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HEROES REBORN (Working Title)

A Screenplay by Michael Collins

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. A man named DOUGLAS HARTFORD sits on a chair in his living room. He is wearing a faded dressing gown, a T-shirt and boxer shorts. He is unshaven; a week’s growth of facial hair is on his face. There are bags under his eyes; several scars are on his face. His lifeless blue eyes are directed at a SOUNDLESS television. A news anchor is SPEAKING in a somber manner as a news box SHOWS video of crime scenes, building fires and riots. The room is dark, with a single lamp on low beside him. The moon floods the room, mingled with a red neon slow, pulsing glow from a sign outside the window that BUZZES quietly. Several staggered gunshots ECHO through the window. Memorabilia is displayed throughout the room – photos of Douglas, dressed in a long trench coat, body armor, and long boots with politicians, celebrities, and other costumed people. Newspaper articles with headlines that read ‘Elite Force Arrives on Scene’, ‘Patriot Calls For Action’, ‘Another Victory’, and ‘WAR ON SUPERS!’. Sirens WAIL on a slow FADE IN. Douglas’ eyes twitch slightly.

Douglas (v.o.)

Sirens ringing in the distance. That used to be a call to arms. Then a squad of saviors would fly in like eagles of light and save lives, put criminals behind bars, even save the world from time to time. It was an era of champions in those days, before the wars and riots and endless tragedies. Today, I’m the last of our kind alive. Deaths upon deaths, and now, it’s like everything’s back to a crazy sort of normal. But the killing never stopped – and now, it’s just man killing man.

(beat)

I’m too old now, my time is over. Nobody knows me anymore - It’s like I never existed. The pictures on my walls, the costumes in my closet are the only proof of who I used to be. Sirens don’t mean anything anymore…

Douglas lights a cigarette and walks to the window. His face is awash with red light from the sign outside his window as he smokes.

douglas (v.o.)

People like me, we never needed anything. Until now.

Douglas tilts his head, the cigarette dangling from his lips, as another siren adds to the first. Then another. 

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Douglas shuffles out the front door of his building to the street, where a Detective is standing. Douglas now wears flannel pajama bottoms under the robe. The Detective is wearing a dark suit and tie, with a tan trench coat. He is a tall, handsome but weary older man, with longer light brown hair, with grey streaks. He is holding a paper cup of coffee. The red and blue lights of police cruisers sweep across Douglas and the detective. A couple of other people are milling about in their pajamas, looking tired and bewildered. Douglas approaches the detective. 

Douglas

Excuse me, what happened?

Detective

We got a body over there, that’s all I can tell you, old-timer.

Douglas

Do they know who, yet?

Detective

I can’t tell you anything, sir. Lopez! Watch where you walk!

The Detective walks away. Douglas lights a cigarette, and watches the scene, pacing back and forth slightly. He pauses, and then turns to look down the street. In his sight is a man in dark clothing, shuffling down the sidewalk. The man is at least two blocks away. He walks with an odd limp, as if paralyzed on one side of his body. Douglas squints, as if conjuring a past memory.

Detective

Excuse me – sir?

Douglas

(distracted)

Hmm?

Detective

Do you live in this building, sir?

Douglas

Huh?

Detective

Do you live in this building, sir.

Douglas

Uh – yeah, yeah I do.

Detective 

Are you acquainted with an Alicia Kelly?

Douglas appears sick.

Douglas (V.o.)

Alicia lived down the hall from me. Pretty girl, a redhead. I think she may have been a hooker, but she was a sweet kid. No family left, but she had hope. Always said hi, with a big smile. Talked about going back to school as soon she made enough money. She was getting close. We had dinner a couple of times, just a friendly thing. And now she’s dead. All that blood… I feel like I’m going to throw up.

Douglas

(visibly shaken)

Um, yeah. She lived on my floor. What happened to her?

Detective 

Do you know of anyone who may have had a reason to hurt Ms. Kelly?

Douglas

S-s-she… she’s dead…

Detective

Um…

(beat)

Yes, sir. I’m sorry if you were close to her.

Douglas

No, no it’s not that, it just – how?

Detective

Near is we can tell, she’s been beaten, tortured. But I didn’t tell you that, of course.

Douglas

No, of course. But – Have you found anything?

detective

Obviously no DNA yet, still have to check all of the blood and fluids. That’ll take a while. All we really got a couple of footprints, showing the killer may have walked with a limp.

Douglas appears as if his heart is in his throat. 

Douglas

Well, thanks for your time, Detective – 

Detective 

Lieutenant McMannis - Leonard. Here’s my card if you think of anything, or have any questions. 

douglas

Thank you, sir.

Douglas walks back into his building as McMannis walks towards the scene. Detective ANTHONY LOPEZ is standing with a crime scene technician, talking softly. He is a man with dark hair, good looks, and a slight five o’clock shadow, dressed in an impeccable suit. As he talks, his eyes drift over, SEEING Douglas. As Douglas LOOKS back at him, Lopez’s eyes drift back to the technician. Douglas stubs out his cigarette, then turns into his building.

MCMANNIS

Randall! Get me samples of that blood. Jeez, Lopez, why did I answer your phone…

INT. HALLWAY. NIGHT. Douglas slowly walks towards his apartment.

Douglas (v.o.)

The cop was entirely too helpful. But that’s because he didn’t have a choice. I needed answers, so I jumped in his head and made him give me the answers I needed. He won’t remember any of this. It’s a neat trick, the mind thing. It’s one of my powers. Advanced strength, speed and agility are standards. But then there’s the touching thing. I try to wear gloves or not touch anyone, but it’s been hard to do these last 15 years. When my skin touches another’s, I take a part of them that they’ll never get back. Also puts them down for the count. There have always been so many voices in my head - parts of people’s souls, speaking to me. Right now though, all I can hear is Alicia’s voice.

(beat)

The killer had a limp…

INT. APARTMENT BEDROOM. NIGHT. Douglas lies in bed, staring at the ceiling. He is bathed in moonlight coming through his window, mingled with the red and blue lights of the police cars. Several police sirens WAIL in the distance.

Douglas (V.O.)

It’s been like this for years – just like the old times. Before us. Murders, hit and runs, robberies, burglaries, rapes, assaults, everything is all fucked up again. Everyone is against everyone else. Maybe we bred fear into everyone. They were afraid. Too scared to break the law, the rules, whatever. Is it better to live in fear? 

(beat)

What are we living in now?

INT. OFFICE. DAY. Douglas is sitting in a chair across from a desk. He is dressed is a T-shirt, slacks, and a trench coat. A fedora is perched on his head. He has the air of defeat and resignation.

douglas

I just can’t get over it. All that blood… her eyes wide open. It’s… like she was looking right at me. It felt like I did it to her, Alan. Like I could have prevented it, somehow.

ALAN RICHARDS sits at his desk, looking concerned. He is a handsome older man with thinning hair, eyeglasses, wearing a suit and tie.

Alan

There’s nothing you could have done, Doug. First of all, your powers aren’t what they used to be. Second, you’re not exactly getting younger. Third, I don’t want to see you killed. You know what would happen to you if anyone knew? In this day in age?

douglas (v.O.)

Alan was a close friend to the hero. As a reporter at the city paper, he got to know each and every hero in some way before the dark days. Now, he runs the paper. He’s still a good friend. My only friend. He’s kept me a secret for years…

Douglas

Yeah I do, Alan.

Alan

Christ, man, I wish things were different. This city is in a shitstorm right now. 

Douglas

Why doesn’t anyone else see that? Have I gone nuts? Where are the others? With things like they are, where are the others?

ALAN

There are no more heroes, Doug! They’re all dead. Or don’t you remember? I know I’ll never forget.

Douglas

Don’t you find it a little strange, that I’m the only one left? Me? I was ant among gods. I was no slouch, but everyone else was… amazing. 

Alan

They were fools, Douglas. They fought until the last man, still afraid to take lives because of who they were, what they stood for. And they died like dogs. Torn apart by mobs, bombs, guns. They never saw that there was no hope for them but to run and hide, to save themselves.

douglas

I was a coward - 

Alan

No, Doug! You were the only one to live for a reason! There were too many of them, and not enough of you. And you ran. I still think you did the right thing.

 (beat)

I really hit the sauce after that day, I don’t even remember who I was. Not knowing where you were, if you were still alive – it killed me. It was the death of everything that day, Doug. 

Douglas stands, adjusting his coat.

douglas

I’ve got to go.

Alan stands.

Alan

Sure. 

Douglas

Thanks for listening, Alan.

Douglas extends his hand. Alan shakes it.

Alan

Anytime. Stay safe, Douglas, I mean it.

douglas

We’ll see.

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Douglas is walking down a street towards his apartment building, holding a bag of groceries. He’s about to turn into his building when he suddenly stops. Douglas turns around to see a shuffling shape turn the corner out of his sight. Douglas drops the bag of groceries and immediately jogs towards the corner, after the man. As Douglas turns the corner, he sees that the street in his view is empty. The man has vanished.

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. Douglas lies in bed, staring at the ceiling. 

Douglas (v.o.)

It just happened, one day. The war. Strange, the fight for our lives wasn’t against a super villain or an evil genius, but was fought between the super humans and the humans most of us were sworn to protect. I’m still not sure how they found us, but they did.

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. The door of an apartment bursts open, revealing men with weapons. They charge into the room and drag out a man, screaming and thrashing.

DOUGlas (v.o.)

They came in the night, and took hostages. Tortured them, tested their powers until they died from the exhaustion. But not before others were named. Humans kept striking at supers randomly. We were so slow to act. We were caught by surprise.

EXT. ALLEY. DAY. Two men toss a body bag into a dumpster.

EXT. ALLEY. NIGHT. Three men are brutally kicking a hero to death, with malice.

Douglas (v.o.)

We never believed that the humans would fight us. There were warnings, but we thought it impossible. We were too strong. That’s what we thought. And most of us were sworn to protect humans. None of us had ever intentionally killed. I think our might – our sheer power - was our downfall. We were afraid to use it. We didn’t believe the threat was real until it was too late. 

(beat)

The last of the heroes was killed on September 28, fighting off 200 men, women and children. By then, supers had gotten used to the killing idea. He took 145 victims before his heart exploded, and he was torn limb from limb. I can still remember this kid, couldn’t have been more than five, holding Patriot’s severed head high in the air – pure triumph painted on his face.   

(beat)

We can never go back.

INT. LIBRARY. DAY. Douglas sits at a computer. Behind him are stacks of periodicals. Douglas appears focused, typing in links on the computer as he consults a notebook beside him.

DOUGLAS (V.O.)

It’s a trend. In the last five years, there have been at least 15 murders, with evidence showing the killer could have walked with a limp. 7 hookers, 8 strippers. All dead. All beaten, tortured, similar M.Os. All occurring in the Neon District of town. My neighbourhood - and they all had red hair. The guy with the limp. Who are you, and why do I feel like I know you somehow? 

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Douglas is walking slowly down the street, his hands in the pocket of his coat. Lights from shops play over his facial features. The area he is in appears very poor; garbage, debris, and homeless people are strewn on the street. Douglas suddenly stops, as SCREAMS and LAUGHTER FADE UP. Douglas looks to his right, into a side alley. A WOMAN is struggling with four men who are pulling at her handbag and at her clothes.

EXT. ALLEY. NIGHT. The Woman is screaming frantically as the men laugh mercilessly.

WOMAN

SOMEBODY HELP, PLEASE! DON’T TOUCH ME! HELP!

MAN 1

(laughing)

Damn Jiggy, she sounds just like your old lady!

JIGGY

Fuck man, you’re right! Someone shut this bitch up before she blows out my ears!

One of the men knees the woman in the stomach. She immediately stops screaming, grunts with pain, and begins to cough and dry heave. The men let go of her. The woman crumples to the ground, tears streaming down her face, as she weeps and coughs. The men stand around her laughing, as one of them waves the purse tauntingly.

MAN 2

You want your purse, bitch? Huh? How bout we fight for it, how’s that sound?

DOUGLAS

Sounds good.

The men all whirl to face Douglas, who is calmly striding towards the group. 

DOUGLAS

Are you all right, Miss?

The woman says nothing, she just weeps and huddles on the ground, deathly afraid.

DOUGLAS

Not really a fair fight, is it fellas?

JIGGY

Fuck off, old man. This ain’t yo’ business.

DOUGLAS

I’m making it my business, scum.

JIGGY

Scum? You hear that, boys? This man called me a name.

MAN 3

Let’s fuckin’ tear im apart, Jiggy!

DOUGLAS

The three of you might intimidate a lady, son, but not me. It’d take an army.

By now, Douglas has reached the gang of men. He stands an arm’s length away from Jiggy, who is flanked by the other three. 

JIGGY

What the fuck is your problem, man? You have a death wish or something? 

DOUGLAS

I think it’s you that’s looking for death, boy.

MAN 1 

He’s not scared, Jigs! He must be jacked up on somethin’! Fuckin’ rock head! I’ma fuckin’ kill you!

The man races toward Douglas, who doesn’t move. Douglas waits until the man is almost on him, then reaches out and clutches the man’s arm intensely, stopping him immediately. The man’s eyes open wide, and his jaw drops. A long rasping gasp emanates from his mouth. Douglas stares at the man calmly, his eyes starting to glow.

DOUGLAS

Does it feel good? How bout I throw some fear into you, son. I’ve seen enough to last me ten lifetimes.

The man is shuddering uncontrollably as he looks into Douglas’ eyes.

DOUGLAS

How’s it feel?

The other men hesitate, not sure whether to help their friend or not.

DOUGLAS

Feel the pain and fear you’ve inflicted on this poor girl, boy. I want you to stew in it.

The man begins to convulse and moan, then unleashes a sickening scream. His eyes are bulging in their sockets. The other men exchange frightened glances with one another. The woman slowly raises her head from the ground staring at Douglas and the man with awe and fear.

DOUGLAS

Now boy, I want you to – 

A bottle is suddenly broken over Douglas’ head. He staggers, releasing the thug, as the other men surround him. One holds a pipe, another a length of metal chain, Jiggy stands with his fists clenched, anger simmering in his eyes.

JIGGY

Looks like this old fuck is a hero, boys. Remember those? Thought we got you all, man. Guess we missed one. Don’t worry; we take care a that right now. 

The man holding the chain winds up and lets it fly. Douglas grabs the chain, and it winds around his arm. Without warning, the other man swings his pipe, striking Douglas in the shoulder. Douglas grunts in pain, and falls to one knee. Jiggy kicks Douglas in the shoulder, releasing his grip on the chain, and sending him sprawling on his back. The man with the pipe begins to swing at Douglas without mercy, as does the other with the chain. Jiggy gets in a few kicks. Behind them, the first man still lies on the ground, convulsing. The woman is on her knees nearby, crying and watching in horror as the scene unfolds.

WOMAN

STOP IT! YOU’LL KILL HIM! SOMEBODY, HELP!

Sirens WAIL in the distance, as police cruisers approach the alley. 

MAN 3

Yo, Jiggy! Cops, Man!

JIGGY

NOT YET! WE GOTTA FINISH THIS GUY OFF!

The second man grabs Jiggy by the arm desperately, pulling him away.

MAN 2 

He’s as good as dead, Jiggy! Come on!

JIGGY

FUCK!

The men run to their friend on the ground and drag him up and with them as they run down the alley, away from the woman and Douglas. The sirens are getting closer, as the woman crawls towards Douglas, who is lying on the ground, not moving. The woman is sobbing uncontrollably as she kneels over Douglas, afraid to touch him. Red and blue lights play over the alley, as she rests her head on Douglas’ chest, weeping.

DOUGLAS (V.O.)

We can never go back…

EXT. PARK. DAY. Douglas is walking towards a park bench slowly, with the aid of a cane. A newspaper is tucked under his arm. Bandages cover his left cheek, his nose, and right eye. Douglas reaches the bench and slowly eases himself onto the bench. As he opens the newspaper, a headline catches his eye. The headline reads “East Side Prostitute Slain”. On the same page, another headline reads, “Exotic Dancer Killed”.

DOUGLAS (V.o.)

He’s picking up speed…

Woman

Excuse me – sir?

Douglas looks up to SEE a pretty woman standing beside him. She is young with lovely features. Her lips are thin and she has dimples but tired eyes. Her hair is a rich dark brown, tied in a pony tail. She wears a heavy coat over sweat pants. She seems very apprehensive, as if unsure of herself.

Douglas

Yes?

Woman

Um… well, my name is Theresa. Theresa Jenkins. I’m actually not sure what I’m doing here… I think I just needed to talk to you.

DOUglas

I’m sorry – do I know you?

theresa

No, not really, but – I was in that alley, you know? I was the one getting… attacked.

douglas

Oh… how did you find me?

THEresa

The police told me who you were. I was a little… apprehensive at first, but I had to talk to you. To thank you. You saved my life that night.

douglas

That’s not necessary, Ms. Jenkins -

Woman

Theresa, please. 

Douglas

Theresa.

Theresa

Is it true what those men were saying? You know – what you are?

Douglas

What do you mean?

THERESA

Well – a super hero, I guess.

douglas

Heroes don’t exist anymore, Theresa. 

Theresa

Well, I thought that too, but I know what I saw. When you grabbed that man’s arm - 

douglas

Listen to me. I want you to forget everything that you saw that night, do you hear me? It never happened. Do you understand?

Theresa

What are you afraid of, Douglas?

douglas

It’s not that I’m afraid, Theresa. Everyone’s afraid. And if they’re not, they goddamn well should be. I don’t exist anymore, that’s all there is to it. Those days are as dead as I am.

(beat)

Do you understand? 

theresa

But don’t you see? There’s no better time than now to change everything. I won’t ever tell anyone your secret Douglas, but you of all people should understand the need for someone like you, especially today. 

douglas

And you should know what would happen if anyone knew about me. I would be hunted down and torn apart, Theresa. These people would do things that you could only imagine, but I’ve seen with my own eyes. 

theresa

So… there’s nobody else like you?

Douglas

Just me, kid.

douglas (v.o.)

I wish I believed that. Now, I’m not so sure.

theresa

So, what now?

douglas

Wish I knew. 

