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Teaser
Fade In:
Int.
Willow's Apartment – Early evening

"What was the Magna Carta?" the witch asked. [image: image1.jpg]



Faith paused a moment and let out a frustrated sigh. "Something to do with Pilgrims? Oh hell, I don't know."

Willow began to read from the sheet in front of her: "Magna Carta – Latin for the 'Great Charter' – written in England in 1215 – abuses by King John caused a revolt by nobles who compelled him to execute this recognition of rights for both noblemen and ordinary Englishmen. It established the principle that no one, including the king or a lawmaker, is above the law." Willow looked up from her sheet. "It was basically the first document that stressed liberty for a society – a constitution much like ours here in the US."

Faith shook her head as if trying to follow what the redhead was saying. "Then what the heck did the Pilgrims sign at that Rock place?"

"Plymouth Rock, you mean?" Willow asked.

"Yeah." Faith nodded.

"The Mayflower Compact," she told her. "A-and that was in 1620 I do believe. You're off about 400 years…give or take," she added in a mutter.

Faith sighed and put her head down on the table before she began a light banging motion.

"I'm never gonna get this," she muttered.

"Yes you will," Willow insisted. "You're smarter than you give yourself credit for."

"Yeah, I'm real smart with a lousy memory," Faith replied as she stood up again.

"Okay then, just think of the Magna Carta as the thing I've been doing these last few months. You know, making a constitution for the Watchers?"

"Yeah, but aren't you using the existing Watcher's Creed from Rowena's book, but just expanding on it?"

"Well, yes, some of it," Willow replied.

"Then doesn't that make what you're doing more like the Bill of Rights to the US Constitution? The Magna Carta, and the US Constitution started from scratch like the original Watchers Creed. But you're takin' something that's already existing and addin' and adaptin' it to fit the needs of the Council today. You know, just like the amendments to the Bill of Rights do for the US Constitution?"

Willow blinked once and started to smile.

"What?" Faith asked. "I said something stupid, huh?"

Willow violently shook her head. "Oh no! No! You're absolutely right. In fact you put it much more accurately than I did." Willow grabbed a piece of paper and started jotting a quick note. "Okay, new game plan here."

"What?"

"It's true, Faith. You have a lousy memory when it comes to textbooky stuff."

"Thanks," she snorted.

"That's not bad. It's just that, for you, remembering dates and figures a-and names doesn't work unless you make an association. The actual term for what we're gonna do is called associative learning." Willow looked up as she finished writing.

"So then…what's the plan?"

"We're gonna teach you everything that's in this book but we're gonna do it by using examples that you understand instead of 'flash carding' you. Let's try it out now. Whadda ya say?"

"Okay," Faith answered, not entirely convinced.

"Let’s see…who was the bad, evil king that everyone hated, prompting the English barons to form the Magna Carta? I said his name not more than three minutes ago, but don't be upset if you don't remember."

"King Henry," Faith said as she shrugged.

"No. His name was King John. Have you met any guys named John in your life?"

"My dad's name was John. A real jerk on those rare times I saw him," Faith told her.

"King John was a jerk too. That's why the Barons formed the Magna Carta. So put it all together and tell me…what's the Magna Carta?"

Faith took a deep breath and gave a nod. [image: image2.jpg]



"The Magna Carta was the first constitution, like the first Watcher's Creed," she threw in with a grin before continuing, "that was formed by a society in revolt against a jerk ruler, King John of England in the 1200's."

Willow gave Faith an approving grin. "You're absolutely right."

Faith gave her a full-toothed smile and bounced slightly in her seat. "Okay," she said excitedly. "Hit me again!"

Willow smiled as well and looked at the sheet again. "What are the three branches of government designated in the US Constitution? Hint! Lawmakers, Presidents and Judges."

Faith thought a moment and held out a finger. "Judges are Judicial – I know that one all too well." Willow snorted and gave a nod for her to continue. "Lawmakers are like the Congress dudes, right?" Willow gave a nod. "They pass laws – legislation – so that's the Legislative branch." Faith put out a second finger and paused a moment. She bit her lip as she continued to think.

After a few moments, when she didn't say anything, Willow asked, "Do you know what CEO means? Like the head honcho of a company is a CEO? Like the head honcho President is…?"

"Chief Executive something or other. Hey! Executive branch is the president! Legislative, Judicial and Executive branches, right?"

"Correct, but in what order? Each branch belongs to Articles I, II and III of the US Constitution. So tell me, the most powerful to least powerful, in order."

"Okay, now you're pushin' it," Faith told her, folding her arms across her chest.

Willow chuckled. "No, don't get frustrated. Think about it – who does the most 'work' and has the most power when it comes to the government? Congress, the President or judges? Think of the Magna Carta as you consider it."

Faith paused a moment. "A president can veto a bill right?"

Willow nodded. "But Congress can overrule a veto," she added.

"And judges have to abide by what the Constitution says," Faith told her. "Hmm, how does the Magna Carta fit in?" she muttered to herself. "Oh! No absolute ruler! So that would mean the order is Legislative, Executive and then Judicial. Is that right?"

Willow smiled. "By Jove, I think she's got it."

Faith chuckled. "You know Will, this associative learning stuff is cool."

"Oh just wait until we get into mathematics," Willow told her. "We'll make good use of all those Slayers by making them human numbers."

Faith began to chuckle.

"Don't believe me?" Willow remarked. "Ask Dawn. She'll tell you how I used Xander and Anya to teach her geometry shapes."

Faith gave Willow a warm smile. "You know, I might not have said it yet but…thanks for doing this. I know you're busy with other stuff."

"To tell the truth I've missed teaching. I'm playing more the role of student these days," Willow told her. "I mean, sure, I'm training the coven and a few of the incoming Watchers, but this is different. This is knowledge that everyone should have. So I'm getting somethin' out of the deal too, girly. A-and I'm sure you'll pass, flying colors and all."

"But if I don't-."

"You will," Willow insisted. "I believe in you. Just have a little faith…Faith." Willow chuckled before she continued. "Like I said, you're smarter than you give yourself credit for and look at this test as some big, bad vamp you're gonna take down. You're gonna walk in that classroom, AKA graveyard. You're gonna have your stake in hand, AKA pencil. And you're gonna kick the crap outta that test. Confidence will help and so will that," Willow said pointing to the crest on the wall. "Knowledge truly is power. And I'm gonna make sure you're well armed when you walk in to get that GED. Agreed?"

"Watcher's orders?" Faith teased.

"You betcha," Willow smiled.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
School Building – Same night

The doors of a building located in downtown Cleveland opened. A few younger-looking, college type kids walked out before Faith exited the building. The hustle and bustle of class letting out died down quickly when everyone in Faith's class got into their cars and sped off. Faith paused and slung her backpack over her shoulder.

"Guess these people got the Hellmouth memo, too," Faith remarked as she looked around the block. "Hmm…do a quick sweep and get some action or go home and get some action…?" To reinforce the decision, Faith weighed the options by physically holding up both hands and saying, "Either way I get action."

Faith's grin fell as her attention shifted to the street when she heard rapid footsteps approaching. Two young looking girls ran by and made a quick right into a nearby alley. Faith smiled. "Looks like I don't have to decide," she said as she ran after the girls.

The girls were quick, though, and Faith couldn't find any sign of them. She stopped running and began to walk quietly, listening for footsteps or any signs that these girls were in trouble.

She heard a fight in the distance, and she followed the sound. She turned a corner into a clearing and stopped when she saw the two girls beating on a guy in his mid-twenties. "Looks like I pegged the wrong victim," Faith muttered to herself as she ran up and grabbed one of the girls by her collar and tossed her aside.

The girl's partner stopped beating up the guy and attacked Faith instantly. Her strength immediately led Faith to think that this girl was a vampire, but there was no bumpy forehead or sharp teeth.

The girl got in a couple good jabs at Faith, but the Slayer caught her fist before punching her in the face causing the girl to crumple to the ground. Unseen by Faith, the girl's partner looked on in shock before coming up to tackle Faith from behind. Faith smacked the pavement face-first and immediately rolled her body over so that the girl was on the pavement. Faith elbowed her side before bringing her fist up into the girl's face.

The girls seemed to be taken down for the moment, and Faith used the opportunity to get up and try to assess the situation as quickly as possible. She decided to turn toward the guy they were attacking only to find that his face was bumpy and his teeth were sharp. "Thanks…" he hissed before taking a fighting stance.

"Good going, Faith," she muttered to herself. "Shoot and ask questions later why don'tcha?"

Faith shook her head before grabbing her stake from her coat and thrusting it forward in one fluid motion. The vampire's eyes went wide before his form crumpled into a pile of dust on the pavement. [image: image3.jpg]



Nearly forgetting about the girls, Faith turned to see that where there were two, there were now at least ten. The gang of girls stood before Faith, each ready and willing to take her on. They parted in the middle, however, and an older girl stepped to the front. A girl with short blond hair and a slightly rugged appearance stepped closer to the Slayer.

Before Faith could do anything, the leader held up her fist and smiled. "Cool it girls," she shouted back to them, never taking her eyes off of Faith. "She's one of us."

"Huh?" Faith mustered.

Fade Out
Act One
Guest Starring:
Becky Wahlstrom as Julia, Sophia Loren as Faith's Watcher, Rowan Atkinson as Nikki's Watcher, Kel Mitchell as young Robin Wood and Norika Fujiwara as Mia.
Fade In
Ext.
City Street – Night

Boston, 1998
Chris and Judas appeared tired. They had been running for at least a mile now, and their pursuer showed no signs of letting up. Their faces reflected the pain every time their feet pounded against the street, but they pushed on because if they were caught they would feel real pain.

