
It has been 15 years since 
the F-Zero GX story mode 
was released. Long after 
most gamers have forgotten 
the original tale, a belated 
(but much needed) parody has 
arrived...

It’s a dark and cinematic 
night. Black Shadow’s 
racing car has been run off 
the road by a sinister 
assailant...

Argh... My car’s a flippin’ 
tank! How was it run off 

the road by that spiky 
little go-kart!?

Black Shadow! Win the next Grand Prix, 
or... you know the price of failure!

Huh? Do I... 
work for you, or 

something?

Indeed! I am 
Deathborn... and 

since I look 
cooler, you must 

do as I say!

I’m not sure I 
agree. But I wanted 
to win the Grand Prix 

anyway, so sure...

The next day, the champion racer 
Captain Falcon strolls the streets, 
revelling in his awesomeness and the 
adoration of his fanbase...

I’m a hero of the F-Zerooooo!
I’m a hero of the F-Zerooooo!

Weirdo.

Perfect! No one’s 
around!

Time to enter 
my secret 
hideout...

Hey, where 
are you going, 

Captain Falcon? 
Does this alley lead 

to your secret 
hideout? Way 

cool!

Well, I guess it 
was bound to happen 
eventually... why did 
I put my hideout near 

a busy street, 
anyway?

And speaking of inexplicable decisions, 
Captain Falcon’s next move is to go on a 
drive through the canyons!

Dang, these are 
good graphics for 

2003!

...now, can 
you at least 
call a tow 

truck for my 
car?



Here comes Captain 
Falcon! Let’s jump down 

and ambush him!

Surprise, 
Falcon!!! Meh.

You know, 
maybe I should 

have stopped... I’ll 
bet I missed some 
classic dialogue!

Groan... you 
will pay for that!

After his “run-in” with Samurai 
Goroh, Captain Falcon visits 
the Bet Race Dollars bar for 
a well-earned drink!

Then you prove your 
ability! Mumble mumble...
F-Zeeeero! F-Zeeeero!

You’re the famous 
Falcon!

Um... yes.

Next 
time, I’m 
wearing a 
disguise.

I beg of you! Enter 
the bet race!

But you’re an 
F-Zero racer, too! 

Can’t you do it 
yourself?

Consider it an old man’s 
last request!

It will be, 
if you don’t calm 

down!

Please! The race is 
about to start! We 

gotta go now!!

Sigh...



Ike! I’m sorry it 
had to come to 
that. It wasn’t 

pretty.

Well, then what am I 
supposed to do with this 

one coin!?

Have you tried a 
vending machine?

This just in! Black Shadow is 
causing some random mayhem!

Black Shadow!? 
Now, this is a job 

for Captain Falcon... 
just as soon as I 

finish my drink.

CaptAin Falcon speeds off in pursuit 
of the notorious Black Shadow, who 
is much cooler than DeAthborn!

Did that even need to 
be said? I just hope 

nothing stupid happens 
to slow me down!

Ugh... right on Cue. 
What do you guys want?

Yeah, and we 
challenge you to a 
meaningless race 

against our ferocious 
hedgehog-shaped 

cars!

That’s the stupidest 
thing I’ve heard all day... 
but sure, bring it on! I’ll 
race you to the end of this 

bridge!!

Ha ha! You’re on, 
Falcon!

Yeah! Eat 
our dust!

Look! We’re 
already 

passing him!

Hey, Falcon! We’ve got a 
bone to pick with you!

We’re a deadly 
racing gang called 

“Bloody Chain”!



Three...
Two...
One...

Michael!  Cops!!

What!? where’d they come from!?

They’re everywhere!!

Arrrrggghhhhhh....

It pays to know 
where the city’s 
speed traps are.

Night falls, as Captain Falcon 
arrives to confront Black 
Shadow. we don’t really 
know what this place is 
(perhaps a power plant?), or 
how Falcon knew where to 
find Black Shadow!

I’m just awesome, 
that’s all!

Uh, oh... I think 
Black Shadow beat me 

to the punch!

Groan...

John! What happened 
here!?

Jody’s still 
inside the 
building!

Leave it to me!

Um, 
okay.

Thank goodness! 
You’re still alive!

F-
Falcon?...

Hurry, We can 
escape through the back! 
You’ll have to navigate 

through a narrow, 
collapsing hallway that’s 

about to explode!

What!? Why can’t we escape 
out the front? I just came 
from there, and it has a big, 

safe hangar door!

Huh. When you put it that 
way, the hangar door does 

seem safer... not to 
mention faster.

I mean, every 
second counts, 

right?



Yeah, what was I 
thinking? These fumes 
must be getting to me! 

Lead the way to that 
hangar door!

Done!

Here, John... I rescued 
your “sort of” girlfriend!

After a fast, easy escape...
“Sort of”!?

“Girlfriend”!?

Gotta go!

I’ve got a date of 
my own to keep...

At last, Captain Falcon 
confronts his bitter rival...

...Black 
Shadow!

Falcon... you’ve 
come to die.

Let’s settle this in 
the Grand Prix! Not 
like this... it’s the 

coward’s way.

“The coward’s way”? 
You make it sound... Wait. 

You hiked all the way out here 
and confronted me, just to 
insist that we settle our 
differences by racing?

Um... yes.

 But we were already 
going to race each other in 
the Grand Prix tomorrow! 

What’s the point of coming here 
and telling me to do what I 
was already going to do!?

You know, I hadn’t 
thought of that...

And aren’t you supposed 
to be a bounty hunter? If 

there was a price on my head, 
wouldn’t you try to bag me 

right here and now?

I, uh... 
well...

Exactly!!

Arrgghh!! 
What are you 

doing!?

I’m going to attach a 
bomb to your car which 

doesn’t explode unless you 
drive slowly, and then send 

you on your merry way!



