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Dedication

To the curious souls who never stop questioning, the ones who dive headfirst into the unknown, and to everyone who’s ever stayed up all night trying to solve a mystery.

This one’s for you—because you never take the easy route, and neither do I.




TEASER


EXT. WOODS – NIGHT

The midnight mist clings to the blades of grass, the dew glistening under the full moon’s eerie glow. The scent of damp earth lingers in the crisp Connecticut fall air, laced with the faint musk of fallen leaves.

A row of denim covered knees digs into the soft ground – four young men, faces masked in black cloth, their shoulders stiff with anticipation. The only sound is their shaky, nervous breathing.

A fifth figure paces before them, slow and deliberate. His boots crunch against the dirt, a rhythm as steady as a ticking clock. He is their leader – not just in title, but in presence. Every movement exudes control. His stare, sharp as a predator’s, lingers on each of them.

In his hand, a flog dangles loosely. He lifts it, tapping each bowed head as he counts in Latin.

LEADER: Unus… duo… tres… quattuor.

The boys flinch, but none dare move.

The leader steps back, his presence towering over them like a shadowed god before his disciples.

LEADER: To be part of this brotherhood – this dark fraternity – you must endure. You must prove yourself worthy. The weak turn away. The strong remain.

His voice is smooth, commanding, wrapping around them like a hypnotic chant. He leans down, stripping the cloth from their faces, revealing the anxious eyes of four young men barely past their teens.

They blink against the night air, their breath curling into mist.

LEADER: Rise.

The boys stumble to their feet, hearts pounding. The leader reaches into his coat, and for a moment, the world seems to still. Then, he produces a revolver and its polished steel glinting in the moonlight, a beacon of impending fate.

The air thickens.

One boy, Aaron, takes a step back. Another, Ethan, swallows hard. The leader smiles a cruel thing, knowing.

LEADER: This is your ultimate test.

Then, two of the boys exchange a glance sharing a panic flashing between them and decide, against better judgment, to bolt.

The leader doesn’t move to stop them. He merely sighs.

LEADER: Two remain. Ethan and Aaron. The faithful. The brave. The loyal.

His grip on the revolver tightens as he turns it over in his palm, then extends it toward Ethan.

LEADER: One shot. One of you survives, the other gets a turn. If you’re still here, you’re in.

Ethan hesitates, but the leader shoves the gun into his hands. The weight is staggering – not just metal, but the burden of choice. His fingers tremble as he wraps them around the grip.

Aaron visibly stiffens, his breath uneven.

Ethan lifts the gun, aiming at Aaron. His hands shake, his chest rising and falling in uneven bursts. He hesitates, eyes darting to the leader, seeking reassurance, permission – anything that says this is still a game. But the leader’s expression remains passive, expectant.

Ethan exhales sharply and pulls the trigger.

CLICK.

Nothing.

The leader smirks, as if pleased.

He turns to Aaron, extending a hand.

LEADER: Your turn.

Aaron doesn’t move. His throat bobs.

A shuddering breath. Then, with unsteady fingers, he takes the revolver. He holds it awkwardly, unpracticed, barely able to steady his grip. The barrel wavers as he points it toward Ethan, his arm trembling. His eyes squeeze shut.

BANG!

The shot cracks through the silence. Ethan collapses with a single wound in his center forehead.

Aaron’s breath catches in his throat. His hands, still gripping the gun, shake violently.

The leader’s smirk fades. This isn’t supposed to happen.

Aaron stares at Ethan’s lifeless body, chest stilling, a dark pool seeping into the dirt.

The leader grabs him by the wrist.

LEADER: Run.

And they do.

Leaves and branches snap beneath their frantic steps as they plunge into the night, leaving behind what they swore was just a game.

Ethan, however, does not follow.

His body remains, but his spirit lingers, weightless, hovering above the damp earth. The metallic scent of blood hangs in the air. He watches the figures of his so - called brothers vanish, their betrayal etched into his very being.

A slow realization seeps into his form –

He isn’t leaving.

The wind howls through the trees, and as Ethan’s presence darkens, the first shadowy tendrils of something far worse begin to stir.