INT. HALLWAY. DUSK. Douglas is walking down a hallway with the aid of his cane. The bandages are gone, but there fresh scars on his face. Detectives of all dress are passing him, some giving him a second glance. The hallway appears to be buzzing with activity. A Detective in a suit races past Douglas.

DETECTIVE 1 

187 on George Street, Jerry! Let’s go, man!

Douglas pauses, and then resumes his walk down the hall. Another cop buzzes by.

Detective 2

I need backup for a murder rape Vic. Rodriguez! Get Martin on the horn!

Douglas arrives at a reception desk. A younger man in a shirt and tie sits behind the desk, looking bored.

douglas

I need to speak to Lieutenant McMannis, please.

Receptionist

The Lieutenant’s a busy man, sir. You have an appointment? 

Douglas

Um – no, I didn’t think that would be necessary. Is he in?

REceptionist

Look sir, the guy’s busy. He’s not seeing anyone.

douglas

(eyes glowing)

How about you just tell me where to find the Lieutenant, pal?

There is a pause, as the receptionist’s expression changes from stubborn to accommodating.

Receptionist

Room 1204. Last office down the hall. Can I get you a cup of coffee, sir? 

douglas

No, thank you.

Douglas walks down the hallway, with a flicker of a smile on his face. 

INT. OFFICE. DUSK. Lieutenant McMannis is sitting behind a desk, pouring over a pile of file folders, papers, and photos. The light of the sunset pours into the office, spilling onto two empty chairs across from the desk. A knock on the door alerts McMannis, who sharply looks up from his work to see Douglas slowly opening the door of the office, poking his head in.

douglas

Detective McMannis?

Mcmannis

Uh – yes. Do I know you?

Douglas

Doug Hartford. We talked at the Alicia Kelly scene, briefly.

Mcmannis

(confused)

You know, parts of that night are a little hazy. I honestly can’t remember meeting you. Are you with the feds?

douglas

You could say that, I suppose. I mostly work as a consultant. 

Mcmannis

You mind if I see some ID? 

douglas

Of course not.

Douglas reaches into his jacket, and pulls out his hand, still empty. As he holds his hand up, he is obviously holding nothing.

From McMannis’ POV, a badge is prominently displayed, along with an ID bearing Douglas’ name, as well as ‘FBI’ in large blue letters. McMannis narrows his eyes, looking closely at the ‘ID’.

Mcmannis

All right. What can I do for you, Hartford? I mean, this girl Kelly was just a hooker. Why is the FBI interested in a dead hooker?

Douglas appears to be barely holding in his rage as he speaks very slowly.

douglas

Lieutenant, the FBI is taking this case very seriously. I assume you are aware of the string of killings involving prostitutes and exotic dancers that have occurred over the last five years?

Mcmannis

I’m aware of a coincidental connection between the cases. The problem is, Hartford, that there’s no evidence to speak of in those cases, nothing that we can tie to a certain individual. They’ve all been cold crime scenes.

Douglas

The killer walked with a limp in every case, Detective. The girls all had red hair. You wouldn’t call that evidence?

Mcmannis

These are facts, yes, but also not helpful. They checked out a couple of pervs at the bars nearby, but nothing panned out. I mean, what do you want me to do? Arrest anyone that walks with a limp? I’d have lawsuits up my ass until I puke fine print. We put out a warning in the Neon District to all the girls, but I can’t launch any investigation unless I have something more tangible.

douglas

You mentioned the Neon District. Have the sex shops and strip joints been canvassed? Interviews conducted? Anything?

Mcmannis

Again, I have to tell you, I can’t justify shaking things up in that district over a dead hooker. I have nothing but speculation. This girl had no family, nobody cared about her. In this age, she may be better off dead –

douglas

That’s enough, Detective!

McMannis stops, shock registering on his face. Douglas gathers himself before speaking in a very hushed tone.

douglas

This woman, no matter what she had or did not have, did not deserve to die, McMannis. None of these women did. I am currently in an active investigation to apprehend this perp, Detective. It’s my belief that we are dealing with a serial killer, detective. This man is depraved, sadistic, bold, and also very patient. That makes him very dangerous. My conscience tells me that I have to find this guy. I can do it with your cooperation or I can do it on my own. The bust, you can have. I just want this sick fucker behind bars. When you’re ready, call me at this number.

Douglas jots down a number on a piece of paper and slides it across the desk. He turns to leave. McMannis is looking at the piece of paper, tired resignation showing in his eyes.

Douglas

I’ll be waiting to hear from you, Detective.

Douglas walks out of the office slowly, closing the door behind him. McMannis sits at his desk, very still, as if in a trance, staring at the phone number on the desk.

INT. COFFEE SHOP. NIGHT. Douglas is sitting at a window table, sipping a cup of coffee. A pastry is on the table, half eaten. Douglas’ eyes are locked on the table. A young waitress approaches Douglas timidly. 

waitress

You’ve been staring at that pastry for about an hour now, sir. Are you all right?

Douglas

I’m fine, miss, thank you.

waitress

Would you like me to take that for you?

douglas

Sure. I wasn’t that hungry anyway. Thanks.

Waitress

No problem.

The lady gingerly takes the pastry away, and moves towards other tables, wiping and cleaning. Douglas gives her a brief glance, then stares out the window, sipping his coffee. Douglas suddenly double takes, staring intently out the window. Through the window the frail form of a man in dark clothes can be seen. As Douglas’ eyes focus more, the man’s eyes shine and glitter, although his face is not visible. The man begins to move away, walking with a very bad limp. Douglas leaps out of his seat, spilling his coffee and knocking his cane to the floor, and runs limping to the door, throwing it open and stepping out to the street.

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Douglas looks down both directions of the sidewalk, but can see nothing. The street is practically deserted. A few pedestrians cruise the sidewalk, but none are the man in dark clothes. Douglas continues to scan the street, but sees nothing.

douglas (v.o.)

Where have I seen you before?

INT. OFFICE. DAY. Douglas is pacing the office of Alan Richards, as Alan watches, looking weary.

DOUGLAS

The guy had a limp, Alan. I’ve seen him three times in the last month. He was at the crime scene, for Christ’s sake! He has to be involved, somehow! 

ALan

Those are pretty freaky coincidences, Doug. A little too freaky, I gotta admit. But how does he fit in?

douglas

He’s the killer, Alan! That I know, without even a second thought. But who is he? That’s what I’m after. 

(beat)

Where have I seen that guy before?

alan

Wait a minute, Doug – are you saying you recognize this guy? 

douglas

I’m afraid to even think about it…

Alan

(incredulously)

Hold on – are you thinking this guy’s a super?

douglas

There could be some left, Alan.

Alan

It’s impossible, man. They’re all dead and gone. Wouldn’t someone have caught on by now?

douglas

You keep forgetting that I’m still here, Alan. If I managed to live through this, then someone else most definitely could have. The guy’s fast, limp or not. He got away from me twice. He was right in front of me at the coffee shop and I lost him! How could a normal person do that?

alan

I’m getting a little freaked here, Doug. 

douglas

You think I’m having fun with this, Alan?

alan

Well, shit. What are we going to do?

douglas

You are going to do nothing. I’m going to find this piece of shit and do my job.

alan

Are you fucking crazy? You’re going to get yourself killed! If not by this guy, then by the cops or some hard on gangbanger with something to prove! Nobody wants you alive right now, Doug!

douglas

I’m not scared of dying, Alan.

alan

Well, you sure as hell were twenty years ago!

Douglas strides towards Alan, grasps him by the collar and pulls him over the desk. Papers and materials spill onto the floor. Douglas holds his face close.

douglas

Low blow, Alan. Defend me one day, chastise me the next. I was a coward then, but not anymore, got it? Dying would be a blessing after everything I’ve seen. I’m going to find this guy, and I’m going to tear him apart, understand?

Douglas drops Alan to the floor, leaving him gasping for air and choking. Douglas speaks as he walks to the door.

douglas

And if I read one word of anything we’ve talked about in print, I’m going to consider our friendship over. That means that you’re fair game, too. You’d better hope that doesn’t happen, Alan. Thanks for listening.

Douglas slams the door behind him. Alan stares at the door, with a look of disbelief, shock, guilt and pain on his face, with papers all around him.

EXT. STREET. DAY. Douglas is walking with the aid of his cane, his jacket open to reveal body armor underneath. His stride is much stronger. People walk by him, some pause to give him a brief second glance before they walk on. 

INT. TAVERN. NIGHT. Douglas strides into a bar, without the aid of his cane, in full costume – trench coat, fedora, body armor, gloves, boots, utility belt, and dark glasses. His face shows no emotion, his mouth set. The tavern is dark, and dreary country music is playing on a jukebox in the corner. Five scrappy looking men occupy the bar, and a few others occupy tables around the space. As the door to the tavern closes and Douglas moves towards the bar, every person in the bar peers at him with amusement. The bartender walks up to Douglas, a bored expression on his face.

Bartender

What’s up pal. What you need?

douglas 

I need some information.

bartender

This ain’t a tourist dive. Do I look like like a fuckin’ info booth, bub?

Laughter spreads throughout the bar. Douglas doesn’t waver.

douglas

(loudly to the whole bar)

What can anyone tell me about dead hookers?

The laughter dies almost instantly. Douglas slightly tilts his head.

douglas

Or strippers, how about that?

One man stands slowly.

douglas

Or a man with a limp?

Men around the pub begin to slowly file towards the bar and Douglas. The bartender leans toward Douglas.

Bartender

(whisper)

You’re gonna get us all killed, old man.

douglas

Who are you protecting?

The bartender walks away without a word, moving to the back and exiting through a door. The men around the bar have almost reached Douglas. Slowly, he turns around, facing the mass.

douglas

So, who wants a drink? 

A man leaps forward and swings a bottle towards Douglas’ face, breaking it over his head. Douglas immediately crumples to the floor, covering his face as the mob attacks him without mercy. As he lies on the ground, he grasps the leg of one of the men kicking him firmly, freezing all action as his eyes glow intensely. A rumble and paranormal explosion ripples throughout the room, engulfing his attackers, driving them to the floor, where they remain motionless. 

douglas (v.o)

Haven’t done that for a while.

Douglas rises slowly, stumbling, and surveys the bar. He walks towards a random man, bends down and picks him up; as he walks out of the bar with the man over his shoulders, an acoustic instrumental is playing on the jukebox.

INT. OFFICE. NIGHT. Lieutenant McMannis is sitting at his desk, sipping a cup of coffee. A cigarette burns in an ashtray, drifting lines of smoke around him. The phone on his desk RINGS abruptly, causing him to spill coffee on his lap.

Mcmannis

Fuck!

McMannis sets his coffee down as he grabs a napkin, dabbing at his lap. He picks up the receiver.

Mcmannis

Detective McMannis.

DOUGLAS (O.s. PhonE FX)

Update on the killer, McMannis.

Mcmannis

Who am I speaking to?

douglas (O.s. PHONE FX)

Shut up and listen. The Neon District is the key. The killer lives in the area. Trust me.
Mcmannis

This is nothing new, pal.

douglas (O.s. Phone FX)

Listen to me!

(beat)

The killer is a super.

Mcmannis

Are you serious?

Douglas (O.s. PHONE FX)

As a heart attack. People around the area know something, but they’re scared. The main thing is, you need to keep this quiet. Take a look at the past case files – poke around. But keep this quiet. I trust you, Leonard. I still think you want to do the right thing.

Mcmannis

What a minute - who the fuck is this?

douglas (o.s. PHONE FX)

Doug Hartford. We’ve spoken already. You have my number, Detective. Please use it.

McMannis flinches as the line CLICKS, disconnecting. He slowly replaces the receiver and leans back in his chair, staring at the cup of coffee. The cigarette continues to burn as McMannis sits.

INT. HALLWAY. DAY. Detective McMannis strides down a hallway, passing a couple of officers with brief nods, and then stops at a door. He briefly looks over his shoulder before opening the door and stepping into the room. 

INT. POLICE RECORDS ROOM. DAY. McMannis saunters slowly down a row of file cabinets and shelves, looking up and down, then slowly comes to a stop in front of a lone cabinet and opens the top drawer, which is marked “Cold Cases: 2000-present”. He opens the drawer and sifts through, removing several thin files. McMannis closes the door and exits the room.

INT. OFFICE. NIGHT. McMannis is sitting at his desk, pouring over crime scene photos from the files. His tie is unknotted, his hair is messy. A cigarette dangles from his lips. A magnifying glass is in his hand. As he sifts through the photos of the different prostitutes and hookers, he examines the photos with the glass. After a few photos, he stops suddenly. He peers into the magnifying glass at a photo marked “Debra Grayson – 2003”. The photo is wide shot of a dead woman, lying in a pool of blood on a street. As McMannis looks into the magnifying glass, a dark blurry shape resembling a man is in the distance, almost obscured by a tree. The only indications that it is human are two glowing eyes, shining like diamonds. The eyes are tilted, slightly off balance. Mcmannis looks up from the photo, the cigarette all but burned to the filter.

man

Sir?

McMannis tilts his head toward the door suddenly to reveal Detective Lopez standing in the doorway. McMannis stubs out the cigarette quickly, waving his hand to disperse the smoke.

Mcmannis

What is it, Lopez?

lopez

I was just about to check out for the night. You need anything?

Mcmannis

Uh… No, Lopez. Just about to leave myself.

Lopez

All right, then. Good night, sir.

Lopez walks away, whistling softly

Mcmannis

(quietly) 

Yeah…

INT. POLICE DEPARTMENT. NIGHT. Detective McMannis walks to the front door, holding a briefcase. As he exits the building, Detective Lopez steps out from behind a pillar, shadows playing over his face. He stares after McMannis leaving the building.

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. Douglas is staring blankly at the silent television, articles from the murders surround him. A cigarette dangles from his lips. The slow ROAR of rain and thunder courses through the room. Lightning strikes throughout.

douglas (v.O)

I remember watching the news before the war. This is the first time I realized that things were over. Governments in dozens of countries around the world met for a global conference on possible anti-super human measures. Leading the charge was then President of The United States James Campbell. Humanity followed, killing hundreds of super humans and lost thousands of their own. The conference… it signed all of our death warrants.

INT. LARGE SENATE HALL. DAY. Representatives from several countries are giving their rapt attention to President Campbell as he speaks.

PRESIDENT CAMPBELL

(loud and passionately)

Our nations and the world are in a state of dire emergency! These advanced beings are not only a danger to themselves and us, but also the balance of our economies, our environment and our way of life! 

The crowd bursts into applause, standing and CHEERING.

PRESIDENT CAMPBELL

These beings not only live longer than all humans, but they are also reproducing, creating more super humans! There are children in our schools that are not human! There are employees in all fields of work that are not human! There could be people in our governments that are not human! Can we take that chance? I say no!

The crowd CHEERS loudly, POUNDING their fists on the desks in front of them.

President campbell

Our lives mean nothing to these monsters! Civilian deaths around the globe have increased 20 fold since these supers entered our time. They kill more people than they save! We will not stand for it anymore!

(over thundering applause)

It is time to take back our lives, as well as our children’s! It is time to take back our cities, our countries, our world! This world doesn’t belong to super human monsters! It belongs to us!

All of the representatives stand as thunderous applause ENVELOPES the Senate. The President begins to shake hands with men around him, smiling broadly.

EXT. GOVERNMENT BUILDING. DAY. At the site of the world Senate, a huge crowd is standing outside, CHANTING and SHOUTING, waving anti-super signs.

EXT. CITY VIEW. NIGHT. The whole city is in darkness, the only sign of any life are fires that burn in dozens of areas around the city.

douglas (v.O)

The final toll: 6048 super humans, 6,000,000 humans dead, all over the world. The largest death toll of any era.

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. Douglas takes a pull from his cigarette. As he stubs it out in the ashtray, the telephone RINGS. He picks up the receiver, waving away the lingering smoke as he speaks.

douglas

Yeah.

Mcmannis (Phone FX)

Agent Hartford? Detective McMannis here.

douglas 

Detective… uh yes, of course. What can I do for you?

mcmannis (PHONE FX)

Let’s not do this on the phone. I got a bad feeling, here.

douglas

That’s no problem. There’s a coffee shop on Sixth and Warden. I’ll be there in thirty minutes.

mcmannis (PHONE FX)

See you there.

INT. COFFEE SHOP. NIGHT. Detective McMannis is sitting in a booth, stirring sugar into his black coffee. Beside him sits his briefcase, which he eyes warily, while glancing at the front entrance, and his watch. He appears agitated. As he reaches for another sugar packet, he drops several on the floor. Grunting in frustration, he leans down to pick up the packets. As he raises his head eye level, Douglas is sitting across from him, sipping a cup of coffee calmly. McMannis jumps.

Mcmannis

(shocked)

Jesus! 

(loud exhale)

You scared the shit out of me!

Douglas

Sorry about that. Have you been waiting long?

mcmannis 

Yeah, like a half hour! You arranged the place, you know.

douglas

(holding up cane)

Forgot I’m not as spry as I used to be. You look like you’ve been up for days. Are you feeling all right, Detective?

Mcmannis

Honestly? Not even fucking close. I’ve been checking out the case files.

Douglas

What did you find?

Mcmannis 

It looks like nothing I’m sure, but I have this feeling right now that it’s not. Because it’s in all of the case photos. Every one of them.

McMannis opens his briefcase and slides a group of photos towards Douglas. Douglas sifts through them, seeing two glowing orbs and the shape of a man in every photo.

douglas

I see it. What do you think it means?

Mcmannis

My crazy guess is that it’s a man, although I doubt even the FBI photo lab could prove it. I also think that this is our killer. 

douglas

That’s not so crazy. Why was this overlooked? 

Mcmannis

I checked into it. Most of these cases were handled by patrolmen, or several different Detectives. No connection was made, nothing followed up. No interviews. It’s like nobody cared. You had it right. Not one cop thought these girls mattered.

Douglas

You did.

Mcmannis

This is the only case in this string that I’ve even been called on, and that was luck. I answered the wrong phone.

douglas

Whose phone did you answer?

Mcmannis

Detective Lopez. Slick little bastard. 

douglas

Can I see those case files for a second?

