Real World
Teaser
Story by Woody, Kye and CN Winters
Written by Kye (with additional writing by CN Winters and Chris Cook)
Directed by CN Winters 
Produced by CN Winters
Edited by DragonWriter17
Sound by CSR
Art Direction by Chris Cook
Artists – Chris Cook, Zahir al-Daoud, Humaira, Rob, Sarah and CN Winters

(Note: Due to the uniqueness of WaTchers we ask that you use these for your personal use only. Please do not post them to other sites on the web. Thanks!)

Fade In

Int.

Giles’s Apartment – Night

Becca paused at the entrance of Giles bathroom to see him tucked under the covers of the bed.[image: image1.jpg]



"The term ‘morning sickness’ is misleading," she told him as she shuffled over.

He gave her a sympathetic smile. "I’m sorry," he said sincerely.

"You should be," she told him. "It’s your fault for knocking me up." Although the tone was serious she slowly let out a coy grin as she settled in beside him.

"Feeling better now?" he asked.

"Yeah. Once I get sick and then brush my teeth, I’m good as new," she told him.

She rolled over and began to kiss his neck softly as her hands worked their way into his hair. Giles leaned down to return her kisses. His lips almost made contact with Becca’s when she shot away and darted back to the bathroom, slamming the door shut. From the other side Giles cringed when he heard her heave.

"Can I help?" he called out.

"You’ve done enough," Becca teased from the other side.

"Bloody hell," Giles muttered.

Cut to

Ext.

Cleveland Alleyway – Same Time

Two figures stood in the entrance to an abandoned alley. The first figure was a large built man wearing expensive clothes and a long overcoat. He stood directly in front of the other figure with a slight smile on his face.[image: image2.jpg]



"This job is pivotal to our mission. Are you absolutely sure you can come through for us? I don’t think I need to remind you what happens to people who let us down."

The other figure flicked away a cigarette and blew a puff of smoke into the cold night air.

"Yeah," she said, "I can get her out of that fortress, and I can get her to come alone. Just tell me where you want me to bring her."

The man smiled.

"Bring her down to Collinwood," he instructed. "There’s a diner at London Road and St. Clair Avenue. We’ll take it from there. You do us this little favor, and you’re set for life. Capice?"[image: image3.jpg]


 

The woman leaned out of the shadows and lit another cigarette. She smiled as she brought the cigarette up to her face, illuminating her features.

Julia leaned forward and blew out another gust of smoke. With a sick smile on her face, she responded, "Capice."

End of Teaser
Act One
Starring: Felicity Day, Lindsay Felton and Norika Fujiwara

Guest Starring: Chazz Palminteri as Jimmy Volano, Becky Wahlstrom as Julia, Robert Picardo as Dr. Miller, Jennifer Fisher as Angella and Avril Lavigne as Janet


Fade In

Int.

Watchers Council Library – Later that Night

Rowena placed the phone back onto the receiver just as Willow walked in. The redhead glanced in her direction as she made her way to the other end of the table.

"Who was it?" Willow asked. "As if you’d tell me," she added under her breath.[image: image4.jpg]



The blonde decided to ignore the comment and only shook her head instead. "Julia," she replied. "She asked me to meet her tonight to discuss her possible future with the Council."

Willow’s eyebrows practically shot to her hairline. "Have you discussed it with Giles?"

"Not yet, but I’m going now. I think this meeting might be more important than my suspension, but that’s his decision to make."

"Can I come too? I can be very persuasive when I wanna."

The watcher couldn’t fight the slight grin. "If it were up to me, yes…but Julia asked that I come alone. She doesn’t want the pressure of everyone trying to sell her on the issue."

The Wiccan’s expression suddenly darkened. "I don’t know if I like the sound of that too much. Sure she’s not public enemy number one, but she’s not Miss Goody Two Shoes either," she said nervously.

The grin returned to Rowena’s face, and she folded her arms over her chest. "Well, Ms. Rosenberg, I didn’t think you cared."

Willow’s cheeks flushed slightly, and she shook her head slowly. She let out a deep sigh as she took a step toward the blonde.

"I care…even when I’m mad. That’ll never change, Ro. Never."

Her voice trailed off, and she averted her eyes to the floor.

Rowena stepped forward and lifted the witch’s chin with a delicate motion. "So…does that mean you’re less mad than you were yesterday?" she asked with a small smile.

Willow blushed with a tiny grin of her own.

Rowena slowly dropped her hand from Willow’s chin and placed it on her shoulder instead. "I’ll be quick, I promise. And when I get back, you’ll be the first to know," she said with a nod.

Willow reluctantly returned the nod and watched silently as Rowena disappeared out the library door.

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

The Lover frowned slightly. The image of Willow before her did
likewise as she selected a book from the shelves and took a seat by the
library window. At a gesture the image changed, showing Rowena crossing the lobby, then it vanished as the Lover turned her attention elsewhere.

"Angella," the Lover called quietly.

The texture of light in the Panopticon chamber altered, and the image of a severe-looking blonde woman shimmered into being, standing beside a heavy-set man who was indistinct and on the edge of the image. The woman turned to face the Lover, but an echo of her remained as she had been, listening attentively to the man beside her, nodding now and then, while the more solid-seeming twin image knelt before the Lover.

"Mistress," she said.

"When the human Rowena is acquired, allow Mr. Volano to injure her in some survivable fashion," the Lover instructed.

"I will comply, Mistress," the blonde said. At a dismissive gesture from the Lover, she turned back to the man at her side, melding back with the echo-image that still listened to him.

The Lover dispelled her servant’s image and stood alone in the chamber, her face thoughtful.

Fade Out

Fade In

Int.

Giles’s Apartment – Moments Later

"Come in," Giles called out at the knock on his door.

Rowena walked inside and closed the door behind her. "I’m sorry to bother you, but I just got a call from Julia. She wants to discuss the Council."[image: image5.jpg]



"That’s excellent news," Giles replied.

Rowena scratched her head a moment. "Yeah, but there’s a bit of a catch."

"Being?"

"She wants to meet with me – no one else."

Giles considered her words a moment. "I-I don’t mean to offend, but why you in particular?"

"She says she trusts me most. Kinda ironic, huh?"

Giles said nothing at first. "And you’d like to do this?"

"Yes, but I haven’t officially been released from suspension."

"You could have gone anyway," Giles noted.

Rowena nodded. "I could have. But I’m asking instead. Can I meet with her in the interest of the Watchers Council?"

Giles thought about it a moment and began to nod. "Since you asked, then yes you may." Rowena nodded formally again and turned to leave. "Rowena," Giles called out, making her face him again. "Thank you for checking."

"Not a problem," she told him with a grin before she slipped out the door.

Cut to

Int.

Michel’s Diner – Later that Night

"I just wanna say again how much I appreciate you meeting me like this," Julia said as she pushed the empty plate away. When Rowena nodded, Julia continued. "No really. Thanks for coming alone. I’m just not real comfortable with most those Council types yet."

"No problem," Rowena said. "So you want to talk again about coming back?"

"Yeah, but I want to take it slow. This is something new to me."

"New things can be intimidating. I understand that."

Julia nodded, and a small silence passed between them. Then she asked, "Hey, how’s Mia?"

