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FADE IN:

EXT. HELL - 6TH CIRCLE

Black clouds carpet a perpetually dark sky -- thunder RUMBLES 
across jagged mountains -- a thousand fires burn across lakes 
and marshes. 

High above, a white shape falls, cutting through the clouds -- 
crashing into the water.

EXT. HELL - 6TH CIRCLE - MARSH

The shape pushes itself half out the water, to rest on a wet 
clump of mud. A bloodied, broken wing is pulled back to 
reveal THEYA -- red hair, alert eyes, long white dress 
dirtied by the mud.

Her swollen stomach heaves up and down. She grits her teeth -- 
pounds the mud with her fists.

Something causes the water to ripple. Theya scrambles out the 
water holding her stomach. She tests her wing. Bone CRACKS -- 
searing pain shoots through her.

Another ripple from behind. KEMINID -- a beautiful, fierce 
looking, blue skinned demon slips out the water. 

Theya is oblivious as a scaly tail snakes around her mouth -- 
muffling her screams. She kicks and splashes about.

KEMINID
Shh. It’s ok, I’ll look after you. 
Bite down, it’ll help with the 
pain.

Theya gives in, biting into Keminid’s tail. Keminid reaches 
up to Theya’s wing and SNAPS it into place with a CRACK. 

Theya bites deep. Keminid smiles.

INT/EXT. MARSH - WATCHTOWER RUINS

Mist hangs low around a lone rock, the ancient tower atop 
derelict -- brick crumbling, roof mostly gone.

Theya, wing bandaged with seaweed, leans against a wall 
cradling her newborn BABY GIRL -- stroking the wisps of red 
hair.

Keminid climbs out the water, making her way up broken steps.



2.

Producing a vial of purple liquid, she crouches beside Theya, 
stroking her hair. Theya recoils.

KEMINID
For the child. It will repel the  
sea beasts.

Theya pulls the baby away. Keminid shrugs, chucking the vial 
over her shoulder. 

It SMASHES on the ground.

KEMINID
What will you call her?

Theya looks at Keminid, then at the baby.

THEYA
Trinity. Her name is Trinity.

KEMINID
Is that a common name where you’re 
from?

THEYA
It’s unique.

KEMINID
What‘s it like up there? My father 
is of the Fallen as well, although 
he never speaks of it.

Theya’s eyes glaze over, bittersweet.

THEYA
Even though I’ve been banished, it 
still feels like home.

KEMINID
What were you banished for?

THEYA
Angels can’t have children.

Keminid reaches out again, this time Theya allows her to 
stroke her hair.

KEMINID
Well, you can stay here as long as 
you want.

Theya nods and closes her eyes, exhausted. She begins to 
relax, all the while Keminid’s strokes lulling her.
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Suddenly, Keminid snatches the baby and dives into the water.

Theya dives in behind. The water is dark -- claustrophobic. 
Keminid is gone.

Theya emerges, SHRIEKING in anguish. 

There is a SHRIEK in answer. On the horizon, a dark cloud 
approaches -- a swarm of HARPIES attracted by her cries.

Climbing back onto the rock, Theya RIPS the seaweed from her 
wing and stretches. She flies to the top of the tower, 
frantically scanning the waters below. 

Another SHRIEK -- the Harpies close in.

With Trinity nowhere to be seen, Theya looks to the sky, 
reaching up a hand.

THEYA
Heavenly Father, come to me in my 
time of need. Give me strength...

Nothing. She lowers her hand.

THEYA
 So, you have truly forsaken me.

The shadow of the swarm falls over her. Theya faces them, 
HOWLS a battle cry and leaps from the tower to face the 
swarm.

INT. CAVE

Waves LASH the mouth of the cave. Keminid sits with Trinity. 
A DISTANT WAIL is heard from Theya. Trinity starts CRYING.

Keminid begins to breast feed Trinity, purple milk running 
down the baby’s cheek.

KEMINID
Shhh. Shhutup. Mother’s here. I’ve 
got big plans for you. 

END TEASER
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FADE IN:

EXT. 6TH CIRCLE - CITY OF DIS

Hell’s capital city is a sprawling demonic cesspool -- a 
hellish parody of the medieval cities of man.

Chaos reigns -- the air filled with SCREAMS -- souls are 
chased through narrow alleyways and tortured by demons.

Fires rage all around as if the city were under siege -- 
lightning CRACKS overhead.

EXT. CITY STREET

A FIGURE in rags, wearing a horned demon skull as a mask, 
runs through the streets.

The figure darts around a corner and dips into an alcove, 
where a large group of HUMAN SOULS are huddled.

INT/EXT. ALCOVE

The souls flinch as the figure enters, removing the mask, 
revealing BETH (21) -- alert eyes peering through fiery red 
hair, an elaborate collar around her neck.

BETH
They’re coming, we have to leave.

Beth leads the souls out of the alcove and swiftly down the 
streets.

EXT. CITY STREET

They run through the pandemonium -- stragglers are picked 
off, preyed upon from all sides by all manner of demons -- 
the group doesn’t slow.

They reach a sewer grate. Beth picks the lock with a bone 
dagger and ushers the others inside.

INT. SEWER

Beth leads the group through fetid, knee deep water. Overhead 
-- SCREAMS. A soul behind her, MARIAH (54), taps her on the 
shoulder. 
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MARIAH
Are you sure this is safe?

BETH
You’re in Hell, nothing’s safe.

MARIAH
(sotto)

I don’t deserve this. I only killed 
for my country! We were the good 
guys.

Reaching a ladder, Beth climbs it. At the top is a hatch. She 
cracks it, peeking through into the dark room beyond.

INT. DUNGEON

Beth helps the souls up through the hatch.

MARIAH
Bless you for doing this. I never 
imagined there would be good demons 
in Hell. What is your name?

BETH
I don’t have a name.

When everyone is through Beth SLAMS the hatch shut. 

Candles ignite, revealing a circular, cobbled room -- 
shackles hanging from the walls. CITY GUARDS -- in black 
leather armour and helmets, surround them. 

MARIAH
They found us! Everyone, run!

Souls try to escape back down the grate, Beth walks past the 
guards as they close in. One stands in her way.

BETH
Move you idiot, do I look like one 
of them?

She walks over to a reinforced wooden door. 

MARIAH
Wait! Please! I thought you were 
helping us!

BETH
You were right, there’s no good 
demons in Hell.
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The guards chain the souls to the dungeon walls, clamping 
collars similar to Beth’s around their necks. Beth leaves, 
SLAMMING the wooden door behind her.

INT. CORRIDOR

A group of barely robed DEMON NOBLES wait in line.

NOBLE
Another fresh batch! Well done 
little one, we’re starving! 

NOBLE 2
I can taste their suffering 
already!

Beth edges past -- ignoring them, eager to get away. As she 
passes other dungeons, MOANS of pleasure and pain ECHO from 
within. 

INT. PLEASURE PALACES - ENTRANCE HALL

Demons burst into side rooms, where souls are tied to torture 
devices. Others chase naked, terrified souls across the hall. 

Skirting the chaotic crowd, Beth makes for a large set of 
double doors. 

EXT. PLEASURE PALACES - COURTYARD

Beth heads to the main gate -- two City Guards step aside.

BELPHAGOR (O.S.)
Leaving already?

BELPHAGOR -- sunken eyes, loose skin tight over a swollen 
stomach, wearing a silk loincloth -- saunters over to her.

Beth shuts the gate behind her and turns back.

BELPHAGOR
I thought I smelt you.

BETH
What do you want?

Belphagor cracks a wide grin and goes for Beth’s hand on the 
gate. She pulls it away. He strokes the rail instead.

BELPHAGOR
To be inside you again. I miss you.  
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BETH
You have your victims, I’ll be 
going.

Belphagor’s grin falters, he RATTLES the gate.

BELPHAGOR
Don’t walk away from me cunt.

Beth pauses.

BETH
I bring you souls, you leave me 
alone. Has the deal changed?

BELPHAGOR
I wouldn’t count on your bloodline 
keeping you safe forever.

BETH
You can’t touch me. I’m not a child 
anymore.

BELPHAGOR
Shame.

Beth leaves. Belphagor sticks his face through the bars and 
sniffs at the air.

EXT. MARSH - WATCHTOWER RUINS

Perched atop the ruined tower, Beth looks out over the 
marshes. She chucks pebbles into the water below.

KEMINID (O.S.)
Stop brooding, you’re souring the 
atmosphere.

BETH
Caring as always Mother.

KEMINID
(mocking)

Oh my dear sweet child, come to me, 
weep upon my bosom.

