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Teaser
Fade In
Ext.
Cleveland City Street – Night

"Stop him!"

Faith pointed at the vampire that was running down the alley toward a chain-linked fence just before another vampire backhanded her, sending her crashing into the wall. [image: image1.jpg]



Kennedy gave chase with Marsha and two other Slayers behind her. As the vampire tried to climb the fence Kennedy jumped up and grabbed him, pulling him back down. She spun him into the brick wall to their left and began to pummel him in the face with blow after blow.

"Finish it, Kennedy!" Rowena shouted from behind the girls.

Rowena looked over to see Faith now taking on two other vampires who had arrived. With a sigh she pushed the younger girls away. "Help Faith," she told them.

Marsha gave a short nod and all three Slayers charged back up the alley, stakes in hand.

By now, a burly looking vampire had Faith by the throat, lifting her off the ground with one arm. She sputtered and choked as she tried to reach out to stop him.

Marsha raised her arm and slammed the stake into his back, dusting him almost instantly. Faith fell to her feet and rubbed her throat. "Thanks, Blondie," she croaked.

Marsha gave her a broad grin. "Don't men –."

Before Marsha could say any more, one of the other vampires tackled her from the side. He reached to snap her neck but Faith jumped on his back, grabbing his arm. Before he could shake free she staked him and landed flat on top of Marsha with only dust between them.

"You okay, kid?" Faith asked as she rolled off of Marsha and onto her back.

"Will be," Marsha wheezed. "Lungs need air."

Placing her hands behind each shoulder, Faith flipped herself off the ground in one smooth movement to see the other two Slayers timidly tangling with the remaining two vampires.

From the back of the alley, Kennedy continued to pound on the vampire before her. With a sigh Rowena stepped forward, reaching her hand out. Instead of stopping the Slayer she got an elbow in the face and staggered backward. Grabbing her nose she looked down at her hand to find it filling with blood.

With a determined expression Rowena returned and she pushed Kennedy away. With the vampire unconscious and totally exposed she shot her crossbow into his chest, dusting him. She looked back up the alley to see Faith taking out the remaining two vampires with a stake in each hand.

"Okay," Rowena began as she turned to face Kennedy. "Now I'd like to hear how beating that vampire unconscious would –."

Rowena didn't get a chance to finish. Faith raced past her and lifted Kennedy up by the lapels of her coat, shoving her against the chain-linked fence.

"What the Hell are you doin'?" Faith yelled as she pushed Kennedy harder into the fence, making it rattle.

"I was just about to ask that before I was interrupted," Rowena added dryly as she slung her crossbow over her shoulder and took out a handkerchief, wiping her nose.

"Answer me!" Faith shouted, giving her another joggle.

"Shake me again," Kennedy warned her in a threatening tone, "and I'm kicking your ass."

Faith sighed and dropped Kennedy at the same time. Then she threw her hands up in the air, and began to pace.

"Did you see what just happened?" Faith said, pointing back up the alley atthe three young Slayers who were nervously standing there listening to her rant. "Listen up girls," she went on as she pointed to Kennedy, "this is the perfect example of what NOT to do on patrol." Faith then looked over at Rowena. "Can you belie…You're bleeding." [image: image2.jpg]



Rowena used the hanky again to wipe up the blood from her nose. "Thanks. I hadn't noticed," she snorted.

"Did she hit you?" Faith asked Rowena before swiftly turning to Kennedy. With even more anger rising in her voice she demanded, "Did you hit her?"

"It was an accident," Rowena answered before Kennedy could. In a quiet voice she muttered, "I think."

"Look, I didn't mean to hit her. Don't make a case out of it," Kennedy replied defensively. "She just got in my way. Not my fault she can't 'watch' from a safe distance."

Faith rolled her shoulder and took a step closer to Kennedy. Rowena darted between the two women before the senior Slayer could make a retort.

"Faith, please take the girls in for the night. We'll be along shortly," Rowena ordered diplomatically.

Faith looked like she was going to start to argue but decided against it.

"Fine," she answered shaking her head. "You can deal with her. I'm done."

With a wave of her hands in disgust, Faith turned and began to walk back to Marsha and the two other Slayers, leading them from the alley. Kennedy began to step forward but Rowena put a hand on her shoulder, stopping her.

"One moment," she told the Slayer.

"You're invading my personal space," Kennedy said coldly before batting her hand away.

"And you've tested my patience enough tonight," Rowena spat. She let out a long sigh and closed her eyes briefly. "Look, I don't want to fight. Every night this week has been a chore."

"Gotta make you earn your money somehow," Kennedy countered. "Can't spend all your time playing chess and fiddling with spell books."

"And I know what all of this is about," Rowena went on, ignoring Kennedy's comment.

"You do, huh? Enlighten me." Kennedy folded her arms across her chest and began tapping her foot.

"In a word – Willow."

"That isn't any of your business," Kennedy said, sidestepping Rowena.

"Oh no," Rowena said moving in front of her again, making her stop. "It became my business when Giles named me as your Watcher."

"Oh really," Kennedy answered sarcastically, "And how do you figure?"

"Your personal life is affecting your duties as a Slayer. We brought these girls out tonight because you and Faith have an exceptional record but what you did this evening…you put everyone at risk, especially those young girls. And I won't stand for it."

"Whatcha gonna do, big bad Watcher? Suspend me again?" Kennedy said as she proceeded up the alley. "Go for it," she called over her shoulder.

Rowena paused a moment and took a deep breath as if to steady her anger. Only then did she move to catch up.

"Listen to me," Rowena began, "If you don't want to talk to me that's fine but talk to someone. You can't keep working out all your frustrations physically. You need to let it out in other nonviolent ways."

"Hey, I'm a Slayer. I slay things. I kill things. That's all I do."

"That's not true," Rowena challenged.

"The hell it's not. My whole life is violence. Look it up in one of those handbooks I'm sure you've got shoved up your tight ass," Kennedy growled.

"Kennedy," Rowena sighed. "You have to let someone in or it's gonna destroy you. Either that or someone that you care about is gonna suffer or even die."

Kennedy stopped and turned around.

"You want in? Okay, I'll tell you my one word problem. It's not Willow. It's not her at all. It's love...love is a crock. You can devote everything you have to someone and it's still not enough. Your time, your money, your heart – none of it matters in the end and you wonder just what in the hell are you fighting for anyway? What do you have to offer the world if the person you love most doesn't give a damn? So you know what, I'm not giving a damn anymore. It's pointless. All of it. If I can't be appreciated, the world can bite me. So how's that, Dr. Allister? Is that 'in' enough for you? Or should we get a long couch so I can lay down and talk about my parental issues next?" 

Rowena sighed and shook her head. "I'm [image: image3.jpg]


only trying to help," she said sincerely.

"Thanks," Kennedy told her as she continued to walk away. "You can bite me, too."

Rowena's shoulders slumped and she shook her head before following behind Kennedy.

From a darkened corner behind the chain-link fence a beautiful woman stepped out from the shadows and smiled before casually walking away.

Fade Out

Act One
Guest Starring:
Carly Schroeder as Marsha, Indigo as Rona, Felicia Day as Vi, Stephanie March as Bonnie, Audrey Hepburn as Sister Sin and special guest star Gina Gershon as Valerie. 

Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Council Headquarters – Night

Faith, Marsha and the two younger Slayers trudged into the Council lobby. Seeing they were alone, Giles and Willow both rose to their feet.

"Where's the rest of the team?" Willow asked as she walked over to greet them.

"Bringing up the rear," Faith sighed. [image: image4.jpg]



"Bad night?" Giles asked.

"Yeah, my windpipe needs a bit of straightening. But on a good note your Slayer saved my life tonight, Will," Faith said with a grin and patted Marsha on the shoulder.

"Really?" Willow asked.

"Hey, don't sound so shocked," Marsha told her, placing her hands on her hips. "Fragile Slayer ego here."

"Well no," Willow told her. "I'm sure it was an excellent slay. I just thought this was one of those observe-y missions, not a hands on kinda thing."

"It was," Faith told her, "…until…"

"Until what?" Willow asked.

At that moment, Kennedy and Rowena entered the building, both with scowls on their faces.

"Go get washed up," Faith told the girls as she pointed toward the dorms. "Time to call it a night," she added.

"But I wanna see what happens," Marsha protested lightly with a grin.

"I bet they suspend her again," one of the other girls added in a bored tone.

"Go," Faith said more sternly and pointed again.

Wearing maudlin expressions the girls walked toward the Slayer Quarters as Faith nodded Willow back toward the front desk. She went with Faith but watched as Kennedy wordlessly followed the girls toward the dorms. Willow watched Rowena walk toward the computer terminal. She looked back at Faith and opened her mouth to speak but her attention turned sharply when she heard Rowena casually drop her crossbow causing a clang on the floor.

"What happened out there?" Willow finally asked Faith.

The Slayer just rolled her eyes and shook her head.

Cut to
Int.
Abandoned Building – Night

Six demons sat in a circle on the floor that resembled a pentagram – three vampires and three horned creatures. A crystal was placed in the center and a candle sat in front of each demon in the circle. One demon in particular looked exceedingly nervous.

"Are you sure this is going to work?" he asked the fellow next to him.

"Positive," he nodded.

The words didn't appear to reassure him when he looked up and noticed the conjurer was bobbling the book he held as a seventh demon in a robe stepped forward.

"Uh, spirits of the, uh, of the underworld, I implore you," the demon read in a shaking voice. "Take this demon as our offering for, uh, release. Bring Sister Sin to our aid and see that our will is done. We humbly ask you, our dark lord."

Dropping the book, the demon branded a dagger and plunged it deep into the chest of the robed creature beside him. As he collapsed the blood flowed toward the crystal.

The blood cascaded under the crystal for only a second before it exploded and filled the room with wind, blowing out the candles.

"Oh, I don't like this," the scared demon said trying to look around the darken room.

Suddenly a bright light flashed, lighting up the area, and before them stood a nun-looking creature with glowing eyes. She looked around the circle at the demons that surrounded her.

"Wow," the demon muttered in awe with a growing grin. "We really did it."

The leader stepped forward and extended his hand. "Sister Sin," he began. "I welcome your release into this world. As your master I command you to…"

Sister Sin raised her hand and the demon began to make a gurgling choking noise before he dropped to his knees. Everyone in the circle shot to his feet and with the wave of her hand a fireball raced toward another demon, catching him on fire. [image: image5.jpg]



"Everybody run!" the scared demon announced and they all scurried toward the exit.

With another wave of her hand the door they were trying to flee through slammed shut.

"You are all unworthy," she told them menacingly. "You will pay the price with your existence and His judgment will reign supreme."

"Open the door!" one of them shouted.

The timid demon fumbled with the knob as fireball after fireball was hurled in their direction. Demon after demon fell to the ground, rolling in pain, trying to put out the fire. Before he could be hit the demon got the door open and stumbled into the other room. Not stopping to look behind him he shot to his feet and ran out of the building and down the street.

Cut to
Int.
Watchers Council – Night – Same time

Willow watched a weary Faith head up to her bedroom and then walked over to where Rowena was sitting behind the computer terminal typing away. She came up behind her to read the screen.

