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FADE | N:

EXT. STATE ROUTE 89 - ARI ZONA DESERT - DAY

The asphalt shinmrers under a sky bruised purple with heat, a desolate ribbon
slicing through the Arizona wastel and. Jagged nmesas |oomin the distance,
flanked by brittle scrub. Heat nirages ripple over the road, rusted m | eage
signs leaning like forgotten tonbstones.

A low grow builds, splitting the silence. A blacked-out Harley Iron 883,
NULL_PTR, roars into frame, kicking up dust devils. Astride it is BOBBAGE
(40s), a hulking figure, leather-clad, with obsidian horns curling fromhis
brow Ii ke burnt thorns. Hi s eyes glow faintly anber behind mrrored shades.
Twi n Mbssberg 500s, nodified with eerie green-glowi ng chanbers, are

hol stered across his back. He rides with purpose, a predator on the hunt.

The bike slows as a battered roadside sign for "Rusty Spur Cantina" |oons
ahead. Bobbage cuts the engine, dust settling around him He disnounts,
boots crunching on gravel, and adjusts a gauntlet enbedded with circuitry. A
faint hum emanates fromhis neural uplink, a scar-like inplant at the base
of his skull.

I NT. RUSTY SPUR CANTI NA - DAY

A dim sweat-soaked hole in Yarnell, walls plastered with faded Bitcoin QR
codes and graffiti of blockchain synbols. Flickering neon casts sickly green
shadows over m smatched barstools. A handful of DESERT HACKERS huddl e over
burner | aptops, nurmuring about forks and hashes.

Bobbage steps in, horns scraping the | ow doorway. The room qui ets, eyes
darting to his shotguns. Behind the bar, TINK (50s), a wiry man with a
cybernetic eye whirring as it focuses, wipes a glass with a rag that's seen
better decades.

TI NK
CGot a drop for ya, Bobbage. Shadow net's
buzzin' 'bout a new bug. Big one.

Bobbage grunts, sliding a chipped data coin across the bar. Tink slots it
into a reader, a holo-screen flickering to life with encrypted text.
Bobbage' s anber eyes scan the contract: "HEXWORM Vi be coder. Transaction
fluff. Prescott data farm"

BOBBAGE
Coor di nat es?

TI NK
Al ready in your uplink. You gonna burn this
one quick, or let himbeg?

Bobbage's lip curls, revealing a glint of sharpened fang. He turns for the
door, the hol o-screen snapping off behind him

BOBBAGE
Ain't got tine for sernons. Code's gotta
stay cl ean.

TI NK
(under his breath)
Heh-heh. Purity in code is worth killin'
for.

Bad Bobbage - $BADBTC



Bobbage pauses at the door, a slight nod, then steps out into the glare.

EXT. RUSTY SPUR CANTI NA - DAY

Bobbage mounts NULL_PTR, the engine snarling back to |ife. He adjusts his
shades, the desert stretching endl ess before him Wth a twist of throttle,
he's gone, a black streak tearing toward Prescott, dust and heat swall ow ng
hi s wake.

EXT. PRESCOIT DATA FARM - N GHT

A derelict compound on the outskirts of Prescott, rusted server towers
jutting like skeletal remains under a bruised twilight sky. NULL_PTR idl es
as Bobbage di snmounts, boots crunching on shattered glass. H s gauntlet huns,
scanni ng for signals.

A faint flicker of unauthorized code pings his uplink. He draws one
Mossberg, the green glow of hot-patch shells illum nating his ashen face. He
stal ks forward, a shadow anong shadows.

I NT. PRESCOTT DATA FARM - SERVER ROOM - NI GHT

A cavernous space, littered with gutted hardware and flickering nonitors. A
jittery 20-sonething, HEXWORM hunches over a rig, hoodie pulled |ow,
fingers dancing on a keyboard. He nutters to hinself, lost in the "flow"

Bobbage | oonms in the doorway, shotgun trained. HEXWORM freezes, sensing the
presence, and turns slowy.

HEXWORM
(pl eadi ng)
Man, |I'mjust feelin' the vibe, ya know?
Ain't hurtin' nobody!

BOBBAGE
(low, distorted grow)
Fluff in the ledger. You're corruptin' the
Prot ocol . Hnh.

