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Fade In:
Ext.
Cleveland – Downtown Alley – Night

Dawn and Shannon walked side-by-side down a narrow alley, their figures silhouetted against bright store-fronts at the far end.[image: image1.jpg]



"Are you sure we can't go home yet?" Shannon asked. "My feet are killing me."

"Some slayer you are," Dawn snorted. Shannon made a face. "The vamps like to hang out in this neighborhood after the basketball games, pick off the stragglers," Dawn explained.

"But the game isn't over yet," Shannon pointed out.

"It's always good to beat the rush," said a gruff voice behind the two young women.

Shannon turned just in time to get punched in the face. She flew back into the side of the alley, hitting her head awkwardly against an exposed pipe. The unconscious slayer dropped to the ground face down.

A large, meaty hand gripped Dawn by the throat. She looked up at the angry yellow eyes of a huge, bald vampire and gasped for air.

"You're one of those Council types, right?" the vampire asked. "This may not come as a big surprise, but I'm not real fond of what you guys do there."

Dawn's hand fumbled around the back of her belt, searching for the stake she had tucked there.

"Now, don't try to change my mind," he continued. "I'm not much for debate. But I do like to try new things. For example, all the guys talk about slayer blood. But what does watcher taste like?"

Dawn's stake slipped from her belt and clattered to the ground. Dawn's eyes widened, and her mouth moved silently, trying to form words that died for lack of air.

"Don't know, huh?" the vampire said. "Guess I'll just have to find out." He sank his teeth into Dawn's neck, and she opened her mouth in a silent scream.

The sucking noise of the blood being drawn from Dawn's veins filled the air for several seconds. At first her face showed terror and pain, but after a few moments, that passed, and a few moments after that, a strange smile drifted across her face before her eyes closed.

The vampire didn't end his feast until he abruptly turned to dust. Shannon removed a stake from what had been the vampire's back as Dawn crumpled to the pavement.

"Dawn?" Shannon asked, her voice filled with concern. The side of Dawn's neck was covered in blood, and she wasn't breathing.

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Dorm Room – Same Time

"I brought you something," Rowena said, and Skye looked up from her Vampire Week magazine to see the watcher standing in the doorway to her tiny dorm room. In her hand Rowena held a pot containing a single white flower.

"What," Skye said skeptically, "is that?"

"It's jasmine," Rowena told her. "It blooms at night, so you can see it. I wanted to thank you for helping out with my research, and I thought the place could use some sprucing up."

"There's only so much sprucing one can do," Skye noted dryly. "This place is even smaller than my old cell." Rowena walked into the room and put the flower on the small nightstand, the only flat surface she could find.

"So, how are you feeling?" the watcher asked. "No side effects from…blood loss?"[image: image2.jpg]



"Nope, I'm good," Skye said. "Never been better." She held up the magazine. "101 Different Ways to Serve Otter Blood," read one of the headlines on the cover. "This may in fact be the worst magazine I've ever read," she announced. "Maybe I need to sire some good writers."

Rowena's eyes drifted back to the nightstand. "It's nice, isn't it?" she asked.

"The flower?" Skye replied. "It's a little small…I take it you were too cheap to spring for a bouquet."

"Flowers have no idea that they're alive," Rowena said. "They give all this beauty to the world, and they don't even know they're doing it."

"Um…okay." Skye looked confused.

"When flowers die, it's like they never existed," Rowena continued. "They don't have a consciousness, a soul. What's left of a flower to go to heaven? Nothing, a void. You're like a flower, Skye. A flower that thinks."

Cut To:
Int.
Golden Corridor – Same Time

Dawn was floating down a corridor. At least, she was moving somehow, and she wasn't walking. Her hair was black and shining behind her, and the walls were made of golden light. She drifted to a near-stop in front of a traditional wooden door with a polished brass knob.

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Dorm Room – Same Time

"Is this your way of coming on to me?" Skye asked. "Because that would be really pathetic…and kinda weird."

"The difference between you and the flower is that you are aware of the impending void," Rowena said. Her voice had a far-off quality to it, as if she wasn't really aware of what she was saying. "When you're dust, Skye, there won't be anything left of you. How do you stand it?"

"Well, there's Dawn," Skye said. "The way we feel about each other…that makes this whole thing worth it."

Cut To:
Int.
Golden Corridor – Same Time

Dawn tried the doorknob, but it wouldn't turn. The door was locked.

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Dorm Room – Same Time

Rowena laughed, in an uncharacteristically carefree giggle. "Skye, love isn't a feeling. It's an action."

Skye shook her head and plopped down on her bed. "Why are we talking about this again?"

Rowena shrugged. "I dunno. Man, I am really thirsty."

"You and me both, sister."

"Do you mind if I…?" Rowena was holding up a plain red thermos in her right hand.

Cut To:
Int.
Golden Corridor – Same Time

Dawn threw her weight against the door, but it wouldn't budge.

Then her mother was standing next to her. "Might as well give up, sweetie."

"Mom?" Dawn pleaded.

Joyce put her hands on her hips. "Don't look at me like that, young lady. I wasn't the one who lost the key."

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Dorm Room – Same Time

"Yeah, sure, whatever," Skye said.

"Thanks," Rowena replied and unscrewed the top of the thermos.

Skye watched out of the corner of her eye as Rowena gulped down her drink. Her eyes widened when she saw a trickle of red fall from the corner of the watcher's mouth.

"Mmm," Rowena purred, finally pulling the thermos away from lips. Thick red liquid had smeared all around her mouth.

"Is that –?" Skye asked tentatively.

"I don't know why you don't like this stuff," Rowena said. "It's like chocolate syrup. Only more refreshing, y'know?"

"Are you crazy?!" Skye leapt up from her bed.

When she tried to grab the thermos from Rowena, all her hands met was air. Sweating, Skye looked around her room, finding herself alone. The flower and its pot had vanished from the nightstand. After several seconds she walked back towards her bed, reaching for her magazine.

But there was no magazine. Skye ripped the covers off her bed, throwing them to the ground…but she found nothing.

Cut To:
Ext.
Cleveland – Downtown Alley – Same Time

With a gasp, Dawn opened her eyes on the floor of the alley. She furtively took in her surroundings. Shannon knelt beside her on the gray pavement, her wooden stake still in her right hand.[image: image3.jpg]



"Are you okay?" Shannon asked.

"I think I died," Dawn said after a moment. "I think I died again." She looked at her slayer. "But I'm all right now."

A look of great disappointment appeared on Shannon's face. "That's okay," she said. "Better luck next time."

"What?" Dawn asked.

"You never know which one'll take." Without warning, Shannon thrust the stake into Dawn's heart.

Dawn's eyes opened again. She was on the floor of the alley, with Shannon kneeling beside her. The fang wounds on her neck had healed, though she was still covered in her own blood.

"Dawn!" Shannon cried worriedly. "Are you okay?"

Dawn sat up, a strange look in her eyes. "I…don't know."

Fade Out
End of Teaser
Act One 
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Flashback To Four Years Ago:
Int.
San Francisco – School Library – Day

In the middle of a large private school library, Skye sat down at one of several reading tables. She began taking books out of her book bag.[image: image4.jpg]



"Are you ever gonna finish with that?" Dawn asked, pointing to a particularly thick volume with a red cover.

"What?" Skye looked up at the girl standing in front of her, confusion on her face.

"This…" Dawn picked up the book. "I've been waiting weeks for this, and you're hogging it."

"Oh," Skye said. "Sorry…um…"

"Dawn," she replied and sat at the table. "Dawn Summers."

Skye smiled. "I'm Skye Talisker."

"I know," Dawn absently replied, opening up the book and flipping the pages.

"You know?" Skye asked, surprised.

Dawn looked up, caught. "Um…I mean…hi?"

Skye looked at her and started to laugh. "Nice," she said and then motioned toward the book. "I'm finishing up my paper, so you can have the book tomorrow. That okay?"

"Yeah," Dawn said. "Shall I meet you here?"

Skye thought a moment. "Nah, it's dead here on Fridays."

"Yeah, I've spent enough Fridays in the library."

"Then how about dinner?"

Dawn's eyes widened. "Dinner?"

Skye shrugged. "Yeah, you know…two people, you and me being the people, eating together someplace, hopefully with a nice ambiance."

"Oh yeah…dinner," Dawn said. "Okay."

"Great," Skye said. "Meet me at the Wharf at six."

"The Wharf?" Dawn asked.

"Fisherman's Wharf," Skye explained. "You're new, huh?"

Dawn nodded. "Yeah, my sister and I just moved here a couple of weeks before school started."

"Cool," Skye said. "Just take the cable car down to the Wharf. I'll meet you at the big sign that says Fisherman's Wharf. Right now though, I really need to finish this paper."

"Okay," Dawn said. "See ya. Tomorrow…six…at the Wharf."

A dazed look on her face, Dawn left the library in a hurry.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Infirmary – Morning

"I don't see why I have to do this. I'm fine." Dawn sat on the end of one of the beds in the infirmary, wearing a standard-issue doctor's office paper shirt. She looked as unhappy as she sounded.[image: image5.jpg]



"I have to say that I agree," Dr. Miller said, scratching his head. Buffy and Shannon stood nearby, listening with interest. "If you hadn't told me you'd had your blood drained, I wouldn't have been able to tell." He glanced at Dawn's chart. "Your cell counts are normal, and you don't have any signs of the neck wound."

Shannon looked confused. "I know Dawn's supposed to be immortal or something, but…I saw him bite her. You're saying you can't even tell?"

With a sigh, Dr. Miller shut the folder he had been reading from. "I've been around here long enough to know magic when I see it, and Dawn here is out of my league. You can put your clothes back on now." With that, he turned and walked into his office.

Dawn looked at Buffy. "See? Told you this was a waste of time."

"Waste of time?" Buffy asked, incredulous. "Dawn, I go to the morning briefing and you know what I hear? Kill counts and rebuilding plans and mission tactics and oh by the way your sister died last night." She paused, and when she continued, her voice was low and even. "You died, and you didn't even tell me."

Dawn tilted her head significantly in Shannon's direction.

With a little eye-roll of realization, Buffy turned to the young slayer. "Hey, Shannon, Dawn's okay, so you can go to class now."

Shannon looked at Dawn for a moment before answering. "Okay."

Once Shannon left the room, Dawn turned back to Buffy. "You know, it's hard enough being her watcher without you undermining my authority like that."

"Under…" Buffy scoffed. "Dawn, why didn't you tell me?"

"You were asleep," Dawn said, shifting a little on the bed. "I didn't want to bother you."

"Bother me?" Buffy couldn't quite believe it. "You want to talk about bothering me? Try having your sister –"

"Buffy, I CAN'T DIE! " Dawn yelled.

Neither girl said anything for a few seconds. Buffy sighed and leaned against another bed. "You just need to be more careful."

"Why?" Dawn asked.

"Because at this rate, I'm gonna be the one who goes nuts."

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Rowena's Office – Same Time

Grace walked into Rowena's office and found the watcher already hard at work behind her desk.

"Hey," she said, flopping down in a chair. "Y'know, nobody told me that this gig involved working before breakfast."

Rowena looked up from her notes. "If you want to go get some breakfast, Grace…"

"No, I'm good," Grace assured her, "just as long as you don't expect me to think. So, what's new with our gal?"

"Well, Skye is entering her ninth day without blood, and she has yet to report any change. Other than being unusually hungry, that is."[image: image6.jpg]



"I still can't believe they let you keep a live vampire around to run tests on," Grace said. "If my mother ever found out about that…" Rowena's look told her to drop it. "So what exactly are we waiting for? I mean, is she just gonna get really, really thin?"

"I hope we're going to accomplish a little more here than creating a new vampire weight-loss program," Rowena sighed. "Vampires are mystical creatures. Physical laws don't necessarily apply to them. There will probably be side-effects that we never would have predicted."

Grace sized up the watcher behind the desk for a moment. "Does it ever bother you that…well, she's basically a person, and we're experimenting on her?"

"She's not a person, she's a vampire," Rowena told her. "There is a big difference. Plus, she volunteered to do this. Besides which, Grace, have you actually met Skye yet?" Grace shook her head negatively. "Maybe you should. I'm sure it would be an eye-opening experience."

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Dorm Room – Same Time

Skye lay asleep in her bed. The sun's rays streamed through cracks in her window blinds. Then suddenly the blinds went all the way up, and Skye leapt from her bed to avoid bursting into flames.

An unfamiliar man was standing in her room. He was young, handsome enough, with a smile too wide to be real.

"Who the hell are you?" Skye asked. She stood in a corner to avoid the sunlight filling the room, her hair at all sorts of crazy angles.

"Don't be silly," he said. "I just came by to tell you you're on in fifteen seconds."

"On?" Skye shook her head. "I'm on what? I haven't done pot in years."

The man just grinned. "You're hysterical. That's why they love you." He grabbed the confused Skye and pushed her towards where her closet had been replaced with a lavish red curtain. Skye could suddenly hear applause and cheers coming from somewhere.

"And now, here's the star of our show, America's fangiest friend…" announced a stereotypical announcer guy.

While Skye mouthed the words "fangiest friend", the strange man was counting down. "Five, four, three, two…"

He pushed Skye through the curtain just in time for the announcer to proudly say, "HERE'S SKYE!"

Cut To:
Int.
Television Studio – Day

Skye found herself faced with blinding lights, several large television cameras, and a huge and, judging by their screams, adoring audience. A quick look around confirmed that she was now on the set of a talk show. To her left stood a large desk covered with various knick-knacks, with a couple of chairs in-between for guests. Hanging above the desk was a huge sign that read "SKYE" in big, glittering pink letters. Skye herself was now wearing a freshly pressed blue pantsuit, and her bed-hair seemed to have vanished without a trace.

