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FADE | N.

EXT. CORNELL UNI VERSI TY QUAD - DAY

A crisp October afternoon, |eaves skittering across the quad in fiery golds
and rusts. A crowd of STUDENTS, bundled in scarves and hoodies, clusters
around a mekeshi ft stage. Banners readi ng ' FUTUREFRONT: OAN TOMORROW fl ap
in the wind. At the podium THEO CARVER, 42, lean and electric, grips the
mc with calloused hands. Hs flannel shirt is rolled to the el bows, eyes
burning with purpose.

THEO
They' Il tell you change is inpossible. That
power's a | ocked room But we've got the
key-right here, in this crowd. Truth is our
currency!

The students roar, phones aloft, |ivestream ng. Sonme wave hand- pai nted
signs: 'THEO FOR THE FUTURE.' A few skeptics linger at the edges, arns
crossed. The air huns with restless energy.

CQUT TGO

I NT. ELENA' S APARTMENT - DAY

A smal |, shadowed space in downtown Ithaca, cluttered with books and enpty
cof fee nmugs. ELENA CARVER, 38, sits hunched at a desk, her face lit by the
bl uish glow of a |laptop. Her hair is a nessy bun, dark circles under her
eyes. A framed photo beside her shows her and Theo, younger, |aughing under
awllowtree. On the screen, Theo's livestream plays, his voice echoing

t hrough tinny speakers.

THEO (V. Q)

(through | apt op)
We're not just a novenent. We're a proni se.
To every border, every cage-we'll break you.

Elena's lips twitch, a ghost of a snile. Her eyes don't |eave the screen.
Qutside, a distant siren wails, ignored.

Suddenly, a sharp CRACK splits the audio. On the livestream Theo stunbles
m d- sent ence, hand clutching his chest. Red bloons across his shirt. The
crowd SCREAMS, phones dropping, chaos erupting. Elena freezes, breath
caught. The feed glitches-Theo's body hits the stage, linp. Static. Then
bl ack.

ELENA
(whi sper, broken)
No. No, no, no-

Her hand sl ans the desk, knocking over a coffee nmug. It shatters on the
floor, brown liquid pooling. She stares at the blank screen, chest heaving,
as if willing it to rewind. The roomis silent now, save for her ragged

br eat hi ng.

I NT. ELENA'S APARTMENT - LATER

El ena sits nmotionless, the laptop closed. The photo of her and Theo stares
back. On the wall, news clippings and FutureFront flyers are

pi nned- headl i nes of Theo's rallies, his fiery speeches. A nuted TV in the
background flickers with a news anchor's sonber face, "Cornell shooting"
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scrolling across the ticker.

ELENA
(low, to herself)
Hm Who did this, Theo?

Her fingers trace the photo's edge, lingering on Theo' s scar above his
eyebrow. Her wedding band glints dully in the dimlight.

I NT. TOWPKI NS COUNTY HOSPI TAL MORGUE - NI GHT

A sterile, fluorescent chanber, cold air heavy with disinfectant. Elena
stands rigid beside a gurney, a sheet pulled back to reveal Theo's pale,
still face. Her own face is a mask of ruin, hazel eyes hollow. DETECTIVE
MARLA HENSHAW 50s, wiry with tired eyes, stands nearby, holding a plastic
evi dence bag with a burner phone inside.

MARLA
Found this in his jacket. Encrypted
nmessages-t hree of 'em Condol ences... and

paynment receipts. For the hit.

El ena's gaze snaps to the bag, hands trenbling as she takes it. Her voice
hardens, upstate accent cutting through.

ELENA
(sharp)
Paynment ? Sormeone paid for this?

MARLA
We're working on it. Could be VWyrkstan
Canada, or sone darknet crowd. Theo had
enemni es.

El ena stares at the phone, grief sharpening into something feral. Her thunb
presses against the bag, as if she could unlock it through sheer wll.

ELENA

(1 ow)
Hm 'l find them

I NT. ELENA'S APARTMENT - NI GHT

El ena sits at her desk, | aptop open again, the harsh bl ue gl ow casting
shadows on her face. She types furiously, downl oading Tor browser, her
novenments jerky but determ ned. The burner phone |ies beside her, screen
dark. Qutside, rain patters against the w ndow, streaking the glass.

ELENA
(to herself)
Truth is the only currency, Theo. Let's see
who spent it.

The browser | oads, a gateway to the digital abyss. Her reflection in the
screen | ooks haunted, but her jaw is set.

EXT. SUNSET PINES MOTEL - N GHT

A run-down roadside notel on Ithaca's outskirts, its neon 'VACANCY' sign
flickering sickly green. Elena pulls up in a beat-up sedan, hauling a duffel
bag. The cracked asphalt crunches underfoot as she approaches a room key in
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hand. The air snells of danp earth and rust.

I NT. SUNSET PINES MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

Cl austrophobic, with stained carpets and chipped furniture. Elena sets up
her | aptop on a rickety table, the glow cutting through the sodi um vapor
yel | ow seeping through half-closed curtains. A knock at the door startles
her. She grabs a kitchen knife from her bag, edging to the peephole.

KI RAN PATEL, 25, stands outside, wiry and nervous under a beanie, |aptop bag
sl ung over his shoul der. Elena opens the door a crack, knife hidden behind
her back.

Kl RAN
(stunbling)
Hey, uh, Elena? |'m Kiran. From FutureFront.
Theo was... | nean, | want to hel p. Ckay,

okay, 1've got skills. Decryption, coding-

El ena studies him eyes narrowing. A long beat of silence, rain drunm ng
out si de.

ELENA
(Iow)

Hm Prove it.

