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Fade In:
Int.
Smoking Salon – Dusk (A.D. 1929)

Men moving in the room could barely be heard, as the carpet was thick and heavy. Elaborate panels of dark, polished wood lined each wall. Heads of animals adorned those walls, along with coats of arms. Although the lights were electric, they'd been designed to look like candelabra.

A fat man with a monocle slurped his cognac. "A common street punk. Nothing but a rabble-rouser." He muttered the words into his glass.

Beside him, an older man with a large white moustache nodded. "But we have no choice. He has been Chosen." The capital letter was audible.

The fat man looked ready to spit. "But why him?"

"You would rather have that honor yourself?"

At those words, the man froze because the mustached man was close enough that he see his companion almost hide a shudder.

"Just so. Thank the gods for even tiny favors, my friend. This cup was passed from our lips. Be grateful. I am."

The overweight man finished his cognac in a single gulp. He gestured to a servant for another. Smoothly, a bottle was brought. He tried to pour it, but his hand trembled. A servant then poured it for him, and moved away so quickly it was as if he vanished. The fat man lifted the glass to his lips, then stopped.

At the far end of the room, another servant was escorting someone. Both the portly man and his elder companion stared at the brown overcoat, the piercing blue eyes, the tiny moustache that reminded one of Charlie Chaplin. It was the only thing about this man that seemed at all comical. Even though the servant was visibly showing him where to go, the man in the brown coat moved as if this were his home, his castle, his personal fortress. Every set of eyes in the room was fixed upon him, and he managed to ignore that fact while acknowledging it at the same instant.

"Poor devil," the old man with the large white moustache said beneath his breath.

Cut To:
Int.
Office – Moments Later

The room was very poorly lit. Enough to make out tapestries hanging from the walls, tapestries depicting the torments of hell. Following a knock on the door, a hand at a desk turned a dial. Above, a chandelier began to glow. Now the room became fully visible. So did the desk, the high-backed chair behind it, the table at one end with a chest resting upon it.

"Enter," said the owner of the hand at the desk.

When the door opened, only one figure entered. A servant closed the door behind him. The man in the brown coat looked around, and saw the only other occupant. He did a take. He was not a man surprised often.

The other occupant stood. He wore a black suit that resembled a uniform. He was also clearly not human. His eyes were red. Skin included scales. Ears pointed. And as he spoke, fangs became visible.[image: image1.jpg]



"I am Varthrim, Herr Wolf. Or would you prefer to use your true name?"

Herr Wolf hesitated. "On balance, I would prefer Wolf. An alias can be useful."

"Oh, I understand." Varthrim walked from behind the desk and approached his guest. "Just as I understand the reason for this particular nom-de-guerre. Wotan, walking abroad among mortals, yes? A subtle hint at ambition, but clear if one knows how to look upon it."

"And this." Herr Wolf gestured at Varthrim's appearance. "Speaking of aliases."

Varthrim said nothing at first. He simply approached Wolf until less than five inches lay between their faces. "Look as closely as you like," he said, voice low. "This is real. I am what I appear to be. Some of your associates have tried to tell you, insisted there are mysteries and powers of which you barely dream, but which can be used in your quest. They were right. Oh, the details weren't there, but the essence. Yes. Look at me, Herr Wolf. Look at me, and dream what my existence may represent."

The man in the brown coat swallowed. "This group…"

With a snort, Varthrim waved a hand. "The Thule Society has glimpsed at what is possible, dipped their toes into the ocean. In short, they are tools."

"And I – I am to be a tool?"

"Perhaps. Or perhaps your will is strong enough to command, rather than be commanded. Eh?"

"By whom? You?"

"Oh, no. Make no mistake, Herr Wolf. I am a mere slave. The test is now whether you will be a slave – or a master."

At these words, Herr Wolf's blue eyes almost glowed. He grew still, but with the stillness of a taut bowstring. The barest hint of a smile hovered on his lips, below the small square moustache.

"Proceed!"

Varthrim nodded. He gestured with one arm to the table at the far end of the room – the table with the chest. "Within," said Varthrim, "is a source of power older than the human race. Distilled by magics and fate into that which exceeds every other talisman. The Holy Grail, the Spear of Longinus, the Ring of the Niebelungs itself are but echoes of this great mystery."

Wolf began to walk towards the chest. "It offers itself to me?"

"It offers itself to all. Open the chest, and see what you can do with it."

"I think…" he said.

"What?"

"I hear something."

"Your last chance, Herr Wolf. Your very last chance – open the chest and your fate, for good or ill, is set. It will master you, or you shall master it."

"My dreams…"

"Yes?…Your dreams?"

"Germany reborn. Cleansed. We can be a proud and glorious people once more, as we were before the Romans came." Wolf's voice trembled with passion. "This has been a dark age, an age of machines but no honor, of survival but nothing that could be called life. Wars of death, but no glory. Battles of destruction, but no heroes. We could the lead the way back to what the human race should be!"

"A beautiful vision." Varthrim nodded. "What are you willing to do to make this dream come true?"

Herr Wolf took a deep breath, then pushed open the chest. Within, upon a pillow of white silk, lay the Loathestone.

"Is this…?"

"Yes."

"But it is nothing but…" Wolf's next words gagged. His eyes blinked, then bulged. He tried to form words. Rigid, he tried to move his arms to shut the chest. And failed.

"I warned you," Varthrim said, his voice equal parts tender and sad. "I am its slave, Herr Wolf. And now, you too will be slave to the Loathestone. Awash in our own darkness, enough light kept flickering to know what we are, what we are doing, but too weak to stop ourselves."

After a few more moments, the man who called himself 'Wolf' fell to the floor, trembling. He'd begun foaming at the mouth. Varthrim knelt beside him. "Maybe you'll be one of the lucky ones," he said to the writhing man. "Perhaps you'll go mad, or be used up soon enough to be allowed to commit suicide. We can hope for that. I still hope for it."

Wolf's mouth moved, but no words came out. His unblinking eyes seemed to see horrors without end.

Varthrim waited.

Fade Out

Fade In:
Int.
House – Present Day

A bright orange utility knife cut through the packing tape, and the upper leafs of the cardboard box peeled back to reveal a neatly folded set of pale green towels.[image: image2.jpg]



"Linen closet," a young, attractive woman said from behind him. "I think it's just down that hallway."

A middle-aged man reached into the box, lifting the towels from its confines, and passed them to the younger woman.

"Since you know where it is, and all." He offered a small smile as she turned and practically skipped to a nearby doorway.

He walked over to another box, labeled "Books" in black marker, and cut it open. He walked past the muted television where the day's news was playing and lifted the books onto the bookshelf next to it.

Cut To:
Int.
Hallway – Same Time

The woman's body was silhouetted in the doorway as she rested the stack of towels against her chest and felt around with her free hand to find the light switch.

She flinched, her features scrunching as the hallway was promptly flooded with light. The brass light fixtures high on the wall cast a flickering, bright light on the molded wooden walls around her. The floorboards under her feet creaked slightly as she stepped.

Quickly, her eyes darted back and forth between the narrow walls. With a sharp intake of breath she spun around suddenly, her wide eyes searching the hallway behind her.

"Honey?" she called out.

"Yeah, sweetheart?" the voice called back from the living room.

Her eyes again scanned the area behind her. "Nothing," she said finally. She shook her head sharply and made her way down the creaky hallway to the linen closet, where she deposited the towels in the closet and quickly fled.

Cut to:
Int.
Living Room – Continuous

"You okay?" he asked from the living room as she reappeared.

"Yeah, I'm fine," she replied. "Just a new house, I guess."

He stepped aside, gesturing at the filled bookcase. "Ta-daaa," he announced. "Starting to feel like home already, isn't it?"

She smiled back at him, then glanced over at the television. "Hey…isn't that…?" she asked, letting the rest of the sentence hang as she walked up to the large screen.

The man looked down at the image on the screen where a reporter was asking someone a question at a press conference. He watched for a few moments longer.

"Yeah," he finally replied.

"You know, one of these days, you really should call," she added tentatively.

He shrugged. "Why get in the way?"

"Now you're just making excuses," she replied. She took a step towards the television. A shower of sparks erupted from the back of the set. The duo automatically leapt back from the television, raising their hands defensively.

"Jeez, that TV's been acting up ever since we moved in," he murmured.

"Is it plugged in right?" She glanced behind the set.

"I'm pretty sure it –," his statement was punctuated by a sharp thwack, followed promptly by a softer, heavier thud. The woman straightened to find her husband lying on the ground, his limbs spread. A hardcover copy of War and Peace lay on the ground between his outstretched legs, and the beginning of a large bruise was already visible on his forehead.

"Hon, what –?"[image: image3.jpg]



She was cut off by a copy of Bertil Hille's Ion Channels of Excitable Membranes, 3rd edition, which leapt from the bookshelf, striking her in the back of her head. She dropped to one knee, her palm rubbing her head as the voluminous text fell to the carpet next to her.

Both large texts sprang open, still resting upon the floor, and the pages began tearing themselves free of their respective spines, showering down upon them in expensive and scholarly confetti.

"What's going on?" she demanded. The man lay unconscious, unable to respond.

End of Teaser
Act One 
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Fade In:
Int.
Buffy's Office – Evening

Willow spoke into the phone. "I'm gonna be a little late coming home tonight…Yeah, Buffy and I are going over some important things we need to cover. It's gonna take a couple of hours at least." She smiled across the table at Buffy. The slayer wore a grin and was shaking her head.[image: image4.jpg]



Willow rested the telephone in the crook of her neck and began furiously moving her hands over the desk as she spoke into the phone, "You know how it is – Council work is never done." As she listened to the voice on the other end she looked triumphantly across the table at Buffy and smiled. "Okay, Stephen Colbert's AmeriCone Dream Ice Cream. Got it…You're welcome…Love you too. Bye." Willow hung up the phone with a smile and turned to Buffy. "Okay, where were we?"

"Bandersnatch?" Buffy asked as she gestured at the Scrabble board in front of her incredulously. "How the hell did you come up with Bandersnatch, of all the words in the world? And really, is that even a word?"

Willow shrugged. "You want to challenge?"

Buffy sighed. "No," she said grumpily. "Serves me right for picking Scrabble tonight. What's the score for that one?"

"234." Willow told her.

"234?!"

"Top row, two triple word scores and two double letter scores on the d and the h," Willow announced.

"Bandersnatch!?"

"I was reading Through the Looking-Glass," Willow defended herself. "Which, by the way, takes on a whole new meaning when you find out a little about Lewis Carroll." Willow's features scrunched uncomfortably.

"You have time to read?" Buffy asked.

"Yeah, surprising, huh?"

"Actually, not really. I've had more free time lately. I'm way ahead of my work load lately 'cause Joan's so efficient," Buffy told her.

"Joan…"

"My assistant," Buffy prompted her.

"Right," Willow snapped her fingers. "You know, I don't think I've ever actually met her…" Willow fell silent for a moment and then added, "No one's ever met her."

