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Teaser

Fade In.[image: image1.jpg]



Int.

Rowena’s Bedroom – Night

Rowena lay in bed on her side. She turned to roll on her back and looked up at the ceiling in a blank stare. In one quick sweep, she threw the covers off and got up.

Cut to:

Int.

Rowena’s Kitchen – Moments Later

She opened the door to her refrigerator and pulled out a pitcher before reaching in the cabinet above her for a glass. She poured some liquid from the container into the glass and returned the pitcher to the refrigerator. Grabbing some ice from the freezer, she dropped it into the glass and left the room with cup in hand, her face expressionless.
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Ext.

Rowena’s Living Room Window – Same time

Taking a sip, she walked over to the window. After pulling the curtain back, she looked out across the lake with a weepy expression before taking a deep breath and blowing it out slowly.

Pan to:

Ext.

Watchers Council Building – Same Floor – Same Time

From her window, right next to Rowena’s Apartment, Willow stood in her pajamas looking out over the lake with a similar sad expression.

Cut to

Ext.

Alley – Night

Kennedy walked along a vacant street, stake at the ready. With a peculiar look, she turned around to see a young woman standing at the other end of the alley before vanishing. Almost as if appearing in pain, Kennedy closed her eyes.

Flash to:

A human torso being struck with an ax.

Flash to:

An image of Xander yelling at someone.

Flash to:

A leg that’s been separated at the knee.

Flash to:

A demon coming up behind to strike Willow, who is wearing a bandage on her forehead.

Flash to:

Two decapitated heads rolling to a stop to reveal the faces of Xander and Willow.

Flash to:

A highway roadside where two bodies appear to lie in various parts and a third split in half.

Flash to:

A pan shot of the third body, ending with its head, which is revealed to be Kennedy’s.
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Int.

Kennedy’s Bedroom – Same Time

Kennedy’s eyes shot open, and she bolted upright from her bed to look around the room. Her clock read 5:07 A.M. She ran a hand over her sweaty face.

Breathing hard, she collapsed back to the pillow, staring in shock and fright.

End of Teaser

Act One
Starring: Thora Birch, Felicia Day, Lindsay Felton, Norika Fujiwara,  and Elijah Wood.

Guest Starring: Meagan Good as Karen, Ryan Phillipe as Steve, Michael Shanks
 as Councilor, Edward Woodward as James Tyrell and Rob Nagle as Robson.
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Int.

Dining Area – Morning

Faith plopped her breakfast tray down next to Kennedy’s, making the younger woman jump in surprise. Faith snorted.

"A little on edge I see," she quipped as she took her seat at the table.

"A little," Kennedy replied.

"You look like hell. Mia got you worried?" Faith asked. "Docs say she’s doing better everyday."

"No. Well, yeah, that worries me, but I didn’t sleep well last night either."

"Why?" Faith asked before she took a bite of her home fries.

Kennedy swallowed her orange juice. "Have you ever had a dream that came to pass?"

"You mean aside from one where I’m in a huge arena, battling monsters?"

"Yeah," Kennedy answered. "The dream I had last night…it felt different…like I was watching the action, almost like it was happening in real time, but…not. That probably sounds crazy, I know."

"What was it about?"

Kennedy paused a moment. "There was a strange girl in an alley, and I think…I think I died. Willow and Xander too. It was pretty gruesome, actually." Faith turned away and seemed to take a sudden interest in her toast on her plate. After a few moments Kennedy nodded toward the senior slayer. "Think you got enough butter on that?" she joked.

Faith looked down to notice the bread appeared soggy.

"I like butter, okay?" Faith answered. "Look, the dream was probably nothing. You’re just worried about Mia after that Mizor attack."

"Maybe," Kennedy shrugged as they both continued to eat.

Cut to:

Int.

Giles’s Apartment – Later that Morning

Giles opened the door and smiled when he saw Faith standing in the hallway.

"Sorry," she prefaced herself. "I know you’re supposed to be resting and all, but our big watchers are either suspended or sicker than you right now but…" Faith seemed a bit reluctant to go on. "Well, I’d rather talk to you about this one anyway."

"No trouble. Come in," he said opening the door wider. Faith crossed the threshold to see Becca there and gave her a short wave. 

 HYPERLINK "http://www.thewatcherscouncil.net/sounds/seasontwo/to/giles-im-fine-fine.mp3" "I’m fine, I’m fine," he added as he cast a glance at Becca, who balked.

"He has an interesting take on life," Becca told Faith.

The older woman walked over and kissed the slayer on the cheek. "And that’s for saving it," she told her.[image: image5.jpg]


 

Faith blushed and shrugged it off. "It was nothing."

"No, it was something," Becca replied. "Even if some people around here think it was nothing," she said casting a disapproving look at Giles. "Speaking of which, I’m glad I went with him to his doctor’s appointment."

"I-I was honest with the doctor despite what she says," Giles told Faith.

"Regular jogging doesn’t count if it hasn’t happened in two years, and jelly from donuts is not considered part of the fruit group, Rupert," she chastised.

Faith stifled a laugh as Giles motioned her toward a chair.

"Yes, well. Faith, have a seat, please." Giles practically begged the slayer and pulled her inside to use her as a diversion.

Cut to:

Ext.

Infirmary – Same Time

Dr. Miller stood with Kennedy outside the infirmary.

"She’s getting stronger everyday. At this rate she should be good for patrol and regular training by the end of the week. We just want to keep monitoring her to be sure."

Kennedy gave him a nod. "That’s good news. Thank you, doctor."

"She’s awake if you’d like to go in," he told her.

"Thanks," she answered with another nod.

Cut to:

Int.

Infirmary – Same Time

Kennedy walked slowly over to Mia’s bed and leaned over her.

"Hey," Mia said softly.

"Hey yourself," Kennedy replied with a soft grin, giving her a kiss. "Doc says you’re getting better. Slayer healing and all, so you’ll be back on your feet in no time."

Mia gave a nod. "How’s Willow doing today?"

"Couldn’t tell you," Kennedy answered. "I came here first."

Mia gave her a gentle smile. "You should still check on her. That was quite a tumble she took trying to move too soon."

"I will, but I wanted to come down here, see how you were and if you needed anything."

Mia gave her lover an appreciative grin. "I’m good, Ken, but there is something you could do for me."

"Sure. You name it," Kennedy told excitedly. "Ice cream, cookies, whatever."

"Rowena," Mia told her. "I want you to bring her here."

Kennedy looked uncertain and turned away.

Cut to

Int.

Giles’s Apartment – Same Time

"Did you say anything to her?" Giles asked.

The two of them sat on his sofa.

"No," Faith answered. "I didn’t want to freak her out. It might not be anything, but the way Ken described it – the feeling – it’s exactly the same as when I had the dream of my watcher and me being ripped apart. Rosa told me not to worry, that we could find ways to prevent it if it was a true slayer dream…I was able to make it out alive so that part didn’t come true, but she…well, you know the rest of the story. I just didn’t know who to come to with this, Giles, and I don’t want to unload on you but-."

"No," Giles cut her off. "I’m glad you did, Faith. Let’s be honest with Kennedy. Share your story with her and try to get as much information from her as you can about the dream. We’ll pull her from patrol for the time being. Agreed?"

Faith nodded. "Yeah, that sounds good. Again, I’m sorry I bothered you."

"Believe me, I need the interaction," Giles whispered. "I’ve been mother-henned enough this week."

"I heard that," Becca yelled from the kitchen. Giles and Faith both smiled.

"Hey, be glad you’ve got a gal that cares, Giles," she told him.

"I truly am," he told her. "Right now I just wish she’d care a little less," he whispered conspiratorially.

Faith smiled again and gave a wave before she left his apartment.

Cut to

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Later

Willow sat on her sofa with a determined expression and a bandage on her head. She focused intensely on a pencil sitting on her coffee table, but it did nothing. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, only to quickly re-open her eyes and focus on the object again. This time it began to wiggle just a little when a rapping came at her door, distracting her.

The pencil ceased all movement, and Willow sighed as she rose to her feet.

Cut to

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Same Time

Willow opened the door to see Kennedy standing outside.

"So, your girlfriend around?" she asked as she looked around the apartment, walking in without an invitation.[image: image6.jpg]



Willow closed the door and faced her. "I haven’t seen her. Did you try her apartment?" she asked as she folded her arms across her chest.

"No answer. I figured she’d be here, hiding out."

There was a brief silence for a moment. "As you can see, she’s not," Willow told her, "but if I come across her, I’ll tell her you’re looking for her."

"Actually, it’s Mia who wants to see her, not me." Kennedy explained as she walked back to the door. "I’ll try her place again, but tell her to go to the infirmary when she gets the chance."

"Ken," Willow called out as Kennedy had her hand on the door. "She was only trying to buy some time."