McMannis hands the files to Douglas. Douglas looks through them as McMannis lights a cigarette, and sips his coffee.

Douglas

(looking up)

Did you spot this?

mcmannis

What?

douglas

Check it out.

Douglas slides the files to McMannis. McMannis takes a look, pulling on his cigarette.

douglas

Your boy Lopez was the commanding officer on all of those cases.

Mcmannis

(softly)

Except mine.

douglas

Except yours.

Mcmannis

What do you think it means?

Douglas takes a slow sip of coffee, taking his time.

douglas

How well do you know this kid?

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. From a stalking POV, McMannis and Douglas are seen in the window of the coffee shop, talking. The POV moves very slowly closer to the shop. 

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. McMannis exits the coffee shop, lighting a cigarette and holding the door for Douglas. 

Douglas

Thanks.

Mcmannis

Don’t mention it. When should we talk again?

douglas

I’m going to do some investigating of my own. Find out some things about our perp. You do what we talked about, and we’ll meet in a couple of days. Maybe then we can flush this guy out. 

mcmannis

You got it. Take care, Hartford.

douglas

I wouldn’t worry about me.

Mcmannis

See ya.

McMannis turns and begins to walk away, taking a drag of his cigarette. Douglas’ voice calls out.

douglas

Hey, McMannis.

McMannis turns to face Douglas.

Mcmannis

What’s up?

douglas

Are you armed?

McMannis

To the teeth, Hartford. Don’t worry.

douglas

Just be careful, Detective. Watch your back, and keep that gun loaded.

Mcmannis

You got it.

McMannis turns and walks away, as sirens WAIL in the distance, growing increasingly louder. McMannis looks uneasy as he increases his stride.

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Red and blue police lights pour over the entrance of a strip club. Several uniformed officers are in front, directing people around the scene, putting up yellow tape, and interviewing sobbing and incoherent people. Detective McMannis stalks towards the front door, past several officers, arriving at the door. An Officer stands just to the side of the door, looking slightly ill.

Mcmannis

What the fuck is going on here?

Officer 1

It’s a fucking bloodbath in there, sir.

Mcmannis

Step aside.

officer 1

(steps aside)

Sir.

INT. STRIP CLUB. NIGHT. The door of the strip club opens, and Detective McMannis steps into the club, stopping suddenly, as if frozen, his eyes wide. The club is littered with  charred corpses, some still smoking. Blood is splattered throughout the room; on the bar, on the stage, the walls, and the tables. Various singed body parts are scattered throughout the club. Several CSU Officers are taking pictures, bagging body parts, and examining blood stains. Many Detectives are also in the club, talking to the CSU Officers. Detective Lopez breaks away, carefully walking towards McMannis, holding out a pair of gloves.

Lopez

Rough night, huh sir?

McMannis takes the gloves, slipping them on.

mcmannis

It wasn’t – what the hell happened?

Lopez

No way of knowing yet. We’re still as confused as you are at this point. Near as we can tell, it looks like a bomb blast, possibly gang-related. Could be terrorism as well, I’ve got the anti-terror unit en route.
Mcmannis

Any sign of incendiary devices?

Lopez

Nothing, sir.

mcmannis

No bomb, huh? These bodies and limbs are quite intact for that too, wouldn’t you say? 

(beat)

So you think a gang of toughs came in here and ripped people’s limbs off their bodies, and had the time and gall to torch them all? I don’t think so, Lopez. Look at this fucking place. These people were pan seared! No gang in the city fits this M.O!

Lopez

Either way Detective, I’m running on this lead right now. I’m sending some blues down to the hoods to shake some things up. We’re gonna find these animals, sir.

Mcmannis

Then don’t waste any time. This was no gang and you know it.

Lopez

I am in charge of this case, sir. I plan on running this investigation my way, not yours. I was first on the scene, which makes it mine. Check with the chief. You want to look around, I can’t stop you. Just stay out of my way – sir.

Lopez walks away, back to a CSU Officer, and begins to talk to her, examining a bagged arm as he speaks. McMannis walks slowly to a body, staring at Lopez.

INT. HEALTH CLUB. NIGHT. Theresa Jenkins is dressed in sweats, wearing small boxing gloves. She is sparring with TOM KNOWLES, an instructor at the gym. He is a middle aged man, with a strong face and rippling muscles. Sweat drips down Theresa’s face, as she takes a fighting stance, circling with Tom.

Tom

Ok kid, remember what I told you. Wait for it. I’m going to come at you, now. Ready?

Theresa

(nods)

Yeah.

Tom steps off angle then whirls his leg towards Theresa’s shoulder. Theresa weaves and grabs Tom’s leg, and delivers a sharp blow to his shin. He grunts in pain.

Tom

Nice.

Tom jabs Theresa in the stomach with four very quick, hard strikes. Theresa stumbles, releasing Tom’s leg. Tom recovers and resumes his stance. Suddenly, he rushes forward and begins to throw a mix of jabs and hooks, mixed with thrown knees and leg kicks. Theresa deftly blocks every blow. As Tom goes for a windmill punch, Theresa ducks and rains blows to his midsection with rapid fire precision. Tom grunts and falls to one knee. Theresa stops instantly.

Theresa

Sorry, Tom. Are you ok?

Tom, looks up with a good-humored grin.

Tom

Sure, Terry. You just caught me good there. You’re getting better than me now.

Theresa

Serious?

Tom

Yeah, I’d say you could handle yourself pretty well, now. I feel sorry for any poor tough that tries to take your purse.

Theresa 

It’ll never happen.

tom

That’s right, Theresa. That’s right. It’ll never happen. And why?

Theresa 

Because I won’t let them.

Tom

Yes. That’s right. 

(beat)

You’re done. You don’t need me anymore.

theresa

What do you mean?

Tom 

I can still be here for you if you need to talk, but I can’t train you anymore. You’re at my level – better actually, and I have other clients that need me more. And to be honest? They’re a lot more gentle than you.

Theresa

(giggles shyly)

Sorry about that.

Tom

It’s ok. I’m just not getting any younger, you know what I mean?

Theresa

I understand, Tom.

Tom

Help me up, would you darlin’?

Theresa extends her arm, and hoists Tom up.

Tom

Thanks. Now give me hug, and hit the showers. You did good.

Theresa hugs Tom tenderly, resting her head on his chest.

Theresa 

Thanks, Tom – for everything.

Tom

Thank you, kid. You make an old man proud.

EXT. CITY ALLEY. NIGHT. Jiggy and his gang of friends surround a pair of scared trembling young women, laughing. Jiggy is very close to one of the women, leaning in. 

jiggy

Yeah, bitch… Jiggy wants a piece of you. I’ma gives you my whole piece. You want that shit, don’t you…

All of the gang laugh rowdily. The women whimper and moan.

WOMAN 1

Please don’t hurt us…

Jiggy

Fuck yeah, I’ma hurt you! I’ma hurt ya real good.

Jiggy is suddenly alone as he speaks. The women look slightly puzzled.

jiggy

I’ma choke you on it bitch – 

Jiggy stops suddenly, turning his head slowly to look behind him. The alley is empty. His friends are gone.

Jiggy

Yo, what the fuck – 

A hand grabs him by the face, driving him back to the wall. The women scream in shock. Jiggy gags violently, his eyes bulging from their sockets. Douglas is holding his face, his eyes are all that are seen. The shadows and the fedora conceal his face.

douglas

I get the feeling you know some things, son. Is that a fact?

Jiggy simply stares at Douglas.

Douglas

You and your chums have a real good deal here. Anyone helping you out? Maybe some guy with a limp?

Jiggy shakes his head desperately.

douglas

No? What do you know about dead hookers and strippers, slime ball? This is your haunt. You know something. Tell me. 

jiggy

(whining)

Y – y – you dead…

douglas

Once. Not anymore. Now it’s your turn, boy…

Jiggy begins to whimper, shaking his head vehemently.

douglas

Honestly? I don’t want to hold you over the edge of a building and make you talk, because I’d probably drop you before I asked a question. And I’m not a young guy anymore, so it’s real likely you won’t live through the night. But I’ll tell you what. Start telling me what I want to know, or I’ll break all your fingers, starting with the thumbs.

Douglas takes his hand off of Jiggy’s mouth, and grasps his hand tightly. Jiggy remains silent, fearfully looking at the girls, who also appear very frightened. 

jiggy

Look, man – 

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Jiggy’s scream rings out, seconds after, the two girls run out of the alley, whimpering and crying. They rush down the street, holding each other tightly.

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. Douglas opens the door to his apartment, shuffling in. He looks very tired. Speckles of blood are on his face and jacket. He slumps into his chair, and presses the play button on an answering machine beside him. Detective McMannis’s voice plays on the tape.

MCMANNIS (O.s. phone fx)

Hartford, McMannis here. We’ve gotta meet sooner than later. Something’s happened. Get in touch with me right away. I’m not kidding. I’ll be where we met at 1 AM. Hope you’re there.

Douglas presses another button on the machine, looking at his watch. He slowly stands up, and walks towards the bathroom.

INT. COFFEE SHOP. NIGHT. Douglas walks into the coffee shop, seeing McMannis sitting at a table sipping a cup of coffee, holding a cigarette. Used sugar packets are strewn on the surface of the table. Several cigarette butts are in an ashtray, one still smoking. McMannis gestures him over agitatedly. Douglas stops at the counter and motions for a cup of coffee politely. After receiving his coffee, he walks to McMannis, sitting at the table.

Douglas

It’s only been a few hours, Detective. Don’t tell me you’ve found something this quick.

mcmannis

I think our boy struck again.

douglas

You’re serious?

Mcmannis

In a big way. You haven’t watched the news?

douglas

No, I was out running down a possible lead… I didn’t get the chance. What the hell happened?

mcmannis

You won’t hear all of it on the news, but eighteen people were massacred in a strip club in the Neon. 

Douglas

(flabbergasted)

So… many? How? Why? What – 

Mcmannis

They were scorched, man – all of them. Smoking bodies all over. But no bomb. The blast zone was quite contained, too.

douglas

Holy shit… any leads?

Mcmannis

Dick, right now. Something’s nagging me, though. Time of death for everyone was approximately 9 PM. That was right before you and I left this shop earlier. Putting it together?

douglas

He knew we were here…

mcmannis

That’s my thinking. So not only do we know that we’re on the right track, we also know that this guy’s ballsy. But he also knows we’re on his tail. We were both here during the murders. The only people looking for this guy. Perfect time to act, I guess. Send us a message. Lopez has to be involved in this somehow, by the way.

douglas

You’re certain?

mcmannis

As certain as I can be. Look at the previous cases. And how ‘bout the fact that he was first on the scene for the strip club massacre? He’s got every cop in the city looking at gangs, thinking it was a group of thugs. 

douglas

He may not be far off…… I think this guy’s got some thugs under his thumb.

Mcmannis

Take my word for it Doug, these people were ripped apart. This was not the work of a normal human.

Douglas

I don’t deny that. But I did some sleuthing myself. Talked to some Neon hoods, asking about the man with the limp, the dead girls.

Mcmannis

And?

douglas

Well, after some light interrogation, I got the name of a seedy night spot on the edge of the Neon called the 187. Heard this guy’s been there a few times. Sort of like a fucked up regular that everyone is afraid of. It may be worth checking out.

Mcmannis

So, what do we do?

douglas

You still want to find this guy?

mcmannis 

I may have been a lazy cop my whole life, but I’m not a bad cop. I’m not dirty, either. I don’t like anyone dying in my city. I want to help you take this guy down.

douglas

All right. I think you need to keep an eye on this Lopez kid. Start tailing him, keeping tabs on him. I’ll take the bar, stake it out, and see if I can spot our perp. You got a cell phone?

Mcmannis

Yeah.

They both jot down their numbers on a piece of paper, sliding them across the table.

Douglas

In the meantime, try and sleep. I think we’ve got a long few days ahead of us.

mcmannis

I’m not sure if I can sleep after seeing what that animal did. 

douglas

We all have nightmares, Detective… sometimes we never wake up.
INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. Douglas is lying in bed, sleeping fitfully. Images of heroes and villains, battles, and deaths are flashing throughout.

douglas (V.O.)

That night, I dreamed of times of triumph, tragedy, and despair. Of friends I lost, enemies I gained. But I also dreamed of a killer I may have met once. A killer that may have been a villain all his life, or a hero that has destroyed his mind and lost everything he once fought for.

INT. EMERGENCY ROOM. DAY. The room is packed to the gills as  Theresa Jenkins walks quickly into the emergency room, wearing headphones around her neck and sipping from a Styrofoam cup of coffee. She passes JENNY SINGLETON at the admissions desk, who seems to be taking a much needed coffee break, although she is gulping her coffee quickly. 

Theresa

Hey Jenny, are you ok?

Jenny

Are you kidding? I’ve been here all night. There was a huge massacre at a strip club in the Neon District, not mention all of the other usual rapes and murders that occur in this shitty town.

theresa

Oh, I’m sorry babes… You should go home. Get some sleep.

jenny

I’m off in an hour - Don’t worry. It just blows that I have to be back less than eight hours from now.

theresa

Hey, take your time. I’ll cover your shift for the first few hours so you can get some rest.

Jenny

Thanks, Terry. Good luck in there. This is the first minute I’ve had to myself the entire night.

theresa

It’s been that bad?

Jenny

This city never stops dying…

INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY. DAY. Theresa is holding a tray of food, walking with another nurse. Theresa turns to the nurse.

Theresa

So this guy was at that club last night?

Nurse

Yes - poor soul. One of the few survivors. It’s good that you’re taking care of him. He needs a friendly presence. His vitals are fine, but what he’s seen has obviously traumatized him. He’s catatonic right now.

Theresa 

Well, I’ll do what I can.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM. DAY.. Theresa walks into the room, smiling cheerfully. She sets the tray down on a table next to the table.

Theresa

Good morning, Mr. Hill. How are you feeling today? Any pain, discomfort? 

MR. HILL does not respond, he simply stares. He is a seedy looking middle-aged man. There is drool running down his mouth, which Theresa wipes away.

theresa

I know you’ve had a rough night, Mr. Hill, but you’re safe now. Nobody’s going to hurt you. We want you to feel better. I’m going to refill this water.

Theresa grasps a plastic bottle and turns to the bathroom. Mr. Hill’s arm shoots up, clutching her arm. She gasps, looking at Hill. His eyes are bulging, and his lips twitch.

HILL

(whispers)

T-th-they… were burning.

theresa

(shocked)

What? 

Mr. Hill begins to scream and struggle, pulling desperately at Theresa, who screams and struggles. A nurse and doctor rush in, trying to pry Hill’s hand from Theresa’s arm.

HILL

HE MADE US BURN! HE MADE ALL OF US BURN! THEY WERE BURNING! THEY WERE BURNING! THEY WERE BURNING! 

INT. COFFEE SHOP. NIGHT. Douglas and Detective McMannis are sitting at a table, sipping coffee. Douglas drags on a cigarette, looking weary. 

douglas

So – Lopez. Anything on this kid?

mcmannis

I tailed him all day, he gave me nothing. It was almost like he was trying to be boring. Maybe he made me.

douglas

Think so?

mcmannis

It’s possible. I’m good, but I may have made a mistake. I’ll stay on him, see if he slips. I did check on some street snitches I know; kids that give me tips now and then.  

Douglas

Anything worthwhile?

mcmannis

All second hand kind of stuff, but it appears that Lopez may be involved in more than a  few shady activities. Drug running, money laundering, blah, blah, blah. My guess is that he’s either just a dirty cop – which is nothing new on this force, or he’s in deep with this killer, and possibly an accessory. That’s all I know so far. Anything at 187 today?

Douglas

You want to know what I found out at 187?

mcmannis

Well, yeah.

douglas

Lousy beer, shady clientele. That’s about it. The place is a hole. Not much activity. This weekend might yield something, but…

mcmannis

We’ll see. Lopez could lead me right to that bar. You never know, he may have been there before, too. Oh yeah – one thing - it might be nothing…

douglas

What is it?

mcmannis

Why were the girls all red heads?
Douglas

Wish I knew…
INT. HALLWAY. NIGHT. Douglas is walking down the hall towards his apartment. He stops slowly. Standing outside of his door is Theresa Jenkins.

douglas

What are you doing here?

Theresa 

You remember me?

douglas

I’m not senile, kid. I remember you. Answer my question. How did you find me?

THERESA

Can we talk about this inside?

douglas

I don’t let people in my apartment.

theresa

Doug, I already know things that nobody else knows about you. Would it kill you to let me in so we can talk, maybe have some coffee like normal people?

Douglas sighs heavily. He opens his door with his key, gesturing for Theresa to enter. She timidly walks in the apartment.

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. Douglas walks into his kitchen, leaving Theresa in the living room, flicking on lamps as he moves. The apartment is dimly lit, casting shadowy warmth, only broken by the neon red light flooding part of the apartment.

douglas

Make yourself at home.

Theresa

Thank you.

douglas

What can I get you? Coffee, tea? Or do you like stronger stuff?

Theresa

Actually, I don’t really drink coffee. I was just trying to get you to talk to me.

douglas

Scotch it is.

As Douglas removes a bottle from a cupboard, and two glasses from another, Theresa looks around the living room. She examines the memorabilia and souvenirs with a curious eye. As she turns, Douglas is holding one of the glasses out. She accepts the glass and sips it slowly.

douglas

Feel better?

Theresa

What do you mean?

douglas

I’d be willing to guess you had a rough day, given last night’s violence.

theresa

You know what I do?

douglas

I know a few things about you, Theresa. I’m not stupid. Old instincts are hard to kick. 

Theresa

There - was a survivor from that club in my section today. I don’t know why, but after seeing that, I had to find you.

douglas

What happened?

Theresa

“They were burning. They were burning.” Over and over. Screaming it right in my face. The guy was catatonic one minute, then grabs my arm and starts screaming and going crazy. That didn’t seem normal. It took me back to the talk we had last time.

douglas

What about it?

theresa 

When I asked you if there were any more… like you.

douglas

And you think…

theresa

That everyone was wrong. 

douglas

Huh…… you’re a smart kid.