"Hey, everybody, we, um, have a really great show for you today," Skye said, not really sounding like she was sure what she was doing. There were more screams, and Skye waited for them to die down before she continued.

"So…I'm reading the paper yesterday, and it says that sales of garlic have gone up ten thousand percent in the last few months. Sales of Tic-Tacs, incidentally, have gone up twenty thousand percent." The audience laughed like that was the funniest thing they'd ever heard. Skye cracked a smile.

"Oh, did you hear about this? Faith Lehane complained the other day that she can't patrol anymore because of her celebrity status. And in a completely unrelated story, Robin Wood is having trouble with unexplained soreness and fatigue." More laughs.

"And a heartwarming story yesterday. It seems that Jeff Lindquist has finally found love…with Faith's little sister." Skye waited for the wolf whistles to die down. "Guess that means I don't have to kill him anymore. Faith'll do it for me!"

As the crowd howled at her last joke, Skye skipped over to her desk and sat down, now acting as if she was completely in her element.

"So let's get right down to it. How about a big hand for our first guest, huh?"

As Skye led the crowd in applauding, the announcer made the introductions. "She's psychotic, and prooooud of it. Straight from the after-life, it's Dana the Insane Slayer!"

Dana emerged from behind a curtain, looking far more together than usual. She wore a large bandage on the side of her neck. Skye gave her a suspicious look as she settled down in the chair next to the desk. The applause died down, and no one spoke for a moment.[image: image7.jpg]



"So, how've you been?" Skye asked.

"Actually, not that great," Dana said matter-of-factly. "I'm dead, you know."

Skye leaned back in her chair. "Yeah, right. How's that going?"

"Well, it sucks," Dana told her, "but that's to be expected. I've been meaning to talk to you about it for a while now."

"I don't…" Skye wiped her forehead and looked out on the audience, but all she could see were the blinding, hot lights. "I'm sorry, I had to."

"You're sorry?" Dana asked, sounding slightly angry for the first time. "Now, that's just nonsense. Skye, you don't have a soul. How can you be sorry?"

Skye had begun to sweat profusely. "I'm sorry…because killing you pissed everybody off."

"That's more like it," Dana said. "Self-interest, that makes sense. Actually, I've been meaning to thank you for something."

"What's that?" Skye asked warily.

"You cured me," Dana grinned. "The fog has been lifted."

Skye looked up and watched Dana's features morph into those of a vampire. Her fangs glistened in the stage lighting.

"Everything is clear now."

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Room – Morning
Skye's eyes shot open and she quickly sat up in bed. She glanced around the room, but found no evidence of a talk show set. Skye swung her feet over the edge of the bed and took a deep breath.

She flinched when a pair of pale white hands snaked around her mid-section.

"What's going on?" Skye turned her head to see a pretty, college-aged blonde girl behind her. She wasn't wearing any clothes.

"Taina?" Skye asked in a small voice. "What are you doing here?"

"So you did remember my name in the morning?" the girl grinned. "Come back to bed. You were right, this is a great idea." She leaned back on red satin pillows.

"You look pale," Skye said, her voice hollow.

"Just a little…drained," Taina replied, languorously stretching out her legs beneath the blankets. As Skye watched, the girl's flesh turned a sickly shade of green…it was as if she was beginning to decompose.

"I want to be just like you."

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Dorm Room – Day

Skye's eyes snapped open. From her awkward position face-down on her bed, she glanced around the room. It was empty. The closet was right where it should be. Daylight was peeking through her window blinds, coming dangerously close to Skye's face.

She quickly turned over and sat up. She rubbed her face with both hands.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Dining Hall – Day

Kennedy and Vi sat across from each other in the Council cafeteria, a hamburger in front of each.

"I've been thinking about taking the night off," Kennedy said.

"Good for you," Vi said with a smile. "You've been working too much lately."

"And Kadin's back in town," Kennedy added wistfully. She took a big bite of her burger.

"Ah, I see," Vi nodded sagely. "And you confide in me on this scandalous plan because I'm your best friend or because you want me to cover for you."

Kennedy looked a little guilty. "Bof?" she said with a full mouth.

"I'll do it," Vi assured her. "But I claim full gossiping privileges."

Kennedy swallowed and grinned. "Deal."

"Hey, what are best friends for?" Vi asked.

"Helping you out or gossiping about you?"

Vi took a bite of her burger. "Bof."

As she chewed and swallowed, Vi noticed Heli making her way between tables with her own lunch tray.

"Hey, Heli," Vi called. "C'mon over here." Heli nodded and sat down next to the redheaded slayer.

"Where've you been?" Kennedy asked. "Looked for you a couple times lately, but you're never around."[image: image8.jpg]



"I keep busy," Heli said.

"Is there a guy?" Vi asked. Heli said nothing, taking a sip of her soda. Vi gasped. "Oh my God, there totally is a guy, isn't there?"

"There's no guy," Heli told her, cracking a smile.

"C'mon, spill," Kennedy insisted. "Is it that new watcher guy, Pollan? I personally am in no way qualified to judge, but I'm told he's a honey of the highest order."

"He does look…good," Heli admitted.

Vi grinned. "If it is him, you better watch out. Every straight single girl in the place has her eye on him, and a lot of those have super –"

"What do you want?" Kennedy asked testily.

Vi looked up to see a bedraggled-looking Skye standing next to the table. The vampire's eyes were red and had large black bags under them.

"Have – have you guys seen Rowena?"

"No," Kennedy told her flatly. All three slayers glared at the new arrival.

"Um, okay." Skye began to walk towards a different table.

"Explain to me again why vampires are walking freely through the Council headquarters?" Heli asked.

"Hey, I'm on your side," Kennedy said. "Most of the girls here are."

Vi shrugged. "Skye and I got along okay when she was alive. I kinda believe her…y'know, that she came back for Dawn? It's sorta romantic."

Kennedy just scoffed.

"She killed a slayer," Heli said darkly, watching Skye ask another table about Rowena's whereabouts. "That's not something you just forgive, wouldn't you agree?"

No one answered immediately.

Cut To:
Int.
Office – Same Time

Doctor Harrington showed no surprise when she walked into her office. She barely glanced at the man standing to the side, examining a painting on her wall.

"Maybe I should simply give you a copy of the keys to my office," she muttered.

Felix smiled. "You think there's a lock in this building I don't have the key for?"

She took that in. "Maybe I should have another lock added?"

"Oh, do. Picking locks is a skill that needs practice like any other. You could change the lock regularly. Not only the lock, but the kind. Put it on my bill. It's only fair, after all."

Harrington looked at Felix, taking in his smile, which contained no visible malice and more than a little humor. Both eyes were bright, but surrounded by circles. "What happened this time?"

"We…I…failed."

"At what? When?"

"Months ago, actually. Just the full fruit of it came to light last night. Or to dark, as the case may be. Or to dust. That is actually most appropriate, I think. Yes. To dust."

For a long moment she looked at him, her face softening. "Is this about Arthur?"

"Yes." His voice didn't quite break.

"Sit down."

"I'd rather stand, if you don't mind." Felix took a deep breath as he said this, shuffling his feet. "Right now, if I actually sat down, it feels as if the strings will let go and standing up again might become an issue."

"There are options…"

"Oh, I am enough of a trial to you without adding that. Thank you."

With a sigh, Harrington began making a cup of coffee from the machine behind her desk. "How much caffeine is in your system right now?"

"Let's just say, if coffee were alcohol, I would be a serious danger behind the wheel."

She made a hmmphing noise. "You tracked down Arthur."

He nodded. "Shouldn't have taken as long as it did. I trained him myself."

"But he isn't the same person he was."

"True. Still…" He didn't continue with that thought. Instead he began pacing. "He hadn't turned anyone else. We can be grateful for that at least. But his haven, his lair, that was full of traps and things. Very, very dangerous. We set off as many traps as we could find first. Of course we took no chances. The weapons team even sprayed holy water ahead of us. But in the end…well. He's at peace now. The demon is gone. Like I said, dust."

For several seconds the only sound in the room was the tapping of Harrington's spoon as she stirred cream and sugar into her cup. Felix grinned at the sound of her first slurping taste.

"Strong?"

"Just the way I like it."

"Good. Good."

Another several seconds went by, with Harrington watching Felix pace. Suddenly, Harrington opened her drawer and took out a box. Felix stopped pacing to watch. Now at rest on the desk, the box was roughly twice the size of a pack of cigarettes. The cover gleamed a plastic white, but on the top a square, black button had been installed.

"Toys?" Felix's smile remained identical to what it had been before.

"A tool," she corrected. "Sometimes useful. This button is magic. It grants your heart's desire."

"Really?"

"No. But let us pretend it does."

"Very well."

"You don't get to choose your heart's desire, though. Not for the purposes of this exercise. Rather, I am the one who decides what happens when the button is pressed – or more specifically, what happens when you press it. That is my role. My job. Your job is to listen, to believe, and then to act."

"I'm listening."

"Do more than listen. Listen first, and then believe. Believe that reality can be changed by the pressing of this button. Apply pressure to this tiny device, and consequences follow, as inevitably as taxes or the weather. Pull a trigger, and a gun discharges. Let go of a ball, and it falls to the ground. Press this button…" She pointed and left the sentence hanging.

"And…what happens?"

"Every vampire on Earth dies. More, every vampire dies in agony. Each and every vampire finds itself in a dungeon, tortured slowly for year after year after terrible year, until at least each one of the creatures yearns to die. Begs to die. And only after decade or more of such begging is their wish granted. Unspeakable suffering, to repay for the unspeakable suffering they have inflicted. Believe that. Believe it, and recognize also that you are entitled to press this button." Her voice lowered. "More than any other man I've ever known, you see the toll vampires have inflicted. These monsters ripped open your life into a bleeding wound. How many times has the healing begun, only to have the same scars re-opened, more salt rubbed into the flesh? You endure that because you see the consequences, feel the horrors any failure on your part might spark. No one has a greater right than you to press this button. Think about your wife. Your children. Your brother. About Arthur."

She pushed the box in his direction. Felix, whose face had grown still during her speech, now had his eyes fixed upon the box. Without blinking he stepped to the edge of her desk. His hand reached out. The forefinger was extended.

He pushed the box back to her.

"I've been thinking," he said, voice hoarse, "maybe the Council's experiment might have some merit." He swallowed.

Dr. Harrington leaned back, eyes bright and fixed upon his face. "What experiment is that?"

"Oh. They…that is, Rowena Allister…she wants to find out more about vampires. About how much free will they actually possess. Can any of them live peaceably, or will instincts always take over? I'm skeptical, but on reflection that might be something worth knowing. For sure."

"This," Harrington said, pointing to the box, "is called the Catharsis Activator. At least that is what it is supposed to do."

"Probably," Felix continued, "the experiment will come to nothing. Probably. But maybe not. Dangerous. Risky. But perhaps immoral not to at least try. I think so."

"Felix."

"Hmm?"

"I suppose I should stop being surprised when you don't respond the way anyone else would, but – why didn't you press the button?"

He looked at her for what seemed like a long time. "I think I need to get some sleep."

"Do you want something?"

"No. I'm very tired. I'll probably sleep for days. Might have to set my alarm clock." He grinned again. At least it looked like a grin. Almost. Then the almost-grin faded. "I'm not a monster."

"No one said you were."

"It isn't enough."

"What isn't?"

"For people not to say it. Not enough."

Harrington nodded at that and watched Felix turn around and leave her office. As the door shut behind him, she picked up the Catharsis Activator and put it back in her desk drawer.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Rowena's Office – Later

"So, you've been experiencing vivid hallucinations?" Rowena asked from behind her desk.[image: image9.jpg]



Skye sat across from Rowena. "Yes," she nodded.

"Well," Rowena replied thoughtfully, leaning back in her chair, "it sounds to me like you've moved on to the next phase."

"The next phase?" Skye asked. She held up a hand. "Wait, are you saying that you knew this was going to happen?"

"We don't really know what's going to happen," Rowena told her. "That's why we're doing this. But there have been documented cases in the past wherein vampires who went a length of time without drinking blood began to hallucinate." She opened one of her desk drawers and pulled out a pen and notepad. "So is this happening when you're asleep or when you're awake?"

"Both," Skye said impatiently. "You should have told me that this was going to happen."

"If I'd told you, then your report would be biased," Rowena said, a little exasperated. "Could you describe your experiences for me?"

"No! Look, maybe we should stop the experiment. I'm not really comfortable with where this is going."

Rowena sighed, rubbing the bridge of her nose. "Skye, what do you think your role is here?"

"I'm your test subject," Skye said.

"Right," Rowena nodded. "And what do you think is going to happen to you once you stop fulfilling your role?"

Skye silently glared at Rowena for a moment. "You're making me hungry."

"Don't let Buffy, or any other slayer, hear you talking like that," Rowena said, looking back at her notes. "She'll end this project, and you, if she heard you making threats."

Skye stood up from her chair and pointed an angry finger at Rowena. "Look, Dawn needs me, now more than ever. It's our destiny and –"

"Skye," Rowena sighed, "you're a smart girl. I shouldn't have to spell this out for you. You are not in control of your own destiny anymore. The only way you're going to be there for Dawn is if you're very useful to me. I'm trying to keep you alive, or undead in this case. So are you going to work with me here or not?"

Skye kept glaring, but she sat back down.

"Good, let's try this again," Rowena said, pen in hand. "Describe your experiences for me."

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Hallway – Later

Skye punched the down arrow and waited for the elevator to arrive. When the doors opened with a bing, Skye stepped in, pressed the button for the lobby on the panel, and waited for the doors to close.

