The Fall

By Tony Arbelaez

EXT. An ancient temple, somewhere in the Middle East, Sunset
Legend: Jerusalem, 1566

As we come upon this large stone temple, tiny specks move towards this humongous structure. We can see it appears to have been abandoned for a very, very long time.

INT. A large, dusty corridor within the temple
Torch lights flicker at the end of a hallway caked with dust and filled with spider webs. A gigantic mural, exquisitely painted, is on the wall. The colors have lost their luster but are still awe-inspiring, even through the coat of dirt. 

There appears to be a face in the painting, and the eyes blaze through, unnaturally. It gazes through the millennia, looking to a spot further from it.
The figures, hidden in shadow, slowly push through all the spider webs stopping next to the eyes. The leader, his face hidden in a face covering, shouts a halt to his men in an ancient tongue.

ZAKAI
(in Aramaic)

Stop! We’ve found it…

The leader removes his face covering, revealing that he is still in his twenties or so. ZAKAI moves around the painting with bated breath and obvious reverence. He gently brushes off the area around the eyes in the painting. Once it is clean, we see an imposing yet incredibly beautiful face on the wall.

Zakai kneels to look directly into the eyes of the painting. For a long moment, nothing happens. He looks over his shoulder to follow the eye line of the face on the wall. He slowly rises and walks to a column behind him.
ZAKAI
(in Aramaic)

Quickly! Give me your torch!

He passes the light over the column, searching for a sign of something. (continued)

He looks back to the painting for a brief moment, and gently brushes away at the column with a piece of loose fabric from his clothing. As the dust falls away, we see a symbol revealed.

Zakai pulls out a ragged piece of parchment, covered in odd yet beautiful symbols. They are thickly written, almost etched into the paper. He quickly motions for his men to gather round and glance at the symbols. DRYHUS, JAGUR and MAR begin searching for the matching symbols.
Zakai
(in Aramaic)

Grab your torches! Dust off all of these columns to find the symbols!
INT. A Chamber of Columns
The column lies in the main chamber, the center of the great structure. The air holds a sense of power, and is deadly still. Columns fill the room, all of them in relatively close proximity to one another.

The men silently spread out to clean off the columns in search of the symbols that match those on the ragged parchment. They move without speaking with one another, as if their silence would give them away to an unseen enemy. Each of the columns appears to be made of segments, and dirt lies in the exposed edges.

Jagur finds a symbol, on the column across the chamber from the first symbol. Both of the symbols are facing inward. Dryhus, at the second symbol, motions Zakai over excitedly, but refrains from any sort of verbal communication.

In a relatively short amount of time, all the symbols are discovered. Their pattern forms a symmetrical shape, with a single column in the middle. Zakai assigns a man to each of the surrounding columns, and he approaches the center.
Zakai
(in Aramaic, softly)

Raise me to thy right hand. Let me be in your sight once again.

At first, nothing happens.

Suddenly, all the torches snuff out like candles, leaving them in total darkness.

Slowly, but surely, each of the symbols begin to glow. At first, they are a dull flicker, but soon their light fills the whole chamber.

Zakai brushes an EXTREMELY large, bright white feather across the center column.

A light grows from within it.

The light grows to a blinding level, and forms a deep crack in the column, with a sound like the earth is splitting open.

The column implodes, and the light dies down. The torches re-light. In the flicker of the fire…

Zakai
(in Aramaic, quietly)

It is…
He reaches for the single round object still standing in the rubble of the collapsed column, passing his hand over it at first without touching it. He steels his resolve and reaches for it.

As his hands touch the casing to the scroll, the symbols light up once again, a vivid blue. An awe-inspiring pattern forms on the floor with the scroll as its center, lighting up the whole room, along with the symbols on other columns.

Zakai
(in Aramaic)

The words of the Fallen Ones…

Quickly, he covers his face and motions for his crew to follow him out. They do so in a rushed manner.

EXT. Temple Entrance, Nighttime
As they exit, the come upon three solitary figures dressed in black, waiting…

Zakai
(in Aramaic)

You will not lay hands on this… sacred relic. God will never let you know its true secrets!

ANGLE ON: The three figures.

The three figures walk towards the group, murder in their movements. Jagur and Dryhus draw swords and rush in.
Cut to: 
The face of the leader, a vacant stare in his eyes. As we move up, we see the blood running from his mouth. He is dead. The whole group has been slaughtered, and the scroll taken.

EXT. Library
Legend: Present Day, 434 years later

After the prologue, we see a young man walking, the walkway columns rhythmically obscuring his profile. He seems like any other person walking along, and yet, something is different. He is michael.
MICHAEL

 (v.o) I go by a lot of different names…
(continued)

Jake, Jonathan, Scott, Mark, Luke. I prefer Michael, though.

The young man continues walking, pulling on the collar of his jacket to straighten it and then walks up a set of steps.
MICHAEL

(matter-of-factly)

 (v.o.) You tend to get a lot of names when you’ve been alive for 900 years.

INT. Library
Michael walks in, going to a secluded corner table. He then takes off his backpack and pulls out an ancient, dusty looking tome of a book, setting it on the table. 
He opens the book, revealing old, indecipherable writing, written in a rusty colored ink.
MICHAEL

 (v.o.) The name I prefer, Michael, is my original name given to me at birth.
Michael flips the page to a grim drawing of a vampire knight in full armor, holding a head by the hair.
MICHAEL

 Allow me to dispel a few rumors. There is no plot to have vampires take over the world, mostly because vampire politics (continued)

behaves just like human politics, only with a longer time frame. Most of them are too busy squabbling over petty things to ever become organized enough to overthrow the world. Werewolves exist, if on a limited basis. Werewolves as a general rule are very reclusive, much like their animal brethren. And there is no war between sides for that very reason.
Michael pulls out a notepad and begins to write something down. He then stands and turns to leave.
MICHAEL
 (v.o.)If there is one thing that’s the most difficult about being immortal, it’s not letting yourself become corrupted. Add on top of that the need to feed on the blood of humans. Trying to stay sane on top of that adds pressure. Most give in to madness in one form or another within a few hundred years. They become sadists. They live to destroy everything they touch, so long as they can rise in the ranks. I’ve been searching for something to stave off these things and hopefully regain the humanity I once had. Faith.
INT. Seating Area
He grabs the large book and places it in his backpack. He slings the bag over his shoulder and walks out of library. Begin credits.
MICHAEL

 (v.o.) My parents named me for the archangel Michael. It really is a fitting name. Michael was responsible for the defeat of the Devil and it appears I’ll live up to my namesake. The Devil in this world goes by the name of Jonathan Raines. He’s been around since the time of the crucifixion. He is over a millennium older than me. Jonathan Raines has had some hand in every mass murder act in the last 2,000 years.
Image Montage of Stalin pictures, Nazi Germany, War, and Famine etc.

 He helped to run the Great Purges in Russia and was responsible for overseeing the operations in Germany during World War Two. Before then he was responsible for the Crusades, as well as having a hand in the Inquisition. His presence has been noted during all of those dark times.
EXT. Library Entrance
Michael walks down the steps, leaving the library. Suddenly, a car screeches to a halt in front of him, and a window rolls down.

MICHAEL

 So what have you found out?

The driver’s face is obscured slightly by the darkness. A voice with military-like discipline speaks through the open passenger window.
SEAN

 We’re still currently trying to piece together the writings that you’ve shown us. So far nothing has come out of it. We are beginning to wonder if you’re even worth our time.

Michael unzips the backpack and slides the book out. He then holds the book in his hands and looks to the driver.
MICHAEL

 Do you want the translations or don’t you?

SEAN

 Yes, but we expect the translations posthaste. If you don’t there will be trouble.

MICHAEL

 I’ll get them done as soon as possible. I can only work so much in one evening.
SEAN

 Just get the translations to us as soon as possible.

MICHAEL

 I’ll do my best.
Michael nods to the unseen driver.
MICHAEL

 I’ll be in touch.
Michael slides the book into the bag then puts it over his shoulder and walks away from the car.
EXT. Darkened side streets
MICHAEL

 (v.o.) The only thing we vampires have to fear are the hunters, but those are few and far between anymore. Most of the hunters died out in the wars during the time of the Crusades, Holy knights of a bygone era. The translations we were discussing are considered to be the ‘holy grail’ of the vampire world, the answer on how to beat one of the few things that hold us back. Sunlight. What they fail to realize is that something like this shows up all over the place. 
(continued)

Also, what they don’t notice is that none of the vampires who wrote these manuscripts are still around. You think that would clue them in.
Michael continues walking down the street.

CUT TO:

Feet quickly creeping in the areas behind Michael. 
He pauses to listen for a moment, disregarding it and continues walking.
MICHAEL
 (v.o.) In truth, we haven’t figured out what we really are. We know we aren’t demons, because nothing holy affects us. We aren’t deathly allergic to garlic, or silver. And we are sure vampirism isn’t a virus. We can’t quite explain what we are… we, as a whole aren’t accepting of the label of ‘undead’. We live life more passionately than anyone, especially with centuries at our disposal.
Michael stops and we hear the feet getting closer.
MICHAEL

(Under his breath) Hunter…

We see the hunter try a ‘from behind’ move to reach around and stake Michael, but Michael easily disarms him, and holds him up by his throat.

MICHAEL

 (Growlish voice) Out a little late, eh?
The light initially obscures the hunters face. When a street lamp shines on it, we see the hunter is very young.
MICHAEL

 (mutters) Oh, god.

Michael drops the hunter, and he lands on his back, then sits up, hacking and coughing. The hunter stands weakly, and rushes Michael, who removes the stake from his hands and knocks the hunter back down.
MICHAEL

 If you get up again, I’m going to have to really hurt you. Chalk this one up to inexperience, kid. Try and find a younger vampire to slay, not one that’s been around —as long as I have.

The hunter drags himself back up to a standing position, confused by this display of forgiveness. He then bolts off into the darkness.
MICHAEL

 (v.o.) I tend not to flaunt who I really am, or how many centuries I’ve lived. Some vampires see it as a point to be honored, thumping their chests in some display of strength, reveling in the fact that they’ve lasted so long. 
(continued)

But, there is only so long you can build yourself up, before it all comes crashing down.

