Webs We Weave
Teaser
Story by Zahir al Daoud
Written by Zahir al Daoud and CN Winters
Directed by Zahir al Daoud and CN Winters
Produced by CN Winters and Susan Carr
Edited by Lilly
Sounds by CN Winters
Art Direction by Zahir al Daoud
Artists - Zahir al Daoud and Robert Kidman
Cover Art by Zahir al Daoud


Fade In:
Ext.
Hotel Belvedere, Boston - Day (1986)
The limousine pulled up to a private parking area, one where other luxury cars like Mercedes and BMWs had already parked. Security guards in dark suits with ties stood at various points and a red carpet led to a set of double doors.

From the limousine emerged two men. One was tall, handsome, in a dark chauffeur's suit. He looked in his mid-to-late thirties, with dark brown hair and long features. Moving smoothly, he went from his own driver's seat to the back door without a pause, opening the back door with military precision. The blonde man emerging from the back was at least ten years younger. His own suit, clearly from Savile Row for those who knew what to look for, was gray tweed.

The businessman went straight for the entrance, his chauffeur in tow.

Cut to:
Int.
Meeting Room - Moments Later
Curtains hung along the walls. A string quartet played in the corner of the room while tables covered the length of one entire wall. Upon the tables lay a variety of objects, which were being examined by the guests. The guests themselves, an eclectic group to the say the least, chatted amongst themselves while accepting drinks and hors d'oeuvres. Some wore tuxedos. Others had robes, one with a train held by two short retainers with feathers instead of hair. At least three had donned uniforms of different styles.

The businessman and his chauffeur entered without much fanfare. He took a fluted glass of champagne from a waiter then wandered over to one of the tables. Picking up a program, he began to browse, while the chauffeur remained at his side.

"Ah," said the businessman, checking his program and heading for a particular table. Upon it were three objects. One was a seemingly simple wooden box. Second was a ring of crude gold with a large black stone. A triangle within a circle was carved into the stone. The businessman paid no attention to either of these.

His eyes were drawn to the third object - a cylinder a foot high built within an elaborately carved cabinet. The cabinet was covered with icons, depicted a bearded figure with a halo as well as what looked like Byzantine-style spiders. The cylinder itself looked of old glass, milky enough to obscure the contents, which looked like some kind of scroll.

"The reliquary of St. Josephus of Tyre," said a voice behind them. Arching an eyebrow, the businessman turned around. Behind him was an older man with graying hair in a three-piece suit.[image: image1.jpg]



"Simon Reede, is it not?" he said in an English accent to the businessman. He held out his hand. "Winston Giles. I represent the Watchers' Council of London."

"Yes," said Reede, his eyebrow still arched. "Still seeking to acquire some of my collection?"

"We are, after all, more than willing to compensate you."

"My parents insured that is not a concern." Reede managed to make the boast an insult against anyone not born to extreme wealth.

"Ah, I was speaking more along the lines of rare objects, works of art - that sort of thing."

Reede considered. "The Nyzarian Scroll is not for sale under any circumstances. And I should warn you, my security systems are not intended to leave any intruder alive."

Mr. Giles gave him the smallest of grins, which only lasted a brief moment. "So we surmised. Actually, we were hoping for a more modest item -The Gospel of Glorificus."

"Hardly my most valuable prize."

"Meaning those you will not part with, save under the most dire of circumstances?"

"Possibly not even then." Reede took a slow, deep breath and examined Winston Giles. "Your offer?"

"A trade - an authenticated map of the city of Poictisme."

For once, Reede looked surprised. "Such an item, if authentic, would be nearly priceless."

"But for our purposes, nearly useless - Hence the trade."

"The Gospel alone?"

"We are also interested in one or two other items - again, not those you yourself prize the most, despite their rarity. The Diary of Cassandra of Bruges, for example."

"You tempt me, Mr. Giles."

Mr. Giles once more afforded him a tiny grin. "Such was my hope."

Their negotiations were interrupted by the sound of a shuddering gasp. Reede's chauffeur was bent over the table, his hands hovering over the lid of the box. The lid was already lifted a couple of millimeters, revealing the tiniest sliver of black. Its contents were of course invisible to the human eye.

"Lehane!" hissed Reede.

Instantly, the chauffeur snapped out of his reverie and let the lid go. The box snapped shut again. Lehane looked at Reede with unfocused eyes.

"Who knew that you so longed for unemployment," said Reede with an unpleasant smile, "And with two daughters so dependent upon their dear father. Well, well, I suppose they had to begin to learn the harsh facts of life sooner or later, didn't they? Such as what a fool their father really is."[image: image2.jpg]P A




"Mr. Reede," began Lehane, "honestly, I have no idea why I did that - you know I've been-"

"I know that I need to find a new chauffeur," said Reede.

"But - my little girls. And my wife, she's sick -."

"Of her pathetic life, no doubt." Reede made a gesture, and one of the servants approached. This one had the air of being in charge. "This man is no longer in my employ. I wish him escorted off the premises at once. Should he resist, I can't say I care what happens."

"Very good, sir." The servant, an older man with ice-cold eyes, looked at Lehane. "Come along. Now."

For a few seconds, Lehane did nothing. Then, his features shifted from shock and fear to one of resentment. "I see," he said, voice low. "I finally see."

Without another word, he was escorted out.

Fade out
Fade in
Int.
Watchers Command Center - the Present
Felix sat listening to Willow.
“I thought I had it figured out before I put Gwen into the decontamination chamber,” Willow told him. “I triple checked my estimations and preliminary calculations and calibrate the sensors offline. Everything should have been perfect for her new chip.” 
“What happened?” Felix asked. 
“You name it. Sparks aflyin’, black smoke…asmokin’…Remember that black out a few weeks ago?” Willow asked as she raised her hand. “Guilty as charged.” 
 “So back to the drawing board then?” he asked. 
 “Yeah, but on a positive note I learned what WON’T work,” she said optimistically. 
Felix smiled as the door opened.
"Ah, Miss Summers, Miss Lehane," said Felix, looking up as Faith and Buffy entered the room, dressed in jogging clothes. "Glad you could both make it. I apologize for the early hour."[image: image3.jpg]



"No problem," Buffy said. "Anything to get me out of Faith's jog-till-you-hurl program," she said, smirking at Faith. "I have yet to hurl," Buffy said proudly.

Giles raised an eyebrow. "Yes, well, congratulations on your lack of regurgitation."

She smiled but as she took a seat at the head of the table the expression vanished - replaced by one of pain. She rubbed the top of her thighs as her lips formed into an 'o' shape. Faith watched her with a grin as she plopped into the chair between Buffy and Xander's with no problem, which denoted her physical fitness. Others at the conference table included Willow, Lori, Kennedy, and Giles.

Buffy did a double take of Willow. "You cut your hair. Looks cute!"

"Thanks," Willow replied. "Got tired of cleaning spit-up out of the longer stuff."

"Now that's a lovely image," Faith said to Willow before turning to Felix. "So...what's new?" she asked.

"In this case, we're dealing with something old," was his answer. "A contract by Bureau Nine that has come back to haunt us. Frankly, we always thought this might one day turn out to be a problem."

"Which makes it our problem now," said Buffy.

"Yeah, I get that," said Faith.[image: image4.jpg]



Felix pressed a button and the screen lit up, showing a picture of what looked like a golden box. Instead of a lid, it seemed to have doors and within was a cylinder of milky glass. "This photograph was taken for insurance purposes."

"Looks like a reliquary," said Giles.

"Of St. Josephus of Tyre." Felix nodded. "A somewhat obscure saint, to be sure, and had he not died a martyr it is unlikely the Church would have canonized him. You see, he was a skilled practitioner of magic in the second century."

"So he was a pagan?" This from Willow.

"No, quite a devout Christian of the era. Technically, one might consider him more a part of the Orthodox tradition than the Roman Catholic, but this was prior to the Great Schism so he is and was counted among the latter's-"

"Could we cut to the chase?" asked Xander. "Unless theology has something to do with, I don't know, what-ever-it-is?"

"Quite right," said Felix with a smile. "St. Josephus gave his life destroying - or perhaps just defeating - a demon called Abbadon the Destroyer."

Willow and Giles did tiny takes. "I'm guessing folks have heard of this guy," said Faith.

"Abbadon is the herald of the end of epochs," said Lori. "He - or she, it depends - manifests by possessing living things in this reality and destroying all it can."

"Destruction and pain are the only kinds of pleasure Abbadon can experience," said Giles. "Legends say it becomes drunk on the sensation."

"Cute," said Faith.

"Jason was telling us," said Giles, "the museum that houses the reliquary hired Bureau Nine years ago to design a security system for their mystical artifacts."

"And the reliquary was stolen last night," Felix said. "So we are sending a team to investigate immediately. I'll be leading it, because the museum officials already know me and I'm familiar with the case. Quite frankly, I was hoping for some Council personnel as well, all the more since the precise nature of the reliquary remains a mystery. The owner, while allowing it to be displayed - for tax reasons I believe - was adamantly opposed to any examination of the artifact. And there is the troubling fact that several demonic magic users and cults have attempted to steal the reliquary before now."

"When was the last attempt?" Lori asked.

"During the French Revolution."

"Okay," said Buffy, "who do you want?"

"Willow for one. Our own on-staff magic-users are simply not up to her caliber and I'd rather be safe given the number of unknowns. Miss Rosenberg, do you mind what will hopefully be a short trip to Boston?"

"I'll have to ask Ro to double check, but I'm fine with that."

Xander shot a quick look of concern to Faith, who then turned to address the table.

"Then I'm going with," said Faith. "Boston's my home town, and besides, me and Red have this whole pattern going. She has my back. I'll watch hers."

"Well, thanks, Faith. That's kinda sweet."

"Just as a point of information," said Felix, "I was going to invite Jeff and Hope along as well. They make an effective team and Hope is as familiar with Boston as you are, Miss Lehane. Possibly more so, since she left the city later than yourself."

"Yeah," said Faith, "but she's not a slayer, and Lorinda might be coming along, but she's not up to my level."

"True enough," said Felix. "I've arranged for a helicopter to pick us up in two hours if that is all right, Miss Summers?"

"Hey, its efficient as all get out. I like it."

"And what about my request for Jeff, and Hope?"

"Granted."

"Thank you."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Hallway - Later[image: image5.jpg]



Lori limped out of the command center, but paused briefly. Forty feet across from her, near the elevator, Xander and Faith were standing next to each other but very deliberately not talking. She watched them for a few moments. Then headed in their direction.

When the elevator doors opened, Xander and Faith stepped inside and didn't wait. The doors slid closed before Lori could reach them. She stared at the numbers above the elevator, watching them change.

Cut to
Int.
Watcher Elevator - Continuous
"You think this is it too, huh?" Xander asked.

"Oh yeah. Why do you think I insisted on tagging along?"

Xander nodded, chewed his lip for a few moments. "We're not ready."

"Then we'd damn well better get ready!" Faith hissed. "If we don't, then Willow could be a goner. Whatever the hell this whole reliquary thing is, Felix knows more than he's saying and that puts a target on Red's backside. She'll have nothing but B-Niners all around her!"

"Backup. I'll get Kennedy to talk to the Watchers Boston Branch. Have them ready."

Faith nodded. "And make sure that when stuff starts hitting the fan Casey at least stays here, along with some loyalists," Faith instructed.

"Right." They rode the elevator in silence for a few moments. "Maybe Ro will ask Will to stay behind and we won't have to worry." Faith just gave him a sarcastic expression that showed chances are that wouldn't happen. "Hey, it was wishful thinking, okay?"

Faith grinned. "I'll give you points for originality."