"You're a smart girl, Skye," she mumbled in a high-pitched, mock version of Rowena's voice. "I shouldn't have to spell this out for you." She switched back to her normal voice. "I'll spell something out for you, you self-righteous –"

It was then that Skye noticed something on the floor of the elevator. She knelt down to examine what looked like a growing red pool of liquid. She touched her fingers to the liquid and held them under her nose. "What the…"

Skye stood up to find that blood was now seeping from every large crack in the elevator. Skye quickly pressed the emergency button, but it didn't seem to do anything. Panicking, she pressed the button repeatedly until it came off in her hand. The blood began to fill up the bottom of the elevator, soon reaching almost to Skye's knees.

She crouched down and cupped her hands, scooping up a handful of deep red blood. She brought her hands up to her face, but did not drink. Skye stared deep into the liquid, her eyes wide.

"No," Skye whispered, and she let the blood drain between her fingers. She rose to her full height and tried to pull herself upwards, away from the ever-rising blood, which was now to her waist. Skye's fingers scrabbled against the side of the elevator, but found nothing to hold onto, and she fell backwards into the blood.

When she scrambled to her feet again, she was completely drenched, and the blood was up to her chest. "Help me!" Skye yelled. "HELP ME! " The blood rose ever higher, and soon it was up to her neck. Skye struggled to keep her head above the surface, but it was a futile gesture, and in a moment the elevator was completely filled.

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

Kennedy and Vi stood in front of the bank of elevators in the Council lobby, waiting for one of the sets of doors to open.

"I can't get used to the waiting," Kennedy sighed, tapping her foot. "Why aren't we taking the stairs again?"

Vi smirked. "Because you like pressing the buttons."

"Oh, right."

The nearest set of doors slid open with a bing and Skye tumbled out onto the lobby floor, gasping for air despite not technically needing any. Kennedy and Vi looked cautiously into the elevator, which seemed to be empty, and back at the vampire lying prostrate at their feet. The two girls looked at each other and exchanged simultaneous shrugs before stepping into the elevator.

"May I?" Kennedy eagerly asked Vi.

"Be my guest," Vi replied, and Kennedy emphatically pressed their floor number before the doors closed.

Skye was left face-down on the floor of the lobby and was drawing a small crowd of gawkers. She rolled onto her back, her hair in her face and her eyes wild.

"I'm going crazy," she said, her voice strangely calm.

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

With an audible thud, a crossbow bolt penetrated the red bull's-eye of a target.

Nearby, Dawn happily clapped her hands. "Great job, Shannon!"

"Thanks, Miss Summers," Shannon smiled. She turned to Lorinda, who was standing next to her. "Beat that."

"Don't you worry, Shannie," Lorinda told her acerbically, "I will."

As Lorinda tried to aim her crossbow, Dawn leaned over to whisper something to Jeff. "Are you sure this is a good idea, a joint training session with these two?"

"They'll need to work together in the field," Jeff said, "which means they need to learn to at least be civil with each other. Besides, I can't get Faith to put Lorinda back on field duty, and I think she needs some outside competition."

Lorinda finally released her crossbow bolt. It glanced off the side of the target and embedded itself in the wall. Shannon smirked.

"Okay," Jeff said, "let's try that again. Try bringing your arms in closer to your body for support."

"Maybe you should get Hope to talk to Faith," Dawn said with a grin. "Not everybody has the connections in the Head Slayer office that you do."

"Actually, this thing with Hope and me is probably a minus in my column with Faith," Jeff replied. "Faith and Hope…I'm not sure I have a handle on their relationship."[image: image10.jpg]



"And that works on a metaphorical level, too," Dawn noted, as Shannon once again drilled her target right in the center. "So, how's the sex?"

Jeff's coughing fit broke Lorinda's concentration, causing the slayer to shoot him a look before beginning to re-set herself. "What?" he asked.

"You are dating the sister of one of history's horniest slayers, and you're telling me you're not hitting that?"

"There's no hitting!" Jeff exclaimed. "What is that, like, street slang?"

"You are the most uncool person ever," Dawn told him, laughing.

Being a little distracted, it took the pair a moment to notice that Shannon and Lorinda were fighting instead of aiming. Shannon had grabbed Lorinda's crossbow arm and pointed it toward the ceiling.

"You don't get to say that about my grandpa!" Shannon yelled.

"I get to say whatever I want about trash like you," Lorinda returned. "You think just because you can shoot a crossbow that you're so great."

"At least I'm on field duty!" Shannon kicked Lorinda in the shin, and Lorinda broke their hold on each other to step back.

"Dammit girls, knock it off!" Dawn shouted, trying to get between the two slayers. Jeff grabbed Lorinda, who still held her crossbow in her hand, and held her back.

"Did you hear what she called my grandpa?" Shannon asked.

"Look at me, I'm Shannie," Lorinda said in a high-pitched voice. "I spend all my time whining about my dead evil dog and my stupid, dead, trailer-trash grandpa. Boo h –"

Dawn found herself unable to restrain her determined slayer. Shannon leapt into Lorinda, sending both girls and Jeff to the ground. As the two girls traded punches, Jeff managed to extricate himself. He noticed Dawn lying on the floor.

"Dawn?" he asked, concerned. Getting no response, Jeff crawled over to Dawn. A large, growing pool of blood surrounded her head and shoulders, and a crossbow bolt was stuck through her neck. He didn't look up to see Shannon and Lorinda on either side of him, apparently having broken off their brawl when they realized something had happened.

"You killed Dawn," Jeff said, sounding like he was in shock.

"You bastard!" Shannon shouted.

"I don't see what the big deal is," Lorinda said. "She's just gonna wake up again, like she always does." She looked down at Dawn's body for a long moment. "Any second now," she said, sounding a little less sure.

Cut To:
Int.
Golden Corridor – Same Time

Dawn found herself in the golden-walled hallway, outside the same plain wooden door. Slowly, she reached out once again to try the polished brass doorknob. To her surprise, this time the knob turned easily, and when Dawn let go, the door slowly, extremely slowly, swung open. The room beyond was too bright to see into. After a moment, Dawn walked through the door.

White Out.

Fade In:
Int.
All-White Sitting Room – Same Time

Slowly, the light resolved itself into a pair of large, cushioned white leather chairs. In one of them sat a rather bored-looking Anya.

"You're not supposed to be here," she told Dawn. "Not ever. Not that I suppose it matters much…you won't be here long."

"I figured as much," Dawn said. "It takes a moment for them to realize it, I guess. So…this is the after-life?"

"You've seen the after-life, Dawn," Anya said severely. "I don't know what the hell this is. Probably some weird fantasy from your little girl mind."

"But you're here, right?" Dawn asked. "I mean, really?"

"Do you honestly expect me to give you a straight answer?"

Dawn sat down in the chair across from Anya. "I want to see Skye," she said eagerly.

"You can't," Anya told her, still sounding rather bored.

"I don't care!" Dawn exclaimed. "I'm dead, and I'm talking to dead people. No offense, but there's one dead person in particular I'd like to talk to, and it's not you."[image: image11.jpg]



Anya leaned forward in her chair, looking at Dawn very intently. "Listen to me, Dawn. I didn't say that you may not see her. I said that you can't."

"Please, I don't need a grammar lesson from you of all people."

Anya made an exasperated scoffing noise. "Fine, don't find out what happened to your girlfriend." For a long moment, Anya ignored Dawn's surprised look.

"Anya," Dawn began very softly. "What happened to Skye?"

"Oh, she's gone," Anya said, very matter-of-factly. "Her soul was destroyed by that little teenage stunt you pulled. That vampire that looks like her is all that's left."

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

Dawn woke up with a gasp when Shannon pulled the arrow out of her neck. Jeff and Shannon stood over her, watching the wound immediately close.

"Take it easy," Jeff said. "I sent Lorinda to go get the doctor."

Dawn did not move, staring blankly off into space.

Fade Out.

End of Act One
Act Two
Flashback To Four Years Ago:
Int.
San Francisco – Fisherman's Wharf – Evening

Dawn and Skye walked down a long wooden pier, happy looks on their faces. The Pacific Ocean glittered beyond the railing, stretching out into eternity.[image: image12.jpg]



"So, did ya like the restaurant?" Skye asked.

"Yes, of course," Dawn told her. "I always like the restaurant."

"That's the idea," Skye agreed.

"I think we've officially been to every restaurant on Fisherman's Wharf."

Skye scoffed. "Hardly. There's a few dozen. You've only been here, what, a couple months?"

"Longer than that, thank you." Dawn leaned on the rough wooden railing at the end of the pier. "I was here for a while before I met you. I just didn't…y'know, have a life."

"I'm glad you did," Skye said quietly, watching the waves.

"Did what?"

"Meet me," Skye said. "Everybody at school's such a…I dunno, I don't want to say asshole, but…or maybe I do."

Dawn nodded emphatically. "Who does Bridget think she is, queen of the world?"

"She might be," Skye said, "after her parents buy it for her. I mean, I'm not little miss poor girl myself, but excuse me if I don't care about your stupid horse-riding competition."

Dawn looked at her friend, her expression a little more sober. "You want to do something important."

"I think I'm supposed to," Skye said, her eyes fixed on the gray horizon. Then she turned her head to look Dawn directly in the eye. "I think we're supposed to."

When Dawn spoke, she did so very slowly. "I think we might have a lot in common."

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Room – Day

Skye's door opened slowly, just long enough for Grace to poke her head through.

"Miss Talisker?" Grace called tentatively. Getting no response, she opened the door all the way and entered the room. "I tried knocking, but there wasn't any –"

Grace's foot ran up against something on the floor, almost making her trip. "What the…" was all that she had time for before Skye shot to her feet with vampire speed and grabbed Grace by her shirt. Skye held the surprised watcher almost completely off the ground, the tips of Grace's shoes barely grazing the floor.

"Something's happening to me," Skye said, urgency in her voice.

"Okay," Grace managed. "What…what were you doing on the floor?"

Skye considered this for a moment. "I don't know." Slowly, she lowered Grace to the floor and released her grip. "I don't know what's happening!" Suddenly, Skye cocked her head, looking confused. "Who are you?"

Grace looked like she was checking to see if all her limbs were still attached before she answered. "I…um, okay, my name is Grace Hatherley. I'm a watcher here. I'm helping Rowena Allister with her research."[image: image13.jpg]



She offered her hand, but Skye turned away in exasperation. She stared directly at the wall. "Research! Right, research. Of course!"

"You caused a big scene in the lobby," Grace said. "I figured it'd be interesting to come and check on you. Y'know, more so than doing actual work. Ms. Allister said I should meet you."

"Well, you've met me," Skye said, a hint of anger in her tone. "Happy?"

"Not particularly," Grace replied. "Are those scratch marks on your arm?"

Skye hurriedly pulled down her sleeve to cover the red marks on her forearm. "No."

"Right," Grace nodded, not convinced. "Hey, I've been wanting to ask you something."

"It's why they keep me here. What?"

"Why?"

Skye, having pulled herself together a little, sat down on her bed. "You're gonna have to be more specific there, Hatherley. Don't they teach you that at the Academy?"

"Why are you here, a captive? You were scot-free, a whole world to hide in, but you come back here? That makes no sense."

"Have you ever been in love, Hatherley?"

Grace shook her head. "Can't say that I have, no."

"Well, that's not a surprise," Skye said bluntly. "Let me guess, you were always too busy with your books to worry about that sort of thing?"

"Oh, God no," Grace said, waving a hand in dismissal. "Give me TV, any day of the week."

"Huh." Skye shrugged. "You seem the type. Frigid, stick wedged up your…Anyway, I'll bet you and Rowena have hit it off."

"I don't know," Grace said. "I mean, she's sort of…focused."

"Hey, has anybody ever called you 'Ice Queen'?"

"I don't know if that's…"[image: image14.jpg]



"When's the last time you had an orgasm? I bet it was, like, four years ago. And you didn't enjoy it."

"Okay, this has been great," Grace announced, suddenly heading for the door. "I'd love to stay and chat, but, um, you're a bitch, so I'm just gonna go."

After Grace slammed the door behind her, a small smile spread across Skye's face.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Library – Day

Dawn was perched on the top rung of a ladder that leaned against a tall bookcase in the Council library. She paged through the volume she held in her hands, then replaced it, shaking her head in frustration. She ran her fingers over the spines of the other books on the shelf, searching for another relevant text.

"Whatcha doin'?" Jeff called from below. Hope stood next to him.

Dawn did not reply or even glance over her shoulder. She pulled out another book from the shelf.

"Lindholm's Properties of Mystical Energy," Jeff noted.

"Yeah," Hope said awkwardly. "That's, uh, that's a good one."

Jeff tried again. "Dawn, what are you doing?"

Dawn gave in with a sigh. She balanced the book on her knee and looked back over her shoulder. "Look, I'm just trying to figure some stuff out."

"Some stuff about you, you mean," Hope clarified. "So what's that, The What's Happening To My Body Book For Mystical Keys?"

"Maybe," Dawn replied. "Hey, you guys can help if you want."

"Help with what?" Jeff sounded skeptical.

"Mystical energy's still energy, right? I mean, there's gotta be some way to, y'know, cancel it out or nullify it or whatever." Dawn looked back at her book.

Jeff got very quiet, and his brow furrowed in worry. Hope, however, looked like she was giving this some serious thought.

"What about electricity?" Hope asked. Dawn looked up from her text. Jeff looked surprised. "I mean, I'm not exactly the go-to gal when it comes to rocket science or rocket magic or whatever, but when I think of energy…"

"That might work. That definitely might work." Dawn sounded a little excited. "Now if I can just figure out whether I'm a positive or a negative current…" She wedged the book she had been holding between shelves and turned back to the shelf. Finding nothing of interest, she rolled the ladder over to the next set of shelves with a gentle push and began the search anew.