INT. Walk-in kitchen

We see Michael walking away from the street light, shaking his head. We then cut to him walking up to his home, beginning to unlock his door. He reaches down and grabs the paper, and mail. As he walks through the door, he puts his coat on the rack by the door, trying to juggle all of his things between his hands.
MICHAEL

 (v.o.) I try to live my life as normal as possible, finding comfort in ‘less elaborate’ living. I have a few added measures of security, mind you, but that won’t stop a really determined person…
We pan up over Michael’s back as he is hunched, sorting his items on the table. In the shadows near him, we see a figure seated, smoking a cigarette.
MICHAEL

 I’ve asked you a thousand times… don’t smoke in the house!

INT. Living Room

Michael clicks on a light and we see a beautiful woman seated in the chair.
INT. Large wing of an expensive home
Flash to a memory from long ago of Michael meeting Emma for the first time. 
We see Michael and Emma, in formal dress, greeting one another under the guidance of her father’s voice, who is unseen. Michael bows and kisses Emma’s hand. 
MICHAEL

Enchanted…
He then snaps back to reality.
ANGLE ON: Emma seated in the chair, smoking.
EMMA
(teasing)

 I know… but I have a flair for the dramatic. And that didn’t sound like a question, to me.

Michael sighs lightly, never really looking up from sorting his things.

MICHAEL

(frustrated)

 Well, okay… I’m telling you… don’t smoke in the house.

We see Emma, pouting. She puts out the cigarette.
EMMA

(mock hurt)

 Is that any way to talk to a friend?

ANGLE ON: Michael at the table
MICHAEL

(‘Oh for God’s sake’ attitude)

 How in the hell do you keep getting in here? I don’t have a spare key outside…

EMMA

(Mock hurt)

 Oh, Michael. That hurts.
MICHAEL

(quietly, deadly serious)

 It hurt a lot worse when you betrayed me and my family and tried to have me burned alive.
FOLLOW: Michael through his house as he goes to his room.
EMMA

(flabbergasted)

 Oh, come now… that’s in the past, I-

MICHAEL

(firmly)

 Like… our friendship. Good night.

He walks over to his bedroom, pulling off his shirt.
INT. Bedroom

ANGLE ON: Emma leaning on the doorway

Michael seems purposely oblivious to Emma’s presence as he tucks in to go to sleep.
EMMA

 So, you’re saying you don’t have any feelings for me whatsoever?
Beat.

MICHAEL

 Emma…

Emma walks over to the bed, lying down next to him. She then puts an arm over each side of Michael so she’s above him, looking down on him.

EMMA

 None of the love we used to have?

MICHAEL

 Emma!

EMMA

 We could be lovers again…

At this, Michael seems to rise out of the bed with supernatural speed, pinning Emma against the wall by her neck.

MICHAEL

 How dare you speak that word in my presence!! I’ve died for you! I’ve suffered pain for you… and yet you still betrayed me! Why?! For money?! 

He releases her with a shove.

MICHAEL

 Get out…

EMMA

 Well…

MICHAEL

 I said… get… out! Now! (v.o.) It’s true what she said… we did love one another, many years ago. It’s just… 
EXT. Dirt road leading to a large home
Emma
I’m sorry Michael. It was fun and now, I’m off to live the good life!
Michael being is being restrained. Emma walks up and kisses him and he pulls away sharply. The masked men drag him away screaming as his house burns. 
MICHAEL

 (v.o) These things never seem to work out.
INT. Bedroom

Michael returns to his slumber. The sun rises, then sets.

CUT TO:

Directly above Michael, looking down on him as he opens his eyes. 
INT. Kitchen, at the table
After he wakes, there is a montage of images: the old book, him writing things down, scratching things out, pacing, all of this interspersed with shots of the sun rising and setting three times.
Finally, he sits back from his work, and sighs happily. 
INT. Bedroom, in the dark
Cut to: 
Michael sitting on the edge of his bed.
His hands are curled into the extra fabric on his pants, and he is shaking. We look to his face and see him to be more pale than usual, and he is sweating.

MICHAEL

 (v.o.) I haven’t fed in three days.

We see Michael rise and grab his coat, and rush out the door.
EXT. Darkened side streets
We see the alley as a man pulls an unaware lady inside to rob her. Michael begins to walk across the street and into the alley. He is silhouetted by the moon light. He begins to walk in.
EXT. Alley Entrance
ROBBER
 Give me yer money! 
Michael continues to walk towards the robber.
INT. Middle of the alley
The robber then raises his gun, as the lady is pinned against him. He fires an initial two shots into Michael, who reacts in an undisturbed manner.
ANGLE ON: The robber, and his hostage

Seeing that the shots are having little effect, he then tries to use the woman as a shield holding her at arm’s length, then fires another four shots into Michael, who continues ever forward. Michael pauses a moment, looking between the woman and the robber.
He then leaps effortlessly into the air, landing in the small space between them. He gently moves the woman away while striking the robber with an incredible amount of force. He then runs after the still airborne robber, driving him into the ground and feeding upon him.
ANGLE ON: Michael

His face rises from the form of the fallen robber. A small trickle of blood runs from the corner of his mouth, as the scared woman runs from the alley.
MICHAEL
(v.o.) I could have fed on both. I actually considered it for a moment. 
(continued)

I suppose it all comes down to whether I could live with myself tomorrow, if I had. My conscience wouldn’t allow it.

INT. Large Catholic Church

Michael walks to the front to pray, passing pew after pew. He kneels in front of the cross, his hands clasped in prayer.

MICHAEL

(v.o.) You know what they say… confession is good for the soul.

As Michael is praying, Jonathan Raines enters the church with a disrespectful air of carelessness. He then walks to the pew behind the praying Michael and sits down.

ANGLE ON: Raines, seated in a relaxed, sloppy manner
Raines leans forward conspiratorially.

JONATHAN

 Why bother praying? He doesn’t listen, if he even exists at all. Besides, we’re all damned anyway.

ANGLE ON: Michael’s face, apparently unperturbed

MICHAEL

 Believe what you want, but there is something more out there.

Raines leans back all the way, and rests his hands on his knees.

JONATHAN

(‘Now let me tell you something’ tone)

 Uh-huh. You know, with all the time I’ve had, I found one thing. Would you like to hear what I’ve found out?

Raines makes a small face, disgusted with Michael.
MICHAEL

 If it’ll get you to leave.

JONATHAN

(‘I am the smartest man alive!’ tone, but whispered)

 Everything around you… this whole world… is dead. It slowly brings itself closer and closer to its own demise. I have personally seen its fall in my years, a hundred times over in countless civilizations. Knowing of what fate befalls this one, I figure I’m going to enjoy it and have as much fun as possible.
Raines gives a wicked grin. Michael still has his back to Raines.


MICHAEL

 You have an odd sense of fun.

JONATHAN

(laughs loudly)

 What? The humans? 
Drop in the bucket, comparatively. They allow me to live longer, to see more years.
MICHAEL

(matter of fact tone)

 A problem I shall remedy, soon enough.

JONATHAN

(condescendingly)

 (Laughing) You never fail to amuse me.

MICHAEL

(Dead pan)

 Who’s laughing?

Jonathan suddenly gets a very serious look on face.
He slowly approaches Michael’s kneeled form and places a hand on his shoulder. He then smirks and whispers into his ear.

JONATHAN

 I was hoping we could avoid this, but you just seem to be so obstinate. You can’t hurt me, and won’t ever be able to. If you try anything… I’m going to enjoy feeding on you.
Jonathan turns and strides out of the church. Michael then rises and grabs his coat from the pew. He then exits the church.
MICHAEL

 Keep telling yourself that.

As he exits, the same car comes from around the corner. Michael approaches and opens the passenger door, climbing in.

SEAN

 You’re late, yet again. My employer will be most displeased to hear that.

MICHAEL

 Tell your employer that God comes before he does.

SEAN

 I assume you’ve finished the translation?

MICHAEL

 You assume wrong.

SEAN

 So you haven’t finished?

MICHAEL

 What, do I have to spell it out for you?

The man driving then pulls out a cell phone, dialing a number. We can hear a sinister voice on the other end.

SEAN

 Sir.
VITORRIO
 So, what news?
SEAN

 He’s not finished.

VITORRIO

 What?

SEAN

 He says he hasn’t finished the translations.

VITORRIO

 Bring him to me, immediately.

SEAN

 Right away, sir.

The man hangs up the phone.
SEAN

 Mr. Vitorrio requests your presence. Tonight.

MICHAEL

 Well now… Maybe I’ll finally be able to show him how hard it is to translate.

Cut to the car, pulling up to a large mansion. Both men exit, and walk through the front door. The man leads Michael to a large dining room where Vitorrio is seated.

VITORRIO

(in Italian)
Welcome to my home.

MICHAEL

(in Italian)

Thank you. How are you doing?
VITORRIO

(In Italian)

Very good, actually. Would you like some wine?
MICHAEL

(in Italian)
No, thank you.

VITORRIO

 So, my associate informed me that you haven’t finished your job yet.

MICHAEL
 This is true.

VITORRIO
 Why?

MICHAEL
 Mostly because this derivative of the language is very descriptive, and each structured portion can be interpreted in different ways.

VITORRIO
 Let’s hope you translate properly. This is no small manner. I want the information.

MICHAEL
 I can only work so much in 9 hours.

Vitorrio stands abruptly, walking out of the room. Michael hesitates a moment then follows him. Vitorrio leads him into a windowless library filled with ancient looking books.
VITORRIO
 Here, you will find everything you need. With no windows, you have no need to fear when the sun rises. I have books in here dated on average about 500 years, usually more.
You will work in here. 
(continued)

And you will not leave until your work for me is done.

MICHAEL
 I don’t understand… why should you need it so badly so soon, when you have immortality?

