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PROLOGUE

INT. SUNNYDALE ART MUSEUM - EVENING

PEOPLE are wandering around looking at the displays.  A BANNER above an archway proclaims that this is a UCSD student art exhibit.  A GUARD begins to usher people towards the exits.

GUARD



Let’s go, people!  Let’s Go!  Head to the exits, please.  The museum



is closing!

Across the room, MANDI and her PROFESSOR are having an argument about Mandi’s piece – a triptych consisting of two PAINTINGS and a seemingly monolithic SCULPTURE.

MANDI



But it’s all wrong!  There are too many other pieces too close to



mine.  And the space!  I wanted the corner space, not the middle



of the wall.  Look at it!  It just hangs in a white void without 

anchoring.

PROFESSOR (sighing)



Mandi, you should be proud that your work is here.  You’re the 

only  sophomore in the whole exhibit.  It’s a great honor.

MANDI



But it’s not right!  Look!  Look, that spotlight in the corner would 

have highlighted the crown of the sculpture which would have led 

the viewer’s eye down to the eagle on the right then over to the 

mountain on the left.  Over here, it’s just… static.

PROFESSOR



I understand, but that’s not…

MANDI



But…

PROFESSOR



…But that’s not the point.  The point is to accept the honor 

gracefully and not complain about it.  You haven’t paid your 

dues yet, so you don’t have the right to dictate how, where or why 

your work is displayed.  I know it’s frustrating, but it’s the Real 

World of Art.  You don’t always get your way.

MANDI



It’s my work.  I have rights!

PROFESSOR

No, no you don’t.  Mandi, try to understand: you agreed to have your 

work displayed here.  You were not given the option of setting up your 

own area.  Accept it.  No one here was given preference over anyone 

else as far as space was concerned.  The museum decided how 

everyone’s art was to be arranged.  They are experts in arranging.  They 

have studied for years to be the best they can be in the Science of 

Arrangement, and yes, even the Art of Arrangement.  Maybe they saw

something in this that you didn’t.  Maybe this is better than what you 

had envisioned.



Just accept it as is.  Please.

MANDI



Right.  I need to find a friend of mine.

PROFESSOR



Just be quick about it!

As she realizes Mandi is ignoring her and going deeper into the museum:

PROFESSOR



Mandi!  Oh, that girl.

Mandi walks away from her professor towards her sculpture.  Her professor sighs and heads for the exit.  When Mandi arrives at her sculpture, she regards it for a moment, looks around, then opens a trap door at the bottom.  She crawls inside where there are some supplies stashed, and waits.  The gates drop.

INT.  THE SUNNYDLE ART MUSEUM – NIGHT  

A guard sleeps peacefully in a booth, his TV playing a late-night infomercial.  There are faint clanking and scraping sounds in the darkness.  Mandi has crawled out of her statuary to continue working on it.  She has a tarp spread out on the floor with several jars of paint on it.  She is re-tooling part of her sculpture.  At one point, she steps back to regard her progress.

MANDI

Less ugly, more aesthete.  But the light…

Mandi goes to the corner and removes the jar and pedestal that are there. 

MANDI



Looks like your fifteen minutes are up.

Mandi returns to her sculpture and tries to push it out of its place into the corner.  It refuses to move.

MANDI



Come on, Mandi, old girl, be butch.

She pushes.

MANDI



It’s.  Not. All.  That.  Far.

She gives up.

MANDI



OK, maybe it is all that far.  Note to self: sculpture on wheels.

Mandi hears a noise in the darkness.  She turns towards it, alert.  She walks to the gate and looks towards the guard station.  The guard is still fast asleep.

MANDI (confused)



Huh.

Mandi returns to her sculpture, looking slightly confused, scared and determined all at once.

MANDI



Adrenaline rush.  I can do this.  Oh, yeah.  I’m strong.

She braces herself against the statue.

MANDI



One.  Two.  Three.

On “three” Mandi throws all her weight and strength against the statue.  Above her head a CLAW-LIKE HAND pushes at the same time, seemingly without effort.  It flies across the room out of control and crashes to the ground.  Mandi stumbles to the floor.  She is shocked, but then realizes she wasn’t the one who sent the statue flying.  Mandi turns around and screams; from the darkness something reaches out and grabs her.  She, like her statuary, flies across the room.  Mandi impacts the corner of the room she had been coveting, the one with the perfect lighting.  Lit from above, she struggles to get up, and dies, her eyes open.

END PROLOGUE

ACT ONE

INT – BUFFY AND WILLOW’S DORM ROOM - MORNING

Buffy and Riley are decked out with camping gear – shorts, hiking boots, backpacking racks, tents, etc.  Riley has on a fishing hat.  Willow sits on the edge of her bed, while Tara stands nearby.  The mood is very light.

BUFFY



So, you guys gonna be OK for the weekend by yourselves?

WILLOW



Yes, we will.  We will be hale and hearty when you get back.



Scout’s honor.  No parties, no vandalism, no reckless speeding.

TARA



We never have any fun.

BUFFY



Sorry.  I’m being all mother hen-y, I know.

RILEY



You girls need any spending money?

Buffy whacks him in the stomach.

BUFFY



Don’t mock me.

RILEY



C’mon, it’s time to go.

TARA



Have fun surviving!

BUFFY



Thanks.  This weekend the only blood-sucking monsters will



be the mosquitoes.

RILEY



And I’ve got that covered.

Riley playfully sprays Buffy with insect repellant.

BUFFY



Riley the Insect Slayer.  My hero!

Buffy and Willow hug.

WILLOW



See ya Sunday night.

BUFFY



Yup.

RILEY



See you later.

TARA



Bye, Riley!  Bye, Buffy!

Buffy and Riley exeunt.  Tara remains seated on the bed.  Willow remains standing.

WILLOW



So, alone at last.

TARA



First time for everything.

WILLOW



We’ve been alone before.

