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Fade In:
Int.
Farmhouse – Child's Bedroom – Night

A young girl, perhaps ten years old, lay sleeping in her bed. On the wall beside a picture of Jesus with children and lambs was a crude wooden plaque, like those made at church camp or vacation bible school. On it was the name Christabel.

As the child slept, an elderly woman with long gray hair made motions over the girl's body. The tendrils of wispy magic seeping from the woman's fingertips marked her as a witch. On the other side of the bed, a younger woman, the child's mother, watched the proceedings with deep worry in her eyes. When the witch was done, the old woman closed her eyes and let her arms rest at her sides.

"Miss Hilda?" the mother prompted. "How's my Christie?"

Hilda opened her eyes and looked at the young mother. "It's definitely not a demon possession or haunting," she told her. "I sense no other presence in her or around her."

A look of relief came over the mother's face, but it quickly reverted to worry.

"Her Gift is strong, Miriam," Hilda said.

Miriam nodded. "Yes, like her grandmother's. Mine is…" She just shrugged as a finish to that sentence.

"You must teach her," Hilda instructed. "Even if it means going against your husband's wishes."

Miriam glanced uncomfortably around the room, which was peppered with crosses, pictures of Jesus, and Christian posters and knickknacks. "He's very devout…"

"Still…"[image: image1.jpg]



The mother nodded again, acknowledging the truth of the older woman's words. A whimper from her daughter drew Miriam's eyes to the bed. "It's started!" she whispered urgently to Hilda.

The witch turned back to the child, and she could clearly see that Christabel was beginning to have disturbing dreams.

"Come, join with me," Hilda commanded.

The two women joined hands across the bed, and then each placed a hand on the girl's forehead.

After Hilda had murmured a quick incantation, both she and Miriam jerked in reaction to the spell that took them inside Christabel's nightmare.

Cut To:
Christabel's Nightmare
Series of Quick Shots

– Monstrous demon armies clashing violently on a huge battle plain

– A fanged demon screaming as he clutched a black stone in his hand

– Emaciated bodies being dragged from gas chambers and callously heaped into shallow graves

– A man viciously clubbing a two-year-old child in a dilapidated home

– A girl, naked and bound, begging for her life as a woman laughed

– A man brutally stabbing another man, then using the blood to paint a panther's paw on the wall

– Dozens of women and children writhing in seizures on the grounds of a jungle compound

– Through it all, an ancient voice – cold, cruel, compassionless – whispering, commanding, exulting

Cut To:
Int.
Farmhouse – Child's Bedroom – Resume

As Christabel woke up screaming, Hilda and Miriam were screaming with her. While Christabel remained in a terrorized state, the two women got themselves under control, and Hilda ended the spell that had bound the three together. Panting breathlessly, Hilda and Miriam un-joined their hands.

Miriam immediately sat down next to her daughter and took her into her arms. She crooned comforting words to the child and caressed her hair. Soon Christabel calmed down and stopped crying. She pulled out of her mother's embrace and looked both women in the eyes.

"Now you know," she told them. "It can't be stopped."

"What do you mean…'it'?" Hilda asked warily.[image: image2.jpg]



Suddenly, Christabel's entire demeanor changed. The look in her eyes, the tone of her voice, her very presence suggested that it was no longer her child-self speaking, but rather the ageless, immortal soul inside her.

"It is unending pain, the scream that never dies, it is suffering…eternal…inescapable…" Christabel said. "It is…the Loathestone."

The mother and witch look at each other, puzzled and concerned.

Cut To:
Int.
Farmhouse – Hallway – Later

Hilda and Miriam stood in the hallway outside the bedroom, talking quietly. The door was open, and they could see inside. Christabel was awake and sitting up in bed, still looking traumatized.

"What can we do?" Miriam asked desperately.

"I don't know," Hilda replied. "The Ritual of Sundering would strip her of her Gift, but –"

"No," Miriam said firmly. "It would kill her."

"Perhaps that would be a blessing…" Hilda grimly mused.

Miriam frowned in pain and moved to stand in the doorway to look at her daughter.

Christabel was now rocking in place, singing to herself in a soft and broken voice, "What can wash away my sin? Nothing but the blood of Jesus. What can make me whole again? Nothing but the blood of Jesus…"

Present Day

Fade To:
Int.
New York City – Motel Room – Night

Sitting on the room's double bed, a grown-up Christabel hummed the same four lines that her younger self had sung.

Voiceover, Hilda: "Unless we can find a way to prevent her from 'Seeing' this-this…Loathestone, unless we can somehow sever her connection to it, she'll go mad."

Christabel repeated the final line of the verse, singing it aloud, "Nothing but the blood of [image: image3.jpg]


Jesus."

She looked down at the basket in her lap; it held a collection of snacks and church flyers. Her mouth formed a small smile as if she were pleased with her work.

Suddenly, her eyes went wide, and she picked up another object lying on the bed and pulled it closer for inspection. It was a large butcher knife. It gleamed in the light as she examined it with awe.

"For my sword shall be bathed in heaven," she quoted. "It shall come down upon the people of my curse…to judgment."

Fade Out
End of Teaser
Act One 

Starring:
Lacey Chabert as Skye Talisker, Gale Harold as Jim Pollan, Caroline Dhavernas as Grace Hatherley, Elijah Woods as Jeff Lindquist, Norika Fujiwara as Mia Nakata, Laura Pyper as Casey Pierce, T.R. Knight as Jackson, Robert Picardo as Dr. Albert Miller, Robin Sachs as Ethan Rayne, Alexa Davalos as Gwen Raiden, Laura Prepon as Lori Carew, Cote de Pablo as Amira Aziz, and Gary Oldman as Mr. Jason Felix 

Guest Starring:
Marcia Cross as Autumn O'Mara, Morena Baccarin as The Voice of Hell, Elisabeth Röhm as Kate Lockley, Uma Thurman and Sofia Vassilera as Christabel, Annette O'Toole as Miriam, and Kristy Swanson as Joan 

Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Council – Buffy's Office – Morning

While looking for her meeting agenda, Buffy was rattling off a to-do list for her assistant, Joan, who was dutifully taking notes. Joan stopped every few seconds and shook her right hand as though it had fallen asleep. When she noticed [image: image4.jpg]


Buffy's still ongoing and completely ineffective search, Joan stopped her note taking, went directly to a certain stack on Buffy's desk, and pulled out the item in question.

"Ah! My agenda," Buffy said happily. "Just what I was looking for. Thanks!" 

"Oh, I left you a reminder on your monitor," Joan said, pointing to a yellow sticky note, "about my absence tomorrow."

"Right, doctor's appointment," Buffy said. "You getting those tests run?"

Joan held up her arm. "Gotta find out if this really is carpal tunnel."

"Well, I hope you get good news," Buffy said encouragingly.

Soon after, the two finished their list-making, and Buffy started to head for her staff meeting, but she stopped at the office door and turned back to Joan.

"Oh, wait…who's covering for you tomorrow?"

"Maxine."

"Maxine?" Buffy whined.

Joan nodded ruefully. Buffy grumbled and trudged off to her meeting.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Meeting Room – A Short Time Later

"Okay, next," Buffy told the gathering in the meeting room, which included Faith, Kennedy, Rowena, Willow, and Jim Pollan. "Jim, what's the latest?"

He opened a folder. "Same ole, same ole," he told them. "Most questions are about Hope's passing and Faith…in general. I continue to tap-dance, but they're not going to buy it much longer."

"Like I said –" Faith began.

"No!" everyone in the room yelled at once.

"Man," Faith muttered. "Maybe being trapped here with all of you they'll consider it as time served…Take a few years off my sentence."

"Putting levity aside," Jim continued, "we really need to formulate an official statement."

"Okay," Buffy told him. "I'll start putting something together. I'll have Rowena look it over, too?" She eyed the blonde watcher, who nodded in agreement. "We'll send you a draft."

"When?" Jim asked. "Each week it's getting harder to face the press corp."

"By the end of this week. I promise," she answered. "Now, with Robin in Sydney working with their branch on some security issues, we've got Kennedy on security here. Any news?"

"Nope. It's pretty damn boring actually."

"Here's to hoping it doesn't get interesting," Rowena added. "We've got plenty to deal with now as it is."

"I'll second that," Willow told her with a grin.

"Okay," Buffy said, moving on, "what's VOH mean?" she asked, looking at the agenda in front of her.

"V-O-H," Rowena said, spelling out the letters. "Voice of Hell."

"Oh," Buffy remarked. "I get it…So what's their story? Are we any closer to stopping them from killing us and making us look like fools?"

"Yes," Rowena replied.

"Really?" Buffy asked hopefully.

"Please, Councilwoman, don't sound so shocked we've gotten a break," Rowena replied.

"I just thought this was a demons-only club. How did you get the info?"

"An associate of Brell's, actually," Rowena replied. "We've learned the location of the next meeting, but now we need a mole."

"How about Brell?" Buffy asked.

"Too risky," she told her. "He, like many of us, was featured in the CNN report. And his friend doesn't want to touch anything with the words 'Voice of Hell' attached to it. He sees it as a demon version of The Sopranos, and I can't really refute that at this point."

"So what're our options then?" Buffy asked.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Cafeteria – Moments later[image: image5.jpg]


 

"You're kidding, right?" Skye asked as she held a fork perched near her lips. Dawn sat next to her listening.

"Who keeps saying she's bored here?" Rowena pointed out. "This is a chance for you to get out, mingle…do something worthwhile for the Council."

"I've given you blood, sweat, and tears…and quite literally, thanks to all those damn tests. Besides, why me?"

"You've got a great cover. Tell them you hate the Council and you have a way to bring us down from the inside."

"Or," Dawn began. "They figure she's a mole and dust her on the spot…No, it's too dangerous."

"We don't have a demon I trust as much," Rowena told them both.

"You trust me, huh? Does that mean I get to baby-sit again?" Skye asked.

Rowena looked away for a moment. "Will you help or not?" she asked.

Skye and Dawn looked at each other, but said nothing.

Cut To:
Ext.
New York City – Apartment Building – Lobby – Same Time

Humming the tune of a church hymn, a primly dressed Christabel approached the front entrance of a very posh apartment building. [image: image6.jpg]


Although she was on the tall side of average in terms of height, she had a way about her that made her seem small and petite. In her arms she carried a large basket of individually wrapped snack cakes with church flyers tucked all around them.

When the doorman saw her, he immediately held up his hand and stopped her. "Sorry, lady, no door-to-doors allowed," he told her.

"But I am about the Lord's work," Christabel stated matter-of-factly.

"Like I said, there are no –"

The doorman stopped mid-sentence, seemingly mesmerized by Christabel's eyes. Then he stepped aside and opened the door, allowing her to enter.

"Where can I find Mr. Vassar?" she asked over her shoulder as she went inside.

"Penthouse. Top floor," the doorman replied in a monotone without even looking in her direction.

Christabel smiled and headed for the elevator.

As soon as the doors closed behind her, the doorman snapped out of his daze. He got a confused look on his face as he saw himself holding the front door open with no one around. He grumbled and shook his head, letting the door to the building close.

Cut To:
Int.
New York City – Apartment Building – Top Floor – Moments Later 

When the elevator got to the top, it stopped and opened its door. Christabel calmly exited and scanned the floor until she saw an ornate doorway nearby.

She walked over, still carrying her basket of goodies. She rang the doorbell.

Cut To:
Int.
New York City – Apartment Building – Penthouse – Seconds Later

Inside the living room of the apartment, Mr. Vassar stood in front of a gilded mirror that hung upon the wall above a mahogany accent table. The handsome thirty-something was adjusting a silk tie in the collar of his crisply starched white shirt.

When he heard the doorbell, he glanced at the foyer, then walked over to his front door and peeked through the peephole. When he saw the pious image of Christabel with her basket, he cursed under his breath.

"I'm gonna get that stupid doorman fired…" he growled as he opened the door. "Look, whatever you're selling, I don't want any, so just –"

Just like the doorman, Vassar stopped mid-sentence, mesmerized by Christabel. Without another word, he stepped back and let her walk in. As she made her way over to the mahogany table and set down her basket, he locked the door and walked back into the living room.

When he snapped out of his daze, he was shocked to find Christabel inside the apartment and standing in front of him. "What the hell –?"

"Be ye afraid of the sword," she quoted, "for wrath bringeth the punishments of the sword, that ye may know there is judgment."

Before Vassar could make another objection, Christabel whipped out her butcher knife and attacked.

There was the sound of a blade slicing into and out of flesh, then of blood splattering against the mirror and the wall. There was a struggle and the beginning of a scream, then a crash and a thud, followed by the sickening sound of wet gurgling. But the stabbing didn't stop.

Her face, arms, and chest spattered with red, Christabel sat on top of Vassar, wielding her knife in a two-handed thrust as she sang one of her [image: image7.jpg]


favorite hymns.

"Would you be free from the burden of sin?"

Stab.

"There's pow'r in the blood…"

Stab.

"…pow'r in the blood…"

Stab.

Fade To:
Int.
New York City – Apartment Building – Penthouse – Later That Day

Vassar's apartment was now crawling with crime scene investigators as the medical examiner finished his initial inspection of the body. Nearby, a man in an FBI jacket waited anxiously; in his gloved hands he held a large evidence bag made of clear plastic.

When the medical examiner gave him a nod, the FBI agent knelt beside the body. As the medical examiner rolled Vassar's body onto its side, the agent looked underneath. When he saw what was there, he sighed; then he reached over and carefully plucked out a blood-soaked newspaper clipping. He glanced at it briefly before dropping it inside the evidence bag.

"Got it," he said, and the medical examiner eased the body back down.

The FBI agent turned the bag over to look at the front of the clipping. It was from the New York Times, and it showed a picture of Mr. Vassar smiling as he came down the steps of the courthouse. The accompanying article was about his acquittal in a recent rape/murder trial. Across the clipping was a word written in big black letters: "JUDGED."

Suddenly, the FBI agent leaned closer to get a better look at the clipping. There was the shadow of another picture and headline as if there were another clipping tucked behind the first.

He turned to the NYPD officer guarding the scene, "Get the Chief!"

As the officer moved to the front door and called into the hallway, the agent returned to his examination of the clipping, his eyes narrowing.

Fade To:
Int.
New York City – Motel Room – Same Time

Christabel was standing at the sink outside the bathroom, checking her reflection in the mirror. She had showered and redressed; there was no longer any evidence that she committed a bloody murder earlier in the day. 

Satisfied with her appearance, she walked to the small table near the door and picked up a manila folder. She sat down on the edge of the bed and opened the folder, revealing a small stack of newspaper clippings inside.

As soon as she had opened the folder, alarm came over her face. She touched the top clipping with her fingertips, then quickly leafed to next piece of newsprint. It too was apparently not what she was looking for. She frantically flipped through the remaining clippings, then searched all of her belongings. Nothing.

A frightening look entered her eyes – a mixture of fury and fear. She snatched up her motel key and rushed out of the room.

Cut To:
Int.
New York City – Motel Front Desk – Seconds Later

The manager on duty had his copy of the morning edition of the New York Times laid out on the counter and was lazily perusing its contents. He didn't even look up when Christabel stomped up to the front desk.

"Where is it?" she demanded.

"Where's what?" the manager inquired wearily.

"It's not there," Christabel said. "Someone here must have taken it."

The manager finally took his eyes off his paper. "What, like your cash or something?" the manager asked. "Look, it says right on the wall, we ain't responsible for stuff left in the rooms." He pointed emphatically at the sign next to the desk.

"No, not money," Christabel replied. "The newspaper clipping!" she nearly shrieked.

"Newspaper clipping?" the manager shot back. "Why the hell would anyone take that?"

Getting more and more upset, Christabel continued to insist that her newspaper clipping had been stolen, ignoring any attempts by the manager to reiterate the policy. After enduring over a minute of the crazed woman's ranting, the manager hurriedly closed up his newspaper, scooped it off the counter, and shoved it into Christabel's hands.

"Here…you want a newspaper? Take this one. You can snip and clip all you want!"

At first, Christabel refused to be placated…until she glanced down at the front page. When she saw what was there, her eyes changed, and her look became one of relief and elation. She touched the paper as if it were sacred, then turned and walked away.

The manager just shook his head and murmured, "Nut-job."

Fade Out.

Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Council – Slayer Gym – The Next Morning

As voices from the television mounted on the wall droned forth the morning news, Buffy and Faith circled one another on a sparring mat. Buffy was in full concentration mode, but Faith's eyes kept flickering over to the television.[image: image8.jpg]


 

At one such flicker, Buffy made her move, rushing forward and initiating a quick one-two punch. As Faith's eyes snapped back from the television, she easily deflected the jabs and then came back with a several of her own, forcing Buffy to move back.