VITORRIO
 Because I’m not the only one who wants it. 
Vitorrio promptly exits, shutting the doors. Outside we see armed guards. After the door shuts, a large, heavy lock is heard being latched on the door. Michael begins his work, searching every now and again for an old book, which he flips open and scans.
He pauses for a moment with his writing, and grins. After a while, the lock is heard being unlatched, and a uniformed butler enters. The butler carries a glass and a large pitcher of blood on a silver tray. He sets this down on a nearby table.

BUTLER
 Compliments of the master.

MICHAEL
 Thank you. Where did he get it?

BUTLER
 Apparently one of the humans in his employ did something to displease him.

MICHAEL
 Oh.

BUTLER
 You can store what you don’t drink in here, and the restroom is through that door.
The Butler looks past Michael, and then opens a small fridge, previously unnoticed by him.

MICHAEL
 Oh, thank you.

BUTLER
 You’re welcome, sir.

The butler exits and the door is re-latched. Michael continues working, pausing only every now and again to take a drink. We see the passage of what appears to be a long time, because the pitcher slowly gets emptier. Michael then sits back and smiles.

MICHAEL
 Finished.

Just as he says this, automatic gunfire is heard outside. Voices are heard. Michael rises from his seat.
GUARD 1
 They’re inside the compound!
GUARD 2
 Where the hell did they go?!

GUARD 1
 They just disappeared!

GUARD 2
 After ‘em! Move, damn it!

As Michael looks around, the footsteps are heard to be moving away, and more automatic gunfire is heard.

MICHAEL
 Well screw this!

He gathers up his things, and puts them in his coat pocket. He then walks up to the door. From the outside, we see the door explode into splinters. Obviously, that door would’ve done nothing to stop him.

Michael then strides out, looking around. As he walks back through the dining room, we see a charred skeleton near the table missing its head. Near it are the tatters of the clothing Vitorrio was wearing.

MICHAEL
(in Italian)
Goodbye, Vittorio.

Michael continues walking, and as he starts near the door, a guard spots him.
GUARD 3
 Hey! Where the hell do you think you’re going?!
As the guard speaks, a figure seems to grow from the shadows behind him.
MICHAEL
 Watch out!

Before the words finish leaving Michael’s lips, MALUS has put a garrote wire around the guard’s neck and killed him. He drops the body with a resounding thud. Slowly, Malus begins to move towards Michael. Michael turns to the door, giving it a kick to try and open it.

It only moves a bit, giving a heavy metal ‘clank’. Michael then gets a determined look on his face and promptly kicks the door off of its hinges, so that it lays a full eight feet from the frame. He calmly strides out, walking to a car parked nearby, the figure still in slow pursuit.
He busts the window and unlocks it. He reaches below the dash and hotwires it, climbing in and taking off just a few moments before Malus reaches the car. He pulls away, watching Malus stand in the spot where he left him.
He looks to the road for a moment. When he checks on the Malus in the rearview, he is gone.

MICHAEL
 Uh-oh.

A few beats later, he drops onto the hood, barely disturbing it, which causes Michael to swerve. He snakes his way to the busted window as Michael watches, and waits. 
As soon as his head rounds into the frame of the busted window, Michael punches him, and a sickening crack is heard. Malus’ head lolls back at an odd angle, yet he still hangs on. 
MICHAEL
 Die!
As he says this, Malus reaches up with a free hand and yanks his head back into place with another sickening crunch as Michael watches in disbelief. He stretches out his neck, every movement causing a popping noise. When he finishes, he reorients on Michael.
MICHAEL
 Oh, come on!

He then unsheathes a sword, driving it through the windshield and narrowly missing Michael. Michael swerves his car in attempt to shake loose his attacker. When this fails, he begins to speed towards a brick wall and with a smirk on his face, he fastens his seat belt.
Just as Malus looks back, Michael slams on the brakes, sending him flying into the wall. He then speeds forward and slams into the figure, pinning it. Michael crushes him quickly and flips a quick U-turn, speeding off with the sword still through his windshield.
CUT TO: 

He gets out and walks around to the windshield, prying free the sword with a good yank. He looks at the sword, noticing an insignia on the handle. 
Flashback to the church scene and Jonathan’s hand on his shoulder, showing that his ring bears the same insignia.
MICHAEL
 That son of a…

Michael then enters his home, rushing to the phone. He hurriedly dials a number and waits for the other end to pick up.
MICHAEL
 Emma? It’s Michael. Look, I need you to come over right now… it’s important… I don’t care! Just get over here!

We see Michael sitting in front of his home, waiting anxiously for Emma to arrive. Emma’s car comes to an abrupt stop in front of Michael’s home and Emma hurriedly gets out as Michael rushes towards her.

EMMA
 What? What is it? What’s so damn important that you made me rush over here for? You had me worried!

MICHAEL
 Were you followed?

EMMA
 What?

MICHAEL
 Were you followed??

EMMA
 Huh? No! At least, not that I’m aware of…

MICHAEL
 Come inside.

Michael abruptly turns and strides inside, motioning for Emma to follow. Once she’s inside, he bolts a series of locks.

EMMA
 So, are you going to answer my question of what the hell the big hurry is?

MICHAEL
 I finished the translations tonight.

EMMA
 The ones you told me about? Very old… right?

MICHAEL
 Those are the ones. Jonathan Raines tried to kill me to get them tonight as well.

EMMA
 Are you serious? Are you okay? They didn’t hurt you, did they?

MICHAEL
 Luckily, no. These just weren’t hired guns, either. They were… different somehow. More powerful than some of the other types of bad people I’ve run into in the past. (continued)

I hit one so hard his neck broke, and he just fixed it like it was nothing! The only way I got clear of him was by crushing him against a brick wall!
EMMA
 Huh… I think that qualifies as a rough night.

MICHAEL
 Yeah, I’d say so. They killed Vitorrio, too.

EMMA
 Wow. What could be in that translation they want so badly?

MICHAEL
 Well… It’s the account of what happened when the angels turned away from God, under the leadership of Lucifer. It’s a written record of The Fall.

EMMA
 Are you sure?

MICHAEL
 Yes, I’m sure. It also tells of how vampires came to be… we descended from fallen angels.

EMMA
 What? How?

MICHAEL
 From what I can gather from the scrolls… (v.o.) As you know, one of the reasons for the war was based around God’s preference for his newfound creations, humans. Some of those in Heaven felt resentment and jealousy towards God and his seeming “abandonment” of his first sons and daughters. They decided to turn away from God and were cast out for it. Shortly after the exile of the angels, some ended up on Earth. Their bitterness and resentment towards God and humans became a physical aspect, causing them to feed on humans to survive. They passed on this trait to those they fed on. And that’s how we came to be.
During this voice over, we should see angels being forced out of heaven, with one, Lucifer, being cast into eternal darkness. It should look like he’s falling into an abyss with the shadows forcefully enveloping him.
Eventually, we should see a few winged figures spiraling towards a desolate spot on earth. We see them stagger towards any signs of civilization, dirty and dazed, their wings ragged and nearly featherless.
We see them travel for days, slowly losing more and more feathers. Eventually, their wings disappear completely, and they look ravenous. As they happen upon a group of nomads, they viciously attack, feeding on everyone and sparing no one.
EMMA
 We were once angels… that’s amazing!

MICHAEL
 That’s not the only thing… I’ve learned how to change back…
EMMA
 It’s possible to change back? How?

MICHAEL
 That secret, I’ll keep to myself.

EMMA
 Incredible. Look, I have to go. Walk me to my car?

MICHAEL
 Look, you can tell no one about this, understand?

EMMA
 I understand.

Emma rises from her chair, and slowly walks to the door. Michael walks past her and unlocks it, letting her out. He leaves his door open and strides out to her car with her.

EMMA
 So what are you going to do with the information you have?

MICHAEL
 I have some things I have to take care of.

EMMA 
Always on a mission…

MICHAEL
 Eh, the good life’s not so good. I’ve tried it.

EMMA
 I know. Look… I want to apologize about the other night. You’re right about what you said.

MICHAEL
 I overreacted. I’m sorry.

EMMA
 I deserved it. I did a terrible thing.
Emma gently leans in and kisses Michael on the cheek.

EMMA
Take care of yourself, Michael.

She climbs into her car and Michael shuts the door for her. He backs away, giving a short wave as she drives away. Michael walks back to his house and into his living room. All of the scrolls and all of his notebooks are gone.

MICHAEL
 Damn it! Not again!
Michael momentarily recalls all the symbols of Raine’s and their similarities: including the one around Emma’s neck. Flashback: Night time, in a small rural village in what appears to be Europe. We see a large home, one of the biggest in the whole village.
Strangely enough, all the windows are covered in some manner. Inside, we see a man and his wife sleeping. Suddenly, their bedroom door is kicked in, and men rush in. (continued)
They are quickly beheaded. The men then drop torches behind them, igniting everything.
Suddenly, a young man rushes in to find their charred skeletons lying in the bed. He rushes out after the men, screaming and yelling. One of the masked killers smiles, and draws out a knife and throws it, pinning the young man to the wall.
The young man hardly reacts to this and attempts to pull himself free. After he succeeds, he drops the knife and begins to run after the men, who are on horses, eventually giving up. He walks back to the dropped knife, rubbing his chest.
He picks it up and sees the insignia of Jonathan Raines on the handle.
MICHAEL
 (v.o.) It was Emma. She told Raines where we were. And he proceeded to destroy my life.
Flashback to current time, Michael still seated.

MICHAEL
 (v.o.) For as long as I can remember, Raines has been exterminating any and all of the pureblood families he could get his hands on. I’m one of the few left. She’s betrayed me so many times and yet, I keep going back to her. I can’t explain it.
Michael rises and rummages through an open cabinet filled to the point of bursting with weapons of all sorts. Slowly and deliberately, we see him withdraw a small white box.

MICHAEL
 (v.o.) Never let anyone tell you decision making is hard, because it isn’t. What’s hard is coming to terms with the decision you’ve made.
We see Michael walk into the church and go into the confessional booth.

