Aftermath

What lies at the end of the road we call revenge?

Nothing

An never-ending nothingness that overwhelms you. 

There isn't a emotion in life that can compare to the feeling of achieving you’re revenge other than the preceding one

Pointlessness

a meandering about no purpose, 

no meaning...

Preface


Rasputen a sad lonely shell of a once great warrior. Tall about 6'5”, medium length black hair, piercing blue eyes. Dressed in a black cowboy hat and trench coat, he once put fear in the hearts of those that faced him with two long bladed revolver that never seemed to miss their mark. Engraved in each silver revolver is one cursive word Damnation in the left one and Salvation in the right. They find their place forming an X across his back in leather bound holsters. A blood red skull on the hammer keeps track of how many bullets remain in each revolver. Old rusted gauntlets guard his long forearms. Last but not least are black worn boots that have walked too many miles, yet have too many memories to take off.


He's been worn down by a cumbersome journey driven by revenge. With his blades satisfied with the taste of blood Rasputen fell into a daily grind as a jack of all trades. Doing odd jobs for cheap, just staying alive. When you fall you can't get up until you've hit the bottom.


Riding the rails on the desert known as the Endless Sands in the open west. Doing some lady's garden Sunday jump the rails to be a bodyguard in the next town on Monday. More worried about finding his next drink than anything else. Bitterness is a cruel thing that can't be solved by the booze. He will be damned if he doesn't try anyway. 


Who needs to pays for tickets when you can jump on a moving train, not Rasputen that’s for sure. But trains don't truly have destinations just places they stop along the way. Rasputen is about to have a more abrupt stop than usual...

Chapter 1: Explosive Tendencies


Rasputen is suddenly jolted awake, he looks around the train. “Can't a man get some sleep around here? Oh well...” Takes a sip of his booze and lays back down taking up his whole isle. Not that it matters there's barely anyone aboard. 


All of the sudden there's a loud BOOM and the train stops. Out side of the train stand two men, well a redheaded little boy and an ogre of a man. 

  “BULLSEYE” screams the little boy. 

  “Good job boss” mumbles the giant.  


The two are a pair of bandits Sheken a skinny prepubescent boy with an overwhelming knack for all things science. No taller than five foot with hair that looks as if its ablaze. A boy genius that wears blast goggles on his forehead but never seems to put them on.   Equipped with a belt that contains chemical's and explosives that would make Batman blush.


His massive bald minion is Douse who is only a man by definition. With the mind of a child and the body of a giant, standing a baffling 9 foot 2 and over 600 pounds. Hands the size of you're torso and feet as long as you're legs. Wearing common farmer clothes he looks every bit the back water hillbilly.


This isn't the first time they've robbed someone, their famous escapades are known quite well along these mountains and the surrounding valleys. Looking back at their last three attempted robberies you can't help but laugh. 


Sheken and Douse over looking a bank from a sandy hill. “Douse I've got it this time, oh yea! I planted C4 all around the bank. Bam I BLOW IT UP!!! Then there's no one left to stop us from taking all the money” 

  “k boss” 

Sheken hits a button and the building is decimated in the explosion. 


They run down to the building to find all the money was destroyed along with bank. Sheken yells “ok, wheres the money? Ohhh man, where is it?? My money?!” 

“I don't think its here boss...” 

At another robbery..


“Ok, I know I over did it a bit last time. But this time I got it. We will throw sodium nitrate pellets into the bank, then detonate them, everyone will run out and leave all the money for us”  

  “k boss” 


Sheken tosses the fire works into the bank. Everyone drops to the ground as the sodium nitrate erupts into glorious yellow light, with loud cracks of sound. Shortly after Sheken comes strolling in ready to get his money. “where's the money, yay I did it my money!” When the bankers stand back up with rifles pointed his way. “uht oh.. Douse!!!” 


Douse walks in. “what, boss?”    

  “um bye” Sheken runs out of the bank leaving his partner behind. 

