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FADE | N:

EXT. OPEN WATER — DUSK

Fog bl ankets the sea so thick it swallows the horizon. The world
feel s unfini shed.

A SMALL PASSENGER BOAT cuts through the gray, its engine | ow and
strai ned. The sound dies quickly in the mst, as if the fog absorbs
it.

NOR (14) stands near the rail, steady despite the rocking. Her eyes
scan the water, the shoreline, the fog itself —searching for threat,
exits, angles.

This place already knows we’'re coni ng

The BOAT SLOWS.



A SHADOWED SHORELI NE ener ges —crooked docks, gas | anps burning too
[ ow, buil dings hunched |ike they’'re bracing.

The fog does not lift. It parts.

I NT. BOAT — CONTI NUOUS

KIM (14) tightens the strap of her satchel, gaze flicking between the
ot her passengers. She notices what others don’'t:

—No one speaks. —No phones. —No one | ooks directly at the shore.

They’ ve | earned sonething. O they’ ve been taught.

Behi nd her, EMA (14) hesitates, fingers curled around her bag. The
fog brushes the edge of the boat —slow, deliberate —and Ema
stiffens.

Her breath catches.

It’'s cl ose.

The BOAT GRI NDS agai nst the dock.

EXT. DOCK — CONTI NUOUS

Nor is the first to step off. Her boots hit wet planks. She inhales —
sharp, controlled

The air snells briny...and ol d.

Kimfoll ows. The dock CREAKS beneath her weight, |ouder than it
shoul d be.

Ema lingers at the edge. The fog coils near her boots, testing.

She steps down.



The fog withdraws.

A MAN becones visible at the end of the dock —not approachi ng so
much as allowed to be seen. Hi s coat hangs heavy with noisture. Hs
hat hi des his eyes.

He studi es them

DOCK MAN Road’ s that way.

He gestures vaguely toward town.

Ema feels it —certainty. He's been waiting.

EMA (I ow) Does everyone—The man is already gone.

The fog cl oses where he stood.

EXT. HARBOR TOWN — MOVENTS LATER

The girls wal k together through narrow streets of stone and gaslight.
W NDOAS SHUT as they pass. A DOOR LOCKS.

Kim gl ances up —a curtain stirs. Someone wat ches.

Nor notes every sound, every reflection.

This place doesn’t want w tnesses. It wants records.

At the edge of town, a RUSTED SCHOOL BUS waits. Engine idling. Door
open.

The DRI VER sits inside, pale eyes visible beneath a | ow hat.

BUS DRI VER You're | ate.



KIM Ai rport del ay.

The driver’s mouth twitches —not a smle.

BUS DRI VER Al ways i s.

They board.

I NT. SCHOOL BUS — MOVI NG — NI GHT

The bus lurches forward. Wt seats. Fogged wi ndows. A netallic scent
clings to the air.

No nmusic. No announcements.

After a long beat —

BUS DRIVER (O. S.) If you hear laughter fromthe woods...don’t | ook.

Ema gri ps her bag.

BUS DRIVER (O S.) If fire cones to you in dreans, stay near the
shore.

Ki m cl oses her eyes.

Nor nenorizes every word.

Through the w ndow, EMA glinpses sonething —a PALE FI GURE at the
treeline.

She bl i nks.

Not hi ng t here.

The road narrows. TREES CROAD | N. SYMBCLS fl ash past —carved,
pai nted, etched into stone.



Then —

The fog thins.

A STONE BRI DGE stretches ahead.

Beyond it —DUTCH HI GH.

The acadeny rises inpossibly fromthe |and —spires skewed at
unnatural angles, walls growm into the earth, lanterns glowing with
cold blue flane.

Ema presses to the glass, breath fogging.

It’s not a school

It’s a deci sion.

The bus stops.

BUS DRI VER End of the |ine.

They step off.

The bus pulls away inmedi ately, swallowed by trees.

The girls stand before the | RON GATE. Vines coil like veins. A SYMBOL
glows faintly at its center.

Nor reaches out.

Her hand touches the nmark.

A LONVHUM rippl es through stone and net al

The GATE OPENS.



They exchange one | ook —no fear, just understanding.

They step through.
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