Keminid pulls Beth into an embrace, Beth shrugs it off. She 
gets up and begins to make her way down the tower steps.

BETH
It was a mistake coming here, I 
never find comfort in this place.
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KEMINID
Then why do you continue to come 
here? 

BETH
Forget it.

KEMINID
I made this place a haven for 
you... and you abandoned it.

Beth stops.

BETH
I couldn’t stay here, this tiny 
piece of rock in the middle of 
nowhere. It doesn’t feel right. 
Doesn’t feel like... home.

Keminid stares at Beth for a moment before turning away.

KEMINID
Fine, disown your family. But don’t 
expect us to rescue you the next 
time you are shut up in one of 
Belphagor’s dungeons! Leviathan 
brought House Deep to the gates of 
Dis for you. We almost started a 
clan war!  

BETH
And I got to keep this as a bonus.

Beth flicks her collar. Keminid slaps her. Beth runs off down 
the steps.

KEMINID
(shouting)

Stupid girl! If you want to go and 
frolic in Dis you must be prepared 
to pay the price. Just don’t come 
crying to me about it!

BETH
(yelling back)

That’s great, tell me it’s all my 
fault.

KEMINID
You’re a grown woman now, you can 
handle the truth.

Keminid flings herself from the tower and dives into the 
marsh.
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INT. PLEASURE PALACES - CORRIDOR

Beth is walking past the robed demonic nobles again.

NOBLE
Good job sprog! Keep them coming!

INT. PLEASURE PALACES - ENTRANCE HALL

Beth skirts the mayhem and is almost at the double doors when 
they burst open. 

HELL KNIGHTS flood in -- dull armour offset by blood red 
capes, hoods throwing their steel death masks into shadow.

Behind the knights strides SILVIO -- red skinned, dressed in 
a slim fitting, richly decorated black tunic. Two small horns 
poke out from under his slicked back hair.

Demon nobles are rounded up. Belphagor appears, half robed, 
flanked by two naked DEMON CONCUBINES and walks up to Silvio.

BELPHAGOR
Don’t resist! It is Satan’s will!

(to Silvio)
Make sure my personal possessions 
are left untouched.

SILVIO
Is anything left untouched in this 
cesspool Belphagor?

Demon nobles kick and YELL as they are dragged away. Beth 
makes for the doors but is grabbed by a knight.

BETH
Belphagor! Tell them I’m not part 
of this!

(to everyone)
I share the blood of Leviathan! I 
am of House Deep!

BELPHAGOR
If only you had taken me up on my 
previous offer, you’d be as safe as 
these fine specimens.

Belphagor SLAPS the concubines asses. Beth is dragged away 
with the others, YELLING and CURSING Belphagor. 

BELPHAGOR
(sarcastic)

Anything else?
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SILVIO
Crawl back where you came from, 
before I take your tongue.

Silvio leaves, Belphagor SNIFFS the air.

BELPHAGOR
Promises promises.

INT. CAGE

Beth is shaken about as the crowded cage, made from the 
ribcage of some giant dead beast, is pulled along a rocky 
mountain road. 

She jostles for space. Taking out a bone dagger, she picks at 
the lock on the cage door. 

A Hell Knight stares at her, threatening to draw his sword. 
She tosses the dagger at him and it bounces off his mask. 
Sitting back, she closes her eyes.

INT. CAGE - LATER

Bright light glares in Beth’s face. Shadows cast by the other 
captives pass over her. She wakes, squinting. 

Trails of cages converge on a jagged, monstrous palace -- 
SATAN’S CASTLE OF LIGHT, shining like a mirror catching the 
sun. 

INT. 9TH CIRCLE - SATAN’S CASTLE OF LIGHT

The PRISONERS shuffle down a wide, torchlit corridor. Hell 
Knights flank the line.

At the end of the corridor, metal doors swing open and shut. 
Rhythmic blue flashes pulse, accompanied by the shrill 
SHRIEKS of demons. The queue crawls forward.

AMAYMON, a massive, armored demon, pushes past Beth to the 
front of the queue and stands before the Hell Knights.

AMAYMON
Move! Before you stands Amaymon, 
Southern King of Hell, Imbiber of 
the Goetia. My triumph is at hand.

The knights step aside -- Amaymon boots open the doors and 
disappears through.
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The doors close -- flash -- SILENCE.

The doors are swung open once more -- no one budges.

HELL KNIGHT
Forward! Move!

Panic ripples through the crowd. Ahead of Beth, a DEMON NOBLE 
eyes a barred window nearby.

BETH
I wouldn’t.

They are forced forward by the crowd.

FLASH -- SLAM -- FLASH -- SLAM -- FLASH

They reach the doors, Hell Knights shove the Demon Noble 
through and Beth after him. A THIRD DEMON is pushed in 
behind.

INT. TOWER

Floating in the center of the room is the Grim Reaper’s 
Scythe -- ancient, gnarled wood curling up to meet a sharp, 
ornate blade.

Next to the Scythe is the Wailing Book -- leather bound, with 
a twisted, grotesque face on the cover.

Silvio and two Hell Knights stand in the corner of the room.

SILVIO
(to Demon Noble)

Step up and grasp the Scythe.

DEMON NOBLE
Please, the others...

Silvio nods -- a Hell Knight grabs the Demon Noble and hurls 
him into the Scythe. The Demon Noble SCREECHES, his body 
contorts, melts -- fuses into the Scythe, before flaring out 
in a flash of blue light.

Beth and the demon behind her exchange a look. The demon 
flees -- HAMMERING on the door.

SILVIO
Take it.

BETH
You take it!
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Silvio nods -- the Hell Knight does his job.

Beth hits the Scythe, bright purple energy erupts outwards. 
Silvio and the knight shield their eyes.

Purple fire illuminates Beth’s veins -- static fills the room 
-- she CRIES out in pain.

She hangs suspended, gripping the Scythe, then crashes to the 
floor unconscious -- her collar clatters open beside her. 

Silvio picks up the collar.

SILVIO
(to knight)

Bring her, she must leave Hell 
immediately.

INT. NEW YORK COLLEGE - LECTURE THEATRE - DAY

The class is packed. JOE CARTWRIGHT (53) -- bookishly 
handsome, distinguished -- paces back and forth in front of a 
large chalkboard. 

ON CHALKBOARD -- Studies in the origins of the Gods.

JOE
As we see time and again, man’s 
greatest accomplishment has been to 
focus his culture through the lens 
of the divine. 

(beat)
The stories we tell ourselves form 
a collective meaning, in which we 
all participate.

The STUDENTS are enraptured by Joe’s speech. MICHAEL (20) -- 
a scruffy boy in the front row raises his hand. Joe leans 
back on his desk.

JOE
Michael.

MICHAEL
I’m not sure it’s a good thing. I 
mean, look at all the wars fought 
over my god is better than your 
god.

JOE
Frame it as a question and we can 
discuss this, because it’s a good 
point.
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MICHAEL
Well, you’re saying that we created 
gods, for like, meaning or 
whatever. But how does killing each 
other over stories help anyone?

JOE
My thinking is that it’s a 
symbiotic relationship... 

Joe stands, pacing the room.

JOE
...a form of catharsis. Joseph 
Campbell puts it like this, ‘dream 
is the personalized myth, myth the 
depersonalized dream.

(to class)
Both myth and dream are symbolic in 
the general dynamics of the psyche, 
but in the dream the forms are 
moulded to the particular troubles 
of the dreamer. Whereas in myth, 
the problems and solutions shown 
are directly valid for mankind.’  

Michael nods, working over Joe’s words. Joe leans back on the 
desk.

JOE
Can anyone unpack that?

STACY HAMPTON (19) -- a girl with a bright face raises her 
hand.  

STACY
Dreams are like personal myths, 
they follow some of the same 
patterns. 

Stacy looks to Joe for approval, he motions for her to 
continue. She looks down at her notes.

STACY
Well, it’s as if we put ourselves 
in the hero’s shoes, to battle our 
personal demons. But sometimes... 
people need a collective myth to 
service their society, right? 

(beat)
It’s like, we write stories to tell 
ourselves and each other how to 
live better lives. That’s why myths 
need morals. 

(MORE)
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Dreams are influenced by whatever 
beliefs that person lives by, 
whereas myths are designed to keep 
the society in check, through a set 
of well crafted morals. 

She taps her pen on her bottom lip.

STACY
But realistically, like Michael was 
saying, who’s to say which set of 
morals are right?

Joe slaps the desk.

