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Script Notes:

SCENE refers to a descriptive imagery of the scene in question. This is to help you with an idea for the setting, atmosphere, emotion, etc. This is not mentioned or part of the script.

CAPTION refers to a part of the narrative that WILL appear in the comic in a square box somewhere in the panel.

BROTHERS IN DARKNESS

Scene: Syth stands in a bizarre steel ring contraption. Energy “shackles” hold him in place. Shadowed angelic forms of others surround him.

Caption: “In the real world of inter-dimensions, the places mortals call heaven and hell are merely works of fiction. These realms do in fact exist, but in a form and substance far beyond what our mortal senses could fathom or comprehend. In heaven, its inhabitants would hardly call it that. It is known by them as Aurora. And there are no angels to speak of. Their facsimiles exist, known as seraphims. And the fiery inferno dimension that even our brightest scholars have labelled hell is known by its demonic denizens as Grimoire, and these demons are known as leviathans. And as it goes here on Earth (or as the seraphims and leviathans call it, Mundane), their occurs a pecking order of politics that is every bit as corrupt. And the seraphim named Syth is about to find the consequences of getting in its way…

Shadow #1: …and so Namtillaku Jang-Syth, you have been charged with crimes against the Almighty Marduk and so, according to our most sacred seraphim laws of Aurorian virtue, you are hereby banished from Aurora and stripped of your status as seraphim.

Syth: But Torghan…I still fail to see –

Shadow #1 (Torghan): - and that is why, Jang-Syth! Your apathy amongst so many of pure devotion is a cancer not to be tolerated, condoned or advertised! A poisoned tongue such as yours is a tumour amongst the seraphim!

Syth: If I am not to be seraphim, what will I be!?!

Shadow #2: Interdimensional excrement…

Torghan: Belzac, your words are normally appreciated, but please refrain at this moment in time.

Shadow #2 (Belzac): Yes, m’lord.

Torghan: Jang-Syth. You are to be expulsed from our world of divine light, of pure virtue and unwavering faith to that region of vile disgust – Grimoire.

Syth: Grimoire!

Torghan: Marduk has had enough of your truant devotions, my misguided little wretch! You are to be Suhim’s ward now…

Syth: I am to be…leviathan?

Torghan: That is the price of poor faith, my boy.

Belzac: The host medium has been established, m’lord.

Syth: Please, Torghan! I beg you…

Torghan: You have seen this procedure before, have you not, Jang-Syth? Didn’t your former seraphim co-herald, Dracon Shard-Star, get expulsed a short time ago?

Syth: Yes, m’lord.

Belzac: Miserable crop of seraphims – the entire seventh generation has all but rotted…

Torghan: You’re psychic residual is to be sent to Grimoire where a rather excited Suhim will deal with you. You will lose your divine beauty as a seraphim and became the wretched sin-eating leviathan. To do so, your residual must be sent through the plane of Mundane…

Belzac: The mortal cage of Earth…

Torghan: …where you take with you one mortal soul that Marduk Himself has deemed unsalvationable. Ironic that to send one of our own to Grimoire, we need the aid of a feeble mortal soul…

Belzac: Soul in question is established, m’lord.

Torghan: And what deviant mortal is it this time, Belzac?

Scene: Mandrake’s bar on Mundane/Earth. Max LeVey slamming back a shot of whiskey.

Drake: Max LeVey, you have hit your limit, pal…

Max: Shut your foul mouth, my dear Drake. I need another drink.

Drake: C’mon, Max…I think you’ve had just about enough. Most of that last one ended up on your shirt…

Max: Drake, how long have I been coming here?

Drake: I dunno – six years?

Max: Six years! Six years of loyal patronage. And have I ever been a problem to you or this establishment?

Drake: Problem?

Max: A nuisance. Have I ever –

Scene: Max gets a weird tingle, a surge of strange energies, an unknown shiver.

Drake: You okay, Max?

Max: That was odd…

Drake: What was, Max?

Max: I could have swore I just got shocked – felt like a hundred volt charge ran through my fucking veins…

Drake: I doubt that, Max. You want me to get you a lift home?

Max: No – you know what? I think I will go home. I don’t feel so good all of a sudden.

Drake: Alright. See ya, buddy.

Scene: Max gets up from stool and stumbles out of the bar. Hits the back alley and throws up.

