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Teaser
Fade In
Int.
Watcher Library – Night

Giles stood in front of Willow, Xander, Rowena, Robin and Andrew. They sat around the large table for the meeting that the senior Watcher had called to begin. [image: image1.jpg]



"Where's Faith?" Giles asked. "I wanted to have her here for this."

"She decided to patrol," Robin told him. "I didn't push."

As if sensing there was more to the story but not sure if he should get into it, Giles proceeded, "Very well then…what is our Council lacking that the former Council possessed?" Giles asked the group assembled in the library.

"More Watchers who could handle all these incoming girls?" Willow joked dryly.

"I think he means aside from the obvious," Rowena answered with a grin.

Giles ignored their bantering and continued, "Think about what Faith said – these girls are violent with no real regard for their actions. They do whatever it takes to achieve their means and they have the power to do it."

Andrew bounced in his seat. "Oh, an Omega Force! You know, some secret team that goes around doing the dirty work of an organization under the cover of darkness."

"Andrew, you're reading spy books again, aren't you?" Xander accused. "I don't think that's what Giles has in mind."

"Well, actually, Andrew's hit the mark," Giles muttered.

"What?" Rowena and Willow both replied with the same surprised look that showed on everyone else's faces.

"Think about it," Giles proposed. "There will be times when this Council needs to put on, how should I say, a little pressure. We train our girls to fight vampires, to protect mankind. But these girls are different from Slayers, although they possess Slayer strength. We can train these girls as well, but since they have an edge, as Faith mentioned, we have to appeal to their basic instincts. And as the Council, if we're going to survive we need…"

"Leg breakers?" Andrew asked.

"Once again, in a less than attractive light…he's correct," Giles admitted.

Robin moved forward in his seat. "So you want a goon squad and you think these girls will fit the bill?"

"I do."

"Okay," he drawled as he nodded. "But who's going to oversee them? I mean, you need someone who can be firm with these girls so they don't overstep their bounds. As it is, they're pretty standoffish, if they're anything like Julia, and you need someone that's got the guts to go toe to toe with them. Someone that can be an ally when need be or a dictator of the Watchers Policy in situ. Oh damn, I just talked myself into the job, didn't I?" Robin asked.

Giles grinned. "I was hoping you would take the position of seeing to them if they decide to stay. You've worked with all kinds of girls and boys as a principal and you know –."

Giles stopped as Robin raised his hand. "Yeah, I was a public school principal in what qualified as a war zone toward the end. I get it. Firm hand, soft heart and all that stuff. But this is different. I'm not sure if I can get through to these girls. Yeah, it's nice to have a cannon in the arsenal; I'll give you that. But if that cannon's a loose one, it could be bad all over."

"I agree with Robin," Rowena told Giles. "We don't know what kind of problems we could be opening ourselves up to."

"I don't know," Xander piped in. "I think Giles has a point. Let's be realistic. These girls aren't all sunbeams and moon drops. They get their kicks by kicking ass and they don't seem to care whose butt it is."

"That's exactly my point," Rowena told him.

Xander held up a finger. "Yeah, but I didn't finish."

"Sorry," Rowena said sheepishly.

"Point is," Xander continued, "some of the folks we may come up against – demon or human – might be the same way. They won't play by the rules. We need people in this organization that will…"

"Sink to their level?" Andrew chimed in.

"For example," Xander nodded acceptingly to Andrew before he went on, "Maybe if we appealed to that innate 'let's do some damage and have some fun' mentality, it will work out for everyone. The trick is to turn a negative into a positive and give them a focus for their energy. I mean, look at Buffy and Faith."

"What do you mean?" Robin asked.

"I get it," Willow nodded to Xander and he prompted her to go on. "Oh, uh, they both were, or are, Slayers, but they each have a different style. Buffy was always part of the team, or we were part of hers," Willow answered before shaking her head. "Cutting to the chase now. Buffy worked well with a group but Faith was always a lone wolf kinda Slayer. I mean they patrolled together, but Faith was always an outsider by choice. It took some doing and time, but I think everyone here can agree that Faith has grown. I mean she can work for the team now or she can be the leader on her own and make decisions. I think what Xander's saying is that these girls might be rough around the edges, but we might be able to use that to our advantage."

"I can't speak for Xander," Giles added, "but that's pretty much what I was thinking."

"And again, I'm outvoted," Rowena sighed.

"No," Robin told her as he touched her arm in camaraderie. "You're not alone in being concerned here," he said before turning to the rest of the group, "and I'm not just saying that because I don't want the job. If we decide to do this and you feel I'm the best person, then I'll do it, no questions asked. I'm not a Slayer or a Watcher, but both at one point or another, trained me for over 18 years. So I know I can do this, but I think we should assess the situation and get to know these girls first before we say anything to them about it."

"I think if we don't tell them of our idea, we'll lose them from the start. They'll walk out and not return," Giles countered. "Then what? We have a gang of hooligan Slayers wandering the streets and our resources become stretched even further protecting civilians from not only the demon threat of Cleveland, but our own Slayer threat as well!"

"But what's the greater danger here?" Rowena asked. "Letting them run wild or having them directly associated with us and slitting whatever throats they please because they don't give a damn what we tell them?"

"Rowena," Giles began.

"I'm just concerned," she told him. "I realize that the Watchers Council, if it's going to survive, can't be hearts and teddy bears, as Xander put it."

"Sunshine and moon beams," he corrected quietly.

"Whatever," Rowena dismissed with a wave of her hand. "The thing is, I don't think these girls should be given carte blanche to do as they feel. If we make them believe they are invincible and can…move around the law without breaking it…then we could be setting ourselves up for a real disaster."

"I agree," Robin answered.

Xander and Giles both shook their heads in disagreement and all eyes fell to Willow and Andrew.

"What?" they both asked as they felt the gazes.

"I don't have to be split decision gal, do I?" Willow whined. When no one said anything, she sighed. "Okay fine…I think we should go with Giles's plan." Rowena and Robin looked frustrated for a moment. "But," Willow added firmly, "I don't think we should give them all the details of what we have in mind. Tell them enough to entice them to want to stay here, but wait to hand them the job of being undercover ops until we know they can handle it."

Andrew timidly offered in a low voice, "What she said," as he pointed to Willow.

Everyone looked at everyone else with a feeling of acceptance.

"Works for me," Robin told her as Rowena nodded her approval.

"Good," Giles agreed. "When Faith comes in tonight, Robin, please have her come see me. I'd like to review what she feels might be the best approach."

"If I see her, I will, " Robin answered as he rose. Everyone else followed suit and left the room.

Cut to
Ext.
City Graveyard – Same time [image: image2.jpg]



Two vampires took on Faith at once as Julia watched from the shadows. One vampire ducked and Faith missed connecting with his jaw, losing her footing for a moment. Trying to take the fallen Slayer, the vampire lunged but Faith quickly pulled her stake, shoving it in his heart as he descended upon her. As he dusted, Faith threw the stake at his on-looking pal. Pushing herself back up to her feet, Faith removed her stake from the vampire's chest before she turned to dust. Casually, she put the stake back in her coat pocket and heard Julia applaud as she stepped out of the darkness.

"Impressive," Julia nodded her head in approval.

"Thanks, you should come out with me some night. I might be able to show you a thing or two."

"Oh boy," Julia sighed. "Not another Big Brother/Big Sister of America speech I hope?"

"Okay then," Faith shrugged. "Don't come. It's your choice."

Faith started to walk away but Julia followed behind her. "Yes?" Faith asked, turning around to face her. "I thought you were done talking to me."

Julia looked away but didn't say anything so Faith continued, "I think I owe you a 'thank you' for helping me figure some stuff out. So although you don't want my help, I'd like to thank you for giving me yours."

As Faith began to walk away again, Julia followed behind. "And how did I help you?"

"I realized that I did change. I am a different person now."

"Not so wonderful being a puppet, is it?" Julia sneered.

"Well no, probably not. But I really wouldn't know what that's like. 'Cause ya see, I'm not a puppet and the changes I've gone through, I chose on my own. The truth is anybody can change if they really want to – even you."

"Ah, here comes the speech," Julia said stuffing her hands in her pockets. "I knew it couldn't be too far away." [image: image3.jpg]



Faith grinned as she kept her cool. "No speeches, I swear," she added holding up her hands. "Just a moment of clarity that I have you to thank for. I spent all night tonight thinking about what you said and I realized that you and I, we're not alike, but someday, when you want more out of life, you'll remember to look me up. Okay, I'm puttin' away the soapbox now."

Faith continued to walk on, her back to Julia. "Don't expect to find me there tomorrow."

"Whatever," Faith called out with a wave. "You do what you gotta do."

Julia set her jaw and walked away in the opposite direction.

Fade Out

End of Teaser
Act One
Guest Starring:
Becky Wahlstrom as Julia, Norika Fujiwara as Mia and Harry Groener as Mayor Richard Wilkins III. 

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Dining Hall – Morning

Faith strolled into the dining hall and wearily took a seat at the main table. All of the senior staff, except Kennedy, was present and busy eating the morning meal. Andrew hopped up the moment he saw the Slayer and grabbed a tray of food from the service line. [image: image4.jpg]



"Thanks, Andy," Faith muttered as he placed the full tray in front of her. Faith popped the lid off of a small bottle of orange juice and drained half of it in one gulp. Andrew returned to his seat and nervously pushed his eggs around on the plate.

