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For those who have walked the line between vengeance and justice—may you find peace in knowing that not all redemption is meant to be. No matter how badly you want to get even. Sometimes, it’s not worth it.


TEASER




INT. STATE PENITENTIARY-MORNING

The echoing of steps bounces off the gated walls and paves the cream-colored ceramic tiles. Troy follows two guards down a long hallway, careful not to get too close to the other inmates seemingly glued to the bars. Each one of them stares at him with nothing but hatred spilling from their eyes.

He's carrying a small, thin mattress, folded neatly into a portable square, and a small bag containing all that he owns dangling from his wrist. The contents within make a high-pitched clinking noise with each step he takes. Sounds almost like a bell trapped within.

At the end of the hallway, they reach an oversized metal door. One guard holds his arm while the other unlocks the three bolts, each one sliding free with a dull clank. Beyond it, another hallway stretches out. The air is different here. Lighter.

The scent of gardenias wafts through the vents, sweet and sharp against the sterilized nothingness he’s been breathing for years. The brightened white walls and polished tiles clash with his unkempt appearance, but the taste of freedom grows thick in his throat.

One last door. One last step.

Troy approaches a small bulletproof window in the wall. The only thing out of place is a rectangular crate resting against the wall. The guard sitting behind the built-in metal desk slams a small plastic bag filled with his wallet and keys onto the table portion.

Troy places his mattress inside the crate on the floor, takes a step back, and keeps his hands behind his back. As per the procedure, he had been informed of prior.

The female guard slides the bag under the small hole in the bottom of the window. He smiles, knowing it’d be the last time he’d ever have to see her sour scowl again, and grabs the bag carefully. She clicks a button beneath the table. Her silver eyes pierce his face.

A loud buzz rings through the air as the final door blocking the exit cranks open. The warden waits for him on the other side.

The bastard stands tall, hands clasped behind his back, expression unreadable. He gives Troy a slow, measured once-over, then extends a hand.

WARDEN: You were my star inmate.

Troy stares at the hand, then up at the warden’s face. The weight of a thousand sleepless nights and bloodied knuckles lingers in his gaze, but his lips curl into something close to a smirk. He shakes the warden’s hand, his stare unwavering.

TROY: Must be true if The Devil is saying that.

He grins as if joking.

WARDEN: You made the deal. Keep up your end.

Something in the warden’s tone makes him think that maybe there’s truth to all the jokes made about this man over the years. There’s a weight behind those words, a promise, maybe even a warning. Troy considers, briefly, that this won’t be so bad if any of the rumors are true. But he’s been on the inside long enough to know everyone’s got an angle.

He makes his way to the final door.

And finally, he tastes it.

Freedom.

The sun is too bright, the sky too blue, and the air too fresh. It feels foreign, unnatural. Like a place he no longer belongs. The wind picks up, cutting through the fabric of his cheap prison-issued clothes, reminding him just how long it's been since he’s felt it on his skin.

He stands there for a moment, adjusting to the sheer openness of it all, before the rumble of an engine catches his ear.

A black van idles by the curb. The windows are tinted, the driver hidden in shadows. The side door slides open, revealing the silhouettes of three men inside. All with their familiar, mischievous grins.

Without hesitation, Troy climbs in and slides the door shut behind him.

Then one of the men laughs, clapping him hard on the back.

MAN IN THE VAN: Took your sweet-ass time in there, huh? Can’t afford to waste time, T-Man. 

Troy just grins, haven’t been called that name in almost two decades by these men, and rolls his shoulders like he’s shrugging off the last few years.

The van peels away, rolling smoothly down the road, carrying him right back into the life he never really left. 

The warden steps outside and lights up a cigarette. He watches as Troy and his old crew leaves. Within a puff of smoke he grins enough to bare his stained teeth.

WARDEN: (to himself) See you soon, T-Man.


1. TAKING A CHANCE


INT. DONOVAN HOME-DAY

The morning light filters through the blinds, casting stripes across the rumpled sheets of an empty bed. Brynn lies on Clay’s side, curled up but very much awake. The spot beside her is cold. Has been for weeks.

She forces herself up, legs heavy with the weight of the day before it’s even begun.

In the bathroom, she brushes her teeth, staring at her reflection like it’s a stranger’s face. Dark circles have settled beneath her eyes, skin pale and puffy from too many nights without rest. The woman staring back isn’t the one who used to take her time. One who curled her hair and picked out earrings to match her outfits. This version of her has become a sunken, shadowed, and hollowed out ghost of who she once was.

She runs a brush through her tangled hair but doesn’t bother fixing it. Throws on a wrinkled shirt from the chair in the corner. Pants that don’t match. No makeup. No perfume. No point.

She moves robotic, sticking to her old routine. A pot of coffee brews in the background as she shuffles into the kitchen. Two mugs. She pulls them from the cupboard without thinking. Pours into both. One black. And then hers: One with cream and too much sugar. 

It brings back memories of him joking about how her sweetness comes from her insatiable sweet tooth.

She stares at the second cup, the one he would’ve taken with a half-grin and a kiss on the forehead. Then she dumps it out.

She slips on her shoes and tosses her purse over her shoulder. Before long, she’s out the door going to work, like any other normal day. 

As she’s driving, the streets blur past her window. Buildings she doesn’t see, lights she barely registers. Her hands grip the wheel, but her mind drifts somewhere else. Somewhere warmer. Somewhere with his laugh echoing off the walls. Somehow, she makes her way to the hospital instead.

She parks two blocks away from the hospital. She climbs out of the car, automatic. 

Coffee cup still warm in her hand, she walks the last stretch alone.

She stops across the street from the building. The hospital looms, tall and indifferent, every window reflecting the same sterile promise: hope, if you’re lucky enough to deserve it.

She doesn’t move. She can’t… not today. Something tugs at her heart. A feeling she never thought she’d have to feel just yet. Not again. The feeling of loss. 

A family exits with their arms wrapped around each other, eyes puffy but clinging to something like relief. A man walks in with a balloon and a bouquet that won’t survive the week. A teenage girl wheels her grandmother to a waiting car.

Brynn watches, invisible. She doesn’t belong in any of those stories. She’s the one stuck on the outside. No flowers, no purpose, and no one to wait with her. She imagines how lonely it’d be as a patient with no one visiting… but with Clay’s condition… would it even make a difference?

Her grip tightens on the coffee cup. The bitterness in her chest isn’t just grief—it’s envy. Shameful. Human. She hates it, but it’s there… taunting her with both hope and pain. 

She turns away from the entrance. In an almost instant, the coffee’s gone cold. She tips it out on the street, watching it swirl down the gutter like everything else that used to mean something.


INT. HOSPITAL-DAY

Within his room, Clay waits for her to enter. He can’t explain it, but something about her being near his body makes him feel as if he were still awake… alive, in a sense. But she doesn’t enter. He peers out the window and witnesses her ghastly appearance. 

A final look at his window steals her breath. She momentarily sees Clay standing there, observing her. Yet, a few blinks later, he vanishes within seconds. 

He turns away as if feeling her fear… her pain…

CLAY: (internal) I should let her go. Maybe then Brynn would be mourning me properly instead of walking through her life like a ghost. Like me. Jones warned me. Darcey laughs at me. And the ones I try to help tend to suffer instead.

Behind him, the air shifts. A subtle distortion. The footsteps are soft and unhurried.

Jones doesn
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