TARA



Not since I met all your friends.  Before that “we” were “you 

and I”.  Now, “we” are “The Scooby Gang”.  I want some time

for just you-and-I-we.

Willow moves to sit down with Tara.

WILLOW



Well, we have plenty of that, don’t we?  Xander…

TARA



…with Anya in Las Vegas.

WILLOW



I wonder if they’ll have enough money to make it back.  

Giles…

TARA



…and Spike in San Francisco for a gig.

WILLOW



Spike as a roadie.  I hope they don’t have any daytime load-ins.

TARA



Buffy and Riley…

WILLOW



…”Surviving”.  Us minus them equals “Us”.

TARA



Yay, Spring Break.  Everyone leaves and those that stay are 



left to their own devices for amusement.  Friendships change



over breaks, you know.

WILLOW



Do they?

TARA



Sure.  Being apart from your friends, having different experiences,



maybe better experiences, can change people.  They can bring



people closer together, or drive them apart.

WILLOW



Oh?

TARA



And then there’s the danger of spending too much time together. 

Nervous?

WILLOW



No.  Why do you ask?

Willow is lying on the bed in a position reminiscent of a laid-out corpse.

TARA



No reason.  So, what do you want to do?

WILLOW



I don’t know.  Complete freedom scares me.  I like schedules 

and routine.  Sometimes, I crave normal.

Tara pulls Willow up out of her supine and stiff position.

TARA



If you can count an outing with one’s wicca girlfriend as 

“normal”, then I can do normal.  How about breakfast…

WILLOW



Brunch?

TARA



…Brunch: some coffee, some croissant and Oh!  We can go to



the art museum!  The UCSD art department is having the student



show there, and a friend of mine is involved.

Willow is slightly shocked.

WILLOW



A friend?

TARA



Yeah.  I have friends.

WILLOW (covering)



Oh, I know.  Of course, you have friends.  Friend.  Friends.



So, brunch?  And later we could work on some tandem spells, 

yes?

TARA



Yes.  Let’s move.

EXT.  THE STREETS OF SUNNYDALE  - DAY

MONTAGE.  

Tara and Willow are on their outing.  

They walk down the street arm-in-arm sharing croissant.

Willow gives some change to a homeless person.

Tara levitates an apple to Willow, who stops it in mid-air.

Tara and Willow shop for clothes.  Tara finds a shirt with furry cuffs and neckline.  Willow sports a raccoon-tail hat.

Willow and Tara take each other’s hands tentatively as they walk down the street.

A high-energy song plays underneath all this.  Willow’s voice:

WILLOW



Hey, check this out!

…can be heard above the music.  Willow runs off to a store front window.  Suddenly the music distorts as Tara follows; she is suddenly overcome by vertigo.  Sounds are drawn out, muffled; the street tilts; Tara’s face flushes.  She stumbles into a light pole for support, and stares somewhere in the mid-distance.  She hears a cry for help, a thud and laughter in the noise.  They are not distinct, but they are there.  Willow comes up from behind, a worried look on her face.  Willow is asking if Tara is all right, but Tara cannot hear her.  Willow touches Tara and all the sounds and sights right themselves.  The vertigo has passed!

WILLOW



Tara?

TARA



I’m fine.  Yeah.  I’m fine.

WILLOW



What happened?

TARA



I just got really dizzy for a minute.  Maybe it was the eggs at 

breakfast.

WILLOW



Brunch.

TARA (smiling)



Brunch.

Tara stands up fully.  She’s a bit shaky, but is able to walk on her own.  Willow has moved to support her arm while they start to walk.

TARA (reassuringly)



See?  I’m all right.

WILLOW (still worried)



Maybe you were having too much fun.

TARA



I can still have more.  C’mon, the museum is right over here.

Tara and Willow walk on together not holding hands.

CUT TO:

INT.  THE SUNNYDALE ART MUSEUM - DAY

Tara and Willow move into the Museum, however, an arch off to the side has an unusual amount of commotion and buzzing about it.  The banner above the arch proclaims it to be the wing housing the student show.

WILLOW



I think it’s closed.  And for bad reasons.

TARA (indicating the crowd)



They don’t look like art critics.

WILLOW



Different kind of bad.  Hold on a sec; I’ll see what’s happening.

Willow moves towards the crowd, passing  the sleeping guard from the previous night who is being led away by a DETECTIVE.  He is upset.  Tara hears

GUARD



I swear I didn’t hear a thing.  I don’t know how it could have 

happened.

Again, Tara is overcome by vertigo.  She alternately sees her Mandi being thrown, Willow walking away, then a flash of a knife, Willow stopping, Mandi’s mouth being forced open.

SOUND – TEETH SNAPPING ECHOING

CLOSE-UP WILLOW’S FACE

SFX – SLOW MOTION

Willow suddenly becomes aware of Tara’s vision, though she does not share the imagery.   She reacts like someone has just screamed bloody hell behind her.

Tara braces herself against a post as she becomes overwhelmed by the vision.  Willow rushes to her side.

WILLOW



What happened?  What was that?  Are you all right?

CLOSE-UP TARA

TARA



I’m… I don’t know.  I think my friend is dead.

WILLOW



Your friend the artist?  He’s dead?  Are you sure?

TARA



I don’t know.  But I think she is.  Dead.

WILLOW (a little distressed)



Oh.  “She.”  Why do you think she’s… dead?

TARA (oblivious)



It’s a feeling.  Well, not a feeling, but a feeling.  Like, if you were



In trouble, I’d know.  I’d feel it.  It’s kinda the same with Mandi.

WILLOW (still distressed)



You were… close to Mandi?

TARA (still oblivious)



A long time ago.  Ties like that don’t disappear, but they weaken.



If it were you, I’d know everything.  I think.  You would… tell me 

even if you didn’t know it.  With Mandi… it’s just a feeling that 

something horrible happened.  It’s just so vague.