"Rough night, Faith?" Giles asked, glancing at the Slayer.

"Pretty much," Faith said. "All vamps, though. Demons been scarce lately."

"I fear that is not a good sign," Giles said. "Experience has shown that a lack of trouble only means an exponential increase in trouble later on."

"From what Tram and his wife said, the Presidium is gathering as many demons as possible. They're here, but laying low I'll bet," Willow put in.

"Have you heard from them?" Rowena asked. "Tram and Greet, I mean?"

Willow nodded. "I spoke with Brell a few days ago. He said the family's settled in and even got the 'spawns' enrolled in private school."

"A private school for demons?" Rowena asked, her eyes wide.

"Not only for demons," Willow admitted. "But some private schools aren't picky about their enrollment as long as the tuition is paid. Brell told me the expatriates from his world have a large network established to help new arrivals get settled and they all contribute funds for special needs, most importantly education for children, until the parents can start bringing in their own income. However, with the influx of refugees lately, they've been a bit strained."

Rowena's face mirrored her shock and Giles smirked at her before turning back to the redhead. "Um, Willow, perhaps the Council should –?"

"Already taken care of," Willow interrupted. "I arranged with Brell to make a sizeable donation to the network for the refugees, as well as set up a trust fund to take care of Tram's kids as thanks for all their help."

Rowena shook her head in amazement. "The Old Council would never have done anything like that," she said. "They didn't believe in benevolent demons."

"The Old Council's not around anymore, is it?" Xander chimed in.

"Good point," Rowena said as she smiled brightly at him. Xander returned the expression and both of them missed Willow's pouty look.

Andrew looked up from his eggs. "So…today's the big day, right?"

Everyone turned to him and each face mirrored the same blank look. Andrew squirmed in his chair and turned to Faith. "What time can we expect the new recruits?" he asked. "I was planning on making up a few platters of vegetable crudités and fresh fruit. Nothing like feeding the homeless with nutritious and healthy food. ."

He chuckled a moment at his own joke, but cleared his throat when he realized that no one was laughing with him. Instead he looked expectantly at Faith.

"Gee, Andy," Faith said sarcastically. "I'd imagine they'll show up after three when school lets out."

"I didn't know they went to school!" Andrew exclaimed.

Faith groaned. "They don't, so stop asking stupid questions. They'll show up when they show."

"If they show at all," Rowena added.

"Yeah," Faith shrugged and finished off her orange juice. "I'll give ya that."

"Even if they don't," Giles put in, "we still need to be prepared. These girls have, for all we know, been living under our noses this whole time and we never caught on." Willow gave Giles a look that begged him not to debate her ability and he held up his hands and added, "Just an observation, not a criticism."

"Well," Willow began to avoid a debate, "That's not all," she added with a nervous glance at Faith. "Some of them…well, like Julia, I guess…might resent our efforts to help them, which they'll interpret to mean 'control' them. They could get mighty pissed off at us and try to do some serious harm."

Faith looked at Willow a moment and shrugged again. "I'll give ya that one, too." She paused a moment then said, "I feel that this is my fault in some weird way. We've been out on those streets for months now and you'd think we would have noticed something before now."

"We should have heard something sooner," Giles agreed. "But it's not your fault, Faith. For all we know, there could a similar gang of Slayers in every major urban center in the world."

"Comforting thought," Faith said. "How are we supposed to convince them to join us then? Any ideas?"

"Um, maybe you can do some tricks, Willow?" Andrew asked. "I'll bet they've never seen magic before. That might impress them."

"Magic isn't to be used frivolously, Andrew," Willow scowled. "Or haven't you been paying attention in the coven lessons?"

Andrew blushed and returned his gaze to his plate, uncomfortable under Willow's glare.

"Actually, Red," Faith said after a moment. "That's not a bad idea. These girls are all about the physical. If you show them you can kick their asses with just a few spells, they might respect that."

"I don't kick Slayer ass," Willow emphasized.

Xander and Giles both coughed and Willow turned her glare on them. "Okay, so I did one time, but…but I'm sure you guys don't want to see me all dark-haired and veiny again."

"No, but perhaps you can just stick to defensive magic," Rowena suggested. "Leave the offensive spells for the bad guys."

"I could do that," Willow conceded. "Again I'll say there's really not a good reason for it. Showing off isn't part of the Wiccan rede."

"No," Giles agreed, "but if it helps sway the girls to our cause, then some good can come out of it. Your intent is simply to demonstrate, not to hurt or unfairly persuade anyone, Willow. I know it's a fine line, but from what Faith has told us, these girls really do need our help. Showing them what you're capable of can, perhaps, win them over to the good fight…Or at least…put the fear of Willow in them to try t-to go straight."

"Evil scary Willow, huh?" the witch asked.

"No, that is not what I meant," Giles insisted. "All we're saying is a show of force might make a powerful impression and you are a force for the Council."

Willow sighed. "I'll think about it, Giles," she finally said. "But I'll reserve making that decision until the time comes."

"Fair enough," he said and returned to his breakfast. [image: image5.jpg]



Faith looked at her plate as the discussion died down. "Know what? I'm not really that hungry. I'm just gonna go work out before something big happens."

As Faith stood up, she looked over at Robin who had just been sitting quietly as he ate his food. Robin looked up and caught her eyes. Faith waited a moment, as if expecting him to say something, and when he didn't, she turned on her heel and walked out of the dining room.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Weight Room – Moments later

Kennedy grunted with effort as she lifted the dumbbells in each hand. The muscles in her arms bulged from the exercise as sweat soaked the sleeve-less Kent State athletic shirt she was wearing. Faith walked in and observed for a moment.

"You should add more weight to the left one," the dark Slayer advised.

"Oh yeah?" Kennedy gasped as she continued to lift.

"Yeah," Faith said. "You're right handed so you should work the left more. Even things out, ya know?"

With a final heave, Kennedy lifted the dumbbells one more time and then lowered them into the holding stand. She grabbed her towel and wiped her face. "Yeah, I know that," she said, moving over to the bench press. "My Watcher tells me the same thing all the time."

Faith looked ready to press the point, but then joined Kennedy at the bench. "Lie down," she said. "I'll spot you."

"Thanks," Kennedy said as she sat on the bench and carefully adjusted her position. When she was ready she nodded up at Faith who helped her lift the heavy bar. When Kennedy nodded that she had it, Faith let go.

"You ready to talk?" Faith asked as Kennedy began to push the bar.

The brunette was silent for a moment, appearing to concentrate on her task. Finally she asked, "Andrew talk to you?"

"Andy?" Faith said, her brow wrinkling. "No, why?"

"No reason," Kennedy backtracked.

"Then let's talk," Faith said.

"You know what?" Kennedy said. "I'm cool. I think I've pretty much gotten things worked out."

Faith watched her a moment. "Something tells me you haven't worked out jack. Come on, Slick…what's up?"

"I told you, nothing," Kennedy insisted. On her next lift, she strained [image: image6.jpg]


against the weight and Faith moved to help her. Together they eased the heavy bar onto the rack.

Kennedy sat up and shook out her arms, the blood-filled muscles shaking from the effort. Faith handed her a water bottle and Kennedy drank deeply, allowing some of the cool water to splash over her face. 

"Then let me take a guess," Faith said. "Right now you're feeling pretty useless. You've been suspended so many times, you don't know if you're coming or going. Your stupid, thoughtless actions have gotten yourself and others hurt. So maybe you're thinking that the Council would be better off without you."

Kennedy was silent, refusing to look at her friend.

"I know where you're at, Ken," Faith said softly. "I've been there. And I think you need to open up a little…maybe because right now you're feeling insecure. But I can tell you that the life you have here is better than being out there alone. You're making a difference here. You're needed here, even with all your dumb mistakes."

"Thanks," Kennedy said sarcastically. "The Council has Slayers coming out of the woodwork. What do they need with a screw-up like me?"

"I need you," Faith said.

"You?" Kennedy said with a surprised chuckle. "Big bad loner Faith?"

"Yeah," Faith admitted. "There was a time when I turned my back on friendship. When I finally realized what I had thrown away, I vowed never to do that again. I need all the friends I can get, Slick. So do you."

Kennedy sighed. "I don't know," she said standing up. "I'm just afraid one of these days, I'll end up getting someone killed."

"That's the chance we all take," Faith said, her eyes dark with remembrance. "At least you have the chance to choose the side working for good."

"Yeah, but how do I know all my choices will be good for them?" With that, Kennedy turned and left the room in the direction of the showers.

"Hopefully you'll know before it's too late," Faith whispered to the empty room.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
City Hall – Mayor's office

Sunnydale, California 1999

Mayor Wilkins looked up as Faith walked into his office.

"Ah, Faith," Wilkins said. "Just the girl I wanted to see."

"What's up, Boss?" Faith asked quietly. "Got another job for me?"

Wilkins paused a moment and simply watched as Faith wandered around the office looking at various objects. She picked up a box of hand cleaners and then put them back down again in a different location. Wilkins stood up and came around from the large desk.

"Faith," he said in a soft voice. "What's wrong?"

"Nothin'," Faith moved sideways and away from him. "What's up?" she repeated.

"Now Faith," he said in a kind, but stern voice. "This is me you're talking to."