Judas smacked Chris's arm, pointing to his right at an upcoming alley. Chris nodded his head and followed Judas while he checked behind to see if he could see their pursuer. For the moment, it seemed as if they made some time, but that triumphant feeling quickly faded away when Chris ran into a chain link fence almost as soon as he turned down the alley with Judas.

"Great! Nice detour, man!" Chris shouted as he looked toward the opening of the alley.

"Think we can jump it?" Judas asked, his voice shaking from nerves.

"Yeah," Chris responded. "But do you think it'll help? She'll just jump it too!"

"I don't know," Judas shouted back. "You're the one that wanted to come into her territory!"

"I didn't know it was her territory," Chris argued. "You didn't have to –"

"Shh!" Judas interrupted as he peered toward the opening. "Do you hear anything?"

A long moment passed before Chris and Judas smiled at each other. "Guess we lost her…" Chris laughed.

A shadow suddenly covered them and they whipped their heads toward the opening of the alley. Faith smiled at them before bringing up her hand and waving a stake.

"Guess again, boys."

Before Chris and Judas could react, Faith threw her stake and it landed in Judas's heart.

His face quickly shifted to its vampire form before he dusted, the stake clattered to the ground. Chris looked down at the pile of dust that was being blown away before he grabbed the fence and began to climb. Faith was there in an instant, however, and she pulled Chris to the ground.

Faith straddled him and punched him in the face. He morphed and growled as Faith smiled and began to hit him continuously. She showed no signs of letting up until she heard a throat being cleared from behind. She cursed under her breath before reaching for her fallen stake and plunging it into Chris's heart. [image: image4.jpg]



Faith turned around and glared at her Watcher.

"Sloppy," Rosa simply said in an Italian accent.

"What else is new?" Faith replied before getting up. "Everything is sloppy to you."

"Would you like to explain to me what you were doing?" Rosa asked, still looking disapprovingly at Faith. "The first staking was supremely executed, but the second…"

Faith sighed. "Hey, job's done, Watcher lady," Faith told Rosa. "I slayed, you watched, and the vamps are dust in the wind." Faith thought for a second before she chuckled to herself. "Huh, get it? Dust in the Wind? Kansas?" [image: image5.jpg]



"What I get is that you need a lot more discipline," Rosa responded. "This isn't a game, Faith. There are rules for a reason."

"Yeah, they're made to be broken," Faith responded before picking up her stake and shoving it into her coat. "You can't tame a wild child. It's what I am, lady, and it's what I'll always be."

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
City Street – Night

Present Day
Upon their leader's request, all the girls lowered their weapons and watched. Faith wasn't going to back down though, not until she knew what was going on. The leader walked a little closer and held up her hands as a sign of peace.

"Relax, we don't hurt our own kind," the girl told Faith. "Nice fighting, by the way. Looks like we found another one, girls!"

"Another what?" Faith asked, still confused. "And what the hell is going on? Who are you?"

"Name's Julia," she replied. "And these are my girls."

Faith lowered her fists, but still looked ready for an attack. She decided that Julia and the girls didn't appear to be a threat right now, but Faith didn't want to take any chances.

"Faith," she told Julia. "Now, you wanna get to the 'what the hell's going on' part?"

"Well, we're not that different from you," Julia explained. "Stronger, faster and able to kill vampires. Obviously you came prepared," she said motioning to the stake Faith possessed. "We just…there were a few of us that didn't have a place to call home, then a couple months back we got these powers. The more time we spent on the streets, the more girls we found who could do what we do."

Faith furrowed her brow as she tried to put the pieces together in her mind. She snapped her fingers as the answer came to her and said, "You're Slayers…but why couldn't Red pick up on –?"

Julia arched an eyebrow. "What's a Slayer?" she interrupted.

Faith began to grin. "Let me show you."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Lounge – Same night

Andrew was on duty at the phones for the night so Giles, Becca, Willow, Rowena, and Xander had control of the TV in the lounge. Giles and Becca sat closely and comfortably together while Rowena sat in between Willow and Xander on the couch. They were checking the evening news when Becca spoke up during a commercial.

"Oh, Rupert, you were supposed to remind me to tell everyone," Becca said as she looked across the room to Willow, Ro, and Xander. "I'm organizing another set for a couple nights from now. You should all come like before."

"That sounds like a brilliant idea, Becca," Rowena responded. "Thank you for inviting us. It'll be nice to have something to look forward to."

"Yeah, and I'll actually get a chance to hear you sing," Xander added.

"You already heard her sing. My birthday, remember?" Willow added. [image: image6.jpg]



"Yeah, but I didn't know she was Becca then. Now I can be more critical," he told Becca with a wink. "But I'm sure you'll do great. Giles talks about it all the time."

"Do you, Rupert?" Becca asked.

Giles turned a little red and smiled nervously before glaring at Xander. "You know, I am glad Xander's back, but sometimes his honesty reminds me of how annoying he is."

"I live to serve," Xander nodded proudly.

While this exchange took place, Willow bit her lip and looked over at Rowena, who was excited about the idea. When she noticed Willow staring, Ro looked the witch's way and smiled politely. Willow smiled back nervously before she turned her attention toward the TV.

Robin entered the room and greeted everyone before he asked, "Anyone know where Faith is?"

"Patrol!" Willow blurted out quickly and explained herself when she received glances. "She's out…on patrol…is what she told me."

"Hmm," he muttered as Becca looked over at Willow with a knowing grin. Willow winked to her before Robin continued, "You know, she's been going out earlier. Is there anything going down that I should know about?"

"Maybe she wants to be…" Willow trailed off, trying to think of a good word to get Robin to think everything was normal. "Thorough?"

"Oh really?" Robin asked. "According to the reports her kill ratio has really dropped in the last couple of months. It doesn't make sense, more patrol but less results."

Willow nervously licked her lips. "Well, uh, you know with the Presidium thing going on maybe the demons are just laying extra low right now," the witch offered.

Robin shrugged and took a seat to watch TV with everyone else. Before he had a chance to get comfortable, however, Kennedy came into the room in a rush.

"Faith's back," she informed them. "And she's bringing a…friend." [image: image7.jpg]



"Friend?" Robin echoed.

"Yeah," Kennedy nodded. "Of the new recruit variety."

She nodded toward the door before she headed to the entrance of the Council. Everyone followed suit, but Willow looked over to Giles who shrugged and muttered to himself, "A Slayer?"

Faith came in and held the door open for Julia. The girl took her time entering the Council, her movements wary and cautious.

"You always put your guard up when you come into warm, fancy buildings?" Faith joked, but her smile faded when she saw Julia wasn't amused. "Okay…never mind."

Soon the gang walked up to Faith. The dark Slayer met them, leaving Julia a few steps behind. "She's a little defensive so…" Faith warned before Giles stepped up to the girl.

"Hello, my name is Rupert Giles, head of the Watcher's Council," he extended his hand, but Julia just stared at it before crossing her arms over her chest. Giles smiled politely before he continued, "And you are?"

"Her name's Julia," Faith announced after Julia didn't answer Giles's question. Faith walked over to stand next to Julia, and she hoped that would be some kind of comfort to the girl. "She doesn't really know about the whole Slayer/Watcher deal, so your status doesn't really mean jack to her."

"Nice to know," Giles replied dryly.

"She's like me," Faith tried explaining. "You know…dark, wild, and any other evil synonym you can think up."

"I'm not evil," Julia protested.

"You're not tame either," Faith responded. "This place is safe, like I was telling you. You still get to do your job but you get food too, a roof over your head, warmth…"

Julia continued to put up her defenses and merely shrugged. "I was out at sch…patrol," Faith covered up as she almost slipped. "And I ran into Julia and her…friends."

"They're my gang," Julia corrected in an annoyed tone. "And you were coming out of that night school place."

Willow's eyes went wide and Becca tried to hide the smile that spread across her face. Faith looked over at Robin, however, whose interest was piqued at Julia's words.

"Public building," Faith covered with a laugh. "Vamps can go in there and I was tracking one when I saw these girls. Now, Kennedy's gonna give you the tour of the Slayer facilities."

Kennedy tried to hide her disappointment and looked over to Rowena, as if hoping for a means of escape. Instead, her Watcher nodded and Kennedy waved for Julia to follow her. Julia hesitated and mirrored Kennedy by looking over to Faith for approval before following Kennedy toward the gym. Once they were gone, Faith sighed, "She's fun, ain't she?"

"Yeah," Willow agreed. "I thought you said she was a little defensive."

Cut to:
Int.
Slayer's Gym – Moments later

"So, that's where we all train," Kennedy said as they left the gym. "Sometimes the Watchers will want one-on-one time with their Slayer, but if not, Faith and I usually run some drills." [image: image8.jpg]



Julia nodded, even though Kennedy got the impression that she wasn't really paying attention. "So," Julia started off. "What do you guys do?"

Kennedy arched an eyebrow before she slowly replied, "I thought you knew what we do. Or, after my little tour, you got a better impression of what we do."

"No, no, I get it," Julia corrected. "I'm just wondering if this is it. Slayers here just seem to wake up, eat, train, and then go back to sleep only to do the same the next day."

The words impacted Kennedy and she looked as if someone had just punched her in the stomach. "It's not as mundane as you're making it sound," Kennedy defended. "We don't just kill vamps, you know. We get to tackle some bigger things and we've really done some good here."

"Well, now you're talking," Julia perked up. "You must get a lot of action, right? Being Faith's second in command."