On the last punch, however, Buffy stepped to the side, grabbed Faith's arm and wrenched it, forcing Faith to her knees.

Faith laughed and said teasingly, "That's how you like me, isn't it, B? Down on my hands and knees?"

"Shut up, Faith," Buffy growled, rolling her eyes.

Faith twisted out of the hold and swept her legs out to knock Buffy onto her back. Before Buffy could recover, Faith was on top of her, pinning down her arms.

"Or maybe like this?" Faith said, grinning down at the blonde.

"Or not," Buffy countered as she wedged her leg between herself and Faith and kicked the dark-haired slayer away.

When Buffy hopped to her feet, she didn't waste time renewing her offensive. Faith was still smiling as she deflected and dodged all of Buffy's punches or kicks.

Suddenly, Faith's attention was drawn to the television once again, and in the split second of that distraction, Buffy landed a full punch to Faith's jaw, sending her to the mat.

"Oh my god, Faith, I'm so sorry," Buffy said, reaching down to help the brunette to her feet. "I was sure you were going to block that…"

"It's okay," Faith said, rubbing her jaw as she got up. "Luckily, you still punch like you used to."

Buffy gave her a brief mock glare and then said, "Come on, let's take a break. You can tell me how you're holding up while your 'love machine' is away in Australia."

"I'm doing just fine, thank you very much," she said with a mock glare of her own. "He's only been gone a couple of days. And contrary to popular belief, I can go without sex for more than a week." She gave Buffy a sly glance as she added, "I may have to borrow some of your batteries to do it, but I can do it." She laughed when Buffy elbowed her. Soon Faith sobered, though, and she shrugged and looked away. " 'Sides, Ace is probably glad to get away from me for a while. I haven't exactly been fun to live with lately."

Buffy nodded knowingly as she followed Faith's gaze to the television.

Cut To:
Ext.
Watchers Council – Headquarters Sign – Same Time (On Screen)

The television showed Fox 8 news reporter Leonard Lance standing outside the Council headquarters holding up a copy of Blood and Darkness: The Real Story of Superstar Slayer Faith Lehane by John Harriman.

"The California State Attorney's Office has stated that it is looking into the allegations made in Harriman's controversial tell-all book," Lance stated. "In spite of growing pressure, however, Miss Lehane has yet to make any public comment regarding the book and its claims."

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Slayer Gym – Resume

As Lance rattled off the last few lines of his report, Buffy glanced at Faith, who was still staring at the screen with pain-stricken eyes. Buffy reached out and took Faith's arm, then deliberately steered her off the mat and away from the television.

"This'll all blow over soon, I'm [image: image9.jpg]


sure of it," Buffy told her.

Faith gave a huff of disgust. "Yeah, right."

"Look, I know it seems like you're never gonna get past your…well…past, but you will. I know it. Trust me, it's not always gonna haunt you."

Faith started to say something but stopped when something across the room caught her eye. Her shoulders sagged as she said grimly, "Is that so?" 

Buffy turned to see what Faith was looking at. It was Kate Lockley, Faith's former arresting officer in Los Angeles, walking directly towards them.

Cut To:
Int.
Dawn and Skye's Apartment – Same Time

"I still don't like it," Dawn said as she paced.

Rowena and Willow sat on the sofa while Skye sat in a chair across from them.

"I promise you," Rowena stressed, "we will do all we can to insure her safety. You have my word."

"It's not your word I doubt," Dawn told her. "Of all the people here, including my often misguided but well-meaning sister, I trust you two the most when it comes to Skye. It's the demon element I don't like – we don't know what they'll do."

"What do you think?" Willow asked Skye.

The vampire shrugged her shoulders. "Valentine's dead, other folks too…and it's because of this group. Who's to say someone in this room might be next?"

"What are you saying?" Dawn asked, stopping at her side. "You're not seriously considering this, are you?"

"No," Skye replied. Rowena looked defeated while Dawn looked optimistic. Then Skye said, "…and yes."

"Which is it?" Dawn asked.

"I need to know more," Skye said, addressing all of them before turning to Rowena. "You said that you'll insure my safety, right? Just how do you plan on doing that?"[image: image10.jpg]


 

"Several ways actually," she answered.

"Then start running them down," Skye said with a motion of her hand.

"I don't believe this," Dawn sighed.

"I just want to hear them out," Skye told her.

"And what am I supposed to do for all eternity if they fail, huh? My long-term romantic options here are rather limited, ya know?"

"Is that the only reason you're with me?" Skye asked, rising to her feet. "Convenience?"

"Of course not," Dawn replied with a hint of anger. "How can you think that?"

Willow and Rowena shared an uncomfortable look. When Dawn and Skye both began to talk at once, their words mixing, Rowena cleared her throat loudly and asked, "Should we come back later?"

"No," they both answered.

"I love you, Skye," Dawn began. "I don't want to spend forever without you – not now, not ever."

"I get that," Skye answered. "Believe me, I do…But what happens if this group finds a way to take you away from me? Or what if they kill one of them?" she said, motioning to Willow and Rowena. "Do you want Alex or Jen to grow up without their mom?"

Dawn hung her head and looked away. Skye pulled Dawn into her lap as she took her seat again. Then she turned back to the women on the sofa. "I'm not saying yes or no. Just tell me – us," she corrected, tightening her grip on Dawn. "…what do you have planned? Once I hear it, I'll let you know if I'm in."

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Slayer Gym – Resume

As Kate slowly but purposefully strode towards them, Buffy turned to Faith.

"Don't worry," she reassured her. "The Council will take care of this."

Faith didn't hear Buffy's words. She stared off, her mind clearly elsewhere.

Flashback To:
Los Angeles 1999
Angel's Place – Living Room – Night

Faith watched in shock as her own picture appeared on the television screen. She could hear a female announcer doing a voiceover.

"Los Angeles police in conjunction with federal authorities are looking for this woman tonight," the announcer said, "a felony suspect from the California town of Sunnydale. The young woman has fled to Los Angeles in recent days. Eyewitnesses identified her as being involved in several recent assaults. Police want your help in finding her. A press conference was held earlier."

Faith leaned closer to the television as the image of Detective Kate Lockley behind a podium appeared on the screen.

"Anyone with any information about the whereabouts of this subject," Kate announced, "should get in touch with law enforcement immediately…"

Flashback To:
Sunnydale 1998
Series of Quick Shots

[image: image11.png]


– Faith accidentally staking Deputy Mayor Allan Finch in the heart 

– Finch grasping at his bloody chest while staring at Faith

– Faith smiling as she examines the fancy dagger that the Mayor has just given her

– Faith shooting an arrow into the back of the man delivering the Mayor's box

– Faith standing over the delivery man's dead body, flashing her new dagger, before bending down to sever his cuffed hand from the box

– Faith stabbing the volcano expert, Professor Lester Wirth, in his home

Flashback To:
Los Angeles 1999
Angel's Place – Living Room – Night

Faith continued to stare in panic as Detective Lockley concluded her speech.

As Kate spoke directly to the television audience, her expression was serious. "…Do not approach her. She is violent and unpredictable."

Kate then turned to the reporters near the stage. "I'll take a few questions."

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Slayer Gym – Resume

As Faith popped out of her reverie, Kate arrived on the scene.

"Detective Lockley," Buffy said coldly. "To what do we owe this honor?"

Kate ignored Buffy's sarcasm and said, "It's Special Agent Lockley now." She flipped open her ID and showed them her FBI badge. "Chief Investigator, actually."

Buffy merely shrugged at Kate's ID. "Guess the FBI's taking anybody these days. Well, Chief…you haven't answered my question. Why are you here?"

Kate snapped her ID shut and put it away before saying, "I'm here on business." Then she looked pointedly at Faith.

Buffy stepped protectively between Kate and Faith. "No. You are not taking Faith."

"Buffy…" Faith interjected weakly before the blonde cut her off.

"No, Faith," Buffy said, "let me handle this."

Faith shut her mouth and dropped her gaze to the floor. Buffy turned back to Kate, who just crossed her arms and waited.

"Look, Faith has paid enough," Buffy stated firmly. "She's risked her life more times than I can count to save lives and to save this world. She even lost her life in the process. She got it back only because of a miracle, and I'll be damned if she's gonna spend the rest of that life behind bars!" She punctuated her final line with a dramatic finger-point in the vague direction of California.

Even after Buffy's ardent speech, Faith didn't look up. Kate, however, had a completely shocked expression on her face. Her eyes were wide, and she actually pulled her head back in a 'wowed' gesture. She looked back and forth between the two slayers and then shook her head, chuckling slightly.

"I guess the tabloids were right about you two…" she commented.

Faith's head instantly popped up as Buffy's mouth dropped open.

"What?!" they both objected, speaking at exactly the same time. "No!"

The two glanced nervously at each other before Buffy turned back to Kate and said, "A-A-Absolutely not." She gave Faith a nudge. "Right, Faith?"

"Absolutely!" Faith answered. "Not, I mean. What she said." She rolled her eyes at her own pathetic response.

Buffy began over-gesturing between herself and Faith. "We are just friends…Just two good friends…Just two very good friends. That's all."

Faith's forehead creased a bit at that, and she looked over at Buffy. "Well, not 'very good friends'," she told her. She thought a second more and frowned again. "Not even 'good friends,' really…Are we?"

Buffy was pouting. "We were kinda starting to be," she said in a hope-filled voice. "At least I thought we were…"

Faith gave a shrug and a nod as she considered this. "I guess…"

Kate cleared her throat, drawing Buffy and Faith's attention back to her. Then she held out her hands and just stared at the two slayers expectantly as if she were saying, 'Are you guys finished now?'

In response, Buffy stood up tall and pulled her shoulders back and announced, "I am not now, nor have I ever been, involved in a romantic or sexual relationship with Faith Lehane."

Faith couldn't help but grin and snort. "Been practicin' that much?" she asked.

"A little," Buffy admitted. "You know…in case we ever make a [image: image12.jpg]


public response to the tabloid spread? Did I sound convincing?"

"Ahhh…no," Kate interjected.

Buffy looked disappointed. "But –"

Kate waved off Buffy's reply. "As fascinating as your non-relationship is, can we get back to business?" 

Buffy immediately turned hard again. "Like I said, you're not taking Faith."

Kate sighed heavily and then said, almost reluctantly, "I'm not here to arrest Faith. I'm here to protect her."

Buffy and Faith did a double double-take and said, "Huh?"

Fade Out
End of Act One
Act Two
Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Council – Meeting Room – A Short Time Later

As usual, Buffy sat at the head of the table. Flanking her on either side were Willow and Rowena. Kennedy and Faith filled out one side of the table while Xander and Felix filled out the other. Kate was standing near the projection screen, a wireless remote in her hands.[image: image13.jpg]


 

Behind her on the screen was a vivid photo of a bloody crime scene. She tapped the button on the remote to advance to yet another gruesome picture. Everyone at the table was grimacing at the sight. Faith, however, sat like a stone, leaning back in her chair with her arms crossed tightly.

"So far, she's killed five people," Kate stated. "All with the same weapon: a big knife of some kind, probably a butcher knife."

"And you're certain it's a 'she'?" Felix asked.

"Yes," Kate replied. "We've recovered DNA at the scenes, so we know that the killer's female, and we know that it's the same killer for all five murders."

Rowena got a puzzled look. "But I thought female serial killers were extremely rare."

"They are," Kate confirmed. "And most fall into two categories – those who have killed family members and those who have killed patients – with poison being their usual weapon of choice. But the premeditated and violent murders of strangers…by a single female perpetrator…not that common at all. Aileen Wuornos is probably the best example."

"Oh yeah? We had our very own example right here in the Council," Kennedy grumbled.

Kate nodded knowingly. "Yes. Heli Hamalainen. A very unusual case."

"If you've got DNA and fingerprints, then can't you look them up in all those databases?" Xander asked.

"We have but, unfortunately, we've gotten no hits, so our subject is not in the system."

"Why is she doing this, though?" Rowena asked. "I mean, what's tying all these murders together?"

Kate turned to the screen and clicked to a new slide. It was of a newspaper clipping featuring a photo of one of the victims. Across the person's picture, the killer had written in large block letters, "JUDGED." A few more clicks revealed similar clippings for the other murders. The last was a slide of the article about Mr. Vassar's acquittal that had been left with his body.

"It appears that the killer is murdering people who, in her mind, have escaped justice somehow," Kate explained.

"And that's why you think she's after Faith?" Buffy demanded coldly. "Out of all the people it could be, you think it's gotta be her. Are you sure this isn't your excuse to get to Faith?"

"I don't need an excuse!" Kate shot back at Buffy. "She's a convicted murderer who escaped from prison about 22 years short of her minimum sentence." Kate glared in Faith's direction, causing the slayer to drop her gaze, but the agent didn't linger there. She moved on to Willow, gesturing dramatically at the witch. "But, thanks to Miss Rosenberg here, I can't prove any of that. Not yet."

"She escaped from prison to save the world!" Willow countered angrily. "Remember those days in L.A.? Eternal night, rain of fire, an apocalypse of biblical proportions?"

"Oh, and only she could deal with all that?" Kate replied.

"Look, we didn't have a slew of slayers then," Willow pointed out. "We only had two, and –"

"I broke out to save Angel," Faith interjected, stopping the argument between Kate, Buffy, and Willow. "Okay? Don't make it out to be more than it was."

There was a long moment of awkward silence before Kennedy spoke up.

"Why don't we get back to the problem at hand?" Kennedy suggested. "You know, the crazy serial killer who may be after Faith?"

Kate sighed and said, "It's not 'may be after Faith'…it's 'is after Faith'."

Kate went to her portfolio, pulled out an evidence bag, and tossed it on the table in front of Buffy. She picked it up, and Willow and Rowena leaned over to look at it with her.

It was a newspaper clipping, soaked in blood but now dry. It featured a large picture of Faith on the front page of the New York Times. The headline read, "Allegations Besiege Once-Heroic Slayer."

Willow held it up for the others to see. Kennedy grabbed it from Willow's hand and brought it over for her and Faith to examine. Faith took it when Kennedy held it out. She glanced it at briefly, clenching her jaw as she did so. Then she slid it across the table to Xander and Felix. Everyone seemed stunned into silence as the item was passed through the group.

When everyone had seen it, Kate went on. "We found that at the last [image: image14.jpg]


crime scene, stuck behind the clipping that went with that victim. We believe that this one was left behind by accident."

Cut To:
Int.
New York City – La Guardia Airport – Same Time

Christabel stood patiently at the ticket counter as a pair of harried airline agents assisted the customer in front of her. She seemed unaffected by the din of the noisy terminal, as if she were in her own little world. She merely rocked on her heels and whisper-sang her favorite hymn.

"Pow'r in the blood…pow'r in the blood…"

Voiceover, Kate: "But it's clear what this means…"

When one of the agents called her to the front of the counter, Christabel snapped back to reality and stepped forward.

"I'd like a ticket to Cleveland, Ohio, please," she requested, a polite but cheerful smile on her face.

Voiceover, Kate: "…Faith's next."

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Meeting Room – Resume

Everyone at the table was staring at Faith with worried expressions in their eyes.
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"Stop looking at me!" Faith finally barked. "Just…stop."

The group looked away and directed their attention back to Kate, who went on with her report.

"Even if we hadn't discovered this," she said as she pointed to the evidence bag now resting in the center of the table, "I probably would have stopped by your headquarters anyway."

"Why so?" Felix asked.

"Our killer seems to have supernatural abilities," Kate said. "She's almost like a ghost. She can enter a building in plain sight of witnesses, and yet no one ever remembers seeing her. We got a few descriptions from witnesses a little further from the scenes, but nothing useful. All they saw was a plain, ordinary-looking woman. And video surveillance images were too grainy to be of any use."

Willow got an inspired look on her face. "She didn't look like a nun, did she?" she asked.

"Thinking Sister Sin?" Rowena inquired. 

Willow nodded. "She was all about the judging and punishing."

Kate shook her head and said, "Sorry, no nun sightings."

After mulling it over, Willow added, "Well, now that I think about it, Sister Sin wasn't that selective, anyway. She was basically torching everyone she came across."

"Even if she had somehow come back from her vanquishing, it's doubtful that she'd take the time to cut out newspaper clippings and leave them at the scenes," Rowena pointed out.

"But from what you describe," Willow said to Kate, "the killer could very well be a magic user, and if that's the case, we may be able to track her."

"Can't we use this and do a locator spell?" Kennedy suggested as she reached for the bagged newspaper clipping and held it up.

"Maybe," Willow said. "It's not necessarily a personal object, but it's very important to her, obviously. It might work."

"Good, that's a start, then," Buffy said to Willow. "Get the Coven on that right away."

