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Light of the moon shined down with silence covering in the streets of Retropolis. 
The Rapid-Blade, sped down the deserted streets like a lightning bolt through the 
clouds. The Swordman himself, is heading towards a secure warehouse after receiving 
word the crime lords, Elliot Slade and Ramon Lamono Carr would be having a 
meeting. A beeping sound erupted from a screen within the vehicle. He looked at the 
screen, it’s Allison, contacting him. He pressed a button to speak with her. 

“What do you have?” 
“I have more information concerning the meeting between Slade and Carr.” 
“I’m listening.” 
“The two are meeting to discuss some idea of  a utopian Retropolis. In their own 

words. Didn’t you talk about something like this before?” 
“It’s called The Utopia Conspiracy. It’s been going around the rumor mill within the 

lower areas of Retropolis for months. A plan to completely bankrupt the city and 
herald it into chaos, where only Slade and Carr would pick up the pieces and create 
their version of order out of chaos they would create.” 

“What do you intend on doing about it, beloved?” 
“I plan to cease it.” 
The Rapid-Blade passed by a sign which read, “Thank you for visiting Retropolis.” 

Later passing another street sign saying, “Welcome to Mass City, the Sister City of 
Retropolis.” He continued to speed down the streets into Mass City, with civilians 
staring out of their windows, staring at the vehicle with suspense. The Swordman 
drove further, spotting a warehouse in the horizon. He also recognized a set of cars 
parked nearby the warehouse. 

“I have found the warehouse. Keep in touch in case I contact you.” 
“I understand. Be careful.” 
Allison turned off  her signal as The Swordman stops the vehicle. He exits. Once 

out of  the vehicle, he reached in and held up the Sword of  the Elohim, placing it 
onto his back. He stealthy approached the warehouse. Spotting the cars, he took a 
glance at the license plates. 

“These vehicles belong to their men.” 
Instantly knowing they belong to Slade and Carr’s henchmen. He gazed around 
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the warehouse and raised his right arm, from the gauntlet fired a grappling dagger-
hook, which pulled him up from the ground to the top of the warehouse. 

Inside the warehouse sat over a dozen henchmen, some standing by the entrance 
points, others sitting down at tables drinking beer and playing cards. Sitting together 
at one table is both Elliot Slade and Ramon Lamono Carr. The two of them drinking 
beer, smoking cigars, and talking amongst each other. 

“So what do you think about the idea of moving the plan ahead?” Slade asked. 
“You know, to keep things going at a faster rate?” 

“I personally believe we should take our time on this. Because, once we bring 
about the whole bankruptcy of Retropolis deal, it will take some little time before the 
people cooperate with us and follow suit with our plan.” 

“Why would we wait for them to cooperate with us? This is my solution, we bring 
in the ones that side with us and we kill the ones that don’t. A simple plan. A simple 
solution.” 

“Ok. But how would you handle this “Swordman” fellow they speak about?” 
Slade scoffed at the mention of The Swordman.  
“You’re talking about that myth. Ramon, The Swordman is nothing more than a 

folklore passed down through the generations. Hell, even the Retropolis Police 
Department don’t believe in some Knight of Faith cleaning up their streets and doing 
their own work.” 

“But, you heard about the guy taking down that woman a few weeks back. The 
one with the car.” 

“I only know about the woman. I hear she’s as crazy as they come.” 
“Wouldn’t want to look her in the eye is all I’m saying on that subject. It‘s best she 

stays in Pegasus.” 
The lights of the warehouse flickered. The flickering gets the attention of Slade, 

Carr, and their henchmen. They slowly reach for their firearms as they make moves 
toward the entrance points. 

“Who’s playing with the damn lights?!” Slade asked. 
The lights shut off for a short period of time. The henchmen stood still with their 
guns pointing to all entrances to the warehouse. Slade and Carr stand nearby one of 
the exits. 

“Whoever thinks this shit is funny, I suggest you turn the damn lights on and 
reveal yourself to us.” Carr said. “We don’t have time to play games.” 

After three seconds, the lights flickered on and in the middle of the floor is The 
Swordman, staring a hole through both Slade and Carr. They stood in fear of The 
Swordman, as if they’re looking at a ninja crusader with only his eyes visible to their 
sight. 

