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Manchester, 1960
Fade In:
Ext.
Manchester, England – Dusk (December 1961)

Four young women walked along the street.

"Myra," one of them was saying, "you should try and get out for a change. There's more to life than working at Millward's."

"Don't feel like it," was Myra's reply.

"Well, you better start feeling like it," muttered a third woman. "Not getting any younger, is ye?"

"Hush," said the fourth.

"Its true! Look, she's the one who tossed Ronnie over. She didn't have to."

"We wouldn't've been happy together," said Myra.

The fourth woman rolled her eyes. But the first one just nodded. "Whatever you say, Myra. You're the one that'd have to live with him."

"And what's wrong with Ronnie, when you come to think of it?" said the fourth.

"See you later," said Myra suddenly. "My bus is this way." She turned a corner, gave a little wave, and vanished down an alley. The alley itself was cluttered with garbage cans and boxes. Shadows filled the narrow space. Even the meager light of the setting sun hardly reached here.

Barely twenty feet into the alley, a hand reached from the shadows behind Myra and grabbed her.

Cut to:
Int.
Cellar – Later

Myra's eyes flickered open. She looked around. A few candles glowed from random spots in the room. A box here. A pair of crates there. The result was several pockets of light amid general gloom. Squinting, she tried to make out if she was alone.

"Hello?" There was no answer. She stood up. "Hello? Anyone here?" She took a step forward, then almost tripped. Looking at her feet, she gasped. It looked like a body.

"Your predecessor," hissed a voice in the darkness. Myra, eyes huge, stepped back and looked at the dark niche from where the voice seemed to come. Moments passed. A scraping sound came from the same place. There was movement. A human-shaped figure began to emerge. But as it entered the light, it looked less and less human. Bald with large and misshapen ears, its hands were held in front, almost like a priest or a preying mantis. The fingers were much too long. Worse, they ended in claws.[image: image1.jpg]



"I know your name," said the figure, its voice guttural. It gestured to the corpse on the floor. "So did that. Your priest. You confessed so very many things to him."

Myra's mouth dropped. "Confession is a sacrament."

The figure almost snorted. "In order to live, he would have told me…anything. But there was no need." It shrugged, a weird gesture, as if its skeleton was not normal somehow. "All that he knew was in the blood. What he knew, I know." The expression on his face might have been a smile. "I know you, Myra Hindley. More, I understand what I know."

In the silence that followed, Myra did not dare move. She looked down at the corpse at her feet, saw the gaping wounds on the throat, noticed the total lack of blood. "Are you a vampire? Like Count Dracula?"

With another almost-smile, the strange figure shook its head. "Not like Count Dracula. He is a shadow, a mirror of the truth reflected from a novelist's imagination. Turned into a pretty light show by actors with make-up." Its fingers twitched together, with a scraping sound. "You," it said, "you tell each other fairy stories about angels that sinned. As if darkness was nothing but an absence of the light. Listen to me, Myra Hindley – there is that in this world to make your strongest saints soil themselves with fear." The figure approached her. "I was old," it almost whispered, "when this city was nothing but a half dozen farms hugging a Roman fort. My kind grow in power with age. Yet there is that which looks upon my strength, my ancient wisdom, and sees a kitten to be tortured. My power makes me valuable." By now the figure was disturbingly close to Myra, who stared at the thing's face. The skin was worse than pale. It looked as dead as that of the corpse.

"Are you going to kill me? Or make me like you?"

It shook its head. "You are going to kill me," she heard the whisper. "Because That-Which-Even-I-Fear approaches. I have tortured my victims, made them beg for death. Yet the most horrible cruelties I might spend a century designing are nothing to what the Loathestone will do on a whim. Not merely to myself. But to you. Without me, you are not even worthy of notice. Without me…". It stopped and looked around furtively, resembling a cornered rat.

"We have little time," it said. Now its eyes almost burned into Myra's. "Close. So very close! Behold!" It pointed to the top of a box. A large bottle of water lay there. "Take it." Myra didn't move. "TAKE IT!" The figure snarled, grabbing the bottle and holding it out to Myra. She took it in shaking hands.

The sound of blows on wood echoed from somewhere above. The figure visibly twitched.

"What is this?" asked Myra, looking at the bottle.

"Holy Water," hissed the figure. "He made it." This accompanied a kick aimed at the corpse. "But he lacked the will to use it. You, Myra Hindley, you have the will. I know it." Above, it seemed as if wood was giving way.

The figure bared fangs. "Kill me with that water. Or I will kill you. Or That-Which-I-Fear will do worse. Do it. Now! NOW!"

As the sound of wood cracking filled the cellar, Myra splashed the water from the bottle in her hands forward. It hit the figure who screamed! Where the water struck, third degree burns appeared. Smoke rose, and the smell of burning flesh was in the air. Myra did more, splashing the water more wildly, then more precisely. The figure, now writhing in agony, collapsed onto the floor. She poured the water over it, deliberately letting it hit as much of the torso as possible. Hesitating for a moment, she then splashed some across its eyes, watched them dissolve as their owner howled. She poured the rest of it down its throat, drowning the screams with the sizzling sound of burning tissue.

She watched the body dissolve. Bones were all the only things left soon. Then the bones began to break apart. They began to bubble, then crack. Kneeling, she watched in fascination as soon the skull – with its prominent, non-human fangs – also broke apart. It was as if the bones were becoming fossils in mere moments.

Myra continued kneeling and watching. It wasn't until several minutes had passed before she looked up and saw that, once again, she was not alone.

Nothing more than a shape this time. Not close enough to make out any details, although the ears looked pointed. Whoever the newcomer might be, he said nothing. Then, a hand rose from his side.[image: image2.jpg]



In the candlelight, the item in his hand became visible – a black crystal on a chain that looked like darkness itself given a solid shape.

Myra couldn't take her eyes off of it. When the newcomer turned and left, she stayed where she was, barely blinking. Eventually, she examined the corpse of the priest, tracing his features with her fingertips. She gazed longingly at the ragged wounds on his throat and ran her hands along his lifeless body.

Not until her stomach began to growl in hunger did she leave the cellar to return home.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers HQ Gym – Day (Present)

Two slayers rained kicks and blows on each other. But the taller of the two had the advantage when it came to kicking. She picked up speed, practically spinning as she aimed one blow after another at her opponent.

Lorinda hit the ground in a controlled fall, barely avoiding Siobhan's swung leg. She then swept her own legs in a scissor kick to the older slayer's ankles.

But although Siobhan fell, she too did it with control. A deliberate turn brought Siobhan to the mat on her back, but she had to spin away almost at once to avoid a blow coming from the now standing Lorinda.

Siobhan stopped after precisely one spin. She shifted the momentum into her arm and swung it back in a karate chop.

Lorinda hit the ground with a thud and a gasp. She didn't get up.

"Whoa," muttered Lori from her seat. Dawn, Shannon and Skye on one side of her all had their eyebrows up. Jeff and Hope, seated on the other side of her, blinked. "That's gotta hurt," said Hope.

"At least some," agreed Jeff.

By now Siobhan was getting up to a standing position. "Well, she doesn't half give a fight."[image: image3.jpg]



Lorinda remained on the floor. Shannon suddenly stood. "Lorinda?" When the girl still did not move, Shannon ran over to her. Siobhan was already kneeling and examining her.

"Strong pulse," said Siobhan. "No bruising." By now people had begun to cluster around both of them. "Regular breathing." She looked up. Jeff had already knelt beside her, Hope behind him, watching. Shannon joined Dawn and Skye along with Grace and Hadley as part of the circle surrounding Lorinda. Lori, approaching, met Siobhan's eyes. "Has this happened before? Anyone know? Anyone?"

"No," said Jeff. "It hasn't. Maybe you just hit her a little hard."

"Just the usual." Siobhan looked between Lorinda and Jeff. "Honestly. Nothing more than the usual!"

On the floor Lorinda groaned something. Jeff brought his head closer, listening. Then, Lorinda stirred. She slowly turned herself over with a grunt. Her eyes flew open. After a moment, she breathed a word. "Hair." Then, she blinked – once and then twice. She saw the half-dozen or so faces hovering above hers. "Okaaaaay. What happened? And why are you blaming me?"

"No one's blaming you," said Jeff. Next to him, Siobhan raised an eyebrow. "But you were knocked out."

"Was not!"

"Actually, yeah, you were."

She took this in, a small frown turning into a scowl. "She did not knock me out."

"Oh yeah?" muttered Siobhan.

Jeff nodded. "If she didn't, then something's wrong."
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"I'm fine…"

"We're gonna make sure." Jeff looked at Hope. "Call Dr. Miller. Get somebody down here. I don't want to move Lorinda until she's checked out."

"Hey…" began Lorinda.

"Right," said Hope, heading to the exit.

"…I am just fine…" Lorinda's attempt to sit up was stopped by Jeff's hand on her shoulder.

"No."

She stared at him. "I'm stronger than you."

"You're not stronger than me," said Shannon. "Lie down and wait."

"I am not some kind…"

"Lie down!" Shannon yelled. Everyone stared at her.

"What she said," added Jeff.

Fade Out.

End of Teaser
Lorinda's Kiss
Act One 

Starring:
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Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Dining Room – Morning

Rowena looked down at the buffet. She started to hum. Then she began piling things onto her plate; Two large spoonfuls of scrambled eggs; Then another spoonful; Three of hashed browns; Five links of sausage; Two slices of French toast; A half-dozen slices of bacon. It wasn't until she was on her third spoonful of fruit salad that she looked up.

[image: image5.jpg]


Robin, Faith, Andrew, Willow, Grace, Hadley, Giles, Dawn and Skye were all looking at her. Or rather, staring.

"Hey," said Rowena. "I'm eating for three, remember?"

"Ya never heard of seconds?" said Grace.

"Or, firsts?" said Robin with a grin. "For the rest of us."

Sheepishly, Rowena headed back to the table. Everyone else began to get some breakfast. Moments later Willow sat in the chair next to her. "Nobody's really mad," she whispered to her.

"I am," said Skye from the table.

"Why?" Rowena asked. "You don't even eat."

Skye shrugged. "On principal. Besides," she said, nibbling on a piece of bacon, "I'm finding the taste of food is pleasant. It doesn't really satisfy my hunger, but…I like it."

"Really?" Grace looked baffled.

"Yeah."

Jeff and Hope entered the dining room, hand in hand. "A very good morning to you all," said Jeff.

"Hurry up," said Hadley. "Grab some food before Ro gobbles it all."

"Hey!" said Rowena, although since her mouth was full it didn't sound very convincing.

"We have some news," announced Jeff.

"Is it about Lorinda?" Giles was pouring himself a cup of tea. "She is well, I trust?"

"Fine, fine."

"Oh, good."

"You should tell Siobhan," said Dawn. "I think she was a little worried."

"Yeah, I'll do that…"

"She was really worried?" asked Skye.

"A little." Dawn had begun crunching on bacon. "Actually, I've had a talk with Shannon about what happened."

"Yeah?"[image: image6.jpg]



"She told me something really interesting –."

Jeff raised his voice. "We're getting married!"

