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    For my family, who remind me that magic exists in everyday life.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "When worlds collide, only the brave will survive."

      

    


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - AFTERNOON

A soft beeping fills the room, steady and rhythmic.

KIERAN LOCKE's 60-year-old father, ALARIC, lies motionless in a hospital bed, hooked to machines that breathe and beat in his place. A ventilator hums. A plastic tube snakes into his mouth. His face is pale, sunken, barely clinging to this world.

Kieran, late 20s. Tall and lean. A haunting intensity lingers in his eyes, the kind born of years spent wrestling with regret. His sharp features and pale skin give him an almost ghostly presence, like he's always halfway between this world and another. There's a storm beneath the surface, grief, guilt... and something darker he's been trying to bury.

Mirrors distort around him. 

When he walks past glass or mirrors, his reflection appears slightly delayed, noticeable only if you are truly paying attention.

One by one, people come and go whispering soft words or placing a hand on Alaric's arm. Each of them gives Kieran a look of sympathy. He nods, but never truly reacts.

Finally, Kieran steps closer to his father. He folds his arms behind his back and lowers his head.


KIERAN



You had everything you wanted. Except me.

A beat.


KIERAN



I'm sorry I wasn't enough.

Kieran grabs his father's hand and stares at the ring on his finger, A thick gold band etched with strange markings, faintly glowing under the sterile light.

The ring is gold and etched with faint Norse runes. When it catches the right light, it shimmers with a gleam, as if the Northern Lights themselves dance across its surface.

Without hesitation, Kieran slips the ring off and drops it into his pocket.

The machines keep humming. The beeping continues. Kieran walks out without looking back.

INT. KIERAN'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

A cramped, one bedroom apartment. Mess everywhere; takeout boxes, empty coffee mugs, clothes draped over furniture.

The bathroom door hangs ajar. A flickering light pulses from inside.

Kieran pulls the ring from his pocket. He studies it. Then slips it on. A silent pulse. A jolt of energy across his skin.


KIERAN



What the hell was that?

EXT. SIDEWALK - DAY

CARD: Six Months Later

Drivers honk as they pass. People walk with purpose, brushing past one another. Street musicians play. A guy rants to himself near a trash can.

Kieran stumbles out of a cramped shop, eyes adjusting to the light. Above him, a flickering sign reads: Kikimora's Potions.

Kieran's hoodie torn. One shoe's duct-taped. A receipt flutters out of his pocket like it gave up on him too. He moves like he's in a fog. A reflective building catches his eye. He glances, and his reflection still lags behind by half a second. He keeps walking.  

He collides with a man, SAMIRION DRAKE, who seems to embody the opposite of Kieran's luck.

SAMIRION DRAKE is in his late 20s Lean, scruffy, and quick on his feet, Samirion looks like he's lived a hundred lives on the street. There's a strange intensity behind his crooked smile, like he knows something that you don't. He carries a quiet swagger, rough around the edges, but oddly magnetic. He's the kind of guy who could charm you, rob you, and leave you wondering if it was fate.


KIERAN



Oh, I'm sorry


SAMIRION

(smiling) 



It's all good, my man. 

Samirion slips the ring right off Kieran's finger without him even noticing. Samirion ducks off into an alleyway to check out the ring. He pulls the ring back out of his pocket.

A beat.


SAMIRION



Cool looking ring. Not my style but it's got to be worth something.

Samirion slips the ring onto his finger. A wave of energy bursts from it, rippling through him and Kieran. Both men freeze, stunned.

The street warps for a split second, like heat rising off asphalt.


SAMIRION

(surprised, nervous)



What the hell was that?!


JUMP CUT TO:



Kieran looks down at his hand when the wave of energy goes through him.


KIERAN

(happiness)



Hell yeah! Thank GOD! She was right!

Samirion steps out of the alley. A car zooms past splashing a puddle of water all over him.


SAMIRION



Great. Just great!