"So, what do you think's really going on in Boston?"

"God only knows," said Faith.

Fade Out
End of Teaser
Act One 

Starring:
Lacey Chabert as Skye Talisker, Gale Harold as Jim Pollan, Caroline Dhavernas as Grace Hatherley, Elijah Woods as Jeff Lindquist, Steffani Brass as Shannon Matthewson, Rachel Hurd-Wood as Lorinda Sheparton, Robert Picardo as Dr. Albert Miller, Robin Sachs as Ethan Rayne, Laura Prepon as Lori Carew, Christine Romano as Hope Lehane, and Gary Oldman as Mr. Jason Felix 

Guest Starring:
Rhona Mitra as Alex Neel, Winona Ryder as Valentine Pavlov, John Castle as Winston Giles, Frank Langella as Mr. Lehane, Lisa Edelstein as Dean Mulliner and Abbadon, and Stephen Austin as Reteesk 

Fade In:
Int.
Reteesk's Apartment - Day

"Zeromus?" Reteesk blinked his huge eyes as he entered the sitting room, tea tray in hand. "As a matter of possibly interesting fact, I do know the name, yes."[image: image6.jpg]



"Really?" Jeff smiled as he turned on the small tape recorder in his hand then placed it on the coffee table.

"Oh yes. Zeromus the Tiny." Reteesk lay the tea set down and began to serve. "Milk? Sugar?"

"Both, please. And - 'the Tiny?' They called him that?"

"Definitely. For one of his species he was renowned for being what might accurately be termed a dwarf. Barely larger than your people. Or mine." While speaking, Reteesk expertly prepared a single cup of tea and passed it to Jeff. "How pleasing to know that the expensive formal education my family insisted upon might prove useful to someone."

"Hugely useful," said Jeff. He took a sip of his tea and sighed in appreciation.

"Cookies?"

"What kind?"

"Almond."

"You are an amazing host, thank you."

"One does try. Speaking of which, I actually have a copy of the Histories of Glaull somewhere around here. Rather dull going and from what I understand not the most rigorously accurate of tomes. Still, it gives an overview."

"That would be fantastic!"

"My pleasure! Any other bits of obscure lore with which I may dazzle you?"

"Maybe. There was some graffiti Giles and Felix and others saw recently, in an ancient city. It read 'Beware the Loathestone' and frankly, we haven't got the slightest idea what it means."

"Oh my. That is most obscure, most obscure indeed, young man."

"Do you understand it?"

"Well, I do have some idea about what the Loathestone might be, at any rate."

"I'm all ears!"

Reteesk fluttered his tendrils in a way that among his kind was the equivalent of a sigh. "The Loathestone I'm thinking of was a central tenet in the religion of the Sisters of the Glow, an ancient, but now sadly, extinct species of demons devoted to natural order. According to them, it was a crystal that fell to earth in the age when the Old Ones still roamed. You know of the Old Ones don't you?"

Jeff nodded. "The demons who controlled the earth before man, yes."

"Well, soon enough, it became obvious the stone was a mystical artifact of great power and wars began over its possession. Not for centuries did anyone learn the truth." Reteesk paused, as if putting his thoughts in order. "As you recall the very worst of demons had held sway at this point for uncounted eons, and their victims were beyond number. Somehow, the blood of all those innocents and not-so-innocents shed across the millennia gathered to that stone. Gave to it their accumulated power, and more, gave it life."

"Wait, it's a stone that's alive?"

Reteesk nodded. "Alas, they also bestowed upon that life their own rage, their own horror at what they'd suffered, their immortal lust for revenge. The Old Ones believed the Loathestone was a tool to be used. In fact, they were its tools to sow suffering and destruction."[image: image7.jpg]



"So, it is some kind of anti-demonic force?"

"Oh no. Nothing that relatively benign. The Loathestone is well named, for it feels nothing but seething hatred for every single thing. It longs for its own death, but refuses to die until each other living being feels as it does. Demons, humans, even animals are its prey. It does not want power. It does not want pleasure. It desires only to cause suffering. The Sisters claimed that it was because of the Loathestone that the Old Ones lost their purchase upon this reality - weakened by internecine warfare."

"What happened to it? Or do I want to know?"

"The Sisters of the Glow claimed to have hidden it away somewhere, surrounded by wards in hopes no one would ever find it again."

"Assuming their tale is the right one, I think I'd agree with that."

"Wouldn't we all, dear boy? Wouldn't we all?" Before Reteesk could say anything more, a sharp beeping sound came from Jeff's pocket. He reached in and took out a pager.

"Hm," said Jeff. "I've got to go."

"So soon? But I was about to pontificate even more about obscure cults and strange mythologies!"

Jeff laughed. "I'll look forward to it. But it'll have to be another time I'm afraid." He pressed a button on the tape recorder, shutting it off.

Cut to:
Int.
Willow and Rowena's Apartment - Day
Willow walked in to see the twins sleeping in their playpen in the living room and Rowena nearby at the kitchen table surrounded by books. She appeared to be squinting at one volume she was holding.

Willow walked over at a slow pace. When she was within a few feet she softly said, "You need glasses."

Rowena grinned. "Do not. This is, uh, just really small handwritten text." Willow tried to look over the top of the book but Rowena snapped it shut quickly.

Willow smiled knowingly. Instead of starting a debate, she motioned to the books around the table.

"I see you can put the watcher on maternity leave but you can't take the watcher out of the mom." Willow then looked at a few of the titles, picking them up. 'Vamp Legends Great and Small', 'Vampyra History' and, oh this is interesting, 'How to Make Love to a Vampire?'"

"What?!" Rowena exclaimed, as she looked over at the book to which Willow was motioning.

"Gotcha," Willow told her with a smile. "Guess I'm not the only gullible one in this relationship."

"I'm just a little tired at the moment," Rowena defended herself.

"What is all this anyway? I thought you wrote a book already?"

"I did, but this..." She seemed to pause for a place to start. "Skye has been describing certain feelings."

"Skye even has feelings?" Willow asked with a bit of cynicism.

"Exactly," Rowena replied. "But the weirder part is the feeling she often describes, in many cases, is empathy."

"Vampires don't feel empathy," Willow remarked.

"Correct - soulless vampires don't. I went over some of Giles journals he saved from his Sunnydale years. Geeze, does he write small sometimes. Anyway, Angel and Spike both displayed signs of empathy."

Willow paused. "You think she has a soul? How?"

"Not so much a soul, but, perhaps a soul that's returning or trying to surface within the demon. I mean you can't argue that she's not as bad as she used to be," Rowena explained. Willow once more said nothing. "What I mean is the snark-meter isn't anywhere near the red zone like it once was," Rowena added.

"Okay, I'll give you that," Willow agreed. "But still, I guess I'm not seeing the point."

"I have a theory," Rowena began. "What if Skye's soul wasn't destroyed as Dawn was thought to believe. What if it was just misplaced and somehow it's making its way back home? Or-or maybe it's not the soul she once had but a new one that's growing within her somehow?"

"Like a chia soul? Just add water and it grows?"

Rowena giggled. "I know, it sounds ridiculous, but something is going on. I just haven't figured out the why and how of it yet."

"Well, do you mind if I give you a bit of solitude for a few days to figure it out?"

"Another mission, right?" Rowena asked.

Willow looked sheepish and shrugged her shoulders.

Cut to:
Ext.
Council Headquarters - Day
"When?" Dr. Miller wore a frown as he asked.

Hope sighed. Her breath became a tiny cloud of mist in the cold. They stood in a turf island in the center of the Watchers' parking lot. No one else stood within a dozen yards, and those few that were in the parking lot were headed indoors.

"This isn't something that can be swept under the carpet," Miller continued. "Sooner or later, consequences will follow. Unless I miss my guess, they already have."

"I really don't want to talk about-"[image: image8.jpg]



"Hope," Miller interrupted her. "Not talking about a time bomb doesn't defuse it. The time to put out a fire is before it spreads, not after. Not if you have any choice in the matter at all. We're talking about the potential equivalent of a cancer."

"But..." Hope almost didn't continue. "I shouldn't have said anything."

"Maybe. Maybe not. But, you did."

She said nothing. "Try to understand-" Her pager went off. She took it out of her pocket and read it. "Look, I've got to go."

"This isn't going to go away," Miller said.

"Well, maybe not. But right now, I need to."

She hurried back towards the main building.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Helicopter - Later
Even through the soundproofing, the whine of turbines registered in the passenger cabin. High-backed seats lined the cabin, while on the wall hung the coat of arms of the Watchers' Council.

"New?" Faith gestured at the arms on the wall with her chin.

Felix nodded. "Seemed appropriate. Now," he stood, "the Boston Police have already had something of a breakthrough. The actual owner of the reliquary, one Simon Reede, is in financial difficulties. Hope?"

"What?"

"You seemed about to say something."

"No. I just - the name sounded familiar is all. Go on."[image: image9.jpg]



"Well, it looks as if he arranged to have the reliquary stolen in order to collect insurance. Police have already traced a payment from Reede to the thief. A specialist in high tech security systems named Logan. Reede, as a member of museum's board, had access to the full details of the system we put into place."

"So why are we still up in the wild, blue yonder?" Faith almost smiled.

"The reliquary?" suggested Willow.

"Precisely," said Felix. "Logan himself is missing, as is the reliquary. If both are found intact, especially the latter, then we all have a really nice dinner. My treat. And go home."

Hope nodded. "Let's hope."

Jeff snickered. "So to speak."

She kicked his shin.

Cut to:
Int.
High School Hallway - Same
Literally dozens of girls in school uniforms wound their way between each other. Several headed for the wide staircase at one end of the hall, which attracted less traffic than a near-identical one on the other end.[image: image10.jpg]



Three girls caught each other's eyes amid the crowd. One blonde and two brunettes. The taller of the latter two had an olive complexion. All of them wove their way through the other students, headed for the less-used staircase. By the time they reached it, they had nearly formed a line and headed up.

"So what's all the fuss across the street?" another schoolgirl was asking as they passed her.

"Robbery at the museum," said the girl beside her.

"Wow. What was nicked, anybody know?"

The second girl shrugged.

By now the blonde and two brunettes had reached the landing.

Cut to:
Int.
Storeroom - Moments Later
"Okay," said the tall brunette as they entered the room, "anybody hear the latest from Mulliner?"

The other two followed her into a large room, lined and divided with shelves. Each shelf contained boxes and a myriad of junk, from moldering textbooks to broken tennis rackets and several now-obsolete globes showing nations that no longer existed.

"Was this the one about how some students used Satanic powers to curse the school? Heard it."

"Everybody heard that one. No, this is about some superstar or other used to go here."

The blonde snorted, taking out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. "Doesn't she also go on about getting to meet the Pope once?"

Nodding, the shorter brunette accepted a cigarette. "And about how her uncle got better when he went to Lourdes."

"So," said the blonde, looking at the taller brunette, "who's the celebrity? Madonna? Pamela Anderson? Marilyn Manson?"

They all laughed, but the taller brunette stopped suddenly, her face going pale. She had her eyes fixed at the corner of the room. Both other girls noticed and moved over to where she stood, looking to see whatever she was seeing.

One of them screamed.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Training Room - Later
"Remember, though," Valentine was saying to over a dozen young Slayers, "nobody should even think about using firearms in the field without rigorous training."

"I already did," said Lorinda.

"Well, you shouldn't have."

"Had to. Monsters were attacking and I didn't have any powers."

"Oh."

"No time to take a class. But I did pretty good. I'm still here, right?"[image: image11.jpg]



Valentine took a breath. "Yes. Yes, you are. But that was an emergency, and not good operating procedures."