WILLOW (still distressed, but more sympathetic)



Oh no.

Tara stands up.  Willow gives her a hand.

TARA



I have to know what happened.  Stay here, OK?

Tara walks off towards the commotion.

WILLOW



Uh… all right.  I’ll just stay here.  Alone.

Willow looks towards the arch where the exhibit is hung. There is a chain gate that blocks the exhibit room.  Through the THRONG, Willow sees glimpses inside.  POLICE OFFICERS can be seen moving around, taking pictures and interviewing people.  Two other COPS are on the public side of the gate, keeping the crowd from rubbernecking the scene.  Willow picks her purse up from the floor, and notices that it’s been opened.  She reaches in and pulls out a package  - something wrapped in white linen.  Willow looks around, scared and wondering which of the people around her put this in her purse.

SOMEONE’S POV

From a distance, someone is watching Willow in her confusion.

Willow unwraps the package and finds a series of Polaroids in them.  She gasps as she looks through them: a young woman’s body, laying bloody on the ground.  A close up of her arm with a swatch of skin missing.  A close-up of the girl’s face with teeth obviously missing from her mouth.  A bloody rag holding said teeth.  

SOMEONE’S POV

A light chuckle is heard as Willow looks at the pictures and then looks around again for a hint of who put them in her purse.  This someone does not catch her attention.  Willow looks in the other direction.  The chuckle resumes and someone rushes down upon Willow.

BLACKOUT

END ACT ONE

ACT TWO

INT. SUNNYDALE ART MUSEUM – DAY

Willow is alone in the museum looking at a series of disturbing pictures that have been left in her purse.  She is terrified.  An hand grabs her from behind and spins her around.

WILLOW



Eep!

Another hand grabs her free arm by the elbow.  She’s trapped!  Willow looks up into the face of MARCUS.  Marcus is a handsome if not intense-looking man.  By all accounts he’s a businessman of some kind, but looks sort of ragged around the edges like he hasn’t slept in a few days.  He talks as though he’s in a great hurry, and his eyes never really light on Willow, they constantly scan the room.

WILLOW



Aaah!

MARCUS



You’re Tara’s friend?

WILLOW



Uh… uh-huh

MARCUS

And remarkably articulate.  We need to talk.

WILLOW



We as in.. (she indicates the two of them) “we”?

(beat)

MARCUS



Remarkable.  All of us.  All three of us need to talk.  It’s important.

Willow snaps out of her fear and gets butch.

WILLOW



Hey, now just a second here…  I mean, you can’t just walk up to



a stranger and tell them what to do.  You don’t look like a frat



brother and I’m definitely not pledging.

MARCUS (calming a bit)



You’re right.  I’m sorry.  I’m a friend of Tara’s.

WILLOW (overly bright)



Oh, another friend.  Hi there, friend!  Gosh, everyone here is so 

friendly. (then, more worried)  How good of a friend are you?

MARCUS



It’s not safe to talk here.  Tell Tara to come to Marcus’s place.  She



knows the way.

WILLOW



Second star to the right and straight on to morning?

(beat)

MARCUS (amused)



Even so.  Can you remember to tell her?

WILLOW



Well, why don’t you wait around for a minute?  I’m sure she’ll be 

right back. 

MARCUS



No, this is not a safe place to talk.  We don’t know who’s listening.



We don’t know who’s on our side.

WILLOW



All right, ever try sanity?

MARCUS



I can see why Tara likes you.  

WILLOW



Does she like you?

MARCUS



I told you: I’m her friend.

Marcus starts to leave.

MARCUS



Remember, little tree, my place.  Tonight.

Willow watches him go.  He disappears just as Tara comes up behind Willow.  Tara clasps her shoulder.

WILLOW



Eep!

TARA



Sorry.  Security said that the exhibition was closed because of 

an accident, but that’s not the whole truth.

WILLOW



Not the whole truth?  You’re right it’s not the whole truth!  It’s not



even partly true!

TARA



I know.  We have to find out what’s really happening.

WILLOW



Great.  Why don’t you stay here and help your friends?  I have to 

go.

TARA



Willow… what?  What’s wrong?

WILLOW



Nothing.  I… I hope Mandi’s all right.

Willow walks out of the museum.  Tara is left stunned and confused.

INT. A DARK PLACE – DAY?  NIGHT?

Great stone walls are lined with raw canvas, exquisitely framed pictures and empty frames.  Large ceramic vessels stand around the room in no particular order.  Women and men seemingly wander around while others work, creating art.  Still, there is no life in their movements, no enjoyment for what they do.  The people are dressed in clothes from different times and places.  Mandi is here.  She is painting, but her arms move stiltedly, robotically, with no passion for her work.  The painting itself is dark and evil-looking, but somewhat alluring - a seeing a car wreck at midnight out of the corner of your eye: flashes of red and white through fog and darkness, glass shattering, a scream of brakes.  We fall into the paining.

INT. WILLOW AND BUFFY’S ROOM – LATE AFTERNOON

Willow sits on her bed, holding a stuffed animal and the Polaroids.  She looks upset, but is clearing processing some deep thoughts.  She looks at a picture on her nightstand of herself and Tara.  They are happy with each other.  We fall into the picture.

INT. TARA’S ROOM – LATER AFTERNOON

Darkness.  Someone knocks on some door.  The door opens.  Willow stands sheepishly in the hallway.  She holds the Polaroids from the museum in her hand.

WILLOW



I think I know what happened to Mandi.  Can I come in?

A few minutes later.  Tara is visibly shaken.  The pictures sit on her table.  

WILLOW



I’m sorry.

TARA



These can’t be real, but I know they are.  How could someone do 

this to Mandi?  She was beautiful and creative and wouldn’t harm 

anyone.

WILLOW



You care about her a lot.

TARA



Yes, but…

WILLOW



But…?

TARA



But it’s nothing you have to worry about.