"Too bad that almost cost Mia her life," Ken replied sharply as she opened the door. She started to leave again but stopped. Turning, she saw Willow looking down at the ground, shoulders slumped. "I’m not mad at you, okay? This is between me and her, not you."

"Somehow I doubt that," Willow sighed.

Kennedy left the door open but took a few steps closer to Willow.

"We’re done. Finished. So I’m moving on. But when that woman knowingly sent Mia – hell, all of us – into harm’s way to protect you…all I’m saying is it’s not your fault. It’s hers."

"And I’m sure she’s paying for that mistake," Willow answered.

"Well, whatever," she said as if uninterested in debating it. "If you see her, let her know."

Without saying more, Kennedy left the room.

Cut to:

Int.

Slayer Kitchen – Later

Dawn and Jeff stood in the kitchen as Jeff continued to stir over a pot.

"Here," he said, handing Dawn the spoon. "Keep stirring and put a few more discs in."

"Wouldn’t it be easier to just buy chocolate suckers for the Slayerettes?" Dawn said as she started to stir.

Jeff moved a plastic tray over to the stove carefully.

"Of course, but this is more fun. Each year my mom and I make – well, made – candies for Christmas. Besides, don’t you have any holiday traditions?"

"Holidays in the Summers household were a lot like birthdays –something to avoid if you wanted to skirt catastrophe." Dawn continued to stir and moved away slightly. "How’s this look?" she asked.

Jeff peered over her shoulder and looked in the pot to give an approving nod.

"Perfect," he said as he turned and smiled at Dawn. Dawn smiled herself, but slowly their eyes locked on one another as Jeff moved a step closer. Dawn licked her lips, and the spoon seemed to slip from her hand, almost falling into the pot.

"Hey, what’s up?"[image: image7.jpg]



"Nothing," Dawn and Jeff both exclaimed with a little jump to see Skye coming into the room and tossing her book bag on the counter.

"Nothing sure smells good," she remarked as she pulled out a water bottle from the refrigerator.

"We’re making Christmas treats for the Slayerettes," Jeff said, trying to sound conversational.

"Right," Dawn answered quickly. "And he’s teaching me. How to make treats, that is. Right?"

"Right," Jeff nodded.

"Boy, you’re just a jack of all trades, aren’t you?" Skye said, giving Jeff a long look up and down.

"I know a thing or two I could show Dawn," he said almost in challenge.

"Right," Dawn repeated again quickly as she watched Skye’s eyebrows go up curiously. "So, what’s next?" she asked Jeff.

Jeff paused a second. "Yeah, well, we need to pour the molds, but be careful because it’s hot." He began to pour the chocolate into the squeeze bags.

Skye put her arm around Dawn’s waist and kissed her on the cheek.

"You guys have fun. I’ve got a final to study for and a paper on Pavlov’s dog. I’ll be in my room if you need me."

"Oh, okay," Dawn answered and waved as she watched Skye leave. Once the door was closed, she let out a sigh and turned to Jeff.

"I’m not guilty here. I haven’t done anything," she whispered to Jeff. "But this has gotta stop."

"And how do you stop something that hasn’t started?" he asked with a mischievous grin.

"You know what I mean," she said, smacking him lightly in the arm. "The looks, the touches…"

"The chocolate?" he asked as he held up his finger. "Try it?"

Dawn looked undecided for a moment. "Stop tempting me," she finally hissed.

Jeff chuckled softly and licked the chocolate from his finger.

Cut to

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Same Time

With a book in her hand, Rowena opened her front door and found Kennedy standing there. The watcher had to close her mouth after her surprise.

"Hi," she said.

"Hi," Kennedy parroted back. She looked inside and pointed to the books that lay in various stacks all over Rowena’s apartment.

"Moving back to England?" Kennedy asked hopefully.

Rowena ran her fingers through her hair. "No just re-organizing my library…again…for the fifth time this week."

Kennedy walked inside the apartment and looked around.

"Maybe Willow was right. Maybe this suspension thing is driving you crazy."

"Is there a point to your visit, Kennedy?" Rowena asked shortly.

"Yeah, there is. Remember Mia? My girlfriend? The Slayer you almost killed along with countless others?"

Rowena blew out a long breath as if trying to keep her temper in check. "Yes, I remember."

"She says you haven’t come by to visit her, and although I don’t know why she’d like to see you, she’s asking for you. Personally, I’d just rip your head off and be done with it."

"I guess it’s good for me that someone sane got hurt instead of a lunatic," Rowena answered.

Kennedy took a step closer to Rowena. "I’m finding it real hard to remember that I’ve got Slayer strength here."

"Slayers are not to harm watchers," Rowena said defiantly.

Kennedy smirked in response. "But watchers hurting slayers is okay though?…Besides, last time I checked, you weren’t a watcher. But don’t worry," Kennedy said, backing down and walking to the door, "I won’t hurt you. It’s better watching you beat yourself up…See ya around."

Once the door was closed, Rowena scowled and, in one strong heave, threw the large book where Kennedy had departed.

Cut to

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Later that Day

Willow heard another knock as she sat on her sofa and called out. "Who is it?"

At first there was no answer, as she took a breath to repeat it, she heard Xander call out, "It’s me Will. Can I come in?"

Willow closed her eyes for a moment and opened them.

"Sure," she called out.

Slowly the door opened, and Xander passed the threshold, closing the door behind him.

"How’s the head?" he asked.

"Didn’t think you cared?" she asked with a hint of sarcasm. "I tried to call you. I tried to see you, too, but that didn’t go according to plan," she said pointing at the bandage on her forehead. "Rule number one after a mojo-draining spell: never get up before your legs are ready to work."

"I’ll keep that in mind," he told her as he took a seat on her coffee table across from her. He licked his lips nervously and wrung his hands.

"You’re mad," Willow said before he could say anything. "I know you’re mad, and I know that’s why you’ve been avoiding me. But really, Xander…I didn’t keep secrets because of you."

"I asked you – point blank - if you and Rowena were an item. And you lied to me. To me, Will."

"You asked if I was dating Rowena, and that would mean actually going out, and we weren’t. We always stayed in, so technically…" Willow paused and gave a deep sigh. "So, yes, I lied. But I didn’t do it to hurt you," she added quickly. "Rowena wasn’t ready for everyone to start jumping into our relationship yet, to start playing twenty questions, and I had to give her that."

"I’m sorry, but I don’t buy that. You could have told me the truth."

"I promised her I wouldn’t say anything, to anyone."

"But I’m your best friend."

"This isn’t about friendship," she said, raising her voice. "It’s about falling in love with someone and having the possibility that you’ll be hurt or even killed because of it. It’s about outdated laws that say you could go to jail for having sex. It’s about not being able to go to a courthouse and say we’ve decided to stay together the rest of our lives so give us a license and a tax break a-and while we’re at it, give us custody of our kids and ownership of our house without having to hire a fancy lawyer."

"Don’t make this political," Xander said, shaking his head.

"It’s not political," Willow insisted. "It’s personal. Very personal. And it’s something that you and Giles and Faith a-and none of you have ever had to worry about or probably ever will."

"You know I think you should have the same rights as me, as anyone," Xander replied.

"It’s not just about rights, Xander. It’s about acceptance – not from the outside world but from within too. I had time to consider what I might give up by being with Tara. In the end, she was worth it, and I made that choice long before I told you guys the truth about us. Rowena had to come to that decision too, but in her own time. So I’m sorry that I didn’t share all with you, and I can’t promise it will never happen again. All I can tell you is I never meant to hurt you, a-and I never wanted you to feel betrayed."

"And that’s the rub," Xander said as he rose. "It feels like you couldn’t trust me."

"No," Willow insisted. "I promised Rowena to give her time to sort through her feelings about us, about herself. That’s all, Xander. And sincerely," Willow said getting to her feet, "I feel terrible for hurting you. You are my best friend so…be my best friend now."[image: image8.jpg]


 

"Like I said, I don’t completely get it, Will."

"I don’t need your empathy, Xan," she said, taking a few steps closer. "I just need your love and support."

Xander gave her a small grin. He rose to his feet and pulled her into his arms. "You’ve got that. And the love of a beautiful blonde too, obviously."

Willow returned the hug but pulled away. "I’m not so sure about that. I’ve been pretty mean to her. I wouldn’t be surprised if she hightails it out of here again."

"Have you talked to her?" Xander asked. Willow just shrugged. "Guess I’m not the only one being avoid-y lately," he teased.

Again, Willow shrugged.

"I just…" Willow paused as if looking for the right words. "I feel horrible right now – physically, emotionally. It’s like the hits just keep on coming, you know? Marsha, Mia, Ro, Giles…Does it ever end?" she asked.

"Someday," Xander said with a nod. "But just take it one step at a time. And if you need me," he told her, putting a hand on each shoulder, "color me there."

