me nervous here. I mean--demons are demons, right?"

Rowena looked at him with horrified eyes and slowly shook her head.

"Mizors," Giles explained, "only swarm to reproduce and try to find a human being who can survive the process of being turned into a Mizor."

"Like vampires?" asked Dawn.

"No, not like vampires. It’s more like a combination of infection and, well, surgery. Perhaps one out of every ten thousand or so will emerge as a Mizor. Everyone else dies. Quickly, if they're very, very fortunate."

"And how do they know who can become a Mizor?" was the next thing Dawn asked.

"They don't," was Rowena's answer. "They just keep attacking people. That’s their only means of reproduction."

"Who then die," offered Giles, "screaming."

Kennedy coughed. Everyone turned to her. "Okay, enough with the gloom and doom, people! Whatever they're called, these things are monsters, right? So, we're slayers! We slay 'em! The only question is--how?"

"Not that easy," Vi said as she motioned to Rowena to explain.

"Right," said Rowena. "No one's ever managed to do it. As far as we know, Mizors are indestructible."

Now everyone looked at Giles, obviously hoping he would contradict her. Instead he wiped his glasses.

"Well," he said after a moment, "that's not necessarily true. One swarm of Mizors was successfully destroyed, but it’s not an option anyone would find desirable. Nor, quite frankly, feasible."

"But," said Rowena, "I went through every single reference in the grand archives for my thesis. There was no reference to..."

"The information was restricted." Giles looked increasingly uncomfortable. "In time, I've no doubt you'd have achieved the seniority to read the files. It happened in 1945. A colleague in Japan managed to get word to London of three Mizors being sighted. The old Council pulled quite a lot of strings with the American government to respond. That's why the first atomic blast was aimed at Hiroshima instead of Kyoto."

Silence blanketed the room.

"And that worked?" asked Robin, finally.

"Yes," Giles replied heavily. "Yes, it did."

"Well," Xander began, "we don't have any nuclear weapons handy, do we?"

"No, we do not. Even if we did, we wouldn’t have time to clear the city population. And despite our contacts, I don’t think the Pentagon would approve the nuclear annihilation of Cleveland."

"Okay. That's good. And bad." Xander paused before continuing. "No, I take that back. There's no good in anything you just said, is there?"

"Then where do we go from here?" Robin asked.

"I believe," Giles said, donning his glasses like armor and beginning to pace, "the first thing to do is re-examine everything known about the threat, looking for some kind of weakness or vulnerability. Rowena, we have copies of the restricted data about Mizors and previous swarms here on computer. I'll leave that to you. Willow--have you been in contact with Althenea yet?"

"We’ve arranged to have a long phone call in about an hour..."

"Good. But what we'll need from her now is any hint, however slight, of something that might slow, or better yet, somehow stop the swarm. Faith."

Faith looked up at him.
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"We'll need a team of experienced slayers to keep the Mizors under surveillance. If I recall correctly, the swarm proper doesn’t begin until enough of the creatures have gathered in one place. Is that right?" He looked at Rowena.

She answered, "Yes, that's right."

"Very well," Giles continued. "Then the second task for all slayers is to try and keep any of the Mizors from joining the others. That, at least, will buy us time. Hopefully." His face looked flushed, almost feverish. "Do not--I cannot emphasize this enough--do not attempt to engage them yourselves."

"Maybe we should also see about finding an excuse to evacuate the city?" suggested Rowena.

"Is it really that bad?" Jeff asked.

"It’s shaping up to be, yes," Giles answered before turning back to Rowena. "However, evacuation, I fear, would do little good. Modern cities simply don't have viable escape plans. And anything that would motivate citizens to leave on their own is likely to cause panic, even riots." Giles’ voice sank low. "Still..."

"Giles," said Xander, gaining his attention. "Do you want me to go with the patrols? I think I can handle shepherding a few flocks."

"I think..." Giles hesitated rather a long time. He took a deep breath before continuing. "That would be a good idea. If Faith’s team isn’t able to stop them from gathering, the order of business will be to get everyone off the streets. I don’t want you engaging any demons, just helping the people stay inside."

"Will do," Xander said after a moment.

"Alright then girls," Faith said standing up. "You heard the man. Let’s move out."

Most of those in the room moved to leave. Willow gestured for Jeff, Andrew and the others of her coven to join her.

"There's some kind of super spell we can whip up, right? Maybe teleport them all to Mars or something?" Dawn asked the small group. The question sounded fearful and uncertain. Skye took her hand and Jeff hovered.

Willow stole a glance at Giles. "I don't know. We'll see. I need to talk to Althenea."

Rowena approached Giles, whose mind seemed somewhere else. "Giles," she said getting his attention. "I'll need to know where the restricted data on the Mizors is."

Giles blinked for a moment before replying. "Yes, yes you will."

Cut to:

Ext.

Courtyard – Early Morning

Nine Mizor demons made up the circle now, the original seven having been joined by another female and by a male with strips of black leather sewn across his face. So far, they weren't doing anything but standing in a circle.

Mia, Faith and Xander watched all this from the entrance of the courtyard.

"Looks quiet now," Xander whispered.

"Now," emphasized Mia.

"Well," Faith began, "they haven't started their swarm thingy yet." Just at that moment, her cell phone rang. Xander jumped, but the Mizors didn't react at all. "Faith," she said, putting the device to her ear.

Cut to:

Ext.

Alley – Same Time
Lori had her own cell phone out, while Kennedy and Vi kept their eyes on the strange creature walking towards them.[image: image15.jpg]



"Okay, there's what looks like a Mizor headed your way from Kenmore and Devilliers," Lori said. "About a quarter mile."

Faith's voice was clear from the phone. "See if there's any way you can delay it. Don't fight the thing, just see if maybe there's something to put in its way. Copy?"

The Mizor was now close enough to see clearly. Weirdly, the face might once have been beautiful. Certainly the features were lovely, almost classical. Yet a hairless scalp had been peeled open, with wires from her shoulders holding the long flaps of skin atop her head open. Both young women grimaced at the figure, which took no notice of them but walked past.

"Got it," said Lori, in a trembling voice.

Cut to:

Ext.

Courtyard – Same Time

"That's a good idea, ya know?" mentioned Xander as Faith put her phone away.

"What?"

"Blocking the way. I mean," he pointed to the courtyard, "there's only one way in here. And look--a great big garbage dumpster."

Both Mia and Faith looked at the lone entrance to the courtyard, and then at the large metal dumpster.

"What the hell," Mia shrugged.

They started to move.

Cut to:

Int.

Computer Room – Early Morning

Robin entered the computer room, but Rowena didn't seem to notice. She tapped her pen absently on the legal pad of scribbled notes beside the keyboard, all her attention fixed on the monitor before her.

"Ro?" When she didn't answer, he stepped closer. "Earth to Ro."

She jumped. "Oh. Robin. Hi." There was sweat on her forehead.

"I was helping the coven do some research and decided I needed some coffee if I’m going to keep burning the midnight oil." Robin paused and looked at his watch. "Okay the four A.M oil at this point. Want some?"

"Oil?" Rowena asked confused.

Robin grinned. "Coffee."

"Oh no. No thank you." She stared at him. After a moment, she asked "Have they found anything? Willow? The coven?"

"They found out about a coven that tried to stop a Mizor swarm three hundred years ago," he sighed. "The survivors left a detailed list of everything they tried, not one of which worked."

"London, 1666."

"Yeah. And every single spell Willow had thought of using was on that list. Damn things just don't react to spells the way anything else does."

She nodded, jerkily. "Maybe Althenea will have some ideas."

"Hopefully. I mean, there must be some advances in three hundred years, right?" Robin came around and glanced at her legal pad. "Any progress on this end?"

In answer, Rowena flipped several pages of her pad, revealing page after page of single words, diagrams, dates and the like. "My notes aren't very legible till I've had a chance to transcribe them. But so far, the only information I've found is what we already knew. An atomic blast will destroy them, but so far nothing less than that will do more than slow them down."

"Somehow," replied Robin, "I doubt that the mayor would take kindly to someone dropping a nuclear bomb on his city. Especially now the Browns are back in the NFL." He smiled, but Rowena just looked at him blankly. "Not to mention losing Jimi Hendrix’s guitar and ZZ Top’s Eliminator car at the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame," he continued.

Rowena smiled back. It was a wan thing, but she made the effort. "Yeah, Becca would hate us."

He reached over and simply touched her shoulder. In a very different tone of voice, he said "We'll get through this. One way or another."

Rowena looked searchingly at him for a moment, then nodded.

"You sure you don't want some coffee?"

"I'm fine."

Robin left her, and Rowena watched him go, every trace of expression draining from her features. Once the door was shut, she returned to the exact point in her legal pad she had been before and stared once again at the screen. Scrolling down, she read the reports, clearly not wanting to miss a single word. With her free hand, she wrote a name and a date on the legal pad. Her hand shook slightly as she did so. Then she went searching in the document again, breathlessly reading every word until she read...something.