For the second time that morning, everyone in the room went silent, and stared. Skye blinked. So did Dawn. Rowena, her mouth full of eggs and French toast, stopped chewing. Robin stopped himself from pouring a cup of coffee and looked to Faith, who rolled her eyes. Grace opened her mouth to say something, but didn't. Giles took off his glasses and started cleaning them with a napkin.

"Congrats," said Willow at last, with a deliberate smile.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Hallway – Later

"No, it isn't that anybody disapproves," Willow said to Jeff. She was still smiling. Her smile was still deliberate.

"That's good to know," said Jeff, one eyebrow raised. "But…"

"Well, you're both kinda young. You gotta admit that."

"I do admit that," said Jeff, nodding. "Grandmother."

"Hey!"

"Sorry." But he was grinning.

"Look, what's the rush? That's all I'm asking."

"No rush. We just wanted to do it. And, truth be told, we are in a dangerous line of work." Neither of them said anything as they reached a set of stairs and ascended. At the top, Jeff asked, "You'll attend, we hope."

"Of course I will! Why wouldn't I?"

"Even though it'll be a Catholic ceremony?"

Willow looked at him for a split second. "Like in Roman Catholic?"

"Yep."

"But you – I mean, I know Hope is Catholic and all – but you follow Wicca. Don't you?"

"Honestly? To me, religions are like different sets of clothes." He shrugged. "Besides, you can't deny there really are angels."

"But that doesn't mean…" She stopped herself, seeing the grin on his face. "Very funny. And yes – I mean, no, there's no reason for me not to attend your wedding."

"Didn't think so," Jeff almost laughed.

Willow furrowed her brow and made a mock frown. "It's not like I'm going to burst into flames if I cross the threshold. No matter what some folks say."

"Pillar of salt, wasn't it?"

"Stop it." Willow pointed her finger at him. "I've got a meeting to go to. You've got a Slayer to check up on. Now git."

Jeff chuckled as he left her. Willow watched him go, looking as if she wanted to say something but having no idea what it was.

Cut to:
Int.
Buffy's Office – Day

"Not like I wouldn't be tempted myself," Faith said, "but the fact is, she put Lorinda into the infirmary – during practice."

"That does seem at least kinda reckless," said Willow, "don't you agree?"

Buffy waited a split second before [image: image7.jpg]


saying anything. "What does Dr. Miller say?"

Faith waved that aside. "Slayer healing. She's fine now. This time, anyway."

"Next time, she might not get so lucky. Her, or whoever," said Willow.

"Okay people," said Buffy, "this is wandering over into the overreaction section. A slayer got knocked out during practice, right?" No one said anything at first so Buffy repeated, "Right?"

Willow spoke up. "Yeah."

"Hasn't this happened before?"

"Now and then…" began Willow.

"Except this time it was one of the B-niners who did it," said Faith.

"You mean," said Buffy, "one of the slayers who used to belong to Bureau Nine and is now part of the Watchers Council?"

Faith's features hardened. "If you want to call her that."

"That is what she is, right?"

Silence followed. "Technically," said Willow at last. Before she could say anything else, one of the phones on Buffy's desk rang. Gesturing for Faith and Willow to wait, Buffy picked up the receiver. "Yes? Okay, put him on, Joan." She met Faith's eyes. "Hi Jason. Yeah, a little bit of a ruckus. Siobhan knocked out Lorinda during sparring practice and…What? Really? Okay, when? See you there, then." She hung up.

Both Willow and Faith looked worried. "What's up?" asked Willow.

"Jason heard about what happened, including a few interesting details that we don't seem to have and has something to show us. He said two hours in the command center. Wanna come?"

"Wouldn't miss it for the world," said Faith, one eyebrow rising.

Buffy's phone rang again. She answered it. "What, Joan? Nope, no idea." She looked at the other two. "Either one of you seen Xander?" They shook their heads. "Tell Lori we don't know."

Cut to:
Int.
Xander's Workshop – Day

Dipping his brush into the small can, Xander wiped away the excess stain and continued to apply liquid to the length of one half of a cane. The half he worked upon was held by two clamps.[image: image8.jpg]



Between two other clamps was the other, lower half. It clearly contained a sheath. Its wood gleamed in the light, wet with fresh stain. The upper half, upon which Xander worked, revealed a razor sharp length of steel, half a yard in length. Arcane symbols were etched on the blade.

Someone knocked on the door. Xander didn't look up, but kept applying the stain.

"Xander," said Grace's voice from the hallway. "You in there?"

He said nothing. After a few moments, the sound of footsteps began and faded. The brush continued to dip, then apply.

Nearby on a worktable lay the head of the cane. It was silver with the stylized shape of an eagle's head. He'd set it upright and sometimes gazed over towards it, as if studying its profile.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Hallway – Later

"I didn't say anything about my hair," Lorinda said, walking beside Jeff.

"Didn't say you did," Jeff replied.

"You said…" Lorinda began.

"What Jeff said, was," Hope interrupted from the other side of Lorinda, "you mentioned the word 'hair', not that were talking about your hair."

Lorinda took this in. "I don't remember saying 'hair' either."

"Well, you did," said Jeff. "Although, in light of what Dawn found out, maybe that wasn't quite it either."

Lorinda's head whipped in Jeff's direction. "What're you talking about?"

"Speak of the devil," said Jeff with a grin. Dawn approached, with Shannon and Skye on either side. Both groups stopped in front of the conference room door.

"I still say this is all much ado about nothing" said Shannon. She didn't look anyone in the eye.

"Maybe," said Dawn. "Let's be safe, though. Slayer dreams mean stuff."

"Hey," said Lorinda. "You had a slayer dream?"

"It might have been," said Shannon. "Let's go inside and get this over with." She headed into the conference room, followed by Dawn and Jeff.

Lorinda followed her. "What was it about? Your slayer dream? An apocalypse? Some new kind of demon? A hellmouth about to open somewhere? Maybe a prophecy about to be fulfilled? A long-lost slayer weapon?"

"You."

"Me?"[image: image9.jpg]



"Yeah," Shannon hurried in.

"What you do mean – Me?" Lorinda closed the door behind her.

Hope and Skye looked at the closed door for a few moments. "I was almost tempted to ask to sit in," said Skye after a few moments. "My guess is it'll just be more of the same, though. Bickering about who did what and who was supposed to do what." She shook her head with a half-smile. "Idiotic, really."

"What?"

"Oh, I'm sure you've noticed."

"Maybe, but that depends on what you're talking about."

Skye sighed. "Something happens. People try to figure stuff out. Then they get into a minor war over whether folks from B9 did things they shouldn't have and what that was and so on. This one'll be bigger than some because it's all about Felix himself."

"Felix has been helping!"

"Not the point," said Skye softly. "Look, you and Faith have all your sister issues to work out – or to ignore, as the case might be. Hey," she raised her hand as Hope opened her mouth to speak, "it's your business, not mine. Though the two of you make me so glad I fell for a Summers girl, not a Lehane. No offense."

"None taken," said Hope, automatically.

"You're polite. I like that. Anyway, whatever is between you and Faith has become part of the whole merger brouhaha."

"But – it's not like Bureau Nine is taking over the Watchers Council."

"Isn't it?"

"The whole idea was for us to work together."

"Yep. And you know what they say about best-laid plans," she shrugged. "Still, your boyfriend helps a lot. I mean he's been around here practically since the start, Willow's fair-haired boy and all. Well, dark-haired. He's kinda the bridge between the two factions right now." She grinned, looking at the conference room door. "Want me to listen in?"

Hope looked tempted, but finally shook her head. "No." She sighed. "You haven't said anything."

"Sure I have. I say things all the time."

"No, I mean about…Jeff. And me."

"Oh. Good on you. Best wishes and all that. Really."

"Sincerity might be nice."

Skye did a take, then laughed. "I'm distracted. And to be honest, envious. I'd love to get married myself. But, not really possible."

"You could do what Willow and Ro did – go to Canada."

"Nope," said Skye with a shake of her head. "Same sex marriage is one thing. Marriage between the living and the dead – there ain't a jurisdiction on earth gonna touch that one. Not for a long, long, long time!"

Cut to:
Int.
Conference Room – Continuous

Shannon took a deep breath. All around her people watched and listened. Dawn, Jeff, Lorinda, Buffy, Mr. Felix, Willow, Faith and Robin. "They started last week. I'd have these dreams about an estate of some kind. I think it was England. But a long time ago, like 1776 times. Maybe longer. I know there was a hedge maze, and hills. The guy who ran the place was this old guy with white hair and big sideburns. Tall, real tall. And he sometimes talked to a girl with bright red hair. That girl was," she hesitated, "Lorinda."

Everyone looked at Lorinda – who in turn stared at Shannon. "I do not have red hair," she said.

"I know that!"

"Then how can it be me?"

"Because it looked like you! Just with red hair, and, well, a bit more…" She hesitated. "This Lorinda," she said at last, "was a bit more developed."

Lorinda's eyes had become daggers.[image: image10.jpg]



"And," continued Shannon, "the old guy kept looking for you, for her. You know what I mean. Calling out her name. Lorinda. I've never even heard of anyone else named Lorinda, have you?"

"It's a family name," said Lorinda.

"Okay," said Shannon, "and so he keeps looking for Lorinda, and he's real upset, practically screaming your name. Then, I see her – you – whoever – on a sailing ship. A big one. At sea."

"Wasn't there something else?" asked Felix. "When Miss Summers recounted your dreams to Hope and Jeff, she included another detail."

"Oh, yeah. It was a pirate ship."

"How did you know that?"

"The flag. Right out of a movie. Skull and crossbones."

"So your slayer dream," began Lorinda, "was about me with red hair, big boobs and a ship flying the Jolly Roger?"

Shannon just shrugged in response.

"Sounds like someone's just seen Pirates too many times before they went to bed," Lorinda remarked. "We really called a meeting for this?" she added.

"It might be an apocalypse," Shannon replied. Lorinda rolled her eyes. "Not because of the dream," she added, "But because, for once, we agree with each other. I don't think this is a big deal either."

Felix leaned forward. "Shannon – please think back. I'm asking this because different pirate captains used different flags, and I suspect your dream is more than just a dream. You might have been seeing history. Please, was there anything at all unique about the pirate ship or the flag? Did you see the ship's name?"

"Nope."

"What about the flag? You saw that, yes?"

"Definitely."

"Precisely what did it look like? What color was it?"

"Black. With white."

"Any red?"

She shook her head.

"Is there anything else, any detail at all you can recall?"

For a few moments, Shannon concentrated. "The skull…I think it had horns. Kinda weird. But that flag was in at least two dreams, I know. And the skull definitely had horns."

Felix nodded.

"Don't tell me," said Faith, "That's important, right? And you've already put it all together?" She was frowning.

"I've put something together, Miss Lehane. Quite simply, I've been studying up quite a bit about the history of the Watchers Council lately. One can understand why." He smiled. Faith did not smile back.

"Go on, Jason," said Buffy. "Some of us are listening."