“So, you truly exist!” Slade said. 
Both of the crime lords command their henchmen to run over and attack The 
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Swordman. The henchmen follow the order and ambush The Swordman, using their 
fists and feet to knock him to the ground. He shoved as many as he can off of him 
and fights them off with a set of martial arts techniques and kicks. He grabs one 
henchmen by his throat, slamming him through one of the wooden tables.  

“Don’t just stop there, guys!” Slade yelled. “Keep at it with him!” 
Another pair of henchmen run, he released his grappling hook toward them, pulling 
himself closer as he clotheslined them, one after another. He stopped on the ground, 
reached into his belt and starts throwing shuriken in the shape of swords and daggers 
at the henchmen, connecting and piercing them in their chest, sides, and even necks. 
After some of the henchmen are down, he reached to his back and held up his 
sword. The few henchmen standing surrounded him. 

“It’s best you leave the building.” He said. “Otherwise, you won’t be getting out 
alive. 

The men lunged toward him and he started to kill the henchmen with the sword. 
Slade and Carr can only stare at The Swordman as he finished off the remaining 
henchmen. Slade held his arms out, his cigar fell to the floor. This is not what he 
expected the night to be. 

“You just killed most of our men.” Carr said. “I thought they said you were some 
sort of hero.” 

“Not a hero of your understanding.”
    The Swordman moved to approach Slade and Carr, the warehouse doors burst 
open and standing at the entrance is a man wearing a gray suit and a black mask that 
resembles a charred skull. The Swordman turned and stared. 

“Slade. Carr. I thought we had a business to discuss.” The masked man said. 
“You can state your business with me.” The Swordman declared. “Who are you?” 
“My, my. So, the folklore is true. This is The Swordman that I’ve heard about in 

my youth. The myth that which my men tremble when they hear your name. So, that 
would mean the story of  your sword is true. That sword comes directly from The 
Creator.” 

“You didn’t answer my question.” 
“Oh. Mr. Swordman, from now on you can call me Sir Onyx.” 
“Sir Onyx. It looks like you’re going to be joining Slade and Carr on a trip 

Rockward Penitentiary.” 
Sir Onyx laughs hard. Rubbing his chest. 
“I’m not going to Rockward, Dark Cavalier. I still have much business to do while 

I’m out and about.” 
“You don’t get to make the decisions anymore.” 
“But, I still do.” 
From both sides of  the warehouse and from the back enter three men. Dressed in 

clothes similar to the henchmen, but well-dressed. They slowly circle The Swordman. 
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He stood his guard with his eyes locked on Onyx. 
“You really believe three men and handle me.” 
“No. I believe they can buy us some time to escape.” 
The Swordman turns around, catching Slade and Carr running to the exit. He runs 

after them, but is caught off guard by a punch to the face from one of the three men. 
Onyx laughs at the sight of it. 

“This is good. Well, Mr. Swordman, I’ll leave you to The Party People. Do what 
you will with him, boys!” 

Onyx left the warehouse and only The Swordman and The Party People remain in 
a sea of unconscious and dead henchmen. The Party People, named as Trystan, 
Charles, and Jordan are pumped up with energy and show their excitement to be 
facing The Swordman. 

“This is what we’ve been waiting for.” Trystan said. “To get our hands on 
someone like you.” 

“Yeah.” Charles said. “We wanted a shot at that guy in Enigma City, but we 
couldn’t match his power level.” 

“So, you’ll have to do.” Jordan said. 
From one of the doors enter a man moving swiftly into the warehouse. He took out 
all three of The Party People with of blows to the head in quick succession. The 
Swordman watched them fall to the ground, looking at the man, who has black hair 
down to his shoulders with facial hair and sideburns, wearing sunglasses and wearing 
all black clothing. On his shirt is a stylized letter “T”, designed to appear as a carved 
skull. The Swordman stared at the man. 

“You took them out in approximately one hit in a matter of seconds.” The 
Swordman said. 

“Because I know these men very well. They’re from my territory and now you’ll 
have to do for me.” 

The Swordman raises up his sword as the man removes his black trench coat, 
pulls out his own sword from the coat. 

“By the way, the name is John Terror. I’ve always wanted to meet The Swordman. 
Was curious to see if the legends were true.” 

“Prepare yourself  to find out.” 
“I already have.” 
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