Scene I

PANEL 1

A sweeping aerial view of a dark city street. Lights run down the road regularly, but only a few of them still work. The weather is dismal. A light fog blankets the place, and it’s raining fairly heavily.

The buildings are crumbling, mostly made out of brick. Here and there we see a storefront. DISCOUNT LIQUOR AND CIGARETTES across from WILL’S FUCK EMPORIUM, that kind of thing. The whole place has a ‘40s film noir feel to it.

NARRATOR

I started running with Jack’s crowd when I was sixteen.

PANEL 2

Close-up to a particular street-corner, still overhead-view. In front of a building marked POLICE, A lone figure leans against a streetlight. We can’t see any physical characteristics of the person, besides her blonde hair and dark clothes.

NARRATOR

That’s the way things work here. You get with a group, or you end up in a mass grave.

PANEL 3

A side-shot of a group of five or six hoods walking down the middle of the street, all clad in black leather, all with strangely-colored spiky hair. It’s hard to tell one from another. A pace or so ahead of the rest, a very tall, thin man swaggers. He wears a short black leather jacket, a white T-shirt underneath. He also has tight ox-blood leather pants and leather boots that come up to about mid-calf. His face is clean-shaven, his left cheek deeply scarred, his hair long and straight and black. He has a look of absolute confidence.

NARRATOR

That’s Jack’s crowd. They’re coming to pick me up.

PANEL 4

A side-shot of the figure of the figure from Panel 2. She’s of medium-build, has short blonde hair, and is dressed basically the same as the rest of her group. Dark and tight is the rule here. She leans with bravado, one hand in her pocket, smoking a cigarette, trying to look as don’t-fuck-with-me as a 100-pound eighteen year old girl can. She succeeds.

NARRATOR

You don’t dare walk anywhere alone...

PANEL 5

A shot of Jack’s back. He walks very upright, and we see on the back of his jacket a very stylized skull-and-crossbones, sort of a cyberpunk jolly roger.

NARRATOR

...Especially when the pigs who arrested you just turned you out...
PANEL 6

INT. Well-lit.

A well-lit table containing a chrome .45, a snub-nosed .38 revolver, a set of brass knuckles, a 6-inch combat knife, a switchblade, a can of mace, a tear-gas grenade and Sharpie marker.

NARRATOR

...But not before confiscating roughly ten weapon-like objects found on your person.

PANEL 7

Another aerial shot. On the left we see the approaching posse and on the right we see our heroine, loitering outside police HQ.

NARRATOR

Oh, yeah.

PANEL 8

A look over Baltimore (the narrator)’s shoulder shows her gang very close.

NARRATOR

Name’s Baltimore.

PANEL 9

Close-up of Jack’s face. He looks angry.

JACK

Well, girl. What now?

PANEL 10

Close-up of Baltimore’s face. She’s young, blue-eyed. Right now she looks terribly distraught. 

NARRATOR

Charmed, I’m sure.

PANEL 11

Pull back to a side view of Jack and Baltimore, about ten feet apart still. Jack as tall and proud as ever. Baltimore has lost her tough-guy stance, is now hunched over, cigarette in mouth, looking at the ground.

JACK
Well?

BALTIMORE

I don’t suppose I can explain my way out of this.

PANEL 12

A view over Jack’s shoulder to the staring-downward Baltimore.

JACK

Nope.

PANEL 13

Baltimore is standing up straight now, no longer leaning. She flicks her cigarette to the ground, leaving a wisp of smoke. 

JACK

What the-where are you going?

BALTIMORE

Away.

JACK

Like hell you are.

PANEL 14

Close-up of Baltimore’s face. Tears roll freely down her face.

BALTIMORE

Watch me.

PANEL 15

On the left foreground, Jack’s face looks concerned. Behind him, his group stands uncertain. To the right, Baltimore walks away from the group, hands in pockets, shoulders hunched, looking at the ground.

BLUE-HAIRED HOOD

You gonna let her go?

