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CUT TO:

TITLE CARD:

‘THE PRELIMINARY PIECE’

FADE IN:
INT. HOSPITAL – AFTERNOON

A large hospital room is crammed with crying offspring, some male some female. They all lie in small metal cribs that scatter in five perfect rows of ten. 
A nurse enters the room as fixation points to one, somewhat darkened therefore highlighted crib, which, while following, the nurse walks to with a just born baby cradled in her gentle arms.

She places the baby in the crib softly and exits the room as fixation now hangs above the crib and the baby. The crib now lightens to the tone of the others, as if to say ‘occupied’, and the baby lies unique and motionless with eyes wide and expressionless.




NARRATOR (V.O)
The Preliminary Piece... explanation: more often than not, this preliminary piece is entitled Prologue or Introduction... yet through ones chapters in life, things can be very different thus magnetically problematic, consequently, however, explanations are a better smelling tag along of dialogue one thinks <short pause>. Influence... description: of the strongest kind, influence is an effect of one person or thing on another and/or is the power to sway another’s attitude, approach and state of mind. Conversely, to an effect of natural righteousness, the fate paths of some individuals can be erased and replaced by something other than righteous.
CUT TO:

CREDIT SEQUENCE:

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SCHOOL PLAYGROUNDS – DAY

A young boy is stood above another larger boy. The young boy is kicking and punching the larger with no mercy. The other kids have formed a circle surrounding them as they chant “fight, fight, fight.” 
The young boy is neither mad nor sad nor is he happy. He is expressionless and emotions are not apparent.

CUT TO:

INT. HEADTEACHERS OFFICE – AFTERNOON

The young boy sits at a large disoriented desk with a pen and a piece of paper. He sits alone writing and writing scribbling away what seems nonsense.

Focused on what the young boy is writing, it is distinguished that the words written shabbily across the page many times are the words ‘VETERAN MADE ME DO IT’.
CUT TO:

INT. SMALL BEDROOM – NIGHT

Sitting and staring into space, the young boy receives verbal punishment from his fairly obese and slightly untidy, yet your typical single parent mother who stands with a long cane by her side. 
The young boy is unaffected by the verbal abuse, straight-faced as he is.




MOTHER




(aggressively shouting)

Do you think I’m gonna fucking pay for some psychotic doctor to visit you every so often and fork out money I don’t have to pay for pills? Do you? Do you understand what kind of fucked up situation you’ve put me in?

The young boy’s MOTHER whips him across his face with the long cane, which immediately shows a red burning mark diagonally over his cheek. This, however, has no affect on the young boy whatsoever as his obese MOTHER walks out with a slight limp.
He stares with vengeful, angered eyes as his evident weakened MOTHER exits the room.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

In a cramped, untidy living room, the obese MOTHER is laid back on a reclined chair motionless with her long cane pierced through her throat. The young boy stands to the side staring with no expression and a mobile phone open in his hand.

Dialled on the phone screen are the numbers ‘911’.

The room is darkened with only one main source of light in the corner of the room but the artificial light from the phones mini screen shines onto the face of the young boy creating an evil face for a presumed evil mind.

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD:

‘SOME YEARS LATER’

CUT TO:

EXT. MAIN STREET – AFTERNOON

Two well suited men stand before a burnt, battered and crushed up vehicle that seems to be bent over backwards in shape with a large metal pole sticking through its metal body. This large metal pole secures the RV in place.
One of these men is tough looking, smaller than the other but a facial characteristic, involving well maintained ruggedness of facial hair and eyes focused like insanity burns strong within, creates a look of someone in control and indeed physically powerful. A police badge hangs from his neck from a silver chain and two large Berettas are holstered under each of his arms.

The other larger in size man, looks to be a wiser looking man, again in charge, but wise and highly intellectual. He wears a stunning black suit with a large golden chain hanging from his even larger neck with the words ‘THE MAN’ integrated into the chain. He looks over his large shoulder and down to the tough, rugged chap.





THE MAN



So... what d’you think, Dent?





DENT
What do I think...? I think someone’s taking the fuckin’ piss is what I think. You wanna know what I think... that’s it.


THE MAN

This ain’t no stunt Dent. This is triple homicide if you ask me. Cold blooded murder. No doubt... plenty reason.
DENT slowly looks at THE MAN in total disbelief then backs his attention on the sight of the car with, again, slow movement.



DENT

Do you expect me to stand and stare at this piece o’ shit and make an instant judgment, sir?



THE MAN

I only ask for you to do your job... that is all. If you feel you have a judgment on this matter right this moment... please, don’t hesitate to say.



DENT

I think someone’s taking the fuckin’ piss... and I need a smoke.
THE MAN reaches deep into his astonishingly bottomless jacket pocket in which he pulls out a packet of smokes. He grabs a single stick from the box and hands it to DENT, who acquires it between his fingers gently, who then shoves it in his mouth and begins to chew and eat it.





DENT




(mouth full)

You don’t even smoke, sir <swallows> yet you carry death in your side pocket relentlessly.



THE MAN

Ten years ago I would have bitch slapped you in the face for that comment Dent. Now, in present time, give me a shooter and I’ll blast a bullet toward your rented heart.

DENT ashamedly glances toward THE MAN and from there back toward the RV.



DENT

I’m sorry. It slipped my mind.



THE MAN

It’s just habit. It’s primarily my own fault but when habit takes over it takes control.

Grabbing the name pendant with a large grip, THE MAN touches the gold with his lips and lets it go gently. It dangles from his neck.



THE MAN (CONT’D)

She controlled my life during the good times Dent, but you already know that. Might’ve slipped your mind but you know the smokes were there when things got bad... and here, death close, they remain.


DENT

Again, I’m sorry, Reye. I’m still pulling pieces of my broken self together.



THE MAN

It’s why the smokes are here Dent, remember? You just reminded me to throw these life suckers away. You know, I see people smoke everywhere I go... and I stop to stare with my beaming eyes wider than a nine month pregnant whore. You know how I am? Do you know why I stop?



DENT

Why?



THE MAN

I stop to tell them, in somewhat gruesomeness detail, purely what they’re doing to themselves. I’m no doctor, neither you, but, you do know what I’m talkin’ about, right? Rhetorical question Dent... but you know that, don’t you? Anyway, they can smell my clean lungs as I approach their faces and say... with every drag you so happily breathe, you inhale a little bit of good feeling and a small part of your own death. I ask them how it feels knowing the smell of their own deaths... I already know they’ll answer with the saying of it tastes good. And it was good for a time <pause>. But, you know that people today are defending their right to smoke on the sole reason that their lungs can take it better than others. I say shit to them... to shit with their reasons. I heard the reasons before... but do they shit know what the outcome is. Dead son, daughter, husband, uncle... dead wife... I know the outcome Dent... I do.
A small pause in speech ensures DENT to rapidly change the subject he got himself into.



DENT

Who’s in this piece of shit anyway, sir?



THE MAN



(beat)

Actually, I’m glad to hell you asked me that question because we found this...

THE MAN reaches into his limitless pocket again and brings out a small clear bag with a golden ring secured in it.

Its rich gold has almost completely been refurbished with dried up blood.

THE MAN hands it over to DENT as they both stare still at the wreckage beyond them.





THE MAN (CONT’D)
...on the severed hand of some half-caste mother fucker... recognise it...?

DENT studies the golden ring. It has C.G engraved on its face.



DENT

Caesar Lu Gomez... well I’ll be damned.



THE MAN

Actually, just Caesar Gomez now... the middle part is categorically fictitious... made up shit from the streets. Something about a Mexican hat dancer and a Chinese whore. Still, you don’t seem indignant in the expression I’m seeing. You’re more of a relief. You don’t think it’s a replica?



DENT

Caesar Gomez is the leader of the Golden Bullet Gang... he is the god of his own people. He wouldn’t have a big enough reason to cheat death, Reye.



THE MAN

Well the fingerprints on the hand will make sure of that discussion... for now... you do your best at doing what you do, do best, Dent. I’ll swing by later after I take care of some unfortunate business that would just so happen to include that last few moments of Caesar Gomez’s life. I may uncover the identity of his slayer before you Fabio... take heed.


DENT

Is it business I should know about, Reye?

CUT TO:
TITLE CARD:

‘EPISODE 1 - THE GOLDEN BULLET GANG’

CUT TO:

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET – DAY

A disorganized group of black, white and half-caste homeys stand in a front driveway of a shoddy-looking suburban home exchanging hard cash for hard drugs. They all carry handguns tucked behind their pants and act gangster to each other though respectively in greetings.




NARRATOR (V.O)

The Golden Bullet Gang... definition: The Golden Bullet Gang is a small territorial army of unsystematic, itchy-trigger-finger gangsters who, in the name of their violence addicted leader Caesar Gomez, menace townsfolk in submission for deference. They control a slow money flow business of stealing and selling contraband goods to clients over a wide spread of altering states <short pause>. Explanation: Their name, referring to the Golden Bullet element, is false but is simply to imply maximum significance over other rivalling gangs.
CUT TO:

INT. DUNGEON GATES – MORNING

Two black homeys stand next to each other, both wearing bullet piercing armour and carrying rifles similar to the shape of the AK47 assault rifle.

They stand in guard of a large wooden gate inside a dingy dungeon. HOMEY ONE is rubbing the crotch part of his pants as HOMEY TWO rotates is head to look at him.





HOMEY TWO
Hey, you piss your pants on the way to the pissin’ wall, man?



HOMEY ONE
Hell no mother fucker.



HOMEY 2

Well you clearly got piss on your pants man; I can smell that mother fucker. It reeks of piss in here now that you’re back.



HOMEY 1

Have you ever tried to piss and sneeze at the same time, Skinny? It goes every-fuckin’-where.



SKINNY

You promised mom you wouldn’t call me by that name anymore Zeke.



ZEKE
She promised she wouldn’t leave us with nothing to live for... and now she dead... things change Skinny.



SKINNY



(beat)

Yeah... well, she left us with each other, didn’t she? That’s something.



ZEKE

If I was gay I’d kiss you right now. Thankfully, I’m not. What the fuck are you sayin’ man?



SKINNY

Hey man, you don’t have to act all macho all the time. Brother, loosen up a little.



ZEKE

I’ll loosen my hand so I can slap you across the face with it.



SKINNY

Don’t you dream of becoming something other than a reject gangster, Zeke?



ZEKE

Aw man, what bullshit is this now, Skinny?



SKINNY

It ain’t bull man. Dreaming is the sole thing keeping my vitals normal in life. I dream of someday leaving this fucked up city to live with a wife and some kids by a lake, you know? Go kayaking... kayaking sounds fine. You never think about kayaking Zeke?



ZEKE

I’ll be kayakin’ your ass if you don’t shut the hell up, Skinny. I mean that shit <pause>. I’ll kayak you all the way down the mother fuckin’ lakeside. Fuck me.
ZEKE seems distressed, embarrassed and somewhat disappointed and makes sure he does not look at his brother.
A shadow appears from around the corner. SKINNY and ZEKE immediately respond as they immediately notice the footsteps and shadow approaching by readying their weapons.





SKINNY





(slight shout)



Halt, who goes there?





ZEKE


Who the fuck is it?

A young male adult walks stylishly around the corner with his jacket hood over his head shadowing his facial characteristics. He stands in front of SKINNY and ZEKE then lowers his hood to reveal an expressionless face complete with slicked back long, white hair and two black earrings each in one ear. He has the most beautiful bright blue eyes and perfect tanned skin tone. He speaks in a bold British accent.




ZEKE


Who the fuck is you?





SLICK MALE



I’m Roman Valentine.




SKINNY



Well, what the fuck do you want?





ROMAN VALENTINE

I’m here to see your god <tries a smile>, your leader... Caesar Gomez.

Two faint but noticeable gunshots are heard coming from behind the gates, which they all look to. ZEKE and SKINNY look back to ROMAN VALENTINE who smiles slightly then faces back to ZEKE.



ZEKE
He ain’t present at this present time in moment... may I take a message?



ROMAN VALENTINE

I sincerely hope you are making a mockery of me gentlemen <another GUNSHOT is heard> though I must warn you that my tolerance with this dull, futile conversation has already grown thin. I beg you to let me in at once.



SKINNY

Why the fuck should we let you, a puny dickhead, see our king?



ROMAN VALENTINE

Time <tries a smile> is of virtue.