Rowena swallowed hard, noticeably uncomfortable with the question. "She’s fine. We had a little scrape a couple weeks ago, and Mia was hurt. But you know slayers. She’s a hundred percent now."[image: image6.jpg]


 

Julia nodded absently and reached into her pocket. She pulled out some bills and tossed them on the table.

"Well, whaddya say we take this outside? Lungs need some fresh air," she said, pulling in an exaggerated breath.

Rowena grabbed her coat, and they made their way outside.

Cut to:

Ext.

Michel’s Diner – Moments Later

"You know…the Council’s not one to harbor ill feelings. We firmly believe that everyone is entitled to a second chance," the blonde watcher said with a smile.

The slayer smiled in return but shook her head as she placed her hands in her pockets and let out a deep sigh.

"No, seriously, Julia. You’d be more than welcome. We could always use another slayer, and soon at that."

Julia gave her a sideways glance, and her smile turned into an evil grin.

Rowena stopped at the change in[image: image7.jpg]


 expression. Her eyes narrowed, and she stared into the face of the woman in front of her. Just as she opened her mouth to speak, a sharp jolting pain shot down her back, and she fell to her knees, gasping for breath.

Two thugs stepped out from behind the watcher’s crumpled form, their tasers still crackling in their hands.

Rowena looked up and saw Julia glaring down at her.

"Like I’d ever be your lap dog," Julia said with a scowl. Then she lifted her fist and, with one quick punch, knocked the watcher out cold.

Fade Out

Fade In

Int.

Office – Later that Night

Rowena slowly shook her head and strained to open her eyes. She squeezed them tightly when a sharp pain shot down the left side of her head. She tried to lift her hand only to find it tied to the chair behind her back along with her other hand. Her feet were bound as well.

The sudden flash of a camera went off in her face, blinding her in the darkness. The flash went off a couple more times before she was able to focus at all. Suddenly the lights came on and she found a man standing in front of her. It took her a moment but recognition took hold.

"You?" she mumbled. "What do you want?"

"Money, Ms. Allister. You and your friends cost us a nice payday a few months back. I think they’ll pay a pretty penny to see you alive again."

The head mobster, Jimmy "The Cannon" Volano looked at one of the Polaroids that he had taken of Rowena.[image: image8.jpg]


 

"Alive, but not undamaged I’m afraid. Now you be nice and cooperative, and you may survive this. Give us any trouble, and you’ll need a bodybag."

Rowena managed a nod.

Jimmy motioned the two men to move toward Rowena as he left the room. As they closed in on the blonde, Jimmy slipped outside and closed the door behind him. He heard Rowena’s scream as he continued to walk down the hall, his face expressionless.

Cut to:

Int.

Watchers Council Library – Moments Later

Willow and Xander stood around idly chatting.

"So then I told Alex…" Xander trailed off as he saw the redhead glance at her watch. "Is there somewhere you gotta be?" Xander asked with a raised brow.

"What? Oh no, it’s just that, well, Rowena left a while ago, and she should’ve been back by now. I’m getting worried," she said with a slight chew of her bottom lip.

"I’m assuming things are going better between you two?"

"Yeah, each day, a little at a time," Willow admitted with a hopeful expression.

Then the doorknob turned, and the door swung open. Faith and Robin walked into the room. The slayer gripped a plain manila envelope in one hand and a small box in the other as she walked in with a disturbed expression etched in her features.

"What’s wrong?" Willow asked.

Faith silently handed her the envelope and took a step back, her eyes falling away to the floor.

Willow watched her reaction, and her own face fell in response. Her gaze dropped to the envelope in her hands. She slowly pulled open the flap and reached inside, pulling out the contents.

All the color drained from her face when her eyes met the image of her bloody and bruised girlfriend.

"One of the WITs found this under the door in the lobby when they were leaving for the night," Faith explained.

"Oh Goddess," Willow said as her hands began to tremble.[image: image9.jpg]



Xander reached across and took the Polaroid from her grasp. He read the note attached aloud, "Ten million cash for the blonde in unmarked bills. Call the cops, and you’ll be picking up the other pieces off your front lawn." The breath died in his throat as he stared down at the picture of the bound and visibly weak watcher. He shook his head in shock as he tried to make sense of the words. "Other pieces?" he asked.

Faith opened the small box and set it on the table. "They found this outside too."

Xander and Willow looked inside and saw a pinky finger.

"Oh dear God," Xander said and turned away.

Willow began to shake. She put her hand over her mouth as if preventing herself from being sick.

The sound of the door opening once again broke the uncomfortable silence in the room. Giles walked in with a stack of papers in his hands, studying them intensely.

"Oh good. I was just looking for you all actually. I’ve been researching th…" His voice died away when he saw the looks on all their faces. "Dear Lord…what is it?"

He turned to each of them with a questioning glance, but everyone remained silent for the moment.

"We got trouble," Faith said finally. "This time, though, it’s of the human variety…for once."

Giles furrowed his brow in confusion. "Trouble? Human…trouble?"

Xander nodded mutely and placed the Polaroid into the elder watcher’s hands.

Giles stared down at it for a moment before his eyes grew wide and he suddenly looked back up at the faces before him. They were all numbly expressionless except for one.[image: image10.jpg]



The tears silently slipped down the redhead’s cheeks as she tried desperately to keep it together. Giles reached forward to pull the woman into a tight embrace.

"We’ll get her back…I promise," Giles assured her. 

The rest of the room looked on uncomfortably as Willow clung tightly to him and cried.

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

The Lover studied the image of Willow as she clung to Giles. She walked around the two figures, carefully dissolving their surroundings until only the humans[image: image11.jpg]


 remained. Finally, she swept a hand slowly through the pair themselves, brushing away Giles's image like a mist. She took a step closer to Willow, who was still poised in the embrace of a now-invisible form. The Lover leaned in to study the moisture streaking Willow’s cheeks.

For a moment she was completely still. Then, abruptly, she straightened and turned, dispelling the image entirely without looking back as she left the Panopticon chamber.

Fade Out

Fade In

Int.

Watchers Council Meeting Room – Later that Night

The senior members of the Council sat around the large round table as Giles looked over the paper in his hands.

Kennedy glanced across the table at the mute redhead, whose intense pain was noticeable in her eyes.

"Willow?" Giles called to her.[image: image12.jpg]


 

The witch barely turned her head at the sound of Giles’s voice.

"Were you able to get anything with the locator spell?" he asked with hopefulness.

Willow just shook her head solemnly. "No, nothing useful." She averted her eyes back to the table. "Just like me," she added under her breath.

"Hey," Kennedy said as she reached over to place a comforting hand on the witch’s arm. When Willow’s eyes met hers, she gave her a light smile. "You’re not useless, just rusty. "

Willow managed a light smile of her own as she placed her hand over the slayer’s. "Thanks Ken."

Mia watched the exchange with a cold stare, jealousy evident in her eyes. She reached over and placed a hand on Kennedy’s thigh, causing her to release her hold on Willow.

Kennedy turned to her girlfriend and smiled, placing her hand over hers. Mia managed a tight, but clearly forced smile as she stared back into Kennedy’s eyes.

The smile slowly faded from Kennedy’s face, and she visibly flinched at the look she was receiving. Her grip on Mia’s hand slowly loosened, and she turned her attention back to the meeting.

