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The Last Walk

Death had been walking for centuries.

He walked through ages that no longer had names. Through wars that blurred together until the screams sounded the same. Through rooms thick with incense and rot, where prayers clung to the air long after the voices that spoke them had gone silent. He walked through frozen fields where bodies lay stacked like discarded armor, and through hospitals humming with machines that delayed him but never stopped him.

One step.

One soul.

One ending.

At first, time meant nothing. It stretched and folded around him without weight. Empires rose, rotted, and vanished before he ever bothered to learn their banners. Kings cursed him. Tyrants begged. The innocent clung to him as if he might change his mind.

Death never did.

He did not judge.

He did not bargain.

He did not feel.

But centuries have a way of grinding down even what was never alive.

The world began to move too fast.

The living no longer waited in beds or fields. They died in motion—burning, spinning, shattering. Steel wrapped around flesh at impossible speeds. Roads cut through the land like scars that never healed, carrying lives toward their endings faster than Death could walk.

More and more, he arrived late.

He would stand beside twisted wreckage, robe stirring in the heat, and feel only echoes where souls should have been waiting. The world was outrunning him.

The scythe felt wrong in his hands now. Forged for shadow and silence, it had no place among headlights and asphalt. His robe dragged heavier with every passing century, catching on a world that no longer slowed for anything—not even the end.

The living did not fear footsteps in the dark anymore.

They feared the road at night.

That night, Death stood at the edge of a highway cutting through the desert like a black wound. The moon hung low and pale, offering no comfort. Heat still rose from the asphalt, carrying the smell of rubber, oil, and dust.

He felt the pull.

One last collection.

The soul burned bright and reckless, racing toward its ending without hesitation. There was no fear in it. Only momentum.

The sound came first.

An engine—not the dull whine of passing traffic, but something deeper. Throaty. Alive. A sound made by someone who rode not to escape death, but to remind himself he was alive.

The motorcycle tore across the highway, headlight cutting a white scar through the dark. The rider leaned forward, leather snapping in the wind, body and machine moving as one. He rode like the road belonged to him.

Death watched.

Speed did not change fate.

It only sharpened the moment it arrived.

The crash came sudden and absolute.

A shadow where there shouldn’t have been one. A curve taken too hard. Tires screamed as rubber fought physics and lost. Metal struck the guardrail and folded inward, and the rider followed—thrown from the bike and into the dirt like something already claimed.

Death did not hurry.

He never hurried.

By the time he reached the body, the man was already dying.

Blood soaked into the sand beneath him, dark and thick. One leg lay at an angle no living thing could survive. Each breath rattled, wet and broken. The stars above burned cold, indifferent to the ending unfolding beneath them.

The man laughed.

It was dry and painful and stubborn.

“Figures,” he rasped, staring up at the sky. “Always knew the road would take me.”

Death raised his scythe.

Then he stopped.

There was no fear in the man’s eyes. No pleading. No denial. Only a quiet acceptance, sharp-edged and unyielding, like someone who had already made peace with the end long before it arrived.

“You are not afraid,” Death said.

The man turned his head slightly, pain tightening his face. “Why would I be? I rode honest. Rode hard. That’s more than most.”

Death studied him more closely now.

This soul carried the weight of miles. Of nights spent chasing horizons instead of running from them. He belonged to the road in a way Death rarely saw anymore.

“Your name,” Death said.

The man’s lips twitched. “Grave Mile,” he said. “What they called me.”

Death felt the name settle into the air.

Grave Mile.

A distance measured in endings. A stretch of road you didn’t come back from.

“You wear it well,” Death said.

Grave Mile coughed, blood darkening his teeth. “Guess I earned it.”

Death looked down at himself then—at the robe, the scythe, the ancient shape of an ending that no longer fit the world it served. He felt the weight of every century press down on him, heavier than any soul he had ever carried.

“I am tired,” Death said.

