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Fade In:

Int.

Kadin’s Cabin – Bathroom – Moments Later

The hunter quietly walked over to the sink and turned on the faucet. She threw some water on her face and closed her eyes tightly.[image: image1.jpg]



The images of her fighting various werewolves flashed in and out of her mind. They jumped, growled, and charged at her, but she put them down just as quickly, each one falling lifeless to the ground.

Kadin shook her head and splashed more of the cold water onto her face. She let it drip down over her neck as she looked up into the mirror above the sink.

Her knuckles turned white from the force of her grip on the ceramic sides of the fixture. After a few quiet moments of deep staring, she turned and headed back to bed.

Cut To:

Int.

Kennedy’s Apartment – Bedroom – Same Time

Kennedy was perched on a chair by the window, looking out into the night. Her arms held her knees close to her body as she continued to stare.

A light breeze swept in through the tiny crack in the window, causing the slayer to shiver. She quickly reached up and pulled the window down the rest of the way. She looked over her shoulder and smiled.

At the foot of her bed the small dragon appeared in an ‘O’ position, lightly snoring.
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Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Bedroom – Same Time

Willow’s eyes were trained on the alarm clock by her bed. She stared at the tiny red numbers for a long moment before sighing and turning over. She looked at the empty space on the other side of the bed. She scowled and turned back over to face the wall.

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena Apartment – Living Room – Same Time

The watcher sat on her sofa, her feet propped up on the coffee table. In one hand she held a glass and in the other a remote control. On the television was an infomercial with an applauding audience.

With a sigh she turned off the television and tossed the remote on the cushion next to her. She looked over to a photo of her and Willow on the edge of her foyer table.[image: image3.jpg]



Slowly she stood up and walked over to where it sat on the table. Her arm reached out and her fingertips softly traced Willow’s face as she held the picture. After a few moments of looking at it she gently set it back down.

With another heavy sigh she walked a few paces toward the bedroom. Taking one last look at the empty room, she turned the lights out with the flip of a switch and put the area into total darkness.

Cut To:

Int.

Kadin’s Cabin – Bedroom – Moments Later

As Kadin passed by the large bay window, it suddenly shattered, sending broken pieces of glass flying into the room.[image: image4.jpg]



The hunter jerked away and lifted her arm just in time to shield her eyes. A thick piece of the broken glass flew in and embedded itself in the flesh of her forearm.

She grimaced in pain and, in reflex, ripped the glass from her body.

When she dropped her arm, a towering figure in a hooded black cloak was standing at her window. Before she could even react, the figure lifted a tranquilizer gun and shot a dart into the hunter’s neck.

Kadin slapped the dart away, but then slipped limply to the floor as the paralyzing agent took effect. She watched wide-eyed and helpless as the cloaked figure climbed through the window, stepped over the glass, and walked into the room. He reached into the pocket of his robe and pulled out a piece of rolled parchment paper. After opening it, he began to read.

"Kadin Van Helsing, you are hereby served to stand trial for your past crimes against our brethren."

The man lifted his hood and stared at the motionless woman on the floor, his eyes glowing inhumanly. He walked over and threw the paper down next to her, a cruel smile on his face. Kadin’s eyes fluttered shut as the full effects of the tranquilizer finally kicked in.[image: image5.jpg]



Cut To:

Int.

Kennedy’s Apartment – Bedroom – Same Time

The slayer jolted upright in bed. Her eyes quickly scanned the room as she took in several shallow breaths. The back of her neck ached with a feeling of dread. With a heavy voice, she whispered, "Kadin."

Fade Out.

 

End of Teaser
Act One
Starring: Lacey Chabert as Skye, Stephanie March as Bonnie and Helen Shaver as Becca Giles.

Guest Starring: Christine Taylor as Elana Velmont, Hayden Christensen as Marcus Steel and Michelle Rodriguez as Kadin Van Helsing

 

Act One

Fade In:

Ext.

Abandoned Building – Dark Cell – Early Morning

A tiny drop of water teetered from the roof before it finally fell,[image: image6.jpg]


 landing on the top of Kadin’s head. Her eyes started to flutter as the drop of water made its way down the side of her face.

The hunter let out a pained groan as she slowly slipped back into consciousness. She cracked her neck to stretch the sore muscles and felt the lingering effects of the sedative.

She lifted her hand to try and soothe the ache only to find it shackled to the floor beneath her. She looked down at the steel chains and tugged. A sharp pain shot through her wrist, and she groaned, dropping her hand back to her lap.

"That’s just…perfect," she sighed and dropped her head back against the wall.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council Infirmary Area – Same Time

"Dana," Dr. Millenti called out through the small window enclosure of her padded cell. "How are you doing this morning?"

The psychologically-impaired slayer said nothing at first but then nodded to her breakfast tray. "I don’t like cereal," she said.

Dr. Millenti moved to open the door and Skye took a step back to give him more access. Slowly, they both walked inside.

"We’ll see about getting you something else after we’re done here," he told her.

"Come to shoot me up?" she asked.

"No," he answered holding up his hands. "You won’t require your medication for at least another hour. I wanted to bring Skye by again this morning. You remember Skye, don’t you?"

Dana looked up. "Certainly…Hello Skye. How’s the shiner?" she asked with a smirk as she pointed to Skye’s eye.

"Nearly gone," Skye replied. "Thanks for asking."

Dana then turned to Dr. Millenti. "Maybe next time when I tell her not to stand so close she’ll listen, huh?"

"And perhaps you’ve learned that outbursts like that again will result in the loss of your walking privileges," Dr. Millenti reminded her.

"Oh yes," Dana sighed as she began to rock back and forth. "A short walk around the backyard on a tether like a dog. It is always the highlight of my full day."

"You look like you’re getting agitated," Skye remarked. "With the swaying and such."

"If you had to live in a ten-by-ten rubber box with no sunlight how do you think you’d feel?" she countered.

"That’s what Dr. Millenti and I are trying to do – get you out of the ‘box’ as you put it," Skye replied.

Dana laughed hysterically and Skye seemed unsure of what to say. Finally the slayer calmed down. "Don’t you get it? We all have boxes. We all try to break out. But we never do…we just trade up boxes. Just like you."

"Care to explain?" Skye asked.[image: image7.jpg]



"You know exactly what I mean. Everyone, every creature that breathes knows…even those that don’t breathe know. Ones like you," she said pointing at Skye.

Dr. Millenti gave a frustrated sigh. "Skye isn’t a demon or a vampire, Dana. We went over this last time. Not every new face you see is out to harm you."

Dana stood up quickly and Skye flinched. The reaction made the slayer smile slightly.

"Relax, docs," she said looking at Skye and Millenti. "I’m just stretching my legs. Still plan on giving me my walk today, don’t you?"

"At this point, yes," Dr. Millenti answered.

"Well then," Dana began with a grin that seemed to chill Skye to the core. "I guess I’ll have to promise to be a good girl."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Lobby – Moments Later

Kennedy was headed for the door when the sound of Rowena's voice stopped her in her tracks.

"Where you off to in such a hurry?"

Kennedy didn't turn as she answered calmly, "There's something I gotta do. I'll be back by lunch."

Rowena watched as the slayer left in silence, a look of concern on her face.

Cut To:

Ext.

Outside Kadin’s Cabin – Later

Kennedy slowly brought her bike to a standstill. She reached up and removed her helmet as she cut the engine. She let out a sigh as she scanned her eyes over the exterior of the cabin.

"Well, here goes," she said.

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Dark Cell – Same Time

Kadin lifted her head at the sound of the slowly opening door. A bright stream of light filtered in, and she squinted her eyes from the harshness.[image: image8.jpg]



"Come on," a deep, cruel voice growled. "Kael is ready for you."

A figure dressed in a black cloak similar to the one her captor had worn walked in quickly and bent down to unlock the chains attached to the hunter’s wrists. As soon as she heard the final click, she reacted.

Kadin reached out and grabbed the man by the hood of the cloak, flipping him over her head. She quickly sprang to her feet, wrapping the chain around her barefoot. The man began to stir, and she turned abruptly, kicking her foot out and sending the chain rapidly spiraling towards his head.

The heavy metal collided sharply with his skull, a sickening crack sounding his unconsciousness.

Kadin stood in her pajama bottoms and tank staring down at the figure, sweat dripping from errant strands of hair hanging down over her eyes. She breathed deeply for a few moments before blinking her eyes and shaking her head.

The hunter looked around cautiously before stumbling towards the open door. Her head felt as though it was full of lead, a steady pounding beating against her temples. She stopped at the doorway and lifted a hand to her head, shutting her eyes tightly.

The same images of the werewolves and their deaths flashed in and out of her mind before she quickly opened her eyes and shook her head once more. She braced herself against the door for a moment before finally managing to stumble from the room.

Cut To:

Int.

Kadin’s Cabin – Living Room – Moments Later

"Hey Kadin?" Kennedy knocked lightly on the front door as she slowly swung it open. "Anybody home?"

She peaked around the edge of the door, but found the living room empty. She let out a long sigh and stepped into the room, letting the door swing shut behind her. The slayer's eyes scanned over the contents of the room. There were random piles of clothes scattered about the room among other various clutter. Kennedy smiled as she stepped over the piles, making her way to the bedroom.

Cut To:

Int.

Kadin’s Cabin – Bedroom – Moments Later

Kennedy approached slowly, clearly more hesitant to just walk in the bedroom. She reached up and knocked loudly on the door.

"Kadin? You in there?" When she received no answer, she pushed the door in and peeked around the side. That's when she noticed the odd disarray of the room. The broken glass and blood-stained sheets were the telltale signs of foul play.

"Damn," she muttered as she walked over to the shattered window and picked up a piece of blood-stained glass.

She sighed and dropped the glass to the floor, her eyes landing on the rolled piece of parchment. She quickly reached down and picked it up, her eyes scanning over the words.

"Double damn," she announced grimly.

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Main Room – Moments Later

Kadin stumbled into the main room adjacent to her cell and collapsed to the floor. She took in a few deep breaths and braced her hands against the hard cement, trying to pull herself back to her feet. The remnants of the tranquilizer were still coursing through her body, resulting in a loss of most of her strength.

"It’s amazing," a deep voice suddenly sounded throughout the lightly-lit but windowless room, causing the hunter to lift her head. "The human will to survive."

A man in a black cloak more elaborate than those the others had worn slowly approached the fallen woman. He motioned to a hooded man beside him, who then entered the cell and dragged the unconscious guard from the room. Once they were alone, the man knelt down beside Kadin and studied her intently, his eyes glowing yellow for a split-second.

"I have always wondered what it was that drove you to do things that would seem impossible to accomplish. Even in the face of absolute hopelessness, you always manage to find that last shred of strength to force yourself to go on." He paused for a moment to stare Kadin down. "What is it you humans call that?"

Kadin remained quiet for a few tense moments, staring back at the man unflinchingly before finally replying. "Humanity."

The man let out a little huff and smiled. "If I were a person of humor, I am certain I would find that quite humorous coming from you, Ms. Van Helsing." He slowly stood up and folded his hands behind his back. He stared down at Kadin menacingly. "Given that your actions in the past were, one could say, less than human?"

"So says Kael, the mysterious cloaked kidnapper," Kadin deadpanned as she pushed herself to lie back against a nearby wall. "Who, I’m sure, didn’t bring me here to talk about my past and how it makes me feel."

The man laughed. "No, of that, I am certain." After a short pause, he walked over to a small table and chairs hidden in the darkness. He reached out and lifted a duffel bag from the top of the table. With a quick toss, he threw the bag at Kadin’s feet.

"I am sure you will find these more suitable." For a moment, he stood staring at the hunter before quietly heading towards the only exit.

Kadin reached out and unzipped the bag to reveal its contents. "My gear?" she questioned, lifting her vest from the bag. She looked over to the cloaked man. "Why would this be more suitable? More suitable for what?"

The cloaked man stopped in mid-stride. He turned his head to the side slightly, but his eyes did not meet Kadin’s. "Your judgment," he answered in a low voice before turning and leaving, locking the door behind him.

Kadin remained silent for a few moments, staring down at her hunting gear. She bunched the material tightly in her fists as her eyes shined in the darkness.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Lobby – Late Morning[image: image9.jpg]



Faith was just passing by on her way to the gym when the front door suddenly swung open and Kennedy walked in.

"Hey Slick. What’s got you up before noon?" Faith teased with a smile, but it soon faded when she was met with the other slayer's worried expression. "What is it?"

Kennedy didn't reply. She pulled the parchment paper from her jacket pocket and walked over to place it in the other slayer's hand.

"Trouble. Big trouble."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Moments Later

Rowena reading from a book and making notes on a pad when the two slayers suddenly burst in. Faith quickly walked over and slapped the parchment down in front of her.

"For me? You shouldn't have," Rowena quipped.

The slayer just shook her head. "Just read it."

Rowena complied. She picked up the paper and unrolled it. Her eyes scanned over the words for a few moments before she looked back up at the two women. "Kadin? Kidnapped?"

Kennedy stepped up next to Faith and nodded. "Looks like it, and by some whacked-out werewolves no less."

"W-werewolves?" Rowena asked.

Kennedy nodded at the paper. "'Stand trial for your past crimes against our brethren?' Unless there was some other demon breed she had it out for besides werewolves, I'd say they're our best bet."

"True," the blonde nodded as her eyes once again scanned the parchment intently, this time focusing on the silver crest at the top.

"So?" Faith interjected impatiently. "What are we gonna do about it?"

Rowena sighed as she rolled up the paper and placed it on the table. "What we always do, Faith. We're gonna rescue the damsel and save the day." She looked a little nervous before quietly adding. "And I'm afraid this is something we're gonna need the Coven's help on, and seeing as how I'm the last person on the planet the high priestess wants to see..." Her eyes trailed over to Kennedy.

The slayer threw her hands in the air and objected, "Hey, second to last person here."

"I'll go," Faith sighed. "In fact, I think this calls for a full Council meeting. Gather the troops, that sorta thing. I'll meet you back here once I've got 'em all rounded up." The other two women watched as she made her way from the room.

Kennedy sighed and took a seat directly across from the head watcher. "So..." she began cautiously, "Willow still not speaking to ya either, huh?"

Rowena scowled at the other woman before sighing. "Well, she's not not speaking to me entirely. Last night, I was in the kitchen making some warm milk, you know, because I couldn't sleep."

Kennedy watched the other woman in silence as she struggled through her words.

"Anyway, I offered her some, said that I had plenty to share and that it might give us some time to talk."

"What happened?"

"Well, she didn't want the milk or the talk, but she did tell me what I could do with it." She looked up at the slayer uncomfortably. "It gets kinda graphic from there."

Kennedy chuckled.

"Willow's not exactly the best woman to piss off. She does lots of things well, including holding a grudge. Not that I can really blame her, though." Rowena raised a brow, but Kennedy just shook her head. "I mean, it’s nothing personal or anything, but if my girlfriend went behind my back to purposely defy me..." She trailed off, dropping her eyes to the table.

"Yeah, well," Rowena sighed, "Her refusal to do the spell meant a week longer on her suspension according to the World Council vote so…I guess I'm just gonna have to get used to Willow being mad at me for a very, very, long time."

"I don't know about that," Kennedy replied. "I mean, how mad could she be?"

Cut To:

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

Faith barely had time to duck as the book flew through the air and hit the wall behind her head.

"Hey! Easy, Red. I'm just the messenger."

"Yeah, well...message that." Willow turned away from the other woman and started to fill the coffee pot. "As of today, I’m still suspended. How can she expect me to help if I'm not even supposed to be involved? And why the hell isn’t she here asking for my presence?"