She stopped, leaned slowly back, and stared with horrified eyes at the screen and at her pad. As she did, tears welled up in her eyes.[image: image16.jpg]



"No..." she whispered, putting her fingers over her lips.

She looked over her shoulder and around the room before moving the mouse around and reaching down to pop out a floppy disk. Holding the disk tightly in her left hand, she moved her right index finger over the delete key, pausing for a moment before striking it.

Cut to:

Ext.

Courtyard – Early Morning

After blocking the entrance with one garbage dumpster, Xander and the two slayers managed to find a second one further up the street and used it to block the entrance as well. They were just pushing the second one into place when they spotted a strange moving figure down the alley, illuminated by security lights and the ambient glow from street lamps on the other sides of buildings spilling light in all directions.

"Heads up," Faith warned, indicating the figure.

The three of them stepped aside as the creature approached, and they could see it was female. Or, at least, it had been female. She went right past them without so much as blinking. Vi ran up beside them from the direction the Mizor had come.

"Well," said Faith to Xander with a grin, "ya gonna ask her out?" She tilted her head at the female demon.

"Very funny," said Xander.

Faith snorted and turned to Vi. "What are you doing here?"

"Back up. Ken sent me. She and Lori are going to check the other blocks to see if more are on the way."

Faith nodded. "Well, so far all we’ve got is a bunch of standing around but be ready."

Vi bobbed her head.

Cut to:

Int.

Computer Room – Same Time

Rowena locked the door, then hurried back to her desk, taking a moment to wipe the tears from her eyes. She carefully tore several pages from her legal pad, the ones she'd been working on. As she did so, her hands trembled. Then, she carefully ripped each page to shreds. The shreds themselves went into a metal waste paper basket. 

That's when she opened a nearby window. She returned to the waste paper basket and took a matchbook from her pocket and set fire to her notes. Her hands shook so, the first match simply would not light and she had to throw it away. The second one took several strikes. But it eventually did light. The tiny tongue of flame touched the shredded notes of her research on how to stop the Mizor swarm. Soon, the fire spread to all the remnants of legal pad paper.

She watched them burn, tears still pouring from her eyes.

"I can't, I can't," she whispered. "I...I..." she seemed to hesitate, looking at the flames again. "I just can't," she repeated, still wiping away tears.

Cut to:

Ext.

Alley – Same Time

"That's not gonna work," Vi said, pointing to the dumpsters as reached Faith, Mia and Xander.

"It might," said Xander.

Vi shook her head. "Believe me."

As they spoke, the female Mizor reached the first dumpster. With one hand, not even breaking stride, she pushed it aside. The force of that almost-lazy gesture sent the dumpster careening down the alley fifty feet, until it crashed into the side of a building with enough force to leave a dent in the concrete. The dumpster itself split open.

"I believe you," said Xander.

"How the hell do we slow that down?" asked Mia in a shrill whisper.

"More firepower," said Faith, although she didn't sound convinced.

"Xander?" Vi turned to him. "Maybe if you modified some guns, some really powerful ones, we could use those to slow them down?"

He nodded. "Maybe. It’s worth a try." Just at that moment, the Mizor sent the second dumpster crashing to the side. "Or it might just really piss them off."

Then they heard something new, an atonal humming from inside the courtyard. It seemed to be coming from more than one source.

"No way is this good," muttered Xander.

"We have to find out what's happening," said Vi.

"Right," agreed Faith.

All of them approached the courtyard entrance. Beyond it, ten Mizor demons were in a perfect circle. It became obvious within seconds that they were in fact the source of the humming. Each produced a slightly different pitch, and the volume[image: image17.jpg]


 level fluctuated dramatically. The result was a discordant cacophony that was enough to set teeth on edge. The four slayers and one young man watched and listened, but except for the humming, nothing else seemed to be happening.

"I have a bad feeling about this," whispered Vi.

"You're not alone," said Faith.

The weird humming continued, pitch and volume changing so erratically no one could sense a pattern. When or if it might end was a mystery. Out of curiosity, each of the five humans in the courtyard maneuvered to get a better look. And the demons themselves continued to ignore them.

Vi reached out and took Xander's hand. He squeezed it. "We better get you outta here," she told him.

Mia got closer to the Mizors with a wooden stake in hand, as if ready to strike.

Xander moved along with Vi but quickly looked back to Mia.[image: image18.jpg]


 
Mizors...three of them...grabbed Mia. She struggled but it was like a kitten trying to wriggle out of a gorilla's grip...filaments of metal or something emerged from one of the Mizors...the filament tips bored into Mia's flesh, into her head...she screamed as she went into convulsions...

"No!" Everyone turned to Xander’s scream, including Mia. She still stood the closest of them all to the unmoving demons. "Mia, get away from there! Now!"

The humming abruptly stopped. At the very same instant, all ten of the demons spun around sharply. At last, the Mizors seemed to notice them.

Mia broke into a run but the filaments from the nearest Mizor shot out from its fingers. They crossed the distance and latched onto Mia, five of them striking her back. The slayer opened her mouth and gave a gurgling scream.

But Faith and Vi had moved as well. They were in place to grab Mia on either side. With a huge tug, they managed to pull her free--and the filaments returned to slither back into the hand of the demon. 

Mia fell forward. Faith and Vi bent over her as their fellow slayer began to shudder, then retch.

"I...I..." she managed to say before vomiting.

"We need to get out of here," warned Xander. They looked up and saw all ten of the demons now had their glowing eyes fixed on them. Worse, they were advancing.

End of Act Two
Act Three
Fade in:

Ext.

Becca's Books - Dawn

Becca approached her bookstore as she always did, frowning and rummaging in her purse for her keys while approaching the door. Looking up, her frazzled features shifted into a smile of pleasant surprise.

Giles stood before her, his shoulders leaning casually back against the front door. But something in his eyes, his manner, seemed anything but casual. His smile, while filled with love, also seemed like a mask.

"Rupert?"

He offered her a covered cup in a gloved hand. "I brought you some chocolate." The smile remained the same.

"Thank you, but you know I should avoid caffeine," was her first response. Then, after a beat, "Okay, why are you bribing me?"

Mask slipping away, Giles' face became as solemn as Becca had ever seen it, and as commanding. "I need you to do something for me. For us. Please don't argue, although I know you will." [image: image19.jpg]


 

"Something’s wrong?"

"Not yet," was his answer.

"But it will be? How bad?"

He took a breath. "Don't open the store today. Go back upstairs and stay in your apartment. If we find a solution, then all you lose is one day's business, perhaps two. And if we do not, then..." his voice broke slightly. His face paled. "If we don't," he continued, "I want you to leave Cleveland. At once. You’re closer here to the expressway than at the Council."

"I don’t want to leave you here, Rupert."

"It won't just be you going," he said, voice low.

"I realize we have a child on the way," Becca reminded him.

"Yes but that’s not what I mean. We'll be trying to get as many people out of the city as possible, but I want you on the road so you won’t be trapped in traffic."

"Playing favorites?"

Giles considered it a moment. "I am."

Now Becca paled. "So it’s that bad?"

With a nod, he continued. "If we can't figure out something...you must take you and the baby out of harm's way. And believe me," he continued, before she could speak again, "if it’s at all feasible, I'll be leaving too. We all will. But we, the Council, we have to be the last to leave. Of course that’s if we can get air clearance in time. "

Becca stared at her fiancé, at the way he looked at her, panting slightly in the early morning air. His eyes were strong, steady, insistent--and frightened. "I nearly woke you last night," he admitted. "Believe me, keeping you away from my side is not what I would choose under any but the most dire circumstances. Such as these."

After another few moments looking into Giles' face, reading what she saw there, Becca nodded.

Cut to:

Ext.

Alleyway - Dawn

Vi carried an unconscious Mia in her arms, with Faith and Xander guarding her back. The four hurried as fast as Vi could move, away from the courtyard. Faith was putting her cell phone away as she moved.

Xander still had his cell phone out. "Back-up," he almost yelled into it, "we're gonna need back-up here!"

Behind them, the Mizor demons slowly emerged from the courtyard. As before, their movements were unhurried but steady. Their manner, inexorable. Once in the alleyway, they each turned--either right towards the fleeing slayers and Xander, or left. A female first headed right. Her eyes fixed upon Faith as she walked directly towards her.

Faith backed up. Fast. "Keep moving," she ordered. Vi hurried as fast as she could carrying their fallen companion. The female Mizor kept approaching. Now others were joining her.

At the end of the alleyway, a van pulled up. Robin was in the driver's seat, with the watchers' staff doctor in the rear. The door flew open and Vi picked up a tiny bit of speed. Xander helped her lift Mia into the van, where the doctor already had a stethoscope out.

"Hurry" Robin yelled at Faith as Vi and Xander scrambled into the van after Mia.

No less than six Mizors were approaching. Faith turned, then stopped. "Oh, crap," she muttered.