  “i think you should follow your little friend” directs the banker. 

  “oh, yea, um.. k” Douse lumbers off to find his young master. 

And yet an even more trifling attempted robbery


Yet again sits Sheken and Douse on a cliff over looking a train.  “Ok, Douse. I got it this time, definitely, no doubt. You are going to pick up the train and we will take it. Yup! That gotta work”   

  Douse Shrugs “Which part boss?”  

  Sheken starts tapping his foot “um.. um,um,um well they say best for last so.. the last one!”                

  “k, boss”  Douse mumbles as he lumbers away.


Sheken creates a distraction using some brother compound of a delphinium sulfide creating a large amount of smoke to stop the train then triggers a small explosion to unhinge the last rail car as Douse carries it away. 


They travel back to their base, a dusty corner of a barren desert. Sheken jumps up and exclaims “let me see, what we get-what we get-what we get???”   he looks in the train car. “WHAT this is all coal!!!” He pauses for a second. “wait coal = diamonds, diamonds = coal. Um squish the coal Douse in the fire while I introduce a white phosphorous and ammonium compound and it will make diamonds!!!”    

  “k, boss”  Douse says as he starts crushing the coal with his bare hands.

  “No, put your hands in the fire!” Sheken barks. 

  “But it too hot boss”

  “Fine let me see the car” Sheken takes apart the rail car to create a compartmentalized flux compositor capable of containing a 1/100 supernova or so he guesstimates.    


In the morning after hours of adjusting and readjusting Sheken has successfully synthesized diamonds only about a handful due to the lack of density in the coal. Only certain pieces were pure enough coal to last in the flux chamber. Still not too bad for twelve years old.    

In the present 


They have stranded Rasputen's train by destroying the tracks in front of it. Yet Rasputen is still soundly asleep on board. Sheken yells “Everyone off the Train or ill blow it up, I got C4 lined on the bottom of this car!” People start unloading from the train. After a few minutes go by “Douse, anyone left?” Sheken enquires.

  “Hes sleepin boss”Douse mutters with a confused look on his face.

  “Well then wake em up” Sheken yells.


Douse shakes the train and Rasputen comes tumbling out “What the hell, man?” Rasputen grumbles as he stands up and dusts him self off.

  “You gotta get off da train, so boss can has your money”   

  “What a drag.. as you wish” Rasputen lunges into the air and kicks Douse square in the face, right onto his back. 

  “That wasn't very nice!” Sheken yells. 

  “Nice? aren’t you robbing this train kid?”

  “Yes, and as nicely as possible!” 

  “Eh, kids these days confuse the hell outta me” Rasputen says under his breath.


Douse gets up and grabs his club from his waist, more of a tree than a club. A massive weapon for a truly massive man. He swings his club down at Rasputen. Rasputen jumps off of the club doing a back flip. In the air he draws his left pistol (Damnation) to slice the club in half at its handle. Meanwhile drawing the opposite pistol (Salvation) placing it smugly into Sheken's face “You guys done yet?” 

  Sheken puts his hands up “Yes, were sorry, we will leave please don't hurt us!”     

  “I'm not gonna hurt ya kid, now get outta here” Rasputen waives his gun as if to shoo the child away.


Rasputen turns and walks off into the desert. “Twelve miles to the nearest town and its already halfway to sunset, just my luck, drag...” 

Sheken confronts him. “Hey, sir, I'm sorry, but we did do a lot of work for nothing, so... could you give us some money?” 

  “WOW, you're kidding right? You're dumber than the big guy looks. You try to rob me, I spare you, then you come and ask me for money? Did I get that right or did something else happen back there?” Rasputen takes a step back to draw a breath.

  “Pretty please mister?” Sheken asks while giving his best puppy eyes. 

  “Whoa, you're just blowing my mind right now” Rasputen pauses, sighs. “Will you just leave me alone if I give you guys money?”

