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Dedication

To those who, despite your crumbling faith and deadly constitutions, never give up. Sometimes the only gift we receive is the gift of life amongst these cursed lands. It’s your choice to either make it, or break it. But don’t let them break you.




TEASER


EXT. ROOFTOP – NIGHT

Bright lights dance across the streets below, the city buzzing with eager life. Sienna Rae, social media’s rising queen of death-defying stunts, adjusts her phone on a sleek ring light. The rooftop view is breathtaking: sparkling skyline, busy streets below – a perfect shot. Just dangerous enough to trend.

SIENNA: Everything is almost ready. Are you excited?

Nate, her long-time co-host, crosses his arms.

NATE: For what? For me to just stand here yet again? To be some kind of side kick?

SIENNA: You know you can’t do this. It’s nothing against you, Nate. It’s for your own safety.

NATE: I don’t want to sit by anymore. I want to be more involved. Like we agreed.

SIENNA: You know my brand. Solo stunts just hit different.

NATE: Yeah, I know your brand. The ‘Sienna Show’. No room for anyone else in the frame, right?

SIENNA: Why are you making this a thing right now? You know only I can do this.

NATE: Right. Because letting me in on the big moments might mean sharing the spotlight. And we can’t have that, huh?

Sienna rolls her eyes, the glimmer of starlight shinning bright against her forming tears. She shakes her head.

SIENNA: That’s not fair, and you know it. You knew what you were signing up for. You know what this is all for. So either you’re with me, or not.

NATE: And you said fame wouldn’t change you. That was our deal…

Before she can fire back, the wind picks up, rattling the metal rooftop railing. The city hums below them, cars speeding past like streaks of light. The tension crackles—but Sienna shoves it down, flipping her influencer smile back on.

SIENNA: I have to do this…three, two…

She leans against the railing and starts the live. An instant thousand pair of eyes watch in anticipation. Nate turns away, unwilling to give her the satisfaction of his approval.

SIENNA: Thank you for coming to my live! Tonight, I’ll be defying the laws of gravity as I walk along this railing. Each donation will get either a skip or a hop. Do not try this at home!

She grips onto the railing, the rusted paint digging into her palm. It wobbles as she places the weight of her foot on the second rung. She puts her other foot up on the top of it and then it happens.

A sharp snap as the metal groans. The railing lurches forward, and before Sienna can react, the world tilts. She screams. Her feet slip, gravity taking hold as she plunges backward. Her arms flail, fingers grasping at nothing but air.

Nate spins, his eyes wide with horror as he lunges toward her. His hand shoots out, fingertips grazing hers.

The rooftop vanishes above her, bright lights streaking past as the city rushes up to meet her. The wind roars in her ears. Below, car horns blare, people gasp, the blur of headlights twisting into a chaotic kaleidoscope of motion.

Time stretches, every second drawn out into eternity.

Then she stops mid-air. Her body jerks to a halt, hanging weightless over the drop, suspended by something. Not a ledge. Not a harness. Something unseen. Something absolute.

She dangles, breath strangled in her throat, her arms still outstretched as if bracing for the impact that never comes. Then like an invisible thread being reeled in she’s yanked upward.

Her body surges, pulled from the abyss. The rooftop rushes back into view, the wind cutting away as she’s flung onto the cold concrete with a jarring thud.

She coughs, lungs burning, heart slamming against her ribs like it’s trying to escape her chest.

Nate stumbles back, his face drained of all color.

Sienna barely hears him. Her wide eyes lock onto her phone, still propped on its stand, still streaming live. The screen flickers with thousands of messages flooding the chat.

LIVE VIEWERS: 17.2K… 20.5K… 30K.

The chat explodes:

“NO WAY. WTF.”

“Did anyone else see that? She was FALLING.”

_“Sienna’s a literal GODDESS.”*_

The numbers keep climbing. The comments keep rolling in. The world saw it.

And Sienna? She has no idea how she’s still alive.

Sienna swallows hard, her breath ragged. The camera caught everything. She should be dead. But she isn’t.





1. MAKE IT


INT. DONOVAN HOME – MORNING

The rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee fills the kitchen, curling through the air like an old memory. Brynn moves on autopilot, reaching for the cabinet, pulling out Clay’s thermos, just as she has most mornings.

Her fingers wrap around it before the weight of reality crashes over her like a tidal wave.

Clay isn’t here.

Not in the way that matters.

Her breath staggers. A sharp, stinging pressure builds behind her eyes. The thermos shakes in her grip. Then, with a guttural cry, she hurls it across the kitchen.

The metal clatters against the wall with a hollow clang, rolling to a stop on the tile.

Clay flinches. Not because he feels it—he can’t—but because he feels her. The way her pain ripples through the space, raw and jagged. He stands there, helpless, watching as she presses the heels of her palms against her eyes, dragging in an unsteady breath.

After a long moment, she lowers her hands.

Sniffling, she crosses the room, picks up the thermos, and sets it beside the coffee machine. Right where it always goes.

Then, without another word, she grabs her purse, slings it over her shoulder, and walks out the door.

Clay lingers, staring after her.

His coffee sits untouched.

The wheels of Brynn’s car spit gravel as she peels out of the driveway, leaving behind a trail of dust and silence.

For a moment, everything stills.

Then the front door creaks open again.

Sunlight slashes across the entryway, casting a long shadow. A towering figure fills the space. Jones.

He steps inside like he owns the place. Clay lifts a brow.

CLAY: Guess breaking and entering doesn’t count when you’re Death.

JONES: I know it’s unorthodox, Clay, but I have some work I need you to do.

Jones shrugs, unbothered. He takes in the heaviness within the kitchen with Clay’s untouched coffee thermos abandoned on its side. With an almost casual air, he props it up and pours himself a cup.

JONES: Giving up coffee must be hard right now.

CLAY: Come to just rub it in or make me your ghostly assistant?

He lifts the cup to his lips, takes a sip then immediately grimaces. His entire face contorts, and he gags.

JONES: This… this is not great coffee.

CLAY: Yeah… but it’s her coffee. I’d trade anything to have it one more time.

The weight of that settles between them. A moment. Then Clay shakes it off, leaning back against the counter.

CLAY: So what work are you wanting me to do now? I don’t know if you realize this, but I’m sort of out of commission at the moment.

JONES: It’s an important role. You wouldn’t be able to do it in a different condition. Now you can either see this as a bad thing that does nothing but limit your potential, or see it as an opportunity.

Clay levels him with a flat look.

CLAY: (chuckles) You know, you hear people say all the time that we live in a capitalist society. You don’t really believe it until your boss is telling you to come to work on your deathbed. Or, in my case, unconscious.

JONES: (smirks) You can rest when you’re truly dead. Until then, your purpose is best served where you’re needed.

CLAY: I’m needed here.

Jones glances at him, then at the kitchen and at the pieces of a life still moving forward without him.

JONES: While you’re here, you can help me. I need you take on a temporary role as a Death Walker. It’s not as intimidating as you might think.

CLAY: Sounds depressing. Like something I should say no to. What is it exactly?

JONES: I’ve been a little swamped with day-to-day life stuff and reaper duties. All you have to do is make sure those who die move on. Walk them through to their light. You did well with Ethan. Should be easy for you.

Easy. Right. Because death has been so easy so far.

And yet… he already knows what his answer will be.

CLAY: And what’s my punishment if I say no?

Jones makes his way to the front door. He pauses.

JONES: If that’s what your decision is, then so be it. Just thought you’d like to have something to do other than drive yourself crazy watching life flicker by without so





EXT. TRAIN STATION – MORNING
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