Faith just shrugged and spun around until she had the desk between them. She sat in his chair and then held her hands up as if indicating nothing was bothering her. [image: image7.jpg]



"Then let me take a guess," the Mayor said thrusting his hands deep in his pockets and looking down at her. "You're having second thoughts, right? Well, let me tell you something, young lady. You are far too spirited for that group of goody-two-shoes. What have they got to look forward to? Assuming they survive my Ascension that is, which I don't plan on letting happen. But really, think about it for a moment…they'll go on fighting evil, and they'll win some, but more often than not they'll lose. And eventually the price of those losses will cut too deep and some, if not all of them, will flip off the back end. Good might triumph over evil now and then, but evil's always there. They're fighting a losing battle."

He paused and then smiled. "But you, you're too smart to waste your real potential. With me, you'll be the leader you were always meant to be…that you're destined to be. All that power inside you will go for a worthwhile cause. Sure, some people will die, but heck! Everyone dies in the end. But you, my dear, will be making a difference and I promise you won't be taken for granted. I need you, Faith. You're my shining star and I'm going to see that you get everything you want and deserve out of this life. Scout's honor!" He held up a hand in the traditional scout salute, a wry expression on his face.

As if flipping a switch, Faith's bad girl attitude came to the forefront and her whole disposition seemed to change. "You were a scout?" she asked sarcastically.

"No, but I ate a few," he laughed. "Now, close your eyes…I've got a surprise for you."

Faith smiled happily and closed her eyes in anticipation.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Giles's Suite – Mid-morning

Present Day

Giles picked up his telephone and dialed a number from memory. He waited a moment and then his face broke out into a smile as the line was answered.

"Hello, dear," he said warmly.

Cut to:
Int.
Becca's Books – Same time

"Hi, Rupert," Becca said, her face unknowingly echoing Giles's happy expression. "How're things going?"

Cut to:
Int.
Giles's Suite – Same time

"Fine," he said. "We're just waiting for our guests to arrive. I rang to find out if you needed me to pick you up tonight?"

Cut to:
Int.
Becca's Books – Same time

"No, I have to meet the boys at the hall early so we can get set up. Do you want to meet me there?" she asked.

Cut to:
Int.
Giles's Suite – Same time

"I'd be delighted to help," he responded. "I can add 'roadie' to my curriculum vitae. I'll be there early then…yes, tonight."

With a smile, he hung up the phone and then chuckled. "Roadie?" he asked himself. "Giles old boy, you've got it bad."

Cut to:
Ext.
Cleveland City Street – Same time

A large group of girls stomped off the Cleveland RTA bus and gathered at the street corner near the Council building. Several of the passengers inside the bus appeared relieved as the driver pulled away, but the girls didn't seem to notice as if they were used to such occurrences.

"That it?" one of the girls asked Mia as they walked down the street.

"Yeah," Mia said.

"It's big," the girl noted. "Are they really who they say they are, Mia? How do we know they're not gonna just put us in some foster homes or somthin'? I been there before and I ain't goin' back."

"We'll just go in, check it out and then leave," Mia said. "After that, then we'll decide."

"But what about Julia?"

"What about her?" Mia asked, her eyes glaring at the girl. "I'll worry about Julia. You just keep alert while in there, okay?"

"Okay," the girl said and the other girls nodded in agreement.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council R&D Workroom – Same time

Willow watched as Xander inserted a steel bar into the lathe and turned on the machine. Both of them were wearing safety goggles and as Xander [image: image8.jpg]


began to work the bar Willow observed over his shoulder. After a few moments, Xander turned off the lathe and removed the bar. He handed it to Willow pointing out the clean hole bored through the bar.

"Wow," she said. "Impressive what a few grand can buy."

"Yep!" Xander said proudly, patting the machine lathe fondly. "This baby is all that anyone could hope for…I'm getting far too excited about this hunk of machinery, aren't I?"

Willow gave him a grin. "Don't be silly."

"Thanks, Willow," he said sincerely. "It's good to know I can be my geeky mechanical self around you."

"No problem," she said. "Just as long as you don't only make hole-y steel rods with it, I'm sure the Council will get its investment returned in full."

Xander laughed and hung his goggles on a hook next to the lathe. "So, are you looking forward to Becca's gig?" he asked. 

"Yep," Willow smiled. "All with the excitement and anticipation here."

"Me too," Xander said. "Is Becca any good? As a singer, I mean."

"Oh yeah, she's great and her band is better than the Dingoes, actually," she answered with a broad smile.

"You seem extra excited," Xander said with a cheery grin.

"Yeah, I am," she answered with a thoughtful look. "I think it'll be good to blow off a little steam; have fun with the gang."

"But no vamps, right? Because last time I went to one of Becca's shows it ended in much dusting and property destruction," Xander quipped.

"I'm sure everything will be fine and a good time will be had by all," Willow told him soundly. "So are you going with And–?" Willow cut off as the buzzer from the front entrance sounded over the intercom. She looked him in the eye worriedly. "Company's here," she said and he nodded.
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"Let's bring it on," he replied as he followed her out of the room. 

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lobby – Moments later

Willow and Xander met Giles, Rowena and Robin coming from the upper level of the main building. Over a dozen girls, most of them dressed in dirty cast-off clothing filled the lobby. Willow looked at all the girls and asked, "Where's Julia?"

Mia came forward and faced the Watchers. "Ain't here," she said. "Faith around?"

Fade Out

End of Act One
Act Two
Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Gymnasium – Afternoon

The gym was filled with people. Mia and the other girls stood on one side of the basketball court with the Watchers on the other side. They appeared to be facing off like rival gangs ready to rumble, each side waiting for the other to make the first move. One of the girls lit up a cigarette and Andrew started to point to the 'No Smoking' sign on the wall, but Faith stopped him. The smoking girl just glared at them defiantly. [image: image10.jpg]



"Is that all of them?" Giles asked.

"No," Faith said. "More than half. I don't get why Julia isn't here."

"Maybe it has something to do with the fact that…oh, she hates us?" Willow quipped.

"She's been following me around the past few nights," Faith said. "She told me she wouldn't be here, but I really hoped she would..."

Robin looked at her. "Maybe you need to realize you can't save everyone, Faith."

"I do," Faith said through gritted teeth. "I may be a dropout, but I'm not stupid, after all."

"Never said you were," he replied smoothly. "But you may just be looking for something in her that's just not there."

Giles coughed nervously to cut the tension. "So Faith," he cut in, "how do you want to handle this situation?"

"Me?" Faith exclaimed turning to the tall Watcher.

"You brought them to us," Giles said pointing his chin towards the gang on the other side of the court. "And you have a certain affinity for the girls and their experiences. If anyone can anticipate what it is they want to hear, then you're the logical one to set the example for the rest of us."

"Look, Giles," Faith said, "I appreciate the vote of confidence, but I'm really no good at that sort of thing, ya know? You guys are the Watchers."

"These girls have no experience with Watchers," Giles pointed out. "They are, despite their haphazard methods, Slayers. You are the oldest and most experienced Slayer we have. And you were the one who convinced them to walk through our front door and give us a chance. I think it's time we 'showed our stuff,' don't you?"

Faith still looked doubtful and Willow piped in, "You can do this, Faith. I've got a lot of confidence in you."

"Me too," Robin added.

Faith looked at her lover and then sighed. "Alright, here's what we're gonna do. Let's break up into groups so we can cover more ground. But start with a general tour first, especially of the kitchens and the dorms to show them we can offer them three squares and a warm, clean bed at night. Red, you dazzle them with the mojo like we talked about. Giles, you explain the history of the Slayers, but please try not to be too boring. Ro, you too, but emphasize more the Watcher/Slayer relationship. Let them know they'll have someone who cares for them and watches their back. Robin, be a general and talk about tactics and strategy. These girls have been coming up with their own, so I think they'll listen to that. Xander and Andrew, you guys stick with demon-y stuff and weapons research. And just where the hell is Kennedy?"

Everyone looked around and gave various shrugs. Andrew raised a hand. "I'll go find her."

"Okay," Faith sighed. "Make it quick and tell her to show off the weapons. I think the girls are gonna like that."

Andrew nodded and Faith looked at the group. "Everyone got it?"

Giles tried to hide a knowing smirk, but reformed his face at Faith's glaring look. "Yes, Faith," he said. "I think we understand."

"Fine," she said. "Then let's do this thing."

Cut to:
Int.
Kennedy's Quarters – Minutes later

Andrew poked his head through the crack in Kennedy's door. Not seeing anyone, he pushed open the door wider and entered. Moving over to the bed, he picked up a notebook and looked at the open page.

"Pros and cons," Andrew read. "Oh my god! She's run off!"

Andrew dropped the notebook on the bed. "It's such a big world for one little girl to be alone in. I have to stop her!" He turned around to find Kennedy standing in the open bathroom door. "Ahhh!" he screamed and jumped back to fall on the bed.

"I'm sorry," Kennedy said, crossing her arms and glaring down at her uninvited visitor. "Who's small?" [image: image11.jpg]



Andrew jumped off the bed as if it was too hot for him to handle. "Kennedy!" he squealed. "What are you doing here?"

"I live here," she said sweeping an arm around the room. "What are you doing here?"

"Then…why are your clothes scattered all over the room as if you packed haphazardly?"

Kennedy looked around at the clothing in question. "This is what my room always looks like."

