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📖 PRELUDE

We fade in slowly from the black, ambient wind howling, distant screams fading into embers. Then silence. Then...


“The War of Men and Demons lasted thirty-four years.”“And in those years... the world forgot what mercy was.”



SMOKE BEGINS TO ROLL in across the earth as the drums of war move quickly like a plague infecting all manner of men and beasts. The once pale moon reflects the dripping red blood that now lies across the land. And with each rising of it brought man closer and closer to his doom.


“Rabane ruled not with spells... but with his name.”

“Kings burned. Cities wept. Priests broke their own altars.”



Deep CRACKS of thunder and lightning danced through the night, a citadel burns, an army fell, and screaming children were silenced by flame as the shadowed demons marched.


“And when the last army of men stood cornered by the sea of death...”

“...he appeared to deal mankind the final blow...”



Everything begins to FADES TO BLACK.

Then...

A sudden, glowing symbol appears in red light:

A stylized open book, pages flaring like wings, crowned in fire.


“He came from the South. Cloaked in ash. No army. No name.”

“Only a book.”



Now images FLICKER across the battlefield—brief, surreal, of the wind as man and demon alike could do nothing but watch. A shadowy man walks alone across a ruined right to the massive demon horde screeching toward a trembling army, his hand opening a glowing red book. The sky tearing like paper as a scream is heard across time,,,


“The Book was opened and with the words spoken.”



“DEMONS OF THIS WORLD—-BE GONE!!!”


“And Rabane and his mighty army were removed from the face of the earth.”

“Not slain. Not sealed. Just gone.”



All the men asked the stranger,

“What is your name?”

“I have no name.”

“What is your Tribe?”

“I have no people.”

“How did you defeat the demons?”

“I did nothing.”

“What is the name of the weapon you used?”

He paused for a second and, with a thundering voice, saying, “The BOOK of KINGS”


“No king shall rise without the Book’s name... and no kingdom shall last if that name is forgotten.”



📖
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📖 CHAPTER ONE: DIGGING AROUND
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During the Second World War the Germany spent billions of marks in its quest to locate and dig up ancient artifacts that could aid them in the war against the Allies. Now, after the war, it appears that

other nations are kicking over every rock they see, trying to find an old relic that may aid them in some way.

1950 North Africa,

The Church of Rome, through the leadership of Priest Ellis, who is under the authority of both Bishop Mazola and Cardinal Olliana, has hired two of the world’s leading archaeologists, the Black American couple known to the science world as Doctors Copper and Debbie Savannah. Copper from Howard University and Debbie from Bethune-Cookman were both top of their classes before the war. Now they find themselves knee-deep into a dig-site that’s owned by the Italian Church on the soil of an African nation, digging the heated earth under the blazing sun in the amber sky, and the main thing is that Mr. and Mrs. Savannah are not a hundred percent sure what it is the Church wants them to find.

Being so far away from home, there was no way that they were going to not bring with them their pride and joy, CASSIE (8), born in 1942, barefoot, wide-eyed, and full of joy, races through the encampment in a beige cotton dress, her hair tied back by a faded red ribbon. She dashes between crates, barrels, and stacks of parchment scrolls, while golden light scorches the land, wind dances across ancient ruins half-buried beneath the sand, large tents flap gently, shovels clang, murmurs in Latin, Arabic, and English blend in the heat haze. Workers in robes, uniforms, and scholarly gear move across the site like ants around forgotten bones. And through it all, A small laugh cuts through the quiet. She runs toward her mother, kneeling in the sand. DR. DEBBIE SAVANNAH (30s), Sun-kissed skin. Sleeves rolled up. Earth under her nails. Magnifying glass in one hand, ancient fragment in the other.

She looks up smiling warmly as she says, “Cassie. Careful. That’s a two-thousand-year-old piece of somebody’s god.” giggling, Cassie asks, “Have you found what we came for?” grinning mother answers, “Not yet. But it's talking louder than the others.” She holds the fragment low. Cassie reaches for it. As her fingers touch the surface, A faint, golden glow pulses through the stone. Debbie's eyes widen, “Copper!” Cassie laughs, “It’s glowing, wow!” She snatches the piece and runs off playfully. Her mother yells, “Cassie Savannah, you get back here with my discovery!” She bolts after her daughter.

