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EXT. HSC INTERNATIONAL, CENTRAL BUSINESS DISTRICT - NIGHT

Establishing shot of the building. Almost all of the windows
are dark, aside from a smattering of them on the top floors.

INT. WHISPER'S OFFICE, HSC INTERNATIONAL  - CONTINUOUS

WHISPER A'DAIRE, as strikingly beautiful and ice cold as
always, sits at her desk, eyes fixed on the computer monitor
on her opulent desk. Standing in front, the picture of
professional detachment, is DR. DANA LASKI.

WHISPER
So, should we be worried?

Laski's mask of professionalism cracks just ever-so-
slightly, as she frowns, and swallows nervously.

LASKI
For the most part, Mr. Denetto has
recovered immensely well and at a
rapid pace, thanks to our medical
innovations.

beat( )
At least, physically.

WHISPER
Clarify 'for the most part' for me,
please?

LASKI
Unfortunately, despite the success of
the facial reconstruction and the
tissue grafts, there was significant
scarring as a result. The fact we
also had a limited donor pool has
caused some cosmetic issues.

Whisper leans back in her chair, deep in thought.

WHISPER
considering( )

And you believe that is what caused
our little... 'incident', shall we
call it?

LASKI
archly( )

My technician was gutted, Ms.
A'Daire. The term 'incident' may be
underselling the problem.

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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I fear we are dealing with some
LASKI (cont'd)

severe psychological trauma.

WHISPER
sadly( )

He was such a handsome fellow before,
wasn't he?

LASKI
nonchalant( )

He did have a certain aesthetic
appeal, I suppose.

Whisper allows herself a small smile of amusement, as she
looks back the monitor, her eyes narrowing.

CLOSE ON: The monitor, which shows a security camera's view
of a darkened room, shadows and blackness obscuring pretty
much everything from sight. The only light comes in through
a window, the blinds open, allowing some moonlight in.

As we PUSH IN...

INT. RECOVERY ROOM, MEDICAL LAB, HSC INTERNATIONAL - LATER

Inside the room, even in the minimal lighting, we can just
make out the place is a total ruin. The bed is unmade, while
the spartan furnishings are upended. A vague shape of a man
sits in the corner, obscured by shadow.

As the door opens, and Whisper calmly steps in, the shape
shuffles further back into the corner, avoiding the bright
light of the corridor that shines in through the open
doorway.

Whisper steps forward, her heels making a distinct crunching
noise as she steps over shards of a broken mirror. She
casually glances down at the debris, before looking around,
taking note.

Each and every kind of reflective surface has either been
covered, or destroyed.

WHISPER
Hello, Johnny.

The man - JOHNNY DENETTO - doesn't move an inch. He just
remains in his corner, seemingly unresponsive.

WHISPER (cont'd)
You've been a bad boy, Johnny. You
can't go around killing my employees

(MORE)
(CONTINUED)
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pauses( )
WHISPER (cont'd)

Well, at least not without my
permission, anyway.

DENETTO
hoarse, rough( )

Go away.

WHISPER
Oh, you can still speak? Good to
know.

She steps further into the room, leans casually on the bed-
frame.

JOHNNY
Shouldn't you have brought down a
bodyguard with you? I'm sure Dr.
Laski advised it.

WHISPER
amused( )

Oh, honey, we both know you'd never
hurt me.

JOHNNY
angrily( )

Don't be so sure, Whisper.

WHISPER
Let me rephrase - I'd never let you
hurt me. We both know I could take
you without breaking a sweat.

JOHNNY
resigned( )

What do you want, Whisper?

WHISPER
I have a job for you. Simple really.

CLOSE ON: Johnny lifts his head up, a single cold blue eye
the only thing visible in the small beam of light that cuts
across his face.

JOHNNY
You're not serious?

WHISPER
Deadly. We need a crew put together
for a job I want taken care of.

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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Independent operatives, for a job i
WHISPER (cont'd)

need taken care of, without any ties
back to us or our affiliates.