"Not you too," Buffy grumbled. "She's real and not a figment of my imagination, okay? And she's one of the reasons I'm getting all my work done, which, by the way, allows me to focus on more important questions. Like how the heck do you spell Bandersnatch with only seven tiles?"

"You watched me do it!" Willow insisted.

"Yeah, but I swear sometimes that you abracadabra the tiles into something else while I'm not looking," Buffy told her.

"I just spelled Bandersnatch." Willow smiled. "You think I need to magic some tiles away to beat you?"

"Touché," Buffy muttered. "Next game night, good old fashioned arm-wrestling."

"Naah, I'll leave the sweaty pursuits to you," Willow told her.

"Speaking of sweaty," Buffy offered a cocky smile as she studied the scrabble board before her, "what's with dodging your wife?"

"Oh, that? It's nothing." Off Buffy's look she became indignant. "Really!" she insisted. "I just, you know, needed to get away for a little while."

Buffy shrugged slightly. "Okay."

"With everything that's happening, it's nice to spend time with my friends too, you know?"

"Hey, you don't need to defend yourself to me," Buffy told her. "I love the company but at least you have someone to run away from."

"I'm not running away," Willow argued. "I'm simply…"

"Being avoid-y girl?" Buffy offered.

"Noooo," Willow whined. "I'm more than just someone's wife and a mom-to-be."

The pair turned their attention towards the door as it opened. They both stood up as Gwen Raiden strode into the office.

"Gwen, hey," Buffy said, giving her a little wave. "Glad you could come down."

"Wow, standing ovation and everything. Girl could get used to this," Gwen quipped.

"How you doing?" Willow asked with a hopeful smile.

"Good. Glad to see the color's come back to your cheeks since last time I was here."

"I'm doing much better. Finally got married too," Willow raised her hand to show Gwen the ring.

"Which is why she's hiding in my office," Buffy teased. Willow shot her a disapproving look and the slayer grinned. "Please, have a seat." Buffy gestured to the chair beside Willow.

"So what's the 411?" Gwen asked. "Don't tell me it's another apocalypse that somehow involves Scrabble."

"Nope, no apocalypse, not yet anyway," Buffy replied. "The point is we want you to work for us. You've proven a valuable ally and friend to the Council, and god only knows when we might have to call on your…talents…and expertise again."

At first Gwen said nothing.

"We want you to be our freelance security consultant," Willow added, "along with being someone we can call in for…special assignments."

"So I wouldn't be a desk jockey?" Gwen asked.

"Nope," Willow replied.

"And I wouldn't be working full-time? Not roaming the halls going from meeting to meeting?"

"Correct," Buffy nodded.

"And I can still, 'ya know, make a living with other…pursuits…when I'm not freelancing with you?"

"Sure, as long as you remain loyal and not blab that you're on our books." Buffy gave Gwen a demure smile.

"Also, I'd like the chance to work up a new control chip for you," Willow put forward.[image: image5.jpg]



"Willow, thank you, but like I said before, I don't think it can be replicated." Gwen's demeanor became crestfallen.

"I know, but seeing as we've now got Bureau Nine's state of the art techs on hand there might be a way. I can't make promises, but I wanna try," Willow said, resolute.

Gwen smiled. "Talking of the good Bureau, what about them? Namely Jason Felix. He gonna have a problem with little old moi working for you?" Gwen said.

Buffy slowly shook her head. "It doesn't matter to us if he does, but to be honest, I don't think he'll have a problem."

A grin widened across Gwen's porcelain face. "Okay. I'm in."

"Wonderful," Buffy told her as she motioned for them all to stand. "As I said, I have nothing pressing this second but I'll let you know if we do."

Buffy extended her hand and Gwen shook it. She followed suit, doing the same with Willow. "Sounds good, ladies. Until then."

Gwen nodded and made her way back out. Buffy turned to Willow as they both took their seats again. "Anyway, getting back to more important matters…just don't forget that you're lucky Will."

"Excuse me?" she asked.

"We were talking about Ro. You know? The gal who warms up your feet, and other parts, at night?"

Willow grinned. "Yeah, I realize how lucky I am. But you could have the same. Not Ro, of course, because she's taken, but still, you know what I mean, right?" Buffy shrugged. "Think about it Buff. You're a world-famous, super-hot chick with superpowers. Shouldn't you have to beat them off with a stick?" Willow asked incredulously. "I mean, in ancient Rome, rich women would pay a premium to be, uh, serviced by the gladiators at the time…"

"Are you saying that I should get people to pay me for…?"

"No!" Willow shouted, then added more quietly. "Unless, of course, you want to, I mean, far be it from me to say what you can and can't do for money, as long as it's your choice and nobody's forcing you. But just so you know, the Council doesn't need more money, but I'm sure you could get someone to pay a lot…"

"Willow?"

"Yeah?"

"Yammering," Buffy told her, "and frankly, more than a little insulting."

Willow grinned. "All I'm saying is that there's no reason why you shouldn't have prospects," she told her.

"Well, I told you about the arrangement I have with Xander," Buffy told her.

"Yeah, and frankly, you could do a lot worse in the physical department." Willow smiled.

Buffy's eyes clenched shut and she shook her head, trying to erase the evoked mental image. "Ugh, TMI!"

"You've got an 'arrangement,'" Willow said through air quotes, "and you don't even want to picture him naked?"

"Naked, sure, just not getting freaky with my best friend," Buffy suppressed a shiver. "Now Jim on the other hand…"[image: image6.jpg]



Willow blinked. "Jim?"

"Yeah, Jim, about this tall, dark hair, ruggedly yet boyishly handsome…"

"I know Jim," Willow said. "Really? Jim?"

"You think he might be a…prospect?" Buffy asked.

"For you?" Willow's eyes widened.

"No, dummy, for Xander. Of course for me!" Buffy joked.

Willow seemed reluctant. "Well, he's nice. Seems like a great guy. Definitely not bad on the eyes. Actually, I think he'd be perfect for you, except –" Willow was interrupted by the ringing of the phone. "Just a sec." She reached down, lifting the handset off of its cradle. She flashed a grin at Buffy then began twisting her fingers through her red hair. "Buffy Summers Office, how may I help you?" She frowned as the person on the other end of the line spoke. "Is this some kind of joke?" she asked sharply. She listened for a moment, looking up at the blonde slayer across from her, who now had her eyebrows scrunched in curiosity. "Hold please," Willow said finally.

She pressed the hold button and held the phone across to the vampire slayer.

"It's a guy saying he's your dad."

Buffy's jaw immediately dropped.

Fade In:
Int.
Willow and Rowena's Bedroom – Later

"So, Hank Summers thinks that his new house may be haunted," Willow said as she held up a businesslike dress in front of her and inspected it. She cocked her head slightly before she folded it and placed it in the suitcase in front of her.

Cut To:
Int.
Buffy's Bedroom – Same Time

"So naturally he and his latest trophy wife figure that they can just snap their fingers and call us to the middle of Assmuch Illinois to have a big-ol' family hug-fest," Buffy railed as she paced back and forth at the foot of the bed.

Cut To:
Int.
Willow and Rowena's Bedroom – Same Time

"But I think this may be a good chance for Buffy to finally have it out with her father. She and Dawn have always carried a bit of a chip on their skinny little shoulders since he sorta vanished a couple of years after she moved to Sunnydale," Willow continued.

"Feeling a little rage-by-proxy?" Rowena asked.

"What? No!" Willow said indignantly. "Why?"

Rowena tilted her head at the blouse in the redhead's hands, which she had crumpled into a tiny little ball.

Willow looked at the wrinkled, twisted fabric in her hands then abruptly tried to un-wrinkle it. "Okay, so maybe I'm feeling a little…indignant on my Buffy's behalf, but…"

"She's your best friend. I think it's pretty much in your job description to take her side against her estranged father," Rowena told her. "Actually, I think it's kinda cute," she added with a bit of a smile.

"What?" Willow's eyes rolled upwards for a moment as she contemplated the comment. "Actually, I guess that is kinda cute. But I feel kinda bad leaving you alone here, especially in your…condition."

"I'm pregnant, not an invalid. Hell, in Canada, women don't even get maternity leave. We just work right up to the date of delivery, then we take a lunch break, walk out into the frozen tundra, squat and pop out a kid. Then we go back to work. It's pretty cheap, actually. All you have to do is pay for the rental of an open field," Rowena told her, deadpan.

"Really?"

"Cute, and gullible," Rowena smiled.

Willow's eyes narrowed suspiciously. "You're being surprisingly reasonable about all this," she told her wife.

"Absolutely. I want you to join your friends. You're my wife, not my slave. So go…have a life."

"Well what happened to all these stories I heard about pregnant women getting all crazy-hormonal. You know, going from out-of-control horny to clinically depressed six times a day?"

"Will, Buffy's going to need you and I'll be fine. You've been cooped up in Cleveland for a long time and a change of setting will be good for you," she told her. Rowena spun around as a knock sounded at the door.[image: image7.jpg]


 
Cut To:
Int.
Kitchen/Foyer – Continuous

"Plus," she said as she paused a moment in the kitchen, "you might save our chairwoman from a lengthy prison sentence should she decide to knock her father into next week."

Rowena continued her journey to the door as Willow looked at her receding back with a stunned expression on her face. She opened the heavy wooden door to reveal Kennedy standing in the hallway with a suitcase in her hand and Marsha on her shoulder. She smiled warmly at the slayer before she turned to face Willow again, who was now standing in the kitchen.

"See? The babysitter's already here. I'll be fine."

For a long moment no one in the room moved or said a word.

"Look," Willow began. "Buffy really doesn't need me there. I'm sure that she can handle everything without me…"

"I've got a hot slayer here to wait on me hand and foot."

"Why thank you," Kennedy remarked with a proud grin.

"And," Rowena continued, "I can have an army of them mobilized with one phone call. I have a fridge full of pickles and AmeriCone ice cream and a DVD player. What more could I need?"

"Oh speaking of which," Kennedy said as she handed over some DVD cases to Rowena, "D.E.B.S., Fire, and Desert Hearts – a comedy, some angst and one with a somewhat happy ending."

Rowena giggled. "Looks like you covered all the genres."

"Hey guys," Willow interrupted. They both looked her way. "I really think maybe I should stay."

"Don't be silly," Rowena told her. "Everything will be fine and if not, I can have every street between here and the nearest maternity ward cleared in five minutes or less." Rowena ushered the dark-haired slayer into the living room. "Relax, we've got everything covered."

Cut To:
Int.
Buffy's Bedroom – Same Time

"So tell me again why we're doing anything for this guy?" Skye asked, reclining in a comfortable chair near the head of Buffy's bed. Her knuckles became even whiter than usual as she gripped the armrest of the chair.

"You know, I've been asking myself that," Dawn turned to her sister. "I mean, if you really want to be technical about it, he's your dad, not mine."

Buffy paused. "Come to think of it…have you ever actually had a conversation with him?" she asked.

"A real one? Like one that wasn't magically conjured in all of our heads?" Dawn asked. "Well, no. I've got…you know…memories artificially created by an order of monks who wanted to save the world."