He opened a file. "In 1725 there was a slayer – a young woman named Lorinda Sheparton. The first of your line to be called," he looked pointedly at Lorinda, "but not the last. That has been something of a puzzle, I understand, because very few slayers have ever been closely related to one another."

"My family is just special that way," was Lorinda's reply, in a flat tone.

"Your namesake," Felix continued, "incidentally had red hair. She was identified as a potential quite young and became the ward of a respected watcher of the era, Robert Merrick."

"Merrick?" said Buffy.[image: image11.jpg]



"Your first watcher," said Robin.

"Only he was Alfred Merrick. They must be related."

"Presumably," said Felix.

"You don't know?" said Faith, one eyebrow rising sarcastically.

"How old was he?" asked Dawn.

"In 1725 he was sixty three. That was the year the first slayer Lorinda disappeared. Rumor had it she'd been kidnapped or had fought to the death with a certain pirate captain. Miss Sheparton, Jeff tells me that when you lost consciousness you said a word."

"He's wrong. I didn't."

"The word was 'hair.'"

"No. That's what he says, but I don't remember it."

"I believe perhaps you did not say the word 'hair.' I wonder if instead you said the name 'Harry.' Because you see, the pirate who supposedly faced your namesake was called Harry Fitz-Wolf. And this," he took out a picture, "was his personal flag." He held it up for all to see. The picture was a painting of a sailing ship. In the close-up was the flag of the ship, unfurled in the wind – a pirate flag on a black background with a white skull and crossed bones. The top of the skull had horns.

"Legend says that Harry Fitz-Wolf was half demon," said Felix. "And he wielded enough magic to terrify his crew and his enemies."

Silence ensued for a few moments. "Nice piece of detective work," said Robin. Faith didn't quite sneer at that.

"Actually without Miss Summers' help I wouldn't have uncovered it, but thank you."

"So what happened next?" Robin asked. "Do you know?"

"Robert Merrick went after Captain Fitz-Wolf, chased him as far as the Caribbean. Merrick was, evidently, quite a powerful magic-user in his own right. Both vanished from history. At about the same time, another slayer was called. It was presumed all three, including Lorinda, had been killed."

"So nobody really knows then," Faith said.

"Correct," Felix said with a short nod. "But from that time on several members of the Sheparton family have been called as slayers, a unique situation as far as anyone knows. And then, the current Lorinda is rendered unconscious by a blow that should have done no such thing, at approximately the same time as Shannon here begins to have special dreams about Lorinda's namesake. Call me paranoid if you like…"

"You're paranoid," said Faith.

Felix smiled at that. "But," he continued, "I believe something may be happening. Or, about to happen. I could, of course, be wrong." He put the picture down and waited.

"That'd be too easy," muttered Willow.

"One question," spoke up Lorinda. "This Captain Harry you're talking about."

"Yes?"

"What did he look like?"

"No paintings or engravings survive. Or, at least none I've been able to find in the last day or so."

"Any descriptions?"

Felix nodded. "Yes, as a matter of fact." He took out a xerox sheet from his file, and began to read aloud. "Although guilty of truly terrible deeds in his career of piracy and mayhem, all who had met the dread Harry Fitz-Wolf agreed him to be a man of unusually pleasing appearance. His form was slender yet strong withal, his features regular and welcome, his eyes pale blue and his lips ever eager to smile pleasantly upon all those not his enemies." He looked up. "Does that please you, Miss Sheparton?"

"Yeah," said Lorinda with a small smile. "It does."

"Me, too," muttered Buffy.[image: image12.jpg]



"Buffy," said Willow.

"What? He sounds cute!"

"He's dead," pointed out Dawn.

"Oh, like you're one to talk!" Buffy countered.

"And he's half-demony," said Willow. "Plus, you know, a pirate. As in walk-the-plank, take no prisoners, loot whole towns kinda thing."

Faith shrugged. "Her perfect man, if you ask me."

"If I might interrupt," said Jeff suddenly, "I agree that this doesn't exactly seem like the stuff of coincidence. We should probably keep our eyes open for something else, something that will tie in the history Mr. Felix has uncovered with…well, current events."

"Agreed," said Robin.

Cut to:
Ext.
Cruise Ship Command Deck – Dusk

The captain entered without a pause. "Something unscheduled on the radar, Number One?"

His first officer lowered the binoculars and met the Captain's eyes. His own eyes looked huge. "Sir, it isn't just on radar anymore." Then he pointed and the Captain's gaze followed his hand. He stared, not quite comprehending.

Less than a hundred yards away, a full-size sailing ship was following the cruise ship on a parallel course. From its rigging, fluttering in the wind, was a pirate flag.

"That cannot be," muttered the Captain.

"It literally appeared out of nowhere, sir."[image: image13.jpg]



The Captain stared for a few more moments. "It's keeping pace. That is a sailing ship and it is keeping pace with us."

"Yes, I know. Which is…"

"Impossible."

"Exactly, sir."

While they watched, hatches on the side of the sailing ship opened – and the mouths of cannons emerged. None of the crew, Captain or First officer or anyone on the watch, had much time to react before the cannons began to fire.

Fade Out.

End of Act One
Act Two
Fade In:
Int.
Robin and Faith's Apartment – Night[image: image14.jpg]Mod&m Day/Buccaneers ' -




"The cruise ship Tropical Celebration suffered over two dozen casualties," said the news announcer on the television screen, "including five confirmed deaths. This marks the most open act of at-sea piracy in decades, as well as the most bizarre. Passengers and crew insist they were attacked by – and I quote – a sailing ship right out of a Hollywood movie, complete with cannons and pirate flag."

Faith's arms were crossed as she stared at the screen. Beside her sat Robin, watching and saying nothing.

"Coast Guard officials are maintaining a quarantine around the ship," continued the announcer, "and holding over a hundred material witnesses incommunicado. Yet rumors persist that what attacked the Tropical Celebration was in fact supernatural in origin. Tales of vampire pirates, the return of the Flying Dutchman and some kind of demonic kingdom within the fabled Devil's Triangle are rampant throughout the Caribbean. Reservations on cruise ships are being cancelled as fast as travel agents can manage the paperwork."

"Damn," muttered Faith.

"Don't be a sore loser," said Robin. "The fact is, by any rational standard, you're not a loser at all."

"Yeah, I know."

"The only losers are the victims, the folks we're supposed to protect."

Faith sighed. "I got it, Ace, it's just…" she hesitated.

"What?"

"Lori. She's gonna be so damned smug."

"In more local news," the announcer continued, "spokespersons for Autumn O'Mara confirm that the Congresswoman is indisposed with a severe bout of flu. She is on the mend and expected to resume her duties shortly."

Cut to:
Int.
Library – Same Time
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Skye sat at a table across from Rowena, who had a book on her protruding belly.

"You know this was never part of the deal," Skye said as her shoulders moved slightly back and forth. Upon looking at a longer shot of them, Rowena had her feet between Skye's legs while the vampire massaged them. "In fact, I thought you were on maternity leave so doesn't this constitute work?"

"I'm doing this for fun," Rowena told her, her eyes never leaving the page.

"Experimenting and researching me is fun?" Skye asked. "You do realize your children are going to grow up as deranged as you."

"That's a chance I'll just have to take," Rowena said in a rather absent tone as she continued to read. With a sigh she put the book down. She looked over to see Willow, Buffy and Dawn walking into the room.

"I see Skye's finally being useful," Willow teased.

"You should be the one sitting here doing this," Skye replied. "It's not my fault she's got swollen feet and ankles."

"Not my fault either," Willow replied.

"Yeah, but you helped from what I hear," Skye said with a smirk.

Dawn and Buffy both smiled and turned away as Willow blushed and took a seat next to Rowena.

"I thought you were on official leave?" Buffy asked Rowena as she looked at the mountain of books around them.

"See?" Skye said, motioning to Buffy.

"I don't feel rubbing," Rowena replied to the vampire.

With a roll of her eyes, Skye went back to her task and then turned to Dawn. "The things I do for you," she told her as she motioned to Rowena's feet with her chin.

Dawn grinned. "I make it worth it though," she added.

Skye thought for a moment and then gave her a sexy smile. "Yeah, you do."

"TMI, girls," Buffy told them as she took a seat too. "So whatcha doin'?" she asked Rowena.

"Trying to find out why Skye can work on her tan naturally," she responded.

"Isn't this Codex supposed to be chocked full of info and fun vamp facts to know?" Dawn asked as she picked it up and began to thumb through it.

"I don't remember if I looked in that," Rowena remarked. "God, I'm losing my mind."

Willow giggled. "It's true. Last night, she wanted a fork, a-and she couldn't remember the name so she asked for that pointy thing that stabs food."

"Wow," Buffy exclaimed.

"This happens to a lot of women actually," Rowena replied defensively. "Babies suck…" Rowena acted like she was searching for something more to say but then gave up and said, "brain juice."

"Actually, it's iron-deficient anemia," Willow added. "A woman who's pregnant doesn't have enough iron to fuel hemoglobin production for both."

Rowena pitched a thumb at Willow. "Like she said. Times that by two, thanks to my mother's DNA, who's a twin, and there you have it."

"So you can't remember jack and we're sitting here, wasting time, because…?" Skye asked.

"Like you have better things to do?" Willow replied. Skye smiled and looked over at Dawn. "Forget I asked."

[image: image16.jpg]


Dawn began to giggle as she still looked at the book.

"What?" Buffy asked.

"I, uh, I think I found the answer," she said reluctantly.

"Really?" Rowena responded, coming up into a full sitting position and putting her feet on the floor.

"Thank God," Skye sighed as she began to shake out her sore fingers and rub them.

"What's it say?" Buffy asked.

Dawn giggled again. "Well, it's a little embarrassing actually." She took the book over to Skye first and showed her the line. Skye read and then began to laugh softly.

"What does it say?" Buffy asked again, punctuating every word.

"You read it," Dawn told Skye.

"No you," she said.

"Someone read the damn book," Rowena told them.

Buffy pulled it over to her and Skye pointed. The slayer cleared her throat.

"The blood of an immortal can have various properties with said properties being transfused into the vampire. Such properties may include things like imperviousness to fire, sunlight or holy figures such as holy water, crosses, blah blah blah…" Buffy looked up. "I don't get it."

Dawn and Skye continued to giggle. At first Willow and Rowena looked confused but then began to chuckle too.

"Read it again Buff," Willow told her.

Silently Buffy looked at the page and then her mouth began to hang open. She quickly turned to Dawn.

"You let her drink you!" she declared angrily.

"Oh, and like you've never let a vamp have a nip," Dawn retorted. "Let's not be holier than thou, okay?"

Buffy opened her mouth twice and closed it each time until she sputtered, "That was different."

Dawn looked to Willow and said, "It's always different with her, isn't it?"

Willow let out a chuckle but she stopped when Buffy gave her a stern look.

"I can't believe you let her drink you?" Buffy declared. "That's just…"

"Kinky and kinda sexy?" Skye asked. Once more Buffy was speechless.

"I've never seen any bite marks on Dawn's neck," Rowena replied. "Of course she does heal rather quickly," she added in afterthought.