Coming down the sidewalk was an older Hispanic woman who was staring at the wild-eyed dark-haired woman who had just emerged from the alley in front of her.

"Get out of here!" Faith yelled. "Now!" The older woman froze. "Run!" Faith yelled again.

The Mizors began to emerge from the alleyway onto the sidewalk. One of them stood between Faith and the Hispanic woman. The Mizor turned towards the latter, who finally started to run away, but not fast enough.[image: image20.jpg]



The Mizor reached her in less than a second, a thick tendril emerging from its wrist and clamping itself onto the woman's back. She screamed, but the sound became a gurgle. Veins of glowing mildew green grew and spread across her flesh as she went rigid, then convulsed. Thick green slime began to bubble out of her mouth.

Another Mizor approached Faith, who leapt inside the van. Xander slammed the door shut. The demon simply looked at the door for a moment. Within that half-second of hesitation, Robin stepped on the gas. The van sped away.

Cut to:

Int.

Van - Continuous

Vi stared out the back window at the woman, whose convulsions grew more and more violent. And at the Mizors who ignored her, fanning out and moving in several different directions.

"Did you see that?" Vi whispered, aghast at what she had witnessed. The others were too busy with more immediate concerns. She watched as Xander replaced his cell phone in its case and turned to Faith to answer the unspoken question in her eyes.

"Kennedy's team is spreading the news," he told her. "They know what to do. Get people out of the way and slow these things down if at all possible."

Faith nodded. "Call and tell ‘em what’s coming."

"Mia?" Xander asked with one word.

"Don’t say anything to Ken yet," Faith answered. "Let’s get Mia to the council first."

Xander nodded and moved to the front of the van as he pulled the walkie-talkie off his hip.

Vi turned her attention to Mia, as the doctor continued his examination. "Is she going to be alright?"

The doctor said nothing at first.

"I’ve never seen anything like this, but I’ve got a few ideas," he told her, as he pierced Mia’s arm with the I.V. needle and hooked the bag to hang from the pole at her head. Vi watched as the clear liquid began to drip into the plastic tube attached to her friend’s pale arm.

Cut to:

Int.

Library - Morning

Rowena entered the library, and saw Willow at the center of a pile of books. With her were Dawn, Skye, Jeff and Andrew, each with a coffee cup nearby.

"...some kind of pattern," Skye was saying. "Some reason for them to change their behavior. If we can just find that out..."

Willow looked up and saw her. "Hi."

Everyone looked up as the watcher joined them and found her own voice, which was remarkably steady. "Any luck?" she asked.

"Nothing," answered Dawn.

"I figure somebody, somewhere, must have stopped these things in the past," offered Jeff. "At least twice the swarms just petered out. Really early, I mean, before they’d had time to reproduce. I think it’s because somebody used a spell or had a charm. Or something!"

Like the rest, he had dark circles under his eyes.

Rowena looked at them all, saying nothing. "Good luck," she whispered at last, then slipped out of the room.

Andrew and Willow stared after her. "You want me to go to her?" offered Andrew, searching Willow’s eyes with concern.

"Uh...no." Willow said at last. "She'll be alright."

Cut to:

Int.

Hallway - Morning

Rowena wandered. She barely looked where she was going, but simply walked. If she were in a single room, then what she was doing would be called pacing. But she was in the halls of the watchers' headquarters, so she continued moving.

Finally she simply stopped and looked around her. No one. Nothing. Just a crushing, empty silence. But from the expression on her face, she seemed...frightened? Worried? Her eyes darted from one empty corner to another. She even began to hyperventilate. Then she heard a voice break the silence.

"Help me!" said the voice, muffled by distance.

Rowena jumped. Then she ran towards the sound of the voice.

Cut to:

Int.

Infirmary - Moments later

"Hold her!" Dr. Miller said.

Obediently, Faith and Vi pushed the convulsing Mia down onto the gurney again as the doctor and Xander wheeled it into the room. The two slayers continued holding their fellow slayer down as the doctor applied restraints.

Nurses were already switching over the intravenous systems, as well as bringing in a tray full of instruments and loaded hypodermics.

"These should hold most demons. Let’s hope they work against a slayer," muttered the doctor. Mia began to calm down, physically at least. The convulsing stopped, but her breathing was still more like constant gasping, and her eyes had rolled back into her head.

"It’s like she's having an epileptic fit," said Vi.

Now the nurses began to connect Mia to various machines--a heart monitor, a blood pressure indicator and the like. One also started to cut away her vomit-spattered clothing.

"I think our best bet is antibiotics," the doctor said as Rowena--unnoticed at first--entered the infirmary. "We'll load up her system with as much as we can. I think the modified dialysis machine would probably be a good idea as well. Her blood will be filtered, and we'll give her fresh transfusions of uninfected blood."

"Will that be enough?" asked Xander.

The doctor hesitated. "I hope so. To be honest, all I'm really trying to do is buy her some time, time enough for her supernatural healing abilities to kick in and repair enough damage to get her out of danger."

"What happened?" Rowena asked.

"Mizors," was Faith's reply. "They started to swarm."

"She...Mia...she was hit by a tentacle or something," Vi explained. "We got her away but they're on the move, killing people. It was horrible. Really, really horrible." Vi looked sick, and Xander put his arm around her.[image: image21.jpg]



With a retching sound, Mia began to convulse again. As everyone looked, putrescent green slime erupted from her mouth. The doctor and nurses, busy before, now redoubled their efforts. 

"Everyone out," Faith ordered. "Let them do their work."

"We still gotta call Ken?" Xander reminded Faith as they all walked out.

"Son of a bitch." Faith swore to herself. Then louder, "Okay, I’ll do that. For now put your headphones on guys," she went on. "We’re gonna handle things a bit more high-tech."

"I’ll go with them?" Robin asked as he walked over for a radio.

"No Ace. I need you with me in the war room," she told him before turning to Vi and Xander. "You two stick together, okay? Keep clearing the streets and don’t engage."

As Vi and Xander left, Faith turned around to see Rowena still standing in the doorway staring at Mia.

"Hey, Blondie?" Faith called out, getting no response. "Rowena," she said in a louder voice. Rowena blinked and turned to face the slayer, her face ashen. Faith had never seen the woman so shaken, but she didn’t have time to ponder it just then. "You gonna help?"

Rowena took a deep breath. "I should get back to the coven," she answered as she walked away.

Faith watched her go for a moment, then shrugged before nodding for Robin to follow her.

Cut to:

Ext.

Cleveland Street - Morning

A mailman approached an apartment building. He looked up to see two young women--Lori and Kennedy--running towards him.

"Get off the street!" yelled Kennedy.

"They're coming!" added Lori.

"Who?" the mailman asked. "What are you talking about?"

"Just do what we say, and run, okay?" hissed Kennedy. "We're trying to save your life for god's sake!"

"Now listen here," the mailman began, "I don't know who you think..." He stopped. Looking over Kennedy's shoulder, his eyes grew wide. Both slayers turned around. There, approaching at steady clip, was a fat Mizor demon. Its long leather robes, sewn to its skin, flapped slightly as it moved. And its eyes glowed.[image: image22.jpg]



Kennedy tapped Lori and pointed to the public mailbox on the sidewalk. The two of them grabbed it.

"Wait! What are you doing? Stop that!" The mailman cried out.

But they ignored him. Kennedy and Lori threw the mailbox at the demon but he swatted it away as if it were a fly.

The mailman gaped at this, then ran as fast as he could in the other direction. Kennedy and Lori weren’t far behind him. As they rounded the corner Kennedy heard her phone go off.

"Kennedy," she answered as she continued to walk quickly and look over her shoulder at the same time.

"It’s Faith," she heard. "Tell Lori to hook in the headsets."

Kennedy turned to Lori and motioned for her to hook up as she herself did so.

"Okay, she’s just about ready," Kennedy told her.

Cut to:

Int.

Council War Room – Same time

Faith paused a moment and looked at Robin. "I’m not sure how to say this," she confessed.

"Just be straight with her, Babe," he told her.

Faith clicked the button again. "Ken I’m gonna cut to the chase. Mia got hurt by one of those Mizors. She’s here in the infirmary."

"How bad is she?" Kennedy asked, her voice cracking.

Faith closed her eyes. "She’s in pretty rough shape. If you want to come back in, I’ll send Lori to another team or have her work solo."

There was a long pause.

Cut to:

Ext.

Cleveland Street – Same Time

"Go on," Lori told Kennedy who still looked stunned. "Trust me, I’m not gonna battle these guys. I’m just gonna move traffic. Go on."

"I don’t wanna leave you out here alone," Kennedy answered.

"Like I said – I see what these guys do. Just go check on her. I’ll be fine."

Kennedy nodded gratefully to Lori. "I’m coming in, Faith. Lori’s staying here, so send someone to her if you can. Copy that?"

Cut to:

Int.