"Look, Willow," Faith started, taking a cautious step closer to the witch. "Whatever it is between you and Blondie, that's your business. I offered to come here. Now as for the rest of the crap, I get it. You couldn’t do something you felt was wrong. But maybe you should have let someone in the Coven who was willing do the spell do it. We voted and you lost. You can’t be a sore loser."

Willow stopped pouring the coffee and set the pot back down onto the counter.

"Reminding me of recent events is not helping your ‘messenger only’ argument."

"All I’m saying is maybe you shoulda gave permission to the Coven to do the spell, but you yourself wouldn’t do it on the grounds you found it unethical. That’s all I’m saying."

Willow folded her arms across her chest. "Did you need anything else?" she asked shortly.

"Me, no. But Kadin's in real trouble right now, and she needs our help. She needs your help."

She sighed, but didn't look over at the other woman. "Fine," she said. Then she looked over and raised her cup, pointing it at the slayer. "But I don't have to like it."

Faith raised her hands in mock defense. "Hey, whatever you say. Just as long as you put down the cup. No more projectiles my way, all right?"

Willow smiled through her scowl as she dropped the cup back onto the counter. "You're lucky I like you now."

"Well, what can I say?" Faith smiled. "I'm a very likable girl...After a few years I grow on ya."

Willow smiled. "Sorry about the whole book and your head thing. I'm really trying to work on that."

"Hey, no sweat," Faith replied casually. "You might be a bad-ass magic momma, but you still throw like a girl."

Faith barely managed to duck as a spoon was thrown straight at her head.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Meeting Room – Later

Rowena handed out photocopies of the parchment then tossed the original into the center of the table. The remaining members all leaned forward in their seats to look at their photocopies.

Xander spoke up first. "Where was it?" he asked.

The watcher nodded in Kennedy’s direction. "Kennedy found it in Kadin's cabin. She went there this morning and found the place trashed."

"It was just lying there?" Vi asked, intrigued. "I mean, what kind of criminal mastermind leaves the number-one clue behind for the finding?"

Rowena shook her head. "It appears that this was not a kidnapping that was supposed to be kept secret. It’s almost as if they wanted us to find it. Sorta like, sending us a message."

"And what message would that be, exactly?" Dawn chimed in from her seat across the table.

"We’re not sure really," Rowena sighed, shaking her head. "It appears that whoever these people are or whatever their intentions with Kadin are, they want us to—"

"Butt out," Faith finished for her.

Rowena looked over and nodded. "Yes, in a manner of speaking."

"But we’re not going to, right?" Skye asked. "I mean, I know no one here is waiting to give Kadin the ‘Ms. Sociable 2005’ award, but she’s still our ally, isn’t she?"

"O-of course she is," Willow nodded emphatically. "Yeah, maybe she needs to work on those people skills, but she’s still a good guy. One of us."

"Then it’s settled," Xander finally added, slapping his hand down onto the table. "Operation Rescue Kadin is officially underway."[image: image10.jpg]



"I think we should just stay out of it," Kennedy spoke softly.

"What?!" nearly everyone asked at once.

The slayer just nodded as she pushed her chair back to get up to leave. "You heard me, but it’s up to you. If you do decide to go, just leave me out of it." She turned and quickly left.

The room suddenly grew quiet, and everyone glanced around with an expression of shock on their faces.

"Okay, did anyone else besides me find that strangely odd and mildly disturbing?" Xander lifted his hand slightly and looked around.

Everyone looked around uncomfortably until Rowena cleared her throat. "Well," she smiled nervously, "I believe we have a plan to formulate."

Willow scoffed as she pushed back her chair and stood up. "Faith can fill me in. I've got some stuff to do."

Rowena watched painfully as the witch left from the room. She looked over to meet Faith's eyes with a sigh. "Shall we begin?"

"Just a second, Ro," Faith interrupted. "I think Slick really needs to be here for this." She pushed her chair back and stood up. "You think you can hold off for a few minutes? Give me a chance to talk to her?"

Rowena eyed the other woman cautiously before finally nodding. "Sure. If you think you can get her back here."

Faith smiled smugly. "Hey, this is me you're talking to. I'll have her back here in no time – with or without her consent. Just don't start without me."

Rowena watched as the other woman quickly darted from the room. "Wouldn't dream of it."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Slayer Gym – Moments Later

Kennedy was pummeling the punching bag. Her fists flew in rapid succession, pounding against the bag until she was nearly out of breath. Her punches came to a slow stop, and she stepped back, placing her hands on her hips to take in a few deep breaths. Her eyes remained focused on the bag as she stood in silence for a few moments.

Her hand suddenly flew up and landed a massive punch in the bag's dead center, sending it flying backwards and crashing into the wall.

"Feel better?"

Kennedy turned to see Faith leaning against the doorway, her hands crossed over her chest. "Go away, Faith."

The older slayer just shook her head with a sigh. "See, now I thought you knew me better than that, Slick." She walked over to the nearest bench and took a seat. "Ken, you should know by now that stoic slayer stuff doesn’t work on me. Hell, I invented it."

The brunette sighed and stepped back, looking down at the other woman. Faith remained firm, lifting an eyebrow in response.

"You did, huh?" Kennedy eyed the other woman.

"Yep," Faith replied with a smile, reaching over to pick up a nearby towel and extending it out to the other slayer.

The slayer sighed and took it, wiping down her face. "You aren’t going to leave till I spill, are you?"

"Not a chance," her friend replied. "So the quicker you squeal, the quicker you get rid of me."

Kennedy smiled sadly. "You know what? I'm not really sure what it is. I mean, it’s not like Kadin and I are..."

"Involved?" Faith asked gently.

Kennedy looked over at the other woman in disbelief.

"What?" Faith replied defensively. "I can't be insightful and comforting?"

"It’s not that," the younger woman said, shaking her head. "I just wasn't expecting you to be so nice about this. I mean, I know how you feel about Kadin."

Faith huffed in frustration. "Good point. Let’s forget it." She started to get up, but a hand on her arm stopped her.

"Hey," Kennedy replied before dropping her hand. "I appreciate that you care. I really do."

Faith sat back down and nodded. "Well, I do, you know. Best friend duties and all that. And even if I don’t much care for her, you do. ’Sides, I figured I had some repaying to do." She smiled at the other woman.

"You don't owe me anything, Faith. That's what friends are for."

"Well then, since we're such good friends," Faith added with a smile, "you won't mind telling me what's got you so worked up about all this. Or maybe underworked is a better word. Wait, is that a word?"

Kennedy remained silent for a long moment before finally sitting down.

"It’s not that I don’t like her," the brunette began slowly. "In fact, that’s the problem. I do…It seems like everyone I let get close, either leaves me for someone else or just leaves me altogether."

Faith reached out and placed a comforting hand on her shoulder. "Kennedy, you know that’s not true," Faith tried to reason. "I mean, it wasn't like that with Red. Rowena came along way after she gave you your walking papers, and Mia didn’t leave you…just the Council."

"What’s the difference?" Kennedy asked, defeated. "Willow may not have left me for Ro, but she left me because I wasn’t what she wanted, and Mia may not have said it outright, but we both know it wasn’t ‘just the job’ that she couldn’t handle anymore."

Faith wanted to argue that Kennedy was wrong. She wanted to tell her anything to make her feel better, but she couldn't. She just shook her head with a sigh.

Kennedy nodded with a light smile. "You know, this is one of those times I would gladly admit I’m wrong, but judging by your lack of speaking, I’d say we both know I’m not."

"Okay so you’ve had some bad luck on the romantic front, right?" Faith retorted, becoming slightly annoyed. "You just gonna go through life keeping yourself locked away from any kind of emotional contact? You gonna brood around like…well...Robin?"

Kennedy started to object, but was abruptly cut off.

"That’s no way to live, Kennedy," the slayer said bluntly. "’Cause if you go through this world constantly afraid or mad, you’ll never find happiness. I know that may sound clichéd and stupid…but if there is one thing I’ve learned, it’s that you have to take chances. That means live in the moment but don’t take your eyes off what the future might bring."

"Wow," Kennedy smiled. "I knew you were complicated, but that's deep."

Faith shot a playful scowl at the other woman before grinning. "Well, that’s me. Deep ‘n’ all that. But allow me to go a step deeper if I may," Faith said teasingly before becoming serious. "If this was any other werewolf hunter chasing evil demons, would you help them? Or are you just avoiding this situation because you’re too close to the problem?"

Kennedy gave a slight grin but looked away.

"I see. Yet another Council member letting her personal life get the better of her work life…Look, I think we both know the answer is yes you’d help, so let’s stop wasting time by sitting here and go back to the meeting so we can help Kadin. I asked Ro to hold off till I got you back in there."

Kennedy smirked. "Confident, aren’t we?"

Faith smiled as both women stood up from the bench. "Hey, you're talking to the master of manipulation here. I knew it wouldn't take much to get you back in the game."

"Oh, please forgive me. I shoulda known better than to try and outwit your slayer charms."

Faith placed an arm around Kennedy's shoulders as she led her from the room. "And don't you forget it."

Fade To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Meeting Room – Later

Faith looked around the table of gatherers and Andrew who was busying himself with a serving cart.

"So that’s it?" Faith threw her hands in the air in disbelief. "That’s the big plan? Sit on our rear ends and research?"

Rowena looked at her a moment before sighing. "As a matter of fact…yes, it is."

The slayer scoffed and folded her arms over her chest, mumbling under her breath. She looked over at Kennedy as if expecting her to also be upset, but she found the younger slayer only quiet and calm.

Rowena just sighed. "For now anyway. We’ve just started to gather information here. Without any solid knowledge of who or what they may be, I can’t send any slayers out there. At least, not yet."

"Well, that's comforting," Faith once again scoffed.

"Hey, I’m looking out for you and your girls." Rowena shot her a glare before reaching out to open the watcher's journal before her. She flipped through the pages until she found the one she was looking for. She turned the book around and slid it to the middle of the table. "Right now, this is the best lead we’ve got. The crest is the same as the one on the parchment."

Faith leaned up from her chair and pulled the book closer to herself. She looked at the drawing of the elaborate crest and said, "The Order of Knights Argentum? What the hell does that mean?"

"Something very old," Rowena replied. "As in Van Helsing old."

"And in human speak that would be…?" Xander asked with a slight smile.

The watcher shook her head. "Roughly translated, it’s—"

Before she could finish, Kennedy chimed in. "The Order of the Silver Knights."

Everyone turned and stared at her in silence. She looked back at them defensively.

"What?" she objected. "I know stuff. I’m not allowed to know stuff?"

"Stuff yes," Vi said calmly, "but actiony slayer stuff, like punching and kicking and fighting. Not smart watcher stuff like centuries-old history and archaic languages."

"Fine," Kennedy relented. "Kadin, mentioned them once before, okay?"

Vi looked like she might argue, but Dawn seized the moment to settle it calmly. "Why don’t we just be glad that we have this new bit of information and take comfort in the fact that we now have an idea of who and what we are dealing with here."

"Don’t get too comfortable," Rowena warned. "The who and the what we’re dealing with is kinda the problem."

The room fell silent to collective confusion.

The blonde shook her head and continued. "What I mean is, these Argent Knights are not your everyday, run-of-the-mill kind of kidnappers. They’re not holding Kadin for a five million-dollar ransom that they want wired to an offshore bank account somewhere."

"Yeah, they didn’t really strike me as the type," Kennedy added. "I mean, if what they wanted was money, why take Kadin? Why not Willow or Rowena or both?"

"Hey!" Rowena objected.

"No, Slick’s got a point," Faith added with a nod. "If they wanted money, they would have taken the people in power, the people most pivotal to our operation. Not some…" She trailed off as if she were trying to think of an appropriate descriptor.

"Freelance monster hunter," Kennedy finished for her.

Faith considered the phrase and then shrugged in agreement.

"Well, who are these Silver Knights and what do they want?" Xander asked.

Rowena looked over at Faith and Kennedy, but none of the three said anything.

"Okay, I’m seeing the thoughtful stares and the deep, penetrating eyes, but I’m not hearing any words," Xander laughed nervously. "A little help here?"

Finally, Kennedy turned to the group and said, "Werewolves."

"What?!" Dawn exclaimed.

"Yes, justice werewolves to be exact," Rowena said. Then she reached out to flip the pages in the book, stopping on a page consisting of a well- drawn picture. "Here, see?"

Everyone leaned over the table to get a better look.

Xander looked down at the drawing for a moment in deep thought. "I-it looks as though they’re…they’re not, are they?"

"Tearing that man limb from limb?" Skye added, suddenly looking a little sick. "That’s a big time ewww."

All were studying the picture intently, gazing down at a group of werewolves surrounding what appeared to be the mangled body of a man.

"Well, it seems our watcher was very thorough in his notes," Rowena commented. "He made sure to capture the moment quite vividly."

"I'll tell you what it seems like," Faith added. "It seems like these silver whackos are hell-bent on exacting their own form of vengeance on anybody who crosses them, and judging by the looks of it, it ain't no slap on the wrist."

"You can tell all that by one little picture?" Vi asked sarcastically.

"It’s not just the picture," Rowena explained. "The notes under the picture here describe the Order's centuries-long devotion to protecting its own best interests. You know...you spill our blood, and we'll spill yours."

"Eye for an eye," Dawn added.

"So what is it with these ancient people and blood all the time?" Skye said disgustedly.

Rowena studied the picture for a moment longer. "It actually makes sense when you think about it. In their time, they didn’t have the medical advancements that we have today. They believed that many of the fatal diseases were solely caused by problems in the blood. After all, it is the true sustainer of life."

"So naturally to them, everything in life linked to blood," Vi added in revelation.

The watcher looked up and nodded. "Precisely."

"And what?" Faith continued. "Now they’ve come here to Cleveland to take out some kind of vengeance on Kadin for all the harm the Van Helsings have caused them?"

"As I said," Rowena began. "This is one of the things we don’t know."

"It might not be for the sins of her blood line," Andrew suggested as he began to place the coffee pot in the center of the table. "Just for her own life, which, let’s face it, is probably pretty damn technocolored."

Everyone was silent for a moment as they considered Andrew’s words. Finally, Kennedy spoke.

"I think Andrew’s pegged it. I mean we all know what Kadin was up to when she first came to Cleveland," Kennedy said softly. "To kill Camille and possibly Oz. She was on a personal revenge kick of her own: to kill off every single werewolf she ever came into contact with."

"And as far as we know, with the exception of Oz and Camille," Faith added slowly, "she succeeded."

"And therein lies the bad," Xander pronounced ominously.

"Indeed," Rowena said. "Therein lies the very bad…So, who’s game to jump into that mess without knowing everything first?" Rowena looked around. "Any takers?" When no one said anything, that’s when Rowena closed the volume in front of her. "Right, that’s why we hit the books first." Without adding more, she tossed it to the middle of the table.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Later That Afternoon

Kennedy was sitting at a table with the watchers’ journal open before her. She was staring down at one of the various drawings, her eyes fixated on the detailed picture.

There were six werewolves surrounding the man in the circle. The look on his face was one of absolute terror as he stared back into the faces of the beasts.

Kennedy sat up in her chair and studied the drawing for a moment more before starting to turn the page. She stopped when she saw the picture change. The man was gone from the circle, [image: image11.jpg]


replaced by a girl. And with her was a familiar young woman with dark hair and all-black clothing. Kennedy’s eyes widened slightly as she watched the figures on the page begin to move.