"Sometimes it's not always her neck," Skye remarked dryly and then began to smile.

Buffy's jaw was agape again and she was unable to form a sentence immediately. "Okay, I've heard enough."

Everyone at the table began to chuckle.

Cut to:
Int.
Briefing Room – Morning

"I don't want to say I told you so," began Lori.

Buffy held up her hand. "Got it. You were right. Or, I suppose we really ought to say, Jason was right."

"He usually is."

"Hey," said Willow, her brow furrowing. She was seated between Buffy and Rowena. "This is the same guy who came way too close to killing almost everyone in this room, ya know?"

"Are you really one to talk?" Lori leaned on her cane and met Willow's eyes. "Miss 'Almost Destroyed the Whole World On Purpose' herself?"

"This isn't getting us anywhere," breathed Giles, on the other side of Buffy. "Cataloguing every single error is both pointless and a waste of time."[image: image17.jpg]



"What he said," agreed Xander, from Giles' left. Everyone looked at him. "All I'm saying is, there's a time and a place for everything. Right now we've got what looks like a ship full of ghost pirates to deal with, attacking innocents on the high seas." He blinked. "That sounds cool. I'm sorry. It just does."

Kennedy shared a nod with Faith, while Lori rolled her eyes.

"And what are we going to do about it?" Robin leaned forward. "I'll bet Miss Carew has been doing some research."

"She's not the only one," said Giles. "Rowena and I also, if you'll pardon the expression, hit the books last night."

"Let's start with what you turned up," said Buffy. "Then you, Lori."

"If we're right," said Rowena, "this Captain Harry Fitz-Wolf was a Th'ndi. They're demons with two forms, one of which is identical to humans."

Kennedy spoke up. "What's the other form like?"

"Mostly human," responded Giles. "Different than the first, but with yellow eyes and usually a kind of magical glyph or tattoo on their face somewhere."

"Let me guess – they eat raw fish? Or raw humans? Both raw fish and humans?" Buffy asked.

"No more than anyone else," Giles replied.

"Th'ndi demons are highly charismatic," explained Rowena, "people find them attractive in the extreme, and so they're often quite successful seducers. Casanova might have been one, for example. Other than that, though, they're pretty much – well, people, like Vl'hurgs. Individuals might be dangerous but as a species they're harmless."

"On the other hand," said Giles, "Captain Fitz-Wolf was a successful pirate for over a decade when he vanished. There was a sizable price on his head, for kidnapping heiresses, then ransoming them for not-so-small fortunes. He was said to have seduced over half his captives."

"And they haven't made a movie about this guy?" Kennedy said. "I'm surprised."

"There were a couple of operettas in the 18th century," said Rowena. "Not very accurate, but still."

"Some of them are still performed at St. David," said Lori. Both Rowena and Giles gave her a surprised look. "It's an island that likes to bill itself as Pirate Capital of the Caribbean. Pulls in a lot of tourists. Has a pirate museum and everything. Fitz-Wolf is supposed to have founded the town. Oh," she said almost as an afterthought, "St. David was also the last port of call by the Tropical Celebration before the attack." She didn't quite smile at this news.

"I knew it," muttered Faith.

"Hush," said Robin.

Lori handed a file to Buffy. "St. David is the name of both town and island. In the off-season it tends to become the headquarters for various treasure seekers, underwater archeologists and the like. There's a small airport."

A buzzer on the phone in front of Buffy went off. She picked up the receiver. "Yes? Who? Uh…yeah, that's possible, I suppose. Just a sec." Now she looked at Lori. "Is there a Mister Nogura on the Oversight Committee?"

"Oh, yeah. He's the deputy chairman."

"Well, he's in the lobby right now."

Nobody said anything for several seconds.

"Right," said Faith. "Like this is some kind of coincidence."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Lobby – Later

A slender older man turned as the elevator doors opened. Buffy, Giles, Willow, Kennedy, Xander and Lori emerged from the elevator, but his frown did not subside.

"You are Miss Summers?" His accent was slight but definitely there and vaguely Asian. That he looked down his nose at her seemed a function of more than simply his height.[image: image18.jpg]



"That's me," she said, smiling and holding out her hand. He did not take it.

"My colleagues," he said, "wish me to observe your operations in regards the Caribbean incident. I am to inform you this bears upon our assessment of your organization." He did not blink. "Presumably, you do have some kind of response prepared?"

"We were deciding on exactly that when you showed up. As a matter of fact," Buffy glanced at Giles and Lori, "we think we've got something of a clue as to what's behind all this already."

"Indeed." His face remained stony.

"Yes, as a matter of fact," said Giles.

Buffy took a breath. "Lori," she said, "you can give a general debriefing to Mr. Nogura, can't you? You can do it in the command center while Shannon, Lorinda and their Watchers get their kits together. Xander, go get them, will you?"

"Sure." Xander didn't look too pleased, but he headed away promptly.

"Ah," said Giles suddenly, "that does make sense, yes."

"Shannon had the dreams," Buffy said, "while Lorinda is obviously involved somehow. Or her family is." She faltered, noticing the steady stare from Nogura. "When you're dealing with signs and omens and things, it's a pretty good rule of thumb to pay attention. That's been my experience, anyway."

Nogura still said nothing.

"This way to the Command Center, sir" said Lori, indicating the elevator.

"I look forward to your briefing," he said, moving after a few moments. The others watched him and Lori go; watched the doors of the elevator close, hiding his unblinking eyes taking in all their faces, all their words, everything about them to be seen.

"This is such a fun day to come to work," said Kennedy, breaking the silence.

Cut to:
Ext.
Garden – Night (Dream)[image: image19.jpg]



Lorinda moved swiftly, albeit on tiptoe. She wove her way through the hedge maze, making hardly a sound as she did so. Her red hair was loose, a flowing mane around her head. Above, the moon was almost full, helping her find her way.

On the other side of the maze stood a wall. Before leaving the maze, she looked around in every direction. Then she ran to the wall, to a spot invisible from the main house, even with a telescope.

"Harry?" was her whisper.

"Here, my sweet." A figure emerged from the shadows. He was tall and slender, with golden hair and a short, pointed beard.

Lorinda leaned against the wall and smiled a welcome. Harry drank in the sight of her.

"Tonight," he said.

Cut to:
Int.
Slayer Dorms – Morning

Shannon's eyes flew open. She blinked. She looked around. She took a deep breath.

One half second later, someone knocked at her door. A half second after that, the door opened and revealed Dawn.

"Hey," said her watcher, "get up and get dressed. We've got a mission."

Shannon blinked again. "Does this have something to do with the dreams?"

"Looks like."

"Figures."

"And," Dawn hesitated, "Lorinda's coming along too." Shannon sighed. Dawn smiled. "On the other hand, we'll be going somewhere warm. That's gotta be a plus, right?"

Cut to:
Int.
Command Center – Later

"I want to go along on this one," Xander stated.

Buffy raised her eyebrows. "That's fine with me, but why?"

"Just – well, a feeling I have is all." Xander glanced in the direction of Mr. Nogura, who watched all this from a seat at the conference table across the room. Lori, seated beside him, had her laptop before her and was saying something. Nogura's eyes were on Buffy and Xander.

"Look," Xander continued, "why're you sending just two slayers and their watchers into this?"[image: image20.jpg]



"Because of the dreams. This thing has got 'destiny-y' written all over it." She stumbled a little over the new and almost unpronounceable word. Then continued in a rush. "Besides, Dawn can't be killed so that's a plus. And Jeff is the Council's Seer. Figure he'll have an edge when it comes to prophecies and stuff. Together he and Dawn are pretty kick-ass in the magic department to boot."

"Okay, since we're flying on intuition-pilot for now, here's my intuition – let me go too."

"Uh. Can you give me a little more to go on?"

"Weapons master."

"Excuse me?"

"I'm a weapons expert. We don't really know enough about weapons being used. That's my job when we get there."

Buffy looked at him. "You sure you don't just want to get out of Cleveland in December?"

With another glance at Nogura, Xander said, "Positive."

"Okay," said Buffy with a sigh.

Cut to:
Ext.
St. David Airport – Evening

The twin-engine plane with the Watchers Council logo came to a halt on the runway. Minutes later, the hatch opened and a party of five emerged, each with one piece of luggage.

"Okay," Lorinda was saying, "but if we do need to get a swimsuit, then we can buy some with our Council credit cards, right?"

"Absolutely," said Jeff with a nod. "Right, Dawn?"[image: image21.jpg]



"What are you talking about?"

"I think that's a good idea," said Shannon.

"Of course it is," said Jeff. "All the two of you have to do is persuade Dawn and me that you actually do need swimsuits." He emphasized the word and smiled.

"Ah," said Dawn. Both slayers looked a little less pleased.

"I don't know," said Xander, "I don't think it should be impossible for the two of you to persuade our two watchers, not on the issue of swimsuits, anyway."

Shannon and Lorinda brightened.

Dawn looked at him. "Perv. You just want to see teenagers in bikinis."

"And you don't?"

She opened her mouth to say something, but nothing came out. Jeff laughed.

Cut to:
Int.
St. David Airport – Continuous

The building was not large, but it had lots of character. Ships in bottles dotted shelves along the walls. Murals of less than average quality had been painted along most walls. Little pirate flags as well as stuffed parrots were on sale at a concession stand. A tiny restaurant was done up entirely in nautical themes, complete with portholes.

All five of them entered the little building and immediately noticed the public T.V. in one corner. The television itself wasn't so noteworthy, but the dozen other people in the room clustered around it were. Slayers, watchers and Xander all caught a glimpse of the screen, showing a private yacht – or what was left of it. The sails were torn, and partially burned. One mast was broken. Police were swarming over the yacht, while two people in different uniforms were carrying a body bag onto the dock where an ambulance could be seen, waiting.

"Private yacht Cynthia had been reported missing ten hours ago," said an unseen reporter, "and a Coast Guard cutter brought the ship into harbor just minutes ago. Although no details are yet available, this latest attack is bound to increase the number of rumors running rampant about ghost ships and zombie pirates."

"Not good," said Xander in a low voice.

"Well, that's why we're here, right?" said Jeff.

"Yeah," said Dawn.

"I say we table all discussion of swimsuits until after this is cleared up," suggested Shannon. "Okay, Lorinda? Lorinda?"

Lorinda didn't answer. She was staring away from the television. Her attention was on one of several paintings along one wall. None was particularly good, but each clearly was meant to be a portrait of some famous pirate. One showed a man with wild eyes and a mane of black hair, bloody cutlass in his hand. Behind him was a ship with a red flag. The name of the ship could be clearly read:Queen Anne's Revenge. Lorinda's attention, however, was on the portrait beside that one. She walked toward it.[image: image22.jpg]



"Hey! Lorinda!" Shannon didn't quite shout.

Jeff, on the other hand, joined her. The others followed him after a moment.

The portrait Lorinda stared at showed a handsome blonde man with a neat little beard, almost like a musketeer. The ship behind him flew a typical pirate flag, but the skull had horns. And the name of the ship, like the other portrait, was clearly visible: Lorinda's Kiss.