"Dawn, I think maybe we all just need to take a step back here," Jeff called. "I'm not sure you're thinking clearly."

But Dawn had returned to her own little world, ignoring the pair on the floor.

Exasperated, Jeff grabbed Hope by the wrist. "Can I talk to you for a moment?"

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Hallway Outside Library – Moments Later

Jeff still had his hand around Hope's wrist when he dragged her out of the library. As soon as the door shut behind them, Hope pulled her hand away.

"What the hell is wrong with you?" she asked.

Jeff spun to face her. "What is wrong with…" He shook his head. "Hope, what were you doing in there?"

"Jesus, I was just trying to help."

Jeff threw up his hands. "I noticed! Hope, Dawn is in there looking for ways to cancel out mystical energy."

"Yeah, so?"

"Dawn is mystical energy!" Jeff shouted. "She's looking for ways to kill herself!"

"Yeah, but…" Hope's eyes widened. "Wait, you mean she's…How? What? Who? Why?"

"I don't know," Jeff said, "but I intend to find out." He walked back toward the library doors. Hope moved to follow him, but he held up a hand. "No, you…just stay here. Trust me, she doesn't need any help."

Hope sullenly watched the door slide back into place after him.

"Wow, that was quite a brush-off."

Surprised, Hope spun around to see Lorinda standing behind her. "What?"[image: image15.jpg]



Lorinda shrugged. "Can't say I'm surprised. Those two have been friends for years now. Probably not easy to get between that."

"Jeff and Dawn?" Hope asked. "I guess it's good that he cares about her, right?"

"Maybe," Lorinda said. She had begun to walk around Hope in a tight circle. "Still, he came down on you pretty hard. It's not like you can help it. You're new around here."

Hope's brow furrowed. "Hey! I'm not –"

Lorinda smiled condescendingly. "Sweetie, we both know you're not the sharpest crayon in the box. I mean, you're not smart enough to be a watcher. You're too weak to be a slayer. And it's not like you can do magic." Hope said nothing, just staring at the girl. "So what are you doing here?"

"I…have to go." Before Hope could even get the sentence out, she had taken off running down the hall. Lorinda watched her go, the same sickly-sweet smile on her face.

Cut To: 
Int. 
Watchers Council – Faith’s Office – Later 
Faith stared intently at her computer screen as she slowly typed a web address into an Internet Explorer window. With a quick tap of the enter key, her image appeared on screen above a web article titled “The Physics of Resurrection.” Without taking her eyes off the window, Faith moved her right hand over the mouse and scrolled down the page, scanning the text. 
Without warning the door to the office swung open, and Hope strolled in. “Hey, you got a minute?” 
“For you, no,” Faith answered, not bothering to look up. “And have you ever heard of knocking?” 
Ignoring Faith’s annoyed tone, Hope entered the office and stood in front of her sister’s cluttered desk. “Yeah, well too bad. I need to talk to you.” 
“Kind of busy right now,” the older sibling replied. “Shouldn’t you be trailing after Jeff like a lost puppy or something?” 
Hope stared angrily. “Here’s a fun idea. How about you forego the snarky comments for a whole minute while I tell you something important? If you think that’s too hard, let me know. I wouldn’t want you to strain yourself.” 
Faith declined to respond, her gaze still fixed on the computer screen. 
Hope sighed audibly. “Come on, Faith.” The younger girl leaned across the desk to see what the slayer was looking at. “What’s so important that you can’t give me a minute of your time?”[image: image16.jpg]


 
With a swift click of the mouse, Faith closed the browser window, revealing a half-completed patrol schedule on the desktop. She flashed an annoyed glance in her sister’s direction and said, “Do you mind? I’m trying to work here?” 
“Jeez, what put you in such a bad mood?” Hope barked as she backed away. Moving to sit in the chair opposite the desk, the younger girl paused when she spotted a shining silver object hanging from Faith’s neck.   
After a few seconds Faith registered her sister’s odd gaze and commented. “What are you staring at?” 
Snapped out of her momentary reverie, Hope sat down. “Sorry, I was looking at your cross.” She resumed staring at the religious symbol with a distant expression. “I haven’t seen you wear one since we were kids and you—” 
“What do you want, Hope?” Faith asked wearily as she tucked the cross underneath her shirt collar.   
The younger Lehane paused for a moment, taken aback by her sister’s sudden interruption. After a few seconds she answered, “There’s something you should know about Dawn.” 
Cut To:
Int.
Hallway Outside Skye's Dorm Room – Day

Skye sighed as she approached the door to her dorm room. "Great."

"Where've you been?" Kennedy asked flatly. She had been leaning against the wall next to Skye's door.

Skye wiped her mouth on the back of her sleeve. "Bathroom."

"Right, well, next time someone's going with you."

"I don't need to drink blood to pee, thanks," Skye said sarcastically. She opened the door, went into her room, and tried to close it behind her. Kennedy stuck a foot into the opening to stop the door, then followed Skye into the room.

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Dorm Room – Continuous

"Maybe I should tell that to Rowena," Kennedy said. "Bet she'd love to analyze some vampire urine."[image: image17.jpg]



Skye made an exasperated noise as she sat down on her bed. "Why are you here?"

"You've been put back under guard," Kennedy said.

Unable to sit still, Skye stood back up. "What? Why? The protection spell…"

"Is still in effect, yeah." Kennedy shrugged. "You freaked out in the lobby, and then you attacked one of the new watchers. Spell or no spell, you seriously think you should be tra-la-la-ing around the Council right now?"

"So you're just here to baby-sit?" As Skye spoke, she paced nervously across the room's tiny floor space. "Why not send one of the eager, nubile slayerettes?"

"I volunteered for the first shift," Kennedy told her. "Had to see this for myself. How ya feeling, Skye?"

"Just dandy," Skye told her, but she didn't even come close to making it sound convincing. She compulsively rubbed her nose with both hands.

"I'll bet," Kennedy said. "Still, it'll all be over soon."

Skye looked hard at the slayer. "You've talked to Rowena?"

"What? Oh, no. I was just…you know what comes next, once you can't take it anymore?"

"I, um –" Skye ran her fingers through her hair, grabbing and pulling.

"Look, every slayer in this place hates you. When Rowena's done with you, they'll have a big lottery."

Skye tried to lean on the wall, but couldn't keep it up for very long before she began to pace again. "Lottery?"

"You know, to see who gets to do it," Kennedy smiled. "Vi says I can have her ticket."

"Dawn won't let you," Skye shook her head several more times than was necessary, her arms now held close at her chest.

Kennedy ignored her. "I can't wait to see the look in your eyes when I slip that stake into your heart. That realization that it's over. Your soul is gone. Your body is gone." Kennedy managed to catch Skye directly in the eyes. "And you'll just be nothing. Empty space. Forever."

Skye suddenly released all that tense energy she had been holding in and leapt onto Kennedy with a growl. Both girls hit the floor, with Skye on top. Kennedy struggled, but found herself pinned down, staring up into Skye's animal eyes. Skye's face morphed into that of a demon, and she tore into the side of Kennedy's neck.

The starved vampire drank deep from the slayer, who was only able to manage a pathetic gurgle of protest. After several seconds, Kennedy stopped struggling. A moment later, Skye rolled off the body, a contented, fanged smile on her twisted face.

"Kennedy?"

At the sound of Vi's voice, Skye morphed back into her human face. She now looked completely stunned. She shot to her feet and saw Vi standing open-mouthed in the doorway.

Vi rushed to Kennedy's side, feeling the side of her friend's neck for a pulse.

"I don't know what happened," Skye said. "I thought the spell was supposed to –"

"She's dead," Vi said, her voice strangely hollow.

Skye watched Vi slowly get to her feet. The slayer turned around and held out her hands, both completely covered in Kennedy's blood.

"It's on all our hands now," Vi said calmly. Then she reached into her back pocket and pulled out a wooden stake. Skye screamed as the slayer lunged forward.

Skye stumbled backwards onto her bed and raised her hands protectively in front of her. When no attack came, she slowly lowered her hands to find that the room was once again empty. Neither Vi nor Kennedy was anywhere to be found.

Someone knocked on the door. "Skye Talisker?" called a female voice. "I'm supposed to stand guard."

Skye looked warily at the door, her fingernails digging deep into her bed sheets.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Gym – Later

Kennedy was performing precision push-ups. "98, 99, 100." With a long outgoing breath, she leaned back onto her knees and grabbed her water bottle from a nearby chair.

"So, has Kadin gotten in yet?" Vi asked. She leaned on a barre attached the wall of the gym, one hand grabbing her foot and stretching the muscles in her leg.

Kennedy shook her head as she took a large swig of water. "Should be any time."

"Well, don't wear yourself out," Vi told her. "I don't want to be blamed for your sweatiness." A beat. "That came out wrong."

A woman's voice came over the intercom system. "Kennedy, please report to the lobby, there's a visitor here for you."

"There she is now," Kennedy said happily, getting to her feet.

"I'll walk ya there," Vi said. She dropped her foot. "Never hurts to have back-up."

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

Kennedy and Vi stood side-by-side in the elevator as it descended to the lobby.

"Is Kadin gonna be happy to see you in your workout clothes?" Vi asked.

"She's used to it," Kennedy replied. She noticed the look Vi was giving her. "What? We're both busy being, y'know, warrior women. It's not like she expects me to buy her dinner first."

"Whoa, okay," Vi giggled. "You know what? You two are perfect for each other."

"I'm not sure I like the sound of that," Kennedy said, but she was smiling.[image: image18.jpg]



Then the elevator doors opened onto the bustling lobby, and Kennedy's smile faded.

Mia stood by the reception desk. She wore a beaten-up backpack and a small suitcase sat at her feet.

"Hey." Mia gave a half-hearted wave.

 

Cut To:
Int.
Dawn's Apartment – Kitchen – Day

Dawn was rummaging around for something in her fridge when she heard a knock on the door.

"Come in," she called. She looked over her shoulder to see Faith enter the room. "Oh, hey Faith. You want a root beer? 'Cause I have root beer. Nothing with alcohol, sorry. Hey, I heard maybe they were gonna change that rule, did you hear anything?"

"I'm good, and, yeah, apparently we're going to stay dry," Faith said. "And you're underage anyway, so…"

"Right." Dawn closed the fridge. Her root beer sounded off with an exceptionally loud hiss when she opened it. "So, gosh, you've been busy. What brings you to the underage side of town?"

Faith raised an eyebrow. "You seem unusually chipper."

"Five by five," Dawn grinned. Faith gave her a baleful look. "What, you can use it but nobody else can? I just think I might have figured some stuff out."

"Yeah…stuff." Faith put a hand against the wall, looking uncomfortable. "Look, Dawn, I just had a discussion with my little sis. She seems to think you might try to kill yourself."

"Does she know about the whole no-dying thing? Because she wasn't around when that all…"

"She said you were looking for a way around it," Faith said pointedly, crossing her arms. "Dawn, did something happen that we should know about?"

Dawn took a sip from her root beer. "No, nothing." However, she did appear to be able to look Faith in the eye. "I don't get it. If you really think I need help or whatever, why didn't you just tell my sister?"

"Because B doesn't see straight when it comes to you," Faith said. "You can bet your pert little ass that if I'd went to her, neither of you would get anything done for the next week." Faith sighed. "Dawn, do you have any idea what you mean to her? If you did something stupid, how do you think she'd feel?"

"I'm not the one who tried to kill her," Dawn said quietly.

Faith snorted and uncrossed her arms so that she could do a better job of talking with her hands. "Whatever. Y'know what, I came down here to try and help you out. I didn't run and tell big sis. This whole offing yourself concept? I advise against it. That's what I came to say." She began to open the door to leave.

"Faith!" Dawn called.

Faith looked over her shoulder, annoyed. "What?"

Dawn took a moment, choosing her words carefully. "Back in the spring, when you…"

"When I died?"

"Right…do you remember any of it at all?"

Faith sighed, turning back towards the room. "Dawn, you've read the interviews."

Dawn nodded quickly. "I know. I know you said that you didn't remember any of it. I just thought…I dunno. I guess my real question is, do you remember the part before?"

"You mean the dying?" Faith asked. Dawn nodded. Faith licked her lips for a moment before replying. "It sucked major ass, that's what I remember. Why are we talking about this?"

Dawn seemed nervous. "I'm sorry, I just…so you didn't feel anything?"

"What would I have felt?"

"I dunno, maybe…" When Dawn finally found the words, they came out in a rush. "Maybe like elation? Like you weren't really alive until that moment when you weren't anymore? This sort of feeling like you finally understood your purpose in life, not in words but just this knowing, y'know?"

Faith looked confused. "No. I felt scared, alone, and in a great deal of pain after having my guts splattered." Dawn looked disappointed and confused all at once. "I can't say dying felt wonderful and I'm thinking maybe we need to get you some counseling if you do."

"Maybe," Dawn said.

Faith checked her watch. "Oh God, I have to go. Look, we can talk about this later, right?"

Dawn nodded. In seconds, Faith was out the door.

A moment later she poked her head back in and said, "Don't kill yourself," and then was gone for good.

Dawn waited for a short time to make sure Faith was gone. Then she finished off her root beer and walked over to a small table with various kitchen-related items on it. She bent down and unplugged her small, silver toaster from the wall.

Cut To:
Int.
Dawn's Apartment – Hallway – Moments Later

Dawn walked down the short hall with a blank expression on her face, the toaster under her arm.

Cut To:
Int.
Dawn's Apartment – Bathroom – Moments Later[image: image19.jpg]



Dawn walked purposefully across the tile floor to her sink where she plugged in the toaster. She stood directly under the showerhead of her tub and took a deep breath.

She held the toaster in one arm while she reached out with the other and turned on the water.

"Here goes nothing," she said as she pushed down the sliding button of the toaster.