ZEKE
Aw... ain’t that just right. Time for us though is spent standing and pissing and standing and pissing in front of these fuckin’ gates. Though, I must thank you for this pleasant conversation governor... now if you please... fuck off before we empty our rifles into your white haired skull.



ROMAN VALENTINE

Very well.
ROMAN VALENTINE is instantly transported from his current position to the left of SKINNY. He holds a silver/gold handgun to his head and fires it immediately on arrival. In another instant ROMAN is transported from SKINNY’S falling body to the right of ZEKE with the handgun pointed to his head. Before SKINNY hits the ground, ROMAN blasts a bullet into ZEKE’S head and watches him fall onto his brother. 
After a short moment of pause ROMAN steps over the bodies and stands in front of the gate.
CUT TO:

INT. DUNGEON CHAMBER – SAME

This dungeon chamber is large and contains few crates of guns and ammo as well as around fifteen Golden Bullet Gang members. At the back of the dungeon is a large chair that would suit a king, and in front of it is a Mexican looking fellow.

This Mexican fellow wears a gold ring on his finger as fixation zooms onto that. It has the letters C.G engraved on its face. This man is identified as being the gang leader CAESAR GOMEZ. CAESAR is holding a large pistol and he stands above two dead bodies.
Busy filling crates with guns and ammo to the sounds of some bass thumping, drum beating music, no one is surely to hear a knock at the gates.

Suddenly the gates explode into a ball of flame, which catches fire to four of the guards standing near as do a few crates.
With debris falling everywhere, guns are pointed to the blown up gates, CAESAR and his men get ready for who ever dares to approach.





CAESAR GOMEZ





(shouting)



Shoot, fire, kill the mother fuckers!

Every single gang member begins firing beyond the flames though they do not really know what or if they’re hitting.

Instantly, ROMAN VALENTINE appears near two of the gang members from behind and immediately fires a bullet into their heads with dual silver/gold handguns. Before they can hit the ground he appears near two more and pops their heads open with another couple of rounds.

Taking a different approach to this, the entire chamber of remaining Golden bullet Gang members freeze as if someone had put on pause their television. Bullets halt in mid flight, fire freezes up and movement in general is in pause with the exception of ROMAN VALENTINE of course.

ROMAN cool and calmly walks over to a line trio of gang members and aims his guns so right that if he fires one bullet, that one bullet would fly through their temples in their heads like knife through butter.
Abruptly back into real time, ROMAN fires that one bullet that certainly breaks the skulls of all three and they fall. Suddenly it feels as if ROMAN is playing a strategic game of violent killings against his enemy.
Seeing all this happen all too fast, CAESAR GOMEZ urges his two bodyguards to protect him by standing behind them both. He quickly makes a break for it as he runs up to some ladders leading upward and he begins to climb them. His bodyguards follow afterward.
As they climb to escape, ROMAN runs toward a remaining three gang members that currently wield small metal pipes in which they begin swinging toward ROMAN who dodges them with kung-fu techniques. As one is swung, timing it perfectly, ROMAN grabs the middle gang member’s metal. ROMAN whacks him in the chin with a solid but softer connection. The member stumbles as the other two swing their metal but fail as ROMAN dodges easily. 

ROMAN rapidly swings with much power to the middle gang member connecting, this time, with the side of his face and the crunch of bone linking with high velocity hard metal spins him crashing to the floor with serious breakage of the skin and bone. ROMAN dodges a right gang member swing then suddenly appears to the rear of the left member who is in mid swinging motion as ROMAN impales the metal into the back of his head who quickly falls forward revealing the stuck in pipe. ROMAN turns his attention to the last who, seeing his friends collapse in death to the brilliance of his current opponent, drops his pipe and makes a run for it toward the engulfing flames at the exploded gate.
ROMAN raises his pistol, hesitates as he aims, but finally corks a bullet into the back of the last member. He falls with a slight groan and then a thud confirms his, now motionless, body is at rest at such a young age.

ROMAN reveals minor emotion as he lowers his gun with very slight resentment over his youth murdering actions.

CUT TO:

INT. GARAGE – SAME

Appearing up from the ladder and out of a small hole in the concrete, CAESAR GOMEZ and his guards run to a ready parked RV, which they all get into. CAESAR climbs into the back and the goons into the front.

Large garage doors open revealing a quick getaway into a main street. The RV quickly revs up and burns its tires to attempt a rapid escape and they succeed as they race around the corner out of the garage.

CUT TO:

EXT. MAIN STREET – SAME

The RV speeds past several vehicles creating one to swerve into another and they both hit and bounce off of one another like dodgems at a fair. The car finally finds a clear road after passing a couple of other cars ahead and slows down slightly as if they were in safe land.

CUT TO:

INT. CAESAR’S R.V – SAME

Looking behind him in a frantic manor, CAESAR lays back against the high-class interior seats breathing lighter and lighter to his previous state of out of breath.





CAESAR GOMEZ




(catching his breath)



Who was that fool?

He shows a quick sign of relief, which, unfortunately for him, is follow by screams and pain as the interior of the car is crushed and CAESAR is thrown forward and back in a bloody, unmerciful, unpreventable and violent action.

The car finally stops after a short moment of carnage leaving nothing left of the Golden Bullet Gang god CAESAR GOMEZ and his two, high in regard, goons.

CUT TO:

EXT. MAIN STREET – AFTERNOON
DENT is on his knees studying the crushed vehicle like a hawk on its prey. He stands to his feet as another officer of the law joins him by his side. The officer looks at the vehicle with much confusion and wonder and seems as though his eyes are in lock.




OFFICER



So Dee... got any clue?

DENT looks at the OFFICER in slow motion rotation of his neck and head.





DENT



What do you think officer?

DENT keeps his eyes on his.





OFFICER



I don’t know. Do you?




DENT

There is a fuckin’ steel pipe pierced into an R.V truck, which has caused the damage you see before you. Tell me, what do you think?


OFFICER

I think it’s confusing, sir.



DENT

I think you see what predicament my work has become since this blew up in my face. Now, see if you can get some fuckin’ work done down here and check to see if there are any fingerprints on that steel pipe... can you do that for me shit-for-brains?


SHIT-FOR-BRAINS

Of course, sir, right away.

SHIT-FOR-BRAINS rushes off the scene leaving DENT to study the vehicle in peace.
CUT TO:

INT. THE MAN’S OFFICE – AFTERNOON

THE MAN sits at his large desk packed with paperwork and disorientated stationary. A gold nameplate lies on the edge of the table; on it is the name REYE HILLENBURG. He writes viciously on a piece of paper as an older looking man enters closing the opened office door behind him.

The older man stands in front of THE MAN’S desk and waits for a moment. THE MAN continues to write even though the door shutting would have created enough noise to ensure disturbance of the most focussed of minds.





OLD MAN

What does someone like me have to do to get someone’s attention around here, huh? I’ve just walked past seven of your so-called guards outside without being noticed. I could walk in and out of this place firing non stop rounds of full metal jackets into the ceiling for fuck sake... and I’d wager everything I got that your dickless wonders you call police officers would cower like the pricks they were born to be <pause>. Are you listening to me Reye? It’s your fucked up precinct that’s fucking up this city. Reye!



THE MAN

I think, by now, my guards know my own father but I’m with you old man. Just shut the shit for the time being, alright? You’re causing more problems around here than a fifty-year-old schizophrenic psychopath carrying a twelve-gauge shotgun around a crowded flee market.
THE MAN stops his writing and looks up at the OLD MAN.



THE MAN
What you here for this time?



OLD MAN

I heard there was a lot of shit going on down in the city... thought you’d be full of it.



THE MAN

As you can probably see here... yeah, I am in quite up to the brim of a shit filled barrel.



OLD MAN

Well... what the fuck happened?



THE MAN

Caesar Gomez is dead... murdered.



OLD MAN

The Golden Bullet Gangs lead fucker, huh <pause>? That ain’t no pickle Reye... that’s a relief. What is the real problem?



THE MAN

The problem is that half the Golden Bullet Gang are dead in some sort of shooting that could involve another uprising gang. That could mean a brutal gang war in the streets of our city.


OLD MAN

What gang’s this... black, white, Asian...?



THE MAN

How the fuck would I know? All my knowledge of this matter is that Caesar Gomez and some of his gangsters are dead by the hands of... ghosts, it would appear to me.



OLD MAN

Ghosts...? This is quite some sized pickle you got on your hands Reye <pause>. Need any help?
THE MAN

From you, I need you to fuck off so I can get back to working... besides, Dent’s on the case.



OLD MAN

Dent...? That old piece of shit...? I can smell the stench of his failure already. Reye, you got some sized stick up your ass, son, and god knows that Fabio Dent ain’t got the strength to pull it out.



THE MAN

Fabio Dent is the best at what he does... he ain’t no has been. He’s got his shit together since his injury a few years ago... and Lucifer knows he has the power to restore even the good old days back to this city.


OLD MAN

Sounds like you got mighty faith in old, washed up Dee.



THE MAN

Faith I wouldn’t even test God with.

CUT TO:
TITLE CARD:

‘EPISODE 2 – DENT vs. THE RUFFIANO’

CUT TO:

INT. UNSANITARY LIVING ROOM – DAY

Seven RUFFIANS’ lie scattered around a medium sized living room that looks like it has just been the victim of a college party the night before.

The RUFFIAN gang members are nothing but street scum with a rebellious purpose to be acknowledged as the dominant ones and their motives are nothing more than petty yet tactless crimes that inflict and conflict with the laws of the city. These RUFFIAN’S are equipped, mostly, with small weaponry such as pistols but some exceptions include shotguns and machine rifles but that usually refers to high ranked or highly regarded RUFFIAN specialists.

Smoking pot through many different ways, these RUFFIAN scum sit almost motionless with the exception of their flailing pistols and inhaling of illegal substances.




NARRATOR (V.O)

The Ruffian Gangsters... definition: The Ruffian Gangsters are considered and remembered as an earlier attempt to be today’s ever growing Golden Bullet Gang. Apart from the name being perceptibly different, the only major distinction between the past gangsters and the present thugs are the leaders’ motives for their callous characteristics. Explanation: Drayton, also known as Large Armour, A.K.A The Ruffiano is a strong minded fellow and is considered a reputable yet odious and rebellious to his visibly comprehensible however unsympathetic cause.
CUT TO:

EXT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE – NIGHT
Heavy rain reflects powerful shining red and blue lights against a very large warehouse wall.
Dozens of police cars and trucks surround the main doors of the warehouse; behind them pointing their puny handguns and futile shotguns are a many number of officers wearing their ponchos fashionably.

FABIO DENT comes into the picture wearing his own modified poncho, coloured silver and yellow, and he walks toward THE MAN who is stood holding a megaphone talking to another officer holding a map or blueprint of some sort.

THE MAN sees DENT and acts with anger pointing his finger against DENT’S chest.





THE MAN

These dumbass mother fuckers ain’t getting away with nothing this time round Dent. We got the Ruffiano and his men trapped inside and I want you to take a squad and penetrate their defences at the rear of the building. None of my other men will take the task of taking The Ruffiano down.
DENT begins to walk away with a squad of six behind him.




DENT




(shouting)

Maybe it’s his eyes or the way he dresses.
DENT continues to walk.





THE MAN





(to the map officer)

That’s Fabio Dent... my main man and the only fucker around here worth of my job.
CUT TO:

EXT. REAR DOORS OF WAREHOUSE – NIGHT

DENT stands against the wall beside double doors leading inside the large warehouse. These doors have many bullet holes in them. A squad kneels down in front of him.




DENT





(to squad)

Breach these doors with heavy implementation of gas shells and strike down the first row of Ruffians with a burst fire of full metal jackets, got it?


SQUAD



(simultaneously)

Affirmative!





DENT
These Ruffians will be wearing armoured chest plates but weak spots are everywhere else. Aim high and low boys. Chances are they’ll be utilizing wooden tables for cover so dig in.

DENT stops in his position and reaches into his poncho. He draws out dual Berettas from under each of his arms and holds them to head level as the squad ready themselves for the breach, bang and clear attack.
CUT TO:

INT. EXTENDED PASSAGE – NIGHT

As mentioned, RUFFIAN gang members cover behind old wooden, some metal, tables and other debris from the building. Walls have been blown to pieces, which evidently has widened the corridor slightly.