MICHAEL

Forgive me Father, I am about to sin…
Cut to a shot of him in front of Emma’s home. We see Michael walk to the door, trudging. He pauses at the door, putting his hand on top of the doorframe as if resting. He then pulls down his hands, showing the key to the front door in his palm.
We see him silently enter the home, and we can hear the sound of a shower in the background. We see a facial profile of Emma as she tilts her head back to let the water run over her face. Beyond her, in the open doorway, we see Michael leaning against the doorframe.
When she turns her head to look out the doorway, no one is there. We see Michael walk out of the home, and then cut to Emma in a towel walking out into her living room. She walks over to the table looking at a solitary piece of paper with a rose lying next to it.
Above the note is the box. As she tries to read, she absentmindedly flips the switch behind her, instantly turning to ashes. 
The note says two words: ‘I’m Sorry’. Above the note we see that the box is labeled ‘Ultraviolet Light Bulb’. Cut to Raines, seated at a very large table, reviewing the scrolls and notebooks.
RAINES
 That was too easy… And Michael did all the heavy lifting for me. How convenient.

Three shadow figures silently enter the room, standing at attention in front of Raines. Raines stands and silently paces like a lion in front of the three figures: ANTIHEUS, CALIGO and MALUS . 
INT. Large room in Michael’s home
Interspersing shots show Michael practicing sword form, with occasional flashbacks to old Japan, where he received his training.
INT. Raine’s Office

RAINES
 Which one of you failed to kill Michael? Wait, wait… don’t tell me. I’m a smart boy, I can figure it out.

Raines keeps pacing as he says this, his hand brushing the hilts of their swords until he passes by Malus, the one Michael had a run-in with.

RAINES
I don’t really ask a lot of you all. You usually all do a fantastic job… But not this time. No, you just had to let him get away. Normally, I’m very forgiving of errors on your part. But not this time. This time, you screwed up royally…

As he says this last line, he pauses in front of Malus for just a moment. He takes a deep breath and turns to walk away. In a blur, he turns and strikes him square in the chest, sending him slamming into the wall behind him with a sickening crunch.
Malus sits slumped against the wall, his chest not moving. For a long moment, nothing happens. Then a ragged breath breaks the silence and the sickening crunch of ribs being reset can be heard. (continued)

He snakes to his feet without so much as a sound and falls back in line.
ANGLE ON: Raine’s face
RAINES
 HOW HARD IS IT TO KILL HIM!!? GET IT DONE!

Raines re-smoothes his hair and gathers his composition. 
INT. Large empty room, Michael’s home
Michael is kneeling. He takes a deep breath and opens his eyes.
INT. Raine’s Office

Raines leans against his desk, staring at the floor in thought.

RAINES
My instinct tells me he should be arriving some time soon. He’s a sharp one, that kid. Pity…

INT. Big room in Michael’s home
Michael rises, taking a deep breath.
INT. Michael’s Living Room
He walks to his phone, picking it up.

MICHAEL

If you want revenge for what Raine’s men did to Vitorrio… you have one hour to prepare yourself and to get down here.

He abruptly hangs up the phone and walks out the door.

EXT. Sidewalk a short wayS from Michael’s home, nighttime
A familiar black vehicle rolls up in front of Michael as he stands, leaning against a streetlight. Michael is dressed for stealth, and is carrying a duffel bag. The passenger window rolls down.

SEAN
Are you coming, or do I have to go kick some ass alone?

Beat.

With a slight grin, Michael opens the door and climbs in. The car speeds away.

EXT. Large empty warehouse
The car pulls around the side of the building.

INT. Cabin of the car
ANGLE ON: Michael

MICHAEL

(concerned)

Why are we stopping?
ANGLE ON: Sean
SEAN
Reinforcements.

EXT. Area surrounding the building

Sean climbs out.

INT. Cabin of the car

MICHAEL

(quietly)

So much for quiet entry.

EXT. Surrounding area of the warehouse

Michael climbs out, following Sean into the warehouse. It is dimly lit, and surrounded by gravel. The street lamps flicker occasionally casting Michael and Sean into darkness.

Sean is massive. He is built like a wall of muscle. His hair is cropped short, military style. Every single one of his movements convey control and countless years of training.
INT. Empty, dimly lit warehouse

Sean walks to the center of the room, and waits. He is dressed commando-style, and has two VERY BIG guns. Michael hesitantly follows, on guard for anything.

MICHAEL

So… what is it you do again? Errand boy, right?
Sean stands with his back to Michael, and gives a smirk you could see through the back of his head.
SEAN

(sarcastic)

Something like that.

Michael sets down his duffel bag, squatting down to unzip it. He never takes his eyes off of Sean, however.

MICHAEL

So, where are these reinforcements?

Michael unpacks, pulling out all sorts of bladed weapons, chiefly two katanas. One is from his run in at Vitorrio’s. 

As he pulls out his smaller weapons, his eyes flicker to the bag for the briefest moment. When he looks up, three more figures stand with Sean. DAMIEN, JAKE and KAELIN stand before Sean and Michael. They are the DARK ONES.
ANGLE ON: Michael

MICHAEL

(rolling his eyes)

Bit dramatic don’t you think?

The DARK ONES stand stoically, draped in all sorts of firearms. One of them speaks… 
He looks to Sean.

ANGLE ON: Damien

DAMIEN

(deadpan)

Who’s he?

Michael grins, and stands up. He cocks his head to the side.

ANGLE ON: Michael, slowly approaching Damien

MICHAEL

(impish grin)

What’s the oldest vampire you’ve killed?

Beat.

No response.

MICHAEL

I bet you’re only a human, too. In fact, I wouldn’t doubt if all three of you were…

This disturbs the three, and they train their guns on him.

ANGLE ON: Michael, pretending to be serious

Michael slowly brings his katana in front of him, still sheathed. He slowly draws his sword, giving a death cold stare to all three. (continued)

With a grin, he sets it down, still holding the case. 
Michael raises his eyebrows suggestively.

ANGLE ON: The DARK ONES

The three stand, like stone, with their guns on him. Very slowly at first, they drop their guard. Then they quickly disarm themselves for hand to hand combat. 
ANGLE ON: Sean

Sean stands aside with a knowing grin.
ANGLE ON: Michael

Michael drops into fighting stance, his sheath at the ready.

The three form a circle around him, rotating, trying to assess his weaknesses. Michael looks like a statue. His eyes are closed and he is breathing deeply.

They all spring into motion at once in a blur of movement.
ANGLE ON: Michael

His eyes snap open, and everything slows.

Damien leads the attack with a kick aimed squarely at Michael’s head. Michael ducks under the kick and spins slightly, using the sheath to cut Damien’s leg out from under him, which sends him to the ground.

Jake tries to attack Michael from behind. Michael tosses the sheath to his other hand, and tries to back-fist Jake in the chest. Jake leans back to avoid it, and Michael traps him in an upward headlock.

Michael gently places his foot on Damien’s chest, and then twirls the sheath behind his back. Kaelin comes forward to deliver a barrage of punches. Just before the first one lands, Michael uses the sword case to parry them all, rotating it in a series of moves to get in closer on Kaelin’s guard.

Finally, he knocks her guard wide open and flips the sword case tip to her chin.

ANGLE ON: Michael

Michael smiles. He has all of the DARK ONES defeated. He releases them gently. Damien gets to his feet, dusting himself off.

MICHAEL

(assessing)

Well… not bad. You could be helpful. But don’t get your hopes up.
This angers Kaelin. She steps forward.

ANGLE ON: Kaelin

KAELIN

I held back!

Kaelin pulls off the cover on her face to reveal that she’s stunningly beautiful. She has long dark hair and dark eyes.
Michael raises an eyebrow.

MICHAEL

(angry)

Why? To what end? It does you no good to hold back on me! If you think I’m tough… you don’t have a chance against Raines. 
(Continued)   

Hell, I don’t even really have a chance against him!

Jake steps forward. He is slightly shorter than Damien. As he pulls off his mask, we see that he appears to be in his late 20’s. He has a short goatee and mustache, and the edges of a large tattoo are visible on his neck.
ANGLE ON: Jake

JAKE

(incredulously)

Then why even bother? Why get in to something you know you may not even walk away from?

MICHAEL

Because I owe him. And I have to stop him from becoming even more powerful.
Sean finally breaks his silence. He speaks from the edge of the room, partly obscured by the darkness.
ANGLE ON: Sean

SEAN
So… this is personal. Stop being so damn righteous. You’re not the only one that owes him. You’re not the only one who thinks the world’d be better without him.
ANGLE ON: Michael

MICHAEL

(upset, sarcastic)

I never said I was.
Why did you volunteer for this ‘suicide mission’? Huh? Here to avenge Vitorrio?

Beat.

SEAN
Vitorrio? No. He wasn’t evil to any extent, but he served no one but himself. (continued) 
I didn’t come with you to avenge him. I… We came here because we all have a common tie to Raines. He killed someone close to us. Someone innocent. Raines took Jake’s brother…
INT. A small home, inside the living room, nighttime
ANGLE ON: The face of young Jake

A young Jake sits by the large front window of the house, watching the street. He is the image of his older self, only smaller.

A van comes screeching around the corner and slams to a halt in front of Jake’s home.

EXT. Street in front of the home
The van door slides open, and a young man gets shoved out, his face bruised and bleeding. Jake comes rushing out.

ANGLE ON: Steve, Jake’s brother

STEVE
(strained voice)

No! Jake, get inside! NOW!

A hard punch across the face drops Steve to his knees.

A masked thug draws a gun, but pauses. He shouts into the open van.

Thug

Hey boss! Two for one?

A sinister voice, Raines’, comes from the passenger seat.

RAINES
Do it.

The thug points his gun at Jake, who freezes.

STEVE
GET AWAY FROM HIM!

Steve wrestles the thug to the ground, punching him repeatedly. The two roll around on the street for a moment. A DEAFENING SHOT echoes into silence. Both men lie still for a moment. Jake’s brother rolls off of the thug.