Black Out
End of Act Two
Act Three
Flashback To Four Years Ago:
Int.
San Francisco – Basement – Night

Clad in her pajamas, Dawn sprawled across a large, overstuffed couch, laughing uncontrollably. Skye sat cross-legged on a nearby throw-rug, in the middle of a well-furnished basement. A grin spread across Skye's face when Dawn's giggles turned into a loud snort.[image: image20.jpg]



"Is that actually how you laugh?" she asked.

Dawn mocked offense. "Are you saying there's something wrong with my laugh?"

"No," Skye told her. "It's perfect."

Dawn smiled in return, and the girls had something of a moment. At some point Dawn seemed to remember to be uncomfortable and tried to change the subject.

"So what happened next?" she asked.

"That was it," Skye said. "The next day at school there was some screaming and yelling, but nobody ever had any proof that it was me."

"God, if I pulled a stunt like that my sister would kill me," Dawn sighed.

"Who cares?" Skye replied. "Your sister's not you. You should do what you want. Anyway, it's your turn. Truth or dare?"

"Ah, yes," Dawn said nostalgically. "Sleepovers, truth or dare. It's like sixth grade all over again." Her brow furrowed. "Or at least that's how I remember sixth grade."

"That's how everybody remembers sixth grade," Skye told her, missing the point. "And you didn't answer the question."

"Um, truth."

Skye leaned forward excitedly. "Okay, have you ever kissed a girl?"

Dawn's eyes widened. "Uh…no," she said, though she sounded uncertain.

Skye gasped happily in surprise. "Oh my God, you're totally lying!"

"I am not!" Dawn insisted. Skye gave her a look. "Okay, maybe I am."

"So, spill!" Skye sounded very excited.

Reluctantly, Dawn explained. "I was at this party with my friend Kit, sophomore year, before Sunnydale turned into a giant sinkhole. I told you about Kit. Anyway, these guys started saying they wanted to see us make out, you know, real jerks. So they took up a collection, and a lot of people gave them donations."

"So you made out with your best friend for cash?" Skye asked. "You slut!"

"Hey, we didn't make out," Dawn defended. "We didn't even kiss. It was more of a peck, really."

"Were there tongues involved in this peck?"

"One question per truth," Dawn said evasively. "Your turn. Truth or dare?"

Skye had a devious grin on her face. "Dare."

Cut To:
Int.
All-White Sitting Room – Same Time

"You never were big with the brains, were ya?"

Dawn looked surprised to see Cordelia Chase sitting across from her. Cordelia's hair was long and straight like Dawn remembered, and she wore a severe look on her face.[image: image21.jpg]



"Did it work?" Dawn asked. "Am I done?"

Cordelia nodded. "Oh, yeah, it totally worked. You outwitted the Powers That Be with a toaster." She gave a thumbs-up. "Good job."

"Really?" Dawn asked, a hopeful smile peeking through.

"No, dumbass," Cordelia said.

"Oh." Dawn's smile morphed into dejection, and she sat back unhappily in her chair.

"Honestly, what did you think was going to happen?" Cordelia asked. "You should be heading back any time now." Her expression softened a little. "Dawn, what are you doing trying to kill yourself? You have friends, people who love you, a supremely dorky and yet surprisingly well-paying career…"

"I just…" Dawn stood up abruptly. "I can't take it. I was just trying to do the right thing, and now I'm cursed for all eternity? Skye's gone, and it's MY FAULT! I…I can't live with that. And everyone's walking around like everything's normal, acting like I'm the same old Dawn. Well, I have news for them. I'm not. I can't be. And I'm gonna find a way out if it kills me." Cordelia raised an eyebrow. Dawn thought for a moment. "Wait…"

Cordelia rolled her eyes. "Have you always been an idiot, and I just didn't notice until now?"

"No!" Dawn said defiantly. "Not really."

"Says you," Cordelia said as she grinned. "But come on, electrocuting yourself? That's both completely tacky and ineffective."

"I'd like to see you come up with a better idea," Dawn huffed.

"Have you ever studied Einstein?" Cordelia asked.

Dawn slowly sat back down. "Yeah, but you haven't."

"Not the point. Energy, like matter, can neither be created nor destroyed. And the Key isn't electrical energy, anyway. You don't have a current."

"Are you really Cordelia?" Dawn asked skeptically. The other woman only shrugged. Dawn thought for a moment. "Okay, so, what does that mean?"

"You're on the wrong track," Cordelia told her. "There's only one way for you to end it, and that's –"

Cut To:
Int.
Dawn's Apartment – Bathroom – Afternoon

Dawn's eyes shot open. She immediately began to blink rapidly and cough from the shower stream hitting her directly in the face. She slid herself out of the way and looked around. She had been slumped awkwardly on the floor of the shower, her toaster lying dormant next to her. Her clothes and hair were completely soaked, and she sat in a growing pool of water.

"DAMMIT! " Dawn yelled. She slammed her palms down on the floor, creating a decent-sized splash.

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

With a loud clang, the door of a prison cell slid closed. Once again, Skye was on the wrong side of the bars. Perspiration was plainly visible on her forehead. She was unable to stand still, and while she paced, she chewed on her fingernails.

Outside the cell, Rowena spoke to the slayer who had just shut the door. "Thank you, Alisa, that will be all." The girl nodded and walked away.

"You don't have to keep me in here." Skye moved her hand away from her mouth long enough to speak. "I'm fine, great actually. Can't hurt anyone anyway."

Rowena sighed. "I'll bet you could find a way. In any case, from what I can tell of your present state, you're not capable of judging what you can and can't do. Faith tells me she can't spare the slayers to guard you. And if you forced the spell to dust you, I would just have to start all over."

"I'm sure that would be a real hardship for you," Skye grated. "I'd be gone, but you…you would experience a major research setback."

Rowena put her hands behind her back and bit her lip, keeping her eyes fixed on the pacing vampire in the cell.

When Skye noticed this attention, she looked even more uncomfortable. "I know I'm unbelievably hot, but it's still rude to stare."

"I spend all my time keeping track of you," Rowena said, "and I just cannot figure you out."

"I'm just special that way," Skye told her. "I'm the Agatha Christie novel of vampires."

"You say you don't enjoy drinking blood, but you obviously need it on a basic physical level," Rowena continued. "Your symptoms are very similar to those experienced by hard drug users when they enter withdrawal."

"Just because I don't like the taste, doesn't mean I don't have to drink it." Skye was trying to sound reasonable, but failing.

"I don't think it's the taste," Rowena said. "I think you put on a show of disliking blood because it's something that separates you from Dawn."

Skye couldn't maintain eye contact with the watcher. Her eyes darted around in every direction, but couldn't latch onto anything. Rowena kept talking.

"You claim that you have no desire to kill anyone, and I want to believe you, Skye, really I do, but in my heart I really don't. I think Dawn's the reason for that claim, as well. If you're lying, then you're a monster that needs to be exterminated. And if you're telling the truth, then you're nothing. You're not a vampire, and Dawn will never love you like this, so what does that leave?"

"Stop it!" Skye yelled suddenly, hysterically stamping a foot on the floor. "You don't know anything!"

Rowena waited a moment, perhaps to see if the outburst would continue. Then she said, "I wonder if you wouldn't be better off if you did end it. If you attacked someone, got yourself dusted."

Skye tried to stay in one place long enough to think. "Am I hallucinating right now?" she asked.

"I don't know," Rowena replied. "Are you?" Then she turned on her heel and walked away.

For a moment, Skye listened to Rowena's footsteps fading into the distance. Then she growled and slammed her palms against the bars of her cell.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council - Hallway
"Hey Red?" Faith called out as she saw Willow at the far end of the hallway. The witch turned around. "You seen B around?" she asked as she approached.

"Not since breakfast," Willow answered. "She's probably in her office."

"I checked - she's not there," Faith said looking around the hallway at the passer-bys. 

"Why? What's up?" Willow asked.

Faith looked a bit uncertain. "Nothing maybe. But if you see her tell her to stop by my office though."

"Sure thing," Willow nodded.

"Thanks," Faith said as she turned to leave. 

Cut To:
Ext.
Cleveland – Lake Pier – Later

Dawn sat cross-legged at the end of the pier looking out over the water before she scooted back. Around her ankle was a short bit of rope tied to two cinder blocks. She kicked in the blocks with both feet before falling into the water, being submerged.

Flash To:
Ext.
Cleveland – Train Yard – Later

Dawn stood in the middle of the train tracks looking at the oncoming train. The whistle blew, growing louder the closer it came. Her face appeared calm, not threatened in the least. As the train flew down the tracks, a sickening crunching noise mingled with the sound of the squealing brakes.

Flash To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Xander's Wood Shop – Later

Dawn picked up a rope in one hand and a circular saw blade in the other. 

Cut To:
Ext.
Woods behind the Watchers Council – Later

A circular saw blade hung in the air suspended by rope wrapped around a tree branch. Dawn was flat on her back and looked up at the blade in line with her neck. In a fluid movement she released the rope and the blade started its descent down.

Flash To:
Int.
Hidden Meeting Place – Later

"So can you help?" Dawn asked as she sat in a chair.

A group of vampires all sat around her in a circle in similar chairs. They looked at each other. Finally, one of them spoke up.

"That's an interesting problem, Dawn," he remarked, "but really, we avoid human blood."

"But it wouldn't be cheating if I gave you permission," she retorted. "And I was bitten by one vamp. I'm wondering if a pack would make a difference?"

The vampire smiled, and a few others looked at each other with a grin and shook their heads.

"You don't understand, Dawn," he explained. "Think of us as strict vegetarians. Some vegetarians will drink milk because it doesn't mean killing an animal while others feel that any product produced by an animal is off limits. We're strict vegetarians in that sense, so any human blood is off limits, even if it's offered…"

"Look, I've tried everything at this point," she pleaded.

"I'm sorry," the vampire repeated. "But we just can't."

Dawn sighed, "Thanks anyway." She got up looking depressed and shuffled toward the door.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Hallway – Later

Willow and Rowena walked side-by-side down a bustling hallway.[image: image22.jpg]



"You know what this meeting's about?" Rowena asked, avoiding a cart stacked with Black Ops weapons trundling down the corridor.

"I never know anymore," Willow told her. "Sometimes I think Buffy's so worried about improving communication that she forgets to actually communicate with anybody." Willow's eyes widened. "Please don't tell her I said that."

Rowena sounded amused. "Don't worry, I won't rat you out to the boss. Anyway, Buffy's doing her best. I'm worried about Skye."

"Do those have something to do with each other?" Willow asked. "Because…"

"No, I'm just tired and couldn't come up with a segue," Rowena assured her.

Willow swerved to avoid a cart covered in file boxes as it trundled down the hallway, nodding to the watcher who was pushing the contraption. "So, I take it the Snarkiest Vampire isn't reacting well to the non-blood drinking?"

"That's one way of putting it," Rowena said. "Another is that she's gone nuts. She fell out of an elevator, gasping for no reason. So we put her back in a cell, just as a precaution. I tried to talk to her, but I'm not sure she was coherent enough to understand me."

"Wow," Willow said. "So that's something new, right? I mean, we didn't know vampires went crazy when you take away their blood."

"We know Skye goes crazy," Rowena said, "that's not the same thing."

"But maybe it's enough," Willow replied. "Have you thought of ending the experiment?"

The two women came to a stop outside of a door marked "Conference Room 1". Before they went in, Rowena took time to look Willow in the eye. "The research I'm doing…I think it's important. No, I know it's important. I was willing to risk my life, and Kennedy's, to get that book in Siberia. Maybe Skye's willing to do the same since she hasn't asked to stop."

"Hasn't asked or can't ask?" Willow suggested.

"Meaning?" Rowena prompted.

"Maybe she doesn't have the sense to say it if she's going cuckoo."

Rowena sighed. "I don't know…We're gonna be late for the meeting." She opened the door and entered the conference room. Willow followed her.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Conference Room – Continuous

As Willow found her seat, she noticed Mia sitting at the end of the conference table. "So that's what this meeting's about."

"Looks like," Rowena agreed, taking her seat at the table alongside Buffy, Kennedy, and Faith.

Willow leaned over to whisper in Kennedy's ear. "So, is she, like, back back?" Kennedy nodded. Willow's expression was somewhere between a grimace and a smile.

"Exactly," Kennedy said.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Conference Room – Minutes Later

"So I was in Paris when it happened." Mia seemed more animated than usual. Buffy, Rowena, Willow, and Faith all listened with some interest. Kennedy didn't seem certain whether or not to look at Mia during this explanation. "All of sudden it was like, hey wow, this is what I'm supposed to do after all. The whole thing just put a lot of things in perspective. And that's when I decided to come back here."

"Well, Mia, we'd love to have you," Buffy said. She hesitated, looking at Rowena. "It is Mia, isn't it?" Rowena nodded, and Buffy smiled in return. "Cool." She turned back to Mia and held out her hand. "I'm Buffy Summers, by the way. I'm sort of in charge now."

"She is in charge," Rowena emphasized.

"I think we might have met before," Mia said as she shook Buffy's hand. "Kennedy talked about you all the time, that's for sure."

Buffy looked surprised and glanced over at Kennedy. "Good talking?" Kennedy looked uncomfortable.

"Mostly good talking," Mia said quickly.

"We can always use another slayer with actual field experience," Faith said, changing the subject. "Especially on Black Ops. They're hurting more than most over there, and the girls they do have…I'm not sure they're leadership material."

Kennedy spoke up for the first time, looking directly at Mia. "I thought Black Ops was the reason you left."

An awkward silence settled over the room before Mia replied. "It was." She turned to talk to Faith. "And I'm not going back. If I'm gonna do this, I want to do it right. I want to be just a regular old everyday slayer."