A bright light shone from the book as the six werewolves in the picture came alive, howling and circling the two figures. The woman dressed in black looked over to the other with concern on her face. Concern became shock as the dark-haired woman saw the girl begin to change.

Kennedy watched in rapt fascination as the girl in the picture slowly transformed into a werewolf.

Fade Out.

End of Act One
Act Two
Fade In:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Resume

Kennedy's eyes quickly focused on the image appearing on the pages before her.[image: image12.jpg]



The woman in black was staring in astonishment at the newly-transformed werewolf, but the she-wolf only looked back at her with glowing feral eyes and exposed canines. They were spared only a brief moment before the pack surrounding them and began to advance, but the she-wolf struck first.

Howling in pure rage, the beast leapt at the nearest werewolf, sinking her teeth into his throat. The dark-clad woman watched in horror as the she-wolf began to kill the group around them.

With a quick shift, the woman flipped the first attacking wolf over her shoulder, sending it to the ground with a heavy thud. She planted her boot on its back and snapped its neck. At that precise moment, three of the other wolves pounced on the woman's back, shredding through her leather duster and tearing into her flesh with their claws. She let out a horrible scream, attracting the attention of the she-wolf.

The beast looked up from the throat of her second victim, blood dripping like red honey from her mouth. She let out a roar and leapt the distance to land on the other wolves. Then she flung them violently away from the woman. The she-wolf stared down in concern as the woman slowly began to stir.

The brunette blinked her eyes and slowly wet her lips, but as soon as her gaze landed on the beast directly in her face, she jolted up and flinched away.

The she-wolf seemed almost saddened by the woman's reaction, but she only looked back into the woman’s dark eyes, her own glowing a deep yellow. The woman stared back intently before slowly and hesitantly reaching out a hand towards the beast.

Her hand inched its way ever closer to the werewolf's face until her fingers came into contact with the coarse fur lining her face. It was almost as if the beast purred in contentment at the woman's touch. The moment was abruptly broken when the last remaining werewolves suddenly reappeared, rapidly advancing towards the she-wolf's back.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Same Time

"Yo! Slick!"

Kennedy's head suddenly flew up from the table. "What? What'sa matter?"

Faith leaned over the table, taking a quick look at the book open in front of the other woman before meeting her eyes. "Okay. I think that’s enough reading in that book. If it puts ya to sleep, I say it goes in the ‘useless’ stack."

She reached out to close the book, but Kennedy's hand suddenly flew up and gripped her wrist. "Don't."

The elder slayer threw her hands in the air and took a few steps back. "Okay. Sorry." She stole another quick glance at the book and shook her head. "Hey, you wanna stare at the watcher babble some more, be my guest."

Kennedy looked down at the book in surprise, her eyes focusing intently on row after row of scribbled writing. "Wait. No, this is...this is wrong." She flipped through the sheets frantically, but they were all the same—pages and pages of writing, but no pictures.

"What the hell’s wrong with you?" Faith asked, realizing that something was up.[image: image13.jpg]



The other slayer looked deep in thought for a moment before shaking her head. "Nothing," she replied flatly. "You're right. Definitely belongs in the ‘useless’ category." She flipped the book closed and tossed it on a nearby stack. Then she lifted her jacket from the back of the chair. "I gotta go." She quickly walked past her fellow slayer and headed towards the door.

"Hey, where you goin'?"

"Hunting," Kennedy replied without looking back.

Faith looked at the book left behind before picking it up herself.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Hallway – Moments Later

Rowena was heading towards the library when Kennedy came breezing by her.

"Hey," she called as the slayer bumped her shoulder, causing her tea to spill out onto the floor.

Kennedy paused and looked back. "Sorry." She turned to continue her journey, but the watcher once again called after her.

"Where are you going now?" Rowena asked as she pulled out a napkin and sopped up the spilled tea.

The young slayer paused. She turned her head to the side slightly and cut her eyes back at Rowena as if deciding whether or not to explain. After a moment’s consideration, she turned around and walked back to Rowena.

"Now that you're head watcher," Kennedy said in a low voice, "I'm supposed to come to you with anything I think is slayage related, right?"

Rowena looked at Kennedy intently. "If you really feel that it’s important, yes. But I trust your judgment as a slayer."

Kennedy gave her a pained expression. "That's just it, I'm not sure."

"Not sure it’s important or you don’t trust your judgment?"

Kennedy shrugged. "Hell, maybe both. I don’t know."

"Would you like to talk about it?" Rowena offered. "Perhaps over some tea? Looks like I’m in need of a fresh cup anyway."

Kennedy stared thoughtfully at the wall for several seconds before slowly nodding.

Rowena smiled and motioned for the slayer to follow her. "Let's go back to my place."

A slight smile appeared on the slayer's lips. "Hmm...what would Willow think?"

Rowena snorted as she reached down and picked up her tea. "Right now, since you and I are both living in the same dog house, I doubt she'd care."

Cut To:

Int.

Willow’s Apartment – Living Room – Moments Later

The redhead didn't look up from her work as she lifted the mug to her lips and took a sip of her tea. She clicked on her mouse a few times as she studied the screen of her laptop. A light knock on her door interrupted her silent research.

"Come in," she answered, still not drawing her eyes away from the images before her.

Faith casually strolled into the living room and plopped down onto a nearby comfy chair. "Whatcha doin'?"

Willow peered over the rim of her mug with a slightly raised brow. "Researching."

Faith looked over the top of Willow's laptop curiously. "About what?"

The redhead placed her mug on the table next to her and then closed her computer screen. "Is something on your mind, Faith?"

At first the slayer just shook her head, but after a moment she let out a deep sigh and nodded. "Maybe."

Willow raised her brow and gave a light smile. "And does this 'maybe' have a name?"[image: image14.jpg]



Faith smiled. "You and your witchy intuition."

Willow smiled. "It's a talent I'm quite fond of."

The slayer grinned before leaning back into her chair. "It's Slick. I think something’s up with her."

"You mean besides the fact that Kadin was kidnapped by werewolves and is being forced to stand trial for murder?"

"Well, there's that." Faith smiled. "But, no, I think it's more. I went to the library to check on her and found her asleep. When I woke her up, she seemed...upset about something."

"Like, what kinda something?"

"I'm not sure," Faith sighed, scrunching her brow. "But I think it must have been something...slayer related."

"S-slayer related?" Willow repeated. "You mean like...a slayer dream?"

Faith just nodded. "I think so."

"Huh," Willow stated. Then she shrugged and reached down to reopen her laptop.

"I'm supposed to be filling you in on the plan, remember?" Faith interjected.

"I’m listening," the witch said defensively.

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Living Room – Moments Later

Rowena and Kennedy sat next to each other, a teacup in front of each of them. The watcher stared down into the dark liquid, a look of deep concentration on her face.

"Are you certain?" she asked, finally looking up at the slayer.

Kennedy nodded. "It was Kadin. I didn’t get a good look at her in the dream, but I just know that’s who it was…ya know?"[image: image15.jpg]



Rowena nodded first and then sighed and sat back in her chair.

"Well, it certainly has all the earmarks of a slayer dream, which means you’ve been given this information for a reason. But why and what does it mean?"

Kennedy shrugged uncertainly and let out a sigh of her own.

"That’s your department. It’s what you brainy watcher types do best."

Then she pushed her chair back and stood up. She reached down and lifted her jacket around her shoulders.

"Where are you going?" Rowena asked as the slayer passed by on the way to the door. Kennedy didn't stop until she reached the exit. She jerked the door open then paused. "To do what I do best," she threw over her shoulder. "You got my cell number. Call me if you find anything."

Rowena let out a deep breath as the sound of the door closing echoed in her ears. She sat at the table in silence for a few moments before finally saying softly, "You'll be the first to know."

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Main Room – Same Time

Kadin adjusted her clothing for the umpteenth time that day and then paced the barely-lit room, her boots thudding loudly on the cement floor. Suddenly, she stopped and tilted her head as if listening.

At that moment, the only door to the room swung open, and a bright strip of light filtered in. Kadin shielded her eyes as the outline of a woman stepped in. Then the overhead lights in the room came on, and the hunter squinted her eyes against the harsh light. When her eyes had adjusted, Kadin was able to make out the woman’s features. She was an elegant woman dressed in a dark and expensive suit. Her blonde hair stood out against the darkness of her suit. The black-framed glasses resting lightly on her nose gave her the look of a woman who didn't play around.

She walked over to the table and chairs, the only pieces of furniture in the room. Placing her briefcase on the top, she paused and looked over at the hunter. She gave Kadin the once-over before raising a perfectly sculpted brow. "Ms. Van Helsing, my name is Elana Velmont, and I have been appointed your legal council in this matter."

"Legal council?" Kadin repeated as she took the few steps over to the table, closing the distance between them.[image: image16.jpg]



"Yes," the blonde nodded. "The Knights are not a barbaric order. They know and respect the laws of your land and your people. They have decided to follow the American tradition of a trial by jury."

Kadin snorted. "You mean a trial by fury." After a beat, she continued. "Something tells me these people aren't too concerned with respecting my anything. So you'll forgive me if I'm not impressed."

Elana cleared her throat as she took a seat in the nearest chair. She snapped open the clasps on her briefcase and pulled out a folder.

"I assure you, Ms. Van Helsing, I am not here to impress you. I am only here to defend you to the best of my ability."

"Oh, and I’ll bet your ‘ability’ is gonna be top notch on this one," Kadin said with heavy sarcasm.

"Are you impugning my legal skills already?" Elana challenged.

"Damn right!" Kadin shot back. "You work for them, not me. For all I know, you are one of them. Oh, I’m sure you’re gonna go through all the motions and make it look like a fair trial, but we both know whose side you’re really on."

Elana leaned across the table and pinned Kadin with a hard stare.

"I can assure you that I have no stake whatsoever in the outcome of this trial one way or the other."

Kadin gave a half smile as she pulled the other chair out and took a seat directly across from the lawyer. "Well, that's not very comforting. Aren’t you supposed to say something like, 'My only concern is for your good name to be cleared, and I will stop at nothing to make sure that you come out of this with all your appendages intact and with the use of most of your bodily functions?"

Elana's tough exterior wavered slightly, and a small smile graced her features. "Your reputation precedes you, and I can honestly say that you do not disappoint. Your charm does not falter, even in the worst of situations."

Kadin's smile grew to a playful grin as she leaned forward. "You callin' me charming?"

"Don’t flatter yourself," Elana replied curtly as she leaned back in her chair. "Now, I believe there is quite another pressing matter at hand?"

"Oh, right," Kadin answered, pretending to become serious. "The trial stuff. Lay it on me, lawyer lady."

Elana smiled and shook her head as she opened the folder before her. "All right. I’ve gone over all the details, and it’s regarding a person from your past. A young lady named..." She looked over the papers in front of her before lifting her eyes back to the hunter's. "Serena?"

Kadin's smile suddenly faded, and she looked back at the lawyer with cold eyes. "What's she got to do with this?"

Elana looked back over the papers, flipping forward and back. "Apparently... everything."

"Well, she's...that's not something I'd like to discuss."

"I'm afraid you don't have a choice," Elana replied. Kadin still said nothing. "Look," she said, taking off her glasses and pinching the bridge of her nose. "Your past is your business, but unfortunately, the situation you are currently in calls for a bit of share time. Now, you can either help me help you, or I can go right now and leave you at their mercy—a place I'm sure you'd rather not find yourself."

Kadin remained silent, folding her arms tightly as she looked across the table at the other woman.

"I'm only trying to help you, Ms. Van Helsing. It’s them or me – and I’m pretty sure you know where they all stand on this matter."

For a few moments the hunter said nothing but then muttered, "Kadin."

"Excuse me?" Elana asked, surprised by the hunter's sudden break in silence.

"My name, it's Kadin. So quit with all this 'Ms.' crap."

Another light smile tugged at the lawyer's lips, but she fought off a full- blown grin. "Well, Kadin. What do you say? Will you allow me to possibly save your life?"

"I hate to break it to you," Kadin stated bluntly. "But the last woman that saved my life? Didn't end so well."

"Right," Elana added under her breath as she put her glasses back on. "I think we should start by reviewing the events that transpired..." She looked down and started to flip through the papers when the sudden slap of Kadin's hand on the folder nearly made her jump out of her seat. She looked up at the hunter with a shocked glare.

Kadin just shook her head. "What I got to tell you...you ain't gonna find in there."

Elana nodded in understanding. Then she reached into her briefcase and pulled out a pad and pen. "Okay then. Perhaps you should start from the beginning?"

Kadin simled faintly as she leaned back and folded her hands on the table. "Funny thing...beginnings. They always seem to lead to an end."

Elana studied the other woman's change in demeanor. "Yes, but isn’t it also true that every ending is just another beginning?"

Kadin's smile faded away as she looked over at the lawyer with a blank expression. "Not if you're dead."

Cut To:

Int.

Foyer of a Vacant House – Same Time

Bonnie opened the door and held it wide.

"I feel like I’m back in the saddle again," she said smile as she motioned for someone to step inside.

Giles and Becca, carrying Elizabeth, entered the house and began to look around.

"It’s been some time since anyone’s been here, so it is a bit dusty but just ignore that," Bonnie told them. "A little paint and polish and you could have a beautiful home."

"The living room is huge," Becca remarked as she walked deeper inside and disappeared around the corner.

"It is," Bonnie called out. "And that fireplace is a wood burner…I’m telling you this is the best bet. It’s perfect for at least five more little Gileses," she added with her smile back in place.

"What’s the catch?" Giles asked as he folded his arms across his chest.

"No catch," Bonnie answered.

Giles gave a small grin. "The home looks to be quite large ,and the price is quite affordable."

"That’s because the sellers are motivated," Bonnie asked.[image: image17.jpg]



Giles sighed heavily.

"The last five homes we’ve seen have belonged to a motivated sicoo demon with large unpaid gambling debts, a woman who locked her child in a cage for twelve years and a murder/suicide to name a few."

"Well, you have to realize I deal with a unique market, Mr. Giles," Bonnie replied.

"All the more reason we should perhaps find another agent. Becca?" Giles called out as he began to start to look for her.

"No, no," Bonnie said, following on his heels, "I can do this. We can do this. This is doable," she said quickly. "In fact, this home would be perfect. It’s not far from the downtown area, so you’re still close to the Council if need be. It’s a nice neighborhood, good schools…really, this could be the place."

"You still never answered my question. What’s wrong with it?" Giles asked again.

"Nothing major," she said. "But if I told you I’m sure you’d make too much out of it."

Giles looked at Bonnie for a moment and then without turning away from her, he yelled, "Becca? We’re leaving now."

Becca rounded the corner. "You’ve got to check out this kitchen," she told him in an excited tone.

"We’re not checking out anything more," he answered. "Except a new agent... I told you this was a bad idea."

"No," Bonnie and Becca both whined.

"I like this one," Becca added.

"See? She likes this one," Bonnie added as she gestured to Becca.

"Fine," Giles began. "If you won’t tell me what’s wrong with the house, tell her," he said, pointing to his wife.

"Oh no," Becca sighed. "Not again."

"It’s not that bad," Bonnie insisted. Becca waited for Bonnie to continue and reluctantly she did, "Well, you see, the last residents just thought that the house was haunted. No bleeding Amityville walls or anything," Bonnie went on. "Just odd things..."

"Like what?" Becca asked.
"Oh, you know the usual...like missing car keys, moving shadows, moaning in the upstairs hallway at exactly 3:01 each morning. The usual stuff like that."

