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EXT. DOWNTOWN CITY STREET - DAY

The camera glides down a bustling city street — it's alive
with the everyday rhythm of urban life. Businesspeople rush,
coffee cups in hand. Cyclists swerve through traffic, horns
honk, and street vendors yell out to potential customers.
It’s a typical, busy afternoon in the city.

In the distance, we see a man approaching, striding with
purpose and elegance. This is MR. MAYHEM

(40s), tall and well-dressed in a sharp suit with an air of
confidence and charm. There’s a faint, playful smile on his
lips. He looks like he’s got not a care in the world — and
maybe that’s the problem.

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem’s polished leather shoes glide across
the pavement, avoiding cracks and puddles with effortless
precision.

MR. MAYHEM
(softly, to himself)
Ah, what a beautiful day for a
little... mayhem.

CUT TO:

EXT. SIDEWALK - STREET PERFORMER - DAY

A STREET PERFORMER, strumming an acoustic guitar, sings his
heart out to a few passerby. The hat at his feet is filled
with coins and small bills.

Mr. Mayhem casually approaches and, with a flick of his
wrist, tips the hat over, spilling the money into the street.

STREET PERFORMER
Hey, man! What the hell?!

A businesswoman on her phone steps on the scattered coins,
trips, and bumps into a hot dog vendor, who accidentally
spills mustard onto a nearby cyclist. The cyclist swerves,
avoiding the mustard, but crashes into a street sign,
knocking it loose. The sign spins wildly, sending pedestrians
dodging and weaving in a wave of confusion.

WIDE SHOT:

The once orderly sidewalk has erupted into total chaos.
People stumble, curse, and scramble to restore order.
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It's a domino effect — one small disturbance turning into a
cascading storm of confusion.

MR. MAYHEM
(whispering to himself,
amused)

Right on schedule.
As chaos swells behind him, Mr. Mayhem remains unaffected. He
casually crosses the street — an island of calm in a sea of
pandemonium.

CUT TO:

EXT. BANK ENTRANCE - DAY

Mr. Mayhem approaches the entrance of a stately old bank
building. He glances over his shoulder one last time at the
chaos he has created. In the background, a police siren wails
in the distance, heading toward the scene.

He smirks, then pulls out his phone and taps a button.

INT. BANK LOBBY - DAY

Inside the grand bank lobby, we see NATE (30s), Mr. Mayhem's
accomplice, dressed as a regular customer, sitting at a desk
across from a BANK CLERK. The clerk types away at his
computer, oblivious to the outside world.

Nate's phone vibrates on the table. He checks it:

TEXT MESSAGE (ON SCREEN):

"Showtime."

Nate smiles. With the clerk distracted, he swiftly slips a
USB drive into the computer port beneath the desk.

BACK TO MR. MAYHEM - EXT. BANK ENTRANCE - DAY

Mr. Mayhem enters the bank, pushing open the heavy glass
doors. As he steps inside, we hear the distant crash of a car
accident outside — another aftershock of his carefully

crafted mayhem.

The camera slowly zooms in on Mr. Mayhem's face, his eyes
glinting with satisfaction.



MR. MAYHEM
(quietly, with a grin)
Let the fun begin.

FADE OUT.

INT. BANK LOBBY - DAY

The grandiose interior of the bank contrasts the chaos
outside. Marble floors glisten, and tall windows let in
streams of natural light. Customers go about their business,
unaware of the brewing storm.

Mr. Mayhem strides confidently into the bank, surveying the
room. His eyes land on Nate, who is seated across from the
BANK CLERK, maintaining a calm, innocent demeanor.

CLOSE-UP: The USB drive plugged discreetly into the clerk's
computer under the desk. The red light on the USB flickers
once, then turns green — data transfer in progress.

Mr. Mayhem casually adjusts his cufflinks as he walks past a
row of customers waiting in line. As he moves toward the back
of the bank, he notices an elderly woman fumbling with her
cane near the counter. Without missing a beat, Mr. Mayhem
nudges a chair slightly out of place with his foot as he
passes.

WIDE SHOT:

The woman, in her attempt to sit, stumbles over the shifted
chair and knocks over a pile of deposit slips. Papers scatter
everywhere, and several bank customers rush to help her.

The BANK SECURITY GUARD, standing by the door, notices the
commotion and moves toward the woman to assist.

MR. MAYHEM
(under his breath)
Every little spark... causes a

fire.

The distraction draws the attention of the bank staff. As Mr.
Mayhem passes the teller desks, the BANK MANAGER steps out of
his office to investigate the situation. For a moment,
everyone in the bank is focused on the elderly woman and the
flurry of papers.

CUT TO:



INT. BANK CLERK'S DESK - DAY

Nate glances up from the clerk's computer. He gives a small,
almost imperceptible nod to Mr. Mayhem. The green light on
the USB blinks rapidly — the data has been successfully
extracted.

MR. MAYHEM
(under his breath, barely
audible)
And that's my cue.

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem subtly adjusts his tie, pressing a
hidden button on his cufflink.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE THE BANK - DAY

A delivery truck suddenly veers off course, its driver
panicking as the brakes fail. The truck slams into a parked
car right outside the bank, causing a loud, jarring crash.
Glass shatters everywhere, and the truck's horn blares in a
continuous, shrill tone.

CUT TO:

INT. BANK LOBBY - DAY

The crash outside shocks everyone inside the bank. Bank
customers and employees turn their heads, startled by the
noise. The security guard abandons the elderly woman to run
toward the door, scanning the street outside for the source
of the commotion.

MR. MAYHEM
(to himself, amused)
Timing is everything.

Mr. Mayhem glides toward Nate, who is standing up from his
seat, the USB drive tucked safely into his jacket pocket.
They make brief eye contact — no words are exchanged, but the
job is done.

NATE
(low, almost a whisper)
We're clear.
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Mr. Mayhem gives Nate a slight nod and heads toward the side
exit of the bank. Nate follows shortly behind, blending into
the distracted crowd.

CUT TO:

EXT. SIDE ALLEY - DAY

Mr. Mayhem and Nate exit through the side door of the bank,
stepping into a narrow alleyway behind the building. The
sounds of the street — sirens, honking, and the chaos they
orchestrated — echo in the distance, but this alley is quiet,
untouched.

Nate pulls out the USB drive and hands it to Mr. Mayhem. The
look in Nate's eyes is one of admiration — there's no denying
Mr. Mayhem's genius.

NATE
That was perfect. We got
everything.

MR. MAYHEM
(smirking)
The beauty of chaos, Nate, is that
no one ever looks where they
should.

Mr. Mayhem pockets the USB, taking a slow, satisfied breath.
He leans against the brick wall of the alley, savoring the
moment.

NATE
(smirking)
The truck.. really? You went for the
truck again?

MR. MAYHEM
(chuckling)
It's a classic for a reason. 01d
tricks are sometimes the best
tricks.

As they speak, the distant sirens grow louder. Mr. Mayhem
turns his head slightly, hearing the police cars rush toward
the front of the bank.

NATE
We should move.



MR. MAYHEM
(in no rush)
Patience. We let them chase ghosts
first.

Nate gives a nervous glance toward the alley entrance, but
Mr. Mayhem remains completely calm, enjoying the aftermath of
the storm he's created.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)
(softly, to himself)
Now, while the dogs bark at the
wrong tree... we move to the next.

Mr. Mayhem pushes himself off the wall and straightens his
jacket. He walks down the alley with Nate trailing just
behind, the chaos they've left behind growing fainter with
each step.

FADE OUT.

INT. POLICE PRECINCT - DAY

DETECTIVE SARAH CARTER (30s), sharp, no-nonsense, and
determined, sits at her desk in the busy police precinct. Her
desk is cluttered with files and reports, but one particular
folder is open in front of her. It's labeled: "CHAOS
INCIDENTS - UNEXPLAINED."

She taps her pen on the desk, staring at the photographs
inside — street accidents, disrupted events, and scattered
reports of mayhem. The photos may seem unrelated at first
glance, but Detective Carter's eyes narrow. She's piecing
something together.

CLOSE-UP: A photo of Mr. Mayhem, casually walking away from
the scene of a previous incident. The image is blurry, taken
by a security camera, but his face is just clear enough for
her to recognize him as a person of interest.

CUT TO:

INT. DETECTIVE CARTER'S OFFICE - DAY

Detective Carter closes the folder, her mind racing. She's
been tracking these disturbances for months, and though no
one else seems to believe it, she's convinced they're
connected to something bigger. There's a pattern — subtle but
there.



She grabs her coat, ready to act on her hunch.

CARTER
(to herself)
I'm not letting him slip through

again.

As she steps out of her office, her partner, OFFICER JAMES
TATE (early 30s), notices the determined look on her face.

TATE
Sarah, you on to something?
Carter gives him a quick glance but
doesn't slow down.

CARTER
I've got a lead. Keep an eye on the
precinct. I'll fill you in later.

Tate watches her rush out of the building, shaking his head
slightly. He knows that once Carter is on a case, she doesn't
stop until she cracks it.

CUT TO:

EXT. BANK - DAY

Carter arrives at the scene of the bank mayhem, police cars
already parked out front. Officers are interviewing
witnesses, and a small crowd has gathered to watch the
aftermath of the truck crash.

The damaged delivery truck is still sitting against a parked
car, its horn finally silent. The police have started to
cordon off the area, but it's clear that chaos has done its
job — the scene is a mess.

CARTER
(to herself)
Of course. A diversion.

She pushes through the crowd and flashes her badge at an
officer managing the perimeter.

CARTER (CONT'D)
(to the officer)
Detective Sarah Carter I'm going to
need to see the surveillance
footage.

CUT TO:



INT. POLICE STATION - DETECTIVE CARTER'S OFFICE - DAY

The camera pans through a cluttered yet organized office
filled with case files, photos, and stacks of paperwork. The
atmosphere is serious, and there's a clear sense of urgency.
The room's walls are lined with evidence boards, many of
which have photos of Mr. Mayhem's chaos: snapshots of broken
fire hydrants, traffic accidents, and small, seemingly
unrelated disturbances.

Sitting at her desk is DETECTIVE SARAH CARTER (30s), sharp-
eyed, focused, and driven. Her hands rest on a cup of coffee,
but it's long gone cold. She's reviewing security footage on
her computer screen — footage from inside the bank lobby from
the earlier scene.

CLOSE-UP: On the screen, we see a grainy image of Mr. Mayhem
calmly walking through the bank. His face is obscured
slightly, but Carter rewinds, then pauses the footage.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(muttering to herself)
There you are.

She zooms in on Mr. Mayhem's face, but it's still unclear.
His calm demeanor stands out against the background of chaos
caused by the truck crash outside the bank.

CUT TO:

A quick montage of Detective Carter's desk: various reports
and photos spread out in front of her. We see reports of
disturbances and accidents — all seemingly minor incidents —
but Carter is focused on something deeper.

DETECTIVE CARTER (CONT'D)
(to herself)
It's not random... 1t never is.

Just then, SERGEANT FRANK MILLS (40s), a rugged, skeptical
man, enters the office with a file in hand. He's clearly not
sold on Carter's theories, though he respects her
persistence.

SERGEANT MILLS
(half-smirking)
Carter, still chasing ghosts?

Carter doesn't even look up, keeping her eyes on the footage.



DETECTIVE CARTER
(serious)
Not ghosts. A pattern. I think this
guy 1is connected to the bank heists
last month.

Sergeant Mills raises an eyebrow, crossing his arms.

SERGEANT MILLS
You mean the pranks? The little
disturbances? You're really
thinking this joker is behind
multiple robberies?

DETECTIVE CARTER
He's not a prankster. He's
meticulous. He's using these
"little disturbances" to create
chaos. Every time there's mayhem,
something bigger is happening, and
no one notices.

SERGEANT MILLS
(skeptical)
Carter, people cause chaos all the
time. Some guy trips over his own
feet, and you're saying it's all
part of some master plan?

Carter stands, frustration flashing in her eyes. She pulls
out a map from her desk drawer and lays it on the table. The
map is dotted with pins — marking locations of Mr. Mayhem's
disturbances.

DETECTIVE CARTER
Look at this. Every time something
like this happens — a small
distraction, a car crash, a fire
alarm — there's a robbery or a data
breach. He's a master of chaos. He
doesn't need to hide. He just makes
sure no one's looking.

Sergeant Mills peers over the map, his arms still crossed. He
wants to dismiss it, but there's a nagging feeling that
Carter might be on to something.