"Making your journal notes?" Willow asked.

"Yes," Rowena answered coldly, not bothering to look at her.

"Wanna tell me what happened out there?" the witch asked.

"Not really," Rowena answered with the earlier scowl still on her face as she continued to type.

Willow reached over and grabbed the keyboard away, finally getting Rowena's attention. "I think you owe me an explanation."

"Excuse me? I don't answer to you," she said reaching for the keyboard again. It was fruitless as Willow pulled it further away. "I'm a senior Watcher and –."

Willow interrupted her. "When I entrust my Slayer to you for the evening to observe and she ends up engaging it becomes my business. So what happened out there?"

Rowena sighed and ran her fingers through her hair in obvious frustration.

"Kennedy decided to work over a vampire while three others tried to kill Faith. I really didn't have an option other than to put Marsha and the girls into the melee."

"You had no right to order my Slayer into action," Willow countered.

"Your Slayer or not, she is still a Slayer. She has a duty and tonight she needed to fulfill that. I'm sorry I didn't have the chance to call and ask your permission," Rowena said sarcastically. "But with a life at stake I did the only thing I could at the time."

"That's not the point," Willow answered.

"That's exactly the point!" Rowena said, coming to her feet. "I realize you're fond of your Slayer, Willow. I do. And no Watcher wants to see his or her Slayer injured or killed. But the fact remains the same. She is a Slayer. She did what you've been training her to do."

"Look, I don't want her ending up like…" Willow trailed off.

"Like what? My Slayer?" Rowena challenged. "Go ahead and say it…I'm a very good Watcher, Willow. I was one of the best. At this point I'm one of the few left in this world. So if you want to criticize me, you better think twice."

Willow eyed Rowena for a moment without saying anything. "Perhaps we should assign Giles to look over Kennedy instead so something like this doesn't agai –."

"I can handle this," Rowena answered shortly.

"Not from where I'm standing."

Rowena looked back up at Willow who had a defiant look in her eyes. With a brief flash of anger Rowena took the keyboard back. "Let me do my job," she said as she set it back down.

Willow watched a moment as she began typing again. "Something has to be done here."

"I realize that," Rowena answered absently as she typed.

"So, what then?" Willow persisted.

Rowena stopped and turned to face Willow. "I'm working on it," she said before turning back to the monitor and placing her fingers over the keyboard.

"Any ideas?" Willow asked. Rowena sighed. "Hey, I'm just trying to help," Willow added with a hint of anger rising in her voice again.

"I don't need your help, Willow. In fact, I'd say you've…" Rowena trailed off and held up her hands. "Okay, I think we should discuss this in the morning because I have the overwhelming sensation that I'm going to say something that I'll regret."

"Like what?" Willow pushed. "Just go ahead and say it," she added in a mocking tone to Rowena's earlier comment.

Rowena opened her mouth but then closed it with a snap. "No," she replied. "It has nothing to do with the current business at hand, so instead, let's just say there's a problem and I'll figure out a way to solve it. Case closed."

"Fine," Willow replied throwing her arms up. "But my Slayer won't be going out again unless I'm there to accompany her."

"I'm a competent Watcher," Rowena countered.

Willow didn't reply. She simply turned and walked from the room.

Cut to:
Int.
Willow's Apartment – Minutes later

"Hey Red, you got a minute?" Faith asked when Willow opened the door.

"I got lots of minutes, whatcha need?"

Faith didn't say anything. She simply handed Willow her registrar's slip. "I need some time off."

Willow looked at it and then at Faith and back to the slip again. "Is this what I think it is?" she asked.

"Yeah but nobody knows. If I flunk out I don't want anyone to know so I'm not sayin' anything, okay? Thing is, it's Tuesday and Thursday nights. I wondered if you could switch patrols for me."

"Oh absolutely," Willow told her. "This is great Faith, really. A-And if you need any help whatsoever you know I'm the best tutor money can't buy."

Faith gave a grin. "Better watch that. I might have to take you up on the offer."

"Really it's no problem – the time off or the study buddy. Just let me know okay?"

Faith gave Willow a nod. "Thanks, Red."

"No problem."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers' Dining Room – Next Morning

"What's with the oatmeal?" Faith asked as her spoon played in her bowl. "Do I look like a horse?"

"Hey," Rowena remarked. "I slaved over a boiling kettle and a box of instant oats to make that," she teased.

Faith raised the spoon and shook it but the oatmeal didn't fall off. "Don't quit your day job," she told her with a grin.

"It won't kill you," Robin told Faith. "In fact it's much better for you than –."

"Nah ah," Faith shook her head pushing her bowl away. "This is not real breakfast food. Will, can I have half of your bagel?"

"Sure," Willow said, handing it over. "Where's our Julia Child anyway?" Willow asked of no one in particular at the table. "Not off causing me more hours of apologetic phone calls to L.A. I hope." 

"Now come on, Red." Faith grinned. "He had to be the man and, what the hell did he say, flex the Council muscle a little?"

"No need to remind me," Willow told her as she shook her head. "His flexing wasted half my day on the phone with calls to Angel, Wesley and Fred trying to explain what happened. Well, Angel spent most of his time laughing actually."

"Angel? Laughing?" Faith asked. Willow just bobbed her head. "Did ya work some mojo over the phone on him?" Faith added.

"No, I did not," Willow said firmly. "The more Angel heard the real story the more humorous he found it, thank the gods. All Andrew had to do was call us once Angel's crew had Dana and he even goofed that up. He's just damn lucky that mentally disturbed Slayer didn't kill him."

"Speaking of which," Robin added. "Any idea of what we're going to do with her, the Slayer I mean?"

Willow shrugged. "The doctors are trying to keep her sedated for now and Giles has that specialist from London coming over to help the medical team but aside from that I'm not sure. I started to look into magical cures but no go on that front. Besides with something like this magic might make it worse so it's best to let them try."

"Well, I gotta give Andy credit," Faith piped back in. "Aside from him playing up the cloak and dagger routine about all of us at least he got her back here. And it couldn't have been that torturous for you. I heard you giggling to Fred," Faith teased. 

"I don't giggle!" Willow replied defensive. "I chuckle, yes. Sometimes I chortle. But I don't giggle."

Faith acted like she was holding a phone up to her ear and began to mock Willow, "So what's your thoughts on the Orthopedic principal," Faith said in a love sick tone.

"It's the anthropic principle a-and I did not say it like that. Besides, I enjoy talking to Fred. I respect her mind."

"Doesn't hurt that she's a looker either, huh?" Faith licked her lips and smirked from across the table.

Willow opened her mouth to argue but snapped it shut. With a sigh she started again. "Anyway, back to my original question, where's Andrew?"

"Shopping," Rowena answered. "I saw him this morning in the kitchen before he left. He asked me to make breakfast so I did." 

"You made that?" Willow asked pointing to the bowl and stretched her neck to get a better look inside.

Rowena nodded.

"Hmm," the witch remarked.

"Want some?" Rowena offered.

"No, but I've got this loose tile on my bathroom counter that could use some grout," she answered in deadpan.
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Faith began to chuckle.

"Fine," Rowena sighed. "Suit yourself," she added with a total lack of mirth. 

"I will," Willow countered.

"Go ahead," Rowena muttered.

"Always gotta get the last word in, huh?" Willow said, turning to face Rowena.

"Oh and you don't?"

"See? You're doing it again," Willow muttered.

"I am not," Rowena insisted.

Faith and Robin just looked at the bickering pair with confused expressions before looking at each other and then back to the two women.

"I'm sensing some tension in Watcherville," she remarked to Robin, shielding her mouth behind her hand but still saying it loud enough so both women could hear.

Rowena and Willow then both turned and cast their disapproving glares in her direction instead of at each other. In response Faith licked her lips nervously before hiding behind her coffee mug under the guise of taking a drink.

"Oh good, you're all here," Giles said as he rushed inside, taking a seat. "Haven't started without me, I hope?"

"Oh no, we've been marveling at Rowena's incredible lack skills," Willow told him as she pointed to the bowl at the table.

"Okay, that's it. Enough of the passive-aggressive," Rowena said dropping her spoon in her own bowl. "No more attacking my skills. I understand that you're upset about last night, all right?"

"I was talking about your cooking skills," Willow said as she pushed the bowl briskly toward Rowena.

"The hell you were," the blonde Watcher countered as she pushed it back.

Trying to keep things light, Faith grabbed the sliding bowl and held it up to Giles. "Oatmeal?" she asked, extending the bowl.

"Uh, no, no thank you," Giles said moving away slightly. He paused and looked to Willow and Rowena who both sat at the table side by side with their arms crossed. When the conflict seemed to die down he went on. "I just got off the phone with Brell but before we get to that, and although I might regret asking, have you made a decision yet, Rowena, concerning the events that transpired yesterday?"

Rowena gave a sigh. "Suspension," she told him. "I really don't know what else we can do at this point but she's too unstable to be out there right now."

Faith looked up from her bagel to see Willow playing with the rim of her coffee cup, avoiding eye contact with anyone.

"This isn't your fault, Red," the Slayer told her, making the witch's head shoot up.

"Oh, I know," Willow answered. "I'm not her Watcher," she added off-handedly. Rowena issued what sounded like a growl and closed her eyes.

"Are we gonna have to separate you two?" Faith asked with a grin before Rowena could issue a retort.

"I'm fine," Rowena replied.

"Just peachy," Willow added.

When the table sat in silence for a few beats Robin ventured to continue the conversation. "What's wrong with her?" he asked. "Is this about the…well you know…" he added as he pointed to Willow.

"You can say it," Willow assured him. "I broke up with her and sent her life into total chaos a-and shattered what little heart she had left in this lonely, desolate world but you know, no guilt."

"I, uh, wasn't thinking that exactly," he added nervously.

"No, but she does." Willow explained. "I made the mistake of casually asking how she was the other morning. Guess I picked the wrong morning to speak with her, huh?"

"There really is no good time to speak to her," Rowena addressed the table. "I tried again last night but no such luck."

"Well I was too pissed last night," Faith added. "After she left me hangin', she's lucky I didn't choke her."

"Which is why I feel it's best to keep her off the streets," Rowena added. "If it had been a less experienced team and not Faith, someone might have been hurt."

"Hey, someone did get hurt. I'm not a crybaby, okay? But my throat still hurts and that nose of yours hasn't gone down all that much."

"Point taken," Rowena conceded before turning to Giles. "So it's my opinion that the council put her on suspension for at least another week."

"Hi-dee-ho Watcher-y type people," Andrew said as he entered the room carrying four plastic bags. "I got goodies!"

"Anything in there resemble food by chance?" Faith asked.

"A few items, yes," Andrew told her. "The girls are bringing the groceries up now. This is just my personal stuff. They had my deodorant on sale but as luck would have it, it was sold out so I had to go with another lesser-known brand and I was a bit apprehensive because of sensitive skin and all. Then I –."

"This is riveting. Really," Faith told him sarcastically. "But when's the food coming?"

"In about 30 minutes," he answered, digging in his bag.