JOHNNY
'Independent'? Meaning you want some
patsies to take the fall if things go
sour, right?

WHISPER
See, this is why I like you, Johnny,
you understand how I think, a rare
thing in a man these days.

JOHNNY
Why me? I'm sure your favorite little
puppy-dog could do this just as well.

WHISPER
Yes, Kyle could, dear, but I want you
to do this. I've made a serious
investment in keeping you alive, I
want you to prove that wasn't a
mistake.

JOHNNY
furious( )

An 'investment'?!

With surprising speed, Johnny jumps to his feet and
approaches Whisper, cutting the distance between them to
mere inches, standing right in front of her.

JOHNNY (cont'd)
This is your 'investment', Whisper.
You like?

His back is to the camera as he steps into the light,
allowing Whisper to see him clearly for the first time - she
flinches, eyes widening just a little before the icy calm
slips back in place.

Instead, she takes another step closer, and reaches up to
gently stroke Johnny's cheek. He visibly recoils for a
moment, but Whisper isn't deterred as she runs a delicate
finger across his skin.

WHISPER
What I see is the same as always. A
man who has made pain and agony into
such a work of art, he could be
called a maestro of his profession.

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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A man who knows the ins and outs of
WHISPER (cont'd)

the lowlifes of this city, and is
feared and respected by all of them.
That hasn't changed, Johnny.

Johnny seems to sag for a second, sighing with frustration,
laying his own hand on Whisper's as she holds it to his
cheek.

WHISPER (cont'd)
Will you do this for me, Johnny?

Slowly, he nods, nuzzling her hand just ever so slightly.
Whisper simply smiles. Victory...

EXT. METROPOLIS SKYLINE - TIME-LAPSE

Over the course of about ten second, we go from night, to
day, back to night again, the city awakening and falling
back to sleep again...

EXT. BARNEY'S TAVERN, SUICIDE SLUMS - NIGHT

It's your typical dive bar, looks rough as hell, with plenty
of motorcycles and beat-up cars parked outside, and a
failing sign that proclaims the name to be "BARNEY'S" in
neon.

INT. BARNEY'S TAVERN, SUICIDE SLUMS - CONTINUOUS

If the outside was bad, the inside is even worse. Bad
lighting, loud music, and a lot of rough-looking dudes
getting drunk on cheap beers, or hustling at pool.

A young and attractive WAITRESS, dressed in tight jeans and
a mid-riff baring top, flashing lots of skin, leaves the
bar, carrying a tray loaded with a pitcher of beer and
several glasses.

She walks across the crowded bar, easily navigating her way
and holding the tray with ease, before depositing it onto a
table near the pool area. The table is occupied by a group
of men who look like they belong in such a dive.

One of the man, handsome in a rough-and-ready kind of way,
flashes her a cocky grin. This is VICTOR 'VIC' GOVER (mid-
30s, well-built, spiky black hair).

GOVER
Thanks, babe.

(CONTINUED)
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As the waitress turns, he playfully smacks her on the rear,
rewarded with a glare that only makes his cocky grin widen.
He then starts pouring out the beer into the glasses, and
passing them to the others.

GOVER (cont'd)
Anyway, here's to Jackie-Boy, finally
getting out of the joint!

He pulls in the slightly younger blonde, JACKIE, sitting
next to him, wrapping him in a brotherly hug, ruffling his
hair, both of them grinning, as they raise their glasses.

GOVER (cont'd)
Cheers!

There is an enthusiastic collective cheer from the group, as
they clink glasses and swig their drinks with gusto. Gover
puts his drink down with a satisfied smacking of his lips.

GOVER (cont'd)
Okay, down to business, boys.

JACKIE
You got some work coming up, Vic?

GOVER
I'm working on a few things, yeah. I
hear there's a need for guys like us
right now.

JACKIE
You wanna be somebody's lapdog? I
though you wanted to be in charge of
your own crew?

GOVER
Days like this, Jackie, you gotta
take what you can get. Besides, with
Brick gone, it ain't like we have
much choice about where to turn for
work.