WILLOW



Who?  Me?  Worry?  I’m Worry-Free Girl.  Worry gives me gas 

and wrinkles.  Do you see any wrinkles?  Do you see any gas?

Tara takes Willow’s hand.

WILLOW



I was worried.  I know you have a history, and I know I’ll learn it



all in time, but having history jump out at me like a giant jack-in-the-

box is… scary.

TARA



My feelings for other people have nothing to do with my feelings for



you.  My feelings for you are real, here and now.

WILLOW



Marcus?

TARA



I never felt anything for Marcus.  No one has feelings about Marcus.  Except 



for Mandi.

WILLOW



Do you want to go see him?

TARA



No!  I don’t.

WILLOW



He might be able to explain these.

TARA



This one shows that her teeth have been removed.  This one shows a strip



of skin missing from her arm.  This one… she’s dead.  She’s so obviously



dead.

(beat)


See?  We don’t need Marcus to explain this at all.

WILLOW (uncomfortable)



He seemed insistent.

TARA



Whoever did this used the skin and teeth to bind Mandi into service.  Her 

soul is slave labor for someone right now.

(beat)



Marcus and Mandi are witches.  They’ve been together for Ages and 

have shared, oh, everything… and he may know something we don’t.

WILLOW



He’s a witch?!  I mean, “Wow, he’s practically family!”

TARA



You don’t have to act excited on my account.

WILLOW



C’mon, the sooner we get there, the sooner we can leave.

TARA



Willow.  How did these pictures get in your bag?

WILLOW



I was trying not to think about that.  I get that cold water feeling in 

my stomach when I do.

TARA



The killer must have been in the museum…

WILLOW



Tara…

TARA



…and he must have seen you.

WILLOW (upset)



…I don’t want to think about this…

TARA



Which means…

WILLOW (shouting)



Tara!

TARA



…he must know us.

A jar in the corner shatters.  Willow spins around to face the noise, obviously distraught.

WILLOW



Worry-free.

SWITCH TO:

INT. MARCUS’ APARTMENT - NIGHT

Darkness.  Someone knocks on some door.  The door opens.  Willow and Tara stand closely together in the hallway.

TARA



We’re here.

MARCUS



Come in.

WILLOW



You’re too kind.

Tara and Willow move into the apartment, which is decorated with various paintings and elaborate ceramic pieces.  In a sitting room off the foyer, other unhung works are neatly leaning in rows against the walls.  Pots and busts and bronze disks are on tables; larger works are on the floor.  This room is set up for display purposes.

Willow makes her way over to one wall where a large, very powerful piece is hanging.  It’s the same piece we saw Mandi painting earlier!

WILLOW



This is… breath-taking.  There’s so much power behind it, I can 

almost see it moving.

MARCUS



It’s a new piece.  I just acquired it.

END ACT TWO

ACT THREE

INT. MARCUS’S APARTMENT – NIGHT

Marcus brings tea to his guests, who are seated (somewhat) comfortably on a futon.  He places the tea service (ceramic) on a coffee table and sits in a nearby chair.  He starts to pour.

MARCUS (to Willow)



I imagine you take it with a lot of sugar.

WILLOW



Why, yes, I do..

Tara indicates Marcus is being facetious.  

WILLOW



…but plain and strong is good, too.

MARCUS (producing a brandy flask)



Of course.  Shall I add a nip for strength?

TARA



Marcus, I think that’s enough.

MARCUS



Well, don’t mind if I do.  It takes the edge off.

TARA



You wanted to see us for…?

MARCUS



Mandi was not the first art student to go missing.  She is, however, 

the only one of the I care about.  I want her back where she belongs.

I want her free.

WILLOW



So, you know..

MARCUS



Yes, of course, I know, you silly prat!  You can’t share a life with a 

soul and not know when she’s… she’s not herself.

TARA



Marcus!

WILLOW



It’s OK.  I just remembered there’s someplace I’m more welcome,  

like  Nazi Germany.  (to Tara) I’ll wait for you.

Willow steps out into the hall.

MARCUS



I rather like your little friend.  She’s spunky, and artlessly naïve.

TARA



Thanks.  She came that way.

MARCUS



A bit boring, though.  Don’t you think?

TARA



No, I don’t think that at all.

MARCUS



How can you be with someone who is so… nice?  Don’t you 

remember when we used to party?  Those were wild times.  

Marcus moves uncomfortably close to Tara.  

Mandi often talked about the three of us getting together again sometime.  

She always enjoyed our wild nights and days together.  And so did I.  

And so did you.  You were like a goddess: wild, free and soaked with 

blood.  You danced all-night and broke hearts…

Tara stands up.

TARA



That’s enough!  (quietly)  Do you want help or not?

MARCUS



Yes.  I need your help.

EXT. MARCUS’S APARTMENT

Willow is in the hallway looking around at the conventional paintings, the plastic plants and the deep shag carpet.  Kind of a strange place for an “artist” to live, isn’t it?  So…  conventional for someone who hates convention.

The door to Marcus’s apartment opens and Tara walks out.  She looks pale and distraught.

TARA



Ass.

WILLOW



You didn’t stay very long.

Tara looks at Willow.

WILLOW



In the “I’m shocked that he didn’t have more to tell you about



his girlfriend’s disappearance and subsequent enslavement by



unknown demonic forces” sense of “you didn’t stay long.”  He



doesn’t like me very much.

TARA



That’s OK, I don’t like him very much.

WILLOW



He said you two were friends.  He must have a broad definition of



the word “friends”.

INT. MARCUS’S APARTMENT – MINUTES LATER

Marcus looks out his window to see the girls leaving.  He looks intently at Willow.  His eyes change to a bile-yellow color.

EXT. MARCUS’S APARTMENT BUILDING


WILLOW



I’ve been thinking… about the photographs.  If someone put them 

in my bag, they obviously know us.  I mean, they had to know that

you knew Mandi, and they also had to be aware the two of us are 

friends.  Why else would I get them and not you?