She steps aside, letting himin. Kiran sets up beside her, pulling out a
battered | aptop. Their screens glow in tandem casting harsh blues over
their sl eepless faces.

I NT. SUNSET PI NES MOTEL ROOM - LATER

Hours pass. Kiran cracks one of the burner phone nessages, text scrolling in
green on bl ack. Elena | eans over, her scuffed | eather jacket-Theo's-hanging
| oose on her frane.

Kl RAN
(excited)
Ckay, okay, it's coded. 'The Last Mle.'
Sounds like a transaction term Fina
paynment for a hit.

ELENA
(tense)
Wiere's it fronf?

Kl RAN
Traci ng now. | P bounces-Syracuse, naybe.
Coul d be VWyrkstan operatives. O a front.

El ena' s hands cl ench. The buzz of the nmotel neon outside hunms through the
wal | s, a constant drone.

EXT. SYRACUSE WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

A derelict industrial zone, rusted shipping containers under flickering
streetlights. Elena, in Theo's jacket, noves through shadows, a flashlight
in hand. Kiran trails, nervous, clutching his |aptop. They approach a
crunbl i ng warehouse, oxide greens of decay blending into the slate gray

ni ght.
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4.

I nside, DM TRl VOLKOV, 40s, a grizzled VWrkstan operative, waits, cigarette
gl owi ng. El ena steps forward, voice |ow but steel-hard.

ELENA
You wat ched Theo die. Did you pull the
trigger?

DM TR

(1aughi ng, accented)
Watched with interest, yes. Paid? No. My
country doesn't waste bullets on dreamers.

Elena's fists tighten, but Dmitri flicks his cigarette, unnoved. The air is
thick with tension, broken only by the distant clang of netal.

EXT. TORONTO BACK ALLEY - N GHT

A narrow, grimy alley, sodiumlights casting | ong shadows. El ena neets a
CANADI AN DI PLOVAT, 50s, nervous in a trench coat. He hands her a USB drive,
gl anci ng over his shoul der.

DI PLOVAT
We surveilled Carver. But we didn't kill
him Listen to this-his |ast speech.
There's... something init.

El ena takes the drive, her face unreadable. The di pl omat vani shes into the
night as a |l ow synth drone builds, mirroring her unease.

I NT. SUNSET PI NES MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

El ena plugs the USB into her |aptop, headphones on. Theo's voice plays, his
final speech-then a hidden frequency warps it, a ghostly undertone. Her face
pal es, eyes w de. She yanks off the headphones, breath uneven.

ELENA
(whi sper)
VWhat the hell, Theo?

Kiran | ooks over, concerned. Qutside, the neon buzz grows | ouder,
oppr essi ve.

Kl RAN
What is it?
ELENA
(shaken)

Hm Sonet hi ng personal. Not just politics.

I NT. SUNSET PI NES MOTEL ROOM - LATER

El ena' s | aptop screen shows forum posts-darknet trolls doxxing her |ocation.
Threats scroll: "Carver's wi dow, we see you." Her phone buzzes-Detective
Mar | a Henshaw.

MARLA (V. Q)
El ena, stop this. They're closing in. You're
next .

El ena sl ans the phone down, staring at the screen. Her hands shake, the
wei ght of it all crushing her.
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I NT. SUNSET PINES MOTEL ROCOM - 3 A M

El ena sits alone, laptop snmashed on the floor, fragnments scattered. She
hol ds the headphones, Theo's warped voice | ooping through static. Her face
is ash-white, eyes red-rimred. The roomfeels |like a cage, grime and neon
pressing in.

ELENA
(to hersel f, broken)
I"'mlosing it. Chasing ghosts.

The synth drone of the score huns |ow, dread building in the silence. Her
breathing is ragged, intimate in the void.

I NT. SUNSET PINES MOTEL ROOM - DAWN

Kiran returns, salvaging data fromthe broken | aptop. He isolates the
frequency on the USB audi o, his voice urgent.

Kl RAN
Ckay, okay, it's a signal. Tied to a
FutureFront insider. Soneone cl ose to Theo.

El ena | ooks up, hollow but reigniting. She nods, resolve hardening.

ELENA
(I'ow)

Hm Let's end this.

EXT. CORNELL UNI VERSITY QUAD - N GHT

The quad is enpty, save for the loom ng clock tower. Elena and Kiran
approach, wind tearing at their coats. Inside, the ticking of the clock is
deafening as they clinb.

I NT. CORNELL CLOCK TOWER - M DNI GHT

LI LA VOSS, 40s, angul ar and cold, stands under the massive clock hands. Her
silver pendant glints-a relic of her past with Theo. Elena steps forward,
recordi ng on her phone, voice steady despite her trenbling hands.

ELENA
You sold himout, Lila. Wo paid you?

LI LA
(smoot h, sharp inhal e)
Not noney. Survival. A tech
billionaire-FutureFront's data was his
weapon. Theo woul d' ve rui ned everyt hi ng.

Elena's face twists, betrayal cutting deep. Lila lunges with a knife, but
Kiran tackl es her, disarmng her as the blade clatters. Police lights flash
bel ow- Marl a's team cl osing in.

El ena upl oads the recording to FutureFront's network, fingers flying over
her phone. The truth streanms to mllions, Theo's | egacy weaponi zed. Her eyes
are hard, m ssion conplete.

EXT. CORNELL CLOCK TOAER LEDGE - DAV

El ena stands alone on the | edge, wind tearing at her coat. She holds an urn,
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scattering Theo's ashes over the quad bel ow They catch the first |ight,
golds and rusts swirling in the air. Her face is hollowed but resol ute,
grief carried away on the breeze.

FADE QOUT.

THE END
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