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Opening credits roll as the song ‘Planet Hell’ by Nightwish plays. Some names that show up are frozen in ice, others with just the bottom of the names frozen and icicles hanging down, and still others covered in snow. The final name to come up is the actor for Scott/Nightshade, and his name breaks through the ice that’s covering it. After his name leaves the screen, the title of Nightshade appears perfectly normal with no ice on it. Then the III shows up next to it, completely carved from ice. The title stays there for a minute before rushing at the screen and covering it, putting us in darkness.
Open On:

EXT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – DAY - AERIAL SHOT

The giant gothic building is surrounded by a legion of police cruisers, all with their lights flashing and doors opened. Most of the police officers are bent down behind the open doors of their cars, aiming their guns out from either overtop or the side, but there are a few that feel venturous and are away from the shelter of their cars.

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK - MAIN ROOM

The room is empty of living people and all is quiet as almost everything is covered in a layer of ice, including sections of the floor. There are even a few icicles hanging from the ceiling. There are also five ice sculptures of cops at various points in the room and in various poses. The windows are frozen over as well, creating a rainbow of colors on the floor in the spots where the sunlight tries to shine through.

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK - VAULT ROOM

A gigantic vault door is almost completely frozen except for the handle and a fist-sized hole in the ice, revealing just that much of the metal vault door underneath. A young 23-year-old girl in a white tank-top, seemingly not feeling cold from all the ice, has an aging old man tightly by his collar.





GIRL




Either open the damn door, old man, or tell me how to!





BANK MANAGER




You’ll never get inside that vault!


The bank manager spits onto the girl’s face. The girl screams in anger and suddenly the old man begins to freeze over, ice creeping from the girl’s closed fist, over his shirt and then it spreads in all directions until he is simply another ice sculpture. Still screaming in anger, the girl backs up and then slams her fist forward, shattering the sculpture into millions of tiny little pieces.

EXT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – DAY

Chief of Police MICHAEL BROWN is bent down behind the door of his squad car as he reaches in and stretches out his CB radio. 





MICHAEL




Dispatch, this is Chief Brown requesting immediate back up! Send 



all available units!





DISPATCH





(V.O.)




Copy that, Chief. (pause) There is something you should know. Some of 



the earlier witnesses have been talking with the Press. They know about 



the girl that can freeze objects.





MICHAEL

(rolling eyes) This day just keeps getting better. Last thing I need is a media frenzy.

He hangs up the CB radio and grabs a megaphone from the seat and stands up to his full height as he raises it to his mouth.





MICHAEL




This is your final warning. Come out with your hands up and no harm will 


come to you! 

A few minutes pass but he gets no response from inside the building. One of his cops standing nearby looks over at him. 





COP




What should we do?

Michael opens his mouth to answer, but before any sound can come out, they hear the sound of an approaching engine. Michael looks back just in time to see NIGHTSHADE zooming down the street towards them, riding his motorcycle. The white N’s on his motorcycle and helmet are no longer white, but are now bright silver. He weaves through a tight space between yellow barriers that had been put up to keep citizens back, and turns directions. He zooms through the parking lot, looking for a free space to go through between cop cars but finding none.

The cops all turn and point their guns at them, but Michael raises his hands up.





MICHAEL




No! Don’t shoot him! Stand down!

Finally Nightshade spots a yellow barrier that had been knocked over onto its side during the course of the day, and had one end sticking straight up into the air. Nightshade lines himself up perfectly and guns his engine. He hits the ‘ramp’ and flies up into the air, over the closet cop car, and onto the other side. Once on the ground again, he speeds up even more and tilts his bike up onto its back tire, popping a wheelie. He reaches the stairs and slams the front tire down as the back tire reaches the first step, and he drives up the stairs and crashes through the bank doors.





MICHAEL




(whispering) Good-luck, Nightshade.

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK - MAIN ROOM

Once inside the bank, Nightshade is taken by surprise when he discovers almost the entire room is ice, and his motorcycle skids out on the icy floor, crashing through a wooden teller’s booth. 

Leaving his motorcycle in the rubble, Nightshade gets to his feet and brushes some splinters off. He removes his helmet, dropping it to the floor by the bike, and puts on his cap. He moves his head, looking around the room as he searches for the girl. 

Nightshade’s suit is slightly different now then in the previous 2 scripts. The white N on his cap is now also silver and there is a light layer of silver covering the very top and the very bottom parts of his sunglasses. Also, the knuckles on his gloves now have blunt little silver spikes on them.

He walks throughout the room, inspecting everything and looking behind all likely hiding places, trying to locate the girl. When he comes across the first of the cop ice sculptures, he looks it over and inspects it. He tries to look in it to see if he could see the cop under all the ice, but it becomes clear that the ice is not covering the cop - the ice is the cop.

Nightshade moves on, knowing that it is hopeless to try to help the frozen police. They were already dead. He slowly makes his way down the narrow carpeted hall, making sure to peek his head in all of the small offices he comes across throughout the hall. Just as he is about to look into the vault room, the girl leaps out right in front of him and puts her hands up.

Before Nightshade has the chance to do anything, her palms begin to turn white as a swirling mist develops from them, exiting her hands and growing larger and more solid as it moves out and reaches him. Frost begins to develop along his skin and clothes, but that is the extent of the damage done to him. As the girl continues to try to freeze him, she gets an expression of ‘What the hell is going on?’ when she realizes that Nightshade is not turning to ice.

The girl stops her attack and Nightshade opens his jacket wide for her to see the wires running throughout the inside of it like his own personal electric blanket, only the wires are red hot. He holds one of his gloved hands up and the silver spikes are now burning red with heat as well. However that doesn’t stop there from being traces of frost on parts of him. 





NIGHTSHADE




As you can see, your attack is pointless on me. So how about we just sit 



down with a nice cup of coffee - or maybe a bowl of ice cream for you - 



and we talk this through?

The girl bursts out laughing.





GIRL




(giggling) Shiva does not negotiate.





NIGHTSHADE




Yeah, I’m not too fond of peace talks either. 

Nightshade whips out his guns and begins to fire at Shiva, but she kicks a nearby table into the air and uses one hand to quickly freeze it, while using the other to freeze the floor below it while it was still in the air, attaching the two sections of ice so that the frozen table was held up in the air and acted as a shield. Nightshade’s bullets embed into it and send slight cracks all throughout it, but it does not shatter.

Nightshade puts his guns away and reaches into his pocket, taking out three small metal balls with tiny spikes on them. He tosses them and seconds after they attach to the shield of ice, they explode and ice shatters everywhere, pelting Shiva as she is directly behind the make-shift shield of ice.

Screaming, Shiva tries to freeze Nightshade again, but just like last time, it fails, leaving only specks of frost on him. As Nightshade takes out his guns again, Shiva turns and freezes a nearby metal pole that was attached to another pole further down the hall, by a thick red rope. She breaks the now-iced pole off from the rope, which also partly froze, and grabs it in both hands. She jabs it towards Nightshade, but he turns to his side and it narrowly misses him.

She slams it down though, and hits the end of one of Nightshade’s guns, knocking it out of his hand. She pulls the pole back and Nightshade returns to his previous position. She runs at him and slams the pole down, but he dodges and rolls out of the way of a third strike. When he comes back up it hits him square in the chest and sends him flying back. He lands on the icy floor of the Main Room, loosing his grip on his second gun as he slides across the ice on his back.

As he starts to get to his feet again, he slips slightly on the ice but balances himself before he falls. Once he is up to his full height again, Shiva has reached him and he ducks to avoid a swipe of the pole that would have hit him in the side of the head otherwise. While ducked, he punches her in the gut and she doubles over. He stands all the way up again and kicks her, sending her sprawling back across the ice.

As Nightshade waits for her to stand up, he reaches inside his jacket and takes out a small metal pole, hardly taller in length then his own palm. He wraps his hand around it and pushes a button on it. It extends upwards and downwards until it is a long metal pole taller then him. 

Shiva dives forward to attack again and Nightshade blocks with his metal staff. They duel back and forth in a complicated series of blocks and attacks of all speeds and strength as their feet move them across the room, once in awhile finding traction on un-frozen parts of the floor. The rainbow of colors from the frozen windows dance over them as they fiercely duel across the room.

During the staff-to-pole fight, Shiva goes to once again swipe her pole sideways at Nightshade and he twirls his body around behind a frozen cop that he had backed up into. Shiva’s ice pole slams into the sculpture and the cop’s head is shattered. Nightshade comes out from behind the statue from the other side and Shiva turns around to knock his forceful jab down. While her pole is still on top of his staff, Nightshade uses all his strength to slam it up and while holding her pole above his head with his staff, he slams the bottom of his staff forward and hits his opponent in her chest.

She stumbles back and slips on the ice. As she lands with a hard thump, a trio of icicles fall loose from the ceiling. One lands inches away from her head and she has to roll away to avoid a second one from impaling her in the chest. Nightshade slams his staff upwards to shatter the final icicle in mid-air before it had the chance to hit him.

Shiva gets back to her feet just in time to be met with a fist to the face, a second fist to her chest, followed up by a strong side-kick to her chest as well, knocking her back over a teller’s booth and falling to the floor behind it, disappearing from Nightshade’s view.

Nightshade approaches the teller’s booth carefully, but when he peers over it to see what became of Shiva, he quickly slams his head back to avoid a blast of ice. Shiva jumps back out and while Nightshade is still distracted, kicks him, knocks him down onto the icy floor, and then kicks him in the ribs, sending him sliding across the room.

She snarls with joy and points her palm out towards Nightshade’s crashed motorcycle. Swirling white mist begins to form in her hands. Just as she is about to fire, Nightshade, knowing that he could not get to his feet and over to her in time, rears his hand back and throws his staff. It flies across the room, cutting through the air, and slams right into Shiva’s arm, making a very loud crack noise to come from it as she screams in pain. Due to the staff hitting her arm at the last second, Shiva accidentally fires slightly to the side of the bike and the debris of the booth freezes instead.

As Nightshade approaches her, Shiva turns and shoots ice out at him. Knowing that he would not freeze however, she aims for the very bottom of his boots and the floor around them. It only takes a couple seconds for Nightshade’s boots to freeze solidly to the floor. Without giving him the chance to pull any tricks, Shiva turns and runs out of the room and back down the hall. Nightshade tries to lift each foot with all his might, but his boots are frozen to the floor really good. Sighing with frustration, Nightshade leans down and begins to untie his boots.

Now wearing only socks on his feet, Nightshade makes his way across the room, trying his best not to slip on the ice, retrieves his gun, and reaches the solid floor of the hallway. As he runs down it towards an opened window, he picks up his second gun. At the end of the hall he reaches the window and looks out into the back ally behind the bank. On the ground below there are five recently-frozen cops. Nightshade jumps onto the ledge and leaps down to the ground below, landing hard on his feet. He then takes off at a run down the ally.

Just as he reaches the end of the ally, he spots a manhole cover moving overtop of a sewer entrance and rushes towards it. He tries to remove it, but it won’t budge. He tries to stick his finger in one of the small holes in the top and discovers with dismay that it was frozen from the other side.

Even though the girl known as Shiva had gotten away, it appeared that Nightshade had stopped her from robbing the bank. It may not have been a clear victory for him, but it couldn’t be counted as a loss either.

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE - LIVING ROOM

‘No Tears’ by Scarface booms loudly over a small CD player as the camera pans across the neat and tidy living room and settles on a small enclave, almost like a large walk-in closet, where there are three arcade machines set up.

LEONARD POTHIER is in the arcade room, moving the controls and blasting away at whatever onscreen monsters were invading the digital city.





LEN




Yeah, come on baby! Who’s your daddy now!?

Len looks at the bottom of the screen and suddenly tenses up. In one corner it shows the reigning high score while in the other corner it shows Len’s current score. The current score is nearing the same number as the high score. He fires at another rampaging monster, this one some kind of deformed mutated little girl, blowing its head off and splattering green blood all over the screen.





LEN




Take that up your ass, chicky-poo!

The door to the base opens and Nightshade enters, distracting Len for a second as he looks away from the game and back at his friend. Nightshade turns the volume down on the stereo. 





NIGHTSHADE




Uh, Len? I really think you need to change the voice of our new security 



system.





LEN




What’s wrong with it? I’m rather fond of it myself.





NIGHTSHADE




It’s way too…girly.





LEN




And that would be why I like it.





NIGHTSHADE

But did you really have to make it sound like our security system is auditioning for a role in a porno movie?

Len turns his attention back to the videogame only to discover that while his head was turned, he had been killed and lost the game before he could beat the high score.





LEN




What!? Oh, this is such bullshit…

As Nightshade moves throughout the base, he begins removing his attire and changes into his regular clothes. Len walks out into the main living room.





LEN




So how was the new psycho bitch?





NIGHTSHADE/SCOTT




Well she calls herself Shiva and…





LEN




(cutting Scott off) We have an attentive gamer I see.





SCOTT




What?





LEN




Shiva. The name of the Esper of Ice in the Final Fantasy games.





SCOTT




(ignoring Len’s geeky knowledge) Thank God for your enhancements to 



my suit. It was a bit too roasty, but that simple little fact is what saved my 


ass.





LEN




So you caught her?





SCOTT




Not exactly...Actually she escaped. But I think I broke her arm. I talked to 


Chief Brown and he’s going to have his men check out the hospital and 



all the local clinics.





LEN




Didn’t he find out your real identity awhile ago?





SCOTT




Yeah.





LEN




 I’m surprised he didn’t arrest you on the spot.





SCOTT

He probably would have, but he has bigger fish to fry right now and he can’t afford to arrest one of his strongest allies at the moment. Plus, as per my agreement with him, I’ve become a lot less violent so he doesn’t really have a reason to arrest me anymore.

By this point Scott has fully changed into his regular clothes.





SCOTT




Now if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to go for a really long, really really hot 



shower, and then open a nice pack of smokes.





LEN




I thought you quit.





SCOTT




A smoker never truly quits, he just takes extended breaks.

As Scott turns to walk away, Len notices for the first time that Scott doesn’t have any boots on and that his socks have gotten really holey.





LEN




Hey, what happened to your boots?

EXT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY 

‘Ridin’ Dirty’ by Chamillionaire plays. Outside of an old condemned apartment building, a white van sits still with its back doors wide open. A group of four people jump out of the back of the van, two of them carrying large heavy boxes, while one carries a brand new TV and the last one rushes ahead of them to move loose boards away from the door and open it up for the others.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING - FIRST FLOOR - HALL

We can tell by the state of the interior of the building that nobody lives there anymore. The group moves down the carpeted floor until they reach a set of stairs at the end and then travel up them to the second floor. They move down another hall and the man with his hands free opens an apartment door part way down the hall.

Inside this apartment is nothing but stolen items. Most are compiled randomly in dozens upon dozens of boxes, however the bigger things, such as a couch with a huge rip in one of the cushions and a full-on entertainment system, are left out of boxes. The men place their items and boxes in the apartment. The man that had his hands free and the man that had been carrying the TV walk back out of the apartment and further down the hall and into an apartment with the door wide open.

This apartment is set up like any apartment with someone living in it would be. Sitting on the expensive-looking leather sofa is CURTIS COATES, watching the big screen TV in front of him. He is watching a news program about the attempted bank robbery earlier. Behind the reporter we can see the barricade of cop cars beginning to disperse.





REPORTER

Who is this vigilante that intervened and stopped the bank from being robbed? On JC News’ search for answers, we’ve come across people that claim they know about him and they say that his name is Nightshade and he…

Curtis spits at the TV and turns when he hears people walking in.





THUG 1




We have returned from our recent Hits.





CURTIS




And?





THUG 2




We obtained a 21 inch Plasma Screen TV, a lot of jewelry, some 




expensive silverware…





CURTIS




(cutting them off) Idiots! That is petty stuff! A Grade 10 student can steal 



better things then that! The Order’s goal is to run all the crime in St. 



Wainluk and be the most respected organization, and we can’t do that if 



all its members can do is steal petty stuff such as DVD players. We need 


to work on a bigger goal to show the world that we mean business.





THUG 2




What about the bank? If we hit that then we’ll be recognized immediately. 





CURTIS

No, it’s already been marked by someone else. Plus security will be heightened after today’s attempted robbery.





THUG 1




There’s a Save the Rainforest gala on in a few nights. I know it won’t be 



anything extravagant, but if we hold everyone up and take everything of 



value, we’ll make quite a fortune and we’ll get known.





CURTIS




Security will be too high. They’ll be expecting someone to hit there. No, 



we need someplace that won’t be expecting it. 

MARCEL ALEXANDRE walks into the room. He is tall, skinny, and wears glasses and a business suit. Overall not someone you’d expect to be a gang member.





MARCEL




Curtis?

Curtis stops his conversation and turns to look at him.





CURTIS




What is it, Marcel?





MARCEL




Just wanted to inform you that he has arrived.

Curtis’ face lights up with exited joy.





CURTIS




That is great news Marcel! Bring our guest on up.

Marcel leaves the room while Curtis turns the TV off and stands up. The two thugs exchange glances.





THUG 1




Who is it?





CURTIS




Someone who will help us greatly with a pest problem of ours.





THUG 2




We have rats?

Curtis laughs.





CURTIS




A very big one, yes.

A minute later Marcel returns, leading into the apartment a tall muscular man that wears a leather vest over his bare chest and is smoking a thick cigar. 





MARCEL




I present the assassin codenamed Greaper.





THUG 1




Greaper? What does that mean?





GREAPER




Grim Reaper. Greaper.

Curtis walks over and smiles as he shakes the assassin’s hand.





CURTIS




Welcome to St. Wainluk. I compliment you on your speed. It was only a 



few days ago that I requested your services.

 



GREAPER




You have the money?

Curtis’ smile fades slightly.





CURTIS




Not yet. But I will soon.





GREAPER




My standard fee is half up front and half when the job is done. If you 



can’t meet that, then we can’t do business.

Greaper turns and begins walking out of the room.





CURTIS




I’ll double it!

Greaper stops walking, but does not turn back around to face them.





CURTIS




I’ll double our previously set arrangement, if you only wait a couple days 



for your first payment.

Greaper stays in his stance. After a few seconds of thinking, he finally turns back around.  





GREAPER

I accept. But if I am not paid half of my fee by this exact time in two days, then I will take out every last member of The Order and the payment will be made in their blood.

Curtis smiles again, this time nervously.





CURTIS




Good. We have a deal then. Marcel, show our lovely guest here to his 



quarters.





MARCEL




Right away. If you’ll follow me, Mr. Greaper.

Marcel walks past Greaper and the assassin follows him down the hall. After he leaves, Curtis’ smile again goes away as he wipes a bead of sweat from his head and turns to the two thugs.





CURTIS




Start selling everything. We need that money and we need it now.

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE - REC ROOM

The Rec room is filled with things to do to pass away the time. There is an Air Hockey table, a pool table, a bookcase filled with books and comics, and a TV with some movies laid on the desk next to it. There is also a computer set up at the far end of the room, which Scott is currently sitting at and typing on. There is an ash tray nearby, with a smoking cigarette butt in it. 

Len is sitting at the small coffee table and is working on fixing a small gadget while he watches something on the TV. Len hears Scott typing away and looks over at him.





LEN




I still don’t think it’s a good idea for you to be posting on Message 



Boards.





SCOTT




(without looking away from the computer) If I can’t have a social life, I 



may as well have some semblance of a life on the ‘Net. I’ll go crazy if 



you’re the only person I can to talk to.

Len stands up, putting the gadget down on the table, and walks over to the computer, looking over Scott’s shoulder at the screen.