After a short moment of waiting, the few RUFFIAN’S sitting behind the cover are soon on their knees as an explosion blows the exiting doors off the hinges. The double doors land harmlessly on the ground as three grenades are thrown in that bounce close to the RUFFIAN blockade.





RUFFIAN #1



Grenades!

The RUFFIAN’S lie flat as the grenades explode simultaneously that triggers off gas smog that oozes out of the canisters completely surrounding the RUFFIAN barricade.

Shooting begins as FABIO DENT runs in blasting his dual Beretta’s toward the smog. He continues to run and fire until he reaches the gas, by that point he has ran out of bullets.
DENT calmly stands reloading his Beretta’s waiting for the gas to clear, which takes little time.

The rest of his squad run in front and check out the area.

The gas clears completely revealing the RUFFIAN barricade, which has been utterly destroyed by sprays of bullets. Needless to say, the few RUFFIANS’ that defended there were now lying in their own blood pool.

The squad clear the rest of the area as DENT walks past the few bodies.

CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE PACKING ROOM – NIGHT
The vacant, huge indoors of the mass warehouse is filled with nothing but few conveyer belts and large wooden crates. Dirty but well lit by the moonlight and slight artificial light from few working bulbs above, the warehouse has no occupants at this very moment.

Suddenly an entrance from a corridor opens revealing a slightly pissed off DENT who holds his dual pistols elegantly by his sides. The six officer specialists run through with tactical movement three running left and three sweeping right. DENT steps into the warehouse and stares forward.

Behind the few crates at the end of the warehouse in front of DENT, walks out a young man with slight long black hair wearing long shorts, trainer shoes and a black vest. This teenager walks with his head bowed within ten metres from DENT who just stares with anticipation. DENT seems pessimistic at this point as the man stops.

The teenager raises his head revealing a face of splendour with eyes coloured bright, beautiful orange matching the colour of his shoes. He smiles.





TEENAGER



Hello.





DENT



Where is The Ruffiano hidin’, kid?





TEENAGER

Oh. He’s safe. You can call me his personal bodyguard if you’d like to... if not... then just call me... The Fanatic.

THE FANATIC can’t keep his eyes on DENT, instead, looks to the floor or ceiling every now and then.



DENT

You don’t stand a chance against the law kid. Walk away.


THE FANATIC
You don’t need to kid me Mr Dent. I know your kind... I’ve known it far too long now to simply walk away from the cause.



DENT

Don’t kid yourself... there is a whole army of troops outside who specialise in taking down resistance such as The Ruffiano. Don’t die needlessly and young.



THE FANATIC

Dying young and needlessly is one thing... dying young to save the life of someone whose ability to see and bring the future world into total beauty and harmony is another thing. It’s not needless Mr Dent... but is just sacrifice.


DENT

Time is running out young one. Can’t stand and chat all night.



THE FANATIC

I understand these types of things have deadlines. Diverse other things also share the same limit. Fortunately, I have my whole life ahead of me to exploit toward the cause everyone is dying for.

THE FANATIC, uncontrollably, lets out a slight guffaw.



DENT

A joke worth dying for Mr Fanatic?



THE FANATIC

You... you sicken me. You and your goons disgust this world <pause>. <child-like> My goons can kill your goons... care to wager Mr Dent?

DENT stays quiet then --

-- two RUFFIANS’ appear from behind the crates behind THE FANATIC as they leap onto them. They wield large machineguns as they point them toward DENT and his men who seem ready to fire.

Another five appear from each side of the crates that kneel behind the conveyer belts cover. They point their pistols at DENT and his men.
Suddenly from DENT’S right running down metal stairs leading to an office door are a further twelve RUFFIANS’ who hide behind smaller crates and more conveyer belts. Again, they point their small weaponry toward DENT and his men.

Appearing at the office door is a dark figure but larger than any other RUFFIAN. The office stairs and doorway is too dark to reveal who it is but it seems he carries a large rifle of some kind.





UNKNOWN LARGE MAN





(shouting)



Kill them all!

Unexpected arrivals burst through the skylights above dropping many ropes into the warehouse. Ten law specialists zip down the ropes firing small machine guns onto the RUFFIAN scum who return fire.

The UNKNOWN LARGE MAN has disappeared from the doorway as DENT makes a run for the nearest cover, which happens to be another conveyer belt. He returns fire toward THE FANATIC who takes cover with the other RUFFIANS’. He reveals customized orange crafted, dual automatic pistols, which he begins to fire toward DENT. THE FANATIC’S expression becomes of pure evil and of uncontrollable taste for death and destruction. He is smiling still.
The law specialist dive off their ropes, some find cover others kneel and pick off a few RUFFIANS’ who appeared from the staircase. One officer goes down in a hail of bullets as another grabs and pulls him toward cover. Unfortunately he is also cut down by a hail of bullets.
DENT picks off one of the higher placed RUFFIANS on top of the crates dead in the skull. The other sees this and begins a non-stop onslaught on DENT who now becomes pinned down.

Seeing THE FANATIC becoming a huge threat as he picks off two fellow officers, a law specialist makes a run for him firing and firing toward his target. THE FANATIC sees this and becomes pinned down also. Suddenly as the officer approaches about six metres from THE FANATICS position, THE FANATIC is seen leaping from behind the conveyer belt like a frog high into the air and lands his feet onto the officer’s shoulders. And as the officer and THE FANATIC fall, THE FANATIC spins his legs and body around the law specialists head and breaks his neck in half. Landing on the floor, officer dead, THE FANATIC returns to his position in one quick motion leap and begins his onslaught once more.
DENT signals to two of his men as he ducks behind the metal cover, bullets ricocheting everywhere, to fire grenades toward THE FANATIC’S position. They confirm and ready their weapons.

DENT raises his duals over the conveyer belt as he keeps his head down and begins firing blindly. The grenadier officers heighten themselves and point their guns toward the crates and fire off two grenade shells then duck.
The shells hit the crates and land softly onto the ground. THE FANATIC sees this late and leaps. The explosions from the phosphorus grenades engulf the area around the crate throwing all RUFFIANS’ near there to everywhere aflame. THE FANATIC, however, lands himself and clings himself to a rope hanging down from the sky light and he begins to climb faster than a monkey.

THE FANATIC reaches the top in a few seconds and looks down toward DENT and his men. DENT watches with awe. THE FANATIC’S smile turns to frown as he evades the area.
DENT now turns his focus on the remaining RUFFIANS’ who cover near the stairs. There are five left as the law specialist pick off another two with precise aiming to the head.
Another officer falls, however. DENT tries to revive him -- 

-- however no luck in the heat of battle as DENT becomes further pissed. He grabs a phosphorus grenade from his fellow officer’s dead hand.
It seems as though a stalemate has begun as DENT raises himself above everyone. He pulls the clip out of the grenade and throws it high above the RUFFIANS’ nest.

With it perfectly above the nest, DENT sprays many bullets from his duals hoping that one will hit. One does.

The phosphorus grenade explodes throwing out fire like napalm that spreads across the nest engulfing the five remaining RUFFIANS’. They run out trying to put themselves out by rolling on the ground but in time they drop off as their bodies become firewood.

Realising all RUFFIAN scum are dead, DENT makes a run for the office stairs.

He runs up them as his men and other law specialists clear the area. DENT disappears into the dark office door.

CUT TO:

INT. MAIN OFFICE – NIGHT
This office is medium sized with an overturned work desk and old stationary clumped to one side corner leaving a fairly large space inside the room. It is dark with the exclusion of the moonlight, which happens to be shining brightly through the two small windows on the far side.

Standing metres apart across from each other are a somewhat largely built man dressed in heavy armour, equipped with a large rifle and in front is DENT pointing his duals.

They stand almost respecting each others stance as they gaze into one another’s eyes.





LARGE ARMOUR

I knew it would be you Dent. I knew it was you as soon as I heard the doors explode and the windows shatter. You could say I felt your presence.


DENT

This can end only in death or imprisonment Ruffiano. Either way, your life is over.



THE RUFFIANO
Life was never good to me Dent. You shouldn’t understand the pain I have suffered before becoming what I have become. Inside I have in me a force that, over the years of destruction, has instructed me and influenced my motives to nothing more than sacrifice of others so I could gain power and have true freedom over everything.


DENT

What’s it to be Ruffiano... short and sweet or long and ruthless?


THE RUFFIANO
I will not give up my freedom.



DENT

Time is no ally to anyone but life incarceration may release you from your insanity... or push you further... depends how you take it.


THE RUFFIANO
I laugh at your cause... your way of life is the very thing that has fucked up the world and everything that it should be. Laws and regulations <chuckle> I pity those who abide but to the children that attempt to break through are those who are truly living.


DENT

Final request for an answer Drayton...



THE RUFFIANO


(shouting)

I choose death over your kind any day... just another sacrifice Dent... no matter to me!

DENT begins his onslaught as he fires non stop into THE RUFFIANO’S chest. With the power of these bullets, THE RUFFIANO is forced back against the wall and with every hit he screams.
DENT’S clips become empty in short time and he quickly realises that his opponent is still standing. THE RUFFIANO raises his rifle toward DENT who stands motionless. 




THE RUFFIANO
It’s why my children call me Large Armour, Dent. It is the very reason I still live I bet you’d say.



DENT

In a few moments... the doors behind me will burst open revealing light that shall bring you to your knees. Your action now will determine whether you die now or die later.


THE RUFFIANO
And here I stand... holding and pointing death into your broken, bloodshot eyes and I’m waiting. What for? Maybe I’m waiting for you to shit in your pants Dent... or maybe I’m holding your breath and forcing you to realise that, in these few moments, maybe your life hasn’t been what you know it should have been... maybe your life has been controlled, which ain’t a bad thing ‘cause I also believe in fate... but... it is not fate that controls you Dent... it is merely the bigger man... a force with more power and most power over you... ruling and controlling your life, where it leads and where it ends. This is what I fight for Dent... you think it’s about killing innocent life for fun and amusement... it is knowing that the little things you do in life get you noticed but the hard work you put into your own life can make the difference between them and yourself.


DENT

You become a murderer.

THE RUFFIANO
You got it all wrong, copper... you become that much closer to being free!
A shot is fired, which lands into the chest of DENT who lands flat on his back. THE RUFFIANO peels himself off the wall with a grunt but is quickly put back in place by sprays of bullets that crash through the windows at the far side or the room sending in more light. Blood begins to spurt out of THE RUFFIANO as he falls.
The spray of armour-piercing bullets end as the sound of a helicopter zooming past begins. DENT lies motionless still.

CUT TO:

EXT. DENT DRIVEWAY – AFTERNOON

DENT closes his sports car door implying that he has just arrived back from being somewhere. He electronically locks it with his keys but suddenly puts his hand to his chest and begins to inhale long and hard. DENT exhales as his neighbour walks out of his front door. His neighbour sees him.





NEIGHBOUR



Still hard to breathe, Fabio?

DENT looks toward him.





DENT



You could say that.





NEIGHBOUR

You know, doctors can now cure inconveniences, such as yours.



DENT

It’s only minor... nothing you should worry about Dick.



DICK

Well, God knows I’ve tried, so, to fuck with you <giggle>... I’m off to swim with dolphins and have dinner with sharks with my beautiful fiancé. I should feel so lucky... and I do <laughs>.

DICK walks to his sports car and enters it. He drives away speedily with smoke firing up from the screeching tires as acceleration accelerates. DENT watches him disappear beyond the horizon.





DENT



Prick.

DENT holds his chest again and inhales deep.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – MINUTES LATER

DENT enters the living room of his largely, well spaced out home and throws his jacket onto his exceptionally clean white leather couch and tosses his keys onto a futuristic glass coffee table and it surprisingly doesn’t break into pieces.

Rushing into all this, DENT becomes somewhat claustrophobic and grabs his chest before kneeling with a discomforting expression smeared across his face. He collapses onto the floor as he reaches into his pocket and brings out, with much difficulty, a mobile phone in which he flicks open.
CUT TO:

EXT. MAIN ROAD – AFTERNOON

An ambulance bursts to top speed streaming by ongoing traffic as well as incoming traffic. Its lights are flashing and it is presumable that DENT may be inside.

CUT TO:

INT. OUTSIDE WARD/INSIDE WARD – NIGHT

REYE “THE MAN” stands outside the ward door looking into the ward where he sees DENT lying unconscious with anything and everything sticking into his body. He peals his head away from the sight and looks at his father who stands in front of him near the ward door.