"I told you," Giles said to Becca and took Elizabeth from her, making sure to put the blanket over her head and face.

"That’s it?" Becca asked Bonnie.

Bonnie nodded.

"What do you mean, that’s it?" Giles asked Becca. "We don’t know what we’re getting into by living here."[image: image18.jpg]



"That’s true of any house, Rupert. Some people have bad plumbing and we just have a ghost problem. Big deal?"

"What about Elizabeth?" Giles asked.

"What about Willow?" Becca retorted. Giles appeared obviously confused. "She’s a high priestess," Becca continued. "Can’t she come in and do a blessing or something? Because, let’s face it, it’s gonna be pretty hard to find a house like this for the money."

"Exactly!" Bonnie said.

Giles pointed a finger at Bonnie. "You stay out of this," he told her before turning to Becca. "And what if Willow doesn’t succeed?"

Becca thought a moment. "Then we move back to your apartment at the council and we hire a normal real estate agent," she answered. She quickly turned to Bonnie. "No offense."

"Heck, if it closes this deal, none taken," Bonnie answered casually. "What do you say Mr. Giles? Mrs. Giles obviously likes it."

Becca looked at him hopefully. After a few seconds he let out another heavy sigh and said, "Fine. Where do we sign?"

Bonnie and Becca both smiled at each other.

Cut To:

Ext.

Alleyway Next To Old Warehouse – Same Time

Kennedy looked up at the large building. She scanned the old structure for a few moments before taking a step up to the broken and dilapidated door. She checked every corner before her eyes landed dead center. With a quick kick, the slayer planted a heavy boot in the middle, sending the wood flying inward into a hundred broken pieces.

Kennedy smiled as she stepped into the doorway and raked her eyes over the room. A lone chair sat broken and abandoned in the corner, and the only sign of life was the sound of rats scurrying throughout the darkness. "Doesn't look like anybody's home," she quipped.

A sudden sound ringing caused her to step back out of the doorway. She reached into her jacket and pulled out her cell phone. She flipped it open and placed it to her ear. "Yeah?"

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Living Room – Same Time

"Kennedy?" Rowena replied at the sound of the slayer's voice. "I think I found something." The watcher looked down at the open book on the table before her. "And I think you're gonna want to see this."

Cut To:

Ext.

Alleyway Next To Old Warehouse – Same Time

Kennedy walked back down the alleyway. "Oh yeah?" she said, glancing back over her shoulder at the deserted building. "Why's that?"

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Living Room – Same Time

"Because," Rowena replied as she slowly sat down in her chair and studied the pages of the book intently. "Either I'm reading this way wrong..." She paused as she flipped to the next page. "Or according to this...Kadin was in love with a werewolf."

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Main Room – Same Time

"A...werewolf?" Elana said, looking more than a little confused.

Kadin just nodded. "Yes. Serena was a werewolf."

"And yet...you still loved her?"

Kadin gave her lawyer an amused smile. "You give me too much credit." Her smile faded, and the hunter stared down at her folded hands. "Back then, I would’ve cut out my own heart rather than give it to any bea...werewolf."

"I must admit, I am rather confused." Elana dropped her pen to the table and removed her glasses once again. "If you knew what this woman was...how could you still love her?"

"Because I didn't." Kadin looked back up to meet the lawyer's eyes. "I didn't know she was a werewolf till the day that she was supposed to turn me over to the Knights."

"You mean...she had been sent to make you fall for her, to gain your trust before she handed you over to be brutally tortured and killed?"

"Well, when you put it that way..." Kadin mumbled, before speaking up with a nod. "Yeah."

"Well, I'm not so sure the death of this Serena was so horrible after all."

The sound of a clattering chair and the sudden look that Elana received as Kadin nearly leapt at her over the table was enough to stop even the bravest of hearts.

"Don't ever say that again," Kadin breathed out through clenched teeth as she pointed at the other woman and stared at her with cold, dark eyes.

"I'm...I apologize," Elana barely managed to say between deep breaths. "I didn't know that your feelings were still so raw." She looked back into the hunter's eyes, trying to mask her fear, but failing miserably.

The deadly glare on Kadin's face suddenly faded, and she pulled back across the table. She reached down to pick up her chair and took her seat again. "Well, yeah, I guess they are." After a pause, she added, "But that's no reason to jump at you. So...I'm sorry."

The lawyer nodded. "Apology accepted."

Kadin nodded back in recognition before staring back down at her hands. "It wasn't like that. Like how you said, I mean. Serena really wasn't like that." The hunter slowly lifted her eyes back to the other woman's. "She didn't want to do it—well, at first she did, but that changed." Kadin's eyes suddenly grew saddened. "She fell in love with me."

Elana's heart nearly broke at the look she was receiving. "Go on."

The hunter nodded. "The day that she was supposed to turn me over, she came to me, told me all about the Knights and their plans. Then she told me she loved me...and I believed her."

"What happened?" Elana asked carefully.

"We were gonna run away together." Kadin smiled at the fond memory. "She always talked about living in Rio. She loved the beach." The smile once again faded. "But somehow, it got back to those bastards. They were waiting for us that night. It was a quarter moon..." Kadin looked out into the darkness behind the lawyer. "Not that they needed the full moon to change," she added. Then she stared off once again. "I'll always remember that moon."

Elana let the silence hang in the air for a few tense moments before clearing her throat. "I know we barely know each other, but...for what it’s worth, I'm sorry."

"For what?"

Elana just shook her head. "For everything."

Kadin just sat motionless at the table. "So am I."

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Living Room – Moments Later

Kennedy looked down at the book before her. "Where'd you get this?"

"It was one of the watchers’ journals that Giles managed to save from the Old Council. You know, when The First tried to destroy it all. It’s from several years go, written by a watcher stationed in rural England."

Kennedy nodded and shifted in her chair as she studied the neatly written words on the page. She nodded as she pointed to a small photo of a young woman. "That's her. That's the woman from my dream."

Rowena peered down over the slayer's shoulder. "You're sure that's her? The one that turned into a werewolf?"

Kennedy stared at the picture. "That's her. I'd remember that face anywhere."

Rowena took a seat next to her at the table and pulled the journal closer to herself. "I thought it was a long shot, but I decided to go through what was salvaged from the Old Council in hopes of finding something about a species of werewolf that was known for its more human tendencies, and it appears there are such werewolves who choose to lead normal, civil lives as opposed to those who choose to give in to their more...animal instincts."

"We already know not all werewolves are savage, blood thirsty beasts," Kennedy commented. "But I still don't get what this random watcher's journal has to do with Kadin. How does this watcher's observation of this she-wolf have anything to do with why Kadin was kidnapped?"

Rowena's eyes scanned the page, searching over each word. "She was in love with her."[image: image19.jpg]



Kennedy's eyebrow shot to her hairline. "Excuse me?"

Rowena looked up at the other woman. "Don't look so surprised. I explained this to you on the phone."

Kennedy nodded. "Yeah, but I didn't think you were serious. I mean, Kadin in love with a werewolf? You'd have a better chance of convincing me of life on Mars."

Rowena just stared back at the slayer with a serious expression. "I'm not confused, Kennedy. I'm telling you what the entry says...and watchers' journal entries must be clear, concise, and always truthful. Watcher rule number one."

"To hell with your rules," Kennedy teased with a light smile before firmly shaking her head. "I don't believe it. I won't."

Rowena let out a long sigh before falling back in her chair. She studied the slayer for a tense moment before speaking. "Kennedy, I know that this is something you might not want to hear, but...maybe you don't know Kadin as well as you think you do. I mean, you take one trip with her to Bucharest and—"

"She kissed me," Kennedy interrupted quietly.

"She kissed me?" Rowena repeated immediately before correcting herself. "I-I mean, she kissed you?"

Kennedy only nodded. "Well, I can't say that it was exactly a one-sided thing," she added in afterthought. "And truth be told it was a bit more than a kiss. A couple actually."

"So that's why Mia left." Rowena heard the words slip out of her mouth before she could stop them. She instantly regretted them when she saw the pained expression on the other woman's face. "Oh, Kennedy. I'm sorry. I didn't mean it like that."

Kennedy smiled sadly. "I know," she whispered, staring down at her hands.

The watcher cleared her throat and began to gather the various books strewn out across the table. "Well, sitting around here all day isn't going to accomplish anything." She piled the books together in the middle of the table. "I'm gonna take these back to the library and then see what else I can dig up on this she-wolf named Serena." She paused and then dramatically held her index finger in the air. "Always follow up on your studies. Rule number two," she added with a smile.

Kennedy grinned and rolled her eyes but quickly sobered. She rose from her seat and pulled on her jacket. "Well, you know how to find me. If you find anything new..."

Rowena nodded. "Cell phone. Gotcha."

Rowena sadly watched Kennedy’s back as the slayer left the apartment. When the door shut, Rowena sighed and picked up her books.

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Main Room – Later That Night[image: image20.jpg]



Kadin pulled off her boots and lay back onto the hard cot that the guards had brought in earlier with her supper. She dropped her head back against the cheap pillow and folded her hands on her stomach as she stared up at the ceiling.

She tried to concentrate on the dusty wooden ceiling as unwanted images flashed through her mind.

Serena. Serena smiling. Serena laughing. Serena dying.

The hunter slowly turned her head to the side and closed her eyes, a single tear slipping past her eyelid and falling forgotten to the floor.

Fade Out.

End of Act Two
Act Three
Fade In:

Int.

Kennedy’s Apartment – Bedroom – Early Next Morning

The sun filtered in through the partially opened curtains, casting a steady stream of morning sunshine along the sleeping slayer's face. She started to stir and let out a grunt of protest before picking up her pillow and placing it over her head.

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

Rowena sat at her kitchen table with a new set of books in front of her. She lifted her coffee cup and took a slow sip, her eyes still trained on the pages before her. She flipped to the next page and studied it intently before slowly placing her cup back on the table.

Her eyes never left the page as she reached over and picked up her phone.

Cut To:

Int.

Kennedy’s Apartment – Bedroom – Moments Later

The sound of the ringing phone pulled Kennedy out of her light slumber. She slowly opened her eyes and peered out from under her pillow. "No," she whined as she pulled the pillow tighter around her head, trying to drown out the sound, but her slayer hearing still picked up the shrill ring.

"Okay. I'm up," she moaned as she reached over and grabbed the phone, placing it to her ear with a huff. "What?"

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

"I forget slayers aren’t morning people." Rowena smiled into the receiver. "Seriously, I know it’s early, and I know you were out searching all night, but you did tell me to call when I found anything new." She glanced back down at the pages. "Ever see Law and Order?"

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Main Room – Same Time

The door suddenly swung open with a loud crash as the overhead lights were turned on. Kadin jolted awake and turned quickly to look over her shoulder. She squinted her eyes against the harsh light as she tried to focus on the approaching figure. When she saw who it was, she grunted and dropped her head back to the pillow, covering her eyes with her arm.

"Rise and shine." Elana smiled as she walked over.

"G'way," the hunter mumbled over the sound of the door being locked.

"Now, is that any way to talk to the woman who's about to save your life?" Elana walked to the table and placed her briefcase on top of it.

Kadin lifted her head to look back at the lawyer over her shoulder. "You sound pretty confident." The hunter rolled over and placed her feet on the floor. She ran a hand over her sleep-filled eyes before finally meeting the other woman's gaze. "What makes you think you can pull this off?"

Elana took her seat at the table and adjusted her glasses before opening her briefcase. She pulled out a file and placed it on the table before her.

"I'm offended," she teased. "You have seriously underestimated my abilities."

Kadin shook her head. "It's not your abilities I'm worried about." She stood up groggily and walked over to pull out the other chair. "You wouldn't happen to have some herbal tea in that thing would you?" she asked, motioning towards the briefcase.

Elana watched as the other woman took a seat before slowly shaking her head. "Sorry, but no." She waited until the hunter settled into her seat before continuing. "What did you mean earlier? What else is there to worry about?"[image: image21.jpg]



Kadin looked at her with a light smile. "You're kidding, right?" Elana just stared back at her. "Guess not. You know, for a brainy type, you ain't too bright."

Elana raised her perfectly sculpted brow. "Excuse me?"

Kadin shook her head. "That's not what I meant. I ain't callin' you stupid or anything. I just meant that you don’t seem to understand what we’re up against here."

The lawyer feigned revelation. "Oh, if by ‘what we’re up against here’, you mean an ancient clan of werewolves that kidnaps the descendant of the most famous monster hunter—who, by the way, no one even knew was alive—and then forces her to stand trial for killing its members as part of its ritual vengeance kick, putting said hunter in the precarious situation of facing death by claw and fang, then no, I guess I don’t have a very good understanding."

"Uh, right," Kadin nodded, a little surprised at the rant.

"Look," Elana said, pulling off her glasses and dropping them to the table. "I know to you this seems like a guilty-until-proven-innocent kind of deal, and quite frankly, I can’t really say that I disagree. And I know that even to the strongest of hearts, that can be frightening." She saw the sudden look of defensiveness in the hunter's eyes. She reached over and placed a gentle hand over Kadin's. "But I promise you, I am going to do everything in my power to get you out of this. You just have to trust me."

Kadin slowly dropped her eyes to the woman's hand covering her own. She stared at them for a moment before slowly lifting her eyes back to the blonde's.

In a soft whisper she replied, "I do."

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Top Floor – Same Time

There was a large round table in the middle of the room. Five black chairs sat around the edges. The room was bare of anything else.

The door opened quietly, and four figures in long black cloaks slowly filed in, each taking a seat in one of the chairs. A fifth figure, more elaborately robed than the others, entered, closed the door, and took his seat.

Each member dropped the hoods on their cloaks to reveal their faces. Kael and two men and two women sat around the table, all their eyes focused in the middle. They each looked of elder age and experience. The calm silence was broken when Kael began to speak.

"I believe we are all aware why this meeting was called," he said. "We have recently passed judgment on the monster hunter known as Kadin Van Helsing and it was decided that she would stand trial for the crimes she has committed against our brethren."

"Crimes?" one of the women interrupted. "Don't you mean murders?"

Kael nodded solemnly. "Yes, Isa. We are all sympathetic to your circumstances, but we must remember that we are here to exact justice, not vengeance."

"Tell that to my granddaughter," the woman replied icily.

"She's right, Kael," said another of the elders. "How can we ignore what this woman has done to us? To our families?"

Kael lifted a hand, and the room fell silent. "I understand your concerns, and I promise you, this trial will end in a fair and equal judgment."

The members looked around at each other as the smile grew on Kael's face.

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Moments Later

"So there’s going to be a real trial...with lawyers and a jury and a judge?" Kennedy asked.

"Yes," Rowena said excitedly.

"And why is that wake-worthy good news?" the slayer inquired.

"Because it gives us more time," the watcher explained. "Apparently, the Knights pride themselves on their fairness. This won’t be some kind of summary judgment with a quick execution."

"But it’s still not legal, is it?" Kennedy asked with a frown.

Rowena shook her head as she lifted her coffee to take a sip. "I'm sure our laws don’t exactly apply to a centuries-old clan of vengeance-seeking werewolves."

"Good point," Kennedy said, closing the book. "So what do we do? I mean, there's gotta be some way to stop these guys. 'Cause we both know that, no matter how fair the legal process might be, if they take Kadin to trial over her past..."

"I know," Rowena said. "Chances are she'll never make it out alive...But that’s why I’m calling in some legal help."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Slayer Gym – Moments Later

Willow was sitting on a nearby bench, watching as Faith explained to a young slayer the proper methods for decapitating a demon.