SERGEANT MILLS
And you think this guy... what,
orchestrated that mess at the bank
today?
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Carter nods, tapping the security footage on her computer
screen. It shows the moment Mr. Mayhem causes the chair to
trip the elderly woman, then the escalating chaos.

DETECTIVE CARTER
Look at him. He's calm, collected —
he knew exactly what would happen
when he moved that chair. It wasn't
just luck. It's his pattern. While
everyone was focused on the old
woman and the truck crash,
something else was happening.

SERGEANT MILLS
(sighing)
You know, you've been pushing this
for months, Carter. And what have
we got? No leads, no names.

Just a guy who likes to stir things up.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(gritting her teeth)
That's because he's smart. He's
hiding in plain sight. I just need
a little more time to prove it.

Sergeant Mills glances at his watch, then shakes his head.

SERGEANT MILLS
I hope you're right. But I don't
think the brass are gonna buy it
much longer without something
solid.Keep Me posted!

He tosses a file on her desk and exits the office. Carter
watches him leave, the weight of the case pressing down on
her. She rubs her temple, knowing she's running out of time
to prove her theory.

CUT TO:

CLOSE-UP: Detective Carter rewinds the bank footage again,
her focus sharper. This time, her eyes fall on Nate, who was
seated with the bank clerk during the mayhem. She pauses the
screen.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(squinting)
Who are you?

She leans back, the wheels turning in her mind. Something
about Nate stands out, though she's not yet sure what.
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She quickly starts pulling up bank records and security
footage from previous incidents, hunting for any sign of this
mysterious accomplice.

FADE OUT.

EXT. UPSCALE NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

A luxurious neighborhood, lined with high-end cars and
pristinely kept houses. The camera follows a sleek, black car
pulling up to the curb in front of a tech mogul's mansion.
The car door opens, and Mr. Mayhem steps out, dressed down
this time in a casual, stylish jacket, sunglasses on. His
calm and confident demeanor hasn't changed.

Nate exits the car from the passenger side, holding a tablet,
tapping away at the screen as they approach the front gate.

NATE

(low)
This guy's sitting on a gold mine
of data. Corporate secrets,
financial records... It's all
locked up in his home system.
Getting in will be tricky, though.
High-level security. This isn't
some neighborhood bank.

MR. MAYHEM
(amused)
That's what makes it fun, Nate. You
know I don't like easy jobs.

Mr. Mayhem stops just before the gate, tilting his head
slightly as he surveys the imposing security cameras and
motion sensors lining the mansion's perimeter. A police
patrol car slowly cruises past behind them, but Mr. Mayhem
remains completely at ease.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)

(exhaling)
It's like a puzzle, you see. You
take a good look, and then... find

the weak spot.

He pulls out his phone, taps it, and a small drone quietly
rises from the car's trunk. It flits up into the air, no
larger than a bird, hovering just above the high wall
surrounding the property.



Mr.

12.

NATE
We'll need a distraction inside,
too. His staff's all trained —
security detail's tight.

Mayhem smiles, the wheels in his mind already turning.
MR. MAYHEM
Oh, don't worry. The distraction's

already in play.

CUT TO:

INT. TECH MOGUL'S MANSION - SAME TIME

Inside the sprawling mansion, employees bustle around,
setting up for an exclusive charity gala. We see the TECH
MOGUL, an arrogant man in his 50s, supervising the
preparations. His eyes flick from one expensive piece of art
to another, inspecting everything for perfection.

His PERSONAL ASSISTANT approaches.

PERSONAL ASSISTANT
Sir, the media will be arriving
shortly, and security has confirmed
everything is set for the gala. The
donations are already being wired
through secure servers.

The mogul nods approvingly, then steps toward his private
office, where he keeps his most valuable assets — an
encrypted server with a trove of sensitive corporate
information.

TECH MOGUL
Good. The world thinks we're
raising funds for charity. Let
them. What matters is the transfer
goes off without a hitch.

Suddenly, a sharp beep comes from his phone. A message
notification appears, with a cryptic line of text:

TEXT MESSAGE (ON SCREEN):

"This one's for the dogs. - M"

The mogul stares at the message, confused. Before he can
react, there's an explosion of barking outside.

CUT TO:
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EXT. MANSION BACKYARD - SAME TIME

Several guard dogs stationed in the backyard are going
berserk, barking uncontrollably and running around in
circles. The drone that Mr. Mayhem sent in has released a
small frequency emitter that's driving them wild.

The mansion's security staff, distracted by the chaos,
scrambles to control the dogs. No one notices the drone
silently entering through a slightly open window.

CUT TO:

EXT. MANSION FRONT GATE - SAME TIME

Back outside, Mr. Mayhem and Nate are both leaning against
the gate, completely at ease. Mr. Mayhem pulls out a deck of
playing cards, flipping one in his fingers absentmindedly.

MR. MAYHEM
(whispering)
And there's the weak spot.

He smiles knowingly as they wait for the chaos to unfold.

CUT TO:

INT. TECH MOGUL'S OFFICE - SAME TIME

The drone has slipped into the mogul's private office, and
Nate, monitoring the drone's feed from his tablet, begins
remotely hacking into the mogul's server. The USB port in the
drone latches onto the mogul's encrypted terminal.

CLOSE-UP: Lines of code fill Nate's screen as he bypasses
layers of the mogul's sophisticated security system.

NATE
(in a low voice)
We're in. Pulling the data now.

The camera pans across the opulence of the tech mogul's
office — priceless art, sculptures, and framed articles about
his success. But behind the wealth lies the real treasure:
his secrets.

As the data begins to download, Nate watches the progress bar
on his screen, tension building.

CUT TO:
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EXT. FRONT GATE - SAME TIME

Mr. Mayhem watches the mansion with a calm expression,
occasionally flipping the playing card. He checks his watch
as if it's just another day.

The barking continues in the background. Security is so
focused on the commotion that they don't even notice a
catering van approaching the gate. The van stops for a
security check, but one of the staff waves it through
hastily, distracted by the chaos inside.

MR. MAYHEM
(under his breath)
Right on time.

The van pulls in, and inside are two more of Mr. Mayhem's
associates. They're disguised as catering staff, tasked with
a secondary mission: accessing the mansion's secondary vault,
where the mogul keeps a hidden collection of rare physical
assets.

CUT TO:

INT. MANSION HALLWAY - SAME TIME

The fake caterers unload trays of food, moving smoothly
through the hallway while subtly placing jamming devices at
key spots. These will ensure the tech mogul's security system
stays compromised long enough for the entire operation.

CUT TO:

INT. TECH MOGUL'S OFFICE - SAME TIME

The drone's mission is nearly complete. The data extraction
hits 100%, and Nate lets out a small breath of relief.

NATE
Done. All the financials, contacts,
server codes... everything.
MR. MAYHEM
(grinning)

Good. Let's give our friend a
parting gift.



15.

Nate taps a button on the tablet, and the drone ejects a
small explosive device into the mogul's office — not to cause
harm, but to erase any trace of their entry. The device
attaches itself to the computer terminal.

CUT TO:

EXT. MANSION BACK GATE - SAME TIME

Mr. Mayhem and Nate slip through the back gate, unnoticed
amid the chaos inside. The barking has finally started to
subside, and the fake catering van is preparing to leave as
the operation wraps up.

NATE
(quietly)
You sure you don't want to stick
around for the gala?

MR. MAYHEM
(chuckling)
As tempting as that is, we have
bigger plans ahead. Let them enjoy
their little party.

They move swiftly down a side street, blending seamlessly
into the calm neighborhood as if nothing had ever happened.
Behind them, the tech mogul's mansion is still reeling from
the internal chaos.

CUT TO:

EXT. SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY (FLASHBACK)

We open on a quiet, picturesque suburban street. The sun is
shining, children are riding bikes, and neighbors chat
happily over their garden fences. Everything looks perfectly
normal, almost idyllic — a stark contrast to the world Mr.
Mayhem controls in the present.

CLOSE-UP: A young boy (around 12 years old) watches from the
shadows of a nearby tree. His eyes are sharp, focused, and
oddly calm for someone so young. This boy is a young Mr.
Mayhem, though at this point, he's just known as Elliot
Mayfield.

YOUNG ELLIOT is dressed neatly, but his clothes, though
clean, seem slightly worn, a subtle sign of a more modest
background compared to his wealthier neighbors. He's watching
a group of kids playing across the street — a mixture of
laughter and shouting as they throw a ball around.
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CLOSE-UP: Elliot's eyes fixate on one of the boys in the
group: TYLER, a confident, loud kid who commands attention.
He's the type who always leads, always gets what he wants —
the center of the neighborhood kids' universe. The others
follow Tyler's every word, laughing at his jokes, playing by
his rules.

CLOSE-UP: Elliot's face. His expression is unreadable, but
his eyes show a flicker of something deeper: resentment.
Tyler is everything he's not — popular, admired, in control.
Elliot tightens his grip on a book he's holding, his knuckles
white.

CUT TO:

EXT. SCHOOL YARD - DAY (FLASHBACK)

A flash-forward to the school yard, where Elliot stands
alone, reading his book on a bench. The other kids run around
him, playing ball. In the distance, Tyler leads his group,
playing rough and loud. Elliot watches, his face cold, his
eyes never leaving Tyler.

Suddenly, the ball comes flying toward him, hitting him
square in the chest. Elliot stumbles back, surprised.

TYLER
(laughing)
Hey! Watch out, Elliot! You're
supposed to dodge, not catch it
with your face!

The other kids laugh with Tyler. Elliot stands, brushing
himself off. His face is calm, almost unnervingly so, as he
looks at Tyler.

YOUNG ELLIOT
(cold)
It's fine. You didn't mean to,
right?

TYLER
(mocking)
Yeah, sure, man. Whatever you say.

Elliot looks down at the ball in his hands, his mind clearly
working. He doesn't say anything further, just watches Tyler
turn back to his group, continuing to lead the game.

CUT TO:



17.

INT. FAMILY DINING ROOM - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Later that night, Elliot sits at a modest dining table with
his parents. The room is small but tidy, a reflection of
their lower-middle-class life. His MOTHER serves dinner,
while his FATHER reads the newspaper, grumbling about money
problems, layoffs, and bills. There's tension in the air,
though no one acknowledges it.

Elliot's mother smiles softly, trying to lighten the mood.

MOTHER
(sweetly)
So, how was school today, Elliot?

Elliot shrugs, playing with his food. His father looks up
from his paper, his face tired and hardened from years of
struggle.

FATHER

(gruff)
You still spending your time with
those books, huh? You need to
toughen up, kid. Learn to stand
your ground. Life isn't fair, and
if you don't fight for what you
want, people will walk all over
you.

Elliot listens silently, his eyes flickering with something
that resembles quiet understanding. His father's words
resonate, but not in the way he might expect.

YOUNG ELLIOT

(softly)
What if... you don't need to fight
for it?

His father frowns, not understanding.

FATHER
What are you talking about?

Elliot looks up, his voice calm and detached, far more mature
than a boy his age should be.

YOUNG ELLIOT
What if... you could control things
without anyone knowing? What if
they did what you wanted, but
thought it was their idea?
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His parents exchange a glance, not sure what to make of their
son's strange comment. His mother smiles nervously, trying to
shift the conversation.

MOTHER
(laughing nervously)
Oh, Elliot, you and those big ideas
of yours.

But Elliot isn't smiling. He simply returns to his meal, lost
in thought. His mind is already moving beyond the dinner
table, beyond the small life they live.

CUT TO:

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD STREET - DAY (FLASHBACK)

The next day, Elliot stands on the corner, watching from the
shadows as the other kids, led by Tyler, gather to play ball
again. This time, Elliot doesn't just watch. He steps
forward, but with purpose.

CLOSE-UP: Elliot moves unnoticed toward the hydrant near the
edge of the street. He crouches, subtly loosening the valve
with a wrench, and then pulls away, vanishing back into the
shadows. He waits. There's a calm in his demeanor, like a
scientist observing an experiment.

Suddenly, the fire hydrant bursts, water spraying everywhere,
flooding the street. The kids scatter, screaming and laughing
as they try to avoid the deluge. Tyler tries to take control,
yelling at the others to move, to help stop the water — but
the chaos is overwhelming. No one listens. The authority he
once had vanishes in the blink of an eye.

CLOSE-UP: Elliot watches, his lips curling into a slight
smile. Tyler is powerless, drowned out by the sheer
unpredictability of the situation.