Dude, I’m a racer... 
I never drive slowly! 

If you can shoot 
electricity, then why not 

finish me here and 
now?

Hmmm... maybe you’re 
right...

Wait, what am I 
saying!? Stick to 
the “slow bomb” 
idea, man! Your 
first instinct is 
usually right!

Then off with you! 
Farewell, Captain Falcon! 

Bwa ha ha ha haaa!

Ahhh, another 
dramatic confrontation 
between a bounty hunter 
and a super villain... this 

is what racing’s all 
about!

Gah!!

The next morning, as all hope fades, Black Shadow 
prepares to win the Grand Prix!

Heh heh... with 
Captain Falcon out of 
the way, this race is 

mine to win!

Captain Falcon will 
always prevail!

What the!? Well, well... it seems 
that you’re still alive. 
But I won’t miss this 

chance to make mincemeat 
out of you!

Aren’t you interested 
in the details of my 

narrow escape?

No! Let’s just 
race, already!

Surely, you at least 
want to know what I did 

with the bomb?

Who cares!? 
If it’s not on your 
car anymore, then 

why should I...

...uh, you seem to have...
...but when did...

...oh, dear.



Aauugghhh!!
Well... without Black 

Shadow, it’s pretty obvious 
who’s going to win. Captain 
Falcon: in the interests of 
expedience, I present you 
with the champion’s belt!

Aren’t belts more of a 
wrestling thing? Whatever 

happened to trophies?

Budget freeze. 
Just take it.

What the!? Falcon! You have 
done well today!

Who the blazes 
are you!?

My name is 
Deathborn... 

and I challenge 
you to a race!

Can anyone else see 
this talking portal thing, 
or have I finally lost my 

mind?

Uh huh...

I’m no illusion... I’m 
Black Shadow’s master, and 
the champion racer of the 

underworld!

Whoa, whoa, slow down! 
Black Shadow is your minion? 

People race in the underworld!? 
Can we talk about this for a 

second!?

No. Now, meet me 
in the underworld... and 
bring your belt with you. 

Don’t keep me waiting, 
champion!

Um... How am I 
supposed to get to 
the “underworld”?

Google maps!

Sigh. Do other racers 
have days like this, or am 

I just a crackpot 
magnet?



Are you really going to take your 
champion’s belt to that scary guy 

from the underworld?

Sure. What’s the worst 
that can happen?

Google Maps leads Captain Falcon straight 
to the underworld, as helpful as ever!

My data plan gets a surprisingly 
strong signal down here!

Sorry I’m late, 
Deathborn... and just for 

the record, you’re nowhere 
near as cool as Black 

Shadow.

What!?

Black Shadow has been my 
nemesis for years! You 

can’t just waltz in here and 
suddenly be the “guy behind 

the guy”... that’s lame!

Anyway, I brought the 
belt... I’m not sure why. 

What happens now?

Foooooool! Now I possess both 
the overworld and the underworld 
champion’s belts! You are doomed! 

Doomed!!

Hey... I never said you 
could keep my belt.

Didn’t you know, Falcon? Dark, and light... 
these are the two great forces which make up 

our universe!

Um... they really aren’t. 
Who told you this? a 7th 

century alchemist? Or did you 
just read it from a scroll 

somewhere?

I’m telling you, dark and light are 
universal forces! And each force has been 

condensed within our respective belts!

Oh, come on! 
How do you “condense” a 

universal force into a belt? 
Anyway, What kind of 

irresponsible maniac would 
do that!? These are racing 

trophies!

That’s irrelevant! The point is, in the 
moment when these two powers become one, 

it is possible to seize them and -

Wait... you can stop 
monologuing now. I’ve 
figured out the rest.



You want to seize both 
forces, become all-powerful, 
and rule the galaxy... right?

Well, maybe I’m 
pointlessly evil! 

Anyway, let’s race!
Wrong! I want 

to turn the galaxy 
into a pile of 

ashes!

What!? That’s so stupid! What could 
you possibly get out of incinerating the 

galaxy? That’s not even evil... that’s 
just pointless!

Okay... now you’ve 
lost me. Why would 
we race? What does 

racing have to do with 
universal power or 

galactic 
destruction?

Isn’t it obvious? 
The winner of the 

race will claim the 
fused belt, and 
obtain ultimate 

power!

You’re joking, right? 
The fused belt is right 

there, and you aren’t going to 
claim it unless you beat me 

in a race!?

Well... 
yeah. This is a 
racing game. 
And you’re a 

racer.

Okay, that’s the last straw... 
we’re done here! And I’m taking the 

“fused belt” for myself. you can have it 
when you grow up!

Heyyy!

Just you wait, Falcon! 
I’ll have my revenge in the 

sequel!

Yeah, well... 
don’t hold your 

breath waiting for 
that.

But just as Captain Falcon was preparing 
to drive off into the sunset...

Fallllcon... 
ha ha ha... Oh, for crying out loud... 

now my belt is talking to 
me! What next!?



We are the 
creators, 
Falcon!

Yeah, we 
created the 

whole world!

Enough is enough! Just 
stop with the universal forces 

and grandiose bad guys, already! 
This is supposed to be a 

racing game!!

We maneuvered 
everything... all to 

lead you here to us!!

We also 
created 

Deathborn!

Well, create your 
way out of this, you 

cackling plot-
wrecking pin heads!!

Unbelievable! They tried to 
pull a “guy behind the guy 

behind the guy”!

Anyway, enough of 
that... I need to unwind 

after all this lunacy. Time 
for a visit to the Bounty 

Hunter’s Club!

Hey there, 
Falcon!

How’s it going?

Heh... you guys would 
not believe the week I’ve 

been having!

Gahhhhhhhh