JACKIE
nervous( )

Are you talking about Intergang? Are
you crazy?

GOVER GOON #1
Yeah, man, I heard some nasty things
going on with that lot.

(CONTINUED)
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GOVER
Boys, boys, when have I ever steered
you wrong, huh?

beat, sighs( )
Look, much as I hate to admit it,
Intergang are close to ruling this
town. We need to show them that we
can get with the program.

GOVER GOON #1
Why now, Vic?

GOVER
annoyed( )

Why now? Because we wanna stay alive,
that's why! Look, the last couple of
years, things have changed in
Metropolis. We've not had to worry
about the capes or the cops that
much. But now, with everyone talking
about the 'Big Blue' being back, it's
gonna start getting a whole lot
harder for guys like us to make a
dishonest buck. We need Intergang as
much as they need us right now.

JACKIE
I don't know, Vic...

GOVER
Yeah? Well, I do know, okay, trust
me! Now drink up, it's a party,
remember?!

As he grins that cocky grin of his again...

EXT. TENEMENT BUILDING, SUICIDE SLUMS - LATER

A taxi pulls up to the sidewalk, and Gover stumbles out,
fishing out some dollar bills before passing them to the
driver through his window.

GOVER
Keep the change, man.

He heads into the building, as the taxi drives off...

INT. STAIRWELL, TENEMENT BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

Gover makes his way upstairs, briskly, if a little wobbly...

CONTINUED:
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INT. GOVER'S APARTMENT, TENEMENT BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

After loudly fiddling with the keys, Gover finally lets
himself into his abode. It's a simply enough affair - a
combined kitchen/living space, with one door leading to a
bathroom, the other a bedroom.

He walks straight into the kitchen, opening the fridge and
grabbing a bottle of beer. With practiced ease, he removes
the top, and takes a hearty swig--

JOHNNY
Hello, Mr. Gover.

--only to SPIT it out in shock from the voice speaking to
him from somewhere in his apartment!

Despite the alcohol in his system, he whips out a GUN with
surprising speed, and points it towards the voice. He flicks
on a nearby light switch, illuminating most of the front of
the apartment

GOVER
nervous( )

Who's there? Who're you?

Standing next to the window, looking out into the Slums, is
Johnny Denetto. He is wearing one of his usual smart suits,
and as he turns to face Gover, his crisp shirt and tie
become visible. His face stays in shadow though.

JOHNNY
I'm someone who represents a party
interested in your skills and
abilities.

GOVER
Yeah? Like who?

JOHNNY
I think you already know the answer
to that question, Mr. Gover.

GOVER
realizing( )

Intergang?

JOHNNY
You've been on our radar for some
time, Victor. We know all about your
career, the kind of people who you
once worked with. Very impressive.

(CONTINUED)
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GOVER
Yeah, I had it pretty good for a
while.

JOHNNY
Sadly though, it didn't last as long
as you hoped, did it? But these
things happen. Still, your work over
the years since has been impressive,
if not the caliber of crime itself.

GOVER
Well, excuse me for not being Mr.
Fancypants, but I did what I had to
do to keep myself going, without
getting caught.

JOHNNY
Which is part of what has impressed
my employer. Perhaps you've heard of
her - Whisper A'Daire?

GOVER
The head honcho, huh? Okay, so you're
not the wolf-man I've heard about, he
isn't this chatty. So you must be the
'charmer', Johnny D? Right?

JOHNNY
laughs( )

Actually, I think it's time for a new
handle.

He steps out from the shadows, and for the first time, his
once-handsome features becomes visible.

It's like a Frankenstein creation - thick SCARS crisscross
all over his face and down his throat. One of his eyes, once
blue, has now gone completely WHITE. Mismatched SKIN GRAFTS
are apparent, no one graft the same as another.

Gover recoils in shock, disgust at what he sees clearly
evident.

JOHNNY (cont'd)
From now on, call me Johnny Stitches.

Johnny simply smiles, a slight gleam of insanity in his
clear blue eye as we:

FADE TO BLACK:

END OF EPISODE
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