Both men get up. The thug climbs into the van and it speeds off. Steve walks towards the house, looking very tired. Jake runs up to him and stops short, beaming up at him.

His brother smiles down at him, and tousles his hair. Jake stays where he’s standing, and his brother continues to walk past him. He falls over.

Jake rushes over and with a grunt, rolls him onto his back. Blood is soaking Steve’s shirt. Jake cradles his head.

YOUNG JAKE

(desperately)

You’ll be okay! You’ll be alright! I’ll take care of you!

ANGLE ON: Steve

STEVE

(quietly)

Thanks, little bro. I think I’m going to go to sleep now…

Steve’s eyes slowly shut, and his head rolls to the side. Jake begins to shake him.

JAKE

(quietly)

Steve?

Jake’s eyes fill with tears.

JAKE

(almost crying)

Steve? Wake up…

He begins to cry. He rocks back and forth, holding Steve against him, his hands covered in blood.

JAKE

(fully crying)

Please wake up! Steve! Wake up! You’ll be okay! I’ll take care of you! STEVE!

INT. Empty Warehouse
MICHAEL

(quietly)

Why?

ANGLE ON: Jake

JAKE

(holding back tears)

He borrowed money. From Raines. We found out later it was so that he could help with presents for my birthday, and house bills. When he couldn’t pay him back, Raines had him killed.
Jake stares at the floor, tears falling from his eyes.

Michael looks to Sean.

MICHAEL

You said you weren’t here to avenge Vitorrio. 

 If that’s true, why are you here?

Sean’s face turns to stone.

ANGLE ON: Sean

SEAN

(deadpan)

He took my life.

Michael is puzzled.

MICHAEL

Family? Friends? Your home?

ANGLE ON: Sean
He stands fully upright. He strides towards Michael, stopping when he’s less than a foot away from him. He yanks down the collar of his shirt to reveal a vicious scar on his neck.

SEAN

(ANGRY)

Do you see that scar?! He took my life!

He walks away from Michael, leaning back on the spot where he once was.

Michael nods.

MICHAEL

I thought you were a vampire. (beat) You know you probably aren’t going to survive this.
Sean shrugs.

SEAN

I used to be able to go out into the sun. (beat) Used to sleep at night. (beat) I even used to be able to eat normal food and have it sustain me. I can’t do any of that any more. I hate what I am… I despise having to feed. If I don’t walk away from this… at least I’ll be at peace.

Michael frowns slightly.

MICHAEL

It’s not my place to tell you what to do with your life. But things can change.

Sean throws up his hands.

SEAN

(mockingly)

Can you make my vampirism disappear? Huh? If you can do that, I’d follow you into the pits of Hell.

MICHAEL

(sagely)

I only have one piece of advice: don’t let yourself become a martyr. You lose all dignity when you do that. Dieing for a cause is one thing… Letting yourself die just to draw attention to the cause is another. Why die for something and hope people take notice, when you can live and shout loud enough that no one can ignore you?

SEAN

(silent rage)

I have no cause, except my own. No one to live for, except for me. And I don’t even really care. The most dangerous adversary is one with nothing left to lose.

MICHAEL

So why fight? Revenge isn’t worth it… trust me, I know. I’ve been alive a very long time. In my mind, my reasons are altruistic and noble.

SEAN

(disgust)

Screw nobility. Screw altruism. My reasons are my own, and I don’t have to justify them.

MICHAEL

That’s right. You don’t. But, I’d rather know why the person I’m with is fighting, rather than not know his intentions at all. Despite that, I have one question for you.

SEAN

(‘leave me alone!’ tone)

What?

MICHAEL

Why work for a vampire when you hate your current condition so much? It just doesn’t make sense.

SEAN
Vitorrio? He paid well. I had a place to stay. A supply of blood I didn’t have to harvest personally. (beat) Outta sight, outta mind, you know? (continued)

He didn’t ask a lot of me, save for making contact with those he needed to see, and bodyguard work.

MICHAEL

During the attack on Vitorrio’s, where were you?

SEAN

You know that shadow figure that you had a run in with?

MICHAEL

Yeah.

SEAN

There is three of ‘em. Raines’ pets. I was in the back with these three fighting them off. We were trying to draw them away from Vitorrio. (beat) One got past us and…

Sean draws his thumb across his throat.

MICHAEL

What are they? They can’t be old enough to be as strong as they are… I snapped one’s neck and he reset it himself while hanging onto a speeding car hood!

Damien suddenly breaks the silence. He steps forward. He doesn’t remove his mask.
DAMIEN

They are what happen when a vampire gets fed upon by another vampire. They become less human. They go brain-dead. Like puppets. Give ‘em a command, and they follow it, no matter how evil it is. They become faster and stronger, but there’s nothing upstairs. And they only obey the ones that made them. The second vampire to bite them.
Michael rubs his chin.

MICHAEL

So Raines created all three of them… interesting. How do you know all this information?

Damien looks down slightly.

DAMIEN

(softly)

Because my brother is one of them.
MICHAEL

(surprised)

What?

Damien pulls of his mask to reveal a tremendous scar on his face. He refrains from making any eye contact.

DAMIEN

My brother was always in and out of the house when we were in our teens…

EXT. A good sized home, 7 years prior, nighttime
DAMIEN

(voice over)

He was a good kid… he just never liked being around the house.

INT. Kitchen

Damien and his brother MARK are in the kitchen. Mark is at the table, and Damien is chopping vegetables.

DAMIEN

(voice over)

My brother disappeared for a few days… after he showed up again, I noticed something wasn’t right. He never was around during the day. He always ended up coming in at night, and leaving before sunrise.

Damien turns to say something to his brother Mark.

DAMIEN

(voice over)

He was (beat) paler… He always seemed caught off guard…

Damien accidentally cuts his finger. He rushes over to the sink to rinse it off. The cut is small, but bleeds badly. Mark walks over to help Damien, who removes his finger from the running water. The blood wells up.

Mark takes a deep breath. And another. His breathing becomes erratic. He stares at the dripping cut with an animal hunger. Damien passes it under the water again and reaches into the cupboard, retrieving a Band-Aid.
DAMIEN

(voice over)

One night… he lost it.

Mark grabs Damien by the collar roughly and shoves him into the main kitchen. Damien is frightened, unsure why his brother is attacking him.

In Mark’s eyes, we can see that the animal has taken over.

With a deft shove, Mark pushes Damien through the sliding glass door leading to the back yard. Damien lays dazed amidst the shattered glass. Blood runs profusely down his face, welling from a cut on his cheek.

Mark stands over his brother, about to spring on him. But instead, he stops, shaking his head as if trying to regain control.

For a brief moment, a flicker of horror creeps into Mark’s face.

ANGLE ON: Mark, standing over Damien

MARK

(shakily)

Oh no… Damien.

Mark gently picks Damien up, ignoring any cuts he receives, and he receives quite a few.

CUT TO:

Damien lies in a hospital bed, gauze covering the majority of his face. He sleeps soundly, bandages covering his hands and arms as well. The sun sets.

Mark sneaks past the front desk, briefly checking for his brother’s room number.

CUT TO:

Mark stands in the doorway of his brother’s hospital room. He quietly goes and sits down, tears brimming in his eyes.

MARK

(quietly)

What did I do?

He gently takes his brother’s hand in his. Slowly, Damien wakes up. He turns his head to see who’s there. Upon seeing Mark, he pulls his hand away.

Mark raises his hands in front of him.

MARK

(quietly)

I just… (beat) I just came to say I’m sorry. I’m… (beat) sorry I hurt you. I also wanted to tell you that I’m going away for a while… I’ll come see you. I mean… (beat) if you want me to.

Damien just looks at Mark for a long moment. He nods ‘Yes’.

MARK

(quietly)

I’m going to go now… I just wanted to see you before I went.

Mark slowly stands up and leaves, walking like he hasn’t slept in years.

INT. Empty warehouse
DAMIEN

I never saw him again. I found out later he fell in with Raines and his group. And… they made him into one his puppets. So, if you’re going to ask me why I’m here… it’s to put an end to my brother’s misery.

Michael nods.

MICHAEL

I’m sure he’d want it to be you.

ANGLE ON: Sean

SEAN

We need to go. Kaelin, do you still know your way around Raines’ home?

Kaelin nods.

KAELIN

(matter of fact)

I can get us in.

SEAN

Good. Everybody suit up, and let’s go.

The DARK ONES put their masks back on and re-sling their weapons. Michael slides his sword into its sheath, then into his belt. He loads to small daggers into the legs of his boots, and two LARGE knives in a ‘V’ on his chest. He zips up his duffel bag and starts walking out.
EXT. Surrounding area of the warehouse

All approach the car and get in, save for Sean.

Sean goes around to the trunk, opening it.

ANGLE ON: Sean and the open trunk

The trunk is packed with enough weapons to supply a small army. Sean reaches in and pulls out a belt lined with clips for his two HUGE handguns. He fastens it around his waist, cinching it down.

INT. Cabin of the car

Michael looks at the belt of clips, as well as the two handguns Sean has on his person. He grins.

MICHAEL

(chuckling)

Errand boy?

Sean smiles.

SEAN

Something like that.

Jake speaks from the back seat.

ANGLE ON: Jake

JAKE

Hey, Sean! Ask ‘em to say hello to oblivion for me before you blow ‘em into non-existence, okay?

Everyone chuckles.

EXT. The Car

The car speeds away, kicking up gravel and dust.

INT. Cabin of the car

SEAN

Okay, Kaelin…

ANGLE ON: Kaelin’s masked form in the back seat
Kaelin pulls out a laptop from underneath the seat. She pulls up some blueprints.

KAELIN

This is a blueprint to Raines’ estate, including areas of security…

MICHAEL

Areas of security?

KAELIN

Yeah. Areas the cameras cover, guard patrols… laser trip systems, motion sensors… entry alarms, reinforced window and door barricades… Jesus!
ANGLE ON: Sean

SEAN

So what’s the plan?

ANGLE ON: Kaelin

KAELIN

You like this car very much?