TARA



So, the killer knows us.

WILLOW



But why give them to me?  The only possibilities I can figure are 

they wanted to intimidate us; they wanted to warn us or they were

passing on information that would lead to the killer.

TARA



Intimidation?  I suppose, but wouldn’t there be more threats?  We



haven’t really backed off and there’ve been no new pictures,  no



heads of loved ones mailed to us, no…

WILLOW



Right, got the idea.  Same thing if they wanted to warn us..  no 

further communiqués.

TARA (laughs)



Yes, Mademoiselle DeFarge, our ally has been too quiet.

WILLOW



Or our enemy.  And if this is information, it’s pretty obscure.  A note



would have been so much better, on so many different levels.

The ladies arrive at their dorm.

TARA



Hey, slumber party in my room?  I don’t think it’s safe to be alone 

right now.

WILLOW



Yeah!  Lemme go get my toothbrush, and Riley’s cell number.  I think



it’s time to call for backup.

INT. DORM - NIGHT

TARA



You’re so into this private dick scene.  Maybe you should call Angel for 

a job.

WILLOW



How do you think I’d look in a trenchcoat?

TARA



Like an angel.

Willow takes Tara’s hand for a moment.

WILLOW



Five minutes, your room.

TARA

You bring the popcorn, I’ll heat up the microwave.  See you

soon.

Tara and Willow part company.

As Willow approaches her room, a hand grabs her shoulder from behind.

WILLOW



Eep!

MARCUS



Sorry.  I seem to keep doing that to you.

WILLOW



Maybe if you approached from the front for once I would stop 

eeping.

MARCUS



I won’t do it again.  I promise.  

(awkward moment)
WILLOW (with Marcus)



So, Tara…

MARCUS (with Willow)



I just wanted to…

MARCUS



You first.

WILLOW



Oh!  Uhm..  Tara’s not here.  She’s in her room, but I can tell 

you where that is.  Or if you want to wait a sec we can walk 

there together.

MARCUS



No, that’s alright.  I wanted you anyway.

WILLOW



Me?

MARCUS



I wanted to apologize for my behavior earlier.  It was 

unwarranted.  

WILLOW



Oh!  Oh, that’s..  I understand.  You’re just worried about Mandi,



that’s all.  That would make anyone grumpy and mean and hard-to-



get-along-with.  

MARCUS



Well, I’m not worried about Mandi exactly.

(beat)

WILLOW



Again, I wonder about your definition of “friend”.

MARCUS



I just wanted her free, and I thought you and Tara could do that for



me, but I was wrong.  Tara’s changed, gone all soft; and you’re..  

well, Tara says you came soft.

WILLOW



But, we’re still working on it.  We’ll get her free.  We just have to find the



demon responsible.

MARCUS



You already have.

Willow takes a second to register what he has told her, then puts two and two together and gets Marcus.  She tries to dodge away from him, but he grabs her neck and transforms into a large black-skinned demon with glowing yellow eyes, pliers-like claws and a centipede-like body.

INT. TARA’S ROOM – SAME AS ABOVE

Tara is straightening the room, lighting candles and fluffing pillows.  Suddenly, she is overcome by vertigo and a noise like a far-away scream.  She stumbles to the bed, supporting herself on the foot board.  A picture of Willow screaming and in pain comes to her mind.  Tara rights herself and runs out the door, down the hall…

…just in time to see a trail of greasy smoke vanish into the emergency exit, as the alarm blares out.

TARA



Oh, hell.

BLACKOUT

END ACT THREE

ACT FOUR

INT. THE STUDIO OF THE DAMNED – NIGHT

Willow is strapped down to an old-fashioned barber’s chair.  Her head is free to move about, but her arms and legs are immobile.  The chair is in the middle of a very large magickal circle – large enough to contain the chair, a stainless steel surgical cart.  

Willow looks around the room.  There are young women from various Ages and Places here as noted by their costumes.  All of whom are only half-alive; they move listlessly, stiffly.  Their faces are pale and drawn; their eyes are lifeless.  They have no affect.  Their clothes are ragged, dirty and flaccid.  Some are moving objects – boxes, art materials, paintings – others are producing the art.  It is an Art Assemble Line of the Damned.

Then, there is Marcus.

MARCUS



Hello.

SWITCH TO:

INT. TARA’S ROOM – SAME TIME

Tara opens a trunk in her room and begins to pull clothes out of it.  Some have a buckskin color, and appear to be made of a supple leather – a large, floppy hat; a fringed buckskin jacket, straight cut that would hang to Tara’s thighs; tall boots, also fringed.  Jeans with complicated designs drawn on them in black marker.  Finally, a long, thin walking staff.

SWITCH TO:

INT.  THE STUDIO OF THE DAMNED – SAME TIME

MARCUS

Do you like this chair?  I borrowed it from the theatre 

department.  They did “Sweeney Todd” a few years ago and 

when I saw it, I knew I had to have the chair.  Of course, I 

had to make a few changes.  This one actually works.

WILLOW



What’s going on?  Why are you doing this to me?

SWITCH TO:

INT. TARA’S ROOM – SAME TIME

Tara finishes casting a Seeker Spell.  A tiny, green, firefly-like creature appears.  It waits for Tara’s command.

TARA



Willow.  Take me to Willow.

SWITCH TO:

INT. THE STUDIO OF THE DAMNED – SAME TIME

MARCUS



You were supposed to free Mandi.  She deserved better than this, but



you and Tara couldn’t do it.   You took too long to even get started!

(beat)



And now she’s here forever, just like you’ll be.  Why didn’t you



figure it out sooner?  Why didn’t you stop me?  Why didn’t you



save Mandi?  You were supposed to save her from me.

You were supposed to win.

(beat)



Mandi!  Bring the vessel here.