Willow noticed the exchange, but gave it only a moment’s thought before the overwhelming fear of the situation set in once again.

"I know that I’m not completely useless, but…well things aren’t exactly great between Ro and me right now, and what if she–"

This time it was Xander who placed a comforting hand on Willow’s arm. "She won’t, Will. I promise." When she opened her mouth to protest, he just shook his head. "It won’t help having an attitude like that. Right now we just need to concentrate on getting her back."

"Umm…I think I have something that might help," Dawn said from her place next to Giles.

When she remained silent, Xander prompted her with a nod of his head. "Well Dawnie, let’s hear it."

The young watcher cleared her throat. "Okay, I’ve been doing some research on the Cleveland Mob, you know part of the job description and all, and I found some interesting facts."

"Like what?" Skye asked.

Dawn took a deep breath. "Well, like the fact that they tend to make this a trend. Apparently, they’ve kidnapped others in the past for ransom, only…" she trailed off and gave Willow a nervous glance.

"Dawnie?" Willow asked in a broken voice.

Dawn cleared her throat and averted her eyes from the table. "Only, the victims have never come back. Now I don’t know if this might be the same mob, but bargaining might not be an option here."

Willow stared at the woman in silent shock before her bottom lip began to quiver. With the beginnings of a sob, she stood up from the table and walked out.

Dawn gave Skye a pleading look, and she just nodded in understanding. After a quick kiss, Dawn followed Willow’s path from the room.

"Well then. I guess that answers the question, ‘How could this be any worse?’" Xander said. "We need to just go in there with as much slayer power as possible and start breakin’ in the skulls. If they want an all-out slugfest, I say we give it to ‘em."

Kennedy let out a scoff from across the table, drawing everyone’s attention. "Yeah cause we all know how effective that method always is. Besides, these aren’t your normal run-of-the-mill evil demons. These are human beings we’re talking about here. Granted, they are barely human beings…but still, I–"

Xander suddenly slammed his hands down on the table. "So what?! Are they any better than those demons we hunt down and kill on a nightly basis? I say if you live like an animal, you die like one."

Kennedy gestured in the carpenter’s direction. "Xander, I’m on your side here, and normally I’d say ‘Yeah, kill the blood suckers’, but they aren’t bloodsuckers."[image: image13.jpg]



Xander stood up and pointed at Kennedy. "You know what? I really don’t care what you say, ’cause when it comes down to it, I think you’d rather enjoy seeing bits of Ro spread across the front lawn. Gets rid of the competition, doesn’t it?"

Kennedy’s eyebrows shot up, and she rose from her chair, cracking her knuckles. "I think you better take that back, stake maker!"

"Cool it, Slick," Faith warned. Kennedy spared her a glance but locked eyes with Xander again.

The man took a step back from the table, his jaw set. After an intense staring contest, he finally just sighed, shook his head, and took his seat once again. Kennedy did the same.

[image: image14.jpg]


"All I’m saying is…" Xander paused, trying to find the correct words. "We can’t just sit back and let Ro die. The last time Willow…it nearly killed her, it nearly killed us all. That’s all I’m saying." He glanced up at Kennedy to see the uncomfortable expression on her face and instantly regretted his outburst.

The room remained silent for a few shorts moments until Giles cleared his throat. 

"Well now that we’ve gotten all that out of our systems," Giles said in a chiding voice as he looked at both of them, "I think it’s time to focus on what we can do, not on what might happen." He turned his eyes to Mia. "What do you think? Are the girls ready for a mission this important?"

The slayer nodded confidently and pulled her gun from her hip. "Most definitely."
End of Act One
Act Two
 

Fade In

Int.

Watchers Council Conference Room – Same Time

Kennedy folded her arms across her chest and walked away from the table to stand near the back of the room. Faith watched her with concern for a moment before turning her attention back to the group.[image: image15.jpg]



The sound of the ringing phone interrupted the silence. Giles reached over and hit the speaker button. "Yes?"

"Umm…Mr. Giles? There’s a man on the line that says he has the blonde and he wants to talk arrangements," the night receptionist’s voice said.

"Put him through."

The members huddled around the phone as they waited for the call to be transferred. "Yes?" Giles said brusquely.

"Mr. Giles, so nice to speak with you," the deep voice said through the speaker.

Giles stepped closer to the speaker and placed his palms on the table. "You’re the one in charge, I presume?"

There was a deep chuckle. "Ah, I see they didn’t make you the main man for nothin’. You catch on quick. I like that, makes this part a whole lot easier."

"And what part would that be exactly?" Giles asked slowly.

"Well Mr. Giles, this is what we like to call the…negotiations. You see, I have something you want, and you have something that’s already mine. I think it’s about time I get it back."

Faith leaned around Giles. "Where is she, you son of a–"

The deep chuckle came through the phone once again. "Now, now. There’s no need for tempers. I have every intention of returning Ms. Allister. In how many pieces, well, that’s up to you."

Another long silence fell over the group. "What do you want?" Giles finally asked.

"You have 24 hours to come up with the money, or I’m afraid Ms. Allister just may come down with a sudden case of decapitation," the man said with sneer in his voice. "One day, Mr. Giles. I’m not a very patient man, so don’t keep me waiting. I’ll contact you the same time tomorrow with a location for the trade. Oh, and Mr. Giles?"

"Yes," he said in a tight voice.

"Try anything funny, and Ms. Allister will have a new definition for the word pain."

The sound of the dial tone abruptly hummed throughout the room. Giles slowly reached forward and pressed the speaker button once again.

"I think we need the big guns on this one," Kennedy said from her place in the back of the room. "I’m thinking one of our contacts at the FBI. I mean, they train guys just for this sorta thing."

"We don’t have time for the FBI or their possible screw-ups. Last time I checked, they weren’t exactly taking the gold in that event. I say we go in ourselves," Xander said with a firm nod.

Kennedy burst her way through the others to come face to face with him once again. "Yeah, you would say that. It’s not your humanity on the line here, but when did that ever matter, right?" she said angrily. "Oh send those Slayers out there, who cares if they become cold blooded killers, they’re just gonna die soon anyway."

Xander suddenly jumped to his feet, meeting the slayer head on. "You know that’s not what I think! I…"

"All right! Shut it!" Faith yelled. "Both of you," she said with a warning glare to Kennedy. "This accomplishes nothing!"

"I know that voice," Mia said in deep thought before a look of realization washed over her features. "It’s that guy from the city hall meeting. Jimmy Volcano…or something like that."

"The ‘scary dude’ as you called him? Are you certain?" Giles asked.

"Definitely," she nodded.

Giles let out a deep sigh. "That’s just bloody perfect. For a moment there, I actually thought we might be in trouble."

Cut to:

Int.

Dark Dingy Room – Next Morning

"So good to see you’re awake, Ms. Allister. I was beginning to worry the loss of blood may have gotten to you," Volano said with a smile. Rowena slowly lifted her head, a fresh trail of blood running from a gash on her cheek. "Can I get you anything? Coffee, tea?"[image: image16.jpg]



"Water," Rowena said in a hoarse voice.