"That's a sentence you don't hear everyday," Skye added to no one in particular.

"And that's the reason why Will and Xander did their best to hide that I was…gone."

"The word is dead." Skye said. "Like your mother, whose funeral he couldn't be bothered to attend," she added with a hint of anger.

Buffy ignored her and continued, "Can you imagine what would've happened if…?"

A loud crack interrupted Buffy's monologue and the sisters turned to see Skye gripping the broken wooden armrest in her right hand. "Sorry," the Vampire shrugged, "The thought of what he did pisses me off." She then looked at the arm in her hand. "I guess they don't make 'em like they used to."

"You're paying for that," Buffy told Skye before turning to Dawn. "At any rate, this is probably nothing," she continued. "And the sooner we get it done, the sooner we can get back to ignoring him completely…and vice versa."

"But if it isn't nothing, we could always just let whatever is haunting his house kill him," Skye pointed out.

Dawn and Buffy both looked at the vampire with stunned expressions on their faces.[image: image8.jpg]



"And if that doesn't work, there are some demons right here in Cleveland that could make a real catchy throw rug out of him. Think about it, you could put him in your living room and spend the day walking all over him, and when he gets dirty, you hang him up out back and beat him with a stick," Skye added.

The sisters' eyes widened, their jaws opening in shock.

"Kidding," Skye said innocently. She paused for a beat. "Sorta."

Cut To:
Int.
Xander's Bedroom – Same Time

Xander was in the midst of zipping his overnight bag closed when a knock at the door drew his attention. He looked down at the bag for a moment before he moved it from the bed to the floor.

"Coming," he called out to whoever was in the hallway.

He made his way to the doorway and swung it open. Lori stood in the middle of the hallway, leaning heavily on a sturdy cane. "Hey," she said softly.

"Hi," Xander replied. "It's…not Tuesday."

"I know," Lori told him. "Tomorrow's Tuesday and I don't think you're going to be back by tomorrow night." She stepped past him into the living room closing the door behind her.

"You know, there's a funny thing about Tuesdays," Xander commented wryly. "They tend to happen pretty much every week."

"Well, maybe I don't want to wait that long," Lori countered.

"And if I am back by tomorrow night?" Xander asked.

"Tomorrow's Tuesday," Lori said simply with a slight tilt of her head. She backed into his bedroom with surprising smoothness considering the cane she was leaning on.

"Are you coming?" she asked, her voice sultry as she disappeared through the bedroom door.

Xander tilted his head slightly. "Still," he muttered softly as he followed her into the bedroom, "more romantic than Faith."

Cut To:
Int.
Council Jet – Later

"And then she walks in with the ultimate collection of lesbo chick flicks and her stinky dragon," Willow ranted. "I swear Marsha better not eat my cats and Kennedy better not eat…my AmeriCone ice cream," she ended in a mutter.

Skye smiled from behind the magazine she was looking at while Dawn shook her head with a grin. Buffy, on the other hand, laughed out loud.

"Chill out Will," Buffy told her.

"And why are we leaving right now, anyway? We might as well go in the morning since they're not expecting us until then. That way, you know, I'm home with Rowena."

"Admit it. What you really mean is Kennedy's not there?"

Willow seemed reluctant to answer. "Maybe," she finally replied. "Maybe not."

Buffy chuckled again. "Look, I want to be in town so at first light I can find this house. Besides, if anything, you should be lucky Ro and Ken are getting along. I remember a time when you said they couldn't stand to be in the same room with each other."

"I suppose," Willow sighed.

Buffy looked around the cabin of the jet. "Where's Xander?" she asked.

"I don't know," Willow replied. "I stopped by his room a few hours ago. It looked like he was done packing. I told him what time we were leaving."

"Was he alone?" Buffy asked with a half-smile.

"Xander? Yes! I mean, I think so. I didn't see anyone in the room or anything, but he was there…I mean, the only place I couldn't see was his bedroom, and wouldn't we know if he had someone in his bedroom that he…wasn't alone with?" Willow stammered.

"Actually, if there was someone that he wasn't alone with, that's probably the one thing that we wouldn't know," Buffy replied. Her eyes rolled up and to the left as she contemplated the question for a moment. "Wrong emphasis," she realized. "That's probably the one thing that we wouldn't know."

"Why us?" Willow asked.

"Well, if he was actually seeing someone, I'm sure we'd know about it. But if there was someone he was just being…not alone with, let's face it, we'd be the last people he'd tell," Buffy told her.

"But that's not Xander. He's not the type to be just…I mean he wouldn't, would he?" Willow asked.

"Yeah, right. Ask your pregnant wife," Skye muttered.

"Behave," Dawn chastised her girlfriend.

"Will, do you know any guy who wouldn't be the type if they were single and had an offer for some…not-aloneyness?" Buffy asked.[image: image9.jpg]



Skye dropped the magazine down slightly. She looked at the duo, her eyebrows arched.

"You two are probably the only people in the known universe who can make casual sex, correction – any sex – sound boring."

Buffy and Willow both glared at her while Dawn tried to hide her growing smile.

"I'm here! I'm here!" Xander announced, slightly out of breath, from the doorway of the cabin. "Sorry I'm late, did I miss anything?"

"Not yet," Buffy told him. She looked at him quizzically for a moment.

"What?" Xander asked, noticing her curious expression.

Buffy took a step towards him, examining him closely.

Xander's eyes quickly scanned the cabin for an escape route. He seemed for a moment to find absolutely everything in the aircraft fascinating except for Buffy's eyes. "What is it?"

Buffy's eyes narrowed as she leaned close. Xander fidgeted in front of her uncomfortably. Then, just as suddenly, she drew back. Her eyes widened to their normal diameter and her tone was light when she spoke again. "Nothing," she said brightly as she slid into her seat, facing Willow across a table bolted into the aircraft's bulkhead.

Willow's brow arched upwards, her eyes questioning. Buffy shrugged slightly.

"What was that about?" Xander asked as he slid into a seat facing Dawn and Skye. He gingerly sipped from the bottle of water in front of him.

"They want to know if you're having sex with someone," Skye told him.

Xander's eyes bulged out as he choked on the water he'd almost swallowed. He coughed and sputtered, trying to clear his airway.

"My guess? He is," Skye said with a shrug before she rustled her magazine and began looking at it again.

Cut To:
Int.
Summers' House – Next Day

The door swung open to reveal a young, blonde woman, only fractionally taller than Buffy. Her fingers curled thoughtlessly through her golden locks as she looked at the quintet, who were visible from her vantage point.

"Kin I help you?" she asked as they approached the house.

"Is this the Summers' house?" Buffy asked, suddenly looking confused.

"Yes," the woman replied.

A pregnant silence hung in the air before Buffy spoke again. "Is Hank Summers here?"

"No, he's still at work. Can I take a message?" She asked.

"Um, I'm Buffy…Summers," Buffy said awkwardly.

"Buffy…Hank's daughter?" the woman asked. Her expression immediately brightened. "I'm sorry, I didn't know you were so old. I mean you look a lot younger on T.V."

Skye smiled and Buffy just glared at her, as if daring her to say something.

"Can we come in?" Skye asked the woman instead.

"Oh certainly," she said. "Come in, come in." She ushered them into the entrance hall.

As the woman turned her back to lead them into the house, Buffy turned to Willow, standing at her left. Old? she mouthed silently.

Willow's only response was a shrug.

The woman turned to Skye. "I'm Jessica. I guess you must be Dawn."[image: image10.jpg]



Dawn raised her hand from behind the group. "No, I'm Dawn."

"Now, which daughter are you? Are you the lesbian, or the one who sleeps with vampires?" she asked, practically bouncing up and down.

Dawn's mouth opened, then closed again. She looked around, unsure of what to say.

Jessica rushed forward, gathering the brunette in a tight embrace. "Ooooh, I just know we're going to be such good friends. I've always wanted someone like a sister."

"Your maiden name isn't 'Kendall,' by any chance, is it?" Skye asked from Dawn's left.

Willow slapped Skye across the forearm as forcefully but casually as possible.

As Dawn wriggled free of Jessica's grasp, Xander looked up at the large, elegant ceiling that towered above them. "Fantastic woodwork," Xander said softly.

"Isn't it?" Jessica asked, finally releasing her daughter-in-law. "Hank got a spectacular deal on it." She led the group deeper into the house. "I've got rooms all set up for you."

"Um, look," Willow said softly. "I'd like to do a search on the history of this house. Do you have a net connection I could use?"

"Oh, we have WiFi," Jessica said.

"Perfect," Willow replied. "Can I set up in the living room?"

"Of course," Jessica replied as Willow removed a laptop from her shoulder bag.

Willow carefully unfolded the laptop on the coffee table in the center of the room and pressed the power button.

"Usually, hauntings like this come from someone who used to li –" Willow's explanation was cut off as sparks leapt from the keyboard of the laptop. She reflexively jerked away from the computer as it seemed to spasm on the wooden tabletop.

"Ungrateful wretch!" The computer's tinny-sounding speakers shrieked at her. "Nasty child who should know better!"[image: image11.jpg]



Flames exploded out of the laptop's screen, showering sparks and bits of scorched electronics on the cowering witch. Willow backed away from the computer as it burst into flames.

"Wow," Jessica said as she looked at the computer burning. "That's – , that's not supposed to happen, is it?"

As the laptop continued to smoke Willow turned to Buffy. "The Council will reimburse me for this, right?"

Buffy sighed.

Fade Out.

End of Act One
Act Two
Fade In:
Int.
Summers' House Living Room – Moments Later

Willow muttered an incantation in Latin and waved her fingers over the small fire. A bluish sphere formed around the flames, but almost immediately destabilized, and the flames flared upwards again.[image: image12.jpg]



"Where's that fire extinguisher?" she demanded, tension thick in her voice.

"I'm looking for it!" Jessica yelled back, as she frantically dug through a cardboard box. Two other boxes next to her had their contents emptied out on the floor.

"Do you like the curtains?" Xander asked frantically.

"What?" Jessica asked.

"The curtains, do you like them?" Xander repeated, striding over to the large picture window that opened on the front yard.

"I – uh, we hadn't really decided…" Jessica started.

Without waiting for her to finish, Xander reached up and tore the large curtains free from their anchors. He ran over to the building fire in front of Willow and spread the curtain out over the flames, smothering them.

The two stood looking at the covered remains of the laptop for a moment before Xander gingerly reached down and lifted the curtain from the smoldering remains of the computer.

"I take it we're not calling this a power surge," he said, looking at the melted, twisted remains of the machine.

Willow looked at him with a slight smile. "That was very brave. I'm sure that valiant move is just the kind of bravery Buffy's looking for in a man," she said, her voice deadpan.

Buffy shot her an incredulous look while Xander asked, "Really?" perhaps a little too eagerly.

Willow, Skye and Dawn all giggled slightly.

"She's kidding Xander. Cool your jets," Buffy told him.

"Just what the hell is going on here?" A new voice called from the doorway. "And is that my laptop?" it demanded.

"Hi, Dad," Buffy said levelly, without turning to face the doorway. "How have you been?"