Council War Room – Same Time

"Will do, Slick," Faith answered. She turned to Robin who stood by a corkboard. "All set?" she asked.

He rolled down a city map and secured it with colored tacks. "Yep. Let’s plot."

Cut to:

Int.

Library – Moments Later

Faces grim, a group of watchers and others sat with their eyes glued to a news report on a small portable television.

"From what we can gather," the local news anchor was saying, "a kind of bizarre battle between rival gangs is underway in downtown Cleveland. As city S.W.A.T. teams mobilize, rumors of chemical and even biological weapons have begun to spread. Unconfirmed reports have reached our newsroom of the Mayor's office contacting the National Guard. What is certain, however, is that city officials are recommending all citizens stay off the streets. Stay in your homes."

Giles reached over and switched off the television.

"What have you found?" Giles asked the assembled group, which consisted of Willow, Rowena, Dawn, Skye, Jeff and Andrew.

"Nothing," Willow replied. "These kinds of demons seem immune to spells. A couple of covens tried to stop them before, but never with any success."

"Not any?" Andrew asked. "But, I mean--you're so powerful. You awoke every slayer on earth. Couldn't the whole group of us, with you leading the mojo mile, do...something?"

"Everything we could think of doing has already been tried," offered Jeff. "One coven even tried to teleport the things out to sea."

"Did it work?" Dawn asked.

"Yeah," said Jeff. "But they just walked out of the sea and went on killing people. We’re too far from the ocean to try it, anyway, and they’re all spread out now. It doesn’t seem like it, but these things can move fast when they want to. Even if we dropped them out into the middle of the lake, it would barely slow them down."

"There's one more account we need to look at," Willow said in an unsteady voice. "The London Coven of 1666. Maybe that'll give some kind of clue, but..." she shook her head.

"It doesn't look good," said Dawn.

Rowena bowed her head, covering her face in her hands.

"What's the worst that could happen?" asked Jeff.

"The city could be destroyed," said Giles quietly. "Most of its people killed, along with those in the outlying suburbs. Theoretically, the swarm might continue past that, growing in size and destructiveness. Thousands would die, then tens of thousands, then hundreds of thousands, then..." His voice trailed off helplessly.

After an awkward silence, Dawn offered, "Faith and Robin are coordinating things in the field from here. From what we can tell, even a tank wouldn't slow them down for more than a few seconds, but every second counts. You know? It could buy us more time."

Skye suddenly asked, "Ro? What's wrong?"

From her seated position, face in her hands, Rowena sobbed. Everyone in the room suddenly turned to her. Willow stood. Andrew did more than that. He actually approached her. "Rowena?"

In answer Rowena lifted her head, her eyes looking terrible. She appeared more than horrified, more than frightened. Willow rushed over to her, knelt and took her hands in hers. "We'll make it through this," she said. "We will. You gotta believe that."

Rowena shook her head in reply, her eyes fixed on Willow like lasers. What she said was "There has to be another way."

"Another way? What do you mean another way?" asked Skye, her voice suddenly sharp.

Willow looked surprised at Skye's tone, then turned back to Rowena. Staring into Rowena's face, Willow pulled slightly back.

"Ro? What do you know?" she asked.

Rowena was unable to look anyone directly in the eyes. "You know what? I really can’t talk about that right now." she replied nervously.
Willow stood up suddenly. Her eyes were ablaze. "Talk about what?"

The silence that followed seemed to last forever. Finally Rowena answered. "I read the diary of the priestess of London's coven in 1666. It was in the restricted files. That's why I hadn't read them before."

"Then let’s get to the terminals," Jeff suggested urgently.

"I deleted it."

Aghast, every person in the room stared at Rowena. Willow took a step back from her and Giles actually trembled. Jeff took a step forward, fists clenched.[image: image23.jpg]



"Why?" Dawn finally asked, in a voice of quiet rage.

"Why doesn’t matter now," said Jeff almost instantly. "First--how do we stop the Mizor swarm? You said you figured it out! So, how do we do it?"

Rowena whispered her answer.

"Willow has to die."

Cut to

Int.

War Room – Same Time

"Lori, move north down Lakeshore. Another team’s on the way. Copy that?" Faith said into her headset as she looked at the board where Robin moved two sets of white pushpins.

"Copy," Faith heard Lori answer.

Robin looked at Faith from over his shoulder and said, "Let’s move Vi and Xander back, near St. Clair. The Galleria will be opening soon and we don’t need a bunch of demon retail clerks."

"Good point," Faith sighed.

"You know if this wasn’t the end of life as we know it, I’d say we make a pretty good team," Robin said with a nod.

Faith grinned. "Have a little faith, Ace."

"After all this is over and we’re still alive, I plan to."

Faith wiggled her eyebrows at him.

Cut to

Ext.

Cleveland Street – Same Time

Lori rounded the corner to hear a man screaming. Little wonder, as his veins began to glow a sickly green and slime began to erupt from his mouth. The shuddering of his body grew until it nearly reached the stage of convulsions. As he collapsed, though, the flesh literally melted off his bones.

The Mizor demon retracted its tendrils, barely reacting to the cry of "Police! Don't move!"

Behind the demon, Lori watched as two uniformed officers had their guns raised and pointed. Their expressions as the thing turned around combined surprise, disgust, and not a little bit of fear. The Mizor looked as if it had been mutilated with surgical precision. But the officers knew their duty and drew their weapons.

"Run!" she yelled to the officers.[image: image24.jpg]



Instead, both officers opened fire. The demon barely slowed its relentless movement as both officers emptied their cylinders into the creature. One of them backed up. Her partner did not. He paused to reload. That was why he began screaming seconds later when the Mizor reached him. Seeing his flesh distort, then melt, his partner turned to flee, retching uncontrollably. 

The cop ran, but the Mizor followed. In the distance Lori heard more shots firing, and more voices screaming.

Cut to:

Int.

Infirmary – Same Time

Kennedy entered the infirmary at a dead run in time to see Dr. Miller standing over Mia, who was hooked up to a host of tubes and wires. With careful steps she approached the bed as he looked up from his patient. Kennedy grimaced as she saw the green residue from Mia’s wound seeping through the bandage.

"She’s alive," Dr. Miller told her. "We’re giving her a transfusion and hydrating her with holy water right now. We’ve also got her sedated for the moment."

"Will that work? Is she gonna be okay?" Kennedy asked.

"I can’t say," he answered honestly. "This is new territory for me but I’ll do whatever I can. I promise."

Kennedy didn’t reply. Instead she walked over and stood at Mia’s bedside and watched the monitors blinking. Next, she gently squeezed the sleeping woman’s hand and bent down to whisper in her ear.

"I’ve gotta go save some people okay?" she said softly, her voice on the edge of a sob. "I’ve gotta help our girls out there. So when you wake up, this will all be over and everything will fine. You’ll see."

Kennedy kissed Mia on the forehead and with a grim, determined expression, she strode from the room without looking back.

Cut to:

Int.

Library – Same Time[image: image25.jpg]



Everyone in the room stared at Rowena in shock. 

"'The restricted records," she began, her voice dull with pain, "they mentioned how the swarm in 1666 suddenly stopped when one member of the London Coven was killed. I'd studied all the other Mizor swarms and that fact made all the pieces fall into place. The one thing every single swarm had in common. I even double-checked to make sure." She fell silent. She didn't meet anyone's gaze.

"What was it?" asked Willow after a moment. When Rowena hesitated, she almost yelled. "What?"

"A witch," said Rowena, "born on one hellmouth, moved and made her home on another hellmouth. It hardly ever happens; that's why Mizors swarm so rarely. But when it does happen, it’s like a mating call to these things. They've probably been on their way here for months, maybe more."

"Wait a minute," offered Jeff. "Even if that's true, how do you know it’s Willow? I mean, doesn't Andrew qualify? You're both from Sunnydale, right? For that matter, Dawn...!"

"I was born in Oxnard," said Andrew.

"And Mom was in Los Angeles when she had me. But Willow...?" said Dawn.

"...was actually born in Sunnydale," finished Skye. "So if what you're saying is true...?"

Miserably, Rowena nodded her head. "I double-checked everything last night."

"Last night?" asked Willow. Her voice was quiet, and enraged. "You've known that long?" She rose from her kneeling position, eyes flashing.

Giles rose, his anger finally overtaking his stunned disbelief. "People have died! Mia might die! And you’ve destroyed the information we need to stop more from dying?" A sheen of sweat on his face made him seem more pale than usual, and his eyes blazed with a fury few of them had ever seen in him before.

"I did save it," Rowena told him, though it was clear it was taking all her courage to stand her ground. "On a disk, but I couldn’t let you kill Willow."

"First, we wouldn’t kill Willow," Giles began. "Where on earth did you get the idea that--?"

"I know how the Council operates!" Rowena interrupted. "One life for thousands isn’t too high a price!"