  “Yea, absolutely, no problem!” Sheken says excitedly.

  “Fine here you go, now get lost...” Rasputen tosses some coins in the sand and returns to walking aimlessly to the next town. 


A few hours later he notices them trailing him again. Not that its hard, the desert scarcely littered with cacti and little else. Douse sticks out like a elephant in a haystack. Rasputen turns and calls them over. “You guys have been following me for the last three miles, when do you plan to stop?”

  “We don't” Sheken replies. 

  “So I gave you the money, and you still won't go away?”

  “Yes” 

  “Why's that exactly” Rasputen says in frustration.

  “Well, you gave us money because you have money. So that means you know how to get money. So if we follow you, you'll lead us to the money!”  Sheken exclaims.

  “It really doesn't work that way..” Realizing his efforts are futile Rasputen gives in “Well if you're gonna follow me then you mise well walk with me” 


They three of them walk together until sunset and set up camp for the night. “Listen...” Rasputen takes a deep breath “if you two try to rob me again, ill have to kill you. And that's more work than I want to do”  

  “Yup, no problem” Sheken replies. 

 Rasputen breaks out a bottle of booze and takes a sip. “So how do two weirdos like you meet?”

  “Well, I was orphaned when I was nine after a house fire killed my parents” Sheken takes a stick and stirs it around in the fire. “After that I wondered around orphanage to orphanage, until I met Douse. He was just standing there in the middle of the road, so I asked him why was just standing there” He looks over at Douse, then back at the fire. “He explained in his own way that he didn't know what else to do. I've been there for him ever since, to tell em what to do” 

  “What do you see in the oaf?” Rasputen says with a smirk    glancing at douse then taking another gulp of booze.

  “He isn't the brightest one, but he is the biggest and the strongest one” Sheken replies as he jumps onto Douses lap. “What about you Ras your pretty good with those revolvers”

  “Nothing to anything in life with enough practice, kid” Rasputen says in a off the cuff tone. 

  “Well your something special!”

  “Heh, the only ones that are special are the ones that know they aren't special at all...” Rasputen mutters as he grabs a hold of a new bottle. 

There's a long pause before Sheken says “Huh? I don't get it, Oh well, that's not what I mean.” “What do ya do?” 

  “I wonder” Rasputen retorts.

  “Then how you get money?” 

  “By doing what ever people want”

  “Anything??” Sheken asks in intrigue. 

  “Anything...” Rasputen states coldly,

  “So you kill people?” 

  “Ya, I kill people” 

  “Wow that's cool...”

  “Some things are only cool until you've done them” Rasputen  takes another swig.  

  “Whatever, I wanna be a ninja!” Sheken exclaims.

  “Heh, a ninja?” Rasputen scoffs.

  “Well of course! They’re the toughest and the coolest!”

  “Well, I killed a ninja once..”

  “No way...” says in awe.

  “Scouts honor” Rasputen finishes another bottle. 

  “Was he tough?” 

  “Well sure, before he was dead” 

  “AWESOME!!!” Sheken yells in excitement.

  “It's getting late so time to hit the sack, we got a good four miles left in the morning” Rasputen half yawns.

  “Night Ras” Sheken says as Rasputen walks out into the darkness propping himself up against a rock as an old friend catches up with him... sleep.

  “Isn't he cool Douse?”

  “Sure is Boss” 

The ground shakes and the snoring almost instant as Douse lays down. 

Chapter 2: Million Dollar Man


The three travelers making their way trough the seemingly never-ending desert known as the Endless Sands when suddenly “Hey Ras whats that over there?” Sheken asks looking at a lone obelisk standing off in the distance. 

  “That's our destination” 

  “That doesn't tell me anything...” Sheken whines.

  “I have spent a lot of time around the Endless Sands, you're looking at the the town of Isle's End” Rasputen says nonchalantly.

  “Like the Isle's End?” Sheken looks puzzled “Isn't that the head quarters for the Cross-bone Knights is?” 