"Anybody else expect to hear the Twilight Zone theme start any minute?" asked Xander quietly.

Fade Out.

End of Act Two
Act Three
Fade In:
Int.
Willow & Rowena's Apartment – Day[image: image23.jpg]



"Okay," said Hope, after a long silence, "the thing is – I'm scared. And it's a kind of scared I'm not real used to. Not that I'm some kind of hero or anything. But I can do stuff. Fact is, right now I can do things I never even dreamed of, what with the magic and all. But even that…I mean…" She sighed. "I'm babbling. Sorry. Fact is, I don't even know why I'm going on like this to you. It's about Jeff. All about Jeff. And you – you don't like Jeff."

"Sure I do," said Skye. "Didn't used to, I admit it. But things change. I sure as hell did. So did he, for that matter." She shrugged, then went absolutely still for almost one complete second. "We change," she said with a tiny shake.

"Yeah," agreed Hope. "Look at me."

"Look at anybody."

That got a little laugh. But Hope's grin faded. "I never really loved anyone before." Her voice was low.

Skye nodded. "Speaking of changes, great big gi-normous changes."

"I can't help thinking…"

"What if something happens to him?"

Hope nodded.

When Skye spoke, which wasn't for nearly a minute, her lips didn't curl. Neither eyebrow rose above the other. She didn't even blink. "Here is what I think. There is love, and there is desire. Not quite the same thing, but – as you know – not exactly mutually exclusive either. When we desire, all we want to do is possess. To own. You look at Jeff, just like I look at Dawn, and say 'Mine' right? But isn't there more to it? Don't we also try to make them proud of us, try to shine in their eyes?"

"I guess so."

"And does it matter whether they actually know it or not?"

"Of course."

"Does it? Do you act differently when Jeff isn't around to see?"

"No…"

"Have you ever done something and said to yourself, 'He'd want me to do this?' Have you?"

"Maybe." Hope's eyes had gone inward, contemplating something. "I'm not sure."

"Well, for what its worth," said Skye, "the difference is important. Because then you'll know what it is that really scares you."

Hope said nothing.

Cut to:
Int.
St. David Hotel Room – Day

"Déjà vu," muttered Dawn as she entered the room with Shannon and Lorinda.

"What?" asked Shannon, bringing in her luggage. She deposited her bag on the far end of the room, next to one of two double beds.

"This is a better dive than that dump in Dragontown, USA," said Lorinda. She put her luggage next to the small table by the window.

"But why do I always have to share a double with two other girls?" complained Dawn.

"Instead of the one girl you want to share it with?" Lorinda grinned as she said it.

"Well, yeah!"

"A watcher's life is so hard," said Lorinda. "So do we bother to unpack, or should we just hit the streets? Look for clues? Get the lay of the land? Ask folks if they've seen any 18th century pirates sneaking around?"

"In this burg? In case you haven't noticed, that'd be like looking for one particular person wearing Mickey Mouse ears in Disney World! Did you see the mailman?" Shannon asked.

"The one with the gold earring and the fake hook?" Lorinda asked. "I hadn't noticed."[image: image24.jpg]



"I rest my case," Shannon replied.

"Let's go next door and ask Jeff," Lorinda said.

Dawn counted to ten. "Hey, I am just as much a watcher as Jeff. Fact is, I've had more field time."

"But you're not the Council's seer," Lorinda told her. "We don't know what to do, not exactly, right? So let's make like Leonidas and summon the Oracle. Or ask Jeff to whip out his Tarot cards. Same diff. Doesn't that make sense, Shannon?" Lorinda looked across the room and saw the other slayer, curled up on the bed. "Is she asleep?"

"Not like she's been getting enough of it lately," said Dawn, lowering her voice.

"Because she keeps dreaming about me." Lorinda shuddered a little.

"More like your ancestor, actually."

"I don't care, it is still creepy."

"Come on."

"Where?"

"Next door. Let Shannon sleep and we'll ask Jeff what the cards say." Dawn opened the door. "After you."

Lorinda hesitated for barely a split second. Then she left the hotel room. Dawn followed, dimming the lights before shutting the door.

Cut to:
Int.
Another Hotel Room – Later

Jeff looked up from the spread of his Tarot cards. "According to this, something will come to us."

"Really?" Xander almost blinked. "No offense, but when you make with the fortune-telling mojo, I expected something a little less…" He searched for the word.

"Lame?" offered Dawn with a dazzling smile.

"Well, yeah."

"Thank you so very much," said Jeff with a raised eyebrow.
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"You're so very welcome."

"Actually," continued Jeff, "what the cards say is that the answer to what we seek is already on its way to us. If we go looking, we'll find it. If we don't, it will – eventually – find us." He put down another three cards. "Okay," he said after a few moments of study, "the King of Wands reversed would indicate an older man, probably with light hair and/or blue eyes. He has the Wheel of Fortune on one side, and Judgment Day on the other, so he seems to be center of everything. Whoever this guy is, that is who we need to find."

"Anybody else remember that Captain Fitz-Wolf, demon pirate captain and maiden seducer, is supposed to have been a blonde?" asked Lorinda.

"Plus," agreed Jeff, "he was supposed to be a magic user. That ties in the with wands."

"But I'm still not getting much by way of detail here," said Xander.

"Let's find out more about Captain Fitz-Wolf," said Dawn. "There should be plenty of resources around here."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Coven Room – Same

Kadin Van Helsing opened the door.

A giggling Willow and Kennedy looked up from the desk both stood over. Their laughter didn't quite sputter out. Almost. But not quite.

"So," said Kadin, leaning against the door, "what's the joke?"

Willow said, "Kennedy just had a breakthrough!"

"A little bit," said Kennedy.

"Not so little," said Willow.

"Really?" Kadin's expression didn't change.

"Look," said Willow. She picked up an envelope with an index card. Written on the card was a single word: Onyx. She held it up. "Come here."

After a moment, Kadin strode over to the desk. "I think we all agree Kennedy is quite a lady," she said, "but shouldn't she have mastered spelling a long way back?"

Kennedy gave Kadin a mock punch on the arm.

"I wrote this out before Kennedy came for our session," said Willow. "Wrote it and hid it. Then I concentrated on this one word to see if Kennedy could pick up my thoughts."

"Picking up your thoughts is hard, is it?"

"Well, it depends. If I want to I can send messages, but this time I wasn't doing that. The idea was to see if Kennedy could develop her magic. Remember, her birth mom was pretty talented in that direction."

"Plus, it has proven handy now and then. Like fighting a certain Eastern Euro-shifting bitch in black leather a couple of years ago. Remember?" Kennedy stepped closer to Kadin. "That's the reason you dragged me to Budapest that time. Remember?" she repeated.

"I seem to recall something about that…," said Kadin.

Kennedy leaned in closer and said in a lower tone. "You'd better remember Budapest."

"Okay," grinned Kadin. "I remember."

"Everything?"

She met her eyes. "Every single detail."

"Good." Kennedy wiggled her eyebrows.

"Uh…guys?" Willow waved one hand. "The point I was making was that Kennedy managed to pick up the image of a black stone. And she did it without my having to really send her anything so it was all on her, her powers and stuff. "Her voice trailed off, noticing how the other two were looking at each other. She sighed. "You two gonna go somewhere or rip each others' clothes off right here? 'Cause, if it's the latter, I think it'd be best if I got out of your way."

One eyebrow cocked, Kadin looked back at her. "Better if we go somewhere we can lock the door."

"That's got my vote," said Kennedy, grabbing her hand and heading for the door. "See you later, Will!"

"Right," said Willow. "Later."

After the door shut behind Kadin and Kennedy, Willow waited in the now-silent room. She waited, putting away her things. The envelope. The card. A couple of books. A crystal and two candles. Then, she sighed.

"Okay," she said abruptly, "I don't care if Oversight is watching. I'm finding Rowena!" She left her things and headed for the door.

Cut to:
Int.
Hotel Lobby – Later

Jeff, Lorinda, Dawn and Xander were reaching the bottom of the stairs when the man at the front desk called out.

"Excuse me? You are the people from the Watchers Council, yes?"

Xander stepped forward. "That's us. What's wrong?"

"Nothing at all," smiled the man. He held out an envelope. "But someone just left this note for you."[image: image26.jpg]



All four hesitated but in the end Dawn grabbed the envelope. "Hey, even if it kills me, so what?" She pushed back the flap and took out a single sheet of paper. "To representatives of the Council," she read aloud, "My name is Underwood. I believe I am in danger. Please, please, please come and hear my story. I'm at the tavern called Davey Jones' Locker Room, at the corner of High and Third Streets. Hurry. I know something about the pirate attacks."

Xander spoke first. "When did this get left?"

The man at the front desk thought for a few moments. "No more than ten minutes ago. Perhaps less. A distinguished-looking man, tall, with grey hair."

"Davey Jones' Locker Room, can you tell us how to get there?"

"Just turn right as you go out the front door. It's maybe six or seven blocks from here. To be honest, it is not the best establishment in town. Not a dive, really, but…well."

"Thanks." Xander looked at Jeff. "A guy with light hair and blue eyes, huh?"

"Who will find us, or we'll find him," Jeff nodded.

"So," said Lorinda, "that's where we go?"

"Yep," said Dawn.

"What about Shannon?" Xander asked.

"Let's leave her a message," Dawn said. "She needs her sleep."

"Besides," said Lorinda, almost under her breath, "we can't interfere with any of her dreams about a dashing pirate captain."

"Demon Pirate Captain," pointed out Jeff.

Lorinda pointed to Dawn and Xander. "Look at their love lives and tell me that is necessarily a bad thing."

"Uh…" Jeff looked at the pair. "No comment."

"And your girlfriend was possessed by a demon once."

"Again, no comment."

"Plus, if half of what I've heard about Buffy Summers' love life is true…"

"Let's go. Now."

Cut to:
Int.
Davey Jones' Locker Room – Later

Xander looked around. Amid the shadows, a cheap nautical theme made up much of the décor. Pseudo-ship's rigging. Mounted fish. Posters for different pirate movies. "Well, it isn't exactly a dive."

"Close enough," muttered Lorinda.

"Okay, where did you get the expertise to rate bars?" asked Dawn.

Lorinda snorted. "How much do I need? Look at this place."

"Good point," said Jeff. "Let's look and try to find Underwood."[image: image27.jpg]



"May I help you?" A tall man with grey hair approached them. Unusual for the venue, which could kindly be described as bohemian, he wore a suit and tie. "Forgive me, but I thought I heard a name mentioned. Underwood?"

"You wouldn't be Underwood, by any chance?" asked Xander.

"I? No. But I am someone who knows the poor chap. His nerves, they aren't what they were." He looked pointedly at a booth in the corner. There, a man with several days' growth of beard stared at a bottle, then used it to fill the glass in front of him. "As a rule, he isn't sober by this time of day. In another hour or so he might not even be coherent."

"Then we'd better talk to him now," said Dawn. "Thanks, Mr. …?"

"Percival. Brian Percival, at your service."

"Thanks again," said Dawn, who tugged at Xander's sleeve and headed for the booth in the corner.