YOUNG ELLIOT
(whispering to himself)
Everyone looks the other way when

there's chaos.

In that moment, Elliot understands something vital — control

doesn't come from strength. It comes from creating disorder.

By disrupting the balance, by tipping the scales just enough,
you can control what happens next.

CUT TO:
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EXT. PRIVATE SCHOOL GROUNDS - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Years later, teenage Elliot (around 17) stands in the
prestigious courtyard of an elite private school. He's no
longer the quiet, overlooked boy from the suburbs. He's
dressed in a tailored uniform, with a confidence that's
carefully cultivated. His wealth and status have clearly
grown, but so has his hunger for control.

Elliot watches as the sons and daughters of the world's elite
move through the courtyard, blissfully unaware of the games
he's already begun playing. He's risen above them, not by
brute force or wealth, but by understanding one critical
truth: people are easily distracted by their own desires.

CUT TO:

INT. PRIVATE SCHOOL LIBRARY - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

In the darkened library, Elliot sits alone at a desk, a
collection of books on psychology, strategy, and chaos theory
spread out before him. He reads quickly, his mind absorbing
every word, every theory. His notebook is filled with
scribbled ideas, plans, and the foundations of what will
become his philosophy of chaos.

CLOSE-UP: His handwriting spells out: "Disrupt the system,
control the outcome."

As he closes his books, the camera zooms in on his face. The
once innocent, curious boy is now gone, replaced by a young
man with a deep understanding of how the world works — and
how he can bend it to his will.

YOUNG ELLIOT
(softly)
It's not about the fight. It's
about the game.

CUT TO:
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INT. LUXURY PENTHOUSE - NIGHT

The camera pans across a lavish penthouse suite high above
the city skyline. The lights below twinkle, but the room is
bathed in soft, expensive lighting. Modern art adorns the
walls, and luxury furniture is tastefully arranged. This is
the lair of someone who has thrived in the shadows — someone
who's mastered the art of pulling the strings.

Seated in an armchair, overlooking the city with a glass of
whiskey in hand, is MR. MAYHEM. He's relaxed, legs crossed,
dressed in a sharp tuxedo, as if he's just returned from a
grand event.

WIDE SHOT: A large, hidden wall panel slides open, revealing
a high-tech workstation. Screens flicker on, displaying bank
data, stock market trends, and encrypted emails. Sitting at
the workstation, furiously typing away, is NATE, the ever-
diligent accomplice.

NATE
(half-joking)
I hope you're in a good mood
because this haul is something
else.

Mr. Mayhem turns slightly in his chair, swirling the whiskey
in his glass. He doesn't look excited, but there's an
unmistakable glint of satisfaction in his eyes.

MR. MAYHEM
Nate, when am I not in a good mood?

CUT TO:

CLOSE-UP: Nate's fingers rapidly glide over the keyboard. The
screens show encrypted data they lifted from the bank heist,
combined with financial records from various corporations.
Numbers roll across the screen as Nate manipulates and
reroutes the money into various offshore accounts.

NATE
(intently focused)
Between the art gallery, the bank,
and the diamond exchange... we've
cleared over ten million in liquid
assets. Not bad for a week's work.

Mr. Mayhem stands, moving toward the screens. He takes a deep
sip of his whiskey and peers over Nate's shoulder, watching
the data shift from account to account. The swirling digital
landscape reflects in his eyes, and he can't help but smile.
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MR. MAYHEM
(quietly)
Chaos pays well, doesn't it?

Nate laughs but continues to focus on the task at hand.

NATE
Well, as long as we keep causing
enough noise, no one's going to
notice the money disappearing.

MR. MAYHEM
Exactly. It's not about the money
itself... it's the distraction.
Give people enough mayhem, and they
won't even realize they've been
robbed blind. By the time they
figure it out, we're long gone.

CUT TO:

WIDE SHOT: The camera follows Mr. Mayhem as he strides toward
the floor-to-ceiling windows, staring out over the glittering
city. He takes a long moment, reveling in his mastery over

the city. The sound of distant sirens from below barely fazes
him.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)
They're all chasing shadows. And
that detective... what's her name?
Carter? She's running in circles.
She feels something is off, but
she'll never catch me.

Nate finishes the final transactions, the accounts vanishing

into offshore havens. He leans back in his chair, rubbing his
eyes, and exhales. The screen now displays a simple message:

TRANSFER COMPLETE.

NATE
And... we're done. Everything's
clean. No one can trace it back to

us.

MR. MAYHEM
(exhales contentedly)
Good. Let them play in the ashes of
their own confusion. We've got
bigger things on the horizon.
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NATE
(grinning)
(Oh? What's next? You've
been hinting at
something... bigger.)

Mr. Mayhem, still gazing at the city, finishes his whiskey
and places the glass down with a light clink on a marble
table. He takes a moment, savoring the silence and the power
of the moment.

MR. MAYHEM

(softly)
The Stock Exchange. But not just
any heist. We're going to bring the
entire system down. Imagine the
pandemonium... when a few well-
placed disruptions lead to a
financial collapse. And while the
world's markets burn, we'll quietly
make off with billions.

Nate's eyes widen at the magnitude of the plan. He stands,
looking at Mr. Mayhem with newfound awe. This isn't just
another heist. This is a game-changer.

NATE
(surprised)
The Stock Exchange? That's...
massive. You'd need chaos on a
scale no one's ever seen.

Mr. Mayhem turns, his face full of confidence and dark
charisma.

MR. MAYHEM
Precisely. The bigger the game, the
bigger the chaos. The world won't
even realize what's hit them until
it's too late.

Nate smirks, shaking his head slightly in disbelief at Mr.
Mayhem's audacity. The thought of disrupting the entire
financial system excites and terrifies him.

NATE
(half-joking)
You know, you might actually be
insane.
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MR. MAYHEM
(laughing softly)
Maybe. But it's worked so far.

CUT TO:

Flashback - A Personal Loss

INT. SUBURBAN HOME - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

The scene opens inside a warm, cozy suburban home. The camera
pans over framed family photos on the wall — smiling faces,
happy memories. In the living room, a young Sarah Carter, in
her mid-20s, is sitting on the couch with her mother,
laughing together as they chat. Her father is in the kitchen,
stirring something on the stove. It's a peaceful, normal
night — nothing like the tension Sarah would later live with
as Detective Carter.

CLOSE-UP: Sarah's laughter fades as her phone buzzes on the
coffee table. She picks it up, her face suddenly serious as
she reads a breaking news alert about an accident downtown.

TEXT ON SCREEN:

BREAKING: Multi-Car Pileup in Downtown City Center. Suspected
Sabotage.

YOUNG SARAH CARTER
(frowning)
Another pileup? This is the second
one this month.

Her mother leans over to look at the phone screen, her face
reflecting concern. They've been hearing about mysterious
accidents for weeks, each one blamed on mechanical failures,
power outages, or other unexplained malfunctions.

MOTHER
(worried)
That's downtown, isn't it? Your
father drives through there every
day for work.

Just as Sarah is about to respond, the phone rings in her
hand. She picks it up, her heart skipping a beat as she sees
it's from her father's number.

CLOSE-UP: Her fingers tremble as she answers the call.
YOUNG SARAH CARTER

0 (into phone)
Dad?
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There's silence on the other end, then the sound of sirens,
frantic voices, and chaos. The voice that finally responds
isn't her father's — it's a paramedic.

PARAMEDIC (0.S.)

Ma'am, this is Officer Daniels.
There's been an accident involving
your father. We need you to come to
Mercy General right away. The world
seems to stop for Sarah. Her face
drains of color as the reality of
the situation sinks in.

YOUNG SARAH CARTER
(whispering)
What... happened?

PARAMEDIC (0.S.)

I'm sorry, ma'am. He was caught in
the pileup. Sarah's grip tightens
around the phone as she fights to
remain calm. Her mother watches her
face, confusion and fear rising.

MOTHER
(frightened)
Sarah? What's going on?

Sarah swallows hard, struggling to find the words.

YOUNG SARAH CARTER
(fighting back tears)
Dad... he was in the accident. We
need to go. Now.

CUT TO:
EXT. CITY HOSPITAL NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

The camera follows Sarah and her mother as they rush into the
hospital's emergency room. The air is tense, chaotic, filled
with the sound of doctors and nurses rushing past, injured
victims being wheeled in, and the faint sound of crying
families in the waiting area. Sarah's hands tremble as she
approaches the nurse's station.

(YOUNG SARAH CARTER)
(urgent)
My dad... he was in the pileup.
Where is he?

The nurse, her face filled with sympathy, checks her
clipboard and nods, gesturing down the hallway.
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NURSE
Room 305. He's stable for now, but
the injuries...

Sarah doesn't wait to hear more. She grabs her mother's hand
and leads her down the hallway toward the room.

CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

The camera follows Sarah and her mother as they enter the
hospital room. Her father lies in the bed, hooked up to
various machines. His face is bruised, his arm in a cast, and
his leg elevated in a sling. He's conscious, but barely. The
look in his eyes is one of exhaustion and pain.

YOUNG SARAH CARTER
(choked up)
Dad...

Her father manages a faint smile, but Sarah can see the pain
behind it. She rushes to his side, gripping his hand tightly.
Her mother stands nearby, silent tears running down her face.

FATHER
(weakly)
I'm okay, sweetheart. Just... just

a little banged up.

Sarah tries to force a smile, but her mind is racing with
questions. She turns to the doctor, who is reviewing his
chart.

YOUNG SARAH CARTER
(tense)
What happened? Was this another one
of those accidents? Was it
mechanical failure again?

The doctor sighs, his expression grim.

DOCTOR
(softly)
It wasn't mechanical failure. We're
starting to see a pattern with
these incidents — power surges,
electrical malfunctions... it's not
random. Someone's behind this.

Sarah's heart sinks. The pileup wasn't just an accident — it
was part of a larger pattern of chaos spreading across the
city.
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YOUNG SARAH CARTER
(quiet, horrified)
Someone did this?

The doctor nods.

DOCTOR
We've been hearing about a new
player in the criminal world.
They're calling him... Mr.
Mayhem. He thrives on creating
chaos, disrupting systems, causing
accidents like these. We believe
this pileup was another one of his
diversions.

Sarah's eyes widen, her hand still gripping her father's.
She's heard whispers of Mr. Mayhem, but until now, it felt
distant, like something happening on the periphery. But now,
it was personal.

She looks down at her father, who squeezes her hand weakly,
trying to reassure her.

FATHER

(struggling)
Don't... don't let this stop you,
Sarah. You're stronger than this.

But Sarah's face is filled with a new determination, anger
rising in her chest. Mr. Mayhem wasn't just some faceless
criminal anymore he was responsible for this. He put her
father's life in danger, disrupted their world. And now, he
was going to pay.

CLOSE-UP: Sarah's hand tightens into a fist, her mind already
made up.
(YOUNG SARAH CARTER)
(quiet but fierce)
I'm going to stop him, Dad. I don't
care how long it takes.

Her father manages a faint smile, pride flickering in his
eyes despite the pain.

FATHER (CONT'D)
(softly)
That's my girl.
CUT TO:

INT. DETECTIVE CARTER'S APARTMENT NIGHT (PRESENT DAY)
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The flashback fades, transitioning back to the present.
Detective Carter stands alone in her apartment, staring out
of the window. Her face is hard, her eyes burning with the
same determination that drove her years ago.

She holds a photo of her family in her hand, her fingers
gently tracing the edges. The pain of that night still
lingers, but it's also what fuels her every day. Mr. Mayhem
had taken something from her — and she had spent her entire
career chasing him down, waiting for the moment she could
finally end his reign of chaos.

CLOSE-UP: Carter's reflection in the window, her jaw
clenched.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(whispering)
This ends with you, Mayhem.

Her phone buzzes on the table, pulling her out of her
thoughts. She checks the screen — a message from her team,
updating her on the status of Mr. Mayhem's recent escape and
the possible locations he could be hiding.

Carter's face hardens as she grabs her coat and gun, her eyes
flashing with determination.

DETECTIVE CARTER (CONT'D)
(to herself)
No more running.

As she exits the apartment, the camera lingers on the photo
of her family left on the table, a reminder of the personal
toll this chase has taken on her. But this time, she's ready.
This time, she won't let him get away.

FADE OUT.