JACK

You wanna tell her to come back? Be my guest.

BLUE-HAIRED HOOD

Not me, man.

JACK

‘S what I thought.

PANEL 16

Jack bends his neck down to light a cigarette. The lighter casts his face in harsh shadows.

GREEN-HAIRED HOOD

Should one of us shadow her?

JACK

Yeah. Me.

BLUE-HAIRED HOOD

Alone?

JACK

Yeah. I gotta talk to her...

PANEL 17

A profile of the city. Any buildings taller than ten storeys are fragmented, bombed-out. The occasional light dots the burned-out metropolis, but not often.

NARRATOR

...Make sure she understands.

Scene II

Int. 

PANEL 1

Meanwhile...

An overhead shot of a messy laboratory. There’s junk all over the place: wires and servos and the like. On a table in the middle of the cramped room is an entirely naked man, strapped down, with his ribs pulled away from each other and a deep gash running from collarbone to pelvis. Spilling out of this gash is a huge mass of wires and tubes, all slick with blood.

On the left side of the room, several desks are cluttered almost beyond capacity. Every available space is taken up by a thousand small technological components. Some of them we recognize, like vacuum tubes and circuit boards, but others are entirely out of our range of experience. A man sits at one of these desks.

PANEL 2

Overhead of the strapped-down man-thing. His name’s Jim. He’s well built. Were it not for the mass of bloody “guts” splayed on his busted-open chest, he’d be not-that-bad-looking.

JIM

Man, do I gotta be strapped down?

PANEL 3

Side-shot of the man at the desk. He’s blonde, wears a short beard and glasses. Looks no older than twenty. The left sleeve of his white lab coat is rolled up past his elbow, displaying a tourniquet and bulging veins, out of the largest of which sticks a really big, nasty hypodermic needle.

NICK

Look at you twitching! Yeah, you gotta be strapped down.

PANEL 4

A sideshot. Nick on the left, shooting up, Jim looking up at him.

NICK

Ohhhhh...

JIM

You mind not doing that in front of me? Christ.

NICK

Huh?

PANEL 5

Close-up of Jim’s innards

JIM

Fuckin’ disgusting. I don’t know how you can stand that.

NICK

Try it sometime.

JIM

Fuck you.

PANEL 6
Nick’s sleeve is rolled back down. He’s set the needle down on a shiny metal surgical tray on the table, next to the keyboard and a full ashtray.

JIM

What’s the op today, Hoss?

NICK

Hoss?

JIM

Forget it.

NICK

Anyway...I’m tweaking your neural net.

JIM

Eh?

NICK

Fucking with your brain-box.

JIM

Oh.

PANEL 7
Close-up of Jim’s face.

JIM

Shouldn’t you’ve cracked my skull open, then?

NICK

Skull?

JIM

Yeah.

PANEL 8

A view of Nick about three feet away, lighting a cigarette.

NICK

Fuckin’ stupid place for a brain.

PANEL 9

Our view is about level with the table. Jim is still strapped down, and now Nick sits on a wheeled chair, cigarette in his mouth, wearing olive green gloves. He has in each hand a sharp, nasty-looking electronic tool, kind of a spiky soldering iron.

JIM

Ouch!

NICK

Hold still.

JIM

My brain’s really in my gut?

NICK

Would I bullshit you?

PANEL 10

Overhead. Nick is still working on Jim.

JIM

Heh...Ow!

NICK

Hold still!

PANEL 11

Same as Panel 9

JIM

...How’s it coming?

NICK

It’s coming.

PANEL 12

Black.

JIM

OW!

NICK

Hold the fuck still!

Scene III

EXT. Night.

PANEL 1

Baltimore walks down the middle of the street, as we see from the side. She has a lit cigarette in her mouth, both hands in her pockets, hunched over and sullen-looking.

NARRATOR

I left before Jack could give me the chewing-out I knew was coming.

PANEL 2

A front view of Baltimore, in the same state.

NARRATOR

Getting picked up by the pigs was stupid. I know that.