"What have you done with my…"

"Relax, it's not your laptop," Buffy told him, still refusing to face him.

"…drapes?" Hank Summers finished.

Buffy winced. "Well, you were planning on replacing them anyway, weren't you?"

"Wait a second, whose laptop is that?" Hank asked.

"Mine," Willow replied.

He looked at her for a moment, scanning his memory. "Maple?"

"I'm Willow," she corrected him.

"No, I mean the wood of the coffee table. It smells like burnt maple."

"Oh. Yeah. Sorry." Willow's cheeks reddened slightly.

"Look, are you sure you're…qualified for this kind of work?" Hank asked.

"Let's start again," Skye said, stepping in front of him. "Your daughter asked how you've been. Even if you don't give a damn about her, at least answer her question, you worth-."

"Skye," Dawn stepped up interrupting. "Hey Dad, long time, no see," she said.

"Literally," Willow muttered to Xander.[image: image13.jpg]



"I'm sorry Dawn," he told her. "I apologize…I-I..You look so grown up."

"Probably older than his new wife," Xander said quietly to Willow, who tried not to smile.

"And Buffy," Hank continued, "it's-it's good to see you."

Buffy took a deep breath. She opened her mouth to speak but then closed it. "Look Dad, getting back to business, we do this for a living," Buffy countered, annoyed. "For nearly twelve years now," she continued. "I'm sure we're qualified."

"I didn't mean to offend you. I'm just saying that maybe someone a little more…"

"Willow," Buffy interrupted him.

"Yes, Councilwoman Summers?" Willow answered formally.

Buffy grinned slightly and took a step closer to whisper in her ear. "Thanks for making me sound like a big shot."

"But you are," Willow said in a normal tone.

Buffy smiled. In a normal voice she announced, "Just do your witchy stuff. Xander and I will go to the local library, see if we can find anything on the history of this place."

"Wait," Dawn piped up. "You're going to the library? Voluntarily?"

"Hey, I spent my entire high school years stationed in the library, I'll have you know," Buffy replied, indignantly.

Willow and Xander both gave her a harrumph.

"Name five books that you read while you were there." Dawn crossed her arms in front of her.

Buffy hesitated a moment. "That's not the point…Just bond with Dad for awhile. It's a loooong time coming."

Dawn opened her mouth to speak, but no sound emerged. "You owe me," she said finally.

"Come on Xander," Buffy announced. "Dawn, Skye, you two…just behave."

"Betcha that throw rug idea's soundin' awfully good now, isn't it?" Skye whispered from Dawn's left.

Cut To:
Int.
Willow and Rowena's Living Room – Same Time

"You know," Kennedy said, holding a chess piece in her hand. "This game's not so tough after all."

Rowena grinned as she moved her piece. "Checkmate."

"And it's obvious why I'm not the tactical planner of the council battle squad."

Rowena chuckled. "Nah, it just takes practice. You had a couple of good moves. You're getting the hang of it…but I have to admit, I'm feeling a bit guilty."

Kennedy wiggled her eyebrows. "Playing chess with another woman. You're so naughty," she said in a sexy voice before chuckling.

"The gods themselves are shocked, I'm sure," Rowena replied. "I meant Kadin. You could be spending time with her, or at least inviting her over. I might be hormonal but it's not like I'll try to take her head off…again," she added sheepishly.

"Yeah, you're walkin' proof of what a crazy weekend that was." Kennedy motioned to Rowena's stomach.[image: image14.jpg]



She blushed. "Why don't you invite her over?"

"I would but it would take awhile to get here from Eastern Europe," Kennedy told her. Rowena's expression showed that she needed more explanation. "She's trying to uncover more information about her birthright and the sporadic blueness – not depression but actual, honest-to-god, blueness."

"Are you guys doing okay?" Rowena asked.

"All things considered – crazy lives we lead and all that…yeah, we're good."

"And what about you?" Rowena asked.

"Fine, why?"

"It's been a pretty…stressful year. Vi, Heli…"

"It's nothing that other people haven't gone through. I mean losing someone you love and…"

"Taking a life?" Rowena offered. Kennedy said nothing and began to play with the chess piece in front of her. "I'm sorry," Rowena apologized. "I didn't mean to stir up old trouble. I…I just want you to know you're not the only one who's taken a life…And sometimes people have to do that in order to save more lives. It's not an easy call to make. Ever."

"Well, the world's a safer place without her," Kennedy finally replied.

"I'll second that," Rowena said firmly. "And it's good to know she'll never hurt anyone else again," she added.

Marsha whimpered and they both looked over to see Marsha lying on her back, sound asleep and dreaming. Marco and Polo lay curled up on her stomach.

"I think your dragon stole my cats' affection," Rowena told her.

Kennedy grinned.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council Hallway – Same Time

Faith and Giles, both dressed in business attire, walked side-by-side down the hallway, each carrying folders in their hands.

"All set for the upcoming Slayer games?" Giles asked.

Faith harrumphed. "Are you kidding? I'm buried in paperwork. I swear I've never had more paper cuts in my life since the B9'ers got here," she complained.

Giles grinned. "Yes, Mr. Felix has certainly killed his share of trees, and then some."

"Initial here, notarize there, duplicates, triplicates. You know my head is swimming. Oh, and last night, get this, I had a dream about me and Robin. Was it something sexy on a tropical island? Was it a hot rendezvous in a beautiful penthouse suite? No, we were in my office being attacked by manila folders." Giles grinned. "I'm not making that up," Faith insisted. "I really had a dream about manila folders coming to life and trying to kill us."

"Once things calm down and we establish a routine-."

"You'll be dead and buried," Faith told him. "I'll officially be retired. Hell, even I might be dead and your kid'll be retired. I'm not seein' the light at the end of the tunnel here, Giles. And while I'm at it, why am I filling out another report about Jocelyn? I don't know anything more than what I've already written the last three times."

"Oh, speaking of which, hold this," he said as he handed her his files.

"I can't hold much more," she told him as she tried to balance them on her stack. "Slayer strength or not, I think I'm getting carpal tunnel from all these reports."

"I've got to find my clearance card into Jocelyn's holding area. I hope Althenea finds something we can do soon."

"Look at you," Faith teased. "Mr. Big Stuff with his pass card and everything."

"I am the man," Giles remarked.

"Is that a fact?" Faith chuckled. "All I know is I can't wait for Buffy to come back so she can take care of some of this sh…stuff. It's annoying."

"Well, it's important t-that she see her father," he replied.

"Giles," Faith began. "That guy in Illinois? He's nobody. I'm lookin' at the best father she's ever had. Truth is…best dad I ever had too."

"Please, rakish uncle," he told her with a grin as he pulled out his card.

"Well, here Uncle Rup," she told him as she gave him his files back. "I've got enough of these of my own."

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – Same Time

"I love you," Andrew said in a sing-song voice into his cell phone. "Nuh ah, I love you more…Nuh ah…"

Robin stood pouring himself a cup of coffee as he shook his head.

"Thank god I'm not a diabetic. All the sugary sweetness in this room would kill me," he muttered.[image: image15.jpg]



Andrew hung up the phone. "I miss my girlfriend, okay? She needs reassurance I haven't forgotten about her."

"That display of overwhelming mush should do the trick," Robin replied.

At that point Faith walked in, making her way over.

"Hey Ace, lay a wet one on me," she said, tilting her head back for a kiss. Robin leaned over and kissed her gently while stroking her face. When he turned to pick up his coffee he saw Andrew staring at him with his arms crossed.

"You were saying, Mr. Wood?" Andrew replied.

"She's my snuggly wuggly slayer. Aren't you babe?" Robin asked Faith. She looked at him like he'd lost his mind. "See?" he told Andrew. "Wet we do…not sugar."

"What?" Faith asked, looking between the two of them. "Did I miss something?"

"Just Andrew's tenth of the thirty calls a day to Tracey."

"Ahh, I see," Faith replied. "So between all the 'love yous' did he find out how she's liking school?"

"Yes, she likes it very much," Andrew spoke up.

"So no chance of her coming back home then?" Robin asked.

"None," Andrew said, disappointed. "I'm trying to be Mr. Supportive Boyfriend Guy here. I am."

"But…" Robin prodded.

"But she doesn't need to go to school," Andrew replied. "I'd take care of her. She can work here."

"As your glorified kitchen help?" Faith asked.

"Well, when you put it that way, sure. It sounds stupid," Andrew remarked.

Faith and Robin looked at each other and smiled.

Cut To:
Int.
Illinois Library – Later

"So," Xander looked up from a heavy book resting on his lap, "Jessica seems…nice."

"Oh, sure, in a soft-spoken, bottle-blondy, press-on naily, short skirty, hair extensiony, dumber than dirt kinda way," Buffy said without looking up from the volume resting in her own lap.

"Nope, no hostility there at all," Xander replied with a smile.

"Well, I think a little hostility towards daddy-o's latest trophy wife is warranted. I mean, what mail-order magazine did he pick her out of, anyway?" Buffy griped.

"This isn't just about your dad's trophy wife, is it?" Xander told her.

"What makes you say that?" Buffy demanded, her tone guarded.

"Well, I'll admit that Jessica is a little…simple, but not in a way that deserves quite this much hostility," Xander prodded her gently. "Are you sure that you're not just having trouble dealing with your own…?"

"I'm a hot chick with superpowers! Or so I've been told!" Buffy exclaimed. "Why don't I have guys beating down my door?"

"Maybe because since we went public they now know that you can squeeze them like a tube of toothpaste?" Xander asked gingerly.

"Faith's engaged; Willow's married, at least according to the Great White North; and I'm pretty sure you're having sex with someone," Buffy ranted. "What is it about me that even you're getting more action than I am!?"

"Um, ouch?" Xander said tentatively. "Lay off a little."

Buffy winced. "Point taken," she admitted. Her expression brightened again. "But see? I'm not knocking your head off of your shoulders."

"I think we may be zeroing in on why you're still single," Xander pointed out.

"And I can't help but notice a total lack of denial on your part that you're making the beast with two backs with someone out there," Buffy accused him.[image: image16.jpg]



"Well, let's see, either I'm sleeping with someone or I'm not. If I'm not, and I say I'm not, you'll automatically assume I'm lying; if I am, and I say that I am, you'll pester me until I give you a name. The same is true if I lie in either case, so I figure my best option is just not to say anything," Xander shrugged.

Buffy's brow furrowed as she contemplated the logic of the statement. "Dammit," she muttered, "that does make sense."

"Is that what this is all about? The fact that you're not gettin' any?" Xander's voice was incredulous.

"Yes, dammit!" Buffy announced. "Five years of voluntary and involuntary celibacy is getting to me. I have had a dozen dinners with Jim and he hasn't tried to grope me once, and I like to think that I have a world-class, highly grope-able…" she trailed off. "You know last week, I caught myself ogling Joan in a way that I'm not sure was appropriate given our working relationship because I figured, "Hey, if it works for Willow, why the hell not?''

"Well, I'm not-," Xander tried to say something but Buffy continued to rant.