"Oh," Andrew said with a frown of distaste. "You know, maybe I can schedule the cleanup crew for a –."

"Andrew," Kennedy interrupted. "What do you want?"

"Um, the lost girls are here," he finally answered using his fingers to make quotation marks on the term lost girls. "And Faith needs you to help be a tour guide."

"Did you tell anyone what we talked about?" Kennedy demanded.

"No!" Andrew said. "We pinky swore on it and I never break a pinky swear. Besides, I wasn't sure if you were serious or not."

Kennedy shrugged and looked at the notebook lying on the bed. "I'm not either," she admitted. "That's why I was making the list. Seemed to help Willow a lot when she was trying to make a decision."

"Oh, okay," Andrew said then pointed at the door. "We've gotta go. Faith's waiting."

Kennedy hesitated. "I don't know," she said. "Maybe I shouldn't be around those girls…look what happened last time."

Andrew shrugged his shoulders and looked at her. "You can't live in your past, Kennedy."

The brunette looked at him as if surprised at his sudden display of maturity. Finally Andrew pressed his point, "Besides, if you don't come and help, Faith's gonna kick your ass."

Finally Kennedy smiled and nodded. "Okay, let's go." She followed him and closed the door firmly behind herself.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Kitchen – Afternoon

Andrew opened the double doors to the kitchen and led his group inside with a flourish.

"And this, ladies, is the heart of the Council's operations," he said moving around the butcher block. "We prepare three hot meals a day, plus we have hot and cold drinks and snacks available anytime, especially in the early hours when the Slayers get home from patrol or the Watchers are up late researching the latest threat. An army travels on its stomach and the Council is no exception."

From where she was adding ingredients to the large mixer on the side, Tracey chuckled softly. Andrew moved over to her and placed a hand on her shoulder. "And this is my lovely assistant Tracey," he said. "What are you skillfully making today, Tracey?"

Tracey rolled her eyes and said, "Chocolate cake for tonight's dessert."

"Yummy!" Andrew gushed. "Hear that girls? Homemade chocolate cake."

"You a Slayer?" one of the girls asked Tracey.

"Nope," she answered as she measured out baking powder. "Just a civilian. Somebody has to stay in the rear with the gear." The girls chuckled as Tracey's tone teased Andrew about his army analogy.

"Tracey is working her way through college," Andrew said proudly. "Now, let me show you the dormitories."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Training Room – Same time

Padded mats lined the entire floor of the room. Wall-mounted ballet barres lined one wall as well as balance beams, parallel bars, vaulting and pommel horses.

"This looks like something I saw on TV one time at the shelter," a girl told Faith as the dark Slayer led a group into the room.

"Must have been a gymnastics competition," Faith said. "Not all of our training is for strength and weapons. We have to learn balance and coordination. You never know where you'll have to fight vamps or demons. One time I fought a master vampire on scaffolding three stories off the ground. This kind of training helps in situations like that."

"What happened with the vamp?" the same girl asked.

"I'm still here, ain't I?" Faith smirked and the rest of the group laughed.

"Seriously though," Faith said, her demeanor turning grave. "Up until recently there was only one Slayer and her only purpose was to fight and then die. Now there are lots of us and we still fight and we still die, but we don't have be alone when we do it. That's what the folks here are trying to do…help us survive."

The group turned at a sound coming from the entrance. Robin and his group were standing there.

"Oh hey," Robin said. "Just showing the girls the training room."

"Okay," Faith nodded and watched as they left.

"Damn!" one of the girls in Faith's group drawled with appreciation at the departing man. "When do I get to be in his group?"

Faith angrily turned to the girl and opened her mouth as if to shout. Then she took a deep breath and said, "Come on, let me show you some moves."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Weapons Room – Same time

"We have to train with all the weapons," Kennedy was explaining, "but some of us prefer to specialize in one or two of them."

"What's yours?" Mia asked looking at the racks of swords and staves.

"Crossbow," Kennedy said. "I've been training with it since I was eight."

"That long?" one of the other girls asked.

"Yeah, I was one of the lucky potentials," Kennedy said. "My Watcher found me early. Not every potential was found before she was called. Buffy wasn't."

"Who's Buffy?" Mia asked.

"She's the oldest living Slayer," Kennedy said with a small smile. "She was Chosen when she was only fifteen and despite dying twice, she's still alive. She's the one who had the idea to activate all of the potentials."

"So she's the one we have to thank for being superheroes?" Mia asked.

"Her and Willow," Kennedy nodded. "It was Buffy's idea, but Willow cast the spell that actually did it."

"The redhead?" another girl asked doubtfully. "She's a witch?"

"Most powerful on the planet," Kennedy boasted. Mia looked at her carefully. "Willow might look small, but she could kick any one of you into next week."

Several of the girls snorted derisively.

"Can we try some of these out?" Mia asked, looking at the weapons.

"Sure," Kennedy agreed. "But let's stick to the practice swords. The doc's got the day off." She handed out the bamboo practice weapons and the girls paired off. Mia swung hers through the air so fast the noise cut through the room.

"Sweet," she said smiling at Kennedy as the other girls began to play. "Want to have a go?"

"Sure," Kennedy said lifting a sword and taking a defensive stance in front of Mia. The Asian girl rushed towards Kennedy with an obvious lack of skill. Kennedy easily parried each blow, keeping her moves tight and controlled. Finally, with a move so fast, Kennedy spun around while at the same time sending Mia's sword flying through the air. As she spun past the other girl, Kennedy backhanded her bamboo sword across Mia's chest and used a sweeping kick that knocked her to the mats. Kennedy completed the move by kneeling next to the prone girl and stabbing the faux sword next to her head.

"You're dead," Kennedy said dryly with a slight smile.

Mia looked a long moment at Kennedy and began to grin. "Yeah. Good move. You'll have to show me that sometime."

"Sure," Kennedy replied. "Be glad to. There's lots of others if you're interested." [image: image12.jpg]



Mia cocked her head slightly. "You're family, aren't you?" Mia asked and her smile turned into a smirk.

Kennedy seemed to recognize the reference and began to smirk as well.

"Come on, girls," Kennedy said, ignoring the question and starting to blush. She rose to a standing position, bringing Mia up with her. "Let's move on."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Training Room – Same time

Willow led her group into another training room filled with standing training dummies. The walls were lined with various sized throwing weapons, including knives, daggers and shuriken.

"Andrew calls this room 'Hogan's Alley'," she explained as the girls looked around in wonderment.

"From the fake town the Feds use to train agents," one of the girls said and Willow nodded.

"How'd you know that?" another girl asked.

"Saw it on an old Police Academy movie," the first girl replied.

"You and Andrew will get along well together," Willow laughed. "We're trained to use the throwing stuff to try to hit the vamps and not the humans."

"How do you know the difference?" one girl asked.

"You look at the fangs painted on the dummies, dummy!" another girl sneered.

"Well, yeah," Willow admitted. "But out in the field you have to rely on your Slayer sense to help you. Not all vamps wear their bumpy face and it's up to you to tell the difference, especially in the heat of battle. One of the exercises we do here is blindfold the girls and have them try to take out only the vamp dummies and not the humans."

"But they aren't real so how can they tell the difference?" the girl who noticed the painted fangs asked.

"I'll cast a spell on the vamp dummies to simulate the 'tingly' feeling," Willow explained.

"Cool!" the girl said. "What else can you do? Pull a rabbit out of a hat?"

Willow rolled her eyes. "No, but I've got a few tricks up my sleeve."

"Yeah, I'll bet," the girl said sarcastically.

Willow thought a moment and then moved to the center of the room, away from the closest dummies. "Attack me," she said to the girl.

"What?" the girl said. "No way! Lady, I've taken down vamps three times your size. I'd sweep the floor with you."

"Yeah, right," Willow taunted. "Or maybe you're just scared of the big bad witch?"

The girl's eyes narrowed and she hastily pulled off her torn jean jacket and handed it to the girl next to her. "Fine," she said, bouncing on her toes. "It's your funeral."

With that the girl launched herself at Willow, arms swinging, but before she even got close to the witch she seemed to bounce off an invisible barrier. With a painful thump, the girl landed on her rear. Willow stood there calmly with her arms crossed.

"Wanna try again?" she asked the girl.

With an angered look the girl jumped to her feet and began to attack the barrier. After a moment the other girls tried also from different angles, but none of them was able to lay a hand on the witch. Finally they gave up, their hands bruised from the effort.

"There are lots of things out there you'll come up against who have their own magic," Willow said. "And lots of them aren't as nice as I am." [image: image13.jpg]



The girls looked around nervously as the air in the room seemed to shimmer. As one, they all hit the floor as every single weapon lining the room suddenly floated through the air. With a sound like a swarm of buzzing flies, all the weapons streaked through the room, dodging Willow to embed themselves in one of the dummies. By the time the last of the daggers planted itself, the dummy looked like a pincushion from hell.

"Any questions?" Willow asked as the girls looked at her astounded.

Cut to:
Int.
Slayer Dorm Hallway – Moments later

Rowena's group met up with Kennedy's group as they passed each other in the hallway.

"How's it going?" Rowena asked the Slayer.

"Not bad," Kennedy said looking at Mia's back. "They seem interested."

"Good," Rowena said. "Oh, we're still on, right? I don't want to miss your training session this afternoon."

"I'll be there," Kennedy said and moved the girls along.