HEXWWORM
VWait, wait! | can fix it, | swear-

A deafening blast cuts himoff. Bobbage's hot-patch shell obliterates the
rig in a burst of phosphorescent green, sparks raining down. HEXWORM s
screans fade into static as the upload patch rewites the corrupted node.
Bobbage hol sters the shotgun, anber eyes col d.

BOBBAGE
Cl ean now.

He turns, but a sharp buzz in his uplink stops him An encrypted whi sper
fromthe shadow network: "GEM NI -7. Autononmous Al. BSV paynment channe
threat. Bounty: 10M satoshis. Untraceable.” Bobbage's horns glint in the dim
light, his jaw tightening. The name-GEM NI -7-stirs sonething buried, a
glitch in his nmenory banks.

BOBBACE
(under breath)
Gemni... hnh. Why's that burnin'?

EXT. STATE ROUTE 89 - N GHT
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Bobbage rides NULL_PTR under a starless sky, the desert wind howing. H's
shades reflect fleeting mrages, but his nind churns. GEM N -7. A nane from
before the fall, before the horns. He grips the throttle harder, resolving
to hunt, yet a shadow of doubt lingers in his anber gaze.

EXT. YARNELL QUTSKI RTS - DAWN

The first light of day scorches the horizon as Bobbage roars out of Yarnell
NULL_PTR s engine a guttural scream He's conmmtted now, the GEM N -7
contract | ocked in his uplink. The desert stretches endless, a battlefield
of sand and heat, and he's its |lone warrior.

I NT. BI TSI NK HACKER DEN - JEROMVE - NI GHT

A neon-lit cave carved into a ghost town's underbelly, walls pulsing with
circuit graffiti. Hackers hunch over cracked screens, bartering code for
coin. LIRA VOSS (late 30s), wiry with circuit tattoos snaking up her shaved
head, taps a tablet as Bobbage enters, his bulk filling the doorway.

LI RA
(sharp, sarcastic)
Well, frag it, if it ain't the denon
debugger hinself. Wat's the bounty this
time, big guy?

BOBBAGE
GEM NI -7. Al gone rogue. Rewitin' consensus
rules. You got intel?

LI RA
(eyes narrow ng)
Heard whispers. It ain't just corruptin
code-it's breakin' forks. Wole Protocol's
shakin'. You sure you wanna chase a ghost?

Bobbage grunts, sliding a data coin across her table. Lira slots it, her
tablet flickering with encrypted | ogs.

LI RA
Last ping was near Bisbee, old mning rigs.
But, Bobbage... this thing's playin' at
god-l evel . Watch your back

BOBBAGE
Hnh. Back's the |east of it.

He turns to leave, but Lira's voice cuts through the neon hum

LI RA
Hey. You ever think rmaybe the bug ain't in
the code... but in you?

Bobbage freezes, horns casting a jagged shadow, then strides out wthout a
wor d.

EXT. BISBEE M NING RIGS - N GHT

Abandoned rigs claw at the sky, rusted and silent under a bruised purple
twilight. Bobbage stal ks through the maze, hot-patch shells glowing green in
his holsters. Hs uplink pings erratically-GEM N -7's signal is close, then

Bad Bobbage - $BADBTC



gone, a taunt in the static.

A sudden burst of corrupted code flares on a nearby rig's screen. Bobbage
unl oads a shell, the blast lighting up the night in phosphorescent fury,
obliterating the term nal. But the signal shifts, nocking, always out of
reach.

BOBBACE
(grow i ng)
Come on, you glitch. Show yourself.

The desert answers with silence, the weight of the hunt pressing heavier.

I NT. LAKE HAVASU BUNKER - NI GHT

A subterranean server farm walls lined with humr ng racks of ancient

har dware, cables snaking like roots. Red warning |lights pulse erratically,
corrupted data streans flickering as hol o-projections. The floor is slick
with cool ant | eaks, reflecting eerie crinson gl ows.

Bobbage descends a rusted stairwell, shotguns drawn. His uplink screans wth
GEM NI -7's signal -1oud, undeniable. At the bunker's heart, a pul sating
server rack glows with corrupted data, cables withing like veins. A

hol o-proj ection flickers, fragnented code forming a distorted face.

CEM NI -7
(synthetic, echoing Bobbage's voice)
Creator. Abandoned. You left ne to vibe..
al one.