INT. GAS STATION - MOMENTS LATER

Kieran approaches the counter and drops a dollar in change.


KIERAN



Let me get one of those scratch-offs.


CASHIER



Which one?


KIERAN



Any one of them... I'm feeling lucky.


CASHIER



Here you go. Hopefully you win, because you could use a shower right about now.


KIERAN

(aggravated)



Well thanks asshole.

Kieran scratches the ticket slowly. The first box: $20,000.


KIERAN



Oh yeah, baby.

He scratches faster another $20,000. He laughs, then goes for the third box, and it's another $20,000.

Kieran leaps into the air, screaming.


KIERAN



I won! I freaking won!


CASHIER



Hey, pal, I was only joking around about the whole shower thing.


KIERAN

(laughs)



Sure, you were.

Kieran walks out, grinning ear to ear. 

INT. BAR - AFTERNOON

Samirion sits in a corner booth, waiting for the WAITRESS to come take his order.

The waitress is in her late 20s, with stormy eyes that seem to see through people. Her blonde hair is tied in a loose, carefree bun. There's something offbeat about her, like she's not just here to serve drinks.


WAITRESS 



What are you having?


SAMIRION

(grumpy)



A bad day, that's what I'm having.


WAITRESS 

(sarcastic)



NO, genius. What do you want to drink?


SAMIRION



Oh, a Jack and Coke, please.


WAITRESS 



I'll be right back.

Samirion reaches into his pocket, just pocket lint. He looks down with a clueless expression, wondering what happened to all his money.


SAMIRION

(frustrated)



You've gotta be kidding me. What the hell is going on with me today?


WAITRESS 



Here you go. That will be $7.50, and don't forget a tip, buddy.


SAMIRION



I must have been pickpocketed before I walked in. I don't have any money.

Samirion taps his finger on the table, shaking his head.

Defeated.


WAITRESS 



No money, no drinks. Period!

The waitress extends her hand — expectantly.


SAMIRION



All I have is this ring.


WAITRESS 



Take it off and let me take a look at it. If it's worth anything, I'll let you get a hundred bucks worth of drinks. Sounds good to you hun?


SAMIRION



Hell yeah, hang on.

He tugs at the ring twists, pulls, but it won't budge. The entire bar turns to watch. The waitress just smiles.


WAITRESS 



Let me help you out with that.

She grabs his hand and to everyone's surprise she slips his ring finger into her mouth, trying to loosen it. No luck. The bar erupts with laughter and cheers.

The BARTENDER is a burly smartass with a beer gut, a stained apron, and a permanent smirk. He's quick with a joke, quicker with an insult, and runs the bar like it's his personal comedy club.


BARTENDER



Hey, I have a ring that I need you to get off!


WAITRESS 

(laughs)



Oh, I bet you do hun!

The bartender goes back to cleaning the bar and talking with the other patrons.


WAITRESS  



Well, I'll be damned, sweetie. That trick usually works. Looks like you're not getting any drinks today.


SAMIRION



Alright, alright... damn...

As Samirion goes to leave the bar, he walks right into the door.


BARTENDER



Hey, it's a pull not a push dumbass!

Samirion shakes it off and turns back to give the bartender the bird, and walks out.

INT. MALL - LATER

Kieran browses the mall, trying on new clothes.

As Kieran leaves the mall, he spots Samirion through the window.


KIERAN

(to himself)



The man looks worse than I did, but he's a thief, so why should I care? He'll be fine, but if someone steals it from him. I won't be lucky anymore, he will. I can't let that happen.

Kieran walks out and begins to follow Samirion. 

INT. PAWN SHOP - CONT.

Kieran follows Samirion into the pawn shop. Samirion heads to the counter. Kieran lingers, pretending to browse, but he's listening in.

The SHOP OWNER is a scrappy old-timer in a grease stained vest, armed with sharp tools and a sharper tongue. Something's wrong with the skin behind his left ear. It's peeling, and looks unnatural.