"Great!" Faith told him as she pitched a thumb toward the kitchen. "Get egg crackin', would ya?"

Andrew sighed and trotted off. "Fine, but you'll have to do with scrambled today."

"Well, getting back to business," Giles told the assembly. "Brell mentioned that there's a shooting gallery in the location our second team of Slayers went last night but they didn't report anything in their sweep."

"Is that one of those 'vamps and humans trade drugs and blood' places?" Faith asked.

"You've heard of them?" Giles asked.

"Yeah, Wesley took me to one in L.A." Faith remarked casually. Noting how Giles's eyebrows shot up suspiciously she quickly added, "Oh, not for fun or anything. We were following a lead when we were tracking Angelus last year."

"If we do have a gallery in town we might want to get it closed down fast," Rowena mentioned.

"Well perhaps," Giles shrugged.

"What do you mean perhaps?" Rowena countered. "This is dangerous. The mix of drugs and bloodletting to get high can be lethal."

"It's their own choice," Giles retorted. "Any participants of the activity go in fully aware of the consequences. It's not the same as a vampire attacking someone walking down the street. I think we should patrol the area more thoroughly for sure but I suggest we hold off on dismantling any organization that might be out there."

"I'm sorry Giles but I don't think so," Rowena countered. "Willing people aside, it's our duty and that of our Slayers to see that the vampires in this world are vanquished."

"Well, let's not debate it just yet," Giles told her, trying to stay diplomatic. "Brell might be mistaken or have an inaccurate source. If the situation presents itself we can see how we should deal with it then. Agreed?"

Rowena looked reluctant but nodded.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Lobby – Later that Night

Andrew looked up from the computer terminal where he was typing to see Kennedy dressed in a pair of well fitting black jeans and a jean jacket.

"Where are you off to?" he asked, making her stop.

"Didn't know I was under house arrest now too," Kennedy said as she turned around. [image: image7.jpg]



"No, you're not," Andrew answered as he rubbed his hand under his armpit. "I was just asking in case we need to get in touch with you. That's all."

Kennedy scrunched her eyebrows in examination. "You got a problem?" she asked as she watched him continue to dig.

"I think it's this new deodorant. I can't stop scratching."

"Sounds like a personal problem to me," Kennedy said as she turned around and began to walk out.

Andrew called out again, "So where are you going again? Just in case –."

He stopped talking when she walked out the door without saying anything more. With a sigh he plopped back down into his chair, still scratching.

Cut to
Int.
The Alcove – Minutes Later

Kennedy walked up to the bar and the bartender came over.

"The usual?" the barkeep asked.

Kennedy just nodded and watched as she set up a rum and coke. Kennedy began to toss some money on the bar when a five dollar bill was thrown down.

"This one's on me," a sultry voice purred close to her ear.
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Kennedy turned to see a stunning brunette smiling at her and she automatically reacted with a smile of her own.

"Thanks," Kennedy answered. She took a sip of her drink and offered the vacant chair beside her to the woman. Suddenly Kennedy lost the happy expression and began shaking her head. "Figures," she sighed. 

At first the woman looked confused but then began to smile again as she sat down. "Oh that. Well we can't all be perfect can we?" she asked.

"No, but being human would make a good start," Kennedy countered. "And you're a vamp."

"And you're a Slayer, aren't you? I heard that the rules had changed. I guess there really isn't just a Chosen ONE anymore. So tell me, are all Slayers as sexy as you, Darlin'?"

Kennedy began to laugh. "Boy, the twists and turns my life has taken," Kennedy sighed.

"Sometimes it's not all bad, you know?" the vampire offered. "I'm Valerie by the way."

"Nice to meet you, Valerie. I'm Kennedy," she said offering her hand to shake. "And you do realize I'll have to kill you, right?"

Instead of shaking it, Valerie took Kennedy's hand and kissed the back of it.

"Always about the slay, huh?" Valerie said it more as a statement than a question as she let Kennedy's hand go. "You realize there is more to life than just that, don't you? I mean you do know that everything isn't in black and white, right? Vampires and humans can peacefully co-exist."

"Let me guess – you've got a soul or a chip or some kind of good demon thing going on? Spare me, please. No one is innocent in this world."

"No, I'm just a gal who was at the wrong place at the wrong time. Truth is this world…it's a crock most of the time," the vampire answered. "People you think you know…come to find out you never really knew them at all…so what's the point?"

"Maybe," Kennedy shrugged.

"Maybe?" Valerie scoffed. "Look around here. How many women you think will hook up tonight thinking they found 'the one' only to realize that their lover never showed her true face. How many humans are in this room but in the end are only demons in their hearts and minds. Quite a few, wouldn't you say?"

Kennedy didn't say anything, she just took a few swigs of her drink.

"Point is," Valerie continued. "I don't put on false airs. What you see is what you get. I don't look for happily ever after because there is no such thing. I don't go roaming the streets either looking for a snack. I don't have to."

"Is that so?" Kennedy asked. "I thought every vampire has to feed or are you special?"

"Oh I feed, Darlin'," Valerie chuckled. "I feed on some of the sexiest women in this city but they all give a little to get a little, if you follow me. And I make sure to keep 'em coming back for more."

"And you want a little from me?" Kennedy retorted.

"Oh, I want quite a bit from you. I'd imagine Slayer blood could keep me sustained for over a week. But I also know that you might not like my offer and decide to try your hand at some of the human gals in here."

"I'm not looking for any company at the moment," Kennedy told her.

"Is that so?"

Kennedy nodded.

"Liar," Valerie laughed. Kennedy shot her an indignant look but Valerie went on. "I could tell the minute you walked in you were hunting tonight and it wasn't for vampires." Valerie licked her lips and took a drink from Kennedy's glass before letting her hand linger over Kennedy's a moment. "I know what you're looking for and I'm offering it. All I want is a little something in return. That's all."

"So you're not evil. Is that what you're trying to tell me?"

"Oh no. I'm quite evil, I assure you," she told her with a playful grin. "The engaged waitress who stops in to experiment before she walks down the aisle. The married cop who needs a little girl on girl action on the side that her husband doesn't know about. I've got no soul holding me back to tell me it's wrong. I feed enough to live and give them all the action they need. It works because then neither of us has to hunt in order to get through this life. What I'm giving you is the opportunity of a lifetime if you wanna take it."

Valerie slipped gracefully from the barstool and leaned over to whisper in Kennedy's ear.

"Point is this, Slayer, I need you and I want you and if you let me…I'll take you to places you've only dreamed about…like all the girls I've met, the choice is yours."

Valerie walked to the front door and Kennedy watched her every move. The vampire paused a moment and gave her a sly grin before slipping outside. Kennedy let out a ragged sigh and downed her glass before getting to her feet and walking out the door.

She looked around outside before focusing on the back alley. With careful steps she continued until she saw Valerie standing in the shadows.

"We're alone, Slayer," she told Kennedy when she saw the reluctant look on the brunette's face. "Reach out – I know you can feel it."

Kennedy closed her eyes briefly as if letting her Slayer senses take hold for a moment. More confidently she strolled back until she was a few feet away from the vampire. She pulled out her stake and came closer.

"You know this isn't personal," Kennedy began. "But I've got a job to do." 

Valerie walked over slowly and with great gentleness reached for Kennedy's hand, [image: image9.jpg]


covering it with her own. She pulled the Slayer to her until her own back was up against the wall. When Kennedy didn't make any sudden movements, Valerie pulled the hand she was holding over her heart so that the stake was mere inches away.

"If you think you need to stake me then do it," Valerie began. "But give me this chance to taste a Slayer first."

"I'm not letting you take my blood," Kennedy told her.

"Who said anything about blood?"

Valerie ran her free hand through Kennedy's hair, pulling the Slayer's head back and began to kiss her exposed neck. Kennedy closed her eyes as the vampire began to hum in delight.

"Hmm, tell me Kennedy," she began, "how delicious is the rest of you?"

"You really want to find out?"

Valerie didn't reply. She shifted them swiftly so that Kennedy's back was now to the wall. Kennedy made a jerking movement with her stake but Valerie kept a firm hold on it. Not waiting a second longer the vampire began to kiss the Slayer on the lips and soon started to unbutton the Slayer's jeans one-handed. After a few moments, Kennedy began to return the kisses as her own free hand worked its way into Valerie's hair.

Letting go of the hand that held the stake, Valerie's own hand slid between Kennedy's breasts and between their closely pressed bodies. All of a sudden, Kennedy's closed eyes shot open and her head practically slammed into the brick wall behind her. [image: image10.jpg]



"Oh God," Kennedy muttered.

"Just a taste?" Valerie whispered.

Kennedy closed her eyes again and nodded, offering up her neck. Valerie smiled and her face shifted into vampire form. Instead of immediately going in for Kennedy's pulse point in her neck, she casually licked the Slayer's skin first making Kennedy moan.

"You need to be good and wet first," Valerie told her before she gave a small growl and pierced Kennedy's flesh with her fangs.

"Oh God," Kennedy sighed over the sound of Valerie's sucking and the movement of Valerie's arm between them.

Without any more words the stake fell from Kennedy's shaking fingers and clanged softly as it hit the sidewalk in the darkened alley.

Fade Out

Act Two
Fade In
Int.
Presidium Lair – Next Morning

A minion to the Engineer was standing in front of a scared vampire. [image: image11.jpg]



"So then what happened?" the minion asked.

"Well she just started blowing things up saying we weren't worthy. We all ran but I was the only one that got out. I followed her last night and she started to just grab people or set them on fire."

"So you raised an incredibly powerful demon we have no control over? And this helps us how?" the minion asked.

"Well that wasn't the plan. We did some reading," he said waving a book he held. "And we thought she was evil – you know, Sister Sin. It said that she had a master years before so we figured we could get her to do what we wanted and then send her to the council. You know more and more Slayers are there everyday. It's getting harder for us to feed. Plus you don't really want the Slayers around and we thought –."

"Enough," the minion told him. "Bonnie," he said turning to the real estate agent. "Could you-?"

"I'm on it," she told him as she hopped from the control panel in the lair where she'd been sitting. She ripped the book angrily from the vampire's hands before casually staking him, turning him to dust.

"You know," she continued without missing a beat and walked up the steps to the exit. "Maybe next time you should let me handle researching your resurrections before your fellas jump right into things – talk about your comedy of errors."

"That's not sarcasm I hear, is it? Because that could be fatal for you," the minion said sternly.

"Not at all, Sir," Bonnie told him confidently, appearing not the least bit shaken by the threat. "But let's hope, for both our sakes, the Engineer doesn't find out about this minor setback. I'll get my people on it."

Without saying more Bonnie left the lair and the angry looking minion.
Cut to:
Int.
Dining Room – Same Morning

"Okay, now here's something you don't see everyday," Willow said as she sat down with the newspaper. "Well…not unless you live on a Hellmouth that is."

"What?" Giles asked.

"Some people got burned up last night. They just went poof."

"Where?" Giles asked. Willow handed the paper over and pointed as he began to read.