"Oh, and I'm jealous, get this: jealous, that my sister is sleeping with a vampire. And exactly one quarter of my annual budget is specifically allotted to the purchase of double-A batteries. Sweet squatting Shiva, I miss sex Xander. Do you have the faintest clue how big my annual budget is, and how many batteries I'd have to use to spend a quarter of it? I am practically keeping Duracell in business single-handedly. And you, don't get me started on you."

"How do you justify spending a quarter of your budget on batteries?" Xander asked. "I mean, what expense category do you even put that under?"

"Stress management," Buffy said with a dismissive wave of her hand. "Not the point, Xander. I mean, it's not like you're helping matters."

"I'm not telling you if I'm having…"

"That's not what I'm talking about," Buffy insisted.

"Okay, now I'm completely confused," Xander admitted. "How am I not helping?"

"Oh, so you didn't have Willow extol the virtues of your physical endowments?" Buffy's voice was thick with sarcasm. "Poor little Buffy's so starved for intimacy that she'll jump on anybody…"

"What exactly did Willow say?" Xander asked with a growing smile.

"Don't look so smug, okay?" Buffy told him.

Xander chuckled. "Well, I think we've already established that you prefer battery-operated companionship and I think I'd pale by comparison." Xander smiled. "For the record, though, I didn't have Willow say anything. I can honestly say it was an unsolicited opinion."

"Sure. You know, sometimes I wish you'd just get it over with."

"Get 'what' over with exactly?" Xander asked.

"All this sexual tension between us."

"There's tension?"

"Yes, just get it over with so we would be done with it and we can both move on." Buffy's attention shifted back to the book in front of her.

"Get it over with?" Xander asked. "Gee, romance really is dead, isn't it?"

"Well, let's face it, it's been there since high school," Buffy pointed out.

"You know, I don't think I was your type back then. I had a pulse," Xander quipped.

"Oh, and you're telling me you've never had a thing for slayers?" Buffy countered.

"Okay, I gotta give you that one," Xander admitted. "But we're friends. We have been for a long time, and I'm not gonna do anything to jeopardize that. Especially not since all you want to do is get your ya-ya's satisfied."[image: image17.jpg]



"Says the man who impregnated his best friend's gay girlfriend, and slept with the aforementioned best friend," Buffy said with a slight smile.

"That I cannot deny," Xander admitted.

"Actually, when you come down to it, I'm probably the only one of your friends that you haven't slept with at some point or another," Buffy pointed out.

"Feeling left out?" Xander asked.

"Of course not," Buffy said. After a moment she added, "But I can't help but wonder, what's wrong with me? Why am I sooo unappealing?"

"Okay, fine, let's get this over with," Xander said, standing up.

"What?"

Xander gripped the front of her blouse and pulled her to her feet. Then he pressed his lips passionately against hers.

Buffy's body stiffened slightly as Xander deepened the kiss. Her hands rested on his broad chest; not pushing away, exactly, but not drawing him any closer either. Her lips pressed tightly closed as her eyes widened. But as Xander's hand worked it's way to her neck and cheek her eyes closed and her lips parted slightly.

Finally, the kiss broke and Buffy slowly opened her eyes to see Xander standing there expectantly. The two friends looked at each other, and an awkward silence hung in the air between them. Buffy looked across at Xander, her expression unreadable.

He waved his hands, as if asking for a critique.

Buffy shrugged, her expression still unreadable. "What?"

"Fine," Xander said, giving up, "I'm going to go look through the periodicals. See if someone wrote about any weird goings on at daddy-o's new house."

"Yeah, I'll, um, stay here and finish up," Buffy answered, businesslike. She watched as Xander turned and disappeared into the stacks of books. When he was suitably out of sight, she sagged into the chair she had been sitting in. She fanned herself off, trying to get her breathing under control.

"Wow," she whispered.

Cut To:
Int.
Summers' House – Same Time

"So, you're a witch," Jessica said politely. "How's that working for you?"

"Um, it's. Um, that is…I mean, it's good?" Willow stammered.

"And, I hear you just got married," Hank said. "Congratulations."

"Oh, yeah, thanks."

"Well, it was all over the news for two weeks last spring. They called it the wedding of the decade," Hank replied. "A gay marriage between two of the most eligible bachelorettes in the country? It made quite a splash over the media."

"So, gay, huh?" Jessica asked brightly. "You know, I tried that whole girl-girl thing when I was in college."

"What?" Hank asked.

"It was an experimental time…" Jessica rationalized with a shrug.

"And this is a little awkward," Willow spoke up.

"…but if you ever want me to be with a woman, you know, it could be arranged," Jessica told Hank.

"And now we've gone straight into 'disturbing,'" Willow shook her head sharply as if trying to rattle an image free from behind her eyelids.

"Um, guys?" Dawn's voice called from the top of the stairs.

"Oh, thank God," Willow whispered. "What is it, Dawn?"

"Something's happening up here," she called back.

"Define 'something,'" Willow called as she and the Summers couple raced up the stairs.

Cut To:
Int.
Upstairs Bedroom – Continuous

"It's kinda hard to explain," Skye announced as they arrived in the upstairs bedroom. "The walls are…changing."

"They're becoming floors?" Jessica asked.

"Dear God, woman, what line were you waiting in when they were handing out brains?" Skye asked. She then looked Jessica's body up and down. "Never mind." Jessica looked at her blankly. "Just…look." Skye gestured at the far wall.

On the wall the faded, worn, water stained wallpaper was shifting. The faded colors became more vivid, more alive. The effect spread to the adjoining walls as the colors, faded by over a hundred years of neglect, took on a new luster as though they had been painted the previous day.

"What…" Willow automatically took a step back from the expanding effect.

In front of them, the simple double bed began to change to a beautiful, ornate canopy bed.

"I'm thinking we want to get out of here," Skye pointed out. "Like, now."

"Um, yeah," Willow agreed as they ran from the room.

The quintet ran to the stairwell and into the living room. Willow reached out, ripping the door open, but before they could depart, it ripped itself free from her hands, slamming shut. The next thing they heard was the sound of the deadbolt sliding.[image: image18.jpg]



"Now that was simply impolite," a woman's voice called to them.

The five individuals spun around to face a tall figure. Her face was completely hidden behind a black hood. A shapeless black cloak was draped over her shoulders.

"Do we have a plan B?" Skye asked.

Fade Out.

End of Act Two
Act Three
Fade In:
Int.
Library – Same Time

"Xander, I think I've got something!" Buffy announced proudly.[image: image19.jpg]



"Oh, oh, oh. So do I," Xander added. He gestured at her. "But you first."

"That house used to be owned by an eccentric heiress called Helene van Gelder. She was pretty weird, even by 1920s standards. Sorta obsessed with the occult." She skimmed the documents in front of her.

"There's more to it than that. I found the building plans. It turns out that she designed the building herself around what she called 'mystic principles,'" Xander told her. "She oversaw everything from the wallpaper to the metal used for the rivets in the floorboards. The whole building is designed, literally, to be some kind of mystic circuitboard."

"Wasn't that the plot of Ghostbusters?" Buffy asked.

Xander considered it a moment. "Well, yeah," he replied before adding, "but this is, like, a billion years ahead of that. That was like an antenna, this is like a Xeon quad-core CPU," Xander told her.

Buffy's eyes narrowed slightly. "I think you've been hanging around Andrew too much."

"Not the point," Xander shook his head. "Bottom line: evil building, lots of wacky stuff going on, which I think adds up to really bad news."

"It's worse than that," Buffy said.

"What's that?"

"Well, according to this newspaper, Helene and her sister Ursula disappeared suddenly in 1929. They vanished off the face of the earth. Nobody ever heard from them again. No bodies were ever found. No ransom note. No nothing. Two rich, eccentric ladies don't just disappear without people noticing," Buffy told him.

"Well, that's not so bad, is it?" Xander asked.

"Ursula was a medium," Buffy continued. "A mystic conduit in human form. She had just got engaged when she vanished. So a conduit is one thing, but a woman scorned…?"

Xander looked at her blankly for a moment. "We need to call Willow," he said finally. "She needs to know what – who she's dealing with."

Cut To:
Ext.
Watchers HQ – Afternoon

Andrew blinked as a red sports car pulled into one of the building's many parking lots. Without actually speeding, it seemed to move much too fast as it slipped into a designated slot that read "Slayer." He began walking in its direction.

He slowed when the doors opened. From the passenger side emerged Lori Carew, laughing. The driver also came out, a young coffee-colored woman wearing a black leather jacket. She had bright eyes, a wicked smile and was giggling.

Once Andrew got closer he could hear part of the conversation.

"…so I told them," the driver was saying, in a London accent, "they couldn't watch T.V., or go on the Internet. Then I said mp3 players were out too!"

"How loud were the screams?" Lori asked.

"Let's just say I think they might have killed some poor innocent bats somewhere in the neighborhood." Both women burst into laughter. "But most of them calmed down after a bit. What is it with these Council types anyway? Scared of the paperwork that goes with adding modern weapons to the inventory?"

"Excuse me." Andrew had gotten closer. He stood up very straight. "Lori, you know the rules. That parking lot is for slayers. Your parking lot is over there," he pointed to the slots, which read 'Watcher.'[image: image20.jpg]



The girl who had been driving guffawed. "Oh. My. God. Let me guess." She looked at Lori and pointed at Andrew. "This has gotta be Andrew. Am I right?"

Lori nodded, grinning.

"You've been telling stories about me, again. Oh, good." Andrew didn't sigh but it sounded like he wanted to. "Not that that's the point. The point is…" He faltered as the dark-skinned young woman invaded his personal space, not-quite-nose-to-nose. "Uh…"

"My name's Siobhan," she said. "Lori did say you were cute." She wiggled her eyebrows.

"Thank you?" he said awkwardly after a moment.

"And don't get your knickers in a twist," said Siobhan. "See, I am a slayer."

"Oh?"

"Just got transferred from London."

"Oh. Well, that's okay then. Do you work with Althenea, then?"

"Who?"

"Althenea! She heads the Coven? Hello?"

Siobhan grinned further. Lori said "Stop teasing, Sio!" She turned to Andrew. "Siobhan Hartley is – was--with Bureau Nine. Actually, she's been helping cross-train slayers in London. Now she's in Cleveland, I'm gonna give her the tour."

"Unless," Siobhan stepped even closer, "you'd care to do the honors?" Two extra inches in height actually made her look slightly predatory, perhaps feline – and Andrew rather mouse-like.

"I'm actually late. But thank you. I'll…uh…see you later." He walked away, a little faster than necessary. Once he glanced back and saw Siobhan looking at his butt he picked up speed.

"You are so bad," Lori said.

"What? He is cute!"

"Not that cute. Besides he's taken."

"Oh well. I prefer older men, anyway. And don't you give me that look – I swore off going for Felix, right?"

"Good, although…" Lori stopped.

"What?"

"I almost wouldn't mind you seeing what you could do with – but never mind."

"Oh no, you don't! Spill!"

Lori hesitated. "You've met Hope?"