LEN




Be that as it may, I doubt having ‘Nightshade’ as your MSN name is a 



good idea.





SCOTT




(turning around to look at Len) Nobody actually thinks I’m Nightshade. 



Outside of St. Wainluk, Nightshade is virtually unheard of. I’ve been 



writing stories about myself and posting them online, and to cover my 



tracks, I have Nightshade’s real be named after my middle name and the 


opposite of my last name.





LEN




Jeffrey Long?





SCOTT




Well Jeff Long. I always hated Jeffrey.





LEN




(shaking his head) That is a terrible idea. Someone may still recognize 



the name Nightshade and be able to put the connection together.





SCOTT




If anyone catches on, then I’ll simply claim that I’ve heard about 




Nightshade and that my stories are fanfics based off the real guy, and 



nothing more. Relax, you worry way too much.

Len walks back to the table, giving up. He picks the gadget back up as he continues working on it.





LEN




Well I better be portrayed as a strong, intelligent side-kick that always 



gets the chick. 





SCOTT




Oh yeah, I can definitely do that. 

Scott turns back to the computer to continue typing.





SCOTT




(whisper) Mental note: ignore Len’s suggestion. 

INT. WALK-IN CLINIC - DOCTOR’S OFFICE - NIGHT

In the small doctor’s office, Shiva sits on the black hospital bed while the Doctor bandages her arm tightly.





SHIVA




So when can I take the bandage off?





DOCTOR




You can loosen or tighten it as you please, but I suggest having it on for 



the majority of the day, for the next month or so. It may not be broken, 



but it is badly sprained. The bandage will definitely help with it.

The doctor continues wrapping the bandage around.





DOCTOR




Your skin is very cold. Have you been feeling alright?





SHIVA




(making it up as she goes along) I’ve been feeling a bit sick lately.

The doctor now places Shiva’s bandaged arm in a sling and puts the sling around her neck.





DOCTOR




I can check on that as well if you’d like, since you’re here anyway.





SHIVA




That’s ok. It’s just the flu.

They can suddenly hear the sound of police sirens approaching from outside and the doctor looks out the window to see two cop cars pulling into the parking lot.





DOCTOR




(to himself) Hmm, I wonder what they could want.

He turns around to finish his appointment with the girl, but when he turns back around, Shiva is already gone. He glances around the room and spots some money left on the counter to pay for the bandages and sling.

EXT. STREET – NIGHT

Shiva is rushing down a street, getting as far away from the clinic as she can. She slows to a walk as she turns down a dark ally, being obscured from view from the street as the darkness swallows her up. 

As she makes her way through the ally, a man steps out in front of her, blocking her path. She turns around to head back the other way, but three other men have blocked her way back. They all start laughing and giggling.





SHIVA




Let me by.

They move in even closer, stepping so close to her that she can’t even take a single step.





MAN 1




Oh, we will. When we’re done with you.

The man nods and one of the others grab her by the arms. She tries to fight but he has her in a strong grip. One of the others moves in and begins going through her pockets. 





SHIVA




You don’t want to do this…

The man holding her leans in and licks her face slowly as Shiva closes her eyes tightly, disgusted. A swirling white mist begins to form around her and slowly move outwards as it picks up speed. The man grabbing her quickly lets go, but only gets the beginning of a scream out before he completely freezes over into an ice sculpture. It’s only about a minute before the entire section of the ally is encased in a slight layer of ice and the group of thugs are nothing but ice sculptures, stuck in shocked poses.

Shiva turns and smashes her fist through the one thug that had stepped out in front of her to begin with, and walks back off down the ally, leaving the others to melt when the sun comes out in the morning. 

She exits the ally and emerges onto another street, right across from a hostel. Shiva looks up at it and reads the flashing neon sign: ‘St. Wainluk Young Adults Hostel; Rooms Available’.

INT. HOSTEL - ROOM – NIGHT

Shiva closes the door behind her as she walks into her single room. The place is very sleazy and low-key, with the bed not even having been made since the last person was there. She lays on the bed anyway though, tired from her busy day. 

She closes her eyes, but soon the sound of banging and moaning in ecstasy drifts through the walls from the next room over and Shiva grabs the pillow, putting it over the side of her head as she curls up into a ball.

EXT. BEVEN’S POND – NIGHT

A short scrawny man named HARDCASTLE stands on a walking path that travels all the way around the pond and is located just a couple meters from the water. The stars from the night reflect brightly off the still water. On the ground around him are two very large cases, with two more briefcases at his sides in each hand.

A car pulls over to a stop from the side of the nearby street and Hardcastle turns to face it. Out of the passenger-side door, Greaper steps out, smoking on a thick cigar, strong smoke drifting from it and wafting into the air. Marcel watches from the driver’s seat as Greaper approaches Hardcastle.





HARDCASTLE

Wow, you’re on time. Color me surprised. Most simple-minded thugs in this town can’t keep a meeting if their life depended on it.

Hardcastle chuckles, but Greaper keeps a straight face.





GREAPER




I’m not from this God Forsaken town. (pause) What are my options?

Hardcastle gets a huge smile and lays the briefcases on the ground. He proceeds to open all four cases and turns them around to show the contents to Greaper. We see the inside of one and it is filled with a group of small components that look like legs from a camera tripod.

INT. POLICE PRECINCT – MORNING

Michael Brown walks into the police station to find it buzzing with activity. People are rushing around, others answering phones or booking caught criminals of all kinds. Michael makes his way through the bustling activity and in the direction of his own personal office, when he is approached by his deputy, DREW FORREST, who begins to walk with Michael, keeping pace with him.





DREW




The girl that attempted to rob the bank yesterday…





MICHAEL




(cutting him off) Alias Shiva, right?





DREW

Yeah. Well early this morning, around 1:30AM, she did indeed stop at a Walk-In Clinic owned by a Doctor Kupchanko. Apparently our boys in blue arrived just minutes after she had left.





MICHAEL




And the trail?





DREW

Early this morning a group of human-like ice sculptures were found in a back ally right outside the main Hostel here in town. Upon investigation, we discovered that she had stayed there the night but left sometime earlier in the morning, before we got there.





MICHAEL




Any other leads?





DREW

No sir. The trail’s gone cold and we have no clue where she went after that. However I have no doubt that we’ll pick her up soon enough. We have men keeping an eye out at the bus station and all exits out of town. The only way she’ll be leaving is if she hitchhikes and gets picked up before even leaving town.  

By this point they’ve reached Michael’s office and they stop.





MICHAEL




Thanks Drew, and keep up the good work.

Drew nods and turns to go attend to other business. Michael goes into his office and closes the door behind himself. He removes his jacket and plops down in his seat behind his desk, reaching over to his phone to check his messages, which its indicated that he has some by a blinking red light on his phone, when he’s interrupted. The door opens and the secretary walks in.





MICHAEL




What is it, Dawn?





DAWN

Just want to remind you of your meeting with the Mayor in two hours.


MICHAEL

(smiles) Thank-you. I had forgotten about that.

Dawn smiles back and leaves. Before the door even has a chance to close all the way, it slams open and Drew rushes into the room.





DREW

Sir, a family was down by Beven’s Pond for a morning picnic when they found a brutalized dead body.

Michael stands up and grabs his jacket, putting it back on again as he follows Drew out of the room at a jogging pace.

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE - SCOTT’S ROOM

Scott lies in his bed and his eyes groggily open. They suddenly snap wide awake as loud pounding music vibrates through his wall. He looks over at his dresser and a framed wrinkled picture of a smiling ASHLEIGH MACDONALD slowly creeps closer and closer to the edge of the dresser with each couple beats of the music.

He winces at the music as he gets up and yawns. He tiredly follows the source of the music from his room, down a narrow hall that turns in an L shape, and to a closed metal door. When he tries to open the door however, he finds it locked and it won’t budge. Scott knocks on it a few times and waits patiently, tapping his bare foot against the floor. The music suddenly shuts off. 





SCOTT




What the hell are you doing in there, Len?





LEN





(V.O.)




It’s a secret, but you’ll like it when you see it. 

Just as Scott opens his mouth to tell Len to open the door, the music turns back on again, booming loudly and blocking out any sound that Scott makes when he tries to talk. Frustrated, Scott turns and storms off down the hall.

EXT. BEVEN’S POND – DAY

Michael and Drew arrive at the crime scene, which already has many cops in a taped-off area with reporters snooping around just outside of the tape. The reporters rush the two cops as they exit their car, and flood them with a slew of rapid questions. The cops begin pushing their way through the crowd to get to the taped-off area.





MICHAEL




(repeating multiple times over) No comment.

Michael and Drew finally pass all the reporters and walk to the other side of the tape, and make their way down the bank to where the body is, and to where a few other cops are milling about, checking out the area and keeping the reporters back. The body itself is pretty mutilated and drenched in gory blood, however we can make it out as that of Hardcastle.

Michael bends down and inspects the body, looking it over, some spots holding his interest better then others.





MICHAEL




I can definitely see distinctive knife gashes here.

He continues his inspection, this time moving to the face.





MICHAEL

Yet there’s a bullet hole right here. (looks back at another cop) Did that wound come before or after the knife slashes?





COP

We’re still waiting for Forensics to get here for the answer on that, but we suspect it came first.


MICHAEL

I was afraid of that.


DREW

Sir?


MICHAEL

That would mean that this man was shot first and his body then slashed up afterwards. Which means we’re dealing with a real sicko here. I fear there may be more bodies like this one before the end. Any idea who this man was?

Drew grabs some paperwork from a nearby cop and briefly looks it over before answering.





DREW

Chad Hardcastle. He’s a pretty well-known Arms Dealer here, famous among local criminals for his top-of-the-line merchandise. There’s a bunch of life history here too, if you wanted to read through it.





MICHAEL

Maybe back at the station. (pause) So things are actually better for this town with this guy dead? Hmm, I think we can add someone to our as-of-right-now very small suspect list.





DREW




I don’t quite follow you, sir.





MICHAEL

The Save the Rainforest gala tomorrow night is one of the biggest events in this town in recent memory. I have no doubt that he’ll be there, at some point, to check up on things.





DREW




You’re referring to Nightshade?





MICHAEL

Just because we’re all on the same side, does not mean that he can get away with whatever he wants. There is a right way and a wrong way to go about things, and I’ve been letting him do the wrong way for far too long. It’s time to bring him in.


DREW

But sir, if this guy is an Arms Dealer, and he was all the way out here, its safe to assume he was selling weapons. Now maybe Nightshade intervened and kept the weapons for himself, but what if whoever he was meeting didn’t have the money to pay for the merchandise, so killed him and then made off with the weapons?


MICHAEL

Definitely another possibility. Either way, we need Nightshade brought in, if only for questioning. 

Michael and Drew look back down at the body for a minute.





DREW

Kind of makes you wish we knew his identity, huh? Would certainly make his apprehension a lot easier.

Michael’s opens his mouth to say something, but then his cell phone rings. He removes it from his jacket pocket and answers it.





MICHAEL




Brown.





DAWN





(V.O.)




Sir, just wanted to remind you of your meeting with the Mayor.





MICHAEL




Shit. Right. Thank-you, Dawn.

Michael hangs up and puts the phone away, and then turns back to Drew.





MICHAEL




Take over here. I have a meeting with the Mayor I need to get to.

Drew nods and Michael squeezes his shoulder before walking away back up the hill, towards the blood-thirsty reporters between him and his vehicle. 

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE – GYM

‘Watch Your Back’ by Benny Cassette plays in the B.G. Scott is working out in his own small personal gym, which is connected to the REC room. There are many sizes of hand weights, a treadmill, a machine for abs, a chin-up bar, a mat for push-ups and sit-ups, and an area for bench pressing, with all sizes of weights. We see a montage scene of him furiously exercising, pushing himself to the limit on all the machines and such. The montage ends with Scott benchpressing quite a large amount of weights, without any spotter, when Len walks into the room, covered in grease and oil, walking with a purpose as he passes through on his way to the garage. The song cuts off instantly.





SCOTT




Len.





LEN




Can’t talk now. Need more tools.

Scott strains, but manages to put the weights and bar up on the holdings for it and sits up, using a towel to wipe sweat from his head.





SCOTT




Len, stop.

Len does so and turns back to face Scott, just inches from the door to the garage. Scott takes a big sigh before speaking.





SCOTT

Look, you don’t have to tell me what you’re working on if you don’t want to. We all have secrets, and I understand that. (pause) However, there is something I want you to be completely honest with me about.





LEN




Which is…?





SCOTT




Are you planning on leaving?

Len gasps in surprise.





LEN




What are you talking about?

Scott gives Len a ‘look’, which Len picks up on and hangs his head low.





LEN

I like you, I really do. You’re the only family I’ve known for a long time and if it wasn’t for you, I’d probably be dead by now. At the very least I’d be homeless. But for the past while I’ve been having second thoughts. I’m not so sure this is the kind of life for me. At least not for my entire life anyway. I’ve been in recent contact with an old cousin that I used to be best friends with when we were kids, and…





SCOTT




(cutting him off) I know all about it.





LEN




Huh? How?





SCOTT

Earlier I stumbled upon some e-mails between the two of you. You know, if you want to use the computer, then you need to remember to fully close out of the Internet when you get off.





LEN




I’m sorry, Scott. I didn’t want you to find out this way.





SCOTT


You have nothing to apologize for. If you want to lead a different life, then you’re more then welcome to. You’re not a prisoner here.

Len sighs with relief.





LEN

I must confess, I was dreading this conversation. However, if I decide to leave, it won’t be for awhile yet. There’s a few projects I want to finish up first, and I need some time – a lot of time – to get you set up to be without me and my constant new inventions and fixer-uppers.

Len smiles and Scott laughs. 





SCOTT

(chuckling) How on earth I’ll get by after you’re gone, is beyond me.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – CURTIS’ APARTMENT

Curtis is sitting down, watching a hardcore porn movie on his stolen plasma TV. His door is wide open and Marcel walks around the corner and into the room. Curtis turns to him, pausing the movie.





MARCEL

Sir, Hardcastle’s body was found this morning down at Beven’s Pond.





CURTIS




…And…?





MARCEL

It’s Greaper. I feel he’s a liability. He’s messy and the messes he’s leaving behind can easily be linked back to us.





CURTIS

Yes, that’s all true. (pause) But at least he gets the job done, which is more then I can say for most of the people here. He has never once disappointed an employer. I say that’s a damn good track record. 





MARCEL

Pardon my disagreement, sir, but there are other assassins out there that meet that exact same requirement, and they aren’t nearly as sloppy. 

Curtis throws the TV remote and misses Marcel by mere inches. It smashes against the wall and crumples to the floor, cracked open.





CURTIS

Sometimes you can be such an idiot, Marcel. We can’t terminate our contract with Greaper, especially since we haven’t even paid him yet. As it stands, I still have no idea where we’ll get all the money.

Marcel nods.





MARCEL




I’m sorry, sir. I was out of line.

Curtis stands and walks over to Marcel. He takes his hand, as if shaking it, and then pulls him close and puts his other arm around Marcel’s back, gangster-hugging him. 





CURTIS

We’ve been through a lot together. If it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t even be here today. You can never be out of line with me.

Curtis pats Marcel on the back and then steps away from him. Marcel nods his head again, turns, and walks out.

INT. CITY HALL – WAITING ROOM

Michael paces back and forth in the waiting room, slowly. There are plastic seats sticking out from the wall, with a desk stacked with magazines, but Michael chooses to pace around instead. Suddenly a door opens and the receptionist peeks her head into the room.





RECEPTIONNIST




Mayor Joel Burton will see you now.

She opens the door wider as Michael nods and follows her out of the room, down the hall, and into a conference room with a very large table filling up most of the room. The receptionist turns and walks out, closing the door and leaving Michael along in the new room.

A few seconds later the door opens again and MAYOR JOEL BURTON walks in.





MAYOR BURTON




Michael! Great to see you again.





MICHAEL




The feeling’s mutual.

The two firmly shake hands.





MAYOR BURTON

I want to personally congratulate you. In the two years that you’ve been Chief of Police, you’ve cleaned this town up more then the entire generation before you, put together.

Michael can’t help but smile at the huge compliment.





MICHAEL

Thank-you, sir, but I can’t take all the responsibility. My police force has had just as much to do with that, as I have. And lets no forget Agent Miller of the FBI who gave me this position.


MAYOR BURTON

Of course, of course. A joint effort, and a well-done one at that.


MICHAEL

As much as I’m loving being complimented so much, I doubt that that’s why you called me here.


MAYOR BURTON

(chuckling) Not one to beat around the bush.

He nervously turns around and closes the door, and then faces Michael once more.





MAYOR BURTON

What I am about to tell you, only a very select few know. Or at least, so I thought. I contemplated on bringing you in on this earlier, but feared that you would be turned away from the ‘Hocus Pocus crap’ of it. However, I’ve recently looked at some of your previous police reports. I’ve decided that things can go much better if you knew everything and could then act accordingly.

Mayor Burton pauses to lick his dry lips.





MICHAEL




What is it, Mayor?





MAYOR BURTON




Have you ever heard of The Eye of Tofak?

Michael thinks for a minute.





MICHAEL




Can’t say that I have. It doesn’t ring any bells.





MAYOR BURTON

It’s a green jewel that supposedly possesses the powers of a demon God named Tofak. Legend has it that he almost wiped out all of humanity a few centuries ago, until a powerful sorcerer, name unknown, stripped him of his power and contained it in a small green jewel. Now that he was mortal, he was easily defeated. If you look into that jewel, they say, you can see eons of power just waiting to be unleashed. However, shortly after it was created, all records of it ceased. Nobody knew what happened to it and it was lost to the expanse of time. That is, until a petty street thug from this town, Todd Godwin, turned up in the morgue. This was about a year or two before you became Chief. He was wearing a golden medallion with a green jewel in the center. This jewel, it was mesmerizing to look at. You could easily loose yourself in it. You’d stare into it for what seemed to be only a few seconds, but in actuality, entire minutes had passed. Around the edge of this medallion was written ‘the Eye of Tofak is held as prisoner in this cage.’. The language it was written in though, was an old, nearly-forgotten language and it had taken forever to find someone that would be able to translate it, but with enough time, money, and resources, we did find someone. My associates and I were still skeptics at this time, even after the translation, but the translator, who was an expert on the Tofak legend, told us that due to the power contained inside of that jewel, it is near invincible. To test to see if it was truly the real deal, he slammed a sledge hammer over it, full-force, and it wasn’t even scratched. Not one mark! Mr. Godwin probably didn’t even realize what he had when he possessed it, and its still a complete mystery as to how he got a hold of it in the first place.

Michael stares off into space as he re-runs everything through his head. He then moves his eyes and stares at the mayor.





MICHAEL

I…That story is fantastical. Although I am willing to keep an open mind. I’ve seen my fair share of fantastical things during this job, so I guess all things are possible.


MAYOR BURTON

The section of the bank that that girl was trying to get into, that section was housing the Eye of Tofak. My associates and I decided that it was too powerful of an item to have out in the open, and so we hid it away in there. The real vault, the one with all the bank’s money, is located in a completely different section of the bank. She was after the Eye! That, I have no doubt about.


MICHAEL

I’ll tighten security in that area. I’ll put only my most trusted men there.

The Mayor shakes Michael’s hand again.





MAYOR




Thank-you. Thank-you so much.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – FIRST FLOOR

Greaper is walking down the first floor hallway. In his hands is a giant gun that takes two hands to hold, and instead of one big barrel, has three small, long barrels, formed in such a way so that the gun looks like a camera tripod turned on its side. He hefts the gun up with one hand and rests it back on his shoulder as he nears the exit door.





