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Sherman Eco-Cast Presents.



The Sherman Networks News at 5.
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Three days ago, following reports of the rumoured death of the chairman of the Chequered Moon’s own Dagger Corporation, Mr Dagger, the owner himself revealed that he is, in fact, safe from harm, and assures everyone, that even though he was present when a grenade detonated in the office of the retired Crescendo tower, he was lucky to escape the blast radius just in time.

When asked who would be responsible for attempting to take his life, he simply chuckled and said that he wouldn’t waste time pointing fingers, as a man of his power is always a target in the public eye. Though he would like to ensure that it will not affect any of his respective business output for this quarter.

...Mr Dagger would also like us to relay a message to his friendly rival, and head of our own company, Mr Sherman, that...“In times such as these you should be watching your own back as well, no one truly knows who wants to see you come to harm”...

He also wanted to point out that our chairman should relax, as he himself would be hiring people to keep a “very, very....very close eye on him”...so with Dagger’s reassurance, we can all rest easy knowing our beloved chairman will be alright...

That’s all for business news, stay tuned after the break for sports, and the weather...
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The Corporations Threat Detection Guide.



An Official Employees Guide to Ending

the Lives of Our Enemies During Work Hours.
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Notice to all employees, this list I have provided for you here today is essentially, in its basic form, a hit-list. Now I don't expect you all to simply go out and nonchalantly murder these men and women the moment the notion takes you, but if you do happen to see them, I'll be offering a hefty cash reward, and most likely a promotion, to whoever can bring the heads of these five individuals...

Their names are listed below...

Signed: Chairman Dagger.
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Jazz Crescendo.
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As far as our company is concerned, this is public-enemy number 1 we’re looking at here. Jazz Crescendo is a lingering infection on the moon, left behind by her father. The brutish psychopath tried to kill me with a grenade of all things, and if her reckless intent to harm isn’t enough to motivate you to kill her, then it might interest you to know that our undercover operative’s last report stated that she was currently hospitalised from some wounds she picked up after our altercation....What do you say you kick her while she’s down, and murder her in the ward she’s recovering in?

You should all do as you wish, but just know that I expect this woman dead by the end of the month, and whoever pulls it off gets more than a shiny new donkey, I can tell you that much.
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Allegretto
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An anthropomorphic Cat man, complete with suit, is a known liaison and close personal friend of Jazz. He finds Jazz jobs, sells any of the information she acquires, he acts as a handyman to keep her travelling business functioning, all of this is wonderful for her, but I demand that somebody execute this oversized feline fiend, and bring me the skin from his corpse so that I may make myself a new jacket...

...Sure, fur is murder, but then again, murder is murder...In for a penny, in for a pound, isn't that how the old saying goes?
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Gem Crescendo
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Jazz's sister, I hear she's paralysed...so in that regard, she's not likely to run if you try to kill her, meaning she is essentially easy money for whoever wants to bash her cyber brain to pieces...

Being somewhat precious to Jazz, however, she is likely to be well protected...so you should probably leave her to last if you're going to take her out...it would serve as a good way to wind down a killing spree of Jazz and her associates...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Sentaro.
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The hired RV driver for Jazz's travelling company, and part-time caretaker for Gem, he's a doctor, and a retired surfer...not much of a threat, but still involved in the circle of annoying fools that associate with Jazz. So if you see him? Make short work of him.

...Be sure to record his death if you opt to beat him to a pulp....I'd like to make an audio backup of his screams for something to listen to whilst relaxing in the den of my luxury penthouse...
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Ice Flintlock
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Ice is an old friend of Jazz from their training days in her father's private military force. He possesses a wildly powerful cybernetic right arm, along with a strong internal system of artificial organs and muscles to support the limbs functions, making him the most powerful cyborg in the galaxy. He's also a detective who works for Sherman Eco-Cast's police force...this makes killing him most challenging for a number of reasons...which is why I am offering the biggest reward to anyone who can best him in combat, and bring me a severed cybernetic limb from his deceased corpse as a trophy for my office display case.