"That's the guy who left the note," whispered Xander.

"I know," she whispered back.

Jeff and Lorinda stayed behind. "Mr. Percival?"

"Yes? And you are?"

"Sorry. Jeff Lindquist. This is Lorinda Sheparton."

Percival bowed. "A genuine pleasure, my dear."

"Thank you very much, sir."

"Mr. Percival?" asked Jeff.

"Yes?"

"What happened to your friend? Do you know?"

"Not precisely, no. Last summer he and some friends came to St. David to do some scuba diving in local waters." He shrugged indulgently. "Treasure hunters, most likely. The lure of gold and jewels."

"And you already knew him?"

"Heavens, no. I merely rented him a boat. Then, one evening he and his companions returned quite upset. Insisting upon a most extraordinary tale."

"Really?" Jeff tilted his head. "How extraordinary?"

Cut to:
Ext.
Country Side – Dawn (Dream)

The red-haired Lorinda was riding a horse. She wore the clothes of a man and beside her, riding his own horse, was the young blonde man with the short beard. As they topped a hill in the growing light, he stopped and dismounted. She followed suit.[image: image28.jpg]



"There," he said and pointed. Perhaps a mile away, off a stretch of beach a few yards from where they stood, a ship lay in anchor. "I renamed her."

"What was it before?"

"She was the Acheron. At least, that's what the royal navy named her when she was theirs. After that, she was the Jagged Bay. From today on, she's Lorinda's Kiss." He beamed at her.

With a grin, she leaned over and pressed her lips against his.

Then both of them looked at Shannon.

"You'd better wake up and check your cell phone. Now," said Lorinda.

Cut to:
Int.
Hotel Room – Day

Shannon woke up. With a shake of her head she sat up in the bed. "This is getting weirder and weirder."

On a small table across the room, lay her cell phone. Hesitating for just a second or two, she walked over. Opened it. After a glance at the display, she pressed a button and put the phone to her ear.

"Shannon," said Dawn's voice, "I know you need your sleep. And also I'm kinda hoping that you get another slayer dream that'll point us in a specific direction. But meanwhile, the rest of us are on the way to a bar…"

Her eyes got a little wider at that.

Cut to:
Int.
Davey Jones' Locker Room – Later

Underwood looked at the four of them – Jeff, Lorinda, Dawn and Xander – with bloodshot eyes. He licked his lips. "We were trying to get away from all the hype."

"Hype?" questioned Dawn.

"Yeah." Underwood nodded. "Wedding of the Century and all. So we went diving. Little island west of here. Looks like a Pac-Man on the map. You ever play Pac-Man? That's a fun game. Scary, though."

"So," prodded Xander, "you were diving. And…?"

He nodded again. "We thought we found a ship. Only we couldn't have. It was in too good condition. Pristine, like. Just there, a few hundred yards off the mouth. Well, two hundred. Maybe a hundred fifty. But more than a hundred, I'm sure of that!" He paused. "I think."

"Can I threaten him?" whispered Lorinda to Jeff. "Please?"[image: image29.jpg]



"Keep your eye on Percival," was his whispered answer. Obediently, but reluctantly, she turned her gaze over to the bar. The older man sat there, a fluted glass in his hand, and looked right back at her. He lifted the glass to her in a salute.

"So, what about this ship you found?" Dawn asked.

"I mean," Underwood said, shaking his head, "it looked like it'd sunk a couple of minutes ago. A big old frigate-sized sailing ship – perfect condition! Not even any holes or stuff. And then…then…" He looked off into nowhere. His lip trembled.

"And then?" Dawn managed to sound desperate and gentle at the same time.

"It…rose up." Underwood blinked as he said it. "Like a freakin' submarine! That's not possible, is it? Is it?"

From outside, on the street, there came screams. All five of the people in the booth looked at the door. Near it, Percival just sipped his drink.

"Yep," said Lorinda, "it's a trap." She said it in a fairly loud voice, and slipped out of the booth. Dawn and Jeff followed suit.

Percival smiled. "When did you know?"

"The name was a giveaway," said Jeff. "People have been calling me Harry Potter for years. Since you took a couple of Dumbledore's names, you're a magic-user, right?"

He nodded. "Robert Merrick, at your service." His eyes focused on Lorinda. "This has turned out so much better than I'd hoped. The Council was sure to send a team, and my plan was to simply kill them. They'd send another, then another, until finally someone would put the clues together." He smiled. "But they did it right off. How marvelous!"

"Slayers aren't that easy to kill," said Lorinda.

"Very true," said Merrick-Percival. "But then, you're the one person I don't want to kill. Oh, no – not for all the world."

With a bang, the door to the street burst open. Several figures strode in. The flesh on their bones looked rotten, as if each had been dead for years and imperfectly preserved. Each wore antique clothes, and carried a cutlass. Not surprisingly the other customers, who had followed the exchange until now with puzzlement, started to panic. Most headed for the back door. Some got under their tables.

"Zombie pirates," said Xander. "When was the last time we faced zombie pirates?"[image: image30.jpg]



"You never did," said Lorinda.

"No," he admitted. "But I'm trying to sound blasé, do you mind?"

Merrick-Percival pointed to Lorinda. The zombie pirates advanced. Behind them, he made a gesture and a glowing ball appeared in each hand.

"Oh god, not again! Not again!" screamed Underwood, covering his head.

Fade Out.
End of Act Three
Act Four
Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Canteen – Evening[image: image31.jpg]



Lori sat alone in the large room. Before her lay a tea service, and she deliberately poured herself a single cup. Beside her lay her cane with its simple handle. From the inner pocket of her coat she pulled out a tiny case. The case she lay on the table beside the cooling teacup. She waited nearly a full minute before opening the tiny round case, revealing several white caplets cut in half.

The door opened. Lori looked up and reached over to shut the case.

Hope stepped inside the room, saw Lori, and gave a little smile. Lori relaxed. Hope walked over to her.

"Long day?"

"You could say that," said Lori. She took a single half-caplet from her case, then picked up the cup of tea. "Do you want some?" Hope shook her head. Lori popped the pill onto her tongue and took a long sip of tea. "It is very nice tea, you know. Trace of orange."

Hope sat at the table, across from her. "You still have to take Vicodin?"

Lori made a gesture halfway between a shrug and a nod. "I try to hold off as long as I can. Some days are better than others. The cold…doesn't help."

"You're like me, then?"

"What do you mean?"

"I was just wishing I could have gone to the Caribbean."

"Well, yeah, but you and Jeff have a whole…"

"For the warmth, I meant."

"Oh. Right. Maybe next time."

"Honestly…no, never mind."

Lori raised an eyebrow over her cup of tea. "Go ahead. Say it."

Hope paused. "You should have gone with them. You should."

"Maybe next time."

"Don't think people didn't notice. Something big is going on and they made sure only the Council people went to check it out. You, Siobhan, Angelica, Morgan – nobody from Bureau Nine."

"Well, Jeff is almost an honorary one of us." Lori grinned. "Because of you. He's almost a bridge between the two these days. Still, I imagine he would have preferred you with him. In fact, I am sure of it."

"Maybe next time."

"Yeah. Maybe. Let's hope, anyway."

Cut to:
Int.
Command Center – Same

"To an outside observer," Mr. [image: image32.jpg]


Nogura said, "you seem to have lost contact with your team on the island of St. David."

"For now," agreed Buffy. She was staring into space, waiting beside the phone.

"Micromanagement," said Giles, pacing behind her, "we've found is not terribly effective. As a rule."

"Very true," said Robin, seated to Buffy's right.

"What they said," said Faith, to Buffy's left.

Nogura, standing across from them, took this in without saying anything. He just waited.

Cut to:
Int.
Davey Jones' Locker Room – Same

What had once been an almost seedy tavern now looked more like a minor train wreck. Hardly a single piece of furniture was unbroken.There wasn't a window that remained un-shattered. A pair of paramedics hovered over a man gasping in pain. They managed to get him onto a gurney and wheel him out of the wrecked tavern. A middle aged black man in a constable's uniform watched them go. Then he looked down at the corpse at his feet, shaking his head.

She was pretty. And young. Barely in her twenties, with chestnut brown hair and pale blue eyes – eyes without focus or light in them now. What looked like an antique cutlass protruded from her chest, where it had pinned her to the ground, through her heart.

"Who were you, then?" he said to himself.

"Dawn!"

The voice of a young girl cried out, as she pushed her way through a pair of constables. She seemed to have little trouble doing so, as if she were much stronger than she looked. Now she ran over in his direction, taking something out of her pocket as she moved. The chief constable almost [image: image33.jpg]


reached for his gun until he saw her wallet. And then the wallet was open and he saw the strange-but-familiar shield – a sleeping lion, a bell and three ravens. He nodded in understanding, and relaxed.

"Watchers Council," said Shannon as she reached the chief constable's vicinity. She stared at the body.

He smiled in welcome, and sympathy. "A friend of yours, Miss?"

Shannon stared. "Why isn't she getting up?"

Now he blinked, and looked nervous again. His hand rested on the handle of his pistol. Just in case. "She cannot," he said as gently as possible. "I think, maybe you need to go outside…"

But she didn't listen. Instead she reached over and grabbed the handle of the cutlass. She gave it a good, solid pull, yanking it out of the poor young woman on the floor. Then the chief constable nearly had a heart attack.

The 'dead' girl gulped a deep breath of fresh air! She blinked! Looked around her! And then, sat up.

"Well," she said matter-of-factly, "that kinda hurt."

"I think this must be magic," said Shannon, lifting the cutlass.

"You're not kidding," the chief constable muttered in disbelief of what he just witnessed.

"You should've just pulled the thing out of your own chest, right?" Shannon asked Dawn.

"Should, yeah," she said, examining her shirt with the cut over her heart and the blood stains. "I hate having to try and explain these." She looked around. "Okay, Jeff and Xander and Lorinda – all gone."

"What happened?"

"A trap. Evil old watcher guy brought in a pack of zombie pirates. He packed one hell of a magical wallop, by the way. I don't see any of our guys around, do you?"

Shannon shook her head. "Any idea where they are?"

"My guess? The Lorinda's Kiss. From what we were able to gather, it's still around. Not that we didn't already kinda know that, but still."

"Excuse me," said the chief constable. "I just want to know – am I dreaming?"

Dawn and Shannon looked at each other. "Probably not," said Shannon.

"Oh. Too bad." He sat down on what was left of a chair.

Groaning from one part of the wrecked tavern got their attention. The returning paramedics made their way, along with Shannon and Dawn, to the bloodied form of Underwood. His face was covered with bruises. One hand moved feebly. The paramedics began examining him.

"Who's he?"

"Underwood. Said he and some friends found a perfectly preserved pirate ship underwater last summer. Then they saw it rise out of the water."

"Last summer?" Shannon blinked. "Like around the time of the wedding? When all the magic went bye-bye?"

Dawn slapped her forehead. "Yep. That sounds about right."

"The…" Underwood was trying to talk. He could barely whisper. "…Jagged…" was all he managed to say.

"Not real useful," said Dawn under her breath.

"Actually, it might be," said Shannon, whipping out her cell phone.