"Yeah. But I thought she was straight? Besides which, even if she isn't, I am, so…"

"No, I've just got my suspicions about her boyfriend."

"Really?" Siobhan managed to give that word about twelve syllables.

"Okay," said Lori after a second. "In a nutshell. Hope is Faith the Slayer's sister, right? Well, it turns out Jeff used to have this huge thing for Dawn, sister to Buffy Summers, another slayer-."

Siobhan held up her hand. "Is this going to be a long story?"

"No," Lori said before continuing, "Dawn is a witch. On Jeff's suggestion, Hope started learning magic. You see where I'm going with this?"

"I think I saw this in a Hitchcock movie once."[image: image21.jpg]



"Exactly."

"Point him out to me when we get inside," she said with a wink. At that, Siobhan turned and looked at the headquarters. "Kinda looks…"

"Vulnerable?"

"Well, yeah."

"It is. Been invaded who knows how many times. The last HQ was actually destroyed."

"Not a good advert, that."

"Well, according to the folks who were there it was sorta kinda Satan who did it. Like THE Satan. Himself."

"A likely story," Siobhan laughed.

"Well, not too unlikely. Considering." She started walking towards the entrance, leaning on her cane. Siobhan followed. "Still, their security procedures are on the lame side."

"Me, I'm spoiled. You know what the main branch in England is, right?"

"An actual castle, I know. Classy."

"We think so."

"The thing is," Lori's voice went into a whisper, "I don't think they've ever even spotted the arsenal I'm carrying every time I go through these doors."

Her friend grinned. "The cane, am I right? How many weapons you got there?"

"Well – there's the blade in the tip. The titanium rod in the center."

"Very nice baton."

"Oh yeah. And if I pull the handle off there's this neat little long range taser."

"Ooh! Nice!"

"I gotta tell you, sometimes I am so tempted."

"C'mon! The Council types can't be that bad! Can they?"

"Not most of the time. Hardly ever, actually. But, well, there is this one slayer. Her name's Lorinda."

At that they entered the front doors of the building.

Cut To:
Int.
Cafeteria – Same Time

Giles watched as Mr. Felix carried his lunch tray, looking for a vacant spot in the crowded cafeteria.

"Mr. Felix," he called out, making the man turn. "There's space here if you like."

Jason gave him a warm grin and made his way over. "How are you Mr. Giles?"

"Well," he replied, "And please, call me Rupert." He then produced a slight grin. "Practically no one here does."

Jason smiled. "Yes, they use your last name only. Rather unusual."

"Buffy always called me by my last name and the others, well, they followed suit," he explained.

Jason nodded before taking a drink from his cup. "I must commend you, Rupert," he said using his first name. "You've done a fine job here."

"There's still much work to do," Giles told him.

"True," Jason replied. "But I believe it will all come together."

Giles smiled. "Looking back over the past five years it seems as if we've moved light years already. Limited budgets, limited resources – both technical and human. You might be surprised to find out how…primitive…we once were."

"Perhaps," Jason agreed. "But no matter how archaic your true resources the people who are still here have given you wonderful ground to build upon. Ms. Rosenberg, Ms. Allister, even Ms. Lehane whom rarely sees eye-to-eye with my suggestions…" Felix grinned slightly "…They all created a wonderful foundation. I admire their strength and resilience."

Giles nodded his agreement. "Again, if you had known them when…" he said, letting the sentence hang for a moment. "All of them have grown to become fine women."

"And Ms. Rosenberg was amazing last week. Speaking of which, how is your daughter?"[image: image22.jpg]



"She's doing fine given the circumstances. Thank you for asking."

"Family is important," Felix told him with a melancholy grin. "And she's a beautiful young girl."

"To say I adore her would be an understatement," Giles replied.

Felix gave him a brief nod as they each took a bite of their food. As they chewed Giles looked up at the television on the far wall.

"What do you know of her?" Giles asked, nodding over.

"Ah, yes, Autumn O'Mara," Felix said as he looked at her picture on the monitor. "She'll be present here shortly."

"Is that so?" Giles asked. "As Chairwoman of the Subcommittee on
Supernatural Affairs I'm surprised she has time to stop at the council," Giles joked.

Felix gave a non-committed shrug. "She seems a likable person. I think she'll do well on the committee."

"Another person in B9's pocket, perhaps?" Giles asked.

Felix just gave him a coy grin.

Cut To:
Int.
Jeff's Apartment – Same Time

Hope sat on Jeff's couch with a shocked expression on her face.

"I-I-I don't know what to say," she stuttered.

"Say yes," Jeff said as he held the box with the engagement ring, moving it just a fraction closer to her.

Hope still seemed to be stumbling for something to say. "This is just…are you sure? I mean, we just moved in and I just joined the coven and-."

"I realize that," Jeff told her. "But whether I do this now or a few years from now it's not going to matter. I know what I want and it's you. But if you don't feel the same way-."

"No! Gosh no," Hope answered. "It's just…" She paused again as if looking for something to say. "Oh what the heck, yes."

Jeff smiled broadly before kissing her passionately on the lips and pulling the ring from the box. He slipped it on her finger and they examined it together.

"A perfect fit," he told her.

She smiled and pulled him in for another kiss. "I love it Jeff. I do but…"

"What?" he asked, concerned.

"For the time being can we just keep this between us? I'm still trying to find my way in the coven and with my sister as one of the heads at the Council…It's just a lot of pressure right now and I don't want to deal with what some people might say right now. It's not you, it's not the ring," she stressed. "Let me try to find my place there on my own first and little by little we'll let people we care about know. Okay?"

"Anything you want," Jeff told her. "You said yes so that's all that counts."

They kissed once more.

Cut To:
Int.
Faith and Robin's Apartment – Same Time

Sitting on a stool in the kitchen, Faith moved a piece of charcoal over a large sketchpad. The image had yet to take shape, but the speed with which she drew indicated that she had something clear in mind. Behind her the apartment door opened and closed. "That you babe?" she called without looking up from her work.

Robin came into the kitchen. "Yeah," he said with a sigh as he walked to the refrigerator and removed the orange juice. He spotted Faith's activity. "That's new."

"Willow dropped it off," Faith replied. "It's the same kind Norman uses," she added with a smile.

"How is it?" he asked, pouring himself a glass.

"Oddly cathartic and a great escape from the boring world of paperwork."

Robin raised an eyebrow at her verbiage. "Cathartic?"

"She also got me a word of the day calendar. Tomorrow I'll have to thank her for her munificence."

Robin let out a loud guffaw. "Thanks. I need a good laugh today."

Faith looked up. "Bad day at the office?"

Robin turned to put away the juice and sighed. "Yeah. I'm not really up to talking about it at the moment though."[image: image23.jpg]ﬂ..«”—_..





"Care for a mid-afternoon 'color'?" she said as she held out the charcoal piece. "I'm using it as my escape but you're welcome to join me."

"Thanks, but I'll pass," he told her.

Faith digested that and then hopped off her stool. "I have an idea." She rounded the island and placed her arms around Robin's neck. He caught on pretty quickly as their mouths met in a short but sweet kiss. "Feel better?" she asked when they broke apart.

"Getting there," he replied, just before kissing her with more force. He spun her around, pushing her back into the fridge with a small thud. Several magnets and take out menu's fell to the floor, but neither noticed as the intensity of their second kiss strengthened.

Faith pushed Robin back, without breaking the kiss, attempting to steer them out of the kitchen. Robin acquiesced and they fumbled past the island, knocking over Faith's sketchpad, eventually making it to the couch.

The standing lamp in the living room was the final casualty as Faith's plan moved on to "stage two."

Cut To:
Ext.
Outside Summers Residence

"Willow, let us in!" Xander yelled as he pounded on the door. "Come on, Will, it's important!"

"Stand back, Xander," Buffy said as she braced herself to kick in the door.

The door swung open revealing Jessica. She was dressed in a plain black dress, which extended to the floor. Her hair was tied up in a tidy little bun, and her hands were clasped loosely in front of her. "May I help you?" she said politely, her voice soft.

Xander looked at her, stunned. "Jessica?"

"No," the young woman said, her posture straightening as she looked at the pair. "My name is Annabel, maid to Miss Helene van Gelder and Miss Ursula van Gelder. Have we met?"

Xander looked at her for a moment, taking in her attire and demeanor. His eyes scanned her perfect posture, plain black shoes, lightly clasped hands, and tidily bound hair. "Actually, I'm going to go with 'no,'" he said finally.

"Annabel, who is it?" Hank Summers appeared at the top of the stairs that led into the main foyer.

"Dad?" Buffy's eyes widened. He was dressed in a perfectly pressed, black and white suit. The high collar he wore pressed up against the curve of his jaw, and his back was so straight he seemed as if he would topple over with a particularly strong wind.

He looked the length of her body, as if sizing up her attire, and his spine almost seemed to stiffen further, if such a thing were possible. "Do I know you?"

Buffy visibly recoiled from him, a hurt expression on her face. "I'm…I'm your daughter," she said softly, as if the word were one her lips were unaccustomed to uttering.[image: image24.jpg]



"I beg your pardon?" Hank demanded. "I could never have fathered such a common tramp."

"Tramp!?" Buffy shrieked. "You missed the whole 'Buffy's not gettin' any' rant a few minutes ago. If you knew how much I spent on double –," she started.

"Get over it, Buff," Xander interjected. "Just look at this place for a second."

Buffy scanned the room around her. The rusted, tarnished brass chandelier they had noticed now shone with a brilliant polished luster, and dozens of candles flickered as it rocked gently back and forth at the end of its chain. The water-damaged wood paneling was a now beautiful dark walnut color; the years of neglect that the house had experienced seemed to have evaporated in mere hours.

"Okay, what's going on here?" Buffy asked.

"In my day," a new voice, a woman's, interrupted them. They turned to see a dark shape at the top of the stairway who was pushing her way past Hank Summers, "a lady would not have spoken in such a manner." A wide, fixed smile adorned the center of her face as she glided down the stairs.

"That's Helene van Gelder," Xander whispered from behind Buffy.

"Of course," the woman said, the smile still fixed on her face, her eyes staring unblinkingly at them. "Who else would I be?"

Buffy looked at her. Still, an unnerving smile was fixed on van Gelder's face. "Look, I don't know what's going on here," she said finally. "But I'm really on board with my usual kick ass now, ask questions later approach."

"A lady should not speak in such a manner," van Gelder replied.

Buffy mirrored her smile. "Funny thing," she told the woman, "in your day, I wouldn't have been a lady." She punctuated the statement with a hard punch aimed across the woman's jaw.

Helene van Gelder's left arm snapped upwards, blocking the strike. Her still-unblinking eyes looked almost curiously at the young blonde woman, as the same smile remained plastered to her face. "I'm sure we can discuss this more rationally," she insisted.

"You know, I really don't think so," Buffy attempted to follow with a backhanded strike at van Gelder's right temple.

Helene effortlessly brushed it aside and followed with an uppercut that caught Buffy under the jaw.

