
COLE
What you got, farmer?

OREN
Swamp.

COLE
Fuck. I hate fuckin swamps.

OREN
Look.

Oren motions above. The glowing mushrooms now dot the hanging 
branches and weeping leaves overhead, leading across the 
wetland.

COLE
She’s over there waiting for us.

OREN
We ought not be walking right where 
she’s telling us to go.

COLE
Probly best if not. You can take us 
as far out where we can still see 
that trail. Head out slow, lemme 
collect the rest of the killers. We 
don’t wanna be strung out this far 
apart in a fuckin swamp.

Cole heads back to Roya. Oren steps into the mucky water, 
uses his spear to test the depths ahead of him.
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Closeup, floating scum on sludgy water. Sluggish ripples. 
Oren pushes through the foul water, trying not to slosh. The 
mist has gone acrid here, like the air itself is poisoned.

Epic shot of the warband wading through waist-deep swamp 
water. They are closer together now but still staggered, 
hooded cloaks, weapons out. Ahnika with that small pale flame 
dancing in one hand.

Gydion trudges through, supremely uncomfortable.

GYDION
(whispering to himself)

There’s no leeches in this swamp, 
no leeches. Saints-awful stench 
poisoned ‘em all.



His POV: tracking shot of the putrid water. Helix follows 
nearby with his sword held aloft.

HELIX
There’s a lot worse than leeches in 
these swamps.

GYDION
Oh. Well, well thank you, I feel 
uh, I feel much better. 

Maesyn brings up the rear with his sword also held to keep it 
clear of the water. He hears something drip behind him. He 
looks nervously over his shoulder, stops. Turns to survey the 
full background. Nothing. Then something, up high in the 
trees a ways away, tough to see through the mist. Something 
long and spindly and spiky withdraws up into the branches. 
Fear darkens his face. He looks for more, anything else, but 
there’s no more movement. With a slight shudder, he moves to 
catch up with the others.

Roya moves like a huntress through the water, somehow just a 
bit more smooth than the rest. She is truly at home in the 
Deep.

More shots of the warband crossing the swamp, focusing on 
atmosphere and tension.

Oren checks the mushroom trail overhead and off a ways in the 
mist. Still on track. He finds the ground rising and slowly 
walks out of the water onto muddy ground. 

He takes a beat to check the ground for tracks. Moves deeper 
into the haunted swamp forest, woods growing tangled and 
thick on either side. There is something ahead, some kind of 
structure. Not man-made, something unnatural formed out of 
foliage and full of violet glow. Oren stops. 

It’s a shadowy arch ahead, pale roots woven through it, 
leading to more forest. He turns to return to the main group, 
they are back a ways in the mist. Something catches his eye, 
he peers at the ground, uncertain if he’s seeing things or 
... no, that is a human face staring up at him from the 
ground, mouth twisted in a perpetual, frozen scream. 

He looks wildly around, another face half overgrown with moss 
and vines, another one partially obscured by roots. He looks 
at the warband, the flanking tangled walls of trees he’s led 
them into are, in fact, growing up around them. He whips back 
to look at that arch and realizes the arch leads out of this 
place, but it’s sealing up with tangled roots and vines.

OREN 
Wait!



Shocking break of the silence. Roya and the warband freeze.

OREN (CONT'D)
Go back!!

The eyes in the face below him pop open. 

Vines rocket from the ground. Oren’s already spinning the 
great spear and driving it deep into the thing’s tortured 
face. As his spear punches into the ground, vine puppets 
erupt, each one a unique display of lunging, violent 
hybridization, whipping vines in place of legs or arms, 
sprouting thorn blades. 

Wide shot of the warband in the gauntlet ... the trees 
explode with vine puppets. 
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We’re in the thick of it. 

GYDION 
Oh ... fuck!

And he’s broadsided by whipping vines. 

Ahnika flings that fireball spell she’s been carrying, flames 
immolate two puppets. Through the heat haze, Roya swings 
around and looses an arrow into a puppet rushing her, she’s 
already nocking another arrow as that puppet falls, aiming, 
loosing. 

Cole, both blades out, carving a puppet down in rapid 
slashes. He flinches as another leaps for his back - but it’s 
punched out of the air by Roya’s arrow. 

Maesyn bashes a puppet with his shield, the thing’s sorrowful 
human face with mad, roving eyes. He chops into crossed thorn 
blades, his own sword sticking in the woody fibers and he 
grunts with frustration, bashes at it with his shield. 

Gydion fights for his life down on the ground, vines coiling 
around his neck. Helix comes in with his sword from above, 
hacking. The vines loosen -

GYDION
(choking)

Thank you!

Helix offers a hand up - and screams as a thorn blade punches 
out his chest, backstabbed. 