"Not in this Council! If my slayer Buffy taught me anything it’s that survival depends on protecting everyone here. We do not turn on our own. The Old Guard made gross errors by viewing people as nothing more than tools, errors that I intend not to make. And furthermore Ms. Allister we don’t use our resources for personal gain."

Rowena harrumphed. "Right, like giving Faith the jet to go to Boston, or leaving the slayers without backup to save Becca?" she challenged, and Giles looked away. "What’s the difference? Becca’s your fiancée but Willow’s only my lover?"

A stunned silence fell over the room as Willow’s eyes went wide. Rowena bit her lip as if wishing she could take the words back. Andrew was the first to find his voice.

"Holy Moly, Batman," he muttered.

Taking a deep breath Giles quickly regained his composure and faced Rowena once again.

"Bring me the disk," he ordered sternly. "That will be your last official duty for the time being, seeing as you are indefinitely suspended pending review."

Without saying anything or looking at anyone, Rowena did an about face and left the room. Giles met Andrew’s eyes, and with a nod, the young man followed her out to keep watch over her. All Willow could do was watch them leave.

Cut to:

Int.

Giles’s Office – Moments Later

"She wasn’t being malicious," Willow pleaded.[image: image26.jpg]



Giles paced in front of her shaking his head. "That’s not the point. She destroyed Council property. That in itself is a dismissal offense, but I realize how good a watcher Rowena is. She’s just…misguided…at the moment."

"And what the hell does that mean?" Willow asked.

Giles stopped to stare at Willow. "How long did you plan on keeping this from us?"

Cut to:

Ext.

Giles’s Office – Same Time

Dawn and Skye and Jeff were standing close by the door listening to the argument on the other side when Faith walked towards them.

"Giles in there?" she asked.

"Shh," Dawn said putting her finger over her lips.
"Don’t shush me," Faith told her. "I’ve got the gals tempting the demons to a central location now and thought he might like the news update if he’s figured out a way to…" Faith paused as she heard the raised voices and walked over to listen in too.

Cut to:

Int.

Giles’s Office – Same Time
When Willow didn’t answer, Giles repeated the question. "I said how long did you plan-?" 

"I didn’t know she had the swarm information!" Willow countered.

"Not the swarm - the two of you! Not more than 48 hours ago I praised you both for your maturity and now…How can we trust you? Trust Rowena? You’ve lied to everyone here about the file and about the two of you!"

"Messing with the files was wrong, but as for our personal life, that’s none of your damn business Giles."

"It is so!" he said wiping his sweating forehead.

"How do you figure?"

"Because your personal life now has come in direct conflict with the Council!"

"That’s a crock and you know it!" Willow said getting in his face. "We didn’t say anything because Ro was scared of the reaction, and now I can see maybe she was right!"
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Giles didn’t back down and came toe to toe with Willow. "Maybe if you’d been honest from the start then none of this…"

Giles trailed off and his words seemed to become trapped in his mouth. He opened his lips but no sound came out. He quickly clutched his arm and hung his head.

"Giles, what’s wrong?"

He staggered backward toward the desk and Willow moved to catch him but couldn’t sustain his weight as he fell to the floor. 

"Oh god," she muttered as she watched his eyes flutter closed. Terrified she turned to face the door. "Somebody help me!"

Fade to Black

End of Act Three
Act Four
Cut to:

Ext.

Cleveland Bus Stop – Morning

Vi and Xander saw the Mizor approaching from down the street. The folks waiting at the bus stop, faces turned to traffic, clearly did not. [image: image28.jpg]



"Hey! Everybody!" yelled Xander as he ran across the street, dodging traffic. "Get out of here! Now!" Behind him, Vi followed, less sure than he, but still weaving easily through the cars that screeched to a halt.

Most of the people waiting for the bus simply stared at them, distressed and uncertain, but still not looking in the direction of the real threat. The one person who didn't look in any direction was a blind man, dark glasses across his face and seeing-eye dog at his side.

"I'm not kidding!" yelled Xander, now in front of them.

Vi, coming up alongside Xander, pointed in the direction of the Mizor and screamed, "He's got a gun!"

That got everyone looking--then screaming. Everyone except the blind man took off from this bizarre figure walking toward them at a steady, inexorable pace.

"What's going on?" the blind man said.

Xander reached him, taking one arm. "It’s okay. I won’t hurt you," he said as the man jumped. "I’ve gotta get you to safety."

"Who are you? What's going on?"

"We don't have time for this!"

The seeing eye dog growled at the approaching Mizor, then whimpered as it neared.

"Pluto? What's the matter, boy?" the blind man knelt down to his dog.

"Come on!" Xander urged.

From seven feet away, the approaching Mizor lifted one arm and aimed for Vi, who was pushing the stragglers up the street. Xander gave up on the man and instead jumped, tackling Vi to the ground just before its tendril shot out. Although Xander and Vi lay tangled on the ground, the Mizor turned his attention to the nearer and unsuspecting blind man.

From its wrist, a tendril shot out nearly too fast for the eye to follow. The tip of the tendril looked barbed, and it certainly drilled directly into and under the flesh of the blind man's neck. He screamed, a deep, then rising sound of pain and horror. Both hands flew to his sides, as he shook in convulsions. Vi and Xander helped each other up and she whistled to the dog as she and Xander ran down the street.

After a quick sprint, they turned around and looked. Petting the dog, Vi kept saying, "shhh shhh" while holding it tight. But then she went silent.

The blind man was changing. His skin altered color and bubbled, while his hair simply shed itself. The gurgling sounds from his open throat were probably of pain and shock, but there was no way to tell. Yet his mouth--stretched open in a grimace--clearly showed teeth sharpening to fine points like those of a shark. His trembling continued, but now it was a rigid trembling. And he began to glow--a sickly green color, like mildew speckled with emerald. For a brief flash, he was too bright to see...

When the flash ended, the blind man had completely changed. Overweight before, now he looked muscled. In the place of clothes were what looked like leather robes either sewn to his skin or somehow grown from it. Not one strand of hair remained visible.

The new Mizor demon stepped forward from a pool of slime--maybe the remnants of his humanity--and walked with the same inexorable pace as his sire.

Pluto let out a yelp and backed up crouching at the sight of his former owner. "Not a bad idea," Vi told the dog as she motioned the animal and Xander to follow her. "Come on boy," she said, slapping her leg.

"You can use my name," Xander told her. Vi just rolled her eyes and nodded for him to follow.

The two Mizors, however, followed as well.

Cut to:

Ext.

Giles’s Office Doorway – Later

Rowena, with Andrew still standing guard, walked into the office with the disk in hand to see Faith giving Giles CPR on the floor. Willow stood against the office wall looking frozen, petrified.

"Oh god," Rowena sighed in a whisper as she watched the slayer frantically work.[image: image29.jpg]



"Come on Giles," Faith called down to him as she pumped on his chest. "Fight, damn it!"

Stunned, Rowena continued to watch from the doorway as Faith began to blow in his mouth again. Suddenly Giles seemed to take a deep breath and Faith sat back on her bottom running her hands over her sweating face.

"We need in here," Rowena heard a voice say behind her. She turned to see the Council emergency team there and she stepped aside, into the outer waiting area, so they could get through. Spotting Dawn and Skye and Jeff in the corner of the room she walked over. Andrew glanced back at his fallen friend for a moment, then joined them.

"What happened?" she asked.

"They were fighting, arguing," Dawn explained nervously. "Giles and Willow that is, and he, uh, just collapsed, we guess."

Rowena was silent a moment, seemingly trying to process this new development. Then she asked, "Does Becca know?" They shook their heads and Rowena continued. "Jeff, can you drive down and pick her up? Just in and out - don’t play the hero out there, okay? Tell her he collapsed but he’s breathing – got it? Don’t stress her more than need be."

"Will do," he said with a nod as he darted from the room.

As the medics began to wheel Giles from the room Willow and Faith walked behind them. Once Giles was on his way Willow stopped in front of Rowena and held out her hand.

"Is that the disk?" she asked.

Rowena simply nodded and handed it over. Once it cleared her fingertips Faith grabbed Rowena by the lapels and pushed her against the wall.

"Thanks to you I’ve got a slayer and a watcher that might die. Anything else you need to share?"

Rowena shook her head in shame, and her tears started to flow. Willow tried to pull Faith away. Unable to budge the much stronger and more powerfully built slayer, Willow spoke into her ear. "Faith. Not now."

The slayer released Rowena but not without giving her an extra final shove. She pushed a finger in Rowena’s face. "You watchers better solve this quick."

Willow watched Faith leave but the sound of Rowena’s voice turned her attention back to the blonde.

"I’m so sorry, Willow," she began.

The witch simply held up a finger. "Don’t. I don’t want any excuses. You promised to be honest from now on and what you did…"

"I was trying to protect you," Rowena pleaded.

"Maybe the disk might have some information that’ll do that."

"Actually, I was thinking-."

"You are suspended," Willow said holding up her finger again. "I suggest you just go to your apartment for now. Come on Andrew," she added motioning the timid looking man behind her to follow her.