Caption: “Max LeVey has seen better days – not many, but he has. But for every nice-sunny-picture-perfect-all’s-well-in-fucking-TV-land day, Maximillion LeVey has enjoyed, there has been at least fifteen foul-destructive-stick-it-up-your-ass-you-motherfucking-son-of-a-bitch days waiting around the corner. Just like this one.

Max: The voices…

Caption: LeVey is, what genetic engineers have labelled, a Deviant Gene Pattern, or a DGP. Sometimes called “DeviGenes”, or quite simply, a freak.

Max (wiping vomit off his chin): Fucking freak…

Caption: LeVey was born with a paranormal gene pattern. Something in his DNA structure decided at some point during his gestation that the future Max LeVey would be different.

Max: No more voices…

Caption: LeVey is a psychic ecto-empath – in other words, he has the mutant psychic ability to sense the emotions and basic thoughts of others and his altered psychic perception also registers the ecto-residue of the deceased. Simply put, he sees ghosts. Too often. And sometimes the only way he can blur his tormented eyes from seeing and feeling the anguish of the living and the dead, is to drink those senses numb. Much like tonight.

Scene: Max begins to shudder again.

Max: Jesus-fucking-Christ –

Caption: Well, maybe not quite like tonight.

Scene: Syth in the energy chamber.

Torghan: Goodbye Jang-Syth. Give Suhim my utmost loathing…

Caption: When a seraphim of Marduk’s is expelled from the hallowed halls of Aurora, his spiritual residual is projected through a mortal medium. The fallen seraphim’s residual binds with the predetermined medium’s stained soul and re-directed into the realm of Suhim – the fiery hell known as Grimoire. Unfortunately, contrary to mortal myth and legend, seraphims don’t always see or know everything. Torghan and his congregation failed to detect Max LeVey’s deviant gene pattern. And this tiny cosmic oversight would change everything. Because when a seraphim residual connects with a deviant gene pattern, the result is often explosive as –

Max: FFFUUUUUCCCCKKKKKK!

Scene: Max writing in a pool of his own vomit, shuddering violently. White light erupts from what seems like every pore in his body. The white light burns from him and begins to turn black. Suddenly, there is an explosion. When the smoke clears, Max is crumpled against the wall, bloodied. Small fires burn a strange dark colour around him. Small puddles resembling black oil litter the alley. Max’s eyes seem blank and lifeless.

Caption: It is at this point, the combined souls of Max LeVey and Namtillaku Jang-Syth should be arriving for horrific designation by the leviathans of Suhim. The key phrase here is…”should be”.

Scene: The black oil “puddles” start moving slowly towards LeVey, touching him, caressing him, absorbing into him.

Caption: Depending on how his future turns out, LeVey’s DGP just might have saved his life. Or ruined it.

Scene: The “puddle” liquid enters his pores, his mouth, his nose. His eyes “blink” back to life. The liquid seems to be absorbed into his very skin. He pulls himself up slowly, wiping blood and vomit from his face. He stumbles back into Mandrake’s Bar.

Max: Drake…

Drake: Jesus Christ, Max – that noise! What the fuck happened out there!

Max: Bright light…black…I don’t know…

Drake: Have a drink, Max…sit down…

Max: No…I need to get to the bathroom and –

Scene: Almost as though he willed it, his wounds seem to heal and his clothes change to a fresh new outfit.

Max: - get cleaned…up?..what the fuck..?

Drake: Jesus! What the fuck just happened there, Max!?!

Max: I don’t know, Drake, I –

Voice: Hands in the air, motherfuckers!

Scene: Drake and Max turn their heads to see eight “juicers” – gang bangers who raid bars for cash and liquor.

Voice (Juicer #1): You know the routine, fuck-face! Empty your terminal of all credit onto a disk card and hand it over to me…slowly. And we’ll take any and all cybersinthe you have in stock. Where’s your dry storage?

Drake: Through the back…

Juicer #1: Ren! Trey! Dorius! Get the liquor! Rest of you…keep your eyes on our friendly neighbourhood bartender and his faggoty little friend in black here.

Max: We don’t want any trouble here, man…

Juicer #1 (slamming his gun barrel into the side of Max’s head): I’ll tell you motherfucker what you want – or don’t want!

Scene: Max crumples to the ground – he pulls himself up slowly and his eyes seem to drain in colour. He rises not as the depressed alcoholic devigene Max Levey, but as someone or something else – a large dark gargoyle of a creature. He lashes quickly, snatching the gun from Juicer #1’s hand. He jerks so quickly that he retrieves not only his gun but the Juicer’s hand.