Cut to:
Int.
Pirate Ship Cabin – Night

Lorinda opened her eyes. In less than a second, she rose up and looked around her to get bearings. One whole side of the room she was in consisted of a window. The design looked right out of a Horatio Hornblower movie. She was lying on a four-poster bed, not exactly brand-new but in generally very good condition. And then she looked at herself. Her clothes were not her own. This was a dress, more like a costume, like something from the 18th century.

"I am sorry," said a voice from the corner.

Lorinda looked in that direction. Emerging from the shadows of the candle-lit cabin, a young woman appeared. She looked like a near [image: image34.jpg]


double of Lorinda herself, save for being a little older and with deep red hair instead of Lorinda's blonde.

Plus, she was transparent.

After blinking a time or two, Lorinda said, "Right. You're the ghost of the first slayer Lorinda. Am I right?"

"I am not quite a ghost," she said. "Would that I were, for then I might be free. Merrick does not intend for me to ever be free of him." She looked as if she'd cried herself out years ago.

"That's too bad," Lorinda said, "but first things first. What is going on?"

The other Lorinda sighed. Sadly. "Robert Merrick was my watcher. More, he had arranged to become my legal guardian. It became clear to me his desires were not those of a parent or teacher, and I began to seek a means of escape from his influence. But he was crafty as well as more experienced than I. Only by the greatest and most unlikely of good fortunes did I meet Harry Fitz-Wolf. And although our worlds, our pasts were so very different…"

"Yeah," said Lorinda, interrupting. "Romeo and Juliet. Got it. You ran away together, I got that. Merrick chased you?"

She nodded. "And the combat of their sorceries ended in a stalemate. This ship was congealed in time, in between life and death, nor in any time, for long weary centuries. Until suddenly, the eldritch powers that imprisoned us vanished. We emerged from the sea into a world none of us understood. My Captain had his crew confine Merrick in irons, while we made sense of what had transpired. Alas, it was Merrick who first realized when his powers had returned. He slew my Captain, and when I sought to end my life, he trapped my spirit herein."

Lorinda nodded. "Okay. A bit wordy, but I get what happened now. Hell, I can even see why more Lorindas became slayers now. You weren't really dead. Still aren't. But – what does he want with me? And why do I think I'm not going to like the answer?"

"Merrick has lusted after me for long years. But I am mere spirit. He means to house my soul in a new body, that he might take his pleasure."

After a moment, Lorinda said, "Why did we both have to be so damn gorgeous?"

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Command Center – Night

Rowena's fingers flew over the keyboard. "Jagged Bay," she asked into her headset. "Or just Jagged, in relation to all pirates or just Henry Fitz-Wolf?"

"I think," said Dawn, her voice on the other side of the connection, "we'd better go with all of the above."

"Oh good," Rowena muttered, "anything to narrow it down."

Beside her, Willow was also at her computer. "I'll take pirates in general," she said. Rowena nodded.

From behind them, Nogura stood with his arms crossed, watching. Giles entered the room with a book in hand. "I've been re-reading the journals kept by Robert Merrick," he said, "and it seems likely to me that his accounts are at best incomplete. At worst, they appear to be hiding things."

"Like, his learning all kinds of dark magic?" This from Robin, standing near Nogura.

"More or less."

"Got it!" yelled Willow. She grabbed a tiny microphone and began reading aloud. "Devil's Mouth Island, also known as Kraken's Mouth and for a short time as Jagged Bay, is an uninhabited island in the Caribbean believed by many to have served as a haven for pirates during the late 17th and early 18th centuries."

"You hear that?" asked Rowena into her headset. "I'm downloading the longitude and latitude to your iPhone now."

Cut to:
Ext.
Boat – Same

"Got it," said Dawn into her cell phone, looking at the screen. She looked at Shannon, at the controls, and showed her the screen.

"We'll need an hour."

"Petal to the metal then." Shannon looked at Dawn. "Or whatever. You know what I mean!"

The boat made a slight course correction and picked up speed. "I don't suppose your dream gave any nice hints about what to do when we get there?" Dawn almost yelled over the engine.

"Strategy is your department!" was Shannon's answer.

"Thanks!" Dawn thought for a second. "I figure we improvise based on the situation as we find it."

"Make things up as we go along?"

"Pretty much."

"Works for me!"

Cut to:
Int.
Pirate Ship Cabin – Same[image: image35.jpg]



Merrick entered the cabin. He still wore an elegant three-piece suit, but his appearance was radically altered in one respect – the eyes. Now, they had gone pitch black, like ebony marbles. Yet at their center glowed like red embers.

"Ah, such a vision of loveliness. Twin such, in fact." He smiled. Both Lorindas, the living and the dead, looked at him. "Pardon me while a savor the moment."

The living Lorinda walked up to him, stared at his eyes. "Cute," she said. "Seen it before, though. And you're in trouble."

"Indeed?" He looked amused.

"Oh yeah." She nodded and began pacing, keeping her eyes on Merrick. "My namesake filled me in on the back story. Her version, anyway. I'm sure your version would be a little different. Not that it matters. Your problem is here and now."

Merrick stared at her. "I think I've already demonstrated you're little threat to my powers."

Lorinda waved that away. "Not me, stupid! Oh, if we were in a fistfight I'd clean your clock and good – but like I said, I'm not your problem. The Watchers Council is what'll track you down."

"An organization with which I am rather familiar."

"No, you're not," Lorinda balked. "You knew the old Council. Things have changed. A lot. And you aren't taking that into account even a little bit, not really."

"Yes, I know – there are many more slayers now. One more will, frankly, not be so missed."

"Not the point. How did all those potentials get activated? Ever think about that? One witch did that. One. Her name's Willow Rosenberg and she turned every single potential on Earth into a slayer all by her lonesome. Could you have done that? Could you have tried? Would you have even bothered?" Lorinda stopped pacing and looked directly at Merrick, whose smile was fading. "Even if you think taking her on is possible, what about her with backup? As in the rest of the Council's magic users, plus the watchers themselves – lots with modern weapons – and who knows how many slayers. You think you can defeat all of them?"

"She's right," said the other Lorinda, suddenly smiling. "Your only real hope is to disappear. To vanish. You need to begin hiding and without delay."

"No, he doesn't," said Lorinda with an exasperated sigh. "He's on their radar now. Er…they've noticed him."

The ghostly Lorinda blinked in puzzlement. "Then…" she hesitated, "He must surrender, and place himself at their mercy. Plead that his wits have been addled by our long sojourn between life and death…"

"Won't work," interrupted Lorinda.

"But…"

"Didn't you learn anything about tactics or strategy?" She looked at Merrick. "How was she supposed to be an effective slayer if her planning was this bad?"

"That," harrumphed Merrick, "was my specialty."

Lorinda rolled her eyes. "Whatever. The thing is, you need a plan that makes everyone think that you're already gone. Once the Council believes you're dead, or banished, or whatever, they don't bother trying to look for you."

"What are you saying?" The ghostly Lorinda looked shocked, then appalled. Then both shocked and appalled. "You mustn't render him assistance!"

"Shush, you."[image: image36.jpg]



"My dear," said Merrick, "your cleverness is as deep as it is, to be frank, unwelcome in one so fair. And you forget the purpose of all my actions. Namely, your beauty." He reached over than stroked her cheek with two fingers. "Or perhaps I should say, my Lorinda's beauty."

Lorinda didn't even blink. "I appreciate the compliment. But still – hunted down, destroyed, no chance of survival? Hardly seems worth it."

"To you, perhaps."

She shrugged. "Tell ya what. I've got about two or maybe three dozen cousins, roughly my age and female. A couple of them even have red hair and are, well, more buxom than yours truly. Plus, I can't think of a single one I wouldn't mind getting possessed by Casparella over there."

Merrick frowned. "Casparella?" The ghost also looked puzzled.

"Never mind. The point is – you can get what you want, and keep it. And in the process I get to keep being me, coupled with a little bit of revenge on the side. I don't really like my family much," she finished with a shrug and a smile. "What do you say?"

"Desist this at once!" said the ghostly Lorinda. "Your morals are every bit as reprehensible as…"

At that Merrick made a gesture and the ghost shuddered, falling silent. He looked at the living girl before him. "Very well. I am listening."

Lorinda grinned.

Cut to:
Int:
Ship's Hold – Later

A single lamp was the only source of light for Xander and Jeff, both of them hogtied and gagged. They had given up trying to struggle when they heard some movement coming in their direction. Both looked up, anything but pleased.

Until Lorinda turned the corner around some rigging, with a lamp and a knife.

"At last," she hissed. "I have been looking all over for you two." She bent down and pulled out Jeff's gag, then started hacking at the bonds holding him in place. Her voice was a whisper. "Good thing the zombies don't do anything pretty much other than just stand there and stink up the place. Not that you could really tell. This ship is filthy! I think I'm gonna have to get deloused when we get back!"

Xander made sounds.

"What?"

"He wants you to ungag and untie him," said Jeff.

"First things first," she said. Then she cut the final cord. Jeff stretched his limbs with a groan. "Your turn," she said to Xander.

"How did you get free?" Jeff asked. "And…why are you dressed like that?" He noticed the 18th century gown.

"Do you like it? Doesn't quite fit, though. I think it belonged to the first Lorinda."

As Xander's hands came free, he pulled the gag out of his mouth. "Blech! I don't even want to think about what that was used for before." Xander looked at Lorinda. "Not that I'm not real glad to see you and all, but what happened?"

Lorinda rolled her eyes. "Oldest story in the world. Big Bad Merrick likes pretty girls. He especially likes pretty girls who look like this," she pointed to herself. "Turns out that's what this is all about. Once I figured that out, it wasn't too hard to distract him."

"But…!" Jeff looked appalled. "He's old enough to be your grandfather. Or your great grandfather. Come to think of it, your great great great grandfather."

"Yeah, but he's kept his figure. Give him credit." Jeff was rendered speechless. "Anyway," Lorinda continued, "I found out where he got all that super-magic he's been tossing around – a power center."

Jeff looked suddenly a lot more alert. "Really? If that's true, and we can get to it…"

"Way ahead of you," she said with a grin. She pulled a ring out of her cleavage. It was gold, ornate, and ugly. A sapphire was surrounded by several small diamonds. "Voila!" She handed it to Jeff. "We destroy that and all his spells go poof, right?"

Jeff examined the ring. "Yeah, that would be how it would work. If he's using this as a power center then the ring alone is keeping the zombie pirates active, this ship afloat, who knows what else."

"But," said Xander. "I heard a 'but' in your voice."

"It feels…weird."

"Here's my plan," said Lorinda. "This whole ship will probably go bye-bye once Jeff destroys the ring. We need to use one of the boats to get to land before doing that. Make sense?"

Xander nodded. "Okay. But how far is land? And where is this Merrick guy now?"

"He's asleep," said Lorinda. At seeing the look on their faces she rolled her eyes again. "Oh will the pair of you grow up? What, did you think I was a virgin?"