"Only Faith," the redhead sighed with a smile.

The sudden shrill of her cell phone nearly caused her to jump out of her skin.

"Goddess," she breathed before reaching over to pick it up from the bench. She looked down at the screen and saw Rowena's name on the caller ID. She hesitated for a moment before pressing the button to answer.

"Yeah," she said flatly.

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

"Hey Will," the head watcher replied in a nervous voice. "Umm, I hope you're not busy or anything. I, uh, I needed to ask a favor. A spell kind of favor." Rowena cringed and pulled the phone away as if expecting a tirade. When it wasn’t forthcoming, she put the phone back to her ear. "And just so you know there aren't…conflicts…involved this time," she added nervously.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Slayer Gym – Same Time

Willow scowled as she held the phone.

"I'm guessing this has something to do with a certain monster hunter and the fact that you need help finding her?" Willow said coldly. "Faith sorta filled me in," she added.

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

"Yeah," the blonde replied hesitantly. "I mean, the suspension is officially over now a-and, you know, i-if it’s not too much trouble..."

Kennedy looked over at her and smiled sadly. Rowena returned the light sentiment before returning to her conversation, which was filled with dead air.

"I’d ask Dawn or Jeff," Rowena continued, "but locator spells are really your forte. You think you can get a lock on her? We need it kinda quick."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Slayer Gym – Same Time

"You know the drill," Willow said with a sigh of resignation as she watched Faith slowly approaching. "I'll need something personal, but it shouldn't be a problem."

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

"Thanks Will," Rowena said. "Meet me in the library in ten?" She listened once more and then hung up. She looked at Kennedy with a nervous expression.

"Still getting the cold shoulder?" the slayer asked cautiously.

Rowena nodded sadly. "But that's not important right now. Do you have anything personal of Kadin’s by chance? A book, an arrow, anything?"

Kennedy paused a moment in thought. "Yeah, I’ve got something that might work."

"Good, good," Rowena nodded. "Get it over to Will while I make another call."

"Will do," Kennedy replied and then made her way out of the door as Rowena picked up the phone. She dialed and waited a few moments before she said, "Alex Neel, please…Rowena Allister, Watchers Council. Tell her it’s an emergency."

Cut To:

Int.

Alex’s Office – Same Time

Alex’s intercom went on. "Ms. Neel, Rowena Allister on line three. She says it’s an emerge-."

"Thanks Denise," she answered and pushed a button on the phone. "Hello, Rowena. And what do I owe the pleasure of this call?"

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

"We have an associate that might need some legal council…something in your area of expertise actually."

Cut To:

Int.

Alex’s Office – Same Time

Alex picked up a folder on her desk and opened it. She scanned it briefly.

"Kadin Van Helsing?" she asked.

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

Rowena wore a confused expression for a moment. "Uh, well, yes actually. But how did you-?"

Cut To:

Int.

Alex’s Office – Same Time

"We keep close tabs on all supernatural going-on’s in the area. But just know that council is already in place to represent her. Her trial should start today."

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

"Okay. Well, do you know where?" Rowena asked.

Cut To:

Int.

Alex’s Office – Same Time

Alex paused. "I’m not sure if I’m at liberty to disclose that."

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

"Not at liberty? Look, we’re going to find out regardless. Willow is doing a locator spell right now. But what has me more concerned is your reluctance to discuss it."

Cut To:

Int.

Alex’s Office – Same Time

Alex licked her lips before replying.

"The truth of the matter, Ms. Allister is we can’t have the Council bursting in there, with guns blazing and attempting a break out."

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

Rowena’s expression hardened. "Oh, so it’s no longer Rowena but Ms. Allister. I see…Look, getting all Dirty Dozen is not my purpose in asking. I’d like someone from the Watchers Council to be there to oversee the trial, to be sure that it truly is a trial and not a witch hunt," she said before adding in a lower voice, "for lack of a better word."

Cut To:

Int.

Alex’s Office – Same Time

"I can assure you this is no witch hunt and Ms. Van Helsing is in the hands of a very capable representative."

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

"Someone from your firm?" Rowena asked.

Cut To:

Int.

Alex’s Office – Same Time

"I’m sorry. But again, I’m not at liberty to-."

Cut To:

Int.

Rowena’s Apartment – Kitchen – Same Time

"Right - discuss it," she said in a frustrated tone. "Are you going to give me the location or not?"

Cut To:

Int.

Alex’s Office – Same Time

Alex gave a heavy sigh.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Same Time

Kennedy gave a light knock to the door and peeked her head inside to see Willow at the table with a map. She turned toward Kennedy.

"You got something for me?" Willow asked, her voice cold and hollow.

Kennedy nervously entered the room and held the ring out in front of her.

"Kadin, gave me this last year. It’s hers. I figured it would work."

"Yes, you’re becoming quite the magic expert," Willow remarked as she held her hand out.

Kennedy handed it over and her fingers lingered for a moment.

"Will, listen. I didn’t do the spell with Rowena to piss you off. Faith wanted it done too. And I could see their point…if Devlin spilled the beans, then it would only cause more headaches."

"So erasing a man’s memory is worth avoiding a few more headaches? That doesn’t seem like a decent trade off to me."

Kennedy put her hands in her back pocket defiantly.

"You don’t know what it’s like to be out in the field, what the slayers have to deal with night in and night out," she answered, her voice starting to rise slightly. "The last thing we need are slayer wanna-be’s following us around, distracting us from our job. That could lead to my patrol getting killed or some civilian dying because we couldn’t get there in time."

"But did you think that maybe there comes a time when we should just stop hiding?" Willow asked. "A man’s mind should be his own."

Kennedy started to shake her head and make her way toward the door. "I think Rowena might have had a good point…This wasn’t about one man’s mind. It’s about one particular woman years ago."

When Willow glared in response, Kennedy threw up her hands and started to walk away.

"You too, huh?" Willow called out, making her stop.

Kennedy slowly turned around.

"I’m not gonna fight with you, Will. If you want to stay mad at me forever, hell, go ahead. Just do your job and I’ll do mine. I’m going back to Rowena’s place to bring her down here."

With that, Kennedy left the room and Willow looked down to see the grip she had on Kadin’s ring was now turning her knuckles white.

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Main Floor – Later

Kadin looked deep in thought. Her eyes stayed trained on the top of the old table as she considered the strategy her attorney had just proposed. Finally, she lifted them to meet the soft gaze of her lawyer. "Okay. If you think that'll work best, then let's do it."

Elana smiled. "I was hoping you'd say that."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Moments Later

Willow sat at the center table. A map of Cleveland was open before her with Kadin’s silver ring sitting on top of it. As she concentrated on the locator spell, Kennedy and Rowena and Faith stood nearby. A bright light suddenly flared up on the map.

"There," Willow said, pointing to the spot on the map.

Kennedy looked over the witch’s shoulder. "That's only a couple streets over from here. She's been there this whole time?"

Willow nodded. "It appears so."

"Typical," the slayer grumbled. She reached out and picked up the silver ring from atop the map and placed it in her front pocket. "I know that building. I'll head over and check it out. I'll contact you once I'm in." She turned to leave without waiting for any response.

"Kennedy, wait!" Rowena called after her, causing the slayer to stop. Kennedy turned to look back. "Just...be careful and remember what we talked about," the watcher said.

The brunette smiled and nodded before quickly leaving.

Faith looked over at Rowena disbelievingly. "You sure that's such a good idea? Letting her go alone like that?"

Rowena folded her arms resolutely. "Yes."

Without looking at Rowena, Willow gave the illuminated area of the map a small pat to make sure it was extinguished before she started to fold it.

"I guess you don’t need me anymore," she said quietly, finally looking at Rowena.

Rowena carefully dropped her arms. "No, I think we’re done."

"Fine," Willow answered as she began to leave the room, taking the map with her. "I’ll be in the Coven room if anything changes."

Rowena said nothing and watched Willow’s back as she left. Once the priestess was out of earshot, the watcher let out a heavy sigh.

"Damn, I’m sorry Ro," Faith said softly. "I would not want to be in your shoes right now."

"That makes two of us," Rowena answered.

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Main Floor – Later

Elana placed her pad back into her briefcase before standing up and snapping it closed. "Okay. I'll see you back here in about an hour. That's when your trial is scheduled to start."

Kadin nodded. "Okay." She returned Elana's light smile and watched as the lawyer made a quiet exit. Kadin sat motionless for a few moments, listening to the locking of the door, before getting out of the chair and making her way back over to the cot. She plopped down, leaned her head against the wall, and closed her eyes.

Cut To:

Ext.

Alleyway Next To Abandoned Building – Same Time

Cautiously, Kennedy approached the building that had been indicated in the locator spell. She ducked down behind the nearest dumpster, the smell only briefly putting her off. Her eyes swept over her surroundings, looking for any sign of impending danger. Her muscles were tense with anticipation as she slowly stalked her way closer to the entrance of the building.

Cut To:

Ext.

Abandoned Building – Rooftop – Same Time

A cloaked figure sat perched on the nearest ledge, his eyes trained on the quickly moving body below. A low chuckle emitted from his hood right before he leapt from the ledge.

Cut To:

Ext.

Alleyway Next To Abandoned Building – Moments Later

Kennedy stopped dead in her tracks when a figure dressed in a black cloak suddenly fell out of the sky and landed right in front of her. She took a step back and watched as the figure slowly rose from his crouched position.[image: image22.jpg]



"You should not have come here," came a deep voice echoed from beneath the man’s hood.

Kennedy stood in a defensive stance, ready for a fight. But the cloaked man never attacked; he just stood there, silently staring back at her.

"That's it?" Kennedy said, straightening her stance. "That's all I get? A 'you should not have come here' and then the silent treatment?" She shook her head with a sigh. "Boy, you baddies are really slipping in the intimidation tactics, 'cause I gotta tell ya, I just ain't impressed."

The man took a step closer and stopped. Kennedy quickly jumped back into a defensive position, but the man did not advance further. "I take this to mean that you are not going to leave willingly?"

Kennedy smiled. "Strong, silent, and smart? Daddy must be proud, but...I still ain't impressed." She turned to look around at the empty alley. "I mean, come on, give me a little credit here. I am a slayer, you know. I came here to bust in and save the day, and all I get is you to stop me?" She shook her head with a sigh. "I'm hurt."

The man in the cloak slowly lifted his hands and pulled the hood back from his head. Kennedy flinched when she took in his features. A long, ugly scar ran diagonally from the right side of his forehead to the left underside of his chin, and his right eye was nearly completely white.

"You must forgive me," the man said. "I'm not as handsome as I once was, thanks to your friend, the hunter."

"Kadin? Did...that?"

"Yes," the man said grimly.

The slayer sighed. "I'm really sorry, but it still doesn't give you the right to hunt her down and put her on some bogus trial for show. You oughta know…she's not the same person she was back then."

The man chuckled. "Well, it seems she has worked her charms on yet another unsuspecting victim." The smile slowly faded from his face. "But I suppose it would be futile to attempt to persuade you otherwise. If my own sister wouldn't listen to reason..."

"Wait," Kennedy said, suddenly looking confused. "Your sister?"

"Yes. My sister, Serena," he answered calmly. "And because of your so-called changed friend, she is now dead."

"Just a minute," Kennedy began to argue. "If I remember right, it was your own kind that killed Serena, not Kadin."

"Enough!" the man suddenly shouted, causing Kennedy to jump. "If you won't leave, then I have no choice but to let you stay."

The slayer stared at the man anxiously. "Why do I suddenly have a very bad feeling about that?"

The sound of quiet footsteps against the alley echoed in Kennedy's ears. She quickly turned and scanned the alleyway to find that she was now surrounded by cloaked figures.

"Okay. Now I'm impressed," she stated ruefully.

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Main Room – Moments Later

Kadin was sitting on the cot with her back against the wall. Her eyes were trained on the old and worn wooden planks of the ceiling above her. She looked lost in deep thought, but the serene moment was abruptly broken when the door swung open loudly for the second time that morning.

Kadin glanced down at her watch. "It's only been ten minutes. What are you doing b..." The rest of the sentence died in her throat when her eyes caught sight of Kennedy stumbling into the room, a guard right behind her.

"Okay, geez," the slayer complained. "I'm goin'. No need to get pushy."

The guard searched Kennedy’s jacket and removed her cell phone, then shoved her further into the room before returning to the door and slamming it shut.

"Kennedy?" the hunter asked in surprise as she rose to her feet. "What the hell are you doing here?"

Kennedy met the hunter's eyes and smiled. "Isn't it obvious? I'm here to rescue you."

Kadin didn't look happy. "You shouldn't have come here," she said as she walked back to her cot.

Kennedy couldn't help but smile. "Now is that any way to greet a friend? If you're not careful, I just might get the impression that I'm not wanted."

"This has nothing to do with wanting you, Kennedy," Kadin replied quickly before nearly choking back on her own words. "I mean...this is my mess. I have to deal with it on my own. You shoulda just stayed out of it."

The slayer shook her head as she started to pull off her jacket. "You know us slayers, Kadin. We never can mind our own business. Besides, I’ve been looking to get away on a little vacation and I heard the accommodations here were better than the Ritz Carleton." She threw her jacket on the back of the nearest chair before plopping down into it.

Kadin sighed and sat back down on her cot. She settled in and dropped her head back against the wall.

"Slayers," she grumbled.

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Same Time

Rowena was sitting directly across from Faith, holding her hands in her lap and staring down at her silent cell phone. Faith however wasn’t sitting. She was busy pacing back and forth like a caged animal.

"Shouldn't she have called?" the slayer asked anxiously. "I mean, she shoulda been in there by now, right?"

Rowena looked over at the nervous woman and nodded.

"Yeah," she breathed before turning her eyes back to her cell. "But this is Kennedy. I'm sure she's fine. Just…give her some time."

Faith sighed. "I hope you're right."

The sound of Kennedy’s voice suddenly broke through the tense moment. "Ro, this is Kennedy. Do you read me?"

Rowena smiled and instantly lifted the walkie-talkie from her lap to her mouth. "Kennedy?"

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Main Room – Same Time

"Yeah. It's me," Kennedy said, holding her hand against the earbud as she spoke into the tiny microphone she had sneaked into the building. The slayer cut her eyes over to the hunter, who was still sitting with her back against the wall, staring up at the ceiling. "I found Kadin."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Same Time

Rowena and Faith both smiled. "You did? How is she?" the blonde asked hopefully.

"She’s fine," Kennedy’s voice came over the radio. "For the moment, anyway."

"Should we send over a team?" Faith asked as she took the walkie-talkie from Rowena who promptly snatched it back.

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Main Room – Same Time

"No, I don’t think so," Kennedy said before looking over at the hunter brooding on the cot. "Kadin pretty much wants us to butt out and Alex suggested the same, but I’m not leaving, though."

"Are you sure?" Rowena asked emphatically. "If Alex is wrong, and this isn’t a trial but a lynching, you could be in danger too."

"Yeah, I’m sure. They don’t have any beef with me. I didn’t even have to crack any skulls to get inside. I’m safe…for now…But keep a monitor on this channel, though, in case things turn ugly."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Library – Same Time

"Will do," Rowena said.

"Kennedy out."

When Rowena put the walkie-talkie on her hip, Faith lit into her.

"That's it?" the slayer said.

Rowena nodded. "That's it."

"This is bull," Faith huffed before quickly leaving the library.

Rowena called out, "Faith," making the slayer stop and turn around briskly. "Trust Kennedy. I know she can handle this."

"No offense Blondie, but you haven’t been batting a thousand lately. You just better pray you’re right this time," Faith said before she left the room.