Unfortunately, he has fully recovered from his most recent....fall...and he has returned to full working order, meaning anyone who wants to fight him, is simply going to need to be nothing short of a skilled cyborg killer.
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End of Report.
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I expect that you have read the entire report, and for your unwavering loyalty and co-operation, I commend you. Now go forth, and be the best employee/killer you can be, I await nothing but promising results from you all...

Let us clear the Chequered Moon colony of Jazz once and for all.

––––––––
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Yours sincerely, Chairman Dagger...
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Track 1




The Shaggy Gun-Run Jam.





[image: ]


It was a long three days for the Black Bag Jazz Cats after their leader, Jazz Crescendo, was taken out of action after she, along with Ice Flintlock, fell from the top floors of two separate skyscrapers and landed in each other's arms on one of the building's exterior grounds.

Though Ice took the brunt of the damage, Jazz still suffered a multitude of injuries from both the fall, and the firefight that led up to the moment where she was thrown out of the top floor window by Dagger. She fell into a coma for two days due to a substantial amount of blood loss, though this seems to be the worst of what happened, as she awoke not long after a successful transfusion.

Now after having had her fill of the hospital's supposedly strict rules, she is currently scheduled to be discharged slightly ahead of time...
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Today is the Day It All Begins Again...
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On the Earth’s moon, on the only functioning colony situated on the astronomical body’s surface known as the Chequered Moon, there is a hospital housing the relic of the Crescendo empire, known as Jazz, the hospital is ironically known as...

..."The Crescendo Memorial Hospital"...

...Something of a rather recent construction. Outside of this hospital, smooth, easy listening Jazz music is being played by a group of street busking robots made from scrap metal, consistent as always the one on the piano is churning out a good performance.

At the opposite side, three elderly cats named Beat, Tiger, and Mittens dance in a stereotypical fashion that one would expect from a group of elders, taking a break from their rambling and complaining to enjoy the sounds of the machine’s music.

With a raccoon sleeping in a guitar case next to the busking units, and a man begging for spare change at their left side, one could say this establishment is almost what you’d get if The Rusty Loser had the right to practice medicine...

Oblivious to all of these sights surrounding them, as per usual, two members of the Black Bag Jazz Cats are currently ignoring it all as they make their way into the hospital’s interior, the sharp-dressed cat (Allegretto), and the company driver/all-around assistant (Sentaro).

The two of them continue to walk through the hospital corridors, continuing straight to the elevator in the back. Having this lift all to themselves, Allegretto and Sentaro now talk about more private matters as they watch the lift’s dial move, and await their arrival at their destination.

Sentaro: So...

Allegretto: So what?

Sentaro: So today’s the day.....The day Jazz gets out, aren’t you excited?

Allegretto: We haven’t really been without her that long Sentaro, she’s been away on jobs longer than she has been staying in this God forsaken place...

Sentaro: I know, but surely you can’t wait to have her back, right?

Allegretto: I’m not exactly excited, Jazz is always nothing but trouble, and if I hadn’t gotten used to that turbulent aspect she brings into my life....grown accustomed, if you will, then I probably wouldn’t have shown up...

Sentaro: Oh, come on, admit, you’re glad she’s well enough to leave, aren’t you?

Allegretto: Am I happy I’m getting my co-worker back? Yeah...it means I can start raking in money, say what you will about her destructive side, her reckless nature and disregard for her own safety does help me make a profit when directed properly...But it’s not all good news, they’re clearly just sending her out the door early so they can get rid of her, I doubt she’d be sent on her way so readily if she was a normal patient.

Sentaro: You make it sound like she’s been doing nothing but causing the doctors problems since she woke up?...

Allegretto: You’ve treated her wounds before, just think about the attitude she takes with you when she thinks she’s above the need for any form of medical treatment?

Sentaro: Well, she can be moody when she’s not eaten. But hey, that’s just Jazz, you gotta take dodging thrown inanimate objects with the luxury of her friendship, I suppose.

Allegretto:...And that’s all well and good when you’re a friend....well actually it’s not, if she was anyone else, she’d have no friends with her antics, but we’re forever stuck with being her companions, so we’re used to it, but medical professionals with no ties, and no motivation to put up with her “bullshit”, pardon my French...They’ll want her gone so she can hopefully either disappear, or get admitted to another hospital

Sentaro: Yeah, about that...you think she’s gonna be pissed that we had to admit her to a Dagger owned hospital?