SHOP OWNER



What can I help you with?


SAMIRION



I want to pawn my ring, but I can't seem to get this damn thing off.


SHOP OWNER



Well, let me take a look at it. Let's see what's going on here.


SAMIRION



I tried and tried but no luck.

The Shop Owner pulls out a tub of KY Jelly from under the counter. Kieran stiffens, watching nervously.


SAMIRION

(surprised)



Whoa, whoa, is that freaking KY jelly? Keep that away from my hand, man. I don't know what you've been doing with that!


SHOP OWNER



Son, you need to calm down. I own a pawn shop for God sakes. I have this specifically for situations like this one.


SAMIRION

(joking)



Man, I was about to go ham on you for a second. You had me sweating, my guy.

Kieran snickers, accidentally bumps a vase off the shelf. It hits the floor without breaking. Samirion and the shop owner both turn to look at Kieran.


SHOP OWNER



HEY, sum bitch! If you break it, you buy it!


KIERAN



Sorry Sir... It's fine, it doesn't even have a scratch on it.

Samirion glances over at Kieran, confused.


SAMIRION



Do I know you?


KIERAN

(nervous)



No, not me. I'm new to the city, just got in town about an hour ago.


SAMIRION



Umm... okay...


SHOP OWNER



Are you ready to give this a go?

Samirion turns back to the shop owner, buzzing with anticipation.


SAMIRION



Hell yeah. Let's get this damn thing off.

The shop owner grabs Samirion's hand and dips his finger into the KY. He twists, and pulls, but nothing. The ring won't budge.


SHOP OWNER

(aggravated)



This sum bitch is a pain. Let's try and cut it off. I have a grinder in the back.


SAMIRION

(shocked)



Whoa! It's not going to be worth that much if you do.


SHOP OWNER

(laughs)



Gold is gold son, so why don't you let me worry about that.


SAMIRION

(scared/nervous)



OK, but you better not cut my damn finger off man. I'm not playing around. I've been having some shitty ass luck today and that's the last damn thing I need.


SHOP OWNER



Quit being a puss and come on. 

Samirion and the Shop Owner walk to the back. Kieran starts talking to himself.


KIERAN

(panicking)



It's not going to work. It didn't work for me, so it won't work for him. Someone has to take it from him without him knowing. That's the only way.

The shop owner turns on the grinder and attempts to cut through the ring, but it won't cut.


SHOP OWNER

(surprised/dumbfounded)



My damn grinder won't even cut through it.

The grinder blade breaks and a piece flies into Samirion's face.


SAMIRION

(angry)



What the hell man! Are you trying to kill me?

Samirion walks over to a mirror on the wall to look at his face. He notices that he doesn't have a single scratch.


SAMIRION 

(mumbles)



That's weird...


SHOP OWNER

(frustration)



It's not my fault pal. That ring is made out of some tough shit. Here you go.

The shop owner tosses Samirion a rag. Samirion and the Shop Owner walks out from the back.


SHOP OWNER 



Boy, I'll tell you something, that thing on your finger isn't normal, far from it.


SAMIRION



What do you mean?


SHOP OWNER



Son, are you not picking up what I'm putting down? It's some devil shit I tell you. You need to go three blocks up and see the witch lady, Kikimora. The name of her shop is Kikimora's potions. You can't miss it. Now run along and get that sum bitch out my shop.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONT.

Kieran walks out, panicked, and dips off into the alley outside of the shop talking to himself.

The streets are busy with heavy traffic. Sidewalks filled with people. You can hear construction noises fading as Kieran walks deeper into the alleyway.


KIERAN



If he talks to Kikimora, he's going to know everything about the ring. I'm not feeling so lucky right now.

INT. PAWN SHOP - MOMENTS LATER

Samirion leaves the pawn shop.


SAMIRION



Thanks for nothing you old bastard.