OLD MAN

A heart attack... a fuckin’ heart attack! I didn’t know you were recruiting senior citizen, Reye.



THE MAN

First of all, keep your fuckin’ voice down to a minimum... it’s a damn hospital for Christ’s sake. Secondly, Dent is fine... it was a minor heart problem. He almost... almost had heart failure.



OLD MAN

He’s fine alright... with all those tubes stickin’ into his veins and shit. Fine my ass Reye... I think you better find someone else for the case.



THE MAN

The doc says he’ll be fine in no time at all.



OLD MAN

Yeah and he also said he’d most likely to die the next time it happened... and the most likely cause of that is working on the case.



THE MAN

A week ain’t much time and it ain’t like there’s that much stress level if you’re doing work in a hospital bed.



OLD MAN

A week? A fuckin’ week? A fuckin’ five-year-old paraplegic bastard with an I.Q of fifteen could wrap up the case in one week, man. Son, please, for fuck sake, put another guy on the job.


THE MAN



(mild shouting)

Father, you better get the fuck out of my face with this shit man or else my steel plated heel’s gonna be peeling off of your dumb assed head. Got it?



OLD MAN



(stunned)

I... I g-got it, son. I got it.



THE MAN



(cooling down)

Man, just cool down alright... cool down. Dent ain’t gonna let me down... he never has. It is just a minor set back. That is all.

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD:

‘EPISODE 3 - VETERAN VISTA’

CUT TO:

EXT. MEADOW – DAY

ROMAN VALENTINE walks down a dirt pathway, on either side of him are tall grass and wild, beautiful flowers. He brushes his hands over the top of the grass and slightly touching a feel to them. He smiles as he breathes in the air, the atmosphere and the serenity of it all.

Wearing similar clothes as before, ROMAN unzips his jacket and drops it carelessly behind him as he walks out onto the plain short grassland area, which is surrounded by large, desirable trees and beautiful waterfalls.
Continuing walking he sees, ahead of him, a small, natural coloured couch situated in the centre of the open area. Beside the couch is a large lamp but no electricity can reach it in the middle of nowhere, it seems, though, the sun does shine brightly in the centre of the sky creating even more beauty and contrast to this perfect picture-like scenery.

ROMAN reaches the couch in short time and immediately sits upon it. He inhales and smiles again.





VOICE (V.O)


Exhilarating, isn’t it?

This VOICE is very British and deep toned.





ROMAN VALENTINE



Veteran? Did you create all of this?





VETERAN (V.O)
How else would this happen in reality dear Roman? How else?



ROMAN VALENTINE

Only with our help... your help.



VETERAN (V.O)
Don’t flatter me boy... you’ll only succeed in flattening me.



ROMAN VALENTINE

Of course.



VETERAN (V.O)


(beat)

Answer my question Roman... I do tire of waiting.



ROMAN VALENTINE

Ask me again.



VETERAN (V.O)
Exhilarating, isn’t it?



ROMAN VALENTINE

Certainly captivating and, indeed, implausible... it is much too hard to breathe it all in at the moment.


VETERAN (V.O)
Believe it dear Roman... with a little hard work and sacrifice... all this and more can be achieved.



ROMAN VALENTINE

All things peaceful... all things bright and beautiful?



VETERAN (V.O)
All creatures’ great and small... the lord God fucked them all.



ROMAN VALENTINE

It doesn’t seem physically possible in one single life.



VETERAN (V.O)
If time is what you’re afraid of... then time is no longer in our vocabulary. Time should never have been the cause of so many dilemmas... time should never have been at all.


ROMAN VALENTINE



(beat)
Suddenly I feel reassured of something.



VETERAN (V.O)

It is the power of influence and the power of dreams that engulf your every doubt, fear... your emotions... never apparent but it’s understandable.



ROMAN VALENTINE

When all fears are lost... you just become another fear for someone else to fear even more.



VETERAN (V.O)

I have taught you well... you are truly the child to bring the world you live in to substantial beauty and further tranquillity. I can see it now.



ROMAN VALENTINE

It will all soon be like this... this and more I mean.



VETERAN (V.O)

This and more, indeed <pause>. Lights!
The sun suddenly blinks off but the lamp beside the couch is immediately triggered on, which only lights up the couch and ROMAN himself.





VETERAN (V.O)
Darkness is what most people live in these days... it gives them a feeling of loneliness and a sense that maybe life isn’t all contentment... and satisfaction of life may never come... even in a lifetime.


ROMAN VALENTINE

And this bothers us greatly.



VETERAN (V.O)

Undeniably... the sun was not created so that people would shade away from it and cower in threat... as if the sun could harm them.



ROMAN VALENTINE

Truth.



VETERAN (V.O)

More and more people, especially the offspring of our dying world, are becoming threatened that their planet is their prison. That is a problem worth fighting for, don’t you think?



ROMAN VALENTINE

What are we to do?



VETERAN (V.O)

We are to repair what can be repaired dear Roman. To begin... a few lessons are to be told to a small percentage of the menacing population... starting with our own. To begin our campaign for the perfect window vista... this darkness is required to be replaced by an enormous shine... a heavy burden lifted off the more important people of the planet. To do this we must clean up the streets of the Golden Bullet Gang... the reigning ruffians of a lost cause.
The lamp by ROMAN VALENTINE’S side switches off leaving complete darkness.

CUT TO:

INT. DUNGEON CHAMBER – MORNING
CAESAR GOMEZ stands in front of two big, tough looking fellows wearing sharp suits and shades as if they were special agents. CAESAR carries his large pistol in hand.

Behind CAESAR, to the left and right, are his bodyguards.





CAESAR GOMEZ

You fucked up big time this round didn’t you boys? You fucked up good and proper.



GOON #1

Whatever happened yesterday was not our problem Caesar.



CAESAR GOMEZ



(disbelief)

Mr-fucking-Gomez to you two mother fuckers.


GOON #2

Sorry Mr Gomez... we’re real sorry about this whole confusion but... (interrupted)



CAESAR GOMEZ

Excuse me. Three things that you should not do to annoy me: one, do not speak directly into my face as if you were one of my own, two, do not make me repeat myself... it is Mr-fucking-Gomez to you... three, have fucking sense... only blind people wear fucking shades inside enclosed spaces where there is not much light to begin with <pause>. I apologise boys but that’s three too many disappointments for one day.

CAESAR raises his weapon swiftly and bolts a single round each into GOON #1 and GOON #2’s heads. The impact sends them crashing to the ground.

A small crowd of Golden Bullet Gang members stand behind the two bodies with fear written across their faces and body language.




CAESAR GOMEZ

As you can see... I am in a good disposition today and my merciful mentality can be ever so slightly pushed... but... THESE <he blasts another bullet into GOON #2> mother-fuckers have ever so slightly lowered me into a temperament that the rest of you would call a hell day. I am your god... I am your Lucifer and I recommend you find the primary cause of my merciful shutdown before all your asses become carcasses and meat for myself and my hounds... my bitches. Go!
The crowd suddenly begin to move in panic toward a small sewer hole in the wall and the six of them climb into it and soon enough they disappear leaving everyone else packing boxes full of concealed items.

After a short moment the large gates at the bottom explode as before creating havoc amongst the gang members and leader.

CUT TO:

EXT. MEADOW – DAY

On the same natural coloured couch situated in the centre of the meadows open area, ROMAN VALENTINE sits back in comfort knowing that a large step has been taken.





VETERAN (V.O)

A large step has been taken with very minimum effort and that heightens my anticipation for the next.



ROMAN VALENTINE

What is the next step forward?



VETERAN (V.O)

Sometimes in life... a step backward can be a step forward. Luckily for our campaign... a step backward is no option. Its complication beyond thought and mistakes are beyond recognition. Now is not the time for error my dear Valentine. Error is a backwards move. It is not an option.


ROMAN VALENTINE

I will not let you down.



VETERAN (V.O)

You will not let the campaign down, you mean.



ROMAN VALENTINE

Of course.



VETERAN (V.O)



(beat)

Do you feel something Valentine? Do you perchance feel a tingling sensation?



ROMAN VALENTINE



(beat)

I feel... nothing.



VETERAN (V.O)

Good. Tell me, have you ever felt something in your life? Pain? Anger? Love?



ROMAN VALENTINE

What is love? What is Pain? Anger is frustration and frustration boils my noodles Veteran. It is not good for me to be angered in that way... but it happens. It is wrong, I know.



VETERAN (V.O)

Oh, no my dear Valentine. On the contrary... anger brings out the best in everyone without having the use of special medicine. Anger is the key to bringing this world into harmony. It is the way to guide reality into this.



ROMAN VALENTINE



(beat)

Of course it is. Anger brings out the best in me.


VETERAN (V.O)



(beat)

Good, now, if you’re prepared, settings for step two are in place.


ROMAN VALENTINE

I am ready Veteran.



VETERAN (V.O)

Then step two shall commence <pause>.
CUT TO:

TITLE CARD:
‘EPISODE 4 – REFORMATION & RESTORATION’





VETERAN (V.O) (CONT’D)

Begin the reformation and restoration chapter.

CUT TO:

INT. INSIDE WARD – MORNING
Along with the constant bleeping noise from his heart monitor, DENT lies awake staring into the ceiling with an expressionless face.

To his right is REYE ‘THE MAN’ HILLENBURG. He is busy reading a local news paper but the title of the paper is not visible.

After a short moment, DENT slowly rotates his head to THE MAN who doesn’t seem to notice he is awake.





THE MAN

You know... a guy ten years older than you died from heart failure... but then again, so do a lot of people. That makes you sort of a rare breed of middle aged male. You’ve now survived two highly potential deaths in a few years... I find that remarkable, if not, unbelievable.



DENT


(inhales deeply)

How long have you been here with me?



THE MAN

As long as you’ve laid rest in that bed.



DENT

How long is that?



THE MAN

Not enough. Doc says you’re a miracle Dent. You survived something you shouldn’t have and Doc, with all his qualifications, can’t understand how. Something as big as this, surviving death, has become a hobby to you Dent.


DENT

Both miracles, as you call it, are from the same bullet from the first incident.



THE MAN

Go fuck yourself Dent. That bullet went straight through and you felt it as well as know it. The first incident was a damn stroke from something you’ve finally gave up after thirty-so years.



DENT

Who gives a shit anyway?



THE MAN

Quite a few people I know to be honest. You shouldn’t feel stressed right now... rest, okay?



DENT

The sinner will be gone by the time I have my morning shit, Reye. I need to get out and back to my profession.



THE MAN
If you even try to escape from this hospital Fabio, I’ll have your badge and I’ll suspend you from your profession for a whole year. How does that sound?



DENT

Sounds harsh, sir.



THE MAN


(looks to DENT)

Look... I want you on this case as much as you do. Hell, I need you on this case now so my brain can relax for a moment of time... but... there is no way I am jeopardizing my best officer and my best comrade on the force because of a gang of itchy-trigger-finger fuckers.


DENT

Ain’t no gang that slaughtered down the Golden Bullet Gang, Reye... ain’t no way in hell.



THE MAN

I don’t want to hear this from you now, Dent.



DENT

I’ve seen this power before... I’ve seen it standing in front of me Reye. It’s someone working toward the cause that The Ruffiano and the young teenager were talkin’ about, remember?
THE MAN submits and stares toward DENT with honest hearing.



THE MAN
You mean the teenager who’s locked up inside the wacko Asylum downtown... called himself The Fanatic, I believe?


DENT

That’s the one <pause>. They’re a breed of unique stature and powers. They’re controlled; I believe... something inside of their heads is calling them to work toward the cause.


THE MAN

You might as well be mumbling Dent. I haven’t a clue what you’re talkin’ about. What cause?

Bursting through the door of the private ward is a, highly beautiful, well dressed in jeans and shirt, young woman. 
She stops sudden.

DENT and THE MAN now stare at her as she stares back at DENT. She holsters a large handgun at her left pelvis, which her left hand constantly keeps mild contact on.




DENT



Velicity...? Is that you?





THE MAN

Has my daughter finally come to see her sick, but blessed, godfather?



VELICITY HILLENBURG

I’m sorry Dent. I should’ve come sooner. I was scared to see you this way... my godfather. I hope you feel better.
VELICITY speaks with a Mexican accent.