Theresa

Well – my parents are dead, and I’ve been on my own for a long time. You have to take care of yourself.

douglas

Is that why you take combat courses?

Theresa

(taken aback)

How do you know all of this? Have you been following me?

Douglas

Keep in mind, you still haven’t told me how you found my apartment.

Theresa appears embarrassed. 

douglas

I didn’t follow you. I know things because my mind is stronger than most. I can know things about humans that even they don’t know. It just hasn’t been easy lately, dealing with all of the thoughts. 

theresa

Then how did you know all of that about me?

Douglas

I guess we have a bond, kid. Cheers.

Douglas CLINKS his glass against Theresa’s. Theresa sips her drink, peering at Douglas as he lights a cigarette. Neon red pours over his face. Theresa continues to stare at Douglas.

theresa

I want to help you.

Douglas looks at her sharply.

douglas

I’m sorry?

theresa

You heard me. I want to help you find this guy.

douglas

Leave it to the police, Theresa.

Theresa 

Yeah, like you have? There’s blood on your boots, your sleeve. You’ve got matchbooks from every strip club and brothel in the Neon District on your table, not to mention the fact that you apparently caused a huge raucous at a bar a couple of weeks ago. It made the papers. The guy fit your description, Douglas. That may be a coincidence, but I doubt it.

douglas

All right Theresa, let’s say that you’re right about all of this. That I’m on a crusade to find a super human killer. A killer that has murdered fifteen women in the last five years. A killer that may have slaughtered as many as twenty-six more in the last three months alone – let’s not forget any other victims we don’t know about. Let’s say you’re right. Do you really think that I would put you in harm’s way, knowing all of this?

theresa

I can take care of my self.

douglas

Sure you can. Like you did when I met you.

theresa

(defiantly)

That was then. I can fight now. I learned. You should know.

douglas

It’s not enough, Theresa.

theresa

What is enough, Doug? I’ve been scared my entire life! I’m not anymore. I’m done running. But I’ll tell you this – I’m scared for everyone else. I’m scared that this city is on a terrible path. I can’t let that happen. I’ve gone through too much for that to happen. I have to protect what I’ve strived for.

Douglas sighs, taking a sip of his drink. He walks to the window, looking out. 

douglas

(quietly)

I can’t do it, Theresa. I’m sorry.

Theresa stares at Douglas for a moment, then stands. She finishes her drink, then sets it down on a table. She exits the apartment without a word. Douglas continues to stare out the window.

douglas (V.O.)

She sounds just like a hero…

INT. CAR. NIGHT. Douglas sits in a car, peering at the door of the 187 night club. A doorman stands at the entrance, energized. Men and women enter and exit intermittently, most of them drunk. Some are outside smoking. Douglas is smoking as well, looking slightly bored. Suddenly, he sits up straight, the cigarette dangling from his lips. There is activity at the entrance; everyone appears to be speaking animatedly, many slip inside the club. Some stand outside, looking down the street and in Douglas’ direction. Douglas retrieves his phone from his pocket, dialing a number.

douglas

McMannis. Hartford. Look, you should get down here, man. Something’s happening. 

INT. POLICE CAR. NIGHT. McMannis is on his phone, driving slowly. Three cars ahead of him is Lopez, driving slowly. Traffic is congested, and many cars are HONKING. 

Mcmannis

What is it?

INT. CAR. NIGHT. Douglas continues to watch the club, as the doorman steps inside slowly.

douglas

Well, either I’ve been made, or our perp is about to show up. Fights at this bar don’t get this reaction, they’re too common. Either way, I think you should get down here. I need back up.

INT. POLICE CAR. NIGHT. McMannis continues to drive, flicking on his turn signal.

mcmannis

Okay, Hartford, I’m on my way. Ten minutes. Hang in there.

INT. CAR. NIGHT. Douglas stares at the bar, as the lights in the windows and outside go out.

Douglas

Just get down here as fast as –

Two huge hands grab hold of Douglas’ collar, pulling him through the open window of his car. 

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Douglas lands on the pavement hard, grunting in pain. As he rises to his feet, he looks around to see at least fifteen men, surrounding his car and him, looking slightly nervous. Some hold pipes, boards, and bats. Others stand further back, with fists clenched.

douglas

Is there a problem here, guys?

The mob very slowly moves forward toward Douglas.

douglas

I know what you’re thinking. Guy sitting in a car outside your place for hours, smoking cigarettes, watching things; you’re thinking cop, am I right?

The mob surges closer.

douglas

Well, I’m not a cop. I’m just a pervert drunk. I can’t pleasure my own wife, so I come down here for a good time. Sound familiar to anyone?

(points to one of the thugs)

You, maybe?

(beat)

No?

(beat)

Okay, how about we just let me get out of here and try my luck somewhere else. I don’t want to hurt anyone.

A man rushes to Douglas, swinging a pipe. Douglas grasps the pipe, and delivers a huge blow to the man’s throat, heaving him to the ground. Another man attempts a roundhouse punch. Douglas ducks and drives his foot into the man’s shin. A tearing CRUNCH rings out, and the man SCREAMS in agony. Douglas turns to see two men running to him at once. As they reach him, he raises his arms, driving his fists into their chests, his fists and eyes glowing mystically. A bat SHATTERS across Douglas’ back, and he grunts, staggering forward, right into the fist of another man. Douglas slumps to one knee, looking up as another man cocks his fist. A hand grasps the man’s wrist, twisting it with an audible CRACK. The man screams in pain, falling to the ground. A person dressed in a black combat suit and mask is standing in front of Douglas, shielding him from the mob. Douglas winces in pain, trying to focus.

douglas

W-w-who –

Three men rush at the person, swinging their fists. The person blocks several blows before pummeling the men with fists, dropping them to the ground. Two men rush at the stranger. One is dropped with a roundhouse kick, but the other grabs the stranger’s shoulders, roughly, ripping the combat mask off, revealing Theresa, struggling for footing.

douglas

(whispers)

You?

Theresa

DOUG!

Theresa plunges her fist into the face of the man holding her, spraying blood and teeth, dropping the man. One man rushes Theresa and shoves her roughly, sending her sprawling. The others close in.

theresa

DOUG!

Douglas stares in panic. The men are almost upon her.

douglas

(whispers)

We can never go back… 

Douglas extends his hand slowly as Theresa struggles with the men. As he strains to reach her, his eyes begin to radiate energy. His hand suddenly bursts with a bolt of energy, rippling from his hand and enveloping the men around Theresa, shaking them violently, and finally dropping them to the ground. Theresa staggers to her feet, then rushes to Doug, putting her arms around him.

Theresa

Doug, are you ok?

douglas

(whispers)

We can never go back… we can never go back…

Theresa holds him close.

MCMANNIS(O.s.)

Hartford?

Theresa turns to see Detective McMannis, standing outside of his car, looking thunderstruck. As Douglas slowly fades away, he SEES Theresa look up as McMannis approaches swiftly.

INT. OFFICE. NIGHT. Alan Richards is sitting at his desk, pouring over a headline that reads ‘Mystery Man Thwarts Crime Again’. What little hair he has is tousled, his glasses are slid down low on his nose. A KNOCK sounds on his door as he looks up, standing. A young man named JONATHAN TRASK enters, clearly energized, holding a piece of paper.

Jonathan

Chief –

alan

Let me guess – our ‘mystery man’ again?

jonathan

Fuckin’ right. But that’s not all. I just got word from a department source that an ‘unexplainable visual incident’ occurred in the area of a huge brawl in front of 187 in the Neon District. Guess what else was sighted?

Alan

Wild guess – Tall guy, trench coat, fedora, body armor?

Jonathan

Not just that – there was someone else.

Alan

What?

Jonathan

Smaller guy. Could have been a woman, hard to tell – black body armor, face mask, whole combat suit thing. This person was helping our boy.

alan

(quietly)

No shit…

jonathan

I want to go page one with this for tomorrow. It’s too late for tonight’s, but this’ll hold. Do I have the go ahead? 

Alan

Sure – wait. Put it on two.

Jonathan

Are you serious?

Alan walks around the desk to Jonathan, putting his hand on his shoulder, herding him out slowly but reassuringly.

alan

Yes, Jonathan. Look. I want page one for me. I’ve got something I’ve gotta get off my chest. Trust me it’ll make a fine intro piece. Got it? 

jonathan

Sure chief, but – 

Alan

(firmly)

Good. You’ll have it tomorrow night, before you print. Good night, Jonathan.

Alan closes the door even as Jonathan protests again, cutting him off. He turns slowly, then slowly swaggers back to his desk, sitting and exhaling. He opens a drawer and removes a canister of pills, popping two into his mouth, swallowing them dry. He looks at the screen of his computer. It’s open to a word processor, a blank page open, the cursor blinking.

alan

(softly)

Holy shit, Doug…

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. Douglas is fading back into consciousness, HEARING hazily.

mcmannis (o.s.)

This is fucked, I gotta call someone…

THERESA (o.s.)

Put that phone down!

Douglas fades away, back into slumber.

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. Douglas fades back into consciousness. He hazily sees McMannis and Theresa talking quietly, McMannis pacing the room.

mcmannis

But how do we know, Theresa?

theresa

We don’t…

Douglas fades away, back into slumber.

INT. APARTMENT. DAY. As Douglas slowly wakes up, it is revealed that they are in his apartment. Theresa’s voice FADES IN. Her face is also slowly revealed. 

Theresa

Doug? Are you ok?

douglas

Am I dead yet?

theresa

(giggles)

No, you’re ok. Just a couple of bruises. The Detective and I were a little worried.

Douglas peers around Theresa to reveal Detective McMannis, raising himself from Douglas’ chair. McMannis glumly raises his hand in greeting. He doesn’t appear very happy.

Mcmannis

We’ve got a lot to talk about, Doug.

douglas

(sighs)

Yes, I suppose we do. What exactly happened?

Mcmannis

You shot fuckin’ death rays from your arms, Hartford!

theresa

(firmly)

And saved my life, by the way. Again.

Mcmannis

That’s true, I guess.

Douglas struggles to get to his feet, with the help of Theresa.

Douglas

Well, I’m sorry you had to see that, Detective.

Mcmannis

You’re sorry? You’re sorry - that doesn’t really help here, Doug! I put my job on the line to pursue a crazy psychotic super human, and find out that you are a super human, and you’ve been lying to me from the start! This girl is the only thing that stopped me from calling the fellow blues and having them drag your ass to the gas chamber!

douglas

Listen, McMannis, just let me – 

mcmannis

Save it! I know a few things, Doug: You’re superhuman, you’re a liar, a criminal, and you live in the Neon District. You’re the same guy as our killer. 

douglas

(shocked)

What?

mcmannis

I know you couldn’t be our perp, but you’re the same guy, in the end, aren’t you? Why should I listen to -

douglas

Cause I’m a fucking super hero, that’s why!

McMannis looks confused, and shocked.

douglas

That didn’t sound right. Look - I’ve lived in solitude for years now, McMannis. Living a quiet, lonely existence. I have never taken an innocent life. In my whole life and career, I’ve killed two people. And that was more than thirty years ago. Those guys threatened our very world. I’ve been a weak man all of my life, trying not to fight, to avoid courage; avoiding my past and afraid to confront my future. The simple fact remains – I am a super hero. I am not like anyone else. I have more power, strength; I am under a certain obligation to use those abilities to protect myself and mankind, as well as the world. This city is my world right now, as much as it is yours and Theresa’s. I would risk everything – my solitude, my identity, my life; to ensure that this man never kills again, and this city returns to a haven of peace and security. I’ve done it for years before you were born, and I plan to continue until I die. We understand each other?

McMannis stares at Douglas. He turns to look at Theresa.

Mcmannis

What do I do now, Theresa? The guy just gave me this huge speech. Do I still arrest him? I’m confused as hell.

theresa

Let’s get some scotch. Talk this out.

She turns and enters the kitchen, rummaging in cupboards. Douglas and McMannis continue to look at each other. Douglas lights a cigarette, continuing to stare.

douglas

Being super human is still illegal, McMannis. What are you going to do?

Mcmannis

Let’s just have some scotch. I’m sure you’ve got some good stories to tell. You’ve piqued my interest. And this guy’s still out there. In fact, check out that newspaper behind you.

Douglas turns to see today’s paper. The headline reads: “CITY SEX WORKERS CONTINUE TO DIE – WHEN WILL POLICE ACT?” The byline reads: “Three escorts murdered last night as police continue to look the other way”.

douglas (V.O.)

Alan. Peaceful protest… through the media. Harmless enough, but this won’t make him any friends. He may be in some danger…

Douglas turns back to McMannis, who is now holding a glass of scotch. The bottle of scotch sits on the coffee table beside him. Theresa has sat down beside him, holding two glasses, extending one to Douglas. He accepts it.

douglas

So he distracts us, separates us, get us confused. Focused on that bar while he kills again.

mcmannis

Think it’s a coincidence that I left Lopez to help you and another few girls get killed?

douglas

Could be, but it seems fishy.

mcmannis

Right. Thing is, this guy Lopez could have a real screw loose, if he’s our perp. I don’t think it’s as simple as just turning him in. Also, we have no proof. I’d be laughed out of a job.

McMannis stops to light a cigarette. 

theresa

If Lopez isn’t the perp, how does this guy have a Police Detective under his thumb? It doesn’t seem possible. Society doesn’t let guys like Doug live these days. Why would Lopez be any different?

Mcmannis

It’s gotta be greed - pure and simple. This guy may have a good bankroll. Threw some dollars Lopez’s way, and made sure no cop got close to his trail. 

douglas

Except you. 

Mcmannis

Yeah.

douglas

And you met me that night.

mcmannis

Sure.

douglas

It’s weird… The perp obviously seems to have some gang contacts close by, too. Theresa; you were attacked by gang members. That’s how you and I met, eventually.

theresa

Yeah…

Douglas pauses, furrowing his brow. He appears confused.

Mcmannis

What?

douglas

Doesn’t it almost seem… as if this killer has somehow managed to orchestrate all of this from the start?

theresa

Whoa…

mcmannis

Huh.

douglas

I mean, this guy’s been killing for five years, maybe more. Nobody noticed. 

(points at McMannis)

You were kept out of the loop, and were none the wiser; I was in isolation, and Lopez made damn sure this was kept out of the TV News… 

Then all of a sudden a girl in my building is murdered. You answer the wrong phone. Lopez probably wasn’t even near his phone. The killer made sure you worked that case. And you met me.

McMannis is engaged, looking slightly nervous. Theresa sips her scotch, peering at Douglas.

douglas

Theresa, you were attacked a short time after. I of course tried to save you –

Theresa

You did save me.

douglas

Ok. Anyway, you found me afterwards. We talked. You started taking combat classes. I bullied McMannis into this investigation. All the while, more deaths. Taunting us, distracting us, and almost driving us to where we are now. It’s almost as if we were brought together in some sort of sick design. This perp seems to want us to find him.

Mcmannis

What, like some sick hero standoff?

douglas

I guess – what do I really know? The guy’s obviously a fucking loon.

theresa 

That much seems clear… I wouldn’t count out Lopez either. Just hearing what Detective McMannis told me, makes me a little afraid of what this guy will do.

douglas

Right. By the way, I forgot that I need to thank you for saving my life.

Theresa

Who, me?

douglas

Yes, you. You did good out there. I was impressed. You have no fear – you fought like a true warrior.

(beat)

I’m sorry I wouldn’t let you help.

theresa

But you will now, right?

doulgas

Well it looks like I can’t say no to you, Theresa. You’ll just ignore me, like you did last night.

Theresa sheepishly sips her scotch. McMannis rests his hand on her arm.

Mcmannis 

Go easy on her, Doug. I only caught the tail end unfortunately, but she did save your ass. I’ve never seen fighting like that, kid.

theresa

Thanks.

There is a brief pause, as all of them sip their scotch. Douglas plays his fingers around his glass, looking at Theresa and McMannis.

douglas

So, what happens now?

mcmannis

I’m not going to turn you in, Hartford. You can un-pucker your asshole.

douglas

Sorry. 

(beat)

I appreciate that, Leonard.

Mcmannis

Look - I want to catch this guy just as much as you guys do. And believe me when I say this city needs someone like you, Doug. Someone that will help those who can’t be helped. I just which I would have acted sooner…

douglas

I think we’re all to blame, Detective. Humanity and the super human alike.

mcmannis

Take a seat Doug, let’s talk.

Douglas eases into another chair.

MCMANnis

It seems pretty clear that you may know this guy from your past somehow. Either he was a guy you fought with, or a guy you fought against. Now I know I’m playing cop here, but I think you need to tell me what you might know about this guy.

douglas

I’ve been trying to think about those days for the last couple of months. I guess it’s time to get it all out. It seems so long ago, but I’m starting to remember so much now…

theresa

What do you remember?

(beat)

Tell us your story, Douglas. Please.

The room’s tone seems to dim slightly as McMannis and Theresa ease into their seats, immersed. 

Douglas

It was… God, it was great… people worshipped us. We all loved it, but now it feels just wrong. But… we helped people, didn’t we? In the end it made no difference. It destroyed us all… and even though humans loved us at times, it was the hardest journey we all had ever taken. From the day we were born, many of us fought every day to stay alive…

On the table beside McMannis, the bottle of scotch sits almost full, as cigarette smoke trails around the bottle. 

(BEGIN FLASHBACK SEQUENCE)

EXT. SCHOOLYARD. DAY. A young Douglas Hartford is being bullied by three older and larger boys. Tears are streaming down his face, as the older boys sneer and continue to shove him back and forth between them.

douglas (v.O.)