Volano stepped forward and wiped at the blood with a handkerchief. "I just don’t know what gets into my guys sometimes. I say ‘Rough ‘em up a little’ and they take it as an open invitation to rearrange your face," he said with a deep chuckle. "Ah…those boys."

He threw the handkerchief in her face and placed his hands in his pockets. "I think you’ll be pleased to hear that the arrangements for your return have been made. As long as your Council comes through for you—and I know they will—you should be back in your cozy little bed in less than a day."

Volano smiled as he pulled the cover back on a nearby table to reveal an assortment of tools undoubtedly used for torture. He picked up a long serrated knife and brought it up to his face.

"That is, as long as they don’t decide to play hero," he said as he studied the blade intensely. "Then, we might have a problem."

"Why…why use Julia?" Rowena asked in a weak voice. "She’s just a kid."

The mobster placed the knife back on the table and brought over a glass of water. He slowly knelt in front of the bound woman’s chair. He looked up into her eyes and smiled.

"Because, Ms. Allister," he said seriously, "this is the real world, and here…everyone has their price."

He threw the water in Rowena’s face making her gag and choke before he turned heel and walked out.

Cut to

Int.

Julia’s Hideout – Same Time

Julia lay on a makeshift bed staring up at the ceiling in deep thought. She reached over to the side of the bed and lifted a bottle to her lips, taking a deep swig. She was about to place it back on the table when the sudden sound of loud knocking startled her, causing her to spill the dark liquid onto the bed.

"Damn," she muttered.

The sound of the insistent knocking grew louder.

"Yeah! Hang on a minute, would ya?!"

The slayer slowly pulled herself to her feet, dodging empty bottles and cigarette packs as she made her way to the door.

She pulled it open to reveal two very angry looking slayers on the other side. Julia just smiled as she leaned against the frame with a smirk.

"Well now, I didn’t know that Council of yours made house calls."

Mia suddenly punched the other slayer square in the face. Julia flew back into the room and landed with a hard thud.

"We don’t," Mia said as she stepped into the room.

Julia lifted her hand to her now bloody nose and smiled. "Damn girl. Since when did you hit so hard?" she asked as she pulled herself to her feet.

Mia’s fists clenched by her side as she fought to hold back her rage. "Just tell me what you did with her, and you won’t have to find out."

Julia shook her head with a smile as she retrieved a towel for her nose from a nearby pile of week-old laundry.

"Did what with who?" she asked as she placed the rag over her face.

Mia started to charge forward but was stopped by Kennedy’s hand on her shoulder. She turned to face her lover with a cold stare.

"Just hang on a sec, Mi. I think we both know how this has to go down."

Kennedy slowly turned to face Julia. She let out a deep sigh and folded her arms over her chest. "How much?"

Julia dropped the rag from her nose and grinned. "If I didn’t know better, I could swear that just sounded like you trying to bribe me." [image: image17.jpg]



"It did, and I am," Kennedy said.

The rogue slayer threw the towel back into the pile and pretended to think.

"Well then…let me see. I can either stick with the original plan and walk away from this a whole lot richer and alive," she said with a wave of her hand. "Or…I can take your offer, which is so obviously a bluff, end up with zilch…and probably dead." She pretended to think for a few more moments before shaking her head and smirking. "I kinda like breathing so thanks…but no thanks."

Before either woman knew what was happening, Mia charged past Kennedy and tackled Julia to the ground. She quickly flipped to her feet and placed a boot against Julia’s throat.

"Now what was that you said about breathing?"

The fallen slayer clung to the boot with all her strength, but she couldn’t loosen Mia’s hold on her throat.

When Mia saw the slayer struggling, she pushed down harder. "I suggest you make a choice about who’s more dangerous right this second - them or me."

Kennedy’s face paled, but then anger overcame her fear.

"Mia! Back the hell off!" she yelled as she stepped forward to pull her lover off the woman.

Mia lifted her arm up and swatted her away. "No, she’s gonna talk because she knows…I’ll do it."

Kennedy looked at her with a pained expression before quietly stepping away. Mia released just slightly, and Julia began to cough.

"I always knew you’d never change," Julia said in a strangled laugh. "Same old thug…just in better clothes."

Mia pressed her foot harder against Julia’s throat again. "I’ve run out of patience. Either you spill it…or I spill you."

"All right, all right," Julia said in a rasping voice.

Mia relented a little against her throat so that she could speak.

"I did help him take her, but I don’t know where. I swear." Mia started to press down once again, but Julia raised her hand halting her. "I don’t know where they took her exactly, but I do know the area."

Mia raised a brow. "And that would be?"

"Collinwood district."

Mia looked over her shoulder to relay the message to Kennedy, but the slayer was already gone.

Cut to:

Int.

Alley – Moments Later

Mia spotted Kennedy walking briskly down the narrow street and called out.

"Wait up, Ken!"

Still Kennedy walked along, not bothering to look back. Mia began to jog and came up to her.

"What’s wrong?" Mia asked.

"What’s wrong?" Kennedy asked incredulously. "You could have killed her."

"And what’s the better option? Letting more time slip away from finding Rowena?"

"Not choking her to death, that’s for sure."

"Bribing Julia wouldn’t work. She’s right. They probably paid her a boat load of money and threatened her. She had to feel she was in real danger."

"And was she? Was she in real danger from you?" Kennedy asked.

Mia began to walk away. "We don’t have time for this."

Kennedy watched her a moment and then reluctantly followed along.

Cut to:

Int.

Watchers Council Conference Room – Later that Day

The doors the room suddenly swung open, catching everyone’s attention. Willow walked back in quickly, noticeably distraught, but focused nonetheless as she saw Mia and her team there. [image: image18.jpg]



"So what’s the plan?" she asked.

Giles cleared his throat and reluctantly began to speak. "Well, we’ve decided to use Mia’s team to go in and pull her out."

"You already have a location?" the witch asked surprised.

"Yes. We received a call after you left, and I believe it is in Rowena’s best interest that we act now before they have a chance to move her again."

Willow slowly nodded her head. "Okay, but pull her out with what exactly? Last time I checked, stakes and holy water aren’t exactly the best tools for defeating the mob."

"I don’t believe that is an issue, Ms. Rosenberg," a voice said from behind her.

Willow suddenly turned to see the Black Ops drill sergeant standing behind her. He nodded his greeting before placing his hands behind his back and standing tall. "I assure you, my girls will be well prepared for the situation."

"I’ll go, too, you know, for backup. But I won’t kill any humans," Kennedy spoke up as she cast a disapproving glance at Mia.

The sergeant nodded his respect. "I understand you’ve killed your fair share of monsters, but I think it’s best that you stay home. This isn’t a mission for the ‘I won’ts’. It might get messy. Any hesitation, and you’ve bought it."

Kennedy started to retort, but was suddenly silent when her eyes caught the glint of a nearby pistol. Her face fell when she met her girlfriend’s intense stare.

Mia lifted the Desert Eagle to eye level and pulled back on the slide, chambering a round. "If I have to, I’ll paint some houses. You ready for that, Ken?"

Kennedy’s face went white, and a slight shiver ran through her. 

"I wish you wouldn’t say things like that, Mia," she said after a brief pause. "You’re not some mindless killer. That’s not what Slayer means."