Allegretto: She’ll be more than pissed, but she can also rest assured that no foul play went on, since Gem has been watching her round the clock through several bugs I planted in Jazz’s room, along with a few traps and weapons.

Sentaro: Wow...try to remember that this is a hospital, these guys are doctors, and nurses, they take an oath to ensure people’s safety...

Allegretto: Maybe on Earth, hell Mars even, but here? Nobody’s words mean a damn thing, you can make them swear to anything and I’m sure they’d still follow an order to kill Jazz at the drop of a hat.

Sentaro: Well that may apply to the doctors here, but I at least take pride in my oath.

Allegretto: Are we forgetting the fact that only a few short days ago, you yourself went gallivanting into Dagger’s hideout with one of Jazz’s spare guns in hand?

Sentaro: Oh right, I totally forgot I told you about that...

Allegretto: I’m not wasting my breath judging you, just don’t get all high and mighty in the most hypocritical way possible....it doesn’t sit all too well with me...

Sentaro: OK, OK...It’s not like I need to impress anybody anyway....I’m already bested in every field of bravery by all the people I surround myself with...I still kind of depend on you all too much...

Allegretto: Are you talking about Ice?

Sentaro: Yeah, I feel bad that his body needed so many spare parts after the fall. I mean, if I hadn’t called him and lied... then?...

Allegretto: Then nobody would’ve been happy, and Jazz would’ve been a pile of human goo on the sidewalk...so luckily your cowardly panic call worked out for the best, and don’t worry about Ice, he was up on patrol within a day, it’s like he told us, all he needed was a few spare parts...

Sentaro: Yeah....what kind of parts though....he was pretty vague on all of that?

Allegretto: Well according to the medical report one of my cop buddies in the Sherman PD relayed to me, his skeleton was fine, but several of his artificial organs exploded on the impact....meaning his body was essentially poisoning and killing itself from the inside...they just drained him of all his fluids, replaced the parts, and recirculated the blood...

Sentaro: It sounds sore, yet horrifyingly simple, all at the same time...

Allegretto: Yeah, well I’m abbreviating a hell of a lot...Cyborg maintenance is like a human jigsaw puzzle...hundreds of bones and 100 000 billion cells, it’s not exactly a simple matter of starting with the edges...

Sentaro: I see....oh well...so long as he’s doing fine now...

Allegretto: More than, he would’ve come here with us if he didn’t have a job to take care of right now.....though he did say he’ll swing by the RV a little later...

Sentaro: Well that’s good news...here’s hoping that’ll put a smile on Jazz’s face, after all, those two were getting pretty close before Jazz passed out...

Allegretto: If you ever want to see Jazz smile again, you’ll do her a favour and never mention that...

Sentaro: How come?

Allegretto: Just going by the mood I’m assuming she’ll be in by the time we finally see her...

Sentaro: What’s that supposed to mean?...

Just as Sentaro says this, the lift doors open, and the two of them are treated to the sight of a doctor with a samurai blade getting blasted out of one of the wardrooms, as Jazz’s voice can be heard screaming.

Jazz: And just what the fuck do you think you’re doing, asshole!!!

Judging by the width of the opening created by the gunshot in both the door and the doctors stomach, it’s safe to say that Jazz used a shotgun, and as she comes out of the room with packed bags in a hospital gown, she turns briefly to blow two more gun-wielding nurses left in the room out of the hospital window where they both fall to the ground floor and crash land in front of the man begging for change out front, who casually walks over to the two dead nurses (who were clearly Dagger assassins) and he steals there purses as he tips his hat and says to the two dead bodies.

“Thank you kindly, ladies.”

Before disappearing down the pavement and off into the distance to attend to his own business with his raccoon in tow. Meanwhile, back in the hospital, Jazz is already storming over to Allegretto. Tossing the shotgun she is holding into his hands whilst tossing her bag over to Sentaro as she says to them both.