Mandi obeys Marcus’s order.  She moves a large (four feet) but otherwise plain ceramic jar into the bounds of the circle while Marcus talks.  Willow is transfixed by Mandi.

MARCUS



This is for you.  I’ll kill you, then call you back and keep you 

as a slave they way the rest of these girls are.  

While Marcus is doing exposition, Mandi pushes the jar into the circle, smudging some of the sigils.  When she is finished, she stands near Marcus, waiting her next command.

MARCUS



Slaves.  Can’t live without ‘em, can’t give ‘em free will.  Mandi,



go back to work.

Mandi obeys, and shuffles off.

SWITCH TO:

EXT. STUDIO OF THE DAMNED – NIGHT

Tara is outside of the studio still following her guide.  The exterior of the studio is the remnants of a demolished house.  Tara follows her guide to the door of the root cellar.  She opens the door and stares down into the darkness.

SWITCH TO:

INT. STUDIO OF THE DAMNED

WILLOW



She’s horrible.  You made her horrible.

MARCUS

I made her useful, just as I made all them useful.  They give me 

art and entertainment all for free.  And I give them the chance to 

explore their crafts beyond mortal years.  They were all under-

appreciated geniuses, but I loved them.  I live surrounded by their

beauty.  And if I can make an occasional profit from their work, 

all the better.

I win again.  Better luck next time, little tree.

WILLOW



Wait.  I’m not artistic at all.  I have problems with stick figures. 



Why do you need me?

MARCUS



Someone has to make the coffee.

Marcus’s hand changes into a pliers-like claw.

MARCUS



Open wide.

The rest of Marcus changes into his demon-shape.  He looms over Willow, and begins to spread her lips apart.

TARA (o.s.)



Get off her!

Marcus looks up to see Tara standing outside the circle with the heel of her staff held up in a threatening posture.  Marcus smiles and roars at her.

TARA



I said, Get off her!

Tara unleashes a spell through her staff, but it hits the edge of the circle and slides around it.  The spell travels around the circumference of the ward, the finds the smudge Mandi left.  It enters the circle and blows Marcus off of Willow outside the circle.  Tara heads for the circle, but is cut off by Marcus.

WILLOW



The jars!  Break the jars!

Tara spots a nearby jar and raises her staff.  Marcus hesitates, but doesn’t move away from Tara.  Tara edges her way towards Willow and the circle, not putting her staff down.  Suddenly, Marcus looks at Tara, smiles, and lunges forward.  Unhesitatingly, Tara shatters the pot with a burst of energy from her staff.

One of the girls in the Studio wakes up as her soul comes out of the pot.  It only takes a second, and when she reaches full awareness, she flies to attack Marcus.  With Marcus distracted, Tara runs to the circle, breaking one pot after another, calling more and more girls back to themselves.  Each in turn attacks Marcus.  Tara reaches the circle, and stands beside the bound Willow.

TARA

Solve. (“Release”)

Willows shackles come undone.  She stands.

Tara turns her attention to the mar in the circle.

TARA



Resarciae. (“Mend”.)

The circle fixes itself.

Willow embraces Tara.  

TARA



You OK?

WILLOW



Yeah.

Tara starts a chant, staring straight at Marcus.  Eventually, when the chant repeats itself Willow joins in.

TARA/WILLOW (to be translated to Latin)

Earth

Wood

Water 

Wind

We beseech thee, Mother, to aid us against the enemy.

Succor us.  Defend us.

Let the earth shake,

The trees uproot,

The oceans rise up,

The heavens descend.

We beseech thee, Mother, to aid us against the enemy.

Earth

Wood

Water

Wind

The circle is surrounded by a swirling mass of air that extends upward to the Studio ceiling.  Marcus tries to get at the two of them, but can’t make headway against the whirlwind and the slaves that cover him.  

Tara and Willow stand side-by-side, arms outstretched, surveying the chamber.  Tara looks at Marcus.  Marcus catches her eyes, then Willow’s, looks at the pots and nods his head – he wants this to end.  At a gesture from the ladies, the whirlwind expands outward form the circle’s edge.  It scours the studio, destroying everything in its path.  The vessels are flung across the room and shatter against the wall.  

Marcus is attacked by all the souls of the girls he had previously enslaved.  They carry him off to a destiny best left unseen, but we know it’s a bad one judging by his screams.

SFX – UNEARTHLY SCREAMS

The whirlwind disperses, and all is quiet.

FADE TO:

INT. TARA’S BEDROOM – AN HOUR LATER

Willow and Tara lay spooning in bed.  Tara lies behind Willow, and seems almost like she’s protecting Willow.  Willow looks tired and stressed.  Miss Kitty sleeps at their feet.

WILLOW



So, that’s it…

TARA



Yeah.

WILLOW



He wanted to be punished.

TARA



Apparently.

WILLOW



Your friend was a demon.

TARA



I noticed.

WILLOW



You know, some of those girls had been there for 

centuries.

TARA



Yeah.

WILLOW



Well, you said you knew Marcus.  How long had you known 

him?

TARA



Not quite as long as that.

Willow regards Tara seriously for a moment, then rolls over and draws Tara’s arms around her.

FADE TO:

CREDITS.

THE END

Synopsis

(first draft)

Prologue:

The Sunnydale Art Museum at closing time.  There is a special exhibition of final projects from the UCSD Art Department.  Announcements are made, guards are lining up.  A student, Mandi, complains to her teacher that her project – a triptych consisting of two paintings and a huge sculpture -  looks terrible, unfinished and the lighting is all wrong and it should be in the corner, not in the middle of a wall.  Her teacher says that her work is fine and that she should be proud it’s on display here, and now it’s time to go.  Mandi disagrees and huffs off.  She approaches her work: a seemingly monolithic piece that has a trap door at the base.  She looks around then hides inside the statue.