Cassie zigzags past shocked workers and amused guards, clutching the glowing piece. She slips into a narrow corridor of rock walls—half temple, half tomb. She slows, hiding behind a pillar, watching the artifact dim slightly in her hands. Then... a shadow.

COPPER SAVANNAH (40s), Strong, quiet, sun-beaten. Holding a flask in one hand, notes in the other. He warmly says, “You know... pieces don’t usually glow like that.” Cassie asks, “Did I break it?” Her father answers, “No, baby.” He kneels. Looks her in the eyes, softly saying, “It didn’t glow because you touched it. It glowed... because you made it.” Confused Cassie says, “But I didn’t do anything.” he replies, “Exactly.”

Debbie appears from behind a sandstone column, arms crossed, smiling. Her expression softens when she sees them together. “Oh, look at the two of you. Philosopher and thief.” Copper addresses Debbie, “Thieves in the Temple, haha. Oh, by the way, she activated it.” Debbie, with a raised eyebrow, asks a question she already knows the answer to. “You think it’s time, Copp?” He nods his head, saying, “Yes, it's time we teach Cassie a few spells.” Debbie responds, “It's about time. I was beginning to think it was going to skip her.” Confused, Cassie speaks, “Skip me? Spells? What are you guys talking about?” Copper reached down, picking her up, saying, “Well, we’ll tell you later, you little desert muskrat.”

LATER THAT EVENING,

THE THREE SIT TOGETHER in a large tent near a shade of the ancient structure. Cassie holds the piece gently between her hands. It glows faintly now—not just reacting, but pulsing with her. They laugh. They breathe.

Outside, workers shout instructions in Arabic and Latin. The dig continues. But inside the family tent... It’s just the three of them enjoying each other company.

As night began to set in, the family inside their tent sat around a small oil lamp. Copper is sketching in his journal. Debbie is cleaning fragments. Cassie is curled up with a rolled parchment like it’s a bedtime story. Copper walks over, saying, “Alright, little one, it’s time to work on our code reading.” Cassie not to trilled, “But daddy, your system is so hard for me to get.” He replies, “In time, you will understand it better, just remember to count it down.” He asks,

“What is 1?”

She answers, “B.”

“Right now, what is 23?”

She counts in her head, she answers, “C.” He replies, “Wrong, Baby.” Debbie jumps in, “It’s A- Don’t worry, it took me a long time to learn your father’s system too.” Cassie throws a pillow at Debbie's face, yelling, “Mo-ther!” The family laughs for all is well...

...But outside, shadows grow longer as something begins... moving in the dark.

The wind changes tone. As if something ancient had just taken its first breath in centuries. Then...

SCREAMS. SHOUTS. GUNFIRE. STEEL CLASHES.

Bandits on horseback — cloaked in mismatched relic armor and wielding curved blades — storm the camp. Flags bearing the image of sand, fire, and blood curled around a crown whip in the air. The Collectors have come.

And at their leader — Double Edge, his eyes gleaming like polished steel, dragging twin Roman swords across the African dirt. Copper steps out, eyes narrowing as he sees the chaos. Debbie rises behind him, but sharp and fast, he shoves her back inside, saying, “Back way—go now. Take Cassie!” They leave him as he runs back through the front. Workers scream and scatter. Some are cut down. Others are taken.

Copper ducks under a swinging blade, he grabs a nearby crate, and throws it open.

Inside — a blue-and-yellow combat helmet. Faded with time. Sacred. Marked with relic runes. “Well, here I go again.” He slips it on. His hands begin to glow with wind-touched magic. He speaks the words, “Wind and sand... blow.” A shockwave bursts out. The sand lifts into a violent spiral, striking down horses and men alike. A miniature sandstorm consumes the battlefield. From the curling edges of the sandstorm, a female silhouette steps forward. A tall figure in crimson-black robes, Skin like parchment, Eyes glowing, Madam Cleva. She smirks coldly, “Well... the Magic Man has returns. I thought you died during the final days of the war.” Not missing a beat, he claps back, “Thinking was never your strong point, Cleva. Your sad little attempt didn’t kill me. As you can see.” Cleva raising her flaming hands, “No matter. I’ll kill you now.” Copper lifts his glowing palms — ancient light forming symbols around his hands. Magic Explosions rip through the night as their spells collide— fire vs wind, sorrow vs memory. They duel like living relics.