JOE
Exactly! Humans have and always 
will kill each other. Land, 
resources, it’s in our blood. 
Religious wars are ugly, but when 
the dust settles we often end up 
learning from each other’s myths. 
This can give us insight and 
knowledge into new, different and 
sometimes better ways of living. 
Whether you prey to the God of the 
Bible or Yahweh, Zeus or Jupiter, 
or Gaia, for Becky... 

BECKY (19) -- a dread-locked girl with a nose ring.

BECKY
My God’s a lover, not a fighter.

Everyone CHUCKLES -- Joe holds up a hand.

JOE
...the aim of religion, is to 
provide us with an ideal. The 
perfect version of ourselves, so 
that we may attempt to transcend 
our human limitations and become 
closer to that. 

Joe looks at his watch.

JOE
Ok, that’s enough for today. Go on, 
scram.

The students shuffle out. Joe packs up his notes. Michael 
passes his desk.

STACY (CONT'D)
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JOE
Michael that was a very good point. 
It’s always important to question 
why we do the things we do.

Michael leaves, pleased with himself. Stacy is sitting at her 
desk.

STACY
We still have ten minutes.

Joe sits behind his desk and puts his feet up.

JOE
What’s on your mind?

INT. NEW YORK BASEMENT - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Flames lick the bottom of a pan. HEMASTUS (38) -- a skinny, 
grubby man in a tank top is cooking instant noodles. He has a 
brand on his forehead -- a spiral with a jagged line cutting 
through the centre.

He opens more packs of noodles, chucking them into a bucket.

INT. BASEMENT - CULT CHAMBER

Hemastus swings open a heavy metal door and walks through a 
room richly decorated with a mix of pagan and satanic style 
imagery.

In the corner of the room is an old brick well with a hatch 
on top. Hemastus puts the bucket down and opens the hatch.

SHOUTS rise up from below. Naked, desperate bodies clamber 
into the light. 

Hemastus tips the bucket over the edge, showering them with 
the dried noodles. Some claw for the food, others stand 
there, numb. 

Hemastus yanks the lid shut, leaving them in darkness.

INT. BASEMENT - KITCHEN

Back at the cooker Hemastus stirs the noodles. A red light 
blinks -- a NOISE comes from the front door.

Locks CLICK and the door swings open. Through it walks Joe, 
dragging a black bodybag. Hemastus smiles.
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JOE
What’s that smell?

HEMASTUS
I cooked noodles for you Sire.

Joe dumps the bag on the floor.

JOE
What’s good for the flock is good 
for us, hmm? Never forget where you 
came from.

HEMASTUS
I’m sorry Most High, my Lord, yes, 
yes...

Hemastus pours the steaming noodles into the sink and opens a 
new packet. Going down on one knee he offers it to Joe.

Joe takes a bite and chucks the rest back on the counter. The 
bodybag begins to squirm -- MOANS come from inside.

HEMASTUS
A new one my Lord?

Joe nods.

JOE
I’ll be in my office.

Hemastus watches Joe leave and unzips the bag. Stacy writhes. 
He pulls her out the bag by her hair -- dragging her towards 
the chamber.

Stacy scratches at his arms, fighting to her feet -- he 
smacks her in the face, knocking her out cold.

INT. JOE'S OFFICE

A chalkboard hangs on the wall -- Joe marks a line in the 
centre, completing a symbol identical to that of Hemastus’ 
brand.

Sitting behind a desk cluttered with wires and books he kicks 
off his shoes, puts his feet up, and YAWNS.
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EXT. HELL SEAS - CHARON’S BOAT - DECK

A Harpy glides overhead -- SCREECHING.

Beth comes to, cradling the Scythe and COUGHS. The Wailing 
Book lays next to her. As she sits up, a stack of gold coins 
rolls out of her clothes and across the deck.

A skeletal foot stops them. Standing over her is CHARON -- 
wrapped in tattered black robes, resting on a chewed up oar, 
his sallow flesh clinging to bone. 

He regards her through obsidian eyes.

CHARON
I only take payment in exchange for 
souls.

He rolls the coins back to Beth. She rubs her neck.

BETH
(groggy)

Neck’s killing me... Oh, it’s gone! 
How did you free me?

CHARON
I am Charon, the Ferryman, here to 
escort you across the Hell seas to 
the Path of Eternity, where you 
will begin your task.

Beth stands to look at her surroundings -- a paddle steamer 
on a wide open sea. Planks of the red paddle wheel are 
missing -- rotting wood falling apart.

BETH
No, this is a mistake.

CHARON
You are to take the cargo from 
Earth and bring them to me. I will 
take them onwards to Hell...

BETH
Listen to me, I steal souls and 
take them to Belphagor, that’s the 
deal.

CHARON
One coin per soul will suffice as 
payment, in the book you will find 
names of the departed. Each time 
ten-thousand souls are ready for 
collection, it will wail...
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BETH
Look, my Mother will straighten 
this out. Just take me back to the 
marshes.

CHARON
Hell is no longer safe for you. 

BETH
I’m finally free. You can’t keep me 
here.

Throwing the Scythe down, Beth climbs the railing, ready to 
dive in. Sea creatures swarm below, ready to devour her. 

Beth struggles to stop her momentum -- Charon yanks her back 
to the deck. She lands next to the Scythe with a THUD.

CHARON
It is not me who enslaves you. You 
took the Scythe and now you are 
one. So sayeth infernal law. 

Beth backs off, pointing at the Scythe.

BETH
I didn’t take anything, I don’t 
want it. You take it!

CHARON
I am not worthy. 

BETH
Then give it back to the last guy!

CHARON
Malachi. His name was Malachi. And 
that is not possible, for he has... 
vanished. 

BETH
So he’s dead then?

CHARON
If he were dead the Scythe would 
not exist. If the Scythe did not 
exist, souls bound for Hell would 
fester on Earth, becoming fearsome 
demons. The living would be torn 
apart in a maelstrom of carnage. 
Hell runs on the suffering and 
consumption of souls, Heaven runs 
on the joy of souls. 

(MORE)
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Both were created by the belief of 
the living. With no humans to 
believe, everything we know will 
cease to exist. Everything depends 
on the Reaper.

BETH
So we should probably find this 
Malachi.

CHARON
Hell was scoured long before we 
resorted to sacrificing packs of 
demons, on the off chance that one 
would be able to grasp the Scythe.

BETH
So where is he?

Charon stares out across the sea.

CHARON
Enough child. The Scythe has lain 
dormant for too long. There is work 
to be done.

The boat-wheel churns behind them, something jumps off it and 
lands on the deck.

KEMINID
Running away again? And without a 
goodbye.

Charon grips his oar and takes a step forward.

CHARON
Get off my boat creature.

KEMINID
Careful rawbone, you speak to the 
daughter of Leviathan.

BETH
Mother, I’m sorry. Tell him.

Keminid glides up to them across the deck.

CHARON (CONT'D)
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KEMINID
Tell him what? That you are an 
ungrateful whelp, a breaker of 
hearts, turning a blind eye to the 
one who raised her with so much 
love? Or that you’re a wayward 
little snake who can’t help but get 
herself into trouble?

BETH
We can do the speeches later, just 
take me home.

Keminid motions to the open sea.

KEMINID
You are of House Deep. What’s 
stopping you?

BETH
Something’s changed. I’m not 
protected anymore.  

KEMINID
You should have listened to me. Now 
look at you. You are the talk of 
all the Nine Circles. 

BETH
Why won’t you help me?

KEMINID
Because you are beyond help. Your 
indentured servitude to Belphagor 
is behind you. Ahead lies eternal 
slavery. There is nothing I, nor 
anyone else can do for you.

Beth slumps to the floor. Keminid wraps her tail around 
Charon’s waist, leaning her head on his shoulder and toying 
with his oar.

KEMINID
Still, look on the bright side... I 
hear Earth is a magnificent 
playground. 

(squeezing Charon’s arm)
Oh, you’re all muscle... Look after 
my girl will you? For me?

He shrugs her off and she pretends to collapse onto the 
railing.
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KEMINID
What a cold heart you have... Very 
well.

(to Beth)
You wanted adventure didn’t you?

Keminid dives into the sea. Beth hangs over the edge of the 
boat, watching the creatures make way for her.

CHARON
We approach the gates.

Massive, ornamented sluice gates stand alone in the middle of 
the sea. 

A MOUNTAINOUS MONSTER is stood on a platform next to the 
gates, hauling at a submerged chain, each link larger than 
Charon’s boat. 

The gates opens -- a cliff-face looms ahead, a claustrophobic 
tunnel at the base.

INT. TUNNEL

Beth takes her hands off the railings -- rocks SCRAPE the 
side of the boat. Ahead, the tunnel opens up into a wide 
subterranean river.