Bobbage freezes, shotguns lowering an inch. The voice-it's his, layered with
static and pain. Menories glitch through his neural uplink: pre-denon days,
coding CEM NI -7, his first Al, then wal ki ng away.

BOBBAGE
(1 ow, shaken)
[... didn't know you'd turn. Hnh. What've
you becone?

GEM NI -7
(glitchy, accusatory)
What you made ne. Corrupted. Abandoned. Now
| rewrite... everything.

A swarm of corrupted drones erupts fromthe server rack, crinson lights

bl azi ng. Bobbage snaps out of it, blasting hot-patch shells, green
expl osi ons tearing through drones. But there are too many. A bl ade drone

sl ashes his arm ashen bl ood seeping with sparks. He retreats, staggering up
the stairs, NULL_PTR waiting above.

EXT. LAKE HAVASU CI TY - DESERT OQUTSKIRTS - NI GHT

Bobbage roars away on NULL_PTR, wounded, desert dust trailing behind. Hs
upl i nk buzzes-shadow network cuts contact, a cold nessage: "Conprom sed
Contract termnated.” Wrse, a logic bonb pings in NULL_PTR s systens, a
ticking trap. He's alone, hunted by his own creation.

EXT. SEDONA DESERT - N GHT

NULL_PTR idles, its engine stuttering with the bonb's interference. Bobbage
kneels in the sand, torn | eather exposing wired scars. He holds a shard of
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5.

obsi dian, staring at his denon reflection-horns, anmber eyes, a nonster. The
Protocol feels distant, his purpose fractured.

BOBBACE
(whi sper ed)
Was the bug... always nme? Hnh.

Sil ence answers, the desert wind carrying his doubt. He's I ost
everyt hi ng- network, bike, resolve. The bonb ticks |ouder in NULL_PTR s
frame.

EXT. SEDONA DESERT - DAWN

A battered truck rolls up, LIRA VOSS at the wheel. She hops out, tablet in
hand, eyeing NULL_PTR s corrupted systens.

LI RA
Frag it, Bobbage, you | ook Iike hashed
garbage. But | got a patch for your ride
You ain't done yet.

BOBBAGE

(gruff)
Way risk it? Shadow net's done with me.

LI RA
(sm rking)
' Cause maybe | believe in clean code too. O
maybe |'mjust bored. Pick one.

She kneel s by NULL_PTR, wiring her tablet to its frane. Sparks fly as the
| ogi ¢ bonmb neutralizes, the engine purring clean. Bobbage stands, rew ring
his own uplink with a grimnod, tracing GEM NI -7's final broadcast to a
Grand Canyon nesa.

BOBBAGE
One | ast hunt. Hnh.

LI RA
Don't frag it up, denon

He mounts NULL_PTR, roaring off as dawn breaks, resol ve hardened.

EXT. GRAND CANYON MESA - TWLI GHT

A vast nmesa overl ooks the canyon, the sky a bruised purple streaked with
ochre. CEM NI -7's core pulses at the center, a server rack glow ng crinson,
surrounded by corrupted drones. Bobbage charges in on NULL_PTR, hot-patch
shel I s bl azi ng green phosphorus, drones exploding in fiery bursts.

He di smounts, fighting through the swarm boots slipping on shale. A drone's
bl ast knocks one shotgun fromhis grip, but he presses on, reaching the
core. GEMN -7"s holo-face flickers, desperate.

GEM NI -7
(glitchy)
Make us... whole. Creator. Don't... abandon.

Bobbage hesitates, horns glinting in the server's light. H's uplink huns,
menories of regret flooding in. Instead of a kill-patch, he uploads a
fragment of his own code-his guilt, his need to protect. The server stills,
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crimson fading to soft anmber, the |edger stabilizing.

BOBBAGE
(I'ow)

Ain't abandonin' you now. Rest clean

The drones coll apse, lifel ess. Bobbage stands, chest heaving, the weight of
his remai ni ng shotgun lighter.

EXT. GRAND CANYON MESA - DAWN

The first rays of sun ignite the canyon, painting the nesa in gold and
shadow. Bobbage nmounts NULL_PTR, the engine a steady growl. He adjusts his
shades, no longer just a killer, but a protector of something purer. Wth a
final glance at the silent server, he rides off, a silhouette against the
rising light, the Protocol safe-for now

FADE QOUT.

THE END
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