Later that night, in the darkness, Mandi continues working on her project, banging and painting, touching up and breaking off.  She decides to move the statue to the corner with better light (one she had spotted earlier).  She moves another piece to the side and tries to push her own work into its now empty space, but it won’t budge.  She gets frustrated and hits the statue.  It effortlessly flies across the room.  The student turns around when she hears a noise behind her, screams and is pushed across the room into a wall, and lands in the “perfect spot” she wanted her piece in.  Her body is lit from above.

ACT I:

Willow and Tara are on their own.  Xander and Anya have gone to Las Vegas, Giles and Spike have gone to San Francisco because Giles has a gig there (Spike is a roadie), Buffy and Riley are on “survival training”.  Riley thinks Buffy needs to “rough it” a little bit.  So, Tara and Willow have a weekend free from their friends… and are kinda wondering what they can do to fill the time.  Tara suggests a walk around downtown, brunch of some kind and maybe a tour of the art museum, because a friend of hers has work being shown there.  Willow agrees, saying it will be a nice change of pace to have a normal day together, if you can count an outing with your Wicca girlfriend “normal”, and maybe later they can work on tandem spells.  Miss Kitty stays behind.

On the way to the museum, croissant in hand, Tara is suddenly overcome by a “feeling”.  She doesn’t know what it is, but it’s definitely bad.  She decides not to tell Willow about the feeling because Willow is unaware of it and because they are having a relatively normal day so far.

When the ladies get to the museum, they are shocked that the student exhibit has been closed down.     Willow goes to ask the information desk when the exhibit will re-open when Tara has another “feeling” but this time it is accompanied by pictures of Mandi being thrown up against the wall and a knife slashing and something snapping.  Willow suddenly freezes and turns around mid-step to ask Tara what’s wrong.  Tara declines to say at first, but then says she thinks that something bad has happened to her friend and that it happened in this museum.  Willow asks how she knows, and Tara says it’s not just a feeling, but a feeling.  Tara says that it’d be the same as if Willow were in trouble, she would know because the two of them are so close.  Willow asks if she was “close” to this other friend, like she’s close to Willow.  Tara hesitates and says that she needs to know what happened.  Tara walks away, leaving Willow alone.  Willow bends down to pick up her bag, only to find that it’s open, and there are Polaroids in it.  The pictures are of a young woman with a bloody arm and a bloody mouth.  One picture is a close-up of the girl’s mouth – there are a few teeth missing.  The last picture is of a bloody rag holding the teeth.  Willow shivers, behind her someone watches her and laughs.

ACT II

Willow is staring at the pictures she found in her bag, when someone suddenly grabs her arm and turns her around.  Another art student, Marcus, says that he saw Willow with Tara and that they need to talk, all three of them.  Willow asks who he is, “A friend,” he replies.  “Oh, another friend.  Hi there, friend.  Gosh, everyone here is so friendly.  How good of a friend are you?”  Marcus tells Willow that she and Tara need to come to his place later to figure out what to do about Mandi.  Do, asks Willow.  Tara thinks she’s dead.  Tara doesn’t think that at all, says Marcus.  Why don’t you talk with her?  She’ll be back any second.  No, Marcus protests.  Just bring her tonight.  And Marcus disappears.  Tara wanders up behind Willow, who is looking in the direction Marcus left, and grabs her elbow.  Willow “eeps”!  Tara says that the only thing she found out was that the student exhibition was closed down because of an “accident”, but that’s not the whole truth.  Willow gets angry about “the whole truth” and stomps off.

In a dark place, Mandi is staring vacantly up a wall, her arms moving stiltedly, almost in a slashing pattern.  She is painting..  The painting itself is dark and evil-looking, but almost attractive.  In the room where she works, there are other people working on various kinds of art – pots, sculpture, drawings, weavings of various styles and from different times.

In Willow’s room.  Willow sits and looks at the pictures she found earlier.  She can’t seem to put them down.  Then she looks on her nightstand and sees a picture of her and Tara.  (CB: Calls Giles??  Buffy??)

Tara’s room.  There’s a knock on the door.  Tara answers and it’s Willow standing there, looking sheepish.  She apologizes for acting jealous and explains that she thought that Tara’s life began when they met, and of course, she’s entitled to her history, but Willow wants to know what that history is and not have it jump up and surprise her like a giant Jack-in-the-box.  Tara smiles and invites Willow in.  Willow shows Tara the pictures that were left in her bag at the museum and tells her about Marcus.  Tara recoils and says that she doesn’t want to see Marcus.  Willow explains that Marcus was insistent on that point.  Tara tells Willow about Marcus, he’s a witch, just like Mandi was.  Marcus and Mandi have been together “for Ages” and have used their art as an expression of their magic.  The skin and the teeth in the pictures indicate to Tara that someone killed Mandi and then bound her to service using those body parts.  Willow hypothesizes about the pictures: either someone wants them to know about the killing and the binding, or someone is targeting Willow.  Perhaps the killer is trying to get caught.  Tara sighs and decides to go see Marcus with Willow.

Marcus’s place.  Marcus answers the door and invites Tara and Willow in.  Tara and Marcus trade civil pleasantries and head right for business.   Willow looks around and her eyes fall on a painting – the same painting that Mandi was working on earlier.  Willow comments on its power.  Marcus smiles and says it’s a new piece.

ACT III

Tara, Willow and Marcus discuss the situation.  Marcus says that she is not the only art student who has disappeared in the past few years.  Most of the disappeared students have been women – gone without a trace.  It was always assumed that they were unable to compete within their specialization, they all tended to complain a lot and were perfectionists concerning their work.  Willow suggests that maybe they did just run away, “Ya know, those flaky artist types.”  Marcus says that many people assume the same thing because of “the artistic temperament”, but these students were stable – talented and childish, but stable.  Marcus is slightly rude towards Willow, condescending.  Willow senses this and takes a walk.  Alone, Marcus and Tara argue.  Marcus wonders how it is Tara can stand being with someone as banal as Willow.  She seems nice, but nice is so… boring, and doesn’t Tara remember when the two of them used to party?  Tara redirects him to the matter at hand – Mandi’s disappearance.