"Yeah," Kennedy said quietly as she bowed her head down. "But, you know, you should really talk to Giles about that kind of thing."

"Oh, come on," Julia responded. "I don't want to talk to stuffy old people. I want to talk to girls like me. When was your last big kill?"

Kennedy kept her head down and dug her hands deeper into her pockets. Julia picked up on the brunette's nervous and agitated body language instantly. "You got in trouble, didn't you?" Julia asked. Kennedy met the girl's eyes and stared her down.

"Not your business," Kennedy told her. "You've got questions, the Watchers have answers. Talk to Willow or Rowena, they're not old and stuffy."

"Okay, bad subject. I get it. I'll just…go," Julia shot back before turning her back on Kennedy. "Thanks for the tour, by the way."

"Hold up," Kennedy told her. "Let's go back to the main building first," she added.

With a careless shrug, Julia followed.

Cut to:
Int.
Council Lobby – Same time

"The two of them?" Willow echoed as her brow furrowed in thought.

"Try two times fourteen," Faith corrected before pausing. "That's…twenty-eight, right? Well, anyway, this was a gang of wild Slayers that didn't even know that they were chosen. All they knew was that vamps were bad and they were able to kill them. That was all they needed."

"What about the rest?" Giles inquired. "Do you know where they went?" [image: image9.jpg]



"I got nada," Faith told him. "Julia said that she was checkin' the place out first before I got a chance to tell them all who they were."

"Julia said?" Rowena scoffed. "Someone's on a major power trip."

Faith shook her head. "You didn't see what I saw out there," she responded. "These girls stopped when Julia told them to. It's not just a power trip, it's a genuine pull."

"How'd she get that pull in the first place?" Robin asked.

"We talked on the way over and she said she'd been on the street for her whole life," Faith explained. "Julia met up with a few girls and they hung out together and then…bam!"

"They got hit with power?" Willow finished sheepishly.

"When you work your mojo, Red, you work it," Faith confirmed. "Don't know how they slipped under your witchy radar, but they met other girls and now there're twenty plus of these wild childs."

"Do they have any Slayer knowledge?" Giles asked. "Do they know anything…whatsoever?"

With a shrug Faith said, "They know which end of the stake to hold."
Cut to:
Int.
Slayer Dorms Hallway – Moments later

On her way back to her apartment, Kennedy passed by the infirmary. She stopped outside of the door and peeked in through the window. She sighed before looking away only to find that Andrew was watching her from down the hall.

"You take this way to your room a lot," Andrew told her.

"Aren't you supposed to be on phones?" Kennedy responded with a knowing look. Andrew pressed on, however. He walked up and looked through the window at what Kennedy was watching. He guessed that Kennedy was particularly interested in one girl, Lori, who was sleeping peacefully in her bed.

There was a long moment before Andrew said, "You know, she's doing a lot better. Considering –"

"Considering that I caused her trouble?" Kennedy spat bitterly. "Yeah, she's doing a lot better…and it's no thanks to me."

Without anything else to say, Kennedy pushed by Andrew and headed to her apartment. "I wasn't going to say that!" he called after her, even though there wasn't much effort behind his statement.

Before she turned the corner, Kennedy looked back down at Andrew and replied, "You didn't have to."
Fade Out
Act Two
Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council – Later That Night

"And therefore, that is why we have changed the Watcher's slogan, as well as many other methods that seemed too…aged," Giles concluded. "These are new times, after all, and there isn't only one Slayer any more. The ways of the old Council just didn't correspond with what we hope to accomplish here." [image: image10.jpg]



Giles smiled at Julia, only to find that she was seated with her chin resting on the table and an uninterested look on her face. Willow, Rowena, Robin, and Faith were also gathered in the room. Willow gave Giles a small thumbs-up for support, but his smile faded anyway.

"Nice story, Mr. Giles, but I just came here to check things out," Julia told him before she nodded over to Faith. "I didn't make her any promises."

Julia moved to get up, but Giles held out his hand. "Julia, please," he pleaded. "What you have is an extraordinary gift that can be put to good use if you join us. The demon/Slayer ratio has been tipped to our favor, but times are changing rapidly. There are more and more demons and threats against the world every day…especially when one is living right on top of a Hellmouth."

"What's a Hellmouth?"

Julia was met with a collective sigh from the group before Faith picked up Giles's slack. "The Hellmouth thing is tricky," Faith explained. "But here's the thing: I saw what two of your girls can do out there. They were fast, strong, and getting the job done until I stuck my nose into their business. We, the Council, need that. We need any help we can get."

"Well…I don't know. I mean, what's the point?" Julia responded. "I've been on my own since almost as far back as I can remember. No one wanted to stick his neck out for me, why should I fight for a world like that?"

"To give us a chance," Faith said with a tone that sounded desperate. "Look, I can relate to where you've been, believe me, but if you don't want in, there won't be any beef. Just, let your girls come down and check the place out too –."

"That's not gonna happen," Julia interrupted as she pushed herself away from the table and walked toward the door.

Faith was up before anyone else and raced Julia to the door. Willow called after her, "Where are you going? We can answer any questions –"

"You already have answered my questions," Julia told her with a faux smile. "I got the facts, and I'll think about it."

The door slammed shut and left the room in absolute silence. Faith's hands brushed through her hair in frustration as Giles lowered himself back into his seat. Rowena sighed as she looked down at Giles. "She's not coming back." Ro stated.

"Yeah, well, I'm not drownin' in our loss," Faith said as she opened the door and went to leave. "I'm going after her."

Robin was there, however, holding her arm and looking down at her. "I think she might need some space, baby," he said quietly. "If you keep pushing her, she's gonna keep responding the same way."

"I know," Faith agreed. "That's why I'm going to follow her to see where she and her crew stays. Maybe I'll go over there when Julia is out and talk to some of the other girls."

"From what you've said and how she speaks about the gang, Julia has a pull on these girls," Willow reminded Faith grimly. "How do you know they won't have the same mindset as her?"

"I may not be able to change Julia's mind, but I'll be damned if I won't try to help those other girls," Faith shot back. "If I know them the way I think I do, a warm place and three meals a day will sound a hell of a lot better than what Julia can give them."

"How do you know?" Robin asked, his tone laced with doubt.

Faith chuckled, despite the way she choked out, "I can relate."

Faith exited the room, but Robin followed closely behind her. They remained silent as they walked to the front door where Faith reached over to the coat rack and pulled on her jacket. Robin watched her the whole time and followed suit until she put her hand on his arm. "Not this time, Ace," she said in a low tone. "Just…do me a favor and trust me when I say this is something I gotta do on my own, okay?"

Robin let go of his jacket and took a step back. "I don't understand why," he admitted.

"I don't really expect you to," Faith replied. "Don't wait up."

Faith was half way out the door when Robin called after her, "I know what you're doing here."

She looked back at him and watched as his eyes conveyed most of his emotions. "Please," he began. "Don't push me away. Not when you really need me."

"I'm a big girl, Robin," Faith notified him in a small voice. "I can take care of myself."

Folding his arms, Robin watched Faith walk out the door.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Central Park, NYC – Night

New York City, 1989
A young black man, around sixteen years old, crawled backward on his palms toward a dumpster as three stalking vampires snarled.

"It's a school night, son," one of them taunted. "Shouldn't you be at home tucked in bed?"

The other two laughed as all three of them moved in closer. The young man shot to his feet and pulled a stake from inside his coat pocket, making them laugh even harder. But before they could advance any closer, the one farthest to the left combusted making the remaining two vampires turn around.

They all looked to see an aging man reloading a crossbow and yelling, "Robin! Get out of here!"

Not wasting a moment of the distraction, Robin staked one dead center in the heart as the other one advanced on the well dressed man.. He fumbled nervously with the bolt as the vampire snarled and gnashed his teeth as he approached. The man raised the crossbow at the last moment, shooting the vampire directly in the heart and turning him to dust.

With a sigh of relief he lowered the weapon and looked at the young man who was racing toward him. [image: image11.jpg]



"Robin, what on God's green earth do you think you are doing?" the man shouted in a British accent. "You call this going to the movies?"

"Look, I'm not a kid. I can take care of myself," he said putting the stake back in his pocket as he tried to walk past the man.

The man grasped Robin's arm, stopping him, and asked, "Is that so?"

"What's your point?" Robin said, pushing the man off.

"My point, dear boy, is that you are not a Slayer. This is not your responsibility."

"Oh yeah, well if I don't do this who will, huh? This city is crawling with vamps and –."

"No matter how many you kill, you won't know who took your mother," he finished. Robin looked away sharply and the man put his hand on Robin's shoulder. "I'm sorry Robin. But it's true. You can't spend your life patrolling for trouble every night. Boys your age should be worrying about girls and going to basketball games on Friday nights. They shouldn't be hanging out in city parks or graveyards."

"You don't get it," Robin said, brushing him off, walking away.

"The bloody hell I don't!"

The outburst made Robin stop and turn around with a look of surprise.

"Robin, please," he continued growing a bit calmer. "I loved your mother too. The Council states that a Slayer is an instrument we use to fight evil, nothing more." Robin suddenly looked angry at the man's words. "But they failed to realize she was also human with a heart and a soul. It's because of this that I promised I would always take care of you. I can't help her anymore but I can look out for you. I know you don't want to hear it, but you have to give this up, Robin. You have to walk away."

"I won't do that," the young man answered.

The Watcher ran his fingers through his hair in obvious frustration. "So much like your mother," he sighed before starting to chuckle slightly. He took a few steps closer and looked Robin up and down. "You're determined to do this, regardless of what I say, aren't you?"