EXT. SEA OF ETERNITY

They emerge from the tunnel into placid waters -- sterile 
serenity descends around them.

They approach a narrow stretch of dirt lined by reeds,  
falling off into the distance. 

A rotten pier bubbles up from the water and the boat grinds 
to a halt. Charon aims his oar down the dirt path.

CHARON
The Path of Eternity. You walk from 
here.

BETH
How long will it take to reach 
Earth?

CHARON
It matters not. Here, we are beyond 
the reach of time. 
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EXT. CHARON’S PIER

Charon puts the boarding ramp down and steps onto the pier, 
offering Beth his hand. 

CHARON
Come, many have been waiting for 
you. Take up the Scythe. You are 
the Grim Reaper now.

INT. BASEMENT - CULT CHAMBER

Sitting on a chair next to the brick well, Joe is giving a 
lecture to his naked flock down below, whilst fiddling with 
something. 

JOE
You see, the gods feed off the 
beliefs of men, so why fear them? 
Belief is the fuel of the gods, man 
chooses to believe, consequently he 
may change the object of his 
belief, granting power to whatever 
or whomever he considers worthy...

INT. WELL

The bottom of the well opens out into a large pit, the light 
from above spotlighting the PEOPLE huddled in the centre, who 
gaze up at Joe.

Stacy pushes past MARY (42) -- an overweight woman with dark 
curly hair. Mary fixes her with a dead-eye stare.

STACY
Let us go you fucking psycho!

Joe frowns.

JOE
Frame it as a question and we can 
discuss this.

STACY
Please! Mr. Cartwright, what do you 
want from me?

JOE
Does anyone have an answer for 
Stacy?
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Mary’s hand shoots up, the well becomes a parody of Joe’s 
classroom.

MARY
To believe in Joe the Most High!

A few in the huddle repeat Mary’s phrase in WHISPERED TONES.

STACY
(sotto)

What the fuck...

Stacy backs out the huddle and looks around the well -- 
people are sobbing in the darkness.

Mary grabs Stacy by the hair and pulls her back into the 
light, bringing her to her knees.

MARY
Bow down, dog!

JOE
You don’t need to understand 
something to believe in it. My 
people have faith, soon you will 
too.

MARY
Joe is eternal!

INT. CULT CHAMBER

Mary’s words become CHANTS -- Joe slides the well cover shut. 
Hemastus approaches.

JOE
Make sure Mary gets extra noodles 
tonight. You too, you must keep 
your strength up. Here, put this in 
my office. Careful.

Joe hands Hemastus a perfectly wired bomb.

JOE
Tomorrow.

Hemastus takes the bomb into Joe’s office.
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INT. WELL

Stacy scrambles away from the feasting pack. She snaps a 
candle off a rock and crawls over to a MAN (38), slumped in 
the corner.

STACY
You’re not buying into this shit 
are you?

MAN
It’s all insane. 

STACY
Then get up. Let’s get the fuck out 
of here. Maybe we can shimmy up 
that well, or dig a tunnel...

Stacy moves along the wall with the candle.

STACY
If there’s a breeze...

MAN
Stop. We can’t.

STACY
...there might be an opening. 

MAN
You can’t escape Joe.

Stacy shoves her candle in the man’s face.

STACY
He’s just a fucking teacher. He 
wears knitted sweaters for fucks 
sake!

MAN
Please, he’s more than that. You 
don’t know what he does to 
people...

The man looks over Stacy’s shoulder. Following his gaze she 
sees the feeding has finished. The naked pack, still on all 
fours, glares at them in silence.
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EXT. PATH OF ETERNITY

The straight path cuts through endless black water. Overhead 
the sky is pitch black -- the environment eerily static.

Beth walks down the path.

PATH - LATER

Beth walks -- hacking at reeds.

PATH - LATER STILL

Beth bats stones, CLANGING them across the water with the 
blade of the Scythe.

She bats one down the path -- it bounces off a previously 
invisible and seemingly infinite mirror, sending out a 
rippling effect.

BETH
What the...

The Scythe glows purple. A shimmering gate materializes. She 
steps through and the light engulfs her.

EXT. NEW YORK - CONEY ISLAND - BEACH - NIGHT

WAVES LAP at the beach, the moon illuminates the sea. City 
lights twinkle in the distance.

A purple flash -- Beth steps out of the portal into the surf. 
She stares awestruck at the moon.

A WAIL comes from the book. Startled, she chucks it into the 
sea. 

Wading over, she looks through the shallow water. The face on 
the book is contorted -- bubbles pouring out its mouth as it 
continues its MUFFLED WAIL.

Colorful flashing lights dance across the water, POPS sound 
out in the sky. Beth looks up to see fireworks exploding 
above a fairground.
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EXT. CONEY ISLAND - FAIRGROUND

A Ferris wheel spins -- lights flash -- people LAUGH. Beth 
wanders through the fairground. She watches a SOUL walk by, 
translucent grey, shambling along as if in a daze.

A roller coaster car WHOOSHES past, occupants SCREAMING. She 
tenses, ready for danger, until she sees pleasure on the 
rider’s faces. 

CUT TO:

ON ‘THE CYCLONE’ ROLLERCOASTER -- wind whips through Beth’s 
hair. She LAUGHS like a child. 

AT RING TOSS -- she flips a gold coin at the CLERK (16) -- 
running the stall. He looks at it slack-jawed.

AT FOOD STAND -- she orders candy floss, the sleepy EMPLOYEE 
(18) -- wakes up when she sees the golden coin. 

ON CYCLONE AGAIN -- half eaten candy floss blows in the wind. 
Beth eats away while she dips and dives. 

IN GO KART -- Beth jerks her car about, Scythe wedged in, 
trailing behind like a flag.

BACK AT FOOD STAND -- she motions for more and the employee 
hands her a huge pink cloud, barely balancing on the stick. 
She tears off chunks, stuffing her mouth.

EXT. FAIRGROUND - LATER

Beth sits on a bench, candy floss in hand. She closes her 
eyes, rubs her neck and begins LAUGHING. The laughs turn to 
SOBS. 

A GIRL (8) -- wearing an Amish style dress, appears out the 
crowds to stand uncomfortably close in front of Beth.

BETH
Shoo.

Beth tries to push the girl aside. She doesn’t move.

BETH
What, you want this?

Beth pushes the candy floss forward. The girl reaches out, 
slices her finger on the tip of the Scythe’s blade and draws 
on her forehead in blood -- a circular symbol with a 
pentagram inside. 
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BETH
(sotto)

I knew it was too good to be true.

Beth jumps off the bench and pushes her way through the 
crowds. 

The girls eyes glow red. Silvio’s voice spills from her 
mouth.

GIRL (SILVIO)
Indolent cur. 

Beth pushes through the fairgoers, an ENTHRALLED MAN off to 
her left turns towards her -- eyes red.

ENTHRALLED MAN (SILVIO)
You’re only making it worse for 
yourself.

She shoves past him. OTHERS call to her as she runs. 

ENTHRALLED WOMAN
Why are you running?

BETH
You’re not taking this from me!

ENTHRALLED MAN 2
Enough.

Reaching the edge of the fairground, she launches herself 
over the railings, landing on the beach.

EXT. BEACH - NIGHT

The beach is deserted. SEVEN ENTHRALLED PEOPLE chase Beth, 
their glowing eyes piercing the darkness.

Beth turns to make a stand and is tackled hard to the ground. 
The others pile on top and begin beating her.

The girl arrives last and kneels -- drawing a sigil in the 
sand. It catches fire and colors bleed from the world. 
Through spitting embers rises Silvio. 

He waves a hand -- the thralls stop.

SILVIO
The living and their world are not 
your concern. This is the Spirit 
Realm, where you will be doing most 
of your work.
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Beth kicks the thralls off.

SILVIO
You have one-hundred and fifty-one-
thousand souls to reap per day.
Excluding your backlog.

BETH
(coughing)

That’s not possible.

SILVIO
The last Reaper managed. So will 
you. I don’t want to have to come 
back here.

BETH
I get it, more demons to throw into 
relics...

Silvio leans forward to jab Beth’s forehead with his index-
finger.

SILVIO
Stop fucking around at the fair! 
Get the name, find the soul, open 
the portal, repeat. 

BETH
Stop fucking around at the fair...

Silvio grabs Beth’s throat, pulls her to her feet and drags 
her over to the sigil. Stood in the center, he begins to 
descend.

SILVIO
Your life is no longer your own. 
From now until the end of time, I 
own you. 

