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Summary: Answer to the significant other fic a thon. Faith is out of jail, thanks to Angel and his connections and is ready to start anew. First step, a little karaoke. 

   She sipped her drink nervously. It wasn’t the fact that the place was crawling with demons that had her nerves on end. Or was it the green, horned demon that had been looking her way ever since she had walked in the door. She knew he was one of the good guys. In fact, he was the reason she was there. He was a good friend of Angels and he could read your aura when you sang.

   That why she was already on her fifth beer even though she had only been there half an hour. She was going to have to sing. Sing…the word danced merrily through her head, mockingly doing jumping jacks. She, Faith, slayer of vampires and other beings of evil, was going to have to sing.

   She took another huge sip, finishing off the bottle and waving the three-eyed bartender over. He started her way, but was stopped by the green demon, who made his way to her instead.

   “Kitten,” he began, leaning down onto the bar. “You keep chucking that brew back and the only place you’ll be singing is in the ladies room.”

   She couldn’t help but smile. He was unlike anyone she had ever met before and totally put her at ease.

   “I can’t do this,” she said, her smile fading. “I can’t go up there, in front of all these…everyone and sing.” She looked at him with panicked eyes. “I mean, singing…can’t I slay something for you instead?”

   He chuckled. He had heard the many stories about her, knew all the facts, all the bad. But from what he saw, even without the singing, he knew the bad was in the past. This girl was definitely ready to mend fences and start fresh, it was obvious to his senses. But he still needed to hear her if he was going to give her any guidance at all.

   “Let me tell you something, sweetie,” he purred, his eyes locked into hers. “I’ve read just about everyone in here before and I’m telling you, Star Search material, they ain’t.” She cracked a smile. “It’s nothing to be afraid of. Most of them have been sipping on the fine selection of alcoholic beverages we have to offer at reasonable prices. The rest, well, not exactly Ed McMahon, if you know what I mean.” He paused a moment, then added,” Besides, I’ve heard Angel…trust me, darlin’, there’s no way you can top that. I love the big lug, but he is president of, Can’t Carry a Tunetropilis.” She laughed and he put a hand on hers. “Just go up there and let it rip, kitten. The sooner you do, the sooner it’ll be over.”

   She nodded. “You’re right. Hey, I am a slayer, right? I’ve faced way worse scary than this.”

   “That’s the spirit, sweetie.” He squeezed her hand. “Now, what’s it gonna be? Joan Jett? A little Benatar? Maybe some Joplin with a splash of Blondie?”

   “Wake me up, before you go go, don’t you leave me hanging on like a yo yo…wake me up, before you go go, take me dancing tonight…”

   Lorne watched as the Slayer sang her heart out, surprised, somewhat, by her choice of song. He was sure the leather–clad beauty would be a rock and roll gal. You just never could tell. 

   He smiled as she went into verse two. She had a nice voice that actually knew the meaning of, tune and pitch and it was a refreshing change, he admitted. However, the smile was overridden by sorrow as the story of her life unfolded…horribly abused as a child, left to basically fend for herself, never knowing real love…it explained things greatly. He could see, very easily, how she had slipped over to the dark side and it broke his heart. He saw the pain, the hurt, the way both fueled her, leading her to go after the ones that actually did care about her.

   He saw a dark haired boy being pushed away, used. He saw a redhead with a knife to her throat. He saw his friend being tempted, invited to join that dark side…then shot with poison. And he saw the blonde ram the blade in, the pain in her eyes staggering as she watched the girl fall to what she thought was her death. He saw the iron bars, the way she allowed herself to be hurt.

   He had seen a lot of bad in his day, a lot of pain and suffering. This girl on stage had been through the ringer. 

   “Wake me up, before you go go, don’t you dare…”

  She hit another chorus and he saw what lay ahead for her. The sadness left his face, replaced by a huge smile. She had a bright future, a renewed purpose in life. And a special someone to share that life with. Someone who would love her the way she needed to be loved…the way she deserved to be loved. An old friend.

   The music came to a stop and the room broke out into loud applause. Faith handed the microphone over to Lorne, who had stepped up on stage.

   “Wasn’t she fantabulous?” He clapped along with the others. “Let’s hear it for Ms. Go-go!”

   She blushed, something she hadn’t done in years and hurried off the stage and back to her seat. Lorne introduced one of the regulars…a Simtac demon with a real jones for Motown, who came every Tuesday to work his pipes… then joined her at the bar.

   “I gotta say kitten…wow! And that’s with a capital w. You have got a voice!”

   She picked up the glass of water the bartender had placed in front of her and smiled shyly.

   “Thanks.”

   “Don’t know why you were so worried. I’m telling you, sweetie, Brittany has got nothing on you.” 

   She finished up the water and placed the glass on the bar. Looking at him, she cocked a brow.

   “So, what’s the deal? Am I going to be hit by a bus or win the lottery?”

   He smiled. “First, I have a question.”

   “Shoot.”

   “The bullwhip…where, on God’s green earth, did you learn to do that?”

   She laughed out loud. “It’s all in the wrist.”

   He picked up a napkin and fanned himself. “Sweetie, with a talent like that, you don’t need the lottery.”

   He waved the barkeep over and requested a sea breeze for himself and another beer for her. He then turned back to her, ready to share what he had seen.