EXT. PRIVATE BEACH - DAY

The camera cuts to a serene, tropical location. Waves gently
lap at the shoreline, and the sky is a perfect shade of blue.
In the foreground, Mr. Mayhem relaxes under a large umbrella
on a pristine, private beach. He's wearing sunglasses, and a
drink with a tiny umbrella sits beside him on a small table.
His suit is gone, replaced by a crisp, casual white shirt.

WIDE SHOT: We see Nate in the background, also lounging,
though he seems a bit more uneasy than Mr. Mayhem, still
checking his phone compulsively. Mr. Mayhem, however, is the
picture of relaxation, basking in the fruits of their
criminal enterprise.
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NATE
(paranoid)
I still feel like someone's going
to figure it out. I mean, the

transfers, the chaos... it's too
perfect. Carter's getting close,
man.

Mr. Mayhem lowers his sunglasses, glancing over at Nate,
amused by his nervousness.

MR. MAYHEM
(smirking)
Relax, Nate. She's not close. Not
even in the same league. We've
bought ourselves some time... and
plenty of sunshine.

He lifts his glass and takes a long, satisfied sip of his
drink, looking out at the ocean as if it were his personal
kingdom.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)
(savoring)
This... is how you enjoy the chaos.
No guilt. No panic. Just peace.

Nate looks at the horizon, trying to calm himself but clearly
not as relaxed as Mr. Mayhem. He scrolls through his phone
again, checking news headlines.

NATE
(slightly tense)
Headlines are still talking about
the bank heist. Carter's quoted
again. I'm telling you, man, she's
persistent.

Mr. Mayhem chuckles, closing his eyes and leaning back into
his chair.

MR. MAYHEM
Let her chase me. I always stay one
step ahead. And when the Stock
Exchange goes down, she'll have far
bigger problems on her hands than
me.

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem's face. A slow, confident smile spreads
across his lips as the camera zooms in on his reflective
sunglasses, showing the tranquil waves mirrored in the
lenses.

FADE OUT.
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INT. LUXURY HOTEL - ROOFTOP RESTAURANT - NIGHT

We open on a stunning rooftop restaurant, high above the
city, with panoramic views of the skyline. The atmosphere is
opulent — fine dining with sleek decor, soft ambient
lighting, and live classical music playing in the background.
The tables are occupied by the city's elite, wealthy
businessmen, celebrities, and socialites.

In the center of it all, seated at a secluded VIP table, is
MR. MAYHEM, looking every bit the mysterious, charming
playboy. Dressed in a perfectly tailored suit, his aura is
magnetic, effortlessly blending into this world of luxury.

Across from him sits SANDRA BLAKE (30s), a sharp, ambitious
journalist with a knack for seeing beyond surface
appearances. She's dressed elegantly, her eyes sharp but
intrigued. There's undeniable chemistry between them, but
Sandra is no pushover. She's intelligent, suspicious, and
drawn to Mr. Mayhem's mysterious nature.

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem's fingers trace the edge of a crystal
wine glass as he smiles at Sandra, casually yet seductively.
(MR. MAYHEM)

(soft, charming)

It's funny, don't you think? People

chase after wealth, power,

status... and yet, all it takes is

a single ripple to turn their world

upside down.

Sandra tilts her head slightly, her curiosity piqued. She's
aware of Mr. Mayhem's enigmatic presence, but what draws her
in is the subtle danger behind his charm.

SANDRA BLAKE
(raising an eyebrow)
And you seem to enjoy being the one
to create those ripples.

Mr. Mayhem leans back, his smirk widening, as if savoring the
game they're playing. He takes a slow sip of wine, never
breaking eye contact with her.

MR. MAYHEM
Oh, I do. But I don't create chaos
for the sake of it, Sandra. I
create... balance. A new order in
the midst of destruction.
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Sandra watches him carefully, weighing his words. There's
something about the way he speaks that makes her uneasy, but
it also excites her. She leans in slightly, her voice
dropping to a whisper.

SANDRA BLAKE
(low, curious)
Who are you, really?

Mr. Mayhem's smile deepens. He loves this part of the game —
the mystery, the power he holds over those who try to figure
him out. He reaches across the table, gently brushing her
hand with his fingertips.

MR. MAYHEM
(smooth)
Whoever you want me to be. The
philanthropist... or the villain.

The truth is, it doesn't matter.
What matters is how we play the
game.

Sandra's eyes flicker with suspicion. She's charmed by him,
undeniably attracted, but something in her gut tells her that
Mr. Mayhem is more dangerous than he lets on.

SANDRA BLAKE
(soft but firm)
I've been following your career.
You seem to have a knack for being
where the action is. A little too
convenient, don't you think?

Mr. Mayhem laughs softly, unbothered by her probing.

MR. MAYHEM
Convenience... or control? The
world is a stage, Sandra, and I've
just learned to write my own
script.

CUT TO:

WIDE SHOT: The restaurant staff brings out an extravagant,
multi-course meal — caviar, lobster, and gold-leaf desserts —
placing the dishes before them with precision. The luxury is
almost excessive, a symbol of the wealth Mr. Mayhem has
accumulated.

CLOSE-UP: Sandra watches the food being served, her mind
clearly working to figure him out. Mr. Mayhem is enjoying
every second of this dance, aware that his wealth, charm, and
power are intoxicating.
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SANDRA BLAKE
(coy)
You're very good at pretending
you're just like the rest of them.
But something tells me you're
hiding more than you let on.

MR. MAYHEM
(soft laugh)
Am I that obvious?

Sandra leans back, crossing her arms, challenging him with
her gaze.

SANDRA BLAKE
I don't know... maybe. But I'll
figure it out. I always do.

For a moment, there's silence between them, charged with both
attraction and tension. Mr. Mayhem sets down his glass and
leans in, his voice low and serious.

MR. MAYHEM
(soft, dangerous)
Be careful what you wish for,
Sandra. Sometimes, knowing the
truth is more dangerous than
ignorance.

Sandra holds his gaze, unflinching.

SANDRA BLAKE
I can handle danger. The question
is, can you?

The tension between them hangs in the air as Mr. Mayhem
grins, appreciating her boldness.

CUT TO:

INT. LUXURY PENTHOUSE - NIGHT

Later that night, Mr. Mayhem and Sandra enter his penthouse.
The space is immaculate — sleek, modern, and dripping with
wealth. The lights of the city twinkle far below, and soft
music plays in the background. Sandra walks slowly, taking in
the opulence, but her eyes betray her curiosity. She's
fascinated, yet wary.

Mr. Mayhem watches her, enjoying her reaction to his
extravagant lifestyle. He casually slips off his jacket,
revealing a crisp dress shirt underneath, and pours two
glasses of champagne.
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MR. MAYHEM
(toasting)
To the thrill of the unknown.

Sandra takes the glass, but her eyes remain focused on him.
As they clink glasses, she takes a sip, still playing her
part in this delicate dance. Her journalist instincts are on
high alert — every word, every glance from Mr. Mayhem feels
like part of a bigger puzzle she's determined to solve.

SANDRA BLAKE
(quiet, calculating)
This... lifestyle. It must come at
a cost. What's the price you pay
for living so far above the rest of
the world?

Mr. Mayhem walks toward the large windows, looking out over
the city as if he owns it.

MR. MAYHEM
(speaking softly, almost
to himself)
The price? I pay nothing. The world
pays for its own distractions. I
simply... provide the chaos they
crave.

Sandra stands beside him, looking out over the view, her
curiosity deepening. She's starting to see beyond the charm,
beyond the wealth. There's a coldness, a ruthlessness that
she senses but can't yet grasp.

SANDRA BLAKE
(softly)
And what happens when someone
catches on? When the distractions
aren't enough to hide the truth?

Mr. Mayhem's smile never fades, but there's a flicker of
something darker in his eyes.

MR. MAYHEM
Then I make sure they're too
distracted to care.

CUT TO:

MONTAGE:
EXT. LUXURY SHOPPING STREET - DAY: Mr. Mayhem and Sandra
stroll down a street lined with designer boutigques. He buys

her an extravagant diamond necklace, which she reluctantly
accepts, the wealth overwhelming but seductive.
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INT. CASINO - NIGHT: Mr. Mayhem stands at the head of a
private gambling table, surrounded by other wealthy elites.
He wins hand after hand, the chips piling high in front of
him, all while Sandra watches from a distance, her gaze
suspicious but enthralled.

EXT. YACHT - DAY: Mr. Mayhem and Sandra on a sleek yacht in
the middle of the ocean, champagne in hand, the breeze
blowing through their hair. While Sandra seems to relax,
there's always that lingering tension beneath her smile, as
if she's trying to figure him out.

CUT TO:

INT. PENTHOUSE - NIGHT

The night is quiet now. The champagne bottle is empty, and
the city lights are twinkling below. Mr. Mayhem stands at the
window once more, looking out at the world he so easily
manipulates.

Sandra watches him from the sofa, her expression unreadable.
She's in too deep, fascinated by him but unable to shake the
feeling that she's standing on the edge of something
dangerous.

SANDRA BLAKE
(softly, almost to
herself)
One day, someone's going to catch
up with you.

Mr. Mayhem turns his head slightly, the faintest of smirks
playing at his lips.

MR. MAYHEM
(smooth)
Maybe. But not today.

He walks over to her, takes her hand, and lifts her to her
feet. The tension between them builds as they stand close,
the chemistry undeniable. He leans in, whispering into her
ear.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)
(whispering)
I always stay ahead of the game,
Sandra.

FADE OUT.
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INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

The camera pans across an empty, dimly lit abandoned
warehouse. Dust floats in the air, and the sound of distant
city traffic hums in the background. In the center of the
room, under the soft glow of a single hanging light, sits Mr.
Mayhem, meticulously reviewing a series of blueprints spread
across a large table. Beside him is Nate, looking a bit more
frazzled but focused as always.

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem's fingers trace over the lines of the
blueprint, which reveal a detailed plan of the city's Stock
Exchange. His face is calm, his focus absolute, as he
envisions the chaos that's about to unfold.

MR. MAYHEM

(quiet, almost

reverently)
The Stock Exchange... the heartbeat
of the entire financial world.
Disrupt that, and you send ripples
across the globe. Every market,
every investor — all of them,
scrambling to make sense of the
chaos.

Nate leans in, more cautious now than before, scanning the
blueprint.

NATE
It's bold. Too bold. This isn't
just causing mayhem, this is a
global disruption. Every security
agency is going to be on us if
something goes wrong.

Mr. Mayhem grins, unbothered by the gravity of the plan. In
fact, he seems to thrive on the enormity of it.

MR. MAYHEM
That's what makes it perfect. While
they chase their tails trying to
figure out what went wrong, we'll
walk out with enough to disappear
forever. And by the time they trace

it back to us... well, let's just
say the world will have bigger
problems.

Nate hesitates but nods. He knows there's no stopping Mr.
Mayhem once he sets his sights on something.
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And despite his nerves, he can't deny the excitement of
pulling off the impossible.

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE STATION - WAR ROOM - NIGHT

Meanwhile, across the city, Detective Sarah Carter is working
late into the night, her desk covered in reports, photos, and
maps. She stands in front of a massive evidence board,
connecting dots between various chaotic incidents — car
accidents, power outages, minor robberies — all seemingly
unrelated, yet Carter has found a thread that ties them
together.

She's circled one name over and over on the board: "Mr.
Mayhem." This is no longer a series of accidents. She's
figured out that it's all deliberate. And now, her instincts
tell her something much bigger is coming.

CLOSE-UP: Carter places a pin in the Stock Exchange on her
map, where the heist will happen. She taps her pen nervously
against her lip, deep in thought. She knows Mayhem is
planning something major, and she's running out of time.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(to herself)
What are you planning?

Just then, Sergeant Mills enters the room. He's still not
fully convinced of her theory but knows better than to
underestimate her.

SERGEANT MILLS

(stern)
Carter, you've been chasing this
guy for months. Do you really think
this Stock Exchange theory of yours
holds water? We've got nothing
concrete to link him to a financial
heist.

Carter steps forward, eyes focused, determined. She pulls out
a series of recent reports and slaps them on the table.

DETECTIVE CARTER
Look at the pattern, Mills. The
power outage last week? It was a
test run for their grid
manipulation. The fire in the
subway system two days ago?
Distraction.

(MORE)
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DETECTIVE CARTER (CONT'D)
And now, I'm hearing whispers from
my sources that something big is
coming — something at the Stock
Exchange. He's gearing up for his
biggest play yet.

Mills sighs, rubbing his temples, but he can't deny the fire
in Carter's eyes. She's onto something, and he knows it.