Buffy nodded. "Well, we did give the Black Ops girls that option. A few of them have already taken advantage of it."

"Mr. Giles made me an offer to stay, but at the time I didn't take it. It was just too hard to stay," Mia said quietly.

"I know," Willow put in, "and I personally am sorry about that. We're trying to fix things, really we are. A-and we've made great strides so far."

"One thing you should probably know is that the girls who switched from Black Ops had to undergo formal training like everyone else," Rowena said. "Some of them have yet to be approved for field duty. Are you willing to do that?"

"Back to slayer school, huh?" Mia said. "Yeah, sure, if that's what it takes."

"Then it's settled," Buffy said, writing something down. "Why don't you find Robin, and he'll get you enrolled."

Kennedy was the first to get up and head for the door. Looking concerned, Mia sprang up and hurried to follow her.

Buffy's eyes widened slightly. She turned to Willow. "Were Kennedy and Mia, like, um…"

"Together?" Willow nodded.

"Ah," was Buffy's only response.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Hallway – Continuous

Mia caught up to Kennedy just outside the door to the conference room. "Hey, Ken."[image: image23.jpg]



Kennedy stopped. Slowly, she turned around to face Mia, her arms crossed across her chest.

"Maybe we should talk," Mia said. Her eyes pleaded for Kennedy to say something.

Kennedy licked her lips and broke eye contact. "I really am glad you're back, Mi." She turned to leave, but Mia grabbed her by the wrist to get her to stay.

"Ken, I…" Mia looked down at the floor. "I know I hurt you, and I'm sorry. I went to Europe to try to figure some things out and…" She looked back up at Kennedy. "…And I think maybe I did. I don't want to rush you into anything, but…"

Mia's noticed something behind Kennedy, and her mouth opened. Kennedy looked over her shoulder.

"Hey, baby, what's going on?" Kadin asked, walking up to her girlfriend. She pulled her into a lingering kiss. Mia blinked several times. "I needed that," Kadin said. "The flight was just terrible, not to mention the pack of Jel'Gal dem – Hello." Kadin finally noticed Mia.

"I…need to go." Mia took off down the hall in a flat-out run. She put her hand over her mouth as she ran, trying to squint back the tears forming at the corners of her eyes.

"Mia!" Kennedy called, but she was already around a corner and out of sight.

Kennedy gave Kadin a hard look. "What?" Kadin asked.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Conference Room – Continuous 
"Is that it?" Buffy asked and everyone nodded. "Okay, meeting adjourned." She banged the gavel and turned off the recorder. 

Everybody stood up and Faith walked over to Buffy. "Hey B? I didn't bring this up at the meeting because it's not really a council thing so I thought we could talk now."

"Sure thing." Buffy looked at her to continue.

Faith sighed and shrugged. "I'm not sure if there's a problem, but.. it's your sis."

"What do you mean?" Buffy asked. 
Faith seemed reluctant and watched as the people filed out before turning to Buffy. In a soft voice she said, "My kid sister told me something, and since she's not the most reliable of sources, I went to Dawn first before you...but if I don't say anything to you, and something happens..."
Buffy took Faith by the elbow conspiratorially. "Okay, okay. My office, right now."
Faith nodded and followed her. 
Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Cell – Later That Evening

Skye was unable to keep her right arm from shaking as Rowena strapped a cushioned sleeve around it. The two women sat next to each other on a cot in Skye's new cell. Grace stood at the cell's open door, ready to take notes on a clipboard. Vi looked bored as she leaned against a wall.

Rowena finished fastening the Velcro on the sleeve and began to pump air into the device using a plastic bulb. Skye's breathing was shallow and irregular as she stared down at the floor. That didn't keep her from attempting sarcasm. "How many Council members does it take to use a blood-pressure reader thing?"

"Sphygmomanometer," Rowena said without looking up from her work.

"Bless you," Grace said.

"No, that's its name," Rowena said. "The blood-pressure reader thing."

"You're taking her blood pressure?" Vi asked. "But…she doesn't have a pulse."

"Just because her heart's not beating doesn't mean blood isn't running through her veins," Rowena said. "Otherwise they wouldn't bleed when the skin was punctured. I keep telling everyone, vampires are mystical beings. Our scientific assumptions are just not going to hold."

"So, wouldn't trying to do scientific research on vampires be similar to beating one's head against a wall?" Grace asked.

Rowena just glared at her assistant. "Just write this down: forty over twenty."

"That's not a blood pressure reading," Vi said. "That's a football score."

"Told you vampires are different," Rowena said as she rummaged through her bag. "Grace, did you put those needles in here like I asked?"

"Um…what needles?" Grace asked.

Rowena sighed. "Fine. I'm going to head back upstairs and get some."

A snicker escaped from Vi.

"Some needles," Rowena clarified with a small smile as she stood up.

"What should I do till you get back?" Grace asked.

"Why don't you get everybody some coffee?" Rowena tossed over her shoulder as she left the cell. "I like mine black."

"Don't take too long," Vi called. "I'm in charge of patrols tonight, and I don't want Xander to be too sleepy when I get back." She noticed the look Grace was giving her. "What?"

"Just…sex. It's like it's all anyone ever talks about around here," Grace said.

"New girl's finally getting it," Skye said. She was tracing strange patterns in the floor of the cell with her shoe.

"Ignore her," Vi said. "Everyone else does. Anyway, I guess because everything's so serious, we have to joke around a lot."

"At least you're with Xander," Grace replied. "He seems like a great guy. I don't…I mean, I haven't…"

"We should get you a guy," Vi said suddenly.

Grace looked confused. "What?"

"I could introduce you around…you ever been to one of Jackson's parties?"

"Um…no."[image: image24.jpg]



"Well, you should," Vi told her. "Sometimes you feel a lot better about things when you just let loose for a while. When was the last time you had an orgasm?"

Skye was still shaking, but she grinned nonetheless.

"How do you like your coffee?" Grace asked quickly.

"Lots and lots of sugar," Vi replied.

"How did I know?" Grace smirked, and she walked out of the cell, leaving Vi and Skye alone.

Awkward silence reigned for a few long moments. Vi kicked her heel back into the wall of the cell a few times. Then the chorus of Gnarls Barkley's "Crazy" began to blare. Vi reached into her pocket.

"God, that's loud," Skye winced. "Would it kill you to answer your phone?"

Vi glared at the vampire as she flipped her phone open and put it to her ear. "Yeah? Oh, hey!" She listened for a moment, putting a hand to her forehead. "You know what, I totally forgot that was tonight. No, look, it's okay, I'll just blow it off, listen, I'll be there in two shakes, all right? Later, baby."

"So, what are we blowing off tonight?" Skye asked. Instead of replying, Vi walked towards Skye and looked at her more closely. The slayer towered over the shaking, sweat-covered mess of a vampire.

"I think maybe you need to have some fun," Vi said.

Slowly, Skye looked up at the other girl. "What did you say?"

Vi reached out and grabbed Skye's hand, jerking her to her feet. "C'mon!"

Cut To:
Int.
Ballroom – Night

Skye blinked hard, shaking her head like she was trying to fit the world back into place. When she opened her eyes, she was standing in the middle of a huge ballroom. A glittering crystal chandelier hung from the ceiling. Dancers in tuxedos and hoop skirts twirled around Skye. She herself was wearing a long, black, slinky dress. The bags under her eyes and scratches on her arm were gone, replaced by hair styled into curls and perfect makeup.[image: image25.jpg]



Vi, now dressed in a big pink frilly dress, dropped Skye's hand and scanned the crowd. "There, now that's more like it." She noticed Kennedy standing over by a particularly well-stocked buffet table, wearing a black dress as she dipped a slice of celery into what looked like some kind of cheese sauce. Vi waved to get her attention.

"You'll be all right by yourself, won't you?"

Skye opened her mouth to reply, but Vi had already gotten halfway across the room on her way to her friend. Left to her own devices, Skye looked more closely at the crowd around her.

On a stage at one end of the ballroom, an impeccably dressed Becca led her band in a staid selection of chamber music. Closer to Skye, Buffy and Faith were doing a slow dance. They both had wistful smiles on their faces and were looking deep into each other's eyes. Next to them, Xander and Rowena were doing the same thing, she in a shining golden dress, he in a smashing tuxedo number.

Skye tapped on Rowena's shoulder. "Hey, I thought you were getting needles from your lab."

Rowena looked back over her shoulder, still with her arms wrapped around Xander. "Oh, it's you. I meant to tell you, something's come up."

"What are you doing?" Skye asked.

"You wouldn't want a physical now, anyway," Xander put in, "dressed up the way you are."

"She is cute as a button, isn't she?" Rowena giggled.

Skye gave up and left the two of them to their dance. The music faded as she strode between the neat rows of revelers. Skye's footsteps echoed loud as the dance continued silently around her. She watched Kadin and Mia move in slow-motion, Kadin gracefully tipping her partner back until Mia's hair nearly touched the ground.

Then Skye felt a hand on her shoulder and whipped around. The world returned, sound and motion, though that particular song seemed to have ended.

Dawn stood in front of Skye, wearing a pretty little blue dress. "May I have this dance?" she asked, offering her hand.

Slowly, Skye reached out and took Dawn's hand in her own. "Of course," she said, and then she smiled.

On stage, Becca nodded her thanks as someone handed her a guitar. She played a few test chords, nodded to her band, and launched into a version of Snow Patrol's "Run".

Dawn placed one hand around Skye's waist and the other on her shoulder. The pair moved together across the dance floor.

"It's good to see you," Skye said. "Today has just been…well, it sucked, but that's over now."

"And you're looking better," Dawn commented. "That's good. It makes this easier."

A crease appeared on Skye's forehead above her nose. "Makes what easier?"

"I've tried to pretend that Skye isn't dead," Dawn said sadly, "but it just isn't true."

"I'm right here, Dawn," Skye told her. "Yeah, sure, I'm dead, but only technically."

"You're not Skye," Dawn said flatly, "and you never will be. You're only a demon that stole her face." Skye's mouth dropped open in shock, but Dawn wasn't done. "And I could never be with a demon."

"Then why do I love you?" Skye shot back angrily. "Why do I feel this way?"

"You're not in love with me," Dawn said. "You're just too scared of who you are to do anything about it."

Skye looked like she was about to cry. "What do I have to do to prove myself to you? To prove to you how I feel?"

Dawn paused before answering. "Love isn't a feeling, it's an action." Then she let go of Skye, took two steps backward, and disappeared into the crowd of dancers.

Skye gasped and found that her legs were no longer able to support her. She fell backwards, and the parquet dance floor rushed up to meet the back of her head.

Black Out.

Fade In:
Int.
Skye's Cell – Seconds Later

Female voices echoed out of the darkness.

"What happened?"

"She lost consciousness for a moment."

"What's wrong with her?"

"Look, she's waking up."[image: image26.jpg]



Ever so slowly, the images of Rowena, Vi, and Grace's faces came into focus. The three women were kneeling on the floor around Skye, who found herself on her back in the middle of her cell.

With vampire reflexes, Skye reached up with both hands and grabbed Rowena by the collar of her blouse. She pulled the startled watcher's face within inches of her own.

"You should have killed me," Skye growled.

Fade Out.

End of Act Three
Act Four
Flashback To Four Years Ago:
Ext.
San Francisco – Front Steps of School – Night

"Do you believe in fate?"[image: image27.jpg]



Two girls in formal dresses sat on the front steps of their private school, a towering old brick building. Dawn was in a beautiful blue dress, Skye in slinky black.

"Nope." It was Skye who answered Dawn's question. "Nobody says what I'm going to do next."

Dawn cracked a smile. "Is that why you put rum in the punchbowl?"

Skye leaned back on her hands. "Just trying to liven up the party a little. Everyone was just too…formal, for my taste."

"Yes, that is why they call it Winter Formal," Dawn pointed out. "But I was serious."

"Serious about what?"

"Fate, destiny," Dawn clarified, "that we don't have any choices in this world."

"Oh, that," Skye nodded. "Important stuff. Stuff we should discuss some place less cold." A shiver shook her bare shoulders. "What brought this on?"

Dawn looked up at the night sky, the stars obscured by the city lights. "I haven't really told you everything, you know."

Skye looked over at the other girl. "Yeah, I know."

Dawn's gaze moved down to her shoes. "Maybe we should just go back insi –"

Skye pulled Dawn's face towards hers and planted a kiss on her surprised lips. Dawn's eyes widened at first, but after a moment she closed them and let herself go, returning the kiss with equal passion.

It was several moments before Dawn finally came up for air, breathing hard.

"That was…wow." It took a moment for Dawn's brain to catch up to her body. When it did, a crease appeared on her forehead. "Why did you…?"

"I was disproving your theory," Skye told her huskily. "You have choices. You've got one right now. Option A, you slap me in the face. Option B, we have a big, serious discussion about how you're not a lesbian and I misread things. Option C –"

Skye never did get to say what the third option was because Dawn silenced her with another kiss. It went on longer than the first.

Cut To:
Int.
Cleveland – Abandoned Warehouse – Night

An old door flew off its rusty hinges, sending a cloud of dust into the air when it landed. Shannon stood in the opening she had created, slowly lowering her right leg to the ground. She looked back to where Dawn stood watching her, hands in her jacket pockets. The watcher gave a small nod to her young slayer.

"You're not going to tell me about how my ankle wasn't locked?" Shannon asked warily.

Dawn shrugged. "I was going to wait until after we took out the vamps, but, if you insist…"

"No, I'm good." On full alert, Shannon took a few steps forward onto the creaking floor of the warehouse, slowly removing a stake from her back pocket. Dawn entered behind her, far more lackadaisical in her manner. Shannon's careful steps echoed through the cold, stale air, her face lit only by the distant yellow glint of a streetlight through one of the place's dirty, translucent windows.