The door to the training room suddenly opened, revealing Xander and Grace pushing a cart. Within the cart were guns.

"Ho, ho, ho," said Xander with a grin.

"What did you call me?" Lorinda almost smiled, but it didn't reach her eyes.

"What? Oh! Actually, I was doing a riff kinda-thingy on Santa Claus, with the not-really-a-sled here." He gulped. "Which wasn't that funny, I admit."

"Xander," sighed Grace. She looked at Valentine. "He's not arguing about the guns anymore, but he did think all firearms need to be registered and signed out via the armory." She gestured to the cart. "Which is what we're doing."

"Oh," said Valentine. "Well, that's a good idea, actually. Let me," and with that she put the rifle in her hands into the cart. Grace attached a tiny tag with a serial number.

Lorinda moved to pick up the rifle on the table.

"No," said Valentine.

"But I've handled guns before."

"First, get certified. That is the safe way."

"Yeah," said Xander, "so if you'll just hand over that baby..."

"And again, no."

Xander blinked. So did Grace.

"That isn't Council or Bureau Nine property. That gun is mine."

"Oh," said Grace. "Well, that's different."

"I don't think so," said Xander. "This is about deadly weapons within the Council building itself."

"Like Lori's cane, you mean?" Valentine smiled as she said it. "Besides, here's the nice little safety feature of which you should approve." She reached into her coat pocket and pulled out a piece of metal. "The firing pin. Without this, that gun is nothing but an elaborate club."

"But you can put it back in any time you want, right?" Xander said this.

"Sure, but it isn't that easy to do. You have to know exactly how, and I'm not about to without extraordinarily good reason. Let's hope nothing that extraordinary happens!"[image: image12.jpg]



"Oh no," groaned Grace. "Why did you have to say that? Now you've gone and jinxed the day. I know it. I just know it! Come on, Xander." She made for the exit, pulling the cart.

After a moment, Xander followed her.

"So, Valentine..." began Lorinda.

"I'm not teaching you how to insert the firing pin."

"Oh."

Cut to:
Int.
Willow and Rowena's Apartment - Later
Rowena opened the door to find Skye standing there.

"Come on in," she said with a wave, leaving the door open behind her. Rowena had one of the twins perched near her shoulder rubbing its back as the other twin cried from the playpen. "Feeding time," she explained as she walked over to the sofa. Skye followed. "And Alex here doesn't want to burp for me."

Skye grabbed one of the burp rags and tossed it over her shoulder and motioned for Alex.

"I'll take gasey. You get squealy."

After Skye took a seat on the sofa, Rowena handed her the baby. Skye massaged his back while the watcher picked up her hungry daughter, who immediately began to suckle.

"Now's your chance," a voice in Skye's head called out. She looked over to see Rowena's lips moving but she couldn't concentrate on what she was saying. "You know you wanna taste young blood and it won't get much younger than this." Skye turned from Rowena and closed her eyes as if trying to block out the voice in her head when another one entered. "Don't. They trust you. They've helped protect you. It's not worth it." Once more the first voice returned, sounding sinister and saying, "It's not like you'd kill it after all, just a little nip."
"Enough," Skye said forcefully. Immediately after she spoke the word a burp erupted from Alex.

Both sounds made Rowena turn her head to Skye. "You okay?" she asked.

"I think he's good," Skye said as she rose from the sofa. She set Alex gently back into the playpen. "Listen, why don't we try again later?" she asked as she began to sweat. "You're busy."

"It's okay," Rowena told her. "Jen's happy now so let's talk about -"

"I gotta go, okay?" Skye said forcefully. She didn't wait for a response and quickly left the apartment.

"What the hell was that?" Rowena muttered after Skye had left.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Helicopter - Later
"I understand," Felix said into his phone before hanging it up. "Well, it seems we have the proverbial good news and bad news."

"Just like a TV script," said Faith.

"That is one way of putting it," Felix said. "Logan the thief has been found. He was dead. And the reliquary beside him was broken."

"So no nice dinner then home-heading, I take it?" said Willow.

"Provided we have time, the nice dinner I can still provide."

"How did Logan die, anyway?" said Jeff.

"There'll be an autopsy, but at present it seems he died of several spider bites."

Hope said, "Spiders? This has to do with spiders now?" she shuddered. Jeff put his arm around her.[image: image13.jpg]



"Not as scary as frogs, of course, but I'm with her," said Willow. "Spiders?"

"Perhaps," Felix said, "Perhaps not. What is most odd is that spiders, which are truly venomous to human beings, are quite rare. None are native to New England. So we will have to wait and see. Meanwhile, there's a car waiting to take us to the location where Logan was found. No one has touched the reliquary, so we'll be able to examine it more closely."

"Right," said Jeff, "and where was Logan, anyway?"

"A rarely-used storeroom across the street from the museum. In the Crown of Thorns Catholic High School for Girls."

Faith did a take. "You have got to be freakin' kidding me!"

"Please!" Hope echoed her tone. "That would be...that...no. No."

"Uh," said Willow, "what's the big deal?"

Felix shook his head in puzzlement. Jeff leaned in closer to Hope. "Honey?"

After a few moments Faith broke the silence. "That was our high school. We went there. We had classes there. We even dropped out from there. Well, I did, anyway."

"I graduated," Hope said, voice low.

"Yeah, whatever," said Faith. She glared at Felix. "And I'm supposed to believe this is a coincidence?"[image: image14.jpg]



"If not," Felix said, "then the cause is not something of which I am aware, Miss Lehane. As I pointed out earlier, the precise nature of the reliquary is not known. Maybe that nature explains this coincidence - unless of course it really is just a coincidence. Such things do happen."

With a sigh, Faith began to beat her head against the back of her chair. "You have got to be kidding me," said Faith under her breath, between clenched teeth. "You have got to be kidding me."

Across from her, Hope said nothing.

Fade Out
End of Act One
Act Two
Fade In:
Int.
Storage Room - Afternoon

The body was still in place, but none of the three people standing over it was paying it much attention. Willow was kneeling beside it, examining the shattered pieces of milky glass on the floor. Jeff had moved the rest of the reliquary to the side with Felix's help.[image: image15.jpg]



"Just as well the insurance company won't have to pay up," said Felix, with a glance at the reliquary, its interior now broken. "You could probably buy a small country with what that was worth undamaged."

"So tell me about this St. Josephus," Willow said, running her hand slowly through the air above the glass and the small scroll amid the shards.

"No one knows a great deal about him," said Felix. "Other than his name, and the fact he was from Tyre."

"Well," Jeff said, "he killed Abaddon. Or defeated it."

"Yes, sometime in the fifth century. A convent was built in the very spot where they said he did it, and the nuns kept this reliquary in his honor. Until the First World War, anyway. It's been passed from hand to hand ever since."

"But what was inside? I mean," Jeff pointed to the scroll, "is that it? A piece of paper? Or is his finger in there somewhere?"

"Excellent questions," said Felix. "Miss Rosenberg? Or should I say Missus?"

"Willow is okay."

"Thank you. Willow, then."

Now Willow looked away from the glass and scroll, to Felix and Jeff. "There is the faintest trace of some really dark magic here, but nothing active. Not right now."

Felix nodded. "Then I suggest we discover what we have here - and hope it amounts to nothing. And then we can allow the coroner to take away Mr. Logan here."

He knelt down, taking out two sets of tweezers from his pocket. They had broad plastic tips, not unlike forceps. Slowly, he pushed the milky fragments of glass away like bits of some exotic cracked egg. Underneath, the scroll looked fragile enough to crumble with a strong breath. Apart from that, it was barely longer than a pencil but as thick as a baseball. He didn't touch the scroll until the tiniest fragment of glass was taken away.

Jeff, holding a flashlight aimed at the scroll, asked, "Do you want the container now?"

"Please."

The container was plastic, the size of a shoebox, and padded on the inside. Felix used the forceps-tweezers to lift the scroll up and into the box. As he did, something fell out of the scroll.

Cut to:
Int.
School Corridor - Same

As Faith and Hope wove their way through the small river of uniform-clad schoolgirls, their eyes took in the scenery. Neither looked at the other. Both tried to ignore the stares and whispers from various girls.[image: image16.jpg]



"Bone white," Hope said, nodding at the walls. "Better than puke green, I suppose."

"Or crap yellow."

After another yard or so, Hope spoke again. "At least the lockers are new. Well, they'd have to be. Half of them got trashed after we lost homecoming. Remember?"

"Must have been after I left."

"No, it wasn't. Really."

Faith shook her head. "Don't remember."

"It was when you were going out with that drummer? He had a band called Undead Banshee? Kinda ironic, when you think of it."

"I don't remember."

"Really?"

"Well, I remember him. Cyke something. Had this stupid tattoo on his chest, something from a movie. Sinbad and the Eye of the Tigerlilly or something."

"Yeah - he went to St. Julian's. Or did, before he dropped out. Wonder what happened to him? Maybe we can find out?"[image: image17.jpg]



Faith said nothing. She gestured at a classroom they passed and snorted.

"Who taught English here?" Hope asked, glancing at it. "Do you remember?"

"That, I really don't remember."

"Sister Mary Paul, wasn't it? Or Paula Marie? Maybe Marie Peter?"

"Like I said - that, I don't remember."

Silence. When she spoke again, Hope's voice was low. "We all have things we'd like to forget." She frowned, saying it.

"Just the kind of thing you would say," said Faith, jaw set.

Hope stared at Faith for a few moments, opened her mouth, but said nothing more. She just pointed to the door with the word 'Dean' written in gold leaf across its surface.

"Please," breathed Faith as she prepared to knock on the door, "don't let this be anyone from the old days."

"Amen," Hope said in response.

Faith hesitated, then knocked. "Come in," said a voice from within. She opened the door and both sisters entered.

Cut to
Int.
Dean's Office - Continuous

A slender woman with dark hair and piercing eyes rose from her desk as they came into view. She wore a business suit of gray and pearls.

"Hello, Faith," she said.

"Oh, great." Faith didn't roll her eyes but she looked like she wanted to.

"And Hope - hello." The woman's voice softened, almost measurably.

"Miss Mulliner," said Faith. "You're the Dean now."

"You sound surprised. That, at least, I can understand. In all honesty, one of my last expectations was ever seeing you two walk into my office." She waited for a moment. "You can close the door now."

"Oh, right," Hope said as she took it upon herself to shut the door.

"For the past year and a half," Dean Mulliner went on, "the school has received countless requests for interviews about you, Faith. And for your transcripts. I trust you'll be pleased to hear we have refused all such requests."

"Okay. Thanks."

"The school has, at any rate. We, of course, have limited influence over the faculty, and sometimes even less over our student body."

"Miss Mulliner," Hope began, but at seeing the response she got amended her words. "Dean - you do know why we're here, right?"

She nodded. "The highly unfortunate business about a dead body on school grounds. And something mysterious about it which brings the Watchers' Council into the matter." The unasked question lingered in the air.

Hope and Faith glanced at each other. "We can't go into all the details," said Faith, "but the corpse stole something. Not while he was still a corpse, of course - I don't think so, anyway - but what he stole might be the mystical equivalent of a time bomb." She smiled, enjoying herself a little too much. "Or not. We've got people finding out. Brought lab type stuff and everything."[image: image18.jpg]



Dean Mulliner didn't even blink. But she did lower her voice and lean forward a fraction of millimeter. "How are you, Faith? What is your life like, now? I know better than to accept publicity and journalism at face value." Her eyes strayed to Hope, who looked away. "How are you, both of you?"

"Five by five," Faith said instantly.

"I'm real good," said Hope. "I'm even getting married."