Oren whips his spear in a great arc, forcing vine puppets 
back. Writhing shadows crawl from the vine-woven arch and 
Oren is visibly shaken as BELDETH dis-assimilates from the 
tangle of trees. Two huge spiders descend from the boughs 
overhead, flanking her. Oren plants himself and heaves that 
spear at her with all his strength. 

Something massive, larger than even the giant spiders, 
streaks down before Beldeth, crushing the spear mid-flight. 
Oren’s rising eyes, rising terror. The VynKnight’s pale root 
wings rise above its terrible visage. Oren falters, stumbles 
backward. The VynKnight’s feet stomp forward, bleeding 
spiders across the ground.  

Beldeth’s laughter emanates from the trees all around, from 
everywhere and nowhere, crackling like breaking branches, 
hissing like dead leaves.

BELDETH (O.C.)
Rejoice in your despair. You will 
deliver suffering forever.

Terribly long, brutal thorn swords grow from the VynKnight’s 
arms as it looms over the panicked Oren. It punches down at 
the farmer-turned-scout, Oren jerks sideways, the second 
thorn blade crunches into his chest and he screams. The first 
thorn blade punches twice more into his skewered torso, 
brutal, just for good measure. 

Gydion catches a vine with one axe and hacks at it with the 
other, bleeding from scratches across his face. He turns to 
see Ahnika trying to cast her armor spell but disrupted by a 
vine puppet shredding into her. He whips an axe through the 
air, it hits the puppet in the back and Ahnika finishes it 
with rapid stabs from her knife. 

Cole is knocked off his feet into the trees, vines lash 
around him. His POV: two vine puppets lurch towards him, 
scarred terrified faces inside the vines at odds with the 
roping, lashing menace of their attacks. One arm still free, 
he chops savagely at the vines holding him. One of the two 
attacking him sprouts an arrow coming out of its chest, 
dropping to its knees, revealing Roya behind it, nocking 
another arrow - a vine puppet barrels her out of frame. Cole 
snarls.

Maesyn wades through vine puppets to reach Roya, hacking and 
blocking and stabbing. He sees Roya fighting maniacally 
against the thing on top of her. He backhands the puppet off 
her with his shield and runs it through with his sword. 
Turning back to her, he’s shocked by something beyond. He 
flinches as something large arcing through the air lands in 
front them. Oren’s body, broken, mangled. Tilt up from the 
farmer’s corpse to Roya’s expression. 



A shadow crosses over her. The VynKnight. Maesyn leaps 
between them, howling a warcry. Roya reacts to a vine puppet 
coming at her from the side, rolling spectacularly to her 
feet, but no time to do anything else other than crack it 
across the face with her bow, splintering it in half. 

Ahnika drags hair out of her face and sees Beldeth for the 
first time, which stops her in awe. She glances at the 
VynKnight but then back to the druid and her arachnid 
guardians. She walks toward the them.

Maesyn squares off with the towering VynKnight. The Sunhawk’s 
tortured visage within the vines is terrible but pitiful to 
look at. The VynKnight jabs at the mortal knight. Maesyn 
dodges, keeping his shield up.

Gydion and Cole back into each other defending against 
puppets. They take their opponents down, thrashing vines 
ripping blood from each of them, but they return the favor 
ten fold, grunting and growling. They check each other, then 
see the VynKnight. 

GYDION
What in all the saints blessed 
hearts is that?!

COLE
Better help the bright boy.

And he shoves Gydion toward Maesyn. He, on the other hand, 
turns slowly, with a feral grin, to the druid. And stalks 
toward her. 

COLE
(scoffing)

Fuckin spiders. 

Roya draws her sword just quick enough to parry incoming 
vines, and they’re followed by stabbing thorn blades which 
she also hammers away from her, then launches an overhead 
swing severing vines and chunking into the vine puppet’s 
suddenly ecstatic face.

VINE PUPPET
(grateful)

Bless you ...

More puppets come at her and her fury grows. 

Maesyn and the VynKnight slowly circle one another. They 
exchange a flurry of blows, steel sword flashing against dark 
thorn blades. Vines whip out from the VynKnight and rip the 
shield from Maesyn, breaking his arm in the process. 



He chokes down a scream, twirling his sword to rebalance. 
Gydion’s on the far side of the VynKnight.

GYDION
Maesyn, watch out!

Maesyn glances down, spits curses at the spiders swarming up 
his legs. Gydion grabs one of the pale root wings and slashes 
at it with his axe. The VynKnight flexes, rocking the thief 
off his feet and following up with a bone-crunching smack to 
the head. Gydion sails into the dirt, unconscious.

Ahnika approaches Beldeth, who looks at her, roots peeling 
away to reveal those burning eyes. The druid smiles, tiny 
spiders leaking from her mouth.

BELDETH
Little mage, seeking the truths of 
a dying world. Fighting for a 
mother too afraid to save her own 
children from the cruelty of 
nature.