The sound of a tower of cardboard boxes tumbling to the floor brought Shannon twirling, eyes wide. She came within an inch or so of putting her stake up Dawn's nose.

Dawn looked calmer than one might expect with the weapon hovering in front of her face. She shrugged. "Sorry."

Shannon took a few deep breaths before lowering her stake. "Be careful!" she hissed. "You're the one who taught me all this stealthy stuff, remember?"

"Great job, by the way," Dawn told her.

Shannon cocked her head, puzzled. "Is there something going on? With you, I mean?"

Dawn avoided her slayer's eyes. "No, nothing."

"Are you sure?" Shannon took a concerned step forward. "I know you're supposed to be in charge and everything, but you can tell me stuff if you want. I'm here if you –"

With cat-like reflexes, Shannon reached out with her right hand and grabbed a fist that had been destined for her head.

"Hold that thought," she said to Dawn, who nodded. With a grunt, Shannon twisted her arm and flipped the vampire that the fist belonged to, sending him to the ground. Several more vampires in demon face melted out of the encompassing shadows.

One of the group stepped forward, a tall, bald African-American. When he spoke, his voice was almost too deep to be real. "A slayer. She's so little. Maybe we should keep her."

"Miss Summers," Shannon said quietly and evenly, "stay behind me."

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Cell – Same Time

Given Skye's weakened state, it didn't take much for Grace to pull Rowena up and out of her grip. In fact, she pulled a little too hard, sending both watchers sprawling backwards to the ground, Rowena on top, coughing as she tried to catch her breath.

Vi kicked the vampire in the side with the toe of her boot. Skye began to curl up in a fetal position, but Vi grabbed her by the back of her shirt collar and hauled her to her feet, slamming her into the wall of the cell with a thud.

Cut To:
Int.
Cleveland – Abandoned Warehouse – Night

Dawn's training with Shannon had not been wasted. The girl was everywhere, limbs flying. She simultaneously executed a leg-sweep on one of the vampires while staking another. Then she let her momentum continue, sending the stake into the side of the leg of another attacking vampire. He yelled in pain.

Dawn watched the events, her back to a pile of cobwebbed cardboard boxes. She wore a blank expression, passive even.

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Cell – Same Time

Vi landed a right-left combination to Skye's gut. Skye doubled over in pain, but was straightened up by an uppercut to the jaw.

Cut To:
Int.
Cleveland – Abandoned Warehouse – Night

Dawn winced, as if in response to what was happening across town.[image: image28.jpg]



Shannon ripped the stake out of the vampire's leg. Without so much as a glance behind her, she disabled an attacker at her rear with an elbow to the crotch as she rose to her feet. As he doubled over in pain, Shannon staked the first vampire before turning to summarily finish off the one behind her.

Meanwhile, Dawn had remained totally still. The remaining vampires left her alone, concentrating on the more immediate danger of the slayer.

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Cell – Same Time

Vi raised her fist to deliver another blow.

"Vi!" Rowena suddenly shouted. "Wait!" Vi tensed, fist still raised, but didn't throw the punch.

Skye, blood trickling from the corner of her mouth, stared blearily back at her. Skye was barely able to stand on her own two feet.

Cut To:
Int.
Cleveland – Abandoned Warehouse – Night

The corner of Dawn's mouth quivered slightly, and she brushed a stray strand of hair from her forehead. With a deep breath, she strode forward.

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Cell – Same Time

"She attacked you!" Grace argued, crawling backwards on her hands and knees.

"I'm fine," Rowena said. She was sitting up straight, looking like she had regained her composure. "Vi?"

Vi bit her lip for a split second, sizing up the situation. Then her fist slammed into Skye's nose. The vampire's head hit the cement wall of the cell, and she slid to the floor, unconscious.

Cut To:
Int.
Cleveland – Abandoned Warehouse – Night

"No!" Shannon shouted between the punches she was trading with two vampires. "Miss Summers, stay behind me!"

Dawn found her path blocked by the huge vampire leader, a smile on his face. He grabbed her, one broad hand on each arm.

"She wants to leave us," he boomed. "It's much too soon for that. Much too soon." Dawn looked up at him resolutely, almost daring him to take what he wanted. He laughed gleefully before driving his teeth into Dawn's throat.

Shannon had gotten rid of her immediate attackers, but she wasn't in a position to save her watcher.

"Miss Summers!" she screamed. "DAWN!"

As Dawn's life ebbed from her veins, she did not look unhappy. She might even have been smiling.

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Cell – Same Time

"I told you to stand down," Rowena said angrily.

"You didn't tell me to do anything," Vi pointed out. "Anyway, I just wanted to put her to sleep for a while, get her out of the way. She'll be fine."

Rowena glared at Vi, but accepted her outstretched hand and got to her feet.

Grace had managed to do the same without any assistance. "So," she asked, "what now?"

Cut To:
Ext.
Lush Garden – Day

Dawn couldn't move at full speed, like she was in a dream. Green surrounded her. Green grass, green vines, green bushes, broken up by the occasional flower. Somewhere, the sound of flowing water filtered through the leaves. She was in a lush garden, not a well-groomed one, but one that had been let go. Vines had overgrown the walls, and nearby a statue was missing a head.

She came to a hole in the wall, though it was hard to tell because vines hung down over the opening, small white flowers sprouting delicately from the stem. Dawn brushed the plants out of the way with an outstretched hand and entered a more open area of the garden.

She could see that the water sound was coming from a small waterfall that fed a stream that ran through the garden and out through a culvert in a distant brick wall. Huge ferns competed for space with beautiful flowers of all shapes and sizes. And on a small, soft, grass-covered mound at the foot of the waterfall sat Willow, her flame-red hair flowing behind her in a gentle breeze.

"You…can't be here," Dawn said, shaking her head. "You're not dead."

"You're making too many assumptions," Willow said. She leaned back on her hands. "What makes you think this is the after-life?"

Dawn looked around at the garden. "This is nicer than the other place."

"And none of those annoying dead people." Willow made her hand into a mouth and moved it in a talking gesture. "Blah, blah, blah." She motioned to another small mound next to her. "C'mon, Dawnie, sit down."

Willow grinned when Dawn obliged her. "Little Miss Muffet sat down on a tuffet."

"Eating her curds and whey," Dawn sighed, "I know."

"And where do you know it from?" Willow asked.

Dawn thought about this for a second, the waterfall framing her face. "I don't know…Dreams, maybe? Dreams and madmen. Madmen in dreams. Dreams I remember from before…Dreams that never happened."

Willow leaned forward to talk in a conspiratorial whisper. "Do you know the next line?"

Dawn unconsciously leaned forward as well. She shook her head.

"Along came a spider, who sat down beside her, and frightened Miss Muffet away." Willow sat back, a self-satisfied smile on her face.

"Uggh!" Dawn growled in frustration. Her fingers flexed into claws. "I am so sick of metaphors. I'm sick of hints and innuendoes. Why can't anyone just be straight with me?"

Willow shook her head. "Dawnie, you're a mystic ball of energy. The fact that you're even here is proof that nothing just goes straight."

Dawn sighed. "You're not going to tell me how to stay dead, are you?"

"Doesn't seem likely, no," Willow said.

"I'm just not sure how to do this," Dawn said. "I mean, my family, my friends, you…you're going to get old and die, or worse, not grow old and die, and I'm just supposed to sit here and watch that?"[image: image29.jpg]



"Everything dies, Dawn, even you." Willow reached down and picked a tiny purple flower. She held it up to examine it. "In the end, everything fades." The flower suddenly wilted and died in Willow's hand.

Dawn's breath caught as she looked around at the garden. The grass under her feet turned brown, the leaves on the trees and shrubs withered, and the waterfall's flow gradually dried up.

"What's happening?" she asked.

"Everything fades," Willow repeated, letting the dead flower drop from her hand, "even magic."

Cut To:
Int.
Cleveland – Abandoned Warehouse – Night

Dawn's eyes shot open, and she immediately pulled herself up into a sitting position. She was on the cold, dusty floor of the warehouse, several small piles of vampire dust surrounding her. There was no mark on her neck to signal that she had ever been drained by a vampire.

Shannon was sitting cross-legged directly in front of her, completely motionless.

"Shannon, I…" Dawn began.

"Don't," Shannon interrupted flatly, her face still unreadable. "You broke your promise."

The young slayer got to her feet and strode out of the warehouse, leaving Dawn alone on the floor, mouth agape.

"Shannon!" Dawn called after a moment, but there was no response.

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Cell – Same Time

Skye rocked uncomfortably back and forth in the corner of her cell, her knees pulled tightly up to her chest, her hands curled into stiff claws. Her dark hair hung in a tangled mass over her eyes, and a thin sheen of sweat formed over her pale white skin. Her breathing came in short, labored gasps. The front of her shirt was soaked through with sweat, and her bare toes clawed uselessly at the floor.

"Don't like this much, do you?" Skye looked up to see Dawn seated on the edge of her cot, her hair immaculately combed. The small, plain sundress she wore was clean and pressed.

"What do you want?" Skye demanded, her voice shaking.

"Wrong question," Dawn replied, coming forward to crouch in front of the vampire. "The right question is: 'What do you want?'" She reached out, gently running a finger down the bridge of Skye's nose. "Why are you doing this?"

"Because they asked me to," Skye told her.

"And you make it a habit of doing everything you're asked to do?" Dawn countered. "That's new. I mean, look at you…you look downright uncomfortable there. So, why are you doing this? Is it to prove a point, prove that you don't need blood to keep going? Are you trying to prove once and for all that you're not like the others, not a killer, a predator?"

"This isn't my choice!" Skye snapped. "It's that bitch!"

Dawn didn't respond to this. Instead, she looked a little more deeply into the vampire's eyes. "Or maybe there's something more to it. Maybe some part of you, some part that you keep buried deep inside thinks that you deserve this. I mean, you killed Bonnie without a second thought; Dana, you needed a pick-me-up; a co-ed because you needed a snack." Dawn gestured around the dank room. "Is that what this is? Some kind of penance?"

Skye looked up sharply, glaring at Dawn. "Is that what you think?"

"No," Dawn said with a tilt of her head, "it's what you think."

"It's not," Skye said lamely.

Dawn rolled her eyes in exasperation, letting out a long-suffering sigh. "You know, Skye, you're a smart girl, and I can't for the life of me figure out why I need to keep explaining this to you."

"I'm a smart girl," Skye repeated softly.

Dawn's tone of voice became slower and more patronizing, as if she were talking to a two-year-old. "I'm not actually here. I don't actually exist anywhere except inside that twisted gray mass of murderous intent you call a brain. So if I am here, it's because you want me to be here. If I think something, it's because you think something. So if I say something that ticks you off, I'm sorry, but it's not me who's saying it. It's you." Dawn offered a one-sided smile to the vampire. "Sorry sweetie," she said playfully, "I'm the one person that you can't lie to. I'm you."

The duo sat in silence for a moment.

"You know," Dawn said, "don't think that I didn't notice that you didn't actually answer my question."

"What question?" Skye asked idly, dropping her forehead to rest on her knees.

"Why are you doing this? Seriously, you're here voluntarily. I doubt the Council would keep you here if they thought you wanted to leave. They're kinda finicky with that whole 'human rights' thing," Dawn told her. "And even if they wanted to hold you here, it's not like they're holding you in a fortress. A little elbow grease, a dose of preternatural strength, and you're out of here. Hell, if you can stay in the Council for months without anybody really realizing who you were, imagine how easily you could get out."

"You gonna get out of my way this time?" Skye asked her, looking up.

"And again, you're missing the point," Dawn told her.

"Which is?"

"I'm not in your way," Dawn said gently, "you are."

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Hallway in Guest Wing – Night

Kennedy hesitated a little before knocking on the door to room 412.

At first, she got no response. Then: "Whaddaya want?" A female voice called blearily from within.

"It's Kennedy."

There was another pause. "Go away."

"I really think we should talk," Kennedy said, her voice raised slightly so that she could be heard through the door. After a moment, she added, "Please?"

When the door finally opened, it was a rather rumpled Mia who appeared. Her hair was all over the place, and there was a small glass of something brown in her hand. She looked Kennedy up and down.

"Okay," she said, pointing awkwardly at Kennedy with her glass hand, "but you…you have to be nice." She produced a lopsided grin.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Mia's Guest Quarters – Moments Later

Mia gestured expansively at her suite. There was a separate kitchen and bedroom, in addition to the central living room where she and Kennedy now stood. "I gotta say…the new guest bedroom kicks the old guest bedroom's ass." Her attempt at a laugh turned into an abortive snort, and she took a sip from her drink instead.

"I see you found the mini-bar," Kennedy deadpanned.

Mia nodded. "God, I missed American whiskey."

"Mi…where did you go?" Kennedy asked, sitting down on the arm of the big blue couch in the center of the room.[image: image30.jpg]



"Europe," Mia told her. "England. France. Prague." She frowned. "Prague was weird."

No one said anything for a long moment. Mia took another sip of her drink, and Kennedy looked down at the new carpeting.

"This is weird too, isn't it?" Kennedy asked.

"Where is she?" Mia replied darkly.

"Who?"

"You know who." Mia drained the rest of her glass in a long gulp and slammed it down on the top of the wooden mini-bar.

"Well, at least you're not going to kiss me," Kennedy sighed.

Mia looked confused. "What?"

Kennedy rubbed her forehead. "Nothing. Look, I'm sorry you had to find out like that. It wasn't something either of us was planning. It just kind of…happened."