"W-w-w-well, I n-n-n-never really…"

"This isn't something I think…"

"Anyway," she continued, "I looked out a porthole. We're about fifty yards from what looks like an island. Once we're on shore, Jeff can destroy the ring, and we can watch the pirate ship go to wherever –dead –pirate –ships go." She got up and headed back the way she came. Then turned to look back at them. "Are you coming?"

Cut to:
Ext.
Pirate Ship Deck – Night

All around the ship stood half decomposed pirates. The only thing indicating they weren't in fact dead was the fact they did stand. Lorinda, Xander and Jeff each wove their way through the currently quiescent crew of the ship.

"They must have brought us on board with a boat," said Lorinda, under [image: image37.jpg]


her breath. "One we can presumably use to get away."

"Okay," said Xander, passing by a pirate who swayed with the deck. His face had worms crawling through a hole. "This is creepier than usual."

Jeff suddenly looked up from his examination of the ring. "Wait a minute."

The other two stopped. "What?" asked Lorinda.

He held up the ring. "You've been fooled. This isn't a power center. Its like a dead circuit that's still connected to a power source. Yeah, it feels like a power center, all loaded with magic and everything. But the magic isn't doing anything. It's just there."

As one, the zombie pirates all turned in the direction of the three.

"You couldn't have waited till we were out of earshot to say that?" said Xander.

"Damn it," said Lorinda.[image: image38.jpg]



From below deck, Merrick emerged. "This is something of a repeat performance," he was saying. "Although, this time my cast of players is somewhat larger." He made a gesture and still more zombie pirates began coming out on deck.

Lorinda in a quick move pulled a pair of swords from the scabbards of the two nearest zombies. She tossed one to Xander.

"And you made a mistake letting me have this," said Jeff, lifting the ring. Suddenly, his eyes blazed with bright blue light. He held out one hand. From it, shot forth a stream of eldritch power the same cobalt as his eyes. Merrick, brow furrowed in concentration, blocked the stream with one hand. "Power is power," said Jeff.

"I have plenty more," growled Merrick.

The zombies meanwhile were attacking Xander and Lorinda. The latter was under attack by more of them, but they were trying to capture rather than kill. Fewer in number, the zombie pirates going after Xander had no such compunctions. Still, he was holding is own.

Lorinda was muttering as she hacked and slashed. "He couldn't've waited, could he?" Parry, thrust, slash. "He would have thought he was home free." Hack, hack, hack and more slash. "We could've lured him into a trap with Willow, then – but noooooo…" Thrust, slash, parry and hack. "Just had to shoot off his mouth. He just HAD to, didn't he?" Slash, parry, parry, thrust.

Amid the sound of swords clashing, the noise level rose a notch as Merrick's hands began emitting dark purple bolts of energy. The bolts shot out like jagged lightning, and wherever they entwined with Jeff's blue beams there were sparks and crackling noises. Sheet lightning seemed to fill the air, as did the smell of ozone.

Moreover, the dark power of Merrick began to push back Jeff's blue streams. Grinning, his white hair whipping in the backlash, Merrick began to step forward. Jeff braced himself and also took a step forward, his face grim.

If anything, the noise and tumult increased.

Lorinda, spotting how the two sorcerers were nearing each other, and how Merrick's bolts seemed to be overwhelming Jeff, went a little bit berserk. She hacked off the arms of the zombie she was facing, grabbing a second sword from one of them. With a kick, she knocked over another and used it as a stepping-stone. After one leap, she was atop a cannon. She took aim, and threw the new sword directly at Merrick. It spun in the air, rapidly headed for its target…

He noticed at the last moment and made a slapping gesture with one hand. The sword's course changed in mid-air. It imbedded itself up to the hilt into one of the zombies, who looked very confused as it fell over. On the deck, it started to try and pull the sword out of its chest.

On either side of the cannon, zombies grabbed Lorinda's ankles. Snarling, she swept her sword down on either side, severing zombie hands at the wrists.

Merrick's eyes went dark, and he sent a powerful blast of magic towards Jeff – as if a sudden lightning storm of dark purple erupted from his fingers and enveloped the young man. Jeff screamed in pain. As the smoke cleared, his clothes were clearly singed and he appeared exhausted. "That should do it," said Merrick. But before he could do anything else, a red bolt of power struck him from behind. Merrick staggered against a barrel and looked around.

Dawn stood next to a piece of rigging. Beside her was Shannon. "Help Lorinda," she said.

"Do I have to you?"

"Go!"

"Alright!" Shannon grabbed a piece of rigging and swung over to where Lorinda and Xander were fighting zombies.

Merrick stared at Dawn. "Didn't I kill you already?"

She grinned. "I'm a quick healer." She held out her hands and red lightning shot from both.

Merrick easily met hers with dark purple bolts of his own. And he walked forward, his own powers clearly starting to overwhelm her own. Dawn stood her ground.

"So far," said Merrick, "I'm not too impressed with the modern Council – or its witches."

Rather than reply, Dawn strained herself, pushing every inch of magical might she could into attacking Merrick. She didn't even slow him down. He continued to approach, steadily.

"Frankly if I weren't already tired," Merrick said as he got within a couple of yards, "you wouldn't have lasted this long."

He got closer. Five feet. Purple swelled, smothering the red. Four feet. Dawn shook with the effort. Merrick didn't let up. Three feet. She began to sway, while her red energies started to sputter. Two feet. Merrick smiled an ugly smile of triumph. Dawn collapsed on the deck, gasping, while her opponent started to chuckle.

A chuckle that suddenly stopped. Dawn looked up. Merrick's head was rolling along the deck, coming to rest by a bucket and a thick coil of rope. The face somehow looked startled. His headless body simply fell over, revealing Jeff behind him. In Jeff's hand was a cutlass. "You okay?"

Still gasping, Dawn nodded. Jeff looked over to where Lorinda leaned against a mast, her hand holding a wounded arm. He saluted her with the sword. "Thanks!"

Lorinda gave a weary smile.[image: image39.jpg]



All around them, the zombies were motionless, silent. With Merrick gone, they no longer did any fighting. One by one, they began to fall over. Hitting the deck, their forms shattered into dust, leaving fragments of bone in ragged clothes and rusty weapons.

"I think," said Xander, "we need to get off this ship. Like, pronto." The ship lurched suddenly.

"This way to the boat!" yelled Shannon.

Everyone followed her, avoiding rotten rope from the rigging as it fell to deck. The wood of the ship all around them seemed to be rotting away, hundreds then thousands of wormholes appearing out of nowhere. Cannons began falling through the rotten wood of the deck.

Shannon and Xander led the way. Dawn and Jeff, helping Lorinda who was still bleeding from her wound, followed. Each step was a challenge. With groans and crashes the entire ship was literally coming apart around them. First one, then the second mast broke and fell. Pulleys and marlinspikes, rusting and rotting, rained down. They could even feel the ship sinking. They were headed to starboard, the very direction in which the ship began to list. Water began pouring over the side moments before the five of them reached it, and the waiting motorboat dipped. It had been tied to the ship, and the ship was not only coming apart but also sinking!

The motorboat was sucked into the water. Shannon, Xander, Dawn, Jeff and Lorinda swam towards it, through the still-disintegrating wreckage of the ship. But they were too late. The motorboat went under the water and vanished.

For several moments, the five of them tread water.

"I think," said Shannon, "the island is that way," she indicated with her chin.

Xander looked around. "I can't see it. Can anybody?"

They all looked around.

"Uh…no," said Dawn.

"My plan was so much better than this," said Lorinda between clenched teeth.

That was when a beam of bright white light suddenly illuminated them all from above.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Command Center – Next Day

"Yeah," Lori said, "they probably would have been fine anyway. Jeff and Xander are fairly strong, while Shannon and Lorinda are slayers. Dawn, of course, was in no real danger even if she'd drowned. But I don't think any of them are going to complain about the Coast Guard showing up when it did."

"That's not exactly the point," said Faith.

"Honestly, I don't see what I did wrong."

"Nobody saying you did anything wrong," began Buffy. Then, seeing Lori's face, she amended. "Well, I'm not saying. Neither is Giles, are you?"

"Absolutely not," said Giles.

"Neither am I, for the record," said Robin.[image: image40.jpg]



"I'm still a little unsure about what happened, though," said Willow. "With the Coast Guard and the helicopter, I mean."

Rowena looked at Lori. "Go on with your report, please."

Lori sighed. "I've worked with Nogura a few times. He knows me. The only thing that had him a little worried was the lack of a backup team. For the most part, he was real impressed about how you – we – handled the whole business. But he eventually asked if I believed a little bit of backup was a good idea. My answer was yes, because – well, it is."

"Quite right," said Giles. "The fact is, we still don't always plan as if we actually possess the vast resources we, in fact, do. It is a question of scale, more than anything else."

"But why didn't you tell any of us?" This came from Faith.

"It was a general question," said Lori. "He also asked me what I thought of the Watchers Coat of Arms. I didn't feel the need to report that, either. Look, if you wanted me to repeat every single word he said in my presence to you, then the thing you should've done was to tell me!" She very nearly yelled this last.

Cut to:
Int.
Jeff and Hope's Apartment – Same

Curled up in bed, Jeff smiled as he felt Hope's arms. "Glad to be back here," he said drowsily.

"Even with the cold?" Her voice was a whisper.

"Cold? What cold? Right now, I feel warmer than I've ever been."

Hope hugged him tighter. "Don't go. Don't ever go."

"I'm not going anywhere," he said in her ear.

Cut to:
Int.
Lori's Apartment – Later (Night)

Lori opened the door, and nearly did a double take.

"Can I come in?" asked Xander, his hands behind his back.

"Yeah, sure. Oh, and welcome back."

"Thank you."

Xander stepped inside the apartment and [image: image41.jpg]


glanced around. It looked simple, comfortable. A photograph of an Asian man about thirty with glasses and a big grin was nearly the only decoration. He was wearing a t-shirt with the CNN logo.

"I brought you something," said Xander. He brought his hands from around his back. In them was the cane he'd been working on, the one with the falcon head. "Thought you might like to start a collection. And I put in something special." With a quick twist, he revealed the blade. "You like?" He swung the blade around a little, making a whistling sound. Then closed it again with a snick.

"Nice." She took it in hand and looked at the pale silver head for a moment. Then, she slipped it into an antique umbrella stand. It joined two other canes of different styles.

"Oh. Already started a collection."

"Yeah. Kinda."

They stood in silence for a few moments.

"Lori," said Xander, "there's something I've been meaning to say. And, well, it is pretty awkward. Here it goes. I've been using you."

"Likewise," was her answer with a shrug.

"But…" he began. Then started again, "The thing is, I don't want to use you. I don't want to use people. Not as a habit. And truth be told, neither do you. We just…" Again, his words faltered. "This isn't what either one of us had, and lost. It isn't what we want. It isn't what either one of us deserve."

For an eternal sixty seconds she said nothing at all. She didn't even blink. "You've made your point," she said finally, giving each word equal weight.

"Yeah, well…then, I'll see you."

Xander left her apartment. He didn't slam the door, but in the silence the sound of the door shutting sounded louder than it was. 

Fade to Black
End of Lorinda's Kiss