"You got it," Willow replied.

Buffy turned to Rowena. "Ro, you get the Watchers Division aiding the Coven on research on this one."

"Will do," Rowena answered.

"Now, before we go any further, I want to talk about Faith's security," Buffy said.

"Clearly, she'll need a slayer escort," Felix said.

"Agreed," Kennedy said. "24/7."

"A-A-And a witch," Willow added. "If this killer can do magic, Faith will need the extra protection."

"Even inside the Council?" Xander asked.

"Absolutely," Buffy said. "If she can put the whammy on witnesses, then she could sneak into anywhere, even the Council."

Faith watched with increasing aggravation as her friends and colleagues discussed her fate as if she weren't even there.

"We should put the Council on lockdown, then," Xander said.

"Better yet, we should put Faith on the detention level," Kennedy suggested. "Besides the Vault, that's our most secure area."

"And somebody should call Robin," Buffy said. "Let him know what's –"

"NO!"

The loud voice followed by an angry slap on the table made everyone jump. They turned to look at Faith, who was now standing – clenching her fists over and over and glaring around the table.

When she had everyone's full attention, she sternly announced, "I am not going to be locked away for my own safety…I am not going to have some contingent of secret-service slayers and witches following me everywhere I go…and no one is going to call Robin and tell him anything. Ya got that?"

She stared at each person, daring them to counter her command, but with the amount of fury they were seeing in Faith's eyes, everyone at the table wisely chose to look away and remain quiet.[image: image16.jpg]


 

Everyone except Buffy, that is, who crossed her arms and said, "Fine. We'll table the issue of security. For now."

The two slayers locked eyes for a long moment until Buffy finally redirected the meeting to final questions and comments.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Meeting Room – Moments Later

As soon as she had ended the meeting, Buffy pulled out her cell phone and called her office, all while keeping an eye on Faith, who was trying her best to get out of the room quickly.

An efficient and slightly snooty voice answered on the other end. "Watchers Council, Miss Summers' Office. This is Maxine. How may I help you?"

Buffy made a gritted-teeth smile and said, "Maxine, how are you?"

"Well, I'd be much better if you hadn't skipped all of your morning appointments, without so much as a word," Maxine complained.

"Yeah…sorry 'bout that, but I had other pressing matters," Buffy told her as she noticed Faith nearing the meeting room door. "Look, Maxine, cancel all my appointments for today and tomorrow and we'll see about the day after that."

"What?! You can't just…But…" Maxine blustered.

"Just do it, Maxine," Buffy ordered. "And hold down the fort because I'll be unavailable until…well, until I say so. I have my cell. Bye."

Buffy hurried toward the door.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Hallway – Seconds Later

As Faith stomped down the hallway, she suddenly found Buffy right by her side, mirroring her every move. Faith abruptly halted and turned to face the blonde.

"I said I didn't want any tag-alongs," she said gruffly.

Buffy held out her hands and said, "It's either a security team or me. Take your pick."

The two slayers engaged in another eye-lock until Faith growled and resumed her stomping gait, clearly having chosen Buffy over a security team.

Buffy grinned and followed right after, rushing to catch up. Once beside Faith again, she asked, "Where're we going?"

"The armory," Faith answered curtly.

"Oh, goody!" Buffy chirped cheerfully. "Weapons!"

Faith just groaned.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Armory – Moments Later

After tucking a small stake into her back pocket and snapping a pair of sheathed throwing knives onto her belt, Faith pulled out a tranquilizer pistol and checked its chamber for a dart.

Buffy did much the same but pulled out a small stunner instead of a tranq gun. When she test-fired it, causing sparks to jump between the prongs, she laughed and said, "I feel like Dog the Bounty Hunter or something."

Faith didn't return the laugh, so Buffy stifled the merriment, and the two slayers finished their work in silence. When they were ready to go, Faith started to walk off, but Buffy stopped her.

Her tone now completely serious, Buffy said, "Faith, I just wanted to say thanks."

Faith was confused. "For what?"

"For saving Angel," Buffy replied. "Back in L.A."

It took a few seconds for Faith to respond. When she did, she shrugged and said, "I owed him, ya know? He's the only one who never gave up on me."

Buffy hung her head at that. "Yeah," she mumbled softly. After a brief pause, she looked back up and said, "Anyway, I just wanted to say that. I don't think I ever told you when we were in Sunnydale."

Faith's expression curled into a teasing smirk. "Nah, you were too busy spazzing over the fact that I had been in Angel's head. What was it you didn't want me to see, huh?" Faith waggled her eyebrows suggestively.

"Nothing!" Buffy insisted. "Angel and I were very…not like that."

"Bet you and Spike were," Faith said. "Now that woulda been a mind trip! Hear him tell, you got really down and dirty in your post-resurrection days."

Buffy groaned. "Uggghh…don't remind me…"

"Aw, come on…it wasn't all bad, was it?"

Buffy couldn't help but grin a little. But she quickly shook it off. "How did we get on the topic of my ancient sex life, anyway?"[image: image17.jpg]


 

The levity in Faith's expression fell away. "Well, it's better than thinking about the alternative," she said grimly.

Buffy reached out and gave Faith's arm a reassuring squeeze. "We'll get her," she promised.

Faith sighed. "Yeah, sure," she agreed although not very convincingly. Then she hitched her thumb over her shoulder and said, "Look, I need to take care of a few things in my office, so…"

"Sooooo, lead the way," Buffy said, not allowing Faith to wiggle out of an escort.

Faith rolled her eyes and walked away. "Talk about having your boss on your ass all day…" she grumbled, making Buffy grin.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Conference Room – Same Time

Dawn and Skye sat on the edge of the table as a watchers team brought in various pieces of equipment.

"Thanks," Jackson told them as they put the items they were holding on the table and then exited.

"So this is it, huh?" Skye asked as she motioned to the surveillance equipment.

Jackson nodded as he held up one of the items. "This is the microphone, otherwise known as the wire. We'll put this on your…chest area…" he said, bashfully looking at her bust. "Everything that's said will be sent to this baby here," he said, tapping a metallic box. "We'll digitally record the conversation. You've got your safe word, right?"

"Yeah, but I don't know how I can say the word 'Rumpelstiltskin' in a sentence that makes sense," Skye replied.

Jackson shrugged. "Well, if it gets intense, just say the word. If you've got time to buy, then tell someone there you feel like Rumpelstiltskin – that the Council expects people to hand over their first-born children or something." Skye rolled her eyes. "Hey, we needed a word you wouldn't say out of the blue, okay?"

"Fine," Skye sighed. "But Dawn's still going to be in the field, right?"

"Right," Rowena called from the doorway, making them look over toward her. "She's your handler," she added.

"I like the sound of that. Wanna handle me baby?" Skye asked Dawn.

"Get serious," Rowena told her as she walked over. "We need information on VOH, but we also need you to come out alive."

"But I'm already dead," Skye pointed out.

"You know what I mean," Rowena replied. "If there are any problems, Dawn can protect you better than anyone. She's impervious to anything they might do."

"Again, advantages of immortality," Dawn replied.

"Exactly," Rowena told her. "But we'll have a slayer squad on standby that Hadley will run. So that doesn't mean you go all John Wayne and charge in on your own, all right?" Dawn just shrugged, and Rowena repeated, "All right?"

"Yes, all right," Dawn agreed.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Infirmary – Same Time

Joan sat patiently in Dr. Miller's consultation office while he retrieved the last of her test results. As he sat down, he groaned and grimaced noticeably while touching his back.

"You've been doing that all day," Joan noted. "Have you been to see a doctor, Doctor?"

"As a matter of fact, I have," he told his patient, "and it appears that I have a herniated disk. I will need surgery probably, but until then, I'll have to make do with pain medication and the occasional steroid injection."

"Shouldn't you be in bed or something?"

"Actually, too much bed rest can be even more harmful than being up and about," he explained. "As long as I move carefully, I can go about my normal duties." He held up Joan's chart. "Now…enough about me. Let's see what these test results have to say, shall we?"

Fade Out.

Fade In:
Int.
Ethan's Apartment – Living Room – Afternoon

The ice cube in the glass of scotch had become nothing more than a slither – bobbing, trying to stay afloat in the russet liquid.

Ethan stared vacantly out of the window. His eyes were not fixed on one particular point. It was gray outside. One could be forgiven for thinking it was much later than what it was, forgiven for thinking it later in the year than spring.

A heavy sigh escaped his lips, and without looking he swirled the scotch only once and downed it, wincing as his [image: image18.jpg]


throat warmed.

"Knock, knock," a gentle, female voice echoed from behind.

The voice roused Ethan from his catatonic stupor. He shifted in his chair, glanced over his shoulder to find a very different Gwen standing in the doorway wearing a demure smile. 

"Gwen…I…" Ethan stood and placed the glass down on the table.

She seemed dwarfed without her 'superhero costume.' In its stead, she wore a simple white lace top and a pair of stone washed jeans. Her hair, while still bearing the punctuated red and cream stripes, was still wavy but off her face, tied back in a long ponytail. She just looked softer.

"You look…I…I heard…that you…" He waved his hand at Gwen, at a loss for words.

"Oh, yeah, cool, huh?" she smiled as she flexed her muscles.

"Are you still…?" he asked with a slight inclined brow.

Gwen nodded. "Yeah, but at will, thanks to…Will." She rolled her eyes. "The Energizer Bunny's been upgraded. Better. Stronger. Faster. Ya know, well, kinda," she grinned. "I wanted to see you before, but Buffy said that you had taken some leave."

"Yes," Ethan's smile faded. "I…I had to get away."

"Yeah, no, totally," Gwen agreed before scanning the apartment and then raising a finger to point around the place. "Is Cameron…?"

After a beat, Ethan blinked. "No. No she's…she's out."

Gwen bit her lip and tipped her head. "May I?"

"Yes, of course. Come in," Ethan motioned her in and headed to the kitchen. "Can I get you anything?"

"No, I'm good, thanks," she said as she closed the door behind her. "More of a fleeting visit. I'm working with Kennedy in Security while Robin's Down Under; plus I'm avoiding that Kate Lockley chick who's sniffing around. Let's just say that we're not the best of friends."

She moved over to the window that Ethan had been staring out of previously. The light of the day made the view less than impressive. She turned and looked at the empty glass on the table beside the armchair. Gwen picked it up and lifted it to her nose before placing it back down with a sigh.

"I must say…" Ethan commented after putting the kettle on in the kitchen, "…you look," he smiled rakishly, "…incredible."

"I try to make an effort." She patted her hair with a smirk.

"Well you don't need to. I'm thrilled for you, Gwen. I truly am…" He trailed off.

An awkward silence fell between them, and after a moment Gwen pouted and took a couple of steps forward. "Thanks, but…I didn't come up here to show off my new look. I came to see how you are."

"I'm…I'm all right."

"Oh c'mon, Ethan. I know you." She stopped in front of him and stared up at his eyes. "It's Camden, isn't it?" He didn't answer. "I read the report. To be honest, not what I was expecting. Did you…?"

"Kill him?" he asked with a nervous grin. "Now whatever made you think that?"

"Well, you," Gwen said, her brow puckered in worry. "In the lab? You said you would," she countered.

"So you think that I did. You read the report. You tell me."

Gwen looked at him hard. He returned her look with an innocent smile. "You really loved him, didn't you?" she asked.

"Despite everything, despite it all, he was like a son to me." Ethan's smile faded as he reached for the glass and the bottle of scotch. "But I…I couldn't stop him, couldn't change him. In the end his own stupid incompetence and arrogance was what killed him."

"Not to speak ill of the dead, but it's what he deserved. He got his."

He huffed out a laugh. "Ah. Someone as tactless as me. How refreshing," he grinned at [image: image19.jpg]


her.

"I'm sorry, Ethan. For you. I know you truly did love him."

He nodded and cast his eyes to the floor.

Gwen held her stare and reached out, lacing her fingers through his. Ethan frowned and moved his eyes to their joined hands. He replied with a light squeeze and looked up to Gwen. 

"If you need to talk…you know where I am." Gwen gave him a bright smile and then tip-toed up and kissed him on the cheek.

She stepped back down and squeezed Ethan's hand once more before walking away. When she had opened the door, she glanced back and gave Ethan another smile. He nodded and curled his lips. Once Gwen closed the door and left the apartment, his smile immediately vanished.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Library – Same Time

Later that day, Buffy and Faith reported to the library where a research station and temporary command center of sorts had been set up. Rowena and Willow were in the back, working with several watchers and coven members. Kate was near them, talking on her cell phone. Kennedy was at a long table, conferring with Mia and Casey over a set of HQ floor plans.

"So, what's the sitch?" Buffy called out to the group, drawing the others over.

"I've put the HQ on high alert with extra measures being taken at all entrances and exits," Kennedy answered. "And I've put a security team near Faith's apartment."

Before Faith could protest the latter, Willow walked up with a charm in her hands. It was a tiny herb-filled bag with a leather string, designed to be worn like a necklace. She started to put it around Faith's neck, but the brunette backed away.

"Oh no, I'm not wearing any of your smelly accessories," Faith said.

"My charms do not smell!" Willow objected. "Not bad, anyway." She gave it a sniff and held it out. "See?"

Faith took a reluctant whiff, and once satisfied that its smell wasn't offensive, she took it from Willow's outstretched hand. "What's it supposed to do?"

"It'll protect you from most mind control spells," Willow said.

"Oh." Faith nodded in approval and put the charm around her neck.

"We're also working on setting some special wards around the [image: image20.jpg]


Council that are designed to do the same thing," Willow went on. "Hopefully, they'll short-circuit any magical sneakiness." 

"What about the locator spell?" Buffy asked. "Any luck?"

Willow shook her head. "Nope. Dead end." She cringed at her own choice of words and glanced at Faith. "Sorry."

Faith shrugged it off.

Just then, Rowena walked up and joined the group. "Kate's provided us with a full set of case files, and I've got a team of watchers going over them right now, hoping to see a pattern, a clue, something."

"Good, that's good," Buffy said.

Faith hadn't been listening closely to Rowena's report; instead, she'd been staring at Kate a few yards away. When Kate closed up her cell phone and started walking toward the group, Faith stepped over to meet her.

"I wanna see the last crime scene," Faith told her.

"What?!" Willow said in alarm.

"No way," Kennedy added. "Unh-unh."

Buffy looked intently at Faith as the brunette waited for Kate's response.

"It might help," Kate admitted. "Maybe you'll see something we missed."

"Or maybe you'll be leading Faith right to the killer!" Kennedy objected.

"And that would just be tragic, wouldn't it?" Willow accused. "The one that got away gets taken down in a totally un-coincidental moment of poetic justice."

"Now just a damn minute…" Kate angrily responded, pointing a finger in Willow's direction.

"Guys! Cool it!" Buffy yelled as she snapped her cell phone closed. "We're going. End of discussion." She turned to Faith and Kate, "The jet's being prepped. Let's go."

"Thanks," Faith said simply.

As Willow and Kennedy stood there with their mouths hanging open in shock, Buffy gestured Faith and Kate on ahead and then followed behind them. After a few steps, she turned back to the now-pouting pair.

"Well? Are you coming?" she asked them.

Now realizing that they had been meant to go along, Willow and Kennedy hurried to join them. A loud throat-clearing from Rowena stopped Willow in her tracks. She turned and looked at her wife.

"Aren't you forgetting something?" Rowena asked pointedly.

Willow smiled sheepishly then rushed over to give Rowena a fervent kiss.

"That was, um…" Rowena cleared her throat again, this time out of necessity. "…good…very good, but I was thinking of these." She held up four of the charms.

Willow looked a bit embarrassed as she took the necklaces from Rowena's hand. "Oh. Right. Good idea."

Before Willow could dash away, Rowena pulled her in for another kiss. Then she told her, "Be careful."

"I will," the redhead promised. After a quick kiss to Rowena's palm, Willow hurried away to rejoin the others. "Kiss the twins for me!"

Cut To:
Int.
Cleveland Airport – Later 

Just as the Council Jet was [image: image21.jpg]


roaring off the runway on its way to New York, Christabel was coming out of the terminal. As she stepped past the security check-in, she looked up and saw a huge sign spanning the top of the hallway.

It read, "Welcome to Cleveland, Home of the Watchers Council."

A wicked smile crept slowly onto Christabel's face.

Fade Out
End of Act Two
Act Three
Fade In:
Int.
Council Jet – Evening

Later that evening, Faith and the others were settled in onboard the Council jet on their way to New York City.[image: image22.jpg]


 

Buffy and Faith were sitting next to each other in the back row while Kate sat alone at the front. Willow and Kennedy were in the middle on the padded, sofa-like bench that paralleled the fuselage and faced the rows of paired seats.