The words felt dangerous. Unspoken for longer than memory.

Grave Mile’s eyes sharpened. “Didn’t think you were allowed to be.”

“I have walked long enough,” Death said. “The world no longer waits. It outruns me.”

The desert fell silent.

“There must always be a Death,” he continued. “Souls must still be collected. Endings must still be honored. But this age belongs to wheels and steel. To roads that never sleep.”

Grave Mile’s breathing slowed. The dark crept closer. “You saying I can keep riding?”

“Yes.”

The word struck like a mile marker you don’t see until it’s too late.

“Take my place,” Death said. “Ride where I can no longer walk. Collect those whose journey ends beneath engines and asphalt. Enforce the code the road remembers, even when people forget.”

Grave Mile swallowed, throat working. His eyes drifted toward the wreckage of his bike lying twisted nearby. “And the machine?”

Death turned toward it as well. The metal groaned softly, heat ticking as it cooled, as if listening.

“It will change,” Death said. “As you will.”

Grave Mile smiled through the pain. “Hell of a way to go.”

Death shook his head.

“No,” he said gently. “A beginning.”

Grave Mile exhaled his final breath.

The robe collapsed inward, empty.

The scythe dissolved into shadow.

Far down the silent highway, something turned over—an engine waking for the first time. Deep. Slow. Endless.

The night the Grim Reaper got a motorcycle, the highways learned how to scream.
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Cold Asphalt Awakening

Grave Mile woke to silence.

Not the silence of sleep, but the kind that presses in from all sides, heavy and absolute. The desert wind had stopped. The insects were gone. Even the road seemed to be holding its breath.

He lay flat on his back.

The first thing he noticed was the cold.

Not the cold of night air on skin, but something deeper—cold seeping up through his spine, through his shoulders, through the places where bones should have been shattered. Cold asphalt beneath him, smooth and unyielding.

He opened his eyes.

The stars were wrong.

Too sharp. Too clear. Each one burned like a wound punched through the sky. He could see forever between them, endless depth where there should have been darkness.

He tried to breathe.

His chest rose and fell easily. No pain. No rattle. No blood in his throat.

That should have terrified him.

Instead, it felt inevitable.

Grave Mile sat up.

His body moved smoothly, without hesitation. No broken bones. No torn muscle. No weakness. He looked down at himself and saw black leather where blood-soaked denim should have been. A heavy jacket clung to his shoulders, worn and cracked, but solid—old and new at the same time.

The wreckage was gone.

No twisted bike. No broken guardrail. No blood in the sand.

Only the road.

The highway stretched out in both directions, empty and endless. The moon hung low, reflected faintly in something dark and gleaming nearby.

He turned.

The motorcycle waited for him.

It stood upright without support, massive and patient, black chrome swallowing the light around it. Fire breathed slowly from the tailpipes, low and quiet, like something sleeping with one eye open. The engine ticked softly, cooling and heating at the same time, as if it existed outside normal rules.

Grave Mile stood.

His boots hit the asphalt with a weight that felt final. The sound echoed farther than it should have. Each step left a faint frost-like pattern on the road that faded as soon as he lifted his foot.

He reached up without thinking and touched his face.

The skin felt tight. Scarred.

He dragged his fingers down over his mouth and jaw and felt the ridges there—raised, etched deep. A pattern burned into him from the inside out. Not paint. Not damage.

A mark.

Memory stirred.

He closed his eyes and saw the old Death—robes heavy with centuries, eyes hollow with exhaustion. Heard the word again.

Take my place.

Grave Mile opened his eyes.

They reflected the road like black glass. No whites. No pupils. Just depth—oil-dark and endless.

A scarf hung loose around his neck, black and heavy. When he pulled it up to cover his mouth, the world felt... manageable. Normal enough to stand in. When he lowered it again, the air around him tightened, as if the night itself recognized what he was.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
C. CLEVENGER

C





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