SERGEANT MILLS
Alright. So what's the plan? If
he's as good as you say he is, we
need to be two steps ahead.

Carter walks over to the evidence board, her mind racing with
possibilities.

DETECTIVE CARTER

(tense)
We set up surveillance at the Stock
Exchange. I need eyes on every
entrance, every camera. He's going
to try and create a distraction —
something big enough to make us
look the other way. We can't fall
for it this time. We stay on him,
no matter what.

CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Back at the warehouse, Mr. Mayhem and Nate finalize the
details of the heist. A large map of the city hangs on the
wall, marking key locations they'll disrupt during the heist.
Power grids, subway stations, and traffic lights are all part
of the plan.

NATE
(nervous)
We're manipulating half the city's
infrastructure. If one thing goes
Wrong.. .

MR. MAYHEM

(cutting him off)
It won't. We've run this through a
dozen times. Every light that turns
red, every power outage, every
malfunction — it's all timed
perfectly. The chaos will be so
widespread, no one will know where
to look.
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Nate exhales, still uneasy but trusting Mr. Mayhem's
precision. He points to the escape routes drawn on the map.

NATE
And our way out?

MR. MAYHEM
The subway tunnels. While the city
scrambles to deal with the chaos,
we'll move underground, right under
their noses.

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE STATION - WAR ROOM - NIGHT

Detective Carter gathers her team. They're preparing to move
out, armed with blueprints of the Stock Exchange and nearby
infrastructure. Carter speaks quickly, her urgency palpable.

DETECTIVE CARTER
He's going to hit the Stock
Exchange, but it won't be a
straight heist. He'll create
distractions, maybe hit the grid,
maybe a major traffic jam. I need
you all to be on high alert for
anything that looks like a setup.
We're not chasing ghosts this time
— we're taking him down.

Her team nods, gearing up for the operation. Carter grabs her
coat, adrenaline coursing through her as she heads out the
door.

CUT TO:

EXT. STOCK EXCHANGE - NIGHT

The next day, the camera shows the Stock Exchange building,
surrounded by the usual hustle and bustle. Everything appears
normal — but lurking in the shadows, Mr. Mayhem's plan is
already in motion.

WIDE SHOT: Several small teams of workers, all part of Mr.
Mayhem's crew, move through the city streets, posing as
maintenance workers and electricians. They begin setting up
equipment that will disable security systems, disrupt
traffic, and cut power in key areas.
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INT. SUBWAY CONTROL ROOM - NIGHT

Nate, hidden in a subway control room, watches a series of
monitors. He's coordinating the entire operation, hacking
into traffic lights, communication systems, and emergency
lines. He pulls up a live feed of the Stock Exchange security
cameras and taps into their system.

NATE
(into a headset)
All systems are go. Let the fun
begin.

CUT TO:

INT. STOCK EXCHANGE - MAIN TRADING FLOOR - NIGHT

Suddenly, the lights flicker inside the Stock Exchange.
Traders and employees glance around, confused. The security
system begins to malfunction, cameras going down one by one.

INT. STOCK EXCHANGE SECURITY ROOM - NIGHT

Guards scramble to fix the malfunctioning system. They're
focused on the tech issues and the sudden power glitch,
unaware that this is all part of a larger plan.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET NEAR THE STOCK EXCHANGE - NIGHT

Just as the chaos inside begins, outside, traffic lights at
key intersections turn red, causing a massive gridlock.
Pedestrians stop in confusion as lights flicker and street
signs malfunction.

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE SURVEILLANCE VAN - NIGHT

Detective Carter, watching from a surveillance van, sees the
disturbances and immediately suspects something is wrong.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(into radio)
This is it.
(MORE)
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DETECTIVE CARTER (CONT'D)
Stay focused on the Stock Exchange.
The chaos is the distraction. We
move in now.

CUT TO:

INT. STOCK EXCHANGE - BASEMENT - NIGHT

Mr. Mayhem, dressed as a security officer, slips past the
chaos and enters the basement vaults of the Stock Exchange.
He moves with surgical precision, knowing exactly where to
go. Behind him, his crew works quickly to disable the alarms
and unlock the wvault.

CLOSE-UP: The vault door swings open, revealing millions in
cash, bonds, and high-value documents. Mr. Mayhem grins,
stepping into the vault as his crew begins packing the goods.

MR. MAYHEM
(softly)
It's all about timing.

CUT TO:

INT. SUBWAY TUNNELS - NIGHT

Nate watches from the control room, seeing everything go
according to plan. But just then, he spots something on one
of the screens — Detective Carter and her team, moving toward
the building with tactical precision.

NATE
(alarmed, into headset)
We've got company. Carter's on the
move.

Mr. Mayhem pauses, hearing Nate's voice in his earpiece. He
smiles, unfazed.

MR. MAYHEM
(into headset)
Let her come. We're ready.

FADE OUT.

INT. STOCK EXCHANGE - BASEMENT VAULTS - NIGHT

CLOSE-UP: The vault door creaks open, revealing stacks of
cash, precious bonds, and priceless financial documents.



40.

Mr. Mayhem stands in the middle of it all, calm, methodical,
a slight smirk on his lips. His crew works swiftly, stuffing
duffel bags with the haul.

MR. MAYHEM

(QUIET, TO HIMSELF)
Every system has a flaw.

He picks up one of the stacks of bonds, running his fingers
along it, as if savoring the culmination of his carefully
crafted plan. The sounds of distant chaos filter down from
above — exactly as planned.

CUT TO:

INT. STOCK EXCHANGE - MAIN TRADING FLOOR - NIGHT

Upstairs, Detective Carter and her team, dressed in tactical
gear, quietly slip past the chaos unfolding outside. Traders
and security scramble, confused by the flickering power and
malfunctioning systems. Carter moves with determination,
leading her squad toward the basement access elevator.

CLOSE-UP: Carter's eyes are laser-focused, her jaw clenched.
She's close. Too close to let him slip away this time.

CUT TO:

INT. BASEMENT HALLWAY - NIGHT

In the dimly 1lit basement hallway, Nate hurries toward Mr.
Mayhem, his steps quick and his face tense. He enters the
vault, stopping just short of Mr. Mayhem, who is still calmly
overseeing the operation.

NATE
(alarmed)
Carter's here. She's not falling
for the distractions. She's coming
straight for us.

Mr. Mayhem glances at him, unphased, before turning to his
crew.
MR. MAYHEM
(to the crew)
Time to move. Pack what you've got
and get out.

The crew works faster, shoving as much as they can into the
bags. Mr. Mayhem, however, is still calm, his eyes twinkling
with the thrill of the game. He turns to Nate.
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MR. MAYHEM
(smiling)
Let her come. I want to see how
close she thinks she can get.

Nate, still nervous, adjusts the earpiece connecting him to
the surveillance feeds.

NATE
(skeptical)
She's going to block off the exits.
We're going to have to take the
tunnels early.

Mr. Mayhem steps into the hallway, pausing as he looks at the
escape route leading to the subway tunnels below.

MR. MAYHEM
(soft, amused)
We'll leave on our terms, not hers.

CUT TO:

INT. BASEMENT STAIRWELL - NIGHT

Carter and her team rush down the stairwell, moving quietly
but quickly. The sound of footsteps echoes as they descend,
nearing the basement level. Carter's earpiece crackles with
updates from her team spread throughout the building.

POLICE RADIO
We've got traffic control at all
exits. Streets are locked down.

Carter reaches the final landing and motions for her team to
stop. She checks her gun, then gestures for her team to move
forward, weapons ready.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(quiet, to her team)
They'll be heading for the tunnels.
We cut them off before they get
there.

CUT TO:

INT. BASEMENT HALLWAY - NIGHT

Mr. Mayhem walks calmly through the hallway, his team moving
quickly behind him with the bags. Nate is at his side,
visibly tense.
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NATE
(into headset)
They're coming down the main
stairwell. What's the plan?

Mr. Mayhem pauses in the hallway, tilting his head as if he's
enjoying a private joke. He checks his watch, as if timing
everything to the second.

MR. MAYHEM
(smirking)
We give her what she's looking for.

He motions for his crew to continue toward the subway access
tunnel. As they disappear around the corner, Mr. Mayhem steps
to the side, positioning himself in the shadows of the
hallway. Nate hesitates, but Mr. Mayhem motions for him to go
with the crew.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)
(softly)
I'll meet you in the tunnels.

Nate nods, disappearing with the crew. Mr. Mayhem leans
casually against the wall, waiting.

CUT TO:

INT. BASEMENT HALLWAY - NIGHT

Carter and her team enter the basement, moving swiftly but
cautiously. The hallway is eerily silent, save for the
distant sounds of chaos above. Carter holds up her hand,
signaling her team to stop.

CLOSE-UP: Carter's eyes scan the hallway, her instincts
telling her something is off.

Suddenly, Mr. Mayhem steps out of the shadows, hands in his
pockets, a calm smile on his face. His presence is almost
ghostly, as if he's been waiting for this moment.

MR. MAYHEM
(smirking)
Detective Carter. I must admit, I'm
impressed. You got here faster than
I expected.

Carter's eyes widen slightly, but she doesn't lower her
weapon. She steps forward, her gaze locked on him.
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DETECTIVE CARTER
(cold)
It's over. You're not getting away
this time.

Mr. Mayhem chuckles softly, shaking his head as if amused by
her confidence. He steps closer, his movements slow and
deliberate.

MR. MAYHEM
Oh, Detective... it's never over.
Not with me.

Carter glances down the hallway, sensing that he's stalling.
She nods to one of her officers, who quickly moves past them,
heading toward the tunnel access. But Mr. Mayhem doesn't
flinch. His smile never fades.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)
You're too focused on the endgame.
That's always been your problem.

Carter steps closer, her gun trained on him, her eyes filled
with determination.

DETECTIVE CARTER
We'll see about that.

Suddenly, Mr. Mayhem raises his hands slowly, as if
surrendering. But his eyes sparkle with mischief.

MR. MAYHEM
(shrugging)
Perhaps. But if you're here... then

no one's looking there.

CUT TO:

INT. STOCK EXCHANGE - MAIN TRADING FLOOR - NIGHT

Above, chaos erupts as a secondary explosion shakes the
building. Power surges through the electrical systems,
causing all the lights to flicker violently. The security
systems go offline completely, and a backup alarm begins to
blare.

CUT TO:
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INT. BASEMENT HALLWAY - NIGHT

Carter hears the explosion above and her heart skips a beat.
Her radio crackles with panic as her team above shouts into
their earpieces.

POLICE RADIO

We've got a breach! Massive explosion on the top floor! We're
losing control of the situation!

Carter's eyes narrow, realizing Mr. Mayhem has played her
again. The explosion was the real distraction. But before she
can react, Mr. Mayhem takes a step closer, his voice low and
calm.

MR. MAYHEM
You see, Detective, while everyone
was focused on the money... the

real prize was information. Stock
data, trade secrets — enough to
destabilize markets across the
globe. The chaos upstairs is just a
bonus.

Carter's eyes widen as the realization hits her. This wasn't
just about stealing money — it was about controlling the
global financial system. She raises her gun, fury blazing in
her eyes.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(furious)
You think you're going to walk away
from this?

Mr. Mayhem tilts his head, a sly smile creeping across his
face.

MR. MAYHEM
I already have.

Before Carter can pull the trigger, a smoke grenade rolls
into the hallway from behind Mr. Mayhem, releasing a thick
cloud of smoke. Carter coughs, struggling to see through the
haze. She waves her hand in front of her face, but Mr.
Mayhem's silhouette disappears into the smoke.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(shouting)
Move! Block the tunnels!



45.

Her team scrambles through the smoke, heading toward the
subway access, but by the time they reach it, the doors to
the tunnels are already open. Mr. Mayhem and his crew are
gone.

CUT TO:

INT. SUBWAY TUNNELS - NIGHT

Mr. Mayhem, Nate, and the crew move swiftly through the dark
subway tunnels, bags in hand. Behind them, the chaos of the
Stock Exchange fades into the distance. Nate glances
nervously over his shoulder.

NATE
(relieved)
I thought she had us.

Mr. Mayhem smiles to himself, unbothered.

MR. MAYHEM
She was never as close as she
thought.

They continue deeper into the tunnels, disappearing into the
darkness as police sirens wail far above.

FADE OUT.

NATE
(amazed, relieved)
I can't believe we pulled it off.
That was... close.