Faith hadn't said much so far, and Buffy hadn't pressed her for conversation, so she was a little surprised when Faith finally spoke up.

"So…why'd ya let me take this trip?" she asked without looking in Buffy's direction.

"I think it might help for the Council to do some detecting of its own," Buffy replied. "If the killer does have magical or supernatural powers, then we're the best folks to investigate that."

"But why let me come along? It's not the best plan security-wise."

Buffy turned to face her fellow slayer, and Faith met her eyes. "I could see how important it was to you, and I know what it feels like to need to do something. As for security-wise, you've got Willow, Kennedy, and me."

"Thanks," Faith said simply before facing the front once again and returning to her silence.

Further up the plane, Willow and Kennedy were reviewing some spells when Kennedy excused herself to go to the bathroom near the galley.

When Kate saw Kennedy pass by her, she took the opportunity to turn in her aisle seat and speak to Willow.

"You did a good job of covering Faith's tracks," Kate told her somewhat snidely. "Other than the eyewitness testimony of guards and inmates and police officers and the like, there's no proof whatsoever that your Faith Lehane is the same Faith Lehane convicted of murder in California. You should be proud of yourself."

"I am proud," Willow answered. "It may not have been the legal thing to do, but it was the right thing to do. This world would be demon-invasion-central several times over if it weren't for Faith."

"It doesn't put her above the law," Kate pointed out.

In the small confines of the passenger compartment, it wasn't difficult for Faith and Buffy to overhear Kate and Willow's conversation. Buffy looked over at Faith to gauge her reaction, but Faith just continued to stare forward, her only movement being the clenching of her jaw.

After a long moment, though, Faith said in a dejected voice, "Lockley's right."

Buffy turned in her seat. "No, she's not," she stated quite firmly.

Faith looked at Buffy in surprise then narrowed her eyes. "Who are you, and what have you done with the real Buffy Summers?"

Buffy rolled her eyes in response.

"No, seriously," Faith said. "What happened to the 'No. No Chance. Jail.' Buffy I saw in L.A.?"

Buffy hung her head a bit and then said, "Hopefully more evolved."

Faith gave a disbelieving huff. "I tried that whole 'look at the big equation and who's in the plus column' argument on you back in SunnyD, and you sure as hell didn't buy it then."

"Things have changed."

"How?" Faith asked, her voice rising and drawing the attention of both Kate and Willow. "Did Allan Finch somehow miraculously come back to his family? Or Professor Wirth to his classes? Did that delivery guy ever get back to whatever it is he did with his life? No, they didn't. 'Cause I killed 'em."

Buffy raised her hand to object. "Finch was an accident, a-a-and you were just a kid, a messed-up kid who –"

"Stop tryin' to sugarcoat it, B," Faith said, cutting her off. "I killed three men. The first one, yeah, I didn't mean to do that, but the other two…" Faith shook her head. "…they were no accident."

Cut To:
Ext.
Watchers Council – Same Time

Voiceover, Faith: "I staked out a spot, I waited, and then I killed 'em."

Christabel walked along a sidewalk in Cleveland. When she came to a certain spot, she stopped, turned, and looked. Before her were the front grounds of the Council Headquarters. She examined the large sign then turned her eyes toward the entrance.

Voiceover, Faith: "I'm no better than the killer who's after me."

Christabel's lips curled into another of her wicked smiles.

Cut To:
Int.
Dawn and Skye's Apartment – Night

"Okay, all set," Jackson said as he put the finishing touches on the microphone.

Skye began to re-button her shirt and turned to Dawn. "I want you to be careful tonight, okay?"[image: image23.jpg]


 

"I'm immortal," Dawn replied dryly.

Skye paused. "Yeah, right. Okay, I'll be careful then." Skye began to grin and then leaned over, giving Dawn a light kiss.

"Ready?" Jackson asked.

"Let's do it," Skye said, motioning to the door.

Cut To:
Int.
Surveillance Vehicle – A Short Time Later

Jackson and Hadley sat side by side with headphones on, listening to Skye.

"It'll be fine," they heard her say. "Fooled people at the Council for months when I was turned. I'm sure these guys will be a cakewalk."

Cut To:
Ext.
City Street – Near Voice of Hell Meeting Place – Same Time

Skye and Dawn walked next to each other.

"I realize how dangerous this is, but I'm not sure you do," Dawn said, an earpiece in her ear.

"Well, let's make it less dangerous for me. Stop here and just hang back. I'm not far from the entrance."

Both women stopped walking. Dawn moved forward to hug Skye, but the vampire kept her at arm's length. "You might break me," she said, motioning down to her chest.

"Right, just be careful, okay? Get out of there as soon as you can."

Skye did lean over and give her a kiss. "I'll be back. I promise."

Skye then walked around the corner, heading down the street alone.

Cut To:
Ext.
Abandoned Warehouse – Voice of Hell Meeting – A Short Time Later

As Skye passed an alley she saw one demon frisking another one by a doorway of the abandoned warehouse.

"Damn it," she swore under her breath. She quickly turned around and unbuttoned the top of her shirt as she cut back into the alley. "Change of plans, guys," she said. "They're checking for weapons and wires. I'm in an alley right next to the warehouse."

Cut To:
Int.
Surveillance Vehicle – Same Time

"Dawn," Jackson said into his microphone, "get over to that alley. We're closing this down. We'll find another way in."

Cut To:
Ext.
City Street – Near Voice of Hell Meeting Place – Same Time

"On my way," Dawn replied into her mouthpiece.

Cut To:
Ext.
Alley – Near Voice of Hell Meeting Place – Minutes Later

Dawn rounded the far corner of the alley, but she didn't find Skye there. She raced to the other side, but instead of her lover she found the microphone and small battery pack lying on the ground.

"Son of a bitch," she swore.

She raced to the edge to see Skye being frisked by a demon at the entrance while Jackson repeatedly called to her for an update.

"She's pulled the wire and gone in," she told him. "Have all the slayers on stand-by."

Cut To:
Int.
Abandoned Warehouse – Voice of Hell Meeting – Minutes Later
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Skye entered the meeting in vamp face, looking around. Another vampire approached her with a greeting of a casual, "Hey."

"Hey," she replied. "Looks like a good turnout."

"Yeah, more keep coming each week," he said as he motioned to the nearly 150 demons that filled the small area. Some sat on folding chairs while others, too big, hung around the walls. "I see you're a newbie," he mentioned, referring to a sticker that had been placed on her chest.

"Yeah," she replied. "Wanted to check things out. It's getting harder to feed lately."

"You ain't kiddin'," he snorted. "Things were great before the Council got here." 

"Well, I don't have any great love for the Council either. In fact, I'm looking forward to the day they're gone."

"All in good time," he told her cheerfully. "Why don't we have a seat over here?" he motioned.

Skye took her seat with her vampire persona still in place as the Voice of Hell entered the room.

"Sorry, I'm late," she said, taking her place behind a podium. "Let's start as usual. Who're our newest members tonight? Stand up."

Skye looked reluctant, but she finally stood with three other demons who were scattered through the room.

"Ah, a vampire," the Voice of Hell said, noting Skye. She left the podium and walked toward Skye, keeping her eyes fixed on the newcomer. "What brings you here tonight?" she asked.

"Simply put," she replied. "A better life…or…death, I should say."

The Voice of Hell smiled. "Yes, Cleveland seems to be in a recession, doesn't it? Your 'Happy Meals with legs' are leaving Ohio for greener pastures more and more each day, aren't they?"

A few vampires in the audience nodded in agreement.

"For me it's a bit more personal than that," Skye replied. She distorted her face back to its human form. "Anyone recognize me by chance?"

A few demons, who had human-like faces, scrunched them as they examined her.

"Hey," the vampire that had befriended her said in realization, "you're that vamp from the Council TV Show."

Skye nodded and then looked directly at the Voice of Hell. "You want to take down the Council," she told her. "Well, now you've got someone on the inside if you want her."

The meeting soon became a mix of voices and sounds. Comments like "Stake her" and "Hear her out" filled the room. But despite all the commotion Skye kept her eyes trained on the Voice of Hell.

"Aren't you scared, Vampire?" the Voice of Hell asked.

"I'm terrified, but I'm out of options," she told her. "I've been their guinea pig long enough. So I've got two choices – I come here and try to find the help I need to wipe them off the earth once and for all. Or you stake me and put me out of my misery. Either way, it's win/win for me."

The group was speechless, and no one made a sound until the Voice of Hell suddenly began to laugh.

"What's your name, Beautiful?" she asked.

"Skye," she replied. "Or AKA the Council's alleged lap dog," she added for good measure. "I'm just hoping I survive long enough to see the looks on their faces when they realize I played a hand in their demise."

"No one touch her," the Voice of Hell warned the group. She then leaned closer to Skye and said, "Come see me after the meeting."

Skye nodded and watched as the Voice of Hell walked over to another demon newcomer, who was standing. Quietly, she took her seat again.
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Fade To:
Int.
New York City – Apartment Building – Top Floor – Night

Kate led the way into Mr. Vassar's apartment building, taking the Council team up to the penthouse floor. All were wearing the charms that the Coven had prepared, just in case the killer was still in the area. 

When they exited the elevator, they saw that the apartment had a guard outside and the door was still crossed with crime scene tape.

Kate flashed her badge at the officer, who nodded and stepped aside. Kate pulled down the tape and opened the door. Resting her hand on her gun holster, she stepped warily inside. After a few seconds, the others followed, with Faith being the last to go in.

Cut To:
Int.
New York City – Apartment Building – Penthouse – Continuous

Buffy, Kennedy, and Willow grimaced in horror and disgust as they took in the scene from the foyer. Faith merely began clenching her jaw again. After a few moments of appalled staring, Willow clicked into gear and began moving around the room, conducting a magical scan. Kate turned her attention to the others.

"The lobby surveillance video shows the killer talking to the doorman and then moving to the elevator, but the doorman has no memory of ever seeing her at all." Kate pointed at the front door they had just come through. "The hallway surveillance shows her knocking at the door and being let in by Mr. Vassar. Unfortunately, none of the recordings got a clear picture of her face."

She led them further into the apartment where a large bloodstain soaked the carpet. "This is where the body was found, but we believe the attack started here."

She gestured at the mahogany table with the mirror on the wall above it, and Buffy and Kennedy walked over. Faith, however, stayed at the bloody spot on the carpet as Kate went on with her narrative.

"This is where the first sprays of blood appear." She pointed at the spatters on the wall, mirror, and ceiling. "We think the initial blow occurred here. She got in at least one, maybe two, stabs or slices, which caused the cast-off patterns you see here. He probably didn't even know what hit him until it was too late. They struggled briefly before he finally went down. She continued to stab him multiple times as he lay on the floor."

Kate moved back to where the body had been found, where Faith was still staring at the blood. The agent knelt near the top of the stained area.

"He didn't die immediately," she said. "There was aspirated blood on both his face and clothing and on the carpet here." She shook her head and frowned. "Not a pleasant way to die, no doubt about that."

As Kate made her final comments, Faith's mind retreated into memory.

Flashback To:
Cleveland Waterfront 2006
Series of Shots

– Faith twirling a sword in each hand as she squared off against ten of Lucifer's demons

– Faith fighting the demons furiously before being skewered by one of the demons

– The demon wrenching his sword up through Faith's torso before kicking her off the blade and to the ground

– Faith groaning in pain then lifting her hand and seeing it covered in blood

– Faith crying desperately to the Archangel Gabrielle, "I'm not ready, I'm not ready…"

Cut To:
Int.
New York City – Apartment Building – Penthouse – Resume

Faith had closed her eyes and was shaking her head, causing both Buffy and Kennedy to step beside her. When they tried to reach out to her, she raised her arms and backed away out of their grasp.

"I have to get out of here…" she said, panic evident in her voice. At that, she took off for the front door.

Buffy and Kennedy both followed, but at the doorway, Buffy raised her hand to stop Kennedy as if to say 'I've got it.' Kennedy reluctantly complied but hovered nearby to keep watch.

Cut To:
Int.
New York City – Apartment Building – Top Floor – Seconds Later

As soon as Faith left the apartment, she headed straight for the elevator. By the time Buffy arrived, Faith was punching the call button.

"Faith…" Buffy began.

"Just leave me alone, B," Faith warned.

Buffy persisted. "Faith, I know this is difficult for you, but –"[image: image26.jpg]


 

"Did you hear what I just said?! Or do you not understand English?!" Faith barked as she whipped around to confront Buffy. "I said 'Leave. Me. Alone!' You got that?" When it looked like Buffy was going to speak again, Faith turned nasty as she punched the call button several more times. "Look, I'm not interested in being the 'Chosen Two Best Pals', okay? I got over the need to be your friend a long time ago."

A hurt expression came over Buffy's face, and she dropped her gaze to her hands. Faith looked up at the floor location lights above the elevator and growled when the elevator still wasn't there. She walked over to the stairwell door, flung it open, and began stomping her way down.

Buffy glanced over at Kennedy, who was already headed over. When the elevator door opened, Buffy said, "Keep an eye on her."

Kennedy nodded, got inside the elevator, and pushed the lobby button.

Cut To:
Int.
New York City – Apartment Building – Lobby – Minutes Later

As Faith came bursting out of the stairwell, she found Kennedy already there waiting for her.

"Shoulda waited for the elevator," Kennedy noted with a slight smirk.

"Listen, Slick, I don't need a baby-sitter, all right?" Faith said as she pushed past Kennedy. "I just need some air and some space."

"Hey, have all the air and space you want," Kennedy replied, trailing right beside her. "But I'm not lettin' you outta my sight."

Faith just growled again and stomped out of the lobby.

Kennedy followed but kept a short distance between herself and her friend.

Cut To:
Int.
Abandoned Warehouse – Voice of Hell Meeting – Same Time

"Meeting adjourned," the Voice of Hell said as she banged a gavel.

As demons began to make their way out, Skye made [image: image27.jpg]


her way forward.

"Okay," Skye said as she approached. "Is this it?"

"Excuse me?" the Voice of Hell asked.

"Is this the time that you try to stake me? No witnesses."

"No, if I wanted you dead, then you'd be dead, Skye," the Voice of Hell replied. "I don't trust you, but my mistrust isn't enough to kill you…yet."

"So, what do you want then?"

"I want you to kill a Council member," the Voice of Hell told her.

"While nothing would bring me greater pleasure, it would be pointless. At least for me anyway."

"Meaning?" the Voice of Hell asked.

"I can't kill humans. Allister's bitch has a spell on me. I harm humans, and I automatically go poof. Don't know if that's entirely true, but I do know that Rosenberg is one of the greatest witches in the world – if not the greatest. I'd really not like to find out if you catch my drift."

"I see," the Voice of Hell replied, thinking for a moment. "Then do something else. Something that won't involve killing a human."

"Besides your adoration, what's in it for me?" Skye asked.

The Voice of Hell laughed. "You are a card, my dear…How about I don't stake you for one?"

Skye grinned. "That's a good start," she said and started to walk away. "but…not good enough. I'm not trading one lap dog position for another." 

"What if I told you Willow Rosenberg isn't the most powerful mage in the world? What if I told you I could lift that spell?"

Skye stopped and turned around with a larger grin on her face.

"Now you've got my interest…Let's talk," she told her.

Cut To:
Ext.
New York City – Sidewalk Bench – Short Time Later

After walking around the block a couple of times, Faith finally plopped down on a bench near the apartment. Kennedy approached, paused for a moment, then sat down at the far end of the bench.

Faith let out a disgusted exhale and said, "You gonna give me the sappy, 'I know it's tough, but everything's gonna be okay' speech, too?"

"Nope."

The terse reply drew a curious glance from Faith. "Why not?"

"'Cause I like my head right where it is," Kennedy said with a grin.

Faith gave a quick snort and briefly returned Kennedy's grin before settling into silence once again.

Fade To:
Int.
Council Jet – Later That Night

Kate and the Council team were now on their way back to Cleveland. Given the late hour, they were all trying to get some sleep. Kate was in the inside seat in the front row, propped against the window. Willow and Kennedy were sharing the bench seat and had inadvertently ended up leaning against one another as they slept. Only Buffy and Faith were left awake.

Faith was hunkered down in the last row while Buffy fidgeted in her window seat in one of the middle rows. As soon as Buffy had gotten into a comfortable position and closed her eyes, she heard someone ease into the seat beside her. She looked up and saw Faith sitting there, a bottle of water in her hand. Buffy blinked her eyes and sat up in her seat.

"Hey," she said.

"Hey," Faith replied.

Buffy looked at Faith and waited, figuring the dark slayer had something to say. But it was a long, awkward minute before Faith finally spoke.