Rowena led the girls to the Slayers recreation room. There were a few of the Slayers relaxing or studying. The girls in Rowena's group looked at them curiously.

"You guys go to school?" one of the girls asked Marsha, who was seated at a desk with an open book and a calculator in front of her.

"Yeah," Marsha said rolling her eyes. "They make us do everything here."

"The Council maintains its front as a private school for appearance's sake, but we do provide a quality education for Slayers and Watchers in training," Rowena explained. "A few of our students are even children of some of our staff members."

"Would we have to go to school?" a girl asked.

"We certainly encourage it," Rowena said. "We try to customize the curriculum for each student's level and abilities. It's our hope by the time a student 'graduates', she'll have received an education comparable to the best Ivy League prep school."

"You guys think of everything," another girl said. "What good is book learning, though, when you're out there facing vamps?"

"We train the Slayers to be more than just fighters. And some of the best warriors in history were also scholars and poets. Many were the brightest people in their era, not always just the strongest. They used their brains and their brawn, which is something you'll learn if you decide to join us," Rowena added with a smirk.

"You like it here?" the first girl asked Marsha.

"Oh yeah," the young blonde replied. "I've got a great Watcher. She makes me study, especially this stupid math stuff, but she trains me in all kinds of neat things."

"Will we get Watchers, too?" another girl asked Rowena.

"Eventually," Rowena nodded. "Right now we have many more Slayers than Watchers, but as we find new potential Watchers and train them, everyone will be assigned a Watcher. It's our hope that we'll be able to have a Slayer and a Watcher in every part of the country and the world to protect the innocent."

"How long have you been a Watcher?" someone asked.

"A long time," Rowena answered. "I trained a girl in Turkey for several years, but she was ambushed before she became a Slayer and died. Now I'm officially assigned a Slayer, but I mostly train other Watchers."

"Too bad about your girl," the same girl said and Rowena's face reflected her sorrow as she nodded in acknowledgement.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council Street Level – Minutes later

Mia was speaking with one of the girls from Willow's group as Rowena led her girls outside to conclude the tour.

"How'd it go?" Willow asked the blonde Watcher as the girls joined the others.

"Okay, I guess," Rowena replied. "Only time will tell."

Mia finally approached the Watchers. "Well, thanks for the tour," she said. "We'll uh…we'll let you know, okay?"

"Of course," Giles said warmly. "Come anytime, the door is always open."

The girls began to file down the street toward the bus stop, but before she did, Mia turned to Willow and asked, "Did you really float all those weapons? No mind tricks or illusions?"

"No tricks," Willow said and Mia nodded thoughtfully as she turned and followed the girls.

"Weapons?" Xander asked as everyone turned to Willow.

"Uh, just a few," Willow admitted. "Um…you might need some special tools to get them out of the dummy."

"How many did you float, Red?" Faith asked. [image: image14.jpg]



"All of them?" Willow blushed and everyone laughed.

"Oh sure!" Rowena said with a grin. "You dazzle them with flashy weapon tricks, but poor Giles and I…we're the stuffy old boring Watchers who can only teach them how to index."

Willow's blush deepened, but she laughed too and everyone started to move away to get back to work. Rowena pulled Giles aside as he started inside.

"Giles," she said. "I need to ask a favor…I'm worried about Kennedy again."

Fade Out

End of Act Two
Act Three

Fade In
Int.
Slayer Training Room – Later that day

Kennedy stood in the training room with her hands taped up as she worked the large punching bag. [image: image15.jpg]



Sensing someone behind her, she turned to see Giles come inside the room, walk over to the storage cabinet and pull out a pair of brown, worn-out, leather punching gloves. He seemed to regard them with a reminiscent smile.

"Rowena is occupied at the moment," he said as he slipped them on, "so she asked me to stand in. I hope that's not a problem."

"That's fine, I guess," she answered. Giles motioned her over with a wave of his hand and she looked reluctant. "Hey, I don't want to hurt you," she began.

Giles just grinned. "I've been beaten up by a Slayer before and I've been tenderized for years now," he teased. Still not looking too sure, Kennedy hit him a few times but didn't seem to put much power behind it. "No offense," he teased, "but you punch like a girl."

Kennedy gave him a disgruntled look and put more force behind her strikes. He watched her for a few moments with a slight grin and began to shake his head. "You're opening yourself up for an attack with how you're standing." He took a pose and showed her. "Like this," he instructed.

Ignoring the order, Kennedy kept her current stance. "I've been fighting this way for years and Jacobs couldn't get me to change either. Might as well give up since this works for me."

Kennedy took a step forward, ready to swing but Giles moved at the last second and smacked her across the face. Startled more than hurt, she jumped back.

"I'm a chaos demon with arms like a club. I just broke your neck," he says dryly.

Kennedy pursed her lips and shook it off. She moved forward to challenge him again. This time she was ready. When he swung again, she ducked back. However, he stopped in mid-swing and hit her with his opposite hand, connecting with her jaw.

"I'm a Morten Demon. Your jaw is now shattered and your teeth gone."

"What do you think you're doing?" Kennedy asked defensively, putting her hands on her hips.

"I'm training you to win and keep you alive with as little injury as possible," Giles explained firmly.

"I've been doing fine on my own," Kennedy replied. [image: image16.jpg]



"But you have the potential to be so much better," Giles countered. "Plus, there will come a time when you will be doing this very act – training recruits. You'll be responsible for seeing that these girls are as physically capable as they can be before we send them back out into the world with their Watchers."

"I don't know about that," Kennedy answered nervously.

"I do. You are a natural born leader, Kennedy. Make no mistake about it. You-you have the fire and the-the passion to be a wonderful Slayer, dare I say one of the greatest," Giles stressed.

"Sure you're not just being a little transfer-y here since you had the hots for my mom?" Kennedy asked.

Giles tried not to grin. "I'm positive. Because I saw this before I ever learned of your parentage. You were the first potential in Sunnydale to stake a vampire," he said making his point.

"Yeah with help from five other girls," she added in a defeated tone.

Ignoring her, Giles went on. "You stood against an uber-vampire with only your human strength to rely on at the time."

"Yeah," she started again in the same tone. "And nearly got decapitated for my trouble."

Still, Giles continued. "You climbed aboard a boat unable to swim because you were dedicated to being there for our team."

"And nearly drowned," Kennedy pointed out.

Giles held up a hand saying, "And before you bring up the paralysis…you raced to take on a seemingly impervious demon to save a young man and you put your personal feelings aside to convey a message we desperately needed."

"What's your point Giles?" Kennedy asked as she folded her arms across her chest.

"The point, dear Slayer," Giles said with a grin, "is that you are Faith's second-in-command for a reason. So as I said, you have a fire that many of these other Slayers do not possess. But while I recognize that spark I also recognize a serious lack of discipline. You're headstrong and passionate. Annoying traits to any Watcher who has to deal with them, rest assured."

"Gee, thanks," Kennedy answered.

"But at the same time, two important elements that are vital to a Slayer's longevity that any good Watcher will attest to," Giles added with a grin. "You have the potential to be a positive force to so many girls here and I don't want that potential wasted."

Kennedy suddenly looked down, not able to meet Giles in the eyes. "You're a smart guy, Giles, but I don't know if you're right about this…about me."

"Listen to me closely," Giles told her, his words forcing her eyes up again. "You've made mistakes, but it's called being human."

"But I'm not just human. I'm chosen, remember?"

"Chosen, yes, but in the end, all people are chosen. Everyone that walks this earth has a purpose. But you are still a person Kennedy, with all the faults to go along with all the competence…and the true measure of a person isn't always their success, but in what they learn from their failure."

"Yeah, well, I think some lessons are being lost on me because I keep making mistakes."

"And why is that?" Giles asked as he slipped off the gloves and tucked them under his arm.

"What do you mean?" the Slayer asked.

"Have you seriously sat down to ask yourself why you've had a rash of bad luck lately? Is there anything you could have done differently in some cases?"

"For starters, I could have left when Willow called it quits. Spared a lot of people from dealing with my screw-ups."

"So avoidance is the key, you think?"

Kennedy groaned. "Well being a part of the gang only seems to hurt them, doesn't it? I mean, look at Lori. She…Can we just drop this?"

Kennedy began to walk over to the punching bag, jabbing at the vinyl until Giles followed and stepped behind it.

"No, let's look at Lori. What could you have done differently?"

"Not taken her out for starters. She obviously wasn't ready to be out there," Kennedy said as she continued to jab as Giles held the bag.

"And why did you take her out?" he prodded.

Kennedy stopped again coming toe to toe with Giles. "Like I said, let's drop it."

"Why?" Giles pushed.

"Because I got impatient! Because I wanted to be out doing something instead of sitting home babysitting everyone! Because I…" Kennedy trailed off but Giles didn't say anything. He simply waited. "I didn't think it through," she said softly. "I just jumped in and did it."

For a long moment, the only noise in the gym was the metal riggings from the sway of the punching bag.

"Is that really the reason you did it?" Giles asked.

Kennedy only nodded.

"I suppose I would ask then – the next time you feel strongly about something, will you consider the consequences and steady yourself to deal with them or will you just jump in, as you put it?"

Kennedy didn't say anything and began to play with the tape on her hand.