1. ONCE BEFORE


INT. HOSPITAL – MORNING

Clay lies motionless on the hospital bed, his chest rising and falling in a rhythm dictated by the machines keeping him tethered to the living. The soft, mechanical beeps punctuate the silence, an artificial heartbeat in place of his own.

Brynn sits beside him, curled into the stiff hospital chair like she’s afraid to move, afraid that if she lets go, he’ll slip further away. Her fingers trace over his hand, smoothing over his knuckles, as if memorizing the feel of him.

A hollowness settles in her chest, so deep it threatens to swallow her whole.

Unbeknownst to her, Clay stands behind her, watching. His presence is weightless, untethered, but he reaches out anyway, resting a hand on her shoulder. He can’t feel the warmth of her skin, but he feels her pain. It’s crushing.

CLAY: (softly) I know you can’t hear me, or feel me, but just know… I’m not in any pain. And I’ll always be with you. Please, don’t give up on me.

A tear slips down Brynn’s cheek, and Clay aches to wipe it away.

The door creaks open. Jones steps inside, his usual easygoing presence dimmed by something heavier. He looks at Brynn, expression dark, hesitant.

JONES: Mrs. Donovan, how’s he doing?

Brynn exhales sharply, squeezing Clay’s hand before letting go.

BRYNN: Don’t be so formal, Derrick. We’re friends.

Jones gives a short nod, but it doesn’t ease the weight in the room.

BRYNN: (voice thick) Doctor said it’d take a miracle to wake him. It’s been touch and go. It just… doesn’t make sense. They fixed his heart. He should be fine.

JONES: There are some things in life that can’t be explained right away.

Brynn sniffs, eyes narrowing as she shifts her focus.

BRYNN: Speaking of which… what about the man responsible for this? Did he get to survive?

Jones hesitates.

JONES: Honestly? No clue. He was gone by the time officers arrived on the scene.

Brynn stiffens.

BRYNN: What do you mean “gone”? How?

Jones rubs the back of his neck, his lips pressing into a firm line.

JONES: Much like Clay’s current condition… we can’t explain it.

Clay clenches his fists at his sides, jaw tight. He’s angry. More than that—he’s furious. Brynn, unknowingly, mirrors his emotion, her fingers curling into the fabric of her jeans.

BRYNN: (sharply) Then maybe we should be doing something about it instead of just sitting around on our asses.

Jones sighs. He expected this reaction.

JONES: I can assure you, we’re doing everything we possibly can.

His phone buzzes, a sharp break in the tension. He pulls it from his pocket, glances at the screen.

JONES: (into the phone) Uh-huh, sure thing.

The call ends.

Brynn, without another word, snatches her bag and storms out, her footsteps heavy against the tile floor.

Darcey leans against the doorway as she is stepped through.

Clay watches her go, his frustration bubbling over as he turns to Jones.

CLAY: You knew, didn’t you? You knew about me—about all of this—and never said a damn thing.

Jones exhales, slipping his phone back into his pocket.

JONES: Wasn’t my place.

CLAY: (snorts) Right. ‘Cause that worked out so well for me.

DARCEY: Honestly, it could be worse. Pandore hungers for your kind. I guess I shouldn’t be so rude. It is in my nature anyways. I’m Darcey. And you already know your little reaper friend here.

Jones doesn’t react, just watches as Clay starts pacing.

CLAY: Let me ask you something—if you’re a reaper, (points to Darcey) and you’re a whatever—

DARCEY: —you don’t want to know what I am.

CLAY: — why don’t you guys just… you know, reap anyone? Just—poof—gone. Imagine the lives you’d save. The crime could be none existent if you just start targeting it before it happens.

Jones chuckles, shaking his head.

JONES: That’s not how it works. There are rules. You can only reap those whose time is up.

CLAY: And if someone dies before their time?

Jones leans against the windowsill, arms crossed.

DARCEY: Then you get ghosts. Unfinished business. Regrets. People who refuse to let go. People who, I should say, love to hate me because I love ripping their souls out.

JONES: That’s why you and her are both going to



















EXT. COLLEGE CAMPUS – NIGHT
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