Robin simply nodded.

"Well then…perhaps we can strike a deal. If you keep your end of the bargain then I'll keep mine."

"What are you suggesting?" Robin asked.

"I'll train you," the Watcher answered. Robin looked doubtful and hopeful at the same time. "However, a few rules first," the Watcher said, grabbing his surrogate son's arms and giving a squeeze. "Vampires are strong and you have the muscle tone of a limp rubber band."

"Hey! I've got muscles!"

"Not enough to stand against a vampire. You won't have Slayer strength, Robin, so you'll need your body to be in top physical condition. As we train physically, I'll also train you mentally. When I feel you're ready, then we'll patrol – but only together. Think you can agree to this? If not, tell me now so we don't waste either of our time."

Robin gave a short nod.

"If, at any time, I discover you've been going out behind my back, I'll end the training immediately and you will cease to have a life outside of school until you graduate. Is that understood?"

"Yes, sir," Robin said respectfully.

The man smiled and nodded as the two began to walk through the park side by side. "For the record, I know you can take care of yourself with most things, Robin," he added. "But sometimes, we all need a little help."

The man patted him on the back as they continued along.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
City Street – Evening

Present Day
Julia kept checking behind her as she walked to her destination. The girl was good, but Faith was better and knew how to stick close to the walls and travel through the shadows.

Every now and again Julia would start sprinting and cut quick corners trying to shake Faith. The dark Slayer didn't fall for it, though. Julia was fast, but Faith was faster.

Julia stopped at the edge of the warehouse district in downtown Cleveland. She turned left and headed straight for a six story, abandoned warehouse. Faith took in her surroundings.

"Could've done worse," she commented to herself as she watched Julia take a running leap before clinging to the side of the building.

In under a minute, Julia had pulled herself up to the roof before disappearing from Faith's sight. Faith stayed where she was, her figure overshadowed by the tall building she was leaning against, and watched as Julia stepped up to the edge of the roof and scanned the area.

For insurance, Faith ducked down low and hoped Julia's Slayer seeing wasn't in tune. It seemed as though Julia's hazel eyes locked on to Faith, but the girl turned and disappeared once again.

That was when Faith bolted from her hiding spot toward the building. She kicked off of the ground and soared up into the air before slamming into the wall about three floors off the ground. Faith winced a little, but ignored the pain and continued to climb up the building until she reached the roof.

Faith poked her head out first, just to check for Julia, and pulled herself over the ledge when she saw the coast was clear. There was a door that led into the building and Faith walked over only to find it locked. She turned away from the door and saw a sky light on the roof.

She slowly approached the window, carefully not showing too much of herself as she looked down. Faith watched as Julia walked into the room. The younger girl was being cautious, and Faith made sure that she wouldn't be seen.

When Julia thought it was safe, Faith heard her whistle and watched as the gang filed into the room.

Cut to:
Int.
Julia's Abandoned Building – Same Time

Julia was met with a flood of questions that merged into a cacophony of sound. She winced before holding up her hand. The questions stopped instantly and Julia looked through the group of girls. The look on her face showed that she was annoyed and some of the girls in her gang started to back away from her.

"Okay," she said with a sigh. "Where's Mia?" [image: image12.jpg]



The gang all looked over their shoulders before parting slightly and letting Mia through. "Have a good night, Jule?" the Japanese-American girl asked quietly.

Julia shrugged, "It wasn't anything special. My little detour, however, means that we have to stay out late tonight. We still have a job to do."

"Where did you go exactly?" Mia asked.

"It doesn't matter," Julia answered quickly before changing the subject. "You coming out tonight or still nursing your injury?"

"Arm's still a little sore," Mia responded before rubbing her right arm. "Who was that woman in the alley earlier? Is she gonna help us?"

"She's no one!" Julia exploded, the questions finally getting to her. "I don't wanna hear another question about what I did tonight, okay Mia?" Mia nodded once, her expression never changing from her set features. "Sometimes I wonder about you," Julia said quietly as she walked up to Mia's face.

Mia didn't blink. "I was gonna say the same thing."

"You know what? You're lucky that woman ruined this evening's plans because now, I have to go out," Julia said. "Imagine if she didn't and you mouthed off to me again. Then I'd have to deal with you because the job was done."

Mia continued to stare back, although her jaw clenched slightly and beads of sweat began developing at her forehead. "First five girls," Julia called out while still looking at Mia. "It's gonna be a late evening. Everyone else…Mia's in charge. Let's go."

The five girls that Julia called ran out of the room while Julia backed herself out because her eyes were still locked onto Mia's. Julia pointed at her before exiting the room. That was when Mia breathed out a sigh of relief and let herself relax. She turned to see the rest of the gang waiting for orders.

"Julia's not here anymore, guys," she told them with a frustrated tone. "You can do whatever you want. Just make sure you're asleep in two hours when she'll be back."

The girls did as they were told but snapped back into place when they heard a knock at the door. Mia's head snapped up and she watched as the door handle jiggled on the inside. The gang clamored behind her and scattered to find weapons, but Mia held her hand up and they stopped instantly.

The noise stopped as well, and Mia began to slowly approach the door. When she was close, the door flew open and knocked her to the floor. Mia groaned before pushing herself up and looking at who broke in.

Faith took a couple steps into the room. "Sorry about the door," she said with a shrug.

The gang moved forward but Mia held her hand up again. They stopped, and Mia tried pushing herself up. All her weight, however, was pressed on to her injured right arm and she crumpled back to the floor.

Faith walked over and helped Mia up. "I'm not here for a fight or anything. I'm –"

"You're the woman from the alley," Mia finished. "I recognize you." [image: image13.jpg]



"Yeah, Faith's the name," she nodded.

"Mia," the young woman replied.

"Julia around?" the Slayer asked.

"You just missed her."

"Good." Faith smiled. "I actually wanted to talk to you guys alone."

Mia and the gang didn't say anything.

"Look, I get that Julia's probably taken care of a lot of you, but where I took her can take care of you guys too, and with much better lighting," Faith joked as she took in the dank surroundings. She then noticed Mia holding her right arm. "Especially you with that busted wing – we've got a doc on staff. There's food, a warm bed, and you still get to kick some vampire ass." Faith still received silence in response. "I know you guys might be feelin' bad about going behind Julia's back-."

"That's not it," Mia interrupted. "Most of us here don't feel like that. We do what we have to in order to survive. We're not all like Julia."

"I'm assuming you know her the best?" Faith asked Mia.

"I do," Mia responded. "I've been with her since I was kicked out of my house three years ago."

"It's not easy being on the streets alone," Faith told her.

"Oh really? What would you know?" Mia countered.

"I had to hitchhike from Boston to California when I was just a teen. Prior to that I spent a few months running for my life. And that's not just some cheesy expression. I was really running."

"So no home?" Mia asked.

"Didn't have much of a family life to speak of but to make a really long story short, I found some people that helped me. It's the same help I'm offering you gals, if you want to take it."

"You run some Girlstown or something?"

Faith smiled. "I could tell you about it," she said. "But maybe you should see it for yourselves."

Mia looked reluctant.

"Hey," Faith said throwing her hands in the air. "Offer's there but if you're too chicken of Julia, or me, then suit yourself."

"We're not chicken," Mia answered defiantly.

"Then prove it," Faith challenged. "Come with me. Just remember there's safety in numbers, so the more the merrier."

Faith turned and started toward the door with her eyes closed as if praying the girls wouldn't call her bluff.

"You're trying to use our egos against us," Mia told Faith.

The Slayer stopped and turned around. "Did it work?"

Mia cracked the tiniest of grins and nodded for Faith to lead the way as the other girls followed behind them.

Cut to:
Ext.
City Street – moments later

"So, what?" a young girl with dirty blonde hair asked. "We're supposed to do what these Watcher people want us to do?"

"Watchers are there to help train us so that we can use all the powers we have," Faith answered. "Not to put you guys down, but I've seen Slayers fight just using their instincts and I've seen them fight knowing all they can do. Who do you think wins?" Faith wasn't met with the reaction she had hoped for, but smiled and added, "Not to mention you guys could all probably learn how to use a throwing ax."

"Oh, cool!" a young girl, perhaps all of fiften years of age, said with an excited tone.

"So," Mia began as she walked up to Faith. "When can we get the grand tour? Julia's certainly not going to pass along what she saw."

"And why is that, exactly?" Faith asked.

Mia shrugged. "I think she gets off on the power trip and…other stuff."

"Big fish in a small pond, huh?" Faith grinned. "Anyway, you guys can come to us whenever you want," Faith told her. "This is your choice. No harm, no foul."

A noise was heard in the background and Faith turned to see Julia. She walked out from the shadows. "What the hell are you doing?" she asked through gritted teeth.

"Just out for a moonlight stroll," Faith replied calmly. "Care to join us?"

"You had no –" Julia began to yell before she cut herself off and regained her composure. "You've taken care of that, Faith, and now I think it's time for you to leave."

"Look, Julia," Faith began. Julia grabbed Faith's arm but the Slayer yanked it from Julia's grasp. "I'm sorry for stepping on your toes, okay? But I'm not sorry for giving those girls the choice they're entitled to."

"I guess I didn't really make myself clear before when I said this was my group," Julia responded. "We've been there for each other when no one else wanted to take care of us."

"So why the hell are you denying them this?" Faith shot back. "I respect your whole leader thing, I do, but the Council's a good group, and we need all the help we can get."