  “Yea, where all the jackass's who think their bounty hunters”

  “I think you mean ARE bounty hunters, and their the best!” Sheken sighs. “So why would we want to go there? We just tried robbing a train...?” 

  “I think you mean YOU just tried robbing a train, and I was on that train!” Rasputen takes a deep breath. “Not that it matters I'm sure that they got better things to do than chase some dumb kid”

  “Take that back!!!!” Sheken screams.

  “Shut up. You hear that? A sand buggy...” Rasputen grunts.

  “What a drag...”


Peering over a mound of sand in the distance is a lone sand buggy making its way towards our three travelers. “Do we run?” Sheken frantically asks. 

  “Like we could our run a sand buggy by foot” Rasputen sighs. “Looks like were gonna have to deal with them”



The sand buggy pulls up and three dark skinned men get out. Two of them looking like common thugs and the third wearing a crossbones tattoo on his bald head, dressed in a navy blue suit. Pinned to it a scythe emblem along with many other stars and stripes signifying great importance. He walks up to Douse and asks “Are you three  new recruits?” 

Douse pauses “uhh...”

  “You're not gonna get much outta this one” Rasputen jests. “And no were not new recruits, just travelers who’s train had been stranded and robbed” 

  “I see, I must apologize for not introducing my self sooner” He clears his voice. “I am Major Captain Kowgie of the Cross-bone Knights, we were just on our way to your train to check in on the incident”

  “Well we could tell you everything you need to know about it and maybe save ya guys some travel” Sheken says nervously, knowing that if they make it to the train they will know that he robbed the train. 

  “That’s very nice of you young man, it matters if you saw the perpetrators and can help us identify them”

  “Well yea we saw em”

  “Very well then, who were they?” Kowgie says with a smile widening smile. 


Sheken starts to panic not sure what to say. (Who can i blame this on, i doesn't even know any other bad guys) so he just blurts out “Pirates!” Kowgie looks at him puzzled. Sheken thinks of his feet “Yes they were sand pirates! Lots of em” 

  “Sand pirates, huh. Did they have a flag or say who they were?” Kowgie asks with a dis-concerning look n his face.


Sheken didn't plan for this, (who is a pirate? Sheken says to himself... Nothing comes to mind, well I gotta say something...) “Captain Puffy Beard” (Oh no why did I say that. If only I knew a sand pirate, now there gonna catch me. What am I gonna do?” 

  Kowgie looks at him sternly, seemingly peering right through his skull into his brain reading his every thought. “Captain Puffy Beard...” Takes a second to look around. “I know a covert ops team that has been working on Captain PB's case. And if I can bring in the evidence to bring down this guy ill be Major Lieutenant General!” Kowgie's eyes beam with happiness. 


Sheken thinks to himself (WOW, I CAN'T BELIEVE THAT WORKED!!!!) 

  “You see there's no way you could know about Captain De La Rosa or Captain Puffy Beard for short unless you met him. We have kept all of his exploits out of the media so we could slowly track him down”

  “Anyway we should really be getting going don't need to be getting in anyone’s way” Rasputen says as starts walking away.

  “Hold up a sec, this little man has been a big help in not only catching Captain PB but getting me a promotion” Kowgie taps his foot and places his hand in a thinking gesture onto his chin. “Hmmm... I think that you guys should come with us to catch these Pirates!” 

  “Field Trip!!” Douse yells.

  “Yes a field trip of sorts, maybe the Knights could get some
 new recruits, haha”

  “No we really can't, got places to be you know” Rasputen says sternly, trying to weasel his way out of this trip.

  “Nonsense ill pay you, consider it an investment in the future of the Knights”

  “How much?” Rasputen quickly inquires.

  “300 for gold you and for the giant and 100 for the child, fair?”

  “Hey, why do I get less than these guys, I'm a man you know” Sheken exasperates. 

  “How old are you? Twelve?” Kowgie joshes.