"I'm sorry for going off on you earlier," she said, keeping her voice low so as not to disturb the others.

Buffy gave an understanding nod, though it was clear that Faith's former words still stung. "That's okay."

"I didn't mean what I said about not wanting to be your friend. I do. I just…" Faith trailed off, not knowing what else to say.

"You were upset. I get it."

Faith nodded back, and the two slayers were quiet for a while. Faith took a few drinks from her bottle of water; Buffy gazed out of the window.

"Actually, us hanging out…it's been pretty cool," Faith commented.

Buffy turned to Faith and smiled. "I think so too."

A tiny smirk graced Faith's mouth as she said, "Great minds think alike."

Buffy chuckled lightly then glanced at her hands. After a moment of thinking, she looked back up, her expression serious.

"I know we each have our own way of doing things, and I know we're always gonna butt heads over something," she told Faith, "but I think we have a lot more in common than we care to admit."

Faith didn't say a word; she merely raised a skeptical eyebrow in Buffy's direction, daring the blonde to make her case. Buffy took up the challenge.

"Well, for starters," she said, "we're both slayers."

"Original slayers," Faith corrected.

"True, good point," Buffy noted before continuing. "We're both strong and stubborn and –"

" – sexy and utterly irresistible to men and women alike," Faith finished playfully.

It was Buffy's turn to raise an eyebrow.

"Well, we are," Faith insisted.

"Speak for yourself," Buffy said with a groan. "I don't appear to be irresistible to anyone."

"Ah, just give it time," Faith said before lifting her bottle of water to take another drink.[image: image28.jpg]


 

"Time? Time? How much time?" Buffy said in an urgent whisper. "I'm getting so desperate I'm actually considering logging on to eHarmony!"

Faith nearly snorted water through her nose.

"I'm serious," Buffy said, annoyed, as Faith struggled not to choke on her water. "And stop getting me off my topic." Buffy took a deep breath and went on. "We've both made mistakes, done things we wish we hadn't."

Faith gave a rueful laugh. "I think I've got ya beat in that department."

"Let's not have a competition in that area, okay?" Buffy suggested. Then she resumed her speech. "We've both fought in multiple apocalypses."

"Too many," Faith said wearily.

Buffy paused before saying, "We've both lost people we love."

Faith frowned but nodded.

"All I'm saying is…if we could just get past some of our old Sunnydale baggage, I think we could be good friends. Maybe even very good friends."

Buffy looked over at Faith. The brunette hadn't seemed to register her last statement; instead, she was staring off, deep in thought.

"We both died," Faith finally said. "And came back."

"Yeah, we did."

There was another long pause in the conversation. Faith stared at her hands and picked at the plastic label on her bottle of water. Buffy merely waited.

"What was it like?" Faith asked without looking over. "When you died?" she added to clarify her question.

Buffy grinned and said, "Which time?"

Faith gave her a mock glare and said, "You know which time."

Buffy sobered and answered, "It was…strange…as if time had slowed down. When I hit the portal, I mean. It seemed to take minutes instead of seconds to pass through it." She swallowed hard and glanced down at her lap. "Inside it, I was, like, ripped apart – only, not in a physical way, though it sure felt like it." Buffy's forehead creased as she continued. "I remember landing hard on something, but I barely felt anything by then. I saw the sky and closed my eyes and…" She trailed off and shrugged as if to say 'that was it.'

"And after?" Faith asked.

"You mean when I was dead?"

Faith nodded.

"I don't remember details," Buffy said. "I just remember being…content, at peace. It felt good." Buffy looked over at Faith and found her thinking deeply. "What about you?" she asked.

"The dying part or the after part?"

"Both."

"Well, the after part…I don't have a clue about that."

"You still don't remember anything?"

"Nope," Faith said, shaking her head. "And the dying part…Got sliced up, bled out, cried like a baby when I knew I wasn't gonna make it."

"But Gabrielle was there, right?"

"Yeah." She didn't say this affirmation with much sense of consolation, though. "Next thing I know, I'm waking up in the morgue."

Buffy groaned. "God, I wish I had." When Faith gave her a puzzled look, she explained, "I woke up inside my coffin. My buried coffin."

"Damn! I didn't know that. How did you get out?"

"The old-fashioned vampire way."

"You dug yourself out?" Faith asked in alarm.

Buffy nodded. "And when I got out, the town was being ransacked by some kind of biker gang of demons. There was fire and smoke and people screaming…I thought I was in hell…"

Faith frowned and looked away, fear in her eyes. Buffy just sighed and lightened her tone, or tried to anyway.

"But I wasn't," she said, "and life went on. Eventually."[image: image29.jpg]


 

After a long pause, Faith turned back and said, "I felt it, you know…when you died."

As Buffy's eyes widened in surprise, Faith continued.

"I was in prison. Some new chica had tried to earn some creds by taking me on. She ended up in the infirmary, and I ended up in solitary. All of a sudden, I felt like I was having a heart attack. I almost called the guard, but then I knew…I just knew. A few days later, Angel came and told me."

Buffy put a fake grin and force herself to chuckle. "Bet you were glad to be rid of me." When Faith didn't chime in an agreement, Buffy went on. "Besides, you finally got to be the one and only 'one girl in all the world'."

Faith shook her head. "No…I just felt…alone."

After thinking a moment, Buffy said sadly, "I know what you mean."

"Yeah, I know you do. Taking over for you in Sunnydale…that was the first time I had a clue what you –"

"No," Buffy said, cutting her off. "I don't mean that. I mean when you died. God, Faith…when I saw you on that slab in the morgue, I just…I felt like I had lost a part of myself."

Faith couldn't do anything but look at Buffy in shock.

"I don't wanna go through that again, okay?" Buffy said softly.

Faith turned away, and when she turned back, she was smirking – back to her usual joking self. "Guess you better die first, then," she teased.

Buffy grinned and glared at the same time and then gave Faith a punch in the arm. "Smart ass."

Cut To:
Int.
Council Jet – A Short Time Later

Faith was now the only one left awake – Buffy had dozed off minutes before. Faith had tried sleeping, but with each attempt her troubled eyes popped right back open as unwanted memories assailed her mind. She sat leaning forward with her elbows on her knees and her fingers buried in her hair.

Flashback To:
Cleveland December 2005
Warehouse – Gregor's Gordian Web – Night

"Do you know what hell is?" Gregor asked his two captives. "Hell is where your worst nightmares are made flesh, your worst fears become real."

"Why us?" Faith asked.

"Because I am desperate," he replied. "But I am not a monster."

"Says you," Willow retorted.

Gregor ignored her comment and went on. "I would never send someone to hell who wasn't already destined to go there anyway."

Flashback To:
Spain December 2006
Ronda – El Tajo – Cliff's Edge – Sunset

Faith crossed her arms tightly and turned to face Gabrielle – or who she thought was Gabrielle. "W-W-What happened to me after I died?"

"You want to know why you can't remember." The archangel's eyes dropped sadly when Faith nodded. Gabrielle took a moment before answering. "Because I didn't want you to remember," she said. "Not after what you had sacrificed."

Faith could only stare as the meaning behind the words hit her. "I was in hell."

Flashback To:
Texas November 2007
Supercollider Complex – Collision Chamber – Day

"Isn't…anyone…going to say…good-bye to me?" Heli sneered from her place on the floor.

Faith moved to stand over the dying slayer. "Go to hell!"

Heli indulged in a laugh that turned into a short but racking cough. When it subsided, she looked into Faith's eyes and said, "Been there, done that. Just like you…or so I hear."

Cut To:
Int.
Council Jet – Resume

Faith dropped her hands, lifted her head, and leaned back into her seat. Her expression was pained as she let out a hopeless sigh and closed her eyes.

Fade Out.

Fade In:
Int.
Watchers Council – Meeting Room – Early The Next Morning

Buffy and Faith and the others had just gotten back from the airport and were now in a meeting with the other Council leaders. At Buffy's request, Skye was also present.

"First things first," Buffy said as she addressed the group. "How did our little Skye the Spy mission go?" she asked Dawn.

"It went very well," Dawn said, smiling at her lover. "Skye was able to infiltrate the Voice of Hell group without any problems. They totally bought her 'I hate the Council' story."

"It's not a story," Jeff interjected. "She does hate the Council."

"Not all of it," Dawn countered with a bit of a whine.

"Well, what happened? What did you find out?" [image: image30.jpg]


Kennedy asked Skye.

"They told us nothing, really," Skye reported. "It was little more than a 'rah-rah, we're great' pep talk. Kinda like what Buffy does from time to time, only not as boring and self-righteous."

Despite her somber mood, Faith couldn't help grinning at Skye's comment, but she quickly covered it up when Buffy glared in her direction.

"So really nothing to report," Skye finished, "but I do need to know if I can have what she wants."

"What does she want?" Kennedy inquired.

"Council layouts," Skye answered.

"Why would she want the Council layouts?" Buffy asked. "We've got protection in place – it's not like they can just storm in here."

Skye shrugged. "Just telling you what she told me. If I do that, I'm officially in and can be trusted. So…?"

Buffy looked to Willow. "What do you think?"

"I say give her the plans. They won't do her much good, and if that gets Skye into the group so that we can learn more, then it's worth it. If need be, we can even send fake plans – nothing too radical, just move a few areas around."

"Okay," Buffy agreed. "We'll get something drawn up to give to Skye."

Xander held up his hand. "I can do that."

"Great." Buffy turned back to Skye. "Anything else we should know?" 

Skye paused a moment and then grinned. "Nope, that's all worth mentioning."

"So, what about your trip?" Xander asked, making brief eye contact with Buffy and then Willow. "Did you find anything useful, discover any clues?" He cast a hopeful glance at Faith, who was back to her stony faÃ§ade.

"Not really," Buffy answered.

"It was pretty gruesome," Kennedy admitted. "This killer…she means business."

"We did confirm Agent Lockley's suspicion that the killer used magic, though," Willow said, gesturing at Kate. "I could sense the after-presence of a very powerful witch. So at least we know what we're up against."

"Speaking of magic and what we're up against," Buffy said, "how goes the warding?"

"All done," Andrew replied. "We've set special wards around the entire headquarters, with extra measures taken around the main entrances."

"We've also made more of these," Jeff reported as he held up the charm that he and all of those present were now wearing.

"And we've increased our traditional security, as well," Felix added.

"Good," Buffy said, pleased with the precautions being taken. She glanced around the table. "Is there anything else we can do about this serial killer woman that we're not already doing?" When no one spoke up, Buffy said, "Okay, then, that's it for now. Keep up the good work. Hey, Kennedy!" she called out, motioning the slayer over. "Do me a favor and get Agent Lockley set up in a guest suite?"

Kennedy rolled her eyes and grumbled, "Fine."

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Guest Suite – Moments Later

Kennedy was carrying a box of files while Kate had the straps of two bags slung over each shoulder as the slayer led them inside the guest suite. Kennedy set the box on the coffee table, and Kate did the same with her two bags.

"This is it," Kennedy said, gesturing at the room. "There's food and drinks in the kitchen, towels in the bathroom, and ya got high-speed internet over there at the desk. You oughta be all set up."

Her duty fulfilled, Kennedy then headed for the door. Kate's voice stopped her, and she turned around.

"It's not personal," Kate said. "I know you all think it is, but it's not. I never even met Faith until the day I arrested her."

"Well…it's personal to us," Kennedy said coldly. Then she opened the door and walked away.

Cut To:
Int.
Faith and Robin's Apartment – Living Room – Same Time

"We're back in the Council, with wards and guards everywhere, and two slayers outside my door…you don't have to baby-sit me anymore," Faith insisted as Buffy followed her into the apartment.

Buffy went into each room and flicked on the lights. "I know, I know…"

"Look, everything's fine. I'm just gonna shower and crash, and I don't need a chaperone for that."

"Just checking things out…"

When Buffy returned to the living room, Faith grabbed her by the arm. "Well, check this out," she said, pointing to her own face. "GO. HOME." She intentionally overemphasized each word.

Buffy gave her a knowing nod that had a hint of a tease in it. "You need some alone time. I get that."[image: image31.jpg]


 

"You're gonna get my shoe up your ass if you're not out that door in ten seconds," Faith threatened.

Buffy just laughed and held up her hands in surrender. "Okay. Fine. I'm going." When she reached the door, she turned back to Faith and said, "But you stay put."

Faith just glared and crossed her arms. At that, Buffy left the apartment. Once Buffy had gone, Faith dropped the tough-gal act and let out an exhausted sigh as she ran her hands through her hair. Then she trudged off toward the bedroom.

Fade To:
Int.
Faith and Robin's Apartment – Living Room – Noon

Now freshly showered in a new change of clothes, Faith sat slumped on her sofa, just brooding. Reluctantly, she picked up the remote and switched on the television.

She flicked through the channels, not really paying much attention to what was on, until something caught her eye.

A reporter was at a local junior high school, interviewing several young teenage girls, all of whom were wearing identical 'Faith' fan shirts.

"We know Faith didn't do this," one of the girls proclaimed.

"Yeah, John Harriman is full of crap," another said.

"Faith is a hero," a third girl insisted. "And nobody's gonna tell us different."

Faith switched off the television and let her head fall back against the sofa. She thought for a moment, then got up and walked around the room, mentally debating something. When she stopped, her expression was determined, as if she had come to a decision.

She picked up the phone and started to punch the buttons but stopped before she got very far. She looked at her watch and did some mental calculating.

"Damn, it's like 3:00 a.m. there," she said before hanging up.

She walked toward the door but stopped before touching the doorknob, remembering that there were slayer guards outside. Instead, she turned and headed for the window.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Public Relations Office – A Short Time Later

Frequently looking over her shoulder, Faith walked down a hallway until she reached the Council's Public Relations Office. She opened the door and went inside.

When she entered the reception area, she saw that the walls were covered with enlarged and framed newspaper stories and magazine articles, many of which featured Faith as their star. She paused before the very first issue of Watchers Monthly.

The cover headline read, "Faith Lehane: Beantown Girl Makes Good." She scanned the pages until she saw the article itself. Her eyes fell on a particular line she'd spoken during the interview: "I can't change what I've done, but I know I can try to make things good today, so…I try to do the right thing with the second chance I've been given."

"Do the right thing," she whispered to herself before taking a deep breath and walking over to the reception desk.

"Miss Lehane," the secretary said when she approached. "What can I do for you?"

"Is Jim in?"

"No, I'm afraid not. He's in a meeting downtown. Do you want to make an appointment?"

"No, that's okay," Faith said. "Thanks anyway."

She left the office and stopped outside to think. After a moment, she headed off once again.

Cut To:
Int.
Willow and Rowena's Apartment – Living Room – Moments Later

Willow stumbled to the front door, frowning and rubbing her eyes as if she had been awakened. She perked up in surprise when she saw Faith on the other side of the door.

"Faith, what are you doing here?" She glanced outside into the hallway. "Shouldn't you be under guard or something?"

"House arrest is more like it," Faith grumbled. "I slipped out the window. Had to take care of some things."

Willow gave her a puzzled look. "I don't under –"

"Anybody else here?" Faith asked, cutting Willow off.

"Um, no…Ro took the twins for a 'play date' with Elizabeth and Martin so that I could catch up on some sleep. What's up?"

Faith pointed to the couch. "Let's sit down."

Willow got a worried expression but complied. When they sat down, she [image: image32.jpg]In;—




asked, "Faith, what is it?"

"Look, there's no easy way to say this, so I'm just gonna say it…I'm gonna come clean about California…go public with the whole thing." 

Willow jumped to her feet. "What?!!!"

Faith stood up to face Willow. "Look…I really appreciate what you've done to protect me – bailing me outta jail in Toledo, fixing the records, and all that – but this is something I need to do. And I swear I'll keep you out of it."

"I don't care about me," Willow said, outraged. "It's you I'm worried about!" She reached out and grabbed Faith's arm. "You don't belong in jail, Faith. You have more than made up for your past."

"It doesn't work that way," Faith countered. "Gregor taught us that."

"Gregor was full of crap, and you know it!" Willow snapped as she released Faith's arm. Then she took a deep breath and softened her tone. "You died saving the world, and an angel brought you back…Why would she do that if she thought you were irredeemable?"

"Because I'm not done making things right here," Faith said.

"If you think you're going straight to hell, then why would 'making things right' even matter?" Willow asked pointedly.

"Because it matters to me!" Faith said, her voice rising as she took a step back. "I had a chance to do that with Hope, and I never did, and now she's gone!"

Willow didn't know what to say at that point. She just tried to give Faith a sympathetic gaze.

Faith paused to calm herself and then moved on. "I'm supposed to be a hero, a role model, a fighter of evil…How can I do that if I'm lying to the whole world – living my life as if I'm above the law?"