Like a great many hero stories, mine stemmed from abuse. Constantly enduring bullying in school, I finally released, accidentally changing the path of my life forever, and inviting more enemies into my life…

bully 1

Aw, little fartford wants us to stop. Isn’t that right you little pussy…

bully 2

The little shit’s cryin’, man! That’s priceless!

douglas

(whimpering)

Please, guys… stop…

The older boys laugh uproariously, slapping each other playfully. One of them steps forward, clasping Douglas by the collar of his shirt.

bully 1

I’m tired of your bawlin’ fartford… think it’s time we took care of that problem…

Douglas’ eyes begin to slowly glow, shimmering with his tears and orange light.

douglas

(softly)

Please… leave me alone… 

All of the older boys begin to laugh again, all the while Douglas’ eyes glow brighter, enveloping his face in orange light. The bully holding him looks at him very strangely; then a huge blast of orange light hurls him backwards into his two friends, knocking them all to the ground. Douglas’ eyes continue to glow, yet he stands still, strangely serene. Two of the boys rise, terrified, they look down at their friend, who is twitching rapidly. 

douglas (v.O.)

We moved shortly after that…

EXT. GRASSY BACKYARD. NIGHT. Douglas at age seventeen sits on a patio chair, looking at a dog with kind eyes. As the dog gazes at him, Douglas’ eyes glow softly. The dog’s eyes glow suddenly, as it sits, lies down, and rolls over. Douglas’s eyes stop glowing, and he smiles gently, rubbing the dog’s stomach softly.

douglas (v.o.)

I stayed off the radar for a long time, slowly learning what my powers consisted of. What my limits were, what I could be capable of. I always thought I could help people rather than hurt them. Violence was never my way.

INT. CLASSROOM. DAY. A large group of students and one professor are huddled together in the corner of a classroom. A young man is brandishing a gun, and screaming at them loudly. His eyes are red-rimmed, his skin is pale, and he is covered in sweat.

douglas (v.o.)

In college, I finally stepped off the ledge. I stumbled on something before security, the police, everyone. After it was over, I began to think that maybe there was something I could do to make the curse worthwhile. I wanted to save lives…

As the students cower and the young man waves the gun frantically, through the glass door, Douglas comes to view slowly.

INT. HALLWAY. DAY. Douglas is looking in the classroom. His eyes widen slightly, and he moves out of sight of the doorway, panic stricken. He is wearing a long coat and a hooded sweatshirt. He begins to walk down the hall, then stops, quickly looking back into the classroom. He appears to contemplate, then resolutely pulls up his hood, and turns up the collar on the coat.

INT. CLASSROOM. DAY. The young man is screaming at the students and professor, training his gun on them. He cocks his gun powerfully. All of the hostages scream suddenly. The door to the classroom buckles inward, revealing Douglas. Before anyone reacts, a bolt of orange shoots from Douglas’ hands, enveloping the gunman, then dropping him to the floor. The hostages look at Douglas in awe. Douglas’ face is not seen, but he stands with his eyes glowing, casting a soft glow onto the faces of the hostages. Douglas holds up his hands slowly, then walks out of the room, casting a glow as he walks.

Douglas (v.o.)

Luckily, I graduated a week after.

INT. LIQUOR STORE. NIGHT. Douglas is ringing up a young male customer, discreetly watching all of the customers in the store. A man is watching a young woman pick out a bottle of wine from across the store with a predatory look in his eyes. Douglas focuses his attention on the man, handing the young customer his change.

douglas (v.o.)

I moved to the city after my parents died, and took up a place in the center of downtown. I worked at a liquor store to pay the rent, but I would always watch everyone around me, looking for evil wherever I roamed, and finding it in droves… 

EXT. ALLEY. NIGHT. The young woman from the liquor store is on her back, struggling with the man from the liquor store. He is attempting to rip her clothes, and is running his hands over her body. Two glowing hands suddenly grasp him by the head, lifting him from the ground, and causing him to gasp and whine as the woman crawls backwards, Douglas is holding the man by his head. The man shakes violently, then drops to the ground as Douglas removes his hands. The woman cries out, and trembles on the ground. Douglas slowly walks to her, removing his coat, holding it out. The woman begins to cry.

douglas

(softly)

It’s okay, I’m not going to hurt you. You’re going to be all right.

Douglas wraps the lady in the coat and helps her to her feet gingerly. As they walk down the alley toward the bright city lights, the woman is resting her head on his shoulder. Douglas holds her around her waist soothingly.

INT. TAVERN. NIGHT. Douglas walks into a tavern. Three armed men are aiming guns at the bartender. As the door closes, all of them turn to face Douglas, pointing their guns at him. As the guns fire, Douglas ducks, driving his fists into the ground. As the bullets fly over him, the floor rumbles with orange fragments of energy that ripples toward the men, enveloping them in orange flame. The men crumple to the ground, cowering and whining.

douglas (v.O.)

I found out that there was an endless amount of human evil to in the world. Men, women and children were hurting each other every day. I still yearned for someone like me to join me in my fight, but I hadn’t found anyone yet. When I did finally discover that I was not the only one with a gift, it was the first time I almost died… the ultimate test. When super humans became part of the world we live in.

EXT. NEWSTAND. DAY. A group of four people are reading newspapers and excitedly talking.

douglas (v.O.)

News of the “mystery man” that had saved all of these people began to circulate. People were buzzing. Nobody had ever heard of something like me. But it was only a matter of time before somebody tracked me down. Elite Force was essentially created that day.

EXT. CITY STREET. DAY. Douglas is walking down a street, holding a bag of groceries. He stops suddenly, looking a across the street as a man yells in surprise, struggling with another young man with long dark hair and a bold face, who is choking him roughly. Douglas drops his groceries and dashes across the street, grabbing hold of the assaulter’s arm. The man stops, glares at Douglas, and turns to the man he is still holding.

man

I think you’ve outlived your purpose, now.

Without warning, the stranger twists his hand, breaking his victim’s neck. The man falls to the ground. Simultaneously, the stranger turns to Douglas. His eyes glow blue as his mouth opens. A huge wave of blue energy erupts from his mouth, rippling the air, and sending Douglas reeling. He flies backwards and falls to the ground, his hair and clothes singed and smoking. The stranger smiles cruelly, and leaps through the air, landing on top of Douglas, standing over him. Douglas winces in pain, looking up at the man. The stranger continues to grin intensely.

man

You can call me Blue Inferno, asshole. So you’re the guy trying to save the city…

douglas

Why… why did you kill that man? He did nothing to you…

blue Inferno

Don’t you get it? We shouldn’t save these people! We take what we want, lives if necessary! We were made better for a reason! We are the next step of human being, you can’t deny that! I do this because I can! And you are obviously not powerful enough to stop me! You’re the only one standing in the way of what I want.

Douglas begins to laugh, wheezing with the pain. Blue Inferno glares with contempt.

blue inferno

Something funny?

douglas

(chuckling in pain)

Your cute little code name… it’s fucking… bad…

Blue Inferno scowls and his eyes brim with blue light. He begins to open his mouth, blue energy emanating from his lips. Douglas’ own eyes begin to glow, as he looks up. Without warning, the hilt of a sword strikes Blue Inferno in the temple, staggering him. Then a beam of prismatic light washes over Blue Inferno’s body throwing him off of Douglas and into a row of garbage cans. Douglas grimaces. A hand reaches down to Douglas. Douglas looks up to see a man wearing a bold blue body suit. A facemask with red and white stripes covers his head.

hero 1

Looks like you might need some help, pal.

Douglas takes the man’s hand, and rises to his feet slowly. Looking towards the fallen garbage cans, he sees a young red-haired girl in a red body suit accented with golden glasses and arm bands.  She is creeping in the direction of Blue Inferno, who has slowly risen to his feet, glowering in pure rage. His eyes are glowing blue. Debris from the street begins to rise and hover around him. Douglas turns to the man in blue, bewildered.

douglas

Who are you?

hero 1

Call me Patriot. The lady over there is Rune. But we can talk later. Something tells me we don’t have the time right now.

Patriot’s back is slowly bathed in blue light. Douglas’ eyes widen. He leaps for Patriot.

douglas

Down!

Douglas hits Patriot, taking him to the ground as a field of blue flame propels over them. Rune is crouched low, a look of astonishment on her face. They all turn to look at Blue Inferno, who no longer resembles a man at all. He is surrounded by blue fire, his body completely white energy. He slowly walks in the three heroes’ direction.

blue inferno

YOU’RE DEAD! EVERY LAST ONE OF YOU!

The heroes ready themselves. Blue Inferno roars in rage, and surges towards the heroes, blinding them all in blue light. Orange light surges from Douglas, reflecting off the blade of Patriot as Rune’s wrists glow, shooting prismatic energy toward Blue Inferno. An AERIAL SHOT shows a wall of orange light surging over the blue light, washing the frame in white light, then just the heroes standing  unyielding and Blue Inferno, lying still. The heroes slowly approach the villain’s motionless body as sirens WAIL, approaching steadily.

douglas (v.o.)

I was no longer alone… 

INT. APARTMENT. DAY. Douglas, three other men, and one woman are gathered around a thrifty dining room table in what appears to be a modest two bedroom apartment. Maps of the city adorn one wall, photos of villains another, yet another occupied with computer and communications equipment. Crates and boxes occupy several corners, some with “poison” symbols, and others with “flammable”. The heroes are pointing at a map of the city, talking spiritedly. One of them strides to the computers.

douglas (v.O.)

Elite Force, the most powerful super human group, was formally established in 1960. At our prime, Elite Force was usually called when a nation or the world itself was being threatened. 

PATRIOT is shown; in a navy blue body suit, with a red and white striped face mask, His eyes are a piercing blue in the sea of red and white. Attached to his back is a mighty sword, double edged with an eagle handle.

douglas (V.O.)

Patriot was our leader. He was the face of the country, the heart of our nation, and a voice for all heroes. Formally a U.S. marine named Jeffrey Blake, he fought bravely in World War II, earning several medals and commendations before returning home to fight battles on his own soil.

DRUIDSTONE is shown; in a long flowing robe, wearing many charms, bracelets, and necklaces. He is an older man, with long, silver hair, and kind eyes. He holds a staff with a large orb attached.

douglas (V.O.)

Druidstone was a voice of wisdom with human and super human alike. He consulted with members of the Vatican, as well as many other religious sects. He was once Michael Reynolds, a revered spiritual professor at the local University.

RUNE is shown; a pretty young woman with shorter red hair, wearing form fitting red body suit. She wears a yellow visor over her eyes, and a gold headband with a bright rune stone. Golden bands are on her wrists.

douglas (V.O.)

Rune was a sweet kid with a lot of spunk. She had no fear at all. She was always the first in the fray, putting her life on the line every day. She was Sandy Watkins, a college student - filled with potential. She was studying law. Wanted to be a judge one day.

LIGHTNING is shown. He wears a black body suit and face mask. Yellow eye covers and yellow lightning bolts adorn the mask. His hand are free, his skin a shade of coffee color.

douglas (V.o.)

Lightning was a wild card. All we knew was that his name was James Young. Nothing was known of his past. A bit of a hot head, he had a searing temper but he gladly would have traded his life to save another. In the end, they all did…

Douglas is the last one shown, looking much younger, wearing a long trench coat, body armor, long boots, dark glasses and a fedora. The apartment is meager, the only luxury the technological equipment. Skimpy cots occupy one bedroom, the other is full of old fitness equipment.

douglas

This was headquarters – nothing more than a two-bedroom apartment. All the talk about living in huge complexes, filled with planes, vehicles, and advanced weaponry? Lies. We did receive some support from private financiers, but it was just enough to get us the basics. Most of us had to work some pretty sorry jobs on the side…

(beat)

Our first mission occurred on September 14th, 1960. A group of robbers decided to take down a jeweler in the Neon District, which used to be a good part of town. The heist went awry, and the cops showed up. The robbers were barricaded inside, with half a dozen hostages.

Patriot begins to draw lines on the map with his finger, peering at the others as he speaks.

patriot

Ok, the jeweler is… here.

(points at map)

There’s an exit on Shaw Street,

(pointing)

and an exit on Main; both blocked by the police. 

(pointing)

4th and 5th street are also exit points. There are side doors out of the bank leading to alleys,

(pointing)

both of which lead to Shaw and Main. No sewer access. I think that our robbers’ only options are to take to the rooftops. Cops will have snipers up top, but it may be their best chance to get away. That’s what we’ll be ready for.

(points at Lightning)

Lightning, you take a rooftop on 5th street 

(points at Rune)

Rune, take 4th street;

(points at Druidstone)

Druidstone, we’ll need you outside, with the police on the Shaw Street side, just in case. We don’t want any cops catching a stray bullet. I’ll take the Main Street side. That leaves you, Doug.

Douglas looks up at Patriot.

patriot

You are going to go inside. With your abilities, you can go in there and take them all down, without hurting anyone. You’re the best man for the job. We need to catch these guys off guard. We’ll be outside, providing a great big distraction. You should have no trouble getting inside. Your entry point will be from the rooftop. Work your way down to the jeweler, and take them down. 

Douglas nods slowly.

INT. STAIRCASE. DAY. Douglas creeps down a stairwell, his face in shadows, toward VOICES that can be heard speaking harshly.

ROBBER 1 (o.S.)

What the fuck?! Who are these guys, man?! They’re standing there with the cops like they expect us to come out!

ROBBER 2 (O.s.)

Don’t worry, pal. We’re outta here. Gather up the hostages and we’ll split.

Douglas continues to creep down the stairs. As he peers around a corner, he can see four masked men gathering six hostages together, gesturing with machine guns, and yelling.

INT. JEWELER. DAY.

ROBBER 3 (O.s.)

Move it, c’mon!

Robber 2 (O.S.)

Hurry up!

The robbers begin to walk with the hostages, towards the exit. Douglas walks around the corner, calmly striding towards the group, his hands extended in surrender. One of the robbers sees Douglas and immediately points his gun at him.

Robber 2

What the fuck do you think you’re doing?!

Douglas’ eyes and hands glow as he extends his fingers towards the robbers. Orange lightning fires from his hands, extending to each of the robber’s heads, causing them all to convulse violently, then drop to the ground. The hostages all look at him a mix of fear and awe. Douglas spreads his hands in surrender.

Douglas

It’s okay folks, you’re safe now. My name is Shaman, and the rest of Elite Force is outside. Nobody’s going to hurt you. Ambulances are waiting. Let’s get you all to safety. 

The hostages look relieved, although somewhat fearful. Douglas is trying his best not to look dangerous, removing his sunglasses, and smiling shyly.

douglas (V.O.)

The whole operation took maybe forty seconds… definitely not our most dangerous mission. Maybe it was an indication of things to come. The ultimate beginning before the ultimate ending.

EXT. CITY STREET. DAY. Douglas, Patriot, Rune and Druidstone are battling a super villain dressed in a blue body suit. He deflects all of their blows with walls of water. A finger taps him on the shoulder. The villain turns to see Lightning, who pokes him in the nose. A small lightning bolt spreads from the villain’s nose to his whole body enveloping him in bolts of energy. He falls to the ground, shaking uncontrollably.

douglas (v.O.)

Time passed, and battles were fought. We were in some kind of euphoric state, enjoying ourselves as we cheated death time after time.

EXT. CITY STREET. DAY. Four men exit a bank holding guns and duffel bags, suddenly finding themselves looking at a wall of black clouds, with lightning striking within. They all drop their weapons, petrified. The cloud and lightning dissipates to reveal Elite Force, with Druidstone in front, holding his arms and staff high.

douglas

We worked day and night, never stopping. It seems like less time, but this went on for decades… and all the while, things were happening that no human knew about…

INT. HEADQUARTERS. NIGHT. Douglas and Druidstone are looking at computer data, Lightning sits on a chair, examining sheets of information, while stealing bothered glances at Rune and Patriot, who are sitting together on a couch. They are examining a map, holding hands and touching fondly. Lightning stares at the two of them, anger brewing.

douglas (v.O.)

Patriot and Rune developed a serious relationship, heeding no warning from any of us. They went out one night, just as Jeff and Sandy, and were inseparable after that. In the end, they died side by side, fighting not only for their love, but for their lives.

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. A villain wearing all black, including a long cape aims a large rifle at a hero dressed in Yellow. A huge blue energy blast bursts out of the rifle.

EXT. CITY VIEW. NIGHT. A huge blue explosion ripples throughout a square block of the city. In another part of the city, a fire burns. Blue and red lights from police and ambulances are flashing throughout the city.

douglas (v.o.)

In time, battles got more violent between hero and villain. Human losses were almost impossible to avoid. It could be argued that we were saving lives by stopping bank robbers, terrorists, and super villains; but when the dust settled, we took more lives than we saved. How could we expect criminals to lie down and surrender? The estimate on human lives lost in the forty year hero era was around two million. Hero losses were about three thousand. All of the heroes began to unravel… life began to change…

INT. HEADQUARTERS. NIGHT. All of Elite Force is gathered around the thrifty dining table. Lightning is fuming with rage, pacing back and forth. He has blood running down his face in a very slow stream. He is holding a bandage against his ear. The bandage is all but red with blood. Douglas is attempting to calm him down, which clearly is not working. Patriot sits, his head bowed in guilt, Rune sits, holding his arm tenderly as she watches Lightning. Druidstone stands, musing over the whole visual scenario, also appearing a little uneasy.

lightning

What the fuck happened back there, Jeff?!

patriot

(head bowed, quietly)

Try and watch your language, Jim – 

LIGHTNing

FUCK THAT! I’ll watch my language when you start watching my back when it counts. You almost got me killed back there! You’re supposed to be our leader!

rune

James… Jeff didn’t –

lightning

SHUT UP! I’m talking to this guy!

(points at Patriot)

This guy. The guy that instead of taking his assigned position for this operation – assigned by himself no less – decided to make sure that his lovely lady was safe, and I end up losing an ear! Douglas was almost vaporized, too! The only thing that saved our skins was Druidstone stepping in! You fucked up, Jeff!

RUNE

(standing with rage)

THAT’S ENOUGH! You stop that, right now!

patriot

(quietly)

Sandy, please…

rune

No, Jeff! This guy is starting to piss me off! The biggest hot head in our team and he’s talking to you about irresponsibility? That’s rich, that really is!

lightning

Hot head? You fucking bitch! I put my life on the line for all of you every day! I would never leave my position if it would bring any risk to any of you, which Jeff did! And you’re responsible for that, Rune!

douglas

Guys, guys – please. Let’s just cool down for a second –

lightning

Come off it, Doug! That’s not good enough for me! I want the “face of our nation” to fucking answer for himself!