MARCEL





(V.O.)




Greaper!

Greaper sighs heavily as he stops on the spot. Marcel jogs over to him and moves around in front of him, blocking his path out.





MARCEL

Last night’s display was rather disappointing. You left behind a mess, and the Order does not like messes. Try to be cleaner this time, if you choose to kill anyone that you aren’t paid to.





GREAPER

(snarling) If your boss doesn’t like my style, he shouldn’t have hired me.

Marcel is about to say something else, but Greaper pushes past him, purposely hitting him in the shoulder with his own, and then heads on out the door.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE – EVENING

The red sun shines brightly through the windows as its setting and almost gone down behind the faraway mountains. Stars can be seen in the sky above if one is to look carefully enough. The cashier watches everyone in the store intently; a group of little kids beg their mom for candy bars and little candies, but she doesn’t give in. Three Skater friends with baggy clothes stand by the Slurpee machine, making their own mixtures. An older couple hangs out by the sandwich section, trying to pick out what kind of sandwiches to buy.

The bell above the door rings. The cashier looks over lazily, but suddenly his eyes go wide. Nightshade, dressed in his original costume, runs into the store and up to the counter, pointing one of his guns right into the cashier’s face. In his other hand is a pillowcase. 





NIGHTSHADE




Put the money in the bag. I want it all! Now!

Everyone in the store hears the command being given and looks over, seeing the scene. They all duck down behind aisles, hiding from the danger. The cashier, sweating, opens the cash register and begins emptying the cash out without any hesitation. 

When all the money is in the pillowcase, Nightshade ties the case.





NIGHTSHADE




Thanks.

He turns and runs back out of the building. The cashier waits a minute, during which time the costumers begin to poke their heads up. The cashier glances out the window and then quickly turns, picking up the phone.

EXT. RANDOM STREET – NIGHT

‘Back on a Mission’ by Cirrus plays as Nightshade, this one with the newer version of the costume, zooms down a street, weaving between the light traffic, his opened jacket flapping in the air behind him. The sound of police sirens can be heard getting louder and soon enough a group of cop cars skid around the corner and zoom down the street, passing right by Nightshade. Nightshade looks back at them and then slams on his breaks, turning the bike around, and before it even comes to a full complete stop, he’s gunning the engine, zooming off back the way he had just come from, following the cops from a distance.

EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE – NIGHT

Nightshade approaches the store and begins to slow down, seeing that the cop cars have stopped there, lights still flashing. He pulls over to the side of the road and sees through the window that the cops are inside the store, talking to the cashier and costumers. 

The cashier suddenly points out the window, directly at Nightshade, eyes wide with fear. The cops whip around, hands on their guns. 





NIGHTSHADE




Shit, this can’t be good.

The cops barrel out of the store, raising their guns.





COP 1




Put your hands in the air, you’re under arrest.





NIGHTSHADE




Sorry Officer, but it’s not me you’re looking for.

Nightshade guns the engine and zooms off down the road, gaining speed as fast as he can. Bullets ricochet off the ground behind him and one even embeds into the metal on the back of his bike, but no bullets hit him.

Cop 1 turns to the other cops with him.





COP 1




Put an APB out on him. I want him apprehended within the hour.

EXT. RANDOM STREET – NIGHT

Nightshade zooms down a traffic-filled street, weaving right in front of a transport truck and suddenly turning off and onto a much darker and emptier street, the angry truck driver honking madly back on the other street. As Nightshade drives through his shortcut, the sounds of screaming drifts through the air towards him and he scans for the source as he drives. He turns down another street, cutting through an alley, and then enters part of the town filled with old shut-down stores that have been boarded up and illegally broken into since, leaving the boards in splinters on the sidewalk. Half the street lights have been shattered and there’s an all-around gloomy and hopeless feel to the area.

Nightshade runs over a newspaper blowing in the wind, ripping it in half as he draws nearer to two shapes in the darkness ahead.

EXT. ST. WAINLUK – OUTLAW HAVEN – NIGHT

In the part of town known among criminals as Outlaw Haven due to it being overran with criminals and the police too fearful to go anywhere near there, Nightshade, holding a pillowcase bulging with money, holds a gun on a mid-20’s year old girl.





NIGHTSHADE

You should have never wandered into this part of town, girl. Now give me everything on you of any worth, and put it in this bag.

As Nightshade holds the gun with one hand, he lets the bag open with the other, shoving it forward. The girl begins to remove her earrings and necklace, dropping them into the bag. She opens up her purse, but before she can take anything out, the sound of an engine distracts them.

A motorcycle screeches to a stop a few feet away and Nightshade steps off, removing his helmet and putting on his cap. The Nightshade Imposter, still with his gun trained on the girl, looks Nightshade over.





NIGHTSHADE IMPOSTER




Who the fuck are you?





NIGHTSHADE




Well if you’re my biggest fan, that must make me Nightshade.





NIGHTSHADE IMPOSTER




Fuck you, man. I’m Nightshade.





NIGHTSHADE




(sighing) I don’t have time for this.

Nightshade whips out his guns and the Nightshade Imposture drops the bag and takes out his second gun, aiming them both at Nightshade. The girl screams and ducks, covering her head with her hands as the two Nightshade’s fire at each other, one moving to the left while the other moves to the right. Bullets chip brick walls and concrete sidewalks.

Nightshade ducks to avoid some blasts and drops his guns to the ground. He picks up his helmet, and as he returns to his full height, he swings it and lets go, throwing it through the air. It collides with the Nightshade Impersonator’s face with a loud crack. He screams, dropping both guns, and reaching up. He lowers the face bandage as he cups his nose, which is gushing blood.

Running at him, Nightshade jump kick’s him, kicking him in the bottom of the chin. He stumbles back as his head snaps back, and before he can even regain balance, Nightshade is around behind him, swinging his hand, straight flat, into the back of his neck. The Nightshade Imposter gasps for breath, and when he does, Nightshade kicks him in the back of the knees, sending him to the ground.

EXT. SAME STREET – IN THE SHADOWS – NIGHT

Shiva slinks through the shadows, drawn out by the sounds of a confrontation. She sees the two Nightshade’s fighting.





SHIVA




(to herself) What the hell is this?

EXT. OUTLAW HAVAN – NIGHT

Nightshade slams his foot into the side of the Imposter’s head a few times, knocking him unconscious. Nightshade heaves the body up and lays it over the back of his motorcycle. The girl picks up her purse and rushes over to the real Nightshade as he places the sack of stolen money on his bike as well. He digs through it and removes the earrings and necklace, handing them back to the girl.





GIRL

Gee, thanks. That was really awesome, how you just took him down with no problem.





NIGHTSHADE




Thanks.

Nightshade picks up his helmet.





GIRL




Do you ever get the girl?





NIGHTSHADE




(After a pause) No.

The girl reaches up and lowers Nightshade’s face handkerchief. Before he can do anything, she places her hands on the sides of his face and gives him a long kiss. When she pulls away, Nightshade is speechless. She takes the handkerchief she removed, and placed it back up around the lower half of his face, just the way it was before. She digs through her purse and pulls out a piece of paper, handing it to Nightshade.





GIRL

There’s my card. It has my name and number on it. Give me a call sometime.





NIGHTSHADE

Err, listen. My line of work…It makes it very difficult for me to… be involved…with a normal person.


GIRL

Well lucky for you, I’m not a normal person. Give me a call some time and I’ll show you just how extraordinary I can be.

She winks at him and smiles. Dozens of voices drift through the air, all yelping and howling, and cheering, coming from many directions at once. Her smile fades as she looks around, fearful.





NIGHTSHADE

You better get out of here. The crazies live here and nighttime is their time. Take the path back that way. It’s the fastest way out of here.

The girl nods and walks away, heading down the path that Nightshade arrived from. Nightshade stays behind for a moment, collecting his fallen guns and putting on his helmet, and when he’s content that nobody is going to follow the girl, he starts up the motorcycle and drives off. The girl’s card leaves his hand as he lets go of it, crumpled, and gets blown far behind him as he leaves it behind.

Shortly after he leaves the screen, Shiva runs by it, her arm still bandaged and in a sling, chasing after him.

EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE – NIGHT

The parking lot is filled with police cars, and the cops are milling about, gathering statements and informing approaching costumers that the store is temporarily closed. Nightshade drives around the corner and when the first cop sees and draws his gun, it attracts the attention of the other officers, who follow suit and also arm themselves. As Nightshade gets closer, they see the bag of stolen money on his bike, and a limp body.

Nightshade slows down and comes to a stop, flinging the bag of money towards the cops.





OFFICER 1




 Don’t move, Nightshade.





NIGHTSHADE

There’s your money, and here…(shoves the imposture off his bike) is the guy that was masquerading around, trying to give me a bad rep.

Officer 1 is quickly backed up by many other cops as he approaches Nightshade, taking out a set of cuffs.





OFFICER 1

We sill have to bring you in for questioning on the murder of Chad Hardcastle. Please, come peacefu…

Before he gets the chance to finish his sentence, his body is riddled with holes and dozens of bullets slam into him. When the rapid machine gun-like noise stops and the bullets end, the body of the cop falls to the ground, blood seeping out of every hole shot into him.

The other officers look around, confused, as they had clearly seen that it was not Nightshade that had fired. Likewise, Nightshade also darts his head around, looking for the shooter. That is when triple the amount of bullets and noise as last time sprays the area, mowing down all the cops, shattering store and car windows, and puncturing tires. Nightshade ducks down behind his motorcycle, after having spent a split second discovering which direction the bullets are coming from.

When the thundering noise of gunfire eases, all the people in the vicinity of the corner store, including the clerk inside but minus Nightshade, all lay dead in pooling blood. When Nightshade starts to stand, he quickly ducks back down to avoid another shot fired directly at his rising head.

EXT. ROOF TOP – NIGHT

Across the street, Greaper stands on a tall rooftop, one foot up on the ledge, aiming his giant Tripod gun down at the corner store below. Thick cigarette smoke drifts through the air around his head. He aims the gun down and fires. The three barrels all fire their own bullets.

EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE – NIGHT

Bullets ricochet off the gravel as Nightshade stands and makes a mad dash, aiming his guns up at the roof across the street, firing. Nightshade jumps, lands roughly, rolls, and returns to his feet behind a cop car, completely out of view from Greaper across the street.

EXT. ROOF TOP – NIGHT

Greaper grunts as he smiles. He flicks a switch on the side of the gun and pushes the trigger again. A glowing light forms at the end of all three barrels.

EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE – NIGHT

A giant ball of blue energy slams into the police car that Nightshade is hiding behind, knocking it into the air in a giant explosion, and then having it crash back on the ground again.

Nightshade had run out from behind it and again fired up onto the rooftop. Greaper fires and after a second of intense light forming on the rooftop, another energy ball slams down to the ground, just feet from Nightshade. The blast knocks him back off his feet, and he’s slammed into the side of another cop car. There is a small smoking crater left behind in the parking lot.





NIGHTSHADE




(in pain) What the fuck is that guy packing?

He starts to return to his feet, but is again knocked off them as he’s flung forward when the cop car he had just been leaning against a second before, explodes. Nightshade painfully lifts his head up, one lense from his sunglasses shattered and laying in pieces on the ground. His jacket is also slightly smoking and a couple small holes are burned through it.

Grunting in pain as he quickly puts a small attachment onto one of his guns, while still laying on the ground. He points it up towards the roof top and fires his gun. Instead of bullets exiting however, a small pencil-sized missile exits the attachment and homes in on Greaper, picking up his heat signature and locking on.

EXT. ROOF TOP – NIGHT

Greaper quickly drops the Tripod gun and removes a small handgun from the edge of his pants. He fires at the missile, exploding it just feet from his face. The blast lightly scorches his face and he screams as he retracts, covering part of his face with his hand. When he brings his head back up, removing his hand, we can see that a small part of his face is badly burned.

He puts the handgun away and lifts the Tripod gun back up.





GREAPER




Game time’s over. Endgame.

However when he looks down, Nightshade and his motorcycle are gone. Greaper lowers his gun and scans the roads around the area. He turns to look off the other side, but finds himself staring directly into the eyes of Shiva. 

She smiles and he once again drops the gun with lightning speed, as there wasn’t enough room between the two of them to raise it, and removes a large dagger from a strap on his arm. Just as he brings it up to slit her throat, she ducks, narrowly avoiding the dagger, and slams her good hand forward. Greaper looks down at her arms, laughing. He hadn’t even budged. Greaper chuckles.





GREAPER

You’re in the big leagues now, baby. I think you need to go back to the Minors. You’re wasting my time here.

But to his surprise, he finds her smiling. He looks back down just as his vest starts freezing and turning to ice. Greaper gets a surprised look on his face, but doesn’t stall and wastes no time in quickly removing the vest before the advancing ice touches him. The vest shatters into a million tiny shards when it’s dropped to the roof. 

Greaper looks up just to get punched in the side of the head by Shiva, who then side-kicks him, catching him off balance and knocking him back. Greaper moves in with the dagger again, but Shiva twirls, ducks, and then moves away. He lunges forward yet again, but she slips down, falling onto her back and sticking her legs out. Using his momentum, she pushes him into the air, and then uses her legs to shove him over her and through the air behind her, and over the edge of the building. He lands on the hard alley floor below.

Shiva stands and rushes to another edge of the building, spotting Nightshade riding away a few streets over.

EXT. STREET – NIGHT

Nightshade is quickly riding down a street in his tattered state, heading for the highway and then out of. However, those plans are ruined when his motorcycle jerks. Nightshade is caught by surprise and fights to control it, but it jerks again, sputters, and then dies.

Nightshade hops off it, moving it over to the side of the road. He checks the gas and is left in an even worse mood by what he sees.





NIGHTSHADE




I can’t believe this shit. It’s empty!

Nightshade looks up and sighs heavily as he begins pushing his motorcycle.

EXT. FOREST – NIGHT

Nightshade pushes his motorcycle down a dirt path in the woods, which is now overgrown with weeds. Most of his black facepaint has been washed off by his sweat, and he’s breathing heavy. He turns a corner and pushes a button on his motorcycle as he pushes the bike through a barren area with burn marks on what’s left of the trees and ground. 

There is a loud humming noise, followed by a clang, as part of the ground ahead of him lowers down to form a ramp leading into an underground tunnel lit vaguely by the occasional overhanging light.

He strains to keep the bike from rolling down the ramp fast as he enters the underground passage. The whirring noise, followed by the clang, is heard again, once Nightshade is far enough down the tunnel, and the ramp begins to close. The second before it does, and just as Nightshade goes around the corner, Shiva slips in, undetected. The ramp closes behind her.

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE – REC ROOM

Len is on the computer when he hears a door open. He gets up and walks out into the main living room to find Nightshade in a weakened state, with his outfit not looking any better. 





LEN




What the hell happened this time?

Scott removes his broken sunglasses and burned jacket, followed by his face handkerchief and cap. Scott looks at Len with an annoyed expression.

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE – UNDERGROUND ENTRANCE TUNNEL

Shiva cautiously makes her way down the tunnel. She jumps when a very loud, overly-masculine voice that sounds eerily similar to Arnold Swartzenegger’s, boomed loudly form a set of speakers.





SECURITY SYSTEM

You are Trespassing. What is the Entrance Code? You have 10 seconds to comply.


SHIVA

Here’s your damn Entrance Code.

She raises her hands. Swirling white mist exits from her palms and covers the speakers and nearby camera in a thick sheet of ice. She then breaks into a run.

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE – LIVING ROOM





LEN

Alright, well you know where the extra fuel cans are. I stocked them up the other day.

An alarm starts blaring and they look around, franticly.





LEN




Is that the sniper? Did he follow you here?





SCOTT

I don’t know, it definitely would have been possible with the pace I was moving at.

Scott puts back on his outfit, not having enough time to re-apply his black facepaint or get a new pair of sunglasses.

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE – UNDERGROUND ENTRANCE TUNNEL

Shiva’s feet pound against the stone floor. A panel in the wall opens up and a gun turret exits. Three more do the same thing in various other places on either side of the walls. Shiva manages to freeze the first two, but the third one fires an electric charge, which hits her full on. She screams and falls to her knees. The last turret fires a net which completely covers her and sticks to the stone floor by little magnets on the end of the net.

Nightshade, looking worse for wear, rushes around the corner just as the voice, from another speaker, says;





SECURITY SYSTEM




Trespasser apprehended.

Nightshade goes over to the speaker and pushes a button.





NIGHTSHADE




You really need to fix that voice.





LEN





(V.O.)




You said more masculine! 





NIGHTSHADE




I think you’re over-doing it a bit much!





LEN





(V.O.)




(changing topics) Who is it?





NIGHTSHADE




Don’t worry, it’s not the sniper. It’s Shiva.





LEN





(V.O.)




Shiva? Why is she here?

Nightshade looks over at her.





SHIVA

I’m here to seek your help. (Nightshade just continues staring at her) Please.

Nightshade is silent for another minute, and then pushes the button again.





NIGHTSHADE




Deactivate the magnetic locks in the floor.

A loud clunking sound is heard and Shiva begins to crawl out from under the net, throwing it off of herself. Nightshade keeps his guns trained on her.





NIGHTSHADE




Stay back there.

Shiva gets to her feet and stays in her spot.





NIGHTSHADE




How’s the arm?





SHIVA

Hurts like a bitch, but getting better. You didn’t break it, if that’s what you’re wondering.


NIGHTSHADE

Damn.

The two stare at each other in silence for another few moments.





SHIVA




So…





NIGHTSHADE




So…

Len comes around the corner.





LEN




So what the hell are you doing here?

Nightshade turns around, surprised to see him.





NIGHTSHADE




Oh for Heaven’s sake, get back in the damn base.





SHIVA

I need your guys’ help. I saw how easily you took out that imposture, and you may not think so, but you held your own against that sniper for longer then most people would have. Actually, I helped you escape. If I hadn’t intervened on the rooftop, he would have surely finished you off.


NIGHTSHADE

You’re a criminal. I don’t help criminals.


SHIVA

I have my reasons for trying to rob that bank. Actually, those reasons are what I need your help with.


NIGHTSHADE

Sorry, I’m not in the bank robbing business. Now if you’ll…


SHIVA

(cutting him off) No, it’s not that!


NIGHTSHADE

Then let’s hear it.


SHIVA

It’s a bit of a long story.


NIGHTSHADE

We’ve got time.


SHIVA

I meant by that, if there was a place more comfortable….

Nightshade sighs.





SHIVA




I’m not as bad as you think.





NIGHTSHADE




Len.

Len goes over to a panel on the wall and opens it. A small computer screen and keyboard is there. Len types some buttons.





LEN




The electrodes in the floor say she’s clear.





SHIVA




Huh?





NIGHTSHADE

The floor’s rigged to measure your pulse and therefore can give a percentage as to if you’re telling the truth or not. You just aced the test.


SHIVA

So, that’s good, right?

Nightshade nods.





LEN

No, don’t even think about it. (Nightshade turns to look at him.) I just wanna go on record and say I’m against this idea.
INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE – LIVING ROOM

Scott, now fully out of his Nightshade attire, sits at the table directly across from Shiva. Len sits on the sofa nearby, hiding behind a gun that’s aimed at Shiva. Scott and Shiva both have glasses of water.