Willow gave him a gentle smile. "I guess that was step one, huh? Any suggestions for step two?"

"Yeah, there’s this blonde going stir crazy right now who’s been barred from doing watcher stuff. I think she could use some saving," he told her.

"Thank you," she told him sincerely. "But I’m still a little too hot under the collar to talk to her right now."

Xander gave her a modest grin. "When you’re ready. And like I said…I’m here."

Xander gave her a wink, and Willow waved as he began to leave the room.

Cut to

Int.

Council Stairway – Moments later

Kennedy and Faith descended the staircase overlooking the lobby, talking as they continued down.

"And you’re sure that’s all you remember?" Faith asked above the noise of the bustle below them.

"Yes, I’m sure," Kennedy answered exasperated. "But if I remember any other tiny, minute detail I promise I’ll tell you."

Kennedy stopped walking and pointed to a young woman by the reception station in the busy lobby below. "That’s my dream girl."

Faith looked and then shrugged. "She’s a looker I guess but-."

"Okay. Correction," Kennedy said. "That’s the girl from my dream."[image: image9.jpg]


 

Faith began to examine her more closely. "Are you sure?" Faith asked with concern, looking at Kennedy again.

Faith watched as Kennedy nodded slowly. "I’m positive."

Faith’s head quickly shot back to the woman, and they both took off down the stairs.

Fade to Black

End of Act One

Act Two
Fade In:
Int.

Lobby – Same Time

"Who are you?" Kennedy said as she and Faith rushed up to meet the stranger.

Startled, the young woman turned around. "I-I’m Karen," she answered, sounding scared.[image: image10.jpg]



"What are you doing here?" Faith asked.

Still shaken by the intense questioning, she didn’t answer immediately. Then Robin came over to greet her.

"How are you, Karen?" he asked.

Karen looked between him and the slayers, unsure of what to say. "I’m, uh, I’m good. Yourself?"

"Can’t complain," he answered.

"You know this person?" Faith asked shortly.

Robin did a double-take upon hearing Faith’s tone. "Yeah, Karen was one of my students a few years back."

"I came by Mr. Wood-."

"How many times do I have to tell you?" he said playfully. "Call me Robin."

They both gave a light chuckle. "Okay, Robin," she continued. "Do you mind if we speak privately?"

"Not at all. Come up to my office," he said leading her.

After the pair slipped away, Kennedy took a step closer to Faith. "I don’t like this," she said softly.

"No kidding," Faith answered before starting to mimic the young woman in a singsong voice, "Okay, Robin. Do you mind if we speak privately?" Faith waved a hand at the departing pair. "And did you see the way he touched and squeezed her shoulder? Not just a touch but a squeeze too."

"Hello!" Kennedy said, slapping Faith’s arm. "We have a bigger pressing issue here."

"Oh yeah, the dream," Faith replied guilty. "Look, we’re taking all the steps to keep you off the streets, so don’t worry. And as for dream girl, she won’t be in town long. I promise."

"Easy for you to say," Kennedy answered.

"I know so," Faith said with a determined expression, "but I’ll find out what she’s here for and make sure she’s gone as quick as she came. Trust me."

Cut to:

Int.

Infirmary – Moments Later

Rowena crept up slowly to Mia’s bedside, and the slayer turned her head to the sound. Upon seeing the suspended watcher, she started to rise. Rowena held up a hand to stop her, but Mia shook her head.

"I’ve been lying down long enough," she explained.

Rowena pulled up a chair next to the bed and took a seat. "I stopped down, but you were always asleep. I…I wanted to apologize and…and if you choose to never forgive me, I’ll understand why."

Mia gave her a grin. " ‘He who forgiveth, and is reconciled unto his enemy, shall receive his reward from God; for he loveth not the unjust doers.’ You’re the big world religion girl. Know what that’s from?"

"Yes, it’s from the Koran."

"Personally, I like Gandhi’s quote better."

"Which one?" Rowena asked.

" ‘If we practice an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth, soon the whole world will be blind and toothless’."

Rowena let out a half chuckle despite her nervousness, and Mia gave her a small smile.
"You’re quite intelligent, Mia," Rowena complimented her.

"Nah, I just love quotes. If I were intelligent, then people would be quoting me instead." Mia gave Rowena a wink before starting to grin. A quiet settled between them until Rowena cleared her throat.

"Still," Rowena began. "I feel terrible about what happened to you. About what…what I did."

"I know you do," Mia answered. "So I’ve got two options. I can hold it against you and take it personally, or I can try to see why it happened."

"I just needed some time to figure things out – to find a way to keep Willow safe while helping everyone."

"I believe you," Mia nodded. "But the real reason, the very core, was love. If it were Kennedy, I’m not sure I can say I would do anything differently than you did. You love her, so you better make Willow see that."

Rowena nodded but looked away. She turned back to Mia and asked, "Are we okay?" as she motioned a finger between the two of them.

Mia grinned and said, " ‘ To err is human…’ "

Rowena smiled and then added, " ‘…to forgive divine’."

They both paused a moment and then at the same time said, "Alexander Pope."

Cut to:

Int.

Robin’s Office – Same Time

"Please have a seat," Robin said as he motioned to a chair inside his office. He turned and closed the door while Karen crossed the room and sat down in a chair. "How have you been?"

"I’m not quite sure, to be honest," she told him.

Robin took a seat next to her. "And why is that? You’re not being hunted are you?" he asked.

"By vampires, you mean?" Karen asked. Robin nodded. "Oh no, it’s nothing like that, but it is…unusual and…Where do I start?" she sighed in frustration.

Robin gave her comforting smile. "How about the beginning?"

Karen nodded. "Okay, you’ll probably think I’m crazy, but time seems to stop around me for no reason whatsoever."

"I’m not sure what you mean," he told her.

"Ever since the Sunnydale earthquake, that’s when it started happening. Everything around me stops, but I can still move around and manipulate things. It was cool at first, but now… I can’t really go anywhere or do anything. It’s getting to the point I can’t even have a normal conversation."

Suddenly Karen disappeared from Robin’s view, and he stood up looking left and then right to find her.

"See?" she said from behind him, making him jump. "Time stops for everyone except me. I was able to walk around you without you even noticing."

"I’ll be damned," Robin muttered.

"I’ve been looking for you for a year now," Karen went on. "I thought maybe you might have gone to England, to that Watchers Council place, but no luck. Then I found out about the group here in Cleveland. I hoped you’d be here and be able to shed some light on this. But if I’m crazy, I’ll just go away."

"You’re not crazy, Karen. I’ll have my team research this. Until we get it figured out, we’ll put you up at the slayers’ dorm." She had an apprehensive look on her face, and Robin cocked his head. "Are you okay with that?"[image: image11.jpg]8
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"Yeah, fine. That’s fine. Thanks, Robin…Seems I’m going to be indebted to you forever at this rate."

"No," Robin insisted. "I never expect anything in return from anyone, especially not from you. I was just glad I could help, then and now. Who knows? Maybe someday the shoe will be on the other foot."

Karen gave him an uneasy smile and bobbed her head slowly.
Cut to:

Int.

Watchers Lobby – Same Time

Xander came into the kitchen, talking on a cell phone.

"Come hell or high water?" he asked into the phone. "Well, just remember that when you get cold feet again." He smiled as he listened to the voice on the other end. "Like I said, prove it tonight and be ready when I get there at seven. Okay. Bye." Xander turned the phone off and faced Andrew. "You know a wise man would think she’s avoiding me, but Alex is the one who keeps rescheduling."

"What’s that?" Andrew asked as if suddenly noticing Xander was there.

"Alex Neel. Attorney-at-law. Pain in my ass. Mother of my future children."

"The woman you have yet to go on a date with?" Andrew remarked.

Xander paused a beat. "Yeah, that’s the one."

"Kinda rushing things, don’t you think?"

"She promised that tonight’s the night. No rescheduling…Again."

"I meant ‘the mother of your children’ part?" Andrew said doubtful.

"Oh, okay. I’ll see if we make it to a third date without killing each other before I fully reach that decision then."[image: image12.jpg]



"That’s nice," Andrew remarked with little enthusiasm.

Xander took a few steps closer. "You okay?" he asked.

"Yeah," Andrew said. "I’m…I’m good. Great even…I guess."

Xander appeared unconvinced but gave him a shrug. "Alrighty then, but if you change your mind and decide you’re not as fine as you thought, you can come see me in the workshop," he offered before he left the room.

Andrew gave him a short nod before focusing on chopping the vegetables in front of him. Slowly his lip began to quiver, and he put down the knife.

"Hey Andrew," Tracey said as she walked inside, grabbing her apron from behind the door.

"Hey Tracey," he said quickly and coughed. "How’re you today?" he asked without turning around.