Julia sighed, "You just don't get it."

"It seems like you don't either," Faith said quietly. "Look, me and you, we're not that different. I've been in your place, I know what it's like and I'm proof that you can come out of that change fine."

"Oh really, Miss Know-It-All. Please enlighten me," Julia challenged.
Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Abandoned building

Boston, 1998
As Faith jogged through the hallway of the old warehouse, her foot got caught on something and she was tugged down. The Slayer slammed onto the floor with a sickening slap and blood spurted out of her mouth.

She remained where she was for a moment before she slowly pushed herself to her knees and tried to catch her breath. Her head peeked up. The look on her face suggested that Faith sensed something in the air.

Faith found strength from somewhere in her depleted body and continued running to where she was headed before. The door that she was running to was cracked open and Faith pushed it so that it slammed into a wall inside the room.

The sound echoed against the walls and filled the empty room. Faith remained at the doorway, scanning the room before noticing a hand sticking out from under a pile of wreckage.

She instantly ran over and pushed the debris off with ease, but screamed and stumbled back. Expecting to find a body under the wreckage, all she found was an arm that looked as if it was ripped painfully off.

Her hand clapped over her mouth as tears formed in her eyes.

"Faith."

Her name came out more like a moan than a statement. The Slayer looked over to her left and discovered another hand sticking out from underneath rubble. Once more she began to toss debris aside. After moving the final crate, she found her Watcher, battered and bleeding, with only one arm and one leg.

"I gotta get you outta here," Faith said moving to lift her.

"No!" Her Watcher's voice was demanding, but lacked any power behind it. "Too late. Trap," she continued struggling as she talked. "Go now. Remember. Sunnydale. Buffy Summers. Go!"

"I'm not gonna leave you here!"

"Save yourself," came the weeping response. "Run."

There was a cracking noise from behind her and Faith whipped her head around and saw nothing. She knew, however, that she wasn't alone. Faith turned her head in the other direction and was met with a fist. [image: image14.jpg]



Suddenly the Slayer was on her back, about 200 feet away, trying to think through the numbing pain that throbbed on her cheek. Faith propped herself up on her elbows as she tried to refocus her eyes across the room. She heard the screams of her Watcher and as her eyes widened repeatedly, the world seemed to come back into view.

She watched, petrified, as the screaming continued. But just as quickly as it began, it stopped, and the only sound was a sickening thud. Faith shook her head as if to push her shock aside at what she just witnessed and she found herself looking up at the growling face of Kakistos, who closed in on her.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
City Street – Evening

Present Day
"He killed her?" Julia asked.

Faith nodded once. "He ripped her apart," Faith corrected Julia, her voice cracking slightly. "She was the closest thing I had to a mother and I had to watch her die. Before that though, I was mostly out on the streets with no real direction. My Watcher showed up and offered me the chance to make something out of myself. After Kakistos killed her I…I lost sight of that. But in the end, it all came down to me wanting a life," Faith concluded. "And the way I started to live wasn't a life."

Julia had been with Faith through the whole conversation, but the brunette's final words offended her. "So, you think my life is pointless then?"

"No, Julia, damnit," Faith swore. "Look, I don't mean it like that. I respect what you guys are doing – sticking together, fighting evil, tryin' to make it on your own. I had a fellow Slayer and she and I were pretty tight for a while, but I never forgot what happened the last time I got close to someone. I had too much damn pride and fear to put my trust into someone else and depend on her. So instead of staying on the path my Watcher always wanted for me, I chucked it all away. I fell in with a bad crowd after that and lived for the excitement that living on the edge brought."

"Your life got boring by being good?" Julia laughed. "If you were as bad as you say you were, there's no way that stuffy place is exciting enough for you now."

"Life isn't just about excitement," Faith responded.

"Then what good is it?" Julia asked. "A tiger can't change its stripes. Can't tame a wild child, and you can't tell me that there's nothing better than being out on your own and having no one to answer to."

"You think you're free?" Faith accused as she pointed over to Julia's building. "What about these girls here? They don't control their lives, they answer to you."

"But I don't keep them on a leash," Julia told her. "And they haven't sold out who they are just to hang with me."

"I'm not a sell out," Faith said defensively.

"Oh really? Then why do I get the feeling that when these Watcher folks ask you to jump, you ask how high?"

"It's not like that. We work together to solve problems. They have the final word, but we have a voice that they listen to – more of a voice than any of these girls have under your control, I can tell you that."

"I think you're kidding yourself." [image: image15.jpg]



"Check the record, okay? I have a kick ass job, a guy who loves me even though he's outta my league and I'm fixing my life by trying to finish school. I have goals and plans that don't include how I'm gonna get my next meal. Can any of you say that?" she added to the group.

Julia had heard enough and with a look of anger she pushed Faith and reared back to punch her but stopped when she heard a few thumps. Both women heard the sound and looked down to find three wallets lying at Julia's feet.

"Well, I'll be damned," Faith muttered.

Fade Out
Act Three

Fade In
Ext.
City Street – Moments later

Julia shrugged and leaned over to gather the wallets up before looking back at Faith. "What the hell is that?" Faith asked. "That the 'job' you pulled tonight? Beatin' people up and takin' their money?" [image: image16.jpg]



"A girl's gotta eat," Julia said as she laughed nervously and shoved the wallets back into her pockets. When Faith said nothing but cast a disapproving glare Julia went on. "Look, I was nothing my whole life. Out on the streets, I was still treated like dirt and beat on until the day your witch friend gave me what was rightfully mine. You and the Watchers believe in all that destiny crap, right? Then isn't this my destiny? These powers are a part of who I am, so why not use them?"

"For stealin'?" Faith replied. "That's not what your powers are for, Julia. They'll give you free meals at the Council and, here's the added bonus, it's not stealing."

Laughter erupted from Julia and cut through the night air. "No, but I get to be a nice lap dog, don't I?" she countered. "Don't give me your 'holier than thou' crap," Julia said in a menacing tone. "I saw the way you fought. The wild child inside you wants out and fighting is its only release. Pretty soon, it's gonna get harder and harder to contain that. Stop denying who you are, Faith, and stop judging me for it."

Julia nodded the girls back in the direction they had all come. They looked to Faith for a moment, but one by one they all headed back toward the warehouse. With a satisfied smile plastered to her face, Julia taunted Faith. "Better watch your back from now on!"

The look on Faith's face showed that Julia's words were not lost on her.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Later that night

Faith walked down a hall toward the gym, looking more exhausted than she might look after fighting ten vampires. The scowl on her face showed defeat but she was too tired to deal with anything right now.

The closer she got, the louder the grunting and pounding of fists became. Faith walked inside to find Kennedy at the punching bag before she stepped back and caught her breath.

"Hey," Faith called over to her.

Kennedy stiffened, but relaxed a little when she saw Faith. "Hey," she returned. "You look like crap."

"You're nothing special either, you know?" Faith shot back playfully before nodding to the bag. "Who pissed you off?"

Kennedy continued trying to catch her breath as she took off the gloves she had on and tossed them aside. "No one," she answered without looking at Faith. "I just…I couldn't sleep and I hadn't really had much vamp action. Probably just pent up Slayer energy that needs to be –"

"Don't cover with me, Kennedy," Faith interrupted quietly. "I meant what I said before. You can talk to me…about anything."

Kennedy looked up and met Faith's eyes. She was quiet for a moment and seemed like she was going to say something, but then she looked away. "I'll remember that when there is something going on," she told Faith. "But right now, there's nothing happening…literally, since I've got enough punishment to cover the rest of my life."

"Fine," Faith replied as if too tired to weed Kennedy's discontent out of her. "My door's open, though, when you wanna chat," she added.

As Faith turned and slowly walked toward the exit, Kennedy furrowed her brow in thought. She opened her mouth, but shut it just as quickly as Faith got closer and closer to the door.

"Faith?"

Faith smiled to herself as if knowing that if she gave Kennedy her space, she would be smart enough to confide in her.

"Yes?" Faith replied, turning to face Kennedy.

"Do you?" Kennedy asked as she kicked at the floor with her boot. "Have a minute, I mean?" Faith nodded, but before she went over to Kennedy, a throat was cleared from behind her.

Robin stood at the door and looked over at Kennedy. "Is it okay if I borrow her?" he asked the younger girl.

"You know, babe, we were just –" Faith began, but Kennedy cut her off.

"No, it's fine," Kennedy insisted despite her need to confide in someone. "Go…talk."

Faith looked back at Robin before she turned one last time to Kennedy and said, "We're rescheduling."

Kennedy nodded and watched Faith and Robin walk out of her sight before she released a heavy sigh.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council Hallway – Moments later

"So…how are you?" Robin asked as he buried his hands in his pockets.

Faith shrugged as she and Robin walked slowly toward their room. "I got to talk to a few girls without big brother lookin' over our shoulder," she said. "I think they find the idea of someplace to stay more appealing than the whole Watcher thing itself. They like trouble with a capital 'T', but a few of them…I get the feeling they want more. But their leader chick though, she's got 'em on a short chain."

Robin nodded. "Okay, but I asked how you were doing."

"Fine," Faith answered with an uneasy tone. "Why wouldn't I be?"

Robin stopped walking and turned to face Faith. "Because you keep talking about how you can relate to these girls," he told her. "You're cracking jokes about something that is hitting close to home. You've been doing really well here, and I'm proud of you, but you can't tell me that having this in your face isn't affecting you at all."