"My congratulations." The Dean looked back at Faith. "Classes have already finished for today, and fortunately this is a Friday. What can I expect?"

"Asking the wrong person," Faith replied. "Some top folks are looking over the body now. With a little bit of luck you'll have seen the last of us in an hour."

"Until I turn on the television or pick up a newspaper," said the Dean.

"Hey, I didn't ask to be famous. And you can turn the TV off."

Once more, the Dean turned to Hope. "And what is your role in all this, Hope?"

"I've been learning magic and helping out around the Council." Hope somehow managed to sound a decade younger speaking to the former teacher.

"You were an excellent student in my History class. You earned a 'B' in your last test as I recall."

"C+ actually."

The Dean nodded. "That would be because you don't really believe enough in yourself. Foolishly, in my opinion. Unlike some, you proved over and over an ability to apply yourself. While I know nothing of magic, I'm sure your skills are more impressive than you yourself tend to accept."

"I don't think that is a judgment I'm supposed to make."

"You need to. That is part of what being an adult means." Now she turned to Faith again, who'd been listening to the exchange with a set jaw. "Faith - I am pleased you seem to have grown beyond what I sensed in you as a teenager."

Faith hesitated barely half a second. "Hey, I'm the same bitca I always was," she said with a fierce grin.

The Dean frowned.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Coven Room - Later

Ethan Rayne stepped inside the coven room, and saw two young women frowning at each other. One of them was Kennedy. The other was in her teens, and clearly Asian. They both looked at him as he entered.

"Ah - and you would be Miss Nugyen?"

"Yes, Mr. Rayne." She said this with something like relief.

"Sorry about being late. Been watching a dozen or so Slayerettes practice bodily mayhem for truth, justice and the American way." He looked to Kennedy and smiled broadly. "And good day to you, as well."

"Hi." Kennedy's frown remained in place. "I was escorting this..." She seemed to be at a loss for the right word.[image: image19.jpg]



"Christian?" Nugyen said.

"I was gonna say bigot, but Christian is okay by me."

"Oh dear," Ethan said with an exaggerated sigh, "and you ladies were talking about?"

"Sin," Nugyen replied.

"Tolerance," Kennedy answered at the same time.

"Hmm." Ethan looked from one to the other, then back. "Miss Nugyen, I understand you've shown some genuine talent at magic."

"So Mr. Phong of the Singapore Office says. And he recommended you as a teacher who should be able to bring that talent out."

"Phong? Really? Don't think I know any one named Phong."

"He heads the Bureau Nine Office there."

"Nope. Still don't know him."

"Of course," muttered a still-frowning Kennedy.

Both Ethan and Miss Nugyen looked at her. "I can't be expected to know everyone," Ethan said after a moment.

"Whatever."

"Mr. Rayne," Miss Nugyen said, "I would rather not conduct my lessons in the presence of this person."

"All right by me," Ethan replied.

"I says otherwise," Kennedy said.

Ethan turned and looked at Kennedy, one eyebrow rising.

"I'm trying to learn magic, too, ya know!"

"From the little red witch, last I heard."

"Yeah, but Kadin gets jealous. And even Willow says I should branch out. Besides, she's out of town." She shrugged.

"Ah. Well, I must say - that is the most transparent set of lies I think I have ever heard. Really. You should be ashamed of yourself. Don't you know that deceit is one of those really essential life skills? What is this Council coming to?"

"Hey!"

"I'm going to have a word with Ripper. I am."

"Mr. Rayne," Nugyen interrupted again. "I am, if anything, even more disturbed by your words than by this person's...lifestyle." She made quote fingers. "Perhaps Mr. Phong was in error."

That got stares from both Kennedy and Ethan for several seconds.

"Ooh, you are the cheeky devil, aren't you?" replied Ethan at last.

Cut to
Int.
School Library - Same

Jeff wore latex gloves and wielded the same kind of forceps-tweezers that Felix used earlier. Before him was a sheet of Plexiglass, raised a few inches from the table surface. Lights were built into the frame holding the Plexiglass. Below that, the scroll lay half-unwrapped.

"I wish I could say we'd be leaving right now," Jeff was saying, "but Mr. Felix is worried the threat might still be here."

"That's assuming there is a threat," grumbled Faith.

"Better safe than sorry," Hope said, seated in the corner, watching Jeff.

Jeff nodded. "Especially after we found that." He indicated a cloth on the other side of the table. There lay a tiny clump of translucent shards, none large than a pea, most much smaller, each the color of brandy. "Amber. Shattered. From the inside."

"Where'd you find it?" Faith stared at the shards of amber.
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"Inside the scroll. And Willow said this isn't ordinary amber. It's magic or at least was made by magic, and acts like a kind of mystical insulation." 

"So," Hope queried, "it would be ideal to hold some kind of magic in stasis?"

He nodded. "Or something with a lot of magic. Like a demon."

"Pretty small demon," Faith said.

"For now," said Jeff. "Who knows how big it might get given the chance? Willow wondered why it wouldn't have failed when magic vanished last summer, but Felix thought that maybe whatever was inside - quite possibly Abaddon - needed magic to escape. Stalemate."

"Yeah," Faith said, "maybe. I just wish..."

"What?" asked Hope.

"Nothing." Faith stared at the door. "Tell me again why Felix went with Willow to do a sweep?"

"He volunteered," Jeff said. "That way, she's not alone if she finds anything."

"Uh-huh. So is he armed or anything?"[image: image21.jpg]



"Sure," said Hope, pulling out something from her pocket. It looked dark and plastic, roughly the length of a glasses case. "Mr. Felix gave me this, a taser with adjustable settings. Can be set to stun a squirrel all the way up to a charging rhino. Of course, that one uses up its power. Felix has two of these at least, as well as some other goodies."

"Gave me one, too," Jeff added.

"Oh. Well, good."

Cut to:
Int.
Dawn and Skye's Apartment - Later

Skye opened the door with a sharp reply of "What?"

She found Rowena standing there, her arms folded across her chest and not looking too pleased.

"And to what do I owe this visit?" Skye asked.

"We had an appointment," Rowena said as she pushed her way inside without asking for an invitation.

"Please, come in," Skye said long after Rowena had cleared the threshold. She closed the door behind her and went toward the living room where Rowena was already sitting on the end of the chair.

"I don't get it Skye," Rowena began. "What happened today?"

Skye seemed reluctant to say anything and suddenly looked over her shoulder, making Rowena turn too.

"Hey," Dawn said entering the room. "Where're the twins?"

"The great thing about living at the Council is the endless supply of babysitters," she replied. Dawn smiled. "Shannon's with them but she could probably use an extra set of hands. Would you mind going over to her while I chat with Skye for a bit?"

"Sure, no prob," she said.

"Thanks Dawn," she said with a smile.

After the door had closed Rowena turned to Skye, the smile nowhere to be found.

"Now that Dawn's gone, tell me, straight up, what's going on?"

Skye grinned. "Nice diversion; helping with the twins. Good one." Rowena said nothing. Her eyes simply pinned Skye. The grin on the vampire's face began to slip. "I'm not sure where to start," she replied. "And even if I did, I'm not sure I'd still be staying here if I finish the story. Hell, I'm not sure if I'd still be 'un-dead.'"

Rowena looked confused. "What do you mean?" she asked.

Skye said nothing at first. She just locked eyes with Rowena. Finally, she asked, "Have you ever seen those cartoons - the ones with the devil on one shoulder and an angel on the other? Well, except for Bart Simpson, he had two devils on his shoulder." She chuckled. "It was actually kind of funny. He was -."

"Stop being evasive," Rowena told her.

Skye let out a sigh. "I hear voices, okay? Not strange voices, but my own voice. One says things that...are evil. It talks about hunting and killing and drinking and..." She licked her lips nervously. "Well, the other voice, it's me too - the me before I got turned. The-the one who came to Cleveland, who wanted to share a life with Dawn, but also wanted to do good; help her and her sister save the world." Rowena said nothing at first and her face showed no emotions. Skye held out her hands. "Okay, gonna lock me up now?"

Rowena motioned her to drop them. "So it hasn't always been like this?"

"No," Skye replied.

"But you've done good things all along."

"To keep Dawn," Skye confessed. "I only did the right thing because if I didn't it would mean losing Dawn. It was selfish."

"And now?" Rowena asked.

"And now it feels selfless - like I'm doing the right thing for me, sure, but it's also for everyone around me, and not just Dawn."

There was a brief pause. "Tell me what happened today at my apartment," Rowena said. "I want the truth."

Skye shook her head. "If I told you then I'm sure you wouldn't let me within a hundred feet of your apartment. Hell, you'd probably even toss me from the Council building. It's actually the reason I moved out of your place...well, not the only reason. I mean damn, those kids are annoying as hell to hear screaming all the time."

Rowena gave a small grin. "I love my children, but yes, it can be taxing on the nerves. I understand. But like I said -."

"The voice told me to feed on them," Skye said quickly, as if she had to say it fast before changing her mind. "And that's really why I left. Why I left today and why I left for good. But each time I hear that voice I hear the other. The one that tells me I'd be in a dustpan now if not for you and Will. One that says if anyone or anything laid a finger or claw on your family - they're history...Told you...I'm crazy, huh?"

"How long has this been happening?"

"Last year," Skye replied.

"Do you know when it began?" Rowena asked.

Skye nodded. "During the whole magic fiasco. When the battle was finished I spazzed...literally...seizures and everything. When I came to, it felt like I wasn't alone, ya know?"

Rowena paused considering the words. "Not really, no."

Skye sighed in frustration and took a seat on the sofa across from Rowena. "There're two me's inside this dead body," she said tapping her chest. "One who truly wants to do the right thing and the other who's trying to corrupt me. At first, I heard from each one of them all the time. But lately...the evil voice isn't there as much but when it is it's powerful; angry...like it knows it's losing a fight, but it's nowhere near giving up..."

Rowena began to grin and muttered, "Chia soul."

"Huh?" Skye asked.

Rowena waived her hand dismissively. "Look, I'm not going to lock you up," she began. "You seem to have it under control. But for safety's sake, you're right. I'm not letting you anywhere near my children. I have too much time and love invested in them," she replied. Skye nodded although she looked a bit disappointed.

"I understand," she replied.

"And let me add, I have too much time and, dare I say, love, invested in you too," Rowena replied. "I have faith that as long as you keep being open with me, and Dawn, about all of this...we'll find a solution. You have my word, but the question is...do I have yours?"

Skye grinned in relief and gave her an approving nod.

"But good voices or not, know this - you won't come in my home and if you come within 5 feet of my kids, I will dust you - no questions asked. If you're as concerned about my family as you say, you'll agree I'm making the right move here."

Skye nodded again, this time looking rather solemn. "No, I get it. I do. And you've got my word Ro."

"Then we're good," Rowena told her. "When Will gets home we'll meet - in the library."

"Thanks," Skye told her.

"And thank you for trusting me enough to be honest," Rowena replied. "Now, let me save Shannon and Dawn from the madness that is parenthood."

Both women grinned at each other.

Cut to:
Int.
Dean's Office - Later

Dean Mulliner had her head bent over a small hill of paperwork. Beside it was a tiny mountain of other paperwork - forms, memos, lists, applications, etc. Her coat hung on the back of her chair. By any standard, she herself looked tired.

She reached over to a water bottle on her desk, then tilted her head back to take a swallow.

And dropped the bottle.

Eyes wide, she did a huge take and almost shrunk back into her chair with a gasp. From the air vent next to her ceiling, over a hundred black spiders had emerged, with more coming. They had bodies the size of pennies, but with extremely long legs that arched high. As they moved, they created the impression of a seething, almost boiling black mass crawling across the ceiling. Directly above her.