Kennedy walked inside the dining room with Andrew and Tracey following behind her with the breakfast cart. Looking weary, Kennedy took a seat next to Faith.

"Damn, you looked drained," Faith remarked. "Another wild night on the town?" she added.

"You could say that," Kennedy muttered, as she nonchalantly made sure her hair covered the left side of her neck.

Faith leaned over the table to Rowena who sat across from them. "Can you suspend me too? I could use a night out," she said.

Rowena didn't reply to Faith. She just cast a disapproving glare at Kennedy.

"Actually," Rowena began. "Kennedy will be staying in from now on during her suspension."

"But you said –," Kennedy tried to argue.

"That was before you came home staggering drunk," Rowena countered. "The rules have changed now."

"I wasn't drunk. Just tired," Kennedy countered. "And who are you to pass judgment anyway? I heard about what happened at the Christmas party. You were three sheets to the wind by the end of the night and getting my newly ex-girlfriend drunk."

"We were neither on duty nor suspended for behavior issues at the time," Rowena countered. "And for the record…" she added in afterthought. "We weren't three sheets to the wind – just drinking. There's a concept – it's called self-control. Look into it."

"Face it. You were getting smashed," Kennedy jabbed. "Sounds like a case of do as I say and not as I do."

"If it ends this pointless discussion, then yes," Rowena sighed as Tracey put a plate in front of her.

"You know, Watchergal –," Kennedy began wearing a smirk.

"That's enough," Giles said intervening. "Kennedy, if you continue to have discipline problems we'll be forced to move your residence to the Council stockade. Is that understood?"

Kennedy licked her lips and folded her arms across her chest. "Sir. Yes, Sir," she muttered.

Giles sighed but stopped himself from saying something more and turned to Andrew who was scratching his chest dramatically. "Are you alright?" he asked.

"Something is making me all itchy and I think it's the Brand X deodorant I bought. I just knew something bad was going to happen and I was right because now it's spreading."

"Well if you can stop scratching long enough I need you to look at the coroner's reports on these recent deaths," he said handing the paper to him.

"Do I have to do work right now?" he replied taking it. "Can't you see my discomfort?"

"Coroner's reports?" Tracey asked.

"Uh, yeah," Willow answered quickly. "I'm, uh, doing some lectures for human biology a-and we think maybe they were spontaneously combusting so we'd like Andrew to check it out."

Tracey shrugged and went back to the cart pushing it from the room.

"You gotta be more careful," Willow told Giles in a hushed tone.

He embarrassingly nodded his agreement. "Yes, sorry. Anyway, Andrew, look into the matter if you would."

"Fine, but first I need Calamine or maybe some aloe," he muttered as he too walked from the room.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Library – Early Evening

"Yes!" Giles exclaimed standing up from the table where Willow was seated. The book he was reading was still in his hands and his eyes focused on the text.

"I love getting that reaction from a man," a third voice in the room announced.

Willow turned to see Becca standing in the doorway.

"Hey you," Willow greeted warmly. "What brings you out tonight?" [image: image12.jpg]



Giles grinned at first but then looked suddenly worried. Becca moved a few paces deeper into the room.

"Well judging by the expression on Mr. I-forgot-about-my-date-tonight's face, I'm not sure I have to answer that question," she jabbed, folding her arms across her chest.

Becca smirked as Rowena rushed in behind her with a map and some papers in her hand, reading as she moved along.

"Okay I think I found the…" she stopped when she looked up and saw Becca there. She gave her a warm grin. "Oh, hello Becca," she said politely.

Becca nodded a hello and gave Rowena a wave of her hand. "Go on, don't let me interrupt."

"Oh," Rowena said again with a shake of her head to refocus. "I think I might have that vamp lair narrowed down," she answered putting the items she carried on the table.

"Good, good," he told Rowena before focusing on Becca. "I was just about t-to call you," he told her nervously.

"You're an awful liar, Rupert," Becca said before giving him a kiss. "But I can see you've obviously been busy," she added as she pointed to all the books around them. "Another baddie in town?"

"It seems so," Willow added before turning to Giles. "What did you find?" she asked, nodding toward the book in his hand.

"A banishing spell," he said, handing the book over to Willow who immediately began to read. "Judging by the markings that Andrew said the M.E. reported on the victims, the work is from Sister Sin and this spell is the one used to banish her years ago."

"Okay," Becca said holding up her hands. "I'm joining the research party late so you'll have to clue me in here."

Willow cleared her throat. "Sister Sin was something that was conjured up by the crusaders during the Spanish Inquisition. Someone to aid them in their 'fight to save souls' and a night walker."

"Like a vampire?" Becca asked.

"Kinda sorta," Willow replied. "She only came out 'under cover of darkness to cleanse souls' from what the text says."

"Right," Rowena nodded looking up from her map. "But she got a little out of hand. Over the ages others have tried to resurrect her with little success. Why she's back again we're not sure. Point is she's here and passing judgment on sinners."

"So is she one of those good demons then?" Becca asked. "Killing bad folks?"

"In theory it might seem that way," Giles explained. "But she has, well, somewhat of a high standard."

"Essentially anyone who breathes is a sinner," Willow added. "She sets the bar pretty high on morality. That equals bad because she cleanses them by fire. And since fire and human skin don't go good together, it leads to much badness."

"You have a nun that's torching people then," Becca remarked.

"Yeah in a short, condensed and not at all long winded sentence…yeah," Willow answered as she handed the book back to Giles. "Can you make a copy of that, Giles? I'm gonna start gathering some supplies."

"Certainly," he answered. Giles nodded Becca to follow him.

Willow turned to Rowena at that point. "Let's see if the Slayers can get a location. Think you can handle rounding them up and tell them what we're looking for?"

"You don't have to be flippant but yeah," Rowena replied.

"I wasn't. I just asked a question."

Willow paused to see if Rowena would say anything further. When the Watcher went back to looking at her map, Willow let out a soft sigh and started to leave the room.

Rowena then looked over to see Willow's departure and paused a moment before rising to her feet and walking out in the same direction.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
City street outside a church – Later That Evening

A man in a collar that resembled a reverend or perhaps a priest was bidding goodnight to a parishioner from his church steps. He smiled and waved as the person walked down the sidewalk.

Once the woman was out of sight, Sister Sin's eyes narrowed as she crossed the street to meet the man. Upon seeing her robe the holy man took a few steps closer. [image: image13.jpg]



"Why hello there, Sister," he told her with a smile as she closed the distance between them. "Are you new to St. Peter's down the street? I don't think we've had the pleasure," he said in a friendly tone as he offered his hand.

"Sinner," she hissed and began to point.

"Excuse me?" he said taken aback by her angry tone.

"I know about the apples," she said.

He looked baffled and shook his head. "I'm sorry Sister but I'm a bit confused. What do –?"

"It was only a few you said. Who would miss them? You're a thief and a sinner."

Slowly a look of understanding washed over his face. "The market," he muttered. "I was 8 and I took…How did you know abou –?"

"I know all," she said as her eyes began to glow.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Kennedy's Apartment – Later That Evening

Hearing a knock at her door Kennedy turned off the television and walked over to answer it. Her face registered surprise when she saw Giles standing there.

"May I come in?" he asked.

"Depends," she said sticking her hands in her back pockets. "Here to haul me off to the Council jail?"

He gave her a compassionate grin. "No," he assured her.

Kennedy walked away, leaving the door open, and Giles passed the threshold, closing the door behind him.

"I'm concerned about you," he began when she didn't say anything.

"Is that so?"

"Yes," Giles answered firmly. "You show exceptional promise as a Slayer, Kennedy. In fact I'm not surprised. Mr. Jacobs was a fine Watcher, one of the best in my opinion and your talent shows that."

"Yeah, he was so good he got himself carved up," she answered. "What's your point?"

Giles looked a bit taken aback. "That's a bit of a cavalier attitude, isn't it?"

"Yeah, well, I've been feeling a little heartless lately if that's okay with you?"

"No, it's not alright with me," Giles remarked. "Kennedy, I can't claim to have a deep understanding of what you've been going through personally in recent weeks but –."

"Then don't," she interrupted before going back to the sofa and turning on the television.

After a few moments, he walked over to the sofa but didn't take a seat.

"Will you please talk to me?" Giles asked softly.

"Sure," Kennedy answered, not taking her eyes off the screen. "How about the fact that reality television sucks and that's all I can find on T.V. anymore? These people wouldn't know about reality if it bit them on the ass."

"I meant about you."

Kennedy finally looked over at him. "I know what you meant. And look, I appreciate what you're trying to do here but it's useless. You can't just wave a wand and make life grand, Giles. Although," Kennedy said with a sarcastic smirk, "…that ex-girlfriend of mine might be able to. Maybe I should ask her to work a little mojo – for old time's sake and all."

Giles took a ragged breath. "I understand her recent decision hurts you but I know that she does care for and your recent behavior is upsetting her too."

"Well boo-hoo," Kennedy said with a chuckle. "Life's not fair. And I'm sure she'll get over it. Actually, tell her to go get lucky. That'll help."

Giles released a sigh. "I see I'm not going to get anywhere right now but…if you change your mind or you need anyone to speak with then –."

"I know where to find you," Kennedy finished turning her attention back to the television. "Just make sure to close the door on the way out," she added.

Giles put his hands in his pockets and left the room shaking his head.

After a few moments absently staring at the screen Kennedy grabbed her jacket and put it on. "Screw this," she muttered as she left her apartment.

Cut to
Int.
Willow's Coven Room – Same Time

Rowena knocked on the open wooden door to get Willow's attention and the witch turned from her herb rack to the sound.

"Hey," Rowena said softly. "Thought you might need an extra set of hands gathering things."

Willow turned back to her desk. "That's okay. I got it." [image: image14.jpg]



"Okay," Rowena added. "Mind if I come in anyway?"

"Suit yourself," Willow answered with little emotion in her voice as she continued to examine bottles. "Did Faith and the other teams go out to search for Sister Sin and that nest?"

"Yeah, they just left a little while ago." Rowena paused and looked at Willow for a moment, who still had her back turned. "I, uh…I wanted to apologize," she said taking a few steps closer.

"For what?" Willow asked, still not turning to face her.

"I think you know what for," Rowena answered. When Willow didn't say anything or turn in her direction she went on. "I'm frustrated and…I think I've been taking it out on you. After all, we always hurt the ones we love." Willow finally looked over and watched as Rowena's face moved from a gentle, cautious smile to a wide-eyed look. "Wrong choice of words, maybe," Rowena started quickly, "I mean since I've been here you're one of the few people I actually spend time with and that makes it easier. That's all."

"Easier?" Willow asked.

"Yeah, you're safe. I'm relaxed enough to be my obnoxious self I guess," she confessed with a lopsided grin. "I think I know in the end that you'll understand or…something…I'm not saying this right, am I?"

Willow gave a small grin and put the bottle that she was holding down. "You mean I'm a push over."

"No, that is not what I meant at all," Rowena said firmly.

"Well, maybe not so much today but I spent the larger portion of my life getting pushed around. I wasn't exactly Miss Popularity growing up if you can imagine. Shocking, huh?"