"Okay," she answered. "Yourself?" Andrew shrugged, but soon Tracey’s face contorted as she watched Andrew’s shoulders rise and fall rapidly as if he were silently crying. "Andrew? Are you okay? Did something happen last night?" she called over.

Andrew shook his head and wiped his eyes. "No, nothing happened. I’m just…I forgot to clean the work board and…it’s stupid."

Tracey looked over to see the board that listed the names of the slayers who were on KP duty and noticed that Marsha’s name was still there. Tracey’s eyes seemed to tear up too, but she took a deep breath and wrapped her arms around Andrew from behind.

"It’s not stupid," she said softly as she rested her cheek between his shoulder blades. "Don’t think that for a second."

Andrew nodded and patted her arm. "I try to stay strong around the others. Especially Willow. But it’s getting too hard."[image: image13.jpg]



"You don’t have to be anything but yourself with me," Tracey told him.

"Am I interrupting?" a voice called over.

Tracey turned to see her boyfriend standing there. "Steve? What are you doing…?"

"I could ask the same question, but I know you’re not into scrawny guys," he answered as he tossed her textbook on the counter. "You left that in my dorm room last night."

Tracey put her hands on her hips. "That’s my friend you just insulted," Tracey snapped.

"It’s okay, Tracey," Andrew said softly.

"Come on, he knows I was just teasing," Steve said, taking a step closer. He locked eyes with Andrew, and the cook quickly turned around. "Were you crying?" Steve asked, before giving a half-chuckle.

"That’s none of your business," Tracey told him, putting her hand on her boyfriend’s arm. "Look, thanks for the book, but I’m at work, so you better go." Steve batted her hand away, and she issued a reactionary, "Oww" that made Andrew turn around sharply.

"Don’t push me," Steve said harshly.

"I didn’t push you," Tracey answered. "I’d just like you to leave right now. Andrew’s upset-."

"Awww," Steve teased. "Andy’s upset. Maybe what Andy really needs is to grow a pair. Of course, the way you talk about him you’d think he was the second coming."

"I don’t…Look, Steve," Tracey said giving up and pointing out the door. "Just go."

Steve folded his arms across his chest. "Make me," he challenged.

"You’re on private property," Andrew said quietly.

"Excuse me," Steve said, cupping a hand to his ear. "You’ll have to speak up. Was that an attempt at making a stand?"

Andrew cleared his throat and took a few steps closer. "I don’t mind if Tracey has visitors here, but she’s asked you to leave. So…you’ll have to leave," he finished nervously.

Tracey looked confidently at Andrew and then turned to Steve with a smug expression.

"And who’s gonna kick me out, Short Stuff? You?"

Steve pushed Andrew, and the cook stumbled back a few steps and looked away.

Tracey stepped between them. "Stop this now!" she told Steve.

Steve pushed Tracey to the side, and her mid section slammed into the counter, knocking down some pots and pans that sat there.

Hearing Tracey wince in pain over the noise made Andrew’s jaw clinch, and when Steve rushed forward to push Andrew again, the cook stood his ground. Instead of turning away, Andrew batted both intruding hands away before body slamming Steve to the ground by grabbing his waist.

As they both lay on the ground, Andrew grabbed Steve by the hair and sent his head into the tile of the kitchen floor. Then his fists began to connect to Steve’s chin on each word he spoke.

"Don’t…ever…hurt…her!" he yelled in Steve’s bloody face.

Hearing the noise, Vi turned the corner and looked around the room before finally seeing the two men on the floor while Tracey looked on in shock. Vi raced over and pulled Andrew off of Steve.

"What the hell is going on?" she asked as she pushed Andrew behind her, making herself a barrier between the two men.

Steve got up to his feet and began to charge ahead but Vi, with her slayer strength, pushed Steve so hard that he slammed into the wall near the entrance. Confused and shaken by Vi’s strength, he pointed a finger at the trio standing there.

"You better be looking over your shoulder, Shrimp," Steve threatened Andrew before he wiped his bloody nose on the back of his hand and left the room.

"Make sure he leaves," Tracey told Vi. "I’ll explain later."

Vi nodded and followed Steve as Tracey took Andrew over to the sink and turned on the water. She gently held his bloody knuckles under the facet, cleaning them off with a soft smile. "Steve can be…"

"A jackass?" Andrew asked.

"Yeah," Tracey admitted guiltily. She turned off the water and began to wrap his hands with a towel. "I didn’t see it at first. I mean, he doted on me constantly but lately…he’s just more and more possessive. Truth is, I’ve been thinking of calling it off."

"And now?"

"Now I have a reason," she said with a grin.

"So…you’re not gonna go back to him?" Andrew asked.

"I told you Andrew. I just want to be friends with you."

"Oh, I know," Andrew told her sincerely. "But…he doesn’t love you if he hits you. You understand that, right? I mean you’re not gonna buy the ‘it’ll never happen again’ excuse?"

"That’s the first time he’s ever done that."

"Promise me it’ll be the last," Andrew told her.

"It is," she said soundly. "You didn’t get those bruised knuckles for nothing. But I gotta ask. Who taught you how to fight like that? [image: image14.jpg]


That was…amazing, actually," she said with a growing grin as she dried his hands.

Andrew paused a moment and walked over to the board. Slowly he wiped off Marsha’s name and then the rest of the junior slayers' names.

 "A friend I won’t forget," he said softly.

Cut to:

Int.

Giles’s Apartment – Same Time

"What are you doing up and about?" Giles chastised as he stood at his door.

"I could ask you the same question," Willow said as she passed the doorway of Giles’s apartment. "By the way, mind if I come in?"

"Go right ahead," he told her.

"Okay," Willow began, taking a deep breath. "I’m just gonna say this now and get it out of the way: I’m sorry."[image: image15.jpg]



Giles shook his head. "No," he insisted. "I’m sorry, Willow."

"Why are you-?"

"Because," he interrupted. "I had no right to say the things I did. I let my anger get the better of me. Or perhaps the worst of me. A-and you’re right. Your relationship with Rowena isn’t my business. My anger over the file should never have been directed toward you. The reason I got so angry was...I have high aspirations for both you and Rowena. After I'm gone this council needs people that will ensure it's survival...But it's more than that too I think."

"How so?" Willow asked.
"Perhaps I believe you can do better than I have. Rowena wasn't wrong with the things she said. I've made judgments based on my heart and not my head. And truth be told I was also hurt you had someone important in your life, but you didn’t feel you could share that with me. Add the stress of the situation and Rowena’s actions and…The point is I overreacted. I treated you unfairly, and I apologize."

"Well, this conversation is turning out different than I expected," Willow remarked dryly. "Does that mean you no longer hate me?"

Giles tried to hold back a smile. "I never hated you, Willow. I was bloody good and angry," he answered. "But I never hated you."

"Even after I nearly killed you…again."

Giles shook his head in frustration and led Willow over to his sofa.

"I told you. It wasn’t your fault. I’d even venture to say it was best that it happened in the office with you there. If I had been out in the field for some reason or-or in the middle of a fight, I very well might have died."

"Well if Faith hadn’t been there, you very well would have. I totally froze, Giles. We were shouting, and then you fell a-and I just…"

"You still would have found help," he said with certainty. "And please don’t think that you caused this. Truth is, I’ve had signs – shortness of breath, numbness of the arm. When you engage in slayer sparring for nearly ten years, you tend to overlook aches and pains," he told her with a grin. Willow looked away sharply and focused on her hands in her lap. "I’m sorry," Giles said quickly. "I shouldn’t have mentioned slayer training-."

"It’s okay, Giles. It is. A-and I see what you’re saying. But you’re gonna be okay now, right?"

"I have some medication I have to take. Reduce my stress if I can. Eat better. Exercise more. Besides, Becca says she’ll kill me if I don’t plan to stick around."

Willow returned Giles’s grin before it slowly slipped away.

"I've seen some pretty scary stuff over the years but that was the scariest," she confessed softly. "I couldn’t imagine losing you - especially if our last conversation was a shouting match."

"As I said, I plan to be here a while, but if the natural order stays in place, someday I will be gone."

"Don’t talk like that, Giles."

"It’s true, Willow. We both know that. And when I am, it will be up to you to keep this place going, including everyone here."

"Even Rowena?" Willow asked.

"Yes, even Rowena. Xander came by earlier and mentioned that you two haven’t spoken since the ritual spell."

Willow rolled her shoulders. "I’m still mad. Maybe you can teach me that understanding you seem so good at."

Giles smiled. "With age comes wisdom, although it isn’t always immediate wisdom."

"The wise thing for me now is to be quiet, I think."

"You’ll need to speak to her at some point," Giles coaxed.

"I’ll just say something stupid, and then things will be worse and…" Willow gave a heavy sigh and rolled her eyes. "I'm still mad Giles. You might not hold what happened to you against me but...a part of me blames her as far-fetched as that might sound."