RUNE

How dare you talk about him like that, you fucking criminal – 

Patriot stands promptly.

Patriot

(bellows)

That’s enough!

Douglas and Druidstone look at Patriot in shock. Rune and Lightning still breath hard from arguing, seething with rage. Patriot’s head is still bowed in shame as he speaks in a hushed tone.

patriot

There’s no excuse for what I did… I left my position, I jeopardized my whole team. I’m just glad that everyone is more or less okay. I could never live with myself if any of you died… But Jim… I love Sandy. I acted rashly and irresponsibly, but I… I would die for her, Jim.

Douglas looks confused. Druidstone looks amused. Lightning is beside himself, taken agape. He boils with rage as he speaks.

lightning

Die… for her? Die for her? I’M THE ONE THAT ALMOST DIED FOR HER, YOU FUCK! One inch to the right and I would be toast! I can’t believe with the respect I had for you, you would throw something silly like love in my face! 

(points at Douglas)

This man knows the risks!

(points at Druidstone)

He knows the risks! 

(points at Rune)

This fucking bitch knows the risks! We all know! We all know that one of us, if not all of us could die! Every fucking day we go out there, we could die! The only one that hasn’t accepted these risks are the two of you!

(points at Rune and Patriot)

This has been close to happening for a long time. Your leadership and integrity have been going downhill for way too long, man. I can’t continue to be part of a team that not only thinks of me as a reckless hothead, but doesn’t even back me up when I’m almost killed! 

(points at Rune)

You called me a criminal! You think I forgive? None of you seem to trust me at all! I’m outta here! Consider me resigned!

Lightning stalks out of the room, grabbing a coat off a hook. A door slams. Douglas looks at Patriot and Rune. Rune is comforting Patriot, who appears deflated. Druidstone has turned away, his head bowed in a silent prayer. Douglas looks at the door. He walks out, hands in the pockets of his trench coat. As the door slams, nobody has moved.

INT. BAR. NIGHT. Lightning sits at a bar, sipping a beer, his head hanging slightly low. Two empty beer bottles sit in front of him. Four empty shot glasses are also in front of him. The door to the bar opens, and Douglas walks in, stops, and then approaches the bar. He pulls up a chair next to Lightning and signals for a beer. As he receives the beer and takes a sip, he considers Lightning. As he begins to speak, Lightning’s head tilts.

douglas

You know - even though I never knew that much about you… that didn’t mean that I didn’t trust you.

Lightning

(slightly slurred)

Really?

douglas

With my life, m’man.

Lightning smiles. 

Lightning

With your life, huh? It may come to that.

Douglas pats him on the back gently, then lights a cigarette.

douglas

God damn, you can knock ‘em back pretty quick, brother. I was only ten minutes behind you. 

(gestures with cigarette)

Had to stop for smokes.

Lightning

(chuckling)

Well, I was a little upset, forgive me. You know I was right about that back there, right?

douglas

(quietly)

Yeah, I know.

Lightning

(hushed)

We know the risk, Douglas. When we do what we do, we may not dodge death. It might find us. We all need to look out for each other, you know?

douglas

Sure.

lightning

I mean, I would have died for any of those guys, even that stuck up bitch Sandy -  

(beat)

If I can’t count on those guys to do the same, what am I doing here, man?

douglas

Trying to do some good, I guess…

lightning

Right. I’ve been down the bad road, trust me. I never want to make that trip again. We’re trying to do some good. I just can’t do it like that anymore. You were the only one I could really call a friend, anyway.

douglas

What are you saying – you’re going on your own? That’s just as dangerous, Jim.

lightning

Not alone, man! You and me, Doug! Who else can work like we do? We’ve been doing this longer than any of these guys anyway. You can’t tell me that you don’t want out, too. I see it all over your face.

Lightning signals with two fingers to the bartender.

douglas

Well…

lightning

That clinches it. You and me, buddy… you and me…

A bartender puts two shots in front of Douglas and Lightning. Lightning takes one, and offers the other to Douglas. Douglas looks at Lightning, and takes the shot. 

douglas

All right… You and me.

They CLINK their shots together, and down the drinks. Lightning makes a face as the alcohol goes down.

lightning 

Yeah  - that’ll do it right there…

(pause)

Douglas signals for another beer, taking a drag from his cigarette thoughtfully, considering Lightning.

douglas (v.o.)

I never went back. We were replaced by some other heroes – Bluewing, Captain Cosmos, and Panther Girl. Lightning and I began to fight battles on our own, making huge efforts to work with the military and the government, trying to bond with mankind before the shit hit the fan. By then, it was too little, too late. The beginning of the end was only a short time away…

INT. BAR. DAY. Douglas and Lightning are sitting at a bar. Douglas is sipping coffee and smoking. Lightning is drinking scotch. They are both watching the television with visible dread. On the television, President Campbell is addressing representatives from dozens of countries at the Global Conference of Anti Super Human Measures. 

PRESIDENT CAMPBELL

(loud and passionate)

Our nations and the world are in a state of dire emergency! These advanced beings are not only a danger to themselves and us, but also the balance of our economies, our environment and our way of life!

(President Campbell’s speech continues as Lightning and Douglas talk)

lightning 

This is fuckin’ bad…

douglas

We’re all in danger…

lightning

Danger? It’s say it’s a bit more dire than that, Doug!

A couple of the patrons look over at Douglas and Lightning.

douglas

(quietly)

Keep your voice down.

lightning 

(whispers)

Well, what the fuck are we going to do, Doug? We’re public enemy number one right now!

douglas

I… I’m not sure…

The rest of the bar begins to look at Lightning and Douglas, some of them shifting in their seats. Lightning looks around the bar, then grabs Douglas by the arm.

Lightning

(whispers)

Let’s get the fuck out of here, Doug…

Douglas looks around the bar guardedly as he stands.

douglas

(quietly)

Yeah… Let’s go…

Douglas and Lightning exit the bar, looking behind them at the bar patrons, who begin to rise one by one.

douglas (v.O.)

The war had begun…

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. Douglas and Lightning are in a small one bedroom apartment. Both appear very fatigued. Douglas is sitting, smoking a cigarette and watching the television, with great focus and fear. Lightning is pacing back and forth by a window, muttering noiselessly as the television news program is HEARD throughout the room.

NEWS ANCHOR (o.S.)

The city is chaos tonight as widespread panic, violence and death are in the streets. Since the President’s speech on super human elimination just two days ago, an estimated 54 super humans have been killed. Human losses are staggering – approximately 22,345 humans have lost their lives since the war on super humans began.

douglas (v.o.)

The first week was awful. We were always on guard. Waiting for the door to burst open; for the humans to take us to our deaths…

Douglas looks over to Lightning, who is now looking out the window cautiously.

Douglas

Anything?

Lightning

Nothing… well, we are in the worst part of town. Humans are afraid to be here.

douglas

Still… I don’t like it.

lightning

We’ve got a couple more days here, at least. Then we move to another place. 

douglas

Yeah…

Lightning 

I’m gonna hit the store while it’s quiet. We may not get another chance. We need some supplies if we’re going to survive.

douglas

Why don’t we just wait until tomorrow?

lightning 

Daylight’s too risky. I’ll stand half a chance at night. We gotta do it. You stay here, I’ll be back.

douglas

(standing)

I’ll come with you – 

lightning

(firmly)

No. Stay here, I’ll be fine. If I’m not back in twenty minutes, come looking.

Lightning walks to a coat rack, and grabs a long coat from the rack. He opens the door to leave.

douglas

Okay. But be careful, you understand me? Take a weapon, and bring your phone. Call me if there’s any trouble.

Lightning 

You worry too much! I’ll be back.

Lightning closes the door behind him. Douglas still stands, staring at the closed door, and holding his cigarette which leaves trails of smoke billowing in the air.

douglas (v.o.)

He never came back.

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Lightning is walking down a street hurriedly, chuckling softly and shaking his head. There are low fires burning on the street, and a large group of people gathered further down the sidewalk. Lightning slows his pace, ducking into an alley. The mob of people pass the alley, talking aggressively. Lightning sighs in relief, turning to walk down the alley. As he turns he SEES two men standing in front of him, blocking his path. Lightning stares despairingly at the two men for a short instant. A hand from a third man clutching a rock abruptly strikes him in the skull from behind, knocking him to the ground. 

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Douglas exits an apartment building and walks briskly down a sidewalk. He  frantically looks down alleys, behind him, under piles of garbage bags, down side streets. He stops suddenly, ducking into an alley. A group of men brandishing pipes and chains pass a moment after. Sirens WAIL in the distance, approaching slowly.

EXT. CITY ALLEY. NIGHT. Douglas approaches a long coat lying on the ground. It is the coat Lightning was wearing when he left earlier. Douglas picks up the coat, and jogs down to the end of the alley. The sirens are getting closer.

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Douglas looks down both ends of the street, and sees nothing. The street is empty. The sirens WAIL nearby. Douglas tilts his head, and begins to jog back down the alley.

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. As Douglas turns the corner, bright orange light floods the street. His apartment building is in flames, burning steadily. Many humans are gathered outside, cheering and throwing objects into the fire. Red and blue lights from police cruisers play off the buildings surrounding his. Smoke from the burning building billows into the air, dense and gray. 

(END FLASHBACK SEQUENCE)

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. The bottle of scotch is almost empty. Cigarettes are crammed into the ashtray, which is now overflowing. McMannis is smoking, looking a little tipsy, but still very engrossed in Douglas. Theresa has tears running down her face, also absorbed in the story.

Douglas

I spent the next three months running. Running for my life every day. Sleeping in gutters, under bridges, in dumpsters lying next to dead heroes. I spent three weeks in the sewers until people started looking down there, too. All of the heroes had been dead for weeks once I found my friend Alan Richards.

mcmannis

The newspaper owner?

douglas

That’s right. Alan put me up in this place under a fake identity, got me everything. He’s basically the only reason I’m alive today. He used to be a reporter, did all of the major hero features. We became friends in the late sixties, and we’ve remained close. 

mcmannis

I’ve seen this guy. He looks his age. You don’t.

douglas

Well – he’s human. It’s kind of  unexplainable really… all heroes with powers are – altered somehow. They age much slower than normal humans. I’m just as old as he is, actually older.

mcmannis

(mumbles)

Son of a bitch…

theresa

How have you made a living all this time?

douglas

Freelance carpentry work, mostly. Odd jobs for cash. It’s enough to buy food. Alan helps me from time to time, if I need it.

mcmannis

You’ve had a tough life, Hartford.

douglas

(smiling meekly)

It’s not over yet.

theresa

(to McMannis)

So, Detective – what’s your theory?

mcmannis

What’s to say? This isn’t going to be easy. There’s a lot of information. Too much. The story tells me that Douglas had too many enemies to count. Any one of those villains you fought could be our guy. That guy Blue Inferno, for instance. He sought you out the first time, he could have done it again.

theresa

It’s possible.

douglas

Huh.

Mcmannis 

What really jumps out at me is this Lightning guy. Your partner just disappears without a trace? Rather convenient, don’t you think?

theresa

Well, there was the coat…

mcmannis

But no blood. No phone call to Doug. The guy brought his phone. I suppose he could have been jumped, knocked unconscious and the phone taken, but something’s not right with this picture. The evidence seems a little too convenient to me.

douglas

What are you trying to say, Leonard? That the teammate and partner I worked with for three decades just decided to leave me to die, to save his own skin?

mcmannis

It’s entirely possible that he just got scared and bolted.

douglas

So now he’s murdering hookers and strippers just to bring me out in the open? Why would he do that?

theresa

He may have some kind of sick design to start over his partnership with Douglas. This guy sure isn’t a fan of humans anymore. He may want Douglas to join him. Lopez is just a man, after all. He’s only useful as a conduit into the city.

douglas

I’m not sure I buy that. Why betray me all of a sudden? Why just leave without saying anything?

Mcmannis

My guess is that he lost it sometime during the war, and had given up the whole hero act, deciding to ditch you when everything went sour. You said yourself, he’d gone down that road before. He hid out like you did, or bought off a cop like Lopez for protection, and stayed out of sight. Then when all of the supers are gone, he goes on his little killing spree, knowing he’s got a cop in his pocket the whole time.

theresa

Is it possible that Lopez is the killer?

mcmannis

Lopez? How do you figure?

theresa

Well, he has a habit of being around whenever these people die; He’s been putting all of these cases low on the priority list. He’s a fairly young guy, right?

mcmannis

About thirty-five, I think.

theresa

Well, Doug said, these people age slower than us. Is it possible he could be a super?

douglas

Huh. Never thought of that…

mcmannis

Jesus. You could be right…

All of them pause. Douglas lights a cigarette, thinking. Theresa sips her scotch as McMannis pours a shot into his glass.

mcmannis

So, to sum it up – it sounds like we got hundreds of suspects. Any guy you fought against or with, hell even that bully from grade school could have been twisted enough by you. My only thoughts are this Lightning guy, and possibly Lopez. Although, I would have thought you would have recognized him at the Kelly scene, Doug.

douglas

I didn’t, and I saw him there. He could have changed his appearance, though. Plastic Surgery. I would.

mcmannis

Did you?

douglas

(grins)

And ruin this face?

McMannis snickers. They all sit in silence for a moment.

Douglas

So – what’s our course of action?

mcmannis

I got a couple of ideas. First, I think Theresa should start tailing Lopez. He doesn’t know you, and you’re a lot more anonymous than I am. 

theresa

Done.

Mcmannis

Second. I’m gonna take this bar 187. Get myself some back up, a team of at least 6 younger cops. If I have to, I’ll tell them it’s a drug bust.  We’ll set up some surveillance, post undercover guys there, the whole nine.

douglas

Sounds good. 

mcmannis

Third… Douglas, I think you should go straight to the source. I hate to put you in danger, but I think you need to take some walks in the Neon District. See if you can flush this guy out. He’s after you, you know. 

douglas

Well, I wouldn’t want to disappoint him…

mcmannis

The main thing is to keep everything quiet. We can’t have any of this super human theory getting out. We don’t want to start any panic. Enough people are in danger as it is.

INT. OFFICE. NIGHT. Alan Richards is sitting at his desk, wearing a shirt and tie, working at his computer. The room is dimly light, only a single desk lamp illuminates the room. The screen of the computer shows a column for the paper titled ‘Return of a Hero Era’. Alan clicks on a ‘send’ button. A message reads on the screen – “Message Sent”. Alan sighs heavily, leaning back in his chair. Loosening his tie, he bends down to turn off the computer. Before his hand reaches the switch, the lamp and the computer turn off suddenly, plunging the room in almost pure darkness, with only the moon providing any light. Alan looks up sharply, glancing around the office. The room appears normal. He rises slowly, inching his way to the door of the office. Opening the door, he looks down the hallway. Alan walks swiftly back to the phone on his desk. Before his hand can reach the phone, a hand grabs his arm and throws him backwards to the floor. Alan cries out in pain and alarm, cradling his arm. He turns and crawls to the door. As he reaches the door, two powerful hands grab his ankles, pulling him back into the office as he screams in horror. Strong arms roughly turn him over, and grab him by the neck, lifting him to his feet slowly. The face of Alan’s attacker isn’t seen. All he can see is dark form. The man’s voice is low and gravelly as he speaks a hushed whisper.

attacker

Our boy Alan Richards… Never fighting for anything your whole life. How’s that feel, Richards? Knowing that you’ve been under the heel of everyone. The board of directors, your father, superhumans and puny humans. Everyone has paved the way for you and you’ve given nothing back. You ever think about that?

Alan

(grunting in pain)

Who the fuck are you?

attacker

A relic from the past… A man from another age. You remember that age, don’t you Alan? The age of heroes and wonders and dreams. Like your pal Douglas. 

alan

Douglas? I don’t know a Douglas…

attacker

The guy you saved years ago from certain death. Put him up in the Neon District, fancy digs. It’s funny. Such a coward he was, hiding and running. Needing your help. Not like me, boyo.

alan

You’re wrong about him… he’s on a mission.

attacker

That a fact?

Alan

Yeah… he’s gonna find you and rip your fucking head off…

Alan spits into the man’s face. The attacker laughs almost girlishly. Two eyes glow intensely as he laughs.

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. Theresa and McMannis sit nursing their scotch as Douglas walks to the phone.

Douglas 

I have to call Alan. After that story, he may be in some danger. It’s best that he hires some protection.

mcmannis

Good idea.

Douglas dials the number, looking out the window as he holds the receiver to his ear.

INT. OFFICE. NIGHT. As Alan is held up by the mystery man, the phone in the office RINGS harshly. Alan’s eyes dart over to the phone, then back to his attacker. The man smiles brutally, his teeth startlingly white, his eyes glowing with electric energy. 

attacker

(whispering)

Say good night, Alan…

Alan

FUCK YOU -

Alan’s scream is abruptly cut short as blood sprays to the floor below him. The phone continues to ring. More blood sprays the receiver.

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT. Douglas still holds the receiver, pursing his lips in puzzlement. He finally hangs up the phone, turning to Theresa and McMannis.

douglas

 No answer… that’s strange.

mcmannis

He must have left for the night. It’s past seven, Doug.

douglas

I guess… but he usually works late.

(beat)

I’ve got a bad feeling.

mcmannis

I’m sure he’s fine, Hartford. He just left a little earlier than usual.

theresa

Douglas?

douglas

… … I don’t know. I’m worried, guys… this guy’s gone after everyone I know. Alan could be in trouble. We should go down there, at least to put my mind at ease. He could ID this guy too, you know. He’s been around for as long as me.

mcmannis

All right. Grab your gear. Let’s go take a look.

theresa

I don’t think I like this either…

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING. NIGHT. Douglas, Theresa and Detective McMannis walk to the front door of the newspaper offices. Douglas holds the door for Theresa and McMannis, then follows them inside.

INT. OFFICE LOBBY. NIGHT. McMannis leads the way to the front desk, smiling at the security guard, an older man. McMannis takes his badge out and flashes it to the security guard.

Mcmannis

How are you doing, sir. Detective McMannis, homicide. These are my colleagues, Special Agents Hartford and Jenkins. We need to speak to Mr. Richards. It’s a matter of great importance. 