"Willow," the watcher cried out. "I love you."

Willow stopped and turned around. "I love you, too, but Giles isn’t the only one mad right now. We’ll discuss it later."

"Willow-!"

"Later," Willow answered in a firm voice before leaving the room with Andrew.

With her head hung low, Rowena walked in the opposite direction.

Cut to:

Ext.

Another Cleveland Street - Later

Two Mizors turned the corner, just behind a dozen people running from them as fast as possible.[image: image30.jpg]



As he saw them, and the fleeing people, the driver of the school bus picking up children gawked. But just for a moment. He took his cue from the running folk, turned to the kids in his stairwell. "Get on board! Now!"

For once, there was no hesitation. Three preteens ran inside the hoped-for safety of the bus, bringing the number of passengers up to an even dozen. Without a pause, the driver shut the door and started moving the bus. Traffic usually made maneuvering the large vehicle tricky. Other cars being driven by people who were panicking only made it worse. A Pontiac directly in front of the bus, blocking its way tried to swing around the VW Bug in front of it. The result was a crashing sound, followed by the shriek of bending metal.

The bus driver cursed. He could not maneuver his bus. In frustration--and fear--he honked the horn. Unfortunately, he wasn't the only one. Half the cars in the street were using their horns as well. In the distance, car alarms and human screams as well as gunshots added to the din.

As he looked through his windshield, the driver gaped again. One of the...things...that had turned the corner now was holding an elderly black woman by the shoulders. She was shaking like a leaf and screaming. Then, she actually seemed to melt...!

With a ripping sound, the door to the bus tore off. What had done the tearing was another of the Things. It looked female, despite its hairlessness and the grotesque deformities that seemed self-inflicted. The flesh was a sickly green and her eyes glowed malevolently. The driver picked up the fire extinguisher he kept next to his feet. Wielding it as a club, he assailed the creature now entering his bus. He struck it not once or twice but four times with all the strength he could muster.

It barely paused. Behind the driver, the children were screaming by now in terror. Sweat pouring off his face, the driver tried one more time, swinging the fire extinguisher into the creature's face as hard as he could. The force of the impact knocked the driver himself backwards and onto the floor.

He opened his eyes, dizzy, just in time to see a tendril shoot out from the thing's wrist and bury itself into a ten-year-old girl.

Cut to:

Int.

Coven Room - Later[image: image31.jpg]



"There might be another way!"

Willow, Skye and Dawn looked from the laptop over to Andrew.

Dawn asked, "A way Willow doesn't have to die?"

"It’s all about magic, right?" Andrew continued, hurriedly. "Mizors are somehow in tune with the magical energies of hellmouths. They'd have to be. Otherwise why would they only swarm on top of them? And they only swarm when a hellmouth is changed, or the magic around the hellmouth changes. Doesn't that make sense? Doesn't it?"

Willow blinked, the annoyance on her face giving way to thought. "Yeah...yeah, it does."

"So...." offered Andrew triumphantly, "we change it back!"

"How?" Willow wanted to know.

"What if Willow left Cleveland? Got away from the hellmouth?" Skye asked.

"Won't work," said Dawn instantly. "I read it. It’s been tried. Once Willow made her home here, that started the swarm. Nothing will stop it until she dies."

"But theoretically, what happens when someone dies?" Jeff called from the doorway.

"Becca?" Willow asked the one word question.

"With Dr. Miller now," he answered quickly before getting back to the subject and taking a seat next to Dawn. "The magic must go back to normal when someone dies, or at least what it was before. So that's what we've got to do."

"We’re not killing Willow," Dawn insisted.

"I didn’t say that," Jeff assured Dawn while softly putting his hand on her knee. Upon hearing his certainty and feeling his touch she seemed to relax and smiled slightly. As if suddenly realizing their physical closeness, Jeff blinked and removed his hand, but the others took no notice. He looked at Dawn, Andrew and then Skye before recovering his train of thought. "What I mean is, we need to isolate Willow from magic. Maybe do some kind of spell that'll create a force field around her."

Skye looked at Willow. "Can you do that?"

"She can't be the one who does it," said Andrew, shaking his head.

"No one can make a spell that isn't part of them in some way," agreed Jeff. "We, the coven, we have to do it. The whole idea is to temporarily cut her off from access to magic, so as far as the magic is concerned she's dead. But not really."

"The problem is," Skye said, "We have to cut her off from magic completely. But she's mega-powerful, so, how do we do that?"

Everyone looked at each other now, all clearly trying to think of a way. But in the silence, Willow gave a grim expression. She finally spoke, "Persephone's Knot."

"What's that?" asked Skye.

"The same thing as killing you," Jeff said incredulously. "No one's ever survived it."

"Again, in theory, I can," insisted Willow. "There's no real reason I'd have to die, and then we can try the counterspell."

Jeff looked confused. "What counterspell?"

"Althenea told me about it once. She said...well, never mind. The point is, I've got to talk to her."

Willow practically ran down the hall, everyone watching her as she did. Dawn was the first to turn her attention to Jeff.

"What's this Knot thing?"

"Persephone's Knot, the Ritual of Sundering," he answered her. "It’s a way a coven can take all the powers away from a witch who has misused them. The ritual sunders the witch from all contact with magic, like taking away a singer's voice, or removing a gas tank from a car."

"Oh! Or like siphoning off all a Jedi's midochlorians?"

Everyone looked at Andrew, who fell silent.

"Yeah…Anyway," Jeff continued. "It’s hardly ever used. But when it is, the witch always dies. The shock to the system is too great. And the more powerful the witch…"

"The greater the shock," Dawn finished and watched as Jeff nodded.

No one added more.

Cut to:

Int. 

Giles's Office - Later[image: image32.jpg]



Willow sat at Giles’s desk, a legal pad before her. She tapped the pad with a pen impatiently. In her other hand was a telephone receiver. 

"There isn't any time to explain," she was saying. "I need you to trust me and go over the exact mechanics of both the spell and the counterspell."

Cut to:

Int. 

London Flat - Same

Thousands of miles away, Althenea Dimmons spoke into her own phone.

"It isn't a matter of trust, Willow," she said. "I would be remiss in my duty if I didn't make absolutely sure that you understand the consequences of the Ritual. To sunder a witch from magic is a terrible thing, a cruel thing. Apart from any other details, the process is extremely painful, even life threatening." As she spoke, she retrieved a large, leather-bound book from inside a cabinet and opened it.

Cut to:

Int. 

Giles' Office - Same

"I understand all that," said Willow. "And I'm absolutely sure this is the only way. So please--tell me how to do the ritual, and undo it."

After a moment, she began to write on the legal pad before her.

"Five casters, right...and five blue candles...a circle of sea-salt..."

She continued writing.

Cut to:

Int.

Presidium Citadel - Passageway - Same time

The Lover made her way quickly through the labyrinthine corridors of the[image: image33.jpg]w




Citadel's underground, untroubled by the pitch darkness or the whisper-quiet echoes that drifted about the steady sound of her footsteps. After innumerable twists and turns in darkness a pale glow began to build around her, culminating in a brightly lit doorway.

Within was a vast chamber, with a domed ceiling and huge arches supporting the massive weight above it, the floor dipping down into a bowl, at the center of which was a circular wall, like the rim of a well thirty meters across. The light emanated from a magical structure within the well, a framework of light filaments that split, merged, crossed and intertwined in patterns of chaotic complexity. At the apex of the unearthly structure every filament came together, forming a single brilliant column of pure light that met the ceiling and vanished through it.

The Lover walked easily along the narrow edge of the well, heedless of the cavernous pit to her side or the quick, violent writhings of the magical framework as it twisted and turned. A second figure came into her view, standing still and silent, its gaze locked on the brilliance of the magic.

"Dreamer," the Lover said as she approached the figure. For a moment she stood motionless beside it, as it seemed oblivious to her, but she waited patiently.

"Highness," the figure intoned at last, turning to face her - as it did so, revealing a face that was utterly featureless, perfectly smooth, and mirrored. It was no mask, rather the skin of its neck, and the back of its head, simply lost all contour, and instead reflected the image of its surroundings.

"Our Lord has new orders, Highness?" it asked politely.

"No, His wishes for you are unchanged," the Lover replied - and her own reflection in the Dreamer's face seemed, oddly, to move and speak a fraction of a second before she herself did.[image: image34.jpg]



"A matter of your own then?" it asked. "The humans you study, Highness?"

"Yes," the Lover said, turning to stare into the magical light, "I wish to avail myself of your gifts. The human Council, the witch: Willow." She said the name carefully, every sound in perfect place.

The Dreamer nodded, and reached out a clawed hand towards the magic. The massive structure spun quickly on its axis, and a single thread of power came into contact with the outstretched claw for a fraction of a second.

The Dreamer lowered its arm.

"I have seen," it said simply.

"Will she die?" the Lover asked, her voice quite neutral.