"It is a little," Rowena answered.

"Why's that?"

Rowena shrugged. "Giles has a great deal of faith in you. When Tyrell had taken us, I didn't think we would make it out alive but Giles was certain we would because you were at the helm. You proved him right and I've seen your magic talent first hand. Besides, anybody who can activate all the Potentials in the world can't be all that weak."

Willow harrumphed. "Shoulda seen me the night before I did that spell. Actually, the night, the afternoon and the morning before. Even when I sat down to do the spell I was shaking so bad I thought I'd pass out but Ken stayed with me. She calmed me down, kept me grounded…I'm worried about her Rowena. I didn't mean for this all to happen but…"

"You don't have to explain your reasoning to me."

"There's a part of me that misses her, a part that wonders if I made the right decision, you know?"

"Yeah, I get that," Rowena answered. "I think everyone plays the woulda, shoulda, coulda game in their heads."

Willow gave her a slight grin. "She stood by me when I really needed someone and she really did bring me back to life. I was existing for a long time after Tara died. Not living, just…breathing. But she gave me her faith and her confidence a-and it picked me back up again. But after coming here and having more focus I realized…as much as I love her for what she gave me it wasn't enough. I can't love her the way she needs and maybe it really wasn't love at all that I felt – it was more like a passionate friendship? I couldn't hurt her anymore so I walked away. Great choice obviously, huh?" she added sarcastically.

"Kennedy has to make her own decisions in life," Rowena insisted, "And yeah she's gonna stumble but I think she's a strong person and she'll rise above it," Rowena told Willow. "I just wish I knew how to help her. And for what it's worth…I'm sorry I had to put Marsha in harm's way the other night but again I'll say she is a Slayer."

"See?" Willow shook her head. "Look, I understand why you did what you did. I do. But she's not just a tool or an instrument or all those things the Old Guard put in your head, Ro. She's a Slayer but she's also a girl – a flesh and blood girl with a heart and a soul. Yeah she's got a destiny, a birthright but…maybe I'm just biased, okay? But a Slayer is more than just a stake with a person attached to it."

"I realize that," Rowena answered.

"No, I don't think you do and I'm not being facetious here," Willow insisted. "I've seen a Slayer cry. THE Slayer in fact. I watched her rage over her fate as the Chosen One. I've watched her laughing with her friends a-and I tended to her battered bones and a couple of broken hearts over the years. She might have been the Slayer but she was always my friend first. Even after I…" Willow licked her lips nervously and shook her head as if to clear her mind. "Point is…Slayers are human. Sure, superhuman but still, they're just people."

Rowena just sighed. "I do see what you're saying Willow but…I still don't know where to start with Kennedy. She's been unsupervised for well over a year now and to say she dislikes my authority is an understatement."

"Maybe she doesn't need authority right now," Willow remarked. "Sure Giles was always Buffy's Watcher but he became a friend and after time, we were all family."

"Meaning?" Rowena replied.

Willow picked up her bottles. "Maybe instead of a disciplinarian Watcher…all Kennedy really needs is a friend?"

Cut to
Ext.
City Street – Night

Faith looked around the area with an apprehensive look, sparing a glance behind her now and then.

"Okay," Vi sighed. "What's behind us? I'm not sensing anything but I haven't been at this gig as long as you have either."

"No, it's cool," Faith told her. "I just…look, can you take over the team tonight? I wanna head back to the council and check on Brat."

"Sure," Vi shrugged. "I'll call if we spot anything."

"Thanks, Kid," Faith said before she took off jogging in the opposite direction.
Cut to
Int.
Outside Kennedy's Apartment – Minutes later

Faith knocked and put her ear closer to the door. "Open up, Brat," she said. "I know you're in there. I can hear the T.V."

When Faith got no answer she turned the door handle and walked inside.

"Hey Brat?" she called out. Not getting an answer she turned off the television and headed toward the open bedroom door. "You decent in there?" she teased before poking her head inside.

Coming up empty Faith walked back to the kitchen. She spotted a matchbook with 'The Alcove' embossed on it. She flipped it open to reveal the name 'Valerie' and a phone number. Faith closed the matchbook and stuffed it in her pocket before heading out the door.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
The Alcove – Evening

Faith pushed her way past the women crowding near the bar and caught the attention of the bartender. The crew-cut brown-haired corpulent woman nodded at Faith and finished serving the customers in front of her. After a few minutes, she moved opposite the Slayer.

"Hey! What can I get ya?" she asked.

"Nothing, thanks," Faith replied. "She here?"

"She who?" the bartender asked, cutting her eyes away from Faith's. "Lots of shes in here tonight."

"You know who," Faith said. "The same one I come here looking for all the time, that's who. You seen her?"

"Maybe," the bartender replied, grabbing a glass and pouring a shot of bourbon followed by a spritzer of soda. She handed it to the young woman standing next to Faith and took a ten-dollar bill in return.

Faith waited until the customer took her change and left. Then without warning Faith reached over the bar and with both hands grabbed the bartender by the collar of her t-shirt and pulled her forward until the woman's apron was dragging through the sudsy water in the sink.

"Look, sweetie," Faith said. "I'm not in any mood, okay? Just tell me where she is and I won't bother calling the cops to let them know that half the dykes in here tonight are underage, including the one you just served that drink to. Got the picture?"

The woman struggled feebly a moment and then with a look at Faith's determined expression, she said, "Back room, third door on the right."

"Who she with?"

"One of the regulars," she replied with a shrug. "Valerie somebody or other. Beautiful, dark and dangerous-like, you know? Real predator type. Your girl looks pretty tough, she can handle herself."

"Yeah, right," Faith sneered and let go with one hand to unclip the key ring hanging from the bartender's belt loop. "You'll get these back," she told the woman as she finally let go, ignoring the protests as she turned and walked towards the rear of the club. 

In the dim light of the hallway, Faith fumbled with the key ring until she located the one with smudged white tape wrapped around it. Written on the tape was scrawled "master." She fit the key into the lock and swung the door open.

The small room was lit only by harsh [image: image15.jpg]


yellow streetlights coming in the dirty window, but it was enough for Faith to see the half-naked couple on the couch. A strange woman was lying on her back, with her head thrown back in ecstasy as the Slayer on top of her licked at her neck while one hand moved between their bodies.

Both women turned and that's when Faith spotted the fangs and blood on the other woman's vamped face.

"What the fu-!" she exclaimed.
Fade Out

Act Three
Fade In
Ext.
City Street – West Side of Cleveland

Vi just turned the alley corner when she watched three men who appeared human and three Bacnee demons heading in their direction. She shot back out of sight and took a calming breath before she asked the Slayer next to her, "Got any acid tucked away in your coat?"

The Slayer looked slightly confused and shook her head.

"Damn," Vi sighed with a slight grin before looking serious again. "Everyone hide. No movement until I move. Go," she whispered.

The five girls took to doorway shadows or behind the nearby dumpster but Vi reached out and grabbed a Slayer by the name of Tammy.

"Stay here. Make eye contact. Act like we're talking," she told her.

Tammy's eyes went wide but she seemed to push her fear aside as Vi began to talk. "So then I told Johnny, 'If you can't bother to be here on time what's the point?' Am I right or am I right?" Vi asked her as she casually leaned against a light post.

Tammy glanced and saw the demons approaching but quickly shot her head back to Vi.

"I'm not sure," she answered as the demons got closer.

"What do you mean you're not sure?" Vi asked like she was growing angry but keeping her eyes on the turned backs of the demons who passed. "What if Don showed up almost an hour late and THEN expected to get lucky? What would you do? Come on, tell me the truth."

The demons were well past them and Vi watched as one man turned around and looked at them before turning back.

"Damn, I'm hungry," Vi heard him tell the guy next to him.

"Focus, man. Presid business first, then dinner," his friend insisted.

As they rounded the other corner Vi turned to Tammy.

"Follow behind me," she told her. "Far behind."

Vi took a running jump and grabbed the secured fire escape above them. She scurried up the ladder until she was on the roof. Pointing to Tammy below her, she headed in the direction the demons disappeared. Taking the hint, Tammy gave a wave to the girls and they began to walk down the street a safe distance behind.

Cut to
Ext.
Abandoned Looking Warehouse – East Side of Cleveland

"Lift me up," Rona told the four Slayers around her. Two of them offered their shoulders to her and she placed a foot on each side so she could see inside the dingy window.

One of the girls below her let out a groan. "Damn Rona, start training a bit more, would ya?"

The other girl tried not to laugh but when she did Rona nearly fell off with the rise and fall of her shoulder.

"Hey, cut it out, smart ass," Rona whispered down to them as she clung onto the window frame.

She saw two vampires and then five more. Inside she spotted some bongs and a few hypodermic needles on a table with a clear bag full of white powder.

"Think we found the gallery," she remarked casually. She was about to hop down when she saw two women being led kicking and screaming into what looked like a holding cell or a metal cage of some kind.

She hopped down to the ground and turned to the girls. "Call the Council," she said.

"We're not going in?" another asked.

Rona shook her head. "I've counted at least ten in there I could see. There might be ten more I don't see so let's get some backup first."

Cut to
Int.
The Alcove Back Room

"Get dressed," Faith growled at Kennedy, moving into the room and over to the window as if not wishing to view any more of the scene.

"Goddamnit!" Kennedy swore as her lover quickly grabbed her clothes and vacated the room as if the presence of two Slayers was more than she could handle. [image: image16.jpg]



"Get dressed," Faith repeated. "We're going home."

"Why can't you mind your own business?" Kennedy asked, sitting up and pressing a not-too-clean bar towel to her neck.

"You are my business," Faith said, turning from the window. "I'm not going to let you do this."

"Do what?" Kennedy challenged as she re-buttoned her open shirt. "Keep a vamp off the street? Save some innocent victim? Better me than letting her hunt and get out of control."

Faith's eyes widened in astonishment as Kennedy finished dressing. "My god!" she exclaimed moving closer to her friend. "Are you even listening to what you're saying? How long did it take you to delude yourself before you decided to let that vamp suck you off? You're Chosen! You slay vampires, not lay them!"

"I wouldn't be the first," Kennedy said petulantly.

"Don't EVEN bring B into this conversation," Faith said, her face flushing with anger. "Let's go."

"Go where?" Kennedy said, shrugging off the hand Faith had gripped around her arm.

"Back to the Council," Faith said, grabbing Kennedy's arm again and pulling her towards the door. "You need help and I can't do this on my own."

"No frikkin' way!" Kennedy said, pulling away again. "This is my business, Faith, no one else's and certainly not everyone's at the Council."

Faith turned around again. "Look, I'm sorry things are tough for you right now and your goddess dumped you flat. Welcome to the real world, Ken. Everyone's got problems but they don't turn to vamps for comfort…so let's go."

"No," Kennedy said as she pushed her away again. "Screw you, Faith. I don't need you. I don't need Willow and I sure as hell don't need the Council."

As she turned to walk away, Faith shook her head mournfully and then lashed out with her fist, catching Kennedy's jaw with a sickening crunch. Kennedy's eyes rolled back in her head and she fell to the floor with a thump.