She barely hesitated. Keeping her eyes on the swarm above, she eased out of the chair and began to move towards the door.

The swarm followed.[image: image22.jpg]



Before the Dean could even start to run, the spiders began to drop. The first landed on her shoulder, soon followed by five more. She tried brushing them off of her shoulder, her hair, her arms. Those that landed on the floor began crawling up her legs. In seconds, dozens and dozens were writhing over her body.

She fell to the floor. When she opened her mouth to scream, the spiders dove inside. The rain of spiders from above continued until she was barely moving any more. Only her terror-filled eyes remained visible under the writhing mass of tiny bodies and legs.

In moments, they vanished too.

Fade Out
End of Act Two
Act Three
Fade In:
Int.
School Hallway - Dusk

By now, the hallways were silent, except for the tapping of Faith's boots as she made her way across the tiles.[image: image23.jpg]



"Willow?" Her voice echoed.

She paused briefly to open the door of each classroom and look inside. Most were dark, save for the fading sunlight pouring through the windows. Here and there posters were hung on walls, usually with massive amounts of tape. The majority celebrated a team called The Ravens. Crudely drawn pictures of ravens dribbling what looked like basketballs were a common motif.

"Willow? You hear me?"

On a half dozen bulletin boards were tacked announcements of one kind or another. The most professional looking were simple black-and-white, reminding students of rules.

"Hey! Willow!"

An auditions notice for Twelve Angry Women had a crudely drawn set of masks - comedy and tragedy - atop the sheet. This was tacked in different colored paper at every bulletin board and taped on several walls, including that above each water fountain.

"Willow?"

One classroom still had a lesson scrawled in chalk across the blackboard. The Ten Commandments. Some had been underlined: 'Thou shalt not kill' and 'Honor Thy Father and Mother.'

Faith stopped briefly at the school entrance. A statuette of the Virgin Mary looked out at her from a niche facing the front door. Crossing herself, Faith resumed her search.

"Willow? Where are you?"

No answer. She continued to make her way through the near-empty school. Her voice still echoed. When she reached a staircase at the end of a hallway, she began to climb.

"You up there? Willow?"

Cut to:
Int.
Willow and Rowena's Apartment - Same Time

There was a knock on the door and Rowena walked over and opened it. She found Dawn there with a small suitcase.

"Mind if I crash?" she asked as she moved inside.

"Uh, no, but what's going on? Are you okay?" Rowena asked.

Dawn put the suitcase down. "Skye told me about the talk you two had. I can't believe she'd do such a thing. I'm-I'm shocked and I'm pissed and-."

"Calm down," Rowena told her.

"Calm down?" Dawn parroted. "How can I calm down? How can you calm down? She said she wanted to eat your kids for crying out loud. You can honestly tell me you're totally relaxed about this?"

"Hell, no," Rowena told her. "As soon as I left your place I thought I might start to hyperventilate."

"Then you know where I'm coming from," Dawn replied.

Rowena sighed deeply. "Look, Dawn. Skye didn't have to say a word, but she did. And the only way we're gonna help her through this is if she keeps being open. That's not gonna happen if you shut her out. I don't think you fully appreciate the power you have over that woman."

"Woman? She's an animal Rowena. And I think it's time I wake up and see that. I've been fooling myself - just like my sister tried to do."

"So that's it? You just stop loving her?"

"No, it's not just like that," Dawn argued. "But it's time to face facts here. I mean tigers are beautiful and you can even hand-feed a few raised by humans, but in the end they're still wild, ya know? You can't predict what they'll do."

"No, but as I told Skye if she gets close to my children I won't wait to see if Will's poof spell works. I'll do it myself and I meant it."

Dawn drew a long breath. "I just...I thought I knew her. I thought I understood her, but I really don't know her at all."

For a moment Rowena said nothing. She then cleared her throat and said, "Trust."

"What?" Dawn asked.

"Any relationship that survives is based on trust. Trust is earned by being honest and keeping your promises. But if we don't keep our word, trust breaks down, and relationships fail."

"Your point?"

"From what I understand, Skye trusts you, and me - so much so that she was willing to confess her thoughts, no matter how gruesome and no matter the outcome. But I think that has to do with the soul that seems to be growing inside her."

"Wait a second," Dawn said. "She's got a soul?"

"She didn't tell you our theory?"

Dawn looked sheepish. "To be honest, she talked about eating the twins and I wigged. I really didn't stick around for more."

Rowena grinned and picked up the suitcase, handing it back to her. "Like I said, trust." Dawn took it. "Talk to her. Find out everything she's feeling and be honest with her about how you feel. Then, if you still want to stay here, the door's open. Deal?"

Dawn nodded.

Cut to:
Int.
Classroom - Same

"Hey, you there?"

Hope shook herself and looked at Jeff, who grinned. "Sorry," she said, "Million miles away. Ten million. Maybe twenty."

"Or maybe, years and years in the past?"

"Kinda." She fell silent.

Jeff put down his forceps-tweezers beside the half-unrolled scroll and adjusted his chair towards Hope. He waited but after a few moments he spoke again. "Memories?"

"Oh, yeah."

"Any good ones?"[image: image24.jpg]



She considered. "Some. Yeah. There was this essay contest, once. In Miss Mulliner's History Class. Freshman year. And I won. The thing is, I did something kinda weird, could have gotten me in a lot of trouble. But I wanted to, so I did it." She paused.

"Don't stop!"

"I, well, I wrote the essay in iambic pentameter. Two pages of it. And I tried to make it fun when I read it aloud in class. Everyone laughed, but in a good way. Got an A plus."

Jeff was all smiles. "Wow. I never did anything half that creative. Never! Do you still have it?"

"No - when I got home..." She trailed off. Jeff continued to look at her, and after a few moments she continued. "Dad said I was showing off." She tried to shrug. It didn't quite come off. "He tore up my essay. Threw it in the garbage." Her eyes looked distant, her face terribly still. "Long time ago."

"How many years?"

"Um...five. Six."

"That's like about a quarter of your life ago."

"I guess."

Jeff waited. When he spoke, his voice was low. "I wasn't there for you then," he said, "and I can't go back to help you then and there. But I am here now. Now and forever. My oath to you, my dear love - there is nothing I will not do to save you. Nothing I would not do to spare you pain. Nothing."

Hope met his eyes, looked on the verge of tears.

Then Jeff twitched.

"What?"[image: image25.jpg]



"Something's wrong. I don't know what, just something." He turned suddenly towards the door. "Whatever might have escaped from the reliquary - I think maybe it's active. It has done something. And nearby." He turned back to Hope. "Maybe you should leave."

"No." Something about the set of Hope's mouth, the angle of her head, the look in her eyes - for a moment, she looked uncannily like her sister.

"I'm not saying you definitely need to-."

"And I said no," she interrupted. She didn't blink.

Jeff nodded his assent.

Cut to:
Int.
Dean's Office - Same

Where Dean Mulliner had fallen, a mass of webbing now lay anchored to the floor. It was human-shaped only in the vaguest way possible. Certainly its size was too large.

And it pulsed as if it were breathing. Soon, the breathing became labored.

The first crack in the webbing revealed its interior was harder than it looked. What appeared to be little more than a huge ball of extremely fine string was in truth some kind of shell - a chrysalis.

Once the crack was large enough, something emerged.

A long, dark, thin leg.

Then another. And another. From a second crack emerged a hand, pale and with fingers that were too long even if they didn't end in slender claws.

More cracks began to appear.

Cut to:
Int.
Buffy's Office - Short time later

Skye was comfortably parked in Buffy's chair, her feet up and on Buffy's desk when the lady herself entered.

"Joan, tell Lori I'll be getting back-" She stopped upon seeing the grinning figure leaning back behind her desk. "I'll be getting back with her in the morning." She shut the door. "Feet. Off."

"I'm experimenting with different kinds of evil," said Skye, without moving. "Yesterday, it was squeezing toothpaste tubes from the middle and leaving the caps off. Tomorrow I'm thinking of borrowing Xander's power tools and not returning them on time. On the petty side, I know, but it lets my inner demon come out and play rather than trying to eat people. You have no idea how testy she gets all cooped up all the time."

"Scuff up somebody else's furniture, okay? Or I'll start remembering how to fill in this title: Buffy the Blank Slayer."

"Speaking of testy..."

"Feet! Off!"

Grinning, Skye swung her feet to the floor. "Glad to, now that I have your undivided attention. Do you realize there's a palace coup being planned?"

"Not you, too." Buffy rolled her eyes. "Look, I've just had to listen to a solid hour of Kennedy's conspiracy theories about Bureau Nine, the Oversight Committee and Kadin's kidnapping. I'm really in no mood to-."

"Xander and Faith are the ringleaders."

A beat. "Oh, come on!"

"Yep. And since they're convinced Felix and friends are out to take over the Watchers' Council, they're organizing a counter-coup. Or at least that's how I see events, especially after some judicious eavesdropping here and there."

"Does the word 'privacy' mean anything to you anymore?"[image: image26.jpg]



"Inner demon, remember? Anyway, there've been secret meetings for weeks, and ever since Faith went with Felix to Boston all sorts of stuff has kicked into high gear." She waited.

"Like what?" Buffy said, finally.

"B-niners being followed. When Miss Vietnam showed up, for example, Kennedy stuck to her like glue."

"According to Kennedy, she made some very homophobic comments."

"I believe it. And that naturally made Kennedy want to keep her company for a few hours because...?" Skye's left eyebrow lifted as she let the sentence hang. "Casey's been grilling the slayerettes over what Ethan's been up to. Xander locked up every firearm he could find, then asked Doc Miller to double-check his inventory of incapacitating pharmaceuticals. Ellen's been tailing Lori while Brenda hasn't let Valentine out of her sight more than a few minutes all day. Plus, there was the phone call..."

When Skye didn't add more Buffy got even more annoyed. "Will you stop that! What phone call?"

"Kennedy's to the Boston Branch. On my way to see Ro today she was telling them to be on high alert and to be ready in case Felix tried anything. Not about any demon threat, but Felix himself."

"How do you know what-?"

Skye pointed to her ears. "Vampire. Hearing."

Buffy took this in for a few second. "Damn. It."

Skye began to make her way to the door.

"Why are you telling me all of this?" Buffy asked.

Skye grinned. "Let's just say I'm in a good mood and feeling extra generous."

"Really?"

"Well, no, that's not entirely true. I could use some brownie points with your sister at the moment. She loves this Council and I'm fond of a few folks here too - at least the ones that didn't try to stake me as I sat in my apartment...How all this plays out will have an effect on them too...So consider yourself warned Councilwoman."

Skye didn't add more as Buffy watched her leave.

Cut to:
Int.
Office - Night

The telephone rang. From her chair, the woman turned, a thick file still across her lap. She removed her glasses as she picked up the receiver.

"Alex Neel," she said.

"Hello," said a voice on the other end. "This is Kennedy. Of the Watcher's Council?"

It took a moment for Alex to respond. "Yes, I recognized your voice. I would have even if I hadn't been hearing it now and then on CNN for a year or so."

"So how are things over at Heaven's Law Firm? Still in business?"

"Yes. Our most important client is still with us and shows no sign of going anywhere."

"Good. Keeping the folks behind the pearly gates happy, yeah, That's good."

"By definition," Alex nodded. She waited, putting her file aside. After several more moments, she spoke again. "Kennedy, it truly is a pleasure to hear from you, but I'm wondering what's with the call? Especially at this hour? You're rambling a bit, so I presume it isn't immediately pressing?"

"No, not pressing. For that matter, it's probably something too low-level for you. But, well, you guys are the one bunch of lawyers I know aren't evil."