DENT

Don’t worry beautiful... this old man ain’t going nowhere yet. Literally, that is the case.



VELICITY HILLENBURG

I’m sorry to hear that... but... there is another reason why I came here on this fine morning.



THE MAN

What is it, Velicity?



VELICITY HILLENBURG



(to THE MAN)

You best look out at that window to the vista that is surely one fine morning papa.



THE MAN

Look out of the window? What the hell for?


VELICITY HILLENBURG

Please, papa... just do as I say. It is a sight I just don’t think I can believe.
Leaving DENT out of the picture at this moment, THE MAN sits up off of his beside chair slowly, folds up his paper equally as slow and walks across to the window as VELICITY watches with high anticipation.

Stopping at the window, THE MAN is stunned for some seconds until he pries his eyes from the window and turns to face his daughter VELICITY.





VELICITY HILLENBURG



Is it truly reality that I see?





THE MAN




(takes a few breaths)

If your eyes deceive you, then they do mine also.



DENT

I’m getting up.

CUT TO:

EXT. MEADOW – DAY

Laying in the grass a few short steps away from the natural coloured couch is ROMAN VALENTINE. He seems happy as he stares into the cloudless sky with much thought and less concern.





ROMAN VALENTINE



And we just let them...?





VETERAN (V.O)
Let them immerse their faulty minds and truly hope their soiled skin won’t taint our perfect window vista.



ROMAN VALENTINE

I agree.


VETERAN (V.O)
Of course you do.



ROMAN VALENTINE



(long beat)

The skies look familiar, don’t they? I bet they think it was God.



VETERAN (V.O)
Yes... God is good... but... I am far superior to God.


ROMAN VALENTINE

It happened so soon, so quickly, yet, it took so long... a lifetime flew by <pause>. A lifetime flew by in one short moment. Truly, it does not make sense.



VETERAN (V.O)
Underestimating is only in the subconscious my dear Valentine.



ROMAN VALENTINE

I realise that.



VETERAN (V.O)
God may have created time... but I now control it. Time is of virtue. That is what I told you... and now you have company approaching. Company that I know is not in our welcome.



ROMAN VALENTINE

Murdering those who attempt the break our rules is truly within the laws of our current city... but I fear slaughtering those who justify for doing their job... brings us down to the lowest.



VETERAN (V.O)
Stain your mind with the knowledge and mentality that you are far superior to everyone else, who, live in a world, a system, of glitches and corruptions... remember that everyone else is just another fault in the system and you are the only one who can make an end to their calamity <pause>. The system is ours Valentine. It should be perfect. Everyone, the viruses that they are, are annihilating everything.
CUT TO:

INT. INSIDE WARD – MORNING

Sitting on the same side of the bed facing the window is THE MAN, DENT and VELICITY. They sit expressionless in silence for a long period of time.

DENT is wearing hospital pyjamas as he inhales lifting his left hand, placing it on his chest. He exhales and drops his hand in relaxation when THE MAN notices his discomfort.





THE MAN



How’s the heart?





VELICITY HILLENBURG
Daddy, that’s a horrible thing to say at a time like this.



THE MAN

Hunny, it’s the only damn thing to say at this precise moment in time. Just checking on your godfather’s rented heart.


DENT

It’s not rented... it’s more like... it’s borrowed.



VELICITY HILLENBURG


(beat)

Are you gonna give it back?

DENT

Since the guy I borrowed it from is without a heart... I’m presuming he’s dead. So, to answer your query Velicity, no, I won’t be giving it back, no.



THE MAN
Okay... I only asked one simple question... enough of this shit talk. I wanna know what the fuck’s going on around here.



VELICITY HILLENBURG
(beat)



Why isn’t anyone moving then?

THE MAN, DENT and VELICITY sit expressionless for another moment in time.

Suddenly a distorted and annoying phone ring tone begins to play. VELICITY is late in reaction but soon reaches inside her coat pocket, bringing out a small mobile phone in which she flicks open and places to her ear.





VELICITY HILLENBURG



Yes.



<listens>



Where?



<listens longer>

Got it. Meet me there with what is left.

VELICITY closes the phone and places it back in her coat pocket as she raises herself from the bed. She makes firm contact with her holstered weapon and constantly reassures herself its there.




VELICITY HILLENBURG



We’ve got the fingerprints boys.

THE MAN and DENT rapidly turn their focus onto VELICITY.





VELICITY HILLENBURG

The owner of the old manor on Dame-Judge Highway. Back me up, will you Dent?


THE MAN

Dent won’t be going to the bathroom unassisted for the next week Velicity. He ain’t going anywhere especially somewhere with potential danger.


DENT



(to THE MAN’S face)

You just watch me back up my Goddaughter... you can assist me if you like.

CUT TO:
EXT. THE CITY – MORNING
The surroundings are being circled by many helicopters and the beautiful renewed streets are being filled with the city’s population. The sight is remarkable. Every building and everything has been transformed into beauty and new. Every corner has been filled with flowers and the fixation on the colours gold, silver and black have made a tremendously stylish look to the buildings and roadside accessories.





NARRATOR (V.O)

Tiny, trapped people... the entire population of this, once old and crooked, decaying sight turned magnificent city, awe in the overnight transformation that they call home <pause>. More than ninety percent of the city’s population had their only laws phone lines and departments under constant blockage, as nine percent of the city’s entire population became disruptive and began a spree of robbery and carnage <pause>. The other one percent, however, had no clue of any change or any disturbances... yet the other one percent happened to be the blind, the old and decrepit and the few mental institute inmates.
CUT TO:

INT. INSTITUTE ORANGE ROOM – MORNING
Padded orange walls, seemingly with no escape, enclose and surround THE FANATIC who seems relaxed as he smiles with crossed legs on the floor. He wears the same attire yet they seem renewed after the years.

Suddenly he seems agitated as if he has a real bad ache in his skull. He holds it with expressions expressing his feeling.

He looks up again after a moment.





THE FANATIC

I can feel it. Truly, there is someone who can deliver. I shall prevent her from harm... she is dull.

THE FANATIC smiles as he raises himself off the ground. He stands tall then rotates 180 degrees to face the back wall. He stares.

Out of the orange, the wall implodes outward creating a large enough hole for the talented FANATIC to escape. The alarm is raised as he walks through the rising dust and travels over the debris to what looks to be the outside world.

CUT TO:

EXT. SIDE OF INSTITUTE – SAME

With the alarm in slight hearing, leaping off the debris and over, THE FANATIC lands in front of a darkly cloaked individual whose face is blocked by darkness from her overgrown hood. This darkly cloaked individual is mysterious in the simple fact that their cloak and hood are the only characteristic apparent. 

THE FANATIC stares into the darkness.




UNKNOWN WOMAN

You know who I am... and I know you <pause>. I have heard stories of your talent Fanatic as I’m sure you already know.

Clear but hardly more than a whisper, the UNKNOWN WOMAN speaks. THE FANATIC seems optimistic at this time with no wonderment evident in his expression.



THE FANATIC

You are the one they call Dull?


UNKNOWN WOMAN

No.



THE FANATIC

The other half then... I guess there is a difference. Where is your face?



UNKNOWN WOMAN

I believe you can help me as I’ve just helped you. The world is changing young one but there are many complications that lie beyond on route.



THE FANATIC

Are you with the cause?



UNKNOWN WOMAN

I think you already know that of me.



THE FANATIC

I haven’t seen daylight for years now. Equally, I haven’t seen someone like you... you are indeed special like the others... different, however, in a good way.



UNKNOWN WOMAN

I’m glad you’re coming to your truly wonderful senses Fanatic. You will be a fine ally to the cause.



THE FANATIC

What would you like me to do?

Two police sirens are now heard overlapping each other. The UNKNOWN WOMAN and THE FANATIC look down the alleyway and see two cop cars tearing up the road toward them. The UNKNOWN WOMAN looks back to THE FANATIC who is smiling.





UNKNOWN WOMAN

The city’s law enforcement is dwindling as we speak creating greater prospect for the pending future. You will meet me in the pending future. You will know already where to find me, for now, I have some business to take care of... <she looks to the closing cop cars> and so do you.

The UNKNOWN WOMAN walks away down the alleyway as THE FANATIC turns to face the cop cars that are imminent. He suddenly leaps forward and almost glues himself onto the bonnet of the first car. The car speeds up at this point.

Travelling beyond the debris down the long, long side alleyway, THE FANATIC clenches his fist and breaks the windshield completely. He then grabs the shotgun the passenger law enforcer had just reloaded and pokes the butt of the gun into his nose. The passenger officer holds his, now bloody, nose screaming in pain.
Giggling, THE FANATIC pumps a shell into the chamber, leaps suddenly toward the cop car behind as he blasts buckshot into the drivers chest.

Landing attached to the other cars roof, holding onto it with one hand and keeping grip on the shotgun, the cop car in front, with no driver, swings to the right out of control, touches the wall of building barely and off it goes.

The front of the car is forced down flipping the back end into a diagonal spin in the air. It spins over and behind the other cop car just missing THE FANTIC as he ducks slightly but smiles with awe watching and loving every moment. He even has time to feel the metal swirling above him in somewhat slow motion. The cop car crashes behind them as they speed up slightly.
As THE FANATIC pumps another shell into the chamber, a few pistol bullets explode through the roof from the passenger side skimming passed THE FANATIC. THE FANATIC returns by firing a round of buckshot into the passenger’s roof. A small dosage of spurting blood paints the outline of the buckshot hole. The car judders slightly almost knocking off the balance of THE FANATIC.
THE FANATIC regains his balance but is suddenly thrown off as the car makes a sudden brake. The cop car screeches, THE FANATIC lands perfectly in front of the car yet the car has not stopped. THE FANATIC acts rapidly as the, decreasing in speed every second, cop car charges at him as he leaps forward and front dropkicks through the windshield to connect a full on blow to the drivers chin. The cars acceleration begins to increase at this point but does not surpass a dangerous speed.

THE FANATIC sees danger approaching behind him in front of the cop car, he leaps off and hangs onto a small shop side window and watches with glee as the cop car travels slowly into the centre of a main road where it hits another cop car travelling at high speed. The crash is devastating leaving nothing to the imagination excluding the gory details of which pedestrian caught which officers limb. 

With that, THE FANATIC leaps off the window ledge and escapes back down the ally way.
CUT TO:

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT – UNKNOWN
In a room visible of no windows thus no light, a small room lit by three candles burn light onto a seemingly meditating FANATIC. He sits, legs folded as if in deep meditation with head bowed and eyes closed.





THE FANATIC (V.O)
Perfect relaxation some say... but relaxation comes fewer than three eyed fish do reality. Wouldn’t go that extreme... though astonishing that may seem, I’ve seen and accomplished things others couldn’t notion. I ride with the powerful... I ride with superiority. These talented individuals are capable of power beyond comprehension and they say they breathe two sets of lungs... think with two brains and I know that old saying is true... two heads are better than one. But this ain’t no freak show... this is something worth more than a simple giggle. It’s absurd excitement with the added bonus of fear and knowledge that you’re truly riding in the company with the superiority and the equivalent to infinite <pause>. Some say they’re superlative... I say they’re God in human form... and I’m there to be their body slash demigod <short pause>. Not that they need it, though.
THE FANATIC stands to his feet slow in motion and exits the room with his footsteps being the only thing heard fading.

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD:

‘EPISODE 5 – EQUIVALENT TO INFINITE’

CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE COUNTRY HOUSE – AFTERNOON

Poring rain down falls perfectly without a slight push of the wind onto a beautiful yet aged well country home.

Consequently, due to heavy rainfall, a dirt road and path leading around and toward the house has turned to slime. The darkness, formed by intense rain cloud, has created a very eerie feel and look about the supposed daytime beauty home.
After a moment, the open field around the area becomes filled with approaching members of the police specialist force. They carry submachine guns and plenty of equipment among themselves.

The building soon becomes surrounded like ants around half eaten food as over thirty officers appear from bushes and tall grass alike.

CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY OF COUNTRY HOME – SAME

A large hallway with dual stairways leading up to the same upper tier is lit brightly by a large chandelier overhanging the main area of the downstairs hallway.
A large front door is padlocked and wooden planks have been nailed to completely lock the door shut.