At the last moment he lets go, leaving her COUGHING in the 
sand. The sigil smokes. The thralls stumble off into the 
darkness, released.

Beth looks up at the colorless Cyclone, the SCREAMS of joy 
MUFFLED, as if coming through glass. She rubs her neck again.
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EXT. BEACH - PIER

Beth leans against the underside of a pier. She opens the 
book to the first page.

ON PAGE -- Larry Childern. 122 Avenue Belvédère, Quebec City, 
September 18th 2020.

She raises the Scythe and thrusts it forward -- nothing 
happens.

BETH
Sure, beat me but don’t bother 
telling me how to work this thing.

She tries again and again with the same result.

BETH
Fuck it!

She drives the Scythe down into the sand. It cuts through the 
air, slicing the fabric of reality, revealing a purple 
portal. Beth pulls the Scythe out of the ground and steps 
through.

INT. FLAT 122 - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

CYNTHIA (41) -- a drably dressed woman, and her teenage 
children TOM (18) and GEMMA (19) -- crowd around the body of 
LARRY (48) -- wearing a knitted, button up sweater and 
glasses.

CYNTHIA
Larry? Oh God Larry!

As Beth’s portal tears open, the room desaturates -- purple 
highlighting the grey tones. The VOICES of the living become 
MUFFLED.

Tom is frantically talking into a phone as Beth approaches 
the body.

TOM
(muffled)

Hello? I need an ambulance at 
122...

Beth peers at the corpse. A voice comes from across the room, 
LOUD and CLEAR.

DEAD LARRY
Damn thing!
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Sat on a couch across the room is LARRY’S SOUL -- wearing the 
same clothes as his body. 

Through him, Beth can see the TV -- SOUND MUFFLED. He tries 
to pick up the remote control.

DEAD LARRY
Cynthia, did you take the batteries 
out the remote? Can’t hear shit!

BETH
Larry?

Dead Larry jumps up off the couch. Beth points to his body on 
the floor.

DEAD LARRY
Who’s that... me? It’s me! 
I’m having an out of body 
experience!

BETH
Shut up, let’s go.

She motions to the portal, pulsing away. Dead Larry seems to 
comprehend her for the first time, Scythe and all.

DEAD LARRY
Are you...

BETH
Unfortunately, yes.

DEAD LARRY
I can’t, I’m not...

He looks at his body on the floor, eyes bugged out, face 
grimaced in rictus.

Cynthia tugs at Larry’s shirt. Dead Larry bends down, 
planting a kiss on her cheek she can’t feel.

DEAD LARRY
(sobbing)

Cynthia... baby...

BETH
I’ve got a lot of these to do, move 
it along will you?

DEAD LARRY
I’m going to stay here. I belong 
here. 
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Beth rolls her eyes and drags Dead Larry away from his 
family.

DEAD LARRY
Cynthia! Tom! Gemma...

Dead Larry’s voice fades as they disappear through Beth’s 
portal. Reality knits back together, drenching the room in 
color, leaving Larry’s family to their grief.

EXT. PATH OF ETERNITY

Beth strides out the portal. Dead Larry follows behind, 
shaking his head, dumbfounded.

DEAD LARRY
What was I saying? I feel, no wait, 
I don’t feel anything. Oh yeah, I’m 
dead. Man I tell you, it’s a weird 
sensation. No feeling at all 
really.

BETH
Let’s go.

Dead Larry stops to admire the environment.

DEAD LARRY 
Is this Hell? Not as bad as I 
thought...

(sotto)
Not bad at all.

BETH
It’s called the Path of Eternity.

They walk on.

DEAD LARRY
What’s that, Purgatory? I heard 
that if you go to Purgatory God’s 
still trying to work out what to do 
with you. My uncle Bill always said 
he’d get like a hundred and twenty 
years.

(yelling)
Hey Bill! Bill?

BETH
Stop yelling, it’s not Purgatory.

Beth palms her face and tries to block out Dead Larry’s 
rambling.
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DEAD LARRY
Shit, come to think of it that 
might be why I kicked the bucket, 
you know, drinking... Consumption. 
Hell of a way to go. Yeah, I could 
drink, runs in the family. Matter 
of fact, I was about to get all 
liquored up and watch the game, 
seeing as I had a dime or two on 
the Eagles... Think that’s why I’ve 
been sent down here? Drinking? 
Gambling?

(beat)
I know I’m rambling, to be honest 
I’m real mixed up in the head. I 
can’t say I ever really thought too 
hard about what came after death, 
but I thought I’d be more afraid, 
you know? Didn’t think I’d feel 
this relaxed. How long you been at 
this anyway? You look sorta 
young... You take over from the 
actual Reaper?

BETH
Temporarily...

A SHAPE shoots out the water in a plume and lands on the path 
in front of them. A MERMAN -- its four foot, slimy body 
covered in horns.

BETH
Get behind me.

The merman lunges -- slapping Beth across the path. The book 
drops to the floor, the Scythe lands in the reeds, sinking. 

Dead Larry watches the show. A SECOND MERMAN -- crawls 
silently through the reeds behind him.

Beth reaches for the Scythe, the merman jumps onto her back, 
SNAPPING needle-like teeth.

The second merman bites into Dead Larry’s leg and begins to 
drag him into the reeds.

BETH
Enough!

She throws off the first merman and grabs the Scythe, 
bringing it out the water in a wide arc -- cutting it in two.

The second merman has Dead Larry half in the water, while he 
calmly clings to reeds.
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Beth grabs Dead Larry’s hand. A tug of war ensues. She swings 
the Scythe at the merman, unable to score a hit. 

BETH
Hold on!

A THIRD MERMAN -- larger than the others, leaps from the 
water. Chomping straight through Dead Larry’s head and 
shoulders. 

Beth and the second merman fall backwards.

The third merman is gone. The remaining merman snatches Dead 
Larry’s remains and slinks back through the reeds.

BETH
Why is this so complicated? Oh just 
take the souls, simple... Fuck you 
Larry, fucking talking and talking. 
Now look at you. Fishfood.

Beth collapses to the ground exhausted.

EXT. CHARON’S PIER

Charon waits in front of his boat, resting on his oar. He 
looks from Beth to the arm.

CHARON
This does not bode well. 

BETH
Bode well? A bunch of mermen ate 
Larry!

She SLAMS Dead Larry’s arm onto the boat.

CHARON
You should not have been attacked.

Charon goes quiet.

BETH
Why didn’t you tell me about the 
mermen?

CHARON
It is unprecedented. A terrible 
omen. The waters of Eternity are 
full of feral creatures. 

(MORE)
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Primordial souls of long dead 
beasts, sent here by Malachi before 
you or I knew existence. They 
sensed you were weak and stole your 
catch.

BETH
So it’s gonna be a regular thing?

CHARON
This can only happen once. The flow 
of souls must not be interrupted 
any longer.

Beth pulls out her stack of coins, Charon refuses.

CHARON
There will be no crossing for this 
one. Souls must be fit for 
suffering.

He swipes the arm into the water with his oar.

BETH
I’ll bring you another victim. 

Beth starts to walk off, Charon bars her way with his oar.

CHARON
You must protect yourself. Bad 
omens abound. The Reaper cannot be 
seen as weak. For there are 
rumblings throughout Hell, whispers 
from shadows. Storms approach, 
demons chafe at their eternal 
bonds... it seems another civil war 
is at hand. Mermen are nothing 
compared to these nightmares.

BETH
Hell isn’t my problem anymore 
apparently. I’m already getting 
threats from the Anti-Christ, as if 
any of this mess is my fault. 

(beat)
These things may not be dangerous, 
but I can’t do this piece of shit 
job if the fish-men keep snatching 
the cargo.

CHARON
You possess one of the most 
powerful weapons in existence.     
I suggest you master it.

CHARON (CONT'D)
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BETH
I know how to work a pointy stick.

CHARON
Malachi was a master. With the 
Scythe in his hand he saw me 
through the great transition. When 
the old Gods ceased and new powers 
were on the rise, he alone ensured 
the eternal order continued. The 
Scythe was an extension of him. He 
could bend the very fabric of 
reality. 

(beat)
He was the first, and should have 
been the last.

BETH
So I’ll fix it. You don’t want me 
running around with this thing.
I’ll find Malachi, give him the 
scythe and everyone lives happily 
ever after.  

CHARON
For better or worse the Scythe has 
come to you. Do not belittle it. It 
has given meaning to your 
existence.