"That is beyond even my vision," the Dreamer admitted. "Some variables defy foresight utterly. She... may."

"Or may not," the Lover mused. She gave a thoughtful glance to the Dreamer, then looked back at the magic. "Either way, it need not concern us," she said, after a moment's contemplation.

"Yes," the Dreamer said.

"Thank you," the Lover said, "for your sight. He remains pleased with your service."

"Yes Highness," came the reply. "If the witch's life continues, is it your wish that I see her further?" The Lover paused, then shook her head.

"Not necessary," she said, turning to leave, "your tasks are unchanged. Do not concern yourself with her."

"Yes Highness," the Dreamer said once more.

Cut to:

Int.

Infirmary - Later

Several feet apart, two patients lay side by side. One was Mia, unconscious and attached to various machines. A respirator was making sure she continued breathing. A modified dialysis machine was filtering her blood, while two intravenous tubes continued to pour antibiotics into her system. Still, her body twitched. The restraints holding her in place had not been removed.

Watching her with exhausted eyes, Giles lay in his own bed. Compared to her, he hardly seemed critical at all. Apart from the heart monitor and oxygen tube, he was essentially unencumbered.

And Becca sat by his side, holding his hand.

"She's alone," Giles said, softly. "Mia."

Becca looked at Mia, then back at Giles. "No she isn't," she said. "She just doesn't happen to have anyone physically next to her right now. That's not the same thing. Not at all."

Giles looked back at Becca, the ghost of a smile on his wan face. "Such wisdom in one so young."

She snorted. "Flattery will get you everywhere, mister."

That got another smile.

But after a moment, he said, "I thought Kennedy would be here for her."

"Dr. Miller said she’s keeping in contact with him from the field, and he’s updating her with any changes. She’s still trying to clear people off the street. You know, helping the team. She’s a good slayer, Rupert. You’ve done well, but she still needs a watcher, if you ask me," Becca’s worried eyes took on a gentle, teasing light.

"Is that so?"

"Yep, so you better stick around awhile longer. For her sake, of course, not mine," she winked.

Giles smiled again. "Watchers’ honor," he said squeezing her hand.

Cut to:

Int.

Coven Room - Later

Willow was finishing up the circle of salt when Xander walked into the room. "Thanks for giving me the chance to come back. I think I’ve had enough death and mayhem for one day."[image: image35.jpg]



"It might not be over," Jeff muttered and shot a disapproving look to Willow. 

"What?" Xander asked.

"Nothing," Willow told him.

Dawn, Skye, Jeff and Andrew began putting candles in place and were filling five small bowls with different herbs.

"Anyway, I got the copies ready," Xander said, waving the xerox copies in his hand. "Your handwriting is just too neat for words, Will." He began passing them out to the others.

Rowena walked into the room and went directly over to Willow. "I have the words of the counterspell here," she told her.

"Good. Thank you," said Willow, taking them from her. "You can go now."

Rowena looked away as Jeff and Andrew shared an uncomfortable look as if feeling the woman’s distress themselves.

"Uh, Willow?" Dawn asked, "Don’t we need five to do the ritual? We're only four members."

Skye suggested, "What about Rowena?"

"This spell might be too sensitive. That’s why Xander’s here," she added. "He’s done magic."

Xander appeared unsure. "But...I'm not...You know..."

"You've done magic before," Willow explained. "Successfully even. The unity spell? Raising Buffy? You even once set a book on fire."

"Really?" Jeff asked. "Me too."

Xander looked daunted for just a moment. Then he took a deep breath. "Okay then. Where do you want me?"

"Over here," she motioned and started to walk away.

Rowena reached out and grabbed Willow’s arm.

"I’m not leaving," Rowena told her.

"You’re not staying," the witch countered.

Willow began to walk away again but this time Rowena grabbed her by the arm and physically began to pull her to a corner of the room, away from the rest of the group.

"What’s going on?" Xander softly asked Andrew.

Andrew looked reluctant to say anything and shrugged. "Let’s just get finished," he said as he motioned for Xander to follow him.

Cut to:

Int.

Coven Room Corner – Same Time

"Listen to me," Rowena began.

"You’re not going to talk me out of this!" Willow replied in a heated whisper.

"I realize that! But I’m not about to sit upstairs, waiting, while you could be down here dying! It’s why I took the damn file in the first place!" she exclaimed in a hushed tone.

"Exactly! So why should I trust you that you’d let the ritual finish? I can’t risk it Rowena. Too many other lives are at stake here," Willow countered. "One way or another, this ritual needs to be completed!"

"I know that. And I know this is your choice you’re making, not the Council’s. And if…if it doesn’t work…if they can’t bring you back…I need to be here…with you. I won’t let you die alone."

"We all die alone, Rowena."

The blonde watcher sighed and ran a frustrated hand across her face.

"Leave the clichés out of this," she begged. She paused a moment and looked deep into Willow’s eyes. "If you never give me anything else, ever again in my lifetime, please give me this…I messed up and I should have known better but all I could see was losing you. And now…well, right now, I couldn’t live with the regret of not being here. So I’m begging you, please don’t send me away."

Willow took a deep breath and blew it out softly. "Stay here. Don’t say anything. Don’t even move until they tell you the ritual is done. Understand?"[image: image36.jpg]



"Thank you," Rowena answered and reached out for Willow.

The witch flinched from the impending embrace and appeared unsure of what to do. Rowena let her arms drop but Willow took a few steps closer. She pulled the blonde into an uneasy embrace. Rowena returned the hug and gently kissed Willow on the neck.

"I’ve got work to do," Willow said softly before she slowly stepped away.

Rowena still nodded although Willow never saw it. Looking fearful and sad, Rowena slumped down the wall until she was resting on her bottom. Without a sound she wrapped her arms around her legs and nervously began to rock.

Cut to:

Ext.

Another Cleveland Street - Same Time

Kennedy and Lori brought up the rear for five other people fleeing from a Mizor. The group consisted of a postman, a pregnant woman, a teenage boy in heavy goth makeup, a nun and a man in a business suit, his briefcase long abandoned. This particular area was sparsely populated, and full of storefronts. Nearly every single one had bars and was locked against potential thieves. In other words, there was nowhere to go.

The Mizor moved steadily forward. Its glowing eyes were fixed on the fleeing group.

"Okay," Kennedy said, slightly out of breath, "any ideas?"

"We can't," wheezed Lori, "keep up this pace. Need some kind of barrier."

The five civilians were gasping even harder. Kennedy looked around, pointed to an alley with a fire escape. "There!"

With a tired groan, the others followed her.

So did the demon, barely ten yards behind.

Cut to:

Int.

Coven Room - Later

Rowena sat in the corner, staring at what was happening, her eyes looking grim and full of fear.

Willow sat cross-legged in the center of a circle. Around her, standing outside the circle and before five blue candles, were Andrew, Skye, Jeff, Dawn and Xander. Each spoke from a sheet of paper in their hands.

"By Hecate's right hand, so mote it be," said Andrew.

"By Samhain's right leg, so mote it be," said Skye.

"By the left limb of Azreal, so mote it be," said Jeff.

"By the left hand of Nuntet, so mote it be," said Dawn.

"By the dark crown of Hades worn by his great queen, so mote it be," said Xander.

Next they spoke in unison.

"East wind, west and south and north,

We summon earth, fire, wind and sea

Elementals thy power to summon forth

In dreaded judgment, mote it be!"

Andrew, facing Willow, raised his hand. He hesitated, clearly reluctant. But Willow held his eyes, and nodded. "In the name of the four corners, and in the name of the center, we invoke the three words that shall sunder flesh from fire, blood from sea, breath from the spirit of the winds, and bones from the mother who is the earth."

They all five took a deep breath. In unison, they said "Duroc!"

And then they said "Melankurion!"

Then, finally, "Abatha!"

This last seemed to have a power behind it, as if instead of a word it was a crack of thunder.

Cut to:

Ext.

Cleveland Alley - Same

The goth helped the businessman up the ladder of the fire escape. Above them, all but Lori and Kennedy were already en route to the roof. Below, the Mizor was entering the alley.

"Go! Go! Go!" yelled Lori, pushing the overweight businessman up.

The Mizor walked steadily towards them. As the businessman got up, Lori looked at Kennedy, pushing a full garbage dumpster in the demon's way.

"That won't work," she warned her.

"It'll slow him down," she yelled. "For a second, anyway."

Sure enough, the dumpster stopped suddenly, as the demon put out a hand and held it. Kennedy continued to push. Lori gave a quick push herself, sending the fire escape ladder up and out of reach. Then she ran to Kennedy's side, adding her own strength to holding the dumpster.

"What are you doin' Man?" yelled the goth from above.

"Get back up here!" offered the businessman next to him.

