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EXT. MOORPARK HILLS — DUSK

The last of the sun burns out over the California hills. Dry grass, wide sky, the specific orange-copper light of late October at 4:30 p.m.

CLAIRE PARKER (mid-30s, petite, long black hair pulled back, running clothes) jogs down a hill road. Easy stride. Someone who does this every day. She checks her watch.

She turns onto Rosewood Drive.

She stops.

The light at the end of the block is wrong. Orange, but not the sky. Moving.

Her house is on fire.

She runs toward it.

INT. PARKER HOUSE — ENTRYWAY — CONTINUOUS

Chaos compressed into images. A man she doesn't recognize. Her husband's voice saying her name once. The floor coming up fast.

Then:

Silence. Smoke. The sound of the fire finding its way through the house, room by room.

Claire lies on the entryway floor. Stab wound through her running sweater, left side. She is pantsless. Her eyes are open and wide and she is staring at the ceiling with the expression of someone who has been somewhere else and is not yet fully back.

Her arms come up. Reaching. Toward something above her. There is nothing above her.

A long beat.

She stands. Not the way an injured person stands. The way a person stands when something outside them has decided they will stand — the uprightness arriving in her spine from somewhere else. Her legs tremble. She stands anyway.

A chunk of burning ceiling falls six inches to her left. She walks around it without looking.

INT. PARKER HOUSE — LIVING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

The fire has started here. Working inward from the door. ROGER PARKER is on the floor. Three kids — TYSON (15), JORDIE (10), CJ (8). All of them.

Claire stands at the threshold. Takes it in.

Her lips tremble. She opens her mouth to make a sound. The grief is enormous and total and moving upward through her and then —

She cocks her head. Slightly left. Like she's heard something just outside the range of human hearing.

A beat.

She nods. Once. To empty air.

Her lip stops trembling.

She pulls the sweater over her head. Ties it around her waist like a skirt. Her long black hair falls forward. She doesn't rush. The fire is close now, the heat against the back of her neck, but her movement is steady and deliberate.

She finds the bat beside Roger's head. Wooden, bloodied. She picks it up and checks its weight in both hands, wrists rolling slowly.

Like a warrior checking a weapon before moving out.

From outside: a motorcycle idling. Close.

She turns toward the door.

EXT. PARKER HOUSE — DRIVEWAY — CONTINUOUS

MOTH (30s, thick-necked, sitting on a motorcycle at the driveway edge) is watching the living room window bloom orange from the inside. He has the look of a man watching something he made. Something that belongs to him.

The front door comes off its hinges.

Not kicked. Not pushed. Both hinges at once, outward, in a controlled burst that sends embers in a spray. Moth barely gets his arm up. When he blinks his eyes clear —

She's already across the driveway. He has half a second to register the wife, the one from inside, she was supposed to be — before she hits him with her full weight, both feet off the ground, and he is on the asphalt with her straddling his shoulders and pinning his arms with her knees.

The bat comes down once. Measured. His vision goes white.

When it clears she is looking down at him. Not with rage. With the patient focus of someone solving a problem they have already decided to solve.

His phone lights up on the bike beside them: TRENT CALLING.

Her eyes go to it. Back to him.

He throws his weight sideways. Gets her off. Makes his feet. Three steps to the shotgun holstered on the bike frame.

The bat comes down on his wrist. He hears the bones before he feels them.

**MOTH

*(through gritted teeth)

The compound. On the hill. Off Walnut Canyon.

She crouches in front of him. Same level. Same patient look.

She picks up the phone. Answers the call. Says nothing. Holds it open for a moment, letting Trent hear what he hears. Ends it.

She looks at Moth one last time.

The bat swings. Moth doesn't feel anything after that.

She takes the phone. Takes the bike. Leaves without looking back.

Behind her, the fire continues.

EXT. MOORPARK STREETS — NIGHT — MONTAGE

Claire on the motorcycle, moving through the dark Moorpark streets without lights. Purposeful. Going somewhere specific.

She stops once, consults the phone. Her head tilts left — that small, listening movement. Then she continues.

The city at night. Streetlights and empty intersections and the distant orange glow of a fire that has found something worth burning.

Then another glow. Different location.

Then another.

The camera pulls back to a wide shot of Moorpark spread across the valley. Multiple points of orange light. A pattern. A trail.

INT. MONTALVO COMPOUND — HILLTOP STUDY — NIGHT

DIEGO MONTALVO (40s, expensive clothes, a man who has never learned the difference between power and ownership) stands at the window of his hilltop study watching the valley below.

Orange light. One. Then another. Then a third.

He picks up his phone. Makes a call. It rings out. Makes another. Same. He is moving through his contacts like a man climbing stairs and finding each step missing.

A knock at the study door. He opens it. MARIA (70s, small, carrying the weight of knowing something terrible and being unable to stop it) stands there with a look he recognizes from childhood. The look she wore when she was done being patient.

**MARIA

*(quietly)

You remember what I told you when you started this. What comes when the old rules are broken.

**MONTALVO

I have protections. You taught me —

**MARIA

I taught you respect. You learned techniques. Those are not the same thing.

She puts something in his hand. An old photograph. He looks at it — a burned ranch, California hills, a lone figure walking away from the ruins. Written on the back: 1887.

**MARIA

My great-grandmother saw this once. A man burned a family for their land. They found his men one by one over three days, a trail leading back to his rancho. We knew what it was then. We have a name for it.