Mr. Mayhem swirls the champagne in his glass, his expression
calm, unbothered.

MR. MAYHEM
(smoothly)
It's always close, Nate. That's the
point. You see, the beauty of chaos
is that it forces everyone to

react, to scramble... and when they
do, they miss what's right in front
of them.

Nate shakes his head, still amazed at how they managed to
escape Detective Carter's grasp.

NATE
Carter was right there. She almost
had us.
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Mr. Mayhem takes a slow sip of his champagne, leaning back
into his seat, a faint smile on his lips.

MR. MAYHEM
(smirking)
Almost. But almost isn't enough.
She was playing checkers while we
were playing chess. By the time she
figures out the real damage, we'll
be long gone.

Nate checks his laptop, pulling up a screen that shows
encrypted transfers flowing into multiple offshore accounts.
The sums are staggering — not just money, but confidential
stock information and market control.

NATE
(marveling)
We're in. All the data... it's

ours. Billions, easily. You were
right. The money was never the real
prize.

Mr. Mayhem raises his glass slightly in a silent toast.

MR. MAYHEM
(smiling)
Control, Nate. Information is
control. With this, we can
manipulate markets, governments...
entire economies. And no one even
knows who's pulling the strings.

Nate grins, his earlier tension starting to ease as the
enormity of what they've achieved sinks in. The adrenaline
turns into a rush of victory.

NATE
(smirking)
So what's next? You'wve already
taken on the biggest players.

Mr. Mayhem sets his glass down and looks out at the stars
beyond the jet window.

MR. MAYHEM
There's always another move.
Another game. We've destabilized
their world, Nate. Now, we decide
what to do with it.
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Nate leans back, his smile growing wider. He's in awe of Mr.
Mayhem's vision, but a small part of him still wonders how
far they can push it before someone — particularly Detective
Carter — catches up.

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE HEADQUARTERS - WAR ROOM - NIGHT

The aftermath of the Stock Exchange heist is a nightmare for
the police. The war room is buzzing with activity as
officers, analysts, and tech specialists frantically review
security footage, sift through debris reports, and attempt to
restore order to the chaos left in Mr. Mayhem's wake.

In the center of it all stands Detective Carter, her face
hard with determination, yet shadowed with frustration. She
paces back and forth, replaying the events in her mind. She
came so close, but once again, Mr. Mayhem slipped through her
fingers.

SERGEANT MILLS enters the room, looking exhausted but trying
to maintain his composure.

SERGEANT MILLS
(defeated)

We've locked down the Stock
Exchange, but the data breach...
it's catastrophic. Mayhem didn't
just take the money — he took the
whole damn system. Every trade,
every stock, every bit of
confidential information is
compromised. He's got it all.

Carter's jaw tightens, but she doesn't flinch. She's not
surprised. This is exactly what she feared.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(angry, focused)
He's not just a thief. He's a
puppeteer. He's controlling
everything from the shadows now.

Mills sighs, running a hand through his hair.

SERGEANT MILLS
(pacing)
And we've got nothing. No trace, no
trail. The man's a ghost. I don't
know how you keep up with him.
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Carter stops pacing and slams her hands on the desk, her
frustration boiling over.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(furious)
He's always been two steps ahead,
but not this time. We're not
letting him disappear. We're going
to find him, and when we do, we'll
cut the strings.

Mills glances at her, clearly concerned for her state of
mind. Carter has been consumed by this case for too long.

SERGEANT MILLS
(skeptical)
You've been chasing this guy for
months, Carter. He's slippery.
Maybe we need to change tactics —
maybe go public, put more pressure
on him.

Carter shakes her head, her voice low but fierce.

DETECTIVE CARTER
No. He thrives on chaos. If we go
public, he'll just manipulate it to
his advantage. We can't give him
the stage. We need to dig deeper,
find out who's helping him, who's
funding his operations. He's not
working alone.

She steps over to her evidence board, now filled with more
connections than ever. Every heist, every incident — it's all
been leading to this moment. She knows there's something
she's missing, some piece of the puzzle that will bring Mr.
Mayhem's entire house of cards crashing down.

DETECTIVE CARTER (CONT'D)
(under her breath)
There's always a flaw.

CUT TO:

INT. LUXURY YACHT - NIGHT

The camera cuts to the deck of a stunning luxury yacht,
anchored in a quiet, private cove. The water is calm,
reflecting the moonlight in soft ripples. The deck is
decorated for an extravagant party — sparkling lights,
expensive champagne, and a string quartet playing in the
background.
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Mr. Mayhem, dressed in a crisp white shirt and tailored
pants, walks along the deck, glass of wine in hand. Around
him are guests, beautiful and wealthy, all enjoying the
luxurious lifestyle that his control of the financial world
has afforded him. He moves among them like a king, confident
and in control.

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem raises his glass, toasting the night,
his guests laughing and smiling as they toast back. But even
as he smiles, there's a flicker of something darker in his
eyes — the knowledge that this is all a game, and he's the
only one playing at the highest level.

SANDRA BLAKE (Mr. Mayhem's love interest from earlier)
approaches him, looking stunning in a sleek evening gown.
She's been watching him all night, a mix of attraction and
suspicion still lingering in her eyes. She steps closer, her
voice soft but sharp.

SANDRA BLAKE
(playful but cautious)
You're in a good mood tonight.
Guess the Stock Exchange job went
better than expected.

Mr. Mayhem smiles, turning to face her fully. He's always
enjoyed their little cat-and-mouse dynamic, though he knows
she's too smart for her own good.

MR. MAYHEM
(smooth)
It went exactly as expected. The
world is in chaos... and we're
enjoying the calm in the eye of the

storm.

Sandra raises an eyebrow, sipping her wine as she studies
him. She knows he's dangerous, but there's something about
him that she can't resist.

SANDRA BLAKE
(low, challenging)
And what happens when the storm
catches up to you?

Mr. Mayhem chuckles, taking a slow sip of his wine.

MR. MAYHEM
(smirking)
The storm won't catch me. I create
the storm.

They hold each other's gaze for a long moment, the tension
between them thick.
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Sandra is intrigued, but deep down, she knows there's
something about Mr. Mayhem that will eventually pull her into
his chaos. She's in too deep now to turn back.

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE STATION - WAR ROOM - NIGHT

Back at the police station, Carter continues to pore over the
evidence, her mind racing. She's getting closer, she can feel
it. She pulls up Mr. Mayhem's financial trail, following the
web of offshore accounts and encrypted transfers. Something
isn't adding up — there's a larger network at play here.

Suddenly, her phone rings. She grabs it quickly, answering
with urgency.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(into phone)
Carter.

POLICE INFORMANT (0.S.)
(low, hurried)
I've got something for you. There's
a shipment leaving tomorrow night.
It's tied to Mayhem's operation.
You want him? This is your chance.

Carter's eyes narrow. This could be the break she's been
waiting for.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(into phone, intense)
Where?

The camera zooms in on Carter's face as she listens to the
details, her determination growing.

FADE OUT.

INT. LUXURY YACHT - NIGHT (PRESENT DAY)

The camera transitions smoothly back to the present day,
where Mr. Mayhem stands on the deck of his luxury yacht,
staring out at the calm sea. His face is older, wiser, but
that same calculating glint remains in his eyes.

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem's hand grips the railing, his voice
barely a whisper, as he reflects on the path that led him
here.
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MR. MAYHEM
(to himself)

I've been playing the game for a long time. And the rules...
they never change.

The distant sounds of laughter and music from the yacht's

party fill the air, but Mr. Mayhem remains focused on the

horizon. The world is his chessboard, and everyone else is
just a piece waiting to be moved.

FADE OUT.

EXT. ABANDONED DOCKYARD - NIGHT

A cold wind whips through an abandoned dockyard, the water
lapping against the old, rusted ships. The scene is isolated,
industrial — the perfect place for Mr. Mayhem's final play.
Shipping containers are stacked high, casting long shadows
under the harsh, flickering streetlights.

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem stands at the edge of the dock, dressed
in his signature sleek suit, the wind tugging at his coat. He
gazes out at the dark water, seemingly at peace, but his mind
is racing. In his hand, he holds a small USB drive, the key
to everything. Inside is the stolen data from the Stock
Exchange heist — a treasure trove of information that could
collapse financial systems worldwide.

NATE, standing just behind him, looks anxious. He knows
they're nearing the end of the game, but this time, it feels
different. This time, there's no clear escape plan.

NATE

(nervous)
This is it, isn't it? We pull the
trigger, and everything collapses.

Mr. Mayhem turns to Nate, his calm, calculated smile never
wavering.

MR. MAYHEM
(softly)
The system burns, Nate. And we
control the ashes.

Nate swallows hard, still unsure. He glances over at the
stack of shipping containers, where several black SUVs are
parked. Inside, a group of mercenaries waits — hired by
Mayhem to secure their exit. This isn't just about money
anymore; it's about power and survival.



52.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)

(turning back to the

water)
Once this is uploaded, markets will
freeze, banks will shut down, and
governments will scramble. Everyone
will be looking for someone to
blame. But by the time they point
fingers, we'll be gone.

Nate hesitates, then nods, pulling out a laptop and preparing
to upload the final files. The clock is ticking.

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE SURVEILLANCE VAN - NIGHT

Detective Carter sits inside a surveillance van, parked in
the shadows near the dockyard. Her face is tense, her eyes
sharp with focus. Her team is armed and ready, scattered
around the perimeter, waiting for her signal.

CLOSE-UP: Carter's eyes fix on the dockyard, where she knows
Mr. Mayhem is preparing for his final move. She's studied him
long enough to understand his endgame — destabilize the
system, create enough chaos to disappear forever. But this
time, she's ready.

Her radio crackles as Sergeant Mills's voice comes through.

SERGEANT MILLS (0.S.)
(into radio)
We've got eyes on Mayhem's crew.
Looks like they're securing the
perimeter. What's the play?

Carter grips the radio, her heart pounding. She's been
chasing Mr. Mayhem for months, and now she's finally cornered
him. But she knows this is his territory — the chaos, the
distractions. He wants her to make the wrong move.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(into radio)
Hold your positions. We move on my
signal. I'm going in first.

There's a brief silence on the radio. Carter knows the risk
she's taking, going in alone. But this is personal now — she
needs to face him.
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SERGEANT MILLS (0O.S.)
(slightly hesitant)
Copy that. Be careful, Carter.

CUT TO:

EXT. DOCKYARD - NIGHT

Carter moves quietly through the shadows, weaving between
shipping containers. The wind howls through the open space,
but her movements are quick and precise. She approaches the
area where Mayhem and Nate are stationed, staying low and out
of sight.

CLOSE-UP: Carter's hand tightens around her gun as she hears
the murmur of voices up ahead. She peeks around the corner of
a container and spots Mr. Mayhem and Nate near the edge of
the dock.

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem is laughing softly, unaware of Carter's
approach. Nate is focused on the laptop, his fingers hovering
over the keyboard, ready to send the final upload.

CUT TO:

EXT. DOCKYARD - MR. MAYHEM'S POV - NIGHT

Suddenly, Mr. Mayhem pauses. His smile fades slightly as if
sensing something off. He looks over his shoulder, his sharp
eyes scanning the shadows. His instincts are too finely tuned
to ignore. He knows someone's watching.

MR. MAYHEM
(softly)
She's here.

Nate freezes, glancing around nervously.
NATE

(panicked)
Carter? How did she find us?

Mr. Mayhem's smile returns, but this time, it's darker, more
dangerous.

MR. MAYHEM
(smirking)
I was counting on it.

CUT TO:
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EXT. DOCKYARD - NIGHT

Carter steps out from the shadows, gun raised, her voice
steady.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(cold)
It's over, Mayhem. You're not
walking away from this.

Mr. Mayhem turns slowly, his hands raised in mock surrender,
that infuriating smirk still on his lips.

MR. MAYHEM
(calmly)
Detective Carter. Right on time.

Carter's eyes narrow as she steps closer, gun still trained
on him. She's seen that smirk too many times — the look of a
man who thinks he's always in control.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(serious)
Step away from the laptop. You're
done.

Mr. Mayhem doesn't move. He just stares at her, his voice
soft, almost mocking.

MR. MAYHEM
You've been chasing me for months,
Carter. Always one step behind. But
here's the truth: you were never
meant to catch me.

Carter takes another step forward, her heart pounding. She
can feel the tension rising, the air thick with anticipation.
But she won't let him get into her head — not this time.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(fierce)
You're not talking your way out of
this. Whatever you've got planned,
it ends here.