"Blames her?" Giles asked with a curious expression.

"I can't shake the feeling that if I wasn't defending her actions then you would have been okay. Sounds stupid I know but...it feels like you were hurt because of what she did."

"I told you-."

"Oh I know," Willow said. "Even as I defended her actions to Kennedy this morning a part of me is just as angry about what Rowena did. I've gotta find a way past that first. So I will talk to her, but just not now. I need to calm down a little more."

"When you feel you’re ready then?" Giles prompted. Willow simply nodded. "So, how’s your head feeling?"

"The head’s not bad, but the magic ability?" Willow harrumphed.

"Still having difficulty?"

"Difficulty would be promising." Willow snorted. "Try zilch. Nada." She paused and then added, "Well, that’s not entirely true. I did make a pencil wiggle today, so I guess that counts as something."

"Take your time. You’ll get there," Giles said optimistically.

"Maybe, but with a big bad coming to town – and God knows when it’s coming – I have the feeling I’ll be in the duck-and-cover stage of warfare. But then again…all my magical ability couldn’t save Marsha. So who’s to say, huh?"

Giles put his arm around Willow and pulled her head down to kiss her on the crown. "Powers or not, we’ll always need you. All of us, and especially me."

"So we’re good then?" Willow told him.

Giles grinned. "We’re just fine," he assured her.

Cut to:

Int.

Faith’s Apartment – Same Time

Kennedy and Faith sat across from each other in Faith’s apartment.

"So this could really happen? I mean, this girl shows up, right?" Kennedy asked.

"Maybe, but my prophecy dream didn’t come true the way it was meant to, and I’m still here." Kennedy didn’t appear too reassured as she chewed on her fingernail. "Look, I talked to Giles, and he agrees to take you off patrol – just for the time being. The dream might not be anything, but let’s not tempt fate."

"What if it is fate – like with your watcher’s murder? What if it can’t be changed?"

Faith looked away, unable to answer.

Cut to:[image: image16.jpg]



Int.

Slayer Dorms – Same Time

Karen set her suitcase on the bed and opened it up. She pushed her shirt aside to reveal a dagger with a bizarre looking handle. With a deep sigh she opened her cell phone and pushed a button. After a few moments a voice answered.
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"Okay, I’m inside now," she said nervously.
Cut to:

Int.

Office – Same Time

A figure in a chair swiveled around to reveal James Tyrell.

"Good work, Miss Sturgess. You know what’s next."

Cut to:

Int.

Slayer Dorms – Same Time

"I do but…" Karen said indecisively.

Cut to:

Int.

Office – Same Time

"Understand, Miss Sturgess. You have the chance to close the hellmouth forever. One slayer is worth the world, worth saving other families like your own, isn’t it?"

Cut to:

Int.

Slayer Dorms – Same Time

Karen didn’t answer immediately. She hung her head and picked up the dagger. "I suppose you’re right," she muttered. "By midnight the intended chosen one will be dead." 
Cut to:

Int.

Office – Same Time

From his England office Tyrell smiled.

"Good girl."

Fade to Black

 

End of Act Two

Act Three
Fade In

Int.

Xander’s Workshop – Moments Later

"You have to," Faith insisted as she followed Xander around in his workshop.

"I told you. I’m not canceling this date," Xander countered. "Do you know we’ve already had to reschedule three times? Three times! I’m not doing it."[image: image18.jpg]



"If her dream is right, are you willing to risk your life to go out with this woman?" Faith pushed. "Kennedy remembers seeing Willow in a head bandage."

"You really want me to call up Alex and cancel our date because of what? Gauze?"

Faith let out a sigh and said, "Fine, but be home before midnight. Agreed?"

Xander turned to leave and gave her a "Thanks, mom" comment.

Cut to:
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Int.

Robin’s Office – Moments Later

"Okay," Faith said as she walked in not bothering to knock. "Who’s that woman?"

"I told you - Karen Sturgess," Robin began. "A former student of mine."

"Nah ah. I want the whole story," she told him as she took a seat on the end of his desk.

Robin rose and walked around to the front as he spoke. "Why the third degree?" he asked.

"Ken might have had a slayer dream about this girl."

Robin seemed curious. "Really?"

"Yeah, and in this dream she and Xander and Will end up dead. That means I want to know as much as I can about this…student."

"Is that a touch of jealousy I hear?" Robin teased.

"Why would I be jealous of a woman I’ve never seen or heard of until now?" Faith countered. After a few moments she admitted softly, "Okay, maybe a little." Robin grinned in response as Faith went on again, "But she comes out of nowhere, and then you act like long-lost soulmates, and Ken’s spazzing because she thinks she’s gonna die so, yeah, maybe I’ve got a few issues with this woman," Faith said all in one breath.

"Karen wouldn’t hurt anyone. As a matter of fact, I’m surprised she hasn’t joined the council."

"Why?" Faith asked.

"Her parents were killed by vampires, and she would have been killed herself, but I saved her. I got her into a foster care program, and she graduated from Claremont Schools in Sunnydale – the first place I was teaching after I graduated."

"That’s it?"

Robin nodded. "Pretty much. I mean if Karen was in the dream, I don’t think Ken should be worried. I can’t see her hurting a fly and especially not a Slayer, given how she lost her family. In fact, I was thinking about asking her to join once we get her problem solved."

"Problem? She’s got a problem?" Faith asked.

"A rather odd one, yes. Time skips around her, but if we find the cure, she’d make a great addition here." When Faith rolled her shoulders uncomfortably at the news, Robin added, "Annnd I’m about to hear a counterpoint, I take it?"

"I don’t know, Ace. My slayer sense is tingling here."

"Sure it’s just not that pesky thing called the green-eyed monster? I did have a life before I met you, Faith."

"Maybe," Faith conceded, "but this woman just rubs me the wrong way."

"You haven’t even spoken to her. Not really," Robin retorted.

Faith shrugged and went to the door. "Some people you just don’t have to talk to. With some folks you just know."

"Where are you going?" he asked.

"To find out more info on Karen Sturgess," Faith answered.

"Faith I told you-."

"I know, and I trust you, Ace. I just don’t trust her."

Robin shook his head. "No, if you trusted me, you wouldn’t push this."

"Nooo," Faith countered sarcastically. "If I don’t push this and Ken ends up dead, I’ll regret it. I love you, Ace, but your blind devotion to this woman-."

"Blind devotion?" Robin asked raising his voice.

"Yeah, I think you’re just a little naive. It’s great you saved her but people change. Where’s she been the last five years? What’s she been doin'? You don’t know everything about her. And I'm sorry, but I’ll trust Ken’s dream before I trust a woman I’ve never met before."

"Before me?" Robin asked pointedly.

Faith sighed. "This isn’t about trusting you."

"The hell it’s not," Robin said angrily. "I know this girl, Faith. She came here looking for help."

"And I said, I know people. What you see on the outside might not be what’s on the inside."

Without saying more, Faith stormed from the room.

Fade to

Int.

Slayer Dorm – Moments Later

"If I do this, then you’ll fix me, right?" Karen asked into her cell phone.

Cut to

Int.

James Tyrell’s Office – Same Time

"Absolutely. You have my word," Tyrell answered. "There are several methods to fixing your problem, but we know the correct one that will work. But realize it has to be tonight at midnight or no deal. The dagger and the Slayer sacrifice are useless otherwise."

Cut to

Int.

Slayer Dorm – Same Time

Karen stood up and began to pace but didn’t say anything.

Cut to

Int.

James Tyrell’s Office – Same Time

"Don’t be getting cold feet on us now, Miss Sturgess," James said sternly.

Cut to

Int.

Slayer Dorm – Same Time

"I’m not, I’m not," she assured him quickly. "I’m just not sure how I’m going to do it."

Cut to

Int.

James Tyrell’s Office – Same Time

"Have you made contact with Kennedy?"

Cut to

Int.

Slayer Dorm – Same Time

"Not so much, but I know who she is."

Cut to

Int.

James Tyrell’s Office – Same Time

"Wonderful. That’s the first step," James told her soundly. "Remember you’re doing what needs to be done. Something the American council would never consider because they refuse to look at the whole picture. And if you help us, then we’ll help you."

Cut to

Int.

Slayer Dorm – Same Time

"I understand that," she answered. "I’ve just…I’ve never killed a person. That’s all."

Cut to

Int.

James Tyrell’s Office – Same Time

"A slayer is not a person," Tyrell answered. "They are a tool. A means to an end. And if this one slayer’s death prevents hundreds, perhaps even thousands more, don’t you think that’s worth it? Wouldn’t you give your own life to do the same?"

Cut to

Int.

Slayer Dorm – Same Time

"I would," Karen admitted softly.

Cut to

Int.

James Tyrell’s Office – Same Time

"See? You understand. You have your priorities intact. Call me after you’ve completed the task. Understood?"