"Thank you."

"And I've got something legal I want done."

"Go on."

From the other end of phone line, Kennedy took a deep breath. "I want to change my last name to Calendar."

Cut to:
Int.
Watcher's Council Hallway - Same Time

Shannon and Skye walked side by side down the hallway.

"I don't see why you've got to cancel tonight?" Shannon began. "So Dawn's annoyed with you right now. Big deal. To be honest, she gets annoyed with me over the silliest of stuff."

Skye stopped walking and Shannon looked in front of them to see what halted her steps. She saw Dawn standing there watching them.

"Go ahead and take off, Squirt," Skye told Shannon.

Not waiting for a reply Skye moved toward Dawn. For a moment Shannon watched them, but then she turned the other way, walking back in the direction from which they had come.

"Hey," Skye said, once she was within a few feet of Dawn.

"Look," Dawn started. "I'm sorry I freaked."

"Don't be," Skye told her. "I'm freaked myself, at least part of me is anyway. I'd be worried if you weren't concerned."

Dawn ran her fingers through her hair nervously. "I see you and sometimes all I see is a teddy bear, ya know? Something warm, well, okay, room temperature...but still...cuddly. It's easy to forget that inside you is really a grizzly."

"What's your point exactly?" Skye asked.

"I don't know if there is a point really," Dawn replied. "What I'm saying is I get it, but then again, I don't get it. On one hand, I think I know you, but, on the other, I don't."

"Join the club," Skye said with a gentle grin.

Dawn grinned too. "...But I'm glad you were honest about what's going on and I-I don't want to do or say anything to stop that from continuing. So just try to have a bit of patience with me when you say things that might rock my world, okay?"

Tentatively, Skye reached out and Dawn allowed her to take her hands.

"I love you," she began. "I don't want to lose you and I don't want to do anything to jeopardize any of that. But I need answers, and the only way to find those answers is throwing out all the facts."

"That part I get." Dawn replied. "Knowledge is power and all that."

"Well, as for nibbling on Ro and Will's kids," she said softly.

"And there's the part I don't get," Dawn added, "but go on."

"It's something you should know, for everyone's sake."

Dawn pulled Skye closer. "I can't promise I won't freak again. I'm just asking you give me time to regroup. And now that I've had that, why not tell me the rest I didn't stick around for?"

Skye smiled and still held one of Dawn's hands as they started to walk together.

Cut to:
Int.
Classroom - Later

Faith stormed back into the room with Willow and Felix in tow.

"Do not - I repeat do NOT - go wandering around without slayer backup, Red. I mean it!"

"It isn't like I was by myself," Willow said, "nor is it like I don't know how to take care of myself."

"Hey! Unknown territory and all that!"

"Miss Lehane may have a point," said Felix. "Even with your own formidable abilities, Willow, it could hardly do any harm to include further protection. Especially when a demon as powerful as Abaddon might be involved."

"Uh..." Jeff was seated beside the table where the scroll was, now mostly unfurled. "I've got some good news and some bad news."

"Start with the good news," snapped Faith.

"Well, it isn't exactly good news per se-."

"I don't care if it's semi-peachy keen, mostly-cloudy news, let's just hear it, okay? I am so sick of being in the dark here!"

"We are all in the dark, somewhat, Miss Lehane-."

"Just shut up and let Harry Potter talk, okay?"

"Faith!" Everyone turned towards Hope at hearing her say her sister's name like a curse. "Stop that. Now."

"Don't you dare-."

"No. Don't YOU dare." Hope stepped between her sister and Jeff. "Get down off your high horse and start treating people half-way decently."

Faith's jaw almost dropped. "Where do you get off telling me-," she began with a hiss.

"Wait a minute!" Willow yelled. The sisters stopped, looked at her. "Didn't Jeff have something to tell us? Jeff?"[image: image27.jpg]



Jeff was watching Hope. "Yeah. Turns out the scroll was written by Saint Josephus himself, not unlike a last will and testament. According to this, he'd studied legends and lore involving Abaddon for years, positive that the demon would reappear at a certain prophesied time."

"Deja Vu," Faith muttered.

"Exactly what I was going to say," said Felix, voice low. Faith didn't even look at him.

"Anyway," Jeff continued, "Josephus figured that Abaddon was a true fallen archangel, one corrupted somehow after Lucifer's rebellion and that meant he - or she - had a fatal weakness. According to legend, Abaddon was banished by the word of God."

"You keep saying 'he or she'" said Hope. "Why? I mean, is this demon a hermaphrodite or something?"

"It's more complicated than that," Jeff began.

"There are two kinds of angels," said Felix, eyes and voice intense. "One could be a virtuous human, one who achieves that status in the afterlife."

"Like Gabrielle, former slayer," Faith nodded.

"Exactly. But then, there are the original angels, beings of pure spirit created without ever having been flesh."

"Like Abbadon," Jeff continued, "who was one of the latter. Hence, no gender, because no flesh. But when an original angel falls, it must take some kind of physical form. Abbadon was banished into the physical form of a spider sealed in amber - but it can increase its power by consuming some other physical form. And will assume the gender of that form." Jeff looked at the scroll before him. "Josephus discovered the word God used to banish Abbadon in the first place. It was Abaddon's true name in the angelic tongue. He believed that would return the demon to its first body, and seal the demon away. The name is written here, in Latin." He pointed to the scroll.

"Why do I hear a 'but' somewhere in there?" Faith wasn't blinking and her mouth was screwed up.

"Because Lehane girls are smart," Jeff said with an almost-smile. "Josephus writes that no mere human can speak the name and survive, because for a split second he will contain the full majesty of the divine. Simply, flesh cannot survive that." He looked again at the scroll. "Josephus considered this his suicide note."

"No offense," Willow began, "but I think this Josephus guy was blinded by his religious preconceptions."

"I really don't think so," Jeff answered. "He comes across as a very learned mage."

"But a Christian one," Willow said. "He believed in the great big sky father deity that smites cities with lightning and turns folks into salt."

"That is not a completely accurate vision of the Christian Deity," said Felix.

"Okay, I'm overstating it, yes," Willow began, "but think...he expected to die and maybe that's what killed him. You can't tell me that the Church in the Byzantine Empire was very liberal or tolerant of stuff. That was when they were stamping out other religions. Right?"

"Essentially," Jeff replied.

"So maybe if Josephus had - I don't know - maybe if he'd worshipped Dionysus the magic of the name wouldn't've killed him," Willow continued.

"But," said Hope, "you could be wrong."

Willow hesitated. "Maybe."

"Before we assume anyone is going to have to speak the word," said Felix, "what else does Josephus say, Jeff?"

"Not much. Except the usual list of attributes for Abaddon - the Devourer of Nations, the Apostle of Hatred, the Bringer of Suffering and Step Child of the Ultimate Abomination. The essence of it boils down to a warning about Abaddon's power and cruelty."

"Correct me if I'm wrong," said Hope, "but doesn't the broken amber from inside the reliquary mean that Abaddon is free?"

Silence.

Then, Faith jumped as something inside her coat began to emit tones. She pulled out a cell phone and almost yelled into it, "Yeah?"

Cut to:
Int.
Buffy's Office - Continuous

"Faith," said Buffy into her phone, "just what the hell do you and Xander think you're doing?"

"B, we've got a sitch that needs addressing here-."

"Yeah, well you've created a sitch that threatens to get out of hand back here! For the record, your so-called secret plan to spy and watch on everyone from Bureau Nine is no longer a secret. Nor was it ever much of a plan."

Cut to:
Int.
Classroom - Continuous

"B," Faith said with her teeth on edge, "looks like a demon is free in my old high school. Like right here in the building."[image: image28.jpg]



"Demon in your high school," Buffy sighed on the other end of the line. "How come you keep living my life?"

"I dunno, I just wish it'd stop."

"Do you need back-up?"

"Maybe. Let's find out more details first."

"Let me talk to Jason."

"Listen, B-."

"Now."

From the hallway outside, the sound of breaking wood and a crash could be heard and felt through the door. Everyone looked in that direction.

"Oh hell," said Hope.

"Let me see that word again, Jeff," Willow told him.

"No! You're not saying it!" Faith yelled at Willow. She then turned her attention back to the phone, "B - I'll have more to report later. Gotta go. Bye." Buffy could be heard grumbling on the other end but Faith hung up anyway.

Again, from beyond the door came the sound of deep cackle echoing along the hallway.

"I'm doing recon," Faith said. "The rest of you - stay here."

"You're not going alone," said Jeff. "I'm coming with you."

"Why?" asked Hope.

"Yeah, why?" Willow asked. "I'm the biggest magical gun we've got. No offense, Jeff, but you know that's the truth."

"I'm not offended," Jeff said, "but I really don't think you should go out there right now."

"That makes no sense," Willow argued.

"You've got a wife and kids, okay?" he argued.

"And you have a fiancée," Hope told him as she pointed to herself.

Faith didn't wait to hear the end of the argument and instead headed straight for the door. She opened it and stepped into the hallway.

Cut to:
Int.
School Hallway - Continuous

Faith looked up and down the hallway. She took a careful set of steps, her attention at high alert. Seeing and hearing nothing, she took another set of steps.

Then she heard a chuckle.

She turned to her left. The hallway curved slightly, and as she stared down it a shadow became visible moving towards her from beyond the bend. Within moments, the source of the shadow moved into view.[image: image29.jpg]



It wasn't truly a spider. The thing making its way down the hallway bore the same relationship to a spider than a centaur has to a horse. Most of the body was that of a huge arachnid, easily the mass of a large dog or small pony, not counting the six hairy and segmented legs. Rising from the main body was the torso of a woman, one pale and vaguely distorted. Her arms were long, too long, and her fingers ended in tapering talons. Both of her arms moved up and down as she walked, in almost-sync with the flow of her six legs.

The fanged woman's mouth smiled.

"Faaiiiiittthhhhh..." the creature hissed.

Fade Out
End of Act Three
Act Four
Fade In:
Int.
School Hallway - Continuous

What sounded like thunder and looked like electrical arcs echoed through the hallways of the school. Flashes of green and red lit up the space, while half the electric light fixtures exploded in sparks.

Felix dragged Jeff and Hope around the corner. Less than a second later, Willow followed, with Faith hovering at her side.

"A forbidding! Now!" Willow yelled. Jeff and Hope instantly each took one of Willow's hands. They raised their arms at the curve of the hallway behind them, and began to chant.[image: image30.jpg]



"Nellus enim aggredior
Nellus enim aggredior
Nellus enim aggredior"

After a few moments, their words became mist, swirling in counter-clockwise circles from their mouths. The mist was pale blue. It began to join and form what resembled a membrane.

"Nellus enim aggredior
Nellus enim aggredior
Nellus enim aggredior"

The spider creature, nearly ten feet tall and fifteen wide, turned the corner. Six hairy legs moved in slow undulation that nevertheless brought her quickly forward. She drew up short at the membrane, less than a yard from the three witches, still chanting. The demon tilted her head, lifting one long leg and tapping the membrane.

"Nellus enim aggredior"

She jumped back! Tiny sparks jumped at the spot where the tip of her leg had touched the membrane.

Willow, Jeff and Hope continued chanting. Their eyes, focused on the spider creature towering above them, didn't blink. But sweat poured from their faces.

"Nellus enim aggredior
Nellus enim aggredior
Nellus enim aggredior
Nellus enim aggredior
Nellus enim aggredior"

Behind them, Felix and Faith watched. And waited. Both had started to breathe deeply, loudly.