"The object here is not to kill," the drill sergeant said matter-of-factly. "The objective is to infiltrate undetected, retrieve Ms. Allister, and retreat undetected. But should these men fire first…my girls are trained to return the favor," he said with a slight smile. "The only concern I have at the moment is if Mia is physically ready to lead this team. If the leader fails, so does the mission," he added.

"I’m ready. I can do this," Mia said with certainty.

"Oh yeah? What about mentally? You think you got all the screws in the right holes for this one?" Faith asked. "I mean after all, Ro was the one responsible for your little extended vacation at the hospital not too long ago. You ready to go out there and put it all on the line to save someone who did that to you?"

"Her mentality is not an issue here," the instructor said. "I’ve trained Mia well. She is a beyond-exceptional soldier. Her personal feelings have nothing to do with the objective at hand."

"He’s right, Faith," Mia said. "Besides, I have no qualm with Ro. The only thing on my mind right now is the objective." Mia then turned to the redhead. "I’ll bring her back. I swear it."

Willow only nodded.

Fade out

Fade In

Int.

Watchers Council Meeting Room – That Night

"We checked all three buildings that he owns down here," Vi’s voice came in through the intercom. "We got a hit on one. It’s called The Four Aces. It’s a nightclub on the corner of Elm and Holland."

"Thank you Vi," Giles said with relief. "Good job. Just sit tight, and we’ll notify you when we’re ready."

Vi acknowledged, and the call was ended.

Giles turned around to see the room filled with girls in black body armor. Each one was equipped with an assortment of high-powered rifles and handguns. The only two left unarmed were Willow and Kennedy, who stayed tucked away in the back of the room.

The watcher cleared his throat and approached the group. "All right then. It appears she’s being held in a nightclub called The Four Aces. Vi said it’s on the corner of Elm and Holland."

The girls all nodded, and the instructor spoke up. "Chances are he’s got her in an underground room somewhere or at the top level, so look out for a back entrance or a way inside the top floor."

Mia nodded her understanding and turned to face her group. "All right, girls. I want a clean in and out sweep. We acquire the target…at all costs," she paused, then continued, "In and out. I don’t want any itchy trigger fingers. You get me?"

"Yes, Ma’am!" the room echoed in sync.

Mia nodded with a grin. "Perfect. Let’s do this!"

As the girls started to file out, Faith sneaked up behind Kennedy and grabbed her by the arm. The younger slayer turned at the touch.

"You sure you can handle this, Slick?" she asked in a low whisper. "I mean if it’s just a matter of keeping them in check, I’m more than willing to be the safety slayer on this one."

Kennedy turned to face her fully and let out a deep breath. "No," she said shaking her head. "I wanna do this. I have to."

Faith opened her mouth to protest, but Kennedy silenced her with another shake of her head.

"Black Ops or not, Mia’s still a slayer," she responded. "And my girlfriend," she added in a tiny whisper. She lifted her eyes to her lover across the room. "I gotta be there to watch her back. Something tells me she’ll have other things on her mind."

Kennedy slowly turned back to face the other slayer with a deep look of fear and desperation in her eyes.

Faith just nodded and placed a gentle hand on her back. "Okay, Slick," she relented. "But you just make sure you watch yours too."

Cut to:

Ext.

The Four Aces Nightclub – Later that Night

A slew of black-armored bodies surrounded the building. The most recent members remained near the back as Mia and the most experienced slayers took the front line.

A sudden movement inside the club caught Mia’s attention. She lifted her fist and pointed up with her index finger. When the figure emerged into the light, she pointed for the first line to sweep around the back.

A line of girls fell into step as they began to weave their way to the back of the building. Once in place, Janet [image: image19.jpg]!
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lifted her fist, signaling they were in position.

Mia turned to the girls directly behind her and made a few hand movements before nodding towards the building. The girls nodded and headed for the other side.

Mia was about to follow when she suddenly stopped and looked straight ahead. 

Kennedy was leaning against the nearby fence, her eyes filled with hurt and confusion.

Mia continued the stare-down for a moment before she sighed and followed behind the other girls.

Kennedy watched the retreating form of her girlfriend, but was suddenly jolted out of her transfixion with a gentle hand on her shoulder. She turned to face the comforting smile of her ex-lover.

The slayer managed a slight smile of her own and nodded to Willow before pulling away from the fence and motioning towards the nightclub.

"Come on. We better go," she said in a low voice.

Willow nodded and watched Kennedy as she headed down the hill. The witch stared for a few short moments before sighing uneasily and following after her.

Cut to:

Ext.

The Four Aces Nightclub – Back Entrance – Moments Later

Janet stopped dead in her tracks and lifted her fist to signal a halt. The girls behind[image: image20.jpg]


 her stopped instantly. She carefully leaned against the brick wall and peeked through the crack in the painted-over window.

The operative peered into the dark room, and her eyes suddenly widened. She lifted her right wrist to her mouth. "I’ve got her," she whispered into her sleeve and smiled.

Cut to:

Ext.

The Four Aces Nightclub – Rear Wall – Same Time

Mia dropped her hand from the com on her ear and brought her wrist to her lips.

"Good job, Janet. Hold your position," she whispered. "I’m on my way."

Cut to:

Ext.

The Four Aces Nightclub – Back Entrance – Moments Later

Janet’s team was waiting patiently by the door as Mia and her team arrived, followed closely by Willow and Kennedy.

Janet pointed to the window, and Mia took a quick glance inside. Mia nodded and then pointed towards the door before placing her finger over her lips. She slowly pulled it open and quietly slipped inside.

Janet nodded and signaled for her team to enter.

Cut to:

Int.

The Four Aces Nightclub – Moments Later

As the girls continued to file in, Mia swept around the nearest corner and swiftly fell back. She lifted her fist, and the team clung tightly to the walls, hiding their forms in the darkness.

Kennedy and Willow eased their way up to Mia.

"What’s the situation?" Kennedy asked in a quiet whisper.[image: image21.jpg]



Mia indicated the door beyond the wall. "Guards. Two of ‘em."

Kennedy nodded and peered around the corner. After a few short moments, she pulled back with a smile. "Like taking candy from a baby."

Mia smiled for the first time that night and motioned towards their targets. "Let’s do this."

End of Act Two
Act Three
 

Cut to:

Int.

The Four Aces Nightclub – Guarded Door – Moments Later

Mia and Kennedy slipped quietly through the shadows to come up behind the two guards. When the two women were in place, they shared a smile and then they both reached out and tapped a guard on the shoulder. When the guards turned around, the slayers knocked them out with one hit.

Kennedy turned to grin at her girlfriend, but Mia was already moving the team forward while she worked on the lock to the room. When it wouldn’t give, she became frustrated and just kicked the door down, sending debris flying.

Kennedy let out a sigh and followed in after her.

Cut to:

Int.

The Four Aces Nightclub – Dark Room – Moments Later

The team piled in with the exception of two girls who stayed outside. Mia made[image: image22.jpg]


 quick work of Rowena’s ropes and gag. As soon as she was free Rowena slumped forward and Willow raced to catch her. 

She grasped Rowena’s face gently in her hands and stared into the blonde’s eyes with a guilt-ridden expression. "I’m so sorry, Ro," she said weakly. "For everything. Can you ever forgive me?"