"Consider this…you won't win every battle you face and people will get hurt – people like Lori. These girls need experience, and yes they do need to be 'dropped into the fire'. You understood that Lori had faced and killed vampires before, so why would you think she couldn't handle a simple patrol? Add to the fact that you didn't stray far from the council leaving it unguarded and…well, in my opinion, you did the right thing that night."

"Then why did everything go wrong?" she asked.

"Because as I said, terrible things happen Kennedy – things you have no control over. I feel the key to handling this job – be it a Slayer or a Watcher – is to distinguish what can be avoided and what cannot. You've acted impetuous at times, yes, but some things, incidents like Lori's… they were beyond your control."

"It still feels like my fault," Kennedy answered.

"That's because you are a leader," Giles stressed. "But in the end you weren't the only Slayer out there patrolling, were you?"

Kennedy began to crack the tiniest of grins as if knowing where he was going. "No, I was not."

"No, you were not," Giles said in a tone of agreement. "But that's the responsibility that all leaders feel. And until you're placed in the situation of overseeing others, only then can you relate. Vi, and even Rona, despite being excellent Slayers, don't understand what you and I feel at times. And trust me, I know what that weight of responsibility can seem like."

"So I'm not a total screw-up then?" Kennedy said, her voice shaking slightly.

Giles took her by the upper arms. "Before you take action again, consider what it might really mean in the end. Look at all the possibilities first, if you can. I said your passion is a good thing. It's what will make you a supreme fighter. But as I also said, sometimes that passion can be a hindrance when misplaced."

When Kennedy posed no argument, Giles slipped the gloves back on. "Let's work a bit longer," he suggested.

Kennedy took the stance that Giles suggested and he gave a slight grin as Kennedy punched his hand with great force. He advanced and she blocked both attacks and on instinct she reared her arm and backhanded him across the face, nearly knocking him from his feet.

"Oh jeez!" Kennedy said, as she raced forward wearing a wince and catching him before he fell. "I didn't mean to do that," she said honestly.

"No, no, you did," Giles answered with a slight chuckle.

"No, honest Giles –."

He held up a hand to stop her. "Your instincts during the battle kicked in and that's good. Not for my jaw, which I'm sure will probably bruise but…" Kennedy gave him an apologetic look as he went on, "but passion during the right times is a good thing, as you just demonstrated. You just need to determine when and where to follow them."

"So, no more impetuous decisions, huh?" she said with a growing grin.

"Yes," he nodded. "If you seem unsure, then come to me first to examine a situation or t-to look at your options. It's not a weakness to ask for help. I can't be your constant crutch, but I can help you in times of real trouble and the day will come that you can make those decisions on your own. No one at this Council can say they've walked through life without making some mistakes – sometimes huge errors in judgment, myself included. But I feel the more you examine where you've been, the better your chance of realizing where you're going. If you need help then let me know. "

"Thanks, Giles but I don't want to take up your time."

"If you were an inconvenience, I wouldn't offer it. You are worth my time, Kennedy. I'm certain of that. And you should know, Rowena is releasing you soon. I'm sure you will do fine on your own, but if you'd like my guidance, training or advice…I'm offering it."

Kennedy finally gave him a genuine smile. "You'd do that?" she asked.

He gave a nod. "I would…truth is…I've missed this kind of connection with the Slayers. It's actually relaxing yet…odd and perhaps masochistic in a way," he added as he rubbed his chin. "Next time, however, I'll be sure to bring my boxing head gear."

Her smile widened even more when she saw his smirk.

"You're on," she told him firmly with a nod.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Conference Room – Early evening

Faith paced nervously in front of the group. "So," she began, "What do we think? How'd it go with everyone?" [image: image17.jpg]



"Well, my group wasn't bored," Willow quipped with a smug grin.

Rowena harrumphed at the response, making the witch chuckle slightly. "I think they like the free meal idea," the blonde Watcher added. "But if we go with the covert ops plan, I'm not sure what to do with them until they're needed."

"Might I offer a suggestion," Xander asked as Faith nodded to him. "They seemed interested in the weapons. Okay, a frightening amount of interest, but I might be able to use their help. Not just with manufacturing but with design ideas. There're some pretty inventive girls in the group actually. I have to admit that impressed me."

"I guess the real question is how likely are these girls to come back," Robin posed the group.

"What do you think, Ace?"

Robin looked up at Faith's question. "Are you really looking for my opinion here?" he questioned in a surprised, sarcastic tone.

"Cut the crap, Robin. Yes," Faith answered shortly.

No one in the room said anything and the tension seemed to drape over the room like a wet blanket. Robin cleared his throat. "We made a dent. How big of one I don't know, but it's a start."

"I think so too," Faith agreed. "But we need a closer here; someone that can get the deal done."

"I agree and if I might add," Giles told her. "I think Mia is the closest link."

"Why?" Kennedy asked.

"She seems to have a great deal of pull with these girls," Giles offered. "I noticed quite of few of them looking to her before doing or saying anything at times – at least in her group. I didn't notice any defined leaders within the other teams."

"Yeah I spotted that too," Willow nodded toward Giles.

"Okay but how can you be certain," Xander asked. "Do we have any reason to suspect she's the key to turning these girls over from the dark side?"

"Now who's spending too much time with Andrew?" Willow muttered teasingly in his direction, bumping shoulders with him playfully.

"She said she was Julia's right hand gal when I spoke to her that night, but who knows if she was telling the truth," Faith told the room.

"She spoke first," Rowena offered.

"What?" the room asked harmoniously.

"She spoke first," Rowena repeated. "As soon as they walked in, she was the one that spoke for the group. I think Giles is right, Faith. And she wasn't lying to you. I think if you can win her over, you've got a good shot at getting a large portion of the girls to follow her."

Faith chewed her lip as if deep in thought.

Cut to
Ext.
Watchers Meeting Room – Moments later

Willow held the door for everyone as they filed out. As Rowena passed, Willow reached out gently.

"Still on for seven tonight?" she asked.

"Yeah," Rowena replied excitedly. "I'm looking forward to it."

"Me too. I'll see you then," Willow nodded.

Rowena gave her a nod in return and finished exiting as Faith walked up to the witch.

"You got a few minutes, Red?" she asked.

"Sure," Willow said closing the door and motioning back to the table. "Did you want to go over that world history again?"

"What?" Faith said distracted. "Oh, no," she added, quickly catching up. "I wanted to say something about Julia. Something I didn't bring up in front of the others." [image: image18.jpg]



"Oh, not another secret," Willow sighed.

"Okay, that's cool," Faith said as she started toward the door.

"No, wait Faith," she said making the Slayer stop. "Go ahead. Just know I'm really not the best person at keeping secrets. I don't intentionally tell people I just…have a hard time covering when I know something so what ever you have to tell me –."

"A bunch of wallets dropped from Julia's coat the night I confronted her."

"She's robbing people?" Willow asked. Faith nodded. "I can't say I'm too surprised based on what you told me."

"Well that Mia chick said something before then – that not all the girls are like Julia but…if they do get here we might want to keep an extra eye on things. Like a lock for the coven door wouldn't be a bad idea, ya know? Put some of the bad books on the top shelf, so to speak?"

"I follow you – dangerous stuff out of arm's length. Gotcha. Thanks for saying something."

"I do wanna trust these girls, but I'm not stupid either."

"No, I completely understand," Willow told her.

"Okay, good, well, that's all I really had," Faith said as she started toward the door again.

"Faith," the witch called out making her stop. "Can I ask something? You and Robin seem a tad…tense."

"That's the understatement of the year, but yeah."

"Any reason why?" Willow asked.

"He just doesn't get it," Faith began. "It's like there's this battle going on in my head over the past couple days. With the school thing, these girls…I've just been feeling like there's all this weight on my shoulders I can't shake."

"Hitting too close to home. I mean, these kids remind you of where you were once?"

"Yeah, I think so," Faith answered, shoving her hands deep inside her jacket pocket.

"Have you told him?" the redhead asked.

"Yeah, I've mentioned it. I mean I've told him that I've got to deal with it."

"That's good," Willow commended and then cautiously added. "But did you explain it to him? Why you feel like you need to do this alone?"

Faith looked to the floor. "I think if he really understood me like he says, then I shouldn't have to say anything."

Willow paused a moment and took a step closer. "Not every relationship is perfect, you have to work sometimes."

"This from you?" Faith retorted. "Miss Christmas break up?"

Willow gave her a nervous grin. "I know she's your friend, Faith."

Faith rolled her shoulders. "Nah, I told you. I can be a friend to both. You had your reasons but…I'm not sure if you're the right person to be advising me here on working things out."

"Well," Willow began. "With Ken, it was kind of a one way street with the Wiccan thing. Ken wouldn't really meet me half way or take an interest. If I tried to explore things a bit deeper, she seemed too interested in the physical side of stuff. But I can't blame her. Maybe one of the reasons she never made the effort is because she sensed my mind was elsewhere sometimes. But Robin seems different, like he would try to understand and bridge that gap."

Faith gave a shrug. "Maybe deep down he's just not my type – Mr. Touchy Feely warm fuzzies. Maybe I've just outgrown it?"

"Or maybe he's really getting closer and you're scared?"

"I'm not scared," Faith said defensively as she pointed at Willow.

"Okay," the witch said holding her hands up. "Not scared. Check…But maybe you're a little reluctant to care about him because if you do care it will mean his end."

"Why do you say that?"