Ahnika studies the druid.

AHNIKA
I know they didn’t listen to you. I 
know they mocked you. I understand 
your anger.

Something glints in Ahnika’s eye, she might also be angry at 
humanity. 

Beldeth looks at her for a beat, then moves, cobra fast, 
right up into Ahnika’s face. Vines coiling up over the mage’s 
shoulders suddenly yank Ahnika’s head back to stare up at the 
druid.

BELDETH
You would need a millennia to 
understand my anger. You scorned 
the warning, and now the Shadow 
Deep has come for you ... allllll

From behind Beldeth, Cole growls.

COLE
Now, Ahnika.

Beldeth swings her head around to look at the man-at-arms, 
returning his smile. With her free hand, Ahnika pulls up the 
gem of spellfire she constructed in the first act and spits 
an esoteric word. The gem disintegrates in a magical glow. 
Cole’s blades take on that glow and flare even brighter. 



Beldeth’s spiders lunge at him from behind, startlingly fast. 
But he jams both his glowing blades into Beldeth’s back, 
laughing as the spiders tear him down.

BELDETH
A millennia.

Beldeth walks away from Ahnika, the mage held constricted in 
the warping vines and dragged across the ground. Cole’s 
blades stuck in her back, unnoticed, unfelt.

Cole buried in thrashing spider legs, snarling, fighting like 
a cornered badger. One gets its fangs in him, he snarls 
louder, getting an arm around its head and somehow twisting 
it off with a wild surge of anger and hate. Gore spews across 
him, then the second spider is on him. 

COLE
Fuck!!

Maesyn dodges a swiping thorn blade from the VynKnight, 
swings his sword into an upper cut slash against the other 
thorn blade, staggering with the effort. Roya, behind him, 
screams at the VynKnight.

ROYA
Fen Bry! It’s me! It’s Roya!

The Sunhawk’s face, behind the vines, twists in agony. Maesyn 
moves to the side, parrying another blow, but spiders are 
crawling up over his shoulders onto his neck. He 
unconsciously jerks his broken arm to try to swipe at them 
and winces in sharp pain. The VynKnight closes with him, 
towering over him, ten, twelve feet tall if an inch. Maesyn 
swings his sword wildly and his blade chocks into a thorn 
blade, sticking. The VynKnight rips the sword from his hand 
and hits him so hard with the second thorn blade Maesyn goes 
flying. He lands like a rag doll. Struggles to stand, peering 
out with fury from his sweaty hair, and spiders swarm his 
head and he spasms as venom takes him over. He collapses.

Roya is on the verge of sobbing, looking from Maesyn to the 
VynKnight. A vine puppet clambers over bodies toward her on 
her flank. In a burst of anger, she throws her sword at it, 
punching it off its vine-laden feet. She looks back at the 
VynKnight closing on her. 

ROYA
It’s me. I know you’re there, Fen. 
I know you are. Fight. That. Bitch.

The VynKnight hesitates. The Sunhawk’s eyes roll sideways to 
look at her. He moans.



Beldeth walks slowly through the wreckage of the battle.

BELDETH
You’ll make a wonderful VynKnight, 
Ahnika Naaaaycrosssssss. I will 
channel power through you, and 
through you, my reach will expand 
ten-fold.

Ahnika struggles in the vines behind her.

BELDETH (CONT'D)
We’ll bleed suffering to swallow 
the sun.

Closeup on Roya.

ROYA 
You meant everything to me.

The VynKnight trembles, its vine arms reaching but almost 
vibrating with internal struggle.

ROYA
You saved me from myself. You and 
Sebasten.

The VynKnight strikes Roya, smashing her off her feet, 
cracking ribs, eliciting a pained cry. She forces herself to 
stand, to stand back up and face it. Voice trembling.

ROYA
You believed in me.

The Sunhawk’s terrible expression of sadness and horror as he 
backhands her, vicious. Rack focus to Beldeth in the far 
background. Roya reels and stumbles. But again, she forces 
herself up, limping, favoring her ribs, blood cascading down 
her face.

ROYA
I believe in you.

The VynKnight stops, the Sunhawk’s face exerting tremendous 
effort to roll toward her.

THE SUNHAWK/VYNKNIGHT
Roya. Run!

Her reaction. 

The VynKnight lurches around and charges at Beldeth, who 
looks disappointed.



BELDETH
You don’t get to disobey.

She steps towards her own charging monster. Behind her on the 
ground, Ahnika gets a hand free and reaches for the druid, 
casting the same Hold Person spell she cast during the first 
vine puppet encounter. Beldeth turns back to her, angry now.

BELDETH
A millennia!!

The vines launch Ahnika into the tangled tree wall where pale 
roots swarm out to grab her, weave her into the trees almost 
like spider webs. They spread across her terrified face, 
pulling her backward, the trees swallow her whole.