The blonde just smiled and shook her head as Willow helped her to her feet. She gazed lovingly into the witch’s eyes. "It’s not even a question."

They stared into each other’s eyes, wearing soft smiles.

"I hate to break up the little lovefest," Mia said, clearing her throat. "But we gotta move…now."

Kennedy walked over to the women and motioned for Willow to release Rowena into her grasp. Willow hesitated for a moment before releasing the woman into the arms of her ex.

"Don’t worry, Will. I got her," Kennedy said.

Willow responded with a nervous smile.

Mia spoke into the mic on her wrist. "We’ve got the window here, but it’s painted shut. The only way out is to break it and crawl out, but our objective is barely conscious and unable to run. Anyone with a better way out?"

"West side of the structure. Side entrance," Mia heard one of her girls report in.

"Copy," Mia said as she motioned her team to follow her out.

As the girls started to file out of the room, two new guards were just coming around the corner.

They locked eyes with Janet and Mia. For a moment, no one moved.

Time seemed to slow to a stop. There was no sound except for nervous breathing. Mia sized up her opponents, deciding on the best move. Just as she was about to reach for the knife in her belt, a bullet went whizzing by and embedded itself in the wall directly next to her head.

She slowly turned her head just in time to see a whole mess of guards coming in[image: image23.jpg]A



 through a door to the right. She quickly pulled the knife from her belt and slung it at the closest guard, burying it in his chest before pulling out her Eagle and firing to provide them cover.

She pushed her way back into the room and took a quick glance around at her girls. She lifted her assault rifle to her side and snapped the clip into place.

"All right, ladies…it’s show time."

Cut to:

Int.

The Four Aces Nightclub – Just outside Dark Room – Moments Later

Mia was the first to emerge from the room. She held the rifle firmly in her grip as she fired at the guards, making them fall back from their position.

As she moved forward, the other girls started to emerge from the room, rifles in full operation, continuing to provide cover as they exited.

Instead of running, the guards held down their position. A short moment later they began to return fire from the rooms along the hallway. Mia lifted her fist into the air before quickly ducking behind a nearby table.

She lifted her wrist to her mouth once again. "Okay, it looks like we’re gonna have to blast our way outta here. Get your girls on the line, and be ready to give me some cover."

Mia looked across the room at her second in command.

Janet received the message and nodded her understanding. She lifted her fist in the air and then signaled a full attack.

The girls sprang from their hiding place around the corner and began to open fire once again.

Cut to:

Int.

The Four Aces Nightclub – Volano’s Office – Same Time[image: image24.jpg]


 

Volano jerked his head up at the sound of the approaching gunfire.

"What the hell!" he shouted as he reached into his desk to retrieve his pistol.

He pulled the revolver from its case and quickly ran from the room.

Cut to:

Int.

The Four Aces Nightclub – Side Entrance – Moments Later

"Get your asses outta there!" Janet shouted at the other girls as she pulled them out the side door. Bullets flew at Janet from all angles as she tried to provide cover for the retreating girls. Willow followed closely behind, dodging and weaving. Rowena clung tightly to Kennedy as the slayer dragged her through the door towards the waiting van. More girls followed giving cover while Mia was the last to leave the building. She was running full speed ahead when a dark figure suddenly dropped down in front of her.

"You ruined my payday, bitch!"

Julia reached fast for the gun at her hip, but before she could clear the holster, Mia raised her own weapon and fired, shooting Julia in the chest, killing her instantly. She stepped over the woman’s lifeless body and continued for the van.

Kennedy saw the whole display from only a few feet away. She was frozen in place and didn’t notice when Rowena continued to hobble away. She could only stare in shock at Julia’s lifeless body.

Cut to:

Ext.

Alleyway – Moments Later

The team hurried Willow inside the van along with a few of their girls, helping each other in quickly.

Rowena was stumbling her way through the alley, her body threatening to fold in on itself. She looked back for just a moment as if to see how many girls where still behind her when a sudden sharp pain shot through her chest. Her eyes widened in surprise, and her legs gave out, dropping her to the ground instantly.

Cut to:

Ext.

Alleyway – Same Time

Mia watched helplessly as Rowena fell to the ground.

She turned swiftly to come face to face with the mobster who got off the lucky shot. The smile was quickly wiped from his face when he met the cold stare of the woman.

Before he could even lift his gun, Mia aimed at his head and pulled back on the trigger.

"Oh sh–"

The words died in his throat as his body fell backwards.

Cut to:

Ext.

Alleyway – Moments Later

Mia raced over to Rowena and lifted her arm over her shoulder. She pulled the injured woman to her feet, and they stumbled toward the van.

"Are you okay?" Mia asked.

Rowena managed a weak nod. "No, but…don’t tell Willow. Just get me to the hospital."

Mia nodded and helped the watcher into the van.

She climbed in behind her and did a quick surveillance to make sure all her girls were present and accounted for.

She slammed the doors shut and shouted at the driver. "Step on it!"

Fade In

Int.

Council Van – Moments Later

"Get us back to the Council…now!" Mia yelled to the driver as she reached for her radio.

"We gotta hit here. We’re gonna need the medical team ready and waiting," she said into the radio and then placed it back onto her belt.

She reached over and placed her hand on Rowena’s arm.

"You’re gonna be okay," she said in a low whisper, but the woman didn’t respond.

Cut to:

Int.

Council Van – Same Time

Willow pushed her way through the group of girls to get to her lover’s side.

Rowena was hunched over breathing raggedly as she struggled to keep her jacket away to hide the blood from the seeping wound in her chest. The witch’s eyes clouded over with fear as she placed her hand on the woman’s thigh.

"Ro? Are you hurt?" Willow asked, reaching out to pull back Rowena’s jacket.[image: image25.jpg]



Rowena quickly batted her hand away. "Don’t," she whispered hoarsely. "I’ll be fine."

Willow reached for the jacket again. "Ro…please…let me see."

Once again, Rowena batted Willow’s hand away. "I said I’m fine," she whispered.

Willow wouldn’t take no for an answer this time. She easily overpowered the weakened blonde and pulled open the jacket. When she saw the bloody shirt and seeping wound, her eyes suddenly widened, and her face paled.

"Oh Goddess, no," Willow whispered in prayer.

Rowena leaned forward and placed her hands on either side of the redhead’s face. She looked deeply into her eyes. "Keep it together, Will."

"I…can't…Goddess."
"Come on. Don’t lose it on me. I’m in no shape to–" Rowena’s words were cut off as another sharp pain shot through her chest.

Willow quickly turned to Mia with a look of anger. "Why didn’t you tell me sooner?! Look at her!"

"I see," the slayer said. "But the objective was to get everyone out. I couldn’t have done that if you were freaking out in the middle of the alleyway."

Willow just shook her head in silent anger as she turned her attention back to her injured lover.

"I really am sorry, Willow," Mia said again.

"Why do I doubt that?" Willow challenged.

Mia shook her head in frustration. "I couldn’t have my job with you falling apart out there. It would’ve slowed us down. This way she’s got a real chance of being okay."

Willow just stared down at the open wound in her lover’s chest, her eyes welling up with tears. She closed her eyes and began to physically shake.

Rowena lifted her hand to the witch’s face once again. When Willow’s eyes met her own, she leaned in and whispered softly. "It’s not the same thing."