SEAN

Not again!

ANGLE ON: Michael

MICHAEL

So… (beat) how’s this work?

EXT. One block from Raines’ estate

The car is seen speeding down the street, the engine working full throttle. Suddenly, it flips a 180 degree skid and goes in reverse towards the house. It peels into the gravel and screeches to a halt, back end in line with the front door.

INT. Cabin of the car

Everyone is scrambling to get out of the car.

ANGLE ON: Sean

SEAN

(said quickly)

Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking. We are commencing emergency exit procedures, so if you’d care to grab your shit and exit out of the door and-or window of your choice, we can go ahead with handing these guys their asses on a silver platter. Thank you and have a lovely evening.
ANGLE ON: Car from above

They exit the vehicle standing on all sides.

ANGLE ON: Sean

Sean opens his door and pops the trunk, calmly walking to it. He opens it, and pulls out a grenade and a tire iron.

He then walks to the open driver’s side door, handing the grenade to Jake on the way. When he gets to the seat, he kneels down and looks to Jake.

SEAN

Ready, Jake?

ANGLE ON: Jake

Jake pulls the pin on the grenade, holding down the spoon.

ANGLE ON: Sean, wedging the tire iron into the gas pedal

Just as the car goes into motion, Sean leans back to avoid the car door, and Jake drops the grenade into the trunk of ammunition.

CUT TO:

INT. A security room

The room is lined with miniature television screens, all monitoring the various cameras around the estate. A security guard sits lazily scanning the various screens. Suddenly, the camera monitoring the front door area catches his attention just as the car begins moving backward.

SECURITY GUARD

Oh, shit…

CUT TO:

JAKE

Knock, knock!

The car slams into the large front door of the Raines’ estate and a tremendous explosion occurs in slow motion as the five walk away from the vicinity of the blast.
Sean looks to Kaelin.

SEAN

(laughing)

What’s that, the third one?

KAELIN

Fourth, I believe.

Michael shakes his head.

MICHAEL

(trying not to laugh)

Add this to your vocabulary: ‘stealth’.

SEAN

Brute force does what stealth takes longer to accomplish.

JAKE

And it’s more satisfying.

MICHAEL

Ya got me there.


KAELIN

(muttering)

Men…

All of them start running around the side of the building.

SEAN

The explosion will distract enough of his resources, i.e. guards, long enough for us to get in the stealthy way…

CUT TO:

INT. Main living area of the estate

Part of a wall comes apart like it was hit with a wrecking ball. Sean stands in the new ‘doorway’ he’s created for a brief moment.
Michael looks to Kaelin.

MICHAEL

He doesn’t really know the meaning of stealth, does he?

Kaelin is obviously smiling behind her mask.

There is no time to share a laugh, as 5 guards start coming from the various doorways. Immediately, the bullets start flying. All five scramble for cover.

CUT TO:

INT. A very large room

In a separate wing of the house, Raines stands, waiting. The muffled sound of gunfire wafts down the hallways. The Three stand in front of him.

The room is humongous. The floor, ceiling and walls are all made of marble. The room is set up almost like the parody of a church, complete with a raised stone ‘altar’ and steps, as well as a giant stained glass dome high overhead. Columns line the sides of the room.

CUT TO: Main living area of the estate

Just as they begin to dive for cover, Sean pulls his HUMONGOUS guns out of the holsters.

He looks to Jake.

SEAN

(shouting)

Ready to play?!

Jake nods, grinning.
Jake steps out from hiding to provide some cover fire with his automatic. As he does so, Sean goes to work, doing what he does best… errand boy.

Sean raises his two pistols and fires, picking off different targets at the same time with amazing accuracy. As the bullets fly to their targets, we see that the guns must be powerful, because they knock their targets clean off of their feet.

ANGLE ON: Jake

Jake continues to provide cover as 5 more guards come streaming out. 

ANGLE ON: Guard

One takes aim at Jake and fires.

In slow motion, Sean steps in front of the bullet, and Kaelin fires a shot, dropping the guard like a stone.

Things speed back up as Sean moves again, and all four fire, clearing the room quickly.

The dust begins to settle.

ANGLE ON: Sean

JAKE

(worried)

You alright?

Sean is looking at the floor, his face like stone. His emotion is unreadable, and his breath is coming in paused gasps.
SEAN

(strained)

Just a sec. (beat) I think it hit a lung…

Michael seems concerned.

MICHAEL

When were you turned? How many years has it been?

SEAN

(strained)

About one hundred and seventy five. Why?

MICHAEL

Well, not as long as I’d hoped. You’ll survive, and your flesh wounds should be healed, but that internal wound will take a bit longer. It’ll heal, but we’ll have to open you up and take it out later.

SEAN

(strained)

I’m fine. Been shot before. Let’s go. It wouldn’t be so bad if the bullet wasn’t still red hot. Worse than heartburn!

Sean gives a ragged chuckle, and everyone tries to hide their concern.

He plods heavily forward.

RAINES

(shouting)

Well, you certainly know how to make an entrance, Sean!

Everyone looks to the landing above them to see Raines standing there, The Three at attention behind him.

RAINES

The gang’s all here! Jake, Damien… and Kaelin. How lovely to see you again my dear.

KAELIN

Go to hell.

RAINES

I see my little blood doll still has some fire in her. All in due time. But not before you. (beat) Michael! I was wondering when you’d seek me out. I heard about Emma… sad thing. Oh, well.
No one moves for a moment.

RAINES

It looks like today is going to be a busy day! Damien! Here to see your brother? He’s been dying to see you for a long time now! The rest of you have your appointments. I’ll be waiting when ever you’re ready.

As Raines turns to leave, he speaks quietly to one of The Three.

RAINES

Damien is waiting for you, Mark. Kill him.

Raines pauses for a moment before exiting.

RAINES

I’m such a terrible host! Here, let them entertain you for a while.

Raines motions to The Three, instructing them to attack. 

The Three jump over the railing, almost floating to the floor. Mark leads them, heading towards Damien. Mark speaks…

ANGLE ON: Mark

MARK

(unearthly voice, raspy)

Diiiiiiieeeeeeeeee…

The Three move forward in a ‘V’ shape, Mark at the head. Sean stands to Jake’s left, and Michael to his right. Kaelin stands at the ready.

MICHAEL

(quietly)

Shoulda brought swords…

Michael quickly unsheathes his sword, tossing it to Jake. He tosses his two large daggers to Damien. He pulls out the two daggers in his boots, and looks to Sean.

MICHAEL

Guns aren’t going to do enough damage.

SEAN

I don’t need guns to do damage.

Michael shrugs, dropping into a ready stance, dagger in each hand. He shouts to Kaelin.

MICHAEL

Kaelin! There’s a spare sword in the duffel bag! Use it!

Kaelin walks over to the bag and retrieves the katana that used to belong to one of The Three. He has since found a replacement.

Michael shouts at Malus, walking towards him.

MICHAEL

 I owe you one!

The Three ready their weapons, immediate in their attacks.

A gigantic battle ensues. Damien, Jake and Kaelin move in and out, rotating their attacks against Mark and Caligo in a dazzling display. The shadows move unnaturally, flexing and twisting to avoid and deliver attacks at the same time.

Michael and Sean team up, taking turns dealing out the pain on Malus. They fight him using a combo of finesse and brute strength. When Michael deals a cut, Sean attacks and slams his fists into Malus’ body, with a sick crunching noise heard every time. 

ANGLE ON: Sean and Malus
Finally, Sean uses a lead-into to put his head through a nearby column. 
ANGLE ON: Malus
He releases him, and Malus regains his feet, but the side of his head is grotesquely caved in, strangely without any blood.
ANGLE ON: Michael

As he stumbles, dazed, Michael beheads Malus in one clean swipe.
But something is wrong.

ANGLE ON: Malus
As the body falls lifeless, no blood leaves the body, but a dark shape does. It flickers a brief moment and collapses in on itself with a flash of light. Michael and Sean shield their eyes momentarily.
MICHAEL

(surprised)

That’s new.

ANGLE ON: Sean
Michael looks to Sean, who briefly pauses to touch where his bullet wound is.

ANGLE ON: Michael

MICHAEL
You going to be okay?

Sean says nothing, but his face becomes set like stone. He smoothly strides towards the battle that still rages.

ANGLE ON: The Dark Ones and the Shadows
The fight is a dizzying rotation of people. Damien, Jake and Kaelin have surrounded Mark and Caligo. As the three of them rotate on the outside, striking quickly, Mark and Caligo, blocking just as fast.
Damien looks to Mark, now only known as Antiheus, ‘the demon’. At an opportunity, Damien sheathes a single dagger and grabs his brother with a free hand. He pulls him out of the melee, deftly avoiding an attack from Caligo.

Angle on: Sean
Sean looks at Damien.

SEAN
What in the hell are you doing?!

ANGLE ON: Damien

Damien readies his dagger, throwing it at Antiheus’ chest. It lands with a heavy thud, right through his heart. Antiheus begins to falter and Damien pulls him into an almost embrace from behind.

DAMIEN
I’m sorry, brother…

Antiheus speaks.

ANTIHEUS

(breathy, raspy)

Daaamieeeen…

Damien places his hand on the dagger stuck in Antiheus’ chest, ready to drive it home. At the sound of his brother’s voice, he pauses.
ANTIHEUS

(unearthly)

Diiiieeeeeee…

As Antiheus speaks, he drives his own sword through his stomach, running Damien through as well. With a surge of strength, Damien jams the dagger deeper into his brother’s chest. Both drop to their knees, joined by the sword through them. 

As with Malus, as shadow creeps out for just a moment, caressing Damien’s face as the light fades from his eyes. The body implodes in a blast of light, knocking the seemingly lifeless body of Damien away from it.

For a brief moment, as the light fades everyone pauses.

Except Caligo.

Seizing the moment, Caligo spins around and drives the sword straight through Jake.

ANGLE ON: Jake’s face

The look on Jake’s face is more surprise than pain. In slow motion, Michael rushes over to him as Caligo removes his sword. Kaelin steps in to defend them as Michael lays Jake down, slowly.