BACK OF THE DIG-SITE –

Debbie pulls Cassie through narrow rock corridors, holding her close. From the shadows- two figures appear, The Cutter Twins, Riss-Blood, lips stained red, smiling like a child with candy. Rell-Blade, bald, cold, emotionless, dragging twin knives like they’re fingers. Riss grinning, “Well, well... someone saved me a late snack.” Rell calculating, “Hold your bloodlust, sister. This one can tell us where the Book is.” Riss licks her lips, “Then give me the little one. She would not know.”

Debbie steps forward, hands glowing, saying, “Stay away from my child!!” Riss charges at Cassie, yelling, “Yum yum, little one—” Debbie says the words, “Get... back!” A blast of magical force hurls Riss 20 feet, smashing her into a wooden cart.

THE MAIN TENT ARTIFACT STORAGE–

Ezek the Chiseler rifles through boxes, scanning every fragment with his relic lens. Double Edge storms in “Have you found it?” Ezek smirking, “No. I don’t believe they’ve located it yet either.” Double Edge frustrated, “Damn it. We played our hand too early. Grab what you can use. We leave now.” He storms out. Ezek grins and pockets a fake relic before following.

MEANWHILE –  

Cleva forms a circle of flame surrounding Copper, he raises his hands saying the words, “Wind and water... come down to me.” Dark Storm clouds crackle above. Rain pours down like a waterfall, snuffing Cleva’s flames. She stares, soaked and furious. Copper speaks the words, “Spear of light... to my hand.” A glowing spear of energy forms, Cleva’s eyes widen, “No... You would not dare.” He throws it. It punches through her chest, taking her heart out, nailing it on the ground behind her — still pulsing. She falls to her knees. She speaks softly, with blood on her lips, “Again... you break my heart, Copper.” He walks up to her, saying quietly, “Again... I’m sorry, Cleva.” She stands weakly. She kisses his cheek, smiling, “I have never stopped loving you, Copp...” Her final words are interrupted as she fades and turns to ash in the wind. He whispers, “Goodbye, Cleva.”

FAR SIDE OF CAMP-

Rell, enraged, charges Debbie. Debbie raises her hand, saying the words, “Get ba—AAAAAAGGHH!!” Double Edge appears out of nowhere- slicing off Debbie’s left hand cleanly. Blood sprays. Cassie screams, “MOMMY!!!” Rell lifts her blade to finish it. Cassie sobbing, screaming, “GET!!! BACK!!!” A magical blast erupts—far too strong.

RELL IS FLUNG VIOLENTLY— Through the wagon Riss landed against, through another supply cart, smashing into a truck. Metal pierces her. Wood breaks around her. She screams one last time—then nothing.

Riss stands, wounded, covered in blood (Just the way she likes it). She stares at Cassie, calmly, “You little bitch... You killed my sister.” Cassie crying, “I... I didn’t mean to.” Double Edge yells, “Shut up, both of you!” He grabs Debbie by her hair, holding a blade to her throat, “Where is it, where is the Book, bitch?!” Debbie growling, raising her free hand, saying the words, “Burn... come to my hand.” Her palm glows RED-HOT—she slams it into his face. Double Edge screams in agony, his face branded with her hand-print. He drops everything and runs off, howling.

Riss calmly walks toward Cassie, who’s frozen with shock at her killing someone. Riss tells her, “Do not cry, little one. I am not mad you killed her... Yes, I loved my sister. She was my ground, my calm. She has always held me back,,, but now?”

She grins, “Now... there’s no one to stop me. To control me. For that, I thank you.”

She raises her blade— Then— freezes, she gasps. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head. Her skull starts compressing. Copper, with his right hand reaching toward Riss. His fingers clench slowly.

A cracking sound comes from Riss’ head. Her skull collapses inwards like an eggshell. She drops to the ground, lifeless.

Cassie runs to her father crying, “Daddy! Mommy’s hurt!” They run to Debbie. Copper kneels, cradling her. “I got you now, baby. I'm using a healing spell—”

DEBBIE WEAKLY SAYS, “I couldn’t protect her...” Cassie responds, “I’m so sorry, Mommy...” Debbie gently replies, “It’s okay, baby. I’m fine... your father’s here now.” focused, and stern Copper tells them, “Please. Both of you. Stop talking. I have to focused to make this spell work.” then he whispers,,,

“The fight... is over, and now I know what it is we’ve been looking for, and we are digging in the wrong site.”
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