Buffy stumbled backwards, as much from the shock of actually being hit as from the force of the blow. She blinked a few times and shook her head sharply. "What the hell are you?" she demanded. She threw a flurry of punches that the much older woman brushed aside, still with an unnerving smile on her face. Finally a strike landed across Helene's jaw and the woman stumbled and fell to the ground.

Buffy rushed forward, gripping the specter by the front of her dress. She pulled her fist back, ready to deliver a brutal blow to the woman's nose.
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The face that looked up from the ground was Willow's. She still wore the plain black dress that Helene had worn, and Helene's dark brown hair was fading to Willow's dark red.

"Run!" Willow yelled. "Get out of here!"

Then, as abruptly as she had appeared, her features reverted to Helene van Gelder's. She looked at Buffy as she stood up, brushing herself off. "That," she told the slayer, "was positively rude."

The manic smile reappeared on the woman's face.

Fade Out.
End of Act Three
Act Four
Fade In:
Int.
Summers House – Bedroom – Moments Later

Xander darted into the main bedroom immediately followed by Buffy, who slammed the door shut and quickly scanned the room. She raced to one corner of the room where she lifted a large, ornate chair, carried it to the doorway and wedged it under the doorknob.[image: image26.jpg]



"You really think that'll hold them?" Xander asked.

"Nope," Buffy replied bluntly. "But it'll at least hold them long enough for us to regroup."

"'uffy? 'at you?" Dawn's muffled voice drifted out from under the double bed.

Buffy frowned. "Dawn?"

"We're hiding here, find your own place," Skye's voice sounded out alongside Dawn's.

"We're not hiding," Buffy explained. "They know we're here." As if to confirm her statement, a loud thud sounded through the door

Skye's head appeared near the head of the bed on one side. "Well, that's just great. You know, if you wanted me dead, you could've just thrown me out of the house and staked me. I wouldn't leave any unsightly ashes on your dad's carpet that way."

"I don't want you dead. I didn't even know you were here," Buffy insisted. She shrugged. "Besides, if I wanted you dead, I've got a whole army of slayers who can use you for target practice." She stopped, looking at the pair quizzically for a moment. "Wait a minute, why aren't you guys all…weird?" She gestured at Xander and herself. "We weren't here when…whatever this was happened, but you guys must've been right in the middle of it."

"She needs a living host." The four spun at the sound of a foreign woman's voice.

"I was kinda wondering if she was gonna show up," Buffy commented under her breath as she looked at the woman in front of her. She almost seemed to be drifting, rather than standing before them. Her features were clearly discernible, but translucent. The beautifully colored wall could be clearly seen through her, as though she were constructed of foggy, colored glass.

"Who is it, Buffy?" Dawn asked, her voice shaking slightly.

"Ursula van Gelder, I presume?" Buffy replied.

The vision's head bobbed forward slowly in response. "My sister needed living hosts." She nodded at Skye. "You are dead," she said matter-of-factly before she turned to face Dawn, "and you…"

"Um, alive," Dawn interrupted, indicating herself. "Very alive," she emphasized. "About as alive as you can get," she added, her voice becoming slightly frantic. "As in, never-gonna-die-alive."

"The fact that you will never die is exactly why you are not truly living," Ursula told her simply. "Believe me, I've spent much time over the years around the living and the dead. You're not among the living."

"But I'm not dead!" Dawn insisted.

Ursula shrugged sympathetically. "What makes you believe that those are the only two options?" she asked.

"I'm gonna go out on a limb and say that if you wanted to hurt us, you'd have done it already." Another loud thud came from the door. "Your sister, on the other hand, doesn't seem to have that problem."

"Harming people has always been easy for Helene," Ursula replied sadly.

"I get the feeling there's a story here," Buffy said.

"I was the victim of a murder-suicide," Ursula told her. "My…sister," she hesitated at the word, as if uncertain whether the term were appropriately assigned, "couldn't bear to see me leave, and said she'd sooner see me dead than married." She shrugged. "I suppose she meant it."

"So…she killed you just because you got engaged?" Dawn asked. She turned to look at Buffy. "Can I just say how glad I am that we don't have that kind of relationship?"

Buffy shrugged. "I couldn't kill you anyway."

Dawn's eyes widened slightly. "You mean wouldn't, right?"

Buffy flashed a smile at her, then turned her attention back to Ursula. "So Christmas visits weren't going to be enough for your big sis?" she asked.

"No. My sister and I have an…uncommon bond. I had all the magical talent, but Helene could siphon off my abilities. Without me, she was powerless," Ursula explained. "So I stayed because I was afraid."

The door shook again with another impact and opened a fraction of an inch.[image: image27.jpg]



"That changed when I met Daniel." A small, sad smile turned the corners of Ursula's lips upwards. "Suddenly all the things I was afraid of didn't seem so horrible anymore. I told Helene I was moving out."

"I guess she didn't take it well," Buffy said wryly.

Ursula nodded. "She did not take it well at all. She went so far as to try to call him a demon. She even tried to transform him into one. But the real problem was her. She couldn't deal with the fact that she couldn't find or keep a man."

Immediately, all eyes in the room turned to bore into Buffy. Buffy coughed uncomfortably, pretending to ignore their stares. "So, how do we kill her?"

"I do not know," Ursula replied. "If her earthly vessel here were destroyed, she would not be able to remain."

"N'uh-uh," Buffy shook her head. "I've heard this one before. We're not killing Willow. So what's Plan B?"

"Then you will have to find another way," Ursula said simply. "I do not know what that is. But I will do anything I can to help you. I would do anything to be free of this place."

"Okay, for the moment, we need to get out of this house," Buffy replied. "If I understand you, she shouldn't have any power over us outside, right?"

Ursula nodded.

Buffy chewed on her lower lip for a moment, an expression of fierce concentration on her face. "Okay, we get you guys out of here," she began. "Find a way out of the house and go get the car. After that we'll call Andrew or Giles to find out what we can do to stop this."

"What about you?" Xander asked.

"I'll keep Cruella De Vil, Tweedle-dee and Tweedle-dum busy," Buffy told him.

Xander frowned. "I think that may be a mixed metaphor," he told her.

"I'm not sure it's a metaphor," Buffy pointed out.

"Wasn't it your turn to pay attention that day in English class?" Xander asked.

"What sick jackass entrusted the fate of humanity to you?" Skye asked incredulously.

Buffy turned slowly toward her. "You're not even human anymore. You don't get to have a valid opinion."

"Girls?" Xander said. "Evil house filled with evil do-ers. Action now, quips later, okay?"

"Fine," Buffy replied. "I'll try to distract them while you get out."

Cut To:
Int.
Hallway – Moments Later

The door swung open and Buffy darted into the hallway. She ducked as Helene threw a punch at the side of her head, then caught the older woman's arm. She used the momentum to force Helene face-first against the wall, pressing her left forearm against the back of the long-dead witch's neck.

"Move!" she yelled, as the former occupants of the bedroom filed past her.

Cut To:
Int.
Guest Bedroom – Moments Later

Buffy ducked into the darkened room and slammed the door shut behind her. She dove over the large bed, dropping to the floor on the opposite side and disappearing.

She crouched on the balls of her feet, her fingertips resting lightly on the ground for balance. She closed her eyes, trying to slow her breathing from the hard, gasping breaths she was taking.

She froze at the quiet creaking of the door opening. Her body tensed, ready to explode over the bed if necessary.

"Buffy?" Hank's voice called from the doorway. "Are you in here, Sweetie?"

Buffy blinked a few times, her breathing steady, but her body seemed to relax slightly.

"Buffy?" Hank called again. "I need your help."

Slowly, Buffy's head peeked over the edge of the bed. Hank's frame was neatly silhouetted in the doorway.

"Dad?" Buffy said, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Oh, thank God," Hank rushed forward, wrapping the younger woman in his arms. For a moment, Buffy tensed in his grip, then slowly relaxed, resting her head on his shoulder. "Buffy, I have something I need to tell you," he said softly.[image: image28.jpg]



"Dad, this really isn't the…"

"Just let me finish," Hank interrupted gently. "I have been so wrong for so long, and it's time for me to do something about that."

"Dad, you don't have to…" Buffy started, trying not to meet his eyes.

"No," Hank gently turned her head to look into her eyes. "I deprived you of a father, and myself of a priceless experience. I could've been a father to you, rather than a punch line to a joke you told every Thanksgiving when I wasn't there."

Unnoticed by both adults standing in the room, Xander came around the corner, then promptly backed out of view, remaining within earshot.

"I suppose leaving became too easy for me. I left your mother, and I left you and Dawn. I forced you to struggle, fatherless and motherless when your mother died. And I want to change that," Hank said. "And I want you to know how proud I am of you. You had to raise your sister, on your own after your mother passed away, and she's an amazing young woman. A far better woman than I have a right to call my daughter, at any rate."

Buffy's eyebrows drew upwards, and her lower lip began to quiver slightly. "Dad, you know, you would be really proud of your other daughter, too," she said, her voice shaking slightly. "I mean, she's headstrong, and stubborn; but she's smart, and she's passionate. There's a lot of you in her…well, what I remember of you anyway."

Hank gently held both of her hands in his own. "I want to be a father to you again," he told her. "To both of you," he emphasized.

"What a load of crap," the two turned to face Xander, startled.

"Xander," Buffy hissed. "What are you doing here? You're supposed to be escaping."

"I saw him follow you," Xander said. "You think I don't see what's going on?"

"Xander…"

"Buffy, my family defines dysfunction, remember?" Xander pointed out. "Trust me, I know how manipulative, dysfunctional families work. Even evil, magic-y ones."

"But he's not…"

"Buffy, trust me," Xander said firmly.

Buffy looked up into her father's eyes as he looked lovingly back into hers. Her features hardened and her eyes narrowed.

"Dammit," Hank muttered. "You just had to go ruin everything, didn't you?" He swung around to face Buffy, his fist swinging in a wide arc to connect with her right cheek.

With a sharp intake of breath, Buffy reacted instinctively, ducking under the punch and responding with a strike of her own to his soft midsection. He curled around the punch, and his breath blasted out with a loud whuff. He stumbled backwards, trying to force his lungs to operate properly.

"Okay, maybe now you and I can have a nice, rational…" Hank interrupted her with two strikes aimed at her jaw, which she deflected and stepped away from. "Guess not," she said simply.

Cut To:
Int.
Living Room – Moments Later

Buffy stumbled backwards into the room, followed by Hank, who stalked towards her, fists balled up. She lifted her hand to the corner of her lips, where a tiny trickle of blood appeared. "Not bad," she said.

"Buffy?" Dawn's voice piped up from the lower landing.

"For Pete's sake guys, get out of the house already!" Buffy yelled.

Dawn looked up to see her father and sister attempting to beat each other senseless. "What's going on?" she asked, confused.

Buffy looked down at her sister, then over at her father. Finally she looked back at Dawn. "Therapy," she said simply as she stopped a punch aimed at her face, then stepped close to her father, driving her elbow into his midsection.[image: image29.jpg]



Helene appeared behind Dawn. Her arm snaked around the brunette's throat, and she choked her. "I won't have a little tramp like you tearing apart this family," Helene told her.