SHIVA

My real name is Allison Rae. I was 18 when I first discovered my powers to freeze things over with a layer of ice. I guess I should have suspected something long before then, as winter was always my favorite time of the year and I absolutely adored anything that was cold in temperature. Anyway, at the time I couldn’t really control my powers, and my family, growing scared of me, kicked me out of the house and told me never to come back. I wasn’t living in the streets long until a group of four other Ice Mutants – Three males and one female – found me and accepted me into their gang. I was taught that my power feeds off coldness, and can magnify greatly in damage when I’m being powered by coldness. It’s something to do with the brainwaves in my head, but they really lost me at that part. They also taught me how to properly control it though, and each of them, like me, had been shunned by society due to their uniqueness, and had taken on new names to better suit their lives. That’s when I picked Shiva as my new name. I was taught that theft and crime is the only way to obtain respect from people who would otherwise shun me. We worked like mercenaries, carrying out crimes for whatever crimelord or group paid us the most. During one of our crimes, someone was killed – a little boy - and I quickly realized that this wasn’t the life that I wanted. I mean, breaking the law to survive is one thing, but killing innocent people is another. I ran away, but the other members of this group called the Winterstorm Gang, quickly tracked me down and made me beg them to take me back.





LEN




That’s horrible.





SHIVA

That’s not the worst of it. It turns out they took on a job to steal some artifact from the bank here in St. Wainluk, a green jewel known as the Eye of Tofak. To prove myself to them, so they could accept me once again, they gave me the mission and told me to handle it alone. And if I didn’t return with the jewel, which thanks to you, I didn’t, they said that they would kill my family and then come for me. There in lies my problem.


LEN

Couldn’t have been a problem with an ant infestation oh no, that would have been too easy.

Scott glares at his friend, but then looks back at Shiva.





SCOTT




This jewel – the Eye of Tofak – What’s the story on that?





SHIVA

No idea. We weren’t given the details, which is how the Winterstorm Gang normally does business. With no questions asked.


SCOTT

Who are the other members of Winterstorm?

EXT. EDGE OF ST. WAINLUK – NIGHT

At the outskirts of town, four figures arrive at the top of a hill, all walking, overlooking St. Wainluk. There are three males and one female.





SHIVA





(V.O.)




There’s Frostbite.

We cut to a close-up of one of the males. He’s in his 30’s and has a thick white beard, and white hair. 





SHIVA





(V.O.)

He’s the leader of the Winterstorm Gang, and has the same powers as me, only he’s much more trained in them. So much more powerful then me. Then there’s Chill…

We cut to a close-up of the female in her late 20’s. Her lips are covered in artic white lipstick, and her fingernails are polished white. Her entire skin is tainted light blue, as if she was choking to death, and her eyebrows are covered in a light layer of frost.





SHIVA





(V.O.)

She’s easy to spot as she’s the only other girl in the group and her skin is permanently blue. 





SCOTT





(V.O.)




Why’s that?





SHIVA





(V.O.)

Her regular body temperature is far below that of a normal human’s. Just one touch from her is enough to sting someone with deep coldness, and the longer she touches them, the colder and closer to death they get. Oh, and If she kisses someone for longer then a few seconds, they freeze from the inside out.





LEN





(V.O.)




So not girlfriend material then, huh?





SHIVA





(V.O.)

Actually, her and Frostbite briefly dated for a short time. 


LEN


(V.O.)

Oh.


SHIVA


(V.O.)

Anyway, moving on, there’s Blizzard.

We cut to a close-up of a tall skinny man in his late 20’s. He’s wearing a black muscle shirt, with the name ‘Blizzard’ stenciled on it in an ice-like font.





SHIVA





(V.O.)

He’s able to absorb heat from the surrounding area, thus causing the air to turn extremely cold. It gets cold enough, people will pass out. If he’s outside when he does this, it’s not uncommon for it to begin snowing, although the reasoning behind that is still unknown. At least that’s what they said to me. Other then me, he’s the newest member of the gang. And last but not least, there’s Snowman.

We cut to a close up of a young man, who looks absolutely normal and is dressed in normal clothes.





SHIVA





(V.O.)

At 19 years old, he’s the youngest of the members, so he’s often referred to as Little Brother instead of Snowman. He’s able to physically change his body to snow and ice at will, which allows him to survive and avoid many dangers that would otherwise have him dead, such as gun blasts and the such.

We cut back to a wide shot of the entire gang. Frostbite smiles.





FROSTBITE




St. Wainluk. The little bitch is here somewhere. 





CHILL




What’s the plan?





FROSTBITE

The news said that security is going to be tightened at the bank. We need to deal with that soon, but we need to worry about Shiva first. Who knows what’s going on in that little girl’s head. But in the meantime, until we formulate a plan, I suggest we have a little ‘play time’.

Blizzard laughs like a hyena, which gets odd looks from everyone. Chill rolls her eyes.





CHILL




Have we ever said how stupid you sound when you laugh?

Blizzard looks hurt and frowns.





BLIZZARD




No.

Chill returns a smile.





CHILL

And we never will, even if it is true. We’re the only family each other’s got.

Blizzard smiles and laughs his hyena laugh again. The other members all laugh as well, but more normally. They head down the hill into St. Wainluk.

INT. NIGHTSHADE BASE – LIVING ROOM

Scott and Shiva are still in their spots at the table, however now Len is also seated at the table, having moved from his untrusting spot on the couch during Shiva’s story.





SCOTT




So how worried do we have to be?





SHIVA

Very. They no doubt have learned of my failure through the news and if they haven’t arrived here yet, then they’re on their way. Which equals bad news for this town.


SCOTT

In the morning I’ll swing by Michael – he’s the Chief of Police here – and fill him in on Winterstorm.





SHIVA




What about me?





SCOTT




You can stay here for the time being. I’ll set up the couch for you.





SHIVA




Ok, thanks.

Scott stands up to go set the couch up, but stops when Shiva speaks again.





SHIVA




Scott, can I ask you another question?





SCOTT




Shoot.





SHIVA

More out of personal curiosity then anything, but don’t you find it hard to see out of those sunglasses at night?

Scott chuckles.





SCOTT

I used to, back in my earlier days. That, mixed with my inexperience back then, was the main reason I kept getting my ass handed to me. But when I brought Len here in on everything, he invented sunglasses with a night vision mode in them. Works wonders.

Scott smiles and Shiva smiles back, lightly biting her bottom lip. Scott turns to go make the couch into a make-shift bed.

EXT. BEVEN’S POND – NIGHT – SNOWING

The Winterstorm Gang walks along the trail of the pond, starlight reflecting off its surface. Snow falls from the sky around them, and while the ground in front of them is perfectly fine, the ground behind them is covered in deep snow. The pond freezes over as they walk past it, so the edge of the freezing part is wherever they currently are, and the pond continues to freeze onwards with every step they take.

EXT. ST. WAINLUK HIGH SCHOOL – NIGHT - SNOWING

The Winterstorm Gang continues on with their freezing of the town. The school and its lawn had just been turned to ice, and is being covered in the thick falling snow, when three police cruisers screech onto the scene, sirens blaring. Frostbite smiles.





FROSTBITE




About time.

The cops jump out of their cars and kneel into firing positions as they raise their guns.





COP 1




Freeze!

Frostbite raises both hands, palms outwards, and thick swirling white mist travels from them and to two of the cruisers, instantly freezing them. The cops open fire, but Snowman sneers and jumps in front of Frostbite just as his body freezes over. The bullets embed into the ice, and when all have embedded into him, Snowman again changes, this time from ice to snow, and the various snowflakes, along with the recently-lodged bullets, fall to the ground. Seconds later, the snow begins to build up and forms the figure of Snowman once again, and he returns to normal.





COP 2




Oh what the hell is this…?

Frostbite pats Chill on the back, who shoots him a quick dirty look, but quickly covers it up. She walks around Snowman and up to the group of cops.





CHILL




This is Winterstorm.

She reaches the closest cop, reaches up, and pulls his head towards her. Their lips meet, and the cop, while surprised, seems to enjoy it. That is, until his lips turn blue, quickly followed by the rest of his skin. His eyes go wide and Chill backs up. The cop’s entire body starts turning blue and he falls. In the few seconds it takes for his body to hit the ground, he has completely frozen over, and when he hits the ground, he shatters into thousands of tiny pieces. 

There are five cops remaining, all in a state of shock and fear. It is Blizzard’s turn to step forward. He raises his hands up into the sky, causing the air temperature to get even colder. The remaining cops fight to keep their eyes open as they try to take aim at the gang. Two of them pass out and fall, but the other three stay conscious. 





BLIZZARD




Just pass out already!





SNOWMAN




May I?





BLIZZARD




Go ahead, Little Brother.

Blizzard lowers his hands. By now the snow has started coming down even harder and thicker. Snowman melts on the spot into a pile of snow, and he allows himself to get blown by the wind towards the cops that are slowly regaining their ground. When he reaches one, he gets lifted up by the wind and curls around the cop’s leg, and then travels up and goes in through his nose. The cop sneezes and stumbles around, dropping his gun and pawing at his head, screaming a very high-pitch scream.





COP 1




Stop! Stop doing whatever you’re doing!

The other remaining cops, minus the one stumbling around and screaming, train their guns on the gang once more. Frostbite sighs.





FROSTBITE




Slow learners.

He holds his hands out again, and again, shoots the swirling white mist out, but this time in a way so that instead of a narrow line, it expands outwards and envelops all of the remaining cops, turning them to ice sculptures in seconds.

The eyes of the final cop roll up into his head and he falls to the snow, dead. A line of snow pours out of his nose and forms a pile, continuing to grow until it forms Snowman once again.





SNOWMAN




Looks like he had a case of brain-freeze.

Blizzard laughs his hyena laugh.





FROSTBITE




Let’s continue on with our Winter Wonderland walk.

He holds his arm out, bent at the elbow, and Chill locks her arm with his, and playfully bats her eyes.





CHILL




(jokingly) Oh sweetie, you’re so romantic.

Blizzard laughs again as the gang continues on.

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE – GARAGE

Nightshade is sitting on his motorcycle, helmet in his hands. Shiva sits behind him, helmet already on, bandaged arm free from any slings. Len stands nearby.





LEN




So what’s your plan for the day?





NIGHTSHADE

Warn Michael about the Winterstorm Gang and then try to find out some information on the sniper.





LEN




So I shouldn’t expect you back for a few hours?





NIGHTSHADE




Why are you asking?

Len smiles.





LEN




You’ll find out soon.

Nightshade gives Len a weird look, but that is obscured when Nightshade puts his helmet on. Shiva wraps her arms around Nightshade’s chest as he starts the motorcycle up and zooms out of the garage and down the tunnel.

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE – UNDERGROUND ENTRANCE TUNNEL

We see the same tunnel that we saw earlier, empty, but with the sound of an approaching engine. Suddenly Nightshade and Shiva zoom by the camera and continue on down the tunnel.

INT. POLICE PRECINCT – DAY

It has stopped snowing outside, but snow still covers most everything, including the windows. Michael enters the building, wearing a thick fur winter coat, and shakes snow off – Just in time to get a snowball to the face.

Michael looks around and sees one of the On-Shift officers smiling. Michael smiles back.





MICHAEL




Enjoy the snow while you can, McFee.





MCFEE

Sorry Captain, but I couldn’t resist. We used to get snow all the time back where I used to live, and my kids loved it. You can imagine our disappointed when we got posted here and discovered that it doesn’t snow. At least that’s what we were told.





MICHAEL




We don’t get snow here.

Dawn, the secretary, looks up at Michael.





DAWN




Hate to burst that bubble there, sir, but have you not looked outside?





MICHAEL

Something’s wrong here. Don’t you think that even if by some small chance we were to get natural snowfall, don’t any of you think that it would happen in winter? Or have you all forgotten that it’s the middle of the summer?

The bathroom door opens and Drew walks out, zipping his pants up.





DREW




I assume you have a theory?





MICHAEL

Shiva. She displayed the ability to freeze objects. Who knows what other mysterious powers she may have. I doubt very much that it’s a coincidence that this town finally sees winter for the first time in its history, just a couple days after a girl with the power to turn objects to ice, arrives.





DREW

So you think she’s doing this in retaliation to Nightshade stopping her from robbing the bank?





MICHAEL




It’s possible.





DAWN

Sir? Officer Dutton was just on the radio. He said that he found the missing officers. They’re dead. Over by the school. Some of them were turned to ice sculptures.





MICHAEL




I’d say we have all the evidence we need.





DREW




Want to go out and see what we can dig up?





MICHAEL




You read my mind.

Michael and Drew head back outside.

EXT. HIGHWAY – DAY

Nightshade and Shiva drive down the highway, heading towards St. Wainluk. They ride up a steep incline, and screech to a stop at the top. The town of St. Wainluk lays below them, completely covered in snow except for a few random areas. There are a few buildings that have been completely turned to ice. Shiva gasps.





SHIVA




We’re too late! They’re already here!





NIGHTSHADE




We better hurry.

The motorcycle roars off again, heading down the hill.

INT. ABANONED APARTMENT BUILDING – SECOND FLOR – DAY

Marcel angrily storms down the hall and barges into Greaper’s room, slamming the door open. Greaper is sitting in a chair by a desk, various medical supplies laid out on the desk. Greaper is in the process of stitching a cut on his own face by looking in a mirror. He has half the cut stitched and is about to put the needle through again, when Marcel had barged in. Greaper pays no attention to him and continues with his stitching, not even wincing when he puts the needle through his skin.





MARCEL

What on Earth do you call what you did last night? Because I call that messy, not stealthy! We agreed you would remain virtually in the shadows and that is it! Not even a whisper of you! Now there are cops all over the scene, and sure enough they’ll find something to link back to you, and thus back to us. You know why? Because they ALWAYS do! They have fucking forensics experts and shit. Explain yourself!





GREAPER




(calmly) One hour left until payment is late, pinhead.

Marcel spits on the floor in Greaper’s direction.





MARCEL

You can be sure that Curtis will hear about this and he will be none too happy. You’ll be lucky to get even a cent out of us!

Greaper says nothing. Marcel huffs with frustration and goes back out into the hall. He runs down the hall and turns off into Curtis’ room, but comes to a quick stop when he sees that it’s empty.





MARCEL




Curtis? You here?

No answer. Marcel turns back into the hall, just as another member of the Order exits his room.





MARCEL




Clay, you know where Curtis is?

The man shakes his head and Marcel turns and rushes down the hall. Two others appear at the top of the steps.





MARCEL




You two! Any idea where Curtis is?





PERSON 1




Nope, sorry bro.

Marcel looks around franticly, up and down the hall, while the others continue on.





MARCEL




(to himself) Where can he be?

EXT. BEVEN’S POND – DAY

Nightshade and Shiva drive through the snow-filled town, passing by tons of people enjoying themselves by having snowball fights, building snowforts, and skating on Beven’s Pond. They also pass by a couple buildings that are now completely ice. Shiva speaks through a radio in her helmet.





SHIVA




I can feel my power’s strength multiplying more every minute. 

Nightshade’s voice fills her helmet.





NIGHTSHADE




Hopefully that’ll come in handy if we come across them.





SHIVA




Even at my best, I’m no match for them.

Nightshade doesn’t say anything. He just concentrates on driving on the icy streets.

EXT. ST. WAINLUK HIGH SCHOOL – DAY

Michael and Drew arrive at the school crime scene, which already has a couple cops milling around and inspecting the sculptures and area. As they crunch through the snow towards the ice figures, Drew glances at the frozen school.





DREW

You know Michael, if there is any evidence here, it’s probably buried under all this snow. 

Michael inspects one of the sculptures, glaring right inside of it.





MICHAEL




Has anyone found a way to defrost these yet?

Drew sighs sadly. 





DREW




That would be impossible.

Michael turns to look at Drew, shocked.





DREW

These officers weren’t incased in ice. They were turned to ice. You defrost them, they’ll just melt to a puddle.

Michael looks at the ground sadly, and then back at the figures.





MICHAEL

Looks like I need to inform their families. Come on, I want to check out the other crime scene before we head back to the station.

They start to turn away, but stop and turn back as Nightshade, with Shiva riding on the back of the motorcycle, slows to a stop in the area. Nightshade opens up his helmet visor.





NIGHTSHADE




Chief Brown, I have some information that you…

He stops in mid-sentence when every cop, including Michael and Drew, draw their guns on him.





MICHAEL

Nightshade, you’re wanted for questioning in the massacre at Joel’s Convenience store late last night, as well as for the murder of Chad Hardcastle. That girl that is with you is wanted for attempted robbery, murder, and terrorism. Please step off the motorcycle slowly.

Nightshade makes no move to do so.





NIGHTSHADE

I assure you from the very bottom of my heart and with every fiber of my being, that I had nothing to do with either of those things, and that Shiva here had nothing to do with this apparent winter and assault on the town’s buildings and your officers.





MICHAEL




Either way, I still need to bring the two of you in for questioning.

Shiva’s arms, which are around Nightshade’s chest, tightens.





NIGHTSHADE

Not on your life. In your mind, you already have us pegged as killers. We’re not going to be burned on a stake for your little witchhunt. I promise you, I’ll hand over your real culprits when I find them.





MICHAEL

Nightshade, you are not above the law! You have to abide by it just like…

He’s cut off as Nightshade loudly guns his engine and speeds away. The cops, minus Michael, open fire, pelting the road all around the departing Nightshade. A few bullets even ricochet off the bike.





MICHAEL




Cease fire! Everyone stop firing!

Everyone does and Nightshade gets further away, disappearing around a corner far down the road.





DREW




What do you think, Sir?





MICHAEL

Either Nightshade really is telling the truth and we’re out of our league, or Darkshade is back.





DREW




Darkshade?





MICHAEL

Long story from before you were transferred here. Darkshade is…well just think of him as a very very bad version of Nightshade. And if he’s back, then we’re out of our league. Even Nightshade had trouble with him.





DREW




So either way, we’re in trouble?

Michael slightly nods.





MICHAEL




Either way, we’re in trouble.

EXT. RANDOM STREET – DAY

Nightshade drives down the street, weaving between the light traffic. 





SHIVA




So what’s the plan now?





NIGHTSHADE

I need to go talk to someone. If anyone in this town has any information on that sniper, and possibly the whereabouts of the Winterstorm Gang, it’ll be her.





SHIVA




Who is she?





NIGHTSHADE




An old acquaintance I helped out once.

INT. FROZEN BUILDING – DAY

This building, inside and out, is completely turned to ice, including the furniture. For all intents and purposes, it is a building created completely out of ice. The sunlight filters in through the ice walls and reflects off everything. 

Snowman and Blizzard are sleeping on an ice couch, heads at opposite ends of the furniture. Frostbite and Chill sit in frozen chairs at a frozen table, awake.





FROSTBITE




You know what mission this one reminds me of?





CHILL

(chuckles) The Sword of Anzanzi. Which turned out to not even exist, but at least we got to have a lot of fun.





FROSTBITE

Yeah, that’s the one. Traveled all the way around the world, ended up in some small-ass town in Germany. Followed Mr. Hubb’s directions perfectly, but there was no sword. Turned out we were just following a bunch of nutcases that probably all believed they had been abducted by aliens at some point in their life. Never did find out why Mr. Hubb was deathly afraid they’d get the sword before him. 





CHILL




Hopefully this Eye of Tofak thing won’t be like that.





FROSTBITE




It’s not.





CHILL

How can you be sure? Our track record with obtaining mythical artifacts have so far been pretty shitty.


FROSTBITE




Because this time we aren’t together.

Chill looks away from Frostbite sadly and at the floor.





CHILL

Frostbite…Darren…You know how I feel. That hasn’t changed. 





FROSTBITE

Because of that fucking guy in Cherico? Come on, Joanne! He’s not anything like any of us. You could never touch him, much less kiss him, without killing him.

Chill looks back up at Frostbite, angrily.