"Nellus enim aggredior"

It smiled at the five facing her. The smile was the shape of a human smile, with a few additional details such as the gleaming fangs. But behind the smile, behind the eyes, there was nothing even remotely human. Or mortal. Her eyes glimmered, not in fierceness but in something like amusement. Something like it. But not. It was too alien and ancient. She laughed - or a sound akin to laughter - and began to turn around. The non-laughter continued as she made her way back the way she came.

"Nellus enim aggredior
Nellus enim aggredior
Nellus enim aggredior"

The chant continued for several seconds after the Creature turned back along the corridor. All three faltered and stopped within a few seconds of each other. With that, the membrane flickered. Hope shuddered, closing her eyes. Jeff sank to his knees. Willow started taking deep breaths.

"Those forbiddings," she wheezed, "take a lot out of ya'."

"That was Abaddon, I take it?" Faith asked after several moments.

Felix nodded. "The Devourer of Nations, according to some accounts. Odd how it seemed to know your name."

Faith shrugged. "I've got a rep."

"But that thing's been sealed in amber for like a thousand years," Willow said.

"My rep is that good? Maybe?"

"I think it more likely," said Felix, "that whoever has been converted into Abaddon's host knew you. A Fallen Angel is bound to flesh, or at least this one was, but has none of its own. Originally, it was made a spider, and that governs its form. But to be more than a spider, albeit an immortal one, Abaddon must consume some other host."

"You are so channeling Giles right now," Faith muttered.

"Jeff?" Hope was kneeling beside him, still on his knees and shuddering. Suddenly, he vomited onto the floor.

"What's wrong?" Willow, ashen-faced, turned to him.[image: image31.jpg]



"Got a glimps," said Jeff, "..what it might do; what it wants" He sounded weak. At his side, Hope held his shoulders. "I saw webs..." he continued, "covering the city. Then all cities. People wrapped in them, in the webs, writhing, trying to get free. Thousands. Millions. Then...some of them started to change. Sprouting legs like, well, like it. And eating the others. Everyone screamed. Everyone. And it laughed."

The five of them looked at each other.

"Devourer," Felix whispered. "Literally. And if anyone is interested, I just checked - my cell phone is no longer working."

Faith pulled out hers and pressed a control. After listening for a moment, she cursed.

"Presumably, Abaddon would rather we remain incommunicado," Felix said.

"What about the scroll?" Hope asked.

"Back in the classroom," said Jeff. He'd taken out a handkerchief to wipe his mouth. "Should have thought to grab it - I'm sorry."

"Not your fault," said Willow. "That thing moved so fast. And the magicks, not exactly minor league."

"We need to get that scroll," Felix said.

"Yeah? And then what?" Faith demanded.

"Then one of us says Abaddon's true name, destroying its mortal frame and trapping it again. Hopefully forever." Felix did not blink.

"And who says the name? Huh? Because whoever does, is history. Right?"

"Respectfully, Miss Lehane, that is not the point. We need to prevent the future Jeff saw, by whatever means necessary. Whatever means at all!"

"We can go around," Hope suggested, "out the far exit, and then to the window of the classroom."

"The windows were sealed shut," Felix said.

"Then we break them!"

"No," said Faith. "Forward. We go the way we came."

"Uh, Faith?" Willow's eyes were huge. "Are you, kinda sorta, nuts?"

"That'll be the one way it won't expect us to go!"

"Good thinking," Felix said.

"Really?" Hope blinked.

"Or we could split up, each going a different route. Then one of us is bound to make it to the scroll. Or at least many times more likely," Felix said.

Everyone considered this for a split second.

"I'm going with Felix," said Willow. "Faith, you go with Jeff and Hope."

"Hey!" said Faith.

"Two groups. Two magical backups. No offense, but I'm worth both of them in a magic fight."

"Yeah, that's true," Jeff said, getting to his feet.

"Okay," said Faith, "then I'm going with you."

"Will you stop arguing!"
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"Faith," Hope hissed, "for God's sake, let's go. We haven't got that much time!" 

"Jason?" said Willow. "Come on."

With a nod, Felix followed Willow the way Abaddon had gone. Faith stared after them with burning eyes for a full second. Then, she turned around and started sprinting in the opposite direction. "Come on!"

Cut to:
Int.
Another School Hallway - Moments Later

Felix held his tazer in one hand, and had pulled out a pistol with the other. He advanced looking in each direction with each step. Willow, at his side, lifted an eyebrow.

"Ya think either one of those is gonna do much good?"

He shrugged. "If bee stings are the only weapon at hand, and flight is not an option-."[image: image33.jpg]



"I thought I was supposed to be the weapon."

"And, if need be, perhaps I can help with these. To distract if nothing else. Hopefully, the need won't arise."

"I hope you're right.."

They advanced in the darkened hall.

Cut to:
Ext.
School - Night (Later)

For blocks around, lights were out. Even the streetlamps no longer gave any hint of illumination, having become shadows. Above, the full moon shone. Stars glittered. But for dozens of yards in every direction, no other light could be seen. A few sirens wailed in the distance.

Faith was already sprinting around the side of the school when she turned around to see Jeff and Hope trying to catch up. She slowed down.

"Jeez, hurry!"

"We're not Slayers!" panted Hope. Jeff was gasping for breath beside her.

"Catch up when you can," Faith said, running forward. She was soon out of sight.

"Get your breath," Jeff said.[image: image34.jpg]



"Is there..." said Hope, between gasps, "any other way to get rid of Abaddon?"

He sighed. "Maybe. But we're running out of time."

"You see that?"

Jeff nodded. "Those webs - I can see them clearer and clearer. And the screams are getting louder." He shook his head, blinking hard. "Don't worry."

"Why not? Jeff? Why not?"

Gunshots rang out from a few yards away, in the direction Faith had run.

"Dammit," Jeff said, as he grabbed Hope's hand and ran as fast as they both could.

Cut to:
Ext.
School - Continuous

Faith didn't actually fly. She fell, in an arc out the broken window, landing on the soft grass between the school and sidewalk. But she slowly began to rise from the ground.

As Jeff and Hope ran up, they could see Felix through the broken window. Pistol in hand, he was firing it at a moving shape, something much too large to be human.

"Enflame!" Jeff waved a fist at the shape through the window. As he opened his fist, a ball of fire shot from his palm. It headed directly into the window, and a tiny shriek was heard from inside.

"Michael, Gabriel, Uriel, Raphael..." intoned Hope. "Grant us your protect - " She didn't finish, because what looked like a green bolt of lightning shot from inside the school at both of them. Jeff and Hope screamed in pain as they were hurled backwards.

Meanwhile, Faith managed to get to her feet. She crouched, and jumped up to the window again.

Another green bolt knocked her backwards.

Cut to:
Int.
Classroom - Continuous

Abaddon chuckled, her taloned hand still glowing an eldritch green.[image: image35.jpg]



She looked to her right. Felix was on the ground, wrapping a belt around his forearm, where the blood flowed like a fountain. The sleeve of his coat and shirt were ripped. His gun lay of the floor yards away.

Then she looked down.

In her front two legs was a figure, wrapped in the beginning of a silk cocoon. Willow was trying to move, to speak, but nothing came out of her mouth. Her eyes looked unfocused, and her face was pale in the dim light.

"You will do," said Abaddon in a voice halfway between a cackle and a hiss. She hurled another green lightning bolt into the ceiling. A gaping hole appeared with a crash, creating a cloud of plaster amid the noise. With a great leap, the spider demon left the room, Willow still in her grasp. The clatter of her legs faded.

Felix finished tying his tourniquet, using his teeth to tighten it. Sweat gleamed across his forehead with the effort. Taking deep, fast breaths, he examined the mangled flesh of his arm and watched as the blood flow eased after the initial spurt of his tightening. A large chair lay upended two yards from him. He got on his knees, and managed to fall and crawl over to the chair. He used it as an aid to rise. Almost standing, he looked around the room. Reaching with his left hand for a penlight in his inside pocket, he began sweeping the room with his tiny flashlight's beam.

He didn't stop, even as the sound of Faith coming through the broken window erupted behind him.

"Where's Willow? And where's the demon?" Faith's voice was ragged.

"Somewhere on the second floor, both of them" answered Felix, still searching with his tiny light.

Faith considered for a moment. "There are axes next to the fire extinguishers."

"Won't work," said Felix. "Abaddon shrugged off armor-piercing rounds. An axe would be equally ineffective. We need the scroll."

"She would have destroyed that!"

He shook his head. "She didn't even know what it was. How could she? No, she got what she wanted."

Hope by now was crawling up through the broken window, helped by Jeff. "What happened?"

"That thing...took Willow," Faith almost snarled, eyes fixed on Felix. "Got what she wanted? Which means what?"

Felix sagged. Grimacing, he spoke in a low voice. "Hope, take my light. Find the scroll."

She obediently took the tiny flashlight from his hand.

"Jeff, you help," Faith ordered. She still stared at Felix, who was sinking into a chair. "And what did you mean - She Got What She Wanted?"

Felix looked up at her, then at both Jeff and Hope. When he spoke, a tiny fleck of blood appeared on his lips. 

"Abaddon is limited by its flesh. That is why it wasn't content to remain a spider. It needed a human form, the stronger the better. Odds are it simply infected the first suitable person it could find. But Miss Rosenberg, she would be a much better host, a more powerful one. We never had much time. Now Willow has even less." His face was pale and his eyes shone. "Faith, lure it back here. That is vital. Absolutely vital. Any means necessary. I'll be waiting with the scroll, as soon as we find it."

Hope audibly gasped. "Jason, no."

Felix almost smiled. "I am the eldest here. My wife and child are gone. It is logical." He looked at Jeff. "Haven't you found it yet?"

"No," Jeff said, pouring over the debris in the room.[image: image36.jpg]



"I suggest you hurry," said Felix.

All the while Faith stared at Felix, her face a mask. Both hands had become fists. Her mouth was set.

"We can't wait," declared Hope, standing absolutely still, but not looking at anyone. And then she met Faith's eyes. "You and me. We need to go together and lure Abaddon back here."

"I'll bite," Faith said, expressionless. "Why us?"

"You're a Slayer. I have magic. Jeff has the best chance of finding the scroll." Faith hesitated. "We don't have time!" yelled Hope after a second or two. "I think I can find Willow. I can sense magic sometimes, and I can feel something in that direction." She pointed up and to the left. "The old bell tower? Somewhere dark, secluded. Perfect lair for a giant spider demon looking to work a ritual. But we have to go! Now!"

Faith waited a fraction of a second, then nodded.

Hope handed Jeff her flashlight. Then she put both hands on his face to pull him into a kiss.

"Come on!" Faith yelled.

As she broke the kiss, Hope said, "Love you." Then hurried out the door after her sister.

Jeff stared after them for several moments. Felix spoke, "We still need the scroll."

With a nod, Jeff swept the floor with the beam of light. "I should be able to 'see' something like that. But the future of Abaddon's victory pushes everything out of the way." He said this in a low, intense voice. "It's like trying to find a song someone's singing with a Beethoven symphony playing at full blast." He shook his head, as if to clear it. "If I can just concentrate, filter it out..."

Jeff took a very deep breath. Standing with feet apart, hands at the side, he closed his eyes. He leaned his head back, exhaled, took a deeper, slower breath and let it out. Then he raised his hands, palms out.

"Show me," he whispered to nothing and everything. "I beg. Show me."

Cut to:
Int.
School Hallway - Moments Later

"This way," said Hope. She walked at a fair clip, headed for the staircase at the far end.

"Just follow my lead," Faith almost snarled. Hope gave a laugh. "What?"

"Nothing. Just thinking about stuff."

"Don't think, just hurry."