Jazz: The RV better be close, because I’m not staying here for another God damn fucking second, I so over this place!

She screams these last few words as she kicks the switch on the lift to take them back down, and with no more brave doctors trying to take them down as they leave, Sentaro and Allegretto soon escort Jazz back to the RV which they then take to a distant parking lot to camp at for the evening whilst they bring Jazz up to speed on everything that has taken place during the time she has been unconscious.

Sitting in the RV sofa next to her lifeless sister Gem (who is busy browsing the web in search of information for Allegretto), Jazz, having changed in to a normal set of clothes (by her standard), holds one of her favourite handguns with both of her hands, using her right hand to stroke the barrel of the weapon as she speaks to her comrades as bluntly as possible when saying her next few words.

Jazz:...So if Dagger is still alive...I guess we should probably start off slow, and head straight to his office....just so I can blow his brains out and square away our old business...you can’t let shit build up, ya know?....

Allegretto, sitting at the nearby dining table, tries to quickly and calmly explain to Jazz why exactly she cannot simply go ahead and do this in a few short words.

Allegretto: It’s not the fact that trying to tempt fate again, after only narrowly surviving once, doesn’t sound like a barrel of monkeys Jazz, but unfortunately going after him is a lot more complicated now...

Jazz: What, has he installed new bulletproof glass windows in his lobby? No prob, Sentaro can just crash the RV through the front door, we riddle the first floor full of grenades before stepping out, and then I pick up where I left off, killing each and every bastard who works for him until I get to his office...

Gem chiming in at this moment projects her opinions via her spinal sound processors, still speaking without moving her mouth, she says.

Gem: I really missed your frank, shooting from the hip style, sis. It really adds flavour to our line of work...

Jazz: Thank you Gem, see Al? She’s speaking my language...

Allegretto: I’m not disagreeing with you Jazz....something needs to be done about Dagger, it’s not just you, he wants to take us all out...You, me, Gem, Ice, even Sentaro has a target on his back...

Jazz: Is this the “word on the street” you’re giving me right now?

Allegretto: You better believe it, before everyone stayed out of our way because they were scared of you, but these large-scale bouts you’ve been having with Dagger’s assassins have garnered some less than favourable attention, people are now steering clear because they’re afraid of getting caught in a fight where both sides could accidentally kill them in an instant.

Jazz: And what’s Sherman saying about this?

Allegretto: That it’s...”good news"...in the sense that we’ll be able to operate more freely if people are afraid of us...neglecting to pay attention to the fact that bounties have been placed on our heads, the man indeed lives in a different world from the working man if he can look at our situation as a good thing...

Jazz: I can see a few upsides...it’ll keep things interesting...

Allegretto: If you’re looking for variety, I suggest you switch to spicy foods, not roll out the welcome mat for a battery of hired killers...

Jazz: OK, OK, I get it, you’re pissed, so why haven’t you got a plan to take Dagger down then, surely Sherman wants his head still, right?

Allegretto: Yes, but we still can’t just go straight to Dagger...

Flinging her arms up in frustration, Jazz stands to her feet and screams to Allegretto.

Jazz: (Sighs)...And why the fuck not!?

Before she is promptly pushed in the forehead by Allegretto’s index finger down to a sitting position next to her sister, as he finally explains.

Allegretto: Because...he’s vanished...

Jazz: Vanished?

Allegretto: Still alive, but hiding well enough for me and my contacts to lose track of him...

Jazz: How did he get away?

Allegretto: Well...for a few days, people were convinced that you’re subtle grenade drop/window leap stunt actually finished him off, it wasn’t until he gave a public address on his companies television network...alive and well, broadcasting from what he claimed was his office, that we started to realise he wasn’t as dead as we’d prefer...

Jazz: Claimed? How did you know it wasn’t his real office?

Allegretto: Ice, caught in a feverishly enraged state after hearing about your coma, charged to his building during the broadcast....and long before it’s conclusion, he leapt from the ground floor all the way up through his office window....there was no one there, yet the “live” broadcast continued anyway....Ice tore the room apart, he broke desks, ripped priceless artwork, he even shattered windows whilst roaring like a demented beast...