CUT TO:

INT. MASTER BEDROOM – SAME
The master bedroom is filled with only two items though both considerably large items. Taking up the space factor is an appropriate old master bed complete with its old duvet and pillows. The other item mentioned is not actually an item but ROMAN VALENTINE who lies against the large pillows as he sits up on the master bed.
ROMAN stares straight-faced as he relaxes for a moment or two.





ROMAN VALENTINE



Not the brightest of ideas.





VETERAN (V.O)
They amusingly resemble ants fighting over a half eaten chip... and like ants, they work as a team... and as a team, together they will be exterminated... and like the ants they once used to resemble... they resemble them no more.
A loud bang echoes around the large room as if the front door had just been surgically removed by some highly dangerous high explosives.



ROMAN VALENTINE



(long beat)

Not the brightest of ideas.
CUT TO:

INT. NARROW LONG CORRIDOR – SECONDS LATER

Walking out of a room, ROMAN closes the door and walks down the short side of a long corridor, which is badly lit as few lights work.

He exits through a door revealing a familiar darkly cloaked figure standing at the top of the long corridor. The UNKNOWN WOMAN stares toward where ROMAN has just exited.

Suddenly from her left and her right, which is where the long corridor leads, two doors are heard crashing opening, which is rapidly followed by several torch lights flashing over the darkly cloaked WOMAN.




LAW ENFORCER (O.S)





(shouting)



Freeze! Don’t move!

Disobeying orders, the UNKNOWN WOMAN lowers, stylishly, into a stance far more acknowledgeable toward a kung-fu master. She seems ready for a, seemingly low probability of a win, fight.

CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY OF COUNTRY HOME – SAME
With the front door completely shattered into pieces, it lies motionless on the floor as a small team of police soldiers breech the hallway of ROMAN VALENTINE’S home.

Three soldiers lead up the stairs to the left and three to the right. Another three guide slowly themselves through underneath the upper tier where they stand near the large door leading deeper inside ROMAN’S lair.

After a moment, VELICITY HILLENBURG enters cool as they get through the mess of wood and stands with her large pistol complete with laser target sights equipped. Another four squad members enter behind her and circle her for protection.




VELICITY HILLENBURG

Nice place... though smells of intense manly odour.

Instantly, ROMAN is transported in front of VELICITY and the squad member who currently stood there is thrown by some unknown force long and hard against the stairs wall. VELICITY flinches but holds her hand with open palm in the air to signal a seize fire order to her men.





ROMAN VALENTINE

You like the aroma...? It is of intense power, you know.
With every squad member pointing their rifles at ROMAN, VELICITY slowly lowers her hand onto her pistol in which she slowly raises and points toward ROMAN’S body.



VELICITY HILLENBURG


(hardly awestruck)

How the fuck did you do that? Is this some sort of high-priced trickery? You don’t fool someone like me Mr Valentine. Don’t play me like some dirty fucking whore.



ROMAN VALENTINE

Be careful where you point that and who you point that toward Miss Hillenburg. At that sort of range... it’d be mighty tough to dodge such a bullet.



VELICITY HILLENBURG

You know my fucking name?



ROMAN VALENTINE

Yes, alright, greetings have been made. What is this intrusion of my humblest of homes about officer?


VELICITY HILLENBURG



(beat)

You are to be placed under arrest in suspicion with the killings of twenty-one gang members including their infamous leader Caesar Gomez... if you do not comply with the law... harsh as it may seem to you fucking scum... I will have to put you down like the bitch you born to become. I will cork a bullet into your fucked up head.


ROMAN VALENTINE

Harsh language for such an attractive pig... but, sadly...

ROMAN is instantly transformed to the upper tier of the hallway. VELICITY is the first to notice as the rest follow her, now raised higher, gun it seems.
The red laser shines dead centre on ROMAN VALENTINE’S forehead.





ROMAN VALENTINE (CONT’D)

I do not wish to die in such a world... neither have the desire to allow ants such as yourself, live in my new world that has already begun construction.



VELICITY HILLENBURG

Wait... you did that magic to the city?



ROMAN VALENTINE



(beginning to boil)

Who the fuck do you think did that to the city? Elves <pause>? Well...?


VELICITY HILLENBURG

Even though my whole belief system has completely been altered in the past few hours of my very fucking confusing life... a final warning to you Mr Valentine... a final warning to down any weapons you wield and raise your fucking hands calmly and slowly and remain still until you are apprehended by an officer <pause>. Will you comply?



ROMAN VALENTINE

I’m sorry...

A shot is fired from the chamber of HILLENBURG’S pistol as quickly as time in general is paused.
Standing almost motionless is ROMAN VALENTINE. He is the only one that seems to be breathing yet his eyes are fully focused on the bullet that flew out of VELICITY’S pistol, which is sort of two inches from his head. The bullet that is paused in time as well as everyone and everything else has a red laser dot on the back of it.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. DENT’S CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – AFTERNOON

Barely exceeding the speed limit, DENT, with his passenger REYE ‘THE MAN’ HILLENBURG, dodges and weaves through a somewhat busy period on a small road leading up to a highway.

The car shakes the ground, spraying water everywhere from a puddle, passing a sign that has printed on it ‘DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY’ and below that are the words: ‘298 casualties in 3 years’... ‘CAUTION – SLOW DOWN’.
As he keeps a fair percentage of his concentration on the raining roads ahead, DENT, every so often, places his hand on chest and inhales deeply to let it all out slowly. 

THE MAN becomes aware of this immediately and without hesitation reacts.

THE MAN

Holy fucker Dent... your old ticker ain’t gonna stop tickin’ with me inside this car, is it?



DENT

Relax Reye... it’s still got plenty o’ mileage left. Just relax.



THE MAN

I’m just checkin’ <long pause>. Y’know Dent, our partnership over its time has, well, maybe it’s had its minor collisions through the years but I’d say it has never been soiled upon, wouldn’t you?


DENT

It has never been soiled upon, no. Why do mention this at such a crucial time?



THE MAN

Be wary of your words. This, my dear friend, is the defining moment involving two individuals, occasionally more, but of which occurs before the significant main event begins. This, undeniably, is a crucial time... but is essential only to speak words of meaningful dialogue that sometimes inspire or exemplify how much those individuals or individual means to them... in case of inconceivable loss to those individuals or individual.


DENT

That’s pretty deep Reye... I appreciate the words you speak and spoke through the long years you mentioned and hope more of these rare opportune moments arise.


THE MAN

It’s all good, partner <pause>. The moment has passed now. Let us give my girl her backup. Speed on.
Suddenly for no apparent reason, REYE ‘THE MAN’ throws himself to the door window to his right. He pushes his faces against the window so hard it begins to crack. DENT seems bemused by this and tries to keep one eye on his passenger’s actions.

Abruptly, REYE returns to normal and looks, with a now bloody eye, to DENT who is looking back confusingly.





DENT

What the fuck was that about? You cracked my fucking window.



THE MAN


(acting possessed-like)

I do apologise friend. I will be most happy to reimburse you for any riches decreased in the repairing of this vehicle.



DENT

What the fuck? Your eye is bleeding, Reye.


THE MAN

Don’t mind me... you just watch the road now, won’t you?

DENT, still in disbelief, returns his focus to the road ahead as THE MAN stares around the car for a moment.

After that moment, THE MAN reaches in his coat pocket and seems to grab something. He slides a small handgun behind his right leg so that it is hidden from DENT’S vision.





THE MAN



How are you feeling?





DENT



(keeping his eyes on the road)

Pretty fucking pissed at the moment Reye to be entirely honest.



THE MAN

How ‘bout now?

THE MAN in a dramatic turn of characteristic raises his handgun from his leg side and points it toward DENT’S head. Luckily, seeing this, his reaction is rapid as he ducks his head as THE MAN pulls the trigger blasting a bullet through DENT’S side window.

Suddenly, DENT puts on the brakes, which throws THE MAN’S head and body forward busting his head open wide as it connects with the dashboard in front, compliments for not wearing a seatbelt.
The car halts to a full stop creating much bother with ongoing traffic.

DENT reaches over to the temporarily unconscious REYE HILLENBURG and grabs his handgun from his gripped hand. He throws it out of his window, which crashes through the windshield of an ongoing vehicle yet it does not stop but, instead, turns 900 and flips and crashes and flips a few more times before it begins its long slide on its roof down the drenched road.
DENT reacts to this with a simple sign of simple slip-up then returns his focus to THE MAN who has disappeared from his passenger seat and the passenger door is ajar.

DENT seems confused as he looks behind him and then to his own open broken window where he is stunned to see the bloodied face of REYE HILLENBURG. REYE grabs DENT and pulls him out onto the open wet ground where cars pass by barely missing them.
DENT, on his hands and knees, is soon picked up with enormous strength and thrown onto the hood of his own car by his own boss. DENT is hurt.

Rolling off as REYE attempts to find a weapon through the open broken window, DENT hides behind the car, blind to the vision of THE MAN who realises there is no weapon inside the car so decides to use his bare hands.
Walking around the car as if he already knows where DENT is, THE MAN stomps his feet, which triggers DENT to appear suddenly with one of his dual pistols in hand, pointing it toward REYE who stops sudden and smiles.

They both pause for a moment, with rain beating down on them, as more cars pass them honking furiously on the horns.





THE MAN

I was only trying to assist Fabio. Your ways as a law enforcer is an excessive predicament, if not, an extreme risk having breathing at this most vital chapter in life.


DENT

(dazed, confused and hurt)

One minute you’re talking about how significant I am to you and now you want me dead. Who are you?



THE MAN

You could say I’m an admirer of a cause, which to me is worth more than my own life and, indeed, anyone else’s.



DENT

You have never mentioned anything of this before, why not Reye?


THE MAN

Maybe because we’ve never actually met.

With that said and without hesitation, THE MAN steps forward a few steps toward DENT who lets loose his trigger finger laying several bullets into REYE’S chest. With every bullet, THE MAN is forced back a step.
FIRST bullet hits followed by SECOND then THIRD and then finally a FORTH, which pushes THE MAN so far back he lands himself in front of an ongoing car and is hurled from DENT’S vision. DENT collapse to the floor in agony with himself, his emotions and his external pain.

After a long emotional and exhausting pause, DENT looks toward the screeching of wheels that appears from a country road in the distance.

With anger written in his expression and quick movement, DENT runs to his car, gets in and drives on in a desperate chance to chase the car, which he must feel is worth chasing.

CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY OF COUNTRY HOME – AFTERNOON
Returning to the point in time where the bullet and ROMAN VALENTINE are in the midst of a staring war between one another, everyone else in the room remain still like a 3D photographic picture.

Beginning to half circle the bullet with eyes beaming onto it, ROMAN very slowly steps around it.

He stops suddenly and takes a breath. He exhales to a point where there is no more air left in his lungs and he begins to cough violently.

Returning to normal, ROMAN grabs the front banister overlooking the hallway ground floor where at least ten officers are halted in their motion, and he leaps of with the power of one hand.

ROMAN hits the ground with ground shaking immunity in his stance as pause now becomes full motion.

He runs toward the officer to VELICITY HILLENBURG’G right, the closest to him, as he fires a spray of bullets that start from where he once stood above him and end up plastering the ceiling with silver spots.
VELICITY seeing him in his stride, makes a run up the stairs to her left as she shoots.

ROMAN leaps and super kicks his target with a beautiful connection to his jaw that completely breaks his neck in one full swing. The officer lands to the ground as does ROMAN who fixates on his next target to his immediate right.

A shot from his targets rifle his heard and time is temporarily paused as ROMAN walks to his marked specialist. ROMAN passes several still bullets, dodging them, whips out his handgun from his jacket and play resumes as the bullet from his pistol chamber is released, which flies willingly through the head of an unnamed officer.