  “No twelve and a half!!” Sheken states.

  “Well then let me apologize, would 150 gold be better? Kowgie says with a smile ear to ear.

  “Much!” 

  “Well I'm broke, so looks like ill tag along” Rasputen grumbles.

  “Great I'll have another sand buggy routed to our location” 


Rasputen and Kowgie drive their sand buggies across the endless sands. Rasputen, Sheken and one of the Knights in one buggy. Kowgie, Douse, and one of the Knights in the other bottoming out every couple feet. Mound over mound of sands pass by as they drive deeper and deeper into the heart of the desert. “Are we there yet?” Sheken says sarcastically.

  “If my Intel is correct only a couple more knots to what they consider their turf” Kowgie boasts.

  “Good cus I'm hungry” Rasputen grumbles.


They clear the next hill and a gargantuan sand vessel lies ahead. Over 400 feet long and half that tall with a flag the size of a house, like if pirates took over Noah's Ark. The flags insignia is a skull with a long black beard. Three large propellers protrude from the back of the ship. With cannons lining the sides of the ship.

  “Now that's a ship” Kowgie says in awe.  He gets out a megaphone “Captain De La Rosa you are under arrest by the Cross-bone Knights. Stop your ship and exit in an orderly fashion” 

A few of the pirates aboard lean over the deck and in unison yell “Fuck off” as the ship speeds ahead.

  “How fast do these things go?” Rasputen inquires. 

  “About 75 clips a minute”  Kowgie replies

  “A ship like that is gonna clear 100 clips pretty easy, were not gonna catch it”

  “Well I bet if I take the galvanic converter and wire it through a phosphorus dilate then I should be able to pour nitroglycerin straight into the gas tank” Sheken informs the group.

  “What the hell does that mean?” Rasputen asks. 

  “Basically it will make us go a lot faster”

  “How fast?” 

  “Roughly 210 clips for, oh, four or five seconds” 

  “Good enough, now hurry up” Rasputen orders. 

  “What the hell are you doing?” Kowgie asks.

  “What I do best” Rasputen says with a smirk. 

Sheken does some wiring and fiddling with the engine while there puttering around. The ship is getting further and further away by the second. “I said hurry up kid” Rasputen yells. 

  “Do you wanna do this?” Sheken threatens while he continues to tinker. “There, try it now Ras” Rasputen hammers the gas and they blast across the sands. Speedometer reading 170,190,210,230,250 clips!!!  


As they approach the ship at a blinding rate Rasputen instructs the Knight to take the wheel and climbs onto the top of the buggy. Using his guns to puncture the roof for stability. 

Rasputen grabs a rope out of the back of the buggy and slings in onto a cannon. Swinging over to the ship seconds before the buggy runs out of steam. Using his guns to navigate the hull of the ship like a rock wall he makes his way to the massive propellers. Looking over the propellers for a weakness he spots the screws that mount the blades to columns.  The screws are the size of a man. “Shit that wont work” Looking further down the hull he spots some exposed cables going back into the ship. “That's better” 


After climbing down to the cables that are at least as thick as his chest. Rasputen slips his way into a crevasse following the cables into the ship. Inside is a small mechanics room with lots of gears, chambers with smoke, coal, fire, and one lone pirate hard at work shoveling coal into a furnace. Rasputen squatting on top of the cables hits a button on one of his gauntlets to reveal a spring loaded dagger. 


Aims at his target and fires hitting him right in the third vertebra. The pirate falls to the floor with an agonizing thud and is more than likely paralyzed. As Rasputen walks by he kills him with a stomp to the throat. After taking a few hacks at the cables he manages to sever them, stopping the propellers. Slowly the pirate ship comes to a halt. 