He walks straight into the door hitting his face.


SAMIRION 

(disappointed)



Not again!


SHOP OWNER



It's a pull not a push, dumbass!

Samirion looks back at the shop owner with anger in his eyes.


SAMIRION



I'm going to slap the next person  that calls me a dumbass for walking into a door.

EXT. SIDEWALK - STREET - CONT.

Samirion begins to head three blocks up to Kikimora's Potions, as Kieran continues to follow behind him at a safe distance. Samirion goes to cross the street and boom! Out of nowhere, he's struck by a taxicab.


KIERAN



Damn that looks like it hurt! Only plus side about the ring is you can't die if you're wearing it, but you can feel every bit of the pain,  hahaha.

The TAXI-DRIVER, 40s, with darting eyes, nicotine stained fingers, and a voice that sounds like it's used to talking its way out of trouble. His jokes come fast, but so do the excuses, like someone who's always one step ahead of a lie.

He immediately stops and gets out of the cab to see if Samirion is OK.


TAXI-DRIVER



Hey man are you OK? I didn't see you! You came out of nowhere!

Samirion, lying flat on his back, is having a hard time catching his breath.


SAMIRION



I think so. I'm just going to lay here for a sec. You know, until my soul comes back to my body.


TAXI-DRIVER



Do you need me to call 911?


SAMIRION



NO! NO! NO! Don't do that. I'm fine!


TAXI-DRIVER



Hey, man I'm not at fault here. You ran out in front of me, So don't even try to play victim.


SAMIRION



I'm not playing victim. Didn't I just say that I was fine!?


TAXI-DRIVER

(jokingly)



OK, good, because my insurance is already higher than Willy Nelson and Snoop Dog combined.

Samirion gets up off of the ground and starts to head to Kikimora's shop with a slight limp that seems to go away with every step.


KIERAN



Maybe I can slow him down, so he  doesn't make it to Kikimora's before she closes. Then wait until he passes out, or drug him and put his ass on a plane to Mexico.

A beat.


KIERAN



With all that bad luck he'll never make it back to the Big Apple!

Kieran gets ahead of Samirion to try and set a trap to slow him down.


KIERAN 



HAHA a manhole. I'll take the cover off of it and he'll most likely fall in it.

Kieran hides behind a dumpster, waiting for Samirion to walk by. As Samirion walks by, Kieran notices Samirion walk over the manhole without falling in.


KIERAN 



WTF was that? That fucker should of fallen right into it.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONT.

Samirion cuts through the next alleyway. Out of nowhere, Kieran hears someone yell "watch out!!"

Kieran turns and looks to see a window unit falling from nine stories above, landing right on top of Samirion. Kieran, with joy in his eyes and heart, smiles and says excitedly to himself.


KIERAN 



That's even better!

Kieran begins to look around to make SURE no one was watching.


KIERAN 



Here's my chance to get him while he's out cold.

Kieran rushes over to Samirion. He starts to pick him up when  a LADY runs over. She's a frantic mess, in flip flops and a house robe, her hair has wild curls and her eyes are wide with guilt. She talks a mile a minute, equal parts concerned citizen and unfiltered sass.


LADY

(yelling)



911 is on the way, 911 is on the way! Don't move, sir.


KIERAN



Fuck! I can't take him now.


LADY



Is he alive is he alive?? Did I kill him? I'm so sorry please don't die.


KIERAN



Ma'am I think he'll be just fine.


LADY



Are you nuts? I just dropped my window unit on his head! He's far from OK.

Samirion starts to regain consciousness.


SAMIRION



Whaaaat happened?


KIERAN



Psycho Lady here dropped her window unit on your head.


LADY



For one, I'm not a psycho. And for two, it was an accident.


KIERAN



Haha! You should've led with it  was an accident.


LADY



Up yours, asshole. Sir, I'm terribly sorry, an ambulance is on the way.
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