BETH
Meaning is what I felt up there, in 
that fairground. I sat on that 
bench and felt guilty for feeling 
so good. Then I thought about all 
the shit I’ve been through. 
Subjugated and belittled by my 
Mother, sex slave to that 
disgusting Belphagor, and now 
Silvio with this impossible task 
he’s forced on me.

(beat)
I saw how happy I could be, if only 
for a moment, I felt like I 
deserved better, it felt like I 
belonged somewhere. Somewhere I 
would never have to fear for my 
life, or worry about what terror is 
lurking in the shadows. How can I 
accept being bound by another’s 
will after that?

35.



36.

CHARON
I understand your feelings child, 
if I were able, I would be 
searching for him myself. But 
Malachi cared most for the 
preservation of order, I would be 
doing a disservice to my savior by 
abandoning such an important task. 
Do not waste time looking for him, 
the resumption of souls is the most 
pressing matter.

Beth walks off down the Path.

BETH
If I find Malachi, everyones 
problems are solved. I won’t return 
to slavery.

EXT. NEW YORK - STREET - NIGHT

City lights shimmer. People walk by LAUGHING and CHATTING. 
It’s all lost on Beth, who steps through a portal into the 
gloomy spirit realm.

BETH
(mocking)

...Malachi was a master, I owe him 
my life, he’s my bestest friend in 
all the Circles of Hell.

Across the street she spots a candy floss stall and itches 
the back of her neck.

INT/EXT. NEWSPAPER STAND

WALTER (62) -- an in shape, plainly dressed man peddles his 
wares from inside his stand. Beth’s book WAILS again -- she 
flinches.

BETH
Thing’s nothing but trouble.

Walter overhears and speaks up in his cockney accent.

WALTER
Should read papers instead.

(winks)
Lighter. 

Beth reads the headline -- ‘Remembering The Volcanic Panic! 
The Five That Died In The Icelandic Explosion!’
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BETH
Nothing but trouble there too.

She slots the newspaper inside the book.

WALTER
Got a point there. 

Walter reaches out for some money, Beth shakes his hand.

WALTER
Oh, er, Walter Humes, and you are?

BETH
I suppose it’s Death.

Walter looks her up and down.

WALTER
What can I do for you then Beth?

BETH
All the wonders on Earth and you 
chose to sit in a box all day. What 
a waste of time.

Beth’s curtness gives Walter pause.

WALTER
Keeping my daughter alive is not a 
waste of time. There’s medical 
bills to be paid. It’s my choice 
and I stand by it.

BETH
She’s got to die some day.

WALTER
Not before me she doesn’t.

BETH
Then congratulations, you’ve done 
your job.

WALTER
I don’t understand.

BETH
Not many do.

Beth opens a portal and makes a move towards Walter. He backs 
away.
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WALTER
I can’t be... She still needs me.

He fades through the rear wall of the stand. Beth steps over 
Walter’s body and through the back of the stand, to see 
Walter running through the crowds.

BETH
Sorry Walter, there’s no choice in 
this situation.

EXT. NEW YORK - ALLEYWAY - NIGHT

Lurking in the dim alleyway, wrapped in old bedding, Hemastus 
calmly cuts into the soles of his feet with a broken bottle.

He chucks it away, looks at the building across the street -- 
a police station. Throwing off the rags, he sprints buck 
naked out the alley.

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

Running across the street Hemastus barges through the crowds.

INT. POLICE STATION - FOYER - CONTINUOUS

Bursting through the double doors out of breath, Hemastus 
collapses on the floor -- feet leaving a trail of blood. 

HEMASTUS
Help me! Help me please!

The officer at the desk runs towards him and spots the brand 
on his forehead.

OFFICER
Jesus Christ, someone call an 
ambulance! Get me something to 
cover him. 

(to Hemastus)
Sir, what’s your name?

The foyer becomes a rush of activity. The officer bends down 
to Hemastus.

OFFICER
Sir, I’m gonna need you to tell me 
what happened.

HEMASTUS
He’s crazy...  
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Officers surround Hemastus. One brings a thermal blanket and 
drapes it over him. Another, with a first aid kit, tends to 
his feet.

OFFICER 2
Ambulance is on the way.

OFFICER
Is anyone else in danger?

HEMASTUS
So many people... They’ve gone 
insane... Some of them like it.

Hemastus points to the missing persons board on the wall, 
where THIRTY people’s pictures hang.

OFFICER
Which ones?

HEMASTUS
All of them.

The officer looks at the swath of faces on the board, coming 
to rest on Hemastus’ picture.

OFFICER
Mr. Frank? Oscar... Can you 
remember where you were?

On hearing his name, Hemastus’ eyes focus on the officer. 

HEMASTUS
It’s close, by the docks...  

The officer stands, yelling orders. Hemastus grabs his leg.

HEMASTUS
(welling up)

You cant go there! Please don’t go 
there!

INT. BASEMENT - CULT CHAMBER - NIGHT

The room is dimly lit with candles. Stacy is unconscious, 
nailed to the floor in mock crucifixion. The rest of Joe’s 
congregation are tied, wrists to ankles, around her.

Joe walks among them completely nude. He checks a wire 
hanging from the ceiling and fixes it behind a panel.

He pushes smelling salts under Stacy’s nose. She comes to, 
GROANING in pain, looking around at the others.
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STACY
He’s going to kill you don’t you 
understand that? You’re not making 
it to Heaven you crazy fucks, 
you’re going straight to Hell!

Mary starts a CHANT to drown out Stacy’s complaints.

CONGREGATION
We have faith in Joe! We have faith 
in Joe! We have faith in Joe!

Joe holds up a hand -- the chants die down.

JOE
I want you to consider the other 
side of the argument Stacy. That 
perhaps I know the way to a better 
existence. The perfect version of 
ourselves awaits. We shall 
transcend our human limitations 
and...  

STACY
I’d love to applaud your 
benevolence, you fuck. But I’m 
actually glad you’re going to die.

JOE
We all die Stacy, it’s what we do 
afterwards that counts.

Joe nudges his victims into place.

FROM ABOVE -- his congregation forms a recreation of the 
image on his office board.

He flicks open the safeguard on the wireless detonator in his 
palm.

EXT. STREET - JOE’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Police cordon the area off. A SWAT van pulls up. SWAT jump 
out the back and move towards Joe’s apartment.

INT. JOE'S APARTMENT

BANG -- SWAT break through the door to the apartment.

SWAT COMMANDER
Basement door! Ready to breach!
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CRUNCH -- the door is shattered into a dozen pieces. SWAT 
pour down the steps. 

INT. BASEMENT - KITCHEN

SWAT move through the kitchen. Stacy’s cries come from the 
cult chamber ahead. The SWAT commander nods and the door is 
battered off the hinges.

A SWAT member peeks around the door to see Joe waiting for 
them, detonator in hand.

SWAT MEMBER
(sotto, over his shoulder)

Detonator.

The commander nods.

SWAT COMMANDER
Take him out.

The SWAT member leans out from behind the door and plugs Joe 
in the forehead.

INT. BASEMENT - CULT CHAMBER

Joe falls -- the detonator rolls out of his hand across the 
floor.

Chaos erupts. Joe’s congregation YELL and writhe about. The 
SWAT team enter and are taken aback by the scene.

SWAT COMMANDER
Secure the detonator!

They search around with flashlights, pushing people aside.

STACY
She’s got it! She’s got it!

The SWAT commander turns to Mary and sees the detonator 
clutched in her hands.

MARY
Joe is eternal!

All turns to white.
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EXT. JOE’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Police and pedestrians are thrown off their feet as a 
fireball spews out of the basement.

INT. NEW YORK - HOSPITAL - PRIVATE ROOM - NIGHT

Walter stands at his daughter JENNY’S (32) bedside. Heart 
monitors BLEEP. Beth steps through a portal. 

BETH
Time to go.

WALTER
What about her? Where will she 
go... when she...

BETH
That’s not up to me. If her name’s 
in the book, I’ll have to take her.

Walter kneels by Jenny’s bed. He strokes her cheek, his hand 
fading through.

WALTER
You were a good kid Jen, you’ll be 
fine. I know I ruined your life, 
I’m sorry. I did the best I could.

(tearing up)
I’ll find a way to see you again.

Walter pats Jenny’s hand. Beth looks at the floor.

WALTER
(crying)

You’ll be in a better place soon.
(to Beth)

Leave me here, I beg you. I can’t 
leave her like this.

BETH
If we don’t go now, bad things will 
happen.

The book WAILS -- Beth flinches.

LOUD, BUSY NOISES come from the corridor. Through the glass, 
DOCTORS and NURSES rush about, wheeling PATIENTS on gurneys, 
some covered with sheets.