Faith averted her eyes and crossed her arms. She had mounted her defense, and she wasn't going to let anyone, not even Robin, through. "Look, I'm really tired –" [image: image17.jpg]



"And I'm tired of you shutting me out, like this," he motioned to her stance and body language. "You're physically rejecting me. You're not the only one that's had to deal with something like this, Faith."

"What? So you're the big time expert now?" Faith snapped. "Please, grace me with your ever present knowledge, oh wise one."

"You don't have to get defensive with me," Robin told her.

"Then get the hell off my back," Faith spat and headed back toward the gym. "I'm staying at the dorms tonight."

"Faith," Robin called out again in agitation.

She just waved him off and continued to walk away. Looking defeated and angry, Robin walked down the hall in the opposite direction.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
New York City Street – Night

New York City, 1991
A vampire landed hard on the concrete and rolled to a stop, hitting a garbage can fully fanged and incredibly infuriated. He ran up behind 18-year-old Robin as the young man traded blows with the vampire in front of him.

Robin ducked the swing and sidestepped the vampire he heard approaching behind him. When he did, it put both vampires in front of him again and he quickly staked the nearest one. Three quick jabs to the other vampire's face were enough to startle him so Robin could issue the death blow.

As soon as the vampire turned to dust, the Watcher who sat on the bus stop bench hit a stopwatch and announced, "Five minutes and forty-three seconds. A new record," he said proudly. He scrunched his eyebrows though when he saw no joy on Robin's face. "Did you hear what I said?" he asked as he walked over.

"Yeah, that's…that's good news. Maybe we could take a patrol down Broadway? Visit a few alleys. Shows will be getting out soon and there're always vamps hoping to nab a lost tourist or two," he said as he looked at his watch.

His Watcher rose and walked over to him, putting a hand on his shoulder. "You've done well this evening, Robin. Let's call it a night."

Robin's expression showed anything but joy over what he accomplished. He simply stared at the pile of vampire dust.

"Not a single blonde one in the bunch," Robin muttered in a defeated tone.

The Watcher sighed. "You can't kill every vampire in the world until you catch her killer," he told him honestly.

"Perhaps not," Robin agreed. "But if I can save someone else's mother by taking out as many as I can before I go, then that's good enough for me."

"But at what cost to you?" the Watcher asked.

"What do you mean? I'm helping people here," Robin argued. "And as long as that creature is still walking the earth, I'll be hunting it…I just wish you'd tell me more. Narrow my search."

"I told you all I know," the Watcher replied.

"Somehow I doubt that," Robin muttered.

"Look here," he said taking Robin by the arm. "I've always been straight with you, haven't I? You promised to train and I promised to Watch, remember? I've told you all I know, Robin."

Robin rolled his shoulders. "I know. It's just…frustrating."

"I realize that. I do. Nikki was an exceptional woman and an excellent Slayer. But even if you find her killer and even if you manage to destroy him, it's not going to bring her back."

"So what do you suggest? I just walk away from the fight like you left the Council?" Robin immediately slumped his shoulders. "I didn't mean that the way that it sounded."

"You know I left the Council because I refused reassignment. And then when they found out I was training you, the choice was made for me but…I don't regret that, Robin. Honestly. What I do regret is not giving you the life your mother wanted."

"Hey, I promised to go to NYU in the fall, right? I promised I'd 'get a life.' What more do you want?" Robin asked.

"Your mother was a Slayer," he began. "But she also was a mother. She went into every battle to make the world a better place for everyone, but mostly for you. I know this to be true. All I'm saying is don't become so focused that you forget about the people who love you, people like Deidra and yes, even me." He grinned as he paused and Robin gave him a genuine smirk.

"Mom always said 'Gotta work the mission'," Robin told him.

"Yes, but don't forget one of the main reasons she had a mission was because she loved you – she had someone in her life that mattered. Don't let revenge and doubt consume your life. You're far too good a man to waste all that energy to your darkness."

"Okay," Robin agreed with a nod. After a brief silence he put his arm around his Watcher and patted his back. "How about an early breakfast? My treat. We'll even find a place that serves English muffins. Whadda ya say?"

"Capital idea," his Watcher answered with a slight chuckle.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – Morning

Present Day
Kennedy walked into the kitchen looking as tired and worn out as she did the other night. To solve her sleepiness, she headed straight for the coffee.

"Good morning." 

Kennedy jumped at the sudden greeting. She turned quickly and saw Rowena sitting at [image: image18.jpg]


the table in the far corner with a book open and a cup of tea. The turn happened so quickly that some coffee spilled out of the pot and onto her hand.

"Ow," Kennedy cried out as she quickly dropped the pot on the counter and waved her hand around. "Crap…if that doesn't wake you up, what will?"

"You okay?" Rowena asked. "I didn't mean to startle you because…you know, you don't scare easily," the Watcher teased.

"Glad you're amused," Kennedy told her. "I thought I was alone."

"Yeah, I couldn't sleep," Rowena confessed. "Brian's stories have been…sort of haunting me."

"You'd never know considering he was a ghost," Kennedy quipped. "Have you read through all the journals you guys took from that farm?"

"Just about," Rowena admitted sheepishly. "I can't help myself sometimes. I can just get so involved in things that I lose track of everything else."

"Like sleep?" Kennedy joked before the smile slipped away from her face. "I know the feeling, believe me."

Rowena smiled politely at Kennedy as she marked her page and shut her book. Kennedy had turned away and began to make herself a new cup of coffee. "How's Lori?"

Kennedy turned her head slightly, but then looked back down at the coffee as she responded, "Why ask me? Doctor's here today, right?"

"I figured since you kept checking on her so often you'd know her progress," she explained.

"She'll be fine," Kennedy said. "With her Slayer healing and all, she's gonna be ready to train again." The Slayer mustered all of her courage and put on her most convincing, reassuring smile before turning to face Rowena. "It wasn't that big of a deal."

"Good," Rowena replied. "Then you shouldn't be so hard on yourself."

"Who said I was?" Kennedy shot back defensively.

Rowena appeared to hold back a sigh. "No one, but you seem a bit tense. That's all."

Kennedy shrugged. "Are we training today?" she asked changing the subject.

"Whatever you want," Rowena said. "In truth, we probably won't be training for much longer."

"Meaning?"

"Meaning," Rowena stressed and smiled as she went on, "You've proved your worth in my eyes. I just need Giles to sign off on my reports. Then I think you can go about your duties unmonitored as before."

Kennedy nodded and ran a hand through her hair, seemingly unaffected by the news, as Andrew walked in.

"Hey, Kennedy! I see you found the coffee and…spilled it all over my floor!" Andrew exclaimed when he saw the small puddle of brown liquid on the kitchen tiling. "Did you plan on cleaning that up or just let it stain the tile! I'm glad you think you can just throw food around here like…are you okay?" He stopped as he got a good look at her drowsy face.

"Getting tired of people asking me that," Kennedy admitted. "I'm gonna go work out."

Andrew watched her leave with her coffee cup in hand. "What was that all about?" he asked Rowena as he leaned over to clean the floor once Kennedy was gone.

"Not sure," she answered as Faith walked into the kitchen.

"Hey, where's my food?" she asked Andrew, playfully picking up a spoon and fork at the table and lightly tapping them in a demanding fashion.

"Faith," Andrew sighed in annoyance.

"Cool it, Andy. I'm just teasin' ya," she told him before turning to Rowena. "Still reading that dead kid's stuff?"

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Hallway – Outside kitchen – Same time

Willow listened for a moment and heard Rowena and Faith talking. She put her hand on the kitchen door and took a deep breath before entering.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – Same time

"Good morning, everyone," Willow announced and walked over to the coffee pot.

A chorus of various greetings welcomed her as she poured the coffee into her cup. Next she grabbed the sugar and began to pour it into the cup.

"Oh Rowena," she said casually without facing the blonde. "I was thinking since I wasn't taking anyone to Becca's performance a-and as far as I know you're not taking anyone that maybe we could take each other? I mean, like driving there, not necessarily together together but you know, you and me? I had a good time at the Christmas party a-and –." [image: image19.jpg]



"Hey Red," Faith called out.

"Yeah," Willow said finally turning around.

"Got enough sugar in that cup?"

"What?" Willow looked down at her coffee mug and notice she was still pouring sugar. "Oh!" she exclaimed as she righted the container again stopping the flow. "Uh, anyway, would you like to go?" she asked nervously.

"Sure, sounds like fun," Rowena answered.

Willow smiled broadly and gave a nod. "Great! It's a date – well a get together really a-and…what time? Seven at your place okay? Because I think it starts at eight if I remember –."

"Seven will be fine," Rowena answered cutting her short.

"Okay, seven. Cool. I'll see you at the meeting then, today I mean."

With that, Willow quickly averted her eyes from the pair and darted away so all that was left for Faith to watch was the swinging door. She looked back at Rowena, who had her nose back in her book again. Finally she couldn't hold back any longer and began to laugh out loud, making both Rowena and Andrew turn in her direction.

"What's so funny?" Andrew asked.

"Red was totally hittin' on you," Faith told Rowena.

"She was not," Andrew piped in.

"How many dates have you gone on?" Faith asked Andrew as he stood over the stove.

Andrew pursed his lips. "Define date."

Faith rolled her eyes. "You're not entitled to an opinion," she told him before quickly turning back to Rowena. "But you, you're a good looking chick. I'm sure you've scored before. Tell me you didn't see that."

"We're just going to Becca's gig together," Rowena replied.

"Did we just see and hear the same conversation?" Faith asked.

Rowena shook her head. "I think you're making too much out of this, Faith."