"Get off of her you little…" Skye rushed forward to assist her girlfriend, but was halted by an almost haphazard swat to the underside of her chin. Helene struck her with the apparent effort one would reserve for swatting a fly, but the force behind the strike was phenomenal. Skye achieved lift-off, her feet and arms pinwheeling as she flew towards the large floor-length window at the far side of the living room.

Cut To:
Ext.
Yard – Same Time

The large front window shattered as Skye's body was ejected through it. She fell to the sunlit yard in front of the house, and rolled over and over, finally rolling to a stop on the sidewalk that ran by the front yard.

Cut To:
Int.
Living Room – Same Time

"At least one of 'em's out now," Buffy said to no one in particular.

Dawn's right elbow slammed backwards, catching Helene in her midsection. The woman didn't release her, not completely, but her grip on the younger woman loosened enough that Dawn could drive the back of her head backwards into the bridge of Helene's nose. Helene stumbled away from her as Dawn ran to the shattered window.

Simultaneously, Buffy delivered a generous kick to Hank's midsection and followed it with a punch across his jaw. The larger man fell sideways to the ground; not unconscious, but certainly unable to continue the fight. "Dawn, go help her!" she yelled, running after her sister.

"Buffy!" Dawn shrieked in alarm.

"What?" Buffy looked back just in time to see Helene's fist collide with the her nose. Buffy stumbled, dropping to one knee. A thin trickle of blood oozed from her left nostril. She blinked a couple of times and shook her head sharply. "Thank you," she told Helene, "you have no idea how much I needed that."

Buffy blocked another strike with her right forearm, then hooked her right knee behind Helene's. With a quick snap of her hip, she deposited the woman on the ground.

"All I want is for my family to stay together," Helene yelled. "I just want a family." Her face remained fixed with that nauseating, pasted-on smile.

"Again, more crap and you know it," Xander yelled.

For the briefest of moments, the smile on Helene's face slipped away, then promptly reappeared. "What?" she asked.

"This isn't about family, it's about control," he snapped. "And trust me, I know all about control. I almost married a demon who, in her own way, was a total control freak. My family defined manipulation and obfuscation," he continued.

"I knew it was your turn to pay attention that day in English class," Buffy piped up.[image: image30.jpg]



"And guess what? I come here, and it's my family all over again. A little more evil, a little more black-magic-y, but it's the same family, and you know something? I'm sick of it," Xander told her.

Ursula appeared next to him. "Wow," she whispered softly. "I've never seen anybody stand up to her before. That was so…"

"Charming? Romantic?" Xander prompted.

"Sexy," Ursula told him.

"Okay, not exactly what I expected to hear from a 1920's era aristocrat," Xander pointed out.

"I've been marooned in a bedroom for eighty years," Ursula told him with a shrug. "I've seen and heard things you couldn't possibly imagine."

Xander looked at her, stunned.

"What? I'm dead, that doesn't mean I don't still have needs," she said.

With a yell of rage, Helene advanced on the two of them.

"N'uh," Buffy said, stepping into her path. "We're not finished yet." She attacked Helene, trying to drive her backwards.

Xander's gaze followed the lines of the room he was standing in. "Wait a minute." He walked to a wall, gently tapping on it in various places while putting his ear next to it to listen to the sound it produced. He smiled slightly and drew back to deliver a hard kick to the wall in front of him. His foot punched through the wall. He pulled it free and reached in with his hands to tear the wall paneling free from its anchors.

Dawn, realizing what he had planned, ran forward to help with his assault on the wall.

Cut To:
Ext.
House – Same Time

Skye tried to open the door but it was locked. Using her vamp strength she put her shoulder to the door and it finally gave way, but as she tried to enter the house she was mystically stopped.

"What the hell?" she complained.

Cut To:
Int.
Living Room – Same Time

Helene's eyes widened and she extended an arm towards the gaping hole Xander had produced. At the same time, she extended her other arm towards the hole Skye's body had smashed in the window. Both holes slowly began to close, leaving no trace that they had ever been damaged.

Xander and Dawn continued their assault on the wall in front of them.

"This is my house," Helene hissed to Skye, who stood on the porch, unable to enter. "And you're NOT invited here!"

Buffy took advantage of Helene's momentary distraction to attack her. A hard uppercut connected under the long-dead witch's jaw, and for the first time, actually seemed to hurt the woman.

None of the three let up on their assaults. Dawn and Xander ripped away large sections of the wall, which seemed to mend themselves as quickly as they were torn away. Meanwhile, Buffy pounded the woman in
front of her mercilessly. The blows landed hard, and Helene dropped to one knee in front of her, visibly weakened. Her features seemed to morph between those of Willow and those of Helene.

"Get…out…of…my…body!" Willow's visage broke through, strain thick in her voice. Her features abruptly reverted to Helene's.

Buffy stepped forward to strike her again and quickly released the blow against the face, which was now Willow's.

"Ouch!" Willow yelled, claiming control just as Buffy's fist landed.

Buffy winced. "Sorry," she said softly.

"Get back, Buffy," Willow yelled, "I can handle this!"

"Willow, what can I do to…"

"I can handle this!" Willow's fists balled up, and a globe of intense, white light seemed to expand from her. "You got her on the ropes. I'll finish it," she yelled, tensely.

Buffy's eyes widened. She backed away from the advancing wave of light coming towards her, then as if making a decision, she turned and ran, diving behind the chesterfield on the far side of the room.

The blast wave slammed the couch she was hiding behind into her, crushing her between the couch and the wall. Dawn and Xander were thrown through the wall they had been attacking.[image: image31.jpg]



From outside, Skye watched as every window shattered and blasted outwards, then the very walls themselves seemed to bow out, and were ripped free of their supports. Wood and bright light poured from the building and the vampire raised her arms to shield her heart from any stray debris. When it subsided, the house still stood, barely held up by the flimsiest of supports.

Willow sat kneeling in the middle of the living room. The black dress Helene had been wearing hung off her otherwise naked body in strips. Her hands were strategically placed, preserving her modesty.

"Told ya," she said softly and then looked around. Not seeing anyone she asked, "Buffy?"

With a loud grunt, Buffy heaved the couch off of herself, and stood, brushing dust and plaster off of her body.

"What the hell was that?" Jessica's voice called from the kitchen.

"Air conditioning, Willow-style," Buffy told her.

"Sheesh, Willow, couldn't you have tried something with a little less…" Xander's quip died on his lips as he stepped into the room and could see his friend's state of undress. His mouth remained opened as his eyes remained fixed on her. Dawn quickly lifted her hand to cover his eyes, but notably, did not look away herself.

Buffy shook her head, taking her eyes away from her friend's body. "Um, Xander, could you find Willow something to wear? She seems to have come down with a case of, uh, nakedness."

With a groan, Hank rolled over onto his back, then sat up. His black suit was torn and burned, but intact. He looked around his suddenly well-ventilated living room. His jaw dropped. The attractive, naked redhead kneeling in the middle of his living room barely even seemed to register on his consciousness as he realized that, in spite of the fact that he was seated near the front of the house, he could see clear through to his back yard.

"Who the hell wrecked my house?" he demanded.

Fade To:
Int.
Council – Buffy's Office – Next Day

"…yeah Dad," Buffy said. "It was good to see you, too. Bye." She slowly hung up the phone with a sad look in her eyes.

"Hank and his wife okay?" Willow asked.

"Yeah. They want to know if the Watcher's Council will be paying for the restoration of his house," Buffy told her.

"Well, not to be the Devil's Advocate or anything, but we did wreck it," Willow told her.

"For a second, I almost wanted to believe that he'd changed," Buffy told her. She shrugged. "For a second, I almost did."

"Maybe he has. He called you, I mean besides just asking for help. He checked in so...that's a start…maybe?" Willow replied as if unsure of Buffy's reaction.

"I told him that maybe sending Dawn an email once in a while would be a better start," Buffy said with a smile. Her mood suddenly brightened. "You know, I'm sick of my emotionally anorexic dad being farther along than me relationship-wise. Starting today, I'm going to do something about that," she added as she stood up.

Cut To:
Int.
Council – Hallway – Continuous

"Buffy? If you're thinking about…" Willow trailed off as she watched Buffy stride past her and into the hallway. She followed to catch up.

"What's with her?" Rowena asked as Willow stepped into the hallway.

"I've got a really bad feeling. I've got to stop her before she makes a mistake," Willow said, grabbing her wife's hand and rushing after her.

Cut To:
Int.
Council – Main Foyer – Moments Later

"Jim!" Buffy yelled.

Jim turned to face her. "Why hello Buffy. Is there something I can help you with?"

"No." Buffy shook her head. "I mean yes," she corrected herself. "I mean, it's not Council business, but I was wondering if, you know, sometime, you'd like to go out. For dinner…and possibly a movie too," she told him.

He looked at her blankly.[image: image32.jpg]el




"With me," she added. "On a, you know, date."

"Um, Buffy, I –," Jim started.

"Oh my god," Buffy said.  "You're seeing someone. I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said anyth –," she started.

"No…"

"Married?" Buffy said uncertainly.

"Well, no, but you're not-."

Buffy held her hands out in front of her. "Okay, I give. What's so damned unattractive about me? You can tell me the truth. I want to know because I really do like you and as a man I'd value your opinion. I mean, you're cute, you're funny, you have far better fashion sense than most of the guys I date, and you can't remember the industrial revolution," she ranted.

"How can I put this?" Jim grinned and then affected a lisp. "Your shoes are fabulous," Jim told her.

Buffy's expression brightened. "Thank you," she said. "I got them at that little store that you told me about on…" Her eyes widened. A sudden look of understanding appeared on her face. Her jaw seemed to be unhinged from the rest of her skull as she stared at him. "Oh," she said simply after a long pause.

She turned just in time to see Willow and Rowena appear hand-in-hand at entrance to the hallway.

"Looks like we're too late," Rowena told Willow.

"You knew," Buffy accused Willow.

"I kinda thought that you did," Willow defended herself.

She turned to face Dawn, standing near the front desk, her arm around Skye's slender waist. "Did you?" she demanded.

"Was it some kind of secret?" Dawn asked.[image: image33.jpg]



"Wait a second – you didn't know?" Xander asked.

"Would I have just thrown myself at him like some kind of loose tramp if I did?" Buffy demanded angrily. 

"Don't be upset," Jim told her. "I'm quite flattered. Really."

Buffy's angry expression slacked as she looked over Xander's shoulder to see Kennedy greeting Kadin and then walking arm-in-arm with her. Her gaze panned over to Willow and Rowena, holding each other's hand affectionately. Finally she looked up to see Dawn gently stroking the small of Skye's back with the tips of her fingers.

She finally looked up into Jim's eyes and shook her head in frustration. "Oh, for God's sake!" she yelled.

Cut to Black

Buffy (VO): Is everybody here gay except for me?

Xander (VO): I'm not.

Buffy (VO): Oh, give it a rest, Xander!

Fade to Black
End of Home Sweet Home