Cut to

Int.

Slayer Dorm – Same Time

"Yes sir," she answered as she turned off the phone. Karen sat on the edge of her bed looking at the dagger in her suitcase when she heard a knock. Quickly she closed the case and went to the door. As she opened it, she saw Robin standing there.

"Hi, it’s almost suppertime. Care to join me in the dining room? We can catch up," he suggested.

"Sure," she said, forcing a smile.

Cut to:

Int.

Dining Room – Moments Later

Karen and Robin sat side by side at a table eating their meal.[image: image20.jpg]



"So, what have you been up to?" Robin asked.

"I tried college, and I almost graduated, but that’s when things got worse. It’s hard to hear a lecture when time keeps skipping around on you, so I had to drop out. Same with my job too. I just couldn’t deal. I used my inheritance and went searching for you."

"Although I wish the circumstances were better, I’m glad you’re here," Robin told her. "In fact, I’d like to ask you to join us. We could use some watchers to look after all the slayers we have now."

"Do you know who it would have been?"

"What do you mean?" Robin asked.

"If the spell hadn’t been done, who would have been next in line as Slayer?" Karen asked.

"I’m not sure," Robin said frankly. "I mean, there are probably some books that have prophecies in them, but we’ve never looked into it really. There’s no need. All the girls that might have been slayers became slayers, so we have enough to worry about in the here and now and not about what might have happened," Robin said with a grin.

After a small silence passed between them, Karen asked, "What about you? What have you been doing?"

"Teaching the finer points of Watcherhood," he told her. "My mom’s watcher finds it a bit funny, actually."

"Why’s that?" Karen asked.

"I spent so much time training and acting like a slayer, but now I’ve become just like him – a teacher, a watcher. He calls it instant karma."

"Do you oversee a slayer?" she asked.

Robin shook his head as he chewed. "No, my main job is to teach watchers how to be watchers – how to train the girls, defend themselves, rules of watcher conduct, things like that."

"You don’t teach them how to research, huh? I figured with all those reports you used to assign in class you’d do that too," she teased.

Robin chuckled. "No, we’ve got a watcher by the name of Rowena who’s a wiz at that stuff. Demonology, world religions, text and book names. She’s our go-to gal when it comes to all that, but she’s not available at the moment, unfortunately. But we’ve still got some bright WITs here that are great researchers. They can look up our problem."

"WITs?"

"Watchers-In-Training," Robin explained as Karen nodded. "But don’t worry. Like I promised, we’ll get to the bottom of it."

"What makes you so sure?" Karen asked.

"Because we’re good," Robin said smugly as he straightened his tie playfully. "Seriously, we know our stuff. And beside that, I promised I’d always be there for you Karen. I keep my promises."

Karen gave a slight grin and quickly went back to eating her food.

Cut to

Int.

Conference Room – Moments Later

"Thank you for meeting with me," a man in a suit and tie told Mia, who sat across from him. "I would have come down to the infirmary, you know."

"Yeah, but I’m tired of lying around in bed," she answered. "I’m good as long as I don’t try to run or anything."

"That’s good," he nodded. "How are you otherwise?"

"Fine," Mia answered shortly.

The man leaned in and rested his forearms on his knees.

"Are you sure? A few of the slayers have been having dreams – well, nightmares – after the recent events in the dreamscape. And your run-in with the Mizor demon might leave you feeling a bit frazzled."

"No, I’m okay," Mia answered.

"Sure?"

Mia gave a frustrated sigh. "Look, if you keep asking me the same question over and over this sign-off is going to take forever."

He paused a few seconds. "I’m not trying to make your life more difficult. You might be physically mending, but it’s my job to insure that you’re mentally ready to return to service, Mia."

"I’m good. So can I go now?" she asked impatiently.

"Not yet," he told her, which made her roll her eyes. "I want to discuss the scars," he said nodding to her arms.

Mia pulled the sleeves of her shirt down, covering them. "What about them?"

"Faith tells me you tried to take your life. You didn’t mention that in our first session."

Mia looked away and glanced around the room. "There was nothing to say. I had to kill someone I knew. It was just a reaction."

"How did that make you feel – taking someone’s life you knew?"

Mia didn’t answer. Instead she rubbed her hands over her face in annoyance. "Like Hell," she finally answered.
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"Are you still considering death as an option to your guilt?"

"No. I told you. It was a reaction to what happened at the time. That’s all."

"Nothing more?"

"No."

The man looked at Mia a moment longer and nodded his head. "Okay, we’ll call it a day, but I’d still like to see you again. How’s Friday?"

Mia gave a ragged sigh. "Fine," she told him as she stood up. "Can I be excused now?"

"By all means," he answered. Without saying more, Mia turned and left the room as he made notes on his legal pad.

Cut to

Int.

Library – Moments Later

Robin escorted Karen into the library, where Dawn and Skye were waiting and talking.

"First up," she told the pair as they entered. "I know I’m a poor substitute for Rowena, but we’ll give it a go." Skye nudged Dawn when Karen issued a nervous look, and Dawn quickly added, "But if we need to, we can also contact Robson and Al in England. I’m sure they have lots of information."
"I appreciate all the help we can get, Dawn. This might be a bit out of my league," Robin told her.

Faith walked in, and Robin looked surprised to see her sit down and grab a book. She gave him an indignant look and said, "Yes, I can research – I just don’t like to do it on a regular basis."

"You don’t have to if you don’t want to. Dawn and Skye are helping," he offered.

Faith asked, "Is this important to you?"

"Of course."

"Then it’s important to me. End of discussion."
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Robin grinned.

Cut to

Int.

Xander’s Car – Later that Night

Xander drove Alex in his car along the city streets. "So, what will it be tonight? Italian? Seafood? What do you like?"

"Seafood is good," she told him.

He nodded. After a few seconds he added, "You know, I expected you to cancel tonight."

"I know I haven’t been the most reliable lately," she replied. "This latest case has been…time consuming to say the least." An uncomfortable silence passed between them. "So how’s Jeff doing? You know, with school and all?"

"Not bad," Xander replied. "We’ve had some trouble the last couple of weeks but…"

"What kind?"

Xander looked unsure of how to reply. "The usual," he answered instead. "But things are getting on track."

Another silence passed between them, then Alex asked, "Can I ask you a question?"

"Shoot!"

"Have you ever heard of a law firm called Wolfram and Hart?" Alex asked out of nowhere.

Xander slammed on the brakes making them squeal. When the car stopped, he cast a wide-eyed glare at Alex. The car behind him blared its horn.

Cut to

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Same Time

"Can I come in?" Rowena asked. Willow opened the door to her apartment wider, and Rowena entered. "Let me just jump in and say you can avoid me all you like, but I promised I wouldn’t run away."[image: image23.jpg]



"You also promised no more secrets," Willow reminded her. "Yet your latest one killed people, nearly killed Mia. Not to mention the fact that defending you to Giles almost killed him too."

"Giles’s heart attack wasn’t your fault," Rowena told her.

"Then why does it feel that way? I know he said he doesn’t hold it against me. But if I hadn’t been fighting with him, defending you, I wouldn’t have gotten him upset."

"So, somehow I’m to blame, too?" Rowena asked.

"Yes, you are. We both are," Willow added. "You don’t get it," she sighed. "You destroyed information for personal gain, Rowena."

"I do realize that, but what do I do? Keep beating myself up about it? Continue to avoid you? What does that solve? I was certain Giles would take the easy way out and kill you. I couldn't let that happen," Rowena countered.

"After almost a decade together you thought Giles would kill me? One of his biggest assets to the council?"

"The council views people as tools."

"The Old Guard did. Not the New Guard. Jeeze, I can't believe I'm saying this but Giles is right. You really haven't been paying attention, have you?" Willow released a deep sigh. "I'm sorry Rowena. With everything that's happened I can’t trust you now. I wish I could, but I can’t."
Rowena snorted. "You are such a drama queen. Look, I’m reeeal sorry for not being a perfect human and for tumbling off the pedestal you have so graciously put me on, Willow."

"I did no such thing," she retorted.

"The hell you didn’t," Rowena shouted. "But you know what’s different now? Now you get to see me – warts and all. I did what I thought I had to because I love you that much. God, you're so pigheaded sometimes."

"I thought my decisiveness was one of my endearing qualities," Willow replied sardonically.

"It's a double edged sword like your sarcasm," Rowena countered. Rowena sighed and ran her fingers through her hair in frustration.

"Look, why don’t you just go?" Willow told her.

"I’m not leaving this apartment until we get this worked out," Rowena countered.

"Fine!" Willow said as she walked to the door.

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

"If you won’t go, then I will."

Willow stormed toward her coat rack and grabbed her coat. She threw the door open and walked away. Rowena folded her arms across her chest and took a seat on Willow’s couch.