"You mean the nervous stutter, the fidgeting with the hair, the endless stream of sugar that will probably put Red in a diabetic coma? You didn't see all that?"

"Well that doesn't mean that she's interested…in me…that way," Rowena remarked.

"Uh huh," Faith answered, unconvinced. She looked up and watched Xander walk in.

"Oh hey," he said getting Rowena's attention. "Just the gal I was looking for."

"What's up?" she asked.

Xander came over and took a seat in front of Rowena, making sure to take a deep breath first. "Okay, here's the thing. I figured I'd find some cute, sexy stud to set you up with for Becca's concert. But when I couldn't find one I thought you might settle for me."

Rowena snorted into her coffee and Faith smiled broadly.

"Day late and a dollar short, Xan – Red beat you to the punch and already asked her out." Faith informed him.

"You're going out with Willow? I didn't know you liked girls. I mean, I guess I shouldn't assume, I just – does Kennedy know this?" he asked Rowena unable to hide his surprise.

"No, I – I it's not like a date or anything. It's a social outing," Rowena told him. When Faith snorted and shrugged at the wording, Rowena quickly continued, "I mean a get together, kinda thing. She said it wasn't a date, despite what anyone else says." She stopped her rambling and cast a look of annoyance in Faith's direction. The Slayer just held her hands up.

"I call 'em as I see 'em," Faith chimed in.

"But since Willow did invite me first," Rowena went on explaining to Xander, "I don't want to go back on my word."

"Oh no, that's cool," Xander replied. "I'll just take what's left of my shattered hopes and go back to my room to lick my wounds," he teased.

"Now you're going for sympathy?" Faith asked.

"Hey, maybe she'll take pity on the charity case, which is me," Xander replied with a grin.

"Oh, stop it," Rowena insisted with a giggle. "Look, why don't the three of us go together? I'm sure Willow won't mind. She's meeting me at my place at seven."

"Well it wouldn't be the first night I spent with Willow and a beautiful blonde. Come to think of it they were all blondes at some point – Anya, Buffy, Tara, heck even Oz now and then, but I don't know if he qualifies as beautiful. A boyish charm, most definitely, but beautiful, no." Faith and Rowena both began to chuckle and Xander smiled broadly and faced Faith. "See? Charity works," he told her with a wave of his finger.

"Yeah and pathetic puppy dog eyes don't hurt none either,'" the Slayer criticized.

"They certainly don't," he admitted freely and proudly as he stood up. "I'd stay to discuss the finer points of emotional corruption and manipulation but I've got a lumber delivery coming."

They gave him a nod and after he left, Faith turned to Rowena with a smirk but said nothing. The Watcher continued to look at her before finally throwing her hands in the air.

"What am I? Sex on a stick?" Rowena asked.

"You got it goin' on Sweetcheeks," Faith teased. "You're quite the vixen, apparently. Two dates on the same night, at the same time, no less."

"I still say –."

"Yeah, yeah," Faith cut her off. "Save it for Andrew. He's never had a date. He'll believe you," she said as she stood up. "Gotta see to the girls. I'll be back in an hour, Andrew, and I'll expect food," she warned yet gave him a playful chuck on the shoulder before leaving.

Andrew grinned until she was gone before rubbing his shoulder where her fist had made contact. "Ow…" he whined.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Training Grounds outside the Council – Day

"Okay, ladies! Hit the grass," Faith yelled and was quickly met with a roar of moans and groans. "Those attitudes aren't gonna make this easier. Give me a hundred."

"Jeez, Faith," Vi grumbled as she slowly started to do her push-ups. "Can't we, like, run or something? I like running better." [image: image20.jpg]



Faith was looking past the group of Slayers, however. "Faith?" Vi questioned, snapping Faith out of her trance before she looked down at Vi.

"Yeah," Faith replied absently. "Um, you can head up the laps. Just…get out of here."

"Sweet!" Vi cheered as she and the Slayers ran off.

Once the area was clear, Julia walked up to Faith with a smile on her face. "This is what you want us to be a part of?" she laughed. "Boot camp?"

Fade Out
Act Four

Fade In
Ext.
Watchers Council Grounds – Moments later

"What are you doing here?" Faith asked Julia. "For someone that doesn't like the Council, or me for that matter, you seem to be showin' up an awful lot."

"It's not my fault some of my girls liked what you had to say," Julia responded. "Especially Mia, who has almost as much pull as I do with some of them. Anyway, they wanna stop by and get the tour."

"Where are they then?"

"I wouldn't let them come…yet," Julia explained. "I'm not buying your crap about the Council, but despite what you think I do care about my gang. In the end, they're gonna choose…I'm willing to take the chance my girls will be loyal to me."

"Well, I'm glad you're seeing that they're not yours," Faith said. "And the Council is a good place. I mean, you guys would still be together, just in a different way and with more Slayers."

Julia shrugged. "They want to check it out, apparently."

"So, we can expect them soon?" she asked.

"Yeah," Julia responded. "But if your tour is gonna be anything like what you guys showed me the other day, I have nothing to worry about."

Julia turned with a confident smile on her face and began to walk away. Faith called after her, "Some of your girls seemed interested last night."

"We'll find out tomorrow," Julia yelled back.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Council Meeting Room – Later that day

"So, how many girls can we be expecting then?" Giles inquired after being gathered by Faith. Robin, Willow, Rowena, and Xander were also present and looked to Faith for her response. [image: image21.jpg]/ ¢




"Counted twenty six last night, including Julia," Faith told them.

"Wow," Rowena marveled before she turned to Willow. "And you didn't sense them? At all?"

Willow did a double take. "Hey I've done pretty good so far. I can't help that I missed a few," Willow answered before softly muttering the word "dozen" and adding, "right under our noses."

"We might have to start spreading our resources even thinner," Rowena told the group.

"What do you mean?" Willow asked.

"I'm not sure there are enough Watchers to go around," she explained. "There might have to be some changes. Watchers might have to double or triple up on Slayers if these girls decide to join us. I could always take another since Kennedy has been making good progress."

"I don't know about that," Willow admitted reluctantly.

Giles nodded in agreement toward Willow. "I know we've…modified the rules of the Council, but every Slayer has had one Watcher."

"That's because there was only one Slayer and the rest were potentials," Robin pointed out. "For better or worse, Willow changed that."

"What is it? Pick on Willow day?" the witch asked.

"We're not…picking," Rowena insisted while Robin said, "That's not what I meant," at the same time.

"Sure feels like that from where I'm sitting," she challenged before exhaleing harshly. "Look, I still feel a little drained from the 'field trip' and I'm cranky bear right now. Let's just figure this out."

"Well, Faith, you talked to them, you know the most," Giles pointed out, diverting the conversation back on topic. "Are the majority of them interested, really interested, in joining the Council?" 
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Faith waved her hand in the air, using the fifty-fifty gesture. "It's spilt, really," she explained. "Julia does have influence over these girls, but the ones I talked to liked the idea of getting off the streets. These girls aren't what we're used to dealin' with, though. The whole, 'Because it's the right thing to do' ain't gonna fly with these girls."

"Any ideas on what we might be dealing with?" Robin interjected.

"They're not your typical high school cheerleaders living with the perfect families. These girls aren't even out of their teens and they've already been on the streets for years now."

"Meaning?" Willow prompted.

"I think we need a special sales pitch for them." Faith answered as she looked around the table. "They aren't in danger like most of our recruits because, let's face it, they're dangerous themselves," Faith snorted. "I know I wouldn't wanna get caught in a dark alley with any of them, with or without their Slayer powers."

"These girls scare you then?" Giles asked.

"Well, not petrified but yeah, they have a certain intimidating presence. They're not Miss All America sweethearts by any stretch and I think they'd stab someone just as soon as they would look at them. They've got a wild edge and they're not looking to be tamed."

"Maybe we should rethink this invitation," Rowena answered. "We can't put the other Slayers at risk. And if they –."

"No," Faith insisted. "I think they should come here. Even though they're…crude…the thing is, I think they're 'pack' oriented and they love to kick ass."

"In other words, the perfect gang," Robin added.

"Exactly," Faith told him. "Which, when you think about it, is kinda ironic. That's all the new Slayer army is when it comes right down to it. Trouble is they're gonna ask what's in it for them and not sign up just because it's what's best for humanity like the other gals we've found. They don't care about right or wrong because they don't live in a black and white world where the choices are cut and dry. They do what they have to in order to survive and they have fun while they're doing it. So the typical 'You're chosen and have a birthright' speech isn't gonna mean jack to these girls."

"Okay," Xander said with a nod of comprehension. "So now all we have to do is think about how to entice a group of girls that have super powers and a disrespect for authority to change their lives. That shouldn't be too hard. We've faced worse monsters, right?"

No one at the table said anything until Giles spoke up.

"Let me do some research first," Giles told them. "Until then, just try and prepare yourselves for their arrival tomorrow. We may not be dealing with literal demons, but these girls could end up being just as big a threat."

"Giles, will we still let them in?" Rowena asked.

Giles turned to Faith. "You've had the most interaction. What do you think?"

"Hey, I'm not Watcher chick here, okay?"

"No, but you do have a great deal of knowledge and experience we can rely on. So…give us some of that straight forward style you're known for," Giles remarked with a slight grin.

Faith smiled. "Straight up? Let 'em in but think quickly about what you're gonna tell them and how they can fit in here. Otherwise you'll lose them and like you said, we might have a whole new big bad to deal with."

"Thank you," he told her. "We'll do that. I-I'll research more on these girls. Willow and Rowena, would you continue your profiling of the demons known to have worked for the Presidium? See if we can draw any connections?"