The VynKnight savagely attacks Beldeth - but it’s suddenly 
pulled back by its own wings, which spread up and lash to the 
boughs overhead, parts of it still firmly under Beldeth’s 
control. She looks up at it, then down past it to Roya on the 
far side of the gauntlet.

BELDETH
I’ll weave a hundred more 
VynKnights to lead my legion of 
puppets. Only you -

She looks at the Sunhawk, we see his twisted features lock 
eyes with hers.

BELDETH
- shall I sunder from misery.

She looks back at Roya and raises her claw-like hands, laced 
with pale roots, veined with vines. Roya watches the druid 
slowly cross her hands in front of her, claws facing the 
ranger. Beldeth stares at Roya for a beat, smiles ... and 
makes a huge, violent “tearing things apart” movement with 
her hands and arms.

ROYA
No!!!

And the VynKnight is ripped in half, vines and blood 
splashing across the trees. 

Roya, half beaten to death, sinks her head in exhaustion, 
hair dangling. She looks half-crippled. Blood drips on the 
dead leaves at her feet. 

Beldeth’s head tilts down with a sadistic grin, eyes flaring. 



Roya, swaying slightly, raises her face, dark eyes glinting 
through her matted bloody hair, anger and hatred and rage 
pulsing from her. A sword sticks up from where it’s lodged in 
a dead vine puppet. She walks forward, grabbing the sword in 
a reverse grip as she passes, yanking it with her. 

Beldeth’s smile widens inhumanly. 

Marching forward, Roya pulls up another sword as she passes 
it and now she’s striding with purpose and focus and rage at 
the druid. Vines launch at her from the sides and she knocks 
them away with the steel, advancing steadily. A vine puppet 
attacks and she cuts it down, flipping the swords into 
regular grips, and continuing her death march, bearing down 
on Beldeth. 

As she closes, heavy vines coil up from the ground around the 
ranger, lifting her off her feet, her arms going wide to keep 
the vines from trapping her arms. The vines drag Roya close 
to Beldeth, the druid hissing like a cobra, causing the vines 
wrapping Roya to sprout thorns that grow and pierce the 
ranger, more vines wrapping around her, more thorns growing 
and skewering her, forcing cries of pain from her, blood from 
her. The vines pull her right up to the druid’s demonic plant-
ridden face.

BELDETH
You’ll make a better VynKnight than 
he by far.

Beldeth extends a clawed hand, magic lancing towards Roya, 
and the medallion the Field Marshal gave her flares, 
shielding her from the druid’s magic. The amulet soaks up the 
sorcery and bursts in a rainbow of shards. 

Beldeth shows the first hint of frustration. The vines swing 
Roya right up to Beldeth’s wretched face, and Roya screams 
her fury, jamming her swords up into the druid, locking them 
both together with piercing sharp implements. Beldeth hardly 
reacts to Roya’s attack, just brings her even closer, their 
faces an inch apart.

BELDETH
Stupid girl, you can’t kill the 
Shadow -

From behind, a bloody arm wraps around Beldeth’s forehead and 
savagely yanks it back, away from Roya. Crimson Cole wrenches 
free one of his still-glowing blades out of the druid’s back 
and brutally hacks at Beldeth’s woody, vined throat. He hacks 
and saws with a ferocity born of final moment/last chance 
energy. Beldeth rasps, trying to speak, black blood spraying 
everywhere. 



Her arms flail and Roya grabs them with her last bit of 
strength, and Cole chops and gouges and butchers until 
finally, finally, he tears the druid’s head from her body 
with a snarl. 

Everything, everyone, collapses.
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Wide shot. Silence, mist, fog.
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Closeup on a vine puppet’s face, eyes closing in peace, 
trapped soul fading gently away. Heavy twitching vines relax 
into the ground. Oren’s corpse staring with one crooked eye. 
Tangle of trees. Out of which spills Ahnika, landing face 
down. She groans and pushes herself up. She stares at the 
devastation. 

COLE (O.C.)
(weak, ragged)

Naycross.

She turns, doesn’t see him right away, only a collapsed heap 
of vines and pale roots and skittering spiders.

COLE 
Naycross, come get the ranger.

Ahnika crawls to her feet, stumbles towards the pile, hisses 
when she sees - 

Roya, tangled and stabbed with vines, the thorns shrinking 
now but the wounds just bleeding more. Ahnika wrestles Roya 
free of the vines.

AHNIKA
Roya?

Cole drags himself up, half-crippled himself, battered, cut, 
bruised, ear bandage missing. He looks at Roya, surprised at 
himself.

COLE
I ain’t seen nobody do what she did 
today.

Ahnika casts a healing spell, summoning nearly all her 
reserves of sorcery, and we see the most grievous wounds 
close slowly. Ahnika lets out a pent breath.