Crashing to the floor with a thump, ROMAN is immediately transported from his current position to the rear of an officer that is stood a few metres behind ROMAN’S last target. Without delay, ROMAN grabs him by the neck, pulls him back creating an arch with his spine then rapidly places his pistol to his neck and lets rip a shot that throws the officer forward a few metres in the air and across the room whilst performing a super double flip. He crashes down to earth with an almighty bang.
Pausing time once again, ROMAN strafes right to his next victim a couple of metres away but hesitates and stands about one metre from him. ROMAN holds up his gun and points it toward the officer and pulls the trigger. The explosion from the chamber of the pistol pauses in time and the bullet also, which has just exited the handgun.
ROMAN, after a pause, pulls his gun away, points and pulls the trigger once each toward three different specialists that stand at a closed door underneath the upper tier.
He walks away calmly as the three bullets he let go last enter perfectly into the heads of all three targets at the closed door, they go flying into the closed door that just doesn’t quite break but, instead, caves in so much that the old wood in it breaks out and impales their bodies numerous times in numerous parts. The other bullet, which he shot first, enters through the officer’s gut that was closest to ROMAN and he falls screaming as the officers on the stairs try to keep up the position of the talented ROMAN VALENTINE. They begin shooting blindly. Six of them remain including VELICITY who has ran to the top of the upper tier where ROMAN once stood.
ROMAN now runs up the left staircase where two officers stand firing non-stop but with the intensity of it all breaking into fear and panic, end up firing blanks as ROMAN leaps into the air kneeing one up on the chin and breaking his jaw in two. He falls unconscious. Grabbing the shotgun off the other, ROMAN twists it 180 degrees and pumps buckshot into the officer’s chest sending him hurtling through the wooden banister before colliding with a hard wooden floor landing.
Suddenly appearing at the other side of the right staircase behind an officer, ROMAN drops the shotgun, jumps onto his back like a panther and uses him as a surfboard down the stairs but only ends up falling down four as the fifth breaks the neck of the officer so ROMAN leaps off onto the ground floor. 
Pausing time once more, he walks unbreakable and with a deep breath, into the centre of the hallway, after stepping over several bodies, where time is resumed and everything goes silent.

VELICITY HILLENBURG stands over the banister overlooking ROMAN VALENTINE with two guards to her right and one to her left. They all wait for a moment in time.





VELICITY HILLENBURG
Quite a talent you have there Mr Valentine... a highly impressive talent that is looked upon by me and what remains as my squad with an awestruck manner.



ROMAN VALENTINE

It still remains what should happen to you and your remaining goons... I leave that choice to my own pleasing, however.



VELICITY HILLENBURG

I see now, the strength of your villainess characteristic and callous attributes is too powerful against my puny self. I wish I could somehow withdraw... but it is within myself that dying in battle, fighting for righteousness, is far more worthy than to exit the scene without dignity.


ROMAN VALENTINE

I am the villain here <pause>? There is a fine, fine line between good and evil my dear Velicity... it just so happens that everyone around me is far beyond myself, who stands alone behind the line of good. You my dear are the sinner and the people you work for... are just another example of pure iniquity.



VELICITY HILLENBURG



(beat)

You know what I always liked about the villain <pause>? They always seem to have an unlikely weakness... and that weakness eventually reveals itself... yours Mr Valentine... will be exposed in due time.



ROMAN VALENTINE

For now, though, my superiority will prevail over all. That includes you... Miss Hillenburg.

Instantly, ROMAN appears to the left of VELICITY and with one quick twist of the neck, breaks the remaining officer in that side with his bare hands.

Judging ROMAN’S next move, VELICITY predicts he will turn to her remaining squad to her right and turns ready to fire. He transports behind the two officer who seem stunned as she fires non-stop bullets into them. They fall as ROMAN transports to the rear of VELICITY and time is momentarily paused. ROMAN walks from behind to the front of her and stares at her beautifulness and elegance for some time. He smiles with feeling then bows his head as he raises his pistol toward her chest.

Time is resumed. VELICITY stops firing as she sees death near. She lowers her gun and her expression as he pulls the trigger. Click!

The chamber is empty. VELICITY takes this advantage while ROMAN raises his head in confusion as she twist kicks him right on the chin that sends him twisting and crashing though the banister followed by the landing of his twisting body on the hard floor below.

ROMAN lies face down, seemingly, unconscious. VELICITY stands on the upper tier looking down on him. She flicks her gorgeous hair back and takes a breath. Suddenly, a bullet burst out of the centre of her chest along with the sound of a very powerful gunshot. She arcs her back with her face transforming from beauty to devastation.
VELICITY drops onto the banister in front of her and she hangs there dying until the final release. VELICITY dangles motionless above ROMAN VALENTINE who seems to be moving slightly. Her eyes stay wide open from the shock of pain that seemed to have begun from her back.
Footsteps are heard as the familiar darkly cloaked figure walks past VELICITY’S body. Fully hooded the figure walks down the staircase and toward ROMAN who steps up finally after his fall. He seems shaken as he stares at the unknown being.

The being stands a metre from ROMAN as he stares into the dark hood trying to peek at who is within. The unknown individual carries a large yet beautiful white revolver.





UNKNOWN WOMAN

I am truly sorry for my intrusion though I feel it was required. My name is Silva... it is a pleasure to be in your presence Roman Valentine.


ROMAN VALENTINE

You know my name yet this is the first time we’ve been in the presence of one another... in addition to my eventual query, I have succeeded in keeping a low profile. I ask: how is it you know me?



SILVA

What you should be asking is how I knew where to find you at this precise time in moment.



ROMAN VALENTINE

One question at one time.



SILVA

Of course... but the only answer I can give you is that... I simply follow a cause... your cause for a better world... and I truly admire all the sacrifices you have made toward this cause.


ROMAN VALENTINE

Sometimes there have to be sacrifices.



SILVA

Other times are futile times... sacrifices must be made and not many standard individuals are willing... but you are unique as I’d like to think I am <pause>. I must leave now Roman Valentine... but I hope you’ll be content when I say that I have eliminated the weak minded that had breached your home further back. It was complication and time we don’t have... although, I guess some of us do <pause>. Please, you have to evade Officer Fabio Dent at all costs. We have too much power within us for our breed to simply waste away into extinction. Goodbye.
SILVA departs through the main doors to her left and as she walks ROMAN stares down at a wounded officer who is trying his very best to keep the pain he is feeling to himself. ROMAN stares at him with compassion.





WOUNDED OFFICER

Please... don’t kill me. I have a wife and a child. Please.

ROMAN disappears in an instant implying that he has just transported himself somewhere. The wounded officer curls up in a defensive ball groaning in his pain.
CUT TO:

EXT. MEADOW – DAY
ROMAN VALENTINE sits with sympathy written into his expression as a strong character of VETERAN bolts his words toward the teenager.





VETERAN (V.O)

A dark shadow has beset your mind into a state that is far too weak to forward the march toward eventual victory. This is unacceptable... but... understandable as your understanding for necessary death has been clouded by... pity and compassion.


ROMAN VALENTINE

My mind is as strong as it were before this unfortunate night.


VETERAN (V.O)

Then how is it we are here... in your subconscious talking about it? Unfortunate you say... you don’t know the meaning of the word.



ROMAN VALENTINE



(beat)

It is true... everything you say Veteran. I felt something that I’ve never truly experienced before. As I stood over a wounded law enforcer, who, did not wish to fight with us and destroy our campaign for righteousness... but was forced to so he could provide for his wife and his child back at his one bedroom apartment with the dodgy electrics... I suffered his pain. I felt and feel it through my body and my soul... is this disappointing to hear Veteran?


VETERAN (V.O)



(beat)

If this is the way you choose to act my dear Valentine... I fear for our life greatly and sincerely hope you decide to walk down the acceptable road... the only road that is blocked but easiest road to break and shatter.


ROMAN VALENTINE

I understand my own feelings... but... I know you’ll understand with time... you always do.
ROMAN smiles but quickly returns to his dull self.
CUT TO:
EXT. OUTSIDE COUNTRY HOUSE – AFTERNOON

ROMAN VALENTINE appears, in an instant, near a black muscle car, which is in the character of ROMAN himself. He opens the car door, climbs in, closes the door and starts the engine. The sound of a rip roaring ready to go monster is heard before it is seen swimming through the mushy dirt road.

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD:

“EPISODE 6 – CONCLUSION OF THE PRELIMINARY”

CUT TO:

EXT. DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – AFTERNOON
The Dame-Judge Highway is long, bending slightly always, very wide with four lanes on the left and on the right. It seems very old, most of the tarmac is cracked, some broken in chunks with wrecked wooden danger signs placed, somewhat, around the actual dangers.

No cars currently drive on the highway.





NARRATOR (V.O)

The Dame-Judge highway... description: Long, eight lanes wide, always curving and no pit stops. The Dame-Judge Highway in its old state left human casualties to an average of one hundred per year spanning three years of misuse and alcohol influenced drivers <pause>. Only three years old and it looks like the highway to hell... and literally that was the case for some <pause>. Explanation: it wasn’t till the famous Miracle Day that its old tarmac became new and its name became true to Dame-Judge herself, a true woman whose famous sacrifice became known to all who owned a television set, a radio or a set of ears. The Dame-Judge Highway would later become the setting for the conclusion of the preliminary.
In a blink of an eye, the old tarmac, damaged as it was, becomes new. The road is restored to its glory days as a black muscle car rips through it roaring its engine and fuelling its after burners. It is followed shortly in its slip stream by DENT’S high toned, horses in the thousands sports car.
CUT TO:

INT/EXT. DENT’S CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – AFTERNOON

DENT seems angered courtesy of his unhealthy heart. He seems pissed as well as saddened by the loss of a good friend and ally. DENT seems well enough to smile at this point. His emotions have currently been blurred, if not overshadowed, by thoughts and the fact that this nightmare of a case is almost to an end. He hits the steering wheel in frustration with a smirk across his face.




DENT

I’m coming you fuck. I’m coming for you.

DENT clutches down and gears up to maximize velocity.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. ROMAN’S CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

With the engine roaring in the background, ROMAN notches up the music from his MP4 player almost drowning out the engine. Keeping an eye on his mirrors, ROMAN sings along to “WEEZER – ISLAND IN THE SUN”.





ROMAN VALENTINE





(singing)



When you’re on a holiday,



You can’t find the words to say,



All the things that come to you,



And I wanna feel it too,



On an island in the sun

Suddenly a bullet breaks through the back of ROMAN’S back window and impales itself into the MP4 player instantly halting the music. ROMAN, in a desperate move to dodge any danger, pulls the steering wheel with him as he ducks to the right. The car judders a little and seems to have shaken up ROMAN as he gets himself back on track.

He clutches down and gears up.
CUT TO:

INT/EXT. DENT’S CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

DENT is holding a pistol in which he holds out of his side window. The speed makes it hard to keep his aim with the current of air against him but he fires another couple of rounds. Then another is fired before withdrawing his pistol and placing it onto his dashboard. DENT focuses on his driving.
CUT TO:

EXT. DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

DENT approaches ROMAN’S beast as he edges closer to the right of him. The roads are quite empty due to the amazing renewal of the city but some remain driving with speed falling just behind and just ahead of the two main cars.

Sprays of rain water make it hard to see much as well as the, now slightly lightened, clouds make the darkness thicker. Their headlights turn on almost simultaneously.

Almost touching ROMAN’S back bumper; DENT rapidly moves forward to the right and, with some force, tips the back of ROMAN’S car.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. DENT’S CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

DENT keeps his steering to the left as he sees ROMAN’S car begin a spin ahead to the right. He passes the spinning car watching with anticipation that maybe it will flip and burst into flames.
CUT TO:

EXT. DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

Just passing the spinning vehicle, DENT keeps on the gas as, finally, his anticipation pays off and ROMAN’S car begins to flip violently and suddenly bursts into minor flames.

Keeping much focus on that flipping, flaming vehicle, an unforeseen vehicle from DENT’S right slams into the side of him.


CUT TO:
INT/EXT. DENT’S CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

DENT is shaken by the slam as he takes a glance to his right. The glance soon becomes a stare as he sees ROMAN in the driving seat of a different vehicle. DENT makes sure he takes a good look. He hasn’t seen this man before.




DENT



How many of these fuckers are there?

DENT repays him the whiplash taken by twisting his wheel violently toward ROMAN’S new vehicle.

CUT TO:

EXT. DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

The two cars are seen bashing against each other as they approach a slip road where several law enforcement vehicles are seen slowly increasing their acceleration with their lights burning red and blue as always.

The two main cars depart from each other into two separate lanes with a lane free in the middle.
As motion speeds, the two cars are swiftly joined by four police vehicles that neatly drive close to the slipstream of both main cars. Two cars, in single file, hide behind ROMAN’S vehicle as another slides behind DENT’S. The other, however, takes speed and increases it as he races up the middle lane to become level with ROMAN and DENT.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. POLICE #1 CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

A single law enforcer sits in the driver seat looking to his right through into the car of ROMAN who stares at him with no expression. The law enforcer gives him a sign and shouts in hope ROMAN is able to lip-read “pull over”.
CUT TO:

INT/EXT. ROMAN’S CAR #2/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY - SAME
ROMAN sees the law enforcers’ gesture to pull over but quickly resumes his focus on the road ahead. He seems hesitant to act with typical violence.