Security guard

I’m not sure if he’s here, but if you don’t have an appointment, you can’t go up there.

Douglas moves up to desk, looking somewhat serious. His eyes glow slightly.

douglas

Sir, I happen to be a close personal friend of Mr. Richards. 

security guard

Oh, my apologies sir. I do remember you. I’m sure it’s all right. Go on up.

douglas

Thanks, pal.

Douglas, Theresa and McMannis walk towards the elevators. 

mcmannis

(quietly)

Nice.

  douglas

Could have been a cop.

INT. HALLWAY. NIGHT. Douglas, Theresa and McMannis walk quickly down a hallway. 

douglas

It’s right up here on the right –

McMannis takes his gun out of his jacket, turning off the safety.

mcmannis

Douglas. Slow down –

McMannis stops suddenly, looking at the bottom of the door. A small puddle of blood has formed, spreading to carpet in the hallway. Douglas stops suddenly, seeing the blood as well. He immediately rushes to the door.

Mcmannis

Hartford!

Douglas throws open the door, rushing inside.

Theresa

Doug!

McMannis and Theresa follow him into the office.

douglas (O.S.) 

ALAN! ALAN! AH GOD NO! ALAN! NO!

INT. OFFICE. NIGHT. Douglas is weeping, holding the lifeless body of Alan Richards tightly to his body. The area around Alan is pooled with blood. Blood is also splattered on the walls and furniture. Douglas is rocking his body back and forth, sobbing uncontrollably. McMannis looks around the room in shock, holding his gun at his side. Theresa goes to Douglas, putting her hands on his shoulders as he cries. McMannis walks around the room as Douglas continues to cry and speak Alan’s name. McMannis stops at a wall. Spread over the wall are several newspaper articles, all super hero related, some as old as 1958. One headline reads “Trench Coat Mystery Hero Saves Again”. Another reads “Super Hero Group Elite Force Formed”. Another reads “Elite Force No More!”. Another reads “War Has Begun!”. The articles have been affixed to the wall with Alan Richards’s blood. McMannis shakes his head sadly. He continues to look around the room. Douglas has calmed down, he seems to be completely drained. His eyes are red and puffy, and tears glisten in his eyes. Theresa holds him close. His eyes are wide with grief, his head on her shoulder.

douglas

(whispers)

I’m losing everyone… why is he doing this?

theresa

I don’t know, Doug.

douglas

He deserved better…

Theresa

I’m so sorry, Douglas…

douglas

You should get away from me… everyone that I know dies…

theresa

You know I won’t do that, Douglas. 

mcmannis

Doug.

Douglas turns. McMannis gestures at him to follow.

mcmannis

Take a look at this.

He leads Douglas to the wall of articles. Douglas’ eyes widen slightly as he looks at the articles.

Mcmannis

Anything jumping out at you?

douglas

A lot on Elite Force… It could still be anyone, though. How can we find someone that shouldn’t exist? 

McMannis

I gotta call this in, you know.

Douglas

(quietly)

Yeah, I know.

Mcmannis

We should get out of here. 

Douglas

You’re right. Theresa, Let’s go.

Theresa

We’re just going to leave him here?

mcmannis

We can’t touch anything else. It’s a crime scene. I’m gonna call in some of my guys. We’ll comb this place inch by inch.

douglas

He’s right, Theresa. We can’t be here when the cops come. We should go. I need an escort to the Neon District.

theresa

What?

douglas

You heard me.

mcmannis

It’s the right thing to do. Two of you are safer than one. Something tells me the games are over.

douglas

Exactly.

theresa

Well, okay then…

mcmannis

In the meantime, I’ll take charge of this scene. I’ll make sure it goes smooth. I’ll also set up the surveillance at 187. I’ll keep my phone on. Keep me posted.

McMannis pulls out his phone and calls 911 as Theresa and Douglas look at each other.

theresa

Are we really going to do this?

douglas

Sure. You were born for this, kid. 

Theresa

Let’s hope so…

McMannis hangs up his phone, walking back to Douglas and Theresa.

Mcmannis

I got a dozen guys on their way. I could lose my job for this. Get outta here.

Douglas

Good luck.

Theresa

Hey, what about Lopez? How are we going to watch him?

mcmannis 

Something tells that he’ll make his way to this office before the night is through. I’ll take care of him.

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Douglas and Theresa walk slowly down a street, brightly lit from neon signs and lights. Theresa is dressed in her black combat suit, long black coat, and mask. As her coat flaps open, several weapons are visible. Douglas wears his long trench coat, fedora, sunglasses, body armor and boots. People eye them warily, afraid to approach them. Some talk hurriedly amongst themselves.

douglas

(quietly)

Keep your eyes open, kid.

theresa

Don’t worry… my eyes are wide open.

Douglas

All right.

They continue to walk, looking around them discreetly. 

theresa

Do you have a plan yet?

Douglas considers before he answers.

douglas

Not really. 

(beat)

I’ve been thinking a lot since we left. I’ve been getting the feeling that we’re looking for two guys, like we were saying from the start. I’m counting on a possible ambush. I think Leonard might be in some danger. Us too.

theresa

What do you mean?

douglas

“They were burning. They were burning.” From the hospital, remember?

theresa

The nightclub massacre? What about it? 

Douglas continues to walk. Theresa follows, glancing behind her.

douglas

If we’re going with Lightning as the perp, it doesn’t fit. Lightning wouldn’t cause that kind of damage. It would be all internal. Their organs would be liquidated. These victims were actually on fire. Some were still smoking when the cops got there. Two different M.Os, but connected, which to me says two perps. 

Theresa

Then who’s the other guy?

Douglas

I’m starting to think about my first nemesis, Blue Inferno.

theresa

Blue Inferno? How does he fit in? And what about Lopez? 

Douglas stops, looking at Theresa.

douglas

You mean, you don’t get it?

theresa

What?

douglas

Blue Inferno is Lopez. Lopez is a super. I know it now. He’s changed a little, but… I think the guy became a cop. Leonard may be in some real danger, Theresa.

theresa

Seems like quite a leap, going from Lopez to Blue Inferno.

douglas

The guy hated me in the past, Theresa… He went to great lengths to find me, just to kill me. He wanted me dead. We know that Lopez is involved in this ring – how big is the leap? We already know that I’m not the only super left, now. Couldn’t Inferno have survived? I mean I could be wrong, it could just be some other guy, but I think Lopez being first on the scene of every kill, and those burning corpses in the strip club are a pretty good reason to give Leonard a call, give him the heads up.

Theresa stares, slowly brooding. 

Theresa

Call him.

INT. HALLWAY. NIGHT. McMannis is in the hallway outside Alan Richard’s office, smoking a cigarette. He looks in the office to check on the CSU agents working the crime scene. The CLICKING of dress shoes on the floor perks McMannis’ attention, causing him to turn and SEE Lopez approaching from the end of the hallway. McMannis stubs his cigarette out in an ashtray, and waits for Lopez to reach him. Lopez appears cool and calm, smiling amicably.

Lopez

What the hell’s going on, sir? Chief told me to come down here and assist, being it was this Richards guy that got wasted. Pretty big case, right?

mcmannis

You’re a little late, aren’t you? Where have you been for the last couple of hours?

Lopez 

My phone was off, sir.

Mcmannis

Huh. Tough luck.

Lopez

Yeah well – how’s it look in there?

mcmannis

Oh, I’m sure you can guess, right Lopez?

Lopez stares at him ominously. Then slowly moves to the door.

Lopez

Let’s take a look. You don’t mind?

McMannis ushers him in with his hands sardonically.

mcmannis

I’m right behind you.

Lopez enters the office, with McMannis behind him, slowing to stub out his cigarette in a nearby ashtray. McMannis’ phone CHIRPS as they enter the office.

INT. OFFICE. NIGHT. The CSU Agents are still logging evidence and examining the room. Lopez saunters around the room, chatting quietly with the officers. McMannis pulls his phone out of his pocket, staring at Lopez as he answers.

mcmannis

McMannis.

Douglas (O.s. PHONE FX)

Leonard? Doug.

mcmannis

What’s up? 

Douglas (o.s. Phone fx)

I think you’re in a lot of trouble. Where’s Lopez?

mcmannis

(quietly)

Right in front of me. What’s going on?

douglas (o.s. PHONE FX)

Pull your men out, now. Tell them to wrap it up. Get the hell out of there. Forget about 187, it’s a dead end, another diversion.

mcmannis

What do you know?

douglas (o.s. Phone fx)

Blue Inferno.

mcmannis

Huh? What are you talking about?  

douglas (o.s. PHONE FX)

We’re thinking Blue Inferno is behind the strip club slaughter. The burned corpses, limbs, the fire damage in the room, Lopez first on the scene - think about it. They’re the same person, Leonard.

McMannis turns away from Lopez, who watches oddly.  

mcmannis

(quietly)

What are you – I mean, what about the other murders?

douglas (o.s. Phone FX)

Not him. Someone else. We’re thinking they’re in it together, trying to draw us all out. We’ve been brainstorming, here. I’m getting the feeling of an ambush, Leonard. You gotta get the fuck out of there.

(beat) 

They managed to separate us again, Leonard. Do you realize that? 

McMannis turns back, gaping at Lopez. Lopez is staring at him murderously.

Mcmannis

I do now…

As Douglas speaks, Detective Lopez’s hands eyes and lips begin to glow with blue flames. Detective McMannis’ eyes widen. He is paralyzed with alarm.

mcmannis

(softly)

Blue Inferno…

douglas (o.s. Phone FX)

Get you and your team out now, McMannis. Your boy Lopez is Blue Inferno!

Lopez reaches for two oblivious officers near to him. 

mcmannis

(quietly)

I think it’s too late, Doug…

Huge ropes of flame shoot from Lopez, enveloping all of the officers. They start to sizzle, their skin burning. Blood curdling screams ring out as the officers burn. McMannis’s eyes bulge in their sockets. He drops the phone suddenly. As we SEE the phone fall to the floor, Douglas is HEARD speaking.

douglas (o.s. phone fx)

McMannis? McMannis! What’s going on? Leonard! LEONARD!

EXT. CITY STREET. NIGHT. Douglas hangs up his phone, incensed.

douglas

FUCK!

theresa

What is it?

douglas

I think I’m right…

theresa

So what do we do?

douglas

We’d better haul ass back to the office. I don’t like what I heard. I know Leonard’s resourceful, I just hope he can hold him off.

From a stalker POV in an alley across the street, Douglas and Theresa flag cab and enter it in a hurry. The POV moves towards the street slowly.

INT. HALLWAY. NIGHT. Detective McMannis hides from view at a corner in a hallway. His clothing is singed, his arm is burned, and there is blood dripping down his forehead. He is breathing inaudibly, holding guns in both hands. Slow moving FOOTSTEPS are slowly approaching.

LOPEZ

DETECTIVE? 

(beat)

OH DETECTIVE! Come on out! I don’t want to hurt you! We can catch that pesky hooker killer together! What do you say? 

McMannis turns the corner, firing rapidly. Lopez ducks back around a corner, the bullets hitting the wall where he was standing. McMannis turns and runs as a pillar of blue flame soars into the wall behind him. As he runs, he reaches into a pocket. Removing a small canister, he lobs it behind him, and ducks into a door. Lopez rounds the corner, searching for McMannis. The flash of an explosion flares up suddenly at his feet.

INT. HALLWAY. NIGHT. McMannis runs down another hallway as a rumbling explosion RIPPLES, shaking the hallway. McMannis smiles roguishly as he ducks into another doorway.

INT. TAXI CAB. NIGHT. Douglas and Theresa sit in a cab that pulls to a stop at the newspaper office. Douglas digs in his pocket for money as Theresa exits the cab. He extends some bills to the driver.

douglas

Thanks. Keep the change.

The cab driver does not respond. His head is down slightly.

douglas

Sir?

As Douglas leans forward, the cab driver’s head slumps onto the steering wheel, blood running from his ears. Douglas eyes widen and he looks outside the cab. Theresa is peering in the window, aghast at the sight of driver, her mouth opening and closing. Douglas scrambles to exit the cab.

douglas

DOWN! NOW!

Theresa drops to the ground. Douglas lays flat on the backseat. A bolt of lightning SMASHES through the backseat windows of the cab, flying over Douglas. Douglas scrambles out of the cab.

EXT. FRONT COURTYARD. NIGHT. Douglas jumps clear as another bolt of lightning STRIKES the ground. He rises to SEE Lightning standing slightly angled, electricity CRACKLING on his hands. His lips are curled in a tight sneer. Theresa is lying at his feet. Douglas very slowly side steps closer as he speaks.

douglas

(softly)

So… how’d you get the limp?

Lightning

(grinning)

Funny story, actually. I’ve been dying to tell it to you…

INT. BOILER ROOM. NIGHT. Detective McMannis is creeping to an exit at the end of the boiler room, looking around him carefully. He jogs to the door, chuckling softly. A hand flashes out from under some pipes, grabbing hold of McMannis’ leg. McMannis stops abruptly. Blue flames envelop his leg. McMannis screams in pain, holding his leg. The hand reveals the arm of Lopez, who throws McMannis back into a metal pump. McMannis cries out, wheezing in agony. Lopez stands, his hands flaming. McMannis struggles to keep his eyes open, holding his leg as Lopez advances.

mcmannis

Hold on, let’s talk for a second, kid…

lopez 

That’s real fuckin’ cute. I’m older than you. 

(beat)

You really did drop the ball, McMannis. How do you sleep knowing that you let a stone cold super killer slip under your nose for a decade or so?

mcmannis

Are you talking about you or your boyfriend Lightning?

Lopez

That loser? He’s just after hookers and your boy Shaman. He’s fucking nuts, that one.

Mcmannis

And you aren’t?

lopez

Me? Please. My whole angle is power, which is perfectly sane. It’s as simple as killing my way to the top of the force, then taking a stranglehold over the city. Superhumans will be on top again, McMannis, just wait…

mcmannis

The strip club… why?

lopez

Figured it out, huh?

(beat)

Oh, I don’t know… chalk it up to boredom, I guess. I was tired of this cloak and daggers shit. Figured I’d stir things up, get you guys on my tail, so I could kill the lot of you. It worked, right?

mcmannis

How do you expect to get away with this?

lopez

Are you kidding? I come out squeaky clean in this, McMannis. You’ve been consorting with vigilantes and super humans. Digging into cold cases that you shouldn’t be. Exercising vigilante justice at local clubs. You’re a traitor to the force and your race. Not only will you be dead, but you’ll also be disgraced, leaving nothing behind but a career of shame. Heroes always die and are forgotten, Detective. Villains live to fight another day. 

(grins)

See where I’m going with this?

EXT. FRONT COURTYARD. NIGHT. Douglas stares at Lightning, while stealing glances down at Theresa. Lightning hobbles as he speaks, looming over Theresa. 

lightning

Don’t worry, she’s fine, Doug. I wouldn’t spoil this reunion so soon.

douglas

Jim…

lightning

Right! The story! It’s one of those ‘you had to be there’ kinda things… When I left for the store that night, I had no intention of coming back. In fact, I sent that mob of people back to the place to find you. Obviously, you made it out.

douglas

(quietly)

To look for you, Jim.

Lightning snorts with derision.

lightning

Anyway, I sent the mob, ditched the coat to throw you off track if you came looking for me, and went on my way. The funny part? I got jumped by a gang of humans right after. Broke both of my legs before I killed them all. Isn’t that a hoot? 

douglas

Not really, Jim…

(beat)

The red hair… It was Rune, wasn’t it? Jesus, all those women. You sure hold a grudge, don’t you -

Lightning

I HATED HER! SHE RUINED EVERYTHING SHE TOUCHED! She took away the one chance I had to go straight… I’ll never forgive her for that…

Lightning looks down at Theresa, his eyes crackling with hatred.

douglas

She’s been dead for years, Jim…

Lightning

(looking up slowly)

She’s not dead, Doug… she’s alive every time I go out at night. She haunts my nightmares, and dreams, and fantasies. I’ve been seeing her for years, Doug…

douglas

Those innocent women, Jim…

Lightning

Innocent? Don’t make me laugh. They were as guilty as she was…

douglas

What was she guilty of, Jim? She always put her life on the line for all of us.

lightning

SHE DIDN’T WANT ME! 

(beat)

I tried, Doug… I told her what I was feeling. It was before we left. That day, Doug. 

(beat)

She laughed at me. Looked me right in the face and laughed. She was with Patriot, why would she lower her standards and be with a criminal like me? She called me that – a criminal. How could she say that?

douglas

How could you kill those people…?

Lightning

In the end, where did it get her, Doug? She’s as dead as all your other friends.

douglas

You killed Alan…

Lightning

That old bag of shit was dying to be put out of his misery, Doug. Besides, look at the company that he kept. Very shady…

douglas

Jim… you sick fuck… 

(beat)

Somewhere along the line, you lost it, pal.

lightning

I… lost it? YOU LOST IT, DOUG! You wouldn’t fight for your own survival! You ran and hid like a cockroach, dragging me along with you. So I was forced to go on my own, severing all ties. I’ve killed my way to survival, and I plan to stay alive! I BATHED IN BLOOD TO BE ALIVE TODAY! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE, DOUG?! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?!

Theresa stirs slightly. Douglas’s eyes dart to her quickly, then back to Lightning.

douglas

We were heroes, Jim. We took an oath to protect and save lives…

lightning

BULLSHIT, DOUG! THEY WANTED US DEAD FROM THE START! You know this… yet you have this –

(gestures to Theresa)

your new protégé. Congrats. Another life lost because of mankind, and you’re helping them do it! We can never go back, Doug…

Theresa peers up slightly from her position on the ground. Her knuckles flex slightly.

douglas

You’re right…

INT. BOILER ROOM. NIGHT. Lopez is leaning against a pipe, smiling smugly at McMannis. McMannis is slowly pulling another mini detonator from his pocket. 

lopez

Don’t you just love this situation? 

mcmannis

Anyone tell you that you talk too fuckin’ much?

Lopez

A few people. They’re dead now…

Mcmannis

Huh. 