CHILL




I know that! But it doesn’t change the fact that I love him!





FROSTBITE

Yeah, you want to talk about Love? How about next time you’re talking to him, you tell him what you really do and who you really are. Then we’ll see how much he loves you after you list the bodycount you’ve racked up.

Chill looks away again, sadness filling her eyes to the brim. A tear rolls down her cheek and freezes part-way down.





CHILL

This is the last time, Darren. After this, I’m done. I’m leaving Winterstorm and going to Cherico to be with David. I’m going to tell him everything, and we’re going to find a way to work around this…this problem of mine.

Frostbite scoffs.





FROSTBITE




We’ll see.





CHILL

I just want to get this mission done and over with. Any idea on a plan yet?

Frostbite is silent for a minute, but then holds up a half-frozen flyer advertising a ‘Save the Rainforest Gala’ that’s on that night.





CHILL




I don’t understand…





FROSTBITE

Everyone will be attending this thing. Which means nobody but the bare minimum at the bank. I say we do this thing tonight, but on the way to the Bank, we stop off at this Gala and make sure nobody there will ever get in our way – or anyone’s way – ever.

Chill nods, and forces a smile.

INT. ABANONED APARTMENT BUILDING – GREAPER’S APARTMENT – DAY

Greaper is still sitting at the table, but now all his cuts have been taken care of. He reaches over and grabs a digital alarm clock, looking at the time. He lays it back down and carefully loads one of his guns, screwing a silencer onto it. He ties a knife sheath around his waist, slipping his rather large dagger into it. 

Standing up, Greaper goes out into the hall. There are two members of the Order there, leaning up against a wall, talking. ‘Break Down The Walls’ by Youth of Today plays as, without warning, Greaper raises his gun shoots both of them without them even realizing he was there. Blood splatters the wall with both silent shots. 

He hears the stairs of the staircase creaking and quickly hides behind the corner, going into one of the rooms. Just as someone walks by, he jumps out behind the person, grabs him, and slits his throat open with the dagger. Dark blood sprays out from the neck in a gushing waterfall, and the thump of the falling body attracts the attention of someone else, who peaks out of their room just to have Greaper throw the dagger at him, embedding into his forehead and killing them. 

Greaper walks over and peaks into the same room, seeing a trio of naked girls on the bed, gasping and screaming. Greaper shoots all three of them, filling the sheets with blood. A bullet slams into the doorframe by his head and Greaper ducks as he turns, firing, sending another person flying back with a scream, body riddled with bullets.

Marcel runs out into the hall to investigate and Greaper shoots at him, but misses due to Marcel instantly ducking back into his room. 

INT. ABANONED APARTMENT BUILDING – MARCEL’S APARTMENT – DAY

We see the inside of Marcel’s room and it’s filled with various artifacts and weapons from various time periods. One such weapon is a double-edged battle axe inside a case of glass. Sweating profusely, Marcel runs over and opens the case, and pulling the axe out. He runs back over next to the door, slamming his back straight up against the wall as far as he can get. As he waits, breathing getting heavier and heavier, he hears the screams of others being killed. After a couple minutes of this, a shadow appears in the doorway and Marcel holds his breath, tightening his grip on the axe. 

When the shadow gets larger, Marcel jumps out with the axe, screaming, only to have it shot out of his hands with a single shot by Greaper. 





CURTIS





(V.O.)




Greaper stop! I have your money!

Greaper, gun pointed directly at Marcel, finger squeezing on the trigger, suddenly lowers the gun and turns to look down the body-filled and blood-sprayed hall. The song instantly stops. Curtis comes into view, stepping over a dead body and only glancing at it for a second, as if it was nothing more then a log in his way. He hands Greaper a thick wad of money.





GREAPER




Sorry about the mess.

Curtis laughs nervously.





CURTIS

Oh, no problem! We had a deal, and I didn’t meet that deal on time. Completely understandable!

Greaper walks over to one of the bodies and retrieves his dagger. He uses another body’s shirt to wipe the blood off of it and then put it back in its sheath again.





GREAPER




Any idea about finding Nightshade?





CURTIS

There’s this huge thing going on tonight, a Gala. Just about everyone in town is expected to attend. I’m willing to bet that Nightshade will show up, if only for a couple minutes, to make sure everything goes smoothly. You stake that place out, and you’re sure to see him at some point.

Greaper nods and turns, walking back into his room. Curtis turns to Marcel, letting out a huge sigh of relief.





CURTIS




Well that certainly was cutting it a bit close, don’t you think?

Marcel stares at Curtis, dumbfounded. He finally manages to find his voice.





MARCEL




A bit close!? We lost half of our members!





CURTIS

We can recruit more. Nothing we haven’t done before. After that giant Gang War there was only a couple of us left but we managed to re-build.

Marcel straightens his glasses, recomposing himself.





MARCEL




Where did you come up with the money?





CURTIS




I took a loan out from the bank.

Marcel is once again, dumbfounded.





MARCEL




Huh?





CURTIS

Just because I’m a criminal doesn’t mean I have to do everything illegally.

Curtis looks up and down in the hall.





CURTIS




 I wonder who I can talk into cleaning this mess up.

Curtis looks back up at Marcel, who slowly starts to back away around the corner.

EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE – DAY
Michael and Drew are now at the other crime scene, which is in part of the town that hadn’t really hit too bad with the snow and ice. There was a little bit, but not nearly enough as most other places, and the ground is clearly visible in most areas, with only a very thin layer of snow. There are cops all over the area, searching the parking lot, rubble, and even inside the store.





COP




Sir?

Michael, who had been digging through the rubble of one of the destroyed cars, looks up.





COP




These are sort of unusual.

Michael looks at the cop confused.





MICHAEL




What are unusual?

The cop points at the ground and Michael looks down. He is standing in the middle of one of the craters. He bends down and runs his hand along the smooth melted ground.





MICHAEL




Drew!

Drew, who had been inside the store, comes running out and sees Michael bent down in one of the craters.





DREW




Holy shit.





COP




There’s a few more, scattered around this area.

Michael stands up and faces Drew.





MICHAEL

As far as I know, Nightshade doesn’t have any kind of weaponry like this. At least I’ve never seen any signs of it before.





DREW

Not to start defending him or anything, but I was talking to Kelsey in there – she was the first officer on the scene this morning – and she said that she had received numerous reports of Nightshade having been spotted transporting an unconscious man, who seemed to be dressed in a much cheaper version of Nightshade’s clothes, and was headed in this direction. So I guess my question is, why would Nightshade knock someone unconscious and deliver him to us, just to kill both him and our men? Doesn’t make any sense.

Michael walks over to the side of the parking lot, Drew following behind him. There are a few other cops digging through the snow in this area, searching. 





MICHAEL




I found these.

He points to an area in the snow that had been dug out, revealing bullets.





MICHAEL




Adam!

A few seconds later, another cop jogs over.





ADAM




Yes, sir?





MICHAEL




Have any other shells been uncovered yet?





ADAM




Yes sir, right over there.

Adam points in the opposite direction and goes back to what he was doing. Michael and Drew go over to the area, where much longer and larger bullets have been dug out.





DREW




If I didn’t know any better, I’d say these were from a sniper gun.





MICHAEL

And the ones over there (points in the exact opposite direction) are from a 9MM, which is Nightshade’s gun of choice. Seems to me that there was a sniper, and when Nightshade got here to deliver his criminal, he fought it out with the sniper.





DREW




What about the craters? And the destroyed cars? What caused them?





MICHAEL

Not sure yet. Could be there was a third party with yet a different gun, or possibly one of the other two – I’m willing to bet on the sniper – had a second type of weapon and used it. Maybe some kind of prototype.





DREW




Like the kind that Chad Hardcastle sold.





MICHAEL

I’m willing to stake my life on the fact that who that sniper is, if we find him, we find the guy who murdered Chad Hardcastle, and all these people.





DREW




Kinda makes ya wish we heard Nightshade out earlier, huh?

Michael glares at Drew.





MICHAEL




I thought you didn’t like him?





DREW




I don’t, but that doesn’t mean he’s guilty.

EXT. OUTLAW HAVEN – DAY

Nightshade and Shiva zoom down the empty abandoned area of town known as Outlaw Haven, which is another part of the town that is virtually untouched by winter. Nightshade slows his motorcycle down to a stop on the side of the road, just outside one of the many condemned, graffiti-covered, boarded-off buildings.





SHIVA




Why are we here?

She climbs off the motorcycle, removing her helmet. Nightshade does the same and they lay the helmets on the seat.





NIGHTSHADE

There’s someone here I saved once and she’s helped me out whenever I’ve needed it, in return.

Nightshade detaches a small part of the dashboard area, a part no bigger then an old-style Gameboy, and with only three buttons on it. He pushes one and there is a slight glimmer reflected in the metal around the bike for a second, but then all seems normal again.





SHIVA




Why does she live here?





NIGHTSHADE

She’s homeless. Left in the streets as a baby and raised by the homeless. This may not be the best place for her, but its home to her. Come on.

Nightshade, followed closely by Shiva, walks across the sidewalk and towards the door. He knocks twice, pauses, then knocks three more times before opening the door and stepping inside.

INT. CONDEMNED BUILDING – Day

There is hardly anything inside here beyond people. There are two sofa’s, ripped and shredded with stuffing hanging out, and dust covered everything. Windows are shattered and boarded up. The people in the room are wearing loose ripped clothing, or nothing at all in some cases. The overall morale seems extremely low. They eye the two newcomers and whisper among themselves.





NIGHTSHADE

This is everyone in the Shovek Clan. Even though they’re all homeless, they have still found a way to retain some semblance of a family/clan unit.





SHIVA




Isn’t this area filled with savages though?





NIGHTSHADE

Yes, but this Clan is one of the few peaceful ones. Even the dangerous Clans leave them alone. Mostly though cause they have nothing of value. (shouting) Sonm!

Nightshade and Shiva scan the crowd in the room.





SONM





(V.O.)




Shades!

They turn around and SONM SIDHU, 17 years old, brown-skinned, and skinny, stands there. She smiles and tightly hugs Nightshade. Nightshade returns the hug and they break away.





SONM




Always nice to have you around. Come on, let’s go into the kitchen

Sonm leads them into the kitchen, which is in the exact same state as the previous room, with broken tiles littering the floor and empty counters. 





SONM




Who’s the broad?

Shiva gasps.





SHIVA




Excuse me?





NIGHTSHADE




She’s a friend of mine.

Sonm eyes Shiva up and down.





SONM




You tappin’ that?

Shiva makes a move towards Sonm, but Nightshade stops her by laying a hand on her shoulder





NIGHTSHADE




I‘m actually here to get some information.





SONM




Well try me and I’ll tell ya whatever ya wanna know.

EXT. OUTLAW HAVEN – DAY

‘Electric Lady Land’ by Fantastic Plastic Machine plays. A young man with a tall Mohawk and chain wrapped around the knuckles on one hand approaches Nightshade’s motorcycle. He looks around, seeing if anyone is around. Confident that there isn’t, he steps towards it and places his hand on the handlebars as he goes to climb on it. 

He doesn’t actually make it onto it though, for as soon as he touches the handlebars, electricity surges through his body. After several seconds of being electrocuted, he manages to pry his hands off and stumble backwards. He turns and runs off, and the song ends.

INT. CONDEMNED BUILDING – KITCHEN – Day

Nightshade, Shiva, and Sonm stand around.





NIGHTSHADE

Last night some guy tried to sniper me. He shot up an entire parking lot of cops and civilians, and he had some kind of high-tech weapon, it fired balls of energy or something.





SONM




Greaper.





NIGHTSHADE




You know him?





SONM

No. But word on the street is that he’s an assassin. One of the best too. He’s been trained in everything. Standard military, Secret Service, Black Ops. You name it, he has training in it. His codename is Greaper. Stands for Grim Reaper. He is one pesky fly to have on your back.


NIGHTSHADE




Any weaknesses?





SONM

Well he’s just flesh and blood like you and me. No extra enhancements or anything, so he can be killed. Just takes skill. (smiles seductively) Which I know you have.

Shiva turns her gaze from Sonm to Nightshade, a scowl on her face.





SHIVA




What does she mean by that?

Nightshade looks at Shiva, then turns back to Sonm.





NIGHTSHADE




Any idea on a location?





SONM




The Order. They’re the ones that hired him.





NIGHTSHADE




(growling) Curtis.





SONM




But nobody knows where their hideout is. They keep it a secret.

Nightshade nods.





NIGHTSHADE

And there’s this group of people called the Winterstorm Gang. They have these powers – they’re the ones that made it winter here. Any info on them?





SONM

People did that? Wow, everyone around here has been thinking that it was just a freak phenomenon. There hasn’t been one single word on any new gang. So no, sorry, no info on them at all.





NIGHTSHADE




Alright, thanks. Take care.

Nightshade and Shiva go to leave.





SONM




Woah! Wait!

Nightshade turns back.





SONM

Leaving already? Not gonna stay for a chat?





NIGHTSHADE




Sorry. Maybe another time. I’ve got work to do.





SONM

Just a Wham Bam, thank-you, mam? You do seem to be good at those.

Shiva glances back up at Nightshade again.





NIGHTSHADE




I’ll stay in touch.

EXT. OUTLAW HAVEN – DAY

Nightshade and Shiva emerge outside.





SHIVA

If I didn’t know any better, I’d think something happened between you two. Care to explain what that was all about in there?





NIGHTSHADE




No.

Nightshade removes the device and pushes the button again. He re-attaches it to its spot on his motorcycle’s dashboard.





SHIVA




You’re what? 21? She has to be under 18, Scott!





NIGHTSHADE




Nothing happened! She just likes playing around like that.





SHIVA




You seem to know a lot about her playing around.





NIGHTSHADE




Shut up. I think you’ve been hanging around Len too much.

INT. POLICE PRECINCT – DAY

Michael and Drew enter the building, shaking snow off themselves. McFee runs up to them.





MCFEE




Chief, you’ll never believe this. We have a member of the Order here.





MICHAEL




What? Are you serious? We’ve been after them for so long!





MCFEE




He turned himself in. Said he wanted protective custody. 





MICHAEL




What for?





MCFEE




Seems they hired a mercenary to take out Nightshade…





MICHAEL




(to himself) The sniper.





MCFEE

…but their leader, a Curtis Coates, failed to make good on the payment and this mercenary made the payment with their spilt blood. We went around and killed them. Curtis apparently got him under control for now, but this man, a John Carrol, fears safer in our custody. 





MICHAEL

I want to talk to him. If he agrees to give us all the info we need, he’ll get his wish.





MCFEE

Sir, that’s not all. He said that the mercenary is planning on hitting up the Gala tonight. He thinks Nightshade is going to show up there.

Michael nods.





MICHAEL




Show me to him.

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE – REC AREA & GYM

Len is sitting in the computer chair, but is not facing the computer. Scott is lifting weights in the attached gym, while Shiva spots for him.





LEN




So what are you going to do now?





SCOTT




Not a clue. We’ve reached a dead end.





SHIVA




Not necessarily. 

Scott lifts the bar up and with Shiva’s help, places it on the holdings for it. He sits up and wipes sweat off his face with a towel.





SCOTT




Elaborate.





SHIVA

Ok, so the search for Greaper is at a temporary dead end, yeah, but you’re forgetting that I’m a member of the Winterstorm Gang. I know how they think.





LEN

So care to share with the rest of us what they’re thinking, or are ya just gonna keep it inside that pretty head of yours?

Shiva mock-smiles at him.





SHIVA




They’re gonna hit the bank tonight.





LEN




How can you be so…





SCOTT




(cutting him off) Shhh, let her talk.

Len pouts and silently mocks Scott as Shiva continues on.





SHIVA

That Gala thing that’s on tonight, most people will be there, which means minimum security at the bank. We have a bigger problem though. Frostbite, he gets his jollies by causing havoc, as you can see by the state of the town today. He’s gonna hit the Gala for sure, and chances are before he hits the Bank. Once he does the job, he’s either going to get his ass out of town, complete the transaction, and proceed to kill my family, or devout every waking moment to hunting me down for betraying them. Either way, he’s not going to waste his time by going out of his way to cause playful havoc.





SCOTT




Well then, I’d say it’s settled.





LEN




What’s your plan?





SCOTT

Shiva and I go and watch over the party. When Winterstorm shows, we’ll be ready.





LEN

So what? You two just going to sit alone together on your bike in the dark for hours on end? I wonder what you’ll do to pass away the time…





SCOTT




No, not that.





SHIVA




(snapping) Of course not, I’m not Sonm.

Scott turns on her sharply.





SCOTT




What is your problem?





SHIVA




Nothing.

Len looks back and forth between the two of them, feeling uncomfortable.





LEN




Ummm…(pause) So what is your plan?

Scott turns back to Len.





SCOTT




We blend. Shiva and I attend the party.





LEN

Incase you’ve forgotten, there’s a reason you haven’t had a social life. Scott Short is supposed to be dead.





SCOTT

It’s been about five years. Most everyone who knew me I imagine has moved away from this town, onto bigger and better things. Plus…

Scott reaches over onto the ice hockey table and lifts up a pair of glasses.





SCOTT




I’ll just wear these.





LEN




Oh my god…Are you a complete moron!?





SCOTT




Works for Clark Kent, and he’s around people all day who know him.

Len’s head falls into his hands.





LEN




This is the worst idea ever.





SCOTT




Come on, Shiva. We need to buy you a dress before the party.

Len looks back up.





LEN

Wait, I have something for her. I made it today while you guys were gone out.





SCOTT




Is this that secret project?





LEN




No, this is something extra I did.

EXT. GALA BUILDING – NIGHT - AERIAL SHOT 

‘Slayed’ by Overseer plays. We see the outside of the massive building from the air. It’s one of the tallest buildings in town, but the Gala itself is only on the first floor. Bright lights shine from inside and we can see hundreds of people, all dressed in their best outfits and dresses, trying to get in. A helicopter with the words ‘JC NEWS’ stenciled on it flies by overhead, shining a light down on the crowd below, and quickly leaves our view.

INT. GALA BUILDING – NIGHT

We cut to various shots of the party and it’s occupants. The Gala is going full swing. At least a few hundred people have attended, all dressed in their absolutely fanciest clothes. When the song dies down at the end of this montage, we hear a band playing soft jazz music from some where inside the room.

There is a table set up near the main entrance, with pamphlets on how to help save the rainforests and the room is decorated in such a way that it, itself, looks like a jungle, with fake trees set up, and paths leading through the area. Every once in awhile in the make-shift jungle, there is a section of the path that would break off to a small indented clearing in the ‘jungle’, which is be devoted to a display that is set up to give out facts about the rainforests and their animal and human occupants. Each section has it’s own facts and topics. 

Scott, wearing glasses and dressed in a black tuxedo, with Shiva hanging onto his arm in a blue backless dress that sparkles like diamonds – or ice crystals, is walking along one such path. The display table for this area is about the various Native tribes found in the rainforests of the world.





SCOTT




Lovely fellows.





SHIVA




Excuse me?





SCOTT




Natives. I had a run-in with one tribe when I was in the Amazon.

People passed by on the trail behind them, a few stopping to glance at the same display. Scott and Shiva remained in silence, pretending to read, until the other people continued on their way.





SHIVA




(skeptical) You’ve been to the Amazon?





SCOTT




I was looking for…someone. 

Scott pauses and looks into Shiva’s eyes.





SCOTT




But that doesn’t mater now.

Shiva looks back into Scott’s eyes as she moves her hands to his side. They close their eyes and lean in to kiss when…





MICHAEL





(V.O.)




Scott?