"Look at you," Faith said to the unconscious girl at her feet. "One punch and you're out like a light. Damn lucky she didn't drain you dry."

With a sigh, she bent over and lifted the other Slayer over her shoulder in a fireman's carry and left the room.

Cut to
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – Moments Later

"Anderson does a good job I think," Andrew commented.

"His sci-fi is okay. It's solid. But Zahn's the best, hands down," Becca told him waving her finger.

Giles, who had just walked in with a teacup, stopped. "And what exactly are we discussing?" [image: image17.jpg]



"The closest thing to episodes seven through nine," Andrew remarked.

"Excuse me?" Giles asked.

"You know," Andrew rolled his eyes in annoyance as if Giles should know. "The stories that came after Return of the Jedi. Hello?"

"I didn't think they made any movies? They only did those…what did you call them? Prequels?" Giles answered.

Andrew sighed and rolled his eyes again and motioned to the blonde across from him to take over.

"We're talking books not movies," she explained before turning back to Andrew. "And as I was saying, Zahn captured the voices much better than any other author."

"Yes. He does get bonus points for that," Andrew remarked in a dignified voice. "But my problem is that they were a bit predictable and as for the villain?" he harrumphed. "I know Darth Vader and Mr. Grand Admiral Thrawn – you are no Darth Vader."

Becca chuckled but it subsided as she watched Andrew wiggling in his chair.

"Something wrong?" she asked.

"I'm a bit itchy right now," he told her slightly embarrassed. "My rash seems to be spreading…further south. Will you excuse me?"

Before she could answer Andrew darted from the room and Giles finished his journey to the teakettle, pouring another cup.

"Have I mentioned yet how sorry I am that I wasn't at the restaurant?" he asked as he walked over and took Andrew's seat.

"About ten times now, yeah. I'm starting to lose count," she remarked stealing his cup and taking a drink. "This will come in handy when I need some emotional blackmail," she teased.

Giles grinned and rose to get another cup when Rowena walked inside the kitchen.

"Rona called. We've got a location on that nest," she told them.

Giles and Becca followed her from the room.

Cut to
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments Later

Rowena, Giles and Becca walked over to the computer terminal where Willow was seated. Upon noticing them, she rose.

"Looks like it's more than a gallery, Giles," Willow began. "Rona reported the vamps putting some less-than-willing folks in a cage at a warehouse on 26th Street. I told her to hold the team until we call back."

"Good," he told her. "See if we can send some more girls along. I'd like to have Faith there if at all poss…"

He trailed off when he noticed Faith entering with an unconscious Kennedy slung over her shoulder.

"Dear lord, what happened?" Giles asked as Becca took a step closer to him. [image: image18.jpg]



"I knocked her out. Someone get me a glass of ice water."

Faith walked over to the lounge area and tossed Kennedy into a chair. Rowena immediately came over and handed Faith a glass as she spoke. "I realize that she's infuriating at the moment but that's no excuse to resort to harming a fellow Slayer."

Faith took a quick drink. "Ahh. Thanks," she said licking her lips before casually tossing the rest of it in Kennedy's face.

The Slayer sputtered and choked slightly, shooting upright in the chair. "What the hell?" Kennedy exclaimed.

"I wasn't trying to hurt her. I was trying to save her." Faith pushed Kennedy's hair to one side. "Look at this!" she told everyone.

"Puncture marks?" Rowena asked with growing concern. "She was attacked by a vampire? Where did you find her? And why did you hit –?"

"Not attacked," Faith answered, folding her arms across her chest. "She let some freaky bitch suck her. When she wouldn't come home I took matters into my own hands…well, fist actually."

"You let a vampire feed on you?" Rowena asked Kennedy with a shocked expression.

"I thought Slayers killed vampires. I'm confused," Becca said to the room.

"That makes two of us," Faith answered in a disapproving tone while keeping her eyes on Kennedy.

Kennedy didn't look up. "She wasn't hurting anyone," the Slayer offered the group.

"I assume that there's a perfectly reasonable and not at all insane explanation, yes?" Giles asked the bitten Slayer.

"Yeah," Faith piped in. "She's totally whacked now."

"She's not an evil vampire," Kennedy told the group.

"Really?" Giles asked a bit intrigued.

"Hey waitaminute," Faith started again. "Did you take some stupid pills? We're talking [image: image19.jpg]


about a frikkin' vamp here people."

"Well," Giles shrugged, "it certainly isn't the first time that a-a Slayer has –."

"Sorry Giles," Faith cut in. "I know you're real fond of B and all but Slayers and vamps shouldn't be screwin'. Sorry, but that's just wrong."

"Screwing?" Willow asked. "You mean…?" 

"Yeah, Red," Faith answered with a touch of compassion sensing the redhead's distress at the news. "I caught them together."

"Oh," Willow said taking a seat on the other side of the room and promptly began playing with her fingernails, not looking up.

"This really isn't any of your business," Kennedy said, starting to rise.

"Wrong, Brat." Faith pushed her back down in the chair but Kennedy shot back up to her feet coming nose to nose with Faith.

"You better back off," Kennedy warned.

"Or what?" Faith taunted. "I'll knock you out again?"

"I'm feeling better now so let's just see," Kennedy shot back. Both women set their jaws and clenched their fists taking a step closer to each other.

"Please, everyone just calm down," Giles told them. "Now I realize that Kennedy's judgment has been called into question recently but I see no reason why we should make accusations until we learn more about the events that –."

"What more is there to learn?" Rowena challenged. "Slayers and vampires are not an acceptable pairing by any stretch of the imagination."

Faith raised her hand in a 'thank you' fashion to Rowena before they all heard Willow speak up.

"It's easier said than done," the witch remarked. "We can't control who we fall in love with a-and if Kennedy –."

"No, but we control who we sleep with," Rowena said turning around to face Willow. "Besides, this isn't about love at all. There's no gothic fairy tale ending here. And if that is what she thinks then she's kidding herself."

"Maybe not," Willow challenged. "But until you lose your heart to someone..." Willow trailed off and gave a slight roll of her shoulders. "Point is, Slayer…vampire. Doesn't matter in the end. When two people connect then they connect."

"Yeah but you're forgetting a large part of your equation, Willow. They aren't both people – one of them is a demon," Rowena argued.

"What the hell do you know?" the witch shouted and Rowena leaned back slightly in surprise. "Look, am I happy she's foolin' around with a vampire? Hell no! But I understand how it can happen and if you weren't so closed minded maybe you'd see that!"

"Closed mi…" Rowena said in a shocked voice before a look of anger washed over her features. "My mind is the frikkin Grand Canyon since I got here! I-I've consorted with demons for information, I work with people like Robin who've had no formal training as a Watcher."

"Hey," Faith remarked, offended. "He's got experience, Blondie."

Rowena ignored the comment and went on, "And it seems like half the people I work with are gay –."

"Two are not half," Willow challenged.

"The jury is still out on Andrew. Point is I've put a lot of my beliefs on hold to see how you all have operated for the past seven years," Rowena hissed. She began shaking her head. "Closed minded," she sighed. "I can't believe you can sit here and accept this kind of behavior. It's totally preposterous. And who's more despicable? I can't even begin to fathom – Kennedy for getting her kicks with the undead or you two who think it's fine and dandy?" Rowena added waving to both Willow and Giles. "Am I wrong?" she asked Faith.

"You said it, sister. Slayers screwin' vamps, man," Faith sighed. "I don't get it."

"And you shouldn't," Rowena added. "It's an abomination to everything the Slayers and the Council stand for."

"I wouldn't go that far," Giles chimed in.

"I've read your journals. No, you probably wouldn't," Rowena shot back sarcastically.

"Now you look here," Giles began. Becca reached up and grabbed his arm from approaching any closer.

"No, you look," Rowena cut him off with an angry tone, taking a step to meet him.

Soon everyone began talking at once except for Kennedy who simply sat back down in the chair, letting everyone verbally spar with each other. When it got to be too much she put her hands over her ears and yelled.

"Enough!"

The room suddenly grew quiet and everyone looked at her.

"A vampire needs blood to live," she told them. "I feed her and I save people she might otherwise hurt. She doesn't go stalking victims. She gets what she needs by…"

"You being a whore?" Faith asked. "Sorry Brat but this explanation…it's not helping your case any. She belongs on the pointy end of a stake."

Kennedy didn't say anything further. She just looked down into her lap. "You just don't get it," she sighed.

"Then enlighten me," Faith said tossing her arms away from her body.

Kennedy didn't say anything. Faith waved her off and sighed as she began to pace.

"I need to ask something and I need an honest answer, Kennedy," Willow began, looking at the slumped Slayer. "Did you invite her here or into your apartment?"

"No," Kennedy answered without looking up.

"Honest? I don't want anyone put at risk, including you."

Kennedy looked up and flinched at the pain that seemed to be reflected on Willow's face.

"No, I did not," she answered.

Willow simply nodded and began to nervously play with her fingernails again, her eyes focusing on her hands.

Rowena began to shake her head. "What am I going to do with you? You're constantly getting into these situations where you jump in with your heart, and then you have to jump out with your head. Your heart and your head have just been in constant conflict with each other."
Kennedy folded her arms across her chest, "I don't do that."

"Yes, you do do that." Rowena told her.

"Oh really, Miss Freud?" Kennedy spat.

"Absolutely," she said pointing at Willow. "Case in point."

"What?" Willow asked to no one in particular.

Rowena ignored the witch's question and went on. "You jumped into a relationship with Willow for superficial reasons and now your heart refuses to let go. But taking up with a vamp is not the answer here."

"Thank you." Faith sighed in relief. "Tell her again because I think she's missing the point."

"I'm not a kid," Kennedy debated.

"Well you sure as Hell are acting like one," Faith told her. "Spoiled brat because she can't have her way. Red made her choice, so let it go."

"Can I just leave now?" Willow muttered as she put her face in her hands. At that moment Vi walked into the council building, getting everyone's attention. "Oh thank god," Willow sighed.

As Vi finished her journey over she observed how all eyes fell upon her and the room went quiet.

"Did I come at a bad time?" she asked as if feeling the tension.

Giles shook his head briefly to gain a new focus. "Sorry. Not at all. Did you locate Sister Sin?"

"Nope, but I did overhear a very interesting conversation about her. The girls are still tracking them," she said holding up her two-way radio.

"Them who?" Rowena asked.

"The Presidium. Apparently, we're not the only ones looking for Sister Sin."

Rowena and Giles looked at each other with confused expressions.

"Hey Guys," Robin called down over the stairs banister. "I just heard on the scanner there're emergency units at a local church about fifteen blocks away. Serious burn victim."

Fade out

Fade in
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments Later

"Faith?" Giles called out making the dark haired Slayer look up at him. "I want you to go to the warehouse."

"No offense, G but shouldn't I go with you guys to track this Sister Sin chick?"

"No, and don't call me G. It's annoying," he answered.

"Fine," she shrugged. "Just thought you'd need some experienced Slayers there is all."