Rasputen walks out into a hallway that opens up into a sort of mess hall. There are only fourteen pirates sitting at  large circular table which is fine, considering hes got fifteen bullets loaded. Surveying the room one window and a lonely chandelier.   Rasputen runs into the room jumping off someones dinner, flips in the air to grab a hold the chandelier with his legs. Hanging upside-down draws Salvation and Damnation, spinning he pulls the trigger with a satisfying click fourteen times. In turn those bullets reward him with fourteen head-shots. Several through the eyes or nose of the pirates, and one straight through the fattest ones forehead. Blood almost simultaneously spews from the back of their skulls painting the walls in an elegant shade of red not used in any home you've seen.  


Rasputen flips down onto the table severing it clean in half. Up above there are many footsteps headed his way. Nothing like the sound of gunfire to rouse a group of pirates. Rasputen calmly makes his way to the window. Sliding it open slowly, as if he just needed a breath of fresh air. He puts his boot up against the window sill revealing magazines of pistol ammo strapped to his boot. After ejecting his current cartridges he slams the pistols onto the sides of his boot. Reloaded and ready to go.  Moments later the pirates arrive to see a grotesque bloodbath, one that could churn the insides of the strongest man. As for the perpetrator gone...


Rasputen finds himself climbing about the hull of this vessel once again. Using his pistols as hand holds on a treacherous ascent. Soon enough he makes it to the deck of this ship that as far as he is concerned it to damn big. Topside there is only three pirates left. The rest too interested in the stirring bottom-side. Rasputen walks up to a pirate with his back turned so nonchalantly that you would have though he was here to pick up lunch. He taps the pirate on the shoulder with a pistol and jokingly asks “Trick or treat?”. The pirate turns to pull back a fist and is instantly beheaded by Damnation, Rasputen's favorite bladed pistol. “Trick it is, then”  


This draws the attention of the other two pirates. Swiftly they shoot at Rasputen with their rifles. At blinding speed Rasputen turns and fires. Shooting the bullets straight out of the air. “Shit man, that can't be real” one pirate cries “He's like some kinda Demon”  they run off the edge of the ship. Almost on queue Sheken and company run out onto the deck. “we miss anything?” Kowgie asks. “Nah, I got everything under controoool” Rasputen says as the ship begins to rock violently.


While the pirates were diving off the ship they landed in the mouth of a sand worm that sprung up to devour the pirates. Sand worms are native to the Endless Sands, rare but native. They can get to be 400 feet long and thirty feet thick with teeth twelve rows of teeth longer than the tallest man you've ever herd of. This one was every bit of that description. Crashing into the hull destroying massive chunks of the ship each time. The beast lunges up onto the deck with a violent roar. “What in the hell, I only got so much ammo” Rasputen growls. 


“I scalped these off of a pirate we ran into” Sheken mentions while tossing a red cartridge to Rasputen. 

  “What the hell are these?” Rasputen asks as he loads the new bullets.

  “From what I can tell fossilized carmine deposits coated in dilihium carbonate” Sheken answers. 

  “What do they do?” Rasputen says testily. Staring into the face of an unimaginable beast reeking havoc on this ship. 

  “Well you know how oil is made from fossilized bones and such, well carmine is a-” Rasputen fires a resounding shot that finds its way deep into what you could only imagine is the neck of the creature. Followed by a brilliant flash of light and a ten foot hole is revealed in the throat of the beast. 

  “Basically that’s what it does” Sheken states in awe. 

Rasputen wastes no time firing the remaining five bullets into the same location. The head of the sand worm crashes onto the deck tearing off a healthy chunk of the ship. 


Below countless pirates are fleeing the ship on sand wavers and buggies alike. “Tell me you guys grabbed the captain guy before you came up here” Rasputen mentions to the group. 

  “Not exactly we just ran toward gunfire, hoping to catch up to you” Kowgie says disappointingly. 

  “Well lets get that jackass, what a drag” 


The group heads to the captains quarters lead by conveniently placed signs.  When they arrive at their destination they see a seven foot clean shaven man. He is frantically stashing snow-globes into a large burlap sack. 