Juicer #1: Fuck! My fucking hand!

Juicer #2: What the fuck is that!?!

Scene: Juicer #2 pulls out his gun and fires. The black of LeVey’s skin absorbs the bullets.

Max: Hehehehehehe…

Scene: LeVey passes a mirror and catches a momentary glimpse of what he has become. For a second he is mesmorized by this being looking back at him. Suddenly a chair crashes over his head.

Juicer #2: Fucking freak cocksucker…!

Scene: LeVey falls back to the ground, stunned momentarily. The black seems to withdraw slightly, uncontrolled. Juicer #2 stands over him with his gun.

Juicer #2: Die you fucking –

Voice: Excuse me, gentlemen, but you’re blocking my way and I am in dire fucking need of a drink.

Scene: Heads turn to see Syth standing in the doorway. His once beautiful seraphim form has changed. His clothing has turned from lighter colours to black. His angelic wings have been replaced by bat-like wings. His skin has turned a light purple almost, his blue eyes now red. He has small horns, fangs, and claws. He is no longer seraphim, but not fully leviathan. A sight most mortals couldn’t fathom.

Juicer #2: Jesus Christ – what kind of bar did you pick, Mozez!

Syth: You fucking little vermin…I suggest you pray to whatever unseen saviours or silent voices fuel the kerosene of your faith – though it will prove about as futile as whimpering like a small child or defecating in your own self pity. 

Scene: In a flash, he is on Juicer #2, ripping his chest open with his clawed hands.

Syth: But maybe in prayer, you miscreant little shits can deceive yourselves into thinking you actually died with a clean slate – or at best, a clear conscience.

Scene: He sinks his teeth into Juicer #2’s neck.

Syth: Or maybe not.

Scene: LeVey pulls himself up to the bar.

Syth: Hey pal! You gonna skulk over there like a shade or fight?

Max: Shade…?

Scene: Max returns to his previous horrific form only in a more refined outfit.

Max: I think I will fight…!

Scene: Insert a vicious series of chaos as Syth and Max tear the juicers apart)

Scene: The Aftermath – a damaged bar, painted in blood. A jacked up LeVey and a blood stained Syth sit at the main bar.

Syth: So who are you, Mr. Shade?

Max: Who am I? Or who was  I?

Syth: Is there a difference?

Max (looking in mirror): Oh yeah…

Syth: Then tell me.

Max: I used to be Max LeVey.

Syth: Used to be? And now you’re…

Max: I don’t know…I’ve…become someone…something…else.

Syth: You mean you weren’t always this pretty? Hehehehe…

Max: No.

Scene: Drake pulls himself up from behind the blood soaked bar.

Drake: Oh…my…god…

Scene: Syth raises a clawed hand as if to strike.

Max: Wait!

Syth: Huh?

Max: He’s okay…it’s his bar we just saved!

Syth: Saved? It’s destroyed! Besides, I just came in because I wanted a drink.

Scene: Drake notices all the blood and vomits.

Max: So who are you? Fuck, what are you?

Syth: You know, I don’t know either.

Max: You don’t know?

Syth: I remember an explosive white light and then I appeared in that alley behind this place…

Max: White light..? That’s –

Syth: That’s what?

Max: That’s when I became…this.

Syth: So do you know me? Maybe I was with you…

Max: I’ve never seen you before in my life.

Syth: Then I guess you wouldn’t know my name…

Max: By your appearance, I’d guess Dracula, hehehehehe…

Syth: Dracula?

Max: The vampire…books…movies…Bram Stoker?

Syth: Never heard of them.

Max: Never heard of Dracula? Or vampires?

Syth: No. Should I?

Max: Not if you’re from another fucking planet – (looks Syth up and down) which is a pretty good possibility now that I think about it…

Scene: He notices a marking on Syth’s arm – a tattoo of my SYTH logo.

Max: What is that?

Syth: A marking – a word – “Syth”.

Max: You can read that thing?

Syth: Yes…you can’t?

Max: It just looks like a symbol…wow, you really aren’t from here…

Syth: That explains those fragile fleshy things…tasty though…

Max: Humans.

Syth: What a quaint name…”humans”…

Max: Shade…

Syth: What?

Scene: Max looks in the mirror then down at the black matter breathing around him.

Max: What you called me earlier…just call me Shade…Obsidian Shade.

