RAZCR UNCUT:  STRENGTH | N NUVBERS

Synopsis:  What starts as an evening of rowdy fun for a group of sadistic gang
bangers ends in their grisly deaths, as the nysterious vigilante Razor arrives to
impart her unique brand of justice on them The only problem Razor herself
clains she wasn’t there. Wile Nicole Mtchell investigates the incident, crime
boss M chael Reich plots her death, as revenge for the murder of his brother.

Envi si oned as a two-issue arc, Razor Uncut: Strength in Nunbers will exam ne
public perception of Razor’'s activities, as well as their effects.



RAZOR UNCUT
“STRENGTH | N NUMBERS’
I ssue 1
Page 1
It’s late evening as we open on a group of men, dressed in an assortment of denim
and | eather, grouped in a trash-strewn alleyway. Hawk sits on a dunpster
carefully digging the tip of a switchblade under his fingernails. Stanley is
rooting through a garbage can. Drake watches, a chain draped around his neck
Lester is wal king toward them fromfurther down the alleyway, zipping up his
j eans.
Stanley: Goddamit, | knowit's here! | know !l left it here

Hawk: Keep dreanmin’, Stanley. That shit’s |ong gone

Drake: Truth, brother. Sone junkie's prob’'ly got a first-class high right now,
thanks ta you

Lester: | can think’a better places to hide a stash, personally....

Stanl ey: Shut up! Just shut up! It’'s gotta be here
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Panel 1

Drake and Lester crowd around Stanley as he raises up fromthe barrel. Hawk is
looking to the left, out toward the open street.

Drake: Chill, Stanley! W ain't the stupid fucks that dropped two grand ‘a bl ow
inafriggin trash can

Stanl ey: Fuck you, Drake! | done it this way |otsa tines!

Lester: That just neans you were stupid lotsa times!

Hawk: Yo guys! You seein’ what |'mseein ?

Panel 2

They | ook across the street, toward a trenchcoat-clad wonan, her hands in her
pockets, bundl ed up and defensive. Her face is conceal ed

Lester: Wyoo!!! Check it out! Cood eyes, Hawk!

Drake: Mama! Target is |ocked in and sighted

Stanley: B-but guys! M stash!

Hawk: Fuck your stash, man! W got some action

Panel 3

They’ ve noved about hal fway across the street, jogging toward her as she cuts down
an all eyway.

Lester: Ckay, you know the drill! M first, then you guys can flip for it!

Hawk: Shit, Lester! |'mtired ‘a your sloppy seconds! | saw ‘er, why--

Lester: ‘Cause |I'’mthe Goddammed | eader, that’s why! Now shut up--she’s duckin’
down that alley!

Panel 4
They get about hal fway down the alley; about ten feet distant, a honeless nman sits
agai nst one wall, dressed in oversized trousers and a tank top. The wonan is

nowhere to be seen

Drake: What the hell? Were' d she go?

Hawk: Shit! W had the bitch right in front of us!
Stanley: ©Ch! T-too bad! Let’s go back and | ook for ny--
Lester: Fuck you! She’'s gotta be--

O f-panel voice: Hey!
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Spl ash page, with Razor discarding her trenchcoat froma fire escape above themin
dramatic fashion. Her blades are fully extended and gl eam ng, but hers have
serrations on the edges.

Razor: You boys like to party? | do

Lester: Razor!!! Ch, man....
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Panel 1
Razor junps, pivots, and | ands before them Drake unwaps his chain and comes at
her .

Drake: | got ‘er! 1'Il take the bitch--
Lester: Knock ‘er ass off, nman!
Panel 2

Razor delivers a spinning crescent kick to Drake’s chin, knocking himsideways.
FX:  CRACK!!!

Drake: UUUUNNH! !'!

Panel 3

Wth himnow turned conpletely around, they watch as she drives her bl ades through
him energing fromhis chest. Blood spews fromthe wounds and out of his nouth.
FX: SCHLUCK! !'!

Drake: Yeeeeaaaagh!!!

Razor: Pig!!!

Panel 4

Razor ducks, pulling her blades back and out of the nortally wounded Drake, as
Hawk narrowy m sses her with his swtchbl ade.

FX:  SW SSSSSHHH! !'!