Walter stands, drying his eyes.
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WALTER
Fancy taking them first?

BETH
Don’t worry, I’ll get to them 
eventually. Come on, you’ll feel 
better on the other side.

Beth and Walter step through the portal.

A gurney flashes past. A nurse covers the horribly burnt face 
of a SWAT team member with a sheet.

EXT. PATH OF ETERNITY

Beth leads Walter down the path. 

WALTER
Better? I don’t feel anything.

BETH
You’re welcome.

She pulls out a bone dagger and hands it to him.

BETH
Take this, stay close, watch out 
for mermen.

Walter takes the dagger, scanning the water.

WALTER
Get attacked a lot do you?

BETH
So far, a hundred percent of the 
time. 

WALTER
Roger that Beth.

BETH
Death. It’s Death. Although Beth’s 
better than nothing I suppose.

WALTER
It suits you. You don’t much look 
like a Death. You’ve got a lot more 
meat on you than I’ve been led to 
believe.

BETH
You’re thinking of the last guy.
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WALTER
Changing of the guard was it?

BETH
I’m just the first one that didn’t 
explode when I touched this thing. 
Almost wish I had. I’m gonna find 
where the real Reaper’s snuck off 
to and...

A merman leaps out the water. 

BETH
Get behind...

Walter dashes past Beth, deftly taking it down with the 
dagger.

BETH
Thanks.

WALTER
Didn’t alway sell papers. How about 
this, you let me go back and say I 
was eaten by a fish?

BETH
Nice try. But I’ve got to at least 
make it look like I’m doing the 
job.

WALTER
Or I could stay here, clear a path 
for you? Every so often you take me 
topside again. Think about it.

BETH
You’re reaching.

Beth kicks the merman back into the water.

WALTER
Better yet, how about I help you 
find the guy you’re looking for?

BETH
In Hell? They’ve already checked.

WALTER
No, on Earth. 

BETH
I see where you’re going with this 
and it’s not happening.
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WALTER
Look, the way I see it, we’ve both 
got problems we can help each other 
out with. I find him, tell him he’s 
been a naughty boy, you shove that 
thing back in his hands and go back 
to whatever it was you did before.

Beth looks down the path.

BETH
I like you Walter, but that’s an 
idea, not a plan.

WALTER
How long have I got?

EXT. PATH OF ETERNITY - LATER

Beth and Walter look ragged -- covered in blood and entrails. 
Charon’s boat appears in the distance.

BETH
Hang around a good soul and wait 
for an angel to show up? It’s not  
a bad plan. The guy upstairs has to 
know something. 

WALTER
Exactly! He’s omnipotent right?

BETH
Let’s hope so. And I suppose you’ll 
want to see your daughter as well? 

WALTER
I might pop by.

Beth glances at Charon.

BETH
I don’t know how long you will have 
before you start to turn into a 
demon or whatever. I’ll give you a 
week. If I see you change, I’ll 
drag you to Hell.

WALTER
Fine, seven days. If I can’t find 
him, you know where to find me.
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BETH
(beat)

One week.

They begin walking back the way they came.

EXT. CHARON’S PIER

Charon squints at Beth, grip tightening on his oar.

CHARON
So, you have chosen to walk another 
path.

He turns and boards his empty boat.

EXT. NEW YORK - STREET - NIGHT

Beth and Walter are back on Earth in the spirit realm. 

WALTER
Isn’t that guy going to be pissed 
off, not getting my soul?

BETH
You worry about boney number one, 
I’ll worry about boney number two.

WALTER
See you in a week then Beth.

BETH
Beth... Sure, whatever.

Walter moves off down the street. She opens the book, the 
newspaper falls out. Picking it up she sees the cover again -- 
‘Remembering The Volcanic Panic! The Five That Died In The 
Icelandic Explosion!’ -- and scans the article. 

Flicking through the book she finds one of the names.

ON THE BOOK -- GUNNER JÖKULLSON -- HEKLA -- September 19th 
2020

INT. HOSPITAL - RECEPTION - DAY

Hemastus is wheeled along by a POLICE OFFICER. GREGORY (43) -- 
smartly dressed, with glasses and BEN (16) -- in a polo shirt 
and jeans, rush over.
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GREGORY
Oscar? Oh Oscar!

Gregory hugs Hemastus and breaks down. Ben hangs back, tears 
stream down his face.

GREGORY
Ben, come here, hug your father.

They all hug, Hemastus CRYING. Gregory pulls back, tracing 
his fingers over Hemastus’ forehead. 

GREGORY
Oh what have they done to you?

Gregory turns to the officer.

GREGORY
Is he free to go?

The officer nods.

POLICE OFFICER
He’s given us all he can. But we 
may need him for additional 
questioning. See that he gets some 
rest, he’s been through a lot. 

He hands Gregory a card.

ON CARD -- Herbert Mankin Associates, Grief Councilors.

POLICE OFFICER
Call them if he needs to talk, call 
us if he remembers anything else.

Gregory pockets the card and helps Hemastus out the 
wheelchair.

INT. PRODIAS HOUSEHOLD - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Hemastus, Gregory and Ben sit in silence around the dinner 
table. Hemastus hasn’t touched his food.

BEN
Aren’t you hungry Dad?

GREGORY
Benjamin.

(to Hemastus)
You should eat something honey.

Hemastus gazes into the plate.
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BEN
Don’t eat if you don’t want to.

Ben takes the plates to the sink.

GREGORY
It’s ok, I’ll do it later.

Ben leaves. Gregory gets up and puts his hand on Hemastus’ 
shoulder.

GREGORY
I’m here when you’re ready to talk.

He kisses Hemastus on the cheek and leaves.

Sat alone, Hemastus calmly pushes his chair back, gets up and 
walks over to a cupboard. Searching through, he spots what he 
is looking for and smiles. He pulls open a packet of dried 
noodles and starts chomping away. 

Through a crack in the door, Ben watches.

INT. HELL - 9TH CIRCLE - LIBRARY OF INFERNAL LAW

Heavy curtains kill the light from a large circular window.  
Dusty books fill shelves. Creatures skitter through the 
stacks. 

Around a circular, obsidian table are FOUR LORDS OF HELL -- 
THE ORDER OF THE FLIES. 

LEONARD -- blue skinned and powerfully built, in glistening 
silver armour, war axes hanging at his side -- is stood 
leaning over the table as if planning a war.

LEONARD
The lack of supplies is putting 
undue strain on this campaign. I 
need more souls.

BA’AL ZEBÛB -- sits forward, his ancient skin stretched back, 
nailed to a plate of armour behind his head. A long, 
shredded, demon hide cowl allows his gnarled, black wings to 
protrude through.

BA’AL ZEBÛB
It was a mistake putting you in 
charge of stopping the demon 
rebellion, Leonard.

Leonard pounds the table with his fist.
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LEONARD
Have you forgotten who fought by 
your side in the last civil war?  

BA’AL ZEBÛB
More of your ilk causing trouble. 
What will you ask for in return for 
your loyalty this time? Seeing as 
you already took the entire Fifth 
Circle. 

LEONARD
Given to me for defeating the 
treacherous Lycans. Kept by me for 
my continued service.

BA’AL ZEBÛB
It is most convenient that you are 
always best placed to squash these 
uprisings. Each time finding 
yourself a little higher on the 
ladder. And now you sit on the 
council.

LEONARD
These are not bygone days Ba’al 
Zebûb. No one cares for your 
prejudices.

SILVIO
And I don’t care for your 
irrelevant bickering. Keep on 
living in the past and you’ll rot 
like these books. Old wars, old 
prejudices, who cares? Times are 
changing and I seem to be the only 
one able to keep up. How about a 
report on more current events 
Leonard?

Leonard straightens, addressing the room.

LEONARD
The lack of souls has disadvantaged 
us and enraged the rebels. They 
have begun to raid our torture 
farms. More join their cause each 
day and they are becoming better 
organized.

MOLOCH reclines in his chair, his lion’s face exuding calm. 
He wears gilded armour and a crown of wood.
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MOLOCH
I could talk to Asmodeus.

LEONARD
Asmodeus... Disgusting.

BA’AL ZEBÛB
Beggars can’t be choosers. I heard 
he has two million souls drifting 
about his lake, more in the depths 
of his castle. Moloch?

MOLOCH
Twice that at least. He and his 
Djinn advisor are frugal with their 
resources. But the Serpent always 
wants something, for the right 
price you could feed your army for 
a decade.

BA’AL ZEBÛB
There you are, all that is required 
is a little supplication and your 
problems are solved.

LEONARD
The suggestion of a coward.