Syth: And you, Mr. Shade, can just call me Syth.

Max: Drake…can I get a couple of drinks here…

Scene: NAPREC Headquarters.

Caption: NAPREC…North American Population Regulation and Ethical Control. Formed in 2017 by a government system charading as democracy but moonlighting as fascism. NAPREC’s job was simple. Make sure that the general populace ate, drank, shit, fucked and think exactly the same. All in the interest of “genetic and moral survival”. And its McCarthian leader is one General Norman Docker.

Docker: What do you have for me, Lieutenant Ciccone?

Ciccone: Uh – the DGP Report – the prelims are in, sir.

Docker: Let me see them.

Ciccone: Here they are, sir.

Scene: Ciccone hands Docker a lap top computer.

Docker: In this human utopia, Lt. Ciccone, we must maintain the order. Ethical, spiritual, moral, religious and genetic order. They will believe what we tell them to believe.

Ciccone: I agree, General…

Docker: And in this mighty pecking order, there is little space and even less tolerance for those with deviant fucking gene patterns.

Ciccone: Yes, sir.

Docker: And it is our job to what, Lt.?

Ciccone: Register all known DeviGenes, sir?

Docker: Register…bah…

Ciccone: Sir?

Docker: Let me tell you something, Ciccone. This world will do a helluva lot better if we did more than just register these fucking parasites! No, Ciccone. We will do more than just register DGPs.

Ciccone: Yes, sir.

Docker: We will wipe them off this fucking planet like a scourge of cockroaches.

Scene: A desolate junkyard. Shade is shooting at parts of junk. He’s firing energy bolts from his arms.

Shade: This shit is bizarre…

Syth: How so?

Shade: Hey being a fucked up weird looking monster might be commonplace in Syth-land, but this is new shit to me! This stuff morphs to what I’m thinking – it moves around me. Christ, if I didn’t know better, I’d guess this shit was alive!

Syth: That’s nice…

Shade: You okay? You seem down about something…sorry for the monster bit there…I didn’t mean –

Syth: Down about something? My long term memory seems to go back exactly two and half hours! Born out of an explosion and a back alley into a world of absolute violence and rivers of blood. My only clue to who the fuck I am is a symbol on my arm that may or may not be my name. Down? No – I’m fucking ecstatic!
Shade: Sarcasm will not make things better. You don’t remember anything?

Syth: Not a goddamn thing!

Shade: You look like a vampire…

Syth: A vampire?

Shade: A creature of the night…blood drinkers…

Syth: This blood drinking just feels like instinct…but I have never heard of this vampire…

Shade: I gotta be honest, Sythy…I’ve seen a lot of DGPs in my time –

Syth: DGP?

Shade: Deviant Gene Pattern. Humans whose DNA structures are re-evolving due to chemical by-products around today and the restructuring of our biospheres due to industrialization, radiation, etc.

Syth: So they’re mutant humans.

Shade: Yes. They can…do things that other humans don’t normally do. Some people have simple DGP flux’s such as floating two feet off the ground or turning spots on the wall blue. Some can generate plasma and level a small town.

Syth: Sounds like more of a curse than a blessing.

Shade: To a degree it is. DGPs aren’t exactly looked upon as the lambs of God. In fact, they’re routinely spit on, verbally abused, denied normal opportunities – we are the dregs of humanity…

Syth: We?

Shade: I was – am – a DeviGene. Even prior to this black stuff – my Obsidian – consuming me…

Syth: What was your flux?

Shade: Voices in my head.

Syth: That’s a flux? Sounds more like a mental condition…

Shade: I am an ecto-empath. I sense the dead. I can see the head. I can hear the dead.

Syth: Sounds annoying as hell.

Shade: Sometimes it was…

Syth: So you think I might be a DGP? A DeviGene?

Shade: That’s just it. I’ve never seen a DGP so far developed or physically altered as you. It’s usually a lot more subtle.

Syth: So what the fuck am I?

Shade: Honestly? You look like a fallen fucking angel…

Scene: From a shadowed pile of junk, we see a pair of red eyes watching…

Caption: At NAPREC Command…

Ciccone: General Docker, sir!

Docker: Lieutenant?

Ciccone: DeviGene Recon Unit 54 has just e-wired a report from their field position, sir.

Docker: On screen.

Scene: Coding erupts on a screen, de-coding as they speak.

Ciccone: Sir, apparently there is a high DGP count resonating from an abandoned section of land just south of Caledon – a prior junkland, last used over twenty five years ago.