"Fine," she muttered to herself. "I’ll just be here when you get back."
Cut to

Int.

Xander’s Car – Later that Night

"I knew you were evil!" Xander exclaimed.

Alex laughed and said, "No I’m not. But I’d like to know how you’ve heard of Wolfram and Hart." Xander seemed reluctant to say anything, so Alex went on. "Perhaps there’s more to us other than either of us is saying. But let’s just go to the restaurant. We can discuss it there."

Cut to

Int.

Slayer Rec Room – Moments Later

Kennedy was sitting in the slayer rec room trying to watch a movie as Jeff and Andrew and Tracey were playing the board game version of Battletech.

A distress call came over the radio, and Kennedy perked up her ears to listen. Vi was on the other end, but her words were unrecognizable. Kennedy walked [image: image24.jpg]


over and activated the mike.

"What’s wrong Vi?" she asked.

"Back up. St. Clair and 63rd" was all Kennedy was able to make out.

"Copy. I’m on my way."

Andrew stood up and walked over to Kennedy. "You’re supposed to be off right now. With the dream and-."

"Willow’s here, so I’m safe. I won’t be gone long," she told him. "I’ll help Vi and come right back. I swear."

Andrew and the others looked around uncertainly as Kennedy went out the door.
End of Act Three

Act Four
Fade In

Int.

Stan’s Seafood Shack – Later that Night

Xander and Alex sat at the lakeside restaurant with menus in hand.
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"Okay," Xander began, "I’ve decided what I want, the appetizers are ordered, and we’ve got our drinks coming. Time to spill the beans."

Alex smiled. "You certainly cut to the chase, don’t you?"

"How do you know about Wolf-?"

"When I finished law school, I was approached to join them, and I mentioned it to my professor," Alex explained. "That’s when he warned me what they do. It was pretty ridiculous to believe. I mean, who would think monsters and goblins are real, right? Let’s just say I found out firsthand he was right and turned down the position. Which, incidentally, proves not all attorneys are heartless, soulless creatures," she added with a teasing smile. "But now comes my question…how do you know about them?"

Xander rubbed the back of his neck. "I kinda…fight monsters. Well, not so much hands-on anymore, but I help by…"

"Making fence posts?" Alex asked knowingly.

Xander smiled. "You remember that, huh?"

"That was a pretty bad explanation for the wooden stakes," she said with a chuckle.

Xander gave a snort in response. "I had to think of something quick."

"Remind me to never ask you come up with a spur-of-the-moment comment," she teased. He smiled in response, and she went on. "So, what is that school anyway? Monster-fighter training grounds?"

"It’s the Watchers Council," he told her. "We’ve got Slayers, girls that battle monsters-."

"I’ve heard about the council," Alex told him. "My firm said it had been destroyed though."

"The first one in England, yeah. But we’ve been rebuilding it. And my job is to provide the girls with the latest hardware they need in the fight." Xander paused a moment with a curious look. "Wait a second. How would your firm even know about the council?"

"The universe has a balance. For dark there’s light."

"And you work on the side of the light?" Xander asked.

Alex nodded with a grin. "Kinda makes me sound like an angel, but yeah."

"I think we’ve got a problem here," Xander confessed.

"Why’s that?" Alex asked concerned.

"Because I don’t find you nearly as annoying now," he replied. Slowly a teasing grin came to his face, and Alex returned the smile.

Cut to:

Int.

Library – Later that Night

"I think I’ve found something," Faith told the group. "Karen’s been affected by a rare hellmouth condition that occurs in some people during a hellmouth collapse. It’s like a one in 800,000 chance of it happening."

"Lucky me," Karen remarked dryly. Suddenly she perked up. "Does this mean you might be able to fix me?"

Robin looked over Faith’s shoulder and began to read. "Looks like there’s a spell here we could try."

"That’s good, but our high priestess might not be up to such a venture just yet," Skye reminded them.

Faith picked up the book and said, "I need to talk to Willow. Dawn, go get set for the ritual. If we have to try without Willow, then so be it."

Dawn nodded and motioned Skye to follow her as Faith left the room.

Once alone, Karen turned to Robin looking nervous. "Will this work?" she asked hopefully.[image: image26.jpg]



"I can’t say for sure," he answered honestly. "We’ve never tried it before." Sensing more behind Karen’s nod of agreement, Robin asked, "What’s the matter? If this doesn’t work, we’ll still keep looking. You know that right?"

Karen nodded and nervously licked her lips. "Can I ask you something, Robin?"

"Certainly."

"If you had a way to close the hellmouth forever, but you had to kill the girl who would have been the next chosen one, would you?"

Robin now appeared nervous. "What are you saying, Karen?"

"Nothing," she answered. "Just a hypothetical thing. That’s all."

Robin seemed unsure of where to start. "We have a slayer here... one that recently had a dream about you before she saw you. She thinks she died in this dream because of a demon attack."

"Look, forget I mentioned it," she said as she rose from the table. Robin grabbed her arm forcefully.

"Are you sending demons to harm her?" Robin demanded.

"What? No, I don’t know anything about Kennedy’s dream."

Robin looked sternly at the woman. "I didn’t say her name," he told her.

Cut to

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Same Time

Faith arrived at Willow’s apartment to see the door open and Ro on the couch.

"Where’s Willow?" Faith asked.

"We got into it, and she stormed out. But I’m not leaving until she gets back," Rowena said defiantly.

Faith suddenly looked worried, and Ro asked, "What’s wrong?"

"Maybe nothing," Faith replied before leaving as quickly as she came.

Cut to

Int.

Library – Same Time

Karen swallowed nervously. "So, in her dream, demons are going to kill her?" she finally asked.

"Tell me what you know," Robin ordered.

"I don’t know anything," Karen replied.

Robin slammed his fist on the table. "What do you know?" he demanded angrily.

"The England Council," she said, near tears. "They promised to fix me if I[image: image27.jpg]


 sacrificed the next chosen one. According to their prophecies, they think it would have been Kennedy – a gypsy with Hispanic decent. They sent me here to kill her with a special dagger, to close the hellmouth. But it has to be tonight."

"What?" Robin said dumbfounded. "Why on earth would Mr. Robson do that?"

Suddenly, Karen disappeared before him.

"Son of a bitch!" Robin muttered before running from the room.

Cut to

Int.

Giles’s Apartment – Same Time

Becca lay in Giles’s arms on his sofa.
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"You know, I might be able to get used to early retirement," he told her as he stroked her hair. Becca smiled, but before she could reply, there was a knock at the door. "Then again," he muttered.

After he rose, Giles opened the door to see Robin standing there.

"You need to contact Robson right now," he told him.

"What for?" Giles asked.

"Long story, but he’s trying to kill Kennedy to close the hellmouth, and we need to find out how exactly."

Giles looked surprised. "Oh, yes, absolutely."

Giles closed the door as he watched Becca walk over to his phone first. "What are you doing?" he asked.

"Calling Willow," she answered. "Let her handle this. You’re off duty right now."

Cut to

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Same Time

Rowena picked up the phone when it rang.

"Rosenberg residence," she said.

Becca paused a moment. "Rowena?" she asked.

"Yeah."

"Oh, is Willow there?" Becca asked.

"She’s left, but I can take a message. Is it important?"

"It might be," Becca replied. "Can you ask her to call Rupert’s when she gets in?"

"Sure," Rowena answered.

"Thanks, Rowena."

"You’re welcome." Rowena hung up with a pensive look and then rose before leaving the apartment.

Cut to

Int.

Xander’s car – Moments Later

Xander slowly pulled up to Alex’s apartment and put the car in park.

"Tonight was interesting to say the least," he told her. "Would you like to do it again?"

"Yeah, I think I would – even if you are crazy for thinking Apocalypse Now is better than the Deer Hunter. De Niro is a much more talented actor than Sheen."

"Let’s not get into this again," Xander said with a smile. "Instead, we’ll agree to disagree...even though you're wrong. How’s that?"

Alex shook her head before she said, "Fine by me." She then nodded out the window. "Would you like to come up for a little while?" she asked with a timid tone he hadn’t heard before.

Xander looked at the clock on his radio, which read 11:45 PM.

"I’d love to, but if I don’t get home by midnight, I turn into a pumpkin." Alex gave him another smile, and he went on. "Seriously, I’ve got a busy day tomorrow, but I really would like to see you again. How about this weekend?"

Alex leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. "It’s a date."

After she left the car, she gave him a short wave from the apartment entrance, which he returned. With a smile he put the car in drive.

Cut to

Int.

Slayer Rec Room – Moments Later

Faith walked into the slayer rec room and immediately went over to Andrew.[image: image29.jpg]



"Where’s Kennedy?" she asked.

"She left. Vi needed back up-."

"She what?" Faith asked.