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Main Floor – Moments Later

Kadin let out a long sigh and pulled herself away from the wall. She glanced down at her watch before meeting the eyes of the vigilant slayer.

"So what's the deal with you and the watcher chick anyway? She your new girlfriend or somethin'?"

"Ha! Rowena?" Kennedy asked incredulously before chuckling. "Hardly. She's just...a friend...Kinda…When we’re not ready to rip each other’s lungs out, which I'd probably win at if it got to that point...But yeah, friends I guess."

Kadin smiled. "Yeah. Like I haven't heard that one before."[image: image23.jpg]2D




The slayer shook her head. "No, really. In fact, she's my ex's girlfriend, and I don't even want to get into that long winded story."

"Oh, even kinkier’n I thought. You’re seeing your ex’s gal."

Kennedy didn’t answer. She only gave the hunter a deadly glare.

"Ouch," Kadin laughed. She pulled herself up off the cot and made her way over to sit in the chair across from Kennedy. "Wait, by ex, you mean Willow? The redhead? The girl you were so caught up in that you nearly let a vamp suck you dry?"

Kennedy looked up sharply at that last comment.

Kadin only smiled. "Don't look so surprised. I told you, I never face an enemy without knowing them first."

"Is that what we are? Enemies?"

Kadin's smile slowly faded, and she averted her eyes to the table. "If you can't tell by now..."

Before Kennedy had a chance to respond, the door swung open and Elana walked in carrying her briefcase. The lawyer's eyes fell on the room's new occupant.

"You must be Kennedy," she said. "They told me you'd be in here." She walked over and extended her hand to the slayer. "My name is Elana Velmont. I’m representing Kadin. It's nice to meet you."

Kennedy stared at the other woman's outstretched hand before hesitantly reaching out to shake it politely. "Same here."

Elana dropped the slayer's hand and turned to Kadin. "You ready?"

The hunter nodded. "As I'll ever be." She turned to glance at Kennedy as if they were parting ways.

"Oh," Elana broke in, "she'll be coming with us."

"What? No! She can't!" Kadin protested adamantly.

"I'm afraid you don't have a choice in the matter," the lawyer said calmly. "Please," she motioned towards the door.

Kadin glanced back at Kennedy before sighing and standing up. "Fine."

Kennedy watched Kadin’s reaction with interest, her eyes locked on the hunter as she followed her lawyer from the room. Elana stopped in the doorway and looked back at the slayer.

"Now would be good," the lawyer prompted.

Kennedy shook her head. "Right." She got up from her chair and followed the others out of the room.

Fade Out.

End of Act Three
Act Four
Fade In:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Makeshift Courtroom – Later

Kadin looked nervous, as if she felt everyone’s eyes staring at her. The hunter was sitting in a chair facing[image: image24.jpg]


 what appeared to be the judge’s bench. On her right, facing toward her, were two rows of chairs for the jury.

The hunter sucked in a deep breath and cast a glance over her shoulder. The chairs behind her were filled with clan members - all but one. Kennedy sat directly behind her. She was pulled out of her nervous state when Elana leaned over to whisper in her ear.

"Try to relax," the blonde said. "Don’t be cocky, just calm."

"Easy for you to say. I feel like I’m goin’ implode here," the hunter mumbled as she sat back in her chair.

The side door to the room suddenly opened and twelve black-cloaked clan members filed into the room. They headed over and took a seat in their chairs. Finally, the eldest Knight, Kael, entered.

"All rise," a deep voice bellowed as Kael approached the bench. All the members in the room instantly stood and waited until the elder was seated.

He scanned his eyes out over the crowd before calmly speaking, "Be seated."

Kadin looked over at Elana before falling back into her seat. The courtroom fell into a quiet hush. After a long pause in which the trial didn’t proceed, Kadin leaned over to Elana.

"What's the holdup?" she whispered to her lawyer.

The blonde turned her head to the side and quietly responded. "The prosecutor. He's not here."

Just as the words left her mouth, the double doors at the back of the room swung open, and a young man dressed in an expensive suit walked in carrying a briefcase.

"My apologies to the court," he explained as he placed his briefcase on the table to the right of Kadin. "I was held up at the airport."

Kael nodded in recognition. "You are excused, but don't let it happen again."

"Yes your Honor." The lawyer nodded as he pulled his pad from the briefcase. His eyes darted to the side and locked onto Kadin.

"All right," Kael said before clearing his throat. "Now that we are all present, shall we begin?" He nodded towards the prosecutor. "Mr. Steel? Your opening remarks?"

Marcus Steel straightened his suit and adjusted his tie. "Thank you, your Honor." He picked up his pad and began to go over his notes one last time.

Steel approached the jury with an air of confidence. He looked deep in thought as he began to speak.

"Cold blooded murder," he announced before pausing dramatically. "That is the reason why we are here today." He paused and glanced back at Kadin over his shoulder. No one caught his coy smile but the hunter. "Ms. Van Helsing cruelly, ruthlessly, and cold-heartedly murdered your brethren, who were merely trying to defend themselves from such a monster hunter as she. In fact, it was the defendant's very own father that had tried and failed to claim their lives in the beginning."

He paused again and let his expression grow intensely serious. He reached up and removed the glasses from his face. He made it a point to meet each of the jury member's eyes as he finished.

"We are not here to point fingers or to call names. There is no doubt that Ms. Van Helsing committed these crimes. She herself has openly admitted to them numerous times. In fact, she has boasted about them again and again." He took a moment for a dramatic pause. "You are not here to determine her punishment. You are simply here to assign guilt, to see that justice...is served. Thank you."

Marcus finished his opening remark and turned away from the jury. He met Kadin's eyes and smiled in challenge before quickly taking his seat.

"Thank you, Mr. Steel." Kael said before turning his gaze to Elana. "Ms. Velmont?"

The blonde nodded and stood from her seat. She adjusted the glasses on her face before casting a quick glance at the hunter. She smiled before making her way over to the jury.[image: image25.jpg]



"Mr. Steel has presented my client in a rather unpleasant light. He would have you to believe that Ms. Van Helsing is a cruel, ruthless, cold-hearted murderer whose soul purpose in life is to see that your brethren are completely extinguished from the face of the earth." She paused to look back at Kadin, forcing the jury to look at her as well. "The person you see before you today is anything but."

She trained her eyes back on the members of the jury. "Kadin Van Helsing does not seek out your kind for vengeance or for sport." She paused once again. When she began again, her face creased with pain. "But the memories of what she has had to do will be with her for the rest of her life. There is no punishment, no justice that you can mete out that will be worse than living with the experiences she’s already had to face in her young life. Mr. Steel calls it murder. We call it self-defense and will prove it. All we ask is that true justice be served today, not revenge based on hearsay or unfounded accusations. Thank you."

Kennedy leaned over to whisper in Kadin's ear. "Wow. She's good."

The hunter nodded in agreement as she watched Elana make her way back over to the table. "I see this."

"Thank you, Ms. Velmont." Kael glanced down at an open folder on the bench before him. "Mr. Steel?" He looked up at the prosecutor and nodded. "Your first witness?"

"Yes," Marcus replied, standing to button his jacket. "Thank you, your Honor." He glanced down at his own notes. "The prosecution calls Coen Vance to the stand."

Kadin closed her eyes and shook her head.

"What? Who is it?" Kennedy once again leaned over the bench to whisper to the hunter.

Kadin pulled her head up from the table. "One of Serena's brothers."

The slayer turned her attention to the front as the scarred man from the alleyway took the stand. "Oh, him."

Once the young man was sworn in, Marcus approached him.

"Mr. Vance, you are the brother of Serena Vance, correct?"

"I was her brother, yes," he answered.

"And as such, you were...privileged to know the defendant better than most, yes?"

"Yes, I suppose you could say that," Coen replied stoically.

"Perfect, and as such, you had the opportunity to witness Ms. Van Helsing and your sister engage in rather...questionable activities, isn’t that right?"

Coen's eyes suddenly fixed on Kadin. "Yes," he said firmly. "She made Serena do things she would never have done otherwise. She turned her against her own family, against her own kind."

"Objection, your honor." Elana rose from her seat. "Relevance?"

"Sustained." Kael then turned to Marcus. "Keep your questions in the scope of the trial, Mr. Steel."

"Yes, your Honor." He turned back to the witness and sighed. "Mr. Vance, did the defendant ever openly admit to killing the members of your brethren?"

"Absolutely," Coen spat. "Not only did she admit to it, she laughed about it. She said she made those beasts pay for what they did and took enjoyment in it."

Marcus smiled. "Thank you, Mr. Vance. No further questions."

Kael turned to Elana. "Your witness."

The blonde stood slowly and smoothed out the material of her skirt. She paused before quietly approaching the stand. "Mr. Vance, you say that Ms. Van Helsing openly admitted to you that she killed these members of your brethren?"

Coen nodded slowly. "Yes..."

Elana stepped right up to the stand and stared down the young man. "Did she tell you how she did it? Did she tell you when, where, how, or with what?"

Coen didn’t answer at first. Then he clenched his jaw and said, "No. She didn't."

Elana turned towards the jury. "So, this cruel, ruthless, cold-hearted murderer, according to you, boasted and laughed about her killings, yet she didn't so much as tell you one single detail about them?"

"No," the man replied in a whisper.

"If my client was so proud of what she'd done, as you claim, one would assume that she would want to tell you as much as she possible could, wouldn’t she?"

"Objection," Marcus rose from his chair with a huff. "She's leading the witness, your Honor."

Kael eyed the man down. "Overruled. Sit down, Mr. Steel." The lawyer complied with another huff. "The witness will answer the question," the judge added.

Coen said nothing and looked at Mr. Steel for a moment as if fishing for clue of how to respond.

"I withdraw the last question your Honor," Elana said. "Mr. Vance did you witness Ms. Van Helsing kill your sister or brother?"

"No," he answered shortly.

Elana nodded and then faced the judge. "No further questions your Honor," she replied and turned to take her own seat.

Kael nodded and turned to Coen. "You may step down, Mr. Vance."

The man quickly left the stand and made his way to the back of the courtroom, taking a seat behind Marcus.

Kael once again turned to the prosecutor. "Mr. Steel, your next witness."

Marcus flipped through his notes before once again standing. "Your Honor, we call Mr. James Vance to the stand."

The man rose from the back of the room and walked to the witness box. Quietly he took his seat.

Steel slowly walked up to the witness box. "Would you tell us about your daughter and your son, Mr. Vance?"

James cleared his throat. "They had both just gone through their rite of passage to adulthood. Serena was especially proud of the necklace that she got as confirmation but…" James trailed off taking a deep breath, "but she hadn’t had it that long before…before that monster killed them!" he yelled unable to control his anger any longer.

"Objection your Honor," Elana said, rising from the table.

"Sustained," the judge answered before turning to Steel and Vance. "I realize emotions are running high, but Mr. Steel, please advise your witness to refrain from such outbursts."

"We apologize your Honor," Steel answered before turning back to his witness. "Now James, I realize this is difficult but will you please recount what happened to your son and your daughter?"

"Van Helsing hunted them down. She trapped and killed them as if they were nothing more than a sport to her. She took the necklaces as a trophy for her conquest."

Steel walked over to the table and held up a necklace. "Would this be such the necklace of which you spoke of?" he asked.

"It is," James answered.

"No further questions," Steel told him. "At this time I would like to submit exhibit A. This item was found in the defendants' cabin when she was placed under arrest of the Order."

The judge showed the necklace to Elana. "Do you have any objections to this submission?"

Elana walked over and examined it carefully. "No, your Honor," she answered.

"Al lright then. Your witness."

Elana walked over to the witness box.

"First, Mr. Vance, did you personally see Kadin kill anyone?"

James glanced at Steel and he nodded. "No, I did not."

"And this necklace, Exhibit A, is given to anyone who completes the rite of passage to adulthood, is that correct?"

"Yes," he replied.

"So that means that there could be literally hundreds, if not thousands, of these same necklaces in the world?"

"Objection," Steel said, moving to his feet.

"Overruled," the judge replied. "Please answer the question."

"The necklace belonged to my son," James replied.

"I asked if more than one of these necklaces have ever been produced, but I’ll ask again. Have more than one of these necklaces ever been produced?"

"Yes," Vance answered in frustration.

"Were your children’s necklaces engraved?" she asked.

"No," he answered.

"So you really have no way of knowing if that necklace belongs to your children or even the true nature of how my client would have one in her position, is that so?"

"No I don’t," he answered. "But we all know what she is."

"Thank you," she replied. "No further questions your Honor."

As Elana took her seat, Kadin pulled her closer to whisper in her ear. "But Serena gave it to me."

"Exactly," Elana whispered. "Gave it to you. Just roll with me here, okay?"

Kadin appeared unsure but she nodded just the same.

"Your Honor, the prosecution calls Isa Spence to the stand," Steel announced.

Kadin groaned at the name. "Great, first the brother, then the dad, and now the grandmother. It's one big happy family reunion."

The back doors to the room slowly swung open. An elder dressed in the traditional Knight’s robe walked in and made her way slowly to the stand. She did not make eye contact with the hunter as she took her seat. After she was sworn in, the questioning began.

"Mrs. Spence, how do you know the defendant?"

The woman's cool blue eyes swept over the short distance to lock onto Kadin. The hunter visibly flinched.

"She was...involved with my granddaughter." The woman seemed to nearly choke on the words as she forced them from her lips.

Marcus placed one hand in the front pocket of his pants. He began to pace in front of the stand as he spoke. "So, it is a fair assumption to say that you knew Ms. Van Helsing better than most? That you were more acutely aware of her past behavior?"

Isa spoke calmly as she answered. "Yes. I knew what Ms. Van Helsing was capable of – she’s a Van Helsing after all. I tried to warn Serena that the woman would only bring her heartache and pain." The old woman paused, and her eyes grew saddened. "I tried to tell Serena that a life with her would never be stable, never grounded. After all..." The woman stopped and looked over to Kadin with anger in her eyes. "You can't tame a wild beast."

Elana started to make notes on the pad in front of her while Marcus placed his hand atop the old woman's. He looked into her eyes and spoke slowly. "And just where did Ms. Van Helsing lead your beloved Serena? Where are your grandchildren now?"

"They’re dead." The words left the old woman's mouth like venom seeping from a snake bite. "They’re dead, and Kadin Van Helsing killed them."

"Your Honor, I request the last sentence be stricken from the record?" Elana interrupted.

Kael nodded at the objection. "Mrs. Spence, please limit your responses to the questions asked. The jury will disregard that last statement. Mr. Steel?"

The lawyer shook his head. "Nothing further."

"Ms. Velmont?"

Elana stood up from her chair, but did not come from behind the table. "Mrs. Spence, you say that my client is the person responsible for your grandchildren’s death?"

Isa nodded. "That's right."

The lawyer pulled the glasses from her face and placed them on the table before approaching the stand. "Well, I must admit that I am a little confused." She placed both her hands on the bench in front of the witness chair and leaned in. "Was it really Ms. Van Helsing who killed them, or was it in fact Serena’s very own kind, her so-called 'brethren', who brutally and viciously murdered her, all because she refused to hand over her lover?"

The courtroom erupted in a chorus of outrage, but Kael quickly ended the outburst with three slams of the gavel.

"There will be no outbursts tolerated from either side. This trial will proceed with no other interruptions, or I will clear the courtroom!" He turned to Elana with a nod. "Ms. Velmont, please approach the bench and explain where this line of questioning is going."