Hawk: Bitch!!! I’mgonna--
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Panel 1
Razor backfists him The sw tchblade flies out of his hand.

FX:  BRAK!!!
Hawk:  UUUUGH !!

Panel 2
Razor brings her fist back and slams a bl ow across his chin

FX: CRACK!!!
Hawk: OOOCH !!
Panel 3

Razor rares back with her blades, pushing up on his chin with the pal mof her
ot her hand, exposing his body.

Razor: And for ny next trick...

Panel 4

Bl ood and neat spews toward Stanley and Lester as she opens himup fromwaist to
throat with her bl ade.

FX: SCHLUCKKKK! !

Hawk:  YEAAAAAAAAGHHH! ! !

Lester: Sweet Jesus!!
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Panel 1

Lester and Stanl ey go charging down the alleway, away fromher. She stands behind
them drenched in bl ood, Hawk twitching across Drake's dead body.

Razor: What's wong, boys? | thought we were gonna party?

Stanl ey:  OHGODOHGODOHGEOD- -

Lester: RUN!!

Panel 2

Stanl ey and Lester have cone to a four-way intersection in the alley. Stanley is
al ready breaking to the right.

Lester: JesusJesusJesus--Stanley, wait!!! W gotta--

Stanl ey: Fuck you, man!!! |’moutta here!!!

Panel 3

Lester breaks in the opposite direction; the | ook on his face betrays his fear as
he sees sonet hing off-panel. The shoulder of the figure is visible in the

f or egr ound.

Lester: Manoman, |’'ve gotta get to--oh, SH T!!!

Panel 4

Razor pulls himtoward her, holding himby the collar, blades ready to strike.
She’s strangely devoid of blood. Her razors are snmooth, not serrated as before.

Razor: (oing sonewhere?

Lester: N-no, NO -

Panel 5

At the intersection of the alleys, the off-panel screans of both men fill the
night air.

FX:  SCHLUCKKK!'!  SLASHHH!'!'!  SLASHHH!!!

Lester: NOOOOOO - AAAAAGHHHH! ! !

Stanl ey:  YEEEEEAAAAAGGGGHHHHH! !'!
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Panel 1

Back at her apartnent, Kat is tapping away at her conputer as N cole cones in the
door. She's wearing her Razor costune, and hol ding her armat the bicep |evel;

bl ood oozes down her forearm She |ooks pretty frazzl ed.

Kat: Jeez, N cole! Tough night?

N cole: Don't ask.

Kat: | see. Hang on, let ne get the kit.

Panel 2
Nicole is seated, holding out her arm while Kat wi pes away the bl ood.

Kat: Wiat was it, anyway? Sword? Machete? Hacksaw?

Ni cole: MNone of the above. | cut it junping through a stained gl ass w ndow.
Kat: | hate when that happens. Hold still, this is gonna sting.
Panel 3

Near by, the TV is show ng scenes of the dead bodies of Hawk and Drake. Kat is
wrappi ng the cut with a bandage.

TV. ...still searching for nore leads in the brutal nurders of four reputed gang
nenbers a few hours ago near Queen CGty’'s Carverville region. Eyew tness accounts
credit the costuned vigilante Razor for the attack....

Kat: Wow, pretty grisly. |Is that where you got hurt?
Nicole: No! No it wasn't.
Nicole: |...wasn't even there.

Panel 4
Kat | ooks at N col e.

Kat: You weren’t there?!'? Cnon, Ncole, there aren’t that many bl ade-w el di ng
vigilantes out there, and even fewer are wonmen. Are you--

Nicole: O course I'msure. | was nowhere near Carverville tonight.
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Panel 1

On the television is the honel ess guy fromthe alleyway, with a m crophone stuck
in his face.

Bum |-1 seen ‘er! Razor, | seen ‘er! She, y'know, she had these big bl ades,
and these eyes! Devil’'s eyes, black |ike mdnight, and--

Kat: Sure sounds like you. Well, except the part about the “devil’s eyes”, |
nmean.

Nicole: But | wasn't therel!!l

Panel 2
Nicole is standing; Kat is tying off the bandage.

Kat: Well, what do you think? Ws he hallucinating?

Nicole: [I--1 don't know. | can tell I’mgonna have to do sone digging--and |’'m
gonna have to start in Carverville.