Scott’s eyes open instantly and he pulls away from Shiva, whipping around. Michael stands a few feet away, wearing a tux. Scott tenses, holing Shiva close to him, tightly.





MICHAEL




Relax, I’m not going to arrest you.

More people enter the area and Michael moves in, also pretending to read. When the people move on, Michael turns back to Scott and Shiva.





MICHAEL

I believe you. We’ve been given some intel on Greaper. He’s the assassin trying to kill you.





SCOTT




I know who he is. I have my sources too.





MICHAEL




What about her? (nods towards Shiva)





SCOTT

She was blackmailed into robbing the bank by this gang called the Winterstorm Gang. They’re Ice Mutants just like her…

Scott stops in mid-sentence as another group of people enter the area. This group consists of Mayor Joel Burton, his wife, and a few of their closer friends.





MAYOR BURTON




Ahh, Chief Brown! Always a pleasure!

Michael and Mayor Burton shake hands. The Mayor leans into his wife and friends.





MAYOR BURTON




This man is the one responsible for cleaning up this town.

The Mayor’s wife extends her hand outwards and also shakes Michael’s hand.





MAYOR’S WIFE




You have done this city a great deed.





MICHAEL

I’ve played a very little role. My men are the ones that deserve the compliments. I’ll be sure to pass them along.





MAYOR FRIEND 1




Modest! I tell you, modesty is a trait hard to come by these days.

They all chuckle. Mayor Burton seems to notice Scott and Shiva for the first time.





MAYOR BURTON




And who are these fine young people you were chatting with?

Michael glances back at Scott and Shiva, and then back at the Mayor.





MICHAEL




This is my…nephew…Scott, and his…girlfriend…

He looks back at them. Shiva steps forward.





SHIVA




Allison. And it’s a pleasure to meet the Mayor of this fine town.

The Mayor blushes and chuckles. Shiva extends her hand and he shakes it, but quickly retracts his hand.





MAYOR BURTON




Wow, you’re so cold.





SCOTT




She’s recovering from a flu.

Mayor Burton’s wife frowns sadly.





MAYOR’S WIFE

Retched things, flues are. I had a bad one not even a month ago. Good luck with that, dear.

Shiva smiles politely.





SHIVA




Thank-you. 





MAYOR BURTON

Well, we must be off. I expect these people are expecting a hefty donation from us by the end of this. (laughs) May as well see what my money is going towards. Keep up your good work.

Michael nods and keeps his smile.





MICHAEL




You can be sure of it. Have a good evening.

The mayor and his crew continue on, out of sight. Michael turns back to Scott and Shiva, resuming their conversation.





MICHAEL

I suppose this gang is responsible for all the things I’ve been blaming you for, young miss?





SHIVA




Mostly. The attempted bank robbery was all me.





MICHAEL




If you have any ideas on how to stop them, I’m all ears.

Before Shiva can say anything, a small radio comes to life.





LEN





(V.O.)




Scott, you there?

Scott reaches into his pocket and pulls out a very small radio.





SCOTT




What is it?





LEN





(V.O.)

I’m out here by Shelly’s Meat Market and I do believe the Winterstorm Gang just passed by.





SCOTT




Are you sure?





LEN





(V.O.)

Well if that wasn’t them, then I’m seeing things, cause snow is falling around them. And one of them was a light-blue-colored girl. I’d say they’d be your way in about ten minutes.

Scott puts the radio away and turns quickly to Michael.





SCOTT




Empty this room out. Get everyone away from here.

Michael nods.





MICHAEL




What about you?





SCOTT

Being Scott in public again was fun while it lasted, but it’s time for Nightshade to make his appearance.

Scott removes his glasses as he and Shiva take off running, brushing right past a couple of people, almost ramming right into them. Michael also runs, but instead of following the trail, he runs through the fake jungle trees until he emerges onto the other side of them, where a stage is located and the band is playing.

He takes the MIC from center stage and starts tapping it. The band quickly dies down.





MICHAEL




Everybody! Everybody, can I have your attention please?

Everyone that can, turns to look at him. The many that can’t, as they are in the jungle area, start making their way to an area where they can see him.





MICHAEL




My name is Michael Brown and I am the Chief of Police, and…





COLLECTIVE VOICES




(cutting him off) Hello Michael.





MICHAEL

Yes, hello. I have just received word that there is a very dangerous gang headed this way, and they plan on doing as much damage to us as possible.

There are low murmurs and everyone looking around, wondering if this is some kind of publicity stunt.





MICHAEL

I assure you, this is no prank. Now nobody panic, I have officers on the way and they will be here shortly to protect everyone. But in the meantime, I’m going to need you all to exit the building as orderly as you can, and hop in your cars, and drive away. This gang is very dangerous and could be here to kill people. Do not dawdle.

That is when the chaos begins. 

People, beginning to panic, start screaming and rushing for the door, some following the path, others barging right through the ‘jungle’, knocking down props and trees left and right, which sometimes almost fall on other people running through the jungle. The ones that decide to run along the path, push and shove, others being knocked down, and barrel right into anyone in their way.





MICHAEL




Orderly fashion! Everyone calm down!

But he can no longer be heard above the screaming and the shouting, and the falling trees. Scott and Shiva fight their way through the stampeding crowd, the only two people in the entire building that is trying to rush deeper into the building. Shiva gets knocked away by a strong muscular guy, and she goes flying into the jungle.





SCOTT




Shiva!

He turns directions and runs across the mass of people, getting pushed along with them more and more with every step he takes. By the time he reaches the edge of the jungle, he is much further back then he wants to be.

Shiva goes to stand up, but gets caught in a small crowd of people barging through the trees, and is once again, knocked away. She slams right into one of the trees, turns around, and falls. A cluster of the trees start falling towards her from almost every direction, and while they’re fake, they can still do quite a lot of damage to the fragile human body. 

Scott hears a crying and whips his head to see a little girl sprawled across the path, getting trampled. Who does Scott save? The little girl or Shiva?

Shiva screams, but only for a second, as Scott shoves one of the display desks towards her and it slides across the floor, stopping right by her head. The falling trees slam against that, resting just a few feet above Shiva’s head. The second after he shoved the desk, Scott had turned and ran back towards the stampeding crowd. He jumps and lays flat against the floor, reaching his hand towards the girl.





SCOTT




Grab my hand!

The girl looks at him and starts to reach, but then Scott screams as someone runs over his arm. Then another person. His arm is soon being stepped on by just about everyone, until one person’s foot accidentally kicks it away, and Scott quickly pulls it back towards himself. He looks on at the girl, hurt and desperation in his eyes for not being able to do anything. He holds his hurt arm up to his body.

Shiva arrives, and without even hesitating, dives right into the ground, fighting her way towards the girl.





SCOTT




Shiva!

Siva is battered and bruised and tugged away, but always manages to get back on track. She puts all her weight into it and slams her shoulder into someone just about to run into the little girl, sending the person flying back. Shiva reaches down and grabs the little girl, slinging her onto her back and quickly rushing back off the trail and into the jungle just as the crowd begins to die down a bit. Shiva lets the girl down.





SHIVA

Just head that way (points) and you’ll come to the exit, ok? Be careful cause it’ll be dangerous over there. 

The little girl rubs tears from her eyes. 





LITTLE GIRL




I can’t find my parents…

Shiva looks at Scott, who shrugs.





SHIVA

Ok, head on outside and someone out there will be able to help, ok? Just follow the path I told you to. Be strong. I know you’re brave. You’ve been so brave so far.

The girl wipes some tears away, nods with confidence, and heads off. Scott and Shiva rush through the jungle trees, to the back of the room. They emerge from the jungle into a wide open part of the room where there is nobody left, and run in the direction of the bathrooms. There is an area set up for jackets and coats to be hung up, and right on the floor below them are two bookbags. Scott grabs one, and Shiva grabs the other as they run by and into the respective bathrooms.

EXT. GALA BUILDING – NIGHT

Hundreds of people pour out into the parking lot, a few going flying as they squeeze through the door at the exact same time as dozens of other people.





RANDOM PERSON




Look!

Everyone freezes as they look off into the distance and see a group of four people heading their way down the street, snow coming down around them.





RANDOM PERSON 2




Is that them? Is that the Gang?





RANDOM PERSON 3

There’s only four of them! How much damage can they do? This is a load of bullshit!

INT. GALA BUILDING – NIGHT

‘Naked’ by Methods of Mayhem play as Nightshade and Shiva emerge from the bathrooms at the exact same time, in a slow-mo shot, dressed in their costumes. We cut to various close-up’s of Shiva’s new costume, which was Len’s gift to her. It involves a black toque, black rubber around her eyes, with blue plastic lenses resembling goggles. She has a dark blue skin-tight leotard and top covering her entire body, with a black mid-section covering her chest, black ‘hooker’ boots, light blue gloves, and a light blue neck cloth. At the end of the close-up shots, we see a full-body shot. (Writer’s Note: For a rough idea, go here: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v497/A_Man_Apart8/Shiva.jpg) 





NIGHTSHADE




Come on.

The song ends. They rush through the nearly-empty building and through the exit doors.

EXT. GALA BUILDING – NIGHT

They emerge outside, and are shocked to see the hundreds of people still in the area. Michael runs over.





MICHAEL

I’m sorry, I tried. They don’t think the Winterstorm Gang poses a threat. The way they see it, it’s four people against four hundred.





SHIVA




They’re idiots.





NIGHTSHADE




Keep trying, Chief. We’ll try to head them off.

Nightshade and Shiva reach the motorcycle and Nightshade presses the button on his remote and slips it back into place on the bike. He and Shiva climb on and they roar off towards the approaching gang.

EXT. ROOF TOP – NIGHT

On top of a building not far away, Greaper stands, welding the Tripod gun. He has a scope attached to it now and has Nightshade in his sights.

EXT. GALA BUILDING – NIGHT – SNOWING

Nightshade and Shiva zoom down the street, the Winterstorm gang getting closer rapidly. 





SNOWMAN




Hey, is that Shiva on there?

Chill squints her eyes.





CHILL




I do believe it is.

Frostbite smiles and lifts one hand up, swirling white mist leaving it. It shoots out towards the approaching motorcycle and the bike begins freezing over into ice.





NIGHTSHADE




Jump!

Nightshade and Shiva jump off just as the bike completely turns to ice and a split second later is riddled with holes, and shatters into thousands of tiny little pieces.

EXT. ROOF TOP – NIGHT

Greaper spits onto the ground, angry that he missed Nightshade. He looks through the scope again.





GREAPER




(to himself) What do we have here?

EXT. GALA BUILDING – NIGHT – SNOWING

Shiva hits the ground kind of hard, but Nightshade, who is used to doing so, comes up in a roll and returns to his feet, facing the gang.





FROSTBITE




Well looky-here, seems Shiva’s gone and got herself a protector.

He scoffs and sends a white swirling mist towards Nightshade. Shiva screams.





SHIVA




No Nightshade, you can’t! He’s more powerful then me!

The mist hits Nightshade full-on, and while he is not freezing over as quickly as most things, we can see a very light layer of frost developing on him. If he doesn’t do something, it won’t be long until he is frozen.  He tries to lift his arm to get something from his jacket pocket, but finds it difficult to lift his arm.

Shiva growls and sends her own white mist out towards Frostbite, but is blocked by Snowman jumping in the way and turning to an ice figure. The white mist hits him and does nothing, as he is already ice. Shiva re-aims, only to have Snowman re-materialize, jump in her path, and again turn to ice. Shiva screams with frustration and glances at Nightshade who seems to be losing ground. 





FROSTBITE




I commend you. Most people last no more then a mere second.





NIGHTSHADE




(straining) I’m not most people.

Shiva side-kicks the Snowman ice figure and it shatters into tiny pieces. She runs around them, but gets clothes-lined by Chill. Behind her, the pieces of ice morph into piles of snow, run together to form one big pile, and then rises upwards as it morphs back into the flesh and blood version of Snowman.

Shiva returns to her feet just in time to block an attack by Chill. They two fight back and forth, using a series of punches, kicks, and blocks.





FROSTBITE




Ok, this is just getting boring. Blizzard, you know what to do.

Frostbite ends his attack, and Nightshade slowly starts warming up. He reaches into his jacket just as Blizzard raises his hands in the sky and the snow falling around begins to grow larger and in much more quantity. Nightshade stumbles forward, removing one of his guns from its holster on his side under his jacket, and aims it at Blizzard. He fires, but Snowman puts his hand in front of Blizzard and his hand turns to ice, stopping the bullet.

The air gets massively colder, so cold in fact, that some of the people further back in the parking lot of the building, shiver and huddle together. 

Shiva and Chill continue their cat fight, with Chill catching Shiva’s foot in mid-kick, and then throws the foot up, flipping Shiva through in the air, and while in mid-flip, she slams a fist forward, punching Shiva and knocking her to the ground, hard. While on the ground, Shiva rolls over onto her back, swinging a foot out and tripping Chill. When both are back on their feet, Shiva back-kicks Chill away.

Blizzard smiles as he sees Nightshade drop his gun, take a couple stumbling steps forward, and then fall to the ground.

Shiva gets a punch to the face by Chill, but returns with a knee-butt in the gut, doubling Chill over with a gasp for air. She then does a round-house kick to Chill’s lowered head, knocking Chill away. She slams into the ground, rolls, and painfully returns to her feet, glaring at Shiva.





CHILL

Give up, bitch. You’re alone. Or haven’t you noticed that your little boyfriend there is just about dead?

Shiva whips her head around and sees Nightshade laying motionless on the ground.





SHIVA




Scott!

Chill casually walks over to Shiva and leans in.





CHILL

He’s a goner. Nothing he can do, and nothing that you can do for him, but watch him die.

Nightshade strains to lift his head and lowers her handkerchief bandage from his mouth as he gasps for air, uselessly. After a few gulps, his head falls and sinks in the snow. Shiva has tears in her eyes.





SHIVA




Stop! Stop, please!

Blizzard does no move to. The air gets even colder still. Even the other Winterstorm members seem to shiver slightly.





SHIVA




I’ll willingly hand myself over! I’ll join the gang again! Just don’t kill him…





FROSTBITE

I’m not sure we want you anymore. You’re a traitor. How do we know you won’t switch sides again?





SHIVA




(crying) I just won’t! I promise! Please, leave him alone.

Frostbite thinks it over, all the while Blizzard continues his attack.





FROSTBITE

Well five bodies are better then four, and then we’ll have another person if we ever need to sacrifice someone. Ok, alright, fine. Welcome back.

Blizzard looks disappointed, but lowers his arms and allows the air temperature to return to normal. Shiva runs over to Nightshade and bends down to make sure he’s ok. She removes his sunglasses and see his eyes, caked with frost and ice, flutter open weakly.





SHIVA




(quietly) I’m sorry.

She puts the sunglasses back on and stands up, turns away sadly, and walks away as Nightshade rolls over onto his back, gasping for air. Snowman eyes Shiva as she walks by.





SNOWMAN




(joyful) Hey Shiva, welcome back.

Shiva glances at him, scoffs, and then looks away again.





FROSTBITE

I guess it’s time we go hit the bank. But not without a parting gift to our masses.

Frostbite aims his palms and shoots the swirling white mist out and it goes towards the Gala building. But due to the distance, and the massive height of the building, Frostbite is having trouble. He stops his attack.





FROSTBITE




Hey Shiva, a hand here please.

Shiva hesitates. Frostbite looks back at Nightshade, who is starting to sit up, and aims his palm at him. Shiva’s eyes go wide, but ends up walking over next to Frostbite without saying anything. Frostbite smiles, and at the exact same time, both he and Shiva, who has a depressed expression on her face, raise their hands and begin turning the Gala building to ice.

The crowd in the parking lot look on at the building as it is changed, expressions of shock, fear, and curiosity on their faces. Even Michael seems to be mesmerized, as he had never actually seen any of the Mutants turn something to ice before, just the aftermath. Everyone is rooted to the spot, having never before seen anything like what they are witnessing.

After several moments, the building is complete and they end their attack on it.





FROSTBITE




Winterstorm, move out!

The gang, Shiva included, converge together as they walk away from the area. By the time Nightshade gets back to his feet, they are out of sight. He retrieves his gun and places the handkerchief back in place as he looks back at the building.

EXT. ROOF TOP – NIGHT – SNOWING

Greaper, surrounded by falling snow from when Blizzard unleashed his powers, re-aims the gun from Nightshade towards the frozen building. He fires and riddles it with holes.

EXT. GALA BUILDING – NIGHT – SNOWING

As Nightshade is looking back at the area, he notices something out of the corner of his eye and looks up. He can’t be sure, but there seems to be a crack in the building. That is when three more extremely large cracks form with a deafening sound. Nightshade looks back down at the crowd below.





NIGHTSHADE

(at top of his lungs) Chief Brown! (Michael looks over at him from his spot) Get those people OUT OF HERE!

Nightshade points and Michael looks up at the building, seeing a large piece of ice, cut off from the rest by two intersecting cracks, beginning to slip away.





MICHAEL




Everyone run! It’s coming down!

The crowd begins to panic and make a run for it. Nightshade also races against time as he rushes back towards the crowd to help Michael get everyone away. Michael is helping the more elderly to get away faster by lightly pulling them by the arms or pushing them along the backs.

More bullets slam into the frozen building and just as some large pieces begin to slide away from the rest, an energy blast slams right into it, shattering the entire building and raining large chucks of ice down on the evacuating crowd.

Some chunks slam down onto the vehicles, crushing them and sending glass flying everywhere. One such event happens just as Nightshade runs by a car, getting showered with exploding glass and ripping parts of his costume, light blood trickling through. Nightshade jumps onto the hood of another car and then jumps off it as he runs into Ground Zero, ice chucks ranging from minuscule to the size of cars, rain down all around him, some of the smaller ones even pelting him, and the others still left in the area, trying to get away.

The JC News helicopter from earlier, with a cameraman leaning out to film everything, flies a bit too low as it zooms lower to get crowd shots, and flies right into the path of two falling chunks. The first one slams into the propellers, getting cut to the tiniest pieces but also damaging the rotors. The second piece that slams into the copter breaks it in half, causing it to explode and the debris to rain down.





GIRL




Help!

Nightshade whips his head around and sees the little girl from earlier, having just narrowly been missed by a car-sized chunk of ice. She stands in her spot, frozen with fear as she bawls her eyes out. Nightshade rushes towards her, but is flung away when an energy blast hits the ground right in front of him. In mid-flight, his back slams against a falling ice chunk and he is knocked forward slightly and to the ground. Just as he gets back to his feet and starts to run, another energy blasts slams into the ground where he had just been, sending him flying forward.

He lands just a few feet from the girl. He looks up and sees the burning debris of the chopper, along with the ice chunks, falling down right towards her.





NIGHTSHADE




Get on!

He grabs a chunk of ice about the size of a wagon, and slides it across the ground towards the girl. While he gets back to his feet and runs in her direction, she climbs on, and the second she’s on, Nightshade is there to shove it away.





NIGHTSHADE




Brown, head’s up!

Michael, who was at the edge of the dangerous zone, having just gotten the last of the elderly away, looks back and sees the girl sliding towards him. As she gets near, he runs towards her, jumping and dodging the falling ice, and picks her up into his arms, running away from the area again.

The debris and half-dozen large chunks of ice consecutively slam into the ground, shattering even more. Nightshade goes to move around them, but an energy blast flings him through the air like a rag doll, until a chunk of ice slams into his body, forcing him to the ground, pinned under the chunk. Other chunks of varying sizes fall into the same area, burrying Nightshade under all the rubble.