Willow sniffed dramatically and bobbed her head quickly.

Cut to:

Int.

Watchers Council – Moments Later

At the front doors of the Council, Giles and Xander were waiting impatiently for the team to return.

"It better not be Will," Xander said as he paced. "If one of those bastards hurt Will, I’ll…"

He swallowed back his words as the van came to a screeching halt a few feet away.

The back doors burst open, and Mia pulled Rowena out of the van.

"Where’s that stretcher?!" Mia shouted as she held the watcher to her side.

"Who is it?" Xander asked immediately.

"Dear Lord," Giles said as he raced over. He stared at Rowena’s bloody shirt and met her eyes with fear. "Are you all right?"

"Never been…better," Rowena groaned, forcing a weak smile. It quickly faded as she lost consciousness. Giles reached forward and helped Mia lay Rowena on the ground, her blood soaking his shirt sleeves.

"Where’s that bloody stretcher?!" he cried.

Cut to:

Int.

Council Emergency Room  – Moments Later

Dr. Miller burst through the double doors to intercept the incoming patient.

"What have we got?" he asked as the nurse tied the back of his apron as another cut off Rowena's clothes. 

He peered over the stretcher and saw the familiar face. Then his eyes flicked down to the open wound.

"We have to get that bullet out…now," he said to the nurse.  

Willow began to follow, but Xander gripped her arm.

"No! I don’t want to leave her," Willow said as she struggled against Xander’s hold.

"Will, you have to," he said in a soft voice.

Willow watched helplessly as emergency staff darted around the blonde in the operating room.

"But…"

Dr. Miller placed a gentle hand on her shoulder. She turned to meet his soft eyes. "I’ll take care of her, but I can’t do it with you in the way. Let me do my job. Time’s important here."

Willow slowly nodded her agreement but didn’t notice that the doctor had already left.

"Come on, Will, let’s go to the waiting room," Xander said as he began to pull her in that direction.[image: image26.jpg]



Willow looked up at him with a dazed expression. "They…they shot her…in the chest…" Willow began to sob into Xander's chest.

He pulled the woman into a tight hug and gently stroked her back. "It’s all right, Will. I promise…nobody’s going anywhere, especially not Ro."

Giles stepped up and placed his hand on the woman’s arm gently. "Why don’t we go to the waiting room?"

Willow nodded mutely, and all three headed off.

End of Act Three
Act Four
 

Cut to:

Int.

Slayer Rec Room – Moments Later

Mia slowly walked into the room and sat down on the first bench. She pulled the gloves from her hands and threw them across the room before placing her head in her hands and letting out a deep sigh. [image: image27.jpg]



"Nice to see you still have some shred of a conscience," Kennedy said from the doorway.

Mia let out another sigh. "Go away."

Kennedy walked further into the room and stood next to her girlfriend. "I can’t…I won’t. Not until we discuss this."

Mia’s head suddenly shot up from her hands, and she looked at the other slayer with a confused expression. "Discuss what?"

Kennedy shook her head with a disbelieving smile. "You see, that’s just it. As far as you’re concerned, there is nothing to talk about…and that’s the problem."

Mia stood up and turned her back to the other slayer. "I don’t know what you want me to say. We both knew what it would mean if I took this job," she said, beginning to remove the tape from her hands.

"No, Mia, we both don’t know anything," Kennedy said, taking a step closer to the woman. "You never tell me anything anymore. I mean, not that you ever did, but when it comes to this, I would think that I’d at least rate something."

"You wouldn’t understand," Mia said without turning around.

Kennedy’s face suddenly grew hard and angered. "You know what, Mia? I am so tired of this ‘You wouldn’t understand’ bull. How can I understand if you never give me the chance? I mean, it’s not every day you wake up to find your girlfriend’s become the poster child for cold blooded murder."

Kennedy regretted the words as soon as they left her mouth.

Mia whipped around with her own look of disgust in her eyes. "Murderer! Is that what I am to you now?" she demanded.

When Kennedy didn’t respond, Mia continued, "Well, I’m sorry I’m not some perfect, redheaded goddess that the world apparently seems to revolve around, but I’m not a cold blooded murderer either."

"That’s not fair," Kennedy began to protest, but was cut off.

"And another thing…the last time I heard, Willow was actually the cold blooded murderer. Killing for revenge? What do you call that, hmm?" Mia said with a sneer.

"You leave her out of this!" Kennedy yelled as she jumped into the other woman’s face. After a beat, she looked away. "You know that’s not the same thing," she said more calmly.

"Oh, isn’t it?" Mia said, stepping closer to force Kennedy to look at her. "She killed men because she wanted to, because she could. And she took sport in it. Isn’t that what a murderer is?"

Kennedy just shook her head in defeat. "You’re missing the whole point."

Mia folded her arms over her chest and smirked. "Well then…enlighten me."

"Julia," Kennedy said softly.

"What?" Mia asked, truly confused.

"Julia," Kennedy said again as she brought her eyes back to her girlfriend’s. "Julia was your lover once upon a time, and you shot her dead where she stood. Just like that. Like it was nothing." The older slayer turned and walked a few steps before turning to face Mia again. "It’s just got me wondering," she said. "Is that gonna be me some day?"

"Oh Ken," Mia whispered, the anger completely gone from her voice. "It’s not even like that. I had a job to do, and I did it. And if I hadn’t shot her, she would have shot me first. Even though the success here doesn’t seem tremendous at this point–"

"Obviously," Kennedy interjected.

"No, I’m talking about the injury of the objective," Mia said with a shake of her head.

"Injury of the objective?" Kennedy asked. "What the hell does that even mean?"

Mia began to respond, but was quickly cut off by the other slayer again.

"That’s what I’m trying to say here, Mia. It’s like…it’s like you’re not even you anymore," Kennedy added. "I’m just wondering, since when did you become some mindless robot programmed to kill at random?"

"You know what, Ken," Mia countered. "If you took the time to actually pay attention, you’d see that killing is anything but random."[image: image28.jpg]



She turned to walk away but stopped.

"You know," she said turning around again, "I really hate to break up your little fairy-tale fantasy," she said with a wave of her hand. "But a gun serves a purpose, and you never fire to hurt somebody…you fire to kill them. And when you fire you better be ready for the consequences."

Kennedy took a step back and stared at the woman in disbelief.

Mia ignored the look and continued. "Before that gun leaves your holster, you have to make the decision that it’s you or them. Julia and everyone else in that building made me choose."

Mia slowly approached Kennedy and stopped when sh[image: image29.jpg]e



e was face to face with her once again.

"And I chose me," she said firmly.

A brief tense moment passed between the lovers before Mia turned and walked out of the room.

Kennedy watched her lover leave in silence before sinking onto the bench with a heavy sigh and placing her head in her hands.

Cut to:

Int.

The Four Aces Nightclub – Later

"Well boys," Volano said as he dropped Julia’s lifeless arm. "Looks like that Watchers Council did a number on us."[image: image30.jpg]



He pulled himself to his feet and reached into his pocket for his handkerchief. He began to wipe his hands as he stared down at Julia’s body in disgust.

"But at least we won’t have to worry about taking care of this one for squealing," he said as he threw the rag onto Julia’s face.