"The better question is…How can you do that if you're locked away for life?" Willow argued.

"I could do good in prison," Faith insisted. "There're a lot of girls that I could help – girls who have had a life like mine. Maybe I can steer them in the right direction…get 'em out of jail and keep 'em out."

"I don't doubt that you could have a positive influence in prison, but that doesn't come close to the kind of good you could do out here – what you're already doing out here, what you have been doing for five years and counting." Willow held out her hands in a pleading gesture. "We need you, Faith…The world needs you."

"There are plenty of Chosen Ones now," Faith said. "The world won't miss me. 'Sides, I've only got a couple of years before I stop being a slayer. It's not like I'll be much good after that."

"Is that all you think you bring to the Council? The fact that you're a slayer?" Willow asked gently. "You are so much more than that. You bring strength, leadership, courage…and that has nothing to do with your slayer powers. That's you – all you."

Faith met Willow's eyes. "Look, I've made up my mind. I'm just givin' you a heads-up. And like I said, I'll keep you out of it."

"It's not that simple! You're not the only one being affected here. I have a [image: image33.jpg]


stake, too."

"I thought you didn't care about you," Faith shot back.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Reception Area – Same Time

Wearing business gray and carrying a small leather attaché, Christabel walked casually through the front entrance of the Council and up to the reception desk that dominated the lobby. She gave the receptionist a polite smile.

"Where can I find Miss Faith Lehane?" Christabel asked.

"I'm sorry, but Miss Lehane is unavailable at the moment," the receptionist answered, keeping a bland expression while pressing the silent alarm under her counter. "Is there someone else who could help you?" 

The civil smile drained from Christabel's face, and she narrowed her eyes, focusing them on the receptionist. "Where is Faith Lehane?" she demanded in a low but urgent voice.

The receptionist blinked under Christabel's stare. "Umm, I'm not really supposed to give that information out…" she said uncertainly.

Christabel took a step closer, never allowing the woman to look away from her gaze. She started to repeat her order once again, but stopped when she saw the receptionist involuntarily dart her eyes to the left, where two slayer guards with tranquilizer guns were listening intently to their earpieces.

As soon as the guards glanced up and looked her way, Christabel bolted. She took off in a flash for the front entrance.

"That's her!" the receptionist screamed. "Get her!"

The slayers instantly followed.

Cut To:
Ext.
Watchers Council – Front Grounds – Continuous

The slayer guards were closing on Christabel as she dashed for the city street out front. When she curled around the large Watchers Council sign, they momentarily lost sight of her, but they quickly caught up and made the turn themselves, drawing their weapons as they did so.

When they got there, though, Christabel had vanished.

"What the hell?" one slayer said to the other as they looked everywhere but could find no trace of Christabel.

Cut To:
Int.
Willow and Rowena's Apartment – Resume

"Okay. Fine. I do care about me," Willow answered. "Of course I care about me. I have a family now…a wife and two kids…who need me and who I want to be with. And I can't do that if I'm sitting in federal prison!"

"You told me there was absolutely no evidence, no way to prove anything."

"There's not, but that doesn't mean they can't make a case," Willow said. "Lockley already knows that I tampered with the records – I told her that myself. She already knew, but I still confirmed it. And when it comes to the kind of magical disappearing act I pulled with the records, there are only a few of us witches that can pull something like that off, and there's only one who had a motive, and that's me."

Faith seemed to consider Willow's argument. 

"Please…I'm begging you…Give yourself time to think about this and talk to the Council lawyers. I mean, have you even talked to Robin? Just don't make a rash decision."
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Right when Faith appeared to be close to agreeing, the phone rang. Willow stepped over to it and answered.

"Hello?" Alarm came over Willow's face. "What?!!" Faith drew near as Willow listened, shaking her head. "Don't worry…she's with me. We'll be right there."

"What is it?" Faith asked. "What happened?"

Fade Out
End of Act Three
Act Four
Fade In:
Int.
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Watchers Council – Meeting Room – A Short Time Later

"The serial killer who's after Faith made an attempt to infiltrate the Council," Buffy announced to the already noisy group of Council leaders, some who had heard the news and others who had not. 

Immediately, the room erupted into a cacophony of simultaneous outbursts – of shock, anger, frustration, and fear. Buffy had to bang the gavel several times to restore order.

"Okay, okay…calm down…we're all upset, but all this yelling is getting us nowhere, so zip it!" The group reluctantly quieted, and Buffy went on. "I won't waste time ripping Faith a new one for ditching her security team," she said while giving the slayer in question a laser-like stare, "because that won't get us anywhere either." Faith had the good sense to drop her gaze and stay silent. "Let's focus on what we learned and how we can find this woman."

"Well, the good new is," Willow interjected, "the wards held. She tried to come in and put the whammy on the receptionist, and it didn't work, so I'd say that's one for the white hats."

"And surveillance video got a good picture this time," Kennedy said, punching a button on a small remote. A picture of Christabel appeared on the large wall screen.

Everyone stared at the photograph for a long moment. Then several at the table looked at Faith as if expecting her to recognize the woman.

Faith shook her head. "Never seen her before."

"It's not likely that you have," Kate said. "What's driving this woman is not some personal encounter that she's had with you. It's what you symbolize."

"Someone who escaped justice," Faith supplied.

Kate shrugged in affirmation.

"So…if we know she's here, can't we try the locator spell again?" Xander offered. "I mean, won't it work better if she's close by?"
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All eyes went to Willow, and after thinking a moment, she nodded. "It's possible. I'll get the Coven on it right away."

Cut To:
Ext.
Lenore's Chamber Occult Shop – Later That Day

Christabel stood in front of the occult shop, her usually calm exterior now showing signs of annoyance. She drew in a deep breath and closed her eyes, reciting a Bible passage as she exhaled.

"So will I break down the wall that ye have daubed with untempered mortar, and bring it down to the ground…it shall fall…and ye shall know that I am the Lord…"

Then she opened her eyes and went inside the shop.

Cut To:
Int.
Lenore's Chamber Occult Shop – Continuous

Christabel stepped through the doorway, picked up a store-provided basket, and began moving systematically through the cluttered shop, clearly on a hunt for particular items. After gathering what she needed, she headed for the register.

As she passed through a section marked "Amulets, Talismans, and Miscellaneous," she suddenly stopped. Her face drained of all color, and she dropped her basket. She turned to the shelf on her right, where a collection of ornate wooden boxes was on display.

She frantically began opening each box then slamming it to the floor when it didn't contain what she was looking for. "Where is it? Where is it?!!" she cried, becoming increasingly unglued.

The manager, a forty-ish woman in earthy garb, immediately rushed over. "Stop that! This instant! Stop it or I'm –" Her words froze in her mouth when Christabel turned to face her.

The blonde woman's expression was completely crazed, and her eyes were solid black. She made a sweeping motion with one arm and magically demolished the shop's shelves and displays in a single wave. Then she made a scratching gesture with her right hand. A tendril of black energy shot from her hand and clamped around the helpless manager like a raptor's claw. Christabel drew the terrified woman close.

"Where…is it?" she asked, drawing out the words in a menacing fashion.

"Wh-Where's what?" the woman managed to ask. "I don't know what you're –"

"THE LOATHESTONE!!!" Christabel shrieked, tightening her magical grip on the manager until the older woman screamed in pain. "It was here," Christabel insisted. "Where is it now? WHO HAS IT?!!!"

The clueless manager just shook her head.

Christabel roared in fury and brought her fingers down into a closed fist, causing the magical claw to tighten even more around the manager's body. She kept squeezing – past the sound of breaking bones, past the sound of compressed flesh, past the sound of the manager's last strangled gasps of breath – until her rage had finally subsided.

As Christabel got her breathing under control, the black faded from her eyes. She released her grip, and the manager's mangled body fell to the floor with a sickening thud. She turned from her without a second glance, then closed her eyes once again.

"Appoint a way, that the sword may come…Lead me, O Lord…make thy way straight before my face…"

By the time she opened her eyes, her tranquil demeanor had returned. She looked down at the items that were still in her overturned basket and left them where they lay. Then she calmly walked through the ruins of the shop to the door.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Library – Same Time

Buffy, Faith, Willow, Kennedy, and Kate were once again gathered in the library.

"So no luck on the locator spell?" Buffy asked Willow.

Willow shook her head. "We just don't have the right object to get a clear fix on her. Plus, she could be using her own powers to run interference, so…"

Buffy's cell phone suddenly went off, followed shortly by Kate's. Both answered and listened and hung up.

"Lenore's has been hit," Buffy told Willow and Faith before turning to Kate. "Think it was her?" she asked, already making the assumption that Kate's call was about the same incident.

Kate began backing toward the door. "Don't know. Tell you when I get there." Then she turned and headed for the exit.

Buffy glanced at Willow and Kennedy, who nodded and followed after Kate. Faith looked as though she too wanted to go along, but she made no move to do so. She merely put her hands on her hips and walked away, letting out a breath that was half frustration and half dread. Fresh out of reassurances, Buffy just stood there and worriedly watched her.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Meeting Room – Later

"It was her," Kate told the group. "Fingerprints confirm it."

"But it doesn't make sense," Xander said. "She's been sneakier than a super ninja till now. Why would she go berserk at a magic shop?"

"Well, I can't explain the berserker part, but I can explain the magic shop part," Willow interjected. She pulled out several evidence bags, each with a different magical item. "These were found in an overturned shopping basket at the scene."

Faith examined a couple of the bags. "What do these do?"

"They're used to break wards," Willow answered solemnly.

"Oh." Faith dropped the bags and slumped back in her seat.

"But they were left behind," Rowena pointed out. "Why? Did she leave with another set of ingredients? Was she unable to find what she was looking for and went elsewhere? What?"

Willow replied with a helpless shrug.

Buffy turned to Kate. "Agent Lockley, what's your take on this? What's our next move?"

Kate rubbed the back of her neck and shook her head. "She's completely broken her pattern here. I don't know whether she's abandoning her plans for Faith or just hiding out to redouble her efforts."

"She's not giving up," Faith said in answer to Kate's dilemma. "She's just pissed off that things didn't go her way. She's not going anywhere until she's got me right where she wants me."

Everyone quietly considered Faith's chilling words, but no one attempted to counter them.

"Let's rig the where, then," Kate finally said.

"You mean, like, set a trap? Xander asked.

"With Faith as the bait?" Willow added in a challenging voice.
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Kate nodded to both.

Kennedy pointed at Kate. "No way! No freakin' way!"

"It's probably our best chance at catching her," Kate argued. "She's already lost control once, and she's making mistakes. This is the perfect time to draw her in, to force her into meeting us on our terms!" 

Kennedy jumped to her feet. "You are not going to hang Faith on a hook and dangle her out there and hope for a bite! My god, did you not see what that whack-job did at the magic shop?"

"Of course I saw it!" Kate said, also rising from her chair. "I've seen every single bit of carnage this woman has carried out! Up close and personal! In living color, 3-D, high def! In fact, it's the only goddamned thing I see when I close my eyes at night!"

Kate stopped to catch her breath and calm herself. No else spoke while she did that.

"That's why I want to catch her," Kate finished. "Before she can do that to somebody else."

"But it doesn't matter to you if you have to sacrifice Faith to –"

"Kennedy!"

Buffy's sharp command silenced the objecting slayer – and everyone else – from further comment. As Kennedy sullenly plopped back into her chair, Buffy put her fingers against her forehead as if she were trying to collect her thoughts. Then she stood up and leaned against the table surface with both hands, keeping her head down as if she were still wracking her brain. A voice made her look up.

"I'll do it."

All eyes immediately shot toward Faith.

"I'll do it," she repeated. She looked over at Kate. "Lockley's right. Setting a trap is our best chance."

Kate made no expression of victory. She merely sighed and sat back down.

Kennedy turned to Buffy but pointed back at Faith. "Are you gonna let her do this?!!"

Willow, Rowena, and Xander sent similarly alarmed glances in the chairwoman's direction, but Buffy merely locked eyes with Faith. When the brunette's determined gaze never wavered, Buffy wearily returned to her seat.

"It's Faith's decision," she said simply. When grumblings and objections began rising again, Buffy barked out another sharp command, "Enough!" She eyed each person at the table until they shut up, and then she went on. "Look, Faith has made her choice. It's a choice we've all made at one time or another…We put ourselves on the line because other lives are at stake. It's what we do. Now we can waste time arguing about this, or we can use that time to make sure this trap works without any harm coming to Faith!"

No one said anything in reply, so Buffy continued in a lighter tone. "Besides, we all know Faith, and if we don't let her do this, she's just gonna go out and do it anyway without us." She shot a knowing glance in Faith's direction. Faith grinned back briefly, and the others had no choice but to acknowledge the truth of Buffy's assessment.
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"Actually, I've got an idea about this trap," Faith said. "How to make the 'bait' irresistible to our little psycho."

"What's that?" Kate asked.

"Break the rules," Faith replied. "Take me out of her game."

"I thought that's what we were already doing," Buffy said. "Keeping you away from her…trying to catch her…"

Faith shook her head. "She's killing people who have escaped justice, right? Well, what if I wasn't escaping anymore? What if I confessed and just shot her little justification angle all to hell?"

"Faith, no!" Willow pleaded.

Xander waved his hand in the center of the table until Faith looked at him. "Okay, couple of things about you confessing. One, are you crazy?!! And two, news flash, I doubt a set of bars is gonna stop this woman."

"Bingo," Faith said, giving him a 'you've got it' head tilt.

Kate nodded in approval of the idea. "The killer's already made up her mind about Faith, already committed to her action of judgment against her."

"Sounds familiar," Buffy grumbled while looking directly at Kate. 

Kate cut her eyes at the blonde but then went on. "If we take that opportunity away from her," she said with emphasis, "we'll force her to take drastic action."

"Which means she'll take the bait," Rowena finished.

For a split second, everyone seemed to be seriously considering Faith's plan – everyone except for Rowena, who was looking worriedly at Willow, and Willow herself.

"Helllllooo?" Willow said to the others. "Are you forgetting that this whole scenario starts with Faith turning herself in?!!"

"It doesn't have to be a real confession and arrest, does it?" Rowena asked.

"You're right!" Willow said to Rowena excitedly. "W-W-We could just fake it all."

"No," Faith said, but no one seemed to hear her.

"Yeah, yeah!" Kennedy agreed. "They do that kinda stuff all the time on those Law & Order shows."

"No," Faith repeated, but she was once again ignored.

"Exactly," Xander chimed in. "They arrest the wrong person just to draw out the real killer. It's like this big 'psych!' staged by the police and the prosecution and –"

"NO!!!"

As she had done the day before, Faith slammed her hand on the tabletop, stunning everyone into silence. When she had everyone's undivided attention, she got up and began pacing behind her chair.

"Ya know, ever since this damn book came out, everybody's been tellin' me what to do: 'Just keep your mouth shut…Try not to let it get to you…Let the Council handle this…Trust the tampering…Wait till it all blows over.' But it all translates into the same thing: Keep Lying. Keep pretending to be something you're not. Keep saying nothing so you can save your own ass."

"It's not just about saving you," Kennedy gently objected. "It's about –"

" – saving the world," Faith finished for her, though with disgust in her voice. "Well, that argument's not gonna fly anymore. I'm not the 'one and only'." She glanced briefly at Buffy. "I never was. And I'm not the 'second coming' either! I'm just…me, and…" She stopped and swallowed hard. "…I-I-I can't live like this."

"What you did…who you were," Willow told her earnestly, "that's not who you are anymore."

Faith gave a rueful chuckle. "Who I was…who I am…they're kinda stuck in the same package."

No one spoke for a long time. Then Buffy said, her voice cracking, "We don't want to lose you, Faith."

"You're not gonna lose me," Faith said before smirking. "You just might have to fly a long way to see me." Then she added, "And don't forget to bring cigarettes."

"I thought you quit," Rowena teasingly reminded.

"I did. I'll need 'em to barter for soap."

There were a few forced laughs at Faith's remarks, but everyone quickly sobered.

Faith turned to Kate. "Yo, Lockley…I think we need to talk."

Kate ignored the daggers being shot from the eyes around the table and nodded at Faith. "Okay. Let's go talk." She closed up her portfolio and got to her feet. Then she and Faith left the room.

Those who remained in the room stared at the door in sadness and shock for at least a minute before Buffy clicked into action and clapped to get everyone's attention.

"Okay, folks, we've got a lot to do here. Xander, I need you to get your [image: image39.jpg]


hands on some floor plans." 

"Those Council plans we were talking about?" he asked, confused.

"No, the Corrections Center downtown. If this is gonna go down like I think it is, then that's where the trap is gonna have to be. We need to know everything about that place." Xander gave her a thumbs-up.