MICHAEL
I’m…

JAKE
(quietly)

Don’t say it. (beat) You’re a man of faith, right, Michael?

MICHAEL
Yes.

JAKE
What’s waiting for me on the other side?

MICHAEL
Peace.

JAKE
That’s it?

MICHAEL
And your brother… I know he’s there, waiting to see you again.

Jake chuckles weakly.

JAKE
Should be good to see him again.

MICHAEL
Is there anything I can do for you?

JAKE
Just get Raines. You can’t let him go unpunished.

Michael nods solemnly.

JAKE
Then I can go in peace. I think I’m going to go to sleep now.

Michael smiles.

MICHAEL
Rest in peace.

Jake’s eyes close and he fades. He is dead.

Michael gently lays Jake’s head on the floor, whispering a small prayer to him. He stands and looks to Sean and Kaelin, still in the midst of their battle with the remaining shadow, Caligo. He clenches his jaw before speaking.

MICHAEL

(nodding slightly)

(beat)

This is it… no more games.

Michael rises to his feet with an air of supreme anger, hidden by his stone-faced expression. He calmly calls to Sean and Kaelin.

MICHAEL

This one’s mine…

Sean and Kaelin withdraw themselves from the battle, and Caligo refocuses on his new target, Michael.

Michael stands solidly, looking at the ground. As Caligo approaches, Michael makes no move for his weapon, merely looking into Caligo’s face. Then everything slows…
Michael leaps forward with speed and strength only capable in a fit of rage. With a deft move, he places his hand over Caligo’s face and lifts him off the ground to the full extent of his reach. Michael then slams Caligo down full force into the floor, creating a crater.
Michael kneels next to the crater, his hand still on what remains of Caligo’s head. And the dust settles.

Michael rises and begins walking towards the room that Raines stands in, waiting. As he walks, he says nothing, and doesn’t look at either Sean or Kaelin.

INT. VERY LARGE ROOM

Raines leans against a pillar in the room, opposite the door. He nonchalantly smokes a cigarette, apparently bored with the proceedings of the evening. As the remaining three enter, he casually glances up.
RAINES
You people just don’t have any manners. You come into my home… wreck things… (takes a drag) And generally act like idiots. Kids these days, I tell ya. (takes another drag, looking away)

Sean begins to walk towards Raines with murder in his eyes. He comes within two steps of Raines and raises his hand to strike him. Raines seems to be looking the other way, still smoking his cigarette. He takes a drag.

RAINES
Not now.

Not even giving Sean the dignity of facing him, Raines swats him aside like a fly, sending Sean through a nearby wall. He lies still in the rubble. Raines looks towards Kaelin and Michael, with a ‘You’re still here?’ look.

RAINES
Okay… (sigh) next.

Kaelin steels herself, readying her katana. Raines looks to her, unconcerned.

RAINES
Well, I suppose I did behave badly towards you… so, I tell you what. You get a free shot. Go ahead, get all that aggression out. You’ll feel better.

Michael looks to Kaelin, shaking his head slightly.

MICHAEL
Kaelin, just walk away. Don’t do this.

Raines dismisses Michael with a wave of his hand and a wry smile.

RAINES
No, no… it’s okay. This’ll be funny.

Raines stands at a military rest, his arms behind him, resting on his lower back.

RAINES
Go for it. Kill me. Make me hurt. Just like I hurt you.

Kaelin smoothly walks forward. From behind, we see her begin to slash and hack at Raines, who takes every single cut unflinchingly. He stands like stone. No blood drops to the floor, no limbs fall off. Nothing happens.

As Kaelin raises her sword to deliver a head-severing strike to Raines’ neck, he catches the blade with his left hand. He cocks his head to the side as he reads Kaelin’s reaction like a predator assessing his prey. She tries to tug the sword free, but Raines’ grip is unbreakable.

RAINES
Funny thing about swords… well, blades in general. If they lack the action of friction, as well as tension… say, skin tension, they won’t cut… 
(continued)

no matter how sharp. Quite interesting, really. But, to tell you the truth… I’m kind of bored right now.

At this, Raines uses his free arm disarm her of her weapon. Kaelin begins to move towards Raines to attack him physically. When she hesitates, Michael makes a short move to intercept her before she strikes.

He stands in front of her.

MICHAEL
(softly)

Don’t do this. He’ll kill you.
KAELIN
Do you know what he put me through? What he did?

Michael shakes his head ‘No’.

KAELIN
For almost a year, he kept me chained up. In a dark room. And fed on me at will. And he didn’t just feed and leave. He tortured me, finding new ways of extracting blood, all to get his kicks. And you’re going to tell me not to do this? After something like that?! I’d rather be dead than have to keep reliving those memories.

Michael nods sadly, looking at the floor. He reluctantly steps aside.
Kaelin steps forward and tries to attack Raines. He effortlessly avoids the attack. (continued) 
Raines uses only a fraction of his strength to drive her to the floor with a backhand strike. After she falls, dazed, Raines viciously drags her into a standing position by her hair. He snakes a free hand around her neck.

Whispering slightly into Kaelin’s ear, Raines speaks.

RAINES
Such resolve… such determination. And such foolishness. Before I kill her, Michael, I want you to take a look into the face of another person you couldn’t save. Get a good look!

Raines forces Kaelin’s head up so she is looking into Michael’s eyes. Michael at first doesn’t meet her gaze, but finally concedes. As he looks into her eyes, he is shaking with silent rage and on the verge of tears.

RAINES
Say goodbye.

At this, Raines snaps Kaelin’s neck, and drops her to the floor.

Michael seems broken. He silently walks past Raines, going to one end of the room. He kneels, sitting on his heels. His hand rests on the hilt of his sword.

Raines looks at him.

RAINES
And what now, Michael? Going to die in a heroic attempt to avenge those you couldn’t save and get even with me?

Michael says nothing.

Raines circles Michael as he speaks.

RAINES
(in Spanish)
What did those scrolls say?
MICHAEL
(in Portuguese)
They spoke of our true origins.
RAINES
(in French)
Was that all?
MICHAEL
(in Italian)
That was all they spoke of.
RAINES
(in German)
I have the scrolls and I’ve read them. You know that, so why lie? I know what they really mean.

MICHAEL
(in Arabic)

It talks about how to change back to what we once were. Angels.

RAINES
(in Russian)

I know. And I understand how to do it.

Michael smiles slightly.
MICHAEL
(in English)

You’ll never achieve it.

Raines pauses in his circular path a moment. He walks over to the kneeling Michael. He leans in a few inches from Michaels face.
RAINES
NOTHING CAN STAND IN MY WAY! I WILL NOT BE WHAT I AM!

Michael doesn’t react in any way. He doesn’t even shut his eyes.

Raines scoffs slightly and re-smoothes his hair.

RAINES
Fine… we’ll do it your way.

Raines then turns his back to Michael and slowly walks to where the body of Kaelin lies. Still lying next to her is the sword. Raines slowly picks it up. He turns to face Michael from the opposite corner of the room. He calls out to Michael.

RAINES
You know… it doesn’t have to be this way! Your knowledge… my power… we could do so much.

Michael looks up slightly at Raines.

MICHAEL
Too little, too late.

Michael gently places his hand on the hilt of his sword.

Raines gives Michael an ‘Oh yeah?’ nod with a wide grin. He starts forward.

Michael pushes off from a kneeling position.

Both men run towards each other with utter determination. As the gap between them gets smaller, everything slows for a moment. Just before they collide, Michael side-steps. In a graceless, brutal move, he plants the sword all the way up to the hilt through Raines’ chest.

Everything returns to normal as the men move past one another. Michael turns to face Raines’ back, and kneels again. 
Raines hasn’t moved from where he was standing. From behind, we see his right hand move up to his chest.

RAINES
Ow…

He turns to face Michael, the sword still through him. Raines chuckles slightly and shakes his head, apparently unperturbed.

RAINES
I forget what loss can do to a man.

He looks down at the sword hilt on his chest.

RAINES
You did a good job.

After he says this, he slowly places his hand on the hilt of the sword. In a horrific move, he yanks the sword straight up through his sternum and out his neck. As the sword moves, the wound heals just as fast, not even bleeding.

Michael seems detached to the whole situation, and is unmoved by this staggering display of power.

After Raines holds the sword in a ready position, Michael springs forward again, ready to attack unarmed. 

Just before he comes within arm’s reach of Raines, Raines throws the sword point first into Michael so hard it lifts him off the ground, and pins him to a stone column about a foot off the ground.

Michael is dazed from the impact, and both hands are on the hilt of the sword, trying to pull it free.

Raines walks over to another column across from Michael, and leans back on it. He then reaches into his pocket and pulls out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter.
He casually pulls out a cigarette and lights it, taking a drag. He blows out the smoke.

RAINES
Greatest thing about being immortal… (looks at the cigarette, then takes a drag) no cancer.

Raines walks over to Michael, who is still weakly trying to pull out the sword.

RAINES
This reminds me of a joke. You aren’t offended by religious jokes are you? (beat) A priest, a pastor and a rabbi are sitting in a boat… And the rabbi says ‘I have to go to the bathroom…’ so, he stands up and walks right out the boat, across the water and takes a piss in the trees. A few minutes later, the priest says, ‘You know what? Me too… I’ll be right back.’ And he stands up, crosses the water and takes a piss in the trees. (takes a drag) Meanwhile, the pastor is sitting there astounded. Not one to let his religion go undefended, he fakes it. ‘Okay, I’ll be right back…’ he says. So he stands up, takes one step out of the boat and falls in the water. 
(continued)

The priest and rabbi look at one another, and the priest says, ‘Think we should have told him about the stones?’
Raines laughs, looking to the silently struggling Michael. He then stands next to him, and with a cigarette hanging out his mouth does a mockery of the crucifix pose, his head turned to look at Michael.

RAINES
I suppose you’d find that a lot funnier if you weren’t in your current situation. (takes a drag) Here, let me help you with that…

Raines swiftly yanks out the sword, freeing Michael. Raines then drops the sword.