Cut to black

EXT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – NIGHT

The Winterstorm Gang approaches the bank. When they reach the steps leading up to the door, Frostbite stops and hands a handgun to Blizzard.





FROSTBITE

Stay out here and stand guard. Anyone comes, kill them. If it’s more then you can handle, well, we should hear the gunshots and be on out.





BLIZZARD




Ok.

Frostbite turns back around and freezes a large section of the street. While he does so, Blizzard and Snowman knock knuckles together.





SNOWMAN




Take care of yourself out here.





BLIZZARD




You too, Little Brother.

The others walk up the steps and reach the door. Frostbite tries to open them, but they’re locked, so he freezes them. When he kicks them, they shatter and the gang strolls right on in.

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – MAIN ROOM – NIGHT

The inside of the bank, while parts are still under construction due to the damage during Nightshade and Shiva’s fight, is pretty much back to normal, with no traces of the ice.





FROSTBITE




So where’s the vault with this thing, Shiva?





SHIVA




This way.

She brushes past him, hitting his shoulder with hers, and begins leading the way across the room. A group of five security guards rush around the corner, and Frostbite immediately works on freezing them.





FROSTBITE




Shiva, help!

Shiva growls under her breath, and reluctantly helps Frostbite by working on the other end of the line. The guard in the middle ducks and runs out of line of fire while his partners are turned to ice. From his spot off to the side, he draws his gun. Chill spots this and rushes over. She knocks the gun out of his nervous hand and places both hands on the side of his face.

After a few seconds he begins screaming as Chill’s hands give his face extreme frostbite. Then she leans in and kisses him on the lips, filling his insides with ice until he is dead. He falls over onto the floor, and his iced organs shatter inside his body. Snowman laughs when he looks at the dead guards and how easy and quickly it was for them to be dispatched of.





FROSTBITE




Now, shall we continue?

Without saying anything, Shiva continues into the hall, followed by the others. She leads them into the vault room that she was in days before, and the giant steel door looms before them.





SHIVA

There it is. But good luck getting in. The thing is air tight, so if you try to freeze it, it won’t fully freeze. Which means you can’t just smash in. And after my attempt, I’m sure they’ve put other things in effect, like probably some internal heater or something.

Frostbite looks it over and runs his fingers along the edges.





FROSTBITE

Ok then. Shiva, Chill, you two gals go into the computer system and see if you can find out what the combination for this beast is. Me and Little Brother will stay here and see if we can find another way in.

Chill leads Shiva away by the shoulders.





CHILL

Come on girl, it’ll be just me and you again. I always liked those missions best.

Shiva gives Chill an ‘Oh give me a break’ look, but goes with her out of the room.

INT. POLICE PRECINCT – NIGHT 

Drew is slapping on a bullet-proof vest, surrounded by a team of people in S.W.A.T. gear.





DREW

Ok men, we just got the ok from Chief Brown to go ahead without him.

Drew dims the lights and turns on an overhead projector.





DREW




 We’re hitting this section of town…

There is a map of the town projected on the wall and Drew points to a section of it.





DREW

There’ll be a seemingly shut down apartment building on the corner of 5th Street and 48th Ave. That’s what we hit. If our Intel is correct, that’ll be where the Order’s base of operations is. We all know how long we’ve been waiting for this, so I don’t need to remind any of you how important this is. Shoot only if absolutely necessary. We want to try to take as many of them alive as we can. Let’s move out!

Drew puts a helmet on as he lifts up a shotgun, cocking it. He leads the team out of the building and into a large black van just outside, waiting for them. 

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – OFFICE – NIGHT

Shiva sits in a chair in a fancy office, Chill looking at the computer screen over Shiva’s shoulder. 





SHIVA

God, there’s thousands of files here, and we have no idea which one it is, or if it’s even in here.





CHILL

It is. All bank managers would have it in their computer system incase they forget it. And thanks to your wonderful hacking skills, getting onto his personal account wasn’t hard at all. Compared to that, this part should be easy.

The two are silent for a few minutes as they search the files on the computer.





SHIVA




So…How’ve you been?

Chill smiles.





CHILL




About time you asked, you self-centered bitch!

Chill and Shiva both laugh. Just like old times.





CHILL




I met a guy in Cherico.

Shiva turns her head to look at Chill.





SHIVA




Really? Wow, I imagine Darren isn’t too thrilled about that.

Shiva turns back to the computer.





CHILL

Yeah, well it’s not up to him thankfully. This is my last job actually. After this is done, I’m going to Cherico to be with him. His name’s David and he is such the sweetest guy. He doesn’t exactly know about my powers yet, but I’m not afraid to tell him. I know he’ll find a way to work around it.





SHIVA




Wow, Joanne Hunter settling down. Never thought I’d see the day.

They chuckle like two schoolgirls, until Shiva stops.





SHIVA




(surprised) Hey, I think I found it.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – SECOND FLOOR – NIGHT

Greaper walks up the stairs onto the second floor, giant Tripod gun resting on his shoulder, and walks down the hall towards Curtis’ apartment. One member of the Order is in the hall, leaning up against the wall with a young girl in extremely skimpy clothes, making out with her, his hand up her shirt. He sees Greaper heading down the hall and turns, very quickly leading the girl down the hall away from Greaper.

Greaper turns and knocks on Curtis’ closed door. A Second later it opens, revealing a group of people sitting around a table, snorting coke.





GREAPER




It is done.

Curtis’ eyes light up with joy.





CURTIS

That is AWESOME news! You, my friend, are my new hero. You have done the impossible! (Greaper remains silent) Of course you can remain here for the night. No rush to leave or anything. Stay forever if you want. The feat you accomplished today earns you an automatic position in the Order!

Greaper snarls.





GREAPER




Keep your stinkin’ position. I’m out of here at first light.

Greaper turns and walks away down the hall. Curtis turns around to the people in his room and literally jumps for joy.





CURTIS




Nightshade is dead!

The room erupts with cheering and clapping.

EXT. GALA BUILDING – NIGHT

Nightshade wakes up to see Michael and Len, each with one of Nightshade’s arms around their shoulders, dragging him away from the parking lot. By this point, just about all the crowd has dispersed and the area is filled with Ambulances and cop cars.





NIGHTSHADE




(weakly) The bank…they’re gone to the bank…

Len takes Nightshade off Michael’s hands.





MICHAEL




I’ll radio in for back-up and head on over there now.





NIGHTSHADE

No. Shiva…she’s with them…helping them. But not at her will. They’re forcing her to. I don’t want one of your men to shoot her.

Nightshade removes his arms from Len and stands on his own. A bit wobbly, but on his own.





MICHAEL

Your bike was destroyed, remember? There’s no way you can make it there in time.

Nightshade looks at the ground, sadly.





LEN




Actually there is.

Nightshade looks up at his friend. Len points across the parking lot to a custom pitch black, low-to-the-ground sleek Diablo Lamborghini with a giant white ‘N’ written in fancy lettering across the engine hood. (Go here for a rough look: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v497/A_Man_Apart8/Lamborghini-Diablo-04_640.jpg) 

Nightshade approaches it, so surprised and so shocked. When he reaches it, he runs his hand over it.





NIGHTSHADE




What…When…Why…

Len beams.





LEN




This is the secret project I’ve been working on. Happy birthday, man.

Nightshade turns to Len.





NIGHTSHADE




Um, my birthday was back in February.





LEN

Not Scott’s birthday. Your birthday! Six years go today, you first donned the Nightshade outfit, however basic of a costume it was back then.





NIGHTSHADE




Oh man, this is so wicked. There’s no way I can ever thank you.





MICHAEL




How about you thank him by going and stopping Winterstorm?

Nightshade re-composes himself.





NIGHTSHADE




Right.

Len throws him the keys and he climbs in behind the driver’s seat. He starts the car up – which he will soon enough come to calling it the Nightwheels – and he slowly pulls it out of the parking lot. Once on the open road, he takes off at full speed, pushing a button which fires him off like a rocket, large flames exiting the back.

Michael and Len look on at the departing car.





MICHAEL




Kid, you’ve got to make me one of those.





LEN




Not on your life. That one was hard enough.

Michael turns and walks away. Len quickly catches up.





LEN

Since that was my ride here, think you can give me a ride back to my secret base?

Michael gives Len a look, but Len doesn’t seem to understand.





LEN




What? What did I say?

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – VAULT ROOM – NIGHT

Shiva and Chill enter just as Snowman is morphing back into a human from a pile of snow.





SNOWMAN




Nope, no use. It really is air-tight.

Frostbite turns when he sees the two girls enter.





FROSTBITE




Tell me you got it.





SHIVA




We got it.

She hands the printed piece of paper to Frostbite, who smiles in return. He turns the combination to the one on the paper and the door opens with a hiss. Everyone except Shiva beams. Frostbite opens the door all the way and steps inside.

The only thing in this vault is a golden medallion with a green jewel in the middle of it, in the very middle of the room, in a glass case.





CHILL

Remember, Mr. Hubbs was very specific about not touching the jewel with your skin.





FROSTBITE




I know, I know. Crazy old koot scared of fingerprints or something.

Frostbite removes a cloth from his pocket and opens it up as he smashes part of the glass case. An alarm blares, but everyone ignores it. Frostbite grabs the jewel with the cloth, and wraps the cloth around it as he turns back to the others.





FROSTBITE




It’s done.

EXT. STREET – NIGHT

The Nightwheels zooms down the street like the loud engine-ripping metal beast that it is, fire licking out from the back. It drives down the road, going so fast that everything outside the windows for Nightshade, is nothing but blurs of colors. A tracking system inside the car helps Nightshade keep control at such high speed, and allows him to safely maneuver around other vehicles and obstacles.

On Nightshade’s nifty GPS system, it shows that he’s close to the bank, however when he looks up, he sees two very large transport trucks side-by-side, blocking the entire road ahead. Nightshade quickly looks down at a sheet of paper on the seat next to him filled with brief instructions. As he gets nearer to the trucks, he turns some dials, flips a switch, and pushes a button. 

The Nightwheels, as it continues driving, begins to transform. Two of the wheels on the same side stay the exact same, but the rest of the car lifts up and dips onto its side, so the entire car is vertical. The other two wheels, which are up in the air and stick out slightly, get pulled back inside the bottom of the car. It tightly, but effortlessly squeezes in between the two trucks, and once it emerges out onto the other side, it takes a few seconds to transform back to normal.





NIGHTSHADE




Woah.

He sharply turns a corner with a screech, and the bank looms dead ahead. He hits the part of the road where it’s completely ice, all the way to the bank, and the car begins to skid out. Nightshade flips a couple other switches and a metal casing surrounds the rubber tires, and a second later, small metal spikes emerge, digging into the ice, giving the car good traction.

EXT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – NIGHT

Blizzard stands on the steps of the bank, watching fearfully as the black car with the giant white ‘N’ on it nears. He raises the gun and fires, but the bullets just bounce harmlessly off the bullet-proof windows. He starts backing up the steps as the car gets nearer.





NIGHTSHADE




You aren’t getting away that easily.

Nightshade grabs two joystick controllers on either side of the steering wheel and pushes a button on one of them. The hood lifts straight up, supported by four pistons, and a small gun raises out of the engine area. It fires and a net sails through the air and envelopes Blizzard, knocking him to the ground. Electricity surges through it and Blizzard screams high-pitched, until he falls unconscious. The electricity stops.

The Nightwheels screeches to a stop at the foot of the steps. Nightshade steps out, holding a similar device to the one he had for the motorcycle. He reaches back inside and pulls out a small titanium box and sticks it in his jacket pocket. He activates the security system. He puts the device away as he rushes up the steps and through the hole where the door used to be, into the bank.

EXT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – NIGHT

The black van pulls up down the street from the building and the back doors open, allowing the SWAT team to jump out and check their weapons. Drew Forest is the first one out, and he rounds the others up when everyone is out. Throughout the entire scene, no talking happens and everyone communicates using hand signals. 

Drew leads the way as they rush across the street and then up the street. They slow to a crawl when they near the target building and approach it with caution. They reach the back door and Drew tries to open it, but it’s locked. He makes a hand signal and the group splits in half, the other half going around to the front.

They move the loose boards out of the way and try the door there and it opens fine. They very slowly and quietly, creep into the building.

EXT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – BACK – NIGHT
Back behind the building, Drew counts down on his fingers and when he gets to no fingers, he raises the shotgun and blasts a hole in the door where the lock used to be. He kicks open the door and they all rush in.

EXT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – CURTIS’ ROOM – NIGHT

Curtis is alone in his room, getting ready for bed, when his door slams open and Marcel runs in wearing pajama’s, throwing a rifle to Curtis.





CURTIS




What’s going on?





MARCEL




We’re being raided!

Curtis scowls and clutches the gun tightly.

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – HALL – NIGHT 

Nightshade rushes down the hall, removing his guns from their holsters at his sides under his jacket. Frostbite, Chill, Snowman, and Shiva walk out into the hall and stare at Nightshade, surprised.

Nightshade fires, at the exact same time that Frostbite fires his ice powers. Two of the bullets lodge into Snowman’s leg, causing him to scream until he morphs his legs to snow, and before he falls to the floor, morphs them back.

Nightshade jumps to the side as the swirling white mist reaches him, and it continues on past, freezing a table and part of the wall. Frostbite re-aims, but Nightshade ducks under the blast, and fires. Chill grabs a metal pole and throws it down in front of Frostbite at the exact same time the bullets reach him, so they ricochet off the pole while it falls.





FROSTBITE




Shiva, kill him!

Frostbite again re-adjusts, but Nightshade has already gone inside one of the offices.





SHIVA




I don’t think so.

She elbows Chill square in the face, causing her to scream, and starts freezing the ceiling with one hand and floor with the other. She is in the process of connecting the two, creating a wall of ice in the middle of the hall, blocking them off from the rest of the hall, and where the room Nightshade went into is located, but Snowman freezes his hand into a fist and slams it into Shiva’s head. She stops her plan as she screams and falls to the floor. Snowman smiles as his hand returns to normal.





FROSTBITE




Kill her.

Blizzard moves in and puts both hands around Shiva’s neck, tightening. She tries to gasp for air, but can’t and begins to struggle. Frostbite steps over the small rise of ice on the floor, and onto the other side. Chill, after regaining her posture, follows him, shooting Shiva a dirty look.

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – OFFICE – NIGHT 

Nightshade has a handful of those little exploding metal spiked balls from the beginning of the script, and waits to see shadows under the door before he throws them. As soon as they stick into the back of the door, Nightshade turns and jumps behind the desk.

The door explodes outwards, showing Frostbite and Chill with debris and smoke. They scream and cough, but make their way through into the office. Nightshade jumps up, firing. They duck and the bullets slam into the wall out in the hall. Frostbite sneers and freezes the desk that Nightshade is hiding behind.

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – HALL – NIGHT

Shiva struggles to stay conscious as Snowman continues choking her, She raises her hands and clasps them around his sides and begins turning him to ice.





SNOWMAN




That is pointless you…

He’s cut off as his entire body is frozen. Before he can change form, Shiva slams her fist down on the frozen hands around her neck, shattering them. She runs around Snowman as he changes back to human and his broken hands form into a pile of snow and re-combine with him, his hands forming brand new again. He turns around, but Shiva is already far down the hall.

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – OFFICE – NIGHT

The frozen desk shatters, pelting Nightshade and forcing him to stand up. Before he has time to fire, Chill is on him and she knocks his guns away. She uses her hands to knock Nightshade’s arms down and then reaches up and places her hands on either side of Nightshade’s face, lowering his bandage.

Nightshade starts to scream as his face begins to get major frostbite, and while his mouth is opened, Chill moves in to kiss him. Frostbite turns around to check on the Shiva situation, but gets a metal pole slammed into his face. His nose breaks and blood gushes out. Shiva slams the pole into his stomach with a yell, knocking him back.

Chill whips her head around to see what is happening and Nightshade head-butts her. She looses her grip and Nightshade twirls away from her grasp and picks up a shard of ice. As Chill moves towards him, he rams the shard into her arm and she yells painfully and backs up. Nightshade runs around her as she pulls the shard out, and he kicks Frostbite in the back of the knees while he rushes past. With Frostbite on his knees, Shiva slams the pole into his face again before dropping it. She reaches forward into Frostbite’s shirt pocket.

Frostbite grabs at her arm, but Nightshade knocks them down, Shiva pulls the medallion wrapped in cloth out.





SHIVA




I got it!

She runs with Nightshade out of the room, as Nightshade brings his handkerchief bandage back up around his face. Snowman is there waiting and grabs the medallion right from Shiva’s hand with a laugh. Nightshade grabs him by the back of the shirt as he turns to run away, and pulls him back. He twirls Snowman around, but gets kicked where the sun don’t shine. He lets go and keels over, allowing Snowman to escape with the medallion.





NIGHTSHADE




(in pain) I’m fine, go get him!

Shiva gives chase and follows Snowman down the hall and out into the main room of the bank. Chill walks out into the hall and glares down at Nightshade. Frostbite stumbles through the doorway, leaning on Chill for support, blood gushing from his nose.





FROSTBITE




Go get Shiva. I’ll deal with this fucker.

Frostbite stops leaning on Chill and she runs off after Shiva. Frostbite knocks Nightshade’s cap off, and goes in to grab his hair, but Nightshade hits his arm away. Frostbite quickly uses his other hand and clutches a large clump of Nightshade’s hair. He screams as he forces Nightshade to stand and slams his face into the wall. He moves his hand back and then slams Nightshade’s face into the wall again. His sunglasses shatter and the pieces fall to the floor.  If nothing else, Frostbite’s sheer body mass and strength is far up then Nightshade’s, and he’s willing to use that.

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – MAIN ROOM – NIGHT 

Snowman is running towards the exit, but Shiva freezes the floor in front of him and he slips on it and goes flying. The medallion flies from his grip and while in the air, falls loose from the cloth and slams into the floor. The golden medallion part shatters into three pieces and the green jewel slides across the floor. It glows green for a second before the glow disappears and it returns to its normal non-glowing green.

Chill emerges into the room behind Shiva and kicks her in the bank. Shiva flies forward and slams into a teller’s booth. She flips herself over and rolls her body off the booth, just as Chill’s fist comes crashing down, splintering the wood of the booth.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – FIRST FLOOR – NIGHT

The second group of SWAT rushes down the bottom floor, pointing guns around every corner and into every room, but not coming across anyone.

 INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – SECOND FLOOR – NIGHT

‘Shapeshifter’ by Celldweller feat. Styles Of Beyond plays throughout the entire scene. The first group, led by Drew, runs out from the staircase and onto the second floor. The hall is filled with running people.





DREW




Everyone stop running! Freeze! Nobody move!

Of course no one listens to him, and all this does is gives everyone the time they need to arm themselves. As soon as they’re fired upon, Drew returns fire.





DREW




Fire at will!

What happens in the hall is a massacre even worse then the one Greaper initiated earlier. Whoever is currently in the hall, for the Order, is mowed down within seconds, blood splattering every surface there is. However gang members start leaning out of their rooms and firing, some even from behind the SWAT team. Due to their armor though, the shots do nothing but jerk them around a little bit. As half of the SWAT team moves forward and starts flushing apartments out, shouting, the other half returns fire on the people behind them.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – FIRST FLOOR – NIGHT

At the sound of gunfire, the second group all stops.





LEADER




Move it upstairs!

They turn around and rush towards the staircase. Along the way, three people run down them.





LEADER




Freeze! You are under arrest!