Mia nodded. "Right. Right, it just kind of happened. I figured. Ken, I know I was the one who left. I didn't think you'd just be waiting for me, not really. You've moved on. I get it." Mia's knuckles strained against the cabinet she was leaning on. She suddenly burst into tears, her veneer of composure completely breaking down. "But did you have to do it with her?"

"Mia –" Kennedy stood up, brow furrowed in concern, and walked toward the other woman.

"I knew," Mia continued tearfully. "God, I knew it."

Kennedy put a hand on each of Mia's shoulders. "Listen, the last thing I ever wanted to do was to hurt you. But Kadin and I are together now, and if you're going to stay around here, you're going to have to deal with that, hopefully in some way that doesn't involve getting really drunk alone in your room."

Mia tried to bring herself under control a little, trying to wipe away some tears with her hand. "I feel like such a bitch."

Kennedy shook her head. "Not a bitch."

"I know that all I should want is for you to be happy," Mia continued, "but what about me? Can't I be happy? Can't we be happy together?"

"We can," Kennedy told her, "but not together together."

Another sudden laugh from Mia turned into a snort. "Together together."

"Aaaand you've had too much to drink," Kennedy said, slapping Mia on the back.

"You think?"

Kennedy nodded sagely.

Cut To:
Int.
Watchers Council – Buffy's Office – Night

Buffy sat silently in a chair behind her desk, leaned forward with her elbows on her knees. The only light in the room was the television she was staring at. Colors flickered on the polished metal of the Scythe hanging above the mantle behind her.

Jim Pollan was on the television, standing behind a podium framed by the Council coat of arms. The Fox News Channel logo was in the bottom left corner of the screen. "We can't force girls to leave home, if that's what you're asking."

"So you're saying that the Council doesn't know the exact whereabouts of many of the world's slayers?" a reporter's voice asked.

Pollan hesitated, looking down at the podium for a moment. "We aren't Big Brother, so…the short answer is yes."

Buffy rubbed her mouth with one hand, eyes fixed on the screen.

"But isn't the Council worried that random, unknown members of the general population have superpowers?"

"We're trying the best we can to –"

"Does the Council know if there are any slayers working for al Qaeda?"

Pollan smirked. "Given the views on women's rights held by Orthodox Islam, that doesn't strike me as incredibly likely."[image: image31.jpg]



A large-print graphic appeared at the bottom of the screen, reading "COUNCIL SPOKESMAN CRITICIZES ISLAM".

"So Mr. Pollan messed up, huh? I'm flabbergasted." Buffy looked up to see Rowena standing in front of her, face half-hidden in shadow.

Buffy raised a remote control and muted the television. When she spoke, she sounded very, very tired. "Could you two at least try to get along? Occasionally?"

Rowena sat down across from Buffy, hands in her lap. "This whole thing would be a lot less depressing if you would turn on a light."

"And ruin the mood?" Buffy sat back in her seat with a sigh. "I swear to God, if somebody dies in a riot because of this, I'll –"

"You'll what?" Rowena asked reasonably. "Buffy, you do your best. We all do. The rest takes care of itself."

"Not in my experience," Buffy said softly. "Left on their own, things just suck even more." She looked up at Rowena, as if for the first time. "Did you want something?"

"You called me here, remember?"

Buffy shook her head, as if to clear the cobwebs. "Right, right. I did." She finally did switch on a small desk lamp and opened a folder sitting on the desk in front of her. "Where are you with Skye?"

"The experiment is still ongoing," Rowena told her.

"Why?" Buffy asked shortly.

"I'm sorry?"

"Explain to me why the experiment is still going on?" Buffy held her hands out wide, gesturing expansively. "What are you still hoping to learn?"

Rowena took a deep breath before she replied. "The longer she goes without blood, the more data we will be able to collect."

Buffy leaned forward in her chair. "I'm not a scientist, Ro, I'll admit that, but…my job is to decide what's best for the organization. And Skye roaming the halls all bug-eyed psycho is not good for the organization."

"She's not roaming the halls," Rowena insisted. "We've taken –"

"Ro!" Buffy shouted. She scratched her forehead in the ensuing silence. "You're not hearing me," she said, her voice normal once again.

"Then what are you saying?" Rowena said softly. "Skye has the option of stopping this at any time, and she hasn't mentioned stopping to me."

"I'm saying that…I think you're too close to this," Buffy said. "I'm not sure why, but you are."

"She's your sister's ex-girlfriend," Rowena argued. "If either of us is too close…"

"It needs to be over," Buffy told her sternly. "One way or the other, it needs to be…" She hesitated, running a hand over her mouth. "It needs to be over."

Rowena stood and nodded. She turned to leave, but stopped after a few steps.

"Was there something else?" Buffy asked.

A small smile appeared on Rowena's face. "I knew I made the right call."

Buffy returned her smile, but the expression faded as she watched Rowena exit the office.

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Cell – Same Time

Rowena stood outside Skye's cell to see her sitting on her cot.

"Skye?" she called out. When she didn't get a response, she repeated it in a louder voice. "Skye?!" The vampire looked up. "I'm ending the experiment," she told her.

"No," Skye protested. "If it ends, I'm dead…er. I'm not gonna let you run a lotto to stake me."

Rowena got a peculiar look on her face. "No one's going to kill you Sk –"

"I heard what you said!" Skye replied as she began to rock back and forth on the cot. "If I end this, I die. It's a deal – I have to help or else. You said it yourself."

"No, I said you could stop anytime if you asked," Rowena corrected her. "But you haven't asked me."

Skye seemed to totally ignore the remark when she answered, "And I promised her forever. I promised her."

"That's it," Rowena said firmly. "I'm going to get you some diluted blood to drink so it's not a shock to your system. It's obvious you need blood for more than nourishment. When I come back, I expect you to drink it."

"So you can kill me?" Skye said quickly. "I'm not gonna do it, so forget it. Just forget it."

"You're hallucinating," Rowena told her. When Skye didn't reply, Rowena seemed to pause in thought. "Look, if you won't take it from me, will you at least drink a little if Dawn gave it to you?"

"Not so you can kill me. I said forget it!"

Rowena sighed. "I'll find Dawn to bring it," she told her. "Just sit tight."

Rowena walked back down the hallway.

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Cell – Same Time

Skye got up, and her hands slowly wrapped around the bars of her cell; her fingers drummed on the metal. Her breath came in short, labored gasps. She jumped at the sudden sound of her cell door slamming open.[image: image32.jpg]



Bonnie Terea was standing just inside the cell, arms crossed across her chest. "Strange, isn't it?"

Skye couldn't quite look the woman in the eye. "You're dead."

"No, really?" Bonnie smirked. "Because I didn't know."

Skye nervously scratched at her upper arms. "You said something was strange."

"You," Bonnie said. "Vampires in general. You're having trouble breathing, right?"

"Blood…I need…" Skye suddenly turned and kicked the side of her cell as hard as she could, sending tiny chunks of plaster skittering in all directions. "DAMMIT!" She slammed her foot into the wall a few more times, losing herself in the rage.

Bonnie watched this outburst for a few moments. She raised a single eyebrow. "Are you done?"

Skye said nothing, but she had stilled physically. Her eyes darted randomly in all directions.

"You're having trouble breathing," Bonnie repeated. "So why are you even trying? It's not like you need the air."

Skye bit hard into her lower lip. "Why are you here?"

Bonnie sat down on Skye's cot, crossing her legs and putting her hands in her lap. Her demeanor was completely business-like. "Well, I was just really bored. I was hoping that maybe we could finally have that snark-off."

Skye was holding her right hand in front of her face, her face scrunched up as she tried to keep it from shaking. It kept shaking anyway.

Bonnie's sigh sounded particularly put-upon. "Right, sarcasm is probably lost on your addled little brain at this juncture. They sent me to finish you off."

"Who's…they?" Skye managed.

"They with a capital T. Y'know?"

Skye cocked her head slightly as she thought that one through.

Bonnie rose to her feet. "Of course, I volunteered. You've done some bad, bad things, little girl." She wagged her finger in admonishment.

Skye brought her eyes up to hold Bonnie's gaze. "So did you."

"And you never tire of telling everyone that, do you?" Bonnie was slowly walking in a circle around the vampire, like a shark. "Like they're going to forgive you because they didn't like me?"

Skye held her chin high, putting the last tattered shreds of her dignity on display. "I'm different from you. I didn't have to turn myself in. I'm trying to change."

"We're exactly the same," Bonnie snapped back. "It's never been about anything but what we want. The difference is, I knew how to get it. You're nothing but a selfish screw-up."

"Managed to kill you, didn't I?" A tiny, shaking smirk appeared at the corner of Skye's mouth.

"Which brings us to the other reason I volunteered," Bonnie said, slipping a hand into her pocket. "It's time to return the favor.

There was a sharp snikkt noise as Bonnie buried a stake deep in Skye's heart. Skye opened and closed her mouth twice before letting out a pained gasp. Bonnie took two steps backwards, a self-satisfied smile on her face. Skye watched her hand gradually disintegrate, starting with the tips of her fingers. When her arm had disappeared down to the elbow, she let out a deep, panicked scream.

Skye's hand suddenly reappeared when another hand grabbed it at the wrist. Her horrified eyes rose to see Dawn standing in front of her, an expression of concern on her face. Bonnie, of course, was nowhere to be seen.

"Dawn?" Skye asked in a tiny, shaky voice.

Without replying, Dawn tried to embrace the trembling vampire in front of her. Her skin covered in sweat, Skye writhed at Dawn's touch. She grabbed Dawn's head with both hands, digging her fingernails into Dawn's hair.

"Dawn," Skye repeated, almost in a whisper. One of her hands slid down to Dawn's cheek, cradling it softly. Dawn did not shrink away; she leaned into the contact.

"What are you doing to yourself?" Dawn asked plaintively.

"I'm doing it for you," Skye told her. "Even when I've gone completely loco, it's still all about you."

Dawn reached up and took the hand on Skye's cheek in her own hand, pulling it away. "I died today," she said shortly. "A few times. Sort of on purpose."

Skye looked down at the floor for a split second before looking back into Dawn's eyes. "Why?" It came out in two syllables.

Dawn took a deep breath. "Your soul…Skye's soul, it…when I went to the other side to try to bring it back, somehow…it was destroyed, or so I've been told."

Skye dropped her other hand from Dawn's head, still trembling.

"You're all that's left," Dawn continued quietly. "This is it."

For a long moment, the cell was completely silent. Skye turned ninety degrees away from Dawn, facing the back of the cell.

"Why are you telling me this?" she finally asked.[image: image33.jpg]



"I guess I just thought you deserved to know," Dawn said. "Since you…since you look like her."

"I am her," Skye said edgily.

"You're not her!" Dawn screamed. Her words echoed in the otherwise empty cell-block.

Skye took in a small, sharp breath. Dawn looked shocked, eyes wide, breathing hard. Neither girl moved for a full two seconds. Then Dawn leaned forward and took Skye's head in her hands, pulling her into a deep kiss. Once Skye's initial surprise wore off, she closed her eyes and returned the kiss with gusto.

Eventually, Dawn came up for air. Skye didn't need to breathe but was still gasping. "Don't st –" was all she got out before Dawn roughly planted another kiss on her lips. Her momentum sent Skye stumbling backwards into the wall of the cell, bringing Dawn with her. Dawn progressively moved down to Skye's neck, delivering a long, hard lick to her pulse point. Skye made a noise deep in her throat, somewhere between a growl and a groan.

Suddenly, Skye grabbed Dawn by the shoulders and maneuvered the pair around so that Dawn now had her back to the wall. Dawn responded with a feral grin, and their lips found each other again. Skye shakily worked on Dawn's blouse buttons as Dawn nibbled on her ear, but soon gave up hope and simply ripped the blouse open, exposing the bra underneath and sending buttons flying in all directions.

"Now," Dawn told her breathlessly.

Skye needed no further instructions and ripped off Dawn's belt, throwing it across the cell where it hit the opposite wall with a clang. After a moment of positioning, Skye's shoulder began to move rhythmically. Dawn leaned her head back against the wall, eyes closed, and bit hard into her own lip. She let out a grunting noise through gritted teeth.

A moment later, Dawn's eyes shot open. She leaned forward, positioning her mouth inches from Skye's ear. "Drain me dry," she whispered. Skye froze. "Drain me," Dawn repeated.

"The spell –" Skye began.

"The spell isn't a curse," Dawn said huskily. "You can do anything to me…if I want you to. And I want you to." She took Skye's earlobe into her mouth.

Skye gasped. "Dawn, I –"

Dawn grabbed Skye and brought her face to her neck. "Shut up and do it."

Skye smoothly morphed into her vampire face and slipped her fangs into Dawn's neck. Dawn's free arm scrabbled around as if searching for something on the cell wall to hold onto, but found nothing. Skye lost herself in Dawn, taking in long, deep, loud gulps. Dawn gritted her teeth in pain, but let out a long, low moan at the same time. The moan turned into a scream of ecstasy and her body stiffened in pleasure as her eyes rolled upwards. Then, as Skye continued to drink, Dawn's features completely relaxed. The look on her face was one of total peace as her eyes slowly fluttered closed.

White Out.

Fade In:
Int.
All-White Sitting Room – Same Time

Dawn found herself standing in the center of the completely white room. Directly in front of her, perhaps ten feet away, was Skye, the non-vampire version, wearing a comfortable blue sweater and jeans.

"You're gone," Dawn said.

"Yes," Skye replied, "but you're not..."

Cut To:
Int.
Skye's Cell – Same Time[image: image34.jpg]



When Dawn opened her eyes, she was lying on the floor of Skye's cell, wearing only a bra and a pair of jeans with the zipper undone. Skye lay next to her, a trickle of blood coursing down her cheek.

"Is this real?" Skye asked quietly.

Dawn smiled. "God, I hope so."

Fade to Black
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End of Withdrawal