Docker: Go on.

Ciccone: The DGP count is unusually high for such a small area of land, even by normal standards, sir. Even Caledon itself doesn’t have a DGP per capital count like this. OmegaUnit first noticed the count and they called in Recon54.

Docker: Their results, Ciccone?

Ciccone: It appears to be a haven of about ten or so DeviGenes. A band of outlaw DeviGenes, suspected of being actively involved in several city limit raids on supply runs, communications outposts and small scale military commands…our military commands.

Docker: Does this mean they’re who I think they are, Lieutenant?

Ciccone: Yes sir. This gypsy band appears to be the same who work under the banner The Rogue Bohemians. And they are being led by this DeviGene…

Scene: A rugged figure appears on screen.

Ciccone: Answers by the name of Caliban.

Docker: Spiderbaby? Jesus fuck, Ciccone, why do they all sound like bad superheroes?

Ciccone: We have a cleansing unit nearby on alert, sir.

Docker: Fine work, Ciccone. Alert that unit to stand on our orders. I want these deviant fucks wiped out.

Ciccone: Yes, sir.

Scene: Back at the junkyard…

Shade: You got a place to stay, Syth?

Syth: No…maybe…I don’t know…

Shade: You can stay with me…it’s the least I can do…

Syth: For what?

Shade: I don’t know why, but I think it’s somehow because of you that I have this obsidian in me…

Syth: And you’re thanking me for that!?

Shade: Yes. I am.

Syth: You’re welcome…I gue –

Scene: Syth looks up abruptly as if a “Spider-sense” is tingling.

Shade: Syth! What’s wrong?

Syth: We’re not alone. Not by a longsh –

Scene: An explosion erupts from the earth before them. They’re both blown several feet from where they were sitting.

Shade: Where the fuck did that come from! I didn’t see or hear anything in-coming?

Voice: That’s cuz it came outta thin air, motherfucker. It came – from me!

Scene: A short stocky man stands on a pile of trash. He is Ground Zero.

Voice (Ground Zero): Lord of the Bombs, man! I am – Ground Zero! And you’re on our turf, shitheads!

Shade: We’re sorry. We were tired and never reali –

(another explosion)

Ground Zero: This ain’t no charity hotel, darkboy! Get the fuck out!

Shade: Let us explai –

(another explosion)

Ground Zero: Starting to hurt yet?

Shade: No…but it is starting to piss me off!

(Shade attacks – insert a small battle)

Syth: This world is fucked up…

(Syth turns to see a beautiful woman come from the shadows)

Syth: Lady, you might not wanna come out here…

(she smiles – she is Shatter)

Syth: That one seems to be setting off explosions some how. Let us handle this –

(she opens her mouth and screams – Syth grabs his ears in obvious pain and drops to his knees)

Shade: Syth! What the fuck - !

(Shade knocks out Ground Zero and runs to Syth and Shatter)

Shade: Lady, I don’t know what you said but –

(Shatter opens her mouth to scream but Shade quickly fills her mouth with his Obsidian – she chokes and collapses)

Shade: - please shut the fuck up!

Syth (rising to his feet): What the hell was that?

Shade: They’re DeviGenes. It looks like – or rather sounds like – she can scream at pitches that can deafen.

Syth: Did you kill her?

Shade: No – just removed her oxygen for a second. She’ll come ‘round.

(a large piece of metal catches Shade off guard. It slams into his side, stunning him. Syth turns to see a large zombie-like creature. He is Grimm)

Grimm: Back off, strange ones…you are not welcome here…you have done enough!

Syth: I don’t remembering asking for your permission!

(flies towards Grimm and slams into him – a small fight breaks out)

Voice: Enough!

(Shade rises, groggy. Syth, covered in Grimm’s blood, drops the unconscious man. Grimm’s neck is freshly punctured. Shade and Syth turn to look up at this new voice. At the top of the junk pile stands several shadowed silhouettes. One steps forward but his face is still non-visible.)

Voice: Who are you two? You’re not NAPREC.

Syth: Nap prick? I don’t understand…

Shade: NAPREC – the government’s military hunger dogs trained to hunt and kill DeviGenes.

Voice: Announce yourselves.

0

Shade: I am Obsidian Shade. This is my friend, the demon Syth.

Voice: Demon? I’d say he looks more like a vampire…

Shade: The jury is still out on that one.

