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FADE | N:

EXT. LI NCOLN H GH SCHOOL - MORNI NG

A | eafy Boston suburb in full October color. Students funnel
t hrough the front doors of a large public high school. Anong
t hem — DOUG E DEBUNKSLEY, 16, | anky, backpack overl| oaded,
earbuds in one ear. He's watching everything. Taking notes
on his phone.

A hand sl aps his shoul der. MARCUS, 16, Dougie's best friend
—built Iike a defensive lineman, gentle as a |ibrarian.

MARCUS
You hear about the new girl?

DOUd E
| just got here.

MARCUS
She says aliens abducted her. Like,
took her up in a ship. Showed her
t he gal axy.

DOUG E
(flat)
Sure they did.

MARCUS
Man, | knew you'd say that.

DOUG E
Because it's the correct thing to
say. Wat's her nane?

MARCUS
Eva Starling.

Dougi e types the nanme into his phone. Al ready researching
before they're through the doors.

I NT. LINCOLN HI GH - HALLWAY - CONTI NUOUS

The hal Il way buzzes. Clusters of students whisper and crane
their necks. At the center of their attention, noving

agai nst the current —EVA STARLING 16. Dark hair, quiet
eyes, an unhurried cal mthat nmakes the chaos around her seem
irrelevant. She notices the stares. Doesn't flinch.

Dougi e watches her fromacross the hall. H's expression:



i nterested, skeptical, intrigued.
I NT. LINCOLN HI GH - BI OLOGY CLASS - LATER

MR, THOWPSON, 50s, disappointingly enthusiastic about frogs,
| ectures. Dougi e's notebook is open but he's scribbling
gquestions rather than notes.

On his page: 'Eva Starling —alien abduction claim Mtive?
Attention? Trauma response? Prior history? A series of
guestion marks.

Rl CK HENDERSON, 17, letterman jacket, |eans over fromthe
next desk.

Rl CK
(1 ow)
Debunksl ey. You gonna go
interrogate the alien girl? That
your thing now?

DOUG E
(not | ooki ng up)
My thing is finding out what's
actually true. You should try it
sonet i ne.

Rick smrks. Goes back to doodling nothing.
| NT. LI NCOLN H GH - CAFETERI A - NOON

The cafeteria is loud and stratified. Eva sits alone at a
corner table, lunch untouched, staring out the wi ndow. Not
sul king —thinking. Her fingers trace slow circles on the
t abl et op.

Dougi e approaches with his tray. He doesn't ask perm ssion.
Just sits down across from her

DOUd E
Dougi e Debunksl ey. | heard you were
abducted by aliens.

Eva | ooks at him Not startled. Eval uating.

EVA
You're the first person to actually
say it to ny face. Everyone el se
j ust whi spers.

DOUG E



Wi spering's inefficient. So —
aliens. Tell ne.

EVA
You don't believe me already. | can
see it.

DOUG E

| believe you believe it. That's
actually nore interesting to ne.

A long beat. Eva studies him Something in his directness
seens to earn a point.

EVA
They canme at night. There was |ight
—not like a flashlight, nore |ike
the light was the thing. They
showed me places. O her systens.
Beings. It wasn't frightening. It
was |ike... being renenbered by
sonet hi ng enor nous.

DOUd E
VWhat did the inside of the ship
| ook |ike?

EVA

Curved walls, no seans. Surfaces

t hat responded when you touched
them Tenperature was perfect —not
warm not cool, just... neutral. No
sound.

DOUG E
No sound at all?

EVA
Not that ny ears could hear. But
under stood things. Like the know ng
cane before the words.

Dougie wites sonething in his notebook. Crosses it out.
Wites it again. He's rattled and hiding it well.

DOUG E
You said that exactly the sane way
both tinmes | asked about the ship
interior.

EVA
Because that's what it was.

The bell rings. Eva gathers her things. She pauses, then
pulls a crunpled slip of paper from her jacket pocket and



slides it across the table.

EVA
I f you want proof, cone here after
school. Don't bring anyone el se.

She wal ks away. Dougi e unfolds the paper. An address. A
time: 6:00 PM He stares at it.

I NT. LINCOLN HI GH - HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Marcus falls into step beside Dougi e.

MARCUS
So? Totally delusional, right?