McMannis pulls the detonator free, waiting for an opening.

Lopez 

Super humans running the show. I can’t wait… 

He steadies his feet, eyes closing slightly as his whole body begins to flame.

Lopez

See ya, boss.

mcmannis

Later.

McMannis rises quickly, throwing the detonator behind Lopez, and sprinting to the door. A flash of blue flame narrowly misses him, throwing sparks as it hits the floor. McMannis throws himself through the door, firing behind him with a revolver. Lopez looks behind him to spot the detonator. He freezes, his eyes widening.

EXT. AERIAL SHOT OF BUILDING. NIGHT. From high in the air, an explosion bursts over half of the office building. 

EXT. FRONT COURTYARD. NIGHT. Douglas’s eyes widen as a huge cloud of smoke billows from the office building.

douglas

Oh, god…

Lightning

(grinning)

The late Detective McMannis, I presume? 

Douglas lowers his head in grief, shaking it back and forth.

lightning

(looking at the building)

Well, I guess I can say goodbye to Blue inferno too… 

(beat)

But I did always hate cops… God, I’m just not sure what makes me happier.

(chuckles softly)

(beat)

I think it’s precious that you got some washed up hero cop involved. Poor little Douglas… still trying to live in a human world… play the system, right?

douglas

That’s what you never understood, Jim. It’s their world. We could have destroyed all of that. Every day, we put them at risk. We may have deserved what we got.

lightning

NO! Who deserves that? To be hunted down like an animal? To hide in sewers and garbage cans, afraid to fall asleep?  

(beat)

You might be right. Maybe we did deserve what we got. But I always believed in an eye for an eye.

douglas

You’re completely insane…

Lightning 

I guess I am, Doug! But can you really blame me? I’m a product of the super hero explosion, just like you! We’ve been through a war! Aren’t all of us a little crazy after living through that?

Douglas

This is a whole new kind of crazy…

Lightning

Well, maybe I need some help, Doug – Can you recommend someone?

Theresa looks up slowly, tensing her body to strike.

Theresa

I think… it’s time for you to shut up –

Theresa strikes out with the heel of her hand, impacting with Lightning’s shin, producing an audible pop. Lightning cries out in pain, staggering back. Douglas makes a move towards Lightning, who throws out his arm, producing a wave of lightning that throws Douglas to the ground. Theresa sidesteps the attack, running forward to Lightning. Lightning grabs onto her right arm, electricity crackling over Theresa’s body. She does not react, which startles Lightning.

theresa

Nice try. I’m pretty well insulated, asshole.

Theresa drives her left fist into the side of Lightning’s head, then plunges her left knee into his midsection. Lightning doubles over in pain quickly, then swings his whole arm, hitting Theresa in the face, causing her to stumble back. Douglas has stood up and now stands beside Theresa.

Lightning

She’s not bad, Doug! Just like our girl, Sandy! Full of energy and always willing to fight for the men in her life, and nobody else!

douglas

You’re wrong, Jim. She’s more of hero than any of us were -

lightning

Stop saying that word! 

theresa

(to Douglas)

Did he always talk this much?

Douglas

I wish… maybe I could have helped. Nothing’s the same anymore…

A huge bolt of lightning crackles the air from Lightning’s hands.

Lightning 

ENOUGH!

theresa 

What – you’re tired of talking?

Lightning extends his hand. A huge bolt of energy discharges from his hand, hitting the ground in front of Theresa and driving her backwards. Douglas reaches for her, but she is flying backwards into a group of shrubs. Douglas turns back to Lightning, who is extending his hand again. A wall of lightning flies toward Douglas, as he extends both of his hands. An orange barrier of energy stops the wall of lightning, shaking Douglas slightly. Douglas grits his teeth, concentrating fiercely. Lightning narrows his eyes sternly. 

lightning 

You’re out of practice, Doug…

A huge white explosion DETONATES between the two barriers. Douglas flies backward, his hair singed, his jacket all but burned off his shoulders, his body smoking. He hits the ground with a grunt of pain. Lightning cackles loudly, walking toward Douglas slowly. 

lightning

Doug… what happened? What happened to the guy who would walk right up to death and take it on, guns blazing? I think you lost it, somewhere, Douglas. Times changed… we became the hunted, and you wouldn’t even fight back! You’re not a human, Doug! You don’t belong here! Hiding in a grimy apartment, socializing with hookers, carpentry… it makes me sick! You would never take what was yours! This whole world is made for us! Blue Inferno obviously couldn’t hack it, but you and I could, Doug! Let’s take it back!

Douglas

(in agony)

You’ve got to be kidding…

Theresa runs from nowhere, leaping in the air, driving her knee into Lightning’s chest. She holds small steel rods, which she proceeds to batter Lightning with in the face, head and body. Lightning blocks a few blows, but blood begins to run down his face, as he is assaulted brutally. Lightning suddenly backhands Theresa in the face, energy coursing through his hand. Theresa falls down, groaning. Lightning laughs shrilly, and continues to walk to Douglas.

lightning 

Really, she’s a great girl, Doug. I’m going to have to show her a good time after I put an old dog out of his misery.

douglas

Don’t you touch her…

lightning

You’re not in much of a position to do anything about it, Douglas. 

(beat)

You know, you were the true leader of the super hero era, I don’t know how you didn’t see that. Patriot didn’t run Elite Force, you did. You were the main man in our partnership, too. It turned out to be a big lie, didn’t it? You were burdened with too much, so you ran and hid wherever you could. You were a coward, not a hero. You’ve been hiding for twenty years, Doug. 

(beat)

I used to respect you…

Douglas shifts painfully, freeing his arms.

douglas

You trying to make me feel bad? It’s not going to work. I’ve danced with my demons, Jim. I’m over it now. You couldn’t handle anyone not trusting you, so you ran. Are you going to try and pass off killing innocent women since the war as fighting the fight? Get real, Jim.

Lightning’s arms crackle with energy. He smiles wickedly. Blood trickles down his face.

lightning

I’m tired of this. Let’s end it. I know you loved me like a brother, Doug. 

(beat)

That’s what makes this even more fun.

Lightning raises his arms as he begins to glow with electrical energy. Gunshots EXPLODE suddenly. A bullet slams into Lightning’s arm, causing him to gasp as blood flies into the air. Douglas looks towards the muzzle flash and sees Detective McMannis, still firing. 

douglas

Still alive…

mcmannis

DOUG!

LIghtning

This guy’s pissin’ me off…

Lightning fires a barrage of energy at McMannis. McMannis dives for cover. Lightning smiles, then reaches for Douglas, his hands glowing.

Lightning

(snorts)

Heroes…

Douglas

(eyes glowing)

That’s right… we are…

Douglas seizes Lightning’s wrists, his eyes glowing intensely. Lightning gasps, his eyes wide and hazy.

Douglas

You know… not to get close to me, Jim… I’m ending the line right here…

Lightning begins to scream, his head thrashing violently.

douglas

Feel the pain you’ve caused, Jim… You’ve caused enough to last ten lifetimes…

Lightning is shrieking frantically. His whole body is enveloped in orange light.

douglas

The time of supers is over, Jim… It’s time for mankind to reign again…

Lightning has stopped screaming, his mouth is agape, his eyes empty space. Theresa stands up and removes her mask slowly, her eyes wide.

theresa 

Doug?

douglas

(whispers)

It’s over now…

McMannis is sprinting to Douglas, throwing his gun down, determination on his face.

mcmannis

DOUG!

McMannis leaps for Douglas, tackling him to the ground as a ripple of energy explodes from Lightning’s immobile body. Lightning slumps to the ground, his head hitting pavement with large thud. His eyes are blank. He is dead. McMannis rises, frantically searching Douglas for injury. Theresa is standing next to him, tears streaming down her face.

Mcmannis

DOUG! Are you okay? Doug! Talk to me, Doug!

EXT. AERIAL SHOT. NIGHT. McMannis begins to administer CPR to Douglas as sirens approach slowly. Lightning lies still as the building burns. Red and blue lights are flashing from a street further away, getting closer.

douglas (v.o.)

Long live mankind…

(begin dream sequence)

INT. PENTHOUSE APARTMENT. DUSK. The sun is setting, casting an orange and purple glow throughout the room of a luxurious penthouse suite. In the room sit only a dining table and two chairs across from each other. Suddenly, Douglas is sitting at the table across from ALICIA KELLY, his hair still singed, his body and face bruised and bloody. A bottle of champagne sits in ice at a corner of the table, two full glasses sit in front of Douglas and Alicia, respectively. Alicia is a striking blond woman with blue eyes, high cheekbones and full lips. She is wearing a stunning white gown and a diamond necklace. Her hair glows and shimmers. Douglas stares at Alicia in shock, tears running down his face. Alicia smiles fondly, grasping Douglas’ hand softly.

alicia

You were always good to me, Doug.

douglas

Not good enough. I couldn’t save you…

alicia

Don’t feel bad, Douglas. In your life you’ve saved hundreds, maybe thousands of lives. You are a hero.

douglas

(breaking down)

I… always wanted to save lives…

alicia

You did, Douglas. All the girls thank you. They wanted me to tell you that.

douglas

They did?

alicia

Of course… Doug, you’ve lived your life selflessly every day. You’ve saved lives, created bonds of love and friendship. Your past is your past. It doesn’t change what you’ve done, and who you are. It’s time to move forward. Not go back.

douglas

Move forward… I‘ve always said that.

alicia

(smiling)

That’s my man. 

(beat)

You know, I always wanted one last dinner with you. Now we can have as many as we want.

Alicia reaches for her glass. Douglas smiles gently, grasping his glass. They extend their glasses to the center of the table.

alicia

To us.

douglas

Cheers…

The glasses clink together in the center of the table, over the backdrop of a setting sun.

(end DREAM SEQUENCE)

INT. POLICE INTERVIEW ROOM. NIGHT. Two Police Detectives wearing shirts and ties are interviewing Detective McMannis in a cramped, dimly lit interview room. McMannis’ face is bandaged, his arm is in a sling, and his other arm has a bandage wrapped around it. His leg is heavily bandaged as well. McMannis is smoking, looking very exhausted yet uninterested in the Detectives that are speaking to him. 

detective 1

Are you just going to sit there, Detective? Don’t you have anything to say about the scene we found at that building?

mcmannis

Not really, no.

detective

(cynically)

Ok, detective, humor me. Let’s do a rundown on the other role players here: Theresa Jenkins – Emergency Room Nurse; What we can only assume is Detective Lopez, until dentals are confirmed; Twelve dead CSU agents; and two John Does in the morgue with blood that apparently is tainted somehow – there’s no way we can ID them! Let’s not forget all of the damage done to the building and courtyard. Am I leaving anything else out?

mcmannis

You forgot the dead cabbie…

Detective 2

Right, the cabbie! 

(beat)

Seventeen killed so far, Detective! How does all of this piece together, McMannis? It’s pretty clear that you know something. 

mcmannis 

All I know is that Lopez and one of your John Does were involved in a lot of criminal activities including multiple counts of murder, obstruction of justice, money laundering and tons more besides. The other John Doe and Theresa Jenkins are innocent bystanders in this. They came to my aid when the building blew. That’s the way it went…

detective 1

You expect us to believe this shit? Those CSU guys were burned to a crisp! Both John Does look like they went through a meat slicer! Theresa Jenkins is bruised and bloody, you’re practically crippled! The cabby’s organs were liquefied! Lopez is a pile of teeth! You expect us to believe what you said, based on all of that?

mcmannis

Yeah, pretty much…

Detective 2

Who detonated those explosives?

INT. POLICE INTERVIEW ROOM 2. NIGHT. Theresa Jenkins sits in an interview room, being interviewed by two Detectives. She is very nonchalant, but barely seems to be holding in her emotions.

Theresa

That poor detective was in danger, and we did what we could to help him. I’m a nurse. I couldn’t stand by and watch someone die.

detective 3

Who was the man in the trench coat?

theresa

I don’t know.

detective 4

Do you know Detective Lopez at all, Ma’am?
theresa

Never seen him before.

INT. POLICE INTERVIEW ROOM. NIGHT. Detective McMannis still looks uninterested. The two detectives look very aggravated.

detective 2
Were these John Does super humans, Detective?

McMannis takes a pull from his cigarette slowly, smoke trailing from his lips.

mcmannis

I wouldn’t know anything about that…

INT. HALLWAY. NIGHT. Theresa sits on a bench sipping coffee from a paper cup. Her eyes are puffy and bloodshot. She looks at her coffee, in shock, biting her nails. A door down the hall opens, causing to her glance up slowly, setting her coffee on a table next to her. Detective McMannis walks slowly down the hall towards her as she rises. He is pale and ailing, his eyes glossy with grief. McMannis holds out his arm, she sinks into his body. McMannis holds her close as they walk towards the exit. Theresa begins to CRY in deep gasps.

INT. POLICE INTERVIEW ROOM. NIGHT. The two Detectives that were interviewing McMannis are pacing the room, livid. 

detective 1

He knows everything, sir! He’s shitting straight on our laps!

detective 2

I know, But we can’t hold him… what do we have? McMannis was involved in an explosion and was injured. We have absolutely no proof of him breaking the law. No witnesses, no other survivors; He’s gotta walk. Besides, McMannis is a good cop…
The two Detectives that interviewed Theresa walk into the room.

Detective 4

Just got results on Lopez. The teeth match, but the blood is messed up. We’ve tested again and again, and it doesn’t come back as anything human. Same as your two John Does. Not only that, but the CCTV around the building shorted out right after the cab pulled up to the building. After that, just static. We have no visuals for six square blocks. There’s nothing at all that can tell us what happened, except 
The other Detectives appear dazed, and weary.
INT. APARTMENT. DAY. Theresa and Detective McMannis are in Douglas’ apartment looking around, and putting items into boxes. Theresa examines a photo of Elite Force with a former President. She sets it into one of the boxes. McMannis looks at a broken sword with an eagle handle hanging on the wall.

mcmannis

(points at the sword, smiling meekly)

Patriot, you think?

theresa

No doubt.

mcmannis

Look at all this stuff…

Theresa

I know. It’s like something from another world. I never knew any of this.

Mcmannis

That’s right, you were too young…

theresa

What do you remember from that time?

mcmannis

Not much… I didn’t grow up in the city. I just remember reading stories in the papers and seeing these amazing people on the news every night…

Theresa

He was… amazing, wasn’t he?

mcmannis

He really was. They all were.
They continue to put objects into the boxes, stopping to examine some of them.

theresa

What are we going to do with all of this stuff?

mcmannis

Burn it, I guess. Get rid of any trace.
theresa

You think that’s what Douglas would have wanted?

Mcmannis

Yeah, I think so… 

(beat)

He wanted it to end that night. The superhuman race. He wanted to put the past behind. He said it himself, we can never go back…

theresa

Can’t we take at least one thing? For ourselves? To remember him?

McMannis stops packing a box, and looks at her, smiling compassionately.

mcmannis

I don’t think he’d mind, kid…

INT. COFFEE SHOP. DAY. Theresa and McMannis sit at a table, sipping coffee. McMannis is smoking a cigarette, watching Theresa, who looks at him with teary eyes.

theresa

It hurts so much…

mcmannis

I know, Terry.

Theresa wipes her eyes, then sips her coffee.

theresa

What are we going to do now? I feel so lost…

mcmannis

Good question. I’m not a cop anymore. I decided to take an early retirement.

theresa

You did?

mcmannis

(chuckling and smiling)

I didn’t much have a choice. Those guys wanted me in jail. It was for the best. But my heart wasn’t really in it either, I guess. Police work in the end – it felt like I was hurting more than helping.
theresa

So…

(beat)

What’s your next move?

mcmannis

Not sure…

They both sip their coffees for a moment.

mcmannis

(quietly)

There’s still a lot of cleaning up to do out there, you know…

Theresa’s eyes meet his.  He smiles, taking a drag from his cigarette, leaving it dangling from his lips.

Mcmannis

We’re not lost yet, kid…

EXT. CITY ALLEY. NIGHT. Two women walk swiftly down an alley, looking behind them warily at a group of four thugs slowly following them. The thugs are quietly whistling and cat calling, taunting the women. Alan Richards’ voice over plays as the visuals unfold.

Alan (v.o.)

‘Return of a Hero Era’ – by Alan Richards. I sit in my office now, reading a headline from my own newspaper, describing a ‘mysterious costumed man and woman’ that struck a blow for a wronged society. In an attempt to cleanse the once thriving area of town that has become the Neon district, the criminal run booze hole known as 187 was under siege by unidentified “vigilantes”, as one police source put it. I found myself feeling nostalgiac for the times when I used to see these articles every day.
As the men pass a row of garbage cans, from behind the garbage cans rises a dark figure of a man wearing body armor, a long dark coat, a long dark head band, and carrying a pistol. A cigarette dangles from his lips, smoke trailing upwards. He peers silently down the alley, following the men with narrowed eyes.
alan (v.o.)

I also remember when I sat in this very office all those years ago, when the human race set out to destroy a race that had always left us in fear and admiration. On this day, only fear remained. We were scared of an advanced form of humanity that we thought was set out to destroy us – to take our home. We struck first, and didn’t stop until over 6 million humans and super humans were dust in the earth. 

From the shadows on the other side of the alley steps a woman wearing a black combat suit, long black coat, and combat mask. As her coat flaps open, several weapons are visible. The two figures meet in the middle of the alley, then follow the group of thugs down the alley, full of purpose and determination.

Alan (v.o.)

How wrong we were, to give into fear, to destroy what we helped flourish, to plunge our own race and identities into chaos and darkness. Evil will never die. It will plague our days and nights for ages to come, human or not. But fear can be conquered. It can be tamed. I have been personal witness to the birth and death of an era, both of which we, mankind, instigated. It gives me comfort to know that all of my readers will be witness to the rebirth of an era of strength, passion and legacy. Soon the last of the heroes will die, but their legacy will resound in our hearts for an eternity, and I know in my hero’s heart that some will carry the torch for years and centuries to come. In this life or the next, all of us can be saved. No fear. 

THE END  

THIS SCRIPT IS THE SOLE PROPERTY OF IT’S AUTHOR. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.
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