Voice: Why are you here? Near Caledon…my safe haven?

Syth: We did not know…we thought this place was abandoned…quiet…why did you attack us so quickly?

Voice: Convenience…easier to wipe you out, no questions asked, than to ask you politely to leave.

Shade: Apparently it wasn’t.

Voice: No…apparently not. Are you both DeviGenes?

Shade: I am…but I have also been altered. Syth here is from another dimension or world. But we’re not sure where yet.

Voice: And not NAPREC?

Syth: If we were working for NAPREC, do you think we’d tell you?

Voice: I suppose not. But you didn’t kill my people when you had the chance. Not exactly the standard practice of a NAPREC soldier. Ink, fetch the wounded and take them down to The Nurse for rejuvenation.

(from the shadows a well muscled and tattooed man – Ink – emerges. He wakens Ground Zero and Shatter. The three then lift Grimm and carry him off)

Shade: So why do you remain hidden? Reveal yourself.

Voice: There is safety in darkness, wouldn’t you agree? You cannot form a true opinion about that which you cannot truly see.

Syth: Maybe not, but my opinion right now is to rip your fucking head off…

Shade: And I’d bet my life Syth here could do it, mystery man…

Voice (laughing): Not much reason in that is there, blood-drinker?

Shade: Oh, but there was reason in blowing me up three times?

Voice: Come now, Shade. If Ground Zero was going to kill you, he would have. He can spontaneously generate a combustible energy source to generate anywhere within a twenty five foot radius of his person – he creates explosions. Some have the intensity of a small firecracker and some hit like atomic fucking bombs. He was just trying to rattle you.

Shade: Well then, mission accomplished. I’m fucking rattled.

Voice: Very well, Obsidian Shade…you and Syth have been more than patient with me. Welcome to our humble abode – the land of the Rogue Bohemians.

Shade: Rogue Bohemians! I always thought they were a myth!

Voice: I assure you, we are very real. They are my people. And I am…Caliban!
(he emerges into the light)

Scene: NAPREC Command

Docker: Lt. Coiccone – sent them in.

Scene: The junkyard.
(an explosion)

Shade: Fuck, Caliban! Y’ think you can tell Ground Zero to call it off!?!

Caliban: That wasn’t Ground Zero…his blasts are organic fire. That was –

Ink: NAPREC!

Scene: An army of NAPREC Armoured DeviHunters flying in.

Syth: Looks like we’re in for a fight.

Shade: Why Syth, would you ever get that idea…

Caliban: A fight? More like a war…

DeviHunter #1: Level this shit heap. ATTACK!

(an all-out battle erupts – insert several pages of blood spilling chaos)

Scene: Nino is using his wind generation to catch a DeviHunter in a mini-tornado. He fails to notice the one behind him.

Nino: And now the power of Nino will tear you –

Caliban: Nino! Behind you!

Scene: Nino turns to get shot point blank in the face – he collapses, headless.

Caliban: NNOOO!

Scene: Caliban attacks the second DeviHunter. The first one lands and goes to aid the second. Syth drops from the sky and tears off the first one’s helmet, sinking his teeth into the DeviHunter’s neck.

Scene: Shade fighting alongside Ink.

Shade: How ya doing over there, Ink?

Ink: These fuckers just keep coming!

Shade: Hold strong, my friend!

Ink: Can’t push…

(A large NAPREC Walker – think the Scout Walkers from “Return of the Jedi” – steps on him)

Shade: NO!

(A surge of Obsidian – the walker explodes)

TV Eye (running up to Caliban): ‘Ban! Caliban!

Caliban: TV Eye! What is it?!?

TV Eye: Infirmary…gone…seven DeviHunters got in – Nurse, Grimm, Ground Zero, Shatter  - they’re all…dead!

Caliban: By God, every fallen Bohemian will be avenged a hundred fold!

Scene: A battle rages on – ALL Bohemians except Caliban are killed. All the Devi Hunters are killed or driven off. All that’s left is Shade, Syth and Caliban…

Syth: Your men fought bravely, Caliban.

Caliban: …and died without cause, blood-drinker.

Shade: We should leave this place.

Syth: The ones that fled will surely send for more…

Caliban: I can’t just leave…them…here…like this…

Shade: You will better this world and thousands of other DeviGenes in it if you are alive, Caliban. You are of little use to any of them if you are dead.

Syth: Vengeance is tough to accomplish as a self-pitying corpse.