DOUd E
She's consistent. Every detai
mat ches across nmultiple tellings.

MARCUS
That's call ed rehearsing, dude.

DOUd E
Maybe. I'mgoing to find out.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREETS - DUSK

Dougi e pedal s his bi ke through quiet streets. The sun is
| ow, painting everything anber. H's expression shifts
bet ween doubt and anticipation with every bl ock.

EXT. EVA'S HOUSE - DUSK

The house sits alone on a gentle rise —not haunt ed-creepy,
just isolated. Oder. Alittle neglected. Dougie parks his
bi ke agai nst the fence.

Sonet hi ng catches his eye in the overgrown | awn. He
crouches, brushes weeds aside. Partially buried in the soil:
a small, DI SC-SHAPED OBJECT, netallic, about the size of a
hockey puck. He digs it free, turns it over. Unusual surface
texture. He pockets it.

Bef ore he can knock, the front door opens. Eva, in a plain
dark jacket, watches himfromthe doorway.

EVA
You cane.



DOUG E
| cane to debunk you. Fair warning.

EVA
Fai r enough. Cone in.

I NT. EVA'S HOUSE - STUDY - CONTI NUOUS

Surprisingly warminsi de. Bookshelves lined with worn
vol unes —sci ence, cosnol ogy, signal theory. A cluttered
desk. This is a working space, not decoration.

Eva pulls a stack of photographs froma drawer. Lays them
out on the desk one by one. Dougie |eans in.

The first photos: stars, gal axies —ultra-high resolution,
sharper than any amateur tel escope should produce. Then
nmetal lic objects —conponents of sonething conpl ex. Dougie's
expression tightens.

The | ast phot ograph: Eva, surrounded by figures that are
di stinctly, unm stakably not human.

Si | ence.

DOUd E
Phot oshop.

EVA
(gentle, not offended)
| knew you'd say that. Follow ne.

EXT. EVA'S BACKYARD - N GHT

The backyard hol ds a nakeshift observatory —a converted
garden shed with a retractable roof and a bristling array of
homenmade equi pnent. Antennas, signal boosters, wiring that
di sappears into a central console.

DOUG E
You built this?

EVA
Mostly. Some of it was al ready
here. Watch

Eva operates the console. A low hum builds. Then —the sky
above them erupts in PATTERNS OF LI GHT. Not random
Geonetric. Pulsing in sequences, shapes form ng and

di ssolving wth precise choreography.



Dougi e stares upward. Hi s skeptic's brain visibly working —
drones, projectors, coordination —but the scale, the
preci sion...

EVA

(qui et)
They' re saying hell o.

The lights fade. The sky returns to ordinary stars. Dougie
slowy reaches into his pocket and draws out the disc he
found in the lawn. In the open air, away fromthe house —it
begins to GLON A soft, steady pulse of light fromwthin.

He stares at it. Eva stares at it. Then at each other.

DOUd E
| found this in your front yard.
Buri ed.

Eva's expression shifts. Recognition. And sonething |ike
relief.

DOUd E
VWhat is it?

EVA
| don't entirely know. But it's
been m ssing for nonths.

DOUG E
Dougi e | ooks at the glow ng disc. At the sky. At Eva.

DOUd E
| think we're just getting started.

CUT TO

EXT. EVA' S BACKYARD - LATER

They sit on the back steps. The disc sits between them on
the concrete, still pulsing faintly. Two teenagers at the
edge of sonething neither can nane.

EVA
You're thinking it's a setup. O
|"ma nessed-up kid with a great
i magi nati on.

DOUG E
Those are on the |ist, yeah.



EVA
They're on ny list too. Every day
since it happened, | wonder if I'm

crazy. And then | see the lights,
and it's too real.

DOUG E
How do you deal with not know ng?

EVA
| accept that not knowing is part
of it. Every answer opens twelve
nore questions. It's terrifying.
Al so kind of exhilarating.

DOUG E
(al nost to hinsel f)
Yeah. It kind of is.

He picks up the disc. Turns it over. The pul se syncs,
briefly, with his heartbeat.

| NT. DOUGE E'S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Dougie's room a controlled explosion of curiosity. Star
maps, printouts, a whiteboard covered in diagranms. He's at
hi s desk, surrounded by open browser tabs —scientific
journals, declassified governnent UAP reports, astrophysics
foruns.