"Vi has been battle tested and will do well with us I'm sure. Besides we don't have to physically confront her. We just need to get Willow close enough to do the spell. However, we don't know what Rona will find once she's inside that lair. You've worked a nest before. She needs your experience."

Faith just gave a firm nod of acceptance.

"What should I do with Kennedy?" Rowena asked. "I have to help Willow with the spell and to be honest I don't feel comfortable leaving Kennedy here alone. We could lock her up for the evening but if something happens she might be trapped and…I'm at my wit's end. Truth be told, I'm not sure what to do."

"Perhaps you can stay here. Andrew can help Willow instead," Giles offered. The three of them looked over to see Andrew spinning in circles trying to scratch his back. "On second thought," Giles sighed.

"I'll take Ken with me if that's all right," Faith told them. "I know we've got her on suspension but I might need some help in there, even if it is only one vampire she beats to death with her bare hands."

Giles turned to Rowena. "It's your call really," he told her.

"Oh brother," Rowena groaned. "Are you sure?" she asked Faith. "I don't want her to endanger your team with her antics."

"Nah, it'll be cool. You guys might think I'm crazy but…maybe she needs this. Like a boost of confidence or somethin'. Sometimes having just one person believe in you can make a difference," she added with an almost embarrassed shrug.

Rowena released a sigh. "Okay, but let me talk to her first, all right?"

"Go for it, Goldilocks. I'll be outside when she's ready."

They watched Faith walk away and Rowena turned to Giles.

"You're certain?" she asked him.

"Your Slayer. Your call," he told her. "I found t-that sometimes procedure was more of a hindrance than a help with the Old Guard. This is a decision you should make as her Watcher."

"Oh brother," Rowena repeated in a similar tone before she walked over to Kennedy who was still in her chair looking cheerless.

The Slayer glanced up when she spotted the Watcher's legs. "You're going to take me to the stockade, aren't you?" Kennedy asked.

"I don't have long so I'll keep this brief. Faith is waiting outside for you. We need you two to catch up to Rona's team and handle that nest."

Kennedy shook her head. "So getting bit qualifies as an act of getting off suspension?"

"No, but their team needs you tonight. I won't lie or mince words here, Kennedy. A lot is riding on what you do this evening. I can train you to be a better Slayer but I'm not the best when it comes to teaching you about relationships. It's not what I do but I do know this... As much as you want to you can't rely on someone else to make you feel alive."
Kennedy looked up at Rowena as if she was going to say something. Instead she closed her mouth with a snap and looked back down at her lap.

"Go arm yourself," Rowena instructed. "Faith's waiting."

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
City Street – Short time later

"Did you see anything new?" Faith asked Rona as she and Kennedy approached.

"Not yet but three more went in from what the girls out front told me." [image: image20.jpg]



Faith nodded. "Well, let's take another look, Brat," she said to Kennedy motioning to the window. The girls around them hoisted both of them up and they looked through the crud-covered window.

"Oh my god," Kennedy sighed as her mouth dropped open.

"What?" Faith asked.

"Valerie's inside."

Fade Out

Act Four
Cut to
Int.
Council's Jeep – East Side of Cleveland

Giles drove along the street as Willow, Rowena, Vi and Marsha helped him look around the city for any sign of Sister Sin.
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"Giles, go right," Vi told him from the backseat.

Giles did so and asked, "Do you see her?"

"No but there's something giving off a strong demon-y signal," she answered. She looked further down the street and saw the group of vampires and Bacnee demons she spotted early.

"There they are," she pointed. "They must have some way of tracking her if they're in this area." 

Suddenly Vi's two-way radio crackled as Giles slowly drove past the six demons walking along.

"Wondered when you guys would show up," Tammy said with a hint of amusement in her voice. "How'd you find us?" she asked.

Vi looked up to the building and saw Tammy waving from the rooftop.

"Sister Sin is in the area so keep your eyes open," Vi told her as she spoke into her handset. "Put another Slayer up there to get a better range of sight," she added.

"Copy that," Tammy answered.

Giles looked in his rear view mirror and watched as a Slayer came out of the shadows and began to crawl up a fire escape.

"Now what?" he asked.

"Circle the block," Vi told him.

"Hey, hey, I got something," Tammy told them over the radio. "Two blocks over. Go left."

Cut to
Int.
Abandoned warehouse – West Side of Cleveland

A vampire handed over a roach clip to another vampire when suddenly the doors burst open.

"A party and no one invited us?" Faith announced as her fellow Slayers dashed inside. "I'm hurt."

Three vampires immediately began to charge and the room seemed to turn to total chaos. People were screaming and running around, gathering belongings and dashing about.

"Rona, cages," Faith said as she turned back to the girls. "Everyone else remember: Human face? Bite marks? No staking."

As the vampires ran toward them, closing the huge distance, Faith sent a right hook to the one who arrived first but it didn't seem to daze him in the least. He simply grabbed her by the lapel of her coat, tossing her into two other Slayers.

"Daaaamn. That guy's strong," Faith muttered as she struggled to her feet and charged back toward him.

Cut to
Int.
Council's Jeep – East Side of Cleveland

"Look," Rowena pointed, "Over there by the park."

They all saw someone dressed in what looked like a long, white robe who almost seemed to float as she walked along. Giles promptly sped up and passed her before he pulled over and put the car in park near some bushes.

"This is so cool," Marsha said excitedly.

"Yeah, well you're just on box duty right now not slay duty," Willow warned her. "Get the supplies and follow me," she added as she opened the door.

Cut to
Int.
Abandoned warehouse – West Side of Cleveland

Rona raced along the open floor to the cages with a sword in hand. With a heavy swing she severed the head of an approaching vampire before turning the blade on the lock. After a mighty clash she pulled the door open.

"Run!" she told the two scared women inside.

When neither moved she physically pulled the shaking women out and pushed them toward the door. As if collecting themselves and realizing they were free they took off, dodging the Slayers and vampires that were combating each other near the door.

Kennedy spotted Valerie across the room casually sitting in a chair, not bothering to join in the melee. The Slayer took purposeful steps toward her, pushing vampires and Slayers alike out of her way. [image: image22.jpg]



Once Kennedy was a few yards away the vampire slowly rose to her feet.

"I see you brought some friends," Valerie remarked indifferently to the battle behind Kennedy.

"What are you doing here?" Kennedy asked.

Valerie snorted. "What do you think?"

"We had a deal," Kennedy told her. "You said you wouldn't feed on anyone else."

"No, I said I wouldn't suck you dry and I kept my end of the bargain."

"Kennedy!" Faith called out. She did her best to stake the vampire in front her but continued to miss. "A little help, Brat!"

Kennedy watched as Faith punched the vampire in the jaw but nothing happened. He then backhanded Faith sending her flying across the room. The closer Kennedy looked the more she saw. Slayers were in a similar fate, their blows seemed to be doing little damage. Appearing confused and a bit shocked, she looked back to Valerie. That's when she noticed the bite marks on Valerie's arm.

"Something tells me those aren't track marks," Kennedy answered.

"Told you I needed you." Valerie smirked.

Cut to
Int.
City Park – East Side of Cleveland

"Okay," Willow said quickly from their hiding space in the bushes. "Light the candle now."

Rowena quickly brought out a Zippo and lit the candle that sat on the ground surrounded by a mix of herbs. Marsha peered outside the bushes as Willow and Rowena both sat on the ground.

"She's getting closer," the young girl whispered, taking a seat beside them.

Willow nodded and began to chant. "Morrigan, Queen of Phantoms, we ask in your divine wisdom you see fit to vanquish this creature to –."

Suddenly a Bacnee demon flew over the bushes and knocked over Giles, who was crouched beside the trio.

"Oouah," the demon said moving to his feet, patting out the small fire that was coming from his chest. Once it was out for good, he turned to the small group. "Sorry," he added meekly before vaulting back from where he came.

Everyone in the small group looked at each other with bewildered expressions and stood up to see Sister Sin firing exploding shots at the demons who now tried to surround her.

Cut to
Int.
Abandoned warehouse – West Side of Cleveland

"You've been feeding them?" Kennedy asked in astonishment.

Valerie continued to grin. "It's amazing what a pick-me-up Slayer blood is for a vamp. Great thing is, it doesn't have to come directly from a Slayer."

Kennedy looked back to see the Slayers getting tossed around the room. Slayers fought before her with various bruises and cuts that she could see even from the distance she stood. Still they all battled on although it was obvious they weren't winning. Quickly Kennedy turned back to Valerie.

"You evil whore!" Kennedy shouted and charged ahead with her stake in hand.

Valerie backhanded Kennedy with ease and sent her flying to a nearby couch. Kennedy tried to rise but Valerie leaped and landed her body across the Slayer's, holding her down.

"All bets are off," Valerie said as her face morphed and she sunk her teeth into the dazed Slayer's neck.

Cut to
Int.
City Park – East Side of Cleveland

"Come on," Vi said, tugging Marsha along. "These guys need back up."

"Willow? The spell?" Giles prompted as he watched Vi and Marsha race through the open field to join the fight.

"Right," Willow said, taking her seat again. "Okay. Take two." She nodded to Rowena who lit the candle again. "Morrigan, Queen of Phantoms, we ask in your divine wisdom you see fit –."

Another body came hurling over the bushes, this time hitting Willow. Slightly wobbling she sat up again.

"Damn it!" Willow exclaimed in frustration. "Nobody lets me finish!"

"Hi, backup's here," Tammy told the three of them, holding her head. "Man, that's one tough nun."

"That's it," Giles said grabbing the box. "Time to move a bit further away."

Tammy, like the demon before her, leaped back over the bushes as Giles, Rowena and Willow began to put the supplies in the box.

"Are we even certain this spell will work?" Rowena asked.

"We'll find out if I can ever finish the chant," Willow quipped as she picked up the box and motioned for them to follow her.

Cut to
Int.
Abandoned warehouse – West Side of Cleveland

Kennedy tried to swing her arm to stake Valerie but the vampire reached up and grabbed her wrist, forcing it above her head. "Oh no, Darlin'," Valerie pulled back, taunting her. "You're mine."

Kennedy took the opportunity and head butted the vampire hard enough to work her way free but in the process her stake fell from her hand. She moved to her feet and Valerie picked up the stake.

"I've got something you need," Valerie teased, holding the discarded stake.

Kennedy whipped out another stake from inside her jacket. "That's why I always carry a spare."

Before Valerie could react Kennedy tossed the stake, striking Valerie in the heart. [image: image23.jpg]



"You bitch!" Valerie said looking down at her chest.

"Consider that your Dear Jane letter," Kennedy told her just before she turned to dust.

Cut to
Int.
City Park – East Side of Cleveland

Rowena was lighting the candle again as Giles watched the Slayers and demons trying to subdue Sister Sin.

"Third time's a charm," Rowena said with a slight grin.

Willow grinned in response and started to chant again.

"Morrigan, Queen of Phantoms," she began in an obviously frustrated tone, "we ask in your divine wisdom you see fit to vanquish this creature to the blessed crystal before us. See that Gaia –."

Giles looked up to see a wayward fireball heading straight in their direction. Without saying anything he tackled both Willow and Rowena as all three of them tumbled away.

