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The yard of the country’s leading bank. Two men who look like the successful businessmen get off the car in front of the building. They halt at the entrance for a while. Their bodyguards keep checking the surrounding. In the middle of the talk, one of the businessmen gets shot. The guards take the other man inside with a light speed.

"Where was the shot released from?" says a guard.

"I think it was from that building!"

"Let’s go!"

The guards run to the building entrance. "You two go to the second door!"

A teenager goes out of the building carrying a music instrument case at the back.

"Pardon, young lady! Have you seen someone going out before you?"

"Hey, I think it’s a guy," says the other guard.

"Oh...Sorry, boy!"

"No problem. I have not seen anyone."

"Ok, that means he may be still inside."

While the guards enter the building, the ten boy goes on his way.

"Nice shot, Viola..."

The boy turns to the sound. A long-haired man with the make-up appears from the shadow.

"Who are you?"

Another teenage boy strikes out from the angle and attacks the man with a knife. The man blocks the attack.

"Hey, calm down, j-rock punk!" He lets go of the boy. "I am not here to harm you. Follow me, my car is over here."

"Why should we do that?" Viola says.

"Don’t you want to find your dad?"
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"LET ME INTRODUCE MYSELF. My name is Chrysanthem."

The punk boy does hand signs to Viola.

"As I understand he is-"

"Yes. His name is Bor."

"What did he say?"

"He said, he saw you on a club affiche."

"That’s right! I work as a singer at the club called ‘The Aristocrat’. And it’s not some stupid night club of low class! It’s only for noblemen and women."

"I see. How did you know about me, and more importantly about my dad?"

"May it stay as my secret for now?"

"I would like to know. At least, tell me his name."

"People call him Lynx. Of course, it is not his real name." Chrysanthem looks at the boy through the mirror. "Your dad is not an ordinary person, boy..."

Bor does the signs.

"He said, have you ever seen him in person?"

"Earnestly, no. However, I can help you to find him."

Viola takes a deep breath in and out. Bor puts his hand on his shoulder.

"Are you ready? There’s a long way waiting for us."
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"ARE YOU GUYS HUNGRY? Let’s stop and have a rest."

The boys nod.

"I know an amazing cafe here." 
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"DO YOU KNOW SOMETHING about my mother?"

"No..."

"My mom left me when I was seven. " Viola lowers his head. "She left me all alone... But," says the boy lifting his head up, " I met Bor at the orphanage. And we have become a family."

Bor smiles.

"Have not any couple wanted to adopt you?"

"Yes, but they wanted us separately. So, we ran away from the orphanage. A woman rescued us from the gangters, and let us live with her. Her name was Dilmen, and she was an ex-solider. She taught us everything she knew. One day, we went to the market. When we comeback, we found her in her own blood pool. Police closed the case as a suicide; however, we knew that was not true."

"Let me guess, you have found the killers and punished them."

"It was not hard for us since we were already doing it for a sufficient period of time."
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THE LATE NIGHT. THE car stops near a bar. 

"Wake up, boys! We’re here."

"Sharp? What kind of place is it?"

"It’s a fave bar of many gangs."

"Is he an employee here?"

"Nope."

"Is my dad a gangster?"

"In the eyes of the government, yes. But he’s a member of band which beats up the gangs. I told you, he’s not a simple person."

"I want to see him now."

Bor signs.

"Yes, I’m sure!"
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"SORRY, BUT IF YOU’RE under eighteen, you cannot enter."

"No, we’re eighteen. Here our IDs."

"Hmm...Seems valid. You guys look way younger."

"It’s in the genes."

They enter the bar. 

"Wow, you’ve even managed to do it," Chrysanthem says.

"Can you see him?"

A group consisted of seven people in the fancy outfits enters and picks a place to sit.

"Here he is! The tall one in the long coat." 

"I know, Bor, he is so young..."

"What are you going to do?"

The boy heads straight to the man.

"Hey, wait!"

"Excuse me! You’re Lynx, right?"

"Right! But are not you too young for this kind of places?"

"I have to talk with you."

"Lynx, this guy seems to be a good fella, " says a well-built woman with husky voice.

"She’s the head of the band. They call her Blaze," Chrysanthem says to Bor.

"And he kinda looks like you. Could he be your relative?" says another sporty woman with grey eyes.

"And she’s the second main character of the band - Gale." 

"No, you know I have no relatives!"

"Anyway, let the boy talk with you," Chrysanthem says.

"Who are you?"

"I’m your son!" Viola says.

"What the hell?! Okay, follow me!"
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"ARE YOU GUYS A JOKE?!"

"No, he’s really your son."

Lynx mutes for a while. 

"I demand a DNA test." 

"Of course! I want it, too!" Viola says.

"Okay, we’ll meet tomorrow at the nearby hospital. Now get out from here!"

As they are about to leave the bar, two drunk guys stop them. 

"Wow, look at these chicks!"

"We’re not the chicks, " Chrysanthem says, " So, may you stay aside?!"

"Hey! You are not going anywhere."

"Or what? " Lynx says, staring straight into their eyes.

The guys quietly go away. Viola looks after Lynx as he returns to his band. 

"There’s going to be a thing in a few minutes. It’s better to hurry up."
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"THAT’S CANNOT BE TRUE..."

"See, I told you! He’s your son. "

"Why?"

"Is not it wonderful having a kid? "

"Who even asked you?! I don’t want to see him! Take him back!"

"I know why you don’t want to see him..."

"Oh, really? Why did you bring him then?! "

"It was his mother’s last wish...

"I knew it!" Lynx sits and holds his head.

"I knew that monster wouldn’t let me live! Aaaah!" Lynx grabs a pillow, punches it several times, then throws it at the wall. 

"I saved her from a bad guy. She was injured, so I brought her to hospital. There she told me her story and asked me for a favor. She wanted me to bring Viola to you. I know, what she has done to you is not forgivable... But Viola has no fault." 

"It was horrible...Humiliating..."

"Please, calm down." Chrysanthem pours the water and gives it to Lynx.

"It’s better if I leave..."

"No! Please, stay..." The guy drinks the water. "I was seventeen years old. One morning she came to me and introduced herself. She wanted to go out with me and she was in her 20s."

"How was your respond?"

"I told her that I’m not into women. But it was not that easy to get rid of her. She stalked me. I still don’t











[image: ]




[image: ]













































[image: ]



[image: ]



























[image: ]
























[image: ]














[image: ]


d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