"Can't help it," said Hope, almost without taking a breath. "I keep running through all that's happened, ya know? Book reports. Ravens games. You running away, and me getting a job at the Doublemeat Palace when Dad got sick. I hated that job. But I liked some of the people I worked with. You like the people at the Council, don't you Faith?"

"Yeah, whatever."

"Me, too. The ones I got to know, anyway. Some of them. 'Course I'm a lot closer to Lori. You know what's really funny? I'm getting the point where I'm starting to like Lorinda." She laughed again. "Never thought either one of us would ever come back here. Especially like this. I think God must have a pretty weird sense of humor. Guess that would go with the job, huh? I wish, well, never mind."

Faith stopped and grabbed Hope by the arms. "For god's sake" Faith hissed, "come apart on your own time! Just get me to where Willow is, and I'll let you hide, okay? Hold it together until then - just until then! You hear me?" Her eyes almost blazed.

And Hope just looked back into them, calm. "I hear you," she said, voice faint.

"Good!"

"And..."[image: image37.jpg]



"What?"

"I'm sorry."

There was a slight flash, a buzzing sound and the faint smell of ozone. Faith shuddered violently and fell to the floor. Her head even bounced as she struck. Lying there, gasping for breath, she looked up.

Hope's hand, at waist level, still held the tazer.

Faith stared and tried to move her mouth. She managed to strangle out a word..."What...?"

"I'm sorry, Faith." Hope's face held almost no expression at all. "I'm sorry."

On the floor, Faith started to move her arms and legs. Couldn't quite manage to coordinate them yet. But Hope knelt and applied the tazer again to Faith on the leg - and Faith spasmed, her back arching and jaw clenching.

Hope turned and ran.

Cut to:
Int.
Bell Tower - Later

The room had been filled with dust and refuse. It still held all those things, but webs obscured them now. They were huge, almost rope-like webs that covered the walls and coated the ceiling.

Abaddon inched forward on her six legs, arms still weaving in sympathetic motion. The human torso rising from the hairy, black spider body was much too pale to be human. She - or it - smiled.

Hanging from the ceiling was something like a cocoon. Composed entirely of the same webbing that cluttered the room, it was easily big enough to hold an adult human being. That it did so was obvious. Willow's face had been left uncovered, and her moving eyes testified to the fact she was still conscious and aware of everything that was happening.[image: image38.jpg]



"You will be a fine host," purred Abaddon, approaching Willow. "My current host knows so much about you. She read so many things, so many interesting things." The fanged mouth smiled as she neared Willow. From within the web, Willow twitched. "Your power will be added to my own. And I believe I will allow a part of you to remain, enough to feel, to perceive what I am doing. You should thank me. How many mothers, after all, have the exquisite pleasure of tasting their children's flesh? Of hearing their screams as our fangs rend into them?" Now Abaddon leaned even closer. Willow's eyes had gone huge. "As a special treat, I will make sure your lover is present to watch. My venom can keep her alive a long time, a very long time. Time enough to witness many a feast. All your friends. All your loved ones. Ohhhh!" Abaddon seemed delighted. "Tears!"

Sure enough, Willow's eyes had become wet. As a single tear began to fall from her eye, Abaddon reached forward and licked it off her cheek.

"The wine of suffering," said Abaddon. "The only wine, as you soon will know. Go ahead, deny it all you like. Believe me," and now her face went strangely still, and even more strangely sad, "I know. I know very, very well."

But her reverie ended. From the far end of the room, an echo of footsteps could be heard. Abaddon spun around with surprising speed.

"Now, who could this be?"

In another few moments, Hope appeared. She trembled as she reached the top of the stairs, and saw the contents of the room.

"Oh, how sweet," said Abaddon. "The Slayer's sister. Poor little girl. Such a sad family. And such a cruel name."

"I used to think that," Hope said, not taking another step. "Not any more."

"Maybe we can change your mind." Abaddon's smile held millennia of hatred and suffering. She began to advance toward Hope.

Hope pulled something from her pocket.

Cut to:
Int.
School Hallway - Same

Faith staggered in the direction of the staircase. She was leaning against the wall, but still managed to move forward. Each ragged breath seemed to give her a tiny boost of strength.

"Faith!" She looked behind her.

Jeff was running towards her. "Hope - where is she?"

"Ran...away..." Faith managed to say. "Gotta..."

But he interrupted her. "SHE HAS THE SCROLL!" he yelled. "WHERE DID SHE GO?"

At that Faith stopped short. Her jaw dropped and she stared at Jeff.

"Where is she?" Jeff looked terrified.

Before Faith could say a word, the building rocked. For a moment, it was as if a gigantic hammer had struck the school on one side. Faith and Jeff fell to the floor. It was followed by a high-pitched scream. The scream was like that of a whale, or maybe some kind of huge cat, or perhaps a titanic bird. Or maybe all of these. It hardly mattered as the scream grew louder than any voice could possibly achieve. Jeff and Hope both covered their ears. Glass from a nearby trophy case shattered, spraying the hallway with tiny shards. Faith covered her head and curled up into a ball.

From the staircase a few yards away, a green glow emanated from somewhere on a higher floor. It looked anything but natural, casting bizarre shadows that resembled humans writhing in agony as well as various animals running or rearing up. The glow subsided in less than two seconds.[image: image39.jpg]



At the same time, the scream faded. Within a few more seconds, it had become little more than an echo.

Faith looked up. Fresh debris littered the hallway. Bits of glass fell from her hair. She looked over at Jeff, who was raising his head. Little cuts dotted his face. But his eyes - his eyes held nothing but fear.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council - Day (Much Later)

"I stand before the Headquarters of the Watchers Council," a man was saying into a microphone, "on the day when they bury one of their own. Sadly this is far from the first time the Council has had to do so, and no one believes it will be the last. But this death is perhaps more painful than some, or at least the pain is of a different order. For one thing, the young lady being laid to rest today feels something like family. Hope Lehane was not only sister of Faith Lehane, arguably the most famous Slayer in the world, but she was also in a sense one of us. Unlike her sibling, Hope had no official calling to defend the world. She was no Slayer, or even a Watcher per se. Rather she was a volunteer, bound to this group of heroes not by destiny but by choice, and by ties of love. And like many who for one reason or another offer to defend the rest of us, she walked into harm's way once too often."[image: image40.jpg]



The cameraman kept his lens aimed at the reporter, but made a thumb's up gesture.

"And amid all the personal tragedy, is controversy. The archdiocese of Boston is demanding answers in the wake of the near destruction of Crown of Thorns Catholic Girls' school. More, it and the Catholic Church in general have united in condemning the decision by Faith Lehane to take her sister off life support, arguing that this amounted to legalized murder. Of course, Hope Lehane's doctor as well as a team of physicians testified that she had suffered massive, irreversible brain damage - as evidenced by the fact Hope reportedly lived less than two minutes once the machines were disconnected. Despite this, Congresswoman Autumn O'Mara has promised to hold hearings to look into the policies of the Watchers' Council, especially regarding the fact that so many teenage girls continue to suffer violent deaths on missions organized by the Council."

Cut to:
Int.
Hallway - Later

Dr. Miller walked with Rowena, wearing all black. "The venom is still having a few side effects," he said in low whisper, "but nothing threatening as far as I can tell. The hair growth is a little startling, but that seems to have reached an equilibrium."

Rowena nodded. "And she can eat cheese again."

"Good. I'd like to give her another transfusion tomorrow just to be on the safe side."

"Do you mind if we wait until later to tell her that?"

"Not at all."

From a door, Willow emerged, a somber Xander at her side. Both wore dark, formal clothes. Rowena parted from Miller with a smile, then went up to Willow, winding their arms together. All three nodded to Miller, then headed down the hall to the elevator.

"Can we talk?" Miller turned around. Faith, also in dark clothes, stood a few feet away.

"Of course," he answered. He didn't quite bow, but his eyes remained veiled. "We don't have a great deal of time. If you would rather wait until after the service..."

Faith stepped towards Miller, drawing up to within six inches but not meeting his eyes. Several seconds passed. "Thanks for testifying."

"It was my duty."

"Yeah. Well, thanks anyway." Faith didn't move. "You wanted to talk to me?" she asked seconds later, "About Hope? At least, that's what you seemed to be."

"That was probably inappropriate, actually," said Miller. "There were some issues involving her medical history. It..." he hesitated. "It's perhaps better that I not ask."

Faith remained where she was, but now looked directly into his face. Her face looked pale. "Her fingers?"

Miller's mouth twisted. "Since you mention it."

She nodded, but said nothing. She only licked her dry lips.

"It is rare," Miller said, voice low, "to see a broken ring finger. Of all the fingers it is least likely to be broken, just because of its location. Multiple fractures of both ring fingers - in precisely the same place - is more than rare. The fractures, they must have happened within months of one another; when Hope was in her pre- or early teens."

"We both were," said Faith. Her lips hardly moved.

"Yet your bones show no such damage. And while your healing does indeed speed recovery, it does not hide trauma nor remove scars nor take away the signs of broken bones." He spoke in a near monotone, his eyes on Faith's face. When she didn't say anything more he asked, "Did your father torture Hope?"

Faith shook her head. "No, well, yeah, but not that time." It took a few moments for Faith to speak again. "It was me. I hurt her, I was twelve."

"And how old was she?"

She shook her head. "Younger. She was my kid sister. I was supposed to protect her. Our dad, he..." Her voice caught. "I was supposed to protect her, but I ended up doing the opposite," she finished.

"Did you have your powers then?"

"Not yet. That didn't happen 'til just later. After that slayer Kendra died."

"But still, you were a Potential. Even if you didn't understand that at the time, you must now; that carried with it a predisposition for violence."

"All I knew was I was angry all the time. My Watcher, Rosa, she...didn't know, not about everything. But she tried to help. Too late." Faith bowed her head. When she raised it again, her eyes were wet. "I should have done it to him. But he was so big. It was us against him. He was the one who..." She stopped herself. Tossed her head slightly. "I got mad - she was being real bratty and I...it felt good." Her voice sounded far, far away. "At least for a few minutes."

"I'm assuming it didn't stop there?" Miller said this gently.

"I went on to bigger and badder things," was her answer. The words flowed, but not smoothly. Instead, they sputtered. "One mess after another. After our mom died, it was the two of us against the world. Then it was just the two of us in the same place. Alone, except for our dad. Everybody snarling at everybody else. Then - after - it got a lot worse. A lotâ€¦But then it stopped."

"What changed?" Miller asked.

"Rosa, for one. After my mom died I didn't think I'd ever have someone like that in my life - ya know, a mom figure. It's kinda like B and Giles - her dad bolted and didn't look back, but Giles was there - giving advice, being a surrogate dad, well kinda...I had that with Rosa - someone stable, who really did care about what happened to me...But then I lost her too..." Faith then got quiet again.

Miller cleared his throat. "You said 'for one'. What's the other reason?"

"Norman," Faith answered firmly. "Just minutes after I had him I remembered Hope as a baby. My mom put her in my arms and told me I was the big sister and she needed me to look out for her. Funny. That's one of the earliest memories I have...But I lost sight of that somewhere when I..." Faith gave a little snort. "No wonder she tried to kill me."[image: image41.jpg]



"Most abusers don't stop, you know," said Miller. "I'm not excusing what you did, Faith, but the fact is you were extremely young, dealing with issues many adults would find unbearable. You made a choice, a terrible choice, but then you made another, a wise and compassionate one."

Moments later, she looked directly into Miller's eyes again. "She said...she said she was sorry. I didn't. I never said it."

The silence stretched on.

"I never said it," was all Faith said as she turned to go.

Fade Out
End of Webs We Weave