"Damn it Giles I was almost –." The fireball exploded and all three of them tried to shield their eyes. When Willow looked back over she noticed it was in the spot where she was sitting seconds before. "Oh, thanks," she said modestly.

"Oh no," Rowena said going over to survey the damage. "The candle is toast," she said pointing to the wax puddle on the ground.

"What about the crystal?" Willow asked.

Rowena began to look around. "I'll let you know when I find it."

Willow released a sigh. "Why is this fighting evil stuff never simple?" she asked Giles rhetorically before helping Rowena in her search.

Cut to
Int.
Abandoned warehouse – West Side of Cleveland

Sounds of Kennedy's heart pounding as she looked at the pile of dust before her drowned out the sound of the battle just across the room. As if getting sucked back from the place she'd gone to in her mind she looked over to see the Slayers still battling the supercharged vampires, it was as if the sights and sounds were crystal clear to her again.

Two vampires had Rona. One stood in front of the dark-skinned Slayer and the other behind her holding her arms. Her sword lay on the ground out of reach as the vampire in front of her licked his teeth. When she looked back to the ground again the sword was now gone.

Rona heard Faith yell to her. "Duck!"

Rona pushed her head down to one side as far as she could and Faith slashed out with all the strength she had, decapitating both vampires at once.

"Arghh!" Rona shouted as she grabbed the side of her head.

"You okay?" Faith asked, dropping the sword and grabbing Rona's face.

"My ear," Rona told her as her hand clutched the side of her head.

Faith pushed her hand away and saw that the top half of Rona's ear was completely gone. Seeing Faith's concerned expression Rona began to panic.

"What's wrong?" she asked as she pulled her hand away looking at the blood. "Oh Christ!" she said, starting to feel her head.

"Your ear's still there," Faith told her. "Well, most of it anyway," she added. She gripped Rona by the upper arms. "Stay focused, Kid!" she warned.

Rona hesitated a moment but then gave a firm nod with a look of determination. "Let's finish this," Rona told her.

Faith gave her a slight grin and handed her back the sword.

Kennedy charged ahead where a vampire had another Slayer by the throat. Without so much as an announcement she plunged her stake into his back. Not bothering to stick around she moved to the next small battle going on and turned the vampire sharply before burying the point into his chest.

The freed Slayers were now able to help their fellow soldiers and vampire by vampire the Slayers gained the upper hand. The last vampire realized quickly that he was just that – the last vampire. He looked around to see the he was surrounded by Slayers.

Picking up a fallen stake that lay at his feet he pierced his own heart with a shrug.

"Later," he told the group just seconds before he turned to dust.

Cut to
Int.
City Park – East Side of Cleveland

A host of Slayers and demons lay sprawled out across the grass as Sister Sin moved toward the Watcher trio.

"Found it!" Rowena said holding up the crystal.

Willow took it and placed it before her. "One last try," she said.

"Sinner," the Sister said as she menaced toward them. "I can see. Your unnatural desires. Your pagan ways. Your damnation is at hand."

"Gee, wonder who she's talking about?" Willow wisecracked.

Giles took a protective step putting himself between Sister Sin and Willow.

"But the candle Willow," Rowena said in an urgent voice. "Don't we need –."

"Screw the candle," Willow said, her resolve face firmly in place. "Morrigan, Queen of Phantoms, we ask in your divine wisdom you see fit to vanquish this creature to the blessed crystal before us. See that Gaia's kingdom is protected and that this destroyer of her beautiful works and all creatures within is guarded and shielded from her wrath!" [image: image24.jpg]



Sister Sin began to glow a bright green color and she looked at her hands. Giles turned and saw the crystal glowing in the same color and sidestepped it just as it flew past him, hurtling toward the nun. In a brilliant flash of light suddenly the only thing they could see was the glowing crystal in the grass.

Slayers and demons alike moved to their feet and began to look around. Without haste the vampire ran away before the Slayers could give chase. The Bacnee demons, however, just shrugged at each other and casually walked away.

"We go after them, don't we?" Marsha asked, excited at the prospect.

"Did that once," Vi told her. "Not looking forward to doing it again. But if Giles says so then…"

Giles looked up at the mention of his name. "No," he told them. "We don't have nearly enough Slayers to take them on and I doubt they'd go toddling back to the Presidium, wherever they might be."

"Thank god," Vi sighed.

"Well, that answered my question," Rowena told Willow with a small grin. "Looks like it worked," she added as she carefully picked up the crystal and putting it in her pocket before the trio began to walk away with Slayers following behind them. "Candles? We don't need no stinking candles," Rowena said in a bad Mexican accent before starting to giggle and bump shoulders with Willow who wore a grin.

Cut to
Int.
Abandoned warehouse – West Side of Cleveland

Exhausted, bleeding and battered the Slayers looked at the dust around the room.

"Fifteen," one of the girls remarked to Faith. "I counted fifteen Supervamp piles."

"Was it the drugs?" Rona asked. "I mean damn, those guys were almost invincible."

"Yeah, maybe," Faith offered yet never taking her eyes off Kennedy.

"Well either way," Rona replied. "I'm glad we had an extra Slayer here tonight," she said smiling at Kennedy. "Now if it's not too much trouble, think I can go to the infirmary?"

"Oh yeah, of course," Faith said tossing her a set of keys. "Truck's two blocks up," she added. "You gals take off. Me and Brat will do a final sweep."

"You sure? Because –."

"Positive. Go on back and see the doc."

Rona nodded to Faith and headed out the door with the other gals. [image: image25.jpg]



Faith walked down the short steps to come to the landing where Kennedy stood.

"Something tells me it wasn't just the drugs, was it Brat?"

Kennedy shook her head and Faith nodded in response but didn't say anything.

"I screwed up bad," Kennedy said, finally looking up at Faith.

Faith cleared her throat and looked away. "Yeah, you did," she said softly.

"Do you hate me?" Kennedy asked on the verge of tears.

Faith paused a moment and shook her head. "Would I like to throw you through a brick wall? Sure. But I don't hate you."

"Well…I hate myself," Kennedy sobbed. She started to cry and buried her face in her hands. "Oh God, I'm a terrible person, a lousy Slayer –."

"Bullshit," Faith told her. "I don't believe that for a second."

"Oh yeah?" Kennedy challenged, still crying. "Then how do you explain this?" she asked waving her hands around the room. "I coulda killed everyone here tonight and for what?"

Faith paused a moment and then pulled Kennedy into a tight hug, one hand resting on the back of her head, her mouth close to her ear.

"Now I'm gonna say four words someone said to me once – I believe in you," Faith said softly. "And I mean that." Kennedy began to cry even harder and gripped onto Faith. "I don't know why you've done the things you've done lately," Faith went on. "Only you know the answer. But if you need someone to try to help you figure it out, come to me."

"I feel like I'm drowning," Kennedy said trying to compose herself.

"Then hang onto me and we'll get through it. Hell, maybe someday when Robin wakes up and realizes he's wasting his time I might need a shoulder."

Kennedy pulled back and wiped her eyes before starting to grin. "Sorry about that," she said as she ran her hand over Faith's wet shoulder.

"Don't be sorry. Let it out," Faith told her. I got…dangerous for a while..." "I think things would have been different if I took what was offered at the time. But, loner that I was, I didn't think I needed anyone. Turns out I was wrong. So don't make the same mistake I did, okay Kennedy?"

Kennedy sniffed and began to grin. "You know that's one of the few times you actually called me by my real name?"

"Yeah well, you know, this is the first time you've ever shown your true face and not the brat act" Kennedy didn't say anything. She simply looked down at her feet again so Faith went on. "Something's gnawing at you. I don't know what it is but all this crap…it's not just about Red. I know it's something but I'm not a shrink."

Kennedy was silent for a moment but then quietly said, "Everyone I love leaves me. My parents, my Watcher, Willow…so what's the point?"

"I love you," Faith said. "There. I said it. And don't be getting any lesbo idea either," Faith teased which brought a grin to Kennedy's face. "I told you before – happy with the Wood, thanks. But I'm not leaving you, Ken. I'll always be here for you."

Kennedy chuckled and looked up to see Faith's smile slip away and a serious look return.

"We're Slayers – both of us – damn good ones, too. But I enjoy being with you, hangin' out, talkin'… well, when you're acting sane that is," Faith told her with a smirk before growing serious. "But even when you're nuts, I still love my friend I've come to know. And to be honest, I miss her a lot. But I know she's still in there. Like I said…I believe in you."

"I won't let you down anymore, Faith. I promise."

"Don't do it for me," Faith told her. "Do it for yourself and I'll be happy."

Kennedy nodded and Faith put her arm around her leading her up the steps, toward the door.

Cut to
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Later that night

Willow, Rowena, Giles and Becca all stood up when they saw Faith and Kennedy walk in laughing together.

"We started to get worried," Giles told them.

"No sweat, just decided to stop for some coffee and conversation. We shoulda called but we lost track of time," Faith told them before facing Kennedy. "I'm gonna go get that CD. I'll bring it over to the dorms."

Kennedy nodded and watched as Faith dashed up the stairs taking them two at a time. Kennedy finished her journey over to where the Watchers were standing and cleared her throat.

"For the record, I'm sorry…about everything. I didn't mean to hurt anybody. And I know I'm still on suspension but if you'd like to do some training or exercises Rowena, I'm open to it. I won't give you any grief…well okay, not too much grief," she added in afterthought. "So if it's okay I'd like to call it a night?"

Rowena had to shake off her shock. "Uhhh, okay," she answered dumbly. "Tomorrow then?"

Kennedy just gave her a nod and walked toward the Slayer dorms. Once they heard the door close, Rowena turned to Giles.

"Did Hell just freeze over? Because we didn't get the memo."

Andrew trudged into the room. "Okay, I tried the calamine. I tried the aloe. Nothing's working."

"What do you want us to do about it?" Willow asked.

"I need some mojo. You can fix this right? A few chants, a few burning incense and my life is back to normal."

"Well, there are healing spells as Xander could attest to if he were here. Actually, come with me," she said waving him toward her coven room. Willow walked over to the door but stopped when she noticed Andrew wasn't following.

"You coming?" Willow asked.

Andrew shuffled foot-to-foot, looking nervous. "Not that you're not a beautiful woman and all but you know I thought maybe the healing spell might not require…well, you know?"

"I have something very special I can give you that I used for my ritual with Xander. Come on," she said again, walking inside the coven room.

With a ragged sigh and a reluctant look Andrew crept inside the room.

"Come here," Willow said gently, waving him over.

Andrew completed the journey and watched with a cringe as Willow opened her cupboard and handed him a box. [image: image26.jpg]



"This is it," she told him.

He looked at the package. "Oatmeal bath?" he asked.

"I use it before ritual. It's not the magical cure you're looking for but it helps relax me. Makes the skin soft. It should help ease the rash."

Willow walked away and left Andrew alone with the box.

"You know this really wasn't what I was looking for exactly," he called out as he went back to read the package when he heard the door close.

Fade to Black

VO: Andrew – Oooo, smooth silky skin in a matter of minutes. Cool!