She looks at the orange lights in the valley below.

**MARIA

*(cont'd)

You are watching it come.

She leaves. He stands at the window with the photograph. His phone has gone quiet. All the calls he's made have gone to voicemail or rung out. The valley below has three fires burning and his people are at each of them and he is not hearing from any of them.

He goes to his desk. Opens a drawer. Begins arranging items — ritual objects, things his grandmother taught him to use for protection. His hands are steady. He has always been a man who responds to fear with more of what made him afraid in the first place.

INT. MONTALVO COMPOUND — HALLWAYS — LATER

The compound has gone quiet in a way that compounds don't go quiet when everything is fine. The men Montalvo had positioned at the gates are not at the gates. There is no sound of the usual activity.

Then: a sound from somewhere inside the walls. Then silence.

Then nothing.

INT. MONTALVO COMPOUND — STUDY — CONTINUOUS

Montalvo is still at his desk, still arranging and rearranging the ritual objects with the focused intensity of a man who has begun to understand that he is trying to plug holes in a dam with his hands. His lips are moving. He is saying things he has said before that have worked before.

The study door opens.

Claire Parker stands in the doorway.

She looks like what she is: a woman who has been stabbed and left for dead six hours ago and has been moving through the city on the strength of something that is not her own. The sweater-skirt. The hair. The bat in her right hand, loose, the way you hold a bat when you don't need to be threatening about it because the threat is already established. Her eyes are doing that thing — present and patient and operating on a logic that is older than this room.

Montalvo stands. He tries the rituals. His mouth moves, his hands move. The objects on the desk are arranged correctly. Nothing changes. She watches him try with the interest of someone watching a process they already know the outcome of.

He switches to language.

**MONTALVO

Whatever you want. Name it. Money, protection — I can make you untouchable. You know what I know. You've seen what I can do. We can —

She tilts her head. Left. The listening position. A beat. Returns to center.

**MONTALVO

*(voice cracking slightly)

Your kids. Your husband. I'm — what happened was —

Her head tilts again. Something listening to the words and weighing them against a scale she doesn't fully understand but that she can feel — the specific gravity of what is being measured. The weight on one side. The weight on the other.

The scale doesn't move.

She walks into the room.

Montalvo backs toward the window. He has run out of rituals and run out of words and what is left of him is just a man who has spent his whole life believing that enough of the right kind of power would make him safe from everything, who is now finding out what everything means.

**MONTALVO

*(barely)

It was just business. The Parker family — it was just a ritual. I didn't —

The bat swings.

Then again.

Then it's finished.

Claire stands in the wreckage of the room. Her head tilts one last time. Something listening. Something checking the account. Then the head returns to center, slowly, and when it is level she is simply Claire Parker standing in this room.

The uprightness goes out of her all at once.

She goes down.

The bat rolls three feet across the floor and stops. Her hand is open, fingers loose.

She is breathing. Barely. But breathing.

Through the window: the orange glow of the valley below. Not spreading. Already done.

*One Week Later

INT. SIMI VALLEY HOSPITAL — CLAIRE'S ROOM — DAY

A clean, quiet room. The ordinary sounds of a hospital corridor. Claire lies in the bed looking at a middle distance that is not any specific point in the room.

Maria comes in. She sits in the chair beside the bed without asking permission, without announcing herself, with the deliberateness of someone who knows they are exactly where they should be.

She says nothing for a long moment. Claire says nothing. Outside, a nurse passes in the corridor. Someone laughs at something. The world continues.

**MARIA

*(quietly)

You are wondering if you are cursed now.

Claire's eyes move to her. First voluntary eye contact she's made since waking.

**MARIA

You are not. The cup empties when the wine is poured.

**CLAIRE

*(raw, unused voice)

I remember everything.

**MARIA

Yes. You carried the weight. So you carry the memory.

**CLAIRE

I killed them.

**MARIA

No. It killed them. You guided. There is a difference.

*(beat)

Your anger would have burned you from the inside. What came was older. Colder. It does not feel. It balances.

**CLAIRE

I felt it listening. When it saw the phones. It would stop and — ask. Before it used something it didn't understand. It asked me.

**MARIA

The old ones know war. They need us to teach them the new ways to find the old justice.

*(pause)

My grandson took what I taught him and used it to take, not to protect. He violated sanctuary. He violated innocence. He made your family the price of his protection and the world —

She stops. Something in her face moves through grief and guilt and the exhausted, ancient love of a person who watched someone they raised become something they didn't make.

**MARIA

*(cont'd)

The world has ways of righting itself.

A long silence. Maria stands. Moves toward the door with her deliberate, careful gait. At the threshold she pauses — a beat that echoes another threshold, a burning doorway — and turns back one last time.

Her eyes, in this final look, are older than her face.

**MARIA

There are some debts that transcend law. Transcend mercy. Transcend time.

She places the old photograph on the table by the door. The burned ranch. The lone figure. 1887.

**MARIA

*(cont'd)

These debts are paid in the oldest currency there is.

She's gone.

Claire lies still for a long moment. Then she reaches for the photograph. Studies the distant figure. Sees herself there. Sees the pattern. Sees that this happened before her and will happen after her and that she is one iteration of something enormous and ancient and entirely indifferent to whether it breaks the people it moves through.

She sets the photograph where she can see it from the bed.

She turns to look out the window.

She breathes.

*"You will know when she comes for you by her trail of dead."
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