Kat: Yeah, well, you' d better start tonorrow. You ve lost a |lot of blood, and
you need sone rest. Doctor’s orders.

Panel 3
Nicole is still looking toward the television, as a beautiful blonde reporter
appears on screen.

Ni cole: Yeah, okay. This can wait a while. But not |ong.

Reporter: Again, our top story: four gang nmenbers are slain in downtown Queen
Cty, and once again the vigilante Razor is the top suspect.

Panel 4
Close in on the television, and the reporter.

Reporter: For WQUN NewsCenter, this is Jennifer Lee reporting.
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Panel 1

Identical angle on Jennifer Lee's face, now intense, her hair swept back, a
bandana tied around her forehead, her body wet with sweat, fists poised before her
inammrtial arts position.

Of-panel voice: Um Jen?

Panel 2

Jen lets loose with a flurry of fists on a heavy bag, which rocks fromthe force.
She’'s wearing a flinsy half-tee and skintight |ycra short-shorts. Her body is
attractively curved, but she's also toned and nmuscular. A man stands back from
the bag, shaken fromthe force; he's dressed in a tank top and sweats. They're in
a spa, with people and weight equipnent visible in the background. They stand on
padded nmats off to one side.

Jennifer: HAI! HAI! HA  HA!

Man: Jeez!!!

Panel 3

Jen follows up with a powerful kick to the bag. The force causes stuffing to bl ow

out through the other side.

Jennifer: HYYYAAAAAIITTTT!T!

Panel 4
Jen is staring intensely at the bag, stuffing poking out of the gap, still poised.

Man: Jen? You, um wanna tal k about it?
Jen: Tal k about what, Roger?

Man: Ch, cone on.
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Panel 1
Roger stands beside the bag, holding out his hand toward the tear.

Roger: | present to you exhibit “A’: ruined gymbag. This tends to indicate a
state of dissatisfaction on the part of the ruinor, unless I'mjust totally off-

base here.

Roger: Sonet hing’ s buggi ng you, and we both knowit. Ws it those murders you
covered | ast night?

Jen: No. Well...yes.

Jen: But not how you think.

Panel 2

Jen hands hi ma newspaper; on the front page is an artist’s rendition of Razor,
and beside that is a photo of the dead bodies fromthe alley. The caption above

the article reads: “VIGQ LANTE KI LLER CLAI M5B FOUR'.

Jen: Look at this shit! Razor risks her ass to clean up the streets, and some
knee-jerk liberal asshole thinks she’s a nenace!

Roger: Hey, slow down, girl! You re preaching to the choir on this one, okay?
Panel 3
Roger’s hol ding out his hands conciliatorily as she tosses the paper aside in

di sgust .

Roger: |I’'ma cop, remenber? | gotta deal with the same shit every day--except |
gotta follow the rules.

Roger: But Razor--she doesn’'t. She can take care of business however she sees
fit. She's lucky, if you ask ne.

Jen: | wish | could believe you.

Panel 4
He's |l eaning on the bag, holding it around the nmddle. Jen's smling.

Roger: Look, Jen, as sonmebody who knows you, respects you, and wants to buy you
an expensive dinner at the restaurant of your choice, you can take it from ne:
I’ m sincere.

Roger: Forget those op-ed norons. Razor’s okay.

Jen: Ckay, okay, | believe you.
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Panel 1
Roger’ s scoopi ng up his bag, about to |eave.

Roger: Look, |'d like to hang around and hel p you weck nore hel pl ess targets,
but | gotta go. Just be cool, okay? Razor doesn't nind--and neither should you.

Jen: Yeah, you're right. ©h, and Roger?

Panel 2
She’s smling seductively.

Jen: Wednesday. Dinner. Pick ne up at seven.

Jen: | like Italian.

Panel 3

Roger’ s wal ki ng away in the foreground, clenching his fist, grinning fromear to
ear. Two other woren are wal king up to Jennifer in the background. They’'re both
around the sanme height; the woman to the |left (Rebecca) has thick, dark hair;
she’s clad in a pelvic thong-style leotard and tight half-tank. To the right is a
woman Wi th short brown hair (Janis), wearing a high-cut |leotard and | eg warmers.
They are simlarly toned and nuscul ar.

Roger (low voice): Yes.

Janis: Hey, Jen.