Mr. Mayhem's smile fades slightly as he studies her. He knows
she's close to breaking — but there's still one more card to

play.

MR. MAYHEM
(calmly)
Are you sure about that?



55.

He gestures subtly toward the laptop, where the upload is
already in progress. The progress bar is nearly complete —
just seconds away from releasing the data that will plunge
the world into chaos.

CLOSE-UP: Carter's eyes widen as she sees the screen. Her
mind races — she knows she needs to stop it, but if she
shoots, it could destroy the evidence.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)
(smiling again)
The question, Detective, isn't
whether you can stop me. The
question is... what are you willing
to sacrifice to do it?

Carter's breath catches in her throat. It's a trap — it
always has been. If she stops him now, the data is still
released. But if she hesitates, he escapes again.

CUT TO:

CLOSE-UP: Carter's finger tightens on the trigger. Sweat
beads on her forehead. She's come so far, but now, the final
choice is hers — justice or chaos.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(through gritted teeth)
You don't get to win, Mayhem.

MR. MAYHEM
(softly)
I already have.

Suddenly, Carter makes her decision. In one swift motion, she
fires — not at Mayhem, but at the laptop. The screen
shatters, sparks flying, the upload freezing at 99%. Nate
gasps in shock as the laptop flickers, then dies. For a split
second, everything is silent.

CUT TO:

EXT. DOCKYARD - NIGHT

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem's face. His smirk falters, replaced by a
cold, calculating expression. He looks down at the shattered
laptop, then back at Carter.

MR. MAYHEM
(COLD)

Clever, Detective. But it's not
over.
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Carter steps forward, gun still trained on him. She's
breathing hard, but she doesn't back down.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(breathless)
You're under arrest.

Suddenly, the sound of tires screeching echoes through the
dockyard as black SUVs roar to life. Mr. Mayhem's
mercenaries, realizing the plan has gone awry, spring into
action. Carter glances around, knowing she's about to be
outnumbered.

MR. MAYHEM
(smirking again)
Maybe next time, Detective.

Before Carter can react, a flash grenade is thrown from one
of the SUVs, blinding her momentarily. She stumbles back, her
vision swimming as Mr. Mayhem makes his move. By the time the
light clears, Mayhem and Nate are already retreating toward
the waiting SUVs.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(shouting)
No!

CUT TO:

EXT. DOCKYARD - NIGHT

Carter rushes forward, firing at the tires of the retreating
vehicles. She manages to hit one of the SUVs, sending it
careening into a stack of containers, but Mr. Mayhem's car
speeds off into the night, disappearing into the shadows.

CUT TO:

EXT. DOCKYARD - NIGHT

As the sound of the fleeing cars fades, Carter stands alone
in the dockyard, her heart pounding. She's stopped the
upload, but Mr. Mayhem has slipped through her fingers again.

WIDE SHOT: Carter stands, bathed in the flickering
streetlight, watching as the darkness swallows Mr. Mayhem
once again.

FADE OUT.
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EXT. CITY SKYLINE - DAWN

The camera opens on a stunning shot of the city skyline at
dawn. The first rays of sunlight break through the clouds,
casting a soft golden hue over the buildings below. The city
is waking up, unaware of the chaos that was barely averted in
the dead of night.

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE HEADQUARTERS - WAR ROOM - MORNING

Detective Carter stands at the head of a conference table in
the police war room. Her face is tense but determined as she
addresses a small group of officers and federal agents. The
room is dimly 1lit, the only light coming from the glowing
screen displaying maps of the city and satellite imagery of
various locations.

CLOSE-UP: Carter's eyes are focused, a woman on the edge of
exhaustion but burning with resolve. She knows she's close —
closer than she's ever been to finally bringing Mr. Mayhem
down.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(focused)
We stopped the upload, but it's not
over. Mayhem's still out there, and
he's going to make his next move
soon. This is our window.

SERGEANT MILLS, leaning against the table, rubs his temples,
still shaken from the events at the dockyard. He looks over
at Carter with a mixture of respect and concern.

SERGEANT MILLS
(grim)
Carter, we've been chasing him for
months. How do you know where he'll
go next?

Carter takes a deep breath, pulling out a map and spreading
it across the table. Her fingers trace key locations where
Mr. Mayhem's operations have gone down — banks, financial
institutions, and the Stock Exchange. But then, she taps an
isolated spot on the map, far from the city center.

CLOSE-UP: Her finger rests on a private airstrip, nestled
just outside the city.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(quiet but confident)
He's not running anymore.
(MORE)
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DETECTIVE CARTER (CONT'D)
He's going to disappear. If I know
him, this airstrip is where he'll
make his final escape.

The officers around the table exchange glances. Mills
straightens up, nodding slowly.

SERGEANT MILLS
(sighing)
Alright. We set up a perimeter.
We'll cover every exit.

Carter's eyes remain fixed on the map, the weight of the
chase pressing down on her.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(whispering)
I'm ending this. No more games.

CUT TO:

EXT. PRIVATE AIRSTRIP - NIGHT

The camera pans over a deserted private airstrip, cloaked in
the dark. A single private jet sits on the tarmac, engines
quietly humming as it waits for its passengers. In the
distance, the city lights twinkle faintly, a world away from
the quiet tension of the airstrip.

WIDE SHOT: Mr. Mayhem and Nate step out of a black SUV and
walk toward the jet. Mr. Mayhem's steps are calm, controlled
— as always. He's dressed impeccably, but this time, there's
something final about his movements. Nate is carrying a
briefcase, his face pale and anxious.

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem glances back toward the city, his smirk
faint but present. He's on the verge of escape, of
disappearing completely. But as his eyes scan the horizon,
something catches his attention — a slight glimmer in the
distance.

MR. MAYHEM
(calm, amused)
She's here.

Nate's eyes widen in panic.
NATE

(alarm rising)
Carter? But how-?
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Mr. Mayhem raises a hand, silencing him. His eyes flicker
with that familiar confidence, as if he's anticipated this
all along.

MR. MAYHEM
(smirking)
This is the final move. Stay close.

CUT TO:

EXT. AIRSTRIP - SURROUNDING WOODS - NIGHT

Detective Carter, crouched behind a set of trees with her
team, watches the airstrip through binoculars. She sees Mr.
Mayhem's silhouette moving toward the jet. Her heart races.
This is it — the moment she's been chasing.

She lowers the binoculars and whispers into her radio.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(into radio)
All units, stand by. We move on my
mark.

She breathes in deeply, steadying herself. This time, she
won't let him slip through her fingers.

CUT TO:

EXT. AIRSTRIP - NIGHT

Mr. Mayhem and Nate approach the jet, but just before they
reach the steps, they stop. The faint sound of footsteps
crunching on gravel draws Mr. Mayhem's attention. He turns
slowly, his smile never faltering.

Out of the shadows steps Detective Carter, her gun raised,
her eyes locked on Mr. Mayhem. She's alone — her team still
hidden in the surrounding area, waiting for her signal. But
this confrontation is personal.

MR. MAYHEM
(chuckling softly)
Detective Carter. Always on time.

Carter doesn't lower her gun, her voice cold and steady.
DETECTIVE CARTER

(fierce)
It's over, Mayhem. No more running.
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Mr. Mayhem tilts his head slightly, his expression
thoughtful, almost amused.

MR. MAYHEM
(softly)
No more running. You're right. This
is where it ends.

Nate takes a nervous step back, his hand gripping the
briefcase tightly. Carter's eyes flicker toward him for a
split second, and Mr. Mayhem notices.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)
(smoothly)
You've chased me for so long,
Carter. But the truth is, you've
always been part of the game. Just
another piece on the board.

Carter steps closer, her gun unwavering.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(angry)
I'm not a piece, Mayhem. I'm the
one who's going to stop you.

Mr. Mayhem's smile fades slightly, replaced by something
colder, more calculating.

MR. MAYHEM
(calm, menacing)
You think you've won because you've
cornered me? Because you've stopped
me from running? You still don't
understand. The game doesn't end
when you catch the king. It ends
when you topple the whole board.

Carter's eyes narrow, sensing the danger beneath his words.
She steps closer, tightening her grip on the gun.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(through gritted teeth)
I'm not letting you destroy
anything else. Its over asshole!

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem looks directly into Carter's eyes, his
voice barely a whisper.

MR. MAYHEM
(low, intense)
Are you sure? Because once the
board is flipped, there's no going
back.
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Suddenly, Nate panics. In a desperate move, he drops the
briefcase and runs for the jet. Carter reacts instantly,
firing a shot into the air.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(shouting)
Stop!

Nate freezes, his hands in the air. Carter keeps her gun
trained on him, but Mr. Mayhem takes a step forward, his
hands casually in his pockets.

MR. MAYHEM
(softly)
Let him go, Detective. He's
nothing. This is between you and
me.

Carter hesitates, her eyes darting between Nate and Mr.
Mayhem. She knows she needs to make a choice — end this once
and for all or risk losing him again.

CUT TO:

EXT. AIRSTRIP - NIGHT

Suddenly, the sound of helicopter blades fills the air. A
SWAT team descends from above, surrounding the airstrip,
their weapons trained on Mr. Mayhem and Nate. The game is
over.

Carter lowers her gun slightly, her breath coming in sharp,
controlled bursts. She watches as the SWAT team moves in,
securing Nate and cutting off Mr. Mayhem's escape. But Mayhem
doesn't seem fazed. His smile returns, but this time, it's
softer, almost sad.

MR. MAYHEM
(quietly)
You played well, Carter. But
remember, chaos isn't something you
stop. It's something you survive.

The SWAT team moves in, forcing Mr. Mayhem to the ground. For
the first time, he's physically restrained, his hands cuffed
behind his back. But even as they take him away, his head
tilts slightly, and his eyes meet Carter's one last time.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)
(smirking)
Until the next game.
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CLOSE-UP: Carter watches him go, her expression unreadable.
The chase is finally over, but there's a heaviness in the
air. She knows that, in some way, the game was never really
about winning or losing. It was about understanding the
rules. And now that she's played it, she'll never be the
same.

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY SKYLINE - MORNING

As the sun rises over the city, Carter stands on a rooftop,
looking out over the sprawling metropolis. The chaos is gone,
for now. But the echoes of the game still linger in the air.

CLOSE-UP: Carter takes a deep breath, then exhales slowly,
her eyes focused on the horizon. The city is safe, but the
world is still full of shadows.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(softly, to herself)
It's never really over.

FADE OUT.

INT. LUXURY APARTMENT - SANDRA BLAKE'S OFFICE - NIGHT

The camera opens on Sandra Blake sitting at her large,
stylish desk in her high-rise apartment. The window behind
her reveals the city skyline, twinkling with lights in the
late evening. Sandra stares at her laptop, her fingers
hovering over the keyboard, hesitation visible in her eyes.

Scattered around her desk are photos of Mr. Mayhem, newspaper
clippings, and cryptic notes from their time together. This
is Sandra's world now — torn between her role as a journalist
and the complexity of her relationship with Mr. Mayhem.

CLOSE-UP: Her cursor blinks on the screen. The title of her
article sits at the top:

ARTICLE TITLE:
"Behind the Mask: The Mind of Mr. Mayhem"
Sandra exhales slowly, clearly conflicted. She knows the
power of the story she's about to tell — a story no one else

has access to. She's been closer to Mr. Mayhem than anyone,
perhaps even closer than she realized.
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SANDRA BLAKE
(whispering to herself)
The world deserves to know the
truth.

She begins typing, her fingers moving faster now, as if the
words are pouring out of her. The camera zooms in on the
screen as she writes.

SANDRA (V.0.):
For months, Mr. Mayhem has been
nothing more than a myth, a shadow
in the world of high-stakes crime.
But he is not a myth. I've seen him
— up close, personal. He's not just
a man driven by greed. He's a man
obsessed with control, with the
delicate balance between chaos and
order. The truth is, the chaos is
the disguise...

As she writes, flashbacks of her time with Mr. Mayhem flash
on the screen — their luxurious dinners, the private yacht,
the late-night conversations where his true nature slipped

through the cracks. Sandra's voiceover continues as we see

her internal struggle.

SANDRA (V.0.): (CONT'D)
His charm is his weapon, his
intelligence his shield. He's
mastered the art of manipulating
those around him, including me. But
the deeper I delved into his world,
the more I realized that Mr.
Mayhem's greatest trick wasn't the
chaos he created — it was making us
believe we were part of his world.
Even I, for a time, believed I was
special, that I understood him.