Both women nodded and everyone dispersed.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council hallway – Same time

Faith practically ran for the door, but just as soon as she was outside, Robin was at her side. "I'm fine," Faith said quickly before turning and walking down the hall.

Robin followed while pointing out, "I didn't ask how you were, and when people insist continuously that they're fine, they're normally not."

"I'm special," Faith replied, dismissing the topic.

"Going out?" he asked while he still followed.

Faith sighed. "I didn't really have a plan," she informed. "I just…I can't sit here and do nothing."

Robin continued after Faith through the Council and out the front door.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council – Same time

Faith had no intentions of stopping until Robin grabbed her by the arm and turned her to face him. His eyes scanned her face, and [image: image23.jpg]


then he let go and sighed in frustration. 

"I don't get it," he admitted quietly. "How could we have come this far, invested so much into us, and you can't open up to me about who you used to be?"

"Don't pretend like you had no idea what I was. You knew and I didn't think I had to go over it with you," Faith argued. "All that, my past, it's just never been good enough for you."

"I never said that," Robin reminded her calmly.

"Like you had to," Faith shot back. "Both of us knew it without it being said."

"For your information, I never thought that once," he told her. "I care about you, understand? Past, present, future, whatever. I need you Faith, baggage and all. Why are you the only one who can't see that?"

"Don't humor me," Faith scoffed.

Robin went to rebut her comment, but dismissed the thought and turned back to the Council. Faith's jaw fell open, but she quickly regained her defenses.

"Where are you going?" she called after him.

He stopped and turned with a sad smile on his face. "You don't want me around," he replied. "But realize something Faith, you can only push me so far away before I stop coming back."

Faith stood there, feeling the aftershock of her actions weighing down on her shoulders. She watched Robin walk back and disappear behind the door.

Faith turned to proceed down the sidewalk again and found Julia standing right in front of her. Faith jumped before growing slightly angry with the girl.

"You seem edgy," Julia smirked.

Faith ignored the comment. "What the hell are you doing here again?"

"You watched us," Julia said. "I figured I could do the same. You going somewhere?"

"For a walk," Faith shrugged as she shoved past Julia. "Just need some fresh air."

"Getting a closed-in feeling?" Julia asked as she followed Faith.

Faith turned her head slightly, but did not address the comment. "I know the feeling," Julia continued anyway. "That's why I'm livin' this way."

"I know that life," Faith laughed. "It has its moments…especially the hungry ones. They can suck."

Julia shrugged. "When you're hungry, you get food."

"I played the stealing game before," Faith responded. "Got myself into more trouble than I would've liked."

"What? You got arrested or something?" Julia jeered. "I thought you were some bad ass Slayer girl."

"It's more than that," Faith defensively said. "And jail sucks."

"Maybe you're just weak."

"And maybe you're just some smart mouth kid!" Faith exploded as she rounded on Julia. "I was there once myself – stealing, doing my own thing – it led to me thinking I was a god and that no one could stop me. They couldn't, either." Faith paused and put her hands in front of her. "You know what, we're not talking about this," she sneered.

"That's cause I'm right, and you know it," Julia called after Faith. "You miss the life, Faith. You hate being caged, and it's why you're pushin' your boyfriend away."

"That's none of your business," Faith growled as she got into Julia's face.

"You're right, that's none of my business, but look me in the eye and tell me that the Council isn't suffocating you," Julia challenged.

Faith had no reply. She looked down, but noticed Julia smiling victoriously. Julia waited for a response, and Faith delivered it with a punch to Julia's face.

The girl slammed to the ground and Faith towered over her. Julia sat up and wiped the blood away from her smiling lips as she watched Faith walk away from the Council building.

"See?" Julia called out to Faith's turned back. "You're not the good, righteous Slayer you claim to be. You'd do good in my crew," she added with a laugh.

Faith closed her eyes but kept walking.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Library – Later that day

"Knock, knock," Giles heard a voice say behind him.

He smiled before he turned away from the bookcase to face his girlfriend, who was standing in the doorway. "How are you this afternoon?" he asked.

"Not bad," she told him as she held up three Chinese take out boxes. "I brought lunch. Wanted to see if you'd like to take a break and join me. If not, Andrew volunteered to eat the Mu Gu Gai Pan I brought for you." [image: image24.jpg]



Giles walked over and took the containers before giving her a light kiss. "Tell Andrew your Mu Gu is for me alone," he added as he set the cartons on the desk.

"Oooh, sounds naughty," Becca teased.

Giles gave her a bashful smile before walking over to the dorm-sized refrigerator and grabbing two drinks. "Things at the shop are slow today, I take it?" he asked.

"Yeah, so slow I actually started thinking about the Slayer academy."

"How so? Did you rearrange your bookcases to find you had Slayer strength?"

"No," Becca answered with a smile, shaking her head. "I started to think about everyone coming to the performance this week and I wondered if you had a music program here. It's a known fact that music helps children in their mathematical skills. Plus it might be entertaining for them – something other than doing push ups all the time."

"I'm not sure where we could find someone to spearhead such a project," Giles teased knowingly.

"Charming and funny," Becca said waving her chopsticks at him. "I like that…but seriously, what do you think? I've seen all that vacant space you're not doing anything with by the dorms. I'm sure you could create a music room without too much trouble. We could probably go online and get some good deals on equipment. Nothing too fancy or anything, maybe a few basics to start with."

"How about this?" Giles proposed. "You go online and ask Willow to handle the rest."

"Passing the buck, huh?"

"Delegation of authority," he countered as he raised his soda can in a toast before taking a drink.

"Charming, funny and a spin doctor?"

Giles nodded proudly and Becca just smiled at him.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Computer Area – Later that day

"So," Rowena sighed, "we have five classes of demons so far that we've connected to the Presidium and two unidentified."

"Correct," Willow remarked in a perky tone as she too looked at the screen.

"We've also had at least ten occurrences we can link to the Presidium or suspect them of taking part in."

"Correct," Willow repeated in the same tone.

"Which leads us nowhere," Rowena sighed again.

"Correct," Willow answered once more, still optimistically.

Rowena closed the book she was holding and rubbed her eyes. "I need a drink," she said as she stood up.

"Giles swears by coffee and Kahlua during times of stress – scotch if he's really upset," she added in afterthought. [image: image25.jpg]



Rowena grinned. "I was thinking more along the lines of a cola or maybe something a bit harder like root beer. But when the world ends because we didn't figure this out in time, then we'll go for the scotch."

Rowena slipped into the other room and Willow called out, "Of course it might be a fight trying to get the bottle from Giles."

Rowena walked back in holding two cans and handed one to Willow. "That's okay. He's not that tough. I could take him," she growled.

Willow smiled before she held up the can and looked at the name. "Root beer. So the hard stuff it is, huh?" she asked as she popped the top.

"It's gonna be a long day, again," Rowena said opening her own can.

"Well, what do we know," Willow said as she turned to face Rowena, trying to be positive.

"They like demons that can kick the crap out of us, for starters," Rowena answered.

"Sarcastic, but also very true. They like muscle. What else?"

"They like to enslave civilizations," Rowena added as Willow nodded and went back to typing.

"Next?" Willow called out.

"They practically drained the life outta Jeffrey, poor kid."

"So they use magic as a weapon," Willow remarked as she continued to type. "Oh!" she said excitedly, stopping from her task and facing Rowena. "And they recruit skanky magic ho's to do their bidding!"

"You have issues with that woman, don't you?" Rowena smirked. "I'm sorry I missed all that."

"Lots and let's not go there, shall we?" she asked in a perky voice.

Rowena held her hands up in truce before opening up the book again. "So that leads us to…"

"Right about where we started," Willow finished.

Both women looked at each other and sighed simultaneously.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Study – Later that day

Kennedy sat on the window ledge, her head being propped up by the window that held the Cleveland skyline. She hugged her legs close to her body and closed her eyes every now and again.

The Slayer suddenly sensed a presence and turned slowly to see that Andrew was standing at the entrance to the study, watching her. "Something's going on with you," he said as he walked up to her. "I know…it's like a fifth sense I have."

Kennedy arched her eyebrow, but said nothing.

"You know, since Lori got hurt-"

"It's been before Lori got hurt," Kennedy interrupted. "I don't fit in anymore, things have changed so much and I thought I had found a place at the Council but…I thought wrong."

"Other than the whole Willow thing, the Jack the Ripper guy thing, the sucking thing, and the getting a new girl hurt thing, well, things have been good, right?" Andrew asked.

Kennedy shook her head. "Everything has been going downhill and I try to stop it but, I can't," Kennedy told Andrew.

"But some of that wasn't your fault," Andrew pointed out. Realizing how it sounded he tried to make up for it, "I mean you're important to the group a-and the younger Slayers really look up to you. Well they did until the suspension, but that doesn't mean that you can't teach them by showing them where you've been," he said trying to sound optimistic about it all.

"It doesn't feel like I'm helping people," Kennedy scoffed. "I do more harm than good." Kennedy's depression hit Andrew and he tried to say something, but Kennedy looked out the window and beat him to it. "I can't do this any more," Kennedy said, defeated. "I don't feel what I felt before. I don't feel like I've been contributing as much as I've been taking away. And it's time I do something about that." [image: image26.jpg]



Andrew smiled when Kennedy looked over at him. Her face reflected resolve as she nodded.

"Well that's good Kennedy," Andrew told her. "A new perspective is just what –."

"I'm leaving the Council."

Kennedy turned back to the skyline, and Andrew's jaw dropped.

Fade to Black