Rebecca: W0’ s the yuppie?

Jen: Lay ‘off, Rebecca. He's a friend.

Panel 4

Rebecca’s got her arns crossed, rolling her eyes. Janis has her arm propped on
Jen’ s shoul der.

Rebecca: Forget it. The words “friend” and “man” are nutual ly excl usive.

Janis: Hallelujah, sister.

Jen: He's different, okay? Now come on, let’'s practice.
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Panel 1
Janis is holding the bag, as Rebecca slans her foot into it.

Rebecca: | had fun last night.
Janis: No lie. Wen are we doing it again?
Jen: How does tonight sound?

Panel 2
They’'re smling. Rebecca s stopped her assault.

Janis: Geat! But so soon? Are you sure?

Jen: Dead sure. Those nedia assholes don't have the right attitude, so we're
gonna work on rectifying that.

Jen: And besides....

Panel 3
Jen is smling, predatorily.

Jen: | get the feeling that if we’ re |ucky..

Jen: ...we night just neet sonmebody very inportant....
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Panel 1
Exterior view of Erotica, a high-quality strip bar. CQutside is a sign reading
“Featured performer: Mndi Ml ons”

Panel 2

The interior of the club is crowded with a m x of roughnecks and busi nessmen,
situated around tabl es and various stages. On the main stage, a cowgirl in a

bi ki ni, boots, and chaps is pulling away a vest, to reveal her glorious body.

Topl ess wai tresses in bikini bottoms and hi gh heel s weave between cusonters,

hol ding trays of mixed drinks. In the foreground sits Mchael Reich, the club
owner, wearing a tailored Armani suit. Beside himis Julia Seynour, a bountifu
bl onde wearing a skintight rubber mniskirt. Before her on the table is a manila
envel ope.

Reich: You got it?

Julia: Yeah. It was easy. Queen City’'s finest were nmore than happy to oblige
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Panel 1
He takes the envel ope from her.

Reich: No surprise. They're in here all the damed tine.

Julia: Cood tippers, too.

Julia: Look, are you sure you want to--

Panel 2

He's opened it, to reveal several photos of the previous evening s crime scene.

They’'re appropriately gruesone.

Reich: O course |I'msure, Goddamm it. Sonme psycho bitch cut up ny brother, and
she’ s gonna pay. Period.

Julia: I'msorry. | didn't realize you were close.

Panel 3
Reich is looking at a picture of Lester’s bl oody corpse.

Reich: W weren’t. He was a two-bit hood who didn't have the sense to work in
the fam |y business. But he was ny brother. |’ve gotta do sonething.

Rei ch: Juh-eeezus, look at this. It's |like he walked into a fuckin’ blender or
sonething. Wiere's the coroner’s report?

Julia: Under the pictures.
Panel 4
Reich is reading sone typewitten pages, while a waitress puts drinks on the

t abl e.

Rei ch: “Cause of death: nmassive internal trauna from edged weapon, shock, bl ood
loss....”

Julia: Razor’s MQ all the way.

Reich: Yeah. And that bumsaw ‘er, too.
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Panel 1

Reich's sitting back, |ooking at Julia. She’s resting her chin on her clasped
hands.

Reich: 1'Il need good nmen for this. The best.

Julia: Snowis free. He just offed Council man Dewey | ast week.

Rei ch: Not good enough. | need sonebody special.

Panel 2
He' s snapping his fingers.

Reich: Witwaitwait a minute. |’ve heard about a couple of guys. They work out
on the west coast, nostly. Ah, shit what are their--

Julia: Hack and Sl ash?
Rei ch: Yeah! Those're the guys! | want them

Panel 3
She’ s taking the envel ope back fromhim

Julia: They're pretty expensive, Mchael. W're talking six figures a hit, plus
expenses.

Reich: | don't give a shit! 1've got the noney, call ‘emn

Panel 4

He has his fists clenched.

Reich: Razor didn't just kill any thug, for Christ’s sake, she killed a Reich!
W’ ve been major players in this city since prohibition!

Reich: And I'll be dammed if some head case with a blade is gonna get away with
murdering nmy flesh and bl ood!

Panel 5
Cl ose on his face.

Reich: No, that bitch is going down, and going down hard. This won't just be a
hit, this'Il be a statenent.