Willow tossed her hands up. "Because you lost everyone else you ever cared about? Don't take offense, Faith. I'm just rattling some ideas off is all," Willow added quickly. Faith didn't dispute her theory, so Willow went on. "Just consider the greater tragedy – losing him someday but having the knowledge you gave him your heart or losing him without him never knowing how much he really meant deep down?" [image: image19.jpg]



Faith looked like she was considering Willow's words carefully. As if realizing there was nothing more she could say, Willow put a hand on Faith's shoulder. "I'm gonna go get ready for the party. You coming?"

"Uh, oh, yeah," Faith nodded. "Think I'm gonna do a sweep, but I'll be there later."

As Willow left the room she nodded her acceptance to Faith, the Slayer paused a moment longer thinking about what the Watcher had said.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Watchers Council Hallway – Evening

Willow stood in front of Rowena's door tugging at her blouse. Nervously she pushed her hair behind one ear and took a deep breath and blew it out slowly before knocking.

Rowena opened the door with a smile, which Willow returned and the blonde nodded her further into the room. "Come on in," Rowena told her. "I'm just about finished."

Cut to:
Int.
Rowena's apartment – Same time

"You look great," Willow complimented as she passed the threshold.

"Thanks, you too," the Watcher replied with a grin.

As Willow turned to close the door, she noticed Xander on the other side of the room. "What are you doing here?" she asked him with a touch of irritability in her voice.

Fade Out

End of Act Three
Act Four

Fade In
Int.
Rowena's Apartment – Same time

Xander, Rowena and Willow all stood in the foyer area of Rowena's apartment. "No really, what are you doing here?" she asked him. [image: image20.jpg]



"Well that's a nice how do you do, Will," Xander smiled.

Willow shook her head. "Sorry, I, uh, just mean I didn't expect to…see you…here…in Rowena's apartment. That's all."

"Oh," Rowena said almost apologetically and starting to ramble, "I figured since he's your best friend, it wouldn't be a problem to include him. I mean, he came in right after you did and asked me if I'd like to go but you and I had made plans already and…"

"She couldn't resist my pitiful speech," Xander smiled but slowly his happy expression slipped away the longer he watched Willow. "But if I'm the third wheel…"

"Oh no," Willow said quickly as she looked between Xander and Rowena. "No problem. I just thought…you'd be going with Andrew is all."

"Andrew?" Xander asked as he approached closer. "He's okay but let's be honest, if you had a choice between blondes would you go with the walking Star Wars dictionary or this very lovely woman here?" he added, motioning his hand to Rowena.

Rowena blushed and looked away as Xander continued to grin at her. From the door Willow began to grind her teeth but stopped and forced a grin.

"You got me there," Willow replied, trying to put on a joking tone before trying to switch the subject. "Should I go bring the car up front?"

"Don't worry," Xander told her. "I already brought one around for us."

"Well look at you, Mr. Organized," Willow teased with her forced grin back in place. "You thought of everything didn't you? Where're the roses and the candy, Xan?" Willow said scoping out the apartment.

"Well I'm playing things close to my chest. Don't want to seem too anxious after all," he said with a wink to Rowena.

"Yeah, you wouldn't want that," Willow muttered, sending daggers in Xander's direction.

As if sensing a bit of growing tension, which Xander seemed oblivious to, Rowena pointed behind her. "Uh, I'm gonna go finish up," she told them. "Just give me about five minutes."

"Take your time," Xander told her as she hurried from the room.

Wordlessly, Xander and Willow stood next to each other, both of them rocking anxiously on their heels, neither saying anything nor looking at each other as they waited.

Cut to:
Ext.
Watchers Council – Moments later

Xander walked ahead of both women and opened the passenger door.

"Your chariot, m'lady," Xander said as he opened the door and motioned Rowena inside.

Rowena smiled and shook her head as she climbed inside. Once seated, Xander shut the door and opened the rear door as Willow slowly walked over.

"Here you go, Will," he told her as he walked around to get into the driver's side.

"What a gentleman," Willow muttered with a slight hostility.

"Hmm?" Xander asked as he opened his door.

"Uh, what?" Willow replied with a question of her own.

"I thought you said something," Xander answered.

"Nope," she said cheerfully. "Better leave or we'll be late."

Without saying anything more, Willow sat down in the backseat and closed the door. Xander shrugged and then took his seat.

Cut to:
Int.
Council Hallway – Same time

"Where're you headed?" Robin asked.

Faith turned around. "Oh, just gonna go do a sweep." [image: image21.jpg]



"Thought we were going to the party?"

"Yeah, I will, but why don't you go ahead, I'll catch up."

"Why don't I go with you?"

Faith looked reluctant. "Can't you just save a spot for me on your dance card and I'll get there later?"

"Why should I?"

"Robin," Faith sighed.

"No, don't Robin me," he told her taking a step closer. "I've been fighting vamps longer than you. I think I can handle myself out there even without the Slayer strength. I'm tired of you handling me with kid gloves and I'm sick of you pushing me away."

"Fine," Faith told him. "Get your damn coat and let's go."

Cut to:
Ext.
City Street – Moments later

Faith and Robin walked side by side without saying anything. From out of nowhere Faith stopped walking and faced Robin. "You want to know why I've pushed you away lately?"

"Yes, I do," Robin said turning to face her, not even putting on any surprised pretense.

"'Cause these girls remind me of where I've been and I know no matter what I do, I'll never be good enough for you. I'll always be a street rat from Beantown. How's that for honesty?"

"Shouldn't I be the judge of what I think is good for me?"

Faith looked away.

"No, hey," Robin said getting her attention. "You opened this up, so we're gonna finish it – right here and now. Remember when I was worried about Xander? You said to chill. You also told me that you wouldn't reassure me everyday. So let me say the same to you now. I might not say it everyday, and you might not choose to believe it no matter how many times I say it, but you bring my life meaning and you give me a purpose."

"And how, exactly, do I do that, Robin? Give me an instance here because I'd really like to know."

Faith folded her arms across her chest expecting to wait.

"Today," he told her immediately. When he didn't add more, she prompted him with a wave of her hand for more information. "When we were all waiting for the girls to get there, I could see it in your eyes. You cared what would happen. You truly wanted to help those girls and when I watched you, I felt like the luckiest guy alive because you're the woman I want to share my life with. You and I have the same purpose – whether it's one life or millions, we want to save people if we can. I told you. I don't always say it but every day you bring some type of meaning to my world."

Faith let her defensive stance drop. "Damn it, I'm sorry, Ace. I've been a bitch lately."

"Yeah, you have," Robin said firmly. "But I realize that's one of the things I love about you too. I don't like it cast in my direction, I must admit, but, I gotta take the good with the bad," he told her with a grin. She grinned in response and moved into his arms. "Just remember, if anything's going on in your head, tell me about it. Trust me, even if it seems small and stupid, I want to know."

Faith opened her eyes and pulled away from his embrace. "Okay, well, in keeping with that, I've got something to tell you. I haven't been doing extra patrolling on Tuesdays and Thursdays. I've been going someplace else…" Faith paused nervously and looked away.

"Is it another man?" Robin asked, leery. "I honestly didn't think you would cheat on me Faith."

"It's Mr. Linkley," she told Robin. "My GED instructor. I see him twice a week at the adult ed community center, two blocks that way," she pointed down the street.

It took a moment for Robin to catch up but he began to smile. "That's wonderful," he told her.

"Now see?" she snapped at him in frustration. "You're all happy about it."

"What's not to be happy about?" he asked.

"What if I fail, Robin? What then? Not only did I screw up once but twice and then you're dating a two-time loser."

Robin closed his eyes and shook his head before opening them again. "My Watcher told me you can't do everything on your own all the time and I believed him so if you need help Faith –."

"Red's been tutoring me privately." Robin arched an eyebrow. "Not like that," Faith told him with slight agitation.

He looked confused, but then realized what she was insinuating. "I wasn't thinking along those lines. I asked Willow about your kill reports not adding up and she said nothing."

"I told her to keep quiet about it. At least I know I can trust Red to keep her word," Faith shrugged.

"Well start trusting me too, Faith. Let me know what's going on. I'm not gonna run away unless you want me to go and quite frankly, that's what it's felt like lately. You didn't want me or need me and I only made your life more complicated."

"That's not true," Faith told him. "You're one of the greatest guys I've ever met. The greatest actually."

"Yeah, I am all that and a bag of chips," Robin answered straight-faced before cracking a smile after Faith began to grin.

Slowly the two of them began to laugh until a commotion echoing off the city buildings hit both of them. They turned in the direction of the noise and took off in a run.

Cut to:
Ext.
Alley near Julia's Factory – Moments later

Robin and Faith pushed their way through the crowd of cheering girls to see Mia and Julia, fists raised and faces bloody, going toe to toe.

"What the hell is going on?" Faith asked.

"You BITCH!" Julia screamed and charged at Faith. Faith sidestepped her and she went rushing past her. Quickly Faith turned to face her.

"Just chill and tell me what's going on?" she asked the group.

"It's our choice!" Mia shouted at Julia from behind Faith.

"You're a friggin' traitor! All of you!" Julia shouted to half her girls who stood behind Mia.

"Someone answer my question now!" Faith demanded.

"We tried to get our stuff to go back to the Council but she and her whipped dogs won't let us in," Mia explained.