"Will, I want you and Ken working the mojo on this. When that bitch shows up, I don't want her laying a finger on Faith." Willow and Kennedy gave back firm nods of agreement.

"Ro, get with Felix and Jim. We need to clear all this with the Sheriff's Office and the City Police Department, and we need to generate as much publicity as possible. Trap's no good if the bait's not visible."

"What're you gonna do?" Willow asked.

"Call Miss Sanger," Buffy replied. "If the OC has as many connections as she claims, then it's time for her to start pulling some strings. I am not gonna let Faith go back to jail without a fight."

Cut To:
Int.
Faith and Robin's Apartment – Living Room – Later

Kate and Faith were finishing up their discussion of the details of Faith's surrender: what would happen to her here in Cleveland and once she got to California, the likelihood of an increased sentence, perhaps even a revocation of her possibility for parole.

Faith merely nodded numbly as Kate reviewed each point. She perked up at the end, though, when Kate mentioned Willow again.

"Now, we're hundred percent clear on the fact that Willow is not going to be implicated, right?" Faith pressed.

"We're clear," Kate assured her.

Faith nodded again, and then her face grew sad. Kate closed her portfolio and looked at Faith intently.

"Are you sure you want to do this?" she asked.

Faith looked at Kate in surprise. "Are you sayin' there's an alternative?"

"For you to come totally clean…no. For us to just catch the killer…yes."

When Faith didn't reply right away, Kate went on.

"I could just arrest you," she suggested. "You invoke your right to remain silent and let me do all the talking. Killer takes the bait. You get released for insufficient evidence."

"You would do that?"

"Truth is…without your confession, I don't have any evidence."

"And if you did?"

Kate looked away for a moment and then turned back and said, "I'd have to take you in." She glanced down at her hands. "Doesn't mean I'd like it."

While Kate was looking down, Faith noticed an old scar on the agent's neck. "You get vamp bit at some point?" the slayer asked.

Kate reached up and touched the bite mark on her neck and chuckled. "Uh, yeah. By Angel, actually."

"Me too," Faith said, pulling her hair back and pointing at her own scar. "Well, Angelus, to be precise."

After a pause, Kate said solemnly, "He did it to save my life."

Faith gave a small shrug. "I did it to save his."

They both looked away and cleared their throats. Then Faith spoke up again.

"Look…I'm grateful for what you've done to protect me, and I'll do everything I can to help you catch this psycho."

"I know you will."

"And I appreciate the offer of an alternative scenario, but…that would just keep me living the lie, and I can't do that."

"I understand." Kate got to her feet. "We still need to coordinate with the city and county officials and with your Council team, but I think we can put this thing in motion tonight."
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"Good," Faith said, also standing. "That's good." 

The two stood in awkward silence for a moment until Kate finally spoke.

"You know, the last time I saw Angel, he told me he'd had an epiphany. He said, 'If nothing we do matters, then all that matters is what we do. Now. Today.' "

Kate let those words sink in and then held out her hand. Faith smiled and took it, and the two women shook hands.

Cut To:
Int.
Faith and Robin's Apartment – Living Room – Moments Later

After Kate left, Faith paced around the apartment. She stopped periodically at the table holding the phone and stared at the device, as if she were trying to work herself up to make a call. She finally let out an exasperated huff and snatched up the phone. She dialed a series of numbers and waited. When she heard a voice answer, she brightened her expression.

"Ace, hey! How's it going?"

Cut To:
Int.
Sydney – Council HQ – Same Time

"Hey back," Robin said with a big smile as he walked down a hallway, a stack of folders in his arms. He transferred his phone to his other hand and ear as he shifted the folders into a better arrangement. "I was just thinking about you."

"Yeah?" came Faith's voice over the phone.

"Yeah," he said. "It's good timing, too, 'cause I'm about to head into my first meeting of the day. Things are like a whirlwind over here, so much to do, and with the time difference, I don't know if I'm coming or going. But it's going well."

"Good. That's great."

When Faith said little else, Robin's eyes narrowed. "Are you okay? What's going on?"

Cut To:
Int.
Faith and Robin's Apartment – Same Time

Faith laughed. "Hey, just missin' my man. I can do that, can't I?"

"I miss you, too, Babe."

After letting another long moment go by, Faith finally said, "Anyway, I know you've got a meeting and all. I just wanted to say I love you and I miss you and…I'm sorry…for everything…"

Before Robin could respond, she hung up.

Cut To:
Int.
Sydney – Council HQ – Same Time

"Faith?" Robin said. "Babe?"

He got no reply. He pulled his phone down and looked at it, puzzled. Just as he started to call Faith back, one of his Sydney associates called out to him from down the hall and waved him in that direction as if Robin were late.

"Uhh…" He held up his hand in just-a-minute fashion to his associate and looked back at his phone, clearly torn between two decisions. "Damn," he said, closing the phone and tucking it into his pocket.

Then he hurried down the hallway to where his associate was waiting.

Cut To:
Int.
Faith and Robin's Apartment – Living Room – Same Time

Faith set the phone down in its cradle and then picked up the folding picture frame next to it. She sat back down on the couch and studied the photos.

In the left pane was a picture of Faith with Robin and Norm at the last Fourth of July Council picnic; the three were sitting on the same side of a picnic bench, looking up from large plates of barbecued ribs, flashing sauce-smeared smiles.

In the right pane was a picture that Kadin had taken on their cursed vacation to Mrs. Longheart's private island; it featured Xander in a chair surrounded by the remaining women on the trip: Buffy, Faith, and Kennedy standing behind him and Willow and Rowena flanking him. All were showing wide smiles as if they had been captured in mid-laugh.

Faith smiled as she touched each frame, remembering each event's happy moments.

But soon her smile faded, and tears filled her eyes. When a sniffle entered her breathing, she tossed the picture frame aside and brought both hands to her face. Then she let the sobs come.
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Cut To:
Int.
Faith and Robin's Apartment – Living Room – Later

When a knock came to the door, a still upset but more subdued Faith got up and answered it. 

"Thanks for coming," she said to the person outside.

"Of course," Giles said before stepping inside.

He smiled warmly at her then reached out and gripped Faith's shoulders and attempted to look into her eyes, but she wouldn't let her gaze linger on his for long.

Before he could attempt a hug, she pointed at the coffee table in front of the couch. "I've got everything laid out," she said, gesturing at several stacks of personal documents. "Since Robin's not here, I wanted somebody to know where they were. You know…in case."

They sat down on the couch, and Giles took a cursory glance at the paperwork Faith had laid out. But then he turned his attention to Faith herself.

"How're you holding up?" he asked gently.

She swallowed hard. "Not too good," she admitted in a hoarse voice. "But I'll be okay," she said more strongly.

Giles looked back at the papers and picked up what appeared to be two letters: one addressed to Robin and one to Norman.

"Did you call them?"

Faith nodded then let out a rueful laugh. "Didn't tell 'em anything, though. I couldn't." She shook her head in disgust. "Sorry excuse for a fiancÃ©e and a mother, huh?"

Giles reached out and placed his hand over Faith's. "Far from it," he assured.

She kept her gaze on the window as she took in several breaths and let them out. "I've been living on borrowed time," she said. "I've always known that. But…"

She paused then turned to face her former watcher, with new tears glistening in her eyes. "…it's so much harder this time," she said in a barely audible whisper.

Giles said nothing; he just gave her hand a squeeze.

"I didn't have anything to lose then," she forced herself to finish.

Another all-out cry seemed to be threatening to descend, but through sheer willpower, Faith pushed it all down and stood up from the couch.

"Anyway, it's all there," she told him. "If you need anything, you know where to find it."

Giles got to his feet as well. "There's still time to call this off…" he offered.

"No, I have to do this," she said firmly. "It's the right thing to do."

When Faith met his eyes, he gave her an understanding nod. Then he quietly turned and left the apartment.

Cut To:
Ext.
Cuyahoga County Corrections Center – Front Steps – Evening

A huge gathering of both the media and the public alike hovered around the impromptu press conference that Faith had called on the front steps of the city's largest jail. With her on the steps were Kate and Jim on one side and Buffy, Kennedy, and Willow on the other. Giles, Rowena, and Xander, as well as many other Council friends and colleagues, were mingled in the first few rows of the crowd.

After Jim had made some introductory remarks, he turned the floor over to Faith, who stepped up to the bank of microphones with more than a little bit of trepidation in her eyes.

As she took in the sea of faces, she held up a copy of John Harriman's [image: image42.jpg]


book, The Real Story of Superstar Slayer Faith Lehane.

"I'm sure most of you have heard about this book by now, probably even read it, and you've been wondering why I haven't said anything about it. I mean, if it was out of line, then I shoulda been saying that, right? Well, to be honest, a lot of it is crap."

That brought some laughs from the crowd. Faith smiled lightly along with them as she waited for the levity to subside. Then she noticeably sobered.

"But…unfortunately, a lot of it's not. I'm here to set the record straight on all that." 

She handed the book to Jim and then turned back to the microphones. She took in a shaky breath and let it out before steeling herself and beginning to speak.

"I am the same Faith Lehane who confessed to second-degree murder in 2000 in California and was sentenced to 25 to life."

A shocked gasp went through the crowd, followed by the sound of too many voices talking at the same time. She waited until the initial uproar died down and then went on.

"I'm also the same Faith Lehane who, three years later, escaped from the women's penitentiary and became a fugitive from justice."

Another wave of murmurs went through the crowd, but not as loud as the first. When it subsided, she continued.

"I broke out to save a friend in L.A. – someone who had believed in me and helped me stop running from myself. He was the reason I came clean the first time and turned myself in."

Behind Faith, Buffy was wiping at the tears rolling down her cheeks. Willow's and Kennedy's eyes looked wet with tears as well.

"Of course, I should have turned myself back in later, but these apocalypses kept happening, and I…I just kept telling myself that I was needed…as if that would somehow excuse me or earn me some kind of exemption."

"But it doesn't matter how many times I help save the world; none of it's ever gonna bring back the lives I took."

Faith ducked her head and paused for a moment, pain evident in her eyes. Eventually, she looked back up.

"And I can't help thinking that maybe that's why an angel brought me back, so I could stand here and say that. I don't know…" She gave a helpless shrug. "Anyway, I just wanted to say that I'm sorry…to those I've hurt and to those I've let down." She glanced at Kate and then said, "That's it."

Kate immediately stepped in to speak before reporters could bombard Faith with questions.

"My name is Special Agent Kate Lockley of the FBI. I'm taking Miss Lehane into custody on an escaped fugitive warrant. She will be held here at the Corrections Center until extradition papers can be processed, at which time she will be returned to California to serve out the remainder of her sentence. Mr. Pollan will answer any additional questions that you may have."

While Jim began fielding questions, Kate led Faith up the steps to the Corrections Center.

Cut To:
Ext.
Alley Across From Corrections Center – Same Time

In the shadows, Christabel seethed as Faith was led away. Her eyes were solid black but somehow managed to glow in the darkness. Her expression was frustrated but undeterred.

"And they hid themselves in dens and in the rocks of the mountains, and they said to the rocks and the mountains, 'Fall on us, and hide us from the face of Him that sitteth on the throne and from the wrath of the Lamb'."

Christabel stepped from the shadows and smiled.

"But the eyes of the wicked shall fail, and they shall not escape. Their hope shall be but a dying gasp…For they have sinned against the Lord, and their blood shall be poured out."

Fade Out.

Fade In:
Ext.
Corrections Center – Later That Night

Jeff stood in a darkened alcove off the sidewalk that was directly across from the booking entrance of the Corrections Center. His eyes were sweeping the nearby area when a voice came over his earpiece.[image: image43.jpg]


 

"Jeff, anything on your side?" Rowena asked.

"Not yet," he answered in a whisper. "How's Willow doing?"

"She's hanging in there, but it's taking a toll. I don't think she'll be able to keep this up much longer."

"Well, masking the Council presence over an entire city block, I'm surprised she hasn't – Wait! I'm getting something…" He closed his eyes.

"Jeff! What is it? What are you sensing?"

"A definite magical signature, something strong…"

He opened his eyes and looked down the block. A blonde woman in a crisp, lawyer-like suit was approaching through the still-crowded streets.

"Amira! Possible suspect at my three o'clock. Can you confirm?"

"Three o'clock…checking…" said Amira's voice. "Target has been confirmed. Shall I take her out?"

"Negative," Rowena replied. "We need her inside and away from bystanders. We want no collateral damage on this."

"Copy that," Amira said. "Alert the inside teams. She's on her way."

Cut To:
Int.
Corrections Center – Maximum Security Wing – Minutes Later

Faith was sitting in the cell at the far end of the block. Additional cells lined both sides of the wide aisle, but they were all open and empty. When she heard the block gate open and then close again, Faith stood up and moved to the barred door of her cell. She saw a woman in a business suit approaching.

"Hey!" Faith called out. "Are you my lawyer?"

Christabel didn't answer. She merely walked silently down the long aisle, cutting her eyes to the left and right as if verifying that all the other cells were vacant.

"Council said they were gonna send me a lawyer," Faith tried again.

When Christabel arrived at the final cell, she held her hands clasped behind her back. She let her gaze meet Faith's.

"The Lord is known by the judgment which He executeth," she quoted smugly. "The wicked are snared in the work of their own hands."

Faith's eyes widened, and she rapidly backed away from her cell door. Christabel waved her hand and magically slid the door open, but she did not yet enter the cell.

"I bring Judgment," Christabel announced as she whipped out her butcher knife.

Just then, Buffy and Kennedy materialized in the two cells on Christabel's left and right, having been hidden by Willow's magic. Their tranquilizer guns already drawn, they shot directly at Christabel.

At the last second, an energy shield shot up around Christabel, deflecting the tranquilizer darts harmlessly away. The killer turned immediately to her left and sent a huge magical bolt racing at Buffy.

In the small confines of the cell, Buffy had nowhere to go. She braced herself as the blast slammed her into the cinderblock wall. She hit it with such force that the cement facing caved inward, leaving a sizeable indentation. Stunned, Buffy crumpled to the concrete floor.

Not wasting time to see the effects of her first attack, Christabel turned on Kennedy, who had already called up her own ball of magical energy.

"Two can play at that game," Kennedy quipped before hurling the ball at Christabel.

"Thou, O Lord, art a shield for me…" Christabel pronounced before drawing her forearms together and deflecting Kennedy's blast right back at her. The impact sending her crashing into the cinderblock wall in the same manner Buffy had done.

When Christabel turned her attention back to Faith, she was surprised to find the slayer standing directly in front of her.

"Shield this!" Faith said as she gave Christabel a vicious kick in the chest, sending her skidding down the aisle. Faith went right after her.

As Kennedy came to, she called out mentally to Willow. "Will! She keeps shielding herself. Tranq guns won't work if we can't keep her from blocking us!"

"I'm on it," Willow replied, although it was clear, even as the redhead began her set of mental chants, that she was already exhausted from her earlier hours-long trap-masking.

As Kennedy crawled out of her cell, she found Buffy doing the same. They turned to look up the aisle. They saw Christabel with her back to them, swiping and jabbing at Faith with her butcher knife. They got to their feet and hurried to reload their [image: image44.jpg]


tranquilizer guns.

Faith easily evaded Christabel's attempts, waiting until the crazed woman overcommitted before moving in to grab both her wrists and hold her at bay. 

"You think you can grapple with the Hand of God?" Christabel growled. "You have been Judged!" she cried before shooting black bolts of eldritch power directly from her eyes and into Faith's.

Faith backed away, screaming in agony as she was temporarily blinded. Christabel turned and sent blasts back at Buffy and Kennedy, causing them to dive back into their cells; then she turned back to Faith, who was just shaking off the blinding spell's effects. In the slayer's last moment of distraction, Christabel lunged forward and sank the blade into Faith's stomach near the side.

Faith let out an angry groan and opened her eyes, now no longer blinded. She grabbed Christabel's hand and began crushing it until the woman released the weapon. Then she shoved Christabel away. Faith grunted as she grasped the knife's handle and pulled the blade from her stomach. She pointed the bloody weapon at Christabel and gave her a maniacal look of determination.

"Gonna take a lot more'n that to bring me down," Faith told her.

Christabel simply smiled cryptically and said, "I know."

Before a worried expression could even appear on Faith's face, she suddenly grimaced and grabbed at her stomach, stumbling a bit on her feet. She looked down at the knife in her hand, realizing too late that the blade had been poisoned. She saw the knife slip from her hand and clatter to the concrete. As her legs weakened, she stumbled one last time and then hit the floor, landing on her back.

"FAITH!!!" both Buffy and Kennedy screamed before running in her direction.