Ba’al Zebûb gets to his feet -- squares up to Leonard. 

BA’AL ZEBÛB
I’ve made very nice coats out of 
bigger demons than you.

Leonard slams an axe deep into the table. Moloch stands, 
pulling it out with little effort and hands it back to 
Leonard.

MOLOCH
Are you not ashamed? You are 
behaving as if He does not see all.

Ba’al Zebûb walks over to the window and yanks open the 
curtains. Light floods the room, emitted from the gleaming 
building before them -- Satan’s Castle of Light.

BA’AL ZEBÛB
There are no secrets between me and 
the Morning Star.

Moloch turns to Silvio.
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MOLOCH
How about a report on the new 
Reaper Silvio?

SILVIO
She is Smart. Capable.

BA’AL ZEBÛB
And slow apparently.

LEONARD
Her personality traits are 
irrelevant. How many souls is she 
bringing in per day?

SILVIO
More than when we had no one.

BA’AL ZEBÛB
Hm. She’s a little demon from Dis 
isn’t she?

SILVIO
She’s Leviathan’s granddaughter.

BA’AL ZEBÛB
Keminid’s daughter? You are a fool 
if you think that girl will do 
anything you say.

SILVIO
I didn’t choose her, the Scythe 
did. As I said, times are changing.

MOLOCH
Hundreds of thousands of the humans 
die each day. What is the new 
Reaper doing with them all?

SILVIO
She has her orders, I assure you of 
that.

BA’AL ZEBÛB
I suppose the Ferryman came all the 
way to Hell to give us the same 
report.

The others join him at the window. Far below, past the gates, 
Charon is stood looking right back at them.
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EXT. ICELAND - HEKLA - VOLCANO PEAK - NIGHT

Lava spews into the air. Beth pants as she climbs rocks, 
searching for Gunner. A HOWL comes from behind a boulder. 

Rounding it, she sees a FERAL BEAST -- larger than a human, 
more opaque than a soul, with piercing yellow eyes, bounding 
at her on all fours.

BETH
Gunner?

GUNNER leaps at her -- she dives out the way. Coming to her 
feet, she smacks Gunner with the blunt end of the Scythe. 

BETH
(searching)

Where are your friends?

Gunner tackles Beth, they roll across cooled lava flows. 
Finding purchase on a rock, Beth uses the Scythe to choke 
Gunner. Gunner SNARLS.

A NOISE from overhead -- a helicopter passes by and descends, 
hovering a few feet from the ground.

A MAN in Amish clothes jumps out, scratching something into 
the ash. The helicopter leaves. Beth spots the man as he 
heads down the mountain.

BETH
Shit.

The man’s drawing ignites -- rekindling lava flows. Beth 
rolls back, a trail of fire separates her from Gunner. 

Silvio emerges, dragging a set of thin chains and the 
ornamental collar.

Gunner bounds towards Silvio, who catches him by the throat, 
disintegrating him.

SILVIO
You see what happens when you leave 
souls to roam freely?

BETH
I’m doing it Silvio, Silvio I can 
explain!

SILVIO
Do you remember these? I’ve 
improved them somewhat.
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Beth recoils at the sight of the collar and raises the Scythe 
to open a portal. Silvio moves fast, opening the collar -- 
revealing needle-like spikes inside.

Grabbing Beth, he CLAMPS the collar around her neck. It 
CLICKS shut. ENERGY FIZZES -- Beth SCREAMS. Silvio circles as 
the collar shocks her.

SILVIO
I’ve had them cursed. Each time the 
book wails you will be punished. 
Step outside the parameters of your 
task... You. Will. Be. punished.

More shocks.

SILVIO
And if I hear one more complaint 
from Charon...

He bends down to Beth.

SILVIO
I will kill you.

Silvio kicks her towards the Scythe.

SILVIO
Take it.

Beth crawls to grasp it. 

Silvio drags her by the chains to the edge of the volcano. 
Down below LAVA BUBBLES -- intense heat ripples the air. 

SILVIO
Last chance.

He throws her into the volcano -- lava rushes up to meet her. 
Her clothes begin to burn. Just before she smashes into the 
magma, she slices open a portal and falls through.

EXT. CONEY ISLAND - BEACH - NIGHT

Beth lands hard in shallow water, steam rising off her. She 
drags herself to her feet and slumps down on the beach, 
clothes burnt to cinders.

The book WAILS -- the collar shocks -- she pounds sand with 
her fists. The fairground is in the distance. She stands, 
looking at it, then turns away, slashing open a portal. 
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EXT. CHARON’S PIER

Charon leans on his oar. Beth approaches, leading a SOUL -- 
the book strapped to her back with the chains. 

The soul hurries towards the boat, limping from a bite mark 
in her leg. Charon ushers her onboard and turns to Beth, 
opening his hand. Beth drops a coin at his feet.

As he bends to pick it up Beth drives her knee into his face. 
Charon falls back. Beth spasms -- a shock running through her 
collar. Both of them grasp at the dirt on all fours.

BETH
(coughing)

Here’s your soul you back-stabbing 
snake.

CHARON
(rubbing skull)

I make no apology. Infernal law 
must be maintained.

They get to their feet.

CHARON
Your anger is understandable, but 
unjustified. I was merely doing my 
duty, which relies on you doing the 
same. With the resumption of souls 
into Hell, there is no need for 
further conflict. I will tell 
Silvio...

Beth whirls, jabbing the Scythe at Charon -- 

BETH
You’ve done enough!

A ripple of energy snakes around the blade -- Beth is taken 
aback -- the energy dies down. She calms.

BETH
 I won’t be a slave forever.

Beth walks off down the path as Charon boards the boat and 
sets sail.

FADE TO BLACK.

54.



55.

TAG:

EXT. NEW YORK - STREET - NIGHT

Police guard the cordoned off area around Joe’s apartment. 
Hemastus watches them from the shadows, then drags two body 
bags into an alley. 

INT. STAIRS - CONTINUOUS

Hemastus arrives at an old, rusty door. Producing a key, he 
shoves it into the lock.

INT. DISUSED TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS

The tunnel is dark. The bags SCRAPE along the floor. Another 
lock CLICKS.

INT. CULT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS

Debris is shoved out the way as Hemastus pushes himself 
through the hidden door to the chamber.

Water DRIPS from the open roof. Hemastus steers the bags 
through charred wood and wreckage. He drops the bags and 
looks around the empty room.

HEMASTUS
Sire, are you there my Lord?

Silence.

A SCRAPING sound. Hemastus looks down to see a message being 
written in the dirt at his feet.

ON FLOOR - ‘Y E S’

Hemastus is overjoyed. Behind him the bags begin to RUSTLE.

HEMASTUS
I brought them my Lord, just as you 
commanded.

He unzips the bags. Gregory and Ben squirm out, hands tied 
and gagged. Hemastus yanks them to their knees. Gregory 
VOICES stifled complaints and tries to stand.
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HEMASTUS
(yelling)

You will kneel!

Shocked, Gregory obeys. Ben looks to Gregory, tears in his 
eyes. Gregory blinks his assurance.

HEMASTUS
Please take these sacrifices as my 
gift to you, oh Most High, Lord of 
All...

Gregory throws himself at Hemastus. Ben makes a break for the 
door. He makes it a few meters before suddenly stopping, 
caught in an invisible grip and is lifted off his feet.

Hemastus pins Gregory down, knee to back and pulls his head 
up to watch.

Ben’s head jerks to the right, his spine coming out of his 
SNAPPED neck. His body falls to the floor. 

Gregory SCREAMS in anguish -- something tugs at his head. He 
is pulled out from under Hemastus. A chunk of his skull 
disappears with a sickening CRUNCH, tearing off his gag.

GREGORY
B... Ben.

Hemastus kneels, holding both hands up in supplication.

The bodies begin to disappear one bite at a time. Hemastus 
watches on with a smile.

HEMASTUS
Joe is eternal.

CUT TO BLACK.

POST CREDITS SCENE --

EXT. CITY STREETS - NIGHT

Desaturated city streets flash by as Stacy dashes through the 
bustling throng -- darting in and out of alleyways, tattered 
rags flowing ethereally behind her.

The MUFFLED VOICES of pedestrians doing little to drown out 
the HOWLS and JEERS chasing her. 
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She darts around a corner and dips into an alcove -- 
creatures and shadows speed by in a pack.

She flees in the opposite direction, down a long street that 
leads to the ocean.

She emerges on the promenade -- the distant flashing lights 
of the colourless Cyclone, twinkling against the black ocean, 
before being highlighted by a purple hue.

                         THE END
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