Sandra pauses, her fingers trembling slightly. Her eyes
flicker to a photo of her and Mr. Mayhem, smiling together at
a lavish party. She hesitates, but then forces herself to
keep going.

SANDRA (V.0.): (CONT'D)
But I was wrong. Mr. Mayhem's game
is much bigger than any one person.
And the truth is, while we were all
distracted by his crimes, we missed
the real target. His obsession with
control isn't just about money.
It's about power.

(MORE)
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SANDRA (V.O.): (CONT'D)
And in his final act, he was
willing to sacrifice everything...

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE HEADQUARTERS - DETECTIVE CARTER'S OFFICE -
MORNING

Detective Carter sits at her cluttered desk, a pile of
reports and evidence spread out in front of her. She's been
pouring over data all night, but something feels incomplete.

Her phone buzzes with an alert. Carter absentmindedly checks
it — but her eyes suddenly narrow as she sees the headline of
Sandra Blake's article pop up.

CLOSE-UP: The headline reads:
"The Chaos Behind the Mask: Inside the Mind of Mr. Mayhem"

Carter sits up straighter, intrigued. She clicks on the
article, scanning the first few lines. As she reads, her
expression shifts from curiosity to intensity.

CUT TO:

INT. SANDRA BLAKE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Sandra finishes typing the last lines of her article. She
takes a deep breath and hovers over the "Publish" button for
a moment, her heart pounding in her chest. The decision feels
final, like a door she's closing on her past.

CLOSE-UP: Sandra's finger clicks the button. The article is
published.

For a moment, she just sits there, staring at the screen. The
truth is out now. Everything she knows about Mr. Mayhem — his
manipulations, his philosophy of control, even the intimate
moments they shared — is now exposed to the world.

But there's no turning back. Her loyalty to the truth, as a
journalist, won over her loyalty to him.

SANDRA BLAKE
(whispering to herself)
He'll hate me for this... but the

world needs to know.

CUT TO:
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INT. POLICE HEADQUARTERS - DETECTIVE CARTER'S OFFICE -
MORNING

Back at police headquarters, Carter reads deeper into the
article. The more she reads, the more pieces start falling
into place. She realizes Sandra's perspective — as someone
who knew Mr. Mayhem personally — offers insights no one else
had access to.

CLOSE-UP: Carter's eyes widen as she comes across a critical
passage in the article:

SANDRA (V.0.):
What the world failed to see is
that Mayhem's greatest heist wasn't
about the Stock Exchange or the
money. It was about destabilizing
the system. He knew that true power
lies not in wealth, but in
controlling the reactions of those
in power. And his final play? It's
still in motion.

Carter's face hardens. Sandra's article has given her a vital
clue. She grabs her phone and dials a number, her voice
urgent.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(into phone)
Get me a team, now. We missed
something. Mayhem's next move isn't
over. We need to move.

Carter hangs up, grabbing her jacket and heading for the
door. Sandra's article has blown open the case — but it's
also revealed that Mayhem's ultimate plan is still unfolding.

CUT TO:

EXT. SANDRA BLAKE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

A knock echoes at Sandra's door. She hesitates for a moment,
knowing who it might be. When she opens the door, it's
Detective Carter, her face a mix of determination and
curiosity.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(firm)
We need to talk.

Sandra steps aside, letting her in. The tension is thick
between them — both women now entangled in Mr. Mayhem's web,
each on a different side of the game.
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SANDRA BLAKE
(sighing)
You read the article.

Carter nods, her eyes sharp.

DETECTIVE CARTER
(intense)
You're right. Mayhem's plan isn't
done. I need to know everything you
didn't put in that article. If you
want to make this right, we take
him down, together.

Sandra closes the door behind them, her face reflecting the
weight of her decision. She's no longer just a spectator to
Mr. Mayhem's chaos — now, she's an active part of ending it.

FADE OUT.

INT. FEDERAL PENITENTIARY - MAXIMUM SECURITY CELL - NIGHT

The scene opens inside a stark maximum-security federal
penitentiary. The cold, gray walls of the cell are
suffocating, 1lit by the harsh glow of overhead fluorescent
lights. The sound of metal clanging echoes down the corridor,
the distant shouts of prisoners reverberating through the
concrete.

Mr. Mayhem, now wearing a prison uniform, sits on a simple
metal cot, his posture relaxed despite the surroundings. His
face is calm, his eyes sharp and thoughtful, as if he's not
bothered by the reality of his imprisonment. Across from him,
his cellmate, the infamous Bitcoin King — a man who
orchestrated one of the largest cryptocurrency thefts in
history, stealing billions.

CLOSE-UP: The Bitcoin King, a wiry man with sharp features
and an air of arrogance, stares at his tablet, which he
somehow managed to acquire through shady connections. He's
been reading news articles about his stolen billions, many of
which are still missing, hidden in encrypted digital wvaults.

BITCOIN KING
(smirking)
You know, they think they've got us
locked down. But the funny thing
is, power doesn't exist inside
these walls. The real control is
out there... in the network.
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Mr. Mayhem doesn't respond immediately. Instead, he slowly
rises from the cot and walks over to the small barred window,
looking out at the razor-wire fence and the towering walls of
the prison. He's been playing a long game, even from behind
bars.

MR. MAYHEM

(softly)
You think you've beaten the system
because you hacked the network. But
real power isn't in systems or
networks. It's in controlling the
people who build them. The chaos
out there... that's where the game
is won.

The Bitcoin King glances up at Mr. Mayhem, intrigued but
slightly skeptical.

BITCOIN KING
(raising an eyebrow)
And what's your next move, genius?
You gonna meditate your way through
the walls?

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem turns, that familiar, dangerous smile
curling at the corner of his lips.

MR. MAYHEM
(smirking)
No. We're walking out of here.
Tonight.

The Bitcoin King's smirk fades, his curiosity pigqued. But
before he can respond, the sound of footsteps approaching the
cell cuts through the tension. Mr. Mayhem calmly returns to
his cot, sitting down just as a guard appears outside the
cell.

GUARD
(stern)
Mayhem. You've got a visitor.

The guard unlocks the cell door and gestures for Mr. Mayhem
to follow. The Bitcoin King watches in silence, a flicker of
disbelief in his eyes as Mr. Mayhem is led away, cool and
unruffled.

CUT TO:
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INT. FEDERAL PENITENTIARY - VISITATION ROOM - NIGHT

The camera pans across the visitation room, a sterile, poorly
lit space separated by bulletproof glass. Mr. Mayhem enters,
his hands cuffed in front of him. Across the glass sits a
sharply dressed lawyer who looks like he belongs in a Wall
Street office, not a prison visitation room.

Mr. Mayhem takes a seat, the hint of a smile playing on his
lips as the lawyer slides an envelope across the table.

LAWYER
(low)
Everything's in place. The
transfer's complete. You'll have
what you need.

Mr. Mayhem leans forward, his voice calm and quiet.

MR. MAYHEM
(softly)
Make sure the rest of the assets
are moved before we leave. I don't
want any loose ends.

The lawyer nods, standing up quickly and leaving without
another word. Mr. Mayhem watches him go, a flicker of
satisfaction in his eyes.

CUT TO:

EXT. FEDERAL PENITENTIARY - NIGHT

The sound of the prison alarm blaring fills the air, red
lights flashing across the prison grounds. Chaos erupts as
guards scramble to secure the perimeter. In the distance, a
helicopter rises into the sky, slicing through the darkness
with its powerful blades.

WIDE SHOT: The helicopter soars away from the prison,
escaping the floodlights and disappearing into the night.
Inside, Mr. Mayhem sits calmly, watching the prison shrink
into the distance below. Beside him, the Bitcoin King sits,
looking both shocked and thrilled.

BITCOIN KING
(laughing, amazed)
How the hell did you pull that off?

Mr. Mayhem doesn't answer. Instead, he looks out of the
helicopter's window, the corners of his mouth curling into
that familiar, dangerous smile.
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MR. MAYHEM
(smirking)
We're just getting started.

CUT TO:

EXT. NEW YORK CITY - SANDRA BLAKE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

The camera cuts to Sandra Blake, sitting at her desk, typing
away on her laptop. She's been working late, the glow of the
city outside her window filling the room. She has no idea
what's about to happen.

A knock on the door breaks her concentration. She glances up,
frowning. It's late — too late for visitors. She walks
cautiously toward the door, peering through the peephole.

CLOSE-UP: Her eyes widen in shock as she sees Mr. Mayhem
standing on the other side of the door, his face calm and
unreadable. Before she can react, the door swings open, and
two of Mr. Mayhem's mercenaries step into the apartment,
grabbing her by the arms.

SANDRA BLAKE
(struggling)
What the hell are you doing?!

Mr. Mayhem steps into the apartment, his expression eerily
calm. Sandra's eyes flicker with a mix of fear and anger as
she realizes what's happening.

SANDRA BLAKE (CONT'D)
(angry, defiant)
You can't just kidnap me, Mayhem! I
wrote the truth — I told everyone
about youl!

Mr. Mayhem tilts his head slightly, a cold smirk forming on
his lips.

MR. MAYHEM
(softly)
That's exactly why you're coming
with me.

Sandra's eyes flash with defiance, but there's a hint of fear
beneath the surface. She struggles against the mercenaries,
but it's no use. As they drag her toward the door, Mr. Mayhem
steps aside, watching her closely.

MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)
(quietly)
We're going to my island, Sandra.
(MORE)
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MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)
You wanted to know who I really am.
Now, you'll see.

CUT TO:

EXT. PRIVATE ISLAND - SOUTH PACIFIC - DAY

The scene transitions to a stunning private island,
surrounded by crystal-clear waters. Palm trees sway gently in
the breeze, and the luxury villa perched on the cliffs
overlooks the endless ocean. It's paradise, but with an air
of isolation and danger.

WIDE SHOT: Mr. Mayhem's private jet touches down on a small
landing strip, the roar of the engines cutting through the
tranquil atmosphere. The camera follows as Mr. Mayhem steps
out of the jet, followed by Sandra, who is now wearing a calm
but wary expression. She's still trying to process what's
happening — why he brought her here.

CLOSE-UP: Mr. Mayhem walks ahead, gesturing toward the
expansive villa. His voice is soft, almost casual.

MR. MAYHEM
(smoothly)
Welcome to my world. Everything
you've read about me, everything
you thought you understood... this
is where it all begins.

Sandra's eyes dart around, taking in the beauty and danger of
the island. She's a journalist at heart, and despite the
circumstances, she can't help but be intrigued. But her voice
is steady, her guard still up.

SANDRA BLAKE
(firm)
You think this changes anything? I
told the world who you are, and
they'll come for you.

Mr. Mayhem chuckles softly, walking toward the villa, his
back to her.

MR. MAYHEM
(amused)
They already tried. And they

failed.

He stops, turning to face her, his eyes locking onto hers.
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MR. MAYHEM (CONT'D)

(softly, dangerously)
I didn't bring you here to hurt
you, Sandra. I brought you here
because you're the only one who's
ever gotten close enough to see the
truth. And now, you're going to
help me finish the game.

Sandra narrows her eyes, her voice filled with defiance.

SANDRA BLAKE
(furious)
I'll never help you.

Mr. Mayhem steps closer, his voice low and calm, as if he's
speaking to an old friend.

MR. MAYHEM
(smoothly)
You already have.

CUT TO:

INT. VILLA - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Inside the luxurious villa, Mr. Mayhem walks across the
expansive living room, filled with priceless art and the
finest furnishings. Sandra stands by the open doors to the
balcony, the ocean breeze blowing through her hair as she
watches him.

MR. MAYHEM

(quietly)
There's something you should
understand, Sandra. I never lose.
Even when it seems like I'm
cornered, the game continues. You
exposed me to the world... but now
the world is watching. And they'll
see exactly what I want them to
see.

Sandra crosses her arms, her expression defiant, but there's
a flicker of doubt in her eyes.
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SANDRA BLAKE
(cold)
(You're a sociopath,
Mayhem. The only game
you're playing is with
yourself.)

Mr. Mayhem smiles, turning to face her fully.

MR. MAYHEM
(smirking)
That's where you're wrong. I'm
playing with everyone. And now, so
are you.

The camera pulls back, showing the two of them standing at
the edge of the balcony, the vast ocean stretching out before
them. The tension between them is thick, the stakes higher
than ever.

FADE OUT.