The mobster stepped back and sighed as he looked around at the three lifeless bodies of his team. "Round ‘em up. Time for a little trip to ‘The Graveyard’."

"Hey boss?" one of his men asked before pointing to the dead woman at their feet. "You think the job was worth all this? Honestly?"

Volano walked over and placed his hand on the man’s shoulder. "Maybe not right now, Johnnie, but in the end, most definitely."

Both men shared a knowing smile. "You see, Johnnie," Volano said with a pat on his back, "Sometimes the best business propositions start with the smallest of tasks, and this here ain’t no different."

The mobster dropped his hand away with a smirk and placed them both in his pockets.

"Now boys, get this mess cleaned up by dusk. I don’t want no stains on the new carpet," he said. Then he walked away whistling.

Cut to:

Int.

Council Waiting Room – Moments Later

Dawn and Skye held hand tightly as they walked over to where Xander was sitting.

"Have you heard anything?" Dawn asked Xander softly.

Xander just shook his head. "She’s still in surgery," he responded quietly.

Willow suddenly looked over at Giles, who was sitting next to her. She had un-shed tears in her eyes.

"Giles, I…I can’t lose someone else. Not like this," she said in a choked voice. "If I do, that’s it for me. I’ll just spend the rest of my life alone. Otherwise, I’ll just endanger anyone I love."

Giles placed a gentle hand over the witch’s. "Willow," he said, "that’s not the case. It was a dangerous situation, and it could have ended far worse." He squeezed her hand and smiled softly. "She’ll be fine. You’ll see."

The sudden swing of the doors broke the tender moment, and everyone quickly rose to their feet to meet Dr. Miller.

Willow looked at him with pure vulnerability in her eyes. The doctor just smiled.

"She’s going to be fine. Sore, for now, but fine," Dr. Miller announced.

Everyone in the room let out the breath that they hadn’t even known they were holding.

"She has lost a lot of blood, though, and she’s tired and groggy," Dr. Miller continued, "But we’ve got her all patched up. You can go in to see her as long as you keep the numbers down for now. She’s going to need her rest."

The doctor added another smile before quickly disappearing through the doors once again.

Willow instantly turned to the others, and they all nodded in silent agreement.

"You go ahead," Giles spoke for everyone. "We’ll go in later. Just be sure to tell her she’s in our thoughts and we’ll be by once she’s feeling more up to it."

"Of course," the witch nodded. "Thank you," she said placing a shaking hand over Giles’s. "Thank you all," she said with a quick look around the room before rushing through the double doors.

Xander and Giles both looked at each other and released a heavy breath at the same time.

"Thank god we were right," Xander muttered.

Giles gave him a slight grin and patted him on the back as they began to walk away. 

Cut to:

Int.

Council Recovery Room – Moments Later

The door to Rowena’s room slowly crept open, and Willow stepped through, quietly closing it behind her.[image: image31.jpg]



She looked down at the still body under the covers for a few moments before tentatively walking over and standing next to the bed.

Hearing the machines beeping and seeing the numerous tubes and wires running to and from the woman’s body was too much. Willow stared for a moment and then placed her hand over her mouth to keep the sobs from escaping.

"Hey," Rowena croaked.

Willow began to cry uncontrollably.

"Hey," the blonde repeated in a lighter tone. "None of that. I didn’t lie, did I? I told you I’d be fine, and here I am, all fine. I even got back something I lost," she said holding up her bandaged hand. "All in all, I’d say it’s a good day."

Willow wiped her eyes and smiled weakly. She reached out to take the woman’s unbandaged hand in her own. Her smile faded as she stroked the back of Ro’s hand with her thumb.

"I was so scared I was gonna lose you," she said softly. "The worst part…You needed me but I was useless."

"Useless?" Rowena asked.

Willow nodded. "I couldn’t even do a locator spell to find you."

"Oh Willow," Ro said softly. "Magic doesn’t matter. I’m so proud of you for holding it together in the van. That helped me more than you realize. I know how difficult it must have been for you…all the memories."

"Yeah," Willow nodded. "But it also made me realize what’s important. I could stay mad at you, or I could get over it for us." She reached down and placed a gentle hand on the blonde’s cheek. "I choose us."

Rowena smiled and squeezed the redhead’s hand. Willow returned the smile for a moment before reaching out behind her and pulling the chair next to the bed.

"So your finger’s back then?" Willow asked.

Rowena nodded. "Yeah for now. Dr. Miller said it might take, but then again it might not. But it’s worth a try. What I wouldn’t give for a little Slayer healing," she teased with a slight grin.[image: image32.jpg]



Willow grinned too. "Well since you don’t have that, you’d better get some rest, Sweetie," she said as she sat down. "I’ll be right here when you wake up."

"See? Now that’s something I can use – knowing you’re here." Rowena grinned again and closed her eyes as if safe in the knowledge that Willow wouldn’t leave her side.

Fade to:
Int.
Presidium Citadel – Panopticon – Same time

Amid the shadows of the mostly inactive chamber, the images of Willow and Rowena, the only ones being projected, cast a weak glow over the Lover's inscrutable face.

Cut to:

Int.

Slayer Rec Room – Moments Later

Faith walked into the room to see Kennedy pounding on the punching back relentlessly.

"Yo Slick," Faith said with a smile as she approached. "Who ticked you off this time?"

Kennedy just ignored her and continued to pummel the bag.

"Hey," Faith said as she reached out and stopped the bag with both hands. When Kennedy turned to her with a fierce stare, Faith threw her arms up and stepped back. "Hey, just a question. No need for the daggers."

Kennedy let out a frustrated huff as she started to rip the tape from her hands.

"Is it about what happened out there at the club?" Faith prodded.

"I don’t wanna get into this," Kennedy said quickly.

Faith just nodded as she placed her hands in her pockets. "That’s cool, you know, whatever."

"Well there’s a first," Kennedy said in a harsh tone as she walked over to the water bottle on the bench.

"Hey now, just cause something’s got you all wound up, doesn’t mean you gotta take it out on the first person that walks in," Faith said pulling her hands from her pockets.

Kennedy lifted the water bottle to her lips and took a long swig. "Then I guess you shouldn’t have walked in."

Faith shook her head with a disbelieving smile. "Same ole Ken," she said under her breath.

"Oh great, just what I need. Another woman who thinks she knows all about me," the younger slayer said as she threw the empty water bottle to the ground.

"Just what the hell’s that supposed to mean?" Faith replied, getting angry herself.

Kennedy just shook her head. "Nothing."

"You know what? Never mind. ’Cause right now, I don’t give a rat’s ass," Faith said as she began to quickly walk out.

"It’s Mia," Kennedy said softly just as Faith walked past her.

The older slayer stopped in place and turned to face the other woman. "Mia?" she asked confused. "What about her?"

Kennedy stared at her for a long moment before speaking. "It’s about me and her."

Faith’s eyebrows shot up, and she just stared at the other woman. "Oh," she said finally.[image: image33.jpg]



Kennedy shrugged and took a seat on the bench. She clasped her hands together and looked at them for a moment before bringing her eyes back up to Faith’s.

"I don’t think it’s gonna work," Kennedy said.

Faith’s mouth dropped open, but no words came out.

Fade to Black
End of Real World