"No one in this brethren witnessed my client kill Serena," Elana began. "It’s been stated by Mrs. Spence that her granddaughter had an intimate relationship with my client, and the only thing that ties Ms. Van Helsing to this family is a necklace, which I should add, might have been given to her as a result of their relationship. My client contends that she did not kill Serena and she was trying to defend herself and Serena. I’m trying to establish if Mrs. Spence, as an elder herself, has such knowledge of what transpired."

The judge nodded. "You may continue."

Elana turned to Isa. "Mrs. Spence, please answer the question: Do you have any knowledge that someone within the murdered brethren plotted to kill my client and/or Serena?" The elder stared at the other woman with disdain in her eyes but said nothing. "You are under oath," Elana reminded her.  

"Yes," Isa ground out between gritted teeth. "It was the Knights who passed judgment on Serena." she said quietly.

"So, the unfortunate death of Serena was caused not by Ms. Van Helsing, but by the laws and practices of her very own people, correct?" Isa refused to respond, but Elana didn’t press her. She merely turned to the judge. "I ask the record show that the witness has not answered. I have nothing further for this witness at this time your honor."

Marcus instantly rose from his chair. "Redirect, your Honor?" Kael nodded his approval. The young man approached the stand once again. "Mrs. Spence, is it not true that if it weren't for the influence of Ms. Van Helsing your granddaughter never would have betrayed her cause? Is it not true that if it weren't for the defendant's blatant disregard for Serena's duties to the Knights, your granddaughter would never have been put in the situation to choose between her heart and reason?"

Isa waited a few tense moments before responding. Her eyes once again landed on the hunter, who was busy looking anywhere but at her.

"No," the elder woman said softly.

A surprised gasp fell over the courtroom, and Marcus nearly fell back out of his shoes. "W-what?"

Isa met his eyes and sighed.

"She loved her. Heaven knows I'll never understand it, but Serena really...loved her."

Marcus turned to the judge and nervously cleared his throat. "Your Honor, may I have a short recess to confer with the witness?"

Kael glared down at the man before finally agreeing. "You have five minutes Mr. Steel, and don't keep me waiting. I'm not a very patient man."

"Thank you." He walked over to Isa and began to talk to the woman in hushed tones.

Elana turned to Kadin with a smile, but the hunter did not return the sentiment. "This is good. We're winning."

Kadin finally met the other woman's eyes with a forced smile. "Yeah."

Marcus stepped back from the stand and faced Kael. "Your honor, I have nothing more for this witness at this time."

The elder nodded. "Very well. Is there another that you would like to call?"

Marcus ran his fingers through his hair and sighed. "No, your Honor."

"Ms. Velmont?" Kael then turned to the other lawyer. "You may call your first witness."

Elana stood confidently. "Your honor, the defense calls Kadin Van Helsing."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Slayer Gym – Moments Later

Faith was busy pounding on a heavy bag when Willow walked in. She stood back and watched the slayer relentlessly beating the bag before slowly approaching.

"You know, they are other ways of releasing your anger than beating a helpless bag to a pulp," Willow said as she sat on the nearby bench. "I prefer the classic dish smashing, myself. Ice cream is good too."

Faith stopped punching and snorted, remembering Willow’s earlier attack. "Yeah, but with either one then there’s that messy cleanup."

"True," Willow conceded.

Faith grinned for a second, then sobered and resumed her angry pounding.

"I know you wanna rush in with the rescue, Faith, but, I think Ro’s right. We have to respect Kennedy’s wishes when it comes to Kadin. Remember how she reacted the last time we butted in?"

Faith looked at Willow incredulously. " ‘Ro’s right’? Am I hearing you correctly?" she shot back.

"Yeah, I know. Much as I hate to admit it," Willow grumbled unhappily. "I’m speaking only of this point regarding Kennedy and nothing else," Willow quickly clarified. "Of any other recent decisions made by Rowena Allister we shall not speak," she announced firmly.

Faith snorted again and stopped her workout. Then she joined Willow on the bench. The redhead handed the slayer’s water bottle to her. Faith took a long swig of the liquid and set the bottle back on the bench. She looked over at Willow, who wore a worried expression on her face.

"For someone who thinks Rowena’s decision about Kennedy was right, you sure don’t look too confident," Faith said.

"Stupid, huh?" Willow said with a sheepish grin. "My head tells me one thing, but my heart tells me another."

"Tell me about it."

"I mean, I’m sure Kennedy can handle herself, and I know she’ll call if she needs backup, but...this whole Kadin thing..."

"Yeah."

"I’m just scared that things won’t work out, and I’m not sure she can handle another heartbreak so soon."

"I hear ya."

"It’s really none of my business," Willow said. "It’s her life, and if she wants to chase after some chick who’s got more emotional baggage than a Samsonite store, then it’s on her."

"Well, Ken’s a pretty emotional person herself," Faith pointed out.

"That’s what I’m afraid of," Willow replied.[image: image26.jpg]



"I know what you mean," Faith agreed. "You put those two together..."

"And it’s like putting a lighted match in a gallon of gasoline."

They both paused a moment and then looked at each other.

"And we’re sitting here doing nothing why?" Faith asked.

"Because Ro said she believes in Kennedy - that she could do this."

They paused again until Faith asked, "You still got that map?"

"Let’s go," Willow said, rising quickly and waving Faith to follow her.

Fade In:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Makeshift Courtroom – Resume

All eyes were on the monster hunter as she slowly rose from her chair and made her way over to the witness stand. The bailiff approached her hesitantly and began to swear her in.

Kennedy leaned over the front of the bench.

"Elana?" She caught the lawyer's attention and motioned her over. "What are you doing? You can't put her up there. Lawyer boy over there will roast her over the coals. You know that."

The lawyer kept her composure and only nodded. "He’ll try, but she’s the only witness to what happened."

Kennedy watched in stunned silence as the woman quickly walked away.

Elana approached Kadin with a smile. "I am sure that by now you are quite aware of why you are here today. You have been charged with the ‘murders’ of multiple members of this Knighthood. What do you have to say about that?"

Kadin remained silent as her eyes scanned over the courtroom. She paused to let out a breath before responding. "I ain't gonna deny it. I was in a very bad place back then, and yes, I’m responsible for taking lives."

Marcus smiled.

Elana nodded and took a step forward, placing her hands on the bench in front of the hunter. "So, you admit that you murdered these werewolves in cold blood?"

"I never said that," Kadin replied curtly.

"Well, what exactly is it that you are saying, Ms. Van Helsing?"

"I said I killed some of them," the hunter replied calmly, "but I didn't murder them."

"Would you care to explain to the jury and the rest of the court what you mean when you say you didn't 'murder' anybody?"

The hunter shifted in her seat nervously. "I hardly knew who or what I was from one day to the next back then. Losing my father... like that...it left this huge, gaping hole in my life. I didn’t know how to fix it. I just lashed out at the nearest thing, the thing I had always been taught to hate. If I’d take out as many werewolves as I could on the prowl, I might get the ones that killed him."

"So what you're saying," Elana turned to look at the jury as she spoke, "is that your intentions weren't purely malicious. You were in a lot of emotional pain, and you weren't really thinking about what you were doing." She turned back to Kadin with an expectant look. "Would it be a fair assumption to say that your killings in fact weren't a premeditated act...but were more of an emotional response to the death of your father?"

"Objection, your Honor." Marcus shot up from his seat as soon as the last word left the lawyer's mouth. "She's leading the witness, practically putting words in her mouth, and this whole defense is ludicrous. ‘She was angry at her daddy’s death, so she killed?’ Come on!"

The elder considered the objection for a moment before nodding. "I'll sustain your objection, Mr. Steel, and although I would agree with your assessment of this defense, it is exactly that, her defense. So I'm going to allow Ms. Velmont to proceed, and then you will have your chance to question the witness in cross examination. Now, please take your seat." He turned to Elana with a stern glare. "Ms. Velmont, please proceed carefully."

The blonde nodded. "Yes, your Honor, thank you."

Kennedy watched as Kadin let out a slow breath before sinking back into her chair. "What in the frilly heck is goin' on here?"

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Outside Makeshift Courtroom – Moments Later

Coen approached his grandmother with anger seething from his every pore. "Why the hell did you do that?" he demanded.

The old woman slowly sat on the worn bench. She folded her aged hands in her lap and sighed. "I don't expect you to understand," Isa said.

"You're damn right I don't understand!" the man replied in anger. "I don't understand why you just went in there and basically gave that murdering bitch a free pass. If it wasn't for her, my sister and brother would still be here."

The elder's eyes remained focused on the opposite wall, her breathing even and steady. She blinked once and lifted her eyes to meet her grandson's.

"No, Coen. If it wasn't for us, they would still be here. That woman didn't kill them...we did."

Cut To:

Int.

Watchers Council – Lobby – Same Time

Faith and Willow both briskly walked through the lobby toward the front door when a voice behind them called out.

"Where do you two think you’re going?"

Faith and Willow looked at each other and turned around to see Rowena there with her arms folded across her chest and a disapproving look on her face.

"We’re, uh," Faith looked to Willow for help but found none. "We’re going out for ice cream. Want some? You look like a vanilla girl I’d say."

"Ice cream?" Rowena said skeptically. "That’s the best you could come up with? Ice cream?"

"Welllll," Faith said with a shrug. "We didn’t think we’d have to come up with a getaway story, all right?"

"Why is it so hard for you guys to trust Kennedy?" Rowena asked as she began to walk toward them. She quickly held up a finger and added to the priestess, "Willow, don’t answer that."

"I do trust Ken," Faith answered before the witch could protest. "But that doesn’t mean I can’t still worry."

"A part of me is worried too," Rowena admitted. "I’m not sure if I can trust Alex that everything is ‘above board and legal’ regarding this trial. But I know Kennedy can keep her cool in this. Just have a little faith…Faith," Rowena finished with a look that showed how awkward the sentence came out.

"Normally I’d say yeah," Willow began, "but since when do you have faith in Kennedy? Since she became your personal lapdog?" she continued.

"Okay," Faith said, holding up her hands, trying to calm things down.

"She is not my lapdog!" Rowena argued.

"Ladies," Faith tried again.

"She might not be your dog, but I’ll lay odds she’s been in your lap!" Willow remarked.

"What?!" Rowena exclaimed.

"Let’s just…" Faith said, coming to step between them as they inched closer.

"You heard me," Willow went on, looking past Faith, who stood in front of her. She dodged around Faith’s head to meet Rowena’s eyes as she started to sarcastically mimic Kennedy’s and Rowena’s earlier comments to her. " ‘I’m going to Rowena’s place.’ ‘No, we’re done.’ It’s not hard to read the writing on the walls when it’s in big bold letters, including a FLASHING NEON SIGN!"

"Calm down," Faith said, putting a hand on each woman’s shoulder.

"Oh yeah?" Rowena countered. "Well, if that were true, at least SOMEONE’S been in my lap because it sure as hell hasn’t been you!"

"WHOA! Okay!" Faith yelled. "That’s it. Ding. Ding. Round over. Blondie and Red, get to your corners." Rowena and Willow both looked down at the ground, neither saying anything more. "Jesus Christ," Faith sighed. When the room continued to remain silent, faith turned to both of them. "Look, that ice cream idea sounds pretty good right now so why don’t the three of us go up the kitchen, raid Andy’s freezer and just…veg for a while, okay?"

"I’m not hungry," Rowena answered.

"Neither am I," Willow answered.

"See, there you go. You both still have something in common," Faith remarked with fake optimism. "Now come along - you two can watch me eat instead."

Faith grabbed each woman by the arm and pulled them along.

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Makeshift Courtroom – Same Time

Kennedy's eyes remained trained on the blonde lawyer as she once again approached the stand and began to question Kadin.

"Ms. Van Helsing," Elana started in a low, sweet voice, "as a witness to the deaths of the clan members, please recall for us what transpired that night."

Kadin averted her eyes. When she spoke, her short reply was broken and rasped. "According to Serena, the order intended to trap me, and she was sent as the bait. But over the course of being with me, we…we grew rather close. When the day came to finally turn me over to the Order, Serena told me about the plan. She wanted us to leave, and we planned on it, but she wanted to make one last attempt to speaking with the family. They agreed to meet us…so we did."

"What happened then?" Elana asked.

"They captured me, but they also capture Serena. We were placed in a circle of the brethren. They began to turn into werewolves and…and then Serena turned…After that, we both began to fight our way out of the circle."

"So you did not kill Serena?"

Kadin looked angrily at Elana. "No, I…I loved her. I only wish her family had loved her as much."

"So if you didn’t kill Serena, did you see who did?" Elana asked.

"Her brother did it," Kadin answered.

Marcus immediately shot to his feet. "Objection your Honor. Strictly hearsay."

"Your Honor," Elana said before the judge could answer. "Kadin Van Helsing is the only living witness to what has happened. It’s important that she tell her side of the story."

"Overruled," the judge told Marcus. "Please continue."

"Thank you," Elana told the judge. "Now Kadin, you mentioned that you did in fact kill members of the brethren. Can you explain?"

Kadin nodded. "When they began to attack, Serena and I started to fight back. I killed one werewolf and she…she was just an unstoppable flurry of fangs and claws. She’d taken out practically everyone."

"Practically?" Elana asked.

Kadin nodded again. "Everyone except her brother. She spared him but…he attacked her while her back was turned and…they fought to the death."

"He lost to Serena?" Elana asked.

Kadin shook her head. "No, I killed him, trying to save Serena but…it was too late. He’d already done too much damage to her and…Serena died in my arms. At that point, Coen entered. He decided I’d done it all on my own, so he went after me and I…I did what I had to in order to escape."

Elana turned to the jury with a sympathetic look, before bringing her gaze back the head elder. "Nothing further."

"Mr. Steel?" Kael motioned towards the witness stand.

The man nodded with a pause before slowly pushing back his chair to stand. Kadin's eyes focused on the man with pure disdain.

"I see," he nodded and averted his eyes. He let out a breath and moved around from behind the table. "So, you lost your father and claim you had no control over what you were doing, is that correct?" he summarized as he placed his hand in the front pocket of his slacks.

"After his death, I had some rough months, yes."

"Did this lack of judgment also apply to your mental state as well as your emotional state? I mean, at the time were you not aware that killing another person was wrong?"

"No," the hunter sighed. "I knew it was."

"And yet, you killed anyway?"

Kadin looked toward Elana as she answered. "Yes, I killed people who were werewolves."

Marcus rubbed his forehead in confusion. "Well, correct me if I'm wrong, but it seems that your mental state was not incapacitated in any way at the time that you committed these crimes against people. You say that you were in a 'bad place' emotionally, and yet, you knew that what you were doing was wrong."

Kadin's face cast an annoyed glare at Steel. "Yeah, so?"

Elana caught the slip Kadin's demeanor. She sat up in her chair and stared her down. When Kadin looked over, she raised a brow, but Marcus had already detected the abrupt shift in the hunter's demeanor.

Marcus crept closer to the stand, his eyes locked with Kadin the whole way. "Does it make sense to you that a person would be considered incapacitated when that person clearly knew the difference between right and wrong?"[image: image27.jpg]



"Well, I guess that depends on who you ask," Kadin replied calmly before slowly leaning in to the man, her eyes never leaving his.

Marcus’s eyes flared with anger. He slammed his hands down against the bench in front of the hunter. "Do you really expect us to believe that YOU, Ms. VAN HELSING, were so in love with a werewolf - the kind of person you'd sworn to kill - that you decided to run away off with her but instead her own brethren killed her? YOU who took ever opportunity up until that point to kill any werewolf you saw fit? Do you think we’re a group of idiots? There is no way that Serena would have ever loved you."