Rei ch: Now get those guys on the phone. Pay ‘emwhatever they want. And tell
‘emthat it’s like this...
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Panel 1

The rest of Reich’'s sentence trails into this panel. W see the exterior of Kat's
apartnent through a w ndow.

Reich: ...l want Razor dead inside the week.

Kat: N cole, are you sure you're up to this?

Panel 2

Inside the apartnment, N cole's dressing for action. The bandage is still in
pl ace.

Nicole: As I'll ever be. 1’'ve gotta find out the story behind this |ookalike

thing before it gets too far.

Kat: Ckay, but be careful. | mean, sonebody night be trying to draw you out or
sonet hi ng.

Nicole: Don't worry, |I’ve thought about that. 1’1 watch out.

Panel 3

Nicole is sliding blades onto her right forearm

Kat: Um..N cole, have you stopped to wonder why sonebody would do this? Dress
up like you, act like you?

Nicole: Yeah. And | can only say this....

Panel 4
Cose in her face, with her bl ades to one side.

Nicole: ...she’d better have a damed good reason.
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Panel 1

Razor now stands on the trash-hewn streets of Carverville, in the alleyway where
Lester and conpany first debuted. A couple of scruffy young nen in jeans and
jackets are digging around in the trash can that initially occupied Stanley’'s
attention. Mark is to the right; he’'s wearing a backwards baseball cap. Joey is
on the other side, holding a beer, leaning on the rimwhile Mark digs.

Mark: |’mal nost down there, man. He always put his friggin stash in this can.
Joey: Stupid nuthafucka. Ain't surprised he's dead.

Mark: No shit.

Panel 2
Razor’s closer now. Mark and Joey don’t notice her.

Joey: Man, that is scary how Lester’'s gang got fucked up. That Razor chick mnust
be pure evil.

Mark: Yeah. But | ain’t worried--I nean, she ain't dunb enough to show up in the
sane pl ace the next night, right?

Panel 3

Joey’s noticed Razor, and lets his beer fall out of his hand. Mark is still down
in the barrel.

Mark: The way | figure it, for the next few nights, we are hone free.

Joey: Unh....

Panel 4

Razor’s standing right next to them Mark raises up out of the can, holding a
vial of dust.

Mark: Bingo!!! Five grams of Colunbia' s finest, picked by Juan Valdez him..

Panel 5
Mark’ s face turns deathly pale.

Mark: ...self?
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Panel 1
He smles broadly as he hands the vial to her.

Mark:  B-boy, good thing you showed up, Razor! | mean, we were going to give this
to the local authorities, but now we can j-just give it to youl!

Joey: Y-yeah! Unh...nice blades, where’d you--
Razor: Cet |ost.

Panel 2
Mark and Joey go sprinting away at an d ynpi c pace.

Mark: Conon, |-let’s go study up for Eagle Scout!
Joey: Yeah! W shoulda just said no!!!

Panel 3
Razor exam nes the vial, seenmingly considering it for sonething.

Panel 4
She hurls it behind her, shattering it against a wall, and stalks across the
street.

FX: KREESH!!
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Panel 1
Razor wal ks into the alley where the bodies were found. There are still streaks
of blood on the pavenent and lining the bricks. |In the foreground stands a figure

in a trenchcoat and wi de-bri med hat.

Panel 2
Razor wal ks toward the figure.

Razor: Excuse nme. | want to talk to you.

Panel 3
She’'s close to the figure now.

Razor: | need to know if you were here |ast night, when those nen were nurdered.
Figure: Wy, yes. Yes | was.

Figure: And so were you, in a way.

Panel 4

The figure discards its trenchcoat; we see it’'s one of the Razors. Another Razor
descends fromthe fire escape above, while a third steps out fromthe shadows
further down the alleyway.

Razor: Wat the--

Razor #2 (Jennifer): And nowthat you're here...



Panel 20

The other three stand surrounding N cole; her main distinguishing feature is the
bandage on her arm although they’ ve each got uni que bl ades (Jennifer’'s are
snmoot h, Rebecca’'s are serrated, and Janis’ curve inward a little nmore than the
ot hers).

Jennifer: ...let’s all get to know one another, shall we?

NEXT | SSUE: ENTER--HACK ‘N SLASH! !'!