Michael drops to the floor. He is on his hands and knees, breathing hard. In a show of utter determination, he begins to crawl towards the dropped sword. Just before he reaches it, we see Raines’ foot kick it out of the way.
Raines puts his hand on his hips and looks up.

RAINES
Since the first time I met you, you’ve always been so determined. So stubborn…

Raines then grabs Michael by the hair, turning his face up to meet his eyes.
RAINES
I am a true immortal… I’ll never die, and there isn’t anything that can’t be mine. But if you think you’re the only one who despises my existence, you’d be wrong. I despise my existence… not for what I’ve done, but for what I can’t do. Before this night is over, you’ll be dead, and I’ll be able to see the sunrise.

MICHAEL
Always after the unattainable.

Raines then slams a knee into Michael’s face, lifting Michael to his feet and slamming him onto his back.
Michael rolls over very slowly, trying to rise to his feet.
As he starts to rise, Raines delivers a strong downward punch to Michael’s face.

Michael drops to one knee.

Raines punches him again.

With every punch, Michael’s world flashes white.

MICHAEL
(v.o) When you know the end is imminent, you tend to reflect on all of your past regrets. Nine hundred years is a long time to rack up guilt.

Raines continues to punch Michael. During the second flash, we see Kaelin’s face.
MICHAEL
(v.o) In my case, I was seeing the faces of people I wanted to save, but couldn’t.

His world goes white again, this time with less time between flashes. He sees Jake’s face.

The flashes begin to blur together. He sees Damien. Then he sees Sean. Then Emma.

Raines cocks back to deliver the final punch.

Michael’s world flashes white one last time, and we see Michael’s face during the flash.

Michael lays flat on his back, dazed.

Raines walks away from him for a moment.

MICHAEL
(v.o.) Lastly, I couldn’t even save myself.

Raines drives a sword right through Michael’s heart.

Everything slows down as we hear Michael’s heart begin to slow down, very quickly.

MICHAEL
(v.o.) Everyone wondered what the true meaning of that scroll was… what the secret was. The only thing it said was for the person to utter a ‘true expression of faith’. But what is a true expression of faith? Faith differs from person to person, so how could there be one true expression? And what is the context of faith? Faith in God? Or at least something higher? Or faith in others, faith in yourself? I suppose as long as you believe in something worthwhile, that makes it true.

Michael’s heart stops.

MICHAEL
I believe…

Raines stands, unrolling the scroll. He has the notebook of translations.

RAINES
(muttering)

True expression of faith? What does that mean? Pretty vague…

MICHAEL
(v.o.) I suppose I found my faith. Even with nine hundred years to become jaded. Even with all I’ve seen in such a long time. Faith in a God, faith in myself… faith in people to eventually make things right, however long it takes. And therein lay the key.

Raines walks towards the door of his huge room, leaving all he destroyed behind. The scroll and notebook are neatly tucked under one arm, and he leaves as if nothing happened.
Michael lies still, for all appearances, he is dead, the sword still through him. Everything goes unnaturally quiet for a moment.

INT. A LARGE, EMPTY WHITE SPACE

Michael stands alone in an empty space. He stands looking around, confused but not frightened. He shuts his eyes for a moment.

When he opens it, a man stands there. He isn’t wearing a shirt or shoes, just a pair of white pants. He is powerfully built, and bears a resemblance to the ancient painting in the temple.
Michael looks at the man with obvious reverence, but behaves with an air of comfort.

The man takes a step towards Michael, and spreads his wings.

Michael closes his eyes, and the man touches Michael’s forehead.

INT. VERY LARGE ROOM

The sword slowly rises out of Michael.
Raines is about to pass through the doorframe.

Suddenly, the sword flies across the room and embeds itself in the doorframe mere inches from Raines’ head.

Raines looks over his shoulder.

Michael stands there, alone in the center of the room. Both arms are folded behind him, and he is looking at the floor.

Raines grins, the silhouette of Michael cast upon him. He begins to laugh as he strides slowly towards Michael.

Then Michael opens his wings, the silhouette casting Raines into complete shadow.

Raines halts his progress, a stunned look on his face.

RAINES
No. It can’t be… No! It was supposed to be me! NO!

As Raines screams, his face distorts for a brief moment. His eyes slant slightly more, and his jaw elongates. As his scream dies, his face returns to normal. 

He runs towards Michael.
Michael looks up from the floor with his eyes closed.

When Raines is within a few steps of Michael and cocked back to swing, Michael opens his eyes, pure white.

Michael moves, effortlessly avoiding the attack.
Raines attacks in rapid and blinding succession. Michael avoids them all, save a final punch.

The final punch lands cleanly across Michael’s face, but Michael doesn’t move.

Raines pauses for a moment, chuckling maniacally.

RAINES
Now that I have your attention…

Raines proceeds to deliver a series of punch combos to Michael’s face, which have absolutely no effect. Michael doesn’t even bother blocking.

Raines stops his attacks, breathing hard.

RAINES
Why you? Out of everyone, why did it have to be you?!

MICHAEL
Because I understood.

RAINES
Understood? What the hell is that supposed to mean, you understood?

MICHAEL
I understood what it meant to have faith.

RAINES
Ha, God… Right?

MICHAEL
You never will get it. You’ve lost faith in everything. Even in yourself.

RAINES
I suppose I have nothing left to lose then!

Raines attacks, Michael moving his body out of the way to avoid them. Raines can’t keep up.

Due to backing up to avoid the attacks, Michael sits with a column against his back.

Raines cocks back to deliver a massive punch. His movements slow slightly, and we see Raines blink.

In that stretched out moment, we see Michael duck the oncoming attack and move eight feet behind Raines.

Raines’ punch lands squarely on the column, demolishing it.

Seeing that he clearly missed, Raines straightens up, clenching both fists at his sides. Over his shoulder, we see Michael standing like a statue.

Raines chuckles again.

RAINES
You’re quick…

He turns around.

He leaps forward, attacking Michael. Michael decides to act.

Michael blocks the first attack, and lands a hard punch across Raines’ face. He then sweeps out Raines’ legs. Before he hits the ground, Michael lands another punch square in Raines’ sternum.

Dazed, Raines drags himself to his feet.
He swings again.

Michael blocks it and grabs him by the throat. He easily lifts him up off the ground and begins to run.

Michael proceeds to put Raines through four columns like a rag-doll, but never loses his grip. After the fourth column, Michael tosses Raines aside easily.

Raines slides face-down across the floor for several feet.

Michael walks over to a dropped sword, picking it up.

Raines stands up, stretching.

Outside, the sun begins to rise.

As Raines turns around, Michael dashes forward, cleanly planting the sword through Raines again.

Raines takes a stunned step backward.

RAINES
I thought we’d been through this…

MICHAEL
This is the end, Raines.

Michael reaches forward and grabs the hilt of the sword. He cleanly jerks it up and out of Raines’ neck.

The wound heals, but Michael continues the upward motion, releasing it. It flies high into the air as Raines’ eyes follow it.

It shatters the stained glass dome of the room.

For a slow moment, the glass falls around the two.

Then the rays of the sun fall upon Raines.

As he screams, he is reduced to ashes.

MICHAEL
(v.o) It was over. And at the same time, just beginning. I still saw the faces of the people I couldn’t save, but then I knew they were at peace. The devil was dead, and the archangel had slain him yet again.

Michael walks over to the crumpled form of Sean.

MICHAEL
(v.o.) I couldn’t help him, at least not in the way he wanted.

He picks Sean up to his feet.

Sean coughs as Michael takes him through the door nearby.

INT. ADJOINING ROOM

Michael sets Sean into a chair, and takes a few steps back.

He kneels, carefully watching Sean, concern on his face.

Sean opens his eyes.

SEAN
Is it finished?

MICHAEL
Yes.

SEAN
Am I dead?

MICHAEL
No.

SEAN
Damn. Oh well, can’t have everything.

Sean chuckles softly.

SEAN
You certainly look different.

MICHAEL
Things are going to be a little different from now on, that’s for sure.
(continued)

 What about you? How are you feeling?
SEAN
A lot worse than I probably look.

Beat.

SEAN
So…

MICHAEL
I can’t cure you.

SEAN
Ah.

MICHAEL
But you can cure yourself. It just takes time.

SEAN
How?

MICHAEL
Find out what it really means to be alive. Find faith in something. To at least believe in something is to be alive.

Sean pauses a moment, then slowly nods.

MICHAEL
I don’t recommend going outside. The sun is up.

SEAN
Thanks for telling me.

Michael nods.

MICHAEL
Well, Raines won’t be needing this house anymore…

SEAN
Suppose I could put it to good use.

Sean smiles.

SEAN
So, what happens now?

MICHAEL
When I met the former archangel, he told me something.

SEAN
What?

MICHAEL
That I wouldn’t be on Earth if I didn’t have a job to do.

SEAN
Off to go kill all the vampires?
Michael shakes his head.

MICHAEL
No. I’ve found out that vampires are small comparatively.

SEAN
As compared to what?

MICHAEL
What else is out there.

SEAN
Somehow, you just scared me.

Michael grins.

MICHAEL
When you think you’re ready to fix things, come see me.

Sean nods.

Michael turns and strides out of the room, back into the room where the battle occurred.

INT. VERY LARGE ROOM

Michael walks slowly into the room, and pauses next to the fallen form of Kaelin.

MICHAEL
(v.o.) Today, too many good people died. But I suppose Raines was right. It is surprising what loss can do to a man. It walks a fine line between steeling your resolve to follow through, and utterly destroying you. What you choose to do with the given situation decides the outcome. But today required an act of blind faith… and it delivered. I now know what I have to do, and so does Sean. So I suppose I did save someone.

Michael continues walking.

He pauses at the edge of the sunlight falling through the hole where the stained glass dome once was.
He slowly reaches out a hand into the light, letting it play across his fingers.

He walks into the center of it and looks up smiling.

He spreads his wings and flies straight up.

The End
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