PANEL 3

A side-view of the street, from halfway down an alley. Three or four mean-looking toughs are hanging out there, drinking and smoking. One of them carries a baseball bat.

NARRATOR

I don’t need to be preached at.

PANEL 4

Overhead view. Baltimore is now about thirty feet past the alley. The thugs follow her out.

NARRATOR

But I’d be lying if I said that’s the only reason I ran off.

PANEL 5

A view of over Baltimore’s shoulder. She has a concerned expression on her face; she knows she’s being followed. Behind her, the thugs are being menacing.

NARRATOR

I left because I knew this would happen.

THUG 1

‘Ey, look! It’s Jacks’s bitch!

PANEL 6

Baltimore’s running, now Her cigarette’s flying in the air. The thugs chase her.

NARRATOR

Nothing like a little blunt-force trauma in the head to get the blood flowing.

THUG 1

Let’s go, boys! Say hi to the girl, welcome her to our turf!

PANEL 7

Over the thugs’ shoulders, now. Baltimore is running fast.

PANEL 8

Overhead view. Baltimore turns into an alley.

PANEL 9

She runs down the alley, the thugs right at her heels.

PANEL 10

A side view. One of the thugs makes a dive for Baltimore’s feet, succeeds.

BALTIMORE
Ah!

THUG 1

Ha!

PANEL 11

Close-up of Baltimore’s face, pressed against wet, cracked blacktop.

THUG 1

Not so good being out at night, little girl.

THUG 2

Lotta bad people out.

THUG 1

Ain’t safe.

PANEL 12

A view of the alley from just on the street. The four thugs have their backs to us, preoccupied with a wildly struggling Baltimore. Leaning on the wall nonchalantly, watching this happen, is a tall man in a leather jacket, inscribed with a skull-and-crossbones. Jack, that is.

JACK

Ahem.

PANEL 13

A close-up of Jack’s face. He’s wearing a mischievous smile.

JACK

Ahem.
PANEL 14

An overhead view of the alley.

JACK

Don’t make me say it three times.

PANEL 15

The thugs don’t notice Jack. They continue to struggle with Baltimore, who is now on her feet. One of the thugs clutches at his face.

THUG 2

My fuckin’ nose! The bitch broke it!

PANEL 16

Same view as Panel 12.

JACK

EXCUSE ME, GENTLEMEN!

PANEL 17

The squabble stops. All eyes fall on Jack.

THUG 1

Eh?

JACK

You guys really shouldn’t be out here so late at night. Lotta bad people. You could get hurt.

THUG 1

Fuckin’ funny, you bastard.

PANEL 18

All the thugs face Jack, ignoring Baltimore for the moment.

THUG 1

Really, though, ‘s good advice. You’re a smart guy, Jack.

PANEL 19

Thug 1 stands in front of his group. He assumes battle position, switchblade in hand.

JACK

A blade? You bastard...

PANEL 20

A view of Jack’s front. He reaches inside his jacket with his right hand.

THUG 1

Watch those hands!

PANEL 21

Without warning, Jack jumps really goddamn high. So high, that he arcs right over the group...

PANEL 22

And lands right next to Baltimore, handing her a closed switchblade.

JACK

Watch your back.

BALTIMORE

You followed me?!

JACK

Not now, girl!

PANEL 23

Jack is wielding two long daggers, now, one in each hand. He’s spinning and slashing in as artful a way as you’ve ever seen. He manages to incapacitate all the thugs except for Thug 1, without killing them.

PANEL 24

Jack and Thug 1 face each other off.

PANEL 25
Jack does a wide front-flip, stands right in front of Thug 1, and holds his right dagger right at his throat. Thug 1 is thoroughly terrified.

PANEL 26

Same view as 25.

JACK

...Now fuck off.

PANEL 27

The thug needs no second invitation.

PANEL 28

Jack stands, hands on his knees, winded.

JACK

You and I, kid, we need to have a talk.

...To Be Continued