After leaving  Marcus’s studio, Tara and Willow talk: “I get the feeling he doesn’t like me.”  “That’s OK, I don’t like him.”  “He said you two were friends.  He must have a broad definition for the word ‘friend’.”

Back at Tara’s room, Willow asks Tara about Mandi – who was she and how did the two of them meet?

The photos – why did someone leave them in my bag?  Is it to scare me or to warn me or to intimidate me?  Let’s assume that someone put them there to intimidate you, that would mean that they know you’re someone who might stand in their way.  That means it’s someone who knows about you and the rest of the Scoobies AND is capable of this kind of action.  If it’s a warning, it means that someone knows that you could be the next victim.  If it’s meant to give you information, well, it’s a bit obscure.  A note would have been better.  Or, someone is giving us information so we cans top the person who is doing this.  Who?  I don’t know.

What was Marcus’s specialty?  Pottery.  What about Mandi?  Painting and sculpture.

Willow and Tara decide to have a slumber party because it’s not safe to be alone right now.  Willow says she’ll go to her room to get her toothbrush, and leaves.  On her way to her room, she runs into Marcus, who apologizes for his behavior before towards her.  Willow demurs and says he’s just worried about Mandi.  Marcus says he’s not worried about Mandi all that much.  “Again,” Willow says, “I question your definition of ‘friend’.”  Marcus confesses that he knows what became of Mandi and that she’s still with him.  Willow puts two and to together and gets Marcus.  She considers screaming or running.  Marcus interrupts her thoughts and asks Willow to help him.  Willow demurs (again) and tries to run.  Marcus transforms for a moment and picks up Willow in his claws.  This is the same figure from Mandi’s attack in the beginning.

Tara senses something is wrong and runs to Willow’s room just in time to see the door at the end of the hall close with a trail of greasy smoke running in the same direction.  And she suddenly knows what’s been happening.

ACT IV

Willow is strapped down to a large barber chair.  A magic circle has been drawn around the chair.  Marcus has brought her to his lair, a studio of the Damned.  Around the room are young women working on different kinds of art.  The young women are dressed in various kinds of clothes ranging from Ancient Egyptian to Renaissance to Mandi.  Their faces are slack, void of affect.  Marcus welcomes to willow to his workspace.

Tara opens a trunk in her room and pulls out a “Journeyman’s” outfit, of sorts – soft leather hat, buckskin jacket, jeans, boots and a staff.   She dons the outfit.

Why did Marcus give the pictures to Willow?  So she would stop him.  He’s been watching her and Tara for a long time and realized that she could help him stop.

Tara casts a Seeker Spell, and follows her “guide” to Willow.

Apparently, according to Marcus, Willow isn’t powerful enough to stop him, and Tara is too weak, so he’s going to kill Willow.  Marcus asks Willow if she likes the chair.  He got it from the theatre department after their production of “Sweeney Todd”.  He drags over a large ceramic vessel and places it inside the circle, smudging the circle partially.  Marcus doesn’t see this.  Marcus explains the process to Willow – to extract her teeth, pull off some of her skin, then bind her soul into service.  Willow says she has problems with stick figures, so why make her a slave?  Marcus says, someone needs to make the coffee.  Marcus begins his incantation and transforms into a very fat, very yellow, very long-eared and very strong demon.  Marcus’s hand (more like pliers) pries open Willow’s mouth, then the other hand goes to extract her front teeth.

Tara is heard to yell, “Get off of her!”

Marcus looks up to see Tara in his studio.  He smiles and roars.  Tara yells again, “I said, ‘Get off of her!!’”  The smudge in the circle blows wide open, and Marcus is flung off of Willow and outside the circle.  Tara runs to the circle, but is cut off by Marcus.  Willow yells, “The jars!  Break the jars!”  Marcus makes a move for Tara, but she raises her staff and threatens to break a nearby jar.  Marcus hesitates.  It’s a Mexican Standoff.   Tara edges her way closer to Willow, still threatening the jar.  Marcus backs away, “smiles” then lunges forward.  Tara breaks the jar.  A soul of a slave “wakes up” from its imprisonment, and attacks Marcus.  Tara breaks another pot, then another, and as each pot is broken another slave attacks Marcus.

While Marcus is fighting off the slaves, Tara runs for the circle, unbinds Willow with a word and seals the circle with another word.  She beings to chant, and Willow, her back to Tara’s, joins in:

(to be translated to Latin):

Earth

Wood

Water 

Wind

We beseech thee, Mother, to aid us against the enemy.

Succor us.  Defend us.

Let the earth shake,

The trees uproot,

The oceans rise up,

The heavens descend.

We beseech thee, Mother, to aid us against the enemy.

Earth

Wood

Water

Wind

Tara and Willow’s circle is surrounded by a swirling mass of air that extends upward to the studio ceiling.  Marcus tries to get at the two of them, but can’t make headway against the whirlwind and the slaves that cover him.  Tara and Willow prepare to extend the whirlwind.  Tara looks at Marcus.  Marcus catches her eyes, looks at the pots and nods his head – he wants this to end.  The whirlwind scours the studio, destroying everything in its path.  The vessels are flung across the room and shatter against the wall.  Marcus is attacked by all the souls of the girls he had previously enslaved.  They carry him off to a destiny best left unseen, but we know it’s a bad one.

Later, in Tara’s room with Miss Kitty, Tara and Willow discuss the events of the past few days.  Willow notes that some of the girls Marcus had imprisoned were from a long time ago, so he must have been collecting them for a long time, like centuries.  Tara agrees.  Willow asks how long had she known Marcus.  Tara looks at her and says, “Not as long as that.”

THE END