Caliban: And I will have my vengeance…

Scene: NAPREC Command.

Docker: Report, Lt.?

Ciccone: The locale has been torched. We recovered ten bodies, sir. They’re all in the MedLabs now.

Docker: Those freaks put up quite a fight didn’t they, Lieutenant?

Ciccone: Yes, sir.

Docker: What was our damage?

Ciccone: Four walkers…and thirty six soldiers.

Docker: Thirty six? The DGPs killed 36 men?

Ciccone: Yes sir. And fourteen wounded.

Docker: Are you sure they were all killed?

Ciccone: All reports are not yet in, sir, but it appears two or three fled. We’ve got recon scouring the landscape.

Docker: Their potential power is awesome!

Ciccone: Yes, sir.

Docker: I want those ten corpses sent down for a complete autopsy and bio-analysis.

Ciccone: Yes, sir.

Docker: Seems to me, the only way we’re going to fight this genetic plague is to build our own DGPs…

Scene: Mandrake’s Bar.

Shade: You sure about this, Syth?

Syth: I think so. I need to try and find some answers. Who I am. Where I’m from. Why I’m here…

Caliban: You’re a powerful warrior, Syth. We could use you in this war.

Syth: I thank you, Caliban. I’m sure you and Shade will do fine without the aid of an amnesiac vampire.

Shade: It’s been an insane few days, Syth. It’s an honour to call you “friend”.

Syth: I agree, Obsidian Shade. You are my best friend in this strange world.

Shade: Good luck out there, Syth. Stay alive. If you ever need anything…

Syth: Don’t worry. We’ll meet again…

Shade: How do you know?

(Syth just smiles and leaves)

Caliban: Let the war begin.

Caption: It’s been five long years since the Caledon junkyard massacre. Five long years of increased paranoia towards the DGPs. Five years of increased corruption within NAPREC. Five long years of increased torment in the mind of –

Caliban: Obsidian Shade!

Scene: Shade sitting at a bar. Caliban enters loudly.

Shade: Hey, Caliban…can I get you a drink?

Caliban: No, I’m fine.

Shade: What’s up?

Caliban: We intercepted a NAPREC recon patrol. They’ve decided to send in a new unit to a region outside Hagerstock. I thought we could check it out.

Shade: And you want to leave now?

Caliban: It can wait till tomorrow morning. There’s not much left of the recon unit so NAPREC won’t be receiving that report anytime soon.

Shade: In that case…Drake, gimme a double.

Drake: You got it, pal.

Scene: The front door splinters and a gang banger comes in with a rifle.

Gangbanger: Hit the floor, motherfuckers!

Caliban: Is this guy for real?

Scene: He opens fire. Mysteriously, a protective shield ricochets all the bullets away from Shade and Caliban.

Shade: What the fuck…

Scene: The gang banger looks stunned. A clawed hand grabs his shoulder and spins him around. It is Syth – he tears into the kid’s neck and drains him quickly, then throws the lifeless body to the floor.

Syth: This place is getting predictable, Shady.

Shade: Well look who decided to drop by. Five years and not one phone call.

Syth: Phone call?

Shade: Forget it…bad joke. How ya been Syth?

Syth: Hehehehe…

Caliban: Who’s the chick?

Syth: Boys…this is a daughter of the arcane…Poe.

Scene: A cloaked woman removes her hood.

Poe: So this is the infamous Obsidian Shade and Caliban.

Shade: Infamous?

Syth: She’s heard the stories.

Shade: Well, Miss Poe, let me say that anything this blood drinker says…is probably true.

Poe: This bar always this hectic?

Shade: Only when Syth and I are together it seems.

Scene: A woman returns from the washroom. It is Thorn.

Thorn: What the hell was the commotion out here?

Caliban: Nothing much. Just a young punk who still thinks bullets and a gun mean something these days…

Thorn (eyeing up Syth): Well, well…who’s this rugged demon?

Shade: Thorn…this is Syth…and his lady friend, Poe.

Thorn: Hmm…why are all the luscious ones taken? So this is Mr. Syth. My name is Thorn.

Syth: Pleased to meet you, Thorn.

(Poe sneers)

Shade: Don’t worry, Poe. Thorn’s prick isn’t half as bad as her bite.

Thorn: Not always, my dear Shade…

(thorns protrude out her forearms)

Thorn: So what brings you two to our shitty bar?

Syth: What do you think?

Poe: We’re here to join a war.

END