Andrew began to explain again, but Faith ignored him and gave the book to Jeff. "Get to the coven room to meet Dawn."

"What’s going on?" he asked.

"She’ll explain," Faith answered. As she turned briskly to leave, she came face to face with Rowena, nearly running into her.

"Becca called asking for Willow. What’s going on?" the suspended watcher asked.

"Not now," Faith said as she ran from the room. Robin saw her from the opposite end of the hallway and called out.

"Faith!"

"Not now, Ace!"

"Karen’s on her way to kill Kennedy," he told her.

Faith stopped in her tracks and turned around. "So she's not evil then?" she asked sneeringly as she began to move toward him. "I told you-."

"I realize that but we can argue later," Robin agreed. "We've got to find her."

Faith began to jog and Robin followed along. "Any suggestions on how to get there before her?" Faith asked. "You know, with the stopping time ability and all?"

"Unfortunately no," he answered. "But she mentioned needing a dagger."

Faith set her jaw in frustration before she said, "You stay here and search her room. If she needs that thing maybe we can head her off at the pass."

With that Robin went in the opposite direction and Faith went out the front door.

Cut to

Int.

Karen's Quarters – Moments Later

Robin flipped the mattress off the bed frame while the rest of Karen's items remained scattered about. Tossing the lamp over in frustration, he stormed from the room empty handed.

Cut to

Ext.

City Street – Moments Later

Kennedy ran down the alley and was near turning the opposite corner when she paused as if spotting something out of the corner of her eye. When she looked back, she saw Karen standing there.

"Oh no," Kennedy muttered.

She looked outside the exit of the alley to see Willow walking towards her. Kennedy’s eyes went wide in fear. When she turned back to Karen, the woman had disappeared.

Cut to

Int.

Xander’s Car – Same Time

Xander looked across the street at the redhead walking along and realized it was Willow. He did a quick U-turn and pulled off to the side of the street.

Cut to

Ext.

City Street – Same Time

Willow glanced toward the alley, spotted Kennedy inside, and stopped.[image: image30.jpg]



"No!" Kennedy screamed, beginning to run for her former lover.

Suddenly, three demons, two with axes, jumped down from the rooftop and surrounded Willow.

Kennedy raced toward Willow and tried to dive-tackle the witch out of harm’s way, but when she rolled to a stop, she found her arms empty. Confused, Kennedy looked over to her right and saw Karen lying on top of Willow on the ground as the confused demons looked at each other.

As Xander ran toward the group, Kennedy leapt to her feet and knocked down one of the demons. She shouted quickly to Xander.

"Get them out of there!"

As the demons regrouped, Karen scrambled to her feet with Willow. Instinctively, Willow outstretched her hands as if to cast a spell upon the demons, but nothing happened, and a look of frustration and fear washed over her. One demon swung its ax at her head but she ducked avoiding the blow.

Seeing the action from a distance, Faith raced down the street as the three huge demons now surrounded Kennedy. Xander led Willow and Karen toward his car.

"Get back to the council!" Faith commanded as she continued to run toward Kennedy.

"We can’t leave them here," Willow argued as Xander hurried her along.

"No," Xander answered. "Do what Faith says. Maybe that will stop the prophecy."

Just then a fourth demon jumped in front of the trio with a growl.

"No mojo, I take it?" Xander asked.

"Not a drop," Willow answered ruefully.

Back at the top of the alley Faith leapt at the closest demon, feet first, sending him to the ground. From inside her boot, she brandished a dagger and plunged it into his chest.

Further down the street Xander, Willow and Karen continued to back up slowly.

"Any ideas, ladies?" Xander asked.

Karen pulled her own dagger from behind her waistband. "Just this," she said handing it to Xander.

"Think you gals can rush him?" Xander asked softly.

"Better than getting our heads ripped off, wouldn’t you say?" Willow remarked.

"Okay, get set," Xander told them. "Go!"

Karen and Willow jumped forward with their weight, sending both of them, and the demon, to the sidewalk. Xander promptly followed and mimicking Faith’s movements and stabbed the demon in the torso.

Vi and her team spotted the fight from the far end of the street, and she motioned them to follow her. "There they are!" she announced.

Kennedy got backhanded by the demon closest to her and hit the side of the alley. She slumped down, her eyesight blurry, as he approached.

Faith turned from her melee with the second demon to see the other one closing in on Kennedy, raising its ax. She ran up behind it and jumped on its back, trying, but failing, to snap its neck.

Vi and her team charged ahead and shot their crossbows at the demon Faith had abandoned, just as it began to reach out for her. As the bolts flew into the demon’s back, it howled in pain before falling face first to the ground.

Faith still clung to the back of the remaining demon as it spun in circles trying to shake her loose. In the meantime, Vi’s team reloaded.

"Faith, let go!" Vi called out.

Faith released her hold and fell on her backside as Vi’s team opened fire again. The demon raised its ax over its head to strike Faith but seconds later, the demon toppled over, dead.

"I see you found our demons," Vi said to Faith who sat on the ground.

Faith didn’t reply. With an irritated look, she got to her feet, as did Kennedy. The elder slayer walked over to Kennedy and pulled her into a tight hug.[image: image31.jpg]


 But almost as quickly as it came, the embrace was replaced by a push and a slap in the face.

"What the hell?" Kennedy asked shocked.

"I love you," Faith told her, "but you’re bull-headed sometimes. Now let’s go home."

Once Kennedy's surprise wore off she grinned and followed Faith from the alley.

Fade to:

Int.

Coven Room – Later that Night

As Willow and the rest of the coven began to clean up from the restoration ritual, Robin walked over to Karen. "So do you feel any different?" he asked.

"Yeah, yeah I do," she said. "I can’t quite explain it, but it’s like a weight’s been lifted. And I know you didn’t have to do this for me, especially since…"

"You took the high road," Robin said proudly. "And without you, it’s possible that we’d have three dead council members on our hands."

"I don’t feel much like a hero," she told him.

"Heroes seldom do," he said with a grin.

She gave him a slight smile. "Still, I think it’s best I move on."

Robin gave her a nod. "Fine, but next time, trust me before anyone else. Okay?"

"I will, Robin," she said offering her hand, which he shook.

Robin then walked over to see Faith watching from the corner.[image: image32.jpg]



"I’m sorry for not listening to you, Faith. You were right."

"In the end we both were right. Karen was up to something, but she did the right thing in the end. Everybody’s okay, so that’s all that matters."

Robin gave her a wide smile.

"What?" Faith asked starting to grin.

"You," he told her. "One of the reasons I love you. You really can see people for what they are."

"Nah, being cynical isn’t a gift," she said, bumping shoulders with him.

Robin let out a small chuckle. "Come on, let’s get some sleep," he said as he nodded at the exit.

Quietly, they walked out.

Cut to:

Int.

James Tyrell’s Office – Same Time

James Tyrell sat at his desk and looked up at the clock when suddenly the doors burst open in his office. Robson and a team of five men entered with guns pointed.

"By order of the Watchers Council," Robson began, "you are hereby being detained for questioning in the attempted murder of a slayer."

"This is preposterous!" Tyrell said, standing up defiantly.

"Gentlemen," Robson said as he motioned the guards. They stepped forward and pulled Tyrell from behind his desk and out the door.
Cut to:

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Later that night

Willow entered her apartment to find Rowena asleep on her sofa, still waiting.

She smiled and put a blanket over the watcher before turning the light out and going to her bedroom.

Fade in:

Int.

Office tower conference room – Same time

The double doors to the room opened, admitting three men, one who was sharp-eyed and suspicious and two others who were muscle-bound giants who barely fit into their tailored suits. All three inspected the darkened conference room.

"Looks like they’re a no-show, boss," one of the bodyguards rumbled.

"Looks like," the leader agreed. He shrugged and turned. He had gone only a few paces before he realized the other two weren’t following him.[image: image33.jpg]



"Frankie? Johnny?" The two bodyguards remained motionless and unresponsive as the man waved a hand in front of their faces.

"Sonofabitch," he muttered, a pistol appearing in his hand as if from nowhere.

"You won’t need that," a refined female voice echoed out of the shadows at the far end of the room. The man spun around, holding the figure at gunpoint.

"Yeah, who says I won’t?" he challenged.

The Lover stepped into the moonlight, regarding the weapon pointed at her impassively. At her side was a black-clad blond.

"What the hell are you?" the man demanded. "What’d you do to my boys?"

"Nothing… yet," the Lover said with a lift of her chin.

"I don’t like threats," the man growled and fired his pistol three times. The image of the Lover rippled slightly, and behind her three bullet-holes appeared in the wall.

"Control your temper, James Volano," the Lover said mildly.

"Wh… what do you want?" Volano managed.

"You are a ‘businessman’," the Lover said, smiling thinly. "I wish to do business."

Fade out

End of Time Out