Kadin's anger suddenly boiled over inside her, and she couldn't hold back. Her fist flew out in so fast that it all seemed a blur as the sickening crunch of bone against bone echoed in her ears. Marcus stumbled back from the stand, clutching his broken nose.

"Kadin, no!" Kennedy was up out of her seat and leaping over the bench before the hunter could even slide her chair back. She raced over as the judge banged his gavel.

Kennedy caught the other woman's arm in mid swing, pinning it behind her back. Kadin's face was slammed against the back wall as the slayer fought to restrain her.

"I'm really trying not to lose my temper here," Kennedy explained calmly. She slammed the hunter into the wall for good measure. "But you're really not making it easy."

"Yeah, well, this ain't exactly the highlight of my day either," Kadin grunted as the pressure on her arm slightly increased. "Damn. Ease up, would ya?"

"Are you trying to get yourself killed?" Kennedy asked in an exasperated breath. She leaned in to bring her face just to the side of the hunter's. "You keep this up and there won't need to be a trial. You acting like a psycho with no self control and it really ain't helping your case here."

"You heard what he said," the hunter retorted. "Was I supposed to just let him talk about Serena like that?"

"I didn't say that," Kennedy breathed as she released the hunter's arm. "Serena’s dead, but I know you're not ready to join her, not yet. So straighten up."

Kadin rubbed her wrist as she turned to face the other woman. "You don't know what it was like...you weren’t there..." She trailed off and averted her eyes uncomfortably.

"Your Honor," Elana began. "I ask that we take a twenty minute recess so I may counsel my client."

"Agreed," the judge said. "Mr. Steel? Are you all right?"

Steel continued to hold his nose and simply nodded.

Kael lifted the gavel with a sigh. "We'll take a brief recess and reconvene in twenty minutes." He slammed the gavel down, and everyone stood as he made his way from the courtroom.

Kennedy watched as Elana stomped back to the table and slammed her notepad into her briefcase before snapping it shut roughly. The slayer leaned in to whisper to the hunter. "Looks like somebody's pretty pissed. I'd be very afraid if I were you."

"Too late," Kadin breathed. "I already am."

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Briefing Room – Later

Elana and Kennedy entered to see Kadin already seated. The lawyer slammed her briefcase down onto the table, causing Kadin to nearly jump out of her seat. "What the hell were you thinking in there, huh?"

The hunter shrugged. "I don't guess I really was."

"Oh," Elana laughed, pulling her glasses off and throwing them onto the table. "You can say that again." She placed her hands on the table in front of Kadin and leaned in. "Do you want to lose? Is that it? Do you want them to find you guilty? You really want to die that badly?"

"No," the hunter replied softly. "I don't."

Elana stared at the woman's downcast head before letting out a long sigh and pinching the bridge of her nose. "Look," she started slowly as she sat back into her chair, "I know that what he did really got under your skin. He had no right to say what he did, and I know it only provoked you more, but you cannot, and I mean cannot, give them anything to use as an excuse to convict. Remember? We talked about this."

Kadin let out a long sigh of her own before slowly lifting her eyes to meet her lawyer's. "I know," she nodded, "and I'm sorry. He just..." She grit her teeth, her knuckles turning white in her tightly clenched fist.

"I know," Elana said soothingly. She reached across the table and placed a hand atop the hunter's. Kadin's fist instantly unclenched, and her knuckles returned to normal. Neither woman said a word as they sat in mutual silence. "What happened to you and Serena was terrible, but if you don’t control that temper of yours out there, they’ll win. Do you understand?"

Kadin simply nodded.

From the across the room, Kennedy watched the scene with eyes full of sadness and longing.

Cut To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Makeshift Courtroom – Later

Everyone was seated as they waited for the head elder to return. The side door slowly opened, and he stepped through, followed by the members of the jury. Everyone stood and waited for them to be seated. Once Kael had taken his seat in the judge's chair, he nodded and said, "Be seated."

Kadin glanced over at the prosecutor and couldn't fight back the grin when she saw the splint now covering the man's nose but she did manage to push it down quickly.

"Ms. Van Helsing?" Kael's voice pulled Kadin from her amusement.

"Y-yes?" she asked.

The head elder motioned towards the witness stand. "Please retake your seat."

The hunter stood and made her way back to the stand. After pulling out the seat, she sat down slowly and cautiously. Once she was seated, Kael nodded to Marcus to continue.

Kadin cast a sideway glance at the man as he slowly rose from his chair. He dropped his hand from his nose and braced it against the table as he flipped through his notes with the other. His eyes scanned the page carefully before he finally looked up to the hunter. "Do you recall the name Mark Jasper?"

Kadin looked deep in thought as she searched her mind for any recognition of the name. "No."

Marcus flipped another page and began to read off more names. "Rhys Hill? Eliza Fillmore? Eric Stevens? Davis Moreland?"

"No," Kadin replied after only a moment of thought.

Marcus flipped the page back down and slowly made his way from behind the table. He approached the stand with a little hesitancy. "I must say, that is quite surprising, Ms. Van Helsing. Seeing as how all those names belong to the faces of those you so 'emotionally' killed a few years ago. Is it not?"

Kadin slowly closed her eyes. "I didn't know their names."

"Yes, Ms. Van Helsing, we are aware." Marcus placed his hands behind his back and slowly made his way over to the jury. He stopped and placed his hand on the bench before them. "It would seem that not only were you emotionally detached from yourself, but also from those you so freely killed in your effort to fill your ‘emotional void’."

"Your Honor?" Elana objected from her seat.

"Withdrawn," Marcus replied with a raised hand. He let out a long sigh and scanned his eyes over the jury before slowly beginning to speak once again. "She doesn't even know their names. She took the time to hunt them down and kill them like animals, yet she doesn't even know their names." He shook his head as he made his way back to his seat. "Nothing further, your Honor."

"Very well," Kael nodded before turning to Elana. "Ms. Velmont?"

Elana looked over to see Kadin's head bowed as she kept her eyes trained on her lap. She sighed and shook her head. "I have nothing else for this witness at this time."

The head elder turned to Kadin. "You may step down."

The hunter nodded her understanding before slowly leaving the witness stand to take her seat next to Elana.

Kennedy watched as Kadin made her way back to her seat, that usual air of self-confidence completely gone from her step.

"Your Honor," Elana began. "I’d like to recall Coen Vance to the stand."

Marcus looked over at Elana briefly before looking back at Coen who slowly began to rise.

As Coen began to take his seat the judge said, "We must remind you that you are still under oath," and Coen nodded.

"Mr. Vance, Ms. Van Helsing claims that you arrived on the scene after the attack. Is that correct?"

"Yes," he answered. "I found her surrounded ankle deep in bodies."

"And did you get a good look at those bodies?" she asked.

At first he said nothing and Elana said, "Remember you are under oath."

"Yes I did," he answered.

Elana nodded. "Of the bodies you examined, what would you say was cause of death?"

"Objection," Steel said from his chair. "Mr. Vance is not a medical examiner."

"Allow me to restructure the question," Elana quickly said. "Mr. Vance did the victims at the scene have lacerations or puncture marks consistent with that of claws and fangs? Again, I remind you that you are under oath."

Coen seemed to chew on his lip for a moment until finally answering, "Yes."

"Thank you," Elana replied. "The defense rests your Honor."

The judge turned to Mr. Steel, "Mr. Prosecutor, do you have any further questions for this witness?"

Steel looked at Coen and shook his head. "No your Honor."

Kael nodded for Coen to step down and then released a long sigh. "All right then." He paused to look at both attorneys. "We're in recess until both attorneys have prepared a closing argument." He lifted the gavel and gave it a single knock.

Fade To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Makeshift Courtroom – Later

Kael motioned to the prosecutor. "Mr. Steel, your closing statements."

Marcus nodded his gratitude before slowly making his way over to the jury. He placed his hand in the front pocket of his slacks before slowly beginning to speak.[image: image28.jpg]



"Ms. Velmont would have you believe that the defendant, Kadin Van Helsing is just a helpless victim. She was so overly traumatized from the loss of her father that she was not able to 'emotionally' rationalize between right and wrong." He paused to motion wildly. "Please...maybe in another society where law, logic, and reason have no standing whatsoever, yes. But here in this society, people must and should be held accountable for their actions. No matter the circumstances, as a child, we are all taught the difference between right and wrong, and we know that if we do something that is wrong, then we must be held accountable for our actions."

He turned to cast a brief glance at the hunter. "Is it heartbreaking what happened to Ms. Van Helsing? Of course, but if every time one of us loses someone that we love, we can’t go out and kill the first thing that reminds us of that pain. How could we as a society separate the cold-blooded murderers from those who were just...having a really bad day?"

He smiled wanly before continuing. "The plain and simple fact is that Kadin Van Helsing was not emotionally scarred from her father's death. She was not emotionally incapacitated. No, she had a thirst for bloody vengeance that was satisfied only when she took the lives of those who she blamed for her father’s death, whether they were guilty of the deed or not! Which is why she was found with six werewolf brethren dead at her feet. It wasn’t about love. It wasn’t about self-defense. This woman is a killer – plain and simple."

He placed his free hand in his other pocket and turned to the jury. "What about them?" he asked poignantly. "What about the lives that were torn apart by the 'emotional' rage of one very ticked-off monster hunter? Who can speak for them and say that justice will finally be served?"

He paused and removed his hands from his pockets and pointed at the various members of the jury. "You can."

He took a step back and nodded. "Thank you."

Marcus turned from the jury and trailed his eyes over the room to the other attorney and smiled.

Elana nodded in respect before slowly rising from her chair. "Mr. Steel makes a very good point," she began as she made her way over to the jury. "How can we as a society separate the cold blooded murderers from the emotionally unstable? Well, the answer is more simplistic than you may think."

She turned to motion towards Kadin. "A cold-blooded murderer does not care about what he or she has done. They do not stop to think for one minute that maybe, just maybe, what they'd done was wrong, and they certainly do not change that overnight."

She turned back to the jury and met each of their eyes. "Kadin Van Helsing is not one of those murderers. She knows that taking another life in the name of anger is not justified by the claim of agonizing, heart-wrenching pain."

She took a step closer to the jury box, a pleading expression on her face. "She will be haunted for the rest of her life. There will not be a night in which she lays her head down to sleep that she will not re-live what happened to Serena – that try as she may, she was unable to save her. But this trial is not about love and it’s not about hate. It’s about guilt or innocence. It’s a matter of deciding if it was murder or self-defense. Coen Vance himself stated that the marks on the bodies he found in Kadin’s presences appeared as claws and fangs, neither of which Kadin Van Helsing has. Mr. Steel has tried to build a circumstantial case based on a grieving family's pain and a necklace given to my client. That’s supposed to equal murder?"

Elana paused and leaned in to the jury. "The answer is it doesn’t - because this isn’t murder."

She paused and took in a steady breath. "Mr. Steel was also right about another point. Justice does need to be served here today. Killing my client for defending herself, and another werewolf I should add…well, that's not justice. That...is murder. I ask that you return a verdict of not guilty. Thank you."

Elana turned to Marcus and discreetly returned the smile as she made her way back to her seat.

"Thank you, Ms. Velmont. The court will now recess for the jury to deliberate. We will reconvene when the verdict is in," Kael announced and then slammed the gavel down.

Fade To:

Int.

Abandoned Building – Makeshift Courtroom – Later

Everyone in the courtroom was anxiously waiting as the jury filed back in. Kennedy reached through the wood of the makeshift bench from her place behind Kadin and grasped the hunter's hand. After a moment, she felt it squeezed in return.

Once the last jury member was seated, Kael was handed a slip of paper. His eyes studied the words for a moment before folding it back and returning it to the bailiff, who returned it to the jury foreman.

"Would the defendant please rise?" Kael said formally.

Kadin let out a breath and dropped the slayer's hand. Then she and Elana slowly stood.

Kael turned to the jury. "Foreman, please read the verdict."

The foreman opened the paper and began to read.

"In the matter of The Order of Knights Argentum vs. Kadin Van Helsing, on the charge of six counts of murders in the first degree, we find the defendant..."[image: image29.jpg]



Kadin’s breath caught in her throat as she waited for the sound of her fate to be read.

"Not guilty."

"Yesss," Kennedy hissed from behind Kadin, who finally began to smile. She looked over to see Elana smiling as well.

"Thank you," Kadin said sincerely to her lawyer.

"You’re quite welcome," Elana said as she shook Kadin’s hand. "Let’s not do this again sometime," she added with a wink which made Kadin chuckle slightly.

Fade To:

Ext.

Abandoned Building – Front Entrance – Night

Kadin pulled her leather duster tightly around her body as she stepped out into the cold night air. "Never thought you'd be so glad to see a dirty, smelly Cleveland back alley, huh?" Kennedy looked over at the hunter as she stepped out behind her, placing her hands in the pockets of her jean jacket.

The hunter nodded with a smile. "Yeah. I guess it is true that you never know what you got ‘til it's gone."

"Good point," the slayer added with a smile.

Both women stood in awkward silence, looking anywhere but at each other. "So, that lawyer of yours was pretty amazing, huh? She's got a wicked way with words. Impressed even me, and I'll tell ya, I'm not an easy girl to impress."

"That so?" Kadin smirked flirtatiously.

Kennedy swallowed hard at the look she was receiving from the other woman, "Uhhh...yeah?"

The hunter chuckled lightly. "No, I know what you mean. She really saved my ass back there." She smiled softly at the other woman. "You know…I’m glad you stayed."

"It was nothing," Kennedy dismissed with a shrug.

"Yeah well, still," Kadin said before reaching out and placing a gentle hand on the slayer's forearm. "Thanks," she whispered softly as she stared back into the deep brown eyes that were locked onto her own.

"You're welcome," Kennedy whispered back just as softly.

Kadin held the other woman's gaze for a long moment before quickly retracting her hand from the slayer's forearm. "Well, I guess I should be getting back. Got a window to replace and all."

"Y-yeah, you probably should," Kennedy agreed. Kadin turned to go. "Were you attracted to her?" Kennedy suddenly blurted out.

The hunter stopped in mid-stride and slowly turned to face the slayer. "What?"

Kennedy swallowed back her fear. "Elana...were you attracted to her?"

"Why? Do you want me to ask her out for you?" Kadin asked with a small chuckle.

"No," Kennedy said quickly. "I mean, you, you guys, you two seemed pretty...cozy," Kennedy said, tripping over her words.

Kadin shook her head with a disbelieving smile. "You're kidding, right?"

"I saw that whole ‘hand thing’," Kennedy explained. "You know, the 'I'm sorry' and then the 'I know' and then the ‘hand thing’."

Kadin reversed her direction and took the few steps back to come face to face with the slayer. "The whole 'hand thing'? That was a comfort, not a come-on."[image: image30.jpg]



Kennedy shook her head with a sigh. "You're right, I'm sorry. I mean, it's none of my business anyway." She turned to go but was stopped when the hunter's hand shot out to grab her elbow. The slayer instantly found herself mere inches from the other woman's face.

"This is a come-on," Kadin said softly as she pulled Kennedy’s face down to hers and issued a smoldering kiss.

Kennedy swallowed back the lump in her throat as she stared back at the other woman. A smile slowly appeared on Kadin’s face.

"Maybe I’ll see ya around the tombstones again sometime," Kadin said as she started to walk away.

Kennedy just blinked a few times before a smile crept to her face.

Fade Out.

 

End of Trial By Fury