"Go get your stuff," Faith told her without turning her eyes from Julia.

As Mia and her girls began to go into the factory, Julia released a frustrated scream at Faith and the two began to do battle. When Faith began to get the upper hand, two of Julia's girls jumped in punching Faith in the back and kidneys. Robin stepped up and tossed both girls aside so Faith could catch her breath as both she and Julia got to their feet.

"Hey, I was raised not to hit a woman, so let's all be calm a second," Robin told them. As the two cast-offs began to charge him, Robin shrugged and threw two fists – one left and one right – knocking both of them to the ground. "Doesn't mean I won't," he told them. The rest of the girls now surrounded Faith and Robin, who stood back to back.

"Got any ideas, Ace?" she asked as the group of eight girls circled them.

"Keep swingin' till the last one falls?" he offered.

"Good a plan as any," she answered as they both advanced toward the closest Slayer.

As they battled to keep the Slayers at bay with a host of kicks and punches, Mia and her girls came down with knapsacks and grocery bags in their hands stuffed with belongings.

The young Asian-American Slayer began to grin as she watched Robin and Faith take on the other girls with skilled precision. Although the gang members swung with power, they lacked the coordination to connect most of the blows. Faith and Robin used the gang's inexperience against them and sidestepped their attacks to deliver precise punches that knocked their opponents back.

"Shouldn't we help?" one of the girls asked from behind Mia.

She watched as Robin and Faith shared a brief grin with each other before continuing to engage their adversaries.

Mia shook her head, "Not yet," she told them holding up her hand. "They're having too much fun right now," she said and then gave a little chuckle as she watched amused.

Two of the girls brought out chains and wrapped Robin's hands. It was enough of a restraint that a third Slayer was able to punch him in the face. At that point, Mia dropped her bag and motioned to the girls behind her.

"Now we're up," she told them as she raced head long into the battle hitting one of the girls that held one of the chains. She released her hold and, as a result, Robin had one hand free. Instead of dropping the chain, he held on to it and called out to his lover.

"Faith!" he tossed the chain to her and she turned briefly from facing off with Julia to catch it. She quickly wrestled the leader to the ground and wrapped the chain around her neck before shouting.

"Everyone listen up!" [image: image22.jpg]



The commotion died down as they saw Faith on the verge of strangling Julia, who was clutching at the chain unsuccessfully. "One tug and your fearless leader is headless so stand down!"

"You don't got the guts," one of Julia's gang members shouted.

Faith tightened her hold on Julia's chain making her face turn even redder. "Are you a murderer?" she sneered at the girl. "Because I am."
The heckler dropped the chain she was still holding and took two steps backward. Julia began pounding her fist on the ground for mercy and Faith loosened her hold.

"Now let those girls through," Faith ordered. "Robin?"

"I'll stay with them," he told her, answering the unspoken question. As he stood guard, one by one they all walked through Julia's gang unharmed.

"I'm right behind you, pookie bear," Faith teased sarcastically.

Robin grinned despite his bloody lip. "I'll be waiting, sugar pie," he told her as he joined in her merriment.

Faith gave a short laugh. After Robin cleared the last girl from the alley she dropped the chain and Julia began to wheeze and cough. The gang came over to help Julia to her feet, disregarding Faith. But instead of taking the offered help, Julia pushed them away, deciding to get to her feet on her own.

At the end of the alley Faith paused and looked back. "You hurt anyone, including any of these girls, and I'll introduce you to a whole new definition of pain and suffering."

"You're still just a street thug," Julia croaked out.

"Maybe," Faith answered before a cocky grin came to her face. "But I'm a Slayer first."

With a content smile, Faith walked down the street and caught up to Robin and the new Council members.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Reception Hall – Later that night

Willow was sitting at the bar, nursing an empty glass. She motioned the bartender over.

"Hit me again," Willow told him.

In the middle of the dance floor, directly behind Willow, Xander and Rowena were slow dancing.

Further down the bar, Faith looked back and forth between the three of them. She gently put her hand on Robin's shoulder and motioned him down toward her. After talking in his ear, he nodded and she walked over to where Willow was seated.

"You know, Red," Faith began, "you should go easy on the whiskey."

"It's root beer Schnapps. There's no more alcohol in this than in mouthwash." With that Willow downed the shot and motioned the barkeeper to refill it.

"I don't know about that," Faith argued. [image: image23.jpg]



"No seriously," Willow told her. "Fifteen percent. See, I know these things because I'm a total geek and, as a result, I have no sex appeal whatsoever."

Willow turned and picked up the small glass as Faith stifled a smile. Instead of saying anything, Faith bit her lip for a moment and took Willow's hand, making her put the drink down. She didn't let go of the hand and began to pull Willow from the barstool.

"What are you doing?" the redhead asked.

"I wanna have at least one dance tonight with my toes intact and Robin always steps on my feet. Come on," she motioned, continuing to pull Willow along.

"You realize people might talk," Willow said as she looked around at everyone in the hall.

"Since when do I care what other people think?" Faith told her as she pulled Willow closer by the shoulders and they began to sway.

Faith looked to the other side of the room and watched Rowena staring at them before Faith made eye contact with her and smiled. Rowena sharply turned away, shifting her focus to Becca who stood on stage singing.

"Cute couple, huh?" Faith said motioning her head toward Xander and Rowena, making Willow look over.

"Sure, I guess." Willow's voice conveyed anything but that opinion as she glanced over to see Xander and Rowena grinning at each other.

"You know," Faith began. "Blondie hasn't fallen for him…yet."

Willow let out a ragged sigh. "What's the purpose of this conversation?"

"Point is, if you don't make a move, you might lose your shot."

Willow shook her head, "I don't know what you're talking about. She's just a friend," Willow tried to move away but Faith held her in place and she barely budged. "Damn Slayer strength," the redhead muttered as she gave up and continued to dance.

"So really, what's holding you back?"

"You, at the moment," Willow jabbed as she looked at Faith's arms that encased her upper body.

Faith ignored the comment and asked, "Still pining over Slick?"

"Kennedy? No," Willow told her with certainty. "No pining. We're better apart than together."

"Then what's the problem?"

"Well for starters, I don't even know if Rowena's ever dated a woman."

"She hasn't," Faith answered. Willow began to look angry at the thought of Faith prying. "Hey, I didn't ask her or anything," the Slayer added quickly. "She mentioned it when Xander thought you two were dating."

"So she told him that we weren't – dating, I mean?"

Faith stopped moving, but didn't loosen her grip on the witch. "Isn't that what you told her? I mean, I was in the kitchen and there was a great deal of insistence on your part that tonight was not a date."

There was a brief pause until Willow asked, "Can we just stop talking and keep dancing?" Faith shrugged and started to sway again. Soon the silence seemed to be too much for the witch. "Anyway," Willow finally went on, "now I know she's not interested in women."

"When I woke up from a coma I thought you were still driving stick, but I was wrong."

"Why thank you, Faith. What an incredibly crass way to put that," Willow replied sarcastically. "You really have a wonderful way with the English language."

Faith chuckled. "You're welcome and here's more crassness I'm sure you'll enjoy. When you met Tara, did she fulfill some long-standing desire for the Sapphic side of life? Or, did you just happen to meet a gal who thought you were sexy as hell and introduced you to the benefits of lesbo love?"

"Oh geez," Willow sighed, looking away.

All Faith did was laugh. "No, seriously," she said calming down. "Did you make a move on Tara or did she instigate things more?" Willow didn't answer and looked away. "Ah, I see what's going on now," Faith nodded. "The question is, do you?"

"Do I what?" Willow asked, frustrated.

"Do you see that you've got to be the one to make a move? Ro ain't gonna be the bold one here, Willow. Number one, she's too much of a tight ass."

"Hey!"

"Defending her honor? That's a good start. She might like that," Faith teased.

Willow released another sigh and looked over to Rowena and Xander, who were now laughing about something. Faith spared a glance to them again before turning to Willow as the music ended.

In the midst of the applause Faith leaned in closer to Willow's ear. "You don't have to jump in with both feet just yet, Red. But if you don't start stepping a little closer, Ro's gonna pass you by and you'll never know what might have been. So what's it gonna be?"

Another slow song started and Faith walked from the dance floor, making her way over to Robin. Willow watched as Faith stole the drink from his hand, taking a sip before kissing him and handing it back. With another ragged sigh, she looked over at Rowena and Xander who were still dancing. With a slight roll of her neck, she squared her shoulders and walked in their direction. [image: image24.jpg](“‘
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Faith looked past Robin's arm to see Willow walking over to the pair and saying something. Xander released Rowena and motioned to take Willow in his arms, but the witch shook her head and said something before grinning. Faith then watched as Rowena laughed and touched Xander on the upper arm before letting Willow lead her closer to the stage. Faith's smile grew larger as she watched the two women begin to dance.

Xander paused on the dance floor for a moment, looking slightly confused, before shrugging and walking back to the bar alone.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Watchers Council – Morning

Faith walked out to the doorstep and picked up the morning paper that lay there. For a moment, she hesitated and looked around the grounds and street surrounding the Council. With a shake of her head, she went back inside, shutting the door.

From across the street, Julia stood watching the Slayer. With an angry expression, she swung one leg over her Japanese racing bike in front of her and kicked it into gear before speeding down the alley and out of sight.

Fade to Black

 

END of Lessons Learned