The disc sits beside his keyboard, still faintly glow ng. He
phot ographs it fromevery angle. Measures it with a ruler.
4.3 inches in dianeter. No visible seans. No manufact urer
mar ki ngs. Surface material: unknown.

He opens a new docunment. Begins typing. 'EVA STARLI NG —Case
Notes. Day 1.'

He stares at the disc. Types: 'Wiat are you?

I NT. LOCAL UNI VERSI TY - SCI ENCE LI BRARY - DAY

Dougi e noves through towering shelves with the focused
energy of a doctoral student. Stacks papers,
cross-references. Stops on a physics journal: 'Quantum
Ent angl ement as a Medium for |nstantaneous Communi cation.'
Reads. Reads faster.

He pulls out the disc. Holds it near his phone's canera. The
phone screen briefly flickers —a cascade of static that
resolves into a geonetric pattern before cutting back to



normal . He stares.
| NT. LOCAL OBSERVATORY - EVEN NG

A doned room dom nated by a nmassive tel escope. DR HELLEN
MARKS, 40s, astrophysicist —patient eyes, coffee in hand —
listens as Dougie |lays out his notes on a table.

DOUd E
"' m not asking you to believe the
alien part. |I'm asking whet her

these light patterns could be
communi cation. And whether this
di sc could be a receiver

Dr. Marks exami nes the disc carefully. Doesn't touch it.
Studies it.

DR. MARKS
Have you considered the possibility
that it's not alien —but it is
extraordi nary? There are governnent
prograns working on real-tine space
communi cation. Well beyond what's
public.

DOUG E
Human- made but m sread as
extraterrestrial ?

DR. MARKS
It's not the strangest thing that's
happened in this field. 1'll give

you access to sone satellite
tracki ng data. But Dougi e —be
careful . Sone questions attract
attention.

She slides a folder across the table. He takes it.
EXT. SUBURBAN STREETS - NI GHT

Dougi e bi kes honme under a thick canopy of stars. The disc
glows in his jacket pocket, a faint warnth against his ribs.

EXT. EVA'S HOUSE - SATURDAY MORNI NG

Early norning quiet. Dougie and Eva at the kitchen table
i nsi de, surrounded by printouts and journals, the disc



10.

bet ween them —when a sharp KNOCK at the front door makes
t hem both freeze.

Eva's face drains of color.

EVA
(barely audi bl e)
They found ne.

DOUG E
Who?

Anot her knock. Harder.

Dougi e goes to the peephole. Qutside: a MMAN in a dark suit —
40s, inpassive, mlitary posture. Two nore suits visible
behi nd him

Dougi e opens the door on the chain.

DOUd E
Can | help you?

AGENT SM TH
Dougi e Debunksl ey. |I'm Agent Smth.

He flashes a badge —too fast to read.

AGENT SM TH
W need the itemyou found on this
property. It's governnent property.
Nat i onal security.

DOUG E
" m not sure what you're referring
to.

AGENT SM TH
You have five m nutes.

Dougi e cl oses the door. Goes back to Eva.

DOUd E
(hushed, urgent)
Government. O soneone pretending
to be. They want the disc.

EVA
W can't give it to them

DOUG E
We can't run either —they've got
the front covered. W show t hem
what it does. Cause confusion. Then
we run.
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EVA
That's not a plan, that's a prayer.

DOUd E
You got a better one in the next
four m nutes?

Eva picks up the disc.

EXT. EVA'S HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - MOMENTS LATER

Dougi e opens the door. Agent Smith and two AGENTS — JOHNSON
and RODRI GUEZ —stand on the path. Three dark suits. Three
bl ank faces.

DOUd E
Bef ore we di scuss anything —you
shoul d see what it does.

Eva steps forward and holds the disc toward the open sky.
The disc activates —a BEAM of structured |ight erupts
upward, projecting slowy rotating inmages: star systens,

gal axy formations, and cascadi ng sequences of synbols in an
unknown | anguage.

The agents stare. Smith's conposure wavers —just barely,
just for a nonment. Johnson and Rodriguez exchange a gl ance.
EVA
(to Dougi e)

Run.

They run. Of the porch, through the side gate, into the
nei ghbor hood. Shouts behind them The sound of pursuit.
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