Christabel turned and with a wave of her hand erected a barrier between herself and the two slayers. Their frustrated screams became squelched as Christabel turned back to Faith, who was trying, quite ineffectually, to get her limbs to work properly.

Just as Christabel moved in to stand over Faith, Willow stepped out from an adjacent cell, finishing up a chant in increasingly louder utterances. Then she slammed her palms together, creating a shock wave that blew Christabel back into her own barrier. The force of it ripped hair from Christabel's head and shredded the outer layers of her clothing, but did not stop her. Christabel returned fire, and soon the two witches were trading a flurry of magical blasts that were systematically demolishing the forward half of the cell wing.

When she got in a blow that blasted through Christabel's personal shield and knocked the sorceress to her knees, Willow turned to the barrier wall and called up a churning sphere of red energy and formed it into a harpoon. She flung it at the barrier, causing the magical wall to explode and dissipate.

Barely able to stand on her feet, Willow called out to the now freed Kennedy and Buffy, "I…don't think…she can shield…anymore…" she yelled between exhausted pants. "But you've got to – ARGGGH!"

Willow went into convulsions as Christabel attacked her from behind, sending lightning bolts of magic into her back before blasting her toward Buffy and Kennedy, who tumbled over like bowling pins when Willow's body hit them.

Weakened but undaunted, Christabel hurried back to Faith and dropped to her knees beside her. She scooped up the knife and then moved to straddle Faith's legs.

Her limbs completely paralyzed, Faith could do nothing but watch in horror as Christabel gripped the butcher knife in both hands and raised it high over Faith's chest.

Suddenly, there was a thunk!-thunk! that caused Christabel to jerk and drop her arms. She woozily looked back and saw Buffy and Kennedy a few yards away, their recently-expelled tranquilizer guns pointing at her. Christabel wobbled as she turned back to Faith. With the last seconds of her strength and consciousness, she rose up on her knees, leaned forward, and repositioned the knife so that when she passed out, she would fall on top of Faith, stabbing her with the pointed blade.[image: image45.jpg]


 

Faith's eyes were screaming in silent alarm as she saw Christabel and the knife descend. Just as the knife was about to penetrate Faith's chest, Christabel was yanked back by an invisible force. It was Willow, extending her magic from the far end of the aisle.

With Christabel out of action, Buffy, Kennedy, and Willow rushed to Faith's side. Faith could see the three of them hovering over her, but the images were beginning to blur around the edges. The sounds of them calling her name and asking her if she was okay were strangely muffled. She could see them touching her arms and stomach but felt no sensation. Everything was diminishing in light of one fact…

"Oh my god! She can't breathe!" Willow cried.

"Ken, get ready to start compressions!" Buffy ordered before moving to kneel beside Faith's head.

"Ready!" Kennedy called out.

Faith felt a hand on her forehead and another under her chin. As her head was tilted back and lips closed on hers, everything went dark.

Black Out.

Fade In:
Int.
Hospital – Faith's Room – Later

"Hey, I think she's waking up."

"No, she's not."

"Yes, she is. I distinctly saw an eye twitch."

"But the doctor clearly said that –"

"Faith?"

"Can you hear us?"

As Faith slowly blinked her eyes open, she found herself surrounded by faces wearing relieved but still concerned smiles. On one side of the bed, she saw her battered defenders – Buffy, Willow, and Kennedy. On the other, she saw Rowena, Xander, and Giles.

When Faith attempted to move and was unable to, panic set in her eyes. "W-W-Wh…?"

Kennedy immediately intervened. "Hey, hey…you're okay, you're okay," she assured her. "The paralysis thing…it's gonna pass. I promise."

"It may be a while before you can move all your limbs, though," Buffy added.

Faith calmed down. "What…happened?" she asked slowly, her voice slightly slurred.

"We totally kicked that witch's ass, that's what!" Willow said, gesturing excitedly. "Ow…" she quickly added, wincing at her own movements. Rowena reached out and patted her injured wife's back.

"Yeah…right after she wiped the floor with all four of us," Buffy said, rubbing her own shoulder.

"Where…?" Faith asked.

"She's still at the jail," Xander answered, anticipating Faith's question.

"Not on the maximum security wing, though, since it pretty much got trashed," Kennedy clarified.

"But we've got the Willow-proof cuffs on her," Xander said, "and she's being kept sedated, so she's definitely in the no-threat category now."

Faith nodded in relief but then sobered. "But…what about later?" she asked, speaking more evenly now. "We can't hold her like that forever."

[image: image46.jpg]


"Actually, we've been talking with some folks from the Oversight Committee about that," Rowena said. "It seems that they already have a special holding facility in development, and they'd like for us to collaborate on its construction and design. Until it's completely ready, though, they've agreed to assume responsibility for securing Christabel for us."

Faith got a puzzled look on her face. "Christabel?"

"Yes, Christabel," Giles said. "That appears to be the young woman's name. According to Agent Lockley, that is."

"What's her story?" Faith inquired, looking as if she were tiring. 

"Well, we don't have all the details yet," Giles answered, "but we have learned that she spent a good portion of her teen years in and out of various mental institutions. She had been relatively stable for the last five years or so, having been allowed to leave state custody and live near her parents."

"But then her parents were murdered," Rowena said. "The prime suspect was never arrested or charged, he subsequently skipped town, and Christabel just…went off the deep end."

"Hmmm…" Faith said in reply, her eyes starting to flutter closed again.

The gang took the hint and began to quietly file from the room, gathering outside the door to divvy up the Faith-watching shifts.

Cut To:
Int.
Hospital – Faith's Room – Later That Night

Buffy was the one on Faith-watch duty when the dark slayer woke up again later that night. Buffy helped her sit up in her hospital bed. Faith grimaced in pain at her stomach wound, but soon found a relatively comfortable position. Once in place, she held out her arms and wiggled the fingers of each hand.

"They feel weird," she said with disgust, looking at her arms.

"Least ya can move 'em now," Buffy pointed out.

"Yeah," Faith agreed, but not with much enthusiasm.

"Not to spoil your wake-time or anything," Buffy warned, "but Robin's on his way here. Norm too."

Faith titled her head back and groaned.

"Yeaaaah," Buffy confirmed. "They're pretty pissed."

"I guess they got a right to be," Faith mumbled.

"You guess?" Buffy needled playfully.

"Okay, okay…I shoulda talked to them."

"Don't worry. They'll deal. They'll just be happy you're okay."

Faith shot Buffy a hope-filled look. "Will they be here before I have to –?" She made a gesture as if her hands were being cuffed.

"Oh, absolutely," Buffy said. "In fact, I doubt you'll be medically cleared for days at least." She gave Faith a conspiratorial wink.

Faith smiled sincerely and said, "Thanks."

Buffy watched as Faith's smile slipped away and a dark cloud of depression descended over the slayer. She didn't say anything to her, though; she just waited, knowing Faith would speak in her own time. And Faith did, eventually.

"I almost died. Again."

"Yep," Buffy agreed with a nod. When she saw the sadness in Faith's eyes turn to fear, she reached out and touched her friend's arm. "But you didn't," she reminded her in an encouraging voice.

Faith wasn't consoled. "But I will someday, and Gabby won't be there to bring me back."

"She might," Buffy offered.

Faith just gave a skeptical snort and shook her head. Once again, Buffy saw a mixture of despair and dread enter Faith's expression. She frowned in concern and looked down at the floor beside Faith's bed, not knowing what else to say at this point.

"I think I was in hell."

Buffy's head shot up in surprise at the revelation. "What?!"

Faith turned to the blonde. "I think I was in hell. After I died. Before I came back."

"But…I-I-I thought you couldn't remember where you were before you came back."

"I couldn't. I still can't," Faith answered. "Doesn't matter. I'm goin' back there just the same, just like I'm goin' back to jail."

Buffy waved her hand in the air to object. "Wait…didn't Gabrielle tell you that you would make a good archangel?"

"She said I might," Faith replied. "And there's a whole lot of leeway [image: image47.jpg]


between would and might."

Buffy tried to continue her objection, but Faith cut her off.

"Ah, who am I kiddin', B? I've got a 'go directly to hell' card in my future, and no amount of whinin' about it is gonna change that." 

"I don't believe that," Buffy told her, "and neither should you."

"Look, you don't have to try and make me feel better with your little white-lie reassurances…"

"I'm not," Buffy insisted, getting a bit annoyed.

Faith went on as if she hadn't heard Buffy's interruption. "I know what I know, all right?! I heard it from Gregor. I even heard it from crazy-ass Heli at the supercollider. And –"

"This is your evidence?" Buffy questioned. "A desperate dying man willing to say and do anything to save his daughter? And a known sociopath who spent the last five months of her life finding ways to inflict emotional and physical pain on this Council?"

When Buffy put it like that, Faith stopped and closed her mouth and said nothing more.

"Let me show you some real evidence," Buffy said. Then she turned on the hospital room's TV.

Cut To:
Ext.
Atlanta, Georgia – Headline News Studio – Same Time (On Screen)

At her desk in the studio, Anchorwoman Christi Paul soberly addressed the camera as the video screen behind her showed a huge crowd in front of the State Capitol Building in Sacramento, California. People were cheering, chanting, and waving signs such as "Free Faith!" and "Pardon Faith Now!"

"It took less than an hour for hundreds to gather outside the Governor's office once the news broke of Faith Lehane's confession and arrest in Cleveland," Paul announced. "Since then, the group has grown to a crowd of thousands. A similar crowd has also formed in Washington outside the White House."

The anchorwoman turned to a second camera. "In Cleveland, however, supporters are camped, not outside the Corrections Center, but rather outside the city hospital, where, in a bizarre twist to the story, Miss Lehane was rushed just hours after being booked, the apparent victim of an insane sorceress serial killer that the FBI has been hunting for months. Lehane's confession and arrest were part of an elaborate and ultimately successful trap to lure the killer into the correctional facility where she could be subdued and taken safely into custody. Lehane herself, however, was severely injured in the battle and only narrowly escaped death."

Paul turned back to her primary camera. "But one question remains: Was her confession true? Or was it merely a ruse, just another cog in the FBI's complicated takedown operation? Special Agent Kate Lockley, the chief investigator in the serial killer case, had this to say." She turned to her monitor, and the screen cut to Kate on the steps outside the hospital, answering questions from reporters.

"Yes, Miss Lehane's confession was real," Kate confirmed. "And she should be applauded for her courage…not only for coming forward with the truth, but also for once again selflessly putting herself in harm's way so that others might be saved."

"Is she going back to prison?" shouted a reporter.

"I'm afraid so," Kate replied. "On that matter, the law is clear. Miss Lehane's only hope at this point would be a pardon."

The camera focus returned to Christi Paul. "But will one be forthcoming?" she asked the viewing audience. "Well, moments ago, California Governor Arnold Schwarzenegger issued a public statement through his press secretary, Margita Thompson, that answered that very question."

The host turned her head toward the monitor, and the screen cut to show the Governor's press secretary standing at a podium bearing the California state seal. The woman was near the end of her speech.

"Due to Miss Lehane's courageous, constant, and selfless defense of this country and this planet," Ms. Thompson reported, "and in light of the time she has already served and the extenuating circumstances surrounding the crimes she committed as a troubled teenager, Governor Schwarzenegger has stated that he would be more than willing to sign a petition for her pardon should the appropriate paperwork reach his desk. 'The world needs faith,' he said, 'and that means having Faith Lehane out there in it, fighting to keep it safe for the rest of us. Thank you."

Cut To:
Int.
Hospital – Faith's Room – Resume

As the anchorwoman reappeared and then cued to a reporter who was moving among the cheering crowd in Sacramento, Buffy hit the mute button on the remote and turned to Faith, who seemed to be in a state of complete and utter shock.

"If this can happen here," Buffy told her, "then…" She trailed off to let Faith consider the implication.

Buffy reached out and put a hand on Faith's arm. She waited until the brunette had met her gaze.

"You're free, Faith…where it counts, at least," she said pleadingly, as if trying to convince her friend of the truth of her words. "And I don't mean the pardon."

Faith glanced briefly at the television and then looked away as if she [image: image48.jpg]


were deep in thought.

Flashback To:
Los Angeles 1999
Angel's Place – Doorway/Hallway – Night

Angel was blocking the door to keep Faith from running. 

"You gonna step aside, or do we throw down?" Faith warned him. "I mean, am I your prisoner here?"

"No," Angel answered. "You're not my prisoner."

"So I'm free."

"I don't know about that," Angel replied.

Cut To:
Int.
Hospital – Faith's Room – Resume

Faith's eyes were closed, and she was frowning in remembrance.

Voiceover, Faith: "God, it hurts. I hate that it hurts like this!"

Voiceover, Angel: "Oh, well, it's supposed to hurt. All that pain, all that suffering you caused is coming back on you. Feel it! Deal with it! Then maybe you've got a shot at being free!"

Faith opened her eyes, took in a deep breath, and slowly let it out. Then she turned to Buffy.

"Free as I'll ever be I guess," she said, giving her a small smile, which Buffy brightly returned.

Fade To: 

Int. 

Washington – Autumn O’Mara’s Office – Later That Night 

Autumn O'Mara was watching the television. A round table discussion played as the earlier newscast in Sacramento played behind the commentators. O'Mara reached for a scotch glass on her desk as a voice came over her speaker phone.  

"Miss O'Mara? I have Deputy Inspector Patterson on line one, ma'am." 

"Thank you," she said before taking a quick drink. She then pressed the answer button. "Deputy Inspector Peterson, sorry to be contacting you so late. But I [image: image49.jpg]


seem to have an issue at the moment, thanks to the governor of Cal-y-forn-a-ya," she said sarcastically, trying to sound like the governor.   

"How can I help, Congresswoman?" the voice asked. 

"Well, many of my constituents are contacting me in record numbers. They're quite concerned regarding the Watchers Council, as they should be. It seems these individuals are above the law as long as they win a popularity contest. I need to show my voters that's simply not true." 

"The state governor has pardoned Miss Lehane on her crimes. There's nothing—” 

"I realize that," O'Mara stopped him. "But I'm not talking about Miss Lehane," she added with a sinister smile.  

Fade Out.  

Fade In:
Int.
Hospital – Main Lobby – The Next Morning

Willow and Rowena walked hand-in-hand as they entered the bright hospital lobby.  

"I don't want to leave Xander with the twins for too long," Rowena said.  

"Are you kidding? He's great with them," Willow said. She looked a bit battered, but otherwise none the worse for wear. "Diapers them both on the right end and everything," she added with a small smile. 

Rowena returned the smile. "Yes, but all the same I don't want to burden him too much."

Just as they neared the reception desk, Willow's cell phone rang.  

"Damn," she muttered. "I forgot to turn it off." She looked down at the name. "Oversight?" she said. "What do they want?...Hello?" She then listened for a moment. "You can't be serious!" 

"What's wrong?" Rowena asked. 

"One sec," Willow said into the phone, and she turned to Rowena. "It's Vivien March. She says..." Willow trailed off as a pair of dark-suited men stepped into their path. She immediately turned to the phone again. "I think they're here," she told March. "Will you call Alex Neel with what you know?" she asked. Rowena looked confused. "Thanks," she replied, hanging up. 

“Willow Rosenberg?” the taller of the two men asked while looking at the redhead.

She eyed them with suspicion and swallowed hard. “Just to be sure...who wants to know?”

The shorter one said, “We’re with the FBI, ma’am.” Then both men flashed official-looking badges.

“Are you Willow Rosenberg?” the taller one repeated.

“Y-Y-Yes, I am,” Willow answered.

“We’re here to place you under arrest.” He pulled out a set of cuffs.

“What?!” Rowena objected. “No! You can’t do this! On what grounds?” She put herself between the agents and Willow.

The shorter agent reached back and put his hand on his weapon holstered at his waist, eyeing the two women warily. Willow turned to Rowena and held up her hands to stave off her wife’s ill-advised attempt at intervention.

“Honey...don’t,” she urged her. “We can’t afford to have both of us in jail.”

“But—”

“Get back to the Council; tell everybody what’s going on. Make sure March calls Neel.” She tried to give her wife a reassuring smile. “It’ll be okay.”

Willow put her hands behind her back and allowed the taller agent to restrain her. As soon as she heard the metal ratchets click into place, she felt a buzz of energy and tried to look back at her wrists. 

“What the—?” she started to ask. She could see that her handcuffs were now glowing with a green aura.
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The shorter agent began the official recitation. “Willow Rosenberg, pursuant to Title 18 of the United States Code, Section 1030, we are placing you under arrest for the cyber crimes of trespassing in a government computer and damaging a computer or information. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to an attorney...”

All Rowena could do was watch, opened mouth, in horror.

Fade Out 

Special Guest Star:
David Boreanaz as Angel

End of Tainted