VETERAN (V.O)



Do it Valentine... for the cause.

With that said ROMAN turns his steering wheel aggressively turning the car to the left.
CUT TO:

EXT. DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

The cop car and ROMAN’S new car are seen connecting together like magnet to metal.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. POLICE #1 CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME
The single law enforcer as the driver glances to his new neighbour ROMAN. He flinches as he sees ROMAN pointing a handgun toward him.

ROMAN fires a bullet that flies into the kneecap of the driver. Blood bursts onto the dashboard and more noticeably, the inside windshield. The driver screams as he slams on the brakes.

CUT TO:

EXT. DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

The cop car is seen braking hard and is soon far behind as ROMAN moves back into his right lane.
A second cop car moves from behind ROMAN to the place of the first cop car. The cop car behind DENT now moves across to the slipstream of ROMAN almost simultaneously with the other car. DENT, however, remains quiet.

The road now becomes a four lane road on each side as they travel through the heart of the Dame-Judge Highway.

Immediately the cop car in the slipstream of ROMAN powers through to the right of him. DENT moves behind ROMAN into the slipstream again.
CUT TO:

INT/EXT. ROMAN’S CAR #2/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME
ROMAN looks to his left to the raging expressions of two law enforcers. The passenger carrying a shotgun winds down his window as ROMAN looks to his right to the greeting face of another law enforcer. A lone driver constantly glances toward him with caution and slight trepidation.

ROMAN looks to the focus of the road once more.





ROMAN VALENTINE




(to SELF)



I’ll have a sandwich please.

CUT TO:

EXT. DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME
The two cop cars either side of ROMAN suddenly swerve away from him but quickly move in for the kill as they prepare to sandwich his car.
They do just that. Both cars crunch into both sides of ROMAN’S car damaging them distinctly. 

ROMAN’S car begins to decrease in speed rapidly as the two cop cars pull back into their lanes. ROMAN’S car hits the front of DENT who doesn’t react in time and is forced to put on the breaks.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. DENT’S CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

DENT is seen slamming on the breaks as ROMAN’S car slows him down.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. POLICE #3 CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

The single law enforcer driver continues to drive for a moment. His dispatch radio is in hand as he tries to glance in his mirrors.

Suddenly ROMAN appears in the back seat of the car. The law enforcer is immediately startled as he drops his dispatch and tries to open his holster for his Glock.
ROMAN now appears in the passenger seat of the still speeding vehicle. He leans over before the officer can operate his weapon, at the same unfastens the officers seatbelt, and breaks the drivers side window using the officers own gun.

CUT TO:

EXT. DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

The cop car on the right begins to decrease in speed very slightly. DENT has moved off the map though the other cop car remains in vision and ahead in its own lane.

Suddenly the officer driving the vehicle on the right is seen flying out of his broken side window. The car judders but is soon back on track as, it seems, ROMAN takes control.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. DENT’S CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME
DENT’S vehicle has stopped. In gear with the bite in motion, DENT hangs his head out the window waiting for a slot to pull out as more cars fill the highway.

Suddenly he pulls out and gears up rapidly finally passing ROMAN’S second wrecked car. Passing the wrecked car that halted him in his speed, DENT accelerates harder with a frustrated, angered expression.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. POLICE #2 CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

Looking out his opened passenger window, the passenger law enforcer holds his shotgun toward ROMAN’S stolen police vehicle. The passenger, seeing ROMAN’S face in detail once again, holds back his weapon in slight disbelief. He looks to his fellow officer who drives nicely in line with ROMAN’S new car.




SHOTGUN ENFORCER





(to DRIVER)



It’s the same guy.





DRIVER ENFORCER





(to SHOTGUN)



Who gives a shit, shoot the fucker.

Turning back to face ROMAN, he points his gun out the window but is startled as his shotgun is ripped off him by ROMAN himself who crashes into the car very slightly window to window. ROMAN twists the gun around and points it at the startled passenger who duck instantly.

Bang! Buckshot is fired into the neck of the DRIVER whose head crashes against his window, which shatters. The DRIVER dies instantly and his body flails over the steering wheel, which turns unwittingly. The car now begins a steady turn to the left toward the separating stone barrier between the two opposing sides of the Dame-Judge Highway.

CUT TO:

EXT. DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

The cop car slams against the barrier that slopes slight. The car is flung in the air by its front bumper and lands on its back twisting half.
ROMAN moves back into his lane as the cop car creates sparks from the roof touching the hard ground. It rebelliously slows forcing an oncoming car to crash into the back of it pushing the cop car into a separate lane. 

Another car is forced to crash into the police car, then another, which is then followed by DENT who dodges all and continues to drive toward ROMAN. DENT’S twin exhaust lets out some blue flames.

Suddenly, as DENT drives into the distance, a large eighteen wheeler crashes on its side and slides as it hits the cop car and another larger car that is tipped on its side also.

Spreading over all four lanes, the eighteen wheeler holds responsible for a further five cars that speed around the bend and crash into the truck and explode instantly into flames.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. DENT’S CAR/DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY – SAME

Driving nearer to the only car seen far into the distance, DENT notices in his mirror the carnage he has just escaped. A C.U of DENT shows a saddened expression yet twitches of frustration show also.

CUT TO:

EXT. DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY EXIT – AFTERNOON
The rain beats down onto a high sign that has written on it “DAME-JUDGE HIGHWAY EXIT”. Next to it is another sign that says “MAIN STREET AHEAD”.

Panning down ROMAN’S borrowed car speeds past following the sign posted.

After a short moment, DENT follows travelling slightly but noticeably faster in his sports car.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. DENT’S CAR/MAIN STREET – AFTERNOON

Slowing down with anticipation to the view that can be seen through the windshield, DENT halts his car a few metres away from a large crash that has left two cop cars in total devastation. This crash is familiar.
DENT exits his car with weapon in hand.

CUT TO:

EXT. MAIN STREET – SAME

DENT cautiously walks over to the totalled cars that have left the road full with bits and pieces of car metal. Nothing is surprisingly aflame but DENT dodges the broken metal as anyone would.
Approaching the wreckage DENT is stunned and frozen by the view of ROMAN appearing from behind the crash. ROMAN walks provokingly cool from behind to the front of the debris. DENT raises his singular pistol toward ROMAN though his finger seems reluctant to squeeze the trigger before asking a few questions first.

ROMAN stops a ten feet from DENT as a crowd of twenty to thirty people watch from a safe distance.

The two stare through each others eyes for a moment.





ROMAN VALENTINE

You are a strong entity worth more than he has been given. Fabio Dent, I believe?


DENT



(beat)

The reason I have not emptied my weapons full clip on you at this very moment is beyond my own understanding <pause>. The only thing I can think of is a question to ask you.



ROMAN VALENTINE

Ask away.



DENT

How can you be here one minute and there the next? Have you many talented twin brothers?



ROMAN VALENTINE

My talent is worth the entire world but I fear the world does not need such a thing as powerful as mine. I control time you see Mr Dent. I am basically indestructible and invisible at the same time... I’m a divinity worth all religions and more.


DENT

It was you who did this to the city and it was you who destroyed the Golden Bullet Gang. I can differentiate the difference between a gang shoot out and someone as special as you.


ROMAN VALENTINE

I know you’ve met others like me in the past... and that is how I knew you could help me.



DENT


(seemingly confused)

You... saved me.



ROMAN VALENTINE

I had heard stories of you from many books that I had read in the past. They were the only thing keeping me from becoming completely sinful. I am sorry... my powers had led me to believe that this cause I am fighting for, for a better world, was in short distant sight. I knew complications would arise but when Veteran made me kill... them all... his sadistic ways became apparent to me.



DENT

And Veteran is your influence?



ROMAN VALENTINE

To put it simple, yes.



DENT

Why did you think I could help you? How could I?



ROMAN VALENTINE

You’re not helping me as such. You are the only one that can stop the others as you have already stopped Drayton the Ruffiano and myself.



DENT

Who are the others?

Five squad cop cars roll around the corner and stop screeching their wheels to a halt as they surround DENT and ROMAN.

Exiting their cars are several law enforcers who use their vehicles as cover as they point their weaponry at ROMAN who seems to be no threat at this moment.

ROMAN and DENT stare at each other in silence as this happens.





DENT




(repeating himself)



Who are the others?



ROMAN VALENTINE

Her name is Silva, her influence is Dull... she is the one responsible for both Reye Hillenburg and his daughter Velicity’s deaths.



DENT


(saddened)

Velicity?



ROMAN VALENTINE

I’m sorry... we cannot help the feelings that come to mind. Some people say feelings come from the heart... I know that is impossible. The mind is to blame and I’d like you to destroy mine before more harm is inflicted. My body is already dead. My mind is infected with something unreal that has taken me over. The real Roman Valentine is long gone. Kill me please.


DENT



(beat)

I cannot without reason.



ROMAN VALENTINE

I understand. I wish you fortune in following your destiny Mr Dent. I hope my knowledge of my kind can somehow aid you in your imminent future. Farewell and thank you Mr Dent. I thank you.
ROMAN reaches into the back of his pants where he reveals to DENT a handgun. ROMAN is about to point when DENT fires a bullet from his weapon.

Time is suddenly halted. ROMAN is left standing in front of a bullet that is a foot from his head. He stares at it with sadness and sorrow for a moment.





VETERAN (V.O)

What are you waiting for Valentine? Kill them. Kill them all.



ROMAN VALENTINE

Oh, I’m sorry Veteran. I wish not to be a part of your sadistic ways anymore.



VETERAN (V.O)

What?



ROMAN VALENTINE

I am just a body to you... a form of living power so your power can control me. Well, I guess you won’t have control of me much longer. No more control of time or how the long story of planet Earth ends.



VETERAN (V.O)

What? What is that supposed to mean?



ROMAN VALENTINE

Our time... is up.

Time is resumed and the bullet flies into the skull of ROMAN who drops to the floor like a heavy stone.

DENT is left standing as his surrounding officers run to his aid. He is left with a thought. Something is on his mind whether it be his losses, his fortunes or his destiny.

CUT TO:

EXT. MAIN STREET – MORNING

A familiar RV speeds past several vehicles creating one to swerve into another and they both hit and bounce off of one another like dodgems at a fair. The car finally finds a clear road after passing a couple of other cars ahead and slows down slightly as if they were in safe land.

Suddenly after a few seconds, time is paused and the RV stands in halt as do everything else.

After a short moment, ROMAN VALENTINE enters the street onto the road where he walks calmly and carefully toward the RV with a very large, pure metal pipe.

ROMAN approaches the hood of the car and places the bottom of the pipe in a vertical position. ROMAN pauses for a second then moves the pipe very slightly to the right so it is perfectly placed in the centre.

ROMAN now begins to use his strength to impale the hood, which takes a few seconds as metal fuses with metal creating a wonderful crunching sound until a sudden breakthrough.

Reaching the hard concrete floor below the RV, ROMAN grits his teeth, heightens the pipe into the air, still impaled, and then stabs the ground, digging the pipe far into and below the road. ROMAN makes sure it’s steady. It is.

ROMAN smiles as he walks away from the RV until he is seen no more.
Time resumes.

The RV is suddenly stopped by the metal pipe fused into the hood forcing the back of the car to fold over it and whole car to integrate with each other. Metals scatter everywhere landing all around Main Street.

The RV halts for a second when fire begins to engulf the entire hood of, what is left of, the car. People from around the sidewalk rush to the car, many of them busy using mobile phones. Devastation never looked so good, so weird like art.
CUT TO:

EXT. MEADOW – DAY

ROMAN sits on the couch relaxing. He’s been here before. He smiles to the entire scenery that surrounds him and the atmosphere of being outside inside creates additional unique soundings from unknown sources.





ROMAN VALENTINE



Intense...





VETERAN (V.O)

Indeed <laughs>. We will control the world in no time my dear Valentine... no time at all.

ROMAN continues to smile, almost breaking into laughter, as he relaxes in his own subconscious totally oblivious to his ultimate demise and self sacrifice for the ultimate cause.

CUT TO BLACK:
END