"Run!" was Kennedy's reply. "Get out of its way!"[image: image37.jpg]



Just then, the Mizor gave a push. The dumpster thrust both slayers back. Each landed on the ground as the dumpster rolled to the side. The Mizor approached Kennedy. Jumping up, she grabbed its outstretched arm at the wrist. Suddenly, its tendril shot out. She dodged, so the thing shot past her exposed neck with barely a millimeter to spare. The tendril returned into the demon's wrist.

Lori, who by now had risen, grabbed a bent tire iron from the ground and struck the demon across the back of its head with all the strength she possessed.

The demon paused and looked at Lori. Then it turned back to Kennedy.[image: image38.jpg]



Lori struck it again, but this time the Mizor did not even deign to respond. Another tendril shot out and Kennedy dodged again. This time, the tip of it scratched her neck. She cried out in pain--but kept her focus on the wrist where the tendril had returned.

Lori kept pounding the demon with the tire iron but it had no effect whatsoever.

Cut to:

Int.

Coven Room - Same Time

Willow grew rigid. Her eyes shut, squinting in pain. Her mouth opened, and [image: image39.jpg]


from it a stream of light flowed out. Tiny motes of bright light, like stars, the size of sand grains, swirled amid the flow. And with the light came gasping, horrible groans from her throat. Muscles in her mouth strained, locking her mouth open as the light continued to pour out and up.

She opened her eyes, tears pouring from them. As the last of the light left her, she let out a great, croaking sigh and collapsed.

Cut to:

Ext.

Cleveland Alley - Same Time

The Mizor did nothing. It did not react to Lori's repeated blows. Neither did it shoot out another of its tendrils. While Kennedy stared, the demon simply raised its other hand and pulled her grip off of its own.

It turned away. And walked. Slowly. Out of the alleyway. Out of sight.

Kennedy sank to her knees, breathing deeply. Her fingers touched the cut on the side of her neck. Lori knelt beside her.

"How does it look?" Kennedy asked.

"Like a really deep scratch," was the shaky answer.

After another pause, Kennedy asked, "Any idea what just happened?"

Lori considered the question as she looked to where the creature had retreated. "I’ve decided to be cautiously optimistic and say maybe we scared it. For now."

Kennedy smiled and rose to her feet with Lori following, "Yeah…Right."

Cut to:

Int.

Coven Room - Same Time

Dreadfully pale, Willow gasped from her fetal position inside the circle. Each gasp had the undercurrent of a whimper.

"Oh, goddess..." she whispered "...it’s gone...I'm gone..."

Around her, the five were now applying their candles to the herbs inside five bowls held in their right hands. They lit the herbs simultaneously, each of which flared brightly for a moment. Then, they spoke in unison.

"Duroc! Melankurion! Abatha!"

Like some kind of slow motion lightning bolt, a rainbow-hued ribbon of light appeared in the air above the circle. It wound its way to Willow, enveloping her shuddering form, causing her to glow. After a few more moments, the ribbon faded, and maybe four seconds after that Willow herself stopped glowing.

Rowena came to the edge of the circle, eyes focused on Willow, now still on the floor. She wasn't alone. All five of those who'd done the ritual stared as well.

Willow's eyes flickered open.

"Is it done? Is it done?" Rowena asked quickly.

Andrew nodded and Rowena rushed into the circle to pull Willow into her lap, kissing the witch soundly on the lips.

Xander’s eyes widened, but as he looked left and right in the circle, he saw that no one else was surprised by the display. With an angry glare he stood up from the circle.

"Go get the doctor," Jeff told him.

Xander just nodded and left the room as Rowena continued to hold Willow, stroking her hair.

Fade In:

Int.

Infirmary - Evening

Kennedy sat beside Mia, holding her hand. The stricken slayer's eyes were closed.

"Whatever kind of toxin the demons introduced to her system," the doctor was saying, "seems to be gone now. We're continuing the antibiotics, and just to be sure, we’re continuing to make the saline solution of her I.V. with holy water. Rest, combined with her healing powers, should correct much, if not all, the damage within days. And I've every reason to suppose that eventually her recovery will be complete."

Kennedy nodded, her eyes still on Mia. She reached out and straightened a lock of hair that had fallen across Mia's pale face. Then she stood and kissed her on the forehead.

"You should rest as well," the doctor said. "That cut will probably be gone by morning but you're certainly exhausted. I think Mia will need you alert."

"Alright," Kennedy finally said. She stood and headed for the infirmary door. Along the way, she passed Giles. He was sitting up in bed, an oxygen tube still in his nose but otherwise looking reasonably well. He was even talking on the telephone. Kennedy paused while he finished his conversation.

"Thank you, Althenea. For everything." Giles hung up and looked at Kennedy.

"I'm glad you're going to be alright," she said.

"Likewise" he replied. "And all the more so for Mia's sake."

"We need you," said Kennedy. "That much is too clear." With those words, she looked at the bed next to Giles', where Willow lay. Kennedy's eyes were like flint and Willow looked away.

"A few days of relaxation and I’ll be just fine," he told her.

"Good. Then get your rest," she said with a grin and giving his hand a pat before she departed his bedside.

As Kennedy reached the door to the infirmary, Rowena entered--and stopped short at the furious glare from Kennedy.

"Get out of my way," spat Kennedy, very quietly, but very dangerously.

Saying nothing Rowena did. The dark-haired slayer swept past her without looking back. The watcher took a deep breath and approached Giles.

"As you can tell, people are...unhappy," she said to him. "Kennedy's reaction is fairly typical."

"Can you blame them?" asked Giles.[image: image40.jpg]



Rowena shook her head.

"The fact is," Giles continued, glancing over at Willow, "the pair of you betrayed the trust of everyone here. Privacy is one thing. Active deceit is something else. Worse, it went on so long it became a habit, with consequences that were nothing less than horrific. People died because of your actions, Rowena. And you, Willow, your behavior has been only slightly less dishonorable. The Watchers' Council cannot operate in this fashion. It simply cannot. This kind of behavior endangers the entire world. And it shows your fellows you view them with nothing less than contempt. I could not be more disappointed."

Silence followed as Rowena wore a look of shame.

The doctor approached. "You should be sleeping as well, Mr. Giles, as should Miss Rosenberg. Frankly, from her condition I'd almost assume you two had suffered identical heart attacks. You need rest."

Giles nodded. "This will only take a few moments."

The doctor stepped back, allowing them some semblance of privacy while continuing to hover nearby.

Rowena spoke. "I stand ready to accept expulsion." Her voice was low.

At first, Giles did not speak.

"I am tempted, to be honest. But I think this is an offense you are not likely to repeat. Either of you." He shot a glance at a pale Willow.

"No," she said at last. "We...I shouldn't have lied. About a lot of things."

"Bloody right you should not have," muttered Giles. "But right now we cannot afford to lose either of you. And this whole incident has frankly left us weaker than I like, quite apart from the morale problem you two have created." He paused, then went on. "Althenea tells me there are a few accounts of Persephone's Knot being successfully reversed. Usually, the witch in question dies. That's why the coven decided not to attempt it with Willow before, because they refused to kill unless they had no choice. While I can criticize your actions, I do understand your motives."

"Thank you," was all she said.

"Althenea mentioned why she believes Willow is still alive. It seems the most important factor in the counter-ritual is the emotional bond between the casters and the object. Quite simply, it was their love that made the spell work. That fact will, I believe, help mend some fences in the days to come." He sighed. "Unfortunately, she also told me that the severing from magic cannot be wholly undone. The ritual has damaged her connection to mystic forces, although to what degree over the long run no one can say." He looked now at Rowena, voice like steel sheathed in velvet. "And you, Miss Allister, have much to do to earn our trust once again. Quite apart from anything formal I might authorize, you have fractured the bonds between yourself and the rest of the Council. Clemency shall consist of giving you a chance to rebuild them. Is there anything you’d like to say at the moment?"

Rowena simply shook her head.

"That is all then."

He leaned back, adjusted his glasses and commenced reading the newspaper on his bed. The headlines on the front page were all about a gang fight that accidentally released a supply of chemical waste, resulting in deaths as well as [image: image41.jpg]


hallucinations. The city was already appealing for federal aid.

Willow, meanwhile, turned over and looked at the wall. Slowly, Rowena walked over to her and saw how Willow stared blankly. She leaned over and said in a low voice, "I'm sorry. That isn't much, and it isn't enough. But it’s true. I am sorry."

"I need to sleep," said Willow in a weary voice.

Rowena seemed to swallow back impending tears and nodded. "I love you, Will," whispered Rowena.

"I know," was Willow's reply. "But I need to sleep." Willow simply closed her eyes without saying more.

Rowena left the infirmary, her eyes wet with tears. She wiped them and then took a seat in the waiting area. She quietly stopped a nurse who was passing by, grabbing her sleeve.[image: image42.jpg]



"If Willow’s condition gets worse, will you come get me? I’ll be here all night."

"No problem, Ms. Allister," she said politely before moving on.

Rowena closed her eyes and took a deep breath as she sat in the empty waiting area.
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