One of them stops and puts his hands up, but the other two keep running. Their kneecaps are shot out, and they fall to the floor, screaming. When the rest of the team rushes on upstairs, two stay behind to take care of their three new arrests.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – SECOND FLOOR – NIGHT 

The second team merges with the first team once again and join in on the room searching.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – GREAPER’S APARTMENT – NIGHT 

The room is pitch black and seems to be empty. We discover that Greaper is actually laying on his back under his bed, Tripod gun pointed out towards the door. We also discover that there are various wires all over the door.

The door is kicked in by SWAT members, and the doorframe explodes. He opens fire before the smoke can clear, and dying screams can be heard. Some surviving members return fire, but due to both the smoke and darkness, can’t actually see anything in the room, and so they completely miss Greaper. Greaper continues firing, mowing them down.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – CURTIS’ APARTMENT – NIGHT

This door is still closed, but Curtis and Marcel keep their guns raised.





MARCEL




You should get out of here, Curtis. Go through your window.

Curtis nods and rushes over to his window opening. As soon as he climbs up, ready to jump, the door bursts open. Marcel gets one shot off before his leg is blown out from under him and he crumples to the floor. Curtis jumps out the window and lands on the ground far below. As he runs away, the SWAT members fire at him from the window, however he manages to escape and runs off around the corner.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT BUILDING – SECOND FLOOR – NIGHT

Greaper walks out into the hall, stepping over the dead SWAT bodies. He fires an energy blast from his gun down the hall. It explodes against a wall, completely destroying that section of the wall and the room beyond it, as well as any SWAT in that area. Others are thrown away from the blast, but survive. The explosion causes parts of the wall and floor to catch fire.

Greaper changes modes on his gun and mows down the surviving SWAT before they can stand up again. A bullet lodges into Greaper’s arm and he whips around. He fires but instead of bullets, one of the three Tripod barrels shoot of the gun and impales the SWAT member, but doesn’t kill him. No, he’s killed when his body is ripped apart in a gory display, when the barrel explodes after lodging into him.

Thick black smoke drifts through the building as the fire rages out of control, burning everything in sight. Greaper turns back around and sees that there’s still SWAT members in the fiery area, trying to apprehend people. He fires both of his remaining two Tripod barrels, two more SWAT people getting impaled and then exploding.

Greaper turns back around again to make a run for the stairs, but is met by Drew and three others, guns raised. Greaper throws the hulk of worthless metal at them, hitting their guns just as they fire, causing the shots to go wild. While they re-adjust their firing positions, Greaper reaches them and takes his dagger out. He slams it into an unprotected spot under the helmet of one member, blood gushing out. While the body falls, he whips his leg out and kicks the gun from Drew, and then he jumps and swings his other leg out, kicking Drew away. Drew crashes through a burning wall and into the engulfed room beyond.

The last SWAT member of that group fires, but Greaper dodges away, only to turn back around to face him, grab his gun, and then forcefully kick him backwards and directly into the burning fire. Greaper whips the gun around as he turns and fires at another group of SWAT that is between him and the stairs, but hiding around a corner, in a room. They peak out to fire before going back around the corner to avoid Greaper’s fire.

Greaper runs into the closest room – Marcel’s room, and picks up the double-bladed battle axe. The fire is now raging on all sides of Greaper. He aims at the floor and twirls around as he fires. Drew emerges into the room, half his SWAT uniform burned right off, as Greaper falls through to the floor below. Once down there, he removes a grenade from his belt, and throws it up through the hole he just made. He runs off down the hall, towards the exit, as the grenade explodes. The floor falls down as Greaper goes out into the hall, and debris and fire fills the room he had just been in.

Guarding the exit at the end of the hall, next to the three Order members, are two SWAT members. Greaper drops the gun as he holds the axe in both hands. They turn around at the last second, but it’s too late. The sharp metal of the blade cuts through the soft skin of their necks and decapitates them.





ORDER MEMBER 1




Oh thank-you! Thank…

He’s cut off as Greaper slams the axe down into his chest, blood spraying up. Greaper lifts both guns dropped by the SWAT, one in each hand, and fires at the other two Order members, mowing them down with dying and surprised screams. He turns to run through the door, but part of the frame is obliterated by a shotgun blast.

Greaper whips around and fires with both guns. Drew avoids the fire by jumping over the railing and falling to the floor below. He lands in a crouch and fires again, sending Greaper flying through the air, crashing through the closed door, and falling lifelessly to the ground outside, a bloody hole in his chest.

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – MAIN ROOM – NIGHT

As Shiva and Chill fight to the death with various martial arts moves, moving across the room, a pile of snow seemingly gets blown across the floor towards the jewel, despite the fact that there’s no wind.

Shiva falls to the floor, but uses her legs to push Chill off her and away through the air. Shiva gets to her feet and runs towards the jewel. She reaches it, just as Chill grabs her from behind and twirls her around, but not before Shiva manages to kick the jewel far across the room, away from the snow.

Shiva turns to face Chill and goes to head-butt her, but Chill maneuvers her head and punches Shiva in the side of the chest.





SHIVA




Joanne, listen to me!

Chill punches Shiva again, and Shiva uses her leg to kick Chill away from her, but not with enough force to knock her down.





SHIVA

Do you really think that Darren is going to just let you leave after this mission?

Chill twirls and slams her leg out, kicking Shiva in the side of the face as Chill comes around to face her and jump-kicks Shiva back, knocking her into one of the ice figures and smashing it.





CHILL




We have an understanding.

Shiva grabs a piece of ice and throws it at Chill. While Chill is blocking and hitting the ice away, Shiva runs at her, jumps, and puts Chill’s head in a head-lock as she lands on the floor and goes down into a crouch, forcing Chill to the floor with a gagging scream.





SHIVA

Listen to me, you dumb bitch! He isn’t going to just let you walk away! Look at me! I guarantee you he’ll kill David and maybe even you!

Chill starts choking





CHILL




You can’t be sure!





SHIVA

Yes, I can! He did it to me, and he’ll do it to you too! You know I’m right, so let’s stop fighting each other and work together!

Frostbite enters the room, throwing Nightshade’s lifeless body across the floor, face battered, beaten, and swollen. As he slides to a stop, the titanium box falls out of his pocket.





FROSTBITE




You’re alone Shiva. Let go of Chill and I just maybe might let you live.

Shiva glances at Chill, who glances back. Shiva sees something in her eyes and obliges. Chill coughs as she returns to her feet.





FROSTBITE




You alright?

Chill glares at Frostbite and grits her teeth.





CHILL




Yes.





FROSTBITE




Good. Now kill her.





CHILL




No.

Shiva looks over and sees the pile of snow almost at the jewel. She makes a run over to it.





FROSTBITE




Kill her, you worthless tramp!

Frostbite fires his white mist towards Shiva.





CHILL




Allison, duck!

Without even looking back, Shiva jumps and lands flat on her stomach, the white mist shooting right overtop of her and freezing one of the booths.





FROSTBITE




Bitch!

Frostbite turns and fires on Chill, but Chill moves to the side and runs at Frostbite. She jumps and kicks him while in the air, nailing him below the chin and forcing his head to fly back and him to stumble backwards.

The snow circles the jewel and begins to transform back into Snowman, the jewel in his hand, but his hand has only materialized for a second before Shiva reaches the spot and kicks the jewel from his grasp. She runs after it, the fully-human Snowman chasing after her.





SNOWMAN




You can’t win!

Shiva reaches the jewel, just as Snowman reaches her and pulls her towards him. She flings the jewel across the room, and it sails through a barred door, the spaces between the bars not big enough to fit a person. Snowman growls and morphs to a pile of snow as he moves towards it.





NIGHTSHADE




(weakly) Shiv…Shiva!

Shiva runs over to him and bends down, pushing Nightshade over onto his back.





SHIVA




Scott, are you alright?





NIGHTSHADE




Box…for Snow…





SHIVA




I don’t understand.

Nightshade weakly hits the titanium box with a finger. Shiva looks at it and suddenly understands.





SHIVA




You got it, big guy.

Shiva takes the box and runs towards gate. She runs much faster then Snowman can move while being a pile of snow, and reaches the door. She freezes the lock and smashes it, opening the gate and then closing it behind her once she’s on the other side. She kicks the jewel right up near the edge of the gate.

When the snow reaches the jewel and begins to surround it, Shiva kicks it away and lowers the titanium box, scooping the snow up into it. When every last flake is in, she closes the lid and turns the latch on it, sealing it shut.

Shiva picks the jewel up in her gloved hand and runs past the dueling Frostbite and Chill and over to Nightshade.

Chill is swung into a teller’s booth, shattering it as she falls to the other side. She quickly gets to her feet, raising a board of broken wood with her. She swings it at Frostbite when he reaches her, splintering it to pieces against his head. He stumbles backwards with a painful growl.

Shiva reaches Nightshade and bends down.





SHIVA




Here it is, I got the jewel.

Nightshade painfully raises his head and looks at it. He takes it in his hand and looks it over.





NIGHTSHADE




(weakly) Such a small little piece of shit.

He closes his fist around it and starts to get to his feet, but falls back to the floor with a painful scream.

Chill scratches Frostbite across the face, leaving deep gashes. He back-hands her and knocks her to the floor, following that up by an instant kick to the face. Chill falls backwards onto her back with Frostbite looming above her.





FROSTBITE

I was going to wait until after I killed that faggot boyfriend of yours, before I killed you, but I guess I can switch the order around.

Frostbite lowers his hands, palms outwards, and swirling white mist begins to leave them and head down towards Chill.

Shiva stares in shock as a black leathery substance exits from Nightshade’s closed fist and begins to cover his body. It has his body covered in a throbbing black mass within seconds.





SHIVA




Scott!

She tries to claw at the black substance, digging through it, but a part of it quickly slams out, knocking her away, before returning to the rest of the black mass. Shiva looks on in fear, but soon the mass begins to take a shape. When it solidifies, Nightshade is standing upright, just as powerful and healthy as ever, but he looks absolutely nothing like he used to.

He is covered from head to toe in the black leathery substance, which solidifies to resemble a black leather skin, like a black version of elephant or rhino skin. His entire face is covered, leaving only his eyes free, which glow red, and no apparent mouth or nose. The green jewel is attached to the middle of Nightshade’s chest, by itself with no help, stuck into the black leather. Just like with his biker gloves, the knuckles are silver. But what is most shocking of all, is that there are two massive black wings opened wide behind him. The crevices where the indentation from the bones in his wings are visible, are also lined with silver instead of the black color of the rest of his body. He wraps the wings around him, which gives the impression of a cape flowing behind him. On each wing is a tiny silver claw at the top, which hooks together with the claw from the other wing when they wrap around him. Shiva gasps in fear at this…Shadow Nightshade.

The white mist reaches Chill, but the second it touches her, Shadow Nightshade punches Frostbite and he goes flying high up into the air, and all the way across the room, landing extremely painfully on the floor. Shadow Nightshade opens his fists and sharp monstrous claws slide out of his fingertips. He rushes with near-impossible speed towards Frostbite while Shiva helps Chill to her feet.





CHILL




Is that Nightshade?

Shiva looks on, eyes wide with fear.





SHIVA




I have no idea who’s under there.

Shadow Nightshade slashes his claws across Frostbite’s chest, ripping open his stomach in deep gashes, blood flowing out freely. He picks Frostbite up and lifts him above his head, throwing him up, and letting him fall to the floor again, however right before he reaches the floor, Shadow Nightshade slams a foot out, kicking Frostbite up against the wall before allowing him to tumble to the floor. There is a large indent left in the wall.





FROSTBITE




Please…don’t…

Frostbite lifts his hands up to protect himself, and Shadow Nightshade hesitates. During that hesitation, Frostbite smiles and shoots the white mist from both hands out towards Shadow Nightshade. It envelopes him, but nothing seems to happen beyond the jewel in Shadow Nightshade’s chest glowing a bright green.





FROSTBITE




What…the…

Shadow Nightshade’s wings open wide and Frostbite finally knows the meaning of fear as Shadow Nightshade digs his claws deep into Frostbite’s skin. Flapping his wings, Shadow Nightshade lifts them both up into the air and towards the ceiling high above, Frostbite screaming in pain the entire way. When Shadow Nightshade speaks, his voice is much deeper and much more menacing then it ever was before.





SHADOW NIGHTSHADE
This is for all the pain you’ve ever caused anyone. Prepare to spend eternity in Hell – the hottest place imaginable where your powers will be as useless as a dick on a monk.

Shadow Nightshade retracts his claws back into his fingers, and since those were what had a grip on Frostbite, he falls. His arms and legs flail as he falls through the air, screaming. He gets impaled in one of the metal poles attached to other poles with a thick red rope, and sinks half-way down before stopping, blood spraying up and trickling from his mouth. 

Shadow Nightshade flaps his wings and lowers himself to the floor gently, wrapping the wings back around him like a cape again once he’s landed. He walks over to Shiva and Chill, and growls when he sees Chill.





SHIVA




It’s alright, she’s on our side now.

Shadow Nightshade glances at Shiva. Shiva lifts a hand up to his face and places it against his cheek.





SHIVA




Are you still under there someplace, Scott?

The black skin retracts only from Shadow Nightshade’s head, revealing a sad but relieved face underneath. 





SHIVA




Oh Scott!

Shiva reaches up and kisses him passionately on the lips. When they part, Scott gets a fearful expression with tears threatening to come to his eyes.





SCOTT

I don’t know what came over me, Shiva. I felt this unimaginable burst of power. Strength and speed like you can never imagine, but I also felt unimaginable anger. I wanted to rip his skin from his bones and feast upon his muscles! I…I’ve never felt like that before. It scares me…

Shiva hugs Nightshade and holds him tightly.





SHIVA




Then get rid of it. Return the jewel to its spot and leave it behind.

Nightshade nods and closes his eyes. The wings meld with the black skin, which itself retracts as it sucks back into the green jewel. When all that’s left is the jewel, it falls from Scott’s chest and into his hand.





SHIVA




I’ll stay here with Chill. I think this is something you need to do alone.





SCOTT




Ok.

Scott goes and walks down the hall and into the vault room. He walks into the vault and is about to lay the jewel back in its spot, but hesitates when he’s about to let go of it. 





SCOTT




So much power…

A glint comes across his eyes and he looks behind him to make sure no one is there.

Then he lays the jewel inside his jacket instead.

INT. ST. WAINLUK BANK – MAIN ROOM – MORNING

Scott emerges back into the room and approaches Shiva and Chill.





SCOTT




It’s done.

Shiva hugs him again.





SHIVA




Thank God. You scared me back there for a bit.

Scott returns the hug and after a minute they part. The trio walks outside and towards the unconscious Blizzard, the very peaks of the sun rising in the distance. Shiva hands Scott the box with Snowman trapped in it. ‘Maybe You’re Gone’ by Binocular begins to play.





SCOTT




So now what?





CHILL




Now I finally look forward to retirement.





SHIVA




She has a boyfriend in Cherico.





CHILL

I think now’s a good time to turn my life around, and he’s just the incentive I need.

Scott turns to Shiva.





SCOTT




And what about you? About us? What happens next?

Shiva turns and faces Scott.





SHIVA

Scott, I really want to stay and be with you, but I really need to make sure my family is ok first, and maybe try to see if they’ll take me back. 





SCOTT




So what does that mean for us?





SHIVA

(on verge of tears) We shouldn’t pursue anything yet. They might not even take me back, and if they don’t, then I’ll be back as sure as the sun rises in the morning.

Scott nods.





SCOTT




I understand.

The two stare at each other for a long moment.





CHILL

Um, not to ruin the moment or anything, but you should probably get these two off to prison.

Scott glances at her and slightly nods.





SCOTT




Yeah, I should.

He looks back at Shiva.





SCOTT




So this is the end, huh?





SHIVA




Not an end, just a break in events. An intermission.

Scott forces a smile, but it is easily noticeable that it is a depressed smile.





SCOTT




Take care of yourself.

He and Shiva hug.





SHIVA




You to.

They hug tightly for a minute before departing. Shiva raises a hand in a good-bye fashion, and Scott copies the gesture as Siva and Chill start walking away.

EXT. STREET – MORNING

The song continues to play as the Nightwheels drives through St. Wainluk. Early-risers are out and about, playing in the snow. The entire scene has a much more enjoyable tone to it now that there is no more threat from Winterstorm.

He passes by a young couple holding hands as they walk under snow-topped trees, snow lightly falling down on top of them as they walk underneath, the two of them playfully screaming and laughing when the cold substance touches their skin. But unlike when Ashleigh left, Scott has a smile on his face. He is finally at peace. Shiva helped him get over Ashleigh once and for all, and he has moved on at last. 

The song fades out as we change scenes.

INT. POLICE PRECINCT – MORNING

Michael and Drew are in the main room of the precinct, along with the surviving SWAT members, as the captured members of the Order, among them being Marcel with a bandaged leg, are booked into cells.

The door opens and Nightshade, wearing a simple ski-mask over his face, enters, dragging a man in a net in one hand and holding a box in the other. Some of the cops in the room make a move to their guns.





NIGHTSHADE




No, wait, it’s me.





MICHAEL




Everyone stand down!

He rushes up towards Nightshade.





NIGHTSHADE

These are two members of the Winterstorm Gang. That guy in the net, don’t let him out from the net until you get him in some kind of high security place. He’s extremely dangerous. He’s the one that’s been causing all the snow around here. He can manipulate the air temperature. My net should keep him unconscious until he’s freed from it.

Nightshade drops the net to the floor, and lays the box on a desk.





NIGHTSHADE

And in that box is a guy who can turn himself to ice and snow, so don’t let him out of there.





MICHAEL




What about the others?





NIGHTSHADE

I let one of them go. She helped me in the end and genuinely wants to change. The other is dead. You’ll find him in the bank.

Michael nods.





MICHAEL




Thank-you.

Nightshade nods in return and then leaves.

INT. NIGHTSHADE’S BASE – KITCHEN

Len is sitting at the kitchen table, eating cereal, when Nightshade enters, removing the ski-mask.





LEN




So, did we win?

Scott smiles.





SCOTT




We won.





LEN

Not without ruining yet another costume though, heh? That’s ok, I got another one ready for you anyway.


SCOTT

That won’t be necessary. 


LEN

Huh? Why? Are you going to stop being Nightshade or something?

Scott plays with the jewel in his pocket.


SCOTT

I have a new costume now.





LEN




New costume? What do you mean?

Scott removes the jewel and shows it to Len, who’s eyes go wide with fear. Scott smiles a very dark smile.

Cut to black

Roll Credits over the song ‘Nemo’ by Nighwish.

THE END

Nightshade III Album

1.   Planet Hell – Nightwish

2.   No Tears – Scarface

3.   Ridin’ Dirty - Chamillionaire
4.   Watch Your Back – Benny Cassette

5.   Break Down These Walls – Youth of Today

6.   Electric Lady Land – Fantastic Plastic Machine

7.   Slayed - Overseer

8.   Naked – Methods of Mayhem

9.   Shapeshifter - Celldweller feat. Styles Of Beyond

10. Maybe You’re Gone – Binocular

11. Nemo - Nightwish

Nightshade III Soundtrack
1. Skating Duet

2. Enter Greaper

3. Search for a Bed

4. The Tale of the Eye of Tofak

5. Nightshade vs Nightshade/Greaper’s Hunt

6. Winterstorm

7. Slaughter in Order

8. Gala Party

9. Winter in the Night/Shattered Building

10.  Burning Rubber

11.  Bank Battle

12.  Greaper’s Standoff

13.  Shadow Nightshade

14.  Handing in the Perps

15.  New Costume

BE SURE TO LOOK OUT FOR NIGHTSHADE 4: THE DARKENING COMING THIS FALL