Jazz: He... told you all of this?

Gem: No, I hacked into his cyber brain and watched through his eyes, along with a few surveillance cameras in Dagger’s office....it actually made for a rather stress relieving watch for those who could calculate how much the damages were going to cost for Dagger in real time.

Allegretto: After she watched it, she sent the footage to me...We later found out that the live broadcast was being sent through an encrypted channel, and was near-on untraceable...

Jazz: Gem couldn’t trace it?

Gem: Normally I would’ve tried, but my focus was on covering Ice’s tracks, since I knew you wouldn’t want him getting fired over something as trivial as defending your honour...since you’d much rather do that on your own...

Jazz: Thanks for looking out for him...but if the Moon was a perfect place, we’d have found Dagger also...

Allegretto: Needless to say, I’m sure he’ll reflect on the TV report, and question whether it was a good idea or not, what we’ve learned about Dagger so far is that he’s smarter than he’s letting on, and at this stage I’m sure he won’t want to be found...

Gem: And as long as he has the resources, he’ll be difficult to find, he’s most likely hemorrhaging money trying to keep his tracks covered, that goes for the real world and the digital one.

Allegretto: So as you can see Jazz, we’ve been trying to locate him, but the bastards have been covering his tracks so well that it hasn’t been possible to do it in a mere few days.

Jazz falls limp on the chair as she screams out to the roof of the RV in frustration.

Jazz: Fuck!!!....

She then slaps the palm of her hand on her face as she calms down and reluctantly tries to continue forward by saying.

Jazz: So what do we do until we find him?....

Allegretto: Ensure we have the resources to stop him....basically....working...

Jazz: (Sarcastically)...Great...

Allegretto: I’m sure I’ve got plenty for us to do while my guys hunt Dagger down, we just need to look and see if we can find something easy to get you back in the groove of...

Jazz’s trademark impatience shines through at this moment as she interrupts Allegretto, shouting.

Jazz: Fuck easy! Just give me something to do! Tonight! I don’t want to just sit around and wait for assassins to show up and make my fucking day!

Allegretto: OK, just calm down...I’m sure I had something here that could match the criteria you’re looking for, if you just give me one second to...

Suddenly, Allegrettos is interrupted again, this time by the sound of knocking at the RV’s side door, Sentaro opens it, and is greeted to the sight of Ice casually booting in the skull of one of the said assassins as he waves and says...

Ice: Yo...

After dealing his casual wave and greetings, Ice is then invited inside to join the meeting.

So now, in the centre of the RV, Jazz and Gem continue to sit on the sofa, whilst Ice has now joined Allegretto at the dining table, sitting at the opposite side as Sentaro leaves him a can of soda before heading back into the kitchen to continue making dinner. Raising the can and nodding to silently thank Sentaro for giving it to him, Ice leaves the young retired doctor resumes dinner whilst he then proceeds to explain his reason for coming here to Jazz and the others.

Ice: So, I regret to inform you all, that as much as I wanted to come here and simply congratulate Jazz on a speedy recovery, my main reason for coming has now changed....and no, it wasn’t just so I could knock seven shades of biological waste out of that corpse of an assassin outside of your RV, I’m actually here on police business....for once....

Allegretto: That doesn’t sound good. What did Jazz do?

Jazz: Hey hey! I should be pissed, but this sounds more like it. How many cops are they sending my way? Do they have riot gear, or is it your run-of-the-mill beat patrol guys?... I wanna know if I need the big guns...

Allegretto: Have you ever thought, for a moment, that it might be the possession of said “big guns” that could be drawing their attention?

Jazz: Not...really...but come on, they’re a private police force, they don’t give a shit about possession laws unless it’s drugs, I’ve seen ogres of men walking down the streets with rocket launchers, you know the types, they only learned how to walk upright yesterday, and have tattoos across the neck of dotted lines and pair of scissors saying ..."cut here"....If those punks are allowed explosives, then licensed gun holders should be able to keep them....right?

Ice: She’s right, gun possession focus is concentrated in people coming and going from this colony at the spaceports, Sherman and the department superiors don’t care what the current citizens are